N HIS apartment in San Francisco

James Lee sensed the fact that some-

one was standing in the darkened
doorway of his library. “What is it?” he
asked abruptly.

His servant, Lin Sung, answered.
“One of our countrymen—Moy Hop—
desires to consult you.”

“On what subject?”

“The human memory is limitless,”
Lin Sung suggested. “On the eleventh
day of the sixth moon last year there
was a deed of violence perpetrated in
this city that gave you deep concern.”

James Lee frowned. “The eleventh
day of the sixth moon would be—August
26th.”

Lin Sung nodded.
fashion,” he agreed.

“August 26th—that would be the
Wagner jewel robbery.”

“Exactly.”

“What has Moy Hop to do with that?”

“Who am I to know all between Yang
and Yin? He desires to confer with you
on the subject.”

“Bring him in.”

When Moy Hop had been ushered
into James Lee’s library, after appro-
priate greetings had been exchanged, he
observed, “No man has explored the
wide sea of human memory.”

“Continue, if you please.”

“The jewels that were stolen in the
Wagner robbery—it happens that I re-
member the illustrations and the de-
scriptions of some of these diamonds
and emeralds.”

“You mean the newspaper descrip-
tions?”

“Even so. These stolen jewels have
never been recovered?”

“To my knowledge, not one of them,”
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James Lee stated. “Why are you inter-
ested in them?”

Moy Hop’s eyes narrowed. “I think
that I saw several of these large jewels
in a bracelet presented last night to Miss
Louise Cuboni by my master, Harper
Kenman.”

AMES LEE glanced at the clock on his

desk. “That’s very interesting,” he
said to Moy Hop. He reached for the
telephone directory and got the number
of Leslie Wagner’s residence.

To the jeweler, he said, “James Lee
speaking—Bureau of Investigation. I
have a lead on your August robbery. By
any chance have you paste replicas or
crystal models of any of the larger stones
that were lost?”

“I have replicas of most of the emer-
alds and of all the large diamonds.”

“Can you bring them here now?”

“l can be over in a few minutes. I
have to stop in at the store and get
them.”

“Right. I would like to have you bring
a handful of other imitation jewels with
you—emeralds and diamonds.”

“I don’t get you.”

“I have a man here who may be able
to identify the stolen jewels. His story
will carry more weight with me if he can
pick them out of a lot of similar stuff.”

“I understand. I'll be at your apart-
ment in thirty minutes.”

Within the hour, from an array of ap-
proximately two hundred unset paste
diamonds and emeralds spread in glit-
tering disorder on James Lee’s desk,
Moy Hop, houseboy for Harper Ken-
man, began his memory test. The stones
were spread over an area two feet
square and he worked through them
rapidly with a thin ruler after the man-
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ner of a fan-tan dealer. “This is one,”
he said three minutes after he began his
inspection. He selected a green stone
from four that lay along the edge of the
ruler.

A look of pleased astonishment flashed
to Leslie Wagner’s face. “He’s right!”
he exclaimed.

James Lee nodded.

“This one—and this.” Moy Hop
picked up an eight-carat rectangular
paste diamond and another green stone.
“l am—" he hesitated. “I’'m not sure
that this white stone is in Miss Cuboni’s
bracelet. I'll put it back.”

FOR a moment James Lee’s glance
lifted to Moy Hop’s face. Moy Hop
did not look up from his task.

“Wonderful memory!” Wagner ex-
claimed. “That stone—"

James Lee silenced Wagner with a
lifted hand.

A minute later from eleven stones
against the edge of the ruler Moy Hop
selected three. “Two diamonds—and
this green stone.”

At this, in spite of James Lee’s pro-
tests, “That’s wonderful!” Wagner com-
plimented. “So far one hundred per
cent. Listen, Mr. Lee, no mere talking
¢an bother that fellow: Marvelous mem-
ory!”

James Lee, indulgent of Wagner’s en-
thusiasm, smiled at the jeweler. “I sus-
pect that you do not play chess,” he
said cryptically.

Wagner, once more absorbed in Moy
Hop’s problem, did not reply.

After a moment when the array of
stones to Moy Hop’s right had dwindled
to fifty, “This green stone,” Moy Hop
decided, and then quickly, from the next

In four strides Lee was at Kenman's side. He shook Kenman's inert form. “This man is dead!” he announced
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Moy Hop laid the ruler down and
looked at James Lee. “The brace-
let,” he said, “that my master
gave fo his lady was like this"”

row against the ruler’s edge, “And this
one—angd this.”

Moy Hop arranged the four paste dia-
monds and the four emeralds, the green
and white stones alternating. He laid
the ruler down and looked at James Lee.
“The bracelet,” he said, “that my master
gave to his lady was like this.”

Now with all restrictions of silence
removed, Leslie Wagner, exulting in the
hope of regaining his lost treasures, be-
gan a garrulous tribute to Moy Hop’s
skill. “I've never seen anything like it
in the history of the human race on land
or sea,” he said, admiration shining in
his eyes. To Moy Hop, “Boy, you’re cut
in for a mighty big chunk of reward
money if—"

James Lee tapped the edge of his desk
impatiently. “All of that will come later,
Mr. Wagner. You may let the case re-
main in my hands, if you don’t mind.”

Wagner frowned. “Moy Hop isn’t go-
ing to be aced out of any reward. . . . I
beg your pardon, Mr. Lee.” . A look in
James Lee’s eyes had interrupted the
jeweler. “You're the doctor. Excuse me.
You can understand how I feel about
this.”

“I understand,” James Lee said.

“TT’S marvelous!” Excited, Leslie

Wagner reached for a cigarette. His
hand trembled while he lighted it. “It’s
marvelous,” he repeated. “Where do
you suppose Kenman got hold of those
stones?”

James Lee countered with another
question: “You're sure that the eight
stones here, selected by Moy Hop, were
part of the loot in your August robbery?”’

“Absolutely. How did Moy Hop know
about them?”

“He read the papers, I suppose, after
the robbery. He may have seen them
exhibited in your window. The point is,
his photographic memory has brought
us this far.”

“What’s the next move?” The jeweler
threw his cigarette in the fireplace.
“Cuboni’s people announced her en-
gagement to Kenman a week ago,” he
said.

“Do you know her?”

“I've known the Cuboni family for
years.”

“Do you know Harper Kenman?”

“I’'ve met him several times.”

“What about him?”

Leslie Wagner halted and looked
straight at James Lee. “What do you
mean?”’

“I mean—what do you know about
Kenman?”

“I wish you’d send these two men out
for a moment.”” Wagner nodded his
head at Moy Hop and at Lin Sung, who
stood, silent, back of his master’s chair.

Before James Lee could speak Lin
Sung laid his hand on Moy Hop's wrist.
He turned to James Lee. “We will be in
the kitchen if you want us,” he said.

James Lee nodded at his servant.
“Thank you.” When the two Chinese
had left the library he turned to Wagner.
“Tell me everything you know about
Harper Kenman.”

“There’s a little that I know and more
that I’ve heard,” Wagner began.

James Lee nodded. “Shoot the works.
Let’s have all of it.”

Leslie Wagner closed his eyes and be-
gan reaching around in the archives of
his memory for the data on Harper Ken-
man. “He was in New York around
1930. He went broke in’29. He had been
in China on a railroad deal that blew
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up before that—building some railroads
for one of the Chinese governments. He
landed here and milled around for six
months. Then he blossomed out as one
of the vice-presidents of the Pacific Ori-
ent Trust. They floated a lot of phony
irrigation bonds and a Persian oil enter-
prise. There was some talk of appoint-
ing him a member of the State Railroad
Commission, but that blew up. He
financed a jerkwater movie enterprise
down the peninsula. That blew up. He
made some money out of selling half a
dozen old ships to Japan. He cleaned
up in that crooked radio deal four years
ago. He's about forty years old, and is
one of the most engaging, affable men
I've ever met.”

“One of your customers,
chance?”

by any

ESLIE WAGNER reached for an-

other cigarette. “That’s how I hap-
pen to know as much as I do about him.
He has been in the store many times. I
n-ver bothered much about his credit.”

“Does he own that house that he lives
in out on Pacific Avenue?”

“Yes. He bought it from the McAlpin
estate after Joe died. Paid cash for it.”

“How long ago was that?”

“Some time in September last year.
That’s about all 1 know about him, ex-
cept what the society editors whipped up
announcing his engagement to Louise
Cuboni.”

“He sounds interesting. Do you fig-
ure he’s a crook or an honest man?”

Leslie Wagner twisted his mouth into
a sardonic smile. “There’s a lot of crooks
around here who turn out to be honest
men—after they make enough money
to gag the voice of history.”

“In other words, you think that Moy

Hop's news item is worth investigating?”

Leslie Wagner’s mouth hardened.
“I’'m going to get the insurance detec-
tives on it in ten minutes.”

“Hold the deal.” James Lee raised
his hand. “Take it easy. They have been
working on it a long time without any
results. I'm overloaded with work, but
if you don’t mind I'd like to look this
deal over with Moy Hop’s help before
you make any further moves.”

A quick enthusiasm lighted Leslie
Wagner’s face. “Would you do that for
me? I’'d rather have you on the job
than a dozen of the insurance people.”

“Thank you,” James Lee smiled. “It
happens to be one of my jobs. The de-
partment cuts into the case on the
strength of the fingerprints on that
broken plate glass in your store window.
Do you remember?”

“Of course. I had forgotten about the
federal angle. What was that tie-up?
Do you mind telling me?”

“Narcotic case. Opium,” James Lee
said briefly. “The man who broke the
window of your store has room and
board waiting for him through the cour-
tesy of the government—if we can pick
him up.”

“What do you want me to do?”

“You say you’re an old friend of the
Cuboni family?”

“Three generations of Cubonis have
been our customers.”

“Good! First of all, on the strength of
your friendship, borrow the bracelet that
Kenman gave Miss Cuboni. Can you do
that?”

“Of course. Then what?”

“Keep it in your possession. I'll tele-
phone you later tonight at your resi-
dence.”

“What are you going to do?”

“That, my dear Mr. Wagner, is for the
moment strictly my business, if you
please. Now, if you will gather up these
magnificent and colorful jewels I will
ask you to enjoy a stirrup cup with me—
and then I start to work.”

AMOMENT after Wagner began to
gather up the imitation jewels, “I'd

like to borrow one of those magnificent

diamonds,” James Lee said.

“Help yourself. You can have the lot
if they’ll be of any service to you.”

“Thank you....Only this one.” From
the collection James Lee selected the
eight-carat rectangular stone whose
identity had momentarily puzzled Moy
Hop. “It will be good for Moy Hop’s
vanity if the original of this one hap-
pens to be in Miss Cuboni’s bracelet,”
he suggested.

“You don’t want any of the rest of
them?”

James Lee shook his head. “Only this
one, thank you. Just a moment and I'll
get something to drink. Will you have
Scotch or bourbon?”

“Scotch, please.”

James Lee walked to his kitchen.
“Please bring in some Scotch for Mr.
Wagner,” he said to Lin Sung. “T’ll have
some sherry.” Turning to Moy Hop, “If
you do not have to return at once to
Mr. Kenman’'s house, I may have some
work for you to do presently.”

Bowing to James Lee, “Your desires
are my commands,” Moy Hop said.
“Who am I to question the will of
heaven?”

In the same ritual, smiling at Moy
Hop, “A wise man understands a nod.
When Mr. Wagner departs I would con-
sult with you on another problem. We
have work to do.”



In the first detail of the work to which
James Lee referred was the task of ob-
taining from Moy Hop a series of quick
biographical sketches of the personnel
of Harper Kenman’s house. Within
twenty minutes after he had begun his
inquisition James Lee had obtained
Moy Hop's testimony covering the sa-
lient characteristics of Harper Kenman;
Joseph Battley, the valet; Jelvik, his
cook; Walter Shore, his secretary; to-
gether with an impressionistic sketch of
Louise Cuboni.

“Repeat your statement relative to
Battley, the valet,” James Lee re-
quested, closing his eyes, the better to
impress the verbal picture of Battley on
his memory.

In Cantonese, “There is something
eternally mysterious about the man,”
Moy Hop related. “Battley, displaying
usually a gentle and tranquil spirit, is at
times capable of flaming into a murder-
ous rage that makes me cringe in fear.
He has worked for Kenman many years.
Battley’s father was an innkeeper in
England. When this man died he left
his son nearly forty thousand dollars,
which Battley invested in some enter-
prise with Kenman in New York. The
money was lost. In moments of drunken
rage Battley swears revenge against
Kenman.”

“You say the man was in the British
army?”’

“Battley served for four years in
France. In his cups he speaks of the men
he killed with his bayonet in various
battles.”

After a moment, “Tell me again about
your master’s secretary.”

“His name is Walter Shore. He has
been with us less than three months. My
master had a Javanese secretary before
Mr. Shore came—a man he met in Sura-
baya. A man who had been educated
in Holland and England.”

“Where is this man now?”’

“I do not know.”

James Lee reached once more for the
decanter of sherry that sat on his desk.
He poured a glass of wine. “Good luck,
long life,” he said. “Seven sons to
mourn at your grave. Return now to
your master’s house. I will follow you
promptly. And remember——silence!”

AT THE doorway of James Lee’s li-
brary Moy Hop made his parting
obeisance. When he had gone James Lee
put through a telephone call to police
headquarters. “James Lee speaking,”
he said; “Federal Bureau of Investiga-
tion. Let me have the fingerprint classi-
fication in the Wagner jewel robbery,
prints found on broken plate glass in
Wagner’s window. I'll wait.”

In less than three minutes, “Here you
are, Mr. Lee. Ready?”

“Quick work. Shoot.”

“All under the line—nothing on the
right hand.”

*Qkay.”

“Fourteen C O 15. That’s all we’ve
got.”

“I hope it’s plenty. Many thanks.”

James Lee hung up the telephone and
sought his servant. ‘I shall be gone per-
haps for an hour, perhaps all night,” he
said to Lin Sung.

“Do you wish me to drive your car?”

“I am taking a taxi.”

In the taxi James Lee devoted five
minutes to a quick review of the layout
of the Kenman house as Moy Hop had
described it. A block from his destina-
tion he dismissed the taxi. Now for the
first time since Moy Hop had told his
story a premonition of danger altered
the program of direct action that he had
resolved to adopt. The weight of a .45
automatic hanging in its holster under
his left armpit afforded him a comfort-
ing sense of protection. A smaller gun,
a .32 revolver in the right pocket of his
coat gave him an added sense of se-
curity. “It’s absurd,” he mused, “to
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contemplate imaginative dangers—but
nevertheless I am glad that I am
armed.”

He pressed the button to the right of
the front door of the Kenman residence.
To his casual surprise the door swung
open three seconds later—too promptly
for his peace of mind. “I would like to
see Mr. Kenman,” he said to the silent
figure in the shadowed doorway. “I am
James Lee of the Bureau of Investiga-
tion—the Department of Justice.”

“This man would be Battley, Ken-
man’s valet,” Lee judged. “Tall, slim,
fifty years old, bald, narrow eyes, nerv-
ous and shifty.”

“Please come in, sir,” the man said
unctuously. “The master, Mr. Kenman,
is at the moment in the library.”

Thirty feet down the dark hallway,
passing a closed door to the left, Battley
knocked softly on the panels of a door
to his right. Then, without waiting for
a response to his signal, “This is the li-
brary, sir,” he said, opening the heavy-
paneled door to admit the visitor. In a
somewhat formal voice, “Mr. James
Lee,” Battley announced, and then, with
unwarranted resentment in his tone,
“Mr. James Lee of the bloody secret
service.” Again, unctuously, “Walk in,
sir. The master is probably at his desk.”

James Lee glanced sharply at the
man. ‘“Thank you. The Bureau of In-
vestigation—not the Secret Service.”

“Right, sir. Sorry, sir. Old Battley
fumbles the ball now and then, what?”

Turning his back on Battley, James
Lee walked into the library. It was forty
feet long and twenty feet wide. The
entrance door through which he had
come led into an alcove ten feet wide
that opened upon the main room. Books
lined the two long walls. Fronting a
fireplace in the south wall there was
a great carved walnut desk. At the desk,
his back to the fireplace, slouched
across an array of documents, in seem-
ing slumber, sat Harper Kenman. Three

paces inside the entrance to the library
James Lee turned squarely to face the
man. He said quietly, “Mr. Kenman?”’

There was no answer.

In a louder voice, “Mr. Kenman!”

Kenman did not move.

James Lee took one step toward the
inert figure and then, hesitating, he
turned to summon Battley.

Before his vision ranged to the alcove
of the library he felt a searing pain slash
the flesh of his left forearm. An instant
later the crash of a pistol shot rever-
berated in his ears. He reached for the
gun in his coat pocket and swung
around to face the source of the shot.
On the instant the library lights went
out. He heard Battley’s voice bellowing
an incoherent alarm and then, more dis-
tinctly, “What the devil is all this? Jel-
vik! Mr. Shore! Mr. Shore! Come
downstairs at once, sir! This outrageous
detective fellow is letting off a pistol!”

There was a commotion in the rear of
the house. Hurried footsteps in the hall-
way above.

THE lights flashed on. Battley walked
bravely into the library through the al-
cove from the hall. Five feet behind him
there followed another man. Battley
called to this second man. “See, Jelvik,
there he is! That’s him! Take him, Jel-
vik! Wing him! Look out there for his
pistol!” Battley glanced at his master,
slumped across the desk. “On my word,
I believe he's shot Mr. Kenman!”

His right arm steady against his side,
James Lee leveled his weapon at the
pair. “Halt where you are! Jelvik, drop
that gun! Drop it! Hands up—you
two!”

At the top of his voice Battley let out
another yell for Walter Shore. “Take
care, Mr. Shore, this murd’rous blighter
is armed!”

Behind Jelvik, James Lee saw Moy
Hop slide in through the door. “Moy
Hop, you come here,” James Lee or-
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dered. At this command the Chinese
houseboy edged around Jelvik and Batt-
ley to approach James Lee. “Mr. Lee!
You're hurt!” Moy Hop exclaimed.
“See! Blood drips from your hand.”

Before James Lee replied a voice from
the hallway called to Battley. ‘“What’s
going on here, Battley? Who did the
shooting?”

“Don’t come in, Mr. Shore! Stay out,
Mr. Shore! Send for the police! There’s
a man here shot Mr. Kenman!”

James Lee passed his .32 quickly to
Moy Hop. “Hold these two men! If
they move shoot them,” he commanded.
He unbuttoned his vest and made a
quick pull at the .45 automatic slung in
its holster under his left armpit. He
called to Walter Shore. “Battley is a
liar! Mr. Shore, please come in here.
I am police enough for the moment.”
Walking to the library entrance as he
spoke, James Lee faced Walter Shore
in the wide hallway of Kenman’s house.
“l am James Lee,” he said. “Federal
Bureau of Investigation. Please come in
here. You’re safe.”

With his .45 automatic James Lee
waved Walter Shore into the library.
Following the man, a trail of blood
dripped from the knuckles of Lee’s
clenched left hand. Seeing this, “Who
shot you?” Walter Shore asked, coolly.

“I don’t know—probably Jelvik there.
He came into the picture waving a gun.
That gun on the floor.”

“T'll fix you up if I may,” Shore said
quietly. “I know first aid.”

“Just a moment,” James Lee replied.
Over his shoulder, “Moy Hop, come
here. ... Closer. Hold your gun on these
men while I search them. If either one
moves let him have it!”

James Lee cradled the blue automatic
between his wounded left arm and his
body. Rapidly the skillful fingers of his
right hand explored Jelvik for another
weapon.

“Dat’s de only gun I got, mister,” Jel-
vik said, midway of the search. “De one
on de floor.”

James Lee looked down at the gun.
He kicked it ten feet along the hard-
wood floor of the library. “Maybe. T'll
find out,” he said. “Stand still!”

Jelvik had told the truth.

James Lee moved to where Battley
stood with his hands up. On Battley’s
face there was suddenly a mask of in-
sane rage. He gritted his teeth, his eyes
flaming, and snarled at James Lee. “I'd
like to twist a bayonet through your
heart,” he grated. “Stab you neat and
let you choke on your own blood.”

AMES LEE proceeded calmly with his

search. “No doubt of it,” he admitted
easily. “And now—what’s this!”

From Battley’s right hip pocket James
Lee extracted a .25 automatic. His eyes
narrowed. “Not such a hell of a good
marksman, are you, Battley?” he ques-
tioned. “It’s excusable. These little
things always shoot wild.” He slipped
the gun in his own pocket. “Mr. Shore
—if you don’t mind I believe I'll ask you
to rig a twister above my left elbow. I
seem to be messing up the place with
blood.”

James Lee turned to Moy Hop. “All
safe now,” he said. “March these two
men down by the fireplace and hold
them there.”

“I ain’t done nothin’ to you, mister,”
Jelvik protested.

“Not yet,” James Lee admitted. “Get
down there and shut up!”

To Moy Hop, “Let them sit down,”
Lee directed. “Far end of the room.
Hold them there. If either man makes
a move let him have it!”

