' SATURDAY, JAN. 9, 1926

By VIRGINIA SWAIN

BAISBARA-‘

TRAILS MANNERS AS HE FLEES FROM HIS

OFFICE AND LEAVES THE CITY

”
BEGIN HERE TODAY i
RBARA IWAWLEY, 20, self-wiljed
g talented, breaks wi tiande,
BRUCE REYNOLDS
the Indianapolis Telegra
aging editor, ANDREW
is a former friend of h Sl
She makes friends with BOB JEFF-
RIBS, and with him covers a suicide
prominent man in a roadhouse
where she picks up a red scarf belong-
ing to the dead man's unknown woman
companion, ¥
Barbara m:lkes the acquaintance of
JEROME BALIL. a man about town.
Bruce has joined the real estate firm
of Manners, Stone & Reynolds. which is

father.

promoting a huge civic development
scheme., MRS. LYDIA STACY, a rich
widow, refuses to invest in it after

Bruce fails to respond to her blandigh-

ments,
Barbara
wrn - column

receives and prints in her
any_letters from a
When she sees the
4 of Bruce's marriage to
VIOLETTA CRANBY, a factory girl,
she realizes that through her colnimn
ghe has directed Violetta's campaizn to
cateh ‘him,

Barbara's mother is taken very ill.

In the building where Brucels firm
has its offices Barbara sees Manners,
the senior partner erawling down the
fire rscape. [lis stenographer has just
told her he was out of town.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XXV
ANNERS crept past the win+
dow without seeing her, and
on down the fire escape. Bar-
bara stood still on the stair landing.

#At last'she caught her breath and
ptarted back down the stairs at a
tun, She reached the front sidewalk
just in time to see a taxicab turn
Into the alley which led to the fire
pscape at the back of the building.

Barbara hailed another taxi, Her
rab wheeled into the alley as; Man-
ners’ cab left it at the othef end.
BShe called to the driver to hurry
and then settled back in.the tonneau.

They came out into the street at
the end of the alley. Mannerg' cab
was not far ahead. Barbara's driver
was speeding, but the car ahead in-
creased its speed also. She expected
it to turn toward the railroad sta-
tion, but it did not.

The chase went on through the
streets of the city and out into the
country. Barbara was beginning to
wonder whether Manners meant to
travel across country in a hired cab,
when she noticed that they were
following the railroad tracks. A
whistie sounded not far away.

The car ahead shot forward, cut
sidewise suddenly and came to a
stop exactly on the railroad tracks.
Barbara thrust her head out of the
cab and saw a train coming from the
direction of town.

Manners' car still sat on the rails,

The driver jumped out and ran
down the side of the track bed, wav-
ing his coat about his head. Man-
ners did not get out of the tonneau,
Barbara shuddered. It seemed cer-
tain death for the man in the taxi.
The train came on, with mo slacken-
ing of speed. Barbara looked again.
The taxi drivér was still »anning up
and_down, waving the coat.

The great locomoti¥e made the
last curve and came to a stop, Bar-
bara saw Manners jump from the
car and run for the train. The engi-
neer was shouting at the cab driver,
who was running back to his ma-
chine.

Manners made a leap for the train
steps, the taxi driver was In_his seat
and the car moved off the tracks.
In a moment the limited was on its
way again.

As it shot past, Barbara saw Man-
ners hurl something at the cab
driver from the platform on which
he stood. The man picked up the
object, pocketed it and drove away.

Barbara’s driver put his head
through the window. “Where to
now, miss?"”

“Back to the Telegraph toffice as
fast as possible.”

Every telephone was in use when
she entered the editorial room. She
jerked Jimmy bodily™out of the dic-
tation booth and called the bank,

The cashier there was a friend of

hers, “Have you heard anything
about, the Manners, Stone &  Rey-
nolds bunch?” she asked him.

“Where is Manners?"”

‘““Haven't heard anything about the
company,” he replied, “but Manners
himself just closed his account and
beat it in a great hurry.
ceeding all the way through. What's
up?"

But Barbara had replaced the re-
ceiver.

McDermott was busy with a caller
when she left the telephone bcoth.
She paced the office restlessly, so
that Miss Badger gave her a disap-
proving look, and Jimmy asked what
was the matter.

At last the caller departed and
Jarbara burst into the managing
editor's office.

