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SYNOPSIS 
THE CHARACTERS: 

FABIENNE SEYMOUR, rich, young 

and beautiful. 
NICKY BARTLETT, wealthy and in 

love with Fabienne. 
ELLEN CHAPMAN, young and ca- 

pable mistress of Willoughby 
house. 

DR. BILL MALLORY, close friend 

of Ellen’s. 
YESTERDAY: At a cheap dance 

hall, where Fabienne drops in 

with a Party one evening, she 

is surprised to see one of the young 

girls from the settlement house. 

She remonstrates with her and the 

girl resents it. 

CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

Tommy said, “The kid’s right, Fab. 

She’s got a right to do what she 

pleases. You’re taking that settle- 

ment house too seriously. Imagine 
you playing policewoman to a kid 

from the slums!" 
Fabienne turned to him with her 

eyes flashing. “What's so funny 
about that?” she demanded. 

"Nothing, honey, nothing. But 

you don’t think you’re responsible 
for that kind of a kid, do you?” 

“Somebody has to be,” she said, 
her face growing serious and i 
thoughtful. 

“This place gives me the willies,” 
Dru told her husband. “I never did 
like slumming. It sounds amusing 
but I’ll take El Morocco.” 

They left at once without so much 
as a backward glance at the iittle 
Italian girl sitting with the two 

brown boys. 
At El Morocco, Tommy picked 

up the check for the six of them 
and Fabienne found herself looking 
at it ani thinking, for the first time 
in her life, of what the money spent 
in a smart cafe would mean if it 
were applied to a fund to prevent 
such things as she had seen a few 
hours before. 

Uoing back to ner luxurious 

apartment in the Plaza, Fabienne 
said to Drusilla, "You know Dru, 
she’s a nice little kid. I feel 
somehow that it’s all my fault.” 

Drusilla said, "Fab’s got an edge 
on. You’ll feel better in the morn- 

ing, darling.” 
But in the morning, Fabienne 

awoke thinking of Rose and th< 
memory of her little painted face 
came before her and the morning 
paper she was trying to read I 
Rose’s face, as it had defied her 
And Rose’s face as it had looked i 
on Christmas night when she said. [ 
"Real prize fighters and artists got 
their start in classes at the house, j 
If we had a dramatic class, we 

might — some of us — become fa- 
me’is. And all the kids would love 
it.” 

Fabienne consigned Mrs. Cheese- 
bc rough to the proper place for la- 
dies who did such things. 

Then she shrugged her shouldc-r.- 
as if to dismiss the whole inci- 
dent. 

But there was no forgetting it; 
when Rose, white-faced ar.d blush- 
ing by turns in an agony of em- 

barrassment and apology, came to! 
her office the next afternoon. 

"Helio, Rose,” she greeted the 
child with a friendly smile. 

Rose kept her eyes on the floor 
Her tongue stumbled and she 
spoke brokenly, "Oh, Miss Sey- 
mour! I didn't mean it; Honest! 1 
didn’t know what I was saying. J 
didn't mean—” 

"Sit down, Rose. I know you 
didn’t mean it. Just tell me why 
you went there. Why you like it?” 

The little Italian girl raised her 
black velvet eyes and kept them 
fixed at a point above Fabienne’s 
head. "Gee, Miss Seymour, you 
don’t know what some people’s 
homes is like.” 

"Perhaps I can guess,” Fab^nne 
answered gently. 

"We got seven in our family. We 
live in two rooms. Kitchen' and bed- 
room. Me and my two sisters sleep 
in the kitchen. The old man and 
my brother sleeps in the other 
room.” 

Fabienne repressed a shudder. 
“And you have no place to enter- 
tain?” 

Rose shook her black curls. ‘‘Yn. 

body has in this neighborhood. It 
ain’t like where you live. But 
I ain’t so different from you. 1 
gotta have fun.” That was what 
6he had said the night before. 

Fabienne nodded understanding1.!', 
“Of course you do. But there 
must be other places besides that 

that dance hall. The movies, 
friend’s houses, the settlement 
house— 

“The movies cost money. My 
friends ain’t got no more place to 
have other kids in than I have," 
Rose explained pathetically. “The 
settlement house? Sure, I come 
here when there’s something doing, 
but, you know, Miss Seymour, a 

girl likes boys. Boys ain’t going to 
Bit around here and talk. That’s 
why I thought if we had the the- 
ater—” 

“Yes,” Fabienne interrupted. “Tell 
me one thing more, Rose. Why 
did you go with those Fil—those 
boys?” 

“Because they got money,” Rose 
Said in a small voice. 

Fabienne felt her heart turn 
sick. Yes, those boys had money to 
spend on a giri; first for dance hall 
tickets and drinks, and later for 
perfume and trinkets and sleazi- 
little personal presents, and hen— 

Suddenly she felt an immense 
sorrow, a great helpless pity, and 
swift anger against society in gen- 
eral, and Mrs. Cheeseborough in 
particular. 

Strangely, it didn’t occur to her 
that there was something that she 
could do. Although the idea must 
have been there, buried beneath the 
sudden appreciation she felt for her 
own comfortable existence. 

Gertrude, with an income of fif- 
teen thousand dollars a year, had 

had hysterics I.- uuso she was not 

to have five million more dollars to 

spend on more homes, more serv- 

ants, more parties and more clothes. 

Thinking- of them, Fabienne 

grinned a bit grimly. It was fortu- 
nate that Gertrude loved clothes sc 

much that she couldn’t resist buy- 
ing them, not only for herself, but 
for her daughter. For Fabienne, on 

a mere five hundred a month, cuuid 

hardly have bought a stitch for her- 

self. 

Every cent of her money went to 

live—for rent in the hotel, the up- 

keep of her car, for tips and the 

occasional dinners she jrave. But 

she had to have them. Nicky had 

called her a sybarite and so she 

was, loving soft blankets and lux- 

urious baths, the hands of an ex- 

pert beautician, obsequious service, 
a perfumed background. 

poor little Rose Riccio and her 

thousands of sisters. Fabienne could 

not have borne it. 
She grew to love her apartment, 

to thrill when she opened her closet 
door and saw- frock after frock 

hanging on its perfumed form; to 

savor her rich food. To appreciate 
the things she could not do with- 

out. 
Other girls could live in small 

apartments, have a part-time maid, 
buy clothes, have good times, save 

money on five hundred dollars a 

month, but Fabienne Seymour was 

the granddaughter of a multi-mil- 
lionaire, and she could not imagine 
having less than she had. 

But the idea must have been 
there— 

Ned Blakely took her to the 
Carousal club one night. “Did you 
know- this is a gambling joint?” he 
asked her. 

“Ned, I’ve gambler’s blood in my 
veins and I’ve solemnly vowed I'd 
never gambie for money. But 
but, I’ll go along with you. I’ll play 
hunches ... if you'il give me the 
first five hundred you make.” 

Ned was a little slow. He 
scratched his head. “I don’t get 
this,” he said dubiously, “but if 

your hunches are good, I’ll take a 

chance. Where do you come in on 

this?” 
“If you win five hundred over 

your investment, I don’t come in. I 

30 OUT" she said with wry gallan- 
try. “Because I'm going to double 
that five hundred.” 

He gave up completely. The girl 
was talking in riddles. 

“Put it on 24,” she told him, in- 

dicating his first stack of chips. 
■Red." 

The ball dropped on 24—red. It 

dropped on 14—black. On red 36. 
Twelve times, out of fifteen, it drop- 
ped on the number Fabienne whis- 

pered to him. 
He counted off five one hundred 

dollar bills and gave them to her. 
“What now?” he wanted to know. 

“I don’t know,” she said. “Your 
little winnings have cost me two 
months’ income. Y’ou won’t find me 

at the Plaza after the first of the 
month, darling.” 

“I get it. With this money and 
your income for a couple of months 
you’re going on a cruise?” 

She nodded. “To the never-never 

land, darling. No one will ever be- 
lieve it about little Fab. Not even 

myself. Come on, Ned. Our work’s 
done. And nice work it is!” 

(To Be Continued) 

Yugoslavia's Premier 
Injured In Accident 

BELGRADE, Yugoslavia, Jan. 28. 
—UP)—Premier Dragisa Cvetkovic 
suffered cuts from broken glass and 
Finance Minister Juraj Sutej had 
his arm sprained today when a 

special train collided with a freight 
train near Kralevci, east of the 
capital. 

