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THIS HAS HAPPENED

Helen Page feels hopelessly in
love with her guardian, Leonard
Brent. A chance meeting with a
dying beggar, Charles Nellin, causes
Brent to change his plans for
Helen's future. Soon after he tells
her that she is the only grandchild
of a millienaire, Cyril K. Cunning-
ham. Brent takes her to Cunning-
ham and offers proof which the
lonely old man accepts. Hoping to
make up for the injustice done her
mother, Cunningham showers the
girl with affcetion and gifts.

Among Helen's new friends are
Eva Ennis and her brother Robert,
who falls in love with her.
finds another locket like the one he |
had taken from Neliin to prove’!
Helen as the heiress. He also be-
comes jealous of Bob and plots to
secure Helen for himself quickly.
Hearing the doctor say that a sad-
den shock would kill the old man,
Brent geis the servants out of the
way and rushes into the sick room
shouting wildly that Helen had been |
killed. His plan works and when the
attendant returns, Cunningham is
dead. Then Brent appears as friend
and former guardian of Helen and
tekes charge of arrangements.

Brent tries to break off a love af-
fair with Eva without arousing |
Helen's suspicions. Meanwhile, a |
chance mceting between Helen and |
Bob reveals their love for each
other, but she tells him she has
promised herself to another. Next
day Helen goes to Brent's apari-
ment to ask him to release her and
finds Carmel Segro there acting |
very much at home. When Brent
returns, Carmel throws herself into |
his arms before he sees Helen, !

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XXX

Carmel was in Brent's arms. She
had flung herself there before he
could stop her. Bu! he was used
to her impulsive demonstratisng
and generally accepicd them with-
out fuss.

Now she went a bt farther than
usual. She twined her arms around
his neck, forcing his head down
until she could press her lips to his
in a lingering caress.

Something of the fascination she
had always held for him stole over
Brent and he embraced her with a |
touch of gusto that filled the heari !
of the watching girl with loathing
for the whole situation.

Carmel made the most of her op-
portunity and did not let him go
until she knew it would be too late
for him to explain the scene away |
as just a little greeting between old '
friends.

Then he saw Helen,

Carmel had reléased him and
stepped aside to allow him to enter
the living room. On her face was
the famous smile of the canary-fe:
cat

For a moment, when Brent's eyes
took in the erect figure of the giri
whose eyes blazed at him with utter
scorn, he too stood still, silent in
his consternation.

Helen made the first move. She
flung out a hand, as though she
pushed away an encroaching dan-
ger, and started toward him, to
pass through the doorway where he
stood to get to the outer door.

Brent caught her by the shoulders
and held her with a grip that hurt.
Behind him he could hear Carmel's
soft laughter as she vanished down
the hall to anqher room.

“Helen,” he "cried, ‘“wait,
wait!"

Helen looked at him with an ex-
pression that would have shriveled
his pride had he had any of the
kind that could be shriveled.

“T won't let you go until you hear
me,” Brent went on, and Helen
knew that truth lay behind his
words. She could of course, wrencl;
herself away by force and .ash
from the apartment withou! giving
him a chance to offer a dzfense ot
his conduct, but her conscience for-
bade it.

dear,
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After all, she too #had kissed

someone else. And while she had
still been engaged to Leonard. Her !
sense of fairness compelled her 1o
curb her outraged pride and try ‘o
become calm enough to listen to
him.
. A thought that he might be in a
position similar to her own came Lo
her, bringing an immensely quiet-
ing effect. How simple that would
be—if he were in love with this
other woman!

Brent was somewhat dazed by the
smile she turned on him. The
chameleon-like change in her con-
fused him. But his hands did not
slip from her shoulders until she
said that they had best have a talk
and turned back to the living room.

He let her go then and followed,
to take a seat beside her on the pale
green leather divan. He let her
start the conversation.

“I'm sorry I intruded on a date,”
she said, a little stiffly; “but you
probably won't have ary irouble
fixing it up.”

She opened her bag and brouzh
out the engagement ring that he
had given her. “This wul convines
her that there's nothing between w
any more,” she added, holding oul
the ring to Brent.

He took her hand insteac and
curled her fingers over the f{lashing
gem. “Le! me explain,” he begged;
“you mustn't judge me unheard.”

Helen drew her hand away and
laid the ring on the stanl beside
Carmel's cigaret holder.

