[l RAA T 2 .,

e ’

TEURSDAY, DEC. 31, 1925 .

.

e e T TR, sy THE TNDYAN DI

[The},ovE I

, By VIRGINIA SWAIN

: ; -
TIMES

ODGER | JER OME BALL TAKES BARBARA OUT TO DINNER AND
’ PLEASES HER WITH COMPLIMENTS |

BEGIN HERE TODAY

BARBA HAWLEY, 25, breaks with
fance, BRUCE REVNOLDS. and gots
D ‘gn 'e‘ehau t!ndlmpolh Telegraph, iu,

e.
REW l’cDEBMO'l'l‘. the manag-
0.05,0 s’a former friend of her
@ JEFFRIES, police report-

endly.

attends a newspal dinner
IAzhthouae Im;en v‘vﬂhp;:sINB%D
v a_press_a 3 ere_she
JEROME BALL, a man about

p lo\uui o{ a shot gomes from an
n adhouse.
MN LO . & bromine.nAt

;. Yer, was found dead in the room.

Y, & prominent soclety woman, on

LI estate ﬁro)ect by FKruce's §
@ there Mrs. Stacy's maid reveals

B he won-

the wine-stained dress has any

on with the roadhouse shooting
Q!l?’ 2:.'1‘:1. a.m:n] xoea{hback to the of-

exal n %
a!e ound after hlzoe de:":.voman- i
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
ss e

_ CHAPTER XVII
B ARBARA stared at the strip

of red silk. As Bob Jeffries

approached, she thrust it

back into the drawer hurrledly.

. “What are you hiding there, Bar-
bara, the evidence of crime?”

' Barbara smiled. “That guess is
not as wild as you think, perhaps.
What have they learned about the

woman who was with Hollowell in
the roadhouse last night?”

“Not a thing, except that she left
before the shot that killed him. The
police ha,va* practically dropped the
search for her. There seems no
doubt that it was sulcide.”

“What would you do about it, Rob,
if you thought you knew who she
‘was?" .

“That depends. Maybe I wouldn’t
try to find out for sure, if she was a
decent sort and would be ruined by
the scandal. But if I didn’t it would
prove I wasn't much of a newspaper
man./l suppose.” Bob took a long
pull on his pipe.

“And if I did, maybe it would
prove ¥ wasn’t much of a man at all,
so there you are. But come on out
and have a cup of tea with me. You
look as if you needed it.”

“Much obliged, Bob, but I've an
interview to write before closing
time. You'll have to run along
alone.” 3

When he was gorie she examined
the scarf again. She put it in a
large manila folder and- sealed it
carefully, before burying it beneath
the contents of the lowest drawer.

Night was closing in. Some one
snapped on the electric lights in the
Telegraph office and drew the blinds,
shutting out the winter gloom.

Barbara made ready to go home.

As ghe was closing her desk, McDer-
mott came out of his office. ‘“‘How
was the interview with Mrs. Stacy?”
he asked.

“I% was already made when I got
there,”” answer¢d Barbara.

“I thought so,” he smiled. “And
T'll bet it does justice to Lydia Stacy,
too. That woman has the makings
of a great statesman or a great crim-
inal.” He went on through to the
composing room.

“Telephone, Miss Hawley,” called
the operator.

was an unfamiiiar voice at the other
end of the wire. “Hello there, little
daffodil. How's the world treating
you after the big night?”

Barbara was silent a moment. “Is
this Mr. Ball?” she asked.

“Nobody else but. Just called up
to see what became of you in the
melee last night.. I looked every-
where for you after/the shot. But
you were gone. Terribly worried
about you all night.”

“Nonsense,” $aid Barbara. “If the
truth were told, it would be that you
glanced about, didn’'t see me, and
went home quite peacefully to a
night of calm slumber.”

“You do me wrong.” Jerome's
voice was bantering. “I've thought
of you all day. How did you get
home last night? I suppose your
prima donna singing among the
chrysanthemums was worse than
useless to you.”

]
Barbara answered ° listlessly. It

you'll not get like these sour ladies
one sees around in offices—all busi-
ness and horn-rimmed glasses and
bad temper. Promise me you'll stay
your own sweet feminine self.”

Barbara glanced at him from
beneath lowered eyelids. “Why
should you care whether I stay my-
self or get horn-rimmed glasses?"”

