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It’s funny How a man will go
through life igrloring little hints
that he really ought to take.

x*

The boss go) tough, too.“You're
not getting in to see the big
shots the way you used to,” he
said, 'what’s the trouble?’

- .
| L*,
— and boy, did 1get a laugh!
This is wlyit it said:
‘You might be welcome every
day

If you would keep your breath
okay.’

| tried to laugh it*off; but |

couldn't — that note'~as in
earnest. | hated to think that
such a hint was necessary —
but, mister, | took it.

1 used to be invited every-
where. Then gradually people
quit asking me. It had me
puzzled.

That jolted me. 1tried to ex-

plain but therA wasn’t any
explanation. Wiiat he said
was true.

Vo oi

‘Some wisecracker has been
reading the ads and is trying
to get my goat,’ 1told myself
— then 1turned it over.

Evelyn and | ore engaged.
Things are getting better at
the office, too. What a chump
a fellow is not to take pre-
cautions against halitosis.

T m

My girl (do you like her?) be-
gan to act distant, too. Once
she showed me a Listerine ad
and asked me if 1had read it
1 muffed that one.

% f

Then on Valentine's Day 1got
one of those ridiculous comics
we kids used to send.

%
w

‘You may thir~kfhis is a joke,’
was written m a bpld hand,
‘but it is farrfrom it. Take this
hint for your mivn good.' ltwas
signed— ‘A Friend.’

I'm off to the theatre with
Evelyn and then to a party
afterward. It’s certainly great
to be going places again!

Don't Be a Sucker, Stranger!

You may take it for granted that
your breath is agreeable, butisit?
How do you know at this moment
that it is not offensive to others?
The insidious thing about halitosis
(unpleasant breath) is that you
yourself never know when you
have it. And even your bestfriend
won't tell you.

Everyone is likely to have halitosis
at some time or other. Ninety per
cent of cases, says one dental au-
thority, are due to fermentation of
bits of food particles skipped by
the tooth brush and left clinging
to mouth surfaces.

A quick, safe way to get rid of
unpleasant breath is to rinse the

mouth with Listerine. Listerine
instantly halts fermentation and
checks the odors it causes. When
you wish to put yourself on the
safe side, do not trust to ordinary
mouth washes which may be
devoid of deodorant power. Use
only Listerine. Itdeodorizeshours
longer. Lambert Pharmacal Co.

Before any appointment use LISTERINE to end Halitosis [ unpleasantsreath]
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~H E great silver plane, its non-
stop flight from New York
successfully behind it, banked
and zoomed to a beautiful, smooth
landing. One by one, as they stuck
their heads out the door to disem-
bark, the passengers caught at their
hats, for a mischievous wind, typical
of Chicago in April, skipped joyously
over the vast airport.

Sylvia Newell stepped out of the
plane and walked with the graceful
swagger, indicative of her “I'm-on-
thc-crest-of-thc-wave” attitude, across
the field. A careless glance about told
her that Lawrence Brandon was not
there to meet her.



“1f 1 can't make it, I'll call for
you at the Viceroy about seven," he'd
told her. Sylvia’s mouth curved in a
secret smile. Lawrence was one more
on her list of conquests. The year
before, when she’d met him in New
York, he'd been stand-offish, hard-
to-knovv. Now he was almost slavish
in his devotion. The fact that Law-
rence Brandon possessed a wife had
not caused Sylvia one twinge of con-
science.

“1 guess you're the only one riding
to town with me, miss,” the chauffeur
of the airlines car told her.

Sylvia was faintly amused.

“Don’t tell me I'm the only one
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who hasn’'t been met!” she laughed
up at him.

“Looks that way, miss,” he grinned
at her.

The skirt of Sylvia’s dull-green
suit slid up her slim leg as she stepped
into the big car. With a sigh she
settled herself and unfastened the
leather hook and eye that clasped the
green jacket about her throat. Her
yellow sweater repeated the gilt of
hair curving sleekly under the green
hat against her cheeks, then breaking
into loose curls, that held the sheen
of frequent brushings.

During the drive into Chicago, her
mind was a parade ground for past
events. It was her first trip to that
city in seven years. Torrents of
water had gone under the bridge since
she was twenty. She thought about
Rian North, the boy she’d been in
love with at fifteen. How he’d kissed
her after their last high-school dance.
Strange she hadn’'t heard of him in
all these seven years.

To her mind came the image of
the girl she’'d been. Father dead, her-
self left with no money, she'd gone
to New York determined to make
good and she had.

A friend of her father’s, AIf
Farnley of A. W. Farnley’'s Advertis-
ing Agency, had given her a job.
That job had grown like Topsy until
now, she was an account executive
with an enviable reputation in the
New York advertising world. What
a grand way, she mused, to return
to the city you'd left in comparative
poverty and sorrow, an important
executive on a business trip to clinch
the deal between Farnley’'s and the
Trent Cosmetic Co., one of the big-
gest accounts in the country. It was
fun to return on the crest of the wave,

knowing that you were the picture of
what a smart young business woman
should be. Sylvia would have been
the first to tell you that modesty is
a pose, so why not admit your talents!
She remembered she was scheduled
to call Mr. Trent to-night and have
a talk with him as he was anxious
to get the affair settled. *“Skip it!”
she advised the reflection of herself
in her room at the Viceroy. “I can
tell him 1 was ill or something in the
morning.” Besides she barely had
time to dress before Lawrence would
arrive. In her bath she congratulated
herself on having learned not to let
business interfere with pleasure.

TATITH an exclamation of admira-

*v tion, Lawrence Brandon rose to
welcome Sylvia as. she drifted into
the lobby. Spring was in her hair,
tiny circlets of spring flowers catch-
ing her curls up to reveal her ears
and repeating themselves in the filmy
chiffon of her dress that frothed out
from under a short green wrap.

“Lawrence, how well you're look-
ing!”

“And you”— his voice husky with
tenderness— “ but this is not the place
to tell you about that. My car is
outside. We're going to a new place
that's just opened! It's quite a dis-
tance from here but you'll like the
ride.”

“You mean we're going some place
where none of your wife's friends
will see us,” Sylvia wanted to say
but didn’t. She was merely amused
at his deception. As they walked
out of the hotel she experienced a
thrill of pride in his smooth, gray-
at-the-temples handsomeness. He was
a big man with the look of softness
that comes from easy living, but he
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had the veneer of the sophisticate.
It amused Sylvia to know how un-
sophisticated he really was when it
came to her.

The Continental Club was thick
with smoke, crowded when they ar-
rived. At their reserved table Sylvia
said, “Ringside seats! This is going
to be fun. You know, | wrote you
I was supposed to see Trent to-night,
but why should 1 let business inter-
fere with my social life?”

“The right idea,” Lawrence agreed
with her. “Trent's a friend of mine
anyway. If he gets unmanageable,
refer him to me.”

“1'd like to see the client I couldn’t
manage,” scoffed Sylvia.

“Let’'s order our cocktails, then we
can dance. I've been waiting years
to dance with you again!” he told
her softly.

While they were dancing, Sylvia
suddenly realized she was deathly
bored. Why had she ever thought
Lawrence Brandon irresistible? He
was fatuous, on the aging side, really.
She hated the hot clutch of his hand
on hers, the pressure of his palm
against her back. His conversation
seemed to be limited to statements
about how lovely she was which were
worse than boring after their first
recital. Somehow, she struggled
through dinner, through the inane
floor show.

“Sylvia,” Lawrence told her at
last, “I'm in love with you and you
know it.”

“Lawrence, you're tight! Please
don’t be silly.” Her hand evaded his
eager one. “Take me back to the
hotel, will you? 1 have a thumping
headache.” Instantly solicitous, he
drove her back to town and took her
up to her room.

At the door she said, “Thanks for

a grand time, Lawrence, I'm sorry
I fizzled out on you.”
“Sylvia, darling!” His arms

smothered her.
desperately.

“Lawrence, you're mad! Please
go home!” She pushed him away
and opened the door.

He followed her into the room.
“We've got to have it out now, Syl-
via. | love you and | want you to
marry me.”

“Have you forgotten the small
matter of your wife?” she reminded
him sharply.

“I'll get a divorce, Sylvia darling.
I can't go on without you.”

With a swift gesture she tossed
her wrap on the bed and faced him
squarely. “Lawrence, you'll simply,
have to go on without me, as you
put it. As it happens, | don’'t love
you, never have. | thought it was
fun being friends!”

“Friends, helll” he ripped the
words out. “You know you're lying.
Why don’t you at least be frank and
come right out with it? This is my
exit cue?”

“Yes, it is, Lawrence!” she said
lightly. *“Thanks for a whirl.”

“You're pretty sure of yourself,
aren’'t you?” he flung at her. “Well,
take care, my dear. Any one as cold-
blooded and egotistical as you is rid-
ing for a fall. So watch your step!”

The door slammed behind him. She
shivered a little at the menace of his
tone, then shrugged it away. “Why
did I ever get myself tangled up with
him anyhow?” she asked of the dark-
ness before she slid into bed.

Fat robins were sunning them-
selves the next morning when Sylvia
walked briskly to A. W. Farnley’s

He was kissing her
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Chicago office, where she went
straight to the sanctum of Harry
Penner.  “Hello, Harry,” she sa-

luted him gayly. “How are you?
You look gloomy enough to have had
your tonsils out. | was sick as every-
thing when 1 got in town last night
so | didn’'t even call Trent. And |
overslept this morning.”

Pointedly he looked at his watch.
“Sick as a dog at the Continental
Club 1 suppose.”

She flushed. *“Come, come, don't
be such an ogre. Can't a gal play
hookey once in a while?”

“And while said gal is playing
hookey,” Harry Penner told her, “we
lose the Trent account to North &
Stanley. They're only a small Chi-
cago agency but they certainly must
have played a master stroke while
you were out doing the town.”

“Harry, you're kidding!” Heavily
she sank into the nearest chair.

“1 only wish 1 were.” Harry
looked gloomily out the window.
The phone rang. “That's for you,
Sylvia”—he didn't turn to look at
her. “1 had my secretary call Alf
in New York when you came in.
He’s been wanting to talk to you.”

Hands cold, Sylvia lifted the re-
ceiver. “Hello, Mr, Farnley.”

The old man’s voice rasped back
at her. “I hear we lost Trent, thanks
to you.”

“1 can explain, Mr. Farnley.”

“You can’'t explain anything to me.
When | started you out, seven years
ago, you were a nice kid, ready to
work and get places. Well, I've been
watching you develop into a cock-
sure, egotistical female and I've been
just waiting for your foot to slip.
I'm fond of the girl you were, Sylvia,
and it's for your own good I'm firing

you. When you're ready to be the
worker you used to be, come back
and see me. Maybe then, | can do
something for you. Why I'm wast-
ing money to tell you this long dis-
tance, | don’t know!

Rage danced along Sylvia’s nerves,
left her white and shaking. *“You,”
she said calmly, “can go to hell!”
And hung up. “Well, this is my swan
song, Harry!” she flipped at him as
she reached across the desk for a
cigarette. “You probably knew it
before I did.”

“Sorry, Sylvia,” he said.

“Probably the best thing that ever
happened to me. Who'd you say
got that Trent account? North &

Stanley? Never heard of them!
North— North,” she repeated it re-
flectively.

“Rian North!” supplemented
Harry.

“Rian North! Why, he's a friend
of mine. Now, | wonder how he

knew enough to strike last night while
Trent was hot. | think I'll wander
over and see for myself. Where's
their office, Harry?”

When he’'d told her, she drew on
her chamois gloves and left. Laugh
as she might, she was conscious of
a sickish feeling in the pit of her
stomach. Out of a job! But not for
long, she reassured herself.

QYLVIA slithered past an indig-
A nant secretary into Rian North's
office. He looked up from his desk
in surprise. His keen gray eyes, the
unruly crop of black hair, the remem-
bered quizzical lift at the left corner
of his mouth that made you want to
laugh when he smiled, all took her
back seven years ago to a boy and
girl quarreling.
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“Remember me!”
him.

In a minute he was up and around
his desk, a rangy length of man, his
hands outstretched to take hers.
“Once there was a girl who went
coasting with me! Who roller-skated
better than | did!” His voice held
a reminiscent tenderness. “Who
played hookey from school with me.
Who kissed me after the high-school
dance! We quarreled. | can't even
remember what it was about, careers
for women or some damn fool thing.
She went to New York and became
very successful, so I was told. We
never looked each other up until now.
Her name was Sylvia Newell and
I've never forgotten her.”

“What a memory!” laughed Sylvia.
“Here | am in the flesh. This is the
first time I've been in Chicago in
seven years, so | came around to con-
gratulate you.” She took the chair
he offered her and he leaned on the
desk’s edge.

“1 hear,” she laughed up at him,
“you’re a rising young advertising
man who's just landed the Trent Cos-
metic account, that A. W. Farnley's
was in such a fuss about getting.”

He laughed. “It was a stroke of
luck and the psychological moment.
What's your game, Sylvia, advertis-
ing?”

“l used to be with A. W. Farn-
ley’'s. At the moment, I'm a non-
partisan spectator. Tell me how you
did it, Rian? I'm interested!”

Arms folded, he looked at her
quizzically. “1I'd much rather talk
about the last seven years of your
life, Sylvia.”

“That will come later!”
sured him.

“Well, here’s the story:

she challenged

she reas-

It seems

as though a smart advertising gal
from Farnley’'s was scheduled to see
Trent last night and sign him on the
dotted line. But she failed to show
up. She was night-clubbing with an
ardent admirer of hers instead. That
part of it I got from the ardent ad-
mirer's wife who had been reading
her husband’'s mail and knew | was
interested in the Trent account. |
simply took a long chance, called
Trent, and he was mad enough to see
me.” Rian stopped talking suddenly,
and snapped his fingers in a manner
of discovery. *“Sylvia, you------- "

Sylvia swung one slim leg noncha-
lantly as though she were enjoying
his sudden discomfiture. *“Yes, I'm
the advertising gal in question, or
was, | should say. Thanks to your
little strategy | lost my job.”

“Sylvia!  I'm sorry as all hell.
But you and Lawrence Brandon------- "
he fumbled. “It just couldn't be
you.”

“Lawrence Brandon and | happen
to be good friends, nothing more.
I've been writing to him off and on,
telling him about my job. Just be-
cause you're stupid enough to believe
his jealous wife is not my affair.”
She thought back swiftly to the last
revealing letter in which she’'d told
him about the Trent and Farnley set-
up. Thank heavens, she'd kept it in
a thoroughly businesslike vein. She
rose to face Rian North. “You knew
who the advertising woman was all
along. Mrs. Brandon surely gave
you that bit of information, too!
Don’t try to tell me differently. We
guarreled years ago. Evidently you
still hold that grudge against me.”
She slapped her gloves against her
bag. “1 should expect to get my
throat cut in this competitive racket
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but 1 hardly thought you'd be the
one to do it.”

Rian’s Irish temper was rising.
“Lita Brandon did not mention your
name! Do you think, if she had, 1
would have deliberately done you out
of a job, Sylvia? You're just like

you used to be, always leaping at
conclusions.”
“Am |, indeed?” she parried

sweetly as she paused at the door.
“l came to warn you, my childhood
friend, that from now on, you had
better watch out for me.”

“If you'd tended to your knitting,
my sweet,” he reminded her, “this
wouldn’t have happened.”

For want of a better answer she
slammed the door shut. When she
returned to her hotel, however, Sylvia
was far from being defiant. She was
frankly lonely and frightened. Law-
rence Brandon certainly wouldn't call
her after last night's little interlude.
Nor would Rian North want to see
her; he didn't even know where she
was staying.

Midnight found her slouched deep

in a chair. The ash tray at her elbow
told of hours of nervous smoking.
Sylvia was thinking out her cam-
paign. She had decided to stay in
Chicago and take a certain job.
“Never let it be said that a Newell

gave up without a fight. I'll show
Farnley,” she said aloud. *“I'll show
Rian North, too.”

T OOKING slim and lovely next

~  morning, with only faint shad-
ows under her eyes to tell of her
sleepless night, Sylvia made her ap-
pearance at Rian North's office. “He
expects me,” she lied smoothly to his
secretary.

When Rian looked up from his
morning mail he saw the flowers
blooming aslant on Sylvia’s impudent
hat first, then her smiling face.
“Truce!” she begged mockly humble.
“l came to say I'm sorry and can't
we be friends.”

“Sylvial” He was up to greet her.
“I'm sorry about my share in the
affair, too. | thought about it all
night and wished | knew where you
were staying so | could call you.”

Sylvia drew a deep breath of re-
lief. “1 feel much better now. |
don’t mind telling you my conscience
tormented me all night.” She made
a rueful face at him.

“Had breakfast yet?” he asked her.

“Only coffee! Can you sneak away
for a few minutes?”

Over breakfast, Rian surveyed her

happily. “I've thought about you
often, Sylvia. Wondered where you
were! If you were married!”

So emphatically did she shake her
head her hair danced against her

cheeks. “You?” she asked.
“Heart free! Not even a best girl
in the offing!”
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Sylvia experienced a curious surge
of happiness over that information.

“What's your next step now, Syl-
via? | mean about a job?” His
voice was grave.

Sylvia smeared a generous portion
of honey on her English muffin be-
fore she answered. “I'm going to
ask you for a job. Wait!” she
stopped him from speaking. *“I1 know
you're a small agency and can’'t pay
much, but I'd like to work for you,
Rian. I'm good! Really I am!”

lie broke into laughter at her
forthright self-esteem.

“You’'re hired!” he told her. “Un-
less Hunt Stanley, my partner, ob-
jects and | don't think he will. Fifty
a week is the best I can do at the
moment. When | can raise you, |
will.”

“1f you don’t, I'll heckle you,” she
warned him. “A toast to our new
combine.”

Solemnly, they raised their coffee
cups and clinked them soundly.
“1've one condition to make,” she told
him, poking the tablecloth with her
fork. “Don’t broadcast that I'm
working for you, Rian, please. I'll
do a lot of the work at home when
I find an apartment. Then, I'll sort
of edge in and out of the office. |
don’'t want Mr. Farnley to know till
I've been with you long enough to
prove myself. At that point, 1'll
thumb my nose at the old boy. As
far as Trent is concerned | don't
think it will do you any good to have
him know I'm working for you. See
my point of view?”

“All right, princess, if you want
to travel incognito!” Rian assured her
laughingly.

After much hectic correspondence,

Sylvia managed to sublet her New
York apartment to a just-returned-
from-Europe friend. On the near
North Side she found a small fur-
nished place which she individualized
with a few things of her own choice.

She was relieved to learn that Hunt
Stanley, Rian’s partner, was a jovial,
wise-cracking sort who from their
first handshake took a liking to Syl-
via. It was exciting to find that she
and Rian worked well together. Each
shared the other’'s enthusiasm for
work. Each shared the other’s com-
plete disregard for such conventions
as quitting on time.

They were working late one night
when Sylvia pushed the pile of papers
into the top drawer of her desk and

slammed it shut. “1I'm washed up
for to-night, Rian. Wrung out like
a rag.”

“You took the words out of my
mouth,” he assured her. “Let's go
some place and dance.”

“Looking like this?” she ex-
claimed.

“As far as | can see you look rav-
ishing. Come on, don’t be one of
those fashion-conscious females who



12 Smart Love Stories

can't go anywhere until
changed into another dress.”

They had a favorite night club for
it was one of five or six such evenings
they'd spent together. “Let’s not talk
about work.” Sylvia’s mouth was
wistful as she spoke. In the dimly
lighted room, her eyes were grave.

“Fed up already?” He was anx-
ious. “After just two weeks of work-
ing with me?”

“Just to-night, I'm wondering
what's the use of it all, slaving in
such a futile racket!”

“Slander, young woman, slander.
Advertising’s a noble profession and
all that sort of thing.”

“Only my brand of advertising
isn't so noble!” she told him in a low
voice.

“Here’s your high ball, woman.
Maybe this will make you feel a little
more noble.

“Don’t mind my mood indigo! |
haven't had one for a long time.”
She laughed brightly while her heart
cried, “What's happening to you?”
They drank and danced and talked
nonsense through a thoroughly gay
evening.

When Rian left her at the apart-
ment, he said, “ Thanks for a memor-
able time, Sylvia. In fact, all my
evenings with you are memorable. If
ever two people clicked, darling, we're
it!”

Sylvia’s eyes darkened as though
she were going to cry.

“Take off that sad face!” he
laughed at her. “I'll tell you more
about us at our next meeting.”

When he had gone, Sylvia faced
her mirrored self sternly. “Don’t be
a fool!” she flung at the serious-eyed
girl. “You want to get back to New
York, don’t you, and to more money?

they’'ve

Then, don't let that Irishman get you
down. After all, what you're con-
templating is no worse than what he
did to you.”

T17HEN Lawrence Brandon

' phoned her next day, it was not
exactly a surprise to Sylvia as she
had left word at his office for him
to call her. “I1 was horrible last time
we met, Lawrence. | don't know
what was the matter with me. 1 was
upset, | guess, and took it out on
you. Couldn’t you meet me some-
where for cocktails so | can apolo-
gize properly ?”

However, it was a distinct surprise
to Rian who, after a quick knock,
burst eagerly into her office in time

to hear her last words. *“Right, Law-
rence, that little Russian place at five!
Till then!” Her voice rang out, a
clear, triumphant bell. Then she saw
Rian.

“Lawnence Brandon?” he asked
soberly.

She nodded.

“Sylvia, how can you when you
know he has a wife? Lita's a grand
girl for all her jealousy. | dare say
any woman would be jealous with a
husband like that.”

Sylvia tried to laugh away his
mood. “Oh, Rian, don't be so stuffy
and watch-doggish. 1 told you be-
fore Lawrende Brandon and | were
merely good business friends. I
haven't seen him since the night | ar-
rived in Chicago. He wants to talk
over something with me.”

All Rian could see of her behind
her desk was the crisp white blouse
that frilled about her throat and made
her appear an excited child.

“Lawrence Brandon is not the type
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of man to play comrade to a girl,
Sylvia, and you know it!”

She slapped her pencil on the desk,
stood up to face him angrily. *“I
don’t know what you’'re insinuating,
Rian North, but I do know that what
I do with my time after office hours
is none of your business!”

“You're quite right,” he answered
her, holding his anger in leash.
“You'll have no further trouble with
me. Here are the layouts on that
fruit account. | wish you’'d look
them over at your leisure.”

Alone, she fingered blindly through
the drawings on her desk.

For the next few days, Rian spoke
to Sylvia only on matters of busi-
ness. Between them rose a barrier of
resentment that could not be sur-
mounted.  Sylvia tried being gay,
serious, wistful, frankly friendly.
But none of her attempts succeeded
in recapturing Rian's comradely atti-
tude.

After several days of it, Sylvia,
too, ceased any efforts at being
friendly. “In the face of what I've
done, they're false anyway,” she told
herself. She was alone one evening in
her apartment when the desk clerk
announced Mr. North.

It was a different Rian from the
casual friend of a few days ago.
Grimly he spoke. “Il've come to tell
you that I'm going quietly nuts think-
ing about you.” Before she knew he
had moved, he was beside her, hold-
ing her in his arms. Was whispering
how much he loved her. Was Kkissing
her mouth.

She clung to him, certain that if

he let her go she would surely fall.
“Oh, Rian!” she sighed.

He held her away from him finally
to look at her. “I've been through
seven kinds of hell since the night
you went out with Lawrence Bran-
don!” he admitted.

“1I'm sorry, Rian!” But she could
not find it in her heart to tell him
that if she had known how he felt
she wouldn’'t have gone.

They sat on the small couch facing
each other. He leaned forward to
capture her hand. “Do you happen
to be as goofy about me as | am
about you?”

“1 like you terribly, Rian!” Her
hand jn his fluttered nervously, words
caught in her throat.

He prompted her gently. “You
mean you're not quite sure about this
thing called love.”

Miserably she nodded.

“l can wait!” he told her. “You
will love me, | know, because | love
you so desperately it couldn’t happen
any other way.”

“There are a lot of things | should
tell you, Rian.”

“Thatll wait. I've a few con-
fidences of my own to tell you, angel.
You look tired and we've a big day
to-morrow. Let's make a date for
to-morrow night.”

A prisoner reprieved, she drew a
deep breath and smiled up at him.

At the door, he pressed his face
against her hair and whispered, “I'm
going to make you so happy, Sylvia.
Wait and see!” He kissed her lips
and was gone.

Like a stricken person, she stood
staring at the closed door. “I must
do something about it to-morrow,”
she told herself desperately. “1 don’t
love him but | can't bear to have him

Save teveralcenU apack! Try Avalon Cigarettes! Cellophane wrap. Union made.
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“I've come to tell you that I'm
going quietly nuts thinking-
about you.” Before she knew
he had moved, he was beside
her, holding her in his arms.

hate me. Maybe | can do something
to-night!” Rushing to the phone she
called Lawrence Brandon’'s number.
“Hello!” she cried and was an-
swered by a woman’s icy voice.

“Mr. Brandon is not at home.
When he does come home, it will be
too late for you to call him,” the
woman added venomously.

“I'lll fix it to-morrow!” Sylvia
repeated over and over to herself.
But when she went to bed her anxiety
over what she had done, the memory
of Rian’s ardent face, kept her toss-
ing and turning till dawn’s pale fin-
gers crept through the window to lie
burningly across her sleepless eyes.
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QYLVIA arrived at work before
~ any of the others. In her small
office she called Lawrence Brandon’s
office to learn that he had not yet
come in. She was sitting with her
hand on the phone, wondering what
to do next when the office boy
brought her a telegram. As she read
it, her whole body went slack at the
import of its finality. The printed
strips of words made her realize the
enormity of what she had done. It

lay there, flat on her desk, yellow
and accusing.
Rian, who had an appointment

with a couple of artists, poked his
head in to grin good morning at her
and whisper, “Remind me to-night,
to tell you how much 1 love you.”

Forehead on her hand, her eyes
would not move from Farnley’s ac-
ceptance telegram.  Acceptance of
her treachery. Only no one except
herself knew it to be treachery. She
might as well make a clean breast of
it to Rian, that was the only way out.
“Then whatever he wants me to do,
I will,” she whispered. The door
opened.

“I'm Lita Brandon,” announced
the small, dark woman who stood in
the doorway.

“How do you do,” breathed Sylvia
in amazement. Then recovering her-
self, “Won’t you sit down?”

Lita Brandon accepted the chair
opposite Sylvia. From her small tur-
ban to her pumps she was dressed in
a warm tawny shade of beige.
Against that background the ebony
of her hair, the red of her full mouth
and a clip that might have been emer-
alds blazed in contrast.

“Exotic and sultry-looking,” de-
cided Sylvia to herself, “and what
exquisite legs and ankles.” She re-

membered having heard that Law-
renc Brandon’'s wife had been on the
stage.

“You're wondering why | came, of
course.” Lita Brandon's voice was
effectively husky.

“l1 am.” Sylvia was frank.

“l came to tell you to leave my

husband alone. When 1 lose my
temper 1 am not at all pleasant to
deal with.”

“1'm sure you're not,” agreed Syl-
via sweetly. “Still, don’t you think
that’'s a matter for your husband to
decide?” What did she care about
Lita Brandon's husband ?— stormed
Sylvia’s mind, but to be humiliated,
like this, warned!

“1 knew you’'d be this way, smooth,
insolent and casual about the whole
affair, Miss Newell.”

“Then why did you come? 1 am
not insolent. | merely object to being
threatened.” Sylvia’s green eyes

were angry.

“Very welll” Lita opened her bag
and drew out a gun—a small, cruel,
glinting bit of metal in her gloved
hand.

“You’'ll do as | say,” Lita warned
her, *

Her ultimatum was interrupted by
the opening of the door and the ap-
pearance of Rian. “Why, hello,
Lita,” he said. Then glimpsing the
weapon in her hand: “Why, what on

She broke completely then and
would have fired but for Rian’s fin-
gers that were steel clamping about
her wrist. “Lital For God's sake
pull yourself together.”

Sylvia sat numb in her chair, hands
clenched tightly in her lap. *“It's like
seeing a melodramatic play,” her
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thoughts whirled crazily. “They're
the actors and I'm the audience.”

Choking with sobs, Lita fell against
Rian.

Rousing herself, Sylvia said, “1I'll
get you a glass of water.”

Her words fired Lita to a fresh,
attack. She broke away from Rian
and leaned against Sylvia's desk.
“You'll get me nothing!” she spat at
her. “I'm glad Rian came in. Now,
he can hear my little story.”

“Lita!” begged Rian, strong
hands on her shoulders, but she shook
him off.

“You're too low to shoot,” she
slapped at Sylvia. “You're one of
these brilliant business women who
go high-handedly through life snatch-
ing at whatever amuses you. Law-
rence amused you! For the last year
I've sensed his change toward me.
Then | discovered it was you. |
spied, | plotted to find out who you
were because | hated you and wanted
to kill you. [I've never wanted to kill
any one before.” She paused won-
deringly. “It's a horrible feeling.
Like a disease it seeps into your
blood. It gives you no peace.” She
pressed one hand to her head as
though it were aching horribly.
“When you called Lawrence last
night, 1 knew | had to come here to-
day or go mad!”

“Please, Lita,” interrupted Rian.
“Come into my office. I'll give you
a drink and you'll feel better.”

“Not till I've spoken my piece,”
she said harshly, “and tell you what
sort of woman you have working for
you. Through Lawrence she’s wan-
gled Trent into giving her their ac-
count. You see, | had a detective
follow my husband the other night.
Lawrence met her at some Russian

place. The detective was very
clever! Lita laughed brokenly.
“He sat so near them he heard their
entire conversation.”

“Stop her!” screamed Sylvia's
brain, but her lips were numb.

“She told Lawrence,” went on
Lita Brandon’s relentless voice, “that
if she got the Trent account she could
write her own ticket with Farnley.
He promised to talk to Trent and
then take her to Trent, himself. Oh,
she was very careful to tell Lawrence
that she was only doing occasional
free-lance work for you, Rian. From
a telephone conversation she and my
husband had at dinner time last eve-
ning, | surmised she'd landed the
Trent account.”

Rian was staring at Lita, who,
without another word, walked out of
the room. Sylvia remained quietly
at her desk, panic pounding in her
throat.

He spoke finally. “When | came
in here a few moments ago, it was
to tell you that | had learned Trent
was withdrawing his account.” His
mouth twisted. “That's a good one.
It certainly would have been no news

to you.” Wonderingly, he consid-
ered her as though seeing her for the
first time. “The girl you were!”

His voice was heavy with sadness.
Then with contempt: “The person
you are now!”

“1 can explain everything, Rian,”
she blurted it out desperately. Her
eyes fell on the telegram from Farn-
ley on her desk. Leaning forward
she let one hand drop as naturally
as possible to cover it. But an ironic
wind from the window was quicker
and sent it fluttering to the floor
almost at Rian’s feet, As he picked
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it up, the words burned in letters of
flame up at him.

CONGRATULATIONS ON TRENT DEAL
STOP COME BACK AT ONCE ALL FOR-
GIVEN STOP SWELL PROPOSITION TO
OFFER YOU ALF FARNLEY

He laughed ironically. “My apolo-
gies for reading your mail. How-
ever, in this particular case, | think
it's justified. What was it you were
saying about explaining?” He was
flaying her with
his contempt and
she knew it.

Fiercely she
wanted to humble
herself to him.
“Let me tell you

Honeymoon Blues

HROUGH the frilled curtains
W e watch the gate,
Puss Purr Mew and |
For you’'re five minutes late.
With a dainty paw
Puss draws aside

HPHAT night Sylvia sat alone,

thinking that this was the night
she and Rian were to have been to-
gether. The bitter night hours
lengthened her agony of self-loath-
ing. “The girl you were!” Rian had
said to her. Had she, then, changed
so much? Looking back at herself
she knew she had. She wished she
might have the last few years of
success to live over. There was only
one thing left to her—to set about
rectifying the jumble she had
stirred up. Get-
ting that account
back to Rian was
the most impor-
tant thing.

The next day
she went first to

ho_w it happened, tnhe curtain,k, We see Lita Brandon.
Rian!” she begged Your hasty stride; “l've come to
him. You leap up the steps, thank you, Mrs.
“1 remember I open the door Brandon, for
now!” he said And know the joy showing me what
ith f d of your arms once maore. I | decided
wi Orce_ gz_iy- Your lips find mine was. eciae
ety. “You did give In a long, deep Kiss, | Slmply had to
me fair warning, Puss looks on demurely see you if | was
didn’t you? You And shares our bliss. ever to live with
said something No happier time . myself. I want
. Will I know in my life :
about coming to Than this first day | welcome you you to know Il
warn me and that Home as your wife! never see your
from then on | Helen van Dusen. husband again. He
had better watch loves you really.

out for you. | congratulate you on
living up to your threat.” As though
there was nothing more to be said, he
turned away from her.

When his broad shoulders had dis-
appeared around the door, she real-
ized with the flash of sudden light-
ning that what she wanted most in
the world was walking out of her
life, and the fault was hers. For the
first time she knew that she loved
Rian North better than life itself,

SL—2

You’'ll have nothing to fear from me

ever.” Her eyes begged for under-
standing.
Lita’'s mouth trembled. “You

have courage to come to me this way.
I, too, am sorry for yesterday. |
almost made a tragedy for us all.”
She hid her face in her hands.

“But you didn't,” soothed Sylvia.
“To-day | realize how'you felt. Be-
cause now | know what it is to be
in love.”
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Lita looked at her. “Rian?” she
asked.

Sylvia nodded. “But it's too late
for him to do anything but hate me.”
“Oh, I am ashamed!” cried Lita.

“Don’t be, it's my funeral.” Syl-
via smiled wryly and extended her
hand. Lita took it shyly.

Sylvia’'s interview with Mr. Trent

was a harrowing one. He was a
brisk, gray-mustached man with
piercing blue eyes. Those eyes

pierced her now as she laid her cards
on the table and told him everything.
“You see,” she finished, “North &
Stanley deserve your account. They
can give you every inch as good a
job as Farnley's. Please leave it
with them. | know | deserve no con-
sideration, but in spite of all that
talk 1 gave you the other day when
Mr. Brandon brought me in to see
you, Farnley’'s can't do any better
for you than North & Stanley.”

Mr. Trent appeared stunned.
“This is highly irregular,” he said.

“You're putting it mildly,” Sylvia
answered. Because she knew she
would weep if she stayed another mo-
ment, she left.

That done, she told herself she
could only pray that events would
shape themselves in favor of Rian.
She moved from her apartment that
afternoon because she could not, any
longer, bear the room where Rian
had first told her he loved her. In
the days that followed she was a her-
mit seeking the healing power of se-
clusion.

Sick to the soul of advertising and
everything connected with it, she an-
swered an ad for receptionist in a
radio station and got the job at
twenty-five dollars a week. On her
first pay day she budgeted her money

carefully. With a shock she realized
how little twenty-five dollars had
meant to her when she had been at
Farnley’'s—a new hat, a new pair of
shoes, a gadget for the apartment.

