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The story thus far: Iris Barton 
attends the wedding of Miriam 
Blake and Dana Curtis, the boy 
with whom Iris had gone for several 
years and with whom she is still in 
lore. She leaves Marville. where 
she has lived with her aunt since 
the death of her parents, and goes 
to New York. $he accepts a long- 
standing offer from her old friend, 
Maggie McGhee, the “Patti'’ of 
Patti, Inc., to design dresses for her 
fashionable shop. Patti introduces 
Iris to Roger Vasche. celebrated 

young playwright, and they hare 
sei'eral dates together. Patti tells 
Iris that she wants her to go to 
Paris for the spring fashion show 
and Iris is thrilled, recalling that 
Dana and Miriam were going there 
on their honeymoon. Then she sees 

Dana on the street, and the Paris 

trip loses its appeal. Roger doesn't 
know of Dana, although he is con- 

scious of Iris' frequent despair. He 
and Iris plan to drive back to Mar- 
ville, where they are to spend a 

week, end with iris' aunt. 

CHAPTER VI. 

IRIS 
wore a rust-colored costume 

suit to her office the nex* morning 
She felt in need of something to 

brighten her spirits. She had 

ilept but little during the night. 
It was so unfair to Roger for her to 

keep thinking of Dana today. If only 
she hadn’t seen him—hadn't known 
that he and Miriam were back—it 
would have been so much easier. 

Roger’s car was drawn up to the 
curb in front of Patti's Salon when 
she stepped from the swinging doors 
promptly at 12. He had persuaded 
her to let him drive his own car 

and now Iris w as glad that she didn't 
have to be bothered with the traffic. 

“It's a gorgeous day," she said as 

Roger stepped on the 
_ 
starter. He 

smiled down at her and said joy- 
ously. “I feel like a kid playing hooky. 
All I lack is a fishin’ pole over my 
shoulder.'’ 

“I can furnish the fishin’ pole, but 
let’s go tramping in the woods to- 
morrow morning. Instead of a fish- 
ing pole you can take Hank's squirrel 
rifle." 

“What luck! I haven't gone squir- 
rel hunting for years. It's too good 
to be true. A chance in a million, my 
meeting you in the city. I'd decided 
life was made up entirely of cocktails 
and night clubs when you came along." 

“If Aunt Prue and Pauline's hot 
biscuits makp too big an impression 
you’ll probably move to Marville and 
commute the rest of the year.” 

He laughed. “Don't put any ideas 
in my head. I may do that very 
thing." 

“You'd be more of a sensation in 
Marville than in the city. All of the i 

ladies would invite you to speak at 
their afternoon clubs and all of the 
eligible daughters would be paraded 
before you.” 

“Heaven forbid!" 
“I only hope Aunt Pruc hasn't 

confidentially informed her dearest! 
friends that you're coming,” said 
Iris. 

After they were out on the highway 
Roger increased the speed of the ! 
powerful car and Iris thought every- j 
thing was perfect—the car. the es-1 
cort, the day. She glanced at Roger.; 
He was dressed in impeccable brown 
tweeds. His tie was just right and his 
tan felt hat, pulled well down over 
his eyes, made him the picture of what 
the well-dressed man is wearing. 

He turned his eyes for an instant; 
as if wondering her thoughts and: 
Iris caught the question in them. 
She said lightly. ‘•Roger, your clothes 
are a perfect ensemble. How clever 
of you to match them!” 

"I had a hard time finding them. 
I said to all of the shopkeepers, ‘I 
want a suit that can be worn in com- 
pany with a pair of unfathomable blue 
eyes. A pair of unpredictable eyes.’ ’’, 

"You mean you can't depend on 
them?” 

“I mean,” said he, ‘‘they’re too i 
beautiful to describe. Sometimes i 
they’re the color of that patch of 
blue,” he gestured toward the hori- 
zon, ‘‘and again, they look like this.” 
He touched a violet-colored knob on 
the gear. 

