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CHAPTER X—Continued
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“What's the proposition?" asked
Kelsey.
“It concerns Mr. A. Leon Sny-
dacker.”

“Don't like him."

“That need not cons(tute an ob-
stacle.”” Mr. Gormine was trying
his best to be persuasive and suc-
ceeding only in being insinuating.
“l am representing his interests in
this matter without his knowledge.
The fact is, 1 am endeavoring to
extricate him from a situation whiph
may prove damaging. It is desir-
able that I should have some source
of information at headquarters.”

“In plain words, a spy,” inter-
preted Kelsey unpleasantly.

“Now, Mr. Sayles; Mr. Sayles!
This is a legitimate procedure.
There is no occasion to employ
harsh terms.”

“All right. Proceed with your le-
gitimate procedure.”

“I may rely upon your discre-
tion?"

Kelsey nodded.

“Good! As you are doubtless
aware, Mr. Snydacker has become
unfortunately involved with one of
the young women connected with
this latest production of his.”

“I don’t know anything about it
and don't want to."”

“Hear me out, please, Mr. Sayles.
This is a most distasteful task and
I beg that you will not make it
more so. Insofar as is possible I
have kept aloof from the screen
phase of Mr. Snydacker’s activi-
ties, barring the formal details of
contracts. I am a family lawyer,
Mr. Sayles, and the personnel of
the silver screen is wholly alien to
my tastes and interests. Conse-
quently I find myself embarrassed
by the necessity of such intimate
personal negotiations."”

“What negotiations?"
asked Kelsey.

“In this case, with Miss Marion
Norman Van Stratten, so-called, the
star of ‘Maiden Effort."”

“That ought to be simple enough.
She has her contract, I suppose.”

“I do not refer to her contractual
relations with my client, but to oth-
ers, more compromising.”

Kelsey scowled. *“That's no af-
fair of ‘mine."”

“It was bad enough,’” pursued the
lawyer, with pursed lips, ‘‘to have
him squander upon her emeralds
worth a king's ransom. You have
doubtless seen her flaunting them.
1 perceive that you have. I should
be glad to hear from you—for a
suitable consideration, of course—
other information relevant to my
inquiry."

Kelsey leaned forward. His gaze,
somber and contemplative.

“Do you know what I'm think-
ing?" said he.

“I do not.”

““That I should very much like to
push in your elderly and unattrac-
tive face.”

“An ill-advised threat,”” returned
the lawyer imperturbably. *“If I
have inadvertently trodden upon
your toes, I regret it. Perhaps you,
yourself, have a sentimental inter-
est in the young lady. In that
event—""

“Don’t be a fool,” said Kelsey vi-
olently. *I have no more interest in
her than I have in you."

“Very good. Then I may tell you
that Miss Van Stratten is in process
of blackmailing my client.”

“I think you're crazy,"” returned
the young man contemptuously.
“Whatever else may be going on,
you can't make me believe that
she's that kind.”

The lawyer wagged his head. “A
dangerous type, Mr. Sayles. A for-
midable type. She has enticed Mr.
Snydacker, who is specially suscepti-
ble to feminine charms, into a liai-
son, and now proposes to make him
pay through the nose. Wait a mo-
ment; no interruption, if you please,
I speak by the book. She has, her-
self, admitted the relationship with
Mr. Snydacker and even indicated,
perhaps to re-enforce her extortion-
ate demands, that there might be
consequences of a sort which I can
only describe as disastpous. Disas-
trous, Mr. Sayles."

“‘Do you know what you're talking
about? Because if you don’t.”

“] beg that you will control your-
self, Mr. Sayles,” said the lawyer
rising hastily and placing himself
placatingly beside Kelsey. *'Miss
Van Stratten made the admission to
me personally, within three days, at
Maiden Effort Headquarters. Are
you prepared to doubt my word?"

*l suppose not,”" muttered the
young man dully.

“Then we may proceed to
matter of terms."”

Kelsey suddenly felt strangely list-
less. “Terms? Terms for what?"

“The minor services which I in-
dicated."”

““Oh, yes. I see. That's the way
1 look to you, is it? Well, if I ever
look that way to myself, I'll cut my
throat. You'll have to excuse me,
if you don't mind.”

