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XOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
y CHAPTER VII

IEN Ann came down fo
breakfast sho felt that some

of tho guests at the resort hotel

her askance. She wns sure

know what they were think-
ing: she was the girl who wﬁ
running around with that wild
galoot, Jaime Laird, who lived
neross the lake at the Majestie,
Flying high! They all knew whe
. Ann was, what she did in the eity,
and how old she was,
She was wearing climbing togs.
The porch sitters took up their
tions and walted for some-
ng to happen. One or two
geninl old ladies dropped a stitch
or two in their knitting when
Jnime's long roafster came roar-
ing around the lake, to stop in a
whirl of dust before the Glenwood
Inn.

Ann went down to meet him
and they drove away on the Cas-
cade road, toward the Marcy trail,
Jaime seemed changed. Ann
fthought—or perhaps she imagined
ft—that his face had a little more
color this morning. Perhaps it
was the result of the crisp moun-
tain alr,

“Is this a very steep mountain?”

alme asked. -

*“It's the highest in the Adiron-
dacks™ she sald firmly.

Jaime pretended to faint, and
ghe had to catch the wheel to keep
them from swerving of the road.
*You juvenile!” she said, laugh-
ing. “You perpetusl clown."

He faced her, *“Do you like
me?"

*I'm afraid I du.".

A

THE climb they were attempting |

wasn't arduous, They were
Eoing only part of the way up the
mountain, At first the trail was
no more than a leisurely uphill
walk, At intervals Jaime stopped
and pointed out flora beside the
path. Once they siopped to watch
tiny lizards in the grass.

This experience was something
entirely mew to him, and he
thrilled to it like a small boy.
His face was flushed when they
came to the roaring cataract which
emptied one of the high mountain
lakes called by the Indians Lake
Tear-in-the-Clouds.

He leapt out to the big boulder
in ‘the very center of the raging
flood, and waited for her to fol-

low. Ann jumped, and he caught
bher in his arms, They were both
loughing hilariously when they
sat down on the rock-island to
catch their wind.

It hadn't been a bad climb, and
now they were enjoying one of
the most benutiful sights in the
mountains. The sun, playing about
the peaks, painted them with a
fantastic mauve and purple. The
roar of the water was pleasant in
their ears. A faint cooling spray
same up at intervals to revive
them from blissful lethargy.

Jaime smoked snd was silent
contemplating the grandeur all
sbout. Ann leaned back on the
rock, and walched the cirrus
flouds chasing one another in the

“You see how marvelous it is
up here?" ghe said. “This is a real
vocation spol.”

“At lepst It's betler than that
dark little hole—the betting room.
But it was too much work getting
here!” Joime smiled lazily down
at her,

She sat up suddenly. “Jaime,
why don't you do something?
People love you. They are snared
3y your charm, but they want to
glap your hands and say, 'Get
some ambition!"®

Jaime laughed at her. *“I think
you like me—just as I am,” he
sald, and moved to kiss her.

“Conceited!” she answered
wading him,

He looked genuinely hurt, and
mt very still, hugging his knees
ap to his chin. “All right. Jalme
will be o good boy."”

He looked up at the trall which
led toward the top of the giani
peak and said, “Shall we climb
m?ll

*Do you want t0?” Her eyes
wvere eager again, .

“If you want to," he said with
xtreme courtesy. “1 think 1 could
go it until lunch time. After we've
nad our lunch we can start down

In,
“Let’s go!"
. .

came back to the little inn
at a quoarter to 4. Jaime went
lo his own hotel, pleasantly tired.
He had to go to the racing room
ind see how much money he had
lost on the day's races. He was
losing steadlly,
Afier a hot shower Ann fell
refreshed and joined the crowd
for tea in the lobby. It was hard
‘o realize that she had arrived at
ibe resort only the afternoon be-
lore. -«
The hostess, Aimee, was busy
ntroducing new guests, and Ann
felt like one of t{he oldest now.
Aimee talked to her like an old
friend. “We're going to have a
steak roast on the luke shore to-
night," she sald, “Wouldn't you
like to come, und bring your
young mon?*
'T'd love 14" Ann told her. “But
P'm alraid Mr. Loird Is engnged—"
‘A cheerful, maosculine voice
opomed behind them. “But I'm
so0t, and I love steak roasts!™

Ann turned to sce the stalwart
Igure of Lofly Ponds. “Oh, iV's
poul" she soid, “Aimee, this Is
Mr. Lefty Ponds, He's a guest
aere."

