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PRIZE STORY 

J OE LANE and I were very young when we ran away and 
married. We would probably have waited until we were 

. older and better able to marry, if it hadn't been for my 
mother. Mamma was so anxious to keep us apart that she vir
tually threw us into each other's arms. 

Ours was a sweet love story, with roots entwined deep in child
hood friendship . Away back in the eighth grade Joe picked me 
for his girl, and used to wait to walk home V~-ith me after school. 

But nothing would induce him to come into our flower-filled 
sunny yard, to play. All the other children in the neighborhood 
gathered in our yard and the big place rang .with laughter all the 
afternoon. Mamma would come out and look around and when 
she saw all the nice little boys and girls of Crestwood, she would 
smile approvingly and order the maid to bring us milk and cookies. 

But Joe never shared in these delights. He would walk me to 
the gate; but when I coaxed him to come in he would squirm and 
grow red, explaining that he had to· run some errands for his 
mother, or cut wood, or mow the grass on the tiny strip of lawn 
in front of their shabby house in the sprawling outskirts of Crest
wood. I'm sure he had time to play. He was simply in awe of 
Mamma and our great house. 

He was such a serious little fellow, and he took his responsi
bilities so hard. I suppose being the only son of a poor widow 
did that. He was always planning for the future. 

"I'm going to work hard and go to college, and be a big busi
ness man," he used to announce with simple faith. 

"And when I get rich, Laura, I'm going to buy my mother a 
nice house like yours. And believe me, she won't have to work 
any more." Joe's mother supervised the notion departinent in 
Crestwood's only department store, and with her meager earn
ings struggled to support herself and Joe, and even pay off, hit 
by bit, the mortgage on the little house her husband had left her. 

I was still Joe's girl in high school. He began {:oming to the 
house, shyly at first, and only because I coaxed hard. 

"Please don't be afraid of Mamma, Joe," I pleaded. "She's 
awfully kind and good when you understand her." 

"I don't think she likes to have me hanging around," he said 
slowly. 

"But why, Joe? Why should you think that?" 
"Because I'm poor, and you're well off," he blurted. "Because 

my folks are nobodies, and yours are somebodi~s . " 
"I never heard of such nonsense," I answered in anger. "It's 

just your imagination. And if you think we're snobs, Joe Lane, 
then we might just as well stop being friends and call it quits." 

My anger brought Joe around, as it always did. Soon he was 
coaxing me, teasing me into smiles, which was just what 'I wanted , 
of course. And so· I won my point. 
Joe came to the house. 

BUT Joe, it turned out, was wiser 
in the ways of the world than I. 

He was quite right about Mamma. 
She greeted him with frigid formality 
and, as he complained later, made him 
feel like a worm. 

Dad was different. Dad was nice 
to Joe because he was my friend . Any
thing I liked was fine with Dad. I was 
an only child and each of my parents 
had a different way of spoiling me. 
With Dad, anything I wanted I got. 
Mamma, on the other hand, showered 
me with lovely clothes and luxuries 
because it was all part of her plan for 
my future. She wanted me to become 
so used to comforts and the feel of 
satin and velvet that I would never 
willingly give them up. I had piano 
lessons, voice lessons, riding lessons, 
painting lessons. The house was filled 
with fine books, all for my develop
ment. With such a background, 
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Mamma felt I could never make any but a brilliant marriage. 
My whole girlhood, in Mamma's eyes, was a preparation for 

marriage. She spent more money on me than she should have. 
Dad was no millionaire-just comfortably well off. But Mamma 
was determined to show me off to the best advantage. She 
superintended the buying of my clothes and, because she had ex
quisite taste, made a beauty of me where Nature had intended 
me to be merely a pretty girl. My hair, abundant and long, was 
tended weekly by skillful hands until it gleamed in honey
colored curls-. Never, from childhood on, was I permitted to 
bob it. It was my chief glory, and formed a bright frame for 
my small, delica:tely featured face and blue eyes. 

In the summer, Mamma took me from one resort to another. 
We must meet the "right people'' . 

Naturally, there was no place for Joe in Mamma's scheme of 
things. She resented him furiously . When we were children, 
she merely sniffed at my friendship for "that awful Lane boy" . 
But now I was growing up, and Joe was a menace. He was 
poor, and a nobody~both crimes in Mamma's eyes. If he hung 
around too much, he might frighten off really eligible men. 
Mamma ordered me to stop seeing him. -

I tried to rebel. There was a terrible scene and Mamma had 
one of her heart attacks. Mamma could always count on win
ning a battle with a heart attack. The worst of it was, they 
weren't fakes. She worked herself up into such a frenzy that she 
really became ill; and the family doctor would shake his head in 
sad disapproval at Dad or me, depending on which one had tried 
to thwart Mamma, and ~d brought on the attack. 

I KNELT at her bedside after the doctor had left. Slow tears 
crept out from under her closed lids. Her face was tired and 

old and tragic. . 
· "Mamma, Mamma," I sobbed, taking her unresisting hand in 
mine, "please get better and I'll do anything you want me to." 

She shook her head wearily on the pillow. Her voice came 
muffled through her tears. 

"Never mind about me, Laura. You don't need me any more. 
I'm an old, sick woman, and the sooner I die the better." 

"Mamma, please, darling." 
" I only want to look out for my little girl's good," the sorrow

ful voice went on, "I've lived only for her, and she doesn't want 
me any more ." . 

"Mamma," I cried, "I'll ne er see Joe again. I promise!" 
Mamma got better, and I moped around for a week, lonesome, 

bored, irritable. My promise weighed heavily on me. I missed 
Joe. I was used to having him around. He had been at my 

beck and call since my childhood, 
and I longed to see him. 

"He's the only worth-while boy I 
know," I reasoned with myself. "He's 
the only one I can really talk to." 

In a burst of defiance, I wrote a 
letter asking him to meet me, some
where far from the house, where I 
could talk to him without Mamma's 
knowing it. I felt horribly guilty as 
I slipped out to mail my note. I was 
failing Mamma, failing her shame
fully, deliberately breaking a promise. 

I forgot my qualms when I saw 
Joe. He came forward to ·meet me 
and his face lighted up with such in
describable joy that for the first time 
I realized how much I meant to him, 
and he to me. He held on to my hand 
as though he . would never let go. 
When we got into his ramshackle 
old car, and drove into the country, 
he kept turning to me and looking 
with delight into my face. 

"Laura," he shouted above the 
rattle of the car, "I've just discov-
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ered something. Can you guess what it is?" 
"What is it?" 
"I love you." 
"Oh, Joe, stop the car!" 
He skidded to a stop, and faced me. 
"Joe," I breathed, and found I couldn't say 

anything else. "Oh, Joe, Joe darling!" 
I was in his arms. We exchanged our first kiss. 

And that was the way Joe and I met love, with 
such joyousness, such pure, tender rapture, that 
I wanted to cry out my gladness to the sky and 
the fields and the trees. 

And how could I remember a promise made by 
a sickbed when my heart was singing "Joe, Joe, 
Joe" ? Mamma had lost her battle. She had suc
ceeded, not in separating us, but in revealing to 
us the . love that had been budding, unrecog
nized, in our young hearts for so long a time. 

From that time on I wove a network of lies 
and petty deceptions, and saw Joe as often as we 
thought safe. · 

We had one stunt that worked beautifully. 
One of the other boys in the crowd, in sym
pathy with our plight, would call to take me to a 
dance, and later would duly escort me home 
again, in case Mamma might be sitting up. 

But the glorious in-between was Joe's. In 
Joe's arms I danced the last, lingering waltz. 
With Joe I munched hamburgers at the old 
lunch wagon that just then was a rendezvous for 
our crowd. It was in Joe's shaky car that I drove 
under the stars, his arm about me, my head on his 
shoulder. · 

THEN the enchanting hours came to an end, 
and it would be time to meet my escort at a 

prearranged spot, so he could take me home. 
If only I hadn't found it so hard to look Mamma 
straight in the face, when she fondly asked me all 
about the dance! I was so ashamed to lie to her . 

. And if only life weren't so hard for Joe! Some
how, be~een him and his mother, he managed 
to go to college. 

Of course, he couldn't afford to go away to 
school, so he commuted from Crestwood to New 
York for classes e.very day, and did all sorts of 
odd jobs on the side. A few nights a week, he 
worked as a relief man in a gasoline station, and 
he sold insurance. Between times, he managed 
to find time to study and spend some precious 
hours with me. 

Our clandestine love affair had been going on for more than a 
year, when life struck Joe a blow. His mother died. Poor, tired 
little thing! Pneumonia attacked her, and she quietly gave up 
the struggle for existence. A part of Joe's heart went with her to 
the grave. There had been just the two of them, close to each 
other, helping each other over the rough places, and now she was 
gone. He clung to me--l was all he had- and against my heart 
he sobbed out his own heartbreak. 

