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BTAGRE DOOR JOHNNY

an:l waa lacking ln fnesse. He
had never hnd underhand deal
Ings with womer To got In touch
with Lou-Lou he choss the course
tha was most diroct. Having walt-
od Ul his wifse and Dicky ware
pattled for the svening, he elipped
Into his coat and uat.

Hearlng movemaonts, Santa called,
*What are you dolog, darling?”

“Appolntment with a friend.”

That brought her into the ball on
the run.

"What sort of a friend?™

“Bort of business friend™

*Thai's a fib, You can't lla lke
the troth. Bealdes—"

Hae glanced back in the act of e
eaping.

“Heuides what1™

*You muatn't leave me alons with
Dicky."”

“Bants, you'te a frand. Belng
alons with Dieky ought to ba sec-
eund nature.”

As he bont his steps toward tha
glare of Broadway, he thought fu-
riocsly, This Dieky business was

more serious than ho'd
anticipated, More serfous than aven
Banta Imagined.

The rendezvous that he was
planniog was & stratery of despera-
tion. Ha st himawf a problom ln
arfthmotic: It his marringe had
taken nine months to degongrate
to this muddls, how mauy more
months would it require lo bust up
completaly?

Rﬂlunuhua tha theater where

dlswmd. he bought an
orcheatra seat and handed a mote
fo the cler!’ in the ofica,

“Ploase have [t delivered”

The note rend:

g
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bhad written It over as masy
as & school-boy, his objact tre
spir curloslty snd at the
time to provant hor from mis
stage-struck

'EQEEEEfE!

“At the end of the performance
Misy Sandrelle will wee you In her
dronalng-room."

He up & program and read
LouLon Sandralle on the llst of
sotrossse Sandrolle was ag good &
Dame &3 sny if you had beon chris
tonod Bmith or Jones.

Miserably salfconacious, at the
final lowerlog of the curtain he
wandored into the toyer. Dveryons
respoctable was departing,

“I have an appolntmant with Ml
Bandralle,” he muttered, and was
dirosted to the stage entranco.

Thence he was handed on throngh
scenery In process of belng
mantled, till he found bimasic out-
slde & door In m gloomy yassago,
With & ainking neart he tapped.

“Come in, O It's youl™

Bhe grinned llkes a stroeturohin,
only partially clad and totslly un-
ambarrasasd,

"I trouhled you, Miss Sandrelle—"

"It you'rs a frisnd of Dicky's,” she
out hlm ahort, "you're a friond of
mine. What about him?"

Porching on a stool before the
mirror, ahe began to powder her
arms and throat. That dooe, she
reddened hor lips and dabled hor
aars with parfuma, Cliva had nover
been treated io alghts wo Intimate
My any woman except Santa,

“You'rs a nice boy"™ Bhe spoks
agaln, aitempting to put him st his
eass. “I've & Jats with & Deaw
That's the reason I'm squessing you
iato my only spare moment"

*lz your date with DickyT

"And 11t 1a?" She glanced across
RKer gleaming shotilder,

*He won't keep IL" Clive sank his
hond. “We're companionn in mistor
tune—adrift In the same boat, I
hats to tell you, He's with my wite,
and there ho'll stay till [ retum to
bresk up the party.”

¥Tha blg, soft lomp!™ was her

s through his,

ARADISE

DAWSON

Clive ralsed bis eyea ahyly. Bhe
|wu lovely, collectad, entirely un-
dsunted, With alackoned aspeed whe
was brushing ber falr halr, which
Santa had declared was tintod.

“I'm wondering,” he [faltered,
“why be couldn't be content with
you?t"

“I''m pot his class, dearle. Bho
smiled at her refloction. “You ought
to pasta him oms on the nose, or,
better still, go home and boat op
your wifs"

“Out of the quaation.™

fha turned In surprise, tapping
bor knee Impatiently with ler
brush,

“Can't beat up maur wifel Who's
& botter right? What's to prevent
yout"

“A thousand ressons®

“It's not done i your set, I sup.
posa?’’

“That's one of thom, But there
are hoaps of others. [ love her and
there's nothing sha wouldn't do for
me, She'd stake me with ber last
dollar.”

“Then why's she messiog about
with my bean?"

Clive's gazo fel,

*8he was married to him.™

Dond wllonce.

Louw-Lou alipped off har atool and
atola toward him.

“You poor guy! You're the une
she gypped to marry Dicky—the
one who wia always crazy ovor her.
You woo, Dicky‘s told me.” She rost-
od her hand on his shoulder,

“I know all aboat you, too,"” Clive
atared up at her, “Banta's told me.
I guoss wo haven't much to lexrn
ahout each other.”

