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M. AYRES

| shyly. 8he bad never before been
s Feothers had kissed her.
Her oyes fell on n photograph of
Ohrls 08 ghe turned away. 'Chrin at hie
dsomest and happiest, his eyes meot -
pers with the old smiling careless-

| e, and she felt a8 if a cold hand had
*lt"l'ﬁ her h[‘lﬂ. a .
Until now #he had forgotten Chris!

: ghe Mad forgotten eversthing.
| gbe turned quickly to the man behind

':l am quite rendy.'"  She was only

ous NOW to EO.
' “;:' kissed her again on  the dark
: ¢, vory humbly and reverently, and
. go kept her yand ln‘hla ns they walked
" mﬁhl“l' nlong the street.
: g it very late?"” she asked onece, and
-’ pe said : CNo—only ten; .d'r..i you think
A will have missed you?
- 01 fockéd my deor; they will lluln'If 1
; am nsleepy, Greyson will let me in.
. He eclenched his teoth In the dark-
: Alrendy the lying and subterfuge
- ﬁ‘bv ., Where was It going to
: 7 He could fm]':] shume like n mantle
and shoulders,
- “#:',Eh good-night to her at the end
* W of the street, following her slowly tiil
*. f e was eafo indoors.  Then he turned
1 gnd walked back to his rooms, His head
wis burning, and he took off his hat to
pare it to the cool night ale. e did
ot kpdw If he was more happy than
1 ever boen Iinlhln life before, or
Iy wretehed.
"r‘f}.‘fr?rtﬁmm of her kispes made his
paad reel, but the shame of his own
tiable wenkness was llke a searing
}{:' had said that he \\'ﬂllh! take her
gway Lomorrow. llnl\\'lw going to cut
- per off from evervthing she had Iu-'lt!
:‘ dear, and make hee l:ll'lllll"l"ﬂn outenst !
" He wus prepared to bring his idol down
) to the dust at his feet,
. Looking back on the last hour, it
0 peemed impossible he had  ylelded to
guch delirium, e had arranged every
< Natail for ber, bad written them dowif
s |u she could not forget, and at this time
i femorrow = ¢ *
t He could not purs that thought. 1le
: wood still in the eool night and looked
- ihe stars. )
w“:itur]' it can never be!"" he told him-
a wlf despairingly.
f He hal =aid that she was ns far
“_ B above him as the stars, nnd here he was
“ Mip hix wwdness trying to bring a star
- m to enrth.
» I|ill‘;‘lnvi'!-.a not of himself he thought at
* Rl Ho wonld have glovied in a shame

shared withh her: but for Marie, little

- Marie Coloste ® & * )

1! He went up to his voows with nlrrjg-

v+ Bging steps.  There wax a light shining

~ Bthrough the hnlf-elosod doar, and he
gupposed vaguely that he must have left

1 il%urnim: when e went out.

He pushed open the door and saw
Chris sitting in the chair where so
- Mabort o tlme ngo he had held Marie in
s arms.

1. CHAPTER XXI

l; "I fought with my friend last night,

. And It win not with honomst swords:
{- Mo stcel sprang out to mlewm and bite,

Wa tought with poor, mean words, "'

i There was o moment's siience, tlien
S B Pwther, went forward,  The rictons
% Wblood it bis veins had quicted and he
“ Pt a1 ot eold and hreathless,

- YHel J!'" he eald.

. Chrig Woaked np.

7 “Hello! T thought I'd wait till you
] you came In nw they safd you'd only
? et gonn out."

= “Yes * ® ¢ vo5 * * * T wont down to
. Rthe end of the roed, that's all.””

Te poured out two whiskies with a
> Jhand that shiook badly, and pushed one
“ jemoss to Chris.

. “Have a drinic?"

Ohris tastod it pnd made 0 w ry fnee,

‘i “Lord  That's u strong dose.'” he

He added more soda to it, but
Featbers drnined his at n gulp.

"Well, hew goes it?'" he nsked. Te
it down on the other side of the table,
® that bis fnee was out of the jight.
The roowr 10 bim reemed filld with
Matie's presence, It was so renl that
be wondered Chris did not guess she
bad boun e .

Chrls ~tocd up, his shoulders against
the manielahelf,

lie bnndeone eyes quet s friend's
with hngenrd pain.

