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BEGIN HERE ;I'ODAY

LIANE ARRI."I'S. 8 and
blunders into a difficult situation

man at a speakeasy dinner is shot

uring a _quarrel, e liceman in

arge. BHANE McDERMID, helps her
out of the affalr,

CABS BARRETT. Liane's mother, gets
&n offer to play summer slock on Long
B nd and takes Liane with her, There

ane meets CLIVE CLEESPAUGH. son
Of the theater's patroness. ELSIE MIN-
TER. the ingenue, strives for Clive's at-
tention. Liane has fallen in love with
& handsome man who calls her by name
one night.

Later she meets him at a party given
B; MURIEL LADD, debutante who shares

X _office duties with ber.
is Van ROBARD. Cass begs Liane not
t0 have anvthing more to do with him.
Wwithout explaining why.

MRS. CLEESPAUGH Invites Liane to
g.lv with her in the autumn. CHUCK

ESMOND, debonair reporter who comes
to see Murial Ladd, takes Liane out to
dinner. One night Muriel’s mother be-
lleving Murial and Desmond have eloped,
dispatches Robard after them. Liane
&ccompanies him.

He displays tenderness for her one

ight when she bravely stands off rob-
ers at the theater, Flsie tells Liane
there is gossip about Robard and Mrs.
Ladd. Liane is heartbroken. She asks
her mother questions about Cass's sis-
ter. LUISA, who dled long ago, but Cass
15 evasive.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER TWELVE (Continued)

When she went down stairs the
great dining room was lovely in
the candlelight with the tabk
brave in lace and crystal. Liane,
having satisfied herself that the
floral arrangement was correct,
stole into the study where she dis-
posed herself with a book.

The fire leaped and crackled for
these September evenings were chil-
ly. However, it was not entirely
proximi®y to the blaze that sent a
wave of sudden color into the young
girl’s face.

It was the sight of a long-legged
figure in black and white sprawled
comfortably in the biggest chair.

“I beg your pardon,” she mur-
mured in confusion. “I didn't
know anyhody was here.

Her movement’ suggested flight.
Van Robard got to his feet. “Now
that you're here, don't run away,”

lovely,
when

His name

he urged in that honeyed voice of

his.

Liane felt her pulses flutter.
There was something about this
man—something that drew her

subtly as a bird is drawn by a snake.
She shuddered at the smile. Not
that there was anything serpentine
about the tall, dark man in his well
fitting dinner clothes. No, he seemed
likable enough, in spite of the dark
warnings she had received concern- !
ing him,

“I—there’s something I
do before Mrs. Cleespaugh
down,” she said falteringly.

This Van Robard ignored. With !
one gentle, persuasive hand he|
urged her into the big chair, took |
his stance on the hearth rug.

Stay and talk to me. Lots more
important,” he muttered, staring |
down at her, i

should
comes

CHAPTER THIRTEEN.
IANE looked up, then away. All
her ardent young soul was in
that glance.

“You don’t like me,” the man ac-
cused, velvet toned. “You run away
whenever I come near., Why? We
were such friends last summer.”

Liane moved restlessly under his
intent scrutiny.

“Friends? But we're
surely?”

“I don't know.” Van Robard’s
words were measured. “I—don’'t—
quite—know.”

“Why not?” fluttered Liane, ex-
cited pleasurably at this bit of
sparring. ‘You've done nothing—
said nothing—"

She could not go on. Her voice
trembled and broke at memory of
the disappeintment she had suf-
fered when he had gone away with-
out a word or look, after the night
he had left her on the steps.

Instantly the man was at her side,
all concern. “My sweet,” he cried
in that deep, troubling voice. “My
dear, I've made you cry. And that's
a thing I never meant to do!”

“Go away,” Liane begged, de-
spairing. “Go away! Some one
may come in and find me making a
fool of myself.”

“Not a step,” said the man stub-
bornly, “until I've discovered what
I've done. Here—"” He thrust a
big, soft linen handkerchief into
her trmebling fingers.

Hastily, frenziedly the girl wiped
away the tell-tale tears. Scarcely
had she repaired the casual rav-
ages and powdered her pretty nose
before Mrs. Cleespaugh’s majestic
tread was heard on the stairs.

Liane jumped up, disregarding
Robard’s restraining hand. She took
up the poker and began to clat-
ter it noisily, disturbing the logs.

“Let me do that,” demanded a
quiet voice. Liane yielded up the
poker and fled into the shelter of

that still,

the dining room, where she made a
brave show of a last-minute con-
sultation with the waitress.