“Let's compare notes,” she sug
gestod,

*He put you In thin show,” Clive
mumbled, “and he mokes you an
allowance.”

Bha nodded.

“I'm the samo as you are wilk
haer; he's my baby, I'm cragy over
him. He's nover treatod me right
Ha couldn't treat any woman right
Whon he saes & bit of fiuf he thinks
he llkos botter, he uppeals to my
chivalry to let him go. He appealsd
to my chivalry to cloa- out whon he
Kot married.

“Ha's & great one for appealing
to womon's ehivalry, I'll bet that's
how he's got round your cutls &
socond’ time. A far as I'm cone
oornad, | don't really mind; he
comes whimpering back when ha's
baen hurt, llke a grubby little boy—
can't do without me, And 1, llke &
#ap, fall for him."*

‘Cliva struggled to his feol.

“You're Ane. The little I know
about women I'va plcked up from
my wite,"

She Ilanghed good-naturoedly and
roturnod to her dressing.

"It you've aver Worrowed any of
hor polo-coats, you must have
pleked up & mouthfnl”

Adjusting & chlo hat, an she
tuggod It down serows her lore
head, sho quosationod:

“Want me to whistle Dlcky off?
Is that 11"

"It you don't want to lose him.*

“Hvor try to lodo a cat?" Bhe flung
st him her urchin amile,

Having arranged ber furs, sho
turnod.

“How do 1 look?"

“Blunning,"

“Alim and sumptuous,” she added
to hin praiwe. “I'l say I dot™

With a eomradeahlp that was
slartling, she poked her arm

“Toake me somewhero, I'm hun-

L]

Lenving the doesarted theater,
they plunged into Broadway, Not
whihing lo make themselves con-
spleucus, they entored s Ohllde.
Across a marble-topped table abe
pinned him.

“You have & plan”

“I have, but | hada'L™ He lowen
ed his volee. "What yon sald about
Dioky'n trlck of appeallng to wo-
mon's ehlvalry In trun. My wife
thinks abe's making & naw man of
him, If sho wera to find out for &
tact that ho's—"

“My very best bean Lou-Lou
atirred hor coflae.

Clive nodded,

“Fur would fly. She'd kick him
out.”

“Klek him back to me.” Lou-Lou
Inughod gally. "1 got your {doa.”

They spoke in whispers, hatehing
tholr plot,

"We'll have to make It reallstic ™
ahp warned him, "you musin't mind
it 1 Inxult yon, too."

His Inst word at parting was, “I'Il
tolephons yon at the theator when
tha hour Is ripe”

(Capsrieht 1811830, Coniapshy Diwsve)

only eommaat.

wmn Clive raturns Monday,
fanta  wesping, But "

uhnmf

ROOSEVELT HOLDS
HOPE OF FARMER

ORICAGO, Déc, 6, — (1 — Presl-
dent Bdward A. O'Neal of the Amer-
fean Parm Buroau Federation today
approved the principle of the domes-
tla allotment plan for farm relief.

As part of B leglalative brogram
advocated at tha farm bumeau's 1dth
annual convention, O'Neal sald lhe
agricuitural markebing act “miat be
amended to provide for the disposal
of that part of our -upu eommod

e ——

ANNA CASE PLANS
OPERA COMEBACK

NEW YORK, Dec. 0.—(AP)—Miss
Anna Oase, former Metropolital Op-
ers soprano, will return to the con-
obrt stage thls week,

Bamuel Emilio Plea, concert man~
ager, sald she waa returning because
“sls likes 11" And that her first ap-
pearanon wotld be at the Hotel Plasa

song reoltals with Efrem Zimballst,

F

quired for d
bn st & price which will reflect

back to the farmer the beneflt of
the protective tarift”
“The Blgkest apot In the present

pletire 18 the fact UAt the prests

denteelect of the United Siates has

that agricultuml relist will

—_ =
Beds of paln are oamd with ahosta
* Christinas  Seals.

1| tieles mod

Miss Cose 1o the wife of Clarence
I, Moackay, head of the Postal Tele-
graph company. After her marriage
more than s year ago, ahas announced
her retiroment from the prafesalonal
fiela,

Nazaar.
Bt. Mark's Oulld bassar all day
Wednoaiay, Décember 7, in the Par-
lali houss. All kinds of bamsar ar-

Buy

e e

Broken windows gissed by Trow-

‘beidge Oabined Works .

iy priesd. food,

mineameat, candy alio for snle, Choloe

articles on the white elephant table.

lm!.u will be played, beginning b
2 o'clock,

Thursday mormning when abe =11l give !
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CHAPTER L
The Ugly Plnleehlo.

