of “J

SISTERS

By KATHLEEN NORRIS

s Wite”
Norris)

(Coprright, 1819, by
i romed like a dull paln in
H'h heet. Dully, auletiy, he went
out fo Cho fire AESSL the f:y" Hor Mystery Tomorrow!
!:!,‘,}.'.".I.'h"mwm S et A story whose author delights
wars, her pot sewing || President Wilson will begin on this
Mﬁ l'&':“%u““ with a || page tomorrow,

Awkwa “e-. l:‘ 1 ﬂmﬂ‘: “%S.Trltl:!ht-:i author :i!“"'l'bl
she uned think- ¢ Temple Murder," pro-
M ‘ﬁﬂt {:;.n:'nl}loartf evening, to || ceed to hold your interest in thrall
NE oy various that whe rignt | tomorrow,

depertetund It only o e Srav
what explored the di -
8 II'JS l.ml!hlﬂ'- of
drawers ond pigronboles which were, to
d{: surprise, all in astonish umrur&r
Allx. Everything was m | Tt
keted ; her accounts were balanoea,
D:"d it ¢he had anywhers left private
n pers, they weio at loast nowners to
found. fArmation
n all thie a dread confirma
tsl:i:t%"l guspicion of her death, Veter
:mﬂhtlfu experienced a shock, when
ho found her letter. 1t had been plnceu

“Parsdise Mystory’ is the name
of the theilling serisl which be-
£inx tomorrow.

Did we mention the fact that the
big thing that is to happen is to
happen tomerrow?

- Start It Tomorrow

=ersona and other things, He found
her n spirited enthus astic little person,
extremely artloulate and q-mﬂ .u‘nl.lf-

he n empty drawer, face up, anu was | Conscious ; and she had enter

senled, and addressed slmpyy with n

Barl. d, and
holding It in his hand,
ml:;.n’::luueﬁ betore he could open L

8o |t hmd been true, then, the fear
(bt he bad tried all th wWeeks o
crush? He had been weighing, measur-
ing, remembering, until nis very wsoun
wit sick wilh Lie uncertainty. His ming
Jmd Dol R confuscd wWeb of memories,
of (his casual word and that look, or
whiat  ghe  had  possibiy  earu,  hag
prouably #seen, N SUSPUCLeU =M1W =~

Now he would know, He tore open
the enveiope, And the QoBen FTitten lines
were bulore M eyesd, ‘Kie Witer was
aaicil, @ noEt qu......m.{hm“wr AllX W
do, ang “Saturday, 1 o'clock,” was writ-
wt under the gate, It wis the day of
ber denth.

read ;

“1'31-1“. denr, don't feel too _Mdly it
1 fnd o stupld way out, I've been
thinking tor several days about it
Youve done so mwch lor me; and
witer you, of courss, there's no vne
but Cherry, Sie couid be tree now
he couldnt prevent it. When 1 saw
your (uee @ tew minutes ago 1 knew
we couldn't Hgnt it out,  Kemember,
this s our secret, And always re-
member that | want you to be happy
bocuuse 1 love you 80,

It wus unsigned,

Peter st staring ‘at it awhile with-
out moving, without a stir of a changing
expression on his face, Then he foided
it up and put it in the pocket of his cont
and went out to the backymrd, whnere
Kow was feeding the cowhkens. Tne
wet, dark dny was ending bridhiantly in
A wash of red sunget Lighe that sent long
ghadows from the young (ruit toeed wna
wuened every twig with a dull glow.

“how,"” Feter said, ufter an effort to
ppesik that was unsuccessiul.  Loe Chi-
nese boy Jovked at him solicltously, for
Peter's face was ashen and about his
mouth were drawn lines,  “Kow,” he
sald, 1 go now."

“Gio now other house?’ Kow nodded,

lancing down toward the valley.
. But 'i'eu:r jorked hig  head Instead
toward the bare ridg

“No, | go now—nit come back,” ho|

sald, briefly. “Tonight—maybe Bolinas
wtomorrow, Inverness. 1 don't know.
By au by the big mountains, Kow—
liy and by [ forget, . .

Tears glittered In the Chinese boy's
eyes, but he smiled with a great alr
of cheer .

“1 keep house,” he promised.

The ¢og came fawning and springing
from the stubles, and Peter whistled to
him

“Come on, Buck! We're golng now."

He opened the farmyard gate where
her hand Lad so often rested, crossed
the muddy corral, open-d snother gate
and struck off across the darkening
world toward the ridge. The last sun-
light lingered on crest and treetop,
tangled itself redly in the uppermost

branches of a few tall redwoods—and |

WiS Kane Twillght—a long twilight
that had In It some hint of spring—Iay
softly over the shadow : the mountain
lvomed high In the clear shadow,
Gaining the top of the first ridge, he
f"”"‘d and looked back, Lights were
weginning to prick forth In the brown
houses of the valley, buried in their
trees.  The busy lititle mountain train,
descending. puffed forth wsmoke and
tteam, Far away, the sliver ribbons of
the canalé wound through the mnarah,
and beyond the bay the Oakland shore
lay like a chaln of gems in the pale
twilight.

