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DUKE

Yellow Dove” “The Secrel

Just

b oGuire and re
! i’“’"‘:' ulennaiv. MoGuire
| ¥ kmow Beth Cameron in the
oo} of the m;.u “2::’& ‘“Be?h.
1 ve 4
J:- ' ';;:;T't;:ll’c ‘hf::og:;l; .:I’l:‘
. s will ﬂm’w Ec tells the girl

i er.
~ AND HE

E IT CONTINUES

14 he mean? Bhe wamn't
lTg,fdmm. 1f marriage was what
yure 07 ¢ didn't he say so? Mar-
I'g was such ln.;alu hu‘:ni to
- fingers strugel n .

e, Mr. Nichols,'"" she gasped.

P "t—that you
k n that you won
Wou mea: o

o care enough—— s

¥ do—better than anything in the

il c" » ,"
A to—enough to » e
g weakening fast. She felt

' a8
i in the trembling of her fin-

it

e it )
7 Imost in my

ough to have you &
“hmd'hm hardly to touch you-=

& to have your lips within reach
tendernese—""
ghe flung away from him desper-

o. 1 want nothing—nothing.
{ You don't want to under-

d o effort she |her eyes,  “T've asked you to—to be

ﬂ'mltnl: !""“m;:hli':‘:"mu“ be as | ™Y \;’l{m I ask you now. Is that
poise. h clear?"’

[aey are. Nothing else. IU's getting|  Her eyes evaded him and she laughed
" uneasily,

labs, 1 most g0 “Yes, It's clear—and—and your

WReth—Not yet. Just n minute—""
But she did not go and only stood
I trembling with irresolution. He
| what she wanted him to say.
Mare could be no middle ground for

et Bhe must be all to him or noth-

g Marriage. It was the Grand
Boeds Peter Nicholaevitch who had
this very moment while Peter
Biichols had urged him to it. And it

s snoken of marriage to Heth Cam-
::ld be irrevocable, the Grand
fuks Peter (an cpportunist) who urged
to utter them, carcless of conse-

And there stood Deth ador- “Yeu."
tn ber perplexity, conjuring both ":‘hen?"
k1 i : ad m'u
t was Peter Nichols who met the| He kissed her.  She didn't resist
Baalienge, oblivious of all counsels of |hiin. Resistance was useless, He had
| culture, wainglory and hypoc- | won.
@My, This was his mate, a sweeter “Beth, dear,”" ho went on. “1
sy than any be had ever known. couldn't lie to you. I'm glad yeu
"Beth,”” bo whispered. - 'l love|knew that. And 1 couldn't hurt you.

Nothing in the world makes any
forence to me but your happinese.'’
He came to her aud eaught her in
Ms arms, while she wtill struggled
sway from him, ‘I want you. It
doosn’t matter who 1 am or who you
are. I want yon to——"'
Beth suddenly ugrunx alwui\" frot:;
starlng at a figure which =stoo
mmm;w tlm ;;’ ulrilllenl.. ‘Pighly

cut in sharply on Peter's
eonfemion.

"ﬂ.:&me me! I didn’t mean to
was Miss Peggy MeGuire in her

g vell and her sport suit, with
¢ somewhnt scandalized by
what had seon, for Peter wans

sanding awkwardly, hils arms empty
=ﬂulr prize, who had started back

dismny and now stood with diffi-
recovering her self-possession,
neither of them spoke Miax MeGuire
Wt on cuttingly, as she glanced curl-
around the cabin,
this is where you live? 1 seem
rhn spoiled your party, And may
sk who——'*

“Minm McGuire,”" suid Peter quietly,
Miss Comeron iy

b, yes—the kitchen maid."
"Misa Beth Cameron,'* insisted Peter
ly, “who has just done me the
h‘f"mﬁf [iarumlnlnu“tu murry me,""
I 1 see——

Beth stared from one to the other,
WWare of the meaning of the visitor's
£ and of Peter's reply.
At s not true,'' sho said very

o her deep voice vibrant with

1:.1.';! clu_mc here often. Mr.
taching me musie. 1 am
W87 proad of hiw friendship. But I did

