
SYNOPSIS 
BEAD THIS FIRST: 

FINDING a path to fame by 
Winning the Sembler radio contest, 

KIT REILLY rises from obscur- 
ity and becomes successor to 

NANA HARRIS, the company’s 
famous songstress, who is retiring. 

FRAN LE MAZE, Kit’s friend 
and partner, becomes her secre- 

tary-manager. Kit gives a fare- 
well party for Nana. It is attended 
by.. 

VANCE HEALEY, popular radio 

sports announcer, who had be- 
friended her by getting her an au- 

dition for the contest. He starts to 

drive her home. 

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
Kit nodded amiably. “And me? 

I’m never happier than when I 

»m whipping up a cake or turning 
s neat heel in a sock. 

“Yes, you are!” Vance jeered, 
looking down at the expensive 
sparkle and softness of her. There 
ivas scarlet on her finger nails; 
jeweled stars gleamed in the cloud 
ot her hair. The cut and stark 
simplicity of her evening coat was 

as sharp and chic as next month’s 
fashion magazine. 

“What are you really like, 
Vance?” 

“That, my dear little songbird, 
is what I’ve spent most of my 
life NOT telling people. Some day 
you’ll find out and then you’ll be 
bitterly disillusioned. Where do you 
liv6?” 

un, l m nor going nome, one 

said quickly. “1 told you this was 

gala night. Gala nights, I’ve al- 
ways heard, end with a turn about 
the park.” 

He swung the car into Fifth ave- 

nue and turned i t s blunt nose 

north. ‘‘It’s a bitter night out, lass. 
If you get pneumonia, just tell the 
folks Vance did it because he owes 

a debt to a lady.” 
The avenue was silent, almost 

dark. The little car sped past the 

dark, curtained windows of many 

shops. The note of gaiety Kit had 

hoped to sustain threatened to die 
a cold death. She said, ‘‘Can’t you 
think of anything else when you’re 
with me?” 

"I could”—in the light from the 
dash she could see an impish grin 
on his face—“but I wouldn’t try it 

on a little girl on her way home 
from her first party.” 

"You could try talking,” she sug- 
gested. 

“Fish some cigarets out of that 

cupboard on your side, will you? 
Uncle Vance is a careful driver on 

a slippery road. Good old, cautious 
Vance.” If Vance was not thinking 
of the road, he did not explain his 
last sentence. 

Kit found his cigarets and lighted 
two. She gave him one and kept 
the other. I 

“Throw it out,” he commanded 

quietly. ‘Doesn’t your coach tell 
you not to smoke? Incidentally, who 
is he? And what sort of workouts 
does he put you through?” 

“Helfier. He was Nana Harris’ 
coach. He puts me through the 
routine things. Let’s not talk about 
them. To tell you the truth, I get 
a litle tired of the subject. I work 
and sing and that’s all I do. The 
whole pattern is set. And I think 
when things are set they get dull.” 

Healey flashed a glance of sur- 

prise at her, but he said nothing, 
and she did not see the glance. 

The car swept around a curve 

and the lights picked out silvery 
frost in the silhouettes of the bare 
trees. The outlines of Central Park 
South rose in magnificent propor- 
tions against the rosy sky ahead 
of them. 

Kit said, “Oh please stop! That 
view! It thrills me and makes me 
feel a littlp awed. I can’t believe 
that I’m part of this city. Know 
what I mean?” 

“Sure. I used to feel that way.” 
The car skidded a few feet and 
came to a stop. He turned up his 
coat collar and leaned his head 
against the back of his seat in the 
corner. 

i The girl’s gaze was on the scene 

before her. She shivered and 
hunched her shoulders. 

“Cold?” he asked, leaning over 

her to tuck the blanket higher 
about her. 

“A bit,’ ’she answered. 
He dropped his arm around her 

shoulder to give her warmth. With 
his left hand he flicked ashes from 

his cigaret, aU his attention on the 

short butt of it. His eyes were 

seemingly fixed forever on the 

path straight ahead. 
Kit moved her head a little. A 

little nearer to his shoulder. “It’s 
nice, isn’t it?” she murmured. 

“Very,” he agreed, after sniffing 
audiby. “It’s Chanel’s gardenia, 
isn’t it?” 

“No,” she said with crisp edges 
on the monosylable. "It’s Patou. 
but that was close enough. For a 

man who likes to wear rubbers, 
you know a lot about such mat- 
ters, don’t you? I’ll bet you know 
a lot about these little tricks the 
girls use.” 

"Not a thing,” he said easily. He 
slid own on the seat. His head 
was a little above hers then. 

An amusing thought occurred to 

Kit. She parted her lips in a half 
smile and turned to him. 

She forgot what it was she had 
meant to say. His mouth was close 
to hers. He bent his head and 
pressed it to her lips. Lightly, then 
hard. Then he let her go. 

Kit didn’t move. “It’s nice, isn’t 
it?” she murmured. 

His arm lifted instantly from her 
shoulder. His foot pressed the 
starter. “It’s nice, but a bad habit 
to get into.” 

“Mad?” she asked timidly. 
“Mad? Why, Miss Reilly!” His 

face mocked her. “What are you 
thinking of? I’m being a pal. Re- 
member where I got my lines? 
You know you look astonishing- 
ly like the radio star. You might 
easily be involved in a case of 
mistaken identity. And what would 
the papers say to a story about a 

nice girl like that being seen pet- 
ting in the park? 

Kit’s memory skipped back to 
the morning when she’d said al- 

most the same words to mm. a 

giggle escaped from her; Vance’s 
mimicry was so nearly perfect. 

“It’s no laughing matter, girl. 
Have you considered where the re- 

tractions appear? ‘On the last page 
where no one ever sees them.’ 
Then, you’d be done for, getting 
your name linked with Vance 
Healey’s.” 

“Oh, I’d love that,” Kit breathed 
rapturously. 

The long glance he gave her was 

the last one until they pulled up 
before the yellow door on Sutton 
place. 

He found the lock with her key 
and they stood on the minute land- 
ing, whispering. 

“You’d better stick to your sing- 
ing and forget the boys,” he ad- 
vised. 

Kit tucked a lock oi nair unaer 

a jeweled star. She said, “I was 

going to ask Beatrice Fairfax about 
that. A girl like me, you know, 
needs advice.” 

“You’re telling me! Dynamite 
never knows itself when it’s going 
off. 

“Maybe you’d better come 
around occasionally and give me 

a little fatherly advice.” 
“It’ll be fatherly.” 
“That’s the only kind I’d con- 

sider,” she said lightly, wanting to 
ask him if he’d still be looking for 
her back of microphones. 

“I’ll see you. I’ll give you a ring 
one of these days, 'angel.” 

Her voice was as casual as his. 
“I hope you will, stranger.” 

It was like it had been before. 
Only, this time, they did not say 
goodby. 

A new day was breaking. It 
drifted over the night in soft, gray 
veils, dimming the stars while Kit 
stood by a frosty window cooling 
the warmth in her cheeks that 
came from her heart. Her heart 
was filled with song. The melody 
that filled it made it feel near to 
bursting. 

It bubbled into her throat. She 
thought, “This is the first time I’ve 
felt that I must sing. What I want 
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BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Gray 
YES, I AM BRICK BRADFORD YES-YES- 
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FOR? ^ A PLANE FOR ME ^---- 

AT THAT MOMENT AN ARMY PLANE ISRADW6 I 

TOWARD THE RANCH 