Joe became a more silent, a more moody boy after his mother's 
death. A lot of the joy of livfug went out of him. I pitied him with 
all my heart, knowing how hard things were for him, but even 

·my pity didn't keep me from losing patience, sometimes, with 
him. I loved gayety, happiness, laughter. I wished Joe would 

· try to fight his melancholy. 
"Joe," I pleaded, "living alone in that house is bad for you. 

Why don't you get rid of it and move in some place with other 
people?" 

"I can't, Laura," he explained. "I'll never be able to manage 
the mortgage payments if I haye to pay rent some place else. 
It's bard enough to scrape the money together as it is." 

"But it's crazy to go on making those payments," I insisted. 
"You don't need that house. I'm sure you can sell it if you 
try ." 

He shook his head stubbornly. 
"You don't understand about these things, Laura. The house 

isn't worth much now. It 's just a shack. But the way this town 
is growing, that site will be worth plenty some day, and that'll 
be the time to selL" 

"That's looking awfully far ahead." 
"Of course it is. But you have to look ahead, if you want to 

get on. My mother taught me that. She struggled, tooth and 
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nail, to hang on to the house for me. I'm not going to throw 
away her sacrifice." 

I sighed. The future, the bright future that Joe was always 
talking about, seemed terribly far away. Now, when we were 
young and in love, and longed for each other with all the warmth 
of young hearts and young blood, all we had were these stolen 
hours, parked in his car on a country road. 

I STIRRED restlessly in his arms, and Joe, as though sensing 
my mood, tightened his embrace. He raised my face to his and 

kissed me tenderly. 
"Patience, sweetheart," he whispered. 
I looked at my watch. The spell was broken. , 
"Darling, it's after twelve. I'll have a hard time explaining. 

Oh, do hurry!" · 
We raced back to town. The last few blocks, as usual, I walked, 

scanning the house anxiously, as I always did, when returning 
from a tryst with Joe, my heart beating high, and a little tremor 
of fear running down my legs. . 

There were lights on both the ground floor, and the second 
floor and a strange car- no, it was the doctor's car~before the 
door. Dad met me, his fingers on his lips. 

"Better think fast," he said. grimly, and yet with a certain 
awkward. kindness. "You're in for it." 

"Oh, Dad, what's happened?" But I knew. My heart 
thumped, "You're caught, you're caught!" 

"Your mother found out tonight that you're still running 
around with that Lane boy. You shouldn't have lied to us, 
Laura." He tried to sound stern, but my frightened face must 
have touched him. "She took it awfully hard. The doctor just 
gave her something to quiet her. She was hysterical." 



"Welcome to Reno," 
they cried, as Mrs. 
Brangan introduced me 

Trapped! And now I would have to face Mamma.- But I 
couldn't. I edged toward the door, hardly knowing what I was 
going to do. 

"Laura, where are you going?" Dad said sharply. "Your 
mother wants to see you right away." 

"I'll be back in a minute Dad," I said hastily and ran out of 
the front door; ran through the dark town, ran until, panting 
and sobbing, I reached Joe's house and pounded on his front door. 
I fell into his arms and, for a long time, couldn't speak. Then, 
when he had soothed me and calmed me a bit, I told him of the · 
catastrophe. 

"Joe, she'll make me promise again," l sobbed. "And she'll 
watch me after this. She'll watch me like a hawk. Or she'll take 
me away somewhere. Oh, what'll I do, darling, what'll I do?" 

JOE was pacing nervously up and down the shabby parlor. 
He stopped before me and I looked up, startled, at a Joe I 

had never seen before. His face burned with rage and fury. 
"I hate her!" he burst out. "I hate her! She has no right to 

come between us." 
"Joe" I cried, shocked. "She's my mother." 

. "I don't care who she is. She's a wicked, interfering old 
woman. She make5 your life hell. I hate her!" 

"Stop it," I must have screamed, for Joe s.topped short, and 
stood there, white and tense. I ran to him, put my arms around 
.him tenderly. 

"Darling, don't let's fight. I may ne,ver be able to see you 
again, but I had to-this once. I had to tell you I'll always love 
you, no matter what happens." 

Joe groaned, and held me tight against him. I raised my face 
to his, offered my lips, and he kissed me; kissed me so that if we 

never met again I 
would live the rest 
of my days remem
bering the feel of 
his lips, the warmth, 
the tenderness, the 
I o ng in g of h i s 
caress. 

"And now," I 
sighed, "I've got 
to go back and face 
the music." 

"You're not go
ing back!" 

I looked up at 
him in amazement. 

"I won't let her 
take you away 
from me - you're 
mine! I'm going 
to keep you." 

"But, Joe-" I started to protest, then stopped short. 
He held me at arm's length; looked into my eyes. 
"Laura, will you marry me? Right away, tonight? Laura 

honey, will you trust me to take care of you, somehow? Will you 
be brave and risk it? Then she can't ever steal you from me." 

"Oh, Joe," I faltered, "she's sick because of me, I can't run 
away and make it worse for her. Let me go to her, and maybe 
some day-" 

"No, no!" he interrupted vehemently. "If you go back now, 
I'll lose you for good. Laura, we can he so happy together, if 
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you'll only take a chance and marry me now-tonight." 
Ten minutes later we were speeding through the dark, to the 

Connecticut state line, wondering if the old car would hold out 
till we found a justice of the peace who could get us a marriage 
license and perform the ceremony. We found one, and soon a 
sleepy and bewildered official was pronouncing us man and wife. 

Driving home, we saw the dawn begin to brighten the sky in 
the east, and the pure morning air, sharp and sweet, whipped 
about our faces . 

This was a glorious adventure! All my fears were wiped away. 
We were young, and life was just beginning. It was going to be 
a wonderful life, full of courage and love, and understanding and 
patience. We told each other about it as we rode. Then, in the 
middle of these high-flown sentiments, we both admitted that 
we were ravenously hungry, and founQ an all-night lunch wagon 
on the road. 

"QUR wedding breakfast," laughed Joe. And we raised the 
thick coffee mugs on high, in toasts to each other and our 

love, which was to -be eternal. 
Home, at last, to the little house, bleak in the early morning 

light. Only it didn't look bleak. It was home to Joe and me. 
And so we lived happily ever after? Well, life isn't always like 

that, especially for a poor young couple who have married in 
haste and have to figure out how they're going to live. Even if 
Joe were the sort to take help, which he wasn't, we couldn't 
count on my parents. Mamma refused even to see me. I grieved 
about that. I felt that I had let Mamma down-terribly-and 
I ached for her forgiveness so I could rid myself of the sense of 
guilt I carried. Dad wasn't hard on me. He came to see me 
once, but he was so uneasy about Mamma's anger, if she should 
find out about his visit, that I felt sorry for him. 

Our marriage made a sharp change in Joe's plans. He left 
college at once, and scurried around job hunting. Those were 
the happy, pre-depression days when there were more jobs to be 
had, and before we were quite down to our last dollar, he was 
working and earning enough for us to live on, if we were careful 
and kept a tight grip on the family pocketbook. 

We didn't mind being poor. A bride always 
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sees the happy side of things, and if sometiines 
I wailed over a burned stew-pan, at least by the 
time Joe came home I had another stew ready, 
and I met him at the door with a radiant face 
and an eager kiss of welcome. We had so much 
to tell each other. Everything seemed so im
portant, so excitine:. Toe was learning the 

rubber business-from the bottom up, to be sure-and I was 
learning that houses aren't bright and clean and shiny by a 
miracle. At home I had never raised a finger . Now, as I 
swept and scrubbed and polished, I scorned the useless creature 
I had once been and vowed to Joe that a cook book was more 
fascinating reading than any love story. 

" I don't need to read love stories," I would tell him, sitting 
on his lap, after the dinner dishes were cleared away. "You're 
my love story." 

"Are you sure you don't mind this work, honey?" he often 
asked anxiously. Once he took my hands in his, looked re
gretfully at the work-roughened finger tips, and one by one 
raised them to his lips. 

"Never mind, Laura," he said. "We won't be poor forever. 
I'm going to get on in this rubber business. You 'll see. And 
then you'll have a maid, and swell clothes, and-" 

"And babies," I added. 
He kissed me tenderly. 
"Lots of babies, sweetheart." 
" I wish," I said wistfully, "we could have a baby now, while 

we're young." 
"Why, darling," he exclaimed, laughing, "we'll be young a 

long time. You're only a baby yourself." 
Then he grew serious. "We've got to do without a lot of 

things we want now, honey, but we're building for the future. 
Why, Mr. Grayson said today I had a natural instinct for the 
rubber business. That means a lot, coming from one's boss, 
Laura." 

