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A TRUE sportsman is as careful
about bis pipe tobacco as he is about
bis bures. Why distress the poor fish
and taint the pure air with a strong
pipe whea Sir, Walter Raleigh’s fa-
worite smoking tobacco costs so little,
and is so mild and fragrant? The
success of the Sir Walter Raleigh
blend is due to the use of very
choice Burleys, which, although mild,
Lk ncither body nor flavor. The
quality is uniform, and the gold foil
wrap retaing all the natural freshness
and fragrance.

TuNE IN on*“The Raleigh Revue” every

Friday, 10:00 to 11:00 p.m. (New York Time),
@ver the WEAF coast-to~coast network of N.B.C,

xrs 15¢—and milder
Roofing and Repairs

NATIONAL ROOFING Colzllllc.
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Easy Reading
George I, Daker, Jr, the New

York capitalist, was talking on the

lympic about forelgn exchanges.

“I'he fluctuations of the franc and
the lirn," he sald, “nlways have a
meaning—a meaning ns easy to read
as the Llobson episode,

**Where did you get that black
eyeY Mobson's chum was asked,

* “Ilobson,’ sald the chum, ‘i1a just
Back from his honeymoon, It was
me, you know, who introduced him
go his bLride.™

L]

Irons in the Fire
“Where are you going to spend
sour vacation?”
“It all depends.”
“On what?"
“I'm answerlng questions In six
Eravel contests”

Keeping Its Reputation
Nebraska, the howe of Arbor day,
En 1028 distributed 082,000 trees to
20600 farmers at n cent apiece, to bhe
glanted as  windbreaks, — Country
¥ome.

A man who isn't afraid of having
eyes centered upon lilm from all
sides (g fitted for holding oflice.

How ﬁd Woman I.osT
20 Pounds of Fat

—_— e ——

Lost Her Double Chin
Lost Her Prominent Hips

Lost Her Sluggishness
Gained Ph igor
Gadned in Vivaciousness

Gained a Shapely Figure

It you're fat-wgirst remove the
cause !

ERUSCHEN SALTS contais the
& minerul salts your body organs,
#lands and nerves wmust have to
funection properly.

When your vital organs fail to per
form their work correctly—your
bowels and kidneys can't throw of!
ehat waste material—before you real

ige it—you're growing hideously fat!

one half %uapoontnl of
MR EN SALTS in a glass of bot
water every morning—Iin § weeks get
om Lha scales and note how many
pounds of fat have vanished.

Notice also that you have galned in
enecgy—your skin Is clearer—vour
eyes sparkle with glorious health—
woa feel younger In body--lkeener in
mind. KE;UBCHEN wlill glve any fat

rson a joyous surprise,
PeGet an 8to bottle of KRUSCHEN
SALTS from any leadlng druggls
manywhere in America, (!uts 4 weeks).
2f this first bottle doesn't convince you
this ls the easiest, salest nnld Burest
way to lose fat—if you don't feel a
smperh improvement In health—so
gleoriously energetic—vigorously alive
~=gour money gladly returned.

p———

THE DESERT MOON
MYSTERY

BY KAY CLEAVER STRAHAN

“You can't refuse. That's all.
Own twin sisters! And Danny
as innocent as a new born
babe-—"

“Don't talk like a book,
Mary. Danny may be’'as inno-
cent as she feems to be, and—
she may not. She, nor anyone
else, can leave this place until
we have gotten to the very
bottom of this thing.
goes.”

“To think you paid attention
to that fool reporter!”

“Don't be a fool yourself,”
Sam urged. "This note, in
Gaby’s handwriting, clears
Danny of the crime, if all the
other evidence didn't, which it
does. We know that she did
not kill her sister. But, of all
the people in this house, she
Is in the best position to know
who did do it. Of course, if
she is involved in this she is
involved innocently. If she put
the key in your pocket, while
we were out in the car, she
did it with no idea of what she
was doing. Just the same, 1
want her right here on the
Desert Moon, for a while,
Mary, you take the note to
her, and explain, in your nice
way__u

“I'll give her the note, Sam,”
I said. “But you'll have to do
the explaining yourself. I'll
tell you why. It isn’t right for
you to try to protect anyone,
not even Martha, to the extent
of refusing to allow one sister
to carry out the dying request |
of another sister.”

