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commonplace flirtation.
something about .their sudden
the -small stringed orchestra
realizing it.

sounded and stood upon -the
terrace.

moonlit outdoor dance floor.

FIRST INSTALLMENT

Humming out of the east, the
Bttle black plane sped straight for
the landing feld. Natalie Wade
watched it idly. She had nothing
else to do.

The plane had held her gaze
wostly because of the directness of
its flight. Other bees from the busy
Rive of San Carlos Airport circled
ar looped or dived as tho in sheer
ahandon at having found their wings
Hut this black ship droned straight
for the searchlight towers and the
sagging windsock as tho all life
must perish if it did not reach the
field within the instant.

Then suddenly someone yelled 1n
the field office. Grease monkeys
eame heads wup at the cry. Then
zacing feet pounded on the concrete
where the girl stood and shirt-sleev-
ad men rushed past her to the open
feld.

Crossing the light breeze, the
ghip skimmed low, its motor roaring
more and more as it neared. Then,
at the last possible moment, 1t
weemcd, the roar died. The ship sat
down on the far tarmac but taxied
sbraight on as tho it would crash the
XEigh barrier before the hangars.

Moved by the rushing feet about
Mer, the girl slipped thru the barrier
gate. A burst of hoarse cheering
drew her on. Field men were mob-
Bing the flier now as he flipped out
of the open cockpit and clambered
% the ground.

“Atta boy, Monty,” someone yell-
ad behind her.

“Yeah,” came an answering shout.
“An hour and a half off the East-
West record. What do you know
shout that?”

squarely on the lips and then swept
her along beside him to the appar-
ent chagrin of the shrieking admir-
ers.

At the hangar office, Natalie would
have drawn away, but the hero
thrust her thru the screened door.
Screams and shrieks rose from the
other girls when they were stopped
at the entrance with the mechanics
and a queue of loitering boys.

Inside, Monty lifted the girl quick-
1y to one-of the desks.

“Now stay put there,” he laughed
down at her. “I'll give you that in-
terview in a few minutes. Got Lo
clean up first and sign the papers.”

Natalie stayed put. There wasn’t
anything else to do, and, after all,
what did it matter?

The brown-haired Monty had dis-
‘appeared into the wash room. Pres-
ently she could hear him sloshing
water over himself with much puff-
ing &nd splashing. A gray-haired
man who seented to be the port man-
ager was yelling questions at him

and writing in a big book. Monty
bellowed back the details of his
flight.

His wrist watch was handed out,
to be compared with the office clock
and the watches of the other men.

When, .presently, he came back
into the office, his face was clean
and the tousled brown hair had been
ruthlessly plastered back from his
forehead. . Natalie saw now .that
his chin was cleft in a somewhat
fascirating way.

“You're with the paper, you said”
he offered, with a chuckle and a
little wink. “We’ll go down to the
office and you can do your story
there.” - .
| Natalie made no response but his

“You aren't really one of those writing women?”

Then the girls' voices added their
A bevy

motor
park beyond bore down upon the
knot of men about the record-break-
ing Monty—whoever he might be—

shrill note to the clamor.
of gay creatures from the

and carried Natalie along with it.

He stood there grinning,
But happy, "beside the small plane.
He had jerked off the helmet he

wore and the mark of it crossed his
forehead beneath a mop of tousled

brown hair.
Natalie recognized him now, altho

she had never seen him before. This
cross-

was Mont Wallace whose
eountry flights were already famous.

She had seen his picture in a seore

of papers. -
She knew now what the excite-
nt was all about. Mont Wallace
had finished another of his great
ts,
oast record flying from east to

est.  An hour and a half, the ex-
eited shouter had declared.

And now he was reaping the“re-
ward of glory, the girl thought, and

she laughed, for the bevy of weet
young things had flung itself upon
kim, had caught. at his hands and
srms and now they were taking
turns kissing him.

Natslie chuckled as she stood
there watching. Just like fool wo-
mea: ta spail a good-looking boy like
this by too much adulatiom:-

Biit the crowd was moving toward
Rker. 'Girls and men both moved
down upon her and those behind
blocked her retreat so that they sud-
denly stcod face to face.

Natalie smiled up into his laugh-
&g -eyes in their mask of oil and
‘grime. She tried to step aside but
s hand, still holding his helmet,
meached out to stop her. N

“Come on,” he laughed. “Don’t
®e bashful. A few more kisses and
_my face will be clean.”

