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THIS HAS HAPPENED 
Helen Page feels hopelessly in love 

with her handsome guardian, Leon* 
ard Brent. A ehanee meeting with 
a dying beggar. Charles Nellln. 
causes Brent to change his plans 
for Helen's future. Shortly after- 
ward he tells the girl that In accord- 
ance with a promise given her 
parents, he Is now to reveal her 

identy and that she Is the only 
grandchild of a millionaire, Cyril K. 
Cunningham. 

Brmt takes her to Cunningham 
and offers as proof a locket contain- 
ing a picture of Evangeline Cun- 
ningham which he had taken from 
the dying Nellln. Pending Investi- 
gation, Helen remains with Cun- 
ningham who gives her a new ear. 

She drives everywhere until she ac- 

cidentally hits Eva Ennis who has to 
bo taken to th hospital. There 
Helen meets Eva's brother, Robert, 
who falls in love with her, but she 
is devoted to Bn «t. 

Cunningham ac-epts Helen as his 
granddaughter and comes to love 
her dearly. Brent becoivs uneasy- 
after finding ano her lot *t which 
matches the one he had used to 
establish Helen’s i lcntitv, and plots 
to secure the girl for himself quickly. 

Hearing the doctor say thi' a 

sudden shock would kill the > 'd 

man. Brent gets the servants out o 

the way and rushes into the sick 
man's room wildly and tells him 

Helen has been killed. The plan 
worked and when the attendant re- 

turns he is dead. Then Brent ap- 

pears as the friend and guardian of 
Helen and takes charge of arrange- 
ments. One painful duty is to 

break an affair with Eva without 
I making Helen suspicious. 
1 NOW GO ON WITH THE STOR V 

CHAPTER XXVI 
Brent's car was parked before the 

door at Bramblewood. Bob recog- 

nized it. and a stror 3 feeling of re-1 

pugnance brought a quick decision 
not to enter the house. 

Eva saw it too. and her own 

heart went pit-a-pat with happy ex- 

pectancy. She had not seen Brent 
—not aione—since the night of Mr. 
Cunningham's sudden death and 
she had found the situation very 
difficult to bear. 

Perhaps tonight, she thought, 
they would be able to manage a 

little talk in private. Bob's pres- 
ence might afford them the oppor- 
tunity. His words shattered her 

hope immediately. 
“Miss Nellin has company.” he 

said. "Nothing doing, sis. You'd 
better come on home with me now.” 

“Oh. Bob. don't be so mean." Eva 

protested. "It's only Mr. Brent." 
“I don't like him." Bob said 

coldly. 
•But he's Helen's guardian—in a 

sense. Of course Mr. Greaves is 

really, but—" 
“Never mind gabbing about it, 

honey. That's one hombre I have 
no use for." 

“Theu you'll just have to drive 
back for me." Eva flared. 

“All right." Bob consented. "Call 

up when you're ready to come 

home.” 
But Eva had had a second 

1 thought. Leonard might drive h»-r 

back if she said Bob was not com- 

ing for her. 
“Never mind.” she said. "I can 

take the bus if necessary." 
“Well, be sure you don't accept a 

ride from that fellow Brent. If I 

ever caught him hanging around 

you—” 
Eva was getting out of the car 

and did not answer him. She was 

glad thai er face was turned so 

that he could not see the red that 
she felt flamii: pto it. 

# j" -*» 

1 Bob drove away speed that 
accorded well with ins perturbed 
mind. His pride, having won over 

his desire, was giving him no satis- 
faction. On the contrary he was as 

miserable as though he had dragged 
his spirit in the dust. 

Eva ran up the steps and waited 
with impatience for Ashe to open 
the door. 

... 

“Mr. Brent is with Miss Nellin in 

the drawing room, miss," he said 
when Helen stepped into the hall. 

Eva hesitated. It might be a 

business conference, she thought. 
“Tell Miss Nellin I am here. Ashe," 
she said and turned away to wait." 