. “T've cor something to tell you,”" lhe
mid. 'motelling you beeanse you've

B e e L

= JUlways been—heen my bost friend.”
There wus a little silence, then:

“Yeu." saul Weathors honrsely, Chrix
told his story abiruptly,

Mesw. Tleviot went to our plaee two
fays ago.  You kiow Miss Webber and
Iweee golfing with them the duy be-
fore. !

WYl
Imlri:. fluslil and his eves wavered.
A damnulle Incident huppened
= J®Ben we wers down there-~Misy Weob-
ver * ¥ 5 e could not go on
?""L s neiddd
" T know.  Don't tronble to explain,
1 oould w1 iy Seotland,  She thinks
Mbe i< in fove witl vou—is that 1t7 and
told you Mr<. Heriot overheard, or

- ‘“:: el tuld * % % vour wife * ¥ * Go
on.
Chris loosked velieved.
“That's 1t, more or loks, I swear
1o you that thero was nothing in it on
b JO slde wt 41l T've never given the
J wl tholight, beyond to play golf with
ir.“uu know that!*’

€5, go on!" There wans a long si-

e,
"Marle won't helleve mo——"" Chyis
Id then brokenly,  “*She won't even
tme expluin,  Miss Webber's Lrother
died unoxpectedly, and 1 took her beck
ome. T only went beeanse Marie and
v fAum Mudge both seemed to think I
ought 1. I neviy spoke a dozen
= |Mords to the wretchod givl the wholo
Wi I diln't want to go with hee, 1
o MO ut nnoinn in Chester that night
$ ERer home is in Chester—und came
4§ TR s I could the next morn-
g, amil this is what T got * = *!"° fe
opied back inty his ehair despaly

Hgly, Ria's done with we,”" e suld
Nl‘kll]\l
~ iflltlw.'-‘ stiired at his friend with
: Pl exes, and after a moment Chrix
';Ff‘ﬂ ance mope,
PU ki that Heriot woman if 1 over
- e senin.' e hroke ont paeston-
tely, i loathe women! They're cruel
ila 1o el o her! Why  did. she
hm“.,[" ooand et Marie Celoste lke
:'l ":}:' W wiy getting on better to-
kLl :r' ']';"-1-:'» worlld  Tinve  heen  all
e v Bad then that  hell-ent st
-
L “?15_‘:"-":'- it and  ruin everything
s voler was  choked and

foken

I Y (_'IIIFII'JI{H burn so0,"" she sald )

“Daughter of the
. Sun!!

A tale of hazards and adventure
nlong the Rio Grande.

A bafing yarn of hidden Aztee
treasure,

A gripping narrative of a daring,
resourceful Amerlcan hero.

A story of an Ameriean girl and
an Axtec princes,

L]
A love theme that blends charm
wnd chivalry,
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THE GUMPS—Gobble! Gobble! Gobble!

L) WELL | GUESE LL BAYE TO SUY I
A TURKEY TS AR~ & | pow'T
'Ll BE ALL VT OF STYLE -

A THANKSOIVING WITHOUY OME
18 JUSY UKE EASTER
WITHOUT A SPRWG
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lieved him to be cnpuble of =0 much
fecling, and it Jrove home to him with
brutal foree the terrible tragedy npon
the brink of which they now stoud.

It was not merely his own hnppiness,
or Mario's that was involved, but that
of his friend as well, for Feathers knew
with unerring instinet that Chris bad
only spoken the glimple truth when b
said that he loved his wife, Ho haa
Leen slow to roalize it perhaps, but now
it had come, Feathers know him suf-
ficiently well to know that it would be
dm'? and lasting.

He braved Limself for the thing which

he knew was yet to come, and a tereible
fecling of enmity rose In his lrenrt
against this fetend of his, who had
never dlscovered thnt he loved Marle
untily the fuet that ho stood in great
danger of losing her had been driven
home to him.
Half an. lour ago Feathers had told
himself that Lo must give her upr. but
Low he had forgottea that, and all his
love and strength vose in defense of hor,
She was his—he would hold her agninst
all the world,

Clris was pacing the room ngl-
tatedly, and after 8 moment he broke
out agnin ;

That isn’t all—it jsn't the worst
—="" ho swung round, looking at
Feathers with laggard eyes, “How
would you feel,” he demnanded hogpese-
ly, "If your own wife told you that she
curod for another pant’’

There was a voignant silence, and ax
their eyes held one another the reali-
zutlon  came home to Festhers  with
overwhelming shock, that in splte of
everything he had heaed, in spite of
what Marie herself had told him, Chris
still trusted him and helleved in him.
He tried to find his voice, but it
seemed to have deserted him, and as he
cast desperately about for words, Chris
turned away and flung himself down
into o chair, hie foce buried in his
Linnds.

