-

EVENING PUBLIC LEDGER—PHILADELPHIA, WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 429. 1920

-y
—
pp—

' : By Sidney Smit) "
The Second Honeymoon T e . TR

By RUBY M. AYRES i 1 bt 4 .:.1. Lo e Tt
Author of “The Woman Hater” and “The Black Sheep” J |

THE GUMPS—It's Lucky They Didn’t Clean House - :

——

alloner {8 cngaged to
nﬂm%vﬂc‘:“ Farrow, an actress.
”"xai} to break off the engagement,
[ use Jimmy @ poor, and becanse
is alrcody married and her hue.
'”d tives, 8he Aad supposed Aimn
un“ Thers da a scene in the makae-up
R A
J ] L
Ro0d, ve & lett ! from Cynthia re-
to cancel the on-
{rit hoe had been
KV o onlls on Chrie-
out together and meet
ortlake, a “more for.
tover. He would show ’f.'yn: o,
h 1d only pay her out Jimmy
ws a letter from hs brother ask-
e tha rumor of ha '"ﬂff'”"m to
etresa 18 Irue and ¢ he shall
[ g‘:.uuf-l it by cable, “Confounded oid

ﬂfmd." ha solilioguizes,
MMY was flushed, and his eyes
J;-pnrh!.d. Ha ran his fingers through
halr, making it stand on end, After
mf..‘r atrides he feit better. He went
;«rk to the armohalr and took up hin

" &8 more
m!hﬂ;l‘h“:ﬁ;ﬂ:? he Inughed, rather a
'“‘1‘ ugh, us It gomething in the stilted
e |“¢ of tha letter hurt him .
”wnnn would he mot have glven now
be nble to cahla baek: .,
"qum right: aha I8 my wife,
gutas I w“k what he llkes, 1 don't
”L:‘ ‘T.f?.‘.-.‘-!".'lu the thought in Jimm,
{loner's mind.

s with his chin droopiuk
“&g’;ﬂ‘rlfr}on in unhappy thouclll_
‘lu was not yet two days since Cyn-
(hia had sent him away; it seemed an

wernity, at all? Did ahe ever

Did .]1-|le r::;?l: ":I.e him? Ever wish
)+ gl ah ur out of tha happy past?
ot o081 did not think so. Much ns
gomenow he Jimmy Challoner hao
he had loved her o h‘; the sort of na-
awayt .T ﬁrx?:lh:;l'olt for the present;
:::Td:nl,alr she wanted him, she had only

{ to send-—to telephone. He looked
::mu at the recelver standing idle on
his denk .

any timea sha had rung him up:
.,5:,:2)- times he had heard her pretty
yilee morosw the wire: .

Is that you, Jimmy boy?

He would never hear It again. She
414 not want him any more. He was—
ugly word—{llted! ‘

Jimmy writhed in hls chair. That any
woman should dare to mo treat LT
The hot blood surged Into lis face

It was & good slgn—thla sudden anger
_had he but known it. When a mu.
ean be angry with a woman he hus
once loved he s already beginning to
jove her less; already beginning to see
her a8 less perfect.

Soma one tapped at his door; his man
entered

Costin was another bone of contention
petween Jimmy and the Great Horats,

“ pever had a valet when 1 was your

+" #o his brother declared. “What in
the wide world you need a valet for is

my comprehension,”

Jimmy had felt strongly inclined to
answer that most things were pest his
omprehension, but thought better ve 1s,
e could not, at any rats, imagine his
lite without Costin. He knew In his
heurt that he had no least intentlon of
mcking Costin, and Costin stayed,

“It you plense, alr he begin now,
eoming forward, “Mr., Sangster would
lika to nee you,”

*Show him up.” sald Jimmy. He ross
o his feot and atood gnawing his lowwe
lip agitatedly.

How much did Sangster know, he
wondered, about Cynthia? He woum
have lked to refusé to mee him, but—
well, they would have (o meet sooner
of later, and, after nll, Sangster had
beun o good friend to him In more ways
thian one,

Jimmy sald: “Hello, old chap!” with
rather foreed affabllity when Sangster
entered, ‘The two men shook hands.

Sanguter glancid at the breskfast
tabie.

“I'm rather an early viettor, eh?"

"No. Oh, no, 8t down, Have a
olgnarette T

“No, thanks." .

