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Hallywood mo owe ny
ttem 1o Linda waill one day,
ha
Peter, |h-rh me one hw‘:’c‘hﬁ
NOW G0 ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER XIT
R two months Linda had
spent the days since her an
rival in Hollywood sitting with
her teet on the pulled-but drawe
of her desk, Idly readiug old
scripts, At lunchtime she had
fonnd a pocluded table in the
Commonwealth lunch-room, then
wandered over the lots, watching
the making of plctures and go-
fng back to write gay little letters
to Pete In which sho plotured hers
self as Alice ia Wonderland., Stu-
dio lfe was fasclnating to wateh,
but Linda had been bored.

Then came that fateful day of
the conference. Linda had been
fnvited out of courtesy., Direc
tors, producers and writers had
meot to dlscuss the falling stars,
the pictures that were not good
*box-office,” and out of It all had
come ono suggestion from the un-
known Linda Bourne. And & f=ll-
ing star had become once more
a brilliant possibility,

Linda was mno longer bored.
The studlo had bounght Myron's

LINDA met Basil Thérme at
Honay Harmon's bungalow at
Malibu, Bhe drove down with
Cora Jarrett, editor of a movie
fan magazineg,

“Maybo you'll ke him, and
maybs you won't, Moat women
do,” Cora, speaking of Thorne,
sald to Linds, "It would be bard
to desoribe him. 1 don't know
whether he is & cad or a gentle-
man. I don't even know whether
he Is ugly or handsome, He's that
kind, Most women are crasy
about him, but maybe It's Just
Hollywood., He is baving a eycle
of blonds now,”

“Oyels of blonda?™ Linda asked,

“Yes. When he first came it
was the Dietrich type. Thon he
went In for gamins. Then he took
the sophistieated ladies In his
atride, so to speak, but now I's
blonds. Must I say more?"

“You might mention ons,” Lin-
da answered.

“Honey Harmon."

“Oh Honey, my patronees!™

*Your hostess, will do™ Cora

. "We all know Honey
bought your firat seript, but don't
let her get the idea that she has
anything to do with your sue-
coes. Honey has a way of mak-
ing uncxpected use of any little
thing she thinks belongs to her.
Incidentally, she thinks Thorne be-
Jongs to her. I thought I'd tell
you just In case—""

“I remember someons who bo
longed to me once and she wasn't
above appropristing him."

*“In Hollywood?" Cora asked.

*No,” Linda answered briefly.

“Just what I thought! You've
been out here & couple of years
and 1 haven't heard about a sin-
gls romance, Linda. 1Is It this

“Lite of Keats" and they were
already at work on the plcture for
Cooper Venoll.

Linds was famous. Miracle
girl, they called her. But, by
this time, Linda was no longer

surprised by H And in
a little Ume she forgot it hadn't
been her own ides—that she bad
only said what Pele had written.
Bhe had long since thrown away
the telegram from Pete. She ac-
cepted ber Increased salary s
easily as she accepted her move
to the executive offices and the
services of a secretary.

When they brought her a copy
of her original script, which Pete
had sold to Honey Harmon almost
balf & year before, Linda thought

.the plot was really her own. If

there was & third character that

Pota had written into it, long be-

fore in the Biade office, Linda

didn't remember and Pete had

pever told her what he had done.
- L

WEIH Linds, made the first
speech that made her famous
in moviedom that .day she took
soveral rounds of the ladder of

success at once, but when, three
months Iater, luoching casually
with Hogarth James who had
played Eunglish character parts
for the past five years, she sup
geated that he had a kind of men-
ace In his kindly face that waa
exactly right for s series of new
mystery stories, she was made!

8he forgot that Pete Gardiner
had pointed this out to her after
a movie they had seen together
at the Palace at Newtown.

It wasn't lonmely for Linda io
Hollywood afier that, Bhe had
moved from the hotel to an apart.
.ment house, bought herself a
modest car, and, Hke everyome
elsa in Hollywood, went to the
maovles.

