
SYNOPSIS 
THE CHARACTERS: 

3ENJAMIN MERRIFIELD, aged 
capitalist, hires 

GAYLE DIXON to make love to 

his grandson. 
IEREMY TUCKER, a shy student 

of archeology, while 
PIT,I, BAILEY and six pretty girls 

are employed to help bring life 
and youth to the Merrifield man- 

sion. 
YESTERDAY: During a phone 

call Mr. Merrifield explains to 

Gayle’s mother what he is try- 
ing to do for his grandson. 

CHAPTER SIX 

“First and most important point 
,o remember is—our being here 

must be made entirely logical to 

Jeremy Tucker.” Bill said that for 
the fourth time. He was in a hud- 
dle again with Gayle. 

“All right, Bill. But we’ve ad- 
mitted that. We’ve talked for 
hours. It’s nearly dinner time. The 

girls will be coming back. And we 

are all bound to meet Jeremy again 
tonight. We must have a good 
story and stick to it. We ought to 
tell it to Mr. Merrifield in ad- 
vance.” 

“Lordy!” said Bill, stumped for1 
once. 

“You played football in college, j 
What else did you do?” 

“Dramatics. Besides studies, I 
mean.” Bill spoke as if his college 
career had, therefore, been 

"wasted. He gazed glumly at noth- 

ng. 
“Amateur dramatics? Little the- 

ater work, Bill?” 
“Yep. Great fun, but—well, 

Gayle, I had a lot of ideals about 
oeing a stage director, or maybe 
a movie director some day. So 
far I haven’t found cr made even 

a crack where I could crawl into 
that profession.” 

"But you aren’t licked?” 
“No. Certainly not. Nobody ever 

licked a Bailey. Coach used to say i 
that I—” 

“I 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 
and he hired. You are to be their 
boss. You have to think up some- 

thing constructive for them to do. 
Naturally you must draw on your 
best talents and experiences, and 
since football seems to be beyond 
our consideration, I suggest dra- 
matics.” 
Gayle was talking ever so seri- 
ously. 

“You mean—” 
“I mean, Bill, don’t girls some- 

times act in plays? Or work 
around amateur productions? 
Wouldn’t it be entirely logical for 
a crowd of young people to—” 

“SA-A-AY!” 
Bill suddenly jabbed a finger at 

ler. An idea had struck him. 
Gayle's idea. 

“Gayle, you’re wonderful! Sure! 
We can pretend that Mr. Merri- 
aeld, 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 
open together will make a swell 
theater! Put a stage at that east 
end. Ballyhoo it all. We’ll have 
Jeremy surrounded by fun and ex- 
citement before he knows it!” 

There was another 10 minutes of 
lurried 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 
a start. 

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

“We have had no feminine 
;uests here in so many years, Miss 

Dixon,” he apologized, “that I— 

that we are not at all sure you will 

approve of the selections. When 

we ventured to ask Mr. Merrifield, 
he said that you were now in com- 

plete charge of the household, 
and—” 

“He did?” 
“Oh, of course, miss. The news 

has quite upset the staff. I mean, 
in a decidedly pleasant way. The 

cook—and Graham—you see, we 

have had no—ah, life, ahd gaiety, 
here in so long, and this morning 
you ventured to say. that happiness 
could—” 

“Oh, Mr. Weems, certainly! We 

must all be very, very happy. 
Please tell the servants to go right 
ahead, using their own discretion. 
I—I am to act as hostess then?” 

“Yes, my dear. Mr. Merrifield 
wishes it.” 

“Oh, gee!” 
The menu was complete. Wal- 

ace, the Merrifield cook, knew his 
business. Even the gardener had 
been told and had responded, so 

that the dining table was already 
lovely with flowers when Gayle in- 

spected it. She had but few sug- 
gestions to make and she found 
two kitchen helpers, besides Wal- 
lace and Graham and the garden- 
er, anxious to carry them out at 
once. Graham begged a moment 
to introduce a new maid-servant, 
Celeste, whe had been thoughtfully 
added to the staff that afternoon. 

"If you approve of her,” Gra- 
ham said, “she is to be your per- 
sonal maid, miss.” 

Gayle took a deep breath, and 
nodded. She was afraid to speak 
for a long moment, lest she ex- 

plode. 
She stayed in a sort of cloud- 

like daze for the ensuing hour. 
The six girls came back, as or- 
dered. Gayle asked Tempe to help 
her “think.” Together they 
planned seats at the table. There 
would be four men—Mr. Merri- 
field, Jeremy, Mr. Weems and 
Bill. And seven girls, picked for 

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

“For Pete’s sake, kids, be bright 
and cheerful tonight!” she com- 

manded. “Understand? No solemn 
faces.” 