When Clive came in five minutes
later he found a composed and quiet :
trio pefore the fire. Van, hands in
pocket, lounged carelessly and at
1ease, Mrs. Cleespaugh was busy
! with her petit point.

Clive glanced keenly at the
young girl who sat half in shadow.
When dinner was announced Van
i offered his arm ceremoniously to
the old lady who approved of for-
mality.

Liane followed with Clive. She
!felt grateful to him for his mere
i presence. As if he sensed the strain
she was under he exerted himself
to be entertaining.

He asked Van a thousand ques-
tions about his ponies and the Bur-
lingame team. Even Clive's majes-
tic mother found herself t.all:ed[

own for once in her lifetime.

n = n

IANE sat, pale and smiling,

scarcely touching her food. She
glanced, now and again, at the
dark man across the way, so hand-
some and sinister-looking in his
poster black and white.

Chive seemed astonishingly young
compared to Robard, although therg
probably was not ten years differ-
ence in their ages.

“When do you leave for the east?”
Van asked him presently,

Clive flashed a quick, annoyed
glance at his mother, who bridled
and answered for him. ¢

“Such nonsense I think it is!” she
said briskly, “Why can’t Clive pot-
ter around here? There's plenty to
do on the estate. But, no, he must
dash off to this tea-planting place,
or rubber, or whatever it may be.

“I should like to see him in Wall
Street as his father was before him,”
she finished with majesty; “but he
doesn’t see things my way!”

“tI's Surabaya ,to be exact ,and
the business is rubber,” Clive re-
turned affably to Robard. He ig-
nored his mother’s protest.

“McAlister, who was at
with me, has a place there. He's a
Britisher, you know. Very good
fellow, very enthusiastic. I'd like
to try it, anyhow. Sounds inter-
esting.

Van nodded. “I hate finance,”
Clive grumbled, helping nimself to
a delicious looking souffle. “If this
place weren't such a dude ranch in
the middle of suburbia, I might
have some fun right here with the
land.

“But mother wants it all park,
like her English friends. She'd have
fits if I tried alfalfa in one or two
of her broad acres.”

“Where you get this passion for
the land I'm sure Idont’ know,”
said Mrs, Cleespaugh irritably.

Clive shrugged his shoulders and
skilfully changed the subject. But
the little discussion had shaken
Liane out of her own depression.
She thought she understood why
the young man wished to put sev-
eral oceans between himself and
his dominating parent. When he
couldn’t even attend toa sick horse
without feminine supervision, he
would naturally want to try out
some experiments far from home.
She threw him a guardedly sympa- .
thetic glance. Nice boy! He
sounded real, alive.

He didn't want any one to run |
him and he wasn’t satisfied to play
at business like so many rich men’s
sons., He wanted to do something
on his own account. She liked him
for it.

Van inquired with suavity, “You
aren’'t going to Paris this winter,
Eva?”

“No, I'm not. I love this place
in the fall. And I think I'm get-
ting old. The thought of traveling'
wears on me this year. :

“Perhaps I shall be dull, but I
think I shall stay here until Christ-
mas at least. This good child,” she
smiled at Liane, “has done much
to make life pleasant here.”

“I'm staying in New York for a;
month or two,” Van informed them, :
not so much as glancing at Liane. |
She felt her heart pound suffocat-
ingly in her breast. “I've some—
important things to attend to.”

& o E

HY, thought the girl rebel-
liously, must he always be so
mysterious? There was a subtle un-
dercurrent in everything he said.
She at once loved and hated it. It
attracted and repelled her. It was
part of the charm he held for her,
his sinister, mysterious quality.
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HORIZONTAL YESTERDAY'S ANSWER 13 To breathe
1 Seraglio. laboriously,
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Perhaps it meant nothing. Who
knew?

It was the lure of the snake for
the humming bird, she reflected.
And wanted to laugh hysterically at
the idea. This man affected her
strangely, made her use phrases
that belonged only in melodrama.

“Remind me to talk to you about
the Aiken house,” she heard Mrs.
Cleespaugh murmur to Robard as
they rose from the table,

Clive went to the radio in the
corner of the study and twirled the
dials. A raucous voice came through.
His mother shuddered.

“However can we talk with that
hideous thing screeching at us?”

‘Clive grinned at her. He found
another station and a luscious bari-
tone came rippling into the quiet,
luxurious room.

“Heavens, what stuff!” murmured
the fastidious Mrs. Cleespaugh,
pausing in her monolog to listen.

