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. Ma two dawugh-
poofor Btriokiand, e o0 o Rsce,

W‘l. a

r'nh?m":
wrtin L ' Peter,

Pﬂ' "M,(Ehg atab of pain when he
MITY: e situation. Oherry arrives
s fimo to be with her father a
" ‘M“" before Ne sﬂﬂfe:. ler

' "ilie to marry him, though he

orke oTTY
et Onet Ylove himp Peter ve-
(ka0 Allx. PR O
WAy “,.',: 5 ':-”o::m a man, and
different places,
for granted!”

Oh, you think works that way

Peter Mkld'ur‘ you think sof Aren’t
;:w;;"ﬁnd:m’n lika thatt"’
p AND AERE IT CONTINUES i
U alarm. You quitter!", he
‘Yt:tr:m:::::i. Alix laughed, a trifle
Also she flushed, with a great
¢ eplendld young color gh“‘mme
““f:ne look seventeen again. “Your
’ ther Tnft you——something, Allx? Peter
v od prosently, with some hesitation.
what,” she answersd frankly, “In
hers Anne comes in!"

pulitily.

“Ame " "
" Justin came stralght over,
1“::,-,“;"“.,“, “and they were really
; I'[ And they asked me to come lo
“,'l'or a visit—but I couldn't very
ST they live with his mother, you
¢ Amanda Price Little, ,who writes
RRTT tors to the Chronicle about educal-
B'e children aml all that Doctor
Sounger and ﬂeo?o Sewall wera here
day; you and George were named
“sxocutors, 1 was so mixed up in
and deeds and overdus tnxes

4 (nterest and bonds——
“poor old Alix, If T had only beerr
are to help youl" the man sald, And
. d.'mamenr they looked a little con-

t ench other
: W anyway,” the girl resumed
hagUly. "when It eame to rending the
jll. Anne and Justin sprung a mine
ofer us! It seems that ten years ago,
when the Strickland Patent Fire Fx-
sopylghor was put upon ths market, my
gorable father didn‘t have much money
—bhs never did have, somehow. So
ane's father, my Uncle Vineent, went
r‘. it with him to the extent of about
Y "

*Three thousand!" Peter, who had

ben mn'mi forward, earnestly atten-

schoad In rellef,

at was all. Dad hnd about §300.
They had to have & Inboratory and some
expensitg rotorts and things, It seems,
Dad did all the work, and put In his
$100, and Umcle Vincent put in $3000—
and the funny thing {s," Alix broke off

o gay, musingly, “Uncle Vincent wan

rfectly splendid about it; I mysell

member him saying, ‘Don't worry,
. I'm speculating on my owm re-
Igpaneibllity, not yours.'

“Well?" Peter prompted, ne she hesl-

*,

“Well. They had a written agreement
fhen, giving Uncle Vincent a third in-
ferest in the patent, should It be sold or
put on the market—="

“Ha'" Peter ejnculated, struck,

“Which, of course, ‘Was onlr n littte
while before Unecle Vineent died,"” Alix
went on, with a grave nod. “The agree-

t lay in dad’s desk all these years—
y how enslly he might have burned
ff many's the time! But he didn't
Qeorge Sewall says that Anme i right.”

“But wasn't Anne third heiress any-
way, under his will? I know [I've
Reard—"

“Certainly she was, But & third in-
terest now, In a diminished eptate that
began at something less thasm $160,000, s
Quite diferent from a third of it ten
years wgo, plus compound Interest,” Alix

i, bringing her clear brows together

ith a quizzical smile. "They've broken

(he ‘will'
whistled

Peter,
aalvely,

"Gee—rusalem !" he exclalmed, "What
At this Allx Took

# Allx looked very mober, gnzed
doylvn it the fire, and shook her head.

}":ll:rho h:d!;'l .l:a E}nnwered. briefly.

was sllent, loo
ltuai-lfm:llun. uing at ber in

“Almost, that 18, Allx amended mor
gheerfully, “As it was—we should hm‘:
li:d}[n;ur-i‘thnu lhlrity thousand apiece.