"THAT'S grand!" I said. I was proud of my boy. And 
oh, how I loved him. Sometimes, when I .picked up his 

pajamas, tc;> fold them away, I would suddenly hug them to me 
fiercely, thinking of the lithe, vibrating body they had clothed 
all night, the body that I loved with both tenderness and fire. 

Marriage to Joe unleashed a depth of passion that I never 
dreamed I possessed. Later, I was to learn that the fires which 
bum in a woman's veins, once kindled, are not easily extinguished. 
I responded to Joe's love with an ardor that thrilled and en-
chanted him. . 

I would have been the happiest girl in the world, I thought, 
if it weren't for that one little cloud:-Mamma's attitude. · I 
had always been devoted to her, and I missed her terribly. I 
knew she must miss me, too, and only her stubborn pride kept 
us apart. 

So, without telling Joe, I sat do:wn one night and poured out 
my heart in a long letter, begging Mamma to forgive me. And 

then I waited hopefully. 
I was scrubbing a big tubful 

of clothes one morning, when 
the door bell rang. I brushed 
the damp curls back from my 
face with a wet hand, and went 
to the door. 

There stood my mother. 
"Mamma!" I cried joyfully, _ 

and threw my arms around her, 
while a lump -in my throat 
threatened to choke me. It 
was so good to see her again! 
M!lmma was crying softly. 

" My little girl," she kept 
saying, "my little Laura!" She 
released me at last, and we looked 
at each other with eyes shining 
with tears and love. 

"It was wonderful of you to 
come," I said. "I have been 
so unhappy about you." 

"I've been unhappy too," she 
sighed. "You broke my .heart, 
Laura." 

"Don't let's talk about it," 
I coaxed. "Everything's turned 
out so beautifully." 

"I'm glad you're happy," she 
said mournfully. " I haven't 
slept a wink since-since-" 

"Now, now, darling," I in
terrupted, "we're going to forget 
the past. Oh, Joe will be glad 
when I tell him you caiJle." 
(Continu ed on page 117) 



Reno Madness 
(Continued from page 28) 

Suddenly from the kitchen, came a loud , siz
zling noise, and a smell of gas. 

"Oh," I cried, "my clothes boiled over! 
I forgot all about them." I darted to the 
kitchen, Mamma following. She looked at 
the mess of soapsuds all over the stove and 
dripping on to the floor. 

"Laura," she wailed, "to think of you
scrubbing clothes. I've given you every 
luxury and now-this-" She waved a hand 
at the tub and the washboard , and her face 
crinkled up to cry again. Instead, she asked 
sharply, "Don't you know, silly, that no
body boils clothes any more?" 

I threw my head back and laughed, 
laughed until l thought I would never stop. 
That was Mamma, all right! Even in her 
most emotional moments, she couldn't forget 
to tell me how to do things. 

Mamfna was full of questions and fore
bodings. Did we manage all right? Could 
Joe support me? I told her, enthusiastically, 
what fine prospects he had at the plant, but 
she sniffed a little dubiously. She made me 
show her all over the little house. 

"This place- is a shack," she announced in 
disgust. "It's no place for a girl like you. 
And it means too much work. You must 
give it up and get a little modern apartment." 

· jOE won't hear of it," I explained about 
his hopes for the house's future worth. 

"Nonsense!" she said angrily. "You must 
talk him out of it. A clever girl can always 
get lier way, Laura. It doesn't pay to be 
too easy-going with a husband." 

When Joe came home . for supper that 
night, I was bubbling over with my news. I 
had scarcely kissed him before I was telling 
him of Mamma's visit. 

Did I imagine it, or did a faint frown 
wrinkle Joe's forehead? 

"Isn't it wonderful, darling, that she's 
forgiven us?" 

"What do you mean, forgiven us?" he 
bridled up instantly. " Getting married isn 't 
a crime." 

"Well, Joe, after all, I married without 
my parents' consent. And we did run away." 

"Are you sorry you did?" 
"Why, Joe, what an idea. You silly boy, 

you know I love being married to you." 
He caught me close. 
"Darling," he pleaded, "don't let your 

mother make you dissatisfied with me. Don't 
let her change things between us." 

I laughed softly. "I do believe you're 
jealous of Mamma." 

"I'm not," he insisted gravely and earnest
ly. "But 1-1 just have a hunch-maybe 
I'm silly-" 

"You are. silly,'' I said gayly, "and your 
supper's getting cold. Come on." 

After her first visit, Mamma came fre
quently. She criticized my shortcomings as 
a housekeeper, and taught me the right way 
to do things. She took me to lunch and 
matinees-wonderful treats for me because 
our budget clidn't permit such extravagances. 

She even ran over sometimes in the eve
ning, when Joe was home, but those visits 
were never huge successes. Joe simply didn't 
unbend, and it was easy to see that Mamma 
wasn't much impressed by him. I was al
ways nervous and ill at ease, acting as a 
buffer between my husband and my mother. 

"I do think you could be nicer to 
Mamma," I complained once, afte r Mamma 
had gone. 

"I'd like to be, for your sake. But how 
can you be nice to a woman who thinks 
she knows everything? I'm sick of her free 
advice." 

"Maybe it would 't hurt you to listen to 
her," I said darkly. "Mamma's pretty smart. 
She made Dad what he is today. He 
wouldn't have amounted to anything if she 

She was a 

ONB·D&TB 

MOST of her engagements were 
"blind" dates. Later, these 

men found excuses when ·her 

name was brought up. Somehow, 
she never seemed to click. 

They thought she was dull, 
when really she was constantly 
tired. She had a good figure, 
and a naturally lovely skin. But 
pimples marred its . surface. Her 
eyes lacked the liveliness of a girl 
in good health. So night after 
night, she sat by the phone and 
waited for calls that never came. 

She might have been, such a 
different girl if she had only 
known the importance of regu~ 
lar habits, and the harm that 
common constipation can do. 
This condition may cause head
aches and loss of appetite. 
Wrinkles and pimples may ap• 
pear. Energy is sapped. Per
sonality becomes flat. 

Common cons~ipation is usu· 
ally caused by lack of "bulk" in 

The natural food that 
(Orrects constipation 

meals. Scientific tests show that 
Kellogg's ALL-BRAN is a fine 
source of gently acting "hulk." 
ALL-BRAN also furnishes vitamin 
Band iron. 

Serve as a cereal, or cook into 
muffins, breads, waffles, etc. Two 
tablespoonfuls daily are usually 
sufficient. Isn't it better to enjoy 
this natural food than to take pills 
and drugs-so often harmful? 

Kellogg's ALL-BRAN corrects 
only common constipation, makes 
no claim to he a "cure-all." 
But it has proved effective in so 
many thousands of cases that you 
should certainly give it a trial. 
Sold by all grocers. Made by 
Kellogg in Battle Creek, Mich. 
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WARMING/ 

to the girl 
who's i~l!fe 

You spend long hours making your
self attractive for him to look at. 

nair, skin, eyes, lips, fingernails, clothes 
. . . you want him to approve of every 
least detail. 

But don't forget-one ugly thing can 
undo in a minute all the care you've 
taken with your looks. The unpleasant 
odar of underarm perspiration. 

Nothing so quickly and surely disillu
sions a man about a lovely looking girl 
as this. 

Don't run the risk. Give your under
arms necessary daily care, just as you 
give your face. 

There's a quick, easy way to do it. 
Mum! 

It takes just half a minute to use Mum. 
And you can use it any time, before dress
ing or after. •For Mum is . harmless to 
clothing. 

It's soothing to the skin, too. You can 
use it rignt after shaving the underarms. 

Remember, Mum doesn't prevent the 
perspiration itself- just its horrid odor. 
Depend upon it to keep you safe from 
this danger to your happiness. ~ristol
Myers, Inc., 680 Fifth Ave., New York. 

TAKES THE ODOR OUT 
OF PERSPIRATION 
ON SANITARY NAPKINS Mum protects 
you from another ever-threatening danger 
of unpleasantness. 

118 

hadn't been behind him, always pushing." 
"Well, you can push a man too far," Joe 

retorted. "I don't like bossy women." 
It was the old argument about the house. 

Mamma had been coaxing Joe to sell it, so 
we could move to a nice apartment. She had 
even picked out the apartment she liked 
for us, in her part of town. 

I thought Joe was needlessly rude when 
he told Mamma he didn't want to hear any 
more talk about the house. But I didn't 
want to scold him in front of her. It was 
after she left that tempers flared. 

"I suppose you think your mother's 
right, as usual," he sneered. 

"I certainly do," I stor!r!ed. "She's con
sidering me, which is more than you're 
doing. A man can't understand how disgust
ing a job it is to make this old shack look 
decent. I work my fingers to the bone." 

"We could fix it a little-I could do some 
painting my~lf at night." 

"Paint!" I cried, exasperated. "It needs 
paint outside and in, and it needs plaster, 
and the floors are all splintery, and-oh, it's 
a dismal hole." 

