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OUT OUR WAY
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_#JuLia CRrAIG

NEGIN HERE TODAY

JULIA Cllalu‘a aecreinry 1o
GEONGE WOODOnD, inwyer, Is
mmbltdous 1o breome n nlght club
singer, Heenune of this she guare
rels with PETEIL KEMIP., younm
Iawger who Is In love with ber.

Julln shinres an apariment with |
AMY NANDIEHS,

Wooldlord glyes o yackt parry
and nsks Julln 1o come us A sing=
er, Dibers In (he party Inelode
CINTHA LUK dnncer; MRS, J0-
SIEPH, widow: BIUGO NASH osnd
ROYVAL NESDHITT,

They o 1o Lvergreen Inlnnd,
where Woodlord has a  lodae,
There dulin meets TOM PAVSON,
eamping nearhy. Woodlord, Nash
and Neahitfr go bonting and Nes-
Blte tn Apjured, The party leaves
tmmediniely o ger him 10 » dovs
Tor,

Julin geis n joh slnging on
TOXY LATTA'S mambling  ship,
She aren Paysan  frequently.
Woodford telephones  her  and
wirns her to any noiliing of what
bappened on the yachi

SAMITHN GANLANI apras n mew
nlght elah nnd hires Julla as the
fentured singer. On the opening
night she learns Payson Is back=
Ing the elub.

Neablit's dead body Is dlscav-
ered.  Pollee guesilon Julla and
ahe in held an n materinl witness,
Next mornlng Payson sccarce her
release an hall,

Veier Kemp offers to defend |

her.
NOW GO ON WITH THE §STORY
CHAPTER XXIN |'
Y morning Julla’s head had
eleared and she faced the
world with more courage than she
had been able to summon before
Buchen's barrage of questions, |

But what bad Buchen meant |
by saying that Woodford had sug-
geated the prosecuting attorney
question her? Had Woodford
slmply glven Buchen the names
of his guests, or had he somehow
suggested that Julin Cralg was
the most lkely suspect? The
thonght chilled Julla, made her
more than ever afrald—for, ob-
viously, Woodford bad all along
been trylug to shield elther him-
gelf or someone else,

Novertheloss, armored by the
knowledge of her innocence, she
faced the new day with much
more calm than Amy conld mus-
ter., Wearied into a stupor, Julia
had been able to sleep—but poor
,Amy appoared at the breakfast
table pale and heavy-lidded,

“I'm scared, Julin. The morn-
Ing paper tells of your belng
questioned, and that the police
gay they are putting—walt, I'I
read it She pleked up the pa-
per, and read, " ‘Police told re-
porters they were putting consid-
erable hope In the testimony of
Julin Craig, belter known aa
Nadine White, night club einger,
who was aboard Woodford's
yacht'™

“That doesn't mean anything,
Amy And there's somethiog I
want you to do for me*

“What's that?™

“Don't mention that you koew
Nesbitt. I told them that I'd
known Nesbitt for some time be-
fore the yacht trip.,"™

“But, Julln!—that makes It
just that much worae for youl"

L] L

ULIA ghook her head. *It|

won't. Aund there's no need of |
your being mixed up in this. Re- |
member—you've got to stick to |
what I told them now!" |

Amy's reply was prevented by
a staceato knock which startled
them both., Nervously Julin went
to the door and opeced It. The
early-morning visitor was Smith
Garland.

“Sorry about the hour, Julla.
» Hello,” Miss Sanders.” He

strode ioto the room in his dy-
namle manner, turned suddenly
to Julia agnin, “Is there any-
thing I can do?™

*That's nice of you, Smith.
Bot . . .™ she smiled weakly,
“gverything is all right now.”

Garland looked relleved,
“You'll be abtle to go on tonight
at the club?™

“Of coursa. 1 don't think
they'll eall me again. And Peter

Kemp is golng to watch out for
me." g

“Kemp?"” 4l

“He's & young aftorney H
know."”

Garland's forehead deepened
its lines. “If I wors you I'd get
someone like G. WilHams Miller.
He handles Payson's affairs. I'1l
spoak to Tom about ft, if yeou
Uke. You never koow what
might turn up, and §t pays to
bave good counsel, Julia."

Julin shook her bhead. *“I've
already told Peter I wanted him
—It 1 need a lawyer at all.”

The night club operator scemed,
still dublous. *All right, Julla,
But I know one thing. Thls
young Buchen I8 out for blood.
He'll hang this thing on some-
body or know the reasonm why,
If you're enslest. . . ." His
volce tralled Into a meanliogful
sllence.

