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Fifth Installment 
Pauline was only too ready to 

obey. This headache fitted in 
nicely with her scheme of things. 
It seemed providential when, about 
half-past three, she peeped into 
Barbara’s room and found her still 
fast asleep. 

She was all ready to meet Den- 
nis—one of the doctors was bring- 
ing him home in his car, a man 

named Stornaway, with whom 
Dennis had struck up a great 
friendship. 

It would be so wonderful to 
have him at home again. The 
moments seemed to drag. Every- 
thing had gone perfectly, the house 
looked a picture, so Pauline 
thought with pride as she wandered 
about, unable to settle to anything. 

The little maid came to her 
breathlessly. 

"Oh, please, madam, the fruit 
hasn’t come for dinner, and it’s 
early closing day. What shall we 

do?” 
Mistress and maid stared at each 

other aghast; then Pauline said 
firmly: 
"I’ll go round to the shop myself. 

There’s plenty of time before the 
master comes. She went on her er- 

rand with cheerful readiness, al- 
most running down the garden 
path. 

It was the slamming of that gate 
that woke Barbara; she started up 
conscious of having long overslept, 
and glanced at the clock beside her 
bed—half-past three! 

"Heavens! What waste of a life- 
time. one uauieu iiumcuiy, 
dressed and went downstairs; her 
headache had not gone, and she 
felt a little heavy and depressed. 

The little maid heard her in the 
hall and came from the kitchen. 

"Can I get you anything, mad- 
am? Mrs. O’Hara said I was to go 
up presently and see if you were 

awake.” 
"I’ll have some tea, please.” Bar- 

bara was at the door of the draw- 
ing room. "Why, what lovely 
flowers!” she said. "Are we expect- 
ing visitors?” 

The maid giggled. "The master, 
madam! He’s coming home! It was 

to be a surprise, and—oh, dear, I 
believe there he is, and the mis- 
tress out! Oh, dear, what will she 
say, not being here to meet him! 
It’s long before time, too.” 

She heard Dennis’ voice and the 
pleasant voice of another man. 

"No, I won’t come in, thanks. 
You’ve seen enough of me during 
the last month. Some other time. 
Don’t overdo it, now—good-bye.” 

A moment, and Dennis was in 
the hall. He did not look ill except 
that he was thinner and walked 
with a stick. The little maid was 

greeting him excitedly. 
"I do hope you’re better, sir. It’s 

nice to see you home, I’m sure.” 
"Thanks.” 
Barbara waited for him to ask 

for Pauline. But he did not—he 
came across the hall unassisted, 
slowly and with some difficulty; 
then he saw her. 

Barbara went forward coolly. 
"Welcome home,” she said. She 
gave him her hand. "Pauline will be 
disconsolate. She has just run out 

for a moment. Oughtn't you to sit 
down? There’s a fire in the draw- 
ing room.” 

"Thanks.” Dennis’ voice was 

rather grim, but he gave his coat to 

the maid and followed Barbara into 
the drawing room. When he was 

safely ensconced in the armchair 
he looked up at her. 

"You came off better than I 

did,” he said. "Is that wrist a me- 

mento?” 
"Yes, but only a sprain.” Bar- 

bara waved her bandaged wrist in 
the air to show what little damage 
had been done. "Will you have tea, 

or shall we wait for Pauline?” 
"How long will she be?” 
"Not long. I think she has gone 

to the shops for something they 
forgot to send.” 

"Why didn’t you go with her?”] 
"What do you mean?” 
"Only that as you refused so] 

steadily to come and see me all 

these weeks I thought I should 
probably find you had run away.” 

Barbara laughed lightly. “You 
would have done, if you had come 

to-morrow, as you originally in- 
tended.” 

"You did not want to meet me?” 

"Oh, no. I merely had a previous 
engagement.” 

Dennis’ eyes darkened. He had 
thought about this woman more 

than he cared to remember during 
the past tedious weeks, and he had 
looked forward to seeing her with a 

queer sort of pleasurable anticipa- 
tion. 

Was it in a dream that she had 
kissed him and implored him to 

speak to her? Looking at her now 

he was sure it must have been. 
But the memory of her lips on 

his was real enough. 
Dennis looked at Barbara’s lips, 

artifically reddened, and yet as 

hamed. Thank God, Pauline never 

made her face up—no rouged 
cheeks and darkened eyes. Almost 
angrily he contrasted the two wo- 

men. Pauline with her simplicity 
and wholehearted devotion to him- 
self, her interest and happiness in 
the small things of life, her pride 
in her home, her loyalty and 
sweetness—and then Barbara Stary! 