“It wouldn't do any gcod fo ex-
plain, even if you could,” she said
quietly; “for I came here to ask
yvou to release me from our engage-
ment."”

“Why?" Brcut exclaimed, his fear
of having lost her growing upon
him with alarming conviction.

“Because I love someone else,”
Helen answered, feeling she nad a
right to be direct with him. The
necessity for softening the blow was
gone as she saw it and she was
glad that it was s0.

Brent did not shrink from it as
he would have. done had he loved
her, but he was dissembler enough
o force a good imitation or pan’

Brent | }

into his expression.

Helen waited, but he said nothing,
There was only an intake of breath
in a series of painful gasps to tell
her how her words had hurt.

“I'm sorry,” she said suddenly,

| “that we made such a mistake, but

we can be thankful for the resi of
our lives thgt we discovered in time
that it is a mistake.”

Erent answered now, with greal

feelinz. *“I haven't made a mis-
take.” he declared. “I love you
Helen, and you alone in all the
world.”

“Please, please, Leonard. Remem-

ber whas T saw!l’

“Oh, my dear, if you only under-
stood !
lessness in his voice that one would
feel in facing the necessity of ex-
plaining an impossible situation to

a child. *“You must hear me.”
L] L ]
“I'd rather not,” Helen replied
coldly. “Besides, it is useless.”

“Y¥ou can't break off with me this
way,” Brent told her firmly. He got
to his feet and stood looking down
at her as though he weighed the
risk he would take in what he
meant to do next. Dared he leave
her alone for a moment?

“Will you wait here until I ask
Miss Segro Lo leave us alone?” he
said with such dejection and
wretchedness in his voice that Helen
was unable to refuse his request.

She nodded her head in assent,
wishing she could have been hard::
toward him.

He did not waste time. In a mo
ment he had joined Carmel. “Gel
out,” he said without preliminary
courtesies.

She laughed at him, “Much dam-
age?" she mocked.

“You will pay for it if it is irre-
parable,” Brent threatened.

“That little sap?” Carmel sneered.

“Hurry,"” Brent told her. Carmel
was convinced that he was in earn-
est.

“Geét rid of her soon,” she com-
promised. “I'll be back.”

Brent surveyed her from under
lowered lids. “Can't you get it
through your head that all you will
ever dig out of me is a little money
Carmel? And that's off when you
carry things too far."

“Well, what do you mean by
starting something with a high hat
kid like that?" Carmel came back.
She was s:ill smarting over her
failure to upset Helen's poise.

“That's my affair,” Brent replied
with a finality that closed the ar-
gunrent for the time being.

Carmel left him and stalked into
the living room to get her things.
Helen did not loek at her, although
she tried for a chance to sneer ar
the girl.

When the front door closed behind
her Brent came back to Helen and
seated himself beside her once
morc.

“Now my dear,” he said patiently.
“I must talk to you with a frank-
ness that I deplore but which is
absclutely necessary.”

Helen’s eyes asked him why.

“Because you don't know anything
about the world you are living in,”
he said, answering their unspoken
guestion. “You are dear and sweet
and straightforward without the
complexities that are bothering
most members of your sex today,
but vour difference has unfitted you
to judge a modern man.”

“Don't preach to me,” Helen pro-
tested. She realized that she had
given him an advantage in con-
senting to listen to him but had no
intention of letting him make un-
fair use of it. “You should have

hought of what I am before you

1 5omething you must have known
vou never eould explain to me.”

“Explain!” Brent answered impa-
{iently. “My dear girl, that is the
erux of the whole matter. I can't

explain—to a girl like you. I can
gnly beg you to forgive me. I am

a man, Helen. not a callow kid. I've
had affairs, yes, but all that is over
and done with. What you saw
didn't mean a thing. A woman I've
known for vears; she'd kiss me just
as readily at Times Square.”

Helen smiled, thinking, but not
caring enough to say it aloud. that
the caress had not been too casual
to inspire response. Brent seemed
to catch her thougit.

“Certainly I kissed her,” he ad-
mitted hastily. “But it was just a
gesture, of the kind any man of the
world makes. I know so well how
lirtle it mattered either to Carmel
or to me. It is only you youngsters
who attach undue importance to
such things."”

