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SYNOPSIS
THE CHARACTERS:

BENJAMIN MERRIFIELD, aged
capitalist, hires

GAYLE DIXON to make love to
his grandson,

JEREMY TUCKER, a shy student
of' archeology.
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YESTERDAY: Jeremy is embar-
rassed when he comes upon
Gayle in the arms of Bill, in the
reception room.

CHAFTER NINE

Mr. Jeremy Tucker, grandson of
Benjamin W. Merrifield of the
Merrifield copper millions, was a
man who had reached the matur-
ity of 23 years.

He himself knew it to be mature
because under all legal and moral
concepts age 21 makes a man
grown, and he was two years past
that. Time was when he used to
do frivolous things, youthful things.
One is to be excused for such
lapses, due to one's youth. A ma-
ture man, of course, must give
himself to serious endeavor.

Jeremy had learned to be seri-
ous away back in high school. A
relatively slender physique which
kept him out of most sports, one
eye which tended to drift slantwise
and required heavy spectacles, and
parents who were determined to
make him a “‘man of brains” had
all been responsible. Books, whole
libraries of them, had been placed
in Jeremy’s path since before he
could remember. That there is a
world apart in books, everybody
knows. Jeremy discovered it early.
He moved from the sheer enter-
tainment value of books as a high
school freshman, discovering their
more meaty worth, and by the
time he was a freshman in college
he was a kind of walking savant
that belied his actual years.

For instance, Jeremy knew more
about such things as philosophy
than he did about—well, about
girls.

*The transcendentalism of Kant
tends to affirm the existence of a
priori principles of cognition,” Jer-
emy had said only last evening, in
a happen-so discussion during the
otherwise gay party. Several of the
girls heard him, but they didn't

answer, except for little Tempe
Hyde.

*'00o0000!"" she sounaed off, im-
pressed.

Jeremy had looked at her then,
conscious of her appreciaticn. It is
good to be appreciated. Before the
evening was over he had told her
quite a bit about transcendental-
ism, and he had told Gayle Dixon
quite a bit more about archeology.
Gayle was really more responsive
than the smaller girl, he had found.
Gayle had—well, poise, and intel-
lectuality. Tempe seemed to think
that *'OOocoocoo” was sufficient con-
ribution to almost any discussion,
which of course was erroneous.

Gayle had come right out and
said, ‘‘Jeremy, exactly what is
archeology, and why does it fasci-
nate an intelligent man such as
yecu?”

Now that was all right. Jeremy
set in to answer her. It took him
about half an hour to do so.’ It
was the most talking he had done
to a pretty girl since—well, letl's
see—probably ever. Of course he
didn’t classify that as *‘talking to
a girl”; it was a discussion of his
work intelligently when opportuni-
ty presents.

That's what scholars are for.
Scolarliness'.defeats its own high
purpose unless it is  shared with
humanity; ‘any true scholar is in-
herently unselfish with his knowl-
edge. It is a code of the intelli-
gentsia everywhere, Jeremy re-
minded himself that night in bed.

e wished he had explained trans-
cendentalism to Gayle, too.

This morning, after the party, it
occurred to him' that he must find
time to be agreeable to the Miss
Dixon and Mr. Bailey whom his

grandfather had hired to manage
a new Little Theater project for
this city. Sponsorship of the drama
was a noble enterprise, of course,
even though not directly related to
archeology or philosophy.

“It might even be said,” Jeremy
had mentioned in discussing it
with Mr. Weems at breakiast,
‘“that the drama represents the
highest form of art, because the
ideal drama re-creates human
lives. Shakespearian analysts will
agree to that. Music, of course, has
infinite esthetic power, but I would
rate the drama even higher, would
you not, Mr. Weems?"

“Oh, of course, sir,"”” Mr. Weems
nodded. The elderly secretary
stood somewhat in awe of this
bookish young man. The two had
been served breakfast together fre-
quently since Jeremy’s arrival in
the Merrifield mansion a couple of
weeks ago, Mr. Weems feeling it
essential that someone act as host
for the young man, Mr. Merrifield
himself was a little more cold
about it.

Study into the vast and no doubt
fascinating field of pre-history in
Yucatan was to have occupied Jer:
emy all of this imorning. He had
been unable to concentrate,
though, and so had come down-
stairs—to enfer the conservatory
abruptly and come bang onto Bill
Bailey holding pretty Gayle in his
arms and kissing her.

