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SYNOPSIS

Jeb Braddon, young and fantastically
puccessful broker of Chicago, Is Infat-
uated with Agnes Gleneith, beautiful
daughter of a retired manufacturer,
Rodney, a doctor, in love with Agnes,
visits his brother, Jeb, Rod plans work
at Rochester. Jeb suggestsa that he
make a try for Agnes before leaving.
In Rod there Is a deeper, obstinate
decency than In Jeb. Rod visits Agnes
and tells her of his great desire, but
realizes It can never be fulfilled. Agnes’
mother {8 attempting to regain her hus-
band's love. Agnes has disturbing
doubts a® to what attracts her father
in New York, Jeb tells Agnes he |Is
going to marry her, and together they
view an apartment in Chicago. Jeb asks
Agnes to set an early date, but she tells
him she ceannot marry him. When the
agent, Mr, Colver, offers to show them
A furnished apartment, Jeb asks Agnes
to see it alone, saying he must return
to his office. Agnes consents and Jeb
leaves, A radio is blaring terrifically
from one of the apartments, Colver
raps upon the door, which Is opened
by A scantily ec¢lad girl, who draws
Agnes Into the room. Colver finds her
husband, Charles Lorrie, fatally shot.
He calls the police. Myrtle Lorrie asks
Agnes to phone Cathal O'Mara, a law-
ver, to come at once. Agnes doea, The
police take charge, O'Mara arrives. The
officers are antagonistic to him., Agnes
gldes with O'Mara, Agnes Is to be a
witness at the coming trial, Cathal's
grandfather and father had lost their
lives In the line of duty as city fire-
men, and his grandmother, Winnle, has
built her all around Cathal, who, being
ambitious had worked his way through
law school., Thoughts of Agnes disturb
Cathal, Mr. Lorrie had cast off the
wife who had borne him his daughter
to marry Myrtle, and after two years
of wedded life she had killed him. The
coroner's jury holds Myrtle to the grand
jury, Agnes promises O'Mara to review
the case with him, When Cathal calls
Mre, Gleneith asks questions regarding
marital problems in the hope that she
might get a solution to her own prob-
lem. Cathal wins them over to Myrtle's
cause, Jeb tells Agnes that O'Mara |Is
seeking to profit on the Insurance
money Myrtle will collect M acquitted.
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CHAPTER VI—Continued
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The plaving of the Fldef® overture
was an oceasion, for reasons only
known to themselves: and so was the
performance of Cesar IFFranck’'s D Ml
nor Symphony,

A few months after thelr marriage,
when Bob was yet a boy and Beatrice
younger than either of thelr daughters
today, ehe had come to town at noon
to make a visit to a certain specialist;
and he had sald, yes, there was no
doubt that she was goilng to have a
baby.

S0 Bob and she had lunched togeth-
er. Under the tablecloth, he caught
her hand and held it with a new awed
tenderness, He defled usual discre-
tion and played hooky from the office
for the afternoon, and went with her
to the concert, where they heard the
Fidelio and that solemn, exulting trl-
umphal of the goul over the flesh
which was the D Minor Symphony.

It told how two would be bound to-
gether, though they died, and they
whispered to each other that night:
and through the vyears

grams so that, on the speclal day, she
would have her hushand instead of
one of her daughters or a friend In
the seat beside her.

Today the orchestra was playing
both the Fidello and Cesar Franck's
sublime deflance of the flesh. It
seemed to “mean” something: so
Beatrice Gleneith, forty-seven years
old, ventured to her hushband’'s office to
ASk him to play hooky with her once
more,

Bob's door was shut: and when she
opened It, she saw the office empty:
but Miss Oliver Immediately entered
from her room on the other slde. Miss
Oliver knew her, and hastened for-
ward In a welcome which betrayeqd
no small surprise.

“Why, Mrs. Gleneith! Mr. Glenelth
went out an hour ago, and I'm not ex.
pecting him back for perhaps another
hour, Was he expecting vou?"

“No,” sald Beatrice. “Do you mind
If 1 wait here?"

“Of course not.” And the two wom-
eén looked at each other.

The girl somewhat uneaslly with-
drew and left Mrs. Gleneith alone In
her husband's office,

Iricie—he could not give up ecall
Ing her that—sat almost still for a long
time looking about the room and gaz
ing out the windows.

