
Thii Jh Mannu i>EGGY 
©/1947, by Peggy Dern, Distributed by NEA SERVICE, INC. # f A DERN 

She had stopped to furl her scarlet umbrella, when a man rushing out of the building col- 

lided with her violently. 
“I’m so sorry—” Happy gasped. 

(Continued From Page One) 

I'm so sorry—’ Happy 
gasped, and laughed again. 

The man’s hands tightened on 

her arms and he glared at her 

furiously. 
“What the devil have you got 

lo laugh about on a day like 
this?” He hurled the words at 

her out of some obscure anger 
she could not understand. 

“I like rainy days,” she pro- 
tested. 

“Nonsense! Nobody could like 
a day like this.” The man’s 
voice was irate. “And this early 
in the morning—nobody has any 
business grinning like a Chesh- 
ire cat before he's had at least 
a cup of coffee!” 

“But I had breakfast hours 
ago,” she told him cheerfully. 
“And I do like rain and wind 
It's exciting.” 

The young man turned her 
about and, thrusting his arm 

through hers, marched her back 
to the street. 

“There’s more here than 
meets the eye and you’re com- 

ing along to explain yourself 
he assured her sternly. “I don’t 
propose to put in the rest of 
the day wondering what on 

earth ails you.” 
* * * 

The small restaurant was 

dean and warm, steamv and 
fragrant with the mingled 
scents of coffee and crisping 
bacon—all the teasing morning 
smells that mean breakfast. 

Not until the man had pushed 
her into a chair on one side 
of the small table, and taken 
the one across from her, did 
Happy blink and say shakily, 
“Well, for goodness’ sake—” 

The young man’s mouth twist- 
ed bitterly. 

“I suppose you’re going to tell 
me haughtily that you never 

have breakfast with young men 

who haven’t been properly in- 
troduced and vouched for.” 

Happy thought that over for 
a moment. 

“No, I don’t think so.” she 
confessed. “I think I was won- 

dering what you’re so angry 
about.” 

“That’s not the question,” he 
seated with repressed violence. 
“It’s auite understandable how 
anybody could go about being 
Mindly furious. The puzzling 
thing is how any girl could go 
around on a morning like this 
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with an idiotic grin on her 
face.” 

The waitress liovered beside 
the table, looking commiserat- 
ing'ly at Happy and offering a 

menu. 

“Coffee,” said the man, shud- 
dering a little at the sight of 
the menu. “Lots and lots of cof- 
fee — black as sin and hot as 

Hades.” 
“You’d much better have or- 

ange juice and some toast—and 
perhaps bacon and eggs,” sug- 
gested Happy almost maternal- 
ly- 

The man shu ddered and 
glared at her. 

“Don’t try to mother me!” he 
snapped. 

“Just coffee, then? And for 
you miss?” the waitress asked. 

“I’ve already had breakfast.” 
“Bring her that loathsome 

combination she just suggest- 
j ed, ordered the man rougmy. 
“It would serve her right.” 

Happy nodded to the girl and 
smiled companionbly, and the 
waitress went away. 

The young man folded lean, 
nervous hands on the cloth and 
looked at Happy, his dark eyes 
still smeldering. 
’“And now let’s have it,” he 

ordered sternly. “What’s the 
matter with you that you run 

around yipping happily on such 
a day?” 

* * 

Happy laughed. “I think the 
question should be, what’s the 
matter with you? I’m perfectly 
all right — happy and normal 
and at peace with the world.” 

“Meaning, of course, that I’m 
not. And thank heaven I’m 
not!” She had never seen a 

man so tense and full of nerves, 
and in such a towering rage. 
“What right has anybody to be 
happy in a world like this? A 
world rapidly coming apart at 
the seams—seething with injus- 
tice and hatred?” 

Happy’s eves were warm and 
understanding. 

“I’m sorry; I didn t under- 
stand. You were in the war, of 
course.” Her tone was gentle. 

The man’s thin mouth twisted 
again. 

“Oh, sure I was in the war.” 
His tone derided her gentleness. 
“Only I wasn’t fit to carry a 

gun, so I lugged a typewriter. 
And I had a front-row seat at 

all the unholy mess.” 
For a moment Happy was 

afraid he was going to burst 
into tears, and knew that if he 
aid, he would hate her because 
she had been a witness to such 
unbearable humiliation. Fortu- 
nately for both of them, the 
waitress was back with coffee 
and orange juice, and by the 
time she had finished serving 
them, the man hed himself 
somewhat under control. 

