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THIS HAS HAPPENED 
Helen Bennett fee;* unhappy 

when the girls at toe Spann buaru- 
Ing school tease her about being 
Atlas Simplicity just to please m-r 

hand' .me guardian. Leonard Brent, 
who supplies her with kmpie 
funds and smart frocks which are 
bi ought from Pans for her by a 
wcman friend whom Helen has 
nevir met. 

But she dares not question his 
reasons even when her roommate, 
Shallimar Morris, accuses her U 
bi.ng In love with nrtni and calls 
her a fool for giving up dancing 
and parties for him. 

Helen begs her guardian to tell 
her about her parentage, but he 
refutes until after she graduates. 
Realizing htr infatuation for him. 
he exacts her promise to “do any- 
thing I ksk you to" after leaving 
school. 

One day Brent sees a hungry 
beggar fall In an alley and curi- 

osity t.mpc, him to listen to ins 

muttering!. He hears something 
about ‘{Evangeline—money—dAan- 
herited” and as he bends ever the 
old man spies a gold locket with 
u di'inand. He takes the locket 
and tiics to question the derelict. 
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER IV 
Holding the hall-conscious man 

at a.in.> length brent snook him 
violently. The weak lids lifted over 

the watery eyes, the mutterings 
ceased. 

•‘Look here, old fellow, come out 
of it," Brent said briskly. 

The Other stared at him, dazed 
and uncomprehending. Brent’s im- 
patience grew. “Sit up,” he s Id 
sharply. "What’s the matter with 
you? Drunk?” 

"Evangeiuie,” the poor derelict 
whispered, strugling to raise him- 
self. Then louder: “She doesn’t 
need the money now. It's been a 

long time. The joke’s cn him Let 
him rot in his riches Its all the 
same to her. She’s been dead for 
years, years, I tell you, years! 
What does she care about his 
money? She’s got streets of gold, 
streets of it.” 

Brent bent closer, no longer try- 
ing to rouse the speaker to more 
rational utterance. Plainly his 
mind was wandering, but his words 
were interesting. “Yes,” Brent 
said encouragingly. “Evangeline— 
who was she?” 

Somehow that name on his lips 
did what he had been unable to do 
oy conscious effcr\ It brought the 
old man to at 1 a partial reali- 
zation of his situation. 

Brent watched while he made a 

supreme effort to sit erect. “Don't 
call the police,” he begged, the 
shadow of experienced degradation 
cutting through the fog in his 
brain and filling him with dread. 

But the moment of lucidity did 
not last. He fell instanty to raving 
of “Evangeine” again, forgetful of 
Brent’s presence, though, strangely 
he seemed to sense .him there as 

an Immaterial audience. Brent 

guessed that he lived more In the 
past than in the present and that 
he probably vocalized his story to 
all who would listen or, when there 
was no one. to his own ears. One 
of those pitiful, wandering tragedies 
making of the borderland between 
life and death a wide space. 

Still, guessing this, understanding 
it, there was nothing in Brents 
heart of pity; only disgust and con- 

tempt. But he could not tear him- 
self away. He was held by the 
scent of quarry. A rich old man, 

who didn't knov that his hard- 
heartedness was hurting only him- 
self—that the daughter he had dis- 
inherited was dead. This much 
Brent gathered before the shrunk- 
en. prematurely aged wreck at his 
feet quit his babbing and sat 

quiet, his head drooping on a 

slumping shoulder. 

Quickly Brent stepped to the 
street, where the light was better, 
and took the locket out of his 

pocket. He opened it and disclosed 

the likeness of a beautiful young 
woman dressed in the style of 20 

years ago. On the opposite side 
of the locket was engraved a name, 

"Evangeline Cunningham.” 
Brent thrust it b^ck into his 

pocket and glanced furtively up 
and down the street A coffee 
house caught his eye and solved 
his problem. He'd been at a loss 

to know where to take the old 
man and pump the rest of the 

story out of him. Certainly he 

couldn’t take him to his own 

quarters. 
He wheeled back and again 

leaned over the beggar. This time 

he put aside his distaste for phys- 
ical contact with the other's per- 
son and lifted him to his feet. 

