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CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT 

They went to a night club. To 

the Glamingo which was the gayest 
in town. Gertrude sat between 

.Vicky, who was strangely silent, 

strangely smiling as his eyes met 

the dark eyes of the demure, Quiet 
girl sitting opposite next to Bill, and 

Fabienne, who looked frail and worn. 

Gertrude's pose was being the 

Brave Mother that evening. A song 

brought sentimental tears to her 

eyes and, catching Bill’s glance 
across the table, she said. You 11 

have to forgive me. I’ve lost my 

big boy. The twins are only thir- 

teen, you know.” Then she flashed 
a glance at Nicky and another at 

Fabienne, a meaningful glance. 
“But perhaps some day I shall have 

Nicky for my son. He's always been 

like one to me.” 

Fabienne said, "Mother, please!” 
“But I have," Nicky said. “I’ve 

even borrowed money from Ger- 
trude." 

Fabienne said. I think I U go H 

no one minds. I'm still a little weak 
from the flu.” 

Both Bill and Nicky got up. 

‘‘You can use my car, darling,” 
her mother said. "And send it back. 
I’ve telephoned for some peopie to 

join us here or I'd go with you.” 
"Don’t bother, mother,” Fabienne 

told her, with a sarcastic, knowing 
glance. "It really isn’t necessary for 
anyone to come with me. Stay here 
and have a good time.” 

Ellen had got up, then. "I think 
I’ll leave, too, Fabienne. I’m a 

working girl, you know. Is there 
room for me?” 

"Well, if you must—” Gertrude's 
voice trailed off. She’d seen some- 

one she knew across the room and 
was waving gaily, her child’s depar- 
ture forgotten. 

"We’ll take you and Bill home) 
first,” Fabienne said, giving the1 
chauffeur directions to go to the j 
apartment on Twelfth street. 

"Mind if I ride back to the house 
with you two?” Bill asked, getting 
back into the car after saying 
goodnight to Ellen. 

“Not a bit,” Fabienne told him. 
They rode in silence for some lit- 

tle time. The silence was too heavy 
for Fabienne’s frayed nerves. 

"Penny for the you-know-whats, 
Nicky.” 

“I was thinking about Ellen. Nice 
girl.” 

"Wonderful,” Fabienne said. "I 
told you she was.” 

"You gave me a slightiy different 
picture. 

"You have to know Ellen to know 
what a swell person sh6 is,” Bill 
said. 

Fabienne was pretty fond of 
Ellen, but she was in no mood to 

listen to the peans of praise that 
went from Nicky to Bill and back 
again like a soft ball. 

At her own door she said short- 
ly, “It’s too late to ask you up. 
Goodnight, me lads." 

“You sleep until noon, young 
lady," Bill ordered. 

Nicky said, “I’ll give you a ring 
tomorrow." 

"Not too early, Nicky. I’m going 
to take the doctor’s advice. I'd like 
to sleep for the rest of my life,” she 
said, her mouth trembling. 

And so she would—to sleep and 
forget. 

A little before noon, Gertrude 
came into her bedroom, her negli- 
gee trailing, jeweled cigaret case 

in hand, and settled herself in the 
pillows of Fabienne's chaise lounge. 
The signs indicated a long talk. 

Fabienne sighed and sat up. 
"It was nice, wasn't it?” her 

mother said brightly. “Brenda is 
such a lovely girl! I'm lucky to be 
getting a daughter like that.” 

"Instead of the one you have?” 
"Really, Fabienne, you have the 

most unpleasant disposition. I some- 
times think — V» hatever she 
thought was interrupted by the ap- 
pearance of the maid with Fa- 
bienne’s breakfast tray. 

“Why did you ask Bill Mallory 
to go with us last night? And 
what’s the idea of asking him to 
dinner next week?" Fabienne shot 
at her mother. 

“He’s a very nice young man,” 
ner momer said calmly. 

“You’ve met lots of nice young 
*nen.” Fabienne drank from her 
coffeo cup, looking at her mother 
jtiver its edge. 

Her mother lit a gold-tipped cigar- 
let. She said, ‘‘I think the new reg- 
istry did a very good job on the ex- 
tra servants, don’t you? I must 
remember to call them again.” 