Helen sent for her at once. “Why 
so formal?" she smiled when Eva 
entered the great high-ceilinged 
room in which there was a fire 
burning to take off the chill oi the 
late summer night. 

Eva glanced at Brent. “I thought 
1 

you might be talking over some- 

thing privately." she said. 
Brent nodded courteously but 

there was no welcome in his man- 

ner. 
Eva went to sit beside Helen on 

the great divan before the fire. In 
her eyes there was a faint mist oi 

“We were talking something over." 
Helen admitted, "but it isn’t at all 

private. Leno wants me to leave 
Bramblewood and live in New 

York." 
Eva’s eyes sougnt urent s. ne uiu 

not look at her. 
But somehow I’ve grown to love 

this place.’ Helen went on. ’T 

think I shall remodel it and live 
here always." 

Brent impatiently crushed out 
the cigarette he had been smoking. 
“But I’ve taken an apartment for 

you." he expostulated. 
Helen smiled at him, seized sud- 

denly with a desire to tease. “But 
you aren't my guardian any more. 

Leno dear." she said. 
“You may bring the housekeeper." 

Brent suggested, taking her remark 
seriously. 

Helen laughed. “You've changed." 
she said. “Once upon a time you 
would have scoffed at convention." 

Again Brent avoided meeting 
Eva's gaze. He wondered if she 
would guess that one reason he 
wanted Helen away from Bramble- 
wood was to put on end to their 
friendship, il it were possible, and 
avoid these chance meetings. 

Further discussion of the matter 
was unwise. he told himself. In a 

short while he took his departure. 
Helen went to the door with him 
and let him kiss her good night. 

There was no thrill in it. Helen 
supposed it was because she was so 

unhappy over her grandfather <> 

death. She missed him greatly. Sli? 
had not known before his passing 
to what extent he had supplanted 
Brent as 'he only person in the 
world to whom she felt related. 

But then, of course, she had tried 

I 
i 

to tell herself, she wasn't thinking 
of Leno as guardian or a relative: 
any more. He was to be her hus- 
band. 

* * * 

t, | 
She hardly dared go beyond this 

thought, conscious that the ecstacy 
it once would have brought her had 
vanished. She was afraid to com- 

pare her present feelings with those 
that had swayed her a few months 
previouly. Only by blindly accepting > 

what seemed like fate could she pre- 
vent herself from feeling that she 
was inconstant, fickle. For no 

longer did the thought of being 
Brent's bride seem sweet to her. 

It was at a time when she was 

plunged deeply into doubt of her- 
self that Bob had came to pay the 
call his mother and sister insisted 
upon. Brent had just left her. after 
again vainly urging her to move to 
New’ York. 

Helen had been desperately lonely 
when he left. "Why am I so ob- 
stinate?" she had cried to herself. 

\ "Why can't I do as Leno wants me 

to?” 
Partly her thoughts referred 10 

Brent's plea tor an early marriage. 
•But I can't so soon after my 

grandfathers death” she had ob- 

jected. and nothing Brent said had 

changed her decision. 
She welcomed Eva and Bob with 

genuine warmth. Bob was sur- 

prised and pleased. 
Eva thought she would pay him 

off for the difficulty she would have 
had in getting him there by sug- 

gesting a ride in his car. It would, 
she believed, embarrass him if 

Helen should consent to go. 
Helen said she would enjoy it, and 

much to Eva's astonishment, Bob 
seemed elated. 

They piled in. the three of them, 
and soon Helen had forgotten the 

loneliness their coming had dis- 

pelled. 
On the way back they passed 

near the Ennis house and Eva said 
she would like to go home. 