Beatrice arose and stood at her hus.
band’s desk, whereon lay letters op-
ened and spread out:; and one large,
bulky envelope which had been left
sealed. It was from Bob's bank, and
since today was the first, it undoubt-
edly contained his canceled checks of
last month--his personal account.

His wife first welghed It In her
hand; then, almost before she thought
what she was dolng, she slit the en-
velope with his paper knife.

His checks were to various names
and for various amounts, none of
them allke except two—one thousand
dollars to Cash—one thousand dollars
to Cash. Here were two more to Cash.
Here were two more allke—five hun.
dred dollars drawn to Cash—to Cash,
five hundred dollars.

She looked at the dates. They had
been drawn and cashed, to Cash, al.
most exactly a week apart; the two
for a thousand each corresponded with
his visit In New York: the five hun.
dreds with his stay in Chicago.

What had Bob done with this eash
In addition to all these other checks
drawn to pnames for many amounts?

Beatrice dropped into his chalr and
sat there a few moments, shaking.

afterward, |
Beatrice watched the orchestra pro- |

Tricle, who had come with the wild
delusion that If he sat with her agaln
through Fidelio and the D Minor Sym-
phony, she could regaln him—Tricle
sat back In his chalr, Finally she
gathered up his checks and replaced
them In the envelope which she had
slit. She took his pen and wrote on
a sheet of his personal paper:

“1 opened this."”

She did not sign her name: she
could not. He would know her writ-
ing, of course; and he knew that she
was here. So she left the notation In
the envelope and escaped from his of-
fice before he returned.

One more mad thing—the maddest
of all—she did. She left on his desk
beside the envelope a ticket, for the
seat beside hers, at the Orchestra.

Beatrice had no lunch that day. She
went to the women’s room at Marshall
Fleld's and lay down. At last she
went to Orchestra Hall and took her
seat,

Never, never hefore had Stock 8o
conduected and the orchestra so played
the Fidello and the D Minor Sym-
phony. Bob did not come.

He, of course, recelved from Miss
Oliver a report of Beatrice's visit and
departure; and he digscovered her note
In his checks next the four to Cash
which his wife had assembled and left
together, DBut this did not tell him
how much more Beatrice knew: and
it left him wholly In the dark as to
what she meant to do about it

So far, she had asked him directly
nothing, for fear of the answer: for
fear, he was aware, of forcing an open
hreak between them. Now what would
she do?

The concert ticket gave him an aw-
ful moment with its power to recall
the past., He had to tear it up and
toss It out of sight.

e could keep away from the con.
cert; but then came the hour when
he must go home and face her.

But she sald nothing when she met
him, and they went to their separate
bedrooms at night without her having
referred to her visit at his office.

In the morning, after he had bathed
and shaved and was nearly dressed,
he went Into his wife's room. She
had been awake and she sat up In bed,
without welcome and without surprise.

“l1 was thinking about us, Bob.,"” she
sald, supporting herself on her hands.
Her halr was bralded, as she had
slept, and drawn back from her fore-
head. Its severity brought out the
clear, even outlines that gave her face
character,

“She's In New York, I1sn't she, Bob?
She stays In New York?

“She? he repeated, but Instantly
decided not to evade. “Yes: she stays
in New York.™

“You—you haven't brought her here
yet? You've never—seen her in Chi-
cago”™

“No," he sald.
were. "™

“That's something, Bob.
but something—"

“Tricle, you don't understand this.
You—-""

“Don’t, Bob, . Yesterday"--she
had to tell it to him—"Stock played
the Fidello and Cesar Franck.” She
shut her eyes and hummed the notes
of the solemn, exalted musie. “He
came to that part—our part, Bob—the
part that binds souls together forever,
no matter what may happen to thelr
bodles.”

With her eyes closed, she saw her.
self and him not middle-aged but
young together, and In awe before the
wonder of their first child within her
body.,

Oh, the notes had meant them In
thelr moments of exaltatlon - this
theme of defiance of fear. It brought
back that night when her “pains” be-
gan, and he was frightened that per-
haps she might die and leave him.
But she could never, never leave him!
Cesar Franck by his music declared It
impossible!