Passing Harper Kenman, slouched
across the desk, Battley averted his eyes
from his employer. Jelvik, looking down
at Kenman, suddenly grunted like a
startled hog. “De man is stabbed!” he

(Continued on page 36)
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three taxes that were to have been wiped

out but added three per cent to the nor-:
mal corporate tax. And when these lev-

ies are supplemented by state and local
taxes, by excises and manufacturers’
sales taxes, by license and sundry other
fees, business claims the right to cry
out against grievances too grievous to be
borne. )

What industry and finance want is to
have the tax repealed outright, but, fail-
ing this, insistence will be placed on
radical amendments. While admitting
that this might cause a substantial dim-
inution of revenue at first, it is urged
that such loss would eventually be more
than offset by increased activity and
increased employment, due not only to
improvements and expansions but also
to-the recovery of confidence, initiative
and courage by business as a whole.
And, warn the financiers and industrial-
ists, if these revisions are not made, let
no one doubt that capital will continue
its “sit-down strike,” for who but a fool
would risk his money on new ventures
or in developing established enterprises,
when he stands to lose even if he wins?

The justice of these complaints, one
and all, will be denied vigorously by
ardent New Dealers. So far from admit-
ting that the tax is responsible for the
current recession, it will be contended
that the enforced distribution of divi-
dends has materially advanced recovery
by the increase of purchasing power.
The claim will be made that, instead of
being discriminatory, flagrant inequities
have been cured by making surtaxes
bear equally on all business profits.

How Stockholders Escape Taxes

Between 1923 and 1929, inclusive,
more than forty-five per cent of all ag-
gregate compiled net profits of all cor-
porations reporting net taxable income
was not distributed, thus enabling stock-
holders to avoid a sizable portion of
their income taxes. A case cited by
Treasury officials is that of a corpora-
tion that earned a net income of $6,000,-
000 in one year, put it all into surplus,
and paid a corporation tax of $700,000.
Had it, however, distributed the net in-
come in dividends, one stockholder alone
would have been lifted into a bracket
where he would have paid the govern-
ment $3,500,000 in additional income
taxes. Moreover, corporations with a
liberal dividend policy were placed at
a disadvantage with corporations that
chose to pile up surpluses.

It will be disputed flatly that the tax
penalizes prudence, and makes it im-
possible to provide for growth. First of
all, the point will be raised that expan-
sion, as practiced in the past, was all
too often part of a process of monopoli-
zation. Prior to the enactment of the tax,
for example, ‘“chains” used income for
the purchase of additional stores. Inas-
much as individuals—businessmen and
partnerships—were compelled to pay
the surtax on every dollar, the exemp-
tion of corporations amounted to what
was virtually a subsidy.

With respect to legitimate growth.
high officials of the Treasury point out
that the act specifically recognizes a
number of methods whereby a corpora-
tion may reduce or eliminate surtaxes
without necessarily parting with any of
its cash or other assets. For example,
the distribution of its current earnings in
the form of its own securities, or by re-
couping cash dividend disbursements by
the offering of rights to the stockholders
to subscribe for additional stock. Be-
tween 1921 and 1930, as an illustration,
the American Telephone and Telegraph
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Company distributed $854,000,000 in
dividends, and sold additional securi-
ties to its stockholders in the sum of
$958,000,000. s b

This provision. for the pgyment of

dividends in other- forms thah cash .is
regarded by New Dealers as ample pro-

tection against the depletion of reserves.
But, they say, even if the full effects of
the tax are felt, it does not follow neces-
sarily that the treasury will be left bare.
Take the case of a corporation showing
a net annual income of $10,000. If it de-
cided not to distribute a dollar, the tax
would be $2,082, or 20.82 per cent, leav-
ing a balance of $7,918. On an undis-
tributed net income of $50,000, the tax
would be $15,163.50, or 30.33 per-cent, a
balance of $34,836.50. On a net income
of $1,000,000 the tax would be $323,-
327.80, or 32.33 per cent;and the balance
$676,672.20. - What more could any cor-
poration want?

Advocates of repeal or revision will
doubtless make much of the contention
that corporate surpluses built up by the
retention of corporate earnings, free

s

wages, etc., is not usually repaid out of
earnings, but out of gross proceeds.
Moreover, that such loans. are'.never
completely liquidated, but constitute a
revolving fund whose aggregate volume
has often exceeded the total statutory
net income of American corporations.

. With . respect *to:bonded  and other
forms of longer-termiindebtedness, rep-
resenting fixed assets, it will be argued
that most large-scale enterprises com-
monly regard the bulk of such debt as a
permanent element in their capital
structures, meeting the maturities of
particular obligations by refunding
them. Substantial reductions are usu-
ally accomplished through the conver-
sion of bonds into stocks, and, pending
favorable market conditions, particular
debt issues are often met by the use of
funds accumulated through depreciation
and similar charges.

Right here New Dealers will make the
point that since the annual depreciation
and depletion charges of nonfinancial
corporations in the United States
amount to four billions, our entire in-
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from surtaxes, enabled corporations to
maintain employment and pay rolls dur-
ing the depression. Colonel Leonard
Ayres, citing figures of the Department
of Commerce to the effect that the na-
tional income paid out between 1930 and
1934 exceeded the national income pro-
duced by 26.6 billions, argues that this
sum represented “the contribution that
business savings made to emergency re-
lief during five depression years. These
payments, in excess of income, were
made possible because surpluses had
been accumulated.”

By way of answer, the New Dealers
will bring forward Lawrence H. Seltzer,
Assistant Director of Research and Sta-
tistics in the Treasury Department. In
studying the aggregate net deficit of all
corporations for the three years 1931-
1933, Mr. Seltzer finds that the total was
reached after deducting some 11.2 bil-
lion dollars for depreciation, some 761
millions for depletion, some 3.7 billions
for bad debts, and some 5.1 billions for
loss on the sale of capital assets. How
can it be contended, he asks, that this
bookkeeping recognition of unreplaced
wear and tear, and of declines in values
arising out of other causes, created em-
ployment?

Going deeper into the question, Mr.
Seltzer will undoubtedly contend that
short-term debt, contracted for the pur-
poses of acquiring inventories, paying

dustrial plant could be completely mod-
ernized over a term of years even if
there were no borrowings, and if all
earnings were paid out.

The rebuttal, of course, will be as vig-
orous as the attack. For example, busi-
nessmen will scoff at the theory that
stock dividends, rights, etc., are ‘“es-
capes,” pointing out that small and mid-
dle-sized corporations are not in a
position to use them because of techni-
cal obstacles; that there is always the
possibility of their being disallowed or
discounted in value by the Treasury,
and that capital structures would suffer
eventual distortion, even should original
difficulties of issuance be successfully
overcome.

Along with the repeal or drastic re-
vision of the tax on undistributed cor-
porate earnings, industry and finance
will make a drive against the capital
gains and losses tax. Stringent, indeed,
are its provisions. On the returns of in-
dividuals, gains on the sales of securities
are taxed as follows: 100 per cent if held
not more than one year; 80 per cent if
held more than one but not more than
two years; 60 per cent if held more than
two but not more than five years; 40 per
cent if held more than five but not more
than ten years; and 30 per cent if held
more than ten years. Along with these
levies, on both corporate and individual
returns, losses are recognized only to the

limit of $2,000 in excess of capital gains
For example, if John Jones makes a
profit of $10,000 on the sale of one batch
of ‘securities, and loses.$20,000 on the
sale of another block, all' that he.can
deduct is the $10,000 gain, plus $2,000,
leaving him holding the bag to the extent
of $8,000. Where is there any justice in
taxing capital gains while ‘limiting the
right to deduct losses?

The fundamental’ contention will: be
that capital gains should not be treated
as income at all, but merely as additions
to capital.

Come Out of the Cellar

What is likely to be the outcome of
the tax battle? With the radicals on one
side, and conservatives on the other,
the balance of power will undoubtedly
be held by the Mod:ficationist block in
the New Deal, and alter many inter-
views, this would seem to be a fair state-
ment of their position: All are convinced
that the situation is dominated by a
psychological factor that cannot be ig-
nored. Granted that the tax policy of
government is not as harsh and repres-
sive as businessmen insist, the fact
remains that capital does believe im-
plicitly and unchangeably that the policy
is restrictive, punitive and paralyzing,
and has taken to the storm cellar. The
immediate importance is to bring busi-
ness out of its tailspin, and since finance
and industry refuse to budge until tax
changes have been made, then the in-
telligent course is to make them. Better
a reduction of revenues that can be
counterbalanced by a cut in expendi-
tures than another 1929,

Repeal is not to be expected, but re-
visions are certain. With respect to
capital losses, Mr. Vinson’s group has
already decided that it is fair to let them
be carried over into a second year and
possibly a third. As suggested by the
President, capital gains derived from
investment in the construction industry
will go untaxed, for experts agree that
it is the only hope for the Administra-
tion’s housing program.

In the matter of undistributed earn-
ings, exemptions will probably be
granted for reasonable amounts actually
expended for improvements and neces-
sary expansion and also for moneys set
aside to meet contractual obligations or
to restore depleted capital. Senator La-
Follette has in mind the exemption of
the first $15,000 of adjusted net income,
which would permit at least 90 per cent
of the corporations of the country to re-
tain profits tax-free.

The law will also be amended so that
it shall not apply to the undistributed
profits of corporations which have defi-
cits when state laws forbid the distribu-
tion of dividends by deficit corporations,
or where corporations have contracts
with stockholders not to distribute divi-
dends while they have deficits. It is also
likely that corporations will be given the
right to distribute a fair portion of their
adjusted net income within two, three
or four months after the close of the fis-
cal year without loss of the dividends-
paid credit.

These changes may be set down as
minimums. If, by the time the tax bill
is ready, business is still doing a nose
dive, a jittery Congress may be expected
to go even farther in the way of conces-
sions. As for the broadening of the tax
base, as suggested by Senator LaFol-
lette, it hasn’t much chance, nor is there
large hope for the drive against tax-
exempt securities, although the imper-
ative need for revenue may compel
some action. -
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second we saw each other we knew that
it was inevitable. He’s coming round to
see you tomorrow morning.”

Mrs. Kinghorn was sitting up in bed,
her hair tousled, her face bound in some
strange contraption that made her look
as though she were in a hospital after a
terrible accident; her eyes shining with
excitement; for once she was speechless.
She only stared in front of her, holding
her daughter’s lovely little hand in her
own skinny one, and at last she said:

“Since dear Richard died, this is my
first really happy moment.” And this, of
course, was a terrible falsehood. What
she meant was that it was the happiest
moment of a whole sequence of happy
moments. They embraced with great
tenderness, and they both lay awake for
many hours.

John Haddington appeared the next
morning, and was quite as beautiful as
Laura said he was. His manners also
were perfect, but Laura could perceive
that he was astonished at her mother’s
appearance. She had never disliked her
mother more. Why must she do all those
odd, silly, exasperating little things—
jerking her head, cracking her fingers,
being at once so intimate, as though she
had known John since he was a baby;
taking it so clearly for granted that he
was the luckiest man in the world; tell-
ing him all kinds of things about Laura
as a baby, as a little girl, as a develop-
ing beauty; and, finally, folding him to
her old bosom and giving him a great
smacking kiss on each cheek.

How beautifully John behaved. He
laughed, patted Mrs. Kinghorn on the
shoulder, and answered her when he had
an opportunity in that soft, gentle,
rather drawling voice that already had
bewitched Laura’s heart. But when they
were alone at luncheon, Laura did not
dare to ask him what he thought of her
mother. . ..

Nobody can really tell what goes on in
anybody else’s head, and generally the
owner of the head knows least of all
about it. I would not say that Mrs. King-
horn had no idea of what she was doing.
She was certainly rendered a little dizzy
by happiness. Happiness blinds; unhap-
piness reveals. And Mrs. Kinghorn
showed to everybody that she was com-
pletely unaware of the perils that sur-
rounded her. She took it for granted
that, because Laura’s young man loved
Laura, he must also feel kindly toward
Laura’s mother.

IN GENERAL she thought that people
felt kindly toward her; she felt so
kindly toward them that she couldn’t
realize that the oddities with which she
had grown up—oddities that had become
so commonplace to herself—were dis-
tressing to other people. She liked “her
John” extravagantly, and told him so
every day. She was always proclaiming
her tactfulness.

“Now, I'll leave you two together.
You simply don’t want an old woman
like me hovering around.” Then she
would wait for a little hard, clear, glassy
moment, as though, in spite of herself,
she were expecting a denial from them,
and when no denial came she would say,

| a little breathlessly:

“Ah, well. 1 must be getting about my
business,” and trot off. Then she couldn’t

| help but just pop her head in a little

later to see whether there wasn’t any-
thing they would possibly like. With
everyone she met she carried a sort of
secret joy—secret, that is, as to the
cause. Her large mouth grinning, her
mild eyes beaming, she forced anyone
who encountered her to say, “Why, Mrs.
Kinghorn, how wonderfully well you are

Mother’s a Pity

Continued from page 11

looking.” And then she would nod her
head mysteriausly and finger her over-
gaudy necklace and say, “Yes, I'm very
well indeed. I have every reason to be.”

She took it entirely for granted that
everyone was delighted with her own
good luck. What they really said, of
course, was, “Poor John,” or “Poor Had-
dington, having such a dreadful mother-
in-law. What will he do?”

“It’s all the harder on him,” some-
body said, “because he is such a gentle-
man. John thinks being a gentleman
more important than anything else in
the world.”

“Oh, well, it’s all right,”” somebody
else said. “The moment they are mar-
ried he will banish his ma most po-
litely into the wilderness, and she is too
good a sort to complain.”

“You really like that old scarecrow?”
somebody else said.

“Yes, I do. She’s such a good sort, and
that’s a thing almost nobody is. It's
rare. It’s worth studying. She never lets
anybody down except herself.”

Meanwhile, with Laura, of course,
things became every day more dif-
ficult. The worse her mother behaved
the more wonderful John seemed. A
week or two after their engagement
Laura delivered once again her ancient
summary, ‘“Mother’s a pity.” She
paused, and added: “I know, John dar-
ling, I oughtn’t to say it—it's a dreadful
thing. But we’re going to share every-
thing, aren’t we? And you are so won-
derful about her.”

“You oughtn’t to say that, darling,”
he replied, gravely. “There’s something
a little—well, you won’t mind my say-
ing it, will you?—well, a little cheap.
After all, your mother has been wonder-
fully good to you.”

“That’s what makes it so dreadful,”’
Laura said, “~-her goodness. If she tied
me to the bedpost and beat me, every-

thing would be perfectly simple. The
awful thing, John, is—I can’t bear her
happiness. I feel as though she were
happier than we, although of course
that’s impossible.”

He kissed her and held her close to
him with that splendid courteous ardor
which was so especially his.

“Hold me tight, hold me tight,” she
whispered. “I don’t know why—I'm
frightened. I love you so terribly, John.”

“And I you, darling,” he answered.
“And now I must go down into the City
and see about those tiresome shares of
mine.”

E LEFT her often unsatisfied, and

the more unsatisfied she was, the
more she loved him, which, as everybody
who has ever been in love knows, is only
natural. It was terrible for her to go, thus
unsatisfied, back to her mother, whose
total satisfaction was so triumphant.

Mrs. Kinghorn would be so desper-
ately tactful that she wouldn’t say a
word; would push her long nose into a
book and pretend to be completely ab-
sorbed. Then, in spite of herself, she
would give little quick flashing glances
at her daughter, smiling ever so slightly,
as much as to say, “I’m taking the great-
est care not to interrupt or interfere.
But I just can’t help showing from time
to time how terribly happy I am.” And
then one evening there was a little scene.
Laura suddenly snapped out:

“Please don’t keep on looking at me,
Mother.” And Mrs. Kinghorn, with a
frightened, startled expression, said:

“I'm not looking at you, darling, I'm
reading my book.”

“Oh, no, you're not. You are watching
me all the time.”

“Watching you, dearie? What should
1 be watching you for?”

“I don’t know. That’s what’s so mad-
dening.”

“He don't belong to us—the carpenter left
him there an' never came back after him"

REAMER KELLER




“T'll go upstairs if you'd rather.”

“Oh, no, of course not. I'm going out
soon.”

Then Mrs. Kinghorn said quietly, “It's
quite natural.”

“What is?” asked Laura.

“That I should irritate you both.
Don’t think I don’t understand.”

“There’s nothing to understand,”
Laura cried, exasperated to madness,
jumping to her feet. “Only we can’t es-
cape you, John and L. It’s a dreadful
feeling that somebody is watching you
every minute of the day and night.”

“Don’t I know it?” said Mrs. Kinghorn,
cheerfully. “It was just the same with
me when I was engaged to Richard.
Richard’s mother meant well, and I
mean well, but until you're married
you’ll find me tiresome. The sooner
you’re married the better.”

“What are you going to do then?”
asked Laura.

“Qh, I'll be all right. Don’t you worry
about me.” She pushed her skinny hand
through her short sunset hair. “Don’t
you worry about me, darling. I'll be
quite all right in some little place by
myself.”

Laura, in a perfect passion. answered,
“Oh, why will you be so good and so
self-sacrificing? Why don’t you say
something mean or spiteful?”

Mrs. Kinghorn answered placidly, “1
dare say I could be mean and spiteful if
I tried. Most women can,” and went on
with her book.

HE odd result of this was that Laura

couldn’t get rid of the idea that after
their marriage her mother would be
very lonely. She didn’t want to feel this.
Her mother was perfectly able to look
after herself; but it would be lonely for
her, whatever she did, and although
Laura longed to be rid of her she longed
to be rid of her comfortably. She talked
about this to John.

“Of course, she won’t live with us,
darling. That would be too horrible.
But you won’t mind her coming to stay
once and again, will you?”

For a swift moment John’s beautiful,
kindly courtesy seemed to waver. The
moment was gone as soon as it came.

“Your mother? Why, of course she
shall stay with us. You owe her every-
thing.”

“But, John, tell me honestly. Don’t
you find her maddening?”

“Oh, well, of course she isn't quite
like other people, but I can never for-
get all she has done for you.”

“But, in your heart of hearts, don’t
you hate her?”

“Oh, no. I shouldn’t say that.”

“What I really mean is, doesn't she
make you uncomfortable and shy and
awkward?”

“I hope nothing connected with you
could ever make me shy and uncom-
fortable, darling,” he answered. “And
now we must part for a while. I've got
to talk business with a man at the club.”

There came then the evening when
they gave a party. The day of the wed-
ding was now only a month away. It
was Mrs. Kinghorn’s absolute resolve to
give a party. She insisted too that it
should be given in their little flat. Of
course, that was crazy and yet when
things were cleared away there was, in
some miraculous fashion, room for
about thirty people. They asked only
twenty, and fifty came. Neither Mrs.
Kinghorn nor Laura had ever seen half
their guests before.

It would have grown into a dreadful,

irresponsible sort of riot had it not been -

for John. He, in the most marvelous
way, took command of everything. It
was he who had paid for the drinks, and
it was he who saw that nobody drank
too much. It was he who, halfway
through the party, pushed a young man
and his girl quietly to the door and
showed them into the street. It was he
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who, when a young woman whose
clothes and hair gave her the shiny, me-
chanical appearance of a gasoline sta-
tion, said loudly, “Oh, do look at that
frightful old woman; what’s she doing
here?” said to her, “In a month’s time
that lady will be my mother-in-law.
Would you mind telling me your name
and why you are here?” The gasoline-
station woman was very indignant and

said that she had been brought by So- |

and-So. “Very well then.” John said
briefly, “behave yourself.”

The odd thing was that although the
party was better run than any that the
Kinghorns had ever given, it was really
less successful than any other. John
rallied so well that everyone left quite
early, with little hurried, frightened re-
marks, like, “It’s been so jolly; thanks
so awfully much,” and all of them van-
ished rather like rabbits before a gun.
From the party onward John felt a
sort of schoolmasterish sternness. It was
just, Laura knew, what she needed, and
she admired John for it, but it made her
terribly restless.

What was interesting, however, was
that John failed altogether with Mrs.
Kinghorn. He played the schoolmaster
once or twice and then never again. He
began by saying with a jolly laugh,
“Now, you dear old woman, away to
bye-byes. Time for people like you to
be asleep, you know.” This Mrs. King-

“horn received with wide-open surprise.

She was carrying So-So in her arms at
the moment, and all she said was, al-
most sotto voce, to the Pekingese, “He
thinks it’s time for us to go to bed, dar-
ling. How wrong he is.”

John was a little baffled by this, and
made no further attempt for a week or
so. Then, when they were discussing
things to be bought for the wedding
and John said to Laura, “All right, 'll
meet you, darling, at 3:20 outside As-
prey’s,” Laura, looking rather frightened,
murmured something about having
promised to go with her mother to Har-
rod’s.

“Oh, no, you don’t,” said John with
radiant cheerfulness. “It's the only hour
I can spare. I know you’ll understand,
won’'t you, you all-comprehending
woman?” But Mrs. Kinghorn wasn’t
comprehending at all.

“You can join us at Harrod’s, John, if
you like,” she said; “but to Harrod’s
Laura and I are going.” And they went.

