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CHAPTER 1
JT was the end of the senson,
™ Reason enough, Molly told
f, for feeling tired nnd re-
_ bellious and dissatisfied. Debut
time was almost over, And what
hid (¢ got her?
Jel of orchids, petals only
s ¢ crisbed by lsat night's
A met her eyes. They had
placed on the window ledge
i habit. ~ Rita, her mald,
wear them some place to-
ght when she stepped out after
¢ hours,

There would be more orchids
for Molly, arriving in glittering
ecellophane covering from Wick.
Or gardening from Donald, Or

pa  yellow rosebuds from
nt, Or wiolets, wuxy green

loaves curled about their deep

purple hearts, from Hubert who
was romantie, like his flowers,

Debut had brought her Wick,
Donald, Hubert, Brent—and the
others. The other men were like

stars twinkling ngninst the
definite, authentic brightness of

billty represented by the
quartet.

Wickersham Ross was wealthy,
handsome and nice. Donald Liv~
Ingston represented the fnper cire
ele of the “four hundred." a small,
hand-pickéd group that clalmed
fop place soclally through right
of heritage, boasting ancestral
Jines that stretehed into a past so
dim it shouldn’t have mattered in
modern times. Yet somehow it
did, Tremendously, All'the fa-
mous familics would open their
arms u: Dou;ld'l wife. Donald,
arrogant, cocksure, correct, with
his eplendid old town house that
was frightfully in need of redec-

ating, and his country place

he entertalned frequently,
keeping up a pretense of a come
fortable income. Donald had
found it necessary to retrench for
sme vague reasons concerned
with stocks and bonds.
- - -
HU‘BKRT WALLACE was just a
debutante rusher., This year

bo had picked Molly. Hubert was |

a good playfellow, but perhaps
after 8 time you would become
tired of a life that was an endless
merry-go-round, and then where
would you be?

*“Golden girl!" She could hear
Hubert's caressing  voice,
“Marry me, and syou'll dine on
strawberries and cream like the
good liltle girl in the nursery
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“No thanks," Molly had retort-
ed, “Strawberries give me indi-
gestlon and cream might make me
fat. I'm not a good little girl, and
I'm too old for nursery rhymes."

Brent Stuart, who had been lis-
fening in on one of Hubert's
numerous and quite casual pro-
posals, had queried, “What do you
want, child? What kind of girl
are you?"

f 't know, to both your ques-
tions," Molly had replied, *I want
to find out.”

Thinking about Brent's nice
matier-of-factness stilled for the
moment the tumult In her mind,
& tumult started often these days
by the sight of flowers and the
smoll white cards with their
scrawled messages. They raised
Interrogation marks, these small

| “Rebellion,”
now. | Armly,

It he should ever propose and
i Molly sald yes, she would live
in that fine old home of Brenl's,
wilth Its mellow paneling and gra=-
clous air of age and dignity, A
house that was the proper selling
for the son of n famous architect,
who was making a name for him-
=elf in the aa?e.pu:frnlnn.
THE telephone tinkled and she

heard Rita, the maid, answor-
In

EI'm awake, Rita,” called Molly.
Anything was belter than going
over the same ground and gelting
no where—no where beyond men
and flowers snd telephones . . .
nnd security.

That was il Molly wanled &
dangerous current in her life.
Something to stir her pulses—not
this smooth, endless succession of
parties and parties, lepding final-
Iy to a brilliant wedding.

The voice over the wire was
anly Hubert's,

“Sorry," Molly 1old him, trying
lo keep boredom from: her tone.
‘1 don't feel up to luncheon to-
day. Give me a rain check, won't
rou. Hubert?™

Just being polite, The conver-
wmtion of their crowd was always
polite and meaningless, when it
wasn't brittle and stinging.

"Sometime I'll be so bored and
ditter that the claws will come
sut. 11l be like Sophy and Bar-
hara and Donna,” Molly thought.

You couldn't help feeling sorry
‘or Donna, who had gone hither
ind yon, after an unsuccessful de-
sut, but had finally attached Dad
ind his millions. Though perhaps
narrying one of the richest men
n the country (that was what the
aewzpapers and § tax people
said), hadn't been a bad compro-
mise for missing romance,

The telephone again. Molly an-
swered and felt a pleasant, re-
assuring feeling rushing over her,
That couldn’t mean anything more
than devotion, since it lacked the

wind-in-your-ears sensa-
tion which any girl knew mennt
being in love!

“Hi, mutt! I'm coming out™

*“I won't be taken for granted
| this way,” Molly thought, sudden~
‘ly mutinous, Aloud she replied
sweetly, “No, you aren't. I'm feel-
Iing not so top, Brent. Cold and

| headache,”
declared Brent
“I know the symptoms."
(To Be Continued)

Rusting at Inaccessible cor-
ners about the body can be pre-
vonted by an application of
liguid wax with & small palint-
brush,

The lightning of winter thun-
derstorms Is sald to be more
dangerous than that of summer
slorme.

Estimates place the number of
people who will spend thelr va-
cations In traller-travel this sum-

mer at approximately 1,000,000,

A car ghould never ba waxed
until all road accumulations have
been completely removed with a
good cleaner.
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If shock absorbers are not
given the proper attention, they
may cause annoying nolses.

white symbols of a decizion she
must make soon.

For, of course, every girl should
emd her debut with an announce-
ment of her engagement. That
was what debuts were for!

In Molly's case it was more ur-
gent. It was two years now since
her father's marriage to Donna,
who was only five years older
than herself. Donna was getting
sitk and tired of a stepmother
rale. It aged her a bit. Pressure,

ns it was, was being
brought to bear on Molly toward
& decision,

“Gocdness, Molly,” Donna had
said. “What {5 the matter with
you? Four of the season's most
eligible men at your heels and you
ein't make up your mind. You
could draw straws asd win a hus-
I:nng any girl would ¥= proud to
get.

