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MEMBERS OF AUDIT BUREAU OF CIRCULATIONS.

THE FELLOW who jumped to earth 24,000 feet below, using a para-
chute, need not ask any newspaper men to take a drop with him.
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SINCE eight tons of soap were sent to Russia from Chicago, there !s
some hope for the government of that country now in distress. .

EVEN with the population of 35.5 for each square mile, the United
States has an eighty-acre farm for every five people—just the proper sized
family.

INDIANA and California motion picture owners refuse to show plc-
tures of Clara Smith Hamon, the Oklahoma slayer of Jake L. Hamon. Yet
some wanted a State commission to censor pictures!

HAD the professor who says that the Dakota “bad lands” harbored
camels, rhinoceroses, tigers, giant pigs, crocodiles and countless thousands
of turtles, years ago, taken anything recently for his digestion?

WHEN a great and good man leaves the world, the entire sphers
ghares in the loss. So with the departure of Cardinal Gibbons. There was
never any doubt as to his attitude for righeousness nor as to his readiness
to speak for it. His influence was broad indeed.

Shameful Disclosures

The trial of Carl Bernauer at Shelbyville for a murder committed inl

Indianapolis when Bernauer would have been in the penitentiary had Judge
James A. Collins done his duty, is revealing much of the corruption and |

inefficiency that exists undisturbed by the authorities of Indianapolis and |

Marion County.

Bernauer, a drug fiend, who has been repeatedly arrested in Indian-
apolis, apparently always had sufficient of a pull with the authorities to
escape the penalties prescribed by the authorities. Convicted of a felony,
he was treated as a misdemeanant by Judge Collins and this fact made it
possible for him to be at liberty when a Syrian was brutally murdered for
$30 by a man whose description tallies closely with that of Bernauer.

Bernauer has stated that he received and used drugs while confinea
in the county jail and his father testified that he pleaded uselessly with
Judge Collins to prevent his son from obtaining the drugs while in the jail

Leslie Scott, another witness, testified that he had been cell boss at
the jail and had seen Bernauer use a drug in the jail several times a day.
He also testified that the drugs were given to Bernauer by Herman Shapiro
and two other Federal prisoners.

Lee Ensley, another witness, testified that he had operated a house of
assignation in Indianapolis, at 13 West Ohio street, up to Jan. 15, when he
sold the place.

The most peculiar thing about all these disclosures is that while they
point to open law violations in Indianapolis, violations of which the authort-
ties were cognizant, not a single movement has at yet been made by any
of the authorities to punish those persons who were guilty of them

It is not, perhaps,
from attempts to punish the violators of law whose violations were made
possible only through their own neglect of duty, but it is very strange that
there is not among the officials of Marion County, the city of Indianapolls,
or any other jurisdiction, any officer who is bold enough ta take up the
evidence disclosed at Shelbyville and make the most of it

We have a Federal department that is presumed to be interested {n the
distribution of narcotics, to which the use of narcotics in the county jail
ought to be interesting.

We have a grand jury in Indianapolis that ofight to be concerned about
admissions of open assignation houses.

We also have a police force that is expected to take care of such places.

But it appears now that unless Judge Anderson personally takes up the
cudgel for better government, we will continue to look placidly on dis-
closures that ought to be sufficient to oust officials for neglect.

The Bernauer trial is remarkable in disclosing how many things are
wrong with Marion County’s government.

But the most remarkable thing about the whole .episode is the in-
difference with which the community learns of the hypocrisy, neglect and
general inefficiency, of the officers to whom they have intrusted their gov-
ernment.

Jewett Cost $10,000,000 a Y ear

Gradually, the public ot Indianapolls is learning the truth about the |

“economical, business-like” administration of Charles W. Jewett as mayor.
And the truth is so completely at variance with what the public has
been led to believe through the deliberate efforts of a controlled press that
it is slow to comprehend the full extent ot the propaganda by which it
has been deceived.
When the Times printed the report of Controller Bryson as to the
expenditures of the administration in 1920, a futile effort was made to

ention from the fact that the Jewett administration spent $8,622,718.83
he taxpayers’' money merely in sustaining {itself.
When criticism was made of the expenditure of this tremendous sum,
s were made to show that it was spent in “improving our streets,
had deteriorated during the war.”
Now comes the report of the clty engineer and discloses that the
s improvements which we completed in 1920 were obtained at an ad-
ditional cost to the taxpayers of $1,877,322.37.

Thus the grand total of the year’'s disbursements of taxpayers’ money
is shown to be $10,500,040.7

In other words, the “economical and business-like” administration of
the city of Indianapolis by Mayor Jewett cost the taxpayers more than
$10,000,000 in 1920.

This sum is approximately half that spent in the entire four years|

preceding the Jewett administration.

The records’ speak for themselves and are borne home to the tax-
payers every May and November.

All the adroit propaganda conceived by the scheming newspaper friends

ministration with nine months more to go, is already the most expensive |
administration Indianapolis has ever had or is likely to have for many |
years.

A Good Will Gift

The gift of the Rockefeller foundation of forty-three million francs to
the University of Brussels, part of which is to be used for a nurse's train-
ing school in memory of Edith Cavell is an evidence of good will, which
few can doubt. It is also to be a memorial to Mme. Depage, who headed
the Belgium Red Cross early in the war and lost her life on the Lusitania.

If one cannot possess the wealth of a Rockefeller, the next best thing
is to have some share in the satisfaction which arises upon giving it away.
There is no objection io any one joining in the general feeling of happiness
which the magnificent gift to the University of Brussels is sure to awaken
in all lovers of education, and indeed in all who admire generesity and
good will to all men.

The desire to accumulate riches fills the human mind and rightfully so. |
It is almost impossible for the average man to think of the state of mind
where the desire is to divest one’s self of his possessions. The many ques-
Hons arising from giving are said to be as complex as those coming .up in
scquiring. Happy Is the person who has the ability to acquire and who is
pot disappointed and soured when the goal of the dream of riches is
reached.