Helen half moved to rise. Brent
pressed her back with a hand upon
her arm.,

Brent cried, with the help- |

“Can't you sec? Nothing I might
do could have any effect upon my
love for you. It's simply that life
ha: made it possible for me to take
things as they come. I don't try
to stop the sun from rising just bo-
cause I'm in love. But I keep you
apart, dear, in my mind. Il is as
though you were in a differen:
world, These things might be foi
me but they do not touch my feei-
ing for you."

Helen did not care for what he
said. She thought it pretiy cheaj:
She'd been blind, she told herself,
aot to see long ago that his lif2
would have crusted him with a layer
of sordid insensitiveness,

“It doesn't matter,” she said
coldly. “I've iold you that I love
someone else. I can'e marry you
now."

“You don't know what love is,"
Brent retorted, a touch of his real
self showing through the role he
had assumed for the ocecasion.

Helen's startled glance sought his
face for an answer to his unex-
pected warmth.

“Some raw kid has attracted
you,” Brent went on, letting his
feelings rid him a bit, “and you
think you're in love.”

Helen's anger flared up in return.
“It's better than thinking I am 1n
ove with a man like you,” she cried

hotly. :

Brent recovered himself and
miled. That smnile cut through
Helen's new-found sense of freedom
like a,knife, desiroviung it almost
stanily. She knew that behind It
ay his determination to hold her to
her promise at any cost.

CHAPTER XXXI

“Haved you lunched?” Brent said
surprisingly.

This time Helen succeeded in get-
ting to her feet. *“No,” she cried
“I'm going back to Bramblewood.”

Brent's smile still held, “To that
puppy. Ennis, I suppose?”

Helen disdained to answer.

“Lunch with me,” Brent said. hall
yommandingly before she had
aoved far away. “We haven't talk-
ad to the end of this thing and I
wnow yvou won't be so unfair as to
cave it in the air, Helen.”

“What more is there to say?
ilelen protested.

“A great deal,” Breni quietly re-
arned. “Will you lunch with me?”

“Not here in your apartment,”

islen declared, thinkinz of the
lunch Carmel had prepac’ad.

“Wherever vou like,” Brent com-

romised.

“Sherrys?"

Brent nodded.

Helen ga:hered her things to-
rether while Brent got his hat and
tick and they left immediately.

Ten minutes later at Sherrys,

they were seated at the most se- |

cluded table available. There were
people within earshot of them but
the cosmopolitan air of detachmen®
that pervades New York's eatiny
nlaces isolated them sufficiently to
permit Brent to plead his case.

But all that he could find to say
left Helen cold. Finally, as
feared he would, he brought up the
subject of her loyality to him.

“You couldn't have been too fine
so do that. could you?” she said
when he mentioned the years of
care he had given her. “To think
3f making me pay for something
you did for my father, your friend
I mean.”

“you weren't too fine to forget it
for a showy hero.” Brent retorted.

“That's not fair,” Helen objected.
“I eame to you only to ask you to
let me go, because I certainly would
no- have considered it fine to keep
you in ignorance of—of—" she
stopped, her face suffused with vivid
color.

“your infatuation for Ennis”
Brent supplied with a note of con-
tempt in his voice.

seall it what vou will,” Helen re-
plied. “But listen to me, TIve
thought of all you have done for
me, and I'm grateful
have broken our engagement with-
out your consent, but when I saw
you kiss that woman—"

«carmel,” Brent interjected. “For-
get her Helen. She isn't worth a
thought from you."

“Oh yes she is” Helen said
swiftly. “I shall never cease being
grateful to her.”

“Then vou really think you can
put me aside for Ennis?" Brenl's
voice was ecrisp as cracking ice.

Helen met his question with a
ready answer. “Even if there had
bheen no one else—for me,” she said,
<1 would net marry you now, Leon-
ard. T dem't think wé ever could
understand each olher. It's a inis-
take for people ol such differen:

she |

I wouldn't

ages to marry. I'm sure of that,
You see, I don't want to live with
the ashes of your past, or feel that
one-half of vou is devoted to me
as to a creature from another world,
while the other half is absorbed
with the habit of other women. 1
want to grow up with the man 1
marry—to be the only feminine
habit he hasz"

She eould not help smiling tender-

ly over her recollection oi Bob's way
with women. Nothing of the wearv
exhaustion of the world there.
Even his ruthless epithet—that he
| had hurled a® her the night before
| —had lost its sting now that she
' had hope of not deserving it in
the slightest degree.

