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" THE FORTUNE HUNTER
By RUBY M.“ A};R.gs e

eeler Byndicate, Imo,

THIS BRGING THE STORY
good-looking but out o

young O ne Wanter cuns ‘woroes
man's M ne tentity, ho Ande
Privo to . pirt, who {6 srpecting

e from abroo ar _name
Lodga,
Anne ond she [Iwed Of Gy A

were engaged fo be
o ;":' l;‘gw-m neighbor, Ferie,
morrled,  identity and atates that he
aon Roied. . M. Sersmp, as
a n, in on interview, clavifies the
puardion, B hat—that Anne had faith.
"‘1""3'.19‘“ in her lovar's {nmocence
ity hat she waa heiress to a great for-
I ond IR e affirms her faith and says
I tual ime 0of Iheir marriags s in his
the fthotigh he has no right. the
| *, unier 8 fealous of rich Geaf-
Fonter, a na‘n:rd ':;:lr:.":;‘:;:‘:;

ar
reaamuiring M:o',", bub he saves her,
deling to the debt of mn-rutrwlc‘I
I ngmm" haa pried infa tha dea
o, T ggane ,..uf; rebufed, poen off
8 NOTle while the Fortuns Hunter

e,
| uu?ifu’;?:.' fhe Daga and trumks which
' L4

d to ba M,
IR " “i¥D MERE IT CONTINUES

Yortune Hunter took it up re-

H d all that
antly ; perhaps this hel
he r::tad tt; know of the dead man's

; ';hy hesitate to read it when so much

‘was at stoke? Why jib at the last

hen the prize wag so great?
‘T]::;r unconsciously he found him-
gelf turning the pages, rendh:; 'ex;
tracts of the seribbled writing :
“Today a letter from Anne. It only
women wonld not be so fond of hero-

worship: if only they would take n

man, nt the world's estimate of

pm, * * "

The Fortune Hunter rend on, page
after page, forgetting that it must be
guetting late, and that downstalrs Anne
walted for him; his faco was stern and
st In the moonlight when he reached
the end of that eloquent story, then he
flung 1t down with a gort of Cohtﬂ?pt.

“ford! I thought I was a wrong'un,

1L
put now. * *

For the diary had told many things,
and but lttle to the credit of the man
who bad died so tragically that Bu‘rtrm-
per afternoon and the Fortune Hunter
knew now that It had not heen love or
loyalty that had brought him back to
Fngland after so many years, but be-
eanse there had seemed to John Smith
to be no way of ridding himself of n
woman of whom he had wearied long

h ago.
{ ?mf‘;‘!‘ndin: on and on, the Fortune
Hunter completely forgot the errand
which bad brought him upstairs, untll
the mention of Tommy's name In the
diary recalled the boy and the promised
bearskin,

=

Ll

'-n. It lay In the top of the box next the
i B one which Tommy had opened, a great
— W furry robe, into whose folds more than
one book and packet of papers had
worked ita way.
™ The Fortune Hunter paused only to
we it o hasty shaking: then, with it
3 ndled up under one arm, he rushed
— awny to the stuirs, eager to give it to
K the boy and get back to the diary once
more, In fact, so eager was he that he
Tl falled to notlee Anne, where she stood
— W just within the door of his room, her
srms  filled with flowers from the
garden,
8. Bbe had come on an errand of love.
I‘& to place feesh blossoms in the old
e @l fashioned vases in his room, and at the
@ sound of his step on the stnirs had
oe B tarned to wutch him as he hastily de
‘"W eeended them, Hor eyes glowed with
7l fride and love as they dwelt on the
in, an to whom she hud glven her heart,
nstinetively she ran  forwnard and
~ Wl peeped over the banister for a glimpse
o B of him ns he crossed the lower linll,
" And then she saw the phatograph
— W which lny, face upward, on the top step.
. [ Bhe remembersd having almost uneon-
!: wiously noted the flytter of somethine
y white falling from the folded bear ekin
— Wl that was bunched up under her lover's
7 B orm. The flowers fell softly from Ler
-, il Arms an ahe stooped to plek it up.
", It way the photogranh of a woman—

