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HOoL Wwiow ,DAKE, L
BELIEVE 1T MADE THIS
“TWO THOUSAND MILE
TRIP BACK HERE MAINLY
TO SEE QUR OU SwinMmMIN
HOLE = 1T was AwwAavYs |
DREAMING OF \T— You
DONT HAVE TOo SPeEND
ALL THAT MONEY TO SEE
1T — You ONWY LIVE A
A BlocK or o

OUR BOARDING HOUSE
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EGAD , OFFICER “THAT
WAS THE ONLY PARROT
1 HAD THAT COULD SPEAK
THE JARGON OF THE

UNDERWORLD ¢ BUT
HERE 1S A PARROT TLL

SELLYOU FOR 310 —
AND THAT INCLUDES
TWELVE LESSONS IN
ANY VERNACULAR /7

VAT P— 77 PARROTS LIKE TH ONE
: ~—r 77//8
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WELL ., L
AINT SEEN

1T SINCE
YOLU HAVE -~

SINCE WE

THAT MADDEN BOUGHT
HERE 2—~—1 MEAN ONE
LIKE HIS , THAT CAN TALK
GANGSTER CHATTER,OR
MOB LINGO 2—~T'LL
BUY ONE,IF YOU
RAVE

| Some of us are going to the club v/’
| for dinner and then to the Silver 7
1 | Slipper later.” F?/

| He hesitated. “I'm really fright- b
o | fully busy. I've a bunch of blue- éf
| prints to check tomorrow.” i
| “Please, Bob! It's going to be an s
. | awfully nice party.” X

b W

ed to—" NN

‘s | “All right then. I really want-
“It's settled! And will you pick -~ ;4,“ \ NYOU WISH THE :
me up, Bob? I'm going to break a | / / Z C NN
| date for you.” P 7 AR
| It was hard to refuse Barbara. — -~ \ /;
) She was a nice kid and he'd rather /é
liked her the summer they were| | \ . 7,0
| on the same house party in Maine.| 1 H % \ = /’//’
His father had met her, too, when | H Z 77 = e
| she came to New York and thought | i ///(
| she was A-1 !
.xrqu‘,,. ] ""ZEE,’.] ]
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY ‘ HEN Barbara had gone he|
went to his room and studied

CHAPTER THREE (C

t of Warrens in the telephone —
directory. Well, there was nothing | [TA._
else to do. He would go through| =S

ibout d 1 when the | the list systematically. :l
entertainment was fl ed, and to-| Half way through, some time| |
morrow would be a stiff day. He!later, he thought he detected an| [2=3

would explain to Duke and make his | amused note in the operator’s voice.
departure quietly He crimsoned, but went doggedly
Suddenly, the orchestra broke |on. Some of the Warrens were out.

) p o,
!/lf/{'-""\\(\\'.'“”/" _— T

o
RN \ery

into the strains of an old favorite, | He made pencil notations of these. ,//”’/ 77, (/2? AL e A

“Roses of Picardy.” Bob sat back| “May I speak to Joan, please?” 2/ / ,7?0";%&,2 /,!("«' }'J’)‘ -

in his seat | About the twelfth time he asked | ‘//// Cilh g i }/{/}!//f(l//»-. B %
A slender girl in white, her eyes av a 5 y o | 72 i @ VA 02

br i by '«‘:‘ 'm"'n}’lo charm and tahﬁi{J:]L:glﬁo AR e JUS[4 éi’ s \E THAT CAN GAB LIKE J J"‘H"‘ 1“’, e

w ss, her dark hair like wings| A man’s voice answered. Some- i W& = . A GANGSTER ? 3 L N B e e L TRWILLIAMS, 3

: her cheeks, stepped out on | one thought he wanted to speak to 7 T,__ N7, N \R:L U.'S PAY. OFF.
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ti ~ Bob stared at her, | “joe” Bob's spirits slumped again, (0-2 = - SEE TOMORRO © 1933 BY NEA SERVICE. INC. © 1933 BY NEA SERVICE. INC. REG. U. 5. PAT. OFF. 10-2,

am icredulous At the end of a weary round of |

I her strong young | phone calls, confidence was leaving| FRECKLES Ai\vD HIS FRIENDS _By Blosser

