’/

A\

I

K

§ oo
;‘ ; 4 (7,: ’ zf !
Ma2r Ravvonp

BEGIN HERE TODAY
WAR Memphis
w

s {f a

ab ned by
es a stead-
|

in a large

}
manager office |
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY |
CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO (Con- |
tinued) |

HE first morning when Pat was |
introduced to her work as a|
model in the large wholesale house, |

a girl named Jane Johnson prophe- |

sied, “You'll like wearing good |
clothes—and you'll get used to
them.”

One month later Pat knew what
Jane meant. When she slxpped!
carelessly into an exquisite evening |
gown of white lace with pink rose-!
buds on the bodice she enjoyed the
touch of the fragile fabric, the
artful lines, the flattering way in
which the dress clung to her figure.
Pat turned the price tag thought-
fully in her hand. Yes, it was easy
to learn to like beautiful clothes.

Jane, who had worked her way
up to a supervisory position, put her |
head in the door. “There's a gang
of buyers waiting to see those eve-
ning gowns. More speed, girls!”

Laureen was modeling a green
satin Vionnet. Jessie’'s white chiffon
was a copy of a Chanel. Ruth wore
black velvet and Mabel, the other
girl, a coral crepe. Pat, already
dressed, stood watching the others. |

Lauren was grumbling, “This
thing fits me like the paper on the
wall. It's back to the orange juice
diet for me, or I'll be out of a job!

And how I hate orange juice!” on the way.
Ruth said, “Never mind, honey. LA
They say the Mae West figure's!, HAT happened last night?”

going to be the rage and then you
can have all the steak dinners and
French pastry you want.”

“All right, Jessie,” Jane said from
the door.

Jessie, with one slender wrist
crooked against her hip in the in-
imitable manner that was the envy
and despair of some of the others,
moved into the big room where the
buyers were gathered.

Mabel, looking like a glowing
flame in the coral dress, was next.
It was Mabel who whispered to
Pat when she returned, “The boss
is all a-twitter! Some of his best
buyers are in there—old Fosdick
from Indianapolis, Larry Brentford
from Milwaukee and a man from
Dallas. The rest are small fry who |
don’t matter so much.”
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AT, her golden curls caught
back, looked young and grace-
ful with the roses of her corsage
matching color in her soft, curved
lips.

Slowly she entered the big room,
paraded before the men and women
buyers. As she moved over the
thick carpet, past the large, com-
fortable chairs, she became con-
scious of the admiring gaze of one
man.

It made Pat nervous—the half
smile on the lips of the stockily-
built man. It was almost a delib-
erate stare. He was carefully
dressed, his thinning hair brushed |
until every hair lay smoothly in]
place. He sat forward in his seat, |
one hand gripping his cane, de-
vouring Pat with his eyes.

She did not know why she dis-|
liked him so much or why she|
found his appraisal so disconcert-
ing. After all, she was there to be
looked at. She sighed with relief,
however, when she was back in the
dressing room.

She had slipped into her street
clothes and was tucking her curls
under a white knitted hat when
Jane came in.

“They want you in the manager’s

office,” Jane said, adding kindly, |the building. That was desirable
“I'm sure it's nothing to worry |because it made it quieter.
about.” S eat
“What in the world can the man-
ager want with me?” Pat asked. # OT nervous, are you Joan?”

Jane did not answer and Pat|
opened the door. Her heart was
beating nervously. Then she stifled
her fears. What could there be to

worry about?

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

T was a little before 10 o'clock
that evening when Lois Clayton,
who shared the tiny apartment
with Pat, heard the latch key in
the hall door. Pat entered, her eyes
shining queerly, her cheeks flushed.

“Why, Pat!” Lois’ voice was
amazed. “What are you doing back
so early?” ‘

“I walked out on the old duck,”|
Pat said. |

“Walked out on him?” Lois
gasped. “Oh, Pat!™

“That's what I said.”

“you'll probably be fired.”

“I thought of that, too.”

“Good heavens, Pat,” Lois said
soberly, “couldn't you have stayed
just an hour or so longer?”

“No,” Pat said. “I couldn't. Not |
for a hundred jobs. He got fresh.” |
Her face flamed suddenly. |

“Oh, Lois. he tried to kiss me in
the taxi! He called me ‘girlie; and |
thought I was stalling when I pulled
away.”

“The old sap!"” said Lois. “But |
you don't find a new job every day.” |

Pat was silent. There was some- |

thing she couldn't tell Lois. About
the taxi stopping in front of a
speakeasy.

