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SUNNY DUCROW

By HENRY 8T, JOUN COOPER

pNESS | Aln'e 1 quiet, haven't I
peen walting for you to talk all the

7 Only you don't Ay & word. You

: your collar apout and dlwar.
your tie! Oh, what a lovely tie |

that—molre nilk, or what?"
; don't Mnow. { don't oars!" he
sgunny, lsten I
sho sald, She ran

00

Wt & minute 1"

{he room And sprang on to the ah

H pat thers, swinging her small
5:.”‘:11 :uleh!ns him with her bright
w purry!" she said,  “It's only
; yot; wi've got the best part of
woek before us; we oan knook oft
meals and the peformance For
dness’ pake, Arthur, don't hurryt”
wgunny, tan you be werlous?™ he sald,
nodded. “When I want to, but I
pn't feal like belng serloun thin morn-
ag. 1've been weelng it all, thore little
f.and-white cottagen, each with o

throom and-—"
-H.n%olhs m““:'l'ﬁn:l?'l! :‘.I;':. r"l‘a.
" ther every ! 5 .
.i.ﬂ me  Bunny, I!.-"-" He peased,
any, 1 love you
m{r sat stlll, her fest refused to
+ she stared at him,
. Bunny, with all my
i b sald, "I nnnt. you to promise
. day be my wife. -
gu—you poor old dear!” she sald
ou poor dear old thihg, you! What's

matter?”

“gunny, 1 mean 1t 1 n it! I love
o T think 1 fell in love with you the
ry first day 1 saw thnt dear littls red

d of yours and that bright face of

purd; you Just walked straight Into

heart, dear! I've got to look for

s, 1o hops for you, to listen for you;
ut'1 wan & fool, 1 didn't realize what

meant to me! 1 do realiss It now. I
“ 1 want you to belong to me.

you Arm young yet—only just
yantoen, aren’t you, dear? But we
suld walt & year, walt till—"

gunny alip down from tha table.
(he came to him and put her arms sud-
enly round hin n t she drew his

se down and kissed him on the chesk.

“Forget It, Arthur,” sha sald softly.

arget It, dear old Arthur, I love you

jot, & heap In mnother way! I love

r dear. solamn old faoe mors than 1
ban tell you, but—but It can't be that

, You understand, don't you, dear?"
nodded wilently,

“ hate hurting you" she sald; her
res flllad ruddenly-—"hats It, hats t!
i'd sooner cut my hand off than hurt
ou; you know that, don't youf"

“Then—then it can never be?' he

d wistfully,

She shook her head. “Tt ean't ba!"
he mid. ‘Ma and you must be
ifriends, the best of friends, Arthur;
we'll always ba that, shan't wa?"

“Always, Bunny dear!" he sald
“Aways!" There was o lump In his
throat. Tt was a blow, but he took It
like the man his Whaa,

“So—s0 It's off!™ he sald. “EhT ON
for good and wil! No chance for me,
no hope, Sunny, that you may ever
changpe your mind?"  He looked al her
with the Iast glaam of hug- In his ayes

Bunny shook her head, 1 ashan't
never changs my mind, dear,” she

d Bho went to him and slipped her

littla hand Into his ‘Only 1t
sn't make no differance belwsen us,
goept porhaps 1t'1l make um ke one
other better than ever!" she sald.

*I—1 suppose so. I'll get used to 1t

fime; it—It hurta a bit now, Sunny."

"l know—at least I don't know, but

.‘:Ell it does ! ghe sald,

rny does it mean that there |s—

s pome one elma?' he sald,

§ha looked at him, the oolor flooded

face to har white neck. Her eoyes

I mddnn;lr: she drew her hand

B dont kmow: T don't ‘kn
on't know ; on't ‘know," Bunny
Ducrew sald.  “T don't know,"
ﬁ he did ! o gt
was gone, and he
own at the empty Ilrrplu:?“d Hores
“After all. T was too late!' he sald,
00 late: my luek! Wall—" Ha
oaved & great migh, “God bless her all
he same, dear, wwest 1ittls moul!™
AM.Hr-mnz w:‘“i”dkml" into the street
lu"p;md. ¥ look In her eyes, her
‘T don't Imow." mh
hur Curtiew. *7 in::‘th;rfow.-'f . »
;r:, know? £he wondered. Did
"1 haven't got no right t
n love wi'h no ona l"t!h: ll:ldmd e
“Least of all with some one who''—
he Panssd—'nome one who oouldn't
#ver think of a girl ke mo, & girl wha
* nothine and nobodw ! I wane
vreng, 1 do know! Only—only T know,

