
CHAPTER I. 
The boxes that came for Helen 

Page always caused excitement at 
Miss Spann’s School for Olrls. 

Miss Spann's girls were smart and 
up-to-date and quite eften then- 
own clothes bore the label of a Fifth 
Ave-jue shop. But few of them 
po-jessed even a single gnrment with 
a Paris label in it. 

All the clothes that came for 
Helen were Paris originals. Helen 
did not know, so she could not ex- 
plain. that her guardian had them 
brought over by a friend who made 
frequent trips abroad—a friend he 
had never allowed Helen to medt. 

Ac a matter of fact she had met 
none of his friends. But this 
friend had perfect taste and Helen's 
clothes were the envy of her school- 
mates. 

Just now they were engaged—all 
who could crowd into her room— 
in helping her open the two large 
packages that had come that after- 
noah. 

Helen was less interested in the 
new things than in the comine 
visit of her guardian himself. She 
was thrilling happily to the thought ! 
of It. For Leonard Brent was more 
to Helen than Just a guardian in 
the common sense of the word. She 
had given him the adoration of an 
untouched heart, without question 
of the manner in which he might1 
guard the gift. 

Of his guardianship of herself 
Helen had no complaint. It was 

lonely sometimes when the other 
girls .all but one or two. were away 
at homo for holidays and the sum- 
mer vacation, but there was always 
Leonard’s next visit to look forward 
to. 

"Oh, Helen, just look at this din- 
ner dress!" one of the girls cried, 
holding up a periwinkle blue chif-* 
fan creation. "Don’t you love it?” 

Helen took it and rushed over to 
the mirror in the closet door. “I'll 
wear it tonight," she exclaimed, 
holding it up before her, judging its j 
lines. 

"You ought to take that V out of 
the back,” one of the girls re- 
marked as Helen held the dress 
off and studied it. 

Helen shook her head. “Leno 
wouldn't like it,” she said. 

“Don't you ever get tired of liv- 
ing up to his freak ideas?” some- 
one aseked her. ‘‘It must be a 
strain.” 

# $ $ 

Helen smiled. She had been 
through this before. That hei guar- 
dian was strict and old-fashioned 
about her rearing and education 
everyone knew. But Helen delight- 
ed in pleasing him and so did not 
mind having her modernism limited 
in a measure. 

"Of course Helen can get away 
with the role of Miss Simplicity be- 
cause she's descended from Helen of 
Troy,” another girl put in sarcastic- 
ally. But I’ll bet old guardian 
could go blow a whale if she needed 
a beauty treatment.” 

The flush on Helen's cheek be- 
lied the words. Someone laughed. 

“That old guy’s a whole course of 
beauty treatments in himself,” the 
girl who had laughed declared. 
"Watch our Helen glow. No facial 
could do so much for her.” 

Helen whirled upon the speaker. 
"Old guy!" she repeated belligerent- 
ly. "Leno isn’t old. Not more than 
35. anyway. 

"Absolutely decrepit,” the other 
girl returned. 

“Don't be silly, Agatha," she was 

admonished by still -another girl. 
"Mr. Brent is the most distinguish 
ed looking man who comes here.” 

"The most distinguished man in 
New York, I d say," put in the girl 
who had suggested making the din- 
ner dress more decollette. "When 
Helen and I went down to town last 
Saturday we saw him at the Ritz.”, 

"At the Ritz! Shallimar Morris, 
you never had enough money to j 
lunch at the Ritz!" 

"Why be a goose?” Shellimar re- 

torted. undisturbed. "Of course not. 
We went there to see what's being 
worn. Mr. Brent came in. 

"Did he take you to lunch?” 
"He was with a date,” Shellimar 

explained patiently. 
All the girls were interested, for 

Helen's guardian was a topic of un- 
failing interest in their conversa- 
tions. 

"Bet sne was dressed like Queen 
Mary and had the manners of a 
Victorian Dutchess." 

"Not at all,” Shallimar hastened 
to assure them. Then she turned to 
Helen. "Shall I describe her?” she 
asked. 

Helen shrugged. "What's the 
use?" she said. "Just because Leno 
thinks there isn't anything funny 
about teaching a girl to be a lady 
they imagine he's a dodo." 

