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© DID not open Marle's letter till
e got back home, and he read it in
the deserted drawing room where she
and Mins Chester had so often sat
together, The house felt like a tomb
pow, he thought wretchedly, He wished
pevar to see It again.

Aarie's letter wans very short:

‘please (do not try to mes me, T
ean't benr it I want time to think
thinga over and decide what to do, T
will send for you if ever I want you.—
Marle Celeste.""

‘Mhat waa all; but it wa= like a death
warrant fo him,

It ever she wanted him! THis heart|
told him that she wonld never want him |

again! He had bad his chance and
rown It away,

During the daga that followed, in his
distresa and loneliness, Chrin fel] back
a great deal upon young Atkine,

fter Miss Chester’s funeral and the
eloning of the house It wan Chris' mug-
r.nnn that he and Atkins should go
nt

o rooms together, Chris hated the|

idea of his nwn company, and he knew
that a8 long as he Mved he would never
find another friend to take Feathers'
place.

He had suffered acutely over his
griend’s tragic death: he could not bear
to spenk of him. e even put away
bis golf aticks because they were stich a
vivld reminder of the happy days they
bad spent together,

“1 pever want to play the beastly

me again!'’ he told A man who ques.
tioned him about it in the club one
night.

He waa at a terribly loose end in
those days and young Atkine was Just
the right =ort of eompanion for him-—
alwayn cheery and bright and full of
the optimism of vouth,

He had quarreled badly with his
fathor and had been cut off with the
proverblal shilling.

"Nt that it matters,'’ he sald philo-
sophically. *'I've got about two hun-
dred u year the mater left me, and I
reckon 1 can always knock up another
two hundred.”’

He had deelded to go to America,
put for Chris’ sake he put |t off In-
definitely. He felt that it was doing
something for Marie if he helped her
husband through the dark days before
hm., Though he did not know any-
thing like the whole of the story, he
was shrewd enough to plees together the
fow littla bits which Chris sometimea
Iet drop.

He wae intensely sporry for them hoth
and would have given a great denl to
have helped put things right, OUnce,
unknown to Jf.hrln. he hired n motor-
bike and went down to see Marie and
hin sister.

He found them In the garden, pacing
together up and down the little lawn.

It was autumn then, and the bosom
of the river was covered with brown
and yellow leaves from the trees on its
banks. There was an acrid small in the
alr, too, which alwnys comes with the
end of sunyner.

He thought Marie wae pleased to sen
bim—certainly the color deepened n lit.
tle in her pale face when she first sow
him,

But she had changed! Ob, how she
bad changed. he thought sadly, There
was not much left of the little gir! who
bad first of mll atreacted his boyish
faney, :

He talked of eversthing under the
sun, rattling on In his nsnal haphazard
wanner, and she listened gravely, sowe-
times smiling, but hardly speaking,

Hoe did not mention Chelg or tell her
that they were sharing rooms—much
more cxpensive rooms than he could

aesibly have afforded alone: but Chrls
Elrl insistedl on paying the diffsrence,

It wos just as he was going, nml
Millicent hnd left them together for a
little while, that Marie said suddenly :

HTomniy—de you know that it's a
month tadny since—Mr, Dnkers died?™

He started nnd flushed in confusion.

“Te 1t?7 A month! Howy the time
files, doesn't 1£?"*

“Yes,"" She was Jooking out neross
the open rountry at the back of the
little hovse, and he thought he had
never seen nuch sadness In anyone’s
face,

He Jald & hand on hers in clumsy
eomfort,

“It was n fine sort of death, any-
wa-," he sald in desperation, “Just
the wort of death a man llke Feathers
would have chosen ®* * * Marie—he
saved yvour life twice."' »

He realized too late that he had
mpoken tactlessly, but to his surprise she
only smiled—a wise littl smile which
he eonld not fathom,

“Yes,'" she sald softly, almom
kappily it seemed.

There was n little silence, then he
broke out agaln,

“Tt meems n lfetime slnee we all met
for the first time down at that bally
old hotel, doesn't 1t?7 You and I, and
Chris, and poor old Feathers,'

“It's only a little more than three
monthe,'" she told him,

“In 1t?"" he cleared his throat nerv-
onsly. “‘Jove! how time flles,'" he
mid again, reminiscently.

They wat sllent for some minutes,
then he rose to his feet, anid sald that
he must he going.

“1 told Chris T would he in at
seven.'  he waid  unthinkingly, then
stopped, forlous with hlwself for hov-
g mentloned the name he had sworn
to avaid.

She looked up quickly, her brown

“Cle ! Ape you Uveing with bim

“Neu"" He twisted his cap with agi-
tated fingers, *'Hle went buck to his
Knightsbridge rooms after—well, aftey
Miss Chester's house was sold, you
know, byt of eourse you do know."'