Iris laughed. "I'd no idea you were j 
•o artistic. Most men pay no atten- ! 
tion to color. Why, I’ve asked Hank ; 
lots of times about something some 
one was wearing and he's just as apt 
to call green blue, or gray orchid 
Or not remember anything at all about 
the gown.” 

"Ask me about some of your things.” 
Iris gasped. “Now you're trapped. 

What was I, wearing the night we 
met?” 

"That’s too easy. You had on a 
gorgeous blue gown. It did things to 
your eyes.” He thought to himself— 
and it did things to me, too. 

“You've learned some pretty 
speeches. I rather think you'll get 
along all right. Let's continue the 
questionnaire. I'll bet you don’t know 
what I wore the next evening.” 

"Wrong. You had on a brown lace 
dress with a blue locket suspended 
from a silver chain.” 

“Perfect, Roger! Don't look now, 
but what am I wearing today?” 

“A brick-colored suit with a new- 

fangled fur that I’m not sure of 
naming. At any rate, I think you’ve 
done a good job of selecting it.” He 
glanced down at her quizzically. Her 
hair had become wind-blown and little 
tendrilsj touched her white brow with 
sooty caresses. They were echoed by 
sooty smudges under her eyes. “That 
man again!” Roger thought to him- 
self. "I'll bet she didn’t sleep a wink 
last night.” 

The long drive was broken by their 
stopping at a little inn on the out- 
skirts of a small village. Two friendly 
puppies rushed to meet them and Iris 
couldn’t resist picking them up. A 
ehubby 2-year-old sidled up to them 
and pointed to the puppies. 

"Mina,” he said, and reached for 
(hem. 
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'"These are unusually good, 

you know.’’’ 

Iris laughingly placed the two 
fluffy balls in his arms. "What are 
their names?" she asked. 

"Spie ’n Span,” he said promptly. 
"Do you have any other pets?” 
He proudly led them to the back 

of the inn and showed them a squirrel. 
His pretty young mother came out 
then, and Roger ordered sandwiches 
and coffee. 

After a lazy half hour before the 
open fireplace, they were on their 
way again. The late October sun 
sank in a crimson bed of clouds, and 
the dusk crept up with a chilly blan- 
ket. After a while Roger turned on 
the radio and soft dance music from 
a New York hotel came to them. 

The downstairs blazed with lights to 
welcome them, and Aunt Prue opened 
the door and stepped out on the 
ve’-anria. as the car door slammed. 

Iris kissed her and made the in- 
troductions. Aunt. Prue led the way- 
back into the living room, her moth- 
erly fare beaming with pleasure. 

“It's so nice of you to let me come, 
Miss Barton,” said Roger. 

“Its delightful to have you. I was 
so happy last night when Iris called.” 

Iris hugged the frail shoulders. 
"I haven't meant to neglect you, 
Prudy. but you know how it is with 
business women.” She caught a 
glimpse of Pauline's anxious flutter- 
inas above the sparkling glass of 

i the dining table. "Pauline! Come 
here, please,” she called. 

A broad smile lit up Pauline's black 
face as she placed her wide, highly 
polished shoes in anxious precision 
and walked carefully in to meet the 
quality folks. 

"How’s my honey chile?" she looked 
anxiously at the tell-tale circles under 
Iris' eyes. 

‘Fine.” She squeezed Pauline's 
hands. "Pauline, this is Mr. Vasche. 
He dotes on hot biscuits and fried 
chicken.” 

‘Lan’ sakes!" She bowed hurried- 
ly- "I'se plumb fo’got de biscuits in 
do oben!” And forgetting herself, 
she hurriedly waddled kitchenward. 

"Pauline has been in the. family 
ever since she was a child." Aunt 
Prue said. "She’s taken care of Iris 
since she was a baby. Iris' mother 
was a Baltimore girl, and Pauline 
came with her to Marville after she 
was married." 