A, Anne gets it al
‘".“mm;ly .]L'l_r Il, or it not quite

"Gets !" he ec d, . "H
3““] i dodk hoe hotly How do

"It seems to be perfectl unt.," the
Bl anewered, rather Ilri-len’!(y.j But im-
medintely she laughed. *“'Don‘t look mso
awfyl Peter, In the first place, Cherry
and I still have the house, In the sec-
;::;1 :llrjl.‘l"lf, I am singing at St. Raphael's

U0 @ year, and singlng oth 0
liml:‘nnd then," - g OV Dltiny

“Allx, aren't you corking!" he »
with his !rlmlau{ul lmlle.n‘ i

“Am 17" she asked, smliling, But im-
medlately the amile melted, and her lips
thook. “Anyway, I'm glad you're home
ll:in. Peter I ghe added.

Home again,” he answered, half-
Wngrily. “1 should hope I am—and high
fime, too! Hns this—thls money been
tu.r_nf-:! over to Anne?’

Not yet, Nobody gets anything until
the eptate I8 clenred—n yenr or more
from now."

"And do you tell me that she
the effrontery to take it?"

‘Rather! ‘She sald to me,
Wonderful that Justin saw it
and [ never would have seen
was quite sweet and merry over |t Y

‘ifeat Lord! Does she know that |t's
Practically mil your father had 7"

:Jl\lu hesitated,

Well, you see there had been mis-
Ranagement, Peter, Dad speculnted, and

8t wome. And we were n pretty heavy
£xpense for a good many years, I hated
o exp- o the whole thing, and George
=he's been  pplendid—sald that they
Probably had n perfectly walid clalm,
anyway. There are some things to be

kful for,” Allx added, dashing the
sudden tears from her eyes “and one s
III.I:t dod never knew t!"

‘1 ean't tell you how surprised I am
&t Anne” Peter said,

e Well, we all were!” Alix confessed.

But it's just Anne's odd llttle self-cen-
tered way." she added. "It was here,
tnd she wanted It. She belongs heart
ind woul to the Little family now, and
the In quite triumphant over being of
#0 much help to Justin. They're to bulld
& houss in Herkeley., Anne has it all
Worked out!" Allx sald, with amused
t:h-l 1 :"\\.'nll---T h:]l Hong go, and as

fig I can rent this house, 1"
to New York" -

"Why New York, my dear glrl?"

Becauge 1 belleve 1 can make a Nv-
Ing thore, singing and teaching and gen-
#rully struggling with life!” she an-
#wered, cheerfully, “Cherry gets most
of the money—they are wlways peme-
What in debt, and I imagine that the
Teanon she In able to have a nice apart-
ment and 0 mald now is becauss she
knows {1 iy coming—and I get the houss,
n nough money to keep me golng—

A yeur, in New York." ‘

" ¥you want to go, Allx?' he sald,
af‘rrwqtlunulnlv.

"Yes, 1 think I do,” she answered.
But her eves watered, I do—Iin a way,”
Ao udded, “That ls, I love my aing-
Ing, and the thought of making s suc-
Celn s delightful to me. But of course
it menns that T give up everything else.

o't have home lfe, and—and the
“'u“!') for years, four or five anNyway,
Tl hive to ‘give all that up.

L And Pmo twenty-neven, Peter. And
!‘_‘ always pather hoped that my musle
Wos golng to be a domestic varlety——"
he wtopped, smiling, but he saw tho
Win in her eyes. “George Sewnll most
mdly asked me to mother his small
Bif——" yhe resumed, casually. ‘“But
Mthough he I8 the deareat—'"

Sewall dld " Peter exclalmed, rather
®lrick,  “Grent Soott! his father ls one
of the richest men in San Francisco."