He drank deeply of the scald- 
ing bitter coffee, and Happy 
sipped her orange juice and 
waited. After a moment he 
looked at her and growled, as 

though ashamed of himself, 
“Thanks.” 

“For what?” asked Happy 
reasonably. 

After a moment he asked, 
“You have a name, I suppose?” 

; “Of course—all God's chillun 

got name s,” she laughed. 
Mine’s Happy Brandon; 

what’s yours?” 
“Steve Landers,” he an- 

swered, and did not notice the 

way her eyes widened or the 

tiny start that she gave. “Hap- 
py? What a loathsome appel- 
lation—flinging a challenge into 
the teeth of fate, just begging 
it to smack you down. No sane 

person could possibly have 
named a child Happy!” 

“No, of course not; I’m really 
Henrietta, but—well, I hope it 
won’t upset you too much, but 
people started calling me Hap- 
py when I was a child, and it 
just sort of stuck,” she said 
apologetically. 

“I see,” said the man, now 

well into his second cup of cof- 
fee and absently nibbling a 

piece of toast that belonged to 
her order. “And what do you 
have to be so indecently happy 
about?” 

“Well, I’m young,” she an- 

swered slowly. “I’m in perfect 
health; I am self-supporting; I 
have a home that is really my 
own, even if it is only one room 

and a pint-sized kitchenette; 
and I have Timmy and he 
adores me—” 

“So that explains it,” he in- 
terrupted crossly. “You’re in 
love.” 

* * 

He said it accusingly, as 

though he found something very 
distasteful about the tender 
emotion. 

Happy’s laugh was gay and 
light. 

“Timmy’s a cat,” she ex- 

plained her laughter. “A huge 
golden-yellow cat, five years 
old, that I’ve had ever since he 
was a kitten.” 

“Oh—a cab” He dismissed 
that with a grimace. 

“And what’s wrong with 
cats?” 

“I wouldn’t know? I loathe 
’em ail. What’s all this about 
being self-supporting? At what, 
if I may ask? And I do ask!” 

Her eyes brimmed with 
amusement, but she answered 
demurely. 

“I’m a stenographer; really, 
a private secretary.” 

“To whom?” 
“To you, I hope,” she told 

him sedately. 
For a moment he looked 

startled. 
“Oh, now see here—” he be- 

gan, and then his voice 
changed. “Oh, you’re the girl 
the agency was to send over 

this morning.” 
She nodded. 
“Oh,” he said again, and 

looked at her with alarm. “Oh, 
no, I couldn’t like it. Icouldn’t 
endure having someone around 
who was always bursting into 
light laughter and being hap- 
py-” 

“I’m sorry,” she said quiet- 
ly. “It sounded like an exciting 
job—” 

“There’s nothing in the least 
exciting about it,” he cut it I 

sharply. “I came back from the 
war, and while I was still some- I 
what off my rocker, I let my- I 
self be roped into signing con- 

tract^. for a lot of writing—for 
the movies, a book—no self-re- 
specting war correspondent 
could refuse such bait as they 
dangled in front of me—and the 
prize idiocy of all, a radio con- 

tract.” 
“In all of which you are go- 

ing tp need a secretary,” she 
reminded him gently. 

“I suppose so.” He didn', 
seem at all pleased. 

Happy smiled. 
Oh, well, i m sure the agen- 

cy can find you somebody grim 
and middle-aged and—scared to 
death of the future,” she told 
him sweetly, and started to i 
rise. 

“Hey!” He thrust out a hand 
and pushed her back into her 
chair. “What an utterly revolt- 
ing thought! What do you mean 
I’m scared of the future? Isn’t,» 

everybody? And why shouldn t 

we be?” 
Happy considered that for a 

oment and then she nodded. 
•‘I suppose so.” che admitted. 

Only—well, I suppose I sort of 
relieve in the essential goodness 
l people and—things. 
His sharp hoot of derisive 

laughter silenced her and 
brought a stain of color to her 
fresh young face. People at 

other tables, dawdling over late 
breakfasts, glanced curiously 
their way and then, with the 
New Yorker’s habit of minding 
his own business, looked away 
again. 

The essential goodness ot 

people! You poor, furry, blind 
little—kitten! 

