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THIS DEJINS THE ATORY
young and good-Inoking, but out of
;‘L Fortune Hunter vuns ncross
ek ta dend body near the Thames,
wp to discovor Va. identity, he finds

n givl, who isn expeciing
fron nhmm!.h I'h-'rm}m-
nd she lives at Cherry Lodpe,
‘“:;n: man's name {8 John Nmith,
in vespouae ta a evy for help,
boy whe has follen from a
hin njater, Hhe innmiats

man bark

v,
rebcuie o
th‘? to their home ta change

Mr
3 Howed By her unele and
m‘;:’.”nmfn’. ne impulafvely glves the
a of the deald mon, To Ma horrified

it develops that the house in

Lodga and the pirl in Anne, He

har IL painful sight of the dend

who {n brinpg borne poat the house

this roves her vecoguining the real
Amith, From her brother ha dis-

that Awne and the deod wman ave
pgnoed fo b morried, and {n ombar
T that Anne acoepts him dn that
[ At am i ha Kears a yeoman,
£ vie, gquestion hin {dentity ond atale
fhat he (s a joiltird. Then Mr, Hur

‘e
¢ vwardion, reguests an in-
JJ':-“; rﬁm. what he moyn clari-
the muyktery rome ohat==that Ame
f fatthfully  belleved in her  loteda
rd all the time he ;m"l !m-.; In
that sha wan heirees fo o
wa;?:-‘ne, In the parden laler Anne
afirma Ner faith is M,

AND HERE IT CONTINUES

HE nodded. “Yes—it used to turn | By
., Hupposing I never | __, .

e cold with fﬂ?r““dp:“ tr-f e and [—¥on know
abaut the room for hours, ;\fralrll
to sleen because if 1 Aid I alwnys
alway

Hhe bin |

you ngnin.

m: nbout you, and you
Boked—oh, I don’t know.
{nes
Thah
W
gl:l‘gom his clenchad hands,
1le had no right to listen,
“And then,"

Fortuns Hunter sat very still,
4 an his knees, und his chin |

he fnew, | maeh
cshe went on presentiy, (to walk before he coa'd find a

'H_ln same summer T oedme o Jive with
'Unele Clem, "
i ”-S‘r!“l that war—how many years
Illuu. the  Fortune Hunter asked
| easually, even while he hoped that she
wonld tell him,

“Just nine  yemrs,” answerad
readlly,  *““John, you never could po-
member dates, "’

“One day bne geneeally  Wesn  the
(rame to me ns the next,' he snsweped
|l_1'hn|.\’. "“The chief excitemont In my
life for years has been in wondering
where the next meal s to come from.'

1'!"‘ admission was out hefore he
realized what he had sald, and it was
only when lie saw the smaged lnnk in
her eyos that he laughed s tried tn
cover his own serionnness,

{ "1 was an hard up as a charel monse
{for n long time after 1 went nbroad,
| ¥on know,”" he added,

“Were you?'* Her volee war piti-
(Il “You never told me. 1 alway
| thought your iother sent you woney .

“My mother ! “The Fortune Hynt-
er's heart gave o thump of apprehen
l![tvll. [

ln“'ql.n

she

Anne wind uneonselous

n of
W agitation,

““Blie need to write to me
that—and 1 thought she
nlwayrs sent you mones. 1 tried fo
tmyself, but when Unele Clew found ont, |
i he stopped my allowanes,""  Ier volew
was angrily reminlscent

“John—low your mother would hnve
loved to wee you ngain: she pever eould |
(talk of any one but yon,' :

The Fortune Hunter turned abrontly |
AWAY, He wondered  savogely  how
desper  into the e had
way

L]

nire

a muled volce, *“when—when it wasout; he could not trust himselt to |
and  you went away- abroad— meet Anne's eves, .

ut eoming o rce me. I thought |
g If it hndn®

mele Clem T helieve 1 should
g for Ut e made Jumped down into the punt heside hor,

t would have killed me.

Jave died, He was so good,

me wee that you had done the enly hon-
grable thing by going away like that,
giving me a chance to chinge my

ghe langlhed hrokenls. ]
e, you see, denr.’’

C Phe Yortune Huntor stared stinight
ail of him down the river, which loy

ling in the morning sunlight.

