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THOS. J. SALTER 
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LAS VEGAS, NEVADA 

E. F. DUPRAY 
ATTORNEY AT LAW 

Suite 17-19, Clark Bldg. 
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------I 

C. D. BREEZE 

ATTORNEY AT LAW 

115 South Second St. Phone 8 

CHAS. LEE HORSEY * 

ATTORNEY AT LAW 

Suite 1-2, Clark Bldg. 

Las Vegas Nevada 

I. S. THOMPSON 
ATTORNEY AT LAW 

Rooms 3 and 4, Griffith Bldg. 
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C. D, BAKER 
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LAS VEGAS HOSPITAL 
Trained nurses are in constant 
attendance. Laboratory. X-ray. 
Fully equipped to handle both 
Medical and Surgical cases. 

ROY W. MARTIN, M. I). 
Physician and Surgeon 

New Hospital Bldg., Second St. 

ENGINEER AND 

SURVEYOR 

HUGH A. SHAMBURGER 
Let me figure with you on your 
subdividing, clearing and street 
work. 

Maps and blueprints furnished 

Swanson’s Arcade 

121 Sonth Main Street 
TeL 380 

SUBSCRIBE T0 THE AGE - 

WASHINGTON 
BYSTANDER 

By KIRK SIMPSON 
WASHINGTON — If you look in 

Uie dictionary as the Bystander 
bad to do. you will find that casein 
is "a proteid of the nucleoal'oumin 
group of precipdatrd from the milk 
of vnrious animals." 

But that blunt ex-man o'war.sman. 
Senator Howell of Nebraska, was 
not geitv, io let anybody have any 
doubts about what was actually be- 
ing talked about one day when the 
"Case of Casein" might have be a 
an apt title for a narrative of a 
battle of those rival tariff y: in;- 
B >rah of Idaho and Reed of Penn- 
sylvania. 

"Casein" allowed the sailor-farmer 
from Nebraska, “is nothing but cot- 

tage cheese.-’ 
And for some three hours or more 

and for tens of thousands of words, 
the battle of the duty on cottage 
cheese raged unchecked in the sen- 

Borah st.i-tcd it. merely incident- 
ally to his opening fire against the 
tariff bill framed by the republican 
m.. jority. 

In fell ire to pro lit t’.ic full 5 cents 
a pound increase of duly, he 
charged, the tariff makers had de- 
nied American skimmed milk pro- 
ducers their places in the protective 
tariff sun. 

Reed countered w:.h the declara- 
tion that the senate committee, in 
granting a cent a pound increase, 
had given fourfold the protection 
jiHtified by the differential be-' 
ween Argentine and American costs 

of production. No Industrial rate 
he.d been thus favored, he added. 

Wrench Thrower 
The war of words between Borah 

and Reed and half a dozen other:; 
went on apace; yet if you read the 
record closely you will note that it 
always was Seadog 'retired' Howell 
rather than Borah who threw the 
best aimed monkey wrenches. 

What allowance. Howell demand- 
ed of Reed, had been made for the 
cost of skimmed milk in the Argen- 
tine as compared to its cost in the 
United States? 

Reed said the tariff commission 
had been unable to find out. 

Kowell promptly declared the Ar- 
gentine price was eight-tenths of a 

cent a gallon. He challenged every 
defender of the committee rate to 
say what price American farmers 
ought to get per gallon of skimmea 
milk, and got no direct replies. So 
he answered himself. 

"It is worth 2 cents a gallon mere- 

ly to deliver skimmed milk to the I 
nearest station." he said, and no- ! 
body disputed him. 

It also was developed that Chair- 
man Smoot ot the finance commitee, 
a great champion of protective tar- 
s:i, nad votea in committee for the 
5-cent increase on cottage che-ese. 
which in industry, turns to the 
'coated paper" upon which most 
magazines are printed. 

Would Publish Votes 
"If we could have the committee 

votes of the senator from Utah in- 
corporated in the bill, it would be 
an infinitely better bill." said 
Borah. 

