#2-K ENNEL $

%y 9.8.Van Dinew~

W.N.U.
Copyright by Wk Wright= SERVICE
L ]
SYNOPSIS suggestion today." Vance leaned
back in his chalr. “Bot tomor
Philo Vance, expert in solving | FOW—"
orime mysteries, Investigates the “You're so helpful and satisfy-

supposed suicide of Archer Coe. Dis-
trict Attorney Markham and Vance
g0 to Coe's house. They find Wrede,
a friend of Coe's, there; also Signor
QGrasel, a guest. The door of the
death chamber Is bolted from the
inslde. They force it. Coe is clothed
in a dressing gown, but wears street
shoes, Vance says it is murder., The
medical examiner says Coe had been
dead for hours when a bullet en-
tered his head. He had been stabbed.
The investigators find a wounded
Scottish terrier in the house. Vance
declares the animal should prove an
important connecting link. Brisbane
Coe, Archer's brother, is supposed to
have left for Chicage the previous
afternoon, but his dead body Is dis-
covered in the Coe home. Vance In-
terrogates the Chinese cook, Liang.
Brisbane died from a stab in the
back, as did Archer. Vance, search-
ing Brisbane's® coat, finds waxed
thread attached to a bent pin, and
a darning needle, It Is learned that
Wrede once had a dog, which he
gave to a friend, a Doberman Pin-
scher. A lipstick found in Coe's
wastebasket, indicates that a woman
called on the murdered man the
night of his death. By manipulating
the string, the bent pin and the
darning needle found iIn Briabnne:n
pocket, Vance bolts Archer Coe's
door from the outside. Grassl s
stabbed. He mays he did not see his
assailant, who came In at night.
Vance sets out with the Scottie to
determine the dog’s ownership,

CHAPTER IX—Continued
N T T

Vance thanked him for his help
and added: “Do you happen to
know what bitch this is, or who
owiis her?”

Mr, Stinemetz shook his head.

“No, 1 never saw her before—she
must be a newcomer. I didn't see
a catalogue of the show and there
were no postmortems at the Judge’s
table after the show.”

vance left Mr. Stinemetz’s ken-
nels 1tn a much happier frame of
mind.,

“Tomorrow,” he said, as we drove
tome through the gathering dusk,
«we will know the owner's name."

Immediately upon our arrival in
wew York, Vance telephoned to
Markham at his home, and learned
that there had been no develop-
ments in the case during the day.
The den window-sill had been gone
over carefully for fingerprints, but
without results, A general routine
fnvestigation had been put in op-
eration by the sergeant, but, aside
from this, nothing had been done,

“The case has me bogged,” Mark-
ham complained sadly at dinner
that night. *“I see no way out of
the situation, Even if we knew
whe committed the crimes, we
couldn’t show how they were ac-
complished—unless the guilty per-
son himself chose to tell us. .
And that attack on Grassi; Instead
of helping us, It has only put us
deeper inte the well. And there's
nothing to take hold of. All the or-
dinary avenues of investigation are
<losed. Heaven knows there are
enough people who might have
{done It—and there are enough mo-
tives for a dozen murders.”

“Sad . . . sad,” sighed VYance.
“My heart bleeds for you, don't ¥
know. Still, there's some simple
explanation. It's a deucedly com-
plicated puzzle—a cryptogram with
apparently meaningless words. But
once we have the key letter, the
rest of It will fall Into place. And
the key letter may be the Scottie,
I'm hopin' for the best. You might
confide in me the exact condition
of the Coe domicile tonight.”

“There's little to confide,” Mark-
ham told him acerbitously. “Heath
has done the usual things and gone
home, However, he's left two men
on guard, one In the street and one
at the rear of the house, Grassl has
remalned in his room all day—
Heath's last report to me was that
the gentleman had gone to bed, The
lock on his door, by the way, has
been fixed; so he'll probably live
the night through. Miss Lake came
In just as the sergeant was going.
. .. By the way, she took the news
of Grassi's stabbing rather hard—"

Vance looked up quickly.

“l say, that's most Interestin'.”