John’s third attempt was killed right
at the beginning.

“Look here, John.” Mrs. Kinghorn
suddenly said. “You're a nice boy and
kind, but just lack something—I don't
know what it is. Perhaps it’s simply
that you don’t understand me. I know
I'm an ugly, absurd old woman, but I
happen to be Laura's mother. After the
wedding I vanish; until then—well, I'm
Laura’s mother.”

IT WAS now ten days before the wed-
ding, and John was as sweet about
Mrs. Kinghorn as ever he had been. It
was Laura who abused her: who told her
to her face that she would be glad to be
married so as to be rid of her; who al-
ways contradicted every piece of advice
her mother gave her, and altogether be-
haved abominably. John told her so.

“I understand and love you, darling,”
he said. “It's other people who think
it’s so dreadful.”

“I don’t care.” Laura answered. “She's
just incredibly tiresome.”

And now arrives the strange part of
my story; so strange that my only de-
fense is to say that it is true. It was
three days before the wedding. Every-
thing was settled and arranged. Mrs.
Kinghorn had gone to bed after an aw-
ful row with her daughter—had gone to
bed, it must be admitted, quite imper-
turbably. When the door was closed be-
hind her, Laura said:

“Mother a pity? She’s a downright
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"horror, and I don’t mind who heats me
say so.”
. John, so handsome and noble that he
I looked as though,k a .statue had been
put up to him before  his time, said
quietly: )
“Darling, it’s three days to the wed-
ding, isn’t it?”
“Why, of course, you know that.”
“Yes, I only wanted to make quite
certain.” He got up, throwing his head
up as though he were about to address
an already favorable constituency.
“Well, as it’s only three days, let me
say that every word that you have ever
breathed about that old woman is cor-
rect. She’s absolutely frightful, and
we're never going to set eyes on her
again once we're married.”
_ Laura stared at him wildly. John

.| smiled at her with benevolence.

“Yes, I know, dear, I had to keep the
thing up through our engagement. After
all, ‘people do watch:one—how one be-
haves and so on. I think I've done pretty

‘|'well; not even you have guessed how I

loathed that old woman the moment 1
set eyes on her, and with justice. She
is already beginning to make me the
laughing stock of London.”

Laura still stared at him, fascinated.
“You think that about Mother?” she
said at last.

“Certainly I do. I have always
thought that about Mother; and I can’t
tell you what a relief it has been to me
that you have felt the same.”

“But I don’t feel the same,” Laura
said, in a low, wondering voice. She
didn’t know what was happening to her.
She didn’t believe in ghosts, of course,
but it appeared to her that a funny lit-

1tle woman, with rather nice eyes but a

ridiculous nose and ‘mouth, was stand-
ing just opposite her, waiting for her to
‘come to her. John Haddington, on the
other hand, seemed like that caricature
Thackeray once made of Louis XIV—
an elegant suit of clothes with nobody
inside it. John looked at his beautiful
girl, and looked at her with so complete
a sense of possession that he might just
have paid the bill for her and placed her
in the right position in his new elegant
drawing room.

“HOW sweet you are,” he said. “Even
now you'd try and say something
for that horrible old lady, but I know
you’ve been nervous, thinking I rather
liked her and would want her to come

Laura looked across the room at the
ghost of her mother, through whose
meager bones the electric light was bril-
liantly shining, and then said, “She isn’t
horrible. I didn’t know you felt like
that.” .

“But, good heavens,” John said,
“you’ve attacked her yourself again and
again.”

“] haven't attacked her,” Laura said.
“I've only been irritated by her, which
is quite different.” And she saw herself
skipping along a seashore, crying out.
“Mother, Mother, see what I've found,”
and the little grotesque figure so seri-
ously examining the pale pink shells and
saying, “That’s lovely, darling. They’re
the nicest we’ve found this week.” And
then John's voice: “Look here, don't be
silly, Laura. Your mother’s a grotesque.
You know it as well as I do.”

“She 1isn’t,” said Laura quietly.
“There’s nobody ever been so kind to
me in all my life.”

John’s voice became a little queru-
lous: “My dear, you are crazy. Nobody's
saying she isn’t kind; she’s too odd to
be anything else. I'm only saying that
we’'re both agreed about not seeing much
of her after—" - ]

Laura broke in, “We’re not agreed!
We're not agreed at all! I don’t believe
we’re agreed on anything.” And she saw
the little figure blow its large nose as it
finished reading the account of Guy’s

and stay with us after we were married.”

death in “The Heir of Redclyffe” and
saw the small child herself, her plaited
plaits of hair hanging down; she sitting
up in bed also crying and saying, “Oh,
Mother, it’s terrible. Why did he have
to die?”

John, meanwhile, was getting a little
angry. Then he said, brusquely, “You're
tired. 1 know what you really feel about
your mother.”

And suddenly Laura screamed and
sprang into the middle of the floor, her
eyes flashing—not as they do in novels,
but really flashing.

“I'm not tired. You don’t know how
I feel. I may have laughed at Mother
lots of times and said unkind things but
I love her and I’'m not going to have any-
one else running her down.”

John was furious. “But this is hys-
teria. Please control yourself. AllI said
about your mother—"

“I know what you said about my
mother.” Laura answered. “You’ve been
mocking her all the time; you've been
worse than I. I've been irritated and
said things, but you have thought things
and haven’t said them. That’s much
worse, and I see now that that’s what
you would do if we were married.
Mother and I are natural. We can’t
help saying what we think, but you’re
not natural.”

“Not natural!” cried John, to whom
this was the last possible insult. “I sup-
pose there’s nobody so natural—" then
he broke off. “But this is preposterous;
we’re behaving like children. I'll see you
at lunch tomorrow.”

“You won’t see me at lunch tomor-
row,” Laura cried. “Mother and I don’t
ever want tfo see you again.”

John’s voice was as cold as a re-
frigerator. “Do you know what this
means?”

“Of course I know what it means. I
would never be happy married to you,
and I'm not going to have Mother
laughed at by anybody.”

“Very well, then, it’'s goodby.”

“Yes, it’s goodby. And take care whose
mother you insult next time.”

“But, of course,” he thought, as he
walked proudly down the street, “it’s
only a moment’s bad temper. Every
girl gets hysterical before her wedding
day.”

He was wrong. Laura had rushed up-
stairs and found her mother comfort-
ably in bed reading a novel.

“Well, dear? Had a nice time?”

“I’'m not going to marry him.”

“You're what?”

“I hate him. He’s a prig and a liar.”

|
[{ “The people upstairs have a wonderful new vacuum cleaner!”

She burst into tears. She threw her arms
round her mother and hugged the breath
out of her. “He said awful things about
you. He said we were never to see you
after we were married.”

“Well, dear,” said Mrs. Kinghorn,
very placidly, “that’s what you yourself
have said lots of times.”

“Oh, but that was different. I didn’t
mean it—or only for the moment. You’re
part of my life. Besides,” between her
sobs, “I saw suddenly that he had no
sense of humor. He would never under-
stand when one was silly or ugly or ill
-—not as you do.”

“Well, there,” said Mrs. Kinghorn
comfortably, “you’ll think differently
about it in the morning. All the same,”
she added, as she kissed her daughter,
“the more I have seen of him the less
I have liked him, although of course I
wasn’t going to say so.”

SEVERAL weeks later Mrs. Kinghorn
was enjoying her luncheon in Gar-
nett’s Stores after buying some very
bright and hideous ribbon for a new hat
she was contemplating. She “got into
conversation,” as they say, with another
lady, and of all the astonishing coinci-
dences—and life is full of coincidences
—this lady mentioned Mrs. Kinghorn
and her daughter.

“I don’t know if you know them,” she
said. “I don’t, but of course I read about
the girl breaking off her engagement
to Sir John Haddington.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Kinghorn, hugely
enjoying her meringue. “What a pity,
wasn’t it?”

“Well,” said the other lady, “I urder-
stand from my friend that it was all be-
cause of the girl’s dreadful old mother
—a fright and an oddity, and the poor
young man simply couldn’t stand it. so
he cried off at the last moment, and I'm
sure I don’t blame him.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Kinghorn, “I heard
the same story. I believe the girl’s
mother’s a pity. But there you are; I
always take the long view about these
things. The girl’'s a nice girl, they say,
and probably one day she’ll marry a
young man who won’t mind the mother.
After all, they can always poison her,
you know,” said she, laughing heartily,
“if they find her too impossible. There
are lots of good poisons now, I believe.
You simply can’t detect anything after-
ward.”

“Yes, quite,” said the other lady,
nervously, and got up in a sort of terror.
Mrs. Kinghorn delightedly finished her
meringue.

'ihﬁ""
BEWEN
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Straight Shooter

Continued from page 20

one-handed shots from any angle. He
shoots equally well with the right hand
or the left hand and some of his most
spectacular goals have been made as he
was half falling away from the basket
under the impact of stiff guarding.

Out of the 51 points made in that
Southern California game mentioned
above, Luisetti was responsible for
thirty of them. In the play-off at Pull-
man, Washington, last year against
Washington State for the Coast cham-
pionship, Luisetti made 53 points in two
nights, under the greatest pressure. In
the second game of the play-offs, with
the score tied. a Washington State
player practically annthilated Hank in
keeping him from making a shot. He
was knocked flat and appeared to be in-
jured. John Bunn, the coach, rushed out
to look at him and arrived just as Hank
was raising himself and getting ready to
try for the foul.

“Bet you a buck I make it, John,” said
Hank, and Mr. Bunn went on back to
the bench where he belonged. It turned
out that Hank missed it.

Death to All Defenses

This was also the game in which Dinty
Moore, the Stanford captain, almost
faced death. Mr. Moore was given to
humor in tense spots. This was to be his
last game of college basketball and he
was having too much fun to end so soon.
Stanford was two points ahead with a
minute to play and there was time out.

“T'll tell you what let’s do.” said Mr.
Moore. ‘‘Let’s let 'em make a basket
and tie it up. I want to play some more.”

The Stanford boys had much enjoy-
ment out of their pastime and every-
body was happy but Mr. Bunn, who had
a family to keep. His worst difficulty
was in getting Luisetti to shoot enough.
After much exasperation on this score,
Mr. Bunn reared himself up on the side
lines one night and screamed: “Hank, if
you pass that ball once more, I'll come
out there and brain you. For God’s sake,
shoot it!”

What they want to impress upon you
out at Palo Alto is that Hank Luisetti is
not just a freak shot. They insist, and
evidence seems to bear them out. that
he is one of the greatest ball-handlers
and floor-workers ever seen among the
college gentlemen. Don Liebendorfer,
the publicity man, will relate with un-
couth smacking of the lips the incident
which concerns Wagner, the great drib-
bler from the University of Washington.
Wagner was coming down the floor full
tilt in a close game when Luisetti met
him. Wagner swerved to the right, with
the intention of wheeling back to the
left as soon as Hank started to cut him
off.

“But Hank sensed it almost before
Wagner doped it out in his own head.”
says Mr. Liebendorfer reverently.
“When Wagner started to the right,
Hank just waited for him. The minute
he swerved back, Hank stepped in, took
the ball out of Wagner’s hands and.
without missing stride, dribbled it right
on down to the Washington basket and
dumped it in.”

With Howie Turner doing the feeding
and Luisetti galloping all over the floor,
Stanford was death to all defenses last
year. If the opponents took their five
men and huddled back under their own
basket, Stanford simply dropped them
in from the middle of the floor as if they
were tied to strings. 1f the defense came
out to meet this, Stanford sent Luisetti
and Stoefen through and that meant
more disaster.

Hank’s father is cook in a little res-

taurant in San Francisco and Hank is'
the only child. Hank was bothered’
somewhat in Buffalo by a man who
seemed to be on familiar terms with all:
the Italians of the earth. Whenever he |
met Hank he would cry: “How is De
Mahg and Tony Laz and Crosset and all
the boys?” As a matter of fact, Hank
knows them only slightly because he is a
kid in such important company. He be-
longs to the “Dekes” at Stanford, waits
on table at the fraternity house for his
board and room, picks up five bucks a
Saturday during football season acting
as messenger in the press box and gets
the rest of his money during summer
vacation. Last year he worked in the
mines in Nevada. got hardened from the
labor and dragged down four dollars a
day. In the fall he went in to the medi-
co's office at Stanford to say he had a
belly-ache and before he could get out
of the place they had him on the oper-
ating table removing his appendix.

“It was a dirty trick.” says Hank. “‘but
they'd been laying for me. It had kicked
up before.”

Two weeks later he was out for prac-
tice. They began basketball workouts at
Stanford this year on Qctober 5th, with
the first game scheduled for December
6th. The old days when the football
players were also the basketball stars
are almost over, both because the sea-
sons tend to overlap (especially true on
the West Coast, where the Rose Bowl
game is likely to interfere) and also be-
cause it is a much faster game these
days. There are still huskies like Her-
wig of California around to bounce fresh
young forwards into the second balcony
with a slight flick of the hip. but for the
most part the sports keep apart.

The country is full of great players .
and such men as Jack Robbins of Ar-
kansas, Johnny Moir of Notre Dame
and Kessler, late of Purdue, were most
certainly in Luisetti’'s class and there
will be voices to shout that they were
even greater. Moir’s great record of scor-
ing includes twenty-five points made
against Pitt during a game in his sopho-
more year.

Maker of Coaches

Mr. Luisetti is quite modest about
his playing ability. He says that when
this year is over he is going to throw his
shoes into a locker and forget about the

game. No professional basketball, says
Hank. He proclaims further that he:
didn’t know anything about the game
when he hit Stanford. has learned every- ‘
thing in his four-year college career and
is willing to let it go at that. He says|
John Bunn taught him everything he\
knows and that Howie Turner fed him'
the easy ones so he could run up all‘
those points. ‘

Mr. Turner was not around to com- |
ment but Mr. Bunn could be reached for
a statement. Mr. Bunn is a frank man
and an honest man, tending to be a trifle

on the ironic side. I

“You remember those great baseball
teams Connie Mack used to have when
he won all those pennants?” asks Mr.
Bunn. “Well, then you'll remember
those other Connie Mack teams when he
waved that score card of his just as hard
as ever and the Athletics were in last
place for about ten years all the same.
I've had Stanford on trips for several
years back and if we won three out of
ten we were lucky. So do you want to
know something? I'll let you in on a
little secret. Hank Luisetti is the young
man who made a coach out of John
Bunn. He’'d make a coach out of any-
body.”
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WILL THE LITTLE FELLOW

SLEEP o= CQUGH

Because It Acts
Locally and
Internally

Night coughing due to colds is mighty
hard on youngsters. They can’t get up
the choky phlegm. Depend on Piso’s,
Its 2-way action - - local and internal
--gives “first-spoonful” relief.

LOCALLY, Piso’s special combination
of ingredients clings to the throat,
quickly soothes and relaxes irritated

membranes that bring on coughing.

INTERNALLY, Piso’s stimulates flow
of normal throat secretions to loosen
phlegm and help clear air passages.
For coughs due to colds of both chil-
dren and adults, ask your druggist for
mula Piso’s

a bottle of 9 35¢
(pit-s0'8). plso 60¢
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Have You An Hour

A Day to Spare?

HEN look into this Club of ours—

there is a place for you. Yes, and
the best chance ever to earn extra
dollars. Our booklet called ““An Ad-
venture in Dollars and Cents” will
tell you how to make money too! It
has a message for new members who
join us this month. I do hope you'll
be one of them. Write today, sending
a card or letser to

Margaret Clarke
Secretary, Pin Money Club
Collier’s Weekly, Dept. 43
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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(FALEC TEET

Wear Them with Comfort
Though Mouth Tissues Change

Age or illness makes the flesh of the face
waste away, and causes similar changes in the
mouth tissue on which you rely to keep your
dental plate in place.

It pays to have your dentist check up on
changing mouth conditions which cause loose
plates. He fitted your plate in the first place—
now let him refit it by ‘‘rebasing’’ or “relin-
ing’’ it.

Daily, when plates roek, slide, drop down,
cause hissing speech, faulty mastication and
other false teeth embarrassments you have a real
friend in FASTEETH, the new alkaline powder.
Holds artificial teeth tight allday. No gummy,
pasty taste or feeling. No denture g==Zmr
breath. Get FASTEETH at any byl
drug store. Accept no substitute.
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said thickly. “Stabbed in de back!”

In four strides Lee was at Kenman’s
side. He laid his hand on the man’s
shoulder, looking for a moment at the
bronze handle of a heavy knife whose
blade had been buried in Harper Ken-
man’s heart. He shook Kenman's inert
form. “This man is dead!” he an-
nounced. “Dead as hell!”

Forgetting his wounded arm, James
Lee reached for the telephone. . . .

Within three minutes the siren of a
police car wailed to silence in front of
Kenman'’s residence.

James Lee spoke to Walter Shore.
“Front door locked?”

“Yes, Mr. Lee.”

“Open the door. Let the police in.”

Voices in the hallway. “Here, this
door to your right,” Walter Shore di-
rected.

Two police officers came into the li-
brary. James Lee introduced himself.
He pointed to the dead man. “Mr. Ken-
man has been murdered,” he said.

Sergeant Scott nodded toward Moy
Hop. “What’s that Chink doing with the
gun there?” he asked.

“Working for me. . . . One of you
officers take over for him, will you?”
Then to Moy Hop, “Bring me a glass of
water,” he said in Cantonese.

Moy Hop left the library, to return in
a moment with a silver tray on which
rested a glass of water. “Could I get
you a glass of wine?”

“Thank you, no.” James Lee gulped
his glass of water and again reached for
the telephone. He called Leslie Wag-
ner’s residence. “Were you successful?”
he asked when he heard Wagner’s voice.

“Yes.”

“Quick work. Come over to Kenman’s
residence right away.” Lowering his
voice so that no one in the room might
hear, “Bring the bracelet with you,” he
whispered. “Get that?”

“I heard you,” Wagner answered. “T’ll
see you in five minutes.”

COINCIDENT with Leslie Wagner’s
arrival, Lieutenant Ward of the
homicide squad and two plain-clothes
men reached the Kenman residence.

Entering the library, Lieutenant Ward
nodded to Sergeant Scott. Then, seeing
James Lee, whose arm at the moment
was being bandaged by Walter Shore,
“Who got you, Mr. Lee?” he asked.

“I don't know,” James Lee said.

Lieutenant Ward spoke to one of his
men. ‘“Take my car and get a surgeon
over here from Emergency for Mr. Lee.”
Turning to James Lee, “Kenman dead?”

“He’s dead,” James Lee replied.

To another man, “Phone the coroner,”
Lieutenant Ward directed. “Then get
old Hoofprints up here with his camera.
... You got any ideas, Mr. Lee?”

Walter Shore had completed his first
aid. With Shore’s help James Lee got
his wounded arm into the sleeve of his
coat before he replied. “Yes,” he said
to Lieutenant Ward. With his right hand
James Lee reached into his vest pocket
and pulled out a slip of paper. “Four-
teen C O 15,” he read aloud. '

“What’s that?” Ward asked.

“It's the classification on the fingers of
somebody’s left hand—the Wagner jewel
robbery. . . . Lieutenant, do you know
Mr. Wagner here? He’s the proprietor
of the jewelry store.”

“I’'ve met Mr. Wagner,” Lieutenant
Ward said.

“I'm working for him,” James Lee an-
nounced.

Ward smiled grimly. “Good luck—
but what about this dead man here?
What have you got on this job?”

Without replying at the moment,

The Eye of Heaven

Continued from page 29

James Lee turned and let his slow glance
range from Jelvik to Battley. He smiled
significantly at Moy Hop.

Jelvik muttered an incoherent oath.
Scowling sideways at the man, Battley
suddenly snarled at him. “Damn your
eyes, Jelvik! Hold it, you blighter!”

Now, answering Lieutenant Ward's
question, “I haven’t anything definite—
so far.” James Lee lighted a cigarette.
“l may get you something—in a few
minutes.”

When the ash on his cigarette was a
quarter of an inch long, James Lee
reached for a sheet of note paper that
lay on the desk. He flicked the cigarette
ash upon this paper. For a moment with
the index finger of his right hand he
ground the cigarette ash into a fine pow-
der. He folded the notepaper, collecting
the ash in the grooved trough of the fold.
He reached across the desk then for the
silver tray on which Moy Hop had
brought him the glass of water. Over a
spot on the polished surface of the tray
where the faint print of Moy Hop’s
thumb had dimmed the luster of the
polished metal, he shook half of the pul-
verized cigarette ash. Delicately, with a
silk handkerchief he brushed the ciga-
rette ash back and forth over the thumb-
print for a moment. Then, with an
eight-power lens he inspected the faint
pattern that the gray ash had revealed.
“Fourteen,” he said half aloud.

“0Old Hoofprints will be here in a few
minutes, Mr. Lee,” Lieutenant Ward

suggested. “He’s got all the gear for
that work.”
James Lee smiled at Lieutenant

Ward. “Thank you,” he said. He turned
the silver tray bottom up and on the
faint oval areas where the brilliant silver
had been dulled by three fingers of Moy
Hop’s left hand he shook the remains of
the pulverized cigarette ash. After a
concentrated inspection he put his lens
back in his pocket and pushed the silver
tray away from him. “Fourteen C O 15.”

