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| THIS HAS HAPPENED

SYBIL THORNE, Boston society girl,
concludes a whirlwind romance by
marrying on shipboard in Havana Har-
or, a man she has known just five
days, RICHARD EUSTIS, dangerous and
fascinating. \

With MABEL BLAKE, a social worker,
Sybil had left Boston for a trip to the
tropics to try to reach a decision re-
arding CRAIG NEWHALL, to whom she

as been engaged for some months.
Newhall is a young and wealthy bach-
elor, but Sybil years agoe had fallen
del&eralelv in love with a soldier, JOHN
LAWRENCE.

When Lawrence was reported missing
in action Sybil took a solemn vow never
to tell another man ohe loved him,
After the death of her father, for whose
sake she had promised to marry New-
hall, she questions the wisdom of her
promise. Utterly miserable, she goes to
Cuba for a rest and peace of mind.

Richard Eustis is aboard, and Sybil
finds neisher rest nor eace. Eustis
makes wild love to her, but not until
the last night of the voyage does he
grnnose. He tells her that he does not
elieve in marriage—that it kills love—
:ut he would do anything on earth for
er.

In a mad moment Sybil consents.
They are married. On their wedding
night Eustis begins to show his true
character. He gets intoxivated. Sybil
is greatly hurt the next day, but finally
gives in to his pleadin, and, as she
says, ‘‘puts him on probation.”

NO GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XIX
“Q END up some whisky and soda,”
Rijchard ordered the operator,
“and shoot it right along, please.”

When it came he poured himself
& generous drink.

“God knows I need it,” he mut-
tered. And shortly he had another.

When Sybil came back he was
nibbling nuts to hide his breath.

Mabel joined them in the after-
noon. She had met a salesman
from home, selling paper novelties,
bon-bons and confetti and steam-
ers,

“And those little do-dabs go
across like wildfire,” she explained.
“The Cubans are such funloving,
childish people. Mr. Moore was tell-
ing me this morning about their
mnoise-making contests. The gar-
bage squad won the last one, with
the ice cream wendors second, the
newsboys third, and the cartmen
fourth.

“They - wouldn’t let the taxi
drivers compete. Mr. Moore sells
paper caps and horns and things
by the truck load. He's awfully
nice. He took me out to the ceme-
tery this morning, to see the bone
pile.”

“What a romantic
Sybil giggled.

“Oh, but you don’t xnow. It was
quite thrilling. You see they dig
up the graves every once in, a
while, when the survivors of the
dead get behind on the rent. It's
dreadfully gruesome. You don't buy
grave lots in Havana like we do at
home. You rent them. Then if you
don’t pay the rent, the dead tenanis
are dispossessed.” i

Richard laughed teasingly. “Ask
your genial friend if he knows any
more nice little trips,” he sug-
gested. “Perhaps he’ll take you to
the slaughter house when you get
back to Boston, Mab.”

“Oh, shut up!” she ordered, and
continued excitedly. “We saw
something else awfully interesting,
t0o. There’s an orphan asylum that
was founded hundreds of years ago.
On one side of the building there
is a little sheltered alcove where a
big basket swings. i

‘“People who have babies they do
not want slip into the alcove at
night time, in the dark, and put
their babies in the basket. Then
they pull a rope, and the basket
goes up on a pulley where a Sister
of Charity sits and waits. No onc
ever knows who the baby is, nor
where it came from.

“Once Mr. Moore drove past the
asylun very early in the mcorning,
and he saw a girl with a bundle
running down the street. She ran
into the alcove, and he saw her un-
do the bundle. It was a little baby,
of course. She kissed it, and kissed
it, and he said she was crying like
everything. Then she put it in the
basket, and pulled the rope.

“Mr. Moore asked a policeman
about it afterward. He wondered
if a girl could get her baby back,
if she wanted to. But the police-
man said no. It seems that every
mark of identification is destroyed,
as soon as the Sister takes the baby.
And women who leave their chil-
dren are never permitted to enter
the building.”

Richard unfolded his long legs,
and, stretching lazily, interrupted
irrelevantly.

“Come on, you two, and have a

morning!”

little cocktail. The first today.
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ND so the days passed—until
Sybil had been away two
weeks.

Mrs. Thorne, at the dinner table
at home, was reading a letter the
day’s mail had brought. Five times
she had perused it in solitude. But
now Tad was home, and she must
read it aloud. Valerie was there,

too.

