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gto the librars
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ORODY will hear us here,'" she
1 fhltlk-—*—"] o
: ted, and Marie led the way
g e which had been turned
king room for Chris

thetr marringe.

Mrs.
thea, ¢
fatenalty :

"N, Lawless,

edber?”

Horlot shut the door carefully,
urning, she nuked with dramatie

who is this

Marie stared nt her.

wDorothy Webber? She is my friend:

t school together.''
i hild! 1f you think she is

¢ friend you Are being dreadfully de-

L
{l.‘lr rulnr C

'.d_._{]rrndr'llu.'r'-” ~
doq don't know what you mean.

Mrs. Heriot dabbed her eyes to wipe

imaginary tears.

"] hate to se
h“l hiate people who

dal and misehief.

you for §nul'

m and

[ ;
Hn.“llrlr hroke 1
“Are, Herlot
you said no mo

to me—1I beg of you, plea

yesterday—down

n

re.

e prople decelved,"" she

make scan
1 nm only

on the gol

with pnle lips:

I would much rather

It is of no interes
o &8

1 But Mrs, Herlot was eu{nylnt hersel
too much to stop.

flked Maric, n

friendly terms w it

welf, She wer

sllenced,

he
nght to turn her out of th
i I.“Iiin' f« n fulse friend ! :

¢ her—nmil my sistor saw  her—
Li::“rnur husband's arms round her!
Crying—in his arme!

house !

to tell you, bt

dster thought, that it was onl
you should know

went on.
sabtly clevernes

il

it

it

"

She hac
she hated

on, refusing

Why

and
righ

I thought,

She broke off, look-
ing at Marie's stony face with faintly
maliclous #yes, “*Men are so weak, poor
dears; how cnn one blame them?'" she
“It's the women, with their
"
s,
that she had tried all her own wiles

She did not ade

on Chris with humiliating fallure,

“I am so sorry for you,'" she pursued
Roftly, “but you should really insist

that she leave the house.'”

Marie waulked past ber nggd opened

the door. .
"Please go,

YPlense gn,"

“0Oh, well, of course, it A
Ieriot pussed her jauntily
Into the
Cheig openvid the front door and eame

it!" Mrs,
and went out

Mrs. Horiot smiled and beld out her

land,

My

she =ald.
“Hut, Mrs. Linwless

irle sald again,
you

hall,

d
“T was so afrald T shnuid_!uve to run
away without seeing yow,' she sald.

“Wa have had such a delightful after-

noon,
man?"’

Chris made some vague answer,
eyes had gone past her to where his
wile stood nt the study door.
very pale, but gquite welf-possessed, and
she even smiled faintly ns she met his

o,
I'.\I.’rn. Heriot is just going,'" she said
‘Perhaps you will see her out,

elearly.
Chris."

8he went back to the library, and
her with blank

stood

oyes,

starin

Bhe  had

hefore

Where have you been, you bad

His

always  hated Mrs,

erfot and distrusted her, but some-

thing told hee that this time, at nal

eventa, the widow had spoken the truth,
The facts seemed to fit w0 completely
into the chinin of last night's events—

Dorothy's tears, Chris'

preaceupntion,

and her own instinetive foeling that ull

was not right.

Sha heard Clhiris close the front deor
and come into the room behind her, and
sbe foreed herself to tuen.

“Darothy  nne
He barred ihe
lave passed Lijm.

“Well, there
them, s there?

1 Aunt
the drawlng-room,"’

w

is no hurry

I

Mudge are in
she snid  stiffly.
ny when she would
to jnin
low did you get on

at the bazaar this afternoon?'

“We only stayed n little while,

We

had our fortunes tald.'

""8illy child!
yon '

What

"Oh * * % Jots of things!

did they tell

Nothing

‘Jriat I believe, though.™
Bhe stood apathetleally with bis arm

ound her,

She longed to tear herself

from him, but she was afraid that once
the guve way to the storm of puassionnte
Aoger that wus rending her she would
never be uble to control herself.