To Lieutenant Ward, “You may ar-
rest Moy Hop for the Wagner robbery,”
he said. More distinctly in the turmoil
of voices that suddenly filled the long
room, “Bring Moy Hop over here. It is
probable that he will also confess the
murder of Harper Kenman.”

James Lee turned quickly to Leslie

Wagner. “Let me have the Cuboni
bracelet, please,” he said.

When Moy Hop faced James Lee,
speaking Cantonese, “There is a last step
to every journey,” James Lee said. “You
are the thief for whom we search! You
killed your master! Confess!”

Moy Hop was silent. There were beads
of perspiration on his brow.

“Look!” James Lee continued. He
reached into his vest pocket and tossed
the eight-carat rectangular paste dia-
mond that he had borrowed from Wag-
ner’s collection on the desk in front of
Moy Hop. “You boasted of your mem-
ory—but here you slipped. The original
of this stone is nowhere in this bracelet.
You remembered it, however, not from
the bracelet—but from the other tro-
phies of your theft.”

AFTER a pause: “My master forced
me to the evil deed,” Moy Hop said.
“First the opium that we brought in—he
gave me not one cent of my share—then
the jewels. And still I served in poverty.”

“Where are the jewels?”

“I have them—here.” From a twisted
silk girdle that he wore next to his skin,
Moy Hop produced the jewelry and the
unset gems that he had stolen.

There were five seconds of silence.
Then, “I killed the man,” Moy Hop con-
fessed. “He was a genius of evil enter-
prise. I was his humble servant.”

“Right!” James Lee turned to Lieu-
tenant Ward. ‘“Moy Hop killed Ken-
man. He's ready to go with you.”

Speaking pidgin, “Policee man no
ketchum Moy Hop,” the killer contra-
dicted. “Moy Hop go now; stay long
time.” He whipped out a short-barreled
.38. The first shot reached his heart. “A
last step to every journey,” he whis-
pered, smiling at James Lee until the
sardonic grin of death replaced his smile.

In the silence that followed the shot,
“Well, damn my eyes!” Battley grated.
“MTr. Lee, that murd’rous devil is prob’ly
the blighter that winged you!”

James Lee nodded wearily. “No doubt
of it, Battley,” he said. Then, to Lieu-
tenant Ward, “I'm sorry, Lieutenant—
my foot slipped a bit on this job.” He
looked down at the dead Moy Hop.
“Poor devil—perhaps he has regained
the Middle Pathway.”

# . .an' lately he was all-a-time complaining . ..
this didn’t suit him . . . that didn't suit him .. ."”

JAY IRVING J
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Bat Out of Hell

Continued from page 26

...up...too far! A scream from the
stand. A tearing, ripping sound. The
black slug had shot over the rim.

“He started to climb too late,” Barr
said.

The news beat us to the top. No
fatalities. One broken arm. It didn’t
seem to bother Sandy. ‘“What was the
matter?” she asked me.

“They started to climb too late.”

“No, no, no. What happened to you?”
she asked impatiently. “Don’t you real-
ize you've got to beat Kivian? Where
did you brake?”

She listened and then said to Sid, “I
want to speak to you,” and took him
aside. We listened to the returns.
Kivian had not been able to beat his
record. The sled before us had pushed
off. Sandy came back with Sid’s goggles
but without Sid.

“Where is he?” 1 asked impatiently,
for it was time to line up.

“On his way to the Whiteface stand,”
Sandy said. “I'm taking his place.”

“But why?” Barr asked. “You've re-
fused all along on account of your
weight.”

“Weight isn’t everything,” she said.
“I'm riding. I think ['ve deserved it.”

SHE looked indomitable standing there
like that. The name of that statue
came back to me. The Winged Victory,
of course. Well, she was due her thrill
as reward, and there wasn't time to
argue, anyway. The loud-speaker was
announcing us, “Bat Out of Hell on the

line. . .. Track clear. . ..”
“You shoving, Sandy?” I asked.
“Certainly, I'm shoving. . . . And you're
steering . . . for your life.” Simultane-

ously came the sled’s surge. In an
instant the Bat was dropping like some-
thing that lightning had taken for a
taxi.

Eyrie slapped me in the face before it
was possible. But I took it right and we
tore around and down into the straight-
away again with a roar that went up

your spine. She'll get her thrill.
I thought. Despite the wind stream, I
could hear Sandy stroking . . . one, two,

bob! ... one, two, bob! . .. And at each
bob the Bat hurled us faster still, down
the polished groove.

Suddenly Whiteface reared its hair-
pin threat ahead. A comet corner with
a wall as high as a house. I'd never hit
the blue Gibraltar at this speed. As I
caught the yellow disk, I shouted
“Brake!”

But no brakes answered. No time to
think, only to steer. The sled projec-
tiled frantically toward the rim. I had
a blurred glimpse of brown—the stands
—and zoomed headlong back into the
straight with madly increased momen-
tum. My heart settled back in place,
and a fire poured along my taut nerves.
We were through by the grace of God.
But why no brakes? Had they jammed?
What would happen at Shady Corner?

I gripped the wheel. I mustn’t let on
to panic. And all at once | became
aware of ... one, two, bob! . . . one, two,
bob! As if we weren't going fast enough!
Sandy must be mad.

The track crossed a cliff and I could
look into the valley a thousand feet be-
low. A control tower pinged by. Iknew
that place. Shady Corner in a moment.
“Brake!” I yelled. “Brake!”

No brakes. Instead came that swing-
ing command . . . one, two, bob! .. . one,
two, bob! Were they all insane?

With a hammering roar we were hurled
up the twenty-foot wall. For a millionth
of a second one runner paralleled the
rim and the white faces watching. But
the blue disk flashed and we were in the

trough again. Saved by some miracle
of the engineers.

This straightaway was velvet-covered
lightning. The Bat threw herself down
it at maximum speed. And yet still I
heard that maddening one, two, bob! . ..
one, two, bob! It was beyond something
to curse at. All my blood and body
semed to flow to a point ahead. Zigzag.
But I felt calm, as if already dead. 1
knew no sled could manage the terrific
one-two of those left and right turns at
that speed. As we lurched downward
into the stomach-lifting fall that was to
send us into that hellish razzle-dazzle, it
was habit that made me yell for brakes.
I didn’t expect them. Dimly I heard a
voice, Barr’s, screaming ‘“‘Brake! Brake!
Damn you . .. Brake!"

It was all instinct now, all training
now. The furious shock drove us high.
Habit and hell contended for my wheel.
I just sat there, braced, while the sled
shot from the smooth bore of the left
wall. The ice jumped away. The oppo-
site wall caught us. Again the sled tried
to escape into the air, the trees. The
world seemed to turn cover, blindingly
white. I felt that sickening skid and
squeezed the wheel . . . and there, over
us, was the sky, where it ought to be.
We were still on the track. Still burn-
ing through the air. Out. Safe. . . .
Crossing the line. And then, then, I felt
the brakes go on, heard them tear the
ice and bring us to a stop.

“Thank God!” Barr groaned and
drooped limply on my shoulder. I
crawled out from under the wheel in a
daze. Far away a hoarse voice called,
“Bat Out of Hell. 50.77 seconds.”

It didn’t penetrate at first. Then I
knew. Someone ran up and began
pounding me on the back. Others
swarmed up, and I fought them off on
my way to Sandy. There was something
I had to ask.

She’d taken off her goggles and the
wind tossed the gold of her hair. “Good
work, Sam! We did it! We did it!” she
said.

“And how!” I said, trying to speak
slowly. “What was the matter? Brakes
stuck?”

“Of course not!”

“Then you did that on purpose?”

“Why, of course! And we won, didn’t
we?”

“Thanks,” I said.

I TWISTED away into the crowd and

bumped into Kivian. He started to
congratulate me. It made me sick. I
broke through the last ring of fools, and
there stood Hannah! The sight of her
calmed me some. “I thought you weren't
coming, Han.” I said.

“I had to, Sam,” she said. Her face
was very pale.

“Why, you're crying.” I said.

“Sup ... suppose you had been killed,”
she said, and turned so that I shouldn’t
see her.

I swung her around to me and held her
so that the tears wouldn't freeze on her
cheeks. Or maybe for another reason.
“Why, you poor chipmunk, killing’s all
I deserve,” 1 said. 1 didn’t care who saw
us there, but soon she began pulling
away.

“I mustn’t keep you from Sandy,"” she
said.

“Sandy and I don’t live in the same
world, Han,” I said. “I had to die to find
it out. I was dead for fifty seconds. But
now I’m resurrected, sweetheart. And
if all the reports are true, this must be
heaven.”

It was wonderful looking into her
eyes, deeper, and deeper. “They . ..
they are true, Sam,” she said.

THRILLER
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MURDER that crawled into a medical laboratory in the guise of
healing science, and, coiled menacingly among the test tubes and
retorts, paralyzed with terror the staff of a great hospital till one
fearless man and the woman he loved risked their lives to save those

of their colleagues—

That is the story Theodora DuBois writes in "Crime in White,” the
chilling, baffling mystery novel that appears complete in the January
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coming. And it seemed that he'd known,
always, that it had to come.

“I caught Sharron’s work, and I think
she’s a good bet,” Carlisle said quietly.
“T’'ve got a spot I can put her in—unless
you’ve got her under contract.”

“Why, I thought the whole band was
going.” Low, husky words. “Tony, I
wouldn’t have done this to you for any-
thing.”

He said, “Skip it,” his dark eyes go-

ing from her face to Carlisle’s. “What
about the band?”
Carlisle shook his head. “Sorry.”

“That lets the band out. What kind
of a spot have you got for—for her?”

“Benny Marks needs a vocalist.”

Benny Marks! Carlisle had known,
damn him, what that name would do.

i He'd casually tossed the key to the mint

between them, and now all he had to
do was wait. A name band against a
bunch of drunks: the big time against
the bushes; the Royal Bowl against a
remodeled skating rink. . . .

“But I couldn’t,”” Sharron said in a
swift, choked voice. “I couldn’t leave
the band.”

*“That's up to you,"” Carlisle answered.

He was smart. Tony thought. too
smart, and he had everything on his
side. They were both looking at him
now—waiting.
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“No.” Tony's hand trembled against
her arm. “You're not staying. Can’t you
see that, Sharron? This is your big
chance: this is the way up.”

“But we’d planned, remember? We'd
promxsed to Sthk together till the break
came.’

“This won't change anything.” Tony
said huskily. “We’ll be up there one of
these days, and you can come back to
my band. You've got to go, Sharron;
if you don't it’ll always be between us.”

“Maybe it wouldn't be for long.” She
looked away. “Your chance'll come,
you—"

He met Carlisle’s gray eyes, 1mcru-

\
i table behind shimmering lenses. “When
! do you want her?”
‘ “I'm dr1vmg back tonight; she can
ride with me/
“Right!” He managed a smile.

| “Come on, I'll help you pack, Sharron.”

BITTER bright moments then, rushing
swiftly away. They laughed. too
| much, and jammed things into her worn
\bag He kept the strained smile and
tried to talk, but she was already far-
i away. She was thinking of the Royal
Bowl, of smart crowds, of lights and
laughter, of Benny Marks’ suave music.
Tony walked down the hall with
them Carlisle turned to offer his hand.
“You play a lot of trumpet, son, but
’ that isn t enough. The saxes are weak,
and .
‘ “1 know.” Tony interrupted: 'it’s
 corny. ” The faint light caught the un-
smiling planes of his face. “You told
me. I've got a corny band; let it go at
| that.”

Carlisle nodded soberly. “The car’s
parked near the corner. I'll go ahead.”
He walked swiftly away, his heels strik-
ing hollow echoes from the walk.

“You shouldn’t have done that, Tony;
you might make him mad.”

“I'm not askin’ him for a thing.” The
fixed grin pulled at his lips. “Okay, you
tell him I'm sorry.”

The moment stretched thin and sweet
between them. He knew there should
be words for this, light and funny words.
but he had only a tight ache in his
throat. How do you put memories, and
music, and the thing that’s tangled up
in your life into a phrase? How do you
say goodby?

Continued from page 15

“Maybe I shouldn't go.” She stirred
restlessly. “I'm not sure, Tony. Maybe
I won't go over. Maybe I ought to stay
with you and the band. Maybe—" her
head dropped. “Maybe you can’t treat
love this way.”

He swallowed. cupped his palm un-
der her chin. “Why not, hon? We’ll be
together before long. You'll be a ter-
rific hit. I'm the lucky guy, I'm goin’ to
marry you, and you'll sing in my band
for nothing.”

“Sure, Tony. But I'm—I'm afraid
something will happen to us.”

“He’s waiting.”

“Look. T'll write every day. I'll tell
you all about everything, and I'll . . .”

He kissed her, holding her close for
a long moment, and then pushed her
gently toward the door. She ran, her
voice coming back to him out of the

night, “I'll write. . ..”

AWEEK later the Pavilion manager
called Tony to the office. “You're a

nice guy,” he said, *but . ..”

“I know.” The stiffness was riding
Tony's shoulders again. “We're through.”

“Yes. Tonight.” The manager turned
to his paper.

The band folded a week later.

The Billboard and The Downbeat
each mentioned it, and Sharron's let-
ters were full of questions. The floor
around the table in Tony’s bedroom was
littered with false starts before he
finally wrote. “. .. I'm starting a new
band, but I've come to the conclusion
that I need a little more experience. I'm
going to play first trumpet with Hamp-
ton's outfit. Glad to hear that you're
going over big, but I knew you
would. . . .”

First trumpet for Hampton. The road
again. Hampton, sleek and smiling, tak-

"Is he gentle? 1 want to make a pet of him"

This is My Love Song

ing the bows with a top hat canted over
one ear like a second-rate Ted Lewis.
Hampton at rehearsal, saying smugly:
“They want swing. Oke, we’ll give ’em
swing. You, Tony, you're workin’ for
me now, not runnin’ a hay-circuit band.
Let’s see you take off on this chorus.”

And Tony, hot-eyed and thinner now,
dropped his cigarette and obeyed. He
played hot, improvising, while the grin
crept up into Hampton'’s eyes.

“That’s the way, guy, stick around
and you’ll be a musician yet.”

Tony kept his eyes on the music.
There was an answer for that too, an
answer he'd known for a Iong time. At
a lunch counter, that night, with the
drummer, he put some of it into words.

“You can’t call that stuff swing. Not
the way he plays it. Look. There's
Goodman, and Harris, and plenty of
others that do play swing, but they
don’t use stock orchestrations and they
don’t beat your ears in with brass.”

The drummer spooned sugar into his
coffee. “Yeah, maybe you're right.”

“You know I'm right. Listen to any
name band. They'll mix it up. Swing,
sure, but the kind people can dance
to without running. More melody, more
strings.”

“That's a funny way for a trumpet
man to talk.” The drummer dropped a
dime on the counter and left.

Hampton called a rehearsal for the
next afternoon. There was an odd
bright light in his eyes, and his lips were
thin. He stopped in front of Tony. “I
wanted to tell you guys something. I
just found out we're not so good. Too
much brass for one thing.” His eyes
never left Tony'’s face. “We beat their
ears in. How do you like that?”

No one moved or spoke.

“You, Montana, what do you think?

R
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Maybe we ought to feature the saxes
or maybe the strings?”’

“I wouldn’t know,” Tony said quietly.
“But I think maybe you’d better get a
new first trumpet; you’re going to need
one.”

“I already got one.” Hampton jerked
a thumb at the door. “Out, guy. When
1 want help from hay-shakers I'll ask
for it.”

Train fare took part of Tony's money.
and Mamma Sack took most of the rest
before she puffed up the stairs ahead of
him.

“I ain’t had a trumpet in the house
for a month.” She stopped on the third-
floor landing for breath., and then led
the way down a dark hall. ‘“Here’s your
room. Two clean towels a week, and the
bath’s two doors down. Remember, no
jam sessions after ten o’clock.”

He wrote Sharron that afternoon:

. I'll pick up the gang I need soon,
and then . ..”

HERE was one chair in the room. one

small window. Tony sat there a long
time, that night, with the muted
trumpet in his lap. Then he played.
Blue music, soft and haunting, that said
the things he could never write.

Sharron’s song. Slow, dusky music
that stirred a longing. Blues. Bits of
remembered songs, and a fragment of
his own, low and sweet. that seemed to
crowd the tiny room. Again and again.
that night and the nights that followed.
he came back to that theme. He saw
her best then.

Two weeks, and he was playing with
a five-piece night-club band. He liked
that job, for the manager didn’t care
what or how they played as long as
there was music. Music to keep a few
people dancing, to cover the laughter.
the click of dice and chips, and the pat-
ter of the dealers that filtered through
from the back room.

A coffee-money job, but he liked it.
And there was time, every day. to fool
with Sharron’s song. Yes, Sharron’s, for
it had never been anything else.

The police ended that when, on a busy
Saturday night, they used axes on the
crap tables, and loaded most of the
staff into patrol wagons.

The raid was a week-old memory
when her letter came. “. .. This is hard
to say. I was afraid, Tony, and now I
know I’'m right. You can't treat love this
way. Dreams aren’t enough. ['ve got
to think of my career. I think that
Benny Marks and 1. ..

TONY used a lot of paper, but the
words were flat and trite. He tried.
again and again, and in the end he didn’t
write at all.

That night he finished the song. Her
song. A smoky melody, blue and husky.
torn from the somber rhythm of life it-
self; melody, as old as longing. as new
as pain, caught in the brazen throat of
a muted trumpet . . .

His money lasted just a week. His
bags went first, then his suits, and all
but two of his shirts. Mamma Sack was
waiting, each time, when he came back
from the pawnshop, and most of the
money melted into her fat hands.

Then Carlisle sent for him. Mamma
Sack was waiting with the news when
Tony came in. “He called up twice. I
told him you’d be down there in the
morning.”

The stiffness touched Tony’s face.
“Thanks.”

“Maybe he’s got a job for vou—"

“Maybe.” Tony went past her to the
stairs.

He heard the violins as he reached the
second floor and stopped to listen. They
were playing Sharron’s song, his song,
playing it sweet and smooth and slow.

He whistled softly and ran then,
pausing in his room only long enough to
snatch his trumpet.

Collier's for J

The smoky thrum of a guitar and!
the velvet-smooth voice of a clarinet
blended with the violins as Tony reached
the fourth floor. He brought the trumpet
to his lips, picked up the melody es the
violins drifted into the chorus.

A half moment later the first violin
stopped. and a door slapped violently |
open. “Hey!” The cheerful voice rang
down the hall. “Come on in. We been
waitin’ for you.”

Tony said, “Coming.” :

There were four men in the room, on
the bed, on the single chair. and on the
floor. They nodded. and a tall man
shook sandy hair out of his eyes and
used his violin bow as a pointer.

“That’'s Murphy on the bed with the
stick. Joe Bordan plays the other fiddle.
and Mark O’Hara’s the guy with the
guitar. I'm Louis Vinci. and we're all
that’s left of Jock Hutchison's band.”
He smiled easily, quickly, and it seemed
to light his whole face. “We been kick-

ing that piece of yours around. What '

do you call it?”

“You Can’t Treat Love This Way.”
There was a warm friendliness about
these men that Tony liked.

Murphy said, “Swell.
stuff.”

Vinci tucked his violin under his chin.
“It's your number, fella: how do you
want to try it?"

“I'll take the first four bars.”
answered quickly. “Then you come in.
and the others can pick it up after that.
Okay?"”

“Plenty okay, boy: swing out.”

That's

HE girl in the reception room sent

Tony into Carlisle’s office without
waiting, and Carlisle said, “Hello, son."
in his quiet voice and came around the
desk to shake hands.

“Mamma Sack said you wanted to see
me?”’

“Yes. Phil Howley—I handle his
booking—wired me to ship him a first-
trumpet man. somebody who can really
give out. I thought of you.”

Tony said, “Sorry. I had a month with
Hampton. and that’s plenty of New Or-
leans stui. for me. I don’t like this
blasting.”

“What are you doing now?"

“Nothing,” Tony answered
bornly.
ing it my way at least.”

Carlisle’s eyes brushed over him, and '

Tony knew that the things he'd tried to
hide weren’t hidden at all: the broken
shoes. the frayed cuffs. the shirt he'd
washed himself. . . .

“Things been breaking tough?"
lisle asked gently.

“Well?”

“T've got a little job for you.”

“If this is a gag I'll—"

“It isn’t.” Carlisle studied his shoe
tips. “An old friend of mine, a Dutch-
man, owns a beer garden out on the Base
Line Road. He came in yesterday to

Car-

try and hire a band. I thought you could ‘
pick up a few boys and fill in till I can |

find him something else.”

“I might be able to.”” There was still
a question in Tony’s dark eyes.

“Fine. This is an advance to—"

“Never mind.” Tony interrupted. “I'll
collect from the Dutchman. What's his
address, and when does he want us?”

An hour later Tony was talking ear-
nestly to the four men who roomed
above him. Vinci nodded sokerly when
he had finished.