Observing inwardly that this
queer young man looked as if he
might carry out his self-destruc-
tive threat at any moment, Mr. Gor-
mine departed, merely stating that
he was remaining until the evening
train.

bluntly

the

“Up to that time,"”" he stated gen-
tly, “I should be glad to see you.”

“1 shouldn't,” said Kelsey.

He sat staring blindly at the door
through which the lawyer had with-
drawn. Well, nothing really new
had been told him. He must have
known, within himself, all along.
Any fool would have known, The
emeralds, the dress, the very fact
of a rank amateur like Marne get-
ting the star part. It all pointed
unmistakably to one conclusion,

CHAPTER X1

Still it rained. A restless, yellow
smear spread and crawled across
the lawn on its way to the lake.
The cellar was a pool, the barn-
yard a morass. The drone of swol-
len waters set a monotone, somno-
lent and boding, to the measure of
life at Maiden Effort Headquarters.
Glunk addressed hourly incantations
to spirits beyond the pall of clouds,
The little group began to feel that

“*Glunk thinks it can,” interpreted
Marne. “I caught him tying up his
belongings for departure yester-
day.”

“Sensible Glunk,"” approved Kel-
sey. “If I had anything of value
in this place I'd certainly get it
out and onto high and dry and
pretty pronto. Just to be on the safe
side.”

“As
softly.

“Just the same, it makes sense,"
declared Martin. *“*We'd all better
get busy and do just that thing."

Kelsey strolled away. The semé:
ostracism to which he had been con-
sistently subjected since Holmes' re-
turn was getting on his nerves. But
he would not on any account have
given evidence of it. There was
within him a stratum of obstinacy
which on occasion could become sul-
len.

Martin Holmes

always,” supplied Marne

retired to his

study, whence there emerged forth-

“] beg that you will control yourself."”

they were living in an isolated
world.

Not isolated, however, from A.
Leon Snydacker. Telegrams of in-
struction, inquiry, and command,
emanating from the New York of-
fices, followed one another in quick
succession over the local telephone,
to be consigned to the fireplace by
common consent, until a couple of
poles collapsed, putting the wire out
of commission and blessedly cutting
off further communication.

Early one morning Marne woke
up, feeling her bed shift and sway
beneath her as if from the undula-
tions of an earthquake. She men-
tioned it at the breakfast table. Glo-
ria, too, had had her slumbers dis-
turbed.

“Foundations settling, probably,"”
volunteered Kelsey, addressing no
one in particular. No one addressed
him, except of necessity, these days.

Lines of anxiety appeared between
Martin Holmes' eyes. ‘You're an
architect,”” he said brusquely.
‘““What about it?"

Kelsey grunted and answered the
owner's question. *It's a good, sol-
id building.”

“But is it safe?"

“Nothing's safe against hydrau-
lic pressure when it gets too heavy.”

Martin ground out his cigarette.
“I think you girls had better pack
your duds and go.”

““And leave you two here?” gque-
ried Gloria.

“To cut one another's throats?'
added Marne.

“It's my house,” pointed out Mar-
tin.

Gloria moved over to him. *I'll
go when you go,"”" she resolutely
announced.

Marne whistled softly. *So it's
that way,” she commented. There
was just a touch of wistfulness to
her smile. "“Well, I'm not going to
leave a pal alone and unprotected
here. It wouldn't be proper.”

“Nor safe,” chuckled the beauty
girl

“I haven't received my daily hint
to leave yet,"” observed Kelsey mild-
ly.

““Nobody expects you to cheat
yourself out of your remaining
week, rent paid,”” jibed Marne.

He cast an appraising glance at
the flood. “The building ought to
be good for another week at least.
Unless, of course, the water rises
faster than it has been.”

“And then?" asked the proprie-
tor.

Kelsey shrugged. ‘“‘Hope you've
got flood insurance. Anyway it'll
hardly come so suddenly but what
we'll have plenty of time to get
away."

“And it can't rain forever,’” said
the optimistic Holmes to the others.

The man-of-all-work, bearing a
pile of dishes to the door, turned
and barked once before he vanished.

with an alarming sound of objects
being hurled about. The girls went
in. They found him standing be-
fore his work-desk, despair upon his
gaunt features and assorted docu-
ments on all sides of him.

