e ST

e e e g S e

= s

= -

S ¥ L S8 S i ® o |

iz

“
———————————————

e SERIAL STORY

THE NEWS AND THE HERALD, KLAMATH FALLS, OREGON

" 'THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER

( BY HELEN WORDEN

COPYRIGHT. 18
NEA SERVICK 1111

_ YBATERDAY) Mr. and Mre.

r i rats
Thelr maunehont off South Caro-
Tina, One of the eate -ur.l-nl
That Dan and Lynda neem he
Mra. Donovan in

& & mateh.
E‘mmu";'{:éjl‘:‘;}g: .tho':l.l:
CHAPTER V
“I'H very lucky to have caught

you,” Dan sald, piloting

Marle through the hurrying
throngs that surged back and forth
along 87th Street. When he met
her at Varnet's trade entrance he
had automalically taken her arm
and turned east.

“But 1 don't understand” she
objected, ns soon as she could get
& word in. “I'm going home."

“No, you're not” he said.
*“You're coming with me 1o
Larue's for a cocktail, Then, if
you inaist, I'l take you home;
otherwise, I hope you'll have din-
ner with me”

He took long strides and he held
her arm firmly, Tall, though she
was, she had to walk fast to keep
up with him. Her broath was soon
coming In short, little gasps.

“Please,” she begged. “I'm all
out of breath and I do want to
have something to say about this."

Contritely he slowed down. “I'm
sorry. It's terribly selfish of me,
but T was afraid I'd Jose you if I
didn't hang on tight and I hurried
because T wanted to sit down and
talk with you. There's so much to
say. I don't want to seem to kid-
nap you, but you will come with
me?™

She felt shy and happy and
proud. “Yes, I'll go, But I have to
be home by 7"

He asked her where her home
wus but she changed the subject.
Ehe was sensitive about livingon a
barge. The girls at the store had
feased her. She had her father's

on, the pale green evening

sky still held a faint golden glow.

An old women at Fifth Avenue

held her tray of flowers up as
Marie and Dan passed.

*Hold on,” he said, *T want to

get you a bunch of violets, I dom't

“know much about clothes, but it
to me they'd loock pretty
that red suit of yours."”
sughed. *“Tt
ut that's all
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“But still I'm amen-
i at least my mother
am. Dad doesn't think so."

models talking about it. A pretly
little hat-check girl with silky
brown halr stepped forward and
took Dan's cont and hat, Peler
himself advanced, ms Dan and
Marje followed the headwaiter
toward the cocktall lounge.

“Good evening, Mr. Donovan.”
He bowed. "It is nice to see you
again. I have your regular table
in the corner—"

Dan interrupted. “This time I
want the one on the opposite side,
Peter. T want one where T've never
sal before.” He looked at Marie.
“No old memories, just those that
dste from today™

. 8 W
MARE smiled. She had not
knovmn Dan five hours and yet
she felt she had known him all her
life. He made her feel that he
would tolerate no memories with

pppt——
She touched her glass to his and
lnughed, "I don't know your last
name but I think It's Donovan."

“Right” he sald. “Not that It
matters.” His mouth quirked up
it the corners. "Come to think of
t, I don't know even your first
wnme,"

“Marle La Porie"

"H'm, that's a preity name
Frencht™

“Canadian French. My people
some from Three Rivers, this side
i Quebec.”

“Yea" She pulled back her
ileeve to look at her wrist watch.,
“Which reminds me that T must
o. They'll be walting for me."

“So will 1, it you leave."

He caught her hand. She drow
it away and reached for her
jacket. After he'd paid the check,
ae followed her to the entrance
il

“Good night," she sald.

“Oh, no,” he snid, passing a
sardboard stub to the hat-check
girl. “I'm seeing you home."

“No, you're not,” She sel her
hin firmly and started toward the
ioor. “Goodby and thanks for
o nice time.”

- - .

H!: grabbed his hat and coat and

ran after her. “You can't do
this to me. I'm seeing you home,
that is, If you're not married and
the mother of seven.”

He stuck his hat on his head and
flipped into his coat as he walked,
“Even then I think I'd take a
thance, Now where do we go?"
He stared down at her.

“But I live on a canalboat. 1
souldn't take you to my home"
the protested, half-desperate.

“T don't see what difference that
makes, My falks live on a house-
boat.™

She faced him with rebellious
iyves. “Besides, 'm walking, not
riding and I live five miles from

we start?™

her.

“That's o. k. by me, When do

She turned on her heel and
started down the street,

"“You steer the course and I'll
follow," he sald, keeping pace with

(To Be Continued)
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Russia now “on furlough” from
his post. Il was reported that his
departure from Moscow had
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FLAPPER FANNY By Sylvia
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“Anything you want, sugar—roadster, coupe—just pick it
out an’ it's yours.”