“I told these guys our luck was in.
O’Hara, you run down an’ see if you
can scare up Joe: we're goin’ to need
him on the piano.” He grinned at Tony.
“This guy spanks a lot of keys.”

They had one brief rehearsal that
afternoon, and then crowded into Vinci's
small sedan to arrive at the beer garden
just at seven.

Somehow. they got through that night.
and after the crowd had gone they

got :

Tony

stub- ‘
“Not a damn’ thing. but I'm do- |
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worked for hours. Slowly, the rough
edges came off, and the instruments
blended into a smoothly functioning
unit.

They had stopped for coffee when
Vinci asked, “How about that piece of
yours?”

“I don’t want to plug it,” Tony an-
swered seriously. “I'll make an arrange-
ment, and we can use it as a theme.”

Vinci drained his cup. “Swell. We
haywired this band together, but we
got to have somebody out in front wav-
ing the stick. You got us. the job, you
had the music. and you had a band once.
How about it?”

“I'd like it swell.” Tony's eyes went
from one face to another and then he
got to his feet. “My first band was
corny, and flopped. I've been doing a lot
of thinking since then, and I've got a lot
of ideas I'll want to try.”

“You're doing the talking, Tony.”

“Say we have two guitars, and put
them close to the mikes where they
background the music. Then the violins,
the piano, base, and the boom-chick
rhythm on the drums. Swing stuff, but
a relaxed swing without any brass but
my trumpet. That gives you an idea.”

Vinci looked at the others, and then
at Tony. “It won’t cost a dime to try.”

MONTH then, while the scant crowds

gradually thickened. and their style
became a liquid, flowing thing. Three
drummers worked with them before
Tony found a man who could supply the
subtle rhythm to blend with the strings
and the throb of the guitar. Smoldering,
sullen rhythm. felt rather than heard,
that added depth and color and pulled
more couples to the dance floor.

The Dutchman’s pale eyes beamed.
He put up a new sign, and added more
tables. Tony waited another month, and
then went into the Dutchman’s office at
closing time.

The old man smiled at him.
want more money, no?”’

“That’s it. I want to put more men in
the band.”

“That’s okay, the business will stand
it, but how long will you stay here? You
might go away tomorrow, and then where
will I be?”

Tony leaned against the desk, looked
down into the old man’s worried eyes.

“I’ll sign a contract for three months if
you want it that way.”

“No-o0, your word is good enough for
me. I tell you. Tomorrow we close up,
and I will put ads in all the papers. I
raise the prices, and have the place
fixed up. New tables, new bar, new
dance floor. Maybe we make some
money, no?”

Tony grinned, and they shook hands.

Then, for the first time in two months,
Tony had a chance to listen to Benny
Marks’ broadcast. There was a new
vocalist on the program, a girl with a
personality voice—light and sweet—
who took most of the bright numbers
Benny seemed to be featuring. Sharron
had only two songs.

Tony wondered about that. while her
husky song went on and on in his mind.
Wondered about it through the night;
and even through the rehearsals it was
there, close to the surface, a question
without an answer.

He added another guitar and a sec-
ond piano to the band. He and Vinci
perspired over new orchestrations. The
opening night came with a rush.

The band went over.

A columnist mentioned the band on
three successive days. Others, on the
amusement beat, dropped in to listen,
and they too wrote about “swellegant
swing.”" One of the smaller radio sta-
tions put them on a sustaining program.
and Sharron’s song went on the air for
the first time.

There was no announcement.

“You

Just

| the tinkling pianos, the soft, sad cry of

muted violins. the chick-chick of the
drums. and then the trumpet: rich and
blue and haunting, filled with a longing
older than man.

Vinci stayed behind, that night, after
the rest of the band had gone. “Carlisle
was here again, Tony. That’s the third
time this week. an’' each time he brings
a different guy.”

“Yes. I talked to him. He's booking
us when we’re through here.”

“Where are we goin’?”

“He’s not sure yet. Why worry, Vinci?
We're pulling the white-tie trade in this
place: we can't miss in a real spot. We've
got the band.”

Vinci nibbled his lower lip. ‘“Yeah,
that's what I'm gettin® at, Tony. We got
the band, and we got the trio. Then
there’s two of the boys taking the vocals
on the other stuff. That's okay—but we
need a gal!”

“So that’s it. Look, fella, we'll get a
girl when we have to. All right?”

Vinci stood up. “You're running the
band.”

Carlisle called Tony at noon the next
day. “I can put youin the Gold Room
at the Hopkins. What do you say?”

“We'll take it.”

“You open there on the twenty-fifth,
three days after you finish at the Dutch-
man’s—but you have to have a girl in
the band. Okay?”

“Right.” Tony put the phone to-
gether and stood there a long time be-
fore he said, “The Gold Room!” in a
strangled whisper. ‘“Hey, Vinci, we get
the Gold Room! The Gold Room!”

The days telescoped into one an-
other, bright and breathless. Too short,
hurried days. Rehearsals, auditions,
hours spent working over new arrange-
ments. Record crowds at the Dutch-
man’s the final week, and the flurry of
moving to the Gold Room—the Big
Time.

Impressive.. the Gold Room. even in
the sharp light of day. Dull gold walls,
mirrored ceiling, empty tables. Tony's
lips were dry when he stood in the door
for the first time. Empty? No, for the
great and the near great had played
here. and the shadowy reaches of the
room seemed to be watching. listening.

“Come on.” Tony said jerkily, “we’ve
got work to do.”

Vinci touched his arm. “Tony. how
about the gal? You turned down plenty
of them, and we open—"

“I called Carlisle this morning.”

HARRON came that afternoon. Tony

turned at the sound of her voice, and
knew in that first instant that time
hadn't helped. The fierce longing was
still there.

“Mr. Carlisle sent me.” she said sim-
ply. “He said you needed a vocalist.”

That phrase snapped the spell, and
bleak anger swelled up inside him. The
dry. dull ache came back to his throat,
and he seemed to see again the chill
words from her last letter, *“. . . I've got
to think of my career.”

“Yes. I do,” Tony said flatly, and
turned to face the band. “Meet Sharron
O'Day. the career girl. She works the
top, and with her here we’re a cinch to
click.”

She might not have heard. for only
her eyes changed. She waited. quietly,
one hand going to the bright scarf caught
around her throat.

Throughout that day and the next he
worked her without mercy. He spoke
directly to her only when it was neces-
sary, and then in a clipped, impersonal
voice. The wall between them reared
higher and higher.

The band felt it too. and things went
badly. Tony fought for hours to get the
smoothness he wanted—the bright, easy
lilt. and failed. Finally he spread his
hands in disgust.

“That’s all for now,” he said sharply.
“Eat and get back in an hour. We'll get

this if it takes all night. You, O'Hara,
stop dragging that . . .” He dropped his
hands. *“Let it go, I'll see you in an
hour.”

The others had gone when Vinci came
to Tony’s side. “What’s wrong? Some-
thing’s bothering you, and it’s giving us
all the jumps.”

“There’s nothing wrong,” Tony lied.

He found Sharron in the Coffee Shop.
She looked up, brown eyes heavy upon
his black ones.

“Your contract.” He placed the folded
paper beside her plate. “This calls for
the same money Benny Marks paid you
so you won't lose anything by working
for me.”

She looked away suddenly, and then
gathered up purse and gloves. “No,
thanks, Tony, I can’t take it.”

“What do you mean?”

“Just that, I can’t take it.”

“Why not, isn’t this your career?”

SHE winced as though he had struck
her. “I—I rate that. Carlisle tried to
warn me, but I laughed at him. I was
so sure.” Her eyes were very bright,
and her lips quivered. “Well, you’ve
had your laugh.”

“Aren’t you being a little dramatic?”

“You sent me away, remember? Your
letters all said the same thing—you were
busy, you might have a new band,
you . ..” She swallowed. “It took me
a long time to get it, but I did finally.
You were dusting me off, and I was
only hurting myself hanging onto some-
thing I couldn’t have, so I tried to break
it cleanly. I have some pride too. Then
I tried to get that letter out of the box.
I couldn’t, but I thought you'd write. 1
thought you'd come and see that Benny
Marks was fat and bald and ugly. . . .”

“Sharron!” He walked toward her,
through a wall that vanished suddenly
in the misty brightness of her smile.

“Tony.1...”

He caught her hand. “Come on, hon,
come on. We've got plenty to do.”

“Yes, Tony.” She was smiling, and
fumbling for a handkerchief as she ran
to match his swinging stride.

Opening night. Flowers and lights
and laughter and music. The stiff black
and white of dinner jackets and tails,
and the flowing color of smart gowns.
Good food, matchless service, and hours
of dancing.

Then the broadcast. A red light glow-
ing on the control board, and the an-
nouncer saying simply: ‘“The band.”

Music swelling up from the tinkle of
the pianos. The smoky thrum of the gui-
tars, the boom-chick-chick of the drums,
the lovely mellow voice of the clarinets.
Their theme, dusky, low, and haunting.
That, for thirty seconds and then the an-
nouncer said: “The voice.”

Spotlights, two of them, slashing
down. Sharron, a slender figure in ivory,
head tipped back, singing. Her eyes
were closed, and a hush held the room
while the words seemed to catch in her
throat, seemed to be clouded with hurt
longing.

“The trumpet!”

Full. golden, and rich, the magic of
the muted trumpet touched the words,
as Tony joined Sharron at the micro-
phone, and tinted them with depth and
glowing color.

A moment. The song was through,
the announcer saying, ‘“‘Presenting some-
thing new in music. America, meet Mr.
and Mrs. Swingcopation.”

The spotlights winked out, and there
was just a secand before the amber glow
of the room lights penetrated the gloom.
Tony touched Sharron’s arm.

“Like we'd planned,” he said huskily.

“Yes, Tony. She was close. He
cupped his hand under her chin and she
said. “Tony! They’'ll see. .. .”

“Let ’em!” He kissed her then, and
her lips were warm and sweet, like music
that went on forever.



“I'm afraid she does.”

“You know—kidding about myself . ..
well, I'm scared that she’s got a sort of
hunch that the mayor will meet me and
that I'll be escorted up Fifth Avenue
by the Seventh Regiment, and that
they’ll have to put a police guard around
Mother Hubbard’s boardinghouse to
keep out the producers who want me to
autograph a lot of dotted lines.”

* Tiny chuckled. “She isn’t as dumb as

you think. Eddie. And she’s like a kid
with her first toy. I'm betting that what-
ever she sees and whatever she does
will look like dreams come true. You
see, me lad, there are things concerned
herewith that even you don’t under-
stand.” Tiny looked up, saw Linda,
smiled and said, “Gorgeous! You look
like a million, Linda.”

“And feel frightened to death.”

THEY sped across the Jersey meadows,
whirled toward Jersey City, and then
plunged into a tunnel. “You are now
beneath the famous Hudson River,” an-
nounced Eddie. “When next the train
stops you will be at the Pennsylvania
Station in the city of New York, popula-
tion considerable. Hats on, please.”

Linda’s eyes were wide open and
dancing. The two men watched her and
smiled appreciatively at each other.
Tiny grunted, “Untouched by human
hands,” and Linda asked, “What did you
say?” and he answered, “Nothing.” And
then there was a slowing down of the
train, and a bit of daylight from over-
head and another long platform and a
surge of passengers toward the vestibule
where the porter was shoving baggage
toward the waiting hands of redcaps.

“This way out, folks,” said Eddie. He
took Linda’s arm and squeezed it. He
felt her press tightly against him. He was
strangely excited and happy. Silly, he
called it—Ilike a kid. Oh! it was swell
to be back in New York. Just to be here,
no matter what happened.

And then they were on the platform
amid piles of luggage and a welter of
noise, and from nowhere at all a vividly
blond creature swept down upon them
and enveloped Eddie in a long embrace.
A pleasantly strident female voice said,
“The prodigal calf has returned. Eddie
Lawson, you look grand.”

“And me?” inquired Tiny meekly.

“You?” The tall girl swung around.
“I didn’t even see you, Mister Martin.
You’'re practically emaciated.”

A short, square-shouldered, gray-eyed
man about thirty years of age joined
them. Eddie grabbed Linda and pushed
her toward the tall girl. “Linda,” he
said, “this is Honey. Honey Reardon—"

“The Broadway nightingale,” chuck-
led Honey, holding out a warm, strong
hand. “The life of the party. The queen
of the night clubs. Honey Reardon, her-
self, in person. Not a moom pitcher.
Linda—whoever yon are—you’re cute.”

Linda laughed. She said, “You-all sho’
give a girl a mighty sweet welcome.”

“Well, hush my mouth!” gasped
Honey. “A real Southern accent, un-
spoiled by chemicals and free from pre-
servatives. It's a miracle.”

“This is Danny Reardon,” said Eddie,
introducing the quiet, square-shoul-
dered man. “He’s Honey’s brother.”

“God help me,” said Danny, shaking
Linda’s hand.

“He’s also a cop,” mourned Tiny. “It’s
an essential combination.”

They followed their redcaps along the
platform. Honey Reardon linked her
arm in Linda’s. “Tiny wrote me you
were pint size,” she said, “but I wasn’t
prepared for this. What kind of lies
have the lads been telling you?”
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Linda looked up at the other girl.

“They’ve been sayin’ things about
you.”

“They ain’t gents. Don’t you believe
a word.”

Linda’s pace became almost a run as
she struggled to keep up with the taller
girl. And Honey was tall. Tall and
strikingly handsome, although her best
friend could not have called her pretty.
She was a vivid creature whose natu-
ral blondness had been somewhat fla-
grantly accentuated by the ministrations
of beauty operators. Yet there was
something real and genuine and warm
about her: something Linda instinctively
liked. She had a feeling that if Honey
didn’t like someone, it wouldn’t take
that person very long to find cut.

They piled into a taxi and spilled out
into Eighth Avenue. “Mother Hub-
bard’s?” inquired Danny.

“Same old place,” responded Eddie.

Linda asked, “Is this Broadway?”

“We wouldn’t admit it if it was. Sug-
arplum—this heah ain’'t nothin’ on’y
Eighth Avenue. How'm I doin’, Eddie?”

“The belle of Dixie. Where you work-
ing now, Honey?”

“Club Calor.” .

“Qh!” gasped Linda, “you’re an ac-
tress.”

“My gosh! Chile, you got things to
learn. Give ear, because this is Honey
Reardon speaking. I'm an entertainer.
A hostess. A night-club singer—and
what night clubs.” She chuckled. “I
don’t sing sweet, Linda—but I sing
loud.”

“And hot,” explained Tiny.

“FOR any price per week I carry the
torch for a bunch of souses. I'm the
black sheep of the Reardon outfit, and
the bane of my brother’s existence. But
beneath my harsh exterior there beats
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“My credit’s still good there. I hope.”

Honey had been studying Linda. She
said, sternly, “Eddie—you shouldn’t
have done it.”

“What?”

“Brought this little gal with you. She
belongs way down South in the land of
cotton, ol’ times there, they used to be
rotten, and so on.”

“She belongs in New York. Mark my
words. And youw’ll have to teach her
things.”

“Within reason,” interjected Danny.

“TOROUD brother I've got. He’s crazy
about me in his own peculiar way—
and it’s really very peculiar. Now look—
isn’t it about time for me to ask Linda
how she likes New York?”
“Yeh,” grunted Tiny, “but not for pub-
lication.”

a heart of gold—guaranteed not to tar-

nish, or words to that effect. And how’s.

your old man?”

Linda said impulsively. “I like you.”

“I'm safe. Which is more than I can
say for these gorillas. And here we are.”
She gestured toward the street. “Ob-
serve the portals of the manse which
you are about to call home. Mother
Hubbard’s theatrical boardinghouse.
Famous as a gathering place for troup-
ers out of work.”

“Do you live here, too?”

“I would, but Danny says no soap. He
makes me do the housework for him.
It’s swell training—though for what, I've
never been able to figure.”

Mother Hubbard’s boardinghouse was
not a thing of architectural beauty. It
was just a flight of steps and a doorway
in a block of red brick buildings, four
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stories in height and oppressively grim.
But to Linda Waring, standing there on
the sidewalk, acutely conscious of the
roar and whir of New York, it was the
fulfillment of a dream. She hadn’t
imagined this—but she knew that she
wouldn’t have had it any other way. She
followed them up the stone steps and
saw Eddie step into the hallway and
heard him yell, “Hi, there! We're here!”

A dumpy little woman, clad in house-
dress and gray apron, appeared from the
shadows of the hall and swept down
on Eddie. She embraced him raptur-
ously, and told him that he was a sight
for sore eyes. Then she whirled and en-
folded Linda. “So this is what you've
been writing about.” She held Linda off
at arm’s length. “Pretty,” she said in her
direct way. “Pretty as hell. I hope she’s
got it.” .

“She has,” stated Eddie Lawson. “I'll
guarantee it.”

“You! What do you know about show
business? Any of you.” Mother Hub-
bard beamed down at Linda. “It’'s a
grand profession, my dear. Romantic
and exciting. I used to be in vaudeville:
Hubbard & Wells, singing, dancing and
polite comedy . . . also a bit of juggling
and magic if the audience looked tough.
I was very successful. I laid ’em end to
end in Dubuque and Anniston. And my
career has been crowned with this . . .”
She gestured to the cavernous hallway
and touched the soiled gray apron.
“Let’s hope you've got the real stuff,
Linda. But the minute you find out
you haven't—hop the first train south.”
Mother Hubbard threw back her head
and laughed. “Imagine me preaching!
But there’s something about this little
girl—"

“Are you telling me!” Eddie put his
arm around the ample waist of Mother
Hubbard. “Got our rooms ready?”

“Right. Had to get rid of two acro-
bats and a pair of roller skaters. So if
you can't pay board, I'm still getting an
even break.”

“In advance,” boasted Eddie.
heeled.”

“He’s calling himself names,” mur-
mured Honey Reardon.

“I’m

LINDA’S room was unbelievably small

but immaculately clean. It contained
a white enameled bedstead, a washbasin
and pitcher, arickety golden-oak dresser.
a mirror, a rocking chair and a straight
chair. The view was of an alley, “But,”
explained Mother Hubbard, “at night
you can look toward the east and see the
electric signs on Broadway, and that’s
more than Eddie can do from the room
I'm giving him.”

Honey said, “I’ll stay here with Linda
while she gets unpacked.”

Eddie tramped downstairs with Tiny
and Mother Hubbard and Danny Rear-
don. Danny bade them goodby and said
he’d see them later. “Making the rounds
tonight, Eddie?”

“And how. Gotta get a job for myself.”

Mother Hubbard escorted the two
men to a rear room on the second floor.
“Modest but clean,” she said. *I could
have let it out to an animal act, but I
draw the line somewhere. Has she really
got it, Eddie?”

“Linda? I think so.”

“Here’s hoping!”

“I believe she’ll stand Broadway on
its ear.”

“That’s show business. Well . . . you've
got my best wishes.” Mother Hubbard
paused with one hand on the door. “Tak-
ing your beef and beans here tonight?”

“Sure. Got a little table for three?”

“Wouldn’t you know I had?”” The door
closed and Mother Hubbard’s footsteps
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sounded from the stairway. “She’s a
darling,” observed Eddie. “And will she
be surprised when I pay three weeks’
board in advance.”

“Uh-huh. It might be fatal.”

“QAY it,” prompted Eddie.
quick.”

“Say what?” asked Linda.

“‘So this is Broadway!’ ”

“Must I—really?”

“Of course. Everybody does.”

“I won’t.* Because I wouldn’t believe
you, even if you said it was.”

They moved slowly in the dense
crowd. Linda’s left hand was linked in
the crook of Eddie’s right arm, and her
right hand also clung to him. She looked
smaller than usual against this winking,
glittering background. She asked few
questions, but let Eddie talk on:

“On our right, ladeez and jumpmen, is
a flea circus—so-called because it and
its patrons have fleas. Next we find
some small stores—dissatisfaction or
your money refunded. Yonder are three
of our best theaters, specializing in noth-
ing but super-colossal, extra-special, ul-
tra de luxe feature films—admission
high and try to get in. We have here a
waffle shop, and there a game emporium
where one may drop nickels into slots
and shoot marbles, or buy live turtles
for shipment to any part of the United
States, including Karnak—"

“Let's,” interrupted Linda.

“Let’s what?”

“Send a turtle to Tiny.”

“Done with you.” They purchased a
turtle for twenty-one cents, had it in-
scribed with Tiny's name and ordered it
mailed to him at Mother Hubbard’s
boardinghouse. They stood under the
El and Linda marveled. They went for
a brief subway ride. They walked
through Radio City, and rode up to the
Observation Roof where Linda was en-
raptured by the vast jeweled panorama.
“J—I can’t believe it,” she said, “and
I want to cry.”

“Save it,” advised Mr. Lawson, ‘“until
you see some of the acts in the night
clubs I'm taking you to.”