Robinson of Arkansas demanded 
publication of all committee votes. 

"Is it fair,” he demanded, "to 
have senators proud of their record: 
in committee sit silent now and per- 
mit the senator from Utah to be 
i-'-ified >nd wear his halo without 

question?" 
Apparently it was. for objections 

by Smoot and Warren of Wyoming 
blocked the Borah-Robinson at- 
tempted raid of the committee vote 
records. 

Well," said Borah, resignedly, 
“there probably will be developed 
Irom time to time the information 
we might have had all at once." 

And all of this is extracted from 
"The Case of Casein,” in which, 
again according to Howell, Ameri- 
can farmers have at stake but 
$2,500,000 all told. 
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THIS HAS HAPPENED 
| Hc!< n Page feels unhappy when 
tier classmate, accuse her of being 
in love with her handsome guar- 
dim, Leonard Brent. But he ren- 

1 resents all (hat she knows o.' home 
an.l family and he has promised to 
clear up the mystery of her birth 
after she graduates. 

However, a chance meeting with 
a dying beggar causes Brent to 
change a!! his plans regarding h"r 
fu'ure. Before the man dies he 
tehs Brent that his name i. Charles 
Ov ens Nelliu: that his wife is dead 
ami that he has hidden a daughter 
from v wealthy grandfather. Cyril 
I». Cunningham of Yonkers. Posing 
■is a newspaper man searching for 
s'.i.ry material, Brent secures facts 

-and evidence which aid his plans. 
When Helen graduates she re- 

minds her guardian that he has 
premised to teli her about her 
parents, and is amazed when lie tells 
her tiiat she is the heiress of Cyril 
!\. Cunningham. He shows her a 
Socket which he had secured Iron; 
l-iii dying Nelliu and tells her the 
picture is of her mother, Evangeline 
Cunningham Nelliu. In accordance 
with a promise made to her parents, 
he tells her that h- must now take 
her to her grandfather. Obtaining 
an interview with Cunningham 
Brent introduces Helen as iii<. 
granddaughter and tells him her 
story. 
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY 

CHAPTER XII 
I hop?.” Brent said firmly, ‘'th.r 

Helen will not forget your unkind- 
ness to her mother." 

It was a master stroke. Plausi- 
bility did not admit of a man at- 
tempting to foster an imposter 
upon another man, and at the same 
time plainly make his own effort 
as difficult as possible. Mr. Cun- 
ningham was puzzled, and a trifle 
disarmed. 

“As you say.” he snapped at 
Brent, "the matter rests between 
me ana—" he turned to Helen, “till 1 

young lady.” 
“Your granddaughter.” Bren: 

answered flatly. He felt well satis- 
fied with the progress he had made. 
Ho was convinced that Mr. Cunning 
ham would not turn Helen away 
once he accepted the belief that 
she was indeed his granddaughter. 
And the readiest wav to make him 1 

believe was to 10b the situation at 
all appearance of an attempt to 
take advantage of it, Brent had 
reasoned. 

Heien would be but a pawn. But 
now she was speaking for herself. 
“I didn't want to come here. Mr. 
Cunningham." she said swiftly. 
‘I’ve grown up under Mr. Brenf's 
care and I want to remain with 
him. After he told me about aiv 
father and mother I said I never 
wanted to see you, but mother 
wanted me to come and—and—" 

"Here you are.” Mr. Cunningham 
re:orte cidryly. "And now that you 
are here,” he added hastily, "let us 
clear up a few important points. 
What would you do if I asked you 
to stay?” 

Helen did not hesitate with her 
answer. I should say no." she told 
him promptly. “There isn't any 
reason why I should consider your 
wishes." 

