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& AND HERE IT CONTINUES

M QUITE happy now,”' she told
FSim, 'You know.'' she ndded with
Riden burst of confidence, *I—I wag
2 little b —jenlous bocuunr——bo’-l
| you nm‘d next door mo long.
fortunate whe was not looking
§im, or she would have seen the
aage in his face, “‘It’s horrid of me,
ow. and poor Mrs, Fernald is so
sor—the doctor has been there
his moroing. Ob, T am afraid
Fernald In very 111, indeed.’’
n's arm dropped from her

.li: afrald he is,"" he sald, -
bare was n little silence; Jane came
L’i ‘u;'lstresa wants you; Miws
£ .ll
y n 1p.
.“:prl .‘ Do you mind?"" Bhe
M into Lils grave face. ‘‘I wonder
1 wlll‘rter really come,'’ she
harumvaly. “or AL It's all just a
o Mot i

took her hand and held it
" course it will come,'” he sald
" emotion. *I am going to
§ you the happlest little girl in all

A i boast when only the low hedge
'} l|la|m from bis youth and tge
n Iu\loml‘

CHAPTER XXIII
- fx A Strange Wedding -«
#8 Mlly woke that morning with the

welding day! Hhe went to the
“51 opencd it wide to the dewy
e kissed her hand in the
of Manor Dyke; she won-
doved 10 Joan were ;wah‘e“:.uo. ngd it
g Srare an bappy And exc as she,
"Bhe was dressed and dowmstairs be-
fore Jane's llnr:f head had left the pil-
{ the morning seemed to fly.
3 ":3 the boys to dress in their
mits s

L] .
bt

3 clean collars. Mrs. Dan.
id to dress and to presunde that
pey to London would not kill

ke
oM

Fl | hﬁlt her temper wonderfully
fhesugh It all; she never had a moment
{ h to' think of herself. It wna
ly when Mrm Ashford arrived that
pemembered that she was the bride

#8 should bave been the center of

o viear is very cross with Mr.
Harden for not heln, marriél here, or

st in a church,'’ Mre. Ashford told

. “But all the same T am coming

‘to see you safely marrled. Now, my

. , tun along and rest, or you'll be
9 out. leave your methor te me—

politl il ma her—yes, and the boys too,

ane with you; you must want|

$ one to help you dress."’
olly never remembered how she got
[ d at all; the time seemad to By
B In & whirl; it was only when they
all in the teain and on their way

- L that she an to think.

8 What & muddle it had been! Bhe
't w that people in Little Helpton must
b gn about her unconventional
. , but whe did not eare. Bhe sat
' mother, and tried not to look
B at the boys; they looked so ulicommonly
and well behaved. Bhe loved them
Al 20 mych: how ghe would miss them
the future. S8he made up her mind
§ phe would always haove ot least one
em staying with her at Manor

Irs. Dangerfield was tearful and
Bikiscent,
It ooly your dear lather had been

aliw,"” she said over and over agaln,

4 4m 00 Il and incapable. I ghull never

[MSakke to get through tho ceremony
t breaking down, Molly,"’

YOh, yos, you will," Molly asmure!
Eheerfully, ‘It will be very short,

e _shorter than if it bad been in ue|.

e was too excited to be critical:
Mardly realised that she was look-
F best In the simple cloth froek
M black hat In which she had chosen
. married,
obn Hardon met them at Padding-
t Ie wore an ordinary lounge sull
8 soft {elt hat, but Wharton at his
QW wax lnsmnenlute inoa tall eoat ani
spate: lie grinned ut Molly ner-
Ny and shook hunds,
=i Hie had never been more surprised in
s Ufe than when he had been asked to
! A nt mln_.
. "'l baven toa friemd in the worl] 1
to ask, Ilarden had explained
MBtralnedly. “‘And it's only & matter
E form after all; wo it you don't

Wharton did not mind, but he real-
M that he looked nu-l more lllmr the
oom than Harden did,

JAE wan not in tho least like & wed- | ®

r except for Wharton's silk hat and
Bich of flowers whirh Mrs. Danger-
- sinted on carrying. ‘They drove
g0t registrar's in taxicnbs—Wharton
W Harden in one, Molly and her
ot'er In another, Jane and the boys
e, Ashford packed into a third.

den looked out of the window into
Munuy street; ho was very pale;