Carnegie gave his libraries; Rockefeller endows schools; the Sage
foundation; the Morgan works of art; the great estates are daily blessing
mankind. Those who do not acquire wealth may thus share in the effects
of those who have that strange ability. It js well to appreciate the bless-
ings arising from that wealth and the usefulness of it. The giving of it to
m.wmnnmnnym thodver,mmolmud

surprising that the local authorities would refrain |

make it appear that publication of the truth was intended to belittle the |
redit of the city. By this means the controlled press sought to dlstractl

of the mayor, cannot alter in a single way the fact that the Jewett ad- |
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By O. HENRY ¢

Cnp) right, 1920, by Doubleday, Page
Co., Published by special arrznge-
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(Continued From Page One.)

of the electrics, leaving the combat to
be waged by the light of gunfire alone,
Dutch Mike crawled from his baven and
ran into the street crying for the watch
instead of for a Shakespeare to immor-
talize the Cimmerian shindy.

The cop came, and found a prostrate,
bleeding Montagu supported by three dis-
trait and reticent followers of the House.
Faithful to the ethics of the gangs, no
one knew whence the hurt came. There
was no Capulet to be seen.

“Raus mit der interrogatories, said
Buck Malone to the officer. ‘“‘Sure I know
who done it. I always manages to get
a bird’s eye view of any guy that comes
up an’ makes a show case for a hard.
ware store out of me. No I'm not tel:
ing you his name. I'll settle with um
meself. Wow—ouch! Easy, boys! Yes,
I'll attend to his case meself. I'm not
making any complaint.”

At midnight McManus strolled around
a pile of lumber near an East Side dock,
and lingered in the vicinity of a certain
water plug. Brick Cleary drifted casually
to the trysting place ten minutes later.
“He’'ll maybe not croak,” safd Brick;
“and he won't tell, of course. But Dutch
Mike did. He told the police he was tired
of having his place shot up. It's un-
handy just now, because Tim Corrigan's
in Europe for a week's end with Kings.
He'll be back on the Kalser Wililams
| next Friday. You'll have to duck out of
sight till then. Tim'll fix it up all right
for us when he comes back.”

This goes to explaln why Cork Me-
Manus went into Rooney's one night
and there looked upon the bright, strange
face of Romance for the first time in s
precarious career.

Until Tim Corigan should return from
his jaunt among Kings and Princes and
| hold up his big white finger in private
offices, it was unsafe for Cork in any ot
xthe old haunts of his gang. So he lay.
| perdu, in the high rear room of a Capulet,
| reading pink sporting sheets and cursing
| the slow paddle wheels of the Kaiser
Wilhelm.

It was on Thursday evening that
Cork’s seclusion became lotolerable to
| him. Never a hare panted for water
| fountaln as he did for the cool touch of
a drifting stein, for the filrm security
| of a foot rall in the hollow of his shoe
{and the quiet, hearty challenges of

friendship and repartee along and across
the shining bars. But he must avoid the
district where he was known. The cops
| were looking for him everywhere, for
| news was scarce, and the newspapers

were harping again on the fallure of the)

police to suppress the gangs It
got him before Corrigan came back
big white finger could not be uplift

would be too late then. But Corrigan
would be home the next day, so he felt
sure there wonld be small danger in a

little excursion that night among the
ecrass pleasures that represented life t
| him.

| At half-past twelve McManus stood in
a darkish cross-town str king up
at the name of “Rooney's” picked out by

| iIncandescent lights against a signboard
over a second-story window, He had
heard of the place as a o
out™; with its frequenters

ity he was unfami!

tain unerring ind'm'\. L

the stairs and

| such resorts, he ascended

entered the large room over the cafe
Here were some r\\‘ nty or thirty
table half-tilled with

Rooney's guests, W
At one end a human plar
eyes hammered th
and furious unprec
tervals a walter v
a song—songs full

and ‘“babes” and
word guarantees

is!
or squeak
Johnsons™
histe

of

African melodles red
waistcoated young 1 , natives of
the cotton flelds and rlce swamps of
West Twenty-Eighth street.

For one brief moment you must ad-
mire Rooney \\*"1 me as he receives, |
seats, manlipulates, and chaffs his
guests He is 26. has Well n,,tm.'A
nose, Dante's chin, the cheek-bones of an |
Iroquols, the smile of Tallevrand, Cor- |
bett's footwork ;mrl the poise of an 11-
year-old East Side Central Park Queen
of the May. He is assisted by a lleuten-
ant known as Frank, a pudgy easy |
chap, swell dressed, who goes among
the tables seeing that dull care does not
{ intrude. Now, what s there aboht
Rooney's to inspire all this pother? It
is more than respectable by daylight;
stout ladles with children and mittens

and bundles and unpedigreed dogs drop
up of afternoons for a steln and a ¢
Even by gaslight the diversions are m
ancholy the mouth—drink and rag-
time, and an ocecasional surprise when the
waiter swabs the suds from under your
sticky glass. There Is an answer. Trans-
migration! The soul of Sir Walter
Raleigh has traveled from beneath his
slashed doublet to a kindred home under
Rooney's vizsible plaid walstcoat -

i

ey's is twenty years ahead of the times,
Rooney has removed the embargo. Rog
has spread his cloak upon the soggy
crossing of public opinion, and any Ellza
n.h who treads upon it Is as much a
‘en as another. Attend to the revela
r.un of the secret. In Rooney's ladies
| may smoke!
| MecManus sat down at a vacant table,
He paid for the glass of beer that he

ordered, tilted his narrow-brimmed derby
to the back of his brick-dust head, twined
| his feet among the rungs of_his chair,
and heaved a sigh of contentiment frem
the breathing spaces of his Innermost
soul; for this mud honey was clarified
| sweetness to his taste. The sham gay-
| ety, the hectic glow of counterfeit hos-
| pitality, the relf-conscious, {nylmﬂn laugh-
ter, the wine-born warmth, the loud
| music retrieving the hour from frequent
| whiles of awful and corroding slience,
the presence of well-clothed and frank
eyed beneficlaries of Rooney's removal
| of the restrietions lald upon the weed,
the familiar cdors of soaking lemon peel,
flat beer and peau d'Espagne-all these
were manna to Cork McManus, hungry
for his week in the desert of the Capu-
Jet's high rear room.