Mr. Cunningham regarded her 
curiously. "Well, well," he said, "we 
ail! sec. But you do not realize 
that titere are reasons why I must 
sift this matter to the bottom. I 
hope. If there’s any truth in your 
story I must know it. You under- 
stand that.” he appended, speakin; 
to Brent. 
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Brent inclined his head. •'Cer- 
tainly." he said. But we care so 
little about convincing you. Mr. 
Cunningham, that we have brought 
no proof.” 

"No proof, eh?" Mr. Cunninghar 
repeated, and who shall say that 
there was not a note of disappoint- 
ment in his voice?' 

"Except your daughter's photo- 
graph in a locket that Charles Nel- 
lin gave me," Brent added easily. 

“Let me tec it!" The scrawny 
hand extended eagerly, impatient- 
ly. 

Brent look the locket that he had 
stolen from Nellin from ids pocket 
and handed i‘ over to Mr. Cun- 
ningham. 

The latter held it close, examin- 
ing it with the avidity of a starving 
ma; searching refuse for a crumb 
of food. They heard him mutter 
something that they could not un- 
derstand. 

Then h& opened the locket and a 
real cry was wrung from his lips. 

Long lie bent over the pictured 
face and soon the tears were stream- 
ing unchecked down his furrowed 
cheeks. Brent secretly exulted over 
the sight but Helen turned her face 
away. 

He lifted his head at last. "It is 
my daughter." he said chokingly. "It 
is Evangeline. This is the locket I 
gave he.- mo.her. Her name wan 
Evangeline too." 

Brent nodded. under your 
daughter's picture you will find an- 

other," he said. 
Eagerly the old man sought to 

remove his daughter Evangeline's 
likeness, but his hands trembled sc 
his effort was fruitless. Helen 
sprang forward to help him, no 

longer able to control her desire to 
look at her mother's photograph. 
"Let me see it, please," she begged. 
Mr. Cunningham reluctantly allow- 
ed her to take it from him. 

A moment Helen stared at 1‘. 
feeding her hunger for sight of thr 
maternal face she had never known 
Then Mr. Cunningham asked her 
to take Evangeline's picture out 01 
the locket and Helen obeyed him. 

As Brent had said, there was an- 

other beneath it. It was Evange- 
line's mother. Mr. Cunningham told 
them. He was deeply moved, forget- 
ful of his suspicions and doubts ior 
the moment. 

‘There was another locket,” he 
said. "I don’t knot/ what became 
of it; It contained my picture.” 

“Of course,* Helen breathed 
softly "she would want it." 

Mr. Cunningham smiled faintly. 
-You think she did not hate me?' 

•I didn't want to come here. Mr. Cunningham. I've grown up under 

Mr. Brent’s care and I want to re main with him. 

“I'm sure of it," Helen cried. 
"How could she hate her father?” 

'But you hate me," he reminded 
her. "and I'm your grandfather. 
That’s quite a ciose relationship." 

Inwardly Brent was beaming but 
Helen had not yet capitulated. 

"No." she said gently. “I don’, 
hate you. because I’m sure you have 
suffered terribly. I’m sorry for 
you.” 

“H'm," Mr. Cunningham said 
shortly. Helen's straightforward- 
ness was beginning to impress him. 

"May I keep the locket?’.' she 
asked of him, reaching out her 
hand for it. "I have nothing els* 
that belonged to my mother." 

Mr. Cunningham locked at Brer. 
"Have you no further proof th it 
your story is true?" he questioned 

"None," Brent said. “You c; n. f 
you like, verify the facts I have : 

given you. Helen has been in a 

girls’ school—Miss Spann's—since I 
brought her from Mexico. As soon 
as she was able to understand I 
told her that I would reveal her 
parentage when she was grown. It 
scarcely seems to be that further 
proof is needed. Had I. on my own 
behalf or Helen’s, been interested in 
your fortune, sir. I might have 
come to you years ago. In that 
case I would not havj; run the risk 
of your dying intestate or leaving 
your money to charity." 

