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wery ; MBRL OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams; OUR BOARDING HOUSE By Ahern
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HAH?  You THER PANTS R N HOUSE USE ENTIRELY TOO MUCH VOURE TH' GUILTY ONE—

INSIDE OUT, PATH WATER, AND OccuPY THE: YoU B0AK IN TH' TUB
LIKE IT DOES TUBR TOO LONG ATIME—~S0O L 50 LONG ,YOL) COME
MINE, AM GOING TO ATTACH MY BATHMETER !  oUT COVERED WITH
TO THE TUBR--NYES—-DEPOSIT A BARNACLES ¢
THE TUB—THEN , AFTER TEN 4 AGILARILUM, OR FOND,

DIDN' NOTICE ANY
¢ TH' OTHER KIDS

QUITT'N, WHEN THEY
WAS TH' SNAPPER
ON TH' END OF

s walk would do her worlda of
good, but she wasn't golng to have
one. Bhe was golng to curl up on
the sunroom couch and snatch 40
winks,
her | Bo the party separated, s family
parties have a way of dolng. The
wind outside blow colder, the early
dusk fell and the lamps were lght:
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ealintes, them sgrees,
planning 10 wee (he mu“‘ thus
uuel. 18 :7' Tom's .L'lo l*-‘.n‘:
N se Toreeat Y A .
NOW (o ON WITH THE $TORY
CHAPTER XIII

P‘[ﬂm stared at the box he held in)

his hand. *Put darling, It's

miugnifcont! How dld you ever .. .~

Then he remembored, He was not
just any husband, worrylng about
billa. He was Gypsy's Tom nod this
‘was Ohristmas Day, when anything
might happen. Just the same, the
platinum watch rather worrled
him., Gypey must have gone deeply
fnto debt to buy . What an ador
able thing sho was!

Gypry's heart was going very
fust, She stared st him with round
eyes. *You mustn't ask quesiions,
doarest, on Christmas Day.”

Heo kissod her, penitent and
abashod, his heart fairly swelling
with love for her,

Gypsy opened all her packages.
Littlo squeals of delight greeted
the sceut, the gloves, the fGowers
She put the book under her plliow

candy on the coffee tabie.
and truly, that she loved
she
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money, of course, but the boy was
young and clean mnd ambitions

EE

ed, In the kitchen reglons Qlytle
dlattered cheerfully away with the
last paus. She would don her new
purple wflk presently and go off
to the Afrlcan church in the village
The bill that Mr. Morell had glven
her erackled entlclngly In her
purse. Clytle waa thankful. She
experienced the Christman spirit.

The house quleted down. Mr.
Morell dozed by the fire in the lv-
ing room, his wife and Cousin Lou
played chockers at a table noarby
and in the sunroom Gypsy, curled
up under an old Palsler shawl,
tried in valn to sleep. At first she
had been aesperately drowsy but,
once she had siretched out, she had
coma stark awake and her con.
sclence had begun to prick her
anow, .

What a fool she'd been (she
thought) to let Marko talk her Into

this! It would only mean keeping
a secret from Tom and he'd mever
In the world understand it

Well' ehe would work out the §50
with Marko—she would glve him
the very best she knew how to give
in the way of labor—and then she'd
not see him again. Marko's way of
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MINUTES , THE WATER
AUTOMATICALLY 18 DRAINED -~
UM-M ~AN

EXCELLENT

TORr You!

O ASIONALLY H
TAKES AN INTEREST
IN.THE HOUSE = _

living was too insidiously easy for
a young working wife He made
things so eoft, so luxurions,

At long last sho fell asloep to
dream troubled and uncertaln
dreams in which Marke Broughton.
wearing & long beard and flourish-
ing a big stick, threatened her with
dire happenings.

She woke, trembling all over with
nervousness, Tom was standing
over her, big and young and vital

“What's the matter, darilng?
Think you 2ce a ghosi?

“Ob, T had such a dreadful
dream!"™

He put his arms around her.
“Laxybones, that's what comes of
eating too much dinner and golng to
gleep. I've walked miles. I fesl

5 L B

SEI sat up, shaking the sleep out
. of her eyes. “Where is every-
body 1™

*"They're congregaled im  the
kitchen, popping corn,™ Tom told
har. *“It's elght o'clock. Your
father's talking shout wanting mp-
per.”

"Bupper!™ Gypsy erled, appalled.

| *We oaly left the tsble a moment

ago,”

“You've lost eount,” Tom fJibed.
He pulled her to ber feet.

Arm in arm, they joined the
group in the kitchen. Beatrice had
her red allk frock covered by a
tent-like spron. She was slicing
bread. Mr. Morell withdrew hia
head from the lcebox door,

*“We're scrabbling for supper,” he
told his eldest danghter, “Come

i| and help.

Gypsy sald she couldn’t eat a bite
Bhe felt Iike a Strassbourg gooses al
ready. ‘But when at last the Im
promptu feast was spread, she
found herself nibling at bits of
things. A wing of the ravaged
bird, a buttered roll

*“0Oh, this hot tea fs heaven,

'| Mums! I always forget bow much

I love tea™

Cousin Lou beamed. “Try some of
this frult eake, Gypsy. It's Grand
Aunt Mildred's recipe” 3
Gypsy laughed helplessly., This
was Christmas, after all. Sha wonld
go back to bread and milk on the
morrow te make up ber detary
sins,

At 10 o'clock ahe and Tom pulled
themselves and thelr varfous be

'| longings together.

