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'A BACHELOR HUSBAND

R | By RUBY M. AYRES
N N Author of “Richard Chatterton” Ete.
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ML herself very childish and insignif
¢ CHMT:::": woathoel, Leside his magnificence as lhu“m?l:m

- Y

&‘ "&.':r:rl‘y:::u-—md together.
d him.
had always adore "
. firet moment he eame
'an ;:ernnwn. good-lookin
mﬂ: and had started to bully an
4 AMarie Chester had

{neer over her, 3 B g o
& most won
8 Ilhhelmw;l:lﬂfn She walted on him

, she was his willing bond-
m-“:’h:mdtid” not mind at all when
'in an unusual fit of o ngne;i
mh.d confided In him that she t ougw
she the lovellest thing on earth
| ": prother, young C I'htﬂpl:l.!r .hn.
] bare & ost hrutally that she “‘talked
d that sisters were a

=i

!
n'l.llsﬂﬂf‘et her with a sort of eon-

s looked 0 dded : “‘Be-
pt o moment, then & :
L K not

sides, we're
AN $ ir fathers had
re not; but their
nﬁh‘l:u friends, and when George
‘s wife Inconsiderntely—or so
4 hosband  thought—died without
| "F"’“'" him with a son, and almost
| ¢ the same time young Christopher
ﬁ,]m was left an orphan, George
| wpmmpu adopted him.
I will do .{llrle good to have a
prother,’' he maintained, when hia
' slater ‘Miss Chester, whnl kept lg:uu
1 n objection. “'‘Bhe's
for him, ralaed o0 e and a bo

| sd—sahockingly »
' .ﬂl uch;lcnra will knock off sofe o

| nd graces.'’
b wht Christopher certainly did that
mueh, If no more, for In a fortnight he
| 3 turned Marie, who was naturally
shy and reserved, Into a tomboy
. r.llm;ed trees with him regardless
| of tajury to life and limb, who rode a
barebacked round the paddock, who

in fact, everything he dare or
¢ her to do. ,
| " Miss Chester protested to Marie's

- “1:' | ining her; I ean

' er {a ruln
do .'?!ﬂ;t'op'"h her now! 8he Is quite
a different child since he came to the

mu':ﬁo'n father chuckled. He was not

a particularly refined man, and the

daiotiness and sbyness of his Iittle

danghter bad rather embarrasssd him.
s was ploased to think that under
ristopher's (nldlnr hand she was
t he chose to cal "impmlur.'

"Do her good!”” ho sald b

untly,
#Where's the harm? They're on.fy bee:
"

| But the climax came rather violently
| when one afternoon Marie fell out of

the-loft into the yard below, and broke
| her arm.

One of the grooms went running to
| the rescue and picked her up, a forlorn
|4 little hesp with A face as white as her
k.
| “I fell out myself!"" she sald with
| qai'nrlu; lips. “'I fell out all my own

i

| Young Christophar, who had clam-
bered down the ladder from the loft,
broke in violently :

“Bhe didn't! It was my fault! She
made me wild, and I pushed her. T
dldn’t think she'd be so silly as to fall,
though,"" he nddeﬂl with an angry look
at her. “And don’t you trouble to tell
liea about me.""

The groom eald afterward that ehe
bad not shetl a tear till then, but at the
angry words she broke down suddenly
ints bitter wobbing,

Bbe did not mind her broken arm,
but she minded having offended Chris-
topber. It was the greatest trouble she
bad ever known when—us a consequence
of the nccldent—Christopher was sent
away to a boarding school,

Hereafter she only saw him by fita
and starts during the holidays, and then
he seemed somehow quite different,

e took but little notice of her, and
be generally brought a friend home with
Im from school, 1le was getting bo-
yond the “'boy'' stage, nnil developing
a wholesome contempt for girls as p
whole!

When—later—he went to a publie

|, he forgot to ignore her, ani
look‘lo patronizing her instend, Bhe
wan't such a bad little thing, he tol
her, and next term if sha liked she might
him a tie.

Maria knitted him two—which he
never wore! She would have blacked
his boots for him if he had expressed
the alightest wish for her to do eo.
Then, later still, he went to Cam-

and forgot all about her, Ho
hardly ever came home during vacation
save for week-ends; he had so many
frimids, 1t seemed, and was in great de-
mand amongst them ]|,
Marie could quite believe it. She was
Iy Jealous of these unknown
friends, and incidentally of the risters
® wWas sure some of them must

hﬂho was wtill at s~hool herself, and
e soft bra_vm hair wae tied in a pig-
tlill 'il!li A iarge bow at the end,
You'll mon have to put your hnir
up It ye:“;r:whm futﬁ Marle,”" Migs
0 her rather sadly, wher
8t the end of ons term rhe rnlu):r hm'nr:.l
trie glanced nt herself in the glass.
¢ was tall and sitm for her nge, which
was not quitn seventeen, and am mhe
Was entirely fren from conceit she eould
¢ 1o beauty in her nale face and dark
7%, which, together with lier name of

arly Celeste, she h :
r" French mother, ad inherited from

.h"&tnl like ‘nather, Auntfe Madge?"
& ankid, nd Misg Chester smiled as
® anawered ;

