g1 Ll W P!

A - & I IEa |
o i A ]" '

[ THE ONE UNWANTED

Copyright by Wheeler Syndicate, Ine.

!

',—'I'Illﬂ BEGINS THE STORY
Bally disoppointed her family, who
*‘lf‘ ¢ boy, and she 1was only a

. Escapades lead to shipping
Mt:l fo a [fy

Devon farm. Sa ia

ted with her mew surround-
gt and friends, partioularly Mark
Anderaon, a aoentleman farmer, who
her when she falls through the

i¢, though he is gruff with her for
t' Leeping fo anfe place as she is
. : Jihm he lightens the rebuke
th o kizs, Her father visits her,
Wringing a big, pood-laoking man, in-

ced as Lionel Champion, who
m‘": ourt when  Mark's namo s
mentioned, 11 acems ha holds the

apcs on Mark's estates and had
“ﬁ:&ﬂin father, Mark proposes to
ally, and whan the farmer's wife
hears of it whe is muoh disturbed.
« Mark tells Sally he ia not yet in a
anciol position 1o maryy.  Mr,
mlﬂ' ion comer again and ia sur-
rised 0t Sally'a engagement. She
{m, that he might releaso some of
| the mortgages he holds on Mark'a
roperiy. io agrees to do so, on

| ondition that if her enpagement to
Wark is broken, she twill give him a

| ehance: Later Sally 1 shocked by
| g noto from Mark stating that he
lopes her Dut ta in no position to

I clasped my honds tightly in my
lap, We bad to pass My, Anderson’s
house before we wers quite out of the
village, and 1 felt the blood rising to
my face, and T did not dare to turn my
hend as we sped by.

A moment—and it was over!
gave a long breath of relief, T hoped
wildly that I should never see him
agnin, and yet all the time there was
almost n Rrarrr in my heart that I
might see him once more before Lang-
ten was Jeft behind, perhaps forever.

Well—I did, for Mr. Champlon, It
appeared, had left something at the |
hotel in Longton where he had stayed
overnight, and he stopped the ear to
fetch it, and I was left ontslle nlone,

Langton was only a small, straggling
sort of town, but the Alberrys always
spoke of it a= if it were of great im-
portance, and I was thinking how enor-
mous London would seem by contrast,
when I hieard the clop-clop of a horse's
hoofs, and half turning in the sent 1
saw Mark Anderson riding up the road
behind me,

He did not see me till he came
nbreast with the car, when he casually
turned his head and our eyes met,

I was as pale as o ghost, I know, and
I saw the blbod rush to bis fuce as his

And 1

marry. When she scea him he says
“ur{“r they forget cach other. Then
Ao was gone. Jizillusioned, Nally ‘
devidey to refurn home to },am!an.
The last day in  Devon passea ‘
pavily. She meditates on her dis- |
{Qurion in love. |
|

AND HERE IT CONTINUES
MIGHT liwe for rears yet! And so,
Iwhy should 1 not hove ans good n |
{ime as poseible? What was the use of |
sterpally wearing the willow r-.r_ i mun

who cared nothing for me?

Put just for o minute I shut my eyes
and thought of Mark ns he hud lvoked
whent he first kissed me; of the feel
of his arms round me and the touch
of bis lips on mine.

But it was only for a minute.  The
pext 1 was on my feet, trying desper.
ately to think of something else, to look
forward, alwnys forward, and never
sice behind.

[ eropt intn bed and lay facing the
frelight i1l 1 fell aslesp. But T could
galy buve slept a Hitle while, for when
! woke with a start the grandfot by
tlock outside done striking
sleren, and T gat up in bed and counted
the elow strokes with a swiftly beating
beart,

For It wns not elock that hadd
wakened me nor any In
ha house: but the jnstinetive feellng
that some one bad called my name.

I listened, but 1 eould hivar nothing.

