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SCHEMED and plotted to win another
woman’s husband. In the beginning I did

not even have the excuse of being in love with
him. But deliberately and cold-bloodedly T set out
to captivate the man, because I knew he could give
me evervthing my Ionelv heart desired.

T was a widow of 3 vear. My husband had left
me moderately provided for. I had a good social
position. I had beauty and charm. My husband
had been slavishly devoted to me, and after his
death I was bewildered and r estless without his
guiding hand and companionship. I found it
difficult to go places unescorted, and envied and
resented other women with their husbands in at-
tendance. I hated the réle of “widow,” and de-
termined that I would not be a widow long.

There were but few eligible unmarried men in
our town, and I was beginning to feel discouraged.
Moreover, my tastes were extravagant and my income did
not half suffice to gratify my cravings for luxurious and
costly things.

Our town is a live, prosperous one, wi h a population of
a little under a hundred thousand. We ave our clubs,
our social cliques and organizations; Lne women of my
set dress as well as the women of the larger cities, and we
have our cars and country clubs, where we play tennis,
zolf, badminton mahjong, and other games and sports.
We all play bridge. Some of us are fiends at it.

Before my husband's death mine was an orchid exis-
tence. I lay abed till noon, when my maid prepared my
bath and brought me my breakfast. I played bridge or
mahjong all afternoon, and danced all evening. I couldn’t
g0 to teas and parties after my husband’s death—not for a
few months anyway, and my life became duller and
narrower. I was restless and dissatisfied. "Moreover, I
missed my husband as a husband. Really, I was in a
pathological condition at the time I met Jerry Wallace.
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He arcse and announced
my engagement to Jerry
lace

It was at a country club dance—a dance that I nad to
sit out with the older women, as I was still “‘in mourning.’
A friend, Jenny Doty, pointed him out to me. She said:

“Look who's here—Gerald Wallace himself! Know
him?”

I saw a man of about thirty-five.. He was a large,
athletic, man's type of man, keen- eved, ruddy, with an
open-air look about him. He was not dammg, but seemed
to be looking clear across the room at me.

“A_ TO—who is he? I never saw him before. New in
our town?"’
“No, but he doesn’t go out much. Too busy making

money.”

“Is that his wife with him?” -

“Oh no—just some girl. His wife’s in California. Been
gone three years now. Fancy leaving a man like that!”

A strange excitement went over me. [ cannot e*(plam
it; I suppose it was psychic. Jenny was still chattering.
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“They say he’s staying till he can clear out with a cool
million. Then, so they say, he plans to join his wife.”
His wife!. From the very first, the thought of her ex-

cited and enfaged me. I resented her. I hated her un-
reasonably, Bindly. What sort of a woman was she to
leave her husband, to follow the career of a writer? I
am not intellectual, but I am accomplished too, in my
way, and I know how to charm and attract and please men.

I - WAS planning that very moment to use my every wile
to fascinate Jerry Wallace.
‘type of man I wanted—rich, attractive—a real man in
"every sense of the word, and I am frank to say that I did
want a man. I wanted a lover. I wanted the protection
and security of a husband. I wanted the lovely things,
and the attentions and devotion that a rich man can give
to a woman.

So, as I said, I set out deliberately to court this man. I
planned my campaign with care and craft. I learned

I recognized him as the -

I didn't dare to look at
ierry, but as I smil
appily, 1 knew he must
staring at me in utter
amazement

everything I could about him—his habits, his tastes, his
work, his past; how long his wife had been gone, what their
life had been together, who she was, where they went, who
were their particular friends.

I even got his financial rating through Bradstreets.
I learned that he was not over-fond of society, in the
sense that I knew it.

l I E was an outdoor man, rode horseback, played golf,

_ went on long motor trips, went hunting and fishing.
I learned that he was something of a book worm, was
fond of music and the theater.

I leatned—and how this irritated me!—that he had been
passionately in love with his wife and since her departure
had lived almost the life of a recluse. They had no children,
and shé had become dissatisfied with the restrictions and
lack of literary opportunities of a small city.

When I had learned all I thought was necessary, I
started my campaign to win him, by going to his office
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with some stocks T had taken from my safety deposit box
in the bank. He was a stock broker and I explained that
[ had been recommended to see him with regard to the dis-
posal of my stocks. It wasa business call, brief, pleasant;
but I was playing my part well, and I knew I had made an
impression on him. Just as I was about to leave, I asked
him casually whether he played bridge. He replied,
with one of his rare smiles, that although he did not play
bridge, he could learn. That broke the ice between us
and gave me the exact lead I wanted. I smiled demurely
back at him and said, “I'm considered, a very good
teacher."”