His shock had been no greater
than theirs. But Bill’s recovery
was quickest. He moved away
from Gayle rather hastily.

“‘Ha, ha—hi, there, Jeremy—ha,
ha!’" He sounded rather silly, ne
knew, and he saw that Gayle was
crimson. He went on, with elabo-
rate casualness. ‘‘Rehearsing a
part, Jeremy, for the new play.
Been at it all morning. Gayle's try-
ing out for the feminine Jlead.
Yeah.”

“Interesting,’”” Jeremy nodded,
thawing a little, and being polite.

*Yeah, sure is. Whew! Warm in
here.” It wasn't warm in here, or
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at least Jeremy couldn’t feel it,
but no doubt Bill had been working
hard. Jeremy saw that Gayle was
suddenly concerned with reading
her script. .

“What is the play you expect to
present first, Mr. Bailey?”

“Oh, just call me Bill! Every-
body else does. The play is a
honey, really, A springtime com-
edy called ‘Maid to Measuge.’
Three acts. Brilliantly written.™

‘“Maid to Measure.” Regret to
say I am not familiar with it,”
Jeremy said. ‘‘But then, 1 know
relatively little of contemporary
drama., You will act in it, then, as
well as direct?"’

“Yeah. We're short of male
chara — SAY!” Bill suddenly
snapped his fingers, seemed to dis-
cover that Jeremy was standing
there. *‘Listen to me, Jeremy.
didn't you know you were sup-
pcsed to be in this play yourself?*

“Why—why, no!”

Gayle looked up. Nobody else
had thought of that until now,
really; but the idea was sound.

“Sure you are! Come right up
here, younz man. I'll put you
through that same part and see
what sort of actor you'll make.
Now look, the script reads that you
and the heroine are—'"

The explanation was rapid, and
so forceful that Jeremy could get
in no protest at all. Nobody could
escape Bill Bailey, as a matter ot
fact, when that ebullient young
man's verve was going. He was
quite irresistible, and his enthusi-
asm was contagious to a degree.
Jeremy found himself actually up
on the stage. however astonishing
that fact was to him.

Jeremy cleared his throat and
spoke positively. *‘It is imperative
that I say I have never acted in
any sort of dramatic presentation.
Even though this is, as I under-
stand, to be a so-called amateur
production, it would seem that
some experience—''

“Goody, you can

start from

(Continued on Page Eleven)

THIS CURIOUS WORLD

By William
Ferguson

MOsT REPTILES LAY THEIR

EGGS ON LAND

NUMEROUS
ARCTIC INSECTS
CONTINUE ACTIVE

LIVING AT .
TEMPERATURES
WELL BELOW THE
FREEZING POINT.

e e WHILE MOST
AMPHIBIANS
LAY THEIRS iN

WA7ER,

COPR. 1940 BY NEA SERVICE, INC.
T. M. REC. U. S. PAT. OFF.

IN WHOSE HONOR.
WAS ROOSENVELT
DAM NAMED, AND
WHERE IS IT 2

ANSWER: Theodore Roosevelt, and it is located on the Salt river.

in Arizona.

BELA LANAN—COURT REPORTER

Founded on Actual Court Reco rds and You Can Be the

e
The
Strange
Case’
Where
MONTEIUMA
TAKES A
HAND
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N SiX
EPISODES

ON THEIR WAY HOME AFTER THE [

“MONTEZUMA" 4TH OF JULY FIR{: --
WORKS CARNIVAL, THE BOYS WERE ||
FOLLOWED BY TWO BAD
CHARACTERS ! THEY FINALLY LOST |
THEM BY JUMPING A RAIL FENCE
AND NOW.. AT MIDNIGHT. . THESE
TWO TWELVE-YEAR-OLD BoYs.

By L. Allen Heine
Judge

THIS

l;r‘s TOO LATE TO GO HOME ! |
I'M COLD! LET'S SLEEP IN |

HAYSTACK {

THIS

!

IS WHERE

THEY SHOT THE

—World i
Crulcher.)

i
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‘OUT OUR WAY

By J. R. Williams

THATS TERRIBLE /
ITS AWFUL--sUCH

HOO- M-M-M -- AND
1 YOU'D SOON HAVE
HIM TSLOATING OFF

s

‘—.“-—“-"'—-‘-?“
—— e

SINGIN’! YOU SHOULD | HIM TO FLOAT
SORT OF CROON LIKE, |UP TO BED BY
SOFT,LOW AN SWEET--

OH, T AIN'T
TRYIN' TO GIT

SUMT ME WELL
ENOUGH!
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THE FIRST BEER AT THE O
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AT BUMBLEBEE IS SOME
MARKSMAN/! NAILED HIM AS CLEAN
AS A KENTUCKY MOUNTAINEER
SHCOTIN' A SQUIRREL RIFLE/

-

NOBODY
Gor k!

