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SAND

by ELENORE MEHERIN,
Author of

$ALESMAN $AM—By SWAN

“CHICKIE”

rete NI ORY SO ¥

SANDY MeNEIL, in love with life,
marries BEN MURILLO, a rich Italian,
to please her impoverished family V-

ranny by Murillo and frequent_quarrels
follow. " A gon dies at birth, BOB Mec-
g‘]i!{,, her ‘nlwlt-_ aids  in 5 nl:m: i h(:r
andy and her mother to take a trip to
Honolulu, There she meets RAMON
WORTH, who save her life in the surf.
n the same steamer home he declares
his Jove. Murillo says he will never re-
leage her, JUDITH MOORE. a cousin,
tells Sandy love is everything, Murillo
overtakes her as she goes for a tryst
with Ramon, She leaves his house and
accepts the kindly attentions of
whose home she shares. She goe

live with her cousin, J

ing with Ramon DOUGL
the man whom Judith loves. introduces
his friend, HAL HUME to Jundith. He,
himeelf, falls in love with Sandy
reciproocates hig affection, This
Judith heartbroken. Sandy tells Doug:
iag about Ramon. She receives word
from her uncle that he has started suit
she will have her
r

who
faves

for divoree and hopes

freedom within a year.
GO ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER LXXXVI

e looked after Judith lingeringly

Judith going up the hill with a
milk bottle tucked under her arm.
"ine way to spend New Year's Eve!
She could have come! It wouldn't
have hurt her to come-—

She reached the high flight of
teps. The door closed on her. Go-
ing into make the eggnog—.

e frowned impatiently. She could
have come! Didn't need to go run-
ning up the hill like that,

vor of her lips; her singing: ‘“Happy
New Year, Doug—oh, happy, happy
year!"”

* &0

Almost midnight. They sat at the

table. An eggnog was served. Ab-
ruptly and sadly this recalled Ju-
dith running up the hill, the milk !

bottle in her hands. Then he told |
Sandy about the meeting and that |
he had asked Judith along. But she |
wouldn't come, and how strange this !
seemed If it was true they h.'ulnt‘
quarreled, 1
Bright stains like red petals
bloomed on either of Sandy'’s cheeks. |
“Because if you left just because |
they're crowded, they were <:r<>wdmi3
just the same months ago.” l
“What did Judith say?" |
“That you wanted to got” E

i

|

“I had to go!

Then feverishly:
“You see, my aunt is against di-
vorce, just as my father She
would still think I had no right— |

is.

(ENGLISH ME EYE- CAN You
MAKE. THRT O0UT—- (AN Yoo |
READ IT— DOES THAT Look
LIKE ENGUSH TO You Tt

D2URE —
™aT'S
ENGLISH

(HEY WATER— \
(ANT READ THIS
FREN(H MENU—
BRING ME ONE

15 -85S So- WELL,
“eT's ENGLSH

\ NEUER COULD READ
BeroRE-

~ —\F Y{oU DIONT

HAVE \T
VPSIDE

DOWN

W?

no right to think of you, l):nu:lns."l
“Judith wouldn’t think this?" |
‘““No—Judith wouldn't——" And
for the first time the whole evening
Sandy's spirits fell. She thought |
with a fltter of vague despair: *If |
he saw Judith take that picture .n("-‘
his the way she did and@hide it
away-—if he saw that look in Ju- |

ONeE

Fle went on reluctantly, filled with
regret and a queer sense of lonell-
ness. Mean to go off and leave Jude
behind. Why hadn’t he thought of
asking her sooner?