& very beautiful woman, obviously. And
= W neross the bottom of it, in clear, bold
!B writing, were the words:
o "Dear John, with love from Irenis.'
b In splte of the vague misgivings ani
~ @ doubt she might have felt now pnd then
_. | vinee the Fortune [Tuntor came to Som-
v W erton, June had never really disteusted
' ll Mm until now, when ahe stood at the
<7 @l top of the stnirease with the ploto-
— M traph in her hund,
= Ho had said that there had been no
i Wl other woman in his life, nnd it was o
— @ e The thought emcoped her before
_ [l %e wan aware of it, and in a panle she
tried to smother ft,
t John would never bave lied to her:
tre Was some simple explanntien: she
would show It to him, and be would
~ [l Itugh, and everything would be right
— Wl between them again,
" And yet—when presontly she henrd
ol M8 ston  ascending the mtnirs—ahe
_ ) tomed back into they reom, thrusting
= mfhntugrn;nlx into the bosom of Ler

8he was afreid although she waonld
Mt acknowledge 1t even to herself,
sbe know that she was nfraid to Qe -
ton him
The Fortune Hunter came into the
room eagerly,  “‘Have 1 been loug
mmy kent me chattering.' He put
hands on her shoulders, turning her
round to him. **What 13 it, Anne? Are
Iﬂléhun rrk\\'llth nm?"' he asked swiftly.
¢ looked up and away agaln: sh
h‘if‘d to lnugh. y ol
sl "rf'”bv:lf:nunu -f“”o'f““"'l down-
" wWith ommy : COUrs .
t:ﬂ* foolinh," 4 d o He
roat with
"ty i
Oll‘lrn?'
‘In u moment," Le bnrred her way
o the door, “Something han hap-
ned sinee I went: downstairs,"” LI'
naisted.  Iis eyes searched the room
Wiy for a clue. ‘‘Anne, tell me
LB Wbt Qe s, qeart
- "n'l'llm tears rushed to her eyes mt the
tieness of his volce, but she brushed
them angeily away.,
i il!;rr % nothing the matter, noth-
B Please lot mo ko downstairs—it's
< "0 bot here, and my hend nelies, *
= !'lff'u-ll nslde then without n word.
1 B € pasned him, her eyes avoiding
: ﬂ'{'he Fortune Hunter looked after her

& frown, 8 a
Dened, bt omething had hap

LE S

Bhe put her hand to ler
little stifling gestuie,
0 hot here—shall we go down-

=E

whnt*  He shrugged his |
lhouh!rr- thougl ) ;
B, t i >
|l1_ I-un\-u.-u h‘ml ..;:::: wis n line of

Vell, jt woulil have to come mooner

o
'l'nsatelr. he knew: the first doubt, the
a:::': ta;run;--uwnt, nnd  then—then
or Ak ke e life Y
lnllller_ 1¢ walked out of her life the
® Went over to the abled w f
" Hed window
jIu‘l looked oy the 1-..m1 wound away
and ‘ll I“‘hlh- ribbon through the trees
be h“"\;.nrd the town ; the road by which
o 'I\-IT: ruuul- to Bomerton; the road
ome duy be would take again—
LT the waorll. s

mmy called ggnin from the bLottom

fORtalr, “John! John !

A e John !

nn?*ﬂuum.' e Fortune Hunter
oe Blowly downstalrs,

ell—whnt jg jeo

My raised D
from 4 preoccupied face
.".' ot!“ task of arranging his bear

shoulders, ‘‘Buch a bore. I mup

he asked,

1 believe T have,' he sald.

much uge for one bear shooting.'’

dryly,

one there."

bow tle inte place.

turned away,

rtiown to be Introduced to Geoffry Fos-
er.

troduced them—‘'this {s John.'

volees, and the Fortune

shook hands,

Somerton.""

stendily,

uncomfortable,

"“It'u all rot," he growled as the For.
tune Hunter eat down beside him.
"“Why should we all dress up like idiots,
Jnst beeause Foster chooses to comne to
dinner?"’

