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"I BACHELOR HUSBAND

By RUBY M. AYRES

r of “Richard Chatterton,” Elte.
A“::':,,.-mar- 1920, by W. J, Watt & Co.
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= -"‘“I: STORY When she had dressed there for din-
THIS PEGINS T';I hristopher | De€r only two hours ago she had been the
an 4

v g I ! |
Warie Chester OnG  per. She I.'"I’L‘i“.t.mr! In the world, but now

B

o vafsed 10GCHEES  Ner. n long, shuddering slgh broke
h.plru_:lf“";’. e .,.:hﬁr'f"'m ased | from her lips,
":J:"' jather's ;!'Lnf:'_':_ipgﬁir-’hi:u. ”t.hl'_i-! was looking at her anxiously.
e and the Joyfu ru They a0 on ¢ wan worrled by her pallor, and
iaking he lovet O wotel where he | 8OTTY she had fafuted, but he quite
o honeymaoh ta ﬂr a lot of his | renlized that there was nothing merions

he of‘nllM met 1
Khe heara @
dire :’un::::fz;.lmll 1o be divided
alot of mon s them if

ally brm"l,lﬁ.-!n'f marr

In n falnt Mome women mada It a
habit, he believed, and ho wan nnxious
to get back and finish that game of bil-
larda!

“What do you want to say to me?"

{r‘ she won

If they Chrin' friends Ihe moked, “Won't it do presently?'’
6," it all. m’{,:;dr'hrir had may- !"*.hg p'ltnnk her hend,
eanily annumed TEL Uik, though o !
for the B can fellow, ix simply Bhe was standing by the dressing

Feathers, a
1s and Marie
af Atkina,

tuble, nervously fingering n little silver

s e
Ohrin 10 0 WL, oy and
Chris box, and for o mowent ske could not

play hillave

end, 9o to play. DAY !!j‘t‘!'ll‘!. then she said in desperution :
rl:f i r?lfd"::}':i :”:d qoateh them, VChris—I want to tell you -I know
SoRer sriend, INTINUES all nbout our wodding !*'

AND HERE 1T ¢

uriy 10iRlie Heo echoed her words hinnkly.
g Atkins (o 1he

“You know all about §t. You funny
kid, T 'suppose you do, Why-——"
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at with you#

SHE 'Pl som nnd sat berlde M{;:;ﬁ
hrl:,“].p:thrﬂr couch, and ulwl!lnl;l‘ it nll
the game, | .

whils he ‘1‘_:1113:-:‘."‘::"' Dutch, The Fmﬂ:u
wunded 11'“;"_{‘“,,_ and elgarettes of t 'll‘
vl her made het "-W’; hml;:ﬂi
g bdued light ma le "l tod
Ih'hﬁidlﬂ her best to be interested,

;s difieult. .
It m’gﬁn:i taken off hiw N':H-l] mnm
e 10 jiny, nnd he lpoked n ne
m :n lll his '-".lirl-_-llrl--(o.yl ,T”_
"h‘;f .Mmlw atond chalking his cut
s u]‘ ghing with Fenthers, e
W e mea glanced nt hi

Rratd®) th"".-‘.}-l that she was

wapnosed hli entertained hy young

He etopped, struck by something in
her e}y o8,

""What do you menn, Murie Coleste?"”

Bhe turned round and fuced him
squarely.

".I' mean—1I know why you married
me,"" sha said,
. YW h_v‘."" The hot blood rushed to
hin face. “Who told you't" Lo asked
sharply.

!:ilhe shrugged her shoulders.

Docs that matter? I—just found
oit, And I—T wanted to say that * ¢ »
that 1t doesn't matter, 1—I think it
was quite vight of yon.''

e looked rathor puzaled, then he
smiled,

guite happy i

kine. o fient wight of he "Oh, wall—if you think s right

And 'h"'g w::.-’:nnltzml it in a pity= | —— e hesitatod, nad drew a step
poneymoon ° r.”" we if whe Were culie fnearer to her, “Who  told  you.
fng rort of ‘ N wf some pitl other than | Maorle?* he askel. “Aunt  Mndge
‘!ﬂ.{" the cnse 1 dreadfully wadd, shefapreed with me that there was no need
L

It seeines

, and lh-'p
'h":h.t; the e

raelf, for you to know."

She pushed the soft baie baek from
her foreliond, 8o Aunt Mudge had heen
willing to deccive her aa well,  That
hurt,  Somehow she had nlways be-
Heved in Aunt Madge.

