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BEGIN HERE TODAY
ANN and CECILY FENWICK have for

s Years supported themselves, their
¢ Jounger sister. MARY-FRANCES, and
heir grandparents. known as “RO-

SALIE" and “GRAND
Because of this financial responsibil-
ity Ann, who is 28 is unable to marry
PHIL ECROYD, young lawyer to whom
she has been engaged for M&m years.
Ceclly, 22. Joves BARRY McKEEL, an
engineer, but when he proposes she re-
fuses to name their wedding date for
the same reason
Mary-Frances, 15, and still In school,
believes herself in love with EARL DE
ARMOUNT, vaudeville actor whem she
has met without the knowledge of her
sisters., He urges her to leave home and
become his stage partner.
Ann and Phil quarrel when she Lears
LETTY KING, who works in Phil's office
building, address him_ with endearments,
Ann tries to forget Phil by going about
with KENNETH SMITH, rich and at-
tentive
Mary-Frances agrees to go away with
De Armount. The same day Ceelly quar-
rels with her grandfather and drives
away with Barry In his car,
Kenneth Smith asks Ann to marry
3 him and she refuses. 8he comes home
to find a note saying her gradparents
have spend the day with
ends
'”AZ‘ 6:30 Cecily arrives with news that
she and Barry are to be married that

.“”}LI(X)"W GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER FORTY-THREE
RS. HILL was sitting in a
wicker chair on the front
porch reading the evening paper.
‘ Ermintrude was on the steps with
a book in her lap. Mr. Hill and
Uncle Chaney were in the yard

gone o

bending over the lawn mower, which
was turned upside down between
them.

The four persons, and the green
lawn, and the white house, and the
pink rose hedge composed neatly

into an attractive picture of sub-|

urban home life. Nothing seemed
lacking.

Mrs. Hill looked over the edge
of her paper, and smiled and stood,
and held out her hand, and said,
“Good evening, Miss Fenwick. .I'm
g0 glad to see you. Take this chair,
!Won't you? Honey, bring out an-
lother chair for mother.”

“No, thank you,”
can't stay. I'm in a hurry, rather.
I came for Mary-Frances.”

“Mary-Frances?” Mrs. Hill ques-
tioned, more as if she had never
heard of the name before than as
if Ann had said she had come for
Bonnie Prince Charlie.

“Yes, I want her to come home
i with me.”

“But, Miss Fenwick, Mary’-}"‘rances‘

fsn’t here. She hasn't been here
since this afternoon.”

“Oh,” said Ann flatly, not as an
exclamation, “But—she said she
was coming here. She brought
Cecily’'s bag. She—she must be here.
1 mean—but, then, where in the
world is she?”

“Why, I don’t know, I'm sure.
We asked her to stay for dinner,
and she said she couldn’t. That
your grandfather was ill and that
3 the was needed at home.”

“Well. But—she's too big to get
| " lost. Ermintrude, do you know
) where Mary-Frances is?”
3 ”n " ”n
' RMINTRUDE slumped; her neck
disappeared as her stomach
collapsed. She seemed at the same
time to be squirming away from
herself and to be dwindling, wrig-
gling, as it were, down into herself.

“Stop acting like that, Ermin-
trule,” Mrs. Hill said, “and answer
at once. Do you know where Mary-

* Frances is?”

Ermintrude muttered. Ann leaned
close. “She says,” she construed for
Mrs. Hill, “that, in a wayg, she
does.”

“That’'s enough of that, now,
Ermintrude. You will please answer

3 at once. Where is Mary-Frances?”

Ermintrude moistened her lips.
She swallowed. “I—well, I guess I
couldn't help it, could I? She
sloped.”

“Sloped? Sloped?” said Ann,
hunting a place for it, seeking a
definition, pushing her fingers
through her hair.

’ “E-loped,” pronounced Ermin-
trude distinctly. “E-loped off with a
man,”

Ann took Ermintrude by the

}J; shoulders and shook her, not hard,
: but back and forth. *“No, no, no,
no. She couldn’t. She's a baby.