YA dream,”" T thoaght, aod lay
agaln und clored my eyes,

But almost immedintely T was
bed once more, breathing fust,
knew—though 1 had not aetunlly hewrd
ay sound—that =ome one was neay
me, trying to nttract my uitention,

Mark! My first thought flew to hin,
auly to be dismisted.  What coulid Le

want with me? But after w mooment |
crept out of bed and over to the win-
dow

mp was

Tittle  sonnd

down

np in
for 1

The fire wus still burning brightly,
and s I deew aslde the blind to peer
out its light must buve shown up my
tigure distinctly to any one outside,

It was a very still night and stay- !
light, but 1 conld cee nothing down in
the garilen, save the queer #hipeloss
bushies beveath the window gud beyond
them the irregular line of the stone wall |
that divided the farm property from |
that road.

But I stood there until T was trem-

bling with cold, and then I crept buck |
0 bed,
It must have been a dream, that was
alll And by and by I fell asleep, aul
ouly wolkie to flud my room tilled with
daylight, i

CHAPTER XXX |
One Final Encounter |
Mra. Alberry brought iny breakfust |
Wpstales that morning,

“You've u long drive and vou'll be
tire out,” she said, when I objected, |

It's early yot, There's no need to get

up for nuother lour or more."’
Jut T dressed as soon s T hind il
wy breokfart, and wanderod out into
the furm.  ‘The sun was shining ngain, '
ind 1 wivhed it had been raluing, o
that I should not bave minded leaviag
the country s0 muech. Ned, the woud-
chopper, #s T called him, eame round
the farm with me. I think he was more
rry than any one that I was going
8way. His owlish eyes were quite wist-
ful, and when I gave him five shillings
8 a purting present I thought he was
polng to cry, ns he backed awny from
m';' whking his head,

Mon't want ne money fram you,
miss,"" he said. “Anything ns 1've Jdone
‘"'I."‘Il Uve heen real pleased t* do,' |
i But I wade i take it, ol we <hook
mnds, nud I felt the bearlike grip of

ks rouny| my lingers for quite un bhout
Elrrwanl

Mr, Chaompion

o WELRT up to my room and put on
'i‘ hat und cont. There wis i horr'd
iuilllf Iy theoat, and my eyes were
WEof tenrs ux T looked round the roo:
H:IPIM never soenwdl so benutiful, or

- like Jome, Fven the ugly ple-
.n:‘. on the wully became denr w.l u:|

went un
L up tr + 5 ' |
A8 the I ) the one of Claude Duval |
g Tihiteey dancing on the grecn |
Mared ur (he man, Yoes, he wan vory |
Il £

ith Murle A wierson, but I hated hiw |

;::l:"" Sometitdng in his fuce brought|
Kbl tiat desolnte  feeling  that 1
g never B linppy any mare,

Mr trned wway wud went downstutrs.
» ‘r:h'l"“‘f”““ Wi In the best purior,
T B ronvlng fire had been 1t fon
“”""IL“-“ benefit, und ho looked round
Yoo, swile when 1 walked mnto Lo |

"How (i, P ’

o you do?" he spid gravely, |
™ . ! grovely,
|lu‘i1tl“”: ‘]5 '.'!‘. hnnds, **Well, are you |
v Yendy T e ashed, and 1 sald,

e, Gulte,

Wel o A '
of the veapped up® Ie's eold in spite
'l'u?: IR L sald, ) repliod, **Yoes,
s thinle yoy,' ngoin, 1L was uli

i I¥ formnl and unfiendly, ‘Then |
eringd. g good=hye.  Mpes,  Alberry
nm." 'IF"‘I I nearly did ax 1 kiksed i
“"I’I“;'"”ml o come und wee thew
i .‘L“I' LT l\l"-;|t||f'r eame,
" CREver been o huppy noywhere
|.dl‘ ‘::"i here,"" 1 told her, but . not
e s “rl.‘t""]:::::llflull:fuily hava dunw,
mﬂ!:::"mt Mr. Alberry, tao (I dare sy
ﬂlm'ﬁflmlnl live been soundallzed ),
am I:: BoL into the car beslde Mr, |
behin I:'l.]\\'l.lll my box strupped In |
Wy g Nd presently we wers driving |
n aown  the wneven lane to the|
1 *ond below the farm, |

