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_he Woman Hater

By Ruby Ayres

1 sred no rosistance when Gray-

B, wipped & supporting hand

" »ugh his arm. He was y ur..g;
an's presence. His AN

?.“w:ﬂn pumbed with & great agony.

U pogether they stumbled up tha nar-

olifft track in the darkness. The
whitled a&nd mereamed sround

Uhem. Together they weant back through

g doserted village, and up to ths cot-
1t was in darkness, and Greyson

it forward and opened the door, grop-
helplesnly till he found & lamp in

& lttls altting room, and managed to

st 1t

Lester had evidently gone, The fire
hed burned almost out, and he made it
with some logs which he found in

the kitchen.
outside the cotinge ware volces and

footateps, Every one had heard by this
{ima what had occurred, and people had
wilectad nt the gate to Stars and whis-

fogether.
Faversham dropped Into a ahalr, h'»
hidden In his hands. He felt as
an almighty judgment had desocended
him to show him his own arro-
ee and littleness,
mrgngeance ls Mine——" He had for-
gottan that! Ho had unworthlly tried
o take n law which la greater than
s law of man into his own hands, and
by #0 doing he had wrecked his life
i dragged those whom he loved beast
down Into the ruins with him,
wwhat shall T tell his mother?” The
(hought racked and tortured him. Her
iy son! Her adored, only mon!
ghe had trusted him with something
more precious to her than ‘life Itmelf,
and that something lay out thers In the
darkness, staring up at the sky with

plghtlens eyen.

And Lallle! Miles shuddered. He
pad still to endura the. greatest part
of hls punishment, still to stand and
fook down on the woman he loved, with
e knowledge that his hand had wsent

ber to her death,
hr\ womnn hater! He had been proud
of the name the world had given him!
In h'a arrogance he  had hggnd the
wong of ten years ago to breast,
and 5\« flercencsa of his wounded pride
had brought the thing to life again, In
grder to turn and rend him,
The murmur of voloas outslde the gate
w louder, The tramp of feet draw-
g nearer broke the silence. Greyson
eame running up the narrow garden
r't'h and into the room; hes was breath-

"Bl Milen atarted to his feet. He
was shaking from he. to foot, his face
was the color of mshes. Ho tried to

k, but no words would pasa his gray

""Blr—.\Iru. Dundas—they've found

N oamill po

Faversham reeled and eclutched at the
back of a chalr to save himself. Thore
pemed {0 be a band of lron round his
bead that with every Instant threatened
to snap under the strain that was rend-
ing him,

¢ moment of his greatest torture
was here ; o voleeless prayer rose in his
beart that he might be nllowed to fall
dend nnd escape It Justice, and then—
& little Agure In a white woolly coat,
all torn and solled, and with brown haln
fumbline about her face In wild disor-
der, stole Into the room llke n oat
and looked at him across the lampl ght.

Fuvershium caught his breath with a
pusp llke that of a drowning man. Was
the renl or was this just a mocking
phantany to drive him mad?

Ha was afrald to move—nafrald to
breathie—and then she spoke. Shs spoke
his name In o pitiful whipser, sobbing
liks a ohild. .

"Miles—Oh, Miles!"

Weak as It was, It was no spirit
wolos speaking, and the fron band that
seomed to hold Faversham In torture
broke muddenly, He reeled toward her,
sumbling to his knees, and his shaking
arms went around her, holding her fast,

For n moment neither of them moved
Bor spoke. Above his bowed head the
::1'}'"""“ eyes u;ath would ni.“r ::;

@ BO YOUNg a&n APPY &, n rov
mund the room unmrurnly. ’ﬁnn movs

her hands mlowly she took his faoe
#en them, holding it away from her

0 that she could look Inte his eyes,

Do you—do you love me—after all,
:&7&' ahe asked, in & queer, uncertain

"Do 1 love you? Do I love you?t'
He drew her down Into his arms, hold-
her an If ho oould never let her ?