You haye Your mother's eyes.''
warle looked at her reflection ngain,
.h,"ul fF was very pretty,  wasn't
v’ Bhe asked, and Miss Chester said

"I&-;illa WAR. vory pretty,'*

-”ll::le! mgh'nrl, "Of course, T can't
2 uer, then," she i '
und' ko) e sald, resignedly,

resently: o helw o |

t”m“"?_. i nl-:;t!': hirls coming these
?‘_‘]iu f'}m.-u-r shook her hend.

he neo;::': not think so. e wrote that
‘lilbta.'l' B0ty Heotland with the
;I";II? ﬂ1l'~'il_\“lf T hate the Knights,"

!!lt;m ;' Bethishle,  Khe hi never seey

¢ but on :nrlrlr'iph- she Tyt mery

O and wyory ) el - ¥
Illmi.II from l;:.':.:'””h who ook Christo-
ﬂnlnh?nr"“"w"“.-"':'r she wns gent ta g
wan these 00 in Parin, nnd while aho
‘:':: her futher Jiod suddenly,
night and fane from England Inte Hne

Marie wy
lhtlfullm\'Im:n-l.::lt'r‘:ill'::,Im“km] ot home
tr father'y, deotly was no great grief
e in n plaeld sort of way
:‘“;:_ fond of him, She had
eoregulaely every Sun-
wan gratefy) for nll that she
for her, hut any doep
# borne for him had
tnl l;h;'in. He o wae the
o "Nl of her girlis
::‘:!il"l’ of her u.hnlnstlfr.h Ursaise
"It i the stuffy cabin o the
del Lont und Vistaned ta the

" i _l'|lti"f thonght way,
e Chris?

Bin o Had they wired
'u'"‘, 0 come e from wherever
ln“" ::I‘” lefy Combridge  now, she |

Ilt‘ hi:' "l“h“f he was doin ar how he
Miie way I;lI"‘ shy did not know Al

Y I the train f Doy
e rom Oy
l' v :‘wﬂnlli‘l!ti,lhg nf him, wondering
il l'PI.Ih 1 Wonld see hin, but she
|ty o m-l-l that he would meet the
hﬂ R ﬂml e .Wlid eolor Mew to hore
towdeq ‘ot saw him coming down the
He o El\lfnl'nl.
Olied

brother and slster, | o

with him to the waiting car, for the
housge in the country had ong sinea bheen
Iven up, and George Chester had live
dn tl;:amhm for mome years before Lin
eath,

"‘Have you got your ticket?’ Chris-
topher asked, very much as he might
have asked a child, and Marie fumbled
in her pocket with fingera that ahook,

‘T nearly lost it once,'’ ahs volun-
teered, and Clirls smiled na To answersd :
'_'1'”, that's the sort of thing you would
uo,

He looked down at her, ''You haven't
altered much,'’ he sard condescendingly.
“You're still just a kid."’

Marle did not answer, but her heart
swelled with disappointment, She was
elghtesn, and she knew that he was but
years older,

Years ago that alx years had not
seemed much of a gap, but now, looking
ug at hin, she felt it to be an immr-
able gulf,

He was a man and she was only a
schoolgirl with short skirts and her
balr down her back,

They sat opposite one another in the
car, and Chrir Jooked at her consider-
lng{y. “It's n long time since 1 saw
you,'"" he maid,

‘“Yes, elght monthn,'" she answered
readily. Bhe could have told him the
date and the month and almost the
hour of thelr last meeting had she
chosen, but somehow she did not think
ho would be greatly interested.

“It's rough luck — about TUncle
George,"" he sald awkwardly, and Marle
nodded,

llY...l.

She wondered f he thought she
ought to be erying. She would have
been amazed if she could have known
that he wam hoping with all his heart
and soul that she would not.

He changed the subject abruptly.

“Aunt Madge would have come to
meet you, but there s so much to see
to. Bhe sent her love and told me to
say she was sorry not to be able to
come,"’

1 don't mind,"” said Marie. She
would infinitely rather have been met
by Ohris, Her dark eyes searched his
face with shy adoration,

She was quite sure there had never

n anybody so good-looking as he
in all the world; that there had never
heen eyesm so blue, or with such n
twinkle ; that nobody had ever had such
A wonderful smile or such a cheery
laugh ; that there was not a man in the
whole of London who dressed so well or
looked so splendid.

As a matter of fact, Christopher was
rather a fine-looking man, and perfectly
well aware of the fact, He had more
friends than he knew what to do with,
and they all, more or leas, spollt him.

He was generally good-tempered, and
alwaysn good company. He was run
after by all the women with marringe-
nble daughters, though, to do him jus-
tice, no far he evinced very little In-
terest in the opposite sex.