“Bosh,” PBrent said impatiently.
| He realized that he could no longer
| woo Helen. In a way it was a re-
lief to give up trying. There re-
mained pressure and—il necessary—
| threats. He decided to use pressure
. —and not to be too gentle about it.

“Do you really think thers is any
advantage in discovering things for
| yourself when there is someone atl
hand to give you the right answer?"
he asked.
| “What do you mean?” Helen askead

tin turn.
. “I mean that you will eventuall;
—no matter what you
down to earth,” Brent explained.
| “There isn’'t any unalloved happi-
'ness—no ointment without a fly.
Dreams are only dreams, Helen.

That's simple as A B C. When they |

hezame reality they are no longzer
dreams., Indisputable, isn't it? But
often the awakening is painful. I
can spare you that. My experience
of life—discount it as you will—
can be a bulwark for you if you
will let it. Why climb to heights
from which you must tumble down
when there is someone to tell you
that nothing exists in the clouds?”

“1 might not follow in vour path,”
Helen suggested, a bit scornfuily.

“There is only one path, or at
least one destination,” Brent replied.
“Disillusionment. Why bother,
Helen? Your little boy friend, if he
'is potentially a man, will come to
be like the rest of us. ‘There will
{be other women for him and if he
| does not accustom himssif to taking
‘them lightly it will be only s0
much the worse for you. There
should be only one woman wiin
‘whom a kiss iz a kiss; with the
others it may be a pleasant liitle
exarcise, an amenity, a social grace.
'What of if? Shall there be no pan-
sies or daisies because roses blomm
in the garden? Don't you s
dear? With Carmesl,” he sirugged.
“why dignify the thing? It is only
|those who hold a place in our
! thoughts that matter. And nothing
!is ever farther from my mind than
Carme! When she is out of sight.”
Helen had a rather sickening fecl-
‘ing that this man's soul had died
and fhat only an attractive husk re-
mained.
. “T still think,” she said, “that I
' prefer to live my life at first hand,
land make my own mistakes if any
mus: be made.”

Brent did not argue further. “No%
lone girl in a million would have
'the vision to see it differently,” he
i said resignedly, “or the sense to re-
'alize that a man whose wild oats
are already sown and not in his sys-
tem is the better risk.”

Helen's lovely pointed chin. lifted

haughtily. “I do not believe that all
men are philanderers,” she said
' eily.

Brent suppressed a smile. “In re-
turn for the compliment of my sex
let me say that I do not believe
that all women are ingrates,” h2
said. “You in particular, Helen.”

Helen regarded him in dismay
“Then you mean to make me pav,
if you ecan, for what you've done
for me."

“1 shall not call it paving,” Bren!
answered mildly. “I believe that I
can make you happy when you g’
over this mooncalf interlude.”

“Oh you are a brute” Helen
flared at him.
“pPerhaps.” he said lightly. “But

there are times, my dear, when any
man with even an apology of a
|brain must be brutal. Were I to let
you have your way now I should be
sacrificing myself only to make you
no happier than you will be with
me. You have loved me. T do not
believe that you have changed. Ii
iyou had you would have wantad
to break our engagement regardless
of the loyalty you feel for me.”

| “Then you don't really believe
that I am capable of true loyalty?”
Helen broke in.

“My dear, I think true love would
'have settled the matter for you
without coming to me,” Brent an-
| swered promptly.
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Helen sat back in her chair, feol-
ing' most unhapplly disturbed.
Brent's words were so much in ac-
cord with what Bob had sald. Was
she indeed then not really in love?
A thousht of last night's sleepless.
pain-filled hours brought a twisted
emile to the corner of her lips.

“You wouldn't have waited until
you had what probably would pro-
voke you into quarreling with me
under any circumstances,” Bren:
was going on in his smooth fash-
fon. “You'd have come to me and
sald it was all off.”

“I'm not jealous,”
swered scornfully.

Brent smiled. “Of course you arc,
my dear,” he told her. “All women
are. And yours is the unreasoninz
Jealousy of the cloistered maid. You
haven't gny rivals in my aflcetions,
but if you had you wouldn't kncw
how to handle them. You'd try
elimination, forgetting that there

Helen

an-

are corners in life around whichi

jealous eyes may not peer, but
which offer a convenient escape for
|one who wishes to be unobserve:l
"for a period of time.”