Again he shook him, roughly, thor- 

oughly- 
The imp figure stiffened, the 

wobbly head held firmer and the 
wanderer came back from the bor- 
derlnnd. He blinked at Brent and 

began to whimper like a child. 
"I’m starving,” he said several 

times. 
Come along.” Brent urged, sup- 

porting him with a shouder 
There's a place to eat just across 

the street Pull yourself together 
and dont let go again. Do you 
hear?” he added, raising his voice 
as the figure against him began to 

relax. “Hang on to yourself,” he 
went on sharply There’s food— 
FOOD—and hot coffee!” 

It was slow progress they made 

getting across the street but Brent 
managed it. At the last he was 

practically carrying his burden but 
once at the door of the coffee 
house he was able to get assistance. 

"Drunk,” he said laconically to 
the waiter who came to help him. 
An old beggar I'm used to seeing 

on the street Bather hate the 
thought of having an officer run 

him in. Get him over to that table 
back there in the corner where 
he’ll be out of the way, and bring 
some strong coffee immediately." 

Th- waiter was impressed with 
Brent’s appearance and manner. 

He hastened to-obey. Til just stop 

a bit until the rain ceases.” Brent 
explained casually, taking a seat a 

the table with the man he ha*, 
brought in “Bring me n pot 01 

ccffee, without cream.” 
* « f 

The waiter grinned Obvious.; 
his guest was unusued to coffdb, 
nouses of tnis order. A poc of co* 

fee indeed! A thick, white mug 
at the best. 

‘No individual pots, sir." he 

apologized, using an address tha. 
was unfamiliar in the place But 
this man, in his better days h-G 
seen better places. 

"Never mind," Brent instructed 
him "Attend to this poor wretch 
at cnee: You have some hot soup. 
I suppose?” 

”Y«-s, sir.” 
“'men fetch it after the coffee.” 
The strong black beverage, held 

to the blue lips by Brent himseif, 
revived his companion to a condi- 
tion in which he was able to par- 
take of the thick ho*, soup. 

Brent sat opposite and watched 
silently while he dipped the large 
cheap spoon up and down, up 
down, with the speed demanded by 
wc'fish hunger 

The busy waiter had gone aboui 
his duties. Brent had indicated 
tha;. he did not want attention di- 
lected to his table and uie mm 

had accepted his wishes without 
comment. He was used to turning 
nis back on queer affairs And 

this affair was queer “Unless the 

xff in the evenin clothes really 
didn;t know a drunken guy from 
bum jus: one jump ahead of the 
und irtaker. 

W- !1. it wis nine of his busines' 
enough he d get a good f- 

tip cut of it Soft-hearted gink, 
probably, bit of a fool 

Wh.'le he went on about his 
business Brent waited until the 

soup was finished and then began 
o ply the old man with questions. 

Cut first he lighted a cig ret fo 

him. astutely surmising that it 
was the first, other than butts, 
that lie d smoked in years. 

Bui even so, in spite of the cof- 

fee, the soup and the tobacco, it 

was not easy to get the story Not 
that the cld fellow was at all re- 

luctant to reveal it, but it came 

hard for him to put his statements 
in sequence. 

A name here, a aate mere* 

Brent had to keep contiually on 

the alert; aware that the man's 
mind was affected. But the burden 
of the tale — the vein the teller 
couldn't get away from — was his 
satisfaction, his gloating enjoyment 
of the empty revenge the rich old 
father was living. But for this 

Brent might have learned nothing. 
« * * 

“Whose father? Evangeline's?” 
Brent pressed. “Cunningham. 
What Cunningham?” 