Peter loolted at the cabin, the lttle

brown house that he had bullt almost | 7ot Nl b, b Aol sl i ot s

fifteen yours ugo, He remember that

It was in the beginning a sort ex-
periment ; his motker and he were too
n;lur:.l wlone In thelr blg elty house, and
&he Iy

that s he did not care for moclety and
s his travels always meant great” lone-
liness fur her, he should have a little
eyrie of his own, to which he might
retreat whenever the fancy touched him.

She liked Del Monte and Tahoe her-
relf. but whe had coma to Ml valley
now and then {n the days of his first
wild dellght in fta froedom and benuty,
Mik-gowned and white-gloved and very
much digliking dust, She had sent him

plants, rowes and fruit trees, and she

Had 1wld hit one day that he had a
neighbor In the valley who was an old
friend of hers, a Doctor Strickland, a
Widower. with children.

e remembereq sauntering up the
opposite canyon to duly call upon thig
nventor-physiclan one dar und hig de-
Ight upon Boding a well-read, music-
loving, philosophie, erratic man, who had
at once recogmized a Kindred spirit and
who hid made the younger man warmly
weleomo,

Presentlv, on the first call, an en-
chanting 1ttle givl in a mRhabby smock
ald come In, a lttle girl all dimples,
-lwnm|'-<nm-_a and  untouche bahvivh
caury,  She had sald that “Anne wath
mad wiv her. and that Alix " ahe

manaeed to lsp the name, "wath up in
¢ mindrane **
A romewhat older ohild, named Allx,
A freckled, leggy lttle  person  with

mormous front teeth, had, proved the
culm by falling out of the madrons, ana
hid revelved no aympathy for a bump,
but a—to Wm—rather surpriging cen-
Hure. He hidd vet to realize that nothing
'?'1"" Mt Alix, but that whe always riined
vr clothes, and frequently hurt other

supeested, with rare wisdom,  had loved

with an excited account of m sex f

that wap being pusbhed with some
violence “at her school, ang had uped
expreasions that rather shocked Peter.
A qulet third girl—a niece, he the

— ned the group, a 1 with
braida and olean hands, who elucidated :

“Allx and 1 don't iike our n-;:lm-.“

“She’'s & meak nnd a skunk,” Alix
had“frankly contributed, Cherry, now
miletly estabHshed In her father's lap,
had am with mischievous enjoyment ;
nobody alse, to Peter's surprise, had
pald this extraordinary remark the
elightest attention. e remembersd that
hao l'l.l.dh fancied only the msmallest of
these children and hid been glad when
lheﬂr all went out of the room

ut after that Allx used often to
amuse him, and he always felt mors at
home with het than with the other two.
he had only been n gawky and thin
Nfteen or mixteen when she began to
assert herself 1n his kiteben, dictaty to
Kow, and wanste frmrl nutter and e
on experiments {e had secretly rather
admired her quick tongue and her dar-
ing, he likad her to ride hiw horses, and
wis amaged at the speed with which she
grasped the controlling Erlnclpln aof the
motarear. He had seen her move planis,
treat sick chickens, sew up the gashed
kend of a horse with her own fingers,
while Cherry, lovely, round-eyed, Im-
maculate In white ruffles, watcheq her
with fear and admiration.

Looking down at the cabin, the years
alipped past him like a fiying fim, and
It was the present again, and Allx—
Allx was gone,

He roused himself. spoke to the dog.
and they went on their way again, Mud
squelched beneath Peter's hoots In the
roadway: the dox sprang lightly from
clump to clump of dried granse. But when
they left the road ang cut stralght across
the rise of the hillside, the ground was
firmer.. and the two flguresn moved
swiftly through the dark night. The
early stars came out nnd showed them,

| ahihowettsdd peninat the sktv nhove Allx‘s

beloved Tamalpals, the man's erect form
with [te slight Ump, the dog followine
faithfully, his mumr tall and feathered
«ff ghowing a dull luster In the star-
lght.

