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And at the top of the board a
little, red arrow would point the
ugg way to the home of the late Mrs.
Martha Preston when the sign
was finally set up,

Kinks was very proud of it.
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point where the dirt road forked
from the state highway and led to
the Preston place.

Without difficulty they found
the man who owned the land just

was a farmer and, though con-

fronted him, he finally gave Kinks
permission to place the sign on
' ‘3“ his property, After {t had been set
L -
fused the sign-painter's offer of
u lift to the Preston home, took
the suitecase he had brought from
New York and walked the half-
mile along the river,
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He arrived to find a great peace
brooding over the abode of his
late Aunt Martha. Birds chirped
|in the trees. The sun was warm
on the greening lawn. In the back

o idering. (the river lapped peacefully by.
e “;:sdo;lmr”erf:ﬁ'.&llf 1-i:anpg-l.’uml in a steamer-chair near the
B native craftiness, | front steps reclined Mr. Harkness,
e .1 naid, at last, "I sec:wearlng the air of a man whose
2 vog mean. There's one thing| work has been well done,

‘worries me,  though. I “Hello,” said Kinks pleasantly.
w ever found out that T, . "'I"Tak:'ng it easy?”
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aer “nless you're fool enough laxing. But I have not been idle
wll her, The thing for you to today, young man. Go up and try
4 jep vour ears open and that front doorbell”
mouth shut. 1l handle the| Kinks mounted the steps and
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g chap getting into it He uproar reminiscent of a police
+ ba dangerous.” siren in full cry had sounded
" faid Wilton, and he|through the house.

! 1t two waye. | “Good night"” Kinks called to
By he iddle of the aftermoon | Mr. Harkness. “What is it7"

[st; Parker was through with' The electrical genius waved
FLAPPER FANNY By Sylvia
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Dt st close 1o anybody we know. I only brought two

8 apiece and we're itqun' to need every bite wa've
got."
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"4y cute things I have to write them down
G I'd forgel %&salf of them.”

off the junction of the roads. He!

vinced that & raving manisc con-|

up and duly admired, Kinks re-|

negligently from teamer-
chl.!‘:-. the &

“Nothing to marvel at,
man,” he replied. *“Just annﬁ!
| provement upon ancient methods.
The world must progress.”

A small, but extremely alluring,
portion of it was. Sally Penning-
ton eame flying through the hall-
way inside and jerked the door
open. Her hands were covered
with flour and there was a tiny
dab of it on the end of her charm-
ingly tip-tilted nose.

“Oh, it's you,” she said.
You really have to ring
thing?"”

“Hello,” Kinks =aid. "What are
you doing? Playing you're the
Great Whits Chiefess?”

“I'm making a cake if you must
know," sald Sally. “I've been
working while you were off galli-
vanting."

“Mr, Harkness tells me he has,
too,” Kinks said, stepping inside.

She shot him a pained look. “I'l
say he has, Did you ever hear
such a terrible racket as that bell
makes now? And . . . oh, well,
come into the kitchen and see
for yoursel{"

L] L] L

On the kitchen tadle a queer

kind of thingumbod was rattling
away inside a china bowl Mrs.
Clipstack stood with arms folded,
i regarding it sourly.
“What the devil is it?" asked
{Kinks, approaching with eaution,
{as one sneaks up on an unexplod-
ed shell.

Sally shrugged. “Another of
his gadgets. He calls'it an electric
{egg-beater. And he insists that we
use jt."
| At this point

“Did
that

Mrs . Clipstack

gave tongue.
“New-fangled contraption’
| muttered Mrs. Clipstack, with

:dur:-c bitterness,

| “All this leads me to suppose,”
isaid Kinks, “that Mr. Harkness
has been puttering.”

| Sally nodded. *The entire morn-
ing and half the afternoon. And
|the woret of it Is, he's not through
\yet. He swears he's going to put
Ibnlleriel in those stuffed animal
heads so they'll light up at night."
| “But that's a swell idea, said
Kinks. “We ought to get some
'good out of the fauna around
there."

