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CHAPTER SIX (Continued)

Yyou N ( going to a wre 4
match., Somebody told me they saw
you at the Liberty."”

“Who sai

the house where yc¢
Janet

nodded

“Oh! And because some dumb-
l)’:. W s :() canrry !70" p- g

The girl interrupted had
stopped and was standi motion-
less. “Then it's true,” she said, her
lips scarcely moving. “You—were
there?”

Carlyle's voice rose angrily. “What
iIf I was!” he demanded. “Is that
any crime? We might as well settle
this thing right now, Janet. You
know as well as I do our engage-
ment doesn't mean anything?”

CHAPTER SEVEN
"ANF'I‘ did not seem to hear what
o) he was saying. “Then it's true!”
she repeated. “Oh, Rolf—you were
there!”

“Well, I'm not denying it. T don't
Bee that it's anything to make such
a fuss about, though. Is there any-
thing wrong in going to see a show
once in a while? For Lord sake,

Janet, what's the use of pretending? |

Things can’t go on this way

“No,” she agreed., “They can't go
bn this way.

He looked at her, surprised at the
fquiet tone.
all men, Was Janet really going to
be sensible about this?

“Listen,” he said more kindly, “I
know 1 said I was going to the
wrestling match., Shouldn’t
said that, I suppose. But I didn’t
want to—well, to hurt your feelings.

“Don’t you see, Janet? You know
as well as I do that our engagement
doesn’t mean anything. You don’t
want to get married. If you did,
we'd have been married months ago.
You think more of that job of yours
than you do of me.”

She was listening now. He saw
that her eyes had filled with tears.
“How can you say that?”
rupted. There was hysteria mingled
with the protest in her voicg. “It
isn't true, Rolf! Oh, you know it
Isn't!”

So there was to be a scene, after
all. The young man f{rowned.

“I don't know anything of
sort,” he said shortly
you were right about it.

the

I can see

now we'd never have made a go of |

it. You and I are different, Janet. |
We don't even like the same
things!”

The girl started to speak, but |

whatever she meant to say was lost
in a half-escaping sob.

“You never care if you're having
a good time or not,” Rolf went on.
“Well, I do. I like,to get out and
go places, sec things and know
what's going on. Sitting around
home evenings gives me the creeps!

“Work all day and save your
money—that's all you think about.
Well, what's the use? We've tried
it for almost a year now
doesn't work. It never will!

Trade Mark Reg. ¥
EACHING for
this hungry elephant. And
there’s another just like him in
the rectangle below. Cut out the
seven pieces and put them to-
gether in such a way as to form

Jumbo's silhouette,

peanuts, is

Hungry Elephant 3
RN - W“\‘\‘“\“

Were you fast enough to over-
take the HI-HO ostrich? Here's
the way the seven HI-HO puz- |
zle pleces are assembled to form
his silhouette. .

Rolf hated scenes, as do | «

have |

she inter- |

“But I guess |°

and it |
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1 “We could go on this way for
yvears and we'd hever be any nearer
getting married than we are today.
It's because you don't really want
irry me.”
a2 E 4 ”

JANEI‘ had found her voice. The
words sounded a little queer, not
quite natural, but she said quickly,
" know you felt this way,
/hy didn't you tell me? 1

we were having good times

didn't

“Good times? Sitting through
every one else in town has
cen six months ago, dancing in
cheap chop suey joints, bus rides—

1 that's not my idea of a good

1 it get you? Nothing!
he pennies and nickels you and
e will never make us rich, 1
tell you, Janet, it's no use!”

“But you used to say you liked
all those things!

The tears were welling up in her
eves again. Perhaps it was because
rlyle felt a tinge of guilt, per-
5 it was because he knew he was
blameless, vet refused to admit
that he answered harshly.

“If I said that, I didn't mean it.
you the truth now.”

1d been walking along a
street. At the intersec-
t a dozen yards ahead, the
treet led into a brightly lighted
ivenue.

Janet
of those

could not bear the thought
lights. She halted. The
sudden anger that flared in her
voice was almost as much of a sur-
prise to the girl herself as it was
o Rolf.