Crackling the sheets with antici-
patory pleasure, she began, holding
the paper close to her faded eyes,
and glancing occasionally at the son
of her heart:

“Havana is wonderful! Pictur-
esque, hot, huggy, smelly, expensive.
The women are beautiful. And the
men all leer.

“yYesterday we went on a pienic,
out in the country, where the chil-
dren don’t wear any clothes. Today
we had tea at a wonderful place
where coffee is a dollar a cup. We've
won money at Jai Alai, and lost it
at roulette. I've bought linens and
perfume for everyone, and a shawl
and a comb and earrings for Val.”

“My goodness, Valerie!” Mrs.
Thorne beamed at her daughter-in-
law. “Sybil bringing you home all
kinds of things.” .

“Well, Tad paid for them, didn't
he?”

“val, you're a little crab.” Tad
pinched her clhieek good-naturedly.

Mrs. Thorne looked worried. “It's
strange,” she said. “Craig hasn’'t
had a line—just a cable saying she
would write later.”

“Well, if there’'s a man in sight

you know Sib has grabbed him,” put

in Valerie.
“Lay off Sib, will you, Vall!”
“What are you so touchy about,
ffad Thorne? I guess if Sybil want-
to say mean things about me,
yowd never open your mouth. Al-
ways sticking up for her and pick-
ing on me.”
Valerie searched for her handker-
chief.
“You're just horrid to me, Tad
rne.”
“That’s right, turn on the weeps!
Never mind desert for me, Mother.”

o Tad threw down his napkin, and
3 flung out of the room.

. Mrs. Thorne looked grieved.
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,“Oh, Valerie, dear, you shouldn't
talk to Tad that way about Sybil.
You know how wonderful he thinks
she is, dear. Why do you say those
mean little things?”

“What did I say, for pity’s sake?
He's just a great big baby—that’s
all he is. The way you and Sybil
spoil him! Gracious! Mother says
she thinks it’s perfectly awful. The
way he’s used to being waited on—
and pampered and babied. I sim-
ply won't do it. Mother says I'd
be an awful fool. He makes me
just perfectly miserable!”

“Why Val!”

“I don't care! He does.
I'd never married him!”

Left alone, Mrs. Thorne tasted
her tapioca cream apathetically,

and sighing deeply, wiped her eyes,
after the habit of years.

I wish
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ELEANOR EARLY

YBIL, at that moment, was help-

ing Richard to tﬁelt suite.

“No thank you,” she told a cour-
teous clerk, “I can manage quite
nicely.” y

She saw the pity in hig- eyes, and
cringed. Oh, the humiliation of it:
Bell boys stared. And the elevate:
operator, when they reached their
floor, propelled Rich down the long
hall. y

Gentlemen didn't get drunk &
Havana. Only American touris's.
Loud, vulgar people, doing some-
thing they couldn't, do at home. It
was like showing off. And so fool-
ish. So utterly asinine.

Richard was impossible when he
was drinking. Quarrelsome, stub-
born, argumentative. And stupid.
His lower lip protruded. And he
had a way of getting his clothe,
stained. There were times when
Sybil hated him. Two weeks of it

(To Be Continued)

THE NEW

Blind rage did not attack Tony
very often. A heart too generous
and kind to intentionally wound
others made it seldom possible for
her to believe that others meant tc
wound her.

When things hurt Tony, she
found herself explaining them, and
in the light of truth found it im-
possible to hold a grudge.

But the old instincts did not
work as she heard Peg calmly tell
of the 200 engagement tea invita-
tions which she had sent out with-
out so much as a word to Tony.

With tears of anger and panic,
Tony fled to her room and flung
herself upon the silver-blue coun-
terpane without so much as kick-
ing off her dusty shoes, and buricd
her hot face in the cool pillows.

The room was dark with the
liquid blackness of a summer night
and her head throbbed madly when
after what seemed hours, she lifted
her hot face from the bed and
listened.

There were voices below—Pat and
Peg, sitting on the side porch.

“The two of you go hand in glove.
I'm just nobody about this house,”
Mrs. Tarver was wailing, “After
all, what've I done? She let us find
out from other people, the Talbots,
without telling us herself that she
was engaged.

“But she didn't deny 1t. Well,
if a girl’s engaged, there ought to
be an announcement party. No use
acting as if you're ashamed about
it.”

