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Mor..ur laughed at Brent's re-
ply. That was the nice thing
ut Brent. Mo understood, |
w thout belng angry.

*In {t a hendache, cold and re- |
belllon that will continue until
evening?™ Brent inquired pleas-
antly, “Becnuse it occurs to me
at the moment that I'm taking
you {o Peggy Carlyle's dance.”

YGGood memory,” Molly an- |
sweied,  "Your name's on my
date book, too, As a matler of
Zact, Bront, I've decided to skip
segRy's dance,”

“¥You can't do that!" Brent ex-
clnimed, “Besides being a date,
s n special kind of date. You
know I alwaye spend your birth-
doys with you"

“Just an old childish custom,"”
Molly replied cooly. "Anyway, 1
didn't sny 1 wouldn't spend my
birthday with you. I'm counting
on your skipping the dance with
me-ll

“Oh, you are” Brent spoke
slowly,
“Noturally, You don't sound

very enthusinstic.”

“What's on your mind?™

*“I'm planning to celebrate dif- |
ferently,” Molly explained eager- |
Jy. "Frances Carter was telling |
me about that new night elub near
Beechland —the Red Poppy.
Frances said it wns terrific.”

“It {=" DNBrent's volce came |
grimly over the phone. “No place
for you to go.”

“And why not?™

“You young idiot. That place
fs In danger of being raided any
fime. How would you like to wake
up behind bars?™

“T wouldn't mind a bit. At
least, it would be a new experl-
ence."

“Well, T won't take you to a
place like that*

“You won't?™
dangerous inflection
voice.

“No. Besides Peggy's party is
one I can't miss. Perhaps it has
slipped your memory that I'm do- |
ing the alteration on the Carter
country place.” !

“Business. before pleasure, of |
course. I'm not going to the Car-
ters' fonight. Why dont you ask |
Evelyn Lester to take my place? |
She adores dances—and you"

*“Am 1 to understand wou |
don't?" Brent laughed. \

Molly considered a moment, T
don't adore dances tonight, and I
adore you only with qualifica-
tions."

“Be reasonable, Molly!™

ere Wwas a
in Molly's

“Hope you like the dance”
Molly sald.
Brent  scemed brightly un-

crushed, “See you soon."
. & =
LIOLLY clicked the phone In
place ond sat considering its
blank face with a slight frown on
her own,

“So ‘superior!” Molly said in-
dignantly, "I don't llke being
called ‘child’ and ‘mutt’ and
treated as though I haven't cut
my baby teeth yet. If he won't

take me, somebody :lse will. I'm

being ted. Kept h d up
like—like an archid.”

On.an impulse, she lfted the
orchids and dropped them into a
dainty, be-ribboned waste basket
near her dressing table. Then she
stooped and retrieved them. Rita
adored orchids, even second-hand
ones. She possessed a Latin ca-
pacity for emotion that Molly
sometimes envied. Rita would
step out with her young man and
they would go places.

“And that" Molly decided, “is
what I'm going to do tonight—go
places!”

She came from her shower more
golden than ever, eyes shining,
and sparkling drops of na?m

The third telephone call brought
Wick's volce, “Lo’ night owl."

A proper salutation that hinted
Wick credited her with a degree
of sophistication, Neither did
Wick howl with amusement at the
ldea that she could be satiated
with social events,

“Skipping Peggy's dance?” he
queried nnd added, "Il skip it
with you."

“Wick!" breathed Molly. “Would
rmi‘? Take me to the Red Pop-
Py,

Wick hesitated only a moment.
“Right-0," he agreed. "It isn't
the sort of night club I'd pick for
you, but it might be exciting. Is
that what you'd like?"

“Like is the wrong word. 1
crave excitement. Doesn't any-
thing ever happen except dances,
receptions, teas and cocktall par-
tes?”

#1 have an idea plenty happens
at the Red Poppy. As I said, it
Isn't the sort of place we'd gen=
Eﬂll])' EO-—"

“That's why we're going!"™ Mol=
Iy cried, “Oh, Wick, this is going

| eerned,

‘slod a dreadful looking miniature

knife. Another minlafure gentle-
man never cottld be made to stand
n his lag,, but toppled and stag-

scred in the most incbrinted man= |

ner,

Molly regarded one of the tiny
actors with susplicious eyes.
golden-halred puppet staping out
at the seene with wide,” exeited
oyes,  “Might as well bé tagied
‘Mally,' ™ she thought,

“Stay home, child, and amuse

yourself with this small edition of |

night life,” read Brent's card. |
HChild!" Molly's soft, red lps |
closed  flrmly, "'!'Iml'n exactly |

what he thinks T am.'