In the lobby of her office building
that evening after work she almost

ran into Farnley, who had swung
through the revolving door with
Rian. Her heart did a tailspin. Farn-

ley’s eyes met hers! Those shrewd
brown eyes of his in their network
of laughing wrinkles were grim.
“Why, Sylvial!” he shouted, but she
had streaked out down the street, to
lose herself breathlessly in the big
department store on the corner.

Upset by her encounter, she
dreaded going home to loneliness. It
was a warm May evening so she
stopped in a restaurant for a salad
and iced coffee. “You're too thin!”
she told her haunted-eyed reflection
in the restaurant’s mirrored wall. In
the big-brimmed wine straw hat, the
slim wine dress printed with white
four-leaf clovers, she was pale, listless.

What was Farnley doing in Chi-
cago? What was he doing with
Rian? A vicious circle of questions
ate into her brain. She must escape
them. She walked out of the res-
taurant and turned into the first
movie she came to with a feeling of
gratitude that it was a double feature
and would Kkill at least three hours
for her. As the movies unreeled, she
scarcely knew, what she was seeing.
She was aware only that it wasn't in-
teresting enough to distract her mind
from the nagging problem of Farnley
and Rian together.

She was weary three hours later,
when, hat in hand, she opened the
elevator door at her floor. Perhaps
she'd be tired enough to stop think-
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ing, she prayed. Turning the elbow
of the corridor she saw Rian North
sitting tailor-fashion, on the floor in
front of her door, calmly smoking.

He was on his feet when he saw

her. "1 thought you never would
come home,” he complained. *“I had
one helluva time finding you. If it

hadn't been for the elevator man in
your office building who told me
where you worked, I'd still be look-
ing. When | learned you work at
WCU | called a friend of mine
there and he gave me your home ad-
dress. When you hide out you cer-
tainly do a good job of it.”
“Rian!” she moaned. No other
words would come. She stood still
looking at him, her hands, one hold-

ing her hat, one holding bag and
newspaper, hanging limply at her
sides.

“Gotta key?” he asked her. She
rummaged through her bag for it and
he let them in. When the door had
closed and his arms were about her,
she leaned against him, head on his
chest as though she wanted never to
leave the protecting circle of his em-
brace. “Why did you come?” Her
voice was muffled against his coat.

“Because | love you, no matter
what has happened. And because |
learned from Lita and Trent how you

humbled yourself trying to right
things.” He kissed her and she clung
to him. He led her to the couch
where they sat close together.

“This is what happened!” he ex-
plained. “Trent told Farnley your
story. After much negotiation,
Farnley incorporated North & Stan-
ley into his agency. Result: | now
have a share in Farnley’'s and Farn-

ley’'s has the Trent account. I'm
moving to New York next week.”

“Oh, Rian, I'm glad!” There
were tears in Sylvia's eyes. “It
makes me feel better about every-
thing.”

He took both her hands. *“You
know, darling, you look like some one
I knew long ago, the girl you were.”

She smiled. “That's sweet of you,
Rian. | feel differently, too. When
are you leaving?” She tried to make
her voice bright.

“Next Monday! Too bad,” he
said, with a twinkle, “you can’'t work
at Farnley’'s, too.”

Her eyes widened with the hurt of
that.

“Don’'t look so pained, darling!
You can't work at Farnley's because
you're going to marry me!”

She answered his kiss before she
said, “I think I'll like you better than
any account | ever worked on!”

TryProbakjr.

next time—for
double your money’s worth
in quick, clean shaves. You
get four blades in each 105
package —eight of the keenest
shaving edges you ever used.



20

AST June, while visiting in a
L. friend’s home, | sat in at a

' family scene that simply
couldn’t have taken place twenty years
ago. The daughter of the house, a
college girl of twenty-two, announced
her decision to spend the summer with
a man she was in love with.

“We're going to take an apartment
in Nefw York,” she said with calm
determination. “We're going to find
out how we get along together. We

may get married afterward— 1 don't
know for sure. It depends on how
we feel.”

“But, Lou!” her mother cried. |

could see the stunned look on her face.
I have no doubt that her stomach had
suddenly got the same hollow feeling
that mine had. “Lou!” There was
shocked protest, then a frightened
look as there swept over her the real-
ization that Lou was not asking per-
mission. She was stating a decision.
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Quiet and casual, but quite obviously
prepared to go through with it even if
it meant a break with her mother.
And the mother did the only possible
thing. With cheeks white as chalk,
she pulled herself together and man-
aged to smile. “Tell me about it,”
she said.

I could feel myself relax, and I
could see that quiet, hard look go
out of Lou’s young face.

“Gee, mom!” she grinned.
afraid you’d raise hell!”

If she had raised hell, she’d have
lost a daughter, for the subsequent
discussion proved that Lou was not
acting on impulse or runaway emo-
tion. She had done some very serious
thinking on the subject of sex and
marriage. Her own mother and
father were divorced. Her mother
had married a second time and di-
vorced the second husband.

“1 was

Chastity? Sl

“1I’'m not going to go through what
you’ve been through, mom,” Lou told
her grimly. “1I'm going to find out
what the man is like before I marry
him, not after.”

Now 1 don't know what that
mother really felt just then. 1 could
see that she was shocked and hurt
and afraid of losing her daughter.
She had to think very fast and in
modern tempo. There had been a
certain cold, clear logic in what Lou
had said. Lou wanted her mother’s
approval, but she was going to have
her try at marriage before she was
tied to the man, so her mother offered
a compromise, the only thing she
could think of at the time.

“New York is awfully hot in the
summer,” she said. “Why don’t you
ask Curtis to come up here to the
country with us for the summer? You
can have the left wing all to your-
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selves and it won't give people the
same chance to talk.”

Curtis and Lou did spend the sum-
mer at her mother's—and they did
get married.

And that little episode in the mod-
ern tempo impressed me deeply. It
gives new values to old ideas. It
was one mother’s rather frantic solu-
tion to her daughter’s sex problem, a
compromise. And Lou threw a lot
of light on the question of sex and
chastity as seen from the modern
viewpoint.

Liking and admiring Lou as | do,
and believing her to be a clean, fine
girl, it makes it necessary to alter
some of the old-fashioned precepts.

When | was a boy, a girl was
“good” or “bad.” depending on
whether she was chaste or unchaste.
And chastity was practically synony-
mous with virginity. But, of course,
that doesn’t really cover the meaning
of chastity since it doesn’t include
the chastity or unchastity of a mar-
ried woman.

["CHASTITY really appears to be
a word designed to describe
sexual relations that have been
authorized by either church or State.
Sex relations before marriage or out-
side of marriage are not chaste.
The morality of chastity, however,
is not the same in all countries. It
seems to be a matter of geography,
varying in different parts of the globe
and depending on national customs,
religious and so on. Wife-trading is
casual, proper and moral among cer-
tain Eskimo tribes. There is an
African tribe in which a girl is not
considered desirable as a wife until
after she has proved her ability to be
a mother, young men and women liv-

ing together promiscuously until the
girl becomes pregnant, when she auto-
matically becomes eligible for mar-
riage, generally with an older man
with whom she has not lived.
Morality, then, appears to be a mat-
ter of opinion—and opinions are
changing. Divorce wused to be
frowned upon, but it isn't now. A
woman who smoked, drank and used
rouge used to be “bad” or “fast.”
The curious thing about chastity
is that it has been man who has
fought most bitterly for the chastity
of woman. And it has been a losing
battle all down through the ages, in-
cluding the age of chivalry when hus-
bands and fathers locked their women
up in girdles of chastity. There en-
ters, you see, the strange paradox
that men desire chastity only in their
own women, and are most ingenious
in discovering ways of robbing the
chastity of their neighbor's women.
The fact is that nature has designed
the sex urge to be so powerful that
it will overwhelm all counter-urges.
And a study of human laws relating
to sex shows us that man has recog-
nized his own inability to be honor-
able in sex matters. We grow up in
the conviction that chastity is desir-
able. We make up our minds to stay
chaste and then change our minds
completely under the stress of sex
attraction. Sex is without logic.
Nature designed the sex act for
purposes of procreation, but man has
found it possible to thwart nature,
finding emotional gratification with-
out resulting pregnancy. And we
may just as well junk the old argu-
ment that what is against nature is
wrong, for man’s advance from the
brute stage has been due to his ability
to find ways of thwarting nature.
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He thwarted cold by the use of clothes
and by fire. He thwarted night by
inventing electricity. He thwarted
nature’s design that he shouldn’'t fly
by inventing the airplane. He thwarts
death itself, many times, by his use
of medicine and surgery. He thwarts
pain by anaesthetics. He tries, even,
to thwart life, through the use of con-
traceptives and abortions. But for-
tunately for the human race the sex
urge itself is nearly uncontrollable,
and is chastity’s most bitter enemy.

As a matter of fact, from the very
beginning chastity appears to have
been more a theory than a practice.
Unchastity has always existed. It is
not a product of “modern” times.
My own generation was not more
chaste than the present and if I may
believe the boasting tongue of age,
the generation before mine was
equally unchaste. Modern youth, |
think, differs only in that it is franker.
It admits unchastity and challenges
us to prove why it should be other-
wise. It charges us with hypocrisy.
It asks us frankly: “What are the
intrinsic merits of chastity?”

So let’'s examine chastity. It does
exist and there are definite circum-
stances and causes productive of
chastity. They are:

The desire to be chaste.
lief that chastity is “right.”

No desire to be unchaste. Frigidity.

No opportunity to be unchaste.
Surveillance.

The fear of consequences:
nancy. Disease. Scandal.

Not all these causes of chastity are
laudable ones. _ There is nothing
praiseworthy in being chaste if it re-
sults from lack of desire, and there
is no virtue in chastity that is forced
upon one.

The be-

Preg-

The desire to be chaste, however,
is an ideal. The attempt to live up
to an ideal is laudable. There is
growth of moral fiber whenever the
spirit conquers the flesh. Therefore,
it is virtuous to be chaste if one is
fighting for an ideal.

The fear of consequences is per-
fectly natural. It is the instinct of
self-preservation, without which we
might leap from cliffs, play with fire,
experiment with poisons, et cetera.
Fear of disease is definitely laudable.
Fear of pregnancy and fear of scan-
dal are not laudable but they are
logical. In fact, | think fear of con-
sequences is perhaps the most logical
basis for chastity. It is certainly the
most widespread and probably ex-
plains why chastity among men has
never been a serious issue. Aside
from disease they have little to fear.
It's the woman who pays the price.

Now, having examined the causes
of chastity, let's examine the causes
of unchastity. There are several:

The normal physiological sex urge
or passion.

Curiosity— wondering what it’s all
about.

Vanity—to be as sophisticated as
the rest.

Compassion—the generous impulse
to give.

Self-justification—to prove herself
pure to a doubting Thomas.

Any one of the above reasons may
be the cause of unchastity. When
two or more of them are combined
at the same time a girl’s resistance is
that much less.

nnAKE the normal sex urge and

heighten it by curiosity, the mys-
tery surrounding sex. Whet this
with the excitement of secret discus-
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sions. We find this condition par-
ticularly around the age of puberty.
Surveys show that more girls lose
their chastity at about the age of six-
teen than at any other age. The ro-
mance of passion, the torment of curi-
osity, the right man, the right time,
the right place. And we find an older
man is usually responsible in the case
of young girls.

In the case of young girls, we find
that aggravated adolescent curiosity
is the chief cause of unchastity. It
also runs through a given clique of
girls almost like an epidemic. One
girl loses her chastity, takes a superior
air, says: “It's nothing to worry
about,” and the other girls follow suit
out of bravado, curiosity, or just not
to be outdone.

Then there is the girl who gives
herself because she wants to make a

man happy. She is frequently more
or less indifferent to sex emotions
herself, doesn’'t see what men like
about it, but is good-hearted and will-
ing. And, believe it or not, there are
thousands of recorded cases of girls
who give their chastity because some
man accuses them of not being
virgins, and refuses to be convinced
with less than proof positive.

An analysis of the above shows
that ignorance is behind a large per-
centage of unchastity. Modern youth
is fighting ignorance. My genera-
tion, however, grew up in such
ghastly sex ignorance that most mar-
ried couples didn't even know sex
gratification was supposed to be
mutual. Young people married in
complete ignorance of each other’'s
sex qualifications, because in those
days men didn’t marry the women
they had experimented with. Mod-
ern youth experiments more frankly,
discusses more freely, and acquires
more knowledge along sex lines. He
enters upon marriage with much
more adequate understanding of sex
relations as related to married happi-
ness.

One of the most horribly unhappy
couples that | know is the case of a
man and woman who were both with-
out any previous experience at the
time of marriage. They were stu-
pendously ignorant of sex and their
ignorance wrecked one of nature’s
most ecstatic moments. Frustration,
disgust and fear for the woman. For
the man, a sense of terrible inferi-
ority. Psychologically, whether men
know it or not, they suffer a feeling
of impotency when unable to pro-
cure complete sexual satisfaction to
the woman, Modern youth is not
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likely to fail through
sex technique.

The automobile has supplied the
opportunities that were lacking twenty
years ago. Not that | favor the
parked car and the tourist cabin that
is so easily reached by automobile.
They have already been cited by
others as undesirable backgrounds for
sex gratification. They are lacking
in comfort and security. Love under
such conditions is hurried, watchful,
fearful, clandestine. But youth finds
itself obliged to patronize such places
because public opinion makes secrecy
necessary.

We have a strange situation here.
Public opinion stigmatizes unchastity
and professes to abhor places that
cater to clandestine meetings. But
this is only public opinion in the mass.
The same public, taken individually,
is the best patron of such places of
unchastity. Man believes in chastity
for every one but himself.

This is the kind of hypocrisy that

ignorance of

modern youth is combating. He has
discovered that the moral issue in-
volved in matters of sex is deter-

mined not by science or logic but by
public opinion, a public opinion which

professes one thing and practices an-

other. Why not be honest, they ask,

and profess the thing we practice?
Modern youth recognizes the fact

that the greatest factors for evil
found in unchastity are: Disease and
the psychological injury resulting

from a sense of wrong-doing, sense
of sin. They find that disease can
be controlled; and they find that this
sense of sin does not exist in coun-
tries where unchastity is not a social
misdemeanor. They find also that
the sense of wrong-doing, regret over
the loss of chastity, is in mathe-
matical proportion with the unpleas-
ant consequences that result. Girls
are chiefly “sorry” because discovery
has brought scandal.

Right and wrong are not fixed
guantities. They are determined by
differing social philosophies. If we
believe unchastity is wrong, it is
wrong— for us. But man can more
easily change his attitude toward
chastity than his sex urge.

"PSYCHOLOGICAL harm results

from going contrary to public
opinion. But public opinion is chang-
ing, for sex is becoming common
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property, and chastity a parlor sub-
ject. The newspapers now dare to
mention sex. The whole country is
throwing off the taboo.

Chastity is becoming less and less
a question of morality and more and
more a matter of expediency. Every
girl debating the issue with herself,
or with others, must consider the pro-
portion of undesirable consequences
as against the desirable. She must
know that no contraceptive is infal-
lible. She. must know that abortion
is- dangerous and disease always a
possibility. She must know, as my
young friend, Lou, did that a passion-
ate attraction for a man does not
necessarily indicate satisfactory emo-
tional gratification from him. She
should know, too, that the ecstasy of
emotional compatability does not
guarantee a similar compatability of
character. She should remember, if
purity is her ideal, that chastity has
to be planned for. Unchastity needs
no planning. It comes without pre-
meditation, the result of an over-
whelming flare-up of passion, the
strongest urge that man is heir to.

Sex hunger and food hunger have
points of similarity. The denial of
one is called chastity. The denial of
the other is called fasting. Each is

a practice of the ascetic seeking vir-
tue. If you are determined to fast,
you do not torment yourself by ex-
posing yourself to temptation. You
don’t tease your desire by seeing or
smelling or handling food. The same
applies to sex hunger if you wish to
remain chaste.

Petting should not be considered as
a substitute for sex gratification. It
is the prelude to it. It is possible to
tease your emotions, exciting them to
a given point, and then stopping. It
is not only possible. It is an every-
day occurrence. And the frustration
resulting is one of the arguments
brought forward— believe it or not—
against unchastity. 1 find it, how-
ever, a stronger argument against our
existing social system. And 1 ask
you: Is petting chaste? If it is, it
is only on a technicality.

So what is chastity? We know it
is something that man has fought for
in his women but not in himself. And
man’s desire for chastity in his own
women seems to have a purely selfish
origin. Each man is vain enough to
believe that his own children are a
little better than any other man’s.
Therefore, he wants chastity in his
wife—and seeks the unchastity of his
neighbor’'s wife.
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OU’RE a wicked, cantanker-
Y ous old lady!” cried Emily
hotly.

Aunt Caroline all but gibbered with
fury. She thumped her heavy cane

27

By GAIL SHERMAN

on the floor beside her chair and her
eyes flashed as she cried furiously,
"And you're an ungrateful brat!”
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“Why should 1 be grateful?”
Emily flashed. “You give me a tiny
room that's hot in summer and cold
in winter, that not one of your serv-
ants would occupy and you give me
three meals a day that are neither
very good nor very ample. And |
am allowed the privilege of making
my own clothes out of anything I
can scrape up out of the attic. And
in return for that I wait on you hand
and foot and endure your bad temper
that a paid servant wouldn’'t accept
for any amount of money. Why
should 1 be grateful to you? Just
because you've made me your favorite
football, to kick around any way you
like, for the last eight years? Grate-
ful? Phooey!”

Aunt Caroline reared her old gray
head and her black eyes snapped. She
was enjoying herself hugely. The
only fun left in Aunt Caroline’s life,
beset by illness and pain, was a thor-

oughly hot, first-class scrap. Emily
knew it and gave it to her.
But to the man standing in the

doorway, the scene was one that made

his gorge rise. He said sharply,
“Aunt Caroline, Emily’'s perfectly
right. You should be ashamed of

the way you treat her.”

Emily, startled because she had not
been aware of him, whirled about.
Her small, heart-shaped face colored.
The fire died out of her blue eyes.
Pain stalked there suddenly and a
ghost of panic that would not be
downed. She made a little ineffectual
gesture when she found that speech
was beyond her and fled through the
open door that led out on the terrace.
She went with flying feet down the
terrace stairs, through the garden and
down to the curve of the old fence

that flung a kindly moss-lichened
stone arm about the orchard. There
beneath a gnarled old apple tree she
flung herself face down and wept as
though her heart would break.

But she did not weep because of
her life with Aunt Caroline. She was
fond of Aunt Caroline. A fondness
bred chiefly of pity for a woman who
was old and sick and in almost con-
stant pain. A women who found her
only outlet in quarreling and bitter-
ness because she was ill and in pain
and other people were young and
healthy. Emily had realized this long-
ago and now she could carry on a
qguarrel that was a battle royal with
Aunt Caroline, while her mind was
occupied elsewhere. None of Aunt
Caroline’s abuse bruised Emily’s soul
for it simply slid off her conscious-
ness like water down a drain.

Emily wept because to-morrow
Kirk Scott, Aunt Caroline’s nephew
and the man who held Emily’s heart
in the palm of his hand— though he
had no faint suspicion of that— was
sailing for the Far East on a very
dangerous scientific mission from
which there was every chance in the
world that he would never return.
And the thought of that all but broke
Emily’s heart.

Kirk had followed her wild flight
through the garden and down to the
orchard. He dropped down on the
grass beside her and patted her shoul-
der as though she had been a griev-
ing child; not a young thing almost
nineteen years old who loved him so
much that the thought of him was an
aching tenderness, a blissful pain in
her quivering heart.

“Poor little Emily,” said Kirk
gently. “I hate going away and leav-
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ing you here with Aunt Caroline.
She’s a tartar, if ever there was one.
<Emily, let me give you some money
m-a lot of money—so you can go
away and live like a human being.”

Emily lifted a tear-stained face
across which there was a smudge of
grass stain. “You're s-s-swell, Kirk.
But you know 1 couldn’'t do that.”

Kirk grinned, without mirth. “No,
I suppose not. Although it seems
silly 1 can't. Because | have more
than | can ever use and you haven't
any. And I'm awfully fond of you.
You're such a sweet youngster,
Emily.”

Emily’s heart climbed up into her
throat. She looked at him with wide,
all but worshipful eyes. Oh, if he
would only put his arm about her.
If he would only hold her close and

say that he loved her. That he
wanted her------- She checked herself
sharply. No man who had been en-

gaged to Lila Avery as Kirk had,
could possibly take a second look at
a shabby, unsophisticated thing like
Emily Ward, she told herself grimly.
And tears flowed afresh, despite her
effort to control them by sinking her
teeth hard in her lower lip and wink-
ing her eyes very fast.

Kirk, watching her, said suddenly,
his eyes alight, “Emily, I've just suf-
fered an inspiration!”

Emily blinked again, managed an
unsteady smile and stammered, “Not
really?”

Kirk grinned. “Well, treat me
gently, angel, and don’'t hop on me
with both feet like a hen on a bug
until | get through telling you. I'm
not subject to inspirations— especially
inspirations like this one! Ready?
O. K. I'm sailing to-morrow at noon

for the Far East. There's every
chance that I won’t come back-------
Steady, youngster! We have to face
facts if I'm to tell you my inspira-
tion! Which is that if you were my
wife, | could give you all the money
I liked and make you my heir besides
and nobody would disapprove.”

¥ F the old apple tree above her head
had bent low and offered her a
spray of exquisitely fresh blossoms
this August morning, she could not
have been more surprised. Words
were beyond her. She could only
stare at him, wide-eyed, breathless,
her heart hanging in her throat, her
body shaken as by a sudden wind.

Kirk went on hastily, “Oh, of

course | know you don’'t love me,
youngster, but that’'s quite all right,
because 1 don’'t love you either.
Though I'm awfully fond of you.

But it would simplify matters ever
so much, don’t you see? In case |
do come back— I intend to, you know!
—we can have the marriage nicely
and neatly annulled. And the
chances are ten-to-one that by that
time you’ll be in love with somebody
else. You’'ll never have a chance to
meet anybody else, the way things are
now. And if | don't come back—
well, it will be nice to know that you
are handling my estate and being taken
care of and all that. Not a bad in-
Spiration, eh?”

He waited for her approval. But
Emily could only sit huddled, her
knees drawn up and encircled by her
arms, her blond head lowered so that
he could not see her face. Her eyes
were closed and her teeth were sunk
hard in her lower lip. So he didn't
love her. Well, she had known that,
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really, all along; she was a fool to
hope for anything else. She should
be grateful that he was fond enough
of her to want to look after her.
But her heart was so filled to burst-
ing with adoration for him that the
thought of his fondness was not very
comforting. Husks are not very
satisfying when one is starved for a
full meal.

“I'm waiting for an answer,
Emily,” Kirk reminded her after a
moment, a little annoyed that it
should take so long for her to make
up her mind. “After all, you silly
kid. I'm simply offering to rescue you
from  Aunt Caroline’s untender
mercies and give you a place of your
own in the world—and to set you free
the moment | get home, if | get
home.”

Emily cried out uncontrollably,
“Stop saying ‘if | get home. Of
course you're coming home-------

Kirk chuckled and held out his
hand to her. The cuff slipped back
a little and her eyes fell upon that
long, reddish scar. The scar Kirk
had collected when he had saved her
life three years ago. A scar the doc-
tors said would never fade or heal,
her heart was caught with shaken
tenderness at the sight of that scar
and suddenly, tears misty in her eyes,
she bent her head and set her mouth
against that scar.

Startled, uncomfortable, Kirk
drew his hand back and lifted her to
her feet, “You absurd infant,” he
said tenderly. “All right, do we hop
off to the minister's? There's not
much time you know.”

“But Lila?” stammered Emily,
putting into words the question that
had tortured her since first he had

voiced his inspiration. “Maybe—
maybe she’ll change her mind and
want you back, before you go?”

Kirk’s mouth set. His handsome,
lean face hardened and his eyes dark-
ened until they looked almost black.
“And if she did, do you think 1'd
go crawling back to her? Oh, no,
when Lila expressed her opinion of
me in no uncertain terms, together
with her private thoughts on the ex-
pedition, Lila and | were all washed
up. She’s completely out of the pic-
ture.”

Emily’s heart sank to her heels.
He still loved Lila, though he would
bitterly have denied it. But the very
bitterness of that denial was proof
that he still loved her. Emily set
her teeth hard and Kirk said briskly,
“Well, what's it to be? I'm still
waiting. Going to marry me and
thumb your nose at Aunt Caroline?”

Emily fought hard for a gay an-
swer and though it was a gayety that
wabbled, she managed to say cockily,
“After all, what have | got to lose?
Lead on, MacDuff.”

“Atta girl,” said Kirk cheerfully,
and tucked her hand through his arm.
“It's ten thirty. We can be in town
in thirty minutes and | know a justice
of the peace who will dispense with
this three-day-waiting business.”

“1n protested
Emily.

“Don’t be silly, lamb. There isn’t
time. I've got to stop at my law-
yer's to have certain papers drawn
up,” said Kirk and drew her toward
his car.

Emily looked down at her crisp
pink linen frock in dismay. *“Oh( but
I wanted to be married in white!” she
wailed childishly.

have to dress,”
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Kirk chuckled. “Sure, with orange
blossoms and a veil six yards long
and sixteen bridesmaids and a tenor
from the Met. to sing 'The Voice
That Breathed O’er Eden.” Don't be
a goof, child. It's not that kind of
a marriage. This is strictly a busi-
ness affair, and there's very little
time. In you go!” He lifted her into
his car and slid his lithe young body
beneath the wheel.

Emily set her teeth and clenched
her hands hard, staring straight
ahead, fighting to down the tears.
Kirk was a man and all men hated
tears. And she didn't want to do
anything that Kirk wouldn’'t like.
But this would be the only marriage
she would ever have. Because Kirk
was the only man she would ever
love. And she did want all the trim-
mings—and then a thought came to
her. After all, what difference did
the trimmings make? It was the
man, after all, who was important.
And she was marrying the one man
in all the world she wanted to marry,
so what difference did the rest of it
make?

Kirk looked at her a trifle anx-
iously as his roadster sped along the
highway. And Emily grinned at
him, a small, valiant grin that made
him say swiftly, “You are a sweet
youngster, Emily!”

Emily’s heart sang a little. If he
was so angry with Lila that he never
wanted to see her again— and he had
said he was!— and if he was “awfully
fond” of Emily, then didn't she dare
hope and pray that some day he
might learn +o love her? After he
came back from that expedition, of
course. And her heart grew cold at
the thought of that.

They'were entering the city now.
Kirk brought the roadster to a halt
in front of a flower shop, said, “Back
in a moment,” and leaped out. He
came out a little later, carrying a big
square white box which he laid in
her lap. It contained the loveliest
and most extravagant bridal bouquet
imaginable, composed of white or-
chids and valley lilies and tied with
yards of tulle.

Kirk grinned at her cheerfully.
“Never say | don't do right by my
bride!” he told her firmly. “It's very
becoming to you, youngster.”

Emily clasped happy hands around
the bouquet and beamed at him. A
little later, in the- chambers of a
municipal judge, an old friend of
his father’'s, Kirk was married to
Emily. An Emily whose bare head
was held proudly above a pink linen
frock and whose arms were weighted
by a beautiful, if incongruous, bridal
bouquet that would have done justice
to the most formal of church wedr
dings.

“There!” said Kirk when it was
over and, in obedience to the judge’s
request, he had kissed Emily lightly.
“That didn't hurt a bit, did it?”

“Not a speck,” answered Emily,
her voice shaken a little.

Outside in the car he said cheer-
fully, “We’ll have a bite to eat some-
where, then we’ll look up my lawyer
and there’ll be things to sign and the
like of that.”

nPHE afternoon had a dreamlike

quality to Emily. She listened to
long legal papers, she signed where
the lawyer told her to sign and she
smiled at Kirk now and then. But
the only thought that made sense in
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her mind was the fact that she was
Kirk’'s wife. Oh, he didn't love her
and he was doing all this because he
was sorry for her. And maybe if
he knew that he needn’t be sorry for
her, that she didn't really mind bat-
tling with Aunt Caroline and living
in a comfortless little room and all
the rest of it, maybe if he had known
that she had been crying that morn-
ing because he was going away, he
wouldn’t have thought of marrying
her. And so she hoped desperately
that he would never discover any of
those things.

About four o’clock they were
through with the lawyer, who shook
hands with them, congratulated Kirk
pleasantly and looked curiously at
Emily in her simple linen frock, the
afternoon sunlight golden on her hat-
less, pale-gold head, with the huge
bunch of flowers beginning to look
a bit dispirited.

On the way home Kirk stopped at
a jewelry shop and, leaving Emily in
the car, went inside. Emily drew a
long hard breath. She knew what he
was doing of course. Buying the
wedding ring he had forgotten to
provide this morning. She looked
down at the seal ring on her slim
third finger. That ring, with Kirk’s
family crest on it, that he had used
in lieu of the wedding ring he had
forgotten. She had to close her fin-
gers over the ring to keep it from
sliding off. But she wanted it, not
some thin platinum circlet. She
wanted it passionately because it was
something of Kirk’s. Something he
himself had worn. In the long,
lonely months of his absence she
would capture a tiny breath of his

nearness by holding it close in her
two hands.

Kirk came out of the jewelry shop
and dropped a small white velvet box
into her lap?. Emily snapped the lid
up. Her eyes widened. For there
was an enormous square-cut diamond
set in a thin web of platinum beside
the platinum circlet that was en-
crusted with diamonds.

“You're such a kid, I thought you'd
like a lot of glitter!” Kirk told her
lightly. “But if you'd prefer star
sapphires or anything else, you can
take them back and change them.”

“No,” said Emily thickly and
closed the lid of the box. *“I'll never
change them. But do | have to give
you back this?” She held up the seal
ring.

Kirk laughed. *“Certainly you do.
Aren’'t you the greedy little thing,
though?” he teased her and slid his
seal ring back on his hand. “Here
=—let me slip the others on.”

He drove with one hand while he
took the two beautiful rings out of
their box and slipped them on the
finger she held up. They were loose
but he assured her the shop would
gladly cut them to the right size.
Emily looked at them through a blur
of tears, unable to speak.

Kirk chuckled. *“I'm beginning to
be a little sorry I'm going away to-
morrow,” he told her frankly. “Be-
cause | can see that buying pretties
for you, and showing you a good
time would be like a perpetual Christ-
mas Day and a three-ring circus all
rolled into one.”

“Don’t go, Kirk,” she pleaded sud-
denly, sharply, a little of her heart
hunger creeping into her tone in spite
of her efforts.
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Kirk said quickly, “Don’t be silly,

child. 1 have to go. | want to more
than I've ever wanted anything in
my life.”

He meant, she knew drearily, that
he wanted to go more than he wanted
Lila Avery. And he loved Lilal
Small chance she had of holding him
if the lovely Lila couldn't

“l1 don’'t think, Emily, that you
have the smallest conception of what
it is that this expedition hopes to
prove,” he said quietly after a mo-
ment. “If we are successful in isolat-
ing this germ, the lives of thousands
of people now living and hundreds
of thousands yet to be born, will be
saved. And all because this expedi-
tion of forty men and equipment
made this journey. Do you wonder
that | want to be a part of anything
so utterly glorious?”

Emily drew a long breath and
shook her head. “No, Kirk, I don’t

wonder,”’ she said quietly. “And I'm
sorry | asked you that.”
He chuckled suddenly. “1 can’t

wait to see Aunt Caroline’s face when
we tell her the news,” he said, chang-
ing the subject as though he did not
want to talk about the expedition.
“Maybe she won’t like it,”
Emily and looked troubled.
“None of that, now,” said Kirk
swiftly. “Don’t you let her bully
you, do you hear me? That's the
main reason | suggested that you
marry me—and that | had that will
drawn up back there, giving you
everything | possess. So that you
can face Aunt Caroline on your own
ground and tell her where she heads
in. Remember, now.”
“I'll remember,” promised Emily.
But they should have known Aunt
SL—3

said

Caroline well enough to know that
her reaction would be different to
anything they might expect. She
merely glared at them savagely when
they came into the room, just as she
was having her tea.

“Aunt Caroline, we've some news
for you,” said Kirk, and held out to
her Emily’'s hand on which the new
diamonds twinkled bravely. “Emily
and | were married this afternoon.”

He waited expectantly for what in
his own mind he called “the fire-
works."

Aunt Caroline sniffed and said
blandly, “So you finally woke up to
the truth, did you? [I've known that
she was crazy in love with you for
months but | didn’'t think you'd have
sense enough to realize it.”

Kirk looked as though he had just
been kicked hard as he stared down
at Emily’s suddenly hot face. “That's
not true, is it, Emily?” he asked
swiftly, and his very tone was an
urgent plea for her to deny it

And because she would never do
anything that would hurt him, and
because somehow she knew that he
did not want her to be in love with
him, Emily lied with all the convic-
tion at her command. “No, of course
it isn't true.”

“You're lying,” stated Aunt Caro-

line coldly. *However, it's none of
my business. I'm old-fashioned, I
suppose. But | thought that when

two people got married, that meant
they were in love.”

“Well, not in this case,” Kirk said

promptly. “It was a business prop-
osition. 1 didn't want to go away
and leave Emily at your tender

mercies, so we were married and |
have willed everything | have to her,
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with an income that will provide for
her handsomely.”

“You're a fool,” said Aunt Caro-
line cdimly. “But you're of age. It's
none of my business.”

She turned back to her tea with a
gesture that ordered them out of her
room. Outside at the foot of the
stairs, as Emily started up, Kirk
caught her hand and held her for a
moment.

“Look here, Emily,” he said awk-
wardly, “what Aunt Caroline said
just now sort of gave me a start. |
feel like a fool to be asking such a

qguestion, but if you are in love with
me, Emily, I've done you a tremen-
dous injustice. | thought we both
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felt alike in the matter. 1'd be ex-
tremely uncomfortable if 1 thought

“That 1 loved you?” said Emily,
and was remotely proud that she
could speak so calmly. “But of
course | don't, Kirk! So you needn’t

Kirk said, so that Lila could
not help hearing the words,
“Good-by, sweet—just for a
little while. 1'll come back
to you!” He took Emily
into his arms and kissed her
ardently.

feel unhappy about it. I'm ever so
grateful for what you've done for
me, and I've got to get dressed for
dinner now.”

Afraid to trust her self-control any
further, she turned and sped up the
stairs and to her own room, where
she closed the door hard behind her
and stood for a long moment, her
slender back against the panels of that
closed door. So the thought that she
was in love with him would make him
uncomfortable, would it? Then he
was so far from loving her that there
was little or no chance that he ever
would. She had to face that fact
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once and for.all and do what she
could about it Which was, of
course, nothing at all.

After a little she was able to bathe
and to dress for dinner in one of the
simple frocks that she had contrived
for herself from the contents Of all
but innumerable trunks and chests in
the attic. It was a frock of heavy
white slipper satin. Made very
simply because she wasn’'t an expert
seamstress. But the slim youngness
of her girlish body and the quality
of the satin itself made up for that
simplicity.

