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SISTERS

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

omnelan’s Wite”

by Kathlaen Norria)

fdark. where the hofror
ast the very spot

;n:.:ln E.;curf""" put Thompson told hia

wite later that poof Joyee had no

poemed 1o know it when they ,f""“““n l;

evidencs of emaotlo

Nor 81012 Saached the old Btrickiana

ard entere !
house hnd coma fyin

1?::::\"‘“, with Martin's first kiga upor
'w 1w, summonad  from Ban

Two dovtors, s
3 iseo, were here, al
h'“r'ih'l" had been lald upon ‘l‘\ hstily
Aved bed In the old study, 1o be s l
lmh‘;‘mu'rnw stalrs.  The roni wis imsta
morphesed, the wh
it as ubout a pivot,

:::g:::*::.ﬂ.l::m.g and mromeatimes ominously

slill, waltihg for danth,

“He oannot live!"” whirpered Chefry,
ty of face, and with the uttar
:F’:‘:-‘:u of ner woul and bralh expreésssd

fer tumb
h;‘[.hr\r‘ back

alr, ‘U dare touch
y —they don
pim e \'r:rli“lhlr;i surgeon mays the spine

wea his head!

too—nnd you e aald In AgONY: throvg!

Is #n terrible,’

ut teath,
'.'?I {n too terrible
fnow, that dife s th
they cannnt hold jt!

She led Peter into the sitting room,

whera the doctokd were wilting, Th

purses came mrl;l went |
n lighted
5e]'nlﬁr eama In, and
they had nm-nrlullll :h;n:‘l 4
n whosn wife had bee
?:\“:r“ \?rh sie manner u‘nrn-tnc
athy thay ald not veles,
own with them,
“Is there any x
. hnd gons AWAY on :
E—tﬂ:ﬁ- unnecessary  Journeys
which sha wns
”a‘:'n,:u man whook  hig hend,
gilence thay heard Martin groan. i
"It tn ponsible he may weather It
colirss,” the older man sald,
“He a8 comin

he knew that

nnao

¢ b able to tell better i_ll n
:ﬁfnwﬂrm’.“ The fact that he In |l\"|_1:|||
at all Indicaten a tremendous \'I:nll_l_\.

Thoughtfully and gravely they
changed technical phrases.
Chineres boy brought in n hn\.h
the other men ate and drank.

and hoth

vl hime

ression, but prepently ha roused him

;:! Lo replmlnh‘ :he”ﬂrr;lm:m; clook
tieked In the ! L

btrgairl?ymlnn;» to the door to aay “Doo-

br!™ In a burat of tears.

ifi‘:nl departed ut once to the study, and

now: hin face chalk white
g‘lr:!.r":‘lae.uilnnuml. knelt heside the :wﬂ‘.
hat frightened eyen moving from fac
m'lr#:fl.‘ was a hrief consultation, then
Cherry and Peajar were hanlshed,
Don't worry, dear,” sald one of the
nuress, coming out of the slck room
“It's just that Dector Henry thinkas he
would be more comfortable If we -'rmltll
g2t the arm and leg set! You see, now
that he's coumclous and Is running Just
ttle temperaturs "
a 'H.\;!lr‘h ro’\-».--'.'" Cherry asked sharply
"Oh; nothing at all, dear!" the nuree
hastened to say. “The only thing Is,
that setting the arm and leg will ease
the pain and save his strength.’ e

hot  water in the sllence
gronns nccasianally broks,

Cherry, her eyes on the study f!nnr.
stood hiting hee ﬂnr\rn In frenzy, When
from the sousd of Martin's volce she
roiliged that he wam being hurt,
looked at Peter In ngony,

“Oh, why do they do that—why do
they do that? Torturing him for noth.
ing!" he heard her whisper. “Go In
and-—go in and do wsomething!" wune
urged, h-.w-hf'rnnng;.

ut the sounds had stopped, and thers
was a blessed Interval of silence. The
clock on the mantel sounded 8 in swift,
silvery wtrokes, and presently a sym-
pathetic nures came silently in with a
tray holding two cups of hot goup.
Cherry shut her eyes and shook her
head,

"Pleass, Charry—you need Jt!"
pleaded, carrging her a mooking cup,
She protested ngain with a BuLure,
looked wearily into his eves, and drank
the woup nne!{rt_\r. IHke o chlld.,

“You, ton, Peter!" she sald, suddenly
rousing hersalf. Peter guiped down his
own cupful, waved away the sandwiches
that were on the tray, and took the
chalr oppoaite the one in which Cherry
wah sitting,

The clock presently struck the half-
hour, but nelther spoke. Cherry's pallor
her alr of futlgue and bewllderment, ane
the famlilar setting of the old environ-
ment made her seem & cohlld agaln.
Feter watohed her with a confused seise
that the whole frightful doy had been
A dream.  Once ghe looked up and mot
bin eyen
"He can't live,”
"Perh

rnhe

Peter

she sald in a whisper

rhaps not,” Peter anawered vary

low.  Cherry returned to her somber
musing,

“We dldn't see this end to It, dla

wa? ghe ssld with a pititul amile after
& leng while.

