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“eiiif BEGINS THE STORY
e (heater and Chriatopher
were vaised together, an
W er father died they married ;
use #he loved Aim and
3 e loved her: he beoauae he
o her didn’t love nnrbody elan,
. hl‘""'“' the maoney fhe arrange-
I drought Aim. On their hnnrr
B e learns the truth and fells
IS0 Ao may live the life of a Bachelor
Shand  Aiv friends exproted,
eriot tArowa hevaelf in  his
and Marie ex erionoes o grow-
8 affection for akers, knoien as
, :m a friend of her husband.
foiit ml' returning home is saddened
¢ Chrln’ marosencas, but ot her
ieation (hat she lacka Mra,
ol's porcer to mway him. Chris
to 81, Andrewa for polf swith his
pompanions, leaving her dia-
fate. In @ moterivip (hrouph
= sauntry with the faithful Feathers
s lelt him knoiwo mome of her hurt
hagling forcard (hria. They have o
s day marved only by mrel-
Heriot al an inn. Marie's
i ta  the muﬂlryhm}:d
' on the Thames with the
u‘tﬂﬂ' silent Feathers diaturh
s Aunt Madge, who rebukea Chria
neglecting his wife. Conatraint
& 4s (he relationa between Marie
%54 Chriz when he cventually comea
" He in peevish at her cool-
‘toward Aia pifts and attempia
“grrange affoira for her pleasure
% his owon ), eapecialiy her declina.-
fo go on a party to which M_r..q.
beiot han been Mvited, also Maric's
ol chum, Dorothy Webber, an

edldoors fypo of girl.
AND HERE IT CONTINUES
OU ean go if you will promise to
come with me on Sunday."

#he looked up.

“Why are you Ko nnxfous [or my
py all at once?"’
frowned.

Mt looks so—sn rotten, our mnever

together. Feathers is nlways get-
pg sl digs In at me nbout it, and it
b’y as If there Is any real renwon ;
by hiave always been good friends, Mn-

Celeste, until lately."’

Bo it was not that he wanted her. It
just that Feathers had commented
the fact that they were no saldom
ther, and she knew how Chris hated

bout.,
tlllhﬁ‘;l of Feathers with n little
wehe. 1t seemed an eternity winee
e bad ween him or felt the strong
Wesn of i hand, and qulte suddenly

e made up her mind,

Wary well, 1 will come.™

Cliria brightened [nymedintely,

 “Thank you, Marle Celeste, 1 shan't

| Feathers; it will be a pleasant sur-

for him.”" There was a little
e in his volee, but Marie took no
, an ghe went on arranging the
14 with hands that were not guite

Mhe Ald not expect to enjoy herself
iy _sccompanying Chris.  Bhe  hated
Me. leriot, nnd she kuew she would
out of evervthing aml unwanted,
Bat—and she knew this had been the
pritining  factor—she  would  wee
athers,

e wore Ler prettiest froek on Sun-
May, und turned o deaf ear to Miss
Chaster's lamientations that It would be

“The roads are w®o dusty—wenr
por !I'Il‘ll that can't be spoiled, my dear

“I'll 1ake o clonk,"”" Marie snid,

Bhe wan consclous of a little fouling
ol vervousness os she drove away with

“I'm golng to pick Feathers up at hin
voms,” he sald,  “He's got roows in

bahy street, you know."'

*Yeq, he told me.,"’

Her heart was beating fast as they

up at the house, and she kept
Bor eyes wteadily before her an Chrix
the ear and rung the doorbell vio-

i ,.
It was opened by Feathers himself,
dy to start and with his golf Lng
| '.#o‘r" his shoulder,
"Ten mioutes Inte, you miserable
ter,"" he began, then stopped, and
his face seemed to tighten ns he looked
thl_nlm. “How do you do, Mes. Law-
ie " Me went forward and shook
nds with ber formally. *“This is a
pitasant surprise,'” he snid quietly.
"Well, don't waste time—get in,"
e struck in bluntly. e took hia
tugain heslde his wife and deove on,
Marle felt stratned and nervous, Mhe
tried hard 1o think of something to say.
Bhe knew 1t would be the most natural
8¢ in the world for her to turn and
to Feathers, but she could not
lone Iw_rsel! to weet his eyes.
MYou're very talkative,” Chris said
Hn faint sarcasm, looking down at her.
3 glanced over his shoulder at Feuth-

