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CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
’]"H}'I company arrived in Burton

next mc Sheila found
the little cafe re she and
Jappy had eaten- tl meals on
last year’s routing

She remembered that in Burton
Jappy hz 1 a signet ring, a
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The two girls
vered a dressmaker there
to remodel some of their frocks.
day in town,
. There was
nce, and Sheila
ure out of her hotel

cept for a walk in the late

ive herself a shampoo and
& manicure. She wrote a long let-

ter to Jappy, out of a job now, and
enclosed a bill,

Monday was uneventful. Prep-
araticns for the evening show
kept the company busy. The per-
formance passed without a hitch.

“Youre looking fine tonight,”
the comedian told Sheila the next
evening. “I believe you've fallen in
love.”

“Something like that.”
“Girlie, what is like that?’

Fifteen minutes after the final
curtain Sheila was back in her
rcom at the hotel. The clock in
its little green leather case on the
dressing table pointed to 11:30.

Almost any time now the tele-

phone might ring. Jerry had said
he would telephone Tuesday after

th> performance,

Sheila undressed, bathed, brushed
her hair and- slipped into pajamas.
The telephone stood beside the bed
and, throwing herself down on the
pillow, she watched it, gleaming,
black and silent

A wonderful thing a telephone!
Through its medium she would soon,
in spite of the miles between them,

hear Jerry's voice.
She could imagine him smiling at

her, thrill to the tenderness of his
tone. If only the call would come!
n n E

HE other members of the com-

pany were having a party
somewhere Maybe the telephone
operator thought Sheila was with

them and would not put the call
through.

Sheila took down the receiver and
Instantly the operator's voice re-
sponded, “Number, please?”

Sheila said, “This is Miss Shayne.
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| If there is a message for me, Il be
here in my room.”

“Yes, Miss Shayne.”

Some explandtion seemed neces-
sary. Feeling rather foolish,
Sheila continued. - “I had planned
to remain later at the theater. 1

ht

thot

have asked you to transfer a call.”
f there's a call I'll ring you,
ss Shayne.”
1, the operator had probably
encountered anxious guests over the
wire before. “You'll ring me right
away?” Sheila urged.
“Of course, Miss Shayne. I'll see
that the message reaches you.”
Sheila put down the telephone.

. | Fiffeen minutes passed without in-

| terruption. She decided to try to
read, but the magazine she selected
proved uninteresting,

Why did magazine stories always
turn out well when life was so un-
| kind? Why didn't Jerry call?
| The hands of the clock pointed

to 12 o'clock now. Maybe if she
counted off the seconds they would
| pass more quickly.

Maybe & she had something to
eat, occupied herself at something
like arrahging the dresser drawers,
time would go more quickly.

Taking up the telephone again,
Sheila asked for room service and
ordered milk toast and tea sent up.
It occurred to her that Jerry might
| have been on the wire while she
giving the order,

Well, that would be all right. She
not want him to guess how
anxious she was. When the tele-

phone dii ring she would count 10

before she took down the receiver.

She would make her voice sound
casual.

“That’s right
| call!” She would say that to Jerry
iand pretend to be surprised.

Was

did
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HE little clock ticked away for
| another quarter of an hour.
| Then there was a light knock at
| the door.
| Springing to open it, Sheila con-
fronted the waiter, a carefully laid
table swung from his shoulder. She
stared in amazement, then under-
stood.

“Put it down there,” Sheila said,

smiling.

| Taking a coin fro mher purse,
she gave it to the man, scribbling
her name at the foot of the bill
he proffered. Tea and toast with
a little silver pitcher of hot milk.

If she ate slowly, drank the tea
{in sips, it would help the time to
pass. Why, oh why, didn't Jerry's
call come?

Twelve-thirty arrived and then 1
o’clock. The telephone maintained
|its sullen silence. Sheila remem-
| bered then that Jerry had said he
| might not call her. He said that

he would be sure to come Wednes-
L(l:l}' whether he talked to her again
or not.