He burst out laughing at that, and I immediately joined
in with him. He stopped abruptly, and I could see the
interest in his eyes, as he deliberately looked me over.
(I am sure I had never looked better in my life. My black
and white half mourning was especially becoming to me!)

After a moment he said,
“When may we begin the

him.

I 'had my two little sons on hand when I knew he would

be amused or interested. I never let them tire him. They
were good looking little fellows, and he took to them at
once. The boys thought him great. We became a habit
with him. He would come straight up from his offica to
my house, and he spent every spare moment with me. We
went on week-end motor trips into the molintains or to the
resorts, but we always took the boys with us!

Propinquity means so much. Jerry had been actually
hungering for the companionship and the tenderness o;
a woman, and that, I think, was what first attracted and
drew him to me. That and my sex and beauty. He was
not indifferent to these. No man could have been. }
can say that without vanity, and you may be sure that I
did everything in my power to make myself desirable and

seductive.

lessons?”’
I answered jokingly,
““Tonight or never!”
“Fine!” said he.
night!”

:(TO_

ND that was the be-
ginning between us.
It was all so dead easy
to start with. One would -
think he had been looking
for just such a woman as
I—for a home like mine to
come to. . And as for me—
[ knew what I wanted! I
intended to have this
man so completely under
my control that I could
get from him anything I
desired. I suppose I would
have scorned to consider
myself the ordinary gold-
digger. Mine  was a
scientifically planned
scheme, and I intended to
play my game and my
man with technique and
skill.. Sometimes our best
laid plans, however, come
back like boomerangs to
slay us. I thought I had
myself so well in hand
that I could make my
own moves like a cold-
blooded chess player; and
yet before I realized it I
was enmeshed in my own

make the magazine better.

Your Letter May Win
a Prize

One of the reasons why TRUE SToORY holds first place
in the hearts of so many people is that we are constantly
trying fo give them the kind of magazine they most desire.

We are exceedingly desirous of gelling your opinion of
our stories, and in order fo encourage you lo wrile us a
letfer now, we are offering $100.0 in prizes. ‘

The first prize is §25.00; the second prize is $10.00 and
there are thirteen prizes of $5.00 each. .

In your letler please tell us:
(I) Which are the three best stories and why. _
(2) Which is the least interesting story and why.

(3) Our faulls, and your constructive ideas on how fto

Address your letter, April TRUE STORY Criticism Con-
test, 1926 Broadiay, New York, N. Y.

All letters criticizing the April issue must be in this
office by April 5th. Letters will not be returned, and we
cannot underlake lo enler into correspondence regarding
these conlests. Prize winners will be nolified in due time,
and the names of winners will b¢ announced in the maga-

. zine as soon as poessible. The editors will act as judges.

and their decisions will be final.

but no woman could hav
resisted him.

and, being very rich, his’

tiful new car, a grand
piano, a daily flower ac-
count — everything " my.
heart could desire. I had
all that, ‘and I tried to
assure myself that I had
him too. And that was

down in my heart that
he was wholly mine. There
was something about him,
some reserve, that I could
not reach. I don’t recall
his ever actually telling
me that he loved me.
Many a time I sought to
trap him into this ad-
mission. I would ask
“him, “Do 'you love me?”

E would turn the

subject off with some
joking reply such as, “Do
you have to ask?” Or,
“Now what do you think?”
But  he never actually
admitted if. Once he said
that his "actions spoke
louder than words. I

web.

The mere ‘presence of
this man“hagd the power to obsess me with an almost
overpowering sensuousness. The first time, he put his
arms around me, I nearly lost my senses. He swept me
literally off my feet. I realized that I had fallen madly
in love with him.

We were both lonely. He was the loneliest man I had
ever met. He was likea child, literally craving and hunger-
ing for affection and attention. . He lived at a hotel, when
all his inclinations were toward the intimacies and the
comforts of a home. I made my home lovely for him. I
would have things for dinner that he liked and could not
get at the hotel or restaurants. I always looked my best,
prettied up for him. I covered up my real character,

which was somewhat temperamental and. excitable, and L

met him always when he came to my house after a day’s
work at the office, with a smile, and I made him feel that
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tried to be content with
that. I told myself that
he never would have lavished all those gifts upon me; he
would not seek my company constantly; he could not
have those intimate relations with me, if he did not love
me, and when his arms were around me all the fears and
ghosts of doubt seemed to disappear.

There was one subject that became absolutely taboo
between us. His wife. He would not discuss her with
me. I could mever induce him to talk about her. In
the beginning, when he was putting himself ‘out to be
especially nice to me and court me, he would answer any
question I asked about her in a monosyllable. For
instance, T asked him if his wife played bridge. He
replied no.
amuse yourselves?”’