onn eh It when 1 jump ba
gnlr ukt touch ft. Prntnu; l'llrh‘q' .‘{.‘?:
o .t m“a.&t llmmyl"

i her raverlsa was
Mry, Melkin oame m? the mm.‘mm'
\ Aln’t you never ng to get up this
g&!;;_ morning, isabeth Ann Du

“It lsn't often 1 stay in bed,” Bun
sald. “I'm lglns to ‘o{ up now, l"w';:
I.n!o ue: nﬂi.l‘ Ired last night; It was
e Molkin snifted, “Heavy partf”
o rald. “Much good your heavy purt
seem fto doramqf 'e, never gs 't:
h“. n homa of our awn, Ellgabeth Ann?
we 1::0: to In—in respectable

1ginga the rest of our lives?”

abouthi &oﬂ'g lenty olt¢ El?au to res
me," Sunny sa 0ll me, ol
dear, how you‘d"lllu to go and 1Iv:' n‘t

In the country?
eldl;lz':y %urlrt!" Mrs. Melkin sald de-

Sunny's face fell, "Wall, it wouldn't
be far out,” she said. “Not more'n about
tan milen "

“I'd ‘ate 101" Mra, Mealkin sald, “I'm
a to bird, I am!"

ow about a nics littls red-and-
whits houss with honeysuekies and
things 7" Sunny nald,

“I'd "ate 111" Mrs, Melkin repeated,

“And a bathroom?" Sunny asked hope-
‘l'lill:'r. “J\tt'\: f‘l kltche: mlt': tnluo red?

on oor, and a back garden
with cabbages and like that?”

"Not me!"” sald Mrs, Malkin,

Bunny sighed. 1 thought you'd ‘a’
Jumped at it!" whe aald.

“I'd 'ate the very sight of it Clve
ma London and ths shops!"

Sunny sighed. “I thought you would
Itke IL" she sald, I had an Idea,
butl—" She paused,

“What's all them papers?’ Mrs. Mel-
kin naked, [

“Only about the plece last ‘llllll."

“Oh, that plece of *Bert Jacksonm's!
Laugh at it, I should think, don’t they 7"

“Not quite!” Sunny sald,

“Well, If they didn't, they ought to!
Bert Jackson writing plays! What's
things coming te? Im as used to be
in the ploklase——"

“And me, too, 1 was In the ploklea!"
Bunny sald, “Only things change a bit!"

"An?"ou- don't mention no country
‘ome " Mrs. Mclkin sald, “No! nor
no bathrooms nor tiled kitchens nelther;
and aa for cubbages In the garden, 1
neml; uf.;uld ablde the smell of them

w “‘ "

“All right," Bunpy said. "All right,
wa'll get a little fiat somewhere later
on—l‘ .

“Later on? It's always later on!"
Mra, Melkin sald,

SBunny rose; she bathed and dremsed.
It waa 11 o'ciock when she opened the
front door of tha house In Bloomabury
nnd went out. Outslds the door a oar
had pulled up; In the car was Lord
Dobpington,

“Good morning, Bunny." he sald, “Rip-
ping notloes about you In the pupers, and
you deserve it all! SBee what Angus sald
about you In the Cry T

fhe nodded, "“And he wan right,” she
sald; “he was dead right! | n jump-
ing a bit too high. I've got to wait till
I've wn a bit”

“Oh, rot!" ho sald. "“These chaps al.
ways qualify thelr pralse. It was a rip
ping notice., | read It aloud to my
mother and she was dellghted with {t!"

