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K) GIN lIIRI TODAY
When JANET HILL I'sirm KOLF

CARI YI F. h*' bren brfak ns rnKag**-
mnt s.th her to mret BETTY KEN-
DALL a society girl, she fils him their
marriage is off Janet is 23 pretty ar.rt
secrets tv to BRUCE HAMILTON, art-
serf.- r,g manager of Every Home
Magazine

fhe n- ; ,j j*>-rs Rolf *n*l can no* for-
ge :. ’ JI FF GRANT a young
rr.'it '< saves her purse from a hold-
up" r>r.c nigh* and she and Jeff
Irr ■ . n.ds. When 'he reads lr.

'.aper that Rolf has 'loped hh
Be**-. Kendal! she teh Jeff about her
broker; engagement and ravs she can
never core for a..v 'hie e.e

Hamilton leaves the magazine and
h><,-. ;<e r,[ re* reprhment there is no job
for Jane* Hov'ver. Hamilton 'ells
her |,.s sister MRS CURTIS, needs a
eeicial secretary and Janet secures the
job T is several dav before she learns
Mr cur*.s ■ B'-t-. Kenda.. ■ mother.
Janet feels she should give up the job
hut has no place else to go She de-
cides to stay as long as Rolf and Betty
are out of town. . . .

.

Mrs. r .rtis becomes J.i and the doc e,r
Orders complete res* She tells Janet
her v edding gift *o Betty is to he a com-
pletely furnished apartment and to
Janet falls the task of finding th- apart-
ment. The voung couple come home be-
fore they are expected Jai.et wants to

clri imatance* prevent mis.
Several davs pa-s before she sees Rolf
alone. Then lie says. Aren* you g.ad

NOW GO ON Ullll THf STftRV

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE 'Con-
tinued i

She scarcely saw Rolf. Mornings
she breakfasted and was at her
work before he appeared. Betty’s
breakfast was always served to her
In bed and Mrs. Curtis began to
adopt the same plan.

In the evening Betty and Rolf
usually went out lor dinner or if
t hey were at home there were guests
and Janet dined alone.

She began to think less of go-
ing away. For one thing, there
was no place to go. No place but
hack to Mrs. Snyder's boarding
house and a search for work that
seemed hopeless. She was busy
here and she had forced herself
to believe that if only she could
keep busy enough, she could for-
get. Besides It was evident that
Rolf wished to avoid her as much
as she wanted to avoid him. In
a few* days more he and Betty
would he gone and things would
be as they had been.
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IT was Betty Carlyle who com-
pletely dominated the house-

hold. Though Janet saw *hcr only
occasionally, it w*as Betty and not
Mrs. Curtis for whom mast of the
telephone calls came and most of
the appointments were made.

Jit not told herself that she was
unfair. She tried to make allow-
ances, but she could not bring
herself to like this pretty, pam-
pered, strong-willed daughter to
whom Mrs. Curtis was so devoted.

There w*as no doubt that Betty
was popular with the young men
and women of her “crowd.” The
telephone calls, the sw*ank road-
sters parked before the door and
the dinner engagements proved
that.

At any lime of the day or night,
it seemed Betty might arrive home
with a’ group of noisy guests. If it
were at night, Rolf would be with
them. Otherwise Be'ty never
seemed to lack for escorts.

Her clothes were beautiful and
yet she talked a good deal about
“being in rags,” and she and Mrs.
Curtis went on shopping trips.

Remembering Dr. Roberts’ in-
structions Janet worried about this.
She was sure, too, that the noisy
crowds coming and going at all
hours must disturb Mrs. Curtis and
interfere with her rest.

When she tried tactfully to men-
tion this her employer crushed her
fears away.

"Young people are only youm;
once!” Mrs. Curtis said. “I want
Betty to enjoy everything while she
can.”

Ii was plain to be seen that young
Mrs. Carlyle regarded Janet as
merely another servant. Her posi-
tion seemed slightly above that of
Lucy, the maid, and slightly below*
that of Charles, the hairdresser.

