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T THE MAN WHO WAS TIRED
~ OF HIS WIFE
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‘ THE GUMPS—The Rehearsal

‘et

._ OU'RE lots more diffioult to man-

age than T antfeipated.’” She wae
L peenthing hard, ““Oh. vou'ra more of n
" man than T thonght!"" She dared to
admit hi= strength, hiz power over her.
gt there's something yon're forget.
fng. That yon armed me for thia kind
of encounter years and years ago, That
first day that you fonnd me erying—
p, 8., she interrupted herself to add.
{mpishly. ‘“Those weren't real tears,
Charles, T never eonld ery. X tonk thosa
f."fq off the wet digh towels and hung
. tem on my cheeks to get yonr sympathy |
mhat very first day yon told me to buck
on and remember what Bill Shake-
geare snid about 1iving,

-

vl pays, ‘Al the world's ntngo,"

von toll ma. ‘Whenaver you're In a
tisht corner pretend you're an actor and
that there's an audlence watching, Tt's|
Mable to make quite a difference in the
‘way von behave, you sald. And the
[gther thing you taught me, that T never,
[pever forgot, you didn't know you
mught me. You had a shabby copy of
Montalgne, you'd underlined, ‘Aw moon
as women hecome ours, we are no longer
theirs.! Well, think it over, Charlen.
Yon're going to be mine forever.'
“Yon don’t think I'm going to lot

geu get away with that sort of thing?' Ipurse I empty or filled. Either way,
everything will nlways be quite all‘

1"You'ra Bertha Shirles's husband!"'

“Took out!'" he warned her. “T tell
gon It's too late for you to pull this)
pnd of stuff.”

“1t's exactly the right tims. "™

“Pertha’'s husband! Why, Berthn
hasn't meant anything to me for years
{and years.””" Ha hegan to pace abomt,
#we bhad that all out this spring. T
told yon the first night we talked to-
gother how T felt about her and that
1 knew sha didn't glve a darn about me.
T played fair from the start. So yon
etn't bagin hadging at this atage of the
game. Gad, it you do, you're A worse
grafter than Bertha's been! She only
grabbed a house and Iot and a fow
clothes, but you've delibarataly snatched
at aversthing I had that was worth
while to give.'" Ha strode toward her

angrily. ‘T tall you I'll make you pay !
His fingers bruised her arm, *“"Why,
Imp dear, you can't mean that yon've
peen playing with me—that you don't
enre about me!

“Look here,'" he pulled a string of
white cornls from his pocket. "'T've been
earrying these nround like a sentimental
foo] for the lest two weekn. They're the
enrnls I forgot to get for you when you
were little, And—and—the fecling 1
have for you now is ko big—that I was
afriid to try to glve these—nfrald to
try to glve you anything—afrajd to
speak or brenthe awmost, for fear T'd
offend you-——""

She touk them from him, =le =all
a lovely thing ns she pressed her lUps
;.‘.Il!l*l their cool, pink-Heeked sup-
Hies,

“They wouldn't offend the little girl
1 used to be! I'll let her wear them
olwnys,""

“You ecan't work on my sympnthies
sny longer,'" he retorted,  You put
dovn your cards too soon, Celve me
Lok those bogdy——-"

She L them in her bosom.

“I love them too much,' she smiled,

“You let me moon around all sum-
por thinking you eared, and now yon
stindd there in cold blood and ke Lun
of mel"

1 o vare, Her voloe wox gonlle,
CHow el T oeare you  can never
mdeestand,  But it's thi® way, 1 love
you. I shall always love you. T lowve
you the way Aunt Deba loved von, 1
love the boy in you and not the mnn.
Jt's exactly the way you lovoed me onee,
You loved the Jittle girl In me and not
the womnn,

“I lova the woman now."'

"You only think you do."’

“You knew it that first day in the
woods when 1 kissed your hajr."

