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THIS HAS HAPPENEY)

SYBIL THORNE, bride of two weeks,
has deserted her husband in Hayvana.
RICHARD EUSTIS, fascinating and un-
moral, swept her into an impetuous
marriage after five days’ courtship.
They met on shipboard and were mar-
ried in Havana harbor. n their wed-
ding night Richard became intoxicated,
and despite constant premises, he con-
tinues to drink. Following a particu-
lanly sordid scene, Sybil leaves him to
spend the night in another hotel. In
the morning, moved to forgive him
again, she leturns to their apartment.
Richard lies in a drunken stupor across
the bed. On the fioor there is an empty
bottle and the card of one of Havana's
npotorious women.

Jompletely disillusioned, Sybil seeks
r_‘ABEL BLAKE, a Boston social worker,

ngaged to JACK MOORE, an

3alesman working in Havana, Sybil tells
them of the final break with Richard,
and begs Mabel to return to Boston with
E“'ﬁ They sail that afternoon, leaving
ustis

still asleep.

n the way home Mabel surprises
Bybil by suggesting an immediate di-
vorce, and advancing the possibility of
marriage with CRAIG NEWHALL. Craig
s 2 fine youn man—the most eligible
bachelor in Boston—and very much in
love with Sybli. She was in fact en-
gaged to him at the time of her mad
marri._ze with cfustis.

Sybil becomes ill and Mabel, thor-
oughly alarmed, seeks the l&vei‘cre bt:,f“l')r.
Henlow 6o’ S8 Wit ThE STORY
CHAPTER XXIV
ABEL had never felt so un-
M fortable in her life. A brick
red flush intensified her unbecoming
sunburn.

She felt that all the blood in her
\ace had rushed to her blistered
nose. Even her eyes smarted with
» painful embarassment.

“And I'm a social worker,” she
reminded herself sternly, “and sup-
posed to be hard boiled!”

Dr. Henderson was regarding her
curiously.

“If there is anything I can do—"
he repeated, and smiled in an ami-
able, professional sort of way.

“It isn't about myself I wanted to
ask you,” she stammered. “It's a
friend of mine. Oh. Doctor, won't
you sit over there for a few minutes
so that I can talk without anybody
hearing us?”

They found deck chairs while
poor Mabel murmured distractedly,
“you're very good.” And when they
had seated themselves she began to
talk rapidly.

“I don’t know how to begin. Per-
haps I'm foolish to bother you, but
T'm so worried. You see—it’s this
way, Doctor—” and she launs:hed
* into the story of Sybil's marriage.

“Now,” she concluded hopelessly,
“you see how it is. If the poor
girl's going” to have a baby, it’s
perfectly awful, for she doesn’t
mean to tell anyone that she has
been married.

“She doesn’'t want to have any-
thing to do with that wicked man.
And besides—it would be terrible to
bring a child into the world with
a heritage like that.

“Richard Eustic was drunk al-
most every blessed minute. If she's

going to have a baby, everybody |

will know about her marriage. And

they’d know she had run away

from her husband. Oh, it would
be so dreadful!”

Mabel sighed miserably. Then a
thought, like lightning, flashed
across her mind.

“Heavens above!” she groaned,
“it would be worse than that.
They’d never believe Sybil had been
wmarried at all.”

o ” E "

R. HENDERSON twirled his
thumbs upon his little, round

* stomach.

“And how,” he asked, “did you
think I could help you?”

Mabel explained. “But you see
I may be making a mountain out
of a mole hill. But she’s perfectly
miserable. She hasn’t been able to
eat a thing since we came aboard.
Do you suppose, Doctor, that she
is going to have a baby?”

Thoughtfully the little physician
gezed upon the ocean.

“Well, now, that's a very difficult
thing to say—at this stage of the
game. There are no hard and fast
rules for the condition you contem-
plate. None at all—unfortunately.

“In any case, I should advise that
you keep your misgivings from her.
Divert her mind. Get her out on
deck if you can.”

“Would you be willing to drop
in and see her, Doctbr?”

“It wouldn’t do a particle of good,
my dear young lady.”

" " ”
HAT night Sybil slept fitfully.
Mabel never closed her eyes.

,  The dreadful uncertainty of it!
In four days they would be with
Craig and the family., Mabel
pounded her pillow fiercely and
moaned in silent misery.

