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CHAPTER 1A
RADUALLY the gircus lot took
ou tho appoaritcs of a nomad
clty, Banoers were flylog and
tents seattered about. Peanut and
femonnds wiands were erected. A
mialler tent besida the “big top"
was converted luto dozeus of dress
ing rooms, Nots were unfolded,
tight ropes, burs and rlngs wore
clamped Into place with Infinlte
cire.  As the pamapheennlla for
oach act was produced the owner
Enve it minnie Inspoction. A loose
Braw or a rope missing might
mean death or permanent injury.
Animals were fed and watered

Donna, following ber unvarying
eustom, went to the dressing room
nho shared with Madellne and two
others, and 1ald out her wardrobe.
Then shoe slipped Into eotton tights
and a sweater amd crossed to the
big tent. For an hoor she *lim-
bored up” Hand eprings, “ents
backa” and somorsaults left her
warm and glowlng and certaln of
her strongth. Upan her agllity de-
pended her own life and Madeline's.
Donna was utterly without fear for
hersell bul moro than once the
other girl's reckloss instabliity had
ntruck terror in ber hoart, causing
her to wonder If she had been wise
in her cholce of a partner.

Mndeline had proven strong, sup-
plo and foarless, Alter a year of
minor waudeville honses, she was
ready for clreus lfe, She wounld
never be the acrobat Donna was,
for Donnn’s muscles bhad been
tralned from babyhood, but Made-
line gave satisfaction in all that
was required of her. Donna, still
cruched with griet and without
curlosity, had asked few guestions
of her partner and it was not on-
til they had been together almost
three years that Madeline con.
feased sbe had run away from ber
home and that the story she bad
told of long experiente in the the
ater was untruo.

Five years hod passed slnce the
girls' first meeting. As Donng left
the tent that morning she was cer-
taln thiat another five years would
not see them together. In spite of
her warning she saw  Madeline
‘standing In the bright sualight o
closa conversation with Ned Trof-
ford, the boss canvasman.

“There's no excuss for it.” Don-
Ba muttered angrily. “She doesn't
care anything about Bim. It fust
flatters her to have a blg brute
like Trafford in love with bher.
Ehell cut ont the philandering or
I'll speak to Renfroe™

Already the band was tunlng up,
tho calllops steaming and in posl-
tion for the parade. Donnas hurried:
ly dressed in the crimson velvet
riding habit that was ker parade
costume, and took her place on a
snowy mare in the eavalcade.

- - -
AB ghe bent to pat the sleek coat
of the animal Madeline called
her name. She handed Donna a
ellp of paper and =ald, “Read it
when you get a chance.”

Donna glanced at the written
paga. *Dear Madellne,” she read
in a wavering. uncerinin scrawl, <1
sees by what you have writlen me
that you will be in Lobanon Sat-
wurday, Surely the circus does not
give performances on Sunday and
you will ba free on the Lord's day.
It's been five years since I've seen
you, and my heart aches lo hear
your voleo agaln. If I send Bil
Biddal to town for you won't you
come out to visit us? I'm an old
man and I'm a lot more fechle thao
when you left home. Maybe 1
won't be here another year. | won't
say anything sbout what haa hap
pened por anything to rile you If
wou'll eome, but you're my elosest
kin and when one Is as old as 1
am he wants to be close to tha ones
he loves, Your Grandfather.”

There was no opportunity to dls-
cuss the lstter unt!l at luncbeon
two hours later. Then Doona asked,
"What are you golng to do about
1"

*1 don't know. What would you
do?

"Qo, of course.
You ciua refuse!"

Mandeline's eyes narrowed and
she studied Donna with a queer
1ttle emile on her lips, “Why don't
you got

“What?*

*l mean It. Flve years ago I
was o countyy kid with my balr In
pig tails, I don't look much like
1 did then—not nearly as much as
1 do llke you now. Oranddad s
haltblind and he'd nevey know the
difference. You might pet n kick
out of the farm and I'd be bored
stiff, Thero iso't a pelghbor that
would recognlze me and I've never
geen this Bill 'Siddal be mentions,
Bill's somp sort of a second cousin
who workrs for Granddad. Do it
Donnn! Let me write him I'm com
ing and you go in my place.”

