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Outrageous Fortune
by Patiicia WenZiorTh

YNOPRIE: The

in found hm ;ﬁ‘r “':"'j ' -“-

. the op Avilem 0 &Y
ni‘::.a;,fg problam, Neatn Niddwl
R ne fo the hospital, heard hin
b“gl'l'h of emgralde o) ° murder,
and takes him home ca her hus-

o Oary!

Ler

cannof understond why %‘tn Rid-
dell would elaim tha wrong -
bond, bui dashes of in pursull
wesarthalaes, The murse of the hos-
fal whnre the man Rad been glves
oling @ paper (o hond Neata,
one Nerta had dropped in Jeaving,

Chapter Six
THE AWAKENING

IDBS risiog and falllng—waves

rocking—and & long dream that
rocked with them—rocking—rock-
Ing. He was pwinglog like s psndo-
lum between the dream and some
vague waking state—swing, swing—
out and back agaln—out and back
agaln,

When he swung ontf, there was &

sanss of llght and women's volces:
but when he gwung back, there was
the rise and fall of water, and biack
fog, and only ome wolee, that'naver
sopped,

There was sunlight in the room,

slanting across the bed in which he
Iny. As he moved, someons olse
moyed too, There was a soft hurry
of footatens, A biind eame down with
a ollek and the sun was ahut out
His arm dropped,

Ha roge on hile slbow, sud saw a
glr] turning back from the window,
& vory pratty girl with silver finxen
halr and big pals bluo eyes. Bho wore
& blus amock, and she was looking at
Bim rather as s small child looks at
8 tper [n & cage ;

Bbe maid “Ob!" in a soft, breath-
Joes way and edged towarda the door.

Ho sat up, closed his eyea for a
moment, and then opaned them
again. The gir] had almoat reached
the door.

M1 say—don't go," ha sald In an
warmed volee.

Tho glrl stood whore aha was.

“1'11 toll Nesta," she naid,

Ha ropeated the name

“Who's Neata?™

S!m looked really terrified when he
sald that,

*0h please—" she hegan,

*T say, don't look so frightened—1
enly want to know where I am.”

This was apparently something
that could ba answered, A 1ittle mod-
sat pride displaced her timidity,

"You're at our place—Tom's and
mine, I'm Min" '

“Oh—" He was axpected Lo know
who Tom was. . . . Tom and Min. He
eortalnly Aldn't, but {t was obvlous
that he ought to. -

The girl sald again, “I11 tell
Neata,” and got as far as turning
the handle of the door, when he
wtapped her,

“No—do walt a moment Can't
you tell me what's happened? I
don’t know—I—" Hir voloe stopped
dead, He dldn't know. What dldn't

ha know?

" He shut his eyee and tried to
plerca the fog that filled hls mind.
He hind hnd & dream about fog, and
& dream ahout a volce. He had laft
the volce behind In the dream, but
the fog had come with him. It filled
his brain, He groped in it and found
nothing.

, At the sound of the closing door
be opotied his eves agaln. Min was
gooe, and where she had heen
standing there was now momeons

“Why did you call me JimmyN"

.+—an older woman with dark
halr and s high color. Bhie came
aoross the room, sat down on the
edge of his bed, and smiled & ready.
xade smile.

“Weil, Jimmy—so you're awakel”
she sald,

He folt an immediste prickle of
lrritation. Her eyee wars too close
together. Who was she? And what
was she dolng ealling bim Jimmy?
Ha loathed belng ealled Jimmy.

“Well?” sald Nesta Riddell o her
hiard bright voles, “You look pounds
bettar, You've alept round the clock,
you know, Are you hungry? You
ought to be. Min's getting you some-
thing."

He sald, speaking slowly and with
n sort of frownlng latenaity,

"Why aid you eall me Jimmv*™

Nesta Riddell stared.

Hlan't 1t your nama?™

HE frown bscams a sheer strain-

ing offort 1o find an soawer to
that. And it beat him. He didot
know—be dldn't know what his
name was Hes koew that he hated
belng called Jimmy, That stuck out
lka & corner in his mind, but he
eonldn't got ronund it

“Look here” sald Nesta Riddell,
“You wait till you've had something
to eat. Hare's another plllow for
you. And If I were you I shouldn't go

botherlng my head about things sl
present.”

The plilow was comlortaldes, He
rélaxed agalnst It, eonsclous of a
awlmming head. Then Min came in
with & tray, and he found that he
wan faint with hunger,

Noata watohed him eat and drink,
When ko had finlahed, ahe took away
the tray and came back to hor peat
on the bed.

“Well™ abe sald, "feeling hatterT™

"Yes, thank you"

‘WWAnt to talk?