[ know i, Allx agreed. “And he s
Irrn of the nloest men,” she added. *“But

Courde he'll never really love any one
i Ursula.  And T felt—oh, [ feit too
hl’."'- and nlone and depresped to enter
ﬂ:"ll tongratplations and clothes and

mily dinmers with the Sewalls.” she
hded, o little drearily. 1 wanted—1I
_:? ml ‘D\I\Rl In the old way-—as they
Ing =" #he sald, her volce thicken-
tll know—1 know I Peter sald, sym-

M“‘-"E'-‘u"!u'- And for a while there
Fuin Ifl “nee In the Jittle house, while the
vitho oll wteadlly upon the dark forest
buulm' And sonked branches swished
me un 1k And windows, “Can you put
kmlu:nflhl?" he asked, luadanly. o

‘Rather! I think €

. RN |

Ry

In the allence, ox-

will have

‘Isn’t It
at once.
It!" She

made up freah oWt Monday,” she told
him. “And tomorrow,” she added, with
a brightening face, “we'll walk up to
Lour_ ouse and see what alx months of
mml: !l uninterrupted away have done
« “That's just what we'll do !" he agroed,
enthusiastioally. “And we'll have some
muslo——"

8he had risen, as If for good-nights,
and was now besido the old square plano,
whera ahe had placed the Inmp

I haverm't touched It—slnce——"" ghe
#ald, andly, sitting on the stool, and with
h:s eyen ntlll smiling on him, puttin

hadk the hin cover. And A& momen

Iater her hands, with the assurance and
onse of the adept, drifted Into ome of
the nongs of the old dayw,

‘Do you remember the day we put
the rose tres back, Poter?' nyho uIr:d.
‘When Martin was almost a atranger?
And do you remegiber the day Cherry
and I fell Into the Thres Wells and you
and dad had to disappear while we drjed
our olothing on branches of trees? And
‘do you remember the day we made bis-
eu!_tn. over by the ocean \?

1 remember all the days” he answer.
od.' _;Ivo:pl ldstltrrld.

n't see all this, then," Alix
hmused, st playing - moftly. ' “Anne
r-_lnirntn everything for her husband,
You and I here talking of dad's death,
nnﬂsﬁl?:rrgo tm||t.|1"1-ler.l-?—-" She sighed.

. L]
autckly. Py he quenstioned

r“#}l_lx shrugged, pursing her lips doubt-

‘'She's not unha r
with a troubled nnr-:?l{'_
of thoss marringes that
:gr.lrtl‘;hera,nnnd don't

ded. “"Martin has faults, he's .
m-mnlblo. and he makes enemlon ;:u

Ofeé arem't the faulta for which a
;romng can leave her husband. Oh
P :}‘:‘r, #she added, lnying a smooth warm,
his 6yen Wih her Hoorurs,Airalght into
AWAy again ! Stay h::e l::);i" "dnn‘t o
A week or two, amd hel ¥ “"“-r o
thing worked ' P me get «averys
Bes mo i o, VR ol 1

ear old Alix!" he salg mittl
e b ng down
arg\h:h;ﬁ?mr?"m. her and putt ng his

S dropped her hea
and o they aut, \r.ryda':ﬂl

she told him,
“It's just one

ever stop,"” she

bl‘f{:ﬂ‘lk. 1‘,":‘" n child,
mebody ought to wir
collect” aho satd, after " spme N0
o e will defy Mrs, Grunfly, my dear,”
br?n" n;:lfl. kigsing the top of n soft
wn orald, “by trotting off hand in
x;n.ln. oumelves
8 v
g::.:gnl Yaars ago—don't ﬂuu r:;w':rl:f

“Heo 11d wish f 1
burat Into tears.

“I seem to be doin
slightly Irregulay mnnng-." she sald to
him the next day, when they had gotten
breakfast together, and were basking In
the sunlight of the upper deck of the
ferrybont, on thelr way to the city, *I
fpsnd the night before my marriage
alene—alone in 8 small country house

ghe sald, and

things In a

don't ever get |+

hidden In the woudn—wl| v -
trothed, and propose to bu;hm;"lmg:.
feau Immadintely after the ceremony !"

"1 feel llke saying to vou what the
dear old French archbishop sald (o the
small child," Peter smlled, marvellng o
little nonetheless at her untouched
serenity, "“He was speaking to all the
children In some Institution, and came
to this little one: ‘Et tu etes negre? Ah,
blen—blen, continuer—continuez! It's
whut makes you yourself, Allx, doing
everything just a little differently.”