A woman of the world, spoiled 
and insincere. A poscuse who had 
been taught by an unhappy experi- 
ence, no doubt brought about by 
herself, that life was a bitter jest 
and that faithfulness and loyalty 
were nonexistent. And yet once— 

just for a moment—he had seen a 

glimpse of the real woman hidden 
beneath all the veneer of artificiali- 
ty. or had that been the sham and 
this the real woman who stood be- 
fore him now, cool, unruffled, al- 
most insolent in her self-possession 

"Oh, my dear-—Dennis—Dennis 
-snpnlv rn mp 

Perhaps he had dreamed those 
words, perhaps they had been the 
conjuring of a semiconscious mind, 
founded on the thing that Pauline 
had told him—"She does love some 

one—frightfully!” 
Was he the poor devil, then—or 

the lucky man? It all depended so 

much upon which way one looked 
at the question. 

Dennis O’Hara sighed restfully 
and shifted his stiff leg. He wished 
with all his heart that Barbara had 
gone away before he came home. 
She was an irritating, disturbing 
influence. 

"Oh, Dennis—darling!” 
Pauline burst into the room like 

a whirlwind and flung herself on 

her knees beside him. "And I 
wasn’t here to meet you! Oh, 
what a shame'. Does your leg hurt 
hurt very much? Oh, it is lovely 
to see you back home.” 

Her arms were round his neck, 
and she was kissing him rapturous- 
ly; even his coat came in for a 

share of attention. 

"Steady—my dear child!” Den- 
nis glanced over his wife’s head to 

where Barbara stood, but she had 
calmly turned and walked out of 
the room. He gently put his wife 
frem him. "You’ll have the maid 
in the room in a minute,” he pro- 
tested. 

She sat back on her heels and 
looked at him with dancing eyes. 

"Aren’t you glad to be home? 
Isn’t it wonderful? Oh, Dennis, I 
could go mad with joy.” 

"I shouldn’t do that, if I were 

you,” he said comically. He took 
her hand and pressed it. "Of course 

I’m glad to be home. Stornaway 
brought me in his car. I asked 
him in, but he wouldn’t come.” 

"Wise man! I suppose he guess- 
ed we should like to be alone, as 

it’s so long since you were here.” 
Dennis dragged himself to his 

feet. 
"Confound my leg! Wonder how 

long it will be before I can walk 
decently. By the way, Mrs. Stark 
tells me she is clearning out tomor- 

row.” 

"Yes. I wanted her, to stay, but 
perhaps it’s as well—I shall have 
you all to myself.” She snatched 
his hand and kissed it. 

"Baby!” Dennis said, smiling. 
"And what about tea?” 

"It’s coming now. I’ll go and 
see.” Pauline rushed away, and 
Dennis limped over to the window 
and looked out at the little garden. 

Very tidy and neat, very subur- 
ban, he thought, and wondered 
why it had never struck him in 
that light before. Life was inclin- 
ed to be humdrum—at least, his 
life was! 

Outside in the hall he heard 
Pauline’s happy laugh, and he 
checked his wandering thoughts 
with a firm hand. 

"Ungrateful devil!” he apostro- 
phized himself and turned to greet 
her as she came in. What more 

could one desire in a wife? She was 

loving and pretty and charming, 
and yet— 

"Doughnuts for tea!” she said 
gaily. "You see I remember how 
fond you are of them.” 

Dennis allowed her to install him 
in a corner of the couch, submit- 
ting with a good grace to be kissed 
before she gave him his tea. 

"Where’s Barbara?” he asked. 
"She’s just coming in. I think 

she thought we might like to have 
a little while alone,” Pauline said. 

"Oh!” Dennis frowned. He wish- 
ed he could cure Pauline of her 
spnrimonr 

Barbara came into the room. 

"Do I intrude? I’m just dying 
for tea. No, please don’t get up, 
Mr. O’Hara.” 

"Why don’t you call him Den- 
nis?” Pauline asked. " 'Mr. O’Hara’ 
seems so silly and formal.” 

"Well, if he doesn’t mind,” Bar- 
bara said with a charming smile. 

"Delighted,” Dennis mumbled. 
"No doughnuts for me,” Bar- 

bara said. "I have to consider my 
figure.” 

"Barbie! when you’re as slim as 

a willow,” Pauline protested. "Oh, 
dear—what is it?”—for the little 
maid had appeared at the door. 
"Very well, I’ll come.” 

She put down her cup and left 
the room. "Domestic cares, you 
see!” she said archly to Dennis. 

There was a little silence when 
she had gont. 

