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OUT OUR WAY

By J. R.

OUR BOARDING HOUSE . . with . . . Major Hoople

Williams

SAY, WHAT ARE YoU
DOING OUT ON THE
PORCH ROOF LIKE
THAT 2 I THOUGHT

AZINE TO READ. WHILE

OH, I JI1s' WANT THIS MAG-

SOAKIN'-- WHY, IF I CAME oUT
TH BATHROOM DOOR, THAT SIS~

STEP UP CLOSER, BURDY wa I GOT JUST
THE THING TO REDUCE THAT SWELLING

ON YOUR NOSE fww GUARANTEED TO EASE
ACHES AND PAINS, TAKE THE KINKS

IM

YOUNG MAN wan SPUTT=TT/Z wer
T'LL HAVE YOU KNOW MY FACIAL Y
STRUCTURE IS THE GLORIFIED
COMMEMORATION OF YEARS As

TER. OF MINE WOULD JUMP

vYOou WERE IN THE
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Founded on Actual Court Reco rds and You Can Be the Judge
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Dixon,”” he apologized, ‘“‘that I—
that we are not at all sure you will
| approve of the selections. When
| we ventured to ask Mr. Me}'nﬁ&ld,
he said that you were now in com-

SYNOPSIS
THE CHARACTERS:
3ENJAMIN MERRIFIELD,
capitalist, hires
JAYLE DIXON to make love to|

aged

loveliness and apparent intelli-
gence. Gayle backed the girls up
into a quiet corner and almost
growled at them.

“or Pete's sake, kids, be bright

i ez the household, | and cheerful tonight!” she com-

somn. | plete charge of o
IE;:)E%;;H%UCKER a shy student|and—" manded. ‘‘Understand? No solemn
i | "He did?” faces.”

of archedlogy, while

BILL BAILEY and six pretty girls
are employed to help bring life
and youth to the Merrifield man-
sion. .

YESTERDAY: During a phone

| cook—and Graham—you see,
| have had no—ah, life, and gaiety,

“*Oh, of course, miss. The news
has quite upset the staff. T mean,
in a decidedly pleasant way. The
we

- our

here in so long, and this morning

call Mr. Merrifield explains to _
vou ventured to say: that happiness

Gayle’s mether what he is try-

“‘But what are we to do? What
is our work, and who—"'

*Sh-h-h-h! You'll learn. Just be
glad.”

Graham had no chance to an-
nounce formally to everybody that
dinner was served. He had to

ing to do for his grandson. [ could—" ) _ round up Mr. Merrifield from the
| “Oh, Mr. Weems, certainly! We |04 foor, Mr. Weems from the
CHAPTER SIX |must all be very, very happy.|s..onq  Bill Bailey from a far

Piease tell the servants to go right
head, using their own discretion.
I am to act as hostess then?"
Mr. Merrifield

“First and most important pointf
0 remember is—our being here @
must be made entirely logical to|I—
Jeremy Tucker.” Bill said that for| ‘'‘Yes, my dear.
the fourth time. He was in a hud-|wishes it.”
dle again with Gayle. | “Oh, gee!”

“All right, Bill. But we've fldwc?wm:qi?ir:hzid Zi?flegﬁé“}vﬁlé Merrifield came in beaming. He _:’?_. 2
itted that., We've talked {for ¢t CheE : hadn’t eaten in the big dining room ZZ G
S | business. Even the gardener had g 8 ,% UT WHEN
2l

heurs. It’s nearly dinner time. The :

girls will be coming back. And we |been told and had responded, so
are ali bound to meet Jeremy again | that the dining table was a]t‘ea;iy
tonight. We must have a goodihuvuly with flowers when Gayle in-
story and stick to it. We ought to | spected it. She had but few sug-
tell it to Mr. Merrifield in ad-| gestions to make and she found

wing, and finally Jeremy from the
deep recesses of the library. When
he reported to Cayle, that flustered
miss decided this meal perhaps
stiould progress informally.