“The Chinaman did not leave the
house,” Markham continned, *“and
told Heath he preferred to remain
until the guilty person had been
brought to justice,”

“1 do hope he hasn't too long to
walt,” Vance sighed. *“Dut it's just
as well If Liang stays with us, |
feel that he's going to be most help-
ful to us anon, . . . And you, Mark
ham, old dear: what have you been
doing? Milk Investigations, I sup-
pose—and committees of emlnent
citizens who wish to uplift the
drama—and Iinterviews with alder-
men."

“That's about all," Markham con-
fessed, “What would you have sug
gested?™

“Really,

. .

Markham, I haven't a

ing,” Markham snapped,

CHAPTER X
The Scottie’s Trail.

T NINE o'clock the following

morning Vance called at the of-
fces of the American Kennel elub
and explained to the secretary, Mr
Perry B. Rice, the nature of the in.
formation he sought., Mr, Rie
introduced us to Mrs, Del Campo,
the head of the show department,
Mrse. Del Campo, when Mr. Rice ex-
plained to her what Vance wanted
found the marked Englewood cata
logue. Turning to the Scottish ter
rier section, she ran her fAnger
down the list of Pupy Biteh entries
until she eame to the winner of
the class. The owner’'s name was
given as Jullus Higginbottom, and
the name of the dog itself as Miss
MacTavish. The breeder was Henry
Bixby.

Vance made a note of these data,
and expressed his admiration for
the A. K, C. system,

When we arrived at the district
attorney’'s oftice on the fourth floor
of the Criminal Courts bullding,
Markham was in conference with
Sergeant Heath. Swacker, the dis-
triet attorney's secretary, ushered
us immediately into Markham’'s pri-
vate office,

“Things are moving." Vance sat
down and took out his cigarette
case, "I have just come from the
American Kennel club and have dis-
covered a bit of most interestin’ in-
formation.
Markham, belongs to none other
than Julius Higginbottom.”

“And who might he be, Vance?
And whay does the fact Interest
you?”

"1 have met Higginbottom, He's
a member of the Crestview Coun-
try club, and he has a large country
estate at Mount Vernon, where he
spends his entire time living what
he imagines to be the life of a coun-
try gentleman—"

Heath sat forward in h's chair.

“It was the Crestview Country
club at Mount Vernon,” he inter-
Jected, “where Miss Lake and Grassi
went to a dance Wednesday night.”

“And that's not all, Sergeant.”
Vance sprawled luxuriously in his
chair and took a deep Inhalation.
“Higginbottom Kknew Archer (Coe
pretty well. Several years ago
Higginbottom inherited, from an
aunt, a very fine collection of early
Chinese paintings, many of which
Coe bought from him at a prepos-
terously low price. Higginbottom
is something of a gay bird—the
sporting type of man—and knew
nothing of the value of the paint-
ings. After he had sold them to
Coe he learned from a dealer that
they were very valuable, and there
was consequent talk, In certain New
York art circles, to the effect that
Coe had put over a shrewd and
somewhat unethical deal on Higgin-
bottom, who, as 1 know, took the mat-
ter up with Coe, but without any
success, and there has been a cer-
taln amount of bad blood bhetween
them ever since, Higginbottom
was a major in the World war and
is a hotheaded sort of a chap.”

Markbam beat a nervous tattoo
on the desk,

“Well, where does
he asked. "“Are you
Higginbottom came
Mount Vernon with
murdered Coe?"

“Good Lord, no!" Vance made a
slight gesture of annoyance. *I'm
not implyin' anything. 1 am merely
reportin’ my findings. But I must
confess that I find the relationship
between the Scottie and Major Hlg-
ginbottom and Archer Coe a blt sat-
isfyin'., I am motoring Immediately
to Mount Vernon, where [ hope to
have a polite—and 1 trust, 1llu-
minatin’—intercourse with the ma
Jor concerning Miss MacTavish. . . .
Would you care to hear the result
of my soclal endeavors?”’

“1'll be here all afternoon,"” Mark-
hain answered glumly.

We had little difficulty in find-
ing the Higginbottom estate, and we
were lucky enough to find the ma-
Jor sitting on the blg colonlal front
porch,

“To what do | owe the honor of
this call, sir?" He spoke with hos
pitable good nature. “1 am really
delighted, You ghould come often
er.”