Promise to marry him, '
%I lli?‘:iulr;r turned on her heel,
v '8 almoy "
wm""mm]y' t time you did,
» Bow pule and eold with
: the door before her and 51:‘3
Oniny l}ll]n passngewny, “‘Miss Me-
" trouble you to be more
| {iu:tm addreasing my guests,'' he
\
me pass—-"*
:% & moment,*
.‘md dnro——1
:;:uld ke you to understand that
D iy mine—while 1 am in Black
DAns guest here comes ut my
._ hﬂﬂ:‘{md honora me by nceapting
g ity. But I reserve the privi-
> ul:!iu who shall come and who
| not, hu?e I mnke myself
B s L e Lo
ide, indicatin 8 door.
.' “bight,"" be finished. o Y,
R 68y McGuire glared at him,
rnmu turkey cock, her finish-
% training just urfng her from
- . v youl We'll see about

. " and dashed
past him out of
door ang disappeared into the dark-

Peter followed

her with his angry
“'!“'unling for his wself-control,
'-l!l; turned into the room toward
e how stood a smilin
h,nlgl;muu. R
. you deny wh
._. hl,pt»udml‘ % liabeia
. Wasn't the truth, | never prom-
: .'h‘"mﬂ'! you. You never asked

Would huve asked you. I ask you
- Wiy usking Jou when that lit-

,ité;:me In—-
{ _ You were. Maybe
Worah i'ihrb- I'm a umf hl!d,'::;

Ut I'm not goin' to make
3 BXCU e for beln' b 1
b n ““d“ltl:i—" ere——

and self-as-

Nt that T same hare Beckune| oot *hicl ve the modera-
M 10 come and bee ;:;".',%nhhnbh tel tearoom,

3 - h"" SONTINUED ToMORROW =4

t

of mu
have meratched her
think I would have—if sho'd just stayed
i minute longer.
I always used to thin
sweet,'"
Peter throw his arms wildly Into the
alr and exploded.
“HBweet | Sweet !
vinegar is.
tion to shreds.'
Beth had sto
leaned against t
ered

“'Oh,

her hands,
let things be?'’
8he stru
“Lat her think I was engt!d to you

“Beth—1!
**You should have spoken sooner, it
you really meant it.

in.

reason for it
“T love you——""
“A little, maybe,
man just to enve my face—and his, "’

But he eanght her cloge to him, find-
ing & new joy in his momentous deci-
She struggled still, but he would
not {» denied,
L) ’C'.

wlon,

“You do,

“N

oy

While he smiled down at ber whe
straightened in his arms nnd gently re-
leased herself, glancing guiltily at the
clock.
“]—1 must be going now,"" she whis-
¥ ol
”:\nld so through the quiet forest they
went to Black Hock village,

hund.

ning o

in Beth.

groater
smolder
used to Heth.
He did not fear complications with

McGuire, nor did he court them, but
he knew how this daughter had been
brought up, spolled and pnmpoud to
the very limita of McGuire'
and fortune, and he couldn’t help bold-

ing her up in comparlson with

much to
was @ lady to her flnger tips, born to
a natural ..nung'

fusion the manne
finlahing school
eeeded In conceall
plebeian orl

her qua
:ruc‘ic lnﬂqnittl: more pleasing

INS THE BTORY "She will, You ean be pretty sure
Nicholaeviteh,  Russion of pﬂ:l!-

1 by revelution, ter wan zdd u‘p and down the
mulh couniry aa Peter |room, hin han ind bim, “'‘If sbe'd
to ¥ ses to work on the P."" A man——'" he wan muttering:

oA i o oné |tk witebed i o Bment, s
m *
o Ic:?ig.l ff::: #nu y. |smiling,

"'Oh, I got what she meant—she was

in' to Insult me."

8She laughed. ';B'L‘Plﬂ! an if she'd Kind
sup,

ed.