“You sit down,” ordered Gloria,
assuming command of the chaos.
“I'll sort out. Marne'll tie up.”

They fell to work. Piles of manu-
script were neatly arranged. Books
were segregated. All the utensils
of the writer's trade were made
ready for transportation. Rummag-
ing in a lower drawer, the boss of
the job came upon a small, limp
booklet bearing the written inscrip-
tion, “Martin Holmes," with a num-
ber beneath the name.

“What'll I do with this?"

“Throw it out the window."

‘“Better take a look. It's a rec-
ord of 3ome sort.”
“Bank book. Obsolete. Extinet.

Relic of my long-past days of sol-
vency. Chuck it.”

“Gee!"” commented Gloria, peer-
ing within. “You were a rich guy
once, weren't you!”

‘“‘Not that I remember.”

“Fifteen thousand dollars in one
lump is what I call rich.”

“You're feverish, my child. It's
fifteen dollars.”

*One, five, three tall ciphers, pe-
riod, two small fat ciphers. What
d'you make of that?"

“Let me see it."”

Martin studied the bank book, his

expression of perplexity deepening
to a frown. “Error at the bank,”
he said.

Marne picked up the record of af- |
fluence which he had dropped and |
examined it. . |

“The entry is dated July 18," she
commented.

*“At which time I was being
rocked in the cradle of the deep."

**At which time the Purity Piec-
tures prize novel was just about
being ° announced,” supplemented
Gloria,

“Exactly what 1 was thinking,”
observed Marne.

Three heads converged above the
entry. Martin broke the silence.

“You don't suppose that Kelsey—""
he began.

“How else
there?"

“*Sweet cheese'n crackers!"

“It looks rather as if our little
hero had deposited that fifteen thou:
sand dollars,”” drawled Marne.

“To my account!"

“Then ne isn't the heel that we
figured him,”" announced Gloria.
*“We never gave him a show to ex-
plain. Just assumed he was a graft-
er and a skin and jumped down his
throat when he started to say some-
thing."

“Where does that leave us?" de-
manrded Martin.

“Out on a limb,” answered Glo-
ria.

“Not me,” disclaimed Marne.
“It's all his own fault.”

“Let's get him down here and
square it.,"

The trio looked at one another.
“You get him," they said in per-
fect unison.

“Marne’'s the one to do it,”" de-
cided Gloria.

“Why pick on me?”

“You've snooted him the worst.
Of course, if you're ashamed to face
hjm_!l

“Ashamed?’’ Marne's small chin
went up. ‘““What of, I'd like to
know!' With lips set in the classic
line of disdain, she made a military
exit. Gloria winked at Martin.

“Think she'll crawl?"

“I doubt it. But I feel like it my-
self.”

“Same here."

There was no suggestion of abase-
ment in the emissary’s demeanor
when she returned, bringing Kelsey
along. The effect was rather that
of a schoolmarm, leading a recalei-
trant pupil to the rostrum of retri-
bution.

“Good morning, Judge,' said Kel-
sey impartially. “What's the
charge?”

“We all want an explanation.”

“What of?"

““This.”” She thrust the bank book
beneath his nose.

He shied back. *“Oh, helll I
thought I'd hidden that.””

“You did. Why?"

“I was in a hole,” he muttered.

“You put yourself in it, then,” re-
torted the accuser, “by not coming
out in the open and telling us you'd
turned the money for the story over
to the real author. That's what you
did. isn't it?"

“Yes."

““Then why didn't you come out
with it?”

“I tried to. You all had your
minds made up beforehand.”

“That’s right,” confirmed Gloria.

could it have got

“So you got sore,” pursued
Marne, “and sulked. Just like a
bad kid."

Looking the part thus ruthlessly
ascribed to him, Kelsey mumbled
something about it's being enough to
make anybody sore.

“All the time you were making
monkeys of us,' accused Marne
hotly, “and a martyr of yourself.

Instead of coming out squarely—''
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Bones of Last King of Poland Carried

Home; Transfer Made Unceremoniously:

In the dead of night, recently,
Soviet railwaymen at the Polish bor-
der heaved on to the shoulders of
their Polish colleagues a wooden
box that had come by train from
Moscow.