\ weet notes soaring | him
i lling the room. There| TJllogically, he was angry with e N T =3
t of applause as she con- | Barbara Courtney. If Barbara WE GOT THE GOODS ON YA THIS COME L SUPPOSE YOU'LL WANT TO r SAY, THAT'S BEING ( 1IFYOU BOYS DECIDE YA WANNA BE
: iber hadn't stopped him, he would have ASSOONAQ TIME, SLICK, DICTOGRAPH ON DOWN PROSECUTE THOSE MEN? PRETTY OECENT TO

DETECTIVES, WHEN YA GROW uR *

ke ¥ aid i 3 % 3
Duke,” Bob said. | reached Joan before she stepped in FRECKLES EVIDENCE/ YOUR OWN CONFESSION } TOTHE JUST GET IN TOUCH WITH ME .

| the elevator. If she had not stopped THAT YA TRIED TO PULL OFF A STATION

“Joan, Joan!"” [ him, he would be with Joan now— | | SHOWEDTHE
Duke stared. Then he laughed.|driving maybe, or watching a pic- POLICE THE ROBBERY AND THAT YOU A, R

“What do you know about that!|ture show, or perhaps they'd be in
Joan, of course. Funny I couldn't|the living room of her home with | { ENDENCE RE
remember her first name. She's the {an open fire and the lights turned PICKED UP
girl I was talking about at the tea |low.
shop.” His blueprints were in a case. OVER THE
“She was there!” The small trunk filled with his D]CTOGQAPH,
“You would have seen her when |favorite books—books which had OFFICERS
she left, but you were buried in a |supplied all his need for entertain-

THEM. AND,LET ME
TELL YOu, YOu BOYS
OID ANICE PIECE OF
DETECTIVE WORK/

WHY-~ ER—1 DONT THINY

SO. POODLE IS ALL RIGH
NOW, AND BESIDES,
1 GLESS THEY'LL

GET PLENTY FOR-
THE ATTEMPTED
ROBBERY.

ORAY, OFFICER !
WE'LL REMEMBER

blueprint.” | ment during six months in the RUSHEDTO THE
“It doesn’t matter now since I've [Azores—was waiting to be un-| | HuFF HOEL~~ X
found her. You said her last name | Packed. But he began undressing. '2

is ‘Warren?' " | He was tired. The night was flat. ARRMNG'\)UgT
“ves.” said Duke. “Waring.” He| He would find Joan if he had to AS SLICK AND

R
'

A\

pronounced it “Warring.” “Nice | employ every detective in Memphis GUS WERE
kid, too.” | to do it. ~ /
pbak e = . EG. U. 8. PAT.OFF. ///////
“Joan Warren,” Bob said, laugh- | I'm getting off my head,” he LEAVING- 2 § 1© 1933 BY NEA SERVICE, iNc.L /)
ing softly. “That's not a wonderful | thought. “I'm going to bed and e o NEA s

] s 2 A 1 .' £ /,
enough name for a girl like that. Sl"};{:y“ﬂ this sentimental spree.” WASHINGTON TUBBS II _..By Cl‘ane

I'll change it!” the romantic hangover was
HERE'S THE DOPE,BABY, I'VE REFORMED. FINE !  THEN T'LL FURNISH THE) ("~ / GET THIS STRAIGHT, AND 1 ALREADY HAVE TWO

just as bad.
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: ) o W NO MORE CARD PLAYING,SEE. 1 WANT TO GET SUPPLIES, AND YOU FURNISH CARD SHARP, 1 DON'T PARTNERS | U @
E was in high spirits, tremen-| JOAN was having her blue mo- ™ THE MINING BUSINESS, BUT I DON'T KNOW THE BRAINS AMD WE'LL SPLIT TRUST Youl 1T DON'T 50 SCRAMo 2 /
dously excited. He had found ments too. She was punishing NOTHIN' ABOUT 1T, YOU KNOW THE RACKET, 50-50 ON THE PROEITS LIKE YOU! T DON'T

her again and she was not only| herself with the thought that she
beautiful and sweet but talented as| would never see him again,
well If she had only waited a moment
The applause had brought Joan |longer he probably would have
back. She stood quietly for & mo- | joined them. But she had looked
ment, a smile curving her lips, while | back and a girl was talking with
the orchestra played the introduc im. So she had rushed away with
tion to her encore. She could see | Pat as though she wanted to get
Pat in her place, completely at ease | away from him. What was the
with the confidence of the very| matter with girls that they acted

B8UT NOU LACK SUPPLIES. HOW ZAT 2 NEED ANY SUPPLIES!
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young and beautiful. | like that?

