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SYNOPSIS 
THE CHARACTERS: 

ROMANY HAILE, who wants to b 

a radio star. 
WHOLLY O’NEIL, her pal, wh( 

plays ir. a music store. 

3RENT NELSON, successful youni 
announcer. 

MYRA NOYES, famous radio star 

engaged to Brent. 
TERRY O'ROURKE, who has f 

weakness for Cholly and for li 

quor. 
BAXTER TREE, a continuity writ 

er without a job. 
YESTERDAY: Cholly has a figh' 

with Terry and Romany does he: 
best to explain why he isn’t soot 

enough for her 

CHAPTER TEN 
“That was Brent on the phone.’ 

Romany grabbed Cholly and pullec 
her into the bedroom. “And maybe 
you don’t know it, Toots, but you’ve 
got a date. And you’re gong on a 

yacht.” 
"Oh, no,” Cholly began uncer- 

tainly. 
But Romany said firmly: 
“You’ll go if I have to tie you. 

Don't be a sap! Are you going to 
sit here all evening twidling your 
thumbs waiting for Terry O’Rourke 
to call you? You ARE not. Get into 
that cute little green linen sports 
suit before I slay you in cold 
blood.” 

Cholly stood in the middle of the 
floor debating. Then she smiled: 

"Okay. 1 'll go.” 
Romany sighed with relief. 
"And without a struggle! Well, 

now you’re talking sense, my dear 
little red-headed nit-wit. Y’ou take 
a shower first, while I make an- 

other raid on Aunt Cissie’s clothes 
closet. Get your hair wet and let it 
curl up in those silly little baby 
curls.” 

"Oh, no!” wailed Cholly. "My hair 
looks terrible that way.” 

“You heard me!" Romany pushed 
her into the shower. ‘"You’re not 
going to wear a hat, and you know 
perfectly well the boys love you with 
that halo of itsy bitsy ringlets 
around your baby face.” 

"Shut up!” yelled Cholly, "or 1 
won't go.” 

She was vehement on the sub- 
ject of her red hair, and Romany 
couldn't resist teasing her. She 
thought Cholly had the most beau- 
tiful hair she'd ever seen in her life. 
Romany was filled with a great reso- 

lution. If it was the last thing 
she ever did, she was determined, 
by hook or crook, to break up the 
engagement between Cholly And 
icily. 

And she would do it without the 
slightest twinge of conscience. 
Cholly had been tied down all 
through her years in college by her 
love for Terry. She was so devoted 
to him none of the other boys ivould 
even try to date her. Cholly had no 

idea how good looking she was, nor 

how attractive to other men be- 
cause she had been so completely 
absorbed in her job of mothering 
Terry. 

Romany was certain it was noth- 
ing hut the maternai instinct in her 
friend that kept her tied to the 
handsome, weak Terry. And her 
love for music had something to do 
with it. He did have the voice of 
an angel. Nothing could stop him 
from a great career if he would 
just work and use his intelligence. 

Cholly was a doll-like figure in 

green, contrasting charmingly with 
her red hair, when Romany came 

out of the shower. Her blue eyes, 
picking up the color of the mate- 
rial of her suit, were a blue green 
that sparkled brilliantly. Romany 
sighed enviously: 

"Oh, Lord! If I could just be lit- 
tle and cute like you, Cholly, in- 
stead of long and lanky and dark 
and mysterious. I’d go right out 
and find myself a millionaire and 
never have a worry again as long 
as X lived. Nobody would ever sus- 
pect you of.malice aforethought.’’ 

"Oh, yeah!” Cholly looked at her 
reflection in the mirror in dismay. 
“I suppose you’re pining for 
freckles, too.” 

The door bell rang and Romany 
jumped. 

“That must be Brent now. You go 
out and entertain him till I’m 
ready.” 

Cholly paled: 
“You—don’t suppose it’s Terry.” 
Romany hid her sudden alarm, 

Baying evenly: 
"And suppose it is. Don’t let him 

come up. Make him tell you who it 
is through the speaking tube.” 

Romany breathed a sigh of re- 
lief when Cholly called that it was 
Brent. That young man’s eyes lit 
with admiration as the sparkling 
little red-head opened the door. 

“You must be Cholly.” He shook 
hands, smiling broadly. “Old Dove’s 
going to feel like kissing me when 
he sees what I’ve brought him to 
play with.” 

Ana wno, may i ask, is Old 
Dove?” Cholly motioned the an- 
nouncer to a chair. 

“Dover Hayworth the Third,” 
Brent informed her a little proudly. 
"When I called him to ask if it was 
all right to bring along another 
girl I found he’d forgotten to invite 
someone for himself. He was most 
grateful to me.” 

“It looks,” Cholly grined, “as 
though we’re stepping out in high 
society tonight. He’s the Little Boy 
Blue of the corn syrup clan, isn't 
he?” 

