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BEGIN HERE TODAY
MONNIE O DARE
to DAN CARDIGAN

hin
CHARI

| were on their feet now, relieved
that the interview was at an end.
| “But don't make up your mind

ithout about what

thinking

n p | I've
ok B said
" = = n
3 > \\/}!P,\‘ Dan met Monica that
night he told her of it—
'NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY oaldly, not sparing her.
5 = ST TR AT vy Dad me to go west with
CHAPTER TWI -'Y Y-TWO Con- San B elawA St phtnts
Dan EP g o Pt [ it up with Sandra—
: “Had enou \ T'ho make a go of it.”
I'd stick nd t He 1l see how white she
are going v haven't | had 1 the darkness. Her
been s J voice it came, was cool, a|
His h i trifile d “What are you going
testil q to do about it?”
It . Dan felt particularly badgered
b } that day. He was thoroughly out of
: temper. Monnie's dispassionate
gentleness only served to irritate
em n dangers on him further. He said what he had
# « anch His eyes twinkled, |0Pot meant to say—what he did not |
)se places are safe as Main | Feally Ieel , |
ered. sullenly | “Oh, guess I better string along |
ive to g0 traip- just to please Mother.i
hose wome E be fun.”
‘ ‘ m;‘".“,“,v_. bf . withdrew her hand from |
i Waterman'll be | Pis arm, where he had tucked it
there and both the Franklin kids, | onY moment ago. :
I'hey're grown up now As for 10 by all means if you fee] like
bears,” his tone was contemptuous " she told him. Her heart was |
. G and Sendra can handle 4| Very sore. It was full to bursting. |
gun as well as I can | Things had gone along too |
I know that. I know that.” His |Smoothly of late, she reminded her-
father's voice was a le deep |Seif. Dan had been so sweet and |
in his throat. It made t J1d man | considerate. She had felt so secure, |
uncomfortable to lecture Dan this|S0 happy, with the knowledge of |
way. No sense to it, at all. It was | their secret troth deep in her heart, |
rank foolishness, spending all that | With Dan’s seal ring in the bottom
money on a trip with the markei|Of her treasure box, a pledge and
the way it's been. {a promise. Now they were taking |
He was worried about money, no | him ay from her, coolly, de- !
F mistake abou No good suggest- | liberately. |
ing it to mother, though. She'd| “You shouldn't even think of
Just flare up and tell him he ought | staying here if you want to go,”|
to manage things better Well, | she said aloofly. |
e maybe he should have done that.{ “You littie fool!” Dan crushed
Ao Worried abou: money, that made | her to him roughly. They were sit-
him think of something else he'd|ting in the shadows on the siae
o been meaning to spzak to Dan porch. “Better not tell me that
e ahout, | too often. Maybe I'll take you at
B . B oW . | your words!”

E cleared his throat, embar-
rassed. “Dan—uh—what’s this

I hear abhout you and Sandra?”
“Me and " Dan looked blank
for an instant, then smiled. “I'm

—

heard.’

“Mother thinks Sandra's pretty
gweet on you, Now don't get sore,
boy. You know how mothers are
Mother'd be mighty pleased to see
You make a go of that, and 50, I
might say, would I.

“Sandra’'s a fine girl, you know.

Slick as a race horse—lots f spirit.
Now don’t misunderstand me, Dan.
but she's got lots of money. What

Dan had turned in his chair
looking unseeingly the
He did not reply.

“I would be a fine thing for you,
every way you look at it,” persist-

Was

out

ed the old man. “I'm not saying
. this without having given the mat-
ter thought.”

He glanced uneasily at the silent
young man. “Well, T'll say no more.
I won't bother you about it now.

; Only—the business isn't what I
hoped it would be, son, to pass
5 along To you. You've besn brought
‘ up to like expensive things. I'd be
i the last one in the world to suggest
- you should marry a girl for her
money, but there's no question of |
’ that in this particular case. No man

in his senses could
Sandra.”

He waited for affirmation and
Dan accorded it, grudgingly. “I sup-
pose not,” he said.