“Of all the horrible complica-
tions!”

The next morning Sybil went to
breakfast in the salon. But it was

- the last time she essayed it. She
had luncheon and dinner brought
to her on deck, and announced her
intention that evening of having
all her meals in her deck chair.

‘It’s really much pleasanter,” she
gaid. “It’s so stuffy in the dining
oom.”

“Miter that she spent most of her
time in the open, even sleeping one
hot night on the boat deck and
so the days passed, lazily and

. pleasantly enough, until the jour-

ney home was over.

] " "
HEY were getting in in the
afternoon. Sybil, in a deck
chair, munched an apple medita-
tively.

“Well, Mab,” she confided, “I've
made up my mind what I'm going to
do. I'm not going to say one single
word about Richard to anybody.

5 “If Craig still wants to marry me,
after the shameful way I've treated
him, I'm going to wait until I'm al-
together sure of myself. Then, if
I know I want to marry him—and,

Wy dear, I'd be sure this time—
I'll make a clean breast of every-
thing. Perhaps it will kill Craig’s
love, but I guess that would be my
punishment.”

“As if you hadn’t had enough
now!” interrupted Mabel.

“Life’s all punishment for me.”

“Oh, don't be morbid, dear. It

., isn’t exactly a bed of roses for any

of us, you know. Makes you won-

der what it's all about, doesn’t it?

Life’'s so hellish—it seems as if

there ought to be something good

somewhere.”

“Well, I'll have my little heaven,
if I ever patch things up with
Craig. If he cares enough, Mab,

could get a divorce after a while.”

Of coutse you could, dear. What

id I tell you?”

'Well, there wouldn’t be any sense
it, if it wasn’t going to do some

Do, you = Craje will

’

lant m Us2”
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“Oh, I'm sure he will, Sib. I think
real love can forgive most any-
thing.”

“But I couldn’t forgive Rich.”

“Of course you couldn’t. That
was different. He insulted you—
outraged you—oh, my dear, there
isn’t any comparison at all.”

“Perhaps Craig will think I
treated him as horribly as Rich
treated me. In a way there’s a sort
of parallel.”

“There isn't, Sib. Craig will un-
derstand.”

E 3 4

ABEL tried to sound confldent,

but her heart was full of mis-

givings. Suppose Craig did love

Sybil, just the same. Suppose he
did want to marry her.

But suppose Sybil was going to
have a baby—Richard's baby. How
would Craig feel about that? And
how about Richard? It would be his
baby, too. Mightn’t he want it? .

That was a new idea. Mabel

pondered it silently. Perhaps Sybil
would let him have it.

If she:

HIRILNXIND
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didn’t love Rich, perhaps she would
not love the baby—his baby.

Sybil interrupted her train of
thought.

“Mab, I was talking with the
captain yesterday,” she demanded
“He says that all life is-accidental,
and that everything is chance. He
had the thing pretty well doped. I
think I rather agree with him.

“Take me for instance. I'm sure
Mother was satisfied enough with
Tad before I ever came along. All
my life I've thought she half re-
sented me.”

“Sybil!” Mabel’s laughing protest
was rather shocked.

“Well, I have,” Insisted Sybil
“Might as well be frank about It
Now suppose you forget your out-
raged sensibilities for a minute,
Mab, and listen to me.”

(To Be Continued)

Sybil philosophizes on life and
love. At last they reach Boston.
Meantime, in Havana, Jack Moore
has broken the news to Richard
Eustis. Events crowd thick and
fast in the next chapter.

Saint-Sinner

By dmne Austin eovsywasmanc

The woods were alive with wak-
ing furry and feathery things as
Sandy and Tony toted their skillet,
blackened coffee pot and basket of
provisions through the dew-wet for-
est leading to The Point several
hundred feet above.

Sandy trudged ahead with bas-
ket and water jug. He carefull
held back brambles and stinging
twigs for Tony, but made no at-
tempt to relieve her of skillet or
Jjug.

Trudging through the soft wood
dirt behind him, Tony grinned a
little to reflect that she knew no
other man in all the world who
would let her climb The Point witk
her share of the load.

Tony thought other things, too,
watching Sandy ahead. She re-
flected that she knew no other
man who would go off on a break-
fast bat without wearing the right
clothes “pour le sport.”

