
OUT OUR WAY —By Williams
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BEGIN HERE TODAY
Adventure enters the life of CELIA

MITCHELL. 17, when she learns the
father she has supposed dead Is alive
and wealthy. She leaves her unpreten-
tious home In Baltimore for a home in
New Yorh with her father. JOHN MIT-
CHELL, and her aristocratic Rrand-m other.

MARGARET ROGERS, her mother,
dhdrord Mitchell and remarried and Is
now a widow. BARNEY SHIELDS, young
newspaper photographer. Is In love with
the girl and before leaving Baltimore
Celia promlged to be loyal to his love.

She Is lonely In her new home. Mit-
chell asks EVELYN PARSONS, beautiful
widow, to Introduce the girl to young
people. Mrs. Parsons considers Celia a
means to win Mitchell's affections and
agrees. She Invites the girl to her Long
Island home for a w.eck-end.

TOD JORDAN, fascinating bnt with a
dubious reputation, is attentive to Colla,
and Mrs. Parsons encourages the match.
When the other guests leave Celia con-
tinues her visit.

LISI DUNCAN, socially prominent. In-
vites her to attend a swimming party.
Ceila narrowly escapes drowning and Is
rescued by Jordan. Her father hears of
the affair and Insists the girl must re-
turn home. The same evening Jordan
calls.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE (Con-
tinued.)

The dinner that followed was a
quiet meal. Evelyn Parsons was
busy wth her thoughts, and Celia
mournful at the prospect of return-
ing to the city.

After they arose from the table
Celia wandered out on the porch.
Tonight the moon was veiled behind

\**Suds, but the stars were bright.
T She turned as she heard a man's
I voice.

I CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
JORDAN stood smiling1 at Celia from the open French

windows. He looked handsome in
his dinner clothes.

"Good evening,” he said.
"Thought I’d find you here. Mind
if I come out?”

"Os course not. There’s a fine
breeze. Here—won’t you sit down?”

She made room for him on the
wicker seat. Jordan leaned back
comfortably.

"I just dropped around to see how
you felt after your—damp adven-
ture. Evelyn says you’re recovered."

“Perfectly. Did she telL you the
rest?"

“I don’t know. She says you’re
driving into town in the morning.
Is that what you mean?”

“Yes.” Celia shook her head
mournfully. “Father says I have to
come. That’s why I’m out here-
saying good-by to the garden and
the stars and the sky. I hate leav-
ing it all behind!”

“You do? Can’t say ?hat I blame
, you. It’s a beautiful place.” He
[_ paused, then continued in a lower
RUce, "I’ll never forget it.”

way he spoke made the girl
turn instinctively. Light from the
living room cast a broad, golden
ribbon across the porch floor, but
the divan on which they sat was
in shadow. Jordan could not see the
delicate Coloring that had risen in
Celia’s cheeks.

“You like it, too?" she asked in
a quiet voice.

Jordan shrugged. "Like it? I
—oh, I’m a fool, I guess! Celia,
you know the other evening when
we were dancing here I—well, I
don’t know—l just can’t forget
about it. that’s all.

“It must have been my mistake,
but you see I thought you were be-
ginning to care for me a little. Next
day you seemed differenit and I de-
cided I was wrong. It doesn't change
the memory, though.”

His hand closed over -Celia’s.
"Was I—altogether mistaken?” He
breathed the words slowly.

Celia had no answer. Gently he
drew her nearer.

"You're not answering.” Jordan
protected. “Tell me, Celia! It’s
terribly important!”

She edged from him.
"You know that I like you.” she

said. “I’d be awfully ungrateful
if I didn’t after this afternoon.”

“But I don't want you to be
grateful! I want to know if you
feel the way I do about—the other
night. It’s the only time since
we've met that I’ve had you alone.
Celia, do you care?”

a a a

HIS arm had gone around her.
Jordan s face was close to the

girl’s. His dark eyes sought hers
compellingly.

She could not lpok away. Celia
felt the warm rush of color to her
cheeks. Tod Jordan’s handsome
eyes so near—Tod Jordan's lips—

It happened quickly. A kiss
sweeping aside everything else in
the world. Tingling, delicious, ter-
rifying!

Breathless, the man and girl
stared at each other. #

“Oh, Celia!” He tried to take
her in his arms again, but Celia
protested.

