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All tl

the

tour had been doing well, The sk
was making money. Few other road
companies had as good a record

speciaity dance (there
were four from first curta intil
closing) always won repea en-
cores. She was a favorite with every
audience and Fletcher, the company
manager, had allowed her to order
new costumes for the “May Day
number and the little dance In
which the spotlight that shone on
her varied from red to green to blue.

In one of the larger cities
the comedian, surprised !

“I know a lot of people h
said. “Played here in stock years
ago. There's a Mrs. R yvmond-—one
of the social celebrities——who is

h:'.;“g a charity danct

“She asked me to come and bring
from the
vou'd be willing
May Day' num-

some one else
wonder if
your

along
pany. 1
to go and do
ber?" N
“Why, of course. T'll be glad to “
“Good. It's 5 in your pocket
McKee explaine ;. Raymond's
a good sort and it's r charity

‘ not ours.”

' among

Sheila nodded. “I can use
$25.” she said.

For two days she looked forward
eagerly to the night of the charity
dance. It was to be a glimpse, close
at hand, of the life that to her
secemed the most attractive in the

world.

" £ ”

HE night came but it didn't,

somehow, quite reach Sheila’s
expectations, In Mrs. R:ny'x11()1\d‘s
home she found herself in a dif-
ferent world. She was the same
age as many of the girls she met
there. She looked much as they
did, dressed similarly.

She shared fhe same youthful
dreams of romance, gaiety, adven-
ture. But Shelia was an outsider
in spite of all this. For some rea-
son a barrier existed, shutting her
off from these young people.

She didn't know how to gf't
around it or climb over it. Shelia
remained apart.

the “May Day”
number, her feet weaving in and
out in the complicated steps, she
could hear whispered approval.

A polite patter of applause at the
end clearly showed that the dance
had been appreciated.

“Giood work!” McKee whispered
as Shelia took a seat again at his
side He was not performing.
Shelia noticed with interest that
here he was accepted as a guest.

Many people seemed to know

him.

As she danced

the others. Some of them
called him “Ralph,” shook hands
and spoke of the days years before
when he had played weekly at the
local theater.

“Well, how'd you like it?” Mec-
Kee asked the girl as together they
drove back to the hotel. “Would
you like to change places with any
of those girls?”

Sheila hesitated. “It's an attrac-
tive life,” she said. “I don't suppose
Shey have many responsibilities. I
guess they do just about as they
please every day and never have to
work

com-

the |

He moved, easy and assured, |

| waited

in the wings for the leading
song to come to a close,

1ich one?”

The one you loaned me one eve-
Jim something-or-other. He's

> exception of Clara, who
*d to a vaudeville head-
Samper girls had been

liner, the
beau-less,
“Maybe.

mor

But he didn't earn his

ie nodded. “That's all right.
ning money isn't everything. I

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES

)OUR BOARDING HOUSE

isn’t he?” Tillie spoke wistfully. |

think men are afraid of girls who !

earn good salaries, Sheila.
“Maybe they are.”

| That

| old argument. Home life or a pro-

| fession for a girl? Sheila thought

about it, but couldn't come to any

decision.

was another angle of the

She knew that for herself she
wanted a home. She was making |
progress, however, as a dancer, |
gair assurance and winning

recognition. If she followed McKee's
advice, returned to Broadway and
landed a part there she might be-
come a star,

What would that mean? Only
that she was farther and farther
y from the dream of her heart.
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HRISTMAS the
troupe to a large middlewest-

ern city, The week passed almost
exactly like any

ceptions. It

" L3

week brought

other with two ex-
meant seven days in
instead of two or three

brief engagements and it meant an
extra matinee on Christmas day.

Business in the theater was not
particularly good. People sesmed to
prefer to spend the holidays at home
or in the homes of relatives and
friends instead of going to the the-
ater,

Suddenly Sheila
she wanted to be back in New York.
She wanted to feel the cold North
| river wind against her cheeks, to
hear the bustle of Broadway traffic.

She wanted to look at shop win-
dows, to see the twinkling lights
| in giant office buildings, to drive
| through Central park and to sit
at cozy restaurant tables talking
[ about plays and players with other
troupers.

She wanted to see Dick Stanley,
{too. Now that the tour was draw-
ing to a close, Sheila heard from
| Dick oftener. Yes, it would be fun
|to be back in New York and see
i Dick. And Jim Blaine. And Trevor
| Lane.

Sheila thought of Myrt and won-
dered how life was treating her.
Alone one afternoon in her hotel
room, she sat down and wrote Myrt
a long, newsy letter.