‘Without ado, he bent to kiss her

grimy

He had broken the coast-

grin was so infectious that she smil-
ed. This man worked fast, she
thought. He was just as swift with
adoring feminity as he was in break-
ing records,

He was at the telephone now or-
dering a taxicab., Offers of other
cars he spurned lightly.

There would be a fast ride into
town, the girl knew, and she thought
she could guess what came after-
ward. She must match wits with
him and a daring plan ¢ame to her
as she swung her heels from the
desk where she sat.

Her father had been a ne

When he stood st Natalie’s side,

she spoke to him guickly.
“I'm new here,” she said.

story of a new flight record.”

The boy looked at her with
fishy eye and then ambled off to the
desks where two or three men work-
ed apparently getting out the sport-

ing extra.

One of these with worn suspen-
ders and with his green eye-shade
drawn down so that it formed an
ulmost perfect mask, looked up
startied fashion.

He reached for a

piece of paper, stared at it,

then came over to the girl's side.
“What's all this about?” he de-

manded.

“I'm looking for a job,” she jerk-
ed out between bursts of typewriter
“This is Mont Wallace
who just broke the East-West flight
I'm writing the story and
he’s going to sign it if 1 do a good
job. Does that rate a try-out from

pounding.

record.

you?”

The small man peered up at Wal-
Then he thrust out his hand.

“I got a flash on the yarn from
the airport,” he said.
were late at the spot and they toid
me someone else had grabbed you.
If you'll give the young lady your
story, she goes on the payroll right
1 can’t promise how
she’ll stay there, but she’ll get

lace.

away.

trial”

“My

Wallace grinned.

“About how long,” he questioned,

“would that trial last?”

But the girl spoke up quickly.
“It doesn’t matter about
“If T can’t hit the ball I'll
know it quickly enough and so will
My name’s Natalie

she said.

they.

Put 1t on the payroll and let

draw enough when the story is done
to take the big boy out to dinner.”

“I'm Mack Hanlon,” the city edi-
tor said, glancing wisely at the flier.
“The dinner goes on office expense
account if you keep on the way you
Slap her out fast.

are going.

go down in twenty minutes.”

Sitting across from Mont Wal-
lace over the very excellent dinner
that was to be charged to the San
Express,

Carlos
merrily.

“This,” she explained, “is what I
call getting the breaks.
money, no place to go.
out to the airport because it is a long
walk and I like to watch the planes.
Then you buzz in, kiss me sweetly,
and carry me off. I use you to mus-
cle into a job and a good dinner
with the hero
life a joke?”

“All perfectly sensible,”

assured her.

are beautiful,

Natalie

of the hour.

girl needs in this world.”

“The evening will soon be com-
plete,” bantered Natalie. “You don’t
by any chance happen to have fal-
len in love with me?
all that could possibly occur to add

to the occasion.”

“Well.” the youth laughed. “You
can add that up, too, I guess. Some-
thing happened to me when I saw
you standing there
That’s why I kissed you.
isn’t love, it’s sure a perfect coun-
You might as well give it

terfeit,

at the
And

the benefit of the doubt.”

“That,” she chuckled, “is what 1

man. She knew the machinery of
news-getting. She would make him
play out his hand.

And so when the cab arrived, she
named the office of one of the local
papers, bade the man drive swiftly.

“Now is that nice?” Monty grin-
ned. “I wanted to take you to din-

er.”

;“I thought so,” Natalie grinned
impishly, . .

“You aren’t really one of those
writing women?” .

“1 wasn’t,” the girl laughed. *“I
was out of a job. I didn’t know
where dinner was coming from. But
with a story like this in my pocket,
I have an idea that I've got a job
as well.”

“What if I run out on you?' °
“0Oh, I'm sure you wouldn’t do
that. You’re a hero, you know. And
heroes never act like that even in
real life.” .

And so it was that, when the taxi-
cab pulled up at the newspaper of-
fice, Natalie Wade led her youthful
captive straight to the - editorial
room, pounced upon an unused type-
writer and began pounding out the
story of the flight as she thought
her father would have done.
“Boy,” she called presently.
loitering office-boy_reluctantly mov-

ider the r

man,

fills the bill.

liged to you.”

“Never kid an aviator,
Wade,” Monty laughed.
& few drinks and 'l make it just

P

as impassioned as you like.

say we go somewhere to dance af-

ter dinner?”

