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-year old dog sacrificed his molai 
in order that his 80-year-old owne 
MiFrancis Edwards, might not b 
depiived of his companionship. 

Police sharped that the dog wa 
icious and had bitten two peoplt 

T’itc aged woman pleaded in cam 
tor the life of her pet. The do: 
.•ms i'ce only companion she raid. 

Judim Calloway ordered tlie do; 
rebored to her—alter IPs teeth hat 
been extracted. 
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LAS VEGAS LOAN AND 
I JEWELRY COMPANY > 
5 mil Fremont St. £ 
£ "Next To Western Cnion". 's 

~ LOAN & BUY 
; Diamonds—Watches—Rifles £ 
<S Musical Instruments—CTotiiinj p 

Anythin? of Value T. 

SOON!!! 

INDUSTRIAL PROPERTY 
Warehouse Sites 
Light Manufacturing Sites 
On the Railroad, and arrangements 

made for spur service. 
Close in—City water to be furnished. 
Several applications already in 

Get in touch with us NOW for Special 
Advance Information 

tills HAS HAPPENED 
Kf llolm Page fr-ls unhappy when 

■ fh< gills nt I 'vrdinc school teas- 
s ■ her about posing as Miss Simplicity 

to please her li noisome guardian. 
^ Leonard Brent, with whom they ac- 

cuse her of bring in love. And her 
roommate calls hrr a fool after they 
sc him at the Kit/ one day with 
another woman. 

One day Brent spies a gold lock'd 
on a beggar who has fallen in an 

alley. He oewis over lo take flic 
locket and hear., mumbled wn»rds 1 

which cause him l<. try lo save'Hie j 
old man. fie fr irns that the beg-; 
g.ir'-. n line f Charles Owens Nellin: 
that his vife Is dead and that lie 
has hidden a daughter from her 
wealthy grandfather. Cyril K. Cun-| 
nitigltam. of Yonkers. 

Posing as ;■ n v ,pa per man 
■ -arrhing for story material. Brent 
Ica;n; n*.3rh of -alue to his plans 
from the corner store gossip who 
know; l'i history <if ihc eccentric 
millionaire. He goes buck and finds 
NcM«n dead am1 rect-cis th:*l it I-I 
most fortunate for his purpose that 

n<- otii man ha t registcre-l unucr 
his s-een-f name “Owens.” 

Helen graduate; and Brent s t y s 

that he is now r.dy to reveal her 
history and the girl is .unazed wlier. 
he tells her thit she is the heiress 
of Cyril K. Conni v’ir.m. He show ; 

her the locket with a picture of 
Evangeline Cunningham in it and 
sjys it ig !u t mother and that he 
had made her parents a solemn 
promise to educate her carefully and 
after she yvas grown to lake her 
to her rrand.tather. 
NOV. GO ON W.lli THE STORY 

CHAPTER X 
••Why. my deal." Brent said to ; 

Helen. T’vc told you what I meant I 
by that. Tt was only my crazy 
idea that 1 ceuld control »ai 

through f; ce ol habit. I thought 
If you were used to giving in to me 

you would n.ore readily consent to 
marry me." 

His voice was thick with emotion, 
as though he me.de his confession 
by force of a tremendous will 
Dower. His acting was so clever 
that Helen sensed, as he hoped she 
would, his feeling of having blund- 
ered into a stupidity and his hu- 
mlliiy over it. 

She sat very still for a moment, 
stirred by the emotion that rose 
within her own breast, savoring it. 
delighting in it. 

But Brent's silence pressed her 
for an answer. She moved over 
closer to him. 

"Leonard," she whispered, "it is 
the most natural thing in the world 
tor me to do as you wisn 

Her inference of surrender satis- 
fied Brent. But his plans were too 
well laid to permi' him to follow up 
the promise m her words. There 
m ist bo. lie conceived, a reluctane 
to ac 'pt her pledge. For it migh 
possibly occur to her that his pro- 
posal had come uixrn the cvc of her 
interview with her grandfather, if 
that interview should lead to a for- 
tune for her Brent wanted to be 
above the suspicion of having shown 
an eagerness to share it with her. 

"Don't say that." he said rather 
sharply. "You make me feel like 
3 blackguard. I was planing 
ake advantage of your youth •and 
nexperience, Helen." 

, — * 
M\ granddaughter.' It was ba rely a whisper, rather a thought that lived for an instant upon*the air. "Yes," Brent said. "Are you interested?" 