The answer came back almost im-
mediately. Myrt was well, married
to George now, and very happy.
They had moved into an apartment
in the Bronx.

She promised to come to see
Sheila as soon as the company re-
turned to New York and Sheila
{ must come up and have dinner with
| Myrt and George.

Well, it was better for Myrt to be
married. As the wife of a steady,
substantial business man, her future
would be settled and safe.

Myrt would make a go of it, too.
She would buy cook books, shop for
bargains, keep her home in order.
Yes, she would make George a good
wife.

The letter from Myrt increased
Sheila’s loneliness, made her even
more anxious to return to New
York.

The show played a series of stands
in Indiana and Michigan. And then
something happened which restored
| Sheila’s affection for the road.

one place

( To Be Continued)

Rabbit Born Earless

By United Press

HOLLISTER, Cal, Jan. 30.—A
rabbit, born without ears but per-
fectly normal in every other re-
| spect, has been sent by W. W.
| Whaley, rancher, to the University
of California for study. Four other
rabbits of the_ same little were
normal.

|
|
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“You should see them after
hard set of tennis.”

“That's not what I mean.” [

McKee patted her arm. “I know |

ft isn’'t,” he said. “But you must
remember there are two sides of the
picture. Most of them would give
their right eve to be behind the
footlights. They envy you, Sheila.”

The season rolled on.

ning recognition as a dancer. News-
paper criticisms of the play always
mentioned her name

Sometimes this praise was extrav-
agant. It didn't make her more
popular with other principals in the
company, but the manager appre-
ciated it,

McKee liked to see her receive
good notices. He continued to in-
vite her to suppers after the show,
to show her little favors and give
her advice from his long experience.

These attentions were always im-
personal. Often he talked about
his wife and familly. He never tried
to make love to Shelia.
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RESENTLY
arrived to
Parts had been written into
show for them. It was felt that
“Heigh-ho"” needed some new ma-
terial and the Sampers’ act provided
that.

The girls dressed exactly alike
They came on the stage with littl
shuffling steps crooning a song in
close harmony that was unlike any
other singing Sheila ever had heard.

The Sampers were not particular-
ly pretty girls, but they were rated
clever. They danced and sang in
unison, their voices blending like
notes of a violin, their agile steps
matching perfectly.

They had a dressing room which
they all used. They ate together
after the show. On pay days one of
them always was to be seen scurry-
ing to the postoffice to send money

=
the Samper Sisters
join the troupe.

the

e

home, holding out only what the
sisters would need for living ex-|
penses.

“How's .your beau?” Tillie Samper
asked Sheila one evening as they

The play |
was a success and Sheila was win- |

'8Y BRUCE CATTON

REALLY good murder story—
one that you can read without
first suspending all of your critical
faculties—is a rare thing. One of
the few writers who can produce
this sort of tale is Mignon G. Eber-
{hart, and her newest book, “The

White Cockatoo,” is a bell-ringer.

To begin with, it has a deeply
complicated and honestly puzzling
| mystery as its core. It provides an
authentic atmosphere of horror and
suspense.

It is filled with real people, com-
petently characterized and moti-
vated. It is, in short, written by a
writer who knows something about
writing; you don't find yourself
stopping, every fifth page, and mut-
tering, “real people don't talk or act
|this way,” as you do in most mys-
tery stories.

There's an American engineer who
stops at a cavernous old hotel in a
|little French town, waiting to meet
a friend and go on a vacation trip.

In the hotel is an American girl
who is waiting to meet her long-
lost brother and establish her right
to half of a $10,000,000 fortune. Just
as these two get acquainted, sudden
death starts popping.

A nameless intruder gets poisoned
jand then stabbed, a porter is shot
from an elevator and another man
is poisoned and stuck in the grand
piano: to complicate matters there’s
a slinky hotel proprietress, a lot of
ble French cops and a very
ysterious and taciturn detective
chap.

This, in short, is that rarity, a
truly good detective story. Pub-
lished by the Crime Club, it sells
for $2.