“Why Alone in his big house 
Old Cyril .Cyril K. 

all these years and he doesn’t 
know. It serves him right It serves 

him right.. Thinks he’s going to 

le ve his money away from my 
wife .cheat me the poor 
fool thinks I married Evange- 
line for her inheritance. .inheri- 
tance she'll never get — money I 

wouldn't touch. .money my little 

girl will never touch, .all these 
years alone, alone in that empty old 

house hoping .hoping. 
the kid’s gone. pretty thing 

.mother’s eyes. .hopes 
Evangeline will come back and 

beg ■ angels don't have to beg 
the little girl was a pretty 

kid .” 
He lifted a torn, soiled sleeve 

to his dripping eyes and sniffled. 
Tim he began, again Brent, lis- 

tening patently lrst not a word. 

They sat there at the table for an 

hour The bowl of small* cr ckers 

was empty, the ash tray full of 

expensive ashes The story was 

hjld. 
_, v. * k. 

At last Brent concluded that lie 

would learn no more of it from 

Charles Nellin That was the va- 

grant’s name. Charles Owens Nel- 

lin. He mustn’t forget, Charles 
Owens Nellin 

All that came out now was repe- 

tition. But he had learned a great 
deal. He knew that Charles Nellin 

had been Evangeline Cunninghams 
music teacher.. Knew her fathei 

hod not seen her since her elony- 
men‘ with N“llin. Knew that sh» 

had died a few years after their 

marriage. Kn°w that they had a 

d lighter. She’d been named for her 

mother — Evangeline. Where she 

was or what had become of her 

he could not l°arn. 
Nellin had slipped away from 

all his questions about her without 

answering. B-ent, could not tell 

whe’her bv intention or the vagary 

of his mind. He seemed scarcely 
to be aware of the fact that he 

was being led along—he did make 

it plain that the girl’s grandfather 
was not likely to find her. Oh 
v°c he admitted. Cunningham knew 

of her existence. Evan—line had 

written to him of the child’s birth. 

His reply — Nellin didn t say iti 

so many words whit it was. but 

Brent understood that it had been 

caustic. 
He seemed, suddenly, to suspect 

that his listener might misjudge 
his cleverness. "Listen," he blurted. 
“I’ll tell you what I’ve done 

how I’ve cheated him!" 

CHAPTER V. 
"I’ve fixed it! I’ve taken care 

I that he’ll never have n chance to 

ruin the little e’-Vs life!” The pau- 

per. Nellin, shaken with his d'm 

memories crash°d Ins fist down 

upon the table with a burst of 

energy that seemed to desert him 

the next instant. He slumped in 

his chair, the flash of spirit died 

out of his eyes and he began to 

mutter disconectedlv. Habit over- 

coming him probably, Brent re- 

flected. 
“.wasting his life .. wait- 

ing. like a vulture, there in that 
old house .hungry for allot be- 
chance to make us suffer but 
I’ve r-v’chim T -e.n -Tlhi 
died and the little girl he’ll 
never find her.’’ He stopped and 

—.-zr— 

"You loo: :~Zi .. \o vru to lose your tomper. 
Carnjel.” 

f- 
cackled deep in his throat at the 
memory of some way in which he 
had thwarted his revengeful father- 
in-law. 

Brent pressed in with a question. 
"Little girl?" he said. "Wasn’t this 

i all a long time ago?” 
Nellin’s head drooped lower on 

his chest. He seemed not to have 
heard Brent’s question. Brent did 
not repeat it. For the mumbling 
was reaching a point on which he 
wanted more information. He 
leaned farther over the table, lis- 

1 tening attentively. 
"Nobody knows where to find 

her.” (Brent assumed this referred 
to the child Evangeline.) “He'll 
never have a chance to shake his 
money bags in her face.money 
bags.poor Evangeline, nothing 
once, but raw carrots for two days 

swept out a grocery store 
i.did you ever steal a raw egg 

too hungry but I got 
the carrots.they paid me with 
carrots.too bad about the egg 

might have worked all day 

Brent waited for more about the 
child. The muttering continued. 
“.Pretty kid .no Cun- 

ningham, not a sign of them. All 
i Nellin.then .mqybe she’s 
like her mother now. Like her 
mother "The voice failed, 

I * * * 

faded away. 
"Grown, you mean?” Brent 

prompted softly. 
“E'.ghtssn nexL month. And I 

; i ...ra’ seen her for years .. she 
| wouldn’t know me wouldn't 
know her father.',' 

■Does she know she's Cunning- 
ham’s granddaughter?” 