“Why do you call her Helen?" 
Mr. Cunningham fired at him un- 

expectedly when he finished. 
i nave always caueci ner r-ieien, 

Brent returned smoothly. "I do not 
care for the name Evangeline." 

"Weil." Mr. Cunningham re 

turned, "let me tell you that I think 
you have a very poor claim. Mr. 
Brent. You might have come upon 
this locket and tli story by acci- 
dent.” 

•Quite so," Brent admitted suave- 

ly: "it's nothing to me whether you 
believe it or not." 

Mr. Cunningham jerked back at 
him. "You will repeat all this to 
my legal representative." ho said 
threateningly. "You have made an 

attempt to pass this girl off as my 
granddaughter, heir to my fortune. 
If your claim is false I warn you— 

"You can't say such things to I 
Leonard!" Helen broke in. furious 
with anger and loyalty toward 
Bunt. "How could he have done 
what you say? Would he haw 
waited 15 years*? I’ve begged him 
many times to tell me who m 

mother and father were, and lie 
wouldn't. Does that look as if h 
wanted anything from you?" 

"My dear young lady." Mr. Cun 
ningham said with a caustic accent 
"the fget remains that you are here. 
And if you are my granddaughter I 
wish you to remain." 

"And have you think I want t. 
inherit your money?” Helen cried 
"Leonard has all the money w 

need.” 
Mr Cunningham was a bn non- 

plussed at this information. Some 
how it had no, occurred to him that 
Brent might be a man of wealth. 

Helen exaggerates,” Brent smiled, 
"but it is true that wo do no: re- 

quire assistance from you. Mr. Cun- 
ningham. I expect to sail lor 'Eu- 
rope shortly and take Helen with 
me. This is really a farewell 
visit.” 

Mr. Cunningham was caught un- 

prepared. "You can't leave until 
this thing is settled,” he objected in- 
stantly. 

"I shall be most happy to assist 
in settling it,” Brent offered, "if 
Helen wishes it. But remember, I 
told you I hoped she would not be 

intrigued with the idea of becoming 
your heir.” 

I am not." Helen vouchsafed. 
Mr. Cunningham’s frown deep- 

ened. Permit me to suggest,” he 
said, "that you are not keeping the 
spirit of your promise to my daugh- 
ter. I hardly believe she wanted 
Helen to come to me merely to tell 
me that she doe:; not wish to in- 
herit my money. Am I not right?' 
Hn appealed directly to Helen. 

"Leonard said that Mother din 
hope you would do something for 
me." she confessed reluctantly, "but 
I don't need your help now. Leon- 

1 ard hut taken very good egre of 
mo.” ■ ! 

"But your mother undoubtedly 

wished you to win my forgiveness 
for ner." Mr. Cunningham tempted. 
•And I can do a great deal for you 

—I'm a very rich man, my dear. 
My money belongs to Evangeline’s 
daughter. You have no right to re- 

fuse it. I shall ask you to give me 

your word to return here at 3 o'clock 
this afternoon, at which time you 
will meet my attorney and teil 
your story to him.” 

Helen hesitated until Brent spoke 
for her. "We will do as you ask,” ] 
he said curtly. "I should dislike very j 
much to leave any doubt in your 
mind." 

"There will be no doubt in my 
mind," Mr. Cunningham returned 
shortly. "If I accept this girl as my 

granddaughter it will be only after 
a thorough investigation, which. I 

warn you. will make you both crim- 

inally liable if you have tried to 

cheat me." 

CHAPTER XIII 
Brent and Helen lunched in 

Yonkers, in a cheerful little tea 

room where an experimentalTminded 
proprietor was trying out the idea 
of a gypsy atmosphere, achieved 
through the medium of a palm- 
reading fortune teller whose fee was 

included with the price of the meal. 
Helen was at first too excited and 

apprehensive to take an interest in 

the woman when she cams to their 
table, but later, after Brent had 
talked to her and the woman came 

back Helen submitted to having her 
•■fortune"told. 