"Oh, don’t be a meany Helen. Go 
on, Shallie.” 

“Well. I just wish you'd seen her 
for yourselves,” Shallimar began un- 

certainly. “She was smart as could 
be and not a bit stiff." 

“Did he introduce you?” 
“No. .” Shalliinar’s glance1 

sought Helen's. The latter hastily 
turned away. "No, we decided he 
wouldn't have any use for a couple 
of school girls just then.” Shallimar 
went on, flushing a trifle under her 
suntan powder. 

“You don't mean to say you passed 
up a chance to meet one of Lenc’s 
lady friends!” 

«S« »> * 

Helen spoke up sharply. "You 
needn’t call him Leno just because 
I do," she said. 

The girls laughe#. “Oh. we 
wouldn’t think of getting familiar 
to his face, if that’s worrying you.” 
one of them said. "We wouldn't 
want him to think we aren't proper 
companions for you. He might take 
you away from us and put you in a 
more fashionable school.” 

"Yes, you know I’ve wondered. 
Helen, how he happened to place 
you here at Spann’s,” the girl Aga- 
tha admitted with youthful frank- 
ness. "The Ritz, and French orig-1 
inals! He could do better by 
you in the way of schools. If my 
dad could afford it I’d be at Elm- 
aloan. It’s exclusive. All the girls 
come from six-car families at the 
very least." 

“I’m quite happy here," Helen de- 
clared. ‘‘And now will you all get: 
out, please? I want to try on some j 
of these things and dress for din- 
ner.” 

"I wonder you don’t put Shalli- 
mar out too." one among them 
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ok them in his own antl kissed their finder tips. 

grumbled as they departed. She 
has eyes the same as we have, Miss 
Prim.” 

Helen laughed. She could afford 
to be good natured. Tonight she 
would dine with Leno at the inn— 
and dance with him. 

Shallimar helped to clear the 
beds of boxes and tissue paper. She 
was Helen’s roommate and quite 
used to removing things to make 
sitting room. 

But on this occasion she wore a 

slight frown. Not that she minded 
having her portion of the room 
overrun with Helen’s belongings. 
She was thinking of Helen herself, 
wondering if she wasn’t a bit of a 

fool to fall so hard for her guar- 
dian's ideas. There was that wo- 

man they had seen him with in 
town, for instance.She certainly 
looked as though she knew her way 
about; not at all the sort of person 
that Mr. Brent seemed bent on 

making of Helen. Shallimar didn’t 
think it was fair. 

And then there was the way 
Helen had acted on that occasion. 
Afraid to intrude, Shallimar 
thought. And Helen hadn’t ex- 

plained why she hat! drawn bad: 
abruptly as he passed with his un- 

known companion. But Shallimar 
knew she was aware of the queer- 
ness of her act for since the trifling 
episode Helen had been reluctant to 
speak of it. 

* * * 

Helen observed the frown on 

Shallimar’s darkly beautiful fea- 
tures and a bit of her elation over 
the news that Brent was coming 
vanished. She hated to be a mys- 
tery to her roommate. Shallimar 
had confided her intimate affairs 
unstintedly and Helen felt guilty 
over withholding her own secrets. 

Secrets! With her life itself just 
one long secret how could she con- 

fide anything? The thought had 
troubled her through many wakeful 
hours. 

But she couiu see mac snamaia. 

was seriously disapproving of her 
now. Often the dark granddaugh- 
ter of a Spanish dancer had warned 
her that she would lose her indi- 
viduality if she tried to remake her- 
self in an outmoded mold. 

Impulsively she decided to explain 
her reason for not making her 
presence in the Ritz known to her 

guardian. She put down the stock- 
ing box in which she was putting 
away her new hosiery and came over 

to sit on Shallimar's bed. 
"You think I have the makeup of 

a mouse, don't you, or that I be- 
lieve children should be neither seen 

nor heard?” she began half-teasing 
ly. But under the light tone she 
adopted there was a hint of appeal 
for tolerance from her friend. 

"Oh. if you want to efface your- 
self that's your business,” Shallimar 
answered; "provided you ready 
want to.” 

Helen spoke softly; "I do. when 
Leno wishes it.” she admitted. 

