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THIS HAS HAPPENED
BERTIE LOU and ROD BUYER arc

happily married, until LILA LOREE plots
to separate them. She had once refused
to marry Rod, because he was poor. She
tneets and marries CYRUS LOREE and
persuades him. to aid Rod in business
while she sains Bertie Lou’s confidence
by showerins her with favors.

Gradually she arouses Rod’s interest
hnd faith in her while she plants seeds
of mistrust about his wife. When
Bertie Lou discovers that they see each
other secretly, she is heartbroken and
1ndulses in the dissipation of idle wives
which Lila had tausht her.

Thcv drift apart but Rod will not
commit himself to Lila. This infuriates
her and she fakes a jewel robbery in
which it appears that ha is the thief;
then Insists on keepins it secret to save
his reputation. He discovers her treach-
ery, and she says she did it to sain his
love.He repudiates her disloyalty to her
husband, and she reminds him that his
wife is out with MARCO PALMER. He
drives to the Palmer estate where he
sees Marco and Bertie Lou in lounging
robes and departs without learning that
they were merely coming upstairs from
the swimming pool.

When Bertie Lou gets home, Rod is
gone, leaving no word, but a check for
52,000. Not realizing that he left be-
cause of his suspicions, Bertie Lou de-
nounces Lila for trying to take him
away from her. Both women try to
locate Rod without success. Bertie Lou
secures a position, and is puzzled when
Bod makes no move to get a divorce.
The suspense maddens her, and to avoid
the agony she continues to go about
in a gay crowd with Marco. Then she
thinks of a plan.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

1 CHAPTER XXXIX
"T AM going to build a house.”
1 Bertie Lou said it softly, trem-

ulously, almost under her breath.
Her eyes were glowing brightly be-
hind misty tears and a tender half-
smile parted her lips. Bessie Rog-
ers though they would be very pretty
lips if they had more color.

She hardly knew what to say to
Bertie Lou about the house. It was
a trifle embarrassing not to know
more than the mere name and oc-
cupation of any one who chose to
confide in you. Was Mrs. Bryer go-
ing to be married? Bessie had won-
dered about Mr. Bryer. . . . Bertie
Lou never spoke of him.

“That’s fine,” she said. “I’d love
to build a house, too.”

Bertie Lou turned her head and
looked at her. ‘Do you mind if I
ask you a personal question, Miss
Rogers?” she asked.

“Please call me Bessie,” the other
replied. “Miss Rogers sound like

‘ the boss calling me down. What
do you want to ask me?”

Bertie Lou hesitated. "I was won-
dering, Bessie,” she began reluctant-
ly, “if you had a sweetheart?”

Bessie was quick to reply. “1
Tiaven’t a steady, if that’s what you
jnean.”

“Well, then, it isn’t too late for
you to start right,” Bertie Lou as-
tonished her by saying. “If a man
wants to marry you, Bessie, and
build a house for you, let him do
it—build the house, I mean, even
if it’s only a portable shack.”

She smiled, but there was a
touch of earnestness in her tones
that told Bessie a story lay behind
her admonition.

“Well, I guess I wouldn’t be
saying no if I cared for the man,”
Bessie said uneasily, but emphati-
cally. She couldn't understand
Bertie Lou. Did she mean a girl

nought to marry just to get a
Jfciome?

“Os course, but some girls want
marriage all their own way, Bes-
sie. They don’t think much of
what the man they’re going to
marry would like.

“He may want a six-room cottage
with all his heart; it may have been
his dearest dream to have his own
roof and a family under it, but if
he's like most men he will let the
girl have her way—and they may
move into an apartment, or even
away from town and ...if things

don’t go right,'they’ll never have
that house—not together.”

She turned her head and
blinked hard on the tears that
threatened to spill themselves on
he rwan cheeks. Bessie was silent
because she didn’t know what to
say, which was the best thing she
could have done.

Suddenly Bertie Lou turned back
and smiled at her. “I haven’t any
one to help me build my house,”
she said, “because I didn't know
what it was like to want one with
all my heart. But maybe someone
else will find happiness in it. That
would be nice, don’t you think so,
to have people being happy in your
house?”

“Y . . e . . s,” Bessie replied
doubtfully. She thought it would
be much nicer to be happy in it
yourself. “When are you going to
build it?” she added.

