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| ainit #r family, swho
”,," '.,"'.f:, and the wos :hl' "
. Escapades lead fo shipping

o @ Ir‘u . ore the

n love with Mark Anderion, o
flemon farmer, whe prapoies ts
and then apperantly filte her,

f t he cannot afford (o marry.
y m.'l'r%;an' on, ah n'l‘v man, alke
J

sea to ., and ¢ promises
| Hy o morry A if  ahe
' ¢ marry Mark. He has g mort.
' om :urh 8 properiy. LS

ed, Nally returns Aome to Lon-
0 Biter

. B seorfed by Champlon,
' :ﬂfmlall to plunge into soci
ty to forget Aer woe,

AND HERE IT CONTINURS

CHAI"I‘ER XXxiu
Engnged!

Jw.u,lﬂc!) into the mornlng room
and turned up the light theke wans a
hurnlnl and the room lnoked cony.
u!w ean being us some suppor
pore," 1 anld to the mald, who wnw
ring anglously round, ‘‘And you

not tell any one we hl"! coime.
MEbe went awny, and Mer, Champlon

dut the door and came over to me.
Do they alwaiyn treat you like this?"
aaked, and then, as I nodded, he
ded vehemently, “'It's a confounded

me, ~ )
" hot's nothing,”" I eald, T was
fe?ohl' th-n come home, 1 suppose I
thought thinga would be different now.
Jt serven me right. I might have
wn 1 should always be the wi-
wanted one to the end of the ':-hnrnlﬂr.
There was n little silénce, Than Mr. |
Champlon enid : “Marry me, Sally, and |
‘I show them we don't care whut
they th'nk, 1 know you don’t belleve
1 1pve you, but 1 do. d glve nq;thinl
In fhe world to make you happy.
od at him, The tears were
l.:::kaown my face; I don’t thipk
4 ever felt so forlorn in my life.
rlud expected such n differant wel- |
., and the kind earnestnéss of his
with llke & soothing touch on my
henrt, :
.‘a‘hy not marey him? Why not? I
pked myeelf recklensly, I might
for the rest of my llfe long ng for
jmpossible, hopl that some day
tk Anderson would come buck mml
Wy life, and hoping in vnl|l1. i
1 wanted me at home, ¥ |
ia‘l}ﬁ,rehm lh‘ln chance of happl- |
' rred to ma! .
“ﬁlﬂl{;.;'i lave you| Foun know that,

mid, "'But It gou are willing to take
\Eﬂ.a. g 18
L

1 held out my hand,
on'll have to take It for both of us,
J l;ide\:“a word ﬂﬂﬁnl&ﬂ! 1 d'd not rec
pother that night, though, after |
wip in bed, she came Inlo the room ant
¢ my name softly,
1 pretended to be anleep, ond
gment she went AwWAY,
”l'l was nwnke all nighti the
semed no stiff  and unfriendly after
old-fashloned cosiness of iy room
. st the Alberryn, ‘Though I tried not to
think of it, or of them, thére neomed
peom for nothing else in my thoughts,
Whet were they doing? Whht wax
Mark doing? Did he know thnt I war
Woever coming back any more? Did he
| L)
UlTe't mnrry
told l!ll;‘-d"". A

after

roonm

Ninn, of course,'’ 1
nd 1 don't care If he

8,
Mr, Champlon wak much better look-
{hg, or w0 1 tried to pretend.  Bo much
richer. Aw hiw wife 1 abould have n
far beiter time of It, and yet—noboly
pows how I longed to be biek 1n Dey-
oushire. how 1 longed for the briel
hppiners 1 bad known there.

r went downstairs  the
morh'ng to find my father In sole pos-
gesslon of the brenki{nst room. Hi
Jooked embarrnased when he saw me.
god more embarcassed atill when 1 welit
over And kissad hin cheek.

“Hore 1 nm agaln, you see,’’ 1 said,
ind he answered, *'Ho I see.  Well, are
you glad to be home?''

“Yen, 1 suppose #o,'' 1 sat down op:
pouite lim, 'Where in everybody2'' 1
adked

"E;ary one has breakfast in bed but
e, ha sald rather frlmly: and I said,
)

7

following

“0Oh, of course! I had forgotten. We
always hind It &t o'clovk Mrts.
rey'n.’’

“Ho you've sent thmt voun
tabouts, eh?' my father nald

lti rl

abruptly.

felt the color rush to my face at
the unexpected challenge,

“Uf you mean Mr, Anderson, yea,' 1
Aawered.  “‘We found out that we
dllflllal't cure sbout one arother, after
all.

at

man to

"There
the world,
. Champlon,

are plenty of better men {n
for instance?'' 1

ed.