“I'd be charmed.” Vance sat down
heside a small glass tahle, *But
today, Major, d' ye see, 1 hopped
out here on a little matter of busi-
ness. . . The truth is, I'm dashed
interested In a Scottie hiteh belong-
ing to yon—Miss MacTavish—who
was shown at Englewood. . , .

that get us?”’
implylng that
down from
his dog and

At the mention of the dog's name
Higginbottom gave a loud cough,

The wounded Scottie, |

| nored.

THE FRONTIER, O'NEILL,

pushing his chair back with a
scraping sound, and glancing over
his shoulder to the open window
leading into the house. The man
seemed deeply perturbed, and his
tone of volce and his manner, when
he answered, struck me as most pe-
cullar.

“Yes, yes; of course,” he blus
tered, rising and walking toward
the front steps, *“1 rarely go to dog
shows any more. By the way, Mr.
Vance, | want to show you my
roses, . . ," And he walked down
the stairs toward a small rose gar-
den at the right.

Vance lifted his eyebrows in mild
astonishment and followed his host,
When we were out of hearing of
the house, the major placed his
hand on Vance's shoulder and spoke
confidentially :

“By gad, sir! 1 hope my wife
didn't hear that question of yours.
She's generally In the drawing room

during the mornings, and the win-
dows were open'” He appeared
troubled. *“Yes, sir, it would be

most annoying if she heard it. 1
didn't mean to be lmpolite, sir—no,
sir, by gad!—but you startied me
for @ moment, . . . A most trying
and delicate situation,” He put his
head a little closer to Vance.
“Where did you hear of that little
bitech of mine?—were you at the
Englewood show?—and why should
you be interested?' He glanced
again over his shoulder toward the
porch, “George! 1 hope your (ues-
tion didn’t reach my wife's ears."”

Vance looked at the man quiz
zieally.

“Come, come, Major,” he sald
pleasantly. “It really can’t be so
serious. 1 was not at Englewood,
and 1 never saw Miss MacTavish
until the day before yesterday. The
fauct of the matter Is, Major, your
little biteh is now in my apartment
in New York."”

“You don't say!—In your apart-
ment?" Higginbottom seemed vast-
ly astonished, “How did she get
there?—1 don't understand at all
This is most peculiar, Mr, Vance,
Pray enlighten me."”

“But she is your dog, is she not,
Major?" Vance asked quietly.

“Well . .. well—the fact is—that
is to say—" Higginbottom was
spluttering with embarrassment.
“Yes—yes, | suppose you would say
that I am the technical owner of
her. But | haven't seen her for
over six months, . . . You see, Mr.
Vance, it's this way—I gave Miss
MacTavish away to a friend of
mine—a very dear friend, y' under-
stand—Iin New York."

“Ah,” breathed Vance, looking up
at the cerulean sky. "“And who,
Major, might this friend be?"

Higginbottom began to splutter
again, with an added show of In-
dignation.

“By gad, Mr. Vance! | can’t see
—really, 1 can’t see—what possible
concern that is of any one but my-
self—and, of course, the recipient.
. . It was a purely private trans-

action—I might say a personal
transaction—""
“Major,” Vance interrupted

brusquely, “1 am not prying into
your private affairs. But a rather
serious matter has arisen, and It
will be much better for you to con-
fide in me than to have the district
attorney summon you to his office.”

Higginbottom's little eyes opened
very wide and he fumbled with the
ashes In his plpe,

“pPhe fact Is, Mr. Vance, I have
a very dear friend In New York—
a young woman—a very charming
young woman, I might say—

“It's like this, Mr. Vance. I come
to the city quite often—on busl-
ness, y' understand—and enjoy a
night elub and the theater now and
then, and—you know how it Is—I
don't care to go alone, and Mrs,
Higginbottom has no interest in
such frivolous things—"

“Pray don't make apologies, Ma-
jor,”* Vance put in. *What did you
say the young lady's name was?"

“Miss Dorls Delafield—and a very
fine young woman she is, Comes
of an excellent family—"

“And it was Miss Delafleld to
whom you gave the dog six months
ago?"

“That's right. But I'm most anx-
lous to keep the matter a secret.
You see, Mr. Vance, I wouldn't care
to have Mrs. Higginbottom know of
it, as she might not understand ex-
actly."”