Shallimar gave her a straight, 
quick look that Helen found made 
her uncomfortable. 

"Yes,” she went on, readin 
Shallimar’s thought. "I'd do any- 
thing for him.” 

“Are you jealous of him?” 
Helen started and reddened. "Of 

course not,” she said quickly. 
Shallimar laughed. “You don't 

mind his being with a knockout like 
that woman we saw and yet you’re 
so crazy about him that you Ira’ e 

to tingle with delight over obeying 
his slightest wish. Something's 
wrong with the picture, Helen. But 
tell me, has he forbidden you to 
speak to him in public?" She ended 
tauntingly, but Helen was invulner- 
able to the jibe. Delicate sarcasm.. 
and broad, were favorite weapon 
of the girls at verbal grips with 
each other. 

“That's what I want to tell you 
about. Shallie. dear.” she said 
quietly and Shallimar was instantly 
disarmed. She opened her eyes a 

little wider and then nurrowed them 

in anticipation. Was Helen actually- 
going to open up? 

“There's a reason, but I don't 
know what it is, why Leno wants 
me to grow up to be what he calls a 

lady. Please don't laugh. You 
know there is a difference between 
girls who take refin.mem and good 
form seriously and those who don't.’ 

“What if there is?” Shellamar in- 

terjected impatiently. “Is that any 
reason why you have to give up even 

a dab of rouge along with cigarets?” 
* * * 

A tender smile wreathed Helen’s 

lips before she answered. "Maybe 
Leno does carry it a bit far,” she 
agreed. 1 but what I wanted to tell 
you was that he has never ar- 

ranged for me to meet any of his 
friends or acquaintances and X know 
he wouldn’t v.anj, it to happen by 
accident.” 

Shallimar scoffed. “Afraid they 
will contaminate you probably. But 
that’s going to be pleasant for you 
when you leave school isn’t it. Who 
are you going to know? What aiv 

you going to do? He won't be able 
to create a set of Priscillas and 
Prudences just for you to associate 
with.” 

“He says we’re going to travel,’ 
Helen explained. 

“And show the world one Ameri- 
can girl who is natural and un- 

1 

spoiled. I see. So that is what 
you are being groomed for.” 

”1 don't now, Shallie. Maybe it's 
just that. Leno believes girls ought 
to be natural and unspoiled.” 

Shallimar laughed again. “After 
the lady we saw him with you can't 
pretend that he prefers unspoiled 
girls for himself.” 

Helen nusnea aai-Kiv reu. onam- 

mar had found the chink in her ar- 

mor. either by accident or design 
This woman they spoke of was nor 

the first sophisticated, modish fe- 
male that Helen had seen in Leon- 
ard Brent’s company. 

Once on paying him an unexpect- 
ed visit she had found him enter- 
taining a charming friend whom he 
had hurriedly sent away—afterward 
scolding Helen for her surprise. 

And Helen had not been blind tc 
the fact that his choice of friends 
among the gentler sex was quite 
decidedly for the women of today. 
Why. then, did he want her to be 
so diffirent? 

Helen’s heart sank anew at every 
repetition of the question. For the 
answer was always the same. Leon- 
ard—Leno—did not regard her as 

she regarded him. He might not be 
in her mind, too aged for her fancy 
to weave a love dream about him, 
but it was her great fear that he 
regarded her as a child. 

She got up and moved away to 
hide her face from Shallimar’s close 
scrutiny. 

"Don't be a goose." Shallimar ex- 

claimed sharply. "Be yourself. 
Helen. Cut out the ingenue. Your'e 
13. you know. I don't approve at 
all of your falling for Mr. Brent, 
but if you want to get anywhere 
with him you won’t allow yourself 
to be a football for his notions. Nor. 
while you have proof that his per- 
sonal taste is contrary to all he ts 

making of you.” 
Helen answered with a half sob 

“Sometimes I think I’m .ius; naL- 

urally uninspired,” she said, fishing 
a fresh handkerchief out of a box. 

* <S O 

Shallimar rushed over and pm 
an arm about her. “No, you’re not 
honey. Don’t you see? No one but 
a person with a lot of character 
could do what you're doing. And 
that’s why I think it's a shame iha* 
you should try to be anything but 
yourself. It just happens that Mr 
Brent wants you to be a throwback. 
If you thought he liked modern 
youth as it's sometimes pictured 
to make a story or a sermon you'd 
flame to high heaven to please him." 