"You liked it well enough when we were 
first married," he said icily. "But now you're 
handing me all your mother's arguments. She 
puts the words into your mouth." 

· " S TOP criticizing my mother!" I cried. 
And we were off to a real battle. 

When you quarrel with some one you 
really love, a madness seems to come on 
you, and you want to hurt, hurt, HURT! The 
cruelest words aren't cruel enough! 

It was that way with us. We said ter
rible things--things we were sure we meant 
-while hate and anger had us in their grip. 
Later, of course, we were sorry. And when 
we were reconciled and were back in each 
other 's arms, we promised, between kisses, 
never to be so silly again. But there was 
always a next time-and a next. 

The trouble with me was I wasn't woman 
enough to keep those things to myself. I 
ran to Mamma for consolation. That made 
things worse, because Mamma always sided 
with me, and thought worse of Joe. 

I even-and I blush to think of it-used 
to confide in my next-door neighbor, with 
whom l had become good friends. 

Pretty, good-natured May Stevens had 
been widowed after a few years of happy 
marriage, and had never married again. She 
was childless, and though she must have been 
lonely, never complained. She was only a 
few years older than Joe and I, and a neigh
borly friendship had sprung up between us. 

"Sure, and you're worse than a pair of 
babies," May ,Stevens would chide me when 
I sat in her kitchen, telling her my troubles. 
She was always busy, and I would sit watch
ing her kneading dough for bread or stirring 
up a cake while we talked. 

You don't know how lucky you are, 
having a good man to love you," she 
would say, giving the dough a gentle pat. 
"It's when you're alone like me, and your 
man's just a memory, that you appreciate 
your husband." She sighed. "My Frank was 
one man in a million, and your Joe's just 
like him. Go back and kiss and make up, 
you big baby." And she would shoo me, 
laughing, out of her kitchen. 

"Come back tonight with that husband of 
yours," she would call after me, at the door, 
"and I'll give the two of you some of this 
pie I'm making. Go on now. Make up, or 
ye'll get no pie." 

If only Mamma had talked to me that 
way ! Poor Mamma ! Her way of loving 
me was to spoil me. 

She drew up before the house, one morn
ing, in the new roadster Dad had given 
her. 

"Get done with your housework," Mamma 
said gayly, "and get dressed up. I'm calling 
fo r you at two, to take you to Mrs. Bar
nard's for bridge." 

"Oh, that's grand!" Then my spirits 
drooped. "I can't go to her house, Mamma. 
I haven't a decent thing to wear." 

"Don't let that worry you, honey," 
Mamma said, "I'll take care of that ." 

And before I knew it, I was in the car 
and we were speeding to the neighboring 
town, where there were beautiful, expensive 
little shops. At first I held back. But when 
Mamma made me try on a few dresses, 
the temptation became too strong. Soon 
Mamm.a had me perfectly groomed, from 
head to foot, and she footed all the bills. 

"You look like your old self again," she 
said with satisfaction. It was true. It 
was marvelous to look in the mirror and 
see myself in the kind of lovely clothes I 
had been used to, before I married. 

And it was good to be back with the 
crowd I had always belonged with. I en
joyed it all so, Mrs. Barnard's exquisite 
home, the bridge, the friendly talk, the 
delicious refreshments. I had been out of 
it all for so long. I didn't even worry be
cause I would be late with Joe's supper. And 
when I got home I was radiant, in high 
spirits. Joe was home already, and I ran 
to him to be kissed. 

"Gosh, honey, you certainly look beauti
ful tonight!" he exclaimed admiringly. 

"Then you're not angry because I'm late 
for ~upper?" 

"Oh, that's nothing. Come on, I'll give 
you a hand. Where have you been?" He 
released me from his tight embrace, held me 
at arm's length, and said, "You are lovely." 
Then he looked again. 

"Say, is this a new dress?" 
I nodded, smiling. 
"Did the budget say it was 0. K. ?" 
"Darling, I didn't even touch the bud-

get," I said delightedly. "And lo and be
hold, look at me, all new from head to 
toe," I paraded about, like a mannequin. 

"Well, well, don't be so mysterious. Let 
me in on the secret." 

"Present from Mamma. Come on, dar
ling, you must be starved." 

All through dinner, Joe was silent, brood
ing. I couldn't snap him out of his sud
den change of mood, and gradually I could 
fee l my own high spirits sink. After clinner, 
he buried himself in the newspaper. I went 
and sat on his lap. 

"Joe, dear, what's wrong?" 
At last I got it out of him. 

"I DON'T like 
clothes. I'm 

"Why, Joe! 
these things." 

your mother buying you 
not a pauper." 
Mamma loved giving me 

"You bet she did! Now she can throw it 
in my face that I can't keep my own wife 
in clothes. She just did it to show me up. 
I know her !" 

"I think you're horrid, to see it like that. 
You make things so nasty." 

"We don't need charity. If you had any 
pride you wouldn 't have taken them." 

"Pride," I cried scornfully. "False pride, 
you mean. I'm sick of your false pride. Just 
because Mamma buys me the first decent 
clothes I've had since I married you, you 
grouch about it. If you don't want her to 
help me, why don't you snap into it and 
get all those raises you 're always talking 
about? We're married almost a year, and 
what have you done but talk, talk, talk? 
Mamma was right when she said you haven't 
any ambition. You're just-" 

"Mamma says--Mamma says," Joe shouted, 
his face almost purple. "I don't want to 
hear what your mother has to say about me 
or my business, do you understand? HI 
manage my own life without her help." 

"Oh, yes, you will! You'll manage it just 
great, by making me work myself to death, 
and do without things, and never have any 
fun . You'll poke along till I'm old-looking 
and worn out and frumpy, and then you'll 
start making eyes at all the pretty young 



girls and wonder why your wife can't look 
like that. I know what men are like. Selfish 
beast , the lot of you ." 

"If you think such rotten things about 
me, I don't see how you can live with me." 

"All right, I won't live with you. I'll 
leave you. I'll get a divorce." 

] oe laughed unpleasantly. 
"And I suppose Mamma will send you 

to Reno." 
"She'll be glad to, when I tell her how 

you treat me." 
"Oh , tell her , tell her !" he said wearily .. 

"Go tell her this minute, if you want to. I 
don't know Why I ever married such a 
m,amma's baby." 

I went. I went while I was still in the 
grip of hot anger, and joe let me go. I wept 
on Mamma's bosom. 

~'He said he was sorry he married me," 
I wailed, "and he said I could leave him if 
I wanted to." • 

Of co urse, he said those things but I 
should have known he didn't mean them. 

"He doesn't deserve to have a girl like 
you for a wife," Mamma comforted me. 
"After all you've gone through for him . 
He's selfish , Laura." 

Mamma petted me, helped me undress, and 
put me to bed in my own lovely room. I 
snuggled down in the soft mattress under the 
downy satin quilt, and even as I sobbed my
selr to sleep, I contrasted this luxury with 
the old-fashioned, none-too -comfortable bed 
that I had left for good, I thought. 

MAMMA herself, brought my breakfast to 
me, on a tray next morning, and wouldn't 

hear . of my getting up. 
"You need a rest , poor darling," she said. 

"You stay in bed and we'll decide what's 
to be done ." 

"About what?" 
"About you and Joe, dear." 
I was silent, so silent, that Mamma asked, 

"You surely don't want to go back to him, 
do you, Laura?" 

" I don 't know what I want," I mur
mured miserably. 

By evening, I wanted to go back to Joe. I 
had cooled down, and knew we were both 
too hasty. But pride stayed me. I wouldn't 
make a move. If he wanted me, let him 
come and get me. 

All evening I waited, in misery. Every 
time the phone rang, or the door bell pealed, 
my heart sank. 

At last he did come and I went home with 
him, though I knew Mamma was disgusted 
with me. And in his arms that night, I clung 
to him, happy to be with him again, eager 
for his kisses. We couldn 't talk about what 
had happened-we were both too ashamed 
-but the fire of our love-making told us 
what we wanted to know-that we still 
belonged to each other. 

There was something between us that 
would never die, a bond of deep-rooted love 
and consuming passion. If only we had been 
strong enough to fight the things that came 
between us, the petty, irritating, everyday 
things of life! If only Joe had been less 
bitter toward my mother! Almost all our 
quarrels were over her. 

And each time we quarreled, I threatened 
divorce until Joe had heard "Reno " so 
often that he simply stopped believing me. 

I suppose most wives, even the most 
loving, have threatened divorce at some time 
or another. But not all wives have mothers 
who fervently urge them to make good 
their threats, and who stand ready to . 
finance that fatal trip. 

That was what Mamma did! Every t ime 
Joe and I disagreed violently, I came crying 
to her. Always she fanned the flame of my 
discontent, telling me that now was the time 
to make a break, whi le I was still young and 
attractive. 

