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S8YNOPSIS.

June, the bride of Ned Warer, impui-
sivaly leaves her husband on thelr homey-

moon because she begins to realize that
abe must be entirely dependent on him for
money. Bhbe desires 1o be Independent

June s pursued by Ollbert Blye n
wealthy married man, She escapss from
his clutches with dificulty, Ned searches
distractedly for June, and, learning of
Hiya's denlgns, vowa vengeance on him.
Aftar muny adventures June s rescued
from river plrates by Durban, mn artist,
who uses her as a model for “1he Spirit
of the Mamh" Mrs Durban becomes
Jenlous and drives June out, Bhe Is kid-
niped by Biye and Cunninghnimn,

June Is wiken by Blys to the bearding
house of Mra, Runpel. She escapes, gelw
a job wewing and engnges a choap room
in & tenemaent.

FOURTEENTH EPISODE
In the Grip of Poverty.
CHAPTER |I.

HB cold eyes of the dumpy land-
lady suddenly warmed. They
bnd caught the glitter of a dia-
mound,

“Walt a minute!" she culled. *'1 think
I'll' tuke n chance on you, ufter all"

The beautiful young girl swayed In
the doorway. Mra., \Waters caught her
by the arms, put down the heavy
bundle under which the girl bad bent
and led her o a chalt

“You need g cup of tea," the lnndlady
rattled on, and her eyes sirayed cor-
perwise to the tapering white hand
upon which glowed a sparkilng soll-
talre. U'he girl niso wore a bright new
wedding riong!

The woman waddled away, and June
opened the bundle of pants which she
had brought with her nnd’' began to
BEW,

“Put "em up!™ the bustilng Jondlady
with a neck lUke a crease cried. She
Ifted the gnrmout from June's lap and
tossed It aslde. "You ean't mike n
Uving sowlng pants. A pretty glel Uke
you ought to get n nice job In an oflice.
Here's o cup of ten 1 got for you from
Mrs, Parsons and o morning paper 1
got from My, Kedzle, Drink your ten
while 1 hont you a Jobh'" Awmd ener-
getically she turned the paper Inside
out. My goodness! She had been about
to drive awny this beautiful young
girl! And with that costly diamond
ring on ber hand and a brand new
wedding ring! “I'll lend you car fare
if you want 1t.”

Within two mioutes more she hnd
her new lodger bundled out of the door
and on her way “to hunt o Job" With.
in two minutes after thut o lusurious
Nmousine bad stopped In front of the
new home of the runaway brlde. The
door opened, and o man with n white
mustnche sprang out, followed by n
dark mnn with n black Vandyke, They
dnshed for the entranee, bot & nolse
halted them, The sonnd enme from the
back of the ear and was made by n
large  round lwmp which  clustered
around the spare tire. The lump wis
the private detective, B Walf, and
the facs which e turned sidewlie ns
the deiver of the luxurlous Nmousine
ran back to him was covered with dusw
The dreiver, o wide faced Ttallan, grin-
ned ng he saw that the fovoluntarily
fulthfol sleuth was Nemly nttached to
the tire covering by his ernvat, which
wis ontangled n on strap,

"Well, why don't yon help me, yon
big wop?* compinined the trapped de-
tective.

“Help you? Sure!l™ The divlver Jump
od bellnd BRI Wolf and Kleked him
with 0 zound ke the beating of 0 enre-
et

"ch'mtl:" ealled the Black Vandsked
man, Gibert Dlye, aund the grinning
Beatt] rin 1o him.

