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MUR DER By An
ARISTOCRAT

“I think we are letting
things get away from us”
she sald bluntly. “There’s no
need of making a scene., We
are talking too much and
not getting any place. The
burglar could have picked up
Dave's revolver and used it.
Just because it was Dave's
revolver, there on the floor,
doesn't prove anything,.
Doesn’'t prove Dave used it
Doesn't even prove Bayard
was killed by a bullet from
that gun. Doesn’'t prove any-
thing. Janice was frightened

a4

and shocked and acted hur- |

riedly. The burglar must
have just escaped. I think
we ought to concentrate on
finding the burglar. When I
left, Bayard was alive. And
Dave and Allen were to-
gether.”

“Not all the
just discovered that Dave took
& walk alone, and Allen went
for a drive, met Janice near
the east farm, and they talked
awhile. Mrs. Steadway hap-
pened to mention it, Janice
and Allen thought it unwise
to tell that, after all, Dave and
Allen did not each have the
complete alibi we all thought
they had. Janice and Allen
pcted as they thought best,
But it makes it difficult.”

“But didn't you meet again,
Allen? You returned together.
You came into the library to-
gether,” said Evelyn.

“Yes,” replied Allen. “After
leaving Janice I drove direct-
ly back to the lake, and Dave
was there. We fished for quite

¢ while and then came home |

together.”

“Why, then, that's all
right,” said Evelyn, relieved.
“You see, Adela, they were to-
gether from—what time, Al-
len?”

“About four, or a little
earlier,” said Allen. “And you
left Bayard alive at 10 after
four. So you see, Adela, Dave's
alibi is still good.”

“And yours too, incidental-
ly, Allen,” said Hilary rather
bitterly.

Allen shrugged.

“I can't help that.”

“That is right,” I said, ad-
dressing Evelyn, “You were
here after four. I am sure of
that, for I saw you. The burg-
Jar must have come after you
were here. You just came to
the door of the library, here,
and glanced in?”

“Yes,” said Evelyn.

“Bayard was here?”

“Yes, I didn't speak to him.
He didn’t see me.”

“Oh, yes, I remember you
gald that. The burglar must
have come in directly after.
When you were here, was the
safe open?”

“Why, no,” said Evelyn,
frowning. “I remember dis-
tinctly. It was closed.”

“Evelyn!” shouted Hilary.
“Good God, don't you know
~hat you've done? That wom-
an has tricked you.” He was
purple with rage. “She's
tricked you. You've admitted
that Bayard was——" He
stopped, thoroughly fright-
ened now, staring at me, on
the verge of apoplexy.

“Why, no—I—" said Eve-

“The safe,” I said, watch-
{ng Hilary, “Is in Dave's study.
Bayard was actually killed
‘there. There was blood on the
rug by the desk. He was killed
in Dave's study. He was dead
—" 1 looked at Evelyn—"when
you saw him."”

Evelyn stared back at me.
She was not a liar by inspira-
tion: she had to be coached,
and there was no time for

that.

She nodded slowly.

Hilary sucked in his breath
with a sort of groan and sat
down as If his knees had
weakened under him.

I heard Allen say under his
breath, “Dave’s study.”

Adela’s face was granite. I
met their eyes—all of them,
it seemed to me, hating me.

afternoon, |
Evelyn,” said Adela, “I have |

And perhaps fearing me.

“Janice,” said Adela, “call
Dave. I think we must ques-
tion him.”

The room was so still that
Janice’s small heels made
tap-taps of sound along the
floor. She knocked on the
door of the study. There was
no answer, and she put her
hand on the doorknob, opened
the door, and stepped inside.
No one spoke, There was no
sound from the study,

It seemed a long time be-
fore she stood In the doorway
again. She just stood there,
her back to the room beyond,
facing us, swaying a little. We
were all standing. She said.

“You can't question Dave.
You can’t ask him anything
—ever—again.”

CHAPTER XIV

From the first it was not so |

much a question of Dave’s
having been murdered as it
was a question of whether he

had taken the veronal acci- | sband thiie"

dentally or intentionally. In
other words, whether or not
he was a suicide. And if he
had committed suicide, was it
a confession of guilt? Had he
murdered Bayard?

