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IFOR THOMAS

Dr. Arthur Steinberg, whose research resulted in the discovery of koagamin

Thicker than Blood

By Hannah Lees

PHOTOMICROGRAPHS BY DR. FRANCIS F. LUCAS

It was Dr. Steinberg’s purpose to prevent
blood clots; instead, he found a way to
produce them quickly. It's a neat achieve-

ment.

FEW months ago, at a Philadel-
A phia hospital, a prominent obste-

trician did a Caesarean section and
delivered a fine, healthy baby. Now,
there’s nothing terribly exciting about
that these days, but what is exciting is
that when the sponge nurse finished her
count her eyes nearly popped out of her
head. Normally, in a Caesarean, which
is a pretty serious operation, there are
some twenty or thirty sponges used.
This time there were only five, and two
of them were practically as fresh and dry
as before they had been put to work.
And all because, shortly before the op-
eration, the patient had been given a
couple of injections of—you can have
fifty guesses—oxalic acid, the common
floor bleach, the common ink and rust
remover. An incredibly small amount of
oxalic acid it was - -three milligrams per

shot, which is about one ten-thousandth
of an ounce, but still oxalic acid. And
upstairs in his laboratory, in that hospi-
tal, a young chemist heard the news with
satisfaction but not much surprise. He
knew it would be that way.

It’s a curious, contradictory tale, the
way this discovery came to be made.
About four years ago this young chem-
ist, Arthur Steinberg by name, found
himself wondering if he couldn’t find
something (here’s your first contradic-
tion) to keep blood from clotting inside
the body, something to prevent those
thromboses that occasionally form in the
blood vessels after operations and in the
course of some diseases and do all sorts
of damage from gangrene to sudden
death.

There was a substance called heparin
that was supposed to do that job, but

There'll be lives to show for it

heparin had to be made in a very elabo-
rate, intricate way from beef blood and
was almost unbelievably expensive,
something like a hundred dollars a dose,
which is hardly practical. So Dr. Stein-
berg was wondering if there might not
be something else.

He had a full-time job, working on an-
other problem in a research laboratory,
but this thing seemed to be on his mind.
Research workers are a little strange
that way, and, after all, what is a man to
do with his evenings and Sundays? So
he began tinkering with the idea. He
knew that, among other things, sodium
oxalate, a compound of oxalic acid, was
used to keep blood from clotting in test
tubes (I told you this was a story of con-
tradictions). He knew this compound
worked by taking the calcium, which
was supposed to be necessary to clot-

ting, out of the blood. But you can’t re-
move all the calcium from a person’s
system. He'd die. People had been
known to die, in fact, from taking oxalic
acid. So he never thought of using that.
Instead he began to try solutions of vari-
ous animal tissues, injecting them into
rabbits and then seeing how the blood
behaved and whether it seemed to clot
more slowly. Then one day he injected
a solution of some tissue extract—
spleen extract it happened to be—into
a rabbit and tested the blood, and—
well, it certainly wasn’t clotting any
slower; quite the contrary, it was clot-
ting faster, much faster.

A Real Need for a Coagulant

Well, that was pretty interesting even
if it wasn’t what he was looking for. He
tried it on a few more rabbits and it
looked still more interesting. Now,
Steinberg is just a born research worker
with a highly overdeveloped curiosity.
The chances are he didn’t bother to
think of the medical implications right
then. There was just this problem: if
certain animal extracts made blood clot
faster, would plant extract, for instance,
do the same thing? So he got a variety
of dried plants from various drug houses
and started in on them—things like
wood sorrel, and shepherd’s purse, and
rhubarb, and euphorbia—weeds we’d
call most of them, but they turned out to
have been a good hunch. Make an ex-
tract of certain of those weeds, particu-
larly shepherd’s purse and wood sorrel,
and inject it into the vein of a rabbit.
Test the rabbit’s blood fifteen minutes
later and instead of clotting in two and
a half minutes, which is normal, it would
congeal in about a minute and a half.

Maybe, he began to think, it would be
a good idea to table that anticoagulant
problem for a while in favor of this, be-
cause a really good coagulant that could
be injected into the blood stream would
help doctors quite a bit. A lot more
people died of hemorrhage every year
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What happens to normal red
blood cells (above) when ox-
alic acid is added to blood in
test tubes. The blood (below)
will not clot. Oxalic acid has
a directly opposite effect
when injected into the blood
stream, hastening coagulation
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“Sav, is it true that you run those things
AR Y &
on kerosene?”’

“Not this tractor! This is a modern,
high-compression machine...it uses good
‘leaded’ gasoline just like your car. Be-
lieve me, it does a lot more work than the
old tractors that used low-grade fuels.”

THIS MONDAY NIGHT...Tune in ‘“Tune-Up Time."” Columbia Broadcast-
ing System, 7 PM,E.S.T.;6 PM,,C.5.T.—9 P.M,M.S8.T.; 8 P.M,,P.5.T.

What a city man can learn from a farmer

The farmer doesn’t drive his “iron horse’ for fun. Tt’s business

the better the performance . ., in tractors and automobiles!

with him. That’s why he watches his operating costs much
more closely than the average automobile owner. Today,
farmer after farmer will tell vou that cheap, low-grade fuel
actually costs more in the long run.

American farmers have discovered that modern tractors . . .
with high compression engines very much like the one in your
car . . . do enough extra work to more than make up for the
slightly higher price of good gasoline.

They’ve learned this important fact: The better the fuel,

That’s because the anti-knock quality of the gasoline in
vour rank determines just how far your motor service man
can advance the spark when he tunes-up your car’s engine.

The farther the spark of a modern high-compression engine
is advanced, up to the point of maximum power, the more
power and mileage vou get.

Since there are different grades of gasoline sold for auto-
mobile use, you have a choice of three grades of performance
—as shown below.

3

BEST PERFORMANCE with gasoline marked “Fthyl
on the pump or globe. It is highest in anti-knock and
all-round quality. Contains enough tetraethyl lead so that
your engine’s spark can be adrvanced closest to the point of
maximum power and economy without “knock” or “ping.”

GOOD PERFORMANCE — with “‘regular’ gasoline,
which permits the spark to be considerably advanced
without “knock” or “ping.”” Most “regular” gasolines
now contain tetraethyl lead to improve anti-knock
quality, as shown by the “Lead” signs on the pumps.

YOU HAVE THESE § CHOICES OF CAR PERFORMANCE

POOR PERFORMANCE — with low-grade gasoline, poor
in anti-knock quality. With low-grade gasoline in a
modern car, the engine’s spark must be refarded—
which means loss of power and economy.

COPYRIGHT 1939, ETHYL GASOLINE CORPORATION

ETHYL GASOLINE CORPORATION, manufacturer of anti-knock fluids used by 0il companies to improve gasoline
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.gJRE, I get high marks in school.
I’m on the hockey team, too. Thanks
to Mother and Dad, I've kept my
eyes in training. Of course, that’s
easy with the good lighting we've
got at home. Dad buys Westinghouse
Mazda Lamps because, he says, they
give brighter light longer. Dad’s pretty

smart about things like that.”
75 anp 100
WwWaTT SIZES

15, 25, 46, 50 and 60 watt sizes
also 15¢
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than of having their blood form clots that
anything like heparin couldn’t help.
Lots of other things had been tried as
coagulants, of course, for years and
years, snake venom among them, but
none of them had seemed very success-
ful. He tried a few more rabbits.

After testing out the extract on dozens
and dozens of rabbits, Steinberg natu-
rally began looking around for a human
to try it on, still in his spare time, you
understand, still on his own, quietly,
evenings and holidays. He had talked
to various doctors about the idea and
some of them were interested but most
of them were pretty scornful. Plant ex-
tract to make blood coagulate? Why,
the theory of coagulation was one of the
most complicated and unsatisfactory in
medicine. There seemed to be at least
six factors, and most of them had been
only guessed at, never identified. It was
crazy to think any one simple extract
was the answer. Steinberg didn’t know
then, you see, what it was in his extract
that made the blood clot so fast. If he
had known, and told the other doctors,
they’d have been still more scornful.
But he didn’t know. He just knew this
plant stuff made the rabbits’ blood
thicken nearly twice as fast and didn’t
seem to hurt them, and he called it
koagamin, a name that has stuck with it
right up to this day.

But what about humans? Well, a
man can always try a thing on himself.
So he took a shot of the stuff and did a
test and it worked the same way, faster
in fact, and he felt just as well as ever
the next hour and the next day and the
next week. Of course, then he wanted
more human guinea pigs, and they were
harder to get. But he talked to all his
friends—physicians and surgeons and
other chemists—and finally got some of
them to play guinea pig too . . . and it
worked the same way on them. They
felt no ill effects, no effects of any sort

when the stuff was injected intrave-
nously. Their blood just clotted faster
than normally when tested, much faster.
Which was fine, but there’s no real good
in thickening, as it were, the blood of a
perfectly healthy person. Where this
might be valuable was with sick people,
people dying of hemorrhage. Yet even
the most curious research man could
hardly expect doctors, even doctors who
were friends, to turn their patients over
to him as guinea pigs, unless, of course,
they were dying anyway.

A Patient with Nothing to Lose

That, grimly enough, seemed to be
Steinberg’s only chance. If a doctor had
a patient who seemed absolutely mori-
bund, who was losing blood at a fatal
rate and nothing else seemed able to
stop it—well, you couldn’t do any harm
even with stuff made from a weed, with
a funny name like koagamin. Pretty
soon a case like that came along. A
doctor Steinberg knew had a woman
patient with a very serious bleeding
gastric ulcer and nothing he did seemed
to do any good. Pretty much in des-
peration, he gave her an intravenous
shot of the shepherd’s purse extract. He
could hardly believe it when the bleed-
ing stopped. He could hardly believe
it when she began to respond to the
treatment that hadn’t done any good be-
fore, and got well.

Pretty soon another doctor Steinberg
knew found himself with a patient with
a nosebleed. Now, this doesn’t sound so
serious, but it was, because it was a sort
of familial hereditary nosebleed in
which nothing seems of much help in
checking the flow, and the patient some-
times bleeds to death. It’s not like
hemophilia, which we’ll come to in a
minute, but it’s almost as serious, and
this patient was slowly but surely bleed-
ing to death. Her doctor, again in des-

“It's a short cut!”
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peration, gave her an intravenous shot
of the plant extract ... and the bleeding
stopped and she got well.

Then of course, the news began to
spread, and it wasn't so hard to find doc-
tors who were willing to try this extract
on their patients. They began using it
to stop hemorrhages after operations,
after childbirth; hemorrhages due to
diseases in nearly every part of the
body. And in practically every case the
bleeding was checked, often in a few
minufes, always within a half-hour after
the extract was injected.

But there was another whole group
with bleeding trouble, people who had
something actually wrong with their
blood; people with purpura who would
get spontaneous hemorrhages all over
their bodies, and especially under the
skin; people with jaundice who needed
operations and yet were bad operative
risks because the jaundice in some com-
plicated way affected the blood so that
it was slow to clot; hemophiliacs who
were born with something missing from
their blood so that it would take hours to
clot, or never clot at all, who might
bleed to death from a simple cut. It was
a question whether this plant extract
would do those people any good, but the
only way to find out was to try it. So
they did.

Discovery of a New Vitamin

It all took time, for Steinberg was still
working on his own at nights, still get-
ting individual physicians and surgeons
to co-operate with him, to try his stuff,
when and where they could. But he did it.
A hemophiliac, for instance, who had al-
ways needed to be rushed to the hospital
and given transfusions whenever he so
much as cut himself shaving, had an im-
pacted wisdom tooth removed with no
trouble whatever because, two hours be-
fare, he had had an intravenous and also
an intramuscular injection of this ex-
tract. And this was revolutionary. Noth-
ing had ever been known to be much
help to hemophiliacs before. Things like
the snake venom I mentioned earlier
had looked hopeful but had not turned
out so well.

Jaundiced patients needing opera-
tions, who a few years ago hadn’t had
much chance, have had a good deal
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better break in recent years. A new
vitamin was discovered, Vitamin K,
which seemed to be just what people
with jaundice were lacking, seemed to
be what they needed to make their blood
clot normally. But this vitamin was
effective only in jaundice, and had to be
given along with other things to make it
work. Dr. Steinberg tried his extract on
jaundiced patients, and it not only
worked but even worked in a few cases
where Vitamin K had seemed to fall
down. As for people with purpura . ..
this plant extract seemed just as valu-
able in stopping their uncontrollable
hemorrhages as in jaundice and hemo-
philia. It was all pretty amazing.

A few surgeons began routinely using
the stuff before operations . .. and found
that they could work much faster and
more efficiently because there was so
much less oozing to obscure their vision.
There were still only a few surgeons,
only a few physicians using it—still
are in fact. It’s such a new idea, such
a revolutionary one, and doctors are a
very conservative lot. Lucky for you,
in general, that they are. But those that
were using it were sold on it. Surgeons
found their operating work was being
revolutionized. )

Meanwhile Steinberg was worrying
about what it was in this plant extract
that did the job. Working in the same
laboratory with him was a man named
William Redman Brown, with whom
he’d discussed his ideas a good deal. So
he and Brown now set to work, in Stein-
berg’s basement and Brown’s garage, to
see if they couldn’t discover the chemical
composition of this plant extract. And
they analyzed and analyzed and dis-
carded one theory after another. Every
once in a while they'd get a few white
crystals, but they couldn’t find out what
they were, because if they heated them
even one degree beyond a very delicate
point, pouf, the crystals would sublime,
which is the fancy chemical name for
vanish, go up in smoke.

When they finally got the crystals to
stay with them long enough to be identi-
fied, and identified them as oxalic acid,
they could hardly believe their eyes . . .
or their test tubes. But they tested
them again and again, and there wasn’t
any doubt. Oxalic acid it was, in spite
of the fact that oxalic acid was known

“Will it stand up under an ice bag?”

HELEN HOKINSON

to be a dangerous poison, and in spite of
the fact that sodium oxalate was an
anticoagulant in a test tube.

And then they remembered some-
thing they’d known but hadn’t paid any
attention to before: there is a certain
small amount of oxalic acid in the blood,
yours, mine, everybody's. A Japanese
had discovered that quite a few years
ago, but it hadn’t meant anything then,
and he’'d had trouble finding out how
much. Maybe they could find out how
much. So they began analyzing and
analyzing again, blood this time, and
found there was not only some, but
quite a lot; as much as six or seven mil-
ligrams per hundred cubic centimeters,
which is only a little less than the
amount of calcium we have in our blood
if we're healthy.

So oxalic acid was a deadly poison,
was it? Well, of course, but then so
was morphine, so was strychnine, so
were many of the really valuable drugs
if taken in anything but minute doses.
The only thing was, oxalic acid had
never been thought of as a medicine
before. But it was a medicine, a very
valuable medicine obviously, and one
we all carried around inside us all the
time.

And there was another odd thing:
they had analyzed, among other things
—because as I said before research men
are curious that way—the blood of
women who had just had babies, and the
blood from the babies’ cords, and they
found strangely enough in those bloods
quite a little more oxalic acid than
normal. It looked as if Dr. Steinberg
had just hit on a method of coagulating
blood that nature had been using for
centuries to keep mothers and babies
from dying when the babies were born.

