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WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE
Helen Page feels anhappy when' troubled. It seemed so easy for her

the girls at the Spann boarding
school tease her about being Miss
Simplicity just to please her hand-
some guardian, Leonard Brent, who
supplies her with ample funds and
smart frocks which are brought
from Paris for her by a woman
friend whom Helen has never met.

The fact that he has never per-
mitted her tfo meet any ol his
friends worries her, too. BEat she
will not guestion his reason even
thouzh her roommafe, Shallima:
Morris, taunts her about shrinkin:
back without speaking one after-
noon at the Ritz when they see him
there with a striking looking wo-
man. Shallimar accus:ss Helen o
hs'ne in love with Brent calls her 2
fool to give up smoking, dancinz
and parties for him; and ends b}
saying that “There's somethin~
wrone with the nicture.”

But Helen dares not reveal he.
infatuation, or tell the girls that s
knows nothing of her parentage oc
eocfe e Next! time Brent calls tr
take her out to dinner, she begs him
to tell the story of her life bu!
he refuses until after she gradu
ates.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY
CHAPTER 1II

Brent leaned closer to Helen and
the girl saw something in his eyes
A plea. an entreaty. Brent knew
she had never found there befor:
how to use the expressiveness of his
features to serve his purpose, what-
e ver it might be.

“Why," she faltered. ‘I—-

Bren'! pressed his arm a litile
tighter, patting her shoulder. “I'm
nnt ~nine ta enestion you about an
of the promises you've madz me"
he sald easily. “If you have an:
confessions to make, keep them for
another time. All that matters
about what you've done here at
school is what it's made of you,
Helen. Will it please you to knov
that I am satisfied?”

“Please me?” Helen's voice vibrat-
ed with astonishment. “Leno—you

The man smiled, content. |

“But I haven't done anything you |
asked me ant to do.” the girl rushed
on. “I haven't smoked or sworn 01
taken a drink or listened to risque
stories or—"

“I'm sure you haven't,” Brent
broke in. He was thoroughly con-
vinced of her virtu: . His magnetiic
hold on her, he &Lnew, governerd
every act of her ...

But the very completeness of his
hold troubled him. Could she b2
capable of such devotion to the
ideals that he had fostered upon her
without possessing, innately, a pen-
chant for truth and purity? Was
it entirely his wishes that swayed

her? !
Well, he'd gambled on blood.
Diamond Page's daughter! The

blood of an international crook in
her veins. She couldn’t get rid of
that.

Against it Brent had stacked a
course in culture, taking a chance
that heredity would win over en-
vironment. It was important to him
that it should.

And tonight he meant to take the
first step in proving the result.

«you've often expressed curiosiiy
over my attitude toward you,” he
said to Helen now. “Well, it wasn't
an idle wish to have you frow up as
innocent as a modern girl can be.”
he went on as Helen remained
silent: :“and the time is almost here |
when I shall tell you what it means
to me. But first—now—I want o
ask you this: Have you found it
difficult to follow iy will, to do as
I asked you about these things thar
people say you modern youngsters
are guilty of?”

Helen did not hesitate with har
answer. “I almost wish I could sav |
yes,” she told him, “because then
you would know that even if T
found it hard not to do the things
that some of the other girls do I
would still not do them, Leno, just
because you asked me not to. But
I can't say that. I'm afraid I rather
like being what you call nice.” She
smiled at him appealingly but h:is
expression puzzled her. He seemed
but little pleased.

“Even to giving up artificial
beauty aids?" he pressed. “And not
having aspirations for a career?”

This time Helem answered with
less sureness.

“Well,” she said. “rometimes —
when the other girls are planning
their future. . . ."”

“you find it a bit i*ksume {o close
your mind to the call of this new
freedom?"

“It's very fascinating *u thinx
what yvou could do,” Helen admitted.

“More fascinating that dedicating
vour life to me, letting me assume
the responsibility for your future?” |

There was a faint touch of re-
proach in his voice, a note Helen |
could not endure.

*0Oh, don't think I ever forgei how
wonderful you've been, Leno. 7To:
take a baby girl and bring her un
as though she were your own dau—"
She paused, then hurried on not
just to put her away and forget all |
about her....I think you've been
splendid!”

“I'm glad you didn't quite say as
my own daughter, Helen,” Brent re- |
marked. “I've never felt paternal
toward you." He drew her to him
the slightest bit and Helen closed
her eyes. But he did not kiss her.

