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! BEGIN HFERE_TODAY lonely life, his struggle, his pa-| EGAD! [T WAS WITH THIS /% LOOK. LIKE A COUPLE ‘_‘["._— Q NO-NO: I, A FELLER :
j SHETLA® BHAYNE 18, whote pirents |joricY GG Qi struggle, | FRONT OF THE MIKA g OF BLIMPS, MOORED ANT QUITTN~ CANT AFFORD AN RUN AWAYS!
r ok v work ‘ i "She leaned fomar‘ddfu she rose | HOLD, IN DO, TO ONE MAST [ s ResTIN'! TO MIes A WE HAD A BG
a b ¢ |and touched his worn shoulder. THAT T DEFEATED THE GREAT M & Gosn. AT FIRES FIRE — TS : RUN AWAY LAST
v 10 FIRE S, S M SO, JAPANEYSE GRAPPLER, YAKSUMA TH‘: ' EISGIH:‘T: : ALONG WAYS TH ONLWM THNGE MONTH — DONT |
nt ; | Timmy. ait and see,” sh at; \ FR 3 .-
1 t “Then my future’s made?” | OSA‘K,\ ( itad HE WAS A VERY & A’PDUND AN‘ THAT EVER FEQG\T.’ E
of | The girl's eyes glistened. ‘You—| POWERFUL MAN —«~ COULD HAPPUNS AROLND BT MAVYBE 5
& _'I.'vou gxor;g]a”that, Timmy? You thinki TAKE A SPRUCE LOG AND \fOt.)CHDONF"\;CQARG E
1c m ? MU
. ‘I know you are!” I 7 SQUEEZE THE RESIN OUT OF i
. |  Brady no?dr:d sax'casticallyr tg- //] IT WITH HIS SAMSON HUCa,, ¢
1 ward them from the middle of the 7, R T
;, floor. “Lay off that stuff,” he % BUT WHEN 9 GOT MY 3
v vou ws evig o eccme it | | 7 AN P v i A
A | you are going in electric lights— &
e some day. But there's work to do. / HE WAS JUST A i
8 1 e Snap it into it now!” | :
s - i " n . ' : ERS ); :
o ¢, BILL BRAD) ICK STANLEY glanced about | To‘;\: /‘5/\"‘\(03‘-‘3_\?5 '
o 0 teach he the y oa i ..}
BESOW GO ON WITH THE STORY _ the long room Wh unabashed | ToTw T;LOORV ? ]
e _ |interest. “Quite a place, isn't this?” | AN
CHAPTER THREE (Continued) {he said. It was all new to Stanley. ’
Here she was, delighted to oe fill- | This was the world of Broadway |
ing in for Daisy Gleason whose only | oyo0r0 vajues were altered from |
claim to profession” was that | Sl e 1 3
sh i ed Roscoe those which governed his own shel- | E
T'here py couple for you |tered life. : K
in » stage rld! Roscoe and| In Stanley's set it was what rmc’ ;
D: One said Roscoe and Daisy ({had in his pocket. Here it was | L
@c if the names had grown to-|talent that catalogued men and |
ther, were syllables of the same | women. |
Never a quarrel, I a From the practice rooms came |
cross word between them as f as the medley of strains—jazz tom- |
any one knew—which was pretty toming, wildly, crooning sounding i
ar in the show business! gently, feet tapping briskly. | :
Sheila had tossed off her coat and He could hear directions shouted, l i
% stood in the little sui kirt and praise offered, abuse piled on the |
frilly white blouse, hardly a practice | heads of famous entertainers by |
costume. but donned to impress the | arrogant little dance arrangers of |
managers who would not have d | whose existence the public ncv(-rl
an cvebrow had she arrived in plaid | would J'JI"\\'.b ki i | X 7
¢ o hardened were they to Feet were briskly flying, clicking. /7 IREG.U.S.PAT.OPF. ' R
e eostumes . and feminine | TWo girls in a sister act crooned REG. U S. PAT. OFF. BORN THIRTY MEARS TOO SOON © 1030 BY NEA sERVICE .. b
in harmony. A heavy voice called, v
Bill stopped scowling '(!"?mt's fine, baby. Youre coming. :
to sa Hop out to the wl‘d(', k:r'k. c.ia'fia-da! That's it. By Blosser !
: sk Mabel to give you a|One, two, three! : ;
guit of rompers. I've got some lively | Little windows in each door per- {
kicks coming and there’s no uscim;uod interested persons to gaze, S . . ( 4 w
S uthing ‘o) deent  skirt.” | Dick observed. That is to say, he THERE'S THE SELKCERF BOY! THAT'S \WHAT OND From A PORTHOLE Lo
Mabel was none too cordial. She |observed the little windows. He did RIGHT AHEAD OF VS THE GALLEY, THE FIRST ON
was being interrupted for the third |not know that they had been put AND TO OUR RIGHT, I CALL A BOAT.. SEE WE%O%KSHAM Roo, T
time that morning in a confidential | there for ti\\'o prreciﬁ treasons—kr))ro- : FRECKLES Y TALK ABOUT
teley ne chat with her young man. | priety, and to facilitate searching ! ( :
She had ridden to work with him:tm! a particular performer or an IF ALL THE CLASS! HO: HON. HARRY COME... .
that morning on the Bronx subway | accompanist. They were not in- PROVISIONS \WOw -'-' [ LIKE REGULAR CLOCKWORK i
and would see him at lunch, but love | tended for idle spectators such as > . & HE SLIDE FROM :
is love! | Dick Stanley. ARE ON, !
“Oh, honey,” Sheila wailed, hand- | Instantly the young man had be- WE CAN
ing back a size 40 suit of practice | come interested. This girl was good! SAIL BY
clothes. “I can't wear that! Give |Trevor should ask her to dance at | MORNING
me a break, 1 you? \I\,}m' on | the party tonight. Dick stood watch- | B
esrth do you think I've reduced ten |ine for several moments in sheer
A pwv‘ f»ll’i‘ for?” i o delight.
Il ask the prince of Wales, T¢- | Indeed she could dance! Taller
plied Mabel HAughLY, but ’”f'*”f:]}_ than many dancers, she nevertheless
she ;.um‘: a .w‘;. of lmun» ]:5:1..%11011.1_ S| was graceful and winsome. Her
» .sm',.m .i«-r 11}4;1:1'111“‘ collection 1IN | pair qanced merrily as she tapped,
the '”;"?(']1 (“M~h\‘“l"-‘l<\\';i ila watched | N€T Pody bending, her arms swing-
B ]‘“' 2% "I': “l " “1"‘]‘ :“ Ched ling, head tilted this way and that.
311 move through graceless gyra-| mne oir] was pretty too, darned