If I hadn't loved Joe as deeply as I did, 
Mamma's influence would have been sue-
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cessful much earlier in my married life. A deep frown furrowed his young fore-As it was, two years passed and life 
went on much the same; loving and quar
reling, scrimping and working; and my self
pity ever growing, fed on Mamma's pity. 

head. · 
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And then came the worse storm of all
the storm that wrecked our marriage com
pletely. It began one morning when Mamma 
came with great news. 

"Send Joe over to see Mr. Blakeslee to
night," she announced. "I've talked him into 
taking Joe into his business, and at a good 
salary, too," Blakeslee was the leading real
tor, not only in Crestwood, but in the 
whole county. 

"You're marvelous, Mamma!" I crowed. 
"Why, you're ·giving Joe his start!" 

"Well, somebody had to do it for him ," 
she said grimly, "or it would never get 
done. Besides, I'm thinking of your com
fort , not his. If you're determined to stand 
by him, I want him to support you de-
cently." . 

"What will the job pay?" 
"I don't know exactly. But with com

missions and all, it'll make his salary at 
that old rubber plant look like pin money." 
That was in the days when real estate was 
a flourishing business; people were getting 
rich-fabulously rich-buying and selling 
property. I was thrilled. 

"And listen , taura," Mamma added brisk
ly, "Joe had better make good. I had a hard 
time persuading Blakeslee to take him on. If 
he didn't owe your father some favo rs, I 
might not have managed it." 

I SPENT the <hiy in a rosy haze, dreaming 
of the good times ahead. I knew some of 

the men who worked with Blakeslee. They 
all had pretty suburban homes, good cars, 
they belonged to country clubs and their 
wives always looked stunning. 

Blakeslee was a good man to tie up with. 
Developments were springing up all over 
the county, like mushrooms--and Blakeslee 
owned half the county. 

If only Joe wouldn't make a fuss about 
taking a favor from Mamma! I wou1d have 
to handle him carefully. 

He came home for supper, looking mighty 
pleased with himself and the world in gen
eral. Thank goodness for that! 

"Honey," he said, "doll up and hide 
those supper dishes till tomorrow. We're 
stepping out . We're celebrating." 

"What happened, Joe?" 
"Plenty," he grinned. "In the first place, 

I got a five-dollar raise." I laughed to my
self, thinking how paltry that five-dollar 
raise would sound to Joe when he heard 
my news. But I kept quiet. Let him finish; 
then I'd spring the big surprise: 

"And that 's not all ," Joe went on. "Gray
son sent for me today. He has plans for 
me. He says he's been watching my work 
for two years, and now he's convinced that 
the rubber business and yours truly were 
meant for each either. So he made a proposi
tion. He ,wants me to go down to Columbia, 
nights, and take a lot of technical courses. 
He 'll put up the money, and I'll put in the 
time. It'll be an awful grind, for a year 
or two-but, baby, the sky's the limit, 
after that ." · 

"And for all that, he gives you the mag
nificent sum of five dollars more a week?" 
I asked sarcastically. "Aren't you afraid 
he'll go broke, throwing money away like 
that?" 

Joe laughed. "You don't understand about 
business, honey. What I get now isn't im
portant. I'm not worth more to him yet. 

·But he's helping me build for the future. 
Don't you see that?" 

"Why, Laura," he said hesitantly, "I'm not 
interested in real estate. Rubber is my 
game." 

"Well, can't you change your game? Aren't 
you interested in getting ahead? Haven't 
you any ambition?" 

J oe flushed darkly. 
"You ought to k!JOW I have plenty of 

ambition," he said. " If I hadn't, would I 
work days and go to school nights?" 

"And what'll I do nights? Sit here alone, 
after being alone all day? You're not con
sidering me at all." 

" I am, Laura," he said impatiently. 
"Whom do I work for, if not .for you ? I'm 
willing to work myself to the bone for 
you, but it's got to be the work I 'm fitted 
for. I'm not going into real estate, and 
that 's final. ow let's drop it." 

" I won't drop it! " I cried. "How do you 
suppose Mamma's going to feel, after she 
went to all that trouble with Mr. Blakeslee? 
I think she was darn nice to bother about 
a job for you. " 

"And I think she'd be a darn sight nicer 
if she'd learn to mind her own business," 
Joe said ici ly. "Why does she come butting 
into my affairs? Did I ask her to get me 
a job? I'm perfectly satisfied with the one 
I have." 

"Yes, of course you are. You're perfectly 
·satisfied to era wl along, an inch at a time, 
like a snail. But when some one gives you 
a chance to leap feet first into the big 
money, you're too stupid even to consider 
it. And that's the thanks Mamma gets for 
trying to help. You call her names." 

"I didn't call her names," he shouted. 
"But if she ever butts in again, I will! I 
don't care if she is your mother. I'm sick 
of her interference. She's poked her nose 
into every private corner of our lives ever 
since we were married. 

"I married you, not your mother. I wish 
you'd both remember that!" 

"You're nasty-oh, you're nasty-to talk 
about her li~e that , when she's so good to 
me." 'I was sobbing hysterically, now, but 
J oe was too furious to let my tears soften 
him. 

" SHE'S not good to you!" he shouted . 
"She's a rotten influence on you. I 

married a real girl, a good sport. You were 
fine until she came into the picture. And now 
she's made a sniveling little mamma's baby out 
of you; a whining, nagging little fool who 
thinks of nothing but money. You're just like 
her. Money, money, MONEY! That'" all you 
know-the two of you. Your father's noth
ing but a henpecked money bag, and now 
you're trying to do the same thing to me. 
Well, I won't let you. Do you hear? I 'm 
not going to be run by two fool women-" 

"Shut up!" I screamed. "Stop .it. I won 't 
listen. You hate her. You've always hated 
her. I won't have a husband who hates my 
mother-" 

"You bet I hate her ! And the more you 
get like her, the more I hate you." 

It was the last fight we ever had. This 
time, when I ran to Mamma, I assured ber I 
was through. 

"You can go ahead and get the ticket to 
Reno," I told her dully, miserably. Mamma 
bustled around, buying my ticket, telegraph
ing to engage a lawyer in Reno, attending 
to a dozen other details. I didn't care wh:rt 
she did. I was sunk in lethargy, heart and 
mind numbed. 

"Laura, please pull yourself together," 
Mamma scolded. "And I do wish you'd go 
over and pack the things you left behind. I 
simply haven't time for everything, and I 
don't know where to find your things. Go 
in the morning when Joe's at the office." 
. :•1 went oj'f without a-key. I can't get in." 

"Then you'll have to go i_n the evening. @ N. P . co. 1838 Known to Physicians os ''Vogiforms'• 

"You just think I don't understand about 
business," I replied mysteriously. "But now 
listen to my news, young man." And I told 
him about Blakeslee and the real . estate 
proposition. Then I sat back, smiling 
proudlr· Now don't be a baby, Laura. He'll know 
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sooner or later you're getting a divorce. You 
may as well tell him. I'll go with you, if 
you're so afraid." 

"No, no," I said hastily. "I'll go alone." 
If Joe made a scene, I didn't want Mamma 
to be there. Joe was too violent about 
her. I couldn't bear the thought of it. 
And, deep down inside of me, I knew I 
didn't want to humiliate Joe in front of 
Mamma. I owed him that respect; not to 
have ber around when I told him I was 
divorcing him. . 

"I don't suppose he'll care," I told my
self. All these days he hadn't made a move 
to see me. He was probably washed up, too. 

But, like a coward, I put off the ordeal 
until the night before I was due to leave. 

Joe came to the door when I rang the 
bell. 

"Laura," he cried, and took a step toward 
me. But I pushed past him and walked 
into the house. 

"I just came for my things," I said quiet
ly. "I'm going to Reno in the morning." 

He didn't say a word. Later, when I was 
packing, he came into the bedroom, and 
silently watched me. His presence un
nerved me so that I hardly knew what I 
was doing, but jumbled my clothes into the 
two bags any old way. 

At last he spoke: 
"If you're putting on an act, Laura, you 

might as well stop now. You'll wear out 
your clothes with all this valise-packing every 
time you leave me." 

I WANTED to be kind; not to wound him 
more than I had to. But his tone angered 

me. I pulled the tickets and the telegram 
from my lawyer out of my bag, and thrust 
them into his hands. 

His face turned grayish white, and he 
stared at the telegram as if he couldn't 
grasp its meaning. How ill he looked, I 
thought. There were deep shadows under 
his eyes, as if he hadn't slept for a long 
time. Lines I had never noticed before were 
deeply etched at tl:ie corners of his mouth, 
making his young face look prematurely old. 
A pang of pity struck at my heart, but I 
fought against it. I turned· away and went 
on tossing garments into the bags. 