Helen :.'u away from him. She 
was startled. 

"I had no light to dominate you.' 
Brent went on, with enough apology 
in his voice to imply that his ab- 
ruptness was called forth by his bad 
conscience. 

«> O ft 

“It doesn't matter that you 
wanted la do it." Helen sought to 
appease him. "I'd have turned tc 
no one else but you anyway. Leon- 
ard." 

‘‘But I don't wan* you to led 
that way now," he replied. "I wan: 
you to think only of yourself, Helen, 
and the promise that was made to 
your mother.. Your life from now 
>n may bo far apart from mine. You 
mustn't be influenced by me, and 
vhat I have done to you." 

"You cannct change it," Helen 
old him 

"But your grandfather may." 
3renf observed. "You are far too 
;oung to make important decision: 
hat will affect your entire life. I 
im better informed than you are 
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my dear, and I know that anything 
you feel now will change." 

Htlxi smiled with the superiority 
of youthful assurance. "My grand 
father at least will have nothing to 
do with my decisions." she said. 

"I think he will." Brent told her. 
"You're a loveiy girl. Helen. I'm 
sure your grandfather will love 
you." 

"Love me?" Helen repealed. "H" 
couldn't expect me to return it." 

Brent offered no further com- 
ment on the subject and gradually 
they fell to talking of other things. 
Helen enjoyed the drive to the city 
the approach to the heart of it 
dev 11 Riverside Drive and the slow 
progress through traffic to the hotel 
where Brent had engaged a room 

for her. 
She was a bit disappointed that 

he had given up the apartment he 
had occupied until a few months 
previous. It had been a charming 
place, not too mannish for feminine 
ta.Hc Helen had dreamed of keep- 
ing house ‘r it as Brent’s ward tint:’ 
they ••■'•il for Europe or some land 
e' en more remote. 

Front had !c*. It go as Helen' 
graduation neared so that he would 
b' free to sul immediately. Th t 
wo:; before hi:, meeting with Chari? 
Nslltn. Now he too regretted hav- 
ing given it up. a; he hated the 
bother of settling again. 

The home atmosphere, the sug- 
gestion of permanence afforded by 
housekeeping, would better suit hi- 
purpose at present than a hotel. H 
te.'hw feared to introduce Helen 
•o th? excitement and pleasure of 
living m .1 mcnvpolitan hotel. It 
might be too great an influence in 
turning her mind from sattlin; 
down with. him. he thought. 

But the e wax the chance that 
her grandfather might remain firm 
again her. and the alternative of 
:snowing his original* plan of fillin' 
dinners place in his affairs with 
Helen. In which case they would 
soon move on. and there would b? 
many hotels and few apartments. 

Of Helen’s opposition to her 
grandfather he took hut little coun 

She was an emotional sensitive girl 
Should the old man appeal to, her 
sympathy and seel: her forgiveness 
tor his harslincsr. to her mothe: 
Brent had no doubt Helen woui 
grout both in great measure. 

And the I'v-t card in his hand, the 
ace with which he hoped to tain 
the winning trick, was Helen’s pres- 
ent bitterness over the treatm: 1. 

her mother had received. Nothin : 

could better convince Cunningham. 
Erent reasoned, that Helen was not 
seeking his riches. 

Brent thought always now of 
Heien as Evangeline Cunningham's 
daughter. Diamond Page and hi:; 
wife were :ro longer in his memory. 
He had discarded them. 

And Helen had accepted his story 
as truth. It ail fitted in so •well 
with the past. She had grown ua 

with-the mystery oi irw identity— 
a mystery that fired bet with desire 
to solve' it. » 

Now she v. as eager 10 do wha' 
slic must to keep faith with her 
r jtljet's promise to her mother, and 
show Leonard how little she ctued 
ter her grandfather’s wealth. 

The day following their arrival in 
New York Brent drove her up to 
Yonkers and to Bramblev/ood. I' 
was less dreary-looking than on th' 
occasion Brent first had seen it. To 
Helen it was the home of her mothoi 
and she looked at it with rever- 
ence. 

They had come unannounced 
IJ/ent had not trusted Cyril Cun- 
ningham fo Welcome them. Shook, 
they fall of admittance today he 
Proposed to approach in a different 
way. 

