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“I went to Bob
aouse with a portfolio of docu-
ments from the Manvel firm
to go over the whole situation
with him, and to explain why
such drastic steps had to be
taken. He wasn't there, but
Essie, who must have guessed
that something was wrong,
had me sent up to her sitting
room, just off Bob's dressing
room. Naturally I assumed
he was still downtown, but
Essie took my breath by say-
ing he had gone that after-
noon to Washington. That
ought to have warned me, but
ft didn't. I thought he was
turning tail, for there wasn't
a thing he could do to help
himself in Washington.”

His voice went lower; his
cane tapped faster,

“Din't forget that Bob was
jealous as a Turk, and do
trust me when I say that I
never had any exceptional
personal interest in Essie Hel-
der; but as things turned out

I'd run straigh. into a trap.
Whether is was intentionally
set or not, or whether it was
meant for me, I don't know,
but it nipped me fast enough.”

He looked appealingly at
Barbara.

“Fesie had guessed that
trouble was on the wind, but
she had no idea how bad it
was until she pumped the last
ruinous detail out of me, then
she went absolutely to pieces,
I was sorry for her, dreadfully
sorry. Who wouldn't have
been? In that moment all her
brilliant schemes crumbled.
In a second she was thrown all
the way down the heights she
had so stubbornly climbed. I
tried to soothe her. She put
her arms around me, She was
in my arms, shivering, crying,
when Bob flung open the
,door."

Steve brushed his
acress his eyes.

“It isn't pleasant to go over
that. I don't know whom he
expected to find, but of course
he's got his suspicions up that
someone was seeing her secret-
iy when he was away. That's
why he'd told his lie about go-
tng to Washington, so that he
might burst ian, and find out
who was with her, and what
was going on; and there she
was, wearing a dressing gown,
in my arms, and he was out
of his head from worry and
fealousy. God! It was rotten
luck for all three of us, by
being there.”

“Bad luck!” Barbara whis-
pered. “What did he do?”

“Whipped out his revolver.
Fortunately Essie and I were
close, and we got it away from
him after a nasty fight, and
it dropped on the floor, and
she kicked it aside. Unques-
tionably she picked it up later,
and used it, probably, when he
threatened her, for the ser-
vants testified that they
quarreled shockingly after I
left, and the servants were the
only other people in the house,
and they checked up on each
other’s whereabouts perfectly.”

“But” Barbara said,
“mightn't he have shot him-
self? Men do, you know, after
they've been wiped out.”

Steve shook his head.

“Impossible. It was proved
mathematically at the tr=l,
and I saw—1 was afraid to
leave her with what amounted
to a crazy man. I turned to
pick up the revolver, and saw
her standing over it, and in
that flash, while I was off
guard, he sprang on me, and
as I chashed down my ankle

hand
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hurt, and helped me up. ‘Come
on,” he sald, ‘I'll get you out
of here, and I never want to
see you again.’ I begged him
not to be a suspicious fool, and
told him that I'd very well
see him in the morning to go
over his business, and went
out of the house. Barbara, the
very last thing I saw when I
left was Essie, half bent over
the gun. She must have picked
it up. It's logic she had it hid-
den about her when he came
back and pitched Into her.”

“It’s logie,” Barbara said.
“Did he go straight back?”

“I was suffering some pain
from my ankle, and he and
the servant came to the side-
walk with me. A policeman
happened along, and wanted
to know what was the matter.
I said I'd sprained my ankle
on the steps, and Helder had
the decency to let it go at that.
The policeman stayed with
us until a cab came, then Hel-
der and his man went back
to the house, and I was driven
home, and got my doctor, and
was laid up for a long time.
That's why I limp, Barbara.”

He lifted his cane,

“That's why I've been re-
minded nearly every minute
of the rotten luck that took
me there that night. You can’t
blame Essie for turning on me,
for if I'd stayed away it
probably never would have
happened.”

Barbara took his hand.

“I do blame her. You were
seen leaving the house with
him bhefore he was shot, and
you weren't alone a minute
after that., She shouldn't say
such things; but, Steve, I
would like to believe my
mother didn't kill my father.”

She thought for a moment.
She sighed.

“At any rate I've got to see
her.”