He changed the subject abruptly, and said, “Looks
like rain.” (Continued on page 92)
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I held off asg -
long as I humanly could, -

He was a generous lover
gifts were princely ones. -

Checks, stocks and bonds,
diamonds, furs, a beau-.

one of the curious parts.
of our affair. I never felt -

I followed this with, “Well, how did you’

the house was his, and that everything we did was to pleasvé; \
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Pain Stops Instantly!

CORNS

Gone in 3 days

THIS SAFE, SCIENTIFIC WAY

I

E,_,A., G S 2
SOAK THE FOOT for ten

minutes in hot water, then wipe it dry.

r o

APPLY BLUE-JAY, centering

pad directly over the corn.
HOW BLUE-JAY WORKS: Ais the mildmed-
ication that gently undermines the corn,
B is the felt pad that relieves the pressure,
stops pain atonce. C is the adhesive strip
that holds pad in place, prevents slipping.

Rre Biimnis TR r"-j‘ B
& 5 : 3

. ne.
Remove plaster, soak foot 10 minutes in
hot waterylift out the corn. (Old, tough

corns may need a 2ndapplication, because
Blue-Jay is mild and gentle in its action).

Z@L TS, P
AFTER 3 DAYS, corn is go

Blue-Jay, used by millions for 35
years, is the invention of a famous
chemist, Itis madeforyoubyBauer
& Black, surgical dressing house
whose scientific productsare used by
docto‘rsagd hospitals the world over.
Be kind to your feet. When a corn
appears remove it with Blue-Jay.

25c atalldruggists. Special sizes for bunions, calluses.

BLUE - JAY
g

“ForBetter Feet” —Free Booklet contains helpfulinfor-
mation for foot sufferers. Also valuable foot exercises,
Address Bauer & Black, 2500 S. Dearborn St., Chicago.
(Puasting this coupon onagovernment poatcard willsave postage)

TS4

Name _

Street

City.
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Because We Were Lonely

(Continued from page 30)

Another time | asked him if she were
pretty. He replied ves. I came out
then with “‘Prettier than I am>" He
looked at me queerlv then—almost ap-
praisingly—and 1 did not like that lock.

I repeated mv question, and he replied.
“Let’s go on with the game.” We were
plaving bridge with a couple of. friends
[ kept at him, though I realized it irri.
tated him even to mention her name, but
['had acquired an almost morbid interest in
her. [ wanted to force him to talk freely
about her. I wanted to dig into his
feelings, and find out how he felt toward
her now. I was dying to have him say
to me that he no longer cared anything
at all about her. )

One day 1 said, “1 hear she's very
clever—is she?>”

I saw his eves light for a moment, and
then he replied evasively, “‘Cleverness is
not everything.”

My heart leaped. [ felt that he must
mean that she lacked the qualities that
[ possessed and which endeared me to
him.

Imagine then how my heart sank, as,
speaking almost as if to himself, he
added, “She was more than merely clever.
She had everything a man wants in a
woman."”

He got up then—he had been sitting
beside me—and he took a few strides up
and down the rogm, his brows knitted
a<if in troubled thought. T could scarcely
breathe. It seemed to me an intolerable
thing that he should be walking up and
down there—thinking of her. [{ seemed
to me that what he had said about her
was almost ar.efirent to me It was more
than I could endure.

He came back to where | was sitting
on the davenport. He said, “I don't

want to talk to vou about my wife. It's.
- not decent.”

1 covered up my feelings. It was pan
of my role not to anger or irritate him.
and I said with a brave smile, “All right,
dear. I understand how you feel. I
didn't mean to be inquisitive.”

H E made no comment, but he went home
early. that evening, and I had a bad
night. T think I cried most of the night.

[ didn’t realize that I had begun to pay

the penalty. -
They say | am a woman of tact and
ingenuity. I have always had a good
social position, and I thought a lot of my
position in society. Of course, in a town
of this size, it was impossible for Jerry
and me to carry on an affair of this sort
without people noticing it. I handled

. the matter with as much discretion as |

could.

