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THE ONE UNWANTED

By RUBY AYRES
Author of “A Rachelor Rushand,” ele,

Copuright by Wheeler Bwndicn‘e, Ineé,

THIS BEGINS THE STORY
Baily dinappointed her family, who
ated o boy, and she waa only a
boy. Kecapades lead to shipping
off ta a Devon farm. Here she
1 in Iove with Mark Anderson, a
wileman farmer, who proposes fo
and then apparently jilta her,
that he oannot afford to marry.
(gl Champion, an oder man, aiso
oses to her, He hoa 4 mor!paga
Mark's properiy, swhioh "
ises fo cancel if Mark marries
ally, ofherwise ahe is to marry him.
iliusioned, Bally returna home to
don eacorted by Champion. Bit-
y she determines to plunge inlo
| gayety to forget her woo, She
misea to marry Champion, despite
¢ opporition of her oid aunt, who
4 marvied unhappily. The ount
s auddenly, leaving Sally a for-
ae, From Devon she hears Mark
ruined financially, whioh seems to
lain his attitude toward her, But
¢ (2 promised tq Champion. How-
y, she uses some of her money
oretly 1o poy off Mark's mortpage,
thinking a legacy from a reative
pplied the maney. Then unes-
siedly the i thrown into conlact
th Mark at a party, There is a
laih between Mark and Lionel and

ally admits she lovea the former.

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

CHAPTER XLI

A Lir Which is Hall the Truth'
4UPTOSE 1 must have been a pit-

fable littie figuire as I stood therd be-
n the two men, and I wiched |
nt drop dead to escape from my |

rab’e shame aod the compassion in

nel Champlon’s eyus.

ark had npever loved me, or {f he
it had only been such a poor wsort

love that be valued it less than he

ted his farm; and yet in spite of the
ing humiliation in Iy heact T was
n to ask one last question:
en®**®® then * * * why did you
* * ¢ pretend—that you cared?"’

ad again it was Lionel who un.

red for him.
He thought you had money; be he.
{ that you won'd bring him money |
¢ married you, and when he I’ouwli
his mistake ® ¢ ¢ |
fark moved. T heard the harsh tenr- |
wound of his Indrawn brentl and
his handes clemeh into fists, and (o
ment I thought he was golng to
ok Lionel down. He was the moro
erfinl man of the two. Involuntarily
vo n little ery and rushed forword.
No— no—-""
fis hands fell to hir sldes. He
hed mirthlessly, ‘“‘You needn't be
id=1 won't hurt him.,"" He spoke
h a little pause hetween each wordl
it he found It dificult to form them.
It you will excuse me—I will zo
* * " he added hoarsely.
¢ blnod rushed to my head in such
fiood that it seemed almost to drive
mad, and I broke out passionately:
‘Yes, you'll go now—now you've
ken my heart for the secomd time!
I} go and laugh at me for havin:
n such a fool! Oh, if 1 could only
you * * *" T looked up at him
h the eyves of fury. The tears were
reing down my face, but they were
mngry tears or e¢ven tears of grict.
bink they were just forced by the
r agony of my heart.
‘I said I loved you just now,' 1
on, "It was o llel I hate you!
i could ruin you for life I would. I
I! make you miserable for aver and
it 1 had the power. Oh yes, try
top me——"" 1 gasped av he made
movement toward me, “Try to
me because I suppose It hurts your
¢ to hear such things! But Il
L]

you morp * * I'll hurt you
- L ] [ AL}

8ally, my poor chiid,'” Lfonel broke
He tried to draw me away, but |
sted fiercely. Mark alone existed for
at that moment. Mark with his
ta set face and steady eyes, and |
t on in a torrent of paselon:
You told me tonight that your luck
turned, that somebody had died an
you money, and that you'd pald the
off the farm! Well—I did that,
the money Aunt Allison left me
d it I'ke a fool. Ask Mr. Bholter!
knows! He arrauged it all for me—
him—ansk him! * * * Apd now
aps you know what it 18 to fee
humilinted apd ashamed as I awm'
hays yvou knmow now * ¢ wv
stopped, panting and shaking from
i to foot, and with n fierce exylta
at the depths of my broken heart
baw the look of terror that crossed
k' face. He tried to speak, bu
words would come. His lips were
Ing itke a child's and he was white
b, 80 white,
hen he said hoarsely, with the ghost
itter laugh
A lie which fs half the truth—eh?

i 1 think we're almost quits

* * * almost!" Flis eyes wun- |
d over me with a wild sort of ex-
sion, ns if he was looking at me for
last time; then, with n broken e
tion, he turned and left us.