Scientists Are Never Satisfied

It was all very exciting, toa exciting
to believe. Last April, Dr. Steinberg
and Dr. Brown carried their news to
Toronto, where the Federation of
American Societies for Experimental
Biology was meeting. When they met
with some skepticism Dr. Steinberg in-
jected some koagamin into a rabbit and
tested its blood and proved before the
eyes of all the skeptics that the clotting
time was cut almost in half. A couple
of months later, in June, they received
a gold medal from the New Jersey
State Medical Society for their original
—very original—research.

Call it koagamin, or shepherd’s purse
extract or oxalic acid, the stuff has been
tried now on nearly 2,000 sick people in
whom hemorrhage was a danger. And
there was scarcely one of them in which
the bleeding wasn’t checked, scarcely
one who, if the extract was given in time,
didn’t make a remarkable recovery. But
Steinberg and Brown aren’t satisfied.
They want to know why minute quanti-
ties of oxalic acid make blood clot in the
body, while large quantities of an oxalic
acid salt keep it from clotting in a test
tube. They want to know what the
processes are that make the oxalic acid
have this effect and where it fits into the
whole difficult, complicated theory of
blood clotting in general. Maybe it will
help simplify that theory. There are all
sorts of ideas they could have about
these things, and probably do, but all
they will admit so far is that the oxalic
acid seems to be some sort of catalyst to
the other clotting forces in the blood.

There are so many things they still
want to find out and they’re going right
ahead to try to find them out. .. in their
spare time. Meanwhile, Dr. Brown is
working his eight hours a day on cancer
and Dr. Steinberg is working his eight
hours a day on endocrine research, par-
ticularly the adrenals, and wondering
between times what you could use as a
good cheap anticoagulant to take the
place of heparin.
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DO YOU

EAT

YOUR PAPER:--

Do you abuse your stomach with nervous,
bastily eaten meals? If you're smart,
you'll mend your ways—and take sooth-
ing Pepto-Bismol in the meantime!

*

Does excitement,
change of diet, or
the nervous pace of
modern life upset
your stomach?
Don’t make the mis-
take of adding to
the trouble with
drastic, irritating
physics.

Quiet and soothe your
stomach with Pepto-Bismol.
Not an antacid. This pleas-
ant prescription not only aids
in stomach distress, but helps
retard intestinal fermenta-
tion, gas formation and
simple diarrhea. { [

e

At your druggist's—by ’m

the bottle—and at the

fountain.
{ 4 “* g /—\_\‘\
s

Makers of Unguentine

WHEN YOUR $TOMACH



So you’re the Guy
... who was never
going to polish
your car again!

Bill Jones and I had sworn on a stack
of old auto polish cans we’d never
shine up a car again. Too much work
for what it got you, we said. So you
could have knocked me over with a
dust cloth when I saw Bill polishing
up his crate the other day. “How
come?” I asked.

/i can take a hint,” he said. “This
morning at breakfast the little wife
hands me a Du Pont No. 7 Polish ad
which says it’s easy as pie to use. So
what can I do, to please the little
woman, but try it? And say, by golly,

it 2s easy !’

When | saw Bill’s car, believe me 1
broke down and got a can of this
"No. T Polish myself. And say, that
ad was right! It sure is quick and easy
to use. Why, in no tme at all I had
the old bus looking like a shaving
mirror on wheels!

Sample For You. We'll
gladly send you a gen-
erous sample of the improved
No. 7 Polish, enough for hood
and fenders, Just send 6¢, to
help cover mailing costs, to:

P

| T

poLsH

anp cx ANER

tor, Delaware.
(Qffer good in U. S. only’

DU PONT

N© 7 POLISH

Improved...works even quicker, easier

PROTECT THE CHROMIUM on your car with
Du Pont Chrome Lacquer. Use the handy
new DU PONT CHROME REFINISHING KIT.

DuPont, Dept. B-7, Wilming-"

“With what political organization
were you associated abroad?”

“None.”

“Then how did you live?”

“From the money I earned. You see
I have an Austrian passport.”

“With what group were you to get in
touch when you arrived here?”

“If that had been my intention I'd
have hidden myself better. I knew what
I was doing when I went to see my wife.”

The official continued to question him
for a while longer. Then he scrutinized
Steiner’s passport and his wife’s letter,
which had been taken from him. He
looked at Steiner, then read the letter
once more. “You will be transferred this
afternoon,” he said finally.

“I would like to make one request,”
Steiner said. “It’s a small matter but
very important to me. My wife is still
alive. The doctor says that at most she
can only live for one or two days more.
I have told her that I am coming back
tomorrow. If I do not come, she will
know I am here. For myself I expect
neither sympathy nor favors of any
kind; but I should like my wife to die
in peace. I beg you to keep me here for
one or two days and allow me to visit
my wife.”

“Not a chance. I can’t give you such
an opportunity to escape.”

“I won’t escape. The room is on the
fourth floor and has only one entrance.
If someone takes me there and watches
the door there will be nothing I can do.
I make this request not for myself but
for a dying woman.”

“Impossible,” said the official. “I have
no authority to grant it.”

“You have the authority. You can
order another hearing for me and you
can make these visits possible. You
could give as a reason that I may tell
my wife something that is important for
you to know. That could be the reason
too for having my guard wait outside.
You could arrange for that reliable
nurse to stay in the room and listen to
what was said.”

“That’s nonsense. Your wife won’t
tell you anything nor will you tell her.”

“Of course not. She doesn’t know
anything. But she would die in peace.”

The official reflected and leafed
through the documents.
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Flotsam

Continued from page 46

‘“We examined you formerly on the
subject of Group VII. You did not give
us any names. In the meantime we have
caught Miiller, Boese and Welldorf.
Will you tell us the names of the
others?”

Steiner was silent.

“Will you tell us their names if I
make it possible for you to visit your
wife for two days?”

“Yes,” Steiner said after a pause.

“Then tell them to me.”

Steiner was silent.

“Will you give me two names tomor-
row evening and the rest the day after
tomorrow?”

“I will tell you the names day after
tomorrow.”

“Do you promise that?”

“YeS‘”

The official stared at him for a time.
“I'll see what I can do. Now you will
be taken back to your cell.”

“Will you give me back my letter?”
Steiner asked.

“Your letter? It has to stay with the
rest of the evidence.” The official looked
at him, undecided. “There’s nothing in-
criminating in it. All right, take it with
you.”

“Thanks,” Steiner said.

The official rang and had Steiner
taken away. Too bad, he thought, but
what can a man do? You're in the soup
yourself the minute you show any sign
of being human. Suddenly, in a flaming
rage, he smashed his fist down on the
table.

“T OOK at this, Marill,” Ruth said, lay-
ing a slip of white paper on the
table.

Marill bent over it incredulously. “A
permit! A four-weeks residential per-
mit! And it’s real. How in the world
did you do it?”

“I don’t know,” Ruth replied. She

really didn’t know precisely. “Others
got it for me.”

“You got it yourself.”

“There’s only one. For me,” Ruth

said. “And that wasn’t as hard as I ex-
pected. Now I must get one for Lud-
wig. That will be harder. I’ve written to
that lawyer Levi. In reply he demanded
five hundred francs retainer.”

“We’ll get a lawyer from the Refugee

Committee; the appeal will be heard
here. He can handle it in collaboration
with the French lawyer, and even if the
trial isn’t here, it seems better to me to
have a different lawyer.”

“I think so too, but won’t that cost
more money than we have?”

“No, you have about three thousand
francs to take care of all that.”

“You're much mistaken, Marill.”

“Unfortunately I am not mistaken.
It’s Steiner’s money. He gave it to me
and told me to turn it over to you if he
was not back by yesterday.”

“Do you think—"

“Yes_!’

“Oh, God,” Ruth said.

“Perhaps he’ll still come,” Marill
said doubtfully. “Sometimes there are
accidents. However, he expressly in-
structed me to give the money to you
and Kern if you needed it.”

“Come along, we’ll start at once.”

KERN was transferred to a larger cell,
where he found two cellmates—an
Austrian named Leo and a man from
North Germany who was called Méncke.
They had been arrested for working
without a permit. All three were put to
work pasting together paper bags.

“There comes the grub,” Leo said,
“and I had always heard French food
was good.”

The turnkey filled three bowls with
one ladle each of thin soup; that to-
gether with a piece of bread was their
day’s ration. The food was very meager
and bad; they were under the district
control of the Einsheim Penitentiary,
which was notorious for the quality of
its food. To be sure, any convicts who
had money could order additional food
from the canteen, but most of them had
no money.

They devoured their helpings and
stared hungrily at the bowls. “We could
eat the paste,” Moncke said, “if it
weren’t that we’d be punished for it.”

“Well, at least they give us tobacco
here,” Leo replied. “Has anyone saved
any of the three cigarettes from the
morning round?”’

“I have,” Kern said, getting a ciga-
rette out from under his plank bed.

“Magnificent,” Leo said, drawing out
from under his belt a piece of flint and

“ ..Edgar Allan Poe ... but of course he made ‘'em all up . . .
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some cotton which he had obtained from
the infirmary on the pretext that he had
an earache. He expertly struck a spark
on the iron pail while Kern kept watch
at the peephole. Smoking in the cells
was strictly forbidden.

Leo took a deep drag and seated him-
self. When he had smoked his third,
Moncke had his turn and after him Kern.

“Now I feel like a human being again
for five minutes,” Leo declared.

“It would take a big pig’s hock with
sauerkraut to make me feel that way,”
Moncke replied. “The hock of a pig as
big as an elephant. A giant elephant.”

Leo frowned. “That’s not the sort of
thing to eat at noon. A goulash, with
a small beer, that would be correct.”

“The hell with goulash!” Mdncke per-
sisted stubbornly. “Pig’s hock and, if
you like, purée of peas.”

“I guess you don’t understand much
about food in North Germany,” Leo re-
marked loftily. “A nice cut of boiled
beef with vinegar—have you ever heard
of that?”

“Small pickings for little Austrians!
Food should have strength in it. First
a good lentil soup, then roast pork,
plenty of potatoes, pickles, red cabbage
and afterward groats with vanilla
sauce—"’

Leo laughed derisively. “That’s for
peasants. Lentil soup as a first course!
Groats! Now, what you want is a fine,
light pudding!”

“Nonsense, you windbag. That doesn’t
put flesh on your bones. That’s just why
we lost the war; on your account, be-
cause you had no flesh on your bones.”

“What’s that? We lost the war on ac-
count of you loudmouthed fellows!”

“My socialist friends, I think the su-
perintendent is coming,” Kern said.

The next instant the three prisoners
were sitting completely and enthusi-
astically absorbed in making paper
bags. Four weeks more, Kern thought—
and even after that no Ruth—

MARIE regained consciousness once
more. She had lain for the whole
morning in a kind of twilight agony.
Now she definitely recognized Steiner.

“You're still here?” she whispered in
terror.

“I can stay here as long as I like,
Marie.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“The Amnesty has been proclaimed
and I am included. So you needn’t be
afraid any more. Now I shall stay here
always.”

She looked at him doubtfully. ‘“You
only tell me that to calm me, Josef—'

“No, Marie. The Amnesty was an-
nounced yesterday.” He turned to the
nurse, who was busying herself in the
back of the room. “Isn’t it true, nurse,
that since yesterday there’s no further
danger of my being arrested?”

“That’s true,” the nurse replied in-
distinctly.

“Please come closer. My wife would
like to hear about it from you.”

The nurse remained bent over.
already said it.”

“Please, nurse,” Marie whispered.

She remained silent.

“Please, nurse,” the sick woman
whispered once more. The nurse reluc-
tantly approached the bed. Marie
watched her anxiously. “Isn’t it true,”
Steiner asked, “that since yesterday 1
can stay here permanently?”

“Yes,” gulped the nurse.

“There ‘is no further danger of my
being arrested?”

(‘NO‘Y’

“Thank you, nurse.”

Steiner saw the dying woman’s eyes
become veiled. She no longer possessed
the strength to weep. “Now everything
is all right, Josef,” she whispered. “And
now, just when I could be useful to you,
I must go—"

“You are not going, Marie—"

“I've
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“I would like to be able to get up and
go away with you.”

“We will go together.”

She lay for a time watching him. Her
face was gray and the bones seemed to
be working their way through the skin.
Overnight her hair had become dull and
lifeless like an extinguished fire. Steiner
looked at all this and did not see it; all
he saw was that she still breathed, and
as long as she was alive she was Marie,
his wife, crowned by the glory of youth
and of their life together.

WHEN the death rattle began, he sat
beside her and held her hands. Eve-
ning crept into the room, and from out-
side beyond the door the impatient
Steinbrenner was audible from time to
time urgently clearing his throat. Ma-
rie’s breathing became shallow, then it
came in gasps with pauses, it grew al-
most inaudible and ceased like a gentle
breeze falling asleep. Steiner held her
hands until they became cold; and he
died with her. When he got up to go out
he was an insentient stranger, an empty
shell that had the motions of a man.
With an indifferent glance he examined
the nurse.

Outside he was taken in charge by
Steinbrenner and another man. “For
more than two hours we’ve been wait-
ing for wyou,” Steinbrenner rasped.
“We’ll have plenty of chances to talk
about that later on, you may be sure.”

“l am sure of it, Steinbrenner. I al-
ways count on such things with you.”

Steinbrenner moistened his lips. “You
kndw perfectly well the way to address
me is Herr Major, don’t you? Go right
on calling me Steinbrenner, but for each
time you do it you'll spend weeks weep-
ing bloody tears, my dear. Now I shall
have plenty of time with you.”

They went down the broad stairway,
Steiner between his two guards. It was
a warm evening and the French win-
dows in the oval bay of the outer wall
were open wide. There was a smell of
gasoline and a hint of spring.

“I will have such a lot of time with
you,” Steinbrenner declared slowly and
gloatingly. “Your whole life, sweet-
heart. And our names go so well to-
gether, Steiner and Steinbrenner. We'll
have to see sometime what we can make
of that.”

Steiner nodded thoughtfully. The]|

open window became larger, came
closer; quite close— He gave Steinbren-
ner a thrust toward it, leaped against
him, over him, and plunged down.

Steinbrenner got up from the stairs.
He was white as chalk. “Has he—?”
he stammered.

The other man looked out. “Flat as
a flounder,” he reported in a matter-of-
fact tone. “Naturally enough; it's the
third floor.”

“That demon!” Steinbrenner snorted.
“Wanted to pull me down with him,
didn’t he?”

“Looked that way.”

“That demon!”

“SOMEONE is waiting for you,” said
the prison director as Kern entered
his office to be discharged.

“l know,” Kern replied wearily. “A
policeman. Where’s he going to take
me—DBasle or Geneva? I know my way
around in Geneva better and I’d be sure
of getting across the border there.”

“It’s not a policeman,” the director
said.

Kern looked up.

The director pressed a button. “Ad-
mit the lady,” he said to the employee
who came in.

(‘Lady?"

