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J HIS BEGINS THE STORY your death of cold. Haw long have you
- T ~ arah Elizabeth Blater— |been here? !
o Aally- ted her family, who wanted I lnughed wildly. .
pRotn €% e swoas only o tomboy. “Hours and hours, Fver since your
g by "“J: ’dﬂ to shipping her off to |note came, T should have stayed all
| ""fﬂ::‘. On her arvival the |night if you had not come."''
ot gl # ”M! is in losen o wheel and gho There was a tragie sllence; then he
j iclf:d-by a handsome young man, nal‘ri ronghly : e
g resc devaon, the community farm- ‘This is mndness! Yon must go home
s Nork Muu Kalty ia delighted with |8t once. It's pouring with raln again.
g mogn arroundings and  friends, |[Let me take you home.
) "'"If '; Mark. He saves her I struck at him when he would have
S parliow [t :U; through the ivo, though |Inid hiw hand on my arm. 1 am sure
on the | with her for not keeping [that T did not know what T wns doing.
e oa na sha ia told, Then he |Alan! how many ‘times since have T not
":,p,:, vabuko with a kisa. Sally |been nshamed of myself! Of my want

T en aho ]'o‘rp{ ,"'ﬂr'!r. Her
a a‘::v::"" her, bringing a big, good -
Boking man, introduoed aa Lionel
Agmpion, who aeems ourt when
'T‘z nama is mentioned. It seema
f”ﬁn!d’l tha mortgoges on Mark's
o tes and had ruined his father.
:. Wark proposca to Sally, and when
d armer's wife heara of it she is

-

., isturbed. Mark tells Sally Ae

' :“‘;::tu in o financial poaition to

AMr. Champion comes again

R 1, aurprited at Sally's engage-

1 i, She hinta that he mipht re-

;" n.mmr of the mortgages ho holds

Mark's property. He_agrru to

g0, on condition that if her en-

D ment to Mark is broken, she m‘u

o him o chanoe. Later Hullg' i

thooked by » note from _Ma rk stating

W fhot Ao loves her but ia in no position

¢ W o marry.

w8 AND HERE IT CONTINUES

CHAPTER XXV
The Last Meeting
#1E lantern which Ned had Ieft on
| the beneh flickered and wont out in a
dden gust of wind, but T did not care.
ait on in the chilly darkness, praying
hat T might soon wake up and find it
fI'a dream, anlthough in my heart |
w it was truth, horrid, staring trith,
! ad got to face,
]1;.!' dIidhnrn love me! The only kind
... that T eould wish for elther n!'.n--
# that wo might nover meet again.
The time crept on, and presently 1
rd Mrs, Alberry ealling that suap-
i was ready.
S Bupper ! This, then, :
B¢ the wonderful dany to which T had
sked forward so passionntely
o] The sluggish blood stirred in my
{ dns, and 0
s Mlyept through me ;
hia letter, T would sea him once again
dis! Tf he thought he could throw my
aside %o easily lhe way mistaken!
nd presentls 1 found myself out in
g eold night, running through the mud
nd pouring rain, hatless nnd contless
1 wns, saring over and over again
p my heart: ‘T hate him! T hate
im "
1 never stopped for a sceond till ]
s at tha door of his house.
1 stood atill then, went through, and
aking in every limb, the letter cluteh.
in my hand,

here was a light ({n  the parlor
Fiadow, whera we had had ten that
St afternoon, and I erept along the
ont of the bouse, trying to see he-
eath the blind, which was not quite
iwn down,

*But beyond an edgo of white tahle.
loth and the glow of the tire I could
nothing.
Was he

- 7

wns the end

there? I! he was not, T
Il be eame home,
ait al) night,

I think T must have boen a litle
L my head, for presently [ raised
iy band to knock at the door.

It seemed a long time before my
mock wos answered, and then It was
7 Nina herself.

6 looked so
at I felt the

even if T had te

pretty and compased
contrast between us
platolly, I knew I way a bedrag-
ed object, and that my face was 4
r“ofly. but T did not cars.

