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CHAPTER XX
He turned om her suddenly.
“Oh, don't nag—don't mag!
Where d’you suppose I ‘got* it
trom? You're not a child or &
fool! Use your common semsel™
He drained the brandy i tweo
gulps. He began to bluster. “And
1 may as wel! make it clear, Shis
Jeg, that I'll stand mo
(It was. from the first, your ides

on me—I wasn't tem
guited to it—"
l “Don’t worry, I'm not going to
__ reproach you.”
!  She was back at the window,

"I'h as what she had ma
this!! And she could have B
bAlan Bremnaway . . . At Alan’s
- imame there flashed up & fresh
|bafflement. Wh_at mlmﬂﬂ
meant by dralging v
'{nte it? If Roger had borrowed
'that fifty thousand from Alam, it
|would be clear emough. But Roger
ihad not borrowed. He had stolem
—from truit funds. Stolen.

She cried out sharply and he
glared up at her.

“Now, look here, Shirley—"

Her words cut across his:

“I want to know everything,
Roger. Everything. What—how
|far has Alan Brennaway helped
'us already?”’

The glass he still held fell to4
the floor and rolled, without
jhreaking, almost to her feet. She
‘was able to take an interest in
‘4t. wondering why it had mot
i'broken . . . She had startled him
'considerably. He was stammer-
4ug and hedging.

“Brennaway? We surely arem't
going to discuss Brennaway again,
are we! I'm tired of the sound of
'his pame. It's been Breanaway,
"Brennaway—""

Again she feund herself shomt-
dng at him,

{ "Tell me what [ want to know,
Roger. You shall tell mie! How
does Alan come into It? Tell me!”

Roger began to laugh, His
Jaugh was high pitched and un-
pleasant,

“All right. I'll tell you.”

“You're raving at me because
I've stolen,”” snarled Reger at
Shirley, “Of course I've stolem.
It's not an original ides, to mon-
jkey with trust funds. Other men
‘have done it before me. My own
father did it for twemty years.”

“I don’t belitve it.”

“It's not worth belleving. It's
so pasily verified. My father took,
roughly, five hundred thousand
dollars’ worth of his cllents’ mon--
ev. I ted the debt and I did-

. 4 n't know what was to become of
i me. I contemplated suletde.”
= “Roger!" .
“I tried to release you a num-
F ber of times but I hada't the
* strength of will, I wanted you too
much. But one of the clients
found out and sent a libelous pest
card to some of the others. Bren-
maway brought his round to show
me and I admitted it was true,
“l was.in a pretty
state then. He asked me for de-
tails and I gave him a list of all
the people my father had robbed.
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to play this game. You foreed £} °

':‘:"' quivering with contempt for him.}

Then, to my amazement, he vof-

e 8 e e mac
; % . .
4 -3 ".-I a
o " |

;
5
g

i
i
;
;

for his money back.”
h?‘:!o- won't go—to Micedon-
“And leaxve some other in
charge of my affairs as tzn
now? Befors I'd be gome six
weeks, thece’d be a warrant out
for my arrest. The only thing for
me to do now is to play my fath-
er's game till the end of my life.”
Buppose Alan finds vut—what
¥ou've dome?”

“He couldn’t be. It's mot im
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LSTEN To THIS, TILLE - .

DEAR MESE KLNKER = ArTErR
HEARING YoUR MARNVELOUS TALK

FOR THE SHORT SKIRT LAST
| [WEEK OVER. THE RADIO, | MUST’
SAY THAT | AM NOW ONE OF YOuR-

s T SUPPORTERS - YOUL
m A HIT WITH ME, Ang
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BEAUTIPUL’ .

LITTLE ANNIE ROONEY

“Making the Rich ‘G

reen’ Wit hEnvy”

THIS MAY BE THE) [ WHO. |
o |Knows.

SURE ITS THE
FIRST AEW \EAR'S EVE '

> 7 3I'VE SPENT AT HOME
i SINCE" I WENT ON THE
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