Dick Talbot, for instance, would
be wearing English knickers, cus-
tom made hiking boots, just the
right shirt, tie, cap and stockings,
and he would be carrying no smoke-
blackened old skillet or unwieldy
water jug, but the very latest thing
in thermos bottle and camp skillet.

As though conscious of her
thoughts, Sandy stopped to grin
at her as he held back a biting
thorn branch.

“How do you like what the well
dressed young man wears when
blackberrying?” he cdlled, pointing
to the patches on his old trousers.

“Grandest ever!” called up Tony.
“Is the top almost here? I'm get-
ting old and rheumatic, I guess!
Seems like a hundred miles high!”

Suddenly they were there, in
dazzling clean golden morning sun-
shine that spilled over a daisied
field with the tip-top i)oughs of
the forest trees peeping“over the
hilltop edge like a jet black fringe.

Below, the river, cleaved as
though with a knife by The Point,
ran like a golden ribbon with pools
of roses caught in its folds when the
morning sun mirrored itself,

“Gee!” said Sandy. “Heavenly
day!” said Tony.
“Bring wood, minion! The fire

must be built if we eat, and eat
Fwe will 1if I have any say-so,” said
Sandy.

Tony meekly scurried for firewood,
giggling as Sandy sternly rejected
some of it.

“Nothing but weed stalks, young
lady! I said wood, and wood I
want!”

The August sun was almost hot
when the bacon and eggs were
sizzling and the coffee golden brown
as Sandy tested it in the big tin
cup.

“Sit over there under that big
elm and Il serve your ladyship,”
Sandy suggested. But Tony wouldn’t
scurry. She knew Sandy’s code.

“No, T'll take my plate and cup
over and you bring yours,” she
commanded, pouring the coffee
while Sandy dexterously slipped the
golden topped eggs.

Never before had breakfast tast-
ed so good, thought Tony, between
ravenous bites.

And here’s the housewife’s friend,’
Tony announced, when they were
through, picking up plates and cups
and eggshells and making for the
“dish chute,” a mere hole in the
ground down which refuse dis-
appeared never to be seen again anc
which Sandy and Tony had dis
covered on an expedition long agc

“Now let's get to the berry pick-
ing or Mother Ross’ll have empty
cans this year,” she announced. But
inwardly she said, “And gosh, how
I dread it!”

Sandy seemed to dread it, too.

“Now that the little matter of
food has been disposed of, let's
talk,” he said, pulling her down
beside him on the cool grass.

“And the subject matter?” in-
quired Tony saucily, “Aviation, real
estate, blimps, fauna or flora?”

But Sandy did not laugh. He
only leveled his keen gray eyes on
l her and said. ‘“The subject matter

is you.”
(To Be Continued)

‘THE PATRIOT’ IS
DUE AT THE CIRCLE

Emil Jannings and Lewis Stone Have Leading Roles in
Paramount Feature Which Comes Highly Rated.
LEWIS STONE, the man who appeared in “The Wedding Circle,” and

“Helen of Troy,” is cast in wha
his film career in Paramount’s “The
Saturday.

t he himself believes the best role of
Patriot,” which comes to the Circle

~The role is that of Count Pahlen, minister of war, and the only man

in whom Czar I of Russia placed an

y trust.

“The Patriot” has Emil Jannings in the starring role with Mr. Stone

cast in a role nearly equal in importance.

pathy of the audience, as the patriot,

It is he who wins the sym-
also as the man who enjoys the trust

of his leader, he figures in one of the most interesting incidents in the

history of imperial Russia.

This epic of the screen was
adapted from the stage play of the
same name by Alfred Neumann,
celebrated European playwright.
Taken from an occurrence in the
turmoilic history of Russia, it forms
one of the most amazing dramas
ever put to the stage or screen.

Paul I was known as the Mad
Emperor. He had the heart of a
child and a brain of a tiger. He
ruled ruthlessly and without mercy.
Pahlen was the only man who
could handle his superior.

He saw what was happening to
his country, and knew the only
way to keep his country from de-
struction. He resolved upon a des-
perate plan and saw it to a suc-
cessful conclusion.

Achieving this, he thrust himself
into oblivion. A most inspiring
character. Stone has handled it in
a perfect manner.