That was it. He was coming any-
how. More than likely he had been
delayed, thought that a message
| would disturb her, and decided not
| to call.

She snapped out th elight and
nestled beneath the soft down quilt.
If she were to drop off to sleep
would she hear the telephone ring?
Better not chance it. Sheila ‘turned
on the light, arose and moved about
the room. Finally she sat down at
the little desk.

She would write letters. But to
{whom? Not to Jappy, because she
had sent her a note on Sunday.
Not to to Myrt. There was nothing
she could say to Myrt in such a

letters.
She must write to someone,
though.. Must keep herself busy.
Suddenly Sheila drew a sheet of
paper toward her. “Dear Dick,” she
began. “How is the second act
coming?”

” o n
| FERRY WYMAN did not telepohne

| & nor did he appear at the theater
| the following evening. Sheila- tried
desperately to conceal the hurt in
her heart.

She reproached herself for her
foolishness, worked harder, made
evey effort to forget.

The tour continued with good
weeks and bad. The weeks stretched
into months and still Sheila did not
hear from Jerry. There was no way
she could have heard from him, be-
cause he woul dnot know how to
reach her,

The company reached the middle-
west, circled and headed toward
New York aagin. Then the bookings
were cut short and presently they
were back there.

On the first day in Manhattan
Sheila met Jappy tripping along
46th street. Jappy said that Tommy
Sloan was holding a try-out at the
Halcyon Club. Did Sheila want to
come along?

“I'm resting,” Sheila smiled. “Go-
ing to look around soon, though.”

“I didn’t think you'd be interested
{in this job,” Jappy admitted. “Just
| wanted to do Tommy a good turn.”

“Then take the job yourself.”

Jappy laughed a little bitterly at

this. “Sure. If I get the chance.”

‘ They walked along together past
| the tiny shops, the laundries, in-
| termingled with garish doors of
{ night clubs, silent and gloomy at
| mid-day.

| “HQw was the boy friend of last
vear?” asked Jappy idly. “The one
who gave you such a rush in Spen-
cer?”

“You mean Jerry Wyman?”

“That's the one. You know I
thought he was relaly serious. For
a while I thought you were serious
about him, too.”

Jappy's level eyes were on her
friend. Sheila carefully shifted her
gaze and looked across the street.

“Jerry was a nice boy,” she an-
swered finally.

They walked on. Presently Jap-
py’s hand closed over the other
girl’'s. Their eyes did not meet, but
their steps timed together per-
fectly.

“Let's go inside here, Sheila.”
Jappy indicated a <offee shop just
ahead. ‘I've got something to tell
vou, honey, before someone else
does.”

She drew the other girl after her
into a tiny shop and ordered coffee
for two.

(To Be Continued)
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I DONT LIKE TH'
WAY YOU cuTt TR
CORNERS AN' PASS
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IF YOU SNEER AT FRIED
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OUT ANYTHING ABOUT TR
BABY WHO BLONGS TO
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("Who 15 THS MAN WAO DROPS DO |
QUT OF TRE SN N A PLAENE
TRIMMED WITR GOLD AND PRECIOVS
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TARZAN THE UNTAMED

There, back of Olga, blazing in the refiected
moonlight, shone two great, yellow-green eyes. The
beast was so close that it might have reached out
and touched her with a great, taloned paw. There
Wwas no, time to think.
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Impulse was her guide as, with a loud scream,
she leaped from the tree into the clearing. In-
stantly the apes, now maddened by the effects of
the dancing and the moonlight, turned to note the
(cause of the interruption,

They saw this she Tarmangani, helpless and
alone, and they started for her. Sheeta, the

panther, knowing that not even Numa, the lion,
unless madderied by starvation, dares meddle with
the great apes at their Dum-Dum, had silently
vanished into the night,

He sought his supper elsewhere. Tarzan, turn-
ing with the other apes toward the cause of the
interruption, saw the girl, recognized her and

also her peril. Here again might she die at the
hands of others; but why consider it! He hesi-
tated gpe brief second.
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