“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 
round up Mr. Merrifield from the 
third floor, Mr. Weems from the 

second, Bill Bailey from a far 
wing, and finally Jeremy from the 
deep recesses of the library. When 
ne reported to Gayle, that flustered 
miss decided this meal perhaps 
should progress informally. 

It was a happy decision. Mr. 
Merrifield came in beaming. He 
hadn’t eaten in the big dining room 

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 
great crystal chandelier, and the 
brilliantly dusted furniture, and 
the floor that shone, and the con- 

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- 

ilaimed, and meant it. “Every- 
thing but music!” 1 

“Oh!” Gayle spoke quickly. “I 
:an play the piano. Jeremy hasn’t 
:cme down yet. Shall we sing one 

song before dinner?” 
The grand piano was in a con- 

servatory off the dining room. Only 
;ld-time tune Gayle could remem- 
ier at the moment was one that 
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I 
SPORTSMEN 

IN THE U.S. 
RAID MORE THAN 

71A/DL. l/SS- 
M/LL/OA/ DOLLARS 
FOR THE PRI\/ll_E<3E 

OF W/V7V/S/G>, 
AXS'/ty//N'<& AND 

7T?A AA>/PVC=> 
IN IS3S. 

a SRINJG SHRIMP 
IN THE EMBRYO STAGE 

SURVIVED 
•SVAT /HO/V77-/VS* 
IN A SEALED GLASS 

TUBE, WITHOUT AIR.. 

c-w 
) IS THIS MOON Q; 
WAXING OR. WANING? I ) 
_*5 

ANSYYKR: Waxing. In the northern hemisphere, a moon with the 
lighted portion to the right is said to be waxing, or approaching the full phase. 

•rJUA L.AJNAJN—COURT REPORTER By L. Allen Heine 
rounaea on Actual Court Keco rds and You Can Be the Judge 

The 
Strange 

Case 
Where 

MONTEZUMA 
TAKES A 

HAND 
• 

IN SIX 
EPISODES 

N«.l 

BACK IN 1922.. JOHNNY WESTERMAN, AN ORPHAN BOY OF TWELVE, L'VED WITH 
HIS GRANDMOTHER |N A SMALLTOWN IN 
MICHIGAN ! ONE SUMMER MIGHT_ THE 
NIGHT BEFORE THE 4TH_ what's that* 

who's rueuep 

r / f £ .1. 
(T. M Reg U. S Pal O.'f —World righu ::i 

rmcrvci by Carlile Crutcher.) 

i OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 

'SAY, WHAT ARE YOU 
POlMG OUT ON) THE 

PORCH ROOF LIKE 
that ? I THOUGHT 

V YOU WERE IM THE 
BATHROOM 

/ OH, I JIS' WAMT THIS MAG- \ 
/ AT I ME TO READ WHILE I’M k. 

) SOAKIM' — WHY, IF I CAME OUT 
|V TH' BATHROOM POOR, THAT SlS* 
1 

/ TER. OF MIME WOULD JUMP 
/ IM THERE LIKE A BAT IMTO A 
l BELFRY, AMT'D HAVE TO SIT J V W/AITIM’ LIKE THIS FEfR 
^ HOURS AM' HOURS/' /' 

V \ 

t.m.rec.u.s.pat.off. WHY MOTHEES GET GEAY 
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", r' I 
J,C?VMILLIAMS | 

to-11 J 

OlIR BOARDING HOUSE with . . Major Hoople 
Wstep up CLOSER, BUJDY"-" I GOT JUS! 

^ THE THING TO REDUCE THAT SWELLING 
A ON YOUR NOSE/"" GUARANTEED TO EAS 

| ACHES AND PAINS,TAKE THE KINKS » 

II OUT OF VOUR BACK .BRIGHTEN YOUR rf 
I EVES, WHITEN THE TEETH AND MAKE V| ® THE HAIR LAY BACK NICE AND 

—'ll— 

JT YOUNG MAN — SPUTT-TT/; 
I'LL HAVE YOU KNOW MY FACIAL I 

BJSTRUCTURE IS THE GLORIFIED \ 
COMMEMORATION OF YEARS AS J 

r A FOOTBALL STAR AT VALE / 
IN FACT; I WAS AN ALL-AMERICAN ! 

.LBACK>*~ MAI 

UT WHEM' 
jspr ME GOT OVER 

BEING INDIGNANT, 
ME BOUGHT IT« 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE Typhoon 

YOU GOT INSIDE 
JUST IN TIME? 
ITS A TORNADO 
HANG ON NOW! 
HERE SHE ^ 

COMES! J| 
I BUT UNCLE 
r JOHN AND 
[AUNTIE JILL ARE 

OUT THERE , I ON TW BOAT! 

TOO BAD, 
YOUNGSTER- 
BUT YOU NEVER 

CAN TELL 
ABOUT J 

TWISTERS- A 
^ M 

J YEP- IT MW 
BLAST US FOR 

1 A LOOP AND 
J MISS THEM 
1 ENT1RELY- 

WHOP' ^ 
whew! 