Of course, it was impossible to pretend
that he was merely a_friend. 1 could
not get away with that. So I told every
one that he was an admirer, and I showed

. the presents he had given me, and I

induced him to escort me to certain social
functions. . )
People became accustomed to seeing
us together. They were very indulgent
and assumed that we were engaged
Every one knew his wife had been gone
several years, and they assumed that he
would, in time, be divorced and, of course.

then would marry me. | cultivated this
idea. But I vas mighty careful to T
no inkling of the intimacy of ourhre.
lations. People never suspected tha
my lover had a latchkey, and that he
came back to my house after mv bouve
were abed

Of course, i knew there Were ma; -
people who gossiped ‘about us That
was my fault. T was too garrulous. |
could scarcely keep my secret. I was so
foolishly in love that I was always talkin:
about him. Out of a clear skv, T would
find myself telling- this or that woman
that Jerry had taken me here or there
or he had given me such and such a
present. Then, of course, I was wearing
far more expensive clothes than they
knew T could afford. However [ had
the foresight always to end my con-
fidences by saying that he had been
separated so long from his wife, and it
was only a matter of time before he would
be divorced.

As time passed, I became more and more
anxious to legitimize our relations.

Finally I summoned the courage to
speak to him about it. I said, “Jerry,
every one asks me when we are going to
be married.” .

He gave me a quick, queer look, then
answered with mock seriousness, ‘A
man should be off with the old love
before he is on with the new "

”THEN why don’t you get off with the
old love?” I said daringly.

He frowned at that and, after a moment,
he said, “Ethel, you knew I was marrier
when we started this affair. It’s not so
easy to get a divorce. I have no
grounds.”

“What about desertion? Isn’t that
grounds enough.”

“No—my wife never deserted me.”

He scowled, stood up, and seemed to
kind of shake himself. Then he said,
“Let’s not discuss this—there’s a good
grl.”

.. But though I did not discuss it, it was
‘on my mind.

I could think of nothing
else. I told myself, there was only one
solution of our problem—divorce and
marrage. I wanted him to marry me.
Marriage became an obwsession with me.
And I knew we were being talked about
and suspected.
faces—and men’s too. So I cast about
for ways and means to force him to take
some definite action.

One dav I said to him with assumed
lightness, *“You know, Jerry, if you don’t
marry me, [ can sue you for damages.”

He laughed back at me.

After a moment he said, “My wife’s
my insurance!”

-1 could have.screamed—but I had to
pretend to smile.

“What would happen,” I said, “jf
your wife and I should come face to
face?”

He came back swiftly, as if the question
amused him, “She’d win!”

I hated her with the intensest hate.
What right had she to all this power over
him? I was being his real wife—not
she—she was away out in California,
amusing herself with her silly writing

[ saw that in women’s -

L _~——— A iorm,

_—



fTow [ wished and longed to sav as much
to him; but [ did not dare. There was

atn something about him that held
me  at oarm’s lencth and, as T have
sabd, she was the one sensitive  taboo

<ubicet between us,

My love for him grew more and niore
mrense, and I had the desperate feeling
that his was waning.  [n my desperation
w hold him, [ did indiscreet and fcolish
things. Onecay at a luncheon, one of the
vomen said, “Isn’t Mr, Wailace marsied?”

“Oh, they've been separated for ages,”
I returned with assumed lightness.  Then,
plunaing in further. [ leaned over and
said conndentially, “He's going on to

Reno in a few weeks now to get his
divorce.”

Now [ was up against it! [ had to
make good that boast. [ knew the
woman I had told it to would spread the
story evervwhere. Before [ realized it
people would stop me on the street to
congratulate me. [ worked myv head to
think out some way by which I could
force him actually to go to Reno, to get a

quick divorce. Once free,
could induce him to marry me.

[ felt sure T
[ gave .

. dinner party, and invited twenty guests. -

I'hen [ had a friend of mine—my lawver,
in fact—announce my cngagement to
Terry Wallace. I didn't dare to look at
Jerry sitting next to me. But as I
smiled happily, T knew he must be staring
at me in utter amazement. [ knew
[ had done a bold, wild. daring thing.
How would he take it? What would he
do?  They drank a toast to us.

Then every one crowded about him,
shaking his hand, congratulating him, and
so forth. When they were all gone, and
ve were standing in the reception hall,
he spoke rather grimly.

“Well, Ethel, it seems vou have put me

"

on the spot!

PRETENDED I did not know what

he meant. I had been as surprised as
he was when Mr. MacLean, who, I said,
must have been a little drunk.” had made
the aunnouncement. Anvway, [ declared.
since we ~had been going everyvwhere
together. naturaltv people did think we
would marry. He stared at me in his
odd, almost cold wav. and then he said:

“As a gentleman, of course there's only
e thing for me.to do ™

“Yes—yes! What are vou going to
do, Jerry:”

¢ scemed as il he ‘would never answer.
Then I saw that his thoughtiul expression
had somehow soltened.

“Poor little girl”" he said almost
tenderly.  That*was too much for me. !

[ broke into-wild weeping, and he put |
his arms about me and comiorted me.

