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|IDONT MARRY THE MAN

By Jeanne Boy

The Choraclers
Kathleen Gregory: beautiful,
red-haired member of the Greg-
ory clan which owns The Golden
Girl mine, traveling west incog-
nito.
Bridget Riley: her companion.
Donald MacDaneld: young
owner of The Stubborn Boy
trine, hates the Gregorys.

Yesterday: Becouse of the feud
hetioeen the families Neutrality
ia divided tn two gections, Kath-
leen goes 1o the modern MacBons
nld hotel because Gragory de-
cotvmadationg are hopeless,

Chapter Seven
Donald MacDonald

"W 7OU ain't a movie slar Incog

nition are you?" the valtress
asited Kathleen, as she brought
the tray to Kathleen's room.

Bridget rescued the tray. “She
Isn't."

“Gee, who done your hair? It's
like raw gold."

Kathleen, having recovered from |
the incognition, smiled at the|
mald. Admiration in any form was
galve to her wounded vanity,

"l grew this" dhe told the girl.
“The freckles are homemade, too.”

The maid laughed joyously and
started removing hot plates. *I
made your order ham.” she told
them. "The beef was as tough as
Old Angus, himself."

Kathleen, who had swallowed
the reference to the toughness of
her grandfather, with an effort, ac-
cepted the chair the waitress held
for hern

“My name s Mayme with a 1!
ghe ‘went on_ conversationally.
“What's yours?”

Bridget officiated and Mayme,
alter another rapt glunce at Kath-
lecn, departed for more butter and
eream, returning to talk volubly
of the town, the hotel and Donald
MacDonald.

“Sure vou don't know him?"
she pressed. “Then how did you
happen to come here?"

“T'm here to gather materinl for
a book. Miss Riley is ﬁain to as-
sist me," explained Bridget,

Mayme shook her hesd in won-
der, "Well you're the first class
we've had here that ain't been
afler Young Donald. You ought to
see the dizzy ones who've come
up from L.A. and Sanla Barbara
trying to rope him in. He's smart
though, He doesn't go for women
I'll bet he Roes for you, though,
Misz Riley,"

Kathleen sputtered through the
ten. "I'm not Interested in men,”
she managed,

“You will be when you meet
him. Gee, he's swell, I'll see you
get introdueced. Well, T got ta get
going, I'm on in the dining room
in the morning. My tables are on
the window side. Sure hope you
ait there, good night

The door closed on Mayme and
the two girls leaned back to re-
cover thelr hreath, ‘

"Sa the only women who eome
to Neutrality are after Donald
MucDonald," teased ‘Bridget,

Kathleen's eyes were bright with
speculation, “And I've scored the

ret hit, I'm one of his ‘damned
Gregorys' and I'm on his property.
Just wait”

They were in thelr beds when
Brldget murmured sleepily, "If
Young Donald is shy of women he-
cause he fears they ars on the
make, you couldn't have made a
better beginning."

Kathleen's reply was a sniff of |« -

disdnin. At that precise moment
ghe had been hnvmﬁ the Gregory
mide of the Neutrallty strest re-
paved and properly lighted, Her
pride in the Gregory holdings had
auffered a severs shock.

Golden Hilla

,\\\'AKR at dawn, ahe hurried to
¢ 1 the windows for her first view
of the new country, Warm robe
clutched about her, she parted the |
window curtains and stood en
tranced, | |

The land [ell away from the
rear of the hotel in a geadual slope,
then broke off abruptly into a decp
ennyon, On the far dide it arose in
sorvated oliffs and bevond these
were other cliffs, broken pnrtlmu'
Ieft  isolated in  grotesque  sil-
houette

"Bridget.” she ealled. "Your art-
it didn't e, Here are the golden
hills outsid s our window*

Bridget hurried sleepy-eyed o
stand for a few moments, awed, |

"This settles (1. Get Inlo your
clothes, 1 want to look for a houase.
1 intend to put my roots down this
very day.”

“A. house,”
leen

Bridpot olucidated as they
dressed, “Writers who haven't ar-
rived, and other working gals, such
as we're supposed to be, don't live
in MacDaonald Hotels for any
length of Hme, Nor would we have
the privacy here that we need, nor
the means of entertaining”

Kathleen, busily knotting a
golden brown tie, looked beyvond
her reflection to the mirrored
Aridget “A house? Entertaining?
Atre vou by anv chance intimating
I Wd continue my l'll'l.lnnry!

exclaimed Kath-

educilion?
Why not?" queried Bridget |
“l eame out to eatch a man™ |

| apology for last night, I'm sorry 1

| MacDonald and turned his shoul-

“More men are caught by W
skillet than a perfume bottle."

Kathleen laughed at her reflec-
tion. This was one of her good
daya, she thought, Rested eng in:
trigued, the fading bruise about
her eye hidden by liquid puwdnr.
she looked more like o Gregory.
The corduroy walking sult she
wore was the exnct shade of her
hair, the tie, belt and boots the
brown of her eyes, Only the eream
silk of her blouse relieved the duo-
tone.

Mayme stood rapt with wonder
when she first saw  her, then
sprang into action. “Over here, 1
saved you a table she pro-
claimed, leading the way through
the big room, “Don't sit there, Miss
Cleo, sit on this side so the sun'll
shine on your hair.”

"Where can we find a cotlage
to reni?" nsked Bridget.

“You can't, pronounced Mayme,
Natly. “Young Donald tore down
all his old places and only re-
built as folks would need them,
The Gregorys have got a lot of
old dumps but you eouldn't live
a winter in them, It's bad enough
trying to live in the ones the min-
ers is housed in."

