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BYNOPRIS: Joiny  Rovell
chalienged by Gration Matehing,
emiplogir of Aer courin, (eorgic,
hen he oaks her if ahe ond Ed-
e Townaend ara married, She

ng away from  Fddie, who (s
merve-shet after an accident,

Chaptar 19
DEFIANCE

EORGIE, over ths old gray
shoulder, looked harder stlll at
Tenny,

The mossage of Goorgla's eyes
waa vory clear. “Jenny, you must
play up, you must!*

“Well? Eh?

*Yeu, | marrind Eddin Townasnd.”

“In he herel"

Involuntarily Jenny glanced be-
hind her at the cloned kitchen door.

“I'l mes him, then,” announced
the Old Man,

“Ob, no, you can't ses him" sald
Jenny, surprising hersell quite as
much as hor hearers,

Georgle gasped. It wan s quite
fistinot gaap and It surprised Jonny
profoundly; she had never hefore
roalizad what a towering, colonaal,
*hoan'' tha Old Man was to Georgle,

Wharsas to Jenny ha was just
wosa old man with dyspapalia, not
anliks har grandfather. Sha looked
AMm firmly In the eye.

*1 can’t allow you to ses Eddla

You Can't Marry

by Julia Cleft-Addama

g was o jubery, COMgniig, cross

old hermit, that was aill) “But
f&ddie can't posalbly be left."

“Liks to coma and have dinner
with me at Rocheater (inte some
nlght? Wedneaday night? Eh?"

“But won't yon still be away 1™

“Ara yoii trylng to teach mo my
bunihesa? Let ma tall you, young
womnn—"

“Please,” begged Jonny, as ahe
had often and ofton begged her
grandfather—"pleass don't showt
so!"

“Are you coming to dinuer on
Wednosday night or not? demand-
ed the O!d Man; but he did not
shout.

“I shail be dellghted,” sald Jenny;
and, oheying some memory half loat
In childhood, sbe dropped him a
demura iittls curtsey.

“Jonny!" breathed Georgls, utter-
Iy heawildared,

“Shut up, Ravell! Why aren't
you packing? Dldn't you hsar me
say you had only ten minutes to
pack? I'll walt in the car—mnp, thank
you, I won't go in thero” Tha Old
Man grimaced violently at the door
of the livingroom, which Georgle
flung open. “l know when I'm not
wanted.” He turned back to Jenny
and It became aevident that the
grimace was a amile. “You'rs very
young. As your aouslt says, not

much more than & child"

"You can't ses him," sald Janny. ®| can't allow you to.”

today, I'm atrald. He {s in a highly

nervous siate and he musn't mes |ag

anyons he dossn't want to ase.”

“Indesd! In-deed!" The gray, nar-
row face was Lwisted into & snear,
“That's very Intereating, that he
doasu’t want to see me!"

“You find it #o1" A Ughtaing In
dignation had sprung up In Jenny
and ahe did not cars whether she
ahowed it or not. Best stand up to
him as she had so often had to stand
up to grandfather! “You fnd It
morely Intoresting when a firstrote
filer loses his chanee of ever fylng
agaln—his whole future, his health
and his strengsl, all gono?! You
‘mhould be kahinmned to coms hiere at
«all, 1t that s all you have to say!"

Thers was & moni curlous silenca,

,Gsorgle, hor rich color ebblng and
fowing, stared from one to the
other. Jenny remained four-square
iin front ot the kitohen door and, to

- give polnt to her remnrks, turned
the key and dropped It Into the
pocket of her little stk cont,

' And Cratton Matehing—what In
the world was thin sound that was
Pelng wrung out of old Gratton
Matching? It waa vory lke the rasp
‘of & door on rusty hinges hut it was
‘andoubtady & laugh. Georgle's re
Hevod amile showed It,

*Yan'll forgive mwy cousin, mle?
Bha's not much mora than a child—"

“Shut up, Revell!" His siate-gray
ores hored Into Jenny's. “You're
not asking ma to forglve you for
‘saything you're sald or dons, are
youl Eh?"

“Certalnly nct,” Jenny assured
Bim, "1 think It Is you who should
apolpglee. And then you should go
away, since Kddle can't sea you,
and lst me tall him that no one will
worry him until he s botter."