Her hair looked pale, almost taffy-
colored above the faintly yellowed
satin. Her cheeks were delicately
flushed and her blue eyes were starry
as she went down to the living room,
where Aunt Caroline was busy with
one of her endless games of solitaire.
She looked up as Emily came in and
said disdainfully:

“How very bridelike! Too bad
you weren't equally so this afternoon.
I can't think what Judge Slocum
must have thought of you, in that
pink linen dress and that ridiculous
bunch of orchids.”

“Where is Kirk?” asked Emily,
ignoring the gage of battle Aunt
Caroline had flung down.

“He’s gone,” said Aunt Caroline
and chuckled dryly. “Why? Didn’t
you know he was going in town for
the night, so that there would be no
"delay about his sailing on time to-
morrow? Surely he said good-by to
you, his little bride?”

Emily stood very still, while every
drop of color seeped from her face
and the starry glow vanished from
her eyes. She felt sick and unspeak-
ably tired as though she had been run-

ning a long time through a dense for-
est. And then she turned and went
stumbling up the stairs to her own
room, where she flung herself face
down across the bed and lay very still.

Tp'ARLY in the morning she de-

cided that she couldn’t endure it
not to be able to say good-by to Kirk.
The thought that he might never
come back was one that she put from
her with both frantic, eager hands.

She got up and dressed. Her
scanty wardrobe was undeniably
shabby and offered very little in the
way of glamorous clothing. But as
she took up her shabby purse she felt
the pleasant thickness of that check
book that the lawyer had given her
yesterday and her eyes lighted. Kirk
had placed a sum of money that
seemed huge to her account in the
bank; arrangements had been made
for a similar amount to be placed
there each month. His ship sailed at
noon. She had time to get.to town
and buy herself something very smart
in the way of an outfit in which to
say good-by to Kirk. He must take
away with him a lovely picture of
her. He must not remember her as
he had last seen her in a slightly
rumpled pink linen frock, her arms
weighted with an incongruous bou-
quet of orchids.

Kirk’s car was downstairs in the
drive. He had transferred ownership
of it to her yesterday and a long
time ago he had taught her to drive.
Forgetting that she had had no
breakfast, she drove into the small
town where yesterday she and Kirk
had gone through that empty mar-
riage service that could have opened
the very gates of paradise in her
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small, ecstatic face if only Kirk had
loved her. She left the car at the
garage where Kirk always left it
when he was going into the city for
the day, and she took one of the ear-

liest trains that brought her into
Pennsylvania Station just as the
shops were opening. And for the

first time in her life she headed to-
ward the smartest shopping section,
a light in her eyes and a tremulous
prayer in her heart that she could
make herself very, very lovely for
Kirk’s good-by.

It was after eleven before she
reached the dock and there was such
a crowd that at first her heart sank
for fear she would not be able to find
Kirk after all her eager plans and
hopes. But as she climbed the gang-
plank she saw a cluster of people not
far from the railing and her heart
turned over at the sight of Kirk's
bare head and laughing face.

There were men and women, too,
in that group. Some of them the men
who were going with Kirk and their
women, who were saying good-by and
trying to deny the sickening thought
that it might be for the last time.

Kirk glanced at Emily and then
away before, startled, his eyes
swung back to her again and he recog-
nized her. His eyes widened, he
stared as though he could not credit
his recognition of her and then he
came to her saying swiftly, “Why,
Emily! 1 hardly knew you. How
lovely you are!”

Emily glowed radiantly beneath
the look in his eyes. And then—a
woman turned and poor Emily’s heart
did a somersault and dropped to the
tall heels of her extravagant slippers;
for she was looking into Lila Avery’s

flawlessly lovely face and inimical
dark eyes. She saw the color fade
slowly from Lila’'s face and heard her
say in a swift, sharp aside to Kirk,
“Then it wasn't just a gag—your
marriage, |1 mean?”

“No,” said Kirk grimly and his
eyes were cold. “It wasn't just a
gag.”

The next moment he was introduc-
ing Emily to his friends; pleasant,
older women who were friendly and
gracious; younger women who were
wives or sweethearts of Kirk’s com-
panions. Emily was drawn into the
little friendly circle, glowing a little
because of the warmth of the greet-
ing accorded her; that greeting was
because of their fondness for Kirk,
she knew, and it made her feel warm
and happy, somehow, despite the fact
that Lila was there, standing a little
to one side, looking on coldly, malice
riding high in her beautiful dark eyes.

There came a startlingly shrill
blast of the ship’s siren and the bang-
ing of a gong that accompanied the
dreaded “All ashore that’'s going
ashore.” There was a little breath-
less moment that veered on panic as
wives and husbands, sweethearts
clung to each other with the awesome
feeling that that moment they had
dreaded for weeks was inevitably

upon them. That it couldn’'t be put
off any longer. That it had to be
faced.

Emily turned swiftly to Kirk, who
caught her two hands and smiled at
her hearteningly. Lila, looking on,
was completely self-possessed. She
answered Emily’s questioning look by
saying sweetly, “Oh, I'm going along,
you know—-that is, as far as Paris.”

Emily’s startled glance swept up-



38 Smart Love Stories

ward to Kirk's face. She saw that
it was set and angry as though he
resented Lila’s presence. And then
he took Emily into his arms, held her
very close as though the parting was
as hard for him as for her. And he
said so that Lila could not help hear-
ing the words, “Good-by, sweet— just
for a little while. I'll come back! |
couldn’t not come back, and know
that you were waiting for me.”

He kissed her ardently. Emily’s
soul flowed out to him on that Kiss.
Everything that ever had been faded
into insignificance beside the lovely,
the altogether incredible moment of
that kiss. And then Kirk, his cheek
against hers, his lips against her ear,
whispered, his voice threaded with a
little chuckle, “You're a grand little
actress, Emily. We're giving her
something to think about.”

Emily was rigid for a moment in
his arms as her heart sank downward.
Then the whole exquisite moment,
his arms close and hard about her,
his mouth ardent and seeking upon
hers, had not been because suddenly
he had discovered that he loved her.
That impassioned embrace, that burn-
ing, ardent kiss had been for Lila’s
benefit.

Through the sickening disappoint-
ment that swamped her bright spirit,
Emily looked up at him and said very
low', so that her voice reached no far-
ther than his ears, “Good-by, Kirk—
I wasn’t acting.”

And then before she could see that
startled expression on his face she
turned and almost ran along the deck
and down the gangplank to the dock.
There, surrounded by the other
women whose men made up Kirk’s
party she stood watching through

tear-dimmed eyes as the ship swung
slowly out into the river. Emily’s
heart contracted as she saw Lila
standing shoulder to shoulder to
Kirk. Small comfort as she turned
away, eyes blurred with tears, to real-
ize that Kirk had sworn he could
never care for Lila again. .Lila was
very lovely, very seductive, and she
had set her heart on Kirk. They had
guarreled because she had protested
against this expedition. Obviously,
she had suddenly elected to go along
as far as Paris in the hope of mak-
ing peace with Kirk; the news that
he was married would not be a seri-
ous blow to her plans. Lila was the
type of woman to whom marriage is
merely a convenience, to be shoul-
dered or discarded at will. And Lila
would be with Kirk for five days and
nights, in the enforced intimacy of
an ocean voyage— what could she not
accomplish in that time?

ICMILY returned to the ugly, old-

fashioned Long Island home to
find that Aunt Caroline had had her
modest belongings moved into the big
square chamber that had been Kirk’s
room. Emily found some small
solace in living surrounded by things
that seemed to breathe the very es-
sence of Kirk’'s personality. It
soothed the bitter, aching emptiness
of her heart a little to know that the
things-she touched, the walls that sur-
rounded her had known Kirk inti-'
mately.

She and Aunt Caroline lived very
much as before. If Aunt Caroline
was not quite as-irritable, as difficult
to live with as before, Emily was too
preoccupied to be aware of it. She
waited on the old lady, quarreled with
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her when Aunt Caroline wanted to
qguarrel. But there was, for Emily,
a dreadful flatness about the days
that followed. Days that became
weeks and weeks that became months.
Their monotony was broken only by
an occasional breezy letter from Kirk
that Emily read and reread until the
paper wore thin beneath her caress-
ing fingers.

And then one day in late spring
when the ache of missing him and
wanting him was like a fever in her
blood, a terse, brutally brief cable-
gram came announcing Kirk’s death.
There were no details. Simply the
fact. And the thing that all but
broke Emily’s heart, after the terrible
fact of Kirk'’s death had let her
stunned mind grasp anything else,
was that Lila Avery's name was
signed to ihe cable, which came from
Singapore.

Lila Avery had been wdth Kirk
when he had died. The woman who
had loved him with every pulse-beat
of her blood, the woman who was his
wife, had been miles away. But the
woman who had not loved him
enough to let him go on this mission
with her blessing, had been with him
at the last.

It was a double blow from which
Emily found it hard to recover. She
was prostrated with grief and shock.
For a long time she wanted to die.
But she was young and healthy and
it is not easy to die just because one’s
lust for life no longer exists. She
had lost all reason for wanting to
live; but life went on and in spite
of herself, she grew stronger as the
effects of the terrific shock wore off
a little.

Aunt Caroline was very gentle with
her. They came closer to being
friends in those weeks while Emily
lay prostrate with grief than ever be-
fore in their lives.

Several weeks after the cablegram
reached Emily, she had a caller.
None other than Lila Avery, looking
very dramatic and devastatingly
lovely in the sort of mourning that
only an extremely smart Parisian
shop can achieve. Emily caught her
breath before the insolence of that.
Lila daring to wear mourning!

Lila said sweetly, “1 came to you
as soon as | landed, Emily. Kirk
wanted me to. He felt he had done
you a great wrong. He wanted me

to do what | could to right that
wrong.”
Emily set her teeth hard and

clenched her hands until the nails bit
deeply into her soft pink palms. But
her voice was steady if faint as she
said politely, “Yes?”

The flicker of Lila's lovely eyes
told Emily that this woman was her
sworn enemy and that always there
would be hatred between them. “Kirk
married you out of spite,” said Lila
sweetly. “Of course you know that.
He Iloved me—that was why he
wanted me to go as far as Singapore
with the expedition. He flew up to
Singapore for week-ends and it was
on one of his flights that he crashed.”

She put a delicate black-bordered
handkerchief to her eyes for a mo-
ment and Emily turned sharply away
from the sight of Lila’'s grief. After
a moment Lila went on, still in that
sweet voice that dripped venom be-
neath its melody, “He wanted me to
tell you, Emily, that you were not
to grieve for him. That | was really
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his widow, in everything but the
name, and that since you have only
the name, it's foolish for you to mope.
He wanted you to go out, to have
a good time, to many again.”

“Oh, no!”
sharply.

stammered Emily

Lila’s eyes flickered for a moment
and her voice was not quite so sweet.
“But after all, why not? If you
could have heard the things Kirk said
— how bitterly he regretted the crazy
impulse that made him marry you—

though 1 tried to tell him that you
were really to blame. You knew all
along that he wasn't in love with you,
you took advantage of my quarrel
with Kirk. | didn't want him to go.
I knew how dangerous it was. That
was why | tried to stop him. But
you knew that he was rich and that
if he didn't come back, his money
would be yours to spend, so you were
anxious to hurry him off—he real-
ized that, at the last, of course.”

Emily shrank as though she were
being whipped with tiny, sharp whips.

“Oh, no, he didn't think that— he
couldn't! 1 loved him! 1 love him
now. I'll always love him!” she cried
out, but Lila said savagely:

“Stop it! You little fool! He
didn’'t love you. He never loved you.
And before we reached Singapore,
he was bitter against you for the trap
you had set for him. He hated you
for it. Because if you hadn’t leaped
at the chance of marrying him, he
and | would have patched up our
qguarrel on board the ship and we'd
have been married when we reached
Paris. We needn’'t have stolen our
honeymoon in Singapore, as we did,

and because you forced us to steal
all that loveliness together, he hated
you—even as | hate you.”

Emily huddled in her chair, sick
and shaken. It couldn't be true. It
couldn’t, yet she knew that Kirk had
loved Lila! And Lila had sailed with
him. She pressed the hack of her
knuckles hard against her mouth to
choke back the tears as Lila stripped
a smooth black glove from one lovely
hand and held it out to her. On the
slim third finger of her left hand
there was a handsome old seal ring.
Emily flinched from the sight of that
ring, as Lila noticed with mocking
triumph.

“1 see you recognize Kirk’s ring,”
she said harshly. *“I1 don’'t envy you
those absurd diamonds he gave you.
I'd a million times rather have this.
Because Kirk gave me this with love
in his heart and on his lips. And he
gave you those because he loved me
and couldn’t have me.”

Lila turned toward the door, but
she hesitated a moment and then de-
livered her clenching blow, “l want
you to know, Emily, before | leave,
that you didn't rob me of a single
thing when you married Kirk! Be-
cause | was his wife in everything
but the name for those months of
heaven in Singapore, you're welcome
to what you got from him.”

HPHE door closed behind her and

the shadows of dusk filled the
room. Emily huddled with her face
in her hands, sick and shaking. Of
course she had known all along that
Kirk didn’t love her. But she had
thought him fond of her and that his
last thoughts of her had been kind.
To know that at the last he had hated
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her because she had robbed him, at
his own suggestion, of his dearest
happiness was a crushing blow. She
had wanted his love more than any-
thing else in life. And the thought
that instead she had had his hatred
had cut her deeply.

He had even wanted her to marry
again! Nothing else could have con-
vinced her how far she was from
having any chance of ever winning
his love.

She writhed with pain at the mem-
ory of Lila’'s taunts; at the picture
she had conjured up of some secret
nest in Singapore where Kirk and
Lila had played at marriage; play
that could have been turned to the
most glorious reality but for the fact
that Emily had listened when he had
impulsively asked her to marry him.
Perhaps she should have been wise
far beyond her years; wise enough
to realize the folly of marrying a
man who was as frank about his rea-
son for marrying her as Kirk had
been. But she had loved him too

much to be rational. Too much to
look beyond the immediate glorious
present.

A deep, rushing tide of bitterness
swept over her. So Lila thought, as
Kirk had thought before he died, that
she was a callous little mercenary
wretch? That she had leaped at the
suggestion of marrying him so that
she should have the spending of his
fortune? She would have married
him as instantly and as rapturously
if he hadn't had two pennies in his
pocket. But Lila could never be
made to believe that and Kirk had
died believing the reverse of her.

She had wanted to die and she
couldn’t die. Not even now when
her heart lay in ruins at her feet.
She rose suddenly, her eyes narrowed
and almost ugly. Wounded pride,
the frustration of her love that Kirk
had not believed, all walked beside
her and whispered in her ear as she
picked up the telephone and with a
finger that shook a little dialed the
number of Kirk’s lawyer.
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IDING horses,” said the
R weather-beaten sign beside
m the corral gate. Miss Charity

Haynes leaned On !the fence and
looked them over. You might think
a young lady named “Charity” would
like knitting better than riding. But

she didn’'t. Besides, she signed her-
self “Cherry.”

Not bad-looking nags, decided
Cherry. The sorrel was all right,

but that little black mare was her
horse. Well, what did one do? Oh,
that must be the saddle-jerker com-
ing. She turned to watch the young
man riding up, and he called “good

morning” cheerily as he dismounted.
“Good morning,” said Cherry.
“Can | get a horse to ride?”
“Sure.” He was young, brown,
and good-looking. She felt he was
taking her in, too, with a glance as
brief as her own. He unlocked the

gate. “That your trailer down in the
grove?” .
“Yes. Father likes to camp along.”

“That one must be the last one
they made— house, lot and bank ac-
count all built in.”

“About it,” she replied absently,
her eye on the black mare.

“Got any choice?”



“The little black mare.”

“Think you can ride her?” He
was noting her expensive-looking rid-
ing clothes.

“Why not?” she returned coolly.

“Sure enough.” What was there
to laugh at? She was sure she
caught a glint in his eyes, though his
face remained perfectly straight. He
went on: “You know, lots of people
don’t get on a horse except a few
times in the summer.”

“Well, I've been riding quite a
while,” Cherry assured him.

“O. K.,” said the young man
cheerfully, striding off toward the
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horses. “Hi, Jenny!” He hailed the
mare, who appeared to regard him
coquettishly.

While he saddled Jenny, he talked
jerkily to Cherry. His name was
Rodney Penmarch, usually called
“Rod.” Yes, his people lived here
and he had been just kind of choring
around the last year or so. *“Instead
of tagging the C. C. C.,” he added,
with the glint again. “Sure you
wouldn’t rather have Pete, that sor-
rel? He’'s sure-footed as a mule.”

“No, | don’t want Pete. What
makes you think | need them so sure-
footed?”
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“Why, 1 don’t mean that at all,”
he assured her. “Give you aleg up?”
Up she went, lightly. “Where would
you like to go? Nice ride around
that hill, and a good trail to Picture
Lake.”

“That sounds good.” As she rode
away he called: “When you get
around the hill, keep to the left.”

T17HAT a morning! There were

still spring flowers beside the
stream, and the birds were singing.
And what a romantic name, Rodney
Penmarch, for a young man in over-
alls!  And not bad-looking, either.
Hey, what was the matter with
Jenny? Jogging along like an old
lady getting home from prayer meet-
ing!

“Pete’s sure-footed!”
scoffed. “Why, this spinster can't
get her feet off the ground!” Jenny
gave a snort, as if to say, “That's
what you say!”

By this time she was around the
hill and a bit farther was the clearing
where the trail divided as Rod had
said. To the left it went on beside
the stream, ascending through deep-
ening woods. To the right it was
dusty and less inviting, Cherry re-
guested Jenny to keep to the left, but
Jenny kept going calmly to the right.
The surprised Cherry commanded,
and Jenny spun around like a top.
Cherry gave her a flick with her crop,
and the fight started. Jenny spun
and kept on spinning, the dust flying
beneath her dancing feet, her eyes
bright with mischief. Cherry’'s hat
was off, hair blowing, teeth clenched,
head about snapped off. But she
stuck, getting madder with every
revolution of the waltzing filly. Just
as Cherry was sure she’'d have to give

Cherry

in and land on her head in a hazel
bush, Jenny paused.

“Why, you darned contrary little
beast!” gasped Cherry. Then a sud-
den thought flashed through her
mind—that grin in Rodney Pen-
march’s eyes, that little inflection in
his drawled, *“Sure you wouldn’t
rather have Pete?” That wretched,
good-looking cowhand had known
Jenny would do this! He thought
he'd play a little joke on a smart city
girl'  “Think you can ride her?”
She’d show him. Her young hands
were strong, she was cool again in-
side, and her will was set like steel.
“Go on, spin, you little fool top!”
jeered Cherry. “Spin your head off!”

Jenny slowed up, stood still. Gen-
erally, women gave right in, let Jenny
turn right to go back around the hill
and land at the corral from the other
side. Jenny, with Miss Cherry
Haynes up, took the turn to the left,
and walked on sedately beside the
stream. Suddenly, Picture Lake lay
before them, serene and sweet in the
lap of the green hills, curled like a
kitten in a green willow basket.

ItJTEY!” a voice hailed her, and she

turned to see Mr. Rodney Pen-
march himself. He was riding Pete,
looked worried, and carried Cherry’s
hat in his brown hand.

“Hello!” She waved her hand
innocently.

“Say! I'm glad to see you in one
piece! Where have you been any-
way?”

“Where have | been? | came out
to ride, didn't 1? Where did you

think 1 went? Around the block?”

“Well, you pretty near scared me
to death! Here's your hat. Yes,
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around the block is exactly where I
expected you to go.”

She put on the hat. “What made
you think 1I'd insured my life in your
favor?”

“Your life?” he said in a different
tone. He looked straight into her
eyes, then off across the lake as if he
saw her whole life in a panorama on
those green shores. “I'm sorry. It
was a stupid joke. | didn't think for
a minute you'd get hurt.”

“1 didn't. | just lost my hat.”
“You see, Jenny doesn't like
women, and generally she brings

them back in about ten minutes.”

“And | thought so well of myself
you couldn’t resist.”

“l said I was sorry. | had to go
over to the house, and when | got
back and you hadn’'t, | was scared
and lit out after you.”

“Thanks for the rescue.”

“Not mad at me, are you?”

“You believe | can ride now?”

“You bet.”

“Quits then.”

Cherry invited Rod to inspect the
trailer, and he exclaimed so properly
that father invited him to lunch.

This Rodney was quite a lad, mod-
est, humorous, no difficulty at all
with his table manners. It looked
as if he might be quite a help. He
was. In fact, he looked in on them
again that very evening, to put an
expert touch on the camp fire, to offer
to show father good places to take
pictures, to make a date with Cherry
to ride in the early morning.

ITT went on like that— sunrise rides
~ with Cherry on Jenny, the dew
still on the grass and the quail calling
in the ferns; long evenings talking
about life and all the answers. One

day melted into another, forming a
kind of dream world, tranquil and
languorous in spite of all the riding,
fishing, and laughter. They met
Rod’s mother, efficient and sensible,
with Rod’s eyes, young brother Phil,
sister Mildred, little sister Jean.

Cherry was twenty-three, Rod
twenty-five. Neither was flirtatious
or self-conscious about their pleasure
in each other’s society. So they were
surprised, one fine afternoon, more
than any one else would have been,
to find themselves in each other's
arms. A very sweet Kkiss it was. They
stood for a long moment so, not Kiss-
ing again, but rather forgetting to
draw apart.

Then Rod said:
ing to do that.”

“You're sure of that?” she re-
turned lightly enough.

“1 didn't know 1 loved you,” he
said simply, and slowly released her.
“1 just thought 1 liked you. | just
thought it was grand going around
with you. | knew you’d be going in
another few days. And now------- "

“And now?” She was not urging
him on, just groping, too.

“1 love you.” A thrilling, conclu-
sive fact to be faced.

“But, darling, is it so terrible?”

“1 should have known,” he ac-
cused himself.

“But oh, Rod, it's terribly sweet!”

“Darling, you care!” he cried.

“1t seems that | do. Does it sur-
prise you so much?"

He held her close again.
you see, | really love you?
to marry you.”

“1 might even do that,” she whis-

“1 wasn't intend-

“Don’t
I want

pered. “But let's not come to that
right away.”
“Hello, there!” shouted father,
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coming into view up the trail with
his camera. He was excited. *“I

snapped a bobcat back there! He was
in a tree---—---- "
13 OD rode away gravely, and he

didn’t come back in the evening.
Cherry supposed she was just as
usual, but father did most of the talk-
ing, and presently observed casually:
“What do you say we move on? |
hear there are fine lakes over the
Branchway.”

She looked up, startled.

“What's the matter?” asked father
mildly. “Rodney fallen in love with
you?”

She started to say: “Oh, pops,
don't be silly!” What she did say
was: “Well, yes.”

“Well, that's too bad,” said father.
“Rod’s a pretty fine fellow.”

“Of course he is,” said father’s

daughter. “So why is it too bad?”
“You in love with Rod, you
think?” father, inquired still more
mildly.
“Maybe. 1I'd know, wouldn't 1?”
“Might,” father conceded a sen-
sible girl like Cherry. *“I1 think we're
about finished up here. Let's move

on.” Cherry didn't answer. *“Can't
do any harm to think things over.”

Cherry recovered a bit “Oh,
come, it's not that serious, | guess.”

“Serious complications,” said fa-
ther, “can often be averted by early
treatment.”

Cherry did not sleep well. Good
Lord, she fold herself, all stirred up
about a kiss or two! Why, shed
known the boy two weeks! Mar-
riage! Why had marriage ever been
mentioned ? All this fuss. Ludicrous,
that's what it was. Yes, whispered
a small voice, Cherry Haynes marry-

ing a country boy who would be as
much lost in her world as she would
be in his.

TTN the morning he came riding up

as usual, bringing Jenny, most
amenable, expecting a lump of sugar.
Opening dialogue was about the same,
too.

Then: “By the way, Rod, how
about those Branchway Lakes?”
father inquired. >“Think we'd like
a few days around there?”

“Why, yes,” said Rod. “That's
pretty country up there.”

“Guess we'll take a look at it

After all, we got this trailer to move
around in.”

“You ought to get some nice pic-
tures up there,” offered Rod.

Cherry touched Jenny with her
heel. “All right, dad, we'll be back
soon.”

They kept off the main subject

until they dismounted at Picture
Lake, sat on a log. Then Rod: “Go-
ing, eh?”

“Looks like it: I'm sorry to go.

It's been lovely here.”

He looked at her with a slight
smile. “That all?”

“Oh, Rod, let's not------- "

“Just leave it lay—is that your
idea? Forget it?” 11

“1 shan't forget it.”

“But what is there to say—is'that
what you mean? | know there isn't
much. But somehow | seem to want
to say it.” <-,

She made a little gesture. *“Oh,
Rod, my dear!”

“To go is the thing to do, of
course. Didn’t take your father long
to see his nose before his face, did
it? Sees I'm a serious-minded youth.
And 1 can read his mind, too: ‘It's
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just young- stuff and it wouldn't do
at all and they’ll get over it."”

She smiled at that. “That's prob-
ably it.”
“Yes, your father's right. It

wouldn’t do. | can see that. | know
you’'ll never marry me, but you're the
girl I'll want to have married.”

“Oh, Rod, you're being too serious
about it. Why, we've just met. We
can go on being friends------- "

He laughed, not very heartily.
“Yes, l've read those yarns. The
rich city girl and the poor country
boy and the impulsive kiss. She goes
away but can’'t forget him, and then
he comes to town and his clothes
don't fit and he doesn't know how to
act and her friends raise their eye-
brows and she’s cured. And he goes
home and marries little Sallie to
whom he used to give his reddest

apples.”

“I've read other versions,” said
Cherry, giving him a Kkick.

“1 know that one, too. Hal comes

to call in a new suit that shows off
his fine muscular figger. Seems he’s
a varsity man after all and has spent
the snowbound winters reading Plato
and Aldous Huxley.”

“Oh, shut up,” said Cherry.

“Father gets him a job in the bank
and the next week he shrewdly makes
a million dollars------- "

“Oh. go jump in the lake,” Cherry
advised him. Rod went on: “Un-
fortunately, 1I'm not shrewd and |
wouldn’'t make a million dollars in
that many years.”

“You think I'm like that?”— she
wondered. “How can you love me
then?”

“No, | don’t think you're like that,
Cherry. It's the whole situation.
We couldn't trade in our whole place

for your trailer. Could you come and
live with the Penmarches in the old
house? Of course not.”

“l don't see any reason why |
should try.”

“l wasn't asking you to. Then I'd
have to live with you in the Haynes
mansion. You think that would
work better?”

“Don’t you expect ever to make
any change in your life? If I want
a thing | think up some way to get
it, not all the ways that make me
seem a fool to want it.”

He went pretty white at that.
“You think a man’'s a fool not just
to take what he wants when he wants
it.”

“He had better make sure he can
get it,” she reminded him sweetly,
“before he starts arguing himself out
of taking it.”

“All right,” he said grimly, “1 de-
served that. Half of last night | was
in such ecstasy thinking you had even
looked at me, that | had to spend the
other half throwing bricks to bring
myself back to reality.” She did not
answer. “You'll go home now, and
I'll probably never see you again.”

She bent to pull a blade of grass.
“That will depend on how much we
want to see each other. If | never
see you again, it will be because you
decided it that way.”

“Cherry, meeting you was such a
collision it knocked my whole world
to bits. There’s not a solid foot
left for me to stand on. | don’t know
about you. | think you don’t, either.
When you get away the whole thing
may seem different to you. It may
fade out into something you’'ll just
smile at. Darling, I'll come some-
time to see if this really happened.”

“It happened,” she assured him.
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“1 know you'll never marry me,” he said, ‘‘but you're the girl I'll want to have married.*
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¥ ATER she remembered: *“I want

to buy Jenny, Rod. Will you let
me? | want to keep Jenny, for a lot
of reasons.”

“Want to put her in your scrap-
book?” Rod smiled. “No, you can't
buy her, but I'll keep her for you.
You can think of me talking to Jenny
about you. You know, it was really
Jenny who sent us spinning.”

Jenny, nipping grass, heard her
name in two familiar voices and lifted
her head. Then the two voices be-
gan the sad, sweet business of saying
good-by in privacy now, so that it
could be passed off with a show of
nonchalance in public.

In the morning Jenny got a part-
ing lump of sugar, a pat, a kiss on
the brow. “Good-by, Rodney.”
Father shook his hand heartily.
“Look us up when you come to town.
I'll send you some pictures to see
how they turned out.”

“Thank you, I'd like that. It's
been mighty nice having you here,
Mr. Haynes. Good-by.”

“Good-by, Rod,” said Cherry.
“Thanks for everything. Take good
care of Jenny for me, won't you?”
Gray eyes looked into
“Good-by, Cherry.”

The car moved forward. Rod was
walking back to the corral and Jenny
was still waiting at the gate for him.

“1 will.”
brown eyes.

HPHEN it was autumn again, and

girls were sitting around tea
tables giggling over summer ro-
mances. Cherry’s description of her

tussle with Jenny was received with
shrieks of laughter, and Sue, Betty,
and Maybelle simply adored Jenny’'s
picture— taken with Rod by father—
that sat on Cherry’s desk.

SL—4

“Remember Midge Thomas marry-
ing that Lee Somebody?” Sue asked.
“She was so crazy about him. Those
affairs never work out, though.”

“No, they don’'t,” Betty agreed.
“People ought to have the same back-
ground.”

“Look, Cherry,” Maybelle warned
her, “you better cut that pretty cow-
boy off that horse’s picture!”

Cherry- laughed, too, but long after
the girls had gone she wondered. If
a man had manners and brains and
got the same values you did out of
things, wasn’t that what really mat-
tered? You didn't marry a man be-
cause he knew all the head waiters.
She pulled herself up as if she were
reining in Jenny. “You can't keep
your own head, Cherry, my girl.
You know you’'re in love with Rodney
Penmarch and you wish he'd walk
in this minute and kidnap you!”

It was that very evening that father
achieved his daughter's attention
with: “Ever hear from young Rod
we met last summer?"

“Oh, yes,” she answered. “Yes,
I had a couple of notes from him.”

“Nice boy,” remarked father.
“What's he doing this winter?”

“Oh, I don’'t know,” she said bit-
terly. “Chores, | suppose.”
“Bright chap like that ought to

make something of himself.”
“What?” daughter asked gloomily.
“Gosh, how do I know?” said
father. “I1 might help him get into
something if he wanted to come to
town.”
“Maybe he doesn't want to.”
“Well, 1 can understand that, too.
I don’t know why a man would want
to be shut up in an office when he can
always have a lungful of fresh air.
I've a notion to buy myself a ranch.”
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Daughter's comment on that was
merely, “Oh!”
Upstairs, she examined herself in

a mirror. “Am | looking pale or
something? Dad’s a pretty cute old
boy." She made a face at herself.

“Go on, idiot, spin your head off!”
Then she cried a little, dried her eyes,
dabbed on powder and rouge, and
called up Selina Field to suggest that
they go to the movies.

'V " ES, she had had notes from Rod-
ney. Among other things he
had included this paragraph :

I'm coming to see you some day.
Jenny keeps whinnying about you.
Jenny never took me for any spins,
but you did. And | can't seem to
get straightened out again. I'm
still in love with you, but that's no
news, is it? I've thought and fought
through the whole business ten
thousand times. Don’t think |
couldn’t bring myself to any solu-

tion. | could. But how would it
work out for you? That's the
point.

She replied that perhaps he had
better come and take a last look be-
fore he offered the apple to Sallie.

But he did not come. He did not
write again. So that ended it.

She began to plan a trip to Hono-
lulu with Maybelle. Father said:
“Well, might be a good idea.” That
made her so mad, knowing what he
thought, that she decided she wouldn’t
do any such thing.

One week-end she and father went
on a jaunt into the country. The
countryside unrolled before them—
hills grown green in the winter rains,
with black-and-white cows grazing
on them, orange groves, little towns

under the lace of pepper trees, euca-
lypti marching across a valley, soli-
tary oaks.

“Pretty country!” Father turned
into a side road. *“If | remember,
there’s a little lake up here you don't
expect.”” There was—a truly charm-
ing little lake—but it only brought
back that other lake that was like a
kitten in a green willow basket.

“Very pretty,” Cherry agreed.

“Nice meadow,” said father, more
warmly, she thought, than the
meadow warranted. Some horses
grazing in it, and for heavens’ sake!
If that didn't look exactly like Jenny!
She didn’'t know she had shouted it.

“Jenny?” father repeated mildly.
“Well, if it doesn’'t!” He stopped
the car. “Couldn’'t be, of course.
Does look like her.”

Cherry shouted: “Jenny! Hi,
Jenny!” The little black horse lifted
her head. Cherry scrambled out of
the car, was at the fence in a leap,
her heart pounding at her ribs. Get-
ting so excited about a little black
filly! “Oh, Jenny!” With a whinny,
Jenny came amiably toward her.

“It is Jenny!” Cherry cried.

“Well, I'll be darned,” said father.
JENNY —her Jenny! Rod had
N sold her. That meant doubly the
end. He didn't even want to be re-
minded. Now nothing mattered.
Cherry got back into the car.

“Let’'s go on to the house,” father
suggested. “See how it happened.
I'm curious about Jenny.” They
drove on under the pepper trees and
approached the house in a really
lovely garden. “Kind of place |
wouldn’t mind having,” father ap-
proved. “I'm just going to ask how
they happened to get Jenny.” He
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hailed somebody coming around the
house then: “Well, look here,
Cherry, it's Rod"”

Cries of surprise and greeting.
Cherry and Rod were a little shaky,
father enjoying his joke. “Little
surprise party! I'm thinking of buy-
ing this place, so | wrote Rod to come
and see if it's a good buy. He
brought Jenny along for you.”

“Don’t you think you're cute, dad?
Pretending you didn't know!”

A good deal of laughing talk
seemed to come to Cherry from a
long way offj then she found herself
alone with Rod in a charming patio.
Somehow, they had lost father in
looking through the house.

“l1 couldn't resist taking your
father up on this,” Rod said. “You
know, | wrote you | couldn’t seem to
get straightened out again.” He be-
gan prowling around the patio, not

coming near her—just walking
around like a man with a toothache.
“And now,” she asked, “do you

feel yourself straightening?”

He seemed to take in the whole
establishment, the whole situation, in
one short ironic glance. “I1 suppose
I should,” he said dryly.

“1 suppose you thought you'd take

a last look before you offered the
apple to Sallie.”

“Happens to be no Sallie:
just had to see you again.”

She said simply: “1 wanted to see
you.”

“Did you, darling?” He paused
before her. “Take a good look,
Cherry,” he advised her. “Now you
see me again in all my crudity. 1I'd
let you see my empty pockets, except
that | don’'t want to spill my dollar
and a half all over the place. You
cured?” Of course, his white face
rather spoiled the light effect.

“Of a lot of foolishness,” decided
father's daughter. “Stop that gal-
loping around and listen to me.
Don’t get the idea that you can do
all the talking. | guess I'm propos-
ing to you, Rod. Better tell you in
case no lady has proposed to you be-
fore. And there’s no s-sense in my
getting so out of breath about it!”

He was just holding her tight, not
saying a word.

