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SiRIAL STORY

SRIDE ON A BUDGET

BY JANET DORAN

CORYRIGHT, 1830,

NEA BERVICE. ING.

powder blue weol gabardine s
brought about the miracla, Th:jtt
and a comfortable lounge chair, a
smoking stand, and a good sup-
per. It just proved how sound
those old-fashioned notions were!

“And you won't mind walting
Ull summer for our honeymoon,
dear?" Bart urged tanderly,
Against the rough wonl of his
coat, Irls shook her head.

Mind? She'd a hundred times
rather wait until summer for a
honeymoon, By then, she'd have
to have new summer clothes; by
then she'd have Bart persuaded
out of his queer obsession against
“uuld nothing. She didn't|clothes money expenditure, It was
"d:u it was no saving, be- just a matter of time,
B ad purchesed the suit) g

¥ of reason than this, And They were fen minutes laie fo
i paid for vet! the movie, and had to stay over be-

FTER 11

- .C:::'; weathe;-hrowmd
s-ﬂ"n serious, his brown
“;-tun‘» ss he figured on the
» &“ old envelope. Watch-
.“' {alt & curioushn::;
ng at her he
Py t‘-lmlf: 5‘0 ser{ously, he
" cure that arithmetic was

fion to hapiness. While
pm” gl could tell you it
%;Jrl-l to do with real hap~

wou'll save on your
" :h,;,, will be a big start,
"« gart sald, after studying
S g of his arithmetic sober-

sy the rent and upkeep|cause, as Iris said, she didn't care
™ rtment, Bart!" Iris vol- | about newsreels, or comedies, but
ﬂ"‘;:.mh._ Ha looked up at|she did love Myrna Loy,
e inned. "Whatever rent| “She has the best clothes sense
will b a saving.” of any star in Hellywood, Bart,”
S ting at home, to say |Iris explained, “nobedy else can
jod. €3 touch her.”

sz of good home cooking,”
¢ yided fervently. “Come to
of It, we've been saps to be
ifiol this for 0 long, hloney‘
e way 1 figure it, we 11 be
Cry ahead, being married. No
b oriced Testaurant meals, no
Ectinn, only one place to keep
i being together as well"”
will teke me out to dinner
wd then, Bart Whittaker, or
out with the professor of
el history!"
s I:T:ptud her slender wrists
o sirong fingers and pulled
deun cloze.
nesr” e said humbly, *“I
you to be happy, I don't
b vou ever to have to worry
i—n‘mp and do without the
[ oiher wives do. It's because
e you so, Iris, thal I've been
s Afrald it would be selfish-
o ask you to marry me,
lng the hard road we'd have

"Good sound sense, too—" Bart
agreed, still in the roseate glow
of a man newly engaged, newly
pledged to marry within five days,
if the law approved their lcense
application. “Wears plain duds.
Suits—like that one you've got on,
honey. Plain little things that
don't cost much,”

Iris was glad of the friendly
darkness of the theater as they
sat down. Not that Bart would
guess how much her suit cost, or
any of her clothes for that matter,
from her face. Only—well, she
was glad it was dark in the
theater. Some catly woman might
smile sarcastically, and warn
Barl; someone might titter, after
looking at the obviously expen-
sively tailored suit.

In the days that followed, Iris
was beset with a2 hundred issues,
She had to buy new lingerie, new
pajamas and R chenille robe, and
mules. She had to have another
blouse, and some pumps and a
hat. And she had to insist gently
but firmly on gardenias, instead
of the violets Bart wanted to give
her to wear to the wedding.

“Violets make your eyes so
beautiful," he pleaded with a rare
burst of eloquence fdr him, "and
tliey're in season now, honey.”

“But all my life I've wanted
gardenias for my wedding, Bart!
I...I know it's silly, and they're
probably horribly expensive, but
a girl doesn't have but one wed-
ding to & lifetime, and it's just this
once. You , .., you can get me

fyon love me," ITris whispered
- With a smothered endear-
he erushed her to him.

nar, dearest dear,” he whis-
d unstesdily, “You know that
 know 1 love you, I'm hall
iy with loving you. . . Irls,
b s3it any longer? Why not
pirrled now—we can have a
wmton after school  closes,
¥ have our vacations, Now
., ¥e've waited too long as it
!ﬂT"

of course,’ Iris agreed prac-
fiv, Hadn't she known the suit
54 do this? After trying every=
y else and failing, an $80
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™ gonna rewrite it entirely. I didn’t know anything about’
life when I started my novel last summer.

