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THIS BEGINS THE 8'1'(_)!%\'

i Chester and Christopher
’I‘::: ware raised together, _a.:;'
her father died they ‘m:rru ;

because she loved him; 5 "

ke liked hor and neede M
o the marriage brought .dtﬂ.
poncY arie learned from on;au ;mé
““h' r  honeymoon, wRY dﬂd o
- 'd hor ako fold him she i ‘Tl
hrim and that he ﬂl{l halbr:::i‘! nhu‘:
Yachelor W
hgst':r:tin{prl ke always would :;'

ieved her o ace that he i
"fwl rather than oﬂlrmm?r. K,
go ﬂf ('hris saves her from drow

d?l a Mra. Ieriot, o dunw!mu
" Kinta to Chrin that ”.“"l"":‘-
g s Peathera, hunjn”m in rm;-,
.Ob“”jp.", girl whose life hﬂ_'lt!‘! ed.
m‘rnr- shaft goes wild for Chris is

Ho and Mrs, Heriot go
:]fﬁﬂ?r:::;—rhrr I"u nd she beats him,

AND HERE IT CONTINUES
trinmph !"'  ®he sanld

qa,ll.\T n
' mockingly when they sat down to

"““You're nnt
rnnsy slope.
“ on n B

well today, Chris.""
ihl:‘hnf'l always ealled him ?:hrl:‘::
, hmrlntinu name, She wo one ﬂr'g -
n who eall all men by their Chr |
;::"nnmen without first being Inviter

il‘;;‘:‘:;“ a widow with a large income,

) ¢. She did not
- 1.1-FI:‘i';IrlnItnnl::r;nrr)'. becaune if
'mnr; co she would lose the money
A fl‘r.'r .lw her husband, but all the
I:;r,l ghe dld not like to nee 'Iwr'l mlm‘::
fﬂm};u monopolized and mgrrlmfla_
gther women, She was thinking ;;1 1;.-
pusband now, as ghe sat, chin on hand,

saring down at Chris, sprawled beside
v BN, :

n;']\';::m:l:. }“[r:lr{m hnd _‘r]lml in India
ghile hiy wife was in England, tm;l 'l::
had died of too much drink and

'l rgedl liver, As she looked at Ohris,
3:?1 his hondsome face and long, llghe
figure, she wns mentally mntrnﬂt ng
him with the short, stubby man whom
she had married solely for his umm-:r.nn

She liked Chris for 1.']10 sAme rens
that he Hked her. They had lmans
tastes in common and wseldom bore
“ﬁhn:"::r:rﬁ yvear or two older than he,
but ghe was still a young woman, and
had it not been for the money ques-
tlon she would lLave done her hr‘n‘t} t}n
marry him; but she knew that Chris

bad no money, and life without money

wns to Mre. Heriot very much ns a
motoredr would be without its eniflnr-‘
Bo she had launclied the eraft of Plato
petween them, and comforted herself
with the thought that he was not a

ing man,

uﬂ:"r.:.? been n renl shock to her to
hear of liis wedding. She had been very
anxious to meet his wife and find out
for herself why hé had so suddenly
changed his mind,
rh?ler quick eyes had already discovered
that it bad not been for love! She had
made n 1ife study of the opposite sex,
and she knew without any telling that
there was another reason for which she

ust seck,

B"le know," she eald, abruptly, *I
was ever mo surprised to hear that you
ware marrled '’

"Weore you?'" Christ tilted his hat
further over his eves. ‘'Mont people
were, I think, Poor old Feathers wos
sbsolutely disgusted.'’

“Te \\':5 \'-.'rl;lmuldnn, wasn't t?7"" ghe
pursued.  “‘Quite romantie, from ull ac-
eounts.’’