LOST A FEW
FISHIN' BOATS,

NO LAW aGIN
NEW BOATS-

BUILDIN OR BUYUN' ¥

THINGS LOOK
SOME TIMES, WEVE
GOT A LOT TO
BE THANKFUL
FOR-AND WUTH
CELEBRATIN-

WE'LL ALWaYs

WASH T

L

HELGA

OF AMERICAN INDUSTRY,
AND ESPIONAGE

WOLFE GOT AWAY, YES. BUT ENOUGH OF RER
PAPERS ARE UNBURNED TO SHOW WHAT SHES UP TO...
_FOMENTING RIOTS AND UNREST, SABOTAGE

IT TOOK A
LOT OF BRAINS
AND COURAGE TO
GET THE DOPE ON
THIS SMUGALING \ DEPART-
GANG, EASY. WHAT'S

YOUR BUSINESS,
ANYWAY 2

T =
HE USED FROM GUNPOWDER TO FACEPOWDER...
;gLI?IEEA THATS QUITE A COMEDOWN.

OF HOW DO YOU LIKE T? /0OH, T
FORTUNE D P

~———| TO FIND PLENTY
OF EXCITEMENT]|
—

MENT AND WE NEED A
PERSON TO \DENTIFY HELGA
WOLFE . HOW'D YOU LIKE
TO BECOME A
, TEMPORARY

GASOLINE ALLEY,

HERE'S- TO'A SHELL
J FISHIN' TRIP, $KEEZIX. ¥ BUT | DON'T
! HAVE A DRINK.

THANKS,

PRINK.

" THEN | THINK
WE OUGHT TO LET
HM  ROW,

SKEEZIX WAS A
GOOD CHAUFFE(R
AN' HE'S Gogp AT
THE OARS,TOO.

WE'VE BEEN WORRIED
TO DEATH-WHERE WERE

UT THE POLICE RAVE /You R G{MT

BEEN COMBING THE / Aujay—«
QUTY FOR HOURS!! N

2
n=— ars

W-WERE You \

UST A NOMEN
WKIDNAPPED? \GENTLEMEN!OM!

Y]

FOR HEAVENS JA FELLOW TaE N
LITTLE STROLL
S, PONT /Wit IS QIR
y ERIEND WITHOUT

EVERYONE

THINKA

NG HE'S BEEN

OUR BOARDING HOUSE . . with . . . Major Hoople

(T apr-tAR! T GUESS VOU'RE RIGHT AT THAT, MAJOR wa THOSE
GUN BATHS CERTAINLY DO PEP A MAN UP INA HURRY/ 2
2 T HAVEN'T SEEN YOU DISPLAY S0 MUCH ENERGY SINCE
THE DAY YOU SPRAINED YOUR ARM REACHING FOR

WLS PICNIC/ :

Health And Happiness
—]

By Roy Crane

GOOD! YOU LIKE EXCITE-

The Poor Fish

Land Of The Free

AR YES “TISTHE
MIRACLE OF LovVE-
NO OFFENSE, BUT
} MUST SWAY DAN

AT A JOTOLS MAN\WELL-GOOD  \) ET /&1

N

C'MOM,

THAT ENDS BiM—

NIGHT,LAD~

BRICK BRADFORD—Seeks the Diamond Doll

BRICK , THIS KNIFE
ARCHEOLOGICAL
TO THE CAVE IN

(4
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MAY LEAD TOA GREAT T
FIND— WE WILL 60 BACK {8
THE MORNING / -~

m

J0E, I'D LIKE T0 BORROW TWO
YOUR HANDS FOR A FEW DAYS |

ALSO I'D LIKE A SUPPLY OF
STRONG TIMBERS

By William Ritt and Clarence Gray

AT DAWN THEY SET ~ =
OUT WITH THEIR PACK TRAIN —

MY PLAN 15 T0 BUID AND ANCHOR A WNDL/
ON THE CLIFF EDGE ABOVE THE CAVERN — —
SORT OF AN ELEVATOR -TO AND FROM THE /

= _ J

"

CAVE !