“Was she?' aald Sunny,

“Rather " He made room for her
bestde him. “Jump In, Sunny,” he mald

He himself was driving the smart
littls two-meater, and now, with the akill
of & practicad &flwr. he put it through
the truffic.

Sunny dild not talk while they were
negotinting the worst of the t ., but
prosently, when Ealing was paseed and
the road became less congested, she be-

gun.

“It's all off|" she sald

“Off? What's oft "

‘Me living at Sunnyville,” she sald
"1 spolke about it to aunt, and she nearly
had a ft. She's against living In the
courjtry ; and I did look forward to it
#0,” she sald. “I'd made up my mind
to have one of those little -and-white
cottages, and look after thinge thers
during the day, and help a bit In the fac-
tory, and—and one thing and another,
but there it Is! Aunt won't llsten to It,
so it's off!"

“Poor old girl | Dobrington sald, He
looked at the little face benide him. He
looked more often than he should, seaing
that he was responsible for the well
being of the car.

“S8o0 you want to live in the country?

he sal

“I'd love it! It waa just lovely that
night 1 stayed at Barriowe's, getting up
in the morning and seeing the flslda and
the cows and the hena and all the rest of
it, and the fresh alr! Oh, I'd love It1"

“You've never seen our country home,
SunTl:ir. at Great Harwell—Harwell Tow-
ors?

i no one alus aver will! T'

forget It get the hast of It, gl‘\:.o ':'I:intl:
fIt! Afiar 11, there's mors things in
;:" wor'd than love—" Hhe pansed.
he saod on the sdge of the navement
o Tojched the flow of the traffio, Tnto
Iigt fight eyes came a woft, tendar

mr'; there's more thines In thin worlg
“But love's

Inughed =
Yed har hands !o’a.hpollot::la::w A0S
urc;::-:\:‘tn-"'m the procession, Mis.
0‘..; ne-rrm'; " ahe called out. * I want
8 he wm'led back at her and 1ifred
h"'mmhnnd and held up the trameo.
o #s Sunny Ducrow crossed the

CWAPTER XTIX
Something & Tittle Wrong

"Miss Sunny Ducrow w
£ . Who has

h.lnhﬂeu & favorite with the ntn::: :?
e talm, proved herself 1o As Vere
e‘ % nhe In charming, Her perform-
-"‘n & came nltomether na ® surprise to
n:i:iudh-nre. which had grown neceus-
41 Insttn Fealng her In lighter parts, In
P Keene,. when she appeared on
Wl B¢ alone, sha 1ield the houss apell.
¥ the trag'e force she displayed

A yel. regretfully
AN fromn I¥ It must be written,

e production
"-.d A Miccesn,

L wan hardly falr to Mles Ducrow;
.::l:dllmrf Wis ne: prepared to ncgepi
¢ "“ldlr.lm-:llenna. Miss Ducrow had
Pads s tm:l the reputation she han
At oo B charming young nlayer of
e b:::edy. It was, in fact nome

‘ore the audlence meamed to
tﬁ- fact that the performance
Is, howsver, nos eere:
: y X saying too much
mlﬂl::flﬂfn that Mixs Ducrow made &

“ hmourr_n, And rove to hnt’hu that
eresl hﬂhmrjut enthusinetic adm'rers had
aty fVad her cupable of, But tha
i har":vI::r n‘:ur:h: It pvidently told
UrALn ' 8he was called after the

n nrtistie nolnt of view,
eould hardly- be consld-

I wa might ofre
Htle friend|y rnd\'luq. rw:”ﬁ:;ug“::fk:u:
- refrain fro
I”D"'ht Party na Ihulmof ';;T:dlh'ﬂ‘!ll,:
J "oy-adventuress, for some
ne. Ong canngt doubt that
i ,n::te; laat hnl:ht'u
n
I’:ﬂ\t helghta ane c!nnztedn‘t‘;u:
alie 18 young, and though
lust night was wonderful,
muoch of the child about
& PATt am this,

