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THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES

—By Williams

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES —By Martin
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WAR COLLEGE

WHEN T FIRST SteEwn
THEM TWO GUMS COME
AROUND TH' CORNER I
THOUGHT THENY, wAaS JusT
“TWO HONEST LABORERS =
FIVE MINUTES LATER A
GUARD COMES AROUND TH
CORNER AND, BEHOLD,
T FIND THEM'RE. DESPRIT
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THEM PRISONERS
BETTER ‘wWATH
THAT GUARD.

A SENTRY DESERTED
ON TWO OF 'Em
ONE. DAY AN' THEY
HAD TOC GO BACH
“To TH' GLARD HOUSE
ALONE. ~ AN’ THEM
GOT BAWLED OuUT
FER LETTN THEIR
GUARD DESERT.
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THATS ONE THING THAT || NOT A 8pD

NEVER BOTHERS ME! \DEA - BUT,
1 PLWAYS GET TS WHAT W TREY
FOR THE MEN AND DON'T CARE

STOCKINGS TOR TRE FOR WOUR
LADIES ~~YOU CANT Lstw;‘nm ?

. )
SWORTHR GIVIN
A WRIRL AN~

TR WAY= WHAT

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

NOW, BOOTS-FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE
OONT GWE ME ATIE ! WAT~WE
CAN THINK. OF SOMETHING ~
ANY THWE BuT A TIE , PLEASE
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—By Ahern

SAY, MISTER «WE
wilow WHa Yeu ARE !
w Yau AT No REALLY
SANTY CLAUS « Vou'RE
ALVIN'S UNCLE TAKE
HoaPLE! wa Vou MiGHT
YooL LIFILE KIDS WHAT
Do’ Klow MucH, BUT
PINKY AN ME WAS
ABoUT VYou !/
~~ AN' BESIDES, SANTY

~H® REALLY

REAL SANTY
CLAUS DON'T
HAVETA WEAR

FACE !~ HE

FALSE FACE
LIKE NOURS !:/

] WHAT ! w EM WEARING

1 LIKE “THAT! «r Jlow
LsTed, I WALRT You
KIDS -T0 SCRAM AM"
QUIT FoLLowiNa ME !
e~ AN DONT POKE FUN AT
SANTA CLAUS !lwe
e \F Y'SAY “THAT AGAIN
TLL SPAMK -TH' PAcKil G
ouT oF Vou !~
G WAN Now,

SCA-R-RAM I,

A FALSE FACE 2w WELL

—By Blosser,

~ AFTER TWS DONT COME
© ME WU ANY MORE
CALSE ALARMS=GEE!'! 1
FELT AS Big AS A
NICKEL IN FRONT

When  Jacqueline Bordinil, famous
{ﬂovl:ms'i:r, hrct:;"li; to the little town
C she a grown up, Howell
&mnem feels the xm-rlngsD of dis-
satisfaction. His father, a hard-work-
ing doctor, never had gotten rich, and
Howell, studing medicine in preparation
follow his father's géoreaslon wonders
e really wants to a doctor,
acqueline, at a dance In her honor,
te HQwell he is too good-looking for
the town of Fairfax. Meanwhile, his
father, tired and overworked, comes
down with pneumonia
The swift death of his father leaves
owell bitter and rebellious. He has
reé more years of medical work to
h father has left little
oney. Howell decides to quit medical

sthoal, to go to Hollywood and try to get
in the movies, for quick wealth, fame,
and success.

CHAPTER FOUR

Howell Sheffield the journey

from Fairfax, Mo., to Los An-

geles was like a dream. Others

might complain of boredom. He

found no difficulty in amusing him-
seif,

Staring with equally unseeing
eyes at mountains and desert. He
was conscious of the scenery, in a
secondary way, but the topmcst
layer of his mind was occupied with
his own future.

Even the memories of his father
were lald resolutely away. No room
for sentiment in the struggle to
which he had pledged himself.

He made no effort to accept any
of the tentative offers of compan-
ionship from fellow travelers. He
made no confidences to any one but
Lambie,” and that was not until
the magic word “California” ap-
peared after the name of every
town. Once in the diner, he thought
how surprised some of these people
would be if they knew they were
traveling with a future motion pic-
ture star.

Four years from now he would
probably be forced to dine in the
seclusion of his own compartment

Howell's heart almost suffocated
him when a couple of reporters
boarded the train at Ogden and
were admitted to the drawing room
of his Pullman.

*Richard Reynold's in there,” ex-
plained the movie-wise porter. “Been
sleeping all the way from Chicago.
That's what most of them do on
the train.”

From then on Howell watched the
door of that drawing room with the
intensity of a cat. Rewarded by a

itary glimpse of a big man, with
ired eyes, and a disappointingly un-
familiar face.