A long pause, then it was Cherry
again, determined to have the last
word: “Jenny hasn’'t anything on us
when it comes to spinning, has she?
B-b-but I don’'t see what we’'re both
crying about!”

No, |
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where

By PAULINE CRAWKFORD

RAIG SALTERS had lost his
lovely young wife—but not
by the hand of God. She had

motored off and left him, to go to
her mother in Santa Barbara. She

Jfly r*

had said that she would never go
back to him.

Craig felt aggrieved and abused.
Never before in their two years of
marriage had Jeanne displayed a
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jealous disposition. She had under-
stood the handicaps of being the wife
of a successful young Hollywood
director; it was imperative that he
maintain friendly relations with the
women stars of the company.

As for Lora Ramos------- He had
never felt less attracted by a woman
in his life. That blond scraggy type
left him cold. Only brunettes could
get away with being tall and very
slim— brunettes like Jeanne. It made
blondes look haggard.

A thousand pities, of course, that
Jeanne had entered his office that
afternoon, at the moment when Lora
was standing bending over him, her
hands on the arms of the chair he
sat in. Perfectly innocent and yet
vaguely compromising. But it hadn’t
been his fault!

His sense of injury increased to
bitterness and he felt his face grow
hot at the vivid remembrance of what
had followed. He had got out of
his chair and the office, holding
Jeanne firmly by the arm. It was too
dark in the driveway where their cars
were parked for any one to have seen
what happened. He had tried to ex-
plain, protest, and Jeanne had turned
upon him and slapped his face;
slapped it hard. Unsporting for a
woman to strike a man for he
couldn't strike back. But Jeanne
hadn’'t known what she was doing.

The sequel had been even worse.
She had driven home and packed a
bag. Her maid, Lucy, would follow
later with the rest of her belongings.
She had refused to talk to him.
There was little he could have said
in any case. A man can't alibi him-
self by telling his wife that the other
Woman has been running after him.
He hadn’t even flirted with Lora!

But he had to be decent to her if he
wanted to keep his job.

A few days later he was reminded
of the fancy-dress party for which
invitations had been received from
one of the big shots in the company.
It was to be given in his palace in
Beverly Hills. And dominoes were
specifically  forbidden. He and
Jeanne had planned that neither one
was to know what costume the other
would wear. But all that fun had
gone by the board.

Craig was bored with the idea of
selecting a costume. There would be
dozens of Hamlets and harlequins,
priests, and paupers. His original
mind dismissed all those stock figures
from romance and history. Three
days before the party, Lora Ramos
waylaid him outside her dressing
room. Rehearsals were over and he
had no excuse for immediate escape.
She wanted to know if he had or-
dered his costume. He told her he
hadn’'t, a trifle sullenly.

“But, darling, you'd better hurry
up!” She seemed impervious to his
unresponsive mood. “You've got to
go, and you've got to go in costume.”

“So what?” he said ungraciously,
not caring if he offended her.

“Don’t be like that, Craig!” Her
smile radiated forgiveness. “I1'm only
trying to help you, dear.” Her large

blue eyes widened with a sudden
thought. She called to her maid and
talked to her rapidly in French.
Then she put her hand on Craig’s
arm. “I’'ve just had a wonderful in-
spiration! Elise is a marvel. She
says she’ll make you a costume that
won’t be duplicated!”

Craig tried to be grateful. After
all, Lora only wanted to help him.
He gave her a friendly smile.
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“1 hope she isn't going to rig me
out as a French poodle.”

Lora laughed in delight. “Dar-
ling! You're a mind reader! Not a
poodle but a pelican! Isn't that price-
less?”

“A pelican!” Craig threw back his
head and roared.

Elise murmured something and
Lora translated. *“She says you've
just the figure for it—tall and not
too broad. She’s going to make it
out of gray and white velvet, and
some sort of feathers for your wings.
It will certainly be unique, darling.”

Craig agreed that it certainly
would. Then an uneasy thought
struck him.

“But, see here, Lora, we're not

supposed to tell each other what we're
wearing. Now you'll know me—
wings and all.”

“Who cares?” She laughed hap-

pily. “And you'll know me. I'm go-
ing as milady’'s powder puff. Elise
is making it. It's ravishing. [I'll be

unique, too!
mel”

Just wait till you see

I'-'RAI1G’S costume caused a sensa-
tion and no one guessed his iden-
tity. No one recognized Lora either.
When she drifted toward him and
they danced together, it was a double
incognito. He had had a few drinks
and was in a reckless, defiant mood.
That morning a stiff note had come
from Santa Barbara, informing him
that Lucy was to join her mistress
at once— with all her things. It was
signed Jeanne Baxter, her maiden
name. That was another slap in the
face, and it hurt more than the other
one had.
Lora was undoubtedly a lovely
creature, even if she were not Craig's

type. And she danced with exqui-
site grace; almost as well as Jeanne.
Also she was amusing— until she
tried to work on his emotions.

It wasn't that he had an over-
active conscience or was being loyal.
He didn't feel loyal. He felt bitter
and free. Yes, free! The trouble
was that each time Lora pressed a
little closer against him, there came
the sickening memory of the last time
he had held Jeanne in his arms. And
each time Lora whispered, through
the creamy lace that hung over her
red lips, how sure she was that he
would like to kiss her, his heart con-
tracted. Because there was only one
woman he wanted to kiss, and that
woman he might never Kiss again.

Suddenly he felt Lora grow rigid
in his arms. She stopped dancing
and stared across the huge room at
the main entrance.

“Look!” She squeezed his arm
hysterically. “Do you see what |
see?”

He followed her gaze. A woman
had just entered and was standing-
alone. For the moment their view
of her was unobstructed. She was
Lora’s height and figure, and her cos-
tume was identicall From a slim
waist, wide ruffles of marabou fell in
bouffant effect, almost to the floor.
The bodice was of cream velvet and
a close-fitting cap was of the same
material.  Short puffed sleeves of
marabou completed the costume; un-
mistakably a huge powder puff! The
mask was of cream satin-and-laee,
and mitts of lace covered her hands
and forearms. From beneath the
cap, short blond curls were visible;
exactly like Lora's!

Craig felt her trembling beside
him with outraged pride and vanity.
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He didn’'t blame her. It was rather
a poser and a very odd one; suspi-

ciously odd. It looked like dirty
work at the crossroads. He hoped
Lora wouldn’t think of that. But she

did.

“Did you ever!” she gasped. “No-
body’'s going to make me believe
that's a coincidence! And if it isn't,
then Elise has pulled something.
She’s been bribed! And I'll find out
by whom if | have to tear that crea-
ture limb from limb!” She glared
across the room and took a quick
step away from him.

Craig was frightened. He seized
her arm and drew her forcibly out
onto the terrace. He wouldn’'t have
put it past her to make a horrible
scene. He said soothingly:

“You're crazy, darling. Nobody
could bribe Elise to play a trick like
that on you. Anyway—if you stop
to think of it—there’'s nothing so re-
markable in that powder-puff idea.
As a matter of fact, | wasn’'t going
to tell you, Lora, afraid to spoil your
fun, but I saw a picture of your cos-

tume— more or less, like it—in a
French magazine. Maybe that's
where Elise got her idea. And any

one else could have got it, too.” He
took, a deep breath after that.

Lora lifted her mask and scruti-
nized his face. He had removed his
mask and he stared back at her,
calmly and convincingly. The anger
went out of her and she said:

“Well, that's that. Elise wasn’'t
as smart as she thought she was.
Better than her being disloyal. Any-
way, it is a lovely costume, isn't it
darling?”

He was so relieved that he bent
and kissed her. It was not a linger-

ing kiss and he was thankful that
their privacy was interrupted at that
moment. They returned to the ball-
room and some one cut in and took
Lora from him. He glanced about
the room and saw the other powder
puff dancing with one of the various
Romeos. She danced with grace and
youthful abandon. He felt a sudden
curiosity about her. Then his heart
beat faster as two possibilities struck
him instantaneously.

There might be some one at the
party who had recognized him and
Lora. By grapevine telegraph the
news might reach Jeanne that he had
been constantly with the woman of
whom she was so jealous. That
would end forever any remote hope
of getting her to return to him.

The other possibility was that he
could divert his attentions to the sec-
ond lady, avert gossip and have an
alibi for Lora. To save her feelings
he could tell her afterward that he
had asked the other woman to dance,
thinking she was Lora. But unless
he kept his eyes fixed on the two of
them, how could he tell them apart?

| ORAIG’S powers of observation
N had been trained to acuteness.
He noticed that from the top of the
strange woman’s cap there hung a
tiny red tassel. It was scarcely no-
ticeable. Lora had not seen it
Without further hesitation he ap-
proached the other woman and took
her from her partner. As they
glided out upon the floor, he said,
not disguising his voice:

“Quite a clever costume!
one other as clever.”

A low, muffled laugh answered
him, then a husky voice:

“Have you no curiosity as to

Only
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whether we’'re as much alike under
our costumes?”

“Of course! I'm curious as the
devil. Somehow, | don’t think you're
at all alike—whoever you are.” He
tried to see her mouth through the

soft lace. “Do | know you, by any
chance?”
“1'm sure you don’t,” came the soft

husky answer. “But does it mat-

ter?”

It didn't, and he told her so. They
danced, they chatted, they laughed
together. Craig forgot about Lora,
and almost—but not quite— about
Jeanne. There was something about
this woman that was strangely mag-
netic.

They sat at a table and drank
champagne. Not that they needed it
to stimulate and excite them, but it
added to their mood. When she
lifted her glass he tried again to see
her mouth, but she used the bit of
lace dexterously. Was her voice
naturally husky or was she disguis-
ing it? But after all, why? The
chances were they had never met be-
fore.

He lost track of the time. She
was tantalizingly aloof one minute
and seductive the next. It was three
o’clock when she said that she must

go home.

“And where is that?” he asked
bluntly.

“Oh, I'm only a bird of passage.
Stopping at a hotel in town. You
can put me in a taxi. It's too far

for you to take me.”

His expostulations were violent
and sincere. “Besides,” he added,
“you may be spoofing me. | want
to make sure where you are stop-
ping.” He touched her arm lightly.

“Have you a suite, so that 1| could
smoke a last cigarette with you?”

“Oh, no!” she said quickly. “Only
a room and bath.”

Out of his whirling thoughts and
desires came a resolution.

“Would you,” he said tentatively,
“drop in at my place for a half hour?
W e’'ll have coffee.” She looked down
at her hands and said nothing.
“Please do!” he urged eagerly.

Sloyvly she lifted her head.
you live quite alone?”

The question startled him, but he
said quickly: “Yes, except for my
two Chinese boys. And they sleep
the sleep of the dead.”

Her hesitation was barely percep-
tible. “All right. Let's go! [I'll get
my wrap.”

He had made coffee and they had
drunk it to the accompaniment of
bread and butter and cheese. She
had curled up on the divan, and Craig
was in a deep armchair close to it
Not once had she permitted him to
get even a fleeting glimpse of her
features.

“1 really should go now'” she said
softly. *“It's been swell—the whole
evening— ever since you asked me to
dance.”

He set his glass on a table and sat
beside her on the divan. He did not
touch her, but his head was very close
to hers. He longed to drag that bit
of satin-and-lace from her face, but

uDO

something held him back. Then he
said :

“When am 1 going to see you
again? | can’t let you just pop in

and out of my life to-night.”

“lI've no idea,” she said softly,
staring into her glass.

“Don’t you want to see me again?”
he asked fiercely. She did not say a
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word, and suddenly he lost his rigid
self-control. He scarcely realized
what he was doing when he seized
her and kissed her lips. But the lace
of the mask got in his way. “Damn
it!” he muttered, and tried to tear it
from her face.

He said: “When am |
going to see you again?
I can’t let you just pop
in and out of my life
to-night.”

But she was too quick for him.
She sprang to her feet and stood
trembling, pressing the lace against
her mouth. He rose and stared at
her somberly. Then he said slowly:

if-

"I'm sorry— for more than one
reason. | lost my head—call it. mo-

mentary madness. | apologize. And
there’'s something else. | let you
think I'm a bachelor. 1I'm not. [I've
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got a wife—a tnighty attractive one.
But she ran off and left me recently.

However, | adore the ground she
walks on. No other woman, not even
you, my beguiling stranger, could
ever make me forget her perma-
nently.”

TOTE turned from her and lighted a

N cigarette with shaking hands.
Then she said, a little above a whis-
per :

“May | go to your room just a
minute? Then I'm leaving.”

He murmured an “Of course” and
went ahead of her to open the door
into the bedroom. She shut it softly
and he stood a moment staring at it,
then crossed the room and flung him-
self into an armchair. His reflections
and his drink absorbed him, mind
and body, to the exclusion of the
passing of time. He had no idea
how many minutes had passed when
it suddenly occurred to him that the
strange woman was taking her time.
He was about to go and knock on
the bedroom door when there came
a ring at the front one. Amazed and
startled, he sprang to his feet, dis-
posed of his glass and walked rap-
idly to open the door. Then he lost
his breath in utter astonishment and
confusion. There on the threshold
stood Jeanne, without a hat, and
wrapped in a mink coat. They stared
blankly at each other. Craig was con-
scious of his own blank expression.
Then she walked past him into the
room and he closed the door me-
chanically. She threw off her coat,
She was wearing a cerise evening
dress that he remembered. She
looked at him and said quietly:

“1 seem to have taken you by sur-
prise, Craig.” Her glance went over

the room and rested on the two
glasses, the whisky bottle. Her eyes,
steady and cool, returned to him. *“I
hope I'm not interrupting a little pri-
vate party or anything of that sort?”

He moistened his dry lips. Words
came with difficulty. He felt as if
some one had him by the throat.

“And if you were, what about it?”
He hoped he sounded cooler than he
felt.

“Why”— she looked taken aback—
“in that case, I'll leave at once.” She
approached the chair where she had
thrown her coat, lifted it, and held it
on her arm.

“No hurry,” he said quietly. “You
might as well know what you already
suspect. But it's not as bad as it
appears.” He walked deliberately to
the bedroom door, knocked, waited,
then, frowning angrily, he flung open
the door and stared into an empty
room.

“What the devil------- "
into the room.

He strode
Jeanne followed be-

hind him. In the center of the room,
on the floor, was the powder-puff
costume.

The shock of amazement left him
rigid and speechless for several sec-
onds. Then he turned slowly and
looked straight into Jeanne’s dark,
guestioning eyes.

“There was a woman in here,” he
said chokingly. “God knows where
she’'s gone or why or what she’'s got
on. Maybe she had a dress under her
costume. She’'ll freeze without a
coat.”

“Maybe,” Jeanne said softly, “she
took one of my coats out of the
closet.” She paused and a slow smile
showed her teeth. “Maybe— she took
—this one.” She fingered the coat
on her arm.
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Craig stared at her; amazement
and incredulity changed swiftly to
shocked understanding. But even in
that second of revelation, his expres-
siv  remained blank. Suddenly past,
present and future stood out in sharp
focus. He knew that all he held most
precious was threatened by final disas-
ter in this one vivid instant. It was
the inspiration of desperation rather
than wisdom and understanding of
women—of this one woman— that
gave him his cue.

Tall as she was he had to bend his
head to hers. He smiled broadly and
his smile ended in a laugh.

“Thought you put one over on me,
didn't you, my sweet?”

It was Jeanne’s moment of sur-
prise. “What do you mean?” she
stammered.

“1 mean, precious, that | knew it
was you all the time!”

She stared at him, bewildered.
“You didn't!”
“Oh, but | did!” Then another

inspiration came to his rescue. “You
don’'t suppose I'd have talked that
way to a strange woman about you,
about loving my wife!”

For a second she faltered, then her
last doubt and defense went down.
She flung herself into his arms.

“Oh! I'm so relieved!” She
spoke indistinctly because his lips
were on hers, kissing her breathlessly.
Then Craig remembered something.

“By the way, darling, how did you
get hold of that costume?”

She laughed. “It really wasn't

poor Elise’s fault. You see, Lucy is
a great friend of hers. She found
out about it and then copied it. Elise
never suspected a thing. And Lucy
found out about your costume the
same way. We really have rooms in
a hotel. It seemed the best way to
keep my affairs to myself.”

Suddenly he felt her stiffen in his
embrace. She drew out of it, looked
at him with misty eyes, and said
tremulously:

“Oh! Then you said all those
lovely things about me just because
you wanted to make an impression
on mel”

That was more than he had bar-
gained for. Woman— the unpredict-
able! But he must stick to his guns
now or go down in ignominious de-
feat. He had to think quickly. He
threw back- his head and laughed.

“What a girll Wouldn’'t you
rather know that | was trying to im-
press you instead of using you as a
buffer against another woman'’s
charms ?”

Her dark eyes studied him intently,
then they glowed softly with love and

joy-

“Of course | would!” She nestled
against him contentedly.

“Thank Heaven for that!” he
breathed fervently, drawing her
closer.

Over her head pressed against him,
his eyes gazed into space with an in-
scrutable expression. Perhaps it was
a reflection of his very secret and
confused emotions.
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CARMEN JUDSON

IFE, to Norma Leeds, was a
giant kaleidoscope, the vivid
fragments gathering them-

selves into a perfect pattern, breaking
up and reforming, refocusing them-
selves upon her mind.

At seventeen she was beautiful, in
a long, slim way, with blue-black hair
and slanted, sea-green eyes. Beau-
tiful, in a way that made people turn
to look at her, that made artists pay
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top prices for the privilege of trans-
ferring that beauty to canvas. And
she was hard.

She had to be. Too many times,
a painter, tired of blending color,
would try to introduce an element of
passion into his work; but she would
merely smile, remembering Althea.
Althea hadn’t been hard. Althea had
believed in everybody, and in a year
Althea’s beautiful body had been
fished out of the East River, beautiful
no longer.

“I'll not let life do that to me,”
Norma told herself. “I'll never be-
lieve any man.” But that was when
she was seventeen. At eighteen she
met lvan Cartier.

There was something not normal
about Ivan, but he was a genius.
Garron had told her about Ivan first,
saying only that he believed she
might be the woman Cartier wanted
for “Voodoo,” a picture he had be-
gun and never finished because no
model seemed the right one for the
pagan goddess Ayida Ouedda.

“See him, Norma. Tell him | sent
you,” Garron said, “but, youngster,
watch  yourself. He's dynamite.
Ought to have a brain operation, but
he says doctors can cut open the
heads of convicts and finger their
brains. He'll keep his headaches and
his head.”

She went to Ivan Cartier, more
through a sense of curiosity than any-
thing else. She had heard of his gro-
tesques, which were not exhibited
publicly. Garron himself spoke of
“La Madonna Perdue” in a choked
sort of whisper, saying he wished he
had given birth to such a painting.
Norma wanted to see the man of
whom she had heard so much.

Yet, seeing the man, she forgot
the artist. Ivan’'s somber eyes, his
mouth that had a look of sorrow, his
thatch of rumpled yellow hair, all
gave him a hurt-child expression that
touched her heart. It was not often
she felt that surge of tenderness for
any one, the desire to reach out a
friendly hand to touch another hand.
She wondered at herself, and hoped
he would like her.

“Do you mind?” He was quite
impersonal. “1 think perhaps you
might be what | am looking for, but
I must see you in the nude. What
I want is a perfect urn of flesh, a
passion flower, a challenge.”

She didn't mind. It was natural
for her to strip her slender body, and
she knew she was lovely. There was
no immodesty about her, merely the
consciousness that her job required
a frank display of firm, round breasts
and long, slender legs.

The actual work on “Voodoo”
started in January. Three times Ivan
Cartier plunged into feverish activity,
only to discard what he had begun
and start over, cursing the fingers
which seemed to have lost their cun-
ning for a time. Then, quite sud-
denly, he etched in bold strokes with
his brush, and drove himself and her
to the breaking point.

A week, two, a month, and Norma
found herself saying hushed prayers
at night; prayers that weren’'t meant
to be prayers when they began, but
always ended with: “God, let the
picture be beautiful and perfect so
every one will know about Ivan.”

She didn’t try to analyze her feel-
ing at first. It wasn't until after
Terry Roberts dropped into the
studio one evening and waited for
her to get dressed that Norma real-
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ized she had fallen in love with Ivan.
Terry was up from Miami, the first
time she had come back since her
brilliant marriage to Gordon Roberts,
and she was crazy to go back to the
Village with Norma, to pick up old
threads and meet old friends. Terry’s
acquired fortune hadn’t changed her;
she was still the breezy, honest, level-
eyed Terry who had shared an apart-
ment with Norma and Althea in the

lean days.
“Look, Norm"—Terry was ab-
sorbed in her own thoughts after

meeting Ivan—*“1 don’t like him. 1'll
bet my next quarterly allowance that
Ivan Cartier smokes opium, mari-
juana, or uses a needle. You better
watch him, honey.”
“Oh, he doesn't!
all”  Norma was quick to defend
him. “Terry, he’s ill. Pressure of
some sort on his brain, but he’s afraid
of an operation. Garron says so!”

He doesn't at

“You're in love with him, aren't
you?” Terry never pulled her
punches. “Oh, Norm, you're in for
trouble. There’'s nothing to him!

He has a paint pot where his heart
ought to be!”

T\T ORMA laughed then, but later,

after Terry had gone back to
Miami and “Voodoo” had been ac-
cepted by the critics; after Ivan had
got drunk and sobered up again,
beating his forehead with a closed
fist, and resting his hot face against
her cool hands, she knew Terry had
I>een all too right. She loved lIvan
as she had never expected to love any-
body ; loved him in spite of his faults,
and sometimes she loved him because'
of those faults.

She knew he didn’t believe in mar-

riage. He had made that clear in
the very beginning, in a casual sort
of way, as though he were generaliz-
ing.

“You know, Norma,”
“marriage spoils an artist. 1'm afraid
of it. I've seen what it can do. I'll
never marry any woman, no matter
how much I may love her.”

It didn't matter—at first. Norma
believed in marriage as an institution,
but she had given very little thought
to marriage for herself. She would
have told any one interested enough
to listen, that she was more concerned
with a career, with keeping her slim,
white body young and beautiful, than
she was in marriage. Yet, being with
Ilvan day after day, feeling his som-
ber, golden gaze upon her, she real-
ized love meant a great deal. And
sometimes, carelessly, Ivan would
say he loved her.

“But,” he would add, “don’t let me
love you too much, small one, because
I should only hurt you. Don’t ever
believe too much of what | say to
you.”

he said,

“1 won't,” she promised, knowing
she lied to herself. “1 never believe
anything any man says. They tell
me | am beautiful, but no one has
ever painted me as | really am; not
even Garron.”

“Then | shall,” he interrupted. *“I
have been thinking of another picture
with you as my model. 1 shall paint
into your green eyes the challenge I
see there. | shall paint the defiant
laugh on your curved, quiet mouth,
and the------- Listen, Norma, | shall
paint you with a leopard in your
arms. That leopard shall represent
life, and you, nude and desirable,
thrusting your slim hands against his
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drooling mouth. And seeing, people
will know the beast is your master.”

“You think that would be like me?”
She felt curiously tired, frightened.

“It is like all women, my dear,”
he said slowly. “They know life is
a beast, yet they lure him, yield them-
selves to him, and die with his teeth
at their throats. My wonder is that
they are so unafraid.”

She watched him sketch in the first
bold strokes, and later, as the magic
of it grew into form on canvas, she
heard him dream aloud.

“1 shall call it ‘Electra,” ” he whis-
pered, his voice a muted song with
the merest suggestion of an accent.
“Perhaps because all women are ele-
mental, more or less. | should like
to call it------- ” He laughed huskily.
“Ah, no, my Norma, not even to you
shall 1 reveal what | would like to
call this painting.”

She wanted to draw him out, make
him talk of himself, but it was an
unwritten law in the studio that first
work go on without interruption, and
days lengthened into weeks. Seven
weeks of watching him, knowing she
loved him, knowing Terry had looked
into the future, and into lvan, see-
ing only a paint pot where his heart
should be; knowing he didn’'t believe
in marriage; that he would never ask
her to be his wife.

She knew, and still she found her-
self helpless to beat back the pulsing
flame that burst into ecstatic fire the
night he took her to the fantastic
Russian cafe, and over spiced, hot
tea, begged her to love him.

“lvan”— her breath caught in her
throat—*“1 am afraid of you. The
picture is almost finished, and Garron
wants me.

He dropped his spoon with a sud-
den clatter, and his lips whitened into
a thin, tight line. “You will not go
to Garron. |, too, want you. | need
you, and | shall not let you go. You
are minel”

She closed her eyes to shut out
the sight of him, knowing she was
already lost; that there was something
about him that battered down all de-
fenses, that stripped her spirit and
left her naked and trembling before
him.

“1 know,” he said, and his voice
was harsh, “you would prefer honest
marriage; but marriage is not for us,
and love is. I'll hurt you many times,
and | will be hurt, but at least we
will have lived. We need each other.
In our world, Norma, love is all that
matters.”

“Yes, | suppose so,” she told him,
and gave him her lips across the
candle-lighted table. She didn't think
of those others in the shadowed
room; scarcely heard the plaintive
violin crying a love song. She was
only conscious of her desire for the
feel of Ivan’s mouth against hers,
the warmth of his breath on her face,
the sensuous, heady wine that pulsed
through her veins at his touch. Noth-
ing mattered, nothing counted except
the desperate need for love, love that
takes no stock of to-morrow and to-
morrow, and all the to-morrows com-
ing. Only to-day was sure! Only
Ivan was real!

No one, nothing had ever seemed
more real.

She wrote to Terry, offering no
excuse for what she was doing, and
was not surprised when Terry’s big,
masculine scrawl across a sheet of
heavy vellum came back by air with
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a word of warning, but with all un-
derstanding and sympathy.

Ivan is volatile, Norma. You'll
suddenly discover you aren't his

world.  You'll he “yesterday's
woman” in a little while, and it's
going to hurt. I'm not telling you
not to love him, because that

wouldn’'t do any good. | am telling
you that when you find out it's all
owe*r and you feel like doing what
Althea did—don’'t. Whatever hap-
pens, however it ends, my house is
open to you.

Reading Terry’s letter, Norma
wept for something she had had and
lost. It was too late to turn back;
too late for anything. She had given
all her heart into Ivan’s keeping, and
if, some brilliant morning, she found
herself discarded, she would want to
die. She understood at last, how
Althea had felt.

Garron, too, talked to her. “Norma,
I've sort of watched you grow up in
the Village, and to see you throw'
yourself away on Cartier------- He's
not worth it!”

“1 know,” she said wearily, *but
I love him. Even if it doesn't last,
I'll have something to remember.”

“Too much,” Peter Garron gritted

between set teeth, and his eyes
misted. “You see, Norma, there have
been others. And there will be still

others, and you will suffer.”

She touched Garron’s hand timidly.
“Don’t hate me, Peter. Every woman
is entitled to make a fool of herself
once.”

TTVAN, absorbed in his work, hold-
~ ing on to her bright beauty,
amazed at the passionate tenderness
which  flowed for him, seemed

strangely content. Less and less was
he seen about the Village, less and
less was he heard to complain of the
violent headaches, and after a while
the hum of Greenwich settled into a
faint echo which died away, until
nobody questioned and nobody won-
dered.

To Norma, life was complete at
last. Ivan, holding her close, whis-
pering little snatches of song under
his breath; Ivan, dreaming aloud;
Ivan, touching the keys of the piano
with long, spatulate fingers, improvis-
ing music intended for her alone, was
her world. It was as if she were a
highly sensitized string which one
haunting melody had touched with
throbbing beauty. Ivan’'s vibrant
voice absorbing her, making her a
very part of him, dependent on him
for existence.

How she loved him! How she
laughed and wept with him, and
recognized his genius! He lived furi-
ously, and worked just as furiously.
He never rested, nor would he let her
rest. His mind brought forth ma-
cabre things that sent shivers of re-
vulsion and delight down the spines
of those who viewed them.

“Electra” he refused to show.
“That,” he said, “is not for sale.
There will be others, marvelous

others, but 'Electra’ will always hang
here in the studio.”

Norma told herself it was because
“Electra” had seen the birth of their
love, that it was intimate and dear
to him because of that, yet there were
times when she hated it. The beast
in her arms, with eyes as gold as
Ivan’s, menacing her! She wished
Ivan would sell it, or give it away.

Then, quite without warning, there
was Thalia and Richard Crane. They
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came into the studio one evening,
along with two or three others, and
because Ivan was in a mellow mood,
he pulled aside the black velvet hang-
ings and showed “Electra.”

“My best, |1 think,” he said, and
smiled oddly. “Usually I think my
last effort the best, but there is some-
thing about this------- "

Richard Crane said nothing, but
Norma, coming upon him unaware,
started back with a feeling of panic
at the look on his face. An odd face,
inscrutable and alien, with one cheek
marred by a livid scar that might
have been a satanic hand laid upon
it in anger.

A sick feeling swept across her
heart and she bit down on her lips
to keep them steady. “You like it
don't you?"

He looked down from his tallness,
and his voice was tense. “It is star-
tling, to say the least. | was wonder-
ing just now if Cartier had conjured
that face out of his own imagination,
or if there might be a woman with
that rebelliousness showing beneath
a certain virginal quality about her.
You were the model, of course?”

She nodded. “Is that the look
Ivan gave me, Mr. Crane? | was
supposed to portray a mixture of fear
and challenge.”

They walked slowly past other
pictures, and when they came to the
piano, Richard Crane touched the
keys with reverent fingers. “You
play, Mrs. Cartier?"

She shook her head, grateful for
the quiet “Mrs. Cartier."

“May 1?" He ran his hands along
the keyboard as if he loved it, and
Norma no longer wondered that the
beautiful Thalia had been drawn to

SL—5

him in spite of his repellent face. He
was the soul of music come to life.

“Play, fiddle, play,
Play on the strings of her heart------ "

The song ended, his own voice
holding a lingering note as his eyes
went to the picture on the farther
wall. Norma’'s look followed his, and
a shiver echoed along her spine.

“'To each, a gift,”” she quoted,
and added: *“Color in Ivan’s fingers
— music in your own. Which gift
is more divine, Mr. Crane?"

Ivan, coming up with Thalia
Crane, interrupted whatever the an-
swer might have been, and in lvan's
eyes was a vision. “Crane, your wife
has consented to pose for me. Hers
is the type of beauty | want for my
‘Golgotha.” "

Richard Crane’s
“Again, Thalia?”

“Oh, Dick, don’'t be stuffy about
it, please.” Her full lips were like
a wound across her dead-white face.
“To model for Cartier is to be recog-
nized as a perfect woman, and it isn't
as though | had never posed before,
you know.”

lvan  himself  spoke  quickly.
“Crane, your wife has something I
have looked for and never found. |
have visioned a poem in color. A
bleak, barren hill with a tall cross
and a woman, crucified by a horde of
misty, unreal creatures resembling
men. | have dreamed it a thousand
times, but never before have | seen
the model | wanted for my central
figure, the woman who will dominate
it with her wild, exotic beauty. |
want a perfect urn of flesh, a passion
flower------- "

lips tightened.
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“1 didn’t kill him! 1 didn’t kill
him!” She shrieked it over and
over.

A strangled sob caught in Norma’'s
throat. It sounded so much like the
things he had said to her when she
first came to him; the tone of his
voice, the very words that might have
been memorized; and there was the
old flame in his eyes, the quick-drawn
breath and trembling hands. She
spoke quietly: “And would you
crucify Thalia Crane, having only
just now met her?”

“Idiot!” lvan’s arm went about
her slim shoulder in a possessive ges-
ture, and Richard Crane smiled
slowly.

“If my wife has already consented
to be your model, Cartier, there is
nothing | can say, is there?”

Nothing he could say! There was
nothing Norma could say either. She
had always prided herself on being
reasonable, but as the painting pro-
gressed and Thalia Crane entered
more and more into the daily studio
life, there was a change in lvan. At
first he was quick to explain that his
whole interest was in the picture, but
later, he did not hesitate to say it was
the woman, and Norma could only
walk the floor and wonder and wait.
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It wasn't a long wait. A month
at most, and Ivan came to her, defiant
and determined. “Il've got to have
Thalia, Norm. | can’'t live without
her, and she feels the same about me.
We've got to be together.”

She looked at him for a long mo-
ment through a haze of angry tears.
“You're talking about Thalia Crane,
Ivan. Don’'t you realize she has a
husband? Aren’'t you forgetting
about me?”

“It doesn’'t matter.”
a stubborn child. *“Nothing matters
except Thalia. She’s through with
Crane, and I'm through with you. |
thought you guessed.”

Norma laughed then, high, shrill,
crazy laughter that rasped her throat
raw, and something snapped. Thalia
Crane, coming in from the other
room, smiled with her red-granite
mouth, but her eyes were pin-points
of flame, and Norma snatched up a
slim, silver dagger that lay on top
of some opened letters. She was
thinking of Althea, who had killed
herself because a man like Ivan had
stopped loving her; and she was
thinking of Richard Crane, with his
marred face and gentle manner; and
of Terry who had told her she would
sometime be only “yesterday’s
woman” and there wasn’'t anything
she could do about it. But there was

He was like

something she could do! She could
kill lvan!

She struck blindly, hoping the
pointed weapon would reach his

heart, but he caught and whirled her
around, his fingers tangled in the soft-
ness of her negligee, his sharp nails,
very like a woman’s, leaving three
bloody streaks across her chest.

A stream of oaths poured over her
and his eyes blazed. “For that |

should like to break you with my
hands, but I can’t. Perhaps it is just
as well. Now 1 shall feel no regret

in leaving you.”

She didn’t hear him go. Suddenly
there was only silence in the dim,
high-raftered room, silence and the
slow, labored beating of her own
heart. After a long while she stum-
bled across the floor to the mirror,
seeing the three red welts across her
chest, the dead eyes that looked back
at her, and behind her, showing
through the parted drapes of black
velvet, “Electra.”

Like one who walks in his sleep,
she went to stand beneath the can-
vas, realizing for the first time the
amazing subtlety of the thing. Al-
most she could see the rippling
muscles of the animal, feel the hot
breath from its nostrils, sense the
cunning in the vicious brain, and
some bitter whim made her mount a
low stool, and with a smear of blood
from her own chest, wipe three crim-
son streaks across the pictured girl.

TO"OURS of waiting, of listening
for a call that did not come;
hours of throbbing agony that gradu-
ally settled to a steady, pulsing beat,
and then, just as a gray day crept
up over the skylight, Richard Crane
came in quietly. He found her hud-
dled on the couch, all the tears
burned out of her dark, fathomless
eyes, and he stood motionless before
her, with a look so strange that she
forgot her own pain for a moment.
“You loved him, didn't you?” His
voice, so low, so alive with tender-
ness, made her less conscious of his
marred face, and she was aware of
a curious kinship between them.
“That's why | came to you,” he
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went on. “Thalia is entirely ruth-
less. She would take him without
a thought of how you might be left.”

Norma realized there was no bit-
terness in Richard Crane, no vindic-
tiveness. It was almost as if there
were a measure of relief in finding
Thalia gone.

“Don’'t you
moaned pitifully.
to kill them ?”

