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CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO (Con-
tinued.)

Dan squirmed uncomfortably.
"Had enough vacation. Thought
I'd .stick around and sec how things
are going I know they haven't
been so good for us lately—”

His father interrupted, rather
testily. “Never mind, never mind!
Ii seems your mother's set her
heart on this trip and wants you
along. I don't know what the no-
tion is exactly. Bears, maybe. You ie
to save em fiom dangers on this
dude ranch.’’ His eyes twinkled.

' Those places are safe as Main
street,'’ Dan muttered, sullenly.
’ Don't see why I have to go traip-
s ng off with all those women.

Anyhow, they'll have plenty bf
protection. Lance Waterman’ll be
there and both the Franklin kids.
They’re grown up now. As for
bears, ’ his tone was contemptuous,
“Oerry and Sandra can handle a
gun as well as I can.”

"I know that. I know that.” His
father’s voice was a rumble deep
in his throat. It made the old man
uncomfortable to lecture Dan this
way. No sense to it, at all. It was
rank foolishness, spending all that
money on a trip with the market
the way it's been.

He was worried about money, no
mistake about it. No good suggest-
ing it to mother, though. She'd
just flare up and tell him lie ought
to manage things better. Well,
maybe he should have done that.
Worried about money, that made
him think of something else he'd
been meaning to sp-ak to Dan
about.
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HE cleared his throat, embar-
. rassed. “Dan—uh—what's this

I hear about you and Sandra?”
“Me and ?” Dan looked blank

for an instant, then smiled. “I’m
sure, dad, I don’t know’ what you’ve
heard.”

“Mother thinks Sandra’s pretty
sweet 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 so, I
might say, w’ould 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
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.”

Dan had turned in his chair, was
looking unseeingly out the window.
He cud not reply.

“I would be a fine thing for you,
every way you look at it,” persist-
ed the old man. "I’m not saying
this without having given the mat-
ter tnought.”

He glanced uneasily at the silent
young man. “Well, I'll say no more.
1 won't bother you about it now.
Only—the business isn't what I
hoped it would be, son, to pass
along to you. You've been brought
up to like expensive things. I’d be
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 help admiring
Sandra.”

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

"Good, bood! I’m glad you feel
that way about it. That’s why I
agreed to talk to you about this
trip. It w’ould please Mother, it
would please Sandra and, most of
all, it would please me. How’ about
it?”

“Lot me think about it. Dad!”
Dnn pleaded awkwardly.

"Certainly. Certainly.” Both men
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BY BRUCJi GATTON

HOWEVER spectacular Russia’s
flve-vear plans, giant, power

plants and new cities may be, the
most interesting part about the
Soviet experiment is the effort to
evolve a whole new code of moral-
ity.

For the Russians are trying to do
nothing less 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 m "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 working out? Very
strangely, reports this author. Rus-
sia. for example, has what you
might call a nation-wide system of
companionate marriage; yet it >s
rapidly developing an almost Puri-
tanical set of ethics in regard to
sex relations.

Far from being a land of licen;
it is beginning to stand up so
straight 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 in some of the biggest cities
prostitutes are almost unknown.
Family relations are being re-
shaped profoundly yet there are
signs that anew richness is being
brought into the contacts between
husband, wife and children.

It is impossible to summarize
this book briefly. Let it suffice to
say that it is a sympathetic but un-
biased account of the most amazing
experiment on human nature ever
made. Published by Harcourt, Brace
and Company, it sells for $3.

were on their feet now, relieved
that the interview was at an end.

But don't make up your mind
without thinking about what I’ve
said.”

Ban

Dan met Monica that
’ ’ night he told her of it—-

oaldly. not sparing her.
“Dad wants me to go west with

Sandra and the crowd. He thinks
I ought to fix it up with Sandra—-
make a go of it.”

He could not see how white she
had turned in the darkness. Her
voice, when it came, was cool, a
triflle distant. “What are you going
to do about it?”

Dan felt particularly badgered
that day. He was thoroughly out of
temper. Monnies dispassionate
gentleness only served to irritate ]
him further. He said what he had
not meant to say—what he did not
really feel.

“Oh. guess I better string along
with them, just to please Mother, i
It might lie fun.”