“and if 1 had come—straight back?
She shiook le

B¢ auked uncertainly.

o don't know,”"  Bie drew n

sigh

“Pen vears s 0 long tine,’

b 1 M

They were both silent
and then she suld:  ““Jdoiin,
pomething | want to ask you

wnys meant—if you ever enme ol
hnt 1 would ask you, Not Leen
don’t trust you, wnot because
thought—tlionght what other
wid was true, but just—just becunse
gust hear vou sny it yourself,''

“Well, what fs jt?"’

i

hix arm,
her pleading eyes.

didn”

:ml‘.'

“It seoma snuch nges nhd ages amo
"

for o Ltiln,
theee s

soinis
thing 1 never have nskod vou—1 neve
wen mentinned inomy lettor, bed T onl

I ever
]ll‘ﬂilll'

The Fortune
Huntar's volee gvas a little hard nod | for freedom, whilst he
gfiant, and she laid o hand qulekly on
e smiled ruefully, avolding

“John!
t met'"

You're
ehe asked ufter
YAngry?  No."

ol gngry  with
t Infment,
He laughed and
"What about this famous (sland% You
don’t seem very anxious fo chow it to
me after all,"
They crqesed the river some way down
{ the atreand, and worked round o back-
water till they eame out ta the mnin!
strenm again, and olose tooa ting island
fringed with drooping willows und cov-
L ered with bracken,
' “Here It {8, Anne sald,  “This 1=
Twhere T ueed to coms when 1 0t par-
v lI;-n]ur]y lonely wud write to rou,'" She
Hooked up at him, and quickly away
ragaln,  *"Tie the punt up, Jobhn, and
we'll o nnd explore ™"
Bhe sprang on Lo the
waiting  for  him, wnl
FInnter s I the bagt
a ltrle eleke feoling nt Lis heart, ang la
purposely Hagerad, uuwilling to vejoin
her !
<0 Whither weors they Ariftfng, e and
v oshe?  What would she think of Hlin
when she knew, as she mast inevitably
Luaw sanner Intwey
| He wished e It w) died Lisfore e Tl
tentersd into the monstrousness of this
Ddeception,  Gal'ty or not guilty, the
1 Jdohn Smith to whem death hnd come In
the woods had been a finer man than
ey honorable enough to go nbroad and
pive the girl wha loved lim 4 ehenee
¢ = &

bank withont
the  Fortune
Theye

nre

Anne ealled to him from the island:
“John!" The Fortune llanter hesi-
tated ; then be made w quick gesture |

“I know what you want to ask—was | of angry impatience and turned to fol |

T—was T guilty?"" he eaild gently.
Khe nodded, her faca quivering.

The Portune Hunter laid a haud oo
either of her shoulders, looking stendily

futo her oyes,

“1 swear by—by my love far you

that 1 was not guiity,”” he said.
“We'll never spenk of jt again,’
riid proudly.
in my leart—1 knev.'
Bha Jaughed and stood up.

.

feom the bank.""
8he waved back,

better see what ho wants.”
They turned the punt landward.

wprang onto the hank,

o4, wy denr,
Jnme,
tele-a-tote,"’

Anne laughed, “‘Well, what
pened "’ she naked, *“‘ubout the
man in the weods, T mean.
ind our wlio he ig%"*

she
“I Lkinew all the time-

A N ow
m going back to my own weat.'' »he
mid, “and we')l go over to the islan.
 boek ! There's uncle waving to us

T suppose ve L

hap-
pouor
Did you

low her

She was standing in a space {rom |
which the ferns had been clenred i
whern the ground was cnrpeted with |
| moms,

“This 1% where 1 wrole my
letter to you,”" Anne sald eogevir,
wisn't summer then, of course,
spring.  ‘The fourteenth of Mar, |
think, and a lovely day. The tree
were  jost ooming  out, Oh, Joitn!
Aren't you longing to see another Eng
Ush spriug? 1 think it is the sl
benntiful time of all the year.'

The Fortune llunter's exes dwelt
wistfully npon her.  “'Every time of |
yvear will he the wmoest beantiful (f T am
with vou,”" he sald, then flushed dorkiy

L

“1 at hig own unwonted cloguenece,
didn't menn you to come back,”' My,
Harding raid, as the Fortune Hunter
1 don’t waunt
T was Just on my way | last night T could never haw
Sorry o have spoilt sour it

He put out his hand nnd cought Ters,
“Yon're turning me wto a poet,” T
declaroil,  'T swenr to you that befure
witld om
thing Ike that, even If my Ufs depended
on it." ) I
“Rut you alld-—years ago,
Y T e frowned.
then, [ wust have forgotten.
“You wrote the dearest letters,””

she «nid.
= “II‘IL

=l

Mr. Harding tool off his hat and ! said swiftly, eager to clinse the shadoy

wiped Lir hot forehead.