“I reckon it merves me
hadn't any business to be comin’ here—
not at night, anyway.'’
eth,'' he pleaded,
“Why couldn’t you have

led

s re of you—r when I wasn't?'' she gaspe

"-1'm “““":th_____" ‘‘But we are, Beth, dear. Say we
] Jove yOU. " are, won't you?"'

 WYon sy PO “‘Not when”‘u're not."’

I've nlwaysn known there's a
dll'!er:!nce between us."’
*“No—not unles you moke It.""

danger ’ "y 1
t he finish her e, t was there before I wan
n bis. Why d:;'"m““ It was|born. You were brought up in a dif-
tion for her? Mo e evaded | f€rent kind of life in a different way
s lttle word. And yet he evaded | op le‘ir?]kin'l fl“ﬂlltl. mine—-""
that he meant to “What has that got.to do with 1t?
gnd she SA% “"Everything. It's not my fault,

And maybe 1I'm a little too proud.
I'm straight——-
“Don't, Beth—-—-'
around er, but whe digsengaged herself

silne and yet not to tnke them, Isn't '".’.til\‘yl"' lot
st what you wanted, Beth? Gentle- | wantad me.

“But I bhave spoken, Heth,'' he in-
sisted, taking her by the elbows and
kolding her so that

I think T've always loved you—from
the first."’
“I too—I1 too,"' she whispered, *'I
couldn’t help it."’

knew that too——""
You couldn't——'

think
0, no,
eu,

and ber eyes traveled “1'll take a chance on that. I'm not
wanfully over Beth's figure, be:innir:s afraid."
8boes and ending nt her flush “*And whatover T am—you'll marry
._h_; I think I've seen you before | pe?" o
“Yes. Whnatever—you—are—

CH

Tdentification

The sudden and unexpected arrival
of Miss Peggy MceGuire upon the scene
had been snnoying. .
son was, as Peter knew, a soulless lit-
tle snob and materialist with a mind
which would not be slow to put the
worst possible construction upon the
situation.
at the close of that gxtruurdinur}' eve-
f self-reservations, it
matter a great deal what Pegry Me-
Guire thought or sald or did. for noth-
ing could hurt Beth now. |
Duke Petor Nicholaeviteh had capitu-
lated nnd Peter Nichols gloried in his
victory over finherited tradition.
hud no regrets and he had made his
cholee. for Beth wus what he wanted.
She :-nmlplelﬂl

—@ven

Of

okl

Bhe'll tear your reputa-
Epﬂl smiling now and

me finish,
1 guess you did.
that much—not enough to speak out—
snd you were too straight to lie to me.
['m thankful for that—--*'

you will,"
“You've got to marry me whether you
want to or not
‘I don't care."
“Oh, yes, you do. And you love me,
Peter Nichols who knew that any | Beth."
‘1 don't love you——""
And I'm golng to marry
you whether youn want it or not."
“*Ob, are you?"'

It was meant to be,
given a new meaning to life, torn from
ita very roots a whole rotten philosophy.
Oh, you don’t know what T mean-—ex-
cept that nobility is
beauty in the heart.
tors,""
**No. It doesn’t,”" she N"hl‘d. “Yon
gee, I—1 do belleve in you.'
““Thank (God! But you know nothing
of me—nothing of my past i
“I don't care what your past has
been or who you are,
cnough for me
He laughed joyously at the terms of
lier acquiescence.
“Don’tl you want to know what I've
been—who -
“*Nn.