“I'm sure she wouldn't” Vance
murmured. “And 1 quite sympa:
thize with your predicament. . . .
And where does Miss Delafield live,
Majori"

“At the Belle Malson apartments
at 90 West Seventy-first street.”

Vance's eyes flickered very slight-
Iy as he took out a clgarette and
lighted it slowly,

“That's the small apartment house
just across the vacant lot from Ar-
cher Coe's residence, isn’t [t?"

“That's right. The fact is, Mr.
Vance, 1 was calling on Miss Dela-
fleld the very night he was mur-
dered.”

“Indeed, Major, That's most In-
terestin’” Vance leaned over and
snapped off a dead leal from one

of the Talisman bushes, “By the
by, Major.” he went on in an off-
hand tone, “little Miss MacTavish
was found in the Coe house the next
morning, with a rather vlelous
wonnd neross her head.”

The major's pipe fell from his
mouth to the lawn, and was Ig-

He stared at Vance like a
man teansfixed, and the blood went
from his face,

“[—I—really. ... Are you—sure?”
he stammered
“Oh, quite. Quite. As I told you,

| have Miss MacTavish In my apart-
ment now. [ found her in the house
--in the lower hall. I took her to

Doctor Blamey—she's comlng round
In first-class shape. ., . ., But how
do you account for the fact, Major,”
--Vance looked at the man square
ly—"that your dog was In the mur
der house at the time the crime was
committed

“Account for It!™ the man blus-
tered excitedly. *“1 can't account

for it. . . . Good gad! This s In-
crediblel I'm completely bowled
over—"

“But how does it happen, Major,"”
Vance cut In placidly, “that you
have not heard of the dog's absence
from Miss Delafield’'s apartment—"

“Oh, I forgot to tell you,"” sald the
major, and hesitated,

“Ah, what did you forget to tell
me?”

The major shified his eyes.

“l omitted to mention the fact
that Miss Delafield salled for Eu-
rope on Wednesday night.”

“The night Mr. Archer Coe was
murdered,” Vance said slowly.

“Just so,” the major returned ag-
gressively. “The reason I happened
to be at her apartment that night
was because we were having a fare
well dinner, and [ was to see her
off on the boat.”

“And how does it happen, Major,
that your dog was not returned to
your kennel here when Miss Dela-
teld szalled for Europe?”

“The fact of the matter Is8"—
Higginbottom became apologetlc—
“Doris—that ls, Miss Delafleld—on
my advice, left the dog in the care
of her maid, who was to look after
the apartment during her absence.”

"On your advice? ., . . Why?"

“l thought it best,” the major ex-
plained weakly. “You see, sir, If 1
brought the dog here it might in-
volve the situation a bit, as I would
have to give explanations to my
wife when Dorls—Miss Delafield—
returned from Europe and wished

to have the dog back,. And, of
course—""

“Ah, yes. 1 quite understand,”
nodded Vance., *And what time did
Miss  Delafield sall Wednesday
night?”

“On the Olymple—at midnight.”
“And you were In the apartment
at what time?"

“l called about six o'clock and
we went out immediately. We had
dinner—let me see—at a little res.
taurant—I suppose you might call
it a night club—and we remalned
there until It was time to go to the
boat."”

“What little restaurant was It?"’

Higginbottom knit his brow,

“Really, Mr. Vance, [ can't re
member.” He hesitated. “You know,
I'm not certain that it even had a
name. It was a small place in the
West Fiftles—or was It the For-
ties? It was a place that had been
recommended to Miss Delafleld by
a friend.”

“A bit vague—eh, what?" Vance
let his eyes come to rest mildly on
the major. “But thank you just
the same. 1 think I'll stagger back
to New York and have a chat with
Miss Delafleld's mald. I'm sure you
won't mind. What, by the by, Is her
name?”

The major looked a bit startled,

“Annie Cochrane,” he sald, and
then hurried on: “But I say, Mr.
Vance, this thing sounds rather se-
rious. Would you mind if I ac-
companied you to the city? I my-
self would like to know why Annle
didn’t report to me the absence of
the dog.”

“I'd be delighted,”
him.

We drove back to New York with
Major Higginbottom and went di-
rect to the Belle Malson,

Annie Cochrane was a young
dark-halred woman In her early
thirties, ob\.vusly of Irish descent,
and when, on opening the door to
our ring, she saw Major Higginbot-
tom, she appeared frightened and
flustered.