There was & Hitle stlance,  Jimmy
tyed hin friend with o sort of suspiclon.
Bangster had heard something. Sang-
eier probably knew all there wus to
know, Ho shuffled his feet nervously.

Sangster was the sort of a man at
whom o woman Illke Cynthin Farrow
would never have given n second glance,
If. indeed, pho thought him worthy of a
first, He wag short and squarely butlt;
his halr was undeniably red and raggoed,
his fentures were blunt, but he had a
alee emile, and his small, nondeseript
tyen were hind

Ha sat down In the chalr Jimmy had
::m”'d and looked up at him quiz-
oally.

"Well"' he eald, bluntly, “is It truey

Jimmy flushed,

"True! What the m

The other man stopped him with a
Fenture,

"Don't be an ass, Jimmy: I haven't
known you wll these years for nothing
: * * Isit true that Cynthin's chucked
you 1™

"Yen" Jimmy's volea was hard. He
tared up at the eslling under scowling
browas

Sangster sald “"Humph!" with a sort

1?"'!!‘ He wsoratched his chin  re-
flectivaly,

"Well, T can't say I'm sorry.” lie ruid
pfler & moment, “It's the best thing
at's ever happened to you, my son.

Jimmy's oru traveled down from the
pelling elowly; perhaps It was colinel-
Gence that they rested on the pluce on

L] mmtellh.?’f whare Cynthla's por-

It used to stand.

“Think mo?" he enld grufMy. -ai0u
[never lked her."

"I did—but not as your wife * * *
Hhe's much more suited to Ienson Mort-
ike—1 nlways thought so. He'll keep

& In order ; you-—you never could have
tone."

Iimmy had been standing with his

Ihaw nn the mantelpiece: he Awung
d sharply.

take: what's he got to do wi

Bt™ he nsked florcely. ""What the deuce

mean by dragging him in? It

nthing to” do with Mortlake that

uh'a'm-.trr wns looking at him curt
oualy,
Ohl 1 wnderstood—whnat was the
[FeAson, then?"' he askeod.
Jmmy turned away. He found the
Othar man's eyes somehow digconcerttim
o' marcied already,’” he sald (n &«
BUfled voles, “1—1 always Knew she
Pind Leen married. of course. She mnde
p'0 sceret of It, He—the brute—Ileft her
POArS  mpo; but  last wesk—well, he
died up again, ¢ ¢ ¢ She—we—we
WA Mlways belleved he was dead.”
There was a little sllence. Sanssi
.M no longer looking at Jimmy ; he was
irlng Into the fire, Presently he he-
“”h:;! whistle softly. Jimmy rounded
. m.
JOh, whut up!" he mald irritably
DAngater stopped at ohce, After &
oment :
“1"“'\'1 the-—er—husband ! he submiit-
;h dryly, "You've—you've seen him, of
UFpe
!.'”"'. [ haven't, If I dld—If [ aw,
byl reak every hone In his Infernnl car-
1!; Arld Jimmy botween his teeth
dtl‘lt vtared down at his friend with
gt Eves us he spolce
;.“.:"il:nlrr sdd “Humph ! agaln, Then:
ol there's as good fish in the mew
r‘ll"‘:n.\: fhut were  caught,” he wsain
on Loolk at it philosophieslly, old

'.J"I:,“”"-" kicked a footstool out of his
nnd e walked over to the windaw
t #tood for w moment with his back
med.  Premantly :
Any one asks you, you might ns
well te L them the tryth,” he nild Jerkily
oMt Ist them think that brite Most-
?."_‘ broke off
Kt !Tell ‘om the truth,” sald Sangster
“‘f‘"'ﬂnn{:".d over the flre, poking It
,-&"“ are you doing tonlght, Jim-
he asked. “I'm ata loose end——
. "r‘nmll ll‘lfmad,

Bking wome peopls to the then-
ool friends! Mt them quite by
targ 00 other night Haven't you

"B-m’ apeak of them-—the Wyntta?
k.} Jove, yer!" Sangater dropped the
rm‘;' unceremonliously, ‘'Peopls from
.,,'." House. You used to be full i
~hore i1 T firnt knew you, and thut's
W \lﬁ‘r meny yenrs ngo, Jimmy?'
A only knows!" sald Jimmy
I:Mlh-lr-l ' ;h v I've pu':du Iluux for
onlght, and ask them to
m Uhrivtine's dend nuts on theatres.
apimber Chrigtine
L rempmb

ol ]
Beart of y or thl.mc’_ d sweel
\NoH |

) " -

:Whan we were kidn'"

Oh, like that, is it? Well, ask ms to
come along, too.'"

