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ADVERTISEMENTS,
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- FOR SALE

FOR SALE Christmas Cards
Woold hlock prints, hand painted
cards and place vards. Call 150, Ves
1 Gibl St
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WANTLED

WANTED— Good, ciean, big
Rags, suitaole for cleaning
maghinery. Wil pay 4c¢ 1o
Decatur Dailv Democrat.
LOST AND F9UND
“
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\LF-MILLION
DOBLAR OUTFIT
IS UNCOVERED

H
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Get the Habit — Trade a.

; —Iioy
S.

Johnson
Auctioneer
Now booking
winter and spring
sale dates. My
dates are filling

Home

" MARKETREPORTS |

DAILY RFI'()RT OF

|
[
LOCAL |

¢ AND FOREIGN MARKETS |

BERNE MARKET
A retted D

No comuussion and ao yardage.

Decatur Produce Company

Egg Market

N 1 i
N¢ { 18
N 1 4¢

EAST BUFFALO LIVESTOCK

Ruf NS ] u.p
Y
FO T ¥ NE LivE 'L\.
CHICAGO GRAIN CLOSE
_OCAL SRAIN MARKET

Public Sale, Monday, Dec.
11th, 10 a. m., 520 N. Second
St. 10 rooms of extra fine
househoid goods. Dr. L. E.
Somers. It

APPOINTMENT o FAECTL TOR

fast, claim your
date early.

Dec. 8—Harry Petiit, 1% mil
north and 13{ mile east of Dixon,
Ohio.

Dec. 11—Dr. L. E. Somers, 520
N. 2nd st. Household furniture

Dec. 16—John Barnett, 515 Mer-
cer Ave. Household goods

Office in Peoples Loan
& Trust Bldg.
Talaphone Office 104 Res 1022
R SRR Y DI

Guaranteed
RADIO SERVICE

We repair any make of
radio, promptly and at a
very reasonable cost.

Tubes tested free.
Phone 244

Decatur Elec. Shop

| Phone 237

|
!
'
|
i
|

Clark J. Luts, Attorney.
NOTICE OF FINAL SETFTLEMENI
OF ESTATE NO. 2935

There is economy

--in price only where there is
protection in quality and
service,

” ot 8
W. H. Zwick & Son
Funeral Directors
Mrs. Zwick, Lady Attendant
Funeral Home Ambulance Service
514 N. 2nd st. Phones 303 and 6°

ey B2

YOU CAN OBTAIN READY CASH
FROM US ON YOUR OWN PER-
SONAL SECURITY. CONVENIENT
TERMS—PROMPT SERVICE.

FRANKLIN SECURITY CO.

Over schafer Hdw. Co.
Deecatur, Ind

N. A. BIXLER

]

OPTOMETRIST {
Eyes Examined, Glasses Fitted. |
HOURS: |

$:30 to 11:30 12:30 to 5:00
Saturdays, 8:00 p. m. ‘

| TestY Ol; R-n;wledgc |
|

Can you answer seven of these |
test questions? Turn to page |

Four for the answers, |
. et e —— )
1. dn what country is the Yang-
2. What is tartan?
Where was Libby Prison locat
?
4. What and where The Sol

ent 4
5. Who wrote the
de Bergerac?

opera Cyrand

6. For what is Aberammergau fa
mous?

n which mountain range aix
« Mount Shas
S. Who was ||.\,.|1l Mann?
9. Name the antislavery journal
founded by Willlam Lloyd Garris
1 1831
10. Who bore the title Doge?

!(‘hicago Cubs Buy

’ Another Pitcher

|  Chicago, De (UP)—The Chi

q o Cubs today announced pur

Dick Ward, Pacific Coast

[1eague pitcher of the Los Angeles

|

team, for three players and an wi
announced sum of cash

Ward, only 22 vears old and hay

ng just completad his se
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JCDAJQ CLAYTON
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SYNOPSIS

Fear that Bil McGee, the rack-
eteer, would wreak vengeance on
her and her family if she refused to
go out with him, caused lovely
Patricia Warren to accept his in-
vitations. Bill is shot by a rival
gangster while in Pat's company.
Pat rushes home in terror and her
stcpmother puts her out, saying the
police are Jooking for Pat. Unable
to find employment, Pat resorts to
her card skill and plays professional
bridge. Julian Haverholt, noted
bridge expert, makes her his part-
ner. While they are discussing busi-
ness details at his home, Clark
I'racy, the polo player and Pat's
secret love, calls. She had met him
once but he does not recognize her.
Haverholt introduces Pat as his
niece. She is indignant, but he ex-
plains later that he was thinking of
her reputation and that it would be
advisable for her to assume that
role as long as she is to stay at his
home. Pat visits her old home and
finds that Bill McGee has wrecked |
her stepmother's dressmaking shop
because Pat fled from him the night
of the shooting. She returns to Haver-
holt who promises to protect her.
Accustomed to poverty, Pat revels
in the luxury of her surroundings.
Reading an announcement of Clark’s |
approaching marriage to Marthe
March, Pat experiences pangs of
jealousy. Following the settling of
a bridge argument, Haverholt wants
to give Pat a gift to celebrate their
eoming to an agreement. She asks
for a roadster like Marthe March’s.
Pat mects Haverholt at the automo-
bile salesroom and is surprised to
see Clark with him. Clark tells Pat
how fond Haverholt is of her and
she is troubled.

