
CHAPTER FORTY EIGHT 
“In five minutes we’ll start our 

»how,” Vance went on. “I’m going 
to call on one of our beloved sa- 

vants, Dr. Hartpence, a noted au- 

thority on international politics. On 
Ken Speed to do his radio routine 
for us. On MiSs Gloria Le Brun, 
known to you as one of our great- 
est screen tragediennes. I’m going 
to give away a secret. Miss Le 

Brun is a mimic whose delightful 
performances are tops in’’ he 

fumbled— “in drollery. Will you 
do it, Gloria? Thanks. 
And now, Dr. Hartpence, we’d like 

to hear your views on the Euro- 

pean situation today. 
The professor stepped to the 

platform. 
The tiamis nf the clock nointed 

to twenty minutes of eleven. 
Gloria Le Brun, the English wit, 
the radio comedian, all had done 
their turns. Vance was beginning 
to feel anxiety. He thought he had 
caught the acrid odor of smoke 
faintly. 

He said, “Folks, I think I ought 
to explain why we are standing 
still. One of our engines broke 
down. The repair work is being 
speeded up and we should be un- 

der way shortly.” Wyncoop had 
forbidden him to tell them that 
the Georgian was coming to them. 
I “If they know we’ve radioed for 
her to intercept us, they 11 not 
believe anything you’d say. Better 
%vait until they can see for them- 
selves.”) "Meanwhile our show 
will go on.” 

I here wasn t much to go on 

with. There was a rising news- 

paper columnist, named Jonas, in 
the crowd. His stuff, which was 

pretty funny, was known to Vance. 
He called on him. 

As he had hoped, Jonas was 

amusing, but Vance knew that the 
dreaded moment was getting close 
—there was an ominous movement 
in the crowd, a twisting of necks, 
a shuffling of feet, an hysterical 
note in the laughter. 

Jonas was running down. Vance 
thanked him with a bright speech, 
his voice steeled against anxiety, 
his eyes seeking Wyncoop in t h e 

companionway. 
Suddenly his false smile sick- 

ened. 
Kit, her head lifted, was coming 

through that door. Coming direct- 
ly to the stage. 

To Jonas he pleaded in a whis- 
per. “One more yarn—quick!” 

He lowered himself from the 

platform. 
“Introduce me. I can hold 

them,” Kit whispered. 
“Go away, my dearest, at once! 

You’ll be finished if you get up 
tnere,” he said, trying to shield 
her face from the crowd with his 
shoulders. 

A woman rose, a scream on her 
Tine 

He leaped to the platform and 
gave Kit his hand, pulling her up. 
He said simply, “This star needs 
no introduction.” 

A voice from the crowd said 
loudly, “It’s Kitty O’Reilly!” 

“Good evening, everybody,” she 
said with her sweet, shy smile. “It 
IS Kitty O’Reihy. In show busi- 
ness we call the last act the flash. 
-I’m not going to be the flash to- 
night. YOU are! First, we’ll sing 
jmy theme song. Then we’ll sing 
anything you want. But I want you 

-all to sing. Remember the story 
•-about the man who said he 
couldn’t sing good, but he could 
sing good and loud? All right, 
everybody, here we go— 

“Just a song at twilight 
When the lights are low. 

Vance slipped through the com- j 
panionway and walked across the 
deck to the rail. Back of him he 
heard voices lifted in Kit’s song. 
He felt sick. 

Dimly he was conscious of foot- 
steps hurrying on the deck above 
bim. 

Xiien ne saw it. a great, white 
Ship steaming toward them. 

Shine on. shine on har- 
vest moon for me 

and my gal.” 
They were still singing lustily 

hack in the salon. 
Kit had done it. 
The music was muted. There 

Were a few minutes of silence. 
Then cheers and applause rent the 
air. Men and women were pouring 
cut of the doors to the deck, 

/sweeping him along with them in 
their excitement to see the Geor- 
gian. The excitement, he realized 
With that part of him that was not 
numb, was the excitement of curi- 
osity, not the excitement of fear. 

He looked for Kit in the d«aert- 
«d salon. She was not there. 

He found her in his sitting room, 
seated on the lounge where he had 
found her four nights before. 

“I had to do it, Vance,” she said 
simply. 