Hut 'Mr. Cunningham did not re- 

.iise to receive them. Their mes- 

sage. brought to him by the butler 
was simply that they had important 
information which they wished ‘.c 
deliver to him in person. 

For many years Cyril Cunning- 
ham had been hoping to receive cer- 

tain important information. His 
declining years were lorn with c 

yearning that his stubbornness couic 
not obliterate. 

Few strangers came to his door 
but those who did were welcome 
And when Heien and Brent were 
shown into his private sitting roonri 
them from dimming eyes with a 

on the second floor he peered at 
feverish intensity. 

Helen hesitated on the threshold 
fighting to still the agitation that 
war, causing her to tremble nerv- 
ously, The room seemed to waver 
.‘lightly and then her glance set- 
tled upon the aged man in the in- 
valid's chair that was drawn close 
to a window. 

His shrunken figure was lost in 
the folds of a loose dressing gown 
but the hands that rested upon the 
silver head of a heavy cane were 
evidence in thir frailty of the man's 
feeble condition. 

Helen did not. at that moment, 
feel pity for him. In spite of the 
Picture he presented of belonging al- 
ready ro another world, she steeled 
herself to think only of her mother 
and the unhappiness she had known 
in this house. 

The butler had announced them 
and retired, but Brent noticed that 
an attendant whom he thought to 
bo a valet or a nurse remained. 

"Good morning Mr. Cunningham" 
! ? said, advancing and bowing be- 
in'? the oiil man. He refrained 
ir. m extending his hand, a paint 
the did not c-yapo Mr. Cunning- 
ham's notice. 

Mr Cunningham nodded and his 
own hands remained folded upon 
his cane. "Marks,' he said to his 
attendant, "bring a chair close for 
fiss—Brertt, I believe you said?" 
he finished, addressing himself to 
Leonard. 

Brent silently inclined his head, 
end waited until Helen was seated 
fcefor speaking again. Mr. Cun- 
ningham was offering apologies for 
being unable to rise to receive her. 
Helen answered with a faint smile 
and left the conversation to the 
two men. 

Mr. Cunningham waved the ser- 
vant .-sid: dismissing him, and 
turned h;; hack to Brent. "Your 
bu.-dnrss is important?" he queried, 
plainly striving to suppress some 
inner excitement. 

"Quite" Brent smiled, and then. 
v.-i.hout preamble: "It is in regard 
to your daughter's child — your 
granddaughter." As he spoke Bren;, 
key. his eyes upon Mr. Cunning-, 
ham with an intent gaze. He saw 
bon start, .aw his hands flutter on 
the cane he?:’ and heard him draw 
a shadp breath. 

"My granddaughter!" It was Rare- 
ly a whisper, rather a thought th ?.: 
lived for an instant upon th” air. 

"Yes." Brent said. » "Are you in- 
terested?" 

The light that burned suddenly in 
the eyes that Mr. Curtningham lift- 
ed to search his own was sufficient 
answer for Brent. "You may, if 
you like, meet her,” he said. 

CHAPTER XI 
Even Helen was touched by the 

piteous quaver with which Mr. Cun- 
ningham echoed Brent’s words. It 
bespoke a yearning that had little 
in keeping with the character thn 
had been attributed to her grand- 
father. The disparity confused her. 

And in a flash her confu sion was j 
deepened, lor Mr. Cunningham i 
burst suddenly into a laugh that was I 
like a slap in her face. It was 

mirthless, sardonic, insulting, 
"I dare say, I dare say," he gasp- 

ed at the end of it. Brent stood, 
frowning and still. Helen moved 
o rise from her seat but he mo- 
tioned her to remain seated. 

"I dare say I may if I wish to pay 
he price." Mr. Cunningham wen 

>n. "It would be nice for my grand- 
daughter if I cared to see her. 
Vic? for Nellin. too. Yes. nicer per- 
,iaps for Nellin." He shook hi.s 
head and his cackled laughter 
ceased. 

“I think it would be nicer, at- 

you put it,” Brent interjected 
sharply. "for you. Mr. Cunning 
.lain.” 

"Eh? Eli? For me? So you think 
I've some lingering affection for 
Jv.ingcline left, do you? Why—He 
itepped abruptly and looked at 
Brent with rising suspicion of him 
is an individual. "What have you 
:o do with her? Or with my 
{randdaughter?” he rasped. And 
waited breathlessly for the answer. 