All other of the 50 occupants, In- 
cluding several cabinet ministers, 
suffered lesser injuries. A rescue 

train was sent from Belgrade. 
The accident was said to have 

been due to the negligence of a 

minor railway employe. 
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WHICH IS 2Q5QO FEET HIGH, LOOKS HIGHER. 
THAW MT. EVEREST(2.9, !4-l FT.) BECAUSE IT RISES 
18.000 FEET ABOVE ITS BASE, WHILE EVEREST RISES 
W-,000 FEETA30VE ITS LOFTy PLATEAU FOUNDATION. • 
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IN WEAVING, { 
WHICH THREADS ARE 
THE lAJ4/P/=> AND C) 
WHICH THE \A/00/=‘r* | 
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HOUSE WREN 
SINGS As SONG 
OF ONE SECOND 

DURATION, 
AND REPEATS IT 
AT INTERVALS OF 
TWO SECONDS 

OFTEN 
FROM DAWN 
UNTIL. DUSK 
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w i.ic. xne w.uj) luns lengthwise or the loom and is crossed 
by the woof. 

DAILY CROSSWORD 
ACROSS 

1. A fabric 
6. Preserved j 

10. Inexpensive 
11. Eagle’s nest : 
13. Rapacious 

person 
14. French city ; 
15. Whether 
16. Toward ; 
17. Vexatious 
21. A tree 
24. Constellation 
25. Reach across 
26. Rapid writ- 

ing method 
27. Rear 
28. Sea eagle 
29. Large sax- 

horns 
30. Percolates 
33. Ahead 
34. Exclamation 
35. To mark 
39. Sheer fabric 
42. Conduit 
43. Went astray 
44. Ravaged 
46. Navigates 

DOWN 

1. To crack 
2. Catch 

sight of 
3. Note of scale 
4. Snatch 
5. Always 
6. .To irritate 
7. Over (poet) 

>. 

I 

8. Before 
9. Swell 

10. Fragment 
12. English 

school 
18. Master 

(Ind.) 
19. Swedish coil 
20. Inclosures 
21. Burned 

remains 
22. Thin 

> n > > 

23. A fabric 
26. Shifted 
29. Throw 
31. Lost color 
32. Throw off 
36. Reverence 
37. Botch 

138. Malay canoe 
39. Calf flesh 
40. Scraps 
41. Anger 
45. Chinese coin 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 

{ NO THANKS, I DON'T CARE TO \ 
1 JOIN VOUR COUNTRY CLUB-- 
I HAVE A GOOD ROOM. TO LOAF 
IN WITH BOOKS, PICTURES AND 
CLEANLINESS.... AFTER MY / 
ANCESTORS SPENT GENER- >, 
ATIONS GETTING AWAY FROM 

k SQUALOR AND SQUASH, I HAVE 
■V NO YEARNING TO GO BACK 
I-- TO IT—I INTEND < 

‘"fofrn 
MEN10E&S 
c OMW £ 

~ VES, WITH \ 
zl TH' OWE IW 1 

\ TH' DOOR, 

|rr5 PLEWTV/y 
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE with Maj ivrH 

ILSON, 
I HAVE BEEN ^ 

kYSELF 60 RELENTLESSLY 
/RITIMG A PLAY THAT 
1ESLECTED SCRAMWOLD 
LV/—- WOULD YOU ^ 
\KlNG HIM FOR A 
>OLL OF FOUR MILES p 
AMD EVENING 

~ 

E DOG 
<ERCISE.' 

r FOLKS IM MAH FAM'D 
MUCH ACROBAT;C C 

l MlSTAH MAJOR./— 
EVAH ‘PLIED FO' T:A p ; 

MAIL MAMj OR OTHAW p 
CHORES/ WHVfvT \z 

ORGAM1ZE TH' BOV 
SCOUTS FO’ TH’ 
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ANA B T 
LAST MIGHT A 
UP THG mass: 

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE 
r i got your 1 

MESSAGE. I 
NICK. AND ] 
HUSTLED RIGHT 

OVER- „ J 
WHAT'S UP^ m 

PLENTY. JACK- 
l GET TO HEAR 
THINGS-TALK IS 
GETTING STARTED 
THAT TECOM IS 
ONE OF MY BCYS- 

VS^$. 

WELL,IN 1 
THE RIGHT 
PLACES THAT'S 
NOT SO^BAD. 

1.1. 