‘“You don't like him?** Tommy
nltrug:ed hia shoulders.

"‘Oh, he's got a decent launeh,”” he
suid evasively.

But it was very evident during ln-
ner that Tommy was not particularly
friendly with Foster: he hardly spoke
te. him, and when he did it was either
to contradict something he had maid,
or to raise an argument about {t.

Foster took 1t all good-naturedly ; he
nxfirhmmeli most of his conversatinn tu
Anne,

‘*Bo  there will be a wadding in
Somerton soon, L suppose?’ he sail
turning pointedly to the Fortune Flunt-

sleepy  village.''

The Fortune Iunter losked quickly
down at Anne, nnd was surprised to see
the distress in her face.

“I don't know that thera will be

wedding in Bomerton at all,”” he an-
| swered esolly, ‘T mueh prefer the lden
of going to London myself, 1 hate o
| ot of fuss,
Mr. Ilarding broke in agltatedly.
| “Ifut, my dear boy, surely yon're not
wing to deny us the little pleasir
down here. Why, gracious me, 1've
vlanned it all In my wind—TI've even
fotted down notes of the speech I shal’
make,""

“Oh, Uncle!"" gaid Anne, laughing
Tommy laughed, too,

“Unecle loves n fuse in the villnge,'
he snld.  “'Don't you have it. Joha:
I'd hote It myself, (Mear off to lLan-
don by the first troin, that's what |
would do, and get fixed up with nobody
in the ehurch."

“T don’t ree why we need tall
nbout it, when there's nething at al
nrranged,' Anne said rather constrain-
olly, **And, anyvwav, there secems to he
rlenty of time,*” she added under lim
breath, so that only the Fortune Hunter
beside her caught the words,

“Plenty of time!'" he echoed, ““What
do you mean?"

Wer lips curved into a bitter little
smile,

Only that you eeem to have quite
forgotten what we arranged—Ilong be-
fore you eame home,'' she answered,
then she turned pointedly from him and
spoke to Geoffry Foster,

The Fortune Hunter clenched his
handa; he hated the man, e hate!
the way in which he looked at Anne—
the wuny he addressed her by her
Christinn name, Confound the fellow's
impertinence, Then he almost laughed
at himself; what right had he to be
angry, he who was a vagabond im-
postor?

After dinner ha dellberately stayed
nt the table with Mr. Harding, and
did not even glance Anne's way when
he saw Foster follow her from the room
but his heart wns racing with passjon-
ate jealousy and Indifnutlnn 8o that he
could hardly steady his volce to reply
to Mr. Harding's remarks,

“It was only n joke, John, all that
nonsense about your wedding,'' he said
dieertly. "*You must plense yourself, of
course, und then you will please me
Anne shall have everything just as she
wishes,'’

“You are very good, sir."",

““Not at nll, T love Anne: she has
heen everything to e eince she eame
to live here, and 1I've always tried to do
my " hest for her.'!" Ile paused and
knocked the ashes from his cigar, It
would break my heart If anvthing hap-
pened now Lo spoil her Hfe,"" Lie added
deliberntely,

**She's not like an ordinary woman,
but you know that, John, 1 don't need
to tell you, There's not ene woman in
a thousand who would have stood by
you as she did, bless Ler, and not
becuuse there were no other men want-
ng her, mind you. Why, Foster therse—
humph! But of course you kuow."

.1)"‘}‘".

“And she's not very young, either,*

"Flight and twenty, though she doesn't
look it, does she?'

