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CHAPTER SIXTEEN

MONEY IS bad for my system |
I'm not used to it in big gobs, and
it goes to my head like liquor |
Juddy is no better. Both of us|
were suffering from financial de-
lusions of grandeur.

Besides what we were taking in,
each of us had a little of our orig-
inal capital. Nothing would do us
but we make our dream of the big
central dinery and dance floor
come true. |

Well, before we knew it, the place|

|

v

was full of high-priced carpentry|
noises.
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“LET'S FACE it pal” I said. “Ij

know it's worse than we thought it|
would be.”
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Juddy bit off the end of her pen-
eil. “Well, say six thousand.”

“You say it,” I said. “I'd choke.”

“What1l we do now?

I had one of my briiliant flashes.
“What's a bank for?” I said. “We
can take our books down to Old
Man La Rue at the Leverton Na-
tional, and after he’s seen the profit
figures he’ll lend us the buttons off
his coat.”

So we put it up to Maurie Sears
The bank didn't yearn for our busi-
ness at all

“It looks to me like Hollister
Mowry is blocking it,” he said.

“What's his idea?” I said.

“You know hes got the gold
fever, don't you? He'll be after those
diggings as soon as old Welliver
lease is up.”
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WHEN WE were back in the car,
Juddy said:

“Any other ideas, Mon?”

“The only thing I can think of
s for you to marry a millionaire.’ |

|

“1 did,” she said. “Look what it
got me.” {
“There’s others and maybe dif-|
ferent,” I said. |
She took a long time before she|
answered. “I could always go backi

to Hendy.” |
“Well, what's the matter with|
that, after all?” | )
“I've been fighting against it.” ]
That was a surprise. “Have you|
gtill got a yen for him?”
She shook her head. “No, but I
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SELENE BRETLE,
BROOKLVYN, NV

never was cut out for being poor.”
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“ANGEL WOULDN'T be any help
to the payroll,” I said. “We've gm{ t
to be practical. I'll bet the crew|

DRIVE rASTER THAN
3O MILES AN HOUR,
INSECTS

WONT SPATTER UP YOUR
WINDSHIELD . .. AND

YOU'LL SAVE GAS, OlL,
TIRESY
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go as soon as the floor is done.” |

It was nearly a month before wef “Let me in, will you Mom?”

saw Angel again. The first thing] = g &
he said was: “I THOUGHT I told you to
“Where's Juddy?” !home." : o

*Gone to bed.”

*“That’s a devil of a note,” he said
He sat down and started ordering
everything on the menu.

“Hey!” I said. “What's the an-
swer? Have you broken training?”

“Just for once,” he said

After he'd eaten he said, “ I want
to see little Juddy.”

“No, you don’t. Not in your con-
dition. You wouldn't do yourself a
bit of good with her.”

“Then let's pry Oliver out. I've
got some things to settle with that
rat.”

“Listen, Angel,” I said.
it for Welliver.”

He gave me the baby
“Good, Old Mom!” he said.

Sometimes I'm just & plain suck-

“I tried. The car’s gone flooey.”

Angel was a picture. One of his
leves was closing. There was a
| smear above his cheekbone and be-
low it the flesh was pulpy. Across
{his chin ran a gash. His right ear
was mottled with blood
l “My God!” I said. “What did you
|tangle with? A truck?”

Juddy showed up at the stair-
head. “What is it?” she said. Then,
“Angel!”

“Hello, sweetie.

{ the ruins.”

She ran down.
Was it a ccllision?”

“Just a little argument,” he said.
“You ought to see the other fel-
low.”

“Get my first aid kit, Juddy,” I

“You’ !
“You beat ure hurt

smile.

er. I thought I had him fixed. So|cai4. “Keep your finger out of that
I closed the shop and hit the hay.leve, Angel. Where's the other
A tattoo on my window woke me|guy?”

“In the river-bed, I guess.”

“What would I want of him?”

“Well, he’s a friend of yours,” he
said.
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up. It was a thick, foggy night, but
the dim figure in the yard couldn'
be anybody but Angel; it wus too
big.
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Come and view|

I stopped the work. “Why, you
big heel!” I said. “Not Doc Oliver!”

“Parfetty-mah, as we say in
| French class.”

I was good and sore.

“Well, he hit me first,” he said.

“You're a liar. What would he
'do that for?”

“Don’t, mom,” Juddy put in. “Give

Angel a break.”
\ “When the old car pooped out on
ime, I wasn't feeling too good. It
kind of came into my head to tell
Loren Oliver just what I thought
of him, with ‘illustrations.”

By this time I'd finished my
patchwork, and told him so. Juddy
said, “Take my car and go back,
Angel.”

We got a flash and started our
hunt for Doc. He was in the stream
bottom, leaning against a boulder.

“Good evening,” he said.

“Are you all right?” she said.

“Quite, thank you,” he said, and
straightened up. But he’d have
flopped, sure, if she hadn’t caught
him on one side just as I got to
him on the other. By the way he
gasped; 1 was pretty sure what the
trouble was.

“Ribs?” I said.

“T'll be all right,” he said.

(To Be Continued)

(All events, names and characters in this
story are fictitious)
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HA HA! T BET THAT’S TH'
FIRST TIME OL’ ALEX HAS
HIT HIS HAND WITH A
HAMMER SINCE HE WAS
AN APPRENTICE BOY/
WE'RE OK. YET, ALEX--
T THINK THEM'S JusT
VISITORS/
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OH, THAT'S BECAUSE
I TOLD WM THEY WERE
TAKIN' KIDS RIGHT OUT
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<\ NO USE CRYING OVER SPILT MILK,
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TS ALL My FAULT, OLD
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A DEUCEDLY IMPORTANT b
MISSION, AND I'VE BROUGHT [of
YOU TO A HOTEL SWARMING 4%
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