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EOPYRICGHT BY RICHARD MOFFMANN

SYNOPSIS

Following his father's bitter critl-
«wlsm of his idle life, and the notifi-
cation that he need not expect any
dmmediate financial assistance, Hal
Ireland, only son of a wealthy bank-
«r, finds himself practically without
funds but with the promise of a sit-
uvation in San Francisco, which he
must reach, from New York, within
a definite time limit, He takes pas-
sage with a cross-country auto par-
ity on a “share expense" basis, Four
of his companions are a young, at-
tractive girl, Barry Trafford; middle-
aged (Giles Kerrigan; Sister Anasta-
sla, a nun; and an Individual whom
he Instinctively dislikes, Martin
Crack. Barry's reticence annoys him.
To Kerrigan he takes at once. Hal
distrusts Crack, but his {(ntimacy
with Kerrigan ripens, and he makes
a little progress with Barry. Ex-
changing reminiscences, she learns
Hal i{s the son of the wealthy Fred-
erick Ireland. Through a misunder-
standing, that night, Hal is directed
to Barry's room, instead of his own.
Propinquity seems to soften Barry's
apparent unfriendliness, and they
exchange kisses. The following day
Hal tells Barry he loves her. She
only answers that she mustn't love
him, without glving any reason.

CHAPTER V—Continued
-

‘“You don’'t have to tell me any-
thing," sald Hal, shocked by the
gulet decision that was trylng to rob
him of tiis time he had so surely
looked to: “all you have to do is
listen to me, to the things I must
tell you, You can rest, listening to
them—Jjust up there, a little way, by
the river. We'll sit against a tree,
and when you want me to stop, I'll
stop and you can sleep on my shoul-
der. I promise, if you tell me to, I
won't speak agaln—not a word, not
even what keeps on running and
trembling in all my nerves, muscles,
heart, tongue, everything: I love
you. I love you so that—"

“Hal, don’t, oh, don't, please, Hal
darling.” Her free hand gripped his
arm hard, and he couldn't tell
whether it shook to enforce what
she said or whether the despera-
tion that shivered under her volce
was In her body, too.

“Barry.” sald Hal in severe qulet.
“You've got to listen. Why do you
frighten yourself? Why do you try
to frighten me—before you've let
me say, before—"

Her exclamation was a whimper
of fear, and she turned her frantic
head toward the cabin. “Sister An-
astasia !"

The door opened on the neat,
lighted room of raw boards, with
the nun’s silhouette in the oblong.
“Yes, sweet?" she sald, her modest
volce tranquil and soothing.

“Sister, I just wanted to know
you were there. I'm coming now.
Please walt for me.” She bowed her
head as if to see more clearly the
joining of their hands In the dim-
ness. “Good night, my darling,” she
sald hurriedly. “I'm a coward—a
coward, and I'm so sorry.”

She had her hand away from him,
and quickly she was at the nun's
slde In the lighted doorway.
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“T'll bet you,” sald Kerrigan, and
the smoking cigarette end in the
corner of his mouth looked short
enough to burn him, “I'll bet you
if we went in to town we could
find a something would knock us
out from under our hats.”

“T'll bet you we couldn't,” sald
Hal listlessly, the echo of Raspu-
tin’s long droning in his ears again.

“I'll bet you two somethings we
conldn't.,”
“Sir, a wager,” said Kerrigan.

“Do we ride or walk?"

“Walk,” said Hal. “It's not far.”

In spite of the fact that he had
no use for it, he felt the soft, Im-
permanent refreshment under the
stars. It was to him as if, out of
a world murmurous with simple ex-
pectancy and unentangled pleasure
in the hnshed resting of the night,
he were singled out for traffic with
devionsness and complication. Put
into plain order of words, it was all
go straightforward: he loved Barry;
she indicated by every look, every
gesture, every shading of her low
volee that she was, at the least,
ready to love him. 8o there they
were—or should be. If she wasn't
go sure of herself, she could tell
him so: if there was a more definite
parrier against her coming to him, it
could be spoken, faced, and—Iif not
demolished — then clreumvented.
That was so simple. Barry was can-
did of nature, as honorable as her
golden head, her lithe body, were
lovely; yet she ran from him, left
him to a darkened, indefinable com-
plexity in which he felt the restive
nearness of fear and remembered
the prescience of something impend-
ing, something that seemed to prowl
in stealth out of the future, vanish
into it again when he looked war-
ily to see its shape.