“What is it? What's the mat-
ter-dear?"

She shook her head without
ipe&kicg.

“But Celia, I couldn’t help it.
I’m mad about you! • Oh, won’t
you understand—!”

The girl arose and walked to the
railing of the porch. Jordan fol-
lowed.

“You mean,” he said huskily, “you
don't care about me?”
“It isn’t that,” Celia hesitated.
‘Then what is it? What else in

the world can make any difference?
Why, Celia—you're trembling!”

Jordan took both of the girl’s
hands in his. She looked up at
him with frightened eyes. Their
gaze met. Then Jordan dropped
her hands and stepped back.

“Someone else?” he asked in the
same throaty tone.

“I don't know.”
“What do you mean by that?

Don’t you know it if there’s some-
one else you care more for? Tell
me, Celia. Why do you want to
keep me waiting?”

Jordan was a romantic figure
as he stood there. His dark eyes
seemed tragic. His pose and every-
thing about him was melodramatic.

His perfect-fitting dinner clothes
must have cost three times what
Barney Shields ever had paid for
one of his ready-made suits.

The girl was repentant.
“I don’t know, Tod,” she said

slowly. “I—l thought there was
someone else. Now I don’t know!”

“Does that mean I have a
chance?”

She nodded her head.
“You darling!”
Again she was crushed in Jor-

dan’s arms. This time when she
pushed him away she was bright-
eyed, laughing.

“You don't know how happy
you’ve made me,” he told her.

Celia reminded him she had only
said he had a “chance,” and that
future decisions would rest upon
good behavior.

“Then I'm sure to lose,” Jordan
told her gloomily. “I’m not account-
able when I’m with you, dear. I
only know how much I want you.”

Each romantic speech thrilled Ce-
lia. She tried to pretend they did
not. Jordan’s experienced eye took
in her subterfuge. For an hour they
talked, sitting in the darkness, with
Jordan's arms thrown about the
girl’s shoulders. Celia forgot her
scruples and her promise to Barney.

Once she asked about Mrs. Par-
sons.

“Oh, she said she was going to
write letters,” Jordan answered eas-
ily. “She doesn’t want to be both-
ered with you or me.”

He asked how he was going to
see her after she was back at the
house in town. Celia didn’t quite
know. She had doubts about her
grandmother’s views on the subject.
Anyhow, he could telephone. Why,
hadn’t he saved her life? They
would find some way of meeting.

At last she said she must go. It
was growing very late. The tiny
hands on her wrist watch pointed to
twenty minutes after 11 o’clock.
Jordan laughed at the idea of that
being a late hour. Still, if she
wanted him to leave
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SHE didn’t want him to go, Celia
said. She only felt it was time

that a call should end. Jordan in-
sisted on one more kiss, and then
another and another one before he
finally said good night.

“I'll dream about you. Celia,” he
whispered. "Little angel!”

She watched him get into his car,
smiling a last farewell from the
door. Then she went to the library
to find Mrs. Parsons and bid her
good night.

Passing a mirror in the hallway,
she caught a glimpse of her face.
Celia stopped short. She hardly
knew herself. It would never, never
do to let Evelyn Parsons see her
with such flushed cheeks. The
bright eyes were tell-tale, too!

Quietly she hurried, upstairs,
dusted powder over her face and
came down# again. She found Mrs.
Parsons reading.

“Is Tod gone?” Evelyn asked.
“Yes. I really didn't know it was

getting so late. I think I’ll go up-
stairs to bed.”

“Run along," the widow told her.
“I’ll be coming soon.”

Celia undressed and crept into
bed. Her heart was pounding so
that it seemed hours before at last
she fell asleep. Then she dreamed
she was dancing with Tod Jordan
on a moonlit platform.

That young man was dancing,
not in dreams, but in a night club.
It was a resort in a pleasantly re-
mote portion of Long Island pre-
sided over by a hostess whose af-
fairs often made “page one” of the
newspapers.

Jordan had gone there directly

after leaving Celia. *The slender
young woman in his arms was Eve
Brooks.
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CELIA bade farewell to Evelyn
next morning with genuine re-

gret. She considered Mrs. Par-
sons her closest friend.

“You’ll come to see us, won’t
you?” she .begged, as Thompson
piled her luggage into the car.