EMINENT CONDUCTOR-

which she was not ted. It
was extraordinarily flattering.
Abruptly, she
eomparing him to Tommy Ryan.
Loyally, she struggled fo remind
herself that she was practically
engaged to Tommy, that she had
been his girl ever since they were
kids, She couldn't go back on him.
“Lord, you look serious” ex-
tlalmed Dan, sitting down beside
her on the rose leather cockiall
banquette, and drawing the black
onyx-topped cocktall table toward
them, “Am I as bad as all that?"
“That's just the trouble,” smiled

Marie. “I think you're very
charming.”

“Keep on thinking #0," he
pleaded,

The waiter interrupted with the
wine card.

g7 BT ot b
A an mneglec
Scolch and plain waler while he
fished in a pocket for his
m?‘mk‘ doing tom
are n

al 6{?"1}: d-m’::lnd:(}.‘ ey

1, T have a date," she hedged.
“With whom?"

e flushed,
. IVa none of my busi-

_neas, it Knew
_how {“5'&135 Hsm ik f

sir uwd 0
Wlﬂn some hlm-«h::l
kid. “Well, to get back to the
present, here's looking at you.”

HORIZONTAL Answer to Previous Puzzle 17 Sleighs.
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color. s
17 Mosical drate. [P 26 To explain,
19 Fat. 4 Diglomatie.
21 To soak flax. Apremment.
22 Coquetted, 30 Knnve of
24 Born, clubs, H
25 Bone. AllS ] 32 Uncooked,
26 Prtﬂ:ﬂf bed list 34 Aurora.
21 Coln_ st 37 Thing.
20 Spain, 81 Act of storing. ) Whesl teeth.
20 Lost to view. 55To decay. 3 Tight. 43 Proportion,
31 Railroad. 57 Eccentric 4 To consume. 45 Quantity of
33 Unable o wheel. 5 Right. paper.,
_!!en::. 59 Angry. 6 Habitually 46 Ruined,
a8 s 80 h, silent. 48 Therefore
36 To merit. 61 He is both an 7 Smell. B0 Frosty.
38 Laughable, opera and 8 Classifies, 52 Beam.
40 Inspired —_— 8 Morindin dye. 53 Preposition,
reverence, conductor. 10 Nothing. 54 Diamond.
41 Like. 62 He conducts 11 Persia, 56 Over.
42 Neither, L J— 12 Nostrils, 58 Member of
44 Southeast, without a 16 He ——s5 over Parliament
45 Kingly. music score. the radio, 80 Form of “be.”
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OUT OUR WAY

BY J. R. WILLIAMS

OM, NO, THAT'S NOT
TO KEEP ME FROM
GOIN' TOO FAST-»
IT'S TO KEEP ME
FROM GOIN' TOO
HIGH! T &OT 10
GIT USED TO THAT
AWFUL HEIGHT

GRADUALLY

 OH, 1 HARDLY
THINK IT'LL
KNOCK YOU
THAT HIGH,
WILL T T

OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE

WITH A SHORTAGE /

o v

MAJOR, e 08
BAXTER 15 mo.‘: :
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[ HEY, HOOPLE, I'M BUYING A POLICE
§ WHISTLE IF YOU DON'T MUZZLE THAT
FLEA-DECOY/ HE PICKETS MY

CHICKENS S0 THE HENG WON'T
LAY, AND HE'S GOT MY CAT AS
NERVOUS AS A BANK TELLER

P

HM/! NO LICENGE TAG/
T'LL HAVE THAT BRUTE
PUT IN BSCROW/

Vet

A Faw, BAXTER! ONE WHO
{ CULTIVATES A BARNYARD (S IN
v BAD VOICE BRAYING AT A
A NEIBHBOR WHO FANCIES A )
THOROVGHBRED RACER —
HAR-RUMPH/ f s TLL ADMIT,
HOWEVER , A DOG OF NOBL B
BLOOD 16 OUT OF PLACE
IN GLCH SLUMMY
SURROUNDING S/
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| AND  AMBULANCE , AND
WE
THE

NOW

CANT FIND LARD OR
CAMERA |

8Y HAROLD GRAY

' acnh
WE'LL. JUST HWAVE
To RO

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

KEEP OUT & SIAHT,
MATTIE, WITH THOSE

.

O00H | ey,
A ROT DO
0 GOOD

ALLEY OOP

ACLORDING TO
HOMER'S OOYSSEY,
ULYSSES, DETER-
MINED O HRAR THE.
Music oF THE SIRENS(', « |9
HAD HIMSELF TIED b
TO THE MAST AFTER. fee
HAVING PLUGSEDTHE
EARG OF HIS CREW

2,
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O, e, T Rat. V. & PAT, OFF. 3

Bo0Ts !, DoNT

Yoo FREL 4

GOOD RATHER
>

YOu AFRAID OF TH
SRENS SPELLT

AS A SCIENTIST,
E ) 1 wanT TO

SAY, |F 90U FOLKS ARE GONMNA
H-!TEN O THIS SIREN MUSIC,
L BE DADGUMMED IF TLL
HKEEP MY EARS PLUGGED!




