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PHILADELPHIA,

By RUBY

‘THE FORTUNE HUNTER

| Author of “The Bachelor Husband,” “The One Unwanted,” ete.
1 Copyright by Wheeler Syndicate, Ine. [
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™ EGINS THE STORY
,-“m‘ ':ne? a-n.ml-h;rklrw. but out of
[ Juck, the

!‘orlnlrfé"liu-lr\- ;‘un.-?hm-mn
n's dead body, megr Ihe amey,
”:p to digeover the ddentity, he Andy
ter from o pirl, who {8 erpecting
S 3he man back fram abrood. Mer taqine
L fs Awne and sha lives at Cherry Lodge.
dend man’s wame (o John Emith.
Iy, In reapongs to o crr for heln,
g reacues A boy who has fallen from o
raterd bu his mister, Bha fusjats
N coming o thelr home (o changs
n clothea }"‘glrnu-rd by her father auld
ed hin wame, he imprulsively gives the
name o the dead man. To hia horrified
rprise it develops that the house {2
Cherry Lodge and the pirl iv Anne, He
sauea Aer the ‘!ﬂlﬂ"ln’ right of the dead
man who ronght by the garden -
i this mavea her recogniging the real
hn Smith, Fraom her brother he dis
wovery that Anne ond the dend man are
eapagrd fo be married, and {5y rmbar.
rossrd that Awne accepta him {n that
Wway., At an ian he hears a yeoman,
erme. quealion hia {dentity and atata
that he 3 0 jatibivd, Then Mr Hare
ding, Amie'y guardian, reguests en fn-
fervlew with him,

AND HERE IT CONTINUVES

HE past—well, wo'll agree to wipe
it out. You made atonement, and
" I'm going to forget it. But T love that
il as if sho was my own daughter, aund
: El ever see her unhabpy—through you
a0 2" [lis volee rose fiereely.,
" Then be langhed and went on more
quistly : “8he loves you, John, and
L pecause she loves you I'm willing to
pelfeve you're worthy of her. A wom-
an's instinet is wonderful, and there
wee pot many girla who would bave
gtuck to n man as she has to you,
through all these years—terrible vears
ther must have been for her.

“ '?I.u_‘ Fortune Hunter made no answer:

Ba sat motionlese, his eyes on M.

Harding's earnest face, listening in-

""af},’,',-.- was a moment of eflence, then

el the elder man asked ahur_ql_,\: SWell,
what bave you got to say!

The Fortune Hunter roused him-
gelf with an effort, “'Only that 1 give
my word I will do my best,” he said.

Mr. Harding sald **Humph!" and
added half in fun, balf seriously: "“And
onr best, and my Dbest, will only be
LU good t'uqngh for her, 8he's an idenl-
fat, you know, OFf course, you krow that

all along she has believed in your In-

L1}

| oo,

. m}-ehne Fortune Hunter nodded : he could
not find his volce nt that moment, and
the old man went on:

“Tou know, too, that ghe bas money
w—{bat she is wenlthy."”

1 The Fortune Hunter opened bLis lips

l tosay, ‘T don't want her money,”” but
‘B he koew it was a lie, and somehow the

words stuck.

Put tonight his thoughis were in a
whirl. He did not understand himeelf,
conld not analyze his emotiops: he only
knew thal for the first time Ip his life
he was nshamed that be bad uot played
the game better.

Mr, Harding tilted the shade of the
Iamp suddenly, letting Its piereing lght
fall full on the Fortune Hunter's face.

A haggard face it looked—a woary
young facr—during the brief secoml be-
fore he got  control of bimself and
amiled.

“You're tired,”" My, Tiarding =ald

4 abruptly, “‘and I'm keeping you up
listening to things that can casily be
fpld during tho next few days. You'll
be glad to go to bed.”” MHe bold out his
Land. - “‘Good night, John!"'

But now the Fortune lunter conll
not meet hie eyes, and his reply was
“almost inaudible ms  he turned and
walked out of the room.

. He went upstairs to his voom, feel-
sing like o thief, He waks dog-tired,
Lot he never closed fie eyes all night.

[ Copreience, which had for g0 long lain

il dormant that be had believed it dead,
oWoke and tortured bym.

When it begah to get light he got
up and gat down by the window, wateh-
ing the gray mist slowiy Nfting from
the garden and river and the first streak
of sunshine creeping wanly through.

“T will go away.' he {old hiself.
"“The thing {s impossible, T will not
tar."

And st when he was dressed and
oyt in th2 garden, wnlking  abeut
among  the flowers, Dbis vesolutivn
waver .