MOLLY stirred restlessly on her
pillow. It wouldn't be Hubert,

who babbled things like “Golden

Glrl” st her, Nor Wick, with his

casual acceplance of her as a suit-

able wife. Nor Donald, with hiz
fuave flattery and appraising eyes,

That, of course, left Brent. Brent,

with his foasing, groy eyes, his

feod-looking, but not hero-hand-
some face, his strong man's shoul-
ders. The thought of Brent both
iteadied and stimulated Molly.

Strange. But Brent was like that,

There was  just one thing
wrong wilhh choosing Brent. You
souldn’t accept a man who hadn't
nsked you 1o merry him. Donna
dldn't know that, and persisted in
the theory that Brent was In &
sort of delirium about Mally.

And nll the time there wag

Brent with his big-brother-like
devotion that might mean some-
thing and might mean nothing af
all, Perhaps she didn't want it 1o
mean anything. Brent wouldn't
sall her “Golden Girl” Byt he'd
o8 certain to call her “child,” s
ae had done ever ginee Molly was
12 and he was o perfectly mad-
gml’n: anltleén.!t:lilng 16 years old.
wan be called "
Al her life? et
Strangely, he hadn't mocked at
the name Hubert had suggested
during an intermission st Molly's
debut ball. “Golden hair, golden
eyes with amber lights, golden
skin,” Hubert had said softly,

“Sounds Chinese,” Molly had
laughed,

“Not yellow. Golden," Brent
had corrected. "You have a sune
ny kind of skin and it's deeper
#old when you put on tan in the
summer,"

“Why, Brenl!” Molly had ex-
claimed, This from matter-of-fact
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[ DON'T BE TRYNA
TALK TO ME WITH
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IT'S BAD ETIQUET,
AN' ITS HARD TO
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MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE

Rvra
AND JACK
HAVE
DECIDED
TO JOIN
SR
EDMOND
AND HIS
DALGHTER)
MERLE,
oN
THEIR
VACATION
CRUIBE~
THE BOUT
I3 NOW
HEAPED
FORTHE
RIVIERA,

THS BEAUTIFLL
GOWN = [

YOU MERLE, TO LEND WE

TS AWFLULLY SWEET OF ,

TONIGHT~ WE
CAPTAINS TABLE

NOT AT ALL,
PEAR..WE
MUST LOOR
OUR BEST

DINE AT THE

MYRA=YOU LOOK ADORABLE !

I MUST ADMIT
THE FEMININE
NATURE IS DE~
LIGHTED AT THIS

RETURN TO

BY THOMPSON AND COLL

THAT LOVELY CREATION JACK ! T

CALLS FOR A BIT OF

JEWELRY MyRA, AMNDT

JUST HAPPENED TO
HAVE THIS LITTILE

CIAMOND BALBLE
WITH ME ~

BRACELET HARKIM
STOLE FEOM
YOU THAT Day
| O THE DESE

o THE
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CVERED IT
lAMONG HYSTER S §
iT WAS A GIFT Fe
MATILO, OF LIBANIA, FOR.
YOUR SERVICES THERE ..

A FAVOR [ WANT YOU 1O PRE

TEMND IT CAME FROM ME | THAT 1%y,
UNTIL [ CAN GET TO A JEWELRY
SHOPAND BUY YOU THE &84T

{

-

e

ot -l

BUT 'S GOING 10 REQUEST
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'UTTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

| CAN'T WORK=
MY HEAD IS SPINNING
LIKE A TOP= ANNIE

MUST HAVE GOT

WIND OF SOMETHING-
BUT How?

FOUND '§M_AND SPRINKLED
DUST ON TH' OLD “BOOK
THEY'RE IN-++ SH+H -+
OUT TH' BACK WAY--

SHE'S OUT SOMEWHERE=
GOOD- -
JUST THE WAY | LEFT
IT=-- THE

AH--- DUSTY=
N MY SECRET

1S STILL SAFE FROM

HER, THANK GOODNESS-
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SEE THAT

TAILT WELL, T
HAVE A HoOK
FASTEMED

ms st
RIGHT FOR
WHAT I'M
FISHIN' FOR'
I USE A
KERNEL OF
CoRN FOR
BArr! 1M
TRYING T
CATCH A WILD

TO THINK YOU'RE
RIGHT ! SO FAR,
ALL IVE BEEN
ABLE TO CATCH
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Secking the scat as represcnta-
Uye at large from North Da-
kola now held by Willlam
l':.l.'mlte, Henry Holt, Grand
Fotks publisher, shown here in
a new picture, js campaigning
aclively & the Democratic
nominee. Lemke is running for
re-election as welt . as for the
presidency on the Unign Party
licket, Holt was an unsyeceas-
tul candidate for the U, 8, Sen-
sle against Lynn J, Frazier in
1934,
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Brent Stuart!

When tied and ga a2 woman's
bound lo‘k‘!‘é:)dﬁﬂl.

|WASH TUIBBS

C.HOLLIS WALLIS NEVER IS HAPPIER THAM
WHEN WATCHING LULU BELLE'S EXHIBITIONS OF

STRENGTH.

TH
WONDERFUL!
\._______‘-‘

I S,
SHUX! THIS,
OTHIN

15 N

BY CRANE

7

e

(" WASHING MACHINES — WHY, Y0U WOULDM')
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DO YOUR WORK., WOULD VOU'% 1"
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( YOURE A GIRL WHO CAN DO THINGS . vou!
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