MUO ®l back when we reached the |
th

k1
l”-

u the two dogs, |

by " the our |
e lnge and (nto the

Mr, and Mrs, Al
, Mre. Alberry wepe butl
: & door, und Ned “-n;; orcdl it
oul
R

over a desp rut

miln o
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| Ll come.

IR LITIREAY

¥ saw them ay a blur for the | dently,”" I sold, try ing to speak lightly,

hand  went involuntarily to his hat;
but T guve no acknowledgment, and
the next moment he had passed on.

Mr, Champion came out from the
hotel, elimbed in beside me, and turned
the car nhout,

“Now for home,”" he said lightly.

T nodded: T eonld not trust myself
to speak ; he might eall “‘home'’—Lon-
don, and my own peopfle to whom I
wus going; but T knew that all T wan
ever likely to know of real love or!
happloess lay behind me, in that sicopy
lttle town, ’

CHAPTER XXXI
An Unexpected Proposal
It seomed a long, Ioterminuble ride,

though 1 was quite warm nnd comfort-
nble, and the car was the lust word in

luxury,

We lad lunch at one of the big
towns—1 forget which—and went on
aguin through the closing afternoon.

“Are you tired?' Mr. Champion
nsked onee, and 1 shook my head.

“*No, thank you; but 1 should think
you are, driving all the time.'”

“T% Oh, T am used to it

Weo seemed very formal, both of us,
and 1 wondered what he had heard
about me and what he was thinking.

It seemed llke a tangible presence
Welween us, the consciousness of my

bhroken engagement, till st last I could
tund 1t no longer, and enid deflantly ;|

“Well, yonn enn do what yon like|
\\tl!.l.llal- olldl mortgage after all, you|
i 1

The ealor deepencd in his face, and
for n mowment he did not answer. {

“DId xou hear?' T asked, T felt
nervy nad on edge,

“1 knew that vou had broken your |
vagagement,'' he answered, 1

“Then yon knew wrong,”' T snapped. |
“I didn't break 1t! Mr. Anderson did.
I shan't tell anybody else that, but
I tell ¥ou #o that you shan't blame me
for—for anvthing that happens,””

He Iooked down at moe, § .

“What do you menun? Anything that |
happens,"*

“1f T morey any one clse or any-
e, T expluined flippantty,

“IF you marey me, tor jonstanee,” he |
s,

T owinved o Hetls farther feom Lim, |

ST dbin't moan thnt ot all,” 1T an-
swored, bat, of course, 1 had.

1 hope vou will marry me,"" o suid.
T hops very mueh that you will,”

I 'nughed hysterieally,

“What on earth would mather sny
it she conld hear yon" T sald,

He mude no answer, and T went on.

“I'm going to bubuve ke my sistoes
wlen I get home. T'm golng to spend
wounds on clothes wud have the time
of my life, and get myself talked about,
and enjoy myself—and * * ¢ and have
wy phatagranh in all the papers, ol —
el st the Thames on fire genernily.”

e tooke] prouseild.

“1 think you nre quite enpable
It he sated,  “Dut if, in the mean-
A hile, ¥ ean find a moment In which
to consider me as 0 possible husband,
I shall bo * * * well, to put it mlldly,
extremely grateful to you."

1 lovked at him curiously.