He remembered last
thore years. Now she wouldn't
think he'd forgotten her—forgotten
11l those dear, happy times—

L B

year — all

As he got into the car he suddenly
remembered Judith’s eyes—deep vio-
let stars and odd way she said, look-
ing off to the sky: ‘“Why, there's
nothing to tell, Doug. What should
there be to tell?” Saying this and
holding Him with re warm, tear-
tilled eyes—

e idled with the gears. Why did

Judith look so? And her hands
trembling. Was she hurt to he left
1lone? No—Judith was never hurt |

too much humor—too much pride.
She was just queer—different from
She could ery any old time
cloud drifting through a tree
top; a bird singing, or a ship going
down the horizon. The littlest things
ffected her so deeply. That's what
made her such a kick. You never
knew how she would Treact;
sot tired of Jude,

A sudden image of her in one of
inexplicable moods filed with
startling polgnancy to his mind.
Last year just at midnight they were
dancing together, At the stroke of
twelve the light flashed out. He
swept her gayly close, stooped for a
quick, happy kiss—unexpectedly
flushed at the soft sweetness of Ju-

others.
at a

these

dith's lips-——unexpectedly stirred by
the white, breathless qulet of hen
nd that strange, half prayer, half
mile that passed like a light over

Judith's face,
As though a Kiss were something

cpochal—hnshed as before a vision
or a holy miracle

This image of Judith eame to him
now disturbingly He put it aside,
saying several times: “Bunk—oh,
bunk.” Judith thought the world of
him—of course, And he didn't

know anything he wouldn't do for

Jude—but the idea of supposing it
went any deeper with her—-

But the image of her with that
stilled, joyous look returned again
and again, It brought other images,
Once they talked of marriage, he |

aid he was in no hurry because he'd

have to give her up. He asked:|
Flver think of that, Jude? How'd
vou like it? Wouldn't -you care?"
Her hands reached for his. She
turned her face upward with a soft,
piercing laugh; eyes all violet with
fire. “Would I care, Doug? I'll care!

Ioly smoke, you bet I'll care!”

He now wished savagely that Ju-
dith was along. Queer that she and
Sandy had parted, Pretty darn
queer, after the trouble of fixing up
the room He'd find out about it—
hame if anything had happened

FFor a fragile moment a suspicion
that Sandy might have done some-
thing—might have hurt Judith, took

spark in his thought; made him hot
1 uncomfortable. ...

But this spark died the instant he
saw her, All in white, running down
the Sandy looked like an
angel in white, that band of bril-
liants in her hair,

He laughed and caught her soft,
wppealing hands, thrilled by the fer-

COULD MARDLY =
DRAG AROUND

stairs,

Cardui and Soon Noticed an
Improvement—Appet-
tite Came Back.

S0 many women who are weak and
run-down, just drag around, not know-
how to look for rellef for their
roubles, On the other hand, thousands
bave reported that they have found
Cardui helpful in building up their
ealth and strength.

Mrs, Linwood D, Furman, 1010 East
Church Street, Jacksonville, Fid., tells
bow she gained relief through the use
«f Cardui:

*“I was very
spring. 1 hardly drag
around the house, A lady friend came
to see me one day and asked me why
I did not take Cardui.

“I got a bottle (of Cardii) and be-
gan to take it, I.noticed an improve-
ment in myself at once My appetite
came back and my general health grew
hetter,

“In every way I found Cardui a most
satisfactory and I have recom-
mended it to several of my friends,”

Over forty years of use, by thou-
sands of women, stand behind every
hottle of Cardul you buy. This well-
known tonie contains medicinal ingredi-
ents of best, selectedy quality, which
ents' of best, sclected quality, which
vears of thorongh testing have shown
to be of value i just such cuses as that
deseribed above,

Try Cardui in your own case,
Sold by druggists, everywhere

[Take

ing

much run-down

tonie,

A PURELY
EGETABLE TONIC

never |
|

last |
myself |

dith's face—oh, Lord, if he guessed
| that Judith loved him!
L BN

Then they rode out to the Marina.
It was raining—a fine, gray mist
| that,whirled in great, silvery wheels
|over the waters. Sandy thought of
| the night of ‘the housewarming,
| when all the guests were gone and
she had stolen to the big room on
the third floor, |