Onoe upon & tims <nete was & ™ery
laxy young Cnoms who worked in
Santa Claus' toystiop up near the
North Pole,

Ho was suposed to carve out beau-
tiul wooden soidisra and then paint
their pretty red sults. But Instend
he played all day with the soldiem’
tiny guna and awords.

One day he had been particularly

. He hadn’t earved out one aln-
gle soldler. And then he auddenly
mw Banta coming toward him.

He snatohed up m knife and A
plece of wood and carved so fast that
he almost had a complete soldler in
a twinkling. But just then his knife
slipped. He was making the poor aol-
dler's face, He made n tiny litle
hend and great big nose, and the poor
little soldier doll looked so terrible
that the Onome just knew Santa
wouldn's permit him in any infantry
at all.

And there waa nothing he coula do
about {t. Onde s doll |8 made, he
can't be bruken or remodeled. 8o
there ho war, And the minute the
Onome had finlshed him, the doll
Jumped up on the workahop table
and began to ahout;

*"look what you've done! You've
made me so homaly nobody will want
mo. Lok at that nose, 1 can hardly
sée over 1.7 And the poor little fel-
low covered his tace with bony, little

hands and wept so that SBanta camn
running down the toyshop room.
When Bante saw what the Onome

had dome, he abook his head gravely. |
But Banta has & remedy for every-|

thing. Hs knew how to make the
weeping doll dry hla teams,

"But you will mean more to us
than a whole company of handsoms
soldiers,” maid Bants to the doll,

“How do you mean?" saked the
doll, so surprised that he stopped
crying. Really, he did look funny.
His little body was a0 thin, his knees

snd olbown looked so bumpy and hls |

noss was longer than hia head.

“Oall my Punny Man", eried Santa,
Angd soon the merriest looking little
fellow came hippety-hop across the
tables and stopped right next to the
lang-nosed doll,

“Funny Man, have you got one of
those little luck colns in your pock-
el?"! maked Hanta.

“Yen, #-l-l-r-r-|
the Punny Man.

YCHye it to this doll. We will call
him Pinoochlo the Clown, and 1t will
bo hia good luek to make everyone
laugh, even the saddeat.”

Bo the Punny Man handed the
woeping doll the coln, and Pinocchio
—becatisa that'a what we will call
him now—put it in his lttle coat
pocket. »

“Now Jo s danoe”
manded.

And Pinocchio took s few fancy
stepa, But he was s0 thin that he

Here 1t 1" sald

Santa ocom-

focked as though he were tying him.
self in & knot.

“Ho-ho-ho and ha-ha-hs|” shouted
the whole tomhop. The dolls and

The Foor Little Soldler Doll Looked
So Terrible.

the falrtes all crowded around just
ahotting with lsughter,

Pinochihio Uked that and he laugh-
ed and Ilsughed and danced Ilaster
and faster, until he couldn’t dance
Any maore.

“Now,"” sald Banta, turning to the
Gnome. “You have made & mistake,
In payment you must creats the most
beautiful doil In the shop, or T will
banish you to the Ice Kingdom.*™

8o the Gnome set to work.

CHAPTER II.
The Beautiful Doll.

The lazy Onome had no essy taak
befors him when he was ordersd to
make the most beautiful doll ever
crented tn Toyland.

You remember, Banta had ordered
him to do so after he made Plnoc-
ahlo, the clown with the long nose.

He thought and thought, and the
more He sat around and thought, the
lesa he seemmed to know, 8o he went
outaide and st on & mowball, feel-
Ing & blue that s group of lttle
snow &lves came and sat by him,

“We know somebody who would
help you," ene of them whispered.

"Who In the world could I8 be?"
naked the Onoms.

they an-

“The Snow Prinossa”
swered,

“Pletse take me to her” mald the
Onome. Bo they all romped off o
a hill of anow where tha sun ms
shining so bright the whols hill glls
tened, and right on top was a beau-
tiful, tiny throns of ioe on which st
the iittle Snow Frincmms, Her whole
roba looked like diamonds and she
wore a tiny crown of star-shaped
snowflakes.

"IT've been thinking about you'™
ahe sald to the Gnome. "My [falrisa
make |oce-pletures on windows and
hang leicles sround the roofs, but
wa've never made a doll, and we'd
like to help you.” B

"Dear Princess, if you only would”
sald the Gnome. *I must make the
doll myself or Santa will know, but
1 am nure if T could Just alt here and
model onm after your llkneas thers
nothing could rival the beauty of
what 1 will do”

The Snow Princeas smiled.

“You are as gallant aa a new Tin

Soldler,” ahe sald. “And I am more
inclined than ever to help you. Run
down to the Toyshop and bring up
your materiala. Bring yellow ourls
and eyss a8 blue as sapphires and we
shall see about the cloth~ ) among
qurseives.”