"It's a tempistion,” Donna ad
miged. *“I've never besn on a
tarm-—or in = real bome, for that
matler. But it doesn't scem hon-
o5t

“Why not? I won't go. I'd be
afrald Granddad might pull some
tricks to keop me there. If he tried
that with yon you could tell him
the truth. 1 you don't do It I'Il
write him I con't come™

“You mean that?”

“Abgolutely.”

“His letter v sweel,” Donna
muged, bor oyes soft and fumi.
nous, “l can't imigine him dolng
auything sorrid”

“¥ou don't know bim. Well—*

“I'll think about It"

That night Madellne wrots Lhe
letter of acceptanco that was to
ehangs tho ontlre course of both
girle lven 3

-

Il‘ was Satnrday afterpoon, A

1 don't see how

braren sun beat with furlous fn.
ity uponh the milling throngs,
pushing an gh lanes
of gray canvay, peanut stands, fy.

whoere “barkers™ announcel cne
wonders on view fuside.

A young man, consplcuous be
caune of his helght and broadih of
shoulder, strode with abashed de-
terinination towards the smaller
tent adjoinlng the “big top.” Over
one arm ho carrled his coat. In his
other hand ho carrled a straw sall
or. In the sunlight his thick dark
balr, snoburnt ke his lean, strong:
ly rugged face, glistened with
Etrands of gold, Under shaggy
black brows his shrewd gray eyes
searched for thoe entrance to the
tent.

A Liny man in green Ughts, &
huge black clgar o his mouth, was
leaning agalnst a stake beside an

opening that sorved as a door. The
young farmer hesitated, coughed
and thep nsked, “Can you—er—do
you know “where | can find Misa
Madeline Siddal!™

The midget looked up at the new
comer apd shook his head. “Naver
heard the pame™ he plped In a
childish treble

“Hut—gosh, 1 am stupld |
mean Madeline Gabrisl”

“Oh, one of the Gabriel4Sisters)
Yeah, She's Inside™

*T want to see her. I've eome
from her Gravdfather. Could [—er,
will you take me to her?*

“No glr, I can't do that. No vis
itors nllowed.”
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OUT OUR WAY

BY J. R. WILLIAMS

WHAT WOULD T THINK, IF

LIKE THIS? WHY, 1'D THINK '
You HAD LITTLE SENSE -
LMEAN — HAD BRAINS

you LAIP OUT ON TH' PORCH |-— {

JOoU'D BETTER STOP
RIGHT THERE, OR EVEN
YOU WON'T KNOW WHAT
vYou MEAN!

ENOUGH TO BE COMFORTABLE,
STIPDA DUMB ENOUGH TO

CARE WHUT PEOPLE "THINK-
1 MEAN, BY THAT—

WHY MOTHERS

|
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE BY AHERN
REGARDLESS OF WHAT AN GET SOME "\ P VEH—~AN': .
THEY SAY, WE WILL WORWK EXTRA PICK GET SOME _ |
THIS MINE ~START RIGHT HANDLES FOR DYNAMITE /
IN, BOYS —~WHILE [ &0 US —~AN' A FLY THIS |S
INTO TOWN AND ORDER . | SWATTER FOR U sol\d RocK
A SUPPLY OF GROCERIES ] { YSELF /~LoOKS | IN HERE,AN'
HAW —ARE WE DOWN = LIKE TIM AN ME I MIGHT AS
HEARTED® NO, EGAD/ 3| ARE SONNABEIL WELL BE
~—~HM-THE GREATER THE { oris MINE,, ) Ror Piek /

“Well, can you tell her I'm here?
Bill Siddal, 8he's expecting me. |
won't keep her but a minute”

*0. kE*

The tiny man dlsappeared finto
the cavern of darkoess. Bill waited
five mioutes, ten. He heard the
bintant strains of s brass band
coming from the larger tent and
the clatter of horses' hoofs as they
crozsed the runway. The show
must have begun.

