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TESTERDAY! In Enxland
is sent 1o Aldarahet o-t

Ne baries himsell in wer

1 mext three days. e

Eiven & turs vo_of ab-
wence, decides ta ge 1o London. [

Mea ta low in spirita whra ke ar-

ea, ‘:luv. l'no‘ l!.l':'lt:ll
san, had agreed to m er
f- at the “Weleome Bnall™
in Londow,
knaw

ho takes m cab, dosan‘t
where to go. Finally ke tells the
driver to take him 1o the “Wel-
come Anall™ -

JOAN I8 WAITING

CHAPTER XII

F‘OI!. fully 15 minutes the Mttle

tax] twisted and turned through
the night, Lieutenant Rollins re-
marking to himself that the gray-
haired driver must have cat's
eyes. At Irregular intervals, two-
decker buses roared by and melted
again into the darkness, There
were few, If any, autos other than
taxis, Astonishingly few, too, were
evidences of air raid damage.

Finally, his ead drew up beside
= ecurb,

A chubby little Frenchman in
impeceabla formal attire greeted
him. “Bon solr, Monsieur. 1 am
Pierre . . ." Then looking over
Greg's shoulder, “You are alone,
oui?"

The officer smiled. “Oul, I am
alone.™

“This way, Monsieur,” Pierre
turned toward the curiously nar-
row dining room, then stopped
abruptly. “You are not, by any
chanoe, Lisutenant Rollins, non?"

Greg halted in surprise. “Yes,
I am Lleutenant Rollins, but how |
in the world . , . 7" |

Plerre's face falrly beamed. He
waved excltedly toward a table |
in the corner, and Greg's heart
stood still, It was = dream. It
must be . . . a cruel dream that
« + » But, no, she was actually
smiling at him and beckoning t>
the other chair. It was Joan Da-
wvaar!

As If In a daze, Rollins ap-
proached. Automatically, he re-
moved his cap, tucked his cane
under his left arm and bowed.
Still automatically, he sat in the
chair as Pierre placed it under

bim.

“Good evening, Greg, aren't you
glad to sees me?"

Rollins finally found his tongue.
Impulsively he reached out his
hands and clasped hers, *“Of
eourse 1 am, Joan. I'm so glad I
eould . . . no matter what , . "

She laughed bappily. “I knew
ﬂd say that. You are a very

found you had gone on leave.
There was only one place I could
hope to meet you, and even then
I doubted—but you remembered.”

Greg's face was troubled, but

he still held her hands in his
across the table, “Forget it, Joan,
You must have escaped, and you
t-.-nlndam. ‘What can we , . 1"

She laughed again, gently

REG'S eyes widened as he

read. It bore the letterhead
et the British Inteiligence and
was gigned by one of the most
famous names in England!

The letter was addressed to
™Agent R-72 Joan Connaught"
mnd contained warm personal con-
gratulations for “your most com-

was planied In ths German
Embassy at Oftawa through de-
ous channels 15 months before
outbreak of the war and,
ortly before you salled, I drew

i to

the name
|

3 |

" k walching the light
flashes from the batile crulurwtu!
prder to keep in touch with what|
wWas going on. I knew the code|
and was on guard lest the crulser|
see the nightly searchlight busi-
nesa and warn our O. C."

Rollins interrupted. *“Then the
Nazl agent must have been , , "

Ehe made a motion for him to
ower his wvolee, “Yes, it was
Harry Miley. Poor Tees found
out Mratl”
. “That explaing,” murmured
[Rollins, "why he was so curious
about you., He must have seen
you approaching that night en
deck, put two and two together
when he saw you studying the
crulser slgnals and was on the
(watch for any secret discussions
betwoen us, just in case 1 was
with you®

*Check. And, the night I eaught
him red-handed, thers wax no
choles but to shoot him when he
tried to go for his gun. 1 had
fust taken the flashlight from his
hapd when you came up from
the rear. I eouldn't reveal my
ddentity to you, but did so pri-
walely 1o the eolanel after you
left, Secrel papers were found in
Miley's gas mask.
*It wax on my muggestion that
o quarantine scheme was em-
oyed. We had to cover up in
order to let one of our men take
ey's place on shore untll the

EG ° squeezed her ~ hands,
“That's the grandest news I'va
heard. Now how about us?”
*Not so good, Greg. I'm leaving

ihs midnight train. They've
apother job for me—in the

Balkana this time.® She searched
Greg's troubled eyves.

“But they can'i, Joan, dear,” he
sald in a hoarse whisper. “T've
only found ¥you again. Not so
soon . . " |

“Il's no use, Greg," she Injected |
{enderly. “This ls war, and I/
must go.* |

Rollins had already shown ha
ecould met when netion was neces- I
BATY.

“Then what would sormally
take months must be done in two

hours.” He spoke In measured
rtﬂl’ll‘s. “Will you marry me to-
Inight—now?"

Thera was no hesitation on the
girl's part. She nodded.

Rollins jumped to his feet and
picked her up from her chair.

Pierre was tapping their shoul-
ders, his face reflecting supreme

to an RAF Hurricane squadron |

fighting in Africa was missing in

the desert a month and given up |

for dead.

mored car found him he looked
like this,

embarrassment. “Monsieur, Made-

moiselle . . , pliz, you are in the
Welcome Snail' . . "

He turned as a gale of laughter
swept through the little restau- |
rant, Pierre, being a discerning |
head-waiter, quick to appreciate
the moods of his customers,
|shrugged his shoulders in a ges-
ture of d helpl

l "C‘estnln guerre!” hIrlpOlol‘i:ed.
THE END

|

Have you discovered yet that
vacation travel broadens and|
flattens you at the same time?