'Was she an quiet as this when you

i.:?l :1‘:;2;:.'?" the time walking round

.}}n. Heriot looked at Chrin,
Ym“- wife in & vandal,"” she told
him, I am surpeiced that vou have
rot made her Into mnre of sports-
woeman,**

He wou'dl have = oken, .
tled on. DI lhr,\-n tel] _m,u"h:i::" Ir‘::f
rin into uk down hers ten duys ngo?
Wasn't it queor? A what de vou
think that silly Mex, Costin thought?—
why, that Mes, TLawless wne  Mr.
Dukers' wife!  Wa had sieh o Inugh
cver it, didn't we?'"' whe appenled to her
ninter,

Marie had flu<hod erimeon,  She
leoked appealingly acrors at hee hume
Land, and wan stonned by the look of
anger in hix eves-—nnger with her, she
knew,  With a despernte effort’ whe
pol'sd hereelf together,

“T wonder If peante thonght any of
the women Chrin played golf with in
Beotland wan his wife?* she said,

Mra. Ilevint verenmed with lnnghter,

“That's the firnt time T'ye rven meen
rou Wit hack,” she erind, elapping her
handa,  “You denr, delighttul + hild.**

Feathers pushed baek hin ehair nnd
rose,

“Ava we obliged to waste all the
day here?' he awked, T thought the
mnain object was to play golf,*

Mrs, Heriot followid him with alae.
rity, and her sister glanead ot Marie,

“What nre son golng to dn?' she
!’wkml, "\';m'l} :lml it vory tiring walk-
ng round with us, b '
e R g R B I'm aofeaid; the

“T ghould like to come,** Marle anid,
“You would ke wme to, wonldn't v
Chris?" o

My denr child, please vourself. nmd
yonu will please e ** ' '

Ie trlesl 1o tinke hiv volep mlepennt
hut to Marie, who kiew hlm o '\\t:!l:
there waw un underlylng current of
angry bitterness,

Was he jealous hoeguse of that re-
mark ahout Feathers, she wondersd,
;nu! 1nj|m1tn'rl nt'harnelf. Chris hnd never
won jenlous of any one o ¥
in his life, ¢ -Anythiog

I shall come then,”” she said, and
walked out of the room.

Dut befors they had got half way
round the conrse she was tired out.
and had to admit it, There were hardly
uny trees for shelter, and the sun blagel
down relentlessly on the dry gross.

Mra, Herlot and Cheis were playing
together and n little ahead, and Marie
wilid to Feathers ;

“I'm golng to stay here and pest,
Mlenke go on, and 1T will walk bnek to
the elubhonse directly.

Thoy were passing a little group of
tries,

“It will be eool In the shade here,”
sha added,

Mru, Heriot's sister enlled to them.

*Now then, you two! What are you
walting for?"

“"Yau'd hetter have my coat to el
on'' Fenthers snld, “*Yes, T know it'
hot, but there nree heavy deww nt night
iwnd the geasw mny be damp, and you
don't want to take nny risks, "

e hingd been pluving without his eont,
and he handed It to her before he went
on to joln WM« partner,

Marie sat down in the shwde. Her
head nched and <he wns glad of th
rest. She let Featheora' cont lle on her
lap listleasly, What id it matter if
she enught eald or not? Certalnly no-
boidy cared what beeame of her,

The others hal gone on uver n rise In
the ground and out of kight hefare Chrl
notiead that Marie was pot with thew

He enlled out to Feathers, “YWlers
15 Marle?"'

“*Shie wan tiesd—she is going bnek o
the elubhouse when sie s rosted,””

Mrs., lHeoriot Inughed as she wollked
on by Chrin' slide,

“Mr. Dokers is very devoted,”” she
snfid woftly,

“Devoted ! Chris echoed the word
blankly., “Devoted to what?' he asked.

She raiged her eyes and lowered them
again immediately,

“To your wife, I mean,’

“To—my—rwvife!'"