Also included in the cast of this
“wonder picture” is Florence Vidor,
herself a star, and Neil Hamilton,
popular leading man, who has the
role of the Czar’s son. Tt was di-
rected ' by Ernst Lubitsch and
adapted to the screen by Hans
Kraly. §

Indianapolis theaters today offer:
The Five Mayellos, at the Lyric;
“Sporty Widows,” at the Mutual;
“The River Pirate,” at the Apollo;
“Two Lovers,” at Loew's Palace;
“Out of the Ruins,” at the Indi-
ana; “Lilac Time,” at the Circle,
and fight movies at the Colonial.

Oct. 3 for Wheat Planting
Bu United Press

LENTON, Ind., Sept. 19.—The
question of “When is the best time
to sow wheat?” has been answered
by V. D. Sexton, Greene County
farm agent, Sexson said Oct. 3 has
been established by entomologists
as the fly free date in Indiana.
Sexson said the wheat crop,
especially in southwestern Indiana
was heavily infested by Hession fly

last fall and reduced to such an
t that much of it was plowed

y

Old Stuff

Farm Relief Issue Was
Stressed in 1844
Campaign.

By Times Special
UPONT, Ind., Sept. 19.—Farm
relief is an old issue in pres-
idential campaigns!

A silk badge used in the cam-
paign of Henry Clay in 1844
brings out the importance of fill-
ing the Vice President’s chair
with a farmer, according to S. E.
O’Neel, 87, who has had the badge
in his possession for sixty years.

The badge, a common novelty
for advertising campaign issues
in pre-Civil War days, bears a
(picture of Olay and Theodore
Freylinghaupen. Beneath Frey-
linghaupen’s likeness is the pic-
ture of a horse and the sentence:
“The Farmer of Ashland, N. J.”

At the top of the badge is the
motto, “Clay now, Polk never.
He protects our labor.” It bears
a. picture of Clay wih an eagle
and shield in the background.

However, James K. Polk was
elected President and George M.
Dallas Vice President.

“That was back in the days of
the Whigs and Tories. People
had not heard of the Democratic
and Republican parties at that
time,"\ said O’Neel.

Mother Kills Babe, Self
By United Press
CLEVELAND, Sept. 19.—Fears of
a young mother that her 20-month-
old son would “inherit” her nervous
disorder caused her to chloroform
the boy and kill herself here today,
according o police,
\ :
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JUsST You WAIT TiLL MA
HEARS ABOUT Tt -THE IDEEON! |«
SOPPING “YYOLUR BREAD IN
A RESTAURANT ~— O ~WHEN
T TELl HER~ AND ME
LEAVING THE WAITER A
P AND YOL—~ QO WAIT
TiLL SHE HEARS ABOLT
THAT~—~ AND WHEN T
TELL HER How T
HAD 10 WATCH Sou
IN THE FIVE AN'TEN,
AND WHEN T TELL HER,
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE
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By Ahern

No KiPDIN' MATOR, TM
A LOLLYPOP ~THAT KMows
7 WHEN 115 LICKED,ws T SAW
VouR -TALKING SIGABOARD
I\ GPERATION NESTERDAY,
AN T WENT, OVER BIG
LIKE A BARN IN A
CYCLORE ! v ON ~TH'
LEVEL, I “TAKE OoFF
MY ANTLERS -To
Noud ! vanar . NoW
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TALKING siGN 1s | T TTHAMK Nod:
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BECAUSE OF MY
SHY, RETIRING -
NATURE !
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BE SWERTER,
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WHEN READY

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

F(’M\GH\' TAKE A
100K AT-AL
THE GUYS, TOO

RACKEY LOP

Now

PARDNER , YOURE SURE
EATING THIS FIXING

A F\RST CLASS
MECRANIC RIGHT

~YOU'RE
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THIN6S TO ©O
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RON |N COMPETITION TO THE

FRECKLES CIRCUS IS GOING

IT LOOKS LIKE ITS GOING TO

OF A CIRCUS w=sertrsrs - @—>

SCAR,\NHO UAS BEEN TRY-
ING T0 GET SOME |DEAS FOR TUE
CIRCUS TUAT LE'S PLANNING TO

CIRCUS TBAT FRECKLES IS GOING
70 AAVE, AAS JUST ABOUT GIVEN
UP 7HE |DEA - -+ - ANEANWHILE

ALONG IN FINE SHAPE =ALREADY
TAEY HAVE ONE ELEPRANT=ONE
NONKEY=0RE ALLIGATOR=ONE
TWO-LEADED MAN=ONE \NILD
ANAR= ONE TWO-HEADED DOG -

BE A SUOW OF FREAKS INSTEAD

TAIS X 7HOUGHT OP
ALL AY ONNAN SELF-= 1
7RIED IT OUT AT HONE

AND ANOAN ALANOST
DIED LAUGHING AT
AE
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SALESMAN SAM

MON’N POP

COME, TMOU SWINE, AND LOOK THEE UPON
MY FAIR JADA, “THE SWEET DESERT ELOWER
THOU WOULDST HANE PLUCKED FROM ME.

