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BEGIN HERE TODAY
WNTQN, son of a mi
ve wit ™

1lionaire,
. JOAN WA 3, pretty

pany
i BARBARA COURTNEY,
hom he knew in New York

soclety girl,
is scheming

- - denly.

¥ l “I liked you,” Joan said steadily.
|
|
|

ybrought you away,” he went on. “I
%anted you here with me—away
from that crowd. It isn't your

. |crowd, Joan. And I'm crazy about

you!”
= L L)
! IS arms were about her sud-
He was lifting her face
Joan, resisting fiercely, said:
I'll never forgive

to his
“If you kiss me,
you, Jim.”

“You don't think I'd lose this op-
portunity?” He was laughing.

|
|
|

“You 8eemed decent and under- |

standing. I though{ you were the
| best friendg I had there.”
His arms dropped. “Well, have it

| your way, then. If I were just a

ide ‘;I:tllr* drunker, I wouldn’t listen to

inted

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER THIRTEEN (Continued)

Joan was about to say, “I don’t
drink,” but stopped. Across the
table, Barbara had touched Bob’s
glass with her own, saying “Here's
to a good girl but not too good, for
the good die young and I do hate a
dead one.”

“Barbara, my child, where did
you resurrect that anclent toast?”
Fred gibed. “Thdt was my grand-
mother’s favorite.”

“I just happened to think of it
salid Barbara.

Joan's thoughts were traveling a
new path. “If I had been more like

» told herself.
ifted her glass, smiling at

Jim.
“I thought you were a Yyoung

woman with ideas about life,” he
gald. “What made you change your
mind?”

He added, when she did not
answer, “It's sensible to let the stuff
alone.”

As Joan put down the goblet her
feeling of depression lifted. Later
she was even more light-hearted,
laughing a great deal

1t was this young, clear' laughter
that caused Bob to frown down at
his plate. People
this too-gay

we

tion s

Dinner was over, and Joan rose
from the table She
slightly and stooped to untangle a
fold of her dr from the chair.
Jim put a steadying
arm.

Bob
Sally,

heard Charlie saying to
“Our little friend hasn't
learned how to hold her liquor.”

A colored orchestra in the alcove
under the stairs began
Joan, swept from the arms of one

man to another, felt as if she were

in a different world.

Fred was cutting in frequently.
Charlie was bringing up new men
and introducing them. Jim seemed
always just at her elbow. She felt
gayer than she had ever been in her
life, yet paradoxically, there was a
tightness about her heart, a pain
>where.

I needed was to be like the
she thought. But the
did not bring

 that tight feeling again about
her heart.

e B
OB, standing with the stag line
against the wall, was trying
to keep his eyes away from the
slender fi > in white, the long
skirt s
He never seen
lovelier, more vivid, more shining.
It was as though all the light in
the room was concentrated on the
slim form.

He would cut in the next time
she danced past and he would tell
her exactly what hé thought of her
strange behavior. Then a voice
spoke behind him.

“The little girl from Memphis
seems to be waking up. Guess it
takes old Jim.”

Bob did not hear the rest of the
sentence. He had walked away from
the group. Joan floated by and he
met her eyes, nodding coldly.

He had the next dance with Bar-
bara. She welcomed him with a ra-
diant smile, pressed his hand, and
whispered, “Bob, I have a raging
headache. Will you sit out the next
dance with me?”

Some one claimed her, and he
stood back again, watching Joan.
This new, strange Joan, having a
whirl. Her dark eyes &hining reck-
Jessly, her lips too scarlet. Held too

losely in Jim Warfield's arms.

He cut in, crushing her against
Am savagely. Joan felt his arms
tighten violently, possessively around
her, and responded with a lift of
the spirit, a surge of happiness

Their steps fell togefher rhyth-
mically. Her head was close against
his shoulder. But wh e glanced
up at him his face was s2t and cold.
like me any more,”

The happy mood
m her, replaced by one
of dull misery.

Joan locking

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
OAN and Bob barely had circled
the room when Jim put his
hand on Bob's arm, cutting in on
the dance. Bob made his way to-
ward Barbara. The orchestra was
playing & slow waltz. Barbara's
bright head nestled close against
Bob's shoulder, a smile curving her
lips. The music stopped and they
left the floor.

“I've been trying to get a word
alone with you all evening,” Jim
told Joan, “but you're too popular
Listen, I'm out of cigarets. Will
you go with me to get some? There's
a little store a few miles away that
stays open all night.”

Joan hesitated.

“Please come!”

“Why not?"” she answered, think-
ing of Bob and Barbara leaving the
dance floor, going through the door
leading to a di ted porch.

“Don't bother about a wrap,”
said Jim. “My overcoat is in the
car.”

