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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

(Continued)

“There's the little home Glena
Grayson built for her mother to
keep her out of Hollywood Jim
remarked one day motioning to-

t far from the recad

fashion in

ward a house nc

's are in

s of the duchess type
r isn't like that. We

him than to Dick

There as one subject that came
between them, though. Jim was a
success.

Not only did he have a job, but
he was receiving $250 weekly. Jim
was making good and not a struggler

like her

I want vou to meet my mother

gome day soon,” he told her so-
berly. They were seated beneath a
tree near Long Island sound. The

plash-plash of the water reached
them and they could see the cream-
ing of breakers. The air held
'a faint salty tang.

Sheila looked dreamily toward
& white sail far out on the hori-
zZon “I'd love to,” she said.

“She’'d love to meet you,” Jim’
voice was nonchalant. “I've told
her about you. She is at Montauk |
Point just now, I wonder if you'd
care to drive down with me next
Bunday?” |

the

“That would be fine” |
He looked at her steadily but|
Sheila, still gazing seaward, was
unconscious of his scrutiny. |
Jim wondered if this girl knew

what was in his mind—what meet- |
ing his mother meant. He wouldn’t
introduce every girl to his mother.

a8 = o
E threw himself on the soft
H pine needles ai her feet and,
raising on one elbow, refilled his
pipe.
“What did you think of Tillie Lee
when you dropped in on the show?
“What could I think of her—since
.she is my successor?” Sheila
Jaughed a little unsteadily. “I think
she just isn't too good-looking to
suit Marion Randolph. Oh, I don't{
mean I'm such a beauty! Heavens, |
no!
“But I can dance and I can put
over a song—better than Tillie Lee
anyhow. Marion Randolph rather |

would have her in the company. |
8he didn’t like me.” ‘
“But, Sheila, that’s rotten luck.|

I think it's the limit that you have
to go with a road show, Just be-
cause a catty, jealous—"

Sheila held up a warning finger. |
She was grateful for Jim's loyalty, |
-but he was being reckless. ‘

“Be careful who hears you say |
such things,” she cautioned. “Marion |
Randolph can cost you your job just |
as she did mine.”

“What makes you think so?” [

“Because I know! Don't ever say |
‘an‘\‘thmz critical of Marion in the |
hearing of any member of the com-
pany. In the first place, it can't
help me. In the second, whether
you think so or not it can harm
you. |

“you never can tell what obscure |
chorus man is headed straight for |
her apartment with a lot of back-
stage gossip.”

“She'd better not try to monkey |
with my job,” Jim said, his eyes
narrowing. “Why, only last night—" |

“What about .last night?” |

“She invited me to a party. I
‘didn’t go.”

“yYou didn't!” Sheila shook her
head. “Oh, Jim, that was foolish! |
You shouldn't have done that!”

And Sheila was right. At thm:
wery moment Marion Randolph was
saving to the gentleman whose
money was behind the play in
which she was starred, “Get me |
another leading man, honey. I
tdon't think I like Jim Blaine.” |

CHAPTER NINETEEN ’

HE gentleman whose money |
was backing the play in which
Marion Randolph was starred \\:151
Craig Abbott. As it happened,
Abbott was feeling weary. He was |
weary of financial responsibilities
‘bringing practically no returns.

He was weary, too, of Miss Ran-
dolph's pouting and petty tyran-
nies. When things went wrong—
‘and they did frequently—Marion |
was quick to let every one know it.
‘* Craig Abbott had begun to
think of sailing dates and ocean |
liners. A long leisurely cruise, alone |
and unhampered, to parts unknown.
For an indefinite pericd. That
would be delightful

He was rather new to this busi-
ness of “angeling” plays. He was
rather young. He was unfamiliar
Avith the tempestuous whims of
Jeading ¥dies, but during recent |
weeks he had been learning rapidly. |