“Listen here, Annie,” the major
began aggressively, “Why didn't you
let me know that Miss Delafleld’s
dog had disappeared?”

Annie explalned stumblingly t®at
she had been afrald to say anything
about the dog's disappearance, as
she considered it her fault that the
dog was gone, and that she had
hoped from day to day that it would
return. The woman was patently
frightened.

“Just when did the dog disap-
pear, Annle?" asked Vance In a
consoling volce,

The woman loc' ed at him grate-
fully.

“I missed her, sir,” she sald, “just
after Major Higginbottom and Miss
Doris went out Wednesday night, at
about nine o'clock, sir”

Vance turned to Higginbottom
with a faint smile.

“Didn’t T understand you to say
that you went ont at slx o'clock,
Major?"

Before Higginbottom ecould an-
swer, the mald blurted: “Oh, no;
it wasn't slx o'clock. It wasn't un-
til nine o’clock. 1 got dinner for
them here a little after eight.”

Vance told

The major looked down and
stroked his chin coglitatingly.
“Yes. yes.” He nodded, *“That's

right, I'd thought it was six o'clock,
but now 1 remember. An excellent
dinner you prepared that night,
Annle” He Jooked up at Vance
with a smile of nonchalant frank-
ness.  “Sorry to have misinformed
you, Mr. Vance. The—ah—incident
rather slipped my memory, ., . . 1

{ had Intended to take Miss Delafield

out to dinner

Annle had

us, so0 we changed onr plans”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

But when I arrived

Vitamin C Structure Clarified

A German scientist has succeed-
ed In elarifying the entire chemieal
structure of vitamin C, the mcurvy
preventive,

NEBRASKA,

prepared everything for |

By Bob Nichols

Shooting Editor, Field and Stream

O MAN can hope to become a

very good wingshot if he lays
his gun away ten months in the
year and takes It out again only
when the autumn gunning season
rolls around. Especially In his de-
velopment stage, the hopeful shoot-
er needs practice the year 'round.
Much of this practice can be what
is termed “dry shooting.” That is
mere practice Indoors with the gun
empty.

“Dry shooting" will materially
help you acquire good form and
speed In your gun mounting. Keep
your gun standing handy in a cor
ner of your room, where you cau
snateh it up for a few minutes’ prac-
tice in the evening before you turn
in.  Keep all shells for the gun un
der lock and key where children, or
grown-ups with children's minds,
can’t get at them. Never slip shells
In your gun in the house. To do
80 s to invite tragedy!

Grab up your gun for a few min
utes each day. Not more than two
or three minutes at a time, for prac
tice does you little good if you con

tinne after your arms are fa
tgued,

Practice mounting the gun to
your shoulder. Get so you ean do

it swiftly but gently., Never jerk
it up spasmodically, or jam the but!
hard back into your shoulder.

Bring it up smoothly, pointing it
instinetively at a spot on the wall
paper as it comes up to yvour fact
and in to your shoulder, then giv
ing it the finer alming adjustment
Just as you pull the trigger. Keep
both eyes openr and see how grad
ually it becomes easier and easler
to point the gun accurately with the
full power of your two-eyed vision
Push the gun stock In close to your
face so It won't be necessaty to tilt
your head too far over to look down
the barrel. Your gun butt should
rest clear In on your shoulder, clear
in the the base of your neck—never
out on the arm,

Don't snap your hammers. You
may break a firing pln, Put the
safety on. You can practice pull
Ing the trigger just about as well
this way.

Stand erect as you practice, Not
stiffly llke a ramrod, but easily
erect. Keep your head erect and
your chin down. To tuck in your
chin before you mount your gun
may prevent you from getting the
bad habit of craning your head and
neck out over the gun stock when
you shoot. Get the habit of keep
ing your chin tucked In as you bring
your gun up, and you'll find that
your barrels come up Into easy
allgnment much quicker. Mount
ing your gun with chin tucked In 1
a simpler movement. Dolng It with
the chin sticking out results In
compound movement— your gun
comes up and your chin comes
down. Frequently they do not meet
at the same point. Your head may
be craned out too far over the stock
of the gun. When this awkward
strain 1s Introduced, the shooter
frequently raises his head an In
stant before firing and up goes his
gun muzzle and he over-shoots,

With your chin tucked snugly In
your face soon learns to assume a
fixed shooting positlon. Face and
gun stock no longer try to “find
each other in the dark.,” The hands.
having been taught thelr duty, bring
the gun stock up Into the accus
tomed position, where cheek and
eyes are all ready walting to take
possession of the flner adjustments
of the aim.