"Oh, no—no!" Petar said, shutting hia
¢¥ei, and with a falnt, negutive move-
Eint of his head.

‘'We wouldn't have had this
pen——"" Cherry began Her ipa
t-embled. her whole faoe wrinkled, and
e put her hand aoross her eYEN wna
pressed t there with a gesture of
forlornness and BOrrow that wrenchsl
‘I'ntcr's heart. Her teara began to fall
st

‘Poor Cherry—If T could spare you alj
his!" he gald, knotting his fingers and
taeling for 1he first time the prick of
Jtter tears agninst his eyellds

Oh, there |5 nothing you can do,"
Ehe sald faintly and wrurily after n
while, And ghe whisperad, ns If to her-
n‘-l_rb. .\'nlmng»—:m!Inlnu-—-ll-l{i:mx"'

. Then there was sllenece ugaln, The
wips burned sofuly ;) the fire Hucked and
f l"-ulz-d. L chilling alr, full of nutumn
fidness, began to oree B Irom the corners
of the room. Peter's eyes moved over
the backs of the old books, IMekens and
Irlidl‘ﬁﬂ!'h)‘ and the "Housshold Book of
\rrur." moved to the faded photograph
of Cherry's mother on the mantel, o

beautiful woman jn the big sleeves of the
lite nilnetlea

The doctor

hap-

A came back: there was a
Hitle wtlr and

rearrangement as they
sented themselves, K 1 o
Any chunge? Cherry asked, cau-
tiouply
"No change."
Bergs ige Both men shook thetr
T.:.n}'-ﬂnv hope?" ghe faltered
he

_The physlolans exchanged glances. No
ward was mpoken, but the

bkl look In thel
HUER, the faint narrowing of even il
compressing of lips gave her ler
ﬂi|'|\\'Pl )

It was g

.|1 strange wmnd bewildering

ght Peter, It was not ke any-
g K ha had ever connected In his
l‘;':'uu!'-‘:‘ With Alix, yet (t was all for
i ¥

(e dny wan warm and il and the
aI‘It_lrl1u :'!flh‘?l was pucked with fowern,
Ao hacked with people.  Women were
vrying, and men were orying, too, ruthar
o his duged aurpr| The organ was
the warm, fragrant
o old_clergyman, whoge ven.
leoniine hand, {n (1g ¢rown of
oL il_‘ll:. .l'r-!er could wes olearly,
gy, e lce that way thiokened with
Fad hep URNERrS, or Blmost strangers
Py been touching Peter's huind respect-
::Il{uwl__:;Hh{l])’.nh:ui been pl'u.hgmq Allx
1 ““ bwon “good” 1o this one, ‘Bood"™

‘L one, they tolg him; she haa

i lway . " .
“ha f:? WP B0 " Untereated,” “und  no

Her comn waa
of them the I
kiles and st

buried In Aowers miny

olain flowers Rhé loved, (he
ok il g i

2 rinn " i 1
:-!:.er-«f'!‘.‘-,l::.fl'1'|h°""’ wall-flowers that were
Yonen L} Ko hersell.  But it oy L

ML geented the w) ] "
A 0le workid for
Allx toduy and frash creamy buds had

Yoon placed betwn i J
And ol 11‘1. etween the Wiaxen fingers

: At radiont look of tri ihant
:'II‘N"r““K--rul on her quiel faoe, :‘r]r:kll nrllll
syl T‘Il’" Rhomt of n amile touched the
! . _1n~1|) and merry mouth,