His face was a mask, but some-
thing in his eyes lived and suffered.
“1 did once. This isn’'t the first time
Thalia has imagined herself in love,
nor will it be the last. | imagine it
is the same with Cartier. They are
two feathers, blown on a vagrant
wind. Their song of passion will
come to an end, and each will sing
again with somebody else. Can’t you
understand?”

There was nothing she could say
then, and he went to stand before
“Eleetra,” his still face becoming
even more of a mask.

“You did that?”—his lean finger
touched the bloody marks.

She nodded. “The leopard used
his claws.”

He turned swiftly, touching her
drooping shoulders. “Is there some-
thing | can do, Norma Leeds? Will
you stay on here?”

She accepted a proffered cigarette
and her brooding eyes misted. “He
will come back- to me sometime. He
doesn’t love her.”

He smiled for the first time, a
smile that robbed his face of all its
ugliness. “We will meet again some-
time, you and I. In the meantime,
promise to call me if you should ever
need me.”

e She promised, but in the blurred
weeks that crowded in upon her, she

care at all?” she
“Don’'t you want

forgot Richard Crane. At first the
awful ache of loneliness would not
let her sleep, Ispt gradually she real-
ized a body must be nourished, and
rent must be paid for shelter. She
stayed on at the studio, because she
knew she could not run away from
memory. Ivan had been so much a
part of her that she might strip the
walls of every picture, blot his face
from every printed page and stop her
ears to every voice that said his name,
and he would still tread through her
heart.

There was work. Garron insisted
he had been saving “Black Orchids”
until she could pose for him, and
Lucien Therron, under contract for
murals, wanted her. Work was an
anaesthetic, the only anaesthetic that
could shut Ivan out and away from
her. In time, Lucien, when he asked
her to marry him, gave her back a
bit of her old assurance, but she was
honest with him.

“You see,” she said, “I'm sort of
burned out. You knew about me and
lvan. | loved him in a way | shall
never love any one else.”

Lucien would not accept her an-
swer as final. “I'll never stop hop-
ing, Norma. Sometime, when you
realize he w'on’'t be coming back, I'll
ask you again.”

Terry, writing from Miami, urged
her to put everything out of her mind
for a time and come down where a
clean wind might sweep through her
heart and rest her tired body, but
Norma couldn't make herself go.
Terry was sweet and fine and gener-
ous, but, after all, if she left New
York, if she didn't wait, Ivan might
come back and Ishe wouldn't see him.

That was all she wanted. Just to
see lvan again; just to be there if he
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should ever grow weary of things as
they were and come back. Just to
make him know she loved him, that,
with her, it hadn't been a shoddy
thing she gave him.

And one night, as suddenly as he
had walked out of her life, he came
back into it again.

She had been through a hard day,
hours of strained posing on a slim
pedestal, and she was lying full length
on the floor in the studio. She loved
the open fire, the wide hearth of black
marble that reflected pictures she con-
jured in the flames, and as she
watched the log smolder into grayish
embers, she thought her love for Ivan
was like that—a flame that fed upon
itself. She wondered what she
would say to him if some day she
met him on the street, slim and bronze
and beautiful, as he had been when
first she loved him. She didn't know!
All she knew was that she wanted
him.

And then, as quietly as a ghost,
Ivan came into the room, with the
blackness behind him like a curtain.

“’Lo, Norma.” His voice was the
old, maddening drawl, and she gaped
at his thin, wasted figure, the burn-
ing eyes that seemed so oddly vacant.
She couldn’t believe him real. Ivan
was in Europe— with Thalia!

“Aren’t you going to ask me to
sit down, Norma? 1 bribed the jani-
tor to lend me his key.”

She shivered and pulled the folds
of her dressing gown closer around

her. “What do you want, lvan?”
“You.” He said it dispassion-
ately, his unsteady hand offering a

cigarette case.

She shook her head. “Did you
think 1 would keep on loving you,
Ivan? Did you think I'd just wait?”

She wanted terribly to cry, knowing
she spoke the truth. It wasn’'t Ivan
she wanted; not Ivan she had held
in her heart, but a dream that dis-
solved with his return.

“Haven't you?” His vacant eyes
caught and held her. “Haven't you
waited, Norma?”

“I'm afraid not, Ivan.” A slow
smile curved her red mouth and twin
stars were born in her eyes. “I
thought 1 was waiting for you, but
now | know differently. When you
went with Thalia you took every-
thing, and somewhere, you lost all 1|
ever felt for you. Where is Thalia,
lvan?”

He shrugged. “How should 1
know? The Orient, possibly, with
some other lover. | was a fool,
Norma. It was you | loved. |
wanted her, but that's over now. |
want you—you!”

The passion in his voice, springing
from nothing, frightened and re-
pelled her. She didn’'t love him any
more, she couldn’t bear his touch
again, nor his voice, nor what he said
or thought or felt. She had gone hard
inside.

“Well,” she told him, *this is one
time you aren’'t going to get what

you want, Ivan. I'm through. I'm
free of you.”
“You're not!” His face was close

to hers, his breath hot on her face.
“You won't ever be free of me,
Norma. I've always been crazy
about you. Kiss me. Kiss me------- "

His arms were about her, holding
her against him; his body was warm
against her own, and in that moment
she wanted to let shrill laughter fight
past her lips. It was funny— funny!
Ilvan, whom she had worshiped,
whom she had wept for, holding her



70 Smart Love Stories

like that, and she only wanted to
laugh. Ivan was funny, and stupid,
and utterly without charm.

The spasm of hysteria passed al-
most instantly, and fear took its
place. lvan’s thin, seeking hands
tearing at her robe, stripping her,
forcing her back toward the couch!
She fought at him, using every bit
of strength she possessed, determined
his mouth should not reach hers, that
she would kill him if he did not let
her go.

She tried to scream and couldn't,
and suddenly she went limp, sagging
against him, hoping he would think
she had fainted. He lifted her, stag-
gering a little under her weight. For
a second his grip relaxed and her
hand crashed back against the table,
grasping the silver dagger that lay
among the papers. She brought it
around, its sharp tip against his
throat, but passion made him heed-
less.

“Kill me, Norma! Go ahead!
Death is just another great adven-
ture. Kiss me first—and kill me!

She never knew how she struggled
out of his arms. She knew vaguely
that he snatched the dagger and his
teeth drew back in savage fury. She
went mad, too, for a moment, blind
with fear, and somehow she eluded
him, dodging into the small kitchen
where she slammed and barred the
door between them.

His laughter followed, and his
threatening voice. “I'll kill myself
then, Norma. The pain in my head
is driving me crazy, and | can’t paint
any more. Nobody loves me, and if
you don’t come out I'll kill myself.
The knife is at my throat, Norma
Will you come out?”

He waited a moment, as if he were
listening, then there was a dull thud,
a crash. She pushed open the door
and saw him sprawled in front of the
desk, the telephone receiver dangling,
and a vase of crimson roses over-
turned near his ghastly face; the dag-
ger buried in his throat.

T DIDN'T do it!” She shrieked it
over and over to the shadows that
etched themselves against the wall,
and suddenly became people. She
tried to fight off the agony and the
awful fear that wrapped her in nau-
seous arms. She clung to a chair
with trembling hands, as though pull-
ing herself up out of torment, but
the lids of her eyes seemed to be
cut away so that she must see every-
thing. The circle of stubby, point-
ing fingers. The exploding flash-
lights ; the blood that slowly spread
itself in a widening circle on the car-
pet beneath lvan’s strange, still face.
Horror followed on the heels of
horror. People thrusting questions
at her, not waiting for an answer.
“G’'wan, tell us how it happened!”
“This bird comes back an’ you
croak him! Why ?”

“He’s dead as last year's mackerel,
an’ you done it! Why'n't you come
clean, sister?”

“You lived with him, didn't you?”

“An’ he gives ya the air for an-
other jane. So you figure------- "

“Dammit, he’s dead, ain’'t he? In
your apartment! An’ you standin’
over him. Would a guy stick his self
in his throat! It'll go easier with
you if you spill it all, sister!”

* On and on, through weeks of
preparation for a trial. Lucien, sail-
ing unexpectedly for London. Gar-
ron, standing by gallantly. The com-



Crescendo 71

ing of Kenneth Graham, criminal de-
fense lawyer, with a reputation for
acquittals and enormous fees.

“l1 haven't any money,” she said
brokenly. “How do you expect to
be paid, Mr. Graham?”

“That's my worry, little Ilady.
What we want to think about now
is clearing up things for you. From
now on I'm your counsel, and | want
the truth, that's all. 1've got to have
it, so I can go ahead with some de-
gree of certainty. Did you kill Ivan
Cartier?”

Two crimson splotches burned on
her white cheeks. “1 didn't kill him,
Mr. Graham, but how are you going
to make them believe that?”

Kenneth Graham didn't try to
make them believe she didn't Kkill

Ivan. Rather, he based his defense
on the “unwritten law.” Terry
Roberts, tall and slim and gallant,

sat as near to Norma as they would
let her, and after it was over; after
a jury had listened and weighed the
evidence and returned a verdict of
“not guilty,” Terry held out gracious
arms, pleading with Norma to leave
New York.

“Come to Miami
ling,” she begged.
room facing south, and nobody in
the world using it. It’s yours. Gord
would have come, too, Norma, but
Oh, come on home with me
and forget all this.”

Norma wanted to slip quietly away
from it, to hide her wounds under a
blanket of southern stars, but some-
thing would not let her go. She re-
membered a face that merged itself
with others in the crowded courtroom
throughout the long battle, a pale,
still face with one cheek oddly marked
with crimson, but that face had been

with me, dar-
“There is a spare

her comfort. She had focused her
eyes on Richard Crane’s eyes, read-
ing his belief, his faith in her, and
it had helped. She had wanted to
speak to him, to reach out her hand
to him, but there had been so many
others, and afterward he had slipped
away. She wanted desperately to
see him again, to explain very care-
fully, the things which had not been
explained; to make him understand.
She told Terry about it, in the seclu-
sion of her hotel room, and Terry
smiled wisely.

“You're already half in love with
him, Norma. Better play safe and
come home with me.”

“l can't, Terry.” The girl knew
herself for a fool, but something
stronger than she was, made her want
to stay. She had to see Richard
Crane,

She waited a long while; almost
half a year, staying away from the
studios in order to avoid talk. She
moved into a small apartment,
changed her name, and sought ob-
livion behind a five-and-ten-cent-store
counter, hoping that time would heal
the scars and let her feel that she
might see Richard without causing
too much talk. But the months
brought small relief. The tabloids
made a special little hell for her,
hounding her for her story, and the
girls she worked with recognized her
and wanted to hear it all, over and
over. She lived with it, fought with
it and tried to kill it, but it was al-
ways with her, a black shadow that
enveloped her wherever she went.

She thought incessantly of Rich-
ard, seeing his marred, tired face,
hearing his low, vibrant voice, and
there were times when she started
out of her sleep, listening, because
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she dreamed he said her name, hut
still she did not call him. She, who
had been touched with pitch, must
not defile him! She, who had loved
so unwisely, must not let herself love
again! But, surely, surely it could
not be love that called his face up
so vividly and let her see its scar!

She, who had worshiped beauty,
could not have learned to care for
him!

Seven months of aimless drifting,
of futile effort, drove her to Terry
at last. Terry had written so many
times, refusing to be pushed out of
Norma’s life. She pleaded again, for
the thousandth time:

Darting: Your room is still
waiting, and now I’'ve a very special
reason for wanting you. There's a
baby coming, and | need you.

We sold the cottage next door,

but the man is pretty much of a
recluse, and Gord is away so much
of the time, I've simply got to have
somebody, and it's you | want,
Norma.
Terry needed her. That was what
broke through Norma’s bewilder-
ment. If Terry needed her, that
made things different. She would
have to go. And if she never saw
Richard Crane again, perhaps it was
just as well.

Then she was with Terry, learning
how to laugh again, learning how to
live, in the first few hours, and there
was Terry’'s misty-eyed look at the
half-hidden  cottage next  door.
“Norma, remember how we talked
of Richard just after— after------

Norma shut her eyes against the
memory of it. “Yes, Terry, | re-
member.”

“You've never seen him?”
“No. | wanted to, but-------

Terry was suddenly very busy with

her hands and would not meet
Norma’'s eyes. “Oh, | hope you like
Miami. | hope you won't ever be

”

Sorry you came-------

A ND later, standing in the big,

~ cool patio, straining her ears to
hear the hushed, half-whispered
music in the house next door, Norma
knew Terry believed she still thought
too much about Richard.

Ah, well, perhaps she did. Be-
yond the autumn-colored crotons was
a song, a lost song that drifted back
on wings of dream. Richard could
play like that! She thought of the
night when he had first come to the
studio with Thalia, the way his long,
slim fingers caressed Ivan’s rented
piano keys, and her heart throbbed
with old, unquiet pain.

She closed her eyes and let the
liquid beauty of Shubert’'s “ Serenade”
filter through her like a heady wine.
She pressed hot palms to her temples
as the music ended, and a man’s
figure outlined itself in the square of
yellow light that was his door. So
tall, so like— Richard!

She turned faint, steadying herself
with a taut hand against the parapet,
as he came out and across the green
sweep of grass, stopped beneath the
arch and reached up to cover her
fingers with his. “How long has it
been since you sang, Electra?”

She caught her breath sharply. *“I
didn’t kill him, Richard. You know
that, don’'t you?”

““Yes.” He leaned his cool fore-
head against her hot hands. “I
know.”
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The night whispered about her.
The clock in Terry’'s wide hall struck
leisurely, nine—ten—eleven. Every-
thing was hushed, unreal in the shift-
ing moonlight; everything except
Richard Crane’'s vibrant voice, his
brilliant eyes and his lifted face.

“Come out, Norma Leeds! Never
again Electra! Terry knows! She
wants it like this!”

Norma went slowly, almost against
her will. Across a shaft of moon-
light, yellow as old lace, across the
velvet shadow and through the crim-
son hibiscus hedge. He caught her
restless, slender hands.

“Norma, I've waited so long.
There’s something | want to tell you
—if you’ll listen.”

She lifted her flowerlike face, and
a luna moth touched her cheek for an
instant then fluttered away on magic
wings. “What is it, Richard?”

So intently was she listening, so
oddly quiet after her heart’'s turmoil,
that she did not think it strange when
his voice reached out and wrapped its
liquid loveliness about her.

“‘Play, fiddle, play,
Play on the strings of her heart------ 7

Oh, she thought wonderingly, he
doesn't need a fiddle to play on my
heart. A while ago, I was a shat-
tered lyre, but now he is touching me,
making me come alive again. And
lie's ugly! His face is scarred.

“Play, fiddle, play------- " His
voice, demanding now, his eyes upon
her, reading her soul, deadening her
to all sound, all words, all thought
except the spell he wove about her.
It ended at last, and just as though
he had not sung at all, he spoke, hold-
ing her hands against his heart.

“Do you know howr lovely you are,
Norma Leeds? | am a fool, perhaps,
but I have sung to you night after
night, willing you to come to me,
wanting you------- "

“Not as Ivan wanted me? Oh,
Richard, not that way!”
He shook his head slowly. “My

dear, | have loved you since that
night long ago when | stood beneath
a picture and knew you for the model.
I was glad when Thalia broke the
last bond between us, and | waited
until I was free so that | might go
to you proudly. | waited too long,

perhaps, but I tried to help. Kenneth
Graham------- "
“Then it was you------- " She swal-

lowed hard.
Ken Graham.

“It was you who sent
I always wondered.”

He laughed down at her tenderly.
“And | who urged Terry to write
you again and again. 1've been here
a long time, Norma, waiting for you

to come home. You see, | couldn't
go to you back there. 1've been pa-
tient, darling, but | can still wait

She reached up and laid her fra-
grant hands against his scarred face,
that was suddenly not unbeautiful.
“A little while, Richard. Only a little
while.”

In that instant, scarcely able to
realize what had happened to her,
Norma knew one song had ended,
and another was born in her heart; a

.new song that would have no bitter

echo. A song in her heart! Rich-
ard’s song and Richard’s voice would
heal her own scarred soul and lull all
memory to sleep.

She moved her hand then, and in
its place she laid her yielding lips.
“Only until to-morrow.”
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LOVE In the

P,LE-EASE!” Maxine grinned
engagingly up at the lean masculine
legs astride the locomotive. “If you
insist on snapping me from that an-
gle, do let me arrange my hat.”

The man’s camera froze and his
long legs stiffened. But Maxine, tip-
ping her sun hat at a perkier slant and
arranging the skirt of her play suit
so that only a flicker of tanned knee
showed, didn’t notice.

“Ready!” She raised a pointed
chin and widened a pair of snhapping

black eyes. “Be sure and count so |
can expose my teeth on three!” She
exposed them as she spoke. They

were white, even, and shiny.

Then they were hidden beneath
suddenly tightened lips as Maxine ob-
served the lean young man’'s face
thrust out from behind his camera.

“You!” Her eyes flashed fire and
her face iced.
Click! The young man sniffed in

satisfaction and dropped his camera
to his knee. Then he leaned his head

against the locomotive’s smokestack
and observed:

“I've always wanted a picture of
you in a rage, darling. Eyes like
black agates, mouth a snarl, nose a
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growl. Just to look at, in the seldom
moments when 1 still get sentimental
over you.”
Maxine
creamy tan.

whitened beneath her

“You beast! Taking
that ghastly picture!” She clenched
her fists. “If 1'd thought, for one
moment, that you'd be on this snapshot
excursion 1'd have never------- "

“Set foot on a train tainted with
Luke Reinhart’s dastardly footsteps.”
The young man grinned nastily,
though his gray eyes weren't amused
as they surveyed Maxine's five-feet-
three of slim curves, tanned skin,
black eyes, riotous black curls.

“Liar!” he added cheerfully,
squinting at the shadow of the water-
ing trough in front of the squat coun-
try depot. “You probably came in
hopes you'd get a look at me and my
camera.” He showed flashing teeth
in a wide smile. “Been lonesome,
honey ?”

Maxine nearly melted beneath that
“honey,” lilted out in Luke’s deepest,
gayest, tenderest voice. Luke, for all
his angularity, always spoke like a
cello slightly off key. But she didn’t
melt, quite.

Not even if she had missed him,
more than she would admit, even to
herself. Not even if she had— she
admitted that now, fiercely— gotten
Frazer to come on this Berkshire ex-
cursion because, in the back of her
mind was the hope that she might
catch a glimpse of Luke.

“Lonesome?” Her laugh tinkled
out between scarlet lips like ice water
from a wine-red pitcher. “For what?
Fighting with you? Listening to
your insults because | had a special
illustration to finish and couldn’t keep
my date with you? Date! That's
funny. A date hiking through Grand

Central Station, looking for ‘unique
chiaroscuro effects,” for light seeping
through shade. Bah!” Maxine's lip
curled. “Lonesome for the wasp that
stung my peace of mind ?”

Luke chuckled. *“Me, too, honey.”
His eyes had gone cold. *“It's been
pretty swell, staying out all night and
not having to listen to you jaw your
head off about how you’d be darned if
you’'d marry a man with a camera for

a heart.” He took up the kodak and
tilted it at her, face going eager.
“Hold it! The angle of your figure

against that watering trough, with
your legs sending out that long black
shadow------- Say, | might sell this
for an ad to the excursion train!”

Maxine, trying not to notice how
chestnutty his head was against the
black smokestack, scuffled her feet
furiously, raising a cloud of dust.
“You won't take me, darn you! When
we were engaged, | got a stiff neck
from more than enough of your trick
shots, and anyway--—---

(O.00D grief, Maxine, where have

you been hiding?” A new voice
broke in, the faintest tinge of annoy-
ance in its smooth modulation.

Maxine swung and gazed at the
tall form approaching her from
around the corner of the depot. Fight-
ing with Luke, she’d quite forgotten
Frazer!

“1 am sorry.” She turned her back
on the figure sliding down the loco-
motive. “1 came back to the train
for some film------- " Her voice broke
off nervously. She hoped Luke hadn't

heard. No such luck.
“Film!” His musical, sardonic
voice was close to her ear. “Don’'t

tell me you've taken up photography!
You who berated, abused and tor-
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tured me about my picture-taking,

“When | was so loony as to be en-
gaged to you!” She shot him a glare
from hot, black eyes. Then she
swung to Frazer, trying to feel glad
because he was taller, heavier, and
handsomer than Luke. “This is Mr.
Reinhart, Frazer. You've heard me
mention his work? Mr. Reinhart,
Mr. Torrey.”

Luke grinned as they shook hands.
Frazer smiled.

“1 have seen some of your stuff.”
Frazer's tone was the least bit con-
descending. *“Staff photographer for
United Service, aren't you?”

Luke nodded. “Right-o. And
you’'re publisher of the Torrey maga-
zine string. Glad to know' you. If
you ever need a spread of good shots,
let me know. My price is expensive,
but not prohibitive.”” He chewed on
his tongue.

Frazer looked puzzled and some-
what ill at ease. Maxine raged. Luke
could always puncture a stuffed shirt.
No! Frazer wasn't stuffy. He just
seemed sort of dignified beside Luke’s
breezy impertinence.

She came to Frazer’s rescue:

“You don’t go in for the trick stuff,
do you, Fraze?” Her smile, sweet as
honey, flashed toward him. “We”—
just the slightest stress there— “pre-
fer the artistic to the bizarre.”

Frazer shot her a thankful look,
then pulled down his browrs. “Right!”
he intoned. “The Torrey string goes
in for artists like Miss Bryon------- "

“That's me!” she sugared.

“Don’t apologize.” Luke grinned,
raising one quizzical lid. “You can’t
help it if your readers keep your
string old-fashioned. But when you

do go modern------- ” He patted his

camera with a browned hand.
Maxine flushed. Darn him! He

could always get the better of any

one. Poor Frazer, for all his hand-
some smoothness, didn't have a
chance. She opened her lips to scathe
Luke. But then-------

T UKEY boy!” The voice, Maxine

decided even before she turned,
must belong to a moron. It was lispy,
wispy, and whiney. “Il’'ve been simply
everywhere looking for you. A man
on Bear CIiff said he hadn’t seen any-
thing of a boy with chestnut hair. |
told him you weren’'t a boy exactly
and it wasn't chestnut, exactly. Sort
of molasses. About twenty-five.
But he said------- "

The voice limped on as if each
word were to be its last. Maxine,
wanting to laugh and cry both at

once, gazed at the girl. She was
small, slim, lovely. Her body, like
her lisping voice, was languorous.

Her eyes were cornflower-blue, her
mouth pale-pink, her hair a mist of
silvery curls.

Maxine, who was tanned and alive,
felt like a forest fire. She turned
amazed eyes to Luke—the man who
had fought with her because she tres-
passed upon his freedom—and found
him observing the girt with a kind of
dumb admiration.

Luke, adoring a moron! For there
was no doubt about it—the girl just
wasn’t bright.

Listen to her go it:

“The man at the waterfall ex-
plained that he hadn't seen you, un-
less, of course, you had come down
disguised as a fish. That was funny.
I told him it was funny, but he didn’t
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pay much attention. Lukey boy, you
did say you’'d be at Bear CIiff, didn't
you? Or at the waterfall? You
wanted to get rid of me!” She
looked hurt and crestfallen.

Luke shook his head solemnly, the
dumb look still on his face. *“I cer-
tainly did not, honey. | wouldn’t try
to get rid of you for anything in the
whole world. | just happened to
think that a shot from the top of the
engine might be unusual, so | hiked
back-----"

“Oh, Lukey boy! We're talking
and not paying any attention to these
people.” This was accompanied by
a careless look at Maxine and a lin-
gering gaze at Frazer.

Maxine didn't know what Frazer
thought of this moronic Venus. She
didn't bother to look to see. What
she was studying was Luke's face.
He thought the girl was wonderful!
Luke, who'd scolded her once for cry-
ing when he broke a date to take her
to the Artists’ Ball!

“That's right!” Luke spoke like a

fish returning to water. “This is an
old friend, Maxine Bryon. Her com-
panion, Frazer Torrey. Aubrey

Hall, secretary to Ted Knox— of the
Knox films, you know.”

Maxine came to attention. Knox
films. That was the firm Luke hoped
to interest in his new sensitizer when
he had it perfected. Had he found
the formula?

But then she was bowing to Aubrey
and her wondering was dissolved in
ire. Aubrey bowed, never looking at
Maxine, as she showered the stars
from her cornflower eyes in Frazer's
direction.

“How do you do?”
Maxine.

Nobody heard

“1I'm delighted, Miss Hall.” Frazer
looked it, too.

“This is a real pleasure. Really
it is, Mr. Torrey. | really must shake
hands with you. A real live pub-

lisher!”

She said it as if he were king of
the jungle and she a little red hen.
Maxine, ignored, gritted her teeth as
she watched Frazer melt under that
attack.

She glanced at Luke and found

him  standing practically open-
mouthed. The girl had bewitched
him!

He'd never looked like a fish,
frightened out of his fins, when Max-
ine was his girl.

“Close your mouth!” She ground
the words under her breath as she
stepped close to him and away from
the two absorbed in each other.

Luke looked startled. But he closed
his mouth.

He soon had it open again, how-
ever, this time to say, “Listen, Au-
brey, there’'s that shot at Bear CIiff
I want to get. The shadow ought
to be pretty tricky now.”

Aubrey turned, pouting.
Lukey boy, | don't want to go.”

Frazer put in, “You said something
about a picture from the cliff, Maxine,
when you came back for the film.
Why not run along with Reinhart?
Miss Hall and I'll amuse ourselves.”

“1've just got to take off my shoes,”

“Oh,

said Aubrey, looking prettily down
at her slippers. “I'll run inside and
rest.”

Frazer added, “Right. And VIl
hunt around for Miss Kenny. Don't
want her to feel we’'re ignoring her.”

Miss Kenny was an orange-skirted
young lady from Frazer’'s office. He



Love in the Negative 79

“l've always wanted *
picture of you in a rage,
darling. Just to look at,
in the seldom moments
when | still get senti-
mental over you.”

had happened to run into her on the
train.

"Run and get your film then,
Maxie” — Luke’s voice.

Maxine's heart jerked crazily at
Luke’s old nickname. Then, coming
to her senses, she started to protest.
But Frazer was already striding away
and Aubrey had a shoe oft, limping
toward the coach.

r|pilERE was nothing to do but

give in gracefully. She got the
film and in no time flat she was listen-
ing to Luke's ravings:

“Say, this ought to pick up a re-
markable angle shot,” He was climb-
ing on all fours just ahead of Maxine,
who was equally quadrupeding
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steep embankment that inclined sand-
ily to Bear CIiff.

“Angle shot! Trick stuffl” Max-
ine grated out the words as she ejected
a tongueful of sand. “1 should think
that sometime, just once, you'd take
a picture because it was beautiful.
Tricky!” She clawed desperately at
a scrub pine. “Honestly”—clinging
to the stubby trunk— “if you saw St.
Somebody-Or-Other come back to
earth, you'd get her picture standing
on her head on a well handle!”

Luke climbed over the edge of the
cliff and peered downward, eyes sar-
donic. He sang out:

“I'm getting close to a hundred
bucks a week for trick shots. And
that's more than your artistic work at
Torrey’s is bringing you!”

She struggled up beside him, ignor-
ing the hand he stretched out.
“That's what you think. Listen,
Lukey boy, I'm making exactly
seventy-five a week. And next
month I'm heading to Europe at a
hundred per. Which,” she added bit-
terly, “is what a gal can get if she's
single and not tied to some domineer-
ing, obstinate------- "

Her voice died away as she real-
ized that she sounded as if she'd
thought, at times, of what she had
given up when they had called it a
day. She unslung her camera from
the strap over her shoulder.

“Me, too, sweet,” Luke agreed, eyes
looking levelly into hers. *“There’s
nothing like being free and easy.”

Maxine had a bitter taste in her
mouth, thinking of Aubrey. *“Free
and easy, with a caramel sticking to
one’'s arm!”

Luke, removing his camera from
its case, shot her a quick look and

grinned.
he asked.

She whitened.  “Listen, boy, |
haven't given you a second thought

“ Cute, isn't she? Jealous?”

“1,” he broke in casually, “was re-
ferring to Frazer. Seems as if he
were taking a fall.”

Maxine boiled. He’d trapped her!
“He likes a pretty face,” she flung
out. “That's all.”

Luke grunted, eyes suddenly losing
their unfrendliness. “He acts like a
playboy to me, Maxie. 1| wouldn't

“He’s a swell guy!” she defended.
He was, too. Not as charming as

Luke, maybe. Not so like a swift
wind, gay, impudent, unconcerned.
More like a—a pillar. Handsome,
steady, upright. Maybe a little self-

centered, a little pompous. That was
all. What if he was more than nice
to Miss Kenny? What if he looked
at Aubrey with more than animation ?
Even a pillar should have some feel-
ings, and a pretty face was a pretty
face.

“Is he?” Luke sounded uncon-
vinced.
“Swell,” she repeated stubbornly.

“1 may be marrying him one of these

days.”
“Oh! Luke was fussing with his
camera. “You love him?”

“1 haven't decided. But he's the
kind of man any woman ought to

marry.”

“Yeah? Money?”

“1 wasn’'t thinking of that.” She
stared into the valley below. “He

understands that a woman needs at-
tention and romance. He sends me
orchids and he also wants me to go
to Europe even if we're married be-
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fore the job breaks. He’s broad-
minded and—and romantic.”

Luke said, “1'm glad. Take a good
man to like having his wife race
around creation while he’s remember-
ing to send her violets at Singapore
and gardenias at Peiping.” He yawned
elaborately. *“You're lucky. | would
never remember to send my wife or-
chids in Singapore, to say nothing of
wanting her to gallivant to Peiping.”

Maxine flung out, “No, you'd ex-
pect her to stay at home while you
went snapping pictures of idiots danc-
ing on their hands. You'd expect her
to be glad when you wrote home from
Paris that you couldn’'t possibly be
home for Christmas as you’'d planned
the Fourth of July. You'd------- "

“Seems as if I've heard all that
before,” Luke interrupted, closing his
eyes and leaning his head against a
pine-tree bole. “Except that you've
got some new variations. What's the
use of fighting over something neither
of us wanted? We agreed, | thought,
that you infringed on my freedom
and | infringed on yours. You de-
manded too much—er, romantic at-
tention. | demanded that any wife
of mine would go with me or stay
at home. No solitary gallivanting.
What's the use of going over it
again?” His voice was weary.

TMCAXINE, flushing, got to her

N feet. He was right. They had
hashed and rehashed that controversy
until she knew both sides by heart.
Yet here she was, harping on it again,
as if she hadn't found the perfect
man, as if Luke hadn’t found the per-
fect girl. Frazer for orchids and
Aubrey for femininity.

She asked, not able to help herself,
“You like Aubrey?”

SL—6

He was standing, too, playing with
the camera strap. “Sure. She's
great.”

Maxine said, “Not so—er, bright,
is she?”

Luke grinned. “Aubrey’s plenty
bright. It's just that she acts dumber
than she is.”

“Oh,” she murmured, “that is for-
tunate, don’t you think?”

“Kitty, kitty,” Luke rebuked mock-
ingly. He was moving toward the
left where a huge oak flung out its
branches over the cliff. Maxine, flush-
ing, stared toward the valley. She
saw the depot, squat and red, the
locomotive, a black beetle. She could
even see figures ambling in the sun
and shade. One, near the watering
trough, looked like Frazer. If she
wanted to put on that telescopic con-
traption she had paid thirty-five good
dollars for and had the man at the
shop put on, she could get a close-up
that might be something. But she
didn't know how the thing worked
and she wouldn’t ask Luke!

“Swell shot,” Luke was musing
from the other side. “I could climb
into that tree”—he eyed the swaying
branches of the oak near the cliff's
edge— “take the scene through
branches, and then bring out the
figures down there with the infra-red
filter | perfected.”

Maxine, heart beating, swung.
“Luke!  You didn't—you couldn't
perfect it!”

Luke, already squirming his long
legs up the oak, shot her a grin.
“Sure! I'm just waiting for a decent
bid from Knox. Then”—he was out
on the limb, camera balanced crazily
—"I'm off to South America by
plane. I've always wanted to show
what kind of water shots | could get
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with my chrome speed film. Bet I
can snap everything but the fishes six
fathoms down.” He was focusing,

neatly.
“But, Luke, that's wonderful!
You've planned so, hoped so!” A

throaty quaver in her voice brought
her up short. She eyed him out there
on the limb, unconcerned, indifferent.
Biting her lip, she turned back to her
contemplation of the valley. “Now”
— her voice was nasty again— “you
can afford to hire the Symphony
Orchestra to balance their bassoons
on the ends of their noses. What a
tricky shot that would make!”

Luke’s shout, from the oak tree,
swung her around:

“I'm sick of your sarcasm!” No
indifference now. “Who ever told
you you knew enough about photog-
raphy to criticize me? You and your
artistry!  Bah!” His angry face
peered out at her from the leaves.
“You couldn’t take an artistic shot of
Notre Dame if there were an angel
balanced on every pinnacle!”

“Hah-hah!” She laughed hol-
lowly. *“Is that so?” She squinted
challengingly up at him. * Suppose |

take an artistic shot of this scene,
here, just to prove to you------- " She
was thinking rapidly, recalling the in-
structions from her book of photog-
raphy.

“Suppose you do?” He shouted
so hard he tipped sidewise and had
to clutch wildly at the limb with his
knee. Face slanted lopsided, he bel-
lowed, “And then suppose you try
to sell it to some one? I'll bet you
can't get fifty cents”—a grunt as he
righted himself— “for it.”

“I'll bet 1 can get fifty dollars!”

She fought her way to the edge of
the cliff, mind racing. If only she

could recall what the book had said.
Clouds. They were lovely, white, and
downy. No. Clouds weren't rare
enough and anyway she couldn’t
catch them. The locomotive— that
was it— the locomotive reflected in the
river behind it, and that girl in the
red bandanna hiding in the shadow,
her lovely legs an artistic contrast to
the black power of the engine.

That was it. She peered into the
finder. It would be beautiful. She'd
show that insufferable Luke that she
could do something more than draw
ads— that he wasn'’t the only one who
could squiggle a camera. Maxine
seethed as she snapped the picture.

A LL the way home, sitting with
Frazer, opposite Aubrey and
Luke, she continued to seethe.

Outside, she pressed her legs
against the green plush seat and
smiled. Inside, her blood raced like
a raging inferno. Inside, she wanted
to grind Luke to a pulp and Aubrey
to a mash.

She was even annoyed at Frazer,
sitting with a cross-word puzzle under
his nose. She was sorry she'd de-
fended him to Luke, when hed
brought up the subject again, on their
way down from Bear CIliff. “He's a
philanderer,” said Luke, “and you’re
a fool to marry him. Not that |
care!”

He'd certainly spoke the truth in
that last. He’'d forgotten Maxine ex-
isted now that he was within the
radius of Aubrey’s moronic glow. He
practically fawned on the girl. Where
was his independence, his desire for
freedom? She stared, furiously, at
the expression on his face.