Helen wiped her eyes and blinked 
back the rest of her tears. It was 

pretty hard being the ward of a 

man you were in love with—a man 

who had loads of fascinating wo- 

men friends—and to know that you 
were just a a sort of experi- 
ment with him; but hard or not 
Helen hated tears. They were too 
much in keeping with the character 
being thrust upon her. 

"Weil, anyway.” Shallimar said 
cheerfully, "he doesn’t dress you in 
hoops and bustles. I can’t quite get 
his idea. An old-fashioned girl in 
the latest word in ciothes. 

"I don’t get it either,” Helen con- 

fessed. "But I’m grateful for the 
lovely things he sends me. I’d hate 
to look funny." 

"As you would if he wanted you 
to,” Shallimar sniffed. "I hope I 
never fall in love if this is what it 
does to a girl. But honestly, I 
don’t think you’re in love with him, 
really. He's got you hypnotized, 
that’s all.” 

Helen was pinning her thick yel- 
low hair up on her head prepara- 
tory to taking a shower bath. She 
smiled at her reflection in the mir 
ror. How little Shallimar knew 
about the grand passion her great 
brown eyes said to those in the glass. 
She pitied Shallimar. For no mat- 
ter how much it hurt to he in love 
it was an experience not to be 
missed. 

And it made having a new dress 
ever so much more exciting. "Shall 
I wear silver slippers or the blue 
moire?” she asked, facing about and 
forgetting that her dearly beloved 
Leno would very likely remain un- 

1 stirred by any choice she made 
among the things in her plentiful 
wardrobe. 

"Wear the blue—silver's overdue," 
Shallimar advised. And her’s a 

bar of that soap Aunt Cecelia sent 
from Hamburg. You'll love the odor. 
It's lasting but that won’t matter 
since your arbiter won't permit you 
to use perfume.” 

$ * $ 

"He doesn't object to a delicate 
scent," Helen corrected as she too1-: 
the cake of clear green soap and 
disappeared into the hall. She ran 

down to the bathroom but. early as 

it was. she found all the tubs and 
showers in use and had to wait 10 
minutes for her turn. The sirls Were 
forever upsetting the bathing order 
established for them by the hous-' 
rules committee. It did no good to 
grumble even if you had to hurry- 
back to your room and content 
yourself with a sponge bath, aided 
by a rubdown with cologne. Tiie 
facilities for luxurious living at Miss 
Spann's were limited. Still, the 
school had a reputation for worthi- 
ness that kept its enrollment full 
and things went on as they were. 

When Helen returned to don her 
crepe de chine dancing set and the 
periwinkle dress she %vas aglow with 
well being and happy anticipation. 

Shallimar stood by and offered 
well meant suggestions that were 

entirely ignored. No. not even a 

hint of lipstick, and certainly no 

eye shadow. Helen was firm. 
Not that you need it." Shallimar 

cajoled, -but there isn't a woman 
born that can't be made more beau- 
tiful. And you want to look beau- 
tiful. don't you?" 

Helen consented to having her 
slightly water-shined nose pow- 
dered and she allowed Shallimar :.o 

arrange her heavy hair in a way 
that permitted one adorable little 
ear to invite a caress, but that was 
as far In modern allurements as she 
would go. 

Finally Shallimar announced her- 
self satisfied. Helen gave her a 

swift hug. "It's funny about you." 
she said impulsively. You hat? to 
see me going cut with Leno, I know 
you do. and yet you do all you can 

to make me devastating to him. 
Why is it, I wonder?" 

Shallimar shrugged. "I suppose 
it’s because when two women aren’t 
after the same man they are allies 
against all men.” 

"I hope I can do as much for you 
some day,” Helen acknowledged. 
"Which wrap shall I wear? I want 

to be downstairs when Leno comes." 
"You don't want to lose a minute 

before asking him about last Sat 

urday, do you?" Shallimar teased, 
j "No. I wouldn't dare do that, 
Helen told her; “but there’s some 

: thing he has promised to do for mi 

| I’m anxious to remind him of it.” 
She was in the closet now, run 

ning her finely modeled hands ove 

j the row of wraps that hung ther 
i behind a cretonne curtain. Sh 

j seemed uncertain of her choice. He 

; mind was not on the wraps. Sh 
j came out with a black and whit 
one. Shallimar gasped. "Helen, nc 

1 
that! With blue slippers?” 

