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By HENRY ST. JOHN OOOPER

' = SUNNY DUCROW

< STARTS THE STORY

Sunny makes a apeeoh
or ire 1] ar-
vt da raiyned with

u'::‘:“{:,fﬁ,. the ocenter is found a

audience next wight
truth in her w

she s appl uded.
e
he TooeiE e bing ia coming

she explaina to her
aing to {mprove me'

veturna the dio-
to Lorid Dobrington,
at pobsr\tuplmin(:du?;ﬁ-
N, r]

o md huybdnnr con-
1 coond play,
Mg .:r: Sunny a m
unny stipulatea
oty it for heraelf
Montreasor invitea Sunny

her farewell party. A‘t the party

RE IT CONTINUES

N'T a bad name; I don't dislike

what do they eall you at home
she looked at him.

y did—they call me

My mothar nome-

me Etanley, but usually ahe

uNo, 1 wish the

v now!" Sanny sald,
o too! If I was your mother
g call you Stanley, or Stanny boy, or
lomething llke that!”

s you do.” he sald, “without
ther? I'd llke It just as

“iyou get on with your bun!” Bunny

n wera presents for Miss Mon-
ressor tonilght—little presents to TMArk
4 will and the affection in which
Hemmingway had
« littla diamond brooch, Rost-
large plece of ellver, Dobring-
t some trifles. Dobring-
silver-glit chain bag.
to have come

ed, but she had not.
ething—It aln't much—

ey all held her.

on's Kt was R

t you wouldn't mind."
& went out and returned
h o brown paper
't'Ill.‘ﬂn't nothing.” she sald—"mnot ke
uat the rest has glven you, but I'd like
old on the steamer ng acrost!” Bhe
ndid the parcel an

put going acrost ! she sald.
ot git 1o the other side,
t Into the sea if you llke.
“] am not llkely to do that
Ise Montressor sald.
uddenly Into her arms and kissed her,
oy, dear—thank you a
love your present, an
sop It niways in memory of my dear

'?O'I.I can drop

The teurs started into Bunny's eyes,

“If 1 'ad & ‘undred million pounds

'd give It all to you' she sald.
wouldn't think 1'd give

ou too much,
ping all you've done
ve me my start in life, You took me
the ‘und and 'elped me out of the
One day—ons da
pow grateful I am, I don

d shan’t never forget and—an
Sha wibbed sudden

“God bless you
you safe thers
&mlu 59 all of
Thera waas a long ol-
nee after Sunny's little speech.
Hemmltgway took out his
nd blew his noss loudly,
Rosthelmer sald,
i:'lldts mit laughter

nd keep you and t
d bring you safe hom
by os loves you, dear,

akes me to ghlit m

The time for parting
Wl evme now and Bunn

iy cried; the tears roiled down her

“Thers ain't no one so
¢ You In all the worid!" she wal
You've Leen everything to me and—
td I shan't never forget you, and I'l)
ray for yvou every daoy—and llke that

tlls Montressor held the glirl tightly

“Good-by, littla Sunny, and
Your ruccess will bring me &8
| of pleasure. Write to me
millines and 1 will write yo
proud of my little girl”
| In in the street Sunny dashed
e tears from her eyen.

Ehe's the best and sweeotest woman
Myr wull:.ed " she said aloud.

" Hunny looked wup.

“I'm golng to see

you hom N
'd Dobrington uitiou .

she. sald briefly,
h. you are wrongi I am,"
I am going to see you

golng to dam.nothhu of the

Becausa I'm going to wall”

Your motorcar?”

v if you prefer walking.'

willlg, Wi vou take m
Wt for? 1 aln't eighty ye
alone without nelp.”

H Oked down at her.

And 1f T weren't, where'd T be now?
4 Job somewhers,"” she sald,

ok
4 ke you o' JRo Sl

Wa'l| Eet on all right walking ke
ol :I its n long wuy, and you'll be
{ [t before yvou
.j nt fancy I shal The way can't
o walking, then 7

P but 1 like you!" he sald,

‘vfiawr.l_ Where would Bert be

B Bert!" he said, “Sunny"—he

Sunny, you Sre, t
In the world !
Am 17 ghe sald,

he mont won-
“T don't think!"™

s matter wit
i "-{1?. your Indigestion?" ahe asked.
rany 8 £ald slowly. “T have a pain

".Il't haenups _\!" Ty heart, & think 1

gake get on with
"What's the use of keep-
uriny, 4 &7 That's my name.”