While [ cried, he kept reassuring me. [
was not to worry any longer. He would
do what [ wanted. He'd go to Reno.
‘here would be a divorce. After that
—well—he spoke in his whimsical way:
[t would all be on the knees of the gods,

“You mean we will be married®” |
asked tremulously :

There was something almost humble |

in his voice as he answered, “If you'll !

have me!”
Have him!
happy!
A week later he left,
for Reno.
him. [t

by automobile,
[ went part of the wav with
would be o fve-dav trip by

I felt almost insanely

‘that makes bn'l'li.ancy naturai !

Into your CHEEKS
there comes a

New Mysterious
GLOW!

8Y PATRICIA GORDON

INTO CHEEKXS touched with al-
most magical Princess Pat rouge,
there comes mysterious new
beauty — color that is vibrant,
intense, glorious, yet suffused
with a soft mystical underglow

No woman ever used Princess
Pat rouge for the first time
without being amazed. Ac-
customed toordinary rouges
of one flat, shallow tone, the
youthful, glowing natural-

9.0
that

nese of Princess Pat _gives beanty
actually bewilders, that thrills beyond

words to describe.
The Life Principle of All Color is Glow. The

mysterious fire of rubies, the opalescence of
opals depend "upon glow. Flowers possess
velvety depth of color glow. In a naturally
beautiful complexion there is the most
subtle, beautiful glow of all, the luminois
eolor showing through the sizin jrom beneath.

Now then! All ordinary rouge blots ot glow.
On the contrary Princess Pat rouze tmparts
glow —even to palest complexions. The
wonderful color you achieve seems actually
to come jrom within the skin. Ttis sparkling,
as youth i3 sparkling. It i3 suffused, modu-
lated. It blends as a natural blush blends,
merging with skin tones so subtly that
only beauly is seen — “painty'’ etffect never.

Only the ‘Duo-Tone’ secret can give this magic
of Natural Color. No other rouge can pos-
sibly beautify like Princess Pat “duo-tone'.
Why? Because no
other ronge in all the
world is composed of
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PRINCESS PAT

LONDON CHICAGO

Princess Pat Lip Rouge a new sensation— nothiny
less. It does what no other lip rouge has ever done:
colors that inside moist surface of lips a3 well as
outside. And it i3 truly indelible. You'll love jt.

# W

two dislinct tones, perfectly
blended into one by a very
secret process. Thus each shade
of Princess Put rouge possesses a ieal
underglow to harmonize with the skin, and
an overtone to give forth vibrant color.

Every Shade of Princess Pat matches any Skin.
Whether you are blonde or brunette, or
any typein between, any shade of Princess
Pat you select will harmonize with yorr
skin. The duo-tone secret gives this unheard
of adaptability. And what a marvelous
advantage; for variations of your cnloring
are unlimited. There are shades of Princess
Pat, for sparkle and intensity when mnod
or gown dictates brilliance ; shades for rnety,
healthiul tints; shades that make checks
demure; a wonderous tan; an exotic shade
for night —under artificial light.

Be Beautiful Today as You never were Before.
Princess Pat thrilling new beautv i3 too
precious to defer, Words cannot adequately
picturetheefect. Only when you {ry Princess
Pat duo-toneronge will vou realize its won-
ders. Today, then secure Princess Par and
discover how zlorious!: beautiful vou cunbe,

A MAKE-UP KIT
FOR ONMNLY 10c

@ Tiis famous tntroductery 2
contains rouye and lip rowge to
last tio weeks (o a month; alio .
purse size, mearal bor of Princess Pat face powder ard book
of new copyrichted heauty zecrets. The 10c s tmply for
postage and pecking, An extraordinary ofer; made o
acquaint yau «cith three dellght ful Princess Pat beauty aids.

if [,

:: PRINCESS PAT,Dept. A-2504. 2709 S.Wells 3t..Chicago
|| 3#nd your famous Minute Make-up Kit containing rouge,
I lip rouge and face powder. I encloss 10¢ in full pay:nenr.
|
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Miserable

RING

—head them off with
: o DON’T sPEND this spring
Z" "¢ behind a handkerchief. Vick
4 :&é‘ chemists’ have perfected an
\ “*  amazingnew aid in prevent-
ing colds—Vicks Nose & Throat Drops.
At that first stuffy, sneezy sensation—
the instant you feel a cold coming on—

* +use these wonderful Drops. They prompt-

ly soothe irritation. They open air-pas-
sages. They help Nature fight the threat-
ening infection. They stop many a cold
right at the start—before it gets a grip
on you.

> Eor a Clear Head!