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

“You've chosen a car exactly like
my f s except th be
X X 8 €

o

“I'm sure I will,” replied Pa-
tricia, wondering what his reaction
w e if he knew that she had
m and hated !
Sh av
Ma: w
[d |
M 8
al g
enough t e a ranking player. I
wou w myself. Cards are
Bt nystery to me, al-
ways , though Marthe drags
to a game occasionally.” He

smiled rem atly. “Julian was
once kind enough to say that after
five vears of close, assiduous prac-
tice 1 might, with luck, develop into

niscer

tant,” sug-
an Haverholt’s

()ui.n-md Clark with af-

1 horre
n't ever
atricia, ado
.
Again they laughed, ecstatically.
Patricia felt herself carried along
on the man’s amusement and inter-
est. She forgot Marthe, férgot Hav-
erholt, forgot everything except
that Clark was watching her atten-
tively and admiringly. How good
looking ke was, not handsome in
the dramatic fashion that Haver-
holt was handsome, perhaps, but
‘\oya ; tan, slim hipped, broad-
.:h \ldered, vital as sportsmen are
l

“Have you played much polo
lately ?” ;

“Not much—a little, The season
isn't officially open yet. Do you like
polo?”

“l love it,” replied Patricia,
whose polo had been confined to
brief shots pictured in the news
reels. She would have confessed an
interest in anything which brought
so cager and enthusiastic a light
nto Clark’s eyes.

“You must come to the Club

breathe it,” whis-
pting a conspira-

'HIMBIE IHEATI‘R

= [ 1.GOT TO 6O TALR TO
| MR WORKS -1 ALMOST
\Fo%o*r | YAMA
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{ when the season begins,” he re-
marked, delighting her by making
future plans, putting their growing
friendship on a firmer basis. He
added reflectively, “Julian hates all
out-door sports but perhaps with
your own car you can manage to
escape from the bridge table occa-
sionally.”

“lI hope s0,” said Patricia com-
posedly, “after 1 learn to drive it.”

“You don't drive?”

“Not at all.”

“May 1 teach you?”

“That would be nice,” agreed

atricia, trying to control the ab-
surd thumping of her heart.

“When would you like your first
lesson?”

“When would you?

“Shall we say day after tomor-
row, if you get the car?” Glancing

ser her shoulder, Clark amended,
“You'll get the car. Here comes
Julian! Look at him, would you!”

Patricia looked. The two ex-
changed a confidential smile. Julian
Haverholt wore the expression of
the cat who had finished the last
of the cream. Certainly, no con-
quering hero had ever been more
glowingly triumphant.

“Well, Patricia,” he announced,
coming up to them, “your car will
be on the street in ten minutes
Does that please you?”

“A great deal.”

“l knew that you would have
your owh way, Julian,” interposed
Clark. He added thoughtfully. “I
hope the time never comes when I
want something that you v-ant too.”
Haverholt’s eyes rested upon Pa-
tricia. His glance was reflective,
meditative. Somehow it frightened
her. There was an interval of rather
tense silence. For an instant Patri-
cia had the fleeting, curious illusion
that the two men, so strangely dis-
similar, faced each other like an-
tagonists in an invisible ring, like
opposing warriors on some deci-
mated battlefield. An absurd idea,
bat there it was.

Then Haverholt said lightly,
“That’s a rather unlikely contin-

on

gency, Clark. My wants are few
and simple.”
Patricia broke in hurriedly. “Mr.

Tracy has promised to give me a
driving lesson on Wedneséay.”
“See that she doesn’'t break her
neck, Clark. She's a reckless young-
ster at heart.”
. . -

On Wednesday morning Patricia
opened her eyes to the knowledge
of something pleasant. She remem-
bered instantly, The day was per-
fect, bright blue, a spring day even
in the heart of New York. In the
garden outside the trees were put-
ting out their first tentative buds,
the air was sweet and cool. She
sang as she dressed, was still sing-
ing as she went downstairs, She
stopped when she reached the door
of the card room, knocked, slipped
inside when Julian bade her enter.
As usual he was seated at the card
table, a stuffy, dull occupation
thought Patricia for such a day.