Thank heaven for Kerrigan—good
Kerrigan. Hal had started out with
him for the purpose of getting a
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stiff, resentful drink and venung
his beleaguered gloom on whatever
his companion chose to talk about.
But just in walking beside him, Ker-
rigan's alr of unacquisitive well-
being, of confidence In the propriety
to his soul of anything that might
happen, brought Hal's hopes a little
away from the dominion of baffle-
ment and left his uneasy brooding
to walt.

They went up the street. Down
half-respectable alley with a
wrecking car and some stacks of
old tires In it, they came to a door
that had “Office” printed on the
dark glass: and Kerrigan knocked
briskly. A crack opened, revealing
bright light on unstirred layers of
tobacco smoke beyond a screen, and
a dim strip of face that held one
steady eye.

“pete here?” sald Kerrigan.

*“No."

“Like to see where he works,"”
sald Kerrigan

“He don’t work nights"”

“Frisby sent us. I've got his
penny.”

The strip of face vanished and
the door swung wider.

They sat down at a table, and a
dark, competent young man walted
without gpeaking. Kerrigan turned
to him pleasantly, “What's the bour-
bon sitchation?" he said. There was
no particular In which you ecould
have said the young man's expres-
sion yielded to Kerrigan’s friendly
ease, yet it did change; and he
saild, “We got some stuff here In
Kentucky bottles, but you wouldn’t
call it bourbon.”

Kerrigan looked at Hal,
then?” he said.

“Fine,"” said Hal.

Kerrigan looked up and sald,
"RS'E."

The young man stood there watch-
ing Kerrigan steadily; he sald,
“Want some bourbon?”

“Bourbon?" sald Kerrigan, with
just the right mixture of interest
and Iinecredulity.

‘““Half a minute,” the young man
sald crisply and disappeared through
a door beside the bar.

“Now there you are,” sald Hal
sincerely. “If I lived to be a hun-
dred, I'd never have the gift. Here
it i1s fifteen minutes after you de-
clde you want a drink In a strange
town, and youn not only get it, but
get something speclal, almost with-
out asking for it, I need lessons.”

The young man came back with a
veteran bottle, three-quarters full,
Kerrigan read the stained Ilabel
reverently while they walted for
glasses and water. It was bour-
bon, and not of this decade either;
and even before they tasted it they
had tacltly acknowledged that this
time was ripe for something more
than a nighteap. Kerrigan hooked
a chair toward him with his toe
and swung his feet up on It before
he said, on a relaxed key, “It's a
good trip: and there's more of it
coming to us yet.”

“Hope not more of It only,” sald
Hal.

“There's a toast no bourbon's too
good for,” Kerrigan sald quickly, al-
most as if there were something
a little foolish about saylng it, “A
good trip,” he went on, “In spite of
something funny, something queer
golng on that—" He stopped as
Hal's look promptly sharpened.
“Maybe you know all about it,” he
sald.

“I don't know a thing about it,”
said  Hal, “but every so often It
gives me a scunner, makes me feel
something might be going to hap-
pen."”

“Y'know,” Kerrigan began, watch-
ing the young bartender pass to
answer a knock at the door, “we
had gifts once, a couple of ten-
thousand years ago, when we were
roaring around Middle Europe in
bearsking, looking out for ourselves
and making darn few mistakes—we
had gifts then that have got good
and rusty since, Sometimes we
get some use out of 'em—in hunches,
intuitions ; sometimes one of those
rusty gadgets will get contact—try
to do its job—and our civilized, so.
called minds can't make out what
that bumping is in the cellar; it
makes ug uncomfortable. [If you
could harness that, even without
understanding it—"

The bartender came to their ta-|
ble and leaned his hands on It
looking down at its ring-stained sur-
face, “There's somebody wants In,”
he sald. “Says he knows you two.”
He looked at Kerrigan,

nnye.

THE FRONTIER, O'NEILL, NEBRASKA,

that unsubstantial whisper of pre-
monltion somewhere near agaln;
Hal cursed 1it, and the interruption
that left him there alone with It.