Helen felt that he was laughing
at her. "I don't care to hear any
more about your ideas of a man's
rights,” she said frigidly. “I am
| more modern than you are, I think.
Certainly there is nothing now In
 the claim to the kind of freedom
you seem to require. It's far more
up-to-date to believe in living more,
more—decently,” she finished defi-
antly.

!  Brent permitted a mock sigh to
| escape his lips. I can reform,” he
said lugubriously.

Suddenly Helen's manner chang-
ec. “Please take me seriously,
Leonard,” she besought him. *“I
could never forget wha! I saw to-

id::c:c even if I loved you. We haven't
the same viewpoint in the matter ai
all. Perhaps 1 am old-fashioned,
or maybe I'm just more advanced
than you are, but whatever it is I'm
not tolerant of looseness."”

For a few seconds when she fin-
ished speaking Brent held his
tongue and his temper; then both
broke out.

“Don't be a little fool,” he said
sharply. “A man's a man, Helen.”

Helen drew herself up and gave
him a hard, straight glance. “You
are the fool,” she said quictly.

Brent shrugged. “Be that as it
may.” he replied, “I intend to have
you. You owe me a debt that ycu
canno. repay in any other way. I've
given the best years of my life to
vou, Helen. I might have married,
but I wanted to be free to live for
you, to travel with you and to give
you a home. Most women wonld
have resented vou. I knew that and
the knowledge made me avoid such
entanglements. You are too loyal
to let me down now. I'm bankiog
on that, and I don't believe I an:
a fool.”

(To Be Continued)
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By LOUISE BENNETT WEAVER

Macaroni Savery for Dinner
Macaroni Savory, Buttered Spinach
Brad Plum Butter

Pear Salad
Apple Cobbler

Cofice

Macaroni Savory, Serving 0
3 cups cooked macaroni
1-2 cup canned or fresihh tomatoes
2 tablespoons chopped green peppers
2 tablespoons chopped onions
2-3 cup diced cheese
3 tablespoons butter, melted
Mix the ingredients and pour into
a buttered baking dish. Bake in a
moderate oven for 25 minutes. Serve
in dish in which baked.
Pear Salad

6 pears (fresh or canned)
1 cup diced celery
1-3 cup broken nuts
1-2 cup salad dressing

Arrange the pears on lettuce
leaves and top with the rest of the
ingredients

Apple Cobbler

3 cups sliced apples
11-2 cups water
i-2 cup suzar
2 tablespoons flour
1 teaspoon cinnamaon
2 tablespoons butter

Boil the apples and water for 5
minutes. Mix the sugar, flour, cin-
namon and butter and add to the
cooked mixtures. Sgir wgll. Pour
into a buttered baking dish and
cover with the dough

Dough

2 cups flour
11-2 teaspoons baking powder
1-4 teaspoon salt
1-2 cup milk
4 teaspoons fat

Mix the flour, baking powder and
salt. Cut in the fat and slowly
add the milk until a soft dougn
forms., Pat out to fit on the top
of the apples. Make 4 holes in th>
top and bake for 15 minutes in a
moderate oven. Add the syrup and
bake for 15 minutes, Serve warm.

Syrup

1-2 cup light brown sugar
1 cup water

Boil the ingredients for 3 minutes.
While hot, pour over the top of ihe
pudding. This gives a glaze to the
pudding as well as making it very
moist.
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TITLE SUIT FILED

The Boulder Canyon Land De-
velopment company filed suit this
week against Clark County to

guiet title to the north one-
half of section 18, tgwnship 21
south, range 62 east, M. D. B &
M

Ham and Taylor represent the

plaintiff company.
CHRISTIAN SCIENCE

SOCIETY
Christlan Science Scclety meew
att :aajestic Theater, Fremont
street.

Sunday Seryvjces 11:00 aun.

Wednesday evening meetings fu-
cluding testimonials of healing
g_oush Christian BSecience, T7:30
) By
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By DEMING SEYMOUR

NEW YORK — Henry Ford is
dickering for the great gold chande-
lier that hunz in the domed garden
room of the Waldorf-Astoria hotel,

The company which is wrecking
the building has taken half a dozen
photographs of the ornate fixture
from various angles for Ford's
serutiny, but at this writing he has
not arrived ai a bargain.

Other chandeliers and several
mantelpieces are going to the Park
avenue apartment of Louis Grave-
rate Kaufman, bank president and
a financial factor in the group which
will rear an 80-story building on the
Waldor{ site.