Pat was interrupting. “Perhaps
you meant all right, Peg, but after
all ,a girl's romance is about as per-
sonal as anything she’ll ever have
in her life. You can't force a girl,
Peg.

“Somewhow I've felt from the
very beginning that Tony wasn't
sure about this engagement— that
Dick took a lot for granted and she
just let things ride because she
didn’t quite know herself what she
wanted. A girl doesn’t, I guess,
Peg.”

Samnt-Simner
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But Peg would not yield an inch.

“I know Tony,” she said. “She
wouldn’t have let me give a party
for her at all. It's just because she
thinks I don’t know enough. She'’s
afraid I'd disgrace her.

“I'm going to show her that I
can do things as well as that Tal-
bot woman. That's why I hired a
social secretary. She said that she’'d
take complete charge and all I'd
have to pay extra would be the or-
chestra and the catering.

“I saw her list—all the best peo-
ple in Stanton—the Moores and
Montfords and—"

Tony leaned her hot head on the
cretonned window seat, her heart
heavy within her.

“The best people,” Peg had gone
and tried to worm herself in with
invitations to a circle where they
had never belonged and where
“nouveau riche” like themselves
were even scorned and-derided a lit-
tle.

“And they'll all come just be-
cause I'm engaged to a Talbot,”
thought Tony, angrily. “Theyll
come and snoop and look over
Mother and Dad and me and the
house and go away to wonder how
‘the poor Talbots are bearing up.’
Mother’ll be her very worst and—
I won’t go on with it. I won't. I'll
make Sandy take me away.”

A car’s headlight sprayed over
the dark lawn and into her room.
It was Dick. Even in her near
hysteria Tony smiled to think how
little she had seen of her newly
betrothed. And she shivered a little
too. Somehow she knew that her
whole life had its answer in this
evening with Dick.

She arose, slipping off her rum-
pled dress. She would not dodge.
She would go down to Dick and tell
him all that was in her heart and
when morning came she would be
at rest—either Tony Tarver, really
engaged and willing to submit to an
even an unasked-for engagement
party, or Tony Tarver, free as the
night wind, with all life before her.

To Be Con‘tlnued.

MAKING LENIN MORE
THAN A MERE MYTH

Death, High Ideals and

BY WALTER

career.

Marcu is inclined at times tc be
really poetic and flowery but this
style seems to be the correct dress
in describing the life, aims and bat-
tles of a hunted “victim” of the
czars and later on the very man
who sat in the seats of the mighty
of Russia.

The author has made a man and
a leader out of Lenin. He has de-
stroyed the myth. He probably has
caught Lenin has lived and fought.
Whether or not you agree with the
theories and the acts of Lenin, I
believe that you will agree that
Marcu has painted a character in
type thai is one of the most out-
standing individuals of his genera-
tion.

Sometimes, Marcu may apear by
his flowery language to be a little
too sympathetic with his chief char-
acter but when you have completed
the book, I firmly believe that you
will realize that Marcu has “caught”
the real Lenin.

Marcu himself understands social-
istic, governmental, revolutionary
movements and how “reforms,”
changes and overthrows are accom-
plished in a government of a big
nation.

The thing that impressed me most
with this book was that we have a
chance to see how Lenin actually
developed his government experi-
ment step by step from the time
that his brother attempted to kill
a czar until Lenin put into practice
his idea of government.

We actually see Lenin yield, fight,
scrap and even barter for the ele-
ments that go to make up a con-
tinually operating government.

As Marcu relates of Lenin, after
he has become the dictator,
page 295:

“Lenin did *not accept the tra-
ditional unwritten law of opposition,
‘When in power, forget everythinrg
you have said before,’ as sound ad-
vice for the statesman. But he
could no longer speak merely as a
propagandist and controversialist.

“The first movements of power
had changed everything.

“He was responsible for the sol-
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Valeriu Marcu Makes a Symphony Filled With Beauty,

Danger Out of His Life.

D. HICKMAN

HE literary world has been waiting for somebody to catch the real

sphrit of the man Viadimir Ilyitch Ulianov, better known as Lenin,
and tear away the tapestry of myth that has surrounded his name so
that we may be able to see the real man.

That has been accomplished by Valeriu in his book, “Lenin: Thirty
Years of Russia,” translated by E. W. Dickes, just published by the Mac-
millan Company of New York and selling at $5 a copy.