He was torturing himself and lie 
knew if. Turuipg his pride upon 
himself and feeling it as the cut- 
ting edge of a sharp knife. 

| He had longed for his daughter's 

return, prayed for it. and now that 
word of her was at hand hi3 old 
obsession returned. He would nof 
forgive her for having disgraced 
him. Her marriage to Nellin al- 
ways had appeared to him in this 
light. To refuse her forgiveness 
and make Nellin suffer had become 
an obsession with him. And it had 
net entirely left him. 

O * i> ** 

"I have a great deal to do with 
her story and with your .grand- 
daughter.'.’ Brent returned quietly, 
"but with you. sir. I should prefer 
not to deal were it not forced upon 
me." 

"Forced upon you. eh?" The re- 
mark seemed to puzzle the old man. 
But he was not at a loss for ac- 
tion. Swiftly he turned to Helen 
Who are you?" he cried excitedly. 

"An imposter. I suspect!" 
Helen jumped to her feet. “Oh. 

let us go!" she appealed to Bren1:. 
"Most willingly,” he said instantly, 

"if I could forget my promise to 
your father." 

"Then tell him. tell him quickly, 
and let us go." Helen pleaded, com- 

pletely ignoring the man who strug- 
gled helplessly to rise from his 
chair. 

Brent faced him. "It is an obli- 
gation to a friend that brings me 
here Mr. Cunningham." he saic! 
simply. "And this young lady is 
neither Miss Brent as I introduced 
her to spare you a shock, nor an 

imposter. She is Evangeline Nellin. 
Mr. Cunningham sank back in lus 

chair and closed his eyes. When he 
opened them they set upon Helen 
with a devouring eagerness thar 
frightened her. 

Here before him stood a girl who 
bore his daughter's name — a girl 
who might be his own flesh and 
blood. And yet he did not believo 
He could not believe. It was un- 
believable. He didn't want to be- 
lieve. Yes, he did. He could make 
her suffer, make Evangeline suffer. 
They had sent her. sent the girl, 
here to make their peace with him. 
Well, he would show them how 
little they had to hope for. Show 
them quickly enough, too. 

"Evangeline Nellin," he sneered. 
The sneer changed fiercely to a 
snarl. "What do you think I am. 
a doddering old fool?" he thrust at 
Brent. 

Brent shrugged. “I believe you 
would not care to listen to my opin- 
ion of you. Mr. Cunningham," he 
said evenly. 

"Eh? Eh.’" Mr. Cunningham was 
surprised. 

"You see I happened to have 
been a friend of Charles Nollin's.' 
Brent explained. "I did not know 
your daughter, but I have seen her 
photograph. I do not care to ex- 

press my opinion in her daughter's 
presence of a man who would ill- 
treat her." 

"Ill-treat her?" Mr. Cunningham 
screeched. Ill-treat her?" 

"Well," Brent passed it off with 
a gesture, "let us get this interview 
over with as quickly as possible. I 
o"~uro you i. is as distasteful to us 
as it is to you. Miss Nellin came to 
you only because her father gave 
your daughter a death-bed promise 
to bring her here.” 

■* <l 

The shriveled figure stiffened, 
sat upright with the crcctncss of 
a mummy. A quiver ran across the 
thin lips and down to the thin 
hands. Pallor as deep as death 
settled upon the worn countenance. 
And those who watched were con- 
strained to pity. 

Dead! Evangeline was dead! They 
saw the remorseless truth of it eat 
into his soul. He bowed his head 
upon his hands and suffered his 
blow in silence, except for the pain- 
ful expulsion of his breath. 

“I'm sorry, sir,” Brent said with a 
touch of gentleness. "I should have i 
broken the news less harshly but—" 
He left the sentence in the air to 
imply that he had believed in Mr. 
Cunningham's show of implaca- 
bility. 

Cyril Cunningham lifted his head. 
Tell me about it." he said weakly. 
"I'd suggest that you first sum- 

mon your valet or companion anti 
let him give you something to 
steady you, sir," Brent replied, con- 
cerned with the effect of the shock 
he- had dealt the old man. 

"I’m ail right.” Mr. Cunningham 
Insisted, but quite obviously he was 
in great physical distress. “Just 
hand me that glass, please,” he di- 
rected. reaching out a hand toward 
a nearby table. 

