


■watch for men. Charm

and color of natural

gold. Modern dial.

Leather strap.

$2.88 a month

Clipper—a 17 Jewel

FOUNDER.

you*

K14— Kent watch for men. 7 jewels Modern

$1.50 a month

Deot. 847-F

dial. Braided leather strap

M118—Bulova American

f KENT
' 2-DIAMOND 

baguette
Regularly $29.50
Now $19.75

PIO—Dainty Kent 
baguette. 2 select- 
ed quality dia­
monds. 7 jewel 
guaranteed move­
ment. Attractive 
link bracelet to 
match case.

$1.88 a month

SEND ME SM
y&ufi e/wiee ofitneAe

JEWELRY BARGAINS 
(mw MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

$29.75

' $29.95
A127 —Pretty 
engagement 
ring with 5 
d ia mo nd s. 
14K natural 
gold.

$2.90 a 
. month

gpSK $50
A535—SwornBl p e r ।e c

n diamond. 4
Z/7 other dia-

/y monds; 14K 
\A/ white gold. 

■•'? 7 Affidavit of 
Perfection with 

purchase.
$4*90 a month

A59/C40—Matched Bridal Ensem­
ble. 5 diamonds in each ring. 
Both rings 14K yellow gold. Amaz­
ing value at this low cn 
price. $5.15 a month. ’PSZ.bU

R117—Bulova's Goddess of Time—a 17 jewel 
watch with natural color rolled 
gold plate case.......... $29.75

$2.88 a month

'$1,.^$16.75
1-186—Heavy 10K natural 
gold ring for men. 2 initials 
and diamond on genuine 
black onyx. A real bargata.

$1.58 a month

£.W. Sweet 9nc.
MAILORDER DIVISION of Fl NLAY STRAUS

II67O BROADWAY-NEW YORK

FREE TO ADULTS
Complete Catalog of Dia­
monds, Watches, Jewelry 
and Silverware all on Ten 
Months Terms, sent FREE 
upon request.

10 MONTHS TO PAY
10 DAYS FREE TRIAL
I want you to examine your choice of these bar­
gains without risk or obligation on your part. I 
want you to prove to yourself that when you shop 
the Sweet way you save. Simply put a dollar bill 
in an envelope with your name, address and the 
number of article wanted. Tell me your age (must 
be over 20), occupation, employer and a few 
other facts about yourself. I'll hold this informa­
tion strictly confidential—no direct inquiry will be 
made.

Upon arrival of your order I'll open a 10-month 
Charge Account for you and send your selection 
for approval and 10-day trial. If you are not con­
vinced that you have effected a big saving—if 
you are not satisfied, send it back and I'll refund 
your dollar immediately. If satisfied, pay the bal­
ance in 10 small monthl^payments you will never 
miss. Send your order to<lay or send for our 
catalog.

SHOP the SWEET WAY and SAVE



DIESEL POWER
A COMING AMERICAN INDUSTRY

The internal-combustion engine represents 
man's supreme triumph of machine power. 
Diesel engineers are in great demand. Many 
are acquiring necessary knowledge through 
spare-time study of this modem L C. S. Course 
on Diesel engines. Free booklet]

ELECTRICAL ENGINEERING ® MECHANICAL ENGINEERING
— A Great Industry with a —A Field with a Future

»
 Great Future

The new course in Electrical Engineer­
ing covers this fascinating field thor­
oughly. If you are just starting or are 
partly on the way to a real paying po­
sition in this industry, this new course 

brings the broader knowledge necessary for advance­
ment. The coupon brings complete information.

This course has meant advancement 
to hundreds of ambitious men, mechan­
ics, draftsmen, blacksmiths, foundry­
men, patternmakers, apprentices, and 
mechanical engineers—men who wanted 
to get ahead and to earn more money. 
You will find, as they have found, that 
enrolling for an I. C. S. Course is an 
investment in a Bigger Future.

AUTO MOBILE EXPERTS
are always in demand

The rapid progress in manufacture and service of the modern automobile brings new opportu­
nities to thousands of ambitious and forward-looking men. There's always a demand for trained 
men. The new I. C. S. Automobile Course will make you a trained maul The time to act is now.

SL—1
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J. E. SMITH, President, National Radio institute 
The man who has directed the home study 
training of more men for the Radio Industry 

than any other man in America.

Be a RADIO and
Television EXPERT

Many Radio Experts Make 
S3O. *50.175 a Week

'Set Servicing
Spare time set servic­
ing pays many $5, $10. 
$15 a week extra while 
learning. Full time 
servicing pays as much 
as $30, $50, $75 a week.

Broadcasting 
Stations

Employ managers, 
engineers, operators, 
installation and 
maintenance men for 
fascinating jobs and 
payup to $5,000a year.

Loud Speaker 
Systems

Building, installing, 
servicing and operating 
public address systems 
is another growing field 
for men well trained 
in Radio.

HERE S PROOF
THAT MY TRAINING PAYS

$80 Monthly in Spare Time
*‘I work on Radio part time, still 
holding my regular job. Since en­
rolling five years ago, I ha vs aver­
aged around $80 every month.’’— 
JOHN B. MORISSETTE, 773 SU-
»er St., Manchester, N. H.

I WILL TRAIN YOU AT
Do you want to make more money? Radio 
offers you many opportunities to make good 
money in your spare time while getting 
ready for a full time job. Mail the 
coupon below. Find out how you can train 
at home to be a Radio Expert—and how 
you can get the training you need to cash 
in on Television's coming opportunities. 
You don't have to give up your job. leave 
home, or spend a lot of money. I will 
train you at home in your spare time.
Train at Home —Get Ready Now 

For Jobs Like These
Radio already gives jobs - to more than 
300,000 people. Radio broadcasting ata- 
tions, employ engineers, operators and 
station managers and pay up to $5,000 a 
year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays 
as much as $200 to $500 a year—full time 
servicing jobs pay as much as $30, $50, 
$75 a week. Many Radio Experts own 
their own full timo or part time Radio 
businesses. Radio manufacturers and job­
bers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, 
engineers, service men, paying up to 
$6,000 a year, Radio operators on ships 
get good pay and see the world. Automo­
bile, police, aviation, commercial Radio 
and loudspeaker systems offer good oppor­
tunities to well-trained Radio men. Men 
I have trained at home make good money 
in atf these branches o? Radio,
Television WHI Offer Many Good 

Jobs to Well Trained Men
In the past fifteen years, Radio has grown 
from an experimenter's plaything to one 
of the country's great industries. And 
Television today is as advanced as Radio 
was 15 years ago. Already millions of 
dollars have been spent developing Tele­
vision equipment. Television receivers have 
been built which produce images equal to 
home moving pictures. About twenty ex­
perimental Television stations have 
already been licensed. N.R.I. not only 
gives you the training you need to 
make good money ia Radio now, but 
in addition, gives you Television 
training which will help you cash in 
on the profitable opportunities coming 
with Television.
Many Make $5, $10, $15 a 

Week Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

But ran do not have to wait until

HOME IN SPARE TIME
Television arrives to cash in on my 
Training. You do not even need to wait 
until you have finished my Training in 
Radio and Television. Radio offers many 
good-pay opportunities NOW! Every neigh­
borhood needs a good spare time service­
man. The day you enroll I start sending 
you Extra Money Job Sheets. They show 
you how to do Radio repair jobs that you 
can cash in on quickly. Throughout your 
Training I send plans and ideas that 
have made good spare time money for 
hundreds of fellows.

My Money Back Agreement 
Protects You

I am so sure I can train you successfully 
that I agree in writing to refund every 
penny you pay me if you are not satisfied 
with my Lessons and Instruction Service 
when you finish. I'll send you a copy of 
this agreement with my Free Book. Special 
Radio Equipment which I supply gives 
you practical experience—I show you how 
to conduct experiments and build cir­
cuits which illustrate important Radio 
principles.

Find Out What Radio and 
Television Offer You

Act today. Mail the Coupon now for my 
64 page book, "Rich Rewards in Radio." 
It's sent free t.o any fellow over 16 years 
old. It describes Radio’s spare time and 
full time opportunities and those coming 
in Television: tells about my Training in 
Radio and Television; shows you actual 
letters from men I hvae trained telling what they 
are doing and earning. Find oat what Radio offers 
YOU! MAIL THE COUPON in an envelope, or 
pasta it on a penny postcard — NOW I
J. E. SMITH, Pres., National Radio institute

Dept. 7FD
Washington.

This Coupon is Good For . . . M 
One FREE Copy oF My BookMakes $50 to $80 a Week

*'I am making between $50 and ISO 
a week after all expenses are paid, 
and I am getting all the Radin 
work I can take care of. thanks to 
N. B. W. SPANGLER.
803 Walnut St.. Knoxville, Tenn.

Operates Public Address 
System

"I have a position with the Loi 
Angeles Civil Service, operating the 
Public Address System in the City 
Hall Council. My salary is $170 a 
month."—B. H. ROOD. B. US, 
City Hall, Los Angeles, Oabf.

a

STATE.

in Kadio

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7FB, 
Natleaal Radio Institute, Washington, O. C.
Dear Mr. Smith; Without obligating me, please send "Rich Rewards 
Radio" which points out the many spare time and full time opportunities 
Radio, and those coming in Television—explains how you train men at home 
their apace time tor Radi® and Television. (Please write plainly.)

NAME. .AGE.

ADDRESS-

CITY.



TFH3 
FREE! 

LANTERN
With Every 

2 Tires orderedWorld’s Lowest 
TIRE PRICES
thousands all over 
the U.S.A, vouch for 
the Long Hard Serv­
ice of our Standard 
Brand tires recondi­
tioned with high grade 
.materials and latest 

methods by our tire 
experts. Our21

Complete with bat* 
t»ri«e MM newest 
type reflector bulb. 
Keadv for instant 
use. StTvnF, steady 
light. Useful every­
where . O rderwow.years experience 

makes It possible to .
offer tires at lowest prices, with legal 

agreement to replace at price any 
tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service. 

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED I 
BALLOON TIRES REGULAR LORD TIRES tbaCiS Tira/ TtthM Size Tires Tubes Size Tires Tube# 
Sixs Riat lifts l wot 80x3X 52.35 jo.75 asx4H 53.45 ilis -----  -.a.kIX... 2 ^5 .85 34x4)4 3.45 L15

2J5 3*65
15 34x4 3.25 .85 33xfi 3.75 L45>6 3^4H 3 35 118 38«5._M®A-«

11x4
3tll6O-21 
28x4.75-19 
29x4.78-20 
MtLM-W 
50x5.60-20

525-17 
2815.25-18 
29x525-19 
30x525-20 
311525-21

880-17 
28x550-18 
28x560-10

500-17 
10x500-18 
31x500-19 
32x500-20 
83x6.00-21

.88 32x4 
iW 33x4

"heavy duty truck tires
__ (HighPreasuM)

• i Size TlrwTubes

»2x6:50-20 
_ <00.18

Hl us 
£i§

H‘ SaoTIrMTuia----------------------
LisSiS^S^S a So ““ 

« 32x0 7.95 2.75 - - -L?t 36x0 9.95 3.95 40x8 13.25 4
Lu TRUCK BALLOON TIRES

Buy—Read— 
Enjoy

LOVE STORY
MAGAZINE

Lit

i:St

38x7 10.95 2.85 
86x8 11.45 8.85

Size Tires Tubes
1.15 500-2053.75 1L65 7.-----
1.1S £m MWS J
1.25 7.00-20 5.95 2.W 8 00-20 1< 
- — 0.75-20 1.

ggsmsm
1.26

6.65

SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
<13.00 on each Truck Tire.) We ehip balance C. O. D. 
Deduct 5 per cent if cash is eent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces­
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW-GUARANTEED-

PERRY-FIELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328-30 S. Michigan Av., Dept.4642, Chicago, in.

NOW 10c
AT ALL NEWS STANDS

“GREASELESS” POTATO CHIPS “
Here’s your chance—a money-making business of your own. 
Turn potatoes into cash by making potato chips with my im­
proved outfit. Makes delicious, superior, "NON-GREASY" 
chips at low cost. A few hours practice does it. Begin any­
where—city, village, town. Wholesale or retail. Steady year 
’round business. Groceries, markets, restaurants, taverns do the 
retailing for you.

WE HELP START YOU IN BUSINESS
Great Quantities of chips are eaten daily. Profit large—unusu­
ally «o. You can start this money-making business on a "next 
to nothing" outlay of cash. Write for Potato Chip Booklet.
LONG-EAKINS COMPANY. G40-8 High St., Springfield. Ohio

RIG VA44* BOCK
CA2*1-—’p^^nating book on Scien­

tifically solved true crime 
eases sent absolutely free to those 
17. Also tells bow to get into

Scientific Crime Detection. Home Study. 
New opportunities. Travel. Steady Employment. 

Experience not necessary. Very easy terms.
SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC. 

C X 0 Nfe, J. I. Badtke, Pre., Dql 7F7, Baxi«tw, Wul VirgM

BE A 
Traffic Manager 

Big Pay—Big Opportunity
Big business needs trained traffic 
men and pays them well. Train in 
your spare time for this highly prof­
itable, growing profession. Low 
cost; easy terms.

Write now for valuable, interest­
ing 64-page book—FREE.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

Dept. 665-T, Chicago

The first—the 
best fiction 

magazine of 
its kind.

PUBLISHED WEEKLY

NOW 10c



MEN
An enlarged, Inflamed or faulty Pros­
tate Gland very often causes Lame- 
back, Frequent Night Rising, Leg Pains, 
Pelvic Pains, Lost Vigor, Insomnia, 
etc. Many physicians endorse massage 
as a safe effective treatment. (See 
Reference Book of the Medical Sci­
ences, Vol. VII, 3rd edition). Use 
“PROSAGER,” a new invention which 
enables any man to massage his Pros­
tate Gland in the privacy of his home. 
It often brings relief with the first 
treatment and must help or it costs 
you nothing. No Drugs or Electricity.

FREE BOOKLET
EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS

Who 
are 

Weak

na. w. n. smith 
INVINTOa

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-318, KALAMAZOO, MICH.

RAISLXNT FROGS
FREE 
BOOK

GOOD MARKET! WE BUT!
Frog legs in big demand. Good prices 

//^f the year round! Easy to ship!
W RIIV Sel1 to us in addition to •ID DI) 1 other waiting markets! 
Men & Women see »what others are 
doing. Small pond starts you. Free book 
explains unusual offer to beginners.

AMERICAN FROG CANNING CO. (Dept. 190-H) Hew Orleani, U,

TilT PC DON’T BE CUT 
II jd Until You Try This 
I I dl kkjf Wonderful Treatment

• for pile suffering. If you have piles in any 
form write for a FREE sample of Page’s 

Pile Tablets and you will bless the day that you 
read this.. Write today. E. R. Page Co., 
416-B11 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

.Guaranteed 4OPowertft4g
j Long DistanceTelescopee-^-^

zT Clearly bring distant objects close. Far away trabtecte magnified
/\ with this TESTED Super 40 Power Teteecope. Far away siid»t 
*__ *-______ become as clear an if you were on the spot when foevaed with

WINNERSCOPE. Seeclose-ap of the moon, star a, ships, sport event*, etc. Caa alao 
be used as a microscope for scientific observation. Makes objects ndlea away ap­
pear in front of you. A scientific achievement that defiee competition. Darably 
made, brass bound, 4 powerful lenses, 1 foot long closed, about 8 feet open. 
Made In U. S. A.

SPECIAL FREE OFFER. We will Include a genuine pocket telescope that cioewi 
to two inches, bite the vast pocket I Great for emergency Hights. Send No 
Money! Pay postman *2.48, phis postage, or send *2.48 with order and get poet- 
SVa vF'ol®c °* °'’S outsW« u- ®« *• M- WINN MFG. CO" Oept.T3112, 

ITCHIHG FEEFANb TOES
Relieve the intense itching of “ATHLETES 
FOOT,” kill the Fungus agent with FORD’S 
OINTMENT. Soothing, healing, acts quickly. 
Send 50c or sent C. O. D. Money refunded if 
not 100% satisfied.
FORD PRODUCTS, 711 Center St.. Bellevue,Ky.

_ ALGER DENTAL LABORATORY
••HeTBO-F IMZN.WaOabte CMcegB

inindti yearly. Le*. a, make 
e set of plates by our fit-by.

r«fanned. Write today for pricea. impceMfoa mate* 
rial and nformetioe to

JEETH
Save $10 to $50 
Investigate ovr prices before 
buying any false teeth. Lears

“0 have REDUCED 
MY WAIST 8 INCHES

WITH THE WEIL BELT"
»t. writes George Bailey

IF YOU DO NOT 
REDUCE YOUR WAIST 
THREE INCHES IN TEN DAYS

... if won’t cost you a penny I

•W

'..1

We have done this for thousands of 
others . . . we know we can do as 

much for you . . . that’s why we make 
this unconditional offer!
THE MASSAGE-LIKE ACTION DOES IT 
■ You will be completely comfortable 
and entirely unaware that its gentle pres­
sure is working constantly while you 
walk, work or sit. . . its massage-like 
action persistently eliminating fat with 
every move you make!

SMany enthusiastic wearers write that 
e Weil Belt not only reduces fat but it 
also supports the abdominal walls and 

keeps the digestive organs in place 
... and with loss of fat comes in­
creased end urance, pep and vigor! 
IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE 
M The Well Reducing Belt will 
make you appear many inches slim­
mer at once, and in 10 short days if 
your waistline is not actually 3 
inches smaller ... 3 inches of fab 
gone, it won’t cost you one cent I 
Don’t Wait. Fat la Dangerous 
■ Insurance companies know the 
danger of fat accumulations. The 
best medical authorities Warn 
against obesity, pon’t wait any 
longer, act today!

SEND FOR 10 DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER
THE WEIL COMPANY, Inc. S17. Hill ft.. New Haven, Cenn. 
Gentlemen: Sead me FREE, your illustrated folder describing 
The Weil Belt cad full details of your 10 Day FREE Trial Offer.

Name------------------------------------------- ----------
Address__________________________ _

Un Ceupen er Send Nam and Address cn Penny Pen Card



FALSE TEETH
60 DAYS 

TRIAL
I have thousands of 
satisfied customers 
all over the country 
Who could not af­
ford to pay big 
prices. I have been making dental plates

for many years, by mail. I guarantee you satis­
faction or they do not cost you one cent, and I 
take your word. Teeth made especially for you 
personally can be tried for sixty days. In one Penn­
sylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing teeth 
made by me. They are satisfied and have saved 
money.

SEND NO MONEY
My plates are very beautiful to look at and are con­
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. You 
can look younger- at once. They are made with 
pearly white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and 
guaranteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send

FREE one cent—just your name and ad­
dress, and we send free impression 
material and full detailed direc­

tions. Be sure to write today for my low prices and 
complete information. Don’t put this off. Do it today.

DR. S. B. HEININGER, D. D. S. 
440 W. Huron St., Dept. 651, Chicago, Illinois

NOW YOU CAN HAVE A NEW SKIN 
IN 3 DAYS* TIME!

GET THIS FREE
—and learn that what was considered impossible before—the re- 
moral of pimples, blackheads, freckles, tan, oily skin, large pores, 
wrinkles and other defects in the outer skin—can now bo done harm­
lessly and economically at home in three days' time in many in­
stances, m stated by legions of men and women, young and old.

It is all explained in a new treatise called
“BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS”

which is being mailed absolutely free to readers of this magazine. 
So worry no more over your humiliating skin and complexion or signs 
of aging if your outer skin looks soiled and worn. Simply send your 
name and address and name the skin blemishes which trouble you 
most to MARVO BEAUTY LABORATORIES, Dept. 381 -H, No. 
1700 Breadway, New York, N. Y., and you will receive this new 
treatise by return mall in plain wrapper, postpaid and absolutely 
free. If pleased, tell your friends about it.

IT’S FUN LEARNING 
MUSIC THIS QUICK WAY
in your own home—no teacher

Yes! There’s a way of learning music other than 
spending years of study and practice. Remember, 
more than 700,000 men and women have already 
studied this modern, simple method ! Learning musie 
this modern U. 8. School of Music Way is easy— 
fascinating—like playing a game.

You learn right in your own home—without a 
teacher, in your spare time at an average cost of 
only a few cents a day. First you are told what to 
do—then a picture shows you how to do it—then you 
do it yourself and hear it. You learn real tunes from 
the start.

Free Booklet and Demonstration Lesson
Decide now to play your favorite instrument. Send 

for the Free Booklet and Free Demonstration lesson 
explaining this method in detail. Mention your fa­
vorite instrument. Instruments supplied when needed 
—cash or credit. <J. S. School ot Music, 3593 Bruns­
wick Bldg„ New York City.

Scientifically Correct

YOUR STARS
WITH FORECAST FOR THE FUTURE

BY JUNIUS B. SMITH

This is not just another 
book on astrology. It is 
the result of almost a 
lifetime spent in the col­
lection of data to prove 
that there is a connec­
tion between the stars 
and our daily lives.
No matter when you were born, this book 
will give you valuable information which will 
be of great help to you in the conduct of 
your affairs.
This is not quackery but science.
This book will be sent postpaid upon receipt 
of twenty-five cents by the publishers.

YOUR STARS
STREET & SMITH PURLICATIONS, INC.
79 SEVENTH AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y.



Kidneys Must 
Clean Out Acids

The only way your body can clean out Acids and 
poisonous wastes from your blood is through 9 million 
tiny, delicate Kidney tubes or filters, but beware of 
cheap, drastic, irritating drugs. If functional Kidney 
or Bladder disorders make you suffer from Getting Up 
Nights, Nervousness, Leg Pains, Backache, Circles 
Under Eyes, Dizziness, Rheumatic Pains, Acidity, 
Burning, Smarting or Itching, don’t take chances. 
Get the Doctor’s guaranteed prescription called Cys- 
tex (Siss-Tex). Works fast, safe and sure. In 48 
hours it must bring new vitality, and is guaranteed 
to do the work in one week or money back on return 
of empty package. Cystex costs only Sc a dose at 
druggists and the guarantee protects you.

Classified 
Advertising

Detectives—Instructions

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Work homo or travoL 
DETECTIVE particulars free. Experience unnecessary. Write. 
GEORGE WAGONER, 2640-A Broadway, New York.

Patents Secured

PATENTS—Reasonable terms. Book and advice free. L. F.
Randolph, Dept. 513, Washington, D. C.

Help Wanted—Instructions ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
FOREST JOBS AVAILABLE I125-J175 MONTH. Cabin. Hunt, 

trap, patrol. Quality immediately. Write Rayaon Service C-5». 
Denver, Colo.

Sire B x 10 InehM or smaller if do- 
aired. Same price for full length of 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of group picture. Safe return of 
original photo guaranteed.

47‘
3 for $1.00

Foot Remedy

ATHLETE’S FOOT CURED QUICKLY. Soni atty cent, tor 
complete treatment. Box 313, Highland Park, Illinois.

SEND NO MONEY
and within a week you will receive your beautiful 
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. Pay postman 47c plus 
postage —or sand 49c with order and wo pay postage. Big 
16x20*inch enlargement sent 0.0.D. 78c plus postage 
or send 80c and ws paypostaga.Take advantage of this amaz­
ing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted.

Photo Finishing—Developing

AT LAST! All your prints in natural oalor. Amazingly beautiful. 
Roll developed, 8 natural color prints. 25c. Reprints. 3c. Fast 
service. Natural Color Photo, C-95, Janesville. WLs.

Newly Discovered Hormone 
Helps Men Past 40

It*o a hormone used by many doctors here and abroad to 
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Carola went over to where Nap and Priscilla were 
dancing. "Mind if I borrow my husband a moment, 

Priscilla?” she asked.



By Phyllis Cordon Demarest

C
AROLA PEMBROKE had the 
face of a blond angel, and the 
temperament of a spoiled brat. 

Your first impression was of hfige blue 
eyes, which were likely to remind you 
of nothing so much as a midnight sky 
in the tropics. Then you had a charm­
ing glimpse of a brief nose, a smooth 
skin with a decidedly golden tint. But 
only if you happened to be extra ob­
servant, did you notice that the beauti­
fully curved mouth was a shade too full, 
a shade too rebellious for perfection.

To be honest, Carola’s nature was 
an exact replica of her own Grandfather 
Pembroke’s—stubborn, self-willed, im­
petuous, and at the same time incongru­
ously generous, loyal to an extreme.

Not that Carola ever stopped to ana­
lyze these things or anything else. Her 
life was too full, with too rapid a sweep 
for that. She either did something, or 
she didn’t. She wanted something— 
and she got it.

At the moment, however, surprisingly 
enough, Carola hadn’t gotten what she 
wanted. And Carola, in consequence, 
flinging out of the law offices of Spratt 
& Philipps, was ready to turn New York 
upside down. She plumped herself 
down in the cushioned corner of her 
shining dark limousine, crossed her long, 

slender legs, and ordered peremptorily: 
“Drive! Just anywhere, Douglas!” 
And while Douglas drove, through 

the winter fairyland of Central Park, 
Carola thought.

She thought long and hotly. Why on 
earth had Grandfather Pembroke had 
to pick on two old fools like Ellery 
Spratt and Wilton Philipps to be her at­
torneys and guardians ? It was too ridic­
ulous ! Didn’t they realize that the 
thousand-dollar-a-month allowance they 
doled out to her under the terms of 
Grandfather Pembroke’s will, simply 
wasn’t sufficient for her social position 
and needs?

The more she thought about it, the 
more incensed she grew. Why, it was a 
positive struggle to keep up with the rest 
of the set! She recalled plainly old El­
lery Spratt’s long-nosed, long-faced re­
fusal to her demand for a larger allow­
ance.

“I’m sorry, Miss Pembroke, there’s 
nothing we can do about it. Your 
grandfather----- ”

Trust Pemby to do that—tie up his 
millions in knots so that only a measly 
few thousand a year leaked through into 
her eager fingers!

Disconsolately, Carola stared at Doug­
las’s straight back. Douglas, she thought 



absently, had nice shoulders in the slim- 
fitting blue chauffeur’s uniform. She 
could almost envy the nonchalant man­
ner in which he drove. But Douglas, 
of course, hadn’t any monetary worries 
hanging over those nice shoulders of his.

Carola stopped thinking about Doug­
las and started concentrating on Pemby’s 
will. Four years since she’d heard it 
read—she had been at finishing school 
then, and far too sincerely broken up 
over Pemby’s death to pay much atten­
tion to the actual terms. But now, her 
ey$s narrowed suddenly. She was back 
in the offices of Spratt & Philipps—she 
remembered herself, a tall, gangling 
young thing, weeping. And into her 
mind came a dim flash, a sonorous voice 
rumbling:

“------a thousand dollars a month un­
til she reaches the age of twenty-five, or 
such time as she shall marry, when the 
handling of my entire fortune shall re­
vert to her------”

Yes, of course, that was it! That was 
what the will had said I And Carola’s 
eyes, from narrowed blue slits, became 
suddenly wide, gay. Carola’s blond head 
jerked backward and her laughter rang 
out. There was a way, after all, to beat 
the two old fools, a way to gain control 
of the bulk of Pemby’s fortune.

She was still smiling as she leaned 
forward, tapped slim, white-gloved fin­
gers against the smooth glass. Douglas 
half turned, and she caught the even line 
of his profile. She nodded her head, and 
he pulled up instantly.

Carola got out, ran around, opened 
the door of the driver’s seat. She got 
in calmly. Twin jubilant little devils 
danced in her eyes.

“Don’t look so ungodly surprised, 
Douglas. I want to talk to you.”

“Yes, Miss Pembroke,” said Doug­
las, and started driving again. But the 
wondering look didn’t leave his face.

Carola stole a glance at him. Two 
glances. The second one convinced her 
of a quite amazing fact—Douglas was 

good-looking. Funny she’d never no­
ticed before how very even his features 
were, the nice way his dark hair grew at 
the temples, made a frame for his 
bronzed face and deep-set black eyes. 
And he was tall, too. Not that it really 
mattered.

“Douglas,” she began, and told her­
self hurriedly that it was ridiculous to 
have qualms regarding one’s own chauf­
feur, “Douglas, are you married?”

“No, Miss Pembroke.” He was driv­
ing now with his old composure.

Carola drew a long breath. “Then,” 
she said, slowly, “will you marry me?”

The wooden exterior cracked. Doug­
las’s head swung around sharply, and he 
turned startled black eyes upon her. 
Somehow, under that frank, piercing re­
gard, Carola discovered she had the 
grace to blush,

“Oh, I know,” she said, hastily, “it 
must sound crazy to you. But you see, 
it’s very important to me and—well, 
anyway, will you ?”

For an instant, Douglas reminded her 
of a drowning man trying to catch his 
breath. Then he asked, abruptly:

“Is that a question, Miss Pembroke, 
or a command?”

Carola thought a moment. “A com­
mand,” she said then, brazenly. She 
waited, anxious.

Somehow, she couldn’t quite read 
Douglas’s expression. Was it docility 
that lurked there ? Or—this seemed in­
credible—amusement? Then he was 
nodding his dark head tranquilly.

“Very well, Miss Pembroke. If that’s 
the case—you understand that in my 
position as chauffeur——”

“Yes, of course,” Carola assured him, 
eagerly. “Quite I”

Douglas sighed, eyes fixed straight 
ahead. “And with jobs hard to find 
these days:—well, even though it is a 
sort of peculiar request, Miss Pembroke, 
I don’t think I ought to refuse.”

“Certainly not, Douglas,” Carola 



agreed, a trifle impatiently. “And by 
the way, what is your first name?”

“Er—Nap, Miss Pembroke.”
Carola didn’t blame him for looking 

uncomfortable. She giggled.
“Short for Napoleon?”
“My father,” Douglas began, apolo­

getically, “was a great admirer of------ ”
“Never mind,” Carola cut in, and 

added magnanimously: “Arid, Nap, 
you’d better call me Carola from now 
on.”

“Yes, Miss—I mean, Carola.”
Carola laughed. She was feeling very 

gay and very satisfied.
“Nap, have you any idea how one goes 

about this marriage business?”
“No, Miss—Carola. But I can find 

out.”

TVTAP did find out. With the result
™ that three hours later an elated 

Carola stalked triumphantly into the 
offices of Spratt & Philipps, Douglas, 
uniform and all, in tow.

“Afternoon, gentlemen,” she said, 
breezily. “So glad I managed to catch 
you together. Come here, Nap.” As 
Douglas obeyed with the alacrity of an 
automaton, Carola slipped her arm 
through his. Her smile was wide, dis­
concertingly charming. “Dear Mr. 
Spratt, dear Mr. Philipps, I want you 
to meet my husband.”

Mr. Spratt stared. Mr. Philipps 
stared. Finally, Mr. Spratt mumbled, 
unbelievingly:

“Your—your husband?”
“Certainly,” said Carola. She made 

a grand flourish with her hand. “Of 
course, I don’t blame you for being sur­
prised, but when love comes------” She
sighed, fluttered her lashes sweetly. 
“Or have you forgotten? Anyway, 
Douglas and I are married. We’re go­
ing to be very happy, aren’t we, Nap 
dear ?”

“Yes, Miss—I mean, Carola,” Doug­
las returned, obediently.

Mr. Spratt and Mr. Philipps were 
looking at each other now.

“Ahem------” Mr. Philipps coughed.
“Well, as you say, my dear Miss Pem­
broke, when love comes------ Only,
wasn’t it a little sudden?”

“It’s the influence of the modern 
world,” Carola explained, smilingly. 
“You know, you pop a nickel into an 
automat and get a cup of coffee. Well, 
you pop two dollars into the hand of a 
country judge, and get a marriage. A 
surprisingly legal one, too.”

Mr. Spratt and Mr. Philipps, who 
lived in a world of their own, eyed her 
somewhat uncomfortably. But, Carola 
told herself, she exulted in their disap­
proval.

“Now,” she added, ever so softly, 
“there’ll be no more arguments about 
my allowance, will there? Because un­
der the terms of grandfather’s will, the 
bulk of his fortune reverts to me when 
I marry.”

Was it only her imagination, dr did 
Douglas start a trifle beside her? Ca­
rola, regarding the two old gentlemen in 
triumph, was paying scant attention to 
Douglas.

Mr. Philipps said slowly, carefully: 
“The bulk of your fortune, Miss Pem­
broke? Why, the fact is, I think you’re 
under some slight misapprehension——”

Every fiber in Carola’s slim body sud­
denly stiffened. She stared.

“Get it out!” she commanded. “What 
the dickens are you trying to say ?”

Mr. Philipps looked at Mr. Spratt 
helplessly. Mr. Spratt shrugged.

Mr. Philipps got it out, finally. “Un­
der the terms of your grandfather’s will, 
Miss Pembroke, when you marry, I’m 
afraid the bulk of his fortune reverts to 
your husband!”

Carola’s eyes turned suddenly to twin 
bits of blue glass. What on earth was 
the matter with the room? Why, it 
was walking around her!

She heard herself gasp, as if from a



great distance: “To—to my husband! 
But that’s impossible—ridiculous-----

“Nevertheless, it was Mr. Pembroke’s 
wish. No doubt he felt you were too 
young to be tr—I mean, bothered with 
the handling of so huge a sum and------”

But Carola wasn’t listening. She was 
feeling behind her for a chair, sitting 
down in it, dazed, bewildered with shock. 
When she could think again it seemed to 
her so entirely like Pemby that she told 
herself bitterly she might have known. 
They had adored each other, but that 
hadn’t stopped them from fighting like 
cat and dog. The wily old man, know­
ing full well her own impulsiveness, her 
extravagance, had actually preferred to 
trust his money to a stranger-----

As through a dream, she could hear 
Mr. Philipps going on:

“Your husband, Miss Pembroke—no, 
Mrs. Douglas, of course—will be in 
charge of your money from now on. 
Under, Of course, our jurisdiction. A 
reasonable allowance is to be set for 
you by him.”

Why, Carola, thought vaguely, with 
increasing horror, hadn’t she listened 
more carefully four years ago? The 
will must read: “Or such time as she 
shall marry, when the handling of my 
entire fortune shall revert to her hus­
band.” Good heavens, how had she ever 
come to miss that last all-important 
word? Perhaps, somebody had coughed. 
Perhaps-----

But it was no good worrying about 
that now. All she could do at the mo­
ment was stand helplessly by, watching 
with angry, bitter-filled eyes while the 
tall figure of her chauffeur coolly signed 
papers the two lawyers handed him. 
Watched Douglas virtually gain control 
of her destiny.

Then, slowly, she felt the color re­
turning to her cheeks. Felt warmth and 
life seeping back into her. After all, 
wasn’t she taking the whole affair too 
tragically ? Surely, she needn’t expect 
much resistence from her chauffeur! 

He’d never dare to refuse her demands 
and Pemby’s fortune would be hers to 
do with as she chose anyway!

Yes, of course! Relief flooded 
through her and her eyes, bright-blue 
slits, smiled.

QHE was still smiling when she sat at 
the head of the long dinner table that 

evening in her own spacious dining room. 
The table itself gave out a shimmering 
display of ruby crystal and silverware, 
the hot expensive scent of roses. And 
Carola, slim and cool and shining, herself 
in white-and-silver, eyed the open won­
derment in her guests’ faces with a tiny 
secret thrill of amusement.

“Please,” she begged, “don’t every­
body stare at Douglas as if he were 
something out of the zoo. He’s really 
quite human, I assure you!”

“Don’t tell me you ran out of men, 
Carola!” That was Priscilla Whitely’s 
familiar drawl.

Chet Somerset chuckled. “Maybe 
there were thirteen of us and she’s su­
perstitious !”

Carola smiled. But she reserved her 
very sweetest smile for Priscilla, per­
haps because she loathed her so cor­
dially. She had never quite been able 
to forgive Priscilla for being dark and 
ravishingly attractive and a widow all 
at once. In their crowd, Carola consid­
ered Priscilla the one definite threat to 
her own golden charms.

“Wrong,” she laughed, “all of you!” 
She turned her head to where Douglas 
sat, wearing an immaculate tuxedo and 
an air of wooden grandeur, beside her. 
She reached for his hand gayly. “Dear 
people, from now on you’re going to 
have to address me as Mrs. Douglas!”

There was a chorus of frankly ex­
pressed amazement. Carola’s finger 
nails pressed sharply into Douglas’s 
hand, and as if he understood some gal­
lant gesture was expected of him, the 
ghost of a smile touched his firm mouth, 
and he lifted her fingers to his lips.
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Suddenly, over the ex­
cited chattering, the voice 
of Nona Somerset, Chet's 
young wife, rose in ill- 
concealed astonishment.

“But good heavens, Ca­
rola, isn’t Douglas your 
chauffeur ?”

Priscilla’s lilting laugh­
ter rose. “My dear Nona,” 
she drawled, “do you have 
to be so uncommonly tactless?"

Nona looked as though she were about 
to cry. Her round baby face puckered. 
Carola slid into the breach smoothly.

"Oh, he was! But------”
“When love comes,” Douglas said

-suddenly, in her ear.
Carola turned her head sharply. 

“Shut up!” she whispered, fiercely. She 
smiled down the long table. ' “Of course, 
we expected a nine days’ wonder------”

“And we,” Chet put in, shaking his 
head, “have grown to expect almost any­
thing Of you, Carola 1 Douglas, old man, 
allow me to proffer you my most sym­



pathetic congratulations on capturing 
the craziest young woman alive!”

“Thank you,” said Douglas modestly, 
and Carola kicked him.

“Of course, we all congratulate you,” 
said Priscilla. “Do you know, I never 
realized it, but Douglas must be a most 
exceptional one-armed driver. By the 
way, Douglas, have you a first name?”

Douglas turned his dark gaze se­
renely on the dashing young widow.

“Certainly, Mrs. Whitely. You may 
call me ‘Nap.’ ”

“There!” said Carola. She looked at 
her husband, beaming delightedly. “Isn’t 
that nice of him, Priscilla?”

“Very,” agreed Priscilla, but her 
smile wasn’t altogether as captivating as 
usual. “Positively intriguing.”

It wasn’t until then that Carola real­
ized that of all her guests, one person 
alone at the table had remained curi­
ously silent. Down at the far end, young 
Barry Vines sat moodily twirling his 
wine goblet. There was something in 
the droop of his brown-blond head, the 
forlorn expression of his sensitive mouth 
that shot a faint pang through Carola’s 
heart. She hadn’t, she thought a trifle 
regretfully, meant to hurt Barry.

She didn’t get a word with him until 
they were all in the living room. Carola 
lit herself a cigarette, watching Barry, 
while a servant set up two bridge tables.

"Ten of us,” Chet announced. “We’ll 
have to cut in.”

“I’m not playing,” said Carola quickly.
“Nor I,” said Barry, looking at her.
Chet turned to Nap. He was leaning 

against a comer of the open fireplace, a 
tall, slim black-and-white silhouette in 
the lamplight. Of them all he seemed 
the most nonchalant, at ease.

“Of course,” said Chet, the least bit 
too breezy, “you play contract, old 
man ?”

Nap looked at him an instant, hard. 
Then he smiled. “Why not?”

Priscilla’s long fingers lifted the ivory 
cigarette holder from her bright mouth.

“I told you,” she said, smiling, “Nap 
had hidden accomplishments.”

As the others sat down at the two 
tables, Barry moved swiftly to Carola’s 
side.

“I must talk to you,” he said, low.
For an instant the large hazel eyes re­

minded her more than ever of a wor­
shiping Airedale. Then she slipped her 
arm through his.

“All right.”
A minute later they were facing each 

other in the delightful book-lined room 
that was Carola’s library. In the dim 
light of the golden lamp Barry looked 
somehow younger, more boyish than 
ever.

“Carola------” he began.
“Yes, I know.” She perched herself 

on Pemby’s old oak desk, swung slim 
legs, smiling. “How could I ?”

Barry’s hands lighting a cigarette were 
not quite steady. “Exactly.”

“Blame it on Pemby.” She shrugged 
lovely bare shoulders. “He tied up his 
money so I couldn’t reach it, and I 
thought I’d fool him by getting married, 
only------” She broke off, lips com­
pressing.

The flame in Barry’s fingers died 
slowly. He stared. “You mean to say, 
you married your chauffeur for money, 
when you could have----- ”

“Married you for the same reason,” 
Carola said softly. She shook her blond 
head. "But you see, I knew you hap­
pened to be in love with me, Barry. It 
would have been—well, a dirty trick, I’d 
say.”

Barry went on staring at her and the 
something not quite decipherable in his 
eyes made Carola shift her own gaze, 
the least bit uncomfortable. Then, ab­
ruptly, he was straightening his slim 
shoulders.

“You were right.” There was a 
sharp, alien bitterness in his tone. "I 
do happen to be in love with you. And 
I’ve stood by, ever since I’ve known you 
and watched you do a lot of crazy things, 



Carola. But this last gesture—or should 
I say jest?—well, I don’t think I can 
quite forgive you that.”

He turned on his heel and without an­
other glance, walked from the room.

Carola sat perfectly still where she 
was. Only her legs had stopped swing­
ing. And for just an instant she wished 
she could wipe that misery from Barry 
Vines’s eyes, from his soul.

But she knew then that she couldn’t. 
Barry was a dear, the sort of person 
she might have wished a brother to be. 
But love? Well, Barry just wasn’t the 
type, that was all.

And Carola closed her eyes, and won­
dered with a tiny wistful rush if she’d 
ever meet him, the sort of man she could 
fall in love with. She didn’t know what 
he’d be like exactly. Except that he’d 
have to be strong and have character and 
make her respect him above heaven and 
earth.

TOY midnight the last of her guests 
were gone. And Carola, who had 

been waiting impatiently for this moment 
all evening, threw back her shoulders 
with strange zest, lifted her gaze, firm, 
resolute to Nap Douglas’s face.

‘‘Just a moment, Nap!” And as he 
looked at her, dark brows raised ques- 
tioningly: ‘‘I want to talk to you. 
There’s the matter of my allowance to 
be arranged. I shall want five hundred 
a week.”

Both hands slid slowly into his trousers 
pockets. “So?” he said, after a mo­
ment. “Sorry, Carola, I’m afraid that’s 
out of the question. Your present al­
lowance seems to me ample.”

Carola’s eyes opened, round. Had 
she heard aright? Was he actually re­
fusing her?

She drew in her breath sharply. 
“How dare you ?” she said, low.

Nap took his hands out of his pockets. 
His fingers lighting a cigarette were 
brown, slender.

“ ‘A reasonable allowance to be set 

for her by her husband,’ ” he quoted, 
lightly.

“Yes, but------” Carola broke off,
suddenly. For the first time, looking at 
him, she saw him actually as an indi­
vidual. Hitherto, he had been merely 
a convenience, to be molded, tempered 
to her will. Now------ She sat down
very slowly, very oddly. Then, all at 
once her eyes shot fire, her hands 
clenched in her white chiffon lap. Her 
voice came, iced: “We may as well 
settle this once and for all, Nap. If you 
imagine for one instant you’re going to 
crack the whip over me----- ”

“It is settled,” Nap said calmly. “You 
get two-fifty a week.”

“Oh!” She was on her feet again like 
an angry white flash. “You—you ” 
She choked, trailed off.

Nap smiled. “You’re sputtering.” 
Then he nodded, understanding^. “Of 
course, it is annoying to have one’s 
chauffeur dictate to one.”

Somehow, she managed to gain con­
trol of herself again. Her head jerked 
up, imperious, haughty.

“Not in the least!” Her lips nar­
rowed, bitter-sweet. “You see, there 
are very simple ways and means of get­
ting rid of chauffeurs!”

Nap was blowing beautiful smoke 
rings. He nodded agreeably. “Natur­
ally. Now a husband—well, he’s a little 
more difficult to fire.”

“Not so very much more difficult,” 
Carola assured him acidly. “All one 
really has to do is grab a train for 
Reno!”

She faced him, head still flung high, 
triumphant. She meant that last with 
all the passionate spirit of her mettle­
some nature. She hadn’t anticipated 
this nor anything like it from Nap Doug­
las. But as long as he thought he could 
play the demigod over her-----

Nap was staring at her queerly. Ca­
rola didn’t quite like the way his dark 
eyes narrowed, nor the set, cool look 
about his mouth.



"So, that’s what you mean to do, Ca­
rola? Grab the train for Reno?”

“The first train,” she returned smugly. 
“Bright and early in the morning!” 
And her eyes taunted, mocking, derisive.

Nap tamped out his cigarette as if it 
were the most important thing in the 
world. It was so important, that he 
didn’t even look at her.

“In that case,” he remarked, an in­
stant later, “I shall be forced to cut off 
your allowance entirely.”

Carola stood still. For ten seconds 
the room was tinged with a bright rosy 
hue. Then, before it could return to 
normal again, she heard her own voice, 
furious, palpitating:

“You’d never dare!”
Nap looked at her then. His chin 

had a firm aggressive thrust.
“Why wouldn’t I? I’ve already 

Spratt & Philipps’s word they’ll support 
me in all my actions.”

She said nothing—for the simple rea­
son that she could find nothing to say. 
The utter intolerability of the situation 
was eating into her. More than that, 
she felt her own helplessness at this 
surprising and totally unexpected dis­
play of force. She looked at this—this 
nobody standing there, with the colossal 
effrontery to defy her, and fury bit deep 
inside her.

