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Synopsis: doyee Ashton, poor ste-
coprapher, -
r) nosKidding taxicab aoccident
- Chirago. Oue morning two years
Iteer waks, atter @ fall from
hi'r horse, her memory restored, to
find herseit, as
Neil Packard, rich California fruit
piacker. She determined to tell no-
body of her predicament, but
alout  learnming what she could of
her life in the interval From the
conversation of her friends and let-
ters in her desK she gpathered that
she bhad heen o heartless. nleasure-
loving voung woman. One letter
thiut troubled her was from o wWom-
an signing hersell Sophie, blaming
Frills for not giving a home to a
baby Sophie was caring for. Could
it be her haby, Frills wondered! She
foumd hercell involved in.un
affaic with o musn numed Maithind.
In Sun Frncisco, where she went
while her  hushand mway o on
business; she met Robert Ainsworth

suifersd loss of

S
st
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also

Wis

o poet whose worls she ol always
aidmired.  When returned
home, she deecided to be pleasanter

Jovee

oo Nail than Frills: hid been. Dot
this line wuas dangerous, too, for
Neil was pathetically  anxioas  to
win back Frills' love. Now go on

with the story:
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neant Lo say casually ShE G to ke youcome biuck to me?”
went upstuirs, NS HOh, Jet's not  talk tonight!! she
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This hurdly seemsil an’ @pirapiiate

fime Lo announce cLhat ‘shae had de-

indecision wandered over 5=
8ing table where she' =at down ana
lighted ancther cigaretie.

If he would only go tc his own
ruoms and let alone! Bul Pack-
ard lingered wkivg off his Lie and!

urhuttoning L siict while Be tTalkol
Netl was now taking off his shirt,
il Joyee, catching Sight in er murs
ror of the white top oi his zleeveless
uncerwear felt 8 wave of color Lurn
der foce and she sat
Spat. T ler sreat rel nwever, he
wenb off Lo finish s nadressing else-
where and- she fumped up and: hur-
risd Lo the eloseét. Just ss she had
steipped. her' last yrarment off and
Wan-reach 4 ldmono ghe heard
him again in the bathroom. She had
Ieft the door of tae closct just a tri-
fle ajar-spothat she ésuld keep trick
Of his movements and the bathroom
door stood wide open,

“Shall T run a hot bath for youz

roted. to the

called  Packard, “or are you going
Lo take a shower?’
Joyee hastily calied out. “*No tub,

thanks, 'l take a shower wWhen you
get through.”

“You needn't wait. ['m not using
the shower' he e¢niled back cheer-
fully “T want a veal soak after be-
ing on the traim two nightst

She sat huddled on a chair in the
closat and Hstened tensely to the pro-
céss of his bath. He splashed and
whiatled and to poor Joyce it seemed
as if ne would never finish.

Suddenly the whistle stopped uh-
ruptly and she heard his éjaculate,
“Damn! There goes the soap!" Then
raising his voice he called, “Say,
Frills, be a good kid and get me the
soap, will you? [ dropped it out aod
it skidded way over into the bed-
O 1Y

Joyce was petrified by this simple
request. She was so startied that she
even failed to take refuge in iwhat
had been her salvation in other awk-
ward Toments, the conveniently tem-
DEramental aisposition of rriils;

“Well, wait a minute, TIl . . . I'll
get it,” she returned, and holding her
ailk coolie cont tightly about her she
emerged from the closet, found the
rakasnf ennnoimnocentive lving: on  the
blue carpet, picked it up, and enter-
ing the bathroom hastily thrust it in-
to' Packards’ wet outstretched hand.
Then she turned hurriedly and laft
the room in a turmoil of emotions.

“I wish he'd hurry,” she fumed,
with a sigh of relief that that awk-
ward moment was over, though ner
heatt still thumped violently, “1 am
tired. If that shower didn't have a
glass douor T'd go and take a bath
now. T sitply can't do il, though.”
/She sat down again and listened anz-
iousiy.
~ Presently she heard him rubbing
himself vigorously and a few wmin-
utes Jater he appeared in the bed-
~room in blue pujamas and slippers,
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After five  seconds’ silence !
Packord said dully, “God knows !|
WET e vou, Brills, but after