The bleary eyes lifted, the wob- 
bly head shook a feeble negative 
"That’s how I’ve fooled him. She'll 
never go to him for help. She 

j can’t.no one knows." 
"Cunningham knows how old she 

is, doesn’t he? When she was born?” 
Brent’s questions now were tinged 
with cunning. A nebulous idea by 
which he might profit from this 
story he had stumbled upon was 

taking more concrete shape in his 
mind. 

The cacklln tr'umpa-.n*. laught, 
came agum, 1 uder this time. 

“He’s cheated, I tell you. He'll 
die but he won't know what he's 
missed .a pretty kid 
Evangeline was afraid of him 
I made her afraid ... 'fraid of me 

too.never wrote 
Brent interjected sharply; “The 

mother? Yes, she wrote about the 
child; you said she wrote." 

"Not then (at the child’s birth, 
Brent understood* just before 

I she died.damn his soul..it 
broke her heart she died 

I his letter killed her ..he doesn’t 
> know he's still there 
rotting like h_s .uu.} .. sn 
starved.” • 

"Where were you when you got 
1 his letter?" 

"Eh?" The eyes that met Brent's 
were blank. "Where?”.Van- 

■ gie wae hungry and the kid 
she wanted food for it 

but I wouldn’t let her write .” 
"But she did write," Brent in- 

sisted. 
"Yes, yes she said the baby 

cried too much but I wouldn’t 
let her tell him anything.” 

"Not when your child was born, 
or where?" 

"Nothing! nothing!" The answer 
came in the shrill treble of a child, 
palpitant with impatience. "I've 

fcoled him! Thought we were go- 
ing to write again, beg for money, 
whine for mercy 

"Isn't there any record he could 
get hold of; find out some of these 
things you haven't told him?” 

"Record?” Nellin repeated vague- 

ly. "Record? I've fooled him. I 
tell you!" 

1 "All right Brent said soothingly. 
"And now what are you g in 

Oumi.nciiam ot his ciuugii.ei •' 

j dvath?" 

“.rotting In his house.’’ 
the mood of detachment had re- 

turned. Brent realized. He glanced 
at his watch. He'd have to be going 
ha saw, surprised at the lateness 
of the hour. 

“Here,” he said, reaching for his 
wallet and extracting a small bill, 
“take this and find a place ro 

sleep.” He thrust the bill into the 
Grimy fingers, noting as he did so 
that they were long and slender, an 
indication that Nellin hi d told fhr 
truth about his artistic -ccupat.o. 
of earlier years. 

“And be. around here about this 
time tomorrow night. I may be 
able to do something for you.” 

0 0 3 

Brent got to his feet, picked up 
his hat and strode over to the cash- 
ier’s desk. 

Before he reached it, however, he 
paused and beckoned the waiter 
who had served him. "Look after j 
the old chap.” he said, not forget- 
ting to accompany the request with ! 
a reasonable tip. "I’ve asked him 
to meet me here tomorrow night. In 
the meantime I shall look around 
for some way to help him.' Sorry 
spectacle, these old beggars on our 

streets.” 
“Yes, sir. I’ll keen an eye on 

’im,” the waiter answered. 
Brent paid the bill and left. The 

rain had stopped but he hurried, 
and called the first empty cab he 
saw. 

At his destination he was ad- 
mitted into a modernistic ally fur- i 

by a I 
air plainly told him'that he was 
■.Ire id;, judged guilty. 

As be handed his things to her 
he smiled. “A bit late, Cora. Has 
Miss Segro dined?” he said pleas- 
antly. 

"Not yet sir,” the maid answered. 
“But I’m afraid cook has gone out; 
it’s her night off, sir.” 

Brent went on into the living 
room and took a seat on the low 
crimson divan. On the floor at his 
feet he saw a book that he could 
easily suoss had been tossed there 
in a temper. 