“I wus sorre aftorward that 1 did

nt  coma  with

“Feathors wouldn't come out,

you,"”"  Chris  snid,

He's

icking—he's off the day after to-

torrow. "’

"“The day after tomorrow "

Yes—something
mn!to him change his mind, 1 suppose,

hag

happened to

Ie's going, unyway,"

Murle's  henrt
'HIO{I‘}I meary

felt like a  stone,

nerve in her body was

throbbing nnd burning at fever point.

Feathers wns gofng !

After tomorrow

the would not be able to get to him
"0 matter how passionately she longed

o do ko,

Thin tinn wiose nrms wore
curel nothing for lLop,

Now
lied 1 her,

1 un
veived  her,

‘Bhim.

Wt know.

arhe th

Wi,
hris pske),
well? Yoy lowal

b LU
well." Kl

i'l'la

Went upatngrs,

hat did she mean to do?
I'ouxible
through her mind.
ought she would tell Chris that

Ak Biteed

whe bl founl

1hen that she wo,

Bal stoop to ler b
i she eyre?

Tor whole being w

EOIMe new

nnde love 1

] 2 I 1
lin hu;‘k 8
l.nll on,
llnuu! \

Nhe

d

U ]
Ll

mioved st
nds no effort to sto

thint his eres were fo

ou

felt that she

ubout ler
| § C THT
il de-
hated

protended

the matier, Marie Coloste 7
uhirupti,

““Aren’t
white,"
wthing ;

yvou

I'm quite
him, and he
p hier, but she knew
llowing her ng she

She dqid
imporaible
First

and

t nbout Dorothy-

td not tell him, would
im think she caped.

Nhe did not know.
s i the throes of

y Blrange passion,
]
erhapy even up in

Seotland ha hai

v Dorothy, and that was
stayed wo long.
NOWTL that she wag coming to
and hnd even asked hep to the

P'erhaps

Marie hid her fnce,
¢ would not stay with him,

She

B0 awny—she wo e
with F 3 he wonld go awa:

“Ahe |

tuthers, if he would take her.

t'llxlld' onged for him us n homosick

nnln for its father,

i
nd to her,
Nb ?‘hy :
S held
hand, .
“"Marie,
0ve her 'y

I've got to g0 home."*

He would be

he would understand.
Ame tapping at the door.
N open

telegram in  her

She

he me .} i y 1t
Unother worq. ssage to read withou

Marie took it mee

hanieally, but the

] ,‘.;.';';d:" daneed meaninglessly before her

I onioe,

rts
Ronpie
B

ll(rnni,: w

knew, gpo
M
Pty

'm e
thin Iy

words wor

A went witp
“ud hl‘.l]‘ll‘rl

Ul:'t!u\- Cap
me qpe
O0ght no 1 e
d, In g

50 Korry,”’
® meaningless,

hor poek,
and told Miss (hester,
st go with
J uvel alone,” the old lady
UTR
- W-”lt I only king,"
W A face burned,
L doubt Chrin would' go—would

o go. Nk Miss Chester

died this morning. Come at

iy Dorothy's brother, she
looked ut “the girl's white
sud ‘ivering lips, but she felt no
for hep,

she sald, but

Jurothy to her ronm
Mhe teleplionmsl

her; she
"

Surely Chris will
Oh, you, there

¥ heard

HELOR HUSBAND

By RUBY M. AYRES
Author of “Richard Chatterton” Eile.

' But Mrs.

Miss

telling
own sake and beeause
have always been friends;

nlwayve dis-
arothy

anke shie hod appenred to be on more
A i Chris than she her-
to be

I hate haviong
my

wish

just an

She was

1] to her and deceived her.

bw W. S Wait 4 o
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Who Knows Him?

An adventurous, outdoors man I8
the author of

“Daughter of the Sun”

Heo ecalls himself, mysteriously,

Quien Sabe?

