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CHAPTER EIGHT (Continued)
I'm| never going to be so silly
in,\ said Joan.
gining all sorts of things.
there wias no reason for it.”

She might have felt less
hearted' if she had known that Bob
had just put down the telephone
when it /rang again

“Helld,” sald Barbara.
it cruel/ of men to get you up when
you haé just gone to bed?”

‘T had five good hours of sleep.
Edison said four was all anybody
needed.”

“I had to call. You slipped away
so early. Couldn't you meet me for
lunch. There's something exciting
I want to tell you.”

And

CHAPTER NINE
ARBARA and Bob sat at a small
table near the front of the

hotel diniag room because Barbara
wanted to see as well as hear the
orchestra. Once she sent word to
the leader, asking him to play “Look
Who's Here.”
She smiled at Bob when
leader complied with her request.
“It's for she said. “I'm feel-
ing very ortant, luring you away
from impcgtant duties.”

Bob smiled back. Barbara was
a child—a sweet child

“It's here Everybody
comes,” Barbara chatted on bright-
1y The pretty girl at the table
on your left will be a debutante
next season. To other girls who
will probably make their debuts in
the fall are at the table in front of
us. Of course,” she went on, “I just
vou to look at anybody but

dare
me!”

Bob asked, veering away from a
dangerous topic, “What's the excit-
ing news you promised me?”

“I'm carrying you
house party down in Mississippi.
Carol Sheridan, the girl you likea
on the party last night, is giving
it The Sheridans have the love-
liest old home! It's been in their
family for generations.
crowd is going.”

“When did you say?”

“We're driving down Friday
morning and coming back Sunday
afternoon.”

“I'm sorry,
possibly make it.”
out seeing Joan!

Barbara’'s eyes met his. Her volce
had a little edge as she said, *Now,
Bob, don't tell me the work couldn’t
go on without you. You've a date
with some one, havent you?”

He hadn't, but he would have
after seeing Joan that night. On
Sunday, Joan wouldn't be busy and
he was hoping to have the whole
day with her. There was something
he wanted to tell her—that she was
the sweetest, dearest, most wonder-
ful girl in the world.

o o o

Barbara I couldn't
Three days with-

ARBARA, watching his face,
said abruptly. “Why not be
honest, Bob. It's a date with a
girl!”
“Yes "
There was a moment of silence,
while Barbara studied her plate
thoughtfully Outwardly she was

blind, unreasoning fury, Jealousy
of this girl—whoever she was—who
had made such headway while she,
Barbara, had been given only casual,
impersonal friendship.

Then the hot, defiant challenge
flung to her unknown adversary.
“She can't have him!”™ Buarbara
told herself.

Raising her eyes to meet Bob's,
she said slowly, striving for the

ed so well with men, “I'm taking
this rather hard. You see I am so
awfully disappointed. I was sure
yvou would come, Bob, and all my
plans were built around your go-
ing. Who is she?"

“Joan Waring.” He said the
name gently. If Barbara had had
any doubts before they were swept
away now

“He's terribly hard hit,” she de-
cided bitterly. Aloud she said, “Joan
Waring? I don't believe I know
her.”

“Well, you've missed something.”

“Evidently.”

Then suddenly she remembered.
Waring—Waring? It couldn't be the
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| same girl, yet the name,
struck a chord of memory.
“There was a Waring girl at
school one year,” Barbara said. “The
year I went away. Molly Davis
wrote me about the wonderful voice
she had.”
“Joan has a wonderful voice. And
Molly Davis is a friend of hers.”
| “It must be the same girl! But
that's strange—"
“What's strange about it?”
“That you should know her. I
wouldn't have thought you would
know the Warings. It seems queer.”

“Joan,”

“That's what I thought. ‘“Queer
and wonderful.”
o z o
HERE was another silence.
Barbara was thinking, plan-
| ning.

It was lucky that this other girl
was not a member of her crowd, her
world. It would be only a matter
lof time and showing Bob, cleverly

and subtly, that Joan Waring was
impossible for him. Simply im-
possible.

Barbara’'s eyves met Bob’s. She
thought they were not quite so
friendly now. As though he sensed,
| intuitively, her antagonism to Joan.