And then Joan's eyes met the| “I'll never see him again,” she
smiling gray eyes of the young man | thought. “Opportuilities don’t keep
not f wway. Her voice rose again, | coming to people.”

happily, in the opening strain of the
song

Again the audience applauded en-
thusiastically, but Joan left the
stage. Bob hurried to the door,
scanning the fashionably dressed
women and girls as they thronged
through. The mezzanine floor was
suddenly swarming. He caught{ a
glimpse of Duke, grinning.

Juke came nearer, “Well, Mr,
Doorkeeper, what luck?”

“She’s still inside. Hasn't come
through.”

“There’'s another door.”

Bob turned, startled. It was then
he saw Joan. She was standing in
a small group and fhe blond girl he
had seen at the train was with her.

Duke followed his eyes. “Well,
you won't need me around, I guess.
See vou soon, Bob.”

“Thanks, Duke. I enjoyed the
show.”

The mezzanine still milled with
people, groups gathering, girls who
had appeared on the program be-
fng stopped by admiring friends.

“I loved your number—and I|

thought the costumes were the clev-
erest.” Bob, standing alone near
the balcony rail, heard it over and
pver again.

And then he saw the circle about
Joan break. She and the blond girl
turned, making their way toward
the elevator. He started in pursuit,
almost running over a pretty gitl
who stepped into his path.

“Bob Weston!” She barred his
way.

“Barbara! Wait one moment, will
pou? Il be back.”

He dashed for the elevator and

The mood persisted and Joan in
such a mood was as nice to have
about as an ice pack on a cold,
damp day, according to Pat.

It was three days later. Pat had
received a $5 a month raise and
her elation was somewhat damp-°
ened by Joan’s lack of enthusiasm.

“Of course I'm glad, darling,”
Joan said. “I think 1t's wonderful.”

“You seem thrilled all rizat!” re-
torteq Pat. She was lying on the
davenport and reached for the
magazine she had discarded.

“Anyhow,” she went on, “it’s un-
usual in these imes to get any kind
of raise. Jerry said so.”

“Jerry?” queried her mother.

“His family own the business. He's
swell.”

i “Don’t say ‘swell,” reproved her |
| mother. “It doesn't sound nice. !
How long have you known the young
man?”

“Oh, several weeks,” Pat said care-
| lessly.

The doorbell rang a few minutes
|later and Pat flew to it. She came
back with color high in her cheeks.

“Joan, lend me your rouge and
lipstick. Hurry! I can't find mine.”

“What are you organizing for?”
Bill, who had just entered the room,
asked.

“I'm going to a fire, darling,” Pat
| answered impudently. “Look out of
| the window and you'll see the little
red wagon.”

L ” L3
ILL went to the window and
looked out. A long, low black
car with nickel trimmings was
drawn up at the curb, looking,
somehow, out of place on the street.

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

| DON'T CARE WHO \
TH' CARDIFF GIANTS ~
CARRY OFF! M ALL
DONE! | AINT EVER
GONNA LIFT A
\ HAND TO HELP
Iy ANYBODY AROUND
2\ HERE ! EVER'BODY,
15 AGAINST ME /

-

-

vean, et ! 1 ounno
WHAT T'tTnink ofF
M TR SIY TRING

WELL, THANK 606H ,
™ss ONCE -
WE GANE YOUR
PAL  ZOLLY
™' SUP. -
1 HOPE

PARDON LS,
PLEASE

SAY! YOU'RE THE HAIRY-FACED
BABOONS WHO WRECKED MY

PALACE , AINTCHA? WELL,YOU
JUST HIKE YERSELVES RIGHT
OVER THERE AN' CLEAN UP
THAT MESS-AN MAKE IT

L LONE You,

HANG ON A
LIMB! BEAT [T,
OR I'L TURN TH'
DINOSAUR
ON YUH 7

/
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C'MON! GIT THAT
BIG LIZARD MOVIN'/