It was a happy decision. Mr.

since a group of mining men dined
there with him last winter, and the
assembly of young people brought
an invisible spark of something to
it now. They and the flowers, and
the somehow brighter lights in the
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BATHROOM

WHY MOTHERS GET GRAY

IN THERE LIKE A BAT INTO A
RELFRY, AN’ I'D HAVE TO SIT
WAITIN' LIKE THIS FER.
HOURS AN' HOURS !

OUT OF YOUR BACK ,BRIGHTEN YOUR {7/
EVES,WHITEN THE TEETH AND MAKE
THE HAR LAY BACK NICE AND

cLossY/

b'l‘fJ

[ INFACT T WAS AN ALL-AMERICAN, |

FULLBACK e HAR-RUMPH /5 ,/
r_—r-_-w\_,j

A FOOTBALL STAR AT YALE /v 1;

'd
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S HE GOT OVER
BEING INDIGNANT,
HE BOUGHT IT =

- " itwo kitchen helpers, besides Wal-| = :

vance. ! g great crystal chandelier, and the —
“Lordy!"” said Bill, stumped for|!4c¢ and Graham and the gardenprinjantly dusted fumiture, and| LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE Typhoon

e er, anxious to carry them out at|g,. f46r that shone, and the con- _ s —

' ] . . |once. Graham begged a moment
Yo.ulplagfzéi ‘footl;al.l?“m collebc.lm introduce a new maid-servant,
Wia clee G oL €08 ‘ | Celeste, whe had been thoughtfully
“Dramatics. Besides studies, 1 s4qded to the staff that afternoon.
mean.” Bill spoke as if his college ¢ you approve of her,” Gra-
career had, therefore, been:pam gsaid, ‘“‘she is to be your per-
‘wasted. He gazed glumly at noth- ¢,na] maid, miss.™
ng. - ) Gayle took a deep breath, and
“Amateur dramatics? Little the-| hoaded. She was afraid to speak
ater work, Bill?” [for a long moment, lest she ex-
“Yep. Great fun, but—well, | plode.
Gayle, I had a lot of ideals about| She stayed in a sort of cloud-
oeing a stage director, or maybe jike daze for the ensuing hour.
a movie director some day. So The six girls came back, as or-
far I haven't found cr made even | gered. Gayle asked Tempe to help

| "No. Certainly not. Nobody ever |fie]ld, Jeremy, Mr. Weems an d|
1;:}{&(1 a Bailey. Coach used to say | Bj]]. And seven girls, picked for|
that I—"'

tagious giggling of little Tempe
Hyde. Even the quietest of the six
girls, a Latin beauty named Lola
Montesa, was visibly elated.

The old millionaire paused at the
big double door to look on for a
moment, beaming.

“Glory, what a sight!” he ex-

claimed, and meant it. “Every-
thing but music!”’
. “'Oh!” Gayle spoke quickly, “I
can play the piano. Jeremy hasn’t
come down yet. Shall we sing one
song before dinner?"

The grand piano was in a con-

a crack where I could crawl into|her  “‘think.” Together they servatory off the dining room. Only
| that profession.” = |planned seats at the table. There| 14 time tune Gayle could remem-
¢ But you aren’t licked? |would be four men—Mr. Merri-

ber at the moment was one that

(Continued on Page -Nine)

“T understand. You were a grand' ¥
halfback, I've heard. Now listen to
me—Mr. Merrifield ordered you to
take charge of the six girls you |

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

By William
Ferguson

and he hired. You are to be their| ¥
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thing e ILT"‘}; D SRS SE e R R T (ARE YOU THE LEADER? SURELY, | OW, NO, MISS. YoU | [DONT WORRY, HELGA . 1S WOT! (WOTS IT ALL ABOUT, HEY? TLL TELL !
eyt WE ARE NOT GOING ASHORE 1N/ WONT 60 UNTIL AFTER| | THEY HAF NO REASON LETS RETIRE YOU WOT IT' ALL ABOUT. THAT HOOK-

Naturally you must draw on your
best talents and experiences, and |
since football seems to be beyond |
consideration, I suggest dra-
maties.”