A girl, alone, entered Rooney's, glanced
around with leisurely swiftness,
opposite McManus at his table

Her

eves rested upon him for two seconds in |

the look with which woman reconnoitres
all men whom she for the first time con-
fronts. In that
) decide upon one of two things—elther to
scream for the police, or that she
marry him later on.

Her brief inspection concluded, the girl,
laid on the table a worn red moroeco
shopping bag with the Inevitable top-
gallant sail of frayed lace handkerchlef
flying from a corner of it. After she|
| had ordered a small beer from the im
mediate walter she took from her bag
box of cigarettes and lighted one with |
slightly exaggerated ease of manner
| Then she looked again in the eyes Cork
| McManus and smiled.

Instantly the doom of each was sealed,

The unqualified desire of a man to buy
clothes and HWuild fires for a woman for
a whole lifetime at first sight of her is
not uncommon among that humble por-
tlon of humanity that does not care for
Bradstreet or coats-of-arms or Shaw's
plays. Love at first sight has occurred a
| time or two in high life; but, as a rule,
the extempore 1nania is to be found
among unso
the dove, the blue-tailed dingbhat,
the £10-a-week clerk. Poets,
to all fiction magazines, and
take notice.

With tha exchange of the
magnetic current came to each of them
the instant desire to lie, pretend,
and deceive, which {8 the worst
about the hypocritical disorder known as
lova

“Have another beer?”

and

schatchens,

| In his circle the phrase was considered
1'“ be a card, accompanied by a letter of
introduction and references.
| " “No, thanks,” said the girl, raising her
| eyebrows and choosing her conventionsl
words carefully. “I-—merely dropped in
for—a slight refreshment.”
between her fingers seemed to require ex-
planation. “My aunt {8 a Russian lady,”
she concluded, “and we often had a post
perannual cigarette after dinner
home.”

“Cheese it!"
airs opprﬁqsod
low as mine.”

“Say,” said the girl,
with low-voleed ‘ndignation,
you think I am? Sa
you are talking to? What

She was pretty to look nt

were big, brown lntre 1
.gndc her l:’a‘t.’ ?

y on one

and

-.Q’ in &

said Cork, whom soclety
“Your fingers are as yel-

“what do
, who (ln you think

Her eyes
d and bright.
P x':‘tcd Jaunt-

feal |

and sat |

space of time she will|

may |

histicated creatures such as |

subscribers |

mysterious |

dazzle, |
thing |

suggested Cork, |

The clgaretta |

at |

blazing upon him |

lady that he

In her chin and neck, but her cheeks and
fingets were t!nn-x!nz slightly. She
looked upon the world with deflance, sus-
pn'lnn and sullen wonder, Her smart,
short tan coat was soiled and expensive,
Two inches below her lack  dress
dropped the lowest flounce ot a hellotrope
silk underskirt.

“Beg your pardon,”
at her admiringly.
thing. Sure,
Maudy.”

“Rooney's,” sald tbn girl, softened at
once by his amends, “ls the only place 1
know where a lady can smoke, Maybe it
aln't a nice habif, but aunty let us at
home. And my name ain't \hm‘l_\', if you
plenm ; it's Ruby Delamere.”

‘That's a swell handle,” sald Cork ap-

anM Cork, looking
“l didn't mean any-
it's no harm to smoke,

i provingly, * \r{.ne McManus—Cor-er—
| Eddle McManus."”
“Oh, you can't hel t‘mt." laughed
Ruby. “Don't apologize.’

(--rl\ looked eeriously at the big clock
on Rooney's wall. The girl's ubiquitous

eyes took in the movement,
| [ know it's late,” she sald, reaching
|for her bag; “but you know how you

want a smoke when yon want one.
Rooney's all right? I never saw
thing wrong here.

Aln’t
any-
This is twice I've been

iln. T work in a bookbindery on Third
avenue. A lot of us girls have been
\'\mrkinc overtime three nights a week.
They won't let you smoke there, of
course. I just dropped in here on my
| way home for a puff. Ain‘t it all right
in lm'ra'.‘ It it ain’t, T won't come any
mora."

“It's a 1ittle bit late for you to be

out alona anywhers,” sald Cork. *“I'm
not wise to this particular joint: but
n{]_\‘hm\' you don't want to have your
picture n in it for a present to your
Sunday hool teacher. Have one more
beer, and then say I take you home,”

“But I don't know you,” sald the
girl, with fine scrupulosity. “I don't ae-
cept the company of gentlemen 1 ain’'t
acquainted with. My aunt never would
.1]]‘-“ that.”

otk McManus, pulling
1

am
ws8-buns

wWernor
the

is one of the
W ul street l‘ 1
shoe

hotte u( ere

e
“of the
trainin’

rxl win
down

to

dow,
the
put a

in
man’'s goln’
ek  exchange in ,my
birthday But it alil
What I
er-—well,
bout be-
walkin’

+ old

me

“I'm going to quit. There's nothing
to it,” said the girl. She tlicked the stub
of her cigarette to the floor.

‘“‘At times and places,” repeated Cork
‘When I call round for you of evening's
we'll hunt out a dark bench in Stuyve-
sant Square and have a puff or two. But
no more Rooney’s at 1 o'clock—see?”

“Hddie, do you rpullg; like me?” The|
girl searched his hard but frank features
eagerly with anxious eyes.

“On the dead level.”