“Eight and twenty?" the Fortune
Hunter ecliond, *Why, I''—lie stopped
nbr:u'lly. “Yes, of course," Lo mh{wl.

"“She was eighteen when you went
away,"" Mr. Harding said, his eyes
fixed on the young man's face.

“Yes, she wus eighteen,' the For-
tune Hunter echoed dully,

“*Bo you're neither of you cohlldren,
the old man went on, “‘thongh she still
|seems o child to me.  You're—how
| old, John%'*

‘I ghall be thirty in Decembor.*

There was a little wilenes, and u
queer gleam shot into Mre, Harding's
eves, then be put down the stump of
kis clgar and rose,

“Well, shall we Join the others,
they're In the deawing-room, I ex-
peet ¥’

They erossed the hall together, but

ing-room the room was empty.
|  The long Irench window which led

in and out on the evening brevge,

Harding sald. “‘I've got some letters
to write, o you'll excuse me, 1'm sure
you'll find Anne in the garden,'

“Yes—thanks.''

But the Fortune Hunter made no ef -
fort to find her; he wandered restlossly
round the room, staring animlessly at the
pletures and ornaments,

Yer n sofn np the foot of his bed
Nothing ; only Aung uhutd ;n to

CONTINUED TOMORROW

tell you that Geoffry Foster Is coming
to dinner tonight.'" He shrugged his

wa'll have to dress for dinner, all of
us.'  He looked up with sudden inter-
est. ‘I say, have you got a dress suit?"’

The Fortune Hunter smiled cynically.

Tommy looked embarrassed, ‘'O,
well, T only nsked,”” he satd apologet -
lrnllz. ‘I know you couldn't have had

u

"'No," the Fortune Hunter agreed
*There wasn't exactly much use for

But he was rather pleased with his
nppearance that evening when he had
fixed the last stud and struggled his

The mirror in his wardrobs door
showed him a tall, well-set-up man,
with Immneculately imuhed halr and &
well-cut dinner jacket, and he made a
wry grimace at bis reflection before he

“If things wers only what they
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Something, At It, Lady?

THERE "TMEM ARE MM~
A HONCH WD

HERE~ ‘TMERE
TME CALM BEFORE
T™ME [STORM=

GIVE TMEM TWO WEEXE
OF MARRIED LUIFE AND THEY
WONY BE BITTING AY ANY ROWD
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seem ! The thought went through his
mind with great bitterness ns he went

"'Geoffry——"" {t was Anne who iIn-

L WHAT ARE “TOD ALL
GAPING AND
STARING AT T
ISNT MY HAT
OA STRAIGHT?

There was a shy sort oiﬁrlda in her

unter  was
quick to pee the unfriendly gleam In
the other man's eyes an they formally

“Er—pleased to meet you." He
spoke with a slight drawl, *‘Heard so

600D MORMING ~ WHAT -

THAT YYOU'RE A
HEROINE! DID

much about you, don't you know, but
never thought we should mses you at

The Fortune Hunter met his gaze

“I've always had a reputntion for
doing things that are not expected of
me,"" he said quietly, and turped away
to speak to Tommy, who had Hmped
Into the room, looking very cross and

PRETEND!
WE KANOW
ALL ABOUT

Yu SEE THE
ANEWS PAPERS T

er, "It will be quite an event In our
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The young ludy across the way

says she saw by the pnper that n
very well known Industrinl Aleohol
Company couldn’t pay its last divi-
dend and she guesses there isn't
much drinking among the industrinl
classes any more, 1t's so expensive,
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Mr. Hamling went on after n moment., |

GASOLINE ALLEY—One or £Other

I

though the lights wero on in the draw- |

YOuR OUSIN IRWIN Down
HOME WAaS A NEW CAR AND
HE GAVE ME A FiNE RiDE
| R N ITy

[into thie garden stood wide open, umi|
the soft muslin curtains were Honting |

“In the garden, I expect,”” Mr. |
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