Kt ahe

f *rt Tackuon' n
A il probubi A Irst venture but
g i, i B
" i Wi t
Srrmb‘u"]":"::’: 'l"lji'::“l‘mﬂ;l.l"l the prom-
g t'.'ryy Iluy " bed reading the Morn
e conte ™ the paper that Wallace
¢ waybuted his criticlm o, and
tme, He hagd the best oritlo of
0 the gy, had heen kind, far more
ekn 'HL”;{“""IG dared to hope for;:
e of hargerg © NN sho read his

S night had heen
' the
:t::lal:rh At the Realm, r::‘dnl E;'?;
nrllicl' 8 Lo e noraing. paers
Bl '":m; tIn the morning papers,
e Alf a dowxen PRpery ﬂ'““
s o0 she aliimmed through the
]m ttr:m!;l;!au;rui?' Attt
ﬂ):m?:;' l?;:nd-mnod“ o Betiaring,
_‘l‘:nndu b:l* them all aside; she put
W el "uo amiled.
cﬂ' i”l" tﬂnn he w
ﬂu.ld. but "rmgrul
L} o8 1

d,
As right, It took it
ly! I Sidn

Perhape 1 U:I‘E:lokﬂ:t

Ought to lenve

.

lhnl'.m' ’i" for

Dean'y qul‘t‘:. t l‘ﬁchﬂ?ﬁ yo?{

L -

“Of course, T haven't,” sho said.

“Bunny, supposing we run on there
now—Iit's only fAfty milea—instead of

Ing to Sunnyville this moming, an we

tended? Lot's makas for Great Har.
well, shall we?™' Hae looked at her eng-
erly, "I'd love you to see our place!"

“T'd love to see It!"

He looked at the clock on the dash-
board. “If we put it on we ought to be
there hy half-past one. I ocould send
Mra. Mathers a wire from Uxbridge to
tell her to have luncheon ready, We
could leave there at 4 and be back In
town by 6, shall we ™

Sunny nodded.

“Right!" he sald  *“I've wanted you to
sce our place badly.”

At Uxbridge they stopped for a faw
minutes while he sent a telegram to the
houstkeeper at Harwell Towers, wam-
ing her of thelr coming for lunch.

& country waa lovely ; It was a glor-
lous day, and Bunny gave herself up to
the enjoyment of the trip. London and
the theatres sreemed very, very fur
away; the little ear ran like & dream.
Thay did not talk muoh, and Bunny was
rlad. Now and again Dobringlon
glanced at her, mometimes thelr eyea
met, and they rmiled. They were good
friends, the hast of good friends; there
was & complete understanding between
them, there was no necd (or any winey
esmary conversation

And the car made good time; It was
just after 1 when they ran Into the
quaint, lrregular Jittle street of Great
Harwell, It was an old-world village,
slx milea from the nearest rallway sta-
tlon and conmequently unapolled The
avementas were of rough cobbles, the
Ittle cottuges had whitewnshed walls
and roofs of thateh, or of {rregular,
wenther and timastained tiles. Old
dames with smiling faces bobhed ourtales
to Debrington as the car ed; old
men touch & thelr hats to him.

“Every one seema to know you here,"
Sunny sald, i

"‘I‘f‘;vy ought,” he sald, with a lsugh;
“wa've heen here over four hundred
years. 1 was born here; It's my home,
you linow. "

Hefore them was & palr of large stone
rlllarl. surmounted by earved llons hold-
ng shleldr On the plllars swung heau-
tifully wrought-iron gates

“Lor, wa dldn't ought to go In here,
did we? HSunny asked, as the ear went
between the gats pillars,

Dobrington amiled. “It's our place,"
he sald. "Horwell Towers.'

Sunny #ald nothing; she looked about
her., She saw xmooth, green sward, on
which fed deer. 8ha had never seen
deer In her life, exocept onos In Rich.
mond Park; her eyes widened and ahe
held her hreath,

“You—you don't mean,” she whis
prred, “you don't mean it—It all be-
‘angn te you?

“Ta my father!"” he rald.  =It']] be
mine one day, 1 sup® ., ..ough 1 hape
not for mln{ n long day yet. He'a the
dearest and best old fellow In the world,
my governor !