She smiled at Brent over her out- 
stretched hand, thinking more of 
him and his Remarkable power to 

sway her than of the woman who 
sent a grimy finger tracing the lines 
of her palm. 

A moment ago, little more, she'd 
been intuitively afraid of the near 
future—afraid that her grand- 
father on»e convinced of her rela- 
tion nip to him would demand tha. 
she give up Brent's guardianship of 
herself and accept her place in the 
world as the Cunningham heiress. 

Brent had swept aside her fear, 
declaring that Mr. Cunningham 
was of loo suspicious and crabby a 

disposition ever to accept the truth. 
But even if he did." he added cun- 

ningly, "I can't see why you should 
be unhappy about it, Helen dear. 
I know you aren’t interested in his 
fortune but if he needs you—” He 

had let his voice trail off with ef- 

fective suggestiveness, planting the 
first seed of sacrifice in Helen s 

mind. 
Before either of them spoke again 

the gypsy woman returned and 
Helm tori- her thoughts away from 
Brent to listen to what was told to 

he.. 
She smiled over the woman's 

promise of lots of money and a 

happy marriage, with a warning to 
beware of an older man. 

v v « 

Event smiled too. It was, of 
course, a stereotyped fortune, but 
it amused lum. The law of averager, 
had worked to make the advice good 
on this occasion, he told himself. 

After lunch they drove up the 
Hudson and Helen tried to talk of 
the future—where they would live— 

,vhat they would do—but Brent was 

strangely silent. 
Helen too fell- silent and when 

Uiey returned to Bramblewood she 
was conscious that Brent had ac- 

cepted the change in their plans as 

being inevitable. , 

It had a depressing effect upon 
her and when they again entered 
Mr. Cunningham's room she ex- 

perienced a sense of futility. What- 
ever these two men decided for her 

would be her fate. She knew it. be- 

cause she knew she had not the will 
to stand against Brent. She couid 
not iorce herself upon him. For in 
pitc of what he had said about his 

own secret dreams there was his 
oast that she could not weigh. This 
would keep her from trying to settle 
the issue herself. 

So she .said nothing beyond a po- 
lite greeting to Mr. Greaves when 
he was introduced to her. 

The lawyer's keen eyes swept her 
face in one searching glance and he 

a loaned himself In an instant that 
whatever she might be she was no 

common crook. 
Oi Brent he formed , a siipilar 

opinion. The man aroused an. in- 
tense interest in him. For Ijlrent 
was as poised and) unemotional as 

the sphinx. 
He answered the questions put to 

him calmly Snd unhesitatingly. Mr. 
Greaves was puzzled arid at the end 
of the interview, when Brent and 
Helen had gone downstairs to wait 
in the library, he told Mr. Cunning- 
ham. that ric could not give an opin- 
ion on the'/na’ttdr. except to edvis" 
a thorough investigation of Brent's 
story. 

Mr. Cunningham nodded in agree- 
ment. He had already decided that 
such an investigation should be 

I made. 
! "Attend to it at once." he ordered, 
rather peremptorily? 

| "And in the meantime.” Mr. 

; Greaves said, "we must keep thes-’ 
i two under observation.” 

"Quite right, quite right." Mr 

j Cunningham rapped out impatient* 
lv. "Ask Miss—er—Brent, to re- 

main here. Either she really doe^ 
i not care to do so. or she is a con- 

! summate actress.” 
"You mean remain as a member 

of your household?" the lawyer 
questioned. 

“Yes. We will keep her here on 

probation." 
i "Not a bad idea," the lawyer re- 
turned. "if she will agree to it.” 

A few minutes later, when he re- 

peated Mr. Cunningham’s request 
to Helen, lie was not prepared to 
have his doubt of her consent so 

emphatically realized. 
She declined to accept Mr. Cun- 

ningham's proposal. Declined in the 
simple words of sincerity. 