tions with elephantine skill. She did
nhot dream of smiling, even inwardly.
These steps, shorn of Bill's quaint,

pretty. Black hair, white creamy
skin, blue eyes and red lips. Lip-
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stick? Probably. These chorus
;‘.”"'l;1‘.Ill”!”“;;""'“';:)‘m‘:;}':"(\' 5‘:‘(‘;‘;' girls weren't any different in that
Ascinating e §  Were|yespect than the girls of his own ' by
;“« wn—and copied—up and down | gop. 8 f\w‘l’! REWACE DER ::2?:53\:;?! ch;:?:EC‘ﬁ ;AM \ \ 22: 90‘\:"' :,M: NOT. THE ( now WOT WE NEED \) /7 VERY THIMPLE. THE CATHLE GUARD WiLL HEAVEN oM, \)
om i : But if that coloring was artificial, | | CASTLE GQUARYD MIT . Myt NER. EOPLE GO TO ITH AN ECONOMY BE CHORUTH GIRLTH, AND THERE'LL BE A woe to
"You take a (':»lez\ .s}ldi.‘s here, | niok dacideds tHath 1t - el more CHOROUS GIRLS? THMART, I'M NOU'RE BEING THE THEATRE PROGRAM To CuUT FREE PARADE EVERY DAY, \'\L @O DowN PANDEMON A
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Xpectedl 5 °a, sus- e watched the girl skim over HE TAXTHPANERTH \ . AYTHPA
l“‘.lz_'_“'(l In midair, o the floor, clicking, pausing, whirl- MONEY, T\_?E\SLI?T’HQNP];\{ EXPE,:‘T:GEQA FEOS PRI I
Now you try, sister,” Bill Brady |ing, oblivious to her surroundings. . -