Gayle was talking ever so seri-|

ously.
“You mean—"" !
*I mean, Bill, don't girls some-
H 1 re?
jm‘fnes act in plays? Or _workl IN THE U.S.
around amateur productions? | PAID MORE THAN

Wouldn't it be entirely logical for |
12 crowd of young people to—" ‘

YSA-A-AY

Bill suddenly jabbed a finger at |-
aer. An idea had struck him.! e
Gayle's idea. o i

“Gayle, you're wonderful! Sure!| + ~ z
We can pretend that Mr. Merri-
ield, already given to philan-
throphy, is sponsoring a new Little |
Theater. I've been wracking my |
orains for a way .to use this big|
mansion and its grounds. Those!
two huge rooms downstairs that
spen together will make a swell
heater! Put a stage at that east
and. Ballyhoo it all. We’ll have
Jeremy surrounded by fun and ex-
zitement before he knows it!"

There was another 10 minutes of
aurried talk — mostly exhultant
monologue by Bill Bailey, who
could be morose and worried one
moment and in the figurative
clouds the next. Gayle was happy |
for having solved his problem for|
him. Or at least having given him
1 start.

Graham, the butler, had been
told to expect the six young ladies
vack for dinner and, surprisingly
enough, Mr. Weems came to Gayle
at 5:10 p.m. with a written menu.

‘“We have had no feminine| ,. : ; ;
suests here in so many years, Miss :‘1'I_:|IIIL::;]I|;1Ir:tr"),rl“,“ to the right is said

A BRINE SHRIMP
IN THE EMBRYO STAGE
SURNVINVED
S MONTA~S
IN o SEALED GLASS
TUBE, WITHOUT AR,
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ANSWER: Waxing. In the nor

TWELVE
MULLION DOLLARS
¥ll FOR THE PRIVILEGE

OF fAINTING,
/SIS AND
TRALCL/IING
IN 1938.

IS THIS AMOON
WAXING or. WANING [

thern hemisphere, a moon with the
to be waxing, or appreaching the

SELA LANAN—COURT REPORTER

By L. Allen Heine

| MONTEZUMA
| TAKES A
| HaND

IN SIX
EPISODES

JUST IN TIvE!
ITS &

YOU GOT INSIDE

..‘
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WASH TUBBS

Now She Knows

_By Roy Cra_ne

\&-29

THAT LEETLE TUB?

DARK—MUCH SAFER .

TO SUSPECT WHO
WE ARE

WE'LL BE BACK WITH
A FASTER AKD
LARGER BOAT

NO
OF THIS

QLOAD 0' G-MEN, BY THUN'.'ER!')—J

SED SWAB HAS WENT ASHORE AFTER

75 MISERABLE

GASOLINE ALLEY

MISS * SNIPE, HAVE

I is?

You

NOTICED HOW CALM AND
TRANQUIL AND PLEASANT

YoU DON'T REFER

THAT WILMER IS ON

= NOU GUESSED IT. CAN You
T0 THE FACT, SKEEZIY| == IMAQINE SUCH A CHANGE FOR THE
BETTER N S0

WHY, | CAN

EBVEN CALL YoU SALLY

RIGHT HERE IN THE
OFFICE.

SHORT A TME?

HIS YACATION?

; OH, OH — SOMETHING REMINDS
ME IVE GOT TO DO WILMERS
WORK AS WELL AS MY OWN. |
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0 FIND
IN THE = :

[BEST CALL OFF THE HUNT FOR
NOW, BRICK —IT'S T00 DARK

HIM Now

COPTRISHT, 1580 W EATLRTY JroaDicas

THEN WE MUST START OUT AGAIN
AT DAWN TOMORROW

L

HI YA, PALSIES —COME

TELL- YOU ABOUT BUCKO !

i
TE e WOSLE RICHTY BE4tmve,

HEADED THIS
WAY !

CHIEFY ! WHAT 'S
THAT ABOUT
BUCKO ?




