time to give them a jolt. In “dark”
South America one country is mak-
ing an effort to abolish its senate
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YOUNGSTER TAKES POISON— | they
@  NOT ENOUGH PLAY IN LIFE

The grim tragedy of a child In her
playtime forced to work in a fac-
tory and to drudge at home caused
Helen -Nolan, 14, to ewallow carbolic
acid, when she lost her job and was
la:raid to go hoTne and ‘e{}“ it. Bhe

recovering ashington
Park hospital

Helen is a drab little drudge with

Cinderella dreams. Her hands are
calloused and blistered and unlove-
ty. Her face haz the look of Lhe
child who has stared steadfastly on
unlovely things and only her eyes tell
of the dreams she dared to cherish
untll she grew afraid they wersn't
coming true and sought the place
“where ahe wouldn't have to work
any more."
- Fate piayed with her in the begin-
ni.lnxbf::nm;heronoorftheﬂe-
Tims o s mpmt!nn o ml&.
Helen’s father, Willlam Nolan, who
lives with his mother and sister st
3116 S. Canal st., left his wife 10
years ago. He says they are not di-
voreed,

Helen's mother 1s known as “‘Mrs.
Shannon" and lives at 448 W. 25th
oy 3

“l never could please my mother
and my stepfather” Helen said,
weakly, yesterday. "I don't know If
my mother loves me but she whipped
me all the time because | didn't do
things that she wanted me to do the
way she winted me Lo do them"

A fragment of a dream flitted to
her eyes. “Ihn't It tgough to scrub

and sorub and to blacken stoves and

1o get whipped and to work at night
when other girls are wearing nice
dressss and bave Lhelr mothers and
ul.hm to make a fuss over them?

you thing that If somepody

m.&m.mm

the dream. “Mo motber and Blep-
fathgr told me [ had to get & job and
whipped me because it took me
a Jong while to gel work—you see,
] am not very big, even thaugh I led
about my age

“Then I got a job in & bindery. But
my hands were sore from being scald-
ed and 1 couldn’t do the work fast
egough.” BShe smiled a rare, sweat
smile that Hghted op ber weary
face, “Ges, IL hurt,” she gaid.

“Rot | only made $3 ons week and
1 got a whipping for that, and last
weelt | was fired

“I couldn't go home becauss 1
Jmew 1 would get s whipping again
8o I'went into a nickle ehow, and then
I thought it out. Tt-would be lots bet-
ter off dend because thes I wouldn't
have towork anymone and | woulds't
need to care whether anybody ever
loved me or not—out there "

So Halen hought carbolic acld and
swallowed It and was picked up on
the street by Mr. and Mrs, Orville K.

Tucker.

This is Helen's farewell letter to
her mother;

“Dear Ma: [ am going to kill my-
self, s0 don't hother Lo look for me
Helen"

VERS LIBRE

Flowers of

Roses red,

Sweet mignonette,

Camations,

Honeysuckle on the vine,

Jockev Club on the handkerchiaf

Are all

Exceadingly odoriferous,
But

They have nothing on
The hallway

« fn -
“Light housekeeping” rooming
house.

———
Bud McCormick, on parole_from

_un,ahmlnmmrmﬂw
fused to stop running,




