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This is the story of an American fam
ily in the depression years. Laura Ma
guire, wife of Mike, happy-go-lucky edi
tor and mayor of Covington, is mother 
of four children: a

Tom, whose real estate job in the big 
city nearly peters out and he returns to 
a smaller job in Covington after sepa
rating from Mary Etta, his wife, sec
retary to a big shot, who refuses to give

*
CHAPTER X V III—Continued

“ Where do we go from here?”  
■demanded Connie.

The fire was'no longer theatrical 
and Connie'was ready to move on to 
something else, But Shirley had only 
one .desire. To get away. Away 
fronri the sight of Connie Mays’ thin 
predatory hands which were always 
touching Jaird caressingly.

“ I ’m hungry,”  announced Lance 
Ferguson suddenly.

Connie leaped at any excuse to 
prolong the evening. “ So am I ,” 
she said. “ I  could eat a boiled 
■cow.”

Shirley sighed.
“ There isn’t a decent sandwich 

joint in town since Bill’s place sold 
out,”  objected Jaird. .

“ You’re telling us,”  gibed Connie. 
Shirley hesitated.
“ You can all come home with me 

if you like,”  she said wearily. “ I 
can always find something in the 
old ice box.”

“ Saved!”  exclaimed Lance with 
■enthusiasm. “ Shirley’s got the world 
beat at working up a snack.”

“ Sure she has,”  agreed Jaird in 
a  tired, cross voice. “ And every
body’s imposed on her that waÿ for 
years. But I  happen to know that 
Shirley has to wash up after the 
jamboree. And I don’t suppose she 
enjoys having the dirty work pushed 
off on her any more than you 
would.”

“ Sorry I  can’t ask you to our 
house,”  Connie declared coolly, “ but 
cook simply blows a fuse if anybody 
messes around in her kitchen. And: 
that’s one thing Mother will not 
stand for. We can turn the hose on 
the grand piano and build a fire 
under the family portraits, but God 
help anyone who offends our cook!”  

“ I  guess it’s up to you, Shirley,”  
murmured Lance.

“ It is not,”  said Jaird sharply. 
“ We’ll try Joe’s.”  .

“ That dump!”  objected Connie. 
“ It ’s no worse than tiré rest.”
Only that wasn’t saying much. 

Joe’s Sandwich Shop- was con
veniently located on the main high
way at the edge of town but it 

-had littleelse to recommend it. Joe 
himself was a small wilted unhappy 
looking Italian who came hurriedly 
out of his living quarters at the rear 
where he had evidently been asleep.

They sat down at stools before the 
long dingy counter because the ta
bles in the front were discouraging- 
ly spotty.

“ Did you ever try putting your 
cold drinks on ice, Joe?”  com
plained Connie with irritation. 
“ Wow! This tastes like dish water.”  

Joe again spread apathetic hands. 
“ No make money. Glad sell out. 
Anybody wanta buy nice sandwich 
joint reasonable?” '
/ “ God forbid!”  cried Connie, and 
Lance sniggered.

“ Money could be made in a place 
like this if it was run right,”  pro
tested Jaird.

“ Man and wife make living'here 
if both work,”  contributed Joe. “ Me,
I  do verra well before Margarita 
die.”  His black eyes looked sudden
ly tragic. “ Since she go I no got 
heart to keep things right. I want 
to get away. Make fresh start. Two 
hundred dollars and I walk out door,. 
Leave everything. Stove, stools, ta
bles, ice box and good bed and 
shower bath in back room.”

“ There’s your chance, Jaird,”  gig
gled Connie.

“ Provided that I had two hundred 
dollars, which I  haven’t,”  he said.

“ No buy?”  inquired Joe with dis
appointment.

Connie and Lance laughed. Only 
Shirley didn’t laugh. All the way 
home Connie was witty at Jaird’s 
expense. She said if he bought Joe 
out he might some day become the 
Hamburger King of Covington.

INSTALLM ENT TH IRTEEN—The Story So Far
up her job. ______

Alec, who can’t get a job and Is run
ning around with a flashy divorcee. On 
a bet, he dates Lou Knight, the town 
drunk’s daughter. ..