“I’ve changed my mind,” she an­
nounced, suddenly. “I won’t go to

Reno. I’ll stay right here and divorce 
you in this State.”

Imperturbably, Nap ran long fingers 
over the back of the silk couch, picking 
up and dispensing with imaginary bits 
of fluff.

‘‘My dear Carola, may I remind you 
that the only grounds for divorce in 
New York happen to be adultery?”

She bit her lip. “Well?”
“And that needless to say I don’t in­

tend to supply you with them?”
“Don’t you?” said Carola, a trifle 

vaguely. She sat down again, perhaps 
because her slim legs refused longer to 
support her. Then she ground out, bit­
ter: “Just—just what do you hope to 
accomplish from this ridiculous, arro­
gant show of mastery?”

His smile came, baffling, enigmatic. 
“I’m not quite sure. But did you ever 
read 'The Taming of the Shrew’ ?”

She laughed, brittly. “I didn’t know 
servants read Shakespeare!”

Nap waved his hand. “Night school,” 
he said, apologetically.

Carola stood up. She wasn’t getting 
anywhere. She realized it and her pique 
knew no bounds.

“Good night,” she said abruptly, and 
walked from the room, head high.

A moment later she closed the door of 
her own lilac-and-gold bedroom, stood 
against the maple paneling, and felt her 
shoulders give a peculiar shudder. It 
was as if they were shaking off some 
altogether alien and sinister influence.

She slipped off her dress, let it lie 
on the floor. Flimsy silken undergar­
ments followed. Then she stood a mo­
ment, a georgette robe flung over her 
satin nightgown, looking at herself in 
the mirror.

What was the old saying? When an 
irresistible force meets an immovable 
object------ Well, one of them just gave
way, that was all. And most certainly, 
it wasn’t going to be little Carol at In 
the morning, refreshed, she would find 
some manner of-----



She started, incontrollably. Behind 
her, a light tap had come on the door, 
followed by its opening and closing. She 
spun around.

Nap stood there, hands thrust deep 
in the pockets of his dark robe. Before 
she could utter a word, he had taken a 
few paces forward, was picking up her 
dress and undies from the floor.

“Tchk-tchk!” His tongue clicked 
against his firm white teeth. “Don’t tell 
me I’ve married an untidy creature 1”

Carola looked as though a board were 
holding her slender shoulders in place. 
But she was so angry that she was trem­
bling.

“Get out!” she said, between her 
teeth. “Have you forgotten that you're 
my----- ”

“Husband,” he finished, grinning. “I 
ceased being your chauffeur this after­
noon, my dear Carola. But perhaps,” 
he suggested amiably, politely, “you’ve 
forgotten this happens to be our wed­
ding night?”

Despite his amiability, despite his ob­
vious veneer of politeness, a tiny shud­
der went through her frame.

’“You’re shivering,” said Nap. He 
had stepped very close to her now, and 
suddenly Carola could not move.

Not for the world would she have 
admitted, even to herself, that dim ter­
ror and sheer panic were running rife 
in her. But she couldn’t quite keep 
that stark look out of her eyes.

“You’re frightened,” Nap said, then, 
and added softly: “Aren’t you?”

Her chin lifted, but it was an effort. 
“I can take care of myself!”

He looked down at her, and for just 
an instant she felt as though those dark 
eyes must be boring clear through her, 
to the quaking horror beneath. Then 
he laughed, curiously.

“Of course!”
And then, quite suddenly, she was in 

his arms. She felt the smooth feel of 
his robe against her trembling body, the 
strong rippling muscles of his arms hold-
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ing her. And Carola couldn’t breathe. 
She knew the swift agony of nightmare, 
of not being able to cry out, of feeling 
incredibly dazed, helpless. Then his 
mouth came down upon her own, claim­
ing it in a fierce, primitive fashion that 
seemed to take the last spark of life from 
her shivering body.

A long time Nap’s lips claimed hers. 
And even more than that—her emotions. 
She was conscious of an upheaval, a 
strange, restless urge and excitement 
that had nothing to do with terror, 
within her. It was as though that kiss 
were heady, intoxicating wine and, not 
used to its feverish effects, her feelings 
were running wild, rampant.

Then, Nap had let her go and the 
mesmerism—for surely it had been that 
—was passing. Yet her eyes still saw 
him as through a haze.

"Good night, Mrs. Douglas,” he said, 
ever so softly, and turned sharply on his 
heel. The door closed behind him.

In a flash, she was across the room, 
the key turned under her trembling fin­
gers. She leaned against the door, 
burning, choking.

TIN the morning, at the breakfast table, 
when she determinedly announced 

they would go to Europe on a honey­
moon, her lip curling over the word, Nap 
calmly shook his head.



“Why not?” she demanded, bridling. 
Then she took firm control of herself. 
“After all, we’ve got to keep up appear­
ances.”

To her surprise, he agreed with her 
there. But she couldn’t shake him on 
the Europe idea. That was definitely 
out. He gave no reason.

“How about your place in the Adiron- 
dacks ?” he asked presently. “We could 
run up there—just the two of us, no 
servants.” He smiled. “Don’t you 
think a husband and wife ought to get 
to know each other?”

Carola didn’t think so. She said as 
much. “If you think,” she added, dis­
paragingly, “that I’m going to cook for 
you----- ”

“Well,” said Nap, quietly, “I think 
you’re going to learn.”

Carola opened her mouth wide, ready 
to issue another burst of heat, and then, 
abruptly, closed it.

“Very well,” she said, after a mo­
ment, with such surprising sweetness, 
that Nap stared at her oddly. “Of 
course, Nap, if you think it’s best we 
go to the Adirondack^----- ”

And that was all. Within two hours 
their packing was done, and they were 
on their way. They had taken Carola’s 
small car, and Nap was driving. All 
the way along, she kept up a running 
chitchat of talk and Nap listened. Only 
his eyes, glancing at her now and again, 
wondered a little at the brightness of 
her own.

He didn’t have to wonder, finally. 
At Danley, the nearest village to Ca­
rol’s place, she calmly suggested they 
stop for gas.

“You needn’t bother about supplies," 
she added, carelessly. “Mrs. Beams 
always sees there’s a good stock kept at 
the lodge. All we need is butter, milk 
------” She broke off suddenly, and 
Nap, as though instantly alert, followed 
her gaze. “Why, there they are!”

“There who is ?” he demanded, 
quickly.

Carola turned to him, smiling. “Why, 
the folks I invited to join us, Nap! You 
see, I thought after a while, we’d be 
horribly bored------”

“Quite,” said Nap, grimly. Nothing 
more.

Then Carola was leaning out of the 
car, hailing the big car parked across the 
way in the narrow village street.

“Chet—Barry! Hello, there!”
They, came running over instantly. 

Chet and Nona, Barry and------ Ca­
rola’s eyes narrowed ever so faintly 
with displeasure as they took in the tall 
figure of Priscilla Whitely, managing to 
look incredibly slender and charming 
despite its bundling of expensive furs.

“Greetings, every one!” Carola’s wave 
was gay, light.

“Greetings, newlyweds,” Chet grinned. 
“Say, what kind of a honeymoon do you 
call this? Why, when Nona and I 
were------”

Priscilla’s voice cut in, easily: “Incur­
able romanticist! This is honeymoon 
a la mode—right, Carola?”

“No,” said Carola, very sweetly, “just 
in the usual original Pembroke manner. 
Oh, Nap, will you run over and get 
those things, please?”

“With pleasure,” said Nap, and 
sounded disconcertingly convincing.

“I’ll go with you,” Priscilla offered 
quickly, and slipped her arm through 
his, as he jumped lithely from the car.

Carola’s eyes watched the two tall 
figures crossing the street, but she said 
nothing. Trust baby-faced Nona Somer­
set to do that.

“Carola, dear,” Nona squeaked, low, 
“I hate to mention it, but hasn’t Pris­
cilla rather got her talons out?”

Chet laughed swiftly. “Don’t worry, 
darling! If she has, she’ll get them 
clipped all right!”

Carola turned suddenly to Barry. 
“Barry dear, I simply must get some 
things at the drug store.”

And as they moved off together, she 
glanced up at him fondly. “It was swell 



of you to come, Barry. Then you have 
forgiven me?”

He looked down at her, and for just 
an instant the set expression in his eyes 
tormented her.

“You know the old story,” he said, 
forlorn. “ ‘A fool there was------’ ”

“You’re sweet, Barry,” she said, on a 
sudden grateful rush. Then her brows 
came together, perplexed. “But did 
you have to bring Priscilla?”

“I’m afraid so.” He shrugged. 
“Vivian Astley couldn’t make it.”

Not, Carola told herself fiercely, that 
it mattered.

It was almost dark before they were 
comfortably ensconced at the lodge. 
After their long ride in the cold, in­
vigorating air, the big living room, with 
the bright-figured rafters overhead and 
the blazing fire in the open grate, seemed 
drowsily soothing. To Carola’s sugges­
tion that they send for the servants, as 
long as there was going to be a party, 
Nap had moodily given way, telephoned 
to New York.

She had to admit though, he didn’t 
look moody dancing with Priscilla to 
the soft strains of the radio. He looked 
—well, definitely alive, interested. And 
for some reason or other, Carola walked 
to the big bay window, stood staring 
out, an annoyed frown creasing her 
blond brows.

From behind her, Barry strolled up, 
stood close. “Dance, Carola?”

“No, thanks.” She shook her head, 
not turning.

Barry waited a moment. Then: 
“Look here,” he said, and his voice 
sounded the least bit embarrassed, 
“you’re not letting Priscilla’s stupid ob­
viousness get you down ?”

“Of course not.” Carola shrugged. 
“She’s only doing it, hoping to annoy 
me.” She turned her head then, looked 
at him, and her eyes gleamed all at 
once. “I assure you, darling, she isn’t 
succeeding!”

“No,” said Barry. Then after an­

other pause: “Do you want me to go 
and get her away from Nap ?”

Carola’s chin jerked up. “I thought 
I told you this marriage was purely one 
of convenience. Nap is perfectly free 
to do as he likes, provided------” She
did not say any more, but turned back 
to the window. “Barry, look at the 
snow. I don’t ever remember seeing it 
fall so heavy and fast before.”

“Nor I.” He peered out into the thick 
whiteness. “The wind is howling like 
a banshee, too.”

Within an hour the storm which had 
been brewing outside broke. Giant 
flakes of snow came down in rhythmic 
sheets, the wind lashed at the windows, 
shook them angrily; then, unable to gain 
admittance, wailed like a lost soul.

Nona, curled up on a ’cushion before 
the fire, giggled delightedly.

“Oh, a blizzard! What fun!”
Priscilla’s dark eyes, slumberous 

above her cocktail glass, went to Nap, 
his tall figure bent over, busy feeding 
more logs to the flames.

Her voice, with its careful musical 
drawl, came softly. “More fun,” she 
said, “then I’ve had in ages.”

Carola, concentrating on fifteen-card 
rummy with Barry, said: “I’ve got a 
dream hand, Barry—fifty cents, please, 
darling.”

The telephone rang stridently. Nap, 
nearest to it, picked it up.

“Hello? Yes—what?” He waited, 
listening. Then he turned, looked over 
at Carola. “It’s Mrs. Beams—she and 
the others are in Danley. She says 
they’ve been advised the roads are pretty 
bad, considered dangerous. She doesn’t 
think they ought to leave Danley to­
night.”

Carola, sorting cards, shrugged. “We 
can manage till morning.”

Nap nodded, spoke into the mouth­
piece. “Mrs. Beams, you can------” Ab­
ruptly, he broke off. Carola, watching 
from the corner of her eye, saw him 
stiffen a little. “Hello—hello!” Nap



was yelling suddenly. “Hello, there!” 
Then he set the receiver slowly back in 
place again.

All at once the room was strangely 
hushed. There was only, the sound of 
the wind, the crackling of the logs, and 
a waiting, sinister silence.

“The lines are down, 
Nap said quietly.

“Perhaps,” Nap suggested 
amiably, politely, “you’ve 
forgotten this happens to be 

our wedding night?”



TN the morning, the blizzard was still 
raging. But for the most part they 

had accepted the fact of being snowed-in 
in the spirit of an adventure. After all, 
they had plenty of wood, a fair amount 
of food supplies in the way of canned 
goods, and there was the radio to dance 
to, cocktails to mix and sip at one’s 
leisure. All in all, Carola thought, it 
was rather a lark.

During the day, oddly enough, she saw 
little of Nap. Or perhaps, not so odd, 
because Priscilla was seeing a good deal 
of him. When Nap went into the 
kitchen to prepare food, it was Priscilla 
who volunteered to help. When he 
went down into the cellar to get wood, 
it was Priscilla who offered to lead the 
way with the flashlight.

But if Carola thought anything when 
the two dark heads were held close to­
gether in laughter, she said nothing. 
Mentally, she assured herself Priscilla’s 
particular brand of flirting was to be 
shrugged aside. Yet the fact that she 
knew she was constantly having to shrug 
it aside became gradually annoying.

By evening she hardly knew what was 
the matter with her. Before dinner was 
over an hour she had snapped at Barry 
quite unnecessarily three times. Play­
ing cards with him again, she lost con­
sistently. And to top all, it seemed as 
though her nerves were becoming more 
jagged by the moment.

"This damn snow!” she said, sud­
denly, and pushed aside the cards. 
"Now I know how Sadie Thompson 
felt in ‘Rain’!”

"Drink?” Chet Somerset offered.
She shook her head, pulled her white 

wool sweater down over her slim green- 
skirted hips.

"I don’t mind the snow,” Chet assured 
them. “Not while this brandy lasts.”

"And you’ve got me,” Nona 
prompted, swiftly.

“And Priscilla’s got Nap,” Carola 
thought suddenly. She glanced over to 
where the two dark figures made a 

single graceful stem, dancing together. 
All at once she rose, walked across the 
hardwood floor.

“Cut,” she said briefly. “Mind if I 
borrow my husband a moment, Pris­
cilla?”

The brown-black eyes with the almost 
Oriental lift at the corners smiled their 
most honeyed look.

“Not in the least!” Priscilla’s laugh 
was rich, warm, but its dart was deep. 
“Thanks for taking him off my hands, 
darling. I really need a rest!”

For just an instant, Carola’s eyes, fol­
lowing the lovely slim figure disappear­
ing through the door, blazed blue fires. 
Then she was slipping easily into the 
circle of Nap’s embrace, feeling once 
again the ripple of those strong arms 
about her.

“By the way,” she said casually, after 
a moment, “aren’t you rather letting 
Priscilla make a fool of you ?”

“I wasn’t aware of it.” Nap’s voice, 
as he twirled her lightly round, was 
equally casual.

"Every one else is.” Despite herself, 
her tone was sharp.

Nap shrugged, “You’re pretty well 
occupied yourself.”

She knew he meant Barry. But how 
explain to him that she was merely 
sorry for Barry, while Priscilla----- -

"Priscilla is an extremely intelligent, 
interesting young woman,” Nap said.

And Carola retorted, privately: 
"She’s an artful, scheming minx I” 
Aloud, she said:

"Every man thinks a woman interest­
ing when she puts herself out to go 
after him.”

Nap looked down at her, his mouth 
amused. “What do you suppose she’s 
after? My money? As a matter of 
fact, she’s been kind enough to offer to 
get me a job in her father’s firm.”

Carola’s eyes opened. “You intend 
to work?”

“Certainly,” he retorted, irritated.



“Did you expect me to live on your 
money ?”

Carola didn’t know what she’d ex­
pected. But one thing she was fast 
learning—you could always trust Nap 
to do the unexpected.

Presently, she was dancing with 
Barry. Then the orchestra played a 
rhumba, and she and Chet staged an 
exhibition dance. When she looked 
around again, breathless, laughing, Nap 
was gone.

He was gone some considerable time. 
So was Priscilla. And after a while, 
when they didn’t come back, Carola 
heard herself saying carelessly:

“Think I’ll go paint a new face on 
me.”

But outside in the hallway, she made 
no effort to mount the stairs. Instead, 
she walked softly along to the den. 
The door of the small book-lined room 
was open, ajar. Voices and soft laugh­
ter issued. And Carola, shoulders 
squaring oddly, paused outside.

From where she stood she could see 
quite clearly into the room. Priscilla 
sat, or rather half-reclined, on the big 
leather couch. A book was turned face 
down in her lap. And Nap’s tall fig­
ure was bending over her, his hand tilt­
ing back her provocative oval chin. His 
white teeth gleamed in his dark face an 
instant. Then Carola heard his deep 
laugh.

His eyes stared down intently at the 
warm crimson promise that was Pris­
cilla’s mouth.

“All right,” he said softly, “you’ve got 
me, you siren. You know that, don’t 
you ?”

Priscilla nodded, smiling. Even from 
where she stood, Carola could see the 
bright light of triumph in her eyes.

“Perfectly, darling!”
Suddenly, Priscilla’s arms went 

around Nap’s shoulders. Her fingers 
were white red-tipped flowers at the 
nape of his neck. Then, still smiling, 
she was pulling his dark head down to 

her own. With a sudden flash of pas­
sionate abandon, her mouth claimed his.

Outside, Carola moved swiftly, turned, 
as though some force apart from her 
own will was urging her to blot out that 
sight. Without quite realizing what she 
was doing, she walked into the kitchen, 
stood there a moment, staring into space.

It was ridiculous, of course. She 
wasn’t jealous. Nothing of the sort! 
What she really felt was merely a right­
eous indignation, because, after all, Nap 
was her husband and Priscilla------

Priscilla, Carola thought, teeth 
clenched, was a despicable, outrageous 
flirt. And for just an instant she re­
membered the way Nap had kissed her, 
Carola—had he kissed Priscilla in that 
same disturbing fashion?

And suddenly, looking down, she saw 
that the knuckles of her slim fingers 
were white over the back of a chair.

“I’ve been looking for you, Carola.”
She spun around. Barry was stand­

ing on the threshold of the big kitchen. 
He came toward her slowly, grave-eyed, 
looked down at her.

“Do you know I haven’t had a word 
alone with you since we came here ?”

“Haven’t you?” Her laugh sounded 
shaky, a little too high-pitched.

For a moment Barry said nothing. 
Then his voice came, gently: “You 
know what I want to say to you, don’t 
you, Carola? You know that I want to 
ask you to give up this ridiculous mar­
riage and—and marry me, as you should 
have done in the first place.”

Carola stared up at him. As she 
should have done in the first place. 
After all, wasn’t Barry right? Wasn’t 
this whole marriage of convenience a 
crazy childish prank from the very be­
ginning? One that was fast turning 
into a stupid farce ?

“Carola”—Barry took her hand, held 
it, patient, adoring.

She closed her eyes suddenly, feeling 
a little faint, a little tired. Barry was 
good. He was sweet. He loved her. 



There would be no Priscillas in his life. 
Then she was opening her eyes again, 
staring up into the earnest, boyish face 
above her.

“Dear Barry,” she said softly. “Give 
me a little time, will you? I think you 
may be right.”

Then, as his arms would have swept 
around her joyously, she shook her head, 
and still smiling, left him.

(O AROLA did not know how long she 
had been lying there, wide-eyed, 

watching the steady white drifts falling 
against the window. But it must have 
been some considerable time before the 
piercing screams arose, cut through the 
quietness of the darkened house, leaving 
a shrill trail of lurking terror.

She was out of bed in a bound, feeling 
for her robe without even bothering to 
turn on the light. The shrieking had 
stopped now, but the wailing wind 

seemed to have picked up its echo, was 
flinging the sound back mockingly.

Then she was out into the hall. At 
the far end, some one switched on the 
light. A slender, boyish figure came 
toward her swiftly.

“Barry!” she choked. “What—what 
was that?”

He was frowning as he reached her. 
"I don’t know. It sounded like screams 
from Chet and Nona’s room. Dearest, 
wait here.”

He thrust her aside as she would have 
followed, shook his head. A moment 
later, she saw him knock peremptorily 
on the door of the Somersets’ bedroom, 
disappear within.

Then, at a sound behind her, she 
spun around. The door beyond her 
own room had opened. Priscilla, a tall, 
graceful shadow in shimmering black, 
stood there. And behind her, in the 
room, a taller figure—Nap!

TO BE CONCLUDED.

Shopping List

R
OUGE, lipstick, nail polish------”

Lady, if they sell in stores
The things that make you what you are, 

The bill for sex appeal like yours
Will be too much for me, by far.

“Hammer, tacks, dish pan----- ”
Lovely, this sounds energetic!

Why the hammer, why the pan?
You make me feel so sympathetic, 

I think I’ll be your handy man!

“Ask about picture frame------”
No need to frame your photograph

In something new or something smart;
You’ll find your picture—please don’t laugh— 

Already framed within my heart!
Alan Cornell.



y j< ''■(HERE are hundreds of attrac­
tive young men in this world who 

JI- would jump at the chance of be­
coming your boy friend. These young 
men are, many of them, exactly the type 
of boy you’ve dreamed of; any one of 
them would be able to fulfill your most 
cherished dreams and ideals of romance, 
make your heart sing!

This is not fantasy; it is a fact. The 
world is composed of hundreds of mil­
lions of people of every imaginable type, 
and there is a certain type of boy that 
would fill the bill perfectly so far as you 
are concerned. A boy who likes the 
same things you do, who has the same 
ideals of love and romance, who is 
suited to you in every respect.

And not only are these desirable 
young men existing in the world at this 
moment, but they are dreaming of find­
ing a girl like you! For boys, as well 
as girls, have their secret ideals of love 
and romance. And, what is more, there 
are many of these young men—boys who 
would be ideal for you—living right in 
your own community! You may have 
passed them often on the street.

This article will proceed to show you 
exactly how you can meet them. How 
you can, with absolute certainty, ac­
quire all the new boy friends you want, 
and how you can eventually, with equal 
certainty, meet the one boy in the world 
who will keep your heart turning de­
lightful somersaults to the end of your 
days!

And it is not Cupid who will bring 
this about for you, but rather cold­
blooded, scientific Mr. Law of Averages!

Have you ever had the pleasure of 
meeting Mr. Law of Averages? If you 
haven’t, it’s time you should, because 
he, and not Cupid, has been arranging 
your love affairs for you! And chances 
are he hasn’t done too good a job of it ; 
but if he hasn’t, don’t blame him too 
harshly. He can’t do much without your 
help—with your help, he’ll accomplish 
your heart’s desire for you!

T\T OW let’s take a good look at Mr.
Law of Averages and see how he 

has been busily arranging your affairs 
for you:

How many boy friends have you at



this moment? Take a slip of paper and 
write down their names.

Let us say, just for the sake of a fig­
ure, that you have ten of them.

How did you meet them?
The answer is—by accident.
You happened to be at a party, and a 

certain boy happened to be there. You 
were introduced, and you found that you 
were attracted to each other, and you 
became friends. Or you happened to 
have a girl friend who happened to have 
a brother, and she introduced you to her 
brother. Or some boy you knew intro­
duced you to one of his boy friends, and 
you and that boy became interested in 
each other.

In the course of your life you’ve met 
a large number of boys, but you were 
not attracted to most of them, and most 
of them weren’t attracted to you. You 
weren’t their type, and they weren’t 
yours. Perhaps, altogether you met 
two hundred boys of all types; some 
were tall, and some were short; some 
were thin and some were fat; some were 
homely and some were breath-takingly 
handsome; some were al­
ready in love with some 
other girl, and some were 
not; some you liked, and 
some you didn’t

But of this total num­
ber of boys you met, 
from the time that you 
first became interested in 
boys, a certain percent­
age clicked with you, 
more or less, and you 
with them. Mr. Law of 
Averages saw to that.

If altogether you met 
two hundred boys, and

By Harold S. Kahm

if at the present moment you have ten 
boy friends, it means that five per cent 
of all the boys you met became your per­
sonal friends. Five out of every hun­
dred. That is your personal average of 
hits.

IC’VERY girl in the world who has any 
boy friends has established her own 

average, or coefficient, for making 
friends. She met a certain number of 
boys altogether—boys of every type— 
and of this total number, a definite per­
centage became friends.

Let us say, then, for the sake of ex­
ample, that your own percentage is five 
out of a hundred. Of every hundred 
boys you met, five became your friends.

Do you know what this means to you ? 
It means just this: That if you want to 
acquire five new boy friends you can 
do so by going out and meeting one 
hundred boys. And that if you meet one



hundred boys, you are certain to ac­
quire about five new boy friends from 
among them!

Does the idea of deliberately setting 
out to meet a hundred new boys seem to 
you to be a most difficult and impossible 
undertaking? Forget it! It’s as sim­
ple as ABC.

There are at least seven definite ways 
to meet numbers of boys:

1—Parties: Give a party and invite 
a number of girls of your acquaintance 
and ask each one to bring a boy. Do 
not invite girls who are “going Steady" 
with their boy friends, but rather girls 
who are most likely to invite any nice 
boy they happen to know, and who, very 
likely, you have not already met. The 
girls you invite will, many of them, give 
parties and invite you in return for your 
having invited them, and at each party 
you may meet anywhere from one to a 
dozen boys.

2—College classes: If there is any 
special subject in which you are inter­
ested, such as amateur dramatics, his­
tory, literature, social work, psychology, 
painting, or any other subject under the 
sun, you can join a class-—either day or 
evening—and you will immediately come 
into contact with young men. A large 
proportion of the girls who attend co­
educational colleges do so not because 
they really wish to learn, but for the 
sake of the social contacts college affords. 
Send for the bulletins of the schools and 

colleges in your community and look 
them over. Select one or two interest­
ing subjects and join those classes. 
Special students, including adults, are 
welcomed at almost every educational 
institution.

3—Church: Every church has young 
people’s organizations to which every 
one is welcomed. These organizations 
often sponsor special groups for such 
activities as amateur dramatics, book 
reviews, et cetera, and as a member of 
any of these groups—or several of them 
—you are thrown into intimate contact 
with other young people. If the church 
which you would normally attend does 
not have a membership of the sort of 
young men you like, try a different one; 
you’ll be welcomed everywhere.

4—Dances: If you like to dance, at­
tend dances freely, particularly dances 
that are sponsored by clubs, churches, 
and organizations. It is almost impos­
sible for a girl to avoid meeting new 
boys at dances.

5—Clubs and Organizations: Every 
town and city in the country abounds 
in clubs and organizations of every sort 
imaginable. No matter what your in­
terest may be, there are clubs of boys 
and girls devoted to that interest. Do 
you enjoy hiking? There are hiking 
clubs galore. Do you like the theater? 
There are Little Theater groups in every 
community. Do you enjoy skating? 
There are skating clubs. Is your hobby 
bridge? There are bridge clubs by the 
dozens. Even the purely women’s or­
ganizations such as the Y. W. C. A., 
and the women’s divisions of fraternal 
organizations such as the Eastern Star 
are valuable because they constantly ar­
range joint meetings with the men’s 
organizations, give parties, and sponsor 
dances and other entertainments.

Pay a call to the society editor of your 
local newspaper. Explain that you 
would like to join some good clubs, and 
ask her advice. The average society 
editor is fully informed about every kind 



of club and organization in the city, and 
she will gladly give you all the informa­
tion and assistance that you may need. 
It’s as simple as that!

6—Travel: If you can afford to 
travel, take boat trips whether on the 
Great Lakes, or across the ocean, and 
you’ll find it a charmingly simple mat­
ter to meet interesting young men. 
There is a magic about shipboard life 
that makes it the simplest thing in the 
world for people to make friends.

7—The friends of your friends: A 
considerable number of the new friends 
you acquire will introduce you to their 
friends, and in this simple way you can 
meet any number of additional boys. 
Every new person you meet and be­
come friends with may be the means of 
your meeting a dozen more. And here 
is an interesting fact concerning this— 
you will almost never meet some one you 
like through some one you don’t like. 
Birds of a feather flock together. If 
you like a certain boy, the chances are 
you’ll like most of his friends. If a 
certain boy you meet is of a type you 
dislike, rest assured most of the friends 
he will introduce you to will be of that 
same type.

T\TOW for the next and most im- 
portant step:

Buy a tiny notebook. Every time you 
meet a young man who is at all inter­

esting, put down an “X” in your note­
book.

By the time you have one hundred 
“X’s” in your notebook you will have 
absolutely and certainly acquired a cer­
tain number of new boy friends. Per­
haps a dozen. Perhaps more than that. 
Perhaps two or three. It all depends 
upon what Mr. Law of Averages has to 
say about it in your especial case. But 
you can depend upon this—that very 
obliging gentleman will not fail you. 
Just as surely as you live and breathe, 
meet one hundred new boys, and you 
will have met among them a certain num­
ber who will attract you strongly, and 
who will be equally attracted by you, 
and who will enjoy nothing better than 
your society.

It wouldn’t matter if you were as 
homely as a mud pie, or so difficult to 
please that scarcely any one has ever 
attracted you; it doesn’t matter if your 
heart is breaking because of some un­
returned love; nothing matters. Noth­
ing can prevent you from meeting boys 
who will sweep you off your feet, and 
who will be unable to sleep nights for 
thinking of you if you meet enough boys.

Don’t allow anything to discourage 
you or deter you from your purpose. 
See to it that you meet at least ten new 
boys each week. Just give Mr. Law 
of Averages a chance, and he won’t fail 
you. Don’t be discouraged because your 



notebook is filled with sixty-seven marks 
and you still haven’t acquired a single 
new boy friend. The sixty-eighth boy 
you meet may be the one you’ve dreamed 
of all your life! The one who is destined 
to give you all the delightful romance 
and happiness a girl could wish for!

It requires no more effort than to 
make use of the simple, easy methods 
of meeting people enumerated here. 
Use all these methods, not just one or 
two of them. Leave no stone unturned. 
The faster you meet your hundred young 
men, the sooner you’ll have acquired 
your new boy friends. And remember, 
you don’t have to make any effort be­

yond exposing yourself to new people. 
The boys you meet will make the ad­
vances ; all you have to do is to be your­
self, and expose yourself to enough 
people; Mr. Law of Averages will do 
the rest!

And remember this: You can’t fail! 
You couldn’t fail if you wanted to! Not 
as long as you keep filling your magic 
notebook with “X’s.” If you stop meet­
ing new people, of course, that is an­
other story; stop meeting new boys and 
Mr. Law of Averages will stop, too. 
But persist, and you can acquire all the 
new boy friends you want, and one of 
them, sooner or later, will be Mr. Right!

The Night Wind
A WIND-FLOWER loved the sweet night wind 

That swayed her to and fro,
But he wooed too gently to suit her haste

For, oh, she loved him so!

She said to a violet growing near, 
“He’s too old to love, I know;

He’s been alive since the world began
In the dim, far long ago.”

The night wind heard her whispered words 
And he cried aloud: “Oho!”

Then straightway bent her to his will— 
The flower that loved him so.

He clasped her close in a fierce embrace 
Nor would he let her go,

“When I’ve grown too old to love,” quoth he, 
“I shall be too old to blow."

Ina Roberts.



By CYNTHIA THORNE

I
ENORE lay back on the sun­

warmed ledge, looked up into the 
blazing blue of the western sky, 

and realized that within one short week 
she would be back in New York, the 
bride of Marvin Tree. She had been 
afraid of this separation, afraid of all the 
miles between England and the Rocky 
Mountains, but his cable, that morning, 
had settled her fears. Marvin was com­
ing home. In a few days she would 
see him, and the day after his arrival 
would be their wedding day.

“Am I intruding or poaching or any­
thing?’’ asked a cheerful male voice.

Lenore sat up abruptly. “It’s not 
my mountain.”

“I’m Tim Rafferty. In case you’ve 
forgotten, we danced together at the Elk 
Valley Ranch last week. And you’re
Lenore Atkins.”

“What a memory 1”
“Not at all. What Irishman could 

forget hair like honey, eyes like morn­
ing-glories, cheeks like the wild prim­
rose, a figure-----

“Let’s skip the figure, Mr. Rafferty,” 
laughed Lenore, forgiving his impudence 
because of the twinkle in his dark-blue 
eyes. She remembered his face with its 
strong features under curling black hair. 
“Are you enjoying your vacation?”

“Well enough, but a little solitude goes 
a long way with me.” He offered her a



cigarette and sat down on the ledge be­
side her as though they were old friends. 
“In case you want to know more about 
me, I'm an engineer, a trouble shooter, 
for a big chemical company in Chicago. 
I dash around from one factory to an­
other around the country. I’m single, 
and usually sober. O. K. ?”

“It sounds all right. I’m just a girl 
from New York staying in that big log 
house down there with Rena Tree.”

“Then you ought to know the way 
up to the lookout on this mountain since 
it’s right in your backyard. Wouldn’t 
you like to show me the trail ?”

It was as simple as that. When they 
reached the tower at the top they found 
a sheltered spot out of the wind where 
they could watch the changing shadows 
of the clouds over the valley. There they 
talked some more, and he was reluctant 
to leave her when they finally returned 
to their starting point.

“How about a ride to-morrow?” he 
suggested. “Shall I ride around by your 
place about three ?”

“I don’t think you’d better,” she said 
slowly. “You see, I’m engaged to Mar­
vin Tree. He’s in Europe.”

A sudden shadow wiped all the 
laughter from his eyes.

“We’re leaving the day after to-mor­
row,” she added, “and as soon as he 
gets back I’m going to marry him.”

“I see, But there wouldn’t be any 
harm in one ride, would there?”

“Rena wouldn’t understand.”
“Then why not just ignore Rena and 

meet here quite by accident?” He saw 
her hesitate and did not press her. “I’ll 
be here anyway and you come if you 
can.”

IT RENE TREE, twice divorced, was 
■a- dark, chic and disillusioned. Al­
though she was just Lenore’s age, the 
dark circles under her eyes at luncheon 
that day made her look much older.

“My heavens, what a head after last 
night!” she moaned. “I asked that 

awful Jerome couple over this afternoon 
and now I have a cocktail party on in 
the village. Can you take care of them 
for me?"

“I’m sorry, Rena,” said Lenore, to 
whom this had happened too frequently. 
“I’m going riding this afternoon. Do 
you remember an engineer named Raf­
ferty ?”

“And how long has this been going 
on ?”

“Nothing’s going on. He asked me 
and why shouldn’t I go ?”

“That’s just too sweet! Nice way 
for a girl to behave in her fiance’s own 
house!"

“If I were ashamed of it, I wouldn’t 
have told you,” said Lenore hotly. “He’s 
perfectly harmless and I intend to keep 
the date.”

“Marvin would appreciate that,” 
snapped Rena, looking out the window 
at the clouds gathering over the valley. 
“Well, I hope you get drenched.”

If Lenore had not been so annoyed, 
she might not have started in the face of 
that angry sky, and her face still was 
shadowed as she rode up to the ledge 
where Tim was standing, hatless, beside 
his horse.

“Scared of the weather?” he asked, 
smiling.

“No.”
“Then what’s the matter?”
“Just a little opposition, but never 

mind. I think if we follow the Thunder 
Lake trail we could find a shelter cabin 
at the timber line in case the storm hits 
us.”

Little was said as the black horse and 
the pinto plodded softly over moss and 
pine needles, occasionally striking iron 
against a stone. The forest was still, 
at first, until the first soft patter of rain­
drops, with a faint rumble of thunder. 
Far off, down the valley, threads of 
lightning lay against the mountainside.

“You don’t want to go back, do you?” 
asked Tim.

“No. This is my last day.”



A smile of understanding flashed be­
tween them, and after that the rain 
hardly mattered. They were wet when 
they reached the cabin, and a cold wind 
was blowing through the gnarled trees to 
the rocky wastes above. They led their 
horses into the tin-roofed shed where the 
rain hammered noisily. In the rude 
cabin they built a fire with wood pro­
vided for just such 
chance visitors. The 
rain turned to hail, 
pounding on the frail 
roof, turned to snow 
and was silent, but 
the wind shrilled 
through the cracks, 
and shook the old 
cabin on its stone 
foundations.

“What a lonely 
place,” exclaimed 
Lenore, warming her 
hands at the stove.

“Lonely, but I like 
it. Don’t you?”

“Yes, but I don’t 
know just what I’m 
doing here, Tim.”

“Taking stock of 
the future, perhaps ?” 
he guessed shrewdly. “The world you’re 
leaving. The world you’re going into. 
How does it look?”

“I don’t know.” She shivered a lit­
tle. “They say a girl always has cold 
feet before she actually stands up and 
says ‘I do’.”

“Would you have cold feet if you 
were marrying me ?”

“What a question! I suppose not. 
You’re a reckless sort of person, Tim, 
and any one who loved you would have 
to love you quite recklessly, too. How 
does it happen you have never mar­
ried ?”

“Oh, I live a crazy sort of life, on 
the road most of the time. And I’ve 
never seen a girl I wanted to spend the 
rest of my life with before.”

“Thank you,” she said lightly, but she 
found his dark-blue eyes deadly serious. 
The quick pounding of her heart startled 
her. “I really am worried now about 
the storm, Tim. We’d better start back 
or it will get dark.”

“As soon as the worst of this blow 
is over,” he agreed. “It hasn’t really 
hit us with its full force as yet.”

CHE was glad 
enough to stay 

longer, for the out­
doors with its re­
sounding, Tolling 
thunder, its steady 
flash of lightning, 
coming closer and 
closer, was anything 
but tempting. They 
found some coffee on 
the shelf, and with 
the intimate fra­
grance of fresh 
boiled coffee, they 
talked. She told him 
about her job, how 
it felt to work after 
knowing wealth as a 
child, how surprised 
both Marvin and she 

had been the day she reported for work in 
his office and they recognized each other 
as former neighbors in Bar Harbor. But 
not very much was said about Marvin. 
Instinctively, they both avoided his 
name. The light was dim as they sat 
together on the rude bench in front of 
the stove, and the reflection of the red 
flames from the slotted draft played on 
their faces.

“Lenore,” said Tim deliberately, and 
in his tone was the tenderness, the 
vibrant sympathy that she had felt well­
ing up between them, “I am quite serious 
when I told you a little while ago that 
you were the girl I’ve been waiting for.” 

He mustn’t touch me, she thought 
fearfully, not even the slightest brush of 
his hand.



“Please, Tim. Don’t!” Her voice 
was low, frightened.

“Don’t worry. We’re cut off from 
all the rest of the world here, but I 
wouldn’t take advantage of that. Just 
tell me honestly------”

The room was dazzling white with 
lightning, rocked by a loud crash of 
thunder.

“Tim!” she cried, grasping his hand 
in panic. His arms went around her 
and in terror she clung to him for a 
minute.

“It’s all right now. It just scared 
me for a minute,” she said uncertainly, 
drawing away. But Tim held her close.

“Lenore, darling, I love you. You 
know it and you could love me. You 
don’t want to marry this man. You're 
not sure. You’re not happy with his 
people. If you were sure you’d know it.”

She did not resist his hard lips on 
hers, nor struggle against the strong cir­
cle of his arms. The lightning flashed 
again, the rain beat on the roof, and 
through a crack a thin trickle dripped 
sizzling on the stove.

“Please, Tim," she pleaded. “I don’t 
know what I’m doing.”

“Poor child, you were terrified,” he 
said tenderly, releasing her, but still 
holding her hand.

“That bolt struck so close,” she shud­
dered.

“I’m not sorry, Lenore,” he said 
slowly. “Are you? I think, though, 
that I’d better go out and check up on 
our horses.”

The room seemed dark and empty 
when he had gone,- and she was glad 
when he threw open the door again.

“They’ve gone! Broke loose. Must 
have stampeded at the big crash. I’ve 
got to look for them.”

“I’ll go, too.”
“No. You stay here. You might get 

lost, too, and it’s not long till dusk.”
Turning up his collar, he strode off 

and slie watched, through the dirty win­

dow as he vanished into the gray veil of 
rain. Below them was the maze of 
twisted trees, above them, the wilderness 
of boulders. Suppose he should get lost. 
Suppose she was left alone. Suppose 
------ She turned resolutely away from 
the window and busied herself straight­
ening the cabin. She ran to the door 
when she saw him coming, almost an 
hour later, but his face was somber.

“No trace of them. They may have 
gone home.”

“Then we’ll have to walk. We’d bet­
ter start.”

“I’m not so sure, Lenore. It’s raining 
harder now. It’ll be black as pitch be­
fore we’re halfway down that trail. We 
haven’t any flashlight.”

“You mean we’ll have to stay here!”
“It’s up to you. I don’t think we can 

keep to the trail in the dark and it’s no 
tea party to get lost in the dark in the 
woods during a storm. It’s too bad to 
worry your people, though.”

“Oh, Rena won’t worry. She’d be 
delighted to have me fall off a cliff.”

“Then we stay ?”
“We stay.” There was only the 

slightest tremor in her voice, and she 
added briskly, “There’s more coffee on 
the shelf and beans.”

“Not Longchamps, but we won’t 
starve.”

They lingered over their camp fare, 
deliberately prolonging the ceremony of 
dining in that little cabin where the smell 
of coffee blended agreeably with the 
wood smoke and tobacco. They washed 
the dishes together and then there was 
nothing to do but settle down for the 
night.

“There’s only one old blanket here,” 
said Tim, when the inevitable moment 
came. “It’s dirty and I don't think 
you’d like it. I’ll give you my coat and 
raincoat for.your bunk.”

He fixed the stove, brought her the 
coats Would he kiss her again? She 



half wanted him to, and then was afraid 
that he would.

“Thank you so much. Will you 
promise to wake me at the first sign of 
dawn so I can get back to the house?”

“Sure thing. Good night.” He looked 
at her with tenderness, with longing in 
his eyes for a moment, then blew out 
the lamp and dropped down on the other 
bunk. For a long time she was too tense 
for sleep, but with the drone of the rain 
outside, and the cozy warmth of his coat, 
she gradually dozed off.

nTHE next morning she remembered 
later as hurried and businesslike.

She awoke to the rattle of the coffeepot, 
and after a hasty hot drink they started 
down the rain-swept trail. The sun 
came out, turning the water on the trees 
to a thousand rainbows, promising to lift 
the damp chill from the forest. Birds 
chirped, two deer ran across their path.

When they reached the road around 
the bend from her house she held out her 
hand.

“Good-by, Tim.”
He looked down at her silently, all 

the pain of the farewell in his eyes, as 
he took both her hands.

“Thank you for being so decent,” she 
added unsteadily.

“I didn’t want to be, God knows!”
“You're a grand sport,” she said 

softly. “Some one is going to love you 
very, very recklessly.”

“I don’t want some one. I want you!”
“I’m sorry, Tim. But I’m meeting 

Marvin’s boat before the week is out and 
the wedding is the next day. I won’t 
see you again, but I wish you all kinds 
of luck.”

“You will see me again, Lenore. You 
can’t get rid of me so easily.”

He gave her a quick, hard kiss and 
strode off without turning back. For a 
moment she stood, weak and shaken, in 
the road, then made her way back to
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the house, tiptoed to her room, and 
dropped down on the bed, hiding her 
face in her hands. She fell asleep there 
finally, and it was not until luncheon 
that she saw Rena.

“Well,” asked Marvin’s sister icily, 
“did you and Mr. Rafferty have a good 
sleep? Your horses, at least, had sense 
enough to come home.”

“I hope you weren’t upset,” said 
Lenore, her cheeks crimson.

“Upset? That’s a laugh. But how 
do you think Marvin would take it?”

“He’d understand. We were caught 
in the storm, our horses ran away, it was 
dark so we had to stay in the cabin. I’ll 
tell him about it myself. After all, I 
give Marvin credit for being unusually 
broad-minded.”

“Well, that’s one good thing,” said 
Rena looking at her oddly. “Maybe the 
joke’s on him. We’re leaving at five, 
you know. So have your things ready.”

Just before the train left Denver a 
telegram was delivered to Lenore. She 
tore it open apprehensively.

LEAVE TRAIN AT LINCOLN STOP DRIVE 
WITH ME TO OMAHA WHERE YOU CAN 
TAKE IT AGAIN STOP MUST SEE YOU 
AGAIN TIM

She looked at it as though the yellow 
sheet were a bomb to blow her ordered 
world to bits again, until Rena laughed 
maliciously.

“Love and kisses from Mr. Rafferty ?”
“A sort of farewell message,” she ad­

mitted.
But it was a strange sort of farewell 

message, she knew as she tossed in her 
berth that night trying to decide what to 
do. The simplest thing was to stay on 
the train, and follow its straight and 
narrow path back to Marvin Tree. She 
should let her farewell to Tim stand. 
But struggle as she would, she could 
not banish the memory of the warm cabin 
in the storm, the intimacy of Tim’s coat



that covered her, the look in his eyes as 
he said “good night” and still did not 
touch her. By all that was sane and 
holy she should remain on the train, 
but-----

The porter looked even more sur­
prised than usual when she emerged 
from her berth at five thirty the next 
morning, as fresh as a rose in crisp pink 
linen.

“I want you to help me,” she said in 
a low voice, handing him a bill. “I’m 
going to drive with a friend from Lin­
coln to Omaha. Now if Miss Tree 
wakes up, please tell her I’ll meet her

in the diner at eight. Don’t tell her any­
thing----- ”

“Don’t worry, miss,” grinned the por­
ter. “I was born knowing what not to 
tell.”

