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Serial Story—

Kings Row

By Henry Bellaman |

THE STORY: Schoolmates “In small-
town Kings Row are erphaned Parris
Mitchell, 12, who adores his t[gloh
granimother, Madame Von Ein; play-
mate. Renee, daughter of von Eln wsiate
overseer; *‘all boy”’ Drake McHugh; tom-
boy Randy Monaghan; beautiful Cas-
sandra Tower, whose recluse doctor
father is town mystery; Louise Gordon,
daughter of leading physician. Dr. Tow-
ers, furious at social snub from - Mrs.

Gordon, takes Cassie out of school. Other ||

characters: lawyer - Skeffington, _editor
Miles Jackson. Social stratifieation in

Kings Row is sharp.
CHAPTER FIVE

THEY CAME to the end of| the|

line of cars. Drake walked back-
ward and squinted along the rails.

“Hello, Drake! Hello, Parris!”

It was Randy Monaghan hanging
over the tall fence at the top of the
embankment.

Drake answered gaily, “Hello
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there. What you doin’ up there?”
“Thig is where I live. What you|'
all doin’?”
Drake spoke quickly. “We're goin’
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“And this one, madam, has an air valve In case of inflation!™

down to Elroy’s icehouse.”

“What for?”

“Nothin’ much. Swing on  the
rings maybe.” ¢ g

“It’s cool down there.”

“All right,” she said. “Yqu go on.
I'll catch up with you.”

Drake and Parris walked slowly.
“Why didn’t she come right along
with us?” Parris asked,

Drake looked at him and grinned.
“ Praid of her old man, I guess.”

“Why?? v
“Say, you don’t know much, do
you? I guess her old man knows
better'n to let Randy go round with
these tough kids down here. She’s
kinder tough, too. You ougl:xt to
hear her cuss.”

They opened a heavy door and
jumped down on a great pile of
sawdust. The air was damp and
cool. It was dark, too, after’ the
| glare.

“Gee, most of the ice is gone.
See how low it's gettin’?” Drake
seized the two rings and swung
far out from| the tall heap. He
let go and landed on his feet, half
burying himself in the loose dry
sawdust. )

Some one banged on the door.

“Let me in! Drake!” o o

“It’s Randy. ' Push on the door.
Randy climbed over the high gill
and dropped down. b

She struggled up to the rings.
“Can you skin the:cat?” ;

“Sure!” - Drake Scoffed. “But I
bet you can’t” * = g

She executed the-feat and landed
upright. !

“Pretty good.” :

“I can do the double roll on the
par’llel bars,” too.” !

“Doggone,” Drake exclaimed.
“Where'd you learn to do it?”

“Jake Elroy showed me. 'Hé can
_do a lof of things. Come on, Par-
ris, you try.”* Wa

“I ‘don’t think I could do that
right away. I can skin the eat,

though.” :

“Let:n? ‘you. : Take off "your

had never imagined she would be
so amusing. He thought of Re-
nee with a sudden stab of contri-
tion. He hadn’t thought 8f Her all
this day, and she was certainly his
best friend. : 1

The whole of Kings Row lay on
a gentle slope that lifted gradually
from the creek on the south }o the
straggle of ‘Negro quarters| that
edged the northern boundary of
the town with a disreputable fringe
of shacks and haphazard lanes. On
the northwest the land dropped sud-
denly down a steep incline. There,
at the foot of the hill, was a stretch
of level ground perhaps a quartef of
a mile square which was the site
of Jinktown. Long ago g few
foreigners bought tiny lots | there
and built neat little brick-and-
|stone houses.