“Good. Good! I'm glad you feel

help admiring

Dan pleaded awkwardly
‘Certainly. Certainly.” Both men
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OWEVER

five-vear

spectacular Russia’s
plans, giant power

most
Soviet
evolve
ity.
For

the
o

about
the effort

interesting
experiment
a whole

part
is

the Russians are trying to do
nothing than change human
nature, regardless of mankind's old
assurance that it can’t be done

Ella Winter provides a marvelous-
ly interesting study of this vast ex-
periment in “Red Virtue.”

It deals with the human values
involved in the strange and compli-
cated Russian equation, and it
strikes me as the most absorbing
book on Russia yet printed.

How is it all wor out?
strangely, reports til author. Rus-
for example, what you
might call a nation-wide system of
anionate marriage: vet it /js
idly developing an almost Puri-
al set of ethics in regard to
sex relations

1
less

Very

sia, has

Far from being a land of licen:
it beginning to stand up so
: t1 that it means over back-
= ward
', Housing shortages often force un-

married men and women to occupy
the same bedroom — without bring-
ing about any physical intimacy.

Prostitution has been curbed so
that

signs that a new richness is being
into the contacts between
1S , wife and children.

It is impossible
this book briefly

marize
it suffice to

to Ssu

Let

say that it is a sympathetic but un-|

biased account of the most amazing
experiment on human nature ever
made. Pu 1ed by Harcourt, Brace

sure, dad, I don't know what you've |

passes for a fortune these days. Her |

father's a shrewd business man, and |
he's done some smart investing.
Sandra's all he's got

window. '

that way about it. That's why I
agreed to talk to you about this|
trip. It would please Mother, it
& would please Sandra and, most of
all, it would please me. How about
it ?2”
“Let me think about it, Dad!”

plants and new cities may be, the|

new code of moral- |

in some of the biggest cities|

prostitutes are almost unknown.
relations are being re-|
d profoundly — yet there are|

| “Oh, Dan!” She was in his arms,
the salt tears trembling on her
lashes. *“You hurt me so—1I thought
you wanted to be with them. They |
I\\;w you said it—and, after all, why |
shouldn't you? It must be fun

Why should I keep you away from

% L

; “It'd be rotten without you,” Dan
| told her loyally. “No, 1 haven't the
| slightest intention of giving in. I

‘lum father I'd think it over, bul;
| my mind's made up.” [
| After he had gone, Monnie |
| thought bitterly that all their lives
| Dan would be giving things up

| for her. ‘
It was the eternal battle Letween
the rich and the poor. He loved
{ her now, and so 1t did not matter.
But how would it be later on?
| Would he hate her for taking himi
away from the easy life he had
| loved?
She fell asleep, wondering.
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CHAPTER TWENTY THREE

ANDRA'S father grumbled, “The |
! place is darned uncomfortable. |
| Delia’s on the warpath—stopped
ihw to say the new maid won't do, |
{and she’ll leave if we don't get |
some one better. |

|

|
testily,

‘ “I wish,” he observed
gazing across the table at his|
| daughter, “that you hadn’t rowed |

i‘\\'x'h what's-her-name—Hetty, It's
| extremely disagreeable to have|
things going on like this.” |

“I didn’t row with her—as you
put it, Daddy,” explained Sandra.
Candlelight brooded over the big|
luxurious room. ‘She was insolent |
to me. I think I explained be-
fore—"

“Yes, but why did James have |
to dash off the same day, that's|
what I want to know?” pursued
Gregory Lawrence, unappeased.

“He was a fine boy and I'd had
him for years—ever since Higby |
died. You know I hate to drive
myself, and it's a job getting any- |

body properly trained on short|
notice. Most upsetting.”
A welcome interruption (for |

Sandra) was provided by the re-|
moval of the soup plates. The new |
servant, as Mr. Lawrence's con- [
versation had forecast, was dis-
appointing. |

Her cap was habitually askew, and
she seemed uncommonly nervous. |
Sandra, waiting to present the|
question of the western trip, almost

despaired. She knew her parent
well.
“Well you need—what both of

us need,” she interposed, skillfully,
“is a vacation. This has been a
miserable summer. Hot and muggy.
Why don't you go up toe Pine Lake
on a fishing trip? It would do you
good and Della could get another
maid and train her while we were
| away.”

| “We?” The keen blue eyes under
the bushy white eyvebrows stared
| at her. “You wouldn't care for Pine
| Lake.”