Dennis spoke suddenly. "Are 

you really afraid that one dough- 
nut will spoil your figure?” 

Barbara laughed. "Not one, but 
one might be the thin end of the 

edge to other things that would.” 
He frowned. "Such nonsense! 

You’ve got a beautiful figure.” 
What the devil had made him 

say that? "I beg your pardon,” he 
muttered sullenly. 

"Not at all.” Barbara’s voice was 

quite serene. "It’s a great achieve- 
ment to have extracted a compli- 
ment from you.” 

"The truth is not a Compli- 
ment.” 

"I think.it is from you.” 
"Many thanks,” Dennis said 

grimly. "By the way, I feel that I 

ought to apologize for smashing 
you up.” 

"Smashing yourself up, you 
mean.” 

"Well, you hurt your wrist. Is 
it better?” 

"Nearly well, thanks. I’ve had 
massage. It’s a very small incon- 

venience. I’m an idle person, you 
see, with nothing to do.” 

"Better for you if you had.” 
She looked at him with wide 

eyes. 

"Oh, why?” she asked. 
He met her gaze squarely. "It 

would keep you out of mischief.” 
CONTINUED NEXT WEEK 

POLICEMAN, READY TO 
QUIT, MEETS DEATH 

Chicago.—For years Patrolman 
Ernest F. Djurman looked forward 
to the time he could retire from 
the force. 

He signed his pension papers. 
Soon afterward the patrol in which 
he was riding was struck by a 

speeding truck, whose driver es- 

caped. 
Patrolman Djurman was fatally 

injured. 

Safe Pleasant Way 
To Lose Fat 
How would you like to lose 15 

pounds of fat in a month and at 
the same time increase your energy 
and improve your health? 

How would you like to lose 
your double chin and your too 

prominent hips and at the same 

time make your skin so clean and 
clear that it will compel admira- 
tion? 

Get on the scales today and see 

how much you weigh—then get a 

bottle of Kruschen Salts which 
will last you for 4 weeks and costs 
but a trifle. Take one-half tea- 

spoonful in a glass of hot water 

before breakfast every morning— 
cut down on pastry and fatty 
meats—go light on potatoes, but- 
ter, cream and sugar—and when 
you have finished the contents of 
this first bottle weigh yourself a- 

gain. 
Now you will know the pleasant 

way to lose unsighty fat and you'll 
also know that the 6 salts of Krus- 
chen have presented you with 
glorious health. 

But be sure for your health’s 
sake that you ask for and get 
Kruschen Salts. Get them at Pur- 
cell’s Drug Stores or any drugstore 
in the world and if the results one 

bottle brings do not delight you— 
do not joyfully satisfy you—why 
money back. 

Bad Checks 
Are Troubling 

Rich Youth 
Los Angeles—Check troubles 

hape descended on Albert J. Gug- 
genheim, young scion of a wealthy 
New York family, who has been 
working in Hollywood as a waiter. 

One complaint accused him of 
inducing Sally Arnold, pretty cig- 
arette girl in a cafe, to sign a $200 
check drawn on a bank in which 
he had no funds. 

She told the district attorney’s 
office Guggenheim promised to 

make her "the Texas Guinan of the 
West,” and thus won her confi- 
dence. 

Two other counts charged Gug- 
genheim gave two worthless 
-hecks, one for $40 and the other 
for $15, to Terry Meyers, parking 
lot operator. 

Found working in a Hollywood 
night club, Guggenheim recently 
said he had been cut off from fam- 
ily funds and had no other way of 
earning a living. 

Nearly two-thirds of the artifi- 
cal flowers exported into the Unit- 
ed States last year came from Ger- 
many. 

THAT’S ECONOMICAL 

VIRGLOW 
EGG OR LUMP 

You want heat this winter, but 

you want it to cost as little as 

possible. Then you want a 

full-of-heat and long burning 
coal like VIR GLOW. 

Yadkin 
FUEL COMPANY 

Phone 1594 

WOMAN’S BODY FOUND, 
BELIEVED RIDE VICTIM 

Chicago.—The body of a wo- 

man who had apparently been shot 
through the head and thrown from 
an automobile was found along a 

road near Chicago Heights. 
County highway police believ: 

she probably was the first woman 

gang "ride” victim in the territory 
where the "ride” originated and 
where many gangsters have been 
killed in that manner. 

Tired? 
Plenty vigor and 
energy in lively, 

refreshing 
CHEERW1NE 

LOANS WITHOUT SECURITY 
$5.00 to $40.00 Quickly Loaned 

SALARIED PEOPLE NEEDING FIVE TO FORTY DOLLARS 
IN STRICT CONFIDENCE, WITHOUT SECURITY, EN- 
DORSEMENT OR DELAY, AT LOWEST RATES AND 
EASY TERMS 

CO-OP FINANCE CO. 
202 WACHOVIA BANK BLDG. ! 