"Pauline certainly kept me in line 
when I was little," Iris reminisced. 
"If I didn't toe the mark she would 
shame me by asking if I wanted to 
be po’ white trash or quality folks.” 

Roger smiled. "I'll bet part of the 
time you’d rather have been ’po’ white 
trash' too." he said. 

Aunt Prue laughed quietly. "How 
well you’ve come to know her! Don’t 
you want to go up. Iris? Dinner will 
be ready in a few minutes.” 

Iris preceded Roger up the wal- 
nut stairway and paused at the open 
door of Hank’s room. Heavy ma- 
hogany furniture gave it a mascu- 
line note, and a fire burned briskly in the grate. 

Hank went in for ships when he ! 
was young and never outgrew them," I 
said Iris, nodding at an oil painting 
over the fireplace of a wind-tossed 
ship on a turbulent sea A row of; 
ship models made of pipestem cleaners 
decorated the mantel, and black pen 
and ink sketches overlooked the big 
desk. 

Roger set his suitcase down in front 
of the dresser. "It’s just, like home,” 
he said wistfully. "I used to struggle 
with ship models by the hour. These 
are unusually good, you know.” he 
said, picking up the largest. "What 
did you go in for?” 

"I? Why paper dolls, of course." 
She laughed. "Come here,” and she 
led him into another room. 

“It’s beautiful." Roger thought, "and 
just like Iris.” The sheer, ruffled 
white curtains were caught back with 
a rose-colored cord echoing the pre- : 
dominant note of the glazed chintz 
drapes and the flounced spread on 
the narrow poster bed. The dressing 
table held a heavy gold dresser set, 
but the room itself was simply fur- 
nished. like a schoolgirl's boudoir. 

"Look." Iris crossed to a window 
seat and pushing aside the curtains 
displayed a secret lid. 

"My treasure chest.” She opened 
it to lift out a metal strong box, 
then rummaged in a drawer and pro- 
duced a key. 

Koger smiled as she pulled out tiny 
drawers and disclosed dolls with their 
entire wardrobes inside. 

"Tliis is Mehitable,” said Iris, “and 
Therese, my French doll; Signe, my 
Swedish doll; Rosita, my Mexican; 
Lo Wan, the Japanese. Oh, I've had 
one for every country.” 

So this was the beginning of your 
career as a dress designer." 

Iris suddenly gasped. “Imagine my 
showing you my dolls! Truly, you’re the only man I’ve ever dared show 
them to.” How Dana wrould have 
teased her for having kept them all 
these years. 

111 bet you had a lot of fun mak- 
ing them. Why shouldn't you keep them?” H 

A silvery note from the dining gong 
drifted up to them. 

"Pauline will be furious if I spoil the biscuits. Hurry!" she pushed Roger out the door. “Don’t dress.” 
She tapped on Roger’s door as she 

passed and they walked down the 
stairs together, her fingers slipped under his arm. For a brief second 
he covered them with his hand and 
she felt a comforting strength In 
the movement. 

As they crossed the living room 
Aunt Prue joined them. 

“Iris,” she said, “Miriam and Dana 
are back.” 

Iris’ smile was stilled. A hurt, 
startled expression swept across her 
face. 

“Yes,” she said lightly, “I saw him 
on the street yesterday." 

Dana. Roger thought, that is the 
man’s name. 

(Continued Monday.) 
(Copyright. 1938.1 

Monday: Roger and Iris take a 
hike through the fields and visit a 
place that is too familiar to Iris to 
be wholly enjoyable. 

PEPPER IS THROWN 
INTO TALKER’S FACE 

Shouting Woman Interrupts 
Radio Program and Flees. 

$100 Reward Offered. 
By the Associated Press. 

NEW YORK, Jan. 5.—Radio Station 
WEVD today offered a reward of $100 
for the arrest and conviction of an 

unidentified woman who, in an episode 
unique in the city's radio history, 
threw red pepper into the face of a 

speaker at the microphone in the 
studio last night. 

The speaker was Arthur Garfield 
Hays, attorney for the American Civil 
Liberties Union. His address was an 
attack upon Mayor Frank Hague of 
Jersey City, N. J., currently embat- 
tled with the C. I. O. over organizing 
activities in Jersey City. 

The woman, who had been admitted 
to the studio when she said she was a 

reporter, stepped up to Hays in the 
midst of his speech, fired the pepper 
into his face and screamed: 

“That's a lie. Mayor 

Hague is the finest ri|an I ever knew.” 
The engineer in the control room 

worked fast, cut off the program, but 
not before the woman’s remarks went 
out over the air. Hays, whose eyes 
were protected by his glasses and 
who was unharmed, then continued 
his speech. 

In the excitement, the woman dis- 
appeared—no one had a good de- 
scription of her. 

Hays was invited to repeat his 
broadcast next Tuesday. 

CIVIC LEAGUE PROPOSES 
SIDEWALK LAW CHANGE 

One Person Can Hold Up Laying 
of Pavement in Arlington, 

President Says. 
By a Staff Correspondent ot The Star. 

ARLINGTON. Va„ Jan. 5—A change 
in the county ordinance governing the 
construction of sidewalks will be pro- 
posed when the Jefferson Civic League 
meets Monday at 8 p.m., in the Com- 
munity Hall in Virginia Highlands, 
Walter J. Venske, president, an- 

nounced today. * 

Mr. Venske said he would announce 

the committee personnel at the meet- 
ing. The chairmen, which are to be 
announced are: Membership, Mrs. 
Fred A. Lyons; public utilities. Albert 
M. Jones; public Improvement, W. Glen 
Bixler; public safety, the Rev. T. G. 
Betschler; zoning, R. W. Fairbanks; 
entertainment, Mrs. Margerye Pry- 
therch; publicity, Mrs. J. L. Richart, 
and delegates to the Federation, J. C. 
McClellan, Frank T. Tracy, W. H. 
Vanneman and Mr. Venske. 

22,000-Mile Trip. 
Percy Elvln of Bermuda Is making 

a round-trip of 22.000 miles to Sid- 
ney, Australia, to take part in a swim- 
ming race. 

resorts! 
_PALMJIEACH, FI A. 
PALM BEACH-BILTMORE Hotel. Selective 
guest list. New policy of privileges and 
vacation pleasures. Same ownership— 
British Colonial. Nassau Bahamas;_ 

MIAMI, FLA._ 
MIAMI—Write Chamber of Commerce, 

Dept. 20. for new Official Book- 
let-—Photos, costs, sports programs and 
full details. 

MIAMI reach! FLA'. 
TEMPERATURE I N 
VUamL (B&ocJl | Q° 

BOOTLEG RING INDICTED 
Fourteen Seized for $10,000,000 

Tax Evasion Charges. 
NEW YORK, Jan. 5 UP).—A two- 

year investigation by Federal Alcohol 
Tax Unit agents was ended today 
with indictment of 14 men and a 
woman as members of a bootleg ring 
which it is charged defrauded the 
Government of 810,000,000 in taxes 
during the last three years. 

The ring, described by the Federal 

RESORTS. 
ATLANTIC CITY, N. J. 

STEAMSHIPS. 
BERMUDA VIA FURNESS, SffifurT round 
trip, with private bath on Monarch of 
Bermuda and Queen of Bermuda. Fre- 
quent sailings. Ask your travel asent. 

agent* a* being as well organised as 
any of the prohibition days, poured 
about 500,000 gallons of illicit liquor 
into New York City annually. 

United States Attorney Harold St. L. 

O’Dougherty characterized the con- 
spiracy as "one ot the largest to be 
uncovered since repeal.” The indict- 
ments were returned yesterday by a 
Federal grand Jury in Brooklyn. 

