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Yesterday: XNearing Mobliie,
Jimmy tells Linds they are foul-
fnh to try to fight thelr love, Tt 1s
beiter 1o hurt Marcin and George
mow than 1o wreck Twe mar-
wiages. ¥l love you and I muat
have yon!®

CHAPTER IX

THEY #ald goodby to ench other,
Linda Storm and Jimmy Coo-
per, on the windswept field where
little jewels of lights outlined the
far boundaries of the airport. The
grest silver ship, with motors
idling, walted for her.
1t wasn't much of a goodby. His
hand held hers for an endless
space, his voice sald, “Remember,
Linda. This is not the end”
“It's got to be the end!" she
Jerked.

She ran up the steps and found
a seat. She didn't want lo peer
out of the window, but she couldn’t
help it. He was standing bare-
headed in the night, his face seb
He waved to her. She saw the
shadow of the huge airlinerfrun-
ning along the side of a hangar,
Then the field was dropping awn'ﬂ
the lights below getting smaller
and smaller.

- -

VEN before the ship stopped its
slowing run on the fleld at
Queensville, the next morning,
Linda made out George's figure
waiting, there in front of the gate,
She had not slept all night, al-
though her secat was tilted back
comfortably, Too many things

battled inside her.

But now that she was home
again, the Immediacy of her
father's iilness claimed her, “How
{8 Daddy?" the asked breathlessly,
when she and George were face
1o face.

“We don't know yet" George
was tired. His eyes, behind the
glasses, wers red-rimmed. *T've
been up with him all night. He
kept asking for youw"

A  middle-aged, business-like
nurse opened the door to them
when they reached home. Linda
asked her swiftly, “How's my
father?"”

“Dr. Logan will be here in a
fm.w:. minutes, You can go right

Linda brushed past her, raced
up the stairs, At the door of her
{ather's room, she checked hersell.
A smile, She must greet him with
a smile.

“Hello, Daddy!” Her voice rang
out, almost gay, almost true in its
farced cheerfulness, “What do you
mean by pulling a trick like this
the minute my back is turned?”

But when she saw his white face
on the pillow, when she saw the
deep lines around his mouth
etched there by pain, her courage
faltered. How old he had become!
How weak, how spent!

#Linda." His voice was a thread.
Dnly his eyes were the same. Wise
and kind and holding a world of
love for her. *Linda, my darling.”

She threw her arms around his
neck, remembering to be very
genile, She hid her face.

“How good to see you, Linda.
{ was afrald I'd never see you

"Don't talk like that, Daddy,”
the pleaded.

The nurse bustled in. “Well
have no excitement, please, Pro-
fossor Storm,” she said crisply.
“I'm glad your daughter is here,
but you know what 1 told you
about carrying on!”

“Nurse Rourke s a Tartar,
Linda,” whispered Daddy. "Can't
call my soul my own."

“Humph! Calling your soul your
own is just what I'm here to help
you keep on doing, 11 remind
’WI“

Evidently they knew each other
well and thoroughly, despite their
short scqguaintance, Linda's eyes
stung, idiotically. It was so much
like Daddy to have a little joke
with his’ nurse even at a time like
this.

When Dr. Logan came, he took
her into the book-lined study
downstairs, and closed the door.
“Your father is a very sick man,
my dear.”

“But what is 1t?"

*Ii's an occlusion of the coro-
nary artery,”

That meant nothing to her, a8
he had probably known. “Damage
has been done the heart—much
damage, grave damage. Few men,
It' I may speak plainly, survive
an attack of this sort. Your father
bas a fighting chance—{{"—he
made a little tent of his hands and
Iogked at them with intense con-
tentration—"if another atlack does
not otour.”

