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CHAPTER 40

MARCIA could hardly wait un-
til morning, so anxious was she

to determine what Walt Hartley

had told Joan. She didn’t see what
he would gain by repeating the
untruths to the girl, except more
revenge against Marcia who had
angered and humiliated him so
many times.. Surely he already

had caused her enough grief, Mar-
cia thought; he should be satisfied.

Although the rest of the house-
hold had roused by 10 o’clock,
Joan still slept heavily and Marcia
was forced to wait, curbing her
impatience. She didn't want to
leave her alone to spread what-
ever gossip she might have
gleaned to shock the other guests
and embarrass her hostess, so
Marcia stood guard. She pleaded
a headache when Gary sent up
word they were going for a swim,
and she was curled up in the win-
dow seat when the other girl final-

ly awoke.
“G’moming,” she said, working

her mouth wryly. “Lord, what did
I drink last night, tar? My mouth
feels like a state highway.” With-
out another word she popped out
of bed and Marcia heard hep vig-
orously brushing her teeth in the
bathroom. s

“Sure is a deluxe affair, isn’t it;”
she said genially when she re-
turned from the bathroom. Then
solicitously she said, “Say, I hope
I didn’t annoy you when I came
in last night. As I remember I
wasn’t in any mood to be quiet.
Met the most gorgeous man. Or
did I tell you?”

Joan wandered about the room,
picking up discarded clothes as
she spoke. When Marcia told her
she’d just mentioned his name, she
launched into another eulogy.

“That’s his name all right. Walt.
He told me I was the darnedest
fighter he’d ever met, which is

some compliment coming from a
man like Walt.”

Still no mention of her, and
Marcia breathed more freely as
she asked, “When did you get that
friendly? I thought he left right
after dinner.”

“So he did. By request,” she
admitted impishly. “I told you he
was a bad one, and he is. And
that’s the kind I like. I met him
just as he was leaving, and went
for a. ride with him. We hit Santa
Barbara, had a bit to drink, and
came home,” she chuckled.

“You’d better watch your step
with a man like that,” Marcia felt
called upon to warn her. Her
blood chilled in her veins when the
other girl remarked, “Well, you
ought to know.”

“What do you mean by that?”
“Oh, Walt told me a lot of pop-

pycock about what a bad girl you
were. He was making it up as
fast as he went along; about your
stealing some money, and stealing
an advertising account and —say,
you didn’t try to steal his heart
did you? Because that’s one lit-
tle item I’m after myself. Prob-
ably all full of bullet holes, but
I’m after it just the same. He
suits me.”

No wonder me* thought women
were crazy, Marcia thought as she
pondered on the strange case of
Joan Stannard. After her frank
discussion of Walt’s disclosures
she felt confident Joan either dis-
counted them entirely, or was too
good a sport to broadcast their/
further. Relieved on her own ac-
count, she worried about the im-
petuous young writer who admit-
tedly “like them tough”. Well,
she was due for a tough time if
she kept on Walt’s trail!

The rest of the day passed un-
eventfully, with the active guests
tired after* the previous day’s
exertions, and the others frankly
“not able to move a finger” after
the night’s orgy. Marcia shrugged,
then took a book and sat under a
parasol beside the pounding sea.
The waves cracked rhythmically
on the burning sands, and she
thought longingly of the days at
La Cresta. If only she could get
those thoughts out of her head.
Resolutely she tried to tell herself,
“Sandy is gone, he doesn’t want
you. That is all past. You must
think of tomorrow.”

But no matter how hard she
tried to force herself to see pres-
ent realities, she felt deep in her
heart that “Tomorrow’s for love—

jiinwia,was curled up in the window seat when the other girl awoke.

my love and Sandy’s. Surely it
can’t all end like this.” She

watched the churning waters of
the ocean and again the thought
occurred to her that their love

was like that: at cross currents as
far as eye could see, but strangely
welded together according to some
strange rule of nature. They be-
longed together.

At 4 o’clock Marcia and Gary

decided to start, deciding not to
wait for the barbecue later that
night, and Lona in one of her most
elaborate dresses of corn yellow
mousseline, waved them a long

farewell from the driveway of her
house. Pastel colors, Marcia
thought, as she saw the pink stuc-
co house, the yellow gown, the
turquoise sea and the cloud-
flecked sky. Nothing of reality
about that house or the dozens like
it that faced the sea so gaily;
nothing strong and sturdy and
vital like that red sunset she had
seen from the rugged hilltop at
La Cresta. She closed her eyes in
rAtTfvsnppt

“Tired?” G*ry asked sympa-
thetically. ~ W ’

“A little.”
“And you came down here for a

rest.”
“The week-end seemed to fall a

bit short of both our anticipations,
didn’t it, Gary?” she said wistfully
as she realized his tremendous
disappointment of the night be-
fore. He only shook his head in
answer, for he doggedly refused to
be discouraged until he had given
Marcia every opportunity under
the sun to reach a favorable de-
cision.

“I wish you would take a week
off before iyou start this new
work,” he said suddenly, just as
they were reaching Santa Monica.
“I thir.k you need the rest for one
thing, and I think you might get
some inspiration if you could get
off by yourself for a while.”

“You’ve been quiet for so long I
thought something was taking
form in your head,” she chided.
“I suppose you’ve picked out the
very place for me to go?”

“Yes. I want you to go down
to that place where your grand-
mother lives, what is it?”

“La Cresta? Ah, no—l couldn’t,”
she said, shrinking back against
the seat. The flood of memories
that place held for her could not
bring any happy inspiration to
her now, she reasoned. “Think of
another place, and maybe I’lltake
you up.”