He was still grinning as he helped 
her down the steps, saw Tim emerge 
from the shadows and grasp both her 
hands. When she looked nervously at 
the Pullman, Tim understood.

“Let’s get in the car. There won’t be 
so many bystanders.”

He guided her around to the car, no 
low-slung, sporty roadster, but the dust- 
covered coupe of a man who has ground



to cover. Safely inside, he leaned over 
and kissed her lips.

“No, Tim. That's not why I came. 
I came to explain the whole story of 
why I’m marrying Marvin. This is 
going to be a final good-by.”

“In that case,” Tim said, smiling 
impudently, “the lid should be off.”

“Tim, you’re not even civilized!”
“I’m practical though. I brought you 

some rolls and coffee and a Tom Collins 
packed in ice to celebrate the moment 
you change your mind.”

“It’s going to be hot to-day,” she ob­
served, sipping a cup of coffee as they 

left the skyscraper capital for the level 
farmlands beyond.

“We’re not here to discuss the 
weather, sweetness! We have a lot of 
ground to cover. In words of one sylla­
ble, I love you, you love me. I want to 
marry you. Will you?”

“No, and I’m going to tell you why.”
“You don’t have to. Marvin Tree is 

a prosperous individual, rates in society, 
is what the gossip columns call a matri­
monial prize.”

“But that’s not why I’m marrying 
him!”

“Oh, all right. Get it off your chest.” 



QHE was silent for a few moments, as 
she sought the right words to tell 

her story. The fresh morning breeze 
whipped the golden curls loose from 
under her white hat, heightened the rose 
of her cheeks until they matched her 
dress. Before her eyes the endless green 
plains changed to the downtown office 
of the Duplane Corporation, where she 
was reporting nervously for her first 
day’s work on a new job.

Marvin Tree, tall, dark, with the 
heavy build of a former football star, 
turned in his swivel chair to inspect the 
new stenographer when the office man­
ager introduced her.

“Lenore Atkins! You didn’t used to 
play around the rocks in Bar Harbor 
with my kid sister, did you ?”

“Rena Tree! Of course, and I re­
member you, too!”

He was curious to know what she was 
doing as a stenographer and she ex­
plained, without embarrassment, that 
the failure of his bank, during the de­
pression, had ruined her father and that 
he had died soon after. As her mother, 
too, was gone, she went to live with rela­
tives. But they had lost money through 
her father and she was not happy there. 
As soon as she could, she finished a busi­
ness course, and went to live alone.

“As soon as Marvin found out who I 
was,” she told Tim, “he was very solici­
tous and wanted to help me any way he 
could. I told him I was getting along 
perfectly well and to please regard me 
as merely a new stenographer. I think 
he liked that, and felt I had done the 
right thing when I didn’t go out to 
lunch with him right away.”

“And then, like all office romances, 
one evening he asked you to work over­
time.”

“How did you know? That was it 
exactly. When we finally came out 
there was a salt wind, the sort that oc­
casionally strikes Manhattan, and it 
made me a little homesick for my child­
hood days along the coast. We began 

to talk about old times, and he told me 
I shouldn’t keep on working. He wanted 
to make things easier for me.”

“Meaning what?”
“Oh, an easier job. Social secretary 

to an aunt or something, with lots of 
time to play around.”

Tim raised his eyebrows.
“I declined, naturally, but when he 

asked me, as a special favor, to forget 
that he was my boss for the evening I 
agreed. Don’t look so savage, Tim. 
He was very nice and I liked him a lot. 
He was the sort of person I had grown 
up with. I felt at home with him and 
we had a good time. Dinner, movies, 
dancing, home in a taxi. It was fun, 
but I suspected it wasn’t going to work 
out for me to stay in his office.”

Some one had seen them dancing to­
gether, she learned the next morning, 
and pointed remarks were bandied 
around the office. “Takes something 
important to get M. T. working over­
time,” whispered one girl and her neigh­
bor giggled. “I’ll say, or to take busi­
ness trips abroad.”

She did what seemed the only sensi­
ble thing, told Marvin she wanted to re­
sign, that she would be happier working 
somewhere else. He looked at her in­
tently, then stood up beside her.

“I don’t want you to work, Lenore. 
I want\to take care of you. I’m going 
to marry you.”

“But,” she gasped, “I’m not sure I 
want to marry you.” There was some­
thing in his tone that implied that she 
was another problem that the executive 
mind had solved. “I’m going to look 
for another job, and if you still want 
to see me you can, but let’s let things 
rest right there.”

He seemed puzzled, but agreed to her 
suggestion and only asked that she stay 
the week out.

But she never found the other job. 
The teasing warmth of early spring 
turned to wet snow and slushy streets, 
bringing a train of colds, grippe, pneu­



monia. Before the week was over she 
was in bed with a raw throat and a 
fever.

IpjrE was so good to me,” she told
Tim. “Brought me a doctor, sent 

a nurse, kept my room full of flowers, 
and as soon as I was over the worst he 
came to see me every day.”

“What a break for him, a chance to 
play Santa Claus.”

“That’s not fair. He didn’t talk about 
personal things when he came; he was 
very thoughtful and I came to look for­
ward to his visits a great deal. Then, 
when I was able to be up, he took me 
out in his roadster one day in May. It 
was beautiful in the country, with the 
violets, the dogwood, and the wistaria 
hanging over the stone walls.

“He asked me to marry him, again. 
It's funny how I can remember every 
little thing about that day. The car 
was parked in a side road, there were 
robins hopping around, chirping in the 
trees, everything smelled so fresh and 
springlike, and there were carpenters 
pounding somewhere on a new home. It 
seemed like a perfect day to decide your 
future. I told him I loved him and 
would marry him as soon as he 
wished.”

“And you really did love him, 
Lenore?” demanded Tim. “It wasn’t 
just the idea of security?”

“Yes, I did love him and not because 
it meant security in the way you think. 
Not money. Rather the sense of being 
with some one of my own sort. I didn’t 
realize how much I had missed that in 
the years since I had struck out for 
myself. We spoke the same language; 
childhood influences can be very strong, 
you know. I was ready, then, to marry 
him at any time, but he said he would 
have to wait because he had to go 
abroad with a group of men from the 
company for about six weeks.”

“You didn’t like his going, did you?” 
asked Tim.

• “No. I was afraid of those six weeks, 
for no real reason. I would have mar­
ried him before he left if he had asked 
me, but he didn’t. He looked a little 
annoyed when I asked if he really had 
to go. Then, as a favor to him, he sug­
gested that I come out here with his 
sister. That’s all. You know the rest.”, 

“Do you wish he had asked you? Do 
you wish you had married him before 
he sailed?” There was no laughter in 
Tim’s eyes now and his lips were grim.

“Yes. I was so happy just then. If 
we had been married everything would 
have been settled. There wouldn’t have 
been any of this confusion.”

Her eyes misted and she remained si­
lent as they swept through the cross­
roads, the tiny hamlets and came in 
sight of the city’s outskirts.

“You weren’t yourself,” said Tim 
abruptly. “You were still weak. His 
sympathy fooled you into thinking you 
loved him. Lenore, there are only a 
few more minutes. Tell me honestly, do 
you look forward to having him kiss 
you, having him for your husband—yes, 
I’m going to say it—sleeping with 
him?”

“You haven't any right to ask me 
that! I’ve told you I think every girl 
is uncertain just at the last.”

“If you and I had just been mar­
ried,” he said slowly, “if we were on 
our way to that timber-line cabin, if we 
were going to be alone to-night with 
the rain beating down, the fire crackling, 
would you be afraid, would you be un­
certain ?”

“Please, don’t, Tim,” she whispered, 
tears running down her cheeks. “I 
won’t, I can’t answer. I came with you 
because I wanted to explain the whole 
business to you to-day. Marvin has 
been very kind, very generous, very 
honorable, and I have enough loyalty in 
me to stand by my promise.”

“And regret it the rest of your life?” 
“I won't regret it. Oh, I knew I 

shouldn’t have come with you to-day.”



“Don’t go back, sweetheart. You’re 
not being honest with yourself. I’m 
nobody socially. I wouldn’t fit into 
that childhood pattern at all, but we 
outgrow our childhoods, and life 
changes. I can give you love, security, 
and the thing you really want, a sense 
of belonging together.”

She shook her head, not meeting his 
eyes.

“We have time left over,” he said 
quietly. “What shall we do?”

“Please take me to the train.”
She prayed for composure as they 

came to the station, left the car, walked 
to the platform. Her voice was steady 
as she held out her hand.

“Good-by, Tim.”
“It isn’t good-by until the train 

leaves the station,” he said fiercely. 
“And if you ever want me------”

No longer able to keep back her tears, 
she raised his hand, brushed her cheek, 
soft as a butterfly’s wing, against it, and 
fled.

TNSIDE the car, with the tears wet on 
her cheeks, she came face to face 

with Rena.
“A sad farewell? No, you can’t fool 

me with any stories about the obser­
vation car and cinders in your eyes be­
cause I saw the whole business. When’s 
the next date?”

“There aren’t any more, ever.”
“Now you and Marvin are just go­

ing to settle down and live happily ever 
after!”

“I wouldn’t blame you for thinking 
anything you liked, Rena,” answered 
Lenore, untouched by the sarcasm. 
“This was just something that hap­
pened and it’s all over now. I hope I 
really can make Marvin happy. I’m 
going to try.”

There was a sincerity, a frankness in 
her words that was impressive, even to 
Rena.

“I know those things will happen,” 
she said in a different tone. “They’ve 

happened to me. You know you’re a 
nice kid, Lenore. Tell me something. 
What did you mean the other day when 
you said you’d give Martin credit for 
being unusually broad-minded?”

“Why just that he seems so kind and 
understanding. He’s seen enough of 
the world not to be narrow.”

“Oh!” Her tone was oddly strained. 
“Is that all?”

“Why, yes. Why did you say some­
thing about the joke being on him?”

“Why do you think he’s marrying 
you ?” A train roared by, drowning out 
all other sounds for a moment.

“I think he was sorry for me at first, 
but I believe he asked me because he 
loved me.” It was strange, baring her 
heart to Rena after all her hostility, but 
there was something in her manner that 
demanded frankness. “He’s probably 
knocked around long enough and is 
ready, as he said, to settle down,”

“Then you don’t know about Marni 
Haskell? You don’t know their affair 
has been going on ever since she got 
mad and married the old man out of 
spite? That there’s talk of a suit 
against Marvin and things will look 
better for him if he marries? You’re 
poor, you’ll only stand to lose if you 
object. He figured it all out. Do­
mesticity with you, but he couldn’t give 
up a farewell visit to the girl in Eng­
land.”

“You’re making those things up!” 
Lenore’s cheeks were chalky white. 
“You don’t like me. You don’t trust 
me and you’re trying to keep me out 
of the family.”

“This won’t help me any,” sighed 
Rena, leading her back to tlieir section. 
“He’ll be furious with me if I lose you 
for him, and Marvin is what keeps me 
from being bankrupt.”

“I won’t believe those things!” she 
repeated. “He’s too fine!”

“I wish he was. Don’t think I made 
this up, please. Didn’t you have any 
suspicions ?”



Lenore pressed her hands against her 
eyes. That gossip in the office, Mar­
vin’s reluctance to set the wedding date, 
Rena’s hints, scattered, half-formed im­
pressions all took on meaning, con­
firmed the story.

“All aboard,” shouted a voice some­
where. She opened her eyes, as Rena 
shook her by the shoulder.

“And you love this other man, 
Lenore ?”

She nodded, still too dazed to think. 
Then she heard Rena call the porter.

“Stop the train, porter. Put this 
lady’s bags off.”

Some one pulled a cord. The train 
jerked to a stop. It was all confusion, 
that picture of the porter throwing her 
bags off, Rena leading her to the end 
of the car, Tim striding up and demand­
ing angrily,

“Lenore, what is it ? Is she throwing 
you off the train?”

“No, Tim!” Impulsively she threw 
her arms around Rena’s neck and kissed 
her. “How can I ever thank you?”

“You don’t have to,” said the girl, her 

eyes misted. “Be happy. I’ll straighten 
everything out. I envy you.”

“Better hurry, miss,” urged the por­
ter, helping her down to the platform 
where Tim waited.

“What is this all about? Is it true?”
“I’ve come back to you, Tim. Do 

you mind?”
“Mind I” He swept her into his arms 

and kissed her as the train rolled past 
them, vanished from their sight. “It 
doesn’t matter how or why, but those 
tears----- ”

“They’re just because I'm so happy, 
Tim, dearest. I know that you were 
right. We do belong together.”

He held her away so that he could 
look into her eyes.

“I understand, of course, that, just 
at the last, a girl is never sure------”

Her cheeks flushed a deep-rose, but 
she did not flinch before those eyes with 
laughter lurking in their depths.

“For once, Tim, darling, you’re 
wrong. Sometimes a girl is quite sure. 
Sometimes a girl can be very, very reck­
less !”
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By MARIE CALVANE

cjpod. little girl

H
AVING known Jane since she 
was three, going on four, Dan 
should have known better than 

to say, “Look here, Jane, not that I’m 
jealous, or anything, but will you please 
stop staring at Lars Gorman ? It’s mak­
ing you conspicuous.”

Jane’s very blue eyes flashed a very 
blue fire. “Are you by any chance try­
ing to tell me what to do?”

That was a signal Dan should have 
recognized. There was still time to 
back water, but Dan Hanlon was not the 
type of young man who backs water, not 
even before a pair of flashing blue eyes. 
His chin and the steady set of his brown 
eyes were not built that way.

“Yes. I don’t want you making a 
fool of yourself,” he said shortly and 
frankly. Too frankly.

For Jane, not being the type of young 
lady who 
could take or­
ders, not even 
from a six- 
footer with 
wavy black 
hair and a 
way about 
him which 
could, on oc­
casion, set a 
girl’s pulses 

beating a quick tattoo, flashed him a look 
which was charged with an annihilating 
voltage. Then she smiled. Smiled very 
alluringly over the brim of her cham­
pagne glass. But she didn’t smile at 
Dan. Her smile carried beyond him 
to the table where Lars Gorman, broad- 
shouldered, heavy-jowled, but attractive 
in a hard, ruthless way, sat at a table 
with two other men and three very blond 
girls.

Lars met Jane’s gaze. He raised his 
glass and drank to her. Jane sipped her 
champagne slowly, her eyes still on Lars, 
then put her glass down and flashed 
Dan a look of triumph. She’d done it. 
And now she seemed to dare him to do 
anything about it.

It reminded Dan of the time he had 
forbade her to climb an electric light 
pole and she, when his back was turned, 
had shinned up it and then yelled, “Yaah 
—yaah—sissy!” down at him.

He had carried her home when, climb­
ing down, she had driven a long, nasty­
looking splinter into her foot. It seemed 
he was always carrying her home, com­
forting her when she got hurt, defying 
him.

It never occurred to Dan that per­
haps sometimes she got hurt deliberately 
so that she’d have an excuse for rush­
ing into his arms. He just saw in it a



“Look here, Jane, not that I’m jealous, or anything, but 
will you please stop staring at Lars Gorman? It’s 

making you conspicuous.”



deliberate desire to hurt him, to goad 
him into showing himself at his worst.

Now he scowled. “That wasn’t smart. 
That was cheap.”

Jane’s unrouged cheeks paled to a 
gardenia-white. Their friendship, from 
the very beginning, had been a constant 
battle of wills, but Dan didn’t seem to 
realize that there were limits beyond 
which even he could not go. She’d 
teach him a lesson. A lesson which 
would cure him forever of his weakness 
of dictating to her as if she were an 
irresponsible child.

The orchestra struck up a fast rhumba. 
Lars nodded to her from across the 
room. Jane acquiesced with a smile. 
Dan saw it, as she had intended he 
should.

He gripped her hand tightly. “You 
can’t do that, Jane! You know as well 
as I do that Lars is bad medicine for 
good little girls.”

Jane’s voice was icy. “What makes 
you think I’m a good little girl? Per­
haps I’ve been deceiving you all this 
time.” She stood up as Lars approached 
and drifted off in his arms without even 
so much as a backward glance at where 
Dan sat, his face red as though she had 
slapped him.

Jane was sorry. She didn’t know 
why she had done it. She didn’t enjoy 
dancing with Lars. She wasn’t even in­
terested in knowing him. But every time 
Dan told her not to do a thing it seemed 
to release a malicious little imp in her 
who drove her to do that very thing. 
It was something outside of her, beyond 
her control.

Lars smiled down at her. “Why so 
silent, beautiful ?” he asked, drawing her 
closer to accentuate the words.

He had already been holding her too 
close for comfort. Jane bit her lower 
lip. Well, she’d asked for it. She’d 
provoked the acquaintance and the least 
she could do was to make it agreeable.

“I was just thinking,” she managed to 

say, “how long I’ll last before I suffocate 
if you don’t loosen up a bit.”

He loosened his hold a trifle. “Smart 
kid.” Then, after a few minutes: "Well, 
I’m waiting to hear when I can see 
you.”

"Oh.” Jane looked up at him, sur­
prised. She hadn’t expected this. But, 
after all, it was the most logical sequence 
to a thing of this sort. “I don’t know. 
Would Wednesday be all right?” she 
suggested. She could always make an 
excuse or plead a headache when the 
time came.

“No. Got an important meeting 
Wednesday. What d’you say I pick you 
up on Thursday ? Show you what a real 
good time is like.” His eyes burned into 
hers suggestively.

Jane ignored them.
“All right,” she acquiesced as the 

music stopped. It didn’t make any dif­
ference to her. She had no intention of 
keeping the date anyway.

1TVA.N wasn’t scowling when Jane 
came back. His face had lost its 

color and now he sat, tight-lipped and 
white, waiting for her. He was mad. 
The kind of mad Jane rarely saw on him 
and it frightened her. She hoped he 
wasn’t going to make a scene.

He didn’t. He greeted her with cold 
politeness, as though nothing she did or 
didn’t do could have any personal inter­
est for him.

“Thursday night, then,” Lars re­
minded her again as he pulled out her 
chair, squeezing her hand familiarly.

Jane flushed. She wished he hadn’t 
said that in front of Dan.

The expression of aloofness on Dan’s 
face didn’t change. “I’m sorry. I didn’t 
realize you were drunk,” he only said 
quietly when Lars had left them. “Un­
der the circumstances, I think we had 
better go now, don’t you?”

Jane stared at him for a full moment, 
speechless, all regret for her foolish con­
duct forgotten in this new affront. Then 



she pushed her chair back, and without 
waiting for him to help, gathered her 
wrap around her and walked out.

Neither said a word until the taxi 
stopped in front of her house, then Dan 
broke the silence. “You won’t keep 
that date with Lars, will you ?” he asked 
in a conciliatory tone. He was sorry 
for his show of temper.

“I will,” Jane answered very emphati­
cally, staring straight in front of her. 
He needn’t think that he could insult 
her and then, by a simple “I’m sorry” 
make everything right again.

“You can’t! You know the kind of 
reputation Lars has. A cheap racket­
eer. For God’s sake, Jane, don’t be 
a stubborn fool! Use your head.” Dan 
had lost his temper again, which was 
unfortunate, for now Jane, too, was mad. 
Fighting mad.

She looked straight at Dan and said 
frigidly: “I most certainly intend to 
keep that date. If you think my changed 
reputation will affect your good stand­
ing in society, you needn’t bother call­
ing again. You can forget you knew me. 
I assure you I won’t force myself on 
you.” With that she pushed open the 
taxi door, and before Dan could stop 
her, if he had intended to do so, had run 
into the house.

Dan let her go. He watched the heavy 
door swing shut behind her and her 
shimmering, satin-clad figure disappear 
into the elevator. He hoped this wasn’t 
the end of things between them. But 
even if it was, he had decided during 
her dance with Lars, he wouldn’t call 
her back.

Always, until to-night, he had taken 
her rebuffs with a smile, choosing to be­
lieve that they were not meant, that 
they were all in teasing fun. But to­
night, watching her dance with Lars, 
the thought had suddenly come to him: 
What if they weren’t meant in fun? 
What if all this time she had- been try­
ing to tell him in this way that they had 
outgrown their childhood friendship and 

she wasn’t interested in him in any other 
way? No, this time he wouldn’t call 
her back. He’d wait for her to decide.

And that was why the hours dragged 
by and the days passed without a call 
from Dan. Jane couldn’t understand 
the unprecedented action. This wasn’t 
their first fight. All their life had been 
punctuated with battles in which neither 
pulled punches. But always, the very 
next day after a stormy parting, there 
had been a conciliatory phone call from 
Dan. Now three days passed without a 
word from him. Jane had been in a 
forgiving mood. By the time Thursday 
came around she was mad again.

She put on her best dress, the silver- 
and-black lace which she had been sav­
ing for the Shipley dance, and when 
Lars came she was ready for a big night. 
She’d show Dan.

But, somehow, the whole evening was 
a dull failure. Not even wickedly excit­
ing, as she had hoped it might be. Just 
common. She and Lars made up a 
party of eight. The others were a 
strange man named Tony who didn’t 
dance, didn’t drink and talked little, 
while his small, shifty eyes constantly 
combed the room and took careful note 
of every new person who walked in, 
and the two men and three girls she had 
seen that night at Martin’s.

They all, with the exception of Tony, 
drank their liquor straight and drank 
too much of it. She saw the girls smirk 
when she ordered a Manhattan.

A few drinks and Lars’s nondescript 
eyes took on a malevolent gleam. He 
leered at her and insisted on making 
love to her, to Jane’s intense disgust. 
Jane was afraid that some one she knew 
would come in and see her in this motley 
company. Yet she wished that she 
could see some one she knew. She’d 
walk out quickly enough on Lars and 
his friends.

Lars insisted on dancing. The liquor 
he drank seemed to have no noticeable 
effect. It didn’t unsteady him, it just 



unleashed him. He slipped the acquired 
restraint and became himself. Jane 
didn’t like what he became and she didn’t 
make much effort to dissemble her dis­
like.

Lars’s heavy breath fanned her 
averted cheek. “You’re a nice number,” 
he said in a thick voice, “but too cold. 
You got to learn to let yourself go, if 
you want to have fun. Come on, baby, 
loosen up!” He shook her.

Jane bit her lips. “Please!” she said 
coldly.

Lars laughed. “Ever hear that gag 
about Rome? You know—‘When in 
Rome do as the Rummies do’ ?” and con­
tinued to shake her,

Jane tried to turn out of his arms 
and walk off the floor, but Lars caught 
her. He held her close.

“Listen,” he said savagely, “no dame 
walks out on me. Don’t think you’ve 
got that sappy boy friend of yours here. 
Why, if a dame ever pulled a trick on 
me like you pulled on him, she’d have 
a couple of her teeth missing. And I’m 
not kidding.”

Jane knew he wasn’t. He was prob­
ably telling an actual fact. But she also 
knew that she wasn’t going to spend the 
rest of the evening with Lars and his 
crowd. She watched for her chance and 
finally it came when one of the girls, 
who apparently was Lars’s special girl 
friend and had just been shelved for 
the night, inveigled him into dancing 
with her. i

Jane was left with Tony. Tony didn’t 
dance and that suited Jane. She sat 
with him for a few minutes and then 
made an excuse and slipped away to the 
ladies’ lounge. Before the note in which 
she explained: “Sorry to slip away like 
this, but I have a miserable headache 
and I didn’t want to spoil your party. 
Don’t worry about me. I’m taking a 
taxi home. I’ll be all right,” had made 
its circuitous route from the matron to 
I ars, she was well on her way home.

*J||''HE Lars episode was soon forgot- 
ten. Jane erased it from her mind 

as though it had never been. But she 
couldn’t erase Dan from her mind that 
way. And she wouldn’t have if she 
could. She caught herself picking up 
the phone with a palpitating heart every 
time it rang, sure this time that it was 
he. But it wasn’t. It never was Dan.

Of course Jane could have telephoned 
to Dan and she knew that by that very 
act she would be forgiven and Dan 
would come to her as soon as a speed­
ing taxi could bring him. But she had 
never made the overtures and she didn’t 
know how to go about it now. Al­
ways, before, after a day or two Dan 
had called and happily, but with as­
sumed reluctance, she had forgiven him 
for what had invariably been her fault. 
Jane couldn’t understand what had gone 
wrong this time. Why hadn’t things 
followed the familiar old routine? Per­
haps they were getting too old for these 
constant, petty squabbles. Each suc­
ceeding one cut deeper and was harder 
to forget.

The date for the Shipley dance neared 
and still Dan didn’t telephone. Jane 
wondered why it had been so easy to 
call Frankie, who didn’t matter, who had 
never mattered, and yet had been im­
possible to finish dialing Dan’s number 
on the two occasions when she had 
thrown pride and precedent to the winds 
and had decided to call him.

Finally came the night of the Shipley 
dance with still no word from Dan. 
That marked three weeks she hadn’t 
heard from him. Which was longer, by 
two weeks and four days, than he had 
ever before kept away. Jane was left 
with no choice but to go to the dance 
with Frankie. She made a grimace. Not 
that there was anything really wrong 
with Frankie. He was just such a— 
well, “medium” sort of person. Noth­
ing, good or bad, outstanding about him. 
Of medium height, he was not what you 
could actually call fat, just medium



Dan—her Dan, was en­
gaged to Elisa Allent 
Jane shut her eyes to 
blot out the words of 

the announcement.

plump. Prematurely bald, yet not alto-
gether bald. Thin, medium-brown hair 
dotted the broad expanse of pink skull, 
spreading itself to cover the impending 

barrenness. He had been in love with 
her ever since Jane could remember, but 
had never done anything more about it 
than send her candy, flowers on her 
birthday, and pinch-hit during her mad 
spells with Dan. One would discover 
no new heights of bliss in Frankie’s 
arms, Jane thought meditatively, but at 
least they’d always be there, sure and 
dependable. And when a girl was near­
ing twenty-two there was a measure of 
allure even in security.

Jane looked at herself in the mirror 
and laughed. “Boy, you sure got let 
down hard, even if you won’t admit it, if 
the rebound can carry you into Frankie’s 
arms! Wake up, darling, Dan’s going 
to be at the dance to-night1”



Jane thrilled at the thought and 
brushed an extra drop of perfume 
through the smooth waves of her black 
hair. Dan loved the faint fragrance of 
mignonette. Always reminded him of 
her, he had said, and it had kept her 
from changing to newer and more exotic 
perfumes. He would ask her to dance. 
He would have to ask her to dance 
and that was all she needed. Once he 
held her in his arms-----  Jane gave a
heavenly sigh. And she wouldn’t ever 
again be foolish. She had buried that 
provocative imp weeks ago, when she 
first came to realize just what it would 
mean to her if she ever really lost Dan.

Dan was at the dance. For a moment, 
as her eyes scanned the stag line and 
she didn’t see him, her heart dropped. 
But then she realized that he couldn’t 
have stayed away, not even to avoid 
her. He was Art Shipley’s best friend, 
and this was his sister Cora’s coming- 
out party. He’d have to be there.

If it hadn’t been for the hope of meet­
ing Dan, Jane would not have come to 
the dance. For the-first time she had 
really hated the thought of going with 
Frankie. Every one would know when 
she came with Frankie and Dan came 
alone that they had had another spat, 
and she was tired of providing a Roman 
holiday for their friends.

Her restive eyes searched for him in 
the crowded room and suddenly came 
upon him—dancing with Elisa Allen! 
Elisa, who had openly and frankly tried 
to get Dan away from her ever since 
that night, three years before, when 
Jane first introduced them.

Jane tried to look away as if she 
hadn't seen them, but Elisa raised her 
head from Dan’s shoulder at just that 
moment, and their eyes met. Elisa’s 
light-brown eyes were sparkling. She 
smiled sweetly at Jane. Too sweetly. 
Jane managed to smile back.

And then she saw Elisa’s hand creep 
slowly up on Dan’s shoulder until it was 
resting around his neck. She looked up 

into Dan’s eyes and said something, 
then, with her golden head thrown back, 
her lips temptingly near, she laughed. 
Dan laughed, too.

Jane looked away, tears filming her 
eyes. But not in time to miss the trium­
phant look Elisa threw at her.

Jane danced with Frankie. Halfway 
around the room, and then Ted Rowan 
cut in. “Say, what happened between 
you and Dan?” he asked. “Is it really 
all off between you?”

“Why, what makes you think that?” 
Jane countered.

"Well, when he shows up at a dance 
with Elisa Allen and you come in with 
‘old faithful,’ anybody can figure out 
that things between you aren’t exactly 
at the fusing point. Let’s know if he 
is off your list of eligibles. I’d like to 
get my name on it. Near the top,” he 
whispered in her ear.

Jane hoped that to Dan, whom they 
had passed at just that moment, it might 
look as though he had been kissing her.

“All right,” Jane promised, laughing 
lightly because she could feel Dan’s eyes 
on her, “when I scratch him off.”

But inside she didn’t feel like laugh­
ing. Her eyes burned with unshed tears. 
What if she had brought this on her­
self? It didn’t make it any the easier 
to bear. However, she wasn’t beaten 
yet. She’d show Dan that two could 
play this game. She’d match him point 
for point and go him one better every 
time. He’d called the game and he’d 
have to call quits.

D
AN didn’t ask Jane for a dance.
They didn’t speak. They didn’t 

even look at each other after that first 
moment when he had said, “Hello,” and 
she had cut him dead, but each was 
acutely conscious of the other. He had 
brought Elisa to the dance because in 
a weak moment, having committed him­
self to it, there was no way out of it. 
And after, he had hoped it would have 
a good effect on Jane. Might make her 



jealous if she saw him with another 
girl.

He lost what little hope he had of 
that when he saw her with Frankie. He 
had forgotten about Frankie, the ever 
present menace. Frankie was a negli­
gible factor when things were going 
right, but one could never guess what a 
girl might do under certain circum­
stances. Frankie was too handy. He 
was minus in personality, but he had 
other things to recommend him. He had 
scads of money and a very lucrative law 
business which his father had left him 
together with two partners who asked 
for nothing more than that Frankie 
should stay out of the office and let them 
do the work, and as this arrangement 
was exactly to Frankie’s taste, every one 
was satisfied. The partnership func­
tioned without friction and kept on add­
ing to the bank balance which Frankie 
lacked sufficient imagination to ever de­
plete. A girl with the imagination he 
lacked might be tempted.

Elisa followed Dan’s intent gaze and 
saw Frankie staring at Jane, who ap­
peared to be oblivious of every one but 
him. “Seems as if your girl friend gave 
you the go-by for good, this time,” she 
said. “But don’t mind,” she comforted, 
patting his hand and forgetting to take 
hers away, “you can always come and 
cry on my shoulder.”

Dan managed to smile his thanks. He 
realized he was not contributing any­
thing to the gayety of the party. Elisa 
was a good sport, if rather inane, for 
putting up with him.

It was a highly success­
ful party. Jane and Dan 
succeeded in making each 
other perfectly miserable. 
And in the weeks that fol­
lowed they worked hard 
at the job of maintaining 
that high peak of misery.

It was undeclared war. 
Invariably, wherever Dan 
and Elisa went, there 

sooner or later Jane and Frankie would 
drop in, and vice versa. Both were 
willing to call it quits, yet neither would 
be the first to give in. This might have 
gone on indefinitely if fate or, more 
correctly, a certain brown-eyed, yellow­
haired girl hadn’t decided to take mat­
ters into her own hands. And as a re­
sult, Jane opened the paper one morning 
and saw the announcement of Elisa’s en­
gagement to Dan staring up at her.

She shut her eyes to blot out the 
words. Tears trickled from under 
tightly closed lids. This wasn't fair! 
This was carrying things too far. Then 
her natural combativeness asserted it­
self once more. She brushed her tears 
aside angrily and began dialing a num­
ber. He needh’t think he could outplay 
her. She’d show him!

“Hello, Frankie?” she called. “Can 
you come over? Right away? It’s im­
portant.”

Frankie could.
Jane wiped off the last traces of the 

tears, powdered her face and slipped on 
a new hostess gown. She tried to think 
of a delicate way to broach the subject 
before Frankie came, but hadn’t decided 
even on her opening lines when he rang 
the bell. Her mind was made up on 
one thing only. He’d have to ask her 
to marry him again. This morning. 
And this time she wouldn’t refuse. .

Jane was sweet and seductive. She 
sat on the chair beside Frankie and 
even rested her head on his shoulder. 
She looked into his eyes and sighed, but 

Frankie was very obtuse. 
It was not until she 
showed him the announce­
ment that he finally took 
his cue.

“Well, say, Jane, if 
Dan’s really engaged to 
Elisa there shouldn’t be 
anything to stop you and 
me from getting engaged, 
too.”

“Oh!” Jane’s blue eyes 



sparkled a simulated coyness. “You— 
you really mean that, Frankie?”—as if 
she hadn’t expected the question.

“Of course. I always wanted to marry 
you. You didn’t think I was kidding, 
did you?”

“Well, I wasn’t sure.”
He kissed Jane—on the cheek. That’s 

all, she said, she had time for now. But 
she promised to call him later that after­
noon. She got him out the door finally.

Then she called Loretta, society editor 
of the newspaper which carried Elisa’s 
announcement. She gave her the news, 
and, “It must go in this afternoon’s pa­
per,” she stressed. “Yes, I can give you 
a photograph. A nice photograph. Of 
both of us.”

Dan never read the morning paper. 
He usually got up too late, and as he 
lived only two express stops from his 
Wall Street office, he had no time to 
read a paper on his way down. Be­
sides, he preferred to wait until the eve­
ning, when he could stretch out at his 
leisure and read the paper from front 
to back.

"p'VENTUALLY, he came to the page 
devoted to the social activities of

socialites and would-be socialites. It 
was a page run by women, for women, 
although it occasionally did mention the 
name of a man as a groom or a prospec­
tive groom. It was a page which, in­
cluding even the obituary column and 
notices of sale, interested Dan least of 
all. But sometimes you did run across 
some amusing details, if your mind went 
in for that sort of thing.

As he folded the page open the pic­
ture of Jane, in sports skirt and sweater 
standing beside Frankie and laughing 
up at him, met Dan’s eyes. He stared 
at it and at the caption above: “Jane 
Boading engaged to Franklyn Falsom, 
scion of one of the outstanding old 
families of New York.” That was 
stretching it a bit, but it looked good in 
print.

He stared at the picture and was so 
miserable that he almost missed the an­
nouncement of his own engagement. But 
when he saw it he sat bolt upright, 
grabbed the paper, and crumpling the 
page in his hands, read the item over 
and over carefully, to make sure he was 
seeing it right. No mistaking it. It 
didn’t say “were reputed to be,” “ex­
pected to be in the near future,” or any 
of the other evasive phraseology by 
which a paper could get around print­
ing an item which wasn’t, in the strict­
est sense, true. It stated in plain words , 
“were engaged.”

Without bothering to get his hat, he 
dashed down to the subway, which he 
hated, but which did not have to stop 
for red lights and green pedestrians.

Elisa was contrite. She tried to find 
some explanation for it. “I can’t im­
agine who could have done it, Dan, un­
less it jvas one of the crowd. They 
probably thought it would be a good 
joke.” She was very sorry. “I’ll send 
a denial to the paper if you wish,” she 
said softly, after a long pause.

Dan looked down at the paper, open 
on the offending page, and met Jane’s 
teasing eyes laughing up at him. Well, 
the joke was on him. He never thought 
she’d do it.

“It doesn’t matter,” he said miser­
ably. “If it’s all right with you, it’s right 
with me.”

Elisa’s eyes glistened. “Oh, Dan, do 
you really mean it?”

“Sure. Why not? I’ll pick up a ring 
for you to-morrow and we’ll make it 
official. Or would you rather come 
along and make your own selection ?”

Elisa would rather come along and 
make her own selection, she thought.

They were at Cartier’s perhaps ten 
minutes before Frankie and Jane ar­
rived. Jane had been almost sure it 
would be Cartier’s, but it had taken only 
a few minutes telephone, conversation 
with Peggy, Elisa’s best friend, to verify 
it.



"Did you see the papers?” Jane asked.
"Yes.”
"How thrilling it must be for Elisa 

to get a man at last. Has she a ring?”
"No. She’s getting it to-morrow 

morning first thing—Cartier’s.”
And so, at ten after ten, Jane and 

Frankie also walked into Cartier’s shop­
ping for a solitaire.

Elisa hadn’t made a selection. She 
was still on her first tray, exclaiming 
over the beauty of the marquise-cut 
stones and trying to arouse some en­
thusiasm in Dan over their scintillating 
beauty, but Dan’s mind was very obvi­
ously not on diamonds. It was only too 
obvious, when Jane walked in, where 
his thoughts had been.

The salesman showed Jane the emer­
ald-cuts. The emerald-cut stones were 
beautiful, Frankie conceded, but didn’t 
she think that the marquise cutting 
showed up the size of the stone better?

Jane wasn’t interested. She was 
bored; even Frankie could see that. He 
turned to Elisa. "I think,” he said, 
pointing to a long, narrow stone whose 
many-pointed fire gleamed with a sharp 
brilliance, ‘‘that that’s a better stone than 
the one you have.”

Elisa’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, do you?” 
She dropped the ring she’d been hold­
ing and picked up the other. She slipped 
it on her finger where it lay, a gleam­
ing, double-pointed arrow. "I believe 
you’re right,” she said, “but with so 
many lovely rings, it’s hard to make up 

one’s mind. “Especially”—she flashed 
a look at Dan who was standing aside 
talking in an undertone to Jane—“when 
one gets so little help.”

But in spite of their absorption in 
each other, Jane and Dan had strangely 
little to say.

“Might as well be friends now,” Dan 
said laconically.

“Yes. When it doesn’t matter any 
more.” Jane’s voice was strangely soft. 
She took a cigarette out of her bag. Dan 
offered her a light. Their hands touched.

“It’ll always matter to me,” he said.
“Then why did you get engaged to 

Elisa?” her reproof was quick.
“I didn’t know anything about it un­

til I saw it in the paper.”
“Oh.”
Their eyes met. They looked at 

where Frankie and Elisa were compar­
ing the relative merits of the different 
stones, happily oblivious of them. Then 
their eyes dropped to the show case. 
There was a tray of wedding rings. Dan 
looked at Jane. She smiled and nodded.

He motioned to the salesman, pointed 
to a wedding ring. The salesman gave 
it to them. It fitted perfectly.

They waited patiently until the sales­
man had brought another tray of dia­
monds and then, leaving Elisa and 
Frankie, happily absorbed in wonder at 
the scintillating beauty of the many bril­
liant stones, they slipped out and knew 
they weren’t leaving any broken hearts 
behind.

SL—4



C
ENTRAL PARK lay hidden be­
neath a white carpet of snow. 
Wet roadways stretched out mile 

after mile like black silk ribbons dotted 
with jewels where the traffic lights twin­
kled. Bare trees glittered with a me­
tallic luster, the moonlight showing up 
every detail of the quaint arabesques 
they etched on the bleak white of the 
sloping knolls.

Michael Lee came out onto the ter­
race of Chelle Dulosc’s penthouse and 
looked down on Fifth Avenue. He 
smiled.

Out of a medley of sounds rose the 
tinkle of a loose chain on an automobile 
racing northward synchronizing with the 
faint cadence of a dance orchestra float­
ing across the housetops, syncopating 
Christmas carols.

“Your routine doesn’t change much, 
Manhattan,” he murmured, his voice vi­
brating warm and low-pitched and his 
breath hung in <a plume in the frost.

He was a clever boy, back from the 
American Embassy at Tokyo hardly a 
week. For fifteen years he had been 
treadmilling away as a career diplo­
matist. He stood well made, rather 
slack, dark and firm, and looked down 
at New York. This morning he had 
had it out with his father. He was go-

By Clarke Robinson
ing to resign from the service and marry 
a woman he was in love with, young, 
attractive, and reenforced with a top­
rung social background, another man’s 
wife.

The past had all gone frail and thin 
before him. His father had been in the 
State department for most of his life and 
Michael’s first appointment came the 
spring he graduated from Dartmouth. 
Out of a dimly visualized succession of 
reminiscences, the old upholstered 
European legations began to parade by 
one by one. There he had been born 
and raised in the fascinating romance of 
the embassies and the social routine 
that was tied up in the integral part of 
it. The tight-lipped statesmen, gray 
about the temples, reading their confi­
dential documents and flinging them into 
safety boxes which they snapped shut 
and locked. Slightly flustered equerries 
waiting in high-ceilinged apartments for 
Michael to come with their messages 
from his ambassador. The balls, the 
courts with their military attaches, and 
he’d have been in line for a ministerial 
post in a couple of years too, now.

“Merry Christmas, sinner.”



A woman in a hunt coat, white 
breeches, topboots, and spurs stood in 
the doorway.

Michael pulled her slim, vigorous 
body into his arms and swung her from 
the light.

Judy Burras pushed back her red hair 
in disorder and held him mute in the 

focus of her queer blue eyes as he kissed 
her.

“Why didn’t you come?”
He shook his head.
“I had either to go to Washington or 

phone and I didn’t get Aldin until after 
twelve.”

Even now the whole thing seemed 



rather remote and still all mixed up in 
the long stare of Judy. They’d kept it 
that way from the beginning. Cheeks 
stained pink from the chill day, her eyes 
seemed in the half dark sparkling with 
points of gold.

“Have some good runs?”
She nodded. A glow transfigured her 

face.
“We tired the Strawbridge pack,” she 

said in her fashionably husky voice. 
“Bob Cuyler brought his hounds over 
for the afternoon and they were still 
pushing on when we chucked it. I wish 
you could have come.”

A bombardment of voices, inter­
spersed with a tattoo of drawn-out laugh­
ter came from the lighted rooms inside.

“Who’s here?” he asked.
“All the slack aristocracy—Mrs. Co­

burn, Buck, Harry, Barclay, Barbara, 
Janos, Bibi, Valerie------”

A blend of distant memories, half 
oblivion, half silhouette, began to take 
form—Janos, Bibi, Valerie------

He’d ridden the moors with Valerie 
on Exmoor ponies, when his father was 
military attache in London, and when he 
was a kid going to school in England. 
Janos and Bibi had brought him Mrs. 
David Burton Burras, this woman he 
was giving up his career for, a score of 
years later. Well, they were his crowd 
all right—and Judy’s, too.

He glanced down swiftly at her in his 
arms.

Her voice sank in huskiness to a low 
resonance.

“David isn’t even back. I haven’t 
seen him since Tuesday. I told him then 
I was going to Reno in March. He 
went into a black rage. The office 
phoned. He’s coming in—from Hous­
ton or somewhere.”

“Rather a filthy job now,” he mused, 
“Christmas and all that sort of thing.”

She shuddered and clung to him, the 
grip tightening on his arm. Her eyes 
seemed stagnant suddenly like two un­
happy pools.

TEJTER husband had never become real 
J*"11- to her, either mentally or physi­
cally. Her aunt brought her out. Her 
mother, from an old Knickerbocker line, 
hadn’t been able, and she had been actu­
ally pushed into the arms of the presi­
dent of one of the newer petroleum re­
fining companies. He’d come out of a 
Western mining school a few years be­
fore and had ridden on a comet to the 
pinnacle. Under fifty, he was one of 
the highest salaried executives in Amer­
ica. Somewhere in Judy’s heart she had 
at first tried to respect his success, but 
somewhere else she began to wither with 
a slow contemplating repugnance at his 
vulgar tyranny after he had struck her 
in a drunken brawl. In her grief, tor­
ture and shame, Juditha became some­
thing to be made part of his business, 
his hostess when he found it necessary 
to entertain diplomats’ wives where he 
desired to obtain oil concessions. The 
smart Mrs. David Burton Burras, when 
the surface phenomena of publicity was 
necessary. And she was stunning 
against the background of the swank 
Turf and Field at Belmont or on the 
sands of Newport and Palm Beach. She 
filled his box at the Metropolitan on 
odd Mondays with great names and on 
even Thursdays with the wives of oil 
millionaires from Texas and Oklahoma.

Then one day a gymkhana and fancy- 
dress carnival was in full blast at Heng- 
lers Circus in London. She went with 
Janos and Bibi, and the gay crowd lit­
erally took possession of the place. At 
seven in the morning she found herself 
at the Sketch Club with a very hand­
some and flushed young undersecretary 
from the American Embassy. The next 
day she had tea with him at the Savoy. 
That night David was tied up with the 
Russians from the Baku fields and she 
went with Michael Lee to the Carleton 
and danced. The Shell crowd and Da­
vid went to Paris Friday and she and 
Michael rode to the Grafton hounds 
with Janos and Bibi.



Nothing could stop it. Between them 
something rather silent and dark had 
flowed, an electric comprehension in the 
darkness. Something dying and a great 
healing darkness taking its place. The 
first genuine touch of affection she’d had 
in her life. She let him kiss her in the 
taxi that night and a rapid pulse ran 
through her blood and over her mind, 
searing her and eating into her like rust. 
That had been two years ago.

Michael was transferred to Tokyo a 
month later. No one knew why. This 
summer, on her husband’s yacht off Bar 
Harbor, David had told her with an in­
describable gloating joy that he had ar­
ranged it. She wrote Michael and he 
came home to resign his career and 
marry her.