She couldn’t. Why do you say such
f thing? No, no—-"
» Mrs. Hili went down the steps

and put an arm around Ann,” don’t
dear,” she said. “Joe,” she called,
across tle lawn, “Joe—come here.
Joe. Come, Come quickly—Joe.”
Joe came bounding. He expected
to put out the fire, to grab the mur-
derer and robber, and to rescue his
wife and his daughter. In seventeen
years of married life only once be-
fore had he heard Trudie's voice go

Ann said. “I|

{ing her again that If Mary-Fran-
|ces and that dirty cur were at
| Bluemount there would be no dam-
age done as long as they managed
to keep it out of the papers.

If her sister Cecily and her friend
found the child at Bluemount, he
did hope they would follow his ad-
vice and simply bring her home
and let the man go. It would be
the only way to avoid publicity,
and publicity must be avoided.

She said, “Yes, Mr. Hill, Barry
and Cecily thought so, too,” and
listened to what Ermintrude had
sald a few minutes before.

“No, they weren't going to get
married for a while. He couldn't,
on account of his father's will. I
don’t know. Several months she
said.

They were just going on their
honeymoon and then on the stage.
I guess it will be all right. Mary-
‘Frances really loved him, mother.
{ She really loved him, deeply and
| truly.
| “Be still with that, Ermintrude,
| will you? Answer daddy, now. Is
that all you know about where they
were going? Positively everything?
Stop crying and answer me. Blue-
mount tonight? You are sure of
that?”

Cecily’s voice, stricken, over the
telephone. “Barry’s just come.
We'll start at once. Three hours’
head start. Dear Lord, Ann!”

For an instant, Barry's voice.
{ “We’ll find them, Ann. Don’t worry.
We'll tear the place down, if
necessary. Mr. Hill is right about
keeping it quiet, though.”

“But suppose,” Ann said, again, to
Mr. Hill, “that they didn’t go to
Bluemount. Suppose he said that
just to mislead us?”

“In that case, I suppose we’ll have
to go to the police. Gosh knows
what good they’ll do. Perhaps I'll
be able to think of some one who
has influence enough to keep it out
of the papers, if we do have to go
to the police.”

“Really, I—I don’t care about the
papers. Neither did Cissy, until
Barry thought we should. I—I'd
| much rather call in the police right
| away.”

” o "
% ISS FENWICK, we have to
| care. What can the police
|do, now? Watch the highways—
but they left at 4, and we arent
| positive as to the direction.

“I'll find his garage and discover
| what make of car he was driving.
| T'll go to his rooming house—I may
| be able to pick up some informa-
“tion there, and around the theater.
| “If he’s half as big a fool as he
| looked, he has probably told where
he was bound. for, eventually.
Uncle Chaney seemed to think that
the desk in Denver might be a
lead. He may get trace of them
at the service stations on that
highway.”

“Then—you don’t believe
will be at Bluemount?”

“I hope so with all my heart.
But remember this, Miss Fenwick,
sooner or later we’ll find her. I'm
not a rich man, but every cent I
can rake and scrape will go into
this—if it needs to.

“Yes, yes, indeed, I am re-
sponsible. I am deeply responsible.
Trudie and I reared Ermintrude—"
“No, Mr. Hill. For that matter,
so have we reared Mary-Frances.”
“You are nothing but girls your-
selves—busy girls away from home
all day. And your grandparents
are—well, that is to say, they are
very old.”

they

TS

E stopped the car on the drive-

way in front of the door and
said, as Ann stepped ou* of it, “T'll
telephone to you the minute I hear
anything at all. Uncle Chaney will
phone if he hears anything. Don’t
break down now, Don’t give up
hope.”

“I wish,” said Ann, “that there
were something I could do—any-
thing, besides just waiting for tele-
phone calls. Something. Anything.”

“Pray. Pray hard. And if you
have any friends you can trust,
absolutely, to keep their mouths
shut now and always, phone them

is doing.

thing to eat—anything, we may get
a line. The sooner we can get it,
the bhetter. T'll find out about his
car the first thing and let you know.

