
First Installment 
Love doesn’t last. 
: was with those words ringing 
>er ears that Pauline woke up 
her wedding morning to find 
sunshine pouring in at her 

dow. 
Love doesn’t last. .” It 
led strange that the one 

ight in her mind on this day 
all days should be of those 
ds in Barbara Stark’s letter 
ch had arrived late last night, 
iarbara was Pauline’s best 
nd, for reasons that both of 
n would have found difficult to 

lain. The two girls were as 

ike as it is possible to be, for 
le Pauline was young, unspoil- 
and full of the joy of life, with 
Duelling belief in happiness and 

theory that love njsver dies 
bara, at seven-and-twenty, 
ned to have run through more 

leriences and emotions than 
ny a woman double her age. 
: had been married, had had a 

Sy, which mercifully, so people 
d, had died soon after birth; she 
d been divorced, and at the mo- 

snt was getting herself talked 
out everywhere by her wild ex- 

avagance and because of a new 

Ld violent friendship with a mar- 

sd man. 

But in spite of all these things 
auline adored her. 
The chief trouble was that Den- 

is did not approve of Barbara 
nd many times, during her en- 

gagement Pauline’s heart had 
leen torn because of her love for 
ner friend, and her love for the 
man she was to marry, and her de- 
sire to do as she wished. 

Many times she had tried to ex- 

plain to Dennis her friendship for 
Barbara, and had always been con- 

scious of failure. 
"I know people don’t like her,” 

she defended Barbara loyally, "bu,. 
that’s only because they don’t 
know her and understand her as I 
do.” 

"Her own fault,” Dennis broke 
in gruffly, but this Pauline would 
not allow. 

Pauline never really knew wheth- 
er Barbara liked Dennis or dislik- 
ed him. She was always charming 
to him when he wouia allow her 
to be, and yet last night, in the 
letter that accompanied a most 

beautiful gift, she had said things 
about marriage which had so im- 

pressed Pauline that she woke on 

her wedding morning with some 

of the words ringing in her ears. 

don’t expect too much 
from your husband as I did Any 
woman of experience will tell you 
that love doesn’t last. Romance 
will wear thin. It’s traditional 
that men get tired of the same wo- 

man. When you’ve been married 
a few years you’ll be lucky if 
you’re still good friends. Don’t 
think I am saying these things to 

hurt you. I’m saying them be- 
cause I want you to be happy, and 
you can only be happy after you’re 
married by not expecting too much 
Let him be quite free, and don’t 
try to chain him to you all the 
time—that’s a sure way to kill 
love. ... 

"Love doesn’t last .” 
Those were the words that 

naunrea ner as sne sar up in ucu, 

her ber, her fair hair rumpled 
childishly, her blue eyes blinking 
in the sunshine. The present Bar- 
bara had sent her was standing on 

a small table by itself. 
It was a small carved statuette 

in ivory and silver, of a small 
Cupid beating his hand in vain a- 

gainst a barred door, and under- 
neath was the one word "Denied.” 

It seemed a funny sort of wred- 
ding present to send anyone, Paul- 
ine thought, even while she realiz- 
ed its beauty. When she had 
shown it to Dennis he had laugh- 
ed. 

"She’s a miserable cyclic,” he 
said. "We’ll put it in the spare 
room, so that she’ll be able to look 
at it as much as she likes when she 
comes to stay—I suppose she will 
come—” 

"Of course she will,” Pauline 
answered quickly, but she had not 

told him about Barbara’s letter; 
she had burned it. 

"Love doesn’t last. 
Of course, that had been Bar- 

bara’s own experience. Pauline was 

not clear as to the facts of her 
friend’s marriage—she had never 

asked about it—and Barbara nev- 

er spoke of her husband. That 
he had made good provision for her 
was common knowledge^ that he 
was somewhere abroad was a vag- 

uely accepted fact, and that the 
divorce had actually been nobody’s 
fault but one of those "arranged” 
affairs was agreed by the charitable 
Pauline thought it was all very 

pathetic. Sometimes the far-away 
lonely look in Barbara’s eyes made 
her heart ache, and yet Barbara al- 

ways seemed happy enough. She 
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laugnea a great ucai, sue wcm. cv- 

erywhere, she dressed beautifully, 
and yet the strange quality of 
mother love in Pauline’s affection 
for her told Pauline that in reality 
she was not a happy woman. 