Bob Glenelth's wife, middle - aged
and in bed before him, opened her
eyes, which had wrinkles around them.
“It helped me agaln yesterday, Bob,"”
she sald. “It made me know I'm
bound to you, whatever you do. Casl
isn't."”

“Cash?"

“Cash,
Cash.™

“Yes," he sald.

“I'll never ask her name, Bobh: or
anything about her. If you wanted to
tell me, I'd ask you not. It's much
the best as It 1s. I can think of her
now simply as Cash. I can see her
Just as Cash. That's by all means
easiest for me. So never tell or ex-
plain a thing about her, Bob. That's
not too much to ask of you, Is It?
Leave her, between you and me, just
~—(Cash.”

This had occurred more than a week
ago; the emotionalism of its moment
long ago had loosed its hold upon him,
only to trouble him occaslionally since.

He could not permit himself to llve
in the past, on the relics of lost ex-
altations. He felt too much life ahead
of him. He was going on, looking for-
ward; the ease and certainty with
which he continually advanced his
business affairs, declared it. He had
never felt so capable.

He turned, with more composure, to
his daughter,

“Your mother and 1" he sald, In a
quiet volce, “understand each other.
She—we are not thinking In terms of
separation. Has she told you?"

“No, sald Agnes. What was It
which the lawyer, O'Mara, had sald?
Infidelity was kinder than to cast off
a wife openly.

“Does that make you any happler?”

“l guess so, Father.”

“Never—where yon

Not much,

You know whom I mean—
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The post, at half past ten, brought
Myrtle's letter,

My Dear Miss Glenelth:

Can't you possibly come to ses me?
You know where I am. I do not have
to write the address. Me—Iin prison.
Can you Imagine what this place must
be for me?

How gladly I would eall on you-—Iif
I could! I think of you dally. Stil
when I shut my eyes I can see you
coming In my door, I was never so
glad to see another girl In all my life.

I am sure God sent you to me In my |

moment of terrible need,
Can't you possibly come see me?

But whether you do or not, with un« |

dying thankfulness for you,
Your grateful and devoted friend,
MYRTLE STIVER LORRIE,

Agnes dropped the sheet of paper
and looked out over the lawn. She
felt no Impulse at all to respond by
a visit to the jall
it her duty?

Martin O'Mara could tell her.

Her memory supplied the phone
number she had called, at that tense,
awful crisis with Myrtle,

A woman's volce, as before, an-
swered,

“Mr., O'Mara, please,” sald Agnes.
And what was It—a repetition of the
excitement of the first call?~which
had her quivering?

“Who wants him?

“I-—-Miss Glenelth.”

He Is In court this morning.
bly I eannot reach him for some time.
I8 there any message you can glve
me 7"
“No.
thing.”
“I will have him eall you,
Gleneith, Where will you be?”
Agnes found the morning paper and
shut herself In her room while she

I wanted to ask him some-

Miss

searched the columns ecarefully and |

|

Should she? Was |

over again, but vainly, for there was |

no mention today of Martin O'Mara.

Yet he was In court and, this morn-
Ing, making his plea for a client. It
was a hearing of overwhelming impor-
tance to five persons,—the prisoner
and his wife and their three little
children—but altogether too common
and unsensational a case to win no-
tice, before Its disposition, In the
morning papers. Tonight there would
be a few lines,

hidden somewhere

back toward the flnanclal news, re-

cording the justice dispensed to an- |

other human soul.

For one Karl Glatz, a plodding, un-
imaginative accountant for a firm In
the leather business, had embezzled
some twenty - two hundred dollars
which he had lost In speculation. He
had been caught, and the case had
come to Cathal.

Examination of the elrcumstances
made but one plea feasible—gulity:
but before the judge had passed sen-
tence, counsel had the right to of.
fer witnesses for examination, and to
argue for the mitigation of the of-
fense that was admitted,

Sentence was passed at half - past
twelve; Glatz would go to the penl.
tentlary for a year. It was the minl.
mum term for his offense, but Cathal
felt himself beaten.

He hated sentences: It struck him
chill to see a wife's arms go up and
close about her husband's neck so she

could hold him to her, s0o that she |

could eling to him agaln, though it
was In the courtroom, before they

took him away from her to spend his

years in prison,

Cathal turned away, yet he caught |

a glimpse of thelr passion. The man

had given her all, all he had had; and |
the woman had held from him nothing. |

For them, It struck Cathal chill;
but for himself, It stirred swiftly suc-

ceding warmths within him.,. Whoever |
would cling to him so? Whom would |
he hold as though he could never let |

her go?