“Then you won't fail me?" he,
asked after a moment of silence in
which he weighed his new knowl-
edge of her. Helen opened her eyes
“Fail you?" she repeated.
and turned her face to stare at him.

“will you stick to me, no matter |
what I tell you, or ask of you?"

Helen's answer came from a heact
too devoid of guile to suspect him
of an unworthy motive.

“I'd do anything for you, Leno.
You know that.”

Brent nodded. “I'll remind you
of those words when 1 take you
away from here,” he assured hor

solemnly. “In the meantime, lel’s | “Not without driving me to th: But the hear: itseli. There he was

. elbow.

i duckling.

On an instant he did not stop to analyze, he stooped to pick il up,

There was & string attached to it

dine."”

“And dance,”’ Helen added, striv-
ing to overcome the gravity that
somehow had come with his words.

ask me tHRL?"  “It's heavenly to dance with you,

Leno."

Brent helped her out of the ear |

without reolvinz, He feared her ex-
uberance might turn to gushing; it
never had but Helen, he knew, was

| fairly tineling with life, with the

throb and puisations of A youth
standine on the threshold of adven-
ture.

tention of trying to renew the kick.
It would he utter boredom to him
to talk about thrills, Such as wer>
left to him h= preferred to live and
not to discuss.

EYeEs.

She sighed a bit as they walked
to the entrance of the inn. What
a nizcht! And what a companion!

He had long ago worn off the |
i novelty of living and he had no in-

He simply would !
'not view the world through Helen's

that led around the cld man's neck.

falls!"” she cried, “We haven't been

there this year. And it's lovely
now."”

“Sorry,” Breat answered abrui-
ly. “I've somecne to see on im-

| poriant business.”

“Tonight?"

Erent frowned at her incredulous
insistence. And suddenly .lelen re-
membered the woman she had seen
him with the previous Saturday.

“Oh,” she exclaimed. I won't 120
you go!”
| Instantly, ana with a darkening
| countenance, Brent came to halt on
i the dance {loor. *“Helen,” he said
| with a seriousness that shocked
her.
never do.”
| Helen swayed a little, steadying

herself against the impact of danc-
{ing couples. She was too dismayed
ito speak. What had she done,
what had her impetuous words
meant to her guardian to cause him

There wouldn't be a man present to | to end their dance abruptly and
compare with him. Tall, thin with ! speak so sternly to her?

the lean perfection of a grt‘.‘yhound.!

in superbly fitting dinner clothes,
his hair just touched with gray atl
the temples, he made a strikingly
distinguished figure.

Halen warked proudly before him
as the e¢antain led them to their

| favorite table,

“CGiood evening, Mr. Brent,” Tha

'man’'s tone when he greeted them

had barely escaped being obse-
quious. Helen always had the feel-
ing of being in the company of
someone of vast importance when
she was with Leonard Brent. And
had there been a royal familyv in
America she was certaln that Leno

{would have received as much at-
tention as the crown prince.

“What's right for a nizht lik2

this?” Brent asked when they were |
seated and a waiter hovered at his |
The captain had lingered to |

see Lo their comfort in person. Now
he offcred seasonable suggestions
with evident anxiety to pleasec.
“Spanish melon? Consomme? A
perhaps, with orange
wea, and an apple salad? Straw-
berry mousse, or patisserie Fran-
cajse?"

Brent left the choice of desserts

to Helen, ordering none for him-
calf. She chose in favor of the]
mousse, .

Before their first course was

brought the dance music burst out
with a eczll that was irresistible wo
Helen.

“Please,” she begged ,of Brent.

He put down the fat Turkish
cigaret he was smoking and got L0
his feet.
campaign to deny her any pleasure
which she could derive ifrom his
participation. Aside from Kkissing
her. To feed her desire to be near
him was one thing,
quite another.

- L

Leonard Brent was too wise to ac-
cept Helen's love- for him for any-
thing but what it was. He knew
that some day some small thing, a
word. a resture, of his would end
it, and she would know that she
hsd romanticized him into her
Prince Charming.

There were times when he'd have
like to kiss her, but the desire was
never overwhelming, and he warned
himself repeatedly that a kiss can
awaken loathing as well as love.
Helen, he perceived, was just trying
her wings, and taking the experi-
ence very much to heart.
- But her present state was to well
suited to his purpose to risk dis-
turbing it by a moment's pleasure.
8o when she nestled in his arms
while they danced he resisted an
impulse to take her closer, o let
her know that she stirred him.

