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Help Them Help Us

A few weeks ago a c
ommittee u wa-

ter users, officials and 
interested per-

sons called up Senator B. K. 
Wheeler

at his Lake McDonald 
summer home

with the express intention 
of asking

early completion of the pu
mping plant

which should have been completed

about two years ago. At that time,

Senator Wheeler suggested th
e com-

mittee circulate a petition 
stating the ;

request, desire and need for s
uch ac-

tion so that he might have it 
to take

back to Washington.

Congress demands upon the 
monies

which it appropriates several 
times the

number of senators and repr
esentatives,

in addition to that allotted b
y execu-

tive order. The senators and 
represen-

tatives of the east have as a r
ule been

luke warm if not downright 
unfriend-

ly to any project which is 
slated for a

western state. If is a tremendous 
task

for representatives from a stat
e with a

population of that of Montana to 
con-

vince a Congress that destitution is

just as hard to bear up under
 in cer-

tain parts of Sour state as it is f
or

slums dwellers to rear their chi
ldren in

Poverty. But that same Congress w
ould

donate hundreds of thousands of 
dol-

lars for slum clearance Projects with-

out blinking an eye, yet turn a 
deaf

ear to those sons of the soil who 
are in

equally as precarious a situation 
due

to failure of the government to
 ful-

fill its promises of water to the l
ands

which it sold them.

Yet we are asking that Congress 
to

do just that. We ask that the 
govern-

ment through the Indian Irrigation

Project allot enough money to com
-

plete the pumping plant which is 
ex-

pected to give them water which 
they

were told was forthcoming when th
e

land was opened to settlement.

Monday, Senator Wheeler will visit

the project and will meet with the wa
-

ter users and discuss the matters with

them. Afterwards he and our other

congressmen and Senator must present

our request to Congress for action.

When we remember that every sen-

ator and representative who ever spon-

sored a bill or asked an allottment

front Congress oftentimes used his every

effort before he saw that request grant-

ed. can we not give our Senators and

representatives in Congress our peti-

tion as a part of the necessary ammu-

nition to rend from Congress the monies

need to fulfill our pressing needs—the

fulfillment of its promise—the corn-
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CHAPTER IX

"Don't move! I've got you cov-

ered!"
In obedience to the hoarse warn-

ing, Sam and Brooke Reyburn stood

as if turned to stone in the dark hall

of Lookout House.
Lights flared. Brooke stared in-

credulously. Was that Jed Stewart

with his hand on the switch glaring

at them with wide dilated eyes, with

his mouth open as if he had just

swallowed a salt 'wave? That was

a flashlight he was pointing at them,

not a pistol. It was Jed Stewart

without his coat, with his black bow

tie under one ear, with only one

shoe on.
"For the love of Mike, Jed Stew-

art, perhaps you'll tell me why

you're holding us up in our own

house? Why this Public Enemy No.

I touch?" Sam demanded.
Stewart blinked.
"What are you two doing wander-

ing round this house half dressed

at this time of night?"

"Stop shouting, Jed. You'll have

Lucette down here," Sam said.

"Come into the living room and tell

us what you're doing in this house,

Jed."
"Let's go to the kitchen instead,

more likely to stabilize our emo-

tions," Brooke suggested. "I'll

make cocoa and we'll scramble

eggs. Jed must need food after the

late ex-excitement — he's fairly

twitching with it—and I feel hollow

to my toes. Come on, Sam."

"Sounds okay to me. I'm a grow-

ing boy, I need lots of nutriment

crystals?' I heard sounds in the
bathroom. It sort of took my breath
for a minute and my brain whirled
like a pin-wheel. Then I grabbed up

my flash from the table beside the
bed and tiptoed to the door. I
banged it open. Water was gurgling

out of the tub, dripping from the
shower, my shaving things were
scattered everywhere, and—a shoe
was going out of the window." Stew-

art pulled out a handkerchief and
mopped his red, moist face.

"A c=toe!" Brooke and Sam ex-

claimed in unison.

"I presume there was a foot in it.

For an instant amazement para-
lyzed me. I made a strategic er-

ror. Instead of beating it after that

shoe, I poked around. The razor
was gone. That fact gave me a
nervous chill. 'Why would.. a man
take that? Who could it have been?
Kowa?' I asked myself. 'But he has

his own bath; why should he use
mine?' Then I came to and realized
I was wasting time."

"I'll say you were and you're
fairly spilling it now. Keep going!

You did go after him, didn't you?"

"I did, Sam, but first I shouted
for Mark. I hadn't much hope that
he would hear me but I didn't dare
wait to make sure. I squeezed my

boyish figure through that window

and wriggled to the balcony. I lis-

tened. I could hear only the pound

of the surf and the crack 'of frost

in the trees. Cautiously I peered

over. Nothing moving. A sound!

After this I'll never doubt that hair

can rise. Mine felt like that green

stuff you see growing up straight

on one of those terra cotta heads. I

listened. Sounded like a curtain flap-

ping. Then I noticed that the win-

dow next to mine was open. Had

the man gone in instead of over?

