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BEGIN HEBE TODAV
CHLIA ROGERS, lacking one month

of being 18 and Just out of high school,
aoeade * hot ana weary July day look-
ing for a Job. Her mother. MARGARET
ROOERB. Is a widow and employed as a
seamstress in a dress shop. They live
in Baltimore ana the mother’s earnings
are their only Income.

Celia Is unsuccessful in her search
for work. Mrs. Rogers arrives home with
a letter which she conceals from the girl.
The letter, signed JOHN MITCHELL, is
an offer to provide Celia with every ad-
vantage of education, travel and social
position If the mother will give her up.
Margaret declares she will never do

Celia goes for a drive with BARNEY
SHIELDS. young newspaper pho-
tograner who lives next door. Shields
kisses the girl and tells her he loves her.
They discuss marriage, but agree it must
he a long time off. Next day Celia con-
tinues her search for work. She goes to

♦ he, shop where her mother is employed
and learns Mrs. Rogers has been taken
11

NOW GO ON WITH THE STOBY

CHAPTER POUR

‘•XT THERE is she—my mother?
W Oh, has anything hap-

pened?” Celia demanded, her voice
rising hysterically.

The doctor held up a warning
hand.

"Quiet!” he insisted. Then, eye-
ing the girl kindly, went on:

"Are you Mrs. Rogers’ daughter?
She's resting quietly, but you must
not disturb her! No cause tor
alarm. Your mother is suffering
from a heat attack—brought on, I
should say, by exhaustion.

"Can’t—can’t I just see her?”
the girl begged.

‘After awhile.”
Dr. Williams turned to one of the

women who seemed to be in charge
of the fitting room. “There’s noth-
ing further I can do,” he said.
"She’s comfortable. Let her rest
where she is as long as you can.
By 5:30 her daughter can take her
home.

What she needs is rest and quiet
for a few days—particularly if this
hot weather lasts. Ought to stay
home tomorrow by all means. Well,
I'll be on my way—”

Celia caught the doctor’s arm.
"Please,” she begged, “tell me

what’s happened!”
Patiently Dr. Williams reviewed

what he had said. The intense
heat had caused Mrs. Rogers to
collapse. Emergency measures had
been applied with satisfactory re-
sults.

In half an hour Celia could go
into the little rest room where her
mother lay and could stay with her,
provided she promised to be per-
fectly still and not to talk.

He added instructions for the
patient's care that night.

“Just keep her quiet and com-
fortable," he said. "She’ll probably
feel weak for some time.
her worry about anything. Os course
she’ll have to be very careful to
avoid hot sunlight the rest of the
summer.

Ought not to exert herself in the
least during hot weather. You look
to me like a pretty good nurse.
Take care of her!”

With a smile Dr. Williams de-
parted. He had been called in be-
cause his office was just two doors
from the dress shop. He had done
all that he could for the sick
woman.

As he strode into the street the
doctor shook his head, muttering
something unintelligible, and paused
to wipe perspiration from hjs fore-
head.

The other women who worked
with Mrs. Rogers were sympathetic
They tried to comfort the girl and
Mrs. Foster, who really was "Mar-
got” and owned the shop, came in
to tell Celia her mother should re-
main home next day.

* n

IMNALLY the half-hour was up.
Celia tiptoed, down the hallway

and peered into the restroom.
Her mother seemed to be sleep-

ing. She. looked little and tired and
her face was pale as she lay on the
low cot. An Ice bag covered Mar-
garet Rogers’ forehead. Her cloth-
ing bad been loosened. The breeze
from an electric fan swept the
room.

Celia crept silently to the only
chair and sat down. Her eyes were
misted with tears. It was all she
could do to keep from kneeling be-
side the cot and slipping an arm
about her mother, begging to be
reassured that everything was all
right

It seemed Incredible. Celia could
not remember when her mother
ever had been ill before.

Once Margaret Rogers moved
restlessly. Her lips twitched but
she did not open her eyes. The
slow rise and fall of her chest con-
tinued regularly.

The dress shop closed at 5 o’clock,
but Mm Poster and one of the
other women stayed after that
Presently they told Celia that a cab
was waiting at the door. Thef
helped kw rouse Mea Bogeea helped

the woman to rise and get ready
to go home.