Fabienne put' down her cup and 
broke an egg into a warm glass. 
f'Hes’ poor,” she said. 

“He won’t always be poor.” Her 
mother studied her face in a long 
mirror. 

“Is it just because he’s good 
looking? Another extra man for 
dinners?” 

“I hadn’t thought of that,” her 
mother said pleasantly, "but now 
that you mention it, I’ll keep it in 
mil d. Quite romantic looking, too. 
Hike a doctor character in a novel. 
He looks quite like a Rockwell Kent 
design. So rugged!" 

“A little too young for you,” her 
daughter said cruelly. 

“I wasn’t thinking of myself.” 
“Surely you weren’t thinking of 

ME! I told you he was poor,” Fa- 
bienne pointed out. “And, of course, 
there is always Nicky, or have you 
given up that idea?” 

“You’ll lose Nicky if you aren’t 
careiui, her mother observed. 

fabienne rang for the maid to 
taka away her tray. When she had 
come and gone, she said, "Mother, 
■why are you cultivating, or want- 
ing to cultivate Bill?” 

"Because I’m interested in clever 
people. Bob Whiting knows him. 
He says that he is one of the smart- 
est young surgeons on his staff.” 

Dr. Whiting was probably the 
best-known orthopedic surgeon in 
New York. Fabienne’s heart swelled 
with pride. If Whiting said that 
Bill was good, he must have been 
Very good'indeed. 

Immediately she put her pride 
aside and pursued the subject. 
"Bill isn’t like your young actors 
tor painters. You won’t find him 

£ 

dropping in for a cup of tea and 

acting grateful for being taken up 

by the countess.” 
Gertrude’s dark eyes flashed 

with anger. “Really. Fabienne, you 

are most difficult! What is it that 

you want? I suggest a suitable 
marriage for you! I offer to help 
your new friends! And what do I 

get for it? Rudeness It’s simply 
impossible for us to get along.” 

Fabienne studied her mother 
thoughtfully. At last she said, 
“You’re right, mother, I am rude. 
I’m the one who is wrong. We just 
happen to be two very unlike peo- 
ple. We won’t approve of what the 
other stands for. You'd really be 

happier if I weren't living with you, 
wouldn’t you?” 

Her mother got up. arranging her 

draperies, fixing her hair, frowning 
over a white one that showed at the 
temple. “Yes," she said, “I would. 
I think you would be happier liv- 
ing apart. If you want an apart- 
ment, I think I couid manage to let 

you have a little money, although 
you have five hundred of your 

own—” 
"Thanks,” Fabienne answered. “1 

can manage all right. I’ll leave this 
afternoon. I'll go back to Ellen’s. 
She doesn't find me so difficult.'' 

Gertrude shrugged her chiffon- 
clad shoulders. "Whatever you like, 

my dear, but do bring the doctor 
to dinner. I have some friends who 
could help him, I think." She went 

out, leaving a perfumed wake be- 
hind her. 

* * * 

Fabienne appeared at Ellen’s 
apartment a littie before quarter of 

eight. "I’m bacK,” she said. ;‘i hope 
you’ll be gald to have me." 

"Of course, I'm delighted!” Ellen 
said. 

Why had Ellen looked at her so 

strangely, colored so quickly and 
said she was delighted when some- 

thing warned Fabienne that she 
%vas NOT delighted? 

She didnt know that Nicky was 

coming in a very few minutes. 

(To Be Continued) 
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SHIPPING NEWS 
ARRIVED 

Tanker 
Arizona, 3,106 tons, from Port 

Arthur with cargo gasoline and 
petroleum products for Texas Oil 
company. 

CLEARED AND SAILED 
Steamer 

Maltran, 2,125 tons, for Charles- 
ton after discharging part cargo of 
potatoes, Southeastern Shipping 
service, agents. 

Tankers 
Esso Baytown. 4,653 tons, light for 

Baytown after discharging cargo of 
gasoline for the Standard Oil com- 

j panv. 
Gulfqueen, 4,117 tons, light for 

Baytown after discharging cargo of 
gasoline for the Gulf Refining com- 

pany. 
IN PORT 

Dredge 
U. S. Army Engineers dredge, Hen- 

ry Bacon, 2.5S0 tons, dredging in 
i anchorage basin. 

