
WOMAN 
NINTH INSTALMENT 

On Monday came the news that 
Mary Holmes was ill, completely 
prostrated by her son’s arrest and 
by the frightful realization of what 
she had done. This, too, was tasty. 
People enjoy sympathizing with the 
innocent. 

Mrs. Holmes was indeed ill, not 

however, by reason of what she had 
sworn to, but by reason of what she 
had drunk. That bellboy’s choice 
of liquor had not been wise and 
V'ogel had been summoned early 
Sunday morning to learn that his 
principal witness was suffering 
from "non-alcoholic” poisoning. 
Realizing that the truth regarding 
her condition would surely become 
known and very likely prejudice 
her reliability as a witness if he 
sent her to a hospital, he insisted 
that she remain where she was, 
meanwhile receiving, of course, the 
bes' medical attention. He it was 

who gave out the story of her col- 
lapse. 

Gerald, very naturally, had no 

reason to question the cause of his 
rriother’s illness. It seemed to him 
that his plight was enough to pros-j 

trate her, but it destroyed his im- 

mediate hopes of disproving th< 

charges against him. He was al- 
lowed to read the papers, but what 
he read appalled him. It was con- 

ceivable, of course, that his mothei 
had actually witnessed the killing 
as she maintained, and had told him 
Nothing about it—she was eccen- 

tric; there was no telling what she 
might do or how she was likely to 

behave under the influence of liquor 
—but he strongly doubted this and 
clung to the conviction that she 
would confess Co a wild and imag- 
inative romance or that somebody 
would prove her story to be, in 
part, at least, the fanciful creation 
of an alcoholic brain. But wbuld 
she confessPHow could she bring 
herself to do so? Granting that she 
now realized where the truth of her 
story ended and imagination began, 
an assumption which, by the way, 
was riot likely, was her love for 
him sufficient to warrant humilia- 
tion? Moreover, could she undo the 
wrong she had done, even if she 
tried? These were questions Gerald 
could not answer. As a matter of 
fact, he did not try very hard to 

inswer them, f»>r something more 

important than his own welfare 
weighed him down and rendered 
aim apathetic—it was the misfor- 
tune that had befallen Hazal. From 
what he read in the newspapers it 
seemed to him that he was the only 
person in the world who believed 
,n her. The poor girl must be suf- 
fering more keenly than he. 'Hers 
was the greater tragedy. 

Gerald was surprised on Monday 
to receive a visit from two lawyers, 
members of the leading local firm, 
and to learn that they had been re- 

tained as his counsel. He assumed, 
of rourse, that his mother had sent 

them and he took cheer from that 
fact, but se gained little domfort 
out of talking with them aside 
from the realization that some one 

stood beside him. 

He had expected some Word, 
some communication from Hazel; 
but none came and at last her sil- 
ence convinced him that she, too, 
believed in his guilt, ft was a bitter 
pill to swallow, but, after all, why 
should she doubt his own mother’s 
word? 

Some people are possessed of 
such self-donfidence, and such high 
regard for their own importance, 
that they assume others must share 
that faith. It is a form of conceit, 
and no doubt it is a blessing to the 

possessor, but Jerry was not con- 

ceited. He was a humble-minded, 
mlodest young man .and he consid- 
ered himself of very little conse- 

quence indeed. Upon consideration 
it seemed quite natural that Hazel 
should wish tp be assured of his 
innocence before yielding to her im- 

pulses. Had he not tried her suffi- 

ciently without putting her love do 

this test? He told himself that he 
had. 

For several days Mary Holmes 
remained a very sick woman. In- 

sead of enjoying her unparalled 
publicity she lay abed weak, nause- 

ated, suffering wretchedly. When 
at last she was able to lift her head 
she eagerly demanded the daily pap- 
ers and a complete account of all 
-that had happened since she was 

stricken, but not until she was 

strong enbugh to sit up did the 
doctor permit her curiosity to be 

gratified. Then he told her guard- 
edly that the "man in the robe” 
had been arrested and that the 

Ethridge case had been solved. He 
did not tell her who that man was, 

but he prepared her for a shock. 
She listened incredulously, in a 

daze. He gave her the papers and 
left her alone f(o read them. 

He returned to the sick room 

after a while to find his patient 
staring blankly at the wall. "I 

thought you might feel the need 
of a stimulant,” he_ said. 