Brent came over and put an arm 

on her shoulders. "Helen dear,” he 
said gently. “I’m afraid that you 
don't realize our position. I be- 
lieve," he paused and looked at Mr. 
Greaves, “that we are under sus- 

picion." 
Mr. Greaves barely refrained from 

nodding assent. 
“I should never forgive myself if 

I let you do anything rash—any- 
thing you might ever regret.” Brent 
went on. smiling tenderly down at 
Helen. 

“Oh, you wish me to stay?" she 
cried in dismay. 

“Yes,” he said, "I do. Because 
there must be an end to ruthless- 
ness somewhere. It may be your \ 

duty to think of your grandfather.; 
And I do not want you to make a 

hasty decision. I want you to be 

sure of what you do. It may be 
enly for a short time. Their inves- 

tigation may not satisfy them." 
"I hope it doesn't.” Helen de- 

clared, the tears of defeat springing 
t.o her eyes. 

"H'm." Mr. Greaves said to him- 
self, "H'm. h'm." 

“Then you will stay—until you 
are sure of yourself?” 

“I'll stay," Helen promised; "but 
as for being sure of myself, Leon- 

ard. why can't people ever believe i 
that even kids have minds of their 
own?” 

Brent smiled. And turned to Mr. 

Greaves. \ 
When Helen's answer was carried 

to Mr. Cunningham he did a strange 
thing. "Thank God," he said. It j 
had been a long time since those 
words had passed his lips. 

Helen's first night under the roof, 
that she believed had sheltered her 
mother was spent in tears. She felt 
like a prisoner and rememberd that 
her mother had actually been im- 

prisoned there. For a moment she ; 

hated her grandfather with a white- 
hot hatred. Then tfte memory of 
his goodnight to her came to her 
mind afresh and she buried her 
face in her pillow, feeling like a 

traitor. 
He had put out his hands and 

said to her. in a voice of infinite 
pathos: "My dear. I hope you are 

my grand-daughter, for you are 

very sweet, and I need you to help 
me forget my mistakes. They weigh 
heavily upon a man as near his 
Maker as I am." 

Helen wished she could forget. 
how much her mother had suffered. 

And in the days that followed 
her wish slowly became at least a 

partial reality. Mr. Cunningham 
was very kind to her. Whatever 
doubt he still retained about the 
genuineness of their blood relation- 
ship was hidden from Helen and 
saw only the yearning in his eyes 
to have her love. 

He kept her in rather constant 
attendance upon him at first, until 
he saw that she was looking pale 
and tired. He sought to draw her 
out one day about herself, but 
Helen evaded him. 

She was grieving for Brent and 
the imminent death of her hopes. 
For she had no doubt that she was 

the Cunningham heiress and would 
eventually be accepted as such. 

And while she waited here boats 
were sailing, distant places were 

calling, Leonard was alone in New 

York. They might have been to- 

gether, dining, dancing, riding iia 
Central Park, planning their fu- 
ture. 

But of her disappointment she 
said no word to him when he came 
to Bramblewcod. 

Brent was far too astute to ap- 

pear often, and he knew without 
speaking to her about it, that Helen 
would not reveal her heart to her 

grandfather. 
In Mr. Cunninghams' presence he 

was discreet to the point cf wound- 
ing Helen, who believed that he 
was beginning to be glad he was re- 

lieved of his responsibility toward 
her. 

Mr. Cunningham set her quietness 
down to solitude and looked about 
for a way to make life more pleas- 
ant ior her. 

One day when she came to him. 
tremulous and on the verge oi 
tears after an unsuccessful at- 

tempt to coax BrcntTto stay to din- 
ner. he asked her if she was lonely. 

"Isn’t there someone you would 
like to invite here?” he said when 
she had looked away without an- 

swering his question. Sonic of 
your school friends, perhaps?” 

No.” Helen burst out. “no. But 

I don't see why I should stjty herpj 
Yau haven't accepted me as yotir 
goddaughter. Can't I go back to 
Ntw York and wail ?" 

