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Th? Love Dodger
By VIRGINIA SWAIN

■ BEGIN HERE TODAY
BARBARA HAWLEY. 25. after teach-

in gschool three years, decides to so into
newspaper work in order to see life.

When her fiance. BRUCE REYNOLDS,
objects, she breaks with him and gets a
Job on The Indianapolis Telegraph, of
which ANDREW MCDERMOTT, a close
friend of her father before nts death.
Is death, is managing editor. She al-
most involves the paper in a libel suit
during her first day at the office, when
she erroneously reports MORRIS PAT-
TINHAM dead.

Barbara becomes a friend of 808
JEFFRIES, rough and ready police re-
porter. who promises to “show her the
ropas.’’

On her second day at the office the
West Plains Limited is wrecked near In-
dianapolis and thirty persons are killed.

NOW GO WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER V

mHE Telegraph office sprang
Into instant activity.

Wells grasped his desk tele-
phone, sent the office boy into the
composing room, summoned report-
ers about hte desk.

“Get Jeffries on the wire,” he said
to somebody, and then his eye fell
on Barbara, who was lingering in
the outskirts of the crowd. “Tell
Jeffries to wait for Miss Hawley, and
then shoot straight out to Bar Junc-
tion. Give me a call at once, and
then work toward a second extra by
11 o’clock.”

Barbara could scarcely believe her
ears. She found to-

ward her desk, however, and in a
moment was receiving instructions, i

“We'll see what you can do, Miss
Hawley,” said Wells, looking keenly
at her. “Jeffries will cover the fun-
damentals of the accident, from the
straight news angle. You will pick
up heart-throb notes among surviv-
ors and wounded. (Jet us one long
human-interest feature and grab all
the shorter sidelights you can. Write
whatever you would read, If you
were on the outside.”

He was gone in a streak toward
the composing room door, where the
foreman was waiting for him.

Barbara took a step toward her
desk. Her knees wobbled beneath
her. But she went on.

As though from outside her con-
sciousness came two voices. The so-
ciety editor and a reporter were
looking at her from a corner.

“Too bad*Jenson is off,” said the
man. “This, story would be pie for
him. Golly, what a feature yarn
he’d spin out of It. And Dollar and
Jones both out on assignments too.
Kind-a tough on old Wells.”

“Yes,” said Miss Badger, not
troubling to lower her voice. “That
new girl can’t get by on It. She looks
like a total loss already.”
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“Pay this man,” said Barbara, leaving an astonished police reporter staring at a suspicious
taxi driver.

Barbara stiffened. Miraculously,

her knees stopped their queer knock-
ing, and her head felt cooler.

She grasped her hat and coat and
a ward of coupy paper, such as she
had seen other reporters carrying.

Then she ran for the elevator. Just
before the door of the lift closed on
her, Jimmy made a rush for it and
thrust something into her hand.
“Wells says. ‘Take a taxi!’ ” he
shouted, as the door clanged to.

In the lobby downstairs Barbara
looked at the article that he had put

in her hand. It was a taxi book.
She picked up a cab at the door,

“The police station,” she told the
driver, “and hurry.”

Ten minutes later she ran into the
white marble hall of the police sta-
tion, to find Bob Jeffries just start-
ing for the door, watch in hand.

He grasped her arm without a
word, and they ran out to the side-
walk, where the crazy racing car
stood at the curb. In a moment they
were flashing through the city
streets, over a bridge and out into
open country. It was not until they

had settled down to a steady speed
that Bob tried to talk.

“Listen, Miss Hawley," he said to
Barbara. “Now's your chance. Can
you stand blood and things?”

Barbara uncertainly nodded her
head.

“Well, you’ll have to, because this
smash-up Is one of the worst in
year. I'll do all I can for you, but
if we get separated, you’ll have to
go ahead, pick up all the names you
can, and the stories of families
separated, and so forth. Anything
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Barbara covers the big train wreck in which
MANY AREKILLED—SHE KEEPS HER HEAD

you see that has a human-interes'
punch in it, put it down. But gel
names and initials and stay as coo

as you can. If you keep very
busy you won’t have time to faint,
as the other girl did.”

Barbara’s eyes snapped. "Faint!”
she tossed back. “Os course I won’t.”

Bar Junction was some fifteen
miles from town, and the racer
pulled into sight of the wr ck Just
twenty minutes after Bob and Bar-
bara left the station.

The wrecked trains lay just over
a hill, and tho scene flashed across
Bob and Barbara’s vision, like a

canvas suddenly dropped before
them. Barbara had a confused idea
about Armageddon, steel and fire
and sudden death. She did not stop ,
to unravel it.