No one objected and Bob lost no 

time in getting her there. Eva 

smiled to herself as she got out her 
i key to unlock the door. The smile 
was verv tender. Bob was the dear- 

est brother in the world, she told 

herself. 
It had hurt her incessantly to de- 

ceive him about Brent. "After he 

has sacrificed himself so much for 

me," had been her plaint. She felt 

now that she had given him a 

chance if his happiness lay in win- 

ning Helen. 
i And truly hopelessness was not 

] uppermost in his mind tonight. 
Helen's presence beside him in his 

i rattling little car made her millions 
seem remote—less a wall between 
them. 

a a a 

Helen too seemed to forget that 

she was the Cunningham heiress. 
She forgot Brent and her promise 
to marry him. The big moon and 

the softness of the night fostered no 

regrets in her heart. She felt only 
the stirring of a love that was very 
slow a-horning. 

The night she had rowed on tho 

lake with Bob came back to her 

mind and she remembered that sne 

had felt then much as she felt now. 

It had been very sweet — it was 

sweet now. 

Why hadn't it gone on? The 

thought was idle, but she turned 

away from the answer. 
I Bob did not drive fast on the re- 

turn to Bramblewood. He expected 
Helen to leave him when they 
reached her home—and he did not 

want to let her go. 
How tangible she was there be- 

side him! The dream-quality of the 

dinner table on the rose-bowem 
veranda was gone He could feel 

her. without touch, and the thoughts 
her nearness engendered went to his 

head like wine. 
He did not try to hold them bacx, 

believing they had no power ex- 

cept to make the world new to him. 

Later he saw that his indulgence of 

his fancies led hi mto what followed. 
Never was he sorry. 

Time and the wheels of his amus- 

ing car moved on in spit of him 

and all too soon landed him and hi; 

dreams at the Cunningham man- 

sion. .. „T 
-Do come in." Helen invited. L 

isn't late." Neither of them had 

looked at a timepiece but she made 

! the statement in good laith. it 

didn't seem late. 
The housekeeped naa waueu ut 

and the lift of her eyebrows whei 

she saw- Bob walk into the drawm; 

room might have warned Helen tha 

the hour was nearer witching tha» 

otherwise. Eut Helen was oblivion 
to small matters, being completely 
absorbed in enjoyment. Which hat 

been for her. such a rare sensatioi 
that it held tremendous importance 

-May we have some sandwichei 
and cofee?" she appealed to Mrs 

Wethering. 
That lady’s answer was frosty 

"There is no one in the kitchen, 

Helen turned to Bob. "Will yoi 

help me?” she asked, and befor 

Mrs Wethering could voice her ob- 

jections Helen had whirled awa; 

taking Bob with her by a firm grp 

on his hand. 
Helen had made herself quite la 

miliar with the domestic machinery 

at Bramblewood. She knew th< 

kitchen and where to find what sht 

In no time she could have madt 
the sandwiches and prepared thi 

coffee. 
But when she went to the refi igei 

ator and brought out a cold roas 

chicken which she asked Bob ti 

carry over to the carving table, am 

he took the platter from her, some 

thing occurred which doomed then 

supper together. 

Bob took the dish Helen of fere, 

him and put it on a nearby table j 
His eyes had not left her lace. 

Helen felt his gaze leveling th< 

intangible barrier that a momen 

before had made them merely tw 

hungry young creatures turnuv- 

their search for tood into a kitche. 

lark. * 

She knew that Bob had discov- 1 
ered something new in her—some-! 
thing that overyhelmed him. For I 
his understanding glance had fol-. 
lowed a look of slow-dawning sur-1 
prise. 1 

It was as though he saw her for 
the first time, and the vision had 
startled him. Then there flashed 
into his eyes the eternal truth of 
love. He saw the girl he knew he 

must have. Saw her without the 
forbidding background that had 
stopped him even before her sub- 
sequent indifference had made 
wanting her an idiot’s aspiration. 

Perhaps it was the domestic touch; 
perhaps the hint of laughter at the 
corners of her mouth—mating 
laughter, the soft, satisfied notes 
that are heard only in the intimacy 
of a happy home. Perhaps it was 

the exquisitely feminine lines of 
her creamy throat, perhaps the ef- 
fect of her appearance in an apron 
had something to do with it. 