Another Serial
By Ruby Ayres

Starta on this page Friday,
for

“The Fortune
Hunter”

awthor's oharaateristio style,

Watoh

It is a story of enrangled love and
mystery ioritten in (his fovorite

humiliation of the fact that once agaln
had offered myself to him and n
“A lle which In half
What bad he meant b
Bome sort of defense,
defenise wan

wilitely refused.
the truth!"
those words?
uppose,

porsible ?

and yet what

Ie had thought leas of me than he
Lying awake in
the night, my shul writhed at the bit.

“ad done of his farm !

terness of that knowled

Ige.
Why did I love him‘.f He was not
I wishied he would die,
Ko that never again cotild T run the risk
of meeting him: the memoey of uis
eyen buunted me and the lttle break
n his volee when he snid before Lionel
came, “You look at me as if—as |f—

worth loving !

you loved my—-—"’

He had sounded as §f he was glad,
and ft‘lw—nh. it was all lies—all lies,
d myself fiercely; no doubt he had
"eard of the movsy Aunt Allison had
left me, and coneldered it worth while

I tol

to try to win me back again.
He would have gold me for money.

wns an little ns that to him—when at
inet I fell as'een it was only to wake
hurt of

Winnie questioned me curiously in
Why had I left so early

obbing with the unhelicvahle

the morning.
the night before?

“'Because my head nched,” 1 an-
“And enough to make
that =illy

swered snapplly.
any one's head ache—all
ml.“(-l!

.*‘:I:e smiled slyly.

I thought perhape thera had been
1 know that Lionel
was scowling all through dinner be-
cause you had been taken in by Mr.
I quite thought there had
been n row when I found you'd ull (hree

a row,'" she sald,

Andoerson,

gone.
.. "Xou thought wrong, then," T said.
and I wish you'd mind your own

business,'"

I went to the window and looked out
I wished Lionel wonld
He had promised to be round
I wished our

hurrled on
Never until I was safely mar-
ried could I hope to forget my humilia-

into the street.
come,
carly and take me out,

wedding day  could be
sooner.

tion,

"I do love you—I have alwass loved
had said that to
My checks burned at the bitter

,nu . L] L LA I
Mark.
memory,

Lionel did not come until nearly Junch

time.

“‘1 am sorry, dear; I was unavoidably
he wsiid, when I questioned
He avolded looking at

detuined,"’
him fretfully,
me, and I sald swift'y:

“What's the mutter? What has hap

pened 7'’
*'Nuthing *= =+ =
Lo see me, that's nll.'"
“You mean—naboat * *

could not go on,
-'1'“_ - LI L

I iumisted breathlessly,
‘“Tell me, pleake—you may * *
speak of him just thix once,’”’

“Anderson hiax returned the money

* He was at
There was o
bit of n seene of course.' Lionel tried

-—your monsy * *
Shelter's office. * ¢ @

Lo draw me to him, but I resisted,

“Yes—pleass tell me, please go on
‘*He threw the money in my f[ace,
*““He told me that

siid Lionel savagely.

Ehelter wanted
* me?'"' 1

11e spoke shortly,
nnd would have sald no more, but that

I
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THE GUMPS--The Morning After the Night Before

HOW 9D ou LAKE WE Py
THAY MRS, ZANDER GAVE

LAST MIGHT AY “ouR LWNCLE'S
\ CERTAINLY FRLY
It LOOKED
LUKE HE GAYE THAT PARTY 1o
MUMILIATE ME = 8WE WITH
HER SOCALLED MAGW BROW

ATUET OW ME- |\
RICH O/ IMWARY=

.
L]