Sho blew him an alry kiss from her
fingertips,

“Tuke It back, you stingy dear! Tt
was such o skotchy, scared little Kiss |
that T won't miss it! Hesidos, you
dldn’t kiss me, you kissed spring. And
you'll forget all about it the very mext|
time you kiss Bertha. Oh, don't look
Jike that! Before you know It you'll|
be back agaln at her side. You'll find |
Yourself tucking your fingers under her
chin, you'll hear yourself saying, ‘Lo,
old lady, feeling better?' Oh, you could
0o more desert bor than I could lec you! |
Why, if you did, the minute it rained
you'd find yourself worrying sabout
whether aha'g remembered to put on
ber rubbers or if somebody had put
them on for her. I've watchad you do
it, T know how wvain you are of Ler
pretty foet. I know, too, how much she
needs you,

“Poor Bertha! Bhe's had very little
in iife! She's been cheated out of
8ll the things that mutter most—tiol
by the stupid tyeanny of little things
from the big gorgeous world—-—" she
fling out ber wrms,  “*It's ton late now |
to toneh lier, but it's too Inte now to
Uilio away the little she has; =he
woildn't know how to tind nnything
elie.  And you needn’t wax sentimentai
ebout yonr midsummer madness.  Your |
feelings mny huve fooled you, old dear,
l“'f they never fooled me.

‘Come now, sit down on this hafe- |
cloth wofa a wioute. It's us shiny and
bacd and secure may & New Englanl,
conscience. It's u good pluce to take
imventory.  You'rs admittedly forty- |
#even, and you had let yourself get |
bured with Jife.  You were tired of |
E]’"'-"""!if aud everybody, wo like the
L BT
¥aur dnnocent wife and  decided you
Were tired becanse of lier,

“Spring and T had to come to your
Feseue, It wus very lucky for you that |
Boriug and I enme along when wa ddid. |
Het, ol how bored you'd be, Charley,
oy I It stayed mpring forever, I"uri
d0u really are almost forty-elght and
f‘hlvw' & years and yeurs nhend when [t
Wil be far pleasunter for you to sit by
the e than 1t would be to dash ubout
With i vivlent goul who wanted to romp
@i dey!  And who wanted henps and
APy of nolsy animaly and kiddies nbout
When you've lesrned to like & qulet,
“"_l! orilered house

Dy think of the ehilly full tlu,\'.-‘||
Comlug  plght now, when you'd hate
I:!““'“ gulf in the rain with me, but |
When you'd love to burry home to o
I_l"""-" womun beslde o fire, & woman
:l b dloesn't want much more than just
hut—you nnd her littlo fireside. Iow
*aEy It is for you to give her that! You
meant to do wuch, much more for Ler
the day you promised to love and honor
i "-hl"?'i‘th her.''

la walked to the window and folded |
18 drms, Mo stured out into the blank
A8 of tho durbonsl gurden for u long
me,  Sho  held  her breath s she
Watched him. She drended to ook in
""':'.\'“« when e turned,

,l'nl"." ho  stommered, 'porhuaps
{:" Yo right. But even if you are,
L ere s something that bothers me. You
“¥on've worn such shabby clothes all

'

| Her Money

cupowith me all these yeaes,’

He Loved Her for

But Bally had no money, really,
And Anderson broke the engage-
ment.

Ha neaded money badly, but he
needed SBally mors.

Should a real herolne marry euch
n hern?

Ituby Ayres solves this problem
In n new merinl beginning tomorrow
on this page, Don't miss the open-
Ing installment of

‘The One Unwanted’

summer; you've had mighty little to

apend and you've had somebody olse's

roof over your head. What is going to
become of you—if—if I let you go?''

“I'll always hava your hyacinths to |

feast my aoul.'

""But I mean regular things——"" he
gestured awkwardly, *‘You let alip one
tlm?. when you weren’t thinking, that

ou'd worked pretty hard for your liv-
ng. I'd like to know that everything

was going to be all right with you— |

perhaps I-——

“‘Bless you, don't worry,”" she an- |

swered steadlly, She put her hand in
his for the last time, **
me it doesn't renlly matter whather the

right with me.”
It might have been an hour later that
he tramped up his own path, 1le moved

toward the threshold mechanteally, e

wan dog-tired ; he felt desolate, deserted,
as though all the joy bhad gone from life.
Through the porch window he caught
n glimpse of n rupper table heside n
lighted wood fire, 1t looked as though
Aunt  Deborah’'s loving  hands  hod
spread it——bread and butter cut as she
had ®o often ent it, thin slices of pink
ham, n ruddy gleam that meant currant
irlly, a great plteher of milk and
plate of thick molasses cookies, Mnar-
gory had done 1t very well fndeed. She
hiud even dared to put a plpe and a to-
haeea pouch heside his plate!  And be-
yvond the table in the big armchalr,
with her hend bent aver her embroidery,
sut Bertha,

“"Hello!" he stammered, *‘Feeling
better, old lady? When did you get
liome?**

“*About ten o'clock." Her wolee
enmnded small and thin after Margery's

doep contralto; it startled him. He |

mnde no move townrd her; not until
e lenned forward in the lght to thread
lier needle, Tt was then that he rubbed
his vyes tnersdulously, Tt was then that
e diveaversil how appealingly  pretiy
he looked,  There was a dear famillav-
ity mbout her.