As he stared at the director it seemed
to Kern as though a fist closed around
his heart. It couldn’t possibly be Ruth.
After sending his letter he had heard
nothing from her and had tried to think
of her as little as possible. It was all
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over, he was alone and he would never
return to France—that was that.

When he heard the light, quick steps
behind him he turned slowly. The fist
closed tighter around his heart.

“Ladwig!” - o e

She ran to him and embraced him.
She kissed his face, which had grown
thin and pale with the pallor of sunless,
underground cells, which was unshaven
and shadowed with pain. “Heavens, dar-
ling,” she whispered, forcing herself to
smile, “I was just in the nick of time. I
only got here two hours ago. The train
was four hours late. Four hours!” she
repeated. “And I almost missed yout”

Kern emerged from the tidal wave
that had engulfed him. He pushed Ruth
away and threw a quick glance toward
the superintendent, who was attentively
leafing through his calendar. “Ruth,”
he said, controlling his gasping breath
with difficulty, “what does all this
mean? What are you doing here?”

“I've come to get you, Ludwig.”

“But they’re just going to deport
me—" Kern’s head suddenly cleared
and he saw the full danger. He looked
again at the superintendent, who, he
knew, understood no German. “Ruth,”
he said in a low, excited voice, “you
must go at once! You must go before
the man behind me finds out you have
no papers. He will have you detained as
soon as he learns that. You haven’t
said anything to him, have you?”

“Yes, Ludwig,” she said, looking at
him, “I've told him everything.”

“You've told him—"

Ruth nodded.

“Then go quickly. Good God, why
did you do that? The one comfort I had
was to know that you were in some de-
gree safe. Oh, Ruth, go at once! Per-
haps you can still get away! Be careful
at the station—that's where they make
most of their arrests. Get on the train
at the last moment. Now hurry. Go on
before it’s too late!”

He acted as though he were saying
goodby and extended his hand with an
empty, artificial smile.

Ruth did not take his hand. “No one
can arrest me,” she said, looking at him
with sparkling eyes.

Kern let his hand drop. “What do you
mean? I don’t understand you.”

“He can’t have me arrested. No one
can do anything to me, Ludwig. Here—"
She snapped open her handbag and
drew out a white certificate. “Here, look,
just look!”

SHE held the paper toward him. He
stared at it without taking it. “Why,
Ruth, why, that is—why, that’s a ré-
cépissé! You've got a permit to stay?
My God, then you're safe!”

For the first time he looked her
straight in the face and searched her
eyes. “A residential permit for you,
Ruth! You're through with filth and
fear and flight!”

Ruth gulped. “I have another, Lud-
wig. It is—here it—" Her voice trem-
bled and suddenly tears poured over
the rigid smile that still lingered on her
face. “It’s yours, Ludwig,” she whis-
pered, “it’s for you. You don’t need to
go away. You can stay here!”

Kern grew pale. “For me?” he stam-
mered. “For me? Why, that can’t be
possible!”

“Yes, it is! Just read it. Here—"

Kern took the paper. He saw his
name and read that he had the right to
stay in France for four weeks.

“Then it will be extended,” Ruth said,
laughing and crying at the same time.
“T've been promised it will be extended
again and again. It’s not for four weeks,
that's just a formality; it's for good.”

Kern nodded absently, staring at the

: paper. He was afraid to move, he was

numb and as yet could not even rejoice.
It had happened too fast. He just stood

there and thought that pretty soon he

would wake up and then Ruth would be
gone and the paper in his hand would
be transformed into the familiar order
for deportation.

The superintendent rustled his pa-

__pers; then he got up and _came around

the desk.

“That’s a surprise, isn’t it?” he asked.

“Is it really in order?” Kern asked
softly.

“Yes, everything is exactly as it’s
written there. I congratulate you, Herr
Kern,” he said, shaking hands.

Kern toock a deep breath. He saw
that the superintendent, for whom he
had hitherto been convict number 217,
was smiling at him cordially and calling
him by name—for the superintendent
he had suddenly been transformed from
an impersonal number into a human be-
ing. And what Ruth had not been able
to do in the first moments was accom-
plished by this unimportant gesture on
the part of a stranger—it convinced him
and suddenly brought with it full real-
ization. It seemed to him as if the days
and weeks and months of flight were si-
lently collapsing about him like gray
shadows; as if the cobwebs of uncer-
tainty, concealment and humiliation
were rent by a strong beam of light; as
though the inconsolable feeling of in-
nocent guilt and guilty innocence had
all at once melted into past memories—
and as if he finally saw, after so much
hopeless fumbling from one anxious mo-
ment of the present to another, for the
first time a panorama of the future
spread out before him in the bright rays
of freedom. o

He looked at the superintendent and
at Ruth and then once more at the in-
significant little slip of paper in his
hand, a simple printed form on which
his name had been inscribed, one sheet
among millions, with the printer’s num-
ber K48412, a scrap that could be torn
up, but that brought back to him life,

freedom and the rights of a human be-
ing. Suddenly and involuntarily he be-
gan to laugh; he laughed and laughed,
harshly and loudly. He held the slip of
paper firmly in his hand and laughed as
though h ver stop.

The superintendent exchanged an
anxious glance with Ruth.

Finally he said, “Tell me,
Kern—"

Kern quieted down. “Herr Superin-
tendent,” he said softly, “if I hadn’t re-
ceived this slip of paper a policeman
would have taken me away as convict
217. That’s true, isn'’t it?”

The superintendent nodded.

“And now through this piece of paper
I have become a respectable person, a
free man who can do what he likes,
haven'’t 1?”

“Absolutely!”

“Doesn’t that seem strange to you?”

“What’s strange about it? The fact is
that you have just received a residential
permit.”

Herr

ERN shook his head. “But yesterday

I was the same man I am today. I

had the same hands, the same brain, the

same thoughts—and yet yesterday ev-

erything was prohibited and illegal that

today is permissible as a matter of
course.”

“Not yesterday,” the superintendent
corrected him. “Day before yesterday.
The date on the permit is yesterday.”

“Well, then, day before yesterday,”
Kern said acquiescingly. “Day before
yesterday 1 was officially blotted out
and my existence was a crime and a
punishable contradiction in the sight of
the great law codes of the world—and
today I can breathe and sleep and live at
peace, and everything is all right. Do
you understand that?”

“Of course. Nothing could be simpler.
Today you're entitled to all that.”

“Don’t you find that strange?”

“Them police cars is stoppin’ here! It
must be sumpin’ right in this buildin'!"

ROLARD COE




“Not in the slightest,” the director re-
plied in surprise. “I find it quite in or-
der. Now you have the right to live, in
writing, stamped and signed. So every-
thing is clear.”

“Yes.” Kern carefully folded the cer-
tificate and put it in his wallet. “The
right to live! That’s it!” he laughed.
“Perhaps you’re right. Goodby and
good luck, Herr Superintendent.”

RUTH and Kern were sitting in the
station waiting room drinking coffee.
The train for Paris was due to leave in
half an hour. Kern was like a changed
man; each step on the way from the
prison to the station had made him freer,
more carefree. He had gone with Ruth
to a barbershop and had a haircut and
shave—and suddenly, like an impon-
derable happiness, had come the reali-
zation that he need no longer be afraid.

“Ruth.” he said, raising his cup, “it’s
all new and unique. The whole world
has changed. It is no longer a great un-
known danger: it’s a great unsuspected
JOy.”

Ruth looked at him, beaming.

“You're not in the picture yet,” Kern
said. “That’s still too much. It will take
a few days before I can comprehend it
all. But perhaps it will go faster. The
other thing is already ages in the past.
When was I in prison? Years ago—"

“Never,” Ruth said.

“How did you manage it? What did
you do, Ruth? I don’t understand it.”

“Neither do I. And don’t ask me.
Sometimes 1 still don’t believe in it. I
don’t want to think about it; I'm afraid
it might all disappear.”

“It won’t disappear. I'm sure of that
now. You achieved it; it won’t disap-
pear.”

He looked around. “What is it?”
Ruth asked. “What do you want?”

Kern flushed. “It sounds silly, Ruth
Nothing but a cigarette.”

She brought out her case and opened
it. “Here—"

He took a cigarette and lit it, inhaling
the fragrant smoke. He no longer need
fear the superintendent’s eye; he was
free, unrestrictedly free.

A train thundered into the shed. The
windows rattled and steam rose hissing
in white clouds around the sooty cars.
Kern sprang up and ran to the door.

“Is that the train for Paris?” he asked
the stationmaster.

The latter shook his head. “No. For
Cologne and Berlin.”

“T see.”

For a moment Kern looked through
the windows. The platform was crowded
with people. The car opposite the wait-
ing room was a long, low-sweeping car.
" From it a group of travelers slowly
emerged. They had ridden a certain dis-
tance together and now were parting and
probably would never see one anocther
again.

I ERN went back to the table. He lit
another cigarette,

“Why are you looking at me like
that?” Ruth asked, smiling.

“Oh, I don’t know. It has just occurred
to me that now I shall lose you.”

“Ludwig—"

“Yes! We have traveled a certain
distance together, now we have arrived
and the trip is over.”

“That’s true. The trip is over, but
only the trip.”

Kern looked at her moodily. “Fate
brought us together,” he said thought-
fully, “and it has kept us together, but
now all at once it’s over. We no longer
have a fate that forces us together. Now
we have a life like everyone else. What
sense is there in your wanting to stay
with me?”

“Yes,” Ruth replied, “what sense?
What sense was there in my coming
here at all?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps to get me
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out.” He patted her hand. “But after |
this? Al at once I'm nothing at all; I
can no longer help you. Now I'm just
a down-at-the-heels young man who is
going to try to get work, probably tire-
some—"

Ruth laughed.. “And I'm no longer a
helpless refugee with an interesting fate,
but an insignificant little student—"

“Don’t laugh about it,” Kern said.
“There’s something in what I say.”

Ruth seized his hand. “Shall we
quietly wait and see what happens?”

Kern looked at her guiltily. “You're
right, 'm talking nonsense.
know why?”

“Yes, I know why. And I know too
that some things do not separate peo-
ple but hold them together more
strongly than ever before.”

Kern looked at her. “Why can’t I take |-

you in my arms now?”

“But you can! What do people mat-
ter to us now?”

“Yes! 1 can. I'm not used to be-
ing able to do what I like.” He got up
quickly and went around the table. “I'll
soon learn. I'll learn very fast indeed.”

He pulled her to her feet and kissed
her. The touch of her lips was warm
and familiar on his mouth.

“Ruth,” he murmured, “every place
is home when we’re together, isn’t it?”

She nodded, and her large eyes be-
neath the thick dark eyebrows gazed at
him and seemed to him to be life itself.

A BELL rang and a train came puffing
into the shed. “Train for Paris. All
aboard!” a loud voice called.

“Come.” Kern picked up his things.

“Just a minute!” A man of military
appearance was suddenly standing be-
side them.

Kern looked at him and knew im-
mediately what was up. It was the type
of face he could recognize even in his
dreams. Automatically his eyes sought
a way of escape.

The detective raised the lapel of his
coat under which there was a badge.
“Police. You have no papers, have you?”

The old fear that had suddenly flamed
up in Kern died away. He looked at
Ruth and suddenly they both smiled.
“Yes,” Kern said, “we have papers.”

“Valid ones?” the detective asked,
raising skeptical eyebrows. He had
caught a great many emigrants and he
knew he could rely on his powers of ob-
servation.

“Of course they're valid,” Kern re-
plied cheerfully.

“Well, my boy, let’s just have a
look—" The detective grinned at him
in keen expectancy; he knew the com-
ing drama by heart.

Kern ceremoniously took out his wal-
let and produced the certificate. He un-
folded it carefully, glanced through it
and handed it to the detective.

The man studied it for a long time.
The smile died on his face and his ex-
pression became serious. Finally he
handed back the certificate. “Quite in
order,” he said, disappointed.

“Yes, of course,” Kern replied. “Isn't
that what I said?”

“Here are my credentials,” Ruth said.

The detective barely glanced at them
and returned them with a bow. “Please
pardon the interruption. Everything is
in order.” He saluted courteously and
stepped back. “May I wish you a pleas-
ant trip?”’

“Thank you.”

“Ruth,” Kern said breathlessly when
they were alone, “can you believe it?”

“Yes,” she replied happily.

“It’s the first time since I've known
you. The first time the law has been
on our side.” He laughed. “Now I
know it’s really true. When even the
police salute us! Come quickly or we’ll
miss our train and be forced to become
honorary citizens of Miihlhausen!”

But you
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¥ of friends.

him; her breath coming from slightly
parted lips.

“What—what does Lilian think?” she
presently said, vaguely aware that he
had been talking on, irrelevantly and
uneasily; he had said things about rents
in Portland and Lilian’s dislike for the
fogs of San Francisco.

“Oh, she’s delighted to move! Her
brother lives there.” Lilian had a dull,
prosperous brother, Jocelyn reflected; he
and his wife and their children would all
help in the good work of bringing Lil-
ian’s artistic and temperamental hus-
band back into the fold. “But there’s
more to it than that, Joy,” Kent said,
suddenly courageous and honest. “Even
if we weren’t going—even if things were
going along here as they always have,
I'd made up my mind to—to stop it.”

Jocelyn looked steadily at him; she
did not speak.

“For your sake, and my sake, and
hers,” Kent said.

“Hers?”

“Lilian’s. She’s always been square
with me, and I have to be square with
her.”

“l wonder why, so suddenly, after
eleven completely eventless years of
marriage?” some remote part of Joce-
lyn’s brain questioned dispassionately.
“Lilian has been square.” Another de-
tached bit of thinking formulated coldly :
“Because no human being has ever
tempted her to be anything else.” She
said nothing aloud.

“I happen to be a horribly honest per-
son,” Kent was saying. “I've not been
happy about all this. Not a bit! But our
friendship was so sacred to me, Joy, I
was so proud of it, that I think I lost my
bearings for a little while. And now—
that’s that!” Kent went on, in a lighter
“and—you're walking home?
Here’s your coat; I'm walking too. I'll
go as far as Powell anyway with you.
And I was going to say,” he resumed—
and Jocelyn could tell from his tone that
he had thought out all these phrases in
advance—“we’re always to be the best
Here’s the elevator. Good
evening, Lenny. My dear,” Kent said,
steering her along the dusky street past

' the lighted restaurants and corner cigar
g | stands, “I'll never have another friend
| like you—I know that. Nothing can

take away from us the beauty of this
friendship of ours. You're always going
to have a place in my heart.”

THE drab streets slipped by them; the
city was ugly and dull and cold to-
night. Jocelyn’s chief consciousness was
of a hatred of herself so violent that it
eclipsed all feeling for him. Fool to play
along with a man whose wife could
whistle him back so easily, who could
take this position of understanding and
pity and kindness, and go free, as she
could never go free, she told herself bit-
terly, of his words and kisses again! Oh,
if she could have been talking this way
to him, rather than he to her!