L PON'T BUAME W A AT MiNe
NOURE ABIOLUTELY RIGHT=- We's
MY UMCLE BUT WE CAN'T PULL THAT
MAY NOT Bt
BUY M fROVD -
AND IYE GOT PEELWNG~ AND NoO
LOVE BKK KANGAROO LIKE THAT
CAN TAKE AN QLD ARTIF\CIAL
DAME AND MAKE A QUEENM OF HER-

e
TMROME. BUY

WHILE

VA
OF HER FUBUEXI®-
TREATED VB WAS “TU'S duR BuTy
Yo MVITE THEM= THAT'S ALL - LETY®
TR AMD BE WMCE YO THEM
THEY'RE HERE -

MIGHT PLACE HER ON MR
NOT GOMNG

™ BE ONE
THE WA “™MEX

oF A

- -

WE WERE JUTT AT WLCOME AR A avy
STANDIMG _IN THE BREAD LINE W BRONYT
on A FLUWOW
STANDING M FRONTY OF A B0y OrRrict
WITH A COUPLE OF BiLL BOARD PARREY
IN MI® MAND =
OF BTEP CHWOREN-~

SOUFP Woupe-

JUBYT LIKE A
THAT'S

covee
ALL-

I CANT THINK
WHAT TO ST

8 AND BRUSH
O:A'g ARE YYOU,

2;:7-‘(? HE HASAT TH Mk T
A HAIR ON HIS ABUA’O? Yo
DOME o, VO 8
ARE ¢

T
7 HEil. BE

HE'LL THinK

I AEVER
AOTICED 1T !

he would rather have his life rulned

by me than made by your charity.""
I conld not speak, and he went on :

“But it's ended and done with, Sally.

He's gone out of our lives.
forget him,'"
I laughed,

but four to my wedding day.
‘““You look like a ghost,"'

dressmaker's, “‘and if you go on
any thinner, Sally, nothing will
at all."

I had got thin,

causs I was nfrald of loaing ft.

1 wish the wedd.ng was over and
“T wish 1 was|
wafely married and out of the way.'' |
1 longed to start

done with," I =ald.

It was the truth.

Wa will

“Yes—we will forget
him." T sald, but I knew Iin my heart
hat I should never be able to do that,

The days dragged on, untll it wanted

mother sald
one morning when we had been to the
etting
t you

Lione!'s ring wae nl-
ways slipping off my finger, and 1 had
wound some thread round its band be-

]

u fresh life and put the past bebina |

me forever,

Lionel had arranged everything with |

Mr. Shelter, and I had had nothing to |
do with the disposal of my luckless

money.

I never heard anrthing about Mark |

Anderson, and never asked.

|
And then one afternoon there :'lme.i

a letter from Mrs Alberry.

YDenr Miss Sally.—This s just hop- |
‘ng yon are well, as we are; leant- |
wiys, Alberry has rheumatisom, and one
of the dogs Is lume with a thorn in his |

foot,

The weather is beautiful, and we

stood there quivering from head to | yre boping to see you before long, as you

« whi'a slowly the renlization ofl
t had happened came home to me.
lonel did not speak, or mttempt to |
h me.
fe feen him look so old.
hrough the ecurtained doorway the
C In the next room had stopped.
nke me home — please take me |
OI- I safd faintly. He put his arw |
me.
I think there is another way inio
bl without going through the
fog room,'" he sald, He found it
took me out that way. He gave
In charge of one of the malds to
my coat, and he went to explain
&% to Mrs. Fraser,
don't know what he told her. or
t the thought, and I did not ecare.
¥ buck with closed eyes during the
¢ home, and nelther of s snnk
y Just before the car stopped, Llo-
slala;ml over and touched my haud.
™ .r'll

Yes," I opened my eres,
IAlrn you golng to throw me over,
be asked.
hrow you ever!" I echoed his
" apatbetically: 1 had forgotten
ur wedding day was so poar.
MU up with a little shudder,
row vou over! When you're the
Lone in the world who carcs for
. L sald,
;l".\‘, ' He held out his arms, and
forward into them, sobbing my
t out——
SNever speak to me of what's hap-
U=prrimise me! Promisve me!'' 1
ored him, and I fele his lipa on my
l“' be answered: ““Never as lon
1‘.i_llrlt—I glve you my word o

nd you'll never tell any one—
Ny one k ? ~—never
of ’Illlllh-,t"‘“w Oh, I think I shall !

obody shall ever know."