Behind the screen the doorlatch
clicked and there was a moment of
silence. Then without surprise or
pleasure, Kerrigan's volce sald,
‘*Why, hello there, Splash”; and he
came back Into the room looking
gloomily thoughtful. Martin Crack
ambled after him, his smooth-
skinned face under tidy halr barely
stirred by the slight unassuming
smile,

“Sit down, sit down,” Kerrigan
grumbled at him.

Crack’s light-blue eyes sought
Hal's — bhopeful, It might have
seemed, of some sign of pleasure,
though not counting on it. Hal won-
dered again why, under their lazy
hopelessness, the eyes should seem
to know something that gave them
faintly mischievous amusement,
seemed also to weigh the possibil-
ity of Hal's knowing what It was.
“Hi, there,” sald Hal, nodding:
there was always something stopped
his being quite civil to this quiet.
narrow little fella,

“Happened to see you come down
here,” Crack sald, addressing him
self to Hal without hurry, *“and
thought y'wouldn't care If I came.”
He paused, as if on the chance Hal
would say it was all right. Then
he turned to Kerrigan, less amiably.

“After you're through this round.
I'll buy one.”
“Nice of you," sald Kerrigan,

“but we've got thls bottle between
us, Welcome to help yourself.,”

“Oh,” sald Crack. “Well, thanks.
Maybe just a little one.”

And here It was spoiled between
Hal and Kerrigan; Hal's rising
heart turned dully toward bottom
again, toward the fretful confusions
that hedged and tripped and bad-
gered his longing for ‘Barry and
the wonder of her straight, golden
loveliness. He could have escaped
through Kerrigan for the time: but
now there was only the hourbon,
and he knew beforehand it
wouldn't be any good to him,

They went back, with a pretense
of relish. to items in the day's Jour-
ney. Crack sat unobtrusively
enough, sipping his drink as If it
were some not unpalatable medi-
cine, half attentive to what was

“] Bet You Know Broadway Pretty
Well—LIvin’ in N'York.”

sald, half concerned with his own
drowsy speculations. Then in a
pause, without stirring himself, he
sald to Hal, “I bet you know Broad-
way pretty well—livin' in N'York."

“There's a couple of other things
to do In New York, you know,” said
Hal, looking at him briefly,

The inviting smile stayed on
Crack's falr-skinned face and in
his youthfully knowing eyes; the
golf-ball was motionless under his
finger.

“But If you want good-lookin'
babes and a good time, Broadway's
a pretty good place to get 'em,” he
sald.

“I've heard it was,” sald Hal, and
felt a hypocrite,

Kerrigan drew breath to speak,
but Crack—watching. Hal—Ignored
him, saying, “Did you ever go to a
place ealled the Wrong Door?"

“No,” said Hal dully; and made
himself add, “What's that?"

“Well, it's sort of a—"

“A joint on West Fifty-third
street,” Kerrigan interrupted, with
a short nod. “You a friend of Jed
Silver's?"

Crack's smile was modest, his
eyes uncertain, as If he’d been pald
a compliment he didn't deserve. He
barely glanced at Kerrigan, at his
golf-ball, then shyly at Hal as he
said: “Well, I gorta know Jed. He's
sorta nice to me sometimes, when
I'm in N'York.”

“See him this last trip?' Kerri-
gan asked In perfunctory interest.

That pleased Crack sufficiently so
that he turned his indolent smile to
Kerrlgan, “Yeah,” he sald. “\Vas
up there—talkin' with him an’ all
coupla nights before we started.”
He turned back to Hal, “He's

Kerrigan glanced at Hal in dubl- |
ous expectancy, then up at the|
young man again, “Don’t know any- |
body here,” he sald, giving his head |
a shake that was not quite final. |
“No, Tell him he's made a mistake :
or—walt, I'll look at him.” He
dropped hls feet and heaved himself
up reluctantly.

Just talking about It had brought

got a—"

Without triumph Kerrigan inter-
rupted him again: “Guess you didn’t
know they raided his place In June,
stripped the fixtures out, and put
Silver on Ice to wait for his rap—
and not only for dry-law violation
either.”

Crack flushed, and a sharp res-

blue of his eyex “No,” he sald
quickly, down at hizs golf-ball, *I
dldo't know It."