“Just as soon as I can get up,”
Bertie Lou told her. "See here.”
She reached down on the foot of
the bed for a folded newspaper that
lay there. “Here’s a whole page ad
of a company that’s building a lot
of houses at Moonfields. Isn’t that
the loveliest name? I was out there
once. ...” She paused, and took
a trembling underlip between her
teeth to still it.

She had gone there with Rod,
shortly after they came to New
York. He’d been deeply interested
in the tiny English cottages that
were going up like magic—an archi-
tect’s dream come true; he had sue- j
ceeded in interesting a wealthy
builder in pretty homes at a small
cost.

But Bertie Lou had been unable
to enthuse over them as Rod did.
They were attractive, yes, adorable
even. “But so small, you know
Rod; how could we entertain? It
might be all right for someone
whose future is limited, to come out
here, but what would the Frasers
think if we did?”

Bertie Lou remembered their
conversation almost word for word.
Rod had reminded her that these
houses were larger than the apart-
ment she was looking at.

“But the apartment is only tem-
porary,” she had argued. “When
you get where you belong in the
business world, Rod dear, we will
have a house, but it must be in a
more exclusive neighborhood than
this. And we need a real dining
room.”

Rod thought it would be cozy
to have a table in the living room.
“Right before the fireplace, and a
nice cheery log fire going.”

But they didn’t build. And now
Bertie Lou enshrined it in her

Mjnemory. It was the temple of

where it says ‘small pay-
■nt down and balance like rent’?”

pointed out to Bessie, who
over the bed and studied the

withfcper.
g%BGee. what a swe Mittle home!”

Bessie exclaimed over the picture
in the middle of the page. “Is that
the one you want?”

“No, but it’s the same style. I'm
afraid the one I’d like to have is
sold, but I’m going to ask the com-
pany to build me another one just
like it.”

Two weeks later she made the
request. Marco had come for
her and driven her out to Moon-
fields.

“But what on earth you want
out here in the prairies is a
mystery to me,” he grumbled.
Bertie Lou did not tell him until
they were in the company’s office.
Then he heard it indirectly.

He stared at her in amazement
as she explained what she wanted.
Yes, the house could be duplicated.
Exactly? Exactly But several
blocks away from the original, of
course. Moonfields had grown
rapidly.

“How long will it take you to
build it? And how m—h Is your
down payment?” Bertie Lou
sounded very businesslike, but in-
wardly she was so excited she
could hardly keep from showing
it in her manner.

What if the down payment was
more than the money she had?
The question of future payments
she had solved by planning to rent
the property.

Her joy in it did not extend be-
yond the thought of ownership—to
live in it would be to turn it into
a pillory, where escape from her
memories would be impossible.

Marco stood by, completely dis-
mayed, while she talked over de-
tails and terms and finally signed
her name on several papers, one
of which was a check for $1,500.

The initial payment required by
the company was less, but Bertie
Lou wanted to put all of Rod’s
$2,000 into the house. Five hundred
of it she figured she might need
for extra expenses, and the things
anew house always required. She
had not forgotten her father’s shop
talk, and as a carpenter’s daughter
she knew something of building.
Her house was going to be built
right.

“See here,” Marco burst out
when they were back in his road-
ster. “What do you think you want
with a house like that?”

“It’s ... an obligation,” Bertie
Lou told him. “Every one who
builds a ‘house like that,’ as you call
it, adds something to the sum total
of happiness, Marco. You’re too
young to know that you’ve got to
make others happy to be happy
yourself.”

“With all due veneration for your
gray hairs,” Marco returned sar-
castically, “there’s a hole in your
argument through which you're go-
ing to plop right into my hat.”

Bertie Lou merely looked at him.
“If it’s so necessary to make oth-

ers happy how about giving me a
little consideration?” he demanded.
“Why build a house for strangers to
bill and coo in?”

“You promised you wouldn't begin

that again, Marco. Next time I'll
come on the train.”

“But, Bertie Lou, it’s absurd. It’s
unheard of . . . it’s monstrous, the
way you treat me. Any one would
think I was nobody. Why, I’ve re-
formed for you. Half the night
clubs in New York have closed and
the rest are just barely keeping the
wolf from the door.”

“It won't hurt you,” Bertie Lou
returned dryly.

“Isn’t there anything I can do to
make you even think about marry-
ing me?” Marco pleaded.