“Ol, T don't know. I've known her
all my 'Iife—-wg were brought up to-

er.
“Keally !'"* She opened her eyes
wide. “'Cousins or somothing?'' she
hazarded,

“No. Marle's father adopted me.'’
Chris rose to his feet and vawned.
He knew thnt he was being pumped,
"Shall we play another round?' he
saked,

“Of rourse,*’

By RUBY

"

She was a little cha-
glm-r!. She had fmagined that their
lendship was an too secure n basis
to permit of such a decided sntbbing,
be playved badly, as she always -lﬁl
“:In she was annoyed, and Chris won
"aally.

"You threw that away deliberately,”

be challenged her,

Bhe Inughed. *'Did 17 Perhapa I

You annoyed me.*

“In what way?"

"I thought we were friends, and when
I ventured to be Interested in your mar-
lllﬁa you snubbed me abominably,"’
M er t-iw_'u w:rl?kp{nl(m.lvu as they m?t
8, and, manlike, Chriy felt sligh
Rl lightly

red.
Mri, Heriot was a much-sought-
Woman, and he knew that she
Md alwnys shown a distinet preference
3 ls socioty.
I did not think you would be in-
od," Le gald lamely. ““And there
nothing to tell {f you ere looking
& romarnce, '’

&t is what you may,”" she da-
dared.  “But that fs mo ltke & man—
Bover will admit ft when ho cures for a
Woran. '’

Chris eolored n little, He eould not
agine whnt it was ghe wanted him to

{Y""“"' nlwnys been such o eon-
ed bachelor,’ “T am

firm ' kho went on,
‘.lllhilll to think that your wite must
bea very wor

iderful womnn to huve so

®ompletely metnmorphosed you."
Fis frowned, He resented  this
"W-examination, even while he was
nelined to think it uwnrensonable
Im to do so. After all, ho hnd
koown Nfpy, Herlot soma considerale
me, and, as she said, they had always
0 good friends,
Mt 00 tell you one thing,"' he sald
Al serionsly, * And that Tu. that my
8 18 the only woman in the world
t;f Whom I would hava glven up my
chalor frocdom | There, will that

Watlafy yo) %0

- ™, Herlot smilod sweetly, She al-
ﬁiﬁ. lmHm_I sweetly  when she was
"?1' barticularely vixenish,
0w wwest of you! How very |
mtl she murmured.  “Of course, |
Y8 alwavs said what o partienlarly |
frming girl she Is—ro unepoilt, so |
histicated ! | suppose, 1t s just
" eF 2nnw of like attracting unlike."
Buppase It in,"" wald Chris blunt -
z-n He wished to goodness she wonld
by 8bout something elwe. Ho was
Twd snough to detect the sting he-
;:l.dth her sugary words, and all his
¢ ' nothing more, rose tn defense
firle. Ig thought of her with a
s Elow of affectionnte wurmth
he # the most unselflah ehild I've
met, he said impulsively,
old & wan still a ehild to him. It wan,
h”l 8t he still conld not (issocinte

B hls nidol from the little girl with |
l?_‘k"lil! nnd  wistful eyes who hnd
h"‘-{LII."II bim band and” foot all bis

thapw {f he eould lave realized

"l:'l- irle wns o waornnn, nt least in
bout and thoughts, there might have

8 hettep understanding  between
E:.I'u; h".' 18 0t was—well, vverything
ull right, and Marie hiad written ti

ba vy, 1ge that she was *‘over so
t wan Just ) \

. ue they reaclied the hote!
lf;int_lmr Mes. Heriot snid with n wen-
"ll?ui “gh  “Papfact, perfoct
by Mt 1Y Glorous flays, ano--
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] ‘‘See you downatairs, then?"
" " Ll

M. AYRES

The angry blood rushed to bis face. Ha
huted to feel that perhaps he had dis-
np{mint.ﬂl her,

Te left Mrs. Herlot in the lounge and
went straight up to his wife's room.
She was not there, but a book which
lie knew she had been reading wns lying
open on her dressing-table and a little
prir of white shoos stood neatly together
on the rug,

Chris rubbed the back of his head
with a curiously boyish lock of embar-
rassment. Tt aeemed odid to think that
he and little Marie Celeste were really
husband and wife! He cast n furtive
look nt himeelf in her mirror. He fid
not look mich like a married man, he
thought, and Taughed as he took up the
book which Marie had been reading. It
wis a book of pooms, nnd Ohris made
o little gelmace. He had never read n
roem in his life, but hie eyes fell now
on soma of the lines whieh had been
faintly underscored with a pencil ;

| ""What shall T ba at fifty,
Hhould nature kesp me mllve—
It I find the world so bitter
When [ am but twenty-five?*

He read the words through twice with
| vague sense of discomfort,

Had Marie underlined them—nand f
so, wiay? Thoey did not convey n tre-
mendous deal to Chris, though he had
0 faintly uncombortahle feeling that
they might to a woman.

" Marie was not twenty-five either,

she waw only nineteen! And anyway
it waa absurd to imagine that she wus|
finding the world bittar when she had !
Just written home to Aunt Mnadge that |
she was quite happy. '

He had the book still in his hand
when the door opened and Marle came
In.  Bhg caught her breath when she!
saw her husband.

“'You, Chris!""

"“Yes, I thought you were in." He
furned round, holding out the bouk.
"“Are you rending this?"’

“Yesa."" Bhe tried to take it from
him, but he avolded her. *“'Did you
nnderline that verse?'’

He saw the color flicker into her face,
but she laughed. ay she bent over the
book and reand the words he Indicated.

"“Did 1? Of course not. It's a
pretty poem, It's Tennyson's ‘Maud,’
you know,"" Chris knew nothing about
Tennyson's ““Muaud,"” but he was re-
lleved to hear the natural way in which
his wife spoke. He shut the book and
threw it down enrelessly,

"I came to say that I'm sorry about
lnst night—about forgetting to toke you
out, I mean. I clean forgot all about
it.  We'll go tonight, ahall we?'' Thera
was the smallest hesitation before she
answered. She was taking off her hat
at the wardrobe o he could not see
| her face,

""Mr. Dakers has two tlckets for a
concert,’' she sald at last. ‘1 almost
promised him fwould go.'" Bhe waited,
"If you don't mind," she added,

“Of course, T don't mind. Go by all
means. 1 dare say you'll enjoy it, 1
shall be all right—I1 can have a game
at billiards with some one. 1 suppose
it's time to dress?’

""Yes, I think so.'*

Yen,

Chris went off whistling. He was
quite happy egain. Bomebody else had
marked that verse, Ho ought to have
known Marie Celeste would not bo #o
foolish—and they were stupid lines any-
way. He could not imagine why any-
body ever wanted to rea poetry,

CHAPTER VII

""When the linke of love are parted.

Htrength In gone * & e

Directly Chris had gone Marle opened
her door, which he had shut after him,
and ran downstalrs.

The lounge was almost deserted, Most
of the visitors were dressing for dinner,
but Feathers was loungin against the
upen swiog door which led into the
garden,

His hands were deep thrust into hiy
pockets and he was looking out over the
sea with moody eyes.

Marie ran up to him breathlessly,
“Mr. Dakers——-""

He turned at once, *'Yeu.' He no-
ticed the flushed agitation of her face,
"“Is anything the matter?' he asked in
swift concern,

. "Yes! I mean no! Oh, it's noth -
ing much, at any rate, but—but I told
Chris you were going to take me to a
concert uml!ht that you had got two
ticketa * $""Bhe broke off agl-
tatedly, only to rush on again.  “'Of
course, I know you're not! [ only
Just said it, but—but If he asks you—
oh, &Ju wouldn't mind not telling him,
woull yony'’

IFenthers looked utterly mystified, but
sha was too much in earnest for him to
smile, so he sald quietly :

"There is rather a good show on the
pler, 8o I'm told. I'l et some tickets
and we'll go,"

8he flushed all over her face and her
lips quivered.