Jerome did not answer. He was
scannning the menu card.

After dinner they danced. Ad-
miring glances followed them about
tthe room and Barbara saw_several
women watching Jerome's steps
with more than casual interest,

She became more content and
more daring. “You dance so won-
derfully, Mr. Ball, that the whole
room is watching us.”

| street on which Mrs, Hadley's board

| hilaration of the early evening had

Jerome slightly shrugged his
shoulders, “Why all the fmmniily?!
Call me Jerome.”” He did an extra |
pivot that left his partner breath- |
less,

“She was laughing softly, with af

light in her eyes. “I believe you
are right. Women are not made
for work,” she said. “I think T was

made for play. At least, I'm having
a gorgeous time tonight."”

“And for love,” added Jerome,
holding her closer. |

Barbara pulled away. But his|
eyes smiled dewn at her,

At 11 o'clock they were In the|
blue roadster again, spinning |
through the downtown streets.

|dress the Women's Civic Progress
| League. He intends to babble about |

| Seems she met him in Paris last,

ing. She cast a frightened gl
at his face, which was bent 0
over her, “Let's go home, please.
am getting tired and there's & 10
day ahead."”

Without a word, he reached fo
the gear shift and the car iy
into a curve back toward town. Both
Barbara and Jerome were sgilent all
the way in, i

Barbara saw that they wers on th

Ing house was located. When th
neared the block in which it stood
she turned her head toward th
other side of the street. The @

gone out, ‘4
“I'l give you a ring sometime
soon,” sald Jerome as he opened the

door for her. His voice was casual.
LN

WEEK later Barbara was
A called into MecDermott's of-

fice. ‘“More gigns of life from
Lydia,” he said. ‘‘She seems to have|*
decided to meet us more than half
“-a}-." .
“What is it now?" asked Barbara.
“We had a call from her this
morning, saying that she was fing:
ing a reception for this chap Gig-
nelll, who is coming to town to ld-'

Italian architecture. I think, and
Lydia means to cash in on his visit,

When they had left the business sec- |

’ C W 'd P l “I'd rather not talk about that d :
odayv's ross- ] ; tion, Jerome swung his car toward |Summer |
y S o uzzie | pl?:“e' sal(fi l\hrba;{m e s the Brookville Road. |  “Just like Lydia. Can't let a lion
2 - }{or.)est}‘,:llss l-aw 03;, ‘f; N? “Thig isn't the way home,” said |run around without trying to tame
r?lgh;_» ;nn) :\boutdasctmr:] rzh;i 8 ont‘t) R g ’ Barbara. {him. This affair will bo the biggest
3;):“: ;\;&;‘ 1'xr:‘ee~a.nh.ll aeﬁneo nﬁght A . Jerome did not reply. He lm)lwd;»on« of the weason, for when Lydia
: A - ' . : down at her smilingly. glves a party, she gives a good one,
for a two-some dinner. All wet out “If you're try to flatter me, Mr. Ball, I'm afraid you're not succeeding. The news-| 7Tne country was a symphony in|This time, she has asked all 'the

side and bright lights inslde—and g . ;
pleasant conversation.” paper game is' the only”Thing I care about,’”’ said Barbara.
Barbara thought a moment. Then

grays, where the moonlight struck |architects and big real estate men
the snow. The purr of the engine‘nnd public-spirited citizens in Indi-|

she replied, “Yes, I'd love to. But|him pacing the hall and smcking a [ment from the ones I've had late- | haven't any business fighting the | was the only sound for miles. lnnnp(:lls," i
{you’'ll have to call for me at home, | cigaret in"a long ebony holder. {ly. I've been~feeling as old as | business world. You were made Barbara snuggled down under the| Barbara was listening intently.
Mr. Ball. I must go home to dress.” “The daffodil again,” he greeted | Methuselah.” l{,.r other things.” heavy robes and sat quite still. | McDermott concluded, “Lydia wants|
“I'll ring the old door bell at seven |jar, | Later, over the lobster cocktail, he | Barbara flushed, but not wholly ‘Happy, honey?" asked Jerome. |you to cover the party. Said so this|
then. So long.” | revived the " | . 2 2 She started, “Yes, happler than | morning. \
2 B Barbara looked down at her dress | revived the subject. | with anger. “If you're trylng to |, =~ .0 - time.” [ “Oh, no, I'd rather not,” Barbara
ROME - was - Dbl - His |and ]l.rllu.ﬂh-ml./ ['l) n ;“;svl:th(; ::t,:c Lha,l! ‘I asked you the other night hﬂ-W : flatter me, Mr. Ball, I'm afraid He drew her arm through his, |caught McDermott lookifig shrewdly
blue . rosdster apneared in A she hud worn the night he N {you happen2d to be in the news- | you're not succeeding. The news- | When they had reached a cross|at her. “Any reason?” he asked