The idiot! Well, she didn't care.
She and Luke were through—had
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been for months, and- would be for-
ever. It was herself, now, her work,
and Frazer.

He was the man for her. Gallant,
charming, broad-minded. She looked
at him now, then frowned. He was
so absorbed in that puzzle.

“What's a four-letter word for a
person lacking in brains?” he asked
suddenly.

“Luke,” said Maxine.

And that was the last she spoke to
Luke or Aubrey. They got off at
the next station.

“Left the car here,” explained
Luke, picking up his paraphernalia.
Maxine tried not to keep staring at
his lean awkwardness, his mobile
mouth, his thin face. She tried not
to notice the sharp pain in her heart
when she saw him swing down a brief
case from the rack—an old, worn
brown one that she had given him
over two years ago.

She tried to wave her hand care-
lessly when they started down the
aisle, not even answering when Luke
breezed, “Don’t forget our bet, Miss
Bryon.”

“Bet?” asked Aubrey.
play a game on the cliff?”

“Yes,” Luke answered harshly as
he swung off. “We played a game
called, T-never-could-stand-you-and-I-
can’'t-stand-you-now.’ ”

“Oh,” she piped, “what a funny
game!”

Maxine, gritting her teeth at the
window, wondered how a girl could
possibly be so dumb.

“Did you

A FTER they had gone, she was
silent. She just grunted when
Frazer said, “Nice little thing.”
But when he added, "Not too
brainy, though,” she turned and al-

most hugged him. He did have
sense! Her kind feeling toward him
lasted all the way back to her apart-
ment.

But it faded when he said in his
warm voice that was heavy with pas-
sion :

“Why don't you make up your
mind, Maxine? You know 1 love
you.” He looked hungrily into her
alive, piquant face. “I wouldn’t ask
a thing from you, except yourself.”

She shivered at the desire in his
voice. And then she knew she didn’t
love him, could never love him. De-
sire in Luke’'s mellow voice sent an
answering desire flaming through her
blood. But Frazer left her cold. She
told him frankly that it was “No”
and always would be “No.”"

It wasn't until after he’'d said he
was sorry and left, that she remem-
bered that refusing Frazer might
mean her job, might mean that she
had lost the trip to Europe— the trip
she’'d longed for, for years and years.

It didn’t matter. Yes, it did mat-
ter. But not enough. A girl couldn’t
sell herself for a job.

She walked back and forth, fran-
tically. She had thought she had
found some one in Frazer who an-
swered all her demands in a husband.
But she'd been wrong. No, not
wrong.

It was just that no one could ever
please her because she still loved Luke.
She’d always love him, for all his
impossibleness as a husband.

So what? At her window, looking
out over the city, she asked herself
if she had been a fool to give him
up. A fool not to know that there'd
never be any one else?

No. She had had to give him up.
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She couldn’t marry a man who had
a camera for a heart. Luke had never
even tried to pretend that she came
first.  And then, too, he had been
afraid that she’d rob him of his free-
dom.

That was it. Each had been afraid
that the other would be a hindrance
to his comings and goings, and neither
had Deen willing to give in an inch.

If Luke wanted to start for China,
he didn't want a wife to hold him
back. If she wanted to start for
England to draw for a style show,
she didn't want Luke objecting.
That was why they had parted.
She had refused to give in, and she
still refused! Anger rising, Maxine
pulled furiously at the window cord.
It was right for a wife to demand
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a life of her own. Luke had no busi-
ness asking her to give up her sketch-
ing. But he hadn’t. It was just that
he’'d insisted she wouldn’t accept any
offer that carried her away from him.

He wanted her to be like Aubrey
— beautiful and dumb. What if she
had been? Maybe the Aubreys of
this world ended up carrying the mas-
culine bouquets.

Thinking of Aubrey, Maxine’s an-
ger mounted. Her thoughts took her
back over the excursion and up Bear
Cliff to the bet she had made with
Luke.

The picture she had made!
Wouldn't it be grand if it were beau-
tiful? If she could find a buyer-------
She hurried into the dark room she
had rigged up in a closet off the
kitchen.  She unrolled the film and
put on an apron. It was late, almost
midnight. But she decided to develop
that film if it took all night.

She opened her instruction book.

IT was two hours later that the

telephone jangled. She hurriedly
placed the negative on the drying
rack.

Frazer was on the line:

“Maxine, I'm sorry to get you out
of bed, but that style show opens in
London next Tuesday. It's been ad-
vanced a week. That means you'll
have to sail to-morrow morning. I've
booked passage for you on the Queen

Mary.”

Sail! England! “But | th-
thought------- " He wasn't going to
fire her!

He laughed. *“That I'd changed
my mind? My dear, after all, you

are a neat little artist, and I'm a busi-
ness man first and a scorned suitor
afterward.”

“Oh, Frazer!” Her voice broke.
She wanted to tell him that she would
marry him, he was so swell. But she
couldn’'t. After jail, gratitude, even
for a dream made true, wasn't love.
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“1'll be ready,”
up carefully.

she said, and hung

Q HE was dashing around madly the
~  following morning, throwing-
clothes into a steamer trunk purchased
when Frazer first mentioned the Lon-
don job months ago, when the phone
rang.

Luke's mellow voice sent a stab to
the pit of her stomach.

“ Lo, Maxie. | called to tell you
that the bet is off. | can’t wait. I'm
on to South America in two hours.”

“Oh,” said Maxine, knuckles white
as she clenched her hands. All night
long, as she 'ay awake, she'd fought
to stop thinking of him. Now she
couldn’t fight any longer. For his
voice was in her ears, in her mind and
heart. “I'm glad. We're both pretty
end-of-the-worldish, aren't we?”

“You're off somewhere, too?” His
tone was sharp.

She said:

“To London.” Why did she want
to cry?

“l see. You're going on your
honeymoon?”

She forced a laugh. Let him think
so, if he wanted to. He was prob-
ably kissing Aubrey good-by right

then. “I1I'm off on the Queen Mary
this morning. See you in Paris.”
She hung up.

For a long time afterward she just
sat, staring in front of her. The bet
was off. Funny, he'd call to tell, her
that! Unless he was afraid she had
taken a good shot, afraid that he
wasn't the only person in the universe
who could refashion the world
through a lens.

Jumping up quickly, she hurried
into the dark room. She'd forgotten

the print after Frazer called the night
before. She’'d develop it now. If it
was good, she'd mail it to Luke with
a cool note— something to show she
didn’t care.

She took the negative from the
drying rack. Her fiifgers flew through
the instruction book. Her eyes
skimmed the pages. And then it was
done. She snapped off the red light
and carried the developed picture into
the living room. She went close to
the window, studying the print.

She sickened with disappointment.
It wasn't artistic. It was ugly! The
locomotive right up front, covering
the whole picture, blotting out the
river. That girl bending over— over
a brief case? Maxine frowned.
Somehow, she had taken the shot with
the telescopic lens! It was if she were
within twenty feet of the girl—of
Aubrey!

It was she, lovely as ever, and just
as dumb. No! Maxine gasped.
Aubrey's face, half turned to the
camera, didn’'t look vaporish or dull.
The lips were compressed, the nos-
trils pinched.

Maxine shivered and brought the
picture nearer. Aubrey was searching-
through a brief case—a brief case
with L. R. on the lower right-hand
corner. Luke’s brief case! Aubrey’s
right hand was hidden in the secret
compartment that only Luke and
Maxine knew about. Aubrey was
spying into Luke’s business.

But why?

Maxine’s mind raced. Aubrey,
playing dumb when she wasn't.
Aubrey, working for Knox films.

She was after
Maybe she had it!
could be warned,

Luke's formula!
But even so, Luke
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TyfAXINE grabbed a dress and

N slithered into it. Then she
slipped the picture into her hand bag
and streaked for the door, but there
she stopped short. What time was
it? She looked at the clock. Nine
fifteen, and the Queen Mary left at
ten. She could, never make it. Then,
without a second of indecision, she
was out the door and racing down the
stairs.

Luke wasn’t at his apartment. The
doorman said something about, “Mr.
Reinhart was goin’ to the airport

Maxine flung herself into the taxi.
“Roosevelt Field.”

The big ship would be ready to
take off—taking Luke to South
America. Only, it mustn't be too
late. Luke had lived for that for-
mula. He would die if some one
stole it. He mustn't be gone.

But he was. For, as the taxi
swooped into the gate, Maxine heard
the drone of the ship overhead. The
taxi stopped and she got out, raising
sick, wretched eyes.

And then she saw Luke. He was
striding toward her, unseeing.

T UKEY
N to him.

“What in the devil ?” Luke shouted,
dropping his bags. “I was just going
after you. | happened to look at my
snaps just as the plane was starting.”

He reached for his pocket as
Maxine reached into her hand bag.
Each brought out a picture and
thrust it under the other’s nose.

“There, if you think so much of
that Torrey guy------- K

“There, if you think that Aubrey
is so swell---—--- ”

she screamed, and raced

They spoke together,
looked at each other,
again simultaneously:

paused,
then began

“See, Torrey’s kissing that orange-
skirted brunette------- ”

“Aubrey’s going through your brief

Again they paused, met each
other’'s wondering eyes, dazedly ex-
changed pictures.

Maxine saw Torrey, ardently hold-
ing Miss Kenny in his arms, in the
shade of the locomotive.

“But Luke”— her eyes watched the
ship overhead— “you  didn't—you
couldn't have missed your plane to
tell me that!”

Luke, grinning and awkward, was
saying:

“When | took a look at that shot
Say, | couldn't have that
smoothie pulling the wool over your
eyes, Maxie. He isn't one third good
enough for you.” He studied her pic-
ture, then, glancing at his wrist watch,
“But, Maxie, you’ll never make the
boat!” His eyes were trying to shine.
“You didn't miss the Queen Mary!
And where’s your fiance?”

“l1 did and he isn't,” Maxine an-
swered confusedly. “He’'s not im-
portant. | decided that last night.
But that Aubrey------- "

Luke’s grin was still spreading. “I
got ‘that Aubrey’ last night. To the
tune of fifty thousand. She swiped
a fake formula and | caught her, red-
handed. This morning, | put it up to

Knox. A sale or a law suit. So it
was a sale.”

Maxine’'s mouth dropped. *“Then
you knew about her?”

“Sure. Just a spy. | led her on.

Say, you didn't think”—he looked
smug, masculine and adorable— “that
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I fell for that dumb line?
you!” He took her arm.
your mouth!”

She closed it, and Luke placed a
swift kiss on her lips.

Then he said:

“Listen, Maxie, we've just got to
stick together. No sense in this sepa-
ration business. Why, honey, I'm
just crazy about you!”

Maxine tossed out

Listen,
“Close

in a last de-

fiance, “Maybe, after you're crazy
about your camera.”

“Taxi?” The driver had Luke’s
bags.

Luke pushed her into the cab and
closed the door.

“Why, honey”—his eyes were
warm and hungry— “you don’t come
after anything. That camera-------
He looked around, his face falling.
He flung open the door and waved
crazily toward the heavens, where the
plane wias a dot in the east. “Stop!”
he yelled. *“1 left my camera------- K
His shout died to a shamefaced mum-
ble as the taxi driver drawled:

“Don’t think he heard you, mister.”

Maxine pulled Luke into the cab’s
snugness. Her face was incredulous,
glowing. *“It can’'t be true. You for-
got your camera!” She breathed a
sigh of complete content. “Never
mind, honey, I'll give you mine.”

Fair Exchange

J,J"E gave me jewels, silks and lace,

He gave me mink and sable;

| tried to give him happiness------ -

As much as | was able.

There was no thing his thoughtfulness

Did not, in time, provide;

While I—1 only gave him love,

Yet he was satisfied.

Marjorie Hunt Pettit.
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By RUTH D'AGOSTINO

ULIE stared at James Latham, her eyes
l wide.

“Jimmie accused of murder?” Her
voice was hushed to an alarmed whisper when
finally she spoke. “But that can’t be.”

“Perhaps it can’'t but it is,” came wearily
from the man.

Julie was silent. Her eyes were sparks of
light, burning, vital. Her brain seethed.
Young Jimmie was there behind the closed
door of her bedroom. Should she tell his
father that he was there and so could not have
committed murder? But there her thought
stopped. She didn’t know what he had been
doing or where he had been while she was at
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the theater. She had no alibi for that
time, though she was sure Jimmie, in
spite of his impulsiveness, would
never kill. But her faith in him could
prove nothing.

And his father had warned him to
keep away from her. Once more
Julie paused on a thought as she gazed
intently at Jayell. Had he felt as
Jimmie said about her? Did he
merely want to break them up and
then hold her up for ridicule by de-
serting her, too? Or was he sincere?

She heard Jayell's voice again, not
bitter particularly, just weary, tired:

“Good drink, high play, soft lips.
They've been too much for the boy.
But who am 1 to criticize ? He comes
honestly by his love of good living,
dangerous living. But | was lucky.
That's the trouble. You never can
tell whether your children, inheriting
your strengths and weaknesses will
also inherit your luck. Don’t ever
collect yourself a family, Julie.” He
looked at her intently for a moment.
“Perhaps if his mother had lived------- "

His words and Julie’s thought were
interrupted by the buzzing of the
house telephone. It was the doorman
on the wire. His voice was both
alarmed and apologetic.

“Two officers are on their way up
to your apartment, Miss Star,” he
said. “1 tried to make them wait
for announcement but they pulled
their guns and badges and shoved
past us.”

That left no indecision for her.
She turned from the telephone quickly
and went to her room to speak in
a whisper to the two waiting there:

“There’s a balcony outside that
window that runs all the way around
the building. Go to the last apart-
ment on the next wall of this build-

ing. Alex Richetti lives there. Tell
him 1| sent you and he’ll let you go
through his apartment and down to
the street. Be sure to close this win-
dow after you.”

Her voice was calm but urgent.
She touched Cilia’s hand just an in-
stant with her own and then turned
back to the living room and Jayell.

At least Jimmie would not be
caught there by officers before he had
time to gather his wits.

“Officers coming here,” Julie said
quietly to the waiting man.

“But they have no right to disturb
you.”

Julie smiled.

“1've been Jimmie's friend, you
know. And I'm an actress. Of
course they'll come here. l---mme-
A banging at the door interrupted
and Julie hurried to answer it

It was apparent that the officers
had expected to take her by surprise
and startle her into saying things that
would seal the case against Jimmie
and involve herself. But it was an
old game to Julie. An actress was
prey to scandal. She had seen more
than one decent chorus girl or enter-
tainer yanked out of her bed at night
and dragged to a police station to be
unmercifully quizzed in connection
with some crime. “Look for the
woman,” she felt had been changed
to, “Look for the girl of the theater.”

HP HERE were three men, but only

two of them talked. The third
stood looking at her oddly, specula-
tively, while his companions, taking
it for granted that she knew nothing
yet of the murder, tried to get ad-
missions of jealousy, of an affair, of
a possible motive in Jimmie’'s wish to
be rid of all other women.
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Before Julie had time to voice a
reply, Jayell was beside her, bringing
the officers who were about to start
a rough search of her apartment to
an abrupt and embarrassed halt.

The men seemed unduly startled at
seeing Jayell.

“What does this mean?” he asked
sharply. And then to the third man,

his tax money was going to pay so
inefficient a department. Take that
suggestion to the commissioner.”

“Yes, sir,” came politely from the
officer. “I'll do that, sir.”

Paul Blake remained behind a mo-
ment to speak to his boss. He was
smiling, a thin, dry smile.

“You know how to handle them,
chief,” he said quietly.

“l hate to do a thing like that,

Blake,” Jayell said,
the weariness return-

less sharply: “Hello, Blake. Stay-
ing on the job, good boy! Julie, this
is our ace police re-
porter, Paul Blake.

SYNOPSIS:

Miss Star, Paul.”

The officers had
drawn back and
there was subtle re-
spect in their attitude
as Jayell turned to
them again.

“We thought”—
fumbling with the
words— “it was the
young James that
was a friend of Miss
Star’s.”

“That's the trou-
ble with you fel-

Julie Star, Broadway actress,
at a cocktail party with James
Latham, Jr., slips away with
his young father while the
younger man is getting her a
drink. Later they wind up at
Julie’s apartment and Jimmie
is there waiting for theta. He
quarrels with his father, accus-
ing him of simply wanting to
cut him out and then throw
Julie over, because he does not
think too well of stage people.
Julie is hurt and there is mis-
understanding among all three
when Jimmie finds himself ac-
cused of murdering one of the
showgirls he had been playing

ing to his manner.
“But I've got to re-
sort to any method
that will work right
now.”

“It’'s all in the
game. They were
trying to gang up on
Miss Star”— with an
appreciative glance at
the lovely Julie.

“ Stick with them,
Blake. Keep me in-
formed. We've got

around with.

lows,” Jayell told
them. * One-track
minds. There’'s no reason for annoy-
ing Miss Star. Nor is there any
reason”—he was looking very

directly at the officer who seemed to
be in charge— “for accusing any one
until you know. It would be wise,
it seems to me, for you to keep this
whole thing quiet until you have facts.
You wouldn’t like this added to the
list of the crimes you've bungled in
solution by trailing the wrong per-
son until the right one had com-
pletely covered his tracks? That
would be a long list to publish in the
paper, you know, and it might
awaken some one to wondering why

to clear this up be-
fore it gets out. |
can't have Jimmie
living his life with a murder charge
trailing him.”

, Blake was on his way with the
officers.  Julie read with ease the
man’s devotion to his chief. She
turned to Jayell gratefully.

“Thank you,” she said simply, but
her voice was deep with emotion.
“For me and for Jimmie.”

He glanced at her questioningly
and then stayed the words that would
have come to his lips. This was no
time to quibble over who loved whom.
Jimmie’'s happiness, perhaps his life
hung in the balance.

“Julie”— his voice very earnest—
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“when a woman you've adored puts
in your care a life that wells from
the very depths of her love for you,
you follow that life all your days.
It's a thing you have no choice about.
You just do if you have any decency
at all.”

“1 know.”

“And now, the question is where
do we go from here? If I only knew
where Jimmie was. He wasn’'t home,
wasn't in any of his familiar haunts.
It's well enough to put up a bold
front with the police, but I admit to
you that I'm utterly at sea. |------- "

They both turned at a sound in the
room and Jayell stopped speaking.

Jimmie stood before them.

“Here 1 am,” he said. “What's
happened? Were cops here? Well,
aren’t either of you going to say any-
thing?”

“Jimmie!” Julie came out of her
stupefaction first. “But | thought I
told you to leave?”

“So you did, but I'm not taking
orders from a woman yet. And I'm
not sneaking away because dad is on
the warpath!”

“How do you happen to be here,

Jimmie?” his father finally asked.
As Julie looked at them, Jayell
seemed scarcely older. He had been

twenty, he had told her, when Jimmie
was born. Forty-five now, and a
young forty-five.

“What's it to you? It's none of
your business whose apartment I'm
in.”

“Jimmie!” Julie protested softly.

“I'm not so sure about that,”
JaveS| said. “Look at yourself.
Have you been drinking? Can you
account for to-night? Do you realize
you're being accused of the murder
of Rita Braun?”

Jimmie stared at his father a mo-
ment and read in the man’s face that
there was no trick about this. His
father was in deadly earnest and
troubled.

“That can't be true. |
seen Rita Braun for a week!”

Julie felt a sense of pride in him;
there was such fearlessness about him.
And it would have been so easy to
have slipped away and not let his
father see that he had been there. He
had good stuff, the boy.

“But you did know her?”

“Yes.” Julie was glad that he
didn't add what he might have, that
many other men knew Rita Braun,
too.

“And you gave her gifts which she
probably has in her apartment?”

“Certainly. It was only the decent
thing to do. Gifts and money.”

“l1 see.” Father's and son’s eyes
met levelly. “Well, at least you are
honest.” There was a silence. Then:
“But you are in a spot, Jimmie. The
girl left a note blaming you.”

Jimmie started and for the first
time showed signs of being disturbed.

“Rita wouldn’t have done that,” he
said quickly. *“She always played the
game fairly. She knew what we
meant to each other. There was
never any pretense about that.”

“Girls do change, though, and they
get bitter and vengeful.”

“Not Rita. It was all too clear
between us.”

“You mean that so far as real
affection was concerned there was
some one else with her?” Jayell asked
hopefully.

“Yes. There always had been. It
wasn't that sort of thing with us at
all. | mean love. We just got along
together. She was a swell play-

haven't
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fellow. I'm sorry”—he shivered
slightly— “she’s dead.”

“We may have something there,”
.the older Latham, said thoughtfully.

“What killed her?” Jimmie asked,
still chilled by the thought.

“That has not yet been discovered.
Some poison that is not immediately
apparent. They're on that now.”

Jayell rose. His eyes were hag-
gard as they appealed to Julie. And
there was something hurt in them
that puzzled her until after he had
gone.

“There’s no use keeping you up
with our troubles,” he said gently to
her. *“Please forgive this intrusion”
—a trace of formality in the words.
"Perhaps you can understand my
anxiety. You're coming with me,
Jimmie?”

The youth hesitated.

“I'll stay a moment. | want to
talk to Julie if she doesn’'t mind?”

“1 presume that is your right.
Please come directly to me then and
don’'t talk to any one meantime.”

¥ T wasn’'t until the door had closed
A behind him that Julie realized it.
Of course Jayell had supposed Jimmie
had been spending the night with her.

She had been undressed. He hadn't
known about Cilia. -She had gone
safely on her way. Well, she was

glad of that.

It wouldn't do a young girl like
Cilia any good to be found in a bed-
room, even though it was hers, at such
an hour with Jimmie or any other
man. That then accounted for that
subtle change in Jayell.

She turned to Jimmie a bit wearily
herself.

“Cilia got away then?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Why.didn't you go, too?”

“Do you think 1 was going to run
out on you? | thought I was doing
the decent thing. | could hear that
there was trouble but I couldn’'t get
what it was.”

Julie stared at him, distraught.

“Dare 1 alibi you, Jimmie?” she
asked. “What did you do to-night?
Yes”—as if thinking aloud—“1 will
alibi you. I'll say you were with me
the entire night. In my dressing
room first, and then came here—it
was a date for the night.”

“1 won't let you lie for me, Julie.”

“1 will though.”

Suddenly he was on his knees at
her feet, gathering her in his arms.
“You do love me then, Julie? You
do? Oh, Julie! But I won't let you
lie for me. 1've been all over to-
night, just around town like a mad-
man until finally 1 went there to the
theater to you. | had to see you.
I thought Jayell was cutting me out.
There wasn't a person | know of who
saw me so | haven't an alibi that I
can establish actually. But | didn't

kill Rita. It just wasn't that sort of
an affair between us. | didn't Kill
her.”

“1 believe you, Jimmie. But we've

got to have more than just that.”
“That's all 1 ask.” He would have
kissed her, but Julie drew back.
“Don’t, Jimmie,” she said softly.
“Not now.”
Jimmie looked at her a moment.
“Why not now ?” And when Julie
didn’t answer, but was in fact, as she
seemed, preoccupied with her own
thought: “It’s not still Jayell?”
“You'd better trot along now,
Jimmie. Jayell is waiting for you.”
“It is him, then?”
“Jimmie,” she pleaded, “don’t you
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see that there are much more impor-
tant things now? It isn't a matter
of whom you love or | love or any one
else loves. It's murder and you the
accused!”

“1I'm not frightened, so why should
you be? | didn't do it and people
aren't hung for crimes they didn't
commit. There's only one thing |
want to know—is it Jayell or 1?”

Julie looked at him calmly and con-
sidered her answer and spoke what
she believed was the truth:

“It will probably be neither of
you.” After his tempestuous depar-
ture, Julie knew' that she had said
what she believed would eventually be
fact. Jayell had subtly withdrawn
when Jimmie walked from her bed-
room. Not that it had been in any-
thing he had said. But she had felt
«it like some intangible thing in the
air. He suspected her manner of liv-
ing. He would not want that kind
of girl. And Jimmie, she knew, was
not for her even if she loved him.
He was attracted by the glamour of
her. He wasn’'t deeply in love with
her actually.

His easy life had prepared him
much more for Cilia or her kind. He
would eventually seek some such girl
if not Cilia herself. So there was
nothing there, Julie believed, upon
which to build any happiness for her-
self.

As wusual in such circumstances,
Julie realized that she had done all
the wrong things. She should have
explained immediately to Jayell. Told
him the truth and revealed the two
young people in her room. But she
had wanted to spare a family quar-
rel.

it was difficult to compose herself
for sleep that morning, but she knew

she must rest.
facing her.

She had a heavy day

¥ AYELL looked up as James
**  Latham, Jr., paused for a moment
in the door of the living room of the
fine old house on Gramercy Square.
He had been waiting for his son.

“Come in, Jimmie,” he said kindly
if a bit wearily.

Jimmie stood in the door, sullenly.

“There’'s nothing we can have to
say to each other, sir,” he said.

“There’s a great deal that should
be said, Jimmie.” The older man
was still patient. “1 want to help
you.”

“Help me!” exclaimed the youth
bitterly. “You've taken the only
thing in the world that I want from
me. After that, there's nothing you
can do.”

“You don't seem to realize the
seriousness of your situation, son.”

“Nothing is serious to me except
that one thing. She cared for me,
was content with me until you came
along. Why couldn't you have let
me have her?”

“Jimmie, all your life haven't |
given you everything you've
wanted?” His hands moved in a
weary gesture.

“And you're going to give me
this!”—in blind bitterness. “Or at
least you're not going to have her.
You aren't. See here!”—he held out
his hand, a small piece of metal in
it “Look at that! It's a key to
Julie’s apartment. And 1 have it!
Well”—his young face marked with
emotion—“do you still want her?
Do you?” He threw the key toward
his father and it fell just short of
the chair in which the man sat. He
waited a moment but Jayell made no
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move to touch the thing. Jimmie
turned then and went to his room.

Jayell remained motionless a long
time. He wondered about this seem-
ing stranger who was a son of his.
Upstairs his daughter slept. His son
and daughter. Two strangers. And
yet he knew he must have seemed like
that to his father during a certain
period of his young life. They would
both come out all right eventually,
for they had good stuff in them.
Their early training had been right
and Jayell knew well how the first
few years of childhood influence
everything, like a pin point of aniline
in a pitcher of water it spreads until
it tones everything. They would be
all right eventually. Because, of
course, he would get Jimmie out of
this if it took everything he had.
That was merely being a father. Only
he wished their mother had lived. He
was suddenly desperately lonely. He
hadn’'t known quite how lonely until
Julie’s small, lovely hand had rested
in his and her exquisite young face,
serious in that moment beyond her
years, had lifted to his.

He rose finally and picked up the
key. It seemed to scorch his hand,
to hurt. A key to Julie’'s apartment
and Jimmie had had it. He dropped
it into his pocket.

TULIE was having her coffee when
her maid told her that Alex
Richetti had called several times.
“Tell him to come in,” Julie said.
Alex walked along the balcony and
stepped in through the window. He
was a perfect movie-idol type with
all the suave distinction that wealth
and culture can add.
“I'm so glad you've come, Alex.
I'm ragged, tom to bits. Play sorne-

thing for me.
put me back together again.
it.”

Alex looked at her with gentle un-
derstanding, shook his head as if con-
sidering a child who refused to take
care of himself and then seated him-
self at the grand piano. It was a
fine instrument, kept at perfect pitch.
Julie, self-taught almost entirely, still
had an ear for true tone. For a space,
relaxed in her chair, her soul at-
tended responsively to Bach, to
Brahms, to Chopin and then finally
at the last lovely note of a Mozart
sonata Alex turned to her.

“Now tell me,” he said simply.
And when Julie failed to reply, still
sat with her eyes closed, he said:
“Julie, you're so lovely. You're easy
to play beautiful things for because
you inspire them. Even your hands
stir a man’s imagination, your hands
and everything else about you.”

Julie opened her eyes and smiled
at him.

“Now tell me,” he said again.
“This Cilia person is a darling, but
why send her through my apartment?
Not that I minded except that she
was too youngly exquisite to do any-
thing for but open the door and let
her go on her innocent missions.”

“Cilia is sweet,” Julie said thought-
fully.

“Very! But that isn't why you
sent her through my apartment at an
ungodly hour of the morning. 1 had
no chance to make myself present-
able, to comb my hair. And | had
much better-looking pajamas than
the ones | happened to be wearing
just then. 1'd like to have looked my
best for Cilial”

“Alex, can | trust you?” All his
banter vanished at the low, compelling

Something that will
I need
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harmony of Julie’'s voice.
nized an earnest tenseness.

“To the limit.”

“Thanks, Alex. | need some one
like you for | have only a vacuum
where my courage used to be.”

“Julie!” He was across the room,
his fine hands taking hers. He was
on his knees before her. *“Anything
that | can do. All I am and have is
yours to command.” All the light
irony was gone from his voice, re-
vealing only a man who was desper-
ately fond of a girl.

Julie told him all that had hap-
pened since her meeting with Jayell,
truthfully and reserving nothing.
She knew that Alex had made some-
thing of a hobby of crime and its
solution. With money and leisure,
he had gone into it rather deeply,
as he had his music. He had that
kind of mind and temperament. Julie
wondered if he read between the lines
of her version her feeling for Jayell.

“1 do what I can of course,” Alex
said seriously as she concluded. “1I'll
need your help probably in several
ways. It will be interesting to see
what we can make of this. | like
being just a step ahead of the police
in these things.” There was some-
thing boyish about his interest.

“Thanks, Alex,” said Julie simply,
deep emotion in the words.

“Do | get a reward?”—with a wry
little grin. But he didn't wait for
her reply. Alex Richetti was tactful
and of fine instincts. Though he had
been Julie’s ardent admirer he knew
when not to bring that up.

He recog-

TTN her dressing room that evening

there were russet chrysanthemums
with Jayell’'s card. “In appreciation”
was written on it. Something about

it chilled Julie. There was so defi-
nite a withdrawal in it

There was also a note from Alex,
left with her trusted dresser. It had
been put into her hands, said the
woman, by Alex himself and she had
obeyed his instruction to the letter
and not put it down a second until
she gave it to Julie.

“Good girl, Louisa!” Julie said as
she read the note.

Alex told her that he had found
Rita Braun, the dead girl, had a
roommate, Lizbeth Bart, and he must
be assured that the girl would not
come back to her apartment that eve-
ning because he washed to search it
Would Julie find a way of keeping
her out? She hung out at a certain
cocktail bar and generally dressed in
sports clothes.

“You get it of course, sports girl,
just a pal, no vamp at all, and the
man who leaves the bar with her to
go to her apartment around the cor-
ner is going purely to talk sports—
it's quiet there, you know, the Sve
can talk’ sort of thing. Haven't you
among your adorers some one fond
enough to meet the girl and keep her
out? She’s susceptible to spenders.”

“Louisa,” Julie said thoughtfully,
“if any of my boy friends call to-
night please let them stay until I've
seen them.” She paused a moment
on that thought. She was going to
lengths to save Jimmie. To clear
him. She glanced at the russet chrys-
anthemums. Would she go to so
much effort if it were not for Jayell?
Would she indebt herself to so many
people? There was no time to an-
swer herself. She had to give her
undivided attention to her make-up.

When Julie returned to her dress-
ing room for her first interval off-
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stage daring the first act Paul Blake
was there. He rose as she swept into
the room.

“You're not a bit more startled at
my being here, Miss Star, than I am,”
he said, his eyes laughing down at
her but with subtle flattery in them.
“1 like the theater and after meeting
you | just found my feet bringing me
here to-night, though | hadn't a rea-
son in the world for saying I wanted
to see you. When | saw your dress-

“Julie, you're so lovely. You're
easy to play beautiful things for
because you inspire them.” Julie
lifted her eyes and smiled at him.

Slj—7

ing room | couldn’t resist knocking
and nearly fell over when your
dresser let me in. | expected to be
sent away with nothing less than a
sharp reprimand!”

Julie was staring at him, thinking
too deeply for words.

“l1 hope you don't mind,” Blake
said when she failed to reply. “You're
—well, I've never seen any one as
lovely as you in my life. | o
The police reporter amazed himself
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by being embarrassed in the presence
of a lovely lady.

"Paul Blake!" Julie suddenly came
to life. *“1 think you are exactly the
person | need. | know you arel!”
She explained about Lizbeth Bart and
asked Blake to find Lizbeth and enter-
tain her and call her the moment he
had located her and made her ac-
guaintance.

She pressed money into his hands
as he talked, a large roll of bills.

“Keep her from going home no
matter what you have to do,” Julie
said. “This is for your boss, Jayell.”
She stopped just in time to keep from
adding, “and the man 1| love.”

Julie gave Louisa a quick com-
mand to call Alex as she hurried to
the footlights. The man was waiting
for her at the end of the first act.
She told him quickly what she had
done, that they could depend utterly
on Blake.

“He adores Jayell,” she said and
missed Alex’s quick look at her face.

“Swell work! I'll be on my way
now and give the place a combing.
Should find something. That note’s a
phony; people don’t write notes when
they’'re dying of poison.” And he
was off.

¥ N her concentration on her work,

Julie had failed to change her in-
structions to Louisa and at the end
of the second act found three young
men glaring at each other in her dress-
ing room. Each carried a bouquet.
Each wore a fraternity pin, for Julie
was the college man’s special rave.
College songs were sung to her and
cocktail glasses smashed in her name.

She stared at them an instant and
broke into the first gay laughter that
had touched her lips that day.

“1f you could only see how you
look!” she said. “If it was that kind
of play I'd march all three of you
out on the stage just as you are.
Only I'm not supposed to make my
audience laugh in this.”

The boys flushed under her laugh-
ter. Their passion was a serious one.

“Julie------- ”  One of them started
to rise.

“Better sit down, Tommy,” came
good-naturedly from the girl. “You've
got a lot of confidence and a swell
background of cocktails but it won't
keep you on your feet!”

Terry O’Malley had just put his
flowers into Julie’s hands when the
door of the dressing room burst open
and Jimmie Latham stood in the
opening, his evening clothes slightly
disheveled. He took in the situation
at a glance, snatched the flowers from
the hands of the boys and threw them
in a heap on Julie’s dresser and pro-
ceeded to chase the boys out, speed-
ing them with his own hands.

“Out of here, you babes in arms!
Out of my way before I mow you
down!”

Julie gathered the flowers and gave
them to Louisa to put in water. She
buried her face in them an instant.
She loved flowers. Then she turned
to Jimmie coldly.

“And now get out yourself,” she
said. “You have no right here. |
thought Jayell was going to keep you
in until this thing cleared.”

“So he was. So he thinks he is.
But bolts and bars don't keep me
prisoner.”

“Fool! Don’'t you know you're
taking your life in your hands being
out this way? You may be picked
up by the police any minute. It's
just a miracle that you weren’'t men-
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tioned in the stories of that murder
in the papers to-day. Just luck that
your father happened to get on the
job so quickly and hush things up for
you. But no knowing how long he
can keep them hushed. Have you
no gratitude? No consideration?”
“Gratitude! What good is life, if
I can’'t have the thing I want most?”
“You're acting like a spoiled child”

—her hand was touching a bell.
Louisa appeared. “Send Tim and
Jensen in here,” she said to the
woman.