Shirley, engaged to Jaird Newsum, 
who is opt of work since hiSftather gave . 
up his factory to stop losses. M a New
sum wants him to marry Connie Mays, 
the banker’s daughter.

* * * . 
with age, yet Shirley might have 
sat for the lovely sensitive girl who 
looked back at her from the nar
row filagree frame.

“ She was rather remarkable, 
wasn’t she, Mother?’.’

Laura carefully did not look at 
her daughter.

“ She was a great belle back in 
Virginia. But she fell in love with 
Great-grandfather Ashe who had 
nothing except youth and a fiery 
heart to recommend him. Her par
ents promised to disinherit her if she 
married him. But she did. They 
had two saddle horses and a bag of 
cheap trinkets between them when 
they eloped to the West. He started 
a small trading post. She lived in 
the rear and clerked in the store. 
She bore him five children and her 
family never spoke to her again al
though Great-grandfather built up 
one of the largest mercantile busi
nesses in the Southwest and died a 
comparatively rich man. She spent 
her later years in a mansion. She 
always looked fragile and useless. 
But to the last she said she was 
happiest when she cooked and 
scrubbed for her man and sold flour 
and sugar and coffee between times 
over a counter.”

Shirley looked fixedly at her moth
er. “ Would you have let anything 
keep you from marrying Mike?”  

“ Nothing short of sudden death,”  
said Laura.

Shirley turned away but she took 
the miniature with her. She fell 
asleep with it against her cheek. 

* * * * * * *

Alec Maguire was down to break
fast with the rest the following

CHAPTER X IX

It was like Connie to maneuver 
SO .as to drop Shirley before she did 

■ the others. Her lovely face was 
■White when she walked into the liv
ing room. Laura was waiting up for 
Mike. She explained almost curtly 
about Lou. Shirley stared at her.

“ Alec’s been running around with 
her. Oh, Mother.”

Laura’s eyebrows puckered. “ I 
hope by morning I  can think it’s 
funny,”  she said, grimly. . , 

Shirle# sighed. “ You must get 
terribly tired of us sometimes, al
ways stirring up a fresh batch of 
trouble, for you to worry over.”  

Laura glanced at her curiously. 
“ It ’s better to live with difficulty 
than stagnate.”  ■

“ Yes, oh, yes!”  cried the girl in 
a stifled voice.

She turned away, but not before 
Laura had seen her eyes.

“ You do remind me of -Great
grandmother Ashe,”  said Laura sud
denly.

She walked over to the old-fash
ioned desk in one comerihnd, open
ing a  drawer, took out a small faded 
miniature. It  ha,d originally been 
worn on a gold chain. But die frail 
finks had long since been broken 
and los t The painting was blurred

The girl was anything but 
laughable.

morning. Laura found him at the 
table when she and Shirley brought 
in the toast. Tom and Mike were 
eagerly discussing the small model 
homes Tom hoped to build and sell 
in Covington. Apparently Alec was 
absorbed in their conversation. Ac
tually he was listening painfully for 
a step on the stairs. Laura saw 
him go quite white when he heard 
Lou’s voice.

They all did their best to put Lou 
'at her ease. But she answered only 
in monosyllables and rarely raised 
her eyes from her plate. Even Mike 
could not charm a smile to her small 
wan face. She never looked at Alec 
and he was unusually silent. But 
Laura felt him watching them all 
fiercely as if he was afraid someone 
woulff laugh. Laura’s heart ached. 
The girl was anything but laugh
able.^

Kathleen and Tom and Mike went 
off to work together. Laura thought 
Tom looked ghastly, as if he hadn’t 
slept. Lou timidly offered to help 
clear the table. It  was Laura’s in
stinct to refuse. Everything in her 
resented the girl. But Alec’s, eyes 
glared at her with feverish plead
ing, and so Laura swallowed hard 
and said of course Lou could assist 
with the dishes. Alec snatched up 
his hat land announced he had to sge 
a man "about a dog. He vanished 
toward town.

Laura sighed. It was impossible 
not to feel sorry for the poor child. 
She was so painfully shy, so fear
ful of arousing displeasure. Every 
time Laura spoke, Lou started. Once 
she dropped a cheap teacup and 
broke it. Her distress was embar
rassing. Laura was not used to be
ing treated like an ogre. But it 
was plain that Lou was terrified of 
her. She wanted to help with the 
housework, but she was too nervous 
to be anything but awkward. Laura 
began to feel a little distracted.