8he shook her head,

"1 huve not seen him for a month,"”

Young Atkins looked wretched, Ie

knew from the litle Chris had told |

bim thut this separation hud been her
own wish, nnd therefore he ecould not
understand her attitude now,

He (1d not know that she had writ-
tu that last note to her husband more
U8 u test than for any other reason.

b# really cared for her nothing on earth
%ould keep him away; and once ugain
he hind been disappointed, He had ap-
parently ngreed without n word of de-
Mur—he hud never uttempted to ap-
proaech her,

‘T know he's jolly miserable, any-
way." soung Atkins broke out explo-
MVEy witer o moment, e never goes
:\nv«i.n« lie just sita and smokes and
hinks, 1le's changed so! Tt's rotten!
And he ywd to be such o cheery soul."

| way through 1ife, thought maybe it

Can Love Survive Middle
Age?

Charlea Shirley, more than half

eouldn’t, He wan frankly bored with
life, with himself and with his wife
Bertha.

Hertha Shirley, n coy forty that
tried subtraction by cosmeties and
girlish ways, added to her husband's
disbellef in the permanency of love
by alternate archness and nagging.

If it hadn't been for Margery,
thirty In years, fifteen In spirits, ro-
mance might not have stirred anew
In Charles, The suburban commu-
nity ealled her a ‘‘husband snateber."*
But was she?

“THE MAN WHO WAS TIRED
OF HIS WIFE' answers the ques-
tion, beginning
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THE GUMPS—A Peek Into the Future
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ray ! how I:erlrctl: splendid! Ch, forty
thousand hoorays!"

She disengaged herself from his hear-
like grip.

"'Oh, Tommy—plense!"" She sounded
more like her old wself now, he thought
with some omotfon, There was a =ué-
plelous molsture In his eyes as ha
lnoh;{lhdown at her,

“When?"" he ansked engerly.

! “When? Oh, I dnn‘rknow yetr.'*
Ihere wns n note of nervous shrinking
in I:I-r voice,

“Tt's his birthday w,'"" ¥
Atking said, ¥/ AArEL ToInE

i | know. TI've been thinking of that
all day,™

lln. caught her round the walse,

“Yon darling! Tomorrow then! T1'11
make mysclf searce, We were going
to have an extra dinner by way of
N-Il!t»rntlnn——he wasn't keen, but It was
my idea! I'Il protend to let him down,
and vou come instead."

She fell into hix mood, and they
made their plans ke eager children,
It was only when young Atkins was
Just starting away that she enught hix
arm for a moment, and her face was
white In the gray lght.

“The summer's quite gone, Tommy,”"
she sald eadly, ‘T often wonder if it
doesn’t rmean that my summer has
gone too, and that it's too late now."'*

THE WAITING Room '
SoME HAVE. BEEAN

WAITING Two HOURS!
WHyY DOMT THE OLD
CRAB TELL ME IF HE
1eNT COMIN' 1M |

" HAS ANYYBODY BEEN
M TO SEE You 7
HAS THew 7 LLu

SAY So,BUT I
COULDNT STALL
‘EM ALL DAY !

GoLly T DOAT KAOW WHAT ELSE To

Im SORRY. To
TeLL THAT FLOCK OF PIGEONS A O

BAD. I WAS ouT
TO CHARLEY FRisHMUTH,
APIARY ALL
AFTERAOOA.
IT WAS VERY
INTERESTIAG ,

WELL, GUESS
TLL CALLIT
A DAvY.

He pooh-poohed her words scornfully,

""Nonsense! As If summer doesn't
ever come agnin! Why, next year will
be n toprer, you'll see! The best In
your life."
) They were both silent for a moment,
listening to the monotonous lap, lap of
the river as it flowad swiftly along be-
tween its rush-grown bankn,

“I hate that sound,”’ voung Atklns
broke ont velemently., “‘T wonder yon
can bear to have been so near to it
n{tvr * * * there 1 didn't menn that!
I'm such a blundering ox."

She smiled through the sudden tears
that rushed to her eyes.

“1've never minded it like that, some-
how, Tommy, Tt's never been as ter.
rible to me ns—as perhaps It should he.
I've often thought that those dreadful
minutes when It seemed ns (fF—the end
of everything had come for—{for hoth of
ne—when Feathers was sp brave—so
wonderful ! Waslied eversthing mean
and small and unforgiving out of my
heart—forever,"'

She looked up at the dark sky over-
hend, where some little stars  were
twinkling palely.

Feathers had onee told her that she
was &% far above him as the stars * * *
ahe never looked at them now withont
thinking of him, and wondering if some-
where—he still thonght of her,

It was she who had lad him into
temptation—she still had that to tell
to Chris—if he cared to listen,

“Tomorraw, then,'" she snid, and|

voung Atkina echoed ‘‘tomorrow,'’ as
he wprinted off down the road, disap-
pearing In n clond of dust.

Maorie walted at the gate tiil the last
sound of the motor hard died away in
the distance, then she went slowly back
to the houxe,

The voice of the river was still in
her ears, with [ts bitter memories, but
there was a new look of contentment in
her eyes as she turned for a moment
at the door, and looked up at the stars.

“I'm going back, dear,”’ she said in
n whisper, as if there was some one very
close to her In the duosky evening who
could hear. *‘I'm going back, dear.”’

CHAPTER XXVII

“Hut ah! the little things for which T sigh

An ench day prases by,
“he opan book, the flower upon ths floor,
Tho daint dlurrn{y.