Oi'! .l.trlw wet you are! Won't you
e in?"" she asked, in concern.

heard what she said, but 1 did net
nawer,
“I want 10 see Mr. Anderson. 1Is
e at home?'* A vaice, whicl . of course,
88 mine, msked the question. hut it
lindeg like n stranger's.
He's out,’* sho sa'd.
dRe In and wait, |
be very long.'’
tried to steady my voien.
R “.";]IQI 1 wnril‘l come in, I'm too
« Will yo ' y
" ruliplri?.t'tel him when he eomes
8 promised that she would, nnd
a8 stood at the open doorway looking
er me as I went down the path.
called “Good-by 1" to her, as if
h :"e.:'n; nlnthing the matter, but as
5 she b
alking msn,\?_d shut the door T stopped
To get to the housa T knew he
Y8 10 pass thray
meant tq
& camp

“I nam sorry,
don’t think he can

T

would
gh the front gate nnd
stuy there all night or until

The rain had stopped, but the wind
e risen, and it was murh eolder, My
et, In their thin, saturatod slippers,
tre like lee, the thin sleryes II‘ my
rock clung to my arms with a hocrible
Rmp feeling,

heard g clock strike
use bahind me, an I wondersd what
he Alberrys weapp thinking, and how
n l]l]u; would start to look for me:
] Ald not eare what they tho
what happened. VIR Ghiought
heard that clack strike half- past
but kil nobady had come along
o nr“’d' sud suddenly a thought came
h ® 5 supposing he hud repented of
at |Et: had written, and gone to see
{bbua[;guhtng b was wnitlnf for me
s In-rp"[rr" 8 a8 I wan walting for
B [orlorn hope penctrated the do-
4 lrol‘. my heart, T began 1o run back
® the Gable Furm. I think I was sobe
OF BIs name ax I ran, 1 crept into

Yard; the door of the houss win
A8 open, and 1 ecoulil sen Mr. und
lii Alberry together in the kitehen,
HEINE nnxfously,

Mark was not there !
went back
#0 Cone,

nine in the

'

And T turned
hopelessly the way 1
I must see him that night,
had 10 bedar the truth from his own
M My hoart was pounding Itke n
ild thing when T reached that gate
B0, T eaned agalnst it with closch
"= anil sobbing breath.

Where wyy hin ? Oh, where was he?
.l‘-"l the darkness that hid him from

Perhapy he had gone in while T went
Polishly 15 1ok for him ot home; |
el to go aguin to the house. I was
tarlug what Nina or any of them
Eht. T had unlutehed the gate,
N thero way o step dn the darkness
hind me,
twan Murk, 1 knew, and for an in-
Bt absolute feap of bhim and what
B'Olld Kny purulyzed my tongue.
& dld not see me. Another moment
hﬂ Would have passed and gone on
house, but that I stretehed out
':,' h:lil'l'and caught him by the coat,
'

round as if he had been
ard bim eatch hls breath

1 You
if 11 : ;'.’. _4‘., “-{_I.Mr_. :.‘* "‘Il A

I fnd §

-3

sudden flood of anger |
I would not accept |

ade up my mind that T would wait |

{" THs groping

of pride! Of my lom of dignity! But
nothing mattered then, except that 1
was losing him-—nothing except that he
did nat love me.

“I"'m not going home till you've told
me the truth!" T eald, nnrf my volee
rounded old to my own ears, ‘“Thia let-
ter, why did you write 1t? Oh, Mark,
it's only last night you said you loved
me. It isn't true that you don't want
to mee me any more, js it? Oh, say It
fsn't true?"’

Yen, T pleaded to him like that! 1
would have gone on my knees to him If

least bit of good; I was so voung, and
he was the first man T had ever ecared
for, g

It peemed ns if T could fesl my vouth
slipping awny ns [ waited for his an-
swer, and when it came T think some-
thing in my heart died forever,

Ho spoke so harshly, as If he were
nngry with me, as perhaps he was for
!fr;rvlng such an unplensant weene upon
[ him.

It's quite true,'" he said, and then
—after o moment-——he went on, "'I'm—
sorry ! and to my despair his veiee
sounded as if he wanted to cry, only,
of course, that was a ridlealous thought,
"“I'mn sorey—but—the best thing we can
{do. you and T, is to forget that we
| ever met."’

| CHAPTER XXV1
| The Dregs of Love
| When Mark had fintshed speaking 1

|Tenned agnlnst the gate, feeling as if

| tvery bit of Jfe and hope had gone out
f me,

There was something so final in the
shakiness of his voice ; something that
reemed to tell me thut if—as he had
snld—he wak sorry, It was only because
he knew ho was hurting me, and not in
the least becnuse he was hurt himself

In my heart a volco seemed to e
WTRINE me to go awny and leave him
to summon all my pride to my nid, 1
longed to be able to tell hitn that 1
did not really care. that [ had onls
been acting, but what wis the yse?