And there, at last, was the housa It
swelf. Tt stood bhack, a large shast of
water reficcted it to the most minute
datall. A long, low, rambling, old-fash-
foned plags of stone, with mulllonsd win-
dows and queer churchllke-looking door-
waya It mtood high, bullt on & ullght
hill which had been cut Into terrncues

“Like 1t7" he asked,

Bunny did not ansawer for a moment
"Go—go slow, Oh, plense stop: I want
to look 1" she sald, * I want to ses it
from fjust here!"

lll"l-!c stopped the car and she gused her

Weall™ he anked,

“It's wonderfyl, I never saw any-
thing ke 1t! ‘s almost exactly ke
the drop soene at the Realm, only bet
ter! Didn't there ought to ba some
awnns on the lake thare "

He lnughed. “There shall be one day
it you like, Sunny," he sald meaningly,
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By Sidrey Smith

THE GUMPS—The Older They Are the Harder They Fall

WELL= (M NOY SucH THE  WIBOW
A BAD LOOKING OLD Guy WAS
AFTER ALL= “ME FIRST S W LA B Snagd
Bovhogndler - <2 v T AR N MY HEAD=
5 WERE BROWN—
\ RENER WAD TME TO
LOOK AT “THEM BEFORE-—

— - ’ PP o .

SOMEBODY'S STENOG—Mondan Mornina Blues

e —

1T TAKES A
SMART WOMAN TO
FIND OUT WHO'S WHO =

I JUST COULDNT MAKE
HER BEUEVE THAT |
NEVER. WENT 7O COLLEGE -~

AND SHE CALLS ME
QLY FUINT HEARYT—

——— e
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BY THE CROO-EL. IROM FIST OF
A LIFE' ALLRIGHT DESTINY AN EVERYTHING — EARAIAL

' 1 [ T
OH HOM ' WHAT WORK: TIED DOwn ! SLAVE T TRoD - CoMi Down To THIS DUMP
AT EIGHT OCLOCK WITH OAE
MOM.ALLRI'GHT A CHANCE TO EAT THE CRUMBS WHILE EYE STILL IN BED WHILE
ALLRIGHT: THE RICH EMPLOYER CLASS KAOCKS THE Boss COMES DOWN AUY
AR CIG6AR ASHES ALL OVER OLp TIME ~ RIDIN ALOAG IN
CAMILLE ! ORIENTAL RUG6S — GET OUT OF HIS CAR IN CUSHIONE

OH CAMILLE! My WAMY , Yoo !t

ITS QUARTER
To Sevewn !
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The Young Lady Across the Way THE ITINERANT BOOZE TESTER : By F();\'T;:‘t;!.'\'ﬁ' FFX SCHOO! -h 11°e

By DWIG

RGE 1S

GUA
rH1s STOMACH PUumMP

IF 1 SHoviD
Neeo it !

A New PRoFESSION Wikl
SPRING INTo EXISTENCE IN CASE
The young lady across the way THE LIQUOR THEY ARE SMUGGLING
u? n;u bl.::lle\-ra in reasonable *THROUGH To US SHOULD CONTINUE “To
Sabbath observance all right, but
the reformers who are t:ﬂng ':u o oF THE SAME DANGEROUS QNCIRTAIR QUALITY.

force the continental Bunday on us
are going too far.
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Poucien ) \ A B LWTER, IR, MERLIFUL HORRIFILS:
AND A EateD To [NForm You THaT ROLPA 18 A Dume:
pet REALT A Duke AMD Wil a0 tve JosT
2Teontuke_ge Ten TRiuon  POLLARS REFVIED WAL
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By C. A. Voight.

THE CLANCY KIDS—As the Twig Is Bent, Etc.

TIMMIE, WHAT po
You KNOW ABOUT ’
THE ORCHID FAMILY,

C A Neig '

— PEETEE !
VIHAT S THE
MATTER ————

LICHTS

THE SWITCHES

ARE MARRED WITH

RADIUM— SEE
JEM .,

By Percy L. Crosby '
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CARRY Gossip.

@ﬂ_ﬂa“ _i_ LR '_;'.

i g

-