ordered, He watchkd the dance instructor TAYETH TO KEEP

rasping out commands, nodding ap-

UP THE CATWLE

CHAPTER FOUR | provingly and bringing a well-shod GUA&?/
I_II;R face upturned, her hair |foot sharply to the floor in perfect
flapping, her feet tapping like | rhythm. B
1

He watched the accompanist, his
hands pressing out the melody, a
melody that sang.

Then suddenly the girl stopped.
The dance instructor turned abrupt-
ly toward the door. The music
ceased.

Dick could not catch the words,
but he was certain the girl mur-
mured something. Her lips moved
and instantly the accompanist
twirled on his stool and struck the
piano keys with a single finger.

“Oh—say—can—you—see?”

That was for him! Evidently he

‘ain drops on a roof, Sheila slid
Into the dgnce youtine. She twirled
and fluttered. She skimmed over
the floor on which a few moments
before Bill Brady had lumbered.

\ But it was the same routine. It

s the same music. Timmy’s nod-

head spelt approval as he lis-
for

the “click-click”
ady, seated in a tilted-back
wung a pencil and hummed
“Da da daa!”

Accustomed as he was to skill, to
grace and beauty, even Bill Brady

tened of her

SALESMAN SAM

praising you, ok !
purn!” &he\ girl's feet—click, click.

“Got it?” oy g

held his breath. ; y
¥ 3 . » wea | had overstepped conventions. A dull KWAMT S (D
_I, = the studl, ibaby,  You'ze flush crept into Stanley’s smooth | Toes F-goﬂ\ TE‘-\\;ESCIUSSO(:E w"‘; ‘?:’?ES He co $0UTD ORJNO- (') AFRAID THe 5 w“"; 5“’5-3.(’“2“&—(; K HaT & LD 5 o
P ROTEL . rich tan as he left the' window ' BAND J¥Fo * WE (AN GET (T AIR WOULD DISAGREE WITH WOULDN'T parel % DEPT.
“1 told you she could dance, Bill!” | 0 ‘o 50 o o o the corridor OF MINE - HE's GOING ' RIGHT teREe! Y= » ‘ $
This from Timmy, working at the hedt a’g th‘e tom-to;gn of the .l n(; SOUTH FOR THE pALANCE 72
keys, his face beaming. ‘lc S 5 H pald ot THe. wWINTER.! Z
“Listen, Sheila, just because we're | Deginning -once mox?. e .cou . i T W Z
don't fake that last |hcar a shouted order, could hear ENTsS/ @, House /
~
She had it. She skimmed, she E wondered who she might be
twirled, she kicked, she slid. She| and knew just enough not to = o
was still smiling, but a little less|ask any one else around the place. = 5

spontaneously now. Her muscles | If he was to further his interest in
had begun to shriek at her, clamor- | this girl, he must let it appear cas-
fng for cessation. 'Uﬂl.

She fluttered, continued with the| But his heart, his very much
dance  without  allowing  her |overworked heart, jaded perhaps as
spectators to become awhre of lmrinmy a 22-year-old heart in the
torment. Bill knew, nevertheless.|breast of a good-looking, wealthy,
and Bill grinned. college-bred man can be, took a sur-

“Guess you won't go so long with-| prising routine of action. Dick’s
put practicing again, eh?” heart was in a positive tumult as he

“Guess I won't,” agreed Sheila|made his way back to Trevor Lane's
yuefully. | side.