Glbert Blye pointed up the strect.
There tore towntd them n famliy enr,

on the front sent of which, beslde the |

ehanour, sat o haudsome collie, June
Warner's Rouncer! The bluck Viane
Ayked man whivpersd In the ear of his
driver, nnd the gleam of Joy onme Into
the Ttalinn's unerow slEted eyves,

Beautiful Jone Wirner, more appenls |

fng than ever In her plain Mitle Wack,

drega and her feaglle pallor, entersd the |

wiis lettered  “Elzabeth
Estate  nnd  Inveast

door which
Bawyer—Itenl

fments."” and found herself In the ralled
offoe

off reception space of o Inrge
which was allve with the hum of ener
getle bualness. Probubly

applicants for the position which June
had come to seck stood In this narrow
gpnce, comparing themscives erftionily
timid lHttle
pewcomer had but a very short time to
for |

with emeb other, but the

endure their ealeulating scrutiny,

n doren other |

Fthought in her brow  stood there,
nnglng over the girls with an eye
of keen judgment, and popped back

l A thin, stlif necked young Woman
same out nnd went directly to the beau-
tifal girl with the plain black dress,

“Will you come In?" slie invited with
| 4n unexpected ngreeableness, and she
led the way Into the very ceuter of this
web of Industry.

The family car stopped at the curb
with a ®lam. and the collle, Bouncer,
wis on the ground. From the car
sprung the young lnsbuud of June
Warper, his jaws set and his fsts
clinched.  There followed the stern
father und the gentlp mother of June,
ber bosom friend, Irls Blethering, and
Irig' husband, Bolble,

“They're In there!” eoalled a dusty
volee, 1t was the well known end just-
Iy famous private detective, BHL Wolf,

sine by his strong cravat, but no one
heard hiin, The party had rushed into
the dim hullway,

June Warner's eyes brighitened as she
entered the private ollice of Elizabeth
Bawyer, Thut pleasant fentured wo-
man eat ot u desk plled high with a 1it-
ter of papers. As she passed the desk
June saw, standing nmid the papers,
the portrait of Ellzabeth Bawyer, a tall,
good looking man and three handsome
chlldren,

As Ned Warhier rushed impetuously
in from the street a fgure sprang from
the dim bhullwoay., That fAgure was
Beattl, and, closely pursued by the par-
ty from the fanmily cur, he tore across
the blg vonennt room which occupled
the ground floor and darted through a
beavy iron door, and the pursuers plled
in after him. It was then that the
dark, handsome man with the black
Vandyke slipped from his concenlment
benenth ¢he sinlrway, sped ghtly
across the nbandoned bunking room and
clanged the fron door, slipplug the
heavy crossbar into ity place. His black
eyea glowed as he heard the yell of dis-
may from behind those stanch doors,
and lie smlled

Bill Wolf at last got his fingera un-
numbed enough to open his pocket-
knife, and with this he siwed off his
erivat Just below the knot. He gal-
loped strajgbt across the street with a
strange, sldelong motion and, entering
& suloon, slapped a quarter on the bar,

“Four beers!” De busked with his
dusty tongue. It wus not until he bad
swullowed the third one thot he took
his nickel of chnnge and telephoned to
Hounorin Blye,

A keen eyed mun with bushy eye
brows came n to see Blizaboth Sawyer
us June Warner sat patiently ot the
window. He put his hat on the corner
of her desk nnd unbuitoned his smooth,
nently fitting overcont

"Well, Mra. Bawyer, how about it?"
lie Inquired, putting his Lunds on his
knees,

Mrs, Bawyer had been busy sorting
pupers,

*1 ecouldn’t thiuk of consolidwting,”
she sald crisply, with o shake of her
head,

" “Borry."
document before her,

The man had Jnid & félded
“All right, you

Elizabeth Sawyer Was a Pleasant

Featured Woman,

won't consolidute.” And the man's
tone was regretful.  “You're a very
fing business wolnan, Mra. Sawyer, and
I don't mind admitting that you've
minde a renl competition lu our ter-
ritory. llow does this Wea suit you ¥
He produced another document and
spread It before ber,

| “1 hereby ngree to sell,

asslgn nud

| transfer the boslness conducted under

| the name of Ellznbeth Sawyer to Ed-
| wnrd Jones for the sum of —"

Agaln she laoghed and shook her
| heand.