2 5 »

B -NO.” Sandra admitted the

truth of that. “But I'd thought
of—that is I have an invitation
from the Cardigans to go out to
Wyoming. Their cousins are on a
dude ranch there. It sounds,” fin-
ished Sandra with a playful note
of wistfulness, “as though it would
be fun.”

“Um-mm. I sce”
rence considered shis.

“I can drive you about for a week
or two until you get some one to
replace James,” Sandra said eagerly.
“I'd love that. Then you'd go away
—and so would I—and when we got |
| back everything would be running
like clockwork again.”

“Sounds all right. With the Car-
digans, eh?” rumbled Gregory Law-
rence. “Looks as if that boy of
theirs is making a dead set for my
girl, eh?”

“Father!”
confused.
R

“Just outspoken, that's all.” But
| she could see his good humor par-
tially restored. Mrs. Peterman's
| roast chicken was delicious, and so
were the perfectly cooked and sea-
soned vegetables handed round
| timidly by the girl in the new uni-
form.

Law-

Mr.

She
“How

pretended to be
can you be so—

(To Be Continued)
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TM AFRAID, MAJOR,YOU GOT
A CASE OF BROKEN EGGS WHEN
YOU BOUGHT THIS BGILER/ 1TS
JUST A LOT OF TROUBLE,HELD
TOGETHER BY NUTS AN BOUTS,

T
|

A WRENCH AN PLIERS /
N

~F A TPLAGLE TAKE T/ THIS

BUT TLLSEE WHAT I CAN DO WITH
IT /e ANY TOCLS COME ALONG

WITH T, BESIDES TH TOW ROPE
LOOK UNDER TH' SEAT FOR

© VEXES ME TO HIGH WRATH 7
FOR TWO FARTHINGS 1 WOULD
ABANDON THE DRATTED WRECK /

1 WAS TOLD THAT THE
MOTOR WAS WELL
BROKEN IN ——— HOW
DO YOU SUPPOSE THAT
WAS MEANT, GUS O

¢

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

I COLLD RIDE
ONEEF L DD . ¥V
HAVE ONE ! THeETS
MORE'N SoME O

YOU “YOUNG , SMART
ALECKS Win DO

)

THEY HOLLERED, R\

'G'T A HORSE,
AS THEM WENT
B8Y — KINDER
MADE QL STIFFY
MAD , DIONY
YT ?

OH L HE'S LIKE
A LOT OF oM
TIMERS ! THeY
LIKE TH' OL Davs
BEST, TiLL vou |
TELL 'EM THATS
WHERE THEY
BELONG

\

AN

\
\

gl

N D SN O.RWILLIARMS,
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—By Blosser,

r 0y
ﬂ‘now BY
A STRONG
TAIL WIND,
UNCLE HARRY
AND
FRECKLES
SPEED ALONG,
GETTING
NEARER AND
NEARER
To
SHADVSIDE

GHAT‘s SAN DIEGO

BELOW U5, SO TAKE
YOUR LAST LOOK
AT THE PACIFIC,

BEFORE WE HEAD

N

IT'LL SUIT ME. IF 1

NEVER SEE. ANY WATER

ANYMORE, UNCLE

HARRY =~ I'VE HAD

ENOUGH TO LAST ME
A LONG TIME.!

"\ [ 1 SUPPOSE. THINGS WILL

BE PRETTY TAME FOR YOU IN
SHADYSIDE, AFTER ALL THE.
THRILLS YOU HAD ON COCOS
ISLAND AND IN SMUGGLER'S
SLIP,EH 2

NOo,SIR! ITLL sulT Mn

JUST FINE TO BE BACK

WITH ALL THE KIDS
AGAIN /!