“So you're telling me the truth!”
she exclaimed. “Then why don't
you tell me about that girl you were
with last night? I supposed when
you were so busy Sunday you were
| with her, too,
| “Oh, you needn’t go on explain-
ing! I understand. You liked to
spend your evenings with e be-
fore you met her. She's the one
who's changed your mind about—
about everything!”
| “That’s not true, I mean—"
| “Dont try to tell me what
{mean! And don’t go on trying to
explain, either. I wouldn’t believe
you, no matter what you said! Why

should I? After the lies you've told
me—"
| “Aren’'t you making yourself

rather ridiculous? Do you want the
‘\\iwl«: street to hear you?’
[ PR
DON'T care who hears what
I'm saying!” White-faced, chin
raised defiantly, Janet met his eyes.
|“T don’t care if the whole world
knows. I wouldn't marry yon now
{—not for anything. Not after the
things you've said, after the things
l_\‘(m'\r- done. I—oh, I never want
| to see you again. Never. As long
as I live.”

As suddenly as her anger
|come, it spent itself. Tenderness
| swept over her face. “Oh, Rolf!”
she cried in a voice that was low-
pitched, frightened. “Oh, Rolf!”

The young man’s tone was frigid.
“If that's the way you feel about
it,” he said with exaggerated polite-
ness, “I guess I'd better say good-
night. You can get your car at
{ the corner here.”
| Janet made her voice as cold as
his. “I'm not going home,” she

aid. “I'm—I'm going to have din-
1er downtown., Here. Here in this
| restaurant.”

They were in front of an eating
place. It was a restaurant Janet
| never had entered, quite an ordi-
|nary looking place. Food was the
last thing in the world that she
| wanted then, but the pretext would
serve as well as any other to get
away.

She must get away from Rolf!
| This hideous quarrel couldn’t go on.
She wanted to get away, yet with
{ her whole soul, she wanted to stay,
| too. Not with the cold-eyed, un-
| smiling Rolf who was looking at
her, but with that other Rolf who
‘hncl been affectionate and adoring.

Couldn’t he see she hadn’t meant
those terrible things she had said?

|

had

| Wouldn't he understand this was
all a mistake?

| He was speaking again. “Then
I'll leave you,” he said. I{ might

have been any stranger using that
clipped, formal tone.
| For just the fraction of a second,
the young man paused. For just
the fraction of a Ssecond Janet’s
| eyes raised hopefully.
Then with a quick gesture Rolf
| touched his hat brim. “Good-night,”
he said, and was gone.
3 £ "

;SHE stood where he had left her
for several moments. She put
one hand to her face and brushed
away the tears. She did the same
g again without realizing that
he had done it.

A man and a girl were coming
toward her and Janet saw that the
gir] looked at her curiously. Why
not? People didn't stand in the
| middle of the sidewalk on Lombard
| street wiping tears from their eyes.

People who were sensible didn't do

such things, No wonder that girl
{ was staring at her.
| Pressing her lips together tightly,
t turned and entered the res-
rant. She found a seat at the
| side of the room.

A waitress, short and stout and
with very pink cheeks, handed her
a menu card.

“Would you like the special din-
ner?” the waitress asked glibly

| “Veal steak with hashed brown po-
tatoes, string beans, combination
salad and choice of dessert.”

“Janet nodded. “Yes,” she said.
“That will be all right.”

“Coffee to drink?”

“Yes. Coflee.”

The waitress disappeared and re-
| turned with the food. Fifteen min-
| utes later she was back again. “Is
| there anything wrong with the
steak?” she asked. “Don't you like

1

“Jm:ot looked down at her plate.

|
you
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—By Ahern

% TECHNOCcRACY! FAUGH /7
7/ THIS 1S WHAT T GET FOR

EXPOUNDING THE DRATTED
SUBJIECT —~TELLING HOW T

=

HOURS AND GIVE US MORET\ME:’}

FOR LEISURE =+~ AND THEN
THE MADAM FORCED ME TO *
COME DOWN AND CLEAN UP THIS

BASEMENT

JASON

7% T. OFF. -
[]}> 1933 BY NEA SERVICE_INC -
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GOOD OLD JASON [7
INTO DOING T FOR ME!
o

T

g 75> = TECHNOCRAT

UM-M-LETS SEE HOW
THIS JOB WOULD BE

DONE UNDER TECHNOCRACY
e UM-M—AH = HM-M -

L, A
* OH —«TLL HEEDLE
WOULD DIMINISH OUR WORK\NGFZ i M WEEED

:;f‘"ﬁ BAD |- =
0 L
ISNT A’ § :

=

FRECKES AND HIS FRIENDS

WILL GIVE UP
TS SECRETS...
AND I'LL BE

THE FIRST MAN
TO FIND HER
TREASURES

- SURE, STRANGER...
MANY AN /
EXPLORER

OUT OUR WAY —By Williams

—

TASTE YT, MA - GO ON,

T WANT YOU -0 SEE HOW
GOOD IT 1S , FER 7S KiDS
COOUIN'IT ON A BONFIRE, :
WITH NO COOK BOOK, ER NoTRN!
TS TRY IT=WAIT'LLI G\T
THIS PIECE O STICK OLuT~T
“TOL THEM KIDS TO QUIT STIRAIN
T WITH STICKHS , BUT-\WELL,
TRY A COUPLE SPOONFULS , MA, ;