What he had learned had con-
pideraktly changed his viewpoint.
Abbott realized now that he had

making mistakes. Numerous
There was that girl he
seen the other evening!
Clever voungster. Talented.
© And he had allowed Mandrake to
put her out of the show simply be-
ecause Miss Randolph so desired.
yes, dr Sheila Shayne from
s Are Low"” had been/|
mistake.
s was in Abtbott's mind as
He sat on

All
Marion Randolph spoke.
& divan in the living room of her

Aapartment. Marion, nearby, was
standing, because the lines of her
t‘ea-nnw pajamas were better when|
she stood. |
Marion might take little thought |

! but she - took

|

for the 1 X

{ ization as

| almost
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e ,thought constantly for her appear-

ance,
“Blaine’s no good in that part”
she repeated. “Get rid of him,
Craig, and find some one else.”
Abbott looked up from the book
he had been reading. He said,
Well, if you want Lim fired, fire
¥Vhy not?”
e pouted. “I can't do it, Craig.
know that. But I'm warning
now there isn'i a show in

You

you ri

town big enough for both of us.”
The man eyed her. “Then why
not fire yourself for a change?

You've already gotten rid of a good

If the chorus.”

He counted them off on slim fin-
“You ruined two expensive
ostumes for no reason at all. Spike
he paused to allow his
» of tone to sink in, “aren’t
; good for velvet frocks, are

geTs

“But I want Blaine fired!”
“Darling, why didn’t you say that
before? I'll go and see him right
away. Where does he live? It would
be too bad to drag him way down to
he theater tonight, when he won't
be needed.”

n n o

H}', rose and was half-way to the
door before Marion stopped
him with a hand on his arm.

Go back and sit down,” she
begged, trying to laugh. The venom
had drained from her eyes and at
that moment she looked innocuous.
Her skin, as she well knew and
frequently announced, was flawless.

Her hair, without that last gold
rinse, would have been lovely. Its
curl was fairly natural. And the

tilt of her head was superh. Even
at that moment, Abbott would have
agreed to all this.

None of these facts, however, in-
terested him. He was thoroughly
tired of Marion and Marion's petty
whims,

“What is the chap’s number?
We'll get the business over,” Abbott
went, on.

Marion named Blaine’s hotel. She
was looking worried. Somehow, she
didn't like this mood of Craig's.
She never had seen him quite like
this before.

“I'll call him,” the man was say-
ing, “and take him out to dinner.”

“But I thought you were having
dinner with me?”

For answer Abbott gave the oper-
ator the number. A moment more
and he was asking for Jim Blaine.

There was a pause and then he
said, “Blaine? This is Craig Abbott
speaking. You don't know me, but
I'm interested in ‘When Lights Are
Low.” Wonder if you'd dine with
me this evening? I'd like to suggest
a few changes.”

" ” ”
E winked at Marion, who quick-
ly recovered her composure.
This was going to be all right. How
Blaine would writhe! Still—hadn’t
he a contract?
She wrinkled her forehead a mo-

| ment over this, then decided that he

|)ro!);1l)1_v was too new to the show
business to think of a detail such as
that. In that case, everything would

| be fine!

“Well, it's settled,” Craig re-
marked, as he replaced the tele-
phone. He did not return to his

seat. 1Instead, he closed the book
he had been holding and replaced it
on the table,

“I'll leave this—or
book?” he asked dryly.

have you a

“Do you know any more old
jokes?” Marion retorted. But she
flushed. The old story of the book

and the chorus
amused her.

Craig smiled as he let himself
out of the apartment. “And now,”
he said to himself, “I wonder just
what inducement I can offer to get
an introduction to that little girl
who looked as though she liked red
geraniums. Let's see—when was it
I saw her—?”

Four hours later they were seat-
ed at a dinner table. There were
places for three at the table, but
Jim Blaine had had to leave early to
reach the theater. Abbott leaned
forward, looking directly into Sheila
Shayne's eyes,

girl ‘never had

(To Be Continued)

8Y BRUCE CATTON

HIS generation is used to an

Africa whose map contains
no more blank spaces, an Africa
whose darkness has given way to
pale early dawn.

But the old days, when every-
thing a few hundred miles from the
coast was a profound mystery,
aren't so very far back, and they
were exciting days, full of adven-
ture for the daring.

We get a glimpse at them in
“Bula Matari,” by Jacob Wasser-
mann.

This book, subtitled, “Stanley—
Conqueror of a Continent,” is  a
biography of Henry M. Stanley,
who did as much as any other

| man—if not more—to wrest Africa

from its mysterious darkness and
open it to such blessings of civil-
disease, poverty and
forced labor.

Stanley had quite a life. A
drifting orphan, wandering from
England to America, soldiering,
sliding into newspaper work, rov-
ing afar as a correspondent, he
was just the man for the “Find
Livingstone!” order.

He found the lost
came home famous,
Africa twice more, lived through
incredible hardships and
dangers—and, at last, died peace-
fully, in his bed, in Engiand.

His life, says Wassermann, ex-
emplifies perfectly the plight of the
man of action; the man who must
go from act to act, who lives by an
unbroken succession of deeds and
who, in the end, with no more
worlds to conquer, must wither be-
cause no further action is possible.

“Bula Matari” is a thoughtful
and interesting book. Published by
Liveright, it is priced at $3.

missionary,
returned to

a cute little dancer and |
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IF YOU WERENT A PAL OF MINE,
1 WOULDNT WARN YOU ~— D JUST Z
LET YOU GO AHEAD AN RASSLE JAKE, ,
LS
HE USED TO BE A PRO — HE'LL
‘CURL YoU UP LIKE A JELLY RoLL/TAke
A LOOK, AT THOSE GORILLA ARMS OF
HIS! YoU'LL JUST BE A HUNK OF PUTTY
IN "EM ({«~ HE'LL SQUEEZE YOU
INTO A BOOKEND J
BETTER GET ON TH’
BIKE AN BACK-PEDAL

THAT BIG PIECE
OF ROPE TOLD
ME TH'® SAME
LINE ABOUT BUS,
TO THROW A
SCARE IN Me ]
—~~T'LL FOLLOW

THIS UP BY

BETTING BUS
#5 I CAN LAY

HIM FLATTER
THAN A STAMP/,

g — il

\ GrossiNG 'EM
way - BOTRUP =

=,

'FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

HIS TREASURE
FINDING DEVICE,
HAS BEEN
GIVEN A
BUNK ....

WE FIND BILLY
BOWLEGS AND
FRECKLES
OUT ON
S DECK _%qu

f ) ((Your UNCLE HAS TAkeN ,
kdie van A NOTION T SAIL UP THE THERE'S ONE,
WHO STOWED | | GULF OF CALIFORNIA..GUESS | NOW!! BOY!

AWAY ON HE WANTS TO LOOK OVER AM I GLAD IM
THE TIBURON... LOTS OF SHARKS NOT SWIMMIN'
N THESE WATERS !
SELKCERF, : g
IN ORDER TO \/L/‘Z/'/
DEMONSGTRATE S

OUT OUR WAY

—By Williams

r NO,NO, / NO.
GEORGE!
WE WCONT | we JES
TAKE OFF STOPPED

QUR COATSY N TO G\T

ANSWUTH, |/ THEN TLL

WE RE NOT A WAH M/L
STAYINL

BY TH TIME THEM
\/GE‘\' WARM , we L\
BE FROZEN - we
SHOLLD PUT A S\GN
ON TH' STove -
‘CAPACITY OF THIS
STOVE , ONE Cow BOvS

/,DEOO\E wWHO
JUsT STOP '\N
i PUT MY | TO GET WARM ||
/ COAT ON,| SHOWD SAY,

-TOO 1 JusT SIOPPED
N TO GET

/ wWeLL.,

HIDE — LEAVE
CLOTHING OuTsIDE

T .. WiLliame,
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("I DON'T MIND SHARKS..BUT )

S\WORDFISH!! THERE'S A
CRITTER FOR YoU..IVE SEEN
‘EM PIERCE COPPER SHEET-
ING AN' OAK PLANKS

To A DEPTH OF TEN

L\,-\NCHESW Ay-Ay!!
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—By Blosser