“Lilian’s packing now; we’ll be out by
the twenty-first. That’s a Monday. But
she wants to get out the Saturday before
and have a day or two with her mother.
I’'m going up to Keble’s place that night.
He's away, but there’s a lot of my stuff
there, and he left the key with me. So
it’s boots and saddles for the Dunhams!
Luckily we have only a cat to worry
about—"

Afterward, when she was alone,
it all seemed too bad to be true, and she
felt merely dazed and dull. She went
through the usual evening routine auto-
matically; conscious that agony was
ahead but neither feeling it nor fearing
it yet. She sat through dinner; went up-
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The World is Like That

Continued from page 10

stairs afterward; moved about her room
quietly and steadily, making everything
right for the night.

It was a pleasant square room on a
little hallway of three rooms; the other
two were also occupied by single women,
and the three had a bath to themselves,
which was very pleasant, and also an
extra large closet in the hallway. There
was also a big closet in Jocelyn’s room,
and she had a small balcony outside her
window; not practicable, but somehow a
nice thing to have.

The bed wore a tufted cotton cover of
red and white by day; Jocelyn folded it
carefully and put it on a closet shelf. It
was just eight o’clock.

UST eight o’clock. The evening was

young. She tried not to think. But in
her heart she was writing Kent passion-
ate letters. One after another; one after
another: “My dear Kent—Kent, my
dear—Kent, it can’t end this way—
there’s friendship, and that’s all I ask.
Friendship can’t hurt anyone. We said
we would keep it friendship because
then it could always go on, and I need
it. My pride's crushed, dear. I can't
pretend. I need you in my life.”

She brooded, mentally tossing aside
these images as she had mentally
evoked them.

It must be shorter. “By the way,
Kent, I want to see you before you go.”
Or, “Save me a lunch date next week,
Kent.,” Businesslike. She wouldn’t cry
or reproach or be feminine and annoy-
ing. There were eleven days before the
first of the month; if he managed a
luncheon or tea date at once she would
have time to make another engagement
with him. And if that luncheon or tea
went well it would be quite simple tosay,
“If you're free tonight, come 'round my
way about eight o’clock and we’ll walk.”

There had been a time when he had
been tireless, ingenious, in arranging
for these meetings; there had been a
time when they had tucked them in
everywhere. Once she had begged off;
she had said that she was facing a hard
session with a dentist. And he had met
her outside Dactor Thorne's office with
a little ice pack ready, and had taken
her to a waiting taxi, tenderly reassuring
as to the effect of the swollen face and
cut mouth; and when she had reached
her room there had been roses there,
and a new book, and new puzzles, and
someone had been given instructions
that Miss Britton would have only hot
tea and ice cream for supper, and was to
stay in bed.

Oh, memories of exquisite protective-
ness and concern! How they burned and
tortured now! But she must not think
of them now. She must think straight
ahead; she must hold firm to what was
left. A luncheon with Kent, and after-
ward perhaps a long walk and tea some-
where. They had once walked through
the park from the cliff, past the big
Dutch windmill and to the Japanese
garden, and they had talked and talked
there among the little arched bridges
and canals full of lotus flowers and wa-
ter lilies and fringed goldfish. They
could not do that now, in forbidding
winter weather. But if Lilian chanced
to have a lunch engagement for Satur-
day—she would not though! Leave it
to Lilian to want. Kent that day! But if
by some miracle she did have an en-
gagement, then Kent and Jocelyn might
walk across the bridge to Sausalito,
scramble up hills and gasp with joy at
wide bay views, come back by bus to
lunch on fried oysters and hot French
bread.

Or better, they could go to Keble's
place in Piedmont, go through it picking

L

“I can’t figure him out. Either he is a gentleman or he's shy”

WILLIAM VON RIEGEN




57

i/
i }
//W///// ///// T
w0 /

Wi
i
o

W

-

/

o

/%
Sk
7

,/, fh 3
)y /4// /W | | N\

T,

) 7 , |

o w T
M ;umnitm ISR

i, i )
///// %{7/////// L i
. A

N\
)

i




58

7

HENNESSY

)

ln England’s tropic

outposts, Hennessy-and-soda
has been a sland-by for genera-
tions. For the zest of charged
water and the inimitable flavour
of Three-Star Hennessy com-
bine to make a highball that is
most refreshing and satisfying.
Try Hennessy-and-soda . ..

you’ll find it delightful.

84 PROOF

Distilled and bottled at Cognac, France
JASHENNESSY & CO- Established 1765

Collier's for September 23, 1939

up Kent’s possessions; he had said he
wanted them when he went away. They
would build a big fire to warm the little-
used place; they might take chops and
buns and a can of tomato soup for sauce.
Jocelyn’s hands would get grimy from
handling books and dusty boxes; there
would be hot water in the stark little
bathroom with its out-of-door shower
and “board-and-bat” walls, and she
would wash herself there, tossing her
hair back from a soapy fresh face, call-
ing out to Kent, invisible and hammer-
ing somewhere, that she was just about
done. Then they would have a late
lunch, and fall into long talk by the fire.
And there would be afternoon shadows
on the winter hills and a murmuring fire
and perhaps pine branches occasionally
sweeping the low shingles of the roof.
Covington Keble was a painter who
lived for three -or four years at a time in
his tiny, isolated cabin up in the hills,
and then, having sold a picture, or hav-
ing saved enough money from his small
income, left for an indefinite visit to the
less-known towns and roadways of the

i . old world. He took his bicycle and his

dog along, and such luggage as would fit
in the bicycle basket; he had various be-
longings in storage in Paris, and from
that base he shifted about, now copying
a Tiepolo in Venice, now carrying a
sausage sandwich in his pocket so that
he might sit uninterrupted for an entire
day before a Vermeer in an Amsterdam

B | gallery.

WHEN he was away his friends might
use his studio as their own; there
was no time when they were not wel-
come there. Kent was numbered in this
select little company—Jocelyn had met
him through Kent—and old Keble had
capitulated at once to Jocelyn’s rare
beauty and quiet appreciation. She loved
him and she knew that he loved her.
Lilian he tolerated only when there was
no escape; Kent was to him an espe-
cially beloved son, and he would not hurt
Kent’s wife nor Kent through his wife.

Jocelyn connected some of her hap-
piest memories with the cabin; now
Kent had said that he must go over
there before he went away. Who would
go with him? Not Lilian. She was going
to visit her mother for a few days in
Portland before Kent followed her to
the new home up there. If Covington
were here, how heavenly for Jocelyn to
join them at the cabin, to steal just that
one delicious evening from the bleak,
empty months to come! It would tie her
loss and Covington’s together; it would
mean she had company in misery. But
Covington was in Switzerland, painting
blue snow, “which really has a great deal
of pink and green in it, too,” he had
written Kent.

Kent might go over alone, of course.
Or he might ask the Booths. If he asked
the Booths it would be perfect, for Una
was a darling and Red loved to cook.
Jocelyn determined that when she and
Kent had Iunch together she would find
out exactly what his plan was. If he had
no definite plan then why not say lightly:
“By the way, if you're going over to
Covey's, want Una and Red and me
along? Let’s have a final jamboree.”

No harm in that. If he said, “A few
fellows are going with me,” that would
end it. Her heart sank at the thought of
the finality of that ending, for after that
he was going away. But between now
and the utter inevitable blankness of the
future there must be one more meeting.

The days went by and he did not tele-
phone or send her any word. Early in
the week came a summons from her
aunt in Sausalito; Jocelyn was wanted
for Saturday night and Sunday lunch; if
she couldn’t make both, Sunday lunch
was the important time. Probably, Joc-
elyn thought, studying the telephone
message apathetically, another of the
girls was going to announce her engage-

ment. Aunt Nell had six daughters
whose ages ranged between twenty-four
and fifteen, and Séne son, Richie, who
was eleven. Two of the girls had already
married: Jane was Charles Rossiter's
wife; Jossy was Mrs. Peter Leicester
Smith. Madeleine, called Tots in the
family circle, had been going with Rusty
Livermore for some years, and little
Sissy, who was only eighteen, had a
beau, too—one Ned Whitehouse. Bam
and Peaches, christened Sarah Alice and
Adelaide respectively, were supposedly
too young for love affairs, but one never
could tell with the Partridges.

Jocelyn loved them all; her aunt was
the nearest thing to a mother that she
had now, and Mrs. Partridge’s own enor-
mous family did not prevent her feeling
a keen, affectionate interest in her broth-
er’s lonely daughter. She loved to have
Jocelyn with her, and Jocelyn usually
loved to go to “Maple Den,” as the girls
had named their home in a mood of high
hilarious irony years earlier. There were
no maples on the place, and the ram-
bling, homely house was like nothing so
little as a den, but the name clung, and
Peaches and Bam had added a last touch
of Victorian reality to it by planting the
words in sturdy marigolds and brushy
border flowers across the front lawn.

They loved to think of the casual
opinion of passers-by as their eyes fell

Yelling at the other end of the line, of
course. They were always yelling in the
Partridge house.

“Mother says then come for sup-
p-per!” finally screamed Sissy.

“I surely will, if I can.” Jocelyn hung
up the receiver.

Now she had to do something about
it. Now she must definitely find out
what Kent’s plans were. This was Sat-
urday, at ten minutes to ten. By Mon-
day he would be gone.

EVER burned in her veins. She sat

quietly at her desk in the office and
tried to concentrate, to think quietly.
Was Kent upstairs, in his studio? The
advertising agency for which he worked
was on the top floor. She could tele-
phone. Better, she thought, with her
pulses suddenly hammering, better to go
up. There was nothing to stop her. Her
absence from the office for a few min-
utes would not be noticed.

Trembling in a sudden ecstasy of hope
she went to the elevator, pressed the
“Up” button; smiled at Tony and said,
“Tenth, Tony.” Here were the doors "
marked “Wilson and Williams, Com-
mercial Advertising.” And here was the
one that said “Enter.” And here was
little Miss Pettigrew at the desk. Was
Mr. Dunham in?

No, he wasn’t. He might be in later,

"Yes, that's quick service all right; but where's the order?”

ED NOFZIGER

i

upon this elegant decoration. Jocelyn
felt that the Partridges carried their
sense of humor too far in this as in other
instances, but the family, once having
accepted a joke, never grew tired of it.

This week end she dared not leave
town, even at the risk of offending her
aunt. Kent might telephone; indeed
Kent unquestionably would telephone.
If he did not, of course she could tele-
phone him. Why not? Friends tele-
phoned each other. . . .

RIDAY came with no message. The

hours went by; it was afternoon; it
was night, No word. The telephone rang
at Mrs. Buck’s; not for Miss Britton.
“I'm expecting a message,” she said,
loitering in the clean, pleasant, dull hall-
way.

Friday night. Saturday morning.
Sissy Partridge telephoned—‘for
Mother”—to remind Jocelyn that they
wanted her. Jocelyn, in her first keen
disappointment, felt that she could have
slapped her innocent cousin. Kent, she
thought frantically, might be trying to
get her on the telephone this minute.

“Tots specially wants you to come,
Jocelyn,” Sissy said. “I’'m not supposed
to say why.” Sissy’s tone was bubbling
with excitement and happiness, and Joc-
elyn could hear Bam and Peaches gig-
gling in the background somewhere.

“Oh, darling, I'm so sorry! But I have
an engagement I can’t get out of.”

to get his things, but he hadn’t come

-down yet.

“We're losing our darling,” said Jean
Pettigrew, who was common.

“So he told me, or his wife did,” Joc-
elyn said carelessly, with a nod. “Too
bad. We’ll miss him!”

“Sad but true,” Jean agreed flip-
pantly. Jocelyn said she would leave a
message, said she would not; asked that
Mr. Dunham telephone her when he
came in.

“I’ll tell little Kentsy-wentsy!” prom-
ised Jean. Jocelyn knew she was
laughing, deep down inside, at the
stenographer who had such a crush on
handsome Mr. Dunham. Well, it didn’t
matter what girls like Jean Pettigrew
thought!

Then to wait. And how she detested
waiting! There was salvation in action,
in having anything to do. This was a
quiet, empty Saturday morning; the
office staff was almost idle. Jocelyn's
only moment of real occupation was
when Philip Fordyce came in, to dic-
tate a letter to his wife, who was in New
York. They had been divorced for many
years, and Janet Fordyce had been mar-
ried twice since her divorce, but there
was a child, Norma, their only interest
in common now. Norma must be six-
teen or seventeen, Jocelyn calculated, as
she dutifully took down the dictation;
the letter was about the child.

All the world knew about young
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Norma Fordyce, for her grandfather had
been the great Lockey, inventor of the
Lockey car, and had left the bulk of his
enormous fortune to his only grand-
child. His daughter had been richly
benefited, too, in his will, but Janet’s ex-
travagances and her matrimonial ups
and downs had considerably impover-
ished her interests. Norma's wealth, on
the other hand, left in the original in-
vestment in the great motor company
and handled by her father, had in-
creased by leaps and bounds, so that
today she was one of the conspicuous
heiresses of the world, followed by
newspaper and social sleuths wherever
she ‘'went, proclaimed as the potential
glamor girl of all glamor girls, and al-
ready bidding fair to satisfy a sensation-
craving public with a diet of steady
eccentricities.

HE was a beautiful, wild little crea-

ture, who had been consigned at the
time of her parents’ divorce to her fa-
ther’s care, but with a proviso that under
proper circumstances she might spend
three months each year with her mother.
Circumstances had not, unfortunately,
always been favorable to either course,
and much of Norma’s time, since her
small-girl days, had been spent in board-
ing schools, camps and trips with tutors,
nurses, governesses, maids.

Usually letters concerning Norma
went through the office of the Lockey
family lawyers, Jocelyn supposed; to-
day’s note was the first with whose
contents she had ever been made ac-
quainted. It was brief.

“Just say ‘Dear Janet, I'm delighted
of course that the child’s coming to
me,”” dictated Philip. “ ‘T've gotten
hold of Mother, and we’re opening the
Burlingame place. There are lots of nice
kids here and she ought to have a fairly
decent time,”” the letter concluded.
“And sign it ‘Phil;” said Philip. “I
haven't time to wait for it.”

Jocelyn smiled at this, involuntarily,
and looking up expectantly for further
directions, saw that he was smiling back.

“She’s on the loose again,” Philip ex-
plained. “Something’s gone haywire
with her schooling, I don’t know quite
what it’s all about. Her mother took
her to some place in Florence last Sep-
tember, and she’s run away—she’s in
New York now. Janet cabled some
Frenchwoman she knew to get hold of
her and bring her over, but she doesn’t
want the responsibility of her.”

“The Frenchwoman doesn’t?”

“No, no, Janet doesn’t. She’s probably
going to be married again.”

“Norma!” Jocelyn ejaculated.

“Janet. It’s an Italian count this time,
I believe. He has estates that need
about a million dollars’ worth of painting
and papering, that’s all. She wrote us
about it last week. She wants money.”

To this, marveling, Jocelyn could find
nothing to say. After a smiling moment,
and a little shake of her head, she went
back to the letter.

“You're opening
place?”

“Yes, my mother’ll be here. She’s in
Florida now, but she’ll come. And we’re
trying to get an old governess for
Norma; she was Janet’s governess, as a
matter of fact. Miss Sanderson. She’ll
keep the kid in line.” '

“The Florence school
good?”