Still he was silent, watching me. 
The bags were filled. I closed them and 

sank into a chair, because my legs were 
trembling. 

Suddenly he came to me, plumped down 
on the floor beside me, burying his head in 
my lap, and began to sob, rasping, dry sobs 
that shook his whole body. It was awful! 

"Joe, don't," I pleaded, "please, please." 
Timidly, I put my hand on his head, to calm 
him, and he seized it, pressed it to his mouth, 
as though to crowd back the hoarse sobs 
that racked him. I could feel his lips, hot 
and feverish, as he pressed kisses in the 
palm of my hand. 

"Laura, honey," he murmured, "don't go! 
Don't leave me. I need you so, little Laura." 

I sat stiff and unyielding, fighting the com
passion that swept through me, and left me 
sick and shaken. I mustn't weaken. But 
Joe's arms crept about me, his face was 
pressed against my breast, and he whispered 
wild, tempestuous words of love. 

I thought he wouldn't care. And here he 
was, urging his love on me in an agony of 
abandon, pouring out his soul in love words 
that caught me in tbeior magic spelL 

"Oh, Joe," I cried, "don't do this to me. 
Let me go-" But he stopped my words, 
pressing his desirous lips on mine. I felt 
as if I were drowning in a sea of kisses, 
going under, going under, yielding in the 
struggle, and at last, submerged. 

In the morning, when I woke beside 
him, I realized that I had given myself 
to the husband I had planned to divorce. 
I was still in hjs arms. I stirred uneasily; 
and half asleep as he was, he gathered me 
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closer, as though fearing I would vanish. 
I lay there, wide awake, trying ·to think, 

but my II!ind was in a whirl. Bitterly I felt 
I had been betrayed, trapped by my passion 
and Joe's, as I . had been trapped so often 
before. Did I want to go or stay? Yester
day I knew the answer. Yesterday my mind 
had been clear and decided. Now 1 was a 
quivering creature · of indecisions, torn with 
doubts, enslaved by the languors of the 
body. · 

Joe 's alarm clock went ·off and I lay 
quiet, pretending I was. still asleep. i didn't 
want to face him-not yet . I could hear hi"m 
tiptoeing about the bedroom and bathroom, 
dressing quietly, trying not to disturb me. 
I felt him bend over me, kiss me fleetingly 
on the cheek, and heard a rustle of pa'per on 
the pillow next to me. Then he left the 
house and I dared to open my eyes. 

There was a note on the pillow. 

Laura honey, I didn't want to wake you. 
You looked all in. I'll call you later from 
the office. It's heaven to have you back. 

JoE. 

Just a few words-but it told me so much; 
told me th;tt Joe welcomed me back with
out question, without reproach. He wasn't 
confused, unsure, as I was. He had his _wife 
back. He was happy. 

The door bell rang, sharp and imperious, 
rang with the persistence of a bell that is 
pressed down by any angry and determined 
finger. I sprang from bed, seized a robe; 
and ran to the door. 

Mamma, raging, faced me. 

"(:.'-URA," she cried, "I don't know what to 
make of you. I send you here to pack 

-and look at you!" She waved a hand at 
my night attire, at my disheveled hair. "Do 
you realize your train leaves in a few hours?" 
I hung my head, in shamed silence. 

"What does this mean, Laura?" Mamma 
demanded angrilY.. "Why didn't you come 
home last night?" 

"You should have come for me la.st night," 
I faltered. "It might have settled-a lot of 
things." 

"I didn't know you were away until this 
morning," Mamma snapped. "I went to bed 
early. I didn't know I had to watch you like 
a baby." 

Suddenly she seemed to get the full impli
cation of my words. She turned red, stared 
at me unbelievingly. 

"Do you mean to say you-Laura-you 
didn't-you didn't-" Mamma couldn 't get 
herself to say what she wanted. I nodded 
dumbly. 

"Oh," she shuddered, "you're awful! I 
don't know how you can be so-indecent
just when yo_u're leaving for Reno." 

"I'm not leaving for Reno." 
Mamma's rage was terrible to see. 
"You're letting that boy make a fool out 

of you again ," she shrieked. "You'll waste 
your whole life running away from him • 
and crawling back for more, like a worm. 

"You don't deserve any pity. You're
you're a wanton, Laura. It's degrading 
-I'm so ashamed of you I could die-" 
Mamma began gasping for breath and her 
hand went to her heart. She sank into a 
chair. I ran to her. All the despair and 
bewilderment of the past days welled into 
my heart, and I leaned against Mamma and 
wept bitterly. 

My tears calmed Mamma down. She 
changed her tactics. She gathered me into 
her arms, as she had done so many times, 
and began to talk to me tenderly. 

"My darling," she said, stroking my, hair; 
"you don't know the nights I have lain 
awake, my heart aching for you because 
I want to see you happy and at peace. I 
know what you're going through . Don't 
you think I'm a woman, _too? I know you're 
trying to be Joyal to Joe, and you'll sacri
fi~ the rest of your lite to him, if some one 
doesn't help you out of this mess. Let 

Mamma help you, Laura baby. Trust me, 
my darling." She talked on, gently reason
ing with me. 

At last I went with her. Worn out with 
weeping, worn out from my own emotions, 
I collapsed into submission. Mamma played 
the general and I obeyed listlessly. With a 
frantic eye on the clock, she hurried me into 
my clothes, and hurried me out to the porch, 
to prevent any last-minute sentimental 
break-down. The phone rang and Mamma 
went to answer. 

"Wrong number," she said coming back. 
."For pity 's sake, t-aura, give me a hand 

wtth these heavy bags." We hoisted them 
into Mamma's roadster and soon were speed
ing to New York, to Grand Central. It 
wasn 't until I was well on my way that I 
realized that phone call must have been 
Joe, from the office. No wonder Mamma 
had hurried me out to the car. . Well, I 
shrugged my shoulders listlessly, what was 
the difference? It was all settled, at last. It 
was all for the best, his way. 

I leaned back in my Pullman seat to 
watch the desolate scenery, the dreary back 
yards and the washlines of the little towns 
that. seemed to fly past the train windows. 
But of all the magnificent count ry that we 
must have passed through, I remember noth
ing. I wasn't noticing things-just sat 
huddled with my own thoughts and getting 
nowhere with them. 

I felt so alone and helpless on that long 
trip, without either Mamma or Joe there. I 
wasn 't used to being on my own. I had 
clung to Mamma ti ll the last minute, until 
she had to get off and then we had gone on 
waving through the window. 

Reno at last- the famous Sodom and 
Gomorrah of modern times, the wide-open 
town of drinking joints, gambling dens, gay 
hotels full of sophisticated men and women 
who knew all about Life with a capital "L". 
I felt lost, ridiculously young, and out of 
place. I drove immediately to the office of 
Henry Nea l, the lawyer whom Mamma had 
engaged to represent me. He would at least 
be some one to talk to; some one I would 
know in this strange place. He could tell 
me where to stay. 

There was a good deal of routine busi
ness for us to transact before filing my .suit. 

FOR one thing, we had to decidt! on the 
grounds on which I would ask fo r a 

divorce. I stared, wide-eyed, at this matter
of-fact, businesslike man, who read off a 
list of charges as if they were so many 
items on a grocery list. "Infidel ity, non
support , desertion, cruelty, mental cruelty," 
and so on, down the list of marital crimes. 

"But none of those things is true ," I ex
claimed. "We just didn't get a long." 

Mr. Neal smiled tolerantly. "Well , you'd 
better make it mental cruelty. It doesn't 
rea lly mean a thing." 

I gasped. "It might get into the papers, 
and people back home will think-why, 
they'll think awful things!" 

At last the lawyer convinced me that 
mental cruelty was' the least damaging 
charge I could pick . 

"People understand you have some kind 
of grounds," he assured me, and I agreed, 
though I fe lt 1mhappy about it. It seemed 
a terrible thing to accuse poor Joe of. I 
could just imagine the item in the Crest
wood paper, and hear the buzz of talk 
around town. 

Then there was the question of "establish
ing residence" to be settled. Mr. Neal sug
gested that a ranch, somewhere outside of 
Reno, would be a better place for me than 
a hotel in town. I thought so, too. A ranch 
sounded nice and homey, I thought of 
horses and cows and chickens and sheep, and 
decided that if I could be happy anywhere, 
it would be on a ranch. 

"I'll call Bar X and see if they have room," 
Mr. Neal offered. '"Mrs. Brangan, who runs 



it,. is a nice; motberfy soul. Sne'il make you 
feel right at home." 

Soon I was in a taxi, !;lag and baggage, 
riding out to Bar X, about fifteen miles out 
of town. 

Mrs. Brangan, a big, blonde, overdressed 
woman, greeted me, crying, "Bless my soul, 
dearie, if you ain't the youngest divorce
chaser I ever did see! Come in and meet 
the rest of the gang. We're just settin' down 
to supper." 