“I'd rather not tell you this,” sne
said, ‘“for many reasons. But I must.
Manners just skipped town with his
baggage. His bank says he closed
his account this afternon. And his
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HORIZONTAL
1. A going back in development.
2. Tuberous root stock used-in Has
wail.
13. Serf.
14. Perished.
16. Female figure praying.
18. Indian from Utah.
19. Pertaining to a soft palate.
20, To soak flax.
21. Feeling deeply.
24. Silk worm.
25. Pot.
27. Opposite of soft.
29. You and me.
$l. High mountains.
33. To distribute grudgingly.
84. Morindin dye.
85. Morning.
37. Musical character.
89. Bubbles of soap.
41. To place in line.
42. Inlet.
43. Bulb flower.
44. Woven string. \
45. Kindled again.
2 47. To apportion.
48. Correlative of either.
49. Invasion of police.
$1. Double point (geometrical).
53. Point of compass.
$4. Venomous snakes.
56. Disincumbera.
58. Ancient.
60. One who withdraws from a

1

party.
63. To employ.
65. Mate of a gander.
67. Beer. 4
68. Small wax candle.
70. Long ago.
3 71. Narrow street.
73. Church seats.
T74. Machines for testing metal.
VERTICAL

1. Uncommon.
2. Muse. of poetry.

Aspirin Gargle
in Sore Throat

¢ ofe. o
. or Tonsilitis|
& a harmiess and effective
" gargle by dissolving two “Bayer Tab-
_ lets of Aspirn” in four tablespoonfuls
Gargle throat thoroughly.

in two hours if necessary,
you use only the genuine
, marked with the Bay-

|mulcting several thousand Indiang

3. 2,000 pounds.
4. Bone. i
5. To surfeit. !
6. Valued. |
7. To level. l
8. Point of compass.

9. Small fish. |
10. Lubricated. |
11. Close, [
12. Study of embossed work.

15. Low-speed drilling machine.

17. To wlow.

19. Meat.

22. Sleeps.

23. Factory.

26. Female falcons.

28. Began again.

30. Pertaining to the sun.

32. Small piece of material.

Sewer,

Passages.

36. To tear.

38. To be sick.

40. Rubber tree.

45. To get up. ’
46. Ripped.

50. Portion of a church.

52. Soil. J

54. To love.

55. String instrument. ’
. Unusually large.

9. To appear above the horizon,
61. To phone.

62. To judge.

Hems.

Matching dishes.

To imitate.

Dye. K
You.

Answer to Saturday’s Crossword
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L1 [AlREf B8R
ISITH LI mrﬂlgm
slAIME BRO AT AR S[o]L[A[N]

Emnmha‘mu A
QESHAGEE
EEOE. AR Daas

‘SWINDLE’ TRIAL IS SET

Consolidated Company Officials to
Face Jury Jan, 18. ™~
Bu United Press
CHICAGO, Jan. 9.—Trial of of-

ficials of the Consolidated Realty and
Theaters Company charged with

Queer pro- |,

office is telling every one that he's
been out of town severuJ’d_uys."

McDermott slowly laid down his
D pe. -

“Zat so?" he asked. His eyes were
curiously sleepy.

Barbara clasped her hands. “Bob
says there’s a nigger in the wood-
pile of that company anyway. And
something is surely amiss in Man-
ners! way of leaving. He sneaked
out of town In a taxi, stopped the

ecast-bounll  Imiited and jumped
aboard. I'll bet he never comes
back. to Indianapolis—at least of

hig own accord.”

McDermott rose and pressed a
button. Jimmy appeared. ‘“‘Tell
\‘\’el(n and the foreman to come
here.

“What are vou going to do?” al-
most whispered Barbara, clasping
her hands more tightly and watch-
ing his face.

“Ioook here, Miss Hawley, don't
fret about this business. It isn’t
vour fault if we have to wreck
Bruce Reynolds’ company. I've been
watching 'em ever since Lydia Stacy
Ypaid her last visit,to me. You know
that lady never pays a visit yvithuuf
a purpose.”

Barbara gasped. ‘“She didn't—"
“Yes, she did. Gave me the hint
that the company was rotten, with-
out ever committing herself. Syg-
gested that she hdd discovered- its
rotteness and that is why she de-
cided not to go inte it. I'm inclined
to think there was another reason.
She hasn't been seen with this
voung Reynolds since the night of
the party.”

Wells and the foreman entered the
office. “Going to extra, boys, just as
s00on as we get the last dope on this
Vale Acres gang. Miss Hawley saw
Manners skip town in a taxi and
says his office is lying about his
whereabouts.