L - -

THE days became a patlern, She
was with Daddy every minute
that the formidable Rourke would
allow. He had to sleep a great
denl, and most of the time he was
under medication. There were the
long rituals of his bath, his bed
thanging, the many mysterious
lhings Rourke did with the door
tlbsed against Linda, There were
the doctor's visits, the careful des
talling of how Daddy had or Had
not slept, Mostly it was had not
And there were the silent mo-
ments when the mask of cheerful-
ness slipped away from Linda as
she sat ot his bedside and won-
dared helplessly how they could

prevent another attack,

There wns one thing she could
fo: she could protect Daddy from
pver knowing that she no longer
loved George Cameron. A shock
like that would be too much fo
him. He loved George as he might
have loved the son he never had

As for George himself, now that
the first fright was over, he re-
turned to his laboratory and his
boloved experiments. Except for
n fow minutes each day with her
father, he did not come to the
hiouse, for he understood how busy
nhd upset she was, Nor did he
refer to. the long dislance tsle-

l She tore the letter open swiftly.

“you haven't written, Linda,” Mar-
ela bogan, *But I understand how
It must be with your father so des-
perately {1l T am writing to tell
yout that ¥ou are not going to be
dished out of acting as my maid
of honor after all. You'll have a

hung up on him. ¥Mad he forgotten | second chance. Because, darling,

that?

there won't be a wedding this Sun-

She had been home five days | fay. Jimmy was suddenly ordered

before George sald, “Isn't it about
time you stepped outside this
house, Linda? 1I'd like to have
you alene for a few minufes”

“I'm afraid to leave Daddy.

“Of courze I
but—"

*Isn't that Daddy’s bell now?"
Linda evaded.

“Miss Rourke is paid to answer
his bell," George said quietly.

“Even ftrained nurses get some
time off!” she snapped. “Excuse
me. 111 see what he wants."

- - -
HE bell hadn't rung at all, But
when she returned to the living
room, George was gone, That was
Friday night.

On Saturday morning, when she
opened her eyes she remembered
something sharply. Tomorrow!
Tomorrow was Marcia King’s
wedding day. Linda's whaole soul
thuddered at the thought of Jimmy
Cooper, standing at Marcia's side,
repeating solemnly, *I, James,
lake thee, Marcia—"

But as she dressed slowly, she
lold herself that the wedding
would occur as scheduled, all right.
Jimmy had returned to his senses
by now. He owed Marcia a duty.
Those wild things he had said to
Linda Storm wouldn't stand up in
the cold light of day. Anyway.
she had told him plainly, there at
the airport, that it was goodby.
“This hag got to be the end," she'd
said.

Miss Rourke's voice broke into
her thoughts. “Postman brought a
letter for yvou."

Linda flung the door open.
*Thank vou." Her heart lurched.
Could it be from Jimmy? But
when Miss Rourke put in her hand,
Marcin’s round scribbling, which
had not changed since the days
when pieces of her English themes

to sea Wednesday."
(To Be Continued)
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 Seeks to Win
Packing Peace
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In attempt to avert strike
against Armour and Co., Na-
tional Labor Relations Board
rushed John Leo Connor, above,
commissioner of conciliation to
Chicago, ordered election to
determine whether C. L O.

Packing House Workers' Organ-
izing Committee should act as
bargaining agent for Armour

‘phone eénversatlon when she had

littered thelr room at school, stared employes,
up at her,
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“She had lots of talent but she didn't get a real break un-

S 7 til she was nearly six.”
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HORIZONTAL Answer {o Previous Pumnle

1 Beautitul TRCE] By whne
malden of AUR RADITI% PRNCE 18 Sitting of a
the Classic Lo T court,
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10 Accordlniz to. Hi[RSIVITIE b g