Without giving me a chance to freshen 
up after my trip, she led me into a rambling, 
rather dirty looking dining room, where 
about twenty men and women were seated at 
a long table. There was much laughter and 
talking, the air was thick with cigarette 
smoke, and I saw liquor bottles and glasses 
all over the table. 

I bung back shyly at the door, to get 
my bearings. 

"Are they all-are they all here for 
divorces?" I whispered to Mrs. Brangan. 

"Bless you, dearie," she laughed, "every 
one of them. All after their diplomas." 

I looked puzzled. 
"Diplomas-decrees," she explained. "Soon 

as they graduate, they leave me. But there's 
always others to take their place," sine added 
heartily. "There's more of them every 
year." 

The diners caught sight of us as we paused 
in the doorway. 

·"A NEWCOMER," some one cried, and a 
handsome woman, rather young, stum

bled to her feet, swaying unsteadily as she 
waved a glass to me. 

"Welcome to Reno," she cried shrilly, and 
plopped into her chair as some one pushed 
her. 

"Boys and girls," Mrs. Brangan roared 
above the din, "I want you to meet the 
baby of Bar X. Little Laura Lane." I slipped 
into a vacant place, my cheeks burning as 
the men and women called greetings to me. 

"They take the whole thing as a joke," I 
thought. "Well, that's all it is." 

I was seated between the handsome, Hpsy 
woman-they called her Miriam, Miriam 
Wilson-and a swarthy young man'; at
tractive in an unusual way, with high 
cheekbones and shiny black eyes, that burned 
with an odd, fierce light. They called him 
"Cherokee Jack" and I figured, from the 
name and his appearance, that he must be 
an Indian; probably a half-breed, I decided. 
He didn't look all Indian, and he spoke 
English as well as I did. 

I ca•1ght him staring admiringly at me 
all through the meal, and then I noticed tnat 
the middle-aged woman on his other side, 
a Mrs. Williams, tried to monopolize his 
attention all for herself, pretending to 
"mother" him; but all the while making 
languishing eyes at him, and in general 
acting like an elderly fool. I saw amused 
glances all around the table. All eyes were 
watching the by-play between the Indian 
Mrs. Williams, and me. I was dreadfully 
embarrassed. 

At last the meal· was over and I escaped 
to my own cabin. They ~ailed them "bunks," 
and every guest had his own. They· were 
little shacks of logs, furnished with a cot 
and other simple fittings. Instead of glass 
windows, there wete flaps of canvas, ar
ranged so that they could be let down for 
privacy, or rolled up for air. In a little 
colony, the bunks squatted far from the 
main building, near the thick timber and 
at night, with the flaps up, one slept in the 
perfumed air of the woods, and lay in bed 
looking up at the star-studded skies. 

· It made me feel very small and very 
lonely, the immensity of that Western 
night. The sweet-smelling air, and the moon 
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peering right into my cabin, filled me with 
unutterable yearnings. 
· Under such a moon, a girl should be stroll
ing, arm-in-arm, with some one · she loved, 
listening to the whispers of the night and 
to murmured words of love. I sighed and 
slipped into my cot. All around me, in the 
other bunks, I could hear laughter and song, 
and the clinking of glasses. Even when it 
grew later and the lights went out, I heard 
hushed movements, furtive whispers in the 
dark. I lay awake, aching with loneliness. 

It didn't take me long to see that Bar 
X wasn't the nice, homey place my lawyer 
had led me to believe. And what I didn't 
see with my own eyes, Miriam Wilson told 
me. 

This strange woman had "adopted" me. 
When she was drunk, she loved to repeat 
the scandal of the place, and roared with 
laughter at my shocked eyes. But when she 
was sober, she would warn me solemnly 
against Reno and its wicked ways. Reno 
was an old story to her-she was after her 
third divorce. 

·· r :HIS is no place for a nice kid like you,' ' 
she told me. "We're a rotten crew. Look at 

what goes on all around, night after night . 
Sure, Mrs. Brangan knows about it! She 
knows her Reno, and she knows which side 
her bread is buttered on. Look at Evie 
Evans, bringing along her next husband 
while getting rid of .the present incumbent. 
Just couldn't part with the boy friend for 
six weeks!" Miriam sneered. "And look at 
Collins, trailing that blonde girl every 
minute of the day. He doesn't let her out 
of his sight at night, either. I know what 
I know." 

"But the rottenest scandal in the whole 
place," she went on, "is Mrs. Williams and 
that half-breed Cherokee gigolo of hers. He 
was working here, wrangling horses, when 
old lady Williams spotted him. Reno must 
have gone to her head. Before you knew 
it, she and the Cherokee . were inseparable, 
and he wasn't wrangling horses any more. 
She dotes on him, and be-well, she's rich 
and generous, even if she has grown-up 
children back in Missouri. I don't know 
exactly what's going on between t.hem, but 
I'll bet it's plenty!" 

She looked at me sternly. "Ahd, listen, kid! 
You 'keep out of that affair." . 

·"Me?" I cried in astonishment. 
. "Yes, you. I've seen the way Cherokee's 

been eying you. He's ~o sure of .the old lady 
that he's ready to take a flyer on the side. 
You steer clear of him. He's no good." 
.: !".flushed, a little angered by her manner. 

Who was she to be leduring me? 
"See here, M iriam," I snapped, "I'm not 

inte.rested in Cherokee Jack or any of the 
m.en in this place. I know they're not my 
kind. But good heavens, I can't lock myself 
in my cabin and sleep for six· weeks, can I? 
I've got to talk to people, and go out once 
in a while, or I'll die . . It' s-lonesome-here." 
- Miri'am heard the catch in my voice, the 
little sob that ·I couldn't quite control. Im
mediately, she was all tenderness and, like 
a big sister, came and put her arms gently 
atJout my shoulders. I couldn't help warm
ing to this strange woman. She was so wild, 
she drank disgracefully, she took her mar
riages and divorces so lightly, and yet she 
watched, with a fierce eye, after my safety. 
I sensed the warm heart, the sound common 
sense under her brassy exterioc 

But neither Miriam, nor any one else, 
could fill the long, idle days at the ranch, 
or take away the delirium, the hysteria, of 
those sleepless nights. I got so I didn't want 
to go to bed any more, because I knew I 
would lie awake hour after hour, with my 
eyes burning and my mind whirling. 

Pictures would crowd into my mind-

scenes of that last fight, with Joe and me 
snarling at each other like caged animals, 
Joe shouting, "The more you get like . your 
mother, the more I hate you!" Let him 
hate me! I hated him, too, and I wanted 
only to go to sleep and blot those scenes 
out of my memory. 

And then other pictures would dance be
fore my closed eyes. Joe's passionate out
burst that last night. ] oe wanting me, 
madly-and taking me. Weak fool that I 
was, giving myself to a man who hated 
me-who lusted only after my body. Lucky 
for me that Mamma pulled me away, and · 
kept me from making a worse fool of my
self. 

I wanted to stifle those thoughts. I wanted 
to forget everything but the present. 

I plunged into the life at Bar X, running 
around in circles like the rest of them. I 
danced the night away at the Cow Shed, 
clasped in the arms of some man who didn't 
mean a thing to me. 

And when the false gayety palled, and the 
blare of the band made me want to shriek, 
I lined up at the bar with the rest of them, 
and cried, "Down the hatch," and "Here's 
to liberty," till I was whirled away in 
some one else's arms. 

But Miram was a nuisance. She was al
ways preaching to me. Even when she was 
far gone in liquor, she stuck persistently to 
one idea-beggfng me to go back to Joe. 

"Please, kid," she would plead, "go back 
to that husband of yours. Go home-before 
it's too late! Reno's getting you." 

I lost my temper. 
"You're a swell one to talk," I jeered. 

"Let go of my arm. I promised this dance." 
"Yes, you promised it to Cherokee Jack, 

you little fool! Well, you stay here and 
listen to me. Ah, please, Laura, listen to 
me. 

"Gee, when I look at you I could cry. I 
used to be a nice kid like you once. And 
now look at me! I've got divorce papers 
in all colors--1'11 be able to paper the walls 
with them, soon. And am I any happier £'!!' 
it? Why do you think I drink so much ( 
Just to get away from it all-" 

"What has that to do with me?" 
"Plenty! You'll be going the same way, 

if you don't watch out. You're only a kid, 
a mamma's baby-and you don't know how 
easy it is to go down the toboggan. One 
little push-and whee-you're off. And then 
the next divorce comes easier than the first, 
and before you know it, ybu're a tough 
Reno bird, and the drunks at every bar in 
town begin to recognize your familiar face, 
and cheer when you come in. Oh, go home 
while the going's good!" 