Jimmie started from his chair.
“Who are they? Whom are you
sending for?” he asked excitedly.

And when she didn't reply: “All
right, don’t tell me! You're not put-
ting anything over on me!” He
started toward the door, but Julie

stood in front of it with a small re-
volver in her hand.

“Stand where you are,”
firmly.
shoot.”

Jimmie stood perfectly still, staring
at her. He had never met her man-
ner of woman before. But to Julie
emergencies which took quick and
strong action, were merely life.

Jimmie stared at her, unbelieving.

“1 never supposed you would be
capable of this,” he said slowly,
finally. “You or any woman.”

Julie smiled grimly. His ideas and
ideals of her were being given a ter-
rific blow. It would take a man much
more experienced than gay and
charming and reckless young Jimmie
to understand the stern stuff of which
her life had been made.

“I've always told you our lives
were like two parallel lines. They
never can meet,” Julie said quietly as
the men she had sent for appeared.

she said
“Make one move and I'll

“Thanks for coming, boys,” Julie
said quietly and naturally, while
Jimmie was a bit startled that she
could speak with such naturalness to
two tough stage hands. Cilia or his
sister now—there would have been
something in their voices that would
have made a subtle distinction which
the men would have felt and hated
them for.

Not Julie. And it was plain that
they adored her. Nothing that she
might ask could be too much.

They'd roll up their sleeves and at-
tempt the impossible.

“Take this young man to my apart-
ment and see that he stays there.
Bind him, gag him, do anything you
want, but get him there with as little
fuss and noise as possible.”

“We’ll do that, miss,” said the
larger and sturdier of the two huge
men,

Julie had to give up her vigil to
take her cue, but before she left her
dressing room she had time to smile
sweetly at the helpless Jimmie. She
was a little sorry for him. He was
like a rebellious child. Lucky she
had gotten him at the right time and
could force safety on him. In his
mood he was apt to do anything.

It took all Julie’s marvelous gift
for acting that night to be the gay
star leaving her theater after another
triumphant performance. The group
of hero worshipers, of autograph
seekers, seemed to increase steadily
and because smiling so brilliantly was
an almost superhuman task and she
knew that her hands might tremble as
she tried to give her autograph, she
picked single flowers from her arm-
ful of scented offerings that she car-
ried from her dressing room and
threw them, one after the other, until
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she hoped every one in the crowd had
one. She remembered too well the
days when she had adored the seem-
ing great to be niggardly.

“Come back to-morrow, every one
of you if you can,” she cried brightly
to them, “and I'll sign and sign!”

In her taxi she dropped the mask.

For she was neither gay nor happy
nor a great star in that moment but
a woman in love and very unhappy.
Deserted. For there had been no
word from Jayell, nothing but that
cool note with the russet chrysanthe-
mums, a note that seemed to be a
chill releasing gesture.

Famie told her that Jimmie had
been put in the guest room, a room
which had no opening on any means
of escape; and that one of the men
who had brought him dozed in a
chair in front of the door.

“Good!” Julie allowed the girl to
help her with swift undressing and to
draw the covers up after she had
thrown herself on the bed.

mMT ORNING brought a tearful Cilia
¢ N to Julie’s door.

“Bring her in here,” Julie said as
she allowed Famie to make a back
rest of the cushions. “And bring
some extra coffee.”

Cilia paused a moment in admira-
tion of the luxury life Julie led and
then immersed herself again in her
own troubles.

“My aunt was wild at my being
out all that night,” she said. “She
won’'t even try to understand all the
trouble I'm having. She’s never been
in love herself. Oh, if only my
mother and father had lived. She
says l've got to stay home now, be
home every night, or she'll send me'
away to some school where I'll be
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almost a prisoner. Miss Star, I'm
going to run away. I'm never going
back! I'm going on the stage and
be a great star as you are. And then
maybe she’ll be sorry and want to
know me and | won’'t speak to her.
And then Jimmie’ll want me, too. He
hasn't even been to see me or called
me up.” Her voice ended in a long,
miserable wail.

“1've got Jimmie here, Cilia. He
couldn't have called you if he'd
wanted to.” Julie spoke quietly.

Cilia lifted suddenly angry eyes.

“But how mean of you!”

“Not at all. Your reckless darling
needs to be saved from himself. I'm
trying to do that. When | have fin-
ished, or done all | can, you may have
him back again.”

“May | see him?
speak to him!”

“No, this isn't the right time.
Give him time to miss you. You've
never done that. It's the sort of
medicine Jimmie needs.”

“You're just like my aunt!” the
girl exclaimed rebelliously. “Now I
am going to run away and be a star.”

“Just like that,” said Julie quietly.

“Well, look at you. You did it
If you did | can.”

“Cilia”—Julie’s voice was satin
smooth— “as a little girl did you ever
know hunger? Were you ever un-
certain when you started home from
school whether there would be a home
still there with some one in it? Did
you ever have a nickel given you and
spend one precious penny of it for
candy and save the other four until
some time when you needed some-
thing more to eat? No?”—as Cilia
shook her head.

“But what difference does that
make?” Cilia asked.

Oh, let me just
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“Well, it's just the sort of material
girls like me build their careers on.”

Julie wondered about Cilia after
she had gone. She knew the girl was
not half persuaded but she believed
she was too soft and luxury-loving
to venture forth. She hoped so.

Her last words to Cilia had been:
“Go back to your aunt, child, and
abide by her wisdom. You're for-
tunate to have her.”

IN a scandal column of a morning
paper Julie found something that
startled her.

For all Jayell's influence something
had leaked. And something danger-
ously right.

“The beautiful and exotic star of
Broadway’s outstanding current suc-
cess has let her heart divide between
a prominent piayboy son and his still
more prominent not-so-playboyish
father, much to her own sorrow.
Because the father, whom she was
finding herself most fond of, has
faded from the picture in favor of,
and perhaps to save his son. For the
son may be accused of murder almost
any day now!”

Julie turned from the thing sick at
soul. Her face was still white and
stricken when Alex was brought in.

“What is it, Julie?” he asked in
quick and sincere sympathy.

She handed him the paper and in-
dicated the paragraph. He read it

“Don’t mind that,” he said, smil-
ing but with gentle understanding of
her disturbed mind. “If any one
guesses it's you, it will only make you
better box office. But ninety per cent
of the nitwits who read these columns
and think they’re being let in on the
secrets of life, can't figure them out,
anyhow. And more, my dear and
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beautiful Julie, this is only a wild
guess. A guess that comes close to
the truth in some particulars as all
guesses do. The man who wrote this
had no facts to go on I'll wager, they
never do. They make wild guesses
and hope their guess will start some-
thing that will give them a clew to
the real situation.”

“You're alway very wise, Alex,”
Julie said, much of the little girl that
she really was in her weary, fright-
ened words. *“I hope you're right.”

“One thing | know I'm right about.
The father hasn't faded from the pic-
ture, Julie. No man who ever really
cared for you could ever forget you.”

“Thank you, Alex. You're com-
forting anyhow.” She smiled faintly.
“Have you anything to tell me?
Could you discover anything?”

“Your man Blake did a swell job.”
He smiled wryly. “Trust you to
have men about who are your willing
slaves. But in this case even | won't
complain— 1 who adore you, Julie.”
His own voice was suddenly low and
earnest. “1 had plenty of time to
give the apartment that Rita Braun
occupied with Lizbeth Bart a good
search. There wasn't much to be
found except evidence that each girl
lived very separately. Her own cup
and saucer and tiny saucepan in each
girl’'s room. Each girl had prepared
her own name card on the door. Each
had her own laundry soap for wash-
ing out things. Not much in itself
you're thinking, but it means to me
that they weren’t actually such close
friends. Living together was not at
all a matter of fondness but purely
a means of economy.”

“Yes?” Julie said as he paused.
“But that brings so many women to-
gether.”
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He looked at
her intently,
and for just an
instant she felt
again that un-
derstanding be-
tween them, the
understanding
of his years and
her experience
meeting.

“You have something there. On
the other hand, most of them like
each other well enough to do little
things for each other and to share the
less important things.”

“Perhaps you're right.”

“1 found a recently burned letter in
the fireplace of a room that had once
been a fine old parlor. Lucky it
hasn’t been cold enough, or this Miss
Bart hasn't felt romantic enough or
had a suitor who has wanted a fire.”

“But why?” came hopelessly from
the listening girl. “What good can
a burned letter be to us?”

“Whoever burned it"— Richetti’'s
face glowed with enthusiasm—
“wasn’t clever enough to tear it up.
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I hoped for some such thing and was
prepared. Thanks to modern science,
my dear Julie, 1 can and did photo-
graph the writing on that burned,
paper with the aid of violet and infra-
red light. This is modern photog-
raphy !”

“Then you read the letter?”’ came
interestedly from Julie.  Just the
knowledge itself of the progression of
photography to such a point had
roused her. Her mind was like that.

“Yes.” Alex was speaking slowly
as if he wished her to get every word.
“1 found that our Lizbeth Bart, who
is a Southern girl, had asked a friend
to send her a bunch of oleander about
two weeks before Rita Braun was
poisoned. The friend sent them.
They probably arrived a few days
before the girl died.”

Julie stared at the man.

“Oleander!” she said. She remem-
bered them well from her trooping
days. All through the South they
grew to giant proportions and
bloomed luxuriantly. She had loved
them in those barren days and had
been almost foolishly happy when she
found some one who gave her a
bunch with their handsome, deep-
green waxy foliage. “But I've had
dozens of bouquets of them myself!”

“Yes, but you probably put them
in water, my dear, and admired them.
Lizbeth Bart didn’t want the oleander
because she was homesick for a sight

of something from her Southern
home.”
“Alex, you're talking the most

amazing riddles!”

“That’s all I can say, Julie. | must
wait with anything further until 1
have more facts. But believe me”—nm
he was tenderly earnest—“1'm leav-
ing no stone unturned.”
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“Alex, you're being marvelous. If
there’'s anything, if you should go
South where this girl lived, my money
is at your------- "

But he had her hands in his and
dared to hush her words with the
light brushing of his lips in a caress.

“I'm doing this for you, Julie,” he
said. “There's no one I'd rather
spend my money on. I've hitched
my wagon to an impossible star, |
know, but I've got to go on this way.
There’s no need to tell you I'm doing
this because 1 love you, adore you,
with a singleness of passion that even
I am amazed at. You know all that,

Julie. And 1 know how hopeless it
is. But | must go on— I must follow
my star!”

TT ATER when Julie heard him at
his piano, his strong, sure fingers
wandering from the sad sweetness of
Mozart to the poignant beauty of
Chopin, Julie wished she could have
loved him, that on that first night
when she heard him playing and had
slipped along the balcony and stepped
in his window to sit enthralled in a
huge chair until he turned to her,
recognized her, dropped on his knees
at her feet and offered her his heart,
she could have given herself to him.
That had been one night after she
came home from the theater when
she had first shot across the horizon
of New York as its newest and most
brilliant star. Alex had been at her

feet since.
But that wasn't what her heart
longed for. The afternoon dragged.

It seemed very little had been accom-
plished, after all, toward the solution
of the girl's death. Julie knew sud-
denly that her eager impatience for
Jimmie's clearance was not so much
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for Jimmie as for Jayell. She
wanted to lay that at his feet and
say in effect: “See, | have done this
for you. |, too, have found that you
have to follow your star and you are
mine!”

She came to the place finally where
she had to call Jayell. She had to
hear his voice. She found him at his
office. His wvoice was kind and
poised, but she caught the undertone
of strain.

“Of course 1'll
said.
you.”

When he arrived, he took her
hands in a gesture that tried to be
fatherly, but it made him seem only
younger, more weary, and made Julie
wish more than ever that she could
take him to her heart and comfort
him. But that barrier was there, the
chill thing that had grown up be-
tween them since his releasing ges-
ture.

"You mustn't break like this,
Julie.” He tried to be comforting.
“1 know all too well how hard it is.
The young people of to-day all live
by guess and gusto and life finds it
an amusing game to smash people
like that, and we who love them are
caught in the wreckage. |It's cruel
but it's youth to-day, Julie. Youth,
except your kind.” He paused to
look at her intently and for just an
instant she felt again that understand-
ing between them, the understanding
of his years and her experience meet-
ing.

She tried to grasp the mood and
hold it close to her heart. But it was
gone instantly and he was Jimmie’s
father again.

come, Julie,” he
“Anything that | can do for
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“Julie,” he was saying earnestly,
“I've learned many things lately and
the most important is that you never
so work with the unpredictable as
when you try to create a human be-
ing. Don’t ever do it. Stick to your
theater, create there. Compose!
Write! Do anything but try to cre-
ate a human being.”

Julie looked up at him, stricken.

“Why are you saying this to me?”
she asked.

Jayell paused a moment. He put
his hand in his pocket then and with-
drew it, held it palm upward. A key
lay in the palm.

“A key to your apartment, Julie,”
he said quietly. Even then his eyes
and voice were kind. No angry pas-
sion of never-denied youth there.

“My apartment?” she started.
“But that can’t be!”

“I'm afraid it is.
to me.”

“But it can't be!”

“Must we prove it?”—as if shrink-
ing himself from that last test, that
final knowledge of her Jimmie’s hav-
ing her key would seem to imply.

“Yes!” came firmly from her. “Be-
cause it can't be true. It can't be
proven!”

“You dissemble perfectly, the skill-
ful actress, Julie.” He walked to-
ward her door but she sensed about
his movements a reluctance to face
this final proof of her close associa-
tion with his son.

He put the key in the door. It
turned the lock. Julie faced him
stricken. She felt as if a steel door
had closed between them and she was
powerless against the evidence. Jay-
ell's scorn of her would lie scathing.

Jimmie gave it

TO BE CONTINUED.
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By LILLIAN
McQUARRIE

HE opened her eyes in the tiny

white hospital room, bewil-

dered. For a moment her
slim fingers fluttered across the
bandage on her head.

“Where------- ” she began, but a
nurse bent over her. Yes, it was
the same nurse who had been floating “You're all right, Mary,” the nurse
somewhere in the background during said. “Doctor Jerry gave you the

those dizzy, vapory dreams she had name. What is your real name?”
been having. In a rush it came back to the girl,
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flowing fiercely into her mind like a
torrent. The onrushing car, the
scream of brakes, and blackness.

Then the gray, wavery light, like a
smoke screen, with a man moving
through it, in white, his lean, bronzed
young face anxious, his healing
hands working over you, pouring
strength into you, strength you could
feel before he touched you.

Suddenly the girl's body stiffened,
and a low sob escaped her lips. She
was trapped! Lying here, helpless,
she could not hope to escape. They
would catch up with her, Aunt Sue
and Uncle Silas and Conrad Green-
lee!

Everything was hopeless.

She heard the nurse saying, "Never
mind, now, dear. Don’'t try to re-
member. Just be quiet. Doctor
Jerry will be pleased to hear that
you've regained consciousness.”

Her crisp, white uniform made no
sound as the nurse moved toward
the door. "Try to sleep,” she said.
And then she was gone.

The girl sat upright. Had she told
them she could remember nothing?
She must have. That would be her
cue. She must spar for time. She
closed her eyes.

“Good morning, Miss Mary!”

She had not heard the door open.
But he was coming toward her, this
tall, grave-faced young man out of
the mists of her dream world.

He took her cool hand, and his
long, capable fingers found her pulse.
“Normal,” he said. *“Normal this
morning, Mary.” He smiled and an
April light came into his eyes. The
girl's heart leaped for a moment, and
then she bit her lip. Just a smile, she
told herself, of a doctor for his pa-
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tient. Naturally he had been anxious
about her.

He drew up a chair.

“Do you remember anything?”

His gray eyes pleaded, holding her
violet ones by the force of his power-
ful young m-ill.

She closed her eyes partly. “How
long have | been here, Doctor—
Jerry?”

“Four days,” he said, his gaze

steady, not for a moment acknowl-
edging by a look or a gesture that
it was remarkable, her knowing his
name. “But you haven't answered
my question.”

“Naturally 1 remember something
—you working over me with a deep
crease between your eyes— like this!”
She frowned, and the young doctor
laughed.

“You've no idea how worried I've
—we've been,” he said. *“But seri-
ously, do you remember anything else
— before you came here?”

The laughter died out of her eyes
and she turned them toward the win-
dow beyond him. Her voice was low
when she answered him.

“l can't seem to remember any-
thing.” It's a lie, her heart cried
out. A lie. You remember, and you
are ashamed.

Doctor Jerry said, “This is a
strange case.” He smiled, and look-
ing up into his eyes the girl’s breath
caught in her throat. Did he know?
Had he discovered her identity?
Naturally, there must have been some
publicity when she disappeared.
Naturally, Aunt Sue and Uncle Silas
must be investigating every case of
amnesia reported anywhere. It was
only a matter of time, now, if she
remained here, until they would catch
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up with her, and then they would
take her back to Conrad Greenlee!

She shuddered, “When can | get
up?” Her eyes, looking up at him,
were violet stars, but her mouth was
a pathetic line that drooped. “1 don’t
feel as though there were any
broken bones.” She laughed, a light,
evasive tinkle.

“You
heavens.
day.”

She looked up, startled.

“I'm taking you home with me.
Mother will be glad to have you, until
we can locate your people.”

“No!” she said, suddenly, sitting
erect. “I'll go on from here alone.”

He bent nearer, puzzled. She
could feel his breath on her cheek.
“Then you do remember! Please,
what is your name?”

She closed her eyes. Her heart
was racing until she was afraid he
would notice. “Il—1 can't remem-
ber!” It was a cry for forgetfulness.

As he removed the bandage from
her head with skilled, careful fingers

weren't injured, thank
I'm checking you out to-

he said, “Never mind. Don't try,
yet. It will all come back. The
nurse will have you ready by noon.
I'll be waiting.”

TOT E left, and she sank back among

the pillows. A clock ticked on
the white dresser. Eleven o’clock.
She must get away! He must not
take her home with him! He must
never find out who she was. He
must never know she had married
one of the richest men in New York
for his money, and then had been a
coward, afraid to pay the pricel
Doctor Jerry would hold her in the
contempt only a fine, honorable per-
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son can know for a cheap coward.
How could he know Aunt Sue had
engineered the wedding all New York
must still be talking about? And
even if he had found out that much,
the fact still remained that she had
fallen in almost eagerly with their
plans.

Suddenly she was tired, with the
same tiredness that had come over
her after the wedding. The same
weariness that had kept her from
standing up, before the wedding, fac-
ing them all, and refusing to go
through with the marriage. She had
wanted to do that, with all her heart.
But after those frenzied weeks of
preparation her courage had failed,
and she had taken Conrad Greenlee
and his millions for better or for
worse, while her heart had cried out
against it all, her very senses revolt-
ing. But alone, a few hours after-
ward, in Conrad's beautiful old home
that looked out upon the ocean, in
Conrad's private study, terror had
gripped her and she had come to life.
She had walked over to his desk and
studied the lovely face that stood in
a silver frame upon it. The dark,
sloe-shaped eyes of Conrad’s former
wife— Lola. She had been very
beautiful. Conrad had barely men-
tioned the tragedy, but the girl, look-
ing upon the lovely face, knew how
he must have suffered. Lola had dis-
appeared three years before, and a
few weeks later her body had been
washed up on the beach near her
home. The maid had identified it,
and Conrad had been spared that
painful ordeal. No one would ever
know just what happened. But its
effect upon Conrad had been terrific.
And Aunt Sue had mothered him im-
mediately afterward.
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And three hours after her marriage
to Conrad, standing before the pic-
ture, the girl had said, “1 won't! |
can't for Aunt Sue, or even for you,
Lola! It's my life to live!”

Flying was too dangerous, she had
thought. They could identify her too
easily. So she had taken a bus to
Chicago, had bought a whole new
outfit and discarded her soft gray
suit and the gray accessories Aunt
Sue had selected for her “going-
away” costume. She had changed
from bus to train, from train to bus,
until she reached the California line.
And every face she had seen had been
Aunt Sue’s, or Uncle Silas’s, or Con-
rad’s with the small eyes that peered
out at you in a knowing way. Or
Lola’'s face. Twice she had seen
women that looked like Conrad’'s dead
wife. And for a moment her heart
had almost stopped beating.

In Reno she had walked the
streets, while the other passengers ate
a hurried meal. But the sight of an-
other Lola in a restaurant had fright-
ened her. Just a glimpse through a
window, but she had run back to the
bus station, her breath coming in
quick gasps. Later, on the bus, she
had remembered that the likeness was
so vivid as to be terrifying, and she
gave herself a sound talking-to. She
must be losing her mind, she told
herself. Even the bus driver looked
like Conrad!

And then, a few minutes after she
left the bus at Rockdale, to change
to another train, a car had come
swerving around the corner as she
had crossed the street.

Suddenly, sitting here in the hos-
pital room on the edge of her high,
white bed, she knew that her great-
est act of cowardice had been run-
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ning away. She felt little and mean,
and, somehow, she knew, the very
fact that her eyes were open at last,
had something to do with Doctor
Jerry. She slipped out of bed and
walked over to the clothes closet.
Her legs were weak yet. But other-
wise she felt all right. She must
get away!

She opened the closet door, but a
voice from the doorway behind her
made her whirl about.

“Well, well! Walking already.
You'll not need me to help you
dress!” Draped over the nurse’'s arm
she saw the brown tweed suit, her
filmy blouse, the wisps of under-
things she had bought in Chicago.
And in the nurse’s other hand were
the smart oxfords with the low heels,
her brown felt hat, the alligator bag.

The nurse talked as she helped the
girl into her clothes. But Evelyn
Summers heard nothing. -Some day,
she was thinking, and her heart raced,
she would come back. She would see
Doctor Jerry when she came again,
and she would be free to make him
love her. Yes, she might as well ad-
mit it. But love had come too late.
But she could tell him, anyway, that
he had, without knowing it, made
her see herself for the little cheat she
had been. And perhaps-------

But he was standing in the door-
way.

“All ready?”

“All ready,” the nurse said.
TUTIS mother was just the sort of

woman the girl would have ex-
pected to find in Doctor Jerry Car-
mody’'s home. She had soft, white
hair, and eyes that looked out at you
as his did, kindly, compassionate.
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“So this is Mary!” she said, taking
the girl’s hands.

Doctor Jerry laughed. *“Mary it

is,” he said. “And | hope you are
going to feed us right now! I'm
leaving town as-soon as luncheon

is over, for perhaps four or five
hours. I'm driving into Nevada.”
lie mentioned vaguely an “interest-
ing case,” and the girl, listening,
wondered at the depth of his voice,
with its thrilling undertones. If only
she had met Doctor Jerry before she

had gone through that ridiculous
marriage ceremony. If only she
could stay on here forever. If—if

------ But, of course, she was being
foolish. Doctor Jerry had probably
never seen her as a woman. She was
an interesting case!

After he left, his mother took her
up to her room.

“Try to rest, dear,” she said. “Lie
down for a little while and maybe
you will remember------- "

After she had gone, hot stinging
tears blinded the girl. Why did they
insist that she recall the past? This
was enough. This soft, bright room
with the filmy curtains and the gay
cretonne drapes. This, and the mem-
ory she would cherish forever of the
yearning tenderness in the young
doctor’s eyes as he had worked over
her, that memory that was becoming
clearer to her every moment. This,
and the gentleness of his touch.

She slept, and when she opened
her eyes again it was dark, and down-
stairs she could hear Jerry’s voice.
So he was back! She slipped down
the stairs, unsteadily.

“Hello,” she called.

He met her at the stairway and
took her outstretched hand.
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“You must eat,” he said, “and join
us out on the porch.”

“Us?” Her heart almost stopped.

He laughed. “Mother and me.
We're looking at the stars.”

And while he fixed a'light meal
for her with his own hands, she said,
“1 feel like watching the stars, my-
self. It seems so long since I've seen
the stars.”

Jerry’s mother said, when they
came out on the long, low veranda
that ran the length of the house, “It's
getting late. | must turn in now.
And | don’'t want my guest kept up
until she’s tired. Mind, now, Jerry.”

Jerry chuckled deep in his throat
as he arranged a chair near his own
for the girl. And minutes later,
seated near her, his pipe glowed red,
contentedly, in the darkness.

A late moon was coming up, cast-
ing before it a golden dust behind the
black rim of mountains.

The girl forgot the stars. “Hasn't
any one inquired about me?”

He puffed for a few seconds, al-
most fiercely, she thought. Then he
said quietly, “No.”

“1 don't know whether to believe
you or not,” she smiled. “It's a
strange sensation, knowing some-
where some one must be looking for
you.”

“And,” he finished, “not knowing
anything about yourself.”

She darted a quick glance at him.
Did he know?

He laughed. And then his face in
the dull-red glow became grave.

“There are a few things | know
about you, though. I've watched you
for hours when you didn't know it.
Before you regained consciousness.”
He put his pipe down beside his chair.
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“One thing | know is that you are a
—very lovely person, Mary!” He
rose and paced the floor. There was
a tense silence. She could feel the
air move as he passed her chair, and
something of his personality, charged
with the magnetism of him, flowed
back to her. He was coming toward
her now, but without touching her,
the warmth of his body had entered
hers. She felt alive, tingling.

He dropped tc the ottoman beside
her feet. Now his shoulder was
against her knee. Her heart pounded.

He threw back his head, his boy-
ish head with the hair she could feel
between her fingers without touch-
ing it

“Mary, you can’'t remember, but
men have told you you were very
beautiful. You were made to be
loved, worshiped. But you have kept
yourself fine and good. 1 have won-
dered—where did you get your
strength of character? Your beau-
tiful body? The quietness of your
manners? Mary------- "

His strong hands reached for her,
gripped her. He was drawing her
down, down into his arms. Pressing
her to him, hard against his heart.

“Mary”—his voice was muffled in
her hair— “for years I've waited for

Now his lips were on hers, firm,
burning, and against them her mouth
melted in exquisite agony. His Kiss
held a passion that was almost pain,
made fire of the blood in her veins,
and she offered him her very soul in

the kiss that she returned.
“You do Icve me! Mary, you do!”
She swayed in his arms for a mo-
ment, and then struggled to free her-

self. Her whole body ached with
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longing to sink back into his arms,
to acknowledge the love that she knew
was his.

“Don’t!” she gasped. “Please
don’t, Jerry. | can't—1 can't------- "

But his fingers slipped over her
lips, and he held her, looking into her
eyes, smiling.

“Such a child,” he said, “with eyes
like the flame of stars. | found you,
Mary. And you're mine. No one
can come and take you away from
me.”

Again she was against his hard-
beating heart, and the misery in her
surged into her tensed muscles until
they ached. Oh, Jerry, Jerry, she

thought. If you only knew!
“Marriage,” Jerry was saying, “is
a serious matter, darling. And the

ceremony is sacred. Don’t say any-
thing,” he said quietly, as she stirred,
“until I'm through. And then I want
your answer. When you give your
word, before God, that you will love
and live with me forever, will cher-
ish me in sickness or in health, it—
it means that you will, Mary. Do
you think you will love me always?”

ATPHE girl was successful in break-

ing away, this time. She leaped
to her feet, her chestnut curls in wild
disarray. Her eyes were dark,
bright with her yearning. But she
must steel herself against her impulse
to cry out, “Oh, yes, Jerry! Yes,
forever and ever!” Instead, she said,
“1 know what the marriage ceremony
means, now, Jerry. But |—|--—--—-- "

Slowly, as though she had struck
him across the face, the light died
out of his eyes and he arose, awk-
wardly. His pipe had gone out. His
face was dim in the shadows beyond
the path of white moonlight.
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her lips from his and
her feet. “Don’'t!” she
“Please don’'t, Jerry."

“Forgive me," he said humbly. “I
was so swept away with my love that
I could not think it could be other-
wise with you."

She turned and ran into the house,
up the stairs, stifling the sobs that
shook her body. But he was close
behind her. She closed the door, and
sank to the bed, her shoulders heav-
ing.

He opened the door a crack.

Mary, | want to ask you a ques-
tion. No, it isn't personal—not in
that way. Mary, have you ever heard
the name ‘Evelyn Summers’?”

“Yes,” the girl said, quietly, sit-
ting up. It has come, she thought.
And | must still lie—lie to the dear-
est person in the world.

And do you remember anything
about yourself, dear?"
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“1 don't
Jerry.”

He closed the door softly, and she
lay back, sobbing, on the bed. She
must wait until he was asleep. Then
she would leave, quietly. She would
write a note.

But Evelyn Summers did not
reckon with her tired body, with the
fact that this was her first day out
of bed since the accident, with her
mind that was weary with thinking.
She slept, and did not awaken until
the sunlight was sending streams of
light like dusty gold across her bed.
And then she roused only at the
sound of voices drifting up the stairs.
They were coming up, Jerry and his
mother. Evelyn Summers sat up
quickly. And suddenly she knew
that her mind was made up. Every-
thing was dear now. She would tell
Jerry she did remember. Had re-
membered from the first. That she
loved him as he loved her, but that
she was ready to go back to Conrad,
to do the honorable thing. That was
the gift of love, a sense of honor.
She had been a coward, but that was
over. And some day, somewhere,
they would meet again.

remember anything,

The voices paused, outside her

door.
Doctor Jerry said, “1 don’t know,
mother. It's a strange case. She re-

members everything except her own
identity. Usually they have to learn
everything over again. | tried an
experiment on her last night. An
emotional shock------- " He knocked,
but the girl could not answer, could
make no sound. So it had been an
experiment! He had told her he loved
her to shock her into remembering!
But it had sounded genuine.
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Her senses whirled. He had said
------- No, it couldn't be. He did
love her! Just as she loved him, just

as she would always love him.

“Mary!” his voice called.
you awake?”

The breath in her throat was hot
and yet her hands were cold, trem-
bling. She fought for control of her
voice.

“Yes,” she said, at last. “1I'm up.”
The floor swayed beneath her feet
when she stood up, and she brushed
the curls out of her eyes, the chest-
nut curls that had a way of falling
in loose spirals around her oval face.
I hate him, she told herself, | hate
him!

He opened the door. “You haven't
been in bed all night,” he said. “Was
last night too much for you, Mary?”

“Not Mary— Evelyn  Summers,
Doctor Carmody.” Her voice was
cold steel. “The debutante who chose
to marry a million dollars rather than
to let down an aunt and uncle who
had raised her. But”— she faced him

“Are

squarely— “1 didn't for a moment
pretend a love | did not feel. Conrad
took me without that. And then |

found love, found the meaning of the
word marriage, but when | looked
up | discovered | was under a micro-

scope, a guinea pig, posing for a
scientist!”
Somewhere, vaguely, she could

hear a motor, could hear it racing,
and suddenly, very near, it stopped,
and there were voices outside, voices
coming up on the porch.

“You have taught me,” she said,
her voice low, her eyes turned away
from him, “the meaning of the word
marriage. And | want to thank you.
My word has been given, before God,
and I'm ready to go back------- "
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“Mary!” It was Jerry’'s mother,
calling from the stairway. “Can you
come down, dear?”

She turned, and suddenly, without
quite knowing how it happened, she

was in Jerry's arms. “Oh, Jerry,
Jerry!” she cried. “Good-by. God
love you forever!”

She walked proudly, her head

erect, down the stairs and into the
sitting room, into the presence of her
people.

ONRAD'’S eyes, beyond Aunt
Sue, were accusing. So were
Uncle Silas's. But a weight had been
lifted from her heart and she smiled.
Jerry was rtill in this world, under
the same sun, and the same stars.
And as long as she lived, she would
never forget it for a moment. It is
not the return of your love that en-
riches you. It is the glory of giving
that makes your eyes shine like stars.
“Hello, everybody,” she said.
Aunt Sue folded her into her arms
and sobbed.

“You’'ll never know what this has
cost us, dear,” she said.

“Listen,” Conrad said quietly, “are
you ready to come? Or will we have
to kidnap you?” He smiled, but
there was a menacing undertone she
could not mistake. He was too well
bred to make a scene, the girl knew.
But it was an indication of what she
could expect, during the rest of her
days with him. He would never for-
give her for this. She could read
it in the eyes like slits that seemed
to be spying on her.

“You must ask Conrad to forgive
you,” Uncle Silas said reprovingly,
not offering to kiss her. Not glad
she had been found. “You forget,”

SL—8
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he went on, “that Conrad has suffered
a great deal.”
“Oh, Conrad,” the girl said sud-

denly. “I haven't forgotten. | really
haven't. And | am willing to keep
my word.” She turned to them all.

“1 thought that it was my life to
live, but it isn't. It isn't, ever, after
you have given your word before
God.”

Doctor Jerry opened the door he
had dosed after the girl. “There's
some one here to see you,” he said.
And before he turned, a woman had
slipped around him, was coming to-
ward Evelyn Summers. But her eyes
were on Conrad. Her face was grave,
and her dark, sloe-shaped eyes were
pools of mystery.

Aunt Sue’s hand flew to her mouth.

She started visibly.

“L-Lola!” Conrad gasped. He
sank into a chair weakly.

“l don’'t understand this,”
Silas said sharply.

“It—it is you, isn't it, Lola?” Con-
rad asked, his voice hoarse.

The laugh that escaped Evelyn
Summers’s lips was hysterical. She
started toward the door. She must

Uncle

get away! Away from them all.
Away from Jerry, too.
“It is 1,” the woman was saying

in a rich, deep-throated voice. “I
read in the papers about your second
wife disappearing, and | couldn't let
you go on thinking | was dead. The
girl must have had some reason—
more reason than |1, for running
away.”

Evelyn Summers closed the door
softly and ran toward the stairway.
Her eyes were new lilacs, drenched
by a sudden shower. Lola—alive!
How it simplified everything! And
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yet, things were more complicated
than ever. Last night she would have

given her right hand to have had this
happen, but now it didn't matter.
Nothing mattered, now. She ran up
the stairs and into her room. She
had closed the door before she saw
him standing there, near the window.

He came toward her without a
word. The girl stepped back;

“Jerry! 1've said good-by to you!
Why do you try to hurt me?” At
her temples tiny hammers pounded,
and she felt dizzy suddenly.

“Hurt you, my angel?” His arms
went around her, tightened, and his
voice was husky. “Hurtyou? Why,
I love you, darling, more than life
itself! Why do you think | drove

W as
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up to see her, and insisted that she
come here herself ? Because | wanted
to hurt you? Look!” He wiped the
tears from her cheeks, and his
strength was flowing into her, vibrat-
ing through her veins with the puls-
ing rhythm of his very heartbeats.
“The sun is shining! Do you know
what to-day is?”

“No.”

“Our wedding day, beloved!”

“But------- "

v “As soon as we clear up a few tan-
gled threads, will you say ‘yes’ and
mean it— Evelyn?”

“Not Evelyn, darling. Mary!”
And when she could speak again, she
answered his question. “Oh, yes,
yes, yes, Jerry! Forever and ever!”

It The Moon?

J THOUGHT 1| saw a vision of romance,

That night, with you, beside the blue lagoon—

On silver-crested waves it seemed to dance.

But then, of course, it might have been the moon!

It must have been, because, to my surprise,

Our song of love has ended all too soon!

Please tell me—was that love light in your eyes,

Or was it just the moon?