For Dave was dead. And he
died of an overdose of ver-
onal. Dr, Bouligny established
that fact within 20 minutes
of Janice’'s shocking an-
nouncement,

I do not remember much
of the few moments imme-
diately following her words as
she stood there at the door
of the little study, nor of how
we crowded into that room,
nor of what we said and did
and how we looked. I do re-
member kneeling at the long
couch where that silent body
lay and making sure that
Janice was not mistaken, that
Dave was actually dead. And
I remember how peaceful his
face looked. It 1is true, of
course, that most faces of the
dead look peaceful, but there
was a look about Dave’s face
as of one who seeks his rest
with the tranquility of com-
plete surrender,

Singularly enough, while
we were all thinking of Adela
and trying to spare her, it was
Hilary who went to pieces and
collapsed on a chair in the li-
brary where Allen led him
and sat there shivering and
shaking with his hands over
his face trying to hide dread-
ful man hysteria. Adela was
like a woman carved in stone.
She stood at the foot of
Dave's couch and looked at
him with a still hard face and
told Evelyn to telephone for
the doctor, and told Allen to
take Hilary away and Janice
to bring her a chalir.

“I intend to stay here,” said
Adela stiffly. “Thank you,
Janice.”

Janice looked and moved
as if she were in a daze, It
was only when Adela reached
out and took one of Dave's
hands that Janice sank down
on the floor beside Adela and
buried her head in her arms.
The toe of her slim white
slipper rested exactly over the
spot on the Sarouk rug where
I had discovered that damp
erimson patch.

Evelyn turned away from
the telephone.

“He will be here right
away,” she sald. “Don’'t look
like that, Adela. You know
hew sick Dave has been. For
such a long time he has not

been himself. Perhaps it is |

better.”

“Death,” sald Adela,
never better.”

And Janice lifted her dark
head and looked at Evelyn as
if she were a creature of a dif-
ferent world. I am sure that,
then, Janice only felt a great
pity for Dave and for Adela;
she had not yet thought of
her own freedom. There was
nothing hypocritical about
her grief; it was the sorrow
of affection and pity. She

Glls

| might not have loved Dave, '

but she had not tried to
escape any cf the responsi-
bilities of her marriage. And
then, she must have loved
him once. Even an unsenti-
mental and an honest woman
may weep at the end of a
marriage which has failed or
at the grave of a forgotten
love. And Dave was much
more than that: He was her
husband, an integral part of
her world, a vital and im-
portant factor in her life.

Dr. Bouligny came very
soon; his thick black hair
ruffled, his coat baggy, his
face growing somker and
troubled as he listened to
what we said and looked at
Dave. He took Adela's pulse,
I remember, and sent Evelyn
for some wine, and got us all
out of the study and into the
library with the door clesed
between. Adela never resisted
him, and she did not do so
then; she put Dave's poor
limp hand carefully on the
edge of the couch and obeyed
Dr. Bouligny. At his request
I closed the door and fol-
lowed them. The examination
had taken only a few quiet
moments.

“You'd better,” he said to
Adela, “go straight to bed and
take a bromide. You can't

Adela was sipping the wine |

| Evelyn had bronght. T have rug for a moment, running '

always marveled at Adela's
fortitude at that dreadful
time; but then 2all of them

behaved rather well. All but

Hilary, and perhaps Hilary
had more for which to re-
proach himself; he must have
drifted far from Dave during
recent years.

“Why did Dave die?” asked
Adela directly, brushing aside
his suggestion as if it had not
been made.

Dr. Bouligny looked wor-
ried. He ran his fingers
through his thick hair, fur-
ther disheveling it.

“We’'d better all of us sit
down and talk quietly. Here,
Hilary—give him some wine,
Miss Keate, please, If you are
determined to
thing out here and now——"
He paused, looking anxiously
at Adela. “Well, perhaps it is
best., You are sure you can
bear it all?”

