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¥ THIS HAS HAPPENED

a rich MR. LORE es o
Then she asks Bertie Lou to forgive

the past.

Trying to keep up_ socially with
wealthy friends plunges Rod in debt and
he becomes depressed. Lila seizes her
chance to persuade him to accept a
higher salary from Loree. Shortly after
she asks Rod to put some jewels in the
safe during her husband’s absence. They
disappear and Rod wants to notify the

olice, but Lila insists on secrecy, point-
Ell out that suspicion against him might

o0il his_career.
'DBen.le Lou finds out that he has been
seeing Lila secretly and is heartbroken.
She goes home to her mother without

ing Rod. A
”CT::: separation, added to [Lila's

lotting causes a coldness between them.

06 expects the other to make advances
or explanation. Rod goes to the Lorees
without her. and Bertie Lou goes out
with MARCO PALMER to retaliate.

Rod is stunned to learn that Lila de-
ceived him about the stolen iswels when
a connoisseur admires her poaris at a
ginner party. She admits that she gave
him an empty case in order to make him
dependent on her gznerosity and to win
his love. He repudiates her treachery
and_ disloyalty to her husband, and she
reminds him that hli,slwﬂe is at a house
party with young Palmer.

He leaves her and drives to the
Palmer_estate\where he szes Marco and
Bertie Lou in lounging robes and leaves

ly cominz upstairs ro.

wim. When Bertie Lou gets home, Ro

¢ gone leaving no word, but a check
or $2, Not realizing that he left

t of his i of her, Bertie
u denounces Lila for trying to take

m away from her.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XXXVII
ILA spent but little time over her
breakfost, having used up the
best part of two hours in making
herself presentable. It was not
easy to erase the ravages of - her
»night of fury.

But when she left the apartment
she looked stunning in a dove gray
outfit and a two-skin fox scarf. And
her eyes were sparkling with re-
mewed tnthusiasm for living.

The big thing had happened. Rod
and Bertie Lou had parted. That
was all she needed to set her agal}
on the old road of conquest, with
Rod’s heart as her goal. ¥

He would be at the office, of
eourse. It was not uncommon for
her to see sim there. Frequently she
dropped in for a word or two with
him when she visited Cyrus.

She nodded and smiled fleetingly
at the girl in the reception room
as she passed on her way to her
husband’s private office. Cyrus was
tolerant of her unannounced de-
scents upon him and she did not
bother to ask if he were engaged.
Neither did she stop to rap for ad-
mittance.

Cyrus was at his desk, poring
over a pile of correspondence, and a
large black scowl clouded his usual-
ly good-natured expression. Lila
paused a moment inside the room,
to make up her mind what to ask
for as an excuse for this particular
intrusion. She decided to make it
something unimportant, seeing that
Cyrus looked annoyed.

“Lo, daddy,” she greeted him.
The greeting he gave her in return
was most undaddylike. “Well, what
do you want?” he grunted.

Lila came over and leaned against
his desk. “Oh, nothing if you've got
a cross on,” she pouted. “Did you
drink too much last night?”

“Never mind last night.
you can tell me why Rod Bryer left
the party.”

Lila started. “You were the last
to see him,” Cyrus went on. “Didn’t
he tell you anything?”

“Why, what do you mean?” Lila
asked, barely keeping herself from
stammering.

Cyrus reached out over his desk
and picked up a sheet of paper.
This he thrust toward Lila. She
took it in nervous fingers. “Read
it,” Cyrus said, unnecessarily. “Lila
was reading. When she put it down
her emotions were under better con-
trol.

“That’s a mean way to treat you!”
ghe declared warmly. “After all
you've done for him!”

Cyrus glanced sharply at her.
“Haven’t you any idea why he re-
gigned?” he queried doubtfully.

“Of course not!” Lila answered
promptly. “He didn’t tell me a
thing. But I could see that he was
upset and I asked him what was
wrong. He wouldn't tell me. It’s
Bertie Lou, I guess, and the way
ghe’s behaving with that young
Marco Palmer. Maybe Rod's quit
his job to take her back to Way-
ville. Didn’'t you see him? Have

, & talk with him, or anything?”