Betty told her mother she thought
if, quite unnecessary for Frederick to
take the car out when Janet had
errands down town. What were the
busses for? It had a bad effect on
servants. Betty said, to treat them
as equals. She was impatient with
her mother more than once on this
score.

Jt was toward the end of that first
week that Janet came into the
house, late in the afternoon. She
was wearing her gray suit and the
little green hat. She had been walk-
ing and the exercise had put colot
into her cheeks.

Janet stepped into the living room
to leave some magazines. She laid
them on a table with the others.
All at once she heard a sound be-
hing her and turned.

Rolf Carlyle was standing a few
feet away. He smiled and said.
“Well, Janet, aren’t you glad to see
me?”

CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO

ROLF’S tone was casual, good-
natured.

“Been wondering when I was go-
ing to have a chance to talk to you,"
he said. "Where’ve you been hid-
ing yourself?”

Janet said, "Oh! you surprise
rue!” She met his eyes and then
evaded, bending to straighten the
pile of magazines.

He came a step nearer. "You
haven’t been trying to avoid me,
have you?” he asked.

“Why. of course not!” So quickly
defensive that the words belied
themselves.

“I've been busy. I guess. You
know I work here.”

Rolf laughed. “And just now. ap-
parently, nothing is quite so im-
portant as those magazines. But
they looked very nice the way they
were, I thought. Come on. Sit
down. Is there any reason in the
world why we shouldn’t talk to
each other for a few* minutes?”

“No-o.” Janet hesitated. There
were reasons but she couldn’t tell
him what they were. The little
fires burning in her cheeks.

That excited sensation when her
ryes met his. Oh, yes. there were
reasons why Janet should turn and
flee from that room, but instead
she sat down in a rose brocade
chair.

"That's better!” he stood looking
down at her, smiling. “You're very
decorative in that chair. Becoming
background. And that's a good
looking suit you're wearing, too. On

the whole, you're looking unusually
attractive!”

He was the same Rolf. Exactly
the same. When he paid com-
pliments you could never be quite
sure whether he really meant them
nr was joking. He pulled a chair’
forward, sat doum, and drew from
his pocket a silver cigaret case.

Have one?” he asked, flipping
| open the case.

Janet shook her head. She saw
i that the case was new and hand-
I some. Suddenly it became a symbol.
A symbol of all the changes that
had taken place between them.

’Listen, Rolf,” she said quickly.
"I can’t sit here talking to you. You
know I can’t. The only reason I’m
in this house is because I’m paid to
work here. There’s one thing,
though, I want to tell you. When
I came here I didn’t know Mrs.
Curtis was your wife’s mother.”
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SHE felt better now* that she
had got that out. It was eas-

ier to go on.
“After I found out I was going

away. But I needed the job and
I didn't know where to find another.
There aren't many jobs just now*.
I've been reading the want ad
columns every day.”

He stopped her. “But that’s
nonsense!” he exclaimed. “Listen,
you aren’t going to leave this job.
Why, it’s just the thing for you.
Lots better than working down
town in an office. Mrs. Curtis thinks
a lot of you, too. I’ve heard her
telling Betty she couldn’t get along
without you!”

His concern was genuine. The
laughter was gone from the dark;
eyes now.

“Promise me you won’t do that.!
Janet.” he urged.

“You really think it’s all right
; for me to stay?”

"Os course I do! I want you
to.”

”1 don’t know,” Janet said
doubtfully. “I don’t know exact-
ly what I should do.”

’’Then let me decide for you.
You’ve made a real place for your-
self here. I’ll see that there’s noth-
ing to—er-—embarrass you. You
needn't worry about that. Only w*e
can be friends, I hope. There isn’t
any reason why we shouldn't be, is
there?”

There was a flash of that quick,
winning smile.

Janet said, “No. Rolf.” She smiled,
too, and the color deepened in her
cheeks.

