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ge:h&;x, she was magining the mis-
trust she saw in his eyes. Maybe it
was just that he had been so badly
hurt, If he'd been thinking for these
last two weeks that she'd been with

Miller because she enjoyed

' goes back over two years.”
Simon thought that of course h

Denise told me that fellow
1 love with you, or words to
v effect. Maybe we'd better say
more abour it. “But conehow

K 8t bt

it all s much .

1. Jerry Miller used to be vere|
of Denise.”

in his|

t almost. She thought'
Suppose [ tell him|

t everything, and ne
me?  Suppose he

try to trump up,
But he couldn't possibly
must know she was be-
1y honest with him.

g . daring. Oh, Simon, I dom't!
know how to teil you this, I think'
perhaps I'd better make It as brief

’ I'm afraid what I'm go

4y hurt you a zreat deal
er risk even tha: than!
moment |

-." her voice broke. |
ndous effort she went
Mmeans anything to|

/a5 because I had

g aboy Denise

t u
on her way to meet you .
what of {t?"
~eaking the tr that
rmon Denise wasn't on her
to mezt you. She was runninz/
with someone else, walking|
on you. I. thought the man'
was Jerry Miller.” |
CHAPTER XV
a mcment there was no sound,
<m save the ticking of the!
clock in the far corner|
Simon's * face harden,|

She made a little gesture. “Ye:!
and no. “T couldn’t be certain. when
there was that accident and we be-
lieved dead, it geemed there
Wwas no reason why you ghould ever |
know. T didn't want to ruin your,
faith in her. I didn't want to spoil
the memory you had of her "

Slmon made a gesture. “Al] .
Your motives are very la le,
I'm sure, I'm afraid T can't at the
moment quite appreciate them. And
T'en still at a loss to know what all

s has to do with your lunching

vith Jerry Miller. I should have
imagined under the circumstances
that you wouldn't have wanted to
have anything to do with him,
especially since I told you I disliked
and distrusted him."

Cherry wondered how she could
‘gO on. ere seemed so much still
to tell him and yet it was impos-
sible now to draw back. But the
way he was looking at her hurt her
8o terribly, made her want to cry
out as if she were in sheer physical
pain. “I know, Simon. But there
was a reascn. I thought that Jerry
could give me news of Denise. You |
see, there is still scnething more |
I've got to tell you. The day before
we married I found this in one of
the little drawer in the dressing
table.”

She opened her handbag as she
spoke and tock from it Denise's
engagment ring. She handed it a=
cross the table to him. “You rememe
ber, Simon. That ring...."”

There was no need to go on, no
need to remind him. He ri as
quickly as t¢he had what the finding
of this ring might mean to them.
He stared at it without speaking.
Then he lcoked across the table at
her and the expression in his eyes
turned her heart to water.

ill sajd nothing she went
tely, “You see, darllng.,'

Jerry emight be able to---

g

tell me if she was really dead. It's
been so dreadful not knowing for
certain, T did it because I loved you
so terribly, because I couldn't bear
to tell you about Denise. And be-
cause....well, I didn't know that
she wasn't dead. I don't know that
now, I feel sure she must be. It's
only that there is some doubt.
Simon dearest, don't lock
like that! Simon..."she broke off.:

Simon's eyes were hard, His face
Waeg drawn. “My God, Cherry.” he
taid slowly. “I don't belleve I'm
ever going to be able to forgive you.",

Cherry asked herself whether it/
would have beén better after all to
have said nothing, Hadn't she nl-'
ways intended to keen the possibility
of Denise's being still alive a secre
locked away in her heart? Hadn't
1t been with the idea in mind that
she decided to risk their marriage?
And now, because cf his secing her

__with Jerry Miller, she'd-allowed her-;

f to be stampeded into telling him.
Sire wrung her hands. “Simon dar-
linz. T can’t bear you to take it like

is.” '

(T he conblas-4y hadl

i

The closer we get to victoiy the better we
see the price to be paid in “blood, sweat,
tears” and money. No early victory without
more of all four!

The cost of preparing the enemies’ death

‘blow has been tremendous. But the cost of
_delivering it will be greater still. Invasion

comes high. The real job lies ahead!

The job of our fighting men is to give every-
thing—ours is to lend more, to put our bottom
dollar into Victory Bonds.

Don'’t tell our boys on the beachheads that
we’ve done all we can. The least we can do
is to lend more — to shorten the war.

5et behind the Sixth Victory Loan. It may
mean more self-denial — but what is that’
compared with the sacrifices our boys are
making? To them victory is worth
everything. How much is it worth

'to you? '