ARE WE 
STILL ALL 

HERE 
DOC? 

> 

SEEMS AS 
HOW—BUT 
'HERE" SURE 

LIAO 

CHANGED-y 

'opyight; 1W0. by New* Syndicim^^^? £ 

WASH TUBBS Now She Knows By Roy Crane 
ARE yOU THE LEADER? SURELS 
ME ARE MOT 60IU6 ASHORE <N 

VTHAT LEETLE TUB ?y-- 

'S OH, NO, MISS. VOU 
) WON'T 60 UNTIL AFTER 
DARK-MUCH SAFER. 

WE'LL BE BACK WITH 
A FASTER AMD. 

LARGER BOAT 

U-?« 

DOW'T WORRY, HEL6A. 
THEY HAF WO REASON 
TO SUSPECT WHO f 

-I WE ARE)- 

HUtAPH!/ IT'S HOT!" 
U LETS RETIRE 

ifl TO THE SHADE 
K'M OF TH\6 

A Wk MtSERABLE 

WOTS IT ALL ABOUT, HEY f X LL TELL 
you WOT IT's ALL ABOUT. THAT HOOK- 
NOSED SWAB HAS WENT ASHORE AFTER 

-T A LOAD O' O-MEN.BY THUNDERS—' 1 
V---—■---^ 
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GASOLINE ALLEY Pst! 

ASS SNIPE, HAVE VOL! 
NOTICED HOW CALM AND 
TRANQUIL AND PLEASANT 

SOU DOM'T REFER 
io ihe fact; s&ezm, 
THAT WIlMSf? IS ON/ 

HIS VACATIOM?g|| 

P YOU GUESSED IT. CAM Y'0<J^ 
imacims such a change for ine 
BBTT5R IM SC SHOtfT A TIME 

i-h-an" y 
J 

I 

WWY, I CAW V 
EVEW CALL SOU SALLY ] 
eic«r heee im twfy 

-—yOPFtCS^-^ 

“ 

oh, oh somethihq bemuds | 
ME rVE GOT TO DO WIIMERS 
WORK AS WELL AS MV OMJ:j.s 

7 Re? u: S. Pat. Off.: 
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THE GUMPS Police On The Trail 

fA.H.ER- 
BRUMPH- 

V l-ER-YME- 
\THAT IS-/ 

/vNARi^lACaE 
LICENCE 
SURE^AJ 

/ YES.,YES-' 
UNDERSTAND, 
YOUNCa MAN — 

NOW, lf» YOU'LL 
CALWv DOWN 
And f\ll / 

UNI-ESS THE 'TfaUKKr, 
UADY IS 21, SHE MUST 
HAS/E HER PAREMTS' 

OR faUARDIAM’S COHSEN"! 
HAS SHE HER BIRTH 

CERTIFICATE WITH , 

r 
/AV 

PASSPORT 
EET WEti 

DO, NO? 
EETSmMJ 

I AM OP 
ACiE.NO? 

OH, A 

FOREKaMER, 
EH? 

Viv. ^ 

f YES-ER, 1 
r MEAN, 1 
NO—l AfA 

TAKING OUT 
L CEETIZEN- 
\SHEEP > 

\ PAPERS, [ 4^iEiO 

Reg. U. S. fat. Off.. 
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VJHY DOTOU TIE UP 
MT K\AJSiTA\-PuAHS 
VJ1TH AU-THIS UE&M. 
RED TAPE? > TEUU 
TOU,S\R,MT CjREAT 
LOME WILL PILir> 

/ callings all > 

CARS-CALUNfe 
ALL CARS-BE | 
ON LOOKOUT FOR 

_ 

MAN WITH BANPAtf 
ON HEAO- 

\ BEUE\V;D TO BE 
VVMITH &LONDE 

\TOUNfaWCjM^^^ 

BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll By William Ritt and Clarence Gray 
NOT 

KNOWING 
BUCKO 

IS SAFE 
IN THE 
VILLAGE 
OF THE 
KAWAK 
LNOIANS, 
BRICK 

AND HIS 
FRIENDS 
HAVE 
BEEN 

SEARCHING 
THE 

DE5ERT 
FOR 

HOURS 

BEST CALL OFF THE HUNT FOR 
NOW, BRICK -IT'S TOO DARK m 
TO FIND HIM NOW 

THEN WE MUST START OUT AGAIN t 
AT_DAWN TOMORROW 

j^D'CATt l.y WQfLO B'CHT- BftEPvt^ £ 7-1 

LOOK, A S- 
HORSEMAN K 
HEADED THIS 
^ WAY! jri 

HI YA, PALSIES-COME 1 
TELL YOU ABOUT BUCKO.' 