If I had not cared, should I have
stuyed out In the pouring rain in the
hope of secing him?
| And then, as 1 tried
| hruk-_- out again :

""You must go home.
stay here,  You'll eateh your death of
fcold. Go home, Sally, and I give vou
my word of honor thdt I will come and
| »ee you in the morning.*
| He spoke as if [ was a sick child
| who needed humoring, and perhaps he
{ wus right, but the very gentlenesa of
| his voiee hurt me unbearably, and 1
broke out like a fury.

[ “Your word of honor!
any honor!

to speak, he

I’ madness to

You haven't
_ L I never wish to see you
dgain, 1 thought you wers n gentle-
fman, I wouldn't helieve Mp. Cham-
| pion when he said the things he did
about you. I thought you were the
best mun in the world, but now I hate
y¥ou. I hate mysalf because T ovel
thought 1 eared for vou. 1 hate myself
[beewuse 1ot you kiss mo ® ¢ '

USally " He enught my wrist in o
| 8rip that hurt, but I went on madly.
i "'l show you how little T care for
youl 1'll marry the first man who n<ks
me. If he's as ol as Methuselah, I'1
Pmarey him, or if he's as ugly as xin."’

"Sally—for God's snke * * o

I struck at the hand holding me,

“Leave me alone, Take your hand
lzfl\v.‘ft,\". [ hate you to toueh ne,"

Ho let me go then, and there was a
| heavy stlence, broken only by his quick
breathing ; theu he said again honrsely :
| “lLot me toke you home—I beg of
you.,

I was shaking from head to foot
with passionnte anger und pain, My
| volce was all queer little stacenta nutes
{as I answered :
| “Yes, to get rid of me—that's all
you eare for. 1 suppose you're going
to marry your vousin, that’s the truth,
[ and you're too muech of n coward to toell
me.  Well—I'm sorry for her, that's
all. T don't like her ! I never did, but
she's too good for you anyway. Ans
woman in the world wonld be too good |
for o man like you * = "

“Sally ' He spoke my name naw
with a ery (with a note so strange
that it seemed to check my headlong
passion), and for a moment 1 forgnt
everything except how cold and wet and
| tired T was,
|  Then I said fn a quiet lttle voice
|thnt did not sound in the least like
mine:

“I'm going home now., Gand-by."

He did not answer, but as T turned

I had thought it would have done the |

away I knew that he was following,
and though I never ance looked around

knew that he followed me to the |
form, and stoad walting to see me safely
Indoars

Mrs. Alberey opened the door, and
she guve a loud ery of lhorrop when |
she saw my wet, draggled condition.

“Oh, my poor dear; my poor dear!'
she sald, und her volee was sa Kind
and motherly that 1 folt as if 1 must |
throw myself Inta her arms and sob
|out all my misery; but 1 set my teeth
jund turned away e .

“Please lenve me alone,”” 1 said, and |
she stood back, and T went on up to
my own room and shut the door.

I lay awake all night, 1inable to close |
my eyes, unable to shed a tear, my |
hunds clenched tightly, snylng over nnq [
over ngain in my heart, "'l hate him!
[ hate him!"' )

| " 1 think I did hate him! T think, had
It been possible to do him any mad
[sort of njury T would have done it |
| thut night.
| \\'ha-rt the mnrnlnf came [ dreaded
having to face the Alberrvs as if noth-
ing had happened. T took aa long ns
[ could over my dressing. I went slowly
downstairs, feeling as if that one night

hud changed me from a girl into an |

|l)l|i woman, | was just at the bottom
| stair when I heard a volee in  the
| kitehen that seemed to stop the beut-
| ing of my heart—for It woas Mark's!

| Why had he come? T am ashamed
to confess that, in spite of all that
had happened, the frantic hope leaped
{through me that perhaps he had not
meant what he suid—that he had come
to aak me to forgive him., and 1 con-
fess that had be done so | would have
forgiven him,