Tt was Fate that had thrown him

bura, and he believed in Fate,
He would stay yet & little awhile and
itk what happened. It was Heaven
th be treated once more as n gentleman
anid to see love in & woman's cyes., If
he went pow it would hurt theso people
for more than if be stayed.

S0 he argued with bimself, knowing
be argument to be false,

And then, from one of the upper
Windows of the house, Anne herself
enlled 1o Wi, wmiling down with the
sinshing ln her eves nnd upon her hair,
and the heart of the Fortune Hunter
beut fust a5 he called up to her rather
ol vosicadl’y @ “Come down—tou're so far
awoy up there—come down,”'

She jolnod him in the garden almost
i@ 5t once, elipping a hand ebyly through
[ B nros,
=8 _ "You're still here then! You've peal !

en I woke this morning T was hall
afraid that 1 should find it all a dreain,
ond that son had gone."’

he Tortuns Hunter amiled wrxly,

i ‘tmembering bis vesolution of the night.

You slepr well, then,” ho sald, Sle
!-'“:Ehl,‘-] wud  Aushed
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" wr ever wolie yp once. Al vou?

- I never closed my oyes.’ said (e
Fortune Hunter grimly. "My guilty |
consclence, T suppose,’' Fler fingers

B txhtvned about bis arm,

| "I wlll not let you say that, You

~ rromised me that thers was to be v

Ml PAt—uo looking back."

] L& not so easy to-Lill the past as
Hime of us wish,”' he answered .‘ul1wr|
dreayyly.

Bbe fnterrupted swiftlr.
But it {s killel—it in dead’ The
Past cannot come back; dou't think of |
} it ITwon't. I'm going to loek forward

hﬂ_‘;-—ou?,\ forward."'

The Fortune Hunter ms

. ' r made no reply,

. Lt!l be thought of the foyv eyes of the
Illl-lt}) Ferpie swhom he haid seen lnst
Night, wnd o breath of apprehensiop
SWept thivauzlh Lim

And that's hrenkfast. Anne snid as

:nf;'-“ I“M"-.' through the house, **Are
\ wngry ¥ 1 — v
Tommy + 8 am—nand here's

Fommy waited for them at the house |

door; he looked at the F t
ll.!!:i Sl iR, ¢ Fortuna Hunter

¢ shun't have to go to London
' after all,’* ho said, *'to frl h y-‘tllr tlT!HI'
B e, I mean,' He turned dnd indicated
& plle of boxes in the Lnll. “It's all
UsL comn up from the station," he

'.lf-d disgustodly,
1€ Fortune Hunter fushed orfm-

T?'Il: u{‘j'li'lu-rl e had fiest enteped upon

oy " i
"l th moment  than  the yunifol]
Tagedy  into which it was wlow |y

Yolving, He | "
R o looked at the ¢ * hat-
tered and . e rather bat

des Wrate eyen

of a well-known croes- Atlantic steam -
Worked g
ittecly ne the frony of it nll.

Bl nly. Nhe hined  beien

"""h”,\. nd now
'l\ way II'HII the Ililll-ll:.’ o,

r-I!‘- llul'tljlug wits ulvendy geated, He

Brocted the Fortune Hunter chearily.
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| The Vertune Hunter wmde a little

| “Reallr? T should not have thought
| that he has shown we any great mark

| uged to bete all my—uany men who

|
| “Home day you'll realize that 1T'm

— ot it to breathe the zsame air witl
| . .

L enture it bod been more iy the
"IEL of & joke which would lost only

much-labeled luggage w jth 1 slowlhy.

" &
in he nitinls *'7, 8."* were painted
B ’fﬂ""ffrlrtﬁh lurge lettors on the uide

each box, and hore beside the lnbel

I
Moon which he himsell lind onee

wssage home, He smilod | thes
| |

'L‘l‘ulk[u st da pendy.'' Apue wald !
~|i|||(|l!|g hy
she turnml and Ied

You won't pind beginning—1' I
18 & hyrry; ’I'hl:y'rel."; i:: o ';afaldl.a‘:; ; l'l'lsrin{-n." tﬂi Fortune Huater udded

this mornin .
T we found in o P ‘::tlmor g ered

“1 wonder who the poor man in the
wood will turn out te be,” Apne eaid
thoughtfully. “You don't think nng
one—killed him, uncle?"

“Rilled him ' The words broke
from the Fortune Hunter in sharp dfs-
may.