Was he without sense or reason?
He wounld have Agnes Gleneith's arms

about him; and how he would hold |

her to him!

No one else, none other, at such mo-

ments, came to him., The thought of
no other girl or woman ever had as-
salled him with such fury.

He turned about.
last had let his wife Carrie go: and
she, through her tears, was trylng to
thank Cathal. He wished she wouldn't.

She'd earn the money to pay hm, she |
he would know now she had |

sald :
nothing,

Cathal knew that. Yesterday he had

given “There's
no fee,"” he sald quletly,
ing for you."

tHe went on, eclasping his brief-case
containing, with other documents, the
accounting of Karl Glatz' pitiful trad-
Iing. Glatz had spread his few thou-
sands of dollars, won and lost, with
various brokers, one of which had

been Braddon and Company.
Cathal thought of Jeb, not In any re-

her twenty dollars.

lation to Glatz, but as the possessor

of Agnes Glenelth. Did she draw
Braddon down to her and cling to
him? Of course she did, and let him
hold her, Wasn't she marrying him?

Recollecting himself with her in her
home, Cathal warmed
of confusion as he reviewed again
how he had told her of the Green
Bear of Babbletree.

He reached his office. . . .

“And,” his secretary concluded her |
report of occurrences during his ab- |

sence, “Miss Gleneith called you. She
wanted you to call her back—at her
home, Shall I call her?”

“I will,” sald Cathal

Cathal shut himself in his office and
called on his phone,
“Fool; fool; oh, fool!” he cast at

himself during the walt after he had |

the house, and some one had gone to
summon her.
yourself she's called you? Something's
happened ; or she wants to know some-
thing. Would she ever think of you?”
There was her volce: “Mr, O'Mara?”
“O'Mara,” he sald.
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Karl Glatz at

“T did noth- |

with a flush |

“Do you Imagine It's for |

Uncommon
.

Sense

The films of travel, which car-
ry the vision around the world
and back again

Eyes Around | 4vye vastly
broadened the

the World
horizons of mil-

lions of people, and in that re-
spect have proved to be of high
value.

The opportunities of most peo-
ple for seeing the world are very
limited.

The average person in small
towns and country places has a
very dim idea of the length and
breadth of the world, or of the
people who live in places remote
from him,

Today almost every boy and
girl can tell you of the Taj Ma-
hal, or of the Desert of Sahara,
or the peaks of the Andes, or of
life in remote cities like London,
Paris and Constantinople,

L L *
Mr.

Shakespeare informs us

- that *} J : h hav
“Mr. O'Mara I8 out, Miss Glenelth. | ... , . Clhc ~eeping youth have

Proba- |

ever homely wits."”
But “homely wits" hardly ex-

A Veiled Figure

HE heart of man resem-

bles a secret chamber
wherein stands—like the block
of white unhewn marble set
in the studio of a sculptor—a
veiled figure. Though the man
may not so much as lift the
corner of the veil, vet Le for-
ever and in secret works to
fashion and form the figure
that lies beneath.

And the figure is the Soul of
the man, and the unveiling
thereof is called death: and
until the figure be unveiled,
the man scarce knoweth what
manner of man he is.—Coulson
Kernahan,

| astonishing

' and town has not long ago been

 dously

By

JOHN BLAKE

&
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A bas le traitre. (F.) Downm
with the traitor.

Aurea mediocritas. (L.) The
golden mean,

Bas bleu. (F.) A bluestocking.

Beaux yeux de sa cassette. (F'.)
Her money is her attraction.

Cher ami (masc.) Chere amie
(fem.) (F.) Dear friend.

Dramatis personae. (L.)
characters of a play.

Douceur. (F.) Sweetness;
bribe; a fee.

Faire bonne mine. (F.) To put
a good face on a thing.
E pluribugs unum. (L.) Out of

many, one, (Motto of the United
States.)

All | /lroundﬁ
Z2e House

If in breaking eggs into a mix-
iIng bowl a baa one should ac-
cidentally be dropped in, a whole
cake may be spoiled. It is, there-
fore, wise to always break one
egg at a time into a cup before
putting it into the mixing bowl

Ist when practically all the peo-
ple of all the civilized countries
of the world can, by paying al
small price for a seat in a cine-
ma theater Jlook ““’'round the
world and back again.”

The camera man has complete-
ly replaced the men who used to
g¢ forth and view the world and
bring home pictures of it to be
thrown on a still sereen.

From your seat in a theater you
can view the Eskimo catching a
seal which will provide him with
his supper and an overcoat, with
a good clear glance at the peaks
of the Alps or the Andes, or at
"“Elephants a pilin’ teak” in Bur-
mah.

The

. * @

Minds feed on what the eves
see,

Wherever there is anything
worth seeing the camera goes.

Loving their work, and eager
to bring home pictures of all the
known world, these daredevils of
the films are never daunted by
obstacles, or by dangers.

To me it has alwavs been =
that every school
room in every cily and village

To remove the onion odor from
the hands after peeling and slic-
Ing them rub the hands with vin-
egar or lemon juice before wash-
INg with soap and water. If the
onions are sliced under water and
the hands are already wet rub

provided with ecameras and
screens to aid the children in
their work.,

Not only would they vastly
broaden the view of many sec-|them with dry salt.
tions of the world, but they B

could, I should think, be tremen Drain all boiled vegetables as

w “-‘“’f”}l_ :" “3“"';””’- such | soon as tender. They become sog-
. w ¥ T 'I,’T 1
subjects as biology and zoology. gy if they are allowed to stand un-

An intelligent teacher provided strained after cooking. The wa-

with a moving picture projector | tar drained off may be saved for
and a stock of films would never soup stock.
lack the earnest attention of her * *
pupils.

liven pictures which only in-
cidentally show the streets of
foreign cities would be valuable.
What they would do if wisely used
would prove a marvel,

When the cork breaks in a bot-
tle pour out the liquid it contains
and put enough ammonia in the
bottle to float the cork. Set away

until the cork crumbles.
© Associated Newspapers.—WNU Service.

and ON-TIME SCHEDULES for
our 30,000,000 PASSENGERS,

.r:rjy'i
-3 Wickman, Prrﬂd'enr,
G'r'p’hﬁumn" Lorporaticn,
world's f.nrqr;f hi_qhway

transportation system
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GUM-DIPPED TIRES

are used on Greyhound Buses”

FOLLOW the lead of big tire users who

buy only on proof of performance.

Last year Greyhound buses traveled
138,000,000 miles from Coast to Coast and
from Canada to the Gulf across deserts and
over winding mountain roads.

They have won the National Safety
Council’s highest award in inter-city bus

operation for the past four years. This is
indeed a tribute to careful driving, efficient
equipmentand the reserve safety of Firestone
Tires made possible by the Firestone
Patented Process of Gum-Dipping which
prevents internal friction and heat.

Firestone Gum-Dipped Tires run up to 28°
cooler and give greatest blowout protection
—the scientifically designed non-skid tread
will stop your car up to 25% quicker and
give you 50% longer non-skid mileage. 7§

FOR 25% LONGER TIRE MILEAGE EQUIP YOUR CAR WITH
Firestone SEALTYTE TUBES
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Firestone

HIGH SPEED
SIZE PRICE

T TSI $8.60
4.7519........| 9.10
5.25-18........| 10.8§
11.90
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FOR TRUCKS
6.00-20........| 18.8§

30x5 Tk Tyoe . . .| 18.78§
32x6 H. D.. e s 4‘-15

Other Sizes Pricad Proportionstely Low
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Take no chances! Buy your tires on proof of performance.
See your nearby Firestone Auto Supply and Service Store or

Firestone Dealer and equip your car today with Firestone
Gum-Dipped Tires, the Masterpiece of Tire Construction!

A | compound on inside of tube
seals the inner surface against leakage.

By maintaining a constant air pressure,
Firestone Sealtyte Tubes will increase your
tire mileage 25Y.

VISIT THE FIRESTONE
EXHIBITS AT THE GREAT
LAKES EXPOSITION IN
CLEVELAND AND THE TEXAS
CENTENNIAL IN DALLAS
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Listen to the Voice of Firestone—featuring Margaret Speaks, Soprano, with the Firestone Choral

and William

Daly’s Orchestra—every Monday night over N.B.C. Nationwide N ztwork




