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I,ovE DDODGER

By VIRGINIA SWAIN
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B'ARBAR

A HAS AN UNPLEASANT TIME AT MRS. STACY'S |
RECEPTION, ATTENDED BY BRUCE

BEGIN HERE TODAY

BAE? HAWLEY, 25, breaks with
ance, BRUCE _REYNOLDS, and
ob Ingla.nspons Tele-~

see life.
REW McDERMOIT, the man-
g;lnl editor, is a former friend of her
her, 'E‘OBMJEFPRJES. police reporter,
endly.
‘bara a.t{ends a newspaper dinner

B
her
8

the Lighthouse Inn with SINBAD
2 AN. a press agent. There ehe
{neeta JEROME BALL, a man about
own

sound of a shot comes from an

A suicide note is found in his pocket,
but Barbara finds a woman's scarf nn-
der the table and gets a ‘‘scoop’ on the

story. .

SKO is sent to interview MRS. LYDIA
STACY. a prominent_society woman, o2
a real estate proiect by Bruce's firm.

While there Mre. Stacy’'s maid reveals
having sent a dress to the cleaners to
have a wine stain removed, Barbara
connects the wine-stained _dress with
the roadhouse shooting of Hollowell.

She seals the u-ll-t_;ﬁe scarf in an en-
velope and hides it in her desk. That
night she has dinner with Jerome Ball,

rebuffs his advances.

Barbara and Bob enjoy reading let-
ters addressed to the lovelorn column by
a 1 who has a beer-stained kimona,
straight eyelashes and wunrequited love
for a certain young man.

Later Bob calls to escort her to a re-
ception given by Mrs. Stacy for a for-
eign_architect.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XIX
T was quite true. The coat-
l tail did stick oyt like an en.
raged rooster’s tail and the
coat was less black than the
trousers. N

Bob stood grinnning at Ba;ﬂra.
“Aren’t you glad to see me, Bar-
bara?”’ he asked. ‘“Cause if you're
not, I'll just drive Lizzie back into
her stall and spend a quiet evening
at home.”

Barbara started. “Why, of course
I'm glad to see you, Bob. How
gilly of you to ask! I'll just run and
cancel my call for a taxi.”

“I'll follow the butler «into the
drawing room,” Bob called after her,
seating himself at the old rosewood
piano.

Upstairs, Barbara ran into her
room, where Mrs. Hawley was brush-
ing her daughter’s evening wrap.
“Mother,” she ciied, ‘“‘Bob has come
to take me ahd he's wearing a
Charley Chaplin dress suit. What
shall I do?”

From the living room came the
straing of “We Won’'t Be Home Un-

til Morning,” the melody carried
with Bob's index finger, and .the
bass_an alternation of chords.
“Oh, why doesn't he quit that
idiotic dum-dum playing?” exclaimed

Barbara, flinging herself into a
chalir.
“You must get hold of your

nerves, Babs. He isn't doing any
harm. You're ready to fly off at any
trifle, that's all.”

Barbara was in tears. “F know I
am, mother, but I can’t help it. I'm
g0 tired of everything!”

“Are you tired of your job, Bar-
bara?”’ asked her mother.

“Yes and no. Sometimes T want
to throw the whole thing over. I
feel as if I just can’t go out to that
reception with Bob in the clothes
he's wearing.”

She was wiping her
staring at the carpet,

“This won't do. I might-as well
get up and go. I'll have to in the
end.”

Bob was playing “Boola, Boola,”
with two fingers, when Barbara
came downstairs again. She tried
to summon a smile, as he whirled
around on the piano stool.

But he was too shrewd for her.
‘What've you been crying about,
Babs?’ he asked. ‘‘Cheer up! The
tears have-only made you prettier.
Your cheeks are red.”

“And so is my nose,” answered
Barbara. “But it doesn’t matter. I
had a fit of nerves, getting home so
late, and having to get ready for
this party.”

“I know what's the matter with
you, kid,” he answered. “You took
football reports all afternoon. No
wonder you cried. That's the very
hardest work in the whole game.”

They were climbing into the old
racing car. and Bob was trying to
protect Barbara's dress from the
grease on the floor by wrapping the
robe tightly about her.

“It isn’t going to be such a bad
evening,” he comforted. ‘“After the
handshaking is over and we've taken
some mental notes of Gignelli’s con-
versation and the ladies’ duds, we'll
be free to enjoy ourselves. They say

eyes and

the Riviera Orchestra. is going to be
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HORIZONTAL 56. Roofing material.

1. Waterfall.

7. Disease of the eye.

13. Natural force producing hypno-
tism,

14. In order.

15. Too.

16. Variant of “a.”

17. Delineation,

19. Measure of area.

20. Hebrew name for God.

22. Night.

23. Thick shrub.

26. Battering machine,

6. Ascending and Jdescending
sleps.

u8. Coin,

60. Smell.

63. Point of compass.

64. Unit of work.

65. Mygelf.

68. Second note in scale, .
70. Point of compass.

Answer to last crossword puzzle:

Neither had spoken for an hous. \

Barbara sat ben®ath a group of palms, staring at the floor. Behind her stood Bob.

€| eagerly, scarcely listening to Bob's

on hand for the dance music.
la!”

Barbara did not reply.

Bob was trying hard to be com-
panionable. “They say this Lydia
Stacy is a mistress of the gentle art
of fascination. Been a widow for a
year now. Husband very wealthy
and indulgent—so much so that he
died and left Lydia all his money,
just as she was bheginning to get
tired of him. Sinbad says her latest
quarry is a .young architect here—
poor but proud young chap and all
that. Seems to me he's connected
with the Vale Acres crowd.”