Weil, he told himself, he wouldn’t 
have to put tin with Carmel’s tern- 
O'-*" -> ->r\ u vni’pV* 

Prssoiriy "he camo in. a s nuous 
”r~IYln *"*. T,,rr*n- r"'SG t-"' 2f”'G‘‘4‘ 

her, his distaste for the scene he I 
anMciuated mixed with admiration 
for her. 

She was so much the type of 
woman he admired—but she had 
outlived her usefulness to him. She 
was known in Shanghai, in .Cairo, 
in Oslo, in Buenos Aires, in Bom- 
bay. Men did not forge* her. She 
was hallmarked with dancer. 

‘•You look older.” he said quickly, 
using the most effective means he 
knew to head off the storm. "It 
aces you to lose your temper. Car- 
mel.” 

“Then why! why! why!” she 
cried "do you keep me waiting? 3* 
it that you like to make of me the 
old hag, no? I tell you! I will not 
accept! I will not tolerate!” 

Brent laughed, a forced sound 
•Business before pleasure, my 
dear,” he said bromidically. 

•‘Businezz?’’ Carmel shrieked. “Ah' 
It is forever businezz with you! 
Have you no time for anything 
else?” 

“Certainly,” Brent answered, 
cooly. "I have time for dinner and 
I’m famished.” 

"There is no dinner,” the woman 
assured him dramatically, throwing 
her hands heavenward and doing 
her best with her acquired Gaelic 
shrug. 

"Then we will go out. Conic 
along. Carmel, old gill; you're wast- 
ing your talent on me,” Brent told 
her. “I know your East Side his- 
tory, remember." 

* # C* 

“You are a fool!” Carmel re- | 
turned spitefully. “If you weren’ 
T' g w.-o von V i1 I 
!:rov. r*w I ( > • vtinmcv’tl ^ I 

forget it. You are a fool.” 
Woll, even fools must i#at, my I 

Can’t live on love. Do coma j 
along.” 

•'f hate you!” She flunk out of 
he room In liaste but Brent wait- 

ed, knowing that she would return 
when she felt she had taxed his pa 
‘lenee to the utmost. 

What a vast rsllef It would be to 
fill her place in his life with Helen 
"’age. Helen Page! Bren* frowned 
over his next thought. Could he In- 
duce her to fill that place? Would 
it not be better perhaps to chucit 
'he whole scheme of things and le' 
her go her own wav? No. she was 

‘oo valuable—much *.oo valuable 
'l? would find im for h-r. 

Carmel broke In up in hs 
houghts. surprising him by her ab- 
uot return. He wondered about It 

but she said simply that she war 

ungrv. Brent smiled over h^r 
svelation of a temperament con- 

■ "’led hr* nr.d thought e 

Helen, who could not eat 
’iolhtics .-era vounded 
“What was your businozz?” sh 

said softly, slipping her arm In his 
'id turning a dazzling smile upon 
him. 

“Had to see a dark man with r 

bundle.” Bren teased. A~d Carr”! 
’TJ him Tr.-1 •» 

’"ti nina h"r. it ’• 

her arm away and d \. b 
T'p r.'.i ••!. ill. ie i. 

>-ly v 'up .1. 

Cut h:r question had sent Jrciv 
uind back to the old b'g^ar h 

1 left in he coff .e house. Th 
; c unter al eady seemed a bit fan 

e but there was one thing he 
hisKind .-. la» ba 

be ir.pped the matt.r. 
(To Be Continued I 
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La/ V. S—• i" 
rill be re' l a- i 

c C Citric o' : 

;■/ ir.Hv .. J. J* 
’1 ij cii’-cauan.. Gen...,: 

Conditions far all Cantrac ors, forms 
if Contractor’s Proposal and all in- 
"ormatlon may be obtained from 

<.-,•> ,->f sa11 City d°rk. Sp c: 

:.”at.C '.oral Ucud:uc.iv. 
ill Conti ictors, fi :. s Contract 

or o' v.'pj.sn furnished 
gratis. Plans to be had on recoip 
'f p s' off er money order or cor 

H:., u.. .o V.cna Burns 
City Clerk, tc the amount of Ten 
Dollars. 