“Wlien are you coming to see me—
where I live?”

l‘hursdar—day n{ter tomorrow eve-
That suit you?
Ine. I'll be ready for you. Come
about seven.? Walk to the door with
me tonight and I'll show you where 1/
live. Don't forget now. And don't you
go to see any ocher girls before then,
mister I bet you will, though.”

“On the dead level,” sald Cork.
make 'em all look like rag dolls to me.
Honest, you do. I know when I'm suited.
On the dead level, I do.”

Against the front door downstairs re-
peated heavy blows were deilvered. The
loud crashes resounded in the room above. |

nin’.

“p

Only a trip-hammer of a policeman's
foot could have been the author of those
sounds. Rooney jumped like a bull-

frog to a corner of the room, turned off
the electriec lights and hurried swiftly
bdlow, The room was left utterly dark,
except for the winking red glow of cigars
and cigarettes. A second volley of
crashes came up from the assaulted door.
A lttle, rustling, murmuring panie
moved among the besieged guests. Frank,
cool, smooth, reassuring, conld be seen in
the rosy glow of the burning tobacco,
gnlug from table to table,

‘All keep still!"” was his caution. “Don’'t
talk or make any nojse. Everything will

be all right. Now, don’t feel the slight-
est alarm. We'll take care of you all.”

Ruby felt across the table until Cork’'s
firm hand closed upon hers. “Are you
| afraid, Edddie?’ she whbispered. “Are
you safrald you'll get a free ride?”

“Nothin' doin’ in the teeth-chatterin’
Iine,” said Cork. *“I guess Rooney's been |
elow with his envelope. Don't you
worry, girly; I'll look out for you all
right.”

Yet Mr. McManus' ease was only skin
and muscle-déep. With the police look-
ing everywhere for Buck Malone's as-
saflant, and with Corrigan still on the
ocean wave, he felt that to be caught in

1
|
. for him.
| Ruby, too!
|in the high rear room of the true Capu-
let reading the pink extras

Rooney wseemed to have opened
front door below and engaged the
lHee In conference in the dark hall

And just when he had met

the

po
The

up the
news
or,

stairway. Frank made a wireless
station of himseif at the upper
hurried to the extreme rear of the
and lighted a dim gs
“This way, everybody
sharply “In hurry
please!"”
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f INSPECTS SITE OF

OLD MAORI FORT

i

“you |

| a police raid would mean an ended career |

He wished he had remained |

wordless low growl of their volces came |

“ ‘ g
u:’oul had yo\tlrmumal $5 graft at the dldn“lt. make any difference ahout that.”| F
ual corner a ‘That was all hot air about Wall street. —
Yrﬁx lé%";llsl:gyt%: :02‘ ti‘ylamal:g f{}llfpl:- I don't do nothin' but hang 011("\'itl| a' QUESTIONS AND
at aga ar. | tough gang on the east side.” T :
rest you every time I see you.” o ras . g " > 3 v"
lntCoorhlspurt t\l{x:t “uddof ﬂxloueycca‘;zfulllf glrl'l.‘ha"tft“?iuxdiut r&f&(e_ l,;),?\ d"ﬁ%’lfﬁf{i_!}" ANS ERS
i and  sa = 2 Cork stralghtened himsclf, and pulled | §
:‘:““g’ hz)er;t.\: have some chop suey before |y o hat down low. “I could get a job at| (Any reader can geit thf};;lﬂv;rp%t) b, 57
O’Brien’s,”” he ss ( im-| any question by writing T
‘I“ t'nr out, quick, both of you, or solf.r en e sald aloud, but to him ! 'l‘“\‘:”‘“‘ Té;)‘:—;{ll(‘\{]o“l\‘k‘gl{?;b
e » | REAU, FR
The cop’s bluster trailed away into in. | Goodby,” sald the girl. | DIRECTOR, WASHINGTON, D
consequentiality. “Come on,” said Cork, taking her arm. | 3 na  {nforma- 3
t qthe mrn{r of the street the two|“I know a place. l tJi,h;‘ls “T'l' @ llllgrlh:’;] :r;ll‘cltl:‘; tgohlen advice
halted. Cork handed back the mone Two blocks away he turned with her| legal umi.d cal ::::d financial mat- 3
V\l{lhmétla ;vnr]rl l'rhr- (.;n-rll tndnrzx it = url tt}l]e ~tvr“n of a red brick house facing | terg It does not attempt to settle
slipped it slowly into her handbag. er |a little par stie lertake
:expresnlnn was the same she had worn| “What house is this?” she asked, | ggll‘lf:“:::,wtr';,‘,lz,l,f:".hn(:,; t:nv"u;fbjec(_
— ing back. “Why are y zolng in ! 7rite your aque a
| when she entered Rmmef‘s that night— drawing ¥ e you golng ' Wri your questions plainly i
she looked upon the world with defiance, | there?’ | hrwﬂ\ Give full name and address »
sunx-h fon and sullen wonder. A street lamp shone brightly in front.| -and enclose 2 ceats in stamps for res &
s nameplate at one side | turn postage. All replies are sent

| B i guess I might as well say gondhy There was a bras
| here,” she eald dully. “You won't want of the closed fron

to see me again, of course. Will you— firmly up the step aid he
| shake hands—Mr, McManus?” | She looked at the name on the plate,
\ “I mightr't have ,_.“[ wise If you hadn't ,and gave a cry between 2 moan and a
18’\6 the snap away,” said Cork. “Why scream. “No, no. no, Eddie! un, my
did you do 1t?” God, no! 1 won't let yon do that—not
| “You'd have been pinched if I hadn’t,[DOW! Let me go! You shan't do that!
| That's why. Ain't that reason enongh?'  You can t— you mustn t! Not x-!w»'r you
| Then she began to cry. “Honest, Eddie, Xknow! No, no! Corue away quick! No,
| T was goln’ to to be the best girl in the Do! Come away quick! Oh, my God!
{ world. I hated to be what I am; I hated | Flease, E M':' e LA