He nodded dumbly. 
‘‘Poor kid,” he said. ‘‘It was a 

Baa aay wnen you mei up wun the 
likes of me. I guess things are 
fixed for you now.” 

“I guess they are,” she said 
Cheerfully. She was a funny girl. 
Any other girl, knowing she’d 
thrown away a career, would look 
mighty unhappy. She said, “What 
were you going to say to me up on 

deck?” 
“You ought to know now, Kit. 

You don’t think I give a darn 
about myself, do you? Why do you 
suppose it makes me sick in my 
heart to know what those people 
are going to think about you?” 

“They’ll forget it when we're 
married,” she said complacently. 

Vance said, “Come here!” 
A few minutes later she said 

“Remember when you said this 
was a bad habit to get into?” 

“I tpkP it back,” he said, kiss- 

ing the tip of her nose, t m going 
to make it a life-long habit. Speak- 
ing of our lives, what are we go- 

ing to do now? 
“You’ll go to law school and be- 

come a pillar of the law. I’ll stay 
home and keep house and be the 
most respectable woman you ever 

heard of. Oh, darling, don't you 
see what happened tonight? If you 
could only believe there’s a reason 

for everything we do in life, you’d 
believe that it was intended for 
you to be in radio so that you 
could—could be an instrument of 

destiny as you were.” 
“Do you believe that?” he 

asked her, a little awed. 
Kit was saying that she did 

when there was a sharp knock at 

the door. 
Vance opened it. 
“The captain’s compliments, 

sir,” the third officer said. “And 
will you please go to his cabin at 
once. He would like to see both 
you and Mrs. Healey.” 

Kit and Vance exchanged snort, 
worried glances. 

The captain said, “I have asked 
you to come here so that I might 
thank you for what you have done. 
I can’t tell you what it would have 
meant to the line, and to me per- 

sonally, had you not .directed 
events as you did. From the bot- 

tom of my heart, sir, to you and 
your lady, I extend the deepest 
gratitude of myself and my com- 

pany.” 
Vance swallowed and smiled 

weakly. 
“The purser told me ol your 

wishes to keep your identity un- 

known. I realize how unselfish it 

was of you both to act as you did 
under the circumstances.” 

“Then you knew that we—we 

were not married?” Vance said. 
"But we wish to be sir. If you 
could marry us—” 

The captain said, “Not mar- 

ried?” He was puzzled; the pur- 
ser had said 

Kit said. “It’s all my fault. 

■ 

Vance didn’t even know that I was 

aboard. I followed him on 

The captain’s voice rumbled at 

her, “What’s this? A scandal? We 
can’t have this—” 

He took a black book from his 
desk. 

Kit’s hand sought Vance’s. 
The captain turned back to 

them. The black book was open in 
his hand. “Do you have a ring, 
young man?” 

Vance slipped a ring off his fin- 
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It was on Kit’s hand in an in- 

credibly short time and the cap- 
tain was shaking Vance’s hand and 

calling her Mrs. Healey. Then he 
picked up his hat and went to the 
door. 

“Stay here as long as you like,” 
hie great voice boomed at them. 
•‘But I’m hoping you’ll join us be- 
low. The occasion calls for a bit 
of celebration. I shall ask the en- 

tire ship's company to join me in 
a toast to Mr. and Mrs. Healey.” 
He opened the door then and, 
standing on the threshold, he add- 
ed, “whom I had the honor of unit- 

ing in marriage the night we sailed 
from New York.” 

He closed the door gently. 
Vance looked quickly at his wife. 

“What did he mean?” he de- 
manded. 

“Darling dope! she said iondiy, 
“the captain has given us back our 

reputations for a wedding present. 
If we had been married the night 
we sailed—as now the world may- 
well believe—no finger of scandal 
ever can point to us.” 

“I’ll have you know you’re talk- 
ing about my wife,” he said stern- 

ly. “You’d better smile when you 
say that.” 

“How can I smile?” she asked 

reasonably, a few moments later, 
“and kiss you at the same 

time?” .. 4 
(The End) 

RECEPTION 
RALEIGH, Feb. 3.—GP)— Gover- 

nor and Mrs. Broughton will hold 
a receptionn at the executive man- 
sion tomorrow night for members 
of the general assembly, the legis- 
lative staff and certain other elec- 
tive and appointive officials. 4 
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