FOR THE PUBLIC TO I 
GET ANY SUCH I 

IDEA MOULD BE t 
POISON-MEVE GO"- ■ 
TO WORK FAST- 

FIRST, OLD SENATOR BOOGLE ^ 
GETS A NICE, SAFE JUDICIARY 
JOB OUT OF THE WAY- YOU'RE 
to be Appointed to fill the 
VACANCY(NEXT ELECTION YOU'LL 
AE ELECTED)-THEN JOHN’LL 
TEP IN AS DISTRICT ATTCRNEY- 
__ 

^ 

r BUT WONT 
THAT PROVE 

EVEN MORE 
THAN EVER 1 

THAT TECUM'S 
[ YOUR MAN? 

! ha! NO VJD 
NOTICE 

ONWAfii -m LEAGUE! 
to fc- ,r :.'s 
APPOIH' 311 
BE SlllPPE 

ON N‘-- ,'T.; 
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WASH TUBBS No Company Wanted By Roy Crane 
| THAT OIL GANG MURDERED THE GEOLOGIST BECAUSE 
i HE KNEW TOO MUCH. THEY TRIED TO MURDER ME 

IN THE HOTEL FIRE FOR THE SAME REASON. HADING 
^ FAILED, THEV’RE LIKELV TO TRy AGAIN 

y HOWEVER, THEBES 
V OWE MORE THUJ6 
I TO CHECK, AMD X 
1 DON'T INTEND RUN- 
^ WINS OUT TILL 

x've finished 

FliTTf 
( WHERE 
I ARE VOO 

k60\U6?J 

MATTIE! WHAT "v 
ARE YOU t)0\U6UPf/j 

'AFTER All TKE EX-^ 
CVTEK\EUT, 2 COUL^'T 
SLEEP. WAVT’LL 2 C-cX 
DRESSED AMD I'LL 
TAKE A WALK A TH / 

vr: ;.vT) 
l \MS cor 
'■ 

■■ '..'-TO j:E 
mw 

01! 
3 A 
'i 

1 
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GASOLINE ALLEY Talked Too -uch 

f MV RAISE STARTS j 
ionav. rr won't [ 

! TAKE ME WNC TO < 

] WORK UP 10 *11.70 
1 A WEEK, 1WE 
A SAME AS VOO'RS / 
fLcieTTIN^vl 

THATS 
$mi. 
WIMEH. 

aw sowze rue ons, 
SKE621*, THAT TOLD 
ME NOT TO ASK FOe , 

v jv r—^ 

I -THOUGHT TT 
ms roe voue 

^ OWN GOOD.y 

if so wee jealous/ 
k iou thought f (vaswt 
I WGiH AS MUCH AS 

YOU. y——^ 

rr wasm'T i ^ 
ALU I JUST i 

says vol! r Ml 
v._____ 

A N< THE GUMPS 

WASN'T (T SHAMEFUL 
VHE WAV THE old LADY / 
HUaH-HATTED MATIE / 

l The waitress? i 

V was moktired &y y 
\HER ACTiONSj^y 

'VES,TWE OUS 
PVWV-SHE AMt> 
HER. ARISTOCRATIC 
SACKOrROUH© 

rTHE SUMPS REALLY ARE ^\= OF THE ARISTOCRACY-WE ALL \ 
SPRINS FROM SIR RESIN ALD DE 
SUMp BART,THE FAMOUS SILVER 
KNISHT OF KINS ARTHUR'S COORT- 

WHY, EVERY ONE OF MY LONS A 
\ AND HONORABLE LINE HAS S,$> Y EEEN PRESENTED To 

/ha HA( I CAM AUST PiCTUE 
\ THAT faAWEj O'.- Efafc? -; 
f BE-iME; PRESENTtO TO 
l R.O\ ACT Y — AMP ROYALTY S' 
\ 'E/A BACK AS> 
\ SOOM AS THEY /■/ -.> 
\ WERE PRESENTED/: 

Wr^VCSS 
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BRICK BRADFORD—And the Metal Monster By William Ritt and Clare W 

■ THE METAL MONSTER, AFTER DESTROYING ■ 
■ THE METROPOLA TRUST BUILDING STANDS p 
■ MOTIONLESS FOR A MOMENT WHILE PANIC- RK 
■ STRICKEN POPUUC^ASPS IN TERROR |j 

I 
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I AM THE 
MET-AL | 
M0N-5TER/ 

THE MONSTROUS "MOUTH"RUMBLES WITH 
THUNDEROUS SPEECH ! 

I WILL RE-TORN .'AND W 
COME A-6AIN I WILL OIE-STt 
YOUfL CIT-Y y^ 