“Get ready and wait for orders.
You, Wells, look up all we've print-
ed on the praject so far, and get
the names of heavy investors. uught
to be a sucker list that will knock
their eyes out. Miss Hawley, you
call Manners’ home and ask about
fiim, then rush over to see Stone and
Reynolds and report what they say
at once.” :

Barbara found herself in the ele-

vator going down within a moment
or two.

She climbed the steps ig the office
bullding for the third time that day,
and found the hall outside the
Manners, Stone and Reynolds office
deserted. -

The reception office was
empty when she went into it.

The haughty stenographer entered
from an inner: corridor. “I told you
Mr. Manners was not in town,” she
snapped before Barbara had time to
speak.

Barbara threw her head back. *“I
don't want to see Mr, Manners. 1
happen to know too well that he
can’t be seen. But I }(}n want to see
Mr, Stone or Mr. Reynolds.”

The woman seemed surprised at
her sharp retort. “Mr. Stone is in
his ;Nvale office,” she said, “and
Mr. Reynolds is also out of Yown—
not expected back until tonight.”

Barbara went through the office to
Stone’s private room.

When Barbara entered the office
he started up and gave her a trou-
bled look. $ 10

“Yes,” he said, in answer to her
introduction of herself, “I saw you
in the office today. 1 regret that
Wr. Manners is nat here to tell you
what you want to know."”

“Mr. Manners would not be likely
to tell me if he were here,” re-
marked Barbara coolly.

“What do you mean?"”

“Just this;' she replied. “I saw
Manners leave this building by the
fire escape not ten minutes after
yvour office gir: had said he was out
of town. He caught the east-bound
limited and I think there's some-
thing wrong. The bank tells me he's
just closed his account.

Stone turned gray. He swallowed
saveral timeg before he could speak.
“Now, Miss Hawley, let's not be
hasty. Great harm can be done by
jumping at conclusions in a time
like this, For God’s sake, Miss Haw-
ley, give us a chance. It's a civic
matter,

“And if the public loses faith in
this company, thousands of dollars
will be lost, If the papers will only
help us, we'll pull through all right
and explain everything."”

‘“The Telegraph wili not be too
anxious to help you flim-flam the

also

Stone's face worked.
head down on his arms and began

to cry. Barbara saw that there was
no use in waliting. She fleft the
office, 3

Reynolds?"’ she asked the woman in
the outer reom,

“On the 8 o'clock from the East,”
replied the woman. .

Barbara hurried back to the Tele-
graph office, and into McDermott's
‘private room.

“Look here, Miss Hawley,” he
said. ‘““We've got this story sewed
up, I think.

share. Now you can go home.”

going, Barbara sat down opposite
him and began to cry.
MeDermott laid down his
nervously. He looked about for help.
Seeing none, he said to her, “Look
here, Miss Hawley.
out under this life.” What're you

good newspaper woman, but damned
if T don’t hate to see you give way
as you are doing lately.

“Why don’'t you get married?"”

Barbara only sobbed the harder.

“Phere, I didn’'t mean that imper-
tinently. But sometimes I wonder
how on earth you happen to he in
this game. 1 know you're ngt the
kind of woman who'd want to marry
just to stop working. But why kill
yourself in a newspaper job?

“You see I'm talking like your
father's friend, now, not like your
boss."

Barbara was crying harder than
ever. “Bruce Reynolds will -believe
that I've ruined him,” she choked.

L
slept little that

ARBARA
B night.
All at once she was out of

lbed as a sound came from her
| mother's room. Barbara snatched
hwr bathrobe from & vhair and ran
linto the hall.

| Barbara stole to the door and lis-
| tened.
1Sha pushed the door open. The
night nurse lay asleep on her cot.
Mrs. Hawley was sitting upright in
bed, her head drooping.

‘On what train do you expect Mr. |
{ miliar.

public,” said Barbara slowly.