5 kissed her aru. her halr, and the
(Whils face to which even the pasaionate
-:guuh of hls lips could not bring back
® tolor; and presently he felt her
\'or!t f:L his arms and try to draw awny

m
. Ho lot her go at once, and they stood
ooking at one another with the memory
ot Fhilip Tranter between them.

Then Lalite gald, tonelesaly.
Imna"? s dend—you know—you saw
And suddenly she be, to shake anl
moan and wring her gmdl.

I:u my fault—all my fault—he al-
b Y8 wald T should be punished, '

oau“!d only dle, too—If I ecould only

The slght of her frantlo grief stead!
. ed
FAvarshium, He put an arm round her
rurinl her closer to the fire; he pu{
f t!mo & chalr and knelt beside her,
Ing her, kissing her hands,
Tho fault 1s mine only.” he told her
"n s;ud Again, “You are not to blame
"In ault is mine only,” and sobbing,
wllm obs that brought no rellef with
“He followsd mo—he nearl
! y drove me
‘I:' ;m"_', things he sald—the cruel, cruel

“Try to forget them-—forget them for
I;:r.in vt-h'lle--. " His calmness gave wiy.
.« My duariing, T thought I had lost
Hg. hs bLroke out In an a ny.
. ;wnehn-nrutl away from hﬂ:\. hiding
L “Tlo sald you didn't love me! MHe sald
. was ull done just to uﬁlw me .K:V“'W
om him | Ha gald that you wanted to
Py me ‘ouL--.rnr what I did to you—
Bg0! He sald you made n bet—
« BAVe me alone; lenve me alone, I

.‘;':';!f}‘hm o med you agaln—never!

:\n\nrnh:un roge lo hig feet; he luid
™ h'_""‘ on the mantel shelf and put
1l tlu.t down on them with an over-
e o feeling of defeat. -
ying 1t hi8 eyen, und thought of Phill
Wavr OUt there In the darkness, lns
Wit bitterest envy swept his heart
pitn | hed got the best of It after all,
. 3 ad done with love and jemlousy
Weile oalr, whilst he— Then suddenly
“yn MrAngled ory broke the sllence.
o il Jour halr—" Faversham
€My ?E)ll head wonderingly,
- "1 undns waps looking at him, her
“ont Julvering Itke a chiid's,
.T Yiﬂur halr—your poor halr,'’ sha
1t hﬁ.‘d o, in a frightened whisper.
lonlg' been faintly tinged with
ft oo the sars that last day when
h "'l'r. but now—the agony of that
white CUEN the darkness had turned

versham glaneed at himsslf In a
‘Sh“!ﬂm'-r over the mantel shelf,
Pa w::.-'lm!.lu f;‘ltd to amile, but
,Ihm'l-[; by } ln":.l;t;r a moment
i me now-—don't say
i '::l love me any more. I've bev.
WM snoy le —"" Hn hald
) her, and ahe fall Inw
Lo bleased, healing tsars ralning
Ly o
! ~TI love you " oy
T'hm:m;:.l'l? the words as they kisseu
Bt rness of suffering and death
" lweun them, but out of Its shadow
fn ove stemed to have been born
ul tm-. real pnd more worthy b
e O the guffering snoh had endured,
N ﬂ!!’ln to tell him of Phillp, but
"No: to check her,
it .:lr?:'-ﬂqr_nn other time—you are
'l po But she inslsted.” ‘I
"Puln!.. I can't reat till you know,
tre w-a: 1?-12}."“{“;“ tn'l‘d M;ﬂ
— | ou know "
::__hlow Afterwards—when It was (o0
met him-—after I had sald d-b
%U. He told mie th t 3 never
p—he told ma about 'a betera the
ow
l WS the trufk.‘:“ ‘:1 1h
L lnu;; itly -

Should Women Ever
Marry for Money?

Is she who marries a lovable
poor man likely to be mick of her
bargain?