A young woman with power—
and Linda bad power since she
was credited with “discoveries”
—need mot bhave feared lonmell
pess, Linda could be useful and
she was sitractive,

Bhe was chic, Bhe learned to
dress well, Any old hat and
knitted things didn’t go. In Hol-
Iywood the fashlon was sports
clothes and evening clothes, and
Linda's taflored white tweed, her
broad-shouldered, elim-hipped
talllears, her fresh violets, while
or deep purple, which she alwaye
wore, her Paris-made evening
frocks were dlstingulshed where
all clothes were beautiful. Her
soft, ¢lipped volee and her dignl-
fled bearing were often unkind
contrast to her sensational slaters
fn the plctura colony. Plcture
people wanted to know Linda for
herself, as well as for what she
could do for Lha:n. 2
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SBB spent monoy recklessly on
clothes, Bhe bought a good
car, not because she wanted to
create an Impression but becauss
she liked to drive a good car, She
gave partles, They wers small
and Intimate, Dinners for four
or slx, at the most, and never for
Awo. Bundays uhe was “at home"
from 4 to 7, merving & discreet
pumber of cocktalls and excellent
food, It became smart to be in-
vited to & Bourne Bunday after
noon.

Linda kuew the stars, the im-
portant directors, the producers,
Bbe went to the fights, the fool-
ball games, to Palm Bprings and
Arrowhead for week-ends., Bhe
epoke & few words Into the
“mike' at the important openings
at 8id Graumann's Chiness Theas
ter, Bhe became a celebrity
among celebritles, and she still,
wrote to Pets, but her lettors
grow less frequent and told him
more tham she thought. Pate
knew bo had lost her, and pride
kept him from Intruding into the
\ife alie had made for harsolf,

Pote put himsell Into his play,
And one day it was done and he
sent It to New York.

Linds was in Hollywood 18

months before she met Basi
Thorne. Not that she dida't know
him by name. Or by reputation,
Thorne was the director who had
made the groat money-making
musicals, His pleturos had brought
& new medlum to ploture making,
Extravaganwas, they were llke
tholr greator. Dazxling, gargan-
&n , fillad with contrasts, roman-
- te, worldly and fncredible,

back eant?"

“It isn't anybody at all. No
romances, All work™ Linda
wanted Cora to get her mind off
the subject. Cors was s Holly-
woodlte and she could use any
information hermelf, Not that
Linda had any to give her, There
bad been mo romance in her life,
unless she counted Pete, and
after so many months that waa so
remote that Linds forgot most of
the things she thought she would
always remember about him. Bhe
thought of him now, and missed
bim suddenly, Not because he
was Peto, but because she was &
girl and she had no one to love,

And then she met Basll Thorne.

‘{(To Be Continned)

FRATERRITY AID3
FIELD"S WIDOW

HEAFFORD JUNCTION, Wik,
May 21, (F—A speedy reply to an
appeal for financial aid today as-
sured the widow of Eugene Fleld,
the poet, that her pleturesque re-
sort estaté would not be lost
through & mortgage foreclosure.
. Her son, Bugene Fleld II, said
he belleved his mother would se-
cept the “splendld offer" of the
New York alumnl chapter of Phi
Delta Theta to advance 33,000
needed 1o satisfy s Judgment
agalnst the 156-acre estate. Mrs.
Field had invested her savings,
about $60,000 In the place. Fleld
was & Phl Delta Thela.

Hearing on conformation of the
foreclosure sale was scheduled
for Baturday. The fraternity’s of-
fer came & few houra before Jesae
P. Henry, chalrman of a e¢lvie
committee restoring Fleld's boy-
hood home in St. Louls, nolified
the 80-year-old widow, 1l with
heart disease, that he had ap-
pealed to President Roosevell for
ald [n her behalf,

Asslstance from the 8t. Lonls
grotup also wans promised, the
poet’s son sald.