Mr, Harding laughed lightly,

“Dear me, no, e died of heart
fallure, #0 [ heat. The poor [ellow
was in a very bad state fromn nll ne-
counts,  The odd part of it is that
there are no papers of any sort, or |
muorking on his clothea '

A wanderer, perhaps,”  said  the |
Fortune Hunter grebmly, “‘witl erery |
reason for wishiug to bide his identity.” |

Aune blushed, the tears springing to

have been to her. His ey hot her u |
remorseful apology, and she Emiled, |

Mr. Harding seemed not to have
noticed ; e hurriedly finished his coffcon
and rose,

“You'll excuse me if'T run away,"
he said.  **See you at lunch; and, by
the way, Anne, §if Foster calls this
morning tell him T want to seo bim,

realized how painful his q'nr'd-c must |

Huvter. “Yes, 1'1 tell him,"" she suid.

Later, when they were alone, she
slipped a0 hand through his arm. “Geof-
frey Foster won't come here nny more
now he knows you are home," she sald,

The Fortune Hunter glaoced down
at her. ’

""Geoffrey Foster,"' he echoed vaguely.
His thoughte bad been far enough awav,
and it was only when he saw the color
rise in her cheeks nnd the hyrt expres-
sion of her cyes that lLie hastensd to
add: I should hope ho won't!”

But for the moment he had quite for-
gotten that Foster wns the name men-
tloned by the landlord at the inn as!
the man who bad wished to marry |
Anpe,

“It’s impossible to go on,"" le told
himeelf angrily. **Sooner or later 1
shall give the game away, and it's not
worth the risk. Why the devil can't
I clear out now, before T get deeper into
the mire?"

But when Tommy proposed ecalling
the gardener in to lend o hand in moving
the boxes upstairs the Fortune Hunter
agreed readily nnd himself unstrapped
the knotted cords that bound them.

“Which box is the hear skin in?"
Tommy asked, and the Fortune Hunter
| frowned and rumpled bis bair in per-
plexity, ‘
| “Dashed if T know.”" be said. He
| had not the least intention of opening |

ler eyes, and the Fortune lllmicr!,

THE GUMPS—The Storm
AN KEEP BYILL= | CAN'T MELP I'T
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| PADN'T GWE Iy YO M

| WonLD GWE “TMINGE AwAY
oo 1B HE HAD
MONEY ~
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HE'S MY UNCLE= MANBE NOUR UNCLE

MOV SE ~
A FEW “TMINGY}~

THE BARCASM~ EVERY WorD
ASM- BSHE CARES WHETHER
g O o v cllug'-r- IF BHE HAD
T'D HAVE ME WALKING
NHROVGH SNOW BANKS BAREFOOTED
FORHE RESY 0% MY LIFE~ WAIT
T “THAT UNCLE COMES INYO
'Ll TELL WM

GOSH- THAY WOMAN GEYS ON
MY NERVES~ AS THOVGH I
WAS MY FALLT-
TME ANYTHING GOES WROMG
SME LINKZ ME VP TO I\
JUST BECALSE
THAT F00L UNCLE OF% rg&ken

VEHT THE WIDOW
!‘t?n CHRISTMAS AND: SHE

TELL WM WHAT Yov
L\KE BUY LET ME
erw%v‘ng’ §3~|A~'r
A
AN BROOCHN BACKT
R AREN'T Nov
AT MAD NEX?
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NEARER AnD

DRAWS
™ME PREADFUL
THING =

TOMEHOW -
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FLAUNTED I'T IN MIN'S
EACE SHE'S MADE A
MAD HOVSE OF MY
HOME= \'M GOING
DONN YO A BOWLER
FACTORY FOR A
LITTLE QUIETHERS
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JieH! T DOAT MIND WINTER BUT
=] I LOVE TQ SLIP OA ICE- AIOT !
WH'r DOAT PEOPLE PUT ASHES
2 OAN THEIR PAVEMEATS |
OWCH! GoLrr TLu
AEVER BE THE

1 SLIPPED OA THE
ICE THIS MORAING
Too. TLL AEVER

FORGET

"B HE HELD ME IN HIS ARMS
1 FULL TWO SECOADS!
J OH_ IT WAS HEAVEAILY!

I SLIRPED AAND FELL - AAD ~A
HAMD SOME. AMMAN WAS PASSING -
OM HE WAS GLORIOUS! AAD
SLIPPED —

HARD, WAS
IT, "VENUS™?
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| the boxes, and would not bave done so!
| If Lie could, but for the wmoment it had
seemed easter to yleld than to argue
with this boy's eageruess,

“Aud now where are the keys?"'
Tommy urged,

The Fortune Hunter plunged a hand
{into bis pocket ; he tried every pocket In '
his coat. I must bave lost Himn." he ,
said.  The excuse was more than wel-
come, though to satisfy Tommy he took
off his coat and turned every pocket in-
side out.