Some of the lighting fixtures are
to be shipped to Floridaswhere they
are destined to adorn an orphan
asylum.

i AT

Barga:ners for Relics
The desk of the wrecking superin-
tendent is piled high with letter:
from men and women all over the

gountry who want artistic relics of |

the old Waldorf, indicating that the
recent auction sale of all the hotel's
loose belongings from bedsteads to
coffee cups did not glut the mar-
ket for mementoes of the historic
hostelry.

Unfortunately for both parties tc
such transactions, the buyers have
gencrally been unwilling to pay
wha! the wrecking company asked.

The Kansas woman who writes to

inquire for a mural, a wall light or
apiece of brocade which she fancied
'as a Waldorf guest, is appalled to
find that it will cost her $10, and is
inclined to resent the intrusion of
a sordid commercial note into her
sentimental negotiation.

She had thought that if that
mural could be bought for $2 ;
The wreckers shrug their shoulders,
it will cost $6 to get the canvas off
the wall without ripping it.

And so most of the murals and
most of the wall lamps, and all of
the brocade will go into the wreck-
age trucks with the mahogany pan-
els that were only stained birch and
the marble columns that were oniy
varnished plasier; and the whole
cargo will go down to the sea in
scows and be emptied into the bot-
tomless Atlantic.

From Promenade to Bath

The main stairway, which was of
real marble and wrought iron,
hasn't found a buver and will likely
be wrecked. 1It's pretty unwieldy
 for removal intact.

But the Italian marble stairway
that “Bet-a-million” Gates built
| into his suite at the Waldorf, at a
ycost of something like £10,000, has
" been seold to Arthur C. Champagne,
who builds $100,000 mansions in
Westchester and Connecticut.

Champagne- estimates that the
Gates stairway will make two stairs
in homes he is building, For a third
manor he has purchased the hand-
wrought iron balcony that was in
the jade room.

The marble panels of Peacock
Alley also have been sold to Cham-
pagne. They are of Sienna marble,
imported from Italy, which can't be
bought now in the United States
hecause the quarry from which it
comes belongs to a convent and is
opened only wnen the convent
needs funds. which it doesn’t at
present.

Those Peacock Alley panels ar.
eight feet deep, just the right
height for the tile walls of bath-
rooms in Mr. Champagne’'s West-
chester mansions. Tn fact, that's
just what he'll use them for.

e

Iceland is to have a regular the-
ater and we are wondering whether
it will be necessary to equip it with
an artificial cooling sysiem.

In you are interested in
RADIO
Combination Radio
graph, Atwater-
Silver, See

SAM F. HERMANN,
306 Clark Street

d Phono-
ent or

9
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ATTENTION

DAIRYMEN—

Las Vegas, Nevada, the town nearest
the proposed

Boulder Canyon Dam

When operalions are in full
swing building this great dam,

|

which is to cost £165,000,000, some- |

one is going to make a fortune
furnishing Las Vegas and the
new town to be built by the gov-
ernment at the dam site with

milk.

Miller's improved ranch, consisting’

of 440 acres, all fenced hog tight,
and situated about 8 miles south-

erly between Las Vegas and the'

dam site, is ideal for dairy pur-
poses, has nine artesian flowing
wells, flowing into three large
reservoirs, alfalfa, sweet clover,
plenty of timber and shade.

For Sale by Owner

JOHN F. MILLER, Owner.
Las Vegas, Nevada

WANTED AT ONCE!
3 or 4 Rooms Furnished

modern up-to-date bunga-
low or apartment, Address
L. A. C. Box 626

Bank of Southern Nevada, Inc.

Commercial
Savings
Trust

Corner Fremont and Main Street

ASOON!!!

{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
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Community Builders

S THE BUSINESS Houses

grow, so grows the Com-
munity: Towns like Las Vegas
where a close laison is main-
tained between Bank and Busi-
ness, thus insuring the develop-
ment that wisely invested capi-
tal always Dbrings, owe much
to these two communuity build-
ers.

FIRST STATE BANK
“Since 1905

~

UNION PACIFIC

ROUND TRIP FARES
ARE QUITELOW

FROM NEVADA

’

to

LOS ANGELES .

And other points in California. There
are good reasons why you should GO
BY TRAIN. |

ASK UNION PACIFIC AGENTS |

For Particulars