How utterly alone she had (vlt!,
watching that pale finger of light
trace across the sky. And as she
stood there suddenly and shyly
[like the opening of petals, like the
| lutter of a faint stir
| touched along her nerves. Arresting,
’«l»-lh-;n», unique—the stir of life
| ... notes of music dropping on her

So,

song, a

| heart.
| Then no
Then she was filled with this warm

she was longer alone.

yvearning sweetness, |
Even as now. She closed hnr!
eyes, drawing a deep, unconscious |
sigh, This happiness would not
pass. This happiness was hers. She

felt suddenly an of
assurance,

She reached one soft hand upward |
|:.n<l laid it against his cheek, “Doug
{lag, {f the noblest and sweete
woman in the world came and said
she loved you, would you still think

imperious need

<t

of me?”
1' “The sweetest and dearest has
| said jt.”

“But if someone better?' And
| now both hands touched his face,

held it while her eyes gearched ana
pleaded: “If someone better? Oh,
somebody fine like Jude?”

Her lips trembled. Then her r»_\--\“

TO ANK
CAN SUFFER
WITHA 1T
PLAYIN' SEE SAW WITH
YOU, LKE A MULE ‘N
RUBBER HARNESS!

WHY MOTHERS GET GRAM —
-TME BLOODLESS BATILE.

GRAB TRAT STRINGT JUST

MORE. WHEN T GO
AND YOO

BuT 00 Ggosy
POP, ™™ scARED

VILL PAN ME DER

ALL NIGHT TS GONNA

\

IM TARU HORT ! walrT

NOW -WAIT'LL
1 GIT MY NERUE
UP AGIN~WAIT
NOW ~\WA|T—

HEN ! THERE You
Go AGAN

AND SO ON
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closed, feeling the sweep %of his
arms, the laugh of his lips against
her own: “If all the women in the

JRWILLAL‘%
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES—By MARTIN¢

world—if the five hundred wives of |

Solomon came—"'

“It would still be T, Doug? 1,
'l'lrst'.’ You see I've alwavs heen so g.éﬁE
|near to happiness and always just .
| missed it—"" | + BOOT‘,'
| He saws’he tears trembling on her | 8O3
}1::.\]|f-.~»snw the whiteness of her B??BME
lips. He sald between a laugh and THE RAGE
a cry: “You poor little kid! But BOOTSHﬁ\ﬁ'
you won't miss it this time. ' | BEEN
make up to you for all that, Sandy | EMMPED
|- for every last bit of it—" ‘ WITH 1ET-
|~ “I*wish you'd say that ten |hm:-} TERS ASK~
sand times, Doug You don't love ING FOR
me as much as I love you. You | HER PICTURE
couldn't, No one in the world loves | S\GAMATURE ]
as 1 love you!” ENOORSE -

LA B MENT AND

And that night, too, Sandy stood | WHAT NOT
at thke window, her eyes filling be- | § (<]
:‘t'.‘l"lst' of all that music in her heart. | OCH S
[“I can't help it,”” she murmured: AME‘
“I can't help it! It's mine! It's ours!" |

OH BOY .HERES ONE OFFERING
ME A THOUSAND BUCKS A
WEEK T‘60 ON TH' STAGE .

STAGE ? —WHY, | WAS NEUER
ON A STAGE N MY L\FE .
\ WOOLON'T Euspn

NHEEEL:EE !

She found it so easy to laugh—
easier still to cry.

They went on seeing each other
levery day—growing nearer

—grow- |
ing happier until the very summit |

{of joy

YOO SAY YoU CAN LET ME

OM, FIDDLE STIcKsS.