A Pe AR e e

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES—By Martin

HEAVENS - WHAT ON BARTH
ARE THE SMITWS OP.
STARS DOING 2 WHAT
AWFOL NOISE

)

1T SOUNDS 1\KE THEY WERE
HALIN' A CHARIOT RACE (P
THERE -\Y MUST BE | |
MRS SMITH PRACTICING TH
CHARIESTON AGAIN . THEYRE
MAKIN SO MUCH NOISE
.\ CANTY STODY -

1M GOING TO TAKE KER UP A PECE B
OF THE CAKE | MADE TODAY -
L\ SEE WHAT \S GOING ON -

——

WEL -TELL 'EM 1TSS AWRIGHT
THMAKE SO MUCH RACKET
IF THEY WANTA

BUT TBE QUIET ABOUT IT

Bt I

' —3 NOW HERMAM. ]
DONT TELL ME NO<NO' T SAY DE
- '<.° You TALKED NEX TIME HE PALL
\e LIKE THAT TO ME QUID! FRST
oL HURRY MANPE A SUIFT
PooncH ON DE
NOSE -DEN VYQU

KNOW VAT 1 TELL

nd Tlinols investors out of

He put his!

!
!

And we're.not entirely |\ o4r o darling.
sure of the facts yet. I've decided to !me today you were on the mend. You
hold off until timorrow morning and |y,ygstn't let these night thoughts get
extra early, to catch the c¢rowds on|hold of you.
their way to work. You've done your | going to be sitting up by the dining

To his great surprise. instead of |his cage beside you.

|

|

going to do about it? You're a darn|
| plied,

“Mother dear,” whispered Parbara,

slipping into the room noiselessly.
“What's the matter.”
“Babs, dear,” she said huskily,

and Barbara's heart almost stopped.
Her mother’'s voice was so unfa-

She sat down on the bedside and

put her arm around her mothers
shoulders. “Are you feeling worse,
mother?  Shall I call Miss Upton?”

The older woman shook her head,
feebly. “No, I want to talk to you,
Barbara. We may not have another
chance.”

Barbara ‘““Nonsense,
Graham told

choked.
Dr.

In a few days you're

room window, with Kiki singing in

Just wait."
“Perhaps, Babs—and perhaps not.

But anyhow, I want to talk to you

pipe | now."”
“All right, mumsy, but don't -ever |

say such gloomy things again.

You're wearing | They're not true and I can’t stand

them. What's on your mind?”
“Just this, Babs,” her mother
slowly. “I'm worried about
you. It seemg to be you're living a
miserable life. Day after day, I've
watched you and feared for you.
How long can you go on like this?

re-

You're missing everything that
‘m:nkns life worth living.” Mrs.
| Hawley sank lower in the bed from
the effort of speaking.

“Why, honey,” replied Barbara,
“I'm not leading such a hard

%
|
|

1

Someone was stirring inside. |

It's long hours-and heavy work, but
I like it. And you know I wanted
my own life,
about me."”

Her mother was not listening. “If
I should go, Barbara, what would be-
come of you? It terrifies me. I'm
afraid to die because of it. You'll be
knocked around with nobody to care
what happens to you.

life. {

You mustn't worry |

of those restless souls who can never
be satisfled to belong anywhere. I1f
I were tied to a home and a man,
I'd be kicking over the traces in a
vear or two and going out for ad-
venture. _And that would bé worse
than the life I'm in now.

“As for Bruce,’—her voice was
harsh—‘"he’s proved what sort he i3
by marrying his Vieoletta, You ought
to thank God you backed me up ™
that.” .

Mrs. Hawley reached for her hand.
‘““There’s nothing in all the world so
fearful as loneliness, Babs,” she said.
“We all have to go through life
more or less by ourselves. Nobody
can meet the crisis with us. But
just to have somehody who loves

l
|
|
|
|
|
|

against the ¢old.”

lessly. “What ig it you want me to
do, mumsy?’”’ she asked. “I'd
anything to make you happy.”

Mrs. Hawley raised her eyes to
Bdrbara's. They were glittering
with fever. “Promise me that if

love ever comes again, you'll take
it. Barbara.”

The girl turned her head away.
!"That's a large promise, mumsy,”
| she said. “I don't trust love. And it
won't come again. But I'l always
| be able to take care of myself.” She
spoke brightly.

The woman in the bed stirred rest-
lessly and slipped down among the
| pillows. “It's a terrible thing—this
living.””

Jarbara went back to bed and to
| «leep almost at once. Youth and
Ihe:mh demanded their due,
| In th morning, when Barbara
awoke, r-Zm found her mother much
| better. Miss Upton, the nurse, ar-
ranged a breakfast table by the bed,
where Barbara could eat with her
mother, Mrs. Hawley was brighter
| than for many days, and listened
| cheerfully while Barbara talked.