“Must have been a grand guy to
get himself jalled in New York”
Hal sald to Kerrigan.

“Just a big crime-baby,” gald Ker-
rigan in quiet pre-occupation.
Crack’s quiet persistence—insinu-
ated even when he was silent—rec-
cognized no finality at the table, In
a moment, “Say,” he sald to Hal,
“it'd be fun to lay over more'n one
night In some of these towns—to
get acquainted. Comin' up the road
tonight, it looked like there was
talent here.”

“Guess you could find any amount
of it here or anywhere else,” sald
Hal tastelessly, “if you felt like it.”
Crack's immature, faintly smiling
lips were undecided between embar-
rassment and assurance, He had
the air of making remarks not so
much for the direct reply as for the
indirect reaction. “You—" he said
insecurely, hopefully, “it don't seem
like you felt like it very much.”
Hal gave him an honest, Imper-
sonal look and sald flatly, “I don't.”
Even as he turned to Kerrigan, he
knew Crack’s speculation was still
lazily upon him. But then Kerri-
gan's expression was different: he
was watching Crack with a severe
vigilance that seemed outright inim-
ical. Hal looked back quickly, to
see what it was; the uncertain smile
hadn't altered much ; there was only
reticent mischief In it again for his
saylng, “I guess maybe you got oth-
er things on your mind.”

Hal barely heard the remark.
“Nothing on my mind,"” he sald, “ex-
cept to make five hundred miles to-
morrow.” He glanced at his watch.
“Late, Colonel,” he added to Kerrl-
gan. Kerrigan was still watching
Crack as If he'd seen him tuck an
ace up his sleeve.

“You don’t think maybe—" Crack
began with diffident care: “you
don't think maybe you'd feel dif-
ferent if they wasn't somebody
that's—"

“Button It up, slipstream,” sald
Kerrigan,

“What?" sald Crack, startled.

“I know what you're going to
say,” said Kerrigan quletly; “you
button it."”

Crack closed his fist loosely round
the golf-ball, Aushed again, swal-
lowed slowly, and blinked once or
twice as if his eyes stung. “I wasn't
talking to you,” he sald, his volce
cracking once, warmed out of shift-
lessness. “You might's well keep
out of my business.”

“If it was your business," said
Kerrigan, his volce firm and too
quiet, “I'd keep out of it surely . . .
Plug your exhaust, splash, hear?"

Molsture appeared round the new
intenslity of Crack’s eyes, and blush-
Iing besieged the roots of his
stralght, mouse-cglored hair,

“Keep out of,” he suddenly re-
cited on a warning rise of tone,
“Keep out of my business, you dang
- old drunk."”

Hal, starting to his feet, hrnd one
astonished glimpse of Ke'rigan's
face—older, less ruddy, gravely com-
pliant, - essentially inattentive to
Crack's venom. Hal's chair bounc-
ing over backward made Crack
whip round and rise all in one star-
tled motion, as If he had forgotten
Hal was there. He was stumbling
away sidewise before he'd well
caught his balance, his golf-ball on
the jump over the floor, as Hal went
for him, Then the feel of his throat
was between Hal's thumbs, fingers
overlapped at the back, and it was
the best thing he ever remembered
having in his hands. His teeth tried
to push one another back into their
aching roots for that moment of
fine squeezing. Somebody careened
hard against him from the side and
an arm, like the loop of a jerked
hawser at his midriff, swung him
away, ripping off his hold. The dark,
certain young man from behind the
bar stood close beside him, watch-
ing him pant through his open
mouth as If he'd had fifteen min-
utes' hard wrestling.

“Listen, friendJ,” said the young
bartender, quiet, unsolicitous, unre-
sentful ; “kill him outside, will you?"

Hal, looking at him, grew steady
at once, without surrendering a
single good fragment of his hate,
The young man's hand was spread
on Hal's moving chest.

‘Colonel,” said Hal in smoldering
steadiness, “If it'll do your experl-
ence-museum any good to watch me,
I'll be glad to kill him."”

‘Brother, listen,” the young man
went on surely, “we got a little
business here, see? And It won't
help it none to have bodies on the
premises, | want you to kill him all
right, if you wanta; but some place
else, friend, hey? Some place else.”