Almee gave Lefty a hand in her
robust, friendly manner. “We'd

be delighted to hav 7
%d"“ ave you, Mr.
~But when Ann got bim aside

on the veranoa, she said, "You are
persistent, aren't you? 1 thought
we seitled this last night”

“Oh, but you can't avoid me," he
sid easily, In his deep-throated,
masculine fone, “An ex-foolball
tar—="
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HEY danced once to the musie

from the madio, and then sat
down on the verandn where they
qould wolch the sun setling over
e lake. The flery red ball de-
wended slowly Into the greenlsh
waters.

“Why do you married men
think you have to kick up your
heels like young colts when the
wife's away?" Ann asked cheer-
fully.

“I simply like you," Lefty Ponds
told her disarmingly. *I like to
be with pretty girls, Is there any-
thing wrong with that? But don't
tell my wife,” he added darkly,
and then laughed, “What's a sums
mer husband to do?" [

“Why don't you go fishing in
lhe Maine woods?"

*1 don't like fishing. I'd rather
talk with you"

“You are persistent!" she sald,
ind then she stood up and walked
to the rall. “What's a girl to do?"

A canoe made its way slowly
sefore the hotel, and from it came
the haunting melody of a guitar.

It was Ralph Spring, the head | Wjrusidisibsh  LEROES ARE MADE ~NOT BORM.

soatman, enjoying his b £
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BY J. R. WILLIAMS

1 FOUND IT OVER THERE
IN A TRASH PILE A
GENUWINE OIL PAINTING
WY IT MIGHT BE AN OLD
MASTTER, LIKE COROT,
REMBRANDT OR DA
A VINCG) =~ WY, IT WOULD
BE WORTH THOUSANDSY
A MILLION MAYBE ~
'LL TAKE THIS TO |7 ik
AN EXPERT- / o{
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PURN THESE
BRIGHT BOYS!
ALL MY
LIFE, NOW,
ILL BE
TRYIN' TO
BEAT SOME
DUMB GUY
ouT OF A
REMBRANDT.
FER TWO

OW -O0H = ANOTHER
LONG PERIOD OF

MY LIFE RUINED,
HUNTIN' REMBRANDTS
AN' COROTS ~ BEFOKE
I HEARD OF THEM, [
WAS FAIRLY HAPPY ~

1 WAS JUST GETTIN
OVER HIS OIL FINDS,
WHEN HE BRINGS UP,
CORTOTS AND (1
DA VINKID  §

(1 STICK )
RIGHT HERE
FISkING ¢
YOU pON'T
KETCH ME~
SAY = KIN
YOuU SEE
A NAME
ON TTHATT

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

With MAJOR HOOPLE

( gﬂ VES wan LIM-M =~ MAFE <|AEF . )

BLOAD e T WAS
A HOOPLE WHO
FIRST HEWED ,/
ACPATH ]
THROUGH
THE L\
WILDERNESS f=

soliday, He stopped to wave up
it Ann and then he was gone,
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7 BANTER= TS THE FOMEER
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srobably thinking sbout building
aridges down in Rio.

Suddenly she wanted to go for
1 swim in the lake. She turned |
lo Lefty and said, “How about a
quick dip before the steak roast?”

He nodded and, hand in hand,
they ran down the path toward
the docks. The station bus drew
ap before the hotel, and they
itopped to look at the new guests.

Ann's hand flew to her throat,
ind she went toward the blond
roung man who stood, with a suit-
sase jn hand, beaming down on
wr,

“Bill Ware!” she exclalmed.

“1 turned the universe upside
Jown,” he told her, “to have my
sacation changed, and here I am
it Leke Racine. After six years
» planning other people's vaca- |
ions, the travel agent is going to |
iave one of his own."”

Lefty Ponds frowned.