8Bhe gave o little affected lnugh

“My dear Chrin, don’t pretend
be surprised when every ong ddown at
the  hotel  notleed It, even on your
lioneymoon, Why, Mrs, Lister ever
asked me which of sou wos her hus-
band—you or Mr. Dakers. So silly of
her, of course, but {t shows how people
notice things. You know I always think

"

she snld,

Loow AT Tug
DUCKS GoinG Sovt
| Witk 'EMm LCK -
HOPR “TMEN GET

AMY TWME ‘Tou ™MD AW AMIMAL OR A
BIRD THAY'S EITHER (00D o FAT OR
HAS TEATHMERS OR PANCY FUR “THAY A
MUMAM BEIMG WANTE To DoLlL UP WiTH~
FATE TOBBEPD THEM INTO AN UNWIND
womY - |'P LIKE T OGT Amounb
WHEN THEMRE CHECKING VP

AEYER TMAY “Tm\P-

HOAR “THME OLP WiNG PUCK CALL THE
ROLL - WHERE |6 RED WEAD?
ME FELL AT “ME BATYLE OF MEHEMRY-
MERE '8 OLD CAWASS BPACK 7 NE
FEUL. FoRt A WOODPEWM DUCK -~ A
PAIMTED DUCK ~ AND WAS BWOY FROM
AMBUSH AT LILY LAKE -~ wWERE %
CHARLEY WRAL? AVBWER = A
COMBADE BPIAKE ~ W
STePPED AY WHAT W
TMOVGHY WAS A TTRAw
L 4 (¥4

WHERE 18 CLAREMCE BUTYER SALL"
HE WEMY TO ADMITEE WIMEBELF ™
MIRROR LAKE= WHERE \§ MICHAEL
MUD HEM 7« NHE DOVE o LAYE AvY
PSTAKEE OAY =

‘i,, CAREFLL. TED\ES
o You MAY AWBWER
WERE AT T™ME RN CALL™

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Close That Window!
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The Young Lady Across the Way

The young lady ncross the way
s=ays whnt disappointed her was
that Judge Landis decided not to

play himself in the world's series,

that when a man dislikes women, as
Mr. Dakerse s alwnys professed to do,
in the long run lie is bound to be badly
caught.”'

Chrin turned on Lier furious!y,

1 think vou forget you nre speaking
of my wife," e said.

She flushed wearlet.

My dear boy, 1 meant nothing
against her. 1 know an well as you do
that there ts nothing In it. on her slde
at all. 1 only meant that Mr. Dakers."

“Dinkers i my friend. T would rather
not discuss him, if you have no ob-

ber out, Feathers?' |
thers lnughed, and made som |

Tanve answor, 1o tried not to ook at |
Tie, !i_lll his eyea tupned to ner agnin

igin. It seemed o lifetime siuee
7 hadd met, and ¢ Olled Lim with un-
ounble jemlousy (o see hor rillillul
BI0Y his frlend w wide as omee whe had sat
hls, and to know that she belonged to I
riv—irrevocalily,

h]‘ had cont him a tremendous ¢fort
keep awny from hev, Chris had asked
0 to the house a lozen times winee
I‘c_n;rn‘ hut lie D) nlways mnnaged
¢ avoli polig, Wihat was the use?
had hn Iiw Hitle bove of Nife. Thers

nolhlng mere to hape for,
1. Heriot was ont in the rond look -

e for lhnp when they drow up nt the
vl A faint shndow erossed her fner

dlll\r.hu saw Marle, though she wus
WM¥e in hor weleon.e,

ﬁlhhd Mrv. Lawless, too!

til—a1d How perfectly

”".th looking, Chrix!" '

ind ;‘“‘ walked on with her to the inn,

o & moment Marle
Were lofe together, trie and Feathers

hing ’Iob::lt:, tried to think of rome-

it even or RIF
Yration seeme ordinkry oo

i d diffieult,
8% only when Marie's cont slippe

ﬂmfr"'[ar'" and they both stooped to

e | I, that for an instant their

‘il'lhno-l' anid she broke out, as if the

mﬂﬁ\;ere.{urnu-ll without her will or

M 8" Tt In nico to see you agnin,
s Dinkers,

How de-
uplendin

e Hushed to the
rough halr s he answered

* Fenthory !
::‘l O:I his i

W
M are very kind, Mrs, 1 g
yeory ' « Lnwless,
:fn:t"“- Vith a despernte attemipt to
bt 15, UbJoct, “Chris looks well,
R P

oy, She | :
) ooked ot bl rosent -
ﬂ':'nrbal” something in Lis fnee seotlied
hard :::‘h‘nuf Ii""' heart, for there was