SIDE GLANCES
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Mud,ing Your equipment, license and g;go_l‘int- this fish
Has cost you approximately $35!

much.”

toa!

studs, or a cigaret box, or some-

her fault, instead of being a cus-
worrying,”" Iris admonished him.

proach, “nol letting
down this early? Think what I've
to worry over.

figured everything," he explained.

the violets to wear on my suit
latér—after the wedding if you
want. I'll wear them to dinner,
and you'll love them fust as

He gulpad and tried not to show
the dent this made in his careful
budget. Gardenias wers bad
enough, but gardenlas and violets

“You must remember a small
gift for your best man, too, Bart,"
she reminded him, “Some nice

"'liﬂs‘"
“I never thought of that, Iris."
Reproachfully—as if it were quite

tom she merely reminded him of.
“I'll get them, Bart; you quit

“No! I'll get them.”
“Darling," she sald in tender re-
it get you

“It's just that T was so sure I'd

They were married at 4 o'clock
on a Saturday afterncon, befors
a few friends and the dean, while
the dean's wife wapt sentimental-
ly all through the solemn little
ceremony in the gray stone church
at the end of Sorority Row. And
instead of returning home to the
little apartment they had pre-
pared, hastily, out of Itis's rooms,
and an additional room, adjoining,
plus the furnishings Bart broughi
from hiz rooms, there was the
wedding supper at the Tivoll,

Bart was tired from a rushed
hectic day st the shop, and if he
thought, fleetingly, of the cozy
Saturdey night suppers of steak,
French fried potatoes, salad and
shorteake, or baked beans and fix=
Ings that was their usual Satur-
day night feast, he said nothing.
This was his wedding day, his and
Iris's. And whatevere Iris wanted,
he wanted her to have,

At the supper, Johnny Kevlin,
his best man, and a reporier on a
small daily paper 40 miles from
Linwood, had a cockiail too many
and grew maudlin over Iris.

“Best pal 1 ever had, Iris,
darlin'" he admonished her owl-
i.!h!‘y, “but a devil with the wom-
en.'

Ivis was startled. Of all the
faults she knew men to possess,
this was one she hadn't found in
Bart. He seemed peculiarly im-
mune to lovely damsels, and
turned disinterestad eyes to theip
best efforts to snag his interest.

“*nother thing' Johnny con-
tinued solemnly, “never waste a
penny in Bart's sight. Makes him
{ll. Can't basr to see money wast-
ed. Noble virtue and all that, but
blight on romance.”

Bart wasn't listening to any of
this. As she studied her new hus-
band, the length of the table away,
talking serlously with Dean Som-
ers on the business outlook at the
moment, Iris realized that Johnny
had spoken a fear that was buried
deep in her subconsclous mind.
That was why she never let him
know how much she paid for any«
thing, or how much she spent, or
what she did with her money! It
was the secret reason for a dozen
little reticences that had sprung
up between them over the months
they had known each other, Se-
crets she was determined he
should never know.

“Don't look so scared, bride,"
Johnny continued cheerfully,
"though you're ss lovely as Red
Riding Hood, I'm no wolf, I was
just charting your course for =
happy sall over the seas of matri-
mony. Ii's the first year that
counts, Iris. On it, you lay the
foundation of yeur future, be it
happiness or—misery."

“"Johnny, don't!" she said sharp-
ly, and when Bart looked up,
startled, and gave her a question-
ing look she manuged a set little
smile and passed it off gracefully.

“He was teasing me about
something that is—sacred” she
sald 10 Barl, not realizing that she
laid the first paving stone with
that small fib,

That out of that small lie were
ta grow a thousand more, a mighty
network of them, choking off their
happiness, destroving their faith,
their trust and love, That by its
very glibness, that first small lle
betrayed her complete unwilling-
ness ever to let Bart know—how
completely apart were their lines
of thought.

(To Be Eonl.lnned)

NOTI EVENTS

NOTI, June 12, — (Special) —
Mrs, €, D, Mathews and daughter,
Florence Mae, are spending sev-
eral weeks with relatives at Los
Angeles and other points in Cali-
fornia, While on the trip they ex-

ect to attend the San Francisco
orld's fair,

Mr. and Mrs, George Drinkwa-
ter had as their guests last wesle
their brother and sister-in-law,
Mr. and Mrs, Ed Drinkwater, and
their sister, Mrs. Clara Purse, and
Miss Mary Beaty, all from Detroit,
Michigan.

