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This Man,
Jjoe Murray
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R XX
Es:?: . « » comrade-
» yght came to Joe
ﬂ-knu]:aﬁe inevitably, It
0. cjearer and clearer. It
abided with him, unbid-
nad been with him*a long
pe suddenly 52w, unrecog-

s}}?f_w were slive They
y aeh jney never could be,
" s grd peace—because they
livel The other, the happi-
4 peace, the Visions: they
pssioniess and dead and un-
FB!; They were a drug and
A= for & starving man, who
ek for ihe days of his strength
s p!ani}'. .

not Helen ne yearned for
e, It was the past. Helen
Zud, gone into limitless time;
gy for her had: not died, but
of him: he would always
per end remember her in
through all the years.
- 'wag mot of the earth, she
“heyond all passion; she was
4], she was a vision.

a vislon he dreamed with
Terry he lived with

T,

It was
bt It was

eation rushed upon him,
:;;;:Elcc.‘l: was Terry he want-
L ind hungered for. Terry—pes-
isg, wortying, begging and be-
Terry, with her dainty t_um
sinning always about him.
“wha would conceivably ride
|ba! ear with him blandly and
gv and walk on the highways
dgjeep in the fields of o nation,
te atk her. So long as they
- together.
[t'f:s ﬂfe starker a thought for
dirity of its conclusion, which
et back to the very beginning,
wis Terry he wanted, yes, but
wu Terry he had lost. It was
v he had failed, and Terry
b had Been torn from his hands.
tad not failed himself; he had
heen able to keep her, losing
ta forces far beyond his hum-
tommand. But to realize that
4 possessed this and lost it
.and that it was this and noth-
tse in the world that he
od . . . it was stark, stark—and
imen must face it forever!
LI |
e went a little berserk. He had
ponant of money, & few meager

these rankling|

dollars from the tiny fund sent him
by the Murrays. He put the money
in an envelope and mailed 1t back
to them, saying he was gone again,
not to worry, he'd keep going and
come out right side up—he had to
keep going, and he could not come
home.

He felt this interval of lingering

out. He had his manhoud. He knew
the ways of the road. He could
make his way, wanting nothing
from any man. He'd come right
side up. There would be wark
There would be need of more autu-
maobile bodies sometime, some-
where: there would be work and
forgetfulness. Work and forget-
fulness,

Not peace! He rebelled at peace, |

shattering the seductive visions.
There was no peace—not in life.
Life goes on, a fight and a strug-
gle always, and the greatest tor-
ment, the greatest loss, is to be
out of the struggle, out of the
stream of it

Neither life nor love have peace
in them, theugh they both have

isurpassing beauty: the beauty of

change, the beauty of growth, the
beauty of a continuity, inscrutable
and unending.

And this was Joe's groping
avowal. He who had been out of
the stream of it, out of the run-
ning . . . he was plunging back.
This man, Joe Murray.

Joe Murray went foraging, When
he found what he wanted, he
brought it home to the hotel with
him: a piece of cast-off leathen
light and falrly pliable. It was
treasure trove, He borrowed a
pocket knife from the hotelman at
the desk and went to work in his
room.

He took off his shoes; they were
in no state for the road, with holes
large as quarters in the soles. He
cut a plece of paper to a pattern
and trimmed it ti1l it slid inside one
of the shoes easily and neatly,
Then he lald the pattern on the
strip of leather and hacked out a
most practical inner sole.

- - L]

He was at work on the other
shoe when there came a knock on
the door. He had occasional visits
from room neighbors; he called an
invitation to come right in. The

FLAPPER FANNY
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By Sylvia

‘Usten! Your mother's galling you, Chuck.”
No hurry, Wait till she starts calling ‘Charles

Junior'"

SIDE GLANCES

“They

say there isn't any such thing
but we've been married nearly

as marricd bliss—
three weeks!”

] |eyes . .

| door opened, and he glanced up.
|

shoe, the leather, the knife,
“Terry!"

She came into the room, elosing
i the door behind her. She was look-
|ing at him with the big brown
+ looking at him. She was
{thin; there were big circles under
the eves: her shoulders drooped

|beneath & cheap red coat.
| "Joe," she said, and stopped,

der,

| “Terry,” he said. "God =
tion.
ing him.

She knew. She said,

he cried with her,

was unmanned.

{rom other days.

| “Terry," said Joe huskily, "you
floored me that time. You elipped

me one, Right on the bulton."

glad to know that I ecould.”
"How did you get here?"

] “I came in an airplane.”

| “Alrplane?” bewlldered,

“I flew all the way, I haven't
|slept in almoest two whole days,
| We flew all last night, I couldn't

tleep anyway, coming to you."

| "“That costs money, Terry!"
“I know it. So 1 got it.”
"How did you get it?"
“Stale it."

He was utterly silenced by that.
She looked weary and sald, “Oh,
what does it maiter, darling? 1
got here, I was afraid you'd be|
gone, Your maother told me, M_\'l
{ather had a lot of money he won
betting the races and 1 stole it.
My own mother gave him more
T've
1t I knew where
you were 1'd have crawled there.
If anybody could have told me,
I'd have paid them a million dol-

long ago than I'll ever see,
wai.cd months:

lars"

“What does all that
she

gether.”
He bowed his head.

wanted something badly,
| badly.
“Why, Terry?" he insisted.