“Idon’t know why that wouldn’t
be the best place in the world,
with your grandmother to take
care of you,” he began, but seeing
the rebellious look in her face, he-
compromised. “Why don’t you go

to Santa Cruz? I have a cousin
who has a cabin in the mountains
there, and I’m sure she would be
glad to have you for a visit.” I

“As—a prospective member of
the family, or just a casual
friend?” she asked suspiciously,
unwilling to get any further in-
volved or obligated to Gary.

She welcomed the opportunity
to get away from town primarily
because it released her from the
close contact with him that her
work required. With his eager,
hopeful face before her all the
time, she could not concentrate on
her work. Maj«be getting away
would relieve the strain —or maybe
distance would lend enchantment.
Wondering if he had that same
thought, she looked at him care-
fully. But his face revealed no
trace of what he was thinking and
she decided gratefully to take the
vacation and see ifthings wouldn't
work themselves out to & logical
conclusion.

“I’ll go,” she said briefly, and
he acknowledged the wisdom of
her Judgment.

“Good, I’llwrite Marie and you
can leave as soon as I’ve had time
to go over the manuscript with
you; I’llwager you can get a lot
of it done up in those quiet, friend-
ly old mountains.”

“Seems a long way to go just
for a little rest,” Marcia said mis-
chievously. “Sure there aren’t
any desirable varieties of inspira-
tion right here in Santa Monica?”

She was laughing at his serious-
ness, and good naturedly he ad-
mitted the point. “No, you’d be
running home to Uncle Gary every
few minutes, and I want you to
get completely away. Santa Cruz
is the place all right, and I’llbe
glad to get rid of you!”

By the following Wednesday
Marcia was ready for her unex-
pected vacation. Gary’s cousin
had sent an enthusiastic welcome
by wire, and as she boarded the
train she looked forward to the
trip. New vistas always en-
chanted her, and the picturesque
mountains of Santa Cruz held
magical appeal. Her only misgiv-
ing was a fleeting one—“lf Sandy
should want to see me for any-
thing, he’d never find me in this
hideaway.”

And suddenly another thought
occurred to her: perhaps Gary had
planned this deliberately, leaving
no stone unturned to win her if it
were humanly possible.

„
His des-

perate seriousness puzzled her,
and she dreaded to think of the,
outcome when she should find it
necessary to finally dash all his
hopes at the end of the prescribed
month.

(To Be Continued)

Carries Burden of Search for Lost Flyers
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- * u. S. coastguard cutter Itasca, which carried bur- I
den of search for the lost flyers, had been stationed f

. at Howland island. Amelia’s goal, it covered a. J I vast expanse of ocean in the search. At first, it
was the only vessel available as the scene ts off the

beaten steamer track* ‘V- ’•.
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Capt. A. S. Wilcockson

Capt. A. S. Wilcockson commands
the giant British flying boat, Cale-
donia, which made the westward
crossing of the Atlantic on trail-
blazing flight of U. S. An Amer-
ican Clipper ship sped eastward at
the same time. It is hoped to es-
tablish regular passenger flights

over the route.
—Central Press

Police Guard Slayer

—Central Press Soundpti'oto
Albert Dyer

Fearing mob violence, police dou-
bled the guard near Los Angeles
jail where Albert Dyer is held fol-
lowing his alleged confession to
the kidnap-slaying" of three Ingle-
wood, Cal., girls. Dyer is a WPA

worker.

Helped Nab Killer

George Ray (above), clinical in-
terne at Los Angeles, had a hunch
which led to the arrest of Albert
Dyer, who confessed to the murder
of. three little Inglewood, Cal., girls.
Ray told investigators he saw Dyer
acting suspiciously near the Ingle*
wood police station, headquarters

of the manhunt.
(Central Press)

Wait Word from Aimt Amelia
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Little David Morrisey tunes in the latest report of the thrilling search
being made for his aunt, Amelia Earhart, while his five-year-old sister*
Aunee, looks on illtheir home at Medford,'Mass. Miss Earhprt Is carry- ‘5
ing m her plane a stamped euycippe as a Souvenir for her littlepephew.

. Nears Howland Island in Search for Lost Flyers
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U. S. Battleship Colorado Carrying Three Planes

Arrival of U. S. battleship Colorado, carrying three planes, off Howland island in the south Pacific ocean to aid

in search for Amelia Earhart Putnam and her* navigator, Fred raised hopes. The battleship was to scour

the Phoenis Islands, southeast of Howland.

Vain, Gallant Fight for Drowned Boy’s Life
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• A dramatic picture of a vain and gallant battle to save the life of a child. Two life guards at Revere
Beach, Revere, Mass., are shown workings feverishly to revive Anthony Boschetti, Jr., 5 years old. One
lifeguard presses his lips against the dead child’s and breathes into his lungs, while the other applies the
prone method of resuscitation. The anguished parents looked on, but all efforts were in vam. The child

died. (Central Press)

De Valera Bids British Ocean Fliers Godspeed
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Radioed from London to New York, this picture shows Eamonn deValera (left), President of the Irish Free

State, bidding farewell to the members of the crew of the British Imperial Airways flying boat Caledonia.

A moment later Capt. A. S. Wilcockson (right), commander of the flight to Amenca, gave the signal to
take off. {Central Press)

Britons Off—To America!
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This picture, flown from Foynes, Ireland, to London, then radioed to New
York, shows the Imperial Airways flying boat, Caledonia, a moment alter

she took off at Foynes for her successful flight across the North Atlantic

to Botwood, Newfoundland. The Pan-American Clipper, flying eastwara

along the same route, landed in Ireland fifteen minutes before tna

Caledonia sat down on the North American continent.
(Central Preset

PAGE SIX