Barbara winced. “We must be
getting near the house,” she said.|
They were entering a long proces- |
sion qf automobiles.

Lydia Stacy’'s house was ablaze
with electricity. Irregular quadran-
gles of light from the many windows
patched the slopes of snowy lawn,

Hoop

again to admit the guests as they
alighted from their cars, snatches
of gay music escaped, weaving

through a soft babble of voices.

Barbara and Bob reached the door
in a crush of laughing men and
women. “Everybody who thinks he
is somebody is here tonight,” whis-
pered Bob. “To say nothing of the
gang of pa.le esthetes that Lydia
keeps as hangers-on.”

Barbara was watching the throng

words. -

“I say, Babs,"” he reproached, ‘‘you
certainly are giving me the cold and
icy tonight. What's the idea?”

“I guess it's those football scores
that finished me, Bob. I'm too tired
to be good company.

‘“Well, wait till you get on that
dance floor. We'll show 'em what a
two-year-old dress and a six-year-old
soup and fish are capable of.
Honestly, Barbara, you look awfully
nice.”

She turned on him. “Listen, Bob,
don't lie to flatter me. 1 know how
I feel and I know how 1 look, and
there's no use in trying to kid me
along.” \

They reached the door, and were
directed by a butler and a maid to
the dressing rooms upstairs. Bar
bara found a throng of chattering
women removing their wraps in a
luxurious guest room.,

2

When the door opened again and |

A group of them had gathered

around a framed sketch of a cathe-
dral that hung on the wall. “You'll
see'these all over the house,’” sald
one woman to another, with a know
ing air. “Strange what ‘an interest
Lydia has developed in architecture
all of a sudden. Six months ago she
didn't know a facade from a lormer
window.” The two women moved
away.

Barbara stepped closer to look at
the sketch. “B. R.,” said the
scrawled signature in the corner.

At the head of the imposing stair-
looked

case, Barbara stopped and
down at the hall below. Bob was |
leaning nonchalantly against the

wall, hands in pockets and nose in
air The absurd coattails struck out
from his body into open space. She
went down the steps.

“Hello, there,” he said, advancing
to meet her, *“We'll have to run the
gauntlet first or last. Might as well
do it now. You never saw such a
receiving line as Lydia's drafted.
Come on.”

Barbara fell behind slightly, eyes
fixed on the coattails, They drifted
with the crowd through an arched
doorway into the long drawing room.

A long line of swiling men and
women wound down the #ﬁ-m, to

the great black piano, beside which |

stood Lydia Stacy, smiling. She
wore a sheath gown of black span
gles and her arms and shoulders
gleamed against it.

Visitors passed up the line, greet-
ing those in it with curgory atten-
tion, hurrying to reach Lydia. Bar-
bara saw the eyes of men fasten
upon the white shoulders and the
graceful arms.

‘Dramatic spectacle, by gosh,”
muttered Rob.. ‘“This whole scene
looke like a setting for a play. And
Lydia—wow! what a dress that is.
I'll tell you, clothes do make the
woman,"

Barbara’s eyes snapped. “You were
the young man who said I could
‘run along in my old yellow dress
and act like Lady Vere de Vere.
You men are all alike—fall head
over heels for any woman who can
scrape together the right rags and
feathers. You make me sick!” She
turned away from him to hide the
fury in her eyes.

Bob gaped. ‘“Why, Bubs, you're
not serious? Jehosaphat! I never
thought you were jealous of Lydia

Stacy. She doesn't cross your path.”

| “Jealous!” Barbara was breath-
lless. “How dare you use that word
to me? Don't speak to me again.
Oh, how I wish McDermott had let
well enough alone.: I'd have been
better off without you tonight-=I'm
s0 tired and miserable—and so
cross.” Her face was a study in
petulance and pathos.

Bob was unable to speak. He
looked at her with puzzied eyes.
They walked on up the endless line,
smiling mechanically at th& pillars
of suciety who composed it.

Near the head of the line, Bay-
bara stopped for an instant and
caught her breath.

Beside I.ydia stood Bruce Rey.
nolds, immaculate and graceful. I.Iu
wasg greeting her guests with urbane
cordiality.

Barbara walked on. Bob followed,
his coattails wagging as he walked,
Without looking to right or left,
Barbara saw them always.

But in the foreground there was
Bruce, handsome, graclous, well.
tailored,

At last they w’ero there. Lydia
took Barbara's hand and asked some
graceful, trivial question.. *“Thank
you so mueh for coming, Miss Haw
| law,” she whispered.
‘ trust my party to your mercles than
| to any other newspaper person 1

Kknow You write so cleverly.”
3arbara was handed along. Sh

had had her moment. Lydia turn
to the next guest,

Barbara found her hand In
Bruce's.

He was silent, and his eyes
were grave. She looked up at him
through a mist of tears.

““Hustle along there, Babs,” said
a voice at her shoulder. “We're
holding up traffic. You can do that
Theda Bara, stare somewhers else.’
His voice, intended to be confidential,
carried plainly, Bruce stepped back
quickly.

Bob's coattails wagged past. H
led Barbara with him, ¢
LN

N the conservatory some time
I later, there wags silence, Bar-

bara sat beneath a group of
palms, staring at the floor, Behind
her stood Bob, flicking ashes from
a cigaret stub, Neither had spokeny
for an hour.

(To Be Continued)
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