11 Single thing, [KRIAKIEINSEISIONATASI 55— or

13 Branch. I'«“-EiEl!q EE I;’Av QIN‘E ddess.

14 Comparison IER NIEIRAIL! 23 Bitter herb.
word, T i1l L1 24 Gull,

15 Uncooked. Dl ICIT S| 26 To lend,

16 Parent. 1 ICIENS TS IC 27To yearn.

17 Felt through PERIS RES| 28 Social insect.

0 the senses, OINE| 30 Speed contest.
Night. 31 State of bliss,

21 Seriptural 48To plunder.  2Black haw, 34 Kind of law
priest. 48To disavow. 3 Sea tale, code

22 Horse food. 52 Chum, 4 Hourly 37 Places of

25 Jar, 54 Falal mischief : business,

29 Seraglio. 58 Pronoun, § Kinship 41 Fish - ]

32 Rubber trees. 57 Hlustration. through the Ly 0y, 3

33 Middays, 50 She had the Imatnet. 45To lle in

35 Pedestal bass ——of a 7 Incarnation warmth
part, buiterfly. of Vishnu. 47 ximono sash,

36 Lemur, 60 Large wild ox. 8 To seize. 48 Malediction.

38 Kind of pler. 61She was for- 9 Printer's 80 Your,

39 Maple tree, bidden 10 see  measure, 51 Long inlet.

40 Pointing out. her sweet- 12 Female of 52 Carbonated

42 Dormant. hedrt, —. sheeplike drink,

44 Slight bow. animals, 53 Cuckoo,

45 To wound VERTICAL 17 She dropped 55 No good.
with the teeth 1 Papa. oil on Cupid's 58 Cuble.
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( N g
LI o et islae
| &g K o

L

Qi

)
)
AN

BORN THIRTY YEARS TOO SOON ¥ M

- \l' in!
— W il
R
M s

J RIS,
0

NN
T R T Y

RED RYDER

fCAPTAIN MENDRL---1 NAVE W T
N TR

i

LA HARA
o) ONE HUNTD

YEG -~ BUT THEED ER
GOVERNMRNT GOLD WE rs\’a.ﬁt
SEE EGS SAFELY TRANSFORTEYY|

COMN
ReD SOLDER GUARDS

MY E ARMY o

. [Tl
ey Cappgha. 1I, by Mews Beniese Ca. le

WHAT/ AT EES

o

OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE

WELL, POUBLE - HEX
ME TWICET BFIT AIM'T )
MISTAH BUSTER ! 0R, \

18 YO A HANT P HOW
Vou GIT HERET T §

e
A .
Ll T TN T RS

!

WAS UNDER TH' M- y ¥
POSITION YO AN’ \’
MISTAM CLYDE AW )
MIETAH MACK WAS 5
IR T MOUINTING sat
THE MATOR |5 LOCATED
I ATENT AROUL “TH'

FOND waiS YOU LIVIN' - §
N THAT HOTELTAIN'T FORSET WONY, MUAMS
IT AAFUL SPENSIVE 7

» IS

KENN
LRV v 1M i

PREP T

A COURL
MANAGEMEN

IT Eis

a8
Mow'D YL AND THE :
MAPPEN D LIGMT ”
T CATHKILL BTCRyY
ST THE QLD
THE MAIDR OUT
pui v ! Wi'RE PARKED
THAT AMERICAN PLAY CLIP '—_/'.’
JOINT OVER TTHERE, BUT _CON'T ’
HIMY, WiILL VAT HMERES P o
A MUCKS TH' MOTEL L
R

ouT

I HASKT FOUND
Teanm LVE BEEW
LM e DON'T
1! woRo!

ady MEETING
N You HERE | )

TLRY N A L i
BY FRED HARMAN

[(ERy¥ RED RYDE
CALL FOR MY HELF T©

.SA‘\'C\‘{ YAQU| JORE == ]
BN 1 HAVE ND .
SOUDIGRS /g

[T
oo

v

MR EED

MEAMWHILE : R
BAD TYDAR AND
SAQU JOR L0 Dowerl
La.-u A DaasdLaT RavisE

AT IAF PEARMCE RET MAKEL - =)
WHEN WE FORNFY BVERY ROCK

WASH TUBBS

Sad

 BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

/ MOKE
S STRANGER COME-
TRAVEL FAST - BE
HERE TWO DAYE=--
BE THREE-

BY BLOSSER

SURE, W WIPPA'HULA A
VOLLANO 15 CONSID-
ERED MOLY. IT'S
WHERE TH %
OF BEAUTY IS

SUPPOSED TO

P, HES . ACORDING 1O THE TEGCRPTIONS OF |
THE PAOSENGERS OW DOARD THE CRISTOBAL TN,
SOUR LA

£ MONSEGR ,
1S 3KMGH LR SALSTE yrﬂ
wou

YEH, THAT'S
1 T BUT==

ONCE A YEAR THE WOMEW
MAKE A PILGRIMAGE O THE
CRATER, OMLY THE WOMEM!
AND THERE'S A SUPERSTITION
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