Hunters who haven't yet learned
to assume correct head position be
fore bringing the gun to shoulder.
quite often get a brulsed cheek hone.
They blame the gun, Usually it
Isn’t the gun's fault at all

Good shooting form—and good
shooting, too—results from a syn
chronization of movement, and a
consequent elimination of unfamil
far movement and lost motion,

®. Western Newspaper Unlon,

“Sensitization Diseases”
Found Largely Inherited

Hay fever, asthma, eczema, food
idiosincrasy and similar minor dis
eases caused by excessive sensitiv-
ity to certaln pollens, dusts, foods
or other common substances have
been found to be Inherent famlily
weaknesses in 33 per cent of 7,000
students studied by the University
of Michigan health service,

Since 1930 complete medical his
tories of 7,000 students entering the
university have been registered and
checked for mccuracy by parents
of the students, according to Dr
Buenaventura Jiminez In the Mich
lgan Medleal Soclety Journal.

It was found that 12 per cent of
these students had previously had
hay fever, rogse fever, asthma or ec
zema. A second group, 22 per cent,
reported having had urticaria, gas
tro-lntestinal upsets, food Idlosyn
crasy, frequent *“colds" and head
aches of the type usually caused by
sensitization to some substance or
food. A third group, 10 per cent, re
ported themselves so far free from
such annoyances, but wth a history
of sensitivity among other members
of the family.

“Although the health service fig |
ures show a prevalence of sensitiza. |

tion diseases exceeding all previous
estimates, they are well attested
and emphasize the need of more at
tention to these conditlons.”

HAPPY and prosperous
New Year!" All day the
words had been flung at
Bob Oameron ; everywhere
he went they echoed In
his ears, He wanted to
shut them out, to forget
that a New Year was be-
ginning.

Last night, In summing up the old
year, he had come to the conclu-
slon that he was an utter fallure,
that he might as well discard the
idea of becoming a writer, Every
story that he had sent out had
come back. It was true that a few
editors had encouraged him—one of
the hest known in the country had
told him to keep on, that he had a
fine literary style. But none of
them had kept his offerings.

Bob felt that the wisest thing he
could do was to chuck the whole
thing at the beginning of the New
Year, Yet down In his heart he
knew that writing was a part of
him: that it would be an almost im-
possible task to keep away from the
untidy desk back in his den. But
he would have to do It, a man
couldn't hold a girl to a promise,
with nothing to offer her but fall-
ure,

Bob knew that Dorothy Trent
was back of his resolution to quit
the writing game. He loved Dor-
othy and she loved him. They had
been engaged since thelr senior
year at Northwestern. It was time
that he should say something about
marringe; It was not falr to hold
her as he was doing. He would
have to get a position that would
enable him to keep a girl like Dor-

“It Will Be Glorious to Help You
Work Out Your Career.”

othy; he couldn't ask her to exlst
on the meager pittance he was get-
ting from the Pryor company. He
had taken the job simply because
it gave him so much time for writ-
ing, caring nothing at the time for
the small salary and the lack of op-
portunity that it held.

The nnhappiness brought by his
resolve showed plainly In the weary
droop of Bob’s shoulders and the
tired lines on his boylsh face. He
found It hard to join In the small
talk and fun of the New Year's par-
ty that was going on. If Dorothy
hadn't been so Insistent upon his
coming, he would have remalned
away, for he was In no mood for
frivolity. And now, an even deeper
bitterness had crept Into his heart,
as he watched the crowd pay trib-
ute to Everett Elstun, the literary
lion of Raymondville,

He wondered how Dorothy had
got Elstun to her party; he was a
bit of a recluse and seldom mingled
with the crowd. He was surprised
as he saw him walking across the
room, with an eager look upon his
face,

“How are you coming with your
writing?' he asked.