“You see 1 left the samonnt Dlank,”
he thsinunted,
| Mhint's 1|n- only nmount 'd aeeept
ut present” declded the woman.  She

| passed her bhand for o moment over
l'a-r oyes,  “You see, Mr Joues, 1've

glven w0 mwnch to mike my dusliess
wHeeoss, "t

To muake her business n success] June

Warner glowed with the mere hearing
! of the words, She felt more encourn gl
Hn this room than she hud anywhere

Juee she bad taken her own hopalsdve
! step townrd independence,
| A tll, good looking man came into
the mwnn of the plcture on
|the desk. Mrs. Sawyer's hand hnd
| been pressed over her oyes: At the en.
| trnneo of her husbhand she sprang up

|

| the room,

with an exclaimation of pledasure, her ”I“J-‘Itl setbick In my business was

face glowing, and turned to him, 1 ”"”.-‘ Aud with the tip of hier pen-
I i) il LTy

The poor  Iitle ranawdy  brdde il uclied the oldest cbild in the

still attached to the luxurfous moo- |

i pocket and drew

the door of a private office opeped and |
a plensant faced womnn with a lue of ~H.||\‘| W1 hastily oul of the wimlow, and

the teara spring into Der eyes. How
she lopged for Ned! Dear Ned!

Dear Ned was In a small, dim room,
lighted by oue high window, across
which were June's fother and mother

and Bobble and Iris Blethering, and
stinding In the corner, with his back to
the wall, was the wide fentured Scattl,
Nued Warner confropted Scaul
“You're the min; I woant to see you!"
be declared, hls voloe trembling with
suppressed fury, “Now, 1 want some
information, and 'm going to have it!"
Seattl leaned comrnnuhlr into the
corner,
"Wl you gpeak, or won't ;'ouf"
“Hold on, Ned!" Bobble Blethering
had eaught that muscolar arm as it
waa tensely drawn back. “Let me try
this fellow." And little Bobble took
the lead with easy ossurance. *Now,
see here, old man.” he said, "you llke
money, don't you?"'
A gleam In the little narrow eyes.
“Now, suppose we start bidding™
went on Bohby, pleased with lls prog.

Mre. Waters Tied tho Meoney in.a Lor-
ner of Her Apron.

ress. He extracted n long black pocket-
book from somewhere ingide and open-
ed It and duttered the canary and or-
ange colored bLllls and the pale green
ones,

“Bny $50, say $100, for just a bit of
conversation,” soothingly remarked
Bobble and separnted that nmount,
fluttering it tantalizingly before the
glenming eyes,

Seattl shifted nneaslly in his corner,

“For God'a sake, man, can't you
talk?" sald stern John Moore. *“You
know where my daugliter 8,

Beattl's lines twisted and twitched,
nand he lowerad hils eyes, They all
gathered close to bhim,

CHAPTER IL.

N the bare llttle room upstairs
stood the well groomed Orin
Cunnlnghnm, twirling his white
mustache and couunting some

money fnto the hind of dumpy Mrs.

Whaters, Gllbert Rlye stood by, hls

black eyes glowing. He stroked his

binek Vandyke with his long, lean
white fingers, nnd he smlled n suave
smlle ns Mrs, Waters, tying the money
in n corner of her apron, pointed to
the bundle of punts in the corner; then
sbe moved the narrow waslstand from

In front of a door and Inserted a key

in the lock. 8he threw open the door,

closedd It again and gave the key to

Gllbert Blye.

Glibert Blye slipped the key in his
forth a tiny gold

watch, Mrs. Waters, standing beskde

{ hilm, saw 10 the lid the porteait of love.