“Yor"

“All right—go ahead —*

That was essler sald than done,
Where wére you to hagln whan you
had no |andmarks? He went back
to the quastion he had asked hatore.

“Do you mind telling me whare
Iam®"

“You're at Tom's place—in Led-
Ungton,

He opened his eyes upon her very
directly.

"And who ia Tom 1™

“My brother," sald Nosta Riddall.
Then sha langhed a litkle. “Come,
Jimmy—you'rs not gaolng to say
you've forgotlien Tomit"

He put his hand up to his head.
“T ean't remember. Have 1 had a
crack on the head?*

Bhe nodded, watehing him,

“Do yon mind telllng me how 1
got hore?"

“¥You really don't remember? Well,
I'll go back to A week agoe, You know
what had happaned. You sald you'd
KOt to get off the map for a bit, I
Wwas to come hers, and you were go-
Ing to work np the coast to Glasgow.
I don't know what name youn went
under, but you were on the Allce
Arden when she got driven ashore
on the Elston sahds, There was a
gnle first, and then an awful fog.
and she hroke up againat the eliffa,
Vory fow pecple wers saved. Thay
took you Into the Biston cottage hos-
pital, and Tom and I felched you
Away yestorday, Can't you really ra-
mamber anything about j1**

His hand wont up to his sves and
preased on them. He sald,

“Tom—" His voles choked on the
word, Then, in & dudl whisper, "1 re
memher—iha fog."

(Copyright, 1838, J. 3. Lippincost Os.)

MANY ACCIENTS
N FARVERS LI

BALEM, Ore. (UP)—Quiet, pesce
and safely back on the old farm oave
been pralsed in sonug and story. But

\

sotigs and stofies do not Bave to be
cientifically and statistically aocur-
ate.

Siate sgricultural offlcials repoct
about 2000 accidentsl deaths oscur
esach yesr among those empioyed on
farms in this countsy. That's about
20 per oant of all the ao-called oocu-
putional aocidents, much greater than
I» the farmer'a share In proportion
to the numbers engaged.

“As s matier of fact, what with op-
erating farm machinery, bandling
fractious horses, and other onery live-
stock, the farmer's life Invoives &
gobd deal of dally k™. said the of-
ficials. “More farmera aTe killed by
farm animals than by sutomobiles.”

Heating ococsts can be reduced. For
complete hneating service call Art
Schmidlf 418—1662.

visits In the

1632 or 1031, hut they are probably|stead. Aversge lengib of

leaving more money than on elther

of the formier yeara, sccording to the
o associstion.

year are of higher eco-

nomic order inan those coming be-

fore, said A. E. Bhearer of the a0~

FEWER TOURITS
I'EAVE_M_I]RE Eu N ourinta ave carying thais ova campe| &

SALEM, Ors. (UP)—Tourists visiting | ing outfits this yesr, most of them
Oregon this year are fewer than In!stopping at camp ground cabins in-

oo Ak

ded tho

vention of the Omnd Army of ibe
Republic at Minneapolis,
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W PoP,éiMME THE
EnCYCcLoPREDIA. I
WANTA FIND oUT

SoOMETH™GE
TerLs me- gl
\ Svoued Hava
ST MORE DATA
on v aT

| HowW THA ELECTRE IOy
MAKES A LAMP LI &HT

Success To Your
ReanatzoH !

h gl

By C. M. PAYNE

PROPS MENU REAMNST GLASS
OF WATER AND Wails

SUDIES MEND Wi WAITRESS TURMS 10 GVE ORDER AND
AOVERING KY ELBOW. DECIDES  FNDS THAT WAITRESS HAS DiS-
M FRED SCALLOPS APPERRED

L

BESNS TO EET HUNERY AND WNTRESS ARRIVES JUST b6 HE DECDES oM BOT ROAST-BEEF

FLAGS HER AT LAST REMEMBERS THAT FRIED $CALLOPS  SANDWICH. FINDS WAITRESS HAS
SOMETIMES DONT REREE WITH HIN.  SONE TD AET SOME MORE BUT-
HASTILY LOOMS FOR p @BSTUTE  TER FOR ANOTHER CUSTOMER.

i

&
g

l EXPLANG PEMULANTLY A HEAD  READ WAITRESS SAVS SOOTHING-  REMEMBERS THEY'RE é0ia 0 |
WAITRESS HE CANT FIND ANY-  If SHE'LL <TAKE TT. READS HER  HAVE ROAST-BEEF AT HOME TO-
80Dy 10 TARE HIS ORDER- His ORDER NIBHT AND TRIES 10 (ALL HER

PALX. OO LATE !