“They're gone, right enough,'’ he
sald, ks

““You probahly dropped them yester-
day when yon went jnto the river,””
{Anne  said, *“Don’t look eo tragic,
|Tun'|rn,\'. dear; we can oo ger some
more that will fit.,"”

But the boy's face had fallen agnin
into fts fretful, peecish lines,

“*Bomething always happens to spoil
my fun.” he complained, **Are wou
sure they're not downstiairs in your
room "’

“Quite sure,”’

Tommy grunted something inaudible
and slipped away, and the Fortune
Hunter looked at Anne. '

“And now what do we do”"’ he asked,
trying to epeak naturally, He bad a
Im!nful feeling that no matter who else
e was suceessful in deceiving, befora |
long Anne would find him out.

“Let's go out.”" sha said. *‘T want |
to talk to sou, and there are lots ard
lots of things I want you to tell me.”’

Then went down togethor futo the
gariden,

“Not bere—T'm going to take xou
over to the islgnd,”' she told him.

She looked at him shyls. “You know
the island where I often used to write
my letters to you. Someliow 1 pever
thought 1 should cver show it to you,
John, though you were go sure,”’

They untied the punt from the moor-
ing at the bottom of the garden mnd
pushed out into the stream,

“Do you know,'" the girl #aid sud-

The Young Lady Across the Way

The young lady across the way
says there are styles in dogs just
a4 in eversthing else, and it seems
as if she heard more about hooch
hounds now than either ajredales
or police doge, though she's never
seen one.

“Te YouMa CoNSTRuETION
ENGINEER WHO FIGURED oUT A WAY
10 GET MiI5 SWEETIE UNDER THE MISTLETOE
WHEN SHE CAME AROUND “To SEE HiM ON THE JoB.

THE Mearive of \War_
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denly, *“‘I'te never seen Tommy so

grimaci

of favor. ’ )
“Oh, but he bas,"" she urged. *‘As
a rule, he won't spesk o any one. e

came here.'

“Your would-be lovers, you wean,"
he interposed ruthlessly

She leaned over and lald her band on
bis,

“You need wot. be  jenlous: there
was never any  one—there never bus
been —uexeept you,”’

He caught hee fingers and beld them,

not worth loving,'" he said civadily,
She laughed,  “Shall 12 1 baven't
realized il during the logt ten years,
anvway., " ® :
“And T suppose every one Jid their
beet ta st vou agdinet me.'" he sald
bitterly.  “They all eaid T was a rotter

Yo

"o Igdeed they did wot ! ITher wever

dared cay oun single word—nor thut

|]| would bave moategred whatever they

bad tuid.

| 1 daye suy they thoyght the more,”’
she wmoved, coming to it beside him

at the end of the punt, letting it drift

with the gtroeam,

| “You know, Jobn."" sbe said quietly,

1 think T must be o very painfully

fuithiful sort of woman, becauss even

| friendly with ony one as be bos been PETEY—_A Greﬂt Ll.fc

| with you?"'
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vight from the very first there hos never
been a cingle moment when — when
v * = el

: “Yeu"" Le 1||H|||}IID|I :"'I'I[ll\' no she
pansed.

She Imughed rvather sbakily, turnolog
her faco away. )

*“It's you who ought to be saying
these things to me,"' she said, with a
| littla horsh note in ker voice, )

He put his arm round ber, drawing

her elose to him. o

| “9f 1 don't say them, if T ean’t put
| what 1 feel juto words,”" he gald des.
perately, iU’y beeause |—~hzw-u}u,~.u I feel
how —how unaorthy T am. Tt's because

. " 1le ler her go abruptly, **Bome
das, U be cndd, yvou will vealize that

w et worth Joviug There was o
lHitle =ilence .

“Why o yvou gay that?™ she asked
T oo You've eald it several times
sinee—sinee you came baek."’

“Have 17 Becauge it's always in my
thoyghts perhups, Anne.  Bupposing 1 d
pever—we'd pnever met again after al?
Supposing gomething bad happened,
might have died like that poor uhw_f!
found in the woods last night,
Qhe slivered

't I hate to hear you =0y
hings like that. T was always think-
e thent myself=dreading them when |
VO WORE - WEPe TN . I used to le
awake wt night and hutgine all panners
[of trightful thivgs, AL first 1 thought
you wonld die in=—in—-

y ns she faltered and stopped.
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