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There had been a note from Ellen

on Fabienne's dressing table when
ghe came in with Christine Parsons.

“A meeting will keep me at the
house until seven, so I'll have .. bite
to eat down there and see you be-
fore the play,” Ellen had written.

When Chris finished her recital
with the dramatic announcement of
her intention to kidnap her own
child, Fabienne said, “You need a
rest, Chris. There won't be anyone
in the apartment until much later
tonight. Let me put you to sleep in
my room. I'll give you some tea
and you can sleep. In the morning,
we'll see what plans we can make.”

“I have them all made,” Chris
gaid in that quiet tone of finality
she had used a moment before, “Your
being a nurse at the hospital makes
the plan perfect.”

“I'm not a nurse, Chris” Fa-
blenne said gently. “I'm only a voi-
unteer social worker.”

“But they know you and trust
you,” Chris persisted.

“Oh, Chris, dont you see that this
Is madness?”

“Madness for a mother to want
her child?”

No, that was not madness. It
would be mad for the mother of a
blue-eyed angel like little Sonny
Parsons NOT to want him.

But everything else the driven girl
before her said was madness. There
was madness in the dilated pupils
of her eyes, in the taut drawn ex-
pression that whitened the corners
of her nose.

Her voice was suddenly tender.
“He’s so little.” she said. “And 'so
Jike Larry! I've dreamed about
him every night for all these two
wears. I taught him to say ma-ma
when he was only a year old. When
I went into the hospital to see him,
he looked at me and I know he
knew me. I stayed at the hospital
cne night and then I had to go be-
cause I didn't want Mr. Parsons to
krow I was there. I was afraid he'd
take him away at once.”

Fabienne said, “Come, Chris, you
can have a nice cup of tea and
you'll rest better.” -

The little Persian kitten climbed
jnto Chris’ lap. She petted it, with-
out being aware of what she was
doing, and went on talking in a far
away voice. “Larry will come back.
I cabled him, But he can't get here
before his father has got the baby
on a boat and far away where I can
never get him again.”

“He'll come back,” Fabienne said
soothingly. “And then youwll fix
things up.”

“I'm gong to fix things up my-
self. At midnight,” she said stolidly,
but she got up, urged by the gentle
pressure of Fabienna's hands beneath
her elbows.

She went into the bedroom and
allowed Fabienne to take off her
hat and her shoes, but she wouldn't
let her remove her dress until Fa-
bienne said it would be too mussed
to appear in, At last she permitted
jts removal, but she would not al-
low her to take it from her sight.

She said, “Fab, remember when
we were kids and we used to talk
how nice it would be to have a
mother like Wicky?"

Mrs. Wickford was the house
mother at Miss Maidstone's school
for Little @Girls, where Chris and
Fablenne, long-legged sprites of
seven and eight, had first met. Mrs.
‘Wickford was broad-bosomed and
had a touch that soothed the pains
of the young, both mental and phy-
sical.

“Then we used to say how pretty
our mothers were, as if their being
pretty made up for all the things
we didn’t have.,”

How well Fabienne remembered
the fierce loyalty that covered
hurts that were never healed. They
were children of divorce, she and
Chris. It had been their first bond.

“My little boy is not going to
wish he had a mother like a house
mother in school. I'm going to be
his mother! He's mine and Larry's.
He needs us both.”

Fabienne went into the bathroom,
looked in the medicine closet and
found some sleeping tablets. Bill
had given them to her when she
was ill and overwrought. He said
they were harmless and guaranteed
to put a patient to sleep for ten or
twelve hours. She dissolved one in
half a glass of water and brought it
back to Chris,

“Drink it,"” she said.

Chris drank it obediently and lean-
#d back against the pillows.

D Fabienne drew a blanket over
er.

Chrie caught at her hand.
yow'll help me, Fakienne?”

- Fabienne said, “Try to fall asleep
now, Chris.”” Later she meant to
bring Bill back after the play and
have him look at Chris.

“Later

“There's one thing more. You
mustn’t think badly of Larry.”
*“I wouldn't dream of it,” Fab

#aid dryly, wishing she could get
her hands on Larry Parsons, who
had let his wife in for all the agony
of the last few years.

“Larry's weak., He's poetic, he
isn’t bad. You don't know how
strong-willed his father is. I could
always do anything I wanted with
him until they got him away—until
they—" she dropped suddenly into
EBleep.

She was safe until the dawn,
anyway, Fabienne hoped, glancing
at the clock. She'd barely have time
for a quick bath, a bite to eat and
she’d have to dress hurriedly. The
play was. opening .at -eight-fifteen
and Camilla Morse, as well as sev-
eral others she had invited, were
coming down to see it,

Chris and her troubles fled from
Fabienne's mind momentarily when
she arrived at the settlement house
and went directly to the third floor.
¥or his was the night of the first
presentation of the Willoughby
House Players, a project that was
one day to give many ingenues, a
great character actor and a star to
Broadway.

Backstage, and in the little
dressing rooms across the hall, Fa-
blenne paid a wvisit to each of her

was and what was expected of
them.

Outside, in the halls that led to
the theater, she greeted the proud
parents, friends of the children and
her own friends.

Andrew Hardy came, saying it
was the first night he had attended
in thirty years.