-'l.m:n": sald  gooil-hy o hor at the
he i-l Il1:"*_ vVillagers una old  friends
I .m_:: OvVed !u-r. and Peter and two
slong. ) men alonn followed her down
old [l.: 1L “‘It[ill!l!f road that led to the

smetery, | herry way hnnking over

the bedside [} i
I'fl!l‘ill‘llilulr:_\ - h""hundb ol

Hngerod throy h ¥
iy . ough hours o1
] but ‘ny Pater,, responslve to a

on hin arm
Pareh to . y
it blindly ente

Crossed the church
F the walting motor-

O Baw, o Y /
diont seat, 1n hia decen r“‘ivngll:::

ot
4 1

orone
nodded, folded his armn A

ETKfmc. and starad inte the éarly
iy Thera wWas ho othar way 1o g

Id hallway where
o Xk in, n few shorl

Wi nurses,
hastily

liole houss moved abaul
nand therd was no
t for the man Who lay, some-

e frock and Lhe cnreless)y
and knotted masses of her
viiw arm is broken, Peter, and

Oh, Cod! it

her hands together.
unnlﬂnu'hm he In breéathing
there now, and that

the lampa had
sth the physiclans rose

this was the
iHed that
the Aym-
Peisr sal

' he asked, when
(P “l}lh‘ of the
with
nling the endless Imllr:n.
n

of
doubt fully.
ovt of that firat stupor,

X
Cherry's

Peler
nodded & negative without a change of

The phynt-

3 ™ mmongd to | that was so characteristic of her, and
l'atllr \:1::\1 1::1”[1\1":;2:’1“;1; 11:: ‘lul' friome [ that Peter had seen hsr use o thin
:?.l;t. tpltl--ﬂl Martin was thoroughly | very father vears ngo!

bustied oft fur basine, bandages and
Martin‘s

| the slek room, and

GUESS

'{|  Who Killed John
. Braden

There are plents of clues, but
It takes skill to pick and follow
1 the right one,

Do you posseas that skill?
Judge for yourself,

''| The Paradige
Mystery

That Is the name of a thellling
story which will begin on this
page  next Wednesday,

READIT

THE GUMPS—An Old Settler Pal of Andy’s

il

, MRS, NEHOGC \§
SIVING A BIRTHDAY
PARTY « THAT WOMAN
CERTAINLY DOES nNOW
HMOW Yo ENYERTAIN

!

SHE OvaMY
IVE
‘!\4}% Gaucw
OVY AT THE
oud PEOPLES'

(Ylt-mp 'LL BET SWE comMes

‘MMROVEH A CAKE WITH
ABOUY 32 CANDLES ON (Y

THAY OLD BIRD'S PRESSES
ARE GETTING SYORYER ALl
THE TIME « HEELS OoN HER SWOES ;
WIGHER = CHEEKS “bb‘w‘
HAR %t«zﬁ. AND

SHE'L BE BACK N HER

CRIB N A COUPLE OF MORE

YEARS «= SHE WAS ‘THE

ITE CHILD WEST
P i MISSISSIPP |~
SHE WAS G IVING BIRTMDAY

OF THE

PARTIES WHEN SITTING
GULL WAS A PAPOOSE

WHEN A MAN HAS A

BIRTHDAY HME “"AKES A

PAY OFF —= BUT WHEN A
. WOMAN WAS

A BIRTMDA
oNE TS

Jfand with hin felt hat held 10 Wig handa
Kow, c¢luiming hia right te stans baslde
1| the grave of the miptrens he ha Juvien

And sekved mo falthfully. The sight o
nim, in his clumay black, Instead of tha
usunl orlsp white, and with a and An
tear-atalned faca shook Peter slrangely,
but he did not show a algn of pain

The twisted low branshes of énk treas
threw shadoWs on the grave when they
fnally feached it, and sheep wera crop-
pInk the waterod grass of the gravevard,
It was sllent and pencoful here, on the
very ‘np of the world, not & sound In-
truded, and nothing stiered  but  (he
shadow of a Nying Bird, and the slowly
moving, rounded woolly backs of the
phaap,

The woft aulumn By, the deifi ot
phowy clouds neross Lhe Blus, the clear
shadows on Brown grass dnder the onks
all thewa were familicy. But Peter sl
loaked dngediy at his black cuft and at
the turned earth next to the doctor's
hendatone, telling  Kimaslf ngain  that
thia wis for Alix, ow often ha had
geen her witting there, With her bright
fnee mobered wnd Eweel, an shoe taixea
lovingly, engerly. of her father! They
had often come here, Poter (he mors
Wiiling becauss nhe was so sensibla and
hapoy about 1t alia wayld pack luneh,
button hersalf into one of the oris blus
ginghamas, chatter on the road In her
usual fashion. And if, for a few
moments, the train of memory fired by
tha sight of the old doctor'a grave be-
eame too polgnant, and tears dame, she
always scolded herself with that mix-
turs of chilldish and maternal impatience

He remembered her, a tall, awkward
Eirl, with a volume of Dickens nllpp!ng
from her Inp na she sat on n hassoo
by the fire, teasing her father, scolding
Ahd peprogching film. Bluging reda un
high elisskhones, untidy biack halr, quiok
tongus and ready Inugh; ithat was the
Alix of the old days, when he had oriti-
cited and patrani d her, and told her
thiat she should be mors ke Anne and
littla Cherry !