“Well, I think this job'll keep| Joe Paris was talking with¥Trevor
pou busy for a while! Gleason isn't | at the counter. “We'll send up the
puch of a dancer.” | Tapping Taylors, then, Mr. Lane. All

That was rare praise from B"“d-\'~:1'iaht? Mavbe Flossie Kent. She
o tell her another dancer “wasn't |has a nice little song number, Good-
much” meant that he approved of looking,, too. No Flossie's signed—"
her. “I'd like the Melody Boys,” Trevor

“Once again, now baby. That|was explaining. “They could drop
last shuflle—' in late after the show—"

“Sure. The Melody Boys. They're
playing in ‘June Time, but they
could be with you by 11:30. Time
enough?”

“The party will just be starting,”
| Trevor smiled,
| “Sorry Flossie's
mused.

“Is she far away?”

“Pittsburgh.”

“Oh.” Trevor smiled again and
| the telephone girl hoped to good-
ness he would leave his telephone
number. She could take a message
from Joe maybe and talk to him.
He might try to date her up.

“You remember Bessie Leigh?”
Joe asked. Trevor remembered her.
A little whirlwind, fly-away dancer
whom he had hired once as a per-
former and who had become some-
thing of a nuisance afterward. Yes,
Trevor knew Bessie!

“I'd like an eccentric dancer

R .8 .8 |

HE melody began to flow like

liquid from the keys and in
gpite of agonized muscles, crying
out with every step, Sheila, with
rapt face, once more went into the
dance.

“Tum tu-tum, ta ta ta-ta!”
howled Brady. “That's the stuff,
kid.” |

A moment of rest, panting, heart |
pounding. :

Bill threw himself into action
again on the second measures of
the routine. Seated near the piano
where Blind Timmy's smile cheered |
her, Sheila watched Bill's flying
feet.

Timmy's music followed Bill, too,
Timmy's head cocked to catch the
“tap tap” of Bill's agile feet, and
catching it so perfectly it was diffi-
cult to believe the pianist couldn't |
e - 2 . though, Joe.

“You're getting along fine!” Tim-| .rpere’'s a girl dancing down
my murmured to the girl without there,” Dick put in hastily and Joe
turning toward her. | Paris nodded.

“Think so, Timmy?"” ‘ “That's right! Sheila Shayne—"

“Sure. Not a lost beat, not an| gheila Shayne! What a lovely
extra sound. It's a little hard,|name, Then Stanley remembered it
following you, Sheila, just as if you | probably was faked. They usually
was thistledown. You'll be a star|were. Nevertheless she was a love-
some day.” “v girl.

His face took on a shade of wist-|
fulness and Sheila thought of his

playing,” Joe

(To Be Continued)
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Those who passed Tarzan now, never guessed
that beneath his stolen uniform beat a savage
heart filled with relentless hatred for the Reds.

Where the girl was, doubtless too there would
be Ivan Karzenoff, who was either her confed-
erate, her sweetheart, or both. Finding the build-

i : A had . he swung lightl s peared to be a woman's figure silhouetted a mo-
y First he wanted to locate the hotel where he be- ing, he considered entering and inquiring for those and mﬁnu:dsm mv;tm{uﬁ‘mf,’;” :;: xf ment against the blind. Creeping closer, the ape-
ucvedh?wouldnndomt.uhespy. he sought. . dows of the second storys _ man heard a man speaking. g 1

His bet'ter judgment prompted him to recon-
noi.ter first. Looking into all the lighted win-
dows and seeing neither of those for whom he

!

In a rear room the blinds were drawn. :
heard voices within, and once he saw what ap- o

He
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