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when somebody had asked if
m::r;t; ,\;arlh"- hushand, and he was
=1 pisking a repetition of it.
Many people staying here,  Mrs,
batin?'' he asked.
#iNp, sir—only two ladles at present,
Wit we cxpect to be full for the week-
end.” She looked at Marie, *“There
fine gold links close to um,'" clic ex-

“T think I am beginning to
te the very name of it." )
“You must let me teach you to plny,
‘Marle sighed and looked out of the
Eﬂnw to the narrow ecountry road.

preause [ don’t play golf,”" Murie
%ﬁwhm ahe and Feathers were nlone

think I'm too tired to learn any-
g «he sald despondently.
Feathers frownwdl: he thought she
Meked very frail, and in spite of his
s e rould not picture I[:” \\;‘mzli
w through n
! g & club and plowin B
(Wl Scotland. .
“You've no right to he tired,”" he
wld angrily. A child like you "

Bhe looked up, the ready tears com-
q to her eyes. »
‘Do you think I'm sueh a ehild?
e asked. 'That's what Chris always
sys—n kid, he calls me! And yet 1
t | mo very Young, you know,"'
W1 shionld like e ba as young.'

Peathers =uid.
Khe leansd her elbow on the table and
Wer thin in her hand.
“How old sre yvau?'' whe arked,
“Thirty-elght next birthday—ax
Losint,""
Bhe did not seem murprised.
"I wonder what I shall be like when
I'm thirty-eight?"’ she hazarded,
Feathers did not answer; he was
ping a rapld enleulstion in his mind;
be knew that she, ninetesn now, was
Ineteen years his jumior. That meant
that when she was thirty-siz he would
be fifty-five !
His mouth twisted Into a grim smile.

wns A gueer thing.
what he would have sald hed any one
told him three months ago that he would
be lunching here with Christoper’s wile
-:H:]ite contentedly.

ere were voleew in the cobble-stoned,

yard outside, and Marle looked toward
the window,

"Two people coming in,"" she said,

“1 suppose that's who the other places
are luid for,"" She indlented the further
0d of tho table,
“The two peopls Mra, Costin men-
tloned, I suppose,” Feathers said.
“Won't yon luve some more ecream? I
slways think * *  *°' he hroke off as
the door opened nnd Mrs, Horiot walked
inte the r I
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He had a vivid recalloction of anather |
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“] goem to be hopelessly out of fash-|

weathern as Dorothy Webher had (]rilh'l

He wondered |

might have nll!

Loawless loaks Just the |

nd he hated hep now more |

Heriot said o Murie, 1t |

M. AYRES

little mischievoun spnrkle 1it her Lrown
oyes,  “'And we're not really going to
fee any friends at Wendover, are we?"

No,"" he laughed with her. *'I'd
tell that woman anything,' he sald,
with n sort of savagery.

They stopped ngnin for tea at a cot- [
fage, and the wompn who owned it
gove Marie n big bunch of flowers to |
CArTY away,

“'Now T really look as if I've been
for a day In_the country,’* she xald
1nt:§lmll|g11' to Feathern, ''Poople nlwnys |
trail  home with bunchey of flowers, |
dor't they 3"

“1 suppose they do."
bunch Iying in her Inp.

He touched the |
"May 1 hntei

one '’
HOf course!' Hhe picked them li!"I
quickly. “*“Which one?” {

He indicated a blue flower,

“Don't you think that would rathier

Kult my wstyle of bhonuty?' he axked

grimly,
Hhr-’ drew it from the bunel.

f “It'n ealled ‘love-in-n-mist,” ** she

psald,  “Shall T put it In yvour eont?’
“Ploage,"’ !