She couldn't say “Once I tried
being a good sport, Lois,” because
then she would have to explain
about Jerry and the tragic climax to |
that night.

Tonight had been an opportunity
to justity herself, though she had |
not analyzed it in that way. “I|

= couldn't have looked myself in the|
face if I'd gone to a place like that |
to save my job,” Pat thought. !

“What in the world did you do?”
Lois queried. |

Pat laughed. “Well, when he
stepped out of the taxi to the side- |
walk I made up my mind I
wouldn't get out. I slammed the
door and said to the driver, Drive
on, please.”

I think he was so astonished that |
he started the ecar without thinking. |

Thank goodness, I had enough to chance, Barney said, that Pat might
I wish you could | pe using an assumed name.
have seen Mr. Brentford standing| joan thought not.
there with his mouth open, like & it would never occur to matter-of-

pay the taxi bill!

surprised old fish!”
“Gosh, Pat. I'm afraid it will cost

H you your u. '

| something was up when I walked

| was sure I was going to prove my-
| self a valuable employe and before
[ long he'd have to speak to the cash-

| to tell your boss he didn't make a

| her face warned that trouble was

| in sight?”

| mismatched furniture, but the place
{ was clean and it was at the rear of

| beginning, and Joan knew she was

weelhoart
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“ & NYWAY,” Pat said, “I'm glad |
I did it.” ‘

She was slipping out of
clothes. In her sleeveless gown, heri
blond curls loosened, she sat on|
the edge of the bed. “What busi- |

- | ness had the manager to fix a date |

up for me, anyway?” |
“Why didn't you beg off, Lhen?|
You might have said your fiance |

was in town. Or that you were
sick.”

“Tried it,” Pat said grimly, “but
it didn't work. I had a feeling

into that office and saw this old fel-
low waiting in the next room. So
1 said to Mr. Livingston, ‘I hope
everything was all right this after-
noon. If anything was wrong, you'll
have to excuse me because I've been
feeling ill all day.'”

“I call that smooth,” Lois said.

“Well, he just smiled, Louis, and
said, ‘I didnt notice anything wrong.
I thought you looked swell in the
white evening dress. Mr. Brentford,
one of our best customers, thought
so, too.”

Then he went on about how he

ier about a little raise. And some
more hokum about expecting co-
operation from all the employes and
how we were all like one big family.

Then he said this Brentford want-
ed to run out for dinner and a
show and he knew he could count
on me to entertain such a good
friend of the firm for a few hours.

“Smooth, too,” said Lois. “And
then he dated you up with the old
gink. Maybe this Brentford's a
good scout, after all, and won't tell.
Maybe he’s so vain he’ll be ashamed

hit with you.”

“Maybe.” But Pat’s
doubtful.

Nothing unsual happened during
the next morning. Pat became more
hopeful as the customary routine
progressed. Lunch hour came and
still there were no signs of a storm
brewing. But a little later Jane
drew Pat to one side. The look on

tone was

Jane asked.

“I couldn’t go through with it.”

“There wasn't any reason for you
to get the jitters. Lots of girls have
let Tony Brentford pay for a swell
dinner for them. When he found
they weren't ambitious, that was all
there was to it. All Mr. Livingston
expects is tact, so there’ll be no
hard feelings.”

“Break the bad news,” Pat said
abruptly.

“Well, you cost the firm a nice
order. And nice orders aren‘t picked
up very often these days. Brent-
ford canceled everything. You
haven’'t a chance to stay. Anything

Pat shook her head. “Only Mul-
ligan stews for awhile.”

“I'm sorry, Pat.” Admiration and
pity were mingled in Jane’s eyes.
“Mr. Livingston told me to ask you
to stop by the cashier’s desk this
afternoon.”

“Thanks, Jane.”

Well, that was that. At 5, Pat
got her envelope. Inside were sev-
eral crisp bills, her salary to date,
and a brief memorandum attached:
“After today your services will not
be needed.”

Pat read it with a wry little
smile about her mouth, reached up
to pull her small hat to a more
nonchalant angle, and bravely
walked out of the building.

She would have to find a cheaper
place to live at once. Lois could
get some one else to come in to the
apartment. And Pat would have to
find a job.

She located the cheaper place
| without trouble—a fairly large room
| with a' cubby-hole and gas plate
{ where she could prepare her meals.
{ The two windows would be a com-
| fort and compensate for many other
| defects and deficiencies, Pat de-
cided. There were faded curtains
at the windows, a faded rug and

Backstage, Barney was smil-
ing down at her.