“She’s foollng the old man™ he
muttered angrily. *1 told him she
wonldn't come with me.” He thrust
kis hat on the back of his head,
jammed hands In his pocketa and
started away. A volce stayed him,
“Mr, Siddal!®

- - -

TUR,\'ING. be gaw her, framed by

the diney folds of canvas that
only served lo accentuate her love
liness. The bronze hafr formed a
gleaming aureols nbout her small,
oval face, and the brown eyes were
wide and (rightened and beautitul.

SALESMAN SAM

(SO TH' THIEVES TOOK ALL YER. )A, LISSEN,
FISH, HUH? WELL, YOU'VE GIVEN s TH
HUNGRY GUNS DIDTH' JoB, MR
PICKEREL |

FLOUNDER)
TH nAaME!  RUDY

™E A CLUE, ALREADY! A coupth) FLOUMDER! Jes'caul ME
RUDOLPHUS, FER_SHORT,

(AN (T MY HUNCH, MISTER,
VA BETTER PUT A BLOOD—
HouND oM TH' TRAIL!

M

BLOODHOUND, MY EYE!
WHEN FISH ARE STOLEM,
THERES A BETTER PLAN
THAN USING A DOGI
GIMME A HUNKA
RoPE |

COME 'ERE, PERSIMMON ! )
COME TA UNCLE samMmy!

]

J3) D 1eca By mA sEeiCE . V.S RER U B PAT. DY

His granduncle had told &im that
Madeline was a pretty girl, but the
years bhad tarned mere prettiness
into breath-taking beauty. No won-
der she had rebelled at burying
bersell on the farm. She was glork
ons!

“You ars BIll Si1d@al™ Donna
asked. Her voice was low-pltched
and throaty.

"Yes. And you're Madellne?™

Under the coat of grease paint
and rouge Donna felt the flush
stain ber cheeks. “Yes. I bad to
take part in the grand march or
I'd bava come sooner. I can’t stay
but & minute, Our act is third,
you see™

“WIll you be free after that?™

"0b, no. I do an equestrian turn,
bareback. And [ work in the liv.
Ing plctures, too

“1 thought you were a trapese
performer?"

“l am, but we all double. We
bave to In a smzH elrcus. And
t.hl:re's another ezsemble at the fin.
feh.m

BY MARTIN

A st 1 wnow Asout [ B
] AGATHA, remn >
ji=——"

GEE,1 FEEL CHEAP ,TWO -FACED
AR AWFUL , 600" ON LIME THIS,

WATHOUT TELLW “im

rm-mn HAS WM RIGHT WHERR SWE 1
WANTS /IM , BUT nE'S CHANGED Wie
MIND, N'GOSW WHOWS, YUN CANTS
BLAME ‘M ! 1M SURE RE LWES ME, AN
1 LUKE HiM,TOO w WEVE BEEN WANN'
SUCH SWELL TIMES THETRER | WE
DOESNT DREAM THAT BOTH AGKTWA |
N1 WNOW We SECRET »O0R THAT WES
BEN' WATCHED . TWIS VERY MINUTE

]

rw HE WERENT PLAVIN FAR, 1
WOULDN'T THINK ANNTHING OF T, BUT
HE \& ! 1T DOMT THINWK 1VE EVER
KNOWN A FINER FELLA ' 1 DuNNO
WOT TR’ ANSWER 19, BUT TH' WAY
1 HAME T DOPED OUT wurmvins

r

“Could you—er—will you have
supper with me tonlght™

“Why, yes—1 suppose sa. I'll tell
M—Doppa. She's the other half of
the act. My sister. You know I'm
supposed to bave a sister, dont
your"

“Your grandfather told mo some
thing about "

“I'll bave to run npow. You're
soeing the show, mren't you?! All
right, Meot me bere when It's
over, If anyone gets fresh just
tell him you're my cousim Yoo
are a sort of a cousin, aren't youi"

Heo drew a deep breath. "Yes, n
sort of a cousln. Second, I think*
(To Bea Continued)