Sam dropped his pipe. As I
saw the tobacco and the ashes
scatter, I was more certain
than ever that I was acting as
a decent woman should.

that her cheeks had sort of a
greenish tinge to them. Great
dark circles spread far down
under her eyes that were red
and swollen from crying.

I hurried to her, and put my
arms around her. She clung
to me, and hid her head on
my shoulder, and said my
name over and over. Sam
turned away, as if he could
not bear to look at us.

I took herginto the living-
room, and sat down in a big
chair and held her in my lap.

“If only,” she kept saying,
“if only she could have left us
in her beauty. She was beauti-
ful, Mary. And now—"

Remembering what I had
seen the night before, I knew
that I must get her mind into
other channels if her reason
was to be saved. I thanked my
stars, when I remembered the
note.

After she had read it, she
erfed harder than ever; but
I knew that it was crying of
a saner sort.

“Will you go withe me,
Mary?" she questioned, when
she had quieted some.
San Francisco?”

“We'll have to talk to Sam

was the habit of helping him,
not any kindly impulse, that
made me continue. “I an
afraid that Sam wants us all
to stay here, for a while,
There, there, dear. You see
how it is, don't you? Sam
thinks that the duty of each
one of us, right now, is to stay

guilty person.”

will find she
questioned.

I tried to tell myself that I

him here?”

had not emphasized Sam's
name in a hard, pointed way,
as she had seemed to do.

to try to find him,” I said.
“Did you know about the key
In my pocket?”

She nodded. “I knew about
that,” she said.

“What else aid you know
about?” I asked, a mite sharp-
ly, for there was no mistaking
lrer emphasis. this time.

“Nothing,” she said, hur-

The door opened, and Dan- |
ny came in. She was so pale |

13
“Sam Stanley!” I gasped.

That |

riedly. “Nothing. But, Mary,
doesn’t it seem posible to you
that someone, clear from the
outside, did it? And gave the
key to Chad, and asked him
to put it in your pocket? And
that, for some reason we
probably neyver shall discover,
Chad could not, dared not,
tell on the person who gave

Iit's quarters, I tried

. the truth from him; saying,

only that the girls and I had

- had a spat, and asking him to

find some new girls for me.

He came up, in about half
an hour, with an Indian girl,

| not more than fifteen years

it to him? And that is why he

shot himself?”

that!” I gasped, “I do believe
it, It is as clear as day.”

Her sudden, definite silence
talked as plainly as any words
she could have spoken.

“Danny,” I questioned, “you
thought of that, but in your
heart you don’t believe it., Do
you?”

“I—I want to believe it,”
she evaded.

She was silent.

“Danny,” I pleaded, “tell
me about it. Just tell me,
dear. I'll never breathe it to a
soul, if you sayv for me not to,
What is it that you know, or
think that you know?”

She walited so long before
answering me that I thought
surely she was finding the
words with which to take me
into her confidence. I was so
disappointed I could have
cried with her, when she hid
her face on my shoulder,
again, and moaned, “Mary—

you—I dare not.”

She jumped up out of my
lap, and ran upstairs as if
wicked, dangerous thing were
running after her.

CHAPTER XX
A confession

John came into the room.
“The outfit is back, or most
of it,” he said. “Darn their'
souls! Curiosity, nothing else,
But for this, they wouldn't
have shown up for two days
yet. I think the women went
into the kitchen just now,
Mary.”

There they were,
Sadie and Goldie, all huddled
up together like a bunch of
something, near the back door,
As I came into the room, they
jumped and screeched. The
only thing that makes me
madder than being scared my-
self is to scare somebody clse.
I spoke to them right sharply.

I told them that I expected
them to go about their work,
and to act like sensible girls
while so doing. I told them
that we had enough to put up
with, just now, without adding
a parcel of jumping,.squealing
girls to our load.

“To |

Sadie, the sauciest of the lot,
on account of imagining that

Belle, |

“And we hadn’t thought of

-1 old, trailing along behind him.

Answering his nod, I went
with him into the living-room.