“Just a little,” Joan confessed.

“No need. You'll go over all
right.” He was smiling, pleased with
her appearance, confident, already
savoring success. He reached for-
ward, caught her hands in his and
patted them reassuringly.

They were Barney and Joan now.
In the week, acquaintance had
ripened into an almost unbelievable
friendship.

Barney had taken the initiative,
saying simply, “I'm going to call you
Joan. It would be foolish to call
you Miss Waring when I feel I
know you better than any girl I've
ever met.”

And then with the same direct-
ness, he had said, “You'll call me
Barney, too, won't you?” Joan, to
her amazement, had found it sur-
prisingly easy.

Barney was simply irresistible. He
was genuine, Joan realized. And
fineness and honesty were coupled
with a strong, personal magnetism.
She was more attracted to him than
she had been to any man in a long
while.

There had been several dinners
at a charming English type inn,
tucked away along the country-side,
not far from Greenwich. And two
long drives through green hills with
sudden glimpses of blue lakes.

hey had been friends from the

happier because of it. Barney liked
her. She liked him. That was
enough. His interest, his devotion,
if she were honest, was spicing the
days for her and had become an
anchor in the great city where she
had been so unutterably lonely.
She had told Barney about Pat—
little, lost Pat, who was working as
a model here in New York, with
some queer idea of working out her
own problems unaided. She had told
him of the tragic accident that had
sent Pat, heartsick and bewildered,
out into the world.
= = =2
" HE kid has spirit,” Barney had
said sympathically. He had
accompanied Joan to a model ex-
change to see if they could find any
trace of Pat. There was always the

But
She was sure

fact Pat to resort to such tricks.

her '
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YES, MY FRIEND ~MY
NAME 1S HOOPLE —BUT
IM NOT MAJOR WOOPLE !

IM JAKE HOOPLE —WE
LOOK ALIKE —~EXCEPT

A MOUSTACHE ——

—
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NO —HES MY BROTHER!

THAT MAIOR HOOPLE HAS /!
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T AINT MAJOR HOOPLE T WANT @2
ITS YOU, SAKE HOOPLE YEW?
REMEMBER THAT POKER GAME
UP AT FLANNIGANS LAST YEAR,
AN YOU GAVE ME A CHECK FOR
F G2 —WELL,IT CAME BACK ON
A CRUTCH {  VYEH —VYOURE |
TH &uUY IVE BEEN BAITIN
TH TRAP FOR /!
> MAKE GOOD THAT
PLASTER, OR TLL
SMACK YOU UNTIL
YOou SWEAT
ICE CUBES/?,

) BOOMERANGS

BACK ON
TRE MASOR!
== /0= 2.4~ =)

OUT OUR WAY

—By Williams

1TS VERY ,VERY
INTERESTWMIG AND |
EOUCATIONAL, 1 OONT
et WY NONE OF
You COWPLNCHERS
EVER <EEmMm TO GET
INTERESTED N D\GGING
N THESE WDIAN
RUINS,

-
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>
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THE ARISTOCRATS.

WHLT? RooT
W ASH CANG?
WHN \WES, YOU
WOOLONT “THinw
OF ROCT\W'
A QT ASH CAN,

N

wLD yYor <

THETS WHUT THEM
OLD WDiAN }
ASH CANS |, ] / 2

b

JunK HEAPS:

7

THEY MAY BE A
THOUSAN YEARS OLWD,
WES , BOT THEY RE
AcH CANS, JusT TW'
SAME! THETS WHERE
™ INDIANS THROWED
ALL THER OL JuNy,
AN' Hou WWKE TO
ROOT IN‘EM !

S

I RwWiLLAMS, —
10-24)

—By Blosser

( TW' COACH COMPLAINING To ¢/ WONDER
ME BECAUSE IM GOOD! ;\ WHY THE
THAT'S A LAUGH....SOME  : [ COACH Took
OTHER PLAYERS ARE JUST ) CRASH TO THE

... JEALOUS... ATS ALL! . ( CLUBHOUSE

1 SUPPOSE HE )
WANTED To TELL
HIM WHAT SWELL
WORK HE DID

IN THE MILFORD

(" GUESS THE BOYS HAVE
HAD ENOUGH SCRIMMAGE ...
THEY'RE IN FINE SHAPE
FOR THE MONROVIA
GAME !

g, o -
HELLO, CRASH! HE WASNT : TH COACH CANT PuT My )
You DID SOME | | VERY TALKATIVE, HUH. HE DID FIRE OUT.......IM A
NICE BOOTIN' WAS_HE RED? ACT KINDA SENSATION, AN' HE KNOWS
TopAY TﬁAT IS/N'T FUNNY IT!! THE CROWD WANTS
1 . ,
" LIKE CRASH . ACTION, AN’ ITM TH'GUY

WHO GIVES T Em!!