You'll findVicks Nose Drops a great help
in relieving that uncomfortable, clogged-
up feeling of head colds and nasal catarrh.
Later on, use them, also, to help ward off
annoying summer colds.

Leads to better Control of Colds

You have Vicks VapoRub—the family
standby for treating colds. Now get Vicks
Nose Drops—and follow Vicks Plan for
better Control of Colds, as described in
- each Vicks package.

In extensive clinical tests, this Plan has
materially reduced the number, severity
and costs of colds. It can lessen your cold
worries, too!

motor. [ would have given anything
in the world to accompany him. But
it was not to be and, although I journeyed
back to Council City. my heart went with
him.

[ began to count the days. Six weeks
was the legal term of residence. He
wrote to me at intervals of once or twice
a week. and his letters were like himself,
curiously guarded. and curt in tone.
He wrote of his trip, of the climate, of
his camp at Lake Tahoe, the Nevada
side, of Reno, with its hectic atmosphere.
Not one word or expression of love, save
in the end, when he would sign his letters
Affectionately, Gerald Wallace.” Never
Jerry—always his full, formal name. I
tried to write letters to him that would
match his own—but I had already sent
him several passionate love letters, reek-
ing with my longing for him, and my hopes
for our future.

He had left Council City in the big
car which I had thought was mine. As
[ had no other car, I was handicapped in
getting around; so [ bought an inexpensive
coupé, and I wrote him about it, expecting
him to send me a check by return mail to
pay for it: but I received no such check.

WAS frightfully restless during this

long time of waiting; and I affected a
gavety that, at times, mounted almost. to
hysteria. I did the most imprudent
things. I[n my anxiety to retain the
respect and good will of the social world
of which 1 had always been a part, I
told every one that Mr. Wallace was in
Reno for the purpose of acquiring a
residence to secure a divorce. Friends
began to give me engagement showers
I had to live up te the rale of an engaged
woman, and I bought a hope chest and
acquired a marvelous trousseau.

[ found myself acting, even to mysell.

Over and over again I would tell myself.

that [ was engaged to Jerry Wallace;
that he was coming back to marry me.

[ couldn’t keep my mouth shut. I
even talked to the girls in the department
stores where [ bought my trousseau.
Soon every one in town was discussing
my - impending marriage.

People took it as a matter of course, and
thev thought that T was so lucky and so
happy. [ was going to marry one of the
best catches in the town, a wealthy man;a
handsome man, and one who must love me
so much that he had actually gone to Reno
to divorce his wife, in order to be free to
marry me. Remember, Council City was
a small city, taken all in all, and every
one in the social world knew the affairs
of everybody else. In a way, I was
popular, but I knew too, that many of
the women were jealous of me. \Women
are alwayvs jealous of members of their
sex who are attractive to men. [ was
demonstrating that my beauty and charm
had won for me one of the most desirable
men in our town.
~ Five weeks went by, four of which had
been spent by Jerry Wallace in Nevada.
I was obsessed by an inner fever. As I
have said, [ am not clever, and I found it
difficult to write letters that I felt would
interest him. [ had recourse to pam-
phlets and books, from which I copiously
plagiarized. I wrote him all about trees
and nature and birds and brooks—and
God knows what. [ think now I must
have been awfully sillv to write him like

~You can imagine how I felt!

‘at the beauty parlor.

that, and I can imagine what his reaction
must have been, for he hated affectation
and anything that was not natural. Byt
[ had to write something, and since he
did not write me love letters, [ had to
fill mine with what T then fattered myself
were literary phrases. What a fool T \as'

[ made trips to his office, on one excyse
and another. I learned from his officc

- manager that he was in almost dgjl:

touch with Jerry, by long distance tele.-
phone, and I envied him and resented the
fact that Jerry had not telephoned or
telegraphed me once.

One day T went to see his lawyer, an
[ almost passed out when he told me tha;
Jerry had gone on to Los Angeles to see
his wife about a final financial settlement.
U was filled with a haunting terror. |
dreaded the thought of his again coming
into personal contact with his wife.
[ think I must have looked strange, for his
lawyer explained to me that this meeting
was necessary. He reassured me, and said
that Mrs. Wallace’s lawyvers had already
corresponded with her husband’s Nevada
attorneys, and the terms of the seftle-
ment had been agreed upon. He said
that her lawyers had declared Mrs.
Wallace was agreeable to the divorce.

This, at least, gave me some relief. She
was not going to contest the suit. None
the less my hatred for her deepened, and
[ could not endure the thought of that
meeting between them. What would
they say to each other> What would
they think? How would she look to
him? I recalled his words, *‘She has
everything a man wants.”