A few minutes later they were
spinning along the smooth highway.
The small store, windows bright
even at this late hour, loomed up
suddenly. Jim drove past.

“your cigarets?” said Joan.

Jim laughed. “In my pocket.”

“In your pocket?”

“Don’t be silly, Joan. You knew |

that was an excuse.”

“I certainly didn't!” Joan an-
swered. “You said you wanted
them.”

“There were plenty at the house,

even if T hadn’'t been well supplied. |

And I am.” He reached into his

pocket.
“Strike a match for me, Joan.”
He checked the car’s speed. Joan
struck a match and as it flared un
she saw his bright, feverish eyes.
“Thanks.”

stumbled |

hand on hori

playing. |

happiness. |

€
ling about as she danced. |

| you.”

: | He started the car, and Joan re-

laxed in her seat. The engine began
jerking. Jim pulled out the choker
land jammed it in again. The car
moved along a few feet jerkily, then
|came to a standstill.

“No gas, Joan,” Jim said slowly.
“There’s nothing to do but walk to
| the store and get some.”
| “I'll go with you,” she said. They
iwalkpd along in silence until they
reached the curve in the road.
, “Hell!” said Jim. “The lights are
{out in the store’ He turned and
| looked at her, at the frail white
| slippers she wore and groaned.

“I'm all kinds of an idiot!
have to walk.”

“How far is it?” asked Jvan.
“Nearly three miles.”

“Let's start’ She spoke bravely,

We'll

Istendi‘;v. But she was thinking
| miserably. “This is what comes of
jealousy. I'm paying the piper.”

| “Where's that good-looking Joan
girl?” Fred sang out.

“With Jim on the porch probably.”

“Not on the porch,” said Bar-
bara. “They drove off in Jim's car
an hour ago.”

“Probably went to the store for
cigarets. I know those old tricks of
Jim’s,” said Carol easily.

“Or a coca-cola,” suggested Char-
lie Ross with a laugh.

“Or an aspirin,” some one else
offered cynicallly. “Jim probably
needed one. He certainly didn't

need any more liquid refreshments.”

Rage burned in Bob’s heart. To
think of Joan going off with that
jug-head, letting herself in for a
lot of gossip and infernal specula-
tion!

= o -
E went out on the porch, star-
ing down the black stretch of
road toward the neighborhood
|store. He looked at his watch. It
was 1 o'clock. A half hour later
he looked at his watch again.

Some of the others came out on
| the porch. “I can’'t imagine what
has happened to them,” Carol was
saying.

“We are being very silly,” said
iBnrb:xra. “Nothing’s happened.”

[ “They’ll be coming in presently,”
Enid said.

| “They always do,” said Charlie in
his tired, wise voice.

There were steps on the drive
—~—a white blur in the darkness. And
then, as the light from the porch
| reached out, a dark shadow beside
the white.

| Joan and Jim!
| They came up on the porch.
The gay girl of two hours Before
| had vanished. Joan’s hair, blown
| by the long walk in the wind, was
in disorder. There were deep,
| weary shadows under her eyes. Her
| shoulders, under the man’'s coat,
I'sagged forlornly.
Jim’s face showed again, too. His
| hair was rumpled. His eyes were
| bright and feverish. Searching the
| faces on the porch, he said con-
| temptuously, “A royal reception.
Don't sy you were really alarmed
{ about us!”

“The gas ran out,” he added slow-
ly. And then, as one one spoke,
| “Now, some darn fool laugh!”
| “But evidently your liquor didn’t.”
| This from Charlie,

1 “Comedy isn't your role,”
| said.

“Nobody but a damn idiot would
| drive off without enough gas in his
| car,” said Bob.

‘ “Lay off, will you, Weston?” said
| Jim dangerously.

| Bob stepped forward, but Barbara
caught his arm. ‘*Please, -Bob, you
| are making it hard for Carol.”

| “Come on in,” said Enid, striving
|for gayety. “I have a dance with
| some one.”

Joan slipped out of the big coat
and handed it to Jim. “I'm going
|up,” said said. “Good night.”

She went inside and up the stairs
slowly. As she reached the top she
heard Carol's voice:

l “I shouldn't have invited her—
| Barbara warned me. Blood will
| tell, you know. What could you ex-
| pect from a girl whose father was
{a thief and a suicide?”

Joan put out one hand steady-
ing herself against the railing. Wave
| upon wave of humiliation and shame
{ poured through her. Shame most
| of all for herself. She had brought
{ this upon herself, trying to be like
| the others, seeking cheap popular-
|ity. Trying to win Bob—when he
| wanted Barbara!
| As she entered .the room the
| group moved apart quickly. Carol
| said stiffly, “You must be tired. Is
| there anything I can do for you?”
“Nothing,” said Joan steadily.
“Hurry,” Sally said to Enid.
“Don't dawdle so. We're wasting
a heavenly waltz.” Enid dusted
powder on her face and followed
without a word.