She managed a smile,

“What does it mat{er? 1 only
fhought it was better we should staret
hy—by not having any weerets. Wo--
we've always been good friends, haven't
v Friends! Whon ghe gidored him.

He save Lis agresment

aniled, realizing thal
wife whonm shie wns

avier lII'
ityin nd that the !l man ovi )
ﬂl Ilil!:‘l ::f the room, #o engrossed in

or

e, wan her fsbnnd.
P ther wife in fhe world hng
me Utint ovening of her martrie
o th""n a pame of bitlinrds, she
hd'::;:1 l:‘\l'lfl a little helpless laugh
wonut i

aeaped h"',.. aked down quickly.
T?uln‘s’\‘tt‘-f-'-‘ tooked Ao ot Wid you
] heg YOUT

L\

pardon “Of conrse !
readily, and n sharp pain tauched hep
Lenrt. It was enly friena=hip, then—
on his side, nt legst She knew how
el she had longed for 2im to WipH out
Lt word sl substhute another,

There was u little rllencd, then Chreis
s again s “Marie—~is there ansthing
the matter?  You look—somehiow you
look different!*”

He walked up to hor, and lald bis
hands on her shonldera,

“Look ut me," he snid,

Nha raiwed her eyes obedintly.

YNow tell me what i the matter!"
he demanded.  *"There I wometning yon
are keeping from me! T Laven't known
you all these years for nathing, you
know, Mariv Caeloste,™”

There was a lttle langhing note of
tenderncss in Lhis volee, and far n mo-
ment the girl swaved i his grosp,

If anly wlis conld put hep arms round
Fiw neek and loy her hiead on hils brenne
wnd tell himo the euth,  the whole
wretehod trath of want ghe ha ! heard!
Fiven if he did not love her, it would be
sueh exqgnisite reliaf to unbuvden her
Feart to hiu, but she did not dare !

Chvis had u!wu.,\.u Linted what he
called “econes,”  Years nge, when they
were both chiliren, tenvs had heen the

o
nly langhed.
I‘:r1]1=|..-”|--" tn preve:t Thf‘l1nn;l:h
m!"um:. agpin,  Tlow .‘-L.11|'--|] whe
2’::11 hecquse nothing nmmsing had hay-

el dele pnntit nerose to her,
Only once (Chric eame REVAE, 0L, »
oWould you ke sobit eoffee? hr

“'t\]‘::l, thank you.,"
"o vour hend ;i;nn-i"
poking &t her. ;
:rtﬁ:l#g} the lf\hh\ the whole time, nnl
without waiting for her to gpeak agoein
ho went off back to the game. :
W(hris really plays A rhn:npmﬁ RO
me,'" Atking confided to her, 1 nl-
ways tell him he's a rotten 1-1&3‘”; hut
be fvn't a rotten plaver st nn_\l.:!_ng,
ally! Fine sportsmun, son know.'"
Marle nodded, She knew everything
there was to know ahour Chris, Al
bome she had a scraphool, her most
treqmured  possessian, carefnlly I.;U!r.-g!
up with every little newspnper cutting
|£n bad ever beem printed about him,
from the first long fump he lind won
st aloenl sehool to an account of u wol-
ding a few months back at which he
bad been bhest man.
8hs had whispered to Aunt Madge ns
they kissed good-by, to be sure to cut
the announcement of thelr wediding from

e said, bt
Ill4 eyes were
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THE FASHION AMAGAZINES
SURE GOT MY AIAAAY
DOING “TAIL SPINS !

1 JUusT CAANT DECIDE
ON ANYTHING |

ND Two TONS OF 44 CALIBRE
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ast means wherehy to win his sym-
to her eollectlon, and Aunt Mudge had -.-rllT'!' or ndmiration.  'Ie liked a girl
promised.  Romehow it wnade hor feel f1o be a “sport ' ; he hod nlways been |
olek now te think of it! Such u foreieal | nieest to her when she eould take 0
wedding—mno ren] wedding at all! No Lr:nu}-i. withent flineling upder the pain
wonder they had wanted It quiet! She vemembored thut  nov—foreed
Though she hardly looked nt the table 1 "r“;'”‘ to re 'lnfl"'ih"r ir. tnl"llf|_ nothing elwe,
before her she seemed to see nothing ai JUO TalMel Ber oroes o dijw,

but those smnooth, Ivory bulls, end the \"‘_ ""'H‘\If iwit?" he m:,;n-!. "I\m} '
only sound in the world wos their nio- '[-f‘ afraid 3 It's ail vight, wimtever at ix,
mtenous eliek, olick ! nromistMi you