Before her eyes lay a mass of
twisted machinery, with great
jagged fingers of steel thrusting out,
as though they pointed an accusa-
tion at the skies.

The mammoth engine of the Lim-
ited lay on its side, in grips with
the smaller engine of the freight
train. They looked to Barbara like
two bulls dead, with locked horns.

The cars of the two trains lay In
long ribbons down the tracks on
either side, some overturned, some
still on the rails. The last two
Pullmans of the Limited had over-
turned and slithered down the banks
of a creek, where they lay half-
submerged.

Barbara caught her breath.
She followed Jeffries over the

rough ground to within twenty feet
of the engines. A brakeman ap-
proached them.

“No sightseers allowed, sir,” said
the man. “We’ve got to get rid of
this crowd.” And then Barbara saw
that people were coming up from
all sides and numerous automobiles
were parked rounpabout.

“Bob Jeffries of the Indianapolis
Telegraph.” said Bob, “and this is
Miss Hawley. What can you tell us
about the wreck?”

i’he man’s attitude changed in-
stantly. He began a detailed and
rapid account. Bob took notes on
his wad of paper, thanked the
brakeman and turned to th 4 girl.

"They think there are still liv-
ing persons in some of these
coaches," he said. “Some, perhaps,
half-drowned in those two poaches in

the creek. I’ll have to leave you.

You find the survivors In that Im-
provised hospital over there and
.neet me hero whenever you are
eady. Don’t make It later than

10:30, though.”
He was 4jone. Barbara stared

after him helplessly, then pullea
herself up with a jerk.

She turned toward the tent-like
hospital that had been r’gged up a
few feet away. She was still moving

in a daze. The shouts and multi-
tudinous sounds of the place blended
in a confused murmur. She walked
warily, constantly fearing what her
eyes might light upon

At last she saw it They were lift-
ing something out of a wlodow In
one of the overturned cone es. lift-
ing It with Infinite, needless care.
Barbara came upon them without
warning.

It was her first sight of death—-
and death without the palliating in-
fluence of roses and satin and
hushed solemnity.

For a second she closed her eyes
and stood still. Again the thought
og Armageddon flashed into her
mind. All earth ahd heaven would
some day go out like this, she
thought—each man’s heaven and
earth all In an instant.

She looked again. Th's time she
did not close her eyes She gulped

a long draught of fresh air, gr tted
her teeth and went on. "Is there
anybody alive in that coach?” she
asked one of the workers.

The man did not raise his head.
"Couldn’t say, miss,” he replied.

Barbara peered fearfully through
the windows of the wrecked car-
riages Nothing was to be seen save
darkness within. She hurried to-
ward the Improvised hospital. A
brawny nurse blocked her progress,
but an explanation of Barbara’s mis-
sion gained a reluctant permission to
enter.

When she emerged, her face white
and her hands gripping a sheaf of
scribbled notes, it was 15 minutes
after ten.

She hurried up the long line of
coaches, turning her head away from
the wreckage. Up the line, work-
men were still chopping through de-
bris and helpers were carrying

stretchers away.
Barbara looked around for Bob.

He was not in sight. At last she
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saw the brakeman whom they
talked to first He could tell
nothing of Bob’s whereabouts. The
racer was not where they had left it.

She had hoard Wells speak of an
extra by eleven. There was no time
to be lost in looking for Bob. She
must find transportation Into town,
on her own initiative.

At her left a seedy looking man
was sitting in a striped Ford, laz-
ily watching the workers. Barbara
ran toward him. “Will you take
me into town?” she called. The man
looked at her insolently.

“Let’s see your money,” he said.
Barbara opened her purse and

stood transfixed. There was a lone
dollar bill inside that she had put
in her hag for lunch. There wns
nothing for It but to tell him the
truth and promise money when they
arrived at the Telegraph office.

He listened skeptically, but glanc.,
ir.g at her clothes and the sheaf of
notes In her hand, he decided to
take a chance.

The old ca~ belled its appearance.
They made even better time back to
town than Barbara and Bob had
made on the way out.

As they rounded the comer of
Meridian and Washington Sts. a
clock In a drug store window said
10:45. The driver of the car fol-
lowed Barbara into the building. In
the lobby they met Bob Jeffries
waiting for the elevator.
' “Pay this man,” said Barbarqfl

and caught the first car up, leavin™
an astonished police reporter staring
at a suspicious driver.