J. Harvey Thompson.



21st and April 20th, you are a
native of the zodiacal sign Aries.
Aries natives are very ambitious
and they seek to excel in whatever
they do. They try to be foremost
in their achievements and often life
becomes rather a game for them, in
which the desire to win is of more
importance than the results attained.
They like to have their way and until
the experiences of years have shown
the value of cooperation, they are in-
clined to insist upon it regardless of
consequences. Self-interest is likely
to motivate their actions and only
when they discover that it is to their
interest to work with people rather
than to consider only themselves, do
they change their attitude in their as-
sociation with others. Decisions are
made in accordance with the effect
upon themselves, as they see it, and
often they are short-sighted. They
think without consideration and fre-
guently ignore important factors in
arriving at their conclusions. They
scarcely know the meaning of the

IF you were born between March
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word meditation and have small
tience with those who take time to
make up their minds. Only the com-
ing home to them of their mistakes
makes them more cautious, lest his-
tory repeat itself. Their judgment is
apt to be much better in their de-
clining years than in their youth—
which, of course, is more or less true
of most people generally.

They are filled with vitality that
must escape in some direction. Their
mental processes are lightninglike. It
is a combination that makes it ex-
ceedingly hard for them to practice
self-control. Yet control of self, if
they acquire it, will result in inesti-
mable benefit to themselves. They
will more readily acquire it by con-

pa-
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sciously directing- their energies into
harmless channels and by keeping
their minds busy at something useful
all the time. The struggle for self-
mastery is likely to be severe— seem-
ingly hopeless in early life—but per-
sistence will bring it about and, in
the case of those who succeed, truly
may it be said that “He that is slow
to anger is better than the mighty;
and he that ruleth his spirit than he
that taketh a city.” But if the Aries
native goes through life as a firebrand
rather than a light to others, he will
meet with opposition where other-
wise he would encounter helpfulness.

Action quickly follows thought in
the Aries native and these natives
will succeed best in occupations that
permit physical activity as well as
qguick decisions. They are mentally
and physically fitted to work around
dangerous machinery, as they can
think and act quickly in an emer-
gency. However, they are apt to
ignore safety factors, the ignoring of
which may contribute to emergencies

that a slower-thinking but more
safety-minded person would fore-
stall.

They may be employed in the

manufacture of machinery, surgical
instruments, household cutlery, tools,
metal appliances, and articles of a
similar nature, or they may work
with them. They make excellent sol-
diers. They are law-abiding, no mat-
ter how much they may dislike per-
sonal supervision. They are, how-
ever, loud in their agitation against
legislation that attempts to regulate
too minutely the lives of the people,
particularly if they are among those
unduly regulated. They are vigorous
of speech and effective in the expres-
sion of their ideas. If provoked,
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their words can cut like an un-
sheathed razor blade; and sometimes
they are not hard to provoke. Friend-
ships may be sacrificed through ill-
advised words, not really meant when
spoken, but hurting none the less;
and many an Aries native would give
much to recall a letter dispatched in
the heat of misunderstanding.
Imagination at times plays mean
tricks upon them and distorts their
vision. They should be sure before
they say the unkind things, and then
not say them. They have excellent
talents which they may use for the
general good as well as their own
advancement. They often become
outstandingly successful doing things
for which they have a liking. They
are restless and doing nothing is
about the height of monotony for

them. New fields of endeavor have
no terrors for them. They do not
anticipate trouble or obstacles. If

bridges are missing, they get across
the best way they can. And perhaps
it is just as well, for they have not
the patience to climb step by step
slowly to certain success but must
take all barriers as a pole vaulter
would clear a bar. They are ex-
travagant, often to the point of
wastefulness; but money, as a rule,
comes to them easily, so they do not
worry. Others whom they would
help often are beneficiaries of their
prodigal habits. They are seldom
lukewarm in their likes and dislikes.
If they weep, others are not per-
mitted to see it. They consider emo-
tional show a sign of weakness. But
their hearts are often touched, never-
theless. An abandoned kitten will
bring tears to their eyes. They are
much more sympathetic than they are
willing to admit.
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'OTHILE Aries people generally

have much in common, the ex-
pression of their traits will differ ac-
cording to the position which the sun
may occupy in the sign at the time
of their respective births. For con-
venience of reference they may be
divided into six groups, as follows:

Class A natives— March 21st to
26th.

Class B natives— March 27th to
31st.

Class C natives— April 1st to 5th.
Class D natives— April 6th to 10th.

Class E natives— April 11th to
15th.

Class F natives— April 16th to
20th.

Class A natives— March 21st to
26th:

Class A natives like to be first in
whatever they do. They find zest in
competition, whether in the forum,
the political arena, business pursuits,
athletic or other contests, or in actual
warfare. They are eager to assume
leadership, if given the opportunity,
and frequently talk.their way into a
commanding position. They are con-
vincing speakers, and when they
“view with alarm” what the other
fellow is doing, a considerable fol-
lowing is likely also to view with
alarm the same practices. They
are energetic boss busters and often
do their bit in transferring emo-
tional constituents from one political
boss to another. They are active in
civic movements, especially if there
is something real to attack, like the
smoke nuisance, poorly lighted
streets, blind alleys, parking problems,
and such things.

They are inclined to scientific study
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and like mathematics, at which they
sometimes become exceedingly pro-
ficient. They make good surgeons.
They may hold public office or work
for some one who does. Military life
may prove attractive to them. They
may pioneer in strange lands and take
delight in facing dangers incident to
the wilderness. They would make
good trappers, big-game hunters, and
forest rangers. They are restless
and like to move about. They are
likely to give up jobs as soon as the
jobs become monotonous, and may
change their residence frequently.
Riches come to many of them. They
are not much impressed by obstacles
which they may meet on their road
to success. They have faith in their
ability and justify it by their accom-
plishments. They should hold their
impulses in check when to do other-
wise might result in embarrassing
difficulties for them.

Class B natives— March 27th to
31st:

Class B natives are honorable and
just. They try to go through life
dealing fairly with those they meet.
To take a mean advantage of any
one is repugnant to them. They are
proud and truthful. They become
wise with the passing of the years and
seek to convey their wisdom to others.
Teaching in the classroom often be-
comes attractive to them. They are
restless and impulsive. They fret
when compelled to do work not to
their liking; but are enthusiastic when
engaged in magreeable employment.
They have a good sense of values,
however, and, when necessary, adapt
themselves to distasteful circum-
stances until such time as they can
alter the circumstances. When op-
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portunity knocks at their door, it
usually finds them in. Eventually
they get to doing something that
combines pleasure and profit and
from that time on their material suc-
cess is assured. Until that time, their
financial condition is likely to fluc-
tuate.

Once they discover the thing for
which they are most suited, they are
not content until they get to making
their living at it. They do not su-
pinely accept economic restrictions
but do something about it. They
may attain responsible positions,
sometimes having many subordinates
under them. When put in charge of
others, however, they are not so con-
tent as when they have merely their
own interests to consider. They have
a good command of language and
speak with earnestness in discussing
matters of interest to them. If they
become interested in advancing the
welfare of the masses, their efforts
may result in substantial reforms.
They like to get by themselves occa-
sionally in primitive surroundings. If
inclined to jealousy, they should over-
come it.

Class C natives— April 1st to 5th:

Class C natives should early learn
the difference between obstacles nor-
mally encountered in one’s journey
through life and obstacles which are
the direct result of one’s own actions,
for if not careful, they will expend
much of their energy “lifting them-
selves by their bootstraps,” so to
speak. They are inclined to lose sight
of the fact, if they concede it to be
a fact at all, that it is often easier
to get one's way by tactful coopera-
tion with others, than by riding over
them roughshod, without considera-
tion for their feelings. The less an-
tagonisms they arouse, the greater
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their success wilt be in the long run.
They naturally desire to rule and the
opportunity to do so may come to
them, either in a minor capacity or
in a large way. If authority is thrust
upon them, it is likely to be of longer
duration than if acquired through
their own planning. No matter how
it comes, they are apt to be forceful
in their administration.

They should choose aims in life
that will build their success in a man-
ner helpful to others rather than at
the expense of others, or any success
that may come to them is likely to be
temporary. They should subject
themselves to periodic self-analysis
and cultivate self-control, for they
will need it on many occasions. Mas-
tery over self will be their greatest
battle. They may meet with success
in politics, probably as a result of
political activity, falling into a sine-
cure. Their command of language is
excellent and they may teach it. They
may become successful writers, espe-
cially in the treatment of technical
subjects. They may become physi-
cians and surgeons. They may suc-
ceed in army life. Their major suc-
cess in whatever line they eventually
elect to follow, is apt to come to them
after middle life. During their early
years, they may meet with many set-
backs. They are impulsive, generous,
and often extravagant. They are
cultured and at ease in business and
social contacts. They often have an
excellent knowledge of jewels and
metals and may engage in commer-
cial activities in connection therewith.

Class 6th to
10th:

Class D natives may become suc-
cessful in tilling the soil. They
should confine their working with the

earth to its surface and not take to

D natives— April
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mining, for they have not the proper
safety sense to guard themselves
against probable injury underground.
They are inclined to court danger and
take unnecessary risks. In conse-
guence, war becomes extra hazardous
for them. They have good command
of their thoughts. They are tactful
and courteous. They may become
successful in governmental work,
particularly should they enter the
diplomatic service. Their employ-
ment often is of a nature that re-
quires traveling; or they may deal in
products brought from afar. They
may take to die sea as traders. Ocean
voyages for scientific and exploratory
purposes may prove attractive to
them. Many of them like to be in
virgin places and would make ex-
cellent forest rangers.

Class D natives are very deter-
mined and persevere under, adverse
conditions, to reap ultimate success
when the tide turns. They are hard
workers and make excellent assistants
to those who appreciate good service.
They do not burden others with their
troubles and refuse to be downcast
themselves, no matter how dark
things for the moment may appear.
They have faith in their eventual
success. They make many friends
because of their agreeable manners
and considerate treatment of others.
They should avoid speculation as
riches, if any, which may be gained
that way, are likely to take wings
when most needed.

Class E natives—April 11th to
15th:

Class E natives are likely to en-
gage in employment or business in
which entertainment is an essential
feature. Their connection with such
enterprises is apt to be with the busi-
ness end rather than doing the en-
tertainment. The number of things
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of this nature with which they may
become connected is quite large,
ranging from cabarets to grand opera
and from wrestling matches to the
movies. State and county fairs are
likely to find them present as con-
cessioners. In an amateur way, they
may try their hands at running
church bazaars. They are apt to
take a prominent part in the business
management of literary societies.
They may become writers and if so,
their chief success from a financial
standpoint is likely to come as a re-
sult of writing entertaining fiction
rather than to devote their pens to
the advancement of a cause. If writ-
ing for a cause, they are apt to mag-
nify its importance in their own
minds and make sacrifices that are
scarcely to be recommended. Bio-
graphical writing touching the lives
of historic persons of past genera-
tions, may become a fascinating sub-
ject for them. Genealogical research
work may absorb their attention—
first, because of its personal appeal,
and later because of the needs of
others who are willing to pay for
what they have not the time and pa-
tience to do themselves.

They have the acumen to know
how to go about finding lost heirs
and, if the necessity is sufficiently
great, as sometimes happens when
estates of deceased persons are to be
distributed, they may become quite
successful in locating missing per-
sons who are entitled to share in the
distribution. They make excellent
administrators, executors, and trust
officers. They are very energetic and
do well whatever they undertake.
They may inherit wealth or other-
wise come by it without effort on
their part. Should this happen, they
should not settle down to a life of
ease but should continue to follow
some useful occupation. As a rule,
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they have a true conception of their
ability and know what they can ac-
complish and what is beyond their
power to do. They have high prin-
ciples. They are sincere, generous,
impulsive, and emotional. They are
steadfast in their attachments and
quick to do good deeds, especially
for those whose welfare they have
at heart. They have strong passions;
their emotions are easily aroused;
and they may act impulsively—a
dangerous combination for them in
love affairs, unless they determinedly
maintain their self-control and con-
sider carefully the probable effect of
what they may be inclined to do. In
wars they may perpetuate their
names in history.

Class F natives—April 16th to

20th:

Class F natives are ambitious,
energetic, and industrious. They feel
certain that success will come to them
through persistent hard work. They
are not dismayed by obstacles that
may be encountered. As a rule they
are very practical. Sometimes, how-
ever, they go it alone when their in-
terests could be better advanced by
cooperating with others. They are
generally fortunate—too much so, in
some instances, for their own good,
as they may come into responsible
positions for which they have not
properly qualified, with possibility of
failure. They have exceptional abil-
ity and usually get a chance to use
it; but they should hesitate to abruptly
enter new fields of endeavor about
which they know nothing. Their in-
terests are often linked with those of
others, and friends are helpful in fur-
thering their ambitions.

If possible, they should choose a
line of work that is agreeable to
them. Professional athletics and
games of skill may bring financial
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success to them. They may become
prominent in physical sports and men-
tal pastimes. They can succeed in
dairy farming and horticulture.
Some major contribution connected
with their work may bring them ex-
cellent financial returns as well as
prove of general benefit. They are
amiable most of the time, but under
provocation, they may become dis-
agreeable. They try to hide their
emotions and under emotional stress
they may do and say things that they
do not really mean. At such times
they have a sharp tongue, and until
experience teaches them better, they
are apt to use it ill-advisedly. Repar-
tee, when they use it, is apt to be
too caustic. It will be greatly to
their benefit to always exhibit the
pleasant side of their nature. Friend-
ships foolishly lost may be hard to
restore.

The foregoing descriptions apply
particularly when unmodified by the
positions of the planets at the time
of birth. What may be the blend
between planetary and sign influence
can only be ascertained by casting
the individual horoscope. Each per-
son will react to sign and planetary
influence according to his racial and
inherited characteristics, his training
and environment, and the angle at
which the influence comes to him at
the time of his birth. Matters over
which an individual has no control,
such as earthquakes, floods, torna-
does, wars, et cetera, will not show in
his horoscope and he may or may not
be affected thereby.

A S the ordinary calendar year is

365 days, while the earth travels
around the sun in approximately
365*4 days, the time when the sun
apparently enters or leaves a zodiacal
sign varies from year to year. An
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AUHELS Carponiers
and Builders Guides

adjustment is made each leap year
in an effort to keep the calendar and
the earth’s motion somewhat in
agreement. To ascertain exactly
where the sun was at the time of your
birth, it would be necessary to cast
your horoscope. If you were born
on the border line between two signs,
you are likely to partake of some of
the characteristics of each. A similar
observation may be made in regard
to being born on the border line be-
tween two classes, whether they be
in the same sign or in adjoining
signs.

A person’s horoscope must be cast
in order to ascertain in detail the
events that may happen to him dur-
ing his lifetime. Groups of people,
however, are affected in a general
way by the positions of certain
planets at a particular time and mem-
bers of a group will be more or less
affected by the group influence. Dur-
ing the twelve months ensuing from
March 21, 1938, Aries natives will
be beneficially or otherwise affected
by the positions of certain planets,
in the following manner:

Class A natives—March 21st to
26th:

During the last half of April and
the first week in May, love interests
can be advanced. Near relatives will
do you favors. During the last half
of May, business and financial bene-
fits may be received. During the first
three weeks of June, avoid cuts and
burns. Mark time in home affairs.
Money matters will be under mixed
influences; some benefits may be re-
ceived; but avoid financial extrava-
gance. During the last week of June
and the first half of July, business
and financial benefits may be received.
During the last half of July and the
first week of August, love and mar-
riage interests can be advanced,
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Yvels.$6

Inside Trade Informattoa
for Carpenters, Builders, Join-
ers, BuildiDg Mechanics and
all Woodworkers. These
Guides five you the short-cut
instructions that you w»
%:fﬁlym new methods. i<
10NS, piano,
money saving auggestioi _
easy proerwerve course for the
apprentice and student.

practical _daily helper and
Quick Reference for tho master

Worker.

ter Pay

Inside Trade Information On: PoN below.

How to use the steel eauare—How to file and set
saws—How to build furniture—How to use a
mitre box—How to use the chalk line—How to use
rules and scales— How to make joints— Carpenters
arithmetic—Solving mensuration problems—Es-
timating strength of timbers—How to set girders
End sills—How to frame houses and roofs—How to
estimate costa—How to build houses, barns, gar-
ages, bungalows, etc.—How to read and draw
plans— Drawing up specifications—How_to ex-
cavate— How to use settings 12, 13 and 17 on the
steel square—How to build hoists and scaffolds—

skylights— How to build stairs—How to put on

interior trim—How to hang doors—How to lath—e
lay floors—How to paint

mrauuan

THEO. AUDEL & CO* 49 W. 23rd St., New York City

MaR Audels Carpenters and Builders Guides. 4 vcls., on 7 days* free trial. 1f O.K*

rpenters every-
where are using these Guide*
as a Helping Hand to Easier
Work, Better Work and Bet-
To get thia assist-
ance for yourself, simply £1]
in_and mail the FREE COU-

1 will remit $1 in 7 days, and SI monthly until $6 is paid. Otherwise I will return them*
No obligation unless | am satisfied.

Name...,

Address..

Occupation. -

Reference!.

QOFFEE ROUTES PAYING % $60

National company needs more men atonce to maka
regular calls on local routes. No experience
needed. Operate on our capital. Big bonus—
$500.00 cash or Ford Sedan—besides your
weekly earnings. Rush name on postcard for

FREE Facta.
Albert Mills, 5108 Monmouth, Cincinnati, O

GROW NEW HAIR

Gray's Tincture of Mullein guaran-
teed to stop falling hair, dandruff
GROW THICK, NEW HAIR.

Send $1 for 4 oz.
16 oz. $2.50)

(8 0& $1.50;

GRAY'S DRUG STORE
BROADWAY at 43rd ST., N.Y. C.
" Where The Broadway Stars Boy I”

Iglgi1B,lass.

STUDY Easy Home-Study Method backed by 30 years'

AT successful leadership. Low cost Easy terms.
HOME Free Employment Service in richMid-Continent
SPARE Oil Belt CUT OUT AND MAIL THIS AD

TODAY for big, FREE SUCCESS BOOK
plaining plans and opportunity.

HILL'S extension school

Name

Address _

city

619 WEST MAIN OKLAHOMA CITY, OKLAHOMA
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Classified Advertising

Detectives— Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BI1O MONEY. Work home or travel.
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary. W rite
GEORGE WAGONER. 2640-A Broadway. Now York.

DETECTIVES— EASY METHOD TRAINS YOU. Write, Inter-
national Detective Training, 14-S Journal Square, Jersey City, N.J

Patents Secured

PATENTS— Reasonable terms. Book and advice free h. r.
Randolph, Dept. 513, Washington, D, C.

INVENTORS— Write for New Free Book, “Patent Guido for the
Inventor,” and “Record of Invention” form. No charge for pre-
liminary information. Clarence A. O'Brien & Hyman Berman,
Registered Patent Attorneys, 37-n Adams Building, Washington,
D. C.

HAVE YOU a sound, practical invention for sale, patented or
unpatented? If so, write Chartered Institute of American In-
ventors, Dept. 19-A, Washington, D. C

PATENTS SECURED. Two valuable booklets sent free. Write
Immediately Victor J. Evans & Co., 47-E Victor Building,
W ashington, D. C.

Help Wanted—Instructions
FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE $125-1175 MONTH. Cabin. Hunt,

trap, patrol.
Denver. Colo.

Qualify immediately. W rite Rayson Service C-59,

M. M. EARNED $267. three weeks, raising mushrooms in cellar!
Exceptional, but your cellar, shed perhaps suitable. We buy crops.
Book free. United, 3846 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 283, Chicago.

Wind Electric Plants

BUILD WIND LIGHT PLANT. We show you how
tlang and valuable catalog 10c. Wind plant parts, welders, electric
fences. LeJay Mfg., 440 LeJay Bldg,. Minneapolis, Minn.

Old Gold Wanted

GOLD $35 OUNCE ship old
watches—receive cash by return mail
Free information. Paramount Gold Refining Co.,

Minneapolis, Minn.
HIGH BLOOD
ALLIMIN Essence of |

r]nPDclllr‘nCle*GI'PITbI
WX "iLIf w A ’ uggdcregﬂlc'aerYy a%coert—
lag to directions lower the blood pressure and
relieve headaches and dizziness in the great
majority of cases. Dr. Frederic Damrau, emi-
went New York physician, reports such relief \

Complete

gold teeth, crowns, jewelry,
Satisfaction Guaranteed.
1500-G Hennepin,

in 22 out of 26 cases. ALLIMIN Tablets are |
| for gala Dy good drug stores everywhere itt two sizes— 50c !
I and $1.00. When you buy, insist on getting the genuine }
| ALLIMIN. For free copy of valuable booklet write |

VAN PATTEN CO.,54 W. Illinois St., Chicago

EARNMONEYStfgg

Make delicious, new “NON-GREASY" Potato Chips
at low cost. We furnish equipment and instructions.
Potatoes plentiful and cheap. Grefceries, markets,
restaurants, taverns do the retailing for you. Profit
large— unusually so. You can start this money-making
business on & “next to nothing" outlay of cash.
Write for Potato Chip Booklet.

LONG-EAKINS CO-, 440-S. High St., Springfield, 0.

Help Kidneys

Don’'t Take Drastic Drugs

Your Kid»eys contain 0 million tiny tubes or filters
which may bé endangered b?/ neglect” or drastic, irri-
tating drugs. Be careful. [If functional disorders of
the Kidneys or Bladder make you suffer from Getting
Up Nights, Nervousness. Leg Pains, Circles Under
Eyes, Dizziness, Backache, Swollen Joints, Excess
Acidity, or Burning Passages, don’'t rely on ordinary
medicines. Fight such_ troubles with™ the doctor’s
ﬂrescrlptlon Cystex. Cystex starts working in 3

ours and must Erove entirely satisfactory in 1 week,
and be exactly the medicine you need or money back
Is_guaranteed. Teleﬁhone your druggist for Cystex
3Siss-tex) today. The guarantee protects you. ‘Copr.
1537 The Knox Co.

Smart Love Stories

During the first three weeks of
September, mark time in employment
matters. During the last two weeks
of October and the first week of
November, mark time in love and
marriage matters. Avoid cuts and
burns. During the middle two weeks
of December, be careful in courtship.
During the last week of December,
business and financial benefits may
be received. During January, 1939,
business, financial, environmental,
and travel benefits may be received.
Love and marriage interests can be
advanced. During the first half of
February, 1939, love and marriage
interests can be advanced. During
the last half of March, 1939, avoid
cuts and burns. Mark time in love
and courtship.

Class B natives—March 27th to
31st:

During the first three weeks of
April, mark time in love and marriage
matters. Avoid falls. It is not a
good time to transact unnecessary
business not of a routine nature.
During the first half of May, love
interests can be advanced. Near rela-
tives will do you favors. During the
last three weeks of June, mark time
in home affairs. Be careful in court-
ship. Avoid cuts and burns. Dur-
ing the last week of July and the first
half of August, love and marriage
interests can be advanced. During
the last three weeks of September,
mark time in employment matters.
October will be about normal. Dur-
ing the first half of November, mark
time in love and marriage matters.
Avoid cuts and burns. During the
last half of December, be careful in
courtship. During the last half of
January, 1939, business and financial
benefits may be received. During the
first three weeks of February, 1939,
business, .financial, environmental,
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the profession that pays-

Accountants command good in-
come. Thousands needed. About
16,000 Certified Public Account-
ants in U. S. Many earn $2,000 to
$15,000. We train you thoroughly at
home inyour spare time for C. P.A.
examinations or executive account-
ing positions. Previous bookkeep-

ing knowledge unnecessary — we
prepare you from ground up. Our
training is personally given by
staff of experienced C. P. A.'s.
Low cost — easy terms. Write
now for valuable 64-page book
free, “ Accounting, the Profession
That Pays.”
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LASALLE EXTENSION,

and travel benefits may be received.
Love and marriage interests can be
advanced. During the last week of
March, 1939, avoid cuts and burns.
Be careful in courtship.

Class C natives— April 1st to 5th:

During the months of April, May,
and December, 1938, and January,
February, and March, 1939, from
time to time unexpected financial
benefits may be received. During the
months of April, May, October,
November, and December, 1938, and
January and February, 1939, you
should be extra careful to avoid falls.
Delays may occur in business mat-
ters and in the carrying out of some
of your plans. Avoid bitterness; be

careful of your speech. During the
first half of April, financial benefits
are likely to be received. During the

first three weeks of May, near rela-
tives will do you favors. During the
last half of June, mark time in home
affairs. Avoid cuts and burns.

July will be about normal. Dur-
ing the first three weeks of August,
love and marriage interests can be
advanced. During the Ilast two
weeks of September and the first
week of October, mark time in em-
ployment matters. During the mid-
dle two weeks of November, mark
time in love and marriage matters.

Dept.465-H, Chicago

Boys,/2 to 15 Earn This Speedy

BICYCLE

Flash dawn the street on this deluxe stream-
lined motorbike. Comes equipped with
blast homlite, balloon tires, coaster brak< .
and newest accessories- Earn it,a movie
machine with film, and any of
300o0ther prizes. Make MONEY,
too- It'a funl It's easy! Just
deliver our magazines to people
whom you obtain as customers
in your neighborhood. Many
boys earn a prize the first,day.
You can, too. Do it inyour spare time.
To start, rush penny postal card to
Jim Thayer, Dept. 793, The Crowell
Publishing Co., Springfield, Ohio.

Diesel

several years, Diesel engines have been replacing
lam and gasoline engines in power plants, motor trucks
busses, locomaotives, ships, tractors, dredges, pumps;
. And now the first Diesel-powered passenger car is ou
market. Our home-study course offers you a real oi>-
tunlty to prepare for a worth-while position in this

new field. Write TODAY for full information. No obligation
American School, Dpt. D-47, Drexel at fifth, Chicago

BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS

PoYverfuI—Ac? a}lte—EconumlcaI—Practf
Adjustable S orce-Amaz
Maximum Velocity— cal 177ar 22 and BB—
For Targetand Small Game—the only Genu*
Ine Compressed Air Pistol for shooting BB on the mar*
get Single Shot with Bolt Action—Hammer Fire—Hair Trig-
$7.60. Holeter $2.00. Albo 177 and 22

ST.2.£ Sh0<U EuLRjﬂeS $7.60—Single Shot BB Air Rifle $6. 00

‘Shot peater Air Rifle $7.50—at Dealer or Direct.
Nollcense vequlved —Safe for indoor nee

PULL DETAILS—TARGETS—FREE—-WRITE TODAY.
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 883 MARION ST., ST. LOUIS, MO.

START
$1260 TO $2100 YEAR

Many 1938 Appoint-
men%/s expect Eé’ FraBhin festitate, Dgjrt. P194, Rockester, N.1
Men——Women Sirs: Bush to me without charge (1)
Comm 32-page book with list of V. S. Gov*.
Educ tlon XL ernment Jobs. (2) Tell me immediately
ﬁ o how to qualify for one of these jobs.
Suff|C|ent
Mail Coupon
today sure

Name .
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i12 Weeks tralnlng/

Smart Love

sn.m.Ii

Q ree Boﬁ( a70ah0w
? s—tQ start Ia
the \%’0 'I? ectrlcj
actu tp ectrical mee
chloeriy—n? oy boo Sor ccrroapon lenc 5,
___nzioff plan‘enables many to get traln-
ng fII’Sﬁ th T take 16 Mout Sto
In"sm; {n pag/ments S
Mon rom t tart sc oo
eri uctlon

TECQ'FI etim le OKr?entserwceaIS Sgl

Engines, Electri rlgera 10N an A|r

S endsp e s

| ~C. LEWIS, Prasldont, ((I)YNCELECTRICALSCHOOL
500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 4B-4S, Chicago, IK.

0—i Blg Free Book with facte on Coyne tralnlng and tella
~'payTuttion-Afier'ftradudtion’1fian

ARTHRITIS

If you want to really try to get at your Rheumatism—Neuritis—
Arthrltls—Smatlca—Lumba?o you must first get rid of aome of the
old and false beliefs about theml

Read the Book that is helping thousands—" The Inner Myiterlea
of Rheumatism—Arthritis.*" ~ In" simple words this helpful Book
reveals startLing, proven facts that every sufferer should know!

The 9th edition is lust off the press and a free copy will be
mailed without obligation to any sufferer aendiog their addresa
promptly to the author, H. P. Clearwater, Ph. D.. 1916-H Street,
Hallowed, Maine.

Closing Out-Automatics
8 Shot-52 cal. No. 087
Pine blued finish: accurate |

hard shooting; well con-

structed; _smooth working;  good

qualltg Pocket size, 5Vs* overall
5 7.95
Colonlal M|I|tary Model 10

rice

5

Finest

shot _ Test ocket  size:

made; '7
“ Zehna" — $9.85; 8chmeUser — $10.95. Holster*

Open 75c; Flap—$1.25; Shoulder—$1.75. Ammunition—25 cat.
—t»5c; 32 cal—75¢c per box of 25. $2 Deposit required on C.0.D. s.
None told to minors. Bargain Catalog, S. & W., Colts, Rifles. Police
Goods, Badges, Air Guns. Telescopes, etc. Send Scstamp.

LEE SALES CO. (Dept. 8S) 35 West 32nd 8t., New York City

EN

Get rteo booklet about Zo-ak Tableta—the formula of well-known
New Tork physician created especially for men. Zo-ak contains
quick-acting legetable stimulants plus essential vitamin concen-
trates in adequate amounts to build up health and strength. Ask
for Zo-ak (blue boil at any good druggist, and write for free
booklet by registered physician. Sent ih sealed enrelope by

Zo-ak Company. 50 Wost 45 St, Dopt A, New York

WORLD* GREATEST atfateutuf

DRILLS— GRINDS— SANDS— SAWS
POLISHES— SHARPENS— CARVES 3
The new WHIZ ELECTRIC TOOL is the handi-
est, most useful power toot ever made Not a
delicate instrument but a real ugged tool,
equally effective for both power an precision
work. = Drills through *4 inch iron plate in 42
seconds or engraves intricate designs on i
jewelry. Handles any material: Metals—Woods |

—Alloys— Plasties—Glass— Steel—etc.  Saves \

time. 'Eliminates tedious labor. Plu?( |nto any

socket AC or DC, 110 volts.

pacity. Ball bearing _thrust. Powerful trlple geared

motor. “Worth its weight in gold,” to a mechanic or

handy man. stanbarRD MODEL, with normal speed (uses 59

different accessories, tf|nstan|t|y |nterchangeab|e) onlt:

oP A
:r 9r r?r%e = %“nl |§\e/§ (Lilgétlné heelfs mountecrbrus p'gi?h'ﬂ Wheal
St SR s P o e Kl R

U send C.O. D eslre 10 DAY TRIAL MO Y CK GUAR NTEE

Special “2- SPEED * MODEL combines Normal Speed and
igh Speed in one outfit (uses 200 accessories) only $8.95
complete, with above acceaeorles and carving bur "FREE.

PARAMOUNT PROD. CO., D«pt. 4-SS,40 W. 44th S 1, New Yoric

Stories

Avoid cuts and burns. During the
last week of December, 1938, and the
first half of January, 1939, be care-
ful in courtship. During the last
three weeks of February, 1939, busi-
ness, financial, environmental, and
travel benefits may be received. Love
and marriage interests can be ad-
vanced. During the first half of
March, 1939, business and financial
benefits may be received.

Class D 6th to

10th:

During the months from April to

natives— April

August, inclusive, be alert in employ-
ment matters. Do not be upset by
trifles. Keep your mind on your

work during working hours. Dur-
ing the months from June to Novem-

ber, 1938, and during March, 1939,
unexpected financial benefits may
come to you from time to time. Dur-

ing the months from June to Sep-
tember, 1938, and during February
and March, 1939, be extra careful to
avoid falls. Delays may occur in
business matters and in the carrying
out of some of your plans. During
the first half of April, financial bene-
fits may be received. During the last
three weeks of May, near relatives
will do you favors. During the

week in June and the first half of
July, mark time in home affairs.
Avoid cuts and burns. During the
last three weeks of August, love and
marriage matters will be under mixed
influences; some benefits may be re-
ceived, but mark time in matters that
do not go smoothly. During the last
week in September and the first half
of October, mark time in employment
matters. During the last three weeks
of November, mark time in love and
marriage matters. Avoid cuts and
burns. During the first three weeks
of January, 1939, be careful in court-
ship. During the last half of Febru-
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Over 350 men and women are needed at once tO open up tine-paving Coffee
Agencies right in their own home localities. If you are looking for a bona-fide
chance to make as high as $60.00 in a week, starting at once, this company will
send you everything you need, give you ail the lulp you require, and hack you
up with its proven successful plans. You risk no money. A chance to he inde-
pendent, work as you please, and make more than just a modest living. If you
want to know whether there is an opening for you in your own or nearby
locality, mail the Application below.

SEND NO MONEY

There is no money fee of any kind required wilh this Application. It merely tells us
Ilint you would consider running a Coffee Agency in your locality if we have an open-
iny; for you. You will lie notified bif ntnni mail whether your home locality is avail-
able. Then you eaji decide if the money-making possibilities look good to you. No
obligation on your part. Those who apply first will he given preference, so he sure to
mail your Application without delay—NOW! No letter is required, just the Appli-
cation. Mail at once to

ALBERT MILLS, Pres., 5223 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio

COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION

Na me
Write Your (Stall’ ™lctlif'l- Mr.. Mrs., nr Mis-
Full Name
and Address
Here tily ami Stair
How Much
Time Can You g ITLl. TIME: O [I'Altr TIME Full tirin' pays up to $.T, to $f10 in a week.
R Fait time, either diiiinii
Devote to Mark with an "X" Pings, pays up to $22.fill in a week.

0

Coffee Agency?

State Which la adilitiim In tliair rash raminy-s. wo offor imr ].r,ijurars a cash hnnits of $.>00.00 or
a iwaml-nttw, latast Imnlil Kuril Tailor Scilait, stall- which you would profor if you

Bonus You
Prefer—Cash
or Ford
Automobile

deride tn accept our offer. Mark 'X” before your choice.

O $500.00 CASH BONUS; O LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN

Can You Milrk " ilh :IM X" IT you fiinmii start at mice, state about when you will he able to start.

Start at Once? 0O YES; O NO

Al Applications Will Be Mail at Once to

Held Strictly Confidential

MPm NEK* WOMEN

Mail This Application At Once

ALBERT MILLS, PRESIDENT
5223 Monmouth Ave. Cincinnati, Ohio



ERE ARE THE FACTS! Sworn records show that
among independent tobacco experts, Lucky Strike
has twice as many exclusive smokers as have all

other cigarettes put together. These men are auctioneers,
buyers and warehousemen. They deal with all, but are
not connected with any manufacturer. They know tobacco
and they smoke Luckies... 2 to I!

Remember, too, the throat protection of the exclusive
process, "It'sToasted.” This process removes certain harsh
irritants present in all tobacco, and makes Lucky Strike
a light smoke—easy on your throat.

Copyright 1988 The Arrerican TobecooConpery