“] suppose you're just in the
mood for a session at bridge,” said
Haverholt dryly.

“Then, you've forgotten,” said
Patricia reproachfully. She contin-
ued self consciously, “Don’t you
remember I was to have a driving
lesson today?”

“Clark can't come,”
advised her baldly.

“Clark can't come,” repeated Pa-
tricin as if the statement were too
incredible for belief. “Why not?”

“He telephoned last night after
you'd gene to bed and asked me to
convey his apologies. He left early
this morning with the Marches.
They decided quite unexpectedly to
fly down to Aiken.”

“] see,” said Patricia in a still
voice.

She attempted to hide the extent
of her hurt and disappointment.
There was no reason for her to be
hurt. To Clark, if not to her, the
engagement
thing, a pleasant kindness extended
to the niece »f a friend, so com-

letely unimportant Unt Le Mmd

Haverholt

[ WELL-WELL- POPEYE\ |
™M GLAD'TO SEE YOU'
1 WAS BEGINNING TC
THINK THE OLD" BONRVS
OF THE RONRUS PUT

YOU UNDER

had been & casual|

broken the second.
hand.

“It doesn't matter anyhow,”
ricia began bravely, gallantly.
every bit as soon play bridge.”

“Don’t lie to me, Patricia.” Hav-
erholt stood up. He said quietly,
“Are you in love with Tracy?"”

“What a question to ask,” she
faltered. “You know he's engaged
to Marthe March.

engagement

Pat.
“I'd

“That doesn't answer my ques-
tion. Are you in love with him,
Patricial”

»

“Of course, I'm not.” She could
even Smile now. “It's too ridiculous
to discuss for a minute.”

“Then we won't discuss it. Heaven
knows I don't consider Clark Tracy
a particularly diverting topic of
conversation.”

Just then he said, “Perhaps you
will agcept my services as a driving
teachér. I drive too, you may have

“All right,” she said.

“Thank you, t k you very
much,” said Haverholt elaborately
ironical. “It's delightful of you te

accept me as second choice.”

“You aren't second choice at all,”
she insisted.

“On thinking it remarked
Haverholt, blandly, “I've decided
that such an expedition would bore
me. I'll call up the Madison Com-
pany have them send around a
regular instructor.”

And that was the end of that.

owr”

The days went by, days different
from any that Patricia had ever
known before. She took her place
in the world of cards at Julian Hav-
erholt’s side. Bridge, bridge, bridge
—they played by night, they played
by day. Patricia saw no one ex-
cept professional card players.
She was pointed out at the Stuy-
vesant Club, at the Cavender Club,
at the Kirkealdie Club, as a coming
star. Haverholt's friends and en-
emies grew know her, they
grudgingly admired her skillful
play, they admired her youthful,
glowing beauty, the men willingly
the women unwillingly. She was
Julian Haverholt's niece. She was
accepted.

“But shan’t we ever do anything
except play bridge?” Patricia wail-
ed after a session that had lasted
for hours. “I'm tired, so tired,” she

to

muttered.
“I'm tired too,” snapped Haver-
holt, looking it. He cursed the

jouncing of the car, picked up the
speaking tube and cussed Otto. Pa-
tricia saw the chauffeur's back
stiffen indignantly. She felt like
screaming. They had played bridge
all night. Dawn, cool and virginal,
was bresking over Central Park.
The city was hushed and beautiful
She could not_appreciate the quiet
beauty, or even see it. Cards seem
ed to march before her vision in a
steady stream, second thoughts as-
saulted her tired brain—if only she
had done this, if only she had not
done that, if only they could have
stopped at some decent hour. . .

Turning on the weary, exhausted
girl, inert upon the cushions, Hav-
erholt resumed his grievance in a
voice studiedly, insultingly patient
“It’s not my fault that it's six
o'clock in the morning. There's a
quaint old custom to the effect that
one gives one’s opponents a chance
to get their money back.”

“They didn’t get any of it back,’
Patricia observed sullenly.

“That’s hardly your fault, my
dear. During the last rubber, I was
convinced that 1 was playing
against the three of you.”

“We won didn't we? How much
did we win?”

“Plenty,” conceded Haverholt for
getting his irritation for the mo-
ment. He added complacently. “I
thought old Pond would burst a
blood vessel. There’s a man I en
joy taking, the stupid, pretentious
fool. He should stick to the pack
ing business. What he knows about
cards I could put in my eye.”