He remembered helng ripl-~151|ﬂd. one

day, to take hor (nto town to t 16 dentist,
and that wupon discoverin that the
dentlst was not In his o ce, heé had

laken her to the circus instead. She
had been about thirteen, and had eaten
too  muny peanuts, he thou ht, and
had lost a petticont In full fight of the
rr:mdn!anrl. But how grateful and
IAPPY whe had been!

VDear little old: blue petticoat 1™ he
sald "Dear little old madeap
Allx

Thera waa sllence,
Inanition, about him.
self with a start,

the silencs  of
Ha cams to him-
He was up on the
hills, In the cemetery—this was Allx's
grave, newly covered with wliting
mnases of flowers, and he was keeping
overybody walting. He murmured an
iapology ; the walting men wore all kind-
ness and sympathy,
He got back Into the moforcar; Kow
8oL In: the man who drove them quickl
toward the wvallay tnlked eanlly an
steadlly to Pater, attempting to Interest
him in the affairs of some water com-
pany In Ban Franclsco,
When they got to the valley a olty
train  was arrlving, and Pater Baw
people looking at him furtively und sor-
rowfully, He remembered the many,
many times Allx had walted for him at
the (ralns; he glanced toward the bl
madrons under which she alwa '8 parke
her car. She was usunlly deep In a
book me he crossed from the train, but
the would Ning It Inte the back seat, and
make room for him beslde her, The dog
would bound Into the tonneau, Alix
Would hand her husband hig mall, we
Car would start with o great plunge
toward {he mountain—toward the cool
karden high u#» on the ridge—-
. She never had an accident, Fred," he

sald, nintply
“Alix?'  The other man nodded
Fravely, but there was a worrled look In
hin eyes. He"dld not like Peter's qulet
may be that her steerings

tone. "It

Rear broke," he pald. “I don't belleve it
was her fault., Neaver will! No, It was
Just one of thoge things " He
emptied his lungs with a great breath of
nervousness and sympathy “Now, we
want

you tonlght—"" he hegan.
Pleadingly

“No—no—no !" Petor sald, qulekly, 1

had batter go to her alster, r Lloyd

In dying. and

she In on the verge of &
collapse, The

nurse sald thls norning
that they could not get her to undress or
to leave the room. Poor girl—poor
Cherry! I had better Ko there, Fred.
She will nead me ! )

“No chance for him?™ the driving
man asked, turning his car.

UNo—it's only n matter of time {"
"She came In for the old doctor's
money, didn't gha?'

“Yes—all of {t, now. And my wife
had some property—some I hoal given
her; that will RO to the #!ster now. Bhe

Peter sald, in a dull

will be wal) fixed,”

tone. “That would have pleased Alix."
“She's u beautitul woman, nnd youpg

SLUL" sald the other man, after a while.

Poter did not hear him.

Cherry lpoked smnll and pathatie In

her fresh black, and her face was
Mmarked by wseorst incessant weeping.
But the nurses and doctors could not

say enough for her self-control: she wns
always composed, always quletly help-
ful and calm when they snw her, and
she wan  always busy. From early
morning, when she slipped into the slok
room, to stand looking at the uncon-
acloun Martin with a troubled,
expression that the nurses came to Know
well, untll night, she moved untiringly
atiout the gulet, shaded houge, Sha
supervised the Chinesa boy, suw tha!
the nurses had thelr hours for rest and

intent

exorcine,  telephoned, dusted, and ar-
ranesd the rooms, saw callers swoetly
and patlently, flled vases with flowers.

very duy she had severnl vigils in

avery day at lenst one
long talle with the doctors,  Peter would
find hor deep in letters and dooumenta,
or find her—who had loved to be ldle,
fow weela ago—busily pewing.  Some-
times she gava him n long list of things

PETEY—H¢e's Afrald of Cops, Anyway

By Sidney Smith
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—HUH= |
CLESS 'M
ALLRICHT \F
THOSE GiRLS

~= SEE MERE, MISTER-YOD
OUGHTER WEAR A CAP IVEr
THATY BALD SPOT OF YOUR S

~YOU'RE LIABLE To ~—

CAN GETBY

-1 WAS JUST
WARKING Miw
m ' ﬁm.