ChNs was  winning, voung  Atkins Twics her HT’:‘ moved, but no wordw
whispered to her.  ane old Feathers world come, acfl then with rushi of
waa not In the running at all,  1le |deeneration she faltered :
bent a little closer to her, MR only—t's only * * * vou sald

“Hare yon seen Chris play tennis?" Linst aow—we liad always heen good
bewhed, “'fiad! He can serve' As|friends ¢ = ¢
good n uny Wimbledon ‘pro’ ! 'l het ] YDid 17" he lnughed. “‘T was rather
my boots,. * * . 1 sny, what's the  under the fmpression that it wns v
matter’ Here, Clirig!" {who sald that, but never ind,  Geo
Hli l"l'.]m_l sliarply neroxs the toom to fen''!
ris, but it wak tao lnte, for Marie had [ "Well—well * * * Can’t we gn on
ﬂi’pl)h!il fuinting from the high leuther | * ® just being gond frienda? —just
toueh. tonly bheing good [rien s, 1 nean,”

. : + e did not answer, thongh it was net
CHAPTER 111 'I]-:m'-iT-Tt‘ to mistalee hor moaning, and in
Ithe silenee thut followed It seemod to
| Marie thut every hoape she Lnd elierighmd
was theobbing nwny with each ngonised
Teart beat, Then hly hands fell slowly
from her shoulders,

“You mean—thyt you don’t eare for
me?"’

S|he almost eried out at the tone of
his volee.  That he tried te make it
properly hurt and amazed, she knew,
but ler heart told her that his one

the newspapers wo that she coull add it

- o . " . -

] o4 an from the eciied apart,
f hor'n the naked stem of thorns.'

The game stopped abruptly, nnd be-
twean them Clirts und Fenthers carriwml
“fl from the ronimn,

It wan the smoke nnd the heat!"
Atking kept snying sn distress. He felt
Ty with himself for not having no-

ho!lr le sha looked. *“‘Tt was
Jolly hot ! It wns the smoke and wtufl-

The young lady acrosa the way

says she's read the Bible from

cover

to cover and is thinking of tackling

the DPPentateuch or the Apocalypse

"

“THe oNLY WAY DAD CouLD PoSSIBLY
MAKE Hi3 TRAIN WAS To COMMANDEER

ek | THE WHEEL THAT WiLLIE RIDES To SCHOOk . <
PETEY—AU Worked Up for a While, Anyway 3 - 3

v

?t%' It's only an ordinary faint, lsn't

N“":;‘!{T]:i"l':lk any notive of him.

great emotion wns an  overwhelming
relfef.  That he had ne intention of
even paring her the compliment of dis-
onyslon,

or
but he kept on talking
the mame, 11 wpe young and im- |
{l'-lunlhlo. and ho thought Mnrle wan |, |
. her charming, 1To was thankfu! | r"",', inoa
B0t Inst her lashes fhuttered and | No—
opened her prey,
hlﬂl!rn, w
moved awpy,
“Botters'

Fer lips felt Hke lce as she nnuwrad|
whisper |

" And the silenrs came

agatn helore Chriw snid consteained]y : |

| "“Very woll—it shall be as you wish—

of ronrese !’

He walted a moment. but ghe did not

ho was bending aver her,
Al Chrin cumpe farward
hn anked.

2 "1t was the sprak, ond he taened to the door. |
:Iﬂ'::i. I tnkla you upstairs.  It' | “Good-night, Marle Celeste." |
‘I ; You oniy faintod,’ “Good-nighe."*

Y fainted! Yonps nfterward he !

The door oepened, and afier o 'm!.-..
y ment she heard it shut agoin softly,
Tnl;l)i":':n"d:hh rn'!q--(l them to his and the sonnd of hin kmfilepy. dying

had n. Po hﬂ"l‘] what her thoughts : nwny down the ecorcidor.
- "“’;rﬂﬁl |T10 would have un- Thut nobody should know, that no-
"’"lﬂl if b b dell of what she wns hody ahould ever EDPER, WS thy one
tremhl "¢ known that the wild | faverish thought in Marie's brain as
"y vieh HNE on her Ups were: [she lay awake through the long night,
80 W T eould have dind ! T would |Vstentng to the sound of the waves
0 bave died 1 "on the shore, aud trying to make sowo

f“-.:’t::; IIilf'lu-rl up her gloves and | ®ort of plans for the future.

proembered the passionnte look in her

wly ad fallen to the floor, Fig! To behuve as if nothing were the
looked L Commiserating s pe | Btter, s tf sliv wers quite Lappy.
veg Bt her, [ An impossible task, It seomed, and yet
b TOOm WAk yory h nt to do it Rhe would not
¥ stuffy. It was ®he mean it.  8h 1 v
mn'lld""l of us to let vou b thore | further allenate Chris by scencs aml
) 're,

tearn.

