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One* Romany made up her mind 

to go to Baxter Tree’s apartment, 
che decided she might as well go 

immediately. 
In the bedroom she replenished 

her makeup and combed her jet- 
black hair. Cholly was lying on the 

bed. She looked up with tear- 

ctained eyes. 
"Going out, Romey?’’ 
"Yes. For a little while.’’ 
"You’re not—angry with me for 

not wanting to talk?’’ 
"Mercy, no!” Romany assured 

her swiftly. "I’ve just decided to 

compromise myself a bit.” 
"To what?’’ 
"I’m going to walk down and see 

Bax.” 
Cholly .raised on her elbow, sur- 

prised. 
"Well, whatever put that notion 

into your head?” 
Romany shrugged. 
"Oh, I don’t know. He’s been act- 

ing so strangely. I don’t want him 
to think that just because I’ve had 

a lot of luck and he hasn’t we can't 

be the same friends. He won’t call 

me up. So I’m going to barge in on 

him. He can’t any more than throw 
me out.” 

"He won’t,” Cholly smiled. "But 

he’li be very much surprised. And 
so am I for that matter. He’d prob- 
ably love to see you. I guess he 
thinks you’re in love with Brent 
and that you’re out with him most 
of the time.” 

"That’s what I imagine he 
thinks.” Romany put on Aunt Cis- 
sie’s short squirrel jacket and 
matching toque. "And he’s so 

darned proud.” 
At the door of the apartment 

where Baxter lived Romany hesi- 
tated. Then she rang the bell reso- 

lutely. The buzzer sounded imme- 

diately and she walked up four 
flights before she heard Bax’s 
"hello.” 

me writer stepped oatu m as- 

tonishment when he saw Romany. 
"It's only me,” Romany called 

gaily. "I was walking by and I just 
decided to drop in and see if you 
were still alive.’’ 

She saw Bax’s face color with 
Confusion. 

“Well, come in,” he urged. "This 
is quite a little surprise.” 

Romany saw quickly that it was 

a one-room apartment with a pull- 
man kitchen. On a gas burner sat 
two cooking pots, and the odor of 
coffee filled the small place. Bax 
pushed a chair toward Romany. 

‘‘Be seated, Miss Haile.” He man- 

aged to summon an almost natural 
grin. ‘‘And may I have the furs?” 

She slid out of the squirrel jack- 
et. The cold November air had 
brought out the pink in her olive 
cheeks and her green eyes sparkled 
with good health and well being. 

“You’re looking swell!” Bax 
opened a small closet and placed 
the wrap on a hanger. Then he 
came back and sat down opposite 
his visitor. “Work seems to be 
agreeing with you.” 

The coffee boiled over and Bax 
leaped to take it from the stove. 

“I can offer you a bean and a 

cup of coffee,” he said then un- 

certainly. "I thought I wouldn’t go 
out this evening for dinner. I’m 
working on a half-hour script.” 

Romany foroed gaiety into her 
voice. 

"I’ll have a cup of coffee with 
you. But I’ve had my dinner.” 

It wasn’t1 true. She had forgotten 
to eat. But she -wouldn't take what 
might be the last of Bax’s food. 

"Come to think of it, I guess I’ll 
just have coffee, too.” Bax set the 
beans back, turning out the gas. 
"I don’t seem to be hungry. I ate 
lunch late.” 

Romany suspected that there 
might be no bread or butter and 
that Bax didn’t want her to know. 
She swallowed painfully. If he were 
only the sort she could offer to loan 
money to! But if he were, like 
Terry—she wouldn’t be there. 

Bax put two paper napkins on 
the little table In the corner and 
brought china from the cubby hole 
over the sink. 

Sorry.” he apologized. “I ean't 
offer you cream. I forgot to order 
it today.” 

"I very seldom use It.” Romany 
moved to the table. "I’m just sit- 
ting down to be sociable, anyway.” 

Bax handed her tne sugar, fcne 

1 took of it sparingly. 
"And”—she took a small sip of 

> the coffee—“where have you been? 
That’s what I dropped up to find 

I out. You've been neglecting 11s.” 
“Oh, I’ve been messing around 

with some short stories and scripts. 
Keeping pretty busy. I knew you 

were busy, too. Sorry if I’ve seemed 
unsociable.” 

“You have,” Romany smiled. She 
1 

was studying him, puzzled. What’s 
different about you?” she asked 
then. “You’re changed in some 

way.” 
‘‘Perhaps you miss the specs,” 

said Bax. 
‘That's it! I've never seen you 

without them before.” 
Now that Romany knew what 

made the change, she decided he 
-was much more handsome without 
the horn rims. His lean face was 

keenly intellectual, with the high 
brow, even features and tw-inkling 
brown eyes. 

“I went to a new specialist,” Bax 
explained. “He took the glasses off 
and gave me an eye exercising ma- 

chine. Trouble was that my eyes 
were out of focus. The doctor seems 

to be right. The machine rests my 

eyes and I hardly miss the specs.” 
“I know you’re glad,” said Rom- 

0.11 J 

“I hated the darn tilings!” Bax 
exclaimed. "They gave me an in- 

feriority complex.” He said' the lat- 
ter with a grin. 