Monnie withdrew her hand from
his arm, where he had tucked it
onlv a moment ago.

"Go by all means if you feel like
that,” she told him. Her heart was j
very sore. It w’as full to bursting. \

Things had gone along too ;
smoothly of late, she reminded her-
self. Dan had been so sweet and
considerate. She had felt so secure,
so happy, with the knowledge of
their secret troth deep in her heart,
with Dan’s seal ring in the bottom
of her treasure box, a pledge and
a promise. Now they were taking
him away from her, coolly, de-
liberately.

“You shouldn’t even think of
staying here if you want to go,”
she said aloofly.

“You little fool!” Dan crushed
her to him roughly. They were sit-
ting in the shadows on the siue j
porch. “Better not tell me that
too often. Maybe I'll take you at
your words!”

“Oh, Dan!” She was in his arms,
the salt tears trembling on her i
lashes. “You hurt me so—l thought !
you wanted to be w’ith them. They j
way you said it—and. after all, why 1
shouldn't you? It must be fun.
Why should I keep you away from
it?”

“It'd be rotten without you,” Dan
told her loyally. “No, I haven’t the
slightest intention of giving in. I
told father I'd think it over, but
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 between
the rich and the poor. He loved
her now, and so it did not matter.
But how would it be later on?
Would he hate her for taking him
away from the easy life he had
loved?

She fell asleep, wondering.

CHAPTER* TWENTY THREE

SANDRA'S father grumbled, “The
place is darned uncomfortable.

Delia’s on the warpath—stopped
me to say the new’ maid won’t do.
and she’ll leave if we don’t get
someone better.

“I wish.” he observed testily,!
gazing across the table at his I
daughter, “that you hadn't rowed 1
with what’s-her-name—Hetty. It’s
extremely disagreeable to have j
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- j
body properly trained on short j
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 to 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 eyebrows stared
at her. “You wouldn't care for Pine
Lake.”

an n

N-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 j
be fun.”

“Um-mm. I see.” Mr. Law-
rence considered this.

"I can drive you about for a week
or two until you get someone 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 j
like clockwork again.”

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

•’Father!” She pretended to be
confused. “How can you be so-
so—”

“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.

(To Be Continued)

sjm

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES
OUR BOARDING HOUSE —By Ahern OUT OUR WAY —By William^

IM AFRAID,MAJOR,YOU GOT U f A PLAvGUB TfcVCfc FT/THIS“Sf / A CAGE OF BROKEN EGGS WUEN } / VEXES ME TO VUGH WRATH/€3/{ YOU "BOUGHT THIS BOiLER/ ITS -n | fOR. TWO FARTHINGS 1 WOULD
riaj I JUST A LOT OF TROUBLE,HELD \\ ABANDON THE DRATTfcD WRECK 9iET V TOGETHER BY NUTS AM BOLTS, {} I WAS TOLD THAT THEKy but ILL SEE WHAT I CAN DO WITH MOTOR WAS WELUj IT f—— ANY TOOLS COME ALONG q j BROKEN IN ———HOW
: TANARUS,with IT,BESIDES TH TOW ROPtc / -qq you SUPPOSE THAT

look unoer-tu'seat V WAe meant gus Ojf

L $1933 BY NEA SERVICE, INC REG U. S PAT OFF. /Os J

aOOLO P'OE. \ Hou-tatO,Y oH.wve'e uH£ \Aj
E. ONE THtTi \ j' ASThlYvafnT V
EM SOME. O’ K Uw - H.MOCR 7oLVOuH ‘
SOUMG , SMART / \ OL STiFFY / -jv\ATS \

■tCKS DO- J \MAO.O)ON Th*W pi

k I THE- INSULT- © 1933 BY HE* SCWVieE. INC REG. U. S. PAT OfT.