“She is the only one I could
get,” he said. “We'll have to
send to Reno or Salt Lake.
None of the outfit want their
women folks working here. 1
don’t blame them. The Desert
IMoon Ranch is disgraced—"
He stopped short.

I thought that it was be-
cause he could not bear to go
on with what he had begun
to say; until, following his
eyes, I saw that he was looking
at a piece of paper on the
writing desk just in front of
him. It had becn propped up
against a vase; but it had

| slithered down into a curve.

“But you don’t?” I persisted. |
| the world. P. G.”

I can't. I dare not tell. I tell |
| o'cloek,” Sam went on,

He reached for it; read it, and
handed it to me,

“I killed her. Chadwick
Caufield. P. S. Sorry to put
you to the trouble of disposing
of me. Make is cheap and
snappy. I haven’t a relative in

“A lie,” Sam said.

“I think so.”

“I know damn well it is. I
tell you, she had been dead
two or three hours, anyway—
probably longer—when we
found her. Listen, Mary. Be-
tween four and five o’clock—
we all saw her alive at four—
Chad sat right there at that
piano, and he never left it
once. Did he?”

“No, he didn’t. I kept think-
ing he would, to join Gaby.
But he dian't.”

“Between five six
“he

and

|\ was with me, every minute of

being married made her more |

independent than the other
girls, spoke up.

“We haven't decided yet
that we want'a go workin’ in
a house where a murderer, and
maybe moren’' one, is livin',”

“If that's the way you feel

| about it,” I said, “the sooner

about that, dear,” I said. It |

here and help try to find the |

“Does Uncle Sam think we |

had been mistaken; that she |

[ you leave the better. It is an
| honor to work in the Desert
Moon ranch-house, and you]
know it.”

|
)
|

|  “Maybe ’tis. Maybe 'tain’t.” |

| Sadie sauced back. “You'll
not get girls as easy to-day
as you would of yesterday.
Murders and suicides—if it
was a suicide—don’t do much
in makin’ a ranch pop’lar for
help.”

“Very well,” I said. “If you
are going, go now, If not put

work.”

eyes. The three of them ske-
daddled out through the door.

them go. Not because I'd have
to teach new girls the work
and my ways, but because
| their leaving gave me my first
realization that the Desert
Moon.Ranch was darkened by
the shadow of sin, that the
| eclipse I had feared was upon
us.

When I telephoned to Sam,
down in his office in the out-

I
|
|
1 on your aprons and get to |
| I could scarcely believe my |

' I felt sort of sick, watching |
“There isn’t anywhere else |

the time, down in the barn, |

]

|

|

and coming up to the house. |

Never out of my sight. Be- |

tween six and seven he was |

with us all at supper. If he'd
been gone all afternoon, I'd
know that note was a lie;
know it just as well as I know
it now—"

“But why did he shoot him-
self, then, Sam?”

“God knows. He thought he |

loved her.”

“But this note! A confes-
sion! Why would he die in dis-
grace, when we know he was
innocent?”

“God knows. To shield some- |

one else, I reckon.”

“Who?”

Sam dropped his pipe.

I heard him stamping the
sparks out. I did not look
down. I did not want to look
down.

CHAPTER XXI
A Summons

It might be,” Sam said, as
he refilled his pipe, “that
Chad did not write this. I'll
send it, with some of his other
writing, to one of these hand-
writing experts I've read
about.”

“He wrote it, I said., “The
writing is his. So is the word-
ing. You know it.”

I looked at him straight. I
felt something tighten around
my heart as if it had been
roped by a professicnal. I

guess I was too sentimental. i
But I couldn't bear to see |

Sam’s good old face all aching
with worry.

“Sam,” I wheedled, “have

| sense. We've a confession here

that will satisfy the world. He
Killed her; and, when the body
was found, he shot himself.
Nothing could be more reason-
able. No cne would doubt it.
We can send this to the papers
—he has no relatives to be
disgraced, or to sorrow over
it—and the Desert Moon will
be cleared of crime. One of
your favorite sayings, Sam, is
to let well enough alone.”