HTHE sky brightened and turned the 
■fl- ragged clouds over Radio City to 

silver and the moon shone full and clear. 
A crimson searchlight explored the 
heavens, melted into green and then 
broke up into a whirling mass of amber 
words saluting the premier of a new mo­
tion picture.

“We’d better go in now,” she said. 
"This Hunt Dinner is being given for 
you.”

A small girl in a Shadbelly and pink- 
topped boots came from the fire.

"You don’t remember me, Michael 
Lee. My father was ambassador at 
Oslo when you were first undersecretary 
at Copenhagen. You used to come for 
the skiing.”

"You’re Anita Pratt,” he said after 
a moment. “Indeed, I do remember 
you. All of ten years, wasn’t it? Gra­
cious, but you’ve come up. You were a 
child then.”

"Not really,” she bantered, "I was 
nine.”

His hostess came over and suddenly 
Michael was discovered by every one.

"Well, the old ambassador at large 
without portfolio.”

"Michael!”

"All the way from Japan.”
Greetings spun around him. Every 

one knew him. His crowd. The talk 
went on like the rattle of small artillery. 
The butler dipped Tom-and-Jerrys from 
a huge punch bowl. They all had the 
same soft, slightly tanned, warm-looking 
faces, a little wild and clear cut. The 
room was a riot of scarlet hunting coats 
which blended with the deep-red walls 
and vases of black porphyry in each 
corner. Sets of Grand National prints 
and paintings of famous stake horses 
gazed out from ebony frames. A 
trimmed Christmas tree was mounted 
beside a great fireplace where logs sent 
out a glow.

A footman threw open the dining 
room doors.

The butler spoke to the hostess.
“You'll most likely want to be to­

gether,” Chelle Dulosc muttered to Judy 
and Michael.

Judy made an adjustment in the lens 
of her eyes.

“Dear Chelle,” she murmured.
Footmen in broadcloth and snowy 

linen moved about the table.
Chelle Dulosc raised her sherry: 
“Our Michael,” she drawled.
A barrage of jests shuttlecocked about 

and all rode the hunt over again with 
their soup.

They were in motion when Judy 
spoke softly to Michael.

“I’ve been wondering for days while 
I’ve been trying to thread this whole 
thing together what it’s going to cost 
you. I mean you yourself after all these 
years, to leave the State department.”

She was looking at him with a clear, 
slanting, downward look in her heavy 
eyes.

His mouth came open in surprise:
"What else—I’m supposed to be in 

love with a girl,” he said quietly. “Even 
without a scandal and if your husband 
lets you do exactly as you have asked, 
it wouldn’t do for me to stay in the 
State department. It’s too obvious, dar-



Her eyes glared at the check the 
cab driver showed her. It bore 

her husband’s signature!

ling. Governments just do not permit 
this type of thing. And, anyway, I don’t 
want to put you in a spot where any one 
could ever point a finger at you, and 
that's just what your husband would 
cause every one to do.”

He saw her gold-flecked eyes search­
ing in his eyes:

“But it isn’t my fault—my wanting a 
divorce. He’s a beast!”

“I know, darling, but the United 
States government does not, and the 
prestige of the State department is not 
enhanced by its career men, into whose 
hands they put their foreign affairs, tak­
ing another man’s wife away from him. 
You see, in the eyes of the world that is 
the way it would appear even though the 
opposite were true.”

“Couldn’t I prove in court it was 
David’s fault and then we could stay 

here and you could go on with your 
career ?”

He was brief:
“No, darling. David Burton Burras 

is a successful man in the eyes of the 
world and he has all the power that goes 
with it.”

She was adamant:
“But you want to stay, don’t you?” 

she pressed him.

’’ir’HERE was no reply for some time. 
Finally his lips formed words, but

there was no sound. People kept rat­
tling on with their talk all about them.

“Eric Mawson’s sending me out to 
Manchukuo with that new truck he’s 
making. My contacts are what he needs 
out there. I rather imagine he thinks



he’s getting a bargain in our arrange­
ment.”

Old well-bred stock was behind him. 
He would never go back on his breed­
ing.

“But you’d rather stay,” she taunted 
and the taunt was forked this time.

“Would you rather stay on with Da­
vid?” he asked.

She shook her head decidedly.
“Then I’d rather go out to Man- 

chukuo,” he said definitely without rais­
ing his voice.

“Swell girl,” Michael said as he 
snapped a lighter to her cigarette. Col­

lar wide at the neck, her complexion 
seemed the pallor of tinted porcelain in 
the soft light which came in over her 
shoulder. She was undeniably beauti­
ful.

Ponselle’s voice surged in from the 
drawing-room radio behind. The clock in 
the hall boomed ten metallic strokes in 
obbligato to the drone of the announcer’s 
voice.

She watched Michael’s strong peculiar 
look of assurance and his meaning smile 
as he patted her hand beneath the table. 
He was talking of the Far East to Chit 
Christie across from them.



Suddenly her heart began to beat 
madly. In a half-conscious way she 
had been following a news broadcast 
that was coming muffled behind her. A 
Washington commentator rattled on in 
cadence. What had he been saying? 
Uruguay—a new minister—the new ad­
ministration was giving its career men 
a chance. She’d caught it—Lee— 
Michael Lee!

She had gripped Michael’s hand so 
tightly he had winced. With her other 
she caught the table. She went ashen 
watching the boy beside her. No—no 
one had heard but she. A half-pregnant 
darkness flowed about her thick like 
blood and nothing seemed to dissolve it. 
She wanted to cry out with mad hys­
teria. The table around her seemed to 
rock. Some one spoke to her. She 
was shattered and wordless. Everything 
became all unhinged and she knew the 
uselessness of trying to think. Two 
smarting tears came under her eyes as 
if they were acid. David hadn’t been 
in Texas then. He’d been in Washing­
ton these last few days arranging this. 
She loathed him with all the loathing in 
her mind. There would be no appeal, 
but Michael must never find out. Then 
her blood ran cold. What were they 
going to do to him after they got him 
down there? She knew her husband 
was a veritable savage to his enemies.

Something gradually went hard in the 
center of her. She’d have to have time 
to think. There was one thing definite, 
she was going home and have it out 
and—well, she’d kill him before she'd 
ever let him touch one hair of Michael’s 
head.

TX/TICHAEL took her down in the 
■*- elevator but she went into the 
street alone.

There wasn’t a taxi in the block. Thin 
crisp snow lay on the side street and the 
wind was very cold. She walked to­
ward Madison Avenue. A bus swooped 
by and left a rancid odor of gas and oil. 

Finally she saw a cab racing south but 
it never stopped; he had a fare. The 
traffic lights went red. With a grind­
ing of brakes another pulled up across 
the roadway.

Judy drew her coat tighter about her 
and made her way in the wind. The 
driver shook his head:

“I’m pullin’ into the garage, lady. 
I’m late, I should ’a’ been off the street 
a hour ago.”

“Please,” she said, half opening the 
door. “I only want you to take me to 
Park and Forty-eighth.”

He looked at her searchingly, any­
thing but hostile.

“It’s getting terribly cold,” she said.
He flashed a quick look from queer 

gray eyes.
“O. K„ lady,” he said. “It’s Christ­

mas Eve and the break I just got’s goin’ 
to make a humanitarian! outta me.” 
' Judy hopped in:

“300 Park,” she said.
His name read “Maximilian Media” 

on the card at his back. His picture was 
rather stupid.

The light went green and with a gear 
shift he swung around the block.

“Am I goin’ to give my wife and kids 
a Christmas,” he said, partly turning 
around.

Judy looked up with a slightly flushed 
face, her eyes glowing like an animal’s. 
A vicious kind of hate showed with the 
horrible thing that lay in front of her. 
Involuntarily, however, she listened.

“I picked a man and a woman out o’ 
the Penn Station line and, took them up 
to Seventy-ninth. He give her a dia­
mond bracelet he brought in on the train. 
They’re both plastered and she left the 
damn thing in the cab, box ’n’ all. When 
I check in at the barn I find the velvet 
package and say, do me lamps gleam 
when I get a look inside? I tell the 
foreman and he sends me right back 
with the property and is this gent real. 
Two swell slugs o’ rye and this.”



They had paused for the lights at 
Fiftieth and Judy took the paper he was 
showing her.

“This” in the dim light of the cab was 
a check for five hundred dollars. She 
half smiled:

"You can use it, I’m sure,” she said.
Springing into sudden alertness, her 

eyes glared at the signature that blazed 
there before her. A strange, passionate 
cloud of something hovered pale over 
the dim light of the tonneau, and in the 
glow she saw her husband’s signature.

Her underlip trembled. With cour­
age pitched one point higher than her 
fear, she said in a strange, steely voice, 
almost static:

“Aren’t you going to tell the news­
papers about it?”

He shook his head. The cab was in 
motion again.

"What’s the use?” he said rather 
blankly. “It’s mine.”

“Because it would be a grand thing 
as a lesson in honesty to every cab 
driver in New York City, Max,” she 
snapped, “and I don’t think there is a 
city editor in New York who wouldn’t 
be glad to have the story to run on 
Christmas Day with a photostatic copy 

of the check. I think you awe it to the 
man who rewarded you so handsomely.”

She found her voice rattling on with a 
peculiar convincing persuasiveness. He 
looked at her with a slow, remote, stupid 
stare as he pulled in to the curb.

“Maybe me wife would like that end 
of it,” he agreed in an emotional tone.

Her face was pale and very definite 
as she sat still, hardly daring to think 
for seconds, just suspending herself. He 
half turned and looked at her search- 
ingly.

“The Morning Globe office is just 
around on East Forty-fifth Street,” she 
heard herself chatter on, “and you know 
I think I’ll go over with you.”

He threw up the flag on the clock and 
a glow came into his large gray eyes.

“And I ain’t takin’ one cent fer the 
ride, lady. You’ve dug up one o’ the 
swellest ideas for a hackman to be a 
humanitarian! in this here city. We’re 
just givin’ each other a Christmas pres­
ent, and I’m thankin’ you.”

The car shot off toward the Globe 
office.

“Thank you, Max,” she murmured, 
and, relaxing, thought of a night to 
come, which would be spent in Michael’s 
arms.
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A DD Mary Hemlock to the Eastern 
X=X Shore saga. She was one of 

JL -2X. the crowd of young people 
whose lives were hemmed in by an arm 
of Chesapeake Bay called the Great 
Choptank River, by Talbot County on 
the north, by such small towns as Salis­
bury and Princess Anne on the south, 
and by the thing called fate on all sides. 
The crowd, never more than about ten 
or twelve boys and girls between the 
ages of eighteen and thirty, were proud 

of Mary Hemlock and loyally insisted 
that she deserved a better life. Most 
of them had been able to escape the 
Eastern Shore at one time or another. 
The Stephen Tennants had money and



spent part of each winter in New York 
with Anne Tennant’s family. Lisa and 
Pete Mantle had gone to Bermuda twice. 
Several of the boys had gone North to 
college, and at least four girls whom 
Mary knew had been sent to finishing 
school in Baltimore or Washington. 
Only for Mary Hemlock there seemed 
to be no escape at all.

“When I’ve gotten away from here

ALISON



----- •” her daydreams always began. 
When she had broken away from Wes­
ton in Dorchester County she would do 
thus and so, wear such and such, give 
smart bridge luncheons, travel around 
the world on the Empress of Britain, 
have her pictures in Vogue. Mary Hem­
lock had known quite well, and with­
out conceit, from the time she was fifteen 
that she was beautiful. It wasn’t pretti­
ness or smartness or mere attractive­
ness ; it was a dark, shining beauty that 
wrapped Mary like the gleaming cello­
phane on a Christmas package. She was 
not tall, but her willowy figure gave an 
illusion of height. Her eyes were gray­
blue in the pallor of her fine-boned face, 
and her hair sprang out from its center 
parting like two brilliant dark wings. 
Her mouth had a droop at the comers 
which managed to look plaintive rather 
than discontented, and it was a lovely 
mouth with a coral color of its own that 
Mary seldom touched up.

Paradoxically, for she never went 
away at all, her friends thought of her as 
being as exotic and impermanent as a 
migratory bird. “When you go away, 
Mary,” they still said. They were proud 
of her in the way that they were proud 
of the fine airplane landing field which 
had been built by a prodigal son return­
ing to the Eastern Shore, rich and gen­
erously inclined. The field would have 
been a credit even to a Baltimore or a 
Wilmington. Mary Hemlock would 
have been a beautiful and distinguished 
debutante anywhere, if she had ever been 
a debutante at all.

A week ago Mary said to her friend, 
Elizabeth Race, who was born to be a 
confidante, “Elizabeth, it’s my birthday 
to-day.”

“Of course,” answered Elizabeth com­
fortably, who never lost track of birth­
days. “Didn’t I knit you that pink 
sweater? I don’t just go around count­
ing stitches like that for fun!”

But Mary’s voice was thin with a real 
horror. She stared unbelievingly at 

Elizabeth, and her fingers laced through 
each other and held tense.

“I’m twenty-four,” she cried, 
“twenty-four!”

Elizabeth was not to be disturbed. 
“So’m I. That isn’t doddering, is it, 
darling ?”

“You don’t understand. I was 
eighteen when I first planned to go 
away. Then, when I was twenty, the 
chance came again, and went. Now I’m 
twenty-four. I’ll never go away now— 
it’s too late. I’ll never go away----- ”
Mary’s voice became a dry whisper, 
without hope or youth in it, and Eliza­
beth looked up anxiously.

“Mary, don’t talk like a withered-up 
old maid with nothing to do but make 
doilies the rest of her life. You’re 
young! Anything might happen.”

“But nothing will,” said Mary, and 
began to talk about the next dance at 
the Weston Country Club with a brittle, 
feverish gayety.

r l| HAT was a week ago. Elizabeth 
had not dreamed how sage a proph­

etess she was. Mary herself felt as 
though she were walking through a 
dream, alive only in a glamorous half­
world where the familiar was covered 
over with mist and the unfamiliar shone 
through it like quicksilver. She forgot 
that she was twenty-four and became 
twenty. She got out lace that had be­
longed to her mother and tacked it at 
the neck and wrists of her uninspired 
dark dresses. She brushed her wings 
of hair till they shone like a blackbird’s. 
She sang and she scurried and she be­
wildered her father, whose housekeeper 
she had been for nearly seven years.

“Are these biscuits done, I wonder, 
Mary? They look queer.”

“I told Bess to hurry dinner. I’m go­
ing out. The biscuits won’t hurt you, 
darling.”

There was nowhere to go but the 
movies, and Blackie’s or the Hot Spot 
afterward for a drink and a dance 



achieved by the simple process of put­
ting a nickel in a slot. That was the 
sum total of the night life on the East­
ern Shore in November, except for the 
Thanksgiving dance at the club next 
week at which, it was rumored, an or­
chestra imported from Baltimore was to 
play. Mary thought, "If he stays, if he 
only happens to stay that long, I’ll get 
a dress in Salisbury. It won’t matter 
if it’s cheap—I’ll know it’s new.”

For the movies, she wore one of the 
dark dresses with her mother’s lace sewn 
into a jabot for it, and she set a blade 
oil-the-face hat carefully on the shining 
crown of her head. Lloyd Race would 
have said, "Mary, you look like a mil­
lion dollars!” She smiled faintly at the 
thought. She expected no comment 
from George Allistair but an approving 
look.

“So George is back,” said her father 
abruptly as she leaned over him to say 
good night. "Is he much changed?”

Mary hesitated. “You’ll see him a 
minute when he comes for me. I haven’t 
thought------ Yes, he’s older.”

George was definitely older. There 
were lines around his mouth that had 
not been there four years ago, and he 
was thicker at the waist—thicker than 
necessary for a young man of thirty. 
You made a mental comment when you 
first saw George, “Attractive chap. 
Needs exercise. Good tailor, though. 
As a matter of fact, swell tailor.”

His tailor was one of the things Mary 
liked about George. His tweeds were 
Bond Street, his shooting outfit dis­
tinctly Abercrombie’s, his dinner jacket 
of a suavity all its own.

“Of course, he may not mean this— 
he may not mean any of it,” Mary kept 
telling herself all that week. "He went 
away once.” She tried to stamp down 
the bitter memory that sometimes came 
up over her mind like a stubborn tide.

"How were the ducks to-day?” she 
asked George on the way to the movies.

George twisted the wheel of his car 

irritably, to pass a typical Eastern Shore 
farmer’s flivver—aged, mud-spattered 
and ambling.

"The ducks knew I was coming, so 
they flew to the Carolinas. At least, 
they weren’t at Race’s duckblind.”

Mary saw that George was annoyed 
and she said soothingly, “Better luck to­
morrow. It wasn’t cold enough to-day, 
maybe. The paper said they’d be late 
this year.” And to herself, “He must 
stay! I have to make him think it’s 
fun—I have to be amusing.”

A/T ARY had been engaged to George 
x the summer she was twenty. The 
Allistairs were not Eastern Shore peo­
ple; they had come from Philadelphia 
and bought the old Musing place On the 
Choptank. George, the son, hung 
around there in the summers. He had 
a better sailboat than any one else’s, and 
the Allistairs had built a good clay ten­
nis court in one of their fields. It at­
tracted the crowd so that they all got 
into the habit of spending the hot Au­
gust days at George’s and swimming off 
George’s float. The tennis court and 
the float might have deceived them into 
believing they liked George more than 
they really did, as it was afterward 
agreed. They all felt he had given Mary 
a rather raw deal.

"I don’t want to talk about it,” Mary 
had said with dignity, and she stuck to 
it. She never mentioned George Allis- 
tair’s name from that day to this, even 
to Elizabeth. A few months later, the 
papers came out with George’s engage­
ment to a Philadelphia society girl. 
There was a large, fashionable wedding 
at Chestnut Hill, and that was that. 
George Allistair was put firmly out of 
people’s minds.

Mary had been about to go abroad on 
a chaperoned party of girls the year she 
was eighteen. Her mother’s death 
stopped that. It was necessary to stay 
and keep her father’s house in order,



and to keep her father's grief-crazed 
mind from hurtling off the wheels of 
sanity into uncharted space. She was 
needed. She unpacked her small new 
steamer trunk, laid her clothes carefully 
away, and sat opposite her father at the 
table in the empty chair that had been 
her mother’s. Some day, her chance to 
leave Weston would come again, she

supposed. Meantime, she had loved her 
mother and she tried at eighteen to fill 
her mother’s vacant space in life as she 
filled her chair in the dining room.

Then there was George Allistair two 
years later. Their engagement had not 
been announced because, for some ob­
scure reason, engagements are seldom 
announced on the Eastern Shore. The 
principals in the “crush” are seen every­
where together—dancing at the club, 

drinking nightly sodas at Blackie's, oc­
casionally sitting in the same pew in 
church—and Weston winks an eye and 
waits. Sometimes there is a small wed­
ding several months later, but usually, 
as if there were an element in the air 
or climate of the Eastern Shore that 
affects such things, there is an elope­
ment. The young people pick up a best 
man and a maid of honor and tear off in 
an open roadster to Elkton or some



“Why, George Allistair,” she said 
gayly, “in the flesh! What on earth 
are you doing here?” She sounded 

young, casual and invulnerable.

at the post office and chain grocery 
stores, all gossip subsides.

Mary had neither a wedding nor an 
elopement. George Allistair simply 
left at the end of the summer and neg­
lected to write or return. After a 
while Mary got accustomed to holding 
her chin high when she walked down 
Main Street. She grew accustomed 
to George’s silence and to the certainty 
that there would be no letters from him 
at the post office when she went for the 

mail. There would be her fa­
ther’s Baltimore paper in a 
neat wad, bills on the first of 
the month, the two or three 
magazines she took to copy 
clothes from; nothing else. 
She assumed, correctly, that

nearer town. After a few days at Ocean 
City, they come back and set up house­
keeping in Weston’s new brick four- 
story apartment house, the Calvert 
Arms. The town hums a while and 
then, as the married couple settle down 
to everyday life and are seen regularly 

the Allistairs had had other plans for 
George. Soon even that bitterness 
faded in her mind and came back only 
intermittently, when she was very tired 
or when she took inventory of her secret 
self.

“I shouldn’t think you’d ever want to 



see his face again,” said Elizabeth Race 
indignantly, when she heard .George 
Allistair had come down for the duck­
shooting.

■ “I don’t know. Somehow, I don’t 
think it was all his fault,” mused Mary, 
“and it was so long ago.” Her stubborn 
dark head jerked itself up. “Anyhow, 
I want to see him. Say I’m curious. 
Say anything. Only help me, Eliza­
beth.”

"ITT was Lloyd who helped her—Lloyd 
who contrived to make it look like 

the merest accident that his sister, Eliza­
beth, and her best friend, Mary Hem­
lock, should be sitting on the edge of 
his desk in his office when George Allis­
tair came in to see about using the Races’ 
duckblind.

George had looked at her incredu­
lously. It made Mary’s heart warm to 
remember that look and all that lay at 
the back of George’s eyes.

“Mary,” he murmured as if he were 
speaking to a ghost, “Mary------”

“Why, George Allistair,” she said 
gayly, “in the flesh! What on earth 
are you doing here?” She sounded 
young, casual and invulnerable. She 
stood a little nearer Lloyd Race because 
she was not casual at all. Lloyd was 
solid, tall and reassuring. He was al­
most as much her older brother as Eliza­
beth’s. Because he knew how she was 
feeling, he stepped into the breach and 
talked so hard and fast about guns and 
decoys that George was hard put to fol­
low him.

“If we can get rid of this gang of 
girls,” said Lloyd amiably, “I can run 
you out to look the situation over.”

“We’re only two girls and not awfully 
big girls,” pleaded Mary with her most 
charming pout.

“Oh, we must take them along, 
Lloyd.” George was eager.

He was all Mary could have hoped 
for in her dearest dream of revenge. 

His eyes seldom left her face and she 
turned on all her best expressions, her 
play of smile, crinkle of nose and mobil­
ity of eye.

It was like a play more and more. 
Mary needed all her beauty and her 
verve. She must be Ina Claire, Kath­
erine Cornell and Jane Cowl. The 
stakes were so high. One week, two 
weeks, and George could want her back. 
George, disillusioned by his marriage 
to the girl his family had chosen for 
him, divorced, cynical, bored—George 
could turn to his first love as a drowning 
man turns to the first piece of driftwood 
he can hold to. He could, he might, he 
probably would want to marry her and 
take her away with him. Philadelphia 
wouldn’t be too far away from her fa­
ther, and she might persuade George to 
spend the summers in Maryland. There 
was still the Allistair place, boarded up 
and looked after by a caretaker. Mary’s 
mind raced on.

“What tripe,” commented George on 
the movie they saw that night. “Six 
months old and ridiculous.”

Mary saw that he was annoyed at 
the shortage of ducks. She prayed, as 
they made their way into the brightly 
lighted Hot Spot on First Street, that 
there would be somebody there who 
would amuse George. They took a small 
table and put some nickels into the ma­
chine that provided the latest in dance 
music. It blared forth with “The object 
of my affections------”

“Mary, for some time I’ve wanted to 
explain,” began George presently.

She laughed lightly. “Heavens, don’t 
rake up the dead, darling. It’s in­
decent !”

“I must have seemed a terrible cad.
I mean------”

“Just an old smoothie.”
“Dance?” he asked abruptly.
They stood and he caught Mary closer 

than necessary. The place was filled 
with high-school belles and their dates, 
no one they knew in sight at the mo­



ment. Mary slipped her slim arm far­
ther around George’s neck.

“You’re a lovely thing. I thought 
so once and I think so now. It was 
mother who------’’ .

“Of course, I understand,” whispered 
Mary gently.

They danced in silence and Mary felt, 
as the music stopped and they were 
standing again in the center of a small, 
crowded floor among noisy youngsters, 
that the thread of magic had snapped. 
They walked back to their booth just 
as Lloyd and Elizabeth came in.

“We saw you at the movie,” said 
Elizabeth gayly, “and we hoped you 
might be here. Lloyd had to make a 
telephone call to the farm.”

“It was twins,” interrupted Lloyd, 
“both heifers. I’ll run out and have 
a look at them to-morrow.”

Poor Lloyd! Mary frowned at the 
thought. He practiced, law with his fa­
ther on Main Street, and in his spare 
time ran out to the farm on the Little 
Choptank his mother had left him. He 
loved his farm, absurd as it seemed, and 
went out there alone every summer to 
live. He’d had plenty of chances to 
leave Weston, and his father wouldn’t 
have stood in his way either. It was 
strange that Lloyd wouldn’t go away 
while he could. Mary had said as much 
to Elizabeth and Elizabeth had always 
stood Up for her brother.

“He loves the Eastern Shore, Mary. 
It’s in his blood. He’s talked about that 
farm of his ever since we were chil­
dren—how some day, if he should 
marry, he’d move out permanently and 
run it as it ought to be run, how, when 
he finishes with law, he’ll retire on his 
own acres. I can understand how he 
feels.”

“Lloyd could go anywhere and be 
anything,” Mary insisted.

“Yes—so what? If he couldn’t be 
happy anywhere else?”

Mary shrugged her shoulders and the 
subject was always dropped.
SL™—5

OW Lloyd sat opposite George 
™ Allistair and made plans for the 

next day.
“Game to get up at three thirty ?”
“If the ducks do,” said George. 

“Think there’ll be any more to-morrow 
than there were to-day ?”

“Sure. It’s going to be cold and 
there may be some sleet.”

George tapped nervous fingers on the 
table. He didn’t like to be kept wait­
ing-

“I’d like to get one decent day’s 
sport,” he said finally. “I ought to be 
going back to town this week.”

Mary felt as cold as if there were 
a draft blowing on her. She must have 
failed, if he wouldn’t stay any longer 
than that. Well, that was nothing un­
usual. She’d failed before. If George 
left the Shore without asking her to 
marry him, she might as well resign 
herself to a lifetime like the last seven 
years. The knights didn’t come riding 
on white horses two by two in search 
of her. The Washington Ferry hadn’t 
gone over and the Eastern Shore was As 
deadly quiet and isolated country as you 
could find on the Atlantic. People 
talked about the writers, artists and New 
Yorkers who were buying up salt-water 
farms in Talbot County, but Mary hadn’t 
seen any and she wasn’t apt to. All 
her life she would be hemmed in by her 
own back yard and her own front porch, 
rocking, sewing and peering up and 
down the street at the neighbors. A 
sharp rebellion surged up within her 
and, to her helpless horror, she felt the 
stinging tears blurring her eyes. It was 
more than could be borne that George 
Allistair should see her cry. She looked 
around like a trapped animal.

“You promised me at least one dance. 
Mary, and I’m here to claim it,” said 
Lloyd Race loudly, and pulled her to 
her feet before she could speak. With 
his arm around her waist, he stooped 
and thrust a nickel in the slot.

Once again that evening, Mary was



being held a little closer than was abso­
lutely necessary. Lloyd’s arm was warm 
and sustaining, and for a moment he 
put the brown fingers of his other hand 
under her chin, lifting it. “Nothing’s 
worth those tears, Mary,” he whispered, 
and then, as they glided past George 
and Elizabeth, he said quite audibly, 
“Beautiful thing!”

After that, the evening crackled and 
sparkled like high tension wires. George 
Allistair, who had brought Mary out in 
the first place, was watching some spir­
ited competition. Lloyd hovered over 
Mary with bulldog tenacity and put in­
numerable nickels in the victrola, to the 
delight of Weston high-school youth. 
He had a way of looking intimately 
across the table and asking for a dance 
with a lift of an eyebrow. He said 
fatuously to the others, “Isn’t she look­
ing gorgeous to-night? When Mary 
wears black and white, with her white 
skin and black hair-----  Gee, Mary!”

“I never knew that Lloyd------” be­
gan George to Elizabeth in an annoyed 
undertone.

Elizabeth nodded sadly. “Oh, yes, 
all his life! He believes she’ll change 
her mind in the end.” .

“What nonsense! Mary has a will of 
her own, and she’s a raving, tearing 
beauty! She doesn’t have to stay in a

small town. She could marry any one 
she liked—not that Lloyd isn’t a fine 
fellow and all that------” There was a
smug patronage in George’s voice, but 
Elizabeth ignored it. She set her plain 
large face into a wistful mold—the per­
fect expression for a devoted sister who 
would like her brother to be happy above 
all else—and said hastily, “Oh, of 
course, Lloyd knows he hasn’t much to 
offer. But Mary has turned down at 
least a dozen men in the last few years— 
a terribly wealthy man from New York 
who was visiting the Tennants, a Balti­
more boy who came down on his yacht 
for the regatta at St. Michael’s and-----
Oh, there was an actor who was crazy 
about her last summer, but she didn’t 
give a fig for him. So Lloyd feels in 
the end she might turn to him.”

George was intensely interested. He 
leaned far across the table and ques­
tioned Elizabeth closely.

“I thought of course you’d heard,” 
improvised Elizabeth soberly, “about 
that horrible thing that happened two 
years ago. Remember reading about the 
Mackaye boy ?”

George did, distinctly. A certain 
youthful son of a certain elderly manu­
facturer who had bought a place on the 
Choptank, went back to his college dor­
mitory at the end of Christmas vacation 
and shot himself through the head. 
“Good Lord!” said George.

“Yes, every one knows he was wild 
about her and she'd told him she 
wouldn’t marry him. She had to tell 
him. It broke her up frightfully when 
she heard about----- ”

“Yes, yes, of course.” George moist­
ened his lips. “Mary is buried alive 
down here, but I can see why she might 
feel----- ”

“Some day Mary will marry a tre­
mendously important man and live in 
all the great cities of the world,” fin­
ished Elizabeth softly, “and that’s what 
I tell Lloyd. But he’s so blind!”



TUT ARY and Lloyd came back flushed 
“*■ and warm from their attempt at 
the rhumba. Mary said, “I think it’s 
time to go if you men are going to get 
up before the sun. And I’m a little 
tired.”

Elizabeth added under her breath to 
Lloyd, “And I’m a little drunk.” That 
was the only comment she made then 
or ever about her flights of fancy. For 
a girl who had never been considered 
brilliant or imaginative, she felt she had 
done rather well.

Lloyd Race ducked for Mary’s worn 
black kidskin coat before George got it. 
He slipped it on Mary’s shoulders with 
lingering touches and pats.

“See you to-morrow?’’ he whispered 
not too softly.

George coughed. “It’s tough, old 
man, but Mary’s promised to go to a 
party in Easton with me. I know some 
people over there who are crazy to meet 
her. And since I’m here such a short 
time----- ”

“I know Lloyd will understand,” said 
Mary through her bewilderment.

“Anyhow, don’t forget about our date 
the day after,” Lloyd persisted.

“I won’t. Shall I dress?" Mary 
could take a hint.

“Yes. I’ll be white tie. Wilmington’s 
not too informal.”

Mary blinked, gave him her hand and 
kissed Elizabeth. Life was moving very 
fast and she wasn’t used to it.

George slipped an arm around her 
when he parked his car in front of her 
house.

“Did you say something about a 
Thanksgiving dance at the club?” he 
asked her.

“I might have mentioned it,” an­
swered Mary as casually as she was able. 
“There is one.”

“Could I take you?"
“If you’re here that long.”
“I’ll be here. I can’t leave you so 

soon, Mary. I------”
“Good night,” she said, and slid 

adroitly out of the car. “It was fun, 
George.”

“It was marvelous. I’ll call for you 
at eight to-morrow.”

“Good night,” she said again in her 
most glamorous whisper.

IT T was surely a dream and Mary 
didn’t want to wake up. George 

took her to Talbot County one night, 
and she met a crowd of the most amus­
ing people she had known existed out­
side the pages of the New Yorker. 
Lloyd Race took her to Wilmington the 
next night and they danced in the best 
hotel and got home at all hours.

She remembered to thank Lloyd, in 
a husky low voice.

“You and Elizabeth are always on 
tap when I need you. You’re the best 
friends I have in the world, Lloyd. 
I----- ”

“Skip it,” he said sharply.
Nothing more was said. Lloyd hung 

around. George hung around. Mary’s 
heart sprang up like elastic with fresh 
hope, almost with certainty.

There was a day in the duckblinds, 
shivering cold and damp, when Mary 
watched George and Lloyd and waited 
for ducks that didn’t come. There was 
a date at the movies with the two of 
them, because one or the other had got-



ten confused and they couldn’t agree on 
whose date it was. Then the end of 
next week became the present, and Mary 
was dressing for the Thanksgiving 
dance. George was leaving the next 
day and he hadn’t made any secret of 
having something awfully important to 
discuss with Mary to-night. He might 
have mentioned it before several times, 
but with a feminine delight in prolong­
ing the pleasantest situation in years, 
she had stalled him off. There was 
time enough.

“You’re making a mistake,” her fa­
ther had told her heavily. “You’re 
young and inexperienced. George has 
been married once before and divorced.”

“Father! Of course he’s been di­
vorced. Loads of people are divorced 
and it isn’t always their fault. George’s 
wife was impossible to live with, spoiled 
and selfish. They found they didn’t care 
for each other so he gave her her free­
dom. That’s that.”

“So you’ve decided it finally, Mary. 
Then there’s nothing to be said.”

Her father couldn’t know that it 
wasn’t a question of deciding. It was 
a question of taking the stitches out of 
a wound for years old and letting it heal. 
It was a question of sweet triumph and 
escape from the Eastern Shore. Mary 
sat in her long satin slip and rouged her 
lips before the mirror. She slithered



with a sensuous, triumphant glee into 
her evening gown. The shop in Salis­
bury had ordered it from Baltimore for 
her, and it was extremely new and not 
a little daring. She would have the 
honor of being the first woman on the 
Eastern Shore to wear a sari. One of 
her shoulders was covered, the other 
emerged very white and bare from her 
clinging draperies. She looked in her 
wardrobe mirror and , smiled like a 
pleased child. Mrs. George Allistair of 
Philadelphia, Mrs. George Allistair 
whose gowns are made by Schiaparelli, 
whose hats by Lily Dache, who smokes 
English cigarettes, who crosses to Eu­
rope on the Normandie—it was a broad, 
exciting future stretching out before her 
like a horizon.

The orchestra from Baltimore was not 

up to Paul Whiteman, but it was doing 
well. It had speed and tempo and, at 
intervals, a dreamy languor. Looking 
around the large room of the club, it 
no longer gave Mary a pang to see the 
dancers becoming gradually younger 
and younger—little Anne Worthington, 
now seventeen and in long skirts; 
Buddy Matson who used to be a grin­
ning, freckled kid and suddenly bor­
rowed his father’s razor—they had no 
power to make Mary feel forlorn any 
longer. She danced by them all with 
her brilliant, very red smile fastened to 
her lips, and her floating chiffon panels 
drifting back from George Allistair’s 
arm. They say every life has its own 
hour of triumph and that was Mary’s. 
She felt it would even be an anticlimax 
when she looked up into George’s eager 
face and let her lips frame a slow, mur­
murous “yes.”

It grew late. George was urgent. 
“Mary, I must see you. I’ll get your 
wrap. We can go outside on the ve­
randa.”

7\/T ARY shivered in the cold Novem- 
■L ber night. There were stars bal­
anced somewhere over the Choptank and 
brighter stars which were probably the



lights of Oxford on the other side. The 
orchestra played a waltz in that inspired 
moment and there could have been no 
possible setting more fitting for Mary’s 
victory, Mary’s escape, than this one. 
She was twenty-four, she thought 
dreamily. That was young, just begin­
ning. She relived the last week or two 
in her mind—all a pattern, a preparation 
for this final thing.

She had forgotten George and he was 
speaking. His hand was on her arm, 
bare under the folds of her long velvet 
military cape.

“Mary, I’ll take you with me. We 
should have been married long ago, but 
Fil make it up to you. You’ll be the 
loveliest wife God ever made.” He 
stared intently at her lifted face turned 
to the stars over the river, cleanly chis­
eled as marble and as cold. “You’ll 
knock them all dead, Mary—Philadel­
phia, New York, Bar Harbor------” His
excitement mounted and he put both his 
arms around her and drew her close. 
It was like drawing marble close. “Kiss 
me. Say you’ll come with me.”

Mary looked stupidly up at him. Then 
her eyes focused and searched George 
Allistair’s face as if she had never seen 
it before.

“Marry you, George ?” she asked, puz­
zled. “Go with you into the world?” 
She uttered a strange sound that was 
half a sob and half laughter as his lips 
found hers, then she broke away and 
ran.

“Mary, come back!” George ran 
heavily after her for a moment, but he 
wasn’t in training, and Mary’s long 
young legs carried her like a deer. She 
may have thought, “Why am I run­
ning?” but there was no answer and 
she did not stop. She left the side ve­
randa of the club and sped down the 
cold lawn toward the Choptank, her 
cape blowing out behind her. She ran 
along the steep bank and paused, breath­
less, against a poplar tree. Her breath 

came fast and frosted in the cold air. 
She looked out over the dark, lapping 
water and absorbed the beauty of the 
night into her soul. “I have a soul,” she 
thought confusedly. “Every one has a 
soul, asleep or awake. I’ve been asleep.”

A MAN who was walking below the 
x embankment on the graveled 
shore clambered up and came toward 
her. She could see the white of his shirt 
and the glowing redness of his pipe. The 
shape of his square shoulders and the 
lines of his head were familiar to her, 
and she was not afraid. She stood 
quietly, watching him.

He said nothing and his feet trod the 
frostbitten ground noiselessly. Involun­
tarily, she held out her arms to him 
from under her cape, and he came up 
and put them around his neck, holding 
her so close that each of them could 
feel the heart of the other beating in 
long, uneven strokes. Mary lifted her 
lips to his in a kiss inevitable from the 
beginning, and abruptly he let her go.

“I don’t know why------” he began.
But Mary remained in her calm, in­

vulnerable trance.
“I love you, Lloyd,” she said.
“You couldn’t love me. You never 

did. You’ve waited for George Allis­
tair to come back for four years. You 
would have waited longer. You want 
to get away from here.” '

Mary shook her head gravely. “He 
came, and he’ll go.”

Lloyd was bewildered. “Then didn’t 
he ask you? Mary, I’ll get him—I’ll 
beat it out of him!” The two hard 
brown hands clenched themselves in the 
gesture of the protective male.

“He asked me to marry him ten min­
utes ago,” said Mary serenely.

“Then”—Lloyd came to her again 
and held her two wrists with savage 
firmness—“what did you say? Tell 
me!”

“I don’t think I said anything. Some-



thing swept over me like—like a wave. 
I felt it and ran away. I ran and ran, 
until now----- ”

Lloyd was beaten, and he surrendered. 
He caught Mary for the second time and 
kissed her. He murmured foolish things 
against her throat and into her ears.

“Lloyd Race, Lloyd Race!” repeated 
Mary incredulously. “All this time it 
was you and we could have been happy I 
It was always you.”

He shook his head. “It was you, al­
ways, from the time you were ten. But 
you didn’t know I was alive.”

“Elizabeth’s brother! Oh, Lloyd, is 
it real, am I still dreaming ?”

He pinched her as hard as he dared.
“Ouch! Kiss me instead.”
He kissed her.
Forgetting the cold, they sat on the 

bank and Mary said she wanted to look 
at the farm the next day.

“Will you live on my farm ?” he asked 
unbelievingly.

“I won’t live anywhere else.”
“George will be angry at your stay­

ing out here so long. He’ll go away 
to-morrow. He won’t ask you to marry 
him again. The last avenue of escape 
will be closed,” Lloyd reminded her 
fairly.

Mary was a little drunk on beauty. 
She took the Eastern Shore to her heart 
because it was hers and Lloyd’s, because 
their grandfathers’ grandfathers had 
struggled and fought on it, built their 
houses on it, and left it all peaceful, 
lovely and proud to two young people 
they had never seen and must trust 
blindly.

“There isn’t any escape,” said Mary 
sagely. “There is never any escape from 
what you love. Lloyd, I want your 
farm, I want your house, I want our 
life together. Because it’s on the East­
ern Shore, in this town and this county 
where we were born”—her voice fal­
tered and her eyes filled with tears— 
“I’m grateful and----- ”

The rest of what Mary would have 
said was lost in the smoothness of his 
dinner jacket as he crushed her close.



DRESS YOUR HAIR
IN RELATION TO YOUR

H
EIGHT and breadth of forehead, 
in relation to the cheek bones 
and length of face, are the meas­

urements that should decide your style 
of hairdressing.

Lowbrow myself, in thought and face, 
I think we will begin here and stress 
.the qualities of high hats and hair styles 
for our shortcoming. But there is more 
in it than that.

•Going back to the article in last 
month’s issue, when we agreed that we 
would base our comparisons on what we 
learned from our first drawing lesson— 
that the distance between head top and 
the ridge where nose joins brow and 
from this ridge to chin should be equal. 
Are yours?

If they are, then a low brow must 
mean that you have a short face and 
that, in fact, your brow is not low in 
proportion to the rest of your face.

If, then, your face is short and your 
nose small, the most becoming hair line 
will be a center parting with the hair 
dressed down sleekly at the sides. Up­
ward lines in the hair styling on such a 
face would make your brow look too 
low—which, in fact, it is not—by mak­
ing you look as if you had too much hair 
in proportion to the size of your face.

With this hairdressing, the brows 
should be trimmed—always from under-

If the forehead is high and the tem­
ples narrow, the hair looks well curled 
on the temples, so as to cover the 
hollows. With this style, the eye­
brows look best trained to curve gen­
tly, but do not thin them. A bold 
brow loses its character if the brows 
are plucked to a thin line.

neath—to grow in straight lines, curving 
neither up nor down at the ends.

A low brow above high cheek bones 
gives the impression of a long face, often 
quite wrongly. If the nose ridge to chin 
proportions are still the same as from 
the top of the head—not top of brow— 
then a high-built hair line gives the ef­
fect of broadening out the face, not 
lengthening.

The brow which is rather too rounded 
in front can be made to look smooth by 
brushing the hair off from the center—■ 
where it bulges—and then waving it 
around to fall forward over the temples. 
Brows for this style should fo'rm the 
natural slow curve.



By ZOE FARMAR

and make the most of your looks

On a broad, low brow, the waves 
should come in a line upward from 
the cheek bones. If the nose is short, 
a center parting will suit this facial 
structure, but a long nose is less ex­
aggerated by a side parting. Brows 
should be trained to taper upward at 
the tails.

On the forehead which recedes, a 
wave can be trained to stand up 
across the center, then to drape down 
in a long sweep across the forehead. 
The eyebrows should follow the same 
sweep: up a little at center and trail­
ing off upward again at the ends.

The low brow which is narrow across 
the temples should be dressed with 
the hair combed outward in soft 
waves off the temples, to fill out the 
hollows. A natural brow line will look 
best.

A well-shaped but high forehead is 
attractive so long as the temples are also 
broad—so show it.

But let the hair be softly set, never in 
rigid waves, and rather long.

Look at the drawings. Which brow 
line is yours, and are you dressing your 
hair to suit it ?



by
russell m. coryell

SYNOPSIS:
Mary Ellen Wilton is abroad when a 

letter comes from her twin sister, Mary 
Edna, to come home at once, that she is 
in trouble. When Ellen gets home, Edna 
tells her that she, Ellen, must take her 
place as Clinton’s wife for six months. 
Ellen refuses at first, but finally consents. 
Clinton does not detect the difference and 
he and Ellen go down to the West In­
dies. Ellen will not permit him to make 
love to her, and Clinton finally deter-

Under his kisses, weakness swept 
like a wave through her body, 
until with a gasp of mixed shame 
and ecstasy she knew she could 
resist no longer. Her heart was 

his.

mines to cure her of her spoiledness. He 
takes her to an island he owns and they 
live there alone, Ellen doing the cooking. 
They build themselves a shack to live in 
and at the end of the day Clinton com­
mands Ellen to get ready for bed.



CHANGELING
II

LLEN stood stock-still, her blood 
pounding, panic in every swift- 

d drawn breath. She could feel 
the frightened throb of it in her throat. 

All afternoon, as she and Clinton 
worked to make the dirty shack a fit 
place to sleep, she had fought the ever­
growing consternation. It had been 
built to accommodate just one man— 
doubtless a foreman of the banana 
plantation—and had been crude enough 
when new. When the plantation was 
abandoned, everything had been taken 
from it but the crude table, a broken 
bench, and the built-in bed of boards. 
Clinton had piled the latter with a deep 
cushion of leaves and crushed fem 
fronds.

Ellen had told herself that it was im-

WIFE
possible to fight the inevitable. She had 
reminded herself constantly that what 
Clinton was doing was exactly what he 
should do, from his point of view. It 
was exactly what Edie needed. And 
she mustn’t forget that she was Edie. 
She was a spoiled rich girl whose hus­
band was desperate. He was deter­
mined to make a woman of her, compel 
her to be the wife she had refused to be; 
and for Edie’s sake Ellen had told her­
self she must submit. All day long she 
had told herself that.

“I’ve got to go through with it! I’ve 
got to go through with it!” she repeated 
to herself. “I can’t betray Edie."



