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you.” 

"changed for comfortable slippers. 

_ their attention upon something 
that eventually turned out to be 

THE MARITIME BROADCASTER Saint John, N. B., September 27, 1935 
— 

liv- 
sprightly 

grandmother, Fanny Townsend, has 
married Sherry Warren, New York's 

SYNOPSIS—Marcia Townsend, 
ing =with her modern, 

handsomest heartbreaker. But af- 
ter a year and a half of happiness 
Sherry succumbs to the lure of | 
Terese, night club banjoist. Mar- | 

cia is heartbroken but apparently 
recovers for she arranges a large 
dinner party. Then Sherry discov- 
ers that among her guests are Jim 
Salston, a husband he had once 
wronged, Jim's ex-wife, Diana, now 
married to Lord Moulton. Now the 
last straw is Terese, who has just 
been announced.) 

CHAPTER X. 

“IT'S A WIFE WIFE . , .» 

7OU'RE Miss Germain, aren't! 
you?” Marcia said to Terese, 

with a pleasant smile, 
“Yes. Mrs. Townsend?” 

“No. I'm her granddaughter.” 

They smiled at each other polite- 

ly. “Mrs. Townsend had planned 
a much larger party but if you] 
don't mind playing for just a few 

of us—we tried to get word to 

| 

ve 

“Well now that I'm here—” 

Marcia beamed on her. “That's| 

awfully nice of you. If you don’ tl 
mind being a guest—instead of 
an entertainer—” 

Terese caressed her hair with a 
grand gesture. “I'm always treat- | 
ed as a guest.” ; 

“I'm sure you are,” Marcia said 
agreeably. “Would you like to 
meet our ather guests?” She went 
about the business of making in- 

troductions: Then she turned to 
Sherry. “And my husband, Mr. 
Warren. 

This was not a new situation to 
Terese. She inclined her head in| 
a non-committal bow. 

Sherry,’ however, grasped the 
bull by the horns. “Miss Ger- 
main-and I are old friends.” 

“Isn't that lucky,” Marcia said 
sweetly, “the house is just full of 
old friends.” 
Later that evening Fanny was 

in her bedroom, her shoes ex- 

She watched, Marcia and Jim as 
the strolled in the garden, their 
heads ' intimately close. “The 
blithering idiots!” Fanny stormed. 
“Why should I bother about 
them?” But in another moment; 
she had changed back to her 
shoes and was determinedly de- 
scending the stairs. A “deliriously 
happy drunk reeled past her as 
she reached the hall. 

“Where's Mr. Warren?” 
asked Stafford. 

“I think he’s out that way, 
Madam, 
She pushed her way, with some 

difficulty, past a crowd of people 
all of whom were concentrating 

she 

Edgar wearing a silk hat and a 
coonskin coat. He was exchang- 

girl. 

“Ah, there Mrs. Townsend,” 
Edgar hailed her, “yéu’re just in 
time.” 

“Just in time for what? 
police? 
stop it” 

“This is a charade.” 
“Looks more like the last quar- 

The 
What are you doing—and 

| spectacle 
| Moulton’s lap while they played when to stop.” ” 

| Townsend,” 

ter $x between Yale and Vassar.” 

Adapted by 
rons: the-stageplay By A. Eg. Ly 

BEATRICE FABER. 

METRO" GOLDWYN'MAYER 
PET ake 

She proceeded on her way. Then | 
she was brought up short at the 

of Terese seated in 

a banjo together. 

“I suppose this is another 
'charade,” Fanny said disgustedly. 
“Well, it’s the first time I ever 
saw a four-legged banjo.” 

“I'm awfully glad I came, Mrs. 
Terese said. “You| 

have such interesting guests.” 
Fanny was about to reply when 

Sherry walked by accompanied by | 
Diana, 

“I want to thlk to you,” Fanny 
said to him, noting his morose 

face, 
“But, Mrs. Townsend,” Diana 

twittered, “he’s simply impossible. 