“That would be very nice,” Na-
“But please omit the
drinkg. 1 am,quite satisfied and 1
don’t know you well enough to try
hopping up our acquaintance with

talie accepted.

cocktails,”

“All right,” he agreed with evi-
“Just as you say.
But you have no idea how a few

dent reluctance.

drinks ripen the affections.””

When dinner was over he became
He insisted on hiring a car
and they drove first along the beach
road. At length they found an at-
tractive spot where an
liglithouse had been turned into a
sort of roadside inn and there they
eat for a long time looking out to-

host.

ward the Pacific. .

It was not till the girl found that
they were sitting side by side with-
out speech that she realized some-

“Tell
the city editor I want & job and that
I'm writing Mont Wallace's exclusive

that,”

Wade.

laughed

Monty
“You are young. You
And you have a head
on your shoulders. That’s all any

That’s about

of a gentle-
I wouldn't call it an impas-
sioned declaration but it certainly

abandoned

that step.

not aware of it.
head, her lips met his without shy.
ness or confusion.
the moment were preordained.
Then she gave a low laugh.
“Aren’t we supposed to be danc
ing?” she asked gaily.

He kissed her again, quickly.

a

swift, rhythmic strides, “but i
in |seems like a waste of time and o

and | much better employed.”

and ease.

self, since her high school
joying—a party like this.
She wondered about that.

much the same?
flowed under the bridges
world since that

of th
gay night. Sh
men
sity. Then her father had died an
with his insurance money she ha
taken a secretarial course.

For a year she had been
longJeclerk in her uncle’s law office.
a

parties were like.

she had been in love.
nme

she thought of that.
Roger was married now and had

she had seen him he had
looked funny to her.

That was the way with love.
made funny-looking people
wonderful for a little while.

We

some features above her.
was wonderful looking, this

found them smiling,

know.
“You'd die if you knew,”

Isn't | laughed aloud.

ever do that?”
“What?
laugh in spite of myself?”
“Have thought that make
want to laugh at the silliness
them?” she tried to explain,
“Well, I've got one now that wi
seem pretty silly if you can’t see it.
field.
if it{neart quickened.
quickly from her eyes.

She was!

than Roger had ever been.

‘What |ing him.
glorious madness.
do such amazing things?

kis arms.
“I'm wild about you.

before. I want you.
g0 somewhere with me—tonight.”
She was caught by his mood_an

words because of a blare
music.
“Where?” she asked.
“Anywhere,” he told her
his lips on hers again,

In the very kiss, the warmth fle
from her lips,

in

whole body suddenly failed.

There wes' that.
ac.
quaintance thet turned night glor-
jous and made the first strains of
send
them into each other's arms without

} . .They had sisen when . the. . muslg)
tiled
1t was only & step from the
Fshadow ™ that ~clothed them -to —the)
But
for long moments they did not take

Other couples began moving from
the tables within, but the two were
When he bent his

It was as tho

“Perhaps we are,” he chuckled as
he swept her out onto the floor with

very excellent music that might be

He danced, she found, with grace
It was as tho he really
enjoyed the music and as tho there
had been no need for him to learn
the steps thru which he guided her.
For the first time, she reminded her-
class
dance, she was enjoying—really en-

What
could it be that made this seem so
Much water had

had gone two years to the univer-

chief

But
he had gone into corporation prac-
tice and there hadn't been any place
for her in the new scheme of things.
Since then there had been a few
weeks work here and there but for
ten days there had been nothing. No
wonder she had now forgotten what

Besides, at the high school dance,

She laughed a little at herself as
How mad she
had been about Roger Yarnell. And

good-looking baby and the last time
merely

It
seem

Natalie glanced up at the hand.
Really, he
Mont

His eyes caught hers now &nd
“What’s so funny?” he wanted to

she

“Gosh,” he exclaimed, reddening.
“You make me feel as tho I'd for-
gotten to put on something, some
really vital part of the old costume.”

“Oh, it’s nothing like that. I just
had a queer thought and it made me
laugh in spite of myself. Don’t you

Have queer thoughts or

you
of

He held her a little closer and her
The smile Taded

That little
skip in her heart beat had told her.
She was in love with this
boy as she had been with Roger
Yarnell and he was a hundred times
more splendid in her eyes already

kissing her again and she was Kiss.