“Oh, you think It's swell, do
you? Well, Mr. Parker, it falls to
iyour unhappy lot to prevent Mr.
| Harkness from executing just as
imany of his swell ideas as pos-
isible. If you don’t, he'll have us
'all wired for sound inside of a
week."

“Now, now," sald Kinks sooth-
ingly. “You just calm down and
| bake your cake. And after dinner
tonight, we'll climb in your car
and dig up some place to dance.”

For the fraction of a second a
wistful look came into Sally’s blue
eyes. Then {t vanished and she
shook her head.

“We can't,” she said.

“Can't? Why nol? We're free,
white and 21."

“Because,” said Sally, “Wilton
Ames rang me up !1.\1.'1 afternoon.”

L] .

“Wilton Ames? You mean that
| stuffed shirt you thought you were
going to marry before I came
along? Well, what if he did? You
gave him the air, I hope."

“I did no such thing."”

“You didn't. Hey, listen, beau-
tiful! I thought I told you that
|from now on this beetle Wilton
was finished."

“No matter what you told me,”
sald Sally patiently, "Wilton is
comning. In fact, he's coming for
dinner.”

“Dinner? You've got the nerve,
Sarah Pennington, to stand here
and tell me that you're going to
shower our good food all over a
nitwit with no chin?"
| "“On, Kinks" said Sally, “do
keep quiet. 1 thought {t best to
lask Wilton over here tonight. He
|sald that he has something very
important to tell me.”

(To Be Continued)
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Rolling Down
To Rio

REATHES there the man who

has not-wished that he might
| rome day go “rolling down to Rio."
For this cosmopolitan, magnificent
capital of Brazil intensifies some-
how the romantic urge of all.

And the world does come to Rio
de Janelro, salling up the spacious
bay of Guanabara and on past
Sugar Loal Mountain, the eity's
most distinguished landmark And
what does il find?

It finds a city of colorful gare
dens, of broad promenades, side
walk cafes, of men and women
dressed in clothes from Paris but
with a manner all their own. It
finds a city whose bulldings are
for the most part simple but re-
splendent in vivid Many
of the new homes cling to the hille
side below the street and are en-
tered from the roof.

Here vendors lend an Oriental
touch, the sacred ox of India is
the beast of burden, and modern
sulomobiles slip along the newer
pavemnents. And here in the Na-
tional Library and other beautiful
public bulldings is preserved the
historic heritage of Brazil and of
all South America. In recent
years, scientific public health work
has materially raised the standard
of living in this city of 1,000,000
| A view of the bar®or and city i

shown here on a current Brazilian
| stamp. #
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Farmer in the Dell By HAROLD GRAY
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Popm Now Bhowlng—"Smoke Gets Out of Wimpy's Eyes.”

Monday—"The Wimpy Express F. 0. B,"

By E. C. SEGAR

HOLD YOUR
TIGHT, WIMPY / STOVE-PIPE-PL

r
DONT WORRY, I )
CORT QUER IT | ONE OF ThE BeST o o 1AM
UGBER

)| | _PUSH THAT A~ GET OUT OF
GHL UP OUT HERE, YOU
OF THE HOLE. DERN WOMAN
SO THE SMOKE THERE REALLY
WiLL ESCAPE " oW ARE DEMONS

§ 69, YOU'LL BE TAKIMG
) EILEEN WITH YOU -
1173 YOUR DUTY/?

BE THE GIOLYOUR DAD
THINKS YOU WERE,
EILEEN...DORIN, MY

[ DON'T KMOW/ WHAT YOU'RE
TALKIMNG ABOUT-AS FAR AS I'™M
CONCERNED IT WAS EILEEN
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A New Experience By MARTIN

A BUNCLW GOMGE OUT
RIGAT AFTTER LOMCH ,

(AARDY « WILL HOL HELP ME PICK
OUT SOME GENTLE WORSES 7 TRERES

ARD THEY. DOWTY SURE
WANT ANY TRRILLS NG

1T DIONT SE%
DANCE LAST

ME 7 6AN,T DOWNY TUE NEQER HAD AN TIME FOR THAT | oW PLEmSR
You A% The EUES SORT OF THING MOR MONEY ETTHRER ... WRY 1M TELLING || bo'oro '
YOO SRR, LVUE ALWAYS BEEN LP GOBR LY, (T L THINW, e
AGARST T BT 1M DETERMINED WER

BUT, T CORT KNOW

W
IO GEY AN EDLCATIOW AWD A nNY TALWED TO A
TO SOMETHWING | THE 0NN WAY 1 GRL LIKE THS
BEEN ABLE YO MARAGE 15 10 60 10 BEFORE
CONMESE A NEAR AND TWEN OROP
OUT AND WORM A YEAR | 1T'S SL0W,
BUT UM GETTING THERE | S0t
ONE MORE NEAR we

N'a JUST
WONDERFU

[cm. WOTHER, I'M S0 EXCITED
I DON'T KNOW WHICH TRESS
TO WEAR!

SILY GOOSE! YOU'VE
TRIED THEW OM A
HUNDRED TIMES.

A Tough Or» to Explain By CRANE
(0N UP 10 THE BEAUTY PARLOR \ (AP AS A LARK! NOW.I ASK YOU, )

AND HAVE YOUR WA'R DONE §E-
FORE YOU WEAR THOSE DRESSE
OUT. THE MOWEY'S
N THE SUSAR TAR.

OCLASSION, YOLILL WANT TO
LCOK YOUR BEST, o0MNG OUT
WATH WEBBIE i
NEWHOPE. |7

FIDDLESTICKS] THIS 1S A SPECIAL
DAUNTLESS, HOW TW' HECK A I wum;
EXPLAIN THAT IT'S ALL A MISTAKE
THAT WEBDIE'S TAXIN' ANOTHER
GlRL TO THE OPERA MNSTEAD
OF VIRGMIAT

7 BT
MOTHER.
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Relapse

[ GosH,00R
WIS DOPE DONE
TH TRICK!

S00'M A
Guack,ami?
DINNY 1S ur VELL, YOUR BIG
AN DONT \LIZARDS BACK
EVEN LOOK [ OM HIS FEET,

. Sick! AT HE?

= JOL DINMY WUZ
GONNA DIE_.
WELL=

RRY | GOT 30/ know YER STUFFE|

WIZER,OL BOY YOU |

ACCERT MY *POLOGY
FOR GITTIN 80
TOUCH!

COFIL TR0 Y NEA GENVICE ME. T M RIS U8 PAT OFF

OUT OUR WAY B: WILLIAMS

THE PELLETS § LAST NIGHT L
DREAMED THAT I WAS DOWM

"TOWH MY GULLET ~ UGH
BARRELS

EMSAD, JASON! HAVE THE YOUTH OF
THE LAND ABAMDOUVED THE NATIOMAL
GAMET 1) MY DAY, WITH A DERBY TO
THROW AT, You @ULTHN'T HAJE BNTICED
ME PAST 4 PATREL OF BASEBALLS ~
SPTY! sPTr: AND WHATEVER
POSSESSED ME TD MY J00 OF

WITH THE AGUE AND A TOOOR
WAS, STUFEING PILLS THE SI1E
AD TEXTURE OF BASEBALLS
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Dol You GET DE

BLUES, MISTAH MATAH!

DE CARNIVAL BUSHESS
HAS HIGH TTES AND
LOw TIDES AL' WE

15 JES N TE TROUGH

CB DE WAE ~ DEY'S
MONEY IN T'S HEAH - -
GAME ‘CAUSE A MAMNS J
FROWM ACRDSS TE

STREET OFFERED ME

A TMSE FN M'D:ﬂ:f
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QH, THESE T WHY,
T FUIT THESE ON
JIS WHILE WERE

GOIN' THRYU THIS

WELL,, THEY
WILL YOuU CUZ
YOU'VE GIVE 'EM
HANDLES TO
TAKE EM OFF =
EVEN SUGGESTIN'
IT TO 'EM,
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