“Then you can tell your friends
that much, at least, along with the
description of the dirty cur and
Mary-Frances. A brown striped

insane. suit, remember. A blue coat, and
' X e a blue dress with smocking.”
N her way home, in Mr. Hill's| “Yes. A blue dress. I did the
car, Ann listened to him tell- | smocking.”
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and have them go scouting about |
on the highways as Uncle Chaney |

If they stopped for gas—some-

Ann went into the house and
into the dining room and sat
down in a chair, which she had
put directly under the telephone,
and rubbed her, right fist into the
damp palm of her left hand, and
waited.

o E 3
HE telephone bell.
“Miss Fenwick? This is Joe
Hill speaking. The car is a 1928
sports model Thrysler, repainted
yellow with green trimmings. No
news as yet, I suppose?” ‘

“A 1928 sports model Thrysler,
repainted yellow with green trim-
mings. No, not a word. Not a
word from any one.”

“Too soon yet to hear, you
know. Keep up heart. I'll call you
again, later. I'm going to see his
landlady now, and to the theater.”

Ann dialed a number and asked
for Philip Ecroyd. Just a moment,
please, Mr. Ccroyd did not answer.
What was the number again? Wal-
nut 5345. Yes, it would be given to
Mr. Feroyd when he came in.

Ann dialed another number. Ken-
neth Smith was not at home. Yes,
ma’am, she’d give him the number
as soon as he came in. He was
pretty late as a rule. Yes, ma’am.
Walnut 5845, was it?

Ann waited.

The telephone bell.

“Miss Fenwick? This is Ermin-
trude’s mother. I don’t want to
keep your line busy for more than a
moment, but Ermintrude says that
he has been begging Mary-Frances
to go with him for a month now:
and that once he promised to treat
her like a ‘pal’ ”—Mrs. Hill seemed
to spit at the word as she pro-
nounced it—"“and, another time, like
a brother.”

“Oh,” said Ann. ‘Once.”

‘Yes, I know,” said Mrs. Hill.
“But—dear—well, remember. we're
right with you. We'll do every-
thing, everything in our power.
Dear, I can't tell you how sorry—
But we’ll find her. We will, now.
Good-by.”

Ann waited.

The telephone bell.

“Walnut 5845? Oh, Miss Fen-
wick. This is Hostetter speaking.
Chaney Hostetter. Has Joe phoned
in yet about the car, what make it
was?”

“A 1928 sports model Thrysler,
repainted yellow with green trim-
mings.”

“Great! PFine! That oughta be
easy. Keep up your spirits, little
lady. Everything will turn out for
the best. Good-by.”

Ann waited.

The telephone bell.

“Hello, is Dr. Lupolde in?”

“You have the wrong number.”

“Well, what number is this?”

‘Walnut 5845.

‘Oh, for pity's sakes!”

Ann waited.

The telephone bell.

“Hello, Miss Fenwick.
Joe Hill again,
landlady at
for a walk.

“She says he did have a desk
in his room, and that she heard
him say he had to return it to
Denver, It was in his room yester-
day and gone away. So Denver
does seem to be one lead.”

“But, Mr. Hill. Bluemont is
south. If they were going to Den-
ver, then—then Bluemount is
hopeless.”

(To Be Col:tinued)

STICKERS

e |7 18 19 1o

This is
I've caught his
last—she’s been out

" 12 3 /4 5

e |17 I8 19 |20

VYR - R L L

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES
OUR BOARDING HOUSE

VR

|

PAGE 13

—By Williams

ZZ

aan

\\\

AN

~ ~

Yy

\ P
\ /

':v’r]&ﬁ?f
=1

EF o' WANT T GIT A FAST CURE

4 Fa' Vo' COLD MISERY, Na' ALL WAANTS
“B -TRY WHUT MA AUNT HAUMAH DoeS
o' SMACKINT A COLD —~~ UADER ?
Yo' PiLLowl Vo' PUTS “THREE FEATHERS )|
FUM A WHITE oWl «<DEM WRAP
Vo’ FEeT UP IN A BLANKET FuMm
oFFAl A BUAD MARE

e DEN
HAMG A DoaRkdoB FuM
A HANTED House od
Vo' NECK, AN' I8
) H MAWMINT \aT _
CoLD IS ALL
FOoLDED UP!

155 He must Have
3 CAUGHT CaLD 4o,
U8 PAT.OP. \{EARS»_AGd ]

AH NES ,;TASON o
BuT I HAVE FaudDp
A “THAT “THE BEST wWAY

BY COMPLETE REST!
w WHEM I FEEL A
COLD CoMiNG oMl , I
CEASE ALL ACTIUITY,
6. RELAX AAD -
REST, EGAD!

