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CHAPTER EIGHT .
ELLE iay awake, waiting for!
Steve home. It was|

quite late when she heard her bed-

to come

room door often softly and sawi
Steve, tiptoed usteadily in, his sho@s]
in his hands

* she said in a dull voice.

you.” He

't want to wake

glanced foolishly at hi shoes.
I've haven't L
n 1 !
Steve put in closet |
and started is coat. He |

kept hi ted from Belle and
tried to talk casually.

Gee, WNe

of time! All
tewed and;
' it up, |
t couldn't get away. Any-

}/ how it'll mean a lot of free public- |
|
1‘

t a waste

writers got s

tarted hi

SOT

,.(-'Y here are some clippings on the~
¢ bu & said |
s where'd you get these, |
‘: baby |
k The Professor brought them. He
was here for dinner and spent the |

evening with me |

In the tense silence that fell be- |

k tween them, Steve kept his back
£ turned, bowed his head and fingered |
i the clippings. Belle did not even |
look at him. The silence was be- |

to Steve and he |
impulsively.
.” he began, and

coming unbearable
turned to his wife

Listen, baby . .
feli silent.

the matter, Morgan?

| collapsed to the floor in a half faint.

|a while.” He left the room, beckon-

| champ want? . ., .

| you want to. .

round. Not a chance, Steve, not a
chance.”
= = =
TEVE looked at her stupidly a
moment. “I guess you're right.”
He left Willie's office quickly, his
head hanging
At the door closed after him, Belle

Willie picked her up and placed her
on a couch and chafed her hands.
She opened her eyes after a mo-
ment or two.
“I'm ashamed, Willie.
the matter with me?”
“Let's forget it. You lie there for

What's

ing Hogan and the Adopted Son to
follow him.

In the adjoining room, he ordered
Hogan to call the sporting desk of
the Tribune, and the Adopted Son
to take Belle a drink and stay with
her,

“Hello, Joe,” said Willie, into the
‘phone. “Willie Ryan talking. Yes
: . Say, how’s that deal for Mor-
gan's fighting for the championship
coming along? . . . Oh, yeah . . .
How much of a guarantee does the
Hasn’t the Pro-
fessor been able to raise it? , , .
Oh, I see . . . Well, therell be a
certified check for that guarantee
in Carey’s hands tomorrow -
Yes, but don’t mention my name in
your story . ., . Spill it whenever
. . Right.” He hung
up.

“I think you're nuts, boss,” said
Hogan. “She don’t want any more
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SREAT CAESAR JTVvE
BEEN ROBBED {J—EGAD-
I HAD IT IN MY
POCKET AT DINNER —
YES ~AND NOW TS
GONE (e whHY, \T
CANT BE POSSIBLE —~
ROBBED! §

DURING
RS
AFTER-
DINNER
NAP =

WHATRE YoU BELLOWING
ABOUT 2 TVE BEEN
READING HERE FOR TEN
MINUTES ,WHILE YOU WERE
sNORING ! ROBBED OF
WHAT 2 [ THINK YOURE £
GOING WEBBY IN TH ATT\C { g
DONT PUT TH FINGER
oN ME ! I CAME IN AN
FOUND YOU OVER-FLOWING
THAT CHAIR,ASLEER, AN
SOUNDING OFF FULL BLAST
WITH YOUR FOG-HORN

OUT OUR WAY

—By Williams

1 SAY - DIDN'T YoU
TELL ME I COULD
SHOOT _OFF THIS
HORSE ?

WELL, DIDN'

7 2 TUE DOUBLE M

YOU SHOOT
OFF HIM?

EANING.
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—By Blosser

et o w2 mv job?”
Haven't I been doing my job of him.”

Listen, Belle . . . " Steve was un- NI ,

1 ‘ No more y s
comfortable and confused. “This| O more'n I want a sucker born
dame doesn’t mean a thing to me. |EVerY minute. Listen, I want you to
e i = . ‘| start the s ¥ e

She's . . . she’s just like all the he short-enders working on

r

HERE COMES CRASH,
WITH A GIRL.... 1

WHAT DID You THINK

IT WAS 50 )
OF MY FLASHY WORK ) FLASHY THAT

HEY!HEY! LOWJA GET THAT IDEA?
I CALL FOR FRECKLES TO TAKE TH'

REALLY 2 I'M S0 GLAD )
You EXPLAINED IT TO

rest.”