“But if we were to pay for re-
pairs on one of the Gregory
dumps," Kathleen nearly ehoked
on the words, “don’t you think we
could rent it7"

“Repairs, say listen, you'd have
to start in at the foundations and
build up. Them Gregorys don't
care ghout anything but the ore
they get out of the mine, They let
everything else go hang. They're
so stingy they won't ¢ven let the'
miners use the lumher from the
old eots for firewond and it ain't
gond for nothing else."

“Who Is He?"

\,.IAYM}; retrented to the kitchen
Y1 far hot eoffes and Kathleen
retreated into silence. After a life-
time of Gregory adulation, it
wasn't easy to accept blanket in-
sults graciously. But had she been
able to admit her identity and
retalinte, whit could she offer in

defenso?
There was a stir at the door:
voices. Kathleen looked up.

voung man hnd entered: a par.
ticularly arresting looking young
mam. He was tall, he had dark
halr, & heavily tanned face and
small black moustache, Perhaps
It was this that made his smile so
dnzzling. .
About him was an air of alert-
ness. There was such ease in his
carringe, the guick trim step of |

leather boots, the trim squarely Irlf hia lfe a8 i hunter, trapper, and | generations

carried shoulders under the leather |
eonl, the narrow waist, all contrib- |
uted to the effect of smooth energy.

“Is he good looking." murmured-
Kathleen, “Wonder who he {57

Bridget looked at the man, then
at Kathleen, bewilderment in her
eves, "You must have been nngry,”
she commented. “Now what is
Mavme up to?"

"She seems to be serving the
man 1o us along with the coffes,"
answered Kathleen, as the two ap-
nrogched,

Mayme's cheeks were pink. her
blue eyes bright. "See? What did |
T tell you?" she began. *This is
Mister MacDonald. Mister Mac-
Donald, meet Miss Riley, first
name's Cloo, ain't she got the
swellest hale?"

Dark blue pves. narrowed [n
Inughter, met Kathleen's, Kath-
leen's eves narrowed, but not in
laughter, nt least, not for a mo.
ment. then she succumbed, “How
do you'de, Mr. MaeDonald"

“Meet Miss Donahue," continued
Mayme, "“she's the book writer, 1
bheen telling Young Donald about
you-all wanting a house, He saye |
. oh, darn,” she broke, off ax a
man  hailed her from a nearby
table, "I got to get shis three:

minnte ege.”

“May I Donald MacDonald
drew oul a chair at Bridget's
quick nesent.

“Mayme's a great girl,” ke as-
sured them. "What did you do ta
win her over, Miss Rilex? This s
the fiest time I've ever heard her
voice approval of a feminine
stranger in Newtrality.”

“It's my hnir that atiracts her"
Kathlern confessed.  wondering
how thin eharming man eould he
one and the same with the man ghe
had maot on the rond

Your hair? MacDonnald
glanced up to where the warm ray:
of the sun were turning the curls
o eapper, amber and gald, "That
reminds me that 1 owe vou an

wast 50 rude. but vou see” he
smiled, and Kathleen thought his
smile the moat fuscinating she had
ever seen, Y1 have a complex
against red hair" he concluded,
Kathleen straightened. Men had
enlled her hair sunset gold, harvest
meon copper, all of the poetic
names fancy could conjure, but
none had ever dared refer to it as

LT

“T eonld dve (1" she managed,
felly.

“But you conldn't dve the dis
position that goes with iL"” reforted

der to her as he started conver-
sation with Bridget
"From what ['ve sean of certaln
people with biack hair. a bleach
for thelr dispasitions (s indieated.”
And Kathleen was up and away
before either could prolest
[esr

(Copmaght seven Now

Tomorrow: One insult after an-
olber,
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| TAILSPIN TOMMY—Flying Into Danger . . , Unarmed|

STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX
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FOOTBALL FAN

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

ACCOMPANIES FATHER

10 FOUTBALL GAME UP AND DOWN FIELD

AND ON WTH CORT

ANNOUNCES HE'S LOST  6EfS RESTLESS AND BE-

HIM WOK FOR THEM
BY HIS WEAVING FEET

WATCHES BRND PARADE COMPLAING OF BEING HOT, WATCHES 6AME, NOTHING
CAUSING FATHER 10 HELP
HIM OFF WiTH SWEATER

MESING THE KICK-OFF

$P0TS FRIEND TWO  BORROWS FATHER'S PRO~
THE TICKET STUBS AND 6INS 1O WRIBELE, LOOKING  SECAIDNS EVER AND  GRAM AND ASKS RBOUT THE
MAKES FATHER HELP AT CROWD, FATHER APOLO- DOESN'T REST CoN-. PICTURES IN IT. FATHER

612186 To PEGPLE KICKED  TENT fiLL FATHER
HAS SEEN HIM 100 10 SEE WHAT HAPPENED

SIS

MUCH HAPPENING
AGRIN,
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THEMN YOU'LL
BOTH HAVE
TO TAKE

BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER—8Some Crow!

l You SAID TO FOLLOW
YOU, RUSTY~ LEAD
ON, MY LAD —

MEANTIME, AS THE BOYS NEARED
THEIR VANTAGE POINT, OLD JUNIUS
JIPPEM HOPPED OUT OF BED—

IT CAN'T BE!
| NEVER HEARD
A ROOSTER CROW
THAT LOUD
BEFORE IN ALL
1 MY LIFE!

WE'LL STOP
IN THE WOODS
JUST THIS
SIDE OF THE
JIPPEM
CHICKEN
HOUSES—

GET UP, SON!
6ET UP! D'You
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FEEDIN'
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