Years! thiny e

hesituted a3 if he were rveéferring to
SLTE some painful incident he could scarce-
1y béar to mention

bviosly
claimed,
perhaps vou . .
what I

Mait for two weeks!
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I've pratected yvou more  than  you
| kmew against ‘opersscandal, 've Stood
so damn® muech from vou that T some-

times wonder what kind of a weak|

ifool 1 am. But I ean't help loving
you-in . spileof Eall. Tve stoed for
| this business with Maitland [ | Tve
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1 tell vow To her relief ha did
W fallow her, but she hearit his deep |
ih!;,‘,li as ‘she went on - into the other
and shut the door her: knees

fraam
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i Onee in bed with the daor Inched,
lay and thought over what had
hut |
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Packard whistling as he dressed. and
ahe debated whether to get up and
J!l:un- breakfast with him or to let
phim polaway without seeing her,

1 - She ot out of bad agd lstenad It
was g0 quict Lhal she concluded Nejl
jhad. gpone ‘downstaire, She had just
Itk o diess (rom achingor and b
{eome out to put iton in front of the
ilong niirror when she was startled
by Paeckard appearing. “Good morn-

ing wire;" he exclaimed, “how's the
warld:?
“On! Guod moerning'' she re-

spomded, hastily 'pulling the dress bn
and watching him apprehensivelyin
the mirror as she fasténed her collar
and tie

“Gee, this is great, Are you going
Lo eat bregkfast this morngng 2" he
asked, leaning against the foot of
the hed.

“We'll give Roxie a surprise, eat-
ing breakfast together'' she vemari-
ed, as they antered the dining room.
“Good morming, Roxie, where's my
blessed Dickie?™

“Ont with Sam," responded Roxie.
She too smiled;, hut there was a puz-
zled lock about her facs as she did
0,

“Oh, then I'm going out to get him

now."exclaimed: Joyce, ‘vou. start
eating. Il ‘be vight back and she

dashed ont thedugh the kitchen and
called Lo Dickic, whom she saw Iyv-
ing with a bored expression oulside
the stable door.

“I wonder if he'd get too tired to
go along with me if I go out to ride
on Rosita. What do you think?"
asked Joyce as she began her break-
fast.

“Well, I wouldn't take him if you're
going more than a short ride. T
doubt if he's used' (¢ long runs.”

“By the way, I heard that Mait
has o new horse' remarked Pack-
ard toward the end of the meal.

“Whal sort of a cayuse is iL? Did
e gel il fvom MacBready 2"

Joyces' heart thumped. Now was
her chance, and she determined to
take it. She spoke casually, though
the knowledge that she was chang-
ing color disconcerted heér slightly. 'T
am sure I don't know,” she replied,
“L haven't seen Mait for nearly two
weeks.”

‘When she ralsed her eyes from her
plate she encountered a look on Pack-
ard’s face which filled her with sud-
den anger. It had always infuriated
Joyce to realize that her word was
doubted,

Suddenly her pleasure in the day
was. spoiled. A hurt feeling of re-
sentment aginst him for ruining her
happy mood seized her. Sh= forgot
his side of the affair and the things
which Frills had done to make this
reaction so natural.

She said nothing until they had
left the table and were in the living
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I:"‘I‘\".l which lay in the shadow The
Imn-.m made it Hght enough, hivover,
i[-- see Packsard’s face vaguely

| He sat up in bed o took the ginss|

| which she handed him. As: he did S'.‘I..
|‘:"I11 salg hastily, “Good onight!

| T gowng Lo sleep: ins

Clear L
Sharp Outli

}.gll L &

and

TEVE- X
11

T ¥ - =1 >
IErs 80 ADUUL uCii BUsIETIS

boldly at midday, for they have nnthihg

[ Uars L & o0 Lo i e SR
3 :‘_'_?,',,:5-_“5(1;. Injilcut EERG AR VY
to fear.

charac-

v waven Bl
X CARAN

Shoddy merchandise cannot be advertised. it would ruin
the reputation of its sponsors. The ha!f-wﬁy good is not
worth an investment in these pages. The merchants of this
community, and the national manufacturers who adver-
tise to you, are glad to come out in the open for all to see.
So confident are they of the quality of their goods, stak-

ing their business future on the validity of their claims.

You will find their messages helpful, their descriptions of
merchandise interesting, their news of style authentic, and
their prices fair. These days, as never before, your dollars
will buy more—more durability, style, comfort, more hap-
piness—if you read and heed the advertisements of repu-
table advertisers in these pages!
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