G HANG TUAT LUMBER FOR. ‘TEN WHAT ARE YoU :

| X l.n the end of January DBob Me- CENTS A FOOTT ALL RIGAT- GOING T DO WITH DONYASKSOMI;ANy

| Neil sent a wire to Sandy; “Come SEAD AE NINETY EIGKT ) LOMBER, Pop? Wiy SIS N
| down this week-e will you? Un- .2 FEET, MR. UL]NEJ Do "U-\E\/ SELLIT

looked for complication. Don't get | s

| too alarmed. Fear counter t-h:llr;rvsfl' | N - FEET? /'/\

| Saturday Sandy was back in Santa }

| Bob MeNeil.
| DBob handed her a letter: “See here

|

|

|

|

| Barbara. She stood in the office nf’
|
hilrln kid—don't, get so white. |
|

He |
you. 1I]
But read this—" |

Standing there with thoss burning [
words leaping from the pages, 'Sandy
|

isays he has the
know it's a lie,

goods on

feit the desolation that is death,
(To Be Continued)

HERESY EVIDENCE GIVEN

1 Promise of a

|

comprehensive 1n-£;
vestigation into charges made by the
Natlonal League for the Betterment,‘
of the Public School in connection |

| with heretical teachings in Indian- |
apolis schools was given league of-"
ficials by Superintendent of Schools |

WOW', SAYS BRITON,

ing to let you beat me.

Editor's Note: Gilbert Frankau, British
author of the novel “Masterson,” is dis-
covering America from N York to Holly-
wood. In the following article, the second
Frankau has written since his arrival in
| the United States, he expresses astonish-
| ment at the fast pace of American life.

{ By Giibert Frankau

} CHICAGO, May 3.—Except when
|

|

[ write fiction, .which I do very
slowly, trying to make each word
paint its picture or tell its story,
I am a fairly quick worker. People
in my own country call me quite a
live wire, and it has even been sug-
| gested that if I go on writing novels,
| writing articles, oditing a film news
reel, making political speeches, to
say nothing of dancing, driving rac-
ing ecars, playing semi-professional
tennis and riding to hounds, I shall
die a very early and extremely un-

-

—_

Heal that {tching rash with

Resinol

pleasant death from exhaustion.
One who has used this comforting,| How then am I to come alive
healing ointment writes—*Resinol | through  this hustling America,

Ointment is so soothm§ it stopped my [ where I have to do at least three
ltphxqg at once and . got the first!times as much work as T ever con,
night’s sleep I had had in weeks. Now | temiplated at home?
my skin is well.” What it, has done for | No Bluff
one it can do for others. Why don’t you | »
“%ry it and save yourself hours of tor |

| ture? Resinol soothes as it heals.

[ Ask your druggist about it

The .question 1 admit is already
heginning to bother me. T had heard
a geod Jdeal about the American

hustler befute I came over; but

Keep Up, but\ ‘Whew’ Again.

E. U. Graff at a conference. Graff | Go on with your hustling. Inter-
asked officials for evidence collected | IN SP E E D i/ AME R lC'[4, view me, make me speak, make
in the league investigation. me write, show me your friendly

Graff accepted the evidence rlnd! | . ¢ . 3 “ s

hands, teach me your Charleston

names of teachers and schools in | | 1 1 d
which affidavits, held by the league, | . i i 4 1 i jprocuce me ycur vamps and dose |
Mot sglnsmaigrmon iy . Author Has National Pride and He’s Doing His Best to LA Sith Sike semtietic aiw; until]
-

| like a bee hive.
frankly I never believed a word n[}“'"”‘[ care. Somehow I'll live up to
it. I regarded the whole thing as a |\l; And somehow I'll get to the end
bluff. “Nobody can work as hard i“r this outward journey,

z Because the end of this journey is
P > rate ks - . |
as they pretend they do,” was what Hollywood, where even the wicked,
I told myself.

| I am told, are allowed to rest.
after just five |

weeks over here, I know better. The |
pace ratio of your country to mine

is—I should say—about three to | M Iz 5 Ii I XI I

Now, however, R SR

one. Stepping on the gas seems to |
be your national pastime. You go at ‘
everything—and you go at it likn[
blazes.

One of my own days, for instance,
may comtain five presg, interviews, |
three public speeches, an article for

Tenant Protests Water in
Basement,

‘RIE]

hustling game, at least I am not go-

O GEE.! O GEE! ©

GEE! NHERES ONE OFFERING Q
A BI6G JOB T'SING — N'HERE'S
ANOTHER OFFER T'POT ON A
BIG DANCE ACT (N VAUOEUWLE,

\UE HAD A

GEE !