“Then let’s shake on it.”
Their hands met. Janet said quick-

ly, with a voice unsteady from emo-
tion, “I've got to go now! I'm late.”

In another moment she was hur-
rying up the stairs. She did not
stop until the door of her ow*n room
had closed behind her. Then she
sank down on the edge of the bed.
She was cold, and every bit of
strength seemed to have ebbed from
her body. She clenched her hands
together tightly, shivering though
her heart was pounding.

“I won’t see him again!” Janet
resolved. “I mustn't let him know
I feel the way I do!”

But his eyes were smiling into
hers as she said the words and the
pain in her heart was so sharp that
Janet instinctively raised one hand
to shut out. the sight.

“Oh. Rolf!” she murmured, going
bac£ to the chorus of all her lone-
liness, “Oh Rolf, why can't I for-
get?”
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CHE didn't go down stairs again

until she had heard Mrs. Cur-
tis telling someone that Mr. and

[ Mrs. Carlyle were dining out. Then
| Janet bathed and dressed and went
down to the library.

Rolf proved to be as good as his i
word. Three days later he and j
Betty moved into their apartment
and during the those three days
Janet saw him only once.

He was with Betty then, on their
way to some sort of engagement.
He was wearing dinner clothes and
Betty's wrap had slipped back to
reveal her newest evening gown, a
bizarre creation of coral and gold.

Janet passed them on the stair-
way. Betty was speaking to Rolf
and did not even glance toward

; the other girl. Janet, after that
first swift look, kept her eyes from
meeting the man's.

With the young couple gone,
she had hoped that the household
would return to its quiet order-
liness. but this did not prove true.
There were still parties. There
was still Betty and Betty's demands.

Where all the money was coming
from to maintain the Carlyles’ ele-
gant new home Janet had no idea.
She knew Mrs. Curtis had paid a
year’s lease on the apartment and
furnished it. But there were other
expenses.

Though Rolf was still at the Atlas
Advertising Agency it was unbeliev-
able that his salary could meet these
demands. Janet had heard Betty
bad money in her own name. Per-
haps that was how the bills were
paid.

In one respect Betty had insti-
tuted economy. She had only one

1 maid for the six-room apartment.
! Consequently when she entertainedI it soon became a habit for her to

j telephone her mother to send over
' Bertha or the cook.

Lucy, who admired Mrs. Carlyle
j greatly and considered her home

I equal to anything she had seen in
the movies, was only too glad to go

: there to serve.
Betty found errands for Janet,

: too. She appropriated her services
I as casually as she took everything
else that she wanted.

Scarcely a day passed when Janet
was not instructed by telephone to
run over for a shopping list or to
take care of some club obligation
Betty had forgotten until the last
minute.
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ON such visits Janet almost al-
ways found young Mrs. Carlyle

in a gay lounging costume leaning
back in one of the low, modernistic
chairs, smoking and gossiping with
some of her friends.

The cocktail shaker was always in
evidence. There was likely to be
dance music coming from the radio
and often the laughter was high-
pitched and boisterous.

(To Be Continued!
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS —By Blosser
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TARZAN THE UNTAMED —By Edgar Rice Burroughs

As though instinctively she sensed Roger's un-
uttered call to her, the beautiful woman's eyes
met his, then turned to answer laughingly her
handsome escort, speaking in French. Only a
moment she looked at him.

In that moment Roger's memory leaped the
years, back to his summer in India, for some-
thing in the woman's presence vividly recalled
Patricia Canby and his love for her. Later he
aaw her in the baccarat room.

Here he observed the woman closely as, calmly
winning, her slim white hand fingered the ivory
chips. She wore no jewels, except an exquisite
ring of emeralds and rubies, curiously designed.
He saw her leave early.

She left with the same mar. and Roger watched
her as she boarded a smart mAor boat and speeded
toward a palatial yacht anchored under the
Mediterranean moon. Vaguely disturbed and
homesick, Roger turned to seek his friend and
boat.
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