Let Rubx} Ayres
Tell It

Another of her storles begins on
this page tomorrow, Don't miss
the first {nstallment of

“THE SECOND
HONEYMOON”

can be no more lg’llﬂnllaﬂhﬂﬂh‘lﬂ—
nothing ocan ever be hidden n. at
night—when 1 fifat met you with Phill
=1 meant to part you from him. Th
was all! There was no other mm
my mind, and then'—the oolér

into his face, and his eyes grew hot and
ashamed—"1 thought 1 could make my
revenge double by pu-tln1 you from him
and by making you care for me——"

Bhe turned her face away.

“It was not very difMoult,” she sald
ntlrglly. He went on as If he had not

enra. -

“There was only one thing I did nov
realige—that I had never ceased to love
you, that you had been, and alw
vould be, the only woman in my Il
When I made that bet with Parry 1
thought I was strong enough to realst
rou-—g‘- Lallle—look at me!"

'rh; oney-bee brown ¢yes were ralsed
to h llow]¥. with | ite pathos Mm
thelr wonderful depths,

Faversham held them with his own.

"Do you ballevs that I love you?' he
asked, ‘Do you belleve that I love
wnhu?lley oart and soul—Dbeatter
my life?" '

The whits llds came down, velling
them from him.

“If 1 oannot bhelleve Elu 1 shall
die——"" she whispered wit
answe :

have sean Into my heart sll these last
hours—If you could mee into it now—
you would balleve me."

“Phillp sald that you did not oare—
that you never had cared,” sha broke
out with a note of angulsh. "It was not
I who killed him, lles. I saw him
fall—he had followed me up on the
oliffs—and I wes afrald of him, and I
hld——~ He was so strange. Thers was
such a look In his syes——" Bhes shud-
dered, hiding her own. “I saw him seu”
sha sald again, whispering. "And 1
climbed down to where he lay—he was
dead then, I know—because I spoke to
him und he never answered—and 1
kissed him, Mliles, and begged him to
apﬁsr to me——" <he began to sod
wildly.

“Try to forget it—try to forget It,”
he answered her brokenly.

But In his heart he knew that neithar
of them would ever forget, and that In
the future, no matter how happy they
might be together, the memory of this
man would forever lle bstween them-—
an eternal sorrow,

"I sat there all night, she went on,
sobbing. “1 was so lonely, nobody came
~and then I think I fmust have fainted,
because 1 don't remember armhla{ elpa
til a little while I,'o. when 1 heard
volces—and 1 wan frightened—and I
ran away, And then I saw them come
—all those people—I saw the lghts
they carrled, and I knew they d
found—him !— [ went down to the ndr
of the sea, and the water came waal-
Ing round my feet. If I had been brave
eno' I would have let It me=——""

“Hush! hush—" He su:ud her to

s heart, stifiing the wild words on his

Bhe olung to him flercely for a
moment, then, with suddan revulsion,
tried to push him from her.

‘Why don't you let me go? You wlill
never be happy with me! I only brin
trouble to every one, Why couldn't
have dled Instead of Philip? Oh! peor
Phillp—poor Phillp—" Bhe began to sob
again, piteously.

Favershamn soothed her with words
of passionate protestation. She must
not blame herself., Shs was not to
b . Tha fault was his alone.

“It's both our faults,' she told him,
despairingly. “He loved ms, and he was
your frien Oh! 1 wonder If he will
ever torglvt us

“And his mother. Wil she ever for-

ve me?' was the desolnte thought In

aversham’s heart,

Greyson came knocking softly at the
door, He brought a tray of coffes and
sandwiches, which he had prepared with
much care.

“I ean't eat anything. It would choke
mé,"” Lallle. declared, tremulously.

CGreyson looked at her with tolerant
pity. This woman was to play a promi-
nent part In his own future, as well
us that of his master, he knew, and
already he had resigned himself to the
inevitable,

He was a tactiolan in his way.

“I beg pardon, ma'am,” he sald,
gently, “but Mr, Faversham has haa
nothing eat all day.”

She ralsed her traglo eyes to Faver-
sham's face, Huch & worn face It was,
lhoufh he tried to smlle.

“Haven't you, Mllea?" she naked.
‘“*Then, of course, you must eat."

Bhe forgot herself (n wsolicitude for

f| him, nnd gradually the faint color stole
back o her ohes :

her ocheeks.