“No. He came in early, his ste-
nographer told me, and wrote this
note to me. That’s all I know. But
it’s queer. If he’d given some rea-
son. . .. To tell the truth, Lila, I
thought for a while that you might
have something to do with it. I've
an idea that young puppy thinks
more of you than he should.”

Lila laughed and came over to put
her arms around his neck. “Don’t
be a silly old daddy,” she purred.
*“1f Rod cared anything about me
¥d know it.”

Cyrus reached up and patted her
hand. “You've been seeing a lot of
him,” he reminded her fatuously.
“you must be more careful, Lila.
You're not the sort of girl a man
can be around very much without
being tempted to fall in love with

ou.”

. “you flatter me, darling,” Lila re-
plied with a wry smile. “But we
needn’t worry about Rod—I think
he's concerred cver Bertie Lou. And
when a man’s thinknig about his
own wife he isn’t likely to fall in
Jove with another’s. You don’t
know where he’s gone?” she added
suddenly.

“] don’t know anything except
what’s in that note. He quit, with-
out notice and without giving a
reason. And I'm damned if I'll take
him back!”

Lila did not think Rod would
ask to be taken back. He was
showing more manhood than she
believed he had. This was a move
ghe had not anticipated. It would
be hard to keep in touch with him
now.

“Oh, don’t be harsh,” she said.
“It is enough to make you angry—
such ingratitude. I felt that way
at first, but after all, you know, we
might find out that he had a very
good reason, or maybe the poor boy
just didn’t know what he was
doing.”

“You're too soft hearted,” Cyrus
told her with admiring reproof.
“People aren’t always grateful, you
know, dear. See how Bertie Lou has
returned your kindness.”

“1 know,” Lila sighed, “but Rod
is different; let's give him a hearing
anyhow. Have you any idea where

Unless |
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to search for Rod in her own way.
She called on the private detective
she had retained to solve the mys-
tery of her “stolen jewels.”

She had let him work on that job
for a week and then had dismissed
him, well paid and with a thorough
understanding that she did not wish
the mystery solved.

Now she sent him out to find
Rod. It was a matter of days be-
fore he returned with the address of
a rooming house in the West Forties.
Lila went there immediately.

But she did not find Rod at home.
And when the landlady described his
caller in answer to the questions
he put because he feared it might
be Lila, he recognized the descrip-
tion as fitting her.

Azain he moved, and this time
he left no trace. He took a room
in the upper East Side, well out-
side the pale of the fashionable
river section. He believed Lila
would not care to visit him there
even if she located him. And he
was in no mood to see her.

Life was a stark reality of fun-
damentals now. A matter of bed
and bread. For Rod was broke.
He had engaged a lawyer, paid him
a fee for the legal work of hand-
ing over everything Rod possessed
to Bertie Lou; turned most of his
personal belongings into cash which

loan lie had received from him,
and started out in search of a new
position with no credentials and
no patronage.

It did not seem to him quixotic
that he should strip himself of
everything he owned, except a few
clothes, and give most of it to his
wife.

He wanted nothing to do with
money earned through Lila’s in-
terest in him. Bertie Lou might
as well have it. At least it would
buy her a decent trousseau when
she married Marco Palmer. . . .

It was not & huge sum that he
sent her, but it made Bertie Lou
gasp. Nearly two thousand dollars!
At first she wondered where Rod
had got it. Then she remembered
that he had been saving half his
sslary for many months. Since
spring, in fact, and it was now
early fall.

She was inclined not to touch the
money. It seemed to her that Rod
had saved it in cold calculation as
the price of his freedom.

He could not desert her without
making some provision for her,
Bertie Lou surmised. So he had
saved until he could go without
feeling like a scoundrel.

Bertie Lou wept and laughed over
the money. No wonder he never
would tell her why they must live
so niggardly, do without things,
move into a cheap apartment and
not have a maid—not even a clean-
ing woman by the day! He was
saving to leave her!

he sent to his father to clear the |

| me close this suitcase.”