The machine-like removal of
hats in elavators on which women
are passengern has Dbecome o
meaningless gesture, as fatlle as
It Is foolish, making men an ob-
ject of derfalon—even among our-
gelves—causing strong men to
eringe and women to titter.—U.
8. Representative’ Maury Maver-
ick, Texas.
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7Tt 1RONY OF ITALLT A Bia,
GIANT TRUCK DRIVER WHO
GITS PAID FER TAKIN' QUT
TRUNKS ~ HE GITS A QUARTER
\ TP/ AMD ME, WHO AINT S'POSED
TO DO IT ~1 HAFTA HELP HIM,

AT AT NOTHIN'. ME., A -
YOUNG, ERAIL SCHOOL BOY~

NOT EVEN A THANK
e You !
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UNCORKING
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HIS YODEL

OUT OF THAT
¢l WATER KENNEL!|
C THERES A
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_ OF CARGO

o WAITING TO
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BY THOMPSON AND COLL

JACK
HASTENS
TO THE

EMPEROR

WITH
LEW WEN'S
STARTLING

INFORMATION
ABOUT
AN ENEMY
ATTACK *

THRU

THE
SECRET
TUNNEL

REMEMBER, MEN -THE ENEMY 1S
USING ALL OLD EQUIPMENT -
YOU ARE BETTER ARMED/ WE

JACK AND THE EMPEROR. INSPIRE
THE TROOPS FROM THE BALCONY.

PURING THE QUTBURST OF
ENTHUSIASM WHICKH OREETS
HIS PLAN OF ACTION, JACK
SEEKS QUT ONE OF THE |
EMPEROR'S MOST TRUSTED

WHEN YOU REACK TWE ENEMY TRUST ARMBA. |
CAMP | WANIT YO TO KEEP AN COLONEBL = wiF
EVE OPEN FOR A CERTAIN SAVE YOUR
BLOND NURSE - YOLI KNOW PRETTY LADY/
HER = #YRA AORTH - SHE | e
MUST NOTBE[~ N

GEORGE CHISELOPOLIS
BRAGGIN' HE'LL GET ALL
UNCLE” JACK'S BUSINESSH!

F PLE
"' THIS mTH FOR THIRTY
- EY WONT

OM, LOOKIE, SANDY=~

WHAT DID | TELL YUH?
THERE GOES MRS. FROTH
BRINGIN' HER WHOLE
FAMILY'S SHOES TO BE FIXED-
ONE O “UMCLE® JACK'S

BEST CUSTOMERS==«--
o (LU | FARER
5 ileg
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Fomead . b Mo Ryt oo, |

HEY.! WHAT
TH==-1 SHE'S
GOME RIGHT BY=+=
< INTO THAT

CHISELOPOLIS

"is muTT EATS ‘

MORE THAN A HORSE, iRats WhEOWS

IN MY HOTHOUSE
AND RIPPED CUR

GEE, IT'S GOOD T0
SEE HIM AGAIN!

HE HAS A NOTE
PINNED TO HIS

AND HE RAISED
CAIN WITH EVERY-

' HE DUG UP MY
GARDEN, BUSTED

BY BLOSSER

Y IF YbU DONT WANT HiM, FoR 'J
PETE'S SAKE,TELL HIM IVE ¥
MOVED TO HONOLULU, AND  _§
FOR THE LOVE OF MIKE, |
DONT GIVE HIM A PAIR, ’ﬂ|.‘
OF WATER WINGS'! )/ =

M u‘nlu! |
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Thers |s n deplorable tendency
already observable on the. part
of some chilldren to conslder their
duty to mother accomplished for
the year by the attentions they
shower  upon her on Mother's
Day—Dr. Charles Francis Pot-
ter, New York clergyman,

The first grains of wheat grew
wild on the steppes of Asla,
thousands of years ago, This wild
wheat was the genesis of the
gralp that we know and use to-
day.

Flapper Fannie Says I
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LA pirouette by Pletrette puls

(1 SURRENDER -T ~WELL,

GEE WIZ!&’Tﬁrﬁh)}

KNOCK.ED out!

8/ DON'T sHoOT,
MR, BAND| T
W\, I GIVE UP!

Pierrot in a whirl