To add to my distress at this time, he
did not write to me or send me word for
another two weeks, and I had no way of
addressing him, for I did not know
whether he was back in Nevada or still
with her in. Los Angeles. There was
absolutely nothing I could do, save wait—
wait—wait! ;

HE first I knew that he was on his

way back to Council City was when [
read a note in the paper to the effect that
he was expected in town on Saturday.
That &
newspaper should have word of his
expected arrival (probaby through his
office) before I, who expected to be his
wife, had. And I -had to smile at-people
[ met on the street, or who called upon
me, and pretend that, of course, 1 Knew
he was coming, but that T had hoped to
keep it a secret! A secret! Asif I could
keep anything that concerned him a
secret!

Finally his telegram came. He would
arrive  Saturday morning, and would
call upon me at two. That was all
the wire contained. Tt was signed with
his full name.

I spent half the day before he arrive::
I spent the morning
of the day, itself, m bed—to calm and
quiet myself. I sent my boys away, for
[ wanted to see him alone—just we two,
face to face again. Then after lunch,
from one o’clock on, [ began to wait for
him. At two o'clock to the minute I
heard the front door bell ring (he did not
use his . latchkey!) and forgetting my
instruction to my maid, [ rushed to the
door, pulled it open and precipitated my-
self into his arms. We were standing in
the hall. T became oradialle ranecinne
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ot the fact that he was trving to release ;
my arms from around his neck—that he :
was (reeing himsell of my grasp.  \When

that was done, he zave himself a kind of

little shake, and then he looked down at

me. and [ saw that his face was stern and

coud.

“Let us go inside,” he said. His voice
was calm, level, cool Tt had a guarded
sound. [ didn't know what to do. what
to =av, what to think [ followed him
into the living-room and [ sat down
weakly on the big davenport. hoping he
would. sit beside me;-but he remained
standing by the fireplace, his face averted.
After a moment I said tremulously:

“Whatever is the matter, Jerry  You
are acting so strangely.” i

At that he looked at me from under his
knotted brows. :

“I"'m sorry, Ethel.”

“Sorry —for what?”’

I was a prey to a horrid premonition. :
[ was afraid to hear him speak.

His chin set in an almost dogged line
and he said, *‘Sorry to be obliged to tell
vou that it is all over between us.”

A dead silence fell. I was tryving to
take that in, to comprehend the full
import of his words T did not know my
own voice, and my- throat feit dry

“Over? What do you mean?”’ :

He spoke slowly, almost as if he were
choosing his words.

“I don’t want to hurt vou: but it is
better to tell you the truth. T am not
ooing to marry you. [ did not get a
divorce.” !

I half started up, and he said roughly,
“Stay where vou are. I'll try to explain. :

1N

My wiic and T have become reconciled.

;_XG;\[.\T that long, long, silence. Then I
~ X began to sob, to beg, to implore, to
threaten, to taunt him. [ accused him
of baseness, of deceit, of brutality. I
said I'd kill myself; I'd kill him; I'd kill
her.  Ah, you all know what a ‘‘scorned
woman’’ says at such a time.

He merely stared down at me, his jaw
squared, and in a pause in my outcry, he
said firmly, “It’s true, I have done vou a
‘wrong. . But T would be doing you a
greater wrong if [ married you or con-
tinued relations with you when [ love
another woman.”

At that [ screamed

“Tt’'s a lie! It's a lie! You love me!
[ have been in your arms, and vou have
told me vou loved me!”

His voice was firm as fate.

“No—I never told vou that, Ethel. |
never lied to you. [ will not say I was
indifferent tq you—you attracted me
immensely, bul your attraction was mainly |
sexual, and no woman can hold a man |
purely through sex.”

“Hell hath no fury like a woman !
scorned,” savs the poet. How true that i
is' I felt all hell raging inside me. I |
don’t know what [ said. [ talked like!
a wHd woman. [ fought like a tigress!
to hold him—he, who had never been !
really mine! i

Then I pleaded, “Oh, please, please think
it all over. Don’t cast me off—don’t !
discard me. Wait a bit—wait—wait—"

“But my wife is coming—she will
arrive within a few days.”

“No—no! - You can’t bring- her here.
She can’t come to this town.”

“Certainly she is coming here.”
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vour eyes.
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MORE THAN
A MASCARA , ., ,

get out
" won't go, I tell vou.

- exist.

“But don’t you see?  Can't vou under-
stand what that will mean®> The whole
town knows of our engagement. How
can [ face the ridicule, the talk, the
curiosity?  ['ll be ostracized, cut! Every-
body in town will be talking about us.
Oh. can’t you sce them at the teas and
bridges> Oh, don't, don't bring her
here!” . .