Tha sound of pasning frt.

Alnn, the Hitle things of avery day!

The silant eve, my sweet,

The Jonsly waking.

Alan' alnw! for Httls things

My heart 1s breaking.'

Chris woke up on the morning of his
birthday with the very real hope in his
henrt that the post might bring him
some message from Marie Celeste, She
hnd never hefore forgotten his hirthday.
Fven when be saw that there was no
letter from her he eould hnedly believe
thnt there would be none later.

He hung about hix rooms aull the|
morning, till young Atkins dragged him II

ont by main foree,

“What's the matter with you that |
vou're so fond of the house all at oner?'" |
he demanded disgustediy,  He had pre-
viously hail a heact-to-heart talk with
thelr landlady and given her many in-
wtrnetions with regard to flowers nnd n!
lnvigh dinner that night.

“For only you two gentlemen, air?"’
she had naked amnzed, and Tommy hu.d
snid: “"No—1 whan't be t!lnro—--t ore’s
a Indy coming.'" Then secing the faint
disapproval in her eyes, ‘he addad,
chnekling:  *‘Cheer up. 1t'a all right!
Qhe's his wife ! He had told her enough
of the truth to enlist her rt_\'mpnth_x.i
packed hin bag, and promptly er-m-.luu]
to lose Chris as soon as he had got him

L
out of the house. . (, .4.

ST eanll for you at the club nt rixl.'
were his lnet words, **And mind you're
there."’

Chiris was

was irritated and annoyed,

formed him  that

n message to the effect that he could

not get ta the club, but would be ml

the rooms Al EeVERD.

v And would you be sure to he there, |

sir?'’ he added.
(*hris frowned as he turned away., He

lhn.l a great Jmind not to go home nt

1, but to leave Atkins in the luren,
Inll-- lll:rm;ht it very shabby of him,

wll things considered, but it came on
I1m rain and the streets lonoked dull and

Vi i) i -~ »
bt weerned ufraid all at ence that he uninviting, so he took o taxl and went

LY too much, for he mule an-
other attempt to CHCRDE.

Marle went with him to the Eate.

home.
Home ! ]
heart wretehedly, What a home for u

e
Your uister has been #o good to man to go to when he might have every -

Be. she wald suddenly, ‘T don't know | thing in the

¥hat T should have done without her. | wifo to smile at him from the other

shall miss hey ' i -
ray, " dreadfully when 1 go

I," looked up in swift distress.

She's evir so pleased to have you with
Il:_i Where are you going?"

u“hf looked uway from Lim down the

e ¥ rond, and there was n little ¢lo-
"t pause before she mald slowly;
")‘l" Roing back—to Chris.'’

i !u Chrin!"' he could hardly believe

% He gripped both her hands, *‘Hoo

plde of his own tubiel He wminsed
Muarie a hundred times a day—her step

rnhnm the house her wvolce—even tho
But you're not golng ! You mustn't! | sight of her slippers and smull per-

sonal belongings.

He took off his cont aml hat in the
hall and went upstairs, There was u
light in his rooms, nnd he could catel
a glimpse of the table lnid for dinner,
uun Howers * * * sa muany flowers there

seemed.
CONTINUED TOMORROW

We asked the young lady across

the way if she favored tha feminia-
1ir:‘,l school and she said she nerer
evién heard of it and expected to go
to Vanaar.

THe Jones FAMILY CELEBRATE
ANOTHER ARMISTICE DAY WHEN

SISTER CALLED ofF THE SCRAP

SHE HAD BEEN HAVING WITH
HER WEALTHY BEAU.

PETEY—Yes, Girls Do Change

GIRL Looxs

BY Jwuxs —Thar

FAMILIAR— SEEMS
TO ME | KNOW HER

— LasT TIME | SAW
HER SHE HAD HAIR
THAT CAME ALMoOST
Down To HER KNEES
AND SXIRTS DOWW

By Hayward

MAME THE BOSS WAS QUT AL

AFTERNOOA AT AN APIARY,
D) ISAT T STRANGE HED WASTR HIS

Time LOOKIAL AT A LOT OF APES
ONKEYS T

AND A
"L_]ko"

1T AINT 3O

By C. A. Voight

~—— NOW SHE'S 60T
SKIRTS THAT ComME Almost
Down TO HER KNEES
AND HAR THATS cuT
AT AN ANGLE .

L1

SOLI .-\"E _f LLEY —Avery as a Peacemaker

there an  hour before, |
Witk her old childish way of Acason- | chtefly because he had nothing else to
Ing. she had argued to herself that if]do, He

| there . when the door porter in- |
RO . that Mr. Atking had Jeft|

He echoed the word in hi--'I

world he wanted, and n|
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THIS OME 1S ON
ME, Jim I SUGGESTED

LISTEN HERE!
BoudnT ME Lumncres
AND CICARS BY THE

WHAT DO You MEA
ON Nou? You
CAN'T BuY ALl

WELL HAVEN'T

BEEN OUT To Youe.
HOUSE AND MOPPED
UP Your. HoocH

\.\'; NIGHT AFTER. NIGHT? {
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