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% STRANGE CASE s
| #JuLia CRAIG

OUT OUR WAY

BY J. R, WILLIAMS

fe S
Copright NGA 1925

s

B UIN IR Tolay
JULTA  CIALG iy young
rtld'nni 1o Gloltar Woon:
o o

bo Inw fem of Woods

rd and HBrooks, ts ambitlons in
mame & night elul singer, Julin
liw i apariment with AMY
N , who works In on ex-

Yo dresn shop.

PETER KEMP, alvo empolyed
F Waoodford sund Nirooks, is in
er

with Julln hns meked
to mnrry him, Julln dis-
eonrnges  his  attentlons, e

magrees (o glve her n letier of in-
troduciion to HENIT LAMD. band
leader at the Greem Club,

Lomb hears Julia slng, but does
mut offer her n Job, Abaut to

we his aMes, Julln sees PPefor's
eiler, and learns that he asked
Lamb (0 discourage her about be-
eoming o singer,

NOW GO ON WITI THE §TORY
CHAPTER 1V
HEH face Naming with swift an-
ger, Julla read Peter's note
agnin.  She whirled fmpulsively,
and saw Ienri Lamb standivg in
the doorway, His heavy face, too,
war slowly reddening — but not
from anger. For several seconds
he could not mpeak in his embar
Tassment,

®After all,” he sald, st lnst, “T
=you soe, Petor Kemp Is s friend
of mino. Ho onco dId a great favor
for me

*"Did It occur to you," asked Ju-
Ha, “that I might not be Interested
In whether Peter Kemp is in Jove
with me? And mow I—1'Il nover
pesk to him. againl™

"Because he's so much In love
with yon?™ asked Lamb quletly.
Then he added, “But 1 am sorry.
You—you must think very badly
of me now.”

“The only thing I'm interested
In Is whether I'm good encugh to
got a Job in a night club, Mr, Lamb,
Wil you please tell mo that—hon-
estly ™ i '

Henrt Lamb ehrugged, “Your;
Yolee 18 good for theso modern
songs. And you sre an attractive
young woman. That counts a lot,
“b"u

"But not good enough for the
Green Club!™

“T didn't mean that. As I sald,
I wis trying to help Kemp™ He
smiled wrily. “I'm afraid I've done
a bad job of L™ He crossed the
room, Then he turned to Julia
aguin. "Ths woods are fnll of pass-
able singers, Miss Cralg. I could
turn down the next dozen that
como in through that door—and
still find others™

Julla nodded. *T see” she eald
tensély, and left the office. As she
passed through the little snte-room
ahs felt the curlous glance of Jim,
the young man who had played her
ncoompaniment while she sang “Ac.
cent on Youth™ He followed her
part way down the stalr.

“Don't let it get you down,” he
maid In a low volce. “You've got
lols of stum”

*Tthanks,” faltered Julla, mnd
stumbled into the dark lobby of
the Green Clob, In another mo-
ment she was in the bliniing glare
of the street. Her cheeks were

still hot with bumiliation and an- |

ger, and she dreaded returning to

the office, ¥

L I )

BDT relurn to the office she dld,
and when she had settled her

solf at her desk she pleked up the

telephione and arked to be con-
nected with Peter Kemp, When he
answered sho sald slowly, “This is
Julla. Quite by accident I read
our note to Henrl Lamb, Thaok
¥you very much™

In the sllence that followed she
could almoat feel his astonishment
At the other end of the wire, Then
be burst out, “But, Julia, I—"

"There really isnt anything else
to say, Poler. Goodby.”

She had hardly replaced the in.
strument in Iis eradle when Peter
himself was in the room. !

“Julln, I—I know it was a rotten
thing to do. But I—can't you seo
that 1t was only because—" 1
| Julla got up from her desk In &
quick, angry movement which effec.)
tively etopped his faltering de-
fense, “I'd rather not talk about!
it, Peter, I've a headachs and I'm!
going home" i
| *Won't you let me take yout™

“No,” sald Julin, putting on her
hat, *I'd much rather go alons” |

It seemed odd to let herself into,
the lttle apartment g0 early, Not
#inco she had started to work for
Woodford and Brooks had she left
the office before 5:15, Somehow
this realization made her more de
termined than ever to leave it ono
day soon forever, With a weary
slgh of rellef she dropped ontoe the
davenport and closed her eyes,

Boon she was asleep, to be awaks
#ned later by the sound of Amy's
key in tho lock, Her roommate
started &t sight of Julin on the
davenport. “What's wrong? . . .|
Are you 1"

Julla shook her head and smlled
veakly. *Just a slight case of shel]

thock. T sang for Henrl Lamb
ihils afternoon”

Amy's eyes widened, “No tool-
ngt"

"No foollng, Amy. Bnt I didn't
get tho job*™

Amy made a sound of dlsmay,
*T've been down nt the Green Club
b lot—tnd I never did think he
new o singer when he heard one,”
the #ald loyally,

L
LIA leaned forward excitedly.

“"Ho diil soy my volee way good,
though, Any. I—I think he might
have glven me a ehanee It It hadn't
been for the ndte that Peter Kemp
wrote.”