Amy got up from the table,
her breakfast untouched. “Julla,
do you think you really ought to
sing tomight?™

“She doesn't have to unless she
toels perfectly all right.,” Garland
sald.
“I om perfectly all right”
Julin assured them, *“1'm not ge-
Ing to let them stop me now!™

Garland smiled. *Good girl!"

- - L

AYBON called to take Julla to

thoe White Club that night.

“Fecling all right after your
prdeal?” he wanted to know when
they had settled themselves Into
his roadster and started through
tha thickening night traffle.

She nodded. *At any rate, I'm
feeling much better than when
you found me last night. Tom,
they could bave hanged me, and
I don't think I'd bave had the
slrength to object.™

“I know. . . ." His lips ¢losed
In n thin lne. Then: “I'm go-
Ing to remember thls Buchen,”
Payson turned to study Julla's
sober proflle, ‘You're n brick to
stand up under all this. The fact
In, 1 should be down there my-
pelf, I was on Evergreen ls-
land,”
you mustn't tell them

“Why noti™

*Woodford told them that some
one trled to got Iole the radio
room, Buchen asked me It any-
thing clee uouspnl bappened on
the Island, and I had to tell him
nbout your attempting to use the
radio ‘phone, But I eald I didn't
know who you were"

~"U'm _afrald thet's bad, Julia

| to walt long.

| smiled down at her.
| about us, sball we?

You see, ! tdla Woodford that
olght my name was Payson, ™
Julla‘s hand flew o hor thivat,

"“I—1'd forgotten that. Do you

| suppose Woodford remembered?"

Tom laughed easily, “After
all, Julln, I baven't been oxactly
& recluse in this town. And that
night when 1 stood before Wood-
ford I hnd a snoaking susplcion
he recognired me then*

“Ob, Tom . . . I wish | hadn"t
told them about §."
“You had to, Buchen knew

{rom Woodlord and be was lay-
ng for you."

“But It looks bad, that I pre
tended not to know who it was.'

Payson was gilent a moment
"We'll bave to walt and ece,
Julia, and I don't think we'll have
With Buchen m
the helm, things will be eracking
{ost on the Nesbitt cae.”

"Lot's mot talk aboul It auy.

| more, Tom. . . "

Idea.™ He
“Let's talk

L haven't
hnd n chance to tell you how
sorry I am about whkat happensd
at the elubd the other night. You
wustn't mind Theresa Davls. She
has a viclous tongue.”

“It wasn't Theresa Davis |
minded,” Julla eald quletly. “Bug
she was speaking for your whole
crowd, Tom. I could tell that.™

. - -
E released one hand from the
wheel, secking her hand, “She
wasn't speaking for me, Julia.
That's what I want you to be sure
about.”

“I know, You've been grand.
Tom. And I—I appreclate ft."

He wns silent a moment,
threading the car carefully Ioto
a faster trafiie lame. *1I think 1
get it, Julis,™ he sald at last,
*You appreclate it . . . but that's
as far as it goes.”

“What do you mean, Tom?"

*1 mtean I'm In love with youo,"™
be =ald quletly, not turning his
head. *“You baven't an answer
for that, bave you?l"

“Not . . . mot now, Tom."

He nodded. Then, suddecly, In
& wholly differont tone, he sald,
‘Here we are, Julia!™

Julla stared through the wind-
shield. The doors of the White
Club were scarcely visible, so
great was the mob outside!

“Looks as If this s golng to
be Dbigger than the opening
night,” eaid Payson in an odd
voiee.

“I know . . . why,” Julla ane
swered. “It's—it's because of
the publicity about—Royal Nes-
bitt.” She turned to Payson
quickly. *“Turn the car around,
Tom. I'm not golng In there!™

He looked at her in astonlsh.
ment, “Why, Julla?"

“I won't be stared at as a—a
sensationnl curfosity! Most ot
them oot there haven't come to
hear me sing. They've come to
see¢ the girl who was questioned
about the murder of Royal Nes-
bitt.* She was sobbing now. I

“That’'s a good
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NQ GUY WHO‘S_
ALLUS DEPENDIN,
ER LEANIN' ON

SOMEBODY ELSE,
CAN EVER LEARN
MUCH,ER GIT
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JUST AS |
FAR AS TH
GUY WHO'S
ALLUS GOT
TIME TO BE
TELLIN'EM
Aout 1! /

TR WL g
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

YES, BLSTER TH GENT \S
GOIN TO INVEST #5000 1N
OUR BUSINESS AN N A
COUPLA MONTHS, O SAWE
WiLL BE CARRYIN A DOUBLE-
DECHK WALLET/< 1IN TH MEAN-

TIME ,PAL, CAN YOU 6O LUNDER
TH LOOSE BOARD FOR %20,
UNTIL TH WIND PICKS
LUP MY SALS 9

- -‘;h : . :
LD nﬁinh\.