He had been starting the engine, and |

ie came to the door of the ear and

slooped for her to fasten the flower in |

his buttonhole, |
CWAIL that do?" xhe nuked. |
Thank you."” He g0t In bexide her |

anid they drove on,
CWhich way shall we go home?" he
nuked,
“Any way—I don't mind. 1 den't
know the roads, but ¥ should like to
| Pass thove hnyticlds again.'’

| “Nery well.  You're not cold, are
{you?"
“*Oh, no.™" 1

CIf xon nee, there s my coat.' I

It was getting dusk rapidly, the moon
stood ont like n golden sickle ngainst |
I'the datkentng sky, nnd thepo was a foint |
parenth of antumn in the afe. i

Marie drew the rug more closely about |
hor.  Bhe folt glorionsly sleepy, and the |
seent of the big bunch of Aowers on her |
{lap wuw alinost like an anesthetjo with

ity 1ntr_:xi:‘Mim: mixture of perfume,
When they eame to the hayfields
which they had assed enrly In the

{morning Feathers stopped the ear and
spoke ;
“Are you asleep? You are wo quict.'
“Noo T owan just thinking.*'
I Blie wuat up and looked at the view, |
anru beautiful now in the subdaed light ]
and shndow of evening., |
{  The world wveemed fillod with the seent |
[of the warmy hay, and onee agnin, with
{ it =wift pang, her thoughts flew to Chris,

Where was he? O, where was he?
“N'_ heart wormed 1o streteh out to him
With n gremt vy of longing, but ler
lHttle face wny quiet enongh when pres-
ently she Jooked up nt Feathers.

“'Shall we go on now ?""
| e drove on silently,

“It's been such a jovely day,""
sald. 1 have enjoyed it, T
| # much for bringing me. "
“Thot's like u little girl comin
i from a party,"" Feathery snid.
linve another run out Rmny
like, "

“It's been perfeotly lovely ! I was
%o tired when we started, but it's hepn
i beavtiful rost, and 1'm not tired any
more, "'

But, all the same, when next he
spoke to her she did pot nnswer, und,
lonking quickly down at her, he saw
| that she was asloop, |
i Her head had (drooped forward un- |
comfortably, and he could see the dark
{ lashes down-pointed on her cherk
i He slowed down a little, and, slip-

ing an arm  belind her, deew b
{Bently back until ber head rested ugainst
| lin shoulder.

Mrs. Heriot had sald that Marle
looked yonrs older, and In hix henrt
Feathers knew she was right, but the
kindly hand of sleep seemed to have
wiped the lines and shadows from her
face, and It was just n ohild who
rested there against hia shoulder.

What was to become of her, he asked
himsell wretehedly, and what woas to
be the end of this mistaken marringe?

He eauld almost find it in hix henrt to
hate Clirl a5 he drove grimly on through
the gathering night. with the «light
Eil‘t'!wlll'l‘ of Marle's head on his sloul-
der.

Only nipeteen! Only a child still!
| And a possionate longing to shield her
{nnd secure her happiness rose in his
heart. He had |l'l"l n queer life, a
sellish life, he supposed, pleasing him-
selfl and golng his own way in very
much the same fashlon as Chris Law-
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|

THE GUMPS—The Skids for Mrs. Zander $ g

PUBLIC LE‘DGER—PHILADELPHIA. WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 26, 1921

- .
By Sidney Sm_!_f_l

MDY DEAR =

i

| WANT To READ
THE LETTER THAY | WROYE Yo
UNCLE BIM THANKING MIM
Fol “THE $10008 WNE

SENY US =

PEAR TWOUGHTRUL UNCLE = | CANY
Ay MOW THAMKFAL. MY DEAR
\

m_m THE MONEY
e pe- Weas o

GETYING
N

g Ay

D WEAR WM BRAG ABOUT
\mc&n BIM To MIT LITTLE PLAYMATER™
TAMNG LITTLE FELLOW-

————

You LITTLE PIPLOMAT = “ou'LL
SAVE TMAY FORTUNE YEY -
FOR THE FAMILY= THAT'S BRIMNGING
THE DOVGM MOME= JUST \\xe
HOLDING WNCLE BWA'S MAND