Former Premier
Ill in England |

CHURT, Surrey, Eng., June 13,

BY CRANE

WASH TUBS
EH, THEY'RE) 1AL INVESTIGATORS. NOT COPS,
WHAT? TISATORS, THEY (CULDN'T ARREST ANYBODY,

SPEC UNDERSTAND —
INVES
IF THEY WANTED TO.
7

/MAKE IT CLEAR TO THE '\
BOYSs, WILL YOU, BLRKE?
INTROBUCE THEM ARDUND,
ESTABUSH CONFIDENCE.
SEE THAT THEYRE SHOW

~_ EVERYCOURTESY, r—

((BY THE WAY, THIS IS MISS DIAMOND.., am=tTSSew
BABE DIAMOND, MR, LANE'S SECRETARY, JAH HA! THE BABY-
= FACED BLONDE TH'
@- OLD BOY WAS
. SWEETON, J/

THIS WAY, GENTLEMEN. |\

I EXPECT YOU'LL WANT
TO SEE WHERE MR.
LANE'S BODY WAS

(Fj—Davld Lloyd George, 71—}'uarA’
old World war premier of Great
Britain, was fll with a chill at
lis home here today and his phy-
gician ordered him confined to
his room for & few daya.

LIQUOR ARRESTS MADr,
PENDLETON, Juns 13. (#}—
Harry Johnsgon, 77, and Chestsr
Criptming, 29, were arrested yes-
terday for the socond time [n g
week on charges of possessing -
legal liguor, City and federal of-
fleers muode the arrest,

COMING — GILMORE CIROUS

Flapper Fanny Says |

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

(\wELL, Now THET THE
EXCITEMENT HAS
CALMED DOWN, T HAVE
SOME NEWS FoR Yol
Your Jop Is colg 4
o HAVE To STRUGGLE
ALONG WITHOUT

LETS NOT BE SO h

CRUDE ABOUT ITus
LET US SiMPLY SAY
THAT I SToPPED
YOUR PAY, AND
You GOT MAD
AND quiT !

ARE YoU LETTING

ME GO ON ACCOUNT
OF THE DIRk
BUSINESS 2

A GOOD REASON WHY I

YES, AND THERE ARE
TWO GIDES TO A GHEGT OF
FLY:-PAPGR , BUT IT MAKES A
DIFFERENCE TO THE FLY
LL WHICH SIDE T SIS

P %/ DowN o !f

(1N THE FIRST PLACE,1 ]
SHOULDNT HAVE BEEN SUSPI-
CIOUS OF HIM, AND,IN THE SECOND
PLACE, I SHOULDN'T HAVE
HAD HIM ARRESTED IN THE
FIRST PLACE.,.BUT, THERE
ARE TWO EIDES Tor

IF YoU CAN THINK UP

SHoULD WKEEP You ON,
TLL LISTEN

 dug bmonoin o wooden pltforss |

THE NEWFANGLES — MOM'N POP

BY COWAN

(THAT'S WHAT 1 SAD-TEN | TEN T'ONE
TO ONE THAT TLL BEAT | THAT YOU
THE DEACON ON HIS

HIGH-WHEELER, S'FAR

THAT T'LL GROW A BEARD

BEFORE WE FINISHES

FIVE-SPOT, AND YOU PUT UP
A FIVE-SPOT, AND WE'LL GO

o ) 1
LISTEN, IR, IF TH' DEACON WINS, FIVE
VLL GET CHA TWENTY-FINE J.:«OCNE'EW
INE 20U LOAN ME A RACKY
L0 1LL DO 1T}

FIFTY-FIFTY

] )
NIV

LA

vou MEAN YER | ¥ THE DEACON WINS,1'LL GET
TWENTV-FIVE BUCKS, AND IF HE

LOSES, 1 GIVE J.R.BACK THE SAME

FIVE DOLLARS 1 BORROWED! NOT
A BAD DEALI
=
3 ~_

1M GONG T'TAKE

FIVE DOLLARS WORTH | SAP ENOUGH T/ THINK
oF YER TEN T'ONE
'MONEY

THE DEACON'S
GO’ T'WIN T

L}