“Like all the rest of them.” She
quieted his attempt to protest. “Oh,
a woman knows those things with-
out being told if she loves a man.
It hangs around in his eyes . . .
and she tries to kid herself that the
rest of the world doesn't see it. I've
known all along, Morgan.

“This is all I'm going to say and

then we'll forget it. I'm going to
keep on doing my job . . . being
your wife . . . because I love you
. . . and I'd rather do that than
anything in the world.”
1 “Gee, you're a great girl, Belle!”
& “I 'won't be if it ever happens
again,” she warned him. "I've got
too much fool pride, I guess. If I
mean anything to you, Morgan,
don't ever let me hate you. It won't
be very nice.”

R d R Tt g o e oY O (R NN

“I won't give you another
chance,’ said Steve, and meant it
at the moment.

N
= L L4

B("I‘ there was a gir] in the cho-
rus that appeared with Steve
Morgan, premier contender for the

championship crown, in his first
personal appearance at the Globe
theater, who looked at him con-

tinually.

At the end of the first week, she
said to Steve as they left the stage
for their (lx'r,\smu rooms: “There
goes the first week. Are they hold-
ing us over?”

“Uhuh. Two more weeks.”
“Three weeks of ‘Gettin’ Ready
for Love. Lot of preparation, isn't

it? Her smile was arch and in-
viting

I think it's too much, don’t you?”
responded Steve ... “There's a
drink in my dressing room.”

“All right.” Her voice had soft-
en>d. “Let me get out of this cos-
tume."”

Belie, who had been shopping,
stopped at the theater on her way
home to pick up Steve. The door-
man said he was still in his dress-
ing room and she went straight to
it There was no answer to her
knock. She called.

“Wha—" came Steven's voice, “Oh,
hello, baby. Just a minute.” He
unlocked and opened the door. “I
was half dead and didn't hear you.

She started to enter, but he said,
quickly, “Listen, honey, will you do
me a big favor—" |

“You've been drinking, haven’t |
you?” |

She pushed determinedly past him |
and drew aside the curtains that
shut off the little anteroom.

“Come on out, let's all have a
& drink,” said Belle to the shrinking
£, girl behind the curtains. “That is,
as soon as you're dressed for com-
pany.” ?

Steve grabbed her shoulders,
“Belle, don't make a row.”

“Tak your hands off me! Take
ther ay! I don’t like the slime!”
s «cked away to the door as the
g 1 came out, wrapping her negli-
gee about her.

“Belle,” pleaded Steve.
this over.”

“We had our talk some weeks ago.
I'm through.”

“Let’s talk

CHAPTER IX

ELLE went straight to Willie
Ryan at his cabaret office.

“Willie, I'm a young girl with
blond hair and straight legs—pretty
straight—a funny voice—and a per- |
sonality, I'm told—and I want a
job.”

“I have a vacancy that ought-to
fit you like a glove. I used to have |
a girl here who looked a lot Iikei
you. Everybody was crazy about:'
her. |

The sound of the voices of the |
Adopted Son and of Hogan raised in |
argument came to them and then |
Steve Morgan's angry voice sa\'mg:‘
“Get out of my way!” Then t.he!
door burst open and Steve bounded |
in followed by Hogan and the|
: Adopted Son.

o “Come Belle,
e home,” said Steve. |

“Beat it, Morgan, while you've |
still got a chance,” said Willie.

“I'll beat it when I get what I
came for.” *

Steve was seeing red. He started
for Belle, but Hogan and the]|
Adopted Son got in his way. Steve |
swung once with his right fist and
once with his left and the two men |
landed in opposite corners of the|
room. ,

He whirled back to Belle and
found Willie's gun poking him in
the stomach while the Adopted Son

on,

we're going |

shoved another in his back. Belle
shrieked, buried her face in her
hands and moaned
“Please don't kill him! Please
don't shoot him, Willie! Please
don't!”
3 Willie pocketed his gun, waved his

henchmen from the room.
“You can go with him if you want
to, Belle,” said Willie, gently.

A “Thanks, Willie,” said Belle, her
ey voice unsteady, “Bat if the job's still
e open, I'll stay right here.”
“You mean it, Belle?"” asked
Yok Steve, brokenly.
k “1 mean it. I wouldn't try it

again with you for anything in the
world. bell rang—the last

The

‘| youg life.”

Morgan himself—get all the purse
money you can drain for bets on his
own fat head, because I'm going to
swell it for one grand and glorious
bust! I'm going to cut that guy
down to her size and then buy them

a little cabbage patch and call it a
day.”