"My dear fellow—oomae by all means.”
Jimmy was rather pleansd at the sug-
Eeation. “You'll like Mrs. Wyatt—aho's
ona of ths best"

::And—(:hrlntine?"

Oh, uhg'c all right ; but she's only a
child still," sald Jimmy Challoner with

all the lord]
YORTE, ¥ superiority of half a dozen

“And so you and Jimmy wers cnitaren
together,” suid Arthur B:nnt:r.
he curtain had i‘unt fallen on the
frat act, and the lights turned up sude
clliml_z l,r:“;h"tth;f'“ had revenled Chris.
drﬁﬁ.mr. o him, a Iittle flushed and
nnguter looked at  her lingly,
Jimmy had ealled her a,chlld!‘:n’tl:lr:'II,O
r':ad not sald how sweet n child she waas,
lo thought, as his eyes rested on her
dalnty profils and parted lipa,
; Eho seemed to wake from dreaming at
Ihel sound of hin volce. She RAVO a
“5{. nlgh. and leaned back In her chatr,
on, " sho sald. "We used to play to-
ut_};;;rﬂwhr_nl wo ware children.'

I & long, long time agoe." sald
fangater, I p A
ool ha mockingly, alf  In

ﬁhle :ndded uerlounl&',

tems ages and ages,” she sald.
8 h
":mil':\:h;;l Ennt him to where Jimmy sat
tat mext to her, sha thou ht
!ttr. Sangnter wan vory n‘ico, ‘;{l!{mll‘n
caught a little sigh batween her lips
o immy has told me so much about
'I”"' Sangster maid. “T almont fes) as I

|I1.II\’0 lmaw.n %ou for ycars,"
.w:lllu ha?" hat pleamed her, at ajl
gvat 8. Her br!zum eyes shone as ahe
ed at him. “What did he tell you?"
she naked, Interastsdly,
Sangster Jaughed.

“"Oh, all about Upton Mo

une,
2;::‘"”:?10 vou used to have rh:rr"él; I:-II’I
Joans s o dogs, and an old horse LT |

f‘;\:’pdmuﬂijedhtnu, now,
As—Nhe died lnst year, H 1
ﬁl,?,' and nearly blind; " but h: :1‘1'\‘:.;2
HF.“‘my atep and came to the gate.'
ok rrl\'?lcnm:r:un;ed &«::;rm,n “Jimmy used
un » ld,
Up on his back,” she \.\-uml.a on tll‘::’:l!?y'
J]_t?ln“ly cnluld rlde anything." '
f my s & ve w X
anil Sungater n.r;y‘-uqumtcrful "
ﬁlhi:) Iso‘}:od rather puzsied
<0 You mean that?" -
are you—ars you jokin a?lpP v, b
Ii‘_lle"{ell suddenly ashamed,
: tan it, of course,” he said
; Aam very fond of Jimmy, lh:l:::lwi
ven't known him as long na you have,"
lliow long?" she aslond, ’
‘{‘gdl"nuldla i lllLIa :nlculmlnn.
A must be five years,” he
{1]11 length, Or perhaps it iy nllx-'lalil‘:
me goes so quickly, [ loms count "
‘And do you live In London, (oo 7"

“Vea; I liv
of Binnm-bu‘r';-."'“ an unfashlonable part

:‘.‘{:onr Jimmy 7
_1.)3 E‘_Jlmmy lives In tha Temple,”
“And do you know his brother—t
Ereat Horatlo? she asked lmllzhirluryf
I had the honor of masting him ence,"”
hﬂ"i!h!l“'l‘rttl with mock gravity
50 did I—yeara ugo. Tan't he funpy 2"
Very,” Sangster agreed. He thought
It n very mild word with which to de-
seribe  Horatio Ferdinand: he pitied
Jimmy supremely for having to own
!I'Il'llll’.:k‘ukr: rltl-!.utl\';n. The stage bell rang
1 tha theatre, th rtal i
lo swing alowly up, vchetain. besdn
Weo went to ser Cynthln Farrow the

lovely 7

L summ;!o al[m int"

"Suppose ! think she’
h:--:u;n’ul woman 1 I:m'he ’:-\':-:'m n:l?:"-t'
Christine declared vehemoently, “Jminy
knows her, hw seye'  She turned hor
htarl_. “I)o you know her, too?"

"\.e:r—snlla‘hli)',"

“You don't sound as If vou llke her.'
she sald aquickly

He lnughed In splte of himself,

“Perhaps because she doesn't Hke me,"
he wnawered,

"I.ﬁ;--!:;l;t slrw'."' 1'h|r|IuL|m"n Briave eyen
searohed his face. "I like you, anyway,”
ghe sald, ¥ i

Sanguter did not look at her, but a
Httle flush rose to his brow.

“Thank you," he sald, and his volce
sounded, somehow, quits ehunged.

As the curtain fall on the second act,
he rose quletly from hls seat and went
round to where Jimimy atood,

“Take my piace,” he sald In an un-
dertone,

Jimmy looked up, He had not been
following tha play: he Lad been think-
Ing—thinking always of the samo thing,
klwnyd of the last few weeks, and the
ghock of their ending.

He roga to his foet rather reluctantly.
Sungster sat down bealde Mra, Wyatt.

Onee or twloa he louked ncross to
Christine. She and Jimmy were not
tulking very much, but there was &
Httle smila on Christine’s face, and
sha looked at Jimmy very often.

Hinmy sat with his ehin In the palin
of hia hand, staring hefore him with
moody eyes.  Sangster felt n sory of
impatience, What the deuce could the
fellows ever have seen in Cynthin Para
row? he asked himaself., Was he blind,
thiut he c¢ould not pencirate her shal-
lowness, unid see the small scifishness of
her nature?

A pretty face and lanugh, and an un-
doubted knowledga of men—they wera
all the aseets she possessed ; and Sang-
ster knew It,  But te Jimmy—Sangater
metaphorically shn:f;ed hin shoulders as
he looked at hls friend's moody face,

How could he slt there next to that
child and not realize thut in his longing
he was only grasping at a shadow?
What was hée made of that he saw mors
beauty in Cynthia Farrow's blue eyes
than in the aweet face of his boyhood's
love?

Rangster was glad when the play was
over; theatres alwiyw hored him. Ha
did not quite know why ha had fnvited
himaelf to Jimmy's hox tonight. When
they rose to leave he smilled induigently

“You hoave enjoved 11" he sl

"Yes-—cver so much, But | Hked Mivs
Furrow und the play she was In byt
Ler

Jimmy wurned sharply away ; nobody
anpwered,

“Wea're going on ta Mamio's to supe
pert Jimiy suld as they crossed the
fover. “Christine has never been there."

Bhe looked un instantly

“"No, T haven't”

“It's the place to ses stage favorites™
Sungater told her

In his heart he was surprised that
Jimmy should cliooke to go there, He
thought It extromely probabie that Cyn-
thin Farrow and some of her numeroud
udmirers would put In an appearance ;
hut it was not his business, and he risaed
no ohjection,

When they eitered the long room he
enet w swift glance round. She was not
herd set, at nll events; one could only
hope that she would not come at all

Fverything was new nnid wonderful to
Christineg, She wan ke a child In her
delight.  She sat in a corner of one of
the great, softly cushloned sofas, ana
looked nbout her with wide even.

Jimmy sat beslds her. Sangster had
maneuvered thut he should He nnd Mrs,
Wyttt were opposite

Thie orchestra was playing s dreamy
walle. #The long rooin wins brilllantly
ighted and decornted with pink flowery,

“Christine leancd across and squeezed

] other'n hand !
hl'rn‘lli‘. fen‘t It just too Jovely?' she
sild,

Mrs, Wyatt lnughed, .

“you will turn Christine’s head, Jim-
my."” sahe sald to Challoner. “She will
find 1/pton House dull after wll this

vaty.''

'u.'lrl:fm:-' was slightly bored Tt Wias no
novelty to him. He had spent so many
nights dinlng snd uurulng 1 places sim.
lar to Marnio's.  All the walters knew
him. He wondered If they were sur-
prised to nee him without Cynthin Far.
tow. For weeks past ha and she had
poen everywhers, together. He met Sany-
ster's quisxical evea: he rtillh!‘l‘.hilllln‘f
with sn effort: he turned to Christine
and began to talk.