To Relieve a Cold Is Not Enough 
Father John’s Medicine Not 
Only Helps Break Up Colds, 
But Builds Up The Body— 
83 Years In Use. It Must 
Be Good. 

The underlying, basic cause of colds ! tality. 
is low vitality—a weakened system j Father John’s Medicine was pre- which must be nourished. scribed for the Reverend Father 

This is exactly what Father John’s John O'Brien of Lowell, Mass., in 
Medicine does. It is not “just an- 1855, and has been used for 83 years 
other cold remedy.'’ It contains as a treatment for colds and coughs 
healthful ingredients which build up due to colds, and also as a proven 
the body and help to renew its vl- , body builder. 

Woodward & lothrop 
10th 11thF and G Streets Phone district 5300 

Save 20% to 50% on the Best New Books 
Through Membership in the Literary Guild 

V ... and accept a 

Bonus Book now 

as a New Member You May Have Any 
Guild Selection as Your First Bonus 

101 WORLD’S CLAS- 
sics. Selected by Dr. 
Charles Gray Shaw. 
The greatest novels, 
tales, poems, plays, 

1 essays of all time 

MEMBERSHIP COSTS NOTHING 
There are no fees or dues of any sort. As a member you 
simply agree to buy four books of any kind through your 
membership. You may take a full year to make these 
purchases, or you may buy them sooner if you like. 

YOU SAVE 20% TO 50% 
By special arrangement with the Literary Guild of America, 
we now offer some of the best current books (selected from 
advance lists of leading publishers), fascinating, intensely 
interesting, beautifully bound, to members of our book club 
at an average saving of as much as half their published 
price. Members pay only $2 for selections which sell regu- 
larly for $2.50, $3, $3.50 and as much as $5 in the pub- 
lisher's format. This is only one of the many advantages 
of membership. 

YOU RECEIVE A YEAR'S SUBSCRIPTION TO WINGS 
As a Club Member you 
will receive WINGS every 
month. WINGS is a little 
magazine which will keep 
you au courant in liter- 
ary matters—informing 
you briefly and entertain- 
ingly, not only of the 
forthcoming selections, 
but also of approximate- 
ly thirty new books, in 
each issue. Any one of 
these books may be 
bought through your 
membership and count 
toward the four books 
you agree to buy. 

YOU BUY ONLY THE BOOKS YOU WANT 
Members have complete liberty of choice. You are never 

obligated to buy any particular book. If at any time the 
selection does not please you, you may select any one of the 
books from the large Guild list, or make no purchase at all 
... as long as you purchase your required minimum of four __ ,B _B , 

books a year MailTHlS 
m 

ADDITIONAL BONUS BOOKS TWICE A YEAR COUPON 
If you buy four Guild selections between July 1st and De- 
cember 31st, or between January 1st and June 30th, you 

or come in 

receive an additional Bonus Book—regularly priced at $2.50 and see ouMd 

to $5—as a gift. These books are distributed in January 
books on dis- 

and July. g1^ the 
Book Store. 

What Makes This Offer Possible 
This remarkable savings offered to our Literary Guild members, and the many 
other advantages, are made possible by the subscription plan. 100,000 mem- 
bers of the Guild express their wishes in regard to forthcoming books by using 
the convenient announcement form inclosed each month with WINGS. Huge 
printings in specially fine Guild editions are made possible by this pre-purchase 
plan, resulting in large savings which are passed on to members. As soon as 
the Guild is informed of the wishes of its subscribers in regard to a forthcom- 
ing selection, the book goes to print and is delivered on or before publication 
day and charged to your account at our store, sent C. O. D., or sent upon re- 

ceipt of cash, check or money order. 
THE BOOK STORE, AISLE 23, FIRST FLOOR 

condensed for 
pleasurable read- 
ing in one 849- 

page volume. 
Regular Price, $3.50 

JOURNAL OF A TOUR 
TO THE HEBRIDES WITH 

SAMUEL JOHNSON. LL.D. 
James Boswell 

Discovery of the complete journal 
cave to the world this classic, more 
entertaining and valuable for being pub- 
lished complete and unexpurgated. 

