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SYNOPSIS

Joe Lane, ex-pugilist and star song-
ster of QRSA Radio Station, quarrels
with Arthur Phillips, his manager, be-
cause of Phillips’ attentions to his
wife Katherine. Joe hits the manager,
who, in falling, strikes his head and
dies. Joe serves a year in prison for
manslaughter. Unwilling to disgrace
Katherine and their son, [Little Pal,
Joe forces his wife to seek a divorce
by accusing her of intimacy with Dr.
Merrill, the physician for whom she
works as nurse. Immediately upon his
release Joe goes to see his boy in
school. Little Pal, wanting to be with
his father, follows him when he lea-
ves and is hit by a truck.

CHAPTER XV—Continued
Joe shook his head, moaning. He
could feel the baby stirring in his
arms. He wasn’t dead then—he wasn’t

ner Bros. Pictures, Inc.)

and Harvey Gates, Scenarists.

The two walked in silence through
another corridor and then the nurse
pushed open a door that led into a
white tiled room. She pointed to ans
other door.

“The doctor’'s in there with your
child,” she whispered. “I'll wait here
with you until he comes out. I can’t
go in while he’s busy in there.”

“You're very kind,” Joe mumbled.

The nurse beckoned him to a white
chair that stood with other white
chairs against the wall She sat down
and Joe sat beside her. He ran his
nand through his hair, trying to make
himself somewhat presentable. His
nair was still short. He wondered, for
a moment whether anyone would um
derstand why. He hoped not. He want-
ed everything possible done for Little
Pal, and perhaps the doctor wouldn’t
think so much of a child who had an
ex-convict for a father.

“Yes, I know,” Joe returned bhitter-
ly. “But I can’t help that. My boy’s
gotta have every chance. I don’t care
what it costs. He's gotta have the
best treatment there is, and I‘ll ger
it for him. He's all I got in the world.
You don’t know! I'd go through hel:
for that kid.” His eyes bhlazed.

“There, there,” the doctor soothed,
laying his hand on Joe’s shoulder.
“I know. You calm yourself. I'll help
in any way I can, but if you know Dr.
Merrill yourself you’ll stand a lot bet-
ter chance. I'm sure. He’s a busy man
and he only takes exceptional cases
of this sort, I'd advise you to get the
boy to him right away. The sooner the
better in this instance. Now, do you
want to see the child?”

‘Thank you, doctor,” Joe sighed and
turned to follow the physician into
the next room.

CHAPTER VXI

The persistent clamor of a tele-
phone bell brought Katherine to her
senses with a start. She sat up in beg
gazing about sleepily. Again the ring.
ing. She put her feet onto the floor,
stepping into a pair of mules and
then went over and picked up the
receiver. Automatically she glancea
at the clock. Seven o'clock. She
could have slept another hour. Prob-
ably Dr. Merrill wanted her on a case.
She assumed her professional voice.
The nsuddenly her hands gripped the
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dead! Would the ambulance never
come! Little Pal’'s eyelids flickered.
He was regaining consciousness. Down
the street the ‘clang-clang of an ambu.

waiting—for that door to open. When | knockles showed white beneath the
the doctor did appear it meant that he skin.

would know something, Joe told him-
self. A wave of nausea enveloped

sy bel.l e 3 him. If the news were bad! No—no! 4 ;
That ride to the hospital Joe never it e to. tilksof {hat It
remembered, All that he could think Sl el =
of was the length of time it took A CONCLAVE

(To be continued)

couldn’t—it wouldn’t be bad news.
“How did it happen?”’ the nurse
asked in a gentle voice.
“He was in school,” the song plug:

them to get there. The song plugger
sat on the stretcher, the child in his

arms, rocking back and forth—back 3 )
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me, because when I turned around all| New York, Jan. 21—While navail
I saw was a truck, an’ then I found
the kid there—" His voice bro'te. London the Columbia  broadcasting

“Yes, 1 know,” the nurse ncdded.|company intends to launch a peace
“Here’s the doctor now.” She got ub| program of its own, which incidentally ;
to meet a white clad, middle aged man | wi]] test the efficiency of radio’s di-
who appeared from the Inner room_|rect contact with millions auditors. Be-
{“This is the child’s father.” She mo:| ginning tonight'a Columbia network
tioned to the doctor. “I'll go MNOW."!wijl] broadcast a series of 55 interna.
She turned leaving the two  men|tijon goodwill programs called by
alone. their sponsors ‘“The Conclave of Na-

“You're Dr. Johnson, aren’t you?”|tions.”

Joe questioned, remembering the nan.e e
the nurse had told him. “I'm the boy’s s
father. “m—" he hesitated. He was SHARKEY AND — - ey e ekt

Only a miracle of surgery would bring going to say: “I'm Joe Lane.” And K-[‘EM DM‘EAT

his voice back. lthen he remembered those days in
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before the entrance to a musty, Ted| Byt the doctor had been - through TR
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word golf was taboo today in the
presenice of former Governor Alfred
E. Smith, of New York and Babe
Ruth, home-run king of baseball, but
every one else was chuckling over
the trimaning they took in a four-
gome.

brick building. There was an opening|many like cases before. He clasped
and closing of doors, and then a| his long, lean fingered hands behind
nurse appeared, and more internes, his back. “He isn’t going to die, ¥
and they reached for the child, taking| can assure you of that.” He even smil-
him from Joe's arms. Mechanically |ed a little, his thin face lighting up.
the song plugger trailed after these| “Thank God!” There was a world of
dim wraiths who fluttered thl‘Ough‘reverence in Joe’s long, convulsive
long corridors that smelled of ether, sigh. “But—but what about him?”
and antiseptics. “The case is a serious one,
Then suddenly Joe was halted by |though,” the doctor continued. “The
one of the nurses who held numer  child’s spine has been injured and his
ous little cards in her hand. nervous system  has had a terrific
“You’ll have to fill out this card,”| paralytic shock.”
the woman informed him. “Right this “Aw, that can’t be right, Doctor!”
way.” { Joe exclaimed, catching hold of the
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appearing with the baby. {sician’s arm. “It can’t be, I tell you. wey with a 91, carried off medal
“No! No!” Joe’s voice rose in aiYou gotta cure him,Z You just gotta, nhongore.
shriek. “Ive gotta be with my kid.” He Doctor!”

pushed past the nurse and at lastj “Well,” the doctor was saying
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several nurses were grouped about, ter in his mind, “I know that we’ll ;
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