2 e;v':: a little nerve Jerking in his

1 think iv's going t in,"’ i
: ing Whlrlofﬁl 2};{ rain,"" he %aid,
Billy, thougli there wa
_-ily, s not m cloud
Bnlll{.ulllllel":he:lr b;:th k|new it.
Sario ' ved when the drive
nded ; he thought it wan the :-t:.n:t
. .W!Y of getting marrled he had
W deurd of: he felt rather sorry for
e poor little bride., He could not
. nnd Harden “at all; from time
N0 he looked af him with pussled

df .
e n‘fhtnr'u office was in a side
and not &ulluullrly cheerful ' a
Irehhlm Fathered apround the door
& they waw the cabs pulling up;
b vere uped to woddings, buf they
A 1o stare all the xame, They com-
8 loudl{ on Wharton's gray spats
o%y took It for granted that he was
Litidegroom,
. ‘?'ﬂl‘l‘ :Itn;olf wu:l s m‘ciurn-
:uo i he stared at Molly,
g Nr r to sit down. He tu‘vrl
ooy to _stop talking: he offercd

hgerfield a chair,

S room was dingy and smelt of ol
AD_smpty grate

' with' shivinm
N

oty iy

'y
|

think 1t js.”"" Wharton ngreed | .

ward ghe could not remember the mce
tual ceremony. It was so vague and
unreal, but there cameé a moment when
the awoke from her trance, and fou
her mother kissing her and crying, an
lb%h”l demanding, to see Ia ﬂl‘l‘-.
he raised her eyes to Hn 's face,

Ho was not looking at ber, but
Wharton was, and there was something
in his expression that made her feel a9
it she wanted to run away and cry: he
looke! somehow “sorry,’ thought.
I "Allhli 80 !lhhun hl.tlt m.' ":?l dl:n.-
er,"" Mra. pgerfield was ng .
u.-r{ullr. ‘"1t necmn only yeaterd t‘nt
nhe was a le mite in white kn
and a blug sash—the prettiest little
thing you eVer saw, I assure &
this last to Mpa. Ashford, who was
vainly t Ing to soothe her,
3 1:'1{':1! er lip to kecp hernalf from
a of tears; she touched Harden's
.m‘ .

“"Oh, let us go!l'' she said in a
whisper,

He turned at once, and presently he
and Molly were driving away,

+ Bhe clasped her bands nervously in
her lapi; her heart was beating up in
her throat; whbat was he goiog to say
to her, she was wondering?—he bhad
hardly spoken yet. i

This was the wonderful moment; sh
was his wife, Nothing in the wo!
could undo that fact.

#he thought with sudden heartache
of the church at Little Helpton, where

windows and butterfiles flew among
the graves in the quiet churchyarl, Bhe
winlied she lind been married there; she
wished, oh, she wished a thousand
things that came crowding to her brain
like bits of goasamer, touching her, and
Eel always cluding her, never letting
er quite granp them.

A sharp turning In the rond flung
her a1tlnst Harden's arm, and for the
first time he seemed aware of her pres-
ence, and looked down at her.

“Well, my little wife?'' he "Idf

1t the words were, an effort, Molly did
not reallze It. AL

+\Oh,'" she sald with a sigh of con-
tentment. *‘I am »o ‘glad it’s all over;
aten'tiyou?"'

He Inughed with o sort of relief and
slip an arm round her.

Tt was rather an ordesl,’’ he ad-
mitted. *‘‘And now we're just going. to
begin a long holiday''—he put a hand
beneath her chin, turnlnl her face ug.
“May I be allowed to kiss you?l" he

asked,

She raised ber lips unhesitatingly and
kissed him with all her heart.

“I'm—ob, so bappy!' she said.

The - luncheon passed off merrily
enough; Wharton wasgthe li{e and soul
of them all; be made several funny
little speeches and pt the boys in
fits of laughter; even Mrs, Danger.
field condescended to put her handker-
chief away and smiled; everybody was
looking cheerful when at last it was time
for Molly to leave,

‘‘T sha!l be back soon, wvery wsodn,”’
she eald over and over again as she
kissed the boys. They objected to being
kissed, as a rule. but this was a great
excoption. “*And 1'I1 bring you all lovely
presents,’’ she promised.

But there was n lump in her throat;
she hnd never realized how well she
loved them until now, .

H#he was glad that Harden had sgreed
to & honeymoon in London. T.ondon
was not very far {rom HHelpton, and

she whispered to Ned that she would
have them all up one day soon and
take them to a theatre. She kissed
Mre. Dangerfield many .times; ahe even
kiseed Jane In the general flurry and
confusion.

Harden looked on with a amile; it
was all unreal to him; it aeemod im-
passible that after this afternoon there
would be no getting rid of Molly again—

his life and hers.

He was relleved when the good-bys
were sald and he ang Molly were xeated
In the taxi that was to take them
away. The boys swarmed round the
door: he knew that Ned had tied a
white shoe to the back axle. Wharton
was distributing confettli from a bag
whieh be bad concealed in hin coattalls.
A generous dose of champagne had
made him flurhed and excited; he ealled
loudly for three cheers as the taxzi be-
gan to move nwlg& .
¢ A telegraph y dashed down the
ntepn of the hotel and after the taxi.
The driver stopged.