1 sm
It wouldn't moke any differ-
ence—not now,"’

“1'11 tell you some day."

n homespun, A
more or less could mnke no difference
Those of his own clnss who
would pot smccept her might go hang
for all he cared.
Still Peter had rnt'hrr“ﬂ;nl ulggout

one but Peggy should have ¢bme
:;in lum wme.'and Beth's frankness
had given her a handle for u scandal,
{f whe chose to make one.
pothing, he knew, for her soul was
than his, but Peter's anger stlll
ed at the words that bud been

se | ought to
ce for her. 1

Funny, too, beeause
she was_ so

That girl! Yes, if

¢ wall, her chin low-
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and the Bright Lights :

W}
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T™HE

VE W 3 A
TURN “ME GAS -
, THE FIRYY THO HGMTS WERE AL R\GKY~
| WiISH SHE WS
TALK ASOVY WS
FRLE
FoR A
RIED -
{:‘Jm WKE LoCWiING A RiD W
A CANDY SHOP- HE EATE

BACK TOMIBNY ~
THOLE BLERREDHERR~
LEe= “TMKY GOER ALL ROWY
FELLOW “MET WS

THIE FREEDOM W ME

right. 1

catching

s little. And then,

Oh, I know what

But

He put his arm

Masbe yon
But not

conld look into
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Copyright

1921, by Public Ladger Company

HOW DO MOV LIKE
MY AEW LOAG
SKIRT BOSs ?

ILL ADVIT
IT WAS A SHOCK
AT FIRST —

e

NES, ITSs AT OWN
IDEA - I'GoT T
FIXED SO TS —

— A SHOCK AT FI BUT AS
LONG AFTER AS
THE STYLE CALLS FOR,

-

T S

[ gy

But I'll marry no

he whispered.

You're compromised.’’

You've

in the mind,
Nothing elre mat-

You're
['in satisfied——

oo

The Young Lady Across the Way {

TOMBOY TAYLOR -1

|
By FONTAINE FOX |

)

L".'.'I..&.‘ \

The young lady across the way
says some of our prominent business
men may be hard up for liguid
assets, but you ought to see what |
her father still has in the cellar,

I-r Wikl BE MANY AnD
MANY A DAY BEFeRE
ToMpoY TAYLOR HAS
ANOTHER SUCH OPPORTUNITY
To DISPOSE OF A

DEAD MoOuSE.,

wom! LoowT JE5 ML
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APTER XVI

That young per-

course as mattera stood
did  not
The Grand
He

She was «Mulgent
little tinsel

hiw.

Beth cared

# indulgence

Beth,
y's detriment. For Beth
that t to con-
ms of the '‘smart"
which had not suc-
the strain of a

in, and Beth's dropped g's
pt inversions and l;nuoan

Boy-0-Boy!- R
| HANGING BY A

THE HERO TO
Look UP FRoM

THE TRAIN AN
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MOVIE FAN—Hanging Around Gets Tiresome

WHERE

TWO FEET
LONGER AFTER)

THIS —

IS THAT
DUMB OX7? MY
REACH WiLL BE

HERE COMES
THE BOSS~-
WELL- SAY T
QUICK: OLD EGG-

WHAT'S WHAT?

TR

SORRY MISS FILLUM.
THE TRAIN IS TWE
IMINUTES LA

8 l AV HANG AROUND 4 by

e A WHILE- WE'RE \
GoING To PLAY | h|
A LITTLE PINOCHLE 7 :

.
.

—~ TUE EXTREME WAS BEEN
TREACHED —\NE CANWNOT BELIEVE
Thar Tlis Foolisu FAD OF
\WEARING SHORT SKIRTS CAl
B BE (OWNNUED BY THE LADIES —

L

ET( -——-“

IT My APPRoVAL

A GooD EpDIToRAL -~
Miup To WRITE 1IN AND GIVE

— T IS RIDILLODS AND
IMMODEST AND IT |3 DoomeD !
COME~ LET VS GET BACw To

THE SANITY OF OUR. GRANDMOTHERS,
GEE WHIZ ' THATS
I'VE A GooD

-

[

4

[ —NO0v OUGHT To
TREAD TS MABEL
= WO DouBT ABouT \
I'T. Al ED\TgRIAL UIKE. |
THIS WiLL MakE A
GREAT IMPRESSION —
ITS OMLY A QUESTION
| OF DAYS BEFORE THe
OHORT kg PASES

E_

— WHY, UNCLE
PETEN — Wow
DipD You EVER-
GET HOLD OF A
Parer FPIVE
NEARS OLD.
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