Cherry, with her violel eves and com-
colored hair, Cherry, with, her it

rhands gathered in his and her henrt

beating ngalnst his heart, and Allx, his
chum, his companion, hla enmrade on o0
many night walk: under the stars—he
had lost them both. But It waas Allx
who was closest to his thoughts tonight,
Allx, the thought of whnm vas ernduslly
wrlipp!nc his heart and soul with a new
n

Allx was hlg own; Cherry had never
heen his own, It was for him to comingt
Cherry ; it had always been his miasion
to comfort Cherry since the dava of hep
broken dolls and cut fingers. But Alix
was hig own comforter; and Alix might
have been laughing and stumbling and
chattering beside him here In the dark,
wet woods, full of a child's happy satls-
faction in the moment and confidence
in the morrow,

“Allx, my wife,” he sald, softly, aloud.
“I loved Cherry—always. But you were
ming—vou wera mine. We bhelongol o
each other—for better and for worse—
and I have let you go”

He went on and on and on. They
weTe ?.llunsln downhill now, under the
tregs. He would see a I'ght after a while
and sleep for a few hours and have a
hunter's breakfast and be gone again
Angd he knew that for weeks—fnr monthe
—perhaps for years—ho would wandor
#0 through the great mountains, with
their snow and thelr forests, over the
AR, In Atrange cittes nba stranger soh

nlways remembering. That would be his

| Nfe.  And pome day—some day perhaps

he would comé back to the valley she

But even now he recolled in distapte

| from that hour. To see the famillar

faces, to come up to the cabin again, to
touch the music and the books——

Worse, to find Cherry a lttle older,
happy and busy In her life of sacrifice,
not needing him, not very much want-
Ing the reminder of the old tragie
Lmes——

An owl cried In the woods: the
mournful sound floated and drifted awa
into utter sllence. Some small animal,
meeting the death s brief e had
evided a  hundred times, soreamed

INy—and was silent, Great branches,
stirred by the night wind moved high
above his head; and when thers wa«
utter wsilence, Peter could hear the
steady, soft rush of the cecamn, dulled
here to the sound of glgantle, qulet
breathing. =

Suddenly she seemed agaln to be be-
slds bim,  He seemed to ses the dark,
animated face, the aslender, tall rl
wrapped In his blg, rough coat, e
seemed to hear her vibrntln. voles, with
that new, tender note In it that he had
rotwwed when she last spoke o him

“I'll go home ahend of you, Peter, and
walt for you thepe.'

Tears suddenly flooded hia eyves. and

| he put his hand over them and pressed
| It there, standing still, while *he wave

of tender and poignant and exquisde
men rleg broke over him,

“We'll go on, Buck,” he whispsved.
looking up througl the trees al @ rielp
of dark sky spangled -with cold stara.
‘We'll g0 on She w——she'n waiting for
un somewherc, old fellow.”

THE END

. DREAMLAND ADVENTURES

1 “CHUMS _IN THE WOODS"
Br DADDY !
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CHAPTER 11

The Tiny Tigers
T"I'Imc PUPKINS "was howling,
Hilly was yelling and Peggy waa
shricking Al three of them were dance

e about on (he little hillook where

they had wat dewn to rest and all three

Were muking such & fuss and a raecket

thit Lonesome Bear rushing to thelr wid

fxpeoted to see  them belng  gobbled
allve by some wild beasts.

"‘I:lu:msnme Bear quit worrying about
elr gafety the minute he saw fh. hill-
ock on which they were dancing and
his anxious look was changed to a grin,

" Er-ugh! You have found the good
te hunting 1 told you about: why

Are you lnnﬁln "
Trowlod ¥ 50 muoh nolse?" he

m;‘l"-["nh? Oh! Woof! Woof!" replied
huvii.‘rc ¥y and Todale Pupking, “We

ar ound any good hunting We

"‘;" Fl:‘etl:n: ntt'mg to 9““‘; We nre be-
u oh | l 1

Woat! Wogf!" uch! Oh! Woof! Woof!

Lanesome Bear's In wrew 'into a

v L
?‘lu: kle and the chuckle bubbled into &

B laugh. “Waw! Waw! Waw! The
Ing has found you and

Eood Ilttle hunt
ui::“ fon't “know It! Waw! Waw!
Billy, p
%) ]
‘nif W one
they didy
W menn A
‘Waw! Waw! Waw! If you don't
:':A:Ilmn good hunting, let me at it,"
ol‘r“ od Lonesome Bear, ewaeping them
the hillock with one Wave o 1“
W. Then dM
and gplapping, Lonsome
i the hillock with hls elaws,
.nm:l §Teat holes in its top and sides.

VANt & real hil|
lﬂt Olty, filled to the brim with bu:

ng an ] "
‘l A u'l‘t I*Mhumfl about ' th

€KEY und Toddle Pupking wera
sy ulnn‘pin: themselves and danc.

¢ fool snd then on the other
Ilt have tlme to wonder what

8 big
they kept on with their | hi
Bear

holes showsd that the hillock
at all: it was & olty—

wol city must have
2R X siruck it

Bllly, Peggy and Toddle Pupkins were
uatoninhed when they saw the ante. Now
they knew what wae stinging them,
They had been sattacked by an army of
ant wmoldlers who were guarding the
ant eity. And my, how those ant sol-
diers dld bite!

