ABBIE AN' SLATS

"0 THAT'S 77 S THINKS
M HIM-AND You'RE HER 7
AND- SHE'S BOUND TO MAKE
THAT MARRIAGE COME TRUE.

—By Raeburn Van Buren

TERES oNy ONE WY N
OUT FOR ME-IF YOU WERE
FOOL ENOUGH-OR FRIGHTEN
ED ENOUGH-TO MARRY ME.
BUT YOU AREN'T A FOOL-AND

YOU JUST DONT FRGHTEN=

A

YOU N THIS
G
OLD DUMP

Serial Story—

Kings Row |

By Henry Bellaman

CHAPTER ONE
SPRING CAME late in the year|
1890, so it came more violently, and|
the fullness of its burgeoning
heightened the seasonal disturbance
that made unquiet in the blood.
On this particular day, the 28th
of April, the vast sky seemed vaster
than ever—wider, bluer, higher.
The roads were like the strands|
of a gigantic web, weaving and|
knitting closer and closer until they|
reached a center—Kings Row, the|
county seat. “A good town,” every-|
one said. “A good town to live in,|
and a good place to raise your
children.” |
In the sagging center of this web
of roads Kings Row presented an
attractive picture. Elms, oaks, and
maples arose in billows of early
summer green. The white steepie|
of the Methodist Church, the gilt!
weather vane of the Baptist, and|
:he slender slate-covered spire of|
the Presbyterian thrust high. In|
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“Grandpa always sits at the window anyway, so 'm using his whiskers
till the curtains come back from the laundry!”

the center arose the glistening dome |
of the court house. A few mansard
roofs and an occasional turret broke
through the leaves. Outside the!
comfortable shade a straggle of un-|
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considered Negro shacks and tum-|
ble-down houses of poor whites lay |
like back-yard debris. {

In the first glimpse of the town,|
if one happened to approach it]
from the west, one saw the public|
school building—Kings Row’s spe-
cial pride. It stood on a rise of
ground and looked down on Town |
Creek. On an adjoining rise stood|
Aberdeen College, the Presbyterian
school for boys. i |

The old brick sidewalks, uneven
after many years, were mossy and,
cool under the shade trees. The
houses stood back from the street,)
ehd the lawns were dotted with
flower beds. |

To the east of town the State|

THEM GA

UNABLE
TO CHEW THEIR FOOD, AND HAD TO SWALLOW
ST7TONIES, SO THAT THEIR FOOD MIGHT BE

FOUND IN WYOMING » NEAR.
TINOSAUR FOSSILSS; AND Cm.LECTO’QS CALL.
S TROL 774

By William Ferguson

Asylum for the Insane expanded
jts many wings through ample]
grounds.

Kings Row was no frontier town.|
Tt had successfully simulated the
mellowness and established ways of
older towns east and south—towns
remembered in the affections of the
early builders. \

¢ |

A LUMBER wagon had reached|
the hill where the road sloped!
down to the bridge across Town|
Creek. The driver awoke from|
pleasant meditations as the heavy
load gained unwonted speed on
the descent. He jerked the lines.|
“Whoa, where you think yourTe
goin™>

His voice carried easily through
the open windows of the school-
room where Miss Sally Venable|
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held sway over some 60 children|
ranging in age from 10 to 14 Sey- | Berdorff, pastor of the German

. {Lutheran Church, said that Parris
eral boys giggled. e
Miss Sally passed a hand m,erlspoke French an_d German better
her face and smoothed away the|than he did English.
derisive smile that lurked in her| Stocky and broad-shouldered. Vi-
deeply seamed features. {tality showed in his warm coloring

Her prominent brown eyes roved
the room, resting for brief instants
on first one face and then another.

Sally liked her children and she
had been teaching long enough to
see a generation grow up. She
knew practicailly everybody.

She studied Cassandra Tower, the
prettiest girl in town. Boys were

beginning to be interested in Cas-|

sandra. Only yestérday Miss Ven-
able had noticed a legend chalked
on the walk: “Drake McHugh loves
Cassandra Tower.”

Miss Venable grinned.

Drake was watching Cassandra
now. Drake, robust, deep-chested,
hair always falling into his eyes.
“A regular beoy,” most people said,
but Sally Venable was not so sure
of that. He was open and frank, but
his mouth was a trifle loose for so
voung a boy. It was likely to go
slack and sensual in a few years,
unless—

Drake McHugh leanéd forward
and whispered something to Parris
Mitchell who occupied the desk in
front of him. Parris glanced quick-
ly at Cassandra.

Miss Venable made a slight sound
~but no one heard her.
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PARRIS MITCHELL was her pet.

The boy was different in every way.
Perhdps It was because he lived

with_that
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land in the heavy eyebrows arched
thigh over large hazel eyes. A slight
|shadow showed on his upper lip,
jalthough he was only 12. He was
!the only boy in Kings Row who
!studied musie.

| Randy Monaghan, on the other
Iside of Parris, had her attention de-
railed by the movements of the two
iboys. She leaned forward and
looked under Cassandra’s desk. A
grin, shrewd and a little coarse,
widened her mouth. Randy was
common, but with a frank and en-
| gaging commonness.

| She made a low sibilant sound.
Both Drake and Parris looked back.

Thrusting her knee from under the
|desk, she snapped a red elastic
|garter and grinned again.

The hands of Miss Venetable’s
watch pointed to 4. She tapped on
the desk, and instantly the room
buzzed.

“Quiet, quiet! Clear your desks.”

Hats were distributed quickly by
boys and girls who were inted
weekly to this privilege as a reward
for good behavior.