Helen regarded it. “It would be 
bad combination, wouldn't it?” Sh 

: threw it on the bed and turns 

I back to the closet. This time sh 
selected a gray velvet. 

4 4 4 

i The nod of approval Leonar 

j Brent gave her a few minutes late 
'rewarded her for her exercise c 
1 taste. 
! Helen's hands trembled a? Bret: 
i took them in his own and kisse 
\ their finger tips. It was not a seri 

j ous gesture, but it delighted the gii 
whose lore of romance, and love c 

love itself, had settled upon thi 
handsome, worldly man. 

! As he bent his head and looke 
at her from dark eyes that turne 

1 

up slightly at the outer corners, fol 
lowing the line cf his satanic eye 
brows, her heart pounded alarming 
iy. 

She could not fathom that Jooi 
part mocking, part triumphant, par 
amused. But Leonard Brent coul 
not be wholly laughing at her. O. 
yes, she was aware that he knew o 
her feeling for him. There wa 

something in his glance that mad 
it possible to endure Ids knowing 
something not altogether of mock 
ery and amusement. 

“You're looking lovelier tliai 
ever,” Brent said to her and th 
words were uttered warmly. 

Helen longed to say that he toi 
was looking very well had she no 

felt it would be too artless to com 

piiment him. He might want her t 
be simple, but not a simpleton. 

But she allowed her eyes to feas 
upon him and Brent understood he 
as though she had spoken. H 
permitted no hint of his under 
standing to show in his manner, i 
long and. varied experience wit! 
women had accustomed him to the: 
admiration. 

Helen s leet seemeci scarcely t 
touch the flagstone valk as the; 
made their way out to Brent's car 
a long, narrow convertible. Tonigli 
it was open and Helen had an in 
signt of regret that she was not t< 
sit in the delicious intimacy it af 
forded when closed. But the feel o 
a soft breeze, warm with the prom 
ise of summer, brought a surge o 

pleasure that held no place for re 

gret. 
It was a short drive to the inn—i 

drive in May-scented twilight 
Helen’s thoughts were tuned to the 
sheer delight of the wind in he 
face, the lift of her hair about ha: 
face, the racing hope that spec 
with her. 

At the inn, before they left tin 
car, she turned to her companion 
her lips apart and her eyes seekinc 
his. "Leno." she said softly, wise 
fully, "tonighc you will do what yot 
promised?” 

"Tonight?" Brent repeated. 
"I can’t wait any longer.” Helec 

urged. "You must tell me. Yoc 
promised, when I finished school 
Thai will be soon. I’ve tried to b; 
patient, but you’ve no idea what i 
means not to know anything abou 
yourself except your name. Anc 
I'm not even sure of that." 

Brent's lips took on a cross deter 
mination. He spoke sharply. "Don' 
be a nuisance and spoil our even 

ingj Helen. I'll tell you everythin: 
as I promised, when ycu graduate.' 

Helen sat very still, facing he: 
disappointment. Brent put an am 

about her. "There is one thing 
want to know,” he said, "befol'e : 
tell you who you are." 

(To Be Continued) 

Coast Mariner 
| Is Pursued By 

—^—. 

Many Vesels Under His Com- 
mand Sink After He 

Leaves During Skipper’s 
Fifty Years At Sea. 

Bv STANLEY BAILEY 
United Press Staff Correspondent 

SEATTLE. Sept.. 20. (UP.)—For 50 
'’ears Cap* N. L uohnson sailed all 

tiic seas of the world, and for .'0 

years death and disaster followed 
ever in his wake. 

When the grey-bcards of the oic. 

square rigger days and of the later 

days of steam gather occasionally 
down in Eagle harbor and talk of 
the mvsteries of the deep — the 

strange fates that pursue some men 

and of miraculous escapes —they 
speak of Capt. Johnson as “The 
Jinx of the Sea” 

But though death was constant- 
lv in the offing as he went over 

fire horizons, never has he met with 
accident. 

