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CHAPTER XX

erk niter the dinner

had proven meh A
Phillips, down on

Ing the bathroom

) wirel d up and dropped
P inalng mop A ack into the
“?ﬁ warveyed her work, than
b raan wrung out the mop
) Sed applied it to the floor.
It was done at last.
ﬂﬁ;‘lm ciel got to her feet. She
Jihe heary pall to carry it to
1% ﬂ'u‘ bt ws she turned eaught
flzpie of herself In the mirror,
l .=
down the pall and stodled
muwwuar n  wight she rw:m
i ned the apnrtment from
i !:::jflan; hat it appeared thet
¥ &dun and dirt she had gerubbed
¥ eraped nway must have clung
Moralt. The towel pinned about
Wit In place of an apron was
arkrzed "‘|1E1

grime, Her printed
once besn attractive,
worn it for housswork
fraxed and soiled.  An-
pinned about her head,
hair excopt for a faw
wisps that strageled farth
prteigel. There wers black
padres on her fare and arme and
i finger s shrouded in n bulkr
., That was where Cherry
jod et herself the duy before,
disgrace.” she told the
mireor.  “You  lonk
3 tha n-nir ':ﬂl:.";!l] 5?'
1 =ar, Inly no self
:,Iﬂs;:i;lg eat wonld have anything|
g0 with you hoenine onts keep |
pamselven cleant”
A akerp e, pounded on the door.
s nrne wome V' a crlsp volea ealled.
siry mo—-Thxint"
therey tanched for a towel. Bhe
g1y drving her hands as she drew
B¢ drar back
lls, Mxle” ahe mald,

I
it

“"Come

Tie girl on the threshold smiled

tly—and Instantly the smile
¥ {'Ssin‘n above!" she exelsimed
v horrifled tone.  “What  have

heen
ipa ¥
Cherrr ahrnpged, “I've been elesn-
Bt boake” abe admitted. “The place
s awfully dirty and I've besn st
ull dar”

“Bat, my dear. you're a wreck!
Wir don't ¥ou hire womeone to dn
e deaping?  That's what I de—"
The oflier girl shook her head.
"Te can't afford to hire aoyone.
gt ald, “Anvhow thin ls my part
o the Job, You ses thers ars twn
o o to live on Dan's malary. You
e oaly ;‘lmr;ni[."

Digie nodded sympathetically. She
hp{-!d. Into  the  nearest  chalr.
Well, you're m game kid, T'1l say
ft, but ‘|~::'rn wonring  yoursalf
ot aed it doesn’t puy. Listen, T lke
Dxs end all that bhut take m little
sriy from n girl who knows. Tou'll
et By slavery!™
“Aren't you

doing to yourself, Chorry

her oynicnl?"
Maghe, DId xon know I was
jd once® Ob,  yes—blushing
, showers of rlee, ‘love and
wiey’ and all that! Keeping house
h o kitehenet Jove nest. Well, It
laind afx monthin and I wan a fool
dend it that long.”
“Whr, Dixie, T didn't kmow—""
b, It wax aver and forgntten
kg ago.  Yon mer I wam dumb
woogh o fall for an actor. Hand-
QI kot brate all right, but as aoon ne
| wowere marceied he stopped work-
] ﬁ I kept mr Job and pald the
i nnt]l ong day he got his dates
: gitsd,  Thers was n cortain red-
bmd apd—iwell, that was the end
#ithat! A nice quiet divoree and
Dixie's baen i wiver girl sver sines.
it Lard, what am T golng on this
Ilr‘for‘! n't mean to parrate
&y lifa hintory!"
Y] or Cherry  anld sym-
sympathe on me
ronrself., The poiot is
to he potting out aupd

fog soma fun,  And don't, for
Setven's muke, Jot Dan find you
keéking like ‘Topsy  herself! Better

et peribbing,  It's going to take
Limp time to excavate that face.”
. - -

Ohediently Chierry hegan her abln.

Bet “I wish T ‘ware clever like
;"II. the “I wish 1 conld
48 8 fo entn money.”

Be glad vou don't have ta) the
e told her whortly, She Intghed
,I""}"":I raving w0 mneh T nlmost

v I eame.  Can yon and
up far m litels brides to-
Allieter’s coming over
t wa'd have n parir

rees poent nt the Capitol
o poer Yor'il like Jack, Tl make
aotth rarenit—it's my one ani
"7 milsare achiovement and am 1

Wi = we'll eome" Cherry
] '!'l' A you're right, Dixie.
ATh biien Maying $n too much.”

m“ﬂ’ Anpar Cherry  Arcided
‘H‘:m: k¢ g And WAN_ 860D

ing bath, Dinner!

f

1| won't take long, I'll

i)
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would be late but at leant ahe woald
tie presentable. Cherry told hersaif
Dixle hnd been right. rt was n mis-
talie to stay At home working all day
with no recrsation later. That must
be why sbe had felt so tired and
cross,

Of eourse they had b t
to mave, but they couldn’?nu!:ﬂ:'l
the time, It waun't fair to them-
selven

Bhe was dustin d
shoulders when Dinmc‘:m:l: preE Dae

“Hello," she called, slippi -
lgeo about ber. "llin:;ngpnwu‘ong-
cuise I've been eleaning booss, It
of heany," oot

Dan kisnod har absent-mindedl
"No hurry," be waid. He ?ufl:d’i
nnwngnpor into one chalr and drop-
ped Lis hat and coat in another.
Cherry n.lr}‘

Wi LA ean't everythi
day.”

ve been working a

“Bure, Everything's fine."

Bhe koew from the tona tha
bad not even heard her. .th"l
wan disappointed. She alipped a
dress over her head snd went to
the kitchen te rummage for the
¢An opener,

It was the work of 15 minutes to
boil potatoes, hent the can of baked
besns, split @ bead of lettuee for
salad and moke ten, Canned peaches
Ieft from the night befors werved
for dessert.

“Everrthing's ready,"” she told Dan

who was buried behind
of the newspnper. S e
- L
The meal hegan silently. Opee or

twice Cherry glanced st Dan to ses
it noything was wrong. Bhe could
not understand his mood.

Presently sho said, “We bave an
fnvitatlon for thin evening.”

“Invitation?"' Dan looked up.

“Dixie wants us to come up and
}IIII bridge, Bhe's invited someone
or a fourth, 1 tpld her we'd be
glad to

“But, Cherry—|"

“Why, I thought you'd like to_go.
We—ws never go any place, Dan.
I'm tired of ft—working all day
long and_ then just wittiog around
here svenings.'

"Ym; et go it yon want to.
not golng.”

"Tfantﬂ

“Well, T mean {t. I muppose yon
think I don't work nall day long?
Maghe I don't get tired too, Bridge!
I there's one thing in the world I
don't want to do tonight It's to play
bridge!™”

"Bu I've already acceptad, Dan!
I told her wa'd come.”

“Well, you enn just tell her wa
won't. T};II ber anythisg—I1 dono't
cears what you say!"

“Pleagn won't ‘you do it for me?"

“I'va told you I'm not going to
play bridge tonight and I'm not! If
¥vou want to, go ahead, I'm not
stapping you."

“1 ean’t go alope. You know that
Oh, Dan, I think you'rs being hor-
rids 1've slaved all day long for
you, ['ve serubbed and swept and
dusted, until every muscle in my
body aches! I'm sick of it and I
want a little fun!"

Dan Phillips put down bis knife
and fork. "Maybe you think I
wouldn't llke n little fun once in
a while,” he sald. "Do you know
why 1 can't heve {t? Because the
rent's due next week, Becauss I've
horrowed from everyone in the officg
antil I can't raise nanother mnickel
and I'm ashamed to ask for {t. Fun?
Would it interest you to know that
I mirned dewn & poker game with
the boys tonight to come home and
spend the evening with youl And
I did it becnune by working all eve.
ning maybe 1 ean write a atory
that will bring In wome extra cash!’

The glrl was  subdued, W—1
didn't underatand,” she sald slowly.

“0f ¢oure I'll tell Dixie we won't
be ahle to make it."

The menal procesdsd. It was not
an appetiziog dinner acd naither of
them were In communieative mood
When they had finished Cherry
eleared the dishes away and went
upstaira to make excuses to Dixie.

She returned to find Dan aitting
before his battered typewriter, »
sinck of fresh copy paper at his side.

An quletly as possible she went
about the work of washing the
dinhes.  She tiptoed whenever she
erossed the floor, Now and then
the typeswriter kers rattled, followed
frequently by a terrific banging thab
eonld mean only that the writer was
vr.ing" out hix preavious work,

An hoor must have passed while
sha sat huddied in he hig chair
retonding to rend. The silences
wotwern  periodn of trplng became
lunger.,

Buddenly, with & loud “Damn!”
Tan ferked the paper from the ma-
chine, He jumped to hin feet, toss-
Ing the erumpled sheet 1o the floor,
Without another word he grabhad
for his hat ard econt and banged out
af the apnrtment.

(To Be Contlnued)
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YES= | COULDNT
COMIMLAIN ~ EVERN DAY
IN THE PAPERS
I ADVERTISE ANP EVERY
DAY PEOPLE COME TO
MY STORE TO BUY =1
BREAK EVEN- MAYBE A

LITTLE MORE-

The Dreamer

TIMES ARE BAD -~ YES
HAVE SEEN BAD TIMES
| WORK HARD, BUT | DO

WORK= AND IN BAD TIMES TWERE
19 ALWAYE OPPORTUNITY = MANY

- BUT |

BEFORE ~
NOT M

AH, WITH CAPITAL NOW,
WHAT | COULD DO! oW |
COULD GET, ALMOST FOR NOTHING,
A QREAT GTORE ON A LOMNG LEASE-
NOW, | COULD BUY GREAT STOCHS
OF MERCHANDISE FOR ONLY A FEW
CENTS ON THE DOLLAR » NOW
OPPORTUNITY GRING AT ME-
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GEE! 1 MOST BE CAREFUL we
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POPEYE

THEATRE i NOW SHOWING—YA SPARE TIRE" TOMORROW—'"BIRDS OF A FEATHER" By E. C. Segar
: m ~ BEGINNING =
1S CASTOR STILL RUNNING I [BLOW ME DOWN! CHAT THO ™1/ WELL — POPEYE Y ||, “
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I g UNKNOWN RACE"
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SERIOUS AND STARTLING
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QccUPATION REQURE MANEY =~ [
AMD , SINCE MY DEAR FATHER
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