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heila searches for
s Bart iz

fealous of h

" a

which she raed When Jim
offends M quite uninten-
1 G ABBOTT

i nancial to dis-
c

» and her de-
nd tt gh him

Sheil AvVSE she does not
Then Abbott
NOW GO

want it.
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ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE (Con-
ti d)

“Aren’t you making a mistake?”
she said slowly You see, I know
that Marion didn't leave because she
received a screen offer Equity
wouldn't le r do such a thing
and Equity ldn't let vou dismiss
her either ' must have come to

gement

¥ rrecable to both of us,”
He did not
70 \ about that,
Sheila,” he went on. “Your contract
1 he secure end Do you want
the pa t?

S was smilinz. “You sent
me red geraniums, didn't you?” she
aszked And vou know what they
mean to me I'he home I want
some day You w I love the
road. This other means the
road. It mean in small towns
where the es are real homes.
Those flowers onl; served to
strengthen my purpose.”

She lai ed a trifle shakily. “If
You real wanted me to stay on
Broadway and play that part, you
shouldn't have sent them, They
mean too much to me.”

“Kindly omit geraniums,” Abbott
said soberly.

“I Inean

“I know what you mean.” His|
eves, regarding her steadily, grew
serious., “And vyou know what I
mean. Or I hope vou do!”

His voice lowered, “Ever since T
gaw vou in that,Ttalian garden, I've
been planning this I'm a small
town boy, really, with more money
than is good for me.

I haven't peen very careful about
what I did with it, but it's stayed |
with me pretty well " |

“Buying geraniums by the cart-
load, for example!”

He moved nearer. “Here's what
I'm trying to say to you, Sheila,
And 1 mean it! Will you marry
me?”

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

YHEILA almost could hear her
[N heart beating against her
breast, “You're asking me to

marry you and go back home?” she
asked slowly.

Craig Abbott smiled. “Home
for me,” he said, “is wherever I|

hang my hat. I love Broadway. |
I've played up and down this|
street and played in luck, too.|

Every show I've been interested in |
80 far has made money.

“Did you know ‘Lucky Lady’
was mine? It was, and it ran for|
forty weeks. Now there are two|

companies playing it on the road. |
“Your play, ‘Heigh-ho,” has been a |
big success. With you in the cast, |

it will be even bigger.” |
He took Sheila’'s hand. “I'm|
through. I'm sick of late parties, |

sick of the life I've been leading, |
hangovers, dinners and dancing., 1
want a home. Every man does, 1
think, in his heart, Every woman,
too, 1T want a home, Shelia, and 1
want you.”

Still she did not answer,

“You can have any part in any
show you want!” he urged.
“Your name shining in electric
lights! You can name your own
company-—be the toast of Broad-
way!”

“You mean that you'd be
ing for your wife to keep on in
the theater?” Sheila asked. She
was incredulous for a moment
end then she understood.

This man was in love with what
he believed would be her fame. He
was the sort to sit in a theater box
and beam when his sweetheart ap-
peared from the wings, admired and
desired by all-but her charms re-
served for him alone.

He wasn't in love with Shelia at

will-

all, but with the fame she might
win. After that fame had dimmed
and the glamor had passed, his
interest in her would fade as well
She would be like every other
girl then

“T'll make vou the talk of New
York,” Abbott was promising, “I'll
make vou a flgure in theatrical

history.”

“Another Duse?”

“A second Pavlowa!'
your name go down in
and—"

“And up in electric lights.”

“Please, Sheila! I mean it
so—!"

['ll make
history

“I'm thinking,” she told him. Her
cheeks were flaming and her eyes
burned like dark coals. Craig Ab-

bott loved her no more than he
loved the theater. Probably not so
much,

If she should accept his offer, it
would mean only that Marion Ran-
dolph had been supplanted by
Sheila Shayne. There would be a
wedding ring, of course. That
would be the only differcnce.

The girl lifted her head suddenly.
“Craig,” she said, “when I marry
I don't want it to be that way. I
want to marry some one who loves
me—not my stage career. I—I guess
it wouldn't work out very well for
either of us

Abbott looked at her curiously.
Fifteen minutes later she was say-
ing good-by and hurrying toward
the theater.
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T was the next afternoon that

Myrt asked Sheila with careful
casualness, “How's the geranium
boy friend?”

Sheila shrugged.
she said.
him soon.”

“I don't know,”
“I don't expect to see

as- |

| Inexperienced,

| heart softened as she watched him,

| and

| tall

The following evening the “Heigh-
ho” company set out on its road
tour. Dick Stanley accompanied
Sheila to the train.

As they were crossing Times
square in a taxicab he said to her
“You know how I feel about you,
| don't you, Sheila?”
| “Yes, I know.”
| “And do you still feel the same
way about this road tour? About
living in the country and marrying
one of the leading citizens?”
| “You know I do, Dick.” She slid
oneé hand into his confidingly. “They
say show business gets into your
blood.” Her eyes took in the glit-
tering electric signs they were pass-
ing, the stands where fruits“drinks
were sold, the shop windows, the
knots of men and women who would
be homesick if they found them-
selves five blocks away from Broad-
way

“Somehow I don't feel that way,”

Sheila went on. She shook her
head. “Show business hasn't g#
me yet. I want a real home, Dick,

and I'm going to have one.”

“I wonder,” thought Dick. He
wondered, too, what would bhe this
girl's reception in the world
he envied so. There’ was no doubt
that her beauty would receive its |
due of admiration,

But Sheila Shayne was of
stage, born and bred. It was in
very marrow, Could such a
girl make a place for herself in a
small town?

siim

the

her

#” " "

O be sure Sheila was far from
T typical of Rroadway. Her
hands, though nicely manicured, |
were not gleaming with crimson dye.
Her trim little suit was simple and
inconspicuous,

Her face did not reflect the so-
phistication of the thoroughfare on |
which she was most at home. |

Dick Stanley though of small |
towns as hé knew ithem. He thmmhti
of young girls, sheltered but worldly. |
vet assured, Con-
fident and also critical.

“Just how are you going to go
about all this?” he asked bluntly.

Sheila laughed. “You mean how
am I going to make some man

marry me and give me a home?
I'm not going to.” She grew wist-
ful. “It's just that in such an at-

mosphere I'm happier, I can't ex-

plain it.”
“Don't try,
How good

dear.”
Dick

was! Sheila’s
assured and worldly-wise, helping
her from the cab, calling the porter
arranging about her baggage.

He took her ticket, walked with
her to the tables, and gave it to
the official. Then, the red cap fol-
lowing, he moved with her toward
the train.

“I exchanged that ticket and got
you a lower berth,” he expalined.

“That was nice of you, but you
shouldn’t have i

“Oh, surely I can do that little
for you!”

They were standing now at the
entrance of the car. The red cap,
struggling with Sheila’s bagagge,
had gone inside,

“Are you going to write me?”
Dick asked.

“Of course.”

“Going to miss me?”

“How could I help it?”

£ kg n

ICK halted a train man to ask

how much time remained and
was told there was barely a min-
ute. Four tiny blond chorus girls
came rushmmg down the stairs,
laughing and waving at their es-
corts, who had been detained by a
ruthless conductor.

The girls spoke to Sheila as they
crowded pas% The comedian ap-
peared, a ied cap at his heels. A
young man, pacing the plat-
form, flacked ashes from his cigaret,
preparatory to boarding the train.

“The leading lady seems to be
having a party,” said Dick. He and
iShm‘.a moved aside as a. gay group
{of men and women emerged from
| the train, :aughing and chatting.

The leadirg lady, in evening
| clothes, appeared and bade them
| farewell.

| “Well—" said Sheila hesitating.
It was time ot get aboard.

“Well——!" Dick began, and then
his jaw squared. “Look pleasant,
please! I'm going to kiss you. And

listen, young lady, it's not for good-
by, either!”
| “No? For what then?”

“For instance!”