80 the Onome Tan as fast na Dl
litsle fat legs oould carry him. And
then he ran back up the hill,

The now tur}u nad made & table
for him with a ahiny lce-top and
they had found a palr of magio ail-
vor scisors for him that can only
cut beautiful things.

He set to work. He modeled and
asnipped and sewed, making his doll
look lke the Snow Drincess. And
when he was through thers was the
most beautiful doll of Toyland—with
s delicats smille like the Princess, and
besutiful lttle nanas and feet,
soft| yellow curls.

Then six little snow falries step-

ped up to the doll and placed on|the Applegnte district

lo the Princess, started back to Ssnis
with Inga, the Beautitul,

Tomorrow: Inga Meets Santa,

SEEK WOOD HERE
FOR PIPE BOWLS

What Ameriean woods are the best
substitute for French brisy In the
manufaciure of plpes is 8 gusstion
recently ssked the U, 8, foreat porvice,
and Norpman ©, White, nssiatant su-
pervisor of Rogue River national park

|snld today that he plans to make an
and |

extenalve study of the possibllity of
the products found here.
Two shrubs found oxtensively in

of southern

her a soft, glistening dreas of 'Iilll‘ll:ru»,;\n and in Californis, maneanita °
blue—just the shade of loe on the|and wild 1ilac, have burls which lacal

{ake when*the sky oOverbead s very|foresters belleve are a very

fuir sub=

blue, and then they threw about her|stitute for Freneh hrar. Of the two,

shoulders n long white robe that|
looked just llke snowflakes woven to-
gother, but really It was quite aa
WaITh a8 fur.

“Now my gift" said the Snow Prin-

cess, and she stepped down from her|
throna to place a tiny grown of flash- | 3
hend and to|troctive flgure, abll 1!}

Ing stars on the doll's
hand her a little wand, tpped by a
single star,

“Your name will be Inga, the Beau-
tiful” ahe sald.
where you go the snow [(alrles will
soe that you nre mafe and happy.™

Just na the moon Atarted to coms
up the Gnome, after many thanks

[ wilg 1l appesrs to olfer the greate
m commereinl posaibllities, owing o

the larger sive of Ita burls and thelr .

more frequent occurrence. Qualities
sought for In woods for pipe bowls
are high reslstance to charring, free-
dom from warping and cracking, nte
to take calor
taste nf-

and pollal, and a “sweet™

ter continued use.
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Jaln Wuarts Bocdk Club, 81 per year,

“And mo mALer|a gujranle Xmas (Hft. Xmes card and

membership,
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Pende:r and body repairing.  Prices
right Brill Sheet Meta] Works

folder given with dach

TAILSPIN TOMMY—On Tommy’s Trail!

By GLENN UHAFFIN
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By SOL HESS
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DONT FORGET THIS PARTY WILL
BE HERE WEXT FRIDAY 10D LIKE
TO HAVE THIS PAINT WELL

DISTRIBUTED BY THAT TIME. 1
DOAT WANT HiM D WALK
N AND THIMNK YOU aUYS

ARE STATUES

ROWRITIENL L VL W The Bell Bpwiionss fils

" WE JUST

WHERE DO i
WANT IT

[Hears $s o5

UMPACKED “THIS
NEW FURNITURE -

L LEFT WORD THAT IT
WAS TO 60 TO SUITE

KROW WHERE THAT 13
POUCE STATION

-9 - L IF YOU DONT
JET ILL GO DOWN TO THE

LIFE

L 51

TLL KNOCK 20 YEARS OFF OLD GCOLDROXS
WITH OUR YoUuTH-REVIVING HEAULTH-
S6WING WATER . AND EMMAS COOKING

AND TLL GIVE HIM A BED S50 SOFT
THAT YoOU COULDN'T sSTAaY AMWa

Bl T IF YOU HAD WOoR
LOVE TROUBLES _ TLL
HIiM A BRANMD CF
THEAT WILL MAKE
CRAB AT ANYTHING

I
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GVE
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HE GETS FRO™M
THEW ON

F

BRINGING UP FATHER

HA-HAL | BRIBED ME SON TO SAN HE
WANTED TO GO TO THE OPERA- %0
MACCIE TOOK HiM INETEAD OF ME

M IN LUCK: BY GOLLY: ME SON MAY BE
A BIC HELD TO ME /M LOTS OF WAYS =

By George McManus

HERE TuEY ARE
BACK: | \WONDER
HOW HE LIKED
THE cPERAY J

THAY WAS &, l WHAT
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“You PLAYED |
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DIONT | CGIVE

ARS YOU

L HUNDRED

1 WOULDNT Co |
| THROUGH THAT
AGAIN FOR onNE

DOLLARS- |
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