“Why, of course,” Evelyn assured
the girl. “And perhaps later on your
father will let you come down again.
Ask him to drive down some warm
evening. It isn’t far, you know.”

“Oh, I will,” Celia declared. “Well
—good-by!”

She wondered on the drive back
whether she would see anything
more of Jimmie Webster or amusing
Lisi Duncan, or any of the others.
Celia hoped so. She had almost be-
gun to feel that she was one of
them. But of course Tod Jordan
would come to see her.

She missed most of the agreeable
scenery along the road thinking
about Tod Jordan. After all, in
spite of its terrors, the swimming
adventure had been romantic.

Tooting ferry and tugboat whis-
tles caught her eye as they crossed
the great East river bridge. The
color and motion of life on the river
aroused her interest. After they
reached Manhattan it was a short
time before the limousine halted be-
fore the Mitchell home.

Celia got out and ran up the
steps.

“Good morning!” she said to Ed-
ward as he opened the door.
“Where’s grandmother?”

“Upstairs, Miss Celia. You’re to
go up to her sitting room.

Quietly the girl climbed the
stairs and knocked at the door of
Mrs. Mitchell’s suite.

“Come in!” a shrill voice called,
and Celia opened the door.

“Good morning, grandmother!.,
she said brightly.

“Well, good morning. Young
woman, can’t you even pay a week-
end visit without getting your
name into headlines? Ugh!

“What business have you get, I’d
liketo know, going swimming, any-
how? ' It’s outrageous. Nothing of
the sort when I was a girl ”

The girl, surprised, waited while
the indignant torrent raged. It de-
veloped that there had been no
“headlines.” One newspaper had
carried a small paragraph of the
accident, and there had been two
calls for photographs. That was all.

It was sufficient to convince the
autocratic Mrs. Mitchell that her
dignity had been outraged. For half
an hour she lectured Celia on the
sanctity of the Mitchell name.

Celia heard it all demurely. At
last she was excused and went to
her own room. No, it was not going
to be much fun to be home again!

Luncheon * was dismal. Mrs.
Mitchell continued to indicate dis-
approval of her granddaughter.
Celia retired to the library as soon
as she could excuse herself.

Martha found her there half an
hour later.

"There’s a gentleman calling for
you. Miss Celia,” the maid said.

With one b&und the girl reached
for the instrument. ‘

(To Be Continued)

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS
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TARZAN AND THE JEWELS OF OPAR

Silently Jane rolled over in the direction of
the tree. The lion paid no attention to her.
Durng what seemed hours to her tense nerves
she repeated these tactics, and still the lion fed
on in apparent unconcern that his second prey
was escaping him. Already the girl was quite
near tie tree; a little more and she would be
near enough to chance springing to her feet,
throw caution aside and make a bold dash for
safety. Suddenly the lion turned his great head
and fastened his eyes upon her.

For a long time neither the girl nor the
lion moved. The strain upon her nerves was
becoming unbearable. Now Numa deliberately
turned back to the business of feeding; but his
back-layed ears attested a sinister regard for
the actions of the girl behind him. Jane re-
solved to risk all in one last attempt to reach
the lower tree branches. Gathering herself
stealthily for the effort, she leaped suddenly
to her feet, but almost simultaneously the lion
sprang up, wheeled and with wide distended
jaws and terrific roars charged upon her.
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—By Crane
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—By Edgar Rice Burroughs

Though the upward spring of the lion as he
neared the tree into which Jane was scrambling
brought his talons in contact with her slippers,
she eluded his raking grasp, and as he hurled
himself against the tree trunk, the girl drew
herself into the safety of the branches above
his grasp. For some time the beast paced back
and forth. Above him Jane lay trembling, a
prey to the nervous reaction from the frightful
ordeal. At dusk the lion quitted the clearing.
Then came a pack of hyenas to make night
hideous over the ape and remnants.

The girl did not dare descend to, the ground
among the fearsome dangers that infested the
broad stretch of jungle that she knew must lie
between herself and the nearest village of her
faithful Wazin. She composed herself as best
she could for the long wait until daylight. Tired
nature at last overcame even her fears and she
dropped into a deep slumber cradled in a safe
but uncomfortable position. The sun was high
when she awoke. Beneath her was no sign
of Numa or the hyenas. Both hunger and
thirst assailed tier now.
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