“It isn't the old maid part of k,jnut sometimes a shadow passed ac-

that is so awful—it's the being alone
in your later years—not having any
place that belongs to you. I'm afraid
I should not have encouraged you to
give up Bruce.,” Mrs, Hawley’s head
drooped sideways on the pillow. Bar-
bara saw tears glistening,

Her own mouth tightened, ‘“Listen,
mother dear, I'm all right, I'm one

| cross her drawn face.

A newshoy out on the street
shoyted “Wuxtry.” Barbara ran to
the window. She knocked on the
window and beckoned to him.

She met him with the necessary
pennies on the front porch. “Big
real estate swindle,” said he, his
freckled face beaming at her.

us—that's the only defense there is |
Barbara stood looking at her help- |

do '

Barbara tore the paper open,

Black scare headlines
story: “Millions lost in Vale Acres.
Manners skips town with entire
bank account of firm. Hundreds of
local people h't’

Barbara turned faint.

“What was the extra, Barbara?"

called her mother as she paassed
through the hall.

“Just some blg business story,
mother,

Barbara reached the Telegraph of
fice an hour late. “How come, Bar
bara?” asked Bob. ‘“Seems to me
vou're neglecting your precious Kay
reer.” He stopped at sight of her
face.

Wells looked up.
| he cried testily, “Where on earth
| have you been? It's almost §:30
Young Reynolda was expected in on
the 8 o'clock train, and I wanted
to send you to meet him and get a
statement. You're the only one that
knows this story all the way
through."”

“Misa Hawley."”

He was running through a pile of
clippings and did not see Barbara's
white face. ‘“‘Dash over at once and
see if you can catch young Reyn
olds. Get some kind of statement.”

“T will ask for
Wells, but I
ask."”

a statement, M
won't do more than

Barbara left the Telegraph office
In the building where Bruce had
his office Barbara found hersell in
a crowd that stormed tho elevator,

When the car reached the floor on
which the Manners, Stone & Rey
nolds office was located, the crowd
poured out. Barbara was thrust
forward against her will,

Men were blecking the door of the
suite, Barbara pushed through the
throng and set out for a rear door,
which opened around the corner, iler
heart was pounding and her head felt
giddy.

The door opened In front of he:
and Bruce came out., He was bare
headed and walked as though un
conscious where he was. Barbara
saw a ruffled lock of hair standing
up on his head She gave a little
zasp und ran toward him

Bruce did not seem to smee her

told the.

Men were gesticulating and wumr.
were talking in high pitched voices

(To Be Continued)

OUR BOARDING HOUSE—By AHERN

EGAD,~ EGAD, s \WHAT
AP T AM ! v DRAT

T ALL, wx« MV BROTHER TSAKE
SENT ME A WIRE “THAT WE
WILL ARRWE HERE MONDAN
“T0 STAY FOR A MONTH ! ww
GREAT CAEGAR,urTHE MADAM
KNOWS BWOTHING ABOUT VT
NET, w GHE WILL GO W A
“TANTRUM ! waras BLAGT

T, BUIGTER - GUGGEST,
9OME‘\’\—\N6 1=

"\

20Ny

WELL, wo LEMME _GEE, vaaa
HMM, wr 0 CHANCE! OF U5
MOVING -T0 ANOTHER HOUGE BeTWeEN
NoW AR' MONDAV,wr NOPE,wTHAT ONE

AT RIPE ! v MIGHT GTICK A
SGMALL-POX S1GN ON “TH' DOOR, war
NO,wTAKE WOULD GAY HE HAD (T
ONCE, AN' HE'G IMMUNE ! v WECK
MATSOR, w THATS ALL T HAVE 1
A GT0CK, w GUESGS “TR' 0NN
“THING 19 FOR \OU -0 CHOOGE
W NEAREST EXIT! =

FRECKLES AND RIS FRIENDS—By BLOSSER

'6BE! IT'S FINE MONTHS'
| VET TILL AY BIRTHDAY= LET'S
SEG= WHAT DO I WANT ON
AY BIRTHDAY, ¢ BALL GLONE
OR A WHITE RATZ

=

O, \WHAT ARE

VL 60ING TO 6IVE

AE a0 AY
BIRTMDAY §

OFF YET=\NMEN YOUR
BIRTUDAY COMES YoU CAN
AANE AAYTHING YOO ASK.
FOR!

WHY, THATS A LONG WaY ) .

WISH TUAT YOU WouLD
LET A& HANE SUMETHING

!