O f FINE FICTION

Kathleen, society editor on her fa
ther’s paper, who thinks her father and 
Bitchle Graham, his assistant, are fool- ■ 
ish to Invite Mays’ threat to break the 
paper. At a swimming party she is 
saved by Ritchie, who tells, her he loves 
her. She says she hates him. At a fire 

, in the tenement district, Alec sees th£ 
town drunk die rescuing a crippled boy.
He takes Lou to his mother's home.

*
“ I ’m going to town, Mother,”  said 

Shirley when they had finished with 
the kitchen. .

Laura nodded absently. She was 
wondering what on earth was the 
fair thing to do with a homeless 
waif which one’s son had dragged up 
on one’s doorstep. Shirley gave her 
mother a strangely wistful look, but 
for once Laura was too preoccupied 
to notice.

“ Can’t I  make the bed? upstairs, 
Mrs. Maguire?”  inquired Lou tim
idly.

“ Yes of course, if you like," said 
Laura.

Shirley turned away. She took 
the short cut across the vacant lot.1 
It was a warm May morning but 
Shirley’s hands felt cold. The dia
mond on her ring finger flashed in 
the sun. Shirley regarded it som
berly. The jeweler in the shop down 
town looked unhappy.

“ I ’m sorry, but diamonds are very 
cheap right now. A drug on the 
market. I can’ t offer you a fourth 
of what the stone cost a few years 
back,”  he said.

“ How much?”  asked Shirley.
Her lips felt dry and stiff. She was 

taking a lot of things! for granted. It 
was possible she was making a hid
eous blunder.

“ Diamonds will Come back as 
strong as ever some day. Are you 
sure you want to sell?”

“ How much?”
“ A hundred and a quarter.”  
Shirley stared at him dully. It 

was not enough. She bit back a sob. 
What a fool she had been to think 
this might be the way out. She 
must have been mad last night. 
Then suddenly she thought of a girl 
in a miniature, a proud, lovely fas
tidious girl who had let nothing balk 
her of her birthright.

“ All right,”  said Shirley sharply, 
and tucked the crisp new bills into 
her hand-bag.

Joe, the small mournful-eyed Ital
ian, glanced up quickly from the 
counter which he was listlessly wip
ing with a grimy cloth.
. “ You think maybe you buy me 
out?”  he cried eagerly. “ Gee, that 
swell! Man in here early this morn
ing see about same thing.. But he 
no got money enough.”

, . Shirley’s lips tightened. She didn’t 
explain that she hadn’ t enough mon
ey either. Joe was undoubtedly ea
ger to unload and people in a pinch 
have been known to take less. She 
let him show her around. But she 
did not pay à lot of attention to Joe’s 
sales argument. She used her own 
eyes. The location was good. The 
small frame building stood just Out
side the town on the busiest high
way and there was ample parking 
space. A big water oak made a 
graceful sunshade. A small spring, 
discouraged by rubbish, bubbled at 
the side.

She had to admit that the interior 
of the plate was depressing. Dingy, 
dirty and unattractive. But she had 
a stubborn conviction that a good 
scouring and a few buckets of paint 
would work miracles.

The back room had evidently de
generated into a catchall for junk 
during Joe’s sketchy term of house
keeping. But among the litter and 
dirt and confusion Shirley unearthed 
a good iron bed, a cheap pine dress
er, a couple of sturdy chairs and an 
unpainted kitchen table, to say noth
ing of a convenient clothes closet 
now stuffed with old bottles and 
rags.

Shirley stood for a long time on 
the rear step.

Was she insane? She didn’ t know. 
But she had an idea everyone would 
think so. Joe insisted that if a man 
and his wife both worked, they could 
make a living in the place. Shirley 
thought of her Great-grandmother 
Ashe who had clerked in a store 
and made a home behind it. Some
how Shirley felt that she too could 
pioneer if only Jaird agreed. But 
would he? Her throat ached. Had 
he rather go on as they were going? 
Tortured, miserable, frustrated! 
Büraing up their love with futility. 

“She did not know. He might sneer 
at this solution to their problem. He 
might prefer to be a parasite on 
his father the rest of his'life.