Toddle Pu:I:kinu was quiokest to find o

way ‘to fight the ant soldiers. He
plunged Into a little brook that ran
through the valley and snuggled down
under the water. That made the ants
quit biting In & hurry, and benldes It
soothed the hot stings with which they
had covered the puppy's hide.
Bllly and Peggy were dressed and
couldn’t Jump Into the brook, wo they
began to roll over and over, crushing
the antg by the dozens.

While this was golng on, Lonesome
Bear was scooping the ants up In his
blg paws, eating them ns a boy eats
cake crumbs on baking day. 1?:.
having a fine meal and enjoying It huge-

In vain to get through his thick halr.

“Hurry up and get your share'
plcking the ants off

you are hunting,
share," he sald,

&t this, He was having » d
and he couldn't unde nd wh{v Toddl
Pupking and Pu‘z and Billy didn't
m. But the anta wer

hidi d id the ruins of the
wnggul ;ﬂ'y .9'2 Lonesome Bear wen

tu to the children and
“Well If you don't like this

I:.Iat ll'l.‘.

farthe to the valley,

=

=X

e
s

"M 60NG

YO ®KNOt
";loﬁ B\RD

snys whatever the
election, there's no danger of hav-
ing a minority prexident, as Sena-
tor linrding will be fifty-five on
November 2 and Governor Cox is

The young Iady across the way

result of the

Wi

Ir., He dido't seem 0 mind in the least
the attacks of the ant goldiers who tried

"Yum-yum, this small game 'tastes
fine,"” Lontsome Beaar mmacked his lips
happlly as he turned to I"eggy and Billy,

But Peggy and Blllg were too busy

emsolves to ans
awer, Toddle Pupkims with Jjust his
head sticking out of the water, growled
and snuMrd, “If that's the small gume
you can have my

Lonesome Bear looked “Pllml aur ll’:::
allcloun fe

°
foln
e scurrylng Into

on gobblin many as he could gather
up, wn-n'e o last batoh W?‘l gons he
the Eupry.

Ind aof

'l show you another kind," h~
pontentedly, «s he lHeked h'y
“Cama with e And ha led

il bo'devcribed: o-

YOU'R

*CAP " MUN TAIR

AN' GE r-\sc" P?."Lgnés!
YOUNGER' N
APAL

You SWMPLEYON =
| HOPE YOu'RE

<. A Nfof';‘r“"""
[ .= HoTup' Dovw'—1i
ID GNE ExcHT Miton
DouARS To HEAR— LOTS]|
OF ROOM UP PRONT: | ?
WRTCH Your STee ™ /1

—0H, UNCLE
PETEY, Dou't You
JUST LovE TO

MEAR THoOSE
NHAUTICAL
TErRms 7

THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY

£6THE SKIPPER I8 GONNA ARREST

ONL @ THEM CITY GALS WOT'S DowN
' CooSE. CRICK IN A
ONE PIECE
BATRING ‘S00T

Hlow taant wanls WWE
B \ou ot AoeTer, FROC

fin Tee Leal TimE
? 4
TED Em Tl‘t:"'-

yos €ad GETEM
FROM BeoTusds

|

“ EVERBODY Wor's
RIDIN® DOWN HEV

THeIR FARES

A SIMGLE WAATI

THE SKIPPER RAN WHAT You MICHT
CALL A “SIGHT SEEING EXCURSION™
DOWN To GOOSE CRICK LAST WEEK AND
CLEANED UP A CONSIDERABAE SUM IN FARES

BESIDES HIS ARRESTING FEE AS CONSTABLE,

4//

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Sadie Had to Stoop to Conquer

GEE |T FEELS Good ™ GET
BACK Iy TOWN AGAIN AFTER
A VACATIOA - SEE ALL THE
FamiLIAR THINGS SEEMS ;
WEARS AGO T PASSED LOKES
CIGAR STORE -and THERES
WON LUNGS LAUNDRY (JUST
iIN THE SAME PLACE - aubD=-

®

AN bu Pahtin Tafsar Ca

1 HAD THAT Room .\ i
HATS WHAT S THE ) /a2
MATTER WITH

OH,HELLO SADIE , L
WHERE DID You Go
R VACATION ?

. |OH GEE, 1 WAS THERE THE FIRST )~
| |WEEK OF MY VACATIOA : THEY 9§ 'n
TLE-ATTIC ROOM -
%\ MONEST THE
< |CEILING WAS

DOORS WER

VE ME A LIT

PLACE IN THE
COULNTRY,

AL -HAYWARD - 3

LANDS. ™

SNAHE IT'
BITE HIM!