“I've naver ppologlzed to anyone
in my Iife," doclared the 014 Man,
“and aa for worrying your onrelnss
fool of m husband, what abaut the
nulsance I've bean put to? Haore he
xoes hurtling through the wind.
shinld of a ¢ar whon he ought to he
fiylng me tonlght, Here I've got to
K0 on some fool traln Instead!” He
took sn unexpected step towards
har but ahe did not retrear. “Like to
come on the trip with us?

“Oh, 1 should have adored 11"
(Why, ha wasn't a terrible old man
&t ol when you got ta know him!

“I don't agree. 1 wan 24 two days
o "

"Ha! And do you know what |
did the day after | was 241" And as
ahe shook her head—"1 did Just
what yon did yesterday.”

“I don't remaembor,” pueslod Jon-
ny, complately off her guard, “doing
anything apeclal yeaterday."

Gratton Matohing's grimace wid.
onod. He made no answor but ges-
tured Georgle imperionsly to open
tha door of the apartment.

The sound of hiz footsteps had
dlpd away hefors Georgle shut the
door, 8he did It o clunisily that it
hinlt glammed and Jenny exclalmed
"0, ba careful You're maklog
such a elatter!”

“Ars you going to hoctor me as
you lsctored the O1d Mun, Jenny?
You put It ncross with him mag-
nificontly—or porhaps ha alwaya
has n noft apot for w hionde, Hut
you mustn't, you know, take that
tone with me."

Jenny wondered It the skien had
tallept. She stood atupldly siaring
whils Georgle walked into her own
1mmn and closed the door behind
\er,

Jonny forced harmolt across the
Iittls hall to that closed door and
ovory yard meomod a mile, Hhe
ralsed hor hand to knock—and the
door opened wide,

“Oh, Jenny pot, what under
heaven got Into me? It waan't me
speaklog, not the real me. Forget
It Inmble—for any sake, promise
me you'll forget!"

They wera clinging tozotler,

“I'll forget," promised Jenny, "It
you'll forgive tha times U've suappod
At you for ealling mo & child whan
I'm a fullgrown woman-an old
mald, a. one might say—of 24,
You're tired out, darling, Must you
Ko with him?"

“Yes, | must. Can you pack for
me? | don't bellave | have ever
folt veally tired antil now, 1 dldn't
nlaep laat night. , ., You wage splen.
did with the Old Man, Jan. You
sounded abaolutely as though it was
you who married Ed yestorday, [—
It was horrible of me, hot you made
me Jealous, What's the matter?”

(Wopyright, Julia Clett-Addams)

Jannle and Grorgle mest In open
dlwagreemant, tamerrew, and Jeany

blocks Georgle's way when aha triss
te leave the apariment,

DOTORS DFFER
ON AIEES I

LOB ANGELES, June 7.(AP)—
Two physicians  sttending  Almoe
Bemple MePherson Hutton differed
toduy In ihelr disgnosis of the sil-
ment of Lie noted evangelisl, who is
confined in & losal sanltariiun tollow.
Ing her meturm from a visit to Cen-
ral Amprios,

In & repory submitied 1o the city
health department by Dr, B MeKen-
e Jones last night, the evangelist
Aliegedly fa suffering from typhola

Dr. Waward Huntington Williams,

the other physician  attending llw{ Herernl coses Of apotted |

avangelist, sain Lthete wik 1o ovidence

DEATH FOLLOWS

highly malignant typs of Hocky

Moutnain. or spotted fever, sald by
physlclane 6 have been oatised by
the Bile of an Infected thek, today
| Entined] the tealh of Bpoch Cox, 65,

(in  hospital here  1le Bl Deels Wiie

conacious for & week
Cox waa brought to Bend from the
|ﬂ. L stock ranch an \he upper

| Crooked Tiver He was bitten by &
| sppirtind fover enrvier Jubne 1 while

herding shedh I Crook county
Ter have

L hien breded in Ve hospital e this

of typhold tever, declaring that Ahe | sesiod but Cox's was the first death

8 sutfering from neurssibenls,

from (LAt catae,

,OM»“"'I v avo

SAEETER ARE

WALTING 7/

TAHE DARAS

LS TRHIMNEE THINVES
ARE MARPEN NG

N THE Roor
NEXT DOOR,
BUT THE Y
AAAVE LA VED
THER OQRDTE
L) ARAT A

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Maybe Haidar Locked In The Wrong Crystal!