Mrs. Holmes did not hear him. 
"Did—Jerry do it?” she inquired, 
stupidly. 

You ought to Know \ ou saw 

him.” 
"But they can’t—they can’t do 

anything to him on evidence like 
mine, can they?” 

"Why not? It’s hard to get a 

conviction on purely circumstan- 
tial evidence, but yours is direct.” ■ 

There was a moment of silence. 
"The reporters are calling up every 
few hours. They want to interview 
you as soon as you’re able to talk 
to them. Everybody is curious to 

know what you’ll have to say. Yes, 
and the Wtoods girl has been here 
half a dozen times.” 

“I won’t see them, nor her, 
either. Why does she want to talk 
to me? Hasn’t she done enough? 
I shouldn’t think she’d dare show 
her face on the street after causing 
all this and after everybody knows 
what she is.” Mrs. Holmes ffound 
the doctor staring curiously at her; 
in irritation she flared out: "Why 
are you looking at me like that? 
What’s the matter with you.” 

"You’re a queer creature. I was 

wondering how it feels for a moth- 
er— But you can’t be much of a 

mother.” The speaker shrugged. 
"How dare you?” Mrs. Holmes 

cried, shrilly. "The idea of your 
talking to me like that! I’m sick. 
I’m in no conditibn to—Why, even 

the newspapers blackguard me! j 
But how did I know? What could 
I do? I never dreamed I’d—that it 
was—Jerry I saw.” 

without comment the doctor 

turned and left the room. 

The sick woman raised herself 
laboriously, gathered the newspap- 
ers together and flung them as far 
as she could. A terribly bitter but 
impotent feeling of resentment 

came over her; tears wet her cheeks 
Again she had been foiled. The 
world was always against her. Why 
did everything she touched go 
wrongPWhy was she frustrated in 
everything she tried to do? So 
Jerry had Bought an automobile 
without telling her about it! That’s 
where the whole trouble had 
started—out of his deceit. He was 

not only cold and indifferent; he 
was deceitful. He had been her 
ruin, from the very first; now he 
had ruined both of them. But he 
had brought this upon himself. The 
fool! She had never hated anybody 
as she hated him at this moment, 
for once again he had turned her 
triumph into disaster. How 
could she help hating him when 
he despised her and disapproved of 
everything she did? Well, why 
should she worry? There was no 

love lost between them and the 
mere fact of their relationship 
meant nothing. It was an irksome 
tie. There had been a time when 
it meant something; he had seemed 
to care a great deal for her when 
he was a little boy. He had 
been a pretty boy, by the way, 
with cute, lovable ways. Mrs. 
Hblmes stirred restlessly and rolled 
her head. But no longer! All he did: 

I now was preach and voice his con-J 

Keep a Good Laxative ( 
always in your home i 

Among the necessities of home is j 
ft good, reliable laxative. Don’t be : 

without onel Do your best to pre- 
vent constipation. Don’t neglect it 
when you feel any of its disagree- 
able symptoms coming on. "We 
have used Thedford’s Black-Draught 
tor 21 years and have found it a 

very useful medicine that every 
family ought to have in their home,’* 
writes Mrs. Perry Hicks, of Belton, 
Texas. "I take Black-Draught for 
biliousness, constipation and other 
ills where a good laxative or purga- 
tive is needed. I have always found 
Black-Draught gives good results.* 

Sold in 25-cent packages. 

BLACK-DRAUGHT 

]V[0 ONE likes to 

W& v be told bow to 

spend his money, and 

yetveterans will be ap- 

pealed to from every 
1\ angle by those who 
(jr have anything to sell 

■—anything from sox 

to gold bricks. 

The wise veteran is 
not the man who throws away his bonus money on 

worthless goods—nor the man who hoards it. It’s the 
man who gets real value when he does spend his money. 

And what single thing could bring more real value 
into a home than a 1936 Kelvinator—the outstanding 
refrigerator of die year? We urge veterans to see the 
new Kelvinators and then judge whether there is a 

better method of investing a small part of their bonus. 

Kelvinator is not 
only the most 
beautiful refrig- i 
erator yon ever 1 
mw, but it has I 
everything you’ve I 
always wanted in I 

| die way of con* 1 
venience. 