Peyton Graves, a quiet boy In
school, but a noisy one outside,
|slapped each hat down on the desk
in front of its owner as he moved
rapidly up the aisle. “Here’s your
louse-cage,” he remarked softly to
each oné.

Their departure was thunderous.

|

walked to the window and watched
the dispersing crowd.

Miss Venable was sometimes given
to half-philosophical meditations on
life and society as she saw it
through her pupils. The prescribed
social lines of the town fell upon
them the moment they left the
democracy of the class-room.

Already their feet were set on
roads that led them farther and
farther apart. “It’s strange,” she
thought, “how_quickly they feel it
themselves, how effectively it
works. They seem to know it and
to accept it. I guess that’s a mercy.”

(Te Be Continued)
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WIFE OF WAYNE COY
TAKES FEDERAL JOB

Times Speeial

WASHINGTON, Feb. 12.—Mrs.
Wayne Coy, wife of the OEM liaison
official, left here for Philadeiphia
yesterday to take over her first
Federal job.

She was appointed by President
Roosevelt to the Annual Assay
Commission upon recommendation
of Mrs. Nellie Tayloe Ross, director
of the Mint.

The Commission, consisting of 11
Presidential appointees and three
ex-officio members, will supervise

an

the and test the fineness

weighing
of 200682 new coins selected at
rendom and
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(1 AM A PRISONER,

EGAD, ROUNDHOUSE! YouR
CONQUEST OF HURRICANE
PLUNKETT WAS AS SUDDEN AS
A SNEEZE! BUT JAKE SEEMS
TO HAVE MATCHED VOUR PER~
FORMANCE /ww WE COLLECTED
THE PURSE AND FLITTED AWAY

ALMOST AS RAPIDLY AS You
SNUFFED OUT YOUR p

= tﬁ’”— /'/

PON THE SET OF *THE SLAVE GIRL”
-STARRING CHERRY BLOSSOM -

" CLEAR TH r. §
EVERYBODY OFF / chbi
EXCEPT THOSE_ {

NN

\\‘&\\\.\\x\\'

NN

N

ARURNNNRNORRRRN

N

A

/A O.K.-- JUST
TOUCH IT AND

VEAH , AN' ME AS

ELAT AS A BOOKMARK !

wa CAN YOU EINANCE
A BEAN SNACK TiLL
WE GET HOME AND PULL
THE TRIGGER ON JAKE 7
ww T COULD EAT THE

ANTLERS OEF AN ¥

RIGHT, ) 7HET GOLDENY e O

NAIRI-THET
CHOKEY
HE'S A J FEELIN IV
NEW L My 7R0
ACTOR. HE. \ WV AH ,
SEEN HER'),

OUT OUR WAY

WITH MY MOUTH FLLL OF
PEBBLES AN’ MY POCKETS
FULL O EMPTY SACKS,
SHE'LL JUMP ALL. OVER
ME-< THEN I'LL PULL
OUT MY DEFENSE
STAMPS I Jue'
BOLGHT AN SHOW
HMER WHUT' KINDA
WILL POWER T cOT/

T. M. REC. U. 8, PAT. OFF.
COPR. 1942 BY NEA SERVICE, INC.

THE FOOLER

YOU'RE JUST
EMPHASIZING

JRWILLIAMS,
2-/12 )

YOU'RE
SUPPOSED TO
HAVE AN
EXECUTIONERS
SWORD/-GO

(17 ALL REMINDS
EONE

SOME.
CAINT CUT NOTHIN
'1;\3 BUT THIS ONE-IT'S

THET ONE IS MADE O’
SOFT STUFF\JF

O'TH’ SHARPEST

M
STEEL-—ANWLL TAKEIT.”

AW-++ PLEASE
DON'T ==« IT'S

1GOT M, LITTLE D)
BEAVER 2

: J!
R\ \\

SHWH! T WiLL
TO0  IWMMY . BUT
THEY THINK I AM OF
NO IMPORTANCE 444

TRANSLATE FOR YOU WHAT THEY

ARE SAYING« THEY HAVE FOUND A MESSAGE'IN
YOUR SHOE, BUT THEY DO NOT THINK IT |S THE
REAL ONE. THEY SAY YOU ARE FROM U, S. ARMY

THAT'S
DIFFERENT-
YOU CAN
HAVE THAT

Y THAT
MLuST

HORSE
BE HALF

| \ KANGARCO

NG, T. M. REG. U, 8. PAT. OFF.

AR, MY Jth.l KNEWN YOU WERE NOT A SELLER OF SOAP!

YOU ARE TRYING TO HELP MY CHINA IN THIS WAR «
60 PROUD... SO HAPPY. FOR YOU ++-FOR MY
COUNTRY, IMMY +00 I WILL
ANYTHING

G !

LOOKS LKE
A SUPER SPOT
FOR A GuN clus!
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BUT WAIT! LYSTENS THEY ARE
COMING. THEY ARE TO SEARCH
YOU AND TORTURE YOU! OM, ~
QUICKLY, MY IM! GIVE TO

ME THE REAL MESSAGE SO
THEY WILL NOT FND IT/

I AM

BT RINT N0 BSE) T8 TUEM BOLNDS
t5. Me\ ONE OF LS & LB’

BUT O\ TedRw
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SAY,V'DON'T )/ T NEVER DID )
RECKON THAT Y BELIEVE THAT

¢ under seal ‘at the/§

Visit the NEW

HAAG'S MARKET

7th and Main Streets, Beech Grove
Fing Groceries and Meats