Barges 
Barnegat, 888 tons, loading cargo 

of lumber at the J. Herbert Bate 
Lumber company. 

N'anticote, 735 tons, loading cargo 
of lumber at the J. Herbert Bate 
Lumber company. 

Cutter 
Modoc, U. S. coast guard cutter, 

1,895 tons, docked at customhouse 
wharf. 

Steamer 
Mira-Mare, 3,330 tons, loading 

scrap iron. Cape Fear Shipping 
company, agents. 

INWARD BOUND 
Steamer 

American, 2,834 tons, from Pacific 
coast ports via South Atlantic ports 
with general cargo, Cape Fear Ship- 
ping company, agents. 

Steamers 
Margaret, 2,125 tons, from Gulf- 

port with cargo fertilizer. C. D. 
Maffitt and company, agents. 

Tanker 
Point Breeze, 2,927 tolls, from At- 

reco with cargo of gasoline for the 
Atlantic Refining company. 

The state game department of 
the state of Idaho uses airplanes 
to drop salt over the countryside 
in the winter, to keep deer and elk 
healthy. 
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DAILY CROSSWORD 
ACROSS 6. Run away 29. Serf 

1. To jerk 8. Rough sea 30. Evening 
4. Food fish 9. Tell party 

Japanese 10. Periods of 31. Expels 
sash time 32. Anger 

8. Shout 12. Neon (sym.) 33. An army 
11. Sphere of 14. Type 34. To pass 

action measure 35. Disreputable 
13. Titter 18. Lowest point 36. Pronoun 
15. Green pig- 19. Chopping 38. Having 

ment | tool knees 
16. Mole (Sp.) 20. Xenon 43. Hebrew 
17. Meadow (sym.) letter Yesterday’s Answer 
18 Slate-trim- 24. Liquify 44. Italian river 47. Humble 

ming tool 26. To and in 46. A fuss 50. Exclamation 

sir temm i2 ia Mi 
25. Steeple 4 S 6 77 7 ZZ S 9^ To 27. Sight organ _______ /£_ y/, 
28. Negative reply II ,2 V/TTtt- 29. Any power- /A 

ful deity Te- ry- <yAp y-r-, —--—. 
30. Place A/AAV/^ 
32. A fiber r=—--ryy yu. ZZc ___ 
35. Temporary ^ ^ 20 //^ 21 

stay ---ZZk__ // 
__ 

37. The wapiti 22 A/ 23 24 
39. Hasten --.-CAc_i_ 
40. Look /V> 25 26 ^7 97-77 
41. Yawn (dial.) Z2z _ ______ ZZ* Xy 
*2-ss« iii2s i” 
47. Free --7-^7 —- 

48. Affirmative Z// 37 3© 

49. Exclamation ^ 40 /Z 4/ 
[51. Masculine ---ZZ , __ __ /X_ 
..name 42 43 ^^^44 52. A striking ___ _____ A// //; //, 

success |451 I 1 |46 J/ZJ471 
DOWN__ZZi 

1. A snake 4© Z/49 50 51 
2. Siberian river ___/A AA 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams OUR BOARDING HOUSE with . : ^ 

B), 
I HAVEN'T SEEN YOUR 

r~w BUT HAVE YOU SEEN 
MAN WALDO? UE 
si'T been home since : 

=>DAY, WHEN HE CAME 
ARRYING A BRIDLE 

> SAID YOU HAD SHOT, 
HORSE OUT FROM 
NOER HIM / 

-_ *v 

fWWORo7w5sTijIc~T~;~T— 
I are im the same e■=’■■'.■' '= 
I WERE, S'EEKlfNG LOS~ c 

f HMP/ = ~~ I HAVEN'T SE-v^ 
& WHIMSICAL MATE since | he was WEAR \ 

~ 

CUMBER'S OUTFIT U 7-”“'- 
^ IT WAS HIS DESTINY J~ -S'‘i 
1 beanstalk and s.ay a' 

_ 77 y~>. ~~—“ 

~~ 

jm?.wiUiam& 
the straight and NARROW2-8 

LbXCUAN&iNG H 
NOTES ON s 

TWH , 1 
Missing.' § 

\2 COPK. 1940 BY NEASE 
m i c 6a ii »VICE, IWC- T. M. REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. ^ > V \ W< I ,|| 1 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE 