“The syrup kid himself. And a 
swell guy! Just as natural and 
friendly as if he were one of his 
father’s employes.” 

“That sounds nice,” Cholly sighed 
with relief. "Now I can breathe 
more freely. I don’t fit in with the 
blue bloods so well myself. They 
take one look at my mug and know 
I’m Shanty Irish.” 

Brent laughed heartily. 
“I’m still looking for hayseed 

when I comb my hair. When I re- 

member that less than five years 

ago I was walking around Chicago 
in my only pair of shoes wondering 
if I was ever going to eat again! 
I’m telling you, I ran to an insur- 

ance company and took out an an- 

nuity five minutes after I signed 
■ my first radio cotract.” 

Cholly liked Brent Nelson in- 

stantly. Perhaps it was because 
what he confided so ingeniously 

: placed him in such direct contrast 
■with her irresponsible Terry. 

Romany stood framed in the 

doorway in Aunt Cissie’s white jer- 
sey sports dress, trimmed with gold. 
She smiled sweetly. 

"I see you two are telling your 

life stories.” 

Brent jumped up, standing back, 

for a better look at her. 
"So help me,” he whistled, "the 

girl is magic! Every time I see her 

I tell myself she can’t be as beau- 

tiful as I thought she was. And 

then, when I see her again 
“Isn’t he marvelous!” Romany 

said to Cholly. "What’s he been 

dishing up to you?” 
"Hayseeds and annuities," Cholly 

offered enigmatically. 
Brent was driving an open road- 

ster and it was early twilight when 

they speeded down South Shore 

drive, and darted through numerous 

side streets to the pier. Brent kept 
up his cheerful banter until they ar- 

rived at their destination. 

Cholly blinked when she saw the 

Hayworth \ yacht bobbing on the 

lake. Romany squeezed her hand 

excitedly. 
“Is it a ferry boat?” Cholly whis- 

pered to Brent. He laughed. 
"Oh, just one of the Hayworth’s 

smaller craft. You should see the 
one they have on Long Island.” 

Dover Hayworth, himself, helped 
his guests on to the yacht. A quick 
look told Cholly that, besides 

money, he had about everything else. 
He was medium sized, light haired 
and bronzed to a rich brown. When 
he smiled he showed large, even 

white teeth. There was no mistaking 
the warm friendliness of his brown 

eyes. 
To Romany he said, grinning: 
“I’m prepared to dislike you, 

laay. ± -- 

hearing about you from this bird 

here.” 
He took Cholly by the hand. 

“And this must be little Cholly. 

Now I’ll get back at Brent for Bor- 

ing me about his women. I’ve got 
one of my own.” 

“Where’s the rest of the gang? 
Nelson asked, as they followed their 

host down the deck. 

“They just phoned the boat- 

house,” Dover grinned. “They can’t 

come. Ain’t it tough?” 
“Marvelous!’ Brent sighed happi- 

ly. “I could do with a little peace 
and quiet. We four and no more.’ 

"Suits me." Dover looked at 

Cholly with admiration. “I’ll just 
sit and look at my girl’s nice red 

hair and cute little freckled nose. 

Brent, this is the first time you’ve 
ever done right by me. Darned if 

that guy can't drag around more 

homely women!” 

“It’s the philanthropist in me.” 

They were to be served on the 

deck. A servant brought cocktails. 
From the door a uniformed mate 

asked Hayworth: 
"Shall we sail, sir?” 

“Yes, Steve, north.” Dover sat 
down beside Cholly. 

There was a piano in the lounge. 
Brent was curious to hear Cholly 
play. If she were talented, with her 
adorable face and figure, television 

might mean a chance for her to 

break into radio. After dinner he 
would ask her to play. 

Sighing contentedly, Brent reach- 
ed over and turned on the radio. It 
was playing soft dinner music. Out- 
side the setting sun sparkled on the 
water. Romany, watching Cholly. 
felt a lump in her throat. Oh, if 

only she could help her to find hap- 
piness! Suddenly Cholly sighed, 
smiling: 

"Oh, don’t let me wake up! This 
is—heavenly.” 

(To Be Continued) 
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ANSWER: Bulbs, corms and rhizomes. 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 
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WASH TUBBS Roderigo Again By Roy Crane I 
YOU VILLAIN! v PERMIT ME TO EXPLAIN FURTHER. SINCE HE IS 
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BRICK BRADFORD^And the Metal Monster By William Ritt and daren (S»| 
YOU DID A MAGNIFICENT THING, BRADFORD, IN 
SAVING METROPOLA AND MANKIND FROM y- 
THE RAVAGES ,OF THE METAL MONSTER ! 

KALLA, DO YOU THINK YOU COULD 
RECREATE THE ROBOT RADIO i 
GROUND CONTROL FROM WHAT 
WAS LEFT BY THE FIRE ? 