Mgt 1Y, '_nd_vau think you could lke

and stured at him

Only one day I may tell
"' He paused.
L He sseamed to shake
¢ lils thoughta off him na &
€ Water from his coat when
| the waler to the lund.

8 of things la golng to
nny aald thought-
I'm going to play

0|
! POUNDN & e ing to earn a

Paused thoughtfully—
Bort'll get murried, 1

—
CHAPTER iv

Offer of Marriage
marry Hert!" Dobrlr

Yours or there-
L 'un got to be,

“Ma In 1ove with Barti"
hbhe burst into m merry peal of laugh-

3
“¥ou'rs not! Of course, you'rs neti*
he mald. '"“Then what on a:rth do you
gman by eaviog you are going to marry
im ? he in Iqlim with *ou. then,"
'rt Hert Tan't In lova with ne
one " mhe mald, "It Isn't w question of
lova. I ain't naver worrled about love,
I had''—she paused—"the meusles once
when I was a kiddle, and I had the diph-
theria onos and went to the isolation
omplt&l..t‘ did, and done well” 8he
paused. “T'va caught most things In
ohe way and another, but I ajn't caught
love, and don't mean to, I've got no
time for falling in love. It's like this
Bert—you know ‘ow helplass he Is—he
couldn’'t never gat on nohow If ha waa
Iefn alone—Iif there wasn't me to luok
after him, Could he?"
""Ha s cortainly not a genlus,” Dob-
rint'tlun.uud. “Not very bright, I should

xBerl‘s a perfeot (jut!” she mald
hriefly. ‘“‘He's got to have somae one to
look after him, That's why I've got to
marry him one of thesa dayns, only there
ain‘t no hurry. Mo and him have fixed
It u/Y to get_marrled when we are forty."

"I sea.” he sald glowly—"1 sea'

“Oh, thank goodness for that, then!"
Sunny sald, “Now"'-—she paused and
turned to him—="you didn't tter come
farther."

She held out har hand,

“T'Il mee you home."

He had his way, He saw her to the
door, There he shook hands with her,
He held her very small, childlike hand
for n few moments longer, perhaps, than
was absolutely necessary,

""Good-night, and thanks for coming.'

“Good-night, Bunny ; and—and I think
—" ha paused—"I think you will find out
Yoy were wrong."

"Wrong about what?' she asked,

“About belng proof against love. 1
fancy it'll come to you one day, ltue
rirl. and when It does, yvours will be a
ove worth having. When vou learn to
love It will not with any ordinary
love—it will be heart and soul. It will
be & great and wonderful love, yours,
Sunny, and he who wins it will be n
happy and fortunate man! Good-night,
little Sunny "

He wrung har hand and turned away.

Sunny nstared after him,

“What's he mean by that?" she asked
harself. “He's gons off his onlon!"

And then she went Indoors.

The now revue w A gOrgeous pro-
duction, Max Hemmingway had spent
money liks water, Ho had lald himsel
out to offer his best to the publle, but
one thini wis lacking, The popular fa-
vorite, Mlss Leslla Montressor, was
away playing to crowded houses on the
other side of the Atlantic, Misa Mon-
tregsor was a big loss There was no
one else in London quite up to her stand.
ard, She was a personality, She alone
had the power to draw, and Hemming-
wny knew It Graca Blythedale was
{rung and even prettler than Leslie

ontressor, She was very charming
and very graceful, but ahs was not Las-
lle Montressor,

“Of course they'!ll misg her" Hem-
mingway wsald, *““They are bound to,
Even the British public has a grain of
loyalty In its composition. They'll mius
Leslle Montressor. 1'm nervous about
the Blythedale girl; she's wstiff. She
don't let herself 1; like Laeslle did. I
hope u'ndsolnc to all right "

‘Conaldering der wmoney we haf
spent,” Ronthelmer sald, “it ought to be
all ride, didn't 147"

"It ought to be, but what ought to be
very often (sn't.,” Hemmingway sald, "I
Just hopwe it's going to ba all right.”

As the first day drew nearer, Hem-
mingway grew more and mors anxious
and Inclined to be despondont,

“I dell you, Rostheimer sald, *'dat
song dat feller—vat's his name?-—sings
aboud der roses |8 a scream, yes!"

