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Norman Dana and Duane,
(To Be Continued)

HOLD EVERYTHING!

'® SERIAL STORY
BY PAUL DAVID PRESTON AL TS
ORACKUP rig i Ao B gy
CHAPTER XVI needed. Tl stick around, Bly."

YOU'D look 0 moect,
Upon the seat—(if we had
another sest!)
©Of a bicycle bullt for two-p-o0-o!

Duane Hogan sang thst, with
interpolation, In a deeply Texan
basso ns he pedaled In the same
rhythm out toward the athletic
fleld. Behind him clung what
could have been mistaken for a
child, She st on the rigid package
carrier over the fender, her
shapely legs held forward so toes
wouldn't touch the ground, Her
dark curls reached hardly up to
his shoulder. She clung to his
eadet uniform belt,

*T ke it betler this way[™ she

1ughed back at his sally, “If we

had & blcycle buflt for two,
I'd have to help pedal!™
" "Sol You want a man to do
all the work!"

#Sure thingl®
" %Oughta be a law against
women."”

#Men would soon repeal it™
| *Oh-h-h-h no they wouldn't|"

*Oh-h-h-h yes they would!”

You could cut up thus with
Duane Hogan; happily, youthfully;
on the rare occazions when you
could be alons with him. He
never sald wery much, neyver
talked like some men. But his
strength and good humor per-
wvaded his whole life, It was one
reason why Blythe loved him.
Oma renson for being frantic be-
eause he had never shown any
lowe for her in turn.

*T'm gonna be disgraced if the
gang sees me riding & girl's bike,”
he lamenled now. “Towing a girl"

"It was your idea,” she re-
minded him.

*T never could think. Papa al-
ways said I ought to be a—"

“So, you admit iti"

*Hush! Or Il make him buck
you off™

“This im* a horss. This fm't
your ranch, either; this is Lincoln
boulevard, mister!”

*Nonn!" HE. ‘pl':'tﬂ.':ﬂl'd to growl

ACK of their easy banter was
the knowledge that each con-
eealed serious thoughts, Dusns
faced a deadly earnest business
of learning to fight in the alr,
More Immediately, he nursed a
buming desire to win a football
game this week, because his be-
loved coath and friend, Pop Mil-
ler, was in soma kind of trouble.
Blyths had hintsd of that trouble.
He thought he undesstood; Pop
wanted to beat State U. ngaln,
this time a3 a fiylng-fleld coach.
And here he was sick in bed.
When Duane was sflent for a
block or so, Elythe turned seri-
pus foo.
*Duane,” she asked, sarprising-
Ly, “do you have a plstol?™
| “Do I—humh?" !
*Fleass, P'm not joking.™
“Sure I have. But why?"
“Never mind, Would you lend
it to me?"
*Whatcha gorma zhoot? Japs?™
*T am not joking, Duane™
*“Olkay, then, I'll bring it over.

*Ii's for Pop™

*Pop? ... What's a gxm got to
o with winning a game?"

“I—I don't know! But, Dusne
‘=please! We're friends, you and
Pop end L. You—you better just
~—trust us, And not say anything.”

He considered that, pedaling in
powerful, dellberate strides.
"Hmm,” he murmured. “Where I
come from, plstols are uséd to—
h-.ll

*I'know. It scares me, {po, But
Pop nsked me to borrow one. I
told you Pop was in trouble, but
T don't know enough to fell you
what kind"”

*¥ou don't gay " r

He stopped the bike, the betier
to talle to her, When he turned,
his face showed deep concern.

“Listen, Bly,” he spoke intently,
low, “it Pop needs that'—he
moigtened his llps—“I mean, it
It's that kind of help Pop wants,
then let me use the gunl Mei"

“Oh, Duanel , . , No, No, 'l
have to be his way, I'm afrald.
Until—at least until we know
more, I do know this much, he
needs it for protection. And you
must promise to say nothing., To
go right out with the rest of the
tenm and be yourselfl Under-
stand? . . . Practice hard and—
mnd kid everybody and keep the
spirit up., Don't let anything spoil
the team's morsle, even if Pop
shouldn't be able to come|"
HE looked at her m long mo-

_ment, then resumed pedaling
again, And Blythe knew he would
question her no more, He had
already sald a great deal more
thien was his custom. But she
couldn't end it quite so abruptly.

*"Duane, {t's kind of personal, I
guess, But it concerns Pop and
it concerns the team, And it con-
eerns Nancy Hale,”

She tatked that last hint on,
purposely, Would he now show
wild, desperate concern? For the
other glrl?

