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Marle's arm. “C'mon kid, stick 10
your own gang Here's a bus.
11l take us to Times Square and
Diamond Jim'a" .
“Yes, we'll celebrate,”

, but she was erying
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CHAPTER XII
Marie La Porie turned
into the 88th Street gate
Central Park with Tommy Ryan
she felt ghe had succeeded in put-
ting Das Donovan out of her
mind, Her spirits rose. There wa:
actually music in the air.

As a malter of fact s was only
a street plano she heard, grind-
ing out “The Sidewalks of New
York" Tt brought back sunny
spring afternoons when, halding
tight to Tommy's hand, she hac
raced down South Street on rol.
ler skates.

The hurdy-gurdy revived early
emotions, Ever sinco zthe'd been a
litlle girl she had always though!
she would grow up and marn
Tommy Ryan. They never talkec
about it, even when they were
ald enough to, because Tommy
wisn't the talking kind, but it had
been understood. She remembered
the sense of security it had given
her to have lfe settled.

Everything seemed simple untl!
Dan Donovan came along, or per-
haps the change had occurred be-
fore that. Marxbe going to work
at Varnet's, wearing all those
beautiful clothes and seeing the
luxurious, easy life of the cus-
tomers made her dissatisfied
Whatever it was she resented it—
Varnet's, Dan and the whole com-
plicated mess.

She glanced at Tommy. If any-
thing, he was better Inoking than
when she first thought sthe loved
him. Tall, six feet and an inch
or two, he was deep-chested and
muscular. He had on his best blue
suit, but she wished he hadn"
picked a red mnecktie. His skir
was too sun-burned for that Hb
wellow halr, dampened by per
spiration, lay fiat snd samooth m:
he took off his felt hat and fannec
his face. His hat was new. Hi
handled

easa In his old cap, rough shir
end pants, thought Marie. Thes
she chided hersel? for being over
El:l.t!ul. She slipped her hand &

"Lat's pretend we're kids again
Tmé.;'m for e :u;d time. The
oniy missing our rolle
akates.”

“You're not much more than 1
lid mow, Marfe, but I get you'
He squeezed her hand. “Wha
about & bost ride?™

She nodded, her brown eye

vparkiing. Together, they racec | |

down the hill to the boat house oz
the south side .of the big lake
her dark curls fiying in the breeze
Tommy was right, she was still 2
littls girl. The round white cal-
lar of her blue dress made her
seem far younger than 18,

Tﬂt boat house was crowded
with customers. The prema-
irely warm weather had boomed
business. They stopped at the
hnch eounter and had a hot dog
then joined the walting lime.

“Oh, Tommy," Marie cried
"We'll ride in a red boat and take
popeorn and peanuts along. You
can row and I'll sit back and feed
the swans and admire you.”

They climbed into a red row-
boat she plcked and drifted lazily
around the lake, saying little but
njoying the sun, the fresh, warm
ipring air and the brightness of
the yellow forsythia blooming on
the Occasionaly Marie
threw peanuts to the swans and
ducks. The lapping of the water
against the side of the boat re-
iaxed her until she thought of
Dan again and was hurt, She was
lhankful for the healing present

"Tommy," she zald. “Lel's stop
fo clock right here. I don't wan!
© go back to life'

He smiled and pulled more
dowly on the oars, He had taker
off his coat and she could see th
nuscles flex beneath his whits
thirt. She felt the old thrill fo
aim surge within her and she tris¢
o hold it but it was gons wher
1e spoke,

“Sounds silly to me. B'pose wi
lid stop the clocks, the sun woulc
till met, night would still come
ind I would still have to star
wvorkin' my truck again in ths
nornin’, Which reminds me,” s
flanced at his waich. “We've go
io turn this boat in by 5"

- - -

&l’i\niz frowned Now, if Tom

my had been Dan— She drew
aerself up sharply. She mustn’
#ink of Dan. He was going
narry Lynda Martin, He was ou
s her life Tommy's word
mapped her back.

“All right. Let's take the boa
In and get ot least one ride on the
merry=-go-round.”"” She held up he
tand. “Hear it playing that fun
oy old musie?™

“Why do you want to do th
mme things we did when we wen
cids?"

"Because that was when w
were the happiest together,”" sh
wnswered frankly.

“Aren't you happy with m
now?" He slapped the waler sav
agely with the oars, making a re-
sounding splash,

"0Oh, Tommy, you're getting m
wet!"

He went on rowing. "You didn't
mswer my question.”

She gared thoughtfully at the
lall buildings fringing the south-
trn  skyline, their white spires
#Jnud rm] by htha selling sun.

suppose I'm happy, but in a
Hifferent way."