"Celia!” Mrs. Rogers whispered
softly. That was all she said until
after they got into the cab and Ce-
lia had given the driver the address.
Then the mother leaned back
against her daughter’s arm and
gave a long sigh.

"So tired,” she murmured. "Glad
—you’re here, darling,”

The driver of the taxicab helped
Celia take her mother up the two
flights of stairs leading to the flat.

He volunteered, as the girl
scarcely could have managed alone.
The driver was a thick set, red-
faced man who by no chance ever
would* have been taken for a good
Samaritan, but he Upped his hat,
mumbled something and hurried off
down the stairs as soon as he had
received his fare.

Lying on the bed before the open
window, Margaret Rogers looked up
into her daughter’s face and man-
aged a wan smile.

"I’m—all right now—dead See
about your dinner—l’m all right.”

She refused to be waited upon.
Celia pushed the windows as high
as possible, brought Ice wrapped in
towels for her mother’s head, but
nothing the girl could do could keep
the room from feeling like a bake
oven.

After Mrs. Rogers closed her eyes
and seemed to doze Celia went into
the living room. She sank into a
chair, fanning herself with a folded
newspaper. She was hot, tired, and
still frightened. The early after-
noon seemed years away.

#' #

PRESENTLY she arose, found
cold food and nibbled it. She

had no appetite and soon cleared
away the dishes.

At 8 o’clock she heard footsteps
on the stairs and knew they were
Barney Shields’. Celia hurried into
the hall to meet him.

Barney’s bright smile flashed at
her as he reached the top of the
stairs. Immediately he saw some-
thing was wrong.

"Oh, Barney,” the girl said in a
low voice. "I’m glad you’ve come.”

The youth was beside her, his
face as grave as hers now.

"What’s happened?” he asked.
“Whats the matter?”

Celia told him. They stood in the
hallway talking in whispers so as
not to disturb the woman in the
bedroom.

Celia’s words came in a flood, in-
terrupted once or twice when tears
got the better of her. Emotion,
held in check for hours, suddenly
gave way.

Barney tried to comfort her,
“But; honey, don’t cry! Every-

thing’ll be all right tomorrow. I'm
sure It will. Gosh, on a hot day
like this any one’s likely to go to
pieces!”

“Oh, b it—l don’t know-—!”
He slipped an arm around the

girl and patted her shoulder.
“Your mother’ll feel better in the

morning.” he said reassuringly. “I’m
sure of it.”

It was good to confide in Barney.
He seemed so protective. It was
wonderful, too, to see the same
tender, worshipful look in his eyes
they had held last night.

Celia, remembering* brushed a
hand across her misty lashes and
smiled back at him.

"That’s the girl!” said Barney.
“Well, I suppose you don’t want me
around here any longer?”

She would like to have him stay,
Celia admitted, but probably it was
best for him to go.

For a moment Barney Shields
held her close, touching her lips
with a quick kiss. Then he let her
go.

“’Night, dear,” he said, and dis-
appeared down the steps.

Celia Rogers had gone into Mar-
got’s dress shop that eventful day
with exciting news. It was after-
noon of the followingday before she
confided this news to her mother.

True to Barney’s predictions, Mrs.
Rogers awoke the next morning to
pronounce herself rested and en-
tirely recovered from the collapse.

A pale face belied tnese words and
Celia insisted on keeping her mother
in bed, bringing her food that was
tempting and nourishing and gen-
erally indulging her.

"But how," Margaret Rogers
asked shortly after lunch, “did you
happen to drop in at the shop yes-
terday?"

* * a

CELIA remembered the doctor
said there should be no shocks

and no excitement She was cau-
tious.

"Well, I wanted to sea you."
"Wanted to se ms about what?”
"I wanted to tell you something.

It was-fweU, I know where I can
gat a JWa”

"Celia! What kind of a job?”
Why didn’t you tell me?”

It had really been the most mar-
velous luck. Celia’s eyes grew wide
as she talked. It had all happened
so suddenly.

She had been on her way to see
a prospective employer the day be-
fore when she met Sally Roberts on
the street. Sally had finished West-
ern the year before and stopped to
ask what Celia was doing. As soon,
as she heard Celia was looking for
a jobshe volunteered to help.

Sally was one of the stenogra-
phers in the office of the Ridgeway
Contracting. Company. One of the
other girls in the office was leaving
to be married in ten days, No one
else had been hired yet- to take her
place.