"I knew that it was a Lookout

House window, Brooke, but I didn't

know whose room. I couldn't be

fussy about that. All the horrors

I'd ever heard rushed through my

mind as I thought of the missing

razor and of what might be happen-

ing to you and Lucette and Sam."

He ran his fingers under his col-

lar.
"It chokes me even to think of it.

Where was I? Oh, yes, I squeezed

through and dropped softly to the

floor. I stopped to lock the window

and draw the shade—my late visitor

might' have a pal. I reasoned—

before I tiptoed into the adjoining i

room. It was a bedroom unlighted.

You'd better eat, Brooke;
Behind a hanging I reconnoitered.

you A mirror over a desk in the next
didn't touch a thing when we came room reflected a boudoir with flower 

•

back from rehearsal. I'll run up panels; then I knew that the room
and get a couple of bathrobes. Take

these, Jed." He kicked off his slip- 
was Brooke's. All the lights were

"Don't interrupt, Sam. Go on,

Jed. Did you sec anyone?"
-Couldn't see anything. Didn't

dare use my flash for fear I might

be spotted. I figured that the man

hail heard me enter my room, had

beat a to the balcony, had seen the

open window at this house, had

craw led in planning to make his

get-away from the lower floor. I
guinshoed down holding my breath

at every creak of a stair board. ex-

pecting every minute that I'd be

sniped at.
-In the hall I stopped to listen.

Sounds upstairs. Faint sounds. I

hunted for the light switch. Found

it. It seemed years that I waited

in the dark with my finger itching

to press that button. The house

was so still I could hear my brain

working. Stairs creaked! Back

stairs! A door swung! He was
coining! A chair crashed! I had

him! I shouted:
"'Don't move! I've got you cov-

ered!' Snapped on the hall light.

When I saw you two blinking and
staring like owls, you could have
knocked me over with a toothpick.

That's the end of my installment of

the serial. Now, perhaps you'll ex-

plain why you were prowling round
this house?"
With her arms in the big green

mandarin sleeves crossed on the
white porcelain table; her eyes deep
shining pools of excitement, Brooke
leaned forward and told him. Stew-
art's lips and cheeks puffed and de-
flated at second intervals as he lis-
tened.
Suddenly, Sam raised his hand in

warning. "Listen, folks! Footsteps!
Stealthy! Outside! Who's coming?"
Jed Stewart sprang up. He caught

his chair before it could crash, and
swung it experimentally as Sam
pressed the light switch and plunged
the room into ghostly gloom.
The back door opened softly.

Brooke held her throat tight in one
hand to stifle an exclamation.
The light flashed on. She closed

her eyes. Opened them. Was that
Henri. Henri standing in the middle
of the floor, with the blinking green

parrot making queer noises undef
his arm, or was this more night-
mare? She was awake. Sam was
real, as he stood with his finger on
the switch. Jed Stewart was real,
as he puffed his lips in time to the
swing of the chair he clutched. Hen-
ri's ghastly face, distended eyes,
and the savage invectives which
gritted through his chattering
teeth, were real.

Cut that line!" Sam took a step
toward The butler. "You should op-
preciate this little surprise party in-
stead of acting as if you'd stepped
into a nest of scorpions. It wasn't
but a couple of hours ago I saw you
in this very kitchen dressed—or un-

dressed—for bed. Why did you go
out?"
Henri made a desperate attempt

to steady his quivering mouth. He

looked like an innocent pris-
oner haled before an accusing

judge; his expression was incredibly

grieved as he huddled the parrot

Under his arm and twisted his soft

hat in one hand. He appealed to

Brooke.
"I don't know why your brother

should speak to me as if I was a
criminal, Miss. Haven't I the right

to go out at night, even if I had

started for bed?" He attempted to

inject the virus of defiance into his

uneven voice.
"Of course you have, Henri, but

the papers are so full of burglaries

and hold-ups that when we heard

you stealing in we didn't know but

what it was our turn. Where did

you find Mr. Micawber?"
"That's why I went out, Miss.

Couldn't go to sleep, had him on

my mind. Queer where I found

him. Evervthina's Queer tonight."

Henri shuddered. "Nothing strange

has been happening in this house,

Rummage, Vegetables, Foods, Candy,

Fancy Work, Coffee, Doughnuts
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has it?"
"Nothing at all. Henri, nothing at

all," Sam assured quickly. "We sat
up talking and got hungry again."

"I'm glad of that, Mr. Sam, that
nothing strange happened, I mean,
because I—I found things terrible

wroneoutside."

"Wrong!" Not until she felt Sam's
foot on hers was Brooke conscious
of her explosive exclamation. She
noticed that the butler's long cruel

fingers shook as he passed them
over his slack mouth.

<Continued Next Tuesday)

Annual Dinner

The Pablo Lutheran Ladies' Aid will

hold their annual dinner, fancy work

and food sale on Saturday, November 6,

beginning at 12 noon. Dinner 25c. You

are invited.—Adv.
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A GOOD PLACE TO EAT
Where Good Meals Are

Served at Reasonable

Prices, Meals 35 and Up
TRY US

HI-WAY CAFE
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DANCE TO THE

I desk drawer was on the floor, its
Sam. followed her into the kitchen.

