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SYNOPRIG: Graiton Matching
snrpects that Jennis Hevell (o wot
married o Hddie Townsend, but

that her cowala Georols 4z, Ihe

in feel.  But wohile the deception
I.:u" Georgie can keep her poal-
]

. Jemny's false position as

ddie's supposrd wife has caused
arth Avendy, I.folr:.’l\lng & nepheou,
fo mizjudge her,

Chapter 34
THE STORY OF A BRIDE
=~ H, ars they tor ma? sald Jenny.
Giratlon Matching nodded.

YAl of them? All these heavenly
flowera?”

“Bypry one. Hers, plek ‘am up.
The fools sent me rad rosos at firat,
but I aent ‘em back, Whito rones
tor lttle Miss Jenny, oh? Tty
thers aren't hius roses, to match
your gown, Hiue and white, you're
all Hlue and whits today. And last
night you wero all sllver

Jenny sat agnin boside the huge
bed, hut now It was afternoon and
the could see her strango old friend
mora clanrly,

1 told you I'd hove somothing
you lke waiting for you next time
you camp,” ho raspod, with an al:
mont childigh satisfaction In the
armful of flowera he had glven her,
“Aud I wan right, wasn't IT No

ghocolates and leea nnd fann for
rou, lttle Miss Jenny? fowers
svory timo, And I knew you'd come
Yoo, 1 know you'd come.”

t You Cant Marr

nephow ho tried to bribe her? It--
It was a bunlness malter? . , .
Oh, why din't T think of that ex-
plagation for mysel(!”

“You modern young people”
grumhled the ugly old voles from
tha bed, “youn noever think of any-
thing for yourselves that T ean dis-
cover! You have to be told the
aimpleat truths—and then you don't
hallove them," He rapped her hand
smartly to recall her attentlon.
“Yau don't belleva what I have juat
sald, I stippose, do you nowi"

Yes, Jenny bellaved him. It wona
alroady diffienlt to understand how
pho hnd como to belleve anything
olse. She muost have what Ryder
Vala had called an “interlority com-
plex.” A profound conviction that
noong who knaw Georgle could ever
poasibly have oyes for COeorgle's
cotnln, Even now—

“When your naphow spoks to you
about mo—ha did speak to you about
moT—nre you sura that ha meant
me, renlly? You nee, It's so much
mora {ikely that he wounld be—would
be interosted In Georgle."

“Much, much more llkely!" Jeared
Gratton Matching, Ha rapped hor
hand agalp. “Now, you'll have to
run away; U've got a lot of peopla
coming to neo me, Two doctors and
# Inwyer—" The hlank eyes that
wors yet so bright esarched hors,

H|f there'a dirty work to be done at the crosmroads; you should do W
youraalf

I bogan to b afrald this woa the
wrong time of day, though. I had
such troubla In Induclng your ser-
vants to let me soo you"

The rasping volce rose to =

pquoal,
~"I'll diamlsa the lot of them, the
Wie, Incompetent hounda! I'll— no,
walt, maybe they didn’t get my mes-
sage that you wers to be admitted
At any time, nt onoa! It was that
valet follow 1 gave it to, and then
Iater on In tha night I sont Wim
ng. Yoo sald you didn't trust
+ Romembor?

“But you didn't dismisa him be-
sause of anything | eald ™

*1'd had my susplclons of him for
along time. It was he, Tdon't doubt,
who wold the Moxlean estimates to
the Gortens group, You don't fol
low that, eh? Nover mind, your
pousln will, no doubt. You can tell
her if you 1ike™

Jenny pondered. All she econld
pathor was that thero was mome
thing abont eatimatoa that he want:
od Gaorgle to know and that he was
m:mng tha job of telling her him:
wnll.

Sho ahook her head at him, dlm.
pling. He ronlly win so absurdly
like grandinthor!

"¢ thore's dirty work to be done
at the cross-roads,” sho deciared,
“you should do It yourselt."