DORENA NEWS

DORENA, June 12.—(Special)
—Mr. and Mrs, Carl Schalten-
brand of Sherwood spent the
week-end at the Casey Haynes
home, Mrs. Schaltenbrand Is Mr.
Haynes' sister.

A large crowd attended the pie
social and party glven by the
Townsend club. Another party is
planned for the near future,

Earl Cooper has left for Mon-
mouth to uttend:ummzr school.

COBURG ITEMS
COBURG, June 12—(Specisl)—
Clifford Harrison went to Pori-
land recently to attend the Rose
Festival,
Gearge Eller, of Klamath Falls,
is visiting with his grandmother,
Mrs. M. C. Eller, and his uncle and
aunt, Mr. and Mrs, Walter E, Drury
and family.
Mr. and Mrs. L, L. Gooding, of
Milton-Freswater, are visiting with
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IS AXEL'S ORDERS
MO ENEMY COULD§ OR---?
ITHIN

BAH

Shot in the Dark

SECRET AGENT X9

A NETWORK OF SPIES
15 REACHING INTD
AT THESE FACTORIES -
F.B.L WRECKING PLAMES,
HEAD- STEALING THE SECRETS

RE, | OF LR AR DEFENSE

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

THE WAY YO CATCH
SPIES |15 TO BEAT
THEM AT THEIR

PRECISELY= 1 WANT «YOU STILL HAVE
NOO D WORK WAT SON TO BELEVE

1AM og;r: OF TWE
ENGBMV'S SPIES

AR NACMY ~eenoiDl | T
THE SCENE OF QLR
GREMEST TRILMPW 1
GOLDEN OPPORTUOMNITY
BLCHONS LS

Als T
1 AMLY HANE WADE
PLANS

COMGRATULATE ME, WASHIE BOV. IT WORKED! *
TRAY LITYLE DAB O PLOWIN' CONVINCED MILLY,
THAT TM A NEW MALL, SHE'S TAKEN
whE BACK ! e . : gV

THERE'S NO USE STICKIN =ss
AROUND THIS RIVER /T DON'T

IF T EVER HOPE TOf KNOW JUST ¥
FIND MY WaY BAL L\E'\-?rEEE I

WHO SAYS IM LAZY? WHY, I LIKES OLD DARLING! I WA
TO WORK! I LOVES \T/ umﬂe 93,"—-"”“

SIDES, IRWIN DOES IT ALL,

NOW THAT YOLURE BACK ON TH FARM, |
MAMA WONT NEED ME : ]
PAPA, TM GOM 10 TH' CITY,

their son-in-law and daughier, Mr.

and Mrs, Harold Green,

WATER, EGAD/ THE

=—;;;ﬁ%//‘

VERYSAP OF LIFE!ALVIN, .um.u AMOS, THAT REMINDS
ME war HON ABCUT THAT HIKE YOLI

PROMISED TO TAKE ME OWE LNOW

A JUICY WALK WE COLILD TAKE wan

0 FARLEY'S FALLS —~1T'S CHLY

FIVE MILES THROUGH THE woops!

e

JUsST HE THNG | youve BEEN
BLEATING O THAT BOY FOR MONTHS
ABOUT TAKING HIM EOR A HIKE AND
NOW'S YOUR CHANCE O MAKE 6ooD/
TOMORROW WILL BE A FINE DAY
FOR (Tus THE FORECAST IS

FAIR AND WARMER [

DIDNYOLU EVER PAUSE TO
REFLECT WHAT AN
UNDERESTIMATED BLESSING
IT IS? ONCE DURING
AN ARCHAECLOGICAL
SAFARI IN THE GOBI
DESERT, WE HAD O

MARCH &3 MILES A
DAY FOR B DAYS wan
OME DHOP OF THIS
PRICELESS FLUID WAS
MORE PRECOUS UPON
OUR PARCHED TONGUES
THAN FROSTED ALE wu
ER, KAFF-KAFR [ 1
MEAN NECTAR [

i
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I PON'T GET TH' KICK
OUTA HITTIN' SO MANY
HOME RUNS AS YOU'D
THINK == IN FACK, IT
MAKES ME FEEL KIND
OF SORRY FER SLIM,
WHO WAS MAKIN' SUCH
A REP AS A PITCHER AN'
I'M RUININ' IT PER HIM=-
HE LOOKS SO PA‘TrETIG

TRYING TO BEAT THE
OTHER GUY IN SPORTS
THEY MAY STOP DOING
T IN BUSINESS! 50
UNTIL THEN, WHY ssea

™ SINISTER STUFE
NEREL THAT SINKS sHips |