"Sam can be speedy when he co
ntents scattered in all directions. I

wants to be," she admitted,. as her 
A chair was overturned. I lived

brother entered with a lurid bath-
years crossing that room. What 

'
robe over his pajamas and another 

could I see? What would I find

the other side of that door? The hall
all red and green stripes which he was dark. The man—"
flung at Stewart. "Call hint the Bath-Crystal Ban-
"There you are, mlad."
"Bring the milk, eggs, butter and 

dit and be done with it. but get him

out of this house, Brooke's eyes will
bacon from the icebox, Sam. Toss

pletion of the pumping plant. me that apron. Jed, the big white 
Pon out of her head in a minute."

one—that's right. Toast some bread,  

Sammy."
Soon Sam sniffeo. "Doesn't the #

bacon smell dandy! Here you are,

folks." He arranged thin, crisp

Christian Science strips around a mound of fluffy

•Everlasting Punishment- was the scrambled eggs. "You and Jed sit

subject of the Lesson-Sermon which 
down, Brooke, and I'll bring the

was read in all Churches of Christ, 
cocoa after I find the marshmai

With The Churches

Scientist, on Sunday, October 31. 1937.

The Golden Text was: "Blessed is the

man whom thou chastenest. Lord,

and teachest him out of thy law."

'Pam. 94:12).
Among the citations which comprised

the Lesson-Sermon was the following

Irvin the Bible: "It Is of the Lord's

mercies that we are not consumed, be-

cause his compassions fail not. They are

new every morning: great is thy faith-

fulness." (Lam, 2:22-=). The Lemon-

Sermon also included the following

Passage from the Christian Science text-

book "Science and Health with Key to

the Scriptures" by Mary Baker Eddy:

' Whom the Lord loveth He chasten-

eth". "lie who knows God's will or the

demands of divine Science and obeys

them, incurs the hostility of envy; and

he who refuses obedience to God, is

:hastened by Love." ip. 241).

Christian Science Society

• 418 Fourth Street. Morning service at

11 a. m. Sunday school at 9:45 a. in.

Wednesday evening meeting at 8:00 p.

in. The public is cordially invited to at-

:end these services. Subject for Novem-

ber 7, Adam and Fallen Man. Golden

Text: John 6:63. It is the spirit that

quickeneth; the flesh prollteth nothing.

Methodist Church
Vir: P. Jinnett, minister. The church

school moves up to a new high in at-

tendance for the 'year. Were you there

last Sunday. Morning worship and

Armistice Day sermon at eleven o'clock.

Appropriate musical program and the

choir in special numbers. The public al-

ways welcome. United evening sermon

In this church. Sermon by Mr. Triol.

Pablo Lutheran
-A Changeless Christ for a Chang-

ing World." 10:15 Sunday School, 11:00

English service. Annual Aid Dinner and

Sale at the club house on Saturday,

November 6, beginning at 12 noon. The

Ladies Aid meets at the home of Mrs.

Wm. Dietrich on Wednesday. November
10 at 2 p. in., with Mrs. David Ander-

son and Mrs. Win. Dietrich as hostesses.

Welcome to our services. John Bund-

schuh, pastor.

Baptist-Presbyterian

Clifton W. Triol, pastor. Sunday

school 10 a. m. Morning worship 11 a.

m. Young People's meeting 6:30 p.

Carol Lacy, leader. Evening service at

7:30 p. in, at the Methodist chinch, Mr.

Triol preaching.

pers. "I'll put on shoes upstairs.' 
n. No one there. I crept in. A

lows to drop into the cups."
Brooke slipped off the apron and

waited until Sam had served steam-

ing hot cocoa with a little melting

white island floating in each cup and

"Perhaps You'll Tell Us Bow

Too Got In and Why, Jed?" •

helped himself lavishly to scram-

bled eggs and bacon, before, with

elbows on the porcelain table, chin

on her clasped hands, she suggest-

ed:
"Now that the shock of discover-

ing us roaming round in our own

house has somt.vhat worn off, per-

haps you'll tell us how you got in

and why, Jed?"
Stewart leaned back in his crie,r

with the air of a man whose appe-

tite has been abundantly satisfied.

"Well, it was like this. I had said

good-night to Mark and gone into

my room. I had pulled off my

coat, had yanked off one shoe when

I began to sniff." He reddened.

"Perhaps it's effeminate but I like

a lot of 4711 in my tub, and I asked
myself. 'Who's been using my bath
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Guest Artist Here
'This week. a trained oPeratm, direct

from the Colonial Dames Hollywood

Studio will be guest artist in our

stmt. giving a limited number of

Studio facials and make-up instruc-

tions. Everione is cordially invited

to consult her on beauty or make-up

problems. gbr Complimentary Studio
facials, it is recommended that you

make a reservation in Advance.

Phone 83w

AT
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(Cocktail Bar aid Lounged
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Poison Saturday
November 6 

Treasurers of ancient Pacific civiliza-

tions will be on display at the 1939 Gol-

den Gate International Exposition. •

HUBBARD'S
PHARMACY

1478 Admission: Men, 40c; Ladies, 35c