“She hated it. Climbed over a wall
and cut her arms on broken bottles so
that we had to get her into a hospital.
She’s a sweet handful, that kid. I hope
she marries young. She’ll have a month
with her mother, and Janet’ll see that
she gets some clothes and sees all the
good shows, and then she’ll be shipped
out here. After that Janet will go to
Palm Beach, I suppose. She wants to
be married at Netty Rogers’ place.”

“What—" Jocelyn's shadowed purple

the Burlingame

wasn’t so

eyes danced and a deep dimple appeared
in one cheek. “What, if I may ask, was
the matter with this last marriage?” she
asked delicately.

“Well, Count von Sturnberg kept
threatening to kill people,” Philip an-
swered with a laugh. “It made her nerv-
ous. Every time she stayed away all
night he suspected the worst, which gen-
erally was the case. She makes no bones
about it. When she likes a man she goes
off with him for as long as she likes him.”

“Oh, she doesn’t!” Jocelyn murmured.

“She keeps hoping to find happiness,”
the man began seriously, and stopped.
“Well, perhaps all of us do!” he added
with a sigh. And in another moment he
was gone. Jocelyn looked after his de-
parting form sympathetically. Everyone
liked Phil Fordyce. He was a gentleman
and a sportsman, polite and rich and ap-
preciative and handsome and clever.

It was now twenty minutes pact
twelve. No word, no sign from Ken..
Jocelyn telephoned his office; he had
not come in. She began to tremble with
anxiety and nervousness, and presently,
with a sudden reach for the telephone,
a sudden agitated jerking over the dial
numbers, she called Una Booth. When
Una answered the telephone unsuspect-
ingly, cheerfully, naturally, Jocelyn felt
something like a shock of reaction.

“Una, this is Jocelyn. How is every-
thing?”

“My dear, this great furry cat is press-
ing himself right against my mouth!
Tipsy, get down!”

Jocelyn felt an instant chill. Some-
thing was wrong. Una was sparring for
time.

“Una, what are you doing today?”’

“Well—" Was she really disengag-
ing the cat, or was she looking at Red
for advice? “We have no plans. Red’s
out now, but when he comes back I sup-
pose we’ll make up our minds!”

“Horrible about Kent's going, isn't
it?”

“Kent and Lilian. It’s awful.”

ANOTHER hint of hesitation. Jocelyn
felt a rueful, scornful twist come into
her own expression. Una was never
bothered much about Lilian. This was
a new attitude.

“They go Monday,” Jocelyn said.
The statement fell flatly into silence.

“I know; it’s rotten!” Una said. And
then briskly, as if she had found at last
the swift way out of the conversation,
“We ought to do something quite drastic
about it, oughtn’t we? Lilian’s gone, you
know; I said goodby to her yesterday.
I'll tell you, Jocelyn, I'm just awake and
everything’s fuzzy. But I'll tell you,
let’s— where’ll you be this afternoon?
If I can stir up anything—"

“Kent said something about going
over to Covey’s,” Jocelyn put in eagerly,
as the other woman’s voice again hesi-
tated for a second.

“Oh, did he? Was that yesterday?”
Una wasn’t giving her any lead.

“No. I've forgotten just when he said
it.” That sounded as if she had seen
him casually, frequently, in the last
few days.

“Well—” Another little flag in the
conversation. “Well, suppose I telephone
you?” Una asked.

“They’re going over there without
me,” Jocelyn thought. Aloud she said:
“I was going to go to Sausalito. But if
there was any plan for today of course
I'd put it off. So do telephone me, Una.”

“I’ll do that very thing!” It was too
spontaneous; too carefully sincere; too
obviously relieved.

Jocelyn hung up her telephone and sat
quite still, feeling a little sick. Some-
thing had been wrong with the talk; it
left her with a snubbed and chilled sen-
sation. She had done all she could do,
and it was no use. Now there were
blank hours ahead. The Booths were
notoriously dilatory; they might get



around to telephoning Kent at about
three; they might put it off until later.

Why hadn’t Una said: “Come right
up here, Jocelyn; we’ll get hold of Kent
and make him do something?” Why
hadn’t she said that? It would have been
so simple, then. Jocelyn, who knew the
state of the Booths’ finances, could have
stopped for a few pounds of sausages,
for a couple of pink, cold boiled crabs,
for Red's favorite white-iced devil’s-
food cake. She could have joined them
and conspired with them, and it would
all have been safe and companionable
and happy. If Kent evaded them all
three, then they would have company in
misery at least; then they would have
been able to criticize him, to wonder
what was the matter with him, to say
how changed he was.

S IT was, she walked home from the

office nervously, restlessly, feeling
that unless something happened to bring
him into the scene during the next two
days she would go out of her senses. She
stayed in her room, lying on her bed and
reading, waiting for a telephone call. It
did not come, and at four o’clock, feeling
faint and weary and desolate, and hav-
ing had no lunch, she followed a sudden
impulse, dressed herself and started to
walk to the Booths’ studio. She would
go in on them carelessly, explain that
she had an errand in their neighborhood
to do, for—well, for Mr. Phil Fordyce.
His daughter wanted—wanted her to
find her a wig at the costumer’s on Mar-
ket Street—and so she thought she’d
drop in. Kent might be there.

The sudden thought that Kent might
be there made her heart jump with fear
and joy and brought color to her cheeks.
She felt a little dizzy now, and the
streets reeled by her unseen. Kent might
be stretched in his favorite chair. He
would be smoking his pipe; blue haze
would circle the cold, shadowed studio
in wheeling disks of smoke. Una would
say: “It’s freezing here!” and Red, fat
and bald and good-natured in his spat-
tered smock, would clank open the air-
tight stove to throw in a few chunky logs.

Then everything would be heaven;
everything would be utterly blissful and
right. Whatever they did would be of
all things in the world just what she
wanted to do. Kent might look up with
his lazy smile and say: “We needed you,
Joy. We’re all going over to Covey’s to
cook supper.”
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Or he might say that they would have
to dine in town; he could not get away in
time to go to Piedmont. Suppose they
dined at some Italian place on Colum-
bus Avenue, and afterward wandered
through Chinatown and bought each
other goodby presents. Then tomor-
row they could get an early start for
Covey’s, and have lunch there on the
porch in the winter sunshine, looking
down at the great panorama of the cities
and the bay and the far blue mountains
of Marin, pale under a pale sky toward
the north.

It would be the last of Kent for a long
time. The last of him for all time, in
one way. When he had lived in Portland
for a while with Lilian’s people, Lilian’s
old friends, Lilian’s influences contin-
ually about him, he would not be the
same person any more. Kent was im-
pressionable, emotional, changeable. No,
she’d never have Kent back. But this
goodby time with him she must have,
and then she could be good, then she
could go on.

“We've never done anything wrong.
Let it go right just this one time, God,”
she prayed, as she walked along.

There was nobody at the studio. The
shock of it stunned Jocelyn, and for a
few minutes she could not believe the
evidence of the deserted great chill
room. For after her unanswered knock
she went familiarly around through the
French laundry passage and up the out-
side stairs and so unchallenged into the
place. They never locked the passage
door. Everything was quiet, empty,
dreary. Una never dusted nor put things
in place; socks and combs, plates and
ends of loaves were left to lie where they
naturally fell, and picked up again when
next needed.

Jocelyn stood in the midst of the dis-~
aorder and coldness, thinking for a long
minute. Then she quietly went away
again by the way she had come.

But which way now, and why? It was
twenty minutes before five o’clock. The
day, which had been sticky and heavily
overcast, was at its least cheerful mo-
ment; it was ebbing fast into dark; street
lights were breaking out everywhere.
Jocelyn, unconscious of where she
walked or what she passed, went home
again. When she got to Mrs. Buck’s it
was quite dark. The house smelled, as
it always did, of boiling sprouts and
furniture oil and furnace warmth.

“Jocelyn,” said Phyllis Buck, in the

“Smithers sure put up a good fight, poor guy!”
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hall, “there was a telephone message for
you.”

Jocelyn stood quite still. Everything
inside her—heart, mind and soul stood
still,

“It was from Mrs, Johnson,” said
Phyllis. “They’re away this week end
and if you’re going to Sausalito you can
have their car. It’s in the garage.”

“Oh. Thanks.”

“Are you going to Sausalito, Jocelyn?”

“Not tonight, I think; it’s too late. I'll
probably go over for lunch tomorrow.”

“Phyllis!” called her mother. “Did
you give Jocelyn her message?”

“I just did, Mom.”

“I mean the one that came just after
she went cut. From that Mrs. Booth.”

3

OCELYN, halfway up the stairs, stood

stricken to stone again. There had
been a message from Una, then? What?

“Your friend Mrs. Booth telephoned,”
Mrs. Buck said heavily, “and said—I've
written it here. They were going out of
town and she would telephone you to-
morrow afternoon or Monday.”

“Thanks,” Jocelyn said, proceeding
upward to her room. She could not ana-
lyze the meaning of it; she was too con-
fused. She went in and shut her door
and sat on her bed. They had gone to
Piedmont, then, to Covey’s? Hadn’t
they tried for her? Hadn't they wanted
her? The message did not say. If she
had been here Una hardly could have
telephoned her without including her in
the plan. Why telephone at all if not
to do that?

They’d gone over to Piedmont, and
she’d missed them. The bitterness of it
swept over her like a vertigo, and for a
few minutes she could not seem to col-
lect her thoughts at all, or move hand or
foot. When she did heavily begin to
prepare for dinner, it was apathetically.
She wished it was not too late to go
across the bay to her aunt; the distrac-
tion of the big family, however unsym-
pathetic to her mood, would still have
been a tonic.

Quite suddenly she began to pack an
overnight bag; there was a twenty-min-
ute ferry service to Piedmont, and she
could get a taxi to take her up to Cov-
ey’s. She would find them all there, with
a big fire of logs blazing in the low cabin
room, and dinner not half ready. Una
was always dilatory, and in the end the
men would have to finish up prepara-
tions for the meal themselves. She could
go in, laughing triumphantly: “I had
your message, Una, and decided, since
this devil is really leaving us Monday—"

The joy of getting there, of really see-
ing him and hearing his voice and an-
swering his nonsense! She had been
following him, hungering for him for so
long!

Quickly, calmly, she packed. It was
good to be determined, to know exactly
what she was going to do. Phyllis, sev-
enteen, and a great admirer of the beau-
tiful older girl, came into the room.

“Oh, you are going across the bay?”

“I thought I would.”

“Is your cousin engaged?”

“I think so.”

“And is he nice? Mr. Livermore?”

“He’s a darling. He and Tots have
been friends since she was a baby. They
know him, at least.”

“What kind of a car is it?” asked
Phyllis.

Jocelyn looked at her, not compre-
hending.

“TI mean the Johnsons’ car, that they
said you could have.”

“Oh!” Jocelyn had forgotten that de-
tail. Of course, she had a car. She could
drive straight from Bush Street over the
bridge to the cabin in Piedmont; that
made it all the more explainable, all the
simpler. “I had Ann Johnson’s car, and
1 thought I'd come over and see what
you all were up to.”

It was all plain sailing now. Fifteen

minutes later she was on her way. She
stopped at a big market, bought a dozen
doughnuts—dark rich doughnuts, choco-
late bars, a dozen enormous golden or-
anges. She bought an evening paper,
and hummed with delight and triumph
as the little car crossed the gigantic
bridge across the dark waters of the bay.

Once on the other side she had merely
to drive steadily along the brightly
lighted magnificent roads to Qakland,
through Oakland’s blazing theater and
restaurant district, on toward the Pied-
mont hills. Undulating Oakland Ave-
nue, straight ahead, and then Coolidge
until you came to the school, then past
the Tunnel Road and up a slanting cut.

She leaned from the car under the
bright lights of an oil station.

“I think I'm off my road. Which way
is Wickson Street?”

The white-clad, nice young man got
out a map, after observing: “You have
me there.” They looked at it together.

“You'll get wet!” Jocelyn said, for it
had begun softly, warmly to rain. He
smiled, spattered and cheerful.

“Here you are. You've got to go back
to—well, almost to the Tunnel Road,
see? They changed it in there, that’s
what threw you off. Slant through Hodg-
son Place, see? You cut into Wickson
there. What’s your number?”

“No number. It’s up at the end of
Wickson, and over a little crest; there’s
no real road up there. It's an artist’s
studio; he’s been there since long before
the road was put through.”

“May find those roads pretty muddy.
We had a cloudburst here today.”

“We didn’t have any rain in the city
at all. But it felt heavy and muggy.
Like rain.”

HE car clock said five minutes of

seven. It would take her only twenty
minutes to get up the grade; she would
arrive at exactly the right minute. Joc-
elyn set her windshield wipers to work-
ing, and drove on into the dark to the
tune of their brisk creaking. Rain was
falling steadily; her lights bored into a
crisscross pattern of silver and black.

She knew this road. It was fun to fol-
low it up and up, finding fewer and fewer
houses as the hill rose, finally coming
out on the ridge, and seeing the warm
squares of light that were Covey’s win-
dows. The lane that led from the
broader road in to his place was indeed
soft and muddy; the car lurched and
bumped on holes; Jocelyn turned it
about in workmanlike fashion and
backed it into the empty shed that
served as a garage. Her heart rose on a
wave of deep thankfulness and joy;
Kent’s blue car was already there. They
were here, no question of that now!

She picked her way in almost pitch
blackness to the front door; carrying her
bag and her packages. Rain fell thickly;
the windows gave her the only light she
had now; it was not bright enough to
save her stepping into a pool of ice-cold
water here, or into the soft, sinking earth
of a flower bed there. Covey had done
little in the matter of cultivation, but
there was a path, and there were finally
firm, wooden steps under her wet feet,
the doorknob in her wet glove.

She dropped her bundles in the dark
hallwaey ; shed her hat and gloves. Push-
ing her bright hair into a damp cap as
she opened the door of the cabin’s one
big room she called challengingly:
“Hello, everyone!”

There was a good fire roaring on the
open hearth, and an oil lamp was lighted.
The dear shabby chairs, the long table,
the curtained bunks, the lines of books
were all half revealed; she loved every
inch of the place. The warmth of it was
delicious after the bleakness and dark-
ness and wetness outside.

No one was in sight. The rest of the
house consisted merely of a small piny
kitchen, walled, as this room was walled,

“What's this,” you say, “Magic? Six times
longer life from a tooth brush? Six times
longer cleaning for my teeth and gums?
Why—that’s almost like getting six new
brushes for the price of one!”

HERE'S THE PROOF Lefz: Old-style* brush
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and night brushes) special value,
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in raw pine, and a bathroom. In summer
weather a canvased back porch could be
used as an additional bedroom; in win-
ter Covey merely drew an old corduroy
curtain across the center of this room.
Women took the berths on one side;
men those on the other, and if a good
deal of hilarious conversation went on
across the curtain, it did not tend to
make visits to the place less enjoyable
to the artist’s lighthearted friends. To-
night, Jocelyn reflected, she and Una
would take their turn at the bathroom,
washing shudderingly in 'its icy chill,
but with hot water and fragrant soap
and Covey’s mismated towels to aid
them, and then snuggle under their
warm blankets and watch lamplight and
firelight shine on walls and faded rugs
and the backs of books, and listen to the
rain on the low roof.