Steve drew back.

“Do you really think it wise
after the way she behaved to-
night? And, Barbara, does she
deserve it? She hasn’t gone
out of her way to keep in touch
with you. Apparently you've
never heard from her.”

“Never, but she might have
kept in touch with me secretly
through Aunt Barbara; and,
Steve, it might have been her
idea of a service not to let me
hear from her.”

He drew down the corners
of his mouth.

“After the way she burst on
the town to-night! Decidedly
there was no thought of a ser-
vice to you or anyone else in
that performance.”

“Just the same,” she said,
“I'm: going to see her alone.
Will you find out where she
lives and when I may go?”

He stood up and grasped her
shoulders.

“I suppose you're right, but
I dare say what she's suffered
has made her pretty harsh. I
wouldn't look for much senti-
ment. I warn you it mayn't be
a pleasant reunion, but I'll
try to arrange it and let you
know to-morrow."”

He limped toward the door.

“Try not to worry too much
over the newspapers.”

“You think they'll be pretty
bad?”

He smiled.

“You saw the reporters. What

| she's offered is most tooth-

some food and drink for
them."

He went to the door and
turned slowly there.

“Have you realized that your

| pretty face is destined to adorn

got caught beneath a heavy |

table support, and it seemed
to go to pieces. Even he could

see that I was rather badly |

A WAINING rnoal unslssu-rl
From Minpeapolis Tribune
*There is a warning for every state
that does not put a curb on its
mounting tax rate In a little news
ftem that has Just come oul of
Mississippl. Recently,: 25 per cent
of the privately owned property
waa being solg for delinguent taxes
lxbon r oent of the agricultural
screage of the stale, or 39,089 farmas,
and 13 per cent ol the city pro-
party was forfeiled for non-pay-
ment of last year's taxes
in section of the country
e heva been ine
atasing over a veriod f wveais

the screaming type?”
“I suppose so. How will Mrs,
Twining like that?"
He shrugged his shoulders.
“Who knows? The point is,

when should we spring this |

Starting first in the rural BN';R;H-\ ;

these delalcations have gpread Lo
cities and villages, and with the
tax burden oconlinuing to take
larger portions of diminishing in-
comes the problem of delinquencies
will be one of Increasing serious-
nesa,

With 20 per eent of American |

Income going to pay taxes in some
form or another it s not difficult
to sre how a fixed charge so large
as that will uitimately break down
individual ownership under pres-
ent conditions. What Is more se-
rious than anything else is the fact
that it Ia the lage clams of small

element you've brought in the
case? I'ul sieep on it.”

His volce softened.

“Don't you lose sleep over
Gray. If he’s not a snobbish
streak, all the better for you.”

She tried to defend Gray.

“Inheritance can be a nasty
thing, Steve. Think what mine
is. I can't blame Gray, Mrs.
Twining, or a lot of other
people if they're a little shy
of Essie Helder's daughter.
Can you honestly tell me it
makes no difference to you
that my mother's been in
prison all these years for kill-
ing my father, and is flaunt-
ing the whole business in the
most disagreeable way now
that she's out?”

She fancied he hesitated a
moment before weaving his
hand. -

“Neone whatever as long as
you are you.”

She wished that Gray might
have said that instead of run-
ning away, Wearily, reflective-
ly, limping rather more than
usual, Steve went on to the
elevator.

Mr. Manvel was a light
sleeper, and Gray’s precipitous
ascent of the staris aroused
him. He knew where his son
had gone that night, and after

some mental conflict he
yielded to his depressing
curiosity, got up, put on a

dressing gown, and went to
Gray's room. In response to
his knock Gray’s voice snapped
angrily:

“Who's that? Come in.”

Mr Manvel opened the door
and gazed with amazement on
his son hastily throwing cloth-
ing in a bag.

“What's up? Where are you
going at this time of the
morning?”

Gray sullenly resumed his
packing.

“Maybe it's just as well
you've come, I'm going to Elm-
ford, and I don’'t want a soul
to know where I am for a few
days, except you and Mother,
of course.”

Mr. Manvel sat down.

“Something went wrong to-
night. Have you quarreled
with Esther?”

“Not to-night.”

Mr., Manvel stirred restlesss
1y.