“What do you mean, Dan-
fel? Dave is dead—my little
brother——" Adela’s
twisted a little over the
words, They were her only
audible expression of the tur-
moil of grief and pain and
desolation in her heart. It was
a moment before she could
continue. Presently she said,
her face gray and blank and
set, and her eyes like a cold
wall between us and her
thoughts, and her voice rath-
er harshly deliberate: “Why
did Dave die? Tell me, Dan-
jel.”

Dr. Bouligny sighed heav-
ily. I gave the small glass to
Hilary, who took it and
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*About as usual, I think”

% Side G!énées

said Janice slowly.

“Has he been sleeping
well?"”

“l don’sc know. He never
sleeps well, but I've not heard
him complain recently. You
gsee, he spends so much of his
time here in his study. And
we never disturb him. I think,

though, that he——-" she
stopped.

“That he's been taking
something to make him

sleep?” asked Dr. Bouligny.

“Why, yes, I think so0,” she
said. “But he never told me,
and I've seen nothing, though
I've watched.”

“He hasn't said anything
about having any difficulty
with his eyesight lately?”

“Yes,” sald Janice, “a lit-
tle. He didn’'t care to read.
And once or twice he said
things blurred.”

“What about his speech?
And his walk? Has he been a
little slow of speech? Has he
seemed to lack a certain ex-
actness of movement?”

I longed to reply to Dr.'

Boullgny, as I saw what he !
meant and marveled that I'.
had not seen it in Dave days

earlier.

But Janice said hesitantly:

“Yes. A littie. He—oh, he’s
not been himself at all, Dr.
Dan."”

Dr. Bouligny stared at the

his fingers through his thick
hair.

“I don't know why I didn’t
see it,” he said slowly. “You
should have told me—I didn’t
realize——"

“What is it, Daniel?” said
Adela,

He looked at her slowly.

“It's golng to go hard with
you, Adela,” he said. “But I

suppose you've got to know. |

You see Dave's been—Dave
was a drug addict.”

“Drug,” said Adela, as if she !

were merely repeating words
without any comprehension
at all of their meaning. “Ad-

| diet.”

thresh this |

mouth |

gulped the wine in a dazed |

fashion. I don't think he re-
alized what he was doing or
that I, whom he disliked so
fervently, had given him the
drink. He did seem to come to
himself, however; he rose and
approached the small tragic
group and, I believe, began to

consider the matter of Dave's |
death in its possible relation

to our dreadful problem.

“Dave died,” said Dr. Bou-
ligny, “of an overdose of ver-
onal.”

“Veronal,” said Hilary in a
breathless way. He was still
very pale and had none of his
usual self-assurance. “How
did Dave get veronal? Why
did he take it?”

“I don't know where he got
it,” Dr. Bouligny said. “Janice,
my dear, do you mind answer-
ing a few questions? You see,
I've got to sign my coroner’s
certificate.”

“What is 1t?" The girl was
like a pale, still little statue
in her white gown; her hands
were clasped rather desper-
ately together as {if to re-
strain their trembling, but
otherwise she held herself
with amazing courage.

“About Dave,” he said.
“How's he been feeling late-
ly?”

“Yes,” sald Dr. Bouligny
miserably. “He took veronal.
He must have taken too much
at last. Poor fellow. I could
have cured him if I'd known
it in time.”

Adela was on her feet. Her
eyes were no longer blank and
cold: they were blazing blue
fire. There was a very fury in
her eyes and in her broken
voice as she said harshly:

“Veronal! Veronal! And you
could have cured it!”

Dr. Bouligny, his eyes pity-
ing, nodded his great head.

“I could have cured Iit,
Adela,” he said gently. “But
I didn't know. Dave has been
vaguely unwell for so long—
I didn’t see it, and none of
you knew. If it had been mor-
phine or cocaine or any of
those drugs, I wouldn’t have
been at all sure of success. But
veronal— I could have cured
him of that habit.”

That was the second time
I saw Adela falter. All that
rocklike strength suddenly
left her; she sagged down into
her chair again, her thick
body loose and old, her face
flabby, her eyes closed.

“She's fainting,” said Dr.
Bouligny. “Evelyn, help me.”

Adela motioned them back
with her blunt white hands.

“No. No. Let me alone.”