Eleven of the vessels he com- 

manded went down on the first trip 
after he quit their bridges. More 
than a dozen others met disaster 

shortly after he left them. 
Records of the marine branch of 

he United States Department of 
Oomercc tell, in part, his story. 

A lad of 14. Johnson ran away 
from home and signed up with a 

Lake Michigan craft, a four rigger 
barkentine—“as fine a clipper as 

ever sailed the lakes." 
He Left; Boats Sank 

Then he came to Seattle v;here he 

dropped anchor. He purchased a 

small boat and cruised about the 
Washington shores. A short time 
later the boat, the Lone Star, was 

sold and its new owner sailed for 
Alaska. The craft was never heard 
of again. 

Capt. Johnson bought the sailing 
vessel Idler and with friends went 
to Alaska. They tramped the frozen 
spaces and returned. The Idler was 

sold to Capt. Lawrence Landsdale. 
now a U. S. revenue coast guard 
cutqr commander. The Idler sank 
en route tu rtmsK.it. 

Then for 15 years he sailed under 
the McDougal-Southwick Co., flag. 

The jinx ship Stella Earland, re- 

fused by other captains, was his 
.' first charge. He sailed it to Alaska 

for eight trips, overcoming difficul- 
ties in construction of the craft. 
The Stella\Esrland was sold to Prof. 
Anthony of Stanford University and 

!, was used for a scientific expedition 
; to the South Sea Islands. She ran 

aground and sank off Cedras Is- 
{ lands on the coast, of Mexico and 
; several of the party went down 

I with the ship. 
Thus his story runs: 

The Lincoln, The Loyal, the Moon- 
light, the Nellie G. Thurston, the 

t ■ General L. S’glin. the M. M. Morrel, 
j the General McPherson, the Ruby 
Cousins—he walked the bridge on 

each and on the next voyage all 
| went down or sailed away to the 

j.! port of missing ships. 
II Fear of Jinx 

The barkentine J. M, Griffith was 

; his next command, but She survived 
l i for a time. It was not until two 

years after he had left the barken- 
1 tine that the craft sank. 
f Then the fear of his “jinx" be- 
s gan to spread. He was refused com- 

mands. although none questioned 
i his ability. 
•; in 1914 Johnson was employed by 
’! the government to help harvest sea- 

_ weed off San Diego. Calif., for pot- 
ash, a war munitions necessity. For 
tw o years he commanded the Baha- 
da and when he took charge of the 
Transport Redlands, the Bahada 

i sank off San Pedro breakwater, was 

j raised and then went down off 
f Huckleberry island with all hands, 
s Mutiny and riots m japan while 
: in the government sendee added 
; to his story. His personal luck held 

but the jinx rode on. 

Today the grizzled captain di- 
l rects a tug hauling dirt from an ex- 

cavation job. 
The last two ships he commanded 

) remain afloat, but the old men 

: along the water-front shake their 
■ i heads and puff their pipes and 
> I wonder when they will join that 

long list of others that have gone 
down in icy waters of Alaska or off 
tropical shores, or have met with 

? unknown fates. 
_<§>__ 

\ Hoover to Attend 
Edison Lab Opening 

i _;_ 

WASHINGTON. Sept 20 (U.R — 

President Hoover has definitely dc- 
: cided to go to Detroit on October 21. 

Cincinnati October 22. and Louisville 
October 23. the White House an- 

nounced today. At Detroit he will 
attend the formal opening of the 
Edison laboratory purchased bv 

; Henry Ford as a museum, and at 
Cincinnati and Louisville the for- 
mal opening ol the Ohio river lock- 
system. He will make speeches at 
all three cities. 

.- • ■ ■■ 

Is This One A New 
Bonded Liquor Plan? 
SAN FRANCISCO. Sept. 20 <U.R)— 

Four persons were under arrest here 
today for “flooding" the city with 
bonded liquor. 

A conspiracy of gigantic propor- 
tions. whereby the thirsty ones of 

| San Francisco have been quench- 
: 

ing their parched throats with 
; liquor at the government's expense, 

was revealed when the arrests fol- 
lowed complaints laid by Federal 
Commissioner Ernest E. Williams. 