AN -TELL ME HOW GOOD ny -

IT-UHR~-WELL-T
CAN SEE TS GOOD~
T LOOKS veERY GooD!
1T KNOW (T \ S =T

LOOKS —UH~ DELICIOUVS,
BUT IM NOT HUNGRY
RIGHT NOW -~ T CAN
TELL VTS GOOD ,THO,

|

A
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—By Blosser

BONITO'S TREASURE. IS THE
MOST VALUABLE, OF ANY

BURIED HERE....AN' THAT

TS IN A SECRET CAVE =~
THERE'S THE KETCH........
FIND THE CAVE...
‘AT'S AL !!

(THEY oAv THAT BENTO N { SHUCKS! WELL FIND IT

L WITH STOWAWAY'S
DIVINING NEEDLE. =
WON'T WE,

STOWAWAY ?

THE INSTRUMENT
15 BEGINNING TO
VIBRATE, ALREADY...

e f/y, 1 Sy !
M”"! 1(! oY) WM !
l'L‘:l:“ q{ﬂ \4 2 ‘9 e 'l?yl;m, | z

|
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WASHINGTON TUBBS II

—By Crane

(v ! | Y THAT AINT ALL YOURE ) HELP! HELPT)
WORM. TADPOLE! | FiC R cet i WITH, | MY LORD 1S

HOW DARE YouU HIT ME Nou BUTTL
NTHRY, BEING
L\Wl'\'ﬂ A FLOOR moP? TAKE THAT — AN’ MURDERED,
} * i.;l WOP./’/W s THAT. oy
7\‘]'\ 4 ?op/'/ op‘

Y
R

THROW THITH RATHCAL
OouT! | NEVER THAW HIM
£, BEFORE, AN' WEETH
TRNING TO MOVE INTD
TAKE HM MY CATHLE.

MINE HIMMEL! )
PLEASE, YOUR HIGHNESS,
POT'S NO VAY TO

TREAT A BROTHER .
__-/

N
A BROTHER!
DUNNER BLITZEN!
DON'T YOU KNOW
YOUR TVIN BROTHER,
PRINCE DUCKY?

&

HAas sURe TURNED “TH' CORNER.
ON BOTH EeeT!

= gaos
SRy ) s 4

(tusT Be! | Hear. NeR BosS Has

JeST BOUGHT ANGSTHER caR-THAT
tMeKes TTwo He HAS,Ta Do His RIDIN' ) SO BAD OFF,
AROUND TowN IN! PRETH LUekyY!

SURE! aND
NOU'RE NOT

e(Tuer.!

-~

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

ST ARRIVED, (| SUPERINTENDENT =

(TEN OF THE EXCELLENY ‘ TAKE f TELL AM TO PURCHASE A VERY
SUTTS  You THE BLUE ONE, T ROADSTER  TO MATCH \T ~AND, 1 WELL,
ORDERED FROM | ESPECIALLY ADMIRED, MND YOO, THE COLORS MLST
YOUR TALOR DOWN TO THE GARAGE || BLEND PERFEITLY

. B
PAXTON, 1T WANT YOU TO CONTINGE SR
TO CALL BOOTS , ASKING WER  ~| YES |

WHEN T WL BE PossRie [T | & |
TOR ME TO SEE RNER

YOU ARE YO MAKE THESE
CALS AT WALF WOUR

INTERUALS =~ ONTI\L. SWE
GNES N r

“There's nothing wrong
" she said. “I'm—I'm just
not hungry.”

(To Be Continued)

After the kidnaping of Pat from Roger Cecil's
motor car, the young Englishman and his mother
raced hour after hour until they arrived at India's
capital. Here, after attending to the nerve-

sha! of Pat’

Grief stricken, he found that the brave officer
was to be buried this day with full military honors,
befitting a hero who had given his life in His

‘mjesty'ssa'viee. He learned of the troops’ suc-
‘;u-u on the frontier.

)
He determined to find out. When nineteen, in
England, he had learned to pilot his own airplane.
Now his pleadings and influence obtained him &
with the *“Crimson Squadron”—those

daring

The British were steadily pushing back the
fanatic natives to the gatcs of the Maharajah's
own city. Roger had strong suspicions that, some-
how, the was responsible for the mys-
terious » of the girl he loved.
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