Sam drew himself up to the
top of his six feet and five
inches and looked down, from
there, at me; away down—as
far, say as if I had suddenly
dropped into a dirty old
cistern. “There is no question
of well enough,” he shouted,
so that I could hear him in
my depths, “until the Desert
Moon is cleaned, clean, Mary

Magin. Cleaned and fumi- |

gated, or destroyed. It is not
going to be whitewashed.
There is someone on this

|

to keep | ranch who is as q&ﬁ—t}_z{s hell;

who knows who committed
the murder; who aided and
abetted it. We are going.to
find that person. Then we will
lind the murderer. They’'ll be
hung together. After that, we
can leave well enough alone.”

“Suppose,” 1 suggested.
*“that Chad was the accom-
plice.”

“I reckon,” he said, growing
suddeniy kind, ‘“that you've
been through too much, Mary.
That's it. You arer’t quite re-
sponsible to-day. I don’t
wonder, But reason with me,
Mary.

“Somebody suggested, al-
ready today, that it was Chad
who put the key in your
pocket. When did he get the
key to put it there? Well, say
that he got it between seven
and eight o'clock, when he was
out scouting by himself. Did
he meet some entire stranger
then, who asked him to dis-
pose of the key? Did he agree
to do it, as a favor to said
stranger? Did he, later, shoot
himself and leave a lying con-
fession to shield the stranger?
The stranger, that is, who had
killed the girl Chad loved?
Chad did carry some secret
to the grave with him, Mary.

i I am sure of that. But not a

secret that we can't discover.
We are going to discover it.”

To doubt Sam, standing
there before me talking so
earnestly to me, to doubt his
honesty of purpose and his
goodness, was more than a
question of doubting my eyes,
my ears, my senses, for the
moment. It would have been
to doubt the things that had
made up my life for the past
twenty-five years, it would
have swept away all of my ac-
cumulated certainties, all of
my conclusions, all of my
standards, as a wind sweeps
trash from the desert. It
would have left me as aimless
and as wind-tossed as tumble-
weeds.

“Sam,” 1 began, resolved to
tell him, then and there,
about those pipe ashes of his
on the bheaded bag. I had
waited too long. Mrs. Ricker
was coming down the stairs.

“I think,” she said, “that
Martha should not sleep so
late. I fear that she is sleeping
too heavily.”

“It is-a blessing that she can
sleep,” Sam said. “She is all
right. Those sleeping powders
are as powerful as all get-out.
I got them from a doctor in
'Frisco, when I was down there
last year, and they made me
sleep when I had neuralgia.
I'm going up, though, I'll have
a look at her,

“By the way,” he added,
from the stairway, “I want
you two ladies to be here in

.this room, at promptly three

o'clock this afternoon.”

“Upon my soul!” I said,
when Sam was out of sight.
“What do you suppose that
means?”

I might have spared my
breath. She did not answer.
But she did someth'qg down-
right unusual for Mrs. Ricker.
She looked at me; 'and, as 1
met her look it seemed to me
that there was a pleading ex-
pression in her face, as if,
were she able to talk, she'd
like to ask me to do something
for her. I have seen dogs look
like that, at times.

“What is it, Mrs. Ricker?”
I questioned.

She shook her head, and
walked to the windows and
turned her back on me.

I looked at the straight,
gaunt back, and at her long
arms hanging at her sides. She
seemed {rail. And yet, she
could hold Martha still, when
Martha was in one of her tan-
trums, and that was more
than I, a much stouter woman,
could do. She, with no one
but Martha who did not count,
had been alone in the house
for an hour the evening be-
fore, while the others of us had
been out hunting for Gaby.

Sam insisted that Gaby had
been dead two or three hours
when we found her. But was
he certain of that? How did
he know? Might he be mis-
taken?-Mrs. Ricker had hated
Gaby, as only a jealous wo-
man can hate.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Airplane Scatters Seed;
Good Clover Crop Grows

Beaumont, Tex. — (AP) --Seed

scattered from an airplane has pro-
duced a geood stand of clover on a
farm near Beaumaont,

On March 22, some 15 acres of the
pasture on the farm of Ed Hebert
were planted in lespedeza, or Japan-
ese clover, by airplane. Now Heberl
has what he terins a near perlect
stand of the clover from the five
bushels of seed scattered.