" T HE going's not good," I said fiercely. "If 
Joe wanted me back, he'd write and ask 

me. He hasn't written, has he? And if he 
wrote a dozen letters, the answer would 
still be no. And that's that. So stop talk
ing. I want to dance." 

Cherokee Jack was waiting, and the or
chestra was playing an insinuating, lilting 
air that stole into my blood like wine. I 
slipped into his embrace, and soon we were 
dipping and swaying languidly. The floor · 
was jammed, bodies pressed against bodies, 
weaving in and out to the subtle magic of 
the music. The very atmosphere was charged 
with sex-it was in the air, just like the 
thick fumes of liquor and the clouds of 
cigarette smoke. Men and women clasped 
together in the dance, men and women in 
embraces, at the tables, at the bar, in all 
the nooks of the room. 

It must have been this way in France, 
during the war, I thought, with everybody 
rum drunk and sex drunk, damning the 
future, living for the minute, grasping at life 
with both hands. The older women, espe-



dally, were hysterically gay. They were 
aging, but eager. In their low-cut evening 
gowns, their bare arms were . saggy, their 
bosoms flaccid with middle age, but they 
thirsted for life, fo r the last mad dance of sex. 

Cherokee Jack danced like an angel-or 
a devil. He was lithe and supple, and when 
he looked down into my eyes, it was with 

. the primitive directness of a man apprais
ing a woman, and finding her good to look 
at. I returned his glance boldly, mockingly, 
and felt his velvet-muscled arms tighten 
about me. 

"Little golden one," be breathed, bend
ing so close that I could feel his breath 
on my cheek. "You dance like a flame." 

"You mustn't say such things," I taunted. 
"Mrs. Williams would not like it ." 

He muttered something under his breath. 
I couldn't catch it all . But it was some un

. kind thing about poor Mrs. Williams. 
"Why can't I ever see you alone?" he 

urged. "You go out with otller men, but 
you always put me off. Why do you play 
with me like this?" 

I was playing-and I knew it. Playing 
with fire. He was half primitive. I sensed 
that his desires, unleashed, would be dan
generous and terrible. Yet I played on, just 
for the fun of the gan1e, and because my re
action was half panic, half thrill. 

"Will you come horseback riding with 
me-a moonlight ride?" he persisted. 

"Maybe," I smiled. "Maybe, some night." 
The dance ended and Mrs. Williams 

nabbed him. 

" IT'S time to go home, Jack," she said pos
sessively. "Everybody's rounding up to 

go." 
The Bar X bunch piled into cars, too 

many of us to a car, and rode home, a 
singing, laughing tangle of arms and legs. 
It was almost morning when we neared the 
Truckee River on the way home. Evie Evans 
stopped her car, and all the others stopped, 
too. 

"All out," Evie cried. "All out for the 
big ceremony!" We tumbled out of the 
cars, and huddled at the bank of the river, 
chilly in the bleak dawn. 

Evie went to the edge of the river. "Here 
goes nothing," she shrilled, and flung her 
wedding ring into the river, as far as she 
could throw. It was a weird Reno cus
tom. It meant that Evie had got her 
divorce decree that day, and was celebrat
ing her freedom by throwing away that 
symbol of the shackles-her wedding band. 
If there were any fish in the Truckee, they 
must have literally choked on diamond
studded wedding rings. But somehow, shiv
ering in the pale morning light, it seemed an 
unnecessary mockery, especially since Evie 
was ·enthusiastically kissing Tommy Borden, 
her "next." She didn't seem to care much 
about freedom-she was simply on what 
Miriam called "the old merry-go-round." 

Life went on in the same, hectic pattern, 
at th~ ranch. People got their "diplomas," 
and left, and others came. Miriam went 
home to New York, a free woman for the 
third time. I missed her-and at the same 
time felt a sense of relief at not hearing 
her lectures any more. Cherokee Jack was 
delighted. 

"Ah, now that that chaperon of yours is 
gone," he said gayly, "maybe you'll come 
riding with me?" · 

"Yes, hut what about your chaperon?" I 
teased. 

"Don't worry about her," he grinned. " I 
can handle her." 

I suppose I knew what a contemptible 
cad he was, double-dealing that silly, in
fatuated woman who trotted after him 
faithfully, eager for every crumb of affection, 
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... clears up pimples by killing the_pimple germ. 

This medicated cream ends "periodic pim
ples'' in 72 hours. Reduces large pores, normal-

POINTS OUT ITS G~EAT '\MPP.OVEMENTS~ 
WIND51-IIELD WIPER FOR WET DAYS, AND 

OTHER TRICK CrADCrETS 

BLUSHES TERRIBLY AS SWEEPE~ 

SEEMS TO DO EVERYTHINCr EXCEPT 
PICK UP DiRT 

~ @A~~S FRIEND HOW HER 
~ ~EW BI!;SELL WORKS. •. 

"My .new Bissell cleans beautifully! You see
it's the only sweeper with real Hi·Lo brush con
trol that automatically adjusts the brush to high 
o r low rug; nap. That's why it cleans so much her .. 
ter l No catch~penny gadgets-bur a real sweeper! 
A bettf1'·built sweeper-and bet<er looking l Take 
a look at some of the new models!" 

Models $3.95 to $7.50. 

guar.anteed to 
bring relief. , 

Stubb~rn Cases -Apply Nac Cream at night 
.. . and Nac Prescription Face Powder during 
the day. Nac Powder replaces regular make
up powder. Odorless, clings for hours. 

Purse size of Cream and Powder at Wool
worth, Kresge a:nd Ktess Stores . . • zoe. 
Large ~izes ·at drug and d'epartment stores. 
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a slave to his dark-eyed sensuousness. Sne 
trusted him; thought he was devoted to her, 
and her only. I had no such illusions-! 
wanted some one to play around with, some 
one to amuse me so that the long weeks 
would be shorter. To kill time, to kill time 
-my one cry! 

So I would slip out to the stables in the 
dark. Jack, having said good-night to Mrs .• 
Williams, wquld come and saddle the 
horses, and we would walk them quietly 
out of the stable yard till we were out of 
hearing-and then let them out. .Those wild 
gallops through the dark night-they seemed 
to release the turbulence of my spirit, and 
I would lash my horse into a lather, my 
blood singing in my veins in rhythm to the 
hoof-beats pounding beneath me. 

"You ride like a demon," Cherokee Jack 
said, admiringly, one night. "I didn't know 
Eastern women could ride like that." 

"But," he added, "you must not be so 
hard on the horse. See how he is shaking." 
He swung dOwn from his saddle and, com
ing to my side, tenderly stroked the excited, 
quivering beast, making soothing loving 
sounds as if he were talking to a baby. 

"You're a strange man," I said. "You're 
so gentle-with horses." 

His w bite teeth flashed in a sardonic 
smile. He understood my meaning. 

" HORSES appreciate kindness. Women-
they like to be treated rough." His big 

arms shot up, grasped me about the waist, 
and he attempted to draw me from my 
saddle. 

I pulled sharply on the reins, so sharp~y 
that the horse reared. A touch of my 
boot-and we were off. I laughed over 
my shoulder at the chagrined Indian, stand
ing in the road. He caught up with me 
soon, and seemed to take the incident good
naturedly enough. We rode leisurely home. 
Jack lolled back in his saddle, singing cow
boy songs for my pleasure, and I joined fn 
the simple refrains. 

We slipped stealthily into the stable 
yards, put the horses away, and Jack 
walked me to my cabin. 

"It's such a beautiful night," he whis
pered pleadingly. "Don't get in yet." We were 
listening to the magic of the night about us. 
Jack's hand stole out, took mine, and I let 
him keep it. It was pleasant to touch some 
one, in the vast, dark silence. I relaxed, at 
peace with the world, and when Jack bent 
swiftly to kiss me, I did not draw back, but 
let him have my lips. 

"Beautiful one," he whispered, and I felt 
a queer thrill at the ardor in his voice. 
"Beautiful one," and he kissed me again. 

I felt myself responding to the passion 
of his lips, going limp at his touch. "This is 
mad," I thought, "I mustn't." Bu·t he kissed 
me again and again, and I knew with a hot 
surge of shamelessness, that I wanted him 
to kiss me; that I had been starving, thirst
ing, for the arms and the lips of a man. If 
was wrong-! would be sorry-but my 
body's willfulness was stronger than my 
conscience, and I let his lips stray over my 
cheeks, my hair, my throat. 

Then abruptly and, with one arm still 
holding me close he opened the door of my 
cabin and drew me ihside. 

What will be the end of Laurels Reno 
adventure? Has her misery and lonelines:; 
already driven her into a relationship which 
has within it the power to destroy her? The 
thrilling and fascinating conclusion of this 
young wife's amazing story, revealing the 
whole truth of Reno and its strange popu
lation of love hungry men and women, will 
be found in the 

April TRUE STORY Magazine
On Sale Everywhere March 5th 
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