But now that the test had come, she 
knew she couldn’t. Her whole woman’s 
instinct rebelled, torn by conflicting emo­
tions that she could scarcely analyze. If 
she hadn’t cared for him, if her trem­
bling heart wasn’t fairly bursting with 
the fullness of her emotion, her adora­
tion of him, it would have been differ­
ent. Perhaps then, frigidly, by sheer 
force of will, driven by duty to Edie, 
she could have forced an unwilling body 
to obey her.
‘ But she did care. She cared too ter­
ribly. His lightest touch turned her 
blood to fire. That was why she couldn’t 
go through with it. She couldn’t pre­
tend submission. She couldn’t go to her 
sister’s husband, wanting him.

Oh, why-—why wasn’t it Edie instead 
of her there on that island!

“Edie!” Clinton’s voice rang with 
grim determination. “I am not going 
to put up with any nonsense. I’ve 
warned you that I’m going to use force 
if necessary. You’ll not play the spoiled 
child with me any longer! Go to bed!”

“Please!” With choking, painful 
throat, she turned to him. “Clinton, 
please!” The blood flamed into her 
cheeks and then drained away again. 
She drew a sobbing, frightened breath. 
“Listen! I told you I loved you. I do. 
But if you go on now”—she put a shak­
ing hand to her heart—“you’ll kill all 
the liking that I have. Don’t you see ?”

“No!” Clinton’s deep voice shook. 
“I can’t be moved any more by that kind 
of talk. I don’t believe it. I’ve been 
weak with you ever since the day we 
were married. I’ve let you twist me 
around your finger, turning my heart 
by arguments like these, deceiving me, 
playing on my emotions. But now I 
know I've always been wrong. It isn’t 
gentleness and concessions that you 
need, but a strong, unyielding hand. 
To-day, for the first time in your spoiled 
life, you have been made to work. And, 
for the first time, too, you have shown 
me that down under that pampered ex­

terior there is real womanhood when it 
is compelled to show itself. To-day you 
have acted as a woman should, so I 
know I am doing right. I am not going 
to weaken now, even if I have to do 
what you think is brutal. You are go­
ing to be the wife you promised to be.”

Wildly, Ellen’s heart fluttered. He 
was right. Edie did need an iron, rigid 
hand to compel her. She sought fran­
tically in the confusion of her mind for 
the right thing to say. Edie would be 
clever now. Edie would be able to twist 
him around her finger again. Edie’s 
mind always worked fast in emergencies. 
What would Edie do ? What would she 
say?

She would play on his emotions, be 
weak and feminine, cry. It wouldn’t 
be hard to cry now, Ellen thought; not 
the way she was feeling. She didn’t 
have to pretend weakness and helpless­
ness. She was trembling with both. 
Her knees were ready to give way un­
der her.

“I shouldn’t think you’d want to be 
brutal,” she answered with a low, bro­
ken sob. “I know you can be, of course. 
I’m too weak to fight against you. You 
can probably make me do anything you 
want. But”—she raised brimming eyes 
to his—“I am going to hate you, if you 
do.”

“Maybe you are!” he cried fiercely. 
He stood looking down at her, his face 
drawn and stern in the flickering light 
of the dying fire. “Maybe you’ll hate 
me and maybe you won’t. But I know 
one thing sure. And that is that I’ll 
despise myself if I don’t, for I know it’s 
the only way. You’ve got to be made 
to obey! And I’m going to make you! 
Even if you hate me and I hate myself!” 
His voice was harsh with emotion. Sud­
denly he stepped close and caught her 
in his arms. “Edie! Edie!” he cried 
desperately, a catch in lais breath. "You 
drive me crazy.” Then violently, wildly, 
he began to kiss her.

Ellen struggled, but was helpless in 



the clasp of his powerful arms. They 
lifted her from the ground, crushing her 
against him. She cried out, but his hard 
kisses bruised her mouth, silenced her, 
rendered her breathless. Kiss after kiss 
till her rioting blood took fire and her 
brain reeled. Weakness swept like a 
wave through her body, until with a 
gasp of mixed shame and ecstasy she 
knew she could resist no longer. Her 
heart was his.

IC'OR the few short months that re- 
mained before Edie returned, she 

would live in the paradise of his arms, 
in the paradise she had yearned for ever 
since that first day when she and Edie 
had encountered Clinton. Edie had de­
manded him for herself alone, and El­
len had stepped aside. Then Edie had 
deliberately renounced that paradise 
after making him her husband.

Well, Ellen would take it now. Un­
til Edie came back she would enjoy that 
bit of heaven.

She gave a sobbing cry of surrender, 
relaxing against him. Tender, yielding 
tears welled up in her eyes and coursed 
down her cheeks. Soft and pliant she 
lay. looking up at him, and she saw the 
look in his eyes change. Desperately he 
put her down, pushing her from him.

“No!” he cried hoarsely. “I can’t! I 
won’t force myself on my own wife. I 
can’t take you while you love another 
man. To see you weep and resist me 
—that would be torture. I want you 
willingly. And I’ll make you cbrne will­
ingly!” he cried fiercely. “I’ll make you 
want me, and only me! I’ll keep you 
here until you do.”

Bewildered by the change in him, faint 
with the completeness of her surrender, 
Ellen looked up into his stern face, her 
heart thudding, ready to cry with disap­
pointment. It was on her lips to cry 
out: “I am yours now. I am willing.” 
But instead, with a sobbing, gasping 
breath, she turned away from him and 

stumbled with unseeing eyes to the bed 
he had prepared for them.

In the lonely silence of the tropic night 
she heard him leave the shack and move 
away in the direction of the beach. 
What he did or wrhere he slept that night 
she did not know. For hours she lay 
listening, waiting for his return, crying 
miserably over the situation that had 
arisen. She didn’t want him angry and 
harsh with her. She mustn’t do any­
thing to estrange him from Edie. She 
must try to win back his faith and ad­
miration. For her own sake, as well 
as Edie’s, she wanted it.

Sobbing softly to herself, she fell 
asleep at last, still in her linen dress, to 
wake to the realization that a new day 
was bom.

From outside came the sounds of 
many birds twittering, experimenting 
with their morning songs, calling to each 
other. The island air was still and heavy 
with the perfume of night flowers that 
had not yet closed entirely.

Ellen lay on the bed of ferns, fragrant 
now as they dried, and tried to plan how 
she must act. She let her eyes rove over 
the inside of the shack, visualizing what 
she could do to make it more attractive. 
The doorway was without a door. The 
window without a glass. Cracks be­
tween the weathered boards of the walls. 
Holes in the thatched roof through 
which she could see blue sky. No floor 
at all, just earth.

Energetically, she got up. Her wrin­
kled and dirty dress drew a gasp of dis­
may. She didn’t remember looking so 
untidy since she was a very small girl. 
And there was no maid to whom she 
could hand the dress with instructions 
to have it cleaned and pressed. She 
picked up her vanity case and balanced 
it on the window sill, propping the lid 
against the side while she looked into 
the small mirror. Tousled hair and 
tear-streaked make-up! What a sight!

Clinton would appear at just that mo­
ment, of course. She saw him striding 



up the path from the 
beach, a green coconut 
under each arm. Some­
time during the night he 
had shed his shirt and cut 
the legs of his white trou­
sers just above the knee. 
Ragged threads hung 
down, leaving a fringe. In 
a few more days he would 
look like a disreputable 
beach comber. But the less 
he wore, Ellen thought, 
the handsomer he grew. 
He certainly did not look 
like one of Philadelphia’s 
socially elite at present, however.

“Hello,” she called diffidently, feeling 
self-conscious.

“Good morning.” It was curt. He 
strode into the shack and put the two 
coconuts on the table. Then he turned 
to her, his eyes sweeping her up and 
down. From her his glance went to the 
vanjty case, and his lips tightened. “I 
don’t want you to use that stuff any 
more. You look a sight.” He picked 
up the case and turned the contents out 
on the rough table. “You can keep the 
brush and comb and face creams. The 
rest of this junk I’m throwing away.” 
He swept her toilet articles into his two 
hands and started for the doorway.

Until then Ellen had been too taken 
aback to say a word, but at sight of her 
powder, perfume, lipstick and other pre­
cious accessories being taken away she 
gave a cry of outraged protest.

“But, Clinton! I want those.” 
“No!” he answered, quietly decisive.

“I don’t want you to have them. You 
are done with artificial things. You are 
going to be real from now on. I don’t 
believe you have any conception of how 
you have ruined the real you. You had 
beautiful golden hair. You dyed it 
brown. You had nice, properly propor­
tioned eyebrows. You plucked them to 
a ridiculous thin line that doesn’t bear 
any relation now to the size and shape 

of your eyes. You put 
that vile carmine on your 
nails, making them look 
like claws. You smear 
nasty red on your lips.” 
He drew a deep breath. 
“Well, you’re done with 
all that now. From now 
on, if you w’ant to be beau­
tiful in the morning you 
better get into the habit, of 
taking a bath, instead of 
spreading cosmetics all 
over yourself.”

Ellen gave an outraged 
gasp. Telling her to take 

a morning bath!
“And more than that!” He looked 

her up and down again. “I don't want 
to see you wearing high-heeled slippers 
any more. Throw them away. If you 
don’t, I will- Guess I better do it now.” 
He stuffed her toilet articles into his 
pockets and moved toward her bags. 
“Open these up!”

Biting her lip, torn between the desire 
to laugh and to cry, furious but deter­
mined not to show it, Ellen watched him 
go through her clothes, tossing her nic­
est things onto the dirt floor, making 
two piles of them.

“There!” he said finally, pointing to 
a heap of dainty underthings, a bathing 
suit, a pair of shorts, beach slacks and 
halter. “You can wear any of that that 
you like. The rest of this I’m locking 
up. Where are the keys ?” He packed 
the other articles of clothing back into 
the bags with a disregard for wrinkles 
that sent shivers down Ellen’s back. 
Then he locked them and put the keys 
in his pocket. “Here!” He leaned 
down and picked up the halter, slacks, 
and a pair of sandals. “Go get a bath; 
in the brook or the sea, whichever you 
like. Then put these on and come back 
and get breakfast. After this I want 
breakfast by seven every morning.” He 
turned curtly away and left the shack, 
pulling her perfume and powder, nail 



polish and rouge from his pockets as he 
went.

He was going to throw them all away. 
Ellen looked after him and stamped an 
exasperated foot. Then she smiled rue­
fully and started down the path toward 
the beach.

’’TTHE air was soft and balmy, the 
light already brilliant in the early 

sun. As she drew near the water it 
sparkled, clear and blue and inviting. 
A hundred yards down the shore, she 
came to a secluded cove that was a per­
fect paradise for bathing. After a quick 
glance around, she slipped out of her 
things, letting them drop in a heap on 
the sand, and ran splashing into the 
limpid water.

Clinton had been right. The morn­
ing bath was a joy. Invigorating, yet 
warm and caressing to her bare skin. 
How infinitely more delightful and lux­
urious than a tub or a shower, or a re­
spectable swim in a suit! Then the 
vivid, sensuous reaction to the sun and 
air when she came out 1 The feel of the 
hot sand as she stretched out on it. She 
certainly didn’t intend to hurry! He 
had told her to take a bath, and she was 
going to take her time about it.

Suddenly there came an imperative 
call, however.

“Edie!”
In an instant she was on her feet and 

pulling on slacks and halter, slipping her 
feet into the sandals.

“Yes!” she called. “Coming!”
Clinton appeared a moment later.
“You’ll have to get your bath done 

earlier,” he told her curtly. “We’ve 
got a lot of work to do to-day. As 
soon as we’ve had breakfast, I want 
to start making the roof tight on 
the shack. The way it is now, the 
first heavy rain would drench us 
and wet our provisions. You’ll 
gather the palm leaves and hand 
them up to me on the roof.”

Breakfast was not a perfect meal.

The toast was burned and smoky. The 
coffee was strong and bitter. But there 
was a certain pride in achieving any 
meal at all over an open fire, and Ellen’s 
appetite was good and Clinton not too 
critical. She was grateful for that.

But then came the work on the roof. 
At first it seemed easy. Later, however, 
after she had been stripping dried palm 
leaves from palmettos for a few hours, 
she found her hands getting cut and sore. 
Each leaf became a torture to tear loose. 
But she was determined that she would 
not complain. So she bit her lip and 
brushed away the tears of pain.

It wasn’t until noon, after she had pre­
pared a meal and was serving it to him, 
that Clinton observed her hands. She 
was passing him his tin plate when he 
noticed.

“What’s the matter with your hands ?” 
He caught her wrist and turned her 
hand palm up. His eyes came swiftly 
up to hers, a stricken look in them. 
“Edie!” he cried. “Is this from han­
dling the palm leaves ? Why didn’t you 
tell me?”

That look of awful contrition was 
worth the entire morning of pain. El­
len’s heart plunged, and she was on the 
point of minimizing the cuts when she 
recalled that she was really supposed to 
be an unwilling and rebellious wife.

“Would it have made any difference 
if I had told you?” she asked, assuming 
one of Edie’s spoiled and martyred ex­
pressions.

Clinton’s look of contrition vanished 
instantly. At once he was hard and curt 
again.



"Of course it would. I’m not trying 
to punish you. Only make you do your 
share. You won’t gather any more 
leaves this afternoon. Instead, I want 
you to walk back into the island and 
try to find some fruit. This used to 
have both bananas and pineapples on it 
before we abandoned it.”

“Yes,” Ellen agreed submissively, and 
saw him wince at her air of broken-spir­
itedness. It was obvious that his con­
science was bothering him. His fre­
quent, surreptitious glances at her tom 
hands showed it. He was really suffer­
ing more than she.

How sensitive he was! How easy it 
would be to change his harshness to 
humbleness! He was driving himself 
to an unpleasant task. It struck her 
forcibly then how unfair Edie must have 
been with him to ever make him take 
this attitude. What had she done to 
him? And what would she be doing 
now ? Ellen mustn’t forget that she was 
Edie, spoiled and pampered.

Edie wouldn’t have gathered palm 
leaves at the expense of her hands. Edie 
wouldn’t have cooked his meals. She 
wouldn’t have known how, not even the 
little that Ellen knew. Edie would have 
been outraged, and acted the part. She 
would have rebelled. When he threw 
away her beauty aids, Edie would have 
gone into a fit of rage. And Clinton 
would have been much happier over his 
dictatorship, knowing that she deserved 
and needed the disciplining. Whereas 
now he was feeling like a brute.

“I’ve got to be more rebellious!” El­
len decided. She looked at the crude 
table and the dirty tin dishes, “Edie 
wouldn’t wash those!” she said to her­
self. “Neither will I. We’ll see what 
happens.”

When she heard Clinton climb up 
onto the thatched roof and start stuffing 
the palm leaves under the old leaves al­
ready there, she gave a last look at the 
messy table and walked blithely out of 
the shack toward the beach. 

r|PHE hot sun and the blue sea invited 
another swim. Another luxurious 

stretch on the sand. Drowsily she lay 
and thought how delightfully wicked it 
was to have stolen away, knowing that 
the unwashed dishes still sat on the ta­
ble. She wondered whether Clinton 
had discovered them yet, and what pun­
ishment he was planning.

Lazily she got into her slacks again 
and made her way toward the fringe of 
coconut palms that lay back along the 
edge of the sand at high-water line, 
wherever the nuts had been cast up by 
the waves and rooted themselves. Dis­
tant travelers, these nuts, floated in from 
who knew what far shores.

The shade under the trees was grate­
ful, and she continued to wander deeper 
into the interior of the island. The un­
dergrowth began to get tangled. Ma­
hogany trees shot up in splendid col­
umns a hundred or more feet high. 
Finally she struck a slope and started 
climbing.

After a time she came to a broad, level 
clearing that had evidently been part of 
the banana plantation. Immense banana 
plants, some of them were forty feet 
high, with huge leaves that could have 
concealed a full-sized bed completely. 
Bunches of bananas in all stages of ripe­
ness, the fruit, to her astonishment, 
growing upward instead of hanging 
down a la grocery store.

Ellen pulled two of the golden ba­
nanas that were just beginning to spot 
with brown, and fairly gasped her sur­
prise at the delicious flavor of the fruit. 
They were perfumed! All the rich taste 
of tropic air and sun.

She must pick some of the very nicest 
to take back to Clinton. Poor dear! 
Up on that hot roof, stuffing palmetto 
leaves in the thatch. Next time she 
went exploring the island, he must go 
with her.

Eating, she continued to climb, pass­
ing at last beyond the point where there 
was soil enough to give trees an oppor­



tunity to sink their roots. Barren and 
bright in the direct sun. She came out 
upon the rocky summit of the hill and 
saw a marvelous vista spread before 
her. To the north lay the island of 
Santo Domingo, difficult to guess how 
far away. To the south stretched the 
Caribbean Sea. She sat down, bracing 
her back against a boulder, and her mind 
began weaving dreams.

What an island paradise this could be! 
For her and Clinton! The world for­
gotten, miles away. Just the two of 
them! Only there must be no six 
months’ time limit. No Edie wanting 
her husband back.

It took so little to make happiness, 
she thought. A man and woman in 
love. The mutual work of creating a 
home, just a primitive shelter. Food. 
She wouldn’t ask anything more than 
that. It was enough just to have life 
and love; to share the sweetness of them 
with another, with that person whose 
chemical affinity changes the common­
place to enchantment. Clinton meant 
all that to her.

A lump rose in her throat at thought 
of him. Love could be so sweet. It 
could be sad, too. The bitter knowledge 
that he was not hers. That there was 
a time limit. There was an Edie, an 
Edie whom she loved, however selfish 
and spoiled she might be. Ruefully, El­
len smiled then.

“I suppose I really ought,” she said 
to herself, “if I want to keep in charac­
ter, refuse to go back and cook his sup­
per for him.” But she shook her head. 
“Poor lamb! Working hard up on that 
roof! I guess my rebellion has been 
carried far enough.” She got to her 
feet and started back down the hillside.

Returning past the banana plantation, 
she twisted off a bunch of the handsom­
est fruit and carried them along with 
her. A peace offering! And, smiling 
to herself, she began to plan just how 
she would act—or, rather, how Edie 
would act—when he began to scold.

SL—6

Should she pout? Look indifferent? 
Powder her nose? Powder her nose, 
no. He had thrown her powder away. 
Very well; she would be caustic, 
haughty, injured.

A LL her plans were upset, however, 
for on arriving at the shack she 

found it quite deserted.- The dirty dishes 
still sat conspicuously on the table. The 
roof had been completed, and Clinton 
had gone off somewhere. Perhaps she 
would have time to prepare a nice sup­
per before he returned.

Energetically, humming to herself, she 
began collecting sticks for the fire, as 
she had seen Clinton do. Then some 
dry palmetto leaves. She put them to­
gether in the fireplace of stones and lit 
the dry leaves. They flared up, but 
mysteriously died. It required several 
attempts before she succeeded in making 
a proper fire that would cook. She also 
discovered, before the supper of creamed 
rice and chipped beef was prepared, 
that it wasn’t necessary to fill the rice 
pot with rice. It had a way of expand­
ing as it cooked that quite surprised her, 
and filled all her available dishes with 
rice before she had finally removed 
enough of it to keep it from swelling 
out over the top of the pot.

Then, when everything was finally 
ready, the creamed sauce rather lumpy 
and the chipped beef strong in salt, Clin­
ton failed to come. She called. She 
went down to the beach and called again. 
She walked up the beach half a mile, 
calling. She walked down the beach as 
far again in the other direction, calling.

A beautiful full moon rose out of the 
sea in the east and the sun went down 
a gorgeous red ball in the west. It 
would have been magnificent if she 
weren’t so distressed about Clinton. 
Why didn’t he come?

She went back to the shack, very mis­
erable. The creamed rice and chipped 
beef were cold, her pleasure in them 
spoiled. She was alternately worried



“I don’t want you to use this stuff any more. You 
are done with artificial things.” He swept her 

toilet articles up and threw them away.

and cross because Clinton didn’t come 
to join her.

Finally she sat down in the darkness 
and ate alone, the rice very gummy. 
She had begun to suspect by then that 
this was Clinton’s way of punishing her 

for not doing the dishes. That was ex­
asperating. But anyway, she thought, 
he hadn’t had as good a supper as she.

Another error on her part, however, 
for at about nine o’clock, when she went 
down to the beach once more to search 



for him, she found him sitting with his 
back to a coconut palm, the dying em­
bers of a fire near by, the air redolent 
with tantalizing odors of baked food. 
He was gazing off over moon-silvered 
water and eating from a huge banana 
leaf platter.

Ellen’s heart came surging up into 
her throat at first sight of him. She 
was so relieved and glad. But he sat 
there so indolent and perfectly at ease, 
so indifferent! That made her furious. 
Biting her quivering lips, her curiosity 
to know what he was eating drew her 
nearer him. He looked up then, coldly, 
and said nothing. The moonlight 
dramatized his expression of purposeful 
indifference. He was ignoring her will­
fully.

“I was worried about you 1 Why 
didn’t you come back ?” she asked ac­
cusingly. “I waited supper till it was 
cold.”

He picked something up off the ba­
nana-leaf platter beside him and bit a 
mouthful from it.

A baked sweet potato! It looked ter­
ribly good. The other things that 
smelled so heavenly were baked ba­
nanas. Later, Ellen learned how he had 
cooked them: native fashion. Boiled in 
banana leaves and put into a pit of hot 
coals and covered with sand. Discov­
ered, too, that yams grew wild there. 
Just then she was too exasperated by 
his manner to notice anything much else.

“Why don’t you answer me ?” she de­
manded.

“Because you don’t really deserve an 
answer.” He looked up coldly. “You 
deliberately went off without cleaning up 
after lunch. You played the spoiled 
child again. And you’ve got to learn 
that that is the wrong attitude here. I’m 
not dependent on you the least bit. 
You’re a very insignificant person here 
on this island. And you may as well 
discover that. You’ve always had peo­
ple do things for you. Now you’re go­
ing to do everything for yourself. To­

day I put a thatch on your shelter. 
That’s the last thing I am going to do 
for you, until you have shown yourself 
willing to cooperate. You may as well 
get that through your stubborn little 
head right now. I’m sorry about your 
hands this morning, but you’ll have to 
get used to hardship, too. You’ve got 
to learn to stop shirking.”

“May I have one of those bananas ?” 
Ellen asked the instant he stopped talk­
ing. “They smell so good!” It had 
always been one of Edie’s most infuri­
ating tricks to listen blandly to a scold­
ing, letting it go in one ear and out the 
other, and then turn about with her very 
sweetest and most innocent expression 
and ask a favor of the person lecturing 
her.

Ellen saw Ginton’s jaw drop, saw 
the baffled, furious look in his eyes. 
Then the cold, grim tightening of his 
Ups.

“Didn’t you hear anything I said to 
you ?” he demanded.

“Yes, I heard you,” she said sweetly. 
“Am I supposed to break down and 
cry?” ■

He shook his head wearily.
“Isn’t there any way to reach your 

heart at all?”
Ellen felt like dropping down on her 

knees beside him and taking his hand­
some, hurt face in her hands and kiss­
ing it. It was really a shame to bait 
him, but it was exactly what Edie would 
do. So she shrugged her shoulders flip­
pantly. ■

“You might try reaching it through 
my stomach. I didn’t know I had a hus­
band who was such a marvelous chef. 
I thought you were just a fruit baron.”

HP HE next few days were hard ones.
Ellen was tom between the desire to 

be herself and the necessity to be Edie. 
She would have loved to be helpful, to 
enter into Qinton’s plans, to be friends 
and comrades. But instead she forced 
herself to be rebellious. She could see 



his spirits rise when she was sweet. She 
felt the swift tug at her heartstrings 
when he passed close. She knew that 
he maneuvered to brush his arm against 
hers. She could sense his immediate re­
action and her own heart would plunge.

She knew that there were times when 
they were bathing, or when they lay 
stretched in the sand, or walked through 
the moist shade of the forest, that he 
was fighting a battle to keep his hands 
off her. Her own nerves tingled then. 
She was so sensitive to his moods. 
There was a crying ache in her heart 
for his arms and his lips. She wanted 
to feel herself crushed against him. And 
it was tantalizing to know that just her 
own self-control prevented. His con­
trol wouldn’t stand, she knew, if she so 
much as put a hand on his bronzed arm.

He was getting handsomer and 
browner and more virile with each week 
of primitive island existence. The 
change in herself she could not read, but 
She would have learned if she had at­
tempted to dress in formal. The instant 
she attempted to use her old-time pow­
der or lipstick she would have realized 
that against her vivid coloring they no 
longer blended. And her clothes would 
have lacked the life and dash that she 
needed now. Even her hair, in that bril­
liant, tropic sun, was bleaching back to 
gold, but a gold with pure sunlight in it.

She simply couldn’t be Edie all the 
time. And even Edie would be chang­
ing, she knew'. She had to be sweet 
and normal. She had to be Ellen once 
in a while. She couldn’t remember, all 
the time, to pretend. Life was too full, 
too exciting. Her blood ran too fast 
and her thoughts were too stirring to be 
constantly on her guard.

More often than she knew, Ellen was 
her own vital, bubbling self, thoughtful, 
sweet, womanly, much too adorable for 
the peace of mind of any red-blooded 
man. And the deeply passionate tender­
ness of her heart radiated from her in 
an aura that could not help but reach 

Clinton. It shone in her eyes, came to 
life in the soft curve of her smile. Lips 
blossom to sweetness under the sunlight 
of love. It was manifest in her gestures. 
What seethed so continuously in her 
heart could not be concealed all the time. 
Repression seemed only to double its 
strength. And there would come a time, 
Ellen feared, when her strength would 
prove unequal to the tormenting pull of 
her emotions.

There had been electric moments 
when she stood near him and felt the 
sudden surge of life rush through her, 
when she was on tiptoe with vivid, tin­
gling expectancy, and could read his 
passion in the bloodless cheeks and tense 
mouth. Only the severest control on his 
part and a desperate repression on hers 
had prevented the meeting of stormy de­
sires.

Thqir store of provisions was nearly 
exhausted. Coffee was gone. Cigarettes 
were gone, had been for over ten days. 
Both had been hard to get along with­
out. Just a few tinned things were left. 
But Ellen had become expert in the art 
of pit-cooking. It was so simple she 
wondered why civilized man had aban­
doned it. Everything tasted better. Im­
possible to bum anything or overcook it. 
You just dug your pit, lined it with 
stones, built your fire in it, let it burn 
down to coals, then put a layer of green 
leaves over the coals, wrapped your 
yams, or bananas, or pineapple, or fish, 
or clams in more leaves, drew coals and 
hot stones on top of that and then cov­
ered the whole thing with a foot or more 
of sand, and went blithely away for 
hours, secure in the knowledge that your 
food would be done to a tender perfec­
tion. No squatting over hot fires, 
scorching hands and face, breathing 
smoke and burning the food. A primi­
tive fireless cooker, only more efficient 
and tasty.

Ellen thought often of Edie, wishing 
for Edie’s sake that it was she there on 
the island. So much of the false var­



nish of social entertainment and the 
petty etiquette of dress and manners was 
rubbed off in that rudimentary life down 
there. One was reduced to the funda­
mentals, pretenses and traditions 
stripped away. She knew positively that 
there were sides of her own and Clin­
ton’s character that neither of them 
had ever suspected, and which Edie 
would forever be ignorant of. And El­
len asked herself how Edie could ever 
pick up life again with Clinton, going 
on with it intelligently, when she had 
failed to live through this tremendously 
revealing experience. How could El­
len ever coach her to know the right 
answers ? And how, without the expert-, 
ence, could she ever be the woman that 
Clinton was going to expect?

It was thoughts like these that made 
her realize more clearly than ever the 
desperate necessity of preventing any 
complete reconciliation between herself 
and Clinton. She must be more than 
ever careful to guard her emotions, to 
hold him off, to be cold and even cruel 
to him if necessary. She must not let 
him too intimately into her heart. She 
must punish herself and him, be vari­
able, spoiled and selfish. She had to, fot; 
Edie’s sake.

Driven on by these convictions, Ellen 
began again to play at pouting and rebel­
lion. It cut her to the quick to see the 
hurt and surprise that was mirrored in 
his eyes, but she made herself do it. 
With her heart full to bursting with love 
and compassion, she forced herself to 
do those small, cruel things that a woman 
can when she wants to impress a man 
with her distaste for physical contact. 
If he sat too close, so that his skin 
touched hers, she would move away. 
She would sometimes feel the blood 
drain away from her arteries till she was 
faint with longing for him, but she would 
steel herself to be frigid and distant.

A look of tortured doubt grew in his 
eyes. The old grim expression came 
about his mouth. She knew he wsts suf­

fering with the inability to understand 
her, the conflict between his yearning 
and fijs pride. Any man is hurt by a 
woman’s obvious repugnance at his 
touch. But a man in love, a husband, 
tormented by suppressed emotions, can 
suffer unendurably. There is a limit to 
one’s self-control ; and Ellen asked her­
self fearfully when Clinton would reach 
that limit.

ICJIOW much longer could her torn 
heart bear to see him? For when 

a woman loves, it is instinct with her to 
be generous with it. Compassion is 
deep-seated and strong, with a tender­
ness that outweighs even the force of 
will power. They were man and woman, 
in an environment that fostered the 
strongly primitive forces of nature. Yes, 
Ellen thought in moments of high ten­
sion, she was a woman even before she 
was a sister.

With paradise so close, why must she 
deny herself ? Why make them both 
unhappy? And the answer was always 
the same: Because this man that she 
loved was not hers, but her sister’s. She 
had to return him to her. She had to 
make that return possible by not involv­
ing herself and him in a tangle of love 
that Edie would not be able to undo.

Every instant of the day became a bat­
tle waged within herself when it seemed 
to her that her trembling nerves could 
not stand the strain. The nights were 
doubly difficult, for then her mind roved 
freely. She tossed lonely and with fe­
vered imagination. What were they 
headed toward?

And then one night she was startled 
from sleep by his voice and the touch 
of his hand.

“Edie! Edie!” he was saying softly, 
and Ellen was sitting up in an instant, 
wide awake and trembling, asking her­
self in a panic if this were to be the end 
of her fight against herself.

“What—what is it?” she whispered, 
throat tightening.



The storm grew worse each second. Loose palm 
fronds lashed about them; trees were uprooted 
and sent crashing to the forest floor. Her whole 
body was quivering, crying out for the protection 

of his arms.

“I’m sorry if I startled you.” His 
voice was shaking, too. “But I think 
we’re going to have a storm. Maybe 
pretty bad. I thought you ought to be 
up, anyway. I’ve never seen a sky like 
it. Come outside as soon as you’ve put 
something on.”

With fingers that fumbled at every­
thing, Ellen slipped into her much-used 
slacks and halter and strapped on her 
thin sandals.

The moon was still brilliant, riding 

high in the sky; but, following Clinton 
down to the beach, she saw dark clouds 
banking up in the south. Not fleecy, 
cumulous clouds, but ominous, brassy, 
nimbus forms. Piling up rapidly and 
sweeping toward the zenith.

“It’s awfully quiet!” Ellen said. “Not 
a breath of air stirring. Even the night 
insects are still.”

Clinton nodded. His eyes were fixed 
on the clouds to the south. His head, 
with hair grown long, looked leonine.



How terribly handsome he was, she 
thought.

“It’s going to be a good old tropical 
storm,” he said. “There’s going to be 
wind with it, too.”

Almost as he spoke Ellen heard the 
light murmur of the coconut fronds and 
knew that the advance wind was just 
beginning to strike the island. She felt 
a strange shiver go over her.

"There’s something awesome about 
it,” she said. “Look how the clouds 

have reached the moon and are sweep­
ing over it! Moving so fast! I feel a 
little bit frightened,” she confessed, look­
ing up at him.

The murmur of the palms had become 
a rustle and the wind was freshening 
rapidly. With the moon hidden, it was 
suddenly dark, though they could still see 
stars to the north. Her pants legs were 
fluttering now in the wind.

“Maybe we’d better head back for the 
shack!” Clinton said. “It’s getting 



darker every second and we may get 
caught out in it.”

There was a steady soughing in the 
treetops now and the force of the wind 
increasing continually. They could 
scarcely see their way back up the path, 
and as they reached the edge Of the for­
est there came the patter of rain on the 
leaves above. Then a sudden gusty 
lashing of the loose palm fronds.

They gained the shelter of the shack 
just as heavy drops began to strike. 
Falling on the dry thatch it rattled. 
The noise outside grew heavier, combin­
ing now the sound of driven rain and 
the whistling rush of a stiff wind 
through leaves and branches.

Then all at once it was a roar! A 
downpour of water and a thrashing of 
branches. On the palmetto it sounded 
as if a river had been diverted from its 
course and was pouring down on them.

“I never was in a tropical storm be­
fore!” Ellen cried, having to raise her 
voice almost to a shout.

“What?” Clinton put his head close 
to hers. “I didn’t hear.”

“This is my first storm in the trop­
ics !” Her lips almost brushed his cheek 
and she felt a little catch at her heart. 
It would have been so comforting just 
then to have him put an arm about her. 
Storms did trouble her; and outside the 
noise was growing worse each second. 
The rain was being driven in through 
the open doorway almost on the horizon­
tal. “Is this just a normal storm for 
down here ?” she demanded, standing on 
tiptoe to get closer to his ear. In doing 
so she lost her balance and had to put a 
hand on his shoulder suddenly. It sent 
a shock through her—his warm, smooth 
flesh against her palm.

“I don’t know!” The answer was 
curt, almost harsh, shouted. She had 
heard him catch his breath sharply, too. 
“It’s pretty darned hard, anyway. But 
I guess we don’t have to worry yet.”

She stood there beside him in the 

dark, unable to see even his outline, and 
her whole body was quivering, crying 
out for the protection of his arms. And 
she had to bite her lip to still its tremor. 
There was nothing to curb her throb­
bing heart, however. Thump! Thump! 
Thump! she felt it going.

r|pHE gusts of increasingly strong 
wind were snatching at the palm 

thatch and shaking the shack itself. The 
rain was driving in through the door­
way in steady sheets. Her feeling of 
panic was growing. From the forest 
outside there came the occasional crash 
of a limb ripped from a tree. Small 
branches, whirling through the air, 
struck the boards of the shack or landed 
dully on the roof.

“It’s started to hail!” Clinton cried 
suddenly, and his tone was sharp with 
new significance. She knew he was dis­
turbed.

With the hail, the already lashing 
storm, doubled its fury. The racket out­
side was a continuous crash of rending 
wood and the roar of furious wind and 
hail. She both felt and heard the walls 
of tire shelter tremble and crack. Fear 
came abruptly then. The knowledge 
that this was serious.

In that moment, when the world about 
them was in confusion, nothing could 
have kept her from reaching out in the 
darkness and taking hold of Clinton. 
She had to feel him, know he was there, 
have the sense of security that his touch 
alone could give her.

“This is pretty bad!” she cried, both 
hands clasping his arm.

“Hurricane!” was his answer, curt, 
clipped.

Why didn’t he hold her ? Couldn’t he 
tell that she was afraid? That she 
needed him. That he was all that mat­
tered to her.

Tremulously, she moved closer, press­
ing against him, drawing his arm about 
her, his touch bringing courage, blot­



ting out the entire cataclysm that raged 
outside. Everything fled from her but 
the fire of yearning that had been build­
ing inside her for days and weeks. The 
tempest was in her veins now. Her 
heart beating madly. He had told her 
she must go to him. She was going at 
last, heart, body and soul. Edie and 
everything else were forgotten. The 
past and future were unimportant. Just 
the present and her dire need for Iris 
arms.

She felt him stiffen and draw away. 
He didn’t realize that 
she was surrender­
ing. Must she put it 
in words?

“Clinton, hold 
me!” she begged, 
and laid her cheek 
against his bare 
chest.

She could hear the 
hammering of his 
heart and the quick 
drawn breath. She 
felt the tensing of his 
muscles, and waited, 
expectant, yearning 
for the moment when he should seize 
her, hold her close; when she could 
know again the mad tumult of his kisses.

But in the darkness he pushed her 
away, rudely, holding her at arm’s 
length, repulsing her. She couldn’t see 
his face. She couldn’t know why he 
treated her so. She knew by every 
woman’s instinct that he was fighting 
himself. She could feel it in his shak­
ing hand, the unnecessary harshness.

“Clinton!” she sobbed, trying to raise 
her voice above the shriek and howl of 
the hurricane. “Don’t push me away!”

In that instant there was a sudden 
gathering of wind inside the shack. 
Then a sliding, terrifying crash. Ellen 
felt herself flung to the ground, and 
there came the astounding realization 
that she was out in the open, in the midst 
of the furious hail and lashing wind. 

The shelter had been torn away over 
their heads, and she found herself be­
ing rolled, carried, dragged through the 
hight by the giant force of the storm.

“Clinton!” she screamed, but the 
sound was whipped from her lips. 
Breathing itself was difficult. Pelting 
hail bruised her face and body. Loose 
branches, whirled inland by the hurri­
cane, struck her. Over and over she 
was tumbled, confused, panic-stricken. 
Her hands snatched in the black confu­
sion at passing tree trunks. She was 

battered and buf­
feted. Demoniac 
noises! A force that 
nothing could resist.

A moment of wild 
relief when she felt 
Clinton thrown 
against her. She 
caught and clung to 
him.

AROUND them, 
J*- trees were be­

ing blown down. 
They could hear the 
splitting crash of the 

mahogany giants uprooted by the ter­
rific wind and sent crashing their full 
length to the forest floor. There was 
the ever-present fear that one of them 
would fall on them. Under their feet 
they could feel the heave of the earth 
as the mighty tree roots strained against 
the tempest.

Clinton was holding her tight now, 
urging her along with the wind, shout­
ing something to her. She couldn’t dis­
tinguish the words, but instinct told her 
his meaning. They must flee inland at 
once.

Through the tangled undergrowth 
they went, seeing nothing, the hurricane 
squalling in the branches above them, 
tugging at Ellen’s slacks, whipping them 
against her.

Presently she felt the upgrade of the 
hill. They were working around the



shoulder and would soon be protected 
from the worst of the blow. She thought 
they must be nearing the clearing where 
the banana plantation was located. At 
least there would be no trees to blow 
over on them there. And if they could 
get in the lee of the hill-----

Crash! Ellen felt a stunning blow, 
knew a tree limb had struck her, and 
lost consciousness.

She recovered to find herself lying 
wet and cold. The sky was above her, 
gray with scudding douds. And si­
lence!

She blinked her eyes.
The terrifying roar of the hurricane 

was gone. These things came to her 
slowly. She was aware of a throbbing 
in her head. Then the memory of the 
branch that had struck her. But that 
had been in the woods! Clinton!

She rose on one elbow, looking for 
him.

He was there almost at her side, par­
tially propped up against a wall of rock 
that was sheltering them. Something in 
his position frightened her back to the 
full use of her faculties. Closed eyes and 
a deathly white face. A bloody gash on 
his forehead and a crimson smear that 
ran down over one eye, along his pale 
cheek, past his mouth and chin, to drip 
down onto his bare chest.

There was something horrible about 
his left arm, tucked under him and bent 
in an unnatural way just between the 
wrist and elbow.

Fright clutched at her heart and tight­
ened around her throat. Then she 
dragged herself to him, sobbing his 
name.

“Clinton! Clinton! Answer me!”

TO BE CONTINUED.

Romance
night was warm and sweet with June;

The moon dripped silver on the lake:
The waves lapped silver on the sand—

It was the kind of night to make

The very coldest think of love;
But, quite perversely, you and I

Fell out of love and dared to quarrel
Beneath that soft and moonlit sky.

We met upon a crowded street, 
Umbrellas raised against the rain;

Looked in each other’s eyes and smiled— 
Perversely, fell in love again.

Anita Davis.



TAXI FARE FOR ONE
pr'W'^ HE desk clerk ran after her.

“Oh, Miss Rogers,” he cried, 
IL waving the telephone pad. “Miss 

Rogers!”
She entered the coupe and fumbled 

with the ignition, pretending not to hear 
him. He followed her to the car.

“I’m terribly sorry, Miss Rogers, but 
I forgot to tell you when you came in. 
Western Union telephoned a message 
over to you. I took it down on the pad 
and forgot to put it in your box.”

“If it’s from my office,” she snapped,

“you haven’t seen me. I didn’t come 
in.”

“No, it’s not from your office. It’s 
signed------”

“Don’t tell me. See the lake out there 
and the sailboat just inside the harbor ? 
Well, I intend to sail on that boat this 
afternoon. You appear to be an alert 
young fellow. I’ll leave it to you. Would 
I want to know what the wire contains ?”

“I—I don’t know, Miss Rogers. 
You’d------”

“I’d better be going.”



“Please take it. The manager heard 
me receive the message and he saw you 
come in. I might get in bad.”

“All right, read it to me. I’m late 
now.”

“It says meet the Monon, 6:15, Dear­
born Station. Signed------”

“That’s enough. Hide it, eat it for 
all I care1 Last week it was the office; 
the week before that a cousin from 
Indianapolis. I’m definitely sailing on 
that boat this afternoon.”

She kicked the starter and the motor 
roared. The gears meshed as they 
slipped into reverse.

“It—it’s signed ‘Barry’!” the clerk 
cried.

The cold motor sputtered and died as 
her foot relaxed on the accelerator. Her 
face changed color. The clerk dropped 
his eyes under the intensity of her stare.

“Here,” he said, “you’d better take it.
I’ve got to get back to the board.”

She remained in the car several min­
utes, turning the oblong slip over and 
over. Finally she reentered the building 
and walked to the elevator.

The desk clerk winked at the bell 
boy. “It didn’t take her long to forget 
the sailboat,” he said.

Her fingers trembled as she unlocked 
the door to her apartment. She entered, 
dropped her bag on the table and 
slumped down on the davenport. Her 
eyes, which a short time befo.re had sur­
veyed the modernistic apartment approv­
ingly, now looked upon it with contempt. 
In a few minutes she knew that she 
would cry.

The tears came slowly and reluctantly 
at first, then freely. She kicked off her 
shoes and curled herself face downward 
on the davenport. The tears lasted only 
a short time, then she sat up and turned 
on the radio. It was remarkable, she 
thought, how completely she had learned 
self-discipline. The tears were brought 
on deliberately because she would feel 
better for them. She had turned them 
off for the same reason. Crying was 

stupid and did not change situations. 
Some situations could never be changed, 
she thought, but there w’ere ways of fac­
ing them—not alone, perhaps, but there 
were ways. The tenor was doing gym­
nastics through his nose and expounding 
the belief that he could not escape from 
somebody. She made a face at the radio 
and picked up the white phone that 
matched the swanky interior of the 
apartment.

/TAPERATOR, get me Southshore
0100. . . Hello, Jackson Yacht 

Club? Will you call Mr. Christian to 
the phone, please. . . Yes. . . You’ll 
probably find him at the bar. . . Thank 
you.” She hummed an antiquated 
melody listlessly, wondering why it was 
she could feel so deeply and yet so com­
pletely dissociate herself from her 
thoughts. Perhaps------ “Hello, Mark?
Ellen, Mark. I’m terribly sorry, but I 
shan’t be able to make it this afternoon. 
. . No, not the office, something else. 
Listen. Do something for me. Bring 
the crowd up here, all of them. . . It’ll 
be my party. . . Yes. And, Mark, that 
question you’ve been asking for the past 
year. . . You know the one I mean. 
Well, the answer is ‘Yes’. . . I’ll leave 
that to you.”

She poured herself a glass of sherry 
from the decanter which had a cubicle 
in the radio cabinet. The wine was 
warm and pulsating. Her reflections 
changed rapidly, going in circles about 
one question which her mind evaded.

For a year Mark Christian, at weekly 
intervals, had asked her to marry him. 
She had refused so often that it was 
considered a joke between them and 
their friends. Now, out of a blue sky, 
she had promised to marry him. Why ? 
Her mind conveniently dodged the ques­
tion. Why try to answer it ? The secret 
of her success was in not looking for an­
swers to explain her actions. One 
should think only of the future and the 
present.



She called the liquor store and the 
delicatessen. When the deliveries ar­
rived she tipped the boys generously. 
She never failed to derive satisfaction 
from such acts. Generosity did not 
enter into it; it was merely proof of the 
pudding. Three years ago she had set 
herself a goal, now it was reached. Five 
hundred a month, she earned, not be­
cause she was especially brilliant and 
not because of “pull”; she had simply 
decided upon what she wanted and at­
tacked: it with a singleness of purpose 
until it was hers. Her mind dwelled 
upon this thought with considerable 
satisfaction as she prepared sandwiches, 
but her mind wandered and the satis­
faction was short-lived.

Barry Stevenson. It was not pleasant 
remembering. He belonged to an earlier 
life, a different existence^ and yet, he 
was responsible for her present position. 
Nevertheless, there was no gratitude in 
her heart, only hate. He belonged to the 
days when she could cry and act with 
spontaneity. A great deal of her time 
had been given to tears and wishful 
thinking in those days. It seemed ages 
ago. She had cried then for various rea­
sons ; because of snubs from girls higher 
up in Rockdale’s social strata; for lack 
of sufficient party dresses; because she 
had to carry her lunch to school. She 
had cried all night once. Something 
happened that night and she had never 
been able to cry spontaneously since. 
She had cried many times since, of 
course, but it had always been deliberate 
as a means of clearing her head of emo­
tional disturbances.

