
 

 

SATURDAY, OCT. 5, 1940

By Williams

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES
OUR BOARDING HOUSE

PAGE’,
SERIAL STORY—

This Could Be
Your Story
. By Marguerite Gahagan

FUNNY SIDE UP By Abner Dean With Major Hoople OUT OUR WAY

'DEED, MISTAH MAJOR,YOU BETTER /
DRY UP THAT SNORIN' AN' ROUSE |
YO'SE'F ww MIZ HOOPLE SAY SHE
CALL YOU FO' TIMES AN' SHE CAN

STAND THE NOISE NO LONGERww
SHE SAY IF YOU AIN'T UP AN!
QUIET IN FINE MINUTES, SHE
GONNA PARE
YOU LIKE A
POTATUH/

 

THET'S TH' TROUBLE WITH
BREAKIN' TH' LAW, WES --
WATCHIN' FER TH' GAME
‘WARDEN |S SECH A VITAL
FACTOR THET HE'S FERGOT
TH GAME AND IS HUNTIN'
GAME WARDENS -- I
BELIEVE HE'D SHOOT ONB
IF HE COULD FIND ANY/

a

SUGAR MUST HAVE A
BOTTLE AROUND-- HE
SAID HE WAS GOING TO
KNOCK OFF AN ANTELOPE
FOR A CHANGE OF DIET,
AND LOOK WHERE HE'S
GOING--THERE GO THE

ANTELOPE/

£Z-SNVAWu{1oW TOBRAND
CALVES WITHOUT CATCHING THEM!
“ww SPUG = WHISTLE“awSOMETHING
THE ENTIRE RANCHING INDUSTRY 1S
CRYING FOR,EGAD/wmeZZ~-GLOP
wae NEVER FEARwwWL/STLEwan, J
HOOPLE WILL FIND A WAY. vearn

SNVAW./E  

YESTERDAY—Nick insists Sue Mary |
Meet him at the office tonight. She

fears a plot to involve her, keep her
quiet. There is a call fromthe hospital.

What if Joe dies? Terrified, Sue Mary
dials the number.

=—-— —..

CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR KK : : , prt Sle. iP~em
SUE MARY hung up the receiver Ng : < ; 1 y.) hy Jb

end leaned forward over her type-

writer, résting her shaking it on! f;

the carriage. Word from the hos-
pital was not encouraging, but at
least Joe was alive.

“Mr. Stefanski regained conscious-
ness for a few moments,” a nurse
told her sympathetically. “He asked
for you, and then went off again.

The doctors think they may oper-
ate: relieve the pressure.”
“But could I see him—” .
“You can see him, but he won't
OW you,” the nurse explained.
The hands of the |office clock

seemed to fly now that she knew the
doctors were to take some definite
action on Joe's case. She couldn't!
think. She finally told Miss Grant
her head ached and she wanted to
leave early.
At the hospital she stood quietly

fn Joe’s room, looking down at his
white face, the shock of blonde hair
showing beneath the bandage; at

his hands, so big, so (capable, and
now so helplessly limp on the sheet.
She wanted to touch them. Want-

ed to lean forward and] kiss his lips,
but the nurse was beside her, mur-
muring that a doctor was coming in
to change the dressing and she must
go.
Sue Mary went across the street

to a little park and sat on a bench
until her trembling legs could carry
“her back to the apartment. She
picked up a paper someone had dis-
carded and stared at the headlines.

It seemed that she had been re-
moved from the world itself these| f / :

last few days. None of the crisis| |] 2 ; 07

in Europe or here had existed for ” £0 ve 274%)

her. And yet, she told herself, you,
yourself, are involved in a vital

problem.
“G-men investigate alleged sub-

versive group,” she read. In an
eastern city an .inquity was being
made by Department of Justice offi-
cials in an effort to stamp out possi-

ble fifth columnists.
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31s THE SUBCONSCIOUS
. MIND AT WORK, JASON= JT RwWILLIAMS

os

—By Al Capp

YA AIN'T

  
LI'L ABN

Wire A SUupbEN SWING, THEK/ONAPPED BG
BANK ‘CASHIER SLUGS SLUGGSY./” ALF WHY-

-YOU- -

naar? 5 «
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Ve I WARNED You!’-
LINE UP AGAINST

WALL —ATHE L L
THREE OF Your”

SISESSKAZo (4opiMAH-
DONT 5 SULLIENCERS7

r'% TH BONEOVER
SHOOT! . HOTSTOVE?)