The mystory of his story (s aa
baMing ns the mystery of hin identity,
Look out for it in (he

Euvening Public Ledge:

make the saggestion to him. and held
her breath while she walted for him to
Hnswer,

It he agreed she would know that he
was guilty. If he refused there wonld
f e Iju.-el a hope that Mrs. Herlot baa
HTTIN

Ihut Chris turned to her,

“Would you lke we to go, Murie?"

She hated him, becanse he left it for
uer to settle, She could not trust hep-
»elf to look at him.

f “Aunt .\lndp’ thinks some one should
g0, and 1 can't,'" she satd, e agreed
hastily,

MOt course, you ean't: 1 will go, if
tiyou wish it. shan't be able (o get
back till tomorrow,”" he said. ‘It will
f Iul' It«au late to cateh o train back to-
=ight."*

Marie did not answer, and he went
nway, She gave him no chance to sny
Kood-by to her. Lo kissed her cheek
hrriedls before he followed Dorothy to
the “anlting cor, and he lodked back
uliously as he elosed the door.

. “IH be back as soon as possible to-
riorrow," he sajd,

Mirie went baek
without answering.

"'"That poor child," the old lady said
t | sadly, "{\'lmt it trouble for her! D
you know the brother, Marje%"

“I saw him once. He was w nice
boy,” Marle said apathetieally.,  She
could remember Ronnie Webber well,
He had lhad a soub, freckled nose and
i twinkly eyos,

It seemed impossible that he could be
dead,  She wished sbe could feel more
sOrry.

The evening secmed interminable.
8l down and rend a book, child,"
Miss Chester said once, *““Don't wan-
der about the house ke that! [ know
you must be upset, but It'® no e
taking trouble too mueh (o heart,"
Marle looked ut her, hardly Hstening.
"I think I'll ring Mr. Dakers up,'
she waid.
Miss Chester's eyes grew anxiona,

"I should not, my dear,”" she said.
"Chris told me that he was very busy
packing. He is going away the day
alter tomorrow."

"I know; but T should ke to seo
bim before he goes.'

She rang Featherg up, but he was out
und not expected in till late. Fate
svemed against her at every turn.

"I must see him again: T must " she
told Lerself foverishly us she went to
bed. She sat at the open window for
o long time looking into the darkness.
Another forty-cight hours and he would
he miles away, She thought of ull the
pletures she had seen of Florenve and
Venlee, and wondered what 1t wonld be
Hke to wvisit them with the man one
loved,
Chriz had offered to take her there,
Lut she did not want to K0 with Chris-—-
be did not eare for her! He had lind
Bhe Iny awake
for hours, staring through the opien
window at a single star that slione 1ike
a diamond in the dark sky.

Where was Chrls now, nnd whnt wax
| L v She
did net eare; 1y

to Miss Chester

trivd to believe that <he
iel to Keep lior thonghts
fovitsed on Featliers, bt they strayed
[Verk ngaln and ngain to her hnslinnd,

| Little forgotten ineidents of the pust
duneed  before  her cxes  torturingly —
Chyis in his first Eton sult 2 Chris whoen |
L was captuin of the sehaol eloven,
swaggering about on the green;
coming home for Christinns, u little shy |
and superior; Chrels bullying her. and
finally buying his complete forgivencsy
by a kiss snatched under the mistlotoe,
She had loved him so mueh—had alwnys
been wo rendy to forgive nnd forget,
Tears lny on her cheeks boeause she |
knew she was no longer ready to do 50 |
tears of self-pity=—shed  in mourning
aver the days that were gone, 8he was
u ¢hill no longer; she waws Krown
woman looking back on her childhood.

