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tasting, creamy-textured. And they’re
still made the famous Royal way.
Sweetened just right —no need to add
sugar! You’ll love Royal Gelatin

Survey of 1,052 Royal users raveals
why millions are “Reaching for Royal”

“Taste more delicious!” they said.
Just try Royal Puddings and you'll
say 8o, too. They’re so smooth, rich-
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Dessgerts, too, with their luseious, fruit-
like flavors! Yes, always get Royal!

TOUNUHESS, Ll INTOUG (83 L XuTe, old!
black hair its chony cigor. that mind its power
to deceive and lo expiort not only its enenies.
but its lovers end itself > No flabbiness jor you.
my dear. You will necer founder into old age.
lransferring your appelites lo canapé’s at cock-
{ail time, and midmorning snacks. And in her
mind’s eye she saw the radiant figure of her
sister dematerialize into a witchlike sharp-
ness, the nose curved like a hawk's, the flesh
turned leathery, the mouth a bitter line un-
der cold, preying eyes. What happens when
there are no further trismphs, no more lovers,
no more lomorrows worth waiting for? As for
me, I shall be dead by then. I hope so. I have
known what 1t is lo be the victim of your beauly;
I would not care lo be its last crumb!

While she was dressing Regan outlined her
campaign to the wan listener among the pil-
lows. “ I'm going, now, to Bill's apartment.
From there we'll get someone to call Mark’s
number and find out whether he’s home. If
he should be, I'll have to wait and try later in
the day, or even tomorrow or the day after.
I don't want to run the risk of finding him
and letting myself in for a fight, and the pos-
sible ruin of my plans. If Mark is not home,
I'll try to make sure that Neddy is. Octavia
I know how to handle. After all, she has no
authority when [ am present. I'll go straight
to the apartment and bring Neddy away—to
Bill's place, where Mark 9
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Huster. | tmow Mark setter than you{
. He's still in love with me. Thg
srouble. NO maiter Lo Many wopad
may play amung w 2 love win8
hat's winv [ oan't tell nim abour Bj

Hester watched her walk 1o the dogr,
she tumed, a graceful and exquisite §

“Now don't worry ! If the phone rip
you think you can cope with Mark, go
Tell him anything, any lie that COmey 3
your head. Tell him ['ve gone to the cop
without leaving an address. Tell him y,
been deathly ill and know nothing of my
tivities. If, as you say, he's so deg
won’t persist in troubling you. But if
not equal to it, then just let the phone &
[ shall be back tonight. after dinner, [
ise.”

She waved, and Hester watched the
close upon her. She heard the soft
the elevator and pictured the slight, py
ful figure as it stepped into the sum
Blindly, Hester turmed and reached fg
telephone. She dialed a number. her miy
a fury of excitement through which
burned a single. selfless intention.

Mark’s voice answered: “ Yes?"

Hester held the receiver to her ear
heart was beating as it did when she
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won't think of looking for
him. What will happen, of
course, is that he'll try to
get hold of me here by
phone or in person. That'’s
where you come in.”

*I"d rather not. [ don’t
want any hand in this,

is.
worth.

It is a great error to take
oneself for more than one
or for less than one is

—From Maxims ond Refections of Goeths,
Transiated by Bailey Saunders.
{Published by the Macmillan Company)

but no sound came
her lips. Four livesd
words leaped like
things across her |
Four lives are in my/
four destinies and offf
unforeseeable evenls d
now, on me, on my w
my intervention, upon

Regan. It's your affair,
not mine.”

“When has anything been my affair and
not yours? I've always told you things. I've
always tried to share my life with you, when-
ever and wherever possible. As for having a
hand in this business—which concerns the
whole of my future life and happiness—you
don’t have to have a hand in it, if you'd
rather not, nor even a voice. If you feel you
can't put Mark off my trail with a lie. then
don’t answer the telephone. Letitring! And
if he should follow it up by coming here, don't
answer the doorbell.”

“But I shall feel like a prisoner!”

** Just for a few hours? I'll be back here to-
night.”

“WiLL you?"” She looked desperately at
her sister. ‘“Promise, Regan? [ feel so
darned weak—and the maid is no company,
nor much use when I feel an attack comingon.
1 get so scared, not being able to breathe.”

1 promise I'll come back tonight,’” said
Regan with sudden, crisp good humor. She
pinned a hat composed entirely of gardenias
on her dark hair. and selected a pair of white
gloves from the bureau drawer. She might
have been on her way to one of her women's-
club luncheons. A woman of action, thought
Hester despairingly. She knows what she's do-
ing, she never would make a false step or allow
herself to be tripped by another’s,

*Regan—"'

Regan turned from the mirror. She was
picking a tiny gold label from ahandkerchief,
oneof thedozen which Symes had brought her
from Lisbon. ** What is it, Hester? Now don't
go and give yourself another attack! I'm not
asking much—I'm not even asking you to lie
for my sake. if you'd prefer not to.”

“‘Regan, listen—listen tome. [don’t want
to preach ——"

*“Then don't!™

“Listen, Regan!” ‘Hester propped herself
on her elbow, a feverish color burning in her
cheeks. “Regan, don’t take Neddy away
from Mark. Go to him—go to Mark and tell

who have never taken
in my life; upon me whose mere exish
never cast @ shadow nor roused an echo i
votd. y]
“Hullo? This is Colonel Bycroft.” 3

The sense of his proximity overwhd
her. She could hear the intake of his be
faint sounds as he shifted some objecta
table, fainter, farther sounds from thes
where he stood. Warning. saving words
solved in her mouth. Then Mark hung]
and she let the receiver fallon her lap. S
settled on the room. The rain had ceasf '
wan glow filled the sky. Hester coughel§ '
eyes dilated, she coughed again and fdl
first demon stir in her chest. Slowly siefl -
out of bed. Her limbs felt hollow i
bones of a bird as they bore her guilt
toward the window, beyond which tig:
was slowly pushing through the mistil!
stared at the silvery reaches of the rivgll
the distant Jersev shore, then her ga
scended to the trees which lined the st
low, and she pursued, with the wo
gaze of a captive, the gay colors of bussl
automobiles. There, before her defr§
eyes, creation moved upon its destined
survivors of catastrophe, while she
merely the inheritor. :

“I've always told you things.” shefll:
Regan saying. “I've always tried to
my life with you.”

It was true. All the guilt, the schq
the restless. self-seeking, the deceits af
pocrisy; the countless confidences a
fessions, orglks of repentance witho
piation—these had been Hester's shf
that life. Out of this she was exped
make sense and to fashion, somehow, &
and a reason. What is the bond which.
to our brothers and sisters? Is it blood
flesh of our parents? Is it the memory
the dead persisting in us? Yes, Rega
shared everything with Hester. R?:
more than shared—she had rendered §
evil in herself and placed it in Hestes

+ (Continued on Page 64) J