Whatever It was Bob Kissed ner. 

Helen was gasping for breath 
when he released her. He had not 
let her go voluntarily. She had 

struggled out of his arms, though 
site was never to be without a 

yearning to return to them. 
“Don’t expect me to ask. your for- 

giveness," Bob said as she stood off 
fiom him, desperately trying to 
control her voice for speech. “My 
love for you is something I will not 

apologize for." 
In spite of the flood of despair 

that Helen felt engulfing her, she 

experienced a thrill of happiness 
over his declaration. This was no 

toy lover, to kiss and say “I'm j 
sorry." I 

“No," she said, “no. I would not 
want you to. Only—" Her choked 
utterance broke and left her help- 
less, with only her tear-filled eye; 
and unsteady lips to tell him thai 
she must strike at his happiness. 

■What is it?" Bob was ruthles; 
with the rush of premonition that 
came to him. 

Before Helen answered he burst 
out bitterly: “I didn't get so far 

as to imagine I could have you. 
Just wanting you was enough to 

I blind me to reason." 
"Yes, you were blind," Helen 

cried; “blind as could be. else you 
l would have seen that I did not want 
this to hanpen.” 

Bob's answering laugli was as 

mirthless as a dirge. "So you an- 

ticipated it?" he asked. 
Helen looked at him with un- 

ashamed honesty deep-seated in her 
answering gaze. 

"I thought of it," she said sim- 

ply. 
( “You say that and expect me not 

to kiss you egain?" Bob was a trifle 
wild. 

Helen hesitated, drew m her 

breath sharply and said: "I expec' 
you never to kiss me again.” 

Bob too hesitated, weighing her 
tense sincerity for its true value. 

“I do not obey injunctions as 

blindly as I love,” he threatened. 
-I shall tell you why I make this 

one,” Helen replied, fighting to keep 
her voice level and clear. "I am 

engaged to marry—” She stopped, 
unable to bring Brent's name to her 

lips. 
Bob stood as inougn tumcu ™ 

steel. Across his eyes pain flickered 
back and forth like a shadow. 
Helen turned her face away and 

gulped back to sob that rose in her 
throat. His silence was an unbear- 
able reproach. 

“I thought once.” she said with a 

fierce desire to defend herself, “thai 
it would be—that I'd like to have 

you kiss me." 
She heard him stir; heard his 

half-suppressed excalmation. Sne 

put out a hand. "Wait.” she en- 

treated. Bob did not move. 
“That was when I first met you,” 

Helen hurried on. scarcely aware 

of how she was baring the : u } 
between them; “but I—Ithougln I 

was in love with someone else." 
“And you promised to marry him. 

Bob supplied, too painfully unhappy 
to be conscious of his lack of origin- 
ality. 

Helen's nead dropped in assent. 
“You can’t keep such a promise 

now,” Bob cried, reaching out to 

grasp her shoulders. His fingers 
sank deep into her flesh and Helen 
winced, but she did not struggle to 

free herself. “You can’t, I say!" 
Bob raved. "Helen, do you know 
vhat you said? You thought you 
rved him! Don’t you see what that 
neans?” 
“I’ve promised." Helen said weak- 

y. 
* a * 

Bob’s hands fell to hers, held 
hem tight. “Helen,” he pleaded. 
Helen, why didn’t you give me 

i chance? I love you so. I might 
lave made you care for me a little." 

Helen's lips twisted into the 
■.emblance of a smile. “Would it be 
•ight to marry on just a little love?” 
;he asked. 

“Better than on none at all," Bob 
leclared. “And you don’t love this 
nan. I know you don’t. Not even 
i little bit. You are mine, Helen. 
Right now I could kiss you—no, 
lon't pull away—I won’t do it, but 
ion’t say you thought this wouldn't 
happen—that you didn’t want it to 
happen. Be fair to me. Three times 
ve’ve been together — outside of 
casual meetings—and each time 
ve’ve been drawn to each other as 

1 :hough one of us—" 
He paused and laughed snortiy. 