• • •

Wells looked up when she plunged
Into the editorial room. “Well,”
he said, “you didn’t faint, did you?”

• • •

I p j ORTY mlnute.4 later when she
H I laid her last sheet of copy onL—J the cltv desk the city editor

had a smile for her, the first with
■which he had ns yet favored her.
“Now go and get some coffee," he
said.

An errand boy coming in a few
moments afterward, announced to
the telephone operator, "There’s a
lady lying out In the corridor.
Fainted, I guess. But she must be
coming to, ’cause she’s saying some-
thing about ArmagoJ—something
and Bruce Reynolds."
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The four comers of this cross-word puzzle contains four-letter
Words which should make it easy for you to get a good start, but it may

take you a long while before you finish.
HORIZONTAL

1. Bed lath.
Gt Cabbage salads.

10. Tidy.
14. To mumur as a cat.
15. Pertaining to sound.
16. Edge of a roof.
17. Architectural pillar. r
18. Apart.
I#. Employed.
80. To breathe.
22. Spring festivals.
24. Savior.
26. Absolutely.
28. Exultant.
S3. Darlings.
84. Venomous snake.
88. To flame up.
87. Sea eagle.
38. Vinegar bottle.
88. Separate column.
40. Oat grass.
43. Inhabitant of a city.
44. Opposite of poetry.
48. Til (plant).
48. Earlier. ■
49. Silvery colored fish (pi.).
82. Brought to harmony again.
55. Apple-green chlorite.
69 .Smell.
80. Rib.
42. An exempt under-officer.
63. Frightful giant.
84. More exact.
85. Peel
66. Tiny golf mounds.
67. Prophets.
88. Sinks.

VERTICAL
L To box with fists.
2. Crescent-shaped figure.
3. Sciences.
4. One who kills animals for their

pelts.
5. Gazed.
6. Is defeated.
7. Cuckoo.
8. One who walks through the

water.
9. Floss.

10, Not Involved in hostilities.
11, To relieve,,
12, To verify,
13, Scatters,
21, Angers,
23, Ego,
25, Following,
26, Thoughts,
27, Courage,
28, Danish people,
30, Claw,
81. To rub out.
32, To turn aside,
34, portion of a circle.
35, To fondle,
41, Dispositions,
42. Last word of a prayer,
44, Johnny cake,
45, Circular saws,
47. Builds.
48, Women's robes.
60, To love exceedlr gly,
51, More recent,
62, part of plant below ground,
63, Brim,
64, Ripped,
66, Corn lily,
67, A Chtneso organization.
68, Finishes ,

61, To bring legal proceeding's.
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How to Quickly Limber Up
Sore, Stiff, Swollen Joints

It wa • high-class pharmacist who
saw remedy after remed'- fall to help
hundreds of his customers to gat rid
Os rheumatic swellings and stiff. In-
flamed, pain-tortured Joints,

And it was this name man who assert-
ed that a remedy could and would be
Compounded that would make creaky,
swollen, tormented Joints work with

as much smoothness as they ever

Now this prescription, rightly named
Joint-Ease, after being tested success-
fully us many obstinate cases, is of-
fered through progressive pharmacists
to millions of peop e who suffer fromStlUng joints that need limbering up.

Swollen, twingy, inflamed, stiff, pain-
tortured Joints are usually caused by
rheumatism, but whatever the cause,
Joint-Ease soaks straight In through
skin and flesh right down to the ten-
dons and ligaments of the joints—right
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THEHJIOb
IFURNITURE COMPANY I414-18 E. Washington St. |

where all the trouble starts—and then
blessed retfc-f comes quickly,

llemember, Joint-Ease Is for aliments
of the joints, whether In ankle, knse,
hip, e bow, spine or linger, und when
you rub It on, you may expect speedy
and gratifying results,

It is now on sale at Hook's Depend-
able Drug Stores, Goldsmith's 0 Drug
Stores, Haag Drug Cos. and druggists
everywhere for 00 cents a tube,

Always remember, when Joint-Ease
gets in joint agony gets out—quick.

Biggest Selling Joint
Remedy in the World

foint-Ease
' tor

C. O. Conn Band Instruments
twdy Drums Marimbas

Vegu Banjos In Various Designs.
37 E. OHIO KT. Homr-Hinanr Bids

Indianapolis and Cincinnati Traction Company
Charles L, Henry, Receiver.

REDUCED FARES
DOLLAR EXCURSION EVERY SUNDAY

Round Trip Tickets Two Cents Per Mile. Thirty-Day Return Limit.
X Information, Phore MA in 4500-4501
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