She cried and laughed some more.
It really was funny, she told her-
self. Their living together that
way, saving just as they'd planned
to save for that home they were
going to bui'd some day. ...

But, that was before they were
married. Bertie Lou sat suddenly
down on her bed and ceased to
laugh, even hysterically, as she had
been doing.

That house! Had there ever re-
ally and truly been a time when
she and Rod had planned a house,
a home of their own. A stab of
poignant pain in the region of her
heart supplied the answer.

Rod ought to have known that
he couldn’t buy himself away from

go, but she would not use the
money. Perhaps she could get him
to take it back.

But his lawyer said no.

Then Bertie Lou put the check
in the bank and set about earning
her living without touching Rod’s
money. She did not know what
she would do with it finally, but at
least she would not use it for her-
self.

Marco Palmer begged her to get
a divorce and marry him, but Bertie
Lou laughed at him as one laughs at
an amusing child with impossible
ideas. However, Marco would not

her though, she mourned. He could ..

| take offense or be discouraged.

“Some day you will, Bertie Lou."‘
he declared. “You know I'm 2
very fine fellow, really. I'd make a'g
excellent husband because I haven't
a wild oat left to sow.” ~

“Please get off that table and help

{

Bertie Lou was moving. She was |
sending the furniture from the|
small apartment to join that which
had been stored when they moved
from the larger place. She could
not bear to part with any of it,
though she knew it would be costly
to pay storage for it.

“If you want to do something for
me, Marco, get me a job. I'm a very
good stenographer, but a bum wife.”4

Marco di help her find a posi-
tion. It was with a friend of his.
Bertie Lou marveled at his con-
stancy and self-sacrifice as the
months went by and hé continued
to devote himself to her without |
signs of wearying of her many re- |
fusals. |

But even if she had wanted to |
marry Marco she couldn't have. |

She hadn't divorce. It puzzled !
her to know why Rod was so long
in seeking one. She knew nothing
about him, where he was living or |
what he was doing. ]

One day a letter came from his
lawyer asking her to call at his |
office. She felt, then, that the blow
had fallen. |

(To Be Continued)

THE NEW

Tony’s long slim legs did not
flash up the stairs. Her feet dragged
a bit, as her impulsive mind, unac-
customed to analytical thinking,
turned over the amazing things that
a black girl of her own age had
told her—directly and indirectly.

At the head of the stairs she was
about to sing out, “Peg! Pat! Food!”
When the sound of ‘bitter, loud quar-
reling stopped her.

The sound of harsh, high, angry
words was always like resounding
slaps upon Tony Tarver's ears—
slaps that maliciously struck
through and down to her heart.
Tony shivered. Her mother's high,
quivering, “abused” voice penetrated
the door:

“If I've told you once, Pat Tarver,
I've told you a thousand times that
I won't have you carrying on with
girls and married women that come
to this house!

“And always belittlin® me—stick-
ing me off in a corner and poking
fun at me. . .. I might as well be a
servant in this house, for, all the
respect I get from you and Nomy,
and after all these years, too—after
all T've done for you both, working
my fingers to the bone.

“Now all you think of is carrying
on like one of these ‘sheiks’ that
Nomy fills the house with. Pinch-
ing Mrs. Harrison’s cheek, and her
husband standing right there.”

Tony clenched her fists against
her ‘breast. Her beautiful face
was quite white as she heard her
father answer, in the booming,
half-teasing half-angry voice which
his wife’s tirades called out of his
good nature:

“Now, Peg now ... There ain’t
a bit of use going over all this again.
Sure, sure You're right—most

times, but I'm not half the devil
you make me out. The girls don't
mind me. They know I'm just
funning. « And they like it. You
ought to loosen up a bit yourself.

“Oh, hold on, honey! I'm not
asking you to act any different
from your nature, but honest, 3
it’s as natural for me to kid a pretty
woman or girl along as it is to
breathe,

“Nothing underhand about Pat
Tarver. And I want you to learn
to play bridge and poker. Sure!
And blow all the money you want
on clothes and doo-dads.”

