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The Second

By RUBY M. AYRES
Author 4! “The Woman Hater” and “The Black Sheep”

Honeymoon

WIPHINGS will come all right—you
T pae,”  sald CGladys wisely. She
picked up Christine's frock and carefully
foided it “Give him a chance, Chria-
yne; 1 don't hold w briet for him, but,
my word ! it would be rotten If the Great
Horatlo found out the truth and out
Jimmy off with a shilling, wouldn’t 7
of course, really it would werve him
jght, but one can't very well tell him
“  Sha shut the 1ld of the case and
to her feet. *Thare, T think that's
gl Tt munt be nearly dinner time."

gut Christine did not move,

“1 wish you could come with us,” she
gald tremblingly. “Why ean't you come
with us? T shouldn't mind half so much
if you wara there."”

Gladys glanced at her and away again.

wjow you're talking sheer rubbish”
ghe sald Mghtly. "You remind me of
that absurd play, “The Chiness Honey-
moon,’ when the bride took her brides-
malds with her.”” She laughed : she took
Christine's hand and dragged her o her
feot. "You might smile a little,” mshe
protested. “Don't lot Jimmy think you're
afrald of him."” |

“1 am afrald. 1 don't want to go.
fuddenly she began to cry,

Gladys's kind eyea grew anxious; she
ptond sllent for & moment, "

“I'm ever so much happler here,
Christine went on. "l hate London;
hate the horrid hotni:. U'd rather bhe
here with you and she broke off.

(Hadva let go of her hand | there was
a pucker of anxiety betwaoen her eyes
what had Kettering sald to Christine?
the asked horself in sudden panic. Sure-
Iy he had not broken his word to her.
dhe dlsmissed the thought with a shrug
¢ shoulders .
l)r"‘I!i‘::n!It‘!mln baby, Chrin,”" she mll"l n
triffe Impatiently  “Ts up to yon this
time. anyway., What's the usa of h<!!n¢
young and as pretty as you t:!;_'.e it you

¢ I tha man you WAaAn
ﬂ‘ln'l'1r1‘:t|’:-m dried her oyes, her cheeks
ished,

*trl‘;u:hl don’'t want him,"” she sald with
pidden passion, 1 I[ojf.-ﬂ't want him any
d than he wants me,
rrt::lo"d“ stared at her Ip mmhlu;
dlamay., She felt as If & cold hand h:
been Inid on her heart, She was un-
utierably thankful when the dinner gong
broke the silence; she turned again to
'hf,‘::f:;;.- I want my dinner, that's all T
¢, she wsald ¢
h.zr‘:é went downstalrs without walting

hriatine.
'n:?lmmry met her In tho hall; he loaked
at her with a sort of susplcion, ahe
thought, and she knew she was coloring.
Look here, Jimmy,” she sald with
pudden brusquepess, “if she comes blgk
hers ngnin wll{:out you |t will be l1e
last time you need ask ma for help.
You've got wyour chanes, Tf you ean’t
make her want to stay with you for lha;
rest of your nuhlurnl lrI‘nfllu.l wudh my
f 1 4 thole affair.'

11"'"l?:“t r‘;(a l‘:; t\:eal. I " he floundered,
filndys caught hins In friendly
1 n. n
ﬂ.f'lll':!r- no right to tell you, 1 suppose,
sha snld, loweoring her wvolos, “but it
won't be easy., 1 never tnnu'h!_ she'd
change #O, .zul now-—wall She
shrugged her shoulders.

A little Mame flashed
0es, :

.ot menn that she dou‘r'u cAre o
hang for me now, is that it?" he asked
roughly.
ul'illac'l)'n dld not answer; she turned

face away.
hoglmm_v put {Ill hands on her shoulders,
forcing her to look at him.

“Gladys, you don't meapn—not—not
vettering 7'

M‘I‘h--ro‘wu a thrill of agony in hias
volce,
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“I don't know—I can't be sure”
Gladye nanswersd him lpuumy. 1
don‘t it's only—only

Know anything.
what I'm afrald o!." She moved hur-
riedly nway from him as thev heard
Christine’'s footsteps on the landing up-
stalrs,

"I suppose It was wrong of me to
have sald that." she told herself .'.“ i
panle as sho went in Lo dinner, But
after all, 1t serves him right! Perhaps
he'll understand now gomething of what
eho sufferad, poor darling.”

Out in the hall Jimmy was standing
At the foot of the sairs looking up at
Christine, =

"I—I feel miich an awful brute,' he
began agitatedly, *“I don't deserve that
you should consider me in the least. 1—
I'll do my beat, Christine,"

She seemed to avold looking at him.
Ehr moved quickly past him,

"Don't let's talk about 1" she sald
rervousiy, “I'd much rather we did not
talk abonut 1" She went on into the
dining room without him.

Jimmy stood for A moament irreaniite:
he could not bellove that it was Chrls.
tihe who had spoken to him like this.
Christine, who so obviously wished to
avold him,

A sudden flame of jealousy searsd his
heart; he olenched his fists. Kettering
-hang that fellow, how darsd he make
Inva to another man's wife!