It was just a plain six-foot deal
box, but that it was of some im-
portance was indicated by the fact
it bore no fewer than eight diplo-
matic seals.

On it was the inscription:
““Corpse."”

Unconcernedly, the Polish cus-
toms men shifted the box about.

Little did they know that they were
handling the remains of the last
king of Poland, Stanislas Augustus
Poniatowski, favorite of the great
Russian Empress Catherine II, of
tragic memory, through whose in-
fluence he was elected king of Po-
land after the death of Augustus III
in 1763.

Without ceremony, the box was
shipped off to Woleczyn, a village
near Brest-Litovsk, and again with-
out ceremony it was placed in a
niche behind the altar in the local
church.

None but the parish priest and the
local police chief were aware that

this was a king’s homecoming. For |
it was here that Stanislas Augustus |
was born in 1732, [

It had been known that diplomatic |
negotiations had been taking place
in Moscow to have the Polish king's |
body brought to Poland for inter- |
ment, but the fact that the transfer |
was made so unceremoniously hurt
public feeling considerably. The
general opinion was that a king of
Poland should rest among his peers
in the crypt of Wawel cathedral, in
Krakow.

But the entire Polish press rever-
berated with indignation at what
was held an indecorous way to treat |
the remains of a Polish sovereign. |

‘Ride on a Rail’ Punishment !

One form of disciplinary punish- |
ment for soldiers in the early days |
consisted of sentencing them to ride |
what the men called the wooden |
horse. The sentence came from the
commander and the men carried it
out. They made the offender strad-
dle a bent sapling and then tossed
and jolted him until he was quite
willing to say ‘‘uncle’ to each man
in the company—or say whatever it
was they said in those days.
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NO. 1655—This is a particularly

youthful design in women's
sizes—nice for afternoon parties
and general wear, too. The bod-
ice has gathers, to give you a
nice bustline. The lifted waistline
is slenderizing. This dress will
be pretty in flat crepe, silk print
or thin wool.

No. 1681—Here is a practical
house dress that you will enjoy
having in wool or flat crepe, too.
It has nice princess lines, and the
scalloped closing, cut over at the
side, gives a generous lap so that
you need no fastening on the skirt.
For home wear, make this of lin-
en, gingham, percale or calico.

The Patterns,

No. 1655 is designed for sizes 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 48. Size 36
requires 4% yards of 39-inch ma-
'terial,

No. 1681 is designed for sizes 34,
36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 and 48. Size 36
requires 43 yards of 35-inch ma-

terial, plus % yard of contrasting
material and 2% yards of edging.
Spring Pattern Book.

Send 15 cents for the Barbara
Bell Spring Pattern Book, which is
now ready. Make yourself attrac-
tive, practical and becoming
clothes, selecting designs from the
Barbara Bell well-planned, easy-
to-make patterns.

Send your order to The Sewing
Circle Pattern Dept., Room 1020,
211 W. Wacker Dr., Chicago, Ill.
Price of patterns, 15 cents (in
coins) each,

( SAFETY TALKS ]

Most Hazardous Occupation

MOST farmers probably would
scorn the use of industry's
steel-toed safety shoes, hard hats
to protet their heads from falling
objects, and goggles with unbreak-
able lenses to ward off sparks
from the grindstone and splinters
from the wood-cutting power saw.
If this be true, it may possibly
account for agriculture ranking
first as the most hazardous of
occupational enterprises.

The National Safety council re-
ports that of 19,500 fatalities in
occupational accidents during
1937, agriculture, or farm acci-
dents, contributed 4,500, Trade
and service industries were re-
sponsible for another 4,500 acci-
dental deaths. All other industries
experienced fewer accident fatali-
ties during that year, the council
said.

Machinery and animals were
the cause of most fatal farm acci-
dents, machinery figuring in 29
per cent and animals in 21 per
cent. In order, other farm haz-
ards and the per cent of fatalities
they caused were: Excessive heat,
11 per cent; falls, 9 per cent; ve-
hicular, 8 per cent; lightning, 5§
per cent; crushed by falling tree,
4 per cent; all others, 13 per cent.

Profit by Fools

Cato used to assert that wise
men profited more by fools than
fools by wise men; for that fools
would not imitate the good exam-
ples of wise men.—Plutarch.