Bly wailed, Duane kept on
pedaling as if he had never heard
at all. Finally he sald, calmly,
"I'll  stick around. The ecom-
mandant has already sald I could
¢ =

R
k\,7
<

)

That's all he ever said about it,
and Blythe herself volunteered no
more. As to his feelings concern=
ing Nancy, she had learned ex-
actly nothing,

When Nancy had telephoned,
that nofe of urgency In her voles
wis ite, But Bly was almost
afrald to face her again.

Afraid, this time, not because
Nancy was making an admitted
play for Duane Hogan's love, and
had even asked Hiy's help in win-
ning him; but afrald because of
what she had overheard on the
stairs,

Nancy Hale had sald "All right™
when a gambler’s agent had of-
fered her $1000 to drug two foot-
ball men! One of them—worse—
was Duane, Not only would Nancy
sacrifice team splrit, friendship, all
the finer loyaltles, but for 'y
she would even sacrifice love it-
sclfl Blythe's first quick impulse
to expose Nancy had been stifled
when she remembered baby
Scooter Hale. And, too, thores
just naturally something desple-
able about a tatiler. Run quick
and get the police after the girl
who had stolen her boy friend?
No; Bly couldn't bring herselt to
that. Not vel

They were nearing Pop's office
when Nancy ran outside to meet
them. Both Duone and Bly sensed
her concern.

“Bly," she began at once,
“Duane. Listen—the field hospital
called. Heavy Underwood is hurt!
There wns a plane crackup at
dawn. He and the instructor both
hurt. And I—it Pop Miller is sick,
I'm afraid it may—the team—I"

The import of this was cbvious.
Heavy Underwood was the real
pover of the Lincoln football line.
The great charging center. The
team's third man, following only,

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

“Please hurry up, lady—here
comes the night shift!"
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By William l

THERE 15 ONE DAY IN EVERY MONTH IN
WHICH THE MOCN DOES NOT RISE, AND
ONE IN WHICH IT DOES NOT SET.
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« ML REC. U & PAT. 07,

A \WISE GIRL NEVER.
BLOWS HER KNOWS,?

JEAM CHAMBERLIN,
- zg‘mmf?rw{, Ao,

SCREEN ACTRESS

L

H'Ol 7‘!!0!\"]'1\1. Answer to Previous Puxzle 26 Skill.
+7 Pictured CIRAWEIORD] 28 Music note.
movie actress. RI PLEW%ES 30 Pig pen,
14 Pe_rlaming to s 31 Church seal.
dei=sm. ; = 32 Employ.
15 Learned. 33 Send forth.
17 Age, N 35 She in
18 Epoch. S motion
19 Concealed. Al pletures.
20 Female deer, T| 36 Electrified
21 Any, I particle,
22 Verily, O] 37 Cleave.
23 Unils. ] 40 Grow old.
25 Doctor of 43 Marsh,
Medicine 45 Boat paddle.
{abbr.). 47 Automobile.
20 Like. 52 480 sheets, 3 Liquor, 48 Afternoon
27 The whole. 55 Auricle, 4 Royal Society drink
29 Exists. 56 Master of (abbr.). 50 Trumbet
31 Money bag. Ceremonies 5 Article, mouth,
34 Boy. (abbr.). 6 Dreadful. , . 51 Spring harvest
356 Caper. 0 Beverage. T Observe, "~ in-India.
38 1s (Latin), 60 Pound (abbr.} 8 Ireland. 53 On the lee
38 Mother. 61 Origin, 9 Impaolite. side.
41 Pronoun. .= €3 Pacific lsle. 10 Grand Duke 54 Ill-tempered.
42 Us. 66 Each (abbr.), (abbr.). 56 Extinct bird,
43 Large, 67 Family. 11 Middle, 57 Wheel tooth.
44 Toward. 68 She came 12 Particle, 58 Uncooked.
46 New Testa- y from —, 13 Want. 61 Again (prefix)
ment (abbr.). YERTICAL 15 Artificial 62 Symbal for
47 Dove's shelter, 1 Belief, waterway. tellurium.
48 Rested, 2 Gaseous 22 Donkey, 64 We.
50 Boast. element, 24 Transgression, 65 Myself.
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By J. R. Williams

AND SOU'LL HAVE TO

DRAFT ME! —
~ "\ /

Qut Our Way

MEN! T AIN'T FERGOT-

(ME GO BACK INTO TH' VAH, THIS AN,
SHOPZHA HA! AFTER TH! IS NO TIME | \WOULDN'T

{ BAHZ T

/| O COOT

WELL , WHEN “oU

WASTE TIME |WORLD WAR TO BE
ON A BULL-
HEADED,

STUBBORN

JUST LIKE TO BE
SOMEBODY, IS

TRWILIAME

HAVE TO WAIT FER A
SOMEBODY:+ WHY, YoU

‘\

[ MY CRYSTAL BALL?
M5 PROKEN ===
SHATTERED !