But he had conguered his agitation
befora he followed Christine. He dla
his best to be cheerful and amusing dur-
Ing dinner., He was rewarded once hy
feaing the pale whost of a smile on
Christine’s sad llttle face; It was as (f
for & moment she allowed him to raise
the veil of disllluslonment that had
fallon betwesn them and step back Intoe
s old  happy days when they had
Naved at sweethearts,

But the dinner was over all too moon,
nd Gladya sald It was time to think
About trafns, and she tallked and hustled
Very claverly, giving them ro time to feel
S%kward or embarrassed. She was
Eoing 1o emcort them to the station, she
Aeciired, consolous, porhaps, that both
of them would bo glad of

er company ;

*he wald that she wished she could
‘ome with them all the way, but that,
Of course. they did not want her. And

Neither of them dared to contradict her,

— he-— =2\

hougl xecratly Jimmy and Christine
Would have given u grent den! had sha
Hiddenly changed har mind and insisted

o wccamnpanying them to London,

She stood at (he door of the rallway
Mrringe until the Inst minute ; she sent
Ml manner of absurd mesages to the
fireat Horatlo; she told Christine 1o be
Yure 1o give him her love; she kept up
A riunning fire of chaff and banter til
the train started away, and a pompous
Kunrd told her to “Stand back there™ !
ind presently the last glimpse of Chris-
lne's pale Ifttla face and Jimmy's wor-
Hed eves hnd been swallowed up In the
rliness of the ovening.

Then  Gladys turned to walk home
Mone with a feoling of utter desolation
 her heart and an undignified smart-
Ing of tears in her oyes,

1 hope 1o goodness I've done the right
Ihing in letting hor go,” she thought, ns
the tirned aut on to the dark road agn'n

| hope—1 beg your pardon!" She had
2'_!;!\%1 into a tall man coming toward

He stopped at sound of her volea; It
wan Kattorin

“Minn Lal]gtnn, what In the world—"'
"t began in amazement.

Yo been meeing Jimmy off," Gladys
sXplatned alrlly, tgnulh her heart was
(rting uncomfortably. “Jimmy and

hristing : thoy've gone off on u second
oneymoon,” she ndded flippantly,
har MY¥—and Christine!" he echosd
har Words In just the tons of volce she
!lld drended and expected to hour, half
It half angry, Bhe could fesl his oi\;au
fering down at her, trying to read her
Ao through the darkness, then he Rave
& short, angry laugh,
| ippose you think you are protect-
" her from 'me? he sald roughly,
Hladys 414 not answer at onoe, and
When she apoke It wad In a queer,
Mrangled voice:

r parha I a rotecting you-—
from hegp " ", P -

s
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Thers was a little sllence, then ahe
:]“*:*':"l“: step from him. “Good night,”

Ho followsd. T will walk back with
Y0u." He wtrode along beside her through
the darkness : he was thinking of Chris-
tine ang Jimmy, spesding away to Lon-

Oh together, and' a sort of impotent
g conmumed him,

r-""‘m_\' wan such a boy. Bo Ignorant
the way in which to jove m woman
e Chrintine ; he amked an ANETY ques:

AA WM W%t EARL 3T ==V 7AR

"Whose suggestion was this—this—?"
.!,wu'ld nol'uh on

I dop S|
u"ﬂu?\‘ru, !;m_w thc; "{f:dh_m'”“

LM

Action and
Adventure

Th swee along in
Ge T Barr PMeE:‘:chloa'l new
novel—

West Wind Drift

It is a basic human interest
story, never: before printed, of
how two women fought for a
man's love.

Ruth and Olpa

They put up a good battle ;ml
the insue is long in doubt.

Don't Miss It

The first installment will ap-
pear on SBaturday in the

Evening Public Ledger

home—the Great Horatlo, you know,”
QGladys told him, her volce sounding a
little hymterical.

“And are you staying on here?”

“I #hall for the present—till Chrla-
tine comes back—if she ever does.” she
added deliberataly,

"You mean that you think she won't?"
he guestionad sharply.

"I mean that 1 hope she won't."

. They walked moma little way In al-
on

e,

“You'll find It dull—alone at Upton
Houne,” ho said presently n o mora
friondly volee.

"Yen" Gindyn was humiliated to know
how near whe was to weoping : she would
rather have died than let Kettering kinow
how desolate she felt.

"You don't enre for motoring, do you"
he sald suddenly, “Or 1 might come along
and take you out sometimes,"

"I do, I love i1."

She could feel him staring at her in
amazement,

“But you sald—"" he began,

T Kinow what I sald; (t was only an-
other way of expressing my disapproval
of—of—well, you know!" she explained

“Oh,"” he sald imly : suddenly he
laughed. “Well, then, may 1 call and
taks you out sometimes? We shall both
be—lonely,” he added with a sigh., "And
even If you don't ke me—""

Ha walted, as It expeoting her to con-
tradict him, but she did not, and it was
impossible for him to know that through
the darkness her heart was ing, and
her cheeka arimmon becaus ell, per.
haps becnuse she llked him too much
for complete happiness,

Jimmy and Christine traveled to Lon-
don at opxoa!tn onds of the carriage.
Jimmy had dons his best to muke his
wife conifortable; he had wrapped a
rug round her, though it wns w mi'd
night; he had bought more papers and

mAagazines than she could possibly read
on a Journey of twice the lﬂ'ldl‘l . and
seaing that she was disinclined to talk

he had finally retired to the other ena
of the carriage and pretended to be
nslesp,

He was dglng for n smoke;: he would
have glven his goul for a clgarelte, but
he was afraid 1o ask for permisnan;
he z£at there in durance vile with his
arms folded tightly and hia eyes half
closed, while the train sped on througn
the night toward London.