“Night, Mums, Such n good day,
darling, "Night, Daddy. Remember
you'rs all coming to my place mext
week.”

“Sunday, yes,” Mra, Morell sald
comfortably. “I declare, I think It's
too much Tor you, Gypey. Better let
it go.”

“Nonsense. 11l expect you™
There were kisses all around and
then the door closed and she and
Tom were in the Hitle car together.

1GOT A RIGHT |[Now, THATS an
T BE! Hao A || 10€a L |'+ Do TH!
SBAME - REACH FER

THAT'D BE AN APPROPRIATE
SONG, FELLA, |F | weRe.

SINGIN' 1T eV Tl T
HAVE 13 YOURS!

r 2,
EVRY THING- |
HaVE \S YOURS

By Small

VEAHT weLL,| KNow &

HORE APPROPRIATE. ONE

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

—
oy . YACT As ® You neuER SAW

THAT LETTER ! YOU REMEMBER TWE
MATRIMONIAL AD 1 RAN--TELLNG ALl
ABOUT MYSELF ,AND SAYING THEY 1 WAS
LoowinG FOR A WIFE ,DONT YOU 7 WEWL,
THE MINUTE THAT LETTER CAME ,WITH
YOUR PICTURE AND AL ,1 WOPPED ON
A TRAIN AND CAME RIGHT-LUP RERE,
LKE YOU AGKED ME TO -

~

By Martin

WHY, BOLLY == 1
NW YOURE SWELL,

T OLIME TR LETTER

WA U, & PAT. OFF. © 1834 B WEA BERVCE bt )/

By Crane

~

OR HOURS WASH AND EASY PLOD ALONG THE RAILROAD
TRACKS BEFORE COMDIG, AT LAST, TO A WATER TANK.

/ YOU BOYS LOOK KNDER TUCKERED)
OUT, BETTER COME OVER AND SET
DOWN TO A PLATE OF BEANS,

Bl

1

/" [ 6AY, FELLA, | [ WAL, ¥ SEE, THIS HERES RANCHIN COUNTRY, \
YOU'RE A NUTHIN BUT DESERT. DONT NOBOOY EVER

FRIEND IN [T\ GIT OFF HERE, AND I GIT SORTER LONESOME,
'ml

Gypsy was taken care of , .. “Brr!” Gypsy beld ber fur collar
la:mh‘;lmlr?ﬁm h;u known, n% high. The mih was bitter now,
ned and prosale coun sweeping across the flats,
nance, as he slicod meat and | Tom tucked the robe in around EN BPBIM
spooned dressing, that such h-.“;t only he'd been able to buy FRECKLES AND Hls FRI DS - - = =— ==
thoughts wers his, “Some of the | her that fur cost! Maybe next f . WHY pip | MR.SCUTTLE, THE Cook

white meat, Bertram? I guess he | year . . , ( N WHAT Do You ) THATS WHAT WE WANKA L S toter 1 s g
thinks the second foint is cholcer.” | ° Gypsy pusbed the thought of Sat- v3 SUPPOSE [T 18, | FINDOUT...WHILE I [ W FOUND You SENDg mmsmlm F}‘T;N-
The old white china, with its gt | urday far back in her mind. She'd H”..E WAS DIGGING WITH MY IT BUBBLING [ FoR ME, »
WAMSLE PRODUCING SOMETHING
bands, the deop biue glasses, the | have to make some excuse to Tom DIGGING A SHOVEL, I LOOKED DOwWN MELEY THAT EVERY CRANK-CASE
rose wreathed plates for the pud- | for not meeting bim that afternoon. AND THERE IT WAS
ding—=all, all were in thelr mccus- | What should she say? She hated HOLE, To BURY BUBBLING UP . IN THE NATION IS
g el v o o (Sha s s MU It THE ¥ HOWLING FoR...OIL!
(R renes 1 Snay AND WHAT
. bad ever been. Morells had eaten (To Be Continued) HISTO-DETECTOR, ;
't from this china 100 yours ago, 2 THE BoYS
| thnmgotého father gravely, and F’ F s POUND
would years from mow, please apper Fanny Says
foat i v SOMETHING...,

i Olytie rolled in with fresh plates,

; rolled out again with laden omea.

i ‘Bho was brave In a stiff new unl

i form today. Her crinkly hair hod

Il' | :’nn “strojghtened” for the ocea
on,

L

G’!m ‘was cracking walnuls for

;I Cousln Low. Across the table, - —
the girl twin squeaked joyously at
! some Joke of Tom's Gypay's new THE NEWFANGLES—MOM'N POP i By Cowan
I | scent was much admired and every : ;
OWIN' TUREE-FER- WELL, T DIDM'T DO se )l Sty, WMDY, THEY'S | TLL MAME A VOTE OF TWAT |
! SEC ARSI kv 6 Bar giits SO ARTER OGRS, | SBAD EDLIT ANT WD TUKT'S [| ) c5VVER WERE WHO'S bty A T BT GARTIR |

NEVER WEARD ABOUT AGEMT  FoR WIS DISTRICT

HOW “Ou CLEANED UD
ON THET SLOUGH
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They all folt expansive and happy. EHT You MUSTA BNERY Dol THET You
KIW CLEAM UP THE
WAY ¥ DID

Aftorward this sense of well-being
would deepon into drowsiness. Tho
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Glrls good at & number of
things are the opes who count.,
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