When the men returned from their
ablutions there would be the usual non-
sense: “Girls, don’t hesitate to call us
at the least alarm in the night.” “Don’t
worry, we won’t”’ “Anything alarming
you, Jocelyn?” “Only you, Kent.” “This
is very distressing to me, Jocelyn, you
know what a stickler I am for the con-
ventions.” “I know, Red. We both feel
for you deeply, don’t we, Una?”

Then laughter, and their light out,
and the men’s light out, and finally, “Oh,
hush up, both of you! We're sleepy!”
and then the silence, and once again the
soft patter of the rain overhead.

Jocelyn had stayed here several times
under those conditions. They were per-
haps the happiest times that she and
Kent had ever had together. They had
expressed wonder sometimes, that those
who loved each other did not find some
such place as this in which to be happy.
So little money was needed, and so
many persons had that much money! A
garden, trees, a wide, glorious view, wild
poppies spangling the hills in May,
Michaelmas daisies thick beside the
lanes in autumn. And French bread and
cheese and good hot coffee, and the ut-
ter peace of dreamless sleep and quiet
days—

And love, they had always said. A
man and a woman loving each other
desperately, completely, gloriously. She
in faded Chinese coolie smocks; he in a
daubed shabby jacket and worn cords,
and sunrises and sunsets and the white-
wash of summer moons and the delicate
frosts of winter mornings, theirs forever
and forever!
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Just to be back in the beloved room
brought back the old dream, and it was
as if he loved her as much as ever he
had, as if she were happy again. She
turned from where she was standing,
rain-spattered, when he came in from
the kitchen, and the light made an
aureole of her gold hair and shadowed
her eyes as she laughed at him.

“I had to come! I had Una’s message,
and I knew it was my last chance. But
what a night! I went up to Red’s and
no one was there, and I'd telephoned and
everything was all mixed up. But when
I got back to the house Una’s message
was there, and a message that I could
have the Johnsons’ car. It all seemed
to fit too nicely. Instead of going to
Aunt Nell's, I came over here.”

E CAME over to her, and the look

she loved was in his eyes. Kent
smiled, and for a moment his arms were
about her, and heaven was in her heart.
He did not have to speak, and there was
a moment of silence.

When he did speak it was amusedly,
tenderly, as she had feared never to
hear him speak to her again.

“What are you apologizing for?” he
demanded. The tone rather than the
words caressed her; seemed to enclose
her in sweetness and warmth and safety
again. She drew back from him laugh-
ing, bewildered, her soft gold hair still
disordered and damp, her cheeks still
fresh and chilly from ti.c cold and storm.
“When have you had to apologize for
coming where I am?” he asked.

All so much better than her most ra-
diant dream! Jocelyn’s face bloomed
into sudden radiance.

“But I couldn’t get hold of Una, I
wasn't sure they were here!” she ex-
plained. And as his expression, still
amused and tender, took on a new note
of mischief and triumph she added, in
dawning surprise: “Why, aren’t they
here?” And then with a shocked and
half-delighted laugh: “They aren’t? Oh,
Kent!”

“Oh, Jocelyn!” he returned, in the
same tone. And again she was jumbled
against his heart, and she felt his kisses
on her hair and her temples. Outside,
high above the low roof, the wind roared,
and branches creaked and swished, and
on the shingles and dripping from the
eaves they could hear the steady patter-
ing and splashing of the rain.

(To be continued next week)

“It's such a beautiful day, ma'am—care to go by way of the park?”

ROBERT DAY
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I think you should wait. For the mo-
ment you must give everything to your
career.”
“But Betty helps me,” Joel insisted.
“I'm sure of that. But what will a few
months matter?”

IT WAS hard to tell Betty about that in-
terview. It was difficult to answer her,
“But I can’t see what possible difference
our getting married now or in a few
months could make.” He wished Betty
could talk to Mrs. Fletcher. When he
quoted her it was rather silly.

“l don’t know, darling,” Joel said. “I
want to marry you this minute but Mrs.
Fletcher ought to know what’s best.”

Betty shook her head, puzzled, “Look,
Joel,” she said suddenly, “I've just
thought of something. Do you suppose

. do you suppose by any chance she
doesn’t want us to marry at all because
I'm a nobody and you’re gomg to be a
big star?”

Joel was shocked. “Oh, no, Mrs.
Fletcher isn’t like that. She’s wonder-
ful.”

Betty and Joel had planned to cele-

\ | brate his new contract by going to a play

in Los Angeles. Betty was pressing her
white chiffon evening dress when he
telephoned: “Mrs. Fletcher asked me to
take a girl they’ve just brought on from
the stage to the Trocadero. Mrs.
Fletcher says it would help the girl. I'm
getting so much publicity now that if she
is seen with me she’ll get publicity, too.”

“But, Joel, we have the tickets. I'm
getting dressed now.”

“It makes me sick, darling, but Mrs.
Fletcher has been so darn’ nice to me. If
she asked me to do her a favor I can’t
see how I can refuse.”

“But I don’t understand how your
taking a girl to the Troc can be a favor
to Mrs. Fletcher.”

“I don’t either,”
it’s all crazy.”

The night they were going to the
symphony concert it was: “I don’t know
how to say this, Betty, but Mrs. Fletcher
has arranged for me to make a personal
appearance at the Alexandria. She says
it will introduce me to the public.”

And then there was Therese Service.
“Mrs. Fletcher says it would be a fine
thing if I'd take Miss Service to her pre-
view. She says Miss Service is the most
glamorous star on the lot and if the pub-
lic thinks she's interested in me it will
give me glamor, too.”

Betty felt now that it was no Therese
Service who was her enemy but suave,
charming, motherly Mrs. Fletcher. And
it was not even Mrs. Fletcher, the per-
son, she feared, but what she symbolized.
It was the studio—whatever the studio
was—that great advancing robot that,
for some reason she could not under-
stand, was trying to take Joel away from
her.

said Joel. “I think

BETTY met Helen West one day on the
lot. Helen was no longer with Mr.
Lawrence but was playing a part in a
Mort Donahue production. - Helen, su-
perior in make-up and costume, stopped
Betty to say, “Take a tip from an old
hand, Toots. That boy of yours is going
Hollywood. He’s out with a different
girl every night—what time he isn’t out
with Service. If you want him you'd
better do something about it.”

Betty spoke with dignity: “Joel and 1
have a complete understanding. He
doesn’t want to be with these women.
The studio makes him do it.”

“QOh, yeah?” said Helen with cutting
sarcasm. ‘“Well, it looked like he was
having a hell of a good time at La Maze
| last night.”

No Private Lives

Continued from page 15

She wanted to talk to Joel at once.
She wanted to hear him say again that
he hated his off-screen role as much as
she. But Joel was tied up with a pub-
licity man and he left the lot before she
did. He wasn’t at home when she tele-
phoned that night.

The next day she could not see him
because he was wardrobe-testing for a

new picture, Bells of Glory, in which he | ¥

had the lead opposite Muriel Banning.
It was, she knew, the best break a young
man could have and it showed the stu-
dio’s faith in him. So by the time she

had a chance to talk to him Helen |;

West’s warning seemed too trivial to
repeat.

During the making of Bells of Glory
she saw him only occasionally. When
they did have a date they had to part
early so that Joel would look rested for
the next day’s grind.

And then Betty got a part. Well, it
was really only a bit although she did
have a few lines to speak. It wasn’t that
she was discovered or even ready. It
was just that Mr. Morris called Mr.
Lawrence and asked him if he had a kid
who could read a couple of lines. Mr.
Lawrence sent her around to the direc-
tor.

A few months ago she would have
burned with excitement at being on a
real set with real actors. Yet when she
finished her scene all she thought was,
“This isn’t what I want. This isn't me.
I was just meant to be Joel’s wife.”

She saw Joel that night and they
drove down Malibu way. He told her it
was great that she had actually ap-
peared before the cameras. She told
him how she felt about it and he took
her in his arms and held her very close.

“That’s what you were meant to be—
my wife.”

“Then let's get married now. Can’t
you see if we go on like this we’ll never
be together? Thry don’t want us to get
married.”

He said maybe she was right, yet it
wouldn’t be fair unless he told Mrs.
Fletcher. But, he promised, he would
not let her bully him again.

THE next day he stormed into Mrs.
Fletcher's office and said all in one
breath: “Look, Mrs. Fletcher, Betty and
I are going to be married right away.
And if the reason you don’t want me to
marry her is because she isn’t a big shot
then to hell with it. We’re not going to
wait any longer.”

But that wasn’t the reason, Mrs.
Fletcher insisted. She was eager to have
him marry. But he must wait. She had
seen great stars born and great stars die.
She knew this business. And, she added,
if Betty were the right sort she would
wait for him, only a little while, only
until after Bells of Glory was released.

He couldn’t tell Betty about that. He
just couldn’t face her and say he had
agreed, under Mrs. Fletcher’s charming
influence, to wait. So he did something
he had never done before. He went out
and got drunk. He had wanted to get
plastered with a bunch of men. But he
didn’t know any men. So he went to
Therese Service’s house and got roaring
drunk with her and the next day Helen
West, who had it from Therese Service’s
maid, told Betty all about it.

Because Betty had appeared in a film
a publicity man named Pete told her to
come to Bowers’ still studio for ‘“leg
art.”” He gave her a bathing suit made
of feathers. Before Bowers’ camera was
a small set that represented a beach
with real sand on the floor and the ocean
painted on a backdrop. Bowers lined
up on her and Pete told her to lie on
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stamps to pay pkg. and postage.
LUCKY TIGER MFG. CO.
Dept. 54, Kansas City, Mo,




her stomach with her legs bent at the
knees, crossed at the ankles like a child
reading a book on the floor.

“Come on, Betty Boop,” Pete said,
“peel the old ivories. You're not giving
that smile any stuff.”

She tried but the smile wouldn’t come.
Instead great tears poured out of her
eyes and ran down her cheeks.

“Oh, nix,” said Pete. “I didn't mean
anything.”

“It isn’t that,” said Betty as Bowers
lent her his handkerchief.

THEY tried again but there seemed to
be more tears where those came from.
Pete said, “Never mind, Bowers,” and
the photographer switched off the lights
and left the studio. Betty sank down on
the sand as Pete called out, *Hey, mind
your feathers. Wardrobe will charge the
damage to publicity.” But he went over
to her and took her hand in his.

“I'm sorry about ruining the sitting,”
she said, sobbing.

“Skip it,” the press agent said, “and
tell your Uncle Pete all about it.”

His face was like a bulldog’s she had
when she was a child. His eyes were
bloodshot just like Mickey’s and had
the same gentle expression. When she
was a little girl she had always told
Mickey her troubles. That was why she
confided in Pete.

“It’s about Joel,” she said. “We're en-
gaged, you know.”

“Joel?” Pete repeated.
Joel Craine?”

“He was Joel Mauks but that’s who 1
mean.”

Pete whistled.

“You mean

“The glamor boy
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wants to marry you?” The accent on
the pronoun was not flattering but Betty
did not hear it.

“I know it seems as if he’s showing
his love rather strangely. But it’s not his
fault!” she said passionately. “They’re
making him do it. The studio is mak-
ing him be seen with these women. He
doesn’t want to, honestly. He doesn’t
like that sort of life. Besides he’s just
a kid and he doesn’t know an awful lot.
Last night he got drunk and he hates
that. If it keeps on they’ll just ruin Joel
—that’s what they’ll do. And I love him
and I can straighten him out. They'’re
always telling him not to go Hollywood.
Well, he’s going Hollywood and they
worn’t let me keep him from it. He needs
me but they won’t let him marry

me.” The passion died out of her voice.
She looked into Pete’s kind eyes.
&‘Why?)Q

Pete lit a cigarette. “You poor kids.
You just don’t know nothing.”

“I know I love Joel and he loves me,
he really does.”

“Look,” said Pete. ‘“Let me give you
the slant. This kid of yours is going
places, but not because he’s a good
actor.”

“He is a good actor,” Betty defended
stoutly.

Pete plucked a feather from Betty's
bathing suit and blew it in the air.
“Maybe he’ll learn but right now he’s a
glamor boy. The dames are going to fall
for him personally. They're going to
read everything about his private life
and want him to be as exciting as the
parts he plays. Well, how’s it going to
lock to those girls if he marries a nice

“I've a great idea for a pitch, Chief—a ball that
starts out slow, then whizzes past the plate!”

FRANK BEAVEN
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Free Flying Course
The authorized Cub Dealer from
whom you buy your new Piper Cub
will arrange for you to receive a course
of dual flight instruction in your own

THE new low prices on Piper Cub planes—
the result of increased production—make
it easier than ever for you to enjoy the keen
satisfaction of flying your own ship. Not only
can you become the owner of one of these
most popular-of-all* and easiest-to-fly planes
for as little as $1098, but you can operate it
for less than it costs to run your car—25
miles and more to a gallon of gasoline! You
may choose from several two-place models—
tandem or side-by-side seating—from $1098
to $1995 F.A.F. Lock Haven, Pa....witha
down payment starting as low as $366. Visit
us at both World’s Fairs and the Cub factory.

*¥Over one-third of all civilian planes built in this
country during the last three years have been Cubs.

new plane by a government licensed
instructor without charge.

Free Demonstration
Your Cub Dealer will be glad to give
you a free trial flight. There are
Piper Cub Dealers at all leading
airports. No obligation.

New Catalog Free
Send today for new Cub catalog, de-
tails of the free flying course and name
of your Cub Dealer. Piper Aircraft
Corporation, 99 R Street, Lock
Haven, Pa., U.S.A. ... Cub Aircraft
Co., Ltd., Copenhagen, Denmark.
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THAT'S the title of Kathleen Norris’ great new serial, beginning in this
issue of COLLIER'S.

It's a fine story and it has an extra meaning for you.

®
If you want nice things that can be purchased only
with extra money, you've got to take the initiative
—Ilike the lady on the left did years ago. She has
made a good many dollars as a CoLLier’s subscrip-
tion worker in her neighborhood.

]
THE WORLD 15 LIKE THAT! Few things fall in your
lap. It's up to you—teday—to open up your own oppor-
tunities. And there are plenty of them as a local sub-
scription worker, representing not only CoLLier’s but the
other great Crowell-Collier magazines as well.

(]
You like this magazine. So will your friends. By selling
money-saving subscriptions to it youcan profit handsomely.
Find out how easy it is by writing without obligation to
Desk C-83, Independent Agency Division, The
Crowell-Collier Publishing Company, 250 Park
Avenue, New York, N. Y.
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2« A SPOT OF PULVEX
" WILL HILL THE FLEAS
. ON YOUR DGO

Your dog would tell you
that killing his fleas “ain’t
enough”; he wants you to
lessen his scratching, too.

That’s what the new,

borated Pulvex does! First, F lE A Pow DE R
it kills the torturing fleas.