SALISBURY, N. C. 

| A SIGN OF THE TIMES | 
| Lowest Holiday Railway and 
:o: 3 

1 Pullman Fares Ever Made « 

M s 

p| Spend Christmas and New Year’s at Home S 

p| Round Trip Tickets sold Good Going Decemb- O O 1 § 
p| 14 to 25, inclusive. Return Limit January 9, %J%J 3 % | 
0 

1933. REDUCTION S 
$ h 
io>' Round Trip Tickets sold good going December A S* ^ ;< 
0; 23 to 26, inclusive. Return Limit December 27, ”rO 0 | 
p| 1932. REDUCTION | 
jo! Round Trip Tickets will also be sold December A cr. 

* 

p| 30-31, January 1-2. Return Limit January 3, “rO 0 p 
Is 1933. REDUCTION a 

is f 
| Round Trip Pullman Rates. 25 % 1 
SS REDUCTION 35 
38 

| Holiday Tickets will be sold at all Agency Stations to all 30 

38 Stations on the Southern Railway System, and to many points 9 

pj on other Lines in the South. | 
38 Holiday Tickets are good on all trains in Coaches, also hi I 
0; Parlor or Sleeping Cars on payment of Reduced Pullman p 
pj Charges. p 
p| Holiday Fares are also available to destinations in the East, p 
pj North, West and Southwest. 30 

IS Consult Ticket Agents p 
§ jc 
is SOUTHERN RAILWAY SYSTEM p 
38 § m383838383838383>n838383838:<E383»7<t3838383838383838»:38383838383838383838i8383838383838383838383t 

Overcome Pains 
this better way 

WOMEN who get into a weak, run- 

down condition can hardly expect 
to be free from troublesome "small 

symptoms.” 
Where the trouble is due to weak- 

ness, Cardui helps women to get 
stronger and thus makes it easier for 
nature to take its orderly course. 

Painful, nagging symptoms disap- 
pear as nourishment of the body is 

improved with the assistance of 
Cardui. 

Instead of depending on temporary 
pain pills during the time of suffer- 
ing, take Cardui to build up your 

resistance to womanly ailments. 
Thousands of women have found 

relief by taking CARDUI. 
Sold at the drug store. 

HERE is an actual opportunity to make yonr H 
dollar do double duty. Twice as much for a 
your money is no small matter when you 9 

consider the well balanced assortment of standard 9 
publications which are entertaining, instructive, and en- ■ 
joyable in the widest variety. We have made it easy 
for you—simply select the club you want and send ot 

bring this coupon to our office TODAY. 

Club No. C-l 
Progressive Farmer, 1 year | ALL FIVE I 
Everybody’s Poultry Magazine, 1 year FOR ONLY 
The Farm Journal, 1 year w $ 
Country Home, 1 year U? 4 >00 
AND THIS NEWSPAPER ^ I = 
For One Year 

Club No. C-2 

Southern Agriculturist, 1 year 3nFFv ^ 
Country Home, 1 year FOR ONLY 
The Farm Journal, 1 year f ff* gM AA 
AND THIS NEWSPAPER Hk | 
For One Year J '*$# I 

mwmmm............... 
► < 

: Yes _MR. EDITOR, Send Bargain No. to J I 
► < 

| Name ----— , 

> To$n -----< 

*> < 
► State-—-J*-- F. D.-< 
* 

Bring or mail thia Coupon to oar office today—NOW 4 

!■■■■■*■■■■■■■■■■■■■■ 
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| Peace On Earth, 

| Good Will To Men 

|| Just as the Church steeple 
‘|| stands as sailors’ landfalls 
]p in port all over the world, 
P so too, does the church 

H steeple in smallest hamlets 
and the largest metropolis 

f§ stand as the landfall of com- 

H munities all through the 

|| land. To the sailor at sea 

H and to every man on land, 
# the steeple stands for the 
|| same thing, “Peace on earth, 
|g good will to men.” ... Come , 

]J to church this Sunday. Your , 

^ church invites you and will , 

|| welcome you. It offers you 

]| peace, contentment, new 

|| courage, rest. And just 
|f as the sailors’ guide lists 

f| many a steeple as the land- 
fall of a port, so too, does 

|| your telephone book list the 
^ churches in Salisbury and 

I 
every city. Look up your 
church. Come this Sunday. 

Come To 

CHURCH 