Hy June Warner. She looked up at the

+ dark, handsome fellow and smiled sig-
nifteantly and touched the ring fAnger

|uf her left hand and nodded her head

!m keen self approbation. Then she

| patted the littie wad which wus koot
ted In the corner of her apron. Gllbert

Blye smlled bls suave smile and went
]Imm the Lall, where he telephoned to a
{vivacions brunette In her ornately dee-
sorated rooms and then to a1 man with
thick dded eyes and & round head, on
which the short halr bristied,

In the office of Elzabeth Sawyer the
tull, good looking wan sat down. with
Iy smite. Nelther he nor his wife no-
tieed or thought of the qulet little fig-
ure in the corner,

“Well, Betty, what enu 1 do for you?"
asked Sdwyer cordially,

"Loan me some money, Harry."

“1'dl rather give it to you,” he sald.

" conldn’t think of i Mrs, Snwyer ]
renchied In ber desk for n block of note |

!

i blanks, "1 shall need $3,000 If you can
spare 1"

“Certninly.” |
| 'They both wrote at onvce, sitting alde |
' 1y shdo ot the desk, he a check to his |
| Wife and sie a thirty day note to her |

| busband.
“You will get fn trouble once in
, wlille, won't you, Betty 7" laughed the |
|||.!||_

She looked at bim reproachfally,

"You know why."

"Tes"  He nodded sympathetieally
P, patting the hand which lay on the
vilge of the desk, pleked up the photo- |
graph.  “The bables.  Betty, you're o
wotnler,  What wan's business could
st =uch intercuptions 3

She smiled fondly at the photograph
amd then at b, then from her desk
drew o smnll blank book. She turned
o a page beaded “Bills  Payable”
Ihere were only two entrivs, and now
she wade a thinl dates of all
| three wera about two vears apart.

The

photograph. “And this one waz Botsy

fodny's 1Hote i+ the by [t has taken
e 1 year to enteh up every time”

“No business con do witbont the
bous.” npreed the wan. *“That applies
to everything. Betty. Yon look busy
here."”

sOh,'1 forgor to tell you!" she laugh-
ed. She pleked up the two dotuments

which Edward Jones bad insisted on
leaving for ler consideration. Her
busband read thein gravely and passed

| them Luck.

“Eluttering.” be smiled.

“Isn't It?' Her eyes brightened, They
bad secmed rvather tired. “Of course
the consolllntion’s ubsurd, but Jones
would puy me a good price for an out-
right sale,”  And sbe pointed to the
Hoe left blunk.

“I'Nl pay you o better, Betty.”

“The reason 1 wouldn't sell to elther
of you is thar I want to keep the husi-
nesg, ' proud of it

“A" right” He shook hands with
her. “A barguln's a bargain”

A boy cnme In. 8he had rupg for
him ag soon #e she hud the check. Bhe
indorsed it now und put it In ber bank
book and gave it to the boy.

“The nurse I8 outside with the chil-
dren.” the boy reported as he turned
to go.

“That's so.”” Her brow contracted as
she looked ut her memorandum pad. 1
gave Mary an appointment. Harry
wis to go to the doctor.™

“Harry!" The man was [nstantly
concerned. *‘Is there snything the mat-
ter. with Harry ¥

“He's 80 nervous.'

The nurse came {n, carrying the baby
aud leading n beautiful curly halred Mt
tle girl, whoee face wns smeared with
ehocolnte enndy. The boy. a fine, hearty
little  fellow, came stomping In and
grinned plensuntly at his father nnd
mother, standing with bls stordy legs
outstretched and his fists jammed in
hls pockets.

“What did the doctor say?' nsked
Mrs. Sawyer nnxiously, and the rather
ldaned forward to listen.

“There’'s nothing the matter with
him,"” reported the nurse, with n toss
of her head and she glared vindletively
nt the boy. She was a person with
wispy halr, an npturned nose and small
gray eyes and thin lps. and the lips
had o sharp downward droop at the
corners, “The doctor says It's temper."

“Temper!" Mrs. Sawyer half rafsed
In her seat, and her eyes flashed with
tndlgnntion, but the father lnughed.

“That's a matter of training.”" he ob-
served.