“She Is young. Some day she will
forget,” Milea told himself, with %.
certaln knowledge In his he that his
own burden could never be llfted.

Ho had lost his friend, and he had
still to face that friend's mother
break her heart—

Ha trled later to speak of what he
feit. Lalllo was sitting at his feet
then, his arm round her, her cheek
agoinst his hand; and he lsaned back
in the shadow so that she oould not see
his face as he spoke falteringly of their

fut;w-.
"We'va got each other-——though Gou
knows I don't deserve that we should be
togother, and 1 want—want to try to
miake something out of our llves—it
you will help me. I feel myself so un-
worthy: " He broke down, and she
ralsed herself and put her arms round
hin neck, drawing his head to her
shouldaer,

"We've got cach other,” she msald.
"Thank God, we've got each olher,
Ml'.-c.-—--."

and

L] . . L] L] L]

And after all Faversham was spared
the shame and sorrow of telllng Mra.
Tranter the manncer of har son's death.
When he traveled up to town the follow-
ing day to break & news to her he
found that a more maerciful hand than
his had forestalled him. Philip's mother
had died in her sletp during the hours
while her son lay on ths windawept
sands with his face turned to the aky,

The nurss who was in the houss and
who told him wondered at the look of
unutterable rellcf that swept across
ﬁ.ml;..d Ill'.1 wn;‘ ?nlymn!tmudl,whm .l

eard the whole story, gross
ated and badly p:m.f together, I.h: she
understood.

But there wus an added in
Faversham's heart aa he went away
from the house where he always
been such a welcoma guest. He had lost
his two friends, and the bitterness o.
his remorge told him that he alohe was
© here thing pathetically old

era waa pome palhe [+ ]
about him aa he wnnﬁuk to the hotel
:vherouh 1a ml.ud| !'m’-I hlrg. Bhe ran
0 me ecagerly, hor brown e
filled with fonate inqulry; then zh‘:
lw%md with a llttle ery!

“Oh, Milos! What |a 1t7T

He told her ns considerutely as hs
oould, trylng to hide his own pain, but
har love for him was great encugh to
understand,

“And It's all—all through me!" she
whiapersed wi white llpa. “Oh,
dear, it 18" ahe Inslsted, when he woul
have spoken, “If I had been different
thoss years ago——" ® [
reallzsing In dedpalr that all her passion-
ate love for thin'man could never for
him wips out the past or obliterate the
bitter waters of memory,

It was evening then and the sun was
uhlnin%‘r.dlz soross the sky. Lallies
honey-bea rown eyes watched It
mourntully,

“It's the wsun golng down on what
might have been,” she sald sadly.

‘aversham drew her q:ur.

", tomorrow |t i1 whine
(s he ered, 11'1“‘ we lh.l.l! a

, &‘&"ﬁ:‘-," ANEW

——
HE END)
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WOADER (F SHE MIGHT
HAVE PUOT IT IN HER DESK—
HELLO, WHATS THIS— PHOTos
OF THE "DUCHESS® WHEN SHE
WAS A KID ,OR TILL EAT
MY HAT @
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WELL ,WELL '
SOME KID @
1 BET SHE WAS

WORLD'S CHAMPION
FRECKLE COLLECTOR!

LOOK AT THAT GREAT
BIG OAE OA HER AOSE !

AA-AH' AOW ISNT THAT OAe CuTe: [l
HA! Looks .a% IF SHES, ABOUT TO THRoW fillitl _ _
SHE HAD i ‘ - e

PRETTY GooD PRACTIGE SOMEWHERE .| _ Geutd

‘THE BULL -
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WHATS THE MATTER AMISTER
SMITHERS — SWALLOW A
FEATHER OR SOMETHING ¥

The Young Lady Across the Way A NEW JOY RAS COME INTO JIMMY'S LIFE “le By FONTAINE FOX
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The young lady across the way
says her father slmply won't quar-
rel about politics, and I8 too broad-
minded, in fact, even to listen to
arguments on the other side.
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== THAT ARE GATHERED AT
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