She put Brent's gift back in the
big box and closed the top, Affer
n moment, she took the mininture
thenter out ngnin and soon was
deoply engrossed in mnking the

| tny actors perform.

“But if he thinks for a moment
I'm going to spend my birthday
pulling strings, he's mistaken,”

. L] L]

A‘NOTIIER package followed
within an hour. *“Wanted 'Iu
spend your birthday with you"
Brent had written on the card.
“Since I can't, I'm gending n
proxy.” The pagkage disclosed a
photograph—Brent, of course.
“Of all the conceited idiots™
Molly breathed. “I suppose he

thinks I'll put this on my dressing |

table where I'll have to look at
it every time I powder my nose,
| Well, T won't!"

A third package arrived at 7.
A beautifully bound and rare first
edition. *“Just to make up for
those two terrible gifts, and also
to carry you through a lonesome
evening,” Molly read.

“So he thinks!"™ Molly said to
herself, dusting powder on her
face, and this time carcfully
avoiding Brent's steady gray eves,
looking out at her from the dress-
ing table.

Brent was a dear and the book
was & gem. But she mustn't for-
get how stubborn and unyielding
he had been. It was going to be
fun tonight.

It was going to be even more
fun tomorrow to tell that obstinate
would-be-protector about it
she had not only seen wicked

How |

aight life, but had rubbed elbows

with it .
Wick had said: “Wait and scel™
Well, she was waiting!

(To Be Continued)

As far as the publle Is con-
those heavywelghts who
are always clamoring abont
money should get the gafe, not
just part of it.

In Grid Row

The dismissal of Bobby Evans, be-
low, veteran Pacific Coast Confer-
ence football official, by Herb
Dana, above, grid “czar,” resulted
in protests from Eeattle to Los An-
geles. Dana stood firm on the dis-
missal, refusing, however, to glve
exnct reasons,

o e the nicest birthday I've ever
hnd. I'm celebrating the end aof

my "teens with a mature kind of

adventure."

“Your birthday! I guess that
calls for about 20 orchids,” Wick
te

nsed,
“No orchids 1onight. This must

be different. Is this place so very
terrible?” Molly's ecager voice
urged him on.
"Walt and seel"
L I ]

WICK Molly decided, as she
went about dressing, was an
understanding person. Much more
understanding than Brent with his
tenaclous memory for birthdays.
A hig pockage came late that |
afternoon, bringing Brent's gift.
Molly gasped, frowned, and then
laughed. The Idioll He must
have spent the whole day assem-
bling this ridiculous home-made
marionette theater, The setting for
the tiny nctors was a lurid dive,
with bizarre colors nnd tiny, ab-
surd plctures on the wall which
earrled out n very wicked at-
mosphere. . The small puppets,
themselves, were perfectly cast.
One, when manipulated proper-
b with a string, lurched wowu'd -
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10 hea
leﬁcully in Eullinz on mascara is
apt to you into frenzy.

Flapper Fannie Says |
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OUT OUR WAY BY J. R, WILLIAMS

YOU'VE NEVER )
HEARD OF A GLY
GETTIN' SENT UP
FOR MURDERIN' A
TRADE, BEITHER ~
YOU'LL MEVER SEE
A HAPPY WHEEL~
BAKKOW PUSHER,,
AD LONG AD THERES
A CENT MORE A, DAy
IN ARTS OR SCIENCES

THEY SEND GUVS TO
T+ PEN FER STEALIN'
MOST ANNTHIN BT
NOU NEVER HEARD
OF ONE BEIN' SENT
UP FER STEALIN A
TRADE ~ THAT auy
WILL BE HIRIN' OUT
A% A MACHINIST, IN
ANOTHER SHOR IN
A SHORT TIME ~
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

With MAJOR HOOPLE
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EGAD, CACTUS, TLL SEE
THAT YOU RECEIVE MY

TANCY OWNING A HERD

CROP OF WOOL AND
LEATHER, EACH

OF STOCK FROM WHOSE
BACKS YO HARVEST A

i
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REPORT O THE GOVERNMENT, {\.\_ !
ON “THE HOOPLE WOOL-COW, ;
EVOLVED AFTER YEARS OF
SCIENTIFIC EXPERIMENTINGw~ J “o
IT SREDS \TS MIDE LIKE |\ £~
A SNAKE s~ UIMF-KOFE= KO F e U
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LIKE "'I'UTOC.'A
A SETTING
OF THEM
CRITTERS | /
POES THE
HWibE COME -~
CIVF ALREATY
k‘. 1ANNLD
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e n-in Ill\’;l“l:lt ROBBERY ANMD MURDER, -2\ LR MY RS MERTEL WG T W R0 4 PAT OFF