1 DON'T THINK SO.- TIBURON \
IS A MEXICAN ISLAND, INHARITED
BY CERIS INDIANS, STILL
LIVIN' IN A PRIMITIVE STATE OF
NATURE ...1 HEAR TELL THAT THEY

£ \MAT ABOUT THIS ISLAND 1\

> CF TIBURON, BILLY BOWLEGS? /
IS THERE TREASURE

g BURIED THERE 2

VSE POISONED ARROWS AND
NN 127 pRACTICE CANNIBALISM ... ),
~ \ /E‘L’\EAGNE THAT :!J'
AL S =z 5 g
< e e PR WP e o
o J = Z " | b O i

e
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—By Crane

IN PANDEMONIA'S HOUR

@ook WILLY NiLLy!

OF NEED, HE
IS TAKEN AWAY \ 0
BY THE DUTRH RLATHQA%. Leﬁuxglzg*‘n\m
POLICE . RELEATH H '
NOT CRATHY, I TELL NOU. 'M

\HANES TM THANE!

fOuew SOON REACH THE SANITARIUM. N

" COME, PRINCE, SEE DER
NICE UNI\FORM NURSIE

HASS FOR You.

NoO, NO! 1\‘
DON'T WANT A
UNIFORM. | DON'T
BELONG HERE,
| REFUTH TO

g PUT \T ON.

SALESMAN SAM

VERY VELL! |
VILL PUT \T ON
NOU MY SELF.

R =

MERTHY ME, NO!)
\T ITHN'T DIGNIFIED, !

RELP!
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(/AT LATHT!
HAVE
ETHCAPED.

. 1 \:’PNT

EP\M\.T\/‘
o5

//

E GWES THE NURSE A KICK ON THE
AR wc.J»k SHINS, AND JUMPS THRU A WINDOW,

—By Small

HEW ! anN' soMeRody Tol MeTa)
TRY ONEA MaToR's §5¢ perFecios!

JOU SOLD Me S
TERRIBLE!

MAaToRS

—— O —

GUNPowDE,
TEA "

KEEP Fipe
away

fMey,Nou, TS ClGAR. ) SESSA MINUTE, MISTER ), )
\}g& _?ou..\:em wWeLL ForR

KICK —You've ONLY
GOT ONE ——

WE'NE GST HUNDREDS OF J )

| e BesT T DARN THINGS!

NlcKEL.

- /../.."'""u “‘““"‘ﬂj““

=—=
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—By Martin

( AW TH STYLES W STVLES )
YOU FOURTEENS GIMME
A PAN 1N TR' NECK L NYOn

GEY ALL T BREAKS

For awhile Olga's capiors seemed to have for-

gotten her existence. No one came near the hut,
not even to bring her food. She could hear them
at the other end of the viliage, laughi and yell-

ing, and knew that they were celebfating with
native beer and food.

To be prisoner in a native village in the heart
of an unexplored region of Central Africa—the
only white woman among a band of drunken bar-
barians! The very thought appalled her! “Cour-
age!’ she told herself,

-

AS ¥ LONG S¥RTS WERENT ENOUGH
PO\SON FOR LS DUMPY DAMES , NOW TW
STNYL\STS BANE T'60 N'FEATURE PUFF
SLEEVES ' \T AINT R\GHT ~—

‘ i
THINK NOTHIN OF 1T ,CHILE -eeveee

THINK NOTHWN' OF T

“You have escaped from black
this!” she mused. Darkness had fallen and still
She wondered if she dared venture

no one came.
forth in search of Naratu, Usanga
least cruel toward her.
hut.,

Cauticusly she left the

*
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er outlooks than

She found her way to where the revelers made

merry. She saw them gerforming a grotesque
dance, eating greedily and drinking themselves
stupid. Only Usanga was half-sober, waiting the
gxomenc when he could go alone to the captive’s
ut.

woman, who was
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