“Well—l went right over to see
Mr. Porter—he’s the man in charge
—and Sally told him I had a good
record in school. Mr. Porter talked
to me a while and then he asked
me to take some dictation.

“Thank goodness, I got it right!
After that he said I could have the
job. Isn’t it wonderful? I’m to get
S2O and begin work a week from
next Monday!”

Mrs. Rogers agreed that it was.
wonderful. Her strength seemed to
rally with Celia’s enthusiasm. Later
in the afternoon she insisted upon
dressing and even went downstairs
for a stroll in the cool of the eve-
ning.

"Our, luck’s changed!” Celia sang
out as she was undressing for bed.
“You’re well again and I have a,
job and—oh, I feel so happy!”

Barney Shields’ name had been
on the tip of- her tongue when she
cut her words short. Celia was not
quite ready to tell even her mother
about Barney,

Next morning Margaret Rogers
insisted upon returning to work at
the dress shop, She refused to lis-
ten to her daughter’s cautions and
departed at the usual hour. She
went again the next day and the
next.

But on that third day, unknown
to any of her 00-workersi, Margaret
Rogers visited a doctor’s office. Thephysician gave his ultimatum
bluntly.

(To Be Continued)

LONG ILLNESS FATAL
FOR MRS. M’CREADI

Funeral Services for City Woman
to Be Held Wednesday.

Funeral services for Mrs, bjora
Belle McCready, 58, of 47 South
Dearborn street-, will be held at 2
Wednesday in the Kirby & Dinri
funeral parlors, 1801 North Merid-ian street. The Rev. Samuel Wel-
ker will officiate. Burial will be in
Crown Hill.

Mrs. McCready died in a local
hospital Sunday night, following a
protracted illness. She was a life-
long resident of Indianapolis.

Surviving her are four daughters,
Mrs. C. B. Casselman, Mrs. C. C.
Hendrickson, Mrs. Dan R. Anderson
and Mrs. Ted I. Nicholas, all of this
city; one son, Stanton W. McCready,
Milwaukee, Wis.; the husband, Wil-
liam T. McCready, and two brothers,
George A, Carson, North Vernon,
Ind., and Joseph Owen Carson, this
city.

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES
BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES —By Martin.
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TARZAN AND THE JEWELS OF OPAR

Lieutenant Albert Werper, terrified at the
fate which might await him aft Adis Abeba,
tried, to think of some scheme of- escape. Alter
Mugambi had eluded their vigilance, the Abys-
sinians redoubled their guard about Werper.
For awhile he considered bribing Abdul Mourak
With some Os the jewels of Opar, and then
there dawned on him an idea whereby he could
keep the jewels, satisfy the greed Os the Abys-
sinian and also gain his freedom. He requested
an audience with the big chief.

As the Belgian entered the presence of his
captor, Abdul, Mourak eyed him frowningly.
When Weeper announced he wished to purchase
his liberty, the Abyssinian laughed long and
loud. “Pay for if,?*' he sneered. “What with
—the rags up-on your back? Get out!” “Listen
to me,” pleaded Werper, "if I can give you as
much gold as ten men may carry,, will you
promise to take me safely, ip the English com-
mftjfctoner?” “X®u are replied Abdul.
“Wtofm have you as much grid m that?"
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By Edgar Rice Burroughs

“Promise,” said Werper, “and I will toad you
to it," Abdul Mourak had ceased to laugh. He
eyed the Belgian intently. The fellow seemed
sane enough—yet ten loads of gold! The Abys-
sinian thought in silence for a moment. “Well,
and if I promise, how far is this gold?” “A long
week’s march to the south,” replied Werper.
“And if we do not find it where you say it is,
do you realize what your punishment wUi bo?”
“If it is not theA, I will forfeit my life,” re-
plied the Belgian.

. "I know it is there, for I saw it buried with
my own eyes,” he continued earnestly. "You
will stake your life against the finding of the
gold?” asked Abdul. Werper assented with a
nod of hia head. “Very well," said the Abys-
sinian. “I promise to free you. even though we
find but five loads of gold. But until Uls in
my possession, you remain a prisoner,” “I’m
satisfied," said Werper. “Tomorrow we start?”
Abdul Mouftak nodded, and the Belgian returned j
to his guafcd*, ) M

—By Ahern
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