This was madness, but glorious,
How could life

‘.“Was that your furiny idea?” sl;e .
said softly_, standing in the circle of

“Yes,” he said, suddenly serious.

I never met
anyone so gorgeous in all my life

I want you to

she hadn’t heard too much of hid
the

eagerly,

Glory died in an in-
stant. That lifting of her heart that
had seemed like the levitation of her

1 should have seen it com-|writer.
ing.”

“{ was afraid,” he said contritely,
“that the idea would be a bust, Will
vou forget it?" writing that she kuew so
“It can’t he done, Mont Wallace”} “By Natalle Wade,”
the girl said slowly. “I had just,ithe middle of the line.
very suddenly, decided that I lovedig

You AR B Lo M )

She flung her arms out helplessly.

--Jt-was—at-the-bus—station-
made -him set her down, There on
that yesterday morning that now
seemed so long ago she had left her
few belongings. She claimed them
at the checker’s desk and trudged
thru the cool, sweet night to & fam-
ily hotel only a block or two away.
Registering, she chose an inexpen-
sive room and put off the bell boy
with smiling thanks in lieu of g tip.
-] But the smile came hard. Here
was lonely night on the heels of &
ruined evening.
Love! For & moment it had
caught her in its spell. For & single
instant it had glorified the vistas of
life. And now it was gone, like the
fading afterglow of northern lights.
She lay long staring into the dark,
wondering if stolen ecstasy could be
the searing thing she had been
taught, wondering if love must al-
ways die so tragically, wondering
why a heart without a wound could
hurt so fearfully.

And lying there, it seemed as tho
a presence filled the room, as tho
Mont Wallace stood there holding
out his arms and smiling contritely.
Instantly the feeling was gone but
now her heart had come alive again.
Hurt there still was in her breast
but it was sweet pain,

Life would go on. Struggle and
woe and sorrow, glowing _ delight
and fearful ecstasy would make its
lights and shadows. But this one

her from the rules of

could write it. Perhap

it must be written,
wrote itself before her
eyes.

. Wallace,” it read.
him and loved it. For

excellently  well.

t

t day.”

the hero’s arms.

read.

feet.
had Lent to kiss me bef
knew my name or I his.
e
e actually writing some
d
d

splendor of him, of the

his brow.

She knew that this much was real
out of the tumult of the evening.
This much could never be taken
away, that she loved Mont Wallace
and would love him always,

Even in loving she laughed, —
Wouldn't he smile at that? Wouldn’t
he grin to know this thing he had
left in the crushing hurt beneath
her breast?

It was a jest of fate. Only her
heart had been ravished' but she
knew there would be no forgetting
—Lightly he might go on from onc
kiss to another, gsathering them like
trophies of his prowess in fhe air.
Lightly he might test them in the
crucible of passion, even to find one
that finally claimed his own eternal
desire.

But always there would follow
him the adoration of herself, of Na-

up to find the
ing beside her
familiar figure

“Listen, kid,
special picture

a

on this.”

backed the request.

to make it snappy.”

nal fire that he had kindled even tho
he might never know.

Sleep came at last, deep dream-
less sleep that would not summon!
even a phantom of this youth to her
arms but in the morning she knew
some glory .burned in her before
ever her mind remembered that she
loved Mont Wallace,

Consciousness of him went with
her to breakiast in the hotel dining
room. It crossed the street with her
to the morning office of the Express.
It stood with her beside the day edi-
tor when he complimented her on!
the story she had done and ratified®
the agr of his that
she should have a trial on the staff.

Her name was on the assignment
book. It thrilled her to find it:
there.

?]. “Follow Wallace,” was the assign-
ment.

Natalie had enough of her fath-
er’s tradition in her to know the
meaning of that. * She was to bring
in another story of the new hero, |
and she was,to telephone him. She!
was to see him, and spend what time
she could with him until the dead-
line of the afternoon paper and per-

Mont Wallace.”

to know Jimmy Hale.

news.

1l

trade,

est incident in his life of that morn-
ing of that day. Yet, strangely, she
was not to write the tremendous
story of that night, at least not as
it had burned ifself into her heart,

She thought of the eager readers
all over the nation who would bel -
waiting for her story. It would be
carried on the wire. It would, if
she could do it well, bring a hun.
dred million people to sit beside this
Qe man, to ‘question him and to
hear whatever he had to say that
would reveal the man.