Red Rvder

/023

NEAR < NOBODHY )

WANTS TO CRASH

/ EGAD, MEFLUG I YOO -=_ 6 NOT ME! MY
PRATE 50 LOUDLY OF NOUR )'{ FACE WONT

FOOTBALL PROWESS, I'D GET ME THE WALL OF &
ENJOY SEEING NOU 1N <7 CLARIA FAME BY WRITING ¥
ACTION! —wu oW ABODT GABLE'S ABOOK,"MN FINE:
A GAMPLE OF YOUR o—=—~— JOB, BUT NEARS INA |
{7 ABILITN 7 YO Y ovan! ) T DONT WHEELCHAIR ! e
| carRRY THE BALL LET'S ) CRANE BUT. WE MIGHT
AND LET BUSTER Lcao! I6 AN TRY SOMETHING
TACKLE You/ , (r*") PLEATS Y PIANISSIMO, LIKE
(g N i/ -roggu o

[

TOMORROW: _
AN ) A MEFLUG NG, B Qi

H _- - Il

With: saior Hoopts | BOARDERS= o B e Si

You DD, EH? DO Yoo

KNOW HOW CLOSE
YO CAME O
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POLICE JUST
CALLED--SAID
EVERYONE IS TO

REMAI INSIDE
FOR THE PRESENT-

L

i :
Little Orohan Annie™

Di -

THIS MORNIMG IN
A FIELD EAST OF
TOWN--LOTS OF

to&-m QOULDNT
GO FAR. O COURGE!
HOY HA) HOT WITH
RHEUMATISM | ONE

SHAMK = -~ AMD
TERMITES IN THE

BN

T—FK'SUREU o
TAKE A MITE
OF A STROLL .
AFORE TURMNIN'

WHATE THE MATTER,
ANMIET? WiHY LOOK !

AT SHANGH,
S0 FUNMY

HAROLD
GRAT®
By Harold Gray

AND IM AFRAID L
MUST SAY so /

('

Wiy, JUNE, HE LOOKED
JUST Like A HOBO,
IF T MUST SAY SO--=

Bwn BE' f.‘r'OU
SHOULD SEE HIM
WiTd HIS BEARD
OFF,AND HIS
COMBED AND HIS

UNIFORM on/

—
DANCE WITH

HIM WHEN HIS

HAIR
SIMPLY

AND YOU SHOULD

BUNIONS ARENT

KILLING /8o, ™

1 | AHEAD--
RN, RLB T
N/

Freckles and His Frigndsk 3

THERES THE SOLITARY
CONFINEMENT BLOCK..
ONE SENTRY.,GETTING OLIUANT
OUT SHOULDN'T BE VERY DIF-
FICULT, PROVIDED I CAN

ONLY.

AND, BETTY, YOU sHOULD HAvE DINNER
WITH HIM SOMETIME WHEN HE Tucks A NAPKIN
iuuDEh‘. HIS COLLAR, [

~
]
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(BUT WITH 50 GUARDS| (B8 IVE 0T IT! THE EXCAVATION! ILL COVER MYSELF
SEARCHING FOR ME, WITH DIRT..o EVEN MY FACE ... AND BREATHE THRL
THERE'S NO TIME || A RUBBER HOSE THEY USE FOR BEATING
FOR THAT NOW, IVE - - PRISONERS!
GOT TO HIPE! BUT

HOW? WHERE ?

,\

B b WL
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BILLY

Boots and Hor B-udd_ic.— :

LINEZ WHY DIDN'T

(HEY/ MY GOLLY, COR.WHY D —{ OH,TLL MAKE )
YOU UNTIE YODR END OF TH,

BROTHER BILLY-

(6051 SOMETWMES 1 THWY
W WOLLONT BE S0 BAD
JUST BEN' A BROTHER
TO WeR!

N

B
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DARLIN I
§

LVER,. BUT [T DID-
WELLIT W N'T SOUND LIKE

SOUNDS | SUCH A 7
DKE HE;/2

HAPPY
@E‘E ITH LANDING !
\(
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By V. T. Hamlin