C

MEANTIME,
FRECKLES'

+ PAL,
05(CAR, 15
ALL EXCITED
OVER

THE
HOME.COMING

¥ )

IZ&SS%/

OF SOMETHING EXCITING , |
FOR US TO DO WHEN o |} ;
FRECKLES GETS BACK~ )/@;(/ ;

HE'LL EXPECT -y

r "
Bov! IVE GOTTA' THINK /’7 f‘)
‘ I ; n ]

DOWN WE
GO...TO
SHADYSIDE

1

i ’\A/:\\ =7 M e & [
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WASHINGTON TUBBS II — By Crane

ARE UNROLLED.

SALESMAN SAM

@He MATES BEGIN CUTTING INTO THE FATTY LAYER OF BLUBRER,
WHICH COVERS THE WHALE, AND HUGE BLANKETS OF THIS BLUBBER

ING THE OIL FROM THE MINCED BLUBBER.

ASH'S )08 IS TO MINCE THE

BLANKETS INTO SMALL
ECES FOR BOILI\NG.

5 B a -

@As‘l 1S AT THE TRYWORKS, FEEDING THE FIRE ANP BOIL-

REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. © 1933 BY NEA SERVICE, lNC)b \w‘LL NEVER CATCH ANOWER WH“LS

OR SEVERAL DANS AND NIGHTS

THIS GOES ON. SO SICKENING
IS THE SMELL OF WHALE O\L AND
SO AWFUL THE GREASY SMOKE,
THAT THEY HOPE TO HEAVEN THEY

—By Small

OF LINDBERGH'S PLANE!

PLANES
THAT ELY

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

OH, BOY! LOOKIT TH' PICTURE)VEAH, HORACE —THATS
TO ADVERTISE THESE
LITTLE PLANES WERE]
SelLNG!

(GEE, MR, HOWDY, LINDBERGH
1S A FANORITE GREAT

WELL,SON, | THINK
BENTAMIN FRANKLIN
S MNe !

AW, ALL HE COULD WY was

a Ki \

5=

|

| IQ NSWERS TD
CLAST JUMBLEe-Ups

e O

Tz BLONKETS, WATER
~ )l vaLls €s, P/CKLESI

CHEESE, WRENCH,

Scates/

Wnnirr it P i

DIDTA GET EMALL)

Sewratf— 3

—By Martin

-
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I\ A PRONE
CAL. TOR
BOOTS AND,
WHLE HE WAS
HOLDING THE
WRE , HE
COULDNT WE\P
BUT OVERRERR
G\ODY
PROPOSE YO
HER

S0RRY | PARDON TR INTRUSION .\L\DJ
BUT 1 HAPPENED TGET \W ON A
CERTAN , UK «~ CONVERSATION  YOU

TWO WERE PANWN' A FEW MINUTES
AGO

BUT ~~REMLLY,
O\D CWAP

\/e

At Dick Terrel's astonished cry, rising in Eng-
lish over the babel of alien tongues, the girl,
startled out of her calm despair, glanced toward
the speaker. For one tense minute her dark eyes

met the

American’s sending their _pleading =
message.

pa—
1 KNOW | TT AT AW OF MY BUSINESS «n
MY TUE KEPT MY SNOCT OUT , BT ~~
NOW TREYT TRINGS ARE GETTIN SEROVS,
T SEEMS T'ME THAT THINGS WANE GONE
ABOUT FAR ENOUGH | HOW ABOUT IT,PAL 7

-~

7

T MEAN THRT F You DONT TR
| BOOTS WHO Y ARE —AN' TH'-

whore stoRY . WILL/

/ et

Her glance expressed more than words. Now
the slave sale reached its climax as the bids for
Patricia Canby rose high, for it was she whose
beauty was being bartered for silver and gold.
Above the tumult she stood, thz deep flush of
outrage mounting her cheeks,

And Dick Terrel's anger nearly choked him
when at last Pat had a new owner, whose pock-
marked face showed plainly his beastliness. As
the fellow came to claim his prize, Pat cried in
anguish: “SAJE ME!” The American did not
hesitate!

Quickly hevaulted to her side, paying no heed
to the infriated crier, “Down with the Christian
dog!” nr the knives thrust out to detain him,
Terrel as fearless by nature. He had muscles &
like sel. And a ready pistol!
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