"No heart!” So Dennis summed 
her up. "Selfish as the devil. I 

know the type well.” 
Sometimes Pauline was tempted 

to think he was right. Dear Den- 
nis, who was so good to everyone. 
Dennis had fallen in love with 
Pauline at first sight, so he said, 
and she—well, there had never 

been another man in the world for 
her. 

"Much better for you if there 
had been,” so Barbara declared. 
"First love generally comes a crop- 
per for want of experience.” 

Pauline had laughed at the time, 
but now the words returned to her 
with a little sting. She dismissed 
them deterrrunedly<r—what did', it 
matter what one embittered out- 

look prophesied? She knew she 
would be perfectly happy. 

Dennis was quite well off, and 
he had prospects. He was thirty- 
two, and he hid a motor car in 
which they were going away for 
a honeymoon trip; he had bought 
a house—quite a small one, but a 

"darling,” so Pauline told every- 
one, and she had been quiie sure 

that they would live happily ever 

after, until Barbara’s letter came 

last night. 
Not that she was really serious- 

ly influenced by it—all Barbara’s 
ideas about life were totally diff- 
ent from her own—but it was the 

hrst small snaaow case over the 
sunshine of her happiness. 

It was her wedding day! In the 
next room a white frock and veil 
lay on the bed, downstairs all the 

wedding presents were set out on 

long tables. 
She took up Dennis O’Hara’s 

photograph and kissed it. In a 

few hours now she would be his 
wife—she would be Mrs. O’Hara. 
Dennis said he was. not Irish, in 

spite of his name. Only yesterday 
she had almost covered a sheet ot 

notepaper with his name and her 
own joined together—Pauline O’- 
Hara. 

There was a tap at the door, 
and her mother came in. 

"I’ve brought your tea myself 
this morning, darling. It’s a love- 
ly day—so warm and sunny. Did 
you sleep well?” 

"Beautifully.” But Pauline’s 
heart gave a little tfirob of pain 
as she remembered it was the last 
time she would sleep here quite as 

herself. 
"I hope the sun will shine for 

you all your life,” her mother said 
as she kissed her. "There is an old 
saying: "Keep your face to the sun- 

shine and the shadows will fall be- 
hind you.’ Now drink your tea 

and get dressed.” 
Then, being a sensible mother, 

she went quickly away, before 
Pauline saw the tears in her eyes. 

Pauline drank he: tea, bathed, 
and dressed. There were a lot of 
pei pie staying in the house —cous- 

ins, aunts, and a bachelor uncle 
and two children who were to be 
bridesmaids—the morning s ened 
to fly till suddenly Pauline’s 
mother said: "It’s time you dress- 
ed, darling.” 

Pauline was conscious of a lit- 
tle shock, and for a moment a 

wild sense of panic took possession 
of her. It was as if someone had 
said: "This is the beginning of the 
end. After today life will be quite 
different. You will never really 
belong to yourself any more or be 
free to do as you like.” 

With art effort she pulled her- 
self together. What nonsense. 

When she was marrying a man she 
loved with her whole heart and 
was going to a happiness far great- 
er than she had ever known. 

She hummed a snatch of a song 
as >he ran v -fairs to he- lomn 

S:v 'a as at the door vo.n someone 

caret up the fairs hrm-u! her two 

at a time, and Peter T dtnson—a 
y favor-': .ousir., v-'n would 

have liked rr, be someiYo., nearer 

and dearer—called her name. 

"Pauline!” 
"Hullo, Peterkin.” 
He joined her rather breathless- 

ly- 
"This has just come. I thought 

you’d like to open it.” He gave 
Iter a small parcel. 

"Thank you.” Pauline was turn- 

ing away when he caught her 
hand. 

"I just want to wish you the 
best of luck always—and happi- 
ness—heaps of it.” She tried gently 
to release her hand, but he held it 
fast. 

"I’ll always be the same, Paul- 
ine—always there if you want me. 

If ever there should be any trou- 

ble. .” 

Again Pauline was conscious of 
that little shadow premonition. 
What trouble could there be. 
Why did everyone insist that her 
sunshine was bound to be clouded. 