“I know it's horrld of me, and I
can't explain; there lsn't any need for
you to take me at all, really, but
* ** hut I knew Chris  wanted to
play billiards——'"  Eha broke off, she
b i suid more than ghe Inteuded,

Feathers lnughed, *'Chris I a Goth!
I ltke musfc, and I'm sure you do,
80 we'll gnap oup fingers at him and
g0 to the concert,"’

"You don't really want tol You
wouldn't have thought of it, 12 I bhadn't
said anything,' she stommered,

‘I've often thought of it,"" he maln-
tained quietly, *‘If the truth must be
told, I'm very fond of music, so ft'
will bo a kindness if von will Jet me |
pretend that I'm only golng to pleass
vou,"

There was & 1ttle sllence, then Marle

THE GUMPS—The Life of the Party Again

¥ YOU XEEP oM
PRINKIMNG EVERYBODY'S
HEALTH ‘oL Soom
PRINK Aaey
ok OwN -

by Publle Ladaer ('ampint

WHERE'S
MIS5S OFLAGE -
ALL MORAIING *

HOLY HOOCH .,
I AINT A KEEPTABS
1 DONT KAOW !
SHE'S AT THE
HAIRDRESSERS!

KANOW T WE GIRLS
HAVE STARTED OUR
INTER OFFICE CARD

CLUB AND IT MEETS
HERE THIS AFTERNOON,

7 ONE VANILLA,

=2 1A

CRARMN

The young lady mcross the way
eays it's all very well to tallk about
refunding all the Government bonds
when they come due, but whers's
the Government to get the monoy?

AunT Errie Ho66, THE FATTEST !
womMAN IN THREE CounTies, FELL Down
RIGHT ON THE TROLLEY TRACKS AND
ALMOST MADE SiX MEN MiSS THE T4L"

slipped her hand Into his with a long

sigh of relief, |
‘Oh, you nre a dear,"” whe gald. and |

fled nway before he could answer,

She went up to her own proom and

PETEY—Another Wonderful Invention
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MARRIED MAN

burried with her dressing, She did

I very least,

bgh[‘ yon notice the moon last night?"
“l‘“: b stood quite still, With u shock
A" remombered Marie's little re-

@ W and his own forgetfulnoss.

t

uot want to go to the concert in the |

t had cost her u great |
deal to refuse Chrls’ offer of that |
moonlit walk, but in her heart she knew
that he lind only suggested it as repara-
tion for his forgetfulness of last night,
and ber pride would not nllow her to
accept.

If he hod wished to go with her he |
would not have forgotten. She knew
Chrig well enough to know that he never
forgot o thing that he wished to remem-
ber, and there was a Hitle choking lump
of misery In her throat as she Liurrledly
chnnged her frock.

Chrls  was  very punctilious about
dressing for dinner. It wons one of his
pet snobberlos, so Feathers doelived, for
Fonthers himself had a fine discegard of
appearances awd of what people thought,
Hut tonight even he struggled into a

!-Iinnvr' Jucket, and Lalf-strangled l:lm~lI

well in o high collue In bonor of Marie,
At dinver Chels chaled bim mercilessly
nerows  the space that divided thelr
tables, )

“You'll be putting hr|llignt[na on
your halr next,”” ho said. ‘'Not that It
would be mueh use!"" ho added dryly,

"1 think his hair looks very nice, '
snld Marle Celeste. She did not think
Ko, hut shey was so grateful to him for
having rushed {nto the breach for Mg
tonlght  that  she looked upon him
throngh rose-tinted glassos,

Fenthers smiled grimly, mecting her
oyes.

OCONTINUED TOMOBROW

GASOLINE ALLEY—Getting

Toward H ome

CaN YOu BEAT THAT For
PUNK. Luck —

A PuNcTuRel

AND THE LAST TimeE
WE CHANGED A TieE |
.DROVE OFF AanD LEFT
THE JACK IN THE

7 Roap |

NO

™M IN A BAD waY
DoC -~ Gor A FLAT Tee

JACK !

[ YOURE MO WoRSE |
' OFF THAN | Am

WALT —

| PockETBOOK AND
e NO JACk !
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