Helen closed her eyes and dreamed
of dancing upon an unending patl.
There wouldn't be any tomorrows of

honks and elassrooms. Nothing
but this—motion that spun you ou:
of yourself, set you floating in
space—music that filled you witii

} ms  youn  eouldn’t  define.

-

Strangely, and without knowing it, |

she {orgnt Leonard Breaodd

Brent brought her back to earih
with the remark that he was starc-
ing back to town carly. Helen was
instantly sgainst it.

It was not a part of his |

to satisfy it
: .

While she searched her mind for
lan answer Brent led her back to
their table. She sat limply in her
chair, waiting for him to explain his
admonition.

He started to speak but the
waiter arrived with the melon and
Brent held his tongue. But the in-
stant they were alone the words
came quick andsprecise.

“Interference,” he said. “is one
thing that I will not tolerate.”

“Interierence?” Helen whispered
the word with difficulty.
| “You must never question me,"
Brent went on relentlessly.

“But Leno, I didn't.”

' “Please, Helen, You must listen

[to me. You have been groomed at

'Miss Spann's for a role that re-
guires implicit faith in my deci-
[sions. It will be necessary at all
times for vou to accept my word
(and my judement without question.

Ycur own wishes will be secondary
to mine.” He pzused and regarded
her inlently. Helen sat quite still.

“If you think that will be impos-
sible — that you cannot submerge
| your own opinions and desires—we
.“111 not go on. You may choose
your own path. But you must de-
| cide now.”

It was brutal. No one, not even
| the girl before him, knew so well
as he what her answer would be.

For years he had taken an evil
satisfaction in his domination of
i her evil because he knew it was
{ based on her tremendous capacity
! for loving, her inability to curb or
limit her affection.

It seemed to her that he ques-
tioned her loyalty even to give her
the choice he hamed. Why, she
belonged to him. Her life was his.
She lived for no one or nothing
else,

“I'm sorry,” she said simply.

{ *“Then please remember what I
{ have toid you. And now eat your
| melon like a 2ood girl”

| But’ Helen could not eat it. The
| very strength of her that sent her
| devotion out to him in wholeheart-
| ed measure retused the humiliation
of being treated like a child. It
{ wounded her but she forgave it,
{ though the melon remained un-
| touched.

| Brent was too selfish to notice.
| He ate his own melon with relish.
Before they were served again he
suggested another dance. Helen
declined and he did not urge. He
could read her mind as thought it
were a book. Best to turn the
whole incident oif lightly, make her
forget it.

So he set himself to entertain her
and when they arrived back at the
school Helen was again in a rap-
turous state of mind. It would
soon be the end of June and she
would go-away with Leno—some-
where—to he with him every dayv.

to think of but ways to delight him
to keep him with her always. And
| er that she was & woman an.
not a child any longer.

arove back to New York
that he could pull the
heart as he wished.

ratisfied
strings to her

“There is one thing you mus?t |

It would be sweet to have nothing
to do but live for him, nothing else '

perhaps, some day, he would dis-|

to be a good kid. Had he overdoae
it, wiped out forever the chance
‘o shape her destiny (o suit his own
mnds?

His uneasiness weas
‘he reckless speed with
Irove through the night.

“Bul damn it all, she's perfect,”
ustify his course to his inner juds-
1¢ said aloud, as though he had io
nent.  “She's as convincing as »
i'.'c lamb, absolutely above suspi-
qon.”

The last conclusion ended in his

reflected in
which he

aind, It was not Leonard Brent':
1abit to give free voice to his
1oughts,

Sut, pleased as he was with the
sults of his plans to bring up s
rmer pariner's daunchter in r-
ned surroundings, he carried a
oubt to bed with him that nugh
Te couldn't sheke off the feclinr
nat it was not gelng to be casv ‘o
riznt Helen int> th2 ways of h
*her.
The imp-ortant engazement h
«d spoken of to her slipped his
-iind entirély before he reached
‘e cliy. And in the morning ne
mnd it necsssary ‘o teiephone an
olanation. His exXcuses were ac-
vved and another appointmen
a3 made. Brent wouldn't have
cothered but this weman had beeu
:2ful to him in the past. Soon
eupacted not o need her but |
ald be unwisa, he reflocted, to It
ner know that too abruptly.