men; I was ready almost to die when| Half fainting, she reeled, and was

S 5 A {caught in the bend of his arm. Cork’s

I saw you. And you seemed different b hand f ; h ] ic b |
from everybody else. And when I found ;K!'tpryn.;.d i';“w,,,t;r i i
| you liked me, too, why, I thought I'd B b LA ulck h poe

| make you belleve I was good, and T was tr;},;}:lll:""r\.h;:;[ t_ﬁ](;:lpfll_x'x.,(l:l]‘y"Jt;e,;‘\mi:"nt,
| goin’ fo be good. When you asked to came :,1..,;“ <'n‘v m-»m‘-md ran up the
come to my house and see me, why, I'd steps. H;‘n:" \\’hr;[' "i.l'e \A'nu ljcolug
have dled rather than do anything Wrong |with that girl?” he called gruffly.
‘aru-r that. But what's the use of talking | “She'll be all right in a ml 1ute,” sald
{ about it? T'll say goodby, if you will, l(‘urkA “It's a stralght deal.
L\Ir; McManus.” ' “Reverend Jeremiab Jonew,” read the
| Cork was pulnnx at his ear. “I knifed |cop from the doorplate, “’lth true de-
‘..t]\'ﬂi‘.. sald he. “I was the one the cop | tective cunning.

| wanted,” ‘ “Correct,” said Cork, *“on the dead
| *Oh, that's all right,” said the girl “Itilevel_ we're goin’ to get married.”

t doors.
s. “Read th

C Arew her |

|

KEEPING HOUSE WITH THE HOOPERS |

|
| (The Hoopers, an average American of papers for one of the elderly resi-
| family of five, llmn;f in a suburban [d.-ms of the town who had let them ac-|
: :‘)‘,L\y‘r .A;:P,,,-l: ,lffm,;;: x,f:’,f;,m:i-‘m‘;,‘;l bl,“‘lv] cumulate for years and was now discour- |
| them n‘\ present-day prn)lnnnl of the aged at undertaking the business
home are molved by working on the straightening them out himself.
!Rllj'(li;"f'n\;_z:?l' 1\,1‘,:",,,I,:‘l”r"’;-ll_'l?:‘:",'LT,?I Mrs. Hooper had a much more difficult
| dally in an interesting review of their time than sho anticipated iu fin \Lnb
| Bome life and learn to meet the cob | what she wanted for Helew's dress at
with them.) the price she was able to pay but ﬂ"u]l"

she did come upo
with a tiny pink
| spray on a
and dainty and
at 75 cents a
little trimming it

SATURDAY,

Before leaving for business on Satur-
day morning Henry was informed that
he would have to spend the afternoon
shopping.

“I must find some organdy for Helen's |
dress this afternoon, Henry, as she ought | pattern by which it
to have it next week,” sal!d Mrs, Hooper.|also had in her

“I'm go sorry that your afternoon with
me has to be so stupid.”

“My dear,”
be able
afternoon

sary.
After dinner M
I wish you woulc
and I will show
FOURTH WEEK,
NT FROM MRS, HOOPER'S
d Henry's salary

answered
to
The

Henry, “I shall
leave the premises this
insurance pany fis|

not

P
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Recel

Bud
Shelter
|

Pald. out.
4050

get. Balance.

£6.00 Plumer's bill. $1.50
20.00 Meat

. Dairy

Luncheon 2.50

$19.92

Clothing 7.00 Roger's
8

wes ....83.5
Henry's

Collars 30

| $6.80 20

Household
Suppiles.

Stamps

000

£4.40
R

$1.50 $4.50
|
|Advancement

™

irch .
Newspapers

$1.00 $200

Savings 500 Nothing. $5

$5.00
| $50.00 '

§

white ground that
four
yard

further expenditure of money

$6. ov:.‘. ( o

$490

$440-84.00-35 01

50-$2.20

00-§5

n a remnant of organdy
and blue and lavende
was 8¢
ds of the
came 3
would need she

ft

to

in
in

1ad

her scrap bag and the simple one-plece

was to be cut she
sewing box &o that no

was Deces

“Helen,
desk

rs. Hooper said,
1 come here to my
you how I

ACCOUNT BOOK.

Statement
for month
balance,

6.00 310.50

25-$6.05  §11.40

$20.95

$1.85

.00-§5.00

$4.50
£20.00
$T71
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'\m'mve« in my
each month. You
I tried
system,
couldn’t
food and shelter
sum used to
furniture.
The menu

sending a man down to appraise the
damage to our roof and I must be here
nes. As soon as he has seen
st be mended at once."”

be pald by the
Mrs. Hooper
I won't have
budget. Well,
with yon
I shall
better |
dis
and

| when he cor
the hole it mu

“At least that bill will
" sald

“and
little
at home
ing alone

a balance

be added

|

!'murnr e comp
i‘n a of r.“-f
| to extract It from my
Baby Betty can stay
then, Henry, and
probably be able find a much
bargain for Helen than If I were
tracted by the company of you
Betty.

Roger gpent part of the morning tinker-
| ing with the electric bell on the front
door until it was in perfect working or-
der mgain, and after luncheon he departed
to earn part of his China famine fund
money by sorting and filing a trunk full

volce

for

to

French Toast

lLeg
Green Peas and (
Lettuce Salad

Baked 8§

to explain

buy

‘arrots

Bread and Butter

budget at the end of
didn’t understand when
to you that with my
In the clothing account
i the ance in the
accounts and the entire
housebold or

supplies

Sunday 1s.