“Say it

THERE are many types of night spots
in New York. There are the quiet
places which jealously guard the reputa-
tion of being swank, which means that
they ritzily exclude all patrons whose
wallets are not stuffed and who are not in
evening dress. There is a second group
where the music is hotter, the prices
higher, the cover charge obtrusive, the
décor startling and restraint is conspicu-
ous by its absence. There are places
where unknowns go to stare at other un-
knowns in the hope that they are celebri-
ties—and with the further hope that
they, too, will be mistaken for persons
who count. In the third group come the
mad, lavish, insane spots with nude and
excellent floor shows. And in the fourth
group—east of Broadway—are the tiny
clubs which date from the speak-easy
era. Here the drinks are poor, the food
atrocious, the music torrid rather than
good and the floor attractions distinctive
for their mediocrity.

Such a spot was the Nifty Fifty Club:
a long, narrow room just below the street
level—the basement floor of a one-time
austere residence. It was done in a pe-
culiar shade of red and its walls were
lined with cartoons by unknown artists
whose work gave promise that they
would remain forever in obscurity. The
lighting was mercifully dim, there was
a dance floor the size of a pocket hand-
kerchief, and on a platform at the far
end four musicians blew and scraped
and bhellowed a rhythmic dirge which
somehow gave one the urge to dance.

The tables were backed against the
walls on both sides of the room, and near
the entrance there was a bar at which
sat a few gentlemen of leisure and three
girls of even more leisure. But dingy

as the place was, Eddie’s shoulders went
back as he helped Linda down the three
steps and inside, and he experienced a
homey thrill as the bartender ceased
his cocktail making and yelled, “Eddie
Lawson! You old so-and-so. When did
you hit town?”

“Today. How's tricks, Lew?”

“About the same.”

“Business?”

“Lousy. Say, it's swell seein’ you
again. What’ll you have on the house?”

“Ill let you know.” Eddie drew the
wide-eyed Linda forward. “Lew, this is
Miss Waring.”

“TJAPPY,” stated Lew approvingly.
“Better look out for this Lawson
guy.” He turned back to Eddie and said,
“Oh, by the way, Eddie—Andrew North
was askin’ for you the other night.”

(‘Who?)'

“Andrew North,”

IKN0!7,

“On the level.”

“What’d he want?”

“You tell me. He just said, ‘By the
way, has Eddie Lawson been in here re-
cently?’ and when I said ‘No,” he said,
‘Well, if he does drift in, tell him I'd
like to see him.””

Eddie moved off toward a table after
saying, ‘“Thanks, Lew. I wonder what
he wants with me,” and Linda asked,
“Who is Andrew North?”

“Sit down, Linda. Comfy? Andrew
North? Nobody knows much about him,
and everybody knows everything.”

“It’s a game, isn’t it? I’'m supposed to
ask twenty questions.”

“Well, he’s a gambler, and they say
he was a gangster and a racketeer, but
that’s anybody’s guess. He owns slices
of a half a dozen night spots and Lord
knows what else. He’s wallowing in
dough—that’s what they say, anyway—
and some folks like him and others hate
him. But whether they like him or not,
they’re all scared of him.”

“Sounds like a moving picture. What
could he want with you?”’

“Probably likes to shake hands with
celebrities.” Eddie’s eyes were dancing
mischievously. “That’s not it, Sugar.
I'm small fry or even smaller than that,
and I can’t dope it out. Most likely
North can'’t either. Maybe he heard me
sing once and wants to pay me to lay off
from now on.” Eddie waved to a girl
at the bar who had called to him through
the haze of smoke. “How do you like it,
Linda?” _

“I love it.”

“Not very high-hat. Just a jernt . . .
but you might as well know it: This is
the kind of spot I work in.”

“I could say lots of things, Eddie—
but they’d all sound so silly. I—I reckon
I just better say nothin’. But I sho” am
havin’ heaps of fun.”

SPOTLIGHT blazed from the back

wall. A dapper little man introduced
himself as master of ceremonies and an-
nounced that the famous Gracie Haw-
kins would now regale them with her
newest songs. Gracie turned out to be a
very muscular lady with ample hips and
bosom who obviously fancied herself as
a dramatic actress. Her ballads were
atrocious and the last one was more than
faintly suggestive, so that Eddie felt em-
barrassed for Linda. He saw that her
cheeks were pink and he whispered,
“Don’t let it get you, kid. After all, we're
married.”

He was joking, of course—and he won-
dered why she looked up, startled, and
moved just a fraction of an inch away
{rom him. He said to himself, “Smart
guy, Eddie Lawson. Always saying the
wrong thing at the right time.”

Miss Gracie Hawkins having com-
pleted her chore, the master of cere-
monies took occasion to announce that
a predecessor of his was in the house—
“None other than the famous and tal-

ented Eddie Lawson—take a bow, Ed-
die. And maybe the little lady will take
a bow, too” . . . and Eddie sheved a be-
wildered Linda to her feet and there was
scattered, impersonal applause, and
somebody said audibly, “Eddie picks
’em apple-seed size.”

They remained at the Nifty Fifty Club
only a short time, and then moved on
to other places. They were all of a pat-
tern—all somewhat dingy, all tawdry—
vet, queerly enough, they had a certain
integrity. They were what they were,
without pretense — and above every-
thing, they were New York. The acts
were bad, the music swingy, the refresh-
ments poor and the atmosphere in-
formal. And in each of the spots the
same thing happened in more or less the
same way. At the Dirty Club: “Hi, Ed-
die, me lad—what you been up to?”

“Whaddaya mean, Tim? What have
1 been up to?” ‘

“Andrew North’s been asking for
you.”

“What did he say?”

“Nothin’. He never does unbutton
his lip. But he left word he was lookin’
for you.”

At the Race Course: “When did you
and Andrew North git to be buddies?”

“Meaning what?”

“The guy was asking where you was.
Said he wanted to see you.”

At the Maison Hotcha: “Goin’ racket-
eer on us, ain’t you, Eddie? How come?”
“Sure. But how did you find out?”

“Andrew North was askin’ for you.”

On the street once more, Eddie in-
quired: “Why should North want to see
me?”

“Why shouldn’t he?” asked Linda. “I
do.”

‘“He’s a big shot. To him, I'm just an-
other punk.”

“Don’t boast, Eddie—it isn’t hahdly
becomin’.”

“I'm serious. I never even met the
guy, and his rep is very much on the
putrid side.”

“You sho’ make him sound attrac-
tive.”

“I can’t figure it out, that’s all. And
what I can’t understand bothers me.”
He pressed her arm: “Tired?”

“No, suh. I feel like I'm walkin’ on
air.”

“How'd you like to pop in on Honey
Reardon?”’

“And see her performance?”

“You don’t have to look. But you
can’t help listening. It’s right around the
corner.”

The Club Calor proved its right to its
name. Even in the moderate heat of
late May it was warm. Its interior deco-
ration was supposed to be Cuban, which
is to say that many yellow bananas,
brown coconuts and bilious palm trees
had been painted on the walls, and the
orchestra had a drummer who doubled
with the gourds although the tempo of
the music remained steadfastly {ox-trot
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rather than rumba. From behind a
smoke screen came a human dynamo.
Honey Reardon, shadowed by the colos-
sal Tiny Martin, swept down on them:

“Just in time,” she announced. “The
little gal from the tall timbers will now
learn all about singing as she shouldn’t
be done. Linda, darling—stuff cotton in
your ears because I'm gettin’ ready to go
to town.”

Linda looked up at her delightedly.
“I'm glad we got here in time.”

“Talk sweet—and talk quick. When
I finish you’ll be out cold.”

ONEY REARDON was announced.

Most of the patrons paid no at-
tention, but Tiny and Eddie and Linda
—assisted by a thoroughly inebriated
gentleman at the bar—clapped loudly.
Honey laughed and announced loudly,
“They’re all friends of mine, so don’t pay
any attention to their applause.”

Honey had done herself a slight in-
justice, but not a gross one. She wasn’t
the best singer in the world, but she
was very close to being the loudest. Yet,
withal, she did have a definite personal-
ity, and as she expressed it after her act
ended: ‘“You see, Linda, I don’t sell my
songs. I shove 'em down their throats.”

“There’s others worse,”" complimented
Tiny.

“Isn’t he the sweet lad? Large but
dopey. Eddie been showing you the
jernts?”

“We’ve been everywhere.”

“Wait’ll he takes you to a respectable
place. Will you be surprised!”

“I've been showing myself up in my
true colors,” grinned Eddie. “She knows
just what I am today—1 hope she’s satis-
fied.”

“At that,” said Honey with a touch of
seriousness, ‘“these spots can teach you
something, Linda. Lots of our best floor
acts started this way . . . and most of ’em
finish here.”

Linda said, “Don’t try to frighten me.”

“Eddie! She’s bright.” Honey patted
the other girl’s hand. “I ain’t trying to

“Look, Martha! He said I could keep it!"

scare you, darlin’. I'll leave that to these
two-fisted he-men. They’re experts. And
now I've got an idea.”

“Copyright it,” suggested Tiny.

“I will, Wise Guy. How’s for slipping
up to my place for some scrambled
eggs?”’

“I'm on a diet,” said Tiny. “I gotta
have bacon, too.”

“You, Linda?”

“I'd love it.” Linda made an impul-
sive gesture which included them all.
“You-all sho’ are showin’ me a grand
time.”

“Lots of people are going to try that,”
said Honey Reardon. “Don’t stick your
chin out.”

Honey begged off, and conducted them
to her little three-room apartment. They
had stopped at a delicatessen to pur-
chase eggs and bacon and rolls, but be-
fore they invaded the kitchenette Eddie
said, “Mind giving Linda the double-O,
Honey?”

Honey said, “I can stand it if she can.
Yonder’s something in the shape of a
piano, Linda. Strut your stuff.”

INDA walked across the room and

seated herself at the piano. She fin-
gered the keys tentatively,and then com-
menced to play with her light, sure,
persuasive touch. Honey said, “Hmph!”
and leaned forward interestedly.

And then Linda sang: softly, gently,
with eyes modestly downcast. It was a
number Eddie had rehearsed her in . . .
and he watched. And then there was a
line—a thoroughly innocent line—and
when Linda reached it she raised her
eyes for just the tiniest fraction of a sec-
ond, and glanced at them roguishly . . .
then veiled her eyes again and Honey
gasped, “Gal—howdy!”

The number continued. There were
provocative pauses, little gestures with
which Linda seemed to reach out and
take them all close to her. She seemed
to say, “Some day someone will have
me. How do you know but what it might
be you?” And then the song ended and

JAY IRVING

there was silence for perhaps half a min-

ute. Then Honey turmed to Eddie and

there was no laughter in her eyes—only |}

enthusiasm.

She said simply, “You've picked a
winner, Eddie.”

The moment of tension ended, and it
was Linda who led the way into the
kitchen. Then there was laughter and
banter and gaiety, and the little room
was filled with the odor of broiling ba-
con, and the aroma of frying eggs. Eddie
and Tiny donned aprons and set the
table, and made general nuisances of
themselves, and Linda bubbled over
with happiness and reflected that this
indeed was the New York of which she
had dreamed.

She didn’t know or suspect the fear
that had obsessed Eddie—that she might
have expected luxury and grandeur; she
only knew that she was happy and that
she liked the folks she had met, and that
she loved to look through the door and
see Eddie with an apron on and that
wide, boyish grin showing, and his ban-
ter dominating the party. It was New
York. It was perfect. Linda heard Ed-
die boasting: “I'm domestic, Tiny-—do-
mestic, Tiny—domestic as hell. Watch
me set the table.”” And she thought,
“Yes, it’'s New York . . . and he’s my
husband. I'm married to him.,” And
Honey Reardon asked, “What are you
thinking of, Linda? You’re blushing.”

“It’s the stove, Honey. Just the heat
from the stove.”

“Oh yeah?” murmured Honey, and
Linda said, “Sheo’ 'nough. It is, really.”

The front door opened and Danny
Reardon walked in. “Eggs,” he enthused,
“and bacon.”

“That’s why he’s a good dick,” ex-
plained Honey. “He deduces every-
thing.”

Danny divested himself of coat and
vest and stood forth in suspenders. “Six
more oofs,” ordered Honey, “and an-
other side of bacon. What these flat-
foots lack in brains they make up in
appetite.”

HEY sat around the table and ate

their eggs and bacon and drank cold
beer, and Eddie said to Reardon:

“Hey, Danny—what do you know
about Andrew North?”

Danny said, “What don’t I know!”

“Meaning what?”

“He’s bad medicine—that’s all.”

“HOW?"

“Any way you want to mention. Smart

guy with a clever mouthpiece. We've .

never been able to pin anything on him.”

“Dumb dicks,” stated Honey,

“He's a gambler, isn’t he?”

“Sure. Marked cards, loaded dice,
fixed races.” Danny’s calm gray eyes
searched Eddie’s face. “What’s got you
so het up about North all of a sudden?
Do you know him?”

“No. But everywhere I've been to-
night they’'ve told me he was looking
for me.” .

“Looking for you?” Danny was
frankly surprised. “Why should a guy
like Andrew North be looking for you?”

“That’s what I want to know.”

“Hmm!” Danny shook his head. “How
did these lads say it? Friendlylike?”

“Sure. They thought we were old
friends.”

“If he’s looking for you, Eddie—he’ll
find you. And I don't like it.”

“Why?”

“Because Andrew North never does
anybody anything but damage.”

“But, Danny—it couldn’t be anything
like that. I'm not worth North’s time.”

“Evidently you are.” Danny drummed
on the table with heavy fingers. “Yeh—
he'll find you all right, Eddie. But when
he does—you be careful. Andrew North
spells only one thing.”

“What’s that?”

And Danny answered: “Trouble.”

(To be continued next week)
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something on him. He’d better go easy:
he might be in a jam.

“Ill help,” he said, “but I won’t take
no guff.”

“Well, what about those notes?” asked
Crane.

“I don’t know nothing.”

“Somebody in the house has been
passing them out. You can’t even guess
who it is?”

Brown shook his head. He said he
didn’t know anybody in the house very
well besides Céleste. He’d worked for
Essex less than a year and he hadn’t
paid much attention to the regular serv-
ants. Besides, he and Craig didn’t get
along. He thought Craig was making
plenty on the household accounts, taking
a commission from the stores and steal-
ing supplies, liquor and linen.

“Those two spicks, Carlos and Pedro,
are on the take, tco,” he said.

“Do you think they’d have the connec-
tions to kidnap Miss Essex?” Crane
asked.

“How do you know what connections
a spick has?”

“Did you ever hear any of them men-
tion Tortoni?”

“l thought of that myself,” said
Brown. “But these are Spanish spicks.
Tortoni is . . . was an Italian spick. The
breeds don’t mix.”

“How long has Craig carried a rod?”

“Just since the notes began to come.”
Brown scratched his armpit. “Essex
had us all get guns.”

“Who'’s the guy who watched us ar-
rive?”

“That was me.”

“And the other guy—the one on the
balcony?”

“Me, too.”

“It looked like a different guy.”

“No, that was me.” Brown grinned.
“Essex wanted to be sure you weren’t
pretendin’ to be detectives.”

“He isn’t sure yet,” said O’Rourke.

“ AND you’ve got no idea how the
notes have been arriving?” Crane
asked Brown.

“I could make a guess.”

“Go ahead.”

“It’s somebody who was arocund each
time Essex got a note.”

(‘Who?’) .

“Well, it’s a broad.”

“Miss Day?”

“Yeah, if that’s her real name.”

“But Essex says nobody was with
him at the Walpern,” said O’'Rourke.

“She had a room there.”

“So.” Crane nibbled at a fingernail.
“Have you got anything on her?”

“No. Just that she’s handy to deliver
notes.”

“Deliver? You don’t think she’s writ-
ing them?”

Brown slapped a mosquito. “She
couldn’t frame a kidnaping by herself.”
The dead mosquito left a blob of bright
blood on his arm. ;

“I guess you're right.” Crane settled
back in his chair. “If she’s in it, she’s
working for someone.”

“What about the red ink?” O’Rourke
asked.

“The hell!” Brown got to his feet.
“That reminds me of something.”

He was a well-built, stocky man. His
legs were short for great speed, but they
were strong. He had been a hooker, able
to hit from any angle, and his shoulders
were wadded with muscles. From his
breastbone to the top button on his
shorts ran a mat of black hair, as thick
as a wolf’s pelt. Layers of fat rounded
his belly.

“This morning the major asked me to
get him a bottle of red ink,” he said.

Colliex's for Janunary 8, 1938

A Queen’s Ransom
Continued from page 22

A current of air fluttered the curtain
on the west window.

Crane asked, “Did you get him some?”

“There was a bottle in Essex’s study.”

O’Rourke asked, “He tell you what he
needed it for?”

Brown shook his head.

“Has he still got the bottle?”

“Naw. I put it back in Essex’s desk
just before dinner.”

“Looks like we got a date with the
major,” O'Rourke said.

RANE nodded. “Got any other

ideas?” he asked Brown.

Brown had none.

“Well, thanks a lot,” said Crane, ris-
ing. “This may come to something.”

“I hope it does. I'm sorry for that
broad,” Brown said.

“I guess it isn’t so swell to be kid-
naped.”

“No. Not for a broad,” Brown said.

“Remembering Céleste, I guess not.”

Mosquitoes had driven everyone in
from the patio. The Bouchers, Miss
Langley and the major were playing
bridge. Miss Day, who had been listen-
ing to Benny Goodman swing “Sing,
Baby, Sing” on the radio, hailed them
with a cry of joy. “Come on and dance,”
she called. “I've got the hottest band.”

Crane helped her kick away a rug from
in front of the radio. He took hold of
her, swung into a fox trot. Her back was
cool and firm under his palm.

“Nice music,” he said.

She snuggled closer. “You said it.”

Her flesh was solid. She didn’t have
the slender, supple muscles of Imago
Paraguay. She didn’t have the dancer’s
perfect tempo, her intuitive anticipation
of the steps, but she danced quite well.
She was going to be heavy at thirty-five.

“What did you find out?” she asked.

“What do you mean?” Crane said.

“Won't you come in again, Mr.
Witherspoon? Ourx bouncer
made a slight mistake!"’

BO BROWN

O’Rourke followed Crane out the
door. Brown scowled through the open-~
ing at him. “I'd like to get you in an
alley, Mick,” he said.

O’Rourke said, “I never go in alleys.”

On their way downstairs they both
had to dry their faces with handker-
chiefs. The air was sultry; it felt as
though it was going to storm.

“We're still alive,” said O’Rourke.

“But now I got to interview the ma-
jor,” said Crane. “And he doesn’t like
me.”

“He didn’t like that telegram you sent
him.”

“There’s more than that. I think he’s
trying to marry Camelia for her dough.”

“Everybody is,” said O'Rourke.

“Except Tony Lamphier.”

O’Rourke transferred his revolver
from his coat pocket to the holster.
“How'd you happen to know Brown was
going with Céleste?”

“If you were working here,” Crane
asked, “who would you be going with?”

“You're pretty smart.”

“I don’t have to be to figure that.”

i

“From that fighter you talked to.”

In a corner of the room, on a divan,
Imago Paraguay and Essex were talk-
ing. Essex was saying something; Ima-
go's face was coldly composed.

“How’'d you know we were going to
talk to Brown?”

“Tom O’Rourke asked me where his
room was.”

“We found out very little from him,”
Crane said.

BENNY was taking a lick on the clari-
net. The music became hot. Only
drum and clarinet were playing.

Crane cruised around the outside edge
of the cleared space on the floor, whirl-
ing handsomely on the turns. “Brown
thinks you’re dishing out the notes,” he
informed her.

There was no break in her tempo. “He
would,” she said.

“After all, there’s some reason. You've
been with Essex all during the time he’s
been getting the notes.”

“Did Brown say that?”

“Yes, that’s the story he told me.”

“Well, he’s right. I have.” She was
leading him now, her arm muscles tense.
“But that’s not why he wants to get me
in trouble.”

‘tNo?)Q

“No. He's sore because I won'’t give
him a tumble.”

“That would make a guy sore,”

“You don’t have to be sarcastic.”

“I'm not.”

Imago Paraguay’s eyes were on him.
They had no expression in them at all.
Her face reminded him again of a per-
fectly tinted ivory mask. Essex was still
talking to her. She seemed bored.

Miss Day relaxed a trifle. “What else
did that bum say?” She let him lead.

“He said you were at the Walpern
when the first note came.”

“What of it?”

“Essex told me you weren’t.”

“He didn’t want to mix me in this
business.”

Benny Goodman’s band had taken up
the straight melody again. The music
was fuller, smoother, less wild. He
danced half-time.

“That was gentlemanly,” he said.

“But I don’t care,” she said.

He accomplished a slow turn, using
two two-steps.

“If I was putting those notes around
I wouldn’t put myself on the spot, would
1?” she asked.

“I guess not.”

THE music stopped and a fine mellow
voice said there would be a brief in-
terval for station announcements.
O’Rourke came up to them. Another
fine mellow voice made the station
identification.

Miss Day said, “I'll tell you who you
ought to watch.”

“Who?” Crane asked.

“That dame over there.” She jerked
a thumb at Imago Paraguay. “There’s
something funny about her.” Her
thumbnail was painted a blood-red.