“Gray. Was it a fairly soraid
show?"

Gray laughed shortly,

“So foul it’s a blessing you
didn’t go see for yourself. The
papers will reek with it."”

Mr .Manvel joined his fin-
gers and regarded them.

“Is that why you're retiring
into seclusion?”

“Not altogether.”

Mr. Manvel peered.

any difference between you
and Esther? While it's an
odorous resurrection, she’s not
to blame for it.”

Again Gray laughed.

“msther revels in sensation.
I think she quite enjoyed the
slime. She didn't seem to
realize that, whether she's to
blame or not, it’s going to get
the whole Helder tribe talked
about.”

Mr. Manvel
throat.

“Too bad, too bad.”

Gray straightened.

“Se¢ here, Father. I'm go-
ing to Elmford because I've
been put in a rotten position.
I've made an utter ass of my-
self, or I've been made to look
one, which cames to the same

cleared his

thing. I want

“Are you going to let it make |

'Ixm.bled “wide- awake he re-
turned to his room. He didn’t
like the thought of Gray’s re-
ceding from Esther because a
scandal about her family, no
matter how ugly, had come
distressingly to life. Custems
change. There didn’t appear
to be a great deal of chivalry
left in the world. Perlaps
Gray was too selfish to pos-
sess any at all, Mr. Manvel
sighed. 1f that was so it was
his fault and Caroline’s.

Barbara shrank from the
morning papers. They were
worse than Steve had warned
her they would be, and she
closed her eyes as she thought
of Gray's reading the sensa-
tional headlines, and realiz-
fng her as yet unpublished
connection with them. The
tabloids had made the most
of their chances, but the rest
were bad enough. “Convicted
Murderess Becomes Braod-
way Hostess.” “Famous Crime
Raked up by Release of So-
ciety Slayer.” “Husband Killer
Exchanges Cell for Spotlights.’
“Society Stirred by Reappear-
ance of Helder Husband Slay-
er.”

Murder in every one of
them! “I'm sorry she wakened
—I suppose we'll have to get
the police.” Barbara, as she
reopened her eyes and read,
was sorrier than her mother
ever could have been that she
had wakened. Uncle Walter
was right. What you didn’t
know couldn’t hurt you. The
scanning of the stories be-
neath the avid headlines hurt
abominably: minute accounts
of how Essie Helder had
quietly left the prison where
she had been nearly forgotten
to spring with one dramatic
bound back into the excited
vision of two generations; des-
cerintions of the new place of
early-morning entertainment
which she had deliberately de-
signed to remind the world of
what she had done, and how
she had paid for it; interviews
in which she defiantly de-
clared she had been unjustly
sentenced, and, even more an-
tagenistically, retailed not
only her personal history, but
a list of the family connections
with the social and financial
importance of each one; end-
less rehashings of the murder
of Robert Helder and her trial;
finally a catalogue of the less
commeonplace persons who had
attended the opening of the
Bars and Stripes. For the
present Barbara was limited
to that section, but, as Steve
had said, she would scon adorn
the screaming type.

“Miss Barbara Norcross, the
promising young actress whom
Edmund Hackey unearthed to
piay in Charles Rulon’s com-
pany, was with that well-
known leading mun for sup-
per.”

It brought back another
angle of her situation, and she

| wasn’t surprised when Hackey

to get away |

from Esther, I want to get |

away from everybody until
I've thought it out and decided
how much difference to-
night’s riot ought to make.”

hand an Gray's shoulder, and
spoke earnestly.

“May I hope that whatever
you decide will not be lacking
in. shall we say chivalry?”

Gray jerked himself free and
answered impatiently.

“You don't understand. I
tell you you don't understand.
IL's a waste of breath talking
about it until I've worked it
| out if I ever can, It's my own
funeral. It's nobody else's
business.”

He snatched up his bag.

“Good-bye."

Mr. Manvel peered after him
as he hurried down the hall,

property uwnen end taxpayers wpo
are being hit the hardest and who
are the first to be foreed under by
conditions shch as obtain in prac-
tically every ciiy and county in the
nation today. Unless governments
| take steps to prolect these property
owner there is no one who will be
willing to answer for the resuit.

The lesson which the sheriffs of
Misalssippl are reading to the na-
tion s one which no state can
escape and which they will ignore
| to their own sorvow. Jeal tax ye-

duction is the only way in which
| any community can cscape having
¢ the sme lssson personally admin-

over the telephone summoned
her to the office.

She understood the moment
she entered that Hackey had
made his fight for her and
lost.

“You needn’t bother to tell
me Rulon’s been here.”

Hackey burst into wild
laughter.

“Been here! That's putting
it mildly. Look around. Aren't
the picture frames cracked,
and the furniture collapsed?
If not, I don't know why not.
I knew Charles was tempera-
mental, and I was careless nol
to have a straightjacket on

Mr. Manvel rose, placed his | hand. Dollink dear, he needed

| one.

| radically

She pulled at her gloves.

“He needed one last night,
Mr. Hackey. He was unforgiv-
able.”

She was dully surprised that
Rulon should seem of any im-~
portance in view of last night's
revelation; yet he was, be-
caase she didn't mean to ac-
cept anything from the Hel-
degs, and he, she knew, had
diminished her
chances of making a living in
the theater. Hackey spread
hls hands.

'FO BE (.ON'I INUBD

s-uud The sherilf may be a ll u.

| teacher of economics bug it is a

|

foollsh community tuat must wait
for h:m to show 1t lhc way Lo go

Painful Dentistry,

Prom Ulk, Berlin

Dentist:

pulling that man’s toolh,

Assistant: Yes,
girl T lave.

————— .

Silas K. Hoeking, \elvrun nove!ist

of England, boasts that he has used

the samge pen point for 48 years,

and bas written millloas of words
with it

E—

You were a long time |

he married i |
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POINTS OUT MERIT
OF BASIC ENGLISH

Harold Wentworth of the Cornell
facaity is advocating the establish-
ment of a universal language based
on English., It consists of about 850
words, and he says that a foreigner
can learn it in n week or so, Into
this brief vorabulary, he claims abil-
ity to condense the works of Shake-
speare. Because basie English is so
easily learned, Mr. Wentworth be-
lieves it would serve as the ideal in-
ternational language, being prefer-
able to Ido and Esperanio and other
vocal didos,

There s renson to believe that
nasic English could serve the pur-
pose of international communication,
even as its sponsor argues. In fact,
there already exists such a language
only we call it pidgin English, It is
prevalent up and down the China
coast, and it contalns perbaps not
half of 850 words,

Pidgin English reduces formal
English to a few basic verbs and
nouns and adjeeclives. VYerbs denot-
ing transportation are all abandoned
for the one word “eatch”™ which also

serves In place of possessives and
all words denoting possession. Pid-
gin Inglish crowds three dimensions
into one—things have only “sides.”
This obviates prepositions. One
need not go “up” when one may go
“top side.” Words of comprehen-
sion are iimited to one—*sahby,” an
obvious derivative of the Spanish
“sabe.”

There mayv be few rules to pidgin
English, and little euphony, but it
gerves. After all, why bother to say,
“Mrs. DBarnstorm, if you will go up-
stairs yon will understand why the
rain is coming into the parlor,” when
the same may be expressed by say-
ing, “Missy catch top side, sabby
wet" ?—Worcester (Mass.) Telegram.

How One Woman Lost
20 Pounds of Fai

Lost Her Prominent Hips—

Double Chin—Sluggishness |

Gained Physical Vigor—
A Shapely Figure

It you're fat—first remove the
canse! ‘

Take one half teaspoonful of
Kruschen Salts in a glass of hot
water in the morning—in 3 weeks
get on the scales and note how
many pounds of fat have vanished.

Notice also that you have gained
in energy—your skin i3 clearer—
you feel younger in body—Krus-
chen will give any fat person a joy-
ous surprise,

nt be sure it's Kruschen—yonr
health comes first—and SAFETY
first is the Kruschen promise,

Get a bottle of Kruschen Salts '

from any leading druggist any-
where in America (lasts 4 weeks)
and the cost is but litile. It
this first bottle doesn't convince
vou this is the easiest, SAFEST and
surest way to lose fat—your money
gladly returned.