Regular Price, $5 
ONE LIFE, ONE KOPECK 

Walter Duranty 
The story of a peasant who became a 
leader in the Revolution, full of breath- 
taking episodes. Regular Price. $2.50 
KING EDWARD VIII Hector Bolitho 
The true story of the ex-king from child- 
hood to abdication—told by a man who 
knew him as Prince of Wales and King 
of England. Regular Price. $3 
FAMINE Liam O'Flaherty 
The story of the terrible year of 1845, 
when the potato famine and the plague 
swept across Ireland. Compelling, real 
and impressive. Regular Price, $2.50 
A NEW AMERICAN HISTORY 

_ IV. E. Woodward 
riinnCO Yrtlll* Cifct 111 this entirel>' new history he discards 
Nall W3C? I w UI r II 31 well-established traditions for which 

p__||C Rr\rtlr trr\rv\ there is no factual basis, and relates the 
DOllUS DOCK iTOFTl true facts in such a way as to make you 

* • "sit up and take notice." Rpgular Price, $4 
InlS Vjrear List: the HUNDRED YEARS Philip Guedalla 

A superb narrative of the hundred years 
4s a new member you may take Of European and American history, which 
any one of these recent selections began with the accession of Queen Vic- 
os your first bonus at no cost to toria in 1837. Rpgular Price, $3 
you—and any others, if you wish, XHF WORI n AVD MAN 
for only S2 regardless Of the Forest Ray Moulton 
regular retail price. A fascinating book on such subjects as 

MADAM CURIE Eve Curie biology, geology, chemistry, physics, an- 

A fine biography of Marie Curie, the tropology—all the branches of science 
discoverer of radium, written by her that affect man's life. Regular Price, $4 
own daughter. The life of this quiet TALE OF BALI \irki Baum 

woman, who. with her husband, has This new and exotic novel contains the 

given the world one of the greatest qualities that so distinguished Grand 

gifts of our time. Illustrated. Regular Hotel. 11 * the glamorous story of the 
Price. $3 50. people of an island kingdom. 

Regular Price, $2.75 
RUMBIN GALLERIES OF HUMAN BONDAGE 

Booth Tarkington W'. Somerset Maugham 
This story of a very unusual art dealer This autobiographical novel is Maugham's 
is unquestionably one of the most ainus- greatest book and already a classic of 
ing and entertaining works Tarkington modem literature. Illustrated; special 
has written to date. Illustrated by foreword by Maugham. 
Ritchie Cooper. Regular Price, $2.50 Regular Price, *3.50 

Choose your "Bonus Book from the above list. If you wish, you may also choose your first 
Regular Selection from the above list for only S2. Thus, two books, to start with, value 115 
to S5.50, cost you only S2. (Additional selections also S2 each.I But you need not buy any 
books now if you prefer not to; just name Bonus Book you want and mail coupon below. 

WOODWARD & LOTHROP, Washington, D. C. 
Please enroll me through your store as a member of the Literary 
Guild. I am to receive each month the little magazine WINGS and 
all other membership privileges. It is understood that I will purchase 
a minimum of four books within one year through this membership— 
either Guild selection or any other books of my choice. In consideration 
of this agreement you will send me at once, without charge, my first 
bonus book, as listed below'. 

__ __ ____No Charge 
(Write in Your Choice of Bonus Books) 

Also send me at $2 each the following Guild selections which I have 
chosen: 

$2 

.-.-. *2 

.-..$2 

Name...-.Telephone--- 

Address ___■- 

Charge Address _ 

City ___ State _ 

Telephone Orders Not Accepted—Subscription Must Be' Signed. 
Sign? and mail coupon, or call at The Book Store to view display of Guild 
Selections. 

□ Charge to my account. □ Money enclosed. □ C. O. D. 


