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BARHARA COURTNEY
is s ing t

ntinued, “I t help being
sorry, Bob. Don't @ > why. But |
I'll try to b 5 you say
she is. I thir is terribly at-
tractive!

Bob decided that was rather gen-
erous,
of Joan's charms. He react
ar queezed her hand.

ing, : 1g down in relays to be
served broiled ham, hot wafTles
with drawn butter, eggs and coffee.
Later, Joan joined a group for
It was a game in which
I ays excelled. But Bob
10t there to witness her gal-

a fight and triumph, cli xed
by Jim’s, “Hot stuff! you're the best
ver I've seen in a long time!”

game scarcely had begun
when Barbara, a spectator, decided
she must rush off to Greenville for

some shopping, and Bob was cor-
ralled to take her.

In the afternoon, bridge four-
somse were formed. “Do you play?”
Barbara asked Joan,

“Not very well.”

= o g
FEW minutes later Barbara
called from across the room,
“Fred and I will take you and Bob
on, Joan.'

Joan sat down with a feeling of
panic. She had played contract
only a few times at school, and only
wi. 1 girls who, like herself, did not
take bridge serioisly.

At school, a cas'ial game of bridge
had been diverting when there was
nothing better to do. Whether one
won or lost made no difference.

But soon she saw there was a dif-
ference here. Barbara spread the
deck out for a cwt, and Joan drew
the king of hearts.

“You win. It's your deal,” Bar-
bara said.

Joan started to

deal.

laughed. “You forgot to let Fred
cut them.”
Joan flushed. “I'm sorry,” she

gathered up the cards again hur-
riedly

On the first hand, Joan
how insufficient was
knowledge. Bob made a two-spade
bid, and Barbara passed. Joan, hav-
ing only one spade and no biddable
as she thought, passed also.
Bob got the bid at two spades.

“Great Scott! That was a two
demand, Joan,” he exclaimed when
Joan laid down her hand. “We

realized
bridge

her

suit,

eyes glinted. “That's
break for us, Fred,” she

a lucky
said
Bob made four on the hand. He

nly. “Two

wrote down the score griml;
Barbara

extra tricks,” he said.
laughed again.

“I'm afraid I°don’t know much
about bidding,” Joan said in a low
tone.

She was very nervous now. As
the game progressed she realized
how little she did know. One bad
play followed another. They missed
several slams by her failure to bid
correctly. At one time she even re-
voked at a critical period.

“Rather careless, Joan,” Bob said.

CHAPTER THIRTEEN
OAN was determined not te show
her embarrassment, trying to
think sensibly, conscious of her
strained voice and stiff smile.

Queer how anything so unimpor-
tant as a bridge game could seem
so terribly important, as though it
might affect the rest of one’s life.

She wished she had refused to
play. She never would have al-
drawn into a
tennis game, knowing she was a
poor player, or gone to a dance if
she danced badly.

Barbara was playing an unusual-
1y good game. She seemed to make
impossible contracts by some psy-
chic bid or lucky play. Twice Bob

| praised

er, | Jim sald dryly.

this frank acknowledgement | cu
1ed over |

ik |
body slept late next morn- |

Barbara |

ohwedtheart
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her

with a brief, “Good

| work, Barbar
| second rubber ended. Bar-
bara suggested another rubber, since
and Fred were winners.
1 afraid we're not lucky to-
Bob said. “How much do we
| owe you?”

It's a 30 ruber. That's $1.50 each.
We'l] have to take you and Joan on
again

|
| Joan was thinking passionately;
|
|

“Never again with me!” She felt
| sick, bruised, as though she had
taken a beating

On the way upstairs to get her
| purse she passed the table where
Jim was playing with Enid, Charlie
and Caroll.

“How'd you
asked.

“We lost,” said Joan.

“You'll always lose to Barbara,”
“She knows her

come out?” Jim

game.”

Yes, Joan admitted to herself.
| She would always lose to Barbara.
| “Bridge is a fool pastime, but I'll
| teach you more about it if you'd
|care to learn,” Jim said. “I'm
tting out of the game after this
bber. If you like I'll give you a
sson.”

Joan accepted. She was grateful
to him. She felt easy and natural

with Jim.

“Jim's going to give Joan les-
sons,” Barbara said.
I “Jim knows lots of games,” Fred

“‘Wine women and song.'
that

f agreed.