There was such vehement

| command in her gesture that

Zvelyn and Dr. Bouligny and

' I paused involuntarily. After
| watching Adela for a moment,

Dr. Bouligny sat down again
in his chalr, and Evelyn went

. back to stand beside Janice.

tall and brown and

Allen,
stood a little in the

grave,

. packground and scarcely took

his eyes from Janice during
the whole time.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

California Marriages

And Divorces Declined |

San Francisco —(UP)— Despite
the examples set by Hollywoad,
Californians lost interest in mar-
riages and divorces last year, ac-
cording to figures compiled by
the census bureau.

Marriages declined 9.2 per cent
and divorces dropped off 6.7 per
cent. Marriages for the year
totaled 7.3 per 1000 of populaticn
and divorces, 2.37.

Marriase Certificat
Filed After 54 Years

region, had never
to registering their certificate un-
til the other day when they
startled the county clerk here by
presenting the old certificate
dated January 7, 1879,

gotten around

list, Some alr-mail stamps
worth $2.000 each, and there are

not many of them, which makes It
easier for the forgers to dispoce of

.re |

r
|
|

their imitations. A member of the |
Royal Philatelic Scciety stated In

London that In some cases go clever
was the forgery that it had taken
weeks to establish the fact that the
stamp was spurious. “Often a stamp
s sent Lo the other side of the
world to prove whether iL Is genu-
ine or not,” he sald. “The most dif-
t'l::‘n hr:rg:rm to detect :! those

ve Dbeen made photo-
graphing origloals.”

Confederate President’s
Hymnal Given Library

Baton Rouge, La. — (UP) — The
hymnal used by Jelferson Davis,
lone president of the Conieder-
acy, when he attended Sunday
sirvices, !s one of the rare voi-
umes found in the Louisiana Uni-
versity library.

On the cover, Davis’ signature
is written in old-fashioned, slant-
ing serip.  The hymnal was do-
nated by his OCrandmother, Mrs
Nannie Davis Smith, of Baton
Roure.

——
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“Ohb, John, you must ask Mr. Waff to teach you some card tricks,

so we will be invited cul mors."

Bleod Test Gives Physician Valuable
Clew to Kany Ills

EXAMINATION MAY REVEAL PRESINCE OF BACTERIA 1IN
BLOOD STREAM AND DEFECTS THAT
CAUSE VAIOUS DISEASES

BY DR. MORRIS FISHBEIN

Editor, Jourmal of the Amecrican
Medical Association, and of
Hygeia, the Health Magazine

Few people realize the exceeding-
ly intricate nature of the con-
tent of the blood and the valuable
information that a competent in-
vestigator can obtain by study.

The most elementary study of
the blood includes, first, a deter-
m:nation of the number of red
blood cells; second, the amount of
hemoglobin, or red coloring mat-
ter; third, the number of white
blood cells, and. fourth, an attempt
to determine whether or not the
blood coagulates or clols normally.

There are, however, many other
examinations which yield informa-
tion of the greatest importance.
There is, for example, a study of
the volume of the blood and the
relationship of the hemoglobin or
red coloring matter to the total
number of red blood cells. There is
a differentiation of all of the white
blood cells into many types.

There is possible a counting of
the reticulocytes, giving to the
physician definite information as to
the rate at which the blood is re-
generating itself and forming new
red blood cells t replace those
destroved. Y

In disease of various types, it
may be necessary to determine
the number of platelets in the

blood. since a lessened number i3
found not only in several types of
anemia, but also in several types
of purpura, a condition in which
the patient bruises easily and
bleeds readily. There is also the
possibility of hemophilia, a condi-
tion in which the blood fails to
clot and in which it is possible for
the patient to bleed to death quick-
ly from a small wound.

The determination chemically of
the presence in the blood of va-
rious ingredients, including sugar,
protein and similar materials, may
be of greatest importance.

Finally, it is possible to take,
under sterile precaution, a speci-
men of the blood and submit it to
treatment with culture mediums in
incubalors in order to determine
whether any bacteria are circulat-
ing in the blood, |

By all these investigations the
physician is able to determine
the nature of the blood and from
that nature, some understanding of
its relationship to various diseases.

Certainly the blood is th» most
imporiant element in the human
body, since it gives by its circula-
tion nutrition to all of the tissues
and serves at the same time to col-
lect waste materials and poisons
and to eliminate them from the
body. |

Moreover, the white blood cells
attack and destroy bacteria and
thus aid to keep the body in health.

Centenarian Enjoys
Reading Snappy Stories

Millersburg, Ohlo. —(UP)— Al-
though “Aunt” Sophia Leily, of
the Holmes County Home, is cel-
ebrating her 101st birthday, she
enjoys reading a ‘“good snappy
love story"—and she reads with-
out the aid of spectacles.

She thinks women should have
their say in government affairs
and subscribed to that conviction
by casting her first vote last year
when she was 100. °

“I've never married, so I've
never had to worry about a hus-
band,” Miss Leily declared when
asked to what she attributed her
unusual span of years.

Stations Sell Gas
Produced by Nature

Livingston, Tex. — (UP) — De-
gpite the fact there are no oil re-
fineries in this section of the state,
gasoline produced in Polk county
is for sale at many filing stations
here.

It is produced by nature, and
comes directly from the No. 1 Dick
Schwab well, 10 miles southeast of
here. |

A heavy flow of gas was struck
in this well several months ago.
Tremendous pressure liquifies a
certain amount of the gas, cre-
ating gasoline, which is piped into
tank trucks and hauled away forp
sale.
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Unwanted Crop Led
To Unlooked-for Profit
Lindsay, Cal. — (UPY — A seed
Louse sent Willlam Wiison, local
orange grotwer, the wrong kind of
seed, but he grew a profitable crop
anyway.

Wilson ordered mustard seed.
When the seed arrived, he planted

Long Lost Medal
Found After 14 Years
Littlefieid, Tex. — (UP) — B8ix-
teen years ogo Pat Boons, son
cf a ploneer southwestern rancher,
won a tiedal for fleelncss of foot

in a New Mexican high school
meet. Frurteen years ago Loons,

, then a cowboy employed at a dip-

ping vat corral at Kenna, N. M.,
lost the medal. He offersd 333 re-
ward Lo no avail

Recently Brone, now a cily
commisxoner here recovered the

long-lost emblem It bore (he scars | him

| writtan,

it. When the plants came through
the ground, they proved to be
broceoli. Wilson knew nothing
about broccoli, but he let the crop
reach maturity and then discov-
ered that an Itallan vegetable
firm was willing to pay a good
price for his crop. In fact, he has
profited more from the seed than
he did from his orange crop.

Exhibit Commemorates
Pepy’s 300th Birthday

Philadelphia —(UP)— In com-
memoration of the 300th birthday
of Samuel Pepy's, famous diarist
a collection of first editions and
autograph letters of Pepy's and
John Evelyn, 17th Century con-
temporary, have been placed on
exhibition at the Free Library. |

The collection is the property of
Dr. A. 8. W. Rosenbach, collector
of Philadelphia and New York.

Among the papers of Pepy's on
exhibition is a letter of instruc-
tions to the diarist from his pa-
tron, Edward Montagu, first Earl
of Sandwich, sent from Tangier,
and a letter signed by Pepy's in

1669 while secretary of the Ad-
m:ralty.

1931 Message from
Marooned Couple Found

Gold Beach, Ore., — (UP) — A
message purported to have been
put into the sea by a couple
siranded on an island of the
Hawallan group in| 1931 was

| washed ashore in a bottle here.

M'Ik'}w note said
nson and George Harf

left Honolulu August 18, lesl:r;ms:
a 16-fcot cance and got out of
sight of land. They landed on am
lsland about 90 miles southwest
of there, and had seen no ships
at the time the message was

inflicled by many t_:_aﬁ;;:;g_-boﬁne
heofs. but so far as Boone is ron-
cerrned they enhance th 7
s . e medal's

The medal had been found by a

man lLving near the corral w
Beorne had worked -
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MAN SMASHED BARBER POLE
- Salt Lake City, Utalh, — (UP) -
Curb that impulse” sald poilce

( to D. C. Christensen whan arvest-

| Ing him for smashing a revolving

berber pole, which had annoyeq

“ 2