BREAKFAST.
Apple Sauce

Cereal
Broiled Bacon
Coffee

DINNER.

of Mutton
Boiled Potatoes

Apple Pie

SUPPER,

tuffed Peppers
Fruit Q'll'\d

By Ann Lisle

WHEN A GIRL MARRIES
A New Serial of Young Married Life

CHAPTER CLXXI.
Neal leaped to his feet and stood rigid
at attention,

Fifteen minutes
Phoebe standing like

moment
harshly.

to

“I'll answer,” I
to the telephone.

before I had seen
this with the jade

W. D. Boyce, snapped in Albert Park,| Mr. Boyce, who s in the South Pa
Auckland, New Zealand, while looking at | countries heading a west by southwest |
ke o P T ek o Tha ok exploring expedition, ses this pleture
o)L SRR s BRR- ECMION | 9|3 SPOL | back with a number of others to 1llus-
i where once other caunon were  en- |trate Interes‘ing articles for the readers |
trenched to defend the city ag t the |of his po the Times
ralds of hostile Maoris. Albert Park, sit- A r of these articles have been
uated on top of one of the clty's pub d and otk are on the way
hiZls, marks the of what on There will be an unusually interesting
the barracks of se I famous regiments |article l'x the Times early next week, and
iz the days of Au 1d's early his - |every day ‘there will e pictures.

- | ger.”
it| Among the last, Cork and Ruby walt-
|ed their turn at the open panel Sud
t {denly she swept him aside and clung to
his arm rh-r-'f)
t| “Before we go out,” she whisper in
| his ear before wything happens, tell
st loo g Eddle, 11., you l—do you really
New York,” |1
I ‘On the dead level,” sald Cork, hold
ut enough of that, | In& her close with one arm, “when it
| ider! Si g ‘i\'ur-uvn to you, I'm all in.”
by ' When they turned they found they
beaming, le-embelllshed ol lost aud in darkness. The last of |
avalier, wWe'll drink our < fleeing customers had descended.
we go, ha?" 1”“\!{ way urlhlv;u (bui_\;nrl lh;‘) ’n'!n' the
3 adder, stumbling, gis og, hurrying to
- A W “1}"’_"""3‘“ T_h° .“’h‘“"?“ smoke | place it :u'uh.ﬂ an ning low b'tIld
grew denser, drifting aed rislng In [ f of which lay thelr only |
‘s)v.:nh, waves, tilted layers, imulus | |
clouds, cataracts and suspended fogs I‘Lu-l \\ e may us ‘well sit down,” sald Cork |
some fifth element created from the ribs “Maybe Hnnuv\ wll stand the
of the ichnt four., Laughter and t[ , anyhow." |
greny  louder, s Roo s gat at a table; and their hands
liquids and Roone bospltality | came together again,
to Lady Nlcotine, | “A number of men then entered the

One o'clock ¢ Y fumnq irs there | daTk room, feeling their way about, One
was a sound of = 1 locking doors. | of them, Rooney himseclf, found the
Frank pulied s les of | witeh and turned on the electric light.

b frout win S The other man was & cop of the old re-

below in the dark hall an glme-—a blg cop, a thick cop, a fumivg
| at the front door, his cigarette iu ! abrupt cop—not a pretty cop. He went
the hol'ow of his hand The yrth | up to the palr at the table and sneerod

whoever might seek admittance must pre

sent 4 countenance familiar to Rooney's
hawk eye--the countenance of a lr-u("
sport.

{ Cork McManus and the bookbindery
| girl conversed absorbedly, with their el-
bows on the table. Their glasses of beer
| were ushed to one side scarcely |
toue h‘-nl},’ with the foam on them sunken |
|{to a thin white scum. Since the stroke
jof 1 the stale pleasures of Rooney's haa |
’hﬂ..me renovated and spiced; not by any
|additions to the list distractions, but
| because from that moment sweets

the

came stolen ones. The flat

eer acquired the tang of llleg
{mildest claret punch struck a
fl)l\v\! at law :nu& order; the harmless g
genial compar hecame outlaws, n.h
ing authority and rule. For after the
stroke of 1 In such |l.u~ as Rooney

;v\hvr: neither bed nor board is to t
drink may not be set Lefore the

| of the city of four million.
“Say,"” said Cork McManus,

™
thirs

ty
It is the law,

almost cov-

ering the table with his eloquent chest
|and elbows, “was that dead straight
|about you workin' in the bookbindery
{and livin' at home—and just happer
|in here—and—and all that splel you gave
| me 2"
I “Sure it was,” answered the girl with
| spirit. “Why, what do you think? Do
{you suppose I'd lie to you? Go down
|to the shop and ask 'em. I handed I
to you on the level”
| “On the dead 1 * sald Cork. “That's
the way I want i because
| “Because what
{ 4T throw un my hands, said Cork
"“\'un'vn got me goin’, You the girl
I've heen lookin" for Will you keep
[ company with me, Ruby %"

“Would you like me to—Eddy?"”
| “Surest thing Iv,t I wanted a straight |
| story about n!mnt yourself, you know
{ When a fellow has a girl—a steady
—she's got to be nall right, you know
She's m-t to be stralght goods.”

“you'll ind me straight goods,
“Of course T will, I belleve
you told me. But you ecan't blame
for wantin' to find out You don't see
many girls smokin’ cigarettes in places
| Hka Rooney's after midpight that are
like you.”

The girl
| her eyes.
meckly.
looked.

rn go

wh

flushed a little and lowered
“] sea that now,” she sald
“l dldn't kunow how bad
But T won't do it any more. And
straight home every night and
stay there. And I'll give up cigarettes
If you say so, Eddle—I'll cut 'em out
from this minute on.”
Cork’s air hecame judicial, proprletary,
condemnat ry, yet sympathetie. “A lady
e decid wiy, “at times
86 it's being a°

Wl 7 B«
elps Lrumhaﬂ."

R e

Eddie.” |
it |
me |

it |

|hm larly at the girl

| ‘What are youse doin’' in here?” he
asked

“Dropped in for a smoke,” said Cork
mlidly.

o

“Hagq anay drinks?
| “Not later than 1

“Get out—quick!” ordeted the cop.
Then, “Sit down!"” he countermanded.