Probably because Marcu is gifted with that ability to make a sym-
phony out of a biography by recording in melodious language as well as
realism the effects of all the instruments which aided in making a

Ulianov was aware of the power-
lessness of the army and the hopes
this was arousing among the Ger-
mans. The Premier resorted at
once to the diplomacy which he
had used in past battles with coffec-
house opponents . sl enie
sprang up at once, without wait-
ing for a sign from the Presidium,
and spoke the words which became
the starting point of Soviet diplo-
macy: ‘—we are not afraid of a
revolutionary war. It may be that
the imperialist Governments will
leave our appeal unanswered. We
shall not deliver an ultimatun:
which they would easily reject. . . .
For some of our conditions we shall
fight to the end, but for others it
will perhaps be imposible to go on
fighting. The point is that we want
to end war.’”

We can take an intimate look
into the mental working of Lenin
as he saw dream after dream bro-
ken and we see him patching them
up but always keeping his ideal
fresh and lofty. We see him swell
with power mentally, but always
keeping himself looking like an ev-
ery-day Russian. He never absorbed
the luxury of the ruling class. He
knew how to arouse mass and mob
action against his enemies from
within, but he generally failed with
those from without.

Here is a remarkable book, and
one that I recognize as one of the
most complete contributions to the
Russian problem as expressed in
literature.

To the serious reader, “Lenin”
will be welcomed as an intelligent
study of one of the most unique
and powerful characters of modern

es
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Rexid this one if you are a serious
reader. £

Indianapolis theaters today offer:
Charlie Davis, at the Indiana; Dick
Powell, at the Circle; “Street
Angel,” at the Apollo; “Excess Bag-
gage,” at Loew’s Palace; Joe Bo-
ganny’s comedians, at the Lyric;
“House of Bondage,” at the Colo-
nial, and “Naughty Nifties,” at the
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

—By Ahern
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DONT CROWD TH' CAPTING!
NEVER GO PUSHIN'A CAPTING!
HES SPoseED T BE ALOOFT
FROM ' CREW AN' DONT MIX
NOR MINGLE NOR SOSHY ATE
HE HAS TO
45\ 'em AT A DisTUNCE SO's T
VO WEEP DISPLING.
HAS T'BE VERY DISTUNT

KEEP

CAPTINGS

KEEP
BACK.
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QUT TR’ FLRNACE ?

BEIN DOWY' 2 QLRANIN'

{ q:-\,y,’xo,ﬁmasovz'. il 1 BET Yoo WiRE: A B
TUE BEEN OUT AT || HELP ~ ROWD YOO L& |
TH' ARPORT ~~ FLme‘ ? }

HELPID' IMMY (33 Bd |
WORK ON A 58
PLANE

Escar wio
IS GETTING
UP A CIRCUS
JN OPROSITION,
T FRECKLES
1S JUST
CURIOUS
EAOUGH To
FIND oUT
WHAT
PROGRESS
FRECKLES
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7AE OTUER SIDE OF
. 7AIS FENCE.”

WASHINGTON TUBBS IT

(e W (" A ROPE
W\T\A e

| SUDDEN CHARGE
OF A WILD BAND
oF DESERT TRIBES-
MEN, ALL FLED
FROM THE LITTLE
CAMP IN THE
SAHARA WITHOLT
ANING FIRED A
SWOT, AND LEFT
POOR WASH AND
&02N 10 AN
UNKNOWN FATE.
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SWINE, HAJ, ALLAY WAST BEEN GOOD, AND
OUR WORTHY MASTER WiLL BE WELL

WAG. THY SILLY HEADS, \)
INF\DEL DOGS —WAG THY

SILLY HEADS WHILE THou
3TILL BAST TWEM.

AROUND THE NECKS OF THE FOREIGN

WITH THIS GOOD DANS WORK.

SALESMAN SAM

TH' PUNKEST SHOT ON TH'

Q' CIGARS A

%—A
MOM’N POP

(EVER SINCE WE STARTED TARGET PRACTICE)
TH CHIEE'S BEEN RAZZIN' ME FER BEW

Yead? WELL, HERES AN 10EA"
You BET T OLD GEE2ER ABOX

LIGHT (N TH CELLAR WITH ONE
SHOT = 4

(NUTHIN' DoIN'! |

COULON'T BT THAT

BULS WITH FIFTY / MaKe & BET AN’
SuoTs !

