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Elsie.

Before she had driven to the end

THIS HAS HAPPENED
MOLLY BURNHAM, sensationally

ooosssful y9Ufs playwright, has re-

turns d frcm Europe, to assume the
ears of Utile RITA NEWTON,
daughter of Molly's dead roomnate.

5CB NEWTON. Rita's father, and

of the street, she missed her ba
and remembered that she had left ft ttsfs mm.- "V f Ivr . Jon the divan. She had the driver
turn about, and, when they reached
the apartment, asuea mm to ring
Suite 6, and ask if he might go in
for MIbh Burnhatn's bag. A mo-
ment afterward, she thought it
mieht be more gracious if she ran

RED FLYNN, a particular friend,
meet Molly In New Ynrir travel
to Boston with her. JACK WELLS,
Molly's sweetheart, was also at the
pier, when the boat docked. But

in for a moment herself . . . People
like Miss Smith were ao apt to take
of fans et the most trivial thines.

Jack saw Red Flynn with his arm
about Molly, and left the dock an
prlly. Molly telephoned him later at
his office, reproaohtng him for his
foolish Jealousy, and asking him to
take, her to luncheon. Jack says he

Sho ran up the stairs, and reached
the door as it closed on her driver.
She could hear Elsie a shrill voice.

"Have a d;inli. Big Boy? Your
frosty fare frc&e this little girl to
ner marrow."

"Sh, Elsie," remonstrated Bob , , .
But Molly had turned and fled.

In the taxi she dropped her burn-In- s

face in her hands, and team

SALESMAN SAM
'

- Mebbe The Power's Off, Sam , V ' b7smS
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is sorry, out ne nas an engagemeni
with an Important client, Mrs.

Molly Is hurt and angry,
and decides It doesn't pay to Java a
man too much.

Red Flynn reads the script of a
new play Molly has written, and de-

clares that It Is better than "The
Death of Delphlne Darrows," wfaloh
has already made her famous.

When they reach Boston, Molly
and Bob take a taxi to Bob'a flat,

' and Bob tries to tell Molly of the
glr she will meet presently. A girl
who Is supposedly caring for little
Rita.
NOW GO ON WITH THIS STORY

CHAPTER XXIX

dripped through her fingers. But
whether they were for Rita, or for
her outraged pride, she did not know.

Red wag waiting in the lobby of
the Copley when she reached there.

"I reckoned you'd coma hare." he
said. "And I had such darn good
news, I wanted to spill it In person.
Du rbin's been trying to get you on
the phone ail evening. He was so
insistent about it that I called blm

DOB was so genuinely distressed
- that Molly felt uncomfortable for

mm.
MA friend of Klta's7" alia prompt-

ed, willing to help him out.

He took off his derby, and mopped

Trvrvnct a m ttdt TinnnTnci m n r T ...

back an hour ako. Told him I was
seeing you, ana asked If I could
take a message."

"Well?" Sbe lifted her tired face
questioningly.

"It's like I said, dear. He's ab-

solutely sold on it. Saya It has e

beaten 10 ways. Vou can
write your own contract, from all I
gathered. And he wants to put it on
pronto."

Molly was very tired. She felt not
at all the way a successful play-
wright, leoeiviiig guod news, is sup-
posed to feel.

"That's fine' she sighed. "You're
awfully good, Rtd."

Kh laid be; hand sffsctioaitm
on hia arm. "I've never asked, be-

cause you seemed so reticent about
it. I've wondered somet'vnea if you
thought me unsympathetic. But I've

Ills forehead, lie atruiguteneu ma
tie, and tugged at his collar.

"Too fact is," he blurted, "she's a
, . . a . . . well, sort of a cheap little
thing, Molly. But she's a decent sort,
really. And she's awfully good to
littl Ulta."

"Oh, a nnrse-mald,- " she satd (if
he would only let it go at thatl)

But Bob was honest. Or perhaps
ce was merely cautious. e

"Well, she's a sort of friend .of
mine," he admitted. "Rita didn't
know her. She's not Rita's sort,
you see. She worked at the office
for n while. Her name's Elsie
Elsie Smith. You'll be nice to her,
won't you?"

Molly laughed.
"You don't think I'd b nasty to

any friend of yours, I bopet But
you won't need her when I take, th
baby. I mean to look for an apart-
ment tomorrow. I'll need a bigger
one now. I'll find something near,
ao that you can see Rita every day."

olten wanted to ask you . . .

"You mean about my mother?"
he interrupted. "She's just the same.
dear always just the same. She'll
never be any different, till ahe dies."

"She didn't hear anything about
that allly rumor?"

"Not a thing, dear. Don't worry
your' little bead about that."

Red took her hands In his.
"Sea here, old thing, you're all

done up. What's the matter? Did"loure awfully good, Ololly. I
deal of a nuts- -peer i n do a good Kita a oeatn nic you ao learruuy

hard, dear?"
"Oh. it'e not iuat. that she told

anee--.

