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OUT OUR WAY. With MAJOR HOOPLEBY J. R. WILLIAMS OUR BOARDING HOUSEKick and KeckleM
By Mary Raymond

If he should ever propose and
if Molly said yes, she would live
in that fine old home of Brent's,

CHAPTER 1

TT was the end of the season.
Reason enough, Molly told

herself, tor feeling tired and re- -
' bcllioui and dissatisfied. Debut

time was almoit over. And what
had it got herf

A let of orchids, petals only
lightly crushed by Iwt night's

i wearing, met her ryot. They had
been placed on the window ledge
through habit' Rita, her maid,
would wear them soma place to-

night when she stepped out after
nerving hours.

There would be more orchids
for Molly, arriving In glittering
cellophane covering from Wick.
Or gardenias from Donald. Or
perhaps yellow rosebuds from
Brent. Or violets, waxy green
leaves curled about their deep
purple hearts, from Hubert who
was romantic, like his flowers.

with its mellow paneling and gra-
cious air ot age and dignity. A
house that was the proper setting
for the son of a famous architect,
who was making a name for him-
self in the same profession.

'T'HE telephone tinkled and she
A heard Rita, the maid, answer-

ing.
"I'm awake, Rita," called Molly.

Anything was better than going
over the same ground and getting
no where no where beyond men
and flowers and telephones , . ,
and security.

That was ill Molly wanted a
dangerous current in her life.
Something to stir her pulses not
Uiis smooth, endless succession ot
parties and parties, leading final-

ly to a brilliant wedding.
The voice over the wire was
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nly Hubert's.
"Sorry," .Afolly told him, trying

to keep boredom from- - her tone.
'I don't feel up to luncheon to-

day. Give me a rain check, won't
rou. Hubert?"

Just being polite. The conver-
ts tion ot their crowd was always
polite and meaningless, when It
wasn't brittle and stinging.

"Sometime 1 11 be so bored and
sitter that the claws will come
ut I'll be like Sophy and Bar-

bara and Donna," Molly thought

Debut had brought her Wick,
Donald, Hubert, Brent and the
others. The other men were like
lesser stars twinkling against the
definite, authentic brightness of
desirability represented by the
quartet.

Wickersham Ross was wealthy
handsome and nice. Donald Liv-

ingston represented the inner cir-
cle of the "four hundred," small,
hand-pick- group that claimed
top place socially through right
ot heritage, boasting ancestral
lines that stretched into a past so
dim it shouldn't have mattered in
modern tlmJ. Yet somehow it
did.. Tremendously. All 'the fa-
mous families would open their
arms to Donald's wife. Donald,
arrogant, cocksure, correct, with
his splendid old town house that
was frightfully in need of redec-
orating, and his country place
where he entertained frequently,
keeping up a pretense of a com-
fortable income. Donald had
found it necessary to retrench for
some vague reasons concerned
with stocks and bonds.

You couldn't help feeling sorry
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tor Donna, who had gone hither
ind yon, after an unsuccessful de-t-

but had finally attached Dad
ind his millions. Though perhaps
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mise for missing romance.
The telephone again. Molly an

swered and felt a pleasant, re-

assuring feeling rushing over her.
That couldnt mean anything more
than devotion, since it lacked the
strong, sensa
tion which any girl knew meant
being in love'.TTUBERT WALLACE was Just a

debutante rusher. This yearhe had picked Molly. Hubert was
good playfellow, but perhaps
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fcfj SfSSiTV S jiggers! quick. IT she's out somewhere,

"Hi, mutt! rm coming out"
"I wont be taken for granted

this way," Molly thought sudden-
ly mutinous. Aloud she replied
sweetly, "No, you aren't I'm feel-

ing not so top, Brent Cold and
headache."

"Rebellion." declared Brent

himt a lime you would become
tired of a life that was an endless

d, and then where

firmly. "I know the symptoms."
(To Be Continued)

Rusting at Inaccessible cor

wouia you oe?
"Golden girl!" She could hear

Hubert's caressing voice, now.
"Marry me, and you'll dine on
strawberries and cream like the
good little girl in the nursery
rhyme."

"No thanks," Molly had retort-
ed. "Strawberries give me indi-
gestion and cream might make me
fat I'm not a good little girl, and
I'm too old for nursery rhymes."

Brent Stuart whn hH hnn lis

ners about the body can be pre-
vented by an aoDllcatlon ot
liquid wax with a small paint
brush.
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"Don't know, to both your ques-

tions," Molly had replied. "I want
to una out"

Thinking about Brent's nice
ss stilled for the

moment the tumult in her mind,
a tumult started often these days
by the sight of flowers and the
small white cards with their
scrawled messages. They raised
interrogation marks, these small my cause annoyiog noises. II i r f 48-O- t s47 1 ll II III If I V1SZH I J I "Tf O0U W A-.l-

1 I I
white symbols of a decision she
must make soon. o.t t . . ' niiiimisT ? sHfH'ffllA. ...... i uar i

' For, of course, every girl should oeeKS Lemkes .

end her debut with an announce-
ment of her engagement That Seat in Hnnco FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS . BV1),naras what debuts were for!

In Molly's cose it was more re
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woo was only nve years older
than herself. Donna was getting
sick and tired of a stenmother
roie. aged ner a bit Pressure,
subtle as it was, was being
brought to bear on Molly toward
a decisfnn

'
"Goodness, Molly," Donna had

said. "What is the matter with
you? Four of the season's most
eligible men at your heels and youcaVt make up jour mind. You
could draw straws and win a hus-
band any girl would t proud to
get" X'
11 TOLLY stirred restlessly on her

pillow. It wouldn't be Hubert,
who babbled things like "Golden
Girl" at her. Nor Wick, with his
casual acceptance of her as a suit-
able wife. Nor Donald, with his
mave flattery and appraising eyes.
rhat, of course, left Brent. Brent,
R'iih his teasing, gray eyes, his

g, but not
face, his strong man's shoul-Jer- s.

The thought of Brent both
steadied and stimulated ,. Molly.
Strange. But Brent was Ilk tw
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: There was Just one thing
wrong with choosing Brent. You
couldnt accept a man who hadn't

J bskco. you to marry him. Donna
didn t know that, and persisted in
me wieory mat Brent was in

ui ueiinum aDout Molly.
-- 11 .. .."'u me xime there waswn nisr might mean some-- ii

gand might mean nothing at
Perhaps she didn't want it to

"f any'h'n' Brent wouldn't:all her "Golden Girl." But he'doe certain to call her "child," ashe had done ever since Molly was
12 ond he was a perfectly mad-Jenl-

and insulting 18 years old.
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES BY MARTIN

ill her life?
Strangely, he hadn't mocked at

the name Hubert had suggested
during an intermission at Molly's
debut ball; "Golden hair, golden
eyes with amber lights, golden
skin," Hubert hod said softly.

"Sounds Chinese," Molly had
laughed. ,

"Not yellow. Golden," Brent
had corrected. "You have a sun-
ny kind of skin and it's deeper
gold when you put on tan in the
summer."
' "Why, Brentl" Molly hod ex-
claimed. This from matter-of-fa- ct

Brent Stuart!

When tied and gagged woman's
bound to keep still.