“All right,” sald Hal. “Let me
talk to him."”

The bartender’s hand came down,
and Hal walked toward Crack.

“You'll apologize,” he sald.

He heard Kerrigan breathing be-
side him: he was sorry to make him
stand listening to this.

{TO BE CONTINUED)

Little Bluebill Duck a Diver

Only a few American ducks are

tiveness stood caged In the drowsy

SARTORIAL EVOLUTION

Our aboriginal forefathers were
In need of abundant halr, for they
braved nature In the raw. Body-
covering was used only when nec-
essary for protection against ex-
tremes of weather or agalnst foes,
Modesty In displaylng one's limbs
arose out of the fact that the habit
of wearing skins graduoally solidl-
fled into a social custom; co-matur-
lng with the clothes-habit was ton-
sorial affabllity. Whereas, former-
ly, body hair was a material advan-
tage for the body, it slowly molded
itself into an ald toward masculine
and feminine beauty.

Leads in Kindergartens
Public school kindergarten Instruc-
tion In Pennsylvania received Its
start through a school conducted at
the Centennial exposition in Phila-
delphia In 1876. There are more
than 500 publie kindergartens in the
state with more than 35,000 puplls

and In excess of 500 teachers,

SWEETEN

Sour Stomach

~by chewing one or
more Miinesia Wafers

You can obtain a full size 20¢ package
of Milnesia Wafers containing twelve
full adult doses by furnishing us with
the name of your local druggist if he
does not happen to carry Milnesia
Wafers in stock, by enclosing 10c¢ in
coin or postage stamps. Address

SELECT PRODUCTS, INC.
4402 23rd St., Long Island City, N. Y.

My Druggist's Name is. . . . . . - s e R
Street Address. ..o cne.. o b A B A
TS TR .« ccoianabisenneesisiasnins

MILNESIA

fe vl WAFERS

()J’ " ik of MAGNESIA WAFERS

TRIBAL TERMS TWISTED

Careful revision of translations of
American Indlan texts in the Mo-
hawk, the Cayuga and the Onondaga
languages by J. N. B. Hewitt eth-
nologist, has revealed, say the an-
nual report of the bureau of Amer-
fcan ethnology, that many historical
deductions previously made from
these writings are incorrect.

In writings of many historians of
the tribes of the Iroquois there is a
constant occurrence of the terms
“plder” brothers, tribes,and nations;
These phrases, Hewitt points out,
have often been employed to show the
tribal or racial descent of one Iro-
quols tribe or people from another,
But Hewitt was able to demonstrate
that the eldership or junliorship of
tribes or natlons or political broth-

ers among the Iroquois peoples has

quite a differeat signification, these
terms being courteous forms of ad-
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Sprinkle Ant Food along win-

dow sills, doors and openings
through which ants come and
ﬁ). Guaranteed to rid quickly.
sed in a million homes. Inex-
pensive. At your druggist’s.

PETERMAN’S

*A " Foot-mote”
worth rer |
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2 O0inntment

aching,

ing feet, a light application of
Cuticura Olntment, gen-
tly rubbed in, after bathing the
feet in a suds of warm water and
Cuticura Seoap, relieves the
tired muscles, soothes the skin and
gives comfort and rest.

dress of an Institutional nature,
which bars completely the historieal
Inferences or deductions so fre.
quently made from them.

Rid Yourself of

Kidney Poisons

O you suffer buming, scanty or
boﬁbqnmum;buhﬁt,
headache, dizziness, swollen feet and
ankles? Are you tired, nervous—Ffeel
all unstrung and don't know whet b

kidneys. Be sure they function proper-
ly, for functional kidney disorder per-
mits excess waste to stay in the blood,
and to poison and upset the whole

system,

Use Doan's Pills. Doan's are for the
kidneys only. They are recommended
the world over. You can get the gen-
uine, time-tested Doen's st any drug

DOANSPILLS

FLORESTON SHA
hair soft and fluffy gmhh-ﬂuu -~
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The make of tires
car becomes a matter

954,000 people and
that 43,000 of these accidents

caused bl
:kiddjng?’ owouts, punctures

track for

greatest protection against

against skidding?”’