7-28 (Copyright, 1833, by Thoe B Syndicate, Ina.)

FLARES! FISHING
> BOAT OR SOMETHING

SEMDING OUT SOS
WEIENALS LIKELY -~

:u_‘-:‘:a;ﬁ_'ih ‘

By GLENN CHAFFIN
#na HAL FORREBT

DONT BE ALARMED-- B

WE ARE GOING TO

1 [INVESTIGATE SOME
DIETRLSS S\GNALS-

LE tARY LAND IF WE

0N

TOMEIN'S
PLANE--- &7
THIS IS ONE
TIME HELL
B€ GLAD TO
EEE L'ISr =
TomazcoD

6}

STy

N e————pa T
A [MEan wmie -
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Blimpson's Story

@ ~J}
NOW, MISTER BEN, VLLTELL YOU ALL 1
KNOW--THREE DAYS RGO CAME

R SO0, A FNE FehRe OF

WITH A BLENEL O PRy AR s

A RAP
THERE

R AND
OF 3

WELL, WHETT WITH MY TRAININ, YOL)
KNOW, I NEVER TELL ANYOR

= MORE

THARN 1L HAVE YO, 90 1 SAYS, DIGRIFIED
LIKE, * 12 MR. WEBSTER AC%DR'-N*TED
WITH YO, AND MAY T HAVE YOuRr

NAME , PLEASE P'/AMND, SAYS HE ,

*RATLBERRIES YIS L
BEN HERES .

*HE'S NOT AT HOME, MR.RAZZEBERRIES”
SAYS I, WHERELPOMN HE BEGING
BREEZI|N'A GIGGLE THROWGH THE
THATCH ON HIS PRIZ : AND SAYS,
*RALZBERRIES 1S OMLY
MY FIRST MAME -~ My
REAL NAME IS
MISTER

BUT THAT DIDN'T STOP ME , BEN, FOR
AS HE TURNED AWAY L SAYS,* 15 MR.
WEBSTER ACRLAINTED WITH YoL, SR P*
HE HALTS AND SAYS, * HE KMOWS ME
BETTER THAM HE KNOWS ANYBOUDY ELSE
IN THE WHOLE WORLD, AND I LL STICK
AROCUND HERE TILL 1
SEE HiM Y

p—

iy

b

r i
™ {Capyright, 1933, by
*ra Rall Brodicate, log)

THE NEBBS—AIl Fixed Up?

By SOL HESS

[letale]

HERE S A LETTER FROM SALY
MEBBE Famnys ARGUNG DID 3‘41'.
MY DEAR AMBY 1. W You
COME UP TO TWE HOUSE AND LET'S TALK
R OUR DIFFEREMNCES .
M FOOLISH - LET'S RUB THE oLl
ATE CLEAN AMD TRY OUER AGAIN
YOUR DEJOTED WiFE,

L HAUE

I . | SYLnAa
‘_ a S -
A =)
P —~
928 il

uP 1
WANT IT .,

JUST T
1 DO

| 1

THATS HOW THEY FIXED IT
Y 1 DIowT
WANT TO STAY
MARQIED TO SNLLY ANY MORE
WANT TO MaRRyY,
MRS '.KuuL.Tj//

SAY - DIONT 1 TELL YOU ) ¢/ /LISTEN - JUST WHO \
1 WANTED A DWORCE ARE YOU To Bany ME T
FRoM SaLy ! NOW I GET WE DID THE BEST E
A LETTER FROM HER wanmN' |CCULD FOR YoOu BUT
TO MAKE UP..YOURE 50 WkER &, Gl YOUR AGE
DUMB IF I SENT vOU OUT FOR MAKES A FOOL OF in

[N

S At St -

LINDY KIDNAP HOAX

twean Mre, Bdward B Malean and
Oaston B. Means (n the Lindbergh

INTERMEDIARY DIES | xidnapink hoax, aied today. He was
raator

WABHINGTON, 8ept

The Rav. Francia J. Hurney, 47, who
had been ldentified for years with
the Cathalle mctors guild of America
apd who scled as Intermediary be-

of Immaculate Canoeption

38— 17 — | chuseh,

A

APOLLO PIANO STUDIO for hegine
ners and sdvanced puplls. lewn the
right foundation. 134 N. Holly.

. DO OUR PART

BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus

THE MINUTE UE OPENS
THAT DOOR, ILL LET
HIM HAVE TS FLL
) NOT GIVE HiM A

—

| . 17;5:_1’5.’-? o |
1 LONG WiIkL
I J| MY EYES BE |

=) ]~
| ey BLLE
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