(Yo Be Continged)

MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE

SHE MUST

THRY WHICH

HAD YOU NOTICED HOM
BEALTIEUL THE MOON
1S, OVER. THE NILE?

FACE, IF
HYSTER
IS TO BE

CAPTURED!

PORTHOLE

SHE HAS
ENTERED
THE
CABIN.

HIS 15 T00 60D
TO BE TRUE &

WITHOUT FLRTHER. HESITATION,
HYSTER QUICKLY GOES TO MYRA'S
| |SIDE AND TAKE S HER IN HIS ARMS!

BY THOMPSON AND COLL

[HIE ATTEMPTS TO KIS MYRA,
BUT SHE PUSHES HIM BACK,
AGAINST THE FORTHOLE.

- LGR‘\L') IS QLN J
L-\'l\'l-: Y [ ——

TTWE GOT HIN,
THIZ TIME, JACKT|
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Teamed for Life || 1rrie ORPHAN ANNIE

ON_A NIGHT OVER
THIRTY YEARS AGO--- STILL,
MAYBE NOT SO HARD EITHER,
WHEN YOU KNOW THE MAN- |

T

THESE FINGERPRINTS IN
BLOOD - LAST FOREVER K IN

BY HAROLD GRAY

HE MUST HAVE JUST

STUFFED ALL THE PAPERS IN
THIS TIN BOX, TOSSED IT
FAR BACK, AND SET OFF THE
BLAST THAT WOULD CLOSE
THAT PART OF THE MINE=-

FIGURED HED DISPOSED
OF ALL INCRIMINATING
EVIDENCE FOREVER ---+
HM:M-- FOREVER EHW?
THATS WHAT HE THOUGHT=

Harland Clift, the Browns® third
baseman, has a teammate for
life, She is the former Cora
Douglas of Yakima, Wash,,
which is Clift's home town. The
young couple were pholo-
graphed following their wedding
in St. Louis.
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SHH! HES RIGHT BELOW US...
KDONT MAKE A SOUND! HED

FRECKLES AND H!S FRIENDS

~

. SURE GET US IF, HE

BY BLOSSER

I DIDHT THINK

HE
CANT
GET HIS

STARTED
4 Tion wires !
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cHTHE SPor! HowLL | wELL
WE GET DOowWN
FROM THIS TREE,
UNTIL HE LEAVES T
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LEAVE WITH THE
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Flies GOP Word wAsH Ti188S

MUMDEEDS LINE THE SIDEWALK N
PALACE

FRONT OF THE WESTERN
HOTEL.

THEY SAY z_u'..-\_.i\-
, | BELLE, THE LADY
CHARLIER / SHERIFFHASA

HERE (THAT'S |WHERE'S | WHO'S | GAT FER HOME,VE

OWN SKUMK STREET THEY GO, THIS HANDSOME
COUPLE , AND INTO THE CRMSTAL

BY CRANE
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tieeef  WITH SUCH A
CHARMING GIRL
AS YOU BESIDE
ME, Mis5 LULD
BELLE, IT 1S~
AH- HEAVENLY.

John D. Hmnilton, chalrmon of
the Republican national commit-
tee, stepas from his plane at
Yukima, Wash,, on n flying speak-
Ing tour of the Paciflc Const on
which he Is carrying the Repub- J

lenn message,

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

[MMM —THERE 1S JUSTICE — NENOUGW LEFT)
OVER FER TWO OR
THREE MORE VERLS '
S'0ERN FUNKY THEY'D
LEANE ML TWIS STUFE
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TGS SORTA CHRERTIN wen
BT L HAECW, wean 200TS WiLL
WROW)

BY MARTIN

BOOVS, L CANT UNUERSTAND WY
Of) AT HOU CAME OUY TO THS
DESERTED PLACE FOR A PICMIC Y

THERE ARE O0DLES OF PLACES,
MICER ANO tAUCH MERRER

HOME

WHAY PUZZLES ME 15 Wiy Yo
BROVEHUT 50 MUCH FOOD , AND THEN
IWGSTED. ON L EAUING  WIAT WE
DON'T EAT L WILFUL EXTRANAGANCE.,