She had sobbed until her body con­
vulsed after tears refused to come. She 
had wanted to die, not quietly and with 
grace, but violently and grotesquely, so 
that all might behold her suffering. It 
was then the little voice in her brain 
began to talk. It was a very small voice, 
indeed, but she had encouraged it and 
by the time the sun had peeked through 
her window it had grpwn to prodigious 

heights. It was on this momentous 
night that her brain dropped romantic 
dreams for realism and calculation.

Her success had not been accidental. 
She had taken many jobs the first year 
after coming to the city, but had resigned 
from them all when her foresight told 
her they led to dead ends. When the 
job with J. F. Howser was taken, she 
knew that it was her big opportunity. 
J. F. was to the West what Morgan and 
his associates were to the East. He was 
cold, ruthless and heartless in business 
matters, but he was ethical and paid well 
for brains. It had been ah obscure desk 
in the stenographic department for the 
first year, but she had waited patiently.

Her reflections were interrupted at this 
point by the door buzzer. A deluge of 
guests rushed by her when she opened 
the door. “Hi, Ellen,” they greeted 
her, going by on their way to the 
kitchenette for glasses. Only Mark re­
mained in the background. For once 
he was serious. She resented his seri­
ousness, but could not explain why.

“You’re early!” she cried. “I haven’t 
had time to dress.”

“That’s all right, young lady,” Mickey 
Arnold replied. “Neither have we. The 
room will rock as much as a boat after 
three of these.”

Mark was speaking quietly so the 
others could not hear. “Ellen, I can’t 
understand your sudden change of heart, 
but I feel very humble. You are the only 
serious thing to affect my life. I’ll do 
anything to make you happy. I’ll even 
go to work.”

It sounded silly and irrelevant, like 
something from a book. She wanted to 
laugh. He worked harder than any one 
she knew, just trying to spend the in­
come from a million-dollar trust.

“Thank you, Mark,” she said. “That 
would be the greatest sacrifice you Could 
make, I know.”

She tried to be flippant and evasive, 
but it wasn’t working. Finally she ex- 
cused herself and went to dress. In a 



few moments Mark would forget her. 
She didn’t want him to be serious and 
sober to-night. He was better company 
after a few high balls.

•'ll''HE bath water felt good. She was 
x reluctant to leave it. The conversa­

tion was becoming louder in the other 
room. In a short time they would all 
be drunk. Gladys Wilmers would sing 
and forget the Wilmers dignity. George 
Harris would tell suggestive stories. 
Mickey Arnold would quote poetry and 
try to discuss his next book. Dolores 
Delmar would pout and become languor­
ous from lack of attention. Dorothy 
Aldrich would quarrel with George and 
flirt with Don Morgan. This would 
make Alice Lee fight with Don. Mark 
would remain in the background, amused 
and whimsical, drinking more than any 
of them, but never showing it.

These, she thought, were her friends. 
Important friends. She admired them, 
or did she? They represented success, 
money, position. But why not be hon­
est ? No, she didn’t admire them. Some 
she liked—Mark, Don, Mickey—but 
what had they accomplished? Mickey 
a couple of novels, composed without 
thought or purpose other than diabolical 
cleverness; Don a few cubist paintings 
that no one understood, not even him­
self; Mark a delightful and pleasing 
personality. They had money and posi­
tion, but they had not earned it. She, 
Ellen Rogers, was superior to any of 
them. Perhaps—yes, that was their at­
traction for her—they were merely proof 
of her own superiority.

Not one of them could have taken her 
place three years back and achieved the 
success that she had. With her, there 
had never been any question of not suc­
ceeding. Failure would have been fatal. 
She could remember old J. F.’s face that 
day he threw his secretary through the 
door of his office.

• “Get out, you little sneak! That slip­
pery tongue has cost the firm a million 

dollars. I’d give a thousand a day for 
an intelligent mute.”

She could remember walking into 
J. F.’s office that noon without knock­
ing. Her knees had trembled, but no 
sign of it showed on her countenance.

“If I understood you correctly this 
morning, Mr. Howser, you said that you 
would pay well for some one you could 
trust.”

She had forced her voice to remain 
calm and emotionless as his eyes bored 
through her.

“No. My work requires a man—a 
deaf and dumb one.”

She had left his office with her head 
up and she did not hurry. Men such 
as J. F. Howser never rush decisions; 
they weighed and pondered them. Three 
days later she was taking his dictation, 
relief work, of course, but even then she 
knew that he was trying her. The final 
decision came a month later. J. F. called 
her to his office and as a matter of habit 
she took her notebook.

“You won’t need that,” he said. 
“Here’s an envelope which must be in 
New York to-night. Can you deliver it 
without losing it or satisfying your 
curiosity about its contents ?”

She smothered a gasp, but answered 
Calmly. “Yes, I’m sure of it.”

“Very well. Here’s two hundred dol­
lars expense money. Buy whatever you 
need. Reservations have been made 
for you on the eleven o’clock plane.”

Yes, it was fun remembering. How 
foxy the old man had been.

Then the man on the plane. “I won’t 
bore you with details, Miss Rogers, but 
you have a letter from the firm of J. F. 
Howser & Company. It’s worth a thou­
sand dollars to go through that envelope 
for five minutes. There’s no risk in­
volved for you. How about it?”

She had been frightened, of course, 
but her wits did not leave her.

“You’ve made a mistake. I teach in 
the public schools in Cleveland. Unless



you leave this seat immediately, I shall 
complain to the stewardess.”

She had left the plane at Cleveland 
and chartered a special to finish the 
journey. After delivering the letter, she 
returned immediately and reported. 
After explaining the incident to J. F. she 
inquired if he knew any person whose 
initials were M. A. C., explaining that 
this man’s brief case carried those 
initials.

J. F. had beamed. “Good girl. Yes, 
I know Mr. Mark Anthony Christian. 
He’s a worthless idler and had the mis­
fortune to be bom with a million dollars, 
but he also happens to be my nephew. 
Occasionally, I can persuade him to do 
a small private job for me. The pack­
age you delivered carried nothing but 
expired contracts. Costly, but worth it.”

The next morning she was given the 
desk in his private office and a larger 
salary than she ever had dreamed of. 
Later Mark called and joked about their 
introduction. Soon he was showing her 
off to his friends. “The only woman my 
uncle ever approved of,” he always said 
when introducing her. It was fun going 
around with Mark. It had been fun 
going with Barry Stevenson, too, or had 
it? She frowned when she thought of 
Barry. Her bath was no longer com­
fortable. She reached for a towel. The 
voices came through the door, loud and 
arguing now. She could tell them now, 
she thought. They would be in the right 
mood to catch the point.

She threw on her robe and opened the 
door.

“Listen a minute, all of you,” she said, 
“before you become too far gone to un­
derstand.” They looked at her, sur­
prised by the hardness of her voice. 
“Your invitation up here this afternoon 
was not without ulterior motives. After 
I am through talking you may think me 
childish, vindictive, anything you like, 
but I want your help, regardless. An 
old friend of mine will join us after six. 
I was, in fact, supposed to marry him 

at one time, but that is neither here nor 
there. He broke the engagement and 
in so doing humiliated me before his 
friends. I would like to even the score 
to-night and I need your help. I want 
him to become as uncomfortable as I 
once was. Do I make myself clear?”

Knowing looks came over their faces. 
Mickey winked at Gladys. Mark 
frowned.

“Give us some dope on him,” Don re­
quested. “I always thought you must 
have left a country boy behind, Ellen.”

She resented Barry being referred to 
as a “country boy.” It seemed to reflect 
on her.

qpHE country boy happens to be a
Harvard graduate,” she replied 

curtly. “In his own words, his grand­
father came to Rockdale when it was 
nothing more than a village and brought 
nothing with him except forty dollars 
and an idea. Combined, these two as­
sets grew into a furniture factory and 
created a city. His father carried on 
after his grandfather and added a bank 
and three subdivisions. The city and 
its welfare, therefore, is a family respon­
sibility. In the meantime, along with 
other things, the family has picked up 
dignity, tradition, honor and pride.”

“Boy, oh, boy 1” Mickey said, rub­
bing his hands. “A long time since I’ve 
had an opportunity to pan a little Har­
vard boy. I’m Princeton, you know.”

“Would it be asking too much,” Don ’ 
inquired, “to give us the details regard­
ing the humiliating incident ?”

“Not at all. Wait just a moment.” 
She went to the bedroom and returned 
with an envelope. Opening it, she ex­
tracted a twenty and a hundred-dollar 
bill. “He gave me this,” she said hold­
ing out the twenty-dollar bill, “to pay 
my way out of town. In Rockdale there 
is one country club, which is attended 
only by the ultra-ultra and”—she looked 
at the girls—“if you’ve never seen the 
ultra-ultra cats in a small city at work, 



yoti’ve missed something, indeed. They 
are nbt subtle and they do hot stop with 
surface scratches. The girls hated me 
for catching the prize fish from under 
their noses. When Barry Stevenson in­
formed his folks of our engagement, his 
folks visited me at my aunt’s small house 
down by the furniture factory. They 
did not employ finesse. I was, in short, 
not good enough for their son. They 
were to the point of offering me money 
when I asked them to leave. After that 
I carried the battle into the open, believ­
ing in my naive way that love conquers 
all. I made Barry take me to the coun­
try club. When we arrived the ice was 
so obvious that Barry contracted chil- 
blains and wanted to leave, but I made 
him stick it out. We quarreled through 
two dances, Barry wanting to leave, I in­
sisting that we might as well face it then 
as later. Finally, after I wouldn’t leave, 
he led me to a lounge in one corner of 
the room where people couldn’t hear us. 
I wanted him to marry me and take me 
away and said as much. He was very 
definite in his belief that it was his obli­
gation to carry on in the footsteps of his 
father. I became mad and told him 
that I was leaving whether he did or not 
and words to the effect that I wasn’t 
sure I wanted the city’s little tin god. 
He became furious when I said that and 
when I mentioned the fact that I would 
leave that night were it not for the fact 
that I lacked the wherewithal, he threw 
this twenty-dollar bill into my lap and 
suggested that perhaps it would help.

“Well, I’ve never been able to forget 
that incident. Maybe it was because I 
heard loud snickering behind me when I 
started for my coat and turned around 
to see a dozen or more of his friends 
sitting on the stairs directly above him, 
enjoying the show. I left town next 
morning and I’ve never gone back. 
Now, children, you know how grandma 
lost her reputation and married the 
family escutcheon.”

“WheeMickey exploded. “No 

wonder. grandma carries venom in her 
heart. But have no fear, grandma, the 
Murphy boys are with you.”

“I might add that I’ve kept this little 
souvenir for just such an occasion as to­
night. I have added the hundred dollars 
as a subtle reminder that I was a good 
investment, thereby proving that the 
Stevenson shrewdness is still evident in 
the third generation. The gods are 
good; I don’t know why Barry is com­
ing to see me, but I don’t imagine he 
will stay long. The Stevensons are very 
proud.”

Mark’s eyes were amused, but he 
frowned. “What time is Stevenson com­
ing?” he asked.

“At six fifteen. I’m to meet him at 
the Dearborn Station.”

“Why can’t we all go out on the 
Eureka? It’s- a nice night and she’s all 
rigged and ready to sail. We can take 
the drinks and sandwiches. Might as 
well do it up right.”

“Sure!” the others cried. “It will be 
a swell night for sailing.”

“Why not ?” Ellen said. “Excuse me 
while I dress.”

She went to the bedroom,
Dolores nudged Alice. “I knew that 

glint in those green eyes was not for 
Mark alone.”

Twenty minutes later Ellen emerged 
from the bedroom, dressed in white 
slacks and a sweater of white-and-blue, 
which made her look like a small boy. 
Mark looked at her tenderly and smiled.

“Better take your topcoat,” he said. 
“It will be cool out on the lake and you 
can’t tell when a shower will break this 
time of year.”

At five thirty the sandwiches and 
drinks were loaded into baskets and in­
trusted to the care of Doh and Mickey. 
Mark and Ellen started for the station 
and the others left for the yacht club.

Ellen was silent as they drove slowly 
up the outer drive and Mark did not 
question her. That was one of the nice 
things she liked about him. He seemed 



always to fit his mood to hers and it was 
restful. Her conscience bothered her 
somewhat. She hadn’t been exactly fair 
to Barry. He had not known that his 
friends were above listening to the quar­
rel and the money had been given im­
pulsively after she had angered him until 
he could think of no suitable answer to 
her taunts. It had been ages ago, but 
remembering now it seemed only yes­
terday. She could remember his last 
words.

“Ellen, you have made no attempt to 
see my side of the picture. I respect 
my family and I am proud of what they 
stand for. If I thought that you were 
not worthy of them, I wouldn’t feel the 
way I do toward you. My family is 
proud and stubborn, but they will stand 
by any decision I make. You ask me 
to do the impossible. My grandfather 
and father made this city and it is our 
responsibility. It it my duty to carry on 
where dad leaves off. It’s an obligation 
that I cannot ignore, even if I wanted 
to.”

She remembered her words in retalia­
tion : “We wouldn’t have a chance here 
and you know it. If I were like you try 
to make me out, I’d jump at the chance 
to marry you and put in their places the 
women in this town who have made it a 
point to humiliate me. I might have 
wanted that once, but I don’t want it 
now. We both have brains and hands. 
Why don’t we use them? I’ll tell you— 
because you are afraid. You’d rather 
move into a ready-made job and be a tin 
god to a community already trained to 
the Stevenson greatness.”

’’V" ES, she had been in love then, but 
■“■ it was hate now, cold, unadulter­

ated hate. For months afterward she had 
seen those snickering faces in her 
dreams. When they pulled up in front 
of the station she apologized to Mark 
for her actions before the others. He 
smiled in his half-amused way. She 
wondered what he was thinking.

SL— 7

“You are a queer girl, Ellen,” he said, 
“and you’ve made yourself a lot of un­
necessary trouble, but you’ve always 
found an answer to it. I can’t under­
stand you and I doubt if you understand 
yourself—that is probably why I like you 
so much. Some day, however, you are 
not going to be able to run away from 
yourself and when that happens you’ll be 
very happy for the rest of your life, or 
very miserable.” He patted her hand, 
then added: “There’s the train and your 
answer.”

She wondered what he meant as they 
walked into the station and over to the 
gate.

The passengers crowded through the 
gate, hurrying this way and that. Her 
heart was pounding rapidly and her 
breathing quickened. She searched the 
crowd for Barry’s head. Strangely, she 
found it hard to picture in her mind 
what he looked like. Suddenly she saw 
him and her hand tightened on Mark’s 
arm. He smiled down at her, but she 
did not see it. Her eyes were tinable to 
leave Barry’s face. How he had aged. 
He was twenty-nine, she remembered, 
but looked forty. He was still hand­
some, and his face, which had once shown 
promise of dignity and strength, was now 
fully matured. Suddenly she caught 
his eye and he came toward her.

“Hello, Ellen,” he said. “It’s good 
seeing you again.” No sign of emotion 
was in his voice, but he suppressed a 
frown as he looked down at the slacks 
and sweater. .

She introduced Mark, and Barry 
looked at him queerly.

“Haven’t I met you before, Chris­
tian ?” he asked,

“Perhaps,” Mark replied. “I get 
around quite a bit.”

When they were in the car Ellen said: 
“We’re going out on the lake, Barry, 
in Mark’s yawl and you’re coming along. 
I was just leaving when your wire came. 
We all waited for you.”

“Oh,” Barry replied, “that explains



Mark stepped 
on the gas and 
swerved madly 
around the car 
ahead. Barry 
frowned irritably 
arid patted El­
len’s hand.

‘ ‘I have 
learned of your 
success, Ellen,”

your strange 
costume. I’ll be 
pleased to go, of 
course.”

“Don’t you 
like my outfit?” 
she asked curtly.

“Of course I 
like it. It’s very 
becoming to 
you.” His mind

B* J

seemed preoccu- . he said, “and I
P,ed. ' . want you to

Studying him from the corner of her know that I never doubted that you
eye, she thought of how little and yet 
how much he had changed. His face 
was lined prematurely and his hair was 
graying at the temples. She tried to 
think of something appropriate to say. 
But nothing would come to mind. The 
tension increased with silence. She felt 
the old urge of impulsiveness coming on. 

“Strange that you should look me
up after all these years, Barry 1”

He looked down at her. “Every one 
should be allowed one mistake, Ellen.” 

would become a success. I went through 
a lot after you left. Didn’t know where 
to locate you to write and apologize 
about that last act of mine. Heard of 
you the other day through Jim Brandon 
of Brandon Products. He mentioned 
that an Ellen Rogers was in the organi­
zation of J. F. Howser & Company. In 
fact, he said that J. F. valued your 
opinion more than any one else in his 
organization. I got to wondering if it 
was the same Ellen Rogers that I used



Suddenly she saw Barry, and her hand 
tightened on Mark’s arm. Mark smiled 
down at her, but she did not see it. 
Her eyes were unable to leave Barry’s 

face.

to know, and went to see your aunt. I 
was not surprised to find that it was 
you.”

“You could have obtained my address 
from my aunt any time during the past 
three years,” Ellen pointed out.

“That’s, what she told me, but I never 
thought of it once until mother happened 
to mention that your aunt might know 
where to locate you.”

“And since when has your mother 
been anxious about my whereabouts?”

“Oh, she asks about you and men­
tions you often. You know, Ellen, she 
confessed to me about that trip she and 
father made to your aunt’s house, and 
she’s always regretted it. You can 
imagine how furious I was. It explained 
a lot of things that were not clear to me 
before. Your wanting us to leave town, 
for instance. She said she didn’t realize 
what an injustice she had done you until 

she saw how proud you were and or­
dered them from the house. She’s asked 
that I invite you down for a week-end 
so that she and father can, to some ex­
tent, make amends.”

There was no emotion portrayed on 
his face as he talked, and his face was 
serious and not unkind. For no appar­
ent reason she wanted to cry. The hate 
which she had harbored for years was 
gone. Strangely enough, she wanted to 
cry now, not deliberately but emotion­
ally and loudly. It had always been like 
that. When the girls that snubbed her 
when she was in school, girls whom she 
hated, were suddenly kind to her she 
wanted to cry then as now.

Suddenly she remembered the ordeal 



which awaited them at the boat and felt 
that she must keep it from happening. 
But how ? Her usual sharp brain 
seemed dull and blank and helpless. For 
once she could find no answer.

’T'HE car seemed to be flying and 
brought them to the club too soon.

Mickey was waiting for them and yelled 
from the dock. They climbed down the 
ladder and into the boat and Mickey 
started the motor and steered them out 
to the Eureka, which was anchored just 
inside the harbor. Don threw the ladder 
overboard and Mark helped Ellen to the 
deck. Barry followed her, then Mark.

"We might as well tow the motor 
boat along, Mickey,” Mark called down.

"O. K., captain,” Mickey replied and 
threw the rope up, then climbed aboard. 
The girls were below in the cabin and 
Don and George were back in the galley 
mixing drinks.

“Leave those sails reefed, Mike,” 
Mark commanded, “and get down there 
and crank the motor. You know the 
harbor rules. We’ll have to go out 
under power.”

Finally the motor started with a 
steady, monotonous roar, then settled 
into a hum. Mark cast off the tie line 
and twirled the wheel. The boat began 
to ease toward the neck of the harbor. 
When they were well outside the harbor 
limit, Mark called down to the fellows 
to come up and help with the sails. 
After they were all out, Mark set a 
course and left the wheel with George.

“Nice little boat, Christian,” Barry 
said, as Mark came down the steps into 
the aft end of the cabin.

"I like it,” Mark replied, going to the 
galley for a drink and then returning to 
one of the bench seats beside Ellen. The 
radio was playing softly.

Mickey and Don were very drunk, but 
they remembered when the girls punched 
them and nodded knowingly toward 
Barry, whose back was to them.

"Oh, yes,” Mickey said, walking over 

to Barry. “Heard a lot about you and 
your family, Stevenson. Been anxious 
to meet you.”

Ellen tried to catch Don’s eye, but he 
would not look her way.

“I’m a writer, you know. Swell idea 
for a story in your family, Stevenson. 
Justice’s never been done to the man 
who could parley forty dollars into a 
furniture factory and a city. Swell 
idea----- ”

Why didn’t somebody stop them? 
Where was her brain that had found an­
swers to so many situations ? She looked 
to Mark for help, but he avoided her 
eyes.

“You’d have to make a strong charac­
terization. Make the originator of the 
idea a sort of paranoiac, a man with one 
idea. I’d give him a weak son or two 
who were afraid of him, or maybe a 
grandson------”

Now Don was interrupting. It was 
like a bad dream.

“Art is the only true medium of ex­
pression. If I were portraying a man 
who parleyed forty dollars and an idea 
into a furniture factory and made a city 
from a village, I’d make a large mural. 
Maybe I’d have a large circular stair­
case. A't each curve I’d have a man 
representing the different generations. 
At the top would be the originator. He 
would be hideous and rather grotesque, 
his features lined with determination and 
strength. Each step behind him would 
show lesser men trampled and helpless. 
The second generation would be repre­
sented less crudely. This man would be 
more civilized, but bowed and stooped 
from bags of gold in his hands. Now 
the third generation would be harder to 
symbolize. One would have to allow 
for deterioration of the species. I don’t 
believe I’d have him on the steps at all. 
Maybe I’d have him standing at the 
side of the stairs. He would naturally 
be weak and arrogant. Perhaps I would 
show this by having him in the act of 
giving money to a woman.”



Now Mickey was cutting in again. It 
was cruel, merciless, and she was help­
less to stop it. Where was Mark? The 
whimsical smile on his face offered no 
solace. His eyes reminded her that she 
had asked for it.

Now Barry was rising. His face was 
hard, cold, ruthless, reminding her of 
J. F. in one of his rages. His eyes were 
on her, hot, hateful eyes, burning into 
hers. There was no escape. He was 
talking, not loudly or violently, but in a 
calm, cultured voice that cut deeper 
because of its quietness.

“A long time ago, Ellen, I did a very 
ungentlemanly thing to you. For that 
I am sorry, but you have repaid in full. 
Perhaps we should drop it there, but I 
do not choose to do so. I think your 
friends should know the whole story 
so that----- ”

Now he was looking at her friends 
and they were squirming, too, all except 
Mark. Emotions welled within her that 
she had never before experienced. It 
was a bad dream that would end. No, 
it was "real, too vividly real. The roll 
of the boat, the pounding of the water 
against the sides of the boat, all of it 
was real.

“As you have so aptly put it, my 
family did parley forty dollars and an 
idea into a furniture factory and a bank 
and in doing so created a city from a 
village, but, I am proud to say, they 
never forgot the responsibility they in­
curred in doing so. Every dollar of that 
fortune has gone back into the enterprise 
that created it. Perhaps you gentlemen 
have been aware that a depression has 
been in progress during the past eight 
years. During depressions the men be­
come hungry and helpless and look to 
their former employers and beg for help. 
Usually they are ignored, because it is 
not good business to pay men for work 
that does not exist. My father and my 
grandfather had queer ideas about such 
things. They saw their men through 
many depressions and instilled their 

philosophy. Perhaps you would call it 
poor business; I think it’s rather fine. 
The management of our factory has been 
in my hands for the past three years and 
I have no regrets for the fortune that 
has been thrown into a bottomless well, 
for the men I have helped will earn it 
back. It belonged as much to them as 
it did to my family.”

Now he was turning back to her with 
those terrible, hateful eyes.

“You once told me, Ellen, that I was 
afraid to stand on my own ability. It 
might interest you to know that Allied 
Furniture has paid me twenty thousand 
dollars a year for the past two years to 
open two new plants for them in the 
East. They don’t pay such salaries for 
fixtures. Three thousand a year of this 
salary has been my own and the rest has 
gone against the deficit of the Stevenson 
plant. I came here to-day to ask you to 
marry me. Allied would buy my plant 
at a profit, but I didn’t want that, be­
cause I could not stand to see the in­
stitution my family built turned into 
a sweat shop and a slavery. I wanted 
you to use your influence with J. F. 
Howser to get us a loan of fifty thou­
sand dollars so that we could build back 
together what the depression has wiped 
out. It was a wild dream, of course, but 
I thought you would understand. With 
the necessary capital and improved busi­
ness conditions, the men could soon build 
the plant back to its former status. They 
deserve it and I deserve it. I was a 
fool.”

SUDDENLY she could stand it no 
longer. She ran from the cabin back 

into the galley and shut the door.
“I’ll have to ask you to go back to 

shore and let me off, Christian,” Barry 
said, but Mark was already past him and 
opening the door to the galley. He 
closed it after him.

“Oh, Mark,” Ellen cried, burying her 
face in his chest when the door was 



dosed. “What a horrible creature I 
am.”

He smiled down at her gently, patting 
her head.

“Go on and finish your cry,” he said. 
“It’s the best music I’ve heard since I’ve 
known you. I’ve always wondered 
whether or not there was any of the stuff 
that other women are made of beneath 
that hard, calculating mask of yours. 
That was all you lacked to become a 
perfect woman, if I might use the term. 
It’s good to see you helpless, confused 
and crying, because you are no longer 
able to look after yourself. That’s where 
I come in.”

She looked up at him bewildered, at­
tracted by the quality of his voice.

“W-what do you mean?”
“I'll tell you exactly what you are 

thinking. You are thinking that you’ve 
done that buzzard out there a terrible 
injustice and that you don’t know 
whether you still love him or not. In 
fact, you are pretty sure that you do 
and that you are in for a lot of misery 
the rest of your life. I told you that you 
would finally reach a state where you 
could no longer run away from your­
self and that you would have to face the 
issue squarely. Well, my very dear, 
confused and befuddled sweetheart, we 
are going to face it together. Stevenson 
was just enough of a psychologist to put 
it over. You were all ready to eat out 
of his hand as soon as he called you up 
in the morning, and my hard-boiled 
uncle is so fond of you that he would 
give you anything you asked for. Come 
on. You’ve got to hear this.”

She followed him out of the galley 
into the cabin. Barry was pacing up 
and down the floor, folding and unfold­
ing his arms across his chest. The 
others had gone above,

“Stevenson,” Mark said, “come here.”
Barry looked up, surprised by the tone 

of his voice. Mark pulled a check book 
from the small desk and began to write. 
When he had finished he tore the top 

sheet from the book and held it out to 
Barry. Barry looked at him, not know­
ing what to say.

“Go on. Take it. It’s what you 
came for. Fifty thousand dollars. It’s 
dated for the first of the month. I shall 
expect a note, or mortgage, as you 
choose, by that time.”

Barry took the check and looked at 
it. “I don’t understand you, Christian,” 
Barry said.

“I had hoped you would say that, 
Stevenson, because it gives me an op­
portunity to tell you just why I am giv­
ing it to you. In the first place, it’s a 
good investment. Your kind is always 
so wrapped up in your honor and pride 
that an obligation—a personal obliga­
tion—means more to you than common 
decency. You’d steal, lie, cheat or mur­
der in the dark in order to save your 
face in the daytime. You thought you 
recognized me when we first met to-day, 
but you couldn’t recall where. If you’ll 
go back a few years, you’ll remember a 
hell of a flogging you received from three 
fellows with nice little flat paddles, which 
are symbols of a fraternity known as 
Sigma Psi—I thought you would remem­
ber. I was a senior and you were a fresh­
man. You broke your pledge because you 
thought you were just a little bit better 
than any one else in the House, too good 
to submit to the same treatment that 
the others received. Hell, there wasn’t 
a man in the House that couldn’t have 
bought and sold your family a dozen 
times, and their families were so old in 
tradition that they were never outwardly 
conscious of it ..

“Now, listen, Chris------”
“You are doing the listening now. 

You had your little spiel a while ago. 
Remembering you, as I did, I paid par­
ticular attention to it. In fact, I would 
like to question two or three points you 
brought out. First, you never worked 
for Allied Furniture, opening plants for 
them in the East. I’ll tell you how I 



know. I happen to own some thirty- 
four per cent of the stock and hold a 
place on the board. I am, in fact, chair­
man. Secondly, you would not hesitate 
for one moment to sell your plant to 
Allied for a profit. In fact, three weeks 
ago you tried to sell to them at a fifty 
per cent net value of its present rating, 
provided Allied would assume the out­
standing debts. Thirdly and last, you 
did not, as you say, feed your family 
fortune back into the enterprises that 
created it. Allied had you investigated 
when you tried to sell to them. Your 
family dropped half a million in the 1929 
crash, speculating like all the other fools. 
You came to the city, as a last resort, to 
try and play back into Ellen’s con­
fidence after forgetting all about her 
since you drove her out of town. You 
are smooth and slick and oily, 'but you’ll 
save your face some way. Your kind 
always does. If you had anything other 
than a gelatin backbone you would throw 
that check into my face and call me a 
liar, even though you knew I was tell­
ing the truth. You won’t, though, be­
cause you know it’s your last chance to 
save your face. Now get the hell out 
of my sight before I lose my temper.”

Ellen watched, astonished. Barry’s 

face was purple with rage, but he con­
trolled it. She noticed for the first time 
that his eyes were like a ferret’s, close, 
hateful and greedy. He folded the check 
and put it into his pocket.

“You’ll get your note, Christian, and 
you’ll get every dime of it back with 
interest.”

“I’ve got my money’s worth already,” 
Mark said, then he yelled through the 
hatch, “Hey, Mickey, Stevenson has to 
go ashore. We’ll anchor here and wait 
for you to come back. Better fill the 
motor with gasoline before you start 
the return trip.”

She watched him and smiled through 
tears as she saw the frown on his face 
replaced with his boyish grin. Three 
steps and she was in his arms, burying 
her face in his shoulder. Suddenly she 
felt very warm and young and girlish. 
Her mind was very clear and empty of 
worry or hates or regrets.

“I—I think—I-----”
“Of course you are,” he said, kissing 

her again.
“Oh, Mark, we’ve forgotten one im­

portant thing,” she said, running to her 
coat and extracting two bills from a 
pocket. “Let’s give this to him for taxi 
fare.”



Just An Old Spanish

S
IDNEY, delectable in pink organ­
die, hooked slim heels over the 
rung of the soda-fountain stool 

just as some one in white slacks and 
canvas sneakers, both incredibly dirty, 
took possession of the seat beside her.

“Hello, Miss Frazer.” The youth be­
hind the counter gave Sidney a fatuous 
smile. “Chocolate malted, as usual?”

“As usual,” she told him.
“Make it a pair of malted milks,” said 

the owner of the dirty sneakers. “A 
pair, and one check.”

“Two checks!” Sidney stopped fan­
ning herself with a wisp of handkerchief 
to glare at him. But the glare immedi­
ately lost its effectiveness. Because the 

party on the receiving end was the 
young man who had recently movetl into 
the neighborhood as Mrs. Waldo’s “pay­
ing guest,” Aunt Phronnie had put it 
delicately. He was probably twenty-five 
or six, with well-brushed hair the color 
of ripe wheat under the drug-store lights, 
laughing gray eyes, and an infectious 
grin.

“I was afraid it wouldn’t work,” he 
admitted. “It takes finesse or some­
thing. And I’m such a direct, simple 
soul.”

“Simple does seem to be the right 
word,” she agreed, controlling with diffi­
culty an unruly dimple.

He tried to turn up the collar of his
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polo shirt. “I guess I should have or­
dered hot chocolate,” he lamented. Then, 
“In case—just in case—you’re inter­
ested, the name’s Bill Hale. I make a 
bad first impression, but I grow on peo­
ple. I really do.”

“Like hangnails?” she inquired inno­
cently. Aunt Phronnie maintained that 
unconventional young men should be 
discouraged.

“Ouch,” said the impetuous Mr. Hale, 
subsiding.

She didn’t have to glance into the 
soda-fountain mirror to be assured that 
her dark-brown hair, from center part 

to the soft roll at the nape of her neck, 
lay in waves of sheer perfection. Or 
that her lashes, curling so delightfully, 
veiled eyes blue as the wings of a tropi­
cal butterfly. For a large part of her 
twenty-three years Sidney had been 
hearing masculine comments along that 
line. Quite without being conceited, she 
knew that she Was pretty.

Sipping her malted milk, she reflected 
that this Hale person, with his cleft chin 
and broad shoulders, was really a men­
ace to what Aunt Phronnie thought it 
proper for young ladies to do. She’d 
been attracted to him the first time his 



long legs had taken him past Aunt 
Phronnie’s peony hedge.

She lingered over her drink as long 
as it was decently possible to do so, in 
hopes that he would say something 
more. But evidently she had completely 
deflated young Mr. Hale. Regretfully 
she paid her check and slid off the stool.

"O ACK at her aunt’s bungalow, Sidney 
dropped disconsolately into the 

porch swing. That had certainly been 
car grease on the slacks and sneakers 
of Mrs. Waldo’s boarder. It was still 
early enough to have driven to one of 
the beaches, or to have made the last 
show at the Arden, the community 
movie. How did you get to know per­
sonable men in a city the size of this 
if you didn’t meet them halfway?

Across the street a roadster zoomed 
down the driveway. Mavis Cutter 
bound for another party, she thought en­
viously. Mavis had artificially blond 
hair, calculating eyes, and a petulant 
mouth.

Sidney knew her aunt’s and the neigh­
bor’s unflattering opinion of Mavis. The 
Cutters, who had bought and rehabili­
tated the lovely old mansion across the 
street, were, after ten months’ time, still 
a thorn in the flesh. The neighborhood 
was an old, conservative one that had 
had considerable to say when Mrs. 
Waldo had been forced to take in a pay­
ing guest. Paradoxically, it had accepted 
without question Aunt Phronnie, herself 
and this modest bungalow with which 
her aunt had replaced the old Baylor 
home a year ago when they’d moved to 
Motor City. All because Aunt Phron­
nie was a Baylor and had been born on 
these very grounds!

It was barely nine o’clock of a June 
night, yet the block was quiet. There 
was no sound of radios, of. young peo­
ple’s voices. Indeed, there were no 
young people in the block that Sidney 
knew of, except Mavis Cutter, herself, 

and Bill Hale. There was little or no 
traffic because Spruce Street was so nar­
row. Over everything hung the heavy 
scent of full-blown peonies.

Sighing, Sidney went into the house 
to write Aunt Phronnie, whose hay fever 
had taken her to Duluth a month earlier 
than usual. She might as well answer 
Ben Allen’s letter, too, she thought with 
a complete lack of enthusiasm. Ben 
taught English in the high school where 
Sidney taught Spanish, and just now he 
was in the East, taking a special sum­
mer course. His letters were deadly af­
fairs. She must be a glutton for pun­
ishment to encourage him to write, she 
told herself. But it just went to prove 
how desperate a girl could get for a lit­
tle masculine attention.

She had only written “Dear Aunt 
Phronnie’’ on her white stationery with 
the blue-and-silver border when the tele­
phone rang.

“Don’t let it be a wrong number!” 
Sidney prayed, racing to answer it. “Let 
it be somebody from home’’—she still 
couldn’t think of the bungalow as home.

It wasn’t even a wrong number. 
There was only a gentle click in her ear. 
Whoever had called had hung up with­
out speaking.

“Darn,” Sidney said forlornly. Back 
home the crowd would be at the boat 
club, or dancing on somebody’s porch, 
or having sundaes down at the Blue 
Moon.

Aunt Phronnie was a darling, but she 
had so many mid-Victorian ideas, like 
believing that people should die where 
their fathers and grandfathers had. She 
got round the obstacles of the new bun­
galow rather neatly by saying that if peo­
ple couldn’t die in the same house, they 
could at least die on the same spot. 
Aunt Phronnie thought family tradition 
and a venerable family tree were the 
cliief assets in life, with ladder-back 
chairs and Chippendale tables close run­
ners-up.



“There isn’t anything early American 
with Chippendale legs that I wouldn’t 
trade for a 1937 model date with broad 
shoulders,” her niece announced rebel- 
liously, as she looked at the now silent 
telephone.

ripHE next morning she dutifully fin- 
ished her letter to her aunt. She 

cut an armful of peonies and took them 
to the Children’s Hospital. She returned 
her public library books and borrowed 
more. It looked like just another dull 
day.

But a little after five o’clock a deliv­
ery boy rang the doorbell and thrust 
an oblong box into her hands. Inside 
were white orchids tied with silver rib­
bon. Sidney gazed at them with wide 
blue eyes that refused to believe what 
they saw. White orchids-—at least fif­
teen dollars’ worth of them! And no 
card. She picked up the wrappings and 
read, “Miss Mavis Cutter.”

“Wouldn’t you know it ?” Sidney 
wailed aloud. “I’ll bet my lucky star 
is the one that makes the hole in the 
Big Dipper!”

She took the flowers across the street. 
Miss Cutter was curled up in a wicker 
chair on the wide veranda, wearing a 
yellow sports dress which Sidney esti­
mated as probably costing more than 
her entire outfit had for the summer.

There was a blond giant lounging 
near her—Bill Hale, looking more out­
rageously handsome than ever. Sidney 
reflected with feeling that the Mavis Cut­
ters usually did get the superlative things 
in life.

She saw Bill’s neck and ears go red 
when he recognized her. And she 
longed to drop a casual “Hello, Bill," 
or “Think of seeing you again so soon,” 
but Aunt Phronnie’s training tiresomely 
prevented her.

She said instead, “These flowers were 
left with me by mistake.”

Mavis answered languidly. “It’s Et­

ta’s day out. Take them round to the 
cook, will you?”

“Let me,” Bill Hale put in quickly. 
Almost, Sidney thought, as though he 
knew that she was tempted to throw the 
box at the arrogant Miss Cutter. With 
coins of color burning in her cheeks, 
she gave him the flowers and went home.

She had another mysterious telephone 
call just as the old grandfather clock 
chimed eight. With some uneasiness, 
Sidney remembered hearing that people 
often received calls like these before a 
burglary took place. Whoever called 
would just keep on calling until no one 
answered. Aunt Phronnie’s antiques 
were valuable. And there were the sil­
ver tea service, the solid silver candle­
sticks, the garnet earrings that her aunt 
had forgotten to pack. She thought of 
barricading the front door with the 
heavy walnut love-seat. That idea was 
common sense, but the one that crowded 
its heels was, Sidney reflected, sheer in­
spiration.

Going into her bedroom, she drew the 
shades tight so that there would be no 
betraying gleam of light showing out­
side. Next she turned on a faint night 
lamp, and by its feeble glow dressed with 
speed and care in her most becoming en­
semble—yellow silk dress with enormous 
sleeves bright with peasant embroidery, 
white kid slippers, drooping leghorn hat, 
and just a touch of the perfume that 
always made her feel like the reincarna­
tion of Cleopatra and DuBarry rolled 
into one. Sidney peered into the mir­
ror, adjusting the hat at its most pro­
vocative angle. She wore yellow better 
than Mavis Cutter did, she decided can­
didly.

Then, from behind Aunt Phronnie’s 
discreet lace curtains in the living room, 
she set about watering for Mrs. Wal­
do’s paying guest. If young Mr. Hale 
intended taking his almost nightly stroll 
he would be passing the bungalow in 
exactly seven minutes. Even Aunt



Phronnie had commented on the regu­
larity of his walk.

Boom! intoned the grandfather clock 
as it announced the half hour. And 
three minutes later Mr. Hale passed by. 
An unwilling thrill ran through Sidney.

There ought to be a law against men be­
ing so handsome. And he was sweet— 
he really was, she thought, recalling his 
red-faced embarrassment of that after­
noon. If only he weren’t too far under 
Mavis Cutter’s spell!



QTEALTHILY, Sidney stepped out 
on the porch, pulling the door not 

quite shut behind her. She had twenty, 
more minutes to wait, she knew, before 
Bill Hale would pass on his way back. 
Well, she needed those twenty minutes 
to make sure her story would hold wa­
ter.

When she saw him coming she took 
a last hurried glance at the darkened 
bungalow, the partially open door, and 
ran down the flagstone walk to meet 
him.

“Oh, Mr. Hale,” she called breath­
lessly. “I think there’s some one in the 
house. I mean, somebody who shouldn’t 
be. I just got back from the six o’clock 
show at the Arden, and I’m afraid to 
go inside.”

The front door had been wide open 
when he had gone by. But because she 
remembered only too well that he’d 
passed the bungalow with disinterested 
eyes, she felt reasonably safe in the tell­
ing.

“We’ll have to see about this,” he said 
reassuringly.

“I’m certain I closed the door. It 
has a snap lock, but it’s a little ways 
open now.” She had to take two steps 
to his one as he strode up the walk. 
“And there have been some mysterious 
phone calls, too.”

“You wait here while I go inside,” 
Bill Hale told her.

“I’d better go along and turn on lights 
and—and things,” Sidney answered. 
Goodness, but the man was big! His 
shoulders simply filled the doorway.

There were only five rooms and the 
basement to search. Even with looking 
under beds and in the clothes and broom 
closets, it didn’t take long.

“I feel an awful fool, bothering you 
like this,” Sidney exclaimed. “Maybe 
I just didn’t latch the door properly 
when I went to the movies.”

Bill Hale said he thought that was 
probably what had happened. “But you 
mentioned some mysterious phone calls,” 

he reminded her. “What do you mean, 
mysterious ?”

“Whoever was calling would hang up 
just as soon as I’d say hello,” she ex­
plained. “I've heard or read somewhere 
about people getting calls like that and 
later being robbed.”

“Was there a call to-night?”
She remembered in time that she was 

supposed to have been at a movie. 
“No,” she fibbed. “The phone hasn’t 
rung all day.”

“Well, I wouldn’t worry about those 
calls,” he told her. “Mrs. Waldo, my 
landlady, complains a lot about wrong 
numbers.”

“You’ll stay a while, won’t you?” Sid- 
ney begged prettily. “I’m still jittery.”

He looked at the grandfather clock. 
“I can stay fifteen minutes.”

Her blue eyes registered complete dis­
may.

“I’ve some more ’work to do on Miss 
Cutter’s car,” he explained. “I put in 
a couple of hours under it last night, but 
she was telling me this afternoon that 
there’s still something wrong. I work 
for her dad in the office at Common Mo­
tors. But I have a sort of natural bend 
for mechanics,” he added modestly.

Remembering the way that Mavis 
Cutter’s roadster had zoomed down the 
driveway the night before, Sidney de­
cided it was quite likely that Miss Cut­
ter was resorting to strategy something 
along the lines of her own.

Employing her most charming smile, 
her dimple, a slow upward sweep of her 
amazingly long lashes, she said, “Do you 
know, I haven’t told you my name ? I’m 
Sidney------”

“Frazer,” he finished for her. “You 
live with your aunt, Mrs. Baylor. And 
you teach Spanish.” His eyes laughed 
into hers. “I’ve been wishing you taught 
history, too.”

“History?"
He said, “It’s going to fall awfully 

flat. But the answer is, so I could ask 
you for a lot of dates.”



Sidney asked demurely, “Well, why 
don’t you ask me, anyway?”

Bill Hale took a deep breath. “I was 
leading up to that last night in the drug 
store. Only I got off on the wrong foot. 
You see, I had a smattering of Spanish 
in college—grammar, classroom conver­
sation, some reading of simple, narra­
tive prose. I’d like to brush up on it 
again. I’ve got my application in with 
Common Motors for a transfer to our 
plant at Rio de Janeiro. Mr. Cutter 
thinks they’ll be able to use me there 
almost any time now.”

“I see,” Sidney said faintly.
He glanced again at the clock and 

moved nearer the door. “For instance, 
we could have dinner together to-mor­
row night at the Intercollegiate Club and 
still get in a couple of hours of Spanish. 
We could cover a lot of ground in a 
couple of months.”

"We could,” Sidney said a shade too 
sweetly, “if Miss Cutter doesn’t need 
you to fix her car.”

"I’ll have that running to-night,” Bill 
promised. Then, “This—this Spanish 
business is going to be pretty one-sided, 
you know. You won’t be getting much 
out of it, I’m afraid.”

“I was a girl scout for years,” she 
assured him.

“It’s a date—to-morrow night? You 
know where the Intercollegiate is?”

“Oh, I get around.”
Bill Hale stared at her with a thought­

ful expression. “I bet you do. Well, 
I’ll pick you up in the lounge a little 
before six. You’re being swell about 
this.”

“Not at all,” Sidney returned politely. 
“Most of the people I know are away 
for the summer.”

He brightened. “You think you’d be 
able to give me four or five nights a 
week ?”

“I couldn’t promise that.”
“No,” sighed Mr. Hale, “I don’t sup­

pose you could.”

JT was dinner and Spanish nouns the 
-'*• next night, a music festival and verbs 
the following one. They planned to do 
a movie and a page of Spanish idioms 
Saturday, but at five o’clock Bill phoned 
Sidney to say that Mrs. Cutter had re­
ceived a last-minute regret for her bridge 
dinner, and the boss had asked him to 
fill in. He was sorry as the dickens. 
He hoped she’d understand that it really 
amounted to a royal command. Could 
they do the movie and the idioms Sun­
day night? Yes, Sidney said, wonder­
ing where the famous Baylor pride was 
that Aunt Phronnie talked so much 
about.

They continued the review work after 
dinner Monday night, during an excur­
sion ride on the river Tuesday, and after 
the movie Wednesday. Bill’s Spanish 
left much to be desired. Sidney gave 
him homework to do, and he worked on 
that during his lunch hours.

