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Jill and ﬁa;:! {:c::hrr. h:_rthy ;a

A r}':m;mrfv Ralph ‘Ht‘lllu:;'.

Hlave In .

" .,:"ffpf;:;r;g i!?yard’ {q! ;it;: % ;’)m,
¢ ittle faith |

ne m“‘?ﬂ?ﬂrf’l‘a that Kathy will

iy r‘m. hut ahe neplecta

much for Jitl, who is employed

xHewy. her, geiw ucqueinlrf;:
? la0 a rocie

we T“,”'“'Fr" Ll 4. She

with OVrus Tl ond of HilL ard. She

§ omar 'l'lﬂ["lf,f”
atonda that ':; ?:tt;:nﬂ-" I?lrm i na;k
 him 1 1 uat too late Kathy

1 ranee. ..
fo in on ODETTL " cee Dont'" Jill
Do o m“i :}? h!;fhy were }'uﬂ‘
in Aer new beautiful

?m that oddly nervous

elothet, and UL plue eyer.
HERE 1T CONTINUES

him,"'

JREE 1 want to ses §
'Or C(:D sald falteringly: she fnl;l
KJ.I{I ’Inm the inner room, and,

looking do¥n at Don,

t she ke
Jin Wueﬂ:'t?f. anxioun for

g for a little while he
g wis asiechS in: his handsome
e '"1“5"113?.1”5h’hd1.h as he Ity
> l:‘:tl: his mrldnhnirtbrlunhed ack,
tthe parted. B
“'d'ﬂm’ liiT ndt:ul::'t look 80 (ﬁ;rynolgl..n
mid !a_th,v flll;ifinl'l‘.l': she
BTt e sayi that he has never
w“echﬁ:“g;d':{t.nck'" Jill answ:nc-g
el m} he stood beside the bed m.m
er.r’de(muira gttitude : there “%n
!0 but bitterness and Anger
§0th . : Kathy.

rd ; Y
.'E'hl:::”\\‘::‘:‘l.“‘“”'"“ silence: in the

cod restlessly,
room Hillyard mnw—*
-uKtllh\' turned at once- i
41 think T ought to :ft:?!n}; Raiph
0 | y 0
mrlt:i I?n’; n\:hiﬂper; she looked with

lnﬁi{g::,npolﬂ‘lg'l n.llll walked past her

well,
{ntoe the

t her hanu
it not Lo
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awkwardly: it was the fiest time he had

ken to her. £ Wi
et on,'' she anawere .
ltH:ul: an'ille rurh an unreal scene;

tanding
n her heautiful r!nt_hen. »
g::z"“‘-ith the stiff awkw lrdnul.u lr;.'fnr:;
stranger; and yet—only a e:. oxt
woeks ago this ugly room had ““be

. the home to whien she hndh _f‘r:
glad to return every night—the %md
where at least she ha l'.lwus “al
the warmth of her sister's unselfish

o y fonate
! swelled with passiona
nse':lll;ulr::a;ﬂuha wondered if sudden

p uickly have changea
;::m;u:loﬂdn sgfoqn married to Ralph
Hiliyard instead of Kathy, and her
heart cried out in passionate protest.

“Well—good-by— ' ehe sald after a
moment: she leaned a little toward

fering her cheek—it was hot
f:é“"hsrémzf Kathy |kissed her
hurriedly.

““1 . shall faime n:uinau:on--ﬁnd if
thin u wan
ﬁeﬂri*ll?lr:i”l'aid 'l’:-.-upl-. of nov'erel;na
on the tabla; he avolded Jill's eyex
' L1}
“"l};tvdgldthem to Don—from me,”" he

whkwardly.

-!Tdill. did Imtr answer; sho left the
soverelgns lying where he laid them
down; she knew how furious Don
wonld have been had he heard the un-
consclous condescension in his brother-
in-law’'s voice; she knew that Don
would probably have thrown the gift
in the face of the giver.

Eathy and ber husband went out of
the room together: JUI stood looking
after them through the open door; HI!-
ard's hand was on his wife's arm;
¢ seemed to be talking to her in a

low voice,

Suddenly Kathy freed herself; she
eame running back ; she pushed the door

now of her own accord—she went
up to Jill with eager steps,

*“Jill—oh, Jill,” she sald tremblingly.

Jill raised her dark eyea; they were
bard and accusing.

HWell ¥

“Don’t be cross with me—I do love
zw—rou know I do; but—but Ralph

® * ' Bhe could not on; her voice
trembled wo,

Hillyard called to her from the nar-
row passage below ; thera was a touch
of lnﬁpntiencﬂ in his volce,

"Kathy—Kathy !"'

