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Prometers or .
others who take credit for this
amazing public surge in their own
Line are merely being goofy. They
don't even have to be smart or
good. Just open the gate. Make it
a dogfight. [t doesn’t seem to mat-
ter.
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several spots, including Los An-
geles—a hot college center—but the
general average has been exception-
al.

The Giants could play at least one

8 in each league.

both leagues can save enough
to pack a mint by working out the
same arrangement the National and
American baseball lesgues have to-

The rivalry of the two leagues
bhas made baseball what it is. The
same inoler Jeague rivalry, with &
pesiseason championship, will be
just as effective for pro football.

In such an event, we could have
results thrown against futile argu-

The Two Best Backs

Several correspondents have writ-
ten in lately, asking if any other
football team ever had a pair of
‘Backs to match Blanchard and Da-
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many others—have had
backfield combinations,
only - two men.
can't locate at the mo-
other combination that
ith Doc Blanchard and
vis in all-around sbility and
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“That's what you get for always feedin’ "em om your
lanch bour!™

“Dad, bow would you like to have a son-in-law?
-

NANCY

| T

WAITIN' FOR
NANCY ---1
‘MAY AS WELL
READ ONE OF
HER BOOKS

_MUTT AND JEFF

By Emie Bushmiller

IM TRYING AUNT
FRITZI'S BEAUTY

WHY DON'T You
GvogT ?un FIND.
7<) /1 Found
\ A JOB THIS
MORNING!
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WELL, WHY
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WORKING?
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- | You ouiT?)|THE Boss ToLD| WHAT DIDY HE ToLD ME

ME To DO

QuIT! WHICH I DIDNT
LIKE To Do!
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HE TELL | To LooK FOR
SOMETHING | YOU T3
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o4 ANOTHER JOB,
: ‘ THE OLD CRAB,
> SO I QUITAND

LEFT HIM FLAT!
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By MARION BOUCHER

urday night, Patsy said mysteri-
ously that she was going to be
“busy” too. Leila had been wvery
curious but Patsy had refused to
tell her more.

On Saturday afternoon Patsy re-
tired to the bathroom to shampoo
her blonde curls. She then tock a
leisurely bath and emerged from
the tub, scented with bath salits,
bath powder and her mother's
most exotic cologne.

And now it looked very much as
if all Patsy's preparations had been
for npought. Here it was seven
o'clock and no word from Jim. Of
course he worked Saturday after-
noons at the cormer drug store but
he should be finished by now.
Patsy hovered uneasily around the
telephone.

When the phone rang a few min-
utes after seven Patsy almost broke
& leg in her haste to answer. But it
was only for Bob, her older broth-
er, He talked on and on while Patsy
prayed fervently that Jim wouldn't
try to call while the line was busy.
Finally Bob hung up but the phone
did not ring again.

“Would you like to go to the
movies with Dad and me?" her
mother asked, apparently unaware
of Patsy's anxiety.

blonde, one can afford to be evasive,

*“I don't think so, mother. I don’t
feel like going to a show tomight.”

‘““Are you going out?”

“Well . . . I might later on.”

*‘Remember to be home by twelve
if you do, dear.”

“‘Oh, mother, that Cinderella stuff
in this day and age! Besides, it's
Saturday night.”

But her mother was adamant. It
was only on speclal occasions that
Patsy was allowed to stay out later
than twelve in spite of her vehe-
ment protests over this rule.

After her parents had left, Patsy
went upstairs and changed into the
white skirt and gay blouse. She
carefully applied more lipstick and
combed her hair again. She could
hear Bob splashing and whistling in
the bathroom, and soon he went
out too. The house was maddening-
ly quiet—if only the phone would
ring!

Patsy wandered aimlessly down-
stairs and turned on the radio.
Dance music filled the room and
then a girl's voice mocked her:

“Saturday night is the loneliest
night in the week. , . . * Patsy shut
the radio off.

She looked anxiously at the clock
—it

didn't call? She didn't dare phone
Leila—it would be too humiliating
to confess that she was sitting at
home doing nothing. Besides Leila
had said she was going roller-skat-
ing with Davy Low.

Patsy picked up a magazine but
found that she couldn't concentrate
on what she was reading. She t d

was after eight now. What |
would she do all evening, if Jim |
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Public Loses $200,000,000
Year by Absentmindedness

The American public loses ap-
proximately $200,000,000 a year by
leaving, through death or absent-
mindedness, real estate unwilled
and without legal claimants, un-

i balances, and stocks

and bonds in safety-deposit vaults
as well as securities which their
owners believe to be worthless
because the companies have
ceased to exist, says Collier's.
But strangest of all are the un-
claimed winnings at race tracks
which, in 1845, in New York State
alone, totaled more than $200,000.
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it aside and went to the window.
Couples strolled by, talking and
laughing in the June night. It was
almost more than she could bear—
everyone seemed 1o be out having a
good time, except herself.

It was really a man's world,
Patsy thought bitterly. k at her
brother Bob—he didn't have to wait
for anyone to ask him out. But she
was a girl and had to accept her
fate. Oh it wasn't fair!

Patsy was on the verge of tears
when the doorbell rang. She leaped
up. Could it be . . . 7 Yes . . . it
was Jim!

“Hi, Pat!” He was a little out of
breath. “I was afraid you wouldn't
be home. There was a Two-for-One
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