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SERIAL STORY

.THREE TO MAKE READY.

"I I'm sure they won't, Chris.
If they do you can quit But don't
you see, if you get into trouble
here Dad can't recommend you
for the job?"

Chris took a deep breath. "May-
be it's worth a try, Paulie"

"Then you'll give up the
League?"

Chris said softly, "I think you're
a wry swell girl."

"Oh, Chris ..."(To Be Continued)
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PAULA TAKES A THICK

CHAPTER VI

"TTS not true, It's not true,"
Paula told herself over and

. over. "Why, Tony would laugh at
the idea!" .

For houri she had been tossing
estlessly on her bed, trying to

erase Or. Lud'a words from her.
mind. But the more she thought
about It the less sure she was.
Had she been so blinded by love
for Chris that she couldn't tee
how Tony felt?

The "average" captain-pilo- t of
a transport plane is 33 years of

Chris chuckled. ."Now don't get
yourself in an uproar, Paulie. The
League's out to get the Greek-lett- er

outfits, not Van Horn."
"That's what you think, but

you're being used as a tool."
Chris got to his feet his mouth

tight-draw- n. "I think we'd better
be going back, Paulie."

"No, wait, Chris." Paula caught
his sleeve and pulled him back.
"You're only being stubborn. You
don't care anything about the
League. It's just a lark for you."

"Maybe it is," Chris admitted.
"But I get a boot out of it, and I
can't see any harm in"

"That's just it; there may be
harm. I know you, Chris. You'd
hate yourself if you got mixed up
in some political mess." Tears
filled Paula's eyes. "Think of Tony
and me. We're your friends. We
care a lot what happens to you."

"Why, Paulie ..." His big
hands were gentle on her trem-
bling shoulders. "I I never saw
you like this. What's the matter?"

Paula thought, "Oh. Chris, why
must you be so blind!" Aloud she
said, "It's nothing. Chris. It's just
that I'm afraid for you. You're
such a grand person and I I
mean, oh!" She buried her face
in his coat and sobbed.

age, 5 feet 10 inches in height,
weighs 166 pounds, has blue eyes
and brown hair. His tempera-
ment is complacent and con-
trolled: his average pulse rate
is 71 beats a minute.

Paula sat up in bed, moonlight
silvering her slim shoulders.
Memories pushed in on her the
eager way Tony's fingers sought
hers; the wistful light in his brown
eyes when she caught his gaze on
her; his stubborn refusal to date
any of the Gamma Tau girls.
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It all added up; Paula couldn't
deny that She buried her face
in her pillow, and a fierce de
termination came over her never.
never to hurt Tony . . .

'T'HE next morning was cloudy
and cooL Paula put on the

blue wool dress Chris liked so
well. She hid the ravages of her
sleepless night with make-u-p and

pAULA fumbled in her pocket,
brought out the letter. "Read

it"
A moment later Chris handed

it back to her. "You you did this
for me, Paulie? Why?"

"Because because . . . oh, I
know you can write, but you'll
need practical experience. Dad
does business with this big New
York publishing house. I told him
if he could find an opening to let
me know. Chris, I'm sorry if I've
meddled, but ...""Paulie." Chris spoke gravely,
"will they try to boss me a lot?"

set on across the campus, bhe
hoped she didnt look too much
like a huntress, for her mind was
made up to snatch Chris away
from Kilo even if she bad to club
him.

She caught glimpses of Tony
during the day, but she managed
to avoid conversation with him.
Late in the fternoon she met
Chris strolling across the campus.

"Hey, wait up lor a gal, she
called to him.

Chris turned, an unreadable ex
pression in his fire-bl- ue - eyes.
Paula couldn't tell whether he was
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glad to see her or not
. "HI. Paulie. HoWre things and

stuff?"
"So, so, podner," Paula drawled.

"How's the lone ranger?"
"It's exam time, Paula," he re-

plied.- "Old Christopher grindeth
his wits."

. Paula sensed the apology in his
voice, but let it pass. "How about
buying me a coke for
sake?" - -

"Well . . ." Chris rubbed the
end of his nose in embarrassment
"I'd like to, Paulie, but I've al-

ready promised ..."
. Paula said lightly, "Oh, well, in

that case . . ." But a lump rose
to her throat, a lump composed
one part of anger and one part of
hurt "Some other time."

- "Hey, wait, pal," Chris said,
caicning ner arm. --Don't Be like
that' I'm not standing you up,
honest Meet me tomorrow after-
noon, will you?"

Paula's pride wanted to snap a
risp "No!" at him, but her heart

fwould nave none of it "If you
really want me to, Chris."

"You betcha, Paulie!" He flashed
his reckless grin at ber in the old
familiar way. ."So long."
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AT the house letter awaited
her, letter which she took

along when she went to meet
Chris the next afternoon.
' In no mood to talk over the din

of a juke box, Paula vetoed the
iSweetland and suggested a walk
along Tinker's Creek. With the
sunshine warm in her hair and
Chris moving long-strld- at her
aide, Paula's confidence returned.

They walked nearly a mile
without saying much, then Chris
flopped himself on the bank of the
creek and said, "What is this,
rauue, a marauom

Paula found a place by his side.
"Sissy!"
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sememoering wim a pang Luds
Warning about Tony. "When he
tells you something you can be-
lieve it"

Chris scowled. "Such as?"
- "The League," Paula burst out
"Chris, did you ever hear of Big
Barney Sherwood?"

"I've not only heard of him,"
iChris boasted, "I've met him. He
(was up to see Kilo and he let me
drive his ear. He's
Tal guy, Paulie. Nobody tells
Big Barney what to do."
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3 Dint.49 To push up,pAULA'S heart sank. How eould
ever make Chris see the

truth that Big Barney was an'
unscrupulous politician and not a
man to be admired like Dr. Van
Horn or Dr. Lud?

"Chris, will you listen to the

ALLEY OOP
By V. T. Hamfil I

i THISSOVTO I TH'SKIPpSi 7 WA.T...THAT WHAT VlMSV I wSSZSk I f f

CZ 2 3 ' s" " 7" a" J
ZQZi

if" zo 3T 72 pa zT1 IT" n iza zy

pT sT
. ' . ' 55-

-

55" 36 37 38 3? aaaaaaaaaaaaa

41 71" 45 46 47

46 4t " 53

5-J-
5i 55

M 1 1 M rLrHTTra

truth about Big Barney?"
"How do I know it's the truth?

A lot of crazy rumors don't mean
anything."

"Then you've heard them?"
lJ"Oh, sure, all this stuff about
jBIg Barney trying to give Van
Horn the boot so he can put in his
own man and do a little grafting
on the new buildings. Kilo says
that's aU hokum."

."Chris, don't you see? The
League' trying to put Dr. Van
Horn on the spot!"
' "So what?" Chris demanded.

"Van Horn'a an old fogey. Big
Barney'll hire someone that'll take
the fraternities down off their
high horse."

Paula said scornfully, "And
you're working with Kilo to putever a dirty deal like that?"