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS —By Blossei^
f"T HAT’S SAW DIEGO \ IT'LL SUIT ME IF I 7 f 1 SUPPOSE THIkIGS WILL \J WO,SIR.'ITLI SUIT ME Y fffc, Y f SOY ! I’VE GOTTA* THIMK fj ITTIDEID or' BE.LOW US, 50 TAKE. / NEVER SEE AMY WATER BE PRETTY TAME FOR YOU IN ] TUST FINE TO BE BACK OF &OMFTHIMO Fxrmur- / / T

A STRONG YOUP LAST LOOK UhyMOPE, UNCLE SHADYSIDE., AFTEJ? ALL THE i WITH ALL THE K 1DS /
****™E

; )cH / U
TAIL WIND, AT THE PACIFIC, J HARRY I'VE HAD THRILLS YOU HAD ON COCOS \V_ AGAIN// LX FRECKLES FRECKLES GETS BACK— f&L3J

UNCLE HARt?y BEFORE WE HEAD ), ENOUGH TO LAST ME I
ISLAND AMD IN SMUGGLER'S J A yy • PM-, HE'LL EXPECT .

I—<'
AMO , awexcitco XA" F*'f lpcw^we>

GETTIMG Tq. A'J HOMicOMING JVIt fJ \

n
cjjjjl Wifi SB 3

WASHINGTON TUBBS II —By Crane
MATES BEGIN CUTTING INTO THE FATTY LAYER. OF BLU66ERA f <=n T

WHICH COMERSTHE WHAUF, AMO HUGE BLANKETS OF THIS BLUBBER

rfr\ ASH'S 008 iS TO MtNCE THE
W BLANYFTS SMALL

tS AT TUt TRVWORKS, FEEOtNcTTHE FIRE AMP BOIL'X / ‘ r/Vn* •*o. mwm wMn bmwer.

-'fi | ! ‘ £
AoA SEVERAL PAMS XHP NIGHTS

— A GOES ON. SO StCVCENUSG
L ~ ■—r * ts the smell of whale o\l anp

SO AWFUL THE GREASY SMOKE,J That they hope to heamen theVf ( (j/APP**' rcg. u. s. pat. OFr © 1933 by MCA service. iNc.J h
NEVER CATCH ANOTHERWHALEj

SALESMAN SAM —By Small
/oh, boy! lookit th' Horace-twaT§\ /G-ee^R.Hou)oy; A coe.LL,soN> i "think f {

, all. he. coulq fly u\a<^
OF UNDBER&H'SPLANE! JTo ADVERTISE. TH=S>e. IS FAvJORITe GREAT J GSMTAeAtW FR.AMKLIN A KlT£ \ { i I

. 1 —|

|
-

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES —By Martini
f ■— 1 ; ; x r ;—r“—

f :
' .-If • I ViAY,WWLNT. SORRY . PARDON T* \W>TRDS\oK>,Y.\D— 1 KNOW .Ft A\WT ANY OV WY \ TV\K\ \F YOO OOHT TtL\.

X'fT? - ; T. HN?PENtD T'GCV \N ON A AN' I'vit VicPT YAY GNOCT OOT ,’2>OT'— BOOTS INV\O Y ARF. AKi' TV\*- ___ 3Va/I'l'lNF: put v J) CTRTA\W ,OW —-CONVitRGATON YOO NOW T>\AX TVWNGS ARY GYTDNi' *bYR\OOS=, _ , TriOV -- . ... . fDIN A PHONY l jIA WYRY A YYW WNOTYS \T SYYHS T'HY THAT TVMN6S V\ANY SONY WHOLY S\OWY , | VvILI./
CALL FOR 7 Lei! hC=> °

rmi—aigW >w>, AWST FAR YViOOGW \ V\OW ABOUT NT , PAL ? c , ,
boots m>, rl Lkl v ) * \ oy, A u-n +

TARZAN THE UNTAMED —By Edgar Rice Burroughs'

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. 1

Her glance expressed more than words. Now
the slave sale reached its climax as the bids for
Patricia Canby ro6e high, for it was she whose
beauty was being bartered for silver and gold.
Above the tumult she stood, the deep flush of
outrage mounting her cheeks.

And Dick Terrels anger nearly choked him
when at last Pat had anew owner, whose pock-
marked face showed plainly his beastliness. As
the fellow came to claim his prize, Pat cried in
anguish: ”SA’ rE ME!” The American did not
hesitate!

Quickly he.aulted to her side, paying no hettl
to the inflated crier, “Down with the Christian
dog!” nr-the knives thrust out to detain him.
Terrel as fearless by nature. He had muscles
like el. And a ready pistol!
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