He took off Cork's hat roughly and
serutinized him shrewdly. “Your name's
MeManus,"”

& l unl

son.

o'clock.”

guess,” sald Cork. “It's Peter-

Cork MeManus, something like
that,” saild the. cop. “You put a Kknife
Into a man In Dutch Mike's saloon a week
ago.”

or

forget it!"” said Cork, who per
ceived a shade of doubt in the officer's
tones. “You've got my muz mixed with
somebody's alse’'s.”

“Have 1?7 Well, you'll come to the sta-
tion wi?h me, anyhow, and be looked
over.. The description fits you all right.”
The cop twisted his fingers under Cork's
collar. “Come on!” he ordered roughly.
| Cork glanced at Ruby. She was pale,
| and her thin nosteils quivered. Her quick
| eye danced from one man's face to the
| other as they spoke or moved. What
| hard luck! Cork was thinking —Corrigan
| on the briny; and Ruby met and lost al-
{ most within an hour! Somebody at the
| police station would recognize him, with-
In”( a doubt, Hard luck!

But suddenly the girl sprang up
! hurled herself with both arms
against the cop. His hold on (¢
| lar was loosened and he
two or three paces

“Don't go 8o fnﬂt Maguire!" she cried
shrill fury, “Keep your hands off
n! You know me, and you know
in' you gnod advice. Don't you
touch bhlm again! He's not the guy you
are lookin' for—I'll stand for that.”

“See here, Fanny,” sald the cop,
and angry, “I'll take you, too,
{don’t look out! How do you
ain't the man I want ?
doing in here with him?
‘ “How do I know?" said the girl,
ing red and white by turns.
,l\n kfiown him a year. He's mine,
Oughtn't T to know? And what am 1
| doin’ here with him? That's easy.”
| She stooped low and reached down
somewhere into a swirl of flirted draper-
is-s heliotrope and black. An elastic

gped she threw on the table tov(nrd
Cor a folded wad of bills. The mo
slowly ltrnlzhtened itself with llt
leisnre.y

“Take

l
vt“ Jimm s l.nd let's go,”

am
extended
k's col-
stumbled hack

|
red
it you

ou know this
,, What are you

flam-

“Because

and piled high In great puffs of curls. |then we'll meet o
at the theater an

wrapped herself in my coral-colored Peig-

And Phoebe came forward, both hands | said Mr. West,

gotten me,” she cried “Anne, do
Lieutenant Hyland that he bas met
before.”

I wanted to take her by the shoulders
and shake her. I wanted to ery out:

“Fine amateur theatricals! If you've
been rehearsiug for them for the last
month, consider that you've made a tril-
umphant hit in this new role and spare
us more.”

“Oh, Thoebe!" eried Neal,

It wag fairly wrung from him, and the

tell
me | Sald. Please call

On the words,
the room to my
volce with the

[xhonc

She laid

—Copyright, 1921,

“You can't speak to her just now,”

clicked the receiver
and slipped past her into the other room.

gone; but the phone chose that particular |
shrill

out—and never more

stammered, and rushed

necklace lying at her feet. And now, “Hello, that you, Mrs. Jimmie?” came
with my heart feeling as {f it were | Dick West's volce over the telephone.
clamped to the middle of my throat, I|*“We just had a long distance from friend
turned, knowing what to expect. husband. He won't be in till late tonight.

Above a sophisticated center parting I“‘ fixed up another little party for you.
her hair was drawn from her little ears| “You and Phoebe will dine with me

ny sister and her fiance

From those ears, reddened slightly nt‘ d Jimmie'll join us in
the lobes, hung her jade earrings, Her | the box as soon as he gets in. And now
Hps and cheeks were reddened too, and |™a¥ I speak to Phoebe?

her wide, wistful eyes were narrowed “I'm sorry, I can't dine with you—or
and hardened by the black lines drawn | £0 to the theater. I'm busy tonight,” 1
under them to elongate them. She had | cried nervously,

“Ob—plans of your own?"

nolr and over it hung her jade neck- The insinuations Dick West managed

lace. to get into those five words made e
She looked very beautiful and very Iw»invd\ i1l

worldly and very ridiculous, poor baby. “My brother’'s in town—unexpectedly,”
Neal stood staring at her, and for a |l returned coldly.

second she stared back. “Bring him along. Show him the city,”

with expansive cordiality.

swung out in a welcome that lost all “I'd rather—be with the family, this
savor and flavor for the words that ren. | first night,” I said, gettlng nearer zero
dered It meaningless. ‘“Lleutenant Hy- | €very minute.
land! This Is a nice surprise,” she said| “Well—that's me, In the business fam-
in one of those near cordial volces that|ily, and ready to be in the crowd all
sound like a smothered yawn. along the line. T'll fix it up with Phoebe,
Still Neal stared at her, far too much | You're coming! Jim will be in a fine
the boy to make this out, and far too | Way if you're not in the box when he
Lonest to pretend that he understood | ets there. Now let me speak to the
what was Greek to him. | little girl. |
Phoebe flung up her arms with an ac-| All through this conversation I had |
companying shrug of the shoulders that|Dbeen annoyingly conscious that there
a motion plcture director might have | W8 no murmur of voices in the room,
worked long to secure from hig star | that Phoebe and Neal were silent, pre-
“yamp.” | tending politely that they wanted to
“How embarrassing! The man has for- | avold disturbing me.

I
again in an hour.”

Phoebe darted across
side, intermingling her
one coming over the

“That's for me—I'll speak to him."
her hand

on mine, but I
back on the hook,

(To Be Continued.)

honest longing of it seemed certain to
break down the barriers of Phoebe’'s hurt
pride, if T decided to get out of the room
and leave them alone to find each other
again,
“Excuse me,” I said; “I must go,”
mumbled lowxn:
beds.

"Di‘,f!ﬁi

Do You Know
Indianapolis?

