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CHAPTER XII

Cary waited interminable minu-
tes, it seemed, for Ivy to come out
of Lucretia’s room. A magazine lay
on her lap, its pages unturned, She
could not vead and she could not
keep her mind from marching in &
procession of distributing thoughts,

Already she owed Jim Qonstance
more - than $1,000 and
[ in each day almost faster
than she had time to write checks
to cover them. She was drawing
on her own slender allowance to
pay many of them. Yet Jim in-
sisted Lh:lxg. gvmtmnc was coming
along as it should.

“It’s always tough in the begin-
ning,” he assured her, “but as long
as you've got me back of you, you
have nothing at all to worry about,
I'll see you through.”

Strangely that was no assurance
whatever.

When Ivy came out she was not
looking particularly happy. “Sit
down here,” she motioned to Cary
indicating a place beside her on
the davenport, Cary obeyed silent-

“Now what'’s all this I hear about
Anthony Garth?  Whatever it is,
Lou's taking it pretty hard but it's
not going to be fatal. It almost
never is, especially when a woman
like her is still beautiful and there
are plenty of men adrift — rich
men, I mean.”

“I met him at the track today,”
Cary said unhappily, almost wish-
ing she hadn't seen Anthony at all.
“I was feeling pretty low at the
time. One of my horses was claimed
for a song.”

“I don’t know what that means,”
Ivy sald, “but go on.”

“He must have seen how I felt,
for he suggested that we get out
of there where we could talk, We
got in his car and landed on high
stools with our elbows on e
counter and some perfectly swell
food In front of us. You know
what that does to a person some-
times.”

“Yeah, T know.” Ivy sald. “After
that what happened?’

“Nothing really. We drove home.
We were standing on the steps
when Lou came up with some
friends. T guess it was quite a
shock to her.”

“How did she treat him?”

“Better than I expected, but rot-
ten encugh. She left no doubt in
his mind how she felt toward him.”

“I imagine!” Ivy chuckled. “But
the question is, Cary, how much do
yeu like him? I mean is he likely
1o be coming around again soon.”

C:nl:\' r‘i)]ort’d slightly, but she

‘T likze like him a lot, though it’s

ing serious. T may see him
, but not here.”
grinned. “T'd say from the
ion on your face that you
lite him more than a lot and that
you very definitely will be seeing
him aegain”

“I still say T ke him a lot, Ivy.

ut I'm not going to let myself get

© other way abcut him. Lou
v hates him because she

d was paying out money
omecne and she believed An-
) had some connection with

‘v got up abruptly and stood

down at Ivy. “I can't say

avid was paying out monszy

1'm sure now that it wasn't

a woman., He was kind and good

and he loved my Mother and he

loved her child.” Otherwise, why

did he continue sending her fat

checks each month after her mar-

riage to George Tyle automatically

stopped all alimony? But she took

everylhing he gave her and gave
him only bitter hate in return.”

Ivy lighted a cigarett before she
spoke. She looked at Cary through
a thin haze of smoke and said,
“You're a smart girl, Casy You
should have been a detecttve in-
stead of so good-looking.”

She drew deeply on the cigarette
and her eyes narrowed. “Tel] me
this, though. How are you going to
keep Anthony Garth from feeling
something more than mere sisterly
affection for you? It’s sometimes
difficult to keen a man like him
from falling in love and when they
do—well, I'm warning you, they
work fast, Wou're married to them
and settled down in a vine-covered
cottage before you can bat an eye.
And how do you think Lucretia is
going to take that?”

“You've forgotten about Paul,”
Cary sald, “I'm going to glve him
the right of way the next time we
meet and that should make every-
one extremely happy.”

Ivy stood up and bent to crush
the fire from her clgarette. She
did not look at Cary when she
sald_.' “Everyone but Anthany and
you.

Then she let the weight of her
unhurried glanee fall fully upon
Cary, as she went on. “If T were
vou, darling, T wouldn’t marry any
man T didn’t love. Your own moth=
er did that three times and it
brought bher nothing but head-
aches and unhabpiness.”

“But I love Paul” Cary sald,
meeting Ivy’s eyes levelly, believing
her own words.

“I'm glad to hear that, my
sweet,” Tvy said drily, “I'm glad to
hecar that someone loves someone
clse. Where do I sleep? I'm gm
to bed at eight so I'll be beau
tomorrow.”

“There are twin beds In my
room.” Cary said. “I'd love to have
You use the other one. Mine's the
one next to the double windows.”

“So thoughtinl of you to grab
all the freshair,"Ivv safd. but her
voice was steeped with good humor.

The ‘elebhone rang sharply, “I'll
take it,” Cary said.

Ivy yawned. “If it's for me,
I'm not in. If it's for Lou, she's all
in. But if it’s for you and it's a
date. take It. You need something
to give you a boost. You look ter~
rible.”

Cary felt her heart hasten Its
heat, Jim wenldn't wa ealling aenin
She had rather definitelv settled
him for tonioht, Anthony had sald,
“I'M call you—"

“Hello. Carv Morean speaking ™

“Hello, swertheart” the volce at
the other end of the wire sald.
“Ven'sa sounding rather formal
tonicht.”

“Panll  When did vou get into
town?”

Tor headed  for the hedroom,
muttering. “Sveakine of tha devil
—" and ~losed tha door before che
finichad the sentence.

“Tar npt anita in town hut TN
He there In about an henr,

AL L I 4 bﬁ”"" wam von
Wiatin maliamw  wlanar  bamethar
Antne and cening thines fonieht”

“SapnA- kAt wivht $4 me, Pavl,
TN ha walttes "

(Ma ha Aantinnady

Mno A tha hesntias mpat mith a1
Aves Alanwin and  Tunfefa is tha
BavcaaineTn whish  wrAwe v a
ovent maes with q profuston of rich
purple “flowers.”
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MANY TIMES in the early days of this war,
battles were lost and lives were sacrificed
because there was “Too Little Too Late”. No
words could be more tragic. They must not
be heard now; '

Canada’s armed forces are fighting our battles.
Shall we at home fail to give them every pos-
sible support? They left their jobs, their homes,
their friends for the discomforts and dangers
which are ever present, prepared if need be to
make the supreme sacrifice. Are we going to
let them down? Are we going to increase the
dangers . . . multiply the hazards . . . prolong
the struggle because of “Too Little Too Late’?

Our big job right now is to put over this fourth,

can buy another... Phone

57 Queen Street
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Don’t Let This Be ¢

Victory Loan. The need is greater than everj
It’s unthinkable that we should falter or fail.

A lot of money to raise?, Sure it is. But it can
be done. It must be done. Have you gone the;
limit? "(“)r, could you stretch the budget by a
greater effort; by real self denial, by postpons
ing the purchase of something you would like
now but could wait until the time when you
can buy with a clear conscience?

Canada needs 'every dollar you canvlend. :

There is still time for you to do your full part]
Maybe it’s your own son, or yqur neighbor’s
son, brother or husband who is depending on:
you. Don’t let them down at this critical time,

If you have not already bought...or if you find you

Local Headquarters —

a Salesman will call

LOCAL VICTORY LOAN HEADQUARTERS

[Phone 1663