Happy stood up and said 
quietly, “Thanks for the break- 
fast. It was very nice. And I 
do hope you’ll find the secre- 

tary you want.’’ 
She slid into her raincoat 

while he glowered at her want- 
ing to stop her but not quite 
sure just how; not quite sure 

that he wanted ‘o. And. sudden- 
ly, she was gone and it was 

too late to stop her. 
(To Be Continued) 

Famous Art Collection Goes 
On Auction Block October 28 

By JEAN MEEGAN 
AP Newsfeatures Writer 

NEW YORK. Oct. 4.— 1.4*1 — 

After 48 years of obscurity in 
the warehouse of a Manhattan 
storage company, a large col- 
lection of Gustave Dore’s 19th 
century paintings, etchings and 
drawings have been sprung on 

the art market. 
Mystery has shrouded the al- 

most forgotten collection since 
1899 when the 64 pieces, after 
having been viewed for 21 years 
in Europe and two years in Chi- 
cago, Philadelphia and New 
York, were stowed in storage 
by the U. S. Art Import compa- 
ny. 

Storage bills were paid 
promptly from 1899 until 1927 
when the import company went 
out of business and no he:rs put 
in claims for the art collection. 

Under New York state law 
warehouses are allowed after 
a lengthy period of time — to 

open their orphaned cases and 

put the contents on the auction 
bloc to recover storage bills. 

Recently custodians of the 
warehouse tcok hammer and 
chisel to the dusty planking and 
uncovered 35 oil paintings, 27 
drawings and studies, and 27 
etchings for Tennyson's Idyl’s 
of The King." There alsr. was 
a history of the items and their, 
creator. 

“When we saw that. a ware- 
houseman said afterward, “we 
knew we had something." 

Dore had been paid 8300.000 
for the lot by an English art 
dealer shortly before the artist's 
death in 1883. Dore was never 
a hungry artist. When he died 
at 51 he had made abou* $1.- 
000,000. Artist Reginald Marsh 
says Dore is unique in the his- 
tory of art on account of the 
quantity of his work. He could 
—and did—draw anything 

It’s just possible that Dore’s 
fecundity has created a bear 
market for his products. In any 

case the discovery in the stor- 

age house has caused a delicate 
dispute among art dealers. The 
gigantic female nudes featurd 
in the collection have been de- 
risively tagged b\ some as “de- 
rivative of the old masters.” 

Dore has been panned for 
having “little notion of color.” 
Hi: techniaue has been criti- 
cized as “lacking:” his taste 
has been described as ‘ques- 
tionable:" most devastating of 
all he has been called “out of 
fashion.” 

un the other hand, as a de- 
signer on wood he has been ap- 
plauded as “an illustrator with 
an imagination grotesque and 
prolific beyond al' precedent." 
The most characteristic and 
successful of h;s efforts in this 
field are the illustrations for 
Ealzac’s “Droll Stories.” Cnle- 
ndge’s “Ancient Mariner.” Ten- 
-. 

nyson's “Idyls of The King,” 
Dante's “Divine Comedy,” La 
Fonataine’s “Fables.” Per- 
rault’s “Fairy Tales.’ “Don 
Quixote." and 'lie Bible. 

The collection goes under the 
hammer for a secomd time Oct. 
28. A sale was held in Septem- 
ber and the 64 items were sold 
in one lot for ‘'12.500. 3v terms 
of the sale the buyer was re- 

quired to pav the full purchase 
price and remove the goods 
within three days following the 
sale. He failed tc do »o. 

“Since the goods were not 
claimed within the t'iree day 
period.” a warehouse spokes- 
man =a;d. "the oompanv has 
elected to rescind the sale and 
the goods will he sold Oct. 28.” 

Splitting a crow's tongue does 
not in’nrovn its abilitv to talk. 
A bird’s toneue n’avs little part 
in its utterance of sounds. 

i II. < nniniing A Son 
PLUMBING & HEATING 

nia, 2-0658 5207 

Any fur expert can tell you why Muskrat is a pei feet choice. 

It’s one of the warmest, most durable furs known. It wears, 

and wears and wears! It doesn’t require pampering. And now 

Wahl’s feature Muskrat prices at the lowest in years, 
the collection ranges from natural Muskrat, silvery 3ieec 

Muskrats, Muskrats trimmed with flattering furs, Stone 

Martin dyed Muskrats to ever popular sable dyed, nnnk dyed, 
»nd new mutation shades. We specialize in fine Muskrat 

-oats because we firmly believe from years of experience that 

i-ew furs are so luxurious, offer so much for your money, 

what more ■-ould any woman ask for! Every fur guaranteed 
unconditionally for two years, up to six months to rav 

on our diginified charge account plan. 

Priced from 

249 up 

other Fur Coats 

69-50 Up 
■ 

. FUR SALON 

UP TO SIX MONTHS TO PAY FOR 

YOUR FUR COAT WITH A WAHL'S CHARGE ACCOUNT 

214 