There was a long silence, then he
suid in a dreary, mufed voles:

“It's only what I deserve, I know—
but * * *' He could not go on, He
was up again, pacing the room in a
frenzy of lmpotence,

Feathers watehed him for a moment
with beaten eyes, then he sald jerkily :
“You didn't—didn't ecare for her

when you were arried, Chris? 1
thought—wasn't it—just to get the
money 7'’

Chris turned his haggard face,

“To get what money?" he asked
vaguely,

Feathera tried to explain,

“1 was told—1 understood—that the
money was left to your wife—to your
wife alone I mean, unless she consented
to marry you, and that then * * =
then you divided it,"

Chris laughed mirthlessly.

‘Good Lord, It was the other way
about,”" he sald in a bard voice. *“Hor
father wias alwoys & crank, and e
never forgave her for not being o boy-—
that wos why he adopted me. He left
every farthing td me—and I knew how
prowd she wos—knew she'd never toke
o shilling If she waa told the truth about
the will, =0 * * * & T married her
to gettle it! It seomed the best way
out at the time,"" he added hopelessly.
“I thought 1 was belng rather clever
® * ¢ 1 know now what a dammned
fool T was,""

Feathers got up slowly and, walking
geross to Chris, put his hands heavily
on his shonlders, looking at bhim with
desperate eyes,
“Ix  that the
honesely,  **Will
the tenth?”
Chris stared at him in blank amaze-
nient,

“What on earth do you mean? Of
course  it's  the  truth. Ask  Miss
Chester if you don't believe me—she's
koown about it all along. Tt was she
who first guggested keeping it from
Marie * * * Hoere, 1 =ny., what's
the matter?"”

““Nothing I wish I'd known
before, that's all.'’ He laughed grimly.
“Aston Knight told me n very different
yarn," he broke out with violence after
a moment, **He said that the money
had been left to your wife, which waos
why you had married her—and™T he-
Heved him! My God, what n fool '
Chris was watching him with angry
mystifieation.

“1 don't know what you're driving
art he sald shorely.  “Tur I'm much
ohliged to you for the compliment. I'm
st Marte bodn't a farthing when 1
married her—but T settled half of every-
thing vn her on our wedding ddy,"’
Feathers turned his white fuce,
“Why didn't vou tell her the truth?'"
he asked with difficulty, **No good ever
comes of lylng and subterfuge and de-
veit * * =" He luughed grimly at
hix own words! Ho was a fine one to
geb up in the pulpit and preach when
in another twenty-four hours he would
hnve broken every code of honor and
frivndship,

It was trembling on his lips to tell
Chris the whole truth, to keep back
nothing from that first moment in the
hotel lounge, when his too-ready tongue
had started all the wmischief,

But for, him and §is  blundering,
Chris and his wife would have heen
linppy enough vow. He seomed to sew
it all as plainly as if ft were a picture
uneaveled before Lis eyes,

Marie had turned aguinst Chris from
the moment when she hind overheard
what he had said to Atkins, Al hoer
pride hod been ap in arvms wnd had goue
on inereasing from that day until to-
night, when in her desperation and un-
hinppiness she had come to Yim,

1 don't know whnt it matters about
not telling bee,"" Chris said wretchedly.
“She golidl me afterward thar she had
known all the time, though God alune
knows who told hee,"”

There won a little silence ;
“1 did.'" sald Festhers guietly,
“Yau'!"" I'he blood rushed to Chris’
faewn,  Heo swung round aod stared at
his frivnd with hiot eyes, "

truth?"'  he
you

asked
swear that jt's

then:

THEV'RE GOWG YO BE OVER
70t A POUND = 1T DOeSN'Y
CO8T A CEMY YO RA\GE THEM -
FROM THE TIME THEY WOP OUY

OF THE SHELL THEY MAKE
THEIR OWN L\WWMG - “ou CAN
RASE THEM W A DESERT=

—_— _———-—-___'l_-—-_..___\

ff WOULDN'T BE SO BAD 1F “ow

WERE JUST PAVING FOR THE MEAT- BUT
You BUY THEM ON THE HOOF AMD

THEVVE GOT FEET LIKE SNOW SHOES -
A HEAD LIKE A W\PPOPOTAMLT- A

MECK LWE A GARDEN HMOBE - AMD A BODY
LIKE A JAY BgD= AND WHMEN You GET
“THE MEAD AMP FEET CUTY OFF
AND TAXE "TME CoRELE STOMEW
QUT OF THEIR GIZZARD THEY
COY NYou $2.15 AN OUMCE-