[ 1 stood there clinging to the balus-
ters, trembling In every llmb, waiting
|for the door to open and for Mrs,
Alberry to call me; but the minutes
passed, and then 1 Lonrd his voles die

away, and presently his step In the
yard outside.
| He hod gone. I rushed up to my

| room and suw him waolking away down
the roud with the sawe easy iread
|und easy carriage that 1 had always
g0 much admired. He held his head
just us high as ever, He did not look
as Il he had spent a tortuous night of
wikefulness,

I, watched with burning eyes till he

' THE GUMPS—Even the Ship Captain Has a Mate

By Sidney Smith

:S'—O}I-IE'BOE’ 'S STENOG—She Might Have Turned the Other Cheek | -

Uncie Bim 18 QusY LIKE A ScNoOL

BOY COMINGy NOME FROM
COLEGE EFEORYME A MASN

HOLIDAYS

i VE THROU & THESE

HATY A EOOL IVE REEN TWROUGN ALL

YEARS -TO é-o LONE SOME AND ALONE~ THE 252!'.;8_917
THE FORESTS AND PLAING~ THE 8IRDS IN ms-
AND THE EISW IN YTHE SEA ALL NAVE MATE~_

WHAT A SELFI&W BEG@ARIVE atEER Sb

MONEY MADL EOOL— WeELL- IT'S NEY -4
LAYE = |IAM SYILL YOUNCy IN SPIRIT .

BEWARE! .
UNCLE BIM~
THERE ARE
PITEALLS
AW EA

Bg *

CAREFUL —
You RMAY

COME BACK -

BuUY ¥ You bO .
You'lL BF

LOOK LIKE LITTLE

{ Ok LOVE MUST

| _NANE SLADPED HIM ONTME

FALE WITW A SPADE
HE'S GOT IY BAD

TURTLE DOVE
YO0 QURY
NERD
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A SO THATS THE LAST

1 TimME 1Ll DANCE THE
CHEEK-TO-CHEEK ALL
| EVEANING WITH A BIRD
SHORTER THAA

“1 NOTHING ~ 1 Gor
A STIFE AECK '
s '
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The Young Lady Across the Way |

;’;HE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY

By DWIG

t- By FONTAINE FOX

I'he young lady across the way

says she's still In some doubt ahout

share the expense,

the sules tax, as it does seom as if ’ ONE KH“N ABOUT UNTIL IT JUST
the people who buy things ought to # X HAPPENED To BE STEPPED ON. -
PETEY—AU Things Pint That Way : : : s
' [ Y P e

g

/ / 05% ': M b/ 7/ |
/ o w h"‘;‘ t I/
a?‘.’k w /

HURRY UP, ED*
RUM L You'll
14 pe  LATE .
i\ Tuas THe L“f(
| Bew!

F
9

! THE STRAW WHICH THE SKIPPER |

¥  puTS IN THE CAR DURING THe
#  WINTER EVIDENTLY CONTAINED A i
LAST SUMMER'S EGG wWHicH NO

BV JoVE - A Guy (AN
BE Too Carerul. THese
DAvs

C A \/‘J,'B-‘l,‘-““s

— OR A DISLOCATED
HIP oR A FRACTURED
ARM BUT, Now A DAYS
ITS DARN SERIOUS IF
Nov FALL, YouRrEe APT To -

A (OUPLE OF NEARS AGO

| WOULDM'T HANE MINDED
TRIS MUCH THE \WORST
THAT (OULD HAPPEN WAS A
BRoKeEw LE6 OR A (RACKED

SKULL— b T
“N

-~ BREAK
YOUR HEART.

haa Aisappeared ; then I went dewn to
) |, ' y | '

' « e, - - -
¢ i LR s f

GASOLINE ALLEY—Declined With Thanks

WHAT DO You THink OF
THAT |

AGAIN]

Be

0UT OF GAS
ITS GETTING To
A BAD HABIT OF ONE oR
BoTH oOF Us.

HeLLto wair '
SHALL we Ger |

YOU A wHoRsE?
\ Yo )

™

[ No THANKS ! N\
QL ROLL My own'! )

O WELL, ITS ONLY
HALF A BLoce To A

FiLLinG Stamon

"._:\ N
J..\\\.\ g