Those arrested are Mrs. Agnes A. 
Cress, confidential clerk of a whole- 
sale liquor supply dealer; Charles 
Schmidt, partner of a customs 
broker;; Daniel J. Cottrell, former 

; acting asistant cashier of the 
United States Customs, and R. N. 

■ McWilliams, druggist. 
The system the four are accused 

: of using was the forging of applica- 
: tions for medicinal liquor supplies 

by mythical masters of mythical 
ships 

Las Vegas Stock Exchange 
Closing Bids and Asked Quotations 

LOS ANGELES CURB AND EXCHANGE STOCKS 

Helping 
V* 

Homemaker! 
Bv LOUISE BENNETT WEAVER 

FALL LUNCHEON MENU 
Chilled Diced Cantaloupes 

Chicken Mousse Tomato Rounds | 
Creamed Peas 

Hot Biscuit Plum Jelly 
Pear Salad 

Oransc Ice Sponge Cake 
Coffee Salted Nuts 

Chicken Mousse. Serving Six 
2 tablespoons granulated gelatin 
t tablespoon" cold water 
11-2 cups boiling chicken stock 
1 teaspoon sal: 
1-4 teaspoon paprika 
2 tablespoons chopped p'mentos 
2 tablespoons chopped, cooked green 

peppers 
2 tablespoons chopped, cook-'d celer- 
2 1-2 cups diced, cooked chicken. 
1-2 cup whipped cream 

Soak the gelatin in cold water for 
3 minutes. Add the boiling stoc!: 
and stir until the gelatin has di,-| 
solved. Add the salt and paprika.: 
Cool and allow to stiffen r. little. 
Add the rest of the ingredients and' 
ir. a cold place to stiffen. Ur.mold 
been rinsed out of cold water. See 
pour into a. loaf mold which lvg 
and surround with tomato rounds. 

Tomato Rounds 
3 slices tomatoes, cut 2-2 inch thick 
1-2 cup mayonnaise 
1-4 teaspoon salt 
2 tablespoons chopped green pep- 

pers. 
Mix the mayonnaise, salt and 

green peppers and spread on the 
tomatoes which have been chilled. 
Arrange in lettuce leaves and use a 

garnish for the loaf. 

Orange Ice, Serving Twelve 

2 cups sugar 
4 cups water 
2 cups orange juice 
1-3 cup lemon juice 

Boil the sugar and water for 2 
minutes. Cool and add the rest oi 

the ingredients and freeze until 
stiff. 

FRATERNAL 
NOTICES 

Vega*-lodge No- 32, F. & A 21. 
a Stated Communications j 

first Monday of each j 
month at Masonic Hall 
at 7:30 p. m. 

Special Communications, work 
requiring, aa announced by the 

Trestle Board, Issued each 
ponth. Visiting brothers are 

welcome. i 

EARL F. DAVISON. W. M. 
W. N. Schuyler, Secretary. : 

ATTENTION EAGLE8I 
Las Vega* Aerie No. 1213 Fra- 
ternal Order of Eagles meet? 
In regular session the Second 
and Fourth Tuesdays of e»cn 
month at 7:30 o'clock p. sn i 

at Levy’s HalL All Stray I 
flaglea cordially Invited. _| 

b. p. o. e. 
Las Vegas Lodge No. 1*68 

Meets every Thursday evening 
at 7:30. Club rooms open 
from 11:00 a. m. to 12:00 p.m. 1 

Visiting brothers cordially we, 

corned. 
C. V. T. GILBERT. E. K. 
Win. L. SCOTT. Secretary 

CHARLESTON LODGE NO. 66 
K. <»P P. 

Regular meetings first and 
third Tiu,jfiays of each month 
at 7:30'p.m., at Becklov'j Kadi 

Local members and v tatting 
brother* are cordially Invited 

JOHN GORDON, C. C. 
JULIUS AHLaTROM, K. R. C. 

; Artesia lodge No. 13 L O. O. T. j 
Meets 1st and 3rd i 
Wednesdays ol each 
month at 7:30 P. U. 

Levy's Hall, Fremont SL, be- 
tween First and Second. 
Visiting brothers cordially wel- 

comed. 
R. H. SNYDER, Noble Grand 

DONALD EREMNER, dec. 