Bids to be publicly opened at 
7:00 P. M. Monday, September 30 
1029. at City Commission Board 
Room, Court House, Las Vegas, Ne- 
vada. 
(SEAL) VIOLA BURNS, 

, City Clerk. 
Las Vegas, Nevada. 

Pub. Sept. 14-17-19-21-24 and 26 ’29. 

iii The Tenth Judicial District 
Court of the State of Nevada, 
*u an,' for the Ccunty of Clark. 

_ No. 201b. 

E. W. GRIFFITH, Plaintiff, 
vs. 

M. L. LEONARD, also known as 
and called Minnie L. Leonard, 
and THE COUNTY OF CLARK, 
STATE OF NEVADA, a politi- 
cal subdivision of the State of 
Nevada, Defendants. 

SUMMONS 
The State of Nevada Sends Greet- 

ings to Said Defendants: 
You are hereby summoned to 

appear within ten days after the 
service upon you of this Summons 
if served in said County, or within 
twenty days if served out of said 
County but within said Judicial 
District, and in all other cases 

within forty days (exclusive of the 
day of service), and defend the 
rbove entitled actoin. 

This action is brought to quiet 
title of the plaintiff to Blocks 21 
end 25 'f Pioneer Hei'Thfs Addit’on 
to Ln V Nevada nun 

full set f rt: .n the c .mptaint on 

fi1-- h ’Tin to which ref'ren-e i« 
hereby made. 

Dated this 5th day of April. A. 
D 1929. 

WM. L. SCOTT. Clerk 
of the Tenth Judicial Dis- 
trict Court of the St te of 
Nevada in and for Clark 
County, Nevada. 
By DOROTHY KEELER. 

Deputy. 
Leo A. McNamee, Attorney for 
Plaintiff. 
Pub. Sept. 5-12-19-26; Oct. 3-10 
17. 1929. 

TJOTTrr "O'! PUWOATTON 

of th" Inferior 
U. S. Land Office at Carson City. 

Nevada. September 16. 1929. 
NOTICE is hereby given that 

M'nnie M. Mitchell, of Las Ve^as 
Nevada who. on Sepfember 9. 1922 
made desert entry. No. 014051. for 
the NEV,SW‘, Sec-ion 2 Township 
22 S„ Range 61 E.. M. D. M. Merid- 
ian. has filed notice of intention to 
make Final Proof, to establish claim 
fo the land above described, before 
W. J. Hooper, U. S. Commissioner, 
at Los Vegas, Nevada, on the 30th 
dav of ctober. 1929. 

Cla'v*i,'n'' nopi's -is witnesses: 
73 F. Mini or Tva Lran. A. B 

litchell, Grace McCain, all of Las 
Vegas, Nevada. 

Elizabeth M. Rvan, 
Register 

Pub. Sept. 19-26; Oct. 3-10-17. 1929. 

Of course, the saloon will never re- 
turn. How could it expect to wrest 
the comers back from the chain 
tirug stores and filling stations?— 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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Wolverton 

SIGN 
Service 

119 NO. MAIN ST 

V.^th 

W. N. SCI1UVLLK 
—. .J 

FROM AGE FILES 

OF YEARS AGONE 
—•— 

Twenty Years Ago 
September, 1909 

Colorado Hirer Fowrr— 
Count C. E. Apponyl. a colonel of 

'he Austrian army and an engineer 
of note, ha? interested Count Las- 
ro Sr’V’enyl who pirn-fed Gladys 
’fnd—b'.lt. and ‘ha Ro'hschll ’? in 

%• •*, *he color^do no.r L” 
Vegas. 