Jaird was not lazy. But he was 
proud and sensitive. And peddling 
hamburgers with his w ife’s assist
ance was a far cry from the role he 
had meant to play in life. Then 
there was Connie Mays who asked 
nothing but a chance to marry Jaird 
and convulse him with' luxury. Con
nie’s husband would: automatically 
become vice president of her fa
ther’s bank or something equally 
scintillating. Shirley’s slim throat 
locked. Was she a fool to think 
Jaird might prefer her to all that?

In thé front room she heard. Joê 
exclaimin¿excitedly, “ Back again? 
Maybe you^raise the money.”  ■.

“ I  couldn’ t.”
Shirley could not see the speaker» 

but she recognized the véice and her 
heart backed up. Tt 'was Jaird.

(TO  BE CONTINUED)

By VIRG IN IA  VALE
(Released by Western Newspaper Union.)

IT LOOKS as if heroes of the 
sports world would come in

to their own on the motion pic
ture screen with a vengeance in 
the near future. Columbia’s al
ready begun production on 
“ Harmon of Michigan,”  with 
Tom Harmon himself appear
ing in the title role. Republic 
has signed Billy 'Conn, of the 
squared circle, to star in one pic

ture. It will be “ Kid 
Tinsel,”  based on 
the. novel of that 
name by Octavus 
Roy Cohen.

And David Selz- 
nick and Metro 
want to bring us a 
picture based on the 
life of the great Lou 
Gehrig of the base
ball diamond. That 
one would be a lit-

Tora Harmon tle tougher assign
ment, of course— 

imagine finding someone who’d be 
acceptable as Lou!

While we’re pn the subject of hero 
portrayal, Gary Cooper does a re
markably good job in “ Sergeant 
York.”  The picture is one of those 
that you’ ll have to see, unless you 
want to sit by and suffer forever 
after while your friends tell you how 
good it was.

\t*

Most of the sequences of “ Glam
our Boy”  show backstage scenes 
on the Paramount - 
lot, so if you want 
to see what the in
side of a motion pic
ture studio really 
looks like, check this 
Jackie Cooper-Su- 
sanna Foster pic
ture as one that you 
want to be sure to 
see. For one se
quence, in a pro
ducer’s office, Wal
ter Abel and Jackie 
Cooper are doing a 
scene. Framed on 
the office wall are portraits of Made
leine Carroll, Dorothy Lamour, 
Claudette Colbert, Mary Martin and 
Paulette Goddard.

“ You seem to be nervous, Jack
ie,”  Abel commented. “ What’s the 
matter?”

‘ ‘Who wouldn’t be nervous doing 
a scene with all those big stars 
watching?”  Jackie demanded.

Susanna
Foster

Deanna Durbin certainly is grow
ing up; she’s inherited a story that 
was originally bought fqr Margaret 
SuIIavan. It ’s called “ They Live 
Alone,”  and the Durliin role is that 
of a girl reporter who lives in New 
York. At present She’s finishing 
“ Almost an Angel,”  with Charles 
Laughton. The new picture post
pones three others that were sched
uled for her, so Universal must 
think it’s good.

“ Navy Blue and Gold”  was char
acterized by the nation’s critics as 
one of the finest service films ever 
made; naval officers have said that' 
it is thé most authentic story of An
napolis ever presented on the 
screen. So Metro is reissuing it, 
and we’ll all have another chance 
to see James Stewart as he looked 
when he was a movie actor instead 
of a soldier.

Herbert Marshall has joined the 
all-star cast of the new Joan Craw- 
ftftrd picture, “ When Ladies Meet,”  
which already included Greer Gar- 
son and Robert Taylor. Even be
fore he joined it, Metro was an
nouncing this as one of the most 
formidable star combinations of 
many months.

— * —
Richard* Denning was Anne Shir

ley’s West Pointer husband in “ West 
Point Widow” ; then he was Susan 
Hayward’s brother-in-law in “ Adam 
Had Four Sons.”  Paramount thinks 
so much of him that he’s slated now 
to be Dorothy Lamour’s leading 
man in “ Her .Jungle Mate.”  He’s a 
white youth reared in the African 
jungle, according to the movife story 
(in reality he’s just a home boy 
from Los Angeles,) and is brought to 
America by a circus promoter as a 
rival to Miss Lamour, who’s also 
been discovered in the wilds.