‘Well, you are the magnet, dear.'’ 
Helen’s hands had grown chill as 

ce in his grasp. His words fright- 
ened her — for In her heart sne 
knew the answer. She loved him. 

Love! Love! Love! She wanted 
to shriek it, but her throat was 

tight with pain. Love! She had 
called her school girl infatuation 
for Brent by that sacred name. She 
felt herself shaking with hysterical 
laughter, knew that in a moment it 
would peal out mockingly to betrav 
her complete emotional upset. 

Bob’s arms offered her a haven. 
It was impossible to stave off her 
mounting hysteria and fight the 
temptation to have him hold her 
close at the same time. 

And she wanted to be there, her 

head on his shoulder, forgetting her 
mistakes. Surrender was too sweet 

The instant she lost her battle 
Bob's arms slipped about her. But 
he did not kiss her now and she 
lay pensive until the salt, brok:-n 
sobs gave way to easier breathing 
and the beating of her heart was 

less the pounding of a trip-hammer. 
Then she lifted her hands, placed 

the palms p gainst his checks and 
raised her head to press her lips to 
his. Bob needed no words from her 
to interpret that kiss for him. It 
sent the message of her love to 
him more convincingly than any- 
thing else could have done. 

And yet he knew that it was a 

farewell caress. The bittersweet an- 

guish that filled Helen's heart 
flowed somehow into his own. 

A O A 

When she drew away from him 
he did not seek to hold her. The 
ild knowledge that he could not 
oossess her had caught him in its 

;rip again and he was helpless 
igainst the inevitableness of their 
oartlng. 

"I love ypu. I love you. I love 
;ou.'' The words.pounded over and 
iver against Helen’s quivering lips 
iut she refused them utterance. 

Bob would know — it would be 
?asier if he did not say it. 

•Helen,” he pleaded in a rush ol 

iespair, “you aren't going through 
vith it? You aren't going to marry 
invone else?” 
“I must, if he still wants me, 

Helen told him. 
“Of course he will want you! But 

:an’t you see what a beast that 
vould make him if you tell him 
/ou don't love him? How can you 
hink of marrying such a man?" 

Helen could not restrain a faint 
mile. “Perhaps you misjudge 
lim," she said, "and he may not 
:are so much as you think.” 

"You know in your heart that he 

Joes," Bob retorted. 
“But I mean to tell him about—- 

I this.” Helen appeased him, "and 

I ask him to break our engagement. 
; Bob looked deep into her eyes be- 

I fore answering. “You kissed me 

j goodbye a moment ago.” he said 
i quietly. “We both knew that. Helen. 

[ why do you try to deceive me with 
I false hopes now?” 

•'Oh. I’m not, I’m not. Helen 

cried. “I’m telling you all the truth. 
But I'm afraid. You have, in a 

way, called all men beasts, for you 
say any man could seek to hold me 

—hold the girl he loved—whether 
she cared for him or not." 

“You knew you would have to re- 

fuse me before I said that. Bob 
answered. 

Helen swayed against him and he 

fought with himself to keep from 

crushing her to his breast. 
“Yes,” she admitted scarcely 

above a whisper. “Yes, I knew 

that. Bob." 
“How?” , , 
-I don’t know. It was just a feel- 

ing, but I’m daring to hope that I 

am wrong—that we will be allowed 

to take our happiness." 
"That’s up to you," Bob retorted 

rather harshly “This isn’t the day 
for foolish mistakes about love. 
Helen. If you are sure about your- 
self—if you know that you do not 

love this man—it is unforgiveable of 

you to marry him." 
Helen tried to answer his honest 

gaze with cne as equally frank, bur 
she knew that the complexity of 

her situation was worlds removed 
from the direct path he pointed out 

to her. 
There was. for instance, the deo, 

she owed to Leonard Brent. 
(To Be Continued) 
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Woman Cited ‘Killer’ 
For Smuggling Arms 
For Convict Uprising 
KANSAS CITY, Oct. 21. <U.R> A 

jury in criminal court here found 
Mrs. Evelyn Helms. 29-year-olcl 
vaudeville actress, guilty of man- 

slaughter, and sentenced her to ten 

years in prison. 
The shooting occurred June 15. 