Molly hadn't thought of that he- -

him wearily. "Ita , . . everything."
Can t you snap out of It f Any

girl who can sell plays like the rest
of us eat a meall Good gosh, Molly,
what'a eating you? You ought to be

fore. Now ebe considered the prob-
ability dubiously. Well, anyhow, ho
needn't think he could bring bis
Elsie Smith around!

When they reached the flat, Elsie
Smith, In pnle blue georgette, greeted
them effusively.

"It was simply grand of you to

the happiest aid in the whole damn
country.

"I know. ReL Isn't It funnv ?"
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come, Alias Burnham, she declared,
extending a very small, limp hand,
"Bob certainly thinks nn awful lot
of you. lie s ralkin about you all
the time. Rita's out in the park.
It's so lovely and sunny I thought

"Yeah it's a scream. A perfect
scream. I'm apt to bust my sides,
laughing."

"Well, run along," she advised.
'Tou don't want me weeping on
your shoulder, do you? It is funny,
you know. I never felt ao much like
crying in my life."

The next day Molly went apart
It would be better,

she decided, to avoid Bob, until she
had a home of her own. When
everything was ready for little Rita,
ahe would let him know.

She found a place In the Fenway,

it would be good for ner.
.

She was almost pitifully anxious
to impress Mollr favorably.

"Don't t tnintc ioo Joosa real
she appealed, and addedgood?"

aeeln what a he s beenouickly.
brouzh. I've tried to keen him

cheered up. Miss Burnham. Because
In a new building. It waa very
grand, and very expensive. On the
merits or the paby s nursery, she
signed her lease.

It was a delft blue and buttercup
nursery, with Mother Goose paper
on the walls, and built-in- , modern- -

latic furniture, cut on queer, atralght
lines, like geometrical figures. It
faced the ftfiL and ita broad front
waa all of glass a special kind.

"To admit the ultra-viol- rays of
the sun," explained the glib agent.
There s nothina like ultra-viol-

rnya for Infants. Marvelous things,
those rays. They're curing tuber-
culosis with them theae daya."

That sett ed it. Mavbe it waa a
lie. Maybe ahe was stupid and gul-
lible. Anyhow, nothing waa too good
for Ritas child.

Mol v a own bedroom waa lnvelv.
Luxurious, and feminine. The carpetwas soft and green, like moaa. The
taffeta cushions' of her chaise-loung- e

were orchid. And there were
orchid organdy curtaina that were
the daintiest things in the world.

1th the morning sun atreaminc
through them.

'I be drawing room waa modern.
and Molly hated It.

Hut 1 ahan t be entertalnlnr "
OUR BOARDING HOUSE 'ahe reflected. "And the nurserv is By. AHERN THE TINYMITESperfectl I adore my bedroom. And

tne nath la simply too good to be
truel"

She felt, as she signed the lease. $S ESA5 LAbS tfoul ulILL VoUvery much like a movie actress,
movie actresses, she thought.

PUf-TE- M ALL
fOtSErERLIKE THIS T6R 3IMUer --

ToidlQri-r 2all had swanky bedrooms. That was
an idea aha had from reading the
aoap advertisements.

"lHA"f SUPPER i
VOLl COOKED

LAST M(GHr
WAS" A L0PC3E

iMlATIojkl i

POISSOei pocriE MOLlSSEUUBShe wondered if her mother would

HARICOTS VERTS -- rpfPB

By KNICK
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consider a green porcelain tub im-

moral. Probably. But her father
would think it was great. She r.uvA
ask him to come aud visit her. He
could Bleep on that funny cubist
sofa In the drawing room.

She decided to telephone Bob at
his office, to ask him to bring little

there a no use, as I say, cryln over
spilled milk. And all the tears In
toe world won't bring the dead back
again. Bob'a beginning to get like
himself again."

She took his arm In proprietary
fashion, and Molly saw that he was
wincing uuder her familiarity.

"I'll go get Rita," he offered.
Elsie Bind she hd better are

about dinner, and retired to the
kitchenette, to clatter pans, and
make a great many busy sounds.
Molly suspected that the girl's cul-

inary ar.hievementa were largely con-
fined to opening cans. And the meal
proved shortly that she waa right.

Molly aat in the divan whore she
had sat the night Rita told of the
disease that was killing her. She
could see Rita now, in the big red
chair, with her bead against the
high back.

Molly dashed the Ars from her
eyes. Elsie was heating tomato soup.
And the coffee was beginning to boil.
She could hear It percolating. Some-thin-

had burned. It smelled like
toast. Sbe must think of other things,
or Bob would come in, and find her
crying.

Elsie nursing an Injured finger,
appeared in the door. Her cheeks
were flushed, and she looked angry.

"I never touch it myself," she
eald. "But would you like a little
drink. Miss Burnham?"

Molly shook her head.
"No, thank you. I don't car for

It either."
Elsie went back to her clattering

pans. And later, as she too) little
Rita from her arms, Molly smelled
gin on the woman's breath.

Rita waa a lovely child. She
showed Molly her dolls, and her now
nhoee, and her Easter bunny. She
confided that she wore her pink
broadcloth coat only for company.

"You're comp'nr, she bo id. "I'd
of worn my old blue one, ouly you
was coming."