But I know why,” she babbled, 
“do you, Mrs. Townsend? It’s 

Marcia and Jim. Isn't it excit- 

ing. They've been out in the gar- 
iden now for an hour.” 

Sherry consulted . his watch. 

“An hour and fifteen minutes,” he 

corrected her, “Ain’t love grand?” 

Fanny took his arm. “Petty 

Wetty, you come with me. And 

Diana, you'd better get your hus- | 

band away from that banjo player 

before he breaks a string.” # 

But Diana was pointing at the 

door from the garden and nudg- 
ing Sherry. 

see, Petty Wetty?” 

Marcia and Jim had just come 

in, engaged in a whispered con- Jim as he passed through the | rage” 

“Lost something, old man?” | versation. They drifted on to the! 

dance floor. 

“Hmm.” Sherry’s mouth. twist- 

ed into an imitation of a smile. 

“Well, it’s good to see them back 

again. I hope they had a nice 

rip» 

“Abruptly, he started off in their | 
direction, roughly throwing off 

Granny's restraining hand. As he 
reached them he tapped Maycia 
on the shoulder. “If you don’t 
mind dancing with your husband! 

ing passionate kisses with a young|- —" he said in a strained voice, 

“Not at all, old man,” Jim spoke 

up with over-cordiality. 
Ignoring him completely, Sher- 

ry swept Marcia off in his arms. 

“Making quite a fool out of me, 
aren’t you?” he said through a 
set smile. 

Marcia’s mouth curved provo- 

catively. “I hadn’t noticed it, 
Am 12” 

“Do you see what I! 

Sherry looked at her sternly. 

“My grandfather always used to 
say—‘It's a wise wife that knows 

| He was tapped lightly on the 
shoulder, It was Jim, cutting 11s 
“If you don’t mind—" 

| Sherry faced him in impotent 
rage, helplessly bound to relin- 

'quish Marcia. 
She waved to him over Jim’s 

| shoulder as they danced away. 

“And my grandmother always 

used to say—'Pfooey to you.” 
Moulton, beaming affably, turn- 

ed to him for an explanation. 
“Pfooey? Pfooey? What's that 
mean?” 

“It's an American expression,” 

Sherry snarled. “It means, Thank 

you for the dance.” 
Fanny was now at his elbow 

again. “Now see here young fel- 

low, before you make a complete 

ass of yourself—" 

hus- 
band, Mr. War- 
ren,” Marcia said. 
Terese bowed her 
head in a non- 
commijtal way. 

Ris is. my 

1 Sherry immediately signalled to 
|Lord Moulton, “Your dance, I 
believe.” 

Moulton was delighted. “Why 
| yes—why not old dear.” He grasp- 
ed Fanny firmly about the middle. 
“One, two, three, and away we go 
—what?” 

“Sherry—" Fanny cried desper- 

about the room. 

| Sherry made his way to the 

| front hall, nearly colliding with 

door. 

“Why, no, old man,” 

| plied with an amused smile, 
you?” 

“No, and I'm ‘not looking for 
anything.” 

“I am.” Jim peered around. 
“I'm looking for Marcia’s bag. 

We're going to take a little drive.” 

Jim re- 

‘Have 

Sherry continued to smile 
though the muscle in his jaw 
jumped and twitched. “Not with 
Marcia you aren’t.” 
Jim took his arm in friendly 

fashion. “She thought she'd left 
it in this room.” They walked 

slowly around as if in earnest 
search. ‘So the drive with Mar- 

cia is out?” Jim asked with com- 
plete lack of emphasis. 

“The drive with Marcia is out,” 

Sherry returned forcibly. A ris- 
ing tenSion was making itself felt 

between the two men. Faintly 

ately as she was whirled giddily! just what isn’t funny?” 

{as a street drill. 
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shocked, Sherry could feel age-old | 

primitive emotions’ surging all 

through him—hate — murderous 

cut-throat hate—the urge to Kill. | 

Trembling slightly he jampmed his | 
hands into his pockets. 