{
|
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—By C‘ ‘ane

AHEM!
JUST TAKE
A LOOK
AT THAT.

i

(GOLD, LADY. YOUu KNOW- TH™ )
PURE,GLITTERING | STUFF THAT BUYS
NIFTY FUR COATS
AN' AUTOMORILES
PITCH YOUR CLAIM
NEXT TO uS,BA8Y,
AN' GET YOURSELF
A WAGON LOAD,

ALLEY OOP

gy 00
oatez 60T

TNEy
Ty ARE
HE oy ;J

QOPLL\ spy, ANK , LES

GET THE GANG

HERO, ) 70 6O OUT /&
NOW! ) ane Mgt ( SOKAY

o s BRI — )
THE GIRL THE -
NT. Ty

o1 eRED OF

\TAKE YOU LONG

EM'A SWELL

).
\ ]/ THAT
\THAT 2700P FELLER).~ 'EM-GIVE
/15 ALL RIGHT,
WELCOME /

M TELLIN'
YOu!

BOOTS AND EER BUDDIES
I

vl Ywow =1 BET 1D GET OUY
GO FER THIS GAME THERE | LEMME
~ NEVER WAD A SEE  WOW

CHANCE TPLAY
T WHEN L WAS
NOUR AGE

1

\ : ' )
TARZAN THE APE MAN

N

FAR 1 CAN !

BOCT TS i/
OKRE

- ,‘ 3

T /

WELL,KID,
HERE'S WHERE WE
SAY GOODBYE /
CAN'T TAKE YOU ANY /.
FARTHER. T'WONT 7,

T0 GET HOME

(" [ Nou BozOS THINK
YOU'RE SMART, DON'T
Nou? WELL,JUST
TAKE A LOOK AT

o $20 WORTH OF DUST IN LESS THAN AN
HOUR, AND A NUGGET B\G ENOUGH /\W@OW/ ) BLUE BLAZESS
TO CHOKE A DUCK.

HOT DOG! | BURNING )

°/ WHY, WE'RE
ALL RICH.

%/M“‘ -

-—By Hamlin

() /' XNOW- BUT OU
e GLZ 15_AFTER MY
HIDE, AN' IF THEY
SEE ME, THERE'LL
BE MORE /
TROUBLE !

YOU'VE G
BEENSO¥
KIND -
| HATE TO
TELL YOU
GOODBYE
NOW/!

N N\ QatTA o1
R W X

P~5‘691>\ HOMOM E X
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23, [ B — Profuced W Pamous Bosks
SIS TRIBOTED SOLELY BY UNTTED FEATUFE SYIWDICATE.
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SAY,D0GE6ONIT -1
BET You OO
THAT ON

PURPOSE ,
oV BIG ~—

GLAD

NOW ,NOW ~Tere Tor' 1t

—By, Martin

TSEE YER FINALLY
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The wounded ape-man moved now with one
hand at his head as he grew more and muse
dizzy. When he disappeared among the dark-
ening shadows, after a few seconds a pair of

hyenas came on the scene, sniffed the fresh blood,
threw up their heads and followed him, laughing.

In the distance, Tarzan was trying to swing
himself up into another tree. He was not able
to. He staggered off on the ground through the
jungle. Over the yells of the laughing hyenas
tracking him, came a lion's roar. Tarzan heard
it, paused, quickly drew his knife and staggered on
again.

Behind him still followed the cowardly hyenas,
making the air hideous with their horrid laugh-
ter. And through the underbrush, near them, a
huge lion made his way toward the ape-man. Tar-

zan halted, standing weakly but defiant, his back
against a tree.

Tt L

Not so very far away, Tantor, the elephant,

rocked back and
the jungle.

lion tracking Tarzan.

feeding to listen.

forth, contentedly as he fed in

Suddenly came the first roar of the

The elephant stopped
Then came that weird cry from

the ape-man; the call of a trapped animal asking

help.
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' (To Be Continued)

Ayres Downstairs Store Has Fashions for the Larger Woman
Who Says She Is ‘‘Hard to Fit’... Turn NOW to Page 2!