He was silen{, holding her,

love me."”
There It was. It was so!
And Joe said, “"What are we

going to do, baby?"

And Terry told him, “Anything
you say! We can do anything. Any-

thing . . ."

And they sat there together,
| And nothing mattered.  Nothing
| What could matter now? They

could do anything. They could go
| They could go anywhere
They could find
shelter in a field, love in the stars,
strengih in the wind. They could
tind work. They could live. They
could do anything. Life was going

home
over a natlon.

on.
in love.

—It & about love,

| terever.
| THE END)
s,
LADIES AID MEETS
WALTERVILLE, June

He locked scared, looked like a
{man who does not know what to
| do. She did it for him. She walked
:? him and sat down on his lap,
sliding her »rms around his neck
dependence to be a shame on him. :nnd SEHIE: herihiehd. o 2 Soils
a recollection that must be wiped |

Terry!™ His voice would not ‘{unc-‘
He did not know what was
happening to him, what was rack-

“oatt
once, and suddenly began to ery,
weakly, surrendering wholly. And
because he
couldn't help It He was weak. He

It was some time before they
were calm, with a kind of exhaus-
tion. Slowly they got around to
looking at each other, to letting go
each of the other even to that ex-
tent. In the eves of each of them
there was a pain and a pity at
what they saw. They were go thin,
both of them, so older, so different

“I'm glad,” she told him. “I'm

“Terry . « « but why? I'm broke
I'm in trouble. I haven't earned &
dollar in too long to remember.”
matter?”
cried fiercely, exultantly.
“You're alive, I'm alive. We can
be alive together, 1 only want to
be dead if I'm away from you. 1
don't care if we starve—we can
|stnrve together. 1 don't care what
happens if it happens to us to-

He was
blinded by a light; he was {ull of
an awareness, He buried his face
on her soft shoulder, out of sight.
He was remembering . . her small
and intense persistence, her hold-
ing on like grim death with her
small insinuating hands when she
very

“Because I love you, darling.”

She added, “And because you

They were together, They were
That is what this story is about

And that is where I come to an
end. But the story does not. The
story goes on, with & Terry and
a Joe, and then another Joe, and
beyveond and beyond, another .

20, —

| LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

| Slowly, numbly, he dropped the |

ﬁtu TRACKS ¢ COURSE-
GROUND TOO HARD -

1IN THROUGH TH'
WINDOW = TOOK. A
HUNDR&D AND SIKTY

Elementary, My Dear Annie

SURE - AND WHILE

BUT SAY--~WHY DIDN'T
WHOEVER |T WAS TAKE

Bll, THERE WAS IN
AT JART

NOW SHOWING—"HIS RO\'-.-\L MAJESTY CHIRPS!"

—i—

By HAROLD GRAY

FM-N. | §'POSE 'CAUSE
HE FIGGERED TAKIN
PART OF IT WOULDNT

BE MNOTICED--+ BUT
1 wWHY wWouLD
A ROBBER

‘BOUT THAT

g

ERE DID YOU GET THAT HAT?"

REAL
DIAMINGS .
EH?

I'M A UPRIGHT FARMER
WO ;

DERN

(Special)—The Walterville Ladles
mrf society met recently all day for
the regular meeting for the week. ]
Sixteen were present for the cov-
ersd dish dinner served at twelve

o'clock

A flower garden quilt|

which is in the frames was worked |

upon

snd considerable work ac-

complished. Ladles for the day

were Mre. Clyde Glenn,

Mra. |

| Frank Page. Mrs. George Willian,

Mrs. Anna Stacy, Mrs,
Laurel Edith Willlan,

| man Beck, Mrs
Mrs. D. E.

ise Knox and szerl Knox.

NAMES OMITTED

CRESWELL, June 20 — (Spe-|

. L. Stacy,
A
, Mrs. John Sloan, . Ro=
oc William Hucka,
Benson, Mrs. Chr-nccl
Polter, Mrs. Will Knox, Mrs, Les- |
ter Millican. Children were Norma

| Lou Wiest, Carol Lee Wiest, Lou-

clal)j—In the recent obituary of
| Mrs. Emma Elizabeth Gorman who
died at Rose Lodge with services
| here at the Schwering chapel the
| parmes of the following relstives |
were omitted: mother, Mrs. Susan |
| Walker: brother, Tom Funk, of |
Binck Buite, and two cisters liv-

[. ing near Pnrﬁllld.

l The grave of Publius Nonius
| Zethus. ancient Roman baker, had
|a basket. & flour mill, a sifter and

various contyinen

rolds carved on his tomb,

and bakng

AND THEM THEM )

DEMOND /. -=

POP RIGHT WP 1

TRING S\WEE PEA,
yA, GOT TO DO
SOMETHING

GO5H
DEMONS!