He guided the boat to the
wooden landing flont, When the
dockman hooked Il, he jumped
shore and reached out his hand.

"Well I'm' not happy,” he sald,
1 they left the boat house, “and

the ’w blame Is Dan Dono-

A hurt. “Marie, let's get married
We can go to Jersey
Siy—"

She drew away. "Please, Tom~
ny, don't be serious today. Lets
go on having fun. Here's the mer-
=y-go-round.”

She ran ahead to the platform.
T want to ride the pink pony and
get the brass ring. Remember the
Sunday afternoon you pulled aix
@ succession and the man who
wok the tickets would let you
save only five rides?”

The lights were twinkling on the
nall when they left Central Park,

“Let's go to Diamond Jim's for
finner,” Marie suggested. “Mrs.
Atwood, that widow who owns
those barges beyond the Molly,
went there the other night with
he Flanagans. She told Pop it
was swell”

Tommy scowled. “OK" We'll
fo to Diamond Jim's, but if this
s going to be a holiday, dom™t
wing your Dad into it"

She jerked his arm as they
sassed a news-stand. “Look,
Fommy, there's your name and
DJan's in a headline!"

- - -

I\OGEI‘!{EB they read, “Young
Millionaire Dan Donovan Bifls
Pruckster Tommy Ryan in Water-
front Bout Over Beautiful Model.
Fight to Be Continued. . . . The
girl in the case, Marle La Porte,
svelte Varnet model, cocktailed
yesterday at Larue's with Dono-
van."

Tommy clenched his fists. “So
that's where you'd been when I
mpotted you two last night"

“That's all past.”

Tommy paid no attention.

“Listen to this. ‘Donovan's en-
gagement to Lynda Martin, It is
rumored, will be formally an-
sounced Saturday night at a blow-
sut Mra. Willilam Martin, aunt of
the lucky girl, is giving in their
aonor',” Triumphantly he caught

The suthorities report that the
surfacing of roads have greatly
contributed to the development of
non-akid and eafety tlres and
lessened the need for “super-trac-
tlon™ trea roquired for rough
road travel,

There are more than 1,400
000 gasoline pumps In use In the
408,000 wervice stations and other
outlets now In the United Sintes
An estimated one pump for every
20 motor vehleles In the country,

—y

BIDDLE BID—In & shifi
by F.D.R.. Judge Francis Biddle
{above) was pamed U. 8. soll-
citor general, to succeed RobL
Jackson, who In turn succeeds
Atty, General Frank Murphy.
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By Sylvia

“He's too old to be yellin’ ‘Gimme nickel!" at people he doesn't

even know.

Why doncha teach him to say, ‘Please’?

TOKEN OF THE HEART

HORIZONTAL Answer to Previous Puoxale aiter p ——
1 Missive of === Saint.

today. MEL ] 21 Lubrieant,

01t is zent o 2 ER =] E!r =% 1 22 Fashion.

—_— N = Al = 23To permit
12 A. vein. = L 24 Fiber knot,
13 Water wheel, PANERMALT MBI 25 Sanskrit
15Al right.  [CIRSEICRETIA dialect.

16 To curve over. |2 TIE] 27 Mooley apple.
17 Tempest. ISOLIEN STEl 28 Vigor.
18 Stalk. | LB [R] 30 Dust cloth.
20 Custom. =il =N | 21 Grain.
21 Unclozes, Bl ER 32 Idiof.
22 Enemy. ORN | 5] _| 34 Decorative
23 Falsifier, [E1LINIL AN — [ vase,
24 To apprehend. 35 Father,
25 Pair. 43 Coalltion. 5 North 37 Barley
26 FlalL ‘46 Malefzclor. ica. spikelet.
20 Bordered. 470rganof * € Concern. 38 Dogs' houss,
22 Grain, hearing. 7 Midday 39 Hawallan
33 To eject. 48 Ahsence of 8 i bird.
34 To arrogate light, Does wrong. 41 Kind.
35 Divided into 40 Minister. 9 Musical note. 42Behold.
four paris. 52 Pronoun. 10 Ballot choice. 44 Back of neck
36 To add 53 1t is generally 11 To plece out. 45 Persia.
together. romantic or 141 am. 46 To happen
37 Branches of —— Intype. 16Itisalsoof 8 well or (il
learning. comic or == 48 Church title.
38 Infidel. VERTICAL character, 50 Street.
35 To possess, 2 Birds. 17 Health spring. 51 Note in scale
40 Glaxed clay 3 Smooth. 118 To weep. 52 Laughter
block. 4 Finale, 191t is named sound.
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE With MAJOR HOOPLE
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