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By RUBY

~ THE FORTUNE HUNTER
‘M. AYRES

“The Bachelor Husband,” ““The One Unwanted,” ete,
Adﬁtrcf :?op::wm by Wheeler Byndicale, Ino, i 'y ‘

A

A N OLD, old man!' Fernie found
s the words echolng  dismally
) rough his mind as he went on bis
wAT. .Thll was what he was—an old
" man whom nobody wanted—a quarrel-
goma old busybody hig won had ealled
bim, and he chuekled softly. to himsell
an l!w recalled the Fortune Hunter's

“ s
‘I shall never mee him again.'" old

seinie thought, and his d}‘ll‘[ll‘l‘ sleps
| bame again to u standstill, and onee
% A aore he looked back at the house behlnd
L0 the trees. 1o knew in hiw heart, what
neither Mr. Harding nor Anna lell
.'nlm.'d. that in the morning the For.
* tune Hunter would have gone— vanished
from thelr lives us strangely and sid-
denly as he had antered them—and with
sudden determination le begun to re-
trace his stepw, bis teeth gripped tight-
¥ over the stem of his pipe, bis brows
n shaggy frowp.
.{?g:‘d:::ll not 3:'! 1'Il not have my
son kicked out aw if lu-.’l'i done sowme-
thing to be pshamed of.' 'ﬂu l;li(! .;i;ll
man argued, ilogleally to himse 8 w
fully blinding himself to the fuct lm..
the Wortnne Huuter had, done lllmru
things of which' he must be ashamer .
He went round by the road, keeping

L]
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Adwmirers af this popular
writer of love sforics will
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“A Man’s Way”

Begins tomorrow on this page.

*“John "

The Fortune Hunter did nor move
for a moment, then he turned round
«lowly, nlmost as if some one had lnid
hands ton his shoulders and compelled
him agalnst his will,

His face was deawn and haggard ; all
ita gay carelessness had gone, and he
looked yenrs older and wsadder, she
thought broken-heartedly, as she 1ifted |
her arms and put them around his
neck, |
"I sald if you left me T should follow
you to the ond of the world,'" she sald, |
and ber volee was quite steady now, her

eyes met his unfalteringly, ‘T love
you: thers s no  happiness for me
without you.'

He laid his hands on ler wrists, |

trying to unciasp the arms that held
him,

“It's impossible—think what they |
wil all sny—what the world will say®
Think what I am-—what 1've bLeen,
Let me go—lot me go!"

as much as possible to the shndows nnd
~ out of the moonlight until h‘l' reached
' the gate of Cherry [.odge garden.

fhen he looked up 0t l.hp‘ l.r..,:].':
window anu
There was n light in one 0%

one in the siady downstairs.

Fornie laid his hand on the Inteh of |

nstairs light |
the gate to lift it the dow |

fiickered and went out.
Wall—he could wait.
He had been up nll night moere times
brfore than he could remember, nod ",".
night the game was we'l \\l-rlh. thie
candle, 1le fumbled in the pocket of
his jacket for .tobacco and  matches,
refilled the empty pipe, and lenned back |
ngainkt the closed gute, his eyes on the
light tn the surrounding trees .
Then the church clock on the |-|.w-|-
struck twelve, Old Fernie coughed
,mervously, rammed the tobacco further |
‘down intn the bowl of his pipe, lm.l _Im
altered  his  position

That was all,

oy or

nevey
pgninst the gate.

Some one ejxe besides vld Fernie hnd

kept watch during misty |

YT pight, and, when the Fortune IHunter

dropped from his window into the gar- |

den below, Anne eaw him steal awany

across the lawn through the breaking
dawn. i

She hoad not ciosed her eyes all night.
In her heart she hmd known that lh]h.
would happen, and - thofit o moment’s
Lesitation, she cilig..d nnd
went out on to the landing.

There was wo sousd by the house, |
but as she weni swifvly down (e stales
sme ope moved in the shadow of th
stindy door and Mre, Hardiog came to-
witril hes,

“Anne! Where are you going?"’

b She stoml quite @lll,
off with shaking hands.
wild when she answered Lim.

“lHe's Sonie
nieani and
121 whiy

thnt  long,

upy a wrap [

hime |

Her vardee was

wurning

somehow |
I um going
if

e ppught hier hinwls in Lis

in, with hihme |

ever loved

me go s

Liv eheery faee was full of hard dis.
Lens,

My "Think what !
It's the best for ps wil to let hilm go. |
He knows that the whole thing s iw-
possible, IF he staxs, what happlness
ean there be for you with

lear ! meats !

| Arins,

can't

f you can say tenthfully that yon
don't want me—that you don’t love e |
' Bhe began, then her voive hroke.
“"Oh, my dear, do yon think I care
what any one snys? 1've thought of it
all, and it means nothing to me—notl -
ing! 1 ean forgive the past, it's noth-
ing any more, beeause 1 love yon,''

“I've nothing to offer you; it's im- |
possible, | 1

Do You love me**

He tried not to meet her eyes, but
they seemed to draw him agninst Tus
will; he tried desperately to deny ler |
even then.