LN

bow, 1 have my doubts.

alwayw o line! T detest the wan, '

"Fernia?" said the Fortuue Huuter,

uncertainly,

“Yes; u little rat of a fellow who %Y
Does nothing for
okes his nose Into most
iHr.-
maoruning,
ned swore that he was coming thruu;h

® woods last night and saw @ man '

lives In the village.
8 living, and
t.hinll that don't concern him.
tumed up at the inquiry this

*ve the very mpot where they after
ward feund the body. Y W it
trale who found 7'
”I inte Fernie!" Anne sald.

So do I, my dear,"
Swered, mililly, *'Dut hix Mory

Bomme truth
theory |s
'ff'nl‘l man of hik papers, money
“If'."]t not, and left him,"

In it You wmee,

that the ather man murdersd him,

fippose?'* the Fortune Hunter wslied,

dryly,

‘-Ir Harding luughed,

'm:.:ur! me, no! The
It wan '

b § a8 heart  fallure,

: this other man, and
tean identify hing.'*

th'rho Fortune Hunter stooped and Lied
Bunt to a dead willow

® ropo of th
""'.’.i'r in the b:n
. ":'L:‘I:nl.]l-]nlrnm sounds as If he w!
g}llﬁ," he said coolly.

19 loca] detective or somebody 7"

Ie's o horeid etle man,""

sald vehemently. ]
body, He's got a
and moons poynd tha
l.:nmhl and listening to
Pll'f one's businesh except his own,
lready,"” whe adde
“nrobably kno\:a: !\I;E;n

and low much

boots, and ull ubout you,

tot T "
s h men laughed, and Mr. Iarding  to walk routud |

.!'".' Away,
Well, well, we shall see,

M rathe
;tlnt.lyor::rf

He strolled nw
uy, and th
Unter looked down at ' P
Ol: bim 1llr”m punt,
was frownin
Yomething had upmat
n Ferple,'*
totly, o1y
feeling that
Injury,

dlow  was,

n o lltele,
er,

ns

Oh, T don't know why

” w?t: l:le": nothing In the world to!

1= lle same,
Xy

but I've got the

I#tlpnu."
ortune Hunter | y
lll;ult.mtl.\.'u,“ lmrm.l:;.gh“l

¢ LM onot: I'm not a Lt
h:]t'lo!hut feeling Lefore, but

long?'*

gy s -

No; there are no papers—nothing ' single letter you ever wrote me
to {dentify him at all, unless what thgt you kept mine?
fillow Fernie wavs is true, and, sama-
Fernie was

You kuow it was

her uncle an-
} wlit

AYe 1o be jnvestigated, and (hera LAY '
his
thnt the other man robbed the

und ynir

1. g !
uotsn t suggest by any olance

ght
nteresting wort of gunlbin i
*“What is he

el Anne  suld
He's just a busy- | still love you best
small private Income | something
villaga talking  your
It and minding me

“xpeet he knows all about yoiu |
lier color rising: poet.
t train you eame | making e as
you gave for your giv!

Fernla's )
not a njce character, T myst admit, but resignedly into o prckets,
interefted to find out who but you'll bave

Good-by, you

Fortune munt.
Anne ay she sat | den,

if
*T hate that A )
she broke ont \'l‘lli'li'lh pled.’” There was R

8 always got the kind of | in
some day he will do nye wn | his heart;

he | before

feeling, |
It's the way Le looks mt ll"hu.‘"“'

“You're
1I've uneertainly.