“They know I heard” Joan
thought. “But it really makes no
difference to them.”

Jim

|
|

= = -3
OAN began undressing mechan-
ically. Once, passing the mir-
ror door, she saw a strange girl with
tragic eyes, all the blood drained
from her face. She felt tears
against her lashes.
| And three days before she had
driven from Memphis, sure of hap-
piness ahead.
| Some one knocked at the door,
but before she reached it an en-
| velope was slipped through. Joan
3stooped and picked it up. - On the
envelope was written “Joan,” and
|inside was a brief message.
“T've been damning myself for
letting you in for this. I'm fed up
| with the whole bunch and leaving
| for Memphis about 7 in the morn-
ing. I hope you can forgive me,
{Joan. Il call you tomorrow night
at your home. JIM.”
Joan stood looking ats the mes-
| sage thoughtfully. It was Jim, not
Bob, who was concerned about her.
Bob had gone back to dance with
Barbara. He was completely indif-
| ferent to her unhappiness. Proba-

| bly he bitterly regretted bx-irxgingI

lhsr here. Carol—when she thought
| of Carol Joan's heart contracted

%again. Carol, with the veneer of

He pulled the car to| friendliness removed, her eyes angry

one side of the road, stopping it.|and hostile.
now
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; (Te Be Continued)

TH FRONT DOOR WHO
ARENT COPS —~THEY
WANT TO SEE vou (
WONT GIVE THER
NAMES, BUT THEY HAVE
STOP- LIGHT NOSES ~BOTH
HAVE FOUR DAY BEARDS

IN PATROL WAGONS, AN’
THEY SAY THEY ARE
BOSOM PALS,
OF YOURS

5 |G DOORBELL
\_ DOAYS NOW=

—By Ahern
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HEVY, MAJOR ! THERE'S UM-DRAT Tl-some 2

A COUPLE OF GUYS AT

THAT WOULD SCRAPE BARNACLES
OFF A BARGE—THEY RE STOOP-
SHOULDERED,FROM CLIMBING

v/l E s,
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M

:;’?z 1933 BY NEA SERVICE. INC.

MORE REQUESTS FOR

A LOAN —AND TM TRYING
TO KEEP THE MADAM FROM
LEARNING THAT 1T HAVE A
LITTLE MONEY/

©c00

*

EGAD,CLYDE, TELL

THEM IVE GONE
DUCK HUNTING,
PLEASE (

AN B

REG. U. 5. PAT. OFP.,

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

OUT OUR WAY

Sk

—By Williams
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GOT,

WHY , THATS

REAKFLST FOOD!

AT AwT NO GOCDO
FER WHUT WHE'S |
WHN |, THEY LU
THRIVE ON THAT-~

EAT ON

iy

BE EATN

HELL &G'T

ATS WHUT

T FIGGERED~
WHEN THER
EAT'N On T
THEY WONT

H\M — AN

uLThe PEACE.
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((WeLL, T HEAR PLENTY HoT, | (
|| SHADYSIDE HAS | DAD...WE HAVE
| A RED HOT TEAM / A PLAYER WHO

i| ™IS YEAR..HOW ) couLp Liek
ABOUT IT, NOTRE DAME
FRECKLES 2

ALL BY HIMSELF!

/¥
) (k)

WAITLL You sgg )
CRASH DAVIS ! UE
PLAYED WITH PRINGLE
LAST YEAR... HE'S

(HE UASN'T BEEN IN

A SHADYSIDE GAME
YET, SO HOW Do You
KNOW HE'S SUCH A

HoT SHOT 2

WASHINGTON TUBBS 11

EASY, POP! UE NOT ONLY SAYS

HE IS, BUT HE BACKS IT UP!!

\WHEN You SEE US PLAY
MILFORD ,You'LL SEE

A SENSATION /!

((

1T's TRUE N

|27 4

|
!
|
|

BLAZES! 1T'S TRUE- \

UMBFOUNDED, WAGH | EASY, AND GAIL STARE AT

THE CLAIM STAKE PUT UP, SUPPOSEDLY, TWO DAYS
|\BEFORE WASH DISCOVERED THE ABANDONED GOLD MINE,/ .

/HUMT TAKE A
LOOK AT HIS
FOOT PRINTS
GAIL.

BET MV LIFE THEY AREN'T

OVER A DAY OLD, —

ALLEY OOP

il

o

—By Blosser

' CLEAN FOOTBALLY

FAMOUS PITT COACH

LOTgoesonnapdcdfoodnﬂphyu
Alhdspccta!mseﬁ(msee;lherdmm
hmatoughpbmmlhcbmunn‘apﬂe
and taking m all the tricks employed by pooc

sports.