It «<(v. 4,*.* 

Love Suit Against 
‘Ma’ Nears Em 

SEATTLE, Oct. 4 (U.R>—Haggar 
and hollow eyed, the Rev. H. I 

Clark today drew toward the cn 
or tne story of his professed lov 
affair with Mrs. Minnie E. "Ma 
Kennedy and of his relationshi 
with other women after he and th 
mother of 'Aimee Semple McPhei 
son had quarreled, 
it The narration, in his $50,00 
breach of promise suit against Mr 
Kennedy, was continued after h: 
attorney' vainly protested Rttempi 
tc learn Clarie s activities. after h 
and Mrs. Kennedy had liarted. 

Clark collapsed yesterday an 

caused early adjournment as th 
nan: cf other women were be 
ing introduced. 

Another woman, Mrs. Seena Lc 

mpr, who was mentioned in th 
trial yesterday, also appeared. Sh 
was one who figured in the man 
letters the minister wrote after 1' 
had severed with Mrs. Kennedy 

Her pleading tearfulness wrun 

a pang of deep pity from the ol 
man’s heart. And a new feeling to 

He held out his arms to her an 

without pausing to consider tl 
haven to which she fled. Helen wei 

to him. 
There, there." he soothed. "Wa 

until I tell you about the Surprif 
I have for you." 

(To Be Continued I 

Classified 
| Advertising 

FOR SALE 

FOR SALE—Very desirable go! 
mining property, whole or par 
Write William H. Crozier, Search 
light, Nevada. 106-1 

WANTED 

WANTED—Would like to hear fror 
owner of a modern 4 to 6 rooi 

house on East side not too fa 

from school, who is willing to se 

at a reasonable price on a rea 

onable monthly payment basi 
We wish a home, not a specula 
tion. Must decide at once. O. r 
Patch, care Bureau of Reclama 
tion. 119-29-2 

CHRISTIAN SCIENCE 
SOCIETY 

Christian Science Society meet 

at Majestic Theater, Fremou 
street. 

Sunday School 9:45 aun. 

Sunday Services 11:06 a.m. 
Wednesday evening meetings iu 

eluding testimonials of healln 
through Christian Science, 7:2 
p.m. 

Telephone 437 

BAIR 

ANY KIND 
309 No. Main 

Just North of Gateway Hotel 

FRATERNAL i 
NOTICES 

Vegas lodge No. 32, F.41 M. 
a stated Comm uni cations 

first Monday of each 

/I month at Masonic Hall 
v at 7:30 p. m. 

Special Communications, work 
requiring, as announced by the 
Trestle Board, Issued each 

paonth. Visiting brothers are 

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

ATTENTION EAGLE81 
Las Vagas Aerie No. 1213 Fra- 
ternal Order of Eagles meets 
In regular session the Second 
and Fourth Tuesdays of each 
month at 7:30 o’clock p. m. 

at Levy’s HalL All Stray 
Eagles cordially invited. 

B. P. O. E. 
Las Vegas Lodge No. 1468 

Meets every Thursday evening 
at 7:30. Club rooms open 
from 11:00 a. m. to 18:00 p.m. 
Visiting brothers cordially wst, 
corned. 
WM. E. ORR. Exalted Ruler, 
Wm. L. SCOTT Secretary 

A rtesla Lodge No. 13 L O. O. 9, 
Meets 1st and 3rd 

jjPaWL Wednesdays of each 
month at 7:30 P. 1C 

Levy’s Hall, Fremont 8L, be- 
tween First and Second. 
Visiting brothers cordially wel- 

comed. 
R. H. SNYDER. Noble Grand 

DONALD BREMNER, Dee 

SOUTHGATE CHAPTER NO. 

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

-18, Order of the Eastern Stai 
at Masonic Hall. All visiting 
members cordially welcome. 

MRS. EARL DAVISON. W. M 
MABEL R. ULLOM, Secretaj" 
n .I.,.i ..It, i, 