CHAPTER XLII
" An Unbearable Hurt

ought I had sylfered ever thin
Ak possible to muffer beﬁor: r.hl!t
' iml et the pain I nad had to
When Mark sent me awny before
{4 ay nothing compared with the

S ke b

promised. There s no

news except |

that Mr. Anderson’s farm wag sold last
week, and he 1s leaving England very

I dare

T thought that I had nevet | s0on, there belng nothing to keep hin |

| here now, he rays. say you

saw in the paper that Miss N'oa died—

it was pneumonin, after a cold.
all went to her funeral,

Nina dead!—I eonld nnt belleve It
9he was so young— hardly any older

than I was,

I feit inecredibly shocked, and yet—
oh, why was I 80 plmlblly weak ?—for
IeArt was A

fierce feeling of thankfulness because
could never be-

desp dowo in my sore

now Mark Anderson
long to her,

t was the morning after that letter |

We

poor young

lady! Her mother Is broken-hearted.
s e

came that | was standing in front of

| the long mirrors in Madame Roseta's
wedding
when, quite
consclounly
been thinking of him—the face of Mark

fitting room, trylng on m
dress for the last time,

sudderly—for I had not

Anderson finated before my mind.

VMadame Roseta wns walking round
with little exelamations of pride
was  sittin
watching with the wort of self-satlefie
uir all wothers wear, I suppose, when
they are about to get rid of an un-
wented duughter by meanns of 8 wealthy
when It seemod as {f some
ne drew back a whutter before my

me,

and delight, and mother

marringe,

oyes and showed me the wvicture of
Mark's fnee as it bad lovked al our
last dreadiul meeting.

I ain not a bit superatitious., T don't
heljeve in spiritunlism or anything like
thint, but just for an instant my heart
seerned to stand still before it went

raclng on agaln.
pened to kim?

1 know that my color faded,

glad of the excuse, I sald: "‘Yes,
a little,"

They unfastened m‘
ind © © it away, and
blin

"BD TO,URROW

Huad something bap-

and
Madame Itomets must have noticed it,
for she asked me suddenly if I felt
taint with standing for so long, ':imli
us

wedding dress
#4 down trem-

?-7

The young lady across the way
says the reduction of taxation is
one of the great arguments for the

THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY “te
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AT ALL TiIMES

'ﬁu SKIPPER 1S FAIRLY OBLIGING

BUT PURING 'THE WEEK

BEFORE XMAS THERE ARE TIMES WHEN
“THE ©LD PoY SoRTER OVERDOES IT.

limitation of armament, although ° "
she supposes we could {ssue bonda. . STF boiataltin The Omom oF W Swveny
PETEY-—Another Bright Idea s : 3 : s : - _----_*:-.----- B—; C. A. Volght

- OM DEAR—| \WISH
\WE (outb CeT Some
REAUY DIFFERENT
XMA3 CARDS To SEWD
= \WE NEVER JEEM
To USE our BRAIyS
LiKe OTH PEOPLE

A Some
NICE ONFES
BUT TRey
‘WERE Ey-

-— ClEVER LITTE
ETcHiucs AT o
Dousars EAC —

- 0H, THars Too
MUCH— LET'S
TRY To TR
uP SomMeTyug
ORIGWIAL AWD

g

—~ OH DEAR,
\WHAT | \woulLb
LikE § SOME =
THING TTHEY

— SEND
"EM Cowecr’

GASOLINE ALLEY

—That's Going Btick Into History

Skuxm, YOoU Max BE a
LiITTLe POORSTEP Bagv pur
YOURE GoinGg ©
B A REaL
GRAMD CHILD

A wOwDER,
MOTHER ?

Sown, Ive BeRouwGHT
SOMET™ING I'M SuRE
YoULL BF InTEREsTED

1

ITS ONE OF MV MOST
CHERISHED POSSESSIONS

GUESS WHAT IT
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