The' planting of the clover from

§ the alr was a feature of a program

arranged to interest farmers in the
permanent pasture campalgn

| east Texas being sponsored by the
East Texas and EBeaumont cham-
bers of commerce.

Walnwright Evans in the Outloolk,
Let us assume with Mr. Hoover
that nullification of laws which lack
the sup{)ort of popular opinion is
idenvical with law violation both
| from the standpoint of jurisprud-
| ence and the stapdpoint of psy-
ciology: wnd that all laws, simply
because they are 13w

must be
equally enforced.
_But now, juct suppose! The speed

l
[
‘ Theory and Fact.
|
|
|
t 5'

in |

limit in New York City for pass-
enger motor cars is 15 miles an hour,

| witlh 10 miles for commercial traf-

fic and eight miles on the corners.
Twenty miles is permitted on
bridges, parkways and park streets.

Now just suppose! uppose Mr.
Hoover, Mr. Wickersham and Chief
Justice Taft should all decide to

drive their cars down Fifth avenue. | ja0p_yy or the observation ward in

they firmnly made up their minds, Bellevue.

Suppose they drove abreast and that

regardless of loeal nullification
practices, that they would not ex-
ceed the legal limit, 15 miles an
hour. Since nobody could legally ex-
ceed that speed, no law-abiding citi-
zen could possibly want to pass

them, so their three abreast ar-
rangement would be quite all right

Now fust suppose! What would the
first Irish traffic officer do to them
for obeying the law and for blocl-
ing traffic on a street where nulli-
fication ard law breaking are so
firmly established that 25 or 30
miles an hour is the pace, and per-
sistence in 15 miles an hour would
make a man a candidate for the

- *
HONEY MONEY
The honey output of the Unlted
States is estimated at 140,000,000
pounds a year, valued at more than
$23,000,000.

PAINS

No matter how severe,
you can always have

immediate relief:

Bayer Aspirin stops pain quickly. Ie

does it without any ill effects. Harmless
to the heart; harmless to anybody. But

it always brings relief. Why suffer?

BAYER
ASPIRIN

Fate of Greatness

A movie star on a rampage makes

much more noise than a scientist

discovering a few million mora
worlds.—American Magazine,

REMOLA
B i o i, ke g i
FrociloOlatment removes freckles,

fort . $1.25 and &fc, Beaut,
Bockkut sant Eree. Ask your deales of write

D.R.'Q. "Ii.' BERRY CoO.
2930 MICh,Av.,Chicago

SKIN
gLEAGH

S —— -
The Drawback

Mrs, Pryer—I think a woman can
get anything she wants out of a
man if she handles him right,

Mrs, Guyer—Yes, but who wants
to handle a man as rough as that,
my dear?

One cherishes his hobhy becaise
he doesn’t have to work at it except
when he wants to,

You can't pay the rent with a feel-
Ing of superlority.

Sweeter

Too much to eat—too rich a dlet
—or too much smoking, Lots of
things cause sour stomach, but ona
thing can correct it quickly. Phi!-
lips Milk of Magnesia will alkaliniza
the acid, Take a spoonful of this
pleasant preparation, and the sys-
tem is soon sweetened.

Phillips is always ready to relleva
distress from over-eating: to check
all acidity; or neutralize nicotine.
Remember this for your own com-
fort; for the sake of those around
you. Endorsed by physicians, but
they always say Phillips. Don't
buy something else and expect the
game results!
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 'Looks Yotng;

Feels Fine:

“Eight years ago before my
last baby was born, I started
taking Lydia E. Finkham’s
Vegetable Compound. I got
such good results that I named
her Catherine Lydia. 1 have
six older children and five
grandchildren, too. I am 44,
but people tell me I look much
younger. I am now taking the
Vegetable Compound again
because of my age. I eat and |
sleep better and I do all m
housework, and my washing.
will do my best to answer let-
ters.”—Mrs, H. Dolhorde, 6318
York St.,NewOrleans, Lowsiana. |

~Lydia £ Pinkhams:
Veoelaile Compound-

88 Pk oy sl Gl LA st

"Sioux City Ptg. Co, No. 29-193Q.