“Do men lke you always propose
in this sort of way?"' I asked, and I
thonght of the way In which Mark
Andorson had taken me in his arms
and kissed me bLefore a word had been
said,

“In what sort of woy®'' Mr. Cham-
plon sk,

“In this—well—this matter-of-fact
sort of way,” 1 expluined,

“I imagined that you would not care
for e to put my arm round you or
Xlss vou." he answered gravely, “‘But
if you would prefer {t ® ® *''

1 eried ont in nlarm,

“0Of course not! I never mennt that.
Don't ba ga slly!"”

o lauzhied again,

“T cun nmnke love quite pasaably, 1
|_.:'..|||i-"' _\||.|,'I I saddd,

1 suppose you've had a ot of pracs
tiew,"" T salil cuttingly.

A fair amount,” he agreed

It won't suit e gt all then,' Y
mnan's

ni

came  punetually ot b Nooeel R s
:‘1";  saw his eur some distanee away ’:”tl ind ]I 'I’J;”;"] Jike ta be n f
ong e rond, o uy lisar g Bigy ) MHTRE ann il JoAE. o
&Y boots i il ey hirart snuk Ind l' “Tha day of wivteles bus passed, |
This was roally the el I higd zot Mr. Champion soid deyly
' L) [T fy " %y e
la 89, aud without s ing Mirh Wihnt do you imean?

Sty that few men marry theie frst
fortunntely.”’
for—which of them?"

Jovie e
“Iortunntely

I ashod.
“Poth,"" sald he,

little silence.

Tlhiers wns o

“\Wall, you ought to know,”" I told
him.

He lnaghed ngaln,

exdame day vou will agrea with mo,*’

e suid, “Hulle! Those ate the lights
il I,drhllil[‘.. We shull soon be hoon
now, e you eald? for I hud given
a jit'e <hilver.

xvo=1'm oot ot ol oecold, thank
vou,” [ b, 1 turned and looked back
along the long, dark voud by which we

Far, far away in the distance were
twinkling lghts, and I knew that miles,
miles beyvond them ngaln, wos
Lungton and the Gable Farm, and—
the mnn 1 loved,

Toars swam Intp my eyes and 1
blinked them sway furfously. This was
o Hine beginning to wy firm resolution
Lo forget. )

“Whnt are aliout?""
Cliomplon said,

sNothing,' T sald sharply. Dut T
wus thinlking of the look In Mark An-
derson's eyes that morning when for n
wenent  they met mine, nnd  wander-
fng 1f 1 should ever see him agaln,

There wos a dinner party in prog-
rows ot wother's house when we ar-
vivesl.

oA linner party 't 1 sald blankly.
when the sevvant told va, *“YWhy— thes
knew 1 was coming, didn't they?"

YYoes, miss, T think so, misi—nt
lenst.' The girl looked uncomfortable
SYour roomn is gulte rendy for you,
mies,”’ whe added apologetically.

Me, Champlon was frowning ungrily,
wiil T laughied ns onr exes met,

l'm sl of mo hnportance,

you thinking

vl

but thers was o lump in my _ll:wat.

m 18 CERTAININ
¥ DOLUNG HERSELE

UP FOR'YHE Bily TIMg «
WHEN UNCLE B
COMES~

NO MATTER WNAT
THE PROGRANN
SHME'S SET WITH
SCENERY =~

Drs ZANDER
WINH ALLOFE HER
[STYLE MAY SEY

THE PACE BUT
SHE CAN'T STAY
ANEAD o

By Sidney Si

uum::aum pR MOMNEY ~

pow'Y

PAY TOVR PRICES

SOMETHING THAYT WOMmD
FOURN IME SKIN OFF OF A
RMINOCRROD ~

OM WELL= A® LonMG AR
™ME WORLY GOoRS ROUND=-
A MAN'E LOVE OF WET
GOODE = AND A WOMAWS

LOVE OF PRM GOODA -

N\

Copyright, 1921, by Pubile Ladger Company

SHES AWTTY!

1-1 Ao BRAINS !

THE PooR TACK NMOU SAID SOMETHING! TLL
19 RUNMING Wi §| CUCKOO! HER RooR
BILL KELLY AGAIM,

DEARIG ! UPPER
STORY TO LE&T!
"FOR REAT

UNFURNISHED!”