NO FUSS

RELIEVING COLD
DISCOMFORT THIS WAY!

Just Follow Simple Directions Below—
and Use Fast-Acting Bayer Aspiria

2. If Throat Is raw
from cold, crush and
dissolve 3 Bayer
Tablets in 15

of water.

I's the Way Thousands Know to
Ease Discomfort of Colds and Sore -
Throat Accompanying Colds

The simple way pictured above
often brings amaz;:sly fast relief
from discomfort sore throat
accompanying colds.

Try it. Then — see your doclor,
He probably will tell you to con-
tinue with the Bayer Aspirin be-
cause it acts so fast to relieve dis-
comforts of a cold. And to reduce

fever.

This simglle way, backed by
scientific authority, has largely sup~
planted the use of strong med‘{cinu
in easing cold gtoms. Perhaps
the easiest, most effective way yet
discovered. But make sure you get
BAYER Aspirin.
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@Aﬁ IT'S THE ONLY TIRE MADE WITH THE NVEW

SAFETY-LOCK CORD BODY
and GEAR-GRIP TREAD

The Firestone Champion Tire is a
completely new achievement in safety
engineering and the result of a new and
revolutionary means of locking greater
safety into the cord body of a tire. This is
accomplished first, by the use of a new
type of tire cord called “Safety-Lock,” in
which the cotton fibers are more
compactly interwoven to give greater
strength. And then the fibers in each
individual cord, the cords in each ply
and the plies themselves are all securely
locked together by a new and advanced
Firestone process of Gum-Dipping, which
provides amazingly greater strength—and
greater strength means greater safety.

Thenew Safety-Lock cord construction
gives the added strength that makes
possible the use of the new thicker,
tougher, deeper Firestone Gear-Grip
Tread, which provides remarkably longer
non-skid mileage. This sensational new

CAR OWNERS everywhere are
acclaiming the extra blowout protection
and non-skid safety of the new Firestone
Champion Tire. And automobile
manufacturers, knowing its outstanding
performance, have adopted it for their
new 1939 models. On every hand you
hear, “It’s the most effective tire we have
ever had on wet pavement and in mud
and snow!” It’s the hit of 1939!

Firvestone cuamrion | Firestone nicn sPeep

TIRE

AB JENKINS
World's Safest Driver

miles on Firestone Gum-Di
Tires aithhout an accident,
says, “On the speedway or on
:hashichwnr. 1 insist upon the
extra safety of Firestone Gum-
Dipped Tires on my cars,”

tread is called “Gear-Grip” because of its unique
design which has more than three thousand
sharp-edged angles that grip the road with a
sure-footed hold to protect against skidding and
to assure a safe stop.

Have your Firestone Dealer or Firestone
Auto Supply and Service Store equip your car
with a set of new Firestone Champion Tires, the
only tires made that are safety-proved on the
speedway for your protection on the highway.

Firestone convoy

5.50-16. 13.90|6.25-16.
5.50-17, 13.95|6.50-16.
6.00-16. 1§.7¢]7.00-15.
6.00-17. 16.15]7.00-16.

5.25-17.813.95 | 6.00-18, $16.50
17.55
l"’s
20.40
21.00

5.25-17. $11.10
5.50-16. 12.50
5.50-17. 12.5§
6.00-16. 14.1§
6.00-17. 14.5§

6.00-18.814.8§
6.25-16, 1§.80
6.50-16. 17.40
7.00-15. 18.20
7.00-16. 18.90

4.50-21. $8.10[5.50-16.$10.4%
4.75-19. 8.355.50-17. 10.50
5.00-19, 9.00[6.00-16. 11.80
5.25-17. 9.2§5|6.25-16. 13.1§
5.25-18. 9.65|6.50-16. 14.50
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Margaret Speaks and Alfred Wallensteln, Monday
evenings over Nationwide N. B. C. Red Network.

Listen to The Voice of Firestone with Richard Crooks, +

TRUCK TIRES AND OTHER PASSENGER CAR SIZES PRICED

PROPORTIONATELY LOW

Listen to The Firestone Voice of the Farm—Everet
Mitchell Interviews a Champion Former each week
during noon hour. See local paper for station and time.