“What do yon mean?"

Julla told ber of Peter's advice
to Henrl Lamb,

"Thalt was a mean trick” Amy
agrood.  "But the poor kid's so
much In love with you that he
loesn't duow right from wrong,
Dr maybo ho's heard thut al'’s falr
In love and war. Dut I've mome
aews af my own for you, darliog."”

“Nowa 1"

YRoyal Nesbitt 1s golng to take
‘mp out tonlght. He telephoned, this

‘afterncon aud 1 told Lim about
wout . - . :

“Amy! He'll think I'm a fool™
Amy Sanders plerced Julla with
& glance, “Listen—you're old
enough to know better than that,
No man thinks a girl Is a fool
whon she hag oyes and hale like
| yours. When Royal drops In o
night T want you to do a song for
him."
“But why ™ .
"I want him to know ¥ou really
can sing. He knows everybody who

even fhinky thoy run a night club,
He knows some song writers, oo
Wouldn't {t be grand It you could
munke your start with a sopg writ-
ten espocially for you?™

Catching somo of Amy's Infes
tlous enthusiasm, Julla laoghed,
“You're certaioly a tonle, Amy
And after this afterncon, I think
1 need 1"

"Well” eald Amy, ®"vou know
darned well that I'm all for you it
FYou're dead sure this Is what yon
want to do. But I'm still advis
ing you to settle down to the sim-
ple life

"Tou don’t take your own ad
vice,” mentioned Julia mischiev
ously,

“Why should 1?7 Nobody else
does”™ Then Amy's lone grow serk
ous. “But I will somo time”

“You mean Royal Nesbitt?™

?

b

“Heavens, no. He's not serlous
about anything or anybody. But
he's fun to be with, We're just
good friends™ .

- . - i

JVL!A had mever quite approved

of Royal Nesbitt, and Amy knew
it. She knew the reason for Julla's
disapproval, too, though she mever
mentioned it. If Hoval Nesbitt was
not exnctly wealthy, ho at least
hnd a great deal more monmey to
spend than the other young men
Julin and Amy had known. Yet the
source of his income was somewhat
obscure. Tho Nesbitt name was a
ploneer one In the city, but this
Nesbilt, the gayest and youngest,
seemed to possess none of ths at-
tributes of the ploneer, Ho was
liknblo and had literally hundreds
of friends. Julia liked him—bm
when it camo to Amy Sanders, she
wasn't so sure,

He was a3 gay &nd certaln of
himselt as alwars when he called
At the apartment that evening. Tall
and good looklng in a rugzed way,
he cheered Julia and sho felt in.
stinctivelr that with his help she
counld really attain what she
wanted. Ho had been In the room
only & few moments whez Amy
pushed him toward the davenport
and announced that Julla was go
ing to sing.

Then Amy took her place &t the
tiny little plano which, she often
#ald, had cost her many ar Install.
ment and was her particular pride
and Joy. She played well, and
whenever she plaved for Julia's
slnging ghe plared more than well.
Neshitt settled back with an
amused and tolerant smile .

But as Julin's soft, husky volee
drifted into one of the sad, mad
tunes of our modern day, his smile
taded and his expression grew seri.
ous and Interested. When she had
finished he did not speak for a
while, and then he said, “I wish
you'd do another, Julin”

« This time Amy chose a curlous
and dragging blues song that was
3 combination of gennine darky
folk tune and the “hideho" of
Harlem. There was a qulet qual-
Ity in Julla's singing that lifted
the song far sbove its insane lsric

Nesbitt got to hls feet. “I'se
pent a good share of my life lis
tening to night club singers,” he
eald. “¥You can go places, Julla,
And I'm golng to =ee that you do.”

Amy smiled at her roommate.

“You ses, Julia? And when Royal
IH'):E 8 thing like that, he menns
NG

Nesbltt's eves met Julla's square
“I was mever more serious In
my Hfe,” he told her quietly,

(To Be Continued)

Some People
Say .

Very few of the leaders of the
nution possess character, brains,

| | and experience sufflelent to In-

gpire and to maintaln for long
the confldence of the people.—
Dr. Edward Spencer Cowles,
Johns Hopkins University.

The tongues of the traditional-
Isls now eurb gnd tie the
tongues of blologie truth.—Dr,
Oscar Riddle, Carnegle Institu-
tion of Washington.

When you remove the pe-
straints of popular judgment, you
not only have taken the [iret
atep, but you have taken the last
step toward ahsolute dictatorind
power.—Benator Willlam E.
Borah.

Virginla has about 3000 miles
of navigable fishing waters.

Flapper Fanny Sa,):I
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Bending flowera plants a good

impression,
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1 KNOW—T KNOWT
THEY'RE WONDERFUL,
BUT WE CANT
AFFORD ONE. _
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

BY AHERN

WELL,1 PuT
THE HOT BOUNCE
ON J GRANVILLE
HOOPLE |

JAKE |

HALINTING

HOW LONG DO
YOU FIaURE ON

THIS HousE?