SAY SO, UPPER STORY

SHE'S GOT A
BLUNGALOW

SHE HASA'T AAY,

?

[“YEM! A HEAD WITH

A FROAMT AND BAck
DOOR QALY . A DRAPT
STRAIGHT THROUGH !

J

A-B - MANVWARD - 14

The Young Lady Across the Way NEIGHBORHOOD NEWS “ie .ie By FONTAINE FOX SCHOOL DAYS “is .ie

I ( \HTeSH Twe bmo:'?tli;ms t'uT?ERED) |"

" Tae MOOMUIGHT FELL ,

'}n"@fu?;:‘ ;:u\ca OF DaLGHT BUSTLE, e 8

( Cloned The %;HK-&‘IED PiMPERNELL - _;:,::/-—;:,’/ s

) A5 ADGwN THe MOSS BROWN WaDDPATH - td

< wieRE ™e CATTLE DVE T ROam, /.gr - i

» Wil bl h\-lﬁ

kmo"‘a“;'&m“ PARTY hﬂ-‘ .

\'.’f WAS 5!!1':‘?&”5’:\ o 'S- ;

. - — _1

FHN TWG NOSE 1w !

VYL UTTiN ONB WM ;

7k tapKeS WM 00K \

SN sumpin LINE !

\ﬂ}ul \:NCL[. o

i \ 3

f 2

|

SINCE HE GOT HoLp of THAT . ' v

The youug lady necross the way OLD FASHIONED ?H°N°°MP“ H‘Kﬂ st "
Fays she sees the Armament Lim- JIHMY SMITH HASN'T HAD Te CARRY 1N \"‘(. | "'
itatton Cunference has a lialson of - zﬁf. \ 4
ficer on duty all the time and she A .?'MGL‘ BUCKETFUL OF CoAL AND EVERY !
supposes the forelgners' ldens of | Kio IN THE NIIGH’ORHOOD WANTS To HeELP HiM . }
what's moral will always be diffcr- [ FiLk UP THE KiTcHEN CoAl BoX. “Fox -4
ent from ours. . ¥ ! .

PETEY—Something Went Wron 1 : . . . . 4
_ g ong on the Receiving End - s : : : : By C. A. Voight

ADNTIE IF Yol) AND \ CONCENTRATE

op THAT PEARL NECKULACE YOU

\WANT fOR YMAS WE. MaY

SUCGEST T TO UNCLE PETEY
BY MENTAL TELEPATHY

== il )

4 ~PEARL WECY-
(AcE
NECKLACE
HECKLACE
— PEARIL

P
—

- UM= \WHAT To GET

For THE WIFE- \WHAT
0 GET for THE WiFe 7
- UM—=UM— AN,
' HAVE (T— A

NECKLACE”

N

0 jﬁr'(-lT-

GASOLINE ALLEY—The Wise Old Bird

— 1| SAW ONE L
DownTown OF - r
COLORED BEADY— by
ON P 3.95
ATTABOY .

i

5

MNNARNY

SRR
RN

3 <4 NVog s

: : By Kin_i

NAKE

OF GETTING A WINTER

A FEW DAvS

N

A

~3

T TIGHT AMp MAKE IT
SNAPPY, COMSKY. THE WORST PART
IMCLOSURE
18 To BE WITHOUT THE CAR Foe

Gpnumo OF WINTER. INCLOSURES
'

L SAY THERES ONE RIGHT THERE'

For Me!

| KNOW WHEN
WELL OFF!

THEY SEEM To BE ALL RIGHT IN
ALMOST ANV WEATHER. = BuT NOT

'm

""O--." '
THEY DON'T (0ST SO MUCH ‘ﬂ/"}
AT FIRST = OUT THE UPKExP

IS SOMETHING: PMIERCE !

7

i