After « moment he said. “Of course,
we'lll have to face the music.. There's
bound ta be a lot of talk: but if my wife
is willing to face it, we should be too.
What's more, [ am willing to send you
on an extended trip abroad. How would
vou like that?”

“I don’t intend to leave this city,” I
shouted at him. *It's my town—not
hers.  She's been living in California.
She hates Council City. Why should I
for her? Answer me that! I
I won't go!”
“Very well. Stay then and take your
medicine.”

“['ll make things hot for her—['ll—”

His face hardened; his eves had almost
1 look of hate in them. His eves held

. mine, and werz dead cold.

“Look here, Ethel. I want to do the

' fair thing by you, but I warn you if you

do one single thing to injure my wife,

i you'll suffer for it.”

At that I began to laugh hysterically.

“Make me suffer, will you? Well,
what do you think I'm doing now? You
can’t make me suffer more!”’

“YOL' went into this affair with your eyes

wide open,” he said, speaking coldly
and incisively; “You knew from the
first that T wias a married man. You
broadcast an &ngagement that coild not
None the less, I was willing to
play your game.” [ went to Reno, fully

intending to divorce my wife, and to .

marry you. [ did this as a gentleman;
but I could not carry my plan through.
[t was humanlv impassible, for the tho-
ment [ saw my wife I knew that I still
loved her; that I had never stopped
loving her; that I had fallen in love with
her all over again.”

His eyes were gleaming. He seemed

" almost to have forgotten he.was speaking
© to me.

I could see he was reliving that

meeting with his wife after thejr separation
of over three vears. His voice grew
husky.

“The moment [ looked at her, my arms
ached to hold her. I had one desire—
to take my wife in my arms!"’

[ couldn't bear it any longer. No
woman could have. [ flung myself at
him. I tried to claw him. He held m
hands down at my sides, and forcibli-
thrust me back on the davenport. )

“Try to compose vourself,” he said.
“Nothing vou can say or do now can alter
things.”

But the touch of his hands aroused g
fire within me. Something broke ajl uj.
inside me. I wanted to feel his dear arms
around me once again, if onlv for the last
time. I was mad for the pressure of his
lips on mine.

“Oh, Jerry,” I implored. “‘take me in
vour arms again. Kiss me for the last
time.”

He stared at me, not unkindly, but
strangely unmoved. His words cut me to
the soul.

“NO! Apart from the fact that it would
LN not be fair to my wife, it would he
dious to me ™

This is my story. Imagine, if you can,
what my life now is. I live in the same
town with Gerald Wallace and his wife. ]
We belong to the same social set, though
now I am not invited to people's homes a<
I was. I am being cold-shouldered, ostra-
cized, cut by some people. Others, pitying
me,-eome to my house to console mc.
But even they tire of me as there is only
one subject I can talk about.

From being one of the most sought-after
woinen in our town, | kncw [ have become
the very laughing-stuck of Council City.
I know that 1 am the subject of whisper
and joke at every tea and bridge. I know
that the worst is believed of me.

Mrs. Wallace's arrival created a sensa-
tion. Society was not slow in showing which
way their favor turned. Morbidly, avidly I
read the society personals. Théy are giv-
ing teas, dinners, receptions, parties for.
her—Mrs. Gerald Wallace! As for me—
I'am paying the penalty—the price exacted
of a woman who breaks the Seventh
Commandment!

® EEETATSL 4 T ismemns ¢

Stranger Than Fiction

(Continued from page 4)

my own son!

I tried to speak, but no words came.
Jimmy Calhoun, standing beside me, was
the first to realize that something was
wrong. He supported me ‘as I started to
fall, and led me to a chair.

“My boy! My boy!” The words
sounded like a moan. They .came- in-
voluntarily, the: cry of a soul in agony.

I don't remember the next hour very
clearly. Somehow I got back up to the
hospital and identified the body. Jimmy
Calhoun stuck beside me, his grief as
great as mine.

I had been a widower for several years—
Charles and I had been more like a pair of
brothers in the o1d house than like father
and son. Life without him seemed im-
possible. even weeks afterward.

Yet my attitude toward Jimmy did not

change. In the court proceedings which
followed, I went through with my agree-
ment to appear as his attorney, and the
fact that the father of the victim was
pleading for him almost automaticallv
effected his complete exoneration.
: And to show Jimmy further that I had -
no feeling against him I invited him to
my home two or three times for dinner.
These meetings had a curious effect on
me—I found that somehow they dis-
sipated my loneliness, particularly as
Jimmy proved a fine, intelligent and
sympathetic lad. i

And so at last it came about that I
decided to ask him to come and live with
me. A few months later, I formally
adonted him.