Pirate Treasure Found

Five gold bars, valued at $60,000,
were found by the Nassan (Daha-
mas) police when they took Gerald
Fitzgerald, a poor fisherman, to a
spot along the south shore of New
Providence igland, where he had dis-
covered the treasure last October,
Iitzzerald had found the gold eached
beneath a wild plum tree in rocks
bearing u sign of Freemasonry., The
gold is probably ancient pirate treas-
ure. Pitzgerald will receive a third
of the treasure and the remainder
will go to the Dritish government,

Radio Guides Sailors
New radio beacons for the guld-
ance of those who go down to the
sea in ships are being installed by
the lighthouse service to complete its
radio sysiem along the coastal wa-

ters. Latest to go Into service was | .

that on Scotland lightship, in the Old
South channel, still used by many
coastwise craft for eniering and

\ leaving New York harbor.

MercolizedWax
Keeps Skin Young

Ost an ounce and vee as . Fine particlas nl'-ul
akin pesl off uatil all detects such as pimplos, Uver
ots, tan and freckles disappear. is then solt
and ulru'.y Your ince looks a younger. M

ax brings nut the hidden uty of your skin, Te
yImove use ones ounce Powde
dimolved in olt-hl-l! plat witoh hasel. At drug stores.

Fair Enough
Mike—Look here, you're cheating
Pat—TI am not, I bad that ace long

before the game began,

BABY

FRETFUL,
RESTLESS?

Look to this cause

When your baby fusses, tosses and
geems unable to sleep restfully, lool
for one common cause, doctors say
Constipation. To get rid quickly o
the accumulated wastes which caus
restlessness and discomfort, give a
cleansing dose of Castoria. Castoria
you know, is made specially fo
children's delicate needs, It is a pun
vegetable preparation; conlains m
harsh drugs, no naercotics, It Is s
mild and gentle you can give it to i
young infant to relieve colic, Yet it
as eflective for older children. Cas
toria’s regulative help will bring ra
laxed comfort and restful sleep t
your baby. Keep a bottie on hand
Genuine Castoria always has th
name:

o it
CASTORlA

CHITLDREN CRY

F-—fhl

There is still hope for a man whe
ean’t give a reason for not going t¢
church.

7 ONSTIPATED ?
Take N —NATURE'S REMEDY
—tonight., Your eliminative
organs will be functicaing prop-

erly by morning and your con-
stipation will end with a bowsl
action as free and easy as na-
ture at her best—positively no
pain, no griping. Try it.
Mild, ﬁla'l"‘e, purely vegetable—

ggists—only 25¢
FEEL LIEE A MILLION, TAKE

' known as “By George!”

WaEeN you lose vour appetite—not only

l't'i\ on]uv wmm satlun with th

| great, for the great monopolize it.

Peterman’s Ant Food Is sure death |

toants. Sprinkle it about the floor,
windowsills, shelves, etc. Effective 24 |
hoursa day. Inexpensive. Safe. Guar-

. anteed. More than 1,000,000 cans
eold last year. At your druggist’s.

PETERMAN’S
ANT FOOD

8ioux C ty Ptg Co No 20 1932

In Amuun “By Jove” Is as ul

“How shall we biod these lame
duck reporis?”’
“In llmp leather™ |

for food . . . but for work and playv—don't
mercly go on wu.ying Do somelhing
about it!

One of the most famous tonics for weak-
neas, “‘nerves,’”’ and “run down condition,"
fs Fellows' Syrup. It stimulates appetite,
Lifts the entire bodily tone to higher levels
of vigor and energy. The first {cw doses
will prove that “Fellows™ is the medicine

for “building up.” That is why so many
doctors prescribe it. Ask your druggist for
grnuine

- FELLOWS

Just the Thing

she's n falr chemist,
clectrician,”

SYRUP

Modern Cook

“How's the new cook?”’

but a poa

Cuticura Preparations

Swourn be kept in every
houschold for the daily use
of all the family; the Seap
to protect the skin as weil as

cleanse it, the Ointment
to relieve and heal chafings,
rashes, irritations and cuts,

Sosp Be, Olntment e and M

Proprietors: Potter Drug & Chemioad
L-ro..ll-uau.llu:.“ J

Try Cuticura Shaviag Cream.




