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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 te her »? ’

Yes, of course, that was it! That was
what the will had said! And Carola’s
eyes, from narrowed blue slits, became
suddenly wide, gay. Carola’s blond hecad
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. 1 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!” '

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
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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 1,” said Barry, looking at her.

Chet turned to Nap. He was leaning
against a corner 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
T’ve stood by, ever since I’ve known you
and watched you do a lot of crazy things,
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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 thea 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.

BY 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 o

“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, understandingly. “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.
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“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_—i’ .

“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 Adirondacks——"

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-
rola’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 1is?” 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 o

“Quite,” said Nap, grimly.
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,
sounded disconcertingly convincing.

“T'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

Nothing

and
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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 radie. 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 mement. 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, providled——" She
did not say any more, but turned back
to the window. “Barry, look at the
snow. 1 don’t ever remember seeing it
fall so heavy and fast before.”

“Nor 1.” 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-
piecce. “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
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IN 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.

“T 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 i 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. 1 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 lettmg
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.”
her tone was sharp.

Nap shrugged.
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!”
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,

Despite herself,

“You're pretty well

irritated,
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“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.
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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.”

RENE TREEL, twice divorced, was

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.
and why shouldn’t I go?”

“That’s just too sweet! Nice way
for a girl to behave in her fiancé’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, T 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.”

He asked me

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.”
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“Please, Tim. Deon’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.” :

“Ne. You stay here,
lost, too, and it’s not long till dusk.”

Turning up his collar, he strode off

and she watched, through the dirty win-.

You might get

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 voioe, 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 liké 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
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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.

THE 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.
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

SL—3

The sun-

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. T’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
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HE 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 spedial 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 T 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. “TI’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 wantyto 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-
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monia. -Before the week was over she
was in bed with a raw throat and a
fever,

HE 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
Lenore?’ demanded Tim.
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.

love him,
“It wasn't

- “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.?l'

“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 1
shouldn’t have come with you to-day.”
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“Don’t go back, sweetheart. You're
not being honest with yourself. I'm
nobody sodially. I wouldn’t fit into
that childhood pattern at all, but we
outgrow our childhoods, and life
changes. 1 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 wuntil 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.

INSIDE 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
I.enore, 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. Deo-
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 their 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 ?”’
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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
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 T 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 T’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.

AN 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
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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.

“T 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 Tory 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
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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.

DAN 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
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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 m 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. '

EVENTUALLY, 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
n 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 bis 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_was 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.






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 rosé 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 ina 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-

CENTRAL PARK lay hidden be-

By Clarke Robinson

ing to resign from the service and marry
a woman he was in love with, young,
attractive, and reénforced 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 attachés, and
he’d have been in line for a ministerial
post in a couple of years too, now.

“Merry Christmas, sinner.”
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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 attaché 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.
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ER husband had never become real
- 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.
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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.

THE sky brightened and turned the

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:

“QOur 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-
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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.

ICHAEL 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.

“0. K., lady,” he said. “It’s Christ-
mas Eve and the break I just got’s goin’
to make a humanitariam 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.”
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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 cornetrs
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
débutante anywhere, if she had ever been
a débutante 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.

THAT 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



There Is No Escape 61

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
f it’s cheap—TI’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 black
off-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.”

MARY had been engaged to George

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,
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- - 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
wamned 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.
“Ican’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 net 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 en 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.” o

“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 Ill
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 his breath. “You
drive me crazy.” Then violently, wildly,
he began to kiss her.

Ellen struggled, but was helpless in
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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
leve. 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 afhnity 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! 1 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.
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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.

ALL 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

. béef were cold, her pleasure in them

spoiled. She was alternately worried














































































Just An Old Spanish Custom

“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.

HE 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-
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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 lurning 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 watching 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
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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.

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
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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 bargainéd.

“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.”

WHEN Bill came that night to take
her to the Arden, Sidney sug-

gested, “Let’s not go.

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

Let’s stay here
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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. 1 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
T’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.”
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He grinned. “Sure. 1 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.”
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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 Casar,” 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 Casar’ 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 ?”
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“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 résumé 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 ?"’

“T 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.
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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 T 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.”
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

Sheila’s

Smart Love Stories

~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! For a
returned archzologist! 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 archaologist, 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 crépe about her
slim ankles.

SHEILA 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
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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

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

considerable writing
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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 suffitent 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
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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 readily 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 vourself. You make a
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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
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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 nota
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.

Smart Love Stories

Class F Natives—June 17th to June
2lst: .

‘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.

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



My Stars!

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
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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

Jeanette MacDonald

Jack Holt King George V

Gertrude Schalk Schumann-Heink
Doctor William Scholl

Queen Victoria
Dorothy Lee

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 | ask!"

Don't miss this smart, brilliant feature—"Why Be A Love Slave?"'—

in next month's issue.