Witnesses testified that Mrs. Helms 
continued to fire at her husband 
after he fell wounded. 

Frank Helms, the husband, had 
threatened to sell a pony the couple 
had used h\ an act, and was about 
to leave her, she told officers. 

Free Information 
Concerning Alaska 

Since the building of the Alaska 
Railroad from Seward to Fairbanks 
has made the interior of the Terri- 
tory more accessible, public interest 
in information relating to Alaska 
has much increased, and the de- 
mand for government publications 
on that subject has accordingly 
been greater. In order to furnish 
in compact form the more salient 
facts regarding the Territory, the 
Interior Department, with the co- 

operation of several governmental 
bureaus that are working in Alaska, 
has issued a pamphlet entitled 
"General Information Regarding the 
Territory of Alaska," which is dis- 
tributed free by the Office of the 
Secretary of the Interior. 

Talkies May Save 
Thousands of Lives 

—$>—- 
CHICAGO. Oct. 21. (U.R) Talking 

motion pictures or intricate surgical 
operations proved successful in 
demonstrations before the confer- 
ence here of the American College 
of Surgeons, promise to save thous- 
ands of lives in America. 

Not only are they to be made 
available to medical students and 
country doctors, but school rooms 

and study centers for laymen are 

included in a program of education 
the nation toward the dangers of 
delaying medical attention, special- 
ists said. 

HOOVER JOINS 

EDISON, FORD 

• Continued From Pare One* 
electricity into a taxable product 
Today the governments of the world 
levy upon upwards of 60 billions of 
new wealth founded upon electricity 

But the taxes and new wealth are 
not the major accomplishments of 
the men of this genius. These are 
the rivers of sweat saved from the 
backs of men and the infinite 
drudgery relieved from the hands 
of women. 

I may emphasize that both scien- 
tific discovery and its practical ap- 
plication are the products of Ion? 
and arduous research. Discover; 
and invention do not spring full 
grown from the brains of men. The 
labor of a host of men. great labora- 
tories. long, patient, scientific ex- 

periment build up the structure of 
knowledge, not stone by stone, but 
particle by particle. This adding of 
fact to fact some day brings forth ? 

revolutionary discovery, an illumin- 
ating hypothesis, a great generali- 
zation, or a practical invention. 

Research both in pure science anc 
in its application to the arts is one 
of the most potent impulses to aro- 

gress. For it is organized research 
that gives daily improvement in ma- 

chines and processes, in methods o.' 
agriculture, in the protection o: 
health, and in understanding. Frorr 
these we gain constantly in bettei 
standards of living, more stability o 1 
employment, lessened toll, length 
ened life, and decreased suffering 
In the end our leisure expands, ou 
interest in life enlarges, our visior. 
stretches. There is more joy in life. 

It is the increasing productivity of 
men’s labor through the tools given 
us by science that shattered the 
gloomy prophecies of Halthus. More 
than a century ago that great stu- 
dent held that increasing population 
would outrun the food supply and 
starvation was to be the inevitable 
executioner of the overcrowded 
earth. 

But since his day we have seen ■ 

the paradox of growth of population ! 
far beyond anything of which he 
ever dreamed, coupled at the same 

time with constantly increasing 
standards of living and ever in- 
creasing surplus of food. Malthus 
was right except for a new con- 

testant in the race with his princi- 
ples. That was more scientific re- 

search, more discovery. And that 
race is still on. If we would have 
our country improve its standards 
of living and at the same time ac- 

commodate itself to increasing popu- 
lation we must maintain on an even 
more liberal scale than ever before 
our great laboratories of both pure 
and applied science. 