The c’U’Y made the trip down 
‘he Colorado river In 1871 and since 
"vo* tin’ has had the scheme of 
’.‘,vz'n~ the was* wa'er DO’-er 
h"> ’•-ei* river for industrial pu" 

c' :c p i th< vast 
bar that is be no done all thr ugh 

he contiguous mining districts of 
Arizona and Nevada by men and 
horses, and thus develop rapidly 
•*hat is now being done slowly be- 
■»>’]**' r*f #>f yy)*»*nr H’*? C^TYl- 

,v, -v.-v ** 

rrtt';* I?r i rlor. 0". y.f. T‘ 
! ik-p a4 3J 

V 
other Voces her*: po r 

manded. 

.'em- o h R-’,T— 
Toss Company *i1 »awe i s s-'c- 

’onual b’l1 of tho On or.’ TT 
i’r iy a en..jon the rme.j 

tlon committee were Earl Miller. 
■James W. Squires, Frank Ferris, 
Leonard Moore and Robert East- 
man. Earl Miller was flcox- man- 
a pnj* 

‘c’llvV v fv::i fcV; ■ 

■ *. _ 
> or •;or ooiiiiiL'i *' *« 

t.v*y \ ■*. vr 
HP \ .ji': *i ,. 

V. -l-.’ :- 

kn l 
; 11 .for i.net at- 

■or la. Tae.c will b_ 11 bedrooms 
iitehen .dining room, bar and bath- 
room. All the rooms will have hot 
and cold water. 

•;,,T. ; 

n ,^r, k r»vi -»/•"’ *) •• l1 .. 
» 

’■ ry tho.' ugh c u se for the firs* 
■o years s‘er ed Mond ly with 

Mi J a- ■ oh ; and nine pu- 
cnuiiLv*. 

Ten Years Ago 
September, 1919 

Sanderson Buys Property— 
George Sanderson has purchased 

from W. P. McBumey two lots on 
the south side of Fremont street be- 
tween Fourth and Fifth streets and 
also two lots at the corner of 
Fourth and Carson. 

New Gas Station— 
Bob Schaffer has installed a gas 

tank in front of his garage on Fre- 
mont street the past week and is 
now ready for business. 

Legion Election— 
Officers for the American Legion 

will be elected October 1, (1919) at 
Recreation Hall. M. E. church. A. 

N. Doak ia meanwhile carrying on 
a membership drive. 
M. E. Chore n Benefit— 

The benefit given at the alrdome 

last evening by the M. E. Church 
was very well attended and the 
committee well satisfied with the re- 
sults. 

~ ~~ •* 1 

YOUR SHOES. 

A mark of Distinction 

The latest creations 
priced from $4.50 to $9.00 

ADCOCK and RONNOW 
...... .. , 

4 We have the Greatest Selection 
of O.K.*d Used Cars « « « • at the 
Lowest Prices in Our History 

I 

I 
look ««' 

r MMjjriiiy' These Bargains! 
If you expect to buy a used car this Fall — 

come in NOW! We have the widest selection 
1929 of fine used cars in our history. Many of them 

Chevrolet COUPB. can scarceiy be told from new. They are good 
Mechanically perfect for thousands of miles of satisfactory service 

gp“: rZ^ ~and the Prices wil1 absolutely amaze you. 

extras This is an opportunity to get exactly the car 

SOLO WITH AN o. k. you want—at the Price >'ou want to pay. 
THAT COUNTS , 

_ 
Attached to the radiator cap of each of our 

J928 reconditioned cars is the famous Chevrolet 
Chevrolet COACH red ‘‘O. K. that Counts” tag. This tag shows 

Completely recondite you exactly what vital units of the car have 
ed; new Duco, Don’* been reconditioned or marked “O. K.” by our 
miss this one. expert mechanics. It is your absolute assur« 
with an o ic. THAT ance of quality and value. Look for this tag— 

counts and KNOW that your purchase is protected! 
1927 DODGE SEDAN 

Wonderful buy; can be 

= J. WARREN WOODARD 
yourself. 
SOLD WITH AN O. K. 309 Frem nt Street 

THAT COUNTS 

1927 FORD COUPE 
" 

Priced to; sell quick; 
new Duco; good rubber: 
motor in fine shape 

f’SOLD WITH A >7 O V 
rHATcdi 

___ ; & /'• 

[ 


