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SYNOPSIS 
READ THIS FIRST: 

GETTING a “break” after a 

long attempt to reach the top, 

KIT REILLY, young ballad sing- 

er, is befriended by 
VANCE HEALEY, prominent ra- 

dio sports announcer, who 2 

her a trial in the Sembl®r.^°s5 00(j 
The prize for the wxnner is $5,000 
and a one-year contract to PP 

on the Sembler program as 

successor of 

NANA HARRIS, ™ted 8°anngd 
stress, who is retiring, 

her friend and partner, 
FRAN LE MAZE, are slated to 

do Lt .-a ■*“%» ”,S 
athletic club program. Nana ana 

Howard Balch, critic and one of 

5e Sembler contest Judges are m 

the audience, but do not know Lit 

is to appear on the program. 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 
To three women present in that 

hall on that Thanksgiving eve it 

was ever to seem more than a 

coincidenc e that brought them un- 

der the same roof, a fate that 

crossed the paths of Kit Reilly and 

Fran and Nana Harris. 
The orchestra struck up a lively 

and slightly off-key version of 
“Dixie” and the curtains parted 
jerkily. The girls picked up the 

song and walked hand-in-hand to 

the center of the minute platform. 
From there they went -to min- 
uet in taps which was their double 
number. The dance finished, they 
bowed off stage. 

Kit returned alone, having a lit- 
tie difficulty in achieving grace 
and staying within the radius of a 

wavering spotlight. The piano and 
violin gave her the opening notes 

of “There’s a Girl in the Heart of 
Maryland” in a low key. She 6ang 
it slowly, huskily and sweetly. 

Cheers and stamping feet greet- 
ed her, but Kit held out her hand 
to the wings and Fran came on to 
do a solo waltz before Kit joined 
her in a second song. 

In the third row of the audience, 
Nana Harris felt her breath catch 
in her throat with wonder. “My 
soul and body!” she breathed, so 

low that only Howard Balch could 
hear her. 

“Very nice,” he said. 
“W-what?” 
“You are.” 
“I’m talking about the girl. The 

little heart of Maryland.” 
“Too skinny,” he replied. 
“Take a long look,” she insisted. 
He did. “It doesn’t do any good. 

Too many clothes.” 
“The face!” she whispered wlth- 

sringly. “Don’t you recognize it?” 
Kit was taking a repeat on the 

chorus of “Lovely to Look At.” 
His face was blank. 
“She was the girl on the pro- 

gram several weeks ago who made 
Old Man Sembler cry. Remember? 
1 wrote you a note about her. And 
look around you they love 
her! If I tried to sing an out-dated 
number like “Maryland,” I’d get 
laughed off the stage.” 

“I wonder if we could get a beer 
here when this is over.” 

Nana clutched his arm. 'Did you 
—or didn’t you — say that you 
couldn’t remember one contestant 
from another?” 

"Yes,” he returnee’ calmly, "I 
did. But you said you’d take care 
3f all that.” 

“Howard, do listen carefully to 
what I have to say. That young- 
ster’s got something! Remember 
that little paragraph on the pretty 
page of instructions the advertis- 
ing people handed out to us 
judges? Remember the one about 
‘considering the appeal that would 
get through to the universal hu- 
man heart’?” 

He regarded her from a great 
height. “Like all artists, you are 
t lousy critic,” he said pleasantly. 
“And, if I remember correctly, 
there were a lot of other things 
on your pretty printed page about 
tonal perfection, range, register 
and all that tripe.” 

“That’s the word,” she agreed, 
"Look, Howard, I’m going out tc 

my car. I don’t want her to see me, 

See if you can fix it to have her 

out before I do my stuff.” 

She slipped out, only half catch- 

ing his parting remark about no1 
setting her heart on it. The res1 

of it had to do with the girl’s no1 

having a chance. 
* * * 

Fran polished the last plate and 
put it on a shelf. She covered the 
turkey with a large, white napkir 
and put it in the window box tha1 
served as a refrigerator. 

‘‘Well, that’s done. For once 1 
feel like I could never eat another 
meal. Them Puritans sure had a 

swell idea when the figured oul 
rhanksgiving. What’ll we do to- 

night? Play cards or take a 

walk?” 
The newspaper fell over Kit’s 

face. She blinked her sleepy eyes 
and picked it up again. 

“Maybe we’ll go to the opera 
Metzger is singing “Carmen” anc 

Mimi Purcell is giving a party ir 
ner grandfather’s box in the dia- 
mond horseshoe. Fran, did you 
near my social secretary mention 
whether or not Mimi had invited 
as?” 

“No, Your Highness, that must 

nave been when my masseur was 

nere. And who, if the question 
ain’t too personal, is Mimi Pur- 
nell?” 
4 Kit passed the, society page to 
Fran, pointing to a picture. “Miss 
-roldiocks in the ermine jacket,” 
she explained. 

“Funny,” Fran said, knitting her 
nrow. “I don’t seem to place her.” 
“I do. She was one of the con- 

stants the night I sang on the 
Sembler program. She’s a debu- 
;ante and her father is the utilities 
ting.” 

“You don’t say! Is that the name 
)f a foreign country?” 

Kit laughed. “Idiot! Utilities are 

hings that people need. Things 
laving to do with supplying light, 
ind power, and heat, and water. 

And when you re a uuuiies King, 

you have millions of dollars.” 
“Somebody should have told pop. 

When he first came from the old 
country, he used 1d sell candles 
and lamps, and pots and pans. 
Utilities, huh?” 

Kit regarded the picture thought- 
fully. “It’s funny the way things 
get divided up, and the way peo- 

ple aren’t satisfied with what 
they’ve got. Take this girl 
she’s got security and money and 

social position, and looks, and a 

voice. Oh, what chance could 
I have against a girl like that? 
You can’t win with that kind oi 

competition.” 
“You must be looking for some- 

thing to worry about, Kit. Youi 
path and hers ain’t ever going tc 
cross. 

* 

That was where Fran guessed 
wrong. 

Kit said, “Oh, well 
Fran studied the women’s page. 

After a moment, her eye rested or 

an item and she said, “Turkej 
loaf! That’s one I hadn’t though' 
of. Now, who would that be?’ 
She demanded, as a sharp rat 
sounded on their door. 

A boy in uniform said crisply, 
“Telegram for Miss Reilly.” 

Kit signed the pad he held ou' 

I to her. Her fingers were nerveless; 
a telegram was an omen of ill 
luck. She gave it to Fran. 

“Do you mind reading it, Fran? 
I—I—don’t like them.” 

Fran slit the envelope and read 
silently. 

"Here,” 6he said, giving it back 
to Kit. "I ve gotta find Jake Spivak 
and borrow a hundred bucks.” 

“A hundred! WHY?” 
“Read that, baby, and you’ll 

see.” 
Kit’s eyes skimmed the mes- 

sage. At first, the lines seemed to 
dance up and down. After a little, 
the words fell into place and she 
read them slowly, unbelievingly: 

The judges of the Sembler 
audition program are happy to 
inform you that you have been 

(Continued on Page Nine) 
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