"Marrylng you, far from secming a
radical or momentous thing to do,” she
assured him, “seems to me llke getting
back Into key—getting out of this bad
dream of loneliness and change—secur-
Ing something that I thought was lost ("

Har voice feoll to a drenmy note, and
she watched the gulle, wheeling in the
sunshine, with thoughtful, emiling eyes.
The man glanced at her once or twice, In
the allence that followed, with something
|llk§ hesitation, or compunetion, In his
ook,

“Look here, Allx—Ilet's talk. I want
to tell you something—or, rather "

“Continuez—continuez!" she sald,
laughing, as he hesitated.

"“There's never been anything—any-
thing to tell you—or your father, if he
was here,” Peler sald, flushed and a
trifte awkward, “I'm not that lind of
a man. I was o crippled kid, as you
know, all for books and music and walks
and older peopls, But there has heen
that one thing—that one woman &

Flushed, too, she waa looking at him
with brigat, Intelligent syes.

“But 1 thought she never
knew——"

*No, she never did!"

Alix looked back at the gulls.

“Oh, well, then * she said,
ferontly.

“Allx, would you like to know about
her?' Peter sald bravely. “Her name
—nny, everything?" o

“Oh, no pleage, I'd much rather not
she Intercepted him hasatily, and after n
pause she added, "“Our marriage lsn't

evien

Indif-

THE GUMPS—The Stock Rose, but

Andy Wasr’t With It

I'LL JUST PERP AT THE

WRUNG ~ IRONED AND LAIP

AWAY — CLEANED «

STOCE MARKET AND SER WHAT
OLh CARP CAVIAR HAS DOMNE -

| KNOW IT'S DONE. PLENTY TO
ME ~ IT'S GOT ME WASBHED ~

CARP CAVIAR —
HAGS A SHART RALLY-T

GAINS
Z0 POINTS

Bwekt T coorxiel |

AND ME AS CLEAN
AS A NURSR'S CAP -
ILL SAY SOMETHNING
FOR THOSE TIRDS -

\THEY TPLUCKED ME
IN FuLL BLOOM

JUST LIKE SiETIN'
ASHES~ THEY SHANKE
AND SHAKE - THEY KEEP
OM SHAKING TiLL THERE'S

NOTitiNG BUT THE BIG-
LUMPS5 LEFT.

THEY WENT DOwN GRADE
WITH A Bi6 LOAD AADP

;
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THERE. GOING
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N\

— GOSH -
Those DATHMNG
SUITS DouY |
TAKE UP MUCH

RoomM —

S
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— PrRACTICAL
~ My Ere —" THeY
Coulp WEAR Twica
AS MUCH AND Swin
JUsT AS WELL -

(" No — THEYRE CuT
THAT wAY S0 THAT
THAY WAY For THE TAN WiLL COME,
DWIMMI NG - _) Even Wil THEVR.

) EVENING GOWNS -

— OH, THEYRE

NDOT MADE HO?

The Young Lady Across the Way

THE EXPERT POLO PLAYER TAKES UP GOLF

SCHOOL DA

The young lady across the way
says this has been a very hard year

the usual marriage, In that way, I
mean I'm mot jealous, and 1I'm not golng
to ory my cyes out because thare was
another woman—is ‘another woman, who
meant more to you, or might have! I'm
golug into It with my eyes wide open,
Peter. 1 know you love me, and ‘'l love
you, and we both llke the same things,
and that's enough.'