Brent did as he requested. The 
glass must, he thought, contain 
something Mr. Cunningham had 
been on the verge of taking when 
they entered his room, for the 
liquid Was cf a pale, grayish tinge. 

Mr. Cunningham swallowed it 
quickly, and settled back in his 
chair to rest a moment before 
speaking again- Brent and Helen 
waited. 

Finally he turned his eyes upon 
Helen and in them was a softer 
li$ht. iBut there had been no mir- 
aculous change in him. His sorrow 
still was colored with bitterness. 

Who these two were and what 
they wanted of him he had yet to 
prove to himself. 

Suddenly Helen asked a question 
of Erent that opened the interview 
anew. "Leonard," she said with a 

note of tenderness in her voice that 
ivas not lost upon their host. "Leon- 
ard, you said awhile ago that you 
have seen a picture of my mother. 
Where is it? Have you got it? Let 
me see it." 

Rather pretty acting. Cunning- 
ham thought. If it Were acting. Very 
convincing. '< 

"Yes,” Brent said. “I have it." 
“And you never let me see it,' 

Helen wailed in reproach. 
Brent smiled .wearily. "Remem- 

ber.” he said, "that I didn't want the 
past to Claim you." 

» 

Mr. Cunningham broke in with 
an impatient tapping of his cane. 

"Have you come here to discuss this 
matter with each other or with, 
me?” he asked acridly. 

"I beg your pardon,” Brent apolo- 
gized quickly, “but you see. Miss 
Nellin did not know until yesterday l 

; who her mother and father were.” 
Mr. Cunningham's gazp went 

from one face to another, seeking 
an answer to this amazing state- 
ment. 

"Perhaps.” he suggested, 'since 
| you have come here it would 1>p 
better if you told me your story 

j from the beginning.” 
"Right." Brent agreed. "When we 

have done that we shall have no 
further obligations to you or to your 

1 daughter and her husband." 
"Nellin! Is he alive?" 
"He is not. and please listen, sir. 

without interruption." 
Mr. Cunningham nodded in as- 

se"f. 
Brent told him then of how he 

was called to Mexico to the bedside 
of his dying friend. Charles Nellin. 
and given charge of the little girl 
who was named for her mother, 
Evangeline. 

"They called themselves Mr. and 
Mrs. Page.' he explained before he 
went on to tell how he had brought 
Helen up. "because Charles feared 
that one of your agents might find 
them and succeed in separating hint 
from Evangeline." 

"So he had cause to fear that.' 
had he?" Mr. Cunningham did not 
express his thoughts aloud, but; 
Etent sensed it. as he revealed when 
he said: 'I grant you that Nellin 
had„his faults, but he was an artist 
and he loved her enough to prefer 
vagabondage to losing her." 

"Vagabondage." The word came 
as a mere whisper and Brent went 
on without pause. 

"I have Kept the secret of Helen's 
parentage lor 15 years." he said at 
the end of the story. "Frankly I 
had no wish to bring her to you. 
sir. but as I've said. I was com- 

pelled to do so. And I have not 
hesitated to reveal your character to 
her as it came to me from my 
friend. Charles. Everything rests 
with you and Helen now. but I 

hope—" He paused and looked at 
Helen. 

"Yes. yes." Mr. Cunningham cut 
in abruptly, “what is it that you 
hope?" 

(To Be Continued I 

PARISH OF STUDENTS 
NORMAN. Okla.. Oct. 2. (U.R)— 

Two hundred and eighty Catholic 
students at the University of Okla- 
homa have organized a parish, the 
only one composed of and controlled 
entirely by students, in the UUnited 
States and probaDiy in the world. 
The letter of incorporation was 

granted by Bishop Francis C. Kellej 
of the diocese of Oklahoma. 
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FOR SALE 

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

WANTEP 

WANTED—Would like to hear from 
owner of a modern 4 to 6 room 

house on East s’do not too f ir 
from school; who is willing to sell 
at a reasonable price on a reas- 

onable monthly payment basis. 
We wish a home, not a specula- 
tion. Must decide at once. O. D. 

Patch, care Bureau of Reclama- 
tion. H9-29-21 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE 
SOCIETY 

Christian Science Society meew 

it Majestic Theater, Fremom 
street. 

Sunday School 9:45 a.m. 

Sunday Services 11:0(1 a.m. 

Wednesday evening meetings hi- 
;luding testimonials of healing 
hrougii Christian Science. 7:30 

>.m. .’h 
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