“You protiy, pert thingl
spirit In you!™

“I'm Ceorglo's comin™ she re
minded him. It had struck her be
fors aa Inhuman the way he nover
mantioned Georgle.

“You, stuff of & kind In her, too"
he agreed. He gave hia famiiiar
wriggle and Iny fat. He looked
mors than ever llke s long Eray
slute-poneil. “Bho nhowed 1t all
right the other nlght, didn't sahe?
You know about that, of courne, the
Hittle trap we Inld for her, my young
pophow nnd 11"

“No, 1 don't know. Mr, Matching,
Lell met™

“Nothiog very Important. Just a
Htis trap wo Iald to soe It sho
would sell my nephow a buainess
pecrot. And ahe wouldn't”

There's

but she could not read thelr rliddle
“You'll coma agaln Lomorrow and
thore'll be blus Nowers for you."

"No, tomorrow It's my turn to
glve you something,* loalated Jonny.
Hho had in her mind's eye tho jars
ot stlcky swoeeta In Mrs, Blgger's
window; probably he would 1lke
thons ratind hrown ones with blue
ntid rod bande. Bho rose, gathering
up hor Nowaers, and smilod at him.

Ho 414 not smile back. Ha just
lay and raked hor face with thowe
bright, hlank eyes, Then, as her
hand was on ths door, he suddenly
ground ont:

“You make It up with that young
blockhoad of mine and be qulck
about It. Who's thin actress ho's
rinnlog ronnd with, eh? I've told
him 1 won't have |t—I've no use for
A woman with green fingernalls—
and then there's this nonsenne of
yours about marrying my pllot.
Muddle and waste, all of 1t

“You mean RArigitta Deoring 1™

Pat he wonld not say clearly what
he meant.

“You haven't wished me good-
by,” he grumbled,

She went back to the bed, bent
over him and kissed him on the
forehond. When sho was agnain at
the door, sha looked back and saw
that his oyos were cloned.

She made her own way out of the
houne, glancing as she went at the
closed doors that lined the corrl
dors. Bohind one of them Georgle
aomotimen worked. Jenny had ooly
onca seen Georgle at work, but
ahio bad never forgottan her lnpres
nlon of competent, balaneed, tireless
lepennoss, Miss Raovall, In her dark,
tullored dress, groomed to perfees
tlon, wana n difforont belug from the
Gaorgle who riotad In extravagance,
grabbing ovory Inat gleam of galoty
from 1ife. And slnce one conldn't
agreo  with that rlotous Georgle,
couldn't boat down her solfishnoss,
why not appeal to Misa Itovell?

At worst she would speak into »
houas telephons and one wonld be
firmly shown the door.

(Copuright, Julia Cleft-Adilama)

“You moan," stammerad Jetny,
*that bofore sho knew he was your

Georgla's happiness, or har swn—
Jennle must chooss tomarraw,

PLANES AT PORT HERE
EN ROUTE FROM SHOW

Returning to Los Angeles from
Marshfield, where they participated
in the alr carnival staged thers oves
the fourth, s Pokker Universal and
& Waco P plane stopped at the jocal
alrport to refuel yeaterday,

In ths universal, was C. H. Babhe
of Loa Angeles, and his pilot, L, P
Phelan. Pilot Wooater was In charge
of ihe Waco,

Lieutenant Poole, flying

& Dougles ©-35, and Lieutenant
Robbips, in the same type of ahip.
here en routs to Pearson
Vancouver, from Crisy neld,

_ Bsa Francisco,

e s
Cirsshiatn —Cornemiane 2id for pew
Txinlly Erangelioal Lutseraa church,

L0ST AIRMEN FOUND
IN AUSTRALIAN BUSH

STYDNEY. Austraim, July 0.—(AP)
—Captain  Hans Beriram, OQerman
flier, and his mechanie, Clausman,
began today a struggle back 1o heallh
Aier having been lost for near]y
two mbnths In the Australian buah
‘ They were found yesterday by an
{eapedition summoned by nativa tribes
|fo‘.'.uq-:ng & search which began after

they took off from Kupang island
on a flight to Darwin
They were foreed down an af

aland, 1t developed todsy, and na-
tives had supplied them with some
| food,

] The expedition found them nearly
I starved and In roge,

1 Weston —-1'\\;_”:';':_1? wotk on the
Westou-Toligate bighway,

EDFORD PECPLE

of rellgion down

K.

here and Texas, beat for mitlea,” Dad
Holcomb, former owner of
Springs, Sams Valley, now a resident | “Yes, alr,
of Palacios, Texas, whete he a few | ligion down

nolding up their

we

| nst oysters you've ever seen, but thia | Baptists alt on one sl

| eountry looks good to me.
1o be baek for a spell.™
Dad Holcomb arrived a few days

Rga by atage from the south snd in
il the 0000 miles he teavelsd, he In-

“Por keeping up thelr chins and | uisted this morning he dida's find
Pep. Medford people have all between | another town in vhich “foleks were

Holcomb | thelr crosses with a amile

there

We got & lalle\'er aince I got there.

thers and the un-ilnn‘!. & aingle ono,
I'm glad |dista an the other.
choles when you atiswer the call™

wered,
sbe Wns & baby;
and grandpirents,

heads and carrying
thotigh and has two fine sons®
Rgot u lot of tu-l

right next to|deal here, Dad is going back

months ago married his sweetheart | Matagords Bay,” be continued.
of 48 years ago, doclared todsy with | “Theres soms kind of revival on
& wink and a chuckle, When 1t
iIts s double.
de and Aetho-
You take your

Asked absut his bride, Dad ans-
“T'vo kpown her ever since
knew her parents

We were sweet-
henrts about 48 yeara ago, She mar-
ried sompone elsa in the meaniime

As soon ns he complotes a business
to

Texas, He didn's bring Mrs, Holcomb
siong, “Couldn't take chances on
some of these old dudes here makin'
tyes at ber”

Dreism

Communist Tichet

NEW YORK, July @—{AP)—Theo-
dore Drelser, novellst who frequently
hos declared his aympathy with the
Russian soviet government, announcs
ed today through his secretary that
he intended to vote the communist
ticket In the coming presldential
electinn, linm‘s coast.

ROOSEVELT PLANS
CRUISE UP COAST

ALBANY, N. Y, July &—(AP)—
Carrylng out & four-year-pld
Oovernor Roosevelt and his four sons
will go next week on a short crulsse
|In n 40-foot yawl up the New Eng-

The Démocratic presidential nomi=
nee sald todsy He atd the Doys—
Jomes, Elllott, Pranklin Jr,, and John
—would put out next Monday from
some point on Long Island, with
Portsmouth, N. H. as their destina-
tion.

in addition to Mr. Roosevelt and
his sons, there will be one other per-
son on board, a press representative,
who will meet newspaper men when

flea! the boat ties up each night.

—_—

Hood River—Now shop to handls
buked goods nnd candiss 1o be opens
ed at 12th street on belghts by Mile
dred and Margaret Wright,

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Hot News Via

Goob To Mies!l e
HERE SHOWN us
THERE AINT HO 4
GHOATS! LETS &)
SLIP UP on

e SLache
VETERAN PrOT,
CENERA L.

MIANAGCER OF
THREL ~POINT AR
LINES, His Decioed)
T2 BOLSTER
AIORALE

SOECLULAR  1I/L
PrOTS  HAND
ST THE LD
ZALk OF GHOST
EMNIFS 5 PHANTDAY
FRANES E AN D
THE FLV AN G
Durcsrzan aye
FLYING THE NaRTH -
GOUND A48
TR T A SEe

2932

(ONME nN.mﬁIE THIS 1S TCO

Do T4
CLIMGE Yyou
RIEHT O™ THE }
SCUMOZZLE!

FIMNISH THLS
IF'YOuU AEK D-AN"
~HE!

UH- HUR=You
HE'LL

By GLENN CHAFFIN
sod HAL FORBEST

YOU'RE TOQ .
DERN TECHNICAL!

JUST AS | s
ITHOUGHT: HERB'S
FLYING THE (WRONG
DIRECTION To FiND
ANY TROUBLE SPEED

DID You EYER
SEE A GHOST

| |AND BLIM WERE BOTH

4 [HEADING THIS WIAY

S’MATTER POP—Shouldn’t Hit On The Break

Swan! Ya LTTLE.

! / SHRim P! r:;-ul‘-rl'lbcw’

EVERYTHING

l?—f.- S

s |

PoP !
MARE WILLY UM
LET &0 OF MY/

N LI AN
LET &0
oF ~+hs

NDS

4

-
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NON Looir
UHAT YA WENT

AT AarYBOLDY o
BVE '?RIED (=) ﬁtE ‘S%N%?PER'
‘é‘éﬁ W T UHDERSTAND
SHETSL AN Y Ll (THA] RS-~
i CRACKPO’
} nér- T T

ol |l
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1L hjq .
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§
L

=

( oM, L SEET YES FOLR
@;gﬁ%e%iﬁ ity
£y I

S50 YO ' WHY NOT, SENOR
R_EC\ == /s Nf’mﬁ \SE
O LEY w1 SARES 1O WE O
Hird F\%CNE; i, *rma e8] O ISLAND =~
H fli HY GHOLDLD WE

A BOTHER TH
N HERM\'??IPQO‘:?'; /

WELL,LETS GET
GOING 1T WAS Yo
WHO PLANMNED THIS

TAKING T-THERE'S

1% THAT ALl WERE

PICTURE OF YOUR OLD
MAN THAT YOUR MOTHER(\ EXPECT ME TO

JUST A

L WANT TO

PRESS MY THINGS
IN & PILL BOX:

TAKE ™Y BIKE,
To0

MINUTE, DADDY, 7,

!

IT ON MY LAP S0 You

BRING OUT YOUR
PIAND TOO _ ILL HOLD

MUTT AND JEFF—Incriminating Evidence

WHATS TS THE FilRsT )
CUSTBMER TODAY AND / /)
JEEF oRdeRs Wm /7

out: I C

WHY DID You otrba | frys 16 A
~THAT MAN ouT o!‘-'? [EmsT CLASS

OUR RESTAURANTT

WELL, He

DUMP, AT T L

Mou meEAn He wAS
Cotk=GYED 7  How EASY As

PIE, CHeE -

HE PUT HIS NEWSPAPER
IN THE RING — AND
STARTED To TReAD

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus

HERE COMES |
| ARTIE CHOKE

HE LOOKD LKE .‘
] THE LAST CALL |

1-M
|TER OinneR- | t

-
B 4
il 4
‘(—I&—' 2
— -—
g 1100 Kisg Peireomy Spmdvam, I Govid Betnin sgbos ipervold

‘ YEAARS THAT LOOK

WHAT 15 THE

MATTER Wit yOu?

IVE SEEN MUSMMIES THIG 19 MYy
l THAT HAJE BEEN DEAD TWENTIETH
FER THOUSANDS OF WEDDING
ANMIVER=
BETTER THAN YOU SARY - =

TERRIBLE - 9HE
KILLED A
CHiCkEN FOA
THE OCTASION |
AND VT MADE |
L.\‘.E SORE -

WELL DONT WORRY-|
YOU WONT LWE
FOREVER > WO 'S

YOUR WIFE?
\-T‘T_h—_l
' LA

l L ==
| m

THE POOR CHICKEN
WALNT RESPONSIBLE