Millions of girls, she knew, would
be among those readers. Millions
01_ girls would want to know ‘what
this man was like. Girls made her-
oes of men like Mont Wallace, They
wo.u]d follow him. They would
write him. They would send foolish
mash notes and requeats for his pic-
ture,

Anq now, Natalie knew “what she
would” write. It was one story, at
least, that all the girls-would read

d

d

of.
Dated June 15, 1939.
Board of Education

ed toward her. -

Everything crashed

The ed that seemed
thing unususl had happened to her.|to be worth while. - .
This_was_no_ordinary iy o | “Ob"she-cried, “f o sofrywbont _She took from the pile

| Centralized Sehool

0Py paper that lay beside her type. 27

8he fitted ecarbon
tween two sheets and then ghe , "
the one line. she knew woyq ™,

she g,
Tt woy

by-line story and 1
SR o e Y

had finished she would find g,
could not let it be publishey Bl
And the %

“] danced last rilght with
“I danceq

Ince dances as he flies, gaily, ¢,
Unwearieq
the long grind at the controls
little black plane, by the progigipy:
effort it must have cost to huy ot
plane from coast to coast in fyy, 3
time than ever man made the Risks-
before, ho danced as lithely 1y ,3
it were the first exertion of y, 4

“Come on in here now.

were around her once more.
for the picture’s sake she looked o
_into his eyes as she had done tht
night before while Jimmy Hale took
the picture that was to tell mm
than all her story had done
that was to bear a caption her oper-
ing line—*“I danced last might with

Paper

Newspy g
Vaguely,

5 it worlf

u nbelievi,' E

L0
il
Mont W,
ey,

of by

". She wrote on and on, in mhuul
something that would give the il §
for whom she wrote an instay P

And as she wrote she thougt y §
that other story she might by
written but did not. “I kissed Moy
Wallace last night,” it should hn'
“I kissed the man who oy
from coast to coast straight to oy

1 kissed again the man g |
OFe ever jy

”»

There were in the story she gy

touches of §
this man’s humor, of the physy

cleft in by

chin that had fascinated her and of.
the brown hair that lay unwuly s’

day would color the whole fabric of " .
it for it was the day on which her| Natalie had lost herself in g
love had been born.. writing of her story. She did nt

know when the day editor cemet,
stand behind her chair and to ry
the lines she had written.

She did not know when he hurig -
back to his desk and bellowed fy 1
Jimmy Hale, the staff photographs,
It was not until she had
what she was writing and had sri
ten the conventional “30" at i -
bottom of her copy that she lootd
photographer stand
and with him h -
of .Mont Wallace.
the old man watsa

It was Jimmy Hale’s husky site,
Jimmy’s slightly bleary grin th

Natalie followed him, a little e
fused, with Mont coming behind.

Wallace. Or did' he only seem like|telie Wade. Her heart could not And presently she stood in th

that because of something in her?|bow down. It could not abase it-lcluttered room that was the photog
No job, no{Heavens, maybe she was in love with]self, But it could burn with an eter- rapher’s office. Mont Wallace's arms
I wander | this man!

That was the day Natalie came
A likesdle |
boy who swore he couldn’t writet
line of copy, he proved to be tht
best instructor she could have had
in the business of hunting dw2

Where things happened, the
sooner or later—generally soonel—
Jimmy Hale would be found with
kis small car loaded with camers
lamps and other equipment of b |

Because the girl was given feature
assignments almost from the fird
she and Jimmy were thrown mich
together and he came to consider ber
his special charge. The time ¥
to be when Jimmy would call her it

broke and together they would rat

Jimmy had unerring news hunchet
and it was he who, on that first of
their days together, swung the &
around to the mansion of Jake Mer
ion, west coast plane builder .
halted under -the wide porte cocher®
(Continued Next Week)

N R t———— 3 . h
Uncle Ab says that the rain #hid
plénzed everybody has never falle®

———————— .
Notice of School Mecting
Andover Central School
The annual meeting of th
itants of Andover Central Sch®
Town of Andover, N. Y., qualified 1
vote at school meetings in said
trict will be held at the schoo! hﬂ“’;
of said Distriet o Tuesday, Julf o
1939 st 8:00 p. m,, (Standard 7™
to transset such buainess as i 4
thorized by the Eduestion Ls¥ °
1910 and the acts amendatory the*

of Andov®
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