CHAPTER TEN
HILE the Professor studied
the articles of the fight be-
tween Steve Morgan and Primo
Carnera in the office of Jack Demp-
sey Promotions, Inc., Steve stood
by, surly and morose.

“Now that the financial side is
satisfactory,” Dempsey was saying,
“I think we're all ready to sign.
What do you say, Professor? Here's
a pen.”

“Now don't hasten me, Jack, my
boy,” replied the Professor. “You're
not fighting Willard at Toledo.”

“How about you, Steve? Every-
thing rosy?” asked Dempsey.

“What have I got to say about it?
Come on, sign it and let's get out
of here!”

“What's the matter?
train?” smiled Dempsey.

“He’s probably got a blond staked |
out somewhere,” said one of the re- |
porters.

Steve pushed his way toward the
reporter. “Looking for a split lip?”
he asked, dangerously. The Profes-
sor, evidently worried, stopping him.

“Stephen, boy. . .. All right, Jack.
Suits me.” He signed the articles
of agreement and then Carnera’s
manager attached his signature.

“Now,” said Dempsey, “the boxing
commission will name one of two
men as referee the day before the
bout. It'll either be Haley or Eddie
Woolf.”

At once the Professor and Car-
nera'’s manager were up in arms.
They didn't want either man.

“What difference does it make
who you get?” expsded Steve. “Juss
get somebody that can count up to
ten!”

Catching a

n o L

Ly UT it out!” said Dempsey, stern

despite his lJaugh. “I'm buying
this night. I'll referee the fight.
Any kicks about that?” That suited
everybody, and Dempsey continued:
“Everything's set then, Primo, bring
your bunch out here. Erskine's got
some pictures of those training
quarters he's spotted out on Long
Island. Steve, stick around. I want
to talk to you.”

After Dempsey, Primo and the
others had left the office, Steve went
quickly to the telephone and called
a Riverside number. He had to re-
peat the number and became angry.
Before the call could go through, the
Professor returned, grabbed the
‘phone from his hands and slammed

it up.
“Youre going to stop calling
numbers like that for a while,

Stephen.”

“Who says s0?” Steve's voice had
turned ugly.

“I say so.” The Professor's voice
remained even, but it had become
stern. “You and I are getting up
to Gus Martin's tonight. You've
got two months ahead of you of the
hardest training you've ever done in

“I should get in a sweat over that
big push-over!”

Steve reached again for the tele-
phone, but the Professor, with sur-
prising strength, threw Steve back
against the wall.

“You poor, blind mutton-head!
You've let the finest little girl that
ever lived slip out of your fingers!
Are you going to do the same thing
with the championship?”

“We don't need that pipe dream
to make me win.” Steve slapped
the Professof across the face as he
tried to keep him from the phone,
flooring the old man.

Steve glared down at the Profes-
sor who looked up dazedly, and
then said in pleading tones: “Boy
. . . I'm the Professor—your friend.”

“You're nothing to me from now
on. I'm managing my own fights.”

Steve stalked angrily out of the
room as the Professor got up slowly,
wiping a tear from his eyes. He
turned his back as he heard 'the
door open and some one come in.
The genial voice of Jack Dempsey
asked: “Where's Steve?”

“Jack.” said the Professor, with-
out turning to face him, “could I
borrow a bottle of Scotch?”

“Sure, if the newspaper
didn't finish it all.” He felt around
in his desk. “Here's a bottle left.
Feeling like celebrating, eh?”

“No,” said the Professor, taking
up the bottle from the desk. “Young
Gaflney went back to his grave.”

Dempsey looked at him, mystified.
and watched the drooping figure of
the Professor as he walked slowly
to the door, fumbling the bottle of
Scotch into his pocket.

= = :
TEVE kept the words he had
spoken in wrath to the pro-
fessor; he became his own man-
ager, merely hiring a man to at-
tend to the various business angle
that developed.

boys

was'
a GAME ... SAY WHAT
YOU WANNA  HE'S

™' GOAT !!

WASHINGTON TUBBS II

GO HOME, O'BRIEN)
YOU'RE GETTING

SOoFY.

(

(EPSY CAN'T PUT L{ AW
US OFF THIS CLAIM,) RATS!
BOYS, HOLD YOUR

GROUND,

\_ FAIL TO BACK HIM UP,

ND WITH WASH AND GAIL STANDING BEHIg

I'LL GIVE YOU ONE
MINUTE, O'BRIEN.
” -

EASY WITH RIFLES.cs0ese-.