€ ‘ . ' . 3 ol s aai n F - .
burst of speed, just as Bar- I like you in vellow,” said .I«rnn.eipnper game, Miss Hawley. I didn't paper game is the only thing in the roads, he suddenly stopped the vu,r..cunly, 5 .

Barbara shivered slightly, “You ar¢| Barbara realized her error. *“Oh,

vara looked out of her window. She |Smoothly, eveing her from head t0 |mean t¢ offend you, but it is & shock | world that I care about.”

jurmped back and let the curtains foot. “All fresh and sunny and|to find a girl like you doing that| Jerome leaned across the table|a beautiful girl, my dear,” he said. |no, I'll go, of course. When i 1t?'"

rall. young."” {work. You seem so young and un- jand put his hand on hers. “That's Something in his voice brou;:ht‘: “On Saturday night. Better wear
When she ran down the steps with | Barbara looked at him quickly. |spoiled by the rough edges of things |a rash thing to say, my dear.” His | Barbara back from the dreamy con-|your best bib and tucker."

her coat over her arm. she found |That's a different kind of compli- l‘*a-nd such a lady! Women like you i voice was suave. “Promise me | tentment in which she had been nd<| (To Be Continued)
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE—By AHERN
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~ be shapely! < AL : 7 e
46T DO NOT want to be thin! I just E E Z// 5 —
vt want to be my right weight! = 'm 7274 f{( "' 1
I ‘want these hollows filled out. I| [gn 9= %5
just want enough firm, plump flesh e L 7 #7777 77
‘on my bones to fill out my figure.” T 55 7
Of course you do. You want a DIEvAIL F /
figure that you can drape your E E
clothes on—not just hang them on! | |A[H 1 EE E
"What’s the use of having pretty Al S SIE
clothes, if they just hang on you? S F.ATIEID
-And what would you say if you SITENE THD
_were told you could have the figure \ T ETEL
want? A graceful, well rounded |V C
3 —firm, solid flesh—just enough E EIEID .
. n&t your right weight? You'd be & NLT
B WelL, thon” Do nappy—b P WELL 40U KAOW WILLIE euL' weLL!
: , then, y—ber WELL- ow weLL' w VES, T GOING DOWN
‘you can have it! Put plenty ot .| DIDN’T. PLEAD GUILTY AN NS ARE ALWAYS THAT'S A NOBLE ™ AIS LOUSE AOW AN TELL

¥ cells in your blood and watch y\ar
“weight go up to where you want it! ' 3
¢ ’lb‘lvh?!t’: t.h‘e matte{ !;vi;h );?u! Wrong Statement Made Regarding

‘our blood is impoverished. You
need more rich, red blood. S. 8. 8. Indianapolis Attorney.

I8 the th!sngstospuﬁ lied tls\}ood in goﬁ\; In a few copies of The Times
‘gystem, S. S. 8. helps Nature bu mad
red-blood-cells by the millions. b s g o st o
" You just try S. S. S. and watch that Will H. Latta, Indianapolis a.t
~ how quickly you begin to fill out |torney, pleaded guilty in connec-
er clothes. Notice your skin [tion with a shortage in the office
2 "‘l}l.lr °¢;!__uyn°l‘:§h:lz of the county clerk during the term
 petite increase— of Richard Sipe and that Latta
strength com'e to served a term in the penitentiary.

flabby muscles and Latta did not plead guilty to any
‘vim and vigor fll charge and he did not serve a term
your whole system. |in the penitentiary. The statement
red blood that does it. Andq [should have read that Sipe pleaded

RESOLUTION!

FIGKTING , AN - = - HIM TUAT T WONT FIGHT

ARY NEXT YEAR F

s‘ 'w,sheslp‘aghm{; bbnu‘ st d noer: e was 2
red blood, S. 8. 8. is sold by gJ1 |statement concerning Latta was