At 7 that nichi nhe started to her
nariment to dine with her. On
he curb before hic hotel he raisi
} arm to signal o taxi; the
cnzed his mind. The balmine:
he weather coused him o walk
was not far but his direction la
~zstown, bringine him to les:
{ashionable thoroughfares than the
sna he had left,

Ahont ¥ wav

an thi ither changed abruph

15 it will in New York and a spa:
ter of rain“rops warned of a shower
to come. Brent stopned and looked
about for a cab. There was none
in sight.

While he stood waiting, knowing
that one would undoubtedly b=
Jong presently, he was approached
by a vagrant with a plen for a

| dime. 3Brent was about to toss over

a coin to the hleary-eyed wretch
when a third figure loomed upon
them, a majestic personage in blue,
with brass buitons.

“None of your panhandling now
2ld man,” he ordered crisply. “Be
off with yez."”
| The old fellow shuffled away,
obedient to the law., The officer
turned to Brent., “Looks like rain,”
he commented pood-natur:dly.

Brent nodded. The officer movecl
on, turned the corner. Brent faced
about, to look in the opposite di-
rection for a cab. He saw, a few
buildings down the street, the beg-
rar stagger, right himself, go on a
step or two and then collapse into
a convenient doorway.

Brent hesitated. A nuisance to
bother with it. But the raih was
coming down heavier, Might as
well take a look at the old bum
while he sought shelter.

He moved, hurried a bit by the
fall of raindrops, down to whers
the old man lay inert in his diriy
rags. Brent would not touch him.
With his cane he pushed away the

=I

h= tn his dostin:.

hat that half obscured the gray-

« Commuting

‘teen round decision bout

white face. =

Another guest for the morgue, ni2 |

thought.
discover him and bother with
He turned to go. A faint
' checked him. When he looked back
the old fellow had stirred. And he
was moaning wesakly.

Brent stooped over him. “Come
out of it,” he snapped unfeelingly.
The moaning ceased and Brent
straightened up, having decided to
be on his way.

Well, somebody else could

The prostrate man stirred again

moved his arm, and Brent saw that
something had fallen out of his tat-
tered shirt, something that gleamed
dully in the fading light.

On an instinet that he did not
stop to analyze he stooped to pick
it up. There was a string attached
to it, a string that led round the old
man’'s neck.

* 5

Brent gave a jerk but the string
held. And the vagrant opened his
eyves. They were dull and unsee-
ing.

But Brent realized suddenly thaf
he was doing a hazardous and ab
surd thing. Robbing an old beggar
It wasn't robbery really—just curi
nsity to see why the creaiure ha
in his possession an old-fashione
locket with a good-sized diamon:!
in it. But undoubtedly it would
look like robbery to anyone seein:
him take it. And he was likely tr
be seen at ony moment. That offi-
cer might be back.

Brent smiled to think what
lucky officer he would be if h
enuld catch him, Brent, in a crim?
It had never been done.

But he wanted that locket. No!
to keep it but to satisfy his curi-
asity by finding out what it con-
tained., He gave annther and vie-
immslvy ernel ierk to the strine, T*
narted this time. And as it did s~
Rrent became aware of the words
that were issuing from the blue
lips. S

Thev caught his interest. H=o
leanad closer, but he did not foraer

it, ||
sound

Mother’s 30-Mile Fligﬁs Get

Co-ed To Classes at Colorado U.

Mrs. A. F. Josenh c¢f Denver (right) pilots her own plane to take
h‘or dauveghter, Miss Grace Joseph (left), on frequent trips to the Univer-
| ity of Coloracdo at Boulder.

DENVER, Colo., Bep:. 20.
30 milez between her
home here and the University o.
Cnolorado at Boulder, has won for

Miss Grace Joseph the title of
“Flying Co-ed.”

The plane the ycung woman uses
is that of her mother, Mrs. A. F.

() —

Jogepn, who has arranzed to make
the trip whenever the daughter dz2-
sires (0 spend the night at home.

Miss Jaseph c3an rise in Denver
at 7 o'clock and make en @ o'clonk
clazs in Boulder. The Josephs live
not far from the fiying field here.
Actual flying time is only 17 min-
utes,

‘Bat’ Battalino
Routs Routis

c— ——e

HARTFORD, Conn. Sept. 23 (P
—Christopher ‘Bat’' Bataline, vouns
I‘alian, tonight won the feather-
weight championship by defeating
Andre Routis of Frances in a fif-
beforz
twenty-thousand fans.