Three weeks later he nmamberegﬂ:hp

ey
wore in the valley house now, and =
bitter storm was whirling over the
mountain, Peter's little eabln rocked to
the gale, but they wers warm and com-
fortable beside the fire; the room was
lamp-lighted, scented by Allx's sweet
singlo violets, white and purple, spill-
Ing themselves from a glass bowl, and
by Peter's pipe, and by the good scent
u{ reen bay burning. The Joyces had
had a happy day, had climbed the hills
under a lowerlng sky, had come home to
dry clothes and to cooking, for Kow was
away, and had finally shared uan epl-
curcan meal beslde the fire. o

Peter was wrapped In deep content;
the companfonship of thls normal, prett
woman, her gulck words and quie
lnugh, her muslc, her glancing, bright
interest in anything and everything, was
the richest experience of hin life. She
had sald that she would change noth-
ing In his home, but her clever white
fingern had changed overything. There
wins order now, there was charming
fusaing and dusting, there were flowers
In bowls, and books wset stralght, and
there was just the different little angle
to plano and desk and chalrs and tables
that made the cabin & home at last. She
wanted bricks for a path; he had
lnughed at her fervent, “Do glve me u
whole varlond of bricks for Christmas,
Peter!" She wanted bulbs to pot. He
had lazlly suggested that they open the
town house while carpenters and paint-
era remnde the cabin, but she had pro-
tested hotly, "Oh, do let's keep It just
as it always was!" i

Omiling, he gave her her way. She
amuned him day after day. He watched
her, marveling at the miracle that was
woman, He heard her in the kitchen,
interrogating the Chinese: “You wshow
me pleturs_your little boy!"” He heard
her invelgl™g Antone, the old Itallan
laborer, Into confldences,

Tonight he watehed her In great sat-
igfaction ; he liked to have her here In
his home, one of the pretty Stricklands,
Pater Joyee's wife. Nobody else wan
here, nobody else belonged heres, they
waore master of thelr own llves. She quite
eaptivated him by her simplicity and
frankneas : she washed her masses of
brown halr apd shook It loowe In the
punshine, and she came In wet more
than once, and changed her shoés before
the fire—just as she had years ngo,
when she was n madeap little girl run-
ning wild through the woods

They had been tnlking of Cherry, as
they often did, Allx's favorite toplo
was her little alster; she had almont a
maternal pride and tr‘mdnuu where
Cherry wag conocerned. Todny she had
been housecleanink, and had brought
some treasures downstairs. She had
showed Peter Cherry's old  exercise
books: ''Look, Peter, how she put !qnen
in the naughts and gurned the sevens
into little sallboats! And goe lha"utl‘i!l'
gling letters—'Charity Strickland !’ I've
nlways hated to destroy them. She was
such & lasy, cunning little scholar |

Peter, smiling at the old lmok‘u, l-uu_‘l
romembered her, & small, square Cherry,
with & film of gold hlling over a blag-
ing cheekk, and mutinous blue eyes. ri'"i
-—fho wonderful eyew wers wonderfu

aven then

moment, and asked her again.

for the bees and no wonder maple
sirup’s so high,
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Her First Week Is Over

Monyricht, 1024, A1 1adger Mo

. THANK HEAVEN 1 DoA'T HAVE To SPEAD

AEXT WEEK IDp DIE!
THAT MOS@UITo CARRIED
OFF MY OTHER SHOE) DIb |\ 'Y
‘1ov EVER SEE SUCH
A DULL ,6LY

S

(Guess

MY VACATION IN THIS SLEEPWALKERS DUMP!
IF T WASA'T GoIN' TO A FASHIOMABLE PLACE

ALLE T WOAT CasT BACK ANY SAD Goob BYES!
IM GLAD To BE OUT OF SUCH AN U6LY
PLACE! GEE, NOT OAE MAN EXCEPT THE
ENGINEER ON THE —

111,02 AND HE CRIES &

WITH SYMPATHY WHEN [

PARDOA 'ME = COULD
You DIRECT ME T

JARS. BROWAI'S
BOARDING HOUSE®

A GoLwr, AINT IT Fuany
How ‘oL DOAT SOMETIMES
AIOTICE THINGS TIL ITS OVER?

" Alow T AEVER AIOTICED
BEFORE HOW PRETTY
THIS PLACE

By Edwina

GET NE ™'
PAFPLR

Mo
“cape!

GET I1T—
“ DICH (oVERED
MAN

: ;-‘W;:oumn

CANT YA SEE 1M
Rl o -
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