“How do I say 'You’re tops’ in Span­
ish?” he would ask.

“I thought Common Motors dealt in 
auto parts,” Sidney would answer.

“But South America is as noted for 
its beautiful women as its coffee,” he 
was quick to remind her.

Even then Sidney did not diagnose 
the queer, stabbing pain in her heart.

Thursday it seemed that Mr. Cutter 
was giving an impromptu smoker for the 
boys in his department, and Bill again 
had to break his date with her.

“The smoker’s for a fellow who just 
got his sailing orders for Rio,” he told 
her over the phone. “Puts me next on 
the list. Gosh, am I excited I Too bad 
there aren’t more days in the week so 
that I could really get my Spanish licked 
into shape.”

Sidney said, “Yes, isn’t it?”
Bill observed, “You sound sort of 

queer. Sure it doesn’t make any dif­
ference if we don’t go to that swimming 
meet to-night, teacher?”

“Quite sure,” she told him.
But it did make a difference. Her 



disappointment was out of all propor­
tion to an ordinary broken date. It 
gave her the proper tag for that stab­
bing pain in her heart. She’d always in­
tended to walk sedately into love, and 
here she was, up to her blue eyes in love 
with Bill Hale in less than two weeks’ 
time! Evidently, Sidney reflected 
bleakly, Cupid didn't send out time­
tables or road maps. With millions of 
men in the world, she 
would pick out a man 
who practically had one 
foot on a boat bound for 
South America!

If F there was any doubt 
in Sidney’s mind 

about really being in love 
with Bill, it was dispelled 
in the days that followed. 
She had only to meet his 
eyes to have her heart 
leap madly to her throat, 
to have his coat sleeve 
brush her arm to be 
suffused by something both sweet that she was 
and terrifying. He was her wak- of a man.
ing thought in the morning, her last 
thought at night. Her world became 
something six feet two inches high, 
bounded by fair shining hair that she 
ached to touch. She had never realized 
how lovely her name was until he began 
quite casually to call her Sidney.

Twice in the week following the 
smoker, Bill did not have his homework 
done because, as he admitted quite 
frankly, he had lunched with Mavis Cut­
ter. And Mavis took to driving him 
home nights from the office. Sometimes
Bill would remember to look at the bun­
galow as the roadster swept by, and 
sometimes he didn’t. The stabbing pain 
in her heart became a fierce, steady one.

It was the last week in July when 
Sidney became obsessed with a fantastic 
idea. Before the teaching contracts 
would be officially awarded in August, 
she wrote a letter on the white stationery 

with the blue-and-silver border. With’ 
the mailing of that letter her bridges 
were burned behind her. Somebody else 
would be given the contract she had been 
reasonably sure of getting.

Next she paid a visit to the office 
of the Spanish consul. Obligingly he 
made three telephone calls to secure the 
information she was seeking. Armed 
with a list of the New York dress shops 

that also had branches in 
Rio, she went home and 
wrote more letters. Bill 
Hale was going to South 
America. She was go­
ing, too. There was 
enough in her savings ac­
count to get her to Rio.

Of course, her aunt 
would have a fit, Sidney 
told herself—that is, at 
first. But she liked a girl 
to show a little spirit— 
“spunk,” Aunt Phronnie 
called it. And it wouldn’t 
be necessary to tell her 
going to Rio in pursuit

The night they translated a modern
Spanish play that Sidney had brought 
from the public library, Bill said, “Guess 
I’ll have to cut these lessons to three a 
week, which is certainly giving you a 
break. Mavis wants me to teach her 
some Spanish—sort of the halt leading 
the blind.”

Sidney carefully closed the book and 
put it on the American Empire table 
that was Aunt Phronnie’s pride and joy.
Her heart was pounding so hard that 
she felt suffocated. She asked, “Miss
Cutter is planning a trip to South Amer­
ica?”

“I’ve talked so much about it, I guess 
I’ve sold her on the idea,” Bill admitted.

She wanted to ask, “You’ve talked so 
much about South America, or her mak­
ing a trip there ?” She didn’t, of course.

What if some sort of understanding 
already existed between Bill and Mavis 



Cutter? Certainly Bill had had some­
thing on his mind for more than ten 
days now. He was moody, distracted.

Why hadn’t she anticipated something 
like this before she had relinquished her 
job? Men did marry their bosses’ 
daughters. Bill was headed for the top 
—with or without Mr. Cutter’s help he 
would get there—and Mavis was quick 
to recognize the fact.

But Sidney was sure that Mavis did 
not see the qualities in Bill which en­
deared him to herself. His little-boy- 
grown-tall ways, his bravado that was 
the whistling-in-the-dark kind to cover 
a natural shyness, his quick sympathy 
for old people, little children, animals.

A.UNT PHRONNIE wrote from 
Duluth that she would be return­

ing the end of August, as school opened 
early in September. She seemed to take 
it for granted that her niece would have 
her contract renewed. Sidney told her­
self that if she did not spend her savings 
for fare to Rio, she would use the money 
to take her some place else. She couldn’t 
endure the thought of staying on in Mo­
tor City with her aunt’s endless ques­
tioning.

Two days before Aunt Phronnie was 
due to return, Mavis hailed Sidney from 
her smart roadster.

“Miss Frazer!” she called imperi­
ously, pulling up to the curb. She looked 
cool and comfortable in white linen, and 
Sidney, who had been downtown shop­
ping for hours, felt more conscious than 
ever of her own wilted appearance.

“I would like two-hour lessons in 
Spanish every day until I sail,” Mavis 
said. “With your teaching school, I 
suppose I’ll have to take them evenings. 
I’ll pay you five dollars a day, although 
I believe straight tutoring is usually two 
dollars an hour.”

Sidney steadied herself against the 
side of the car. “You are leaving soon?”

"Probably in a month or six weeks 

after Bill goes. He’s leaving next week, 
you know.”

There was a noise in Sidney’s ears 
like rushing waters. When it subsided 
she replied evenly, “I didn’t know, but 
how nice.”

“He wants time to look around for a 
place for us to live in. But a month 
ought to be long enough.” She started 
the motor. “I won’t begin the lessons 
until he goes. He’s been trying to teach 
me, but I guess I’m dumb.”

“Not so dumb,” Sidney said to her­
self. “You’ve played your cards very 
cleverly. You’ve kept Bill from seeing 
the real Mavis Cutter.” Aloud she said, 
“I’m sorry, but really I won't be able 
to teach you.”

“I’ll pay you three dollars an hour,” 
Mavis bargained.

“No,” Sidney told her quietly. “I 
really can’t teach you.”

Above the pur of the motor, Mavis’s 
voice rose shrilly, “Can’t or won’t?”

Sidney’s eyes met the other girl’s lev- 
elly. “You’re asking for it, and you’re 
going to get it. I wouldn’t teach you at 
any price.”

VftTHEN Bill came that night to take
’ ’ her to the Arden, Sidney sug­

gested, “Let’s not go. Let’s stay here 
and talk instead.”

“In Spanish or English?” Bill asked 
cagily. “Spanish sort of cramps my 
style on certain subjects—your eye­
lashes, for instance.”

She said, keeping her voice steady 
with an effort, “I thought we could talk 
about your leaving for Rio next week. 
Miss Cutter told me this afternoon that 
you’re going.”

There was a strained silence. Then 
Bill broke it. “But I’m not going. And 
I’m telling the boss so in the morning.”

This was Mavis’s doing! She didn’t 
want to live in South America. She 
was keeping Bill here in the States.

“Don’t let her stop you,” Sidney 
begged. “Listen to me, Bill. Don’t let 



any one stop you. It’s what you’ve 
been working toward. It’s the thing you 
want most of all.”

He demanded, “Who is this ‘her’ 
you’re talking about?”

“Mavis,” she explained impatiently. 
“I know about you and Mavis. I sus­
pected before she told me that she was 
leaving for Rio, too, as soon as you 
found a place to live in.”

"For her and her father to live in,” 
Bill corrected. "They can do their own 
house hunting. The boss expects to 
stay a year. As for the rest, you’ve 
been having delusions or something if 
you think there’s anything between Ma­
vis and me.”

“But------” Sidney began in bewilder­
ment.

Bill’s ears got very red. “You make 
it tough for a fellow, pinning him down 
to reasons,” he complained. "But if 
you’ve got to have one, you’re it. I 
can’t go to South America. I don’t 
want to, now that I’ve met you. You’re 
the biggest thing that’s ever come into 
my life. I’m going to stick around until 
I’ve had a chance to make you see things 
my way.”

“What things—what way?” Sidney 
asked, starry-eyed.

"Marrying me,” he said. "I can’t ask 
a girl like you to marry a fellow she’s 
known a little more than two months.”

“I’ve got to tell you something about 
that girl.” She plaited her handkerchief 
carefully. “She framed you, Bill, the 
night she asked you to search the house 
—the night she said she’d been to a 
movie and found the front door open 
when she came home.”

He grinned. "Sure. I knew she 
hadn’t been to a movie. Remember the 
mysterious phone calls? I tried that 
night and the night before to apologize 
for the drug-store episode, and both 
times I lost my nerve and hung up.”

"Bill!” she wailed. Then, in a 
shaken voice, "If you knew so much, 
couldn’t you see how crazy I was about 
you ?”

"No,” said Bill humbly. "I haven’t 
been able to see anything since I first 
saw you. I’ve been going round in a 
mental fog.”

He could see her lips, however. He 
found them unerringly. And from the 
small, select heaven that was the circle 
of his arms, Sidney said sometime later, 
"I’m what Aunt Phronnie calls a hussy. 
A month ago I gave up my teaching 
here for next year and wrote to Rio for 
a job.”

“Did you get one?”
"There hasn’t been time to hear un­

less they’d answered by return mail. And 
they probably have lots of applicants.”

“Well, there’s still that job I was tell­
ing you about a while back,” he con­
soled her, printing a ladder of kisses 
from the soft hollow of her throat to 
her lips. "It’s really a partnership in a 
going concern—Hale & Co. How much 
would you be willing to invest?”

"All of me,” Sidney promised. “With 
a promissory note for all of my love 
through the years to come.”

She felt the swift, heavy beat of his 
heart as he caught her to him. "To­
morrow,” Bill said, “we’re going to put 
that in writing, on a marriage license. 
It’s just an old Spanish custom.”

SL—8



BROAD WAY

AND HOLLYWOOD

By Lillian Barker

rjpiiME was—not so long ago 
either—when a pretty face and 

-Ji- a good figure could get you places 
in the show business in New York and
Hollywood, even if you had no particular 
ability.

But now, while beauty still rates high, 
it isn’t enough to get you there. Any­
where. except in choruses or revues. For 
on the stage and in the talkies you must 
have something more to make the grade, 
to give the dear public for its money, 
its support, and acclaim.

What are these additional qualities 
you must possess, though, in order to 
crash Broadway and the pictures? A 
provocative and pertinent question, isn’t 
it? With you stage-struck girls, you 
theatergoers, picture fans, all of you 
in mind, I resolved to ask some one in 
position to know.

And the “some one” I picked out 
was the exotically beautiful Estelle Tay­
lor, a get-there-girl, if there ever was 
one.

Estelle, the five-star success who, in 
the days when beauty was the thing, 
crashed Broadway, became a silent and 
talkie picture star and who now, after 
suddenly going musical on us about 
three years ago, is a singing star, a song­
bird headliner of stage, screen, night 
clubs, and radio!

So, with those five stars, all bright 
and shining, after her name, with that 
sudden switch in careers, that record 
of crashing Broadway and Hollywood 
and the meteoric rise as a singer, don’t 
you see why I chose Estelle to give us 
definite, first-hand information? To tell 
us about the order that prevailed when 
she, a former artists’ model, first ap­
peared behind footlights and Klieg 
lights; and to compare that order with 
the present and more exacting stand­
ards which to-day makes stage and 
screen crashing quite a different story.

But I had another reason for wanting 
to interview Estelle Taylor. Knowing 
her as I do—and I’ve known her a long



time, since she was Jack Dempsey’s 
bride, when a New York syndicate 
rushed me to Hollywood to collaborate 
with her on her biography—I was sure 
she wouldn’t hand us out a self-impor­
tant, “arty” line or just a lot of unim­
pressive hokum instead of the enlight­
ening, straightforward answers I was 
after. ' .<?.:/
. Luckily, the songbird headliner wasn’t 
hard to get hold of, I saw by the papers 
that she was playing the stellar role in 
a musical short which Warner Brothers 
were shooting in their Brooklyn studios.

So to Brooklyn I scrammed. And on 
the Warner lot, surrounded by directors, 
cameramen, the supporting cast, I found 
.Estelle, Gorgeous as ever she was, too, 
in a stunning black velvet gown, with 
sequin birds on the bodice and flaring 
net godets in the skirt.

For quite some time, as cameras 
ground away, I watched her work, too. 
Both as a talkie and a singing star. And 
what a voice la belle Taylor has! So 

lyrically sweet and dramatically power­
ful! So grand opera!

JMT USICALLY enchanted, I was 
thinking of this as I sat on the 

sidelines listening. But the moment 
work was oyer, I corralled Estelle, ex­
plained the why and wherefore of my 
impromptu visit and together we went 
to her dressing room where, reporterlike, 
I lost no time in firing my first ques­
tion:

“What more does it take to crash 
Broadway and Hollywood to-day than 
when you first crashed them?”

Removing her heavy make-up, Es­
telle frowned and fired back:

“Why didn’t you ask me an easy one? 
You’ve come out here and put me on 
the spot, haven’t you ? For, caught un­
awares like this, I’m stumped for an 
answer.”

"You shouldn’t be,” I countered, 
notching my chair up to the dressing 
table, paper in hand, pencil poised and a 



whole flock of other questions on the tip 
of my tongue.

“Going back to the beginning of your 
own career, how did you get started? 
What gave you your first big push to­
ward stardom? Was it your beauty, 
ambition, talent, personality, good breaks 
or what ?”

Her make-up all off, my one-time col­
laborator ran a comb through her long 
bob and settled down in genuine earnest 
to the interview.

Disclaiming, to begin with, that she 
was, and is a beauty, public opinion and 
perfect “artists’ model features” to the 
contrary notwithstanding, disclaming 
this not as a pose either, mind you, but 
as a real conviction, the five-star suc­
cess, quite pensively serious, said:

“Ambition and a haunting desire to 
go on the stage, those two prods gave 
me my first big push, as you call it. 
Only in the beginning I wanted to be 
an opera star and, above everything else, 
I longed to sing Carmen.

“That reminds me”—with a reminis­
cent chuckle—“when just about twelve, 
picturing myself in that role, one day 
while my grandmother was visiting some 
of our Wilmington neighbors—I lived 
with her at the time—I sneaked down 
her red brocaded satin living room por­
tieres, slashed them up and made them 
into the stage costume I thought I, as 
Carmen, should wear.

“But no sooner was I dolled up in 
my portiere creation than grandmother 
came home, caught me and gave me the 
scolding of my life. ‘The very idea of 
ruining a perfectly good pair of por­
tieres like that!’ she said. ‘What on 
earth ever possessed you to do it?’

“I told her what had possessed me 
and she, after talking up both stenog­
raphy and school-teaching as ‘nice ca­
reers for a girl,’ got it across to me in 
her own positive way that I was just 
building up to an awful let-down.

“In my imagination, though, I kept 

on building and a few years later, dur­
ing my brief career as an artists’ model 
in Wilmington—we have a famous 
artists’ colony there, you know—I used 
to daydream about singing opera. I had 
no money, however, for a long course of 
singing lessons, the expensive training 
required for opera.

“So I decided on a stage career as 
a substitute. And to my surprise, grand­
mother, who by that time had come to 
see it was the stage or opera or noth­
ing for her stage-struck granddaughter, 
volunteered to send me to Sargent's 
Dramatic School here in New York and 
to pay a year’s tuition for me.

“A great break that was, too, and off 
to New York I came with the tuition 
money and grandmother’s blessing! .

“My work at Sargent’s I took very 
seriously and during the twelve months 
I was at the school I played all sorts 
of parts in all sorts of plays----- ”

“Which made you feel like a full- 
fledged actress, I'll bet,” I interrupted, 
“the day you left there. With all your 
ambition and youthful ardor I imagine 
you figured Broadway would be easy 
pickin’s. Or did your hopes and con­
fidence run that high?”

“I had high hopes and enough con­
fidence all right,” the Delaware girl 
who’s made good in such a glittering 
way recalled, “but I also must’ve had 
my feet on the ground. For without 
pull or influence of any kind I realized 
that I’d have to go it entirely on my 
own and I never had the notion that 
hardboiled Broadway would be a push­
over for me.

“Nor was it. I did land a stage part 
quickly, though, and in this manner. A 
girl friend of mine, Amy Lee Dennis, 
a member of the cast of ‘Come On, 
Charley,’ a George V. Hobart produc­
tion then in rehearsal, told me the cast­
ing director was having trouble finding 
an actress to play the part of Panatela, 
a comedy vampire.



“And that tip was a lead. Next day 
and for many days thereafter I at­
tended the rehearsals to get a line on 
the Panatela part to see if I could play 
it. And while I was getting my line 
twenty-five girls—I counted them—tried 
out the Panatela role and failed to click 
in it.

“The director wanted, he said, an 
actress with a low-pitched speaking voice 
and one who could act like a comedy 
vamp. Well, my low-pitched voice was 
in my favor anyhow, so boldly I marched 
up to the casting director and said: ‘I 
can play Panatela if you’ll just give me 
the chance.’

“‘You!’ he exclaimed, eying me dis­
concertingly. ’Who are you and where 
did you come from? Any experience?’

“I told him my name and about my 
Sargent training. He smiled dubiously; 
amiably, too. But he handed me the 
script and said: ‘Step up on the stage 
and show me what you can do.’

“ ‘I don't need the script,’ I replied. 
‘I’ve been attending rehearsals and I 

way. Notwithstanding the. stage fright, 
however, I did get that minor part.’’

“And from the rave notices of at least 
one Broadway critic,” I remembered, 
“you made a great big hit in a very little 
part. Arnold Daley, famous star picker, 
reviewing ‘Come Qn, Charley,’ wrote:

“The girl with the red beads and the big 
black eyes was the only animation on the 
stage. She’s a newcomer and I don’t ’ 
even know her name. But she's a beauty; 
make no mistake about it, and she can 
act. Unless I miss my guess she has a 
brilliant future ahead of her.

“That notice,” I told Estelle who has 
never been known to keep a clipping 
out of all the reams and reams of stuff 
that have been written about her, “I 
found among a pile of clips your mother 
and grandmother loaned me while I was 
working with you on your syndicated 
life story. And the great picker of stars 
certainly guessed correctly, for right 
away you became a motion-picture, star, 
didn’t you?

“But why did you, after such a prom-

know the Panatela lines by heart.’ That 
got me a big laugh, the wrong kind, from 
the director who shouted to the cast: 
‘She even disdains the script!’

“But I soon forgot the merriment at 
my expense. Nervousness and stage 
fright—I learned then and there what 
agony stage fright can be—made me for­
get everything. else, except that over­
whelming desire of mine to crash Broad- 

ising Broadway start, abandon the legi­
timate stage for a career in pictures? 
And tell the readers of this magazine, 
will you, how you crashed the movies?”

F LEFT the stage only because, after 
several weeks’ successful run, ‘Come 

On, Charley’ was off the boards and be­
cause a well-known producer of the 
time, Adolph Klauber—Jane Cowl’s 



husband, you know—who'd seen me in 
that play had said I ought to try for 
pictures. I had an ‘expressive face,’ he 
thought, which should screen well.

“And that was all I needed to speed 
me on my way to the Fox Studios the 
very next morning. I’d heard the Fox 
people were casting the Spanish play, 
‘Don Caesar,’ and, bright and early, I 
set out for the studios.

“But plenty of other actresses had had 
the same inspiration, evidently, for I 
found a whole mob of applicants there 
ahead of me. At sight of them my 
heart sank and I thought: ‘Even as 
an extra I haven’t a ghost of a chance.’ 
I stuck around, though, and presently 
William Farnum, the ‘Don Caesar' star, 
came into the room, looked us all over 
and called me to him.

“ ‘You're the type,’ he said after a 
rather prolonged close-up.

‘“For what?’ I stammered in con­
fusion and joy.

“ ‘To play the feminine lead opposite 
me in this picture, provided of course 
your screen tests prove satisfactory. So 
we’ll get the tests made immediately.’

“‘The lead!’ I repeated to myself. 
And do you wonder that I was dazed 
by the shock of such an announcement 
when I’d just despaired of being cast 
even as an extra?

“But of course there were still the 
tests to worry about. I certainly wor­
ried about them, too, until I learned 
they’d turned out all right.”

“So you began your picture career as 
a feminine lead playing opposite the 
great stage and screen star, William Far­
num, and you yourself soon skyrocketed 
to fame and into fortune as a star of 
the silent pictures, didn’t you? That 
makes you seem like a child of Destiny 
to me. For with all your beauty which 
you modestly deny but which is quite 
delightfully self-evident; for all your 
gifts, ambition, versatility, the breaks 
have been with you, haven’t they ?”

“Some of them, many of them, yes,” 
Estelle readily granted, “but I helped 
to make the breaks, I think. In any 
case, I quickly and conscientiously fol­
lowed up every good lead that came to 
me. And before I broke into pictures, 
I'd watched and studied the acting of 
all the principal movie actors and ac­
tresses of that time. Observation, I have 
found, can be almost as good a school 
as experience, and I’ve always been very 
observing.”

“I know you have,” I said, “and 
speaking from observation as well as 
experience, suppose you now answer for 
me that still unanswered question: 
What more does it take to crash Broad­
way and Hollywood to-day than it took 
when you first crashed them?

“After all our talk and even our 
sketchy resume of a few of the turning 
points and high lights of your amazing 
career, surely you’re now prepared to 
make the comparison.”

“I certainly should be,” Estelle con­
ceded, quizzically smiling, “and answer­
ing your question, I’d say it takes to-day 
less youth and beauty and more talent 
and acting ability. A good speaking 
voice is another requisite that didn't 
exist, naturally, when pictures were 
purely visual.

“But going back to the age-limit dif­
ferences. When I began all the out­
standing stars, of the screen at any rate, 
were very young, girls in their 'teens 
or early twenties. Nowadays the out­
standing stars are women in their late 
twenties or up in their thirties. You 
must've remarked this, haven’t you?”

“I have,” I said. “I’ve also remarked 
that present-day stars aren’t all beau­
ties, which further bears out what you 
just said. Offhand I can think of sev­
eral who are anything else but. At the 
same time, however, they have talent, 
personality, acting ability, pleasing 
microphone voices, what it takes to win 
and hold their own with audiences.



“And don’t you think people in gen­
eral are glad of this new order of things ? 
Glad to have been delivered from baby 
doll faces, beautiful inanities, and to 
have instead real artists, actors and ac­
tresses with some finesse as well as feel­
ing ?”

“They should be, and they must be,” 
Estelle agreed, “for, after all, they’ve 
helped to bring about the new order. In 
the show business, as in every other 
business, it is a case of supply and de­
mand. And the public, educated to 
classical and semiclassical radio pro­
grams, the public which pays the en­
tertainment tariff, has demanded better 
shows and Broadway and Hollywood 
are supplying them.”

“All of which,” I said by way of con­
clusion, “gives the talented girl, even if 
she isn’t a traffic-stopping beauty of 
sweet sixteen, a very decided’ advan­
tage over the extremely young and un­
tainted would-be Broadway-and-Holly- 
wood crasher, doesn’t it?”

• “Yes, and I feel that’s something for 
us all to rejoice over. All except 
the extremely young, untalented, would- 
be Broadway-and-Hollywood crashers.

Now”-—chiding me—“are there any 
more questions?”

“Just one. Getting very personal, 
with your phenomenal record for crash­
ing and starring, dramatically and musi­
cally, and with that grand and glorious 
grand-opera voice of yours, aren’t you 
right now plotting and planning to crash 
opera?’

“I’d love to make the operatic grade, 
of course,” Estelle admitted. “That has 
been my dream since childhood. And 
my singing teacher, Albert Jeannotte, 
teacher of many opera stars, gives me 
reason to hope I may yet sing Carmen, 
Tosca and other operas.

“But”—the Latin eyes darkly wist­
ful—“only time will tell whether or not 
I really can crash opera. I’U just have 
to study, try and wait and see, won’t IF’

Knowing Estelle Taylor as I do, how­
ever, I believe she will add an operatic 
star to that quintet of stars already illu­
mining her name. Nor do I think she’ll 
be slow about it. For this dazzling ac­
tress-singer’s record shows, as I’m sure 
you will agree, that she’s one get-there- 
girl who does get there; who always 
achieves her goal in a hurry.

COMING NEXT MONTH!

"New Personalities For Old"

by

H. Donald Spatz

a fascinating article that will help you to find yourself 
and show you the way to success and happiness.



A thousand years ago, an almond- 
eyed princess sobbed out her heart over a 
lost lover. Her amah caught her tears 
in a tiny vase. When she was dead, and 
icy winds rattled the boughs of the plum 
blossom, the vase was sealed with the 
Dragon Seal of her ancestors, and con­
veyed secretly by her amah to the garden. 
Beyond the humpbacked bridge where she 
had loved to sit, the vase was buried in 
the roots of a willow tree. And there it 
stayed while many crescent moons 
climbed the palace wall.

HEILA’S slender fingers trembled 
among the yellow roses she was 
arranging in the huge silver bowl. 

“Ronny MacDonald, coming here! Oh, 
Aunt Lee! How could you?” Tiny 
drops sprang out on the back of her 
white neck under the sleek bronze coils. 

Aunt Lee sat down on the ladder- 
backed chair at the fobt of the stairs, 
and pulled off her gloves. Her blue 
eyes were apologetic. “But there was 
nothing I could do, Sheila! With 
Bertha getting appendicitis, they natu­
rally expected me to ask him here. After 
all. I am the vice president, and with
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this big house, there simply wasn’t any 
excuse.”

Sheila sank down on the chintz-cov­
ered love seat. “Did he know who you 
were ?” Her voice shook a little. “Did 
he have any idea that you were my 
aunt ?”

Aunt Lee settled the silver waves 
about her small ears. “Most likely not. 
But it probably wouldn’t have made any 
difference.” Her eyes sharpened a lit­
tle, watching the younger woman’s 
downcast face. “I’ll never understand 
why you let such a perfectly devastating 
person get away from you. It was likely 
your father.” She glanced at her re­
flection in the long mirror between the 
French windows, rubbed her pretty 
lower lip with a slender finger tip.

“Your father, if I may say so, was 
a very exacting person, Sheila. Except 
with you. You, he spoiled to death. 
And that was probably why you couldn’t 
get along with that young husband of



yours, and left him after only six weeks 
of married life.”

“But it was so horrible there, Aunt 
Lee!” Sheila’s fingers twisted in her 
blue skirt. “The heat! And the flies, 
and nobody but Chinese around. And 
Ronny always busy. He’d show me 
bits of broken pottery, and expect me 
to rave, and then get mad when I 
couldn’t.” There was a trace of despera­
tion in the topaz eyes. “When dad came 
and asked me if I’d had enough, I—I 
had.”

Aunt Lee settled the collar of her 
dress irritably. “Well, all I can say, 
Sheila Vane, is that you’re a fool! 
Here’s Ronny MacDonald, wealthy, fa­
mous, a recognized authority on Chi­
nese cooking pots, or whatever it is—to 
tell the truth, most of it’s Greek to me, 
or maybe I ought to say Chinese. Any­
way, all the women are dancing around 
him, eating out of his hand, so to speak. 
And here you—you’re living like an old 
maid just because you were too stub­
born and spoiled and conceited to try 
to get along with him.”

Sheila was staring out at the rose 
garden. “Do you think he’ll remember 
me?”

Aunt Lee looked at the flush that 
lay over the younger woman’s oval 
cheeks. “Idon’t suppose he’s had so many 
wives that he’s likely to have forgotten” 
—dryly.

“It’s been twelve years.” Sheila’s 
eyelids burned.

Aunt Lee's glance was critical. “You 
haven’t changed.” The blue eyes twin­
kled. “I dare you to wear your wed­
ding ring, Sheila!”

“Oh, I gave it back, the night I left. 
I didn’t want anything. All I have is 
that little vase. I—I had forgotten 
about that.” Her lips quivered. “The 
amah was helping me pack. She put 
it in the trunk, wrapped up in—in my 
best silk nightgown.” She choked a lit­
tle. “I didn’t see the vase until we got 

to London, and it was too late, then, 
I was afraid it might get broken.”

Aunt Lee was counting on her fin­
gers. “I suppose Ferber will be here 
for dinner?”

Sheila’s lips twisted. “This is the 
night he usually comes, isn’t it? Blame 
yourself for that, Aunt Lee. I never 
asked him.”

The older woman turned to the stairs. 
“You might do worse than Ferber, 
Sheila. A woman oughtn’t live alone. 
I should know!” She sighed, picked up 
her needlepoint bag and hat. “I sent 
Nora to the store for broilers. We were 
having lamb chops. Just fancy! Fora 
returned archaeologist! Wear your 
Orry-Kelly, Sheila. It does things to 
your eyes and hair,” she added.

Sheila flushed a little. “Couldn’t I 
get out of it, Aunt Lee?” The topaz 
eyes were pleading.

But her aunt ignored them. “There 
aren’t many that know, I guess. But 
there's always some female puss like 
Mary Norris to remember that you used 
to be married to an archaeologist, if you 
made yourself conspicuous by staying 
away. Well, I better change so as to 
be ready when he gets here. Fix the 
table, will you, Sheila?” She went up 
the stairs, the breeze along the landing 
fluttering the mauve crepe about her 
slim ankles.

<Q HEILA went through the silk cur- 
tains into the dining room, pleasant 

with its glimmer of silver and crystal. 
She got a lace cloth from the sideboard 
drawer, and brought the yellow roses 
from the living room. She found yel­
low candles for the silver holders. She 
filled tiny silver baskets with nuts and 
mints.

Ronny! He’d sit here, beside Aunt 
Lee. Her brother Dick would be at 
the foot of the table. Ferber would be 
next to herself on this side. She laid 
the gold service plates. How would he 



look? Those golden-brown curls that 
clustered so thickly about his temples— 
the gray eyes, so direct, so—so relent­
less ! Her palms were wet as she closed 
the door of the china cabinet.

Her brother Dick came through the 
French windows from the tennis court, 
the sun shining on his red hair. “Hello!” 
he said. “Company?”—filching a salted 
almond. “Who is it, sis? Anybody im­
portant?”

Important! Sheila’s lashes swept her 
cheeks. “Just some university people 
the Guild wished on Aunt Lee. There's 
an archaeologist, I think.”

“O. K.!” He helped himself to a 
handful of mints, and went upstairs.

Sheila looked after his white flannel 
legs. Dick wouldn’t remember about 
Ronny. He knew, of course, in a vague 
sort of way, that she had been married. 
But he was only a schoolboy at the time, 
and schoolboys took little interest in 
their sisters’ love affairs.

She stepped out onto the flagstone 
terrace. The sun, through the branches 
of the maple tree, turned her soft hair 
to gold. How pleasant it was in the old 
garden! How secure, 
safe! Her thoughts 
flashed back to her 
few brief weeks as 
Ronald MacDonald’s 
wife.

A cardinal's scar­
let wings fluttered in 
the magnolia tree.

Somehow, she had 
always felt that they 
would meet again. 
Over and over, in 
her secret, almost 
forbidden dreams, 
she had pictured 
their meeting. Ferber 
and the others—how 
could her heart re­
ceive another ? She 
winced away from 
the thought.

How—how

against the 
her throat.
know 1”

She plucked a sprig of orange blossom, 
sank her sharp white teeth in its petals. 
All these years—not a line—not a word. 
Even at the divorce her father had ar­
ranged—— Her eyelids burned sud­
denly.

There was a step on the flagstone be­
hind her, and she whirled, hands going 
to her throat.

He stood there, hat in hand, the breeze 
lifting the ringlets at his temples. Sheila 
shook her head, trying to clear the mists 
from her eyes. Those erect gray-clad 
shoulders----- Her hands fumbled at 
the front of her blue dress, then dropped 
to her sides.

He took a step forward. “Sheila!”— 
that same gentle intonation of her name.

She stood still as he came up to her, 
laid his hand hesitatingly on her wrist. 
"I didn’t know you’d be here.” But 
his gray eyes drifted away from hers, 
and she knew he was lying.

He laughed suddenly. “All right, 
then, I did know! I never could de­
ceive you.” He flushed, and dropped 
her wrist. “I knew who your aunt was. 
I jumped at the chance to come here, to 
see you again, Sheila.” His voice trem­

bled as he plunged 
his hands into his 
pockets in that so- 
well - remembered 
gesture. He looked 
up at the maple tree. 
“It's been a long 
time.”

His eyes were hot 
and unhappy. “What 
ailed us, Sheila?”

“I don’t know,” 
she whispered

ache in 
“I don’t

moment,a
they stood like 

that, looking at each 
other. Twelve years!



She could almost see the calendar pages 
fly. All the hurt, the despair of their 
parting------

She gasped a little. “We were so 
young, Ronny! And I—I was so 
selfish!”

“Oh, no!” he exclaimed quickly. “It’s 
I who was the selfish one! Taking you 
to that oven of a place, leaving you alone 
all day to look at mud walls. Nobody 
to talk to. I knew you hated it. But 
I couldn’t see why—not then.” His lips 
quivered in a smile.

How well she remembered! How 
well------ Her fingers clenched in the
folds of her dress.

“I was so crazy about my job, so 
overjoyed to be doing the thing I 
wanted, it seemed like heaven to me. 
I—well, I guess I thought you ought 
to be glad about it, too.” He kicked at 
the grass. “I guess I expected too 
much. But I always was an egotist.”

“Oh, no!” she echoed his words. 
“You were right. I should have been 
glad that you were realizing your dream. 
Your wife should have been glad of 
that, Ronny. Even if I didn’t under­
stand—even if I couldn't understand 
what you could see in it. To me, it was 
just heat and dirt and—and bugs. And 
you always tired. And sometimes----- ”
She bit her lip.

The corner of his mouth jerked. 
“Sometimes I was in a rotten humor. 
Oh, I know it! Snap your head off 
when a coolie smashed a pot.” His 
strong, brown hand made a little ges­
ture. “I suppose it’s too late to ask 
you to forgive me, Sheila?”

She shook her head. “Not too late, 
only I forgave you long ago. all there 
was to forgive.” Emotion beat against 
her lips.

A light glowed suddenly in his gray 
eyes. “You—you kept the vase?” he 
asked.

“Yes.” She realized that she was 
breathless.

Aunt Lee came out onto the terrace. 
She was wearing gray chiffon and 
pearls. Her cheeks were delicately 
flushed. “So sorry I wasn’t here to 
greet you, professor. I heard the door­
bell, but the servants are so busy.” She 
glanced at Sheila. “Better go dress, 
dear. You don’t want to keep Ferber 
waiting.” Her laugh tinkled out as she 
looked up at Ronny. “You know how 
young people are!”

Sheila’s heart leaped at the startled 
look in Ronny’s eyes as she turned 
away. She glanced back at the terrace 
as she went up the stairs.

He was changed. And yet, strangely 
enough, he was so much more the man 
she had thought she was marrying than 
that enthusiastic, irritable, bewilderingly 
affectionate young husband had been!

She burrowed deep beneath a pile 
of gloves and handkerchiefs in her 
dresser drawer, and brought out the 
vase. It lay across her palm, its yellow 
glaze like molten gold. There was an 
obstruction in the neck of it. She traced 
the tiny relief figures around its base 
with a gentle finger tip.

Ronny had given it to her the night 
they became engaged. His gray eyes, 
laughing up at the stars, with her in his 
arms, his cheek hot against hers, the 
sensitive lines of his lips-----  She had
tried, so hard, to forget him!

She put on the yellow chiffon that 
“did things” for her hair and eyes. She 
picked up the tiny vase, and then im­
pulsively tucked it inside her evening 
bag. He had asked for it. He might 
want to see it. Somehow', it seemed 
suddenly important that she prove to 
him that she still had it.

Her chin quivered as she went down 
the stairs, and she thrust it out reso­
lutely. She mustn’t let him think—

“Sheila!" His voice had grown 
husky. “Are you turning down 

Ferber because of me?”





mustn’t let him know! Oh, God, this 
task of waiting, of concealing! Why 
was it left to women?

He was standing in a group of uni­
versity people over by the empty hearth. 
She was heart-thumpingly aware of his 
lifted eyes. But Ferber was already at

She apologized absently, and was glad 
when they went into the dining room. 
Aunt Lee had placed Sheila between 
Ronny and Ferber. Conversation 
swirled around her. The last time they 
had sat together at a dinner table-----

But Ronny was smiling down at her.

her side. Ferber, in immaculate mess 
jacket.

“Late, aren’t you, Sheila?”—his polite 
voice.

Sheila was conscious of Ronny’s stare 
at the possessiveness of Ferber’s hand 
on her elbow. She freed her arm.

Ferber smiled at her, his well-kept 
eyebrows raised inquiringly. He offered 
her a cocktail from the tray the maid 
was passing. “I see the celebrity the 
Guild has annexed this time is a bit 
younger than usual. Staying at the 
house, eh?” His teeth were white be­
neath his closely cropped mustache.

“Just to-night,” Sheila answered, 
watching Ronny from under long lashes. 
Those older men, how they listened to 
him, looked at him respectfully! Ronny 
was somebody now, no longer the boyish 
dreamer she had married. The older 
women were looking at him, too, as 
though they approved. A little pulse 
flared warmly in her throat.

Ferber touched her wrist. “You’ve 
not been listening to a word I’ve said!” 
he accused.

“Coming to hear trie rant about pots, 
Sheila?” He glanced at Ferber’s pros­
perous-looking profile. “Maybe you’d 
rather pass it up.”

Sheila dipped into the strawberry 
mousse. “Of course, we’ll come. I 
know Ferber will enjoy it.”

A suggestion of annoyance passed 
over Ferber’s features. But he nodded.

Humor glimmered in Ronny’s gray 
eyes. “I’ll see you later, then”—as they 
arose. Two professors from the uni­
versity drew him away.

HEILA got into Ferber’s gray road- 
ster, and they drove across town to 

the auditorium. “Do we have to do 
this ?” He glanced at her, as they rolled 
up to the steps. “There’s going to be 
a moon. Let’s take the Cliff Road, 
and----- ”

But she frowned so ominously that he 
accompanied her into the lighted hall 
without another word.

Aunt Lee's silver hair and pearls 
glimmered in the front row. The audi­
torium was well filled; people from the



university, their families, friends, the 
Guild members .and their husbands; even 
Dick and some of lais chums had come, 
drawn by curiosity.

Ferber settled himself at Sheila’s side 
with a sigh, and she stirred impatiently, 
straining over the curls of the girl in 
front of her for a glimpse of Ronny.

He was on the platform, talking with 
the president, his broad shoulders easy 
under the well-fitting mess jacket, 
poised, assured, faintly humorous. Her 
heart leaped a little, watching him. That 
man had beep hers! Her fingers 
clenched on her evening bag, felt the 
outlines of the vase inside, as he began 
to speak.

His glance found hers after a while, 
and after that, the rest of the hall faded 
out. She didn’t know what he was say­
ing, and she didn't care. Only, only let 
her look at him! Let his eyes say those 
things to her that she had waited all 
these years-----

She was scarcely aware of Ferber’s 
hand on her arm, hurrying her out to 
the gray roadster, when it was over. 
The topaz eyes were fixed, her move­
ments trancelike.

“Now, that’s done with, we’ll go to 
the Eyrie,” Ferber said, starting the mo­
tor.

Sheila came to with a start. “Oh, no! 
I don’t feel like it to-night, Ferber.”

He lifted an eyebrow at her as he 
guided the car through the traffic around 
the auditorium. “You’re acting strangely 
to-night, Sheila. Usually you want to 
go where there’s lights and music. Any­
thing wrong?”

She twisted the flap of the beaded bag. 
"I told you I was married, one time, 
didn’t I, Ferber?”

He nodded. “Yes. The first time I 
asked you to marry me. What of it?”

She swallowed the lump in her 
throat. “Nothing. Only Professor 
MacDonald was the man who----- ”

He whistled softly under his breath, 
“So, that’s it!” He didn’t speak again 
until he had stopped the car before the 
house. “It’s a sort of recurrent fever, 
I suppose. Well, when you get over it, 
let me know.” He said “good night,” 
and was gone.

There were lights in the living room. 
Some of the Guild members would be 
back with Aunt Lee, and they’d talk, 
talk. She turned into the garden, 
breathing deeply of the fragrant air. A 
very white, nearly round moon hung 
over the walnut tree beyond the tennis 
court. Sheila walked slowly along the 
flagstones, the yellow chiffon flaring out 
behind her like moth wings. The white 
summerhouse at the end of the path, 
almost hidden with vines------ She hesi­
tated a moment, and then stepped in­
side, and sat down in the shadows. The 
moonlight through the lattice cast an 
odd design across her knees.

She drew a shuddering breath. The 
spell of the evening was still on her. It 
was good just to sit here, where it was 
quiet, and think of him, the deep cleft 
in his chin, the undertones of his voice, 
the gray eyes sending her a message so 
plainly! But had she read it aright ? 
Dare she be sure of that ?

Her fingers closed on the tiny vase,



and she drew it out of her bag, and 
caressed it gently. He had given it to 
her. It was precious. There were peo­
ple who would have paid much for it. 
And young Ronny had needed money 
badly. But he had wanted some one 
he loved to have it. “Because I love 
you.” He had said that. Her lips trem­
bled. Suddenly, she pressed the vase 
against them.

A STEP sounded on the flagstones, 
and she sprang up, heart thumping, 

clutching the vase to her throat. Ronny 
stood there, the moonlight slanting over 
his shoulder. “May I come in?” he 
asked.

“Oh! Yes, of course.” She sank 
down again on the white bench, and 
heat flared at the back of her neck.

He crossed his knees, and looked at 
her. “You’ve kept the vase,” he said. 
“Let me see it, Sheila.”

Somehow, she felt a curious reluctance 
about parting with it, even for a mo­
ment. So often through the years, she 
had looked at it, remembering. The day 
he had given it to her, his lips against 
hers—— She shrank back under the 
flooding tide of memory, her throat hot.

His eyes were on her, intent in the 
shadows. “Your aunt says you’re en­
gaged to young What’s-his-name.” He 
lit a cigarette. “Well, maybe it’s best. 
He’s well off, apparently, has all the 
virtues. He’d give you security. That’s 
what women marry for, isn’t it?”. The 
match flame threw his rugged profile 
into bold relief.

Sheila’s eyes scanned his features 
hungrily. “Sometimes, they marry for 
love.”

He leaned back. “I’ve an idea— 
Heaven knows why!—that love, if it’s 
real, ought to last. In fact”—the usu­
ally so-sure voice trembled a little—“I 
think it ought to last out a lifetime. If 
it doesn’t—well, it just isn’t love! That’s 
ail.”

Sheila stared down at the toe of her 
silver slipper. “People so seldom know 
their own hearts. Especially when 
they’re young. They’re—they’re reck­
less with love.” She bit her lip. Ronny 
and she, the moonlight, the beauty of 
the garden------ She plunged. “Ronny,
I—I’m not engaged to Ferber Watson 
at all.”

The gray eyes were staring at her. 
“Why not? You don’t want to be alone 
all your life, do you?”

Sheila stirred a little. “I just don’t 
want to marry Ferber, or—or anybody.”

“Sheila!” His voice had grown 
husky. He put his hand on her wrist. 
“Is it because of me?”

Her fingers clenched around the vase. 
“Yes!” she whispered, almost defiantly. 
Tears rushed into her eyes. “How 
could I ever marry anybody else when 
I—”

The sudden intake of his breath was 
almost a sob. His arms were about her, 
her cheek pressed desperately against 
his.

After a while, he held her off. “What 
darn fools we were!” he said. He took 
the vase from her slender fingers. It 
lay across his palm, its yellow sides glim­
mering.

Sheila stirred against his shoulder. 
“When you gave me the vase, you said 
it would keep us together. Remember ?” 
Her fingers caressed the stiff little hairs 
at the back of his neck. “I used to look 
at it, sometimes, and think, ‘what a fake 
you are!’ Once I—I almost smashed 
it!”

He laughed shakily. “It did keep us 
together, dear. These characters on the 
bottom”—his thumb nail rubbed them. 
“They tell about the princess who wept 
for the lover she had sent away. He 
drowned himself, you know. Did I ever 
tell you the story? Lovers who pos­
sessed this vase should ever be faithful, 
and though apart in the flesh, yet would 
their hearts cleave one to the other.



“That’s why I gave it to you, dear. 
I was glad when I found you had taken 
it with you.” He choked a little, shift­
ing her to rest more comfortably in his 
arms. “I felt that some day you would 
be mine, again, when I had learned to 
appreciate the gift the gods------” His
gray eyes searched her face.

“People laugh at these things, I know. 
I’ve laughed, myself. But when you’ve 
lived in the East as long as I have, and 
especially when you’ve delved into the 

past, you get to feel that maybe these 
old-timers knew more about life, and 
love than any of us.” His lips were 
against her hair.