“lLove isn't  everything—If 1
Then suddenly he broke down : his hend
fell forward till it vested on her shoul- |
der, ond she turned her face nnd kissed |
bis hair.

For a long time neither of them |
gpoke, then the Fortune Hunter sahl |
hoarsely: ““Anne, you must go homs:
yYou shouldn't have come—I[ any  one
saw you follow me——-""

“They did ses—uncle and your fath-
er."t Bhe spoke ealmly, shie even sl
into his troubled face, “What can they
ay® T am nor g child, and 1 have
chosen for myveell: T have ohosen vou
Wherever sou go 1 shall go with vou,
You teil me to go home; 1 can only do
thut if you come with me, for my howe
g with voy,"'

She stoo] bark from
looking earnestly into hix fuee as 0t
willing him to understand that every
worid she spoke was spoken from her |

him o little,

{ heart, and not on the impulse of the mo-

ment,

“You say you have nothing to offer
me, I don’t mind that, 1 huve zome
money- o, dear, don’t turn away, |
want you to be glad, nor sorry, he- |
cnuse it menns thiot we ean go away to-
gother—somewliere' — she fultered ]
litele—"nmd  begin  life ngain,  You
ecan work, amd I shall be there for you |
to work for. .

“T don’t mind where you go, 1 don't
mind what von de She  broke
down into sudden erying.  “Ohb, if you |

| thoose to sweep n crossing 1 shall he

only oo happy te stanid
rather thon be left alone ™ she sobbed
hotween tenres and lnughter, " And after
thut don’t you dare to tell me | must
not ecome with yon!™”

He stooid Tor o woment not gnswer-
ing, his eyes on the barren fiold and
the indecision o his fave seemd slowly
to change 1o o strong determination and
resalution.

Then he turned and took her in Iu.a’

beside  von

looking down into her tear-wet
face with something like udoration In
bis exes. *“*1'm ‘not worth it, 1 ought |
to be down in the dust at your feet, but
I can't send you away, my dear, I’

O We'll go away together and

F_.ﬂ”k‘ his name:

f"'

“tho best way

! sudden Wenknens,

can’t trust—a man who how led
you, and X
She bLroke

hitn, und he loves me.

tin

In passionniely : “l love

If hie goea, ||
shall nover be happy agnin.’

“The mnn's worthless,  1Ie's tuken
ot Ask aay one whnt |

they think, My dear, Td give the worlid

to gee von happy, but thin way Is (-
pargihile,””
She harvdly seqmied 1o heir ;

she braks |
from him gl ran o the front door,
draswing boack the bholts with I|'|-.-n!l1|||',:l
fingera

“You're keenlug me; vou're wasting

oman You | begin Jife again, and you shall never

regrer it as long ax you Jive. " '|'iwn’
lie bent his head and kissed her,

He took her back presently to Chepry ’
Lodge, nt he would not go in with
her, and she smiled a rendy assent when
hie waid he would go down to Long End
Cottage.

There was no longer a doubt of Lim
in her heart: the last eloud und mis-
itderstanding had  been swept o way
forever; she knew (hat he loved hep py
she Joved him, and that nothing could

freparite them ngoin.

She went into the house with sueh
happiness in ber eyes that Mr, Harding |
conld find no words with which to greet |

time, Oh, T don’t care what you say: | Ber when they met in the ball, but she |
it mukes no difference.””  She Hung his | “'J,'.'I."*i to Ilf“" 8L Onee. :

band off when he would have detained & uele, m going to be married.
her, Lot me go, unless you want | 5000, I think—in a day or two—and

me to hate you. You've all been pgalust |
him ever slnee he came -sot and Tom -
Iy==wo"ve both teled o ruin my hap-
Piness."* '

we're going abrond somewhers, '
Clem Hurding gove a stified exely-

mation,

Oy dear; | beg of you— fop vour

Anne dragesd Uie dao T, own  sike—1  want  your huppiness,
into the garlen, the white wi ap My ing heaven knows," more than unytiing on
A 2 L varth '

Aronnid boee Tk misty wings,

Bhe ceached the eate et hless gl
sahbing It was sliat, ned for s few
seconds ghe Dungled with the lge

Wihieh way il Lie gope? Whieli
way? Was slie ton Jute alrepds* She
started 1o ran down the mond v
fram the villnge, then stopped, sobhing
tearlessly and weinging her hunds.