“How do you mean?”

“Well, for one thing: what’s she doing
here?”

“What is she doing here?” demanded
Crane.

“I'm asking you.” Miss Day adjusted
a shoulder strap, much to O’Rourke’s
disappointment. “She’s supposed to be
Penn’s guest, but he’s scared of her.”

“Everybody is,” said Crane.

Carlos walked across the room to Es-
sex. “Telephone, sir,” he said. “Will you
take it in here?”

Essex looked frightened. “I'll take it
in the hall.” He stood up, stared around
the room uncertainly, then followed Car-
los toward the hall,

“Maybe it’s the ransom directions,”
whispered Miss Day.

O’Rourke switched off the radio. The
people at the bridge table stopped their
game, craned their necks toward the hall.
The major started to get up, then
changed his mind. Miss Day and
O’Rourke followed Crane over to Imago
Paraguay.

There was a decanter of whisky, a
chromium siphon and a silver bowl of
cracked ice beside the divan. On the
same table were tall glasses. “Will you
have a drink?” Crane asked Imago Para-
guay.

“Tha-ank you.” Her smile showed her
very small, very even teeth. “I will.”

“Make it four,” said O’Rourke.

Crane put three fingers of whisky in
four of the glasses. He saiffed at one
of them. The liquor was Scotch.

Imago said to Miss Day, “It is excit-
ing, is it not?”

Miss Day said, “I’ll take the races any
day.”
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Crane put in the ice, added charged
water. He handed a glass to Imago, an-
other to Miss Day, gave O’Rourke his
choice of the remaining two.

“Here’s how,” he said.

They were drinking when Essex came
back into the room. ‘“Just the police,”
he told the bridge players. “Wanted to
know if I'd heard anything.”

He walked over to the divan and Miss
Day gave him her glass. “You need it,
baby,” she said.

“Where’s Lamphier?” Crane asked.

“He went upstairs to lie down,” Essex
said. He was unnaturally pale; almost
a greenish white. “He’s done up.” He
took a long drink of the whisky.

“He should be,” O’'Rourke said. “No
sleep since night before last.”

“And very little then,” said Crane, re-
membering the pursuit of the flamingo.

“I think I'll lie down on the couch in
the library,” Essex said. ‘“Then I'll be
handy if anyone wants me.”

“You ought to take a nap,” said Miss
Day.

“I can’t sleep.”

“I have some sleeping powders,” said
Imago Paraguay. “They are excellent.
I take two capsules every night before I
turn off my light.”

Boucher, at the bridge table, laid down
four cards, said, “That’s game and rub-
ber.” He and the major appeared to
have been reconciled.

“Sleeping powders give me a head-
ache,” said Essex. “Besides, I don’t want
to sleep.”

Miss Day asked Imago, “Aren’t you
afraid you’ll get a habit from taking
them?”

“l ha-ave already.”

They were adding up the score at
the bridge table. Crane kept an eye on
the major. He didn't want him to get
away.

Essex asked, “But don’t they give you
a headache?”

“Never,” said Imago Paraguay.

Crane started to move toward the
bridge table. Imago asked him, “You
ha-ave not forgotten our date?”

“Of course not,” said Crane.

He caught the major in the hall, “I'd
like to speak with you,” he said.

“What about?”

“It’s a private matter.”

The major scowled at him. “Come to
my room, then.” Without waiting for
Crane, he turned and went up the stairs.

AT a quarter to two O'Rourke came
into their suite. He was surprised to
see Crane. “Thought you’d gone to bed,”
he said. There was lipstick on the bosom
of his shirt.

Crane was lying on his bed. He had
taken off his coat and shoes. “I wish I
had,” he said. There was a half-filled
bottle of whisky and a glass on a table
beside the bed. He had been reading a
copy of Exciting Detective Tales.

O’Rourke removed his coat, jerked off
his black tie. “I’'m going swimming . . .
with Miss Day.”

“In this thunderstorm?”

“The thunder’s thirty miles off. The
moon’s out.”

Crane got off the bed, looked out the
French windows. The moon was to the
right, low on the horizon. It was just
above a bank of milky clouds.

“I'd go too,” he said, “only I've got a
date.”

O’Rourke brought his trunks out of
the bathroom. “Who with?”

“Imago.”

“You better be careful she don’t stick
you with that little dagger.”

“It isn’t that kind of a date.” Crane
stared at the path the moon made across
the black water. . . . “At least, I don’t
think so.”

“These feel clammy,” O’'Rourke said,
pulling up his trunks. “What did you
find out from the major?”

“Nothing at all. Exactly nothing.”
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“What was he usin’ the red ink for?”

“To balance the estate’s books. He
showed them to me.”

“Was he tough?”

“No more than usual.”

“Is he clear?”

“I'm afraid so.”

“Maybe we’ll get something on him
later,” said O’Rourke hopefully.

THERE was a distant growl of thun-
der. The wind seemed to be fresher;
it rustled the palms and started the
French window swinging shut. Crane
stopped it before it slammed, said,
“You better get going or there will be a
storm.”

O’Rourke had on his beach robe and
an orange-and-white towel was draped
over his arm. “Will you be needing all
that whisky?” he asked.

“I guess not.” Crane filled the tum-
bler, gave the bottle to O’Rourke. “Don’t
let Essex catch you.”

O’Rourke grinned. “He’s dead to the
world. He’s sleeping under a green

the clouds. The atmosphere was humid.

He went to his suitcase and took out
an oustiti, an instrument shaped like an
incredibly thin pair of pliers and de-
signed to open locks with keys in them.
He dropped this in his pocket and went
back to Imago’s room. He felt he would
like to see the interior of her room and
he had a good excuse for breaking in. If
she was there he could explain that he
had become alarmed when she failed to
keep her appointment with him, had en-
tered to make certain nothing had hap-
pened to her. Reaching the door, he
knocked again. There was only silence.
He dropped on one knee, deftly inserted
the oustiti, unlocked the door.

Once inside, he bolted the door. Where
was the light switch? He thought of
using his flashlight, but decided that his
appearance in the room would seem
more innocent if he turned on the lights.
His handkerchief-covered hand rubbed
the wall, encountered the switch; he
pushed the button.

On the double bed, a sheet pulled up

“Haven't you anything that

will work in the daytime?”

WILLIAM VON RIEGEN J

blanket on the couch in the library.”

Alone again, Crane glanced at his
watch. It was nearly two. He sat on the
bed and pulled on his shoes. He tied his
black bow tie and put on his coat. He
drank about a quarter of the glass of
whisky, then had a water chaser out of
the thermos by his bed. He felt pretty
good.

He left the rest of the liquor for a
nightcap, and went out into the hall and
found Imago’s door and knocked softly.
He knocked again. Then again. There
was no answer. He waited fully two
minutes, then, for the fourth time,
knocked. No reply. He went back to
his room and sat on the bed. She had
definitely said she would see him at two
o’clock and he felt slightly angry. He
drank about half the remaining whisky
in the glass and debated whether he
should go to bed.

Off in the distance the storm snarled
and growled and broad flashes of light-
ning fitfully illuminated the pale cloud
banks. The sea looked ink-black beside

to one creamy shoulder, lay Imago Para-
guay. Her black hair clung to the pillow
beside her, like a smudge of soot on
snow. He looked at the electric clock on
the table beside her and saw that it was
twenty minutes to three. He moved
closer to the bed and glanced down at
her face. She was lying on her back and
her ebony-black eyes were wide open.
Her skin, usually pale ivory, was the
color of claret wine. Startled, he touched
her bare shoulder, then shook it vio-
lently. It didn’t do any good. She was
dead!

HIS first thought was of flight. He’d be
in a jam if anyone found him in the
room. It would make a really fine scan-
dal. He started for the door, then halted.
The unnatural flush of Imago’s skin
stirred his memory. He went back to the
bed, knelt on the floor and put his nose
to her cerise lips. There was a faint bit-
ter odor. It reminded him of almonds.
Cyanide of potassium!

His surprise made him forget his own

danger. Beside her, on a small table,
was a thermos bottle, a glass half filled
with water and a small box of white
cardboard. He smelled of the thermos,
then the glass. Both were odorless. He
opened the box, his handkerchief still
over his hand, and took out three of the
dozen or so capsules inside. He opened
these and smelled the gray powder with
which they were filled. It was odorless.
The label on the box read “Barbital.”
He frowned and looked at the dead
woman,

Suicide? Would she kill herself? He
didn’t think so. The door had been
locked from the inside, and the key had
been in the lock. He locked out the
French windows. From the balcony to
the patio was an impossible jump. From
the roof to the balcony was another long
jump. No one could have come and gone
that way. Back beside Imago’s bed, he
stared down at the body. He had an im-
pulse to close the purple lids over the
India-ink eyes, but he decided he’d bet-
ter not touch her. It was a bad time to
commit suicide, he thought, but how
could anyone have gotten into the room
to poison her?

With his handkerchief over his hand
he lifted the box of barbital. She said
she always took sleeping powders, and
the half-filled glass was evidence she
had this night. There were two small
scars on the barbital box, almost as if
someone had started to cut it with a
pair of scissors. He wondered if a cya-
nide capsule had been slipped in with
the barbital. That would be a way of
murdering her, but not a very good one
if the murderer was in a hurry. She
might not come to the cyanide until the
last two or three capsules; not for a week
or s0. No, suicide seemed the . ..

THERE was a gentle knocking at the
door.

He stood absolutely motionless, hold-
ing his breath. His heart beat in his
ears; his body was suddenly covered
with goose flesh. He waited. At last he
had to swallow to clear his throat so he
could breathe.

The knocking was repeated. A low
voice said:

“Imago.”

He recognized the voice as that of
Miss Langley. He kept as quiet as he
was able, breathing through his open
mouth. He was frightened.

“Imago,” said Miss Langley, knock-
ing again.

There was a long pause.

“All right,” said Miss Langley.

He could hear the departing swish of
her nightgown.

He found he was still grasping the box
of barbital with his handkerchief. He put
it back on the table. He pulled the sheet
over Imago’s body. He knew he’d better
get out of there. He didn’t want to try
to explain just what he was doing in the
room.

He took one last tour of the room. The
door had been locked from the inside.
With Essex’s guards outside, he was con-
fident no one could have reached the
balcony from the roof or the patio.
There was no other balcony near it.
The bathroom window was locked from
the inside. There was no window in the
dressing room. He looked at the ceiling
in the bedroom. It was calcimined white
and there were only the four foot-square
ventilators in the corners, just as in his
room. There were absolutely no marks
on the clean surface of the ceiling. He
stared up at the ventilator over the bed.
It would be impossible for anything
larger than a monkey to come through
that. Certainly nobody had come into
the room through the ceiling.

The clock read 3:05. He'd better be
going. On his way to the door he paused
beside the dancer’s body. Her face was
strange under the soft light. It was like
the face of an Asiatic doll: fragile, serene



and impassive; cold and inhuman. He
resisted an impulse to close her eyes.

He let himself out the door, then
locked it with his oustiti, and hurried
down the corridor to his room.

"ROURKE shook him, said, “Wake
up, Bill.” Excitement made his voice

high. “Wake up. Things have happened.”

Crane’s mouth tasted as though he
had held threepenny nails in it all night.
His head ached. He did not feel at all
well.

“Come on.” O’Rourke pulled him to
a sitting position. ‘“Listen: Imago Para-
guay is dead.”

Crane sank back on the pillow.

“You hear me?” O'Rourke asked.
“Imago Paraguay is . ..”

“I hear you.” Crane closed his eyes.

There was a pause. Then O’Rourke
said, *“You knew it already. You didn't
talk with her?”

“No.”

“You didn’t knock her off ?”

Crane opened one eye. “Do they say
she was knocked off?”

“No. The cops think she took poison.”

Last night’s storm had roused the surf.
It wasn’t heavy, but it was coming in
fast, making a hissing noise.

“Were you there right after she killed
herself?” O’Rourke asked.

“l don’t know.”

While Crane took a bath and shaved,

rayon., Wear with it that big thick-
brimmed, rough straw sailor from the
fashion show, in a dark color with enor-
mous matching straw handbag. For the
newest thing in shoes, pluck from the
show, too, that pump with anklet strap.
You'll be dressed for tea, the races, a
concert, for everything short of active
sports or a formal affair—for now, for
spring, for summer.

Our number two is a version of an-
other all-American favorite, the shirt-
waist dress. It's more feminine than
the strictly man-tailored sports dress,
but entirely functional for all that, gored
to fit through the middle and flare
slightly. Try it in hop sacking, the big
fabric of the year, a refined peasant
weave that resists crushing. You can
wear it with the same big hat and bag,
but for shoes try that comfortable but
gay walking shoe that rises to a point
front and back. It comes in three heel
heights to suit all feet and occasions.
and goes with anything, making it a per-
fect shoe for traveling light.

Number three can crop up in your
wardrobe in many versions. Basically,
it is a pleated skirt with fitted. hip-
length—or longer—jumper top. For in-
formal tennis, wear it with bright red
jersey skirt flaring to the knee, the
pleats stitched along the edge to hold
them in, bright yellow jumper cut just
to cap the shoulders—or on the beach
with startling clogs sporting three-inch
soles, as it appears on the Fashion Fu-
tures runway. Wear it now under your
winter coat with long sleeves. Wear it
in chiffon or silk jersey or crepe, with
long skirt and maybe heavily beaded or
shirred jumper, for dinner and dancing.
Play many tunes on it.

The length of these daytime skirts is
a matter best decided by you and your
height and the tum of your calf, but the
general tendency is on the short side—
- fourteen inches and up from the ground.
Shoulders are gently squared, no obvi-
ous puffs and tricks. Sleeves are all
lengths, those just below the elbow be-
ing especially feminine and fetching.

A fourth dress that you will see—and
wear of course—in many versions is the
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O’Rourke described the discovery of the
body. Miss Langley couldn’t get an an-
swer to her knocking, had one of the
servants break open the door, he said,
and found the body. Her screams woke
the household. So far the theory was
suicide, although a careful search had
been made of the room.

There was another piece of news,
O’Rourke continued: from di Gregario.
Eddie Burns had called to say the
count had again given them the slip dur-
ing the night, but they had learned he
was in Key West. Williams was now fly-
ing there on a plane to pick him up.

“Those guys are swell shadows,”
Crane.

“It’s tough to hang onto somebody day
and night,” O’Rourke said.

“I suppose so.” Crane let hot water
run over a washcloth. “Anyway, I'll go
to Key West, too.”

“To see di Gregario?”

Crane pressed the dripping
against his face. “Yeah.”

“You think he and Imago are con-
nected in some way?”

“It’s possible. Maybe they put on all
that cat-and-dog stuff for our benefit.”

“I get the idea.” O’Rourke was lean-
ing against the bathroom door. “She put
the finger on Camelia Essex for di Gre-
gario, then killed herself in remorse.”

“She was killed.”

“How do you figure that?”

said

cloth

Dressed to Thrill

Continued from page 13

dirndl in cotton print, more popular now
than ever. The fullness is now gath-
ered into the sides, giving a slim effect
fore and aft. It's at its gayest in the
knee-length play dress buttoning down
the front over matching shorts and bras-
siere that will pinch-hit as a bathing suit
if need be.

In this version it joins the Fashion
Futures parade in a flock of play suits
and beach wear from New York and
California, gone completely feminine
and colorful. Lipstick red. clear yellow,
mulberry combined with pink, vivid
color from Mexico, sharp color combi-
nations are the rule, in monotone or
brilliant prints or stripes—especially
stripes, from Roman to pin stripes.

For Beach, Boat and Back Yard

There isn’t a suit in the lot that
doesn’t hug the diaphragm and lift the
bosom. Variety begins from there in
swim suits, with knitted maillots, printed
cotton flaring like brief little tunics,
sleek printed satin. Most are one-piece,
or two-piece with a slight interlude in
the middle, but some go on for three and
four pieces—shorts, a brief gesture of a
brassiere for strenuous swimming and
sunning, a modest one to cover up when
the patrol comes around, and a long
skirt to tie about your middle or use
as a cape. Most striking in bold, many-
colored stripes.

Play suits for games on shipboard or
at the beach—or in your own back yard
—have skirts to the knee or short fitted
coats over shorts and halter. That old
favorite is back, one-piece shorts with
matching or contrasting skirt to button
on. Sunback dresses go with brief bo-
leros.

But when you get down to serious
sport you'll want the classical sports
clothes for which America, the land of
sports for everyone, is famous. Action
backs, golf skirts built to your stance,
pleated tennis skirts to the knee—every-
thing built exactly for its purpose, and
therefore a classic from year to year.
Fashion Futures flashes them in fabrics
that have been woven to be crush-re-

Crane pretended to be mysterious. He
put his finger to his lips. “It came as a
revelation.” As he put on the coat to his
double-breasted linen suit, O’Rourke
asked, “When do we start?”

“You aren’t going.” Crane adjusted
his brown tie. “I wouldn’t think of tear-
ing you away from Miss Day.”

“Miss Day won't give a damn today,”
said O'Rourke.

“Why not?”

“She’s going to be a cripple, unless
she’s tougher than I think.” O’Rourke
smiled reminiscently. “After we had a|
swim and polished off the whisky I took‘
her up to her room. She was locked out,
so we went in by way of Essex’s room.
In that sort of dressing room, just past
the bathroom, she fell over a chair and
almost broke her neck.”

“WELL, you can’t go anyway.” Crane
got his panama from the closet
shelf. “I got a job for you in Miami.”

He told O'Rourke that he wanted to
know if Imago’s check for one thousand
dollars had been found either in Tor-
toni’s bank or among his effects. “See
if you can find out how well they knew
each other,” he added.

“Okay,” said O’'Rourke. “Now how
about a spot of breakfast?”
“Breakfast!” said Crane. “I'm never

going to eat again.”
(To be continued next week)

sistant, water-repellent, treated to be
nonshrinkable, nonfading — attentions |
you can demand for all your clothes!
now.

Slacks will play an active part in your
wardrobe, too, there being nothing more
shipshape for the deck of a sailboat and |
for resort life all day long. But take a
good look at yourself in them first, and ;
be sure they are tailored to your girlish ’
form with the perfection achieved in|
California, where they are practically a
uniform.

The newest trick in evening clothes,
and the best for the girl who wants to
travel far and light, is the slim separate
skirt, ankle or instep length, worn with
all variety of tops. For a very formal
evening, it can be a very naked halter
top, matching or contrasting. For an in-
formal evening at home or a resort, it
can be an effective blouse from your suit
collection. In its very newest version it
is a fitted jumper (hark back to our
number-three dress)—in fine cotton lisle
like a sweater, silk jersey or the most
elegant fabric your heart desires. This
jumper keeps appearing, from sports to
evening, so keep an eye on it.

Tiny boleros over a blouse, little fitted
jackets, straight boxy coats will also
play changes on your evening costume.
A jacket in bright jersey with a gay
edging can appear with gray slacks, too,
or a black skirt.

A smart girl weaves her wardrobe to-
gether this way with well-calculated
jackets, making half a dozen costumes
sprout where only two or three grew be-
fore. She buys her shoes cannily, to look
uncompromisingly well with several
outfits. She likes dashing accessories,
but chooses at least one set to carry
through seasons and many occasions.
She gets all the new and silly hats she
wants, but is sure of one like that dark
rough straw sailor, in its most becoming
size, that will dress up many costumes,
and plus a few easily packed caps and
scarves and berets that will see her
all around the world, or off for a week
end. She’s all set for a gay life at home
or, at the drop of a hat, to scoop things
into a suitcase and be on her way.
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WHAT T0 DO
WHEN YOU HAVE

F YOU'RE nursing a cold—see a doctor! Cur-

ing a cold is the doctor’s business. But the
doctor himself will tell you that a regular
movement of the bowels will help to shorten
the duration of a cold. Remember, also, that
it will do much to make you less susceptible
to colds.

So keep your bowels open! And when
Nature needs help—use Ex-Lax! Because of
its thorough and effective action, Ex-Lax helps
keep the body free of intestinal wastes. And
because it is so gentle in action, Ex-Lax will
not shock your eliminative system.

EX-LAX NOW SCIENTIFICALLY IMPROVED
1—TASTES BETTER THAN EVER?
2—ACTS BEITER THAN EVER!
3—MORE GENTLE THAN EVER!

Ask for Ex.-Lax at your druggist’s. Comes in
economical 10c and 25c¢ sizes. Get a box today !

Now improved — better than ever!

EX-LAX

ORIGINAL

IF You %[/
WEAR A

THE CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE

VLL SHOW
YOU HOW TO

S7pYOUR
Rupture

WORRIES/

DON’T worry and suffer any
longer. Seldom is a stiff spring
truss needed. You don’t need a
hard pad to hold rupture properly.
Too much pressure with a “plug”
pad often makes matters worse.