She must be more guarded. The
situation was going to require tact.
'Plem_'.‘ of tact.

Barbara telephoned to Carol when
| she reached home, “Bob can’t come,

Carol,” she said. “He has a date
| with a girl Sunday and doesn’t feel
ihe should break it.”
| “That's a shame!
anyway of course,
| else.”
| “I want him,” Barbara added
sweetly, “If this girl were only some
one else I'd ask you to squeeze her
| in some place if you could.”

“Why, of course. There's worlds
of room. It was stupid of me not
| to think of that.”
| “Oh, but I couldn’t,” Barbara an-

But you’ll come
Invite some one

|swered. “Not this girl. It's Joan
| Waring.”

“Never heard of her.”
| “No, I don't suppose you have.

She was the girl—a complete out-
sider—that Molly Davis wgs so crazy
about several years ago 4@d pushed
for everything—even her own so-
| rority.”

“Well, she must be all right then.”
| “But she isn't! There was a big
| scandal —her father committed
isuicide years ago. It was spread all

over the papers. He embezzled a
lot of money and a woman was
mixed up in it, too!”

" =2 £
“ H, I do seem to remember., It
was the classic scandal of my
| childhood. Are you sure it's the
same family?”

“I'm positive.”

“Too had.”

“Of course,” Barbara said, “I
| wouldn't care about that old story
| myself, and from what Bob says
| she must be lovely. Only I couldn't
think of asking you to have her,

Carol. What would your mother
think?” .
Carol laughed. “She isn’t as

| broadminded as 1 am—but she
{ doesn't need to know the whole
| story. Go ahead and ask her! I'd
| hate terribly to see you turn your
| handsome millionaire over to her.”
| Barbara flushed angrily. She had
| no such intention. She said sweet-
[ ly, “I really think it's darling of
you, though somehow I'm afraid you
shouldn’t include her. It's awfully
{ hard to mix crowds—"
i “Well, I'll risk it. If she doesn’t
| mix she’ll be submerged when that
| bunch begins partying.”

“I'll sound Bob out.” Barbara

| put down the telephone and sat
|for a moment feeling the leaven
| of triumph stirring. Her eyes shone.
| Her cheeks were flush.
It was so important to make ex-
{ actly the right moves. There was
| Carol, feeling that she, Barbara, had
| been so awfully generous and
thoughful.

“Submerged,” Carol had said.
Well, that was exactly the way a

girl should feel, deliberately edging |
in where she had no right, probably |
leading Bob on to believe she be- |

longed to the right crowd.
= = =

ARBARA called Bob then and

broached the plan. He ap-
proved heartily. The alacrity with
which he accepted left Barbara
shaken with anger. Evidently a
house party with Joan present was
something else!
| Bob passed the invitation on to
Joan.

| “I'll talk it over with mother,”
she said, “and let you know to-
night.”

Joan found her mother in the

kitchen. Mrs. Waring was sitting
| near the worn old kitchen table that
| was always spotlessly clean, a bowl
of potatoes in her lap.

| (To Be Continued)
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Above the excitement, Jean's shrill cry came
clearly to Tarzan's ears: “John! Don't” Holt
was taking aim at the ape-man, standing, a per-
fect target in the tree. Just as he fired the girl

dropped out of the lower branches and landed over
his rifle barrel so that the shot went wild.
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At the sound of this shot, Tarzan quickly came
to himself, ducked behind the tree bole, swung
down to another limb, keeping the tree between
himself and Holt, and disappeared among the

branches. The safari gathered about Jean, every
body talking and questioning, excitedly.

“Quick, quick! We mustn't stay here!” hys-
terically cried Jean. Holt, holding her anxiously
by her arm, inquired tenderly: “But you're sure
youre all right?” “Yes, yes!” answered Jean,

struggling, urging him and the others to start. “I'm
perfectly all right! Don't waste time!”

“He’ll b2 coming back!” she cried, fearfully,

“I don’t ask anything better,” said Holt, grimly,
looking up into the trees.
to Jean again when Riano, who like the other boys

had been terrified by Tarzan, came up to him and
excitedly grabbed his arm.

He was about to turn