^S’MATTEr!"^^Y EH? OH. 
CHIEF? YOU'VE GOT I NOTHING, JOG- 
EVERYTHtNG RUNNtN I HA? HA'. 
SMOOTH- WHATS I NOT A THING* 
6ATIN YUH? YUH i J 
JUMP AROUND UKG ftp 
A FLEA ON A HOT M^WW) f 
STOVE- Jjf? 

baloney! listen-ive been 
SECRETARY TO PLENTY OF D. A.'S- 
A DOZEN OR MORE- ALL ALIKE 
TILL YOU YOU'RE DIFFERENT- 
YOU TAKE YOUR JOB SERIOUS AND 
YOU'RE HONEST, SAME AS LOTS 

O' REFORM BOYS— 

Ifejrr-y-^ 

BUT YOU'RE TOO SMART TO 
ROGER TOO CAN MAKE OVER 
ANY BURG BIG AS THIS AND 
MAKE EVERYBODY GOOD- LOOK, 
ONE GUESS! HOOVE HEARD NICK 
GATTS MOB PUT YOU IN 
AND YOU’RE WORRIED- 

ter- » 

“Voice Of EspST, 
■-i 

ro. K. SURE- BUT I HIT 
IT- LISTEN-YOU'RE WONDERIN' 
WHAT NICK'LL EXPECT YOU 
TO OO TO PAY OPP—WEi.L, YOUVpI SON, ONE MORE GUESS-.- got 6 

H|'1?1N'T*SK por ^ GREAT THING- [ IMAGINATION, 
r J 

WASH TUBBS That Makes It Tough By Roy Crane 

BE«y 
■vo >T 
MT? »S 

THE GRANDDAUGHTER OF 
THE ONLY PERSON WHO 

^ HOLDS ANV OUTSTANDING 
RS STOCK IN OUR OIL COM- 

PAW. BV MOW, SHE KNOW 
AS MUCH AS HE DOES 
NEVER LEAVE A STOWE 

^TURNED, THATS WHA 

v 

s 

i I 

GASOLINE ALLEY 
I'V6 BEEN HERE SIX NEARS 'l 

AMP WK.VER HAS BEEN HERE 
TWO MONTHS AND HE TELLS 

~ 

HE'S JUST TAKING TOO 
MUCH ON HIMSELF AROUNP 
HERE. HE THINKS HE'S 
THE GENERAL MANAGER 

1 OP SOMPTUI»JO» 

Warning! Danger Ahead! 

XciXv'l 

THE GUMPS 

( DID YOU SAY THAT \__ 
I BABY BEuONOSTO ) I KiOBlUITY ? DON'T ) 
\ TRY TO SOFT-SOAP ( 
I ME, MISTER SMART / 

xA ALECK.! I WASN'T / 
I^BORNYESTERDAY// 

/the WAY YOU behave \ > 

SOMETIMES MAKES ME £ 
DOUBT YOU WERE EVER 
BORN AT ALL-- YOU 
SEEM TO BE OUST A '] 

\BAD 
DREAM I'M i 

HAVIMti-BE THAT AS r 
IT MAT; BABY IS OF / 
U The NOBIUITY—y«r 

Open Sesame 

■T WHAT A BREAK FOR Ipl W ME/ l'Ll»SPONSOR HER/ W { HAW-; 
ft YES, THAT'S- IT/ IMAGINE, } V 
m A REAL COUNTESS/ OH ( 
(a, eoy, watch me mow / 
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BRICK BRADFORD—And the Metal Monster By William Ritt and Clarence to' 
I LL GET SOME MORE SUGAR, BRUNO' L=J— 
I'VE FAILED J THE POWDER HASN'T MAM) 
HIM A BIT SLEEPY! jrpzi p .f- 
ifWLFW 111LU I'D BEST GO 

-.-- -- 

IT DID WORK, AFTER ALL/HE'S ]| I I I 
SOUND ASLEEP/ -v-TF=F=F- 

AND HERE ARE THOSE PRECIOUS KEYSij 
HAPPY DREAMS, BRUNO / y~ 


