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SHE hadn't meant to blurt {t oul | ner whisper, “Linda? Linda?" | soming on the first plane.”
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lke that His eyes, stunned
and siricken, were like holes in his
face as he gazed down at her. She
bad hit him a blow in his most
vulnerable spot—his work.
She rushed on, “You Naval men
—Army men, {oo—professional
war mongers—don't realize what's
going on In the minds of the rest
of us. Thal's what Marecia tried
fo tell you that morning on the
field. These planes here drive me
mad! I read the papers, I see the
donger our country's In. I don't
want us to be dragged into war,
I can't stand the thought of people

I‘h‘eLn the footsteps went down the
1)

told her over the breakfast table,
“That long distance call came
through again last night, But you
didn't answer when we called
you."

Linda crumbled her toast. “Did
it?" There had been nothing fur-
ther to sav, George wasn't com-
ing, and any excuses would only
make matters worse.

“What ailed you last night?"
Marcia wanted to know. “Peter
mid you had a headache and asked
alm to take you home." Her eyes
wrrowed. “You're still just a little
wedy this morning. Want to go
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In the morning, Marcia's mother .
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She darted from his arms, her | Wasn't Jimmy. It was long dis-

breath coming fast, She ran intc
the lighted room where people
were dancing. Peter spied her at

ohce, “My dance, Miss Storm!" |
4 J | When she picked it up, she folt the

Linda saw Marcia's eyes raking
the room for Jimmy, and she was
flercely glad that here she was,
right under Marcia's nose, dancing
with Peter,

She musin't think about Jimmy
—mustn't think about what he wa:
going through now. At last she
saw Marcia heading for the porch,

“I—I've had enough,” she mum-
bled to Peler. “I've a headache
Would you mind taking me
home?"

“Gosh, I'm sorry.” He led the

tance, once more, for Miss Linda
Storm.

She was glad the telephone was
In the foyer, awsy from the others.

same cold anger sweeping through
her that she had experienced last
night. “Listen, George, if all you
want to say is—"

“Linda!" George's wvoice was
excited; different. “Linda, some-
thing terrible has happened. Last
night after you hung up on me I
was worried about it a while and
then decided to go over and tell
your dad. He didn’t answer the
door.”

Her fingers on the instrument

Jane! Gaynor, with her hair all
done up in style, looks very ma-
ture here as contrasted with the
little-gir] roles she has so often
taken in the movies. She's danc-
ing at a party st Hoellywood's
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 way to his ear, parked outside, | $tiffened, chill foreboding clutched

'l'ht_v passed Marcia and Jimmy, at her, “Dad? Oh, Gearge, quick! | Trocadero with Adrian, dress-

but’ Marcla's back was turned | Tell me!” designer for many movie stars,

Linda knew that Jimmy had seen
her. Her chin went up, She took

P%:"u:.en&ly home, with Petler l FLAPPER FANNY I. By Sylvia

driving, she tried to get control COPLIEM BYNLASIANCE e TMEILUSMTOF— &
of herself. “Sure you're all right?"
he asked once. “Perhaps we ought
to slop at a drug store and get
you a headache fizz."

"No, thanks. I'll be fine. Bul
when you get back to the club,
pleate tell Marcia . . . I forgot tc
say goodby to her.”

" He hadn't noticed the two people
on the porch as they left, evi-
dently, "Be glad to,” he said.

When Linda entered the house,
Marcin's mother was sitting under
a lamp, busy with a piece of knit-
ting. "How early you are, chil-

“IVs Just me™ Linda said mis-
+ erably. “I—I didn't feel well.”
“I'm sorry. Is there anything

I can do for you?!"
“No. I-I'll be all right*
-

. .

'11{! telephone rang. Mrs, King

rose to answer it She came
back quickly, “Lucky you hap-
pened to come in right now. That's
long distance, for you."

George! Linda experienced a
surge of thanksgiving. George had
aot writien because he was so busy

" getling ready to leave, and now
he was waiting to tell her, “I'll

be there day after tomorrow, I'm |
taking the train right now." |
“Hello," she said into the phone.

"Hello, George."

*Hello, Linda.” How good It was
to hear his voice! Just the sound
of it brought back Queensville
and Daddy and home, All the safe,
wolid, everyday things that had l
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