Only Kelvinator 
gives you a Built-in 
Thermometer, a 

Certificate of Low 
Operating Cost 
and a 5-Year Pro- 
tection Plan. It is 
just as easy to buy 
as an ordinary 
refrigerator. 

Kelvinator 
A 100% SAFE INVESTMENT 

Duke Power Co. 
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96-YEAR-OLD FATHER —p The only Confederate Vet* 
eran George Isaac Hughes j of New Bern, North Caro* k 
lina, 96 years old, with his b 
28-year-old wife, their Infant K 
daughter Mary Gertrude, g born June 3, and their son E 
Franklin Roosevelt Hughes, ■ 

17 months old. 

jpK^PREP A R IN 

p|I:» BONDS—Employees of the Treas- 

W JH ury Department writing checks by 
jj? machine to pay the soldiers bonus. 

-m I”””1 ’S^SET ”1 I 

ISfirst^^^^^^^dthe 
last 

B —Unable to wear his new straw 

| hat to Newport’s official opening, 
— Walter Woolf King, star of “The 

Flying Red Horse” program, donned 
it at his Friday show heard over 
Columbia network at 8:00 P. M. 
E. D. S. T. King claimed it was the 

_ 
last straw when his co-star Joan 
Marsh insisted on putting the hat 

at her own angle. 
i 

MARQUISETTE dinner 
DRESS—Black sheer mar- 

quisette, summer’s favor- 
ite fabric, is used to create 

Singer Rogers’ newest 
tunic dinner dress. Rows of 
fine stitching make a border 
for the tailored collar and 

how. the short sleeves 
and the skirt of the tunic. 
Double medallions of white 
lace are appliqued all the 

v.ay down the front of the 
-— tuf)jc. 

-- 'jx. 

SON—Premier Musso- 
lini pins a medal of valor on his son, Lieut. Bruno 
Mussolini of the Aviation Corps, during ceremonies 
at which II Duce decorated the heroes of the war 

against Ethiopia. 

CHIEF LOUIS DEER, 77- 
year-old patriarch of the 
once fierce Iroquois, no 

longer leads his braves 
Into action on the warpath 
but instead over the golf 
course which has recent- 
ly been constructed on 
the big Indian reservation 
at Caughnawaga, Quebeo, 
near Montreal. Golfers say 
the redmen make excellent 

caddies. 

tempt. Contempt from her 
own son. Well, this would take 
oim down a peg. He’d have to get 
out of this scrape the best way he 
:ould; she did not propose to make 
i liar out of herself, to make her- 
self ridiculous or—worse. She 
couldn’t go back on her sworn 

statement, even if she wanted to. 
rhat was prejury. And this Woods 
hussy who had played at love- 
making with him, what did she 
want? Help, of course, in clearing 
him. (Humph- Some mothers 
might feel called upon to go to 
extreme lengths for their sons, but 
not she. No. She would nlot talk 
to her. 

The next day, however, when 
Hazel Woods came again, Mary 
Holmes suddenly changed her mind 
and had the girl sent upstairs. She 
was feeling strong enough to sit up 
in a chair by this time; she steeled 
herself to endure some hysterical 
outburst, skorne extravagant appeal 
to her sympathies. It suspsised her 
when none came. Miss Woods was 

haggard and listless, but she was in 
perfect control of herself. She had 
fine eyes, the elder woman noted, 
but they were hopeless and they 
gave the impression of thorough 
defeat. She made it plain with her 
first words that she accepted as 

true what had been given out 

through the papers—namely, that; 
Mrs. Holmes’ illness was the result; 
of shock and maternal anxiety, and 
took it for granted that she wasj 
ready to, join in any effort, how-! 
;ver desperate, to undo the mischief, 
she had caused. 

iftis gave tne motner a disagree-: 
ible sensation. She inquired coldly,! 
"Have you been to see him.” 

Hazel shook her head; her voice 
faltered. "How dould I, after what 
came out? I was tried, convicted, 
and—publicly branded, all in one 

day. It would only cause him pain 
to see me and I can spare him that.” 
After a moment she went on: 

"I’ve done what little I can. I’ve 
hired the best lawyers in the city, 
but—that is so little.” Again she 
choked. "Oh, Mrs. Holmes, he 
didn’t do it! I know it and so do 
you, but what can we do?” 