WHAT?Z MAST THOU LOST THY FANCY
FOR THE G'RL WITH THE
ENES? SUCH A RICH PRIZE, MY FRIEND!
WHY DOST THOU MOT FLEE WITH HER
NOW? WY DOST TeOU NOT GET
THEE TO THY SILLY LOVE MAKING?

L BROWN

HA! METHINKS THou ART
GROWING WISER DURING THY
CAPTIITY 1N THE CAMP OF

y
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HUOSON BEY, THE MERCILESS.
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(GOSH, \ HARDLY KNOW WHAT Ta )
DO WITH W $ 05 | WON (N TW'
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BUY ME A S0DN—"THAT AIN'T
RECKLES

QF

i
aw
5

\ AIN'T DONE NUTHING )
- '™ SoRRY!

ICER

GeTouT! | cAuGHT
YA RIGHT INTHE ACT
O FILLIN'

OF ALL YWR ALBIS
THIS 1S THUE SiLLEesT \
I SUPPOSE You THINK

THE HILLS _~

—
NO, I CANT PROVE
A THNG.I WAS
ALONE PND NO

You CAN GET AWAY WITH ) MATTER WWERE
ANY SORT OF $ToRY
SIWMPLY BECAUSE I
CAN'T CHECK UP oN

ELSE MOL SAW ME
OR WHD WITW, T TeLL
NoU T WAS LOST IN

= NES,NoU GOT MOURSELF
INTO TRIS MESS WHEN YU
WENT OFF HALF - COCUED,
AS USUAL ,CHASING.
BRUCE DANGERFIELD
INGTEAD OF TIRST FINDING ) MAKE TuAT BABY
OUT TUE TRUTH ABDUT

THAT CHECK -~

GREAT CpeSsR!
TD FORGOTTEN
ALL ABOULT
DANGERFIELD, B
DON'T WORRY 1'LL

PAY THAT CuUECK
VET —

\

SoMA CAUGHT TH' )

KD IN & DRUG

STORE., HUH? WELL,
WHAT'S HE

SELTZER|
WATER!

WUATY Vo

HEARD ABOUT THAT

U HMENT

‘NELL,\\NLT'S‘
THE BI ROAR ||

SEETCHES BY BESSEY. SYNOPSIS BY BRAUCHER

WAL 44! FUNNY? weLL
NoU'D BETTER SIUFF A PILLOW

WOW | TS 1S
GonG O BE

IN YOUR PANTS BECAUSE YOU'RE
GOWNGE TO KICK YOURSELF TWE
REST OF YOUR LIFE WWEM NOU
TND OUT WHAT A SAP You MADE
OF YOURSELF \WWEN YO WENT
VP M THE AIR CHASING: AFTER BRUCE.
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In the election of 1876 both the Democratic candi-
date, Samuel J. Tilden of New York, and the
an, Rutherford B. Hayes of Ohio, claimed to have been
It was hard to know who really- had been
elected, because in some of the southern states tnere
were .t.wo governments, each claiming to be the right
one. 9-19 g

epublic-

right, 1923-26.

A special court was
appointed, called an
Electoral Commission,,
and decided in favor of

soldiers from

Hayes called back the

the south.

ern states, which proved
another blow to the al-

:'uyo?"%ut many :'tillbo- mu between nqr:r’
eve en was elected. “m‘m .
__d 'L _d
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The Mississippi ‘fiver was made de{per at its broad
mouth, a great advantage to the city of New Orleans
as it enabled vessels to pass in and out of the river
without: trouble. Coinage of silver dollars was begun
again in 1878 and the government began to give gold
and silver in exchange for paper monoé
desired the s!lve.r..‘ g’ ()

!

| g

\‘-"; ————

—
< -

——

from those who
e Continued)