“DON'TZ& roux
0, >>> 3d
LA
Zp a

  - GET ‘EM UP,
BOTH O' you”

“ ..and when it comes to a boil add a pinch of salt and stir vigorously.” :DINeh Sal anc sur vigorousy BEWIND , HUH,
. QUEENIE ?

 

HOLD EVERYTHING
 

  \\

~  
   SN

}
A
E
T
I
L

~ 
iyradicate, ne.

Tm. Rec. U. 5. Pat. Of—AR

 LL
L     

—By Fred Harman

 

WAIT, MARION ?|ME FEELUM MY OLD FRIEND PRIOR
Df IM TRYING TOTROUBLE CAN TELL US WHATS

WN BONES, || GOIN' ON HERE

I DONT BELIEVE You---
I DONT WANT TO SEE

TOL AGAW /

PLEASE, MARION DON'T
LET THIS TROUBLE
COME BETWEEN LS 7

HM GOT SQUAW
DE BAD

ME TRING HAPPEN
PLENTY QUICK,
ME BETCHLMii
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SHE LOOKED UP and found a pi WN

sudden strength ‘welling up within lf Li.

her. Federal agents—until this mo-
ment the words had been one con-

nected with the movies and thrill
stories. To be sure, it was in the
news, but it had never [been a reality

to her.
Now her thoughts began to crys-

talize. Government men with the
power to handle all situations. The
power to act and the ability to rec-
ognize truth. They would keep a
confidence. They would listen and
judge and not rush off hysterically

on a witch hunt. Shestood up and
walked back to the hospital to find FUNNY BUSINESS

a phone book. :
It was late afternoon and she - ye - :

wondered frantically |if she could .

contact anyone at |headquarters.

She found the address and ran out
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“Come on—don’t make a pig of yourself!” BUT "WE DON'T SELL
OUR WINDOW

{ DISPLAYS,
YOUNG
MAN !

COME --- zn
‘IT'LL PAY"
WHATEVER
You ASK!

‘HAW HAW /!-.
WHAT A
SILLY
LITTLE

 

  to flag a taxi.
The big Federal building was cool |

and dim and nearly empty. There
was still one elevator running and |
she made herself walk slowly and |
quietly down the hall

The young man in the outer room|
was locking up his |desk,. but he]
didn’t hurry her. He asked her
name and a few questions about

herself.
“What do you want to see Mr.

Flanagan about?” he asked. “He's
still here, but he’s had a hard day.
and so many people demand to see |
him. So many people come in here,” |
he explained, patiently. “They all]
think they have valuable informa-|
tion about spy-plots—"

She nodded her head in agree-
ment. “Yes, I can imagine that.
You see, that's why I hated to
come. I might be wrong, too.

“Only—well, I didn't dare wait]
any longer. ~ Something is to hap-
pen tonight. These people--I think
they are doing something that will
hurt the government and—nice peo-
ple here in town. Maybe I'm wrong,
but an organization I belong to has;
a strange platform. |I didn’t know
what is was all abgut. But I do
now. And I'm begihning to won-
der. | It's called the Youth Progress
Group.”

“Youth Progress—’ he repeated
slewly. “Maybe you had better see
him. We know thatoutfit.”

Sitting across the desk from Mr.
Flanagan, Sue Mary managed to
get her facts in order. ‘He was kind
and calm. He listened and drew
out the story with questions.
“We've checked on the Youth

Progress Group, of cpurse,” he said.
“We've never been |entirely satis-
fied: We know their candidate for

Governor is radical| and that the
platform is one that would never
go over in this country. But we are
also sure they canlt win in this
election. Notunless a miracle
should happen. But anyway, tell
me what you know.”

            ERNE TASSpy12LER
 

—By Crane
 

WHY, EVERYBODY SAYS SO. THEY SAY HE
’ ' y

EySA ueA BUT YOU'RE AN AMERICAN! YOURE SMART, YOURE|
PATRIOTIC. LISTEN,EASY, -
= WHY DON'T WE BOTH

GET THE GOODS ON
4 THAT GUY2

~ BUT WHY DON'T THE POLICE PUT
HIM IN JAIL?DOESN'T ANYBODY CARE
WHAT HAPPENS? HAVEN'T THEY ANY

or

BELIEVE ME, IF 1 WAS A MAN LDDO SOME"
THING! I MAY ANYWAY. HOW DOES A PERSON| Be

GO ABOUT CATCHING A SPY, EASY 7| |
EW? WHY, 0i
I-AH- DON'T Ly_
KNOW MUCH —
ABOUT IT 3

: _.