The line was written about
| fellow.”

“Better warn your friend, Bob,”
said Barbara. “She seems to be
falling for Jim’s line.”

Bob said nothing, He was thor-
oughly annoyed. He had been so
proud to bring Joan here but some-
thing certainly had gone wrgng.
Joan didn't seem to be the same
girl he had known in Memphis at
all.

o E ] E-
PSTAIRS they were dressing
for dinner. Joan, looking

through her meager wardrobe, in-
| spected Pat's red chiffon, loaned
for the house party.

She had brought, also, the white
dress she had worn the night she
sang at the Junior League benefit.
Joan finally deoided on the white.
It was simpler but smarter than the
chiffon.

She slipped into the dress, dusted
clear skin with powder and added
more rouge than usual to her lips.
In the mirror -she saw Barbara
watching her. Their eyes met and
held.

“Why,” Joan thought, with a flash
of intuition. “She’s afraid of me!”

Barbara was wearing a black
frock with a cape of gold sequins.
She was a picture of sophistication
with her highly colored finger nails
and smooth, perfectly waved hair.
No detail of her toilet had been
overlooked.

“We are like two fighters gird-
ling for battle,” Joan thought.
| There was a touch of high comedy
about it all. She studied her re-
| flection for a moment, then un-
clasped the antique necklace that
had been her grandmother’s, lifted
it from her slender throat and laid
it aside.

“Oh, Barbara, thai dress is gdr-
geous!” cried Sally from the door-
way.

“Barbara’s out for more scalps.
As if the blond scalp she’s flaunt-
ing shouldn’t be enough for any
girl!” said Coral. “Shades of Helen
of Troy, Cleopatra and the Queen
of Sheba.”

“The girl
Sally.

“Joan, you're lovely,” Carol said.
“I like your pale look. It's mys-
terious and alluring.”

Bob was in the hall when the
four girls descended. The sight of
Joan stirred him. There was some-
thing forlorn about her, despite the
gallant set to her head and shoul-
ders. He thought she looked beau-
tiful and a trifle sad.

“Hello,” he said to Joan.

“Hello.” Her voice was not quite
steady, husky.

“Will you go in to dinner with
me?” What he'wanted to say was,
“What's happened, Joan? You've
| had me on pins and needles.”
“Why, of course,” Joan told him.

" ” o

HE table was centered by a sil-

ver basket of roses and jon-
quils. Dainty place cards marked
the places of the guests.

“Sally — you and Fred there,”
Carol was staying. “Bob, youhere
by Barbara. Joan and Jim are over
there.”

“I'm toasting the best Ilooking
girl at the table,” Jim whispered

has glamour,”

to Joan. “Will you drink ‘it with
‘ me?” :
(To Be Continued)
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BLIND SNAKES,

FOUND IN TROPICAL AMERICA,

AFRICA, AND ASIA, NEVER
GROW MORE THAN A FEW
INCHES IN LENGTH.

A GBIRD BATH,

ON THE GROUNDS OF THE NATIONAL
MUSEUM OF CANADA, AT OTTAWA, \WAS DESIGNED MLL/IONS
/ m&_’lEARs AGO/ IT IS CAST FROM A DINOSAUR. FOOT PRINT/

e
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Punta Arenas, located in the southern end of the long, drawn-
out countr yof Chile, is about 54 degrees south of the equator. Ham-
merfest, Norway, has the distinction of being the northernmost city

of the world.
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

THERE HAVE BEEN SEVEN
MEN HERE TODAY, AT DIFFERENT
TIMES, LOOKING FOR YoU ¢
WHATS 1T AL ABOUT 2
HAS THE LAW GOT THE FINGER.
ON YOU, OVER SOME SLIPPERY
SCHEME DONE WITH MIRRORS?
1 ASKED THEM WHAT
THEY WANTED TO SEE.YOU
ABOUT, BUT EACH ONE SAID
IT WAS PERSONAL (¢
HAVE YOU BEEN WRITING
BOOMERANG CHECKS

THINKING THE WORST
OF ME {—<THOSE MEN
WERE HERE TO TRY
AND PERSUADE ME
TO RUN FOR A HIGH
POLITICAL OFFICE,
MADAM ¢

OUT OUR WAY

: —By Williams
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LATE WiTH SUPPER |
PA'LL BE STARVED -He'LL
BE ANGRY ~ TLL RUSH,
AND GET THE meatT ON!
OH, HOW CARELESS OF ME!