ALLEY O0P

= PRI

/M GETTING
TIRED OF GALLOPING
AROUND AND
AROUND THIS
ROCK-

! GOTTA
GRAB SOME

E
=
= s
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(LookiT 1M 60! \

WONDER HOW LONG
HELL KEED THAT up-
THE DUMB y

SOK.

OVER THEY 60 FOR THE OLD BALL

(uE DIDNT TELL HER T}mﬁ
1 \WAS GROGGY AN OUT ON

E= CcK 3
DON'T WANT MM 'Ng:sxgp?:glf? ;;o: gis’vl‘rgz BALL...HE, LIKE A DUMBBELL,RUNS - FZQEEL JLUE:TMUS MY FEET, WHEN UE CALL-
To SEE ME AND G s € TS oW TUE WRONG WAY...RED CATCHES TERRIBLE 1 ED THE NEXT PLAY FOR
START RIBBIN' ME 2 = _ eraciy % HIM ON THE FIVE-YARD LINE..,I TRY i ME = NO! HE
s TO PUNT OUT.... THEY BLOCK [T,AN’ THEN, WOULDN'T [

(F'AE INTO THE NIGHT \WE FIND F2ECKLE‘5\
i DETERMINED MCRE THAN EVER,LGOING
OVER AND OVER PLAYS To BE USED IN
KINGS PN GAME ...

THE BI&

—By Crane

/THERES OMLY ONE THING LEFT TO DO.

TLL GO, HANG You!
BUT I'LL GET EVEN,IF IT
TAKES ME 20 YEARS !

;

(G THE PARTNERS ARE NOT GREATLY ALARM)

WHEN HE SELLS HIS CLAIM THE NEXT
DAY AND FLIES AWAY.

ED AT ACES' THREATS, ESPECIALLY

HUMPH!
GOOD T
RID'ANCE. e
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
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GEE ,GWEN 10 HALNE GIVEN
NYou TR ORESS, \F Nou'D
ASIKED ME For \T'! T
GUESS L. MAY AS WELL,

THE THINGS YOU HAVE
ARE A5 MUCH MINE AS
THEY ARE YOURS

NOW , ANYWAY ' YOU'VE
CUT T UP S0 THAT
E CANT WEAR W AGAN

, .
- . w,
e ¥y ~
TR

AN THE AP

F- 3 t ey
1 MEAN THAT OUNCLE DOWN GWEN,
AEFT ALL WE PAD TO YOULR Nou,
BROTAER BILL ~ AND YOL i DON'T
AND HE HAUE BEEN LNING % REAL\ZE
THE L\FE OF RKRWLEY ON WHRAT
THE MONEY THAT RIGWT - YOU'RE

1 '
OH ,00NT 12 WELL,K YOOULL SEE
OKAY FOR YOU TO BE SWEET AS
SLUGAR. AND THROW PARTIES , YUsT
TO GET ON THE GOOD S\DE OF. ME ---
ot I'M NOT <0 DuMB ke

Cost

Ay 8

FOLLY BELONGS YO SENING

PAPA AND ME

Lloy

“Riano!” called Holt, sharply, after he saw
Parker could go no farther. “We'll camp here.”
“Yes, B'wana!” answered the head-man, proceed-
ing to give orders in Swahili to the bearers.

“What's that?” inquired Parker. “We’ll camp here
—you're not fit to go on,” answered Holt.

“I'm the best judge of that! Do you think I
can rest when—when . ..” Parker broke off ab-
ruptly, emotion overcoming him. Riano stepped
forward to plead: “B'wana—rest today—go on to-
morrow.” “Tomorrow!” cried Parker. “What's the
good of tomorro, to me?”

—By Edgar Rice Burroughs

“Tomorrow good like today,” urged Riano, try-
ing to calm his master. But it only served to
arouse Parker's determination to press on. “So
you're trying to tell me to give up searching, are
you?” he cried out in anger. “That it’s no good?”

voice rising almost to a yell.
going on!”
Nobody shall stop me!” screamed Parker.
right, then,” said Holt, helplessly.

‘rf'—-'& ,V"V‘UN

“You can do as you like,” he continued, his

‘But, I tell you, I'm

“But,” began Holt. ‘I'm going on!

“All
“Riano, go on!”
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Shop and Save in Our November Sale Downstairs at Ayres

Bargains for Your Home and Every Member of Your Family! (SeePage2)
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