"Do you know”—Romany studied 
him, leaning her chin on her hand— 
“you look an awful lot like Gary 
Cooper?” 

“I’ve been told that often be- 
fore,” Bax laughed. “I guess it's be- 
cause we're both long and lanky.” 

“No, you’re the same type. Ex- 
cept your eyes seem darker. You're 
amazingly like him. Even the same 

whimsical, sort of sad, smile.” 
“I hope,” grinned Bax, he’s 

your favorite movie actor.” 
"But of course,” Romany as- 

sured him. “He's always been ray 

girlish dream.” 
A little later Bax sighed: 
“The good luck is still keeping 

up, I see! You’re doing a swell job 
on ‘Twilight’.” 

“Do you tune in?” 
“I’m one of your most ardent 

fans,” Bax assured her. “I wouldn't 

miss it for the world. I hear Trotter 
is planning to star you in the first 
opus he can get his hands on.” 

“I guess so. He’s very kind.” 
“Well!” Bax got up for more cof- 

fee. “You’ll certainly be in the 

money when that happens. Al- 

though I wouldn’t say you’re doing 
so badly now.” 

"No,” Romany admitted. It 
seems nice to be able to buy a few 
clothes. Aunt Cissie won’t find 

quite all her things worn out when 
she comes back.” 

She laughed, but sobered quick- 
ly when Bax said: 

“It must be a grand and glorious 
feeling! I’ve just about made up 
my mind to throw up the whole 
thing. I mean give up the idea of 
radio and go and dig ditches or 

something. It's such an uncertain 
racket. I thought it wTas worth 
while trying to hang on till I got 
a break. But I guess the gods just 
don’t intend to let that happen.” 

Romany said with quick sympa- 
thy : * 

“Oh, you mustn’t say that, Bax. 
Some of these days ‘Paradise Is 
Here’ will sell so fast it'll make 

your head swim. That’s the way 

things happen in radio.” < 

Bax shook his head. His jaw set. 
“I’ve given up hope. Anyway, I’m 

not going to count on it. I’m think- 

ing 'of heading for New York. To 
see if I can’t get a newspaper or 

magazine job.” 
‘‘Oh! Romany said blankly. 

“You're—going away. I—wish you 
wouldn’t.” 

Bax looked up quickly. When he 
saw the look on her face, he asked 
quizzically: 

“But why? What difference 
w’ould it make to you, Romany?” 

“Why,” she said uncertainly, “I’d 
—I’d miss you. You've been so good 
to me. If it hadnt’ been for you, 
Bax, I never would have gotten 
along so-well in radio. Your coach- 
ing has helped me so much.” 

Bax got up for matches. When 
he lit his pipe, his hand trembled. | 

"If I believed you” — he looked 
away — “I’d never go. But you’re 
just trying to be kind.” 

"Oh, I’m not!” she protested, 
feeling suddenly as though she 
must escape from the little room. 
It was depressing and she wanted to 
cry. 

She got up and Bax was puzzled 
when she said hurriedly: 

“Let’s go for a walk, Bax. I—I 
think you need some air. It’s a gor- 
geous evening.” 

(To Be Continued) 
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OUT OUR WAY By J. R. Williams 
( MY UNCLE KNOWS \ 
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MUCH TROUBLE TO / 
TAKE A FEW OF \ 
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■^awway 
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A BUNGLER, AS 
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DON'T KNOW HOW I 
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I'M BEfalMNINfo Tt> \J 
RELIEVE MAMA MAY 
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BRICK BRADFORD Seeks the Diamond Doll “BFWilTiamliitWnd Clarence GT^v 
BRICK HAS 
CALLED 

AT THE 
SALISBURY 
RESIDENCE 

TO ESCORT 
JUNE TO 

THE 
THEATER- 

THERE 
IS A KNOCK, 

HE 
OPENS THE 

^DOOR^ 
... -! 
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HELLO/THE WILD WEST CIRCUS 
WST BE IN TOWN / \ i ji |i|||n 

HI.'HI/ GREETINGS / IS 
PUFFESSOR SILLYBURY 
US SPIKKING, HO DOUBT 
—YES-HUH ? 

NO-MY NAME IS 
BRADFORD-WHAT 
DO YOU WANT? r- 

HA.'HA.' JOKE-YES.' VIRRY 
FONNY-YOU SILLYBURY — 

THIS HIM WIGWAM-SO 
YOU HIM-YES i 

BUT I AM NOT 
MR. SALISBURY 
-WHAT IS THIS, 
-{A GAG ? y— 

O.K.'OK/ BUFFING YOU NOW. 
YES .'THIS CHIEF KAY-FAW- 
WALK-EE -JIGGLE, WINNING 
IN UNITED STATES “CHIEF 
ETERNAL MOUNTAIN'.' r" 