Then it helps soothe after-itching due to scratching. It lessens
scratching even more by keeping new fleas off for several days,

’ giving his sensitive hide a chance to normal-
ize. @ Kills 1009, faster than the old Pulvex.
None revive to reinfest. Kills dog ticks and
lice too. For your dog’s quicker, greater
comfort, de-flea him with the new Pulvex.

PULVEX 6-USE DOG SOAP kills

A:t fleas,oils, t
l:lru'g. eleans, 50c. Pulfvex Flea Soap, 25c.
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BELIEVE ME,

GLOVER'S SYSTEM
HAS WHAT T
TAKES!

Effectively Combats DANDRUFF, Helps
Check Excessive FALLING HAIR!

Why has Glover’s System, which includes
Glover’s Mange Medicine and Systematic
Massage, been so successful in helping
many men and women overcome common
scalp and hair troubles?

Because of its real, definite, therapeutic
value. It is strikingly effective in so many
cases of Dandruff, Itching Scalp, Excessive
Falling Hair and dull, drab-looking hair
that neglect or abuse has robbed of its
natural lustre and softness.

Use Glover’s Medicated Soap for the sham-
poo—specially compounded for use with
the Medicine. Cleanses thoroughly; leaves
the hair soft, lustrous.

2 SIZES — LARGE and SMALL

Glover's Mange Med-
icine is now available
in TWO sizes for your
convenience—Large
Economy Size, 75¢;
Small Special Size, 40¢.

FREE! Learn how to
take care of your scalp
and hair. Glover’s
booklet treats this sub-
ject fully. Write for it
today to Glover’s,
Dept. S, 468 Fourth
Ave., New York City.

MANY BARBERS are skilled in following Glover’s
System of Scalp and Hair Care. Ask for Glover's!

GLOVERS

MANGE MEDICINE
Let Me Prove What YOUR Mind:

Can Demonstrate
ARE you, like millions
of others, tired of lis-
tening to the theories of
better living?...Do you
demand KNOWLEDGE
of the actual methods by
which you can rise, master,
and create the things in
life you wish?
Write for the free Sealed Book
that tells how you may receive
s sensible Secret Method of [

mind influence for study . .
used by thousands. Address:

Scribe T. G. X.

The ROSICRUCIANS
San Jose (AMORC) California ;

MOORE'’S Loose Leaf Binders and Sheets will
keep your records safe, convenient and in less space—
more economically. Sheets easily transferred,

FREE BOOR

Contains life size book-
keeping forms completely
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a MOORE form for every
kind of record. Used by
over 300,000 firms, Attach
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sent free.

JOHN C.MOORE CORP,, Est. 1839
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little kid like you from—where are you
from?”

“Wisconsin,” said Betty.

“Wisconsin.” Pete gave the Badger
State his bitterest disdain.

“Joel’s from Iowa,” said Betty.

“They’ve forgotten that. He’s Holly-
wood now. The Trocadero, La Maze,
the Beachcombers—different glamorous
women every night—Therese Service,
are they that way or aren’t they?—Mu-
riel Banning, were those love scenes
real? Gee, kid, that’s the old stuff. So
why don’t you forget about it and go on
back home? You can tell your grandchil-
dren Joel Craine was nuts for you once.”

“Listen,” she said seriously. “The
studio isn't going to have their old
¢glamor boy without me. He'll be mis-
erable. He'll crack up. He’ll just drink
himself to death, that's what he’ll do.”

Pete stood up and brushed sand from
his unpressed ftrousers. “If you're so
nuts for him and if you think you can
save him why don’t you just live with
the guy—but keep it nice and quiet.”

Betty stood up too. “The studio
wouldn’t mind that?”

“Not if there don’t any scandals break,
and I think you're the kind of kid who'd
see they didn't.”

OEL found her in his bungalow when

he came home that night. She was
wearing a blue house coat. He saw that
there were knickknacks in the living
room that had not been there before—a
silver cigarette box, a crystal ash tray,
books on the mantel. She smiled nerv-
ously and before he had a chance to
speak she said, “Now listen, Joel. Pete
~—he’s the publicity man—he said the
studio didn’t mind if I just—if we—well,
lived together as long as there wasn’t a
scandal. And I couldn’t see you going
on like this, so,” she made a gesture to
include the room, “so I just moved
in.” .

He stood still for a moment, his eyes
puzzled. “I don’t believe it. This isn’t
like you.”

“It really isn’t much like me,” she
said quickly, “but I couldn’t let you go
on as you were. The studio won'’t let us
marry and I couldn’t stand not being
with you. They will let me live here.”

“I don’t believe that either,” he said.
“All Mrs. Fletcher wanted us to do was
wait. Mrs. Fletcher never meant any-
thing like this. Maybe your Pete sees
it that way but not Mrs. Fletcher.”

She went to him and took his hands in
hers. “Mrs. Fletcher sees it that I just
step out of your life, but if I won’t then
she sees it like this.”

He sat down on the arm of a chair
and ran his hands through his hair. “But
she was so nice, Betty. They’ve all been
so nice. I can’t figure it out.”

“Call her up,” said Betty. “Ask her.”

“I can’t do that,” he said, his confu-
sion growing. “It wouldn’t look right.”

“If you love me you’ll call her.”

“How can I ask her a question like
that?”

She went to the phone and dialed the
studio number. *Joel Craine calling
Mrs. Fletcher,” she said and handed the
boy the instrument.

“Yes, Joel?”” he heard Mrs. Fletcher’s
sweet voice and decided simply to ask
some question about the picture and
hang up. But Betty was standing over
him. “Go on,” she whispered, “tell her
if you can’t marry me we'll do it this
way.”

“Look, Mrs. Fletcher,” he hesitated.
“I can’t stand not seeing Betty. How
would it be . . . well, instead of getting
married we just saw each other all the
time and I still went around publicly
with Therese and Muriel and those
girls?”

“QOh, I see,” said Mrs. Fletcher and
Joel felt sure she was going to be dis-
appointed in him for suggesting such a
thing. Instead she said, “Well, dear boy,
I would prefer it otherwise but if this

way lies your happiness then I would
not want to stand in your way. I'll see
you at the Bells of Glory preview to-
night. Your preview, Juel.,”

He sat for a moment with the tele-
phone receiver dangling from his hand.
And then in a daze he put the instru-
ment back on the table. Slowly, like a
sleepwalker, he went to Betty and, push-
ing her hair back from her face, looked
deep into her blue eyes. Her eyes met
his, straight and clear. “I'm just the
biggest dope in the world,” he said, “and
somebody should kick me right in the
seat of the pants. Gee, you're a swell
girl, Betty. Why would you look at me
twice?”

“Then it's all right with you?” Betty
asked.

“No,” he said earnestly without tak-
ing his hands from her hair. “No, it isn’t
all right for me or for you. It may be all
right for some but we're just plain ordi-
nary people. We can’t live like this. I
won't let us live like this.”

ALL the next day the small neighbor-
hood theater had worn on its mar-
quee a broach of lights announcing, “Big
Studio Preview Tonight.” Now it opened
its doors and studio executives, direc-
tors, cutters and performers along with
the gawking audience, which had al-
ready given a cheering reaction to the
film, poured out. The lobby became
bedlam. A group of pushing, squealing
fans surrounded Muriel Banning, shov-
ing autograph books and leaky pens un-
der her nose. Another group surrounded
Joel and, in this moment, he knew his
first audience acclaim. His heart
pounded. His hand shook as he wrote
“Joel Craine, Joel Craine, Joel Craine”
hundreds of times.

Through the din he heard someone
calling him. He looked up and saw Mrs.
Fletcher by the door with the theater
manager and a press agent. She was
beckoning to him and, followed by his
chattering admirers, he made his way
to her.

“Oh, Joel, you were wonderful,” she
said. “Nothing can stop you now, my
boy. Nothing!”

“T'm glad you think so,” Joel said.

Betty had cut a path through the
crowds and took his arm with pride.

Joel said, “Mrs. Fletcher, this is
Betty. I want youto...”

And then a tidal wave of screaming
girls came between them and Betty was
swept to the opposite end of the lobby
while Joel was pushed against Mrs.
Fletcher. Her mouth was close to his
ear. She whispered, “I'm disappointed
in you, Joel. Your happiness is one thing,
but do you think it wise to bring her to
your preview? Wouldn’t it be much bet-
ter if you and Muriel Banning were
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seen. ..

THREE autograph books came between
them and it was ten minutes before
Betty stood beside him again. By now
Mrs. Fletcher was trying to find her
chauffeur, but somehow Joel and Betty
managed to get to her. Above the con-
fusion he managed to say, “It’s all right
for me to bring Betty here. I'll be taking
her everywhere from now on. You see,
Mrs. Fletcher, we were married this
afternoon in Yuma.”

“Married!”

Betty spoke, “I didn’t want to. Joel’s
career . ..”

“But nothing can stop me now,” Joel
quoted triumphantly.

Mrs. Fletcher’s face was hard and
cold. “I wish you every happiness.” She
had to raise her voice to make herself
heard. “Come to see me soon, Betty.
You and I must decide what is best for
this impetuous boy.” She was swept
into her car.

And there in the fan-infested lobby
he took Betty in his arms. “Nuts,” he
said quietly. “Nuts to Mrs. Fletcher.
It's our life from here on out.”
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Interrupted Honeymoon

Continued from page 21

The punk grabbed the wheel. Louis
shoved me into the back seat and
climbed in the front. He said, “Now
you’re in this too, see?”

On the edge of town they pulled into
a gas station and got the tank filled.
Louis followed the attendant into the
station and smacked him over the head.
The big kid went down like a flag. The
punk was still at the wheel and I knew
I had to make my move. I hit him on
his ear so hard it almost cauliflowered
my hand. Louis was coming back. I
went for him headfirst. There is a place
on my head where no hair grows. That’s
where Louis’ bullet made a long furrow.

But a miss is as good as the Grand
Canyon. We both went down into the
gravel and the gun flew from his hand.
I sat on him and just shook him until he

was unconscious. Then I tossed him into
the car.

I was just pulling away, trying to de-
cide whether I'd turn them over to
Tobias or to the cops, when around the
corner comes two radio cruisers loaded
with dicks. One of them jams in across
the radiator and the other scrapes the
running board. I climbed out into a cir-
cle of revolvers and a handcuff rapped
my wrist so hard I thought it was broken
off.

There are more thieves who yell
“Frame!” than there are dandelions in
June, and 1 knew I was a dead pigeon by
the look on the cops’ faces.

It was Tobias who really turned the
trick. He said it was me lured him into
bringing out the ice.

That night I sat in the clink and read
the story in the newspapers, how Tobias
waged a desperate battle against three
armed bandits, knocking one of them
cold and badly shaking up the other.
Nobody asked me how I got the groove
in my scalp. Nobody but Queenie.
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She came in with Rock Florio.

I started to tell how it happened, but
when I heard myself telling it I knew
that no lawyer could tout a jury onto a
yarn like that one. Only the old woman
would ever have believed it. I knew
Vincenzo would never sing. My luck
had gone around the clock, and I didn’t
want Queenie waiting around five years
for a guy who was tabbed a thief because
I could tell by her eyes how she hated it.

“Forget it,” I told her. “There’s six
grand out in the desk there. You take it
and blow town.”

She stood there, but she couldn’t say
anything and I'd rather have had her
think I was a thief than think I'd lie to
her. So I called Rock over and he led
her out of the room.

I told my story to a lawyer and he
laughed in my face, so I threw him out
of the cell. And Vincenzo didn't sing.
Neither did the punk. The punk even
made it worse. He said that I planned
the job, so because I was two years older
than either one of them, the judge gav:
me two years more than they got.

TWO years is seven hundred and thirty
days. That's seven hundred and
thirty nights I had in which to lie awake
thinking about Queenie. Once Rock
came to visit and said she’d left town
and refused any part of the six grand.
He didn’t know where she’d gone.
Every chance I had I studied veteri-

nary. The warden caught on and gave
me a job in the prison hospital. But all
the time I had a feeling that my luck
would switch. And it did. After seven
hundred and twenty-three days they
brought me a new cellmate, and he was
Louis Vincenzo.

He was scared to death. I never talked
to him for a week, never looked at him,
except when he wasn’t looking, so every
once in a while he’d catch me giving him
that dead-pan stare. Then I'd look away.
He couldn’t sleep. He could feel me
staring at him in the dark. And finally
he cracked. Once he started to crack 1|
beat it all out of him. He was so glad
to tell the warden the works that he
cried. He had the punk brought in and \
after one look at Louis the punk began
to talk and corroborated Louis’ confes- |
sion.

A MONTH later the governor’s pardon
came down and I walked out of the
big gate. I didn’t lose much time get-
ting to the Wild Oats Club. Rock was in
his office in the back. He was sampling
Scotch for the bar.

“Hello, Rock,” 1 said. “Have you
heard from her?”

First he shook his head, then he
started to laugh. “Hell, yes,” he said;
“I heard something about her. Boo-boo
Bill Grief said she took a kid to an
orphanage.”

“Whose kid?”

“Boo-boo said it was hers. It wasn’t
no snatch.”

1 stared at him.

“Maybe it’s yours, Jess,” he said.
“You better sneak over there to the
county home and see if one of those
tykes has big ears.” He swiveled around
in the chair, opened the safe and got out
a fat envelope. ‘“Here’s your roll,” he
said.

I went straight out to the home., The
boss was a big lady with a nose like
a blackjack. 1 gave her the dope and it
checked with the records.

“Okay,” I said, “it’s my kid. Wrap it
up and I'll take it home with me.”

She looked at me as though I'd kicked
her shin.

“That’s too bad,” she said. “That child

® e vou gl ites nickeup gn every
slep? Do yaur fect spap into —or are
they “dead-end=" . . logay in the morn-
ing, aching at noon, done-for at night?
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Give your feet a break . .
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Feet Take It Easy in Bostonians’ handsome
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For the ultimate in beer enjoy
ment, always say “Blatz.” You’'ll
note its distinctive taste . . . its
superior flavor . .. at once. And
yowll find it always the same—
uniformly delicious and satisfy-
ing. It is the best beer we have
made in our 88 years of brewing
experience. When ordering from
your dealer, if you want the best,
ask for Blatz Old Heidelberg.

BLATZ BREWING CO., MILWAUKEE, WIS.
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was adopted over a year ago by Miss
Jacqueline Grant.”

“Where can I find this lady?”

“Since Miss Grant happens to be a
famous movie actress, I'd imagine you'd
find her in Hollywood,” she said very
sarcastically.

I went out and back to town and
bought a round-trip ticket to Hollywood,
California.

I was lucky. I walked down Holly-
wood Boulevard, thinking I was the only
chump on the street with a derby, when
outside a big movie theater is a mob of
people. “What goes on here?” I said to
a fat woman.

“Preview,” she said, “‘see there! That's
Nelson Eddy! And there’s Jacqueline
Grant!” she said hoarsely. “Look at that
sable!”

I stared at the Grant harder than the
fat lady. She was a peach.

I figured the show would last two
hours, so I took a walk.

When I got back to the theater, the
mob was still out in front and the actors
were coming out again. I went over to
a parked cab. “Bud,” I said to the cab
driver, “when they call out for Jacque-
line Grant’s limousine, you tail it.”