sbiiiaiaY . hei ll

The G-Man Takes It On the Chin

5

| @@

L

—— o e

WASH TUBBS

AS 1 GET THE STORY
SOME ONE KNOCWS
EVERY MOVE MADE
AT THE ARSENAL /7

BOOTS AND HER

/AS THOLGH WE

PUBLISHEDIT IN
THE PAPERY J

‘
STl

BUDDIES

ONYDUR

——— et

FORCE? PO

[(rrEn. DORIN, you I wELL 7 1[
‘ LH AVE A NEW MAnN

WO

WS e vy == S A ke — w15, M

By ROBERT STORM

IT'S A STRANGE
REQUEST, BUT )8
TLL OBLIGE” 4

BUT THE FIRST THINS YO0 MUST
DO 1S LET ME HAVE ONE RIGHT
ONTHE JAW FOR INSUBORDINA—
TION AND DONT PULL YOUR

JLSME BRRE AND
HORBLE WENT
OUT 10 THE ARR-
PORT WATH WALLVE
TO FIND A PLANE
SUTABLE FOR
THE WEDD\MNG

TS PLENTY

SEE ,BABL - SHULKS,

OW,RORALE [[NEP. s
~OUD WEE || PROBABLY

T LAST |
CHANCE WELL
HALE TOsSE

.

The Jig Is Up

ToMoRRW Y, TW'
SO0MER TW'

[(WELL  Wow
ABOOT T,
LYCTAPIN BEVIER

NOT CNLY TO WE HAVE LVIDENCE THRT YOU TUREATENED )
TO MURDER WASH, BUT WE HAVE POSITIVE — =

| PROQF OF Hew You ATTEMPTED 'FP
"\\C&_R_ﬂ‘( OUT YOUR THREATS.

TWAT'S A LIE!

¥

SHOOTING.

r\-——.—-"1

THEMNTY WITMESSES
WILL TESTIFY THAT
T WAS o THE FOOL

WALL DURING TH'

-

FRANKIE,

™

ALLEY GOP

T WAPPEM TO LIKE Pu’.'ruﬁ!sq
WERE'S OWE TWAT Srlws
YOU AND PART OF YOUR GAMG
LEAVING THE POCL MALL BY A
SECRET EMT 15 MINUTES BEFORE

& SHCOTING. Yr——

N

Look Who's

[AND HERES BU
AMOTHER
SHOWING
YOU SNEAR~
NG BACK,
ALOME, %0
MINUTES
LATER!

STILL CAN'T PROVE THAT 1
ACTUALLY TOOK PART IN
THE SHOOTING.

\mué'ﬂil’ln 51

WHO PROVE WASWS CAR, TOOK AT
THE MOMENT 'ﬂlf- SHOTS weRe
1 EiRED! !

Here

-

B GUM, FOOLY, L YEAH, WERE WELL FIVED |
TS HaVIN' LN
WETER RIGHT NOUR | CEPT WE MAY OIT

CAVE 16 GREAT/

U 1N EVERY WAy

LONESOME HERE
) SOME D/
o s

—
(;Mw'f CROW! SUMPIVS,
\_ORABBED [T DOWN

HEY, O

BELOW/

LADDER~

[ THAT'S MO CRITTER,
NOR JLMGLE PUP-
WHATRVER IT 15,
 IT'S comwl! LP )

|3

PAINTON'S FUNERAL
PARLOA ADVERTIGES
BIE COFFMNG
LETS GET YOUR
MEASLREMENT,

TO MAKE

AGAINST

PROVIGIONS FOR
PAING THE ICUS
THET ARE OUT

with MAJO

WHILE HES &TILL
ABLE TO aulE

SOME

Hw\! J

R HOOPLE

-.,_-__....-_..,,':"\.
| WHY BOTHER
TO SET HIS
oLD VEST
CLBANED ¥
NOD ONE WILL
RECOONIZE
HIM N TT
WITHOUT 1"
ARBASE sPoTs!

(e & g Pat 2t

OUT OUR WAY

{ YES;, 1 CAN USE .
YOuU BOYSE DURIN
THE SUMMER
VACATION... YOU
FIRET TWO FELLOWS
1 CAaM UBE N IHE
OFFICE .. THE OTHER

THERE YOU GO«
EVEN OUR LOOKS
15 AGAINST LB
HE PICKS THEM
TwWO FER LICGHT
OrricE WORK,
AND ME AN' YOU

NO, IT'S OUR
LACK OF BRAINS,,,
TO MaxiE SURE
WE GOT A JOB,
WE COME WITH
WORKIN QUTFITS

LIKE WE \WAS

/f-’ “TwO 1 CAN USE FER HARD LABOR. READY AN \AIIL\_.IN‘
M THE FOUNDRY, WHAT CAN YOU TO WORK, AN
/7 \ SBHOVELIN' BAND DO WHEM EVEN WE GET IT..BUT

WE'LL LEARN I
WE LWE LOMG
ENOQUCH!

J-'T“m-l-'\“b‘.h

L]
L- woprepearm =~ "WHERE THE TRAIL DIVIDES

T —