SWhy,'' e efacalnted, staring down
at the comb like Aunt Deborah’s sllver
comb, “You vain thing! You've been

powilering your hair!

“It's not powder.”” Her volece wns
tremulour, “'It'= just that I'in getting
olil, Charles."*

N he seofled, "Yon aren’t
ol He wis begioning to exult agaln
m her beauty, 1lis fingers Wited her
chin.

She wanted, oh, how she wanted, to
he haughty with him:  She wantod (o
malke him suffer.  Amid yet she had o
look, The sweet humility of her eyes
hroke down the Inst buarrier between
thewm,

He knelt awkwardly ot her side,

SBartha," Le sald slowly, with her
hands against his lipy, "1 guess It's
rlght what they suy about there Leing
no fool like an old foul,  1've neted ke
nu old fool all summer, and the worst
purt of it 18 T ean’t say 1'm sorey. Dt
If you eould forgive me—-—""

“For being tired of me?"” -

“Tired of you®"' He wos on his feel.
liis  entirely  prosaie self  once, mare
“What rubbish ! I wasn't tired of you
I wne just wort of disgusted with Lf
generdlly. T didn't mean to take it ont
on you—""he netunlly thought he meant
It =""1"m pretty much of n grouch, ami
soi've heen o oputieat Hnle wife to put

“You'ra not an old groueh—"" she
murmured,

YA hungry old grouch," he inslsted
as he renchied to pull o plate toward hitm

andd seated himeelf easnnlly on the arm |
[ of hor chair.  *“*Where'd you dig up all

this food? There wasn't a thing in the
tee-box. Jinks, I'm hungry!" He
munched contentedly.  “Open  your
mouth, old lndy. Have a bite?"’

And it was that glimpse of them
that Margery caught as the taxi rattled
her toward the train,

““The dears!" she murmured, and
shook hands with herself cordinlly, just
as ha had taught her, *‘They're letter
perfect!"’

It might have bean n week later that |
the bromlidic nelghbor eat down beside |

Chnrles on the elght-ten,

Why didn't you tip ue aff that
vour eousin was n celebrity? I mnade
one fool of myself all right yesterday
afternoon in the Vandemore., The wife
nnd I were walting for some one when
wlong blew Mrs, Dearborn. 1 wounldn't
have known her at first, but of course
the wife spotted her.  The wife snid

sho had on about n thonsaond dollaes’ !

worth of clothes, bt T dldn't =er any-

thing but a stiffish hot snd some blue
orge aml white beads, Nhe bowed s

pleasune ns you please.  Chap next to

e E&nys, 'Y'seems to know her well.!
Voo yme's Denrborn,' says T,

“Dearhorn,  nothing,” saye  he, |
l “That's Muadge Shermun, oo, she just |
colns money hand over fist ! |

“olng whot?' says 1,

“ ippoducing plays. Why, man alive,
in another five yeurs she'll be the fore.
most theatrieal producer in America!
She's got & string of successes now that
wonld make you biink. Money-makers.
TJust simple little plays that don't take

Boowe you were you blamed it on | much keenery or such big nctors, bul |

whe's got the trick of putting them
uerosy nnd getting the crowds to go nee
om.  Kind of o wiz at it They say

it doesn't moke Mfference how |
crude the netors o or how smal’|
tha part they're going tn 1:]_113;-- she |
iollies ‘em into th'uking they're im- |
nortant, Everybody who works for hur|

wets hipped on bher. They eat out of
her hand.' "’ .
Charles was no longer listeninz to

the neighbor's tale. Again he thrilled |

with emotions. Agaln she had roused
‘m, nngered him, baffled him npui in
the end soothed him, Just as she always