She laughed in nervous exas- 

peration. 
"I suppose you are one of those 

people who believe that love nev- 

er lasts,” she said definiateiy. 
"My love for you will last,’ 

Peter answered, and then before 
she could stop him he had taken 
her by the shoulders and kissed her 
on the lips. 

"All the best,” he said, not very 
steadily, and before she could 
move he had gone, and she heard 
him clattering away down the 
stairs again. 

Pauline went into her room and 
shut the door. She felt a little 
shaken and almost as if she wanted 
to cry. She and Peterkin had been 
brought up together, but never be- 
fore’ had he kissed her like that or 

looked at her with such an expres- 
sion in his eyes. Pauline was fond 
of Peterkin, but something in her 
heart resented that sudden display 
of affection. Her lips belonged to 

Dennis—no other man had a right 
to them. She tried to feel ancrv 

with him, but it was a short-lived 
anger. Poor Peterkin! It was not 

such a happy day for him as it 
was ^oing to be for her. She pull- 
ed off the fastening of the little 
parcel he had brought her. It was 

from Barbara Stark—a slender 
blue garter fastened with a tiny 
arrow. 

"Just for luck”—so a little 
written message read—"and in 
case nobody has remembered to 

give you the 'something blue’ 
which is supposed to insure hap- 
piness.” 

Pauline let the little gift fall 
to the floor. She did not want to 

take her luck from Barbara—for a 

moment she felt as if the bad fairy 
of the old nursery story had arriv- 
ed and cast a spell over her. Then 
she valiantly pulled herself togeth- 
er. Such nonsense! Barbara was 

her best friend, and it was charm- 
ing of her to remember the old 
superstition—of course, she would 
wear it. 

Then the bridesmaids came clam- 
ouring at the door, and there was 

the all important function of fix- 
ing the veil, and an excitement be- 
cause the bouquets had not arriv- 
ed. 

She was getting a little nervous 

and overdone, and her mother pro- 

mptly cleared everyone out of the 
room and, shutting the door, took 
Pauline in her arms. 

"I wish you all the happiness in 
the world,” she said, and now she 
could not hide the tears in her 
eyes. "Dennis is a good boy, and 
he loves you, but if ever you are 

in trouble, don’t forget that you 
have a mother, Pauline.” 

Pauline gently disengaged her- 
self from her mother's arms. 

"Do you think love lasts?” she 
asked in a tense little voice. 

There was a short silence, then 
her mother laughed. "It all de- 
pends on what you mean by love.” 
Pauline’s mother stooped to pick 
up a fallen flower, perhaps because 
for a moment she was not quite 
sure of the expression in her eyes. 
"Love changes, of course, but 
nearly always for the better. You 
can’t keep up the excitement of be- 
ing engaged. When you’re living 
together—its different.” 

."You mean—they get used to 

you?” Pauline said. "You mean, 
there isn’t the same sort of longing 
to be with you—is that what you 
mean?” she asked. 

"My dear little girl—” 
Pauline broke in ruthlessly. "Did 

you love Daddy very much when 
you married him?” 

"Very much indeed.” 
"And were you disappointed af- 

terward?” 
"Things are always different 

from what one expects.” 
"And do you love him still?” 
Pauline’s mother looked away. 

"Yes—but it’s different,” she said, 
and then, as if regretting the ad- 
mission, she hastened to add: "But 
no two marriages are alike. We 
must all shape our own destinies. 
You will find out for yourself.” 

There was a little silence, theri 
Pauline drew a hard breath like a 

sigh, and for a moment her pret- 
ty face looked sad. 

"I wonder why,” she said slow- 
ly. 
CONTINUED NEXT WEEK 

I 
JUST ABOUT 
the time that you begin to 

believe that you are wise 
enough to get along with- 
out brakes. 
YOU’LL MEET 
an accident that will show 
you that you are wrong. 

SALISBURY 
IGNITION AND 
BATTERY CO. 

122 W. Fisher St. 

WHY WAIT 
jntil it is too late 
to stop that leak in 
your radiator? It 
will give you lots of 

j trouble. You can’t 
keep anti-freeze in 

| a leaking radiator. 
We recore, repair 

and clean all types 
of radiators. 

We sell or trade 
new and second- 
hand radiators. 

We allow you 
more for your old 
radiator. 

EAST SPENCER MOTOR CO. 
THE CHRYSLER DEALER 

Phone 1198-J East Spencer, N. C. 

JOHN R. FISH, 
AGENT 

Metropolitan Life Insurance 
Company 

207 Wallace Bldg. Phone 400 

Salisbury, N. C. 

STAR LAUNDRY 
"The Good One” 

Launderers and Dry Cleaners 

Phone 24 114 West Bank St. 

One Day Service 

MOW 
is the time to have your car re- 

paired for winter driving at 
reasonable prices. * 

All work guaranteed. 

W. A. Foster 
At Winecoff’s Service Station 
No. 80, 2 miles from Salisbury t 

BAYER 
Insist on genuine Bayer Aspirin! Nol 

only for its safety, but for its speed 
The tablet stamped Bayer dissolves 

at once. It gets to the seat of pair 
without delay. It is many minute; 

faster than any imitation you ca 

buy, and time counts when you’re 
in pain! For quick relief of headaches, 
colds, sore throat, neuralgia ane: 

rheumatism, periodic pains, anc 

other suffering, stick to the tablet; 

of Bayer manufacture. All druggists, 

Happy? 
Celebrate with 

a tinglEis* drink 
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“I Am A Fugitive”' Opens 
Today At The Capitol 
I- 

One of the most heralded mo- 

tion pictures to be presented in Sal- 
isbury, in many a moon, opens to- 

day at the Capitol Theatre. It is 
"I Am a Fugitive From a Chain 
Gang,” starring Paul Muni, with 
Helen Vinson, Glenda Farrell, Pres- 
con Foster, David Landau, Sally 
Blone, Noel Francis, 37 other im- 

portant roles, 5 3 "bit” players and 
more than 2,000 extras. 

Not only is "I Am A Fugitive 
From a Chain Gang,” said to carry 
more thrilling and sensational epi- 
sodes than any other picture made 
this year but it presents a triple 
romance of strange and glamorous 
loves, against a background of in- 
credible prison chain gang brutal- 
ities. 

The story, which was authorized 
bv Robert E. Burns, who is still in 

hiding from chain gang police, 
-shows men driven to desperation by 
the tortures of the whipping post, 
poor food, excessive labors in broil- 
ing heat and other cruelties. Paul 
Muni, as the fugitive, makes a sen- 

sational escape and crosses into an- 

other state. After years of strug- 
gle, he makes good under an assum- 

ed name, but a woman who discov- 
ers his past, betrays him. He is re- 

turned to the chain gang only to 

escape again in one of the most 

breath-taking episodes of the cur- 

rent season. 

There is no more touching figure 
than this fugitive, a man yearning 
for love and home, an ex-service 
man skulking from place to place, 
not daring to show his face, unable 
to marry the girl he loves devoted- 
ly. Truly, a man without a coun- 

try. He is vividly and dramatical- 
ly portrayed by Paul Muni, who 
left the New York stage success 

"Councellor At Law” to make "I 
Am a Fugitive from a Chain Gang” 
for Warner Bros. 

PATTERSON ITEMS 
Patterson Grange No. 616 held 

its regular meeting November 19. 
New officers were elected as fol- 
low: 

Master, R. L. Patterson; Lectur- 
er, Ethel Suther; Steward, Marvin 
Sloop; Asst. Steward, R. F. All- 
bright ; Lady Asst. Steward, Mrs. 
R. F; Allbright; -Chaplin, H. C. 
Deaton; Treas., W. J. McCorkle; 
Gate Keeper, James Moose; Ceres, 
Edith Shue; Flora, Edna Over- 
cash; Pomora, Geneva Sloop; Over- 

seer, Otha Shue. 
Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Patterson 

visited Mr. and Mrs. Kress Cauble 
in Salisbury Sunday afternoon. 

A large crowd from this com- 

munity motored over to Winston- 
Salem Friday to attend the grange 
convention, and to take the seven- 

th degree. 
The Woman’s Missionary Society 

and Light Brigade of Mt. Moriah 
church rendered an enjoyable 
Thanksgiving program last Sun- 
day evening. 

Communion services were held 
at Thyatira church Sunday morn- 

ing. 

How* Modern Women 
Lose Pounds of Fat 

Swiftly—Safely 
Gain Physical Vigor—Youth ful- 

ness With Clear Skin and Viva- 
cious ..Eyes That Sparkle 

With Glorious Health 

Here’s the recipe that banishes 
fat and brings into blossom all the 
natural attractiveness that every 
woman possesses. 