“Maybe some day I will if you
keep on nagging me,” she told him.
“It will be your own fault if I do,
Marco. You wouldn’t get much.
I’m just a hollow shell. I haven’t
any heart at all.”

“I suppose I haven't any right to
expect Lady Luck to shoot the whole
W’orks on me,” Marco mourned in
a philosophic tone. “But I’d rather
have been born poor with a chance
that you’d love me as my share of
good fortune. Believe it or not.”

“If you’d ever been poor I might
believe it, Marco,” Bertie Lou said,
“but I can’t love you. so you might
as well enjoy the blessings you have.
Besides, my love nevei blessed any-
body."

“Give it a chance, and see,” Marco
urged. “You know what the mother
said to her reluctant daughter;
‘Love will come afterword.’ ”

Bertie Lou did not reply. She was
thinking that sometimes love fled
afterward. Why not, then, marry
without it? If love was not a
guarantee of happy married life
why bother about it? And was
Marco so far wrong when he
brought her argument back to her?
If she wanted to seek happiness
through making others happy, why
not begin with him?

Bertie Lou was too honest to stop
there in the examination of her
thoughts. Marco could make life
a great deal pleasanter. Office work
was different after you had left it
and gone back to it.

Keeping house had been a real
job, but at least she'd been able to
arrange her hours to suit herself.
And what was there at the end of
her work now? It had been mar-
riage before. Marriage seen through
rosy glasses.

She knew more about marriage
today. She'd have a greater chance
if not for the bliss she bad known
with Rod. at least for a better
understanding with the man she
married.

And if she didn’t marry? Years
and years in a rooming house Or a
return to her home in Wayville.
Rod and Lila would come back, too.

Beiuie Lou was sure of that. Lila
would make him. Lila would ride
her triumph like a high steed. Ber-
tie Lou could feel herself being
trampled . . .

She moaned softly and Marco
glanced at her in alarm.

“Marco,” she wispered, “Marco,
I’ll do it; I’ll marry you.”

(To Be Continued)
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Tony Tarver found Sandy Ross
in one of the long, low sheds of
Stanton's commercial aviation field.
She threw up a hand in a gay
salute, then watched the boy who
had been brother and chum and
Father Confessor to her, lounge un-
hurriedly toward her.

She liked his leanness and hi ;

great height; his shock of wiry,
sand-colored hair, and his lean, lu g
face, sand colored, too, from wind
and weather. Asa child, had
been very freckled. Tony had often
told him that his eyes were freckled,
too, for there were glittering little
slivers of green and bronze all
through the sand color that blended
with his hair and skin.

“Quit squinting at me as if I were
a speck on a far horizon, Lone
Eagle,” Tony challenged when
Sandy reached her. “How are you,
Sandy? By the way, I’m sore atyou.

“Here I’ve been bragging that
you’re the greatest flier in the
world, and you go and let Lindbergh
get all the glory. When are you go-
ing to hop off for a trans-Atlantic
flight?”

“H’lo, Pest,” Sandy drawled, offer-
ing her a big brown hand that he
had just wiped clean of grease upon
his sand-colored overalls.

“Ain’t got no business on the
other side,” he answered her com-
plaint and her question faconically.

“Come take a drive. Pat’s given
me a roadster. There’s a father
that understands the wild younger
generation,” Tony grinned up at
him, well content with his greeting.

“Can’t. Busy. Big crowd of joy
flier this afternoon. Gotta get my
plane in shape,” Sandy answered.

With no other man in the world
would proud vTony have pleaded for
a date. But Sandy was different.

She tilted back her beautiful
white face with its crowning crest
of black hair, and gazed upward at
him with blue-diamond eyes that
had suddenly gone solemn and wist-
ful like a child’s. “Got to talk to
you, Sandy! Got to!”

Sandy’s bronze-and-green freckled
eyes narrowed, but an understand-
ing grin jerked upward a corner of
his broad, thin-lipped mouth.
“Jam?”

“Mess!” Tony confirmed.
“You’re still a rotten driver,”

Sandy drawled cheerfully, as Tony
started her car with a protesting
squeal of the brakes.

“Just look who taught me,” Tony
retorted. “Good flying weather to-
day,” she commented, her eyes
sweeping a sky that was no bluer
or brighter than they.