He told her who some of the peopl
were Wt the other tables, He polnte
out & famous conductor, H.lltl Landon's
most popular comedinn. Christine waa
Interested In every one and ewrythtpf.
Her eves sparkled and her u«.unH\-'p. @
face was flushed Sho waus pretly tos
night, If she had never boen pretty be-
fm'“[' suppose you come here often?'’ she
puld, Bhe looked up into ;'.'I.HII'IH 4 bored
yvoung facs, "l all;mc!t'“l’ll not at all
new or wonderful to you?

He smiled.

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)
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BROUGHT RIGHT
TO MY OFFICE
PLEASE . :

o SOMEBODYS STEMOG —
I AMONLY A GIRW OF

16 AND HOPE “DU WiLL PAvY
ATTENTION TO THIS LETTER AS

I Do HOT HAVE AMUCH TIME To
WRITE LETTERS AS T AM \WORK-
ING ALL DAY AAD AIIGHT
I AW\ A STENOG AND &ET
A WEEK BUT Mvy
ONLY GINES ME
WEEK To SPEMD. Do YTou
THINK THAT 15 RIGHT ? I WAS
GOING TO RUN AWAY AND GET
MARRIED T HAVE A SAILOR
ERIEND WHOM T GO ouT
WITH SUADAYS BUT MOTHER
DOES AOT KAOW 'T° BUT SomE -
TIMES WHEN T AM OUT WITH
GETs A LITTLE PRESM,
I OFTEN GET ADVICE FROM
OTHER PEOPLE ONLYr MY
MOTHER . WELL, T GuUEBS T
WILL CLOSE AOW AS TMis 15
-ALL- T HAUE To ASK You.

ELAIN K

MY DEAR ELAIN —

Look ouT GIRLIE'! PuT
OM “TOUR CHAING OR ‘OULL
. SKID! GEE T Kuow Two
BUCKS PER AINT ENOUGH
To KEEP A LADY N HOSE
AN' CHOCOLATES BUT THINK
OF THE PooR CAANYBALLS!
THEY HANENT STOCKINS
EITHER AN'THE QALY
CHOCOLATE THE'YY "GoT IS
THEIR CoLoR: AT THAT
TWo A WEEK AT 16 SUMMERS
15 BETTER THAM R(DIA' 4
LIMMYZINE \WITH WINTER
IN ‘fou'R HEART. WITH Ao
ADVICE AT HOME AN A
SAILOR POR SUAMDAYS ‘©uURE
BETWEEAI THE DEviL AN THE
DEEP SEA, AINT ‘tou DEARIE!
BUT IT WOKT BE A CEATURY
TiL You CAn Go DANDY Lion
PICKIAG ALL AlLonBEY SO
“ou'LL BE GLAD THEA ‘YHu
KEPT A STI
Don'T PILE
PIT OM 'TOUR CHAINS AN,
THROTTLE DOWN .~ Cane' © Plagt

ETS DEARE,

SOME WANT MY HAIR
DIFFEREAT ~ MOST CF
‘EM LIKE ME AS T AM -
I'M GLAD' ABoOUT A
MILLION WANT ME To
MARRY THE Boss’
Sou - EE-MAGIN!

oanﬂ‘mgr A;Tozﬁwb
FFICET? - S'S'H!I -

LISTEAN ~ T THIAK THERES
ANOTHER FI
SCHEME DBEIN WORKED

The Young Lady Across the Way

other night,” Christine anid “1sn't sha

I-27

The young lady across the way
says whe isn't sleeping at all well
and, while she's tried almost every-
thing, doesn’t geem able to find any
simpla remedy that will induce in-
somnla.

Rare Presence of Mind of the Anti-Prohibitionist By Fontaine Fox SCHOOL DAYS

“THE DAY HE
SMASHED THAT
BOTTLE ON HIS

Buus worwer Sewos wm
T FR A LOAD

ain Twat
.uln ot
Y ]

A Pt

ey Wt WAT ok

TooTPRNTS 0N
TWE SanDs  OF
Tw™el

doia,

at Christine’'s rant faee |

= \AIMAT ARE
You Dowe
_ Augme °

UNCLE PETEMS
THies )

- WHERE |5 HE

- OM A
HuLTING TRIP

S — OH;
HE NEVER.
GETS AuNTHING

—You
SA;I !
~—\AMERE'S
Thar pagu
Coumr;
BurTom?

“CAP” STUBBS—Aw, Gee!

MAT WILL MOTHER
VER DO WHEN HER

ST -\ WON'T
W1 o B B heRne!

CUGH
A BLACKH

PER.CENT