“Oh, hang him!" Hemmingway sald.
“Yes, It lsn’t so bad, Il . 1 dare say,
But I'm worried. I think I've made a
mistake, Rosthelmer, about that Blythe-
dale girl. B8he's nlce and pretty and
young, of course; but that Isn't every-
thing. She's atif. 1 can't get her to
!‘ump about. She's atiff, The publle

ate any thing that's stiff, Sha don't
ﬂln!. herself into the part. Coms and
Bee

The two went Into the wings, where on
the stage & dress rehearsal was in pro-
Rress

Hemmingway was right ;: Misa Blythe.
dale, for n!' her youthful charms, wan
distinetly & (f in the lovemaking acene
In the cornfleids, She did not let herself

g0,

Sha did not in the least look like a
country maiden in her print dress and
her sun-bonnet, She looked Illke n
smart London young lady dressed up
in clothes that dld not belong to her,

“She's  just awful!" Hemmingway
groaned. ‘TLook at her, mincing and
prancing about, Pleture Lesiia In such
A part; she would have heen 'it'!"

‘For goodness anke, Mina Blythedals,"”
he sald, 'do-—do let yourself go! Get
n"!:l1 your high horse. Here, do It like
this!"

He pushed her aside, He took her
place on the haycart
“You've got to be coy and raqullh—-
full of fun. Sea?' he shouted. "You've
got to laugh and dimple and grine—
grin like the doose! This huycart lsn't
& ‘bus—Iit's a haycart. TU's rtuck out
hers in the country; it len't Piccadilly,
Now, then, have another try.”

Mijss Blythedale wna In tears, Tt waa
hopelags—more hopeless than before.

“That girl is going to ruin the whols
thing," Hemmingway Tronued‘ "1 was
mad to choose her, 1 thought she could
do It. T made a mintake. o's only fit
for a walkin art. Bhe's great as
Lady Marlg angold Wursel, the
soclaty youn ad‘; with four lines to
mn. but sha:'tl’n. alpless fraud at this,

CR o ”

n't d

Ha tramped up and down (hs wings,
and wrenched his cuff-linkn off in the
agitation of his mind,

I dell vou, old feller, der mistake
we make, ven," snld Rosthaimer. "“"We
oughd to have put dat lttle Sunny girl
Into dis bart.”

“I belleve you are right. She knows
how to be natural,” Hemmingway sald,
“Aut it's too Iate now."

“She's a quick study, ain't she?'" Tost-
helmer sald,

“Yen, but, hang It, twe days, man
nllvae! Are vou mad? No; It's going
o go through. We've got to trust to
luck. ‘There's the wscenery and the
dresses ; and, of course, Daglan s up to
standard and a bit beyond, Wa've just
got to risk tha Blythedals gir]!"

Hemmingway's interference at re-
hearsnl had done conslderably more
harm than good, Before that Miss
Blythedals hud been merely stiff and
formal; now whe wae nervous as well,
and tho combination had & terrible ef-
fect on her part of Marien Dohbins, the
country malden. Leslie Montressor, us
Hemmingway had said, would have
thrown herself heart and soul Into the
part, Bhe would have ceased o exist
in her own personality. Bhe would
have become a country girl with a rieh
Bomerset accoent, and the audience
would have gone mad about her., Grace
Blythedale wia not only spolling her
part, but she promised to spoll the show,

Hemmingway held hig head In his
hands and groaned In bitterness of
wpirit. He saw fallure before him, and
fallure menant the loss of many thou-
sands of pounds, apart from the hlow
to his name ns a successful producer of
high-class revue.

“I've been a fool!"™ he eald. *T can't
Iimagine now whiat I was thinking about.
1 ought to have bagged Molly Des-
champs or Lucy Lane for the part.
Bither of them would have done it all
right; now I've got that stlok!"

“Or der liddie Sunny girl,"” Rost-
helmer sald.

"Hung her! She's got no experlence ;
she's only a beginner,” Hemmingwnany
sald, "I couldn’t have trusted her,
She's all r!rhl In the little part she's got,
but the whole thing hangs on Marian
Dobbins. One could cut out the part of
Lady Maud altogether and no one
would be the wiser.”