1arden took the yellow envelope from
the boy's hand and opened it,

I'r‘l(:nngratulltluns. suppose,’’ he
said.
There was a moment's silence, then
the paper fluttered from his hand ; Molly
grabhed it up and read the mesnage.

Whartog, watching, saw the Ilast
canvylsion that crossed hér faco—saw
the way she lookdd st ber husband ;. then
with an effort Harden roused himself.

““There 18 no answer—drive on !" The
cab started forward.

CHAPTER XX1V
Disillusionment

Molly was starinmg at ber husband's
face. Rhe =till held the message in
Iier hand ; be foreed Dimaelf to meet her

yea,

“Mr. Fernald Ig dead,”’ she said, 1er
voice was almost expressionless; her
face white, Nuddenly shie leaned across
and gripped his arm,

“Why doex she telegraph o you?"
she asked shrilly, **What does it mat-
ter 1o you if lie iy Jead or not?*’

liarden tried o lnugh. 1le wan
cursing himself for his momentnry loss

ol self-control, He leaned forward,
and, taking the fpteful message from
.\ln!l;. he crushed It Into a pocket,

‘“Why are you looking wo tragic?'' he
nsked. He trled to put his arm around
her, but she shivered from him, ‘There

was a sort of frightened look In ber

yoR,

“*She necdngt have telegraphed to
you! What's it got to do with you?"
she asked him again., *'Oh, leave me
ulone, leave me alone; I am not a
child to be put off with excuses and
"excuses, 1 knew all along that she liked
you; I knew that she bated it because
you wanted to marry me,'" Hlie stop-
ped, breathless ll‘ld,?ll'ltinl. *Did you
want to marry me?"' wshe anked tragi-
cally. Bhe Hung her queation at him; it
was impossible to avoid the eartnest-
ness of her eyen,

Harden tried to anawer, At last
“‘Let the past be, Molly," he pleaded
agitatedly. *'Tt's over and done with;
we are married, you and I. For GGod's
sake,’ don't let un start like this."'

She hardly heard him. Tt acemed an
if the suspicion that bhad lain dormant
in her heart for weeks had wprun
suddenly to life and real existence, .
hundred little Incidents which had passed
slmost unnoticed came crowding back
to her—that dar in the woods when
she had found Lilith and Jobn together;
the afternoon when she had seen him
standing looking iInto Lilith's garden
with such sad eyes: the night when
he bad come from Lilith's house and

assed her at the gate. Bhe hnd been a
0ol not to guess before—a fool !

He misunderstood her sllence. Fe
thought he had convinced her that
everything wan well, 1le tried to draw
ber to him; but she resisted fiercely,

“Oh, leave me alone—leave me
nlone!'" Bhe hid her face in her hands;
she wan thinking fast—desperately, Bhe
felt s it an all-enveloping cloud
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the sun shone through the stalned glass p

she could run home if mhe wanted toisd

THE GUMPS—Walting at the Church

WEDNESDAY,

By Sidney Smit

GO ~ BUT TWAY WIS
A REALISTIC DREAM- \Y
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. OF COURSE PIMPO
16 GO' To STAY
iy THE OFFICE
WITH ME ' THE
LITTLE DEAR COST
ME B 500 '
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SAUSASE IS OALY
FORTY CEATS A
POUND |

I ASK YOU LIKE A FRIEND

ANT T HAYIN' IT RUBBED

INOMN ME ? (TS BAD EAOUGH
TO HAVE A STENOE WORTH
£10,000 -BUT 1 60T To.
LISTEA To THAT ALL DAr.
HE'S ALWAYS LOST —
YOU 'GOT TO Look FOR HIMm
WITH A FINE TOdTH ComMB.

f

PIMPO .
PIMPO '

Boss, GOT
CHANGE FOR

HERE | L DOLLAR IN

)
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that she was his wife for the rest—of | P

The young lady ncross the way
says the prohibltion law isn't en-
forced: on the high seas and many
saloon passengere arc stlll being
hooked,

PATHETIC FIGURES

“THE GIRL WHo FiNALLY CAME. OUT
OF “THE TELEFHONE BooTH To FIND
HERSBLF LOCKED UP IN 'THE DRUG SToRE AND
"THE PRUGGIST GONE MHoME FoR THRE NIGHT.

By FONTAINE FOX

SCHOOL DAYS
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PETEY—At Palm Beach
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You SEE SucH
COLTURED LooOKINEG
PeoPLE HERE-JUST
Looiz AT THAT GIRL
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— THATS WHAT
| caLL CLASS'

CLASY = | SHouLD SAN-THE
MINUTE )| SAW HER | SAID
To MySELE SHE Looks
JUST LIKE MY

GASOLINE ALLEY—Get Thee Behind Me, Saccharine!

CANDIES
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(ONFECTIONS

O WELL, 'Ll GO On My
OIET STRONG AGAIN TOMORROW
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