TRUSS -

Write to Me,/

IF you have a reducible rupture, (one that
can be put back), I'm going to give you a
chance to try the remarkable Brooks Rupture
Invention which gives Nature the greatest
chance to heal ., .. and I'm not asking you to
risk a penny. If I can’t show you how to
make your rupture worries vanish at once,
T'll take the loss.
ABSOL“TELY FREE Send your name and address in
complete confidence, I'll send
my book and home measure blank absolutely free. Whenl get
your report, I will send the improved Brooks Automatic-
Air-Cushion truss, especially made to fit your individual re-
gquirements. You -ear it ten days. Then if it isn’t 8 reve-
lation in heavenly comfort, send it back and the trial costs
you nothing, Find out how the Brooks Air-Cushion
Appliance gives Nature the greatest chance to heal the
weakened muscles.

SEND NAME IN CONFIDENCE Sineysenc.meme

answer in plain envelope, and our transactions will be held in
strict confidence. Remember, this information comes to you
prepaid and FREE. Address me personally.

H. C. BROOKS, 327-F State St., Marshall, Mich.
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YEA

THree hundred and sixty-five days from
now — what?

Will you still be struggling along in the
same old job at the same old salary —
worried about the future — never able to
make both ends meet?

One year from today will you still be
putting off your start toward success —
thrilled with ambition one moment and
then cold the next — delaying, waiting, fid-
dling away the precious hours that will
never come again?

Don’t do it, man — don’t do it.

There is no greater tragedy in the world
than that of a man who stays in the rut all
his life, when with just a little effort he
could advance.

Choose the work you like best in the list
below, mark an X beside it, and, without
cost or obligation, at least get the full story
of what the I.C.S. can do for you.

INTERMAlIONAL SUrRESPONDOENCE 5CHO0L3

Box 4141-B, Scranton, Penna,
Without cost, please send me full particulars about
the subject before which I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
0 Architect O Sanitary Engineer
{J Architectural Draftsman [0 Steam Engineer
0 Building Estimating O Marine Engineer
1 Contractor and Builder O Bridge Engineer
0 Structural Draftsman {J Bridge Foreman
O Structural Engineer {1 Building Foreman
O Electrical Engineer 0 Diesel Engines
O Electric Lighting O Aviation Engines
O Telegraph Engineer 0O Automobile Work
O] Telephone Work [J Radio O Plumbing [ Steam Fitting
O Mansagemeut of Inventions (] Heating {0 Veutilation
] Mechanical Engineer 0 Air Conditioning
O Mechanical Draftsman 0O Refrigeration [] Pharmacy
[ Patternmaker [ Machinist [ R. R. Locomotives
0 Foundry Practice O R. R. Section Foreman
0 Reading Sbop Blueprints O R. R. Signalmen
[J Heat Treatment of Metals [ Air Brakes [] Coal Mining
0 Sheet Metal Worker C Chemistry [1 ¥ruit Growing
0 Welding, Electric and Gas [ Navigation [ Agriculture
[ Civil Engineer 03 Toolmaker [ Cotton Manufacturing
{J Highway Engineer 0O Woolen Manufacturing
[J Surveying and Mapping [J Poultry Farming
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
M D Busi Corr
] Lettering Show Cards
[0 Stenography and Typing
0O Civil Service [J Mail Carrier
O Railway Mail Clerk
[J Bookkeeping {1 Signs [J Grade School Subjecta
[J Secretarial Work [ French O High School Subjects
Salesmanship O Spauish O College Preparatory
[ Service Station Salesmanship [ First Year College Subjects
{0 Advertising English [] Ilustrating ] Cartooning
DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
[ Professional Dressmaking 0O Millinery
and Designing O Foods and (lookery
) Tea Room and Cafeteria
Management, Catering

2 Busi p.
0 Industrial Management
[J Traffic Management
O Cost Accountant

U Home Dressmaking
0 Advanced Dressmaking

Name.

Address

Present Position, eert e
If you reside in Canuada, send thig coupon to the
International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited,
Montreal, Canada.

g OIANY o

urpee’s

Scarlet, Yellow, Lavender, Rose,
f¥a 15¢-Tkt. of each, all 4 postpaid
for 10¢! Burpee’s Seed Catalog Jree. = .

W. Atlee Burpee Co., 352 Burpee Bidg., Philadelphia

Ler PERTUSSIN smack

THAT COUGH

® A cough should not be neglected. It should
have your immediate attention. Do as millions
have done! Use Pertussin, a safe and pleasant
herbal remedy for children and grownups.
Many physicians have prescribed Pertussin
for over 30 years. It’s safe and acts guickly.
Seld at all druggists. :

Seeck & Kade, Inc., Dept. AB-30
440 Washington Street, N.Y.C.

Please send me a large Trial Bottle of Per-
tussin. I enclose 10¢.

Name

PERTUSSIN

Addr

Large Trial Bottle for 104 ——
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Charming Young Man

sober—nothing if he was drunk. Niven
tried to catch him when he was drunk
but he dida’t have any luck. The tonsils
became so rebellious that he had to go
for the ten-dollar job. It wasn’t a very
good job. In fact, a few weeks later he
had to go to a real hospital for a retake.

“Lucky break for me, that was,” Niven
says thoughtfully. “There I was in a
hospital wondering how I could bail my-
self out. I didn’t have a nickel even to
buy a newspaper. So I read the books
that were lying around the hospital.”

He found one book that seemed inter-
esting. It was called Fox Hunting in
Canada. Of course he had never been
fox hunting in Canada but that didn’t
matter. He wrote three articles about
fox hunting and sent them to a Canadian
newspaper. The newspaper bought the
three articles and sent a check by return
mail. It arrived the day he was dis-
charged and it not only paid his hospital
bills but left him train fare to New York.

Of course he registered at the most
expensive hotel in town. Where else
would an officer and a gentleman stay?
His clothes were excellent, his manners
impeccable and his charm infectious. He
soon became acquainted and became a
habitué of our best saloons, which in
New York are called “clubs.” These sa-
loons attract the very best people but
it was not the distinguished clientele
which attracted young Niven. It was the
quaint habit even the best saloons have
of leaving pretzel bowls at one end of
the bar. He could buy one beer and eat
quite heartily. He met a lot of nice
people but he could accept dinner invi-
tations only from those who lived within
walking distance of his hotel.

“I used to die many deaths at those
dinners,” he says, “hoping that the host-
ess wouldn’t ask me to take some girl
home. When this happened I would al-
ways say as gaily as I could, ‘What a

Continued from page 23

night. A beautiful night. What fun it
would be to walk home.””

About this time Niven (he was only
wenty-five, mind you) fell in with
Lefty Flynn and Douglas Hertz, who
was, of all things, an English cowboy.
They had a grandiloquent scheme that
would make them all millions. It was,
in brief, indoor horse racing. They gar-
nered a lot of tired polo ponies and
rented an arena at Atlantic City; the
races lasted fifteen minutes each, which
was a bit wearing on horses, jockeys and
customers. But the customers didn’t
mind because there weren’t many of
them present. They were walking along
the boardwalk or playing skee ball or
eating popcorn. They weren’t in the
arena.

A Battleship Stowaway

“We had a nice layout,” Niven says
gloomily, “and I don't understand yet
why it didn’t go. We even dressed a
couple of cowboys up in white clothes
and made them doctors. We had a hos-
pital in the middle of the arena. It
wasn’t much of a hospital but I man-
aged to borrow a large electric hair
dryer and that looked very surgical. It
was the only equipment we had. Finally
we gave up. There we were, the three of
us, with 120 punch-drunk ponies who
looked very weary from their fifteen-
minute races.

A month later Niven found himself in
Cuba, and he isn’t quite sure yet how
he got there. There was a revolution
going on and he wanted to join one side
or another. But the British consul
heard of it and put his foot down. When
you resign from the British Army you
sign a paper saying you will not bear
arms for any other country during the
next five years.

“One day I woke up, looked at myself
and said, ‘Hey, you. What are you train-

ing to be, a first-class bum?’” Niven
sighed. “I was twenty-five and feeling
quite old. I thought I'd had enough of
just tearing around living as best I
could. I'd go back to England and set-
tle down. I managed to get a job on a
Japanese freighter called the Nanking
Maru, which was headed for Norway.
That seemed a step nearer home.”

That night before the Nanking Maru
was scheduled to sail, the American
battleship S. S. Oklahoma sailed into
Havana harbor. The sight of those ma-
rine uniforms made Niven a bit home-
sick for the army. He had a few drinks
with some of the sailors and marines and
they got along fine, too.

When he woke up it was in the bunk
of a Japanese freighter and he was very
thankful to his sailor friends. That is,
until some hours later when he asked
a shipmate how long it would be before
they reached Norway.

“Ye're batty, mate,” his pal told him.
“We ain’t goin’ nowhere near Norway.
We're headin’ for Frisco.”

It developed that he was on the wrong
Japanese freighter. He was on the Yatsu
Maru, headed for San Francisco. Well,
he'd never been to San Francisco.

He was getting nearer to his destiny
but, sweating under Caribbean skies, he
didn’t know that. San Francisco looked
very formidable. He knew some people
casually who lived in Santa Barbara
and he went to visit them. They told
him about a place called Hollywood,
where charming young men could often
get jobs. He went to Hollywood.

“I wanted a job at anything,” he says
now. ‘I had no idea of being an actor. 1
just wanted a job. I made the rounds of
the studios and every one was closed to
me. It was the old story of an unknown
trying to crash the studio gates. It prac-
tically can’t be done. 1 tried—how I
tried—but [ couldn’t do it.”

“I's not enough I let them have a six-day race. Now they want I should put up money for sprints!”

GEQRGE PRICE




He went back to San Francisco pretty
discouraged and then one afternoon he
looked out in the harbor and there was
a beautiful thing lying out there. It was
H. M. S. Norfolk, a ship which had
spent a lot of time at Malta. He knew
every officer on board from the admiral
down. In an hour his feet were on her
deck and he was greeting old friends
and for the moment everything was all
right. The ship was leaving that eve-
ning to help in a promotion stunt. They
were arousing interest in a picture which
was to be called Mutiny on the Bounty.
They thought it would be a good stunt
to take newsreels of the Bounty and the
modern British man-o’-war. Young
Niven stayed on board and the Norfolk
put to sea. Twenty miles off Los An-
geles they met the Bounty. Everything
went as scheduled until a rather be-
draggled figure climbed down a rope
ladder from the towering deck of the
Norfolk to land on the tiny deck of the
Bounty, which had been tied up to
the man-o’-war.

Then the Norfolk steamed away and
there was David Niven standing before
a bewildered group of film actors. Frank
Lloyd, the director, was intrigued. He
liked the looks of young Niven and he
liked the nerve of him. There was a
publicity man around somewhere and
he, too, was delighted.

“Great stunt,” he chortled. “Couldn’t
have staged it better myself. Stowaway
on battleship crashes Hollywood via the
water route.”

Niven just wanted a job, he told
Lloyd. He’d do anything. When they
arrived in port, Lloyd took Niven under
his wing.

“It was a lot of fun driving through
the same M-G-M gate that had been so
tightly closed to me a few days before,”
Niven says. “It looked as though all
my troubles were over. Lloyd arranged
for me to make a test the next day.”

Now it looked as though everything
was all right until from nowhere and
without the slightest warning the immi-
gration officials fell upon him. He would
have to leave the country immediately.
There was nothing to do but scurry to
Mexico. He went to Mexicali and spent
six weeks there before he was allowed
back.

Goldwyn's “Discovery”

It seemed as if everyone had forgot-
ten him during those six weeks. Help
came when he needed it most, from Sally
Blane, whom he had known in London.
Sally then lived with her two sisters,
Loretta Young and Polly Ann, and their
mother presided over their household.
The mother felt sorry for young David
and insisted that he move in until he got
on his feet.

“They are the four most wonderful
women in the world,” Niven says with a
touch of awe in his voice. *‘I was broke
and had no prospects and yet they took
care of me as though I were a member
of the family. Nothing I can ever do will
be adequate payment for what they did
for me. Through them I met everyone
in Hollywood, but for a long time it
didn’t do any good.”

Yes, he’d meet everyone and be in-
vited for dinner but not to the studio.

“T wanted to be an extra but all they’d
let me be was an extra man,” Niven
says a little bitterly. “That is, until 1
met Sam Goldwyn.”

Of the many, many legends which
have grown up around Goldwyn there
is one which is undoubtedly true—he is
the smartest man in Hollywood. This
legend persists and grows stronger be-
cause of the testimony of those who
work for the man. Take young Niven
now.

“I met Goldwyn at a dinner party and
I said in desperation, ‘Will you look at
a test of mine?’ " Niven tells it. “Gold-
wyn said, ‘Sure, send it to me in the
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morning.” So I sent him that first test—
I'd made seven since then. I sent him
the one where I swore at that director,
and Goldwyn called me right into his of-
fice and said, ‘Here’s a seven-year con-
tract.””

It was that easy once you got the
break. Niven was dazed at Goldwyn’s
quick action.

“I'm not giving you much money,”
Goldwyn told him. “But as soon as
you’re worth more I'll tear this con-
tract up and write a new one. Now run
around to other studios and get some
experience. Take any kind of part you
can get.”

Now it was noised around that Niven
was a ‘“‘discovery” of Goldwyn’s who
could be “borrowed.” The same people
who wouldn’t let Niven into their offices
now offered him parts.

Learning to Act

In his first picture he said, “All right,”
to Miriam Hopkins. In his second he
had a better part. He said, “Goodby,
my dear,” to Elissa L.andi. Then he was
given a real part and his first comedy
scene. It was in Feather in Your Hat,
which was directed by Al Santell. His
first scene, the first time he had ever
been before a camera except as one of
a mob, was a difficult one and it was shot
at eight in the morning.

“l had to make a gay, laughing en-
trance and make some witty remarks,”
Niven says. “That’s a tough thing to do
at eight in the morning and I was scared
stiff. Well, I came on the set, said my
lines, ‘and there was a roar of sponta-
neous laughter from the cast, the elec-
tricians, stage hands and director.”

The kid stood there amazed. He had
made this whole bunch laugh right out
loud. He’d stopped the show.

Santell said, laughing, “David, that
was great. You can certainly put a com-
edy scene over. Now let’s make another
take just for fun. That first one was
great, though. That's the one we’ll use.”

All of his nervousness left him. Now
he was a trouper. That laughter had
given him a confidence which has never
left him. It didn’t even leave him when
he heard the real story of that sponta-
neous laughter which had greeted his
scene.

“I heard it days later,” Niven says.
“Santell knew this was really my first
opportunity to say lines. It was my first
real scene and he knew that I'd be nerv-
ous. He got the whole cast together and
told them to give out with that laughter
when I had finished. He knew it would
give me confidence.”

From then on everything was all right.
He appeared in twelve pictures with in-
creasingly larger parts. He was in such
pictures as Dodsworth, Thank You
Jeeves, Beloved Enemy, Charge of the
Light Brigade and of course The Pris-
oner of Zenda, which moved him into
the front rank. Every now and then
Goldwyn would call him into the office,
tear up the old contract and give him a
new one.

“I'll always pay you what you're
worth to me,” Goldwyn said, and he
kept his word.

That's David Niven, a charming
young man who would rather speak
about those who have helped him than
he would about himself. He will speak
for hours about how he learned about
acting from Ronald Colman, of how
he watched every move Colman made
in The Prisoner of Zenda. He will tell
of the good advice Colman gives him
when he is puzzled about how to do a
scene. He'll talk of Goldwyn’s fair deal-
ing and he’ll tell of directors who gave
him a hand. From now on his story
promises to be dull. It will be the cli-
max of a success story. His real story
was all told before he met success and
made it his own.
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Tabloid Telephone Tales

Brief stories of how Long
Distance is ringing the bell for
businesses of all sorts and sizes

An eastern wholesaler of toys and novel-
ties wanted bigger attendance at travel-
ing displays, tried telephoning buyers in
surrounding territory from key towns.
On one trip, 350 telephone invitations
brought 100 customers to sample room.
Sales were $9000. Telephone cost was $75.

The credit manager of a meat packing
company regularly telephones overdue
accounts. He can reach the right person
promptly, smooth out complaints, tact-
fully arrange settlement. Personal
promises by telephone are usually kept.

Result: good collections, low costs.

A poultry and egg broker of Memphis,
Tenn., recently bought a carload of poul-~
- try from another broker in Kansas City
—— by Long Distance and, while the car was
?‘ still rolling, sold it at a profit to a dealer
in Birmingham, Alabama. Two inexpen-
sive calls. No handling expense whatever.

A printing company of Atlanta, Georgia,
called a New York buyer who had never
heard of their service, talked to him
twice in New York and once in Wash-
ington at a total telephone cost of $14.45
—and secured a printing order of $2700
by this Long Distance introduction.



We Want Service

F THE building industry is to play the vital
part it ought to play in our economic sys-
tem, it must do it in the characteristic

American way. It must develop the American
genius for efficient and large-scale production.”

President Franklin Delano Roosevelt ex-
pressed this opinion in his recent message on
housing plans. The same day Homer S. Cum-
mings, Mr. Roosevelt’s attorney general, talk-
ing to an assemblage of grocers and other
businessmen, said something quite different:
“Unless we destroy monopoly, monopoly will
find ways to destroy most of our reforms and, in
the end, lower the standard of our common
life.” '

Large-scale production and monopoly are, of
course, not the same—except in the minds of
some politicians. Mr. Cummings actually was
deploring large-scale production, as the figures
he cited showed.

So these two statements, one by the President
and the other by his chief law officer, reflect a
wide divergence of judgment. The President
wants Congress to encourage the building in
dustry to become large and efficient. Mr. Cum-
mings says, “Beware of monopoly, lest it lower
your standard of living.”

The only enduring monopolies in this coun-
try are those specifically created by law. Patents
granted on inventions set up monopolies. Legis-
latures and Congresses grant franchises to pub-
lic utilities. These create monopolies for public
conveniernce.

The political talk concerns large-scale pro-
duction and not actual monopolies based on
patents or franchises. Monopoly is just a fat
political word which arouses emotions but
makes little sense when examined closely.

Politically it is popular now, and it has al-
ways been popular, to denounce the large size
of business organizations. We have had end-
less political campaigns aimed at corporations,
trusts, mergers, combines, holding companies
and all other forms of organization.

We have had anticorporation laws, antitrust
laws, antimonopoly laws in endless variety.
Political reputations have been built upon a
foundation of anti-big-business propaganda.
William Jennings Bryan’s Cross of Gold speech
upon this theme made him three times Demo-
cratic candidate for the presidency.

Plainly it is good politics to deplore the
growth of business units and to view with pain
the threat of monopoly. On the other hand, the
relatively high standard of living which Ameri-
cans have enjoyed is, in fact, the product of
efficient large-scale business. It is also good
politics to point with pride at this American
standard of living and to promise to use the full
force of the government to keep it high.

So we have business laws which attempt to
make a compromise between opposite prin-
ciples. We once agreed that trusts must be
destroyed but we must apply a rule of reason
before destroying them. More recently, under
the NRA, we decided to permit corporations
and industries to make various kinds of agree-
ments which had been denounced as crimes in
the earlier antitrust acts. Once the Supreme
Court decided that the NRA was unconstitu-
tional, we began to indict and prosecute men
charged with continuing to do after the end of
the NRA what they had been compelled by the
law to do while the NRA lasted. Political winds
blow from various directions.

QOur land was naturally so rich and, as a
nation, Americans have been so inventive and
so energetic that we have been enabled to sur-
vive the most prodigious blunders. Sometime,
however, perhaps even now, we must make up
our minds just what we want.

We shall almost surely not have to choose be-
tween big business and small business. We can
and do have both. Contrary to many of our
political traditions, we do not have to penalize
one form of organization to retain the other.

The sure and permanent rule is that we will
surrender almost anything before we consent

to lower our standard of living. If alarge-scale,
efficient industry is necessary to a high stand-
ard of living, then we are going to have large-
scale, efficient business regardless of Homer
Cummings’ fears about monopolies.

A high standard of living consists of desirable
commodities and coveted services. People who
once enjoy them or even see better things in
prospect will fight to gain and retain what they
desire. Shiny new motorcars, beauty-shop serv-
ice, silk stockings, becoming clothes, among
other things, are the necessities or luxuries a
people will not lightly surrender.

The real confusion concerning a proper pub-
lic policy toward controlling the size of business
comes out of our continued ignorance of definite
facts concerning the problem. Politicians make
statements, orators give off speeches and Con-
gresses improvise laws but nobody representing
the public interest is willing to gather the com-
plex information essential to a fair understand-
ing of the issue at stake.

President Roosevelt suggests that large-scale
enterprise might revive construction and so
stimulate all industry. Nobody knows, how-
ever, at just what size industry becomes most
efficient and most useful to the public welfare.

Apparently industries vary. In steel and
petroleum large-scale enterprise plays the larg-
est role but small manufacturing establish-
ments are exceedingly numerous and many are
very efficient. The man of energy and initia-
tive is still able to start and to continue a small
business in many lines. The service establish-
ments tend to be small.

What we require more than anything else is
an unprejudiced understanding of widely rami-
fied organizations. JIf we could persuade our-
selves to consider this matter of efficient and
useful size as medical men approach a disease,
we might hope for solutions as sound and as
enduring. Certainly no one is wise enough to
improvise an answer to our largest problem of
industry and politics.
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