High S Non-
other oﬁﬁﬂ leading makes.

“Are they blowout-proof?”’

2

Ab Jenkins drove his 5,000
gi?ped ires over the hot salt
i

known.

3

most economical tires I can buy?”

cord

Tires.

inside where blowouts
are different. Firestone
Tires are made blowout-proof by Gum-
Dipping, a patented extra process which
soaks every cotton cord and insulates
every strand with pure liquid rubber. In
fact, every 100 ds of cotton cords
absorb eight additional pounds of liquid

rubber. is special process prevents

internal friction and heat, the main cause Gum-Dipped cords

of blowouts. No other make of tire is give greater blowout
Gum-Dip yet you pay no more for

Firestone blowout-proof protection than

you are asked to pay fortires built without
this patented construction feature.

vital importance
when you realize that there were 882,000
automobile accidents in 1934 inj
killing 36,000
were

Firestone High Speed Gum-Di
Tires hold A'Llf world records Di;I roa ::g
ety, speed, milea
endurance. These records mphagl.u the
undisputed :jndl:ln:e that Piro;cobs:; Tm
are not only Wwout-proo.
skidding

THERE ARE THREE QUESTIONS AND
ANSWERS THAT WILL SOLVE YOUR
PROBLEM OF WHAT TIRES TO BUY

1 ““Will the tread give me the greatest traction and protection

Recent tests bSl. leading University show that Firestone
id Tires stop a car 15% quicker than any

For eight consecutive years Firestone Tires have been on
the winning car in the dangerous Pike’s Peak Race where a
skid means death. This is undisputed evidence that
gives car owners greatest protection against skidding.

Firestone Gum-Dipped Tires have the most amazing
records for being blowout-proof of any tires ever built. In the
gruelling 500-Mile Race at Indi.arllpo{

of the 33 cars was equipped with Firestone Gum-Dipped

Kelly Petillo won the race and broke the record over this
26-year-old rough brick track without tire trouble—in fact,
not one of the 33 drivers had tire trouble of any kind.

und car on Firestone Gum-
: ds of Utah, 3,000 miles in
2 hours, at an average speed of 127.2 miles per hour, with
temperatures as high as 120°, without tire tmubﬁ:e

These are most amazing proofs of blowout protection ever

“Without sacrificing these two important safety features
will they give me longer mileage, thus making them the

Firestone High Speed Tires not only give you more than
50",‘;: longer wear, but also lowest cost per mile. This is made
possible by the tough, wear-resisting tread built with higher
shoulders and a wider, flatter contour. This thick rugged,
scientifically designed tread is held securely to the Gum-Dipped
y by Firestone’s patented construction of two extra
layers of cords under the tread. This is a special construction
feature not used in any other tire. Unequaled mileage records
by thousands of car owners add undisputed evidence of the
longer wear and greater economy of Firestone High Speed
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FIRESTONE

EACH
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better known than the lesser scaup,

IIIIHP bluebill, or little blackhead,
says Nature Magazine, [t Is abun-
dant from the Atlantie to the Pa-
cifie oceans, and from Alaska to
Panama, breeding south to the cen-
tral United States. Its frequent
occurrence [n  numerous flocks
makes [t consplcuous, It 1s one
of the typical diving ducks, and
thus obtains Its food of leaves,
seeds, and other parts of water
plants,

FIRESTONE

BATTERIES [SPARK PLUGS

r5.58° |23
As

Fivestone

Listen #0 the V vice of Firestons — festuring Gladys Swarthout or Margaret Spesks — every Mondey wight, N. B. C. — WEAF Network

FIRESTONE

BRAKE LINING
30

Four Wheel
Shoe Exch.
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YOU ALWAYS GET BETTER QUALITY

AT NO HIGHER PRICE WHEN YOU BUY A FIRESTONE
TIRE WITH FIRESTONE NAME AND GUARANTEE

TIRES mJ“looI: alike on the outside,
tart,

HIGH SPEED TYPE
Gum Digaad
with highest grade

Sl

Carries the Firestone
¥ anm; o:n:l lq;:-':tec.
; ua peri ay
tire in this price class,

3.50-21. | 8608
X 6.40

COURIER TYPE
For car owners who
new tire safety ar
a very low price.
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