It was getting light when she fell
asleep, and it was lute when the anld
roused her,

"I came before, but yon were sleeping
o sweetly Iolld not like to wike you,"”
she apologired, Muarie got up and dressed
with u curious feeling of finality, I VOry .
thing was at un end now ; she would
bear no wore,

In the middle of the morning n wire
came from Chris to say he would bo at
home to dinner that evening,

Miss Chester was dining out, and
Marie knew she would have to meet him
alone, but she did not care. She wel-
comed anything that hurried the end-
ing toward which she was drifting. Euch
moment  seeimned  Nke the suapping of
another link In the chinin of her bond-
lnge.
| Chris arvived varller than By v peiml
[Tt was only & o'vlivk when shis henrd
This key in the door aml his step in the
hnll,
She was in her voomy and hened him !
feall to her, but =he did not UNsWr,
tumd she heard Lim question the maid
before he cwne running up the stulrs.

Her door was open nnd ho ey hor
at onee, standing by the window, but
iha did not look round, even when hn‘r
shut the dooe nnd went over to her,

“Marvin  Coloste.”  There was un
fnger note in his voice, and he nuul.l‘

have taken her in his nrms, but she
turned, holding Lim away.
“No—pleaso,
tend any morpe, !
“What do you mean”
| pened

we don't want to pre-

What hns hap-

ll:n-‘I !
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@"Ckﬁ BiM 3 AL SMILES

TO DAM« )7 18 RAINING
CIN AUSYTYRALIA BUY YHERE
IS SUNBMINE IN UHLLSL-QE'IM‘S
CE~ THEREA
PAL&A% READER E ALITYLE
PINK ENVELORE FROM
“THE BTYATES ©

I'THOUG T O XOW
LANY Nitew'T DFAR-
' WENY Yo SER A SNOW

c 0 wue!
i co~e§e'lik

e

I COULDN'T MELP BuY
CONNECY 1T WIYM YOUR LIFE~
You REMIND ME oF SOME
NUGE ROCK 1N YNE SEAOE
INDUBTRY AND COMMERCE =
TOWERING» ABOVE ALL ELME-
NE WIBRALTERO®

FINANCE ON WHICH THE
WAVES OF COMPETITION
AND AMBITION WINDESWEPT
AND MAD BTRIKE
ONLY 70 BE BEATEN
HALK INTO BUBBALE &
AND EOAM

ARE SINCERE

AND INSCRIBRED

AND THEN | WONDER 1B T°U
Do You

REMEMBER TNE NitgNY AT THE

BLALK CAT -~ AT Bl DEWEY'S
PARTY? WHNEN YOU DREW MY

PILTURE ON MY FAN

THAT NIilsMT WILL ALWAY S
BE ONE OF THE TENDERESY
MEMORIES OE MY LIEE

1T = MY HEAVE';
ES P NO MATTER WHAT TH
‘;u'runr. MAN BRING EORTH

ER 2
AND DO Yov REMFM B -
WHEN You SCOLDED ME EOR DANUING WITH
CHARLEY THOMPSON ] YOU KNOW ' MADE BELIEVE )
WAS NURYT ~BUY | REALLY LIKED TNE TMOU anT
THAT NOU JUST MiwNT BE JEAugu-& A
YOU GREAT Bita WONDERFEUL MAN
DESTINY = AND / AM WONDERING = IE WAY
DOWN DEEP IN YOUR MEART YOU ARE SINCERE
OR WHNETHNER 1T 18 JUST A PASSING FANCY
AN HOW=-

I AM wOING TO BiGeN

MY SELF -
! YguLn HEAVEN EYES

v BEY You DON'T -

sy Public

ladge- Campany

By Hayward

Boss , LOOK

WAXED THE
FLOORS

ACE AT WARD -4

HOW AI\CE MAGGIE

P By FONTAINE FOX

wayy biseball  und footbnll aren't
the only poepular sports (o this
country and she notices that thow-
sands  of people go ta the "olo
Grounds In New York whengver

The young lady across the way '
there's o game, \ _

PETEY—An Expensive Game

~

2 KiGHT IN THE MIDDLE OF
THE GAME THAT NEW FoREIGN
SERVANT GIRL oF THE SMITHS
CAME o6UT AND STARTED To BEAT
A RuGc ovErR THE GoAL PosTs