Camilla Morse and her crowd
came ,saying, “My dear, guess who
we ran into downstairs? That
pretty girl we saw with Nicky at
the Plaza—the—"

“Ellen Chapman?’ Fabienne ask-
ed, smiling. “She's the most im-
portant persen at Willoughby
house. She's the directress. Is Nicky
with her? They're supposed to be
selling tickets to people like you.
By the way, Nicky gets a lot of
credit tonight. He paid for our hand-
some curtain.' ’

Ken Hemingway, who had been
receiving congratulations bn his
designs for the theater, came up to
them, overhearing Fabienne's re-
mark, *“Hi, folks! This is a pirate
outfit, you know Hope you left
your purses at home. Fabienne is
out to get all she can for her the-
ater and her various projects. She
hit me up last week for.a bunch of

boys' books.”
Fabienne suddenly remembered
Chris. She said, “Excuse me, 1

want to look for Dr. Mailory."”

Bill was not at the piay; he had
an emergency operation to per-
form. And so when she got home a
little before midnight and opened
her bedroom door to find the room
empty, she didn’'t know what to do.
Christine had fled.

Ellen had gone with Ken and
Nicky to the latter's apartment and
she said she would join them there;
she wanted to Jook in at her own
place for a moment and would drive
over in her own car.

Her car still was at the door.
Hastily, she pulled off her eye-
ning dress and kicked off her san-
dles. She put on a warm woolen
suit, a polo cpat and stout shoes.

Pennsylvania Railroad
. Increases Net Income

PHILADELPHIA, Feb. 22.—(P)—
The Pennsylvania railroad, riding
the crest of a sharp upturn of in-
dustrial activity during the last four
months of 1939, earned a net income
for the year of $32,032,526—an in-
crease of $20,986,425 over 1938—the
company's 93rd annual report dis-
closed today.

A $223,177,686 surplus remaining
after appropriations to the sinking
and other funds, was eguivalent to
3.52 per cent, or $1.76 per share on
the outstanding stock, the report
showed. This compared with .46 per
cent or 23 cents per share in 1938.

The report pointed out a dividend
of 2 per cent, or $1.00 per share,
was paid last December 18, and the
remainder of $10,009,932 was trans-
ferred to profit and loss. It added
that the 1939 dividend was at dou-
ble the rate disbursed in 1938.

Successful Television
Relay Announced By G-E

SCHENECTADY, N. Y., Feb. 22.—
(#)—Successful television relay, with
which engineers have struggled for
years, was declared an actuality to-
night by a General Electric com-
pany official.

Solution of this chain, or relay,
problem generally is credited with
delaying widespread inauguration of

television.. Otherwise reception the-
cretically is limited to the visual
horizon.

High in the Helderberg mountains,
near Schenectady, engineers attacked
the problem. For weeks a television
station there has picked up and re-
broadeast programs put on the air
from atop the towering Empire State
building in New York city.

Tonight Dr. W. R. Baker, man-
ager of the General Electric tele-
vision and radio department, term-
ed the experiment “highly success-

ful.”

praying that she would find Chris
where she thought she was.

She flew downstairs to her car,
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OUT OUR WAY

YUH SEE, WES, IF YoU

PACK A TELESCOPE ALONG
ON YORE SADDLE IT SAVES
A LOT O RIDIN'-- YOU KIN
READ BRANDS AN’ EAR-
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BEEN TRICKED

HE WAS BLUFEW...THERE\ BUT YoU'LL KINDLY
AT NO G-MEN COMIN' ! /WHATLL \THE WALL,GE
WE DO? HE'S | TIE, YOU'RE

GUN HE'S GOT,...1
JUST REMEMBERED
THAT I FORGOT 1O

LOAD ;r;/

LINE UP AGAINST]
NYLEMEN. MAT-
TO SUMMON
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YoU THINK NoU'RE
SMART! | WAS GON'
ALL RIGHT TILL You
QT 10 PLAYN'

MAKIN' ME HEAD OFFICE
BOY WAS MR. WUMPLES

OH YEAH! WBLL,

I'M STILL GETTIV'
AS MUCH Pay
As You,

A Chap{vr”ijfds

| SPOSE YoU TAKE
OVER MY DESK.
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THE PESK IS FOR B0TH
OF US. BUT MR WUMPLE
ASKED ME TO DO THIS!

TUAT'S ALL RIGHT
W . € THAT'S uP
T MR. WUMPLE T00.

11377
i

/)

e

=7

THE GUMPS

DESTINY'S DUPE-THAT'S ¢
ME! MY LUCK IS HARDER THAN
A BlLL COLLECTOR'S HEART —
JUST AS | THOLGHT | HAD i
GOTTEN RID OF THAT SCULLERY
MAID, MAZIE GOOBER, MY OWN
SON-IN-LAW CROSSES ME
e UP AND INYITES

ME SoEIALILY— AND NOW

Jusinest

Mama Mean a'nl

MY PARTY!
THE GALA AFFRAIR THAT
WAS GOING To LAUNCH

MY BLAZING HOPES
ARE TURNING TO COLD
ASHES OF DESPAIR—

BRICK BRADFORD—And the

THE METAL MONSTER PLODS ON UNDER WATER
TOWARD THE DOOMED: CITY— BRICK, HELPLESS,
- iS5 INSIDE ITS HEAD
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/ BUT I'M NQOT LICKED

YET! No!! I'VE
JUST BEGUN
TO FiGHT!!
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A SUBMARINE PATROLING THE W : :
METROPOLA DRIFTS INTO THE PATH O?T'EEESFK{"#ER