Jim’s sudden burst of uproari- 

ous laughter was as nerve-racking 

“Whats sg. funn?” . Sherry 

asked hoarsely. 
Jim laughed again, then sober- 

ed. “You saying the drive with 

Marcia is out.” 

Sherry stared. 

[very funny?” 
“Very.” 
“Well if isn’t,” 
“No?” 
“Na 
Jim balanced himself against 

the wall negligently. “Well now, 
tell me, Sherry—you have a much 

better sense of humor than I— 

“And that's so 

Almost for the first time in his 
life Sherry understood what the 

phrase “to grind one’s teeth in 
meant. He was doing it] 

thimself. “You aren’t.” 
“Possibly not,” Jim 

easily. - “But: you are. Youre 
even funnier than I was—" his 
voice dropped to a curiously even 

hardness, ‘“—when I was in the 

same boat.” \ 

Sherry felt the blood rush to 
his eyes and there seemed to be 
a peculiar whistling in his ears. 
“How do you mean—the same, 
beat’ 
“The — same — boat,” Jim re= 

peated significantly, his eyes bor- 
ing into Sherry’s. 

admitted 

(Jim's meaning is only too 
clear. “The same boat’ he has 

said to Sherry, serving notice 

that he is taking his wife away 
from him if he can. Will Mar- 

cia leave Sherry for Jim? Don’t 
miss next week's thrilling in- 
stallment.) 

Use Of Gambling 
Is City Planning To Permit 

Devices? 
(Continued from Page 3) 

- 

in license fees may prove poor 

{consolation to those who lose their 

wages playing the machines. If 
the machines in question are mere 

vending machines it is’ hard to 

see how the owners can afford to 
pay $2,500 for the privilege of 
operating them and how the in- 

dividual machines can pay an ad- 

ditional $10. If the machines op- 
erating in Saint John do not con- 

tain an element of chance, then 

those placing coins in. them are 

getting full value for the money 

expended—but are they? 
There is a difference between 

a vending machine and the So- 
called slot machine, A vending 
machine delivers goods while the 
slot machine is generally consid- 
ered a gambling device. 
The penny gum machine in 

which one puts a cent and gets 
a stick of gum or some candy 
would be just as much entitled 
to pay a license as the slug shot 
machine, but if the licensing of a 
slot machine is to merely make 
it legal to operate a gambling de- 
vice, it is wrong in principle. It 
does not look reasonable to expect 
the owne¥s and operators to he 
willing to pay Mr. Walsh's pro- 
posed license fee merely to oper- 
ate a vending machine. 

LIFE'S SCRAPBOOK 
“The happiness of the tender 

heart is increased by what it can’ 

take away from the wretchedness 
of others.”—Petit-Senn. 

* » » 

“Happiness is at our own fire- 

sides and is not to be picked up 

in strangers’ gardens.”—Douglas 
Jerrold. 
\ . < . 

“Experience should be the 
school of virtue, and human hap- 
piness should proceed from man’s 

highest nature.” — Mary Baker. 
Eddy. 
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Ever since 
MICKEY AND 
HORACE GOT 
BACK FROM 
THE WEST, 

CLARABELLE 

HAS BEEN 
STRYING TO 
GET “THEM 

TO ACCEPT 

A REWARD, 
BUT THEY 
POOH - POOH | 
THE IDEA! 
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BETTER SAVE IT, 
CLARABELLE —I| N 

CASE Y'EVER MARRY Al 

< I'M AFRAID ITS 
NO USE! MiekeY | 
GETS HIS OWN 
. REWARD OUT 
~ OF HELPING 

HIS FRIENDS! 

We WRETCH! 1) BUT JUST THINK OF ) (on. 1 plow TOMORROWS SHR ; COAX HIM % 

TO GET BACK IN TIME 
TO SAVE MY 

Home! 

QNLY WANTED 
TO BE SURE ID Y 
BE HOME ON MY 
® BIRTHDAY! 