1
S— 'Ll DO THE

KIN PUT OUT THAT

" wa—THE MADAM MADE A FEW

Wrtd A SPAVIN IN BoTH
sHowl -THE ADVANCING

“EGAD,wr T DONT

= [ © 1028,

“TeLL ME SOMETHING LAD,W'Z%’;
CAUSTIC REMARKS LAST [
EVENING, ABOUWT -THE YEARS
STARTIN G ~To ~TAKE “ToLL. OF
ME ! vt SHE SAID T WALKED
LEGS, AND “THAT I PLAINLY
SIgNs oF SENILITY/ cwx
N FEEL A DAY DIFFEREAT,

-THAQ I DID -TWENTY-
FIVE \EARS AGo!s

REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.

WELL, T BE CANDID,w Vou R
CANT MAKE-TH BoV ScouTs !-
wa \F Vo GeT AMY MONEY
oUT oF VoulR TALKING
SIGN-BOARD, Nau MIGHT Go
TYOR SOME PLASTIC SURGERY,
AN HAVE ‘EM -TAKE UP
T SLACK IN NoUR FACE !«
~ BT THAT WolLD JUST
BE PUTTING A PAMASK <
COVERING ON A HORSE /2
HAIR SoFA!—~w BE {7~

¢
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( " FASTER, THOU MCCURSED ONES! FASTER, ERE n )
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N FOR(\T,
Bur WHERE RRE THEY
BEING TAKEN?
WHAT CAN BE THE
OBJECT OF THEIR

VILLAINOUS CAPTORS?
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THE MAN SHE
S ISAW  HURRNING
FROM A CAFE,
WITH A FLAPPER
ON HIS ARM
WA THE BABY
SHE WAD DROMISED
To' HONOR  AND
OBEY ,Mom
HAS A HARD
,TIME SEENG '
'ANY SILVER IN Tue
| UNING OF THE
DARK CLOUD
_ HOVERING ONER

s

1' VE MEARD, OFTEN ENOUGH,OF
OTHER. HUSBANDS BEING BITTEN BY TuE

\T WOULD TAKE ONM POP .---- T SIMPLY
CAN'T BRING MNSELF To BELIEVE (T !
BUT —--- TME DECEWER !
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There was nothing of th

hand of a leader of men

Appomattox in 1865,

Lincoln, but he bore a terrific burden, and when he was
re-elected in 1864, it seemed as if he carried more than
he could endure in heart and mind. But with the sure
peace at last. with the surrender of the noble Lee at
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T's STILL BURNIN'—
| WINY

7 Nk, CHRIEE —
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—By Cowan

FLAPPERITIS BUG BUT I NEVER DREAMED |1 177

((— 1 WADN'T SEEN WM WTH N6 7 —NELL,TWS \S THE END - Ul
MN OWN ENES,TD NEVER BELEVE AFTER BEWG A DUTIFUL WFE . THE
\Teeone STILL,UE DIDN'T STOP \NHMEN MOTHER OF WS CWILDREN ~ TWS
3 CALLED AND THAT I\SN'T A BIT 1S MY REWARD . THERE'S ONIN ONE

THERE 1 GO EXCUSING
HiM.- HERE T\E BEEN WORRYING
MYSELF SICK, NIGUT AND DAY, ONER
WHETHER HE WAS DEAD ORALWE AND ALL
,TTHE TIME UE WAS ENJONING TWE BRIGHT
VGHTS WITH WEANEN Kucws_\eﬁ?_—/

COURSE LEFT OPEN FOR
TLL STICK WITH TS MATRIMON
UNTIL T MEET WM FACE To FACE

- NO.SIR!
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e wea.l-:lmg about Abraham

The country went wild
with joy. but five days
later was plunged into an
abyss of sorrow as the
news came that Lincoln

. he guided the nation into

913

The
shot in the head by an
actor, John Wilkes Booth.
as he sat in a box in a
Washington theater. -3

president was

president.

Booth was shot in a barn after
suit for twelve days. ) ;
had died out, the people came to realize the real bitter-
ness of their loss. *‘This was a man,” the nation said
as one, and the words were uttered with a sob. .
President Andrew Johnson of Tennessee became,
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he had eluded pur-
After the first fury of revenge

Vice

(To Be Continued)
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had been assassinated.
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