“Harry, come away
dear! called the mother,

“Aw, go on!" grinned the boy.

“Harryl"

The boy grinned engngzingly.

“Harry!” The npurse’s voice. It
rnsped llke a saw file, and every one,
dven the qulet little figure over near
the window, winced. “Didn't yon hear
your father and mother tell yom ‘to
come nway from there?" she sererm-
ed. nnd the boy kicked at her, his fuce
torning ecarlet, his lips pouting in am
ugly squure, hls brows lowerlng vl
clously. The curly haired lttle girl rose
out of the corner, where she had been
contentedly playlng with o discarded
typewrlter rlbbon, and, toddling over
fo the nurse, kicked at her with all
ber small might; then, bher duty per.
formed, she toddled back to lier cors
Ner,

“Mary," expostulated Mrs. Sawyer In
distress, "yon should not jerk the chlld
that way. It ouly enrages him."

“He won't mind any other wny, Mra,
Bawyer.,” retorted the nurse, her eyes
flashing angrily. “You never see the
children or you'd know how bnd they
el

“Betsy "

“Great Scott!"

The little £irl looked up at her fa-
ther with s radlunt smile, but ns he
rioshed toward her she scrambled to
her feet and ran, holding something be-
lilnd ber back. It was an Ink bottle.
He took It from ber, and she seream-
o with nll the strength of her lunga
The ungelle looking mite wis a sight to

from there.

behold. THer face was sticky with
bruwn chocolate caundy, the purple
stalns from the typewrlter riblbon

wore all over her white dress, and the
blue Ink was on her hands. 8he smenr
ol some of it on her fuce and in her
curly halr ns she erled.

My, ob, my!" bhalf moaned Mrs,
Sawyer. “Why Is It that child is al
wiys so mussy 7

“DIrt just comes natural to her, Mrs,
Bawyer,” confidently explained the
nurse. Harree!™ Her teeth gleamed,
and she mnde n dash for the boy.

He was swinging on the letterpress
again, and the water pan was tilting.

Bobbie Was Thrust Aside,

He jumped to elude ber, and the water
spllled over a plle of mortguge blanks
“You MHttle demon!” screamed the
nurge and made a cluich for him, Al
wost he escaped. but she caught him
by the collnr and shook lim
“D—n it, go to blazes!™

(Continued on Page 8.)

Yelled the |

Shoes You Should Know
Sample Shoes are sure to meet with your approval. In ap-

pearance, workmanship and prics, TGN
Child's Patent Mary Jane Pumpl s.—..a—-aﬂ‘l“

Child’s Sample Shoes .....
$1.25 $1 45 $1. 65

Misses' SIHPPErS ...corvvomrissmnenee
Ladies' Sample Pumps ... $1 49 $1 95 $245
.. 98¢

Ladies' White Canyas thes
Ladies’ Comfort Juliets _................. 98¢ $1.49
Ladies' Mercerzed Hose, white, b_la.ck or t.nu................‘.15¢

THE HUB

The Drummers’ Sample Store

~
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Real .
Excellence

—

“SOMETIMES GROWS ON TREES"
—but it took a heap of effort and skil

to produce the trees.

Excellent Dry Cleaning is the natural
product of our plant; but it requires a
lot of expensive equipment and a skilled
operator to get results. We have them,
-—‘_thr'y are at your service.

Cherry’s New Laundry, Inc.

H%***%***-‘P*#*****"ﬁ-F-FQ‘-*Q-'P'F#

This Store Will Be
Open To All Visitors
During The Next
Three Days of Great
Events.

C'ome in and make vourselves at home,

The L.

will conduet a eooked food sale, where those who

you are

4 welecome. D. 8. Relief Society Ladies

are tived and hungry can get rest and refreshments
at a very nominal cost, and you can help a good
cause along,

for every dollar derived from this
sale goes to help feed and clothe the poor.

C. J. BLA CK
. GROCERY

Corner Fir and Adams

Phone Main 16
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