MARTHA T AN'T

AS A RELATIVE |

UM I TOWN ON
BUSINESS | -

L DIDNT 1 TELL YOU [M
GETTIN TH™ AGENCY FQR
TEN STATES, ON A BIG
DEAL @~ FOR THIRTY
YEARS ALL | TOOK OUT
OF MY POCKET WAS

- LINT ~ BUT
LA ULl BE N TH
L= YL PLUSH, SOOMN

N

YO GOT ME WHONG, lL

DROPRRIN ANCHOR HWE

A i

AR
A

§

»
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OH, GEORGE! IT'S
ALL LIKE A DREAM-
A TRIP AROUND

- OH- THE HONEYMOON-
THE TRIP AROUND THE WORLD-

WHY, THE BEST ISN'T HALF
FINE ENOUGH FOR =
YOU, DARLING ==~

{ GEORGE, YOU'RE ME?
S5 PALE- NS | WoRRIEDS
YOU SEEM SO HA! HA!
ABSTRACTED = OF COURSE
DON'T YOU FEEL NOT, JANEY-
WELLY ARE YoU WHAT COULD |

WORRIED ABOUT
JSOMETHING®

POSSIBLY HAVE
TO WORRY

BY HAROLD GRAY

TO THE OFFICE, YES
Fl AND STEP ON IT- SE%R.
I'LL SQUARE ANY GAMBLE:

PINCHES FOR
LIGHTS OR SPEEDING
LATER =

Lt
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AAD
LAl

SEE HIM, T W/

SH IDEA WHERE

X .
LI b ..

ANWFUL LOT LIKE

e
FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS = BY BLOSSER
—— ) (1 avE AL )
HIS NAME IS N, RHMENE WHAT ARE YOU FOLLOWING ME [ WELL., IF You HAVENT
DWENAMI'I'E,AND AL LMY ‘5”36 ==( POR?T FOR THE PAST HALF HOUR [ SEEN DYNAMITE,
HE'S AwiLp coLT.. Looky OF THE = YOU'VE BEEN ON MY TRAIL ! MISTER YOuU CERTAIN-
HE KICKS LIKE My FOR HIM,BUT | povs 1o ~ e | LY MUSTA SEEN
ANTHING! IFyou'\ oy WE HAVE NO { 1egp Ay | SOMETHING AM :

WASH TUBBS

BY CRANE

LULU BELLE,

(WE DROPPED BY | HE'S A N AN' WHO THE SAM HILL ARE YoU)
TO GET PANAMINT | FRIEMD g
JOE RELEASED,

(WHY WERE YGAMBLERS, HEY ?)
[THE. BOVS WHO [AN' NOW You
GoT vYou FIGGER YOU CAN
ELECTED
ISHERIFF,

T
CF Curs,

=)

(OM, YNOT EXACTLY. BUT,
OF €

COUR
EXPECT You
A FAVOR ,NOW AND

) WE'LL\YOU ELECTED ME AGIN ME
RETURM |WSHES, IT WASNT ANY
FAVOR, GET ME, AN THERE
AIN'T ANY FAVORS IN
RETURN,

VOU GIVING | DAYS NOTICE.
US THE RLIM-

ourt’/

1M GVING YOU "THREE

OUTER TOWN, OR

AzoUND?/ TLL THROW YE

(<lhg

g
BY MARTIN
BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES , :
' [ﬁ i rcm.wueeﬂﬂsommm-«? ?égﬂgg
K}'E!_G;HE ot TRE\R
LABORS
HORSES , T
e WA THEY
g WONT
WINGS FIND THE
AR PRINCE N
HAE GRANDALA~
vy B i S
VERY WUT AND CASTLE 1S T TURN
‘:ESMM“\'\C 5 SEARCHED FROM CELLAR TO || OUER
FOR THE -" = = %AQTQEHE ! %&Q‘“‘Eﬁ@w"%' 5_\)’1‘:\2\'
D ONE 15 AILOWED TO ENTE i ‘ ICW AND
“SE""‘ES OR LEAJE ?\\E COUNTRY ! THE LOOKING OUER EVERY PEGELT
o THe WGRWAY POLCE ARE BORDERS ARE PATROLLED SQUARE FOOT OF THRE SN THE.
SEARCHING BUERY UENCLE NIGHT AND ORY ! EUERNONE 1S || COUNTRYSIDE wes LAND
- : _QUESTIONED = _J L1938 av wea senvice, ive. 1w nea v, s par L p
.
THE NEWFANGLES — MOM'N POP BY COWAN
( AND I INTEND TCLIMB ALL

DID 1 HEAR
WINDY KUMN
IN HERE ?

(UE DROPPED
THESE CHECKERS

TUAT PANHANDLER
TOUCHED ME DR FORTY

LIKE THEY WAS BUCKS, 8D FOR TUREE
HOT LEAD AND [/ YEARS HES BEEN
BEAT 1T - PROMISIN AND ALIBIN

wum;s UP A HIMSELF, aAND IM GOIN'

WHICH ‘Way

HE CLIMBED OUT

OF TUAT WINDOW /

OVER HIM,LIKE ANTS AT A

WITH Hiw !
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PICNIC \WHEN 1 KETCH uP’
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