There wan o slgn or anybods o1 the
long, barven vound, und, half disty i
with dread, she had (urned to go
towanrd the village when she
nie,

His old face looked jaded 5nd
In the morning lisot, ‘and i
womething nathetle In hin eyes 5 he
spproached her, hat in hand,

Anne broke ont  piteousiy - i,
which way did he go? Whicl w

Old Fernie polntod up the Pt
the stem of his plpe

“He thought T didn't ses 4o
Miss Harding,”" he suid Logrsols
that's the way he went ' Ho il his
bludlun her avim.  “Hring him Lok,
my dear,”” he (mplored “hrly
back."’ : i brtng

Anne could not ankwor
up the deser
Hitle village.

Too Iate! Too lute

HlEW

th
P BN
I
i

She i

ted road and through the

! Bomething s

tuge, when

lo lighting tives,'”
Lure
and stood watehiig while the Fortune
Hunter ecoaxed the five luto a blaee and
tdded some pleces of vonl,
lttle dazed, but after n moment he drew
s armehule up to the fire and touched |
the Fortune Hunter on the shoulder.

said,
' inake some coflee, '’

She lifted her foie and Kissed Lim,
O oson dos theny son will come anmil
teome mnreied, ' she salds Phere s

only one wnn in the world for wme, |!

tan L oenve ahoul the past

I think I've

forgotten §t aleendy, bur | know—pgnd
e Knows
to be all right.™*

thnt the future Is Botng

Ol Fernle was on bis hands gl

knevs teving to coax o smoky fire ra

e In the kitehen at Long Fnd (ot -
the Fortune Hunter lifred
¢« door lateh and waolked in,

For n moment his son stoopg watohing

him unheard! then he went forward nnd
ook the bundle of chips from the old
foun's welnkled honds

U do that," he sald:  “1'm used
Old Fernle did not |

he Just rose stiffly to his f|‘|-1|

He lonked a

VSit down and warm yourrelf," he
“We've both been up all night, |

He came bock presently with some

o eups nnd an earthenwire jug.

;I'; Hn'ﬂ‘:‘_llw words mockingly o er “So you're not tired of Somerton |
‘l.\»"hrf‘ 1 by had she not been quivker ¥ xet, then?" he asked with a twinkle
“_'.‘ ind  she hesitated w 1o ‘1in his oye, as he had asked the Forp-

it did anything else In the woe ld ! tune Hunter once befors when they met

matter if she had lost him? Her |
WaK strong cnough (o forgive the
Strong  enough to fars whateye o7 |
awnitiog her in the future
The flimsy weap whe wore was dnnp
;\'itll; the morning mist, gnd when sone
nstinet turned her flying feet th b
the wood the A tnga
;4! the undergrowtl cnught her and tere
t. But she weni
lh':.' came to the
other side and saw the 1ort
rtune Hunter
standing by the five-barred gate,
8he stood sti]] ¢

her breath coming in
nneven gawps, the rellef nrm - fo
found him wlinost too great to be

Ho  stood looking out
rown, biarren finld,
pale sunlight touching hiv wan faoe

Anne orept nearer to him,
making no eound over the soft
tIl she.was close beside him,

Nerosy

Eroumd
Then she

|

_

ri b Al

on the bridge one morning,
thine Hunter looked up

. n monent, he added ;

The Fore- |

“Not yer,” he said, ang then,

after
“And ‘

iIf T may,

I'll tuke bnek the refusal of l}u]p you
mude me the other night.'"

He rose to his feet. **If you'l] glre‘

brambles and bare twgs | me a bhand, I'll make good vet, I give
You
on unheeding li”_‘!h:nhnl and laughed almost apologetic-
small eleariug on the | ally

my word of honor.”  Then he

“1 suppose you think that wuud-|

M'Bhe's

[queer?'" he ndded,

Fernie held out his hand.

hen, consclous of a | going with you?'" he nsked blunily. i

The Fortune Hunter looked

nwny

having | from the old man's wrinkled face to
borpe. | Where the sunshine had chased away
tie | the river mists and the golden mutumn
the first streak of [Unts made 8 wonderfi) buckground for
Ithe river, and his heart was full of &
hor foat | great thankfulness and humility as he
answerod @

“Yes, thank God ! ’
THE END

mrq:ﬁbnps;.ste_ 'Em, Tige!

THAY - STRAP UP-

NOVRE MO GOIMG Yo WHIP “THAT CHILD -
| DON'Y CARE. WHAT HE 1D . HANE
'L Loox

AFTER WiM =~ JUBY BECAVSE MY
BANE ME WOMTY Go Yo 8eD -

G—Ah, Ha!