Sheila could feel the familiar curves 
of his ear under her palm. She stared 
at the tiny vase in his hand. The moon 
through the vines touched it gently, and 
it seemed to glow with an almost phos­
phorescent light.

Long ago, a princess had wept for a 
lost lover.

SL—9

Priscilla
J THOUGHT that you would be old-fashioned 

Because of your old-fashioned name,
That breathed of crinolines and laces, 

Of minuets and candle flame.
But you are modern as the minutes

That I am finding oh! so fleet,
When I am holding you, beloved, 

For you are mystically sweet.

Though I am very often startled
By what you say and what you do,

Because I am old-fashioned, darling,
Yet I am filled with wonder, too,

That you, who are as fair as dawning,
Should flout the flaming lads you know

And give your heart into the keeping
Of an old-fashioned, doting beau.

Edgar Daniel Kramer.
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By JUNIUS B. SMITH
NOTED ASTROLOGER

If you were 
born between 
May 21st and 
June 21st, you 
are a native of 
the zodiacal sign 
Gemini. You 
have highly de­
veloped the abil­
ity to analyze 
yourself, and 
this stands you 

in good stead, for it enables you to know 
what things you can do and what things 
it is not wise for you to attempt to do.
Knowing your true ability, you do not 
deceive yourself, and when you set out 
to do a thing the results are almost cer­
tain. In knowing yourself, you can 
work to the best advantage. You avoid 
failures that so often come to those who 
are not sure of themselves. There is 
nothing of conceit attached to your men­
tal state. It is knowledge rather than 
ill-considered optimism that refuses to 
recognize limitations until brought face 
to face with accomplished failure. You 
do not close your eyes to inherent weak­
nesses, but set about to correct them, so 
far as that may be done, or to keep them 
in the background, where they will be 
of least annoyance to you. Your tai-
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ents are many, and you know how to 
develop them to get the best results. As 
human nature is fundamentally much 
alike, no matter what may be the dif­
ferences of expression in respective in­
dividuals of traits more or less common 
to all, your ability to analyze yourself 
gives to you the ability to understand 
others.*

Gemini is symbolized as the Twins, 
and yours is a dual nature, enabling you 
to see things from more than one angle. 
Since your viewpoint is not restricted 
to a narrow channel, you gain a com­
prehensive understanding of life’s prob­
lems. Your knowledge ranges over a 
wide field. You are as little understood 
by most people as is Mercury, the ruler 
of Gemini, your zodiacal sign. Mercury 
is peculiar in that a portion of its sur­
face is always turned to the sun, while 
a corresponding portion is in perpetual 
darkness. The portion always turned to 



the sun—a little more than one third of 
the planet’s surface—has a temperature 
far above the point at which water boils. 
The portion that is in perpetual dark­
ness has a temperature almost of abso­
lute zero, the temperature of outer space. 
The intervening portion—somewhat less 
than one third of the planet’s surface— 
has alternate day and night, with an 
average temperature somewhat compara­
ble to that of the earth, but the extremes 
of temperature probably far greater than 
we experience. Mercury revolves around 
the sun in about eighty-eight days; it 
turns on its axis once during that time; 
the sun rises and sets on the same hori­
zon.

You see, Mercury is rather an un­
usual planet; and Gemini natives, whose 
sign is ruled by Mercury, have as com­
prehensive cognition of material prob­
lems as the range between light and 
darkness, between intense heat and abso­
lute zero. Your gamut is between mind 
and spirit, at one extreme, and material­
ism at the other. The in-between sta­
tion is like the alternate day-and-night 
portion of Mercury’s surface. Were you 
living upon that planet, you would prob­
ably choose a place where you would 
gain most benefit from the sunlight 
rather than to plunge into the eternal 
blackness of a Mercurial night.

The influence of Mercury enables you 
to choose the plane upon which you will 
live. If you develop in mind and spirit, 
rather than blindly to abandon yourself 
to material things, your gain will be not 
only in soul and mind values, but in ma­
terial things of worth as well. To allow 
your mind and soul to atrophy will be 
to narrow your world and cloud your 
vision as surely as though you moved 
into realms of perpetual darkness. 
Should you feel yourself slipping into 
the twilight zone that leads to greater 
darkness, you should right-about-face 
and head for the sunlight of knowledge 
and spiritual values. Strive to refine 

your mind and bring more spirituality 
to your soul. It will pay, not only in 
material dividends, but by carrying you 
to vantage points from which you can 
gain a bird’s-eye view of what goes on 
about you. Most Gemini natives are so 
keen of intellect that they fully appre­
ciate this fact. The influence of Mer­
cury gives you great perception, which, 
combined with your reason and intui­
tion, also highly developed, will raise 
you to an outstanding position in what­
ever circle you may occupy. Properly 
coordinating these faculties will bring 
many of you into world-wide prominence 
in your respective lines.

Astrologers have discerned that Mer­
cury partakes of the nature of the domi­
nant planet with which it may be con­
figurated in the heavens. This does not 
alter the fundamental nature of Mercury 
itself, except as that nature is tempo­
rarily overshadowed. As Mercury, the 
ruler of Gemini, has much influence 
upon your innate character, it gives to 
you the ability to temporarily place your­
self in the position of another, feel as he 
feels, sees as he sees, think as he thinks. 
This does not surrender your own abil­
ity to feel, see, and think for yourself. 
For the time being you identify yourself 
with the person you would understand. 
By yourself once more, you regain your 
own viewpoint. One thing you should 
guard against is acting upon any view­
point but your own, or in which you 
can concur. You should make decisions 
when no extraneous influences are clam­
oring for recognition. Your ability to 
think from numerous angles, if exer­
cised in arriving at any decision, will 
likely cause that decision to be logical 
and in most cases sound. You are adapt­
able to circumstances and adjust your­
self to any situation that you may have 
to endure and which is beyond your 
power to change. Your judgment is 
good and you do not waste energy in 
fruitless strivings. This releases more



derstood by you.

of your energy to do the things that you 
consider of real importance and adds 
to your chances of success.

The laws of at­
traction and repul­
sion, of love, hate, 
sex appeal, social 
popularity, and the 
whole scale of attrac­
tive and repellent 
forces, are well un- 
As the years go by, 

your fund of knowledge, gained not 
only from your own experiences but 
from the experiences of others brought 
to your attention, grows large and proves 
of great benefit to others whom you help 
by your kindly advice and accumulated 
wisdom. Through your good offices, 
many are saved from mistakes. His­
tory repeats itself in human relations, 
especially in the association of people 
with those of the opposite sex. You 
learn what effects follow given causes; 
and that the great mass of your informa­
tion has come to you through a knowl­
edge of the suffering and sorrow of oth­
ers who have made mistakes, or the 
happiness of those who have avoided pit­
falls and had fortune smile upon them, 
or brought it by their own exertions, 
does not make your knowledge the less 
reliable.

You are versatile and do many things 
well. Knowing how to do them your­
self, you find it easy to show others how 
to direct their energies to the best ad­
vantage. Consequently you make good 
supervisors, or can fill, with credit to 
yourself, executive positions requiring a 
knowledge of departmental detail. You 
are as restless as quicksilver and as hard 
to handle by those who do not under­
stand you. Yet as mercury clings to 
gold, you select the things worth while 
as you go through life and reject the 
dross. You reflect garnered truth as the 
quicksilver on a looking-glass gives back 
images. Both your zodiacal sign and 

quicksilver are ruled by the planet Mer­
cury. In your desire to be doing some­
thing, you pause ever and anon to check 
up on yourself and take a personal in­
ventory. This should become a habit 
with you, especially before essaying any 
difficult task. You try to utilize your 
energy to the full extent.

It would be well for you to keep a 
little in reserve, for overwork, especially 
of a mental nature, may result in en­
forced cessation of labors. You will ac­
complish more, over a long period, if you 
do not attempt too much than you will 
if you work beyond your strength. You 
are inspirational and can make practical 
use of this faculty in the advancement of 
your material interests. Should you 
take up the study of philosophy, you will 
pursue the study to a point beyond the 
understanding of most philosophical 
students and even of some advanced 
thinkers. You balance intuition and 
reason, which keeps you from blindly ac­
cepting every wild philosophic theory. 
Yet you do not reject without serious 
thought, philosophical doctrine that may 
come to your attention but of which you 
do not approve. That which is accepted 
by you as truth is likely to be of proved 
worth. Your willingness to face facts, 
whether they affect your material inter­
ests or modify your mental conceptions, 
puts you in a position to make the most 
of your opportunities and to get the 
most out of life. You refuse to have 
your mind fettered, recognizing no con­
trol of it except that which you exer­
cise yourself. Mentally, you are as free 
as the wind, Gemini being what to 
astrologers is known as an “airy” sign. 
You are not dismayed by burdens which 
you feel that you should assume, nor 
by the size of any task which you may 
find it necessary to undertake.

Because of your great desire to ac­
quire knowledge, you delve into many 
subjects, becoming more or less profi­
cient in them, according to the interest 



they, excite in you. You do not special­
ize for long in any particular field, how­
ever, unless the work in that field brings 
you into contact in some way with the 
public, the welfare of which deeply con­
cerns you. It will, therefore, be to your 
interest to choose lines of work that will 
prove profitable to you as well as enable 
you to have a beneficial influence upon 
people in large numbers. The extent 
of the people that you may influence 
will depend upon the development of 
your characteristics, your training and 
ability to take advantage of opportuni­
ties, and the opportunities that may 
come your way. Opportunities are very 
apt to come to you if you are prepared 
to take advantage of them. You do not 
tire of pursuits that enable you to do 
much good. You are generous, but your 
generosity is of the type that helps others 
by showing them how to help themselves. 
You are well qualified to solve domestic 
problems for those who can see no way 
out of domestic difficulties. Others are 
quick to recognize your good judgment 
in matters affecting domestic relations, 
and many of them wisely ask your ad­
vice to help them overcome seemingly 
insurmountable difficulties. That in 
many instances you have the opportunity 
to observe, or afterward learn of happi­
ness brought to others through your 
good advice, brings much satisfaction to 
you and spurs you to renewed efforts for 
greater general good.

Your understanding of people gives 
you the ability to handle them, if they 

are working under 
you, without causing 
antagonisms. You 
should be warned, 
however, against un­
necessarily trying to 
work with those who 
do not take kindly to 

advice or directional control, no matter 
how competent and well-meaning they 
may be. Such people are a disturbing 
element in any organization and should 

engage in work for themselves, where 
their perverse stubbornness can affect 
only themselves. You are apt to make 
this mistake in your desire to be help­
ful, quite overlooking the fact that those 
who resent help frequently do not de­
serve it. Yet you are extremely consid­
erate of the feelings of others, and the 
help that you give them is tactfully given 
and is devoid of humiliating features. 
Those who appreciate your efforts in 
their behalf and have even a faint inkling 
of the business problems confronting 
you, work with or under you to the 
best advantage, and find pleasure in do­
ing the best that they can. You are 
fully cognizant of the meaning of the 
expression “in union there is strength,” 
for your zodiacal sign is symbolized by 
the joined Twins.

You have an imagination that does 
not run wild, but is harnessed to your 
bidding, and you find it of material bene­
fit to you in speculative thinking, par­
ticularly along scientific lines that may 
lead to worth-while discoveries of gen­
eral application. In literary work, 
should you engage in it, your controlled 
imagination becomes an invaluable as­
set. You are inclined to carelessly ex­
pose yourself to dangers that might re­
sult in injuries, probably to your head 
and arms. You should train yourself to 
become safety-minded. You like to be 
where you can have plenty of fresh air 
and freedom of motion. You like moun­
tains and places where you can roam 
freely and do thinking undisturbed by 
the harassments of the modern business 
world in which you are at home, but 
from which you desire to retreat at times 
to regain your calmness of spirit and 
to take occasional stock of yourself. 
Consequently, those of you who can af­
ford it will find it advisable to live where 
you can get by yourself in between 
working hours. In this age of modern 
transportation, this should not be hard 
to do.



’’IP HE foregoing description is of 
-**■ Gemini natives whose fundamental 

characteristics are not modified or over­
shadowed by the positions of the planets 
in their horoscopes. The planets impart 
characteristics of their own, and fre­
quently the expression of those charac­
teristics beclouds the fundamental ex­
pression of the characteristics of the 
sign, although the sign’s charactistics 
will still persist, ready to break from 
their obscurity or muffled expression un­
der favorable opportunity. The planets 
do not subtract from the sign’s influence, 
but merely add their own influence 
thereto by their presence in the sign or 
their position elsewhere in the horoscope 
that may affect the sign. If, however, 
you understand your fundamental char­
acteristics, you can reconcile them with 
any other influences to which you may 
be subjected.

To fully understand yourself, you 
should have your horoscope cast by some 
competent astrologer who can weigh the 
respective influences operating in your 
nativity and strike a balance. I do not 
read horoscopes for money, so there is 
no use writing to me for a reading. To 
properly cast a horoscope requires con­
siderable time and, while paying a sub­
stantial price for having it done does not 
necessarily mean that it has been prop­
erly done, it is hardly likely that a com­
prehensive reading can be obtained for 
a sum that would not pay the wages of a 
carpenter or a mechanic, or even an un­
skilled worker, for more than an hour. 
To fully understand yourself, however, 
will .add to your ability to accomplish 
things and will prove a paying invest­
ment. Many of you have the ability to 
study astrology for yourselves and make 
intimate use of it in your daily lives. 
Those of you with the innate ability and 
the desire to take up its study may be 
deterred from doing so by not knowing 
how to commence or what books to 
study. If you would go into it scien­

tifically, you will need an astronomical 
ephemeris for the year of your birth, 
and the year of birth of any one whose 
horoscope you might desire to cast, and 
you should have a textbook that con­
tains the mathematics required to erect 
a figure of the heavens. There are a 
number of these, ranging from simple 
primers to advanced works containing 
logarithmic and other tables. Your book 
dealer can probably get for you what 
you need. In most large cities they 
have book stores that stock astrological 
books quite extensively. Some dealers 
specialize in this type of literature.

AA/ HILE the fundamental character- 
’ ’ istics of all Gemini natives are 

much the same, their expression varies 
somewhat according to the sun’s position 

in the sign at the time 
of birth. It is imprac­
ticable in an article 
of this kind to give 
the many divisions 
into which Gemini 
natives may be classi- 
fied. However, to 

better understand yourself, according to 
your birth date, I will subdivide Gemini 
natives into six groups, which I will 
designate by the first six letters of the 
alphabet. Bear in mind that the same 
observation with respect to planetary 
modification, heretofore given in this 
article, will apply with equal force to 
any of the Gemini subdivisional groups.

Class A Natives—May 21st to May 26th 
Class B Natives—May 27th to May 31st 
Class C Natives—June 1st to June 6th 
Class D Natives—June 7th to June 11th 
Class E Natives—June 12th to June 16th 
Class F Natives—June 17th to June 21st

If you were born on the border line 
of two groups, you should consider your­
self as possibly being in either group, 
due to the variation of our calendar year, 
which has 366 days in it every fourth 



year. Those on the border line of any 
two groups will partake more or less of 
the qualities of each group, but in modi­
fied form as, the one group affects the 
other.

Class, A Natives—May 21st to May 
26th:

If you belong to this class, you are 
generous and kind-hearted. You have 
much ability, which will bring you great 
success if you intelligently use it. Your 
intellect is keen but your judgment is 
not always good, unless you have trained 
yourself in its proper use. Misfortune 
is apt to follow mistakes of judgment, so 
you should learn what are the things 
that vitiate your judgment and set about 
to correct them. Logical thought will 
not follow biased consideration of any 
problem. You should, therefore, detach 
yourself from your feelings, so to speak, 
and arrive at your conclusions by a 
purely mental process. If possible, you 
should also avoid making decisions ex­
cept in calmness, free from the persua­
sive eloquence of others. Reason and 
intuition should be balanced to get the 
most reliable results. You should make 
a practice of self-analysis and not per­
mit your feelings to blind you to facts. 
Exercise rigid control over your im­
pulses, and no matter how you may feel 
inwardly, do not permit the state of 
your feelings to show on the surface.

Self-control, practiced until it becomes 
automatic, will save you unpleasant ex­
periences and successfully carry you 
through trying periods that might other­
wise be detrimental to your material in­
terests. Your powers of concentration 
are good. You are scientific-minded 
and should you devote yourself to chem­
istry, electricity, and rays used in the 
practice of medicine, you may meet with 
much success and may even make dis­
coveries of importance. You may be­
come a successful surgeon, You make 
an efficient statistician and. can ably in­
terpret figures as they affect business or 

financial matters. You are systematic. 
Positions of trust and responsibility will 
come to you, earned by your reliability 
and attention to business. Those in a 
position to do so will advance your in­
terests, in most cases advancing their 
own as well. You are courageous and 
not easily dismayed by impediments to 
your progress.

You should always have a definite ob­
ject in life that will require sustained 
striving on your part, as inaction for 
any great length of time will have hurt­
ful results. You cannot afford to har­
bor a warlike spirit in your association 
with others, no matter what the provoca­
tive cause. Most of you know this, and 
but few of you have warlike inclinations. 
However, should you become involved 
in war rather than in personal strife, you 
will fit into the Intelligence Service or 
some branch that will call for good judg­
ment and high intelligence. You like to 
travel and may do considerable of it. 
You make an excellent commuter. You 
love beautiful things and harmonious 
surroundings. You love music of the 
better sort. Harmony in home life is 
essential to your happiness. You should, 
therefore, be very careful in marriage 
matters, for an unfortunate marriage 
will mar your life and may be disastrous 
to you in a financial and business way; 
while a happy marriage will contribute 
to your prosperity by the added interest 
you will take in life and the increased 
efficiency that will come to you. You 
like to have others think well of you, 
and you do many things to justify their 
high regard. You have many faithful 
friends, ever anxious to assist you in 
every way at their command. You have 
a wide knowledge of literature; your 
speech is fluent and convincing; you 
dress neatly; your manners are above re­
proach ; your culture and refinement are 
outstanding.

Class B Natives—May 27th to May 
31st:



If you belong to this class, your abil­
ity is good and sometimes carries you 
to positions high in the public esteem. 
It may even bring fame to you. You 
are proud of what you can do and sure 
of yourself. You are patient in commer­
cial pursuits and gain success by perse­
verance. Sometimes your enterprises 
grow more rapidly than they can sub­
stantially develop. You should not per­
mit this to happen, if you can prevent 
it, but should keep your affairs on a 
scale that you can manage. Your judg­
ment is not always good. You should 
temper enthusiasm with calm thinking. 
Poor judgment may result from your 
convincing yourself that the thing you 
want to do is the correct thing to do. 
If you will dissociate your feelings from 
your mental processes, you will get a 
clearer picture of the possible conse­
quences of any particular act. Imper­
sonally made decisions are more apt to 
be the right ones, for they will enable 
you to anticipate difficulties, with full 
recognition of their extent, that ill-con­
sidered enthusiasm will gloss over as of 
no moment.

If you are aware beforehand of the ob­
stacles that you must meet, you can face 
them with resolution based upon confi­
dence that they are not insurmountable, 
if that was your initial evaluation. You 
can succeed in strictly mental pursuits 
if you do not care to engage in commer­
cial enterprises. You can also make a 

success of raising pet 
animals, birds, et 
cetera. In the ab­
sence of making a 
business of it, you 
may keep them as a 
hobby. You have 
considerable writing 

ability, which you may turn to good ac­
count in a commercial way, possibly as 
an ad writer, though not necessarily re­
stricted to that line of work. You are 
ready of speech and a good conversa­
tionalist. Your memory is good. You 

seldom overlook special days to remem­
ber others with greeting cards or suit­
able gifts. You do not forget about en­
gagements, and remember when obliga­
tions fall due. You should endeavor to 
maintain a balance between reason and 
intuition. You should discourage any 
inclination that you may have to dis­
pute with others, as nothing can be 
gained by doing so, and much may be 
lost. Most of you are peace-loving and 
go out of your way to maintain peaceful 
relations with others. You are courte­
ous, cultured, conscientious, and sym­
pathetic. You assist the needy and ail­
ing, sometimes to your financial em­
barrassment. You are secretive when 
the occasion requires it. You inspire 
others to greater accomplishments. You 
are well versed in the arts and sciences. 
You have considerable innate dignity 
that finds natural expression in your 
attitude toward others. You are socially 
popular. The degree of your emotional 
control will determine in a large measure 
the extent of your social popularity. 
Very old age and riches will come to 
many of you.

Class C Natives—June 1st to June 
6th:

If you belong to this class, you should 
guard against recklessness in your con­
duct and should give proper attention to 
your health; otherwise you may suffer 
ill effects. Unless you make it a point 
to take time to maintain your health, 
you may find your time absorbed by 
something else, until you are compelled 
to give attention to your health. It will, 
therefore, be to your best interests to do 
the things that will result in your best 
physical maintenance. In the long run 
it will save you time as well as add to 
your mental efficiency. You should eat 
temperately, exercise regularly, and get 
a sufficient amount of sleep. Theoreti­
cally you may know this, but practically 
you may defer doing it because of the 
press of other matters. You are easily 



upset and should make an effort to im­
prove your self-control. It will enable 
you to avoid unpleasant situations. You 
should avoid arguments, and you should 
not try to make others see things from 
your viewpoint. The less active interest 
that you take in the affairs of other peo­
ple which do not concern you, the bet­
ter off you will be. When supervising 
others, your decisive manner of speak­
ing may cause them to think you im­
perious. By studying your speech a lit­
tle more carefully you can remove this 
criticism.

If in the habit of trying to do too 
many things at one time, you should 
pause long enough to consider which 
are the least important and then discard 
them. You may find it hard to sacrifice 
some of your undertakings, but it will 
pay by the increased efficiency with 
which you can advance your major in­
terests. You are very keen-minded and 
can succeed in clerical or secretarial 
work. Employers are likely to advance 
your interests. Increase in wages is 
apt to come in recognition of your abil­
ity. Sometimes a partnership is offered. 
Marriages are frequent between employ­
ers and women members of your group. 
You do not betray office secrets even in­
advertently. You have mechanical abil­
ity and become proficient in lines that 
require precision measurements. Your 
mechanical ability may be the outgrowth 
of a hobby. You should not travel un­
necessarily. Opportunities will come to 
you more rea'dily if you stay in one place 
than if you keep moving around. You 
may become interested in economics and 
may work for a financier or may become 
one yourself.

Class D Natives—June 7th to June 
11th:

If you belong to this class you are a 
peace lover and try to bring harmony to 
others. You like to engage in work that 
enables you to assist others while mak­
ing a living for yourself. You make a 

good accountant. Should you take up 
law, you become interested in its techni­
calities. You dislike monotony and are 
apt to change your employment if it irks 
you. You do not hesitate to abandon a 
job before it is completed, if it ceases 
to be of interest to you. However, tasks 
that you like, you go through with, no 
matter how difficult they may be. You 
should not be satisfied with anything less 
than the highest accomplishments. 
Many of you have more than ordinary 
ability and may do something that is 
widely beneficial.

A few of you are restricted in your 
activities; but no matter what may be 
your opportunities, or your lack of them, 
you should not permit your faculties to 
fall into disuse or they may leave you 
unable to take advantage of the golden 
opportunity that soon or late may come 
to you. You should be practical-minded 
in your daily affairs. You may become 
interested in metaphysics. Stage magic 
may also interest you, and should you 
seriously take it up, you would become 
quite proficient in the art. You are 
witty, with a sense of humor, but a 
tongue that at times may be too keen, 
leading possibly to unlooked-for com­
plications. You should guard your 
speech, for your motives may be misun­
derstood, if you say unwise things. You 
are inclined to be adventurous and reck­
less. In love affairs, you should keep 
your emotions under control. Should 
you give way to ill-advised, impulsive 
actions, it may result in sorrow for you. 
You should avoid dangers incidental to 
your restless spirit and adventurous na­
ture. You will meet people of promi­
nence who will befriend you. You 
should develop in a balanced way. Keep 
your feet on the ground and your head 
out of the clouds. Do not pursue strange 
studies that render you impractical.

Class E Natives—June 12th to June 
16th:

If you belong to this class you are



kind-hearted and generous and, if not 
careful, at times you may deprive your­
self of needed money in order to help 

others. You like to 
attend social func­
tions, and, the more 
formal, the better 
you like it. You 
have an ardent na- 
ture and make 
friends easily. You 

try to bring happiness to others, and 
you succeed to a degree that is very 
gratifying to yourself. You will find 
much happiness in the company of 
others and you fully appreciate the 
many friends that you have. You have 
an attractive personality. Your spon­
taneity is a big asset in your association 
with others. Contact with others is quite 
essential to your peace of mind. Loneli­
ness is apt to make you despondent. 
You are sympathetic, and people tell 
you their troubles. Others like to have 
you around them, and your social activi­
ties are many. You should not, how­
ever, permit your social life to absorb 
so much of your time that you will neg­
lect other important matters. Your 
speech is pleasing and impressive of the 
friendly spirit animating it. You like 
art, music, literature, and kindred ac­
complishments. You are harmonious 
within yourself and respond to harmony 
without. You believe in good will to 
all and consequently seldom excite en­
mity in others. Your home life is filled 
with peace and harmony, and should 
there be occasional disturbances in it, 
they are usually not of your making.

You are adaptable and try to make 
the best of things. Should you go in 
for scientific and literary pursuits, you 
will be successful. Your mind is bril­
liant and capable of making important 
discoveries. You keep mentally active. 
Sometimes you may find it hard to give 
free expression to your innate ability. 
You may meet with obstacles, but if you 
devote sufficient time and concentration 

upon them, you will find that they usu­
ally give way. You are inclined to try 
to do too many things at the same time. 
This will hinder your progress in any of 
them. You will be wise, therefore, to 
single out the most important and devote 
your time and attention to them. Cour­
age, determination, and singleness of 
purpose will accomplish wonders for 
you. You may become successful in 
newspaper work or professional writing. 
You are tactful and your judgment is 
good. These qualities will be assets to 
you should you enter public service. 
You would fit well in the diplomatic 
service. You might become a successful 
artist, but the first few years would be 
lean ones. You are restless and con­
stantly on the move. You may travel 
considerably. This may take you to 
sites where you can study ancient his­
tory ; possibly to archaeological discover­
ies. Should misfortune come to you, 
you should never admit defeat but 
should do your best until the turn of the 
tide.

Class F Natives—June 17th to June 
21st:

If you belong to this class, you should 
be careful in the selection of your asso­
ciates and not put yourself in a situa­
tion that might result in your suffering 
for the acts of another. You are affable, 
keen-witted, and courteous. You are 
restless and must be doing something all 
the time. Newspaper work may give 
you an opportunity to move around and 
to partially satisfy your desire to be on 
the go. You would also be successful 
in other lines of literary work. You 
may travel considerably and may become 
a newspaper correspondent or may 
travel in connection with some other line 
of writing, or in literary research work. 
You like to study literature. You have 
a brilliant mind and may make scientific 
discoveries of importance. You are also 
interested in ancient history and articles 
found of ancient origin. Anything of a



profound nature is apt to be of interest 
to you. You are more or less conven­
tional and conform to custom, since you 
do not see any reason for doing other­
wise.

Should you take up art, you will ulti­
mately succeed, but the first few years 

may be hard ones 
for you. You are in­
strumental in bring­
ing happiness to 
others and try to 
promote friendly re­
lations among your 
associates. Your 

judgment is good. You love harmony 
in the home and usually have it there. 
Some of you may have large families. 
Should misfortune come to you, avoid 
thinking about it, if possible, as to do 
so will be a handicap in your future 
work. Avoid strife, if you can, as no 
good can come to you from it.

Those of you who lack self-confidence 
in business matters should learn to con­
centrate upon any problem in hand. By 
keeping in mind the results to be at­
tained and devoting your undivided en­
ergy to their attainment, your business 
problems will seem less formidable and 
your tasks will be more easily per­
formed. You will find that over a long 
period of years you will always pay, in 
some manner, for what you may get, so 
confine your endeavors to recognized 
and approved sound business principles.

‘'IPHE astrologer who knows what 
planetary influences will be in oper­

ation at a given time can infer from the 
nature of the influences the probable 
events that will happen. These events 
do not necessarily happen. If they are 
of a beneficial nature, it is to your inter­
est to see that they do happen, if their 
happening, by a little cooperation on 
your part, can be brought about. If 
they are of an adverse nature, then you 
should set your will against being swayed 
by the influences that would cause you 

to do foolish, or even disastrous, things. 
You are free to act for yourself, and in 
so far as benefits or adversity may come 
to you solely as a result of your own 
actions, you can do much to increase the 
good that may come to you, and to avoid 
the bad. Good and evil sometimes af­
fect us through influences operating in 
another’s horoscope. This, of course, 
in some instances may be beyond our 
power to control. However, if a warn­
ing is given, for instance, to avoid asso­
ciation at a certain time with a certain 
type of person, should the warning be 
ignored and evil come as a result of the 
association, then the person injured has 
contributed to his own undoing. If you 
keep the foregoing in mind, you will be 
able to make much better use of these 
forecasts.

To ascertain in detail the probable 
events that would happen to you at any 
given time, it would be necessary to 
erect your individual horoscope. How­
ever, certain influences affect groups of 
people in a general way. During the 
twelve months ensuing from May 21, 
1937, the particular groups to which you 
Gemini natives belong will be affected 
beneficially or otherwise by the positions 
of certain planets, in the following man­
ner :

Class A Natives—May 21st to May 
26th:

Except in spots, it will be a very good 
twelve months for you. Your mind will 
be working with exceptional brilliancy 
to a definite, serious purpose. During 
the months from June to October, 1937, 
and from the middle of January to the 
fore part of March, 1938, you may have 
excellent opportunities to travel. You 
will benefit financially and otherwise 
through writings. Your speech and 
written language will undergo some 
modifications, becoming more serious, 
with frivolous expressions dropped out, 
and a better choice of words being sub­
stituted, more terse and less subject to 



ambiguities. Crude language in others 
will strike a jarring note in you that 
has not been so perceptible heretofore. 
You will receive benefits from near rela­
tives, and others who may not be so close 
to you. Friends will do you favors. You 
may enter into arrangements with rela­
tives and perhaps also with friends, by 
which you will mutually benefit. Trans­
actions in some manner connected with 
real estate may prove beneficial to you. 
You will gain through serious-minded 
and elderly people.

Love and marriage interests will be 
advanced in a substantial manner. Large 
numbers of the women of this Gemini 
class, who have refrained from marrying 
until they seemingly have become con­
firmed bachelor girls, will marry or de­
cide upon marriage during this period; 
while a great many of the younger 
women of this class will marry or be­
come engaged to men considerably older 
than themselves. During the latter part 
of December, 1937, and the fore part of 
January, 1938, social interests can be 
advanced. Friends will do you favors. 
Love and marriage interests can be ad­
vanced. Be careful in courtship, how­
ever, the latter part of December, 1937, 
and avoid impulsive environmental 
changes. During the last week in April, 
1938, mark time in love and courtship 
and be careful around fire and sharp in­
struments. During the latter part of 
May, 1938, avoid extravagance in mat­
ters connected with your environment.

Class B Natives—May 27th to May 
31st:

During July, 1937, and during March 
and April, 1938, you will be keen-minded 
and will do much serious thinking. You 
may take a journey or have the oppor­
tunity to do so. Some financial or other 
benefits may come to you in connection 
with writings. Relatives will do you 
favors and mutually beneficial arrange­
ments may be made with them. You

may benefit in con­
nection with real es­
tate. SerioUs-minded 
and elderly people 
will prove of assist­
ance to you. Love 
and marriage inter­
ests can be advanced.

Young women will be attracted to el­
derly men, and older women will be 
inclined to marry.

During the latter part of December, 
1937, and during January and the first 
half of February, 1938, unexpected 
financial benefits will come to you. A 
sudden journey may be taken. Love 
and marriage interests may develop in 
an unusual but pleasant manner. Near 
relatives will do you favors. During the 
last three weeks of January, 1938, you 
are apt to be more active socially than 
usual. Friends will do you favors. 
Business benefits may be received. A 
journey may be taken. You may profit 
in some manner connected with legal 
procedure. During the last half of Au­
gust and the last few days of December, 
1937, and during the first few days of 
January and the first ten days of May, 
1938, be careful around fire and sharp 
instruments and mark time in love and 
courtship. During the last half of No­
vember, 1937, you will meet new friends 
who are likely to be headstrong, impul­
sive, and energetic, possibly athletic. It 
may be a strenuous period for you so­
cially.

Class C Natives—June 1st to June 
6th:

During the months from June to De­
cember, 1937, and from February to 
May, 1938, unexpected financial benefits 
will come to you from time to time, and 
one or more unexpected journeys of a 
profitable nature may be taken. Love 
and marriage interests will beneficially 
develop in an unusual or a surprising 
manner. Near relatives will do you fa­
vors. Some favors are apt to come from 



relatives that you might have no reason 
to believe would care to help you. Dur­
ing the last few days of August and. the 
first week of September, 1937, curtail 
social activities and mark time in love 
and courtship. Be careful around fire 
and sharp instruments. Avoid unneces­
sary travel. Control your temper and 
do not start lawsuits.

During the last week of November, 
1937, friends will do you favors. You 
will be socially active. More than the 
usual number of marriage proposals will 
be received by natives of your class. 
During the first half of January, 1938, 
mark time in environmental matters. Be 
careful around fire and sharp instru­
ments. Keep control of your temper. 
Be careful what you write and sign. 
During February, 1938, you will be so­
cially active. Love and marriage inter­
ests can be advanced to a considerable 
degree, especially about the middle of 
the month. The last part of March and 
the first part of April, 1938, should be 
particularly beneficial to you in money 
matters. During the last half of April 
and all of May, 1938, business and edu­
cational benefits are likely to be received. 
It will be an excellent time for those at­
tending school to make arrangements 
for the further financing of their educa­
tion. During the middle two weeks of 
May, 1938, mark time in love and court­
ship; be careful around fire and sharp 
instruments; avoid extravagance in 
money matters; do not have misunder­
standings with near relatives; avoid un­
necessary travel.

Class D Natives—June 7th to June 
11th:

During the months from June to Oc­
tober, 1937, and from March to May, 
1938, you may find yourself dissatisfied 
with your employment. It is not a good 
time to make changes, unless you are 
positive that you will better yourself. 
Attend strictly to your employment du­
ties. Avoid unnecessary travel, espe­

cially if it is to seek new employment, 
as you may be disappointed. Avoid ro­
mantic marriages that may lead to finan­
cial and other material difficulties. Try 
to keep on a practical basis. If you can 
avoid it, do not be drawn into labor dis­
putes that do not concern you.

During the last part of June and the 
first part of July, 1937, be careful in 
Courtship and take no chances with too 
energetic lovers. During August, Sep­
tember, and October, 1937, business 
benefits may be received and you may 
profit in some manner connected with 
real estate. During the first half of 
September, 1937, do not travel unneces­
sarily. Keep control of your temper 
and avoid unnecessary litigation. Mark 
time in love and courtship. Curtail so­
cial activities. Be careful around fire 
and sharp instruments. During the first 
ten days of December, 1937, friends will 
do you favors. You will be active so­
cially. Love interests can be advanced. 
During the middle two weeks of Janu­
ary, 1938, mark time in environmental 
matters. Be careful around fire, sharp 
instruments, and steam. Keep control 
of your temper. Mark time in love and 
courtship. During the last half of Feb­
ruary and the first three weeks of 
March, 1938, you will be socially active. 
Friends will do you favors. You may 
profit from writings or documents of 
some kind, possibly legal papers. Finan­
cial benefits may be received. During 
the first half of April, 1938, financial 
benefits may be received. Love inter­
ests can be advanced. Mark time in 
love and courtship. Be careful around 
fire and sharp instruments. Avoid un­
necessary travel. Keep control of your 
temper, and do not be extravagant in 
money matters.

Class E Natives—June 12th to June 
16th:

During June, July, /Xugust, October, 
and November, 1937, minor business 
benefits may come to you. You may 



profit in some manner connected with 
real estate. During June and July, 1937, 
mark time in love and courtship, and 
take no chances around too energetic 
lovers. During the last half of Sep- 
temper, 1937, mark time in love and

'marriage matters. 
Be careful around 
fire and sharp in­
struments. Curtail 
social activities. Dur­
ing the months from 
October, 1937, to 
March, 1938, avoid 

dissatisfaction with your work. Attend 
your employment duties carefully. Make 
no changes unless you are positive that 
you can do better elsewhere. It is not a 
good time to unnecessarily travel. Do 
not rush into romantic marriage with 
your eyes closed to the material prob­
lems that will have to be faced after 
marriage. Avoid daydreaming and be 
practical.

During the first half of December, 
1937, and during the last half of March 
and the first half of April, 1938, friends 
will do you favors. You will be more 
than usually active socially. Love and 
marriage interests can be advanced. 
Travel benefits may be received. During 
the last half of January, 1938, mark time 
in love, courtship, and environmental 
matters. Be careful around fire, sharp 
instruments, and steam. Keep control 
of your temper. Watch your speech 
carefully and be careful what you write 
and sign. During the last week in Feb­
ruary and the first week in March, 1938, 
love interests can be advanced. During 
the first three weeks in April, 1938, 
financial benefits will be received. Dur­
ing the last week in May, 1938, mark 
time in love and courtship. Be careful 
around fire and sharp instruments. 
Avoid misunderstandings with near rela­
tives. Keep control of your temper. 
Do not give way to impulse. Watch 
your speech carefully, and be careful 
what you write and sign.

Class F Natives—June 17th to June 
21st:

During June, 1937, business, occu­
pational, and financial benefits will be 
received. Social interests can be ad­
vanced. A profitable journey may be 
taken. During the last week in July 
and the first week in August, 1937, mark 
time in love and courtship and be very 
careful around too energetic lovers. 
During the last week in September, 
1937, mark time in love and marriage 
matters. Curtail social activities. Avoid 
unnecessary travel. Be careful around 
fire and sharp instruments.

During the last half of October, dur­
ing November and December, 1937, and 
during January, 1938, environmental 
conditions may be somewhat restrictive. 
It is not a good time to unnecessarily 
travel. Avoid misunderstandings with 
near relatives. Delays may occur in 
your plans. During the last half of 
November and the first three weeks of 
December, 1937, business benefits may 
be received, but there may be some fea­
tures not quite satisfactory. During the 
last half of December, 1937, and during 
April and the first half of May, 1938, 
friends will do you favors. Social in­
terests can be advanced. The last half 
of April and the first half of May, 1938, 
will be a good time in which to trans­
act business with near relatives. Also 
love and marriage interests can be ad­
vanced. During the last half of May, 
1938, financial benefits may be received. 
During the entire twelve months, more 
harmony will prevail in home life.

If N order to ascertain in detail the har- 
monies and discords that may exist 

between persons, their individual horo­
scopes must be cast and compared. The 
respective groups to which they belong, 
however, harmonize or discord in a gen­
eral way. For fundamental harmony, 
choose the same letter as your own, in 
a sign that harmonizes with your own. 
The signs harmonizing best with Gemini 



are Aries, Leo, Libra, and Aquarius. 
Aries will key your mind to brilliant ef­
fort. Leo will turn your thoughts more 
to heart interests. Libra will balance 
your efforts and aid you to develop sym­
metrically. Aquarius will fan the spark 
within you until it burns brightly, pos­
sibly giving to the scientific world im­
portant discoveries. In choosing a mar­
riage partner from one of these signs, 
much will depend on what you wish to 
do yourself. If you wish your mind ac­
celerated, choose an Aries native. If 
you wish it tempered with emotional­
ism, choose a native of Leo. If you 

want some one to steady your efforts 
and give you serenity without one-sided 
development of any of your faculties to 
the neglect of the others, choose a na­
tive of Libra. If you want to develop 
profoundly along scientific lines, choose 
a native of Aquarius.

Well-known people born under the 
sign Gemini are:

Herbert Marshall Queen Victoria 
Jeanette MacDonald Dorothy Lee 
Jack Holt King George V
Gertrude Schalk Schumann-Heink 

Doctor William Scholl

Why be a slave to love? Why give in to every whim and fancy 
of a man simply because you are in love with him and he adores 
you? Why put him on a pedestal and think that the world revolves 
around him?

HESTER G. ROBISON, who has written many unusual features for 
SMART LOVE STORIES, pulls aside the curtain and reveals the real 
reason why man's eternal cry to his woman is, "But, darling, if you 
really love me, you'll do as I ask!"

Don't miss this smart, brilliant feature—"Why Be A Love Slave?"— 
in next month's issue.



ADVERTISING SECTION

We Clung to Life as Seas Broke Over Us

Four Hour Vigil 
Ends June Sailing Party

“It was a beautiful June evening with 
hours more of daylight ahead when I 
set out with two friends from the yacht 
club for an early evening cruise,** 
writes Bill Dye, of Shaker Heights, 
Cleveland, Ohio.

“The sky clouded over and dark­
ness fell early. Not having our regular running lights, 
we tied red and green paper over a couple of flash­
lights and lashed them to the mast.

“Then, without warning a terrific squall hit us, 
capsized the boat, left us clinging for our lives to 
the slippery bottom while the seas broke over us.

“We could see the two flashlights shining under 
the water and I managed to retrieve one of them. 
We tied a line around it so that when the waves 
broke over us, it wouldn’t be lost, and then for four 
long, weary hours took turns waving it toward the 
shore a mile and a half away.

“Finally, our rescuer who saw the light from the 

"EVEREADY” BATTERIES

The DATE line guarantees FRESHNESS

National Carbon Co., Inc., 30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

exTI?7f£ 
LONG

SOME DATED,’EVEREADY‘' 
BATTER IES, PLEASE.

DOES IT 
MATTER 
WHAT KIND?

Hll

shore, was able to launch a boat. So you see it was 
the power of the fresh DATED ‘Eveready’ bat­
teries in our flashlight that returned the three of 
us to the land of the living. I had used those bat­
teries for months before this desperate adventure 
overtook us, so I know now 
the importance of flashlight 
batteries that are fresh when 
you buy them.
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national

I’LL SAY-SO. A PROPER SAILOR 1 
NEVER,TAKES CHANCES. |

THE CAP'N'S RIGHT, MISS. 
UFjA’BATTERYJS^FRESH 
*YOU*CAN DEPEND^ON IT. 
IlTS LIFE GETS SHORTER 
iANO SHORTER AS IT DRIES 
>OUT*IN THE STORE.
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No SIR! ATLASSHOWS

Makes Muscles Grow
Like Magic

Will You Give Me

GAINED
POUND!

7-Day TRIAL OFFER

a tape

Charles Atlas 
he looks today!

5 inches 
of new 
Muscle

long, srnooi 
When I s 
weighed o 
Now weigh

John Jacobs
BEFORE

John Jacobs

AFTER

What a 
difference

CHARLES 
ATLAS

A recent photo of

Here’s what ATLAS 
\ did for ME / .

Most Perfectly 
Developed Man."

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 38V, 
115 East 23rd Street, New York, N.Y.

Sterling Silver Cup 
Being Given Away

For quick results 
I recommend

> CHARLES
. ATLAS

7 Days to PROVE I Can 
Make YOU a NewMan?

I could fill this whole magazine with en­
thusiastic reports from OTHERS. But what 
you want to know is—“What can Atlas do 
for ME?”

Find out—at my risk ! Right in first 7 
days I’ll start to PROVE I can turn YOU 
into a man of might and muscle. And it 
will be the kind of PROOF you (and any­
one else) can SEE, FEEL. MEASURE with

My FREE BOOK tells about my amazing 7-DAY TRIAL OFFER—an 
offer no other instructor has ever DARED make! If YOU want smashing

GEE what a build / 
Didn’t it take a Iona

sterling silver suuias aooui.
14 inches hign on a black 
mahogany base.
I will award it, engraved, 
to my pupil who makes the most improvement 
in his development within the next three months.

“Started a 
week ago. 
Have put 3S 
in. on chest 

(normal) and 2^ in. 
expanded.”—F. S.,

LET ME START SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE

strength, big muscles, glowing health—I’ll show you results QUICK! I want proof that DYNAMIC TENSION will make a

FREE BOOK
I myself was once a 97-pound weakling—sickly, half-alive. Then I dis­

covered “Dynamic Tension.” And I twice won—against all comers—the 
title, ‘‘The World's Most Perfectly Developed Man”!

I have no use for apparatus. ‘‘Dynamic Tension” ALONE (right in 
your own home) will start new inches of massive power pushing out your 
chest—build up your shoulders to champion huskiness—put regular moun­
tains of muscle on your biceps—free you of constipation, pimples—make 
those stomach muscles of yours hard ridges!

Make me PROVE it! Gamble a postage stamp. Send coupon for my 
FREE BOOK AT ONCE! Address me personally: Charles Atlas, Dept. 
38V, 115 East 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

new man of me—give me a healthy, husky body and big 
muscle development. Send me your free book, “Everlasting 
Health and Strength.”

Name .................................................................................................
(Please print or write plainly)

Address ...........................................................................................

City.................................................................. State....
England—40-42 Chandos Street, London, W. C. 2