SOUTHGATE CHAPTER NO. 

Meeting second and fourth Mon- 
day of each month at 7:30 p. m. 

18, Order of the Eastern Star 
at Masonic Hall. All visiting 
members cordially welcome. 
MRS. EARL DAVISON. W. M. 
MABEL R. ULLOM. Secretary 

/.. 

Wolverton 

SIGN 
Service 

119 NO. MAIN ST. 

With 

W. N. SCHUYLER 

l ___! 

Friday, Sept , 20, 1929 

Bid Ask 
Calif Bftlik *. 137 139 
Mer. Nat. Bank 195 220 
Nat. Bank Com. ... 40 45 
Sec. Fst. Natl. 137% 139 
Pac. Fin. Com. 153 154 
Bcrnsdall *A' ... 34% 36% 
‘Br.lsa Chief A" .... 205 215 
Buck Un. pfd. 35 40 

McMillan .. 35% 36% 
"Oceanic .. 75 85 
Occidental Pet. 255 260 
Giim >re 13% 
Richfield 40% 42 
Rio Orande 29 30 
Std. Oil. Cal. 74% 75 
Union Oil 53% 54 
Douglas Air 28% 30 
Douglas Air 26% 27 
So. Cal. Ed. Com. 87 88 
Av. Corp Del. 13 14 
Bach Air 130 135 

Bk. Art. Calif. 128 120 
Bk. Am. N. A. 232 236 
Bandinl Pete 6% 6% 
Exeter 132% 135 

Ital. Pet. Com. 235 240 
Mex. See Orel. 32 33% 
Sinclair .. 35% 37 % 
Fokker Air. 45% 46% 
Lockheed 5% 9 
Maddux Lane 12 
True. Am. Corp. 161% 
Trns. Con. Air 19 21 
"Gold Ace 17% 20 
Cont. of Del.33 33% 
‘ellYow Pine 13 16 

Las Vegas Exchange—Onen Board 

*IlaJa-Amrr. 55 60 
"Rhyoiite Con. 10 
’Virginia Con 01 ux 
•Gold Reef 01 02 
Mohawk Ace 01% 

‘Monarch Gold. 45 50 
‘Assccated Metals 50 
‘Golden Ace 50 
Republic Pete 415 450 
‘Gorhman Pete 83 100, 
‘—Price In Cents. 

Classified 
Advertising 

FOR SALE 

FOR SALE—Very desirable gold 
mining property, whole or part. 
Write William H. Crozier, Search- 
light, Nevada. 106-tf 

FOR SALE—Two-pump service sta- 
tion. grocery, garage and cabins. 
Strictly modern. 8 miles west c: 

Barstow on San Francisco-Las 
Vegas highway. Address Owner, 
Eox 376 Barstow, Calif. llOtf 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE 
SOCIETY 

Christian Science Society meet,, 
at Majestic Theater, Fremont 
street. 

Sunday School 9:45 a.m. 
Sunday Services 11:00 a.m. 

Wednesday evening meetings in- 
cluding testimonials of healing 
through Christian Science, 7:30 
p.m. 

PIPE 
300,009 feet new and u ft? pipe and 
casing. Ail sizes and all lands for 
ail purposes. Valves and Fittings. 
Write, phone or wire. Ail inquiries 
promptly answered. Orders prompt- 
ly shipped. 

ADAMS PIPE WORKS 
2025 Bay St., Los Angeles, Calif. 
Telephone, Ti cker 4361 

Dr. Walter G. Pico 
Chiropractor 

Snhe 7 Delkin Bldg. 

Patho-Neurometer Service 
The latest equipment In 

Chiropractic 

Fhone 302 

HOURS 9-12—1-5—7-8 

Telephone 437 

ANY KIND 
309 No. Main 

.lust North of Gateway Hotel 

ATTENTION 
PROPERTY OWNERS 

LAWYERS 

REAL ESTATERS! 
Before making any definite 

decision in the matter of sell- 
ing your Business, residential 
or acreage properties, write us 

fully what you are offering 
and you will profit. 

Boulder Dam 
Realty Syndicate 

<24 Santa Monica Blvd. 

SANTA MONICA, CAL. 