Richard Reynolds did not at all
resemble the pictures Howell had
seen of him. He never would have
recognized him without the por-
ter's explanation.

At Salt Lake Howell, strolling

through the station, paid a dollar
& book he hoped would be a
to him. “How I Broke into
Movies” was the title and it
hined the autographed photo-
fhs and personal experiences of
i movie stars.
ganrely, thought Howell, one of the
y must have had a way of break-
in which might be repeated.
He read them all, from beginning
to- end, finding them surprisingly
similar, “My mother was a stage
star” “I made my first appear-
ance on the stage when I was 7
years old.” “My mother, faced with
the necessity of supporting herself
and her baby took to the stage.”
“Breaking into pictures for me was
& matter of stepping across the
footlights to the front of the
camera.”

Howell's family certainly had not
done their “bit" by way of prepar-
ing him for a motion picture ca-
reer. So far back as he could re-

d the ancestry of his
family was traced to pre-
ary days-—there never had
been an actor. He obviously was
cértainly under more or less of a

3ut that should not deter him
his purpose. A scientifiec train-
should be an asset for any pro-
Certainly his background
education would be no draw-

understood that “real ladies
gentlemen” were hard to find
Hollywood. And “directors were
w looking for new types.”
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of the stars sald, further:
“For any one seeking to break

s

|

count or personal income, and,
above this, of course, a complete
wardrobe and the ability to act.”

“Personal acquaintance with some
studio executive.” There was a word
of advice. Only how did one man-
age it? If Jacqueline Bordoni were
in Hollywood, instead of New York,
she might have given him an intro-
duction to her director.

But then how had Jacqueline bro-
ken in? She could have had no per-
sonal acquaintance with a studio ex-
ecutive. Her experiences were not
recorded in the book. Her success
was perhaps too recent.

Howell read the paragraph again
and dismissed it with the same con-
clusion that the topnotchers in any
profession liked to make their strug-
gle appear more difficult than it
really was. The facts undoubtedly
were exaggerated.

Even if her name did not appear
in this book, Jacqueline Bordoni
was a recognized star and Howell
knew she had become so without a
single one of the requirements listed
here. With the exception, perhaps,
of the ability to act.

But then how much ability did it
take just to be oneself before a
camera? How could any one tell
whether he had such ability until
given a test?

The book was not so helpful as
he had hoped. Even when the
writers did confess to starting as an
“extra,” the gaps between those days
and the time when they began to
play “leads” were not filled in.

Neither were there any explana-
tions as to how one became an
“extra.” No doubt that would be
easy enough to do, once one had ar-
rived in Hollywood. Problems of
that kind had a way of solving
themselves . . .

Howell was sitting in-the parlor
car when he discarded the book he
had been reading. He was em-
barrassed to find a woman in the
chair next to his, regarding him
amusedly.

“Thinking of breaking in?” she
smiled.

He did not like her smile, nor the
voice that went with it, but he an-
swered, truthfully: “I thought I
might

Her eves swept his face with the
intensity of a powerful search-
light.

“What have you to offer besides
youth and your very obvious good
looks?”

Howell blushed.

“As much as any one else, Y
guess.”

- = ”
¥ ¥E hated her for asking such a
question, but for some reason
he could not have refused to answer.
There was a quality about her—
something hard and glittering—
which commanded attention.

From her brassy, well-kept hair to
the thin hands, weighted with rings.
Howell felt she was a person with
authority. One unused to having
her desires refused.

They talked for half an hour, but
it was not until that night on the
observation platform, that she said,
“call me Lambie, if you like. Every-
body does.”

Howell couldn’t. He avoided the
privilege with conversational side-
stepping, which must have amused
her, He could see she was & woman
of the world.

She lighted cigaret after cigaret,
with nervous, jeweled fingers, and
tossed them away half-smoked. She
spoke, casually, of experiences and
customs he knew could be afforded
only by the extremely weathy. She
was, she confessed, a widow.

“Much, much older than you, dear
boy! And wiser! But with, oh,
such a youthful heart. I don't like
people of my own age. They bore
me.”

He cursed himself for a conceit-
ed ass, but couldn't keep from won-
dering if she wanted him to hold
the hand she let fall against his
arm. And he decided he was mis-
taken when, after a moment, with
a tired little sigh, she took it away.

“I'm awfully lonely,” she said. “I
travel a great deal of the time. Just
returned from London. Such a
stupid place. I never would have
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him stupid, too, but if she did she
was too kind to show it.

“I've a suite of rooms in a Los
Angeles hotel,” she continued, “but
not many friends. Money to spend
and no one to spend it on. Life is
cruel, isn’t it?”

