FA MAN
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By RUBY M. AYRES

of “The Fortune Hunter,” "A Bachelor Hushand,” ote.
(Copyright, 1080, by Whecler Newapaper Byndicate)
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AND HERE IT CONTINUES
she thought about it anxiously
she walked bome; Molly was so
“aitér all, much a child, and even
eyea It was perfectly patent
was not as happy in ber mar-
| &8 she had Loped to be, Mrs.
thought of the week she and
}id spent together in London, and
¢d. