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T h e  M a g u ire s  a re  g iv in g  a d in n e r fo r  
th e  N e w s u m ,. S h irle y  M a g u ire  and  J a trd  
N e w s u m  a re  engaged. B u t K a th le e n  
M a g u ir e  is peeved . M rs . N e w s u m  is too  
p a tro n iz in g . In  fa c t  she w an ts  J a trd  
to  m a rr y  C onnie M a y s , the  b a n k e r 's  

•
CHAPTER V II—Continued

Everybody laughed. And Laura 
flashed Mike a grateful glance which 
he accepted with the little  crooked 
smile he saved for her. Once more 
he had pulled the party out of the 
fire. And from then on Laura kept a 
firm hand on the conversational 
itrings. Nevertheless the dinner had 
been a strain. She had had the 
sensation of sitting on top of a vol­
cano. But at least nobody came to 
verbal fisticuffs. And Hulda did not 
forget to serve from the left except 
once. Neither did anything fa ll to 
pieces.

“ Allah be praised, this Is behind 
me.”  thought Laura, giving the sig­
nal to rise from the table.

Mary Etta was in a fidget to get 
away. She explained curtly that her 
boss had chartered a night club and 
was entertaining on a lavish scale 
In honor of a recently appointed 
member of the highway board. The 
gentleman in question had a great 
deal to say about the awarding of 
road contracts. Mary Etta felt her 
presence was required.

Laura stood at the door and 
watched them drive rapidly away 
Into the fragrant May night But 
Laura knew with an ache that her 
first-born was not brushing his head 
against the inspiring stars. His 
spirit was being cut to pieces on the 
cruel jagged points of a sunken reef.

• • •
Kathleen was at the telephone. 

And to tell the truth she did not 
feel too proud of herself. She had 
not followed the others from the 
dining table into the living room. 
The idea had struck her as she 
passed Ritchie Graham on her way 
out. His hand accidentally brushed 
her bare arm. At least she thought 
it  was accidental, though she was 
by no means certain. She wasn’t, 
in fact, certain of anything about 
him except that he had the unhappy 
faculty of churning up her emotions.

A bit aghast at the perverse thrill 
which shot through her at his touch 
Kathleen, with her usual rash meth­
od of leaping and then looking, de­
cided that the occasion justified ex­
treme measures. After all, she re­
flected with ominous glints in her 
brown eyes, one can't just stand 
and do nothing while one's house 
burns.

“ Gene, this is Kathleen Maguire.”
“ Kathleenl”  the voice at the other 

end of the line run the gamut of flat­
tered incredulity. “ But, darling, 
what a surprise!”

Kathleen made a grimace. Eugene 
Mays, Junior, known to his in ti­
mates as Gene and Hot Shot, was 
the sort who called every g irl Sugar 
or Beautiful or Honey Pie on sight. 
He was the only son of Banker Mays 
and overwhelmingly conscious that 
that made him the local Crown 
Prince. He was twenty-one, looked 
twenty-five, and acted about nine if 
he ran into something he couldn't 
lick. He was big and blond and sen­
sational, and a lot of girls had found 
him irresistible—to their later dis­
repute.

" I  called you up,”  said Kathleen, 
wishing the words would not stick in 
her throat, "to say if it  isn't too 
late I'd  like to change my mind 
about tonight."

"What do you mean too late?"
” 1 thought you’d probably have 

another date by now."
“ I  have. But what of it, Sweet­

ness? Haven't I been telling vou for 
a month you ought to have a stab at 
me?"

Kathleen bit her lip. He had been 
hovering on her tra il like a thunder­
storm, for weeks. Only she hadn't 
wanted to let herself in for Hot 
Shot Muys. For one thing he seemed 
to think he was conferring a favor 
in rushing a girl for a week or two 
and then dropping her prostrate, 
while she got over him the best she 
could, if she could. For another, he 
ran with an older crowd than Kath­
leen had ever tackled. And he ran 
a long way ahead of the rest.

" I  don't want to interrupt your 
plans for the evening," she faltered 
nervously.

"Precious, I ’d break a flock of 
dates to take you places and show 
you things. Say when, Cutencss, and 
Mrs. May's little  boy w ill be there 
with his small flivver and a huge 
■m lie ."

Kathleen drew a long breath. She 
was In for it. And with characteris­
tic perversity she wished she wasn't

INSTALLMENT SIX—The Story So Far
d a u g h te r . T o m  M a g u ire , h e r  b ro th e r, 
is h it  by  the  depress ion  an d  his  w ife . 
M a r y  E t ta ,  a  s e c re ta ry , is p ra c t ic a lly  
his support. T h e re  is ta lk  o f Reno. 
A n o th e r b ro th e r, A le c , w ith  no w o rk , is  
ta k in g  up  w ith  a b londe som e y e a rs  old- 

•  a
anyone’s reputation was worth to 
leave the floor during intermissions.

"But tempus certainly fugits," she 
reflected.

The best young folks in Covington 
avoided formality whenever possi­
ble. They much preferred to collect 
a small gang of their own for an 
evening at one of the pay-as-you- 
dance places to what they called “ a 
solemn-as-God" function at the 
Country Club. They rebelled if their 
elders threw too many cut-and-dried 
parties in their honor. They hooted 
at the mention of chaperones and 
they piled into each other’s cars be­
tween dances and went off in search 
of hot dogs or a spot of moonlight 
whenever they felt so disposed. A 
number of Laura's contemporaries 
prophesied that the younger genera­
tion was headed straight for the dev­
il. But she held onto her sense of 
humor with both hands and remem­
bered that her father had said pre­
cisely the same thing when she was 
seventeen.

And so on this occasion she swal­
lowed hard as she often had to, and 
said only, “ Have a jo lly time, dar­
ling."

Shirley stooped and kissed her 
mother’s cheek. "Thanks for every­
thing.”  she whispered.

Laura squeezed her hand. Shir­
ley was so sweet. Kathleen would 
have gone into a nose dive trying

"Have a jolly lim e, darling."
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CHAPTER V III

Kathleen's face felt hot, but her 
hands were cold when she joined 
the others. The Newsums were leav­
ing. Mr. Newsum protested volu­
bly at having to go He insisted he 
would rather stay. But his wife in­
formed Laura that of course one 
didn’t disappoint Mrs. Eugene 
Mays. Laura agreed, her smile 
slightly wry. Jaird and Shirley were 
going on to a dance which their 
special crowd was throwing at Mari­
gold Gardens, the newest outdoor 
pavilion.

I t  s t il l gave Laura a tu rn  to think 
o f her g ir ls  In connection w ith pub­
lic  dance halls. When she was a 
bud, the daughters of firs t fam ilies 
went to  balls which were s tr ic tly  in ­
v ita tio n  a ffa irs  w ith  programs and 
chaperones. And it  was as much as

to express her gratitude for the try ­
ing day Laura had just put in. Shir­
ley said three words. But she was 
just as grateful.

Ritchie Graham and Mike were 
deep in a discussion concerning a 
recent editorial in one of the new 
iconoclastic weeklies. Ritchie want­
ed to do stuff like that. He had a 
lot of radical ideas which he itched 
to set off like bombs. Ideas more 
conventional periodicals conspicu­
ously avoided. Mike agreed with en­
thusiasm that many of the things 
Ritchie burned to say needed to be 
said to the American people. He 
even became as wildly excited as 
the younger man at the prospect 
although they both admitted that 
Ritchie might starve for lack of a 
publisher who would dare print the 
unpalatable truth.

Kathleen, watching the crusader's 
(lame in Ritchie's gray eyes, felt 
suddenly cheap and triv ia l. She 
wished she hadn't asked Hot Shot 
Mays to call for her. She had had 
some obscure notion that she was 
spitins Ritchie who apparently in­
tended to spend the evening. But I 
her announcement fell depressingly | 
flat. I f  Ritchie was piqued he con- I 
coaled his chagrin admirably. Kath- ; 
leen had a forlorn feeling that Mike 
really was more of an attraction to i 
Ritchie's way of thinking. Laura 
was the only one who reacted no­
ticeably. And Kathleen was sorry 
about that. Her mother was the , 
one person she hadn't wanted to Jolt [

“ You’re going out with Gene 
Mays!”

Kathleen gulped a little at Laura's [ 
tone. " I  won't be late,”  she said. 1

An ache settled in Laura's heart j 
But she had never wrapped her chil­
dren in cotton wool. She had tried 
to instill in them the tenets of her 
own code She hoped she had suc­
ceeded. But years ago she had de­
termined to let them stand on their 
own feet if it killed her.

So, "Happy landing,”  she told 
Kathleen with a grin that for pure 
heroism deserved a Carnegie medal.

For Laura did not approve of Gene 
Mays. She did not approve of any­
thing about him. Especially for 
Kathleen. Laura was ready to ad­
m it that he might be the town's 
matrimonial prize—for some other 
woman's daughter. He stood to have

e r  th a n  he. H e r  fa th e r , M ik e ,  happy- 
g o -lu c k y  e d ito r  a n d  m a y o r  o f C ov ing ton , 
brin g s  R itc h ie  G ra h a m  to the  p a r ty . H e 's  
the s tra n g e r w ho kissed K a th le e n  a fte r  
he fixed  a f la t t i r e  fo r  h e r. H e  is a 
n e w s p a p er m a n  too.
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a great deal of money some day 
and his wife should eventually be­
come the undisputed arbiter of Cov­
ington society. But he was the last 
man on earth Laura would have 
chosen for Kathleen. Then Laura 
recollected that, as mothers will, 
she was borrowing trouble. One 
date does not make a wedding— 
especially where Eugene Mays was 
concerned. He might not ever no­
tice Kathleen again. But if he did— 
Laura’s heart lurched.

"He’s arsenic to the fa ir insects." 
was Alec's verdict. “ I suppose be­
cause he’s dangerous. And mean. 
Or maybe the little  darlings just 
crave punishment. And how he la- j 
dies it  out!”

Kathleen was thinking of that as I 
she came down the front walk to­
ward the long sleek purring road­
ster which Gene Mays had left with 
the engine running.

"Where to, Beautiful?" he wanted I 
to know, tucking Kathleen into the 
roadster’s wide seat and managing 
to touch her caressingly.

Kathleen shivered. He was fasci­
nating. And dangerous. He had 
hard blue eyes and an undershot jaw 
and high cheek bones and a bent 
nose that gave him a gangsterish j 
look which he carefully cultivated. | 
He was reckless and selfish and dar­
ing, and Kathleen admitted he ap­
pealed to the outlaw in her. She 
both liked and dreaded the little 
th rill it gave her to be walking Hot 
Shot Mays’ tight wire. A misstep 
might be fatal. But he was exhil­
arating.

"Marigold Gardens,”  she said 
promptly.

She had thought that out in ad­
vance. Shirley and her crowd would 
be there. Probably Alec too. He 
was a dancing fool and Myra Boone 
and her friends were only too glad 
to foot the bills.

Marigold Gardens was just far 
enough out of town to be convenient 
for many purposes. I t  was a t r i­
umph of red and blue lighting. The 
floor was superb, the Negro orches­
tra potent. There was a small 
black hunchback cornetist who could 
outcaterwaul Cab Calloway. The 
narrow railing was lined with grow­
ing rose bushes, the large parking 
lot in front packed with cars. You 
were apt to find anybody in town 
there, but the various crowds kept 
fairly well to themselves.

"You know, honey, I ’m plenty 
steamed up about cornering you at 
last,”  murmured Gene Mays as 
Kathleen slipped into his arms.

He held her too tightly. But not 
quite tightly enough for her to row 
about it. And he danced superbly, 
looking down at her with a wicked 
little  grin. Kathleen's pulses played 
her tricks. But quite suddenly she 
thought of the little pucker be­
tween her mother's eyes. And draw­
ing a deep breath, Kathleen came 
up for air.

"Sorry, but that line of yours 
doesn't go over so hot with me,”  she 
said.

Gene Mays looked startled, also 
peeved. Kathleen laughed. All at 
once he no longer seemed a big bad 
menace. He was just a spoiled small 
boy who had had his wrists slapped 
and didn't like it. The current of 
his magnetism had been neatly 
switched off when he least expected 
it. His big underjaw protruded. He 
could if  necessary exert himself. 
Only he rarely had to.

"There's little  brother,”  he said 
unpleasantly. "Taking Grandma out 
as usual.”

Kathleen winced. Alec was danc- 
ing with Myra Boone. And his face 
was flushed, his black eyes blood­
shot. Myra also had been drinking 
and liquor always made her boister­
ous. She kept laughing a lot and 
calling out things to her best friend, 
Natalie Hunt Buddy Pryor was 
Natalie’s boy friend of the moment. 
Boy friend expressed i t  He was 
just nineteen to her fair, fat and 
forty-ish,

"They’ve been hitting It up since 
four this afternoon," explained 
Gene. "When I left the club they 
were having their 'steenth round of 
cocktails."

Kathleen gave him a stony look. 
She might hand Alec the very dick­
ens herself but she required no out­
side assistance. “ You should start 
worrying about other people’s drink­
ing habits,”  she said, elevating her 
pretty nose.

He laughed. "Excuse if  I stepped 
on your feelings, darling. And per­
m it me to remind you liquor isn’t 
my vice."

His arms tightened about her as 
he spoke. But the spell was broken. 
Kathleen no longer felt thrilled. She 
was simply bored and showed it. Hot 
Shot Mays reddened. For the first 
time it occurred to him that there 
might be one girl in the world he 
couldn't have. No matter how bad­
ly he wanted her.

" I  could go for you in a big way,”  
he muttered, and was surprised at 
himself because he hadn't meant to 
say anything of the kind.

"We’U both be happier if  you 
d o n 't"  was Kathleen's succinct re­
joinder.

(TO BE COirTlNVED) I

Those Golden Years
Y IT H E N  Whirlaway added the
* ’  hide of Mioland to his Derby 

and Preakness wins, when Bob Fel- 
1 ler picked up his eighth win in ten 
starts and Joe Louis went ambling 
along, someone brought up this 
point—

"How many stars have we around 
today who can compare with the 

Golden Age of 1919 
and 1920? How 
m any now on top 
could fit into the 
picture from 20 
years ago?”

In the Golden Age 
of sport we had 
Man o’ War repre­
senting the turf. We 
had Jack Dempsey 
on top in the ring. 
We had Babe Ruth 
ruling baseball. We 
had Bobby Jones 

and Walter Hagen for golf, not over­
looking Gene Sarazen. And there 
was B ill Tilden starting a brillian t 
sweep against the best in the world.

Man o’ War — Babe Ruth — Jack 
Dempsey — Bobby Jones — Walter 
Hagen—Bill Tilden—I ’m afraid 1941 
can’t quite equal that cluster.

The current year can give you 
Whirlaway—Joe Louis—Bob Feller 
—Don Budge—with no outstanding 
golfer among so many good ones.

HOLES IN A TIN  BOX FILLED W ITH  
SHOT OR PEBBLES THEN GLUE LID ON

Grantland Rice

to see Man

Man o’ War

The Drop in Color
The big drop from the Golden Age 

to 1941 comes in the matter of color.
Those stars of the Golden Age 

not only had unusual ability, but 
they had a flare and a flame that 
traveled around the world. They 
caught and held the public eye. They 
drew crowds that had no interest in 
the sport they featured.

Thousands, who had no interest in 
a horse race, came 
o’ War run. More 
thousands, who had 
only a lean interest 
in baseball or the 
fight game, came to 
see B a b e  R u th  
swing his 52-ounce 
bat and Jack Demp­
sey throw his left 
hook. The sa m e  
thing happened to 
Bobby Jones in golf.
The same was true 
of B ill Tilden in ten­
nis.

A ll these I ’ve mentioned caught 
the imagination of millions. Of 
many millions.

In this machine age there is al­
most no touch of colorful tinting.

They knew all about Man o’ War, 
Jack Dempsey, Babe Ruth and Bob­
by Jones on the other side of the 
world. Also Hagen and Tilden.

The most colorful champion we 
have in sport today is Whirlaway, 
a horse. He wins and he loses—he 
may be a trifle  on the goofy side, 
but he has caught the attention of 
the country.

He can run like the wind and he 
can run any distance. His main 
qualities are speed and stamina. 
What else can you ask for? Once 
he started to move he was 20 lengths 
better than anything in the Derby 
field. Under the same conditions he 
was able to pick up and add 25 
lengths on King Cole in the Preak­
ness.

Since Man o’ War quit as a three- 
year-old, a short career, there is a 
chance that Whirlaway may go on 
to be the top horse of all time. 
And few horses have carried as 
much human interest color, no mat­
ter what their careers. The long, 
wide-spreading Whirlaway ta il alone 
is something to look at and talk 
about.

Some of the Others
As great a pitcher as Bob Feller 

is, the first citizen of Van Meter, 
Iowa, has nothing like the color of 
a Babe Ruth or a Dizzy Dean. This 
is too much to ask.

Don Budge is a star tennis player, 
but in the matter of color he isn’ t a 
B ill Tilden.

Joe Louis lacks the flare of Jack 
Dempsey when the Manassa Mauler 
was at his peak.

There are many more fine golfers 
today than there were 20 years ago. 
They are playing better golf. But 
in looking through the list not even 
a Lick telescope could discover an­
other Bobby Jones or another Wal­
ter Hagen on the colorful side.

All this doesn’t mean that sport, 
along the road of skill and high- 
class performance, has taken any 
flop in the last two decades. Prac­
tically every performance that can 
be timed or measured has been bro­
ken more than a few times in re­
cent years. There has been a gen­
eral average improvement. But the 
crowd appeal on the human side 
isn’t the same.

H hat Is Color?
Some deep bass voice may be

heard booming these words at this 
spot, "Just what is color?”

It  is a difficult word to explain. 
I t  la a combination of high-class 
ability, plus certain other qualities 
that cause talk—qualities that catch 
and hold the attention of the crowds.

The color exuded by Babe Ruth 
and Bobby Jones was of different 
brands—entirely different—but both 
had it in copious quantities. The 
same was true of Jack Dempsey and 
B ill Tilden.

n  UBBER-COVERED wire such 
as is used around garages 

serves to m ake this sm art lam p; 
which also requires a tin candy 
box for the base ; th ree  large and 
six sm all spools for the standard ; 
a plug and chain  socket and a 
b rass  nipple th a t screw s into the 
bottom  of the socket. The spools

and box m ay be painted before 
they a re  put together according to 
the directions in the sketch. You 
will find com plete directions for 
m aking this fabric-covered bristol 
board lam p shade on page 12 of 
your copy of Book 1.

And now, here  is news for all 
of you who have enjoyed making 
things for your hom es described 
in the first six of the series of 
little books th a t have been offered 
with these articles. Book 7 is 
ready. On every one of its 32 
pages is a  substantial money­
saving idea, and not a useless dust 
catcher am ong them . T hat is true 
of all of the books of the series. 
They have been planned as a serv­
ice to you and every day letters 
testify th a t they a re  solving your 
hom e-m aking problem s.
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Book 7 will also help you to 

m ake m ore and m ore attractive

You U ould Hardly Know 
The Old Joints Now!

H and-painted knees a re  the 
la test fem inine fad in Hollywood. 
Which ra th e r suggests tha t in the 
future the lessons taught a t m oth­
e r ’s knee a re  going to ba illus­
tra ted .

.4 man charged with throwing his wifa 
down the stairs two days after their wed­
ding, pleaded with the judge not to send 
him to prison on the ground that it  
would break up their honeymoon.

Mussolini doesn 't seem to be do­
ing so well as a Modern Seizer as 
he thought he could.

homes and have m ore and m ore 
of the things you really  want. Send 
orders for booklets to:

M R S . R U T H  W Y E T H  S P E A R S  
D r a w e r  10

B e d fo rd  H ills  N e w  Y o rk
E n c lo s e  10 cents  fo r  eac h  book  

o rd e re d .
N a m e  .....................................................................
A ddress  ....................................................... ..

Firestone Tires

5Q0MUC INDIANAPOLIS RACt

MAURI ROSE. Co-Winner With Floyd 
Davis in the 500-Mile Indianapolis 
Race May 30th, Averaged 115.117 
Miles per Hour on Firestone Gum- 
Dipped Tires Without a Tire Change 
or Tire Trouble of Any Kind.c

FLASH ING  down the straightaways at 
speeds as high as 160 miles an hour, 
Mauri Rose streaked to victory in the 1941 

Indianapolis Sweepstakes w ithout a tire 
change. 500 miles of grinding, pounding, 
torturing speed — and not one tire failed! 
Here’s proof of safety — proof of blowout 
protection — proof of endurance — proof of 
tire superiority backed not merely by claims, 
but by PERFORMANCE! For 22 consecutive

years all the winning drivers in this great 
classic of speed and endurance have driven 
to victory on Firestone Tires. Why? Because 
race drivers know that their very lives depend 
upon the safety of their tires. They have 
made it their business to know how tires are 
built. And they know that the patented 
construction features found only in Firestone 
T ires p ro v id e  th e  extra stren g th  and  
durability necessary to safety and victory!

PER
WEEKTE R M S

AND YOUR OLD TIRE

u  e know of no other 
l ir e  th a t d e liv e r s  
so  m uch  m ile a g e

4.73 3.00-19

and safety at such 
a lo w  price Ivery 
Firestone Tire carries a 
Lifetime Guarantee.

LIBERAL
ALLOWANCE

O N  YO U R

OLD TIRES
Come In TODAY!

\
f i-

AND YOUR OLD TIRE

t i u : YT.liTS a f t i - S u r e d

f i  restone
r  CHAM PI O X  T IK E S

T H E  O N LY  T IR E S  M A D E T H A T  A R E  S A F E T Y -P R O V E D  ON T H E  
S P E E D W A Y  T O R Y O U R  P R O T E C T IO N  ON T H E  H IG H W A Y

Ceioa la aad get year c.m piim ..- 
tery package at tk< atw I deb.il a 
flra ttaaa klarlqald Baarar saeds. 
Tb.y are year« tor tka asklag

Liitää ta tka Volca at FIr.steae witk Rickard Crook,. 
M argare t Speak, aad tka Flresteae Sympkeay 
O rck.itra, aadar tka directioa at Altred Wall.aitela, 
Moaday avaalegs, aver N. * .  C. Rad Network

The same super-safety and dependability that are 
built into Firestone Tires for the speedway are also 

built into the new Safti-Sured Firestone DeLuxe 
Champion Tires for the highway. Both are 

Safti-Sured against blowouts by the patented 
Safety-Lock Gum-Dipped cord body. Both are 

Safti-Sured for longer wear by the exclusive 
new Vitamic rubber compound. Profit by 

the experience of famous race drivers. 
Equip your car today with a set of these 

new Firestone DeLuxe Champion Tires 
— the world’s first and only tires that 

{ are Safti-Sured.

easy 50*
F ire sto n e

HIGH SPEED T IR ES
Compare with any other first quality tire 
in construction, performance and price! 
Then equip with a
complete set and 
save money!

6 .0 0 -1 6

f /0
firestone

CONVOY T IR E S

SEE YOUR NEARBY FIRESTONE DEALER OR STORE 
AND TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THESE AMAZING BARGAINS