The University of Pittsburgh |
football team ls known as the!
“Panthers.”

One of our most popular wnr!

games is played with six cubes
numbered from one to six. |
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When a British ar- |

OUT OUR WAY By J. R, Williams

OM, NO WONDER,
VOUR SUBMARIN
1S S0 NATURAL! HE
THOUGHT YOU WAS
FORCIN' HIM 1IN ;
WATER, AN' GOSH HOW
A CAT HATED WATER/

[ AR

WE WAS GONNA
TRY A CAT FER A
SUBMARINE TORPEDO,
WiTH A BLOWED-LP
PAPER SACK TMED ON
A HIS TAall, S0 WHEN
HE HIT SUMPIN AT
WOLILD BAMSE LIKE
A TORPEDO/

ar e, Saligd b
N fDfe et vy wiy s e e

RED RYDER
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE, with Major Hoople

BN/ BACKBITERS/ w BELIEVING T{ TURN OFF THE WA VEAH, |
ME BURIED ALINE, You HARPOON \3 6IREN, MAJOR! we [ LIKE THE §
3 MY GTERLING CHARACTER LIKE 4 GNIFFED YOU LN~ A TRAPEZE

ING UNDER THE (% ARTIST
DOOR [ v ALL ] WHo
THAT TALK ABOUT | DROPPED
You waAS JueT £, HIS PAL,
A MOOSE CALL TO |t WE ONLY
DRAN You our! /) DID ITFOR
A LAUGH!

WHIBPERING FIBHWIVES ATA 7
WAKE/we EGAD,YOUR MIDGET )
MINDS COULD NOT IMAGINE 1

THAT 1 WOULD ESCAPE THE
CANE AS COOLLY AS
TONAH EMERGING,
FROM THE WHALE!

BE SORE BECAUSE
THEY DIDN'T MEAN (T=

¥
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By Fred Harman
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AMONG THE STATES
IN SQUARE MILES OP
ANLAND WATER A28,

CTRESS

1,5 Actress

18 Chemical
20 New England

called the EAK (abbr.).
“Divine RONOEMN ! IC /L 225She was
Sarsh. ENDISISNEAK] called the
13 Alleged foree[QEISIICIOIT| world's
14 Coal digger. D] BAILE] —— star,
16 Transcriber. [EMIPIEIRIOR] 23 Arablan
17 Bene. ROUISE NS coins.
19 Eagle's claw. [SIORITINSIP) 26 Her —— or
21 Snakelike S Els caprices
fish (plL). were widely
22 Grating. publicized,
24 Bottoms. 28 Tent show.
25 To rlash. 31 Gauzy fabrie
27 Small 80 Warning of 2 Worshipers. 32 Horse fennel
memarial. danger, 3 Form of 36 Ten-year
20 Age. 81 To adomn. “be.” periods.
30 Arsenate 53 Heron. 4 To strike. 20 To direct
of copper, 55 Part of . 5 Overtaken upward.
33 Type measure Roman month® by night. 41 Glacier blotk
34 Roundworm. 56 Tiny partlcle. 6 God of love. 43 Impels.
35 Verbal ending §8 To digest. 7North Caro= 46 By,
37 Bows of light 60 0ut of lina (abbr.). 48Bird of prey.
38 To dry up. (prefix). 8Garden tool 40 Praverb.
40 Electric unit. 61 She was 9 Monkeys. 62To low s
42 Dolphinlike educated at 10 Moon valley, A cow,
cetacean. convent = 11 Wish. B4 Large cask.
44 Pale brown. B2 Enrolls. 12 Transposed 57 Volume
45 To stilch.. YERTICAL (abbr.). {abbr.).
47 More positive. 1 Therefore. 15 Lack part 89 ElL.
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or. T DoMT Waow | 1U's
GUCH A BEAITIFULTIML
OF DAY | ek

{
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wWLL, You Sufte mus
AltounaD  WITH K

BUKCH oF SiAMmL
TAIMGS WWEN Seuas

IN T L Yol
OUBKTTA o |

AWML WERm TW Bow 1
WATES | PURTY, WUK T
' Yh MERRL AL

1 QUTE LMDERSTAND, MY |

DEAR BOY. THINK NOTHING

OF IT, 1 DONT MIND

WALKING HOME N THE
LEAST

(TBUT YOULL CATCH YoUR. N[

DEATH OF LUMBASO IN THIG
RAIN, DADDY! WAIT, I HAVE A

“\
r.‘-lcﬂ' NOW we wonr/
LET MR CORRIGAN CATEH
THAT CAR ! 1 DONT
STICK MY NECK OUT

CAM
LEWSURELY /

|

WITH HIM AROUND~WE
PROCEED

ALLEY OOP

IF ALLEY HAD USED
ANY SEMSE , WE
WOULDN'T

HAVE GOTTEN
INTO A MESS
LIKE THIS!

BEEFIN' AIN'T GONNA
DO NO GOOD NOW,,,,
THINGS ARE EITHER
GONNA GIT WORSE
OR BETTER

WITH HARDLY
A SOUND :
PLANIK EVER GET

THEIR TWENTIETH
BATTLE= ( CENTURY, T1L
SCARRED |geT I 5TAY
SHIF, OUR\ AwAy FROM
FRIENDS
FACE THE
ORDEAL OF
A TROPICAL

WHY PON'TCHA BE LIKE
ME 7 WHEN A SITUATION
SIS OUTA HAND, TAKE
IT EASY,., 50 YA WON'T
BE ALL WORE OUuT:
WHEN SUMPIN ELSE
TURNS UP

By Harold Gray

“By Martin
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