MEARS TOO SOON ~ TR

—By Blosser

ﬁ*/EAH-.-I DONT WANT MOM
TO KHOW WHAT HAPPENED...
1L TRY To GET UP AGAIN=
GEE...DON'T GET AN
AMBULANCE FOR ME,

MISTER MILLIGAN )

n

( THAT'S TUE BoY! BY
THE TIME YoU GET
HONE THOSE LEGS
WILL BE O-K.

WASHINGTON TUBBS 11

CRY.

0 SOUND ANSWERS FRIEDA'S
SHE BECOMES TERRIFIED

HEINIE!
LAGHTS!

OPEN TWAT DOOR!
HELP!

AND SCREAMS,

1 GET DIZZY AGAIN, NS
AS 1 GET IN TW HousE £

AW, SUE WONT.

WELL TAKE OUR ARMS
ANAY FROM You WHEW
WE GET THERE AN’ You
JUST WALK 1N AN'SAY
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FLASH.

SALESMAN SAM

' f'ue LIGHTS COME ON WITH A BLINDING

WOLFGANG! @

DOT'S PRISONER
NUMBER VUN. TiE
HER UP,

(TwinShL R

REG. U.S. PAT.OFF.
2 1632 BY NEA SERVICE, WC.

ICKING AND SCREAMING, ‘FRIEDA 1S CARRIED To ANOTHER
|\ LA ROOM, DUMPED ON THE FLOOR, AND TIGHTLY BOUND.

—By Small
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aT THE BANQUET, GOES!'NO /TalKIN’ aBoUT T’
FOOLIN', | WASN'T

KIDDIN' YAl

| SUPPosE You'Re. )

TWENTY-EWVE BUCK
RAaISE & WaNT!

(ou 'sPose RiGHT!
E(THER. | GET T BOOST,
OR | AIN'T WORKIN'
HERE ANY MORE!

“we LEAD /N
GENTS CLOTHES-
OTheERS Follow
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Here is a square consisting of 25 num-
bered squares. If you put the correct let-

spell something  ball player uses; 22, 2, H
21 and 24 will mean fewer; 5, 11 and 10 Z Hy
will mean to employ; 16, 17,8and 1, 8 = =
stroke of a whip; 6, 4 and 19, a forcible
testraint of speech; 15, 18,6, 7 and 12

in each square you will spell ouf a
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

NoW, Back UP samm‘m
DON'T GET aLl. HET

upP! We'Re oLD PALS, YA
KNOW, AND THIS cAN Be|-
STRAIGHTENED OUT
OKAY |

Y

You TUST AIN'T WoRKIN'

HERE ANY MORE ! |

_ YoU'LL GET TH' BoosT ALL RIGHT—
RIGHT OUT Twe FRONT DOOR!

1
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Presently the two tailed creatures advanced
until they met, whereupon they repeated the
brief ceremony that had previously marked the
ending of hostilities between each of them and
Tarzan. 'rhhm they approached the ape-man,

As the direction they indicated was a route
which Tarzan had not previously traversed he
was most willing to accompany them. He had
determined to thoroughly explore this unknown
land before giving up hope that somewhere in
it still lived, though a captive, the woman he
adored. Several days thereafter, their way led
them through the foothills of the lofty moun-
tains towering above them. Then they came

a large, natural cave in a low cliff, with a

brook beneath it.

There they took up their temporary abode.
Meanwhile Tarzan's instructions in the lan-
guage of his companions progressed rapidly.
The cave was a sort of primitive hotel. Others
who had stopped there had scratched hiero-
glyphics upon the sooty walls and ceiling. Some
of these recent ones his companions read with
interest, and commented upon. Then they,
with their knife points, added to the age-old
record of the | / walls with its outline
of birds, beasts reptiles,

Tarzan’s curiosity was aroused though he
couid make little out of the wall writings. But
it showed him the development of these strange
creatures with whom Fate had thrown him.

Te were men with monkey-like tails, one

n was as hair-covered as any fur-bearing
animal of the lower orders. Yet-the creatures
had not only a spoken but a written language.
Tarzan was keener thin ever to learn the se-
cret civilipation of these curious man-things
50 qnany attributes of beasts

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs
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