. One acton of a defensive backfield man who
is backing up the line is deplorable—that is,
strking a player carrying the ball m the face as he
.comes through the line. It's true that few try
this action, but those who do give the zame a
black eye.

The back waits until the ball carrier
!hmrghandl}mjnhsbackhu}mdw\'lha:!t
delivered blow under the chin.

This draws a penalty of 15 yards ¥ dassed
as unnecessary. roughness, and half distance to
goal line if classed as striking.

The sketch at left shows how the defensive
player gets in his dirty work.

—By Crane

OUR DISCOVERY.

("7 EXACTLY! THAT BLANKETY BLANKED
GAMBLER CHEATED US! HE JUMPED OUR
CLAIM! HE PuT UP THAT STAKE AFTER ) WE DO ABOUT

SURE HE DID. "
BUT WHAT CAN

/" BLAZES! YOU DON'T THINK I'My
GOING TO LET A TWO-BY-FOUR
CARD-SHARP CHEAT US OUTOF
A GOLD MINE WORTH THOUSANDS,|
MAVBE HUNDREQRS OF THOUSANIY
OF DOLLARS, DONOU? WHY,

BLAST HIS ORNERY HIDE, T'LL
CRACK EVERN BONE IN HIS

Booy!!

JOCK SUTHERLAND )

WILD RIDE -~

\ ‘ ‘\‘Yx\
AN
/pl\“‘\“‘@

AR
/f‘"\;ﬁx}\\\
y i\ S{

15 IN FOR A LONG,

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

IN-THE -DARK ONLY KNOWS
WHEN ILL SEE ''M AGAIN/
WHAT A BRIGHT IDEA

THAT WAS - HAVIN' ME
THROW A ROCK AT A

WELL ,vou BIG ’
BONEHEAD /
1t DIDN'T TEWL. YOU

TO HIT 1T, DID 1 ¢

—By Marti

-
NOW , STEPHEN = § SMATTER PROFESSOR 7

DONT Bt ARE VY'STILL S0RE 'CAVLSE
UTTERLY ELMER TORE UP ALL
RID\CLLOVS

NOUR C\6MRS LAST PM.?

'
= AND , YOO MULSINT
OFFEND WWL\E BV 7
ELEN MENTIONING
1 Re dost
LOVES THAT
MONKEY

Koo O £
PE MAN

' .

ARENT THENY A RI\OY ?\
1 TRINK TS WINDA
NICE THROLGH ' THEY
SAN A .MAN WHO

5 WIND TO DUMB
ANMALS MARES A
SWELL HLSBAND

OW, 1t
NEVER
COLD StE
MLCRH

SENSE
TO THAT

THE

INFERENCE ,MY DEAR,
S THAAX A MAN WHO VS
winD Yo ONE ouma
CREATURE , CAN REASONABLY
BE EXPECTED TO Tt WI\ND

© ANOTHER

ONE

e Taa — Predusst be Pamem Beets
BY UNITED FEATURE SYNDICATE, NG,

oy

When Holt joined Jean and her father, the
latter remarked, lightly: “Jean’s got a theory
that you were wrong to kill that ape.” “Wrong?”
exclaimed Holt, surprised. “Cruel,” smiled Parker.

“To whom?’ asked Holt. “To—to him,” answered
Parker. Holt laughed heartily.

NOW , SWEETHEART ~ SURELY YOU
MUST REALIZE THAT WAS ALL

N JEST - AND BESIDES,\F ANYONE
SHOULD DROP W NOW , HUST TRINK
HWOW THIS WOLLD 100w

\

¢ L=77

“Why do you laugh, John?” asked the girl.
“Isn’t it the best thing to do—laugh?” replied Holt,

seriously.

“Is it funny?” demanded Jean. “Funny?

job,” he added.

Extremely—that you should be considering the

feelings of a—a—a man-ape,” said Holt, a tinge of

irony in his tone.

melodramatic and absurd.”
Holt.

“Pity I didn’t let off two bullets and finish the

“I wouldn't talk like that if I
were you!” Jean said, indignantly. “Its a little
“Absurd?” interrupted
“Extremely so,” answered Jean, icily.

She got up and walked away.

her, astonished.

Holt looked after
Suddenly he heard Riano’s voice,

calling excitedly: “Bwana!” The two white men

turned sharply.
very agitated:

They saw Riano running to them,
“Bwana! Mohammed dead In

water!” he gasped.
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There’s No Need for Any Woman to Be “Out-of-Fashion”~If |

She Will Do ALL Her Shopping Downstairs at Ayres (secrase2) |
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