He nodded and I climbed in.

In a couple of minutes she came out.
A guy in a silk hat was with her.

“Follow ’em home,” I told the driver.
We followed them to a big yellow house
draped down the side of a mountain. It
was as big as a sanitarium. I climbed
out. The cab driver said, “You can’t
crash that joint. Who the hell do you
think you are?”

I said, “Maybe I'm Rumpelstiltskin.”

A big man in a braided coat looked at
me like 1 was a process server. “I'm
Jess Rumpel,” 1 told him. “You tell
Miss Grant I gotta see her right away
on urgent private business.”

He went back in and a couple of min-
utes later opened the door again and
said, “Come inside, sir.” The hall looked
like a courthouse lobby. I was just about
to light a cigar when I smelled roses. 1
turned around to meet Jacqueline Grant,
but it wasn’t her. It was Queenie.

I might just as well have been struck
by lightning. She was more beautiful
than I remembered her.

“How much do you want?” she said.

That stopped me. Before I could even
ask her what she was doing there.

“What’s your hotel?” she asked.

I said, “It’s spic for a good view.”

“Alta Vista?”

“Yeah.”

“All right, Jess. Someone will call on
you tomorrow.” She turned and started
to walk out.

“Queenie,” I said, “wait a minute!”

SHE was gone. I caught up with her in
the hall. I started to talk but she
made a gquick little signal to Braided
Coat and he came across fast and hooked
my arm. “This way,” he said, heading
for the door. I was just about to clip
him when I changed my mind. Two
other braided coats came alongside from
nowhere. So I jerked myself loose and
walked out with the three of them tail-
ing. I heard the door slam behind me
and went down the steps to the cab like
a guy in a dream.

I sat and stared around that hotel
room all day and I still don’t know what
was in it. I couldn’t figure it out. I
couldn’t figure where Queenie came in.
1 only knew one thing was a cinch: she
was washed up with me and had me
doped for a blackmailer. She was doing
all right now and I was just a punk in
her scrapbook.

I was just reaching for the phone to
try calling her again when a guy came in
the room without knocking. He handed
me a card that said he was Hugo Slick-
enmeyer from the National Detective
Bureau.

“So what?”" I caid.

He was fat and he was the other guy
in town who owned a derby.

“Rumpel,” he said, “we’re represent-
ing Jacqueline Grant. We've checked up
on you and we know your record up to
here. Ckay, it was a bum rap, but it’s
still cop trouble and we can get you
kicked over the state line but Miss
Grant is a sucker so here is five grand
worth of railroad fare.” He tossed a wad
of bills on the table. The sticker broke
and the bills floated around in the breeze
coming through the window.

I said, “Okay, you said your piece,
now tell me something. Who is this
Queenie?”

“That would be her secretary,” the
dick said. “She’s been with La Grant
quite a while.”

“Yeah, and that would also be the
kid’s mother. Does this Jacqueline Grant
know that?”

Slickenmeyer bit off a cigar end and
nodded. “She didn’t, but she knows it
now,” he said.

“Okay, does she know that I'm that
kid’s old man?”

“This kid ain’'t gonna have no old
man,” he said. “Catch on?”

I picked up the bills and slammed
them in his face. He lit the cigar and
walked out.

I SAT there in the middle of five grand
until long past dinnertime. I was just
waiting to cool off before I went to see
Queenie. Then I picked up the bills,
rolled them in a rubber band and got a
cab back to Beverly Hills.

When I rang the bell and the door
opened [ expected to see Braided Coat
again, but instead there was the guy in
the silk hat.

“l want to see Miss Queen,” I said.
“Is she here?”

He started to ask something but I
shoved past him and walked into a room
that looked like a hunting lodge. Silk
Hat followed me in. I was pretty sore.
I said, “Take a powder, sucker.”

He didn't budge.

I walked over to the fireplace and he
walked after me. He had his lips pressed
hard together and I knew he was getting
ready to throw me out of the place. I
picked up the poker and bent it double.
“You think that’s tough?” I said. I took
it in both hands again and straightened
it out. He just took out a stick of gum
and began chewing it.

Just as he reached out to grab me I
closed with him and saw Queenie stand-
ing in the doorway. I heard her yell
“Jess!” But I didn’t stop. Because he
was tall, I drove in low to -bowl him
off his feet. His left barely flicked my
jaw. His right hand came in so fast I
didn’t see it or even feel it.

When I came to, I was lying on the
big brown couch in Queenie’s arms.
There was a big sirloin steak on the side
of my face and I smelled roses.

She must have seen me coming out
of it because she began to whisper in
my ear, that old D-string music. “Jess,
darling,” she said, “why didn’t you tell
me? [ didn’t know you were framed,
darling. I didn’t know till the detectives
told me today. You're all right, now,
aren’t you, darling?”

I lay there and drank it in.

“The kid?” I said, and it hurt my jaw.

“He’s all right,” she said. “She knows
about us now. [ had to tell her. That’s
why I came here, darling. 1 had to be
near little Jess. We can have him now,
darling. Oh, you don’t know how I've
loved you—" And she went on talking.

It was a long time before I remem-
bered. Then I said, “Honey, where is
that guy?”

“Gone with Miss Grant, darling.”

“Honey—who in the hell is he—Ros-
enbloom?”

She laughed softly and kissed my
nose. “No, darling,” she said, “but he
fights Maxie next Friday night.”
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Foot Free

Continued from page 17

why the prize fighter’s cauliflower ear
and broken nose have nothing on femi-
nine feet for misshapen ugliness. If
your feet had to appear in public as
openly as your hands, you'd be ashamed.

Your feet have to take a prize fighter’s
beating anyway. Multiply your weight
by the number of steps you take, and
you’ll see how many tons come crashing
down on them every day. Made up of
intricately meshed bones and muscles
and ligaments and tiny nerves as they
are, it’s no wonder that they swell and
ache and grow weary when they have
also to combat badly fitted shoes. It’s
no wonder they can make your whole
body and your face and your outlook on
life suffer. We've heard of a doctor
who, when a man came to him with a
pain at the back of his neck, started his
examination with the feet. They’re that
important to the rest of you. You ought
to help them out. How can you do it?

What to Do

You can shop and shop until you find
your proper last. The last is actually
the wooden mold over which a shoe is
built, and on its similarity to your own
foot depends the fit of that shoe for you.
Each manufacturer develops his own
lasts, and each style must be lasted in-
dividually. Each store stocks the shoes
of a number of manufacturers. So you
have quite a haystack to look through.

Never demand a certain size, for sizes
mean not a thing with all these varia-
tions in lasts.

In your search for the right last, check
these things: The elasticity and shape
of your foot. Some feet stretch more in
movement than others (the open toe
was an easy out). Some flare more. See
that the basic cut of the last meets your
particular needs. Shoes can be too long
as well as too short. See that the ball of
your foot fits the outcurve at the end of
the bridge. The first feel of a shoe is
important. Make sure it feels snug
enough through the arch. Proper bal-
ance is vital to comfort. Your foot nor-
mally swings your weight from heel to
base of little toe to base of the big toe.
Make sure your shoe allows it to do this.
Besides the feel of them, you can check
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shoes you have worn by looking at the
bottoms. If the whole surface of the
sole is worn evenly, you're doing all
right. Heavier wear in one spot is a
warning signal.

Don’t, says Mr. Dominic La Valle, be
misled by this narrow-heel and narrow-
foot business. And when Mr. La Valle
talks about shoes you’d better listen, for
he knows shoemaking, from studying
cobbling and benching under the masters
of the trade in Italy thirty years ago, to
his present enviable position as one of
the finest custom shoemakers in this
country. He’s a style leader. But he'd
rather talk about the fit of your shoes.

You've got to have a broad enough
foundation, he says, to come down on.
Would you put a big building on narrow
underpinnings? Be sure the bottom of
your last is wide enough for your foot.
And don’t think, if your heel slips up
and down in your shoe, it’s all right just
to haul the shoe in some more around
the top. Your shoe shouldn’t be kept on
your foot by main force. It should be
built to fit and follow your foot.

He demonstrates by asking a model to
walk in one of his open-heeled shoes,
with the ankle strap undone. No flap-
ping at all. Her heel leaves the shoe by
a bare quarter of an inch. The heel seats
are broad enough, too, for a solid land-
ing, and cupped to fit the natural curve
of the heel. It took him a year to per-
fect this last, refusing orders until he had
it; that’s what expert shoemaking means.

In fact, one of the biggest grudges
shoemakers have against you is that you
don’t appreciate good shoes. You don’t
realize that they cost more for the very
good reason that they are worth more.
They fit better, wear better, look better.
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The shoemen think your feet should be
worth to you a bigger part of your budget
than they get.

But the fine shoemakers are getting a
break with the simple styles of today,
for there is no mistaking perfect quality
and trim fit when there’s nothing around
to clutter up the picture. And you'’re
getting a break, too, with all the care
that's going into shoe-fitting today. It's
actually the fashion now for shoes to
look comfortable—a long step from the
foibles of yesterday. Make the most of it.

“That's soup you smell, Hannibal—Bessie puts
it in the radiator to keep it warm for me" .c.ver kecien

Aunt Beulah is a
pioneer woman...

Yessir, it’s only the last few years the sheriff
could persuade Auntie not to carry a gun.

She came to our town in ’91. Raised nine kids
and run a cow ranch after Uncle Alf left ’em an’
went off with the circus.

Well, Aunt Beulah still yells “whoa”’ and pulls
back on the steerin’ wheel when she stops her
car, like she did this p.m. in front o’ my pumps.

“Evenin’, Gus,”’” Auntie roars at me. ‘“ Git out
here an’ doctor up this evil-eyed monster I’'m
a-herdin’!”

So I fill th’ tank with Super-Shell and give
the oil a look.

“Your oil’s low an’ dirty,” I says.

“One o’ them kids musta poured sand—"’ she
starts, but I shake my head.

“No, Auntie, now calm yourself . . . you do a
lot of stoppin’ and startin’ an’ jammin’ around
in traffic. You need a tough oil to stand all the
strains of your hard drivin’. And yet you got to
have a fast-flowin’ oil, too, to get up into those
movin’ parts instantly on cold starts.”

“Can’t afford none of them fancy ideas,”” Auntie
sniffs. “ Gimme some good plain two-bit oil.”

“But, Auntie—this Golden Shell Oil I'm
describin’ costs only 25¢ a quart. Shall I drain
the crankcase?”’

“Go ahead—an’ give me some of your Golden
Shell Qil. But if you’re Iying to me about it,
I’ll turn you over my knee like I used to.”

She would, too.

Sincerely,

ym%ﬂv/%
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WILLIAM L. CHENERY

Editor .

HE ancient muddle concerning copyrights

in South America has boiled up again.

Copyrights on literary, artistic and scien-
tific printed stuff always have been “confused”
in those parts—“confused” being a polite way
of stating that many South American publish-
ers have long had a habit of snitching prime
reading matter from North American publish-
ers and printing it without paying for it.

EPARTMENT stores large and small, we
imagine, would like to tell their lady cus-
tomers a few things about overuse of the

returned-goods privilege, but it’s hard to pic-
ture them obeying that impulse. So, for the
general welfare, we thought we’d unveil a few
returned-goods truths here.

These remarks are based on facts and figures
dug up by the Twentieth Century Fund,
impartial economic research group founded by
the late Edward A. Filene.

It seems that it’s a very infrequent lady who
understands that it costs her or her husband
money for her to tell the store to send over four
or five pieces of merchandise, and for her to
send all but one or two of them back a day or so
later. It’s free, isn’t it, this privilege of having
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Lately something called the Inter-American
Conference of Jurisconsults, which busies itself
with such Pan-American matters, suggests that
the governments of North and South America
“modernize” the copyright muddle. “Modern-
ize” is another polite term in this case. It
means that these governments would put a gen-
eral okay on South American literary piracy;
that this form of thievery would be declared

Costly Privilege

a little private sales counter extended by
truck or messenger right into your home? You
pay only for the things that you decide to
keep, no?

No. Itisn’t assimple as that. You don’t see
the charges for this service on your bills. But
like the overcoat, or maybe it was the blonde,
in the legendary salesman’s expense account,
those charges will appear on those bills all the
same.

They are there in the form of higher prices
than you would otherwise pay for the goods
you keep.

It costs the store money to send you the goods,
leave them with you for a while, then call for
them and take them back. If the store isn’t to
go broke gradually, it has to load these expenses

legitimate, just so the pirate in each case men-
tioned the name of the publication from which
he stole the stuff.

The suggestion about “modernizing” copy-
rights is to be acted on next February at a Pan-
American conference in Montevideo, Uruguay.
Interested governments have until that time to
file their views.

We move that the United States and Cana-
dian governments protest this proposal with all
the vigor they can transmit to paper.

We're selfishly interested, certainly, because
Collier’s will be among the victims if literary
piracy is thus legalized in this hemisphere. Of
course we favor laws to keep people from
lifting and reprinting, gratis, material that has
been written, printed and circulated at some-
body else’s expense.

But that is not our only interest in the matter.
We are seriously worried over the fact that
Uncle Sam is being looked upon more and more
throughout the Western Hemisphere as Uncle
Santa Claus or Uncle Sap, the one-time “Colos-
sus of the North” who has now gone so soft that
he loves to have his pockets picked.

The Mexicans in March, 1938, grabbed the
principal American-owned oil properties in
Mexico. Our State Department is still mum-
bling in its beard about that snatch as we write
these lines; has failed up to now to take certain
simple and nonwarlike but drastic steps which
in all likelihood would make President Car-
denas of Mexico pull in his predatory claws in a
hurry. Bolivia did the same thing before Mex-
ico did it, and at this writing our government
has yet to call Bolivia to account.

This kind of thing spreads. The above out-
lined attempt to legalize literary piracy all over
Latin America is only another symptom of
this growing Latin-American tendency to play
Uncle Sam for a sucker because he remarked a
few years ago that he wanted thenceforth to be
a Good Neighbor.

The thing has got to be halted somewhere, if
our Western Hemisphere prestige isn’t to be
leeched away, along with a lot of our substance,
by Latin-American politicos and racketeers
who don’t understand good neighborliness as
we understand it.

When the Eagle began to soft-pedal his
erstwhile imperialistic, Monroe Doctrinaire
screams, he didn’t mean to invite the neighbors
to step up and jerk out his tail feathers. The
Eagle had better show a few claws pretty soon
now, unless he wants the neighbors to go to
work on them, too.

onto the prices of the goods it actually sells.

Some figures: In the larger department
stores, returns and allowances average 14.59,
of all sales. In the smaller stores, the percent-
age gets as low as 7.7. And in some stores as
many as twenty-three employees take part in
every returned-goods transaction.

The return privilege ought not to be
abolished. It’s useful and justifiable in many
cases.

But every time one of the ladies resists that
urge to have the store send over a lot of things
that she really wants only to look at instead of
buy, she does her bit toward keeping down the
costs of distribution which do so much to boost
goods prices. If thatisn’t a patriotic act, name
us one.