. ..  — * —

The members of 18 national fra
ternities voted Ann Sheridan their 
sweetheart, but she’s a lot more ex
cited over the fact that she has been 
given the most important role in her 
career. It ’s in “ Whistling in the 
Dark.”  Red Skelton, the comedian, 
has his first starring role in this one. 

— * —
ODDS AND ENDS-Bob Bums will 

star in "The Wizard of Arkansas”—he’ll 
be a rural sage, fairly bursting with home' 
ly wisdom . . . Columbia has acquired 
world rights to “Five Men,” one of the 
most expensive British pictures ever made 
—Leslie Howard, Laurence Olivier and 
Raymond Massey are in the cast. . .  For 
some reason Columbia seems to be im
pressed by thè fact that its Edgar Buchanan 
used to be dentisti in their publicity he's 
always referred to as the dentist-actor . . .  
20th' Century-Fox hopes that “Swamp 
Waters will give Anne Baxter and Dane 
Andrews a boost toward stardom. . .  Bes
sie Love returns to acting in the English 
“Atlantic Ferry" ■ ■ ■ » ■ .

WHO’S
NEWS
THIS
WEEK

By LEMUEL F. PARTON
(Consolidated Features—WNU Service,V—

XTEW  Y O R K .-E a r ly  in World
War I, Lou is R a em a ek ers ,

Dutch cartoonist, drew a cartoon
called “ When the Grain Is Ripe.”D L s i l  It s h o w e dRaemaekers Ink Death ad.
Horn Blasts at vancing withGermans Continue scythe-, 

„r , r e a p i n g  a
human harvest. Perhaps the only 
other cartoon which has had com
parable range and staying-power 
was Sir John Tenniel’s “ Dropping 
the Pilot,”  in Punch, or possibly 
some of Thomas Nast’spen Philippics 
against Tweed. I f  American views 
had been evenly balanced in World 
war days, Raemaekers’ cartoons 
might have tipped the scales, so 
powerful was their impact on our 
public opinion, with their grim por
trayal of German brutality.

At 12, with no slackening of 
pace or skill, or of his devastat
ing hatred of German aggres
sion, he renews his pictorial 
blitzkrieg over here, just now 
drawing posters for the Belgians 
in Britain and other groups ral
lying against the Nazi on
slaught. He arrived here about 
a year ago, his country a cap
tive, his home and all other 
possessions swept away in the 
German lunge against which he 
first began warning Holland in 
1908. Through this stretch of 
more than three decades, dur
ing wars and in between, he 
never has faltered in his almost 
daily portrayal of the deadly 
menace of expanding Germany.
He is a small, compact, pink

cheeked man, looking much younger 
than his years, with roached-back, 
thinning hair, sharp blue eyes and 
a shadowy goatee. His mother was 
German and nis Dutch father was 
for 40 years editor of the liberal 
Weekly Volkvriend. He was for 32 
years political cartoonist for the 
Amsterdam Telegraph.

He speaks of himself as “ writ
ing,”  which aptly denotes his ability 
to pack the content of a long and 
powerful harangue into a t m ;  
black and white.

T  J SUALLY, there’s quite a loss in 
^  transmission when real life is 
sluiced into the movies. The new 
film, “ Blossoms in the Dust,”  seems

Illusion Contes e£
To Terms W ith least so far
Reality in Picture as t*ie deep

er and truer 
import of the film is concerned. The 
critics score it high in sensitivity and 
adult emotional content.

Mrs. Edna Gladney would 
naturally come out that way in 
a film. The widow of a Texas 
flour manufacturer, she built the 
Texas Children’s Home and Aid 
society, which has now provided 
happy homes for several thou
sand waifs. Her effort began 
before the death of her husband, 
a sublimation of her yearning 
for children who never came. 
The 1929 crash wrecked her hus
band’s prosperous business. He 
got work in a flour mill. She 
rang door bells to get money to 
build her home for children. He 
developed a new process of 
flour-milling which was restor
ing their fortune, when he died. 
She kept on recruiting and 

l mothering stray children, until 
one day a Hollywood writer 
knocked on her door in Fort 
Worth.
“ What on earth could anybody 

write about me?”  she asked.
The movies ranged clear back into 

her girlhood, as Edna Kahly in Mil
waukee.