The baritone wailed the tune,
smacking his lips over the honeyed
words:

“The moon is new, but love is
old—lover come back to me.”

Liane looked into the fire. Silly
words. Foolish words they were,
full of pathos—but there was some-
thing about them. It was a wail
from the heart.

“Shut that wretched machine
off and ring for Ellen,” demanded
Mrs. Cleespough, the autocrat. “We
must have some bridge.”

Although Clive made a show of
rebellion, presently the table was
set up and there began for Liane
an evening of exquisite torture.

She sat opposite Van and when
he was dummy he came and leaned
impudently over her shoulder. She
could catch the scent of the gar-
denia in his buttonhole, the aroma
of his cigaret.

His coat sleeve brushed her cheek
and the button caught in her hair.
There ensued one of those awkward
interludes during which “I'm sorry”
and “Stupid of me” were said more
than once, and from which Liane
emerged extraordinarily rosy.

“He did that on purpose!” she
thought, half glad and half resent-
ful. He was the sort of man who
simply must be noticed.

If there were no other way, she
said to herself angrily, then he
would catch his sleeve button in
one’s hair. Oh, it was cheap. It
was abominable!

But although she tried desper-
ately to hate him, she did not seem
to succeed very well. She knew
every word that he spoke, every in-
flection of his deep-timbred voice.
It was a spell against which she
struggled in vain.

At 10 their hostess, glancing at
the great clock, began to rise. “T
nm an old woman,” she said majes-
tically, “You know my habits,
Van.”

The game was ended. The eve-
ning, too. Liane had thought it in-
terminable, but now she cast about
In her mind wildly for some plan
to hold Van here. She might not
see him again—ever.

L4 ” -3
E stood, leaning idly against the
mantel, and watched her as
she swept the cards into a neat
little pile. Clive was punctiliously
attending his mother to the stair-
case.
Liane was conscious of a burn-
ing excitement, All evening she had
felt Van's piercing gaze upon her.
She longed now, with a sudden
fierce eagerness, to ask him why he
blew, now hot, now cold, in her
direction.
None of this showed in her com-
posed manner and before the words
formeq in her mind the moment
passed. A coal fell in the grate
with a rattle and Liane pretended
to start at the sound.

This was the hour she had
dreamed of when they should meet,
face to face. And yet she seemed
to be stricken dumb. What an idiot
he must think her, standing there
tongue-tied!

hall. Against her will, Liane’s eyes
were drawn to Robard’s,

(To Be Continued)

STICKERS

ROME WAS NOT
BUILT IN A DAY.

Can you make 2 six-word sentence.
with the same letters as are used in the

sentence ahove? 8

Answer for Yesterday I

The above diagram is drawn in per-
spective and illustrates how four tnangles
can be made from six matches.  To ex-
pliin how the problem stands, after be-
ing worked, the three black matches are
flat on the ground and the three white
ones are standing in the ar, in pyramid
shape. Thus there is a triangle on the
bottom, and ong, on each side of the
pyﬂm'd- i 7 l

She could hear Clive’s step in the,

OUR BOQARDING HOUSE

How Do You Do!- You ARE
ZA MANAGER 2 ~~v1 AM ADOLFO,
vida EATS RAZOR BLADES, NEEDLES
 AMD ELECTRIC LIGHTS ! < ALSO
I STicK PINS Id MYSELF AND Mo
FEEL !~ ZISS IS MY FRAM, ZA
MISSING LINK ! wae WE LAK FOR
“To EXHIBEET WIZZ You (M ZISS
FTREAK MUSEUM AND MAKE

NES 2
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OUT OUR WAY
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Nowd , EGAD/!

BULLY, BY TOVE ! «<BUT,
A <~ ER ~VNou UNDERSTAMD,
I DOMT PAY SALARIES e
WE DIVIDE UP “THE GATE
RECEIPTS BETWEEM US!

1-Took 1K B34 NESTERDAY.

—By Williams §

GOODNiGHT !
WE =ADDA
Coow ‘EM
OuR SELFS
AN NOW THEY
WONT EVEN
ST AT T
TABLE WITH

AH ~HU# -. KAFF- KAFF -- vs GOSH, | DELICACY
—~AND 1 AM SURE WE Ty DonT
WILL “TREBLE “THAT Sum

-

B

O\ woMEN
ARE FUNNY -
WHY FROG
LEGS ARE
CONSIDERED
A GREAT

NES —-BUT \T TAKES
A ROLEH NECK

TO MAKE SomeE
DEWLCACIES POPULAR~
VGH~ 1 CANT EAT,
WITH THEM EATING
THOSE THINGS RGHT
BEFORE MY EMES~
THEY LOOK EXACTL
UKE TiNy DEOPLES

WE LL , KEEP
WHAT THEY
LOOK LIKE
TO YOURSELF -
1M EATING

AND  \F YOURE
GOWGE TO EAT
HERE —~ DROP

THE SUBJECT 4

eSS

B 1
LOOK: TUE LAKE IS
RIGHT BELOW US ...
BovY! Look AT TUE
FisH IN ITY ARE
WE GOING T© HAVE
600D FISHIN !
HoT Dog !