He did not anwwer, and I went on

calmly: ‘I dare may he'll be coming

t see you this morning.
to be married,"’

§ father stared blankly for a mo.

ment, then he said:

“"Gond heavens! Rless my soul!'" He
ot up nnd eame round to wherp I sat
and kissed me, ‘“‘Good giell 1 was
afrald you wouldn't have him! Thank
goodness ! Now perhups your mother
will be satlsticd."
“"And,"" 1 went on,

“I'm going to
all oon Lo off your hands for good,"

le vald again: “Good heavens!
What will Nell say?'

. did not care at 4l what Nell would |
. |
After breakfast 1 went up to mother's |
mom ond broke the glad tidinge to her. |
Bte cnlled me her ‘"darling girl,'’ and

Wl whe wan delighted, Iha told me
::;r. vastly I had improved In appear-

hﬁ““’. must think oyt a beautifl
oumean for rnu. Bally,' she sald

Bomething ent tely oflginal,"’

Bhe talked like that for ahout balf|
M hour, i1l I was only too glad to
ape.  The housa stifled me with (te
Stmosphere of artificlality. 1 would|
ave flmhrny mlnl to I:lnva been baock |

onshlilre agaln, in the muddy lanes
844 fieldn, {n the fresh sweet nlr., i

CHAPTER XXXIII
The Switt Curvent of Desire
1 hag not scen either of my sluters,
4d 1 wan not apsioun to do moj wo I
l:iru: on my hat to ";do‘lll vrh;n a
nine to My wou own |
to lh-’lbrln---ﬁr. tzhnm;-!un v.:‘l there,
i "or & moment I had the deeadful
fling thut lant night § had made the
II:?""T!"“"}" a!“m 1ife {llmnlkn |
' n 1] myself toget
with nnr effort nns went d:wnnlal‘::. ¢ I
r. Champlon wan there with father,
ll%.!hu both were looking vory plnu:;.
K Ather calied me “‘my deay'’ and
-y me, and sald he waw n proud|
Ran, by which I kuew that the mar-|
"i¢ Ecltloments were entirely satlsfac- |
hough we alwayn llved extravagant!
&i ha! evorything we wanted, I'llnr:!
e was not rnll( A great deal of |
pe ¢y In out family, and I realised |
- ljl & blessing to every ohe the ne-
tlon of a rich pon-in-law would be,
ol fre wan a llttle desultory econver-
00 then father nald that he s
Mmo '-'ﬁa'u',“’“.'.'.. Itlln to hl;l h. chat
V (] AWaAY a
earefully behind Inm:’. IR e

ooked up at Lionel,
You n.'s
' ."l..u“' ha ::n-n in such a

——

{ Author of “A Rachelor Husband” ete.

| wort of a girl,

We're en- | b

After Serving Five Years

fer atealing $100,000, ahowid
Dove Henderson viturn {t to a
man who doesn't need (IF

The love of o waman wolver Ao
prablom In a gripping deily serial

Beginning Saturday
“FROM NOW ON”

on the aerial page of the Evening
Publio Ledger,

"I wanted to make sure of you,'" he
anFwernd.

He put out his hand rnd took mine,

Do you think you'll
care for me, Bally?' he asked, And
the earneatnons of his voles surprined
me, He was lonking veey ymml that
moening. The "man of the whell''
aboit him seamed to have vanished.

“T like you very much new,” 1 an.
awared, )

It wae true; I did like him, but I
knew how valn it would be for him to |
hnlun for anything more.

‘T wlll do*my best to make you
happy,'' he snid, ‘

nodded, “'I am sure you will,*’

It wan ail forced and unnatural, and
againgt my will, my thoughts weni
back to the day when Mark = ¢
But what was the uso of thinking? I‘
had made up my mind to look ahend——
nlwnys,

“In your mother pleased '’

whe had called me her ‘“darling girl"
and sald I eoulil have as many ndw
frocks ns 1 liked,

ever get to

alr |

he anked l
v and I answored that I nur[mud 50, Nk |
ar

lie frowned at my Bippancy.

"When you talk like that you oatr|

ke youe alaters,”’ he wsald,

"I want to be ke them,'' 1
hastily.  “'It's mueh better to be that
I think people are much
happler when they have no heart, no
focling * * o

Hoe eaught me by both arms.

"I hate you to talk like that, Sally.
I hate to mes that hard look In your
oyen * ¢ & Tt warn't there the fiest
time 1 saw you—down in Devonshire.'