It was true enough; Sunny's part had
very little boaring on t plot, such as
It was, It was a small part, but she
made the most of |t

Bhe Jooked very sinall and very pretty
and delicate and graceful as the run-
away schoolgirl, She spolte very nloely;
her accent was perfect, her modulution
wonderful, considering the plekle faotory
in_the near‘pui. Bhe had adapted her-
solf wonderfully, just as Leslle Montres-
sor could have dons In her place; but
the truth was her part did not matter
much one way or another, It could not
Niaks oOr milr the PIAYy, and wrace
Blythedals could and did,

‘Bert!" Sunny sald. “Bert, I got an
iden at the hucﬁ of my head that this
revue's golng to be a frost!' '

(CONTINUHD MONDAY)
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By Sidney Smith _

¢ WELL. NEVHEW - T owp CARp
CAVAR. GO Yovu ‘oo M7 Yo
KNOW THAT'S NOYY ToOoD~— 'S
JUBY AN APPETIZER.~ “ToO
HUCH: OF “THAT WILL GIVE Yov
INDIGESTION= YOU PILED \“C oM

WELL, THEN MEre'S R10300%

™RTS $300u
FOR 6 MOMTHE- AND REMEMBER WHWEN
INVESTMENT BT

SPEP Wit 6 o2 7 %% INTEREST=
TRY 0 GET A CORMER. OW “THE
WORLD W™ ouR Gan BOLL — (F (o)
BUY O BUY T QUTY OF ONE OF “THOBE WG

NGON'S
AT IH LITTLE. N CANS

WHiLE MNE GovY
TS SMALL OHANGE
OUY HERE Wow
MUCH DD Yovu

Od "™ Nor
TALKING ABOUT
WHAY You WERR

WELL AN
ONE “TIME | WKE

$68,00082 Yo
HE Goo

INYERES™T

10,0002
You eavng
HE WHEM
HoU WERE

Nou MAYWE AN

ouba\m CAVIAR,

WHAT A JACKASS I AM O WORRY
OVER A LITTLE FLIRTATION BETWEEA
MISS OFLAGE AND THAT PIN-HEAD SOA
OF MINE' HA-HA! IT WOULD BE FIERcE
IF IT WAS SERWUS BUT IT AINT = IM
AlOT GOIN' TO WORRY MYSELF
AUTTY = IT AINT SERIOUS -~ HA

o
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Ry WAS Too

EBODY’S STENOG—The Boss Has Worried Himself “B looey”

GoLLy, PRICES || RENTS ARE DOWA T00!
L SEE THERES A
BUnCH OF CuTe
LITTLE HOMES

For REAT Aow.|W 1|

SORRY, BUT THERE
WONT BE A VACANCY
IN OUR CAESAR

\WARD ‘TiL NEXT

TS COME. THE. WOR
MUCH ! SOMETHING'S SLIPPIAG |
FERLS LIKE A HUMMING BIRD IN
THE MIDDLE OF Mv HEAD : T GoT
To GET SOMEWHERE @UICK
WHILE TM STILL HARMLESS —

CAESAR: 1

DOWN ! JONES WANT To

ADVERTISE A
FIFTY PERCEAT
CUT ON LIVING \
Room FURNITURE *

B HAACWAR O

By FONTAINE FOX SCHOOL DAYS

“ 1 JANT You To GIVE JIMMY A_GooD
LICKING AND THEN

THAW OUT THE COLD
WATER PIPE

The young lady across the way
says her first vote was cost with a
lead pencil, but she hears consider-
able talk about the good work of
political machines in some of the
precinets and she supposes they'll
come in time.

“aw RITE
THE WATERS

f

Kiee Deef
" JWARY""\-—?#

[ \\i,'/‘f' =
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PETEY—He Dor’t Know What He Missed

_ : By C. A. Voinht
- A_':-l’_! l’a&""'_-‘ =
MISSED HIiM—!!

HAVEN'T A B\T
OF LG ~==l!

VL GWE HIM
THE SAME KIND

THE CLANCY KIDS—That’s Different

WHAT ARE YA CRYIN
FoR )JOE?

IT’S ROVER TIMMIE,, T

WAS ONLY YESTERDAY
HE WAS BURIED.

Y BURIEDMY
72 \GREAT GRANDFATHER YA

50INTAROUND

ZZ A2 WHEN TR

' [

OH « BoT You DIpNr
RAISE YOUR GREAT
f;\-rm—:s-z FROM