I'va pri-
llt"!'ernle ever since he came  nervously. ' Iel

m a?uu-ud Cottage

from his eyes, “John! U've Kept every

Te pilled her tows
rough!v, nressing her chieck to his sh
der so that she oould not “ee hig e
S8ome duy TIE tell you a
many  things."  he s,
S e beoke off, eeleasing hor
abhruptls “How long {4 it einee Inut
night?"" be asked. 1t séemy as 0t
huve nlways been with you," i
“That's how it seoms (o me, too,"
she said shyly.,  ““dust ae if you've,
wver been nwas. JJuhn, do voa like
me bLettep uow than you did all those
agn? U've sometimes  Deen
thut you'd he disappointed  fn)
hnt T shiouldn't he—as nice look-
ing #s rou might axpect,”
He laughod et that, and she Inughed,

FEArn
nfrall
me-

vomslomld
Lo ol i
his cropped
vy hoped

hoiit, e Liwen
o Hghtuess, e
ving the gray in
Am [ nx benatitul ns
Ll be, Miss Vonity ¥
Kl it e hinnds bebind hed
| wivl considered i --~':m;w'.__\
SYou're better looking,'' =he
al tust, UThere’s soimething in your fues
that 1Y forgotten—-something which 1

T
| with fors

hat,

hacic.

.\lll

doctors have ., wira was not there when-—when |
. | right
but Fernio sticks to his story ..

swears, too, that

fipie foll in love with you,' she wdded
Wl 10 un fmprovement? lie axked
vivisly.
m:-.éj.l'-.‘l.-nui ol “Who's vain h--w"":
she teased. He turned away in pre-
tendml offense, wml she followed |1I1!-\'hlt‘.
Bhe slipped her r.-.mul. through his
rmy,  and ludd her clirelt ngoainst hils
7 cont steave, 1f you were as ugly as—
us the ngliest man in the world,”” sl
with  sudder geavity, 'l
in the world, T1
sapnething  in |
volee, and the way xou leok ulj
s e %' gl htoke off. and gave
him a little prah awny f_ln:‘_l 'll"l'._ )
“Yau sy 1 i turning vou mto n|
) wiofed “Well, you are
sentinental as g school-
conng near you
Wa're golng |
il talk |

on

whaoit you

whe

| TR
Lhe,
laned

N
| again for a long

B nRe | |
'l wrtiie Funter thrust s hands |
)i } vl "\'r-ry “."”',

to do the talking.” i
sipolled  nlong side by slde. |

Anne sald after a mo-

I came in fvom the gar- |

what do

I'hey |
et night,
“After
Upele Clem usked e
o think ! =
¢ vtulidn't possibly guess . :
AV e wao Wore KHng to b mar-

' Lint of luughiter
i Y " Ay on

w volee that struck strangels

b R ot he glanced at her quickly
B answered quietly "
And what did you say? ‘

I told Libm to
, wasn't |

Srnd he? t
cwhat could 1 say
_jt's what wo agreed

9

it !
“Yos
oAl what

* e bit his lip and frownml '
shall T tell him*"" ho - arked

at that, but rather|
! him anything you lke,

1 don't mind."' l

CONTINUED TOMORROW

fhe laughed

a deb oy [ it I
- 4

wWits |

Tuve | =

o b atuaon PETEY —Looks Pramiaiﬁﬁ - .

se
u\ul_:'t A
ere's

T'

o —_
OH! HOWDEDO ©TRANGER ~
NOU FINALLY FOUND A LITTLE
TIME YO CALL ON NovR
ELATWES = WAVE Yovu
BOVGHT ANY MORE ATOMOBILES
LATLLY? | SAW THE Wibow
PRIVING AROUND \N A VURY
HANDEOME CAR~

-

wow po You
o, Toiks ?-
HOW ARE MY
GO0V RELATWVES?

G\®

Z Ak,

) )

SOMEBODY'S STENOG—Beautiful Noises

o
co

s =

'S NONE OF AN BUBINEST VT
Y SEEMS YO ME NOoU'RE PLACING A
WoMAM IN A PoR\YIOM FOR A LOY
O CRATICIEM  WITH YOUR HAMDSOME
IT MAY BE “THE TYTE IN
AVSTRALIA BUT \T'$ MOT THAT MERE ~
AMD DOM™T BLAME ANNBODX BUTY
URBELF \F YOU CAVSE AWY
MMUENT-