Do you want a day-bed? If you
have a writing desk to trade, see
| Times Want ads, or call Swap Bu-
| reau, Riley 5551.
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OUT OUR WAY —By Williams

WHAT 2 vou'RE
SITTING L\KE
THAT BECAUSE
TMERES A HAT
IN THE CHARY
WELL, WH\
DONT “>Ou
PUT /T ON
THE TABLE
THERE 7
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS —By Blosser y
: ;
(Fue. paseme) [OUR MOTORS WON'T TAKE ) WELL, CAN YOO (" AS NEAR AS I CAN LOOK LP THERE, \ '\  (CAY ME FACE DOWN,) (o TIRURON! A,
WATERSPOUT | [US OFF , COMMODORE. —WE. / GET YOUR BEARINGS,| |MAKE OUT (TS CARMEN s il IF I DONT BELIEVE ! wheRE
.'BQOUGHT A WILL JUST HAVE TO WAIT SO WE CAN FIND OUT ISLAND OFF THE COAST WHAT KIND OF WERE EI'THER ON THEY ARE.
FOR THE T\DE TO TAKE WHAT I1SLAND THIS | | OF BAA.... A BIRD 1S Vot s ':‘-‘*”" e CANNIBALS ... AND
TIDAL WAVE || ys OFF - NO DANGER THAT ? LOOKS | ITS A GE - TIBURON, SHOOT POISONED :
THAT ; ALMOST LIKE / PELICAN AVE -AVE- ARROWS 2 _
HAS AN EAGLE TH' SACRED § ;
BEACHED 4 BIRD OF :
THE SERI B
- V. & INDIAN ! g
SELKCERF e
ON A
BARREN
ISLAND 1N c
THE GULF
OF
CALIFORNIA
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(I HAVE DETW\DED, COOKIE, TO CUT

OUT THE WILD PARTYTH AND LIWE IN
THILENT THPLENDOR. WOT AM |
HAUING FOR DINNER?

235

DISHES FIT FOR DER GOYS,
NOUR HWIGHNESS., GREEN
TURTLE SOUP, UND SPRING
VENISON STUFFED M\T
TRUFFLES UND DER BREASTS
UF MILK-FED QUAIL.

THE

BAH! I'M GETNIN' THICK AN)
TIRED OF THE BUM MEALTH
You BIN TURNIN' OUT,
COOKIE,
FINETHT DELICATHITH N

[ WANT THE

WORLD.

—By Crane §
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1 DO DER BEST | CAN, YOUR WIGHNESS. ) ‘\REj To BE THEN PROCURE THEM AT {

SURELY YOU DUN'T EGSPECT HUMMING THEY SURE . WUNTH, AND HANG THE -

BIRD EGGS FRESH FROM DER VILDS uf THE NouR EXTHPENTH. AND BY THE

BORNEO, OR PICKLED TAILS UF SIBERIAN / FINETHT | [ HIGHNESS,/ WAY, I'M HUNGRY FOR '

NIFFLE FISH —A FISH S0 RARE IT DELICATHITH APPLE PIE, CABLE THE L

B

BETHT PATHTRN COOWK W

AMERICA TO COME OVER

AN' MAKE ME A COUPLE.
——
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Instead of sleep only the vision of the captured

Olga came to Tarzan's brain. He fancied he
saw her at the mercy of the warriors somewhere
in that dark, forbidding jungle. He growled in
anger and self-contempt at what he considered
his weakness,

R SRR

—
AFTER WE MADE TH DATE,VOU Foono | f
OUT TRAT BABE THOUGHET SHE KD TR
DATE WITR YOU, ©0 1 GOT BOOKED UP
WITH TIPPY - BUT HE NHORACE SWAPPED
OATESTREN FORACE CAUGHRY COLD
NAZKED BUB T'DOUBLE FOR /M ,BUT
BUB WANTED TTAKE BABRE OUT
COASTING , 50 SHE TRADED RER DATE
WITR YoL To \<\'\'T\',~NE\_\_ , AMMY
FOUND OUT 1 WASNT DO ANYTHING
NASKED ME FOR Th' OATE 50
HES HERE NOW —-AN YOURE S'PostD
TRE WITH RITTY —UNESS SRE RAS
MADE OTRER PLANS

!
1 DONT SEE ROW You
COULD'VE GOT MIXED LP

|

/ | :
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The ape-man arose, shook himself and swung
from his tree to that adjoining. Thus, through
the lower terraces he followed the still fresh trail

of Usanga's party.

Toward midnight, the stench

of a native village assailed his nostrils.

5

From hut to hut he went, searching. The war-
riors lay all about, in drunken stupor. At last,
faintly, he found the delicate scent he sought,
hanging oyer a small hut. No sound came from
within.

He guessed that in the village he would soon
find her whom he sought. As though stalking
a wary prey, Tarzan moved noiselessly about the
palisade, listening and sniffing. Frong an over-
hanging tree he ¢ropped into the villge.
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