Our scientists ana inventors arc 

among our most priceless national! 
possessions. There is no sum that. 
the world could not afford to pay j 
these men who have that originality 
Of mind, that devotion and indus- 
try to carry scientific thought for- 
ward in steps and strides until i' 
spreads to the comfort of every 
home, not by all the profits of all 
the banks in the world can we 

measure the contribution which 
these men make to our progress. And 
they are the least interested in the 
monetary results. Their satis- 
factions are in their accomplish- 
ment—in the contribution of some 

atom of knowledge which will be- 
come part of the great mechanism 
of progress. Their discoveries are 

not the material for headlines. 
Their names are usually known to 
but a few. But the nation owes 

them a great honor and is proud to 
demonstrate through Mr. Edison to- 

day that their efforts are not unap- 
preciated. The country can well pay 
its tribute to the men of this genius 
by expanding the facilities for their 
labors. The nation today needs 
more support to research. It needs 
still more laboratories. To that Mr. 
Ford is making a generous contri- 
bution. 

And in establishing tins institute. 
Mr. Ford is doing honor to Mr. Edi- 
son in a manner which appeals to a 

sense of fitness—that is. by founding 
an institution dedicated to educa- 
tion and scientific research means 

more than its practical results in 
increased living comfort. The fu- 
ture of our nation is not merely a 

question of the development of our 
industries, of reducing the cost of 
living, of multiplying our harvests, 
or of larger leisure. We must con- 

Army Bombers 
Stop in Vegas 

• n — 

Three army bombing planes ar- 

rived here yesterday on their 
way home after five days spent at 

the Denver air meet. The planes 
were of the Keystone type. on«* that 
is used quite extensively in the 
army. 

This particular squadron carries 
for its insignia a character that .s 

quite well known to the public. On 
either side of the fusilage there ap- 
pears a likeness of Jiggs carrying a 

bomb under his arm. It was ex- 

plained that each squadron of 
pombers carries different insignia, 
.vhich the members believe bring 
:hem good luck in combat. 

/A__ 

DANCE PLANNED 
Extensive arrangements are be- 

ng made by the entertainment 
;ommittee of the G. I. A. for their 
lance next Saturday evening in tho 
31ks hall. The hall will be beauti- 
ully decorated and surprises wrill be 
n store for all those that attend. 
Jazz Morrison's Night Hawks will 
urnish the music. 

tantly strengthen our national life 
>y the inculcation of that veracity 
.f thought which springs from the 
*arch for truth. Prom its pursuit 
i/e shall discover the unfolding of 
>eauty. we shall stimulate the as- 
jiration for knowledge, we shall ever 
viden human understanding. 

Mr. Edison has given a long lifj 
o such service Every American 
)wcs a debt to him. It is not alone 
a debt for gieat benefactions he has 
brought to mankind, but also a debt 
for the honor he has brought to our 

country. Mr. Edison by his own 

genius and effort rose from modest 
beginnings to membership among 
the leaders of men. His life gives 
renewed confidence that our insti- 
tutions hold open the door of oppor- 
tunity to all those who would enter. 

Our civilization is much like a 

garden. It is to be appraised by 
the quality of its blooms. In degree 
as we fertilize its soil with liberty, 
as we maintain diligence in cultiva- 
tion and guardianship against de- 
structive forces, do we then produce 
those blossoms, the fragrance of 
whose lives stimulate renewed en- 

deavor, give to us the courage to 
renewed effort and confidence of 
the future. 

WHY NOT LUNCH 
AT THE 

WHITE CROSS ’ 

Hot Lunch Plate 
35c 

A Good Variety of 

HOME COOKED 
FOOD 

at the 

WHITE CROSS 
DRUG CO. 

Soda Fountain 
XV. R. NELSON, MGR. 

When Thirsty—Visit 

TJ* La Salle 

The Rendezvous of Gentlemen 

Catering to a Refined Patronage 

North First Street, Las Vegas, Nevada 