Every morning take one halt 
teaspoonful of Kruschen Salts in 
a glass of hot water before break- 
fast—cut down on pastry and 
fatty meats—go light on pota- 
toes, butter, cream and sugar— 
in 4 weeks get on the scales and 
note how1 many pounds of fat 
have vanished. 

Get a bottle of Kruschen Salts 
—the cost is trifling and it lasts 
4 weeks. If even this first bottle 
doesn’t convince you this is the 
easiest, safest and surest way to 

lose fat—if you don’t feel a su- 

perb improvement in health—so 
gloriously energetic—vigorously 
alive—your money gladly return- 

ed. 
But be sure for your health’s 

sake that you ask for and get 
Kruschen Salts. Get them at 

Purcell’s Drug Store or any drug- 
store in the world. 

DR. N. C. LITTLE 
Optometrist 

Eyes examined, glasses fitted 
and repaired. 

T elephone 1571 W 
my* S. Main St. 

Next to Ketchio Barber Shop 

IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE! 

BULL HEADS CIV IT AN S 

Irving S. Bull, of Winston-Sal- 
em, was elected governor of the 
Carolinas district association of 
Civitan clubs at the closing session 
of the organization’s 11th annual 
convention. 

Auto REPAIR Work 
Our prices and work can’t be beat. 

L. M. Yost Garage 
1513 S. Main St. Phone 9224 

How Black-Draught 
Holds its Popularity 
A LAXATIVE made from highly 
approved, medicinal plants—yet 
about the least expensive laxative 
you can find: Thedford’s Black- 
Draught. 

There’s no expensive container 
for you to buy when you Ask your 
dealer for Black-Draught.' And its 
light weight has saved freight bills 
in your favor. Black-Drought is 
right with you in economy. It 
brings prompt, refreshing relief 
to sufferers from constipation 
troubled. 

Don’t put up with sick headache, 
sluggishness, gas, dizziness, bad 
taste in the mouth, biliousness, coated 
tongue, bad breath, distress after 
meals, when due to constipation, but 
take Thedford’s Black-Draught 

rhe lash that ripped across 

iis flesh. Now tears the 
[deart of America! 

PAUL MIIHI 

The bast-seller that 
shocked AmericaI 
tt'a real. It’s *vital, 
it’$ thrilling! 

| MON.—TUES.—WED. 
Marie Dressier, Polly Moran 

I in 
1 "PROSPERITY” 

THE UNIVERSAL CAR 

Hedrick 
Auto Co. 

Now Open For Business! 

SALES SERVICE 

120 West Innes St. Next to Postoffice 

SIGMON-CLARK COMPANY 
REAL ESTATE RENTALS LOANS INSURANCE 

118 West Innes St. Salisbury, N. C Phone 

Work Weary 
NERVES 

Do they make you Restless, Cranky, 
Tired, Sleepless, Dyspeptic, Head- 
achy? Do they spoil your 
pleasure and interfere with 
your work? 

Tens of thousands 
have found a way to 
get relief from over- | 
worked nerves—a way $ 
so simple, so pleasant, | 
so low m cost, that we 

are constantly receiving letters that say, “If I had only found 
Effervescent Nervine. Tablets sooner.” Simon Brandt writes: 

“1 was very nervous from over-work. I couldn’t sleep well, 
appetite was poor, and I felt weak for a long time. 

“Used Dr. Miles’ Nervine and now feel fifteen years younger 
and I am working the same as I did before—fourteen to fifteen 
hours daily. 

“Sorry I did not learn about this wonderful medicine sooner 
as 1 had tried everything I could hear of, without results, until 
Dr. Miles’ Nervine put me back on my feet.” 

When you are nervous, try this—put a Dr. Miles’ Efferves- 
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Simon Brandt 
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water. Watch it bubble up like spark- 
ling spring water—drink it—enjoy the 
feeling of calm and relaxation that 
follows. 

In Dr. Miles' Effervescent Nervine Tablets a 
splendid formula for soothing overwrought nerves 
is combined with bicarbonate of soda and citrie 
acid which tend to correct hyper-acidity—a fre- 
quent cause of nervousness. 