V T IK O LA  TESLA’S eighty-fifth 
birthday finds his death ray still 

in the blueprint stage. The great 
inventor says he could build a few 
plants, at a c6st of $2,000,000 each, 
within three months, and melt the 
engine of any approaching plane at 
a distance of hundreds of miles.

The immigrant youth from 
Jugoslavia already had discov
ered the rotary magnetic field, 
which made possible alternating 
current motors, before he ar
rived here in 1884. He helped 
harness NUgara, turned in nu
merous inventions which be
came historic contributions to 
power transmission, was an as
sociate of Edison, won the 1915 
Nobel physics' prize and now 
holds 700 patents!
When he grows too old to dreahi, 

he’ll have this and many other 
things to remember. Among other 
things be may remember that many 
of his earlier dreams caused amuse
ment—as when he made the declara
tion that it would soon be possible 
to telephone around the world.

Alone in his room in the Hotel 
New  Yorker, he still delves deep in 
the hidden chambers of electro- 
mechanics, his deep-set eyes eager 
and intense under their bushy 
brows. Wireless transmission of 
power is still one of his many deep 
preoccupations.

Pattern No. Z9324

D ER H APS  this is Chicken Little 
* and Ducky Lucky come to deco
rate baby’s crib spread. Twelve 
adorable blocks are done in out
line and lazy daisy, and a border 
of color and scallops of white fin
ish the spread.

* • *
The hot Iron transfer for stamping Is 

Z9324, 15 cents. There Is a minimum of 
embroidery on this delightful cover. Send 
your order to:

AUNT MARTHA
Box 166-W Kansas City, Mo.

Enclose 15 cents for each pattern
desired. Pattern No......................
Name .................................................
Address ..............................................

J. Fuller Pep
By JERRY LINK

Cousin Carrl* has things figured 
out. ‘ ‘Puller,”  says she, passln’ me 
my second helpin’ of KELLOGG’S 
PEP, ‘ ‘the reason you’re a go-getter 
Is because you’re a come-bncker.” 

And I  got to admit, KELLOGG’S 
PEP has got me goln’ and cornin’ 
—goln’ and gettln’ things done 
and cornin’ back for more PEP 
each mornln’. That’s what comes 
o f g e ttln ’ a ll your vitam ins. 
KELLOGG’S PEP hasn’t got ’em 
all, o f course, but It ’s extra-long 
In the two that are extra-short In 
lots o’ people's meals—vitamins 
Bi and D.*

PEP
*Psr serving: 1/2 Iks dally need of O t 415 lo 1/5. ths minimum daily nasi of B\.

Not Standing Still
Men cannot be stationary. I f  a 

man is not rising to be an angel, 
depend upon it he is sinking down
wards to be a devil.

Test With Reason
Reason is the test of ridicule—  

not ridicule the test of truth.— 
Warburton.

RAZOR BLADES
•  ASK YOUR DEALER FOR THE •

OUTSTANDING BLADE VALUE

KENT
SSr&ra BLADES r& ra

“TAKING TH E COUNTRY BY STORM”  
KNOW N FROM C O A S T T O  C O A S T
•  CUPPLKS COMPANY ■ ST. UHHS, MO. •
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Merry Feast
He that is of a merry heart hath 

a continual feast.

T h a t N a ^ i n ^
Backache

May Warn o f Disordered 
Kidney Action

Modem Ilf* with Its hurry and worry, 
-emlar habits, improper eating ana

of tbs kidneys. They are apt to become 
over-taxed and fall to filter axoM acid 
and other impurities from the ille-giving 
blood.

You may suffer nagting backs rho. 
hesdacheTdizslness, getting up night», 
leg pains, swelling feel constantly 
tired, nervous, ail worn out. Other signs 
of kidney or bladder disorder art some
times burning, scanty or too frequent 
urination.

Try Doan's Pitts. Doan's help, tha 
kidneys to pass off harmful txtaasbody 
waste. They have had more than hall a  

itury of public approval. Are neon.

dak year
by grata! 
r M ifUorl

Doan spills