00“ "i

- - N -

JUST LIKE CooxaMe A

BIRD OF PARRDADSE
WITH THE FEATWERT®

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Mary Believes It Can’t Be Done
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MARY, WHAT DO 10U THINK OF
THE DISARMAMEAT PARLEVY®
BAT IT G'RAAD TO TRY AAD
GET THE WHOLE. WORLD AIOT

TAINT AlO
()SE A TALL!

T THATS WHAT T TELLS MIKE
WHEN HE CALLS LAST AlIGHT,
I sEZz WE'GoT To Do
WITHOUT ARMS OR TLL BUST'
“You 1A THE KISSER T SE2!
BUT “OU KAOW US PooR

Howe HOOCH,
My RIBS 1S SO
BROISED I KIA
HARDLY WALK!

A £ rarwadn oY

THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY -t -te

By FONTAINE FOX

The young lady across the way
snyd her brother says that pothing
benefits a football team llke a good

setback and she always supposed

the quarterbuek was the most im- 1%
portant, l

DURING THE GAME X
SEASON ‘THERE AKE CERTAIN
STRETCHES ALONG THE LINE WHERE
THE SKIPPER'S RUNNING SCHEDUVLE
CALLS FOR A SPEED OF ABoUT 2 MILES AN HouR.

SCHOOL DAYS -

Q|

By DW[
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P, we aMT  HuRT,
s’ HawLeY. :
wWeRE oMU PLATIM
PosPiTaL—

PETEY—There’s a  Reason

How ™ MAKE-
A WILD WOMAN

: By (_“‘ A. Vm'g;;
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HEY, LookiT,
PETEN

=

Looky.”

IE Took A Devucen
OF A WHILE PUTTING
THOSE GIRLS 1 ANp
THEN HE NEVER muey

PEEkED MLS
HAVE SOMETHILG B¢
oM HI§

MiND

r— ’-\I—l.—__
Wi THoveHT S0

FUSS OVER NaMIMNG THAT Bagy AS
“|F HE WAS A BATTLESHIP!
AN GooD MNAME Like HANK
OR, CHuCE IS SUITABLE

"8 “You'!" he said again.
. "hlll. Mald she hared m—-Narie suid ‘.‘\.:.:: i, wow 1ll||\"lsug to. Atking fin |
i ;! li® sin nhled on “"She looked as f the lonuge the tirst uwight you were|
o | ll':“Tl:‘,i_l bt = % % My G, you | anpepied. 1 repeated to bl what Astou |
1 By g what e was Jike te e pciglit bad told me—thaot you had mar-
4 B a0 thees gl Dsten ! 1 (hink 1 pivd your wife for Lor niones .0
] I;:l' t|‘||-| I loeosw | baet ey, bint ) sl r-llu' ovarherrid.”

b Roow wime 1 wis loing ¢ ¢ * He looked st Chris' joeredulons face
- BVe my sonl to wido the st theee ST’ the teuths'® be sald.  **1 never

Ulll-ln- wnd wringt g 1t's all heen knew until weeks wfterward that she

3 faulel™ g, brought his elenchod | Lad overheard, uotil she tolil me her-

.'l d

OWD on e 1ahile

with a erupsh
i, inyenpn e

4 fool that | wm! |

knew that she wis more to e
L l?ill'u'lllluu n earth ¢« ¢!

24 closed hix eyos, and for a
lhrrr was absolute silence, Ha

welf, and even then T believed that 1
had only vepeated what was true,

He smilled painfully. *'Go mir. rlll:'w
me to all eternity ; deserve it; I've
been at the bottom of all the mis-
chlef.""

HE'S A PERFEeCTLY ALL RIGHT AVERAGE
CHILD, UNDERSTAND, BuT ME ISNT
BREAKING AMY RECORDS OR
ANV THING

>l .\‘\/'.:.{.1_ £l
GASOLINE ALLEY—Doc Was Wrong From the Start : - : : : - By King
WALT, YOURE MAKING AS MUCH

Gee! WHar WAS
THAT NOISE?

% Take IT ALL

B{ﬂ-(_h , WALT —
i HEsS BROkKEN
ALL oF 'Em!
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