WHEN HE'S WRIMTING MIB WiLL=

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Smithers’ Nut Factory Versus Coco College

HELLo Bovs
GLAD YOU DRoPPEDIY AL

IN

OUR YELL

SAY WE GoT

ALL PERFECT
WE HAVE ©

T4~ CARLOADS
BRE

+ 20 B

THERE

—

TS

F 44
3’ o8*
ELS OF 42
CALIRRE AUTS @ 44 €
LESS TAX , PLUS FREIGHT =
~ER - LETS SRR
MUST BE WROMG

T

The Young Lady Across the Way

————————

% -

The young lady mcross the way

tays she enjoys all sorts of useful

socinl service, particularly pouring

nt an afternoon tea,

By FONTAINE

“THE MoST INTERESTING F
of THE MiéH ScHool Foote

THE WAINIE MERCHANT BEFORE
T™HE GAME STARTLD.

GAMR WAS WHAT HAPPENED To

EATURE
ALL

{less had always done, and was still
i doing, but then he had hod no woman |
Lto love him or to love—until now,
Cand now © * * Fagthors lonkod ifown
o the deliears fittle face that  lay
i ke o white Hower ngninst his rough
cont an the moonlight, and le knew |

with a grim pain that set was alinosr
weltnme ta s queer natures that  he
wonld give eversthing in the world if

( ouly her happiness conld be assured. [

' CHAPTER XIV |

| ““Anid T remember that T sat ma down [

| Upan the mlops with her, and thought the
world

! Must Be all ovar
1

or had never been,
Wao reomed "

there wo alone." i
I
i Muorie did not answer thie letter from !
Chiris, and lie wrote again two days!
luter, wmuch (o her surprise:

“"Drear Marvie Celeste—1 hope vou are |
not disappointed beeause 1 did not turn
up the other night., [ really wish I
had nmow, as the wenther hns broken,
and we've been having downpours of

| ridn every day, so the handieap hns
been  postponed If it was not that |
there are several good bridge players
In the hotel, 1 don't know how thie |
( deuce we should puss the time,  Have |
P vou yeen Fenthera®  1le snid he should
ook yon but T don't expect he
| s, the old blighter! Let me know|
liow  you  nre I utm wending vou nf

"eulengorm  brooell with diamonids, Illull

liope you will like it,  Yours affection. |

| ntely, CHRIS. "
Muarie woited till the arrival of the
| brovel befoare she wrote ; |

| thee brooeh, which §s wvery
1 nm worey the weather is|
wo bl for yous it quite good lere
Yo, Mr. Daukers enme to see us, |
think he looks very well Dou’t hurey

letrer and
WReOimon.

| home on my wevount, T oam quite all|
right.  Yours affectionately,
CMANMIE CHLESTE.
1 What o letter, she thonght, ws she

| vend it through—the rort of letter ane
Fpight welte to an acgualntanee, eer-
Fyuinly wot 1o & man one lovesd best in the
waorld !

| She shiowed the brooch to Featliers,

[ ""Yex, it's pnther pretty,” he agreed,
LU Reervhody sesis to wear that stone
llu Seotland Poes Clirls say when he
i eoming home?'"
“No—he says the
C1e' koan be home then

wenther is bad."

A flicker of cngerness crossed ler
O

G0N, do you think seT -

e will, F it's vonlly bad !l '\'-.:l'\'-‘|
na fder what it oean be like up therel
Lar » It sttty to be wet,"’

i Marie anil Feathers hnd motored to-
| gther o great deal since thut first day.
“Phere'll be time enough for thea-

tees when the winter comes,”' Feathery
wivldl 1 dden’t suppuse you've ween
Fmieh of the eountrey, liave you’'!
It OReE

“Then we'll have w run to the New

Foreet some day,"’

Murie lovked up hesitntingly.

“Would you wind If Aunt Madge
| came ¥’

CONTINUED Twornow |
)

“Diear Chrls—Thank you for yons | -
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