= T NOU WHIPPED An ELEPHAN'T M GOING

WATH A STRAP LIKE THAT THE Yo un‘\m:m-

. N; MOV ™ JAL FoRm L 1‘1‘?&:\4 Him
AN il 10 RESPRLY

YOV'RE NOYT GoOING ‘N THERE- YHAT'S
ALL= HANG “THAT STRAP VP ANP MY
POWN AND READ YouR PAPER -
'LL TAKE CARE OF THAT

A Romance! -

AWD 0BEY ME-

AND GEY A

WHY DoM'y You Go Y

TOME NAILS I1m 1I'y YO Wwip
MM W™ 7 ToRTURE Him-
PUT A WHIPPANG POEY
VP, 1IN THE HOVSE-~

-
L]

FNCK AND WY

By Sidney Smith

'

ﬁ;h‘\' PO XoUu WANT ME Yo

Il]{iilgf-lw .-J:
il

[ WHIP MIM WITH? A COvPLE ]

|  OF OBYR\CH.FEATHERS ? ,

THAT'S THE WIND OF PARENYTS \

YO HAVE — MNICE AND GEwWTLE - ONE .

OF THOSE ¥IND TAREMTE WO

GIVE THE WD CHLOROFORM m
]'i = iy A

BEFORE WHIPPIMG HIM=

amr # 3000

WHY =1TS THE HAANDSOME
RECEIVING TELLER AT THE
BAAK WHERE I DEPOSITED

ISNT THE WIND ——
GLORIOUS ? SO AMd'r
MONES 1S SAFE AT

ES ! BUT DU KloOwW
IM AOT RECEIVIMG
TELLER THERE

YOUR BANK

TOGETHER !
—~

I OWA THE BAMNK AlOwW !
TAKIAIG THIS TRIP FOR

MY HEALTH!
TO MEET “OU !
TELL ME WHERE Ytou SToP
AT PALM BEACH. WE WILL
HAVE A GLORIOUS TIME

HOW FORTUNATE
YOUL MUST

By Hayw

OH=~ HE TALKS
JUST LIKE - LIKE

The Young Lady Across the Way

GASOLINE

The young Indy
. 11

acrross the way

says that even if it should turn oul |
to he
learned how to make synthetie golil
and they v
large quantities that it wonldn't be
worth nuything any more, we'd still
bave paper money, which is more
convendent

teiae that the Germans have

manufacture it in such ‘

nuywny.

PETEY—Nothing Up the Sleeve

D

THE TOONERVILLE TROLLEY
A A ;
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st

77

‘hm-

-
WITH S0 MANY COUNTERFEIT BILLS

FLOATING AROUND, THE SKIPPER WONT

TAKE ANY CHANCE ON PAPER MoNEY

HANDED To HIM AFTER DARK UNLESS HE.

CAN

EXAMINE IT BY A LIGHT A GooD DEAL

STRoONGER THAN THE CAR HEAD~LIGHT.

V

‘CAAA SPEADS A SLEEPLESS BUT
HAPPY AlIGHT. SHE AAIADS AOT
THE TOSSING OF THE SEA FOR
IT 1S5 IN KEERPING WITH THE
Ry THAIC DANCING OF HER
HEART ((Ju BOY, WHAT A POETS!)

WIANTA
we
GITT™

Been
T

AL

GREAT GosH | AW, WHATCHA
SPoul. oul. IUGE fom
ony
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- -3 .la By DWIG

LL WANE KD DEATH TRAP
LImE T i FRONT O
TRE wvose, wow !

oo CAM JoT T
WO Sowe oTwer Seol
To Wil YOURSELVES ov=

A Bo Va3 WD
Evouen Tme To STawo UP
BT erenim’ BUNES

Y

L1

! oe

P ..

IHAT'S THE MATrER WITie
.| HIM = HE'S 4 HICE GUY OR-
1 wouLD'T HaNE IWTRODUCED
Him ToNou — BRAINS - COOD
: LOOKS ~ EVERYTHING'

g

— | KMo\
UNCLE PETEV

BUT, HE uwaeaj £
HIS EARS AND '
| Can
THAT— HE'S
IMPOSSIBLE.

T STauD (

HNEVER FinD EmM.

— HNOoW I M

-

ALLEY—Walt Doesn’t Know If's an 8. 0. . . ;

ARE LOoKiuG For \DEALS —Youle
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- By King

Now LeTs see
RADIO FANS ARE DoING.
MANBE | ¢AM PICK AN
EARFUL OF Music ouT
OF THE AIR
———

WHAT THEe

O MsTA |
WALT —

[ | CAM HEAR éOMEE?-OD\i'fJ\
EAEY BAWLING- JUST
AS PLAIN !
\\-__ —y
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