If he dld not care for her she would
not let him think that it worried her, |
Surely, I she were brave and turned
& mmiling face to a world that had
suddenly grown so ompty something
good wonld come out of it all. Home
siminll reward wonld ereep out of the
blackness that envelaped Nor. |

talt e

His fault, Prpery
+ Lverything wag b
:rmil;;ulf bitter| .‘n‘; :he]“lur:l:lel;
“hﬂ'nw :heb—numy it was better
age ey b ¢ true facts of her mar-

1
when (¢ vas tna"?.l“l;‘ them later on—

delor husbang,

I am atraid i wWaK iy

How (nfinitel [ ; W X ¢ i
t was! ¥ Though she koew 1t was unjust in
k ::ilh ﬁhe looked at Chris as | hor heart she lald all the trouble at
Wete conce oy the stairs.  Hiy Dinkers' door—""Feathers,' as Chris
had '-:.T:;(j"fhl" .f. he had ! gng yonng  Atkins callsd hiwm She
W Wotnted,” and a | ghought of ) Iy, kindly face ns
8 nothing, * Bhe wondared i; thought s ugly v

b : she lay there In the davkuess, and #l-

lj Ahe been dead. | lently hated him.  She would never be

!hsrdIh"“} through ber arm to |able to ke him, she would never b |

b | Am afrayf | 1uhlr~ to forgive bim But for him and

id, "You tlltinl‘\;nn all my fault,"” | his carelessly spoken words * * * aud|
Ml ma

U have careq had

avia b you werg tired, | then she hid her fuee in the p!l!m\‘.:
u,".an‘,d“"“f""-" anil for the firnt time the tears came I
¢ names e le wound of the | What

him
How

Maming
hin?

wiun  the use of
when the blame was not

her !h“-Tubudr but Chris

rer
H' hud"d

Away 6ud whe turned |ecould he help it that Chrty did not love|
'y feto) ,’,,.', her?  What was It to do with him if |
¥ou,'" |n .“]"f the maids to Tonk |l.'|lr|.. had seen fit to aonrery her o
Toom He turs i,y they veached hee | arder to get her fother's money ?
back, wd uway, but she cnllid | It was fure, thut wis all

[ W
Cheyy,

Wellnr: FOAL Lo wpouk to vou '
‘?GU. Hy I't-llm\.hll Iu-:'“”.

the l‘: Pretty room

It hart unbeaeably to think that Aunl
Mudge bad Koown all the time,  Mavie
into the |elenchisg her hnmls as she recalled the
It waw, the best |old ludy's whispered good-by :

Otel, ang .
hew g the very new silver “God bless you and wuke you very
. trinkets whic) Aunt Madge | happy.'*

¢r for u wedding present
CONTINUED wyonnow

YUt on the dressing table,

d«en THE Everime Smoufm
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: By C. A. Voight

~YE Gops!'
A TICKET For

THE WORLDS
SERIES .

GASOLINE ALLEY—Last Aid

.
e

l NEAW— LUCKY |
' DIDN'T 6o To TRE
BAL PARK WiTh T
— THAT WAS
A LAST NEARS TickeT' '

LEFT, DOC. “THE
GAVE UsS A Tow

al

geTsy !

THERE'S Just ONE THING
CAR  TMAT
BrRokE The
ROPE AMO DIDN'T BuD(E

LL MAKE AN § o.f‘,\

CALL ON THE MEAREST
FARMC R

THE NEXT TiME TH?\.\
PEMOMNATRATE A car |

To ME THEVVE GoT '.'cy

SHOW ME

IT wikt

’/r:;ep RIGHT ONM L;C»*Nu\\

[ METER! WE MAY STRikT %

| ANOTHER MUD HOLE BEFORE p2 1)

e Ger HOME{,——_ o
\ . —

o a

L [