Kathy put her arms round JI1; she

nsed her unresponsive face twice with
eager fondness,

‘T shall come again—I shall come
again soon,'’ ghn mald; she flew off and
down the etairs.

en she went out to the car she
found Tallentyre talking to her hus-

; he greeted her gravely—he did
nc‘ |imh hands,

‘T hope your brother is better,"” he
sald rather formally, *‘1 was just going
to in irﬁ."|

“He's asleep—we dldn’t think he
locked very 111, did we, Ralph?" Kathy
nﬂmled to Hillyard engerly. .

o shrugged his shoulders: he was an-
noyed at Tallentyre'm friendship with
Jill—annosed, too, because Tallentyr-
;ﬂi“ﬂlll‘d to tell him how they first

"He has these attacks mo often—{t's
useless getting upset every time. Can
WP.F{"'G You a lift, Tallentyre®"’

No, thanks,'" .

Tullentyre waited till the ear had
driven away, then he went into the
house.

Jill was lunm:'llng whera Kathy had

- er; the two soversigns still lay
\ln!t‘ﬂ'dl'fl on the shahby tablecloth,

Don {u ‘tter, 1T am glad to hear."
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took her unresponsive hand
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ovement she swept the gover-
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Wh“!‘d er cheeks wers burning.
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he Inoked up at

& than they really
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Winds of the World

By RUBY M. AYRES
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“The Master Man,” "The Second

hear ahout it all; 1t's kind of you to
come. Don is hetter—he was fast agleep
just now when we went in.'' ’

"I should like to see him,'' said Tal-
lentyre. “‘I've never seon him yet, you

know, though I've heard sg much about
him. Tf T promise to be ery quiet—
:;m.vrll Just put my hesd round the
onr

He was talking lightly on purpose to
try to cheer phor; Jilf smiled faintly.

“You may go in 4f you like; you
won't wnkeri him, he's so fast nsleep.'’

She led the way into the little room ;
iy wont softly over to the window to
lower a hlind that let in too much
light,

Tallentyre walked across to the bed,
and stood looking down at the boy; he

waa urF; much like Kathy as he lay
there—the wame beautifully ehiselod fea-
tures and wealth of hair: he looked

more like o girl than a lad verging on
manhood, Tallentyre thought with sud-
den pity,

He hent nearer to him—there was a
moment's  silence, then Tallentyre
caught hix hreath hard, and drew him-
self up sharply,

Jill had been right“when she sald that

Don wus so fast asleop he would not
waken,

CHAPTER XII
""Tha key llew to your hand, the world at
your feat
Taka wrgl-nlg_l the good gods offer—and walk
o

“Are vou very tired, Miss Ather-
ton?'" nsked Henry Sturgess abruptly.

Jill bad been writing from his dic-
tation all the afternoon, and he had
suddenly broken off in the middle of a
dry business letter to put his question.

SNl raised faintly surprised eyes from
her work. '

"“Tired—no, thank you.'" She waited
i moment, cxpecting him to continue
the dictation, but he Inid down his
notes,

“That will do for the present—put
your pen down; I want to speak to
you."

Don had been dead more than a fort-
night, but Jill had not even begun to
get used to his empty eouch by the
window, and the horrible silence of the
Httle room to which she stil] went
home every day: it seemed to her that
with the passing of time she only real-
izeidl more acutely how muech he had
been to her: and what n terrible blank
his _death bad Ioft in her life.

Thers were times when it seemed like
8 hundred years since his death: ani
times when ghe eould not belieye that
it had heen longer ngo than last night;
times when she wag sure that she had
only to look in the little bedroom to see
his white, still fuce on the pillow, and
the thin folded hands on the narrow
chest,

Life had lost its interest: there was
nobody to think for, or work for: she
went to and fro to the office mechan-
ically.

She did her work machanically, won-
dering why she troubled at all, w‘hy she
ate and drank, and tried to sleep, when
everything seemed so utterly pointlewr,

In the first shock of grief and re-
morse Kathy had begged her to go and
live with them; she had clung round
Jill's neck and told her that uow their
home must always be together, Hill-
snrd was in the room at the time, and
Jill had looked past Kathy's golden
Lead to where he stood, stif and un-
responsive, rnintedly not eeconding hie
wife's impulsive invitation.

Jill had almost laughed as she met bis
unfriendly gnze,

“It's kind of vou—very kind, but I
couldn’t! I'd much rather live alone—
i shall be mueh happler alone."

Kathy hnd never agaln made the
suggestion,  Jill could not sy pose
that when they got liome Iillyard had
told her plainly that it would never
do, and that he did vot intend to have
n gister-in-law in the house.

Jill writhed whenever she thought
of his silence and of the formal con-
dolences he had offered her.

In what way wns she different to
Kathy? she asked hoerself resentfully,
He had thought Katky good enough to
love and marry, but for Kathy's slster
he had only undisguised dialike.

““Not that T would have dreamed of
rolng to live with them, even If they

ad both segged me to!' Jill told Tal-
Ientyre afterward.

“Not even if T had liked Kathy's
Hp‘hanﬂ. and I don't—somctimes T hate

m,""*

“You den't mean that,"”” Tallentvra
answered In his quiet volee, *‘Hill-
vard's all right—he only wants under-
standing.'*

Tullentyre hnd been very good to Jil|
during those first days of her sorrow ;
in a quiet, unobtrusivo way he had
lightened her burdens whenever he
eould; he had called at the office day
nfter day to mee her even if only for A
few minutes; to try to cheer her up:
to take her a little out of herself.

But during this last week he had
been out of London, and Jill had misse]
bim terribly,

She thought he might have written to
her; she waw thinking so ngain now ny
the reluctantly put aside her work in
response to NMr., Sturgess' wish, and
drew her chalr a little nearer to where
he sat,

Tallentyre had bheen away a week,
and lLie hod not sent her a line of any
sort,

She did not know where ha had
gone, or, once or twirn, driven by her
tdesperate lonelinese, she might  have
boen tempted to write to Kim; she was
wtarving for affection—for some one (o
care for her and be intercsted in her
future,

Kathy's Inve was last to her In the
Lest sense of the word, she knew : noth-
Ing would ever be the same betwoen
them again: uireals Jill was beginning
to see small nllusions to her slster in
the socisty eolnimus of the newspppers:
Mra. Ralph Hillvard was evidontly be-
ing pushed to the fore by her new roln
In different circaomstanees no-
bady wonuld have been more pleased an

roud than Jill. but now it merely filled
er with a burning resentment,

Night after night she lay awake ir
the little poom in Aeacia terrnce, her
cyes tightly elosed to keep hack the
wealding tears she would not st fal);
night after night the repse of hurt hu-
millation would not ler her sleep.

It was unfalr—unjust: why ehou'd
she be so lonely and unhappy while
Kathy had everything she wanted in
all the world,

“"You must move from here,'* Tal
lentyre said to her once. '“There are
heaps of other places you ean go to-
in far nicer neighhorhoods. '

“‘Niee nelghborhonds are not cheap,'
JN told him in a hard voice. '“This
is as good as any other; T ghall stay
here. "’

He had not argued with her; per-
haps he had realized its futility while
swhe was in such distress; Ji1 had won-
dered since if he had 1"'!1.“}' cared If
she stayed there or not, or if he had
merely made the suggestion because it
was un obvious one.

Anyway he had been out of London
for u whole week and had not weitten
to her, a whole week during which she
had tried not to think of him; tried to
foree hernelf to renlize that aftor all,
friendship-—veal friendship—could never
be unni'aL'le between  them—Tallentyre
moved in a tolally different world to
hers-—and sooner or later she knew
that this acquuintance which had be-
gun w0 strangely wouldghave to end,
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WHISKERED CUSTOMER
JAME T MARRY HIMm

JI —JOE ~HELPME - T CAANTGET RID OF THAT
~HE KEEPS ASKING
; =AlOW HE'LL WAIT For

ME TOMIGHT = T'LL BRING HIM
You TWO GINE HIM A GooD LICKING~-TLL

S WAY —,

WAIT 'ROVAD THE

HANDS UP. PAPA !
DONT FUss -
WE'RE ToueH

WE HATE To DO 1T -
REMEMBER THIS IS
EoING To HURT US

MORE THAM |T DOES

L s

S DOAT BE FRIGHTEAED
SWEETIE — THEY
WONT BOTHER
US ANY MORE !

The Young Lady Across the Way

The young lady across the way
says her father oxpects to go to
Jersey City, July 2, to see the
mateh  hetween Carpentier and

Babe Ruth.

Force oF HABIT GETS THE BETTER

OF THE oLD LOCOMOTIVE ENGINEER
EVERY TIME HE GETS UP SPEED IN

HiS AUTOMOBILE.

PETEY—No More Fun for Him

F

— \WELW WeEw |
KNow How You FEEL

— MV DEAR
LTYLE MmaN

o ARE BuT, CHEER vp, ¥
You CRrYiNe IN A COUPLA WEEKS ¥
ABouT —7 ScHool'lL CLOSE ¥

THE CLANCY KIDS—They Had Timmie Guessing

By
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Percy L. Crosby

LOOK AT HIM ISN'T
HE S WEET, DORA ?

N

YES HE ISCUTE, ‘e |
EDNA - | WoULDN'T MISsS

THIS VIEW OF HIM
FOR ANYTHING