GOSH ! \T BEATS ALL-TH TALENT \'VE
GOT HERE ALL OF A SUDDEN. \ GUESS

DIDNT KNOW 1T . \ AWWAYS KNEW
{ WAS TOO SMART FOR MOST
PEOPLE — \T'S ABOOT TIME
THEX'RE WAKIN' 0P

LOT ALL TR TIME N' JUS’

'DS—By BLOSSER

( DID KE SAY
IT WOLLD BE

NN

" GOOD GRIEF! STOP )
Yo IR, PRYING =

ANOW

- REMEMBER, \NHAY” pop
HERE TODAY S { VoL DON'T KAOW
WARY IS IT TEN \NONT KLRT
vou!!

=DOWN AT OLR
ScHoou IT

© 1926 »
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gas man can't get down
the meter. Every time there
rain the water gets a little deeper.
| The property owner and the agent
| ifter time that it
care of at once,
n done,

TIMES READER

| has told us time

| would be
I nothing

taken

has be

The only encouraging feature

!my knees ache and my head buzzes | of your predicament is that the
I don't care and 1 |

| &as man can't get the data for the
| bill. The board of health prom
ised Mr. Fixit an early investi-
gation,

also is

|  The
‘:m ¢ insanitary

board
drug E.
| Tenth St., reported by a
DIEAR MR. FIXIT:

sdone

store on
reader.
be about machines
parked on both sldes of Sixtenth
;St.. from Sherman Dr. to Denny St.?
| There are no sidewalks on either
|side of the street.
| TWO RESIDENTS.
1 Under present regulations cars

my home newspapers, a rough idea
for a short story, a factory inspec-
tion, two free meals, four hundred
new acquaintances, an attempt to
learn the Charleston, an escape from
a vamp, and, if I am very lucky, a
dose of synthetic gin which finds me
very resolute for stricter enforce-
ment of the Eighteenth Amendment
next morning.
His National Pride.

Still, 1 Am carrying on. My nation-
al pride as a Britisher is aroused.

Let Mr. Fixit present your case to
city officials. He is The Times rep-
resentative at the city hall. Write him
at The Times

With fourteen inches of water in
the cellar, a property owner has ap-
pealed to Mr. Fixit for aid in cor-
recting an insanitary condition
the 1600 block on Lexington Ave.
DEAR MR. FIXIT: We rented

this house under promise of being
repaired. Our basemnt has about

in

If T cannot heat you at your own 'fourteen inches of water in it. The

/8

may be parked twelve hours in the
residential district. However, you
might ask one of your city council-
men to introduce an ordinance au-
thorizing parking only on one side
of the thoroughfare,

To Times Reader: Mr. Fixit
makes it his policy to handle no
complaints of liquor law violations.
| They should be sent directly to po-
|licq. Mr. Fixit's job is to help vou
get things ‘done at city hall, such
as finding out why your street pay-
ing is delayed or why you cannot

to read |
is a

|
but |

|
investigating

Can anything |

being

| PLEASANT
| LAXATIVE
| For Sick,

Bilious
Children

/

Mother!
“California

aslr |

Fig Syrup”

If your little one is out-of-sorts,

won't play, seems sick, languid, not |
natural—suspect the bowels! A tea-|
spoonful of delicious “Califgrnia Fiq}
Syrup” given anytime sweetens the |
stomach and soon moves the sour
fermentations, gases, poisons and in-

get a street light installed,

digestible matter right out of the
bowels and you have a well, playful

( child

again,

Millions of mothers depend upon
this gentle, harmless laxative. It
never cramps or overacts. Say ‘“‘Call-
fornia” to your druggist and avold
counterfeits. Insist upon genuine
“California Flg Syrup” which has
directions for babies and children of
all ages plainly printed on bottle.—
==Advertiscment

Give Constipated Child ®