THERE'S YOUR LAKE,
BOYS.... I'LL TAKE You
AROUND IT ONCE BEFORE
\NE LAND... JUST TO Suow
YOU WHAT A SweLL
PLACE MR KINSSTON

WASHINGTON TUBBS I1

WHAT! THAT'S YOUR HOME UP THERE?
'AT'S YOUR MOTHER? MY GOSH, AN’

YOU ENT ENEN GOIN' UP To SEE HER?

SALESMAN SAM

NO, LADDE, I~ L

WOULDNT BE WELCOME.

M A DISGRACE —

A BLACK SHEEP. [iH

-(v THATS WIS LODEE,DOWN
THERE .. AND FROM WUAT
1 HEAR ,HE'S 6OT ONE
OF TUE CHolce SPOTS
UP IN THIS PART
OF THE counTRy!

To BE INVITED UP T©
KINGSTON'S PLACE...IT
ISN'T EVERYBODY
\WHO GETS To
COME UP HERE .

YEAH.. AN T ISN'T EVERYBODY
WHO CAN SAavE ONE OF
NR. KINGSTONS TRAINS
FROM HaNIN' A
WRECK, IS IT,

—By Crane

AWMA!  THE KID SISTER, NO)

DOUBT. A BEAUTY. BOY,080Y,

WOTTA LUCKY LAD AM £ To
BE BiG snom%ff BEST

OH, DARLING: 1 kuew)
IT WAS You.

e

> , - = —_— R
K . D83t 6 nea coavice, me. ) N

—By Small
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N BEST CHiNA D

BOOTS ANT; HER BUDDIES

on! 16 Twe [
WHERE  WE.

GEY OFF 7

veP! WE Fiuew ou\?
YRP 8Y M™Motor !
THEY ARE WATING

THERE Y00 ARE | MY FAGERS CASTLE -
AND MY ANCESTORS' | GRANDALA EXTENDS
FOR THOUSANDS OF MILES IN EVERY
DIRECTION AND , OF COURSE , MODERN

\DEAS AND IMPROVEMENTS ARE NOTICEABLE
EVERVWHERE , BOT HERE 'Y WAS REMAINED
. PRETIY MUCH THE SAME TOR GENERATIONS
YOO SEE ,IN TRE OLD DAYS OF TEVDAL
LORDS , KNIGHYS , CRUSADES AND CONTINUAL
WARFARE , SUCH PLACES WAD Yo BE
IMPREGNABLE , JNDEPENDENT ONITS | 1N
THEMSEWNES AND CAPARLE OF WITASTANDING
A SE\GE OF ANY .DURATION . %0 Yoo
SEE \T o= PS W WAS

Wece , AH's Broks DUH )
SET wHal Goes wie (r/
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knees.

Ateja rushed to her father and fell upon her
“Do not slay him,” she cried.
it was not he.” Silence, girl,” ordered the sheik,
sternly. “Go to thy quarters and remain there.”
They took Zeyd to his own beyt and bound him
securely, while in the mukaad the elders sat "

4
“I know

struggled
fate would be. Long
sleepless. When

v o N,

Behind the curtains of the women's quar-
ters, Ateja listened. “At dawn, then he shall be
shot,” she heard them decide.

Gl e S
raised the tent cloth and rolied beneath it into

“she came to

n
—By Martin
o y ;
:’\'ftx.\(.d 1931 nm’
—By Edgar Rice Burrvughs
r
TBx Maxon
<
Groping, she found the matchlock belonging Zeyd, sleepless, heard her. “Who comes?” e g

to Zeyd where the sheik had left it. She carried
also a bundle wrapped in an old ' thorrib.
Creeping cautiously along the irregular street,
Zeyd's beyt. For a moment she
mumm&mmm

he demanded. “It is I, thy beloved,” cautioned %
the girl. Deftly she cut his bonds. “Take this £
food, thy musket and the freedom I give thee,”
she whispered. “Thy horse stands tethered