He agreed, thinking with a stab
at his heart at its injustice to his
father.

“Youre awfully understanding,
aren't you? I don’t think I've ever
met any one with so much sympa-
thy and understanding.”

He murmured that he was glad
she felt that way. He'd had sonie
hard knocks recently. He could not
have mentioned his father to the
jaded, world-weary woman at his
side. It would have seemed a sac-
rilege.

Lambie pressed his knee ever =o
fleetingly.

“My dear, I think I know. The
hurts of youth are very, very real
It makes me angry when older peo-
ple smile and shrug a young per-
son's troubles away. No suffering in
all one’s life is quite so painful.”

2 & =
E liked her better after that.
Not well enough, however, to
take advantage of the favors she
tentatively offered. Or he imagined

she offered.

He really couldn’t be certain she
meant quite all she said. His lack
of experience and her obvious
wealth and sophistication made him
nervous and ill at ease,

He did not wish to appear rude
but he was glad when she finally
suggested that they go inside. It
was after 10 o’clock and the cars
they traversed had been darkened.

When they reached the door of
her compartment she opened it and
standing inside held out her hand.
He took it, awkwardly. It was thin
and hot and drew him toward her.

“It's been so delightful talking
with you,” she whispered. “Have
you enjoyed it, too?”

“Of course,” he stammered, and
tearing his hand from hers, fled
down the corridor.

Did he imagine that, too? Or
did the sound of her laughter pur-
sue him. What strange, compelling
insistence had been in her hand!

Howell stopped for a momen be-
tween cars and took deep breaths
of the fresh air.

“Lambie!” What a name for a
woman! He couldn’t have called
her by it. Poor thing! She was
lonely. “Money to spend, but no
one to spend it on.”

“Perhaps,” though Howell in his
own berth, “perhaps she didn’t
really mean any of the things I
suspected. I'm not used to women
of that type. Never met one in my
life before. I wonder if she was
laughing at me.”

Nevertheless, his last waking
thought was relief that he had
broken away from her. There had
been something almost compulsory
in the pressure of her hand...,.

(To Be Continued)

N WORSE THAN

WROKG, { MING DOSR | o 2Pl o

T FORGOT To MAIL
MY ESSAY Yo THE
HAPPLE MAGAZINE-
FOUND IT IN MY

COAT THIS MORNING

Hox! TS Too BAD
FOR ALL OF LS~
T WAS ANXI0OUS’
FOR ONE OF OUR
GANG TO WIN

MR. GALLUP BAS HIRED METO DEFEND YOU
NOUR TRIAL, SIR. PERHAPS NOU HAD

BEST COME TO MY OFFICE AND RELATE JUST,
A 1OW YOU MURDERED THE DUKE: J¢

("/ AM, To BE SURE, T BE SURE! DO BE

SEATED. AS YOU SAY, SIR, IT WAS NOT
REALIY MURDER. AN ACCIDENTAL

KILLING, LET US SAY. YOU NTENDED

ONLY TO FRIGHTEN

2 HIM,

MY WORD, MR. Tu8Bs} po You WoT
KNOW THAT 1 AM TO BE TRUSTED WITH
NOUR SECRET ? PERHAPS | CAN SEE A
WAN WHEREBY YOU MAY PLEAD SELF
DEFENCE OR INSANITY, OR, AT LEAST,
REDUCE NOUR CHARGE TO
MANSLAUGHTER.,
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SALESMAN SAM
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(AORE OF YOUR DUMBNESS,Sam !
Ma LEFT THESE SNOW SHOES OM TH'
FLOOR LAST NIGHT AN' RED SPILLED
A POT OF GLUE. ON 'EM - NOW WE CAR'T

TH' weck We can't! (ANTTHER ONE O tils
Jus};h SLIDE (ER FEE GOOEY 10€as! sur

LEANE (T

G VLLTRY ANYTHING
Ta me!

onee!

]

GEE wWi12!
NOT EVEN ™Y
OWN LAWNER
BLIEVES ME!

S (h GET €M LO0SE
HEN YA KNOW HOW!

My
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Quick, pop!
SHUT OFF
THE RADIO,

Quick 'l
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THE RETURN OF TARZAN

TS THAT AUTOMOBILE
MAN AGAIN /

But first he was searcheda and, to Tarzan's de-
MHght, the stolen papers were found. A moment
after this excitement had died down, Jane in-
troduced Tarzan to Tennington, “John Clayton,

Lord Greystoke, my lord,” she said, It required

o0 ‘quite made

Over Tarzan’s head the shot whirred harmless-
< ly. Before his concealed enemy could fire again,
the ape-man had wrested the firearm from him
and dragged forth the struggling figure. It was

Thuran.
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