"I—Nothing, I’m afraid.” 
"We must do something. Don’t 

you understand the danger he’s in? 
[f it hadn’t been for your state- 

ment—” 
"Oh, of course, blame it on me!” 

irritably cried the elder woman. "1 

suppose everybbdy expects me to—■ 

to go back on my oath, just because 
he’s my son.” 

The girl pondered gravely, then 
nodded. "Why, yes, I suppose they 
do expect that. It’s what every 
mother would do. IJd lie. I’d steal, 

I’d sin, I’d do—anything if I had 
one. But—” 

"He has never been a real son to 
me. He never cared a snap for me. 

He has caused me every bit of un- 

happiness I ever had. I’ve had more 

than my share, by the way.” The 
speaker’s tone was one of utmost 
bitterness. 

"And yet it makes no difference, 
does it? You love him just the 
same.” Mrs. Holmes uttered a der- 
isive sound. "Oh, now! Why try 
to deceive me? We women nurse 

our babies at our breasts and no 

matter how old or how big or how 
bad they become they’re still our 

*--—- 

babies and we fight for them, 
tooth and nail. I’m a woman. I 
know.” 

"Humph! We fight for our lov- 
ers, too. Do you, honestly—care 
for Jerry?” 

"I love him. I want him so 

much that I’d—burn eternally to 

have him flor one day, one hour. 
You must know how I feel. I’m 
speaking to Maria di Nardi. 
But that’s not all. I care for him 
so sincerely that I wouldn’t marry 
him, even if he asked me. It’s too 
late. You understand that, don’t 

iyou? He can be cleared; he can 

make a name for himself; pefcple 

will forget, so far as he is con- 
cerned. But they’ll never forget 
the girl in the Ethridge case. You 
see, Mrs. Holmes, I’m not the great 
artist that you were. You had a 

God-given voice and a God-given 
genius. Maria di Nardi wasn’t an 

ordinary tsfoman; she was more- 
she was one out of many millions. 
She loved and suffered more in- 
tensely than we common women, 
she topped greater heights and 
sounded lower depths. Jerry told 
me the sttory you told him. It is 
the devine talent, the heaven-sent 
gift of the artist, that we must 
worship, not the weak, human 
artist herself. The one is so in- 
significant, so unimportant as 

compared with the other.” 
Mary Holmes experienced a 

grateful warmth about her heart 
at these words. Here was a fel- 
low "professional,” a woman with 
soul and understanding. Hazel was 

still speaking: 
"Jerry feels the same way. Even 

what you told him that last night 
made no real difference in his re- 

gard for you. When you say he is 
no son, that he never loved you, 
■rou are sfo mistaken. The world 
suffered a loss when you lost your 
voice, but you have passed on, 
through him, a talent perhaps as 

precious as your own. It must be 
saved—not for us fonly, but for 

(Continued on page three) 

■» YES 
-you can 

Are you one of these nervous 

people who lie awake half the 
night and get up feeling “all in”? 

Why don’t you do as other light 
sleepers have been doing for 
more than two generations— 
take Dr. Miles Nervine? 
One or two pleasant effervescent 
Nervine Tablets or two or three 

teaspoonfuls of liquid Nervine 
will generally assure a night of 
restful sleep. Perhaps you will 
have to take Nervine two or 

three times a day just at first 
Nervous people have been using 
Dr. Miles Nervine for Sleepless- 
ness, Nervousness, Irritability, 
Restlessness, Nervous Indiges- 
tion, Nervous Headache, Travel 
Sickness, for more than fifty 
years. 
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SALESMEN 
T 1 

Mr. Merchant: 
I 

WHEN you present your merchandise to the trade I 
through the medium of good newspaper ads you have 

tireless salesmen working for you 24 hours a day. They 
reach prospective buyers in the most remote spots. .and 
they expose your merchandise to sales ... .A famous mer- 
chant prince once stated, “expose your merchandise to 
enough customers and you’re bound to make a sale.”... 
The CAROLINA WAiCHMAN’S advertising columns, 
consistently used, are bound to help business. We are I 
equipped to give first-class service in modern displays, j with type faces, illustrations, copy suggestions and lay- 
out. Let us demonstrate that newspaper advertising is the 
most direct route to buyers and the most inexpeneive. 

I 
Phone 133—We Will Call j 

THE CAROLINA WATCHMAN j 
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