Lad. He fancied ho could hepr ber |

“Itl'[‘- 2 1 f
“Mlessings on Bill Bhnkespenars 1or
Ping us thit wll the world's a stuge

1t mukes 1fe lots easlier to I:n---.l.'_l--.t!
Ul you bave to do s play your lttle |

L]

Iui’i;n\' deftly she had shown him his
part'" ! o

How beautifully she had canceled Ger
fancied debt!
ul}["l‘md peace that pusseth all unces.
tanding encompassed his soul. At last
e knew the meanlng ufl that wweot
Surter cnlled friendship, with it mets
juite balanced necounts, with fts ot Iv
il plve wnd take e kpew toat ¢l
ragranee of the hyneinths with wit

e bad feasted ber soul would lost |

through all bls tomorrows. I
" (THE END.)
)
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MRE. B\M GUMP =’
B0 MoV ARE WNVI'TED

TO THE GOVERMONS MARTY -
THI® BVENING =

MY WRAP -
TME ERMINE ONE =
TELL MEADOWS ‘To BLE
™ MY WUSBAwD 8
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GENEVIEVE -~ CALL
THE OGARAGE-~
JESSE )
AT THE

THEY'LL FIND ME ONE WOMAN
T™HEY CAN LEAD
WITHOUT REWEARBING ~
MAKE SOME OF "MOSE O\®

PAMES REACH
AW AND Bow

MY SMILES -

INYO A CASTLE
wiLy BE

HIGH FOR MY
LOW TR

SOMERBO

DY’S STENOG—Profit and Loss

With folks like

"DUCHESS HERES A CHANCE FOR
‘U ! SOUEEZE THIS “YTEAR-OLD
BiLL OF FIVE DOLLARS
OuT OF THIS BIRD
AND ILL GIVE ‘TOUL

MALF !

lafigar Campany

T HAD TO HAVE THE
WAIT — HIS

T TOOK ME
TWo HOURS, BO
BUT I'GoT 1T !

GOOD GIRL!
HERES ‘DUR
TWO-FIFTY!

e

The Young Lady Across the Way

$ia .te By FONTAINE FOX

The voung ludy across the way
wn  the
v

setinh topnt, but she supposes the
the players down

el for their alma mater s any -

olee and get of the

do o8

BERT STRUDEL GoT To ACTING UP

DISORDERLY ON THE CAR LAST WEEK AND
WHEN THE SKIPPER AND SQUIRE BoTTS WERE
PUTTING HIM OFF, DERT HUNG ONTo THE REAR
END So TIGHT THAT THEY JERKED THE CAR,
RIGHT PLUMB OFF THE TRACKS.

[ - owig To Trs Burctar
SCARE | THIMK | oveHT
To kKeee THIS Revo LyeR-
HANDY— GosH, | HATE
To THINK OP SHooTine
SomeBoN— THAT'S ThE
- ONYe THING !

e

ooH— LisTen -

¥ SOMEONE'S By
{ THe Wovse— ¥

' GASOLINE ALLEY—Merely a Gasoline Instinct

ok BiLL,

SHOw THAT BIR
A LITTLE SPEED'

D AHERD

£ QOD

SCHOOL DAYS

THaT Tere PITCHER (M THAT
GLRss 0% ¥ A Gwmn.a
o CRIL PamTiv
e JusT e Hwd

pone AL W
N Two mmpiutes

Rot wom (T ™

RpAE
M PanNTED DY

expdsit  The tavsic  TeawreR

EORUNE. TELLER, =
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UM
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A. Voight

— ER- M ot
PARTICULARLY AFRAID
OF A DURGLAR AND
IVE GOTA RIGHT To
SHOOT HIM BUT——
GOIH~- 1 HATE THE

THOUGHT OF HANING

\WORRY ABOUT
THAT— JUST SARE
HiM— ¢ TooK
THE BULLETS QuT
THiS MoRNING'

Pl [_("

[ THAT WAS A RUMBLE SIX = THE
KIND | HAD LAST NOW THAT IVE
| FEEL URE PICKING

WEVE SEEN A
HUNDRED CaRS
THIS MORNING. yAT
WHY DiD you
GO AFTER THAT
PARTICULAR OnNE?

GuESS THATS

TRIMMIN "EM GOT A NEW CAR

= //7/.;“'\