(To B= Continued) 2
© 1932, by King l't-m es Syndicate, Joe, ~

md vear

'.n organized baseball, was the lead
ing pitcher last season in his lea-
gue. He won 25
Jim Mosolf, outfielder,
ontfielder, and Roy Hen-
were sent to Los An
doal.. Mosolf
leased and Demaree
Henshaw were sent on option
Ward a right-handed pitcher
Appedring in 43 games this year
he allowed 128 runs for an earned
run average of 3.25, third best in
[ the league. He struck out 172 bat-
ters and walked 114,

ONE OF YEGGS
CAPTURED BY
CITY OFFICER

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE ONE)
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lock in his pocket and the fact
that Policeman Miller saw him
coming from the store,

Credence

that another man and a woman |
were accomplices of the appre
hended thief. Carl Hammond, who
delivers mail to the railroad sta-
tions r1 iring the night, said he saw
an automobile parked on the south
of \I.nl;mn street, near the Sec-
ond street corner, as he drove to

the Pennsylvania station A wo-
man was sea'ed in the auto. The
auto was a new cne. No one knew
what kind of a license plate it
carried

The auto drove west on Madison
t when Policeman Miller ap-

d on the scene

The svarfs taken from the store
were piledq on a glass case. The
thieves cleaned up the lot

A careful check-up of the stock |

was being made this afternoon and
Charles Teeple, one of the owners,
stated 40 men's suits had been

] The suits had an average
\\‘. lesale value of more than $15

games and lost 9.
Frank De- |

was given to the theory |

| each.
Third store robbery

This is the third large store rob-

in Decatur in little over

In the fall of 1932 she K

was ransavked of near

stock. The
about $5,000. On
March 28, 1933, the Vance and Linn
clothing store, located on the oppo
site from the Teeple and
Peterson was robbed of over
coats and suits. The loss was
$2500.

| The Teeple and Pe

| carries burglar insurance

)

bery
year,
(Gass store
ly the eutire

loss was

estimated at

corner
store,
about

terson store

Baby Grand Piano; Frig-
idaire, new electric; line rugs;

@

living reom, dining room an-'

‘bed room suites. Dr. L. E.
|Somers public sale, Monday,
December 11th, 1t

R
WEEK END SALE

l)ependable Black or Brown
Suede Oxfords, handsomely

trimmed with patent leather

$1.98

at

Charlie Voglewede

Fits Your Feet

|

(‘i”'il \nn,l.
Cara Nome
Face Poy
der and . |
Quarte
ounce botte
Cara No
Perfume
two toilet ¥
Fies that
are alway } -~
welcome i

Woaderful
$3 value

S2)

CARA NOME

VANEI1
A beautif set
that wi se =\
any girl a
man, A 2 | f a‘
dunce Dbott f
Cara N n
fume and a ]'/
ble comp J
silver and N
A Welcome ///
Gft %}’

$3.50 |

SAVEwith SAFETY, |
e Jexall
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¢ Gift Ideas “HE” Wil Apprecnale

SHIRTS

SUGAR

SCARFS
Beautiful patterns.
79¢ to $3.00

PAJAMAS

Manhattan,
$1.65 to $1.95

HOSIERY
Real Silk

15¢ to 35¢
SWEATERS
Plain and Fancy

$1.00 to $5.00
SUEDE JACKETS

v All sizes
$5.95 to $6.50
CAPS

Good selection

50¢ to $2.00

Plain colof and figured pattern
Shirts — always welcome
Christmas.
$1.00 to $2.50
USE
CRYSTAL
WHITE

for

Beautifu!

ment,

|
NECKWEAR
New T e asson:
A Gift a man expects
25¢ to SL.OO  §
;
!

a20c¢ to LU

and

OVERCOA'

TOPCOATS.
$14.75 to $22.50
CORDT RO
TROUSERS

SHIRTS an

[ e

HORTS

RO VRV VRTER K%%K%H%KH%#&H!&Q %W%’(’&&GK!&&&&

50c to S1.0U
HATS DRESS GLOVE®
New style. Lined i
$1.50 to $3.95 $1.60 (U
Treasure Hunt Saturday. Don’t miss it.
Bring your friends in with you.
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NOW SHOWING—“ALL ll\ THE SAME BO AT”

VANCE & LINN

R
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[NOTHIN KIN KILL ME, MR
WORKS, | YAM IMMORAL

YOU MEAN IMMORTAL

\ MEANS WHAT
| MEANS - THA'S
WHAT

YOU'RE THE ONLY MAN WHO
EVER HAD BONKUSOF THE
ROMKUDS AND WWED- | WANT
A STORY ABDUT YOUR
DESERT WANDE RINGS -AND
ABOUT THE DEMON\MS u.mo

TRIED TO 6T
e Nl

‘\ |

POPEYE . nOW WOYLD
YOU WIKE TO OwN A

NEWSPAPER ALL BY
YOURSELF AND BE

T™ GONG TO GIVE ¥
L PUDDLEBURG WEEK

THE EOITOR?

YA SUSPOSE | GOT ° !

24

EDJRCATION ENOVGE f—
TO BE AJTSURE Y€ 0
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