!'h picture uyuluol _this

of |

goods |
The

+ | last story had come to a pond where a

| direct to the Inquirer.)

| COMPENSATION NOT LOST,

| Q. If an ex-soldier refuves to have four

operations performed will he lose

compensation ? A, D. A IS
A. The Bureau of War Risk Insuram

s that the fact that a disabled sold

ses to undergo an eoperation

xxhl deprive him of r'nmpens.u,lon.

LE

EXPLAINED,
at t8 a cartel ship? G. G H. .Y

CARTEL SHIP
Q. Wh

A In international law, a cartel ship:
is one comn oned in time of war %o
sail upnder a e conduct for the ex~

change of prisoners or conveyance of pro~
| posals between belligerents.

INCOME TAX,
woman with an fm-
come of $1,500 per annum have to pay’
ncome tax? 3T W
| A. A single person must pay income
.| tax on 2ll income over $L00. This rals
ing applies to women as well as men,

CLIPPING PARROT'S CLAWS.
“ Q. My ['il‘.r.’()t"! claws are too long. May
the ybe clipped ? ME R.
A. The Bureau of Biological Survey
s that the bills and claws of parrots
aslonally become too long, though
they will not if conditions permit plenty
of climbing and gnawing on wood. In
case trimming becomes necessary a nafl
clipper may be used.

| MORE ABOUT
| Q. Does a

4] single

oC
|
|
|
|

|
| GOVERNMENT MEETS EXPENSE,
| Q. Are the expenses of the interment
of soliders’ bodies that are brought back
| from France borne by the Government?
LM G
A. The War Department says that all
expenges of the shipment of remains to
t

railroad station or home town desig-
by the legal next of kin will be
borne by the War Department. Expenses
{ incident

the

nated

to and of the actual burial of
will be reimbursed up to the
by the Burean of Waz
Washington, D. C,, upoa
itemized statement of
;ml bills. This will tn-

h(.‘_\-

it to the hudlmg of the bedy from
| the ra sta ni well as the funeral
| charges and actual burial not to exceed
| the $100 mentioned ulxu\e

ilroad

FORMER KAISER N
Q. Did the t
ever visit the [

'ER HERE,

»r Kaiser of Germany

d States? A E. &
A. The former Kaiser of Germany never

v ed the United States. His brother,

Prince Henry d

make a tour

ETARS ARE SUNS, |

. What kind of stars are .the North : |
and the ones of which the Big and |
Dippers are composed? “
D, XS
siys the

naval observatory
d the stars of the Big and
are suns, resembling N
our own sun.

TO CLEAN WATER GLASS CROCK.
Q. What 1 cle

general way

| w a crock that was
| used for pa g in water glass?
AW, W

A. One-half and one-half solution eof

will

gar and r clean a creek

b

which was used for packing eggs in watex
| glaes,
! = %
| GASOLINE USED IN U. 8
Q. How mnch gasoline is used in the

M. W,
mate on information
States, the American

Pe s says that about 4,-
| (n\ 000,000 gallons were consumed by mo-
il“r vehicles in 1920,
| SUNLIT GRASS IS BEST, .

Q. 1Is g \\n\r’t'd pasture as good fork
cattle as a cleared one? E. O E -
Stockmen are generally agreed that
grown the shade of timber s
nutritious than the same spe-
grown in full sunlight,

ute

less

| ety
| LOC ATION OF SLAVE COAST.
! rh siave coast? J. B.G.
«ographical pame for a
coast of upper Guinea.
to the active slave
Tied on there.

wes its

PUSS IN BOOTS JR.

By David Cory.

“Don't cry, Mrs. Duck, because yom
have chicks instead of ducklings,” said
Puss Junior, who, you remember, in the

poor mother duck was trying in vain to
| get her brood to wade into the water,

“Goodness, gracious, me,” she ex-
claimed, *“I must have taken Henny
Jenny's nest and hatched her eggs in-
stead of mine,” and after that she came
[« of the water and took her little ones
back to the Old Farm. Maybe she and
|H¢-m\ Jenny changed children, so that
she had her little ducklings after all and
Henny Jenny had her little chicxens.
And some day I'll tell you if the Weather-
cock on the Old Barn lets me know.
Well, after that, Puss went on his way
¥, after a while, he came to
«at hollow tree, only, of course, ss
n't know it was hollow. And right
there in front of it stood an ugly old
witch. Her chin crooked up and her nose
crooked down until there was hardly
room between for a piece of bread and
butter to pass.

“Good morrow, Sir Cat,” said the agly
old witch.

“Good day, my good woman,” replied
Puss Junior. “Is this your tree, for 1
see a little door in it just back of your
skirt.”

“Yes, this is my house”
“Would you like to come in
wonderful bird to show you."

So Puss went inside the hollow tree
house of the old witch, and tke first
thing he saw was a pink and blue bird
in a cage. :

“Too wee, too wee, is all I sing,"
No more I fly on happy wing, °
But in this cage I sit all day,
And never have a chance to play.”

“You poor bird,” said little Puss Jun-
for. And then he turned to the old witch
and sald, “Why don’'t you let the poor
| thing

“Tiee
| little «

she sald.
I have l

go?

bird is a princess, my
t,” said the wicked witch with &
dreadful grin, which showed all her gums
with only one long tooth. “I have changed
her into this bird, and you had best be
careful or I will change you into &
mouse.
Wasn't that a dreadful thing to hear?
But Puss wasn't afraid, for he knew he.
had his magic gold ring with him be-
sides his flaming feather. But, of course;
the wicked old witch didn’t know that
Oh, my, no. She thought that
awhile she would change Puss into
mouse or maybe a rat, so she chuckled’
to herself and locked the door, and them'
she turned with a horrible grin and —“
to him
“Whiskey, whaskey, widdle-de-o, *
You ought to be careful where you “
Suppose I change you into a rat?
Tell me, what would you think of
And 1o the next story, if the
man doesn’t send me a M¢
Saving Stamps WQ
vou what

>