“Yes, and what kind of example
are you setting Nomy, I'd like to
know, Pat Tarver?—you and your
“ree and easy age’! You won't
think it's so fine if she goes astray
—and nobody to blame but your-
self and your looseliving friends.”

Tony could stand no more. She
knocked, then sang out as gaily
as she could: “Peg! Pat! Break-
fast! Raws'bris and cream, toast-
ed muffins. Last call for break-
fast!” -

Her father flung open the door
then stretched out his arms in a
mighcy gesture of welcome.

Tony looked at him critically, ap-
preciatively, because he was so very
good to look at; tall, big, broad,

we could find him?” S
VT hadnok: oAnd Tde soon .

but not an ounce of superfluous

Salit-Sinner

Byanne Austin ovsywaswans

hair; twinkling, fun-loving black
eyes; swarthy skin; strong, intense-
ly male features of the “Black Irish”
type; a thick, short black mustache; |
a broad, sensual mouth, curled up- |
ward at the corners, big, square
teeth as perfect and white as Tony's.

There was an extraordinary un-
derstanding and kinship between
father and daughter. But as her
father hugged her ecstatically, Tony
looked over his shoulder at her
mother, a dump, plain, dowdy little
figure, with pale blue eyes, watch-
ing the father-and-daughter tableau
Jealously.

“Come her Peg! Join the magic
circle! The three Tarvers against
all the world!” Tony cried.

“I'd thank you to call me ‘Moth-
er,; Nomy,” Mrs. Tarver retored, her
little dump body trembling with
anger and the tears she had not
finished shedding.

“If you'll call me Tony, not
Nomy,” Tony bargained for the
thousandth time, and with no hope
of success. “If sne won't come to
us, Pat, we'll have to go to her—
take the fortress by storm,” she
added.

(To Be Continued)

Dial Twisters

Daylight Saving Time
Meters Given in Parentheses

\_VFBM (275) INDIANAPOLIS
(Indianapolis Power and Light Co.)

4:00—Tea time trio.

4:50—Items of interest from Indian-
§ apolis Times want ads.
5:00—Correct time; legends of myth-

oloiy.

6:15—-“&::': Happening,” Indianapolis

5:30—A chapt N
Tesh?:e;:. a day from the New

5:40—Safety talk, Lieut. Frank Owens.

5:50—Care of the ahir and sc: -
seg"“of. Horrall, Hnﬂ'-’;-s(}‘:l’:x
5:55—Baseball scores right
ﬁ:oo—-%oFrrBeﬁt téme. Ed‘ B:-Ie'nl:?a "v’l.tth
ner e
Powell, soloist. SR o Wick

8:50—Veterinvlry talk for farmers, Dr.
ne

. C. Vance,
7:00—Patricia_Elliott on studio or|
7:30—Marott Hotel Trlo, courtesy Krase.

gnnnell Company.
8:00—Chamber of Commerce message,

Ed Hunter, secretary.
8:05—LaSalle Choral Club.
8:45—Earle Howe Jones, staff pianist.
9:00—Silver Crescent Saracens.
10:00—Mansfield Patrick, banjoist.
10:15—*“The Colnmnist.”
10:30—Katie Wilhelm at the Baldwin,

WKBF (252) INDIANAPOLIS
(Hoosier Athletic Club)
5:00—Late news bulletins and sport
6:00—Dinner concert. ke
8:00—Studio hour, under the direction
of Mrs. Will C. Hitz.
9:00—Circle Theater.

Best Daylight Features |

—Friday—

WFBM (275) INDIANAPOLIS
(Indianapolis Power and Light Co.)
Noon—Correct time, court 1 A
Walk : Lenet" ui'r"l:' u?e

studio organ.

12:30—Livestock market, Indiarapoli:
and Kansas City; weather re:ort..

WEKBF (252) INDIANAPOLI
(Hoosier Athletic Club)

A M.

10:00—Recipe exchange.

10:15~—Brunswick Panatrope.