Bob gave a mirthless laugh. “I've
just decided that as a writer I'm a
pretty good hod-carrier. The fact
of the matter 18, Mr. Elstun, I've
made a New Year's resolutlion to
quit.”

“Giving up In a hurry?" Elstun
sald, a trifle sharply.

“I've been trylng for almost two
years,” Bob answered,

“And you think a few hours every
now and then for two years should
have bhrought you success? Lilsten,
boy, | was writing full time for more
than three years before | got a hint
that 1 wasn't wasting Ink.”

In & moment Bob was confessing
his real reason for quitting, KElstun
listened guietly. then he spoke. *L
too, had that problem.” he sald.
“There was a girl: 1 felt sure she
wouldn't be satisfied with what 1
had to offer, Fortunately, [ found
out In time she wanted to share my
struggles. Mayhe the girl you love
feels the same way."

Bob found that Elstun was right,
Dorothy was aghast at the thought
of his giving up the work he loved,
or doubting that she would want
to share his poverty. It will be
glorionus to help you work out your
career,” shg assured him,
new  rexolution was made
that called for success Insteand of
failure. ‘I'he New Year was golng
to bring Bob the acceptance that he
craved,

€, Westorn Newspaper Unlon.
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Dinner Cocktail
An oyster cocktall Is a nice start
for the holiday dinner, not so fill-
ing as the more usual soup,

CHARMING QUILT
IS “SUN BONNET”

By GRANDMOTHER CLARK

Many mothers and grandmothers
would get busy and make the “Sun
Bonnet” quilt for a home darling 12
they could see just how cunning It
looks when finished. One of the six
poses of the baby Is shown here, The|
18 Inch blocks are stamped on w!
material. The applique patches are
stamped for cutting and sewing on
many colored beautiful prints. The
embroidery is In simple outline
stitch,

Send 15c¢ to our quilt department
and we will mail you one complete
block like the above plcture, also
plcture of quilt showing the six dif-
ferent blocks. Make this one block
up and see how it looks when fin-
ished. Six blocks, each different,
will be mailed for ¢ postpald,

This I8 another of our good-look=
ing quilts and, like the others, must
be worked up to be appreciated.

Address—Home Craft Co. Dept.
D, Nineteenth and St. Louis Avenue,
St. Louls, Mo,

Enclose stamped addressed en~
velope when writing for any infor-
mation,

TAKE OWN LIVES,
SUFFERING FROM
IMAGINARY ILLS

Imaginary 1lls cause most sulcides,
and unrequitted love is waning as
a cause for self-destruction, says J,.
F. Cutbirth, veteran coroner's jury-
man of Kansas Clity, who has been
Investigating suicides for years.

“It's not Jjust the loss of thelr
woney that causes a man to commit
sulcide,” sald Cutbirth, *“As often
as not It is imagination that gets
them.

“What seems to plunge them into
despair is the thought they are los-
ing caste. They've fallen into the
habit of thinking only the life they
have been living I8 worth while,

“I can think of several men who
commlitted suicide after financial
losses which dld not leave them
destitute by any means. A lot of
folks get along without complaint
on what was left to them.,”

“Does romance figure much In sule
cldes?" he was asked.

“Not much these days,” Cutbirth
replied. “3ome women still commit
suicide because of broken hearts, but
very few. And hardly any men do so,

“I suppose that men and women
know that if they lose their sweet-
hearts they can find new ones.
There are a lot of men and womén
In the world. Both men and women
have larger circles of acquaintances
than they formerly dld,

“Public opinion also Is a factor.
Men and women, fearing ridicule, do
not go about mooning over thelr
unhappy romances.”

Made a Hit With Himself
A framed portrait of himself fell
from the wall on to a householder’'s
head the other day. He was struck

by the likeness.—London Humorist,
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Must Bear With It
What does kindness do when A
finds it only Invites imposition?

COMMON

MENTHOLATUM

Gives COMFORTY Daily

WNU-—-T 52—34

Do you lack PEP ?|

Are you all in, tired and run down?
9

l TONIC '

Will rid you of

MALARIA

and bulld you up. Used for 65 years for Chills,
Fever, Malaria and

A General Tonic
L 80c and $1.00 At All Drugsists