-
1% THAY S07°

FURTHER \F |

LWVED HNEARLY

S

P
o

Y WAS A MIFTAKE OF THE MIND-
NOT THE HEARY = AND |

GEY \ ¥ROM MY COUNTELDRY -

GOYTEM ALONG NERY WELL WiTHOLY
e, “THE  ASTIBTANMCL OF RELAMAES -

\E \ MADE A MIBTAKE

WOULD SAY
WAMT  ADVNCE
\'WE

AYRLE A CENYURM - I'VE

V¢

y _ o
SO
i o

-

M LCTTLE =
AS A BUTIFUL MWIECE YO PLFEND ME
AGATHTT WAGGMG TONOULS -
You'RE MOY QF
WILL BID You GOOBBY AND
<L Uooh LU K=

e >

3

A\

WHAY MATTERS WHAT \ STRND FoR
PRETENTS - AN AUTOMORILE YO ME IS
MO MORE ‘THAM A THiMBLE Yo OTHERS

[ w0 COND AREORD \T LETY PERWAPR~
1w | WHATY TOSSWLE S\GNIFICANCE COULD
) [ 1T HAVE WHLETHER

AT CoE'Y MUCH OR
T SHOULD BE YUUR BUBINGESY

TINCE
THAY DIBPOBYTION |

P

A

Gorie THIS 1S A [E AH,BUT PERHAPS f] LISTEA To
AOISY OFFICE! < | U DOANT Loor ]
ITS On THE | AT 1T RIGHT !

ADIGIESTT CORMER “ THINK OF THE
-~ w 't
|4 TH—F{ CITY /| BEAUTIFUL SIGAIFI

1
) R CANCE 1M THE
AOISES “TO) HEAR !

L -

- "\
@?’5‘1\‘5\‘

23
!

THE

SHOUMD OF THE
STREET JARS AS THEY APPLM

/} THE BRAKES AAD BUMPOVER THE
| CROSSINGS - DOESAT IT ALL SOUND
1 BUSINESS - LIKE ? — AMD THE

| POLICEMAAMNS WHISTLE THAT GAVES
| SO AMAALY LIVES THAT WOULD

| OTHERWISE BE LOST IN

AMD THE SOUL-ST

‘ou THINK OF LIFE
AND

) r}?.'_
N\ ~f

TRAFRC | | :

The Young Lady Across the Way

AUTOMOBIES —REMINDFUL OF THE
REWARDS OF HARD WORIK —~OPEMNING
AAND CLOSING ELEVATOR DOORS IAAVE
S UPs it
DOWAMS — A UND =

IRRING HONKS OF

S — i

(=

g FPoo
{ AOISE
HAPPY
B05S5

s 1D

-

| ™

THE oulsr BEAUTIFUL

THAT GETS Ay EARS

5 THE AOISE THE T

IARES CLOSING T~

ASH

oK

Al

AT . _vj ‘

- L ~
(lr_!'-; . J#

By Hayward

By FONTAINE FOX

SCHOOL DAYS

THE POWERFUL KATRINKA

|

The young lady across the way
saxs she's always glad to see that
n boxing match was won on points,

as =he hates to think of them netu-

ally striking each other

Now I'M PoyTid’
A BUTTERNUT

".:.klt'-! YuH CHACKED

™IS

AT ONE f
i FINE .

l

( 00M— | HATE
Q .\]mts COLD WEAHER
\ I \WISH \WE COuLD
G0 SouTit Trns
\INTER ——

l } -\ THtu.a

1) wELe L1
|‘r mE!zg_ﬂuuﬁu )

CHANCE ——— !
NOUR UMNCLE SAID
THAT LAsT NEAr.
\Was THE END —
= AND You
KMOW How WS’
e’

“)

) 50 CONFIDENT—-

g AE

The Hea™ Sauap.

—MES, INDEED ~

S d Hit A BOoX OF
THAT § \WHY M 2

GOLF BALLS Yor.
AXMAS Fole

oy

«

KNOTHING —TAKE

NS

N
SN

———
-
——
= ey
N S
= T W e

- U

SRR N

—_——

NN

N

| MSH | Was

OMNE OF THESE

ORDERLY PERSONS

THAT KNOW JusT

WHERE EVERYTHING
15 ~

ALL WHERE My
TooLs Go To!

719 h
o

By C. A. Voight

>

,'f - UM-— | \WONDER
| CAHAT SIND OF AW

| EYCDIE | CAM MAke
LOS0’s Y CAN GET

| Awad Tois \wintee !

-
Fs

ﬁi
l .

BiLL LET me
Take Youe
PLIERS A
MinuTE !

Nix !

THAT 'S

How | gor
Em!

I
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