Ho looked now at Marfe, and thought
what a child she wag! He would have
been amazed could he have known that
benenth her black coat her heart was
beating with love for him, deep and
sineere,

Faithfulnesn was n falling with Ma-
rie, If it ean ever be called n falling.
There was something doglike in ler
devotion that made change Impossible,
Her best friend at school had been un-
kind to her many times, but Marie's
affection had never awerved, and all the
tyranny and bullying she had received
from Chriatopher In the past had only
deepened her adoration. In her eyes
Le wan perfect,

There were many things she wanted
to say to him, but she was tongue-tied
and sghy. It seemed all ton soon that
they reached home and Christopher
handed her over to Miss Chester,

Miss Chester took Marie upstairs and
kissed her and made mueh of her, She
tnok it for granted that the girl was
broken-hearted at the death of her
father. Hhe was n saweet, old-fashloned
woman who always took it for granted
that people would do the right thing,
and she thought it was the right thing
for any doughter to grieve at the losa
of n parent.

“You grow so fast,"’ sho sald, as she
snid every time the girl came home,
“You will have to put your hair up."

Muarle turned eagerly. ‘'Oh, auntle!
Tonight, may 17"

Miss Chester did not think it would
matter, and so presently a very self-
consclous |ittle figure In black crept
tlownstairs through the sllent house and
into the dining room, where Chris-
topher was waiting impatiently for his
fdinner,

He turned quickly as Marie and her
nunt entered. He was a man who hated
being kept walting a moment, though if
it plensed him he broke appointments
without the slightest hesitation.
Conversatlon was intermittent during
dinner. Naturally there was a gloom
over the house. It was only as they
were leaving the table that Miss Ches-
ter sald, smiling faintly: “Do you no-
tice that Marie has grown up, Chrig?"
“Grown up!"' he echoed., He looked
at Murie's Aushing face.

""Bhe has put bher hair up,"" sald Miss
Cliester,

Christopher looked away Indifferently,
“Oh, hay she? 1 didn't notlee,"

The tears started to Marie's eyes,
She felt like a disappointed ehild.

CHAPTER 11
YAl men kill the thing they love
Dy awll let this ba heard,

The coward does It with n kins L
There followed a terribly dull week,
during which Muarie hardly went ont,
Miss Chester believed dn seven duys' un-
hroken monrning, and she kept the girl |
to it rigorowely,

Christopber came and  went
seenedd very busy, amd was econstantly
shut up In the lbrary with men whom
Miss Chestor solil were “lawyors,"

“There are o great muny things to
settle, von Know,'' she told Marie.
“Your father had large propertivs aud
mich money to leave.''
Marle said, “"Oh, had he?" and lost
interest,  As yet money had not muel

yery tnll
:’ man, whe thought,

andhnr; m!m'h
i she gave hin
g band to shoke, Hhe h.-ll:

signiticance for ler, but she watched
the elosed library door with onxious
exer, Would it never open?®

It wos quite late that evening before
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1 ONLY WANTED TO
SEE IF You COuLD
RUAL OA THOSE STILTS
“You ‘GoT For HEELS!
DOAT “YOU KAOW THOSE
HIEH HEELS :
SPINAL DISEASE 7

L SHOULLD WORRY — Nou
TOLD ME. THE OTHER DAY
I DIDAT HAVE

Any BACK BOAE!.
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The Young Lady Across the Way
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The young lady across the way
snya it's wonderful how rapidly the
deaf mutables can talk on their
hands,

PETEY—A Queer Case
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the saw Chris agnin, and then he enme
into the drawing-room, where she was
trying to read and teying not to listen |

for his step, and, crossing to wlere |
shie sat, stood looking down at her. |

It wos gotting darlk—the June eve- |
ning was an\\-in; te a close—nnd she
could not wee his face very distinetly, |
thongh she felt in some curious way |
that there was a different note in hiy |
voles when he spoke to her. |

“Ilow old are you, Maurle?'' |

She looked up amazed Nurely he!
nught to know her age when they had
krown up together? But she answepa

at once: 1 was elghteen lust May,''
“And a kid for your age, too,"’ he
suld abruptly.,

She closed her book, u faint sense of |
burt dignity in her heart,

"1 knew & givl who was married ul{
elghteen,"" she sald.

Christopher Inughed, I can’t imag- |
fne you warried, all the same,"" be snbid. |

“Why not? 1 don't see why not,'
ahe objectod, offendedly.
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: By C. A. Voight
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You \Lose WHY DIDN'
ON HER SKIRY / HOLD OF HER

SKIRT~—7
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GASOLINE ALLEY—Trying to Kid Walt
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IVE BURNED UP ALL
THE PAPER IN CAmp
AND | CAN'T GET
IT STARTED !

o 7
P

/
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AND |'VE USED TurREE OF
THE MAPS BILL RISHEL GAVE
ME IN SALT LAKE AND
STILL \T WON'T Go

M GOING OUT AND SEE
I 1
DRY ENOUGR To GurnN

CAN'T FIND SOMETHING

/ SA‘\‘, THAT
HE waA<5
WHEN
SIGH , DION'T  HE ?

Afteeissanr coin

BIRD THougwT
SOME.  JOKE R
HE PuT UP THAT

—