——— s

The young lady across the way says
her father makes it a polnt never to
owe anybody anything, always giving
his note at the bank fer whatever
ready money he needs,

PATHETIC FIGURES

.le LT =i

HAS

WHISTLE WHICH SOUNDS
MIKE THE “y4L*,

THe COMMUTER
WHOSE NEIGNBOR'S SoN

THE CLoCKS MUST
PE WRoNG

SECURED A

Mgy

By Fontaine Fox
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S ~—The Munoenss

WLLED WM, ~STeVE +
W RIGHT PLUMS M THE HEAD.
Gee ., THT WAS A PURTY. SWel 5
" DIONT We &Top Smam! Quick, THo !
Bov! Yovke A GooD SweT, S'rgm..r
Fiest BIRD You TuER Hueo L
: VWiaTcha GoNMA DO Yopefty (P =
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‘"
GOIN' To SIT 'ROUAD
MY KITCHEN Axy' WATCH
MB FRY BAacom IN
THE MoraiIN'!
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‘W A CABIN IN
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Cam and Mary Are Still Enjoying Life in the Woods

HAVE VERY SUBSTANCE OF POETRY A r
?E?\:«Ecxmm Eb« OUR LEFT WE SEE MARY DOING HER MORAING CALISTHENICS WHILE

E _WOODS IS LOMNELY THE TWO CAN TELL YDU DIFFEREANTLY.
ISHES AND RIGHT 14 THE CENTER SiX AMOON FLOWERS ARE
IS NOT BASY To MAKE EADS MEET AND BESIDES A LADY JUST GETS A AICE WAVE WH
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TRANDUIL MORMNING SCENE AT THE LITT

‘TESTERDAY
CALLL
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CABIN WHERE OUR NEROINE CAM OFL
M HERSELF, FREE FROM MTRUDING E

G ITA ANIGHT AND CLOSING UP,
N A mungt; BATS ©OR

Conyricht

]
»

1020, by Public Ledger Co.

E AND R BEAUTIFUL CHUM MARY DOODLE ARE SPEADING A WEEK OR
‘:EGS.IS HA\"':‘EG THE TIME QF HER LIFE DNDER A WATERFALL, IFANYBODY TR
FLIES ATE THE POUND OF BUTTER CAM HIKED MI'FS
QBT Ao CLOS) MEITHER GIRL HAS DOAE HER MAIR UP Y p
FIELD MICE STAGE A Sik ROUANDN Go Iy T AND MAKE 'T So MESSY ! —

By Hayward
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To GET AMD, AS “Yhy SEE, THE

TRAINED
FOR NEARLY A WEEK FoIR IN

‘AMP T
HATYWARD « 30

to do for her In the Villuge and the
city, and every day she wrote notles—
Cherry. who had a waya hated to write
notes ' —to thank the friends wha had
aent In flowers, soups and Jellles, and
cuslards for the patient, Evers aftor-
noon _und evening had It callers; she
and Peter wers rarely alone

Martin was utterly unconsclous of the
Iife that Aowed on about him ; sometimes
he seomed to recognize Cherry, nnd
would atare with painful Intentnesa Into
tier face, but after u fow seconds his
fuaze would wander to the strangs
nuraen, and the room that he had never
known, and with a pussled sigh he would
clogs his eyes again, and drift baok Into
his own strange world of pain, fever, and
uneonselousness,

Almost every day there was the suil-
den summons and panie In the ol
house, Peter guin toward the slck
roormn with a thiek beating at his honrt |
Cherry entering, white-faced and with
terrified oyen ; doctors and nurses gather.
Ing naiselessly nenr for the last scene In
the drama of Martin’s suffering, But
the release did not come

There would be murmuring among the
dootors and nurses ; the pulse waa guln-
Ing, not loging, the apparvently tatal,
fAnal symptoms were proving nelther
fatal nor final, The tenwlon would re-
Iax ; & doctor would go, u nurse alip from
the room; Cherry, looking anxlously
from one fuce to another, would breathe
more easily It wos Inevituble, ahe
knew that now--but |t was not to be
this minute, it was not to be this hour |

—

“CAP” STUBBS—They Wouldn’t Budge

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)
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