“I’ve invited myself to dinner at
your house and Mom says to kid-
nap you if I can’t get you home

#
to dinner any other way. Making
“lots of money, Sandy? Why did you
stop being a mail plane pilot? That
was such al romantic way to make
a living.” \

“Guess I’m not romantic,” Sandy

grinned. “Own my own plane. Do
as I please. Go on, Pest. Spill it.”

She started with a laugh, but her
last word ended on a wail: “Got
myself half-engaged last night,
Sandy, and this morning I’ve got
cold feet. I’m scared, Sandy, I’m
scared!”

“Yeah?” Sandy drawled, and
somehow there was incredulity and
fond jeering and comfort—all m
that one drawled “yeah?”

“Does seem absurd,” Tony ac-
knowledged gratefully. “Never was
scared of anything before. And
now I’m not scared of anything,
Sandy. I’m scared of me myself.
Oh, Sandy, I’m right in the middle
of the biggest mess—”

“Yeah?” Sandy encouraged, Tny
felt his wordless affection wrap her
around. She began to talk ... It
was so easy to tell things to Sandy.

(To Be Continued) *

Reunion Near Yeddo Thursday
Ry United Preaa

YEDDO, Ind., Aug. 11.—A horse-
shoe pitching contest and a band
concert by the Veedersburg band
will be among features of the
fiftieth annual reunion of old
settlers of Fountain and adjoining
counties at Patterson Grove, near
here, Aug. 16.

Dial Twisters
Daylight Saying Time

Meters Given In Parentheses

WFBM (275) INDIANAPOLIS
(Indianapolis Uower & Light Cos.)

s:ls—Correct time; “What’s Happen-ing,’* Indianapolis Times.
s:3o—Farm new digest.

/ s:so—“Care of the Hair and Scalp.”
Stanley E. Horrall, Hair-A-Gain
Studios.

s:ss—Baseball scores right off the bat.
6:oo—Correct time; Ruth Nollec on theLyric organ.
6:3o—Mendelssohn trio with soloists.
6:so—Medical hygiene, Indiana StateMedical Association.
7:oo—Notification address, Herbert

Hoover, Republican presidential
nominee.

8:00—WFBM Gypsies.
B:3o—Johnnie Robinson and His RoyalBlue novelty band.
o:3—The Four Kings.

10:00—“The Columnist.”
10:15—Katie Wilhelm at the Baldwin.

WKBF (252) INDIANAPOLIS
„„„ .

(Hoosler Athletic Club)5: 5*—J-ate news bulletins and sports.6:oo—Dinner concert.

; SUNDAY
WFBM (275) INDIANAPOLIS

A
ndlanapo,is Power & Light Cos.)

9:3o—Christian Men Builders, ThirdChristian Church.11:00—Services, Second Church of
Christ, Scientist.

P. M.
2(3o—Marott Hotel musicale, courtesy

Kruse-Connell Company,
3:3o—Baldwin Hour of classic record-ings, Baldwin Piano Company.
4:oo—Correct time.
6:OO—WFBM concert orchestra with

soloists.
7:oo—Correct time; Loew’s Palace stage

presentation.
8:00—Baseball scores.

WKBF (252) INDIANAPOLIS
(Hoosler. Athletic Club)

A. M.
10:45—First Presbyt****® Church.
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A toy which is interesting and inexpensive is this

blackboard for children. The material used may be
oak, seven-eighths inch by one and one-half inches,
though other woods may be used. A piece of wall-
board painted with blackboard paint will serve for the
writing surface. The frame should be rabbeted deep
enough to allow the blackboard to be covered in the
back_with quarter-inch soft pine. *Y'

r art. -Arougt, <* tH. ftibiSttW. Vr-iw ■

, The pine boards should
be placed on the back of
the board to stiffen and

( support the writing sur-
face. Here it a aide
view.

OUR BOARDING HOUSE —By Ahern
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SKETCHES BY BESSEY. SYNOPSIS LY BRAUCHEB
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The stretchers, marked
A and B in this rear view
of the board, are half-
inch dowel pins. Cross
strips are three-eighth*

!■ by an inch. 8-u

Whan this blackboard is stainsd a dark color and
• given several coats of varnish, it gives a most pleasing

appearance. In rabbeting for the writing surface, use
the same principles that you employed when making
the picture frame. Use your own judgment as to the
size of the groove you want to fit the wait board into.

(Next: Tops.)
afcteh— tn 4 Synopxa. Cfr%t. I2t.TW GrMtr tecitty.
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