By GLENN CHAFFISN
and HAL FUllE

SOMETHIN' MUSTA ¥ &0
WENT HAYWIRE ! -
INSTEAD OF TH'
HINDU BETTIN

W CROOKS 4

Y LigADED FOR
THE AIRPORT! |

AMTRE H ows
COME “ou ARE JumPiw'
A JumPin', ad' JumPn'

A Jummi'
<2
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By C. M. PAYNE

My PaD.HE
WASNT SURE. |F
He SHoort My ut
TBerore +He
GINNUT To

+E SAID MAYRE
1D BaTTew JI4GLE-

A LITTLE To THE-
i Tda saFe.

/ bl
. oy \
(Copyright, 1932, by The Bell Syndicate, Tne.)

S THAT PUP OF YOURS Bl THATS ALWAYS
=i THE WaY HE 16 WITH
N BTRANGE RS ) MR.
RYDER, BUTAFTER
HE GETS T WraOwW

T\ HE SEEME
3] sueFitio

OH SHOdT, BEM,
TO

MISTER RYDERIM*
ME ==Y HAMNDLE'S
= FLY

By EDWIN ALGER

THERE. THATS MORE LIKE T—
Yo SEE, BEM WHEN YO LEAVE B
POMP AND FASHI0R: BEHIND

EE
SQULARES A DAY, YO AINT SLCH
A STIEKER !
FOR D&Mty
AND SUCH

WELL, THERE SHE 13! YOU'RE
LOOKIN STRAIGHT AT WHAT

1 CALL RYDER CASTLE, BEN--
THAT'S MY HOME==1 LIVE
ALOME, IF You DN T CounT
SCORPIOMS AN SKEETERS
WANT TO COME 1N AND PAY
ME A VIBIT?

THE NEBBS—It Looks Funny

Vees s
GETTING ALL
THE CREDIT

FOR THE KID'S
ACGQUITTAL _

T LOOKS LIKE

FLINT SHOULD

BE IN FOR

SOME OF IT]
TOO

o

617

7 WY THARIK » ==
IT WASKN'T ANYTHING =
LT WAS GRATIFVYING :
FOR ME TO SAVE -~

FULINT, | MAVENT
HAD TIME 1O THANK
NDU FOR WHAT YOU
DID FOR THE KID,

T WASNT ANYTHING T- DONT Z
TELL ME YOU DIDN'T DO SOMETHING
ABRCUT THAT WATCH /. ADAMS
POSITIVELY IDENTIFIED IT AT THE
JAIL AND ALL AT ONCE HE FINDS
IT ISMT HIS AND HIS WATCH WA
N HIS POCKET J

L N
Ine) Trade Mark Meg. U, 8 Pai uﬂu.r‘\__Y

ST TR L e, vy ey
|
TAMPER WITH THE WERE YoU DOING
EVIDENCE, MR NEBB.
SHOW SHOULD HAVE A
BETTER ORINION
OF ™ME .

2 JWITH YOUR ARM

BEFORE HE WENT
INTD COURT T_You
ACTED LIKE YOu
WERE A BANKER
AND HE WAS A&
CASH CUSTOMER

. j~—’,‘;—
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JEFE'S STILL UNDGR OBScRUATION! He's
ART BALS 1M THE BEAN FResa
LOSING A HUADRED ——
BuCks 1M A Pook
I STRMENT |

How's
MY UTTLE PAL Feaung

BITE FROM TICK

BEND, Ore. June 1T (AP)—A |

BRINGING UP FATHER
ﬂl‘_'“‘_l‘

T TYeRE comes oot 1]

| LIFE ISR AMCE

QUYL aNT GOT
TIME YO TELL

AMES TO TELL

ik U AT iy

Ty

ED

J MNT GOT |
| MO DSENSE LS [ !
| |
| I
|
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wWELL BOSITIVE THAT HE WAS
WHERE M HERE- | GUESS HE
S HET WERT OUT FORL A

WAIT UNTIL HE (i
COMES BACK! |55
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WELL-(LL I ‘

By George McManus

AROUND ADAMS JUS
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