He gathered
into his arms.

her, unprotesting,
There was a moment
of tumult, unforseen, unexpected.
Dick's first kiss! Another instant
and he was gone,
| As the train pulled out of Man-
hattan Transfer, Sheila, cozily abod,!

| watched the lights twinkling far|
| bevond. Apartment houses. Fac-
tories. Crowded, hurried places, as

bustling as New York.

But tomorrow there would be wide
sweeping meadows, winding rivers,
towns twinkling past, just waking
in the early morning. Children
would be flocking to school, herded

into safety zones as the express
| thundered past.
Small towns with every one

knowing everybody else. Calling out
good-mornings, “Hello, Bill,” “Hello,
Mary.” Family groups bidding a
cousin or sister farewell.

That was the world in which she

} would find herself tomorrow. It was
going to be an adventure. Sheila

sank back with a sigh.

| (To Be Continued)
POLK MILK CO. BUYS
. FIVE PAK-AGE-CARS|
Sale of Stutz Passenger Cars at New |
York Show Total $39.460,

Sale of five of the new Pak-Age-
Cars, manufactured by the Stutz
Motor Car Company, to the Polk
Sanitary Milk Company after a
period of testing over actual routes
in the city, has been announced by
Edgar S. Gorrell, Stutz president.
| Delivery probably will be made by
March 15, Gorrell has informed
Polk officials.

The new Stutz product was in-
spected with interest at Eastern
| automobile shows.

Sale of Stutz passenger models at
the New York show amounted to a
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W WAIT A MINUTE ~SINCE 2

| YOU MUGS ARE GOING

S TO WALTZ, LETS

( HAVE some musicf |

FOR TEN MINUTES

YOUVE BEEN PUSHING ¢
EACH OTHER AROUND
LIKE BALES OF COTTON

Z-(\«tON A WHARE f
"Z«S' 7 Srar~

TO GIVE BUSTER A
CHANCE TO WAVE
TH' FLAG THAT

HES HAD ENOUGH,

BEFORE I PUT MY

HIM AN HOIST'M
UP, THEN DROP
HIM ON HIS
SHINGLES

(q “/q

&

I'M JUST STALLING, &

TERRICK HOLD ON) <}

%
,'@E BIG PUSH = /2974

—By Ahern
WELL, GO ON ‘%
AN Do T} T
WAY YOURE
PUFFING,YOULL
[ BE BLOWING OUT
§ A CYLINDER HEAD
IN A MINUTE{
TLL JUST ToY
AROUND WITH You,
THEN WRAP YOU
UP IN A COUPLE
OF PACK AGES/A

/w

L
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

& ) (THAT ENDS THE = Do You MEAN To )
Wit ALMOST | | BLASTED THING.. & TELL ME You BROKE
AN WATERSPOUTS T —| IT UP WITH THAT
» MEAN NUTHIN' To
ICAN
UNCANNY Ll vt 2 wive o =
SUDDENNESS | | GUN HANDY ! ¢ (1A
THE ) ‘
WATERSPOUT
!} SEEMED I
TOo STAGGER. L 3
AND X
THEN
T COLLAPSE
g

—By Williams

/] //OH,HE MAS

/4 [ HavE oy

(] BROWEN LOOSE
FROM A wuToHiN

\__© 1933 BY NEA SERVICE, INC.

BORN THIRTY ~NEARS TOO SOON.™ nea u.s st orr.

JRWiLlLiams,
1-27

—By Blosser

CERTAINLY !! 1 LEARNED
THAT WHEN 1 WAS SAILING
THE . INDIAN OCEAN.... BLOW
‘EM TO SMITHEREENS! THATS
ME MOTTO...AN' You SAW
\WHAT HAPPENED !/

o

FIFE MINUTES! iF per

VEDDINK DOESN'T BEGIN IN

FIFE MINUTES, | COMMENCE

DER BLOOMING HOSTILITIES.
\ S

OF PRESERVING PEACE.