MYRA NORTH, SPECIAL NURSE BY THOMPSON AND COLL
- 5 : V10 INTRUDE, OH, YES - OF COURSE . ER, I (WY BUT THIS (5 THRILUING, JACK-] ' ’_LADI!.“" -WP GENTLEMEN.,. MAY | PRESENT
1"_':?"\%"-{:%?-'?:—4LIQDER ;a%:g;“% CAPTAIN'S UNDERSTAND THERE ARE " -_-;Dt:"- THE CAPTAINS GOING —) 10 YO, FIRST, A CHARMNG LITTLE LADY
MOONLIGHT AND. J ; SEVERAL FAMOUS PEOPLE 10 INTEOOUCE SOME OF THE | | SAV7 L{ | FROM This UMITED STATE™S WHODE
THIS~T ﬁgﬁ.\g‘, ABOARD BESIDE YOURSELFE —] CELEPRITIES, NOW = |~ HE™ COMING| | BRAVELRY A% A WAR NURSE AMD HER
YOU2 BRACELET. SIR EDMOND - *L-——;, e COWN PLILLIANT REPUTATION iIN EOVPT. MAKED
= =, 05 ALL PROUD TO GREET HER A OUR

HERE/

GUEST

w MBS MYRA ANORTE S

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

WONDER |IF YOU DIDN'T
éISCOVER YOUR MISTAKE--
| HOPE YoOU DID--- AND

JANE-- MY JAME- HER
PICTURE = AND YOU

HOUGHT | KILLED YOUR N P1CTURE HORACE GILA=
B Jov.gme s LS
EVERPABLE. OF T BLAME YOU. JANE, FOR

ATQ
.c.n.mme okl FALLING FOR HIM=

Ry U8 Py
|‘p, ‘b ma l. n-.,.

PROBABLY HE REALLY

HE COUI.DNT HAE TESTIFIED
AS HE DID==+++ AN

MANY OF NIS TYPE---

ELIEV
| KILLED OLD DAN=- UT%&Q%I%EE

D YET=+:
WHO KNONS? HE WAS LIKE SO

»M-

|

| COULD FORGIVE MIM WHAT

B HE DID YO ME- | COULD

l FORGIVE HIM HOUNDING ME

NOW,
WAS

BROKE POOR JANES HEART-
I'LL NEVER FORGIVE MiM THAT-

IF ME STILL BELIEVES §
A KILLER- BUT HE

T WAS IN
NEUTRAL WHEHN
I TURNED [T OVER

WOULDN'T YA JUST
KNOW THISD HAPPEN

But I ToYoU! WHY
COULDNT | 116 vou DIS-
FIND ANy

MANTLE THE

et

Ve
ALLYOU HAD
TO DO WAS TO

PUT IT INTO vt
GEAR! HAVE ) THATS A
You TRIED PRETTY
THROWING OUT Glmc’:’“,

THE CLUTCH ?
-r'ﬁ""/ Ca

No, BUT

B P

/ THERE IT GOES... N\ /. \L.5.
\) 22 ST

AND STILL WERE )12 6D
WNOT MOVING !! A iy

WASH TIIBBS
s HERE'S NO EXPLANATION , NO BOUQUET OF
(1 wonpeR wot's FaPPeNeD?) T oweps THE NEXT DAY, NOT EVEN A

PHONE CALL.
HE-HE NEVER DONE
THIS BEFORE,

OR A WEEK,C.HOLLIS WALLIS GIVES LULU
BELLE A TREMENDOUS RUSH, THEN, ONE
NIGHT, HE FAILS TO APPEAR. FOR A DATE.

OM, DEAR ' MAVEE T SAID SUMPIN',

MAYBE THERE'S ANOTHER GIRL—A
BLONDE ,— OR A REDHEAD=OH
SONNY, IT'S AWFLL . I

FOR. THAT 4

BY CRANE

(SAP? | Wiy, V/E SPRADDLE- ! A )
LEGG HOP TOA, HE HE'S STILL
ﬁi‘-"’;‘}f‘(f’.é. DARE 7E CALL MIZWALLIS / IN TOWN,
e vou R A SAPR A TH HOTEL
?X‘ EJ,?P ______ e FPORTER!
BT SAID SO.

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES
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