HMM! I WONDER
IF 1 DARE TELL
THIS GIRL WHO I
REALLY AM?

 SUSPECTED
OF MURDER 
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—By BI
“For the luvva Pete, tune in and see whether you can’t pick up a -

health Lecture!” . FRECKLES

1 WROTE THIS LITTLE
SPEECH WITH: LARD, *
AND MISTER ‘HECTOR. GRUBBLE .
1 HOPE IT ENDS MY BRIEF CAREER
AND BURSTS MY CAMPAIGN suesLE /
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WHO EVER GIVES ME
ANY VOTES

IS CRAZY AS A COQT,
BECAUSE I WOULDN'T

FILL THE BILL

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

. AN

EXERT
BY STUDY.
ING THE
SCTALES oFA

SALMON,
CAN TELL THE
AGE OF THE
FisH, WHEN
IT WENT TO
S£A4, AND
WHETHER OR
NOT IT HAS
SLAWNED. .

SO CAST YOUR, VOTES
FOR. SOMEONE ELSE.
DON'T WASTE A
ONE ON ME »

IFl1 GET IN, IL
WRECK. THE JOINT,
AND THATS MY

policy !

By William Ferguson
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SHE TOLD him. Slowly the
whole picture came |out.

‘I didn't think much about it
until I heard Nick and Vera plan-
ning to get the papers that young
Mr. Ross Clark will have at the
office tonight. He's not like his
father. Young Mr. Clark, I mean.
He's stupid and in debt and easily.

—By Martin

[SURETAG \& COOTRBANLTIME,XA
CNOWN BR WHEN I'M CARRYWY!
TH BALL, TREX P\GTAAL\S &
HEL OF A DARN]

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
{
     

eS. SNORE2 1%

SEER
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“Nick and Vera mean to use
the information to hurt Governor
Russell Miller. And they believe
it | will be enough to hurt the
whole campaign platform. De- |.
stroy the people’s [faith and help
their own cause.
And then—then—” she added,

#there’s the picket line at Smith-
son. Nick's mixed up in that,

too. I saw his picture in the pa-
per. He's trying tg keep the trou-
ble going on out there. I know

that. |
“The YP insist l'we don’t need

to spend money dn national de-
fense. They keep |talking it and
printing it in their paper. And
they mean to hinder production:
whenever they can.
“And Joe—my finance—was hurt

et the factory. He's in the hos-
pital now. He was hit on the
head when coming from the plant.
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ABBIE AN' SLATS

THE OFFICE OF A GREAT NEW YORK NEWSPAPER
SYNDICATE --=-

 

B-BUT RATCLIFFE--
THAT'S AS MUCH AS
WE CAN AFFORD

1OH-HtH-H [F ONLY I
COULD FIND SOME YOUNGSTER-
[WITH A NEW COMIC STRIP--TO
TAKE THAT OAFS

1S THIS A JOKE 2?
OFFERING ME A NEW

| CONTRACT FOR THREE
THOUSAND A WEEK” \TO PAY YOU. WE'RE
AM | ON RELIEF--OR AM | JUST BREAKING
| AMERICA'S MOST POPULAR EVEN AT THAT

CARTOONIST? FIGURE 1

I'M NOT INTERESTED IN THAT. | W-WiILL,
| WANT FIVE THOUSAND A ARATCLIFFE
WEEK--OR | QUIT YOU AN
KNOW THAT THIS SYNDICATE
WiLL COLLAPSE WITHOUT F——-

 

“lwo cows AND TWO
HORSES HAVE A TOTAL
OF HOW AAANY
STONACAAKS ¥

   
ANSWER-—Ten. Each cow has four, and each horse one.
 

Maybe—maybe he’ll die.
“You can't let things like that

go jon. Those people are danger-
ous—" She was drying now and
frantic lest he not understand and
believe her. |
“So #hat’s their game. There

have been so many things to
chéck on these last few month$
thgt we haven't been able to do  ‘gs |much investigating as we

i
{

would like.” Flanagan’s voice was
calm, comforting.
“We know about this Nick

Alexander: a young fellow with
a leftist turn. There are so many
of them: blind, dissatisfied, led by
smarter, older men who can mold
them into tools.”
He came around the desk and

gave her his handkerchief. “Now

don’t werry, We'll clean the

whole thing up. You go to the
office tonight just as Nick wants.
And let him go through with his
plan.”
Flanagan smiled and patted her

hand. “Not frightened, are you?”
3 “No—now that I know what to
0."~—

  (To Be Continued)

characters in this(All events, names an
story are fictitious.)

 
 

 

   
  

   