10:25—Interesting  -bits  of Ml“?-
courtesy of Indianapolis public

library.
1030 B? shopping servi
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HAW BY Dove, “THE BLINDFOLD
-TEST HAS BEEN EXCEEPINGLY
SUCCESSFUL !
EXPLORERS NOSE ANP DOUBLY
KEEN SEMSE OF SMELL-

" NEVER FAILS ME! ~~ NoO,

my

NEVER ! «c -THIS CIGARET
I AM NoW SMoKIiNa

BLINDFOLDED, IS THE SAME BRAND
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BUT DAT CIGARET
IS BURNIN’ A HOLE
IN NO' BLINDFOLD

HANKA CHEF ! canne | TS
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FROM THE DESERT—THE
BABBLE OF AN UNKNOWN
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WAREM WINDOWS —AND
THE ENCHANTING ODORS
oOF STRANGE FOOD,
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@osu,aer«m' IN THIS HOTEL
AIN'T, SUCH MUCH AFTER ALL =
(MAGINE ME HAVUIN' Ta TAKE
BREAKEAST UP Ta PEOPLES

BUWDING -

Quite a
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[ GEE,PoP,\T waS A BIG
RELIEF WHEN WE SMD GogD-RNE | ALL OVER
To BRUCE,T NENER KNEW

WHEN YOU MIGUT SEE RED
AND DO ANCTHER"SLAM THE
DOOR™ ACT, (T WAS L\KE
WKTCHING. B BARREL OF
GASOLINE (N A BURNING
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common form of accident is that in which
tﬁ-vessel Is injured. It is essential that the
bleeding be stopped at once.
course of the blood from the heart. When an artery is
cut, the blood is bright scarlet and spurts out in }m
the spurting being caused by the pumping action o
heart.
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The diagram shows the
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89

ars of The Bock of X

dge. Copyright, 1923-26. |

(\ THOUGHT ( TOLD YA ,
T TAKE MRS HINKEY'S
BREAKFAST UP TA
Room 12378 !

THATS WHAT
\ WAS DOIN' ~
BUT (TS NO

USE NOW —

-

SHE DOESN'T LIKE )
HER EGGS TURNED
OVER'

REG. U_S. PAT OFF.>)

-~ PoP GUNN, TOR FIFTEEN
NEARS WE'NE BEEN GOING
ON VACATIONS WHERE I'NE
HAD TO SIT IN A SHACK.
ALL DAN WHILE NOU WENT
FISHING  AND CRUGWT
NoTunG] THIS VEAR Wwe'RE
GOWNG. Yo A REGULAR
RES

HUM.TD LovE
THAT ! SPINNING
CONVER SATIONS
WNITH FLOCKS ©F
ROCKING CHAIR
VAMPS « PLNING
VERANDA BRIDGE
AND SLIPPIN G¢
INTO A DIFFERENT
SET OF PANTS AT EVERY
MEAL AT “TWENTY-FNE
BUCKS & DN —

TUAT OLD DLEA OF POMERTY DOESN'T
GO ANNMORE, \NITH A COUPLE OF
BRUCE'S MILLIONS \N THE BAG, WE'RE
GOMNG To PoINT PLEASANT.I'M
THROUGH BUSTERING MV COMPLEXION | BUT
To A DEEP RED STANDING ONER. A HOT / MOM.T
STOVE ALL DI FRMIMG HAW AND __#GOTTA

£GGS, AND TIGHTING BuLd wP My
MOSPUITOES ALL.
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To stop bleeding,
press the artery against
the bone. Press on the
side nearest the heart.
Then it will be necessary
to prepare a pad and
bandage. . P

of

e =

~

ld

One method of folding
a pad to prevent bleeding
is shown above.
folding until a hard pad

Keep

part raised

desired size is ob- into it.
89

The artist has shown above
dage tightly over the pad.
and if results are not immediate, a stone or some other
hard object should be placed irfside the pad. The pa-
tient should be laid down, if possible, and the injured

so that a:
(Next: Making an Odd Table)
Sketehes and Synopaess Copyright, 1925, The Groiier Society.
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how to twist the bane
This is called a tourniquet,

s little blood as possible’ flows

-~ . -
.