MR. ELMS,
OH! 1L BE
YouR

OH . wou

MISTER EuLamns
GETS HOWME
A LWTTLE
BeFoRre PA
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS : —By Blosser,
S —— “

( ALL RIGHT, FRECKLES...IVE
HEARD A LOT ABOUT TUE BOOTING
You DID LAST YEAR... SHOW ME _/

WHADDYA
MEAN, NICE?
WHY, THAT WAS
A CLOUD BUSTER..
NO DISTANCE

"

WASHINGTON TUBBS II

(_30‘/030‘/5 You'D THINK I HAD
THAT BALL TRAINED... JUST

| Low ENOUGH To CARRY FOR A
GOOD SEVENTY YARDS....

THAT GUY BETTER BE
CAREFUL =lE'S GONNA BREAK]
HIS ARM, PATTIN' HIMSELF

ON TUE BAC%
/

; —By Crane

ASH, EASY, AND GAIL ARE EAGERLY MAKING PREPARATION)* /WELL,CARD-
To TEST THE ABANDONED MINE SHAFT FOR GOLD, WHEN---

PSST! LOOK OUT

MORNIN', MISS WEBSTER)
SHARP, WHAT |1SEEM TO REMEMBER
DO YOU WANT [ THAT YOU RECENTLY

FOR TROUBLE« THIS TIME? |/ TURNED - DOWN A
HERE COMES CHANCE TO BE(OME
THAT FIVE-ACES

MY PARTNER.
l—‘—/

O'BRIEN GUY.

REMEMBER,..
OOOLA, THIS WAS
b YOUR 1DEA-JUST
{ TO HELP THE POOR
. BRONTOSAURUS -

Q

\ MUCH OF IT,
MYSELF 7

k",

7

g

DID?

(bt | Svechrnms on s orerne] [ MO
NOW, SCRAM! GET
OFF MY CLAIM! ALL

JES, NMAINE!Y (T'S MARKED,PLAIN)
AS DAY, |F YOU DOUBT MY
WORD, NVOU'LL FIND THE NAME STAKE

JUST OVER THE HiLL. ’-/
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES -—By Martin
= N : T | T 1)
nok L YOU enoud ' WHATS THE \DER OF 1 Whe AFRAD || HEY! GWE ME BACy 1 CAW MAWE EAMER || SAY, NOW, GEE BESOES , Rann wen, YOU o0
LAUGH AT ELMER | THE SWEKTER? HE'D  CATCH MY SCARF, NOW ~ A SWELL PAR OF || WWZ—1M GONGe WHOEVER Hal THAT'S WHERE 1
cowLD DOGGONT - WHAT PANTS ~AN' MEBBE || YO GET 6OOD HEARD OF . 6OT TME \OER

ARE NOU GOWG TO
00 WWIH Y ?
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A W\MONO, QUTTA

AND SORE N A
MINUTE

AN APE
WEARING CLOTHES 7
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—By 7Edgr Rice Burrogha

“What does 1{ matter? He's happy—at least he
was until . . , until—" Jean broke off, a sob in
her voice. Then she said, in an altered tone that
puzzled Parker: “Oh, father! Did you hear his

cry when that poor ape was shot? He'd probably
never been unhappy before!”

“What is the trouble, Jean?” asked her father,
tenderly. “Were you vezy frightened when the
ape-man stole you?” “At first,” remied the girl
hesitantly, “I thought he was a savage. I found

he wasn't—that's all” “I can't make: it out,’
said Parker. “How did he get there?”

Astonished at the vehemence of his daughter’s
tone, Parker answered: “But, Jean, he's not like
us.” " “He is!” she exclaimed passionately. Seeking
to calm what he believed her overstrained nerves,
Parker said quietly, “Whether they're white or

not, makes no difference . . .”

“Those poeple, living that sort of life , . .” he

continued, “they've no emotions! They're hardly
human.” “Human? He's human, all right!” she
burst out. Parker Jooked sharply at his daughter

as Holt walked ovér to Jean, inquiring casually?
“Am 1 interrupting anything serious?’

‘Every Time...It Pays to Buy QUALITY Merchandise!
You Get It at Lowest Possible Prices... Downstairs at Ayres