IF WE GOTTA HAVE A
MONSTROSITY AROUND
HERE, ITS GONNA EARN

? ITS KEEP! STEP
I DA LIVELY T 1 HAVEN'T
/[ GOT ALL

A,
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HANDY-SPANDY , JACK-A=-
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reached it just as the door slammed| “The rich have descended upon
and the lift dropped downward. us,” Bill began.
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CHAPTER FOUR

HE hotel lobby was filled with |

people when Bob reached it,
but the girl he sought was not
there. She was not in front of the
hotel or at the side entrance, search
revealed. He felt sick with disap-
pointment.

But, he told himself, she would
not be hard to find now. She had
a glorious voice. She sang at en-
tertainments. And her name was
Joan Warren. Well, the night
had yielded something.

Barbara Courtney was waiting
when he returned. “Don’t bother
to explain, Bob,” she said. “I sup-
pose you had a telegram to send
or somebody called you to the phone

“Oh, be as simple as you like,
Bill,” Pat said airly. Her eyes were’
shinging. She was applying lip-
| stick and rouge, pinching her eye-
lashes upward to make them curl,
going through motions with which
the family was familiar,

“If you're interested I'll tell you
that I'm having dinner downtown
with Jerome Forrester,” Pat said.

“He's rich and attractive. Inci-

and there's no reason why I can't
go to dinner with him.”
“Well, you can't,” Bill said.
“Pat——" her mother began.
“Can’'t I?" said Pat rebeiliously.
| “Now, Mother, don't be 90! That
old stuff went out with hair nets.”

dentally his falili is blonds—like | ‘ T
me. Tve had lunch witn nim twice| LARZAN THE APE MAN

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs

or vour bootlegger was waiting.” She was off in a sudden whirl.

“Three bad guesses. Shall I ex-|“My blue beret — oh, Mother,

plain?” | where did you put it? Don't wait
L4 “Don't bother. I'm so terribly|up for me, Joan. Put a key in the
glad to see you it doesn’t matter.” | mail box.”

That was » of the nice things| Joan saw Pat wave a careless
about Bar She never made hand to a young man coming up
things difficult. | the walk. But it was-a full mo-

“But I am hurt because you ment before she recognized ¢‘he
didn't call me when you first got|young man as Dick Thornton. And

h here! I called and called and|even more difficult a few moments
couldn't get you,” she went on. | later, listening to his deep, assured
e I planned to call you soon. I've| voice. Yes, mother was right. Dick
been busy working on plans for the | had changed. He was a man now,
textile plant—" fine and dependable. Any girl should

“But you'll play around some,|be proud to possess his affections.
“ ¢ Bob. What about tomorrow night? (To Be Continued)
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, some distance awa
As Tarzan came

When Tarzan swung out of sight, the she-ape The ape clambered up the tree. When she Next, she put her arms around Jean, grunt-
decided to return to the tree where Jean hud- reached the trembling girl, she “;;m throu%hhthe ing companionably. Jean sat motionless, not even > 4 empa a .
: St - patting, greeting ceremonial that Tarzan an er- . =k 2 R RS 1 in their direction, they flung eir he

dled,- terrlﬁed. The ape advanced slowly. Though self had given each other. Half-dead with fright, darmg' bo:doak: sdowdys at the halry creabure. All sniffed and began trotting back and forth nervous-
her intentions were friendly, nature had given her  Jean returned the pats. Then, with a look of ©Of Which Tarzan saw as he watched from behind |y angd uncertainly. Now, in the branches above

a ferocious look and Jean, watching the creature’s sentimental devotion, the ape squatted down be- the tree trunk. "Evidently he was satisfied, for he them, Tarzan crouched, knife in hand, ready for
return, was too terrified to move. side the girl. swung off through the trees again. his spring

See Page 2 for News of the Season’s Most Exciting
COAT SALE—Downstairs at Ayres!
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