}_Bénny Singer and his mother
Ihved in the smallest of the|Jink-
town cottages—two rooms, ane of
them hardly. more than a lean-to.
Benny waB 3 big, gangling boy of
16, good-natu: apd, in his| awk-
ward fashion,| kind. Benny was a
halfwit, but his mother was thank-
tionate, { !
ful that he was obedient and laffec-
Mrs. Singer took off her quilted
gingham sunbonnet and fanned her
flushed face. She hoped Benny would
get along all right this year on
school. He was having to stay in
the same grade again. This wp the
fourth year he had failed to be pro-
moted. '

If he were only a bit quicker with
figures he might get a job clerking
in a grocery store or something like
that. In time-—~when she was old—
he ecould support her. There might
coms & day when she would no
longer: take in washing. f

8 e i

BENNY WALKED with a slight
roll as though his head were too
heavy for his body. He was not ex-
actly comfortable in his mind, He
was trying to remember something.
It was very hard to do. Whenever

back at school where there were so
many friendly faces.

He stepped down from the stile.
“Hello, everybody,” he said happily.

The next two years were not ex-
actly pleasant ones for Parris.
School itself was less interesting.
He had a new teacher, Miss Martha
Cblt. None of the children liked her.

Parris was not unaware of the
changes in himself or unobservant
of the changes in others. But al-
most without noticing it he and his
friends began to think of themselves
as an older crowd. The children in
Miss Venable’s room seemed very
young. Drake, who was nearly 16,
kept his friendship with Parris.

Only his friendship for Renee re-
mained unchanged. She still waited
for him after school and walked
home with him, but she talked more
now than she used to—mostly about
the other girls and what they said.
She was less' of a tomboy now in
her walk and behavior~—more girl-
ish. He realized that she was real-
ly very pretty. Other people spoke
of it. 7

On his 14th birthday Parris had
his usual birthday supper with a
cake and candles. Renee was his
only guest. Renee gave him' three
handkerchiefs with crooked initials
worked in the corners.

After supper Anna, the stout Ger-
man maid, gave him 14 playful
spanks—one for each year—and
another to grow on. ¢

“It’s after eight, Parris,” Madame
reminded him. “You'd better walk
down to Renee's house with her,
It's moonlight.' You're not afraid
to come back by yourself, are you?"

He flushed. His grandmother
didn’t seem to realize he was 14 and
would have to shave next year,
“Of course not,” he answered im-
patiently.

I = ” ”

AS THEY went down the terrace
steps Renee took his hand. ]

“I guess I ought to give you 14
licks, too, like Anna did.”
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shoes stockings and your coat. i WNOW

: . coat. He laughed, but the laugh died ‘
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cgs:h . He fell on his back with seemed to shiver and dissolve. kiss me,” he said. : »

& thump. Randy laughed. “You| Of all the boys in school he be- “All ;'-uht,” she said readily. I'll
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got to bring yourself up better, then
shoot your legs down quick,” |
: L 4 Ql F

WITH HER encouragement and
advice Parris made rapid progress
but - the double roll iu’btyontl'
¢ _Try again.” She considered his
effort seriously. “You could do it
pretty soon. I'm tired now. Let's
set down and rest.” ' B.052

o Ul get ' Hail Columbia if
‘catch me out here’ with you

lieved he liked Drake McHugh best.
Drake was very friendly, |

All at .once he slowed his walk.
ih remetx;bi:redﬁmhat it was
e was : about. He
bl gl looked back toward
home. Almost he wished he|didn’t
bave to go to school. He hadn’t
been promoted last year he’d
have to stay in'the same c with
the yery young kids, He'd have to
lhdwith Miss Venable again.

When he came in sight of the

playground ‘he forgot ail about it

Lots-and lots of the kids were there
already. He h He pa
‘top bf the stile

kiss you 14 times.” She placed her
hands on his shoulders and kissed
him on the mouth, counting each
time ,.,.“12...13.,.14.,.8nd
a big one to grow on.” He returned
the embracegawkwardly and they
stood for a moment a little breath-
less. The mpon shone full on her
face.

“That's the best birthday present
I ever had,” he said. The gallantry
of nis speech surprised him, but he
was pleased to have said it, “I—I
love you, Renee.”

“I'd like to be your girl. I guess
you're my sweetheart, too.” -

. “Let’s be sweethearts forever,
Renee, you and me.”

MAn ri‘ht-" $ ;

“Cross your heart?” he demanded.
i ;‘i...Andhopotodh."lhOx‘y
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