7m, -(r
() "’l, “w / ! 5 ‘
WILLY. NN (N SANITARIUM.  WAR

BELEVED IMEV\TABLE. FIDDLE:

VERNONE, BUT EASY, SEEMS TO HAUE GIVEN UP HOPE\

BARY, AND GVE \T TO
THE DUCHESS.

FAKE THIS TELEGRAM,

QUICK!

(STIX DELWERS FINAL ULTIMATUM.){
SALESMAN SAM

(HowDy, Sat | HOw ABOLT
LUNCHING AT “THIS TABLE.Y
WITHFUS ) e

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

(0w,

TLL GRANT YoU THAT THE )
WATERSPOUT BROKE UP, BUT
HOW CAN A SMALL RIFLE
HAVE SUCH EFFECT AGAINST
ANYTHING G0 STRONG AS A

E AR AN
WATERSPOUT 2 b

(\WELL,ILL TELL YOU...ITS )
LIKE THIS = SMOTS FROM A

RIFLE INTO A WATERSPOUT
START NEW CURRENTS IN

THE RHYTHM .. THEN TW'
BLOOMIN' THING GOES

M‘L/LTO PIECES !

\
@EAQ!NG DOWN THE GANGWAY,
EXCITED AND ALL OUT OF
BREATH, COMES THE STOWAWAY

" THAT BREAKS

OH, MISTER ormsgy !’
LooK To THE "
STARBOARD /-

LOOK., POPPA! LOOK! MINE
1SS A BIG FIRE IN
FIDDLESTIX — DER ROYAL

ARSENAL 1SS BLOWN UP.

VE CAN'T

M{TOUT

RIMMEL!!
FIGHT A VAR

MUNITIONS!

7/ a WFFER UF PEACE,
POT'S ME, CHENTS.
UY DON'T VE POSTPONE
DER VEDDINK TwWO
MONTHS UND LET
BYGONES BE BYGONES?

A MAaN OF LETTERS, AND HE 1S IN
A QUANDARY AS TO WHAT

- To EAT — -

LETTeRS, HuH?
WeELL, | caN suG
GEST SOMETHIN' Ta

BEGIN WI\TH —

THIS (S MR, LONGEELLOW SHORT, ) & MaN ofF ) [ f‘%/// e

Zz
N\ =
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ALPHABET

By Small

R

—By Martin

e % 1
CHEER ME LP, 71 OKE. WOT WOuLO

BIODE L IM Low NLKE Y00 ?

©COOD WOLLD TRAT

S,

TARZAN THE UNTAMED

Copy
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uted by United Feature Syndicate Inc

[ @ot, 1 FEEL FORGET T\ BILES ARE
50 Low 305 A STETE OF MIND,
Ot LOW FELLA | ALL Y'HANE TO

D0 1S9 LALGH 'EM OFF

—

oy ,
B5\0ES, THERES NO
REASON WRY YOL
SHOULLD BE BLUE =~ |
ARNY MORE THAN
OTRER. FOWKS

o

YEAN . TRERE
o | TRERE'S
S0 MUCK
MORE OF ME
7o GET e

—By Edgar Ri

ce Burroughs

With clinched fists Olga tried to protect herself
and drive Usanga away. And as the huge native
struggled to capture the girl the warrior he had
kicked out of the hut made his staggering way to
the hut occupied by Naratu.

Just as Usanga roughly seized Olga again, there
burst into the hut a raging demon of jealousy;
Naratu had come. Kicking, scratching, biting and
striking, she rcuted the terrified Usanga in short
order. She was bent on vengeance.

L]

|

Naratu wanted only to irflict punishment upon
her unfaithful lord and master. She quite forgot
the object of his infatuation. Olga heard her
screaming down the viliage street, hot on Usanga’s
heels. But she knew that tomorrow would be dif-
ferent.,

T&x Maxon |

Naratu wouid come back and take out on Oizga

the full meazure of her ,ea’ous hatred

They had

gone but a few minutes when the warrior guard

returned.

“Call out now for Usanga.” he sneered.

“Only he can halt me, and he wili not return—to-

night.”