Defending the crown he won a
MNew York, Roulis was never abla
tn display the form that won him
the title. Battalino easily evaderl
the titie. Battaling easily evadod
Routis' charges, out-generalled him

Famous Trainer’s
Condition Grave

——e s

NEW YORK, Sept. 23, (UP)—Szam
Hildreth, famous trainer of race
horses 15 in a critical condition at
the Filtih Avenue hospital, following
a major operation performed this
morning.

A bulletin issued at the hospital

tonight described his condition as |

VEry grave.

at close quarters and did almost all
the effective punching.

The referee g.ve every round to
the challenger.

;_ Huggins, Yank

|

Manager, Is |
Seriously M

NEW YORK. Scpt, 23, 'U.P.)—Mil-&
ler Huzgins, manager of the New
York Yankee's bas=shall team, wa

|
;|
not expected by his physifians to |
itve through the nighi at 3t. vm-|
cznt's hospital tonight, whe:e he is |
ufiering from influenza and er,',-i
sipclas

Physiclans were fighting hard !orf

Lte of the popular lttle man
‘no made the Yankees one of 'u‘.‘:‘
1 il Dasebail machines of ail
L.mcs, buc they were not hopefui,

fearing he could not withstand the
d2speraie iilness that has actacked
h.m. i

NEW YORK, Sept. 23 (#)—The
cunditicn of Miller Huggins, veter- |
an man.ger of the New York Yan-|

kees, took a serious turn today and |¢

a blood transfusion was necessary |
f : * spread of |
of an at-

anseciion g.ovwing out
tack cof influenza 'nd erysipalas.

1he cutzome cof the transfusion
is in doubt, according to the only
bulletin isued by Dr. Edwsrd H.

acke £

King, Yankee physician, late this
aftzincon. He described Huggins
as a “very sick man’ exp.aining

thal in such -n iliness arising frcm
infec lon there is no crisis.

Huggins was taken to a hospital
last Friday after being affected
first by a cold and then a boil
the face. Complications fol-
lcwed ¢nd his condition became
critical today.

I Classified

Advertising |

FOR SALE

FOR SALE—Very desirable gold-
minine ne=nnarty, whole or part.
Write William H. Crozier, S8earch-
light, Nevada. 106-tf

23 SALE~Twvo-pump service sta-
tion, grocery, garage and cabins.
Strictly modern. 8 miles west of
3arstow ~»n San PFrancisco-Las

27a5 highway. Address Owner,
:0x 376 Barstow, Calif. 110tf

The "

assistant attorneys general

| receive a higher salary in Missouri

aan thelr chief, the attorney gen-
erel. The latter's fees double his
vearly stipend.

v

S A barber of Austin
[ kes 14 sells violins in b
spare time.

: Wealverton
SIGN
Service

119 NO, MAIN ST.

$3

Callat115

or Phone 183
F. L. SOUERS

With
L W. N. SCHUYLER |
o
e e e e ———
k
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In Twelve Close-in Lots

For Sale at Sacrifice |

00 [
So. Third |

T

i
|
!
|
1

| Sand

| Gravel |

Sidewalks
| Curbing

Plans and
Estimates

Desert Construction Gompany, Inc.

MANUFACTURERS OF

LAY-MORE TILE

Engineering

Cl

Excavation and Ditching

‘Highway
Builders

Leveling

Oil-Bound

earing

Roads

| We Have the Most Complete Line of Heavy
Duty Equipment in Southern Nevada

tn thrust the Incket our of sieht in |}

He heard the word
“disinherited” repeated over ant
nver and the name “Evangeiine”
What he undevrstond of the mut'er-
inas., pieced tooether, imnlied that
snmenne by that name, Evangeline.
had been disinherited.

The thousht flashed throueh
Rren''s mind that people arc et
disinherited except where there :s
wealth—disowned perhaps, but not
lisinherited. And where there was
venlth there was a hunting eround

He was nn lon7er loath to touch
‘he poor soul at his feet. thougsh he
rxercised fastidious ecare in his
next move,

(To Be Continued

his pneket,

Desert

Construction Gompany, Inc

[{Constructors)