‘nﬁb

Sen

wl

i ¢ ety
:n,‘j,m r Ty,
\‘I)I . - ’

SCHOOL DAYS

reo

art

P METERL Wiy 1 LOVE Asne BEtw® Thi W T )
v CWEVER SOREIE WER Daauné LTTLE Figews AnY MORE o)
H SeerLl mEVER PuLL v WOk Do NOME WeEL TS
n AMD SORE — e
Ol et a3 Sqanna bone*

([ WY, VOV STiCk A
/ APPLE SEED nmg
U AN
] Eq:i:c.?:l AFTER
T\h‘o GIR\S [ ] S
Then BAT NOUR TYE
| rHD THE ST
one To Fau. OFF
s e Owe VORe
GoMMA MR-

UNCLE PETEXY SETILES \Te

THE LoNG

“Nothing- exeept that I know-—abont
you and Dorothy.”  She put her hands
behind her, gripping the window sl to
steady Lerself as she went on: “*1'm not
kolng to make a seone. I know how
you hate them, and T doh't blame you,

1 odon’t think elther of us Is to
blame ; but—1'ye fAnlshed, wnd that's
ull * * * 1 vou won't go nwny from
the house, T will, and 1 don’t ever want
to s vy ggain.'’

Bhe fult as If sho wore Hatening to
the words of soma one olse— Hstening
with cool eritlelsm, but she went on
steaillly @

UWe've teiod, us you wished, and it's
failed. I ean go uway quietly, und no-
body need know muel about it Sha
riised Loy eyes to his stunned face for
the tlest time., |

“It's no use arguing abont it .\1_\']
mind is mude up, Oh, If only you would
Eu uway and leave me!" ]

For o moment theve wan profouml
silence, then Chris' tall figure swayed
n little toward her, and be caught lier
arms {n a grip that hurt,

“Wha told you? And what do you
know? * = *'° Khe hurdly recognised
Lis voice In its choked passion, **Tt's
damned les, whatever [t 8! 1 swear
to you If 1 never speak ugnin * * ***

She turned her foce away with a
Hitle disdninful gesture. .

“I don't want to lear- -H.g all wo
useless, 1've =aid that I don't blame

you—and I mean it, '\:ou'rn quite free
to love whom you like.
He broke lntn'r‘r!gﬂ_il'lmlhm.

CONTINUED TOMOREOW J

AWAY ON Foou THINGS
P MANBE OLD DUMKN
PICKS UP MONEY 1 THE

| GUTTER For AW | ow '
\-—-—‘-“._—-1

r.""—-'—-——-__.._
N\

AT Pokepe THE
OTHER WICHT DoWTHY
ToLd ME — AUNTIELL

|

|
|

“\ TN -
) £VE
2 & s

o
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| TEWL HER j"
- ]

JUST DIE WHEWN T
i‘ \l
| I \
| QA
' {efe) ¥

HERE A
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' ! orROTHY DulK'S 7_ ~ 2y o
LAST YEAR'S ) FUR COAT For. UNcLe PETEY || GIVE TRE oLD | ]| & A‘THFI! €OT HER \\":‘:ﬁTsXE f)éxel:sc.A “{:}u | | Bovewt T wiTh p ERM ER
ONE 1S A You THIS — THENRE | [ ONE A SHAVE A NEW OVUE — AFFORD o e faninE THE MONEY HE AY. MABEL
SIEHT, ReaLty, [ { EAR, Mf‘a“-" NOT WEATRING | | “THEW —THINK ) CHuc , \WON PRoM You — COME
— AT

|
?
{
¥
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THERE HE 1S,
MISTA wALT, AlL
DOLLED UP IN THE
BONNET MiSy ClaRISSA
SENT oVER. ANT
He SWELL?Y

| ]

I'LL SAY

GEE, gxeezix!

!

- -

SUCH A SWEBT LITTLE
Basy GieL!
HER NAME ?

WHAT'S

AMAKE THAT MISTAKE AGaim !

rs .
THERE! ['LL BET THEY DONT