Chriatine turned the pages of her mag-
azines diligently, though' it Is doubtful if
she read a word or saw a single ploture,

Bhe folt very tired and dispirited; it
wis as If she had been forced back
agninst her will to look once mors on
the day of her wedding, when the cold
cheerlessness of the church and vestry
had frightened her, ana when Jimmy
had aeked Hangster to lunch with them.
The thought of Sangster gave her a
gleAm of comfort; she liked him, ana
she knew that he could be relied upon ;
I:I!m wondered how soon she would see

m,

And then she thought of Kettering
and the Iast words he had sald to her
on the steps at Upton Houme, and a little
sigh ercaped her. Bhe thought Jimmy was
asleop ; she put down the magazine and
lot herself Arift. There was something
about Kettoring that had appealed to her
An no other man had ever done, some-
thing manly and utterly reliable, which
sho found restful and protecting., Bhe
wondered what he would say when he
heard that she had gone back to Jimmy,
und what he would tnink.

She lobked across at her husband : his
eyes ware wide open. .

“Do you want anything? he asked
quickly, .

“No, thank you,” She seized upon the
mugasine again; she flushed {n con-
fusion,

“I've been wondering,” maid Jimmy
gently, “where you would like to stay
when we ?‘ot to town. T think you'd be
more comfortable In—Iin my rooma If
you wouldn't mind going there, but—-—"

She Interrupted hastily, “I'd much
rather g0 to a hotel. I don't care where
it Is—any place will do.”

She mpoke hurrledly, as If she wished
the cunversation ended.

Jimmy looked at her wistfully, she
was ao pretly, much prettier than he
had realizsed, ho told himmelf with a
sonse of loas. A thousand times lately
he found himself wishing that Cynthia
Farrow had not dled ; not that he want-
ed her any more for himself, not that it
any longer made him suffer to think of
her and those firat mad days of his en-
Eagomont, but so that he might have
proved to Christine that the fact of her
belng In London and nkar to him affsctad
him not at all; that ha might prove his
Infatuation for her to be & thing dead
and done with,

Now he supposed she would nevar he.
lieve him He looked ut her pretty pro-
file, and with sudden Impulse he rose 1o
his feot and crossed over to sit besids
her.

"1 want to epesk fo vou" ha anld
when she made a lttle movement as It
to eseape him.  “No, I'm not going to
touch vou."

There wax a note of bitterness in his
valoa. Onoe she had loved him to be near
her—a few #hort weeks ago—and she
would have welcomed this fourney with
him _alone, but now things were so
utterly changed

“I'must speak to you, just once, about
Cynthla," he sald urgently. “Just this
once, and then I'll never mention her
aguin, 1 ean't hope that you'll believe
what I'm golng to say, but—but I do
beg of you ta try to believe that I am
not saying all this because—hascaunss she
—ahe's dead. If she haa lived it wouln
make no differance to me now ; if she
were allve at this moment she weuld be
no more (o moe than—than any other
woman in ths world."

Christine kept her oyes steadlly before
her; she llstened because she could not
halp heraslf, but sho felt as If some one
wero turning a knife in her heart.

“The night-—the nignt she died."
Jimmy went on disconnectedly, I was
golng 1o make a clean breast of—ot
everything to vou, and ask you to for-
glve me and ot us start again. 1 was,
‘pon my honor I was, but—but Tate
stepped in, I supposs, ana you know
what hanpened, When I married you
'll admit that—that T didn't care for
vou as much as—as much as I ought to
have dona, but now a

“But pow—"  Christine interrupted
steadlly, though she was deiven by iIn-
tolerable pain—*"now It's too late, I'm
not with you tonight for any reason ex-
crapt that—that T think it's my duty, and
becauss I don't want your brother to
know or to bhlames you. We—we can't
over ba anything except ordinary friends.
I supposs wa can't get unmurried, can
wel" she sald with a little quivering
laugh. “But-——but at least we nesd never
be anything more than—than friends."

Jimmy was yery white; Christine had
spoken so quletly, so &ocidodly. thay
were not angry words, not even de'lber-
ately chosen to hurt him; they sounded

Just final!

He caught her hand,

“Oh, you don't mean that., Chris-
tine; you ure just maying It to--to

punish me, just to—to—pay me out, You
don't really mean t—yYou don't mean
that vou've forgotten all lha.old dAaym;
vou don't mean that you don't care for
mo any more—that you never will care
for me again. T {‘&l"l'l'; bear it., Uh, say
you don't mean that!

(CONTINUED TOMORROW)
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