"Has Daddy told yoa, dear,"
asked Mniiy, 'that you're going to
be my little girl, too?"

"Essie told me," announced the
child.

Molly smiled.
"We'll be looking for a prettyhouse tomorrow shall we?" she

sked.
"That would be fun, I dess," de-

clared the little girl polilelv. "Will
we take, my daddy and Essie? AuJ
my dollies, and the big bunny?"

"Oh, we'll have a lovely partv!"
promised Molly. "And we'll invite
everybody daddy and Elsie, and all
the dollies, and the Easter bunny.
But I guess mayha we'd better wait
until we get all moved in, don't
you ?"

"What's 'aU moved ifc?" de-
manded Rita.

"Such a child!" moaned Mtsa
Smith. "She's a regular caution,
Miss Burnham. Always askln' ques-
tions. Little pitchers, aa my mother
used to say. have big earn. The
things that child picka up! My word,
It isn't decent"

Molly was of the same opinion.
The sooner sbe could get little Hits
away from the unwholesome at-

mosphere of her father's flat, the
better It would be.

After dinner. Molly put the child
to bed. And, shortly afterward, pro-
testing that she wna very tired, asked
Bob to phone for a tail, to take
ber to the Copley. Sho would staythere until ahe found an apartment.When the csb came, Bob took her
tj the door. He whs very quiet, and
iloii va glad that ba mads no

AMoTVIeKA LA BROcHE POAAMES MEAL oni --THAT

ORDER, Aikl1 I'jit it a to her. hhe con d not forr AM3 CAFE FLTRE OUT FQR A
eveningnerseir to spend another

with thnt Smith woman. HWIHAT WILL BE A
UP LIKE

A CARPEER'5But Rob was not in when she VJITH CKoPTREWCH JnaMER RULEU
culled. And. before she could get in
touch with him, she had encountered
Miss Smith In the lobby of the hotel. 'iblkilGHrlfHello, said a stranaa voir. "1
was looking for you."

Eor a moment Molly did not
her.

'T'lIE canvas parachute worked gTeat.
' It didn't seem to hesitate, but
opened up real wide and then went
floating through the air. The Tiuiea
hung on Tery tight and everything
worked out all right. Said Scouty,
"We could float for hours and,
ahucks, I wouldn't care."

The aviator overhead looked down
and to himself he said, "Well, I
have done my duty. All the Tiniea
are okch! They made a jump that
turned out good. Each one was
game. I knw they could. As long
as they don't noed me now, I'll sail
off on my way."

So. as the Tinies nparcd th
ground and a flyer neatly circled
round until he came close to thorn.

And then hp wavd good-by- The
Tinies waved right back at him
and then thpy saw the big plane
skim up toward the sun and dis-

appear within a cloud-fille- sky.
"(ict ready for a sudden land,"

said clowny. "I hope we ran stand
when we arrive on earth again.
We're dropping fairly fnst. The
circus folks are just below. We'rs
giving them a dandy show. I hope
thev watch us closely 'cause this
isn't going to laet."

A puff of wind them came along.
It seemed thv something would
go wrona. The parachute bobbed
up a bit. while swaving to and
fro. The Tinies seemed to realm
that they might sail back to the
skies. Poor Downy was so frichtened
thsf he loudly shouted, "Whoa !"

Then, as the air seemed shy of
breeie, the rach::! dropped down
with ease. The Tinies feet soon
touched the ground. Said Coapv.

Its lilt Elsie. You ra not trvfn'
to high hat me, are you? Because
l ve something pretty monrtant to
say to you. Miss Hurnham "

(To Be Continued)
R E AL ESTAT E TRANS FE RS

Kstberine Carter to H. A. MrCnil
et ux Tract in blk. S Ucuderson's
add. Eugene. $10.

O. U. Milliard et nx to Christian
P. Jensen et ui Tracts in CollegeCrest add. Eugene.

J. M. DrMusa et ux to TV in Oaks
Lbr. Co. lnt 1. blk. il iriv--
add. Eu&ene ft.

Alblna E. Forrest to F. C. Thorn-dyk-

et ui Int. in tract in blk. 6,Shaw s add. Eugrae.
Neils P. Hansen et nx to Anna M.

J Ude et al Tracts in Junction iCty,

A. P. Churchill In n p.....
I

"Ah. We're here." Thev worked for
sll that they were worth and pulled fitStS. BY MC

t .W- - Mining claim, in Bobemii
$1. ine paraenuTP 10 eartn. i oe circui

folks all gathered round and set
up quite a cheer. (R.id th. Story, Th, Colo.- - t" run)

Fr.dcrle E. Clements .1 a) In M
H. Knufm.n t m-l- In blk. 1

Whitney', iri. Eii.nr.
H. U Bown. .h.nff to 0. M.rru.-rit- .

Hurd ft l Vl4 of SWl. r
36 tp. IS 1 W. 170 44.

(Th circus boss treats tht e In tJio noxt ttonr.)

(CopmrM. t9J9. NIiA Gtrrlu, ISO.)Vi. 1L Kua.eU ft nx to Dilaui B.
1