Ppiness in by e
‘.‘." ff:'ltl to hin Ty iy eyen, and a
od 'nh": ot happy, nny more than 1
* bt """IEIIQ. and wondersd why.
Hﬁ‘iul next ty him at luneh, and Mrs,
Uhe Wn"‘_“" ler wikter took the whelp of
tilkeg D;ﬂ'l“"'n betwoen thew. ‘Phey
1 Fogt EOIf thl Marte's head recled,

! : :l“ interrupted at 1ast,

B ot vopy interesting ¢ vou

N afraid Mpy, Lavwlory, WA R

s Hoerjog laughed.

I"i.“.l..'lu't.wlu. ought to learn tn
™ t;l} don't you teach her, Mr
llom e really ought to play.”

| to Chris.

_ Wfrail I should {
Aot l:lt." Marie ;:l:wu:s‘:”“ron:‘::
SEwalk far, ang it geeing to m,tlnai

Jeetion. "

Hlie saw that she had gone too far,
and relapsed into silenee, They both
played badly for the vemuainder of the
game, anid lost the mnteh,

They were rather o silent parly as
they wilked baek to the elubhouse.

Feathers looked rvound quickly.

“Mrs., Lawless I8 not here,”" he said

C'heis threew his clubs into a4 corner.

“No: I'll go and find her,"' he suld,
and walked out agaln Intu the sun-
shine,

CHAPTER XVI
Batter for both that ths word ahould b
Apaien,
Fotters, thun heart
Marle sat lost in thought for n long
time aftee the othors had gone on. It
waw very peaceful out there on the links,
and today  there  was hardly auybody
about,
She wondered why It was that, ne
matter how hovd she tried, she nlwaye
geemed to find hevasell left alone snd out

¢ onle must bo broken

PETEY—A Stitch in Time
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of everything.

Did the feult lie in her awn tempera -
ment, or wis it merely that she was not
physically strong enough to enter into

things as other women did?

She knew that she was torally un-
silted to be Chrls’ wife, and, knowing
it. wondered why it was she hod i-u-rl

loved him so mueh : why things so often
spemed 1o happen like that in life, with-
out ANy apparent reason ;

In spite of the subtle change in Lier
feellngs toward her husband, she never
for a wmoment blawed him. Tt was
Fate—one ceould not avold these things,
nnd she found herself  wonderiog if
Fonthers would hove been kinder and
loss  solfish  had  he found himself {n
shillne clrenmstanees,

She looked down at hig rough tweed
cont lying across her Inp. It was well
worn  anid  very s=habby, much more
whabby than any coat of her lm_ﬁhumi_u.f
Bhe smoothed the rongh  fabric  with |
gentle fingers. |

It was oddd how plind women weare, |
she thought; odd that an ugly fnce
whould #n repel them (hat they never
troubled to lonk beyond it and discover
that it In posalble for n lieart of gold
ta e Wdden bebind blunt features wnd
an ungainly figure, _

She had made the same mistuke her-
welf.  Rhe had  adored  her  husboid’s
handsome fece and proved to hee bitter
cost that alone it was unsatlsfyiog and
offered nothing in exchavge for all her
love.

GASOLINE ALL

CONTINUED TOMORROW
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EY—Anything to Satisfy the Alley

IVE LookeED THROUGH
THE FAMILY ALBUM FOR
A NAME THAT wWoOULD

FIT YoU, Sweezix!

THE ANCESTORS SEEM
TO FAVOR LOREMZO,
ABIJAK AND
SocrarTes
NOTHING STIRRING,
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AND rVE BEEN THPOWGH
HSTORY FROM TiBERIUS
To GAMALIEL WITHOUT

ANV LUCK

'Ly

GIVE THIS HAND

PAINTED ACTURE OF

YOU RIGHY OFF THME MAMTEL
M TO THE PERSOM WHO'LL

NAME You. BUT ITS

GOT To BE SOME-

WHERE BeTWEEM
© ALGER
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