I frepd myself with an effort,

“Oh, but that's ages ago,'’ I said
breathlepsly, '‘I'm much o'der now an!
winer, * * % You onght to like me
botter as I am now."" 1 laughed nerv-
ously.
tidy 1 waw that day you apd fathe
walked in!  Whatever must you have
thought of me?'"'

It wan the day T fell In love wit!
rou," he anawerad.

I dld not llke him In thin serln
mood ; it made It terribly difMen't f-
me to play the part 1 had set myself,

"'"Well, we're engaged anyway,'
?ui_r‘l. “And 1 hope you won't regi
t.

I moved mn that the width of the
Iibrary table wan batween us,

T told mother that we are golng t
be married moon—very poon,'' 1 sal
feverishly, *'I hope you don't mind?

UMind " He laughed. “1oforeo
will suft me. I can get a speclal li-
conse it you llke."

There wan a curious fire in hin ecyer
“There fen't nny hurey,” 1 wanld
Somehow I

wis Leginning to be afralu
of him, ®* &

There followed a week of galety thn
avept me off wr feet and allowed me
no time to think.

I spent my mournlnge at the dress
moker's #nd the afternoons and eve
ninge belng taken round to balls ane
partles and theatres,

Nell had gone away to stay with
sotne penple in Heotland, [ suppos
that her pride, {f nothing more setious
md been hurt by the fact that I hn
nken Lionel Champlon from her,

*Nell eonld have had bim If she Lod
iked,” my Aunt Allison assired me
when she came to the house. "How-
avar, there are ax good fish In the Hea
a8 any that are caught.''

Bhe looked at me  with resentful
oxed: Nell war her favorite and T dare
any whe hated me for having eut her nut,

“I muppose 1 shall bave to give you
n wedding present,’’ alie ndded nastily

I flurhed an I looked at her,

“I hope you won't,' I snid. *'Ii
you do I ahall throw It nway or alve (i
to one of the wervants, You alway:
hated me, s0 you need not preten
anything diferent tnut because I'm go
In]ﬂ to marry a rich man.''

ha looked a llttle taken aback,

"1 don’t know that I hate :ml." she
enld after a moment, ‘Perbaps 1 neve,
troubled to underatand you."

“Well, you need not trouble now,*' 1
answered, “You'll all be prld of mv
soon ferever—and a good job, too.'

T turned to stalk out of the room
but she ~alled me back.

“"Come here, Sally."

I bhesitated, then walked across (o

or.
YWell?' I eald deflantly,

CHAPTER XXIV
A Fairy Godmotber
Bhe held out her hand to me—sn
white, useless-looking hand It waw
ind smothered with rings, but after a
second 1 put my own In It
CWell?' T sald agoln uneastly, |1

she was always hard and unyieliing,
“‘T have heard & great many storle

| about you—mnd a young man down In

the eountey,' she gald, "1 don’t know
the truth—no! You need not look w
angry, 1 don't want to know—but I
you really care for him, don’t’ make
the milstake of your ]ife by marrying
Ldonel Champlon. Years ago I did
womethilng of the same port unt1 you see
what I am now! A wour old wom-
an! There! I've never told anylwrP
#lee, nnd T don't know why 1've told
yoii. Run away,'' she added sharply,
as If avhamed of her confidence.

Mut 1 stood looking at her with eye
that really seemed to see her for the
firat timo,

Her volee had been so gentle when
sha spoke, and thers waws sowmethiug
quite sweet about her face now [t
liarshnesn had gone.

Delore 1 wos nwate of 1t 1 had fal-
tared out:

YHut H=-1f he doedn't * * ® care—
for me? What then?

““Are you sure that he doesn't eare?’’
pald Aunt Alllson.

Mother camo inte the room snd 1
could any no more; but all day long
her words haunted e,

“‘Aro you sure that he doesn't care?
Are you sure?'"

Of course, | was pure! Had he not
pald so himaelf?

But I wrote to Mrea, Alberry tbat
afternoon and told ber about my en-
gagement,

f Wnew ahie would tel] Mark Ander-
won, and then, {f he stlll cored for ine,
over such w little, sarely * * * but he
dd pot enre! T wam o fool to try (e
choat myself with such a hope,

When Lionel cume that noight aod
pressed me to fix our wedding day, [
sl I did not enre when |t was,

“In u fortnlght?'' he nwked.
back.

“Oh, not quite 8o soon-—in a month
perhaps.’’ ,

A month today, then,'" he said, and
I answered, "Oh, very well."

A month, or two months! What dif-
ference did 1t make?

mu‘rmumiﬁ-j MORROW

I drew

fnlid '

T remomber how dirty and un- |

marey him an moon wx possible, an I | had never known her ltke (his before, |
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OF A CHAIR AND STAND UP

O MSTA wWALT!
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