BY AHERMN
GOSH, IF T HAD 20, h i
NOW, ITD TAKE 18
WORTH OF OAYGEN TO
REVIVE ME-BESIDES,
you PUT TH GLUE ON
ME FIVE YEARS ANoO
FOR#7, AN YOU WERE
GORNNA PAY ME BRLY
M A WEEK [-~-Hnow
DO YO CALL OFF
ST DOG ON
o THAT

MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE

NOW I HA_\IE THIS JOB IN THE STOKELY
ESTATE, ILL HAVE To WATCH MV STER,
IF I'M To LEARN ANY THING ABOUT

THIS CERTAINLY 1S A GLOOMY PLACE -
THAVEN'T SEEN A SINGLE SOUL SINCE
I'VE BEEN HERE —

L

-, -
ey "

BY THOMPSON AND COLL

gAY WIAT'S THE
1IDEAT? WHO AILE

OH-ER-1-1'1M
THENEW MAID,
~ o

%

[(TWONTHAVE ANY /[ BUT, SR ~ YOURE.
sie-| | PEOPLE SNOOPING
AROUND MY HOUSE ~

gick! 1M A
NURSE-LET ME y
h\)‘\Ju L1 You!

i

SETouT!
G (l'!; ;{ L “/ R

o ;

LOOK,, SANDY= JUST
AS IF YUH'D DRAWN A
LINE- GREEN AS FAR AS
TH' IRRIGATION CAME=~

won't be that kind of a
I won't, Tom! TI'll come back to
the White Club when they've for-
gotten all this"

Payson sped the car past the
milling mob, turned at the next
corner.

"I don't blame you," he sald.

To Be Continged)

Lieut.-Col. Andrew B. Rowan,
whose eple exploit at the out-
break of the Spanish-American
War Inspired Elbert Hubbard to
write “A Message to Garcla” i
seriously il in hils Ban Fran-
clsco home. In 1598 Rowan made
a hazardous trip through Cuban
war lines, contacted the Cuban
military leader, and returned with
information that hastened the end
of the war,

Garcia Hero Il

Flapper Fannie Says

A fan letter puts the stamp of
Approval en an actor's work.

- - "._:_:--'-\
7k o :_f-‘i-;ﬂizl-ss-

?QLL SORTS O THINGS GROWIN'
EVEN FLOWERS- BUT LOOK CLOSE- |’
CACTUS- GREASE WOOD- MESQUITE- [

HIKERS =
A LITTLE

NO THANKS, MISTER-
WE'RE NOT HITCH

JUST OUT TAKIN'

WE'RE
WALK-

BY HAROLD GRAY

MAYBE WE SHOULD HAVE
SAID YES= HE LOOKED O K-
BUT WE'RE NOT BEGGIN' RIDES
YET- LOOK- WATER- A WELL=
WONDER HOW FAR IT IS
To TH' NEXT ONE~

A GUY QUTSIDE... A

MR FARLEY, THERE'S

MEG U & Par fify L
BY uik Gy

(ONE OF THE BaMk ROBBERD)
IS JEROME GILLY, HELD

SEVERAL TMES IN PITTS-
BURG FOR QUESTICNING,

l NO CONVICTIONS,
7 \5—7/—-——-“'
[

)

BY CRANE

(ANOTHER IS CHARLES (PUNIKY) MAGLEW, NOTORIOUS
DESPERADO AND TRAIN ROBBER OF GOME |5 YEARS
L\ _AGO, JUST RELEASED FROM LEAVENWORTH. ]

WHO's THE
PICTURE §

{THAT!S HIM—PUNIKY | HUMPH T IINDERY
MAGLEW, EVIDENTLY CARELESS, AIN'T
HE'S THE BRAING, T | HE # THEY QUGHTAL'T
FOUND HIS FINGER- [TO BE ANY TROUHRLE
PRINTS INI NO LESS [ FINCIN' A GUY

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

THE HOUSE, NOWADAYS, T HAVE A FEELING
IM BEING WHTCHED ' TT's JUsT MY
IMAGINATION , 1 o

-1 DONT

[GEE! 1T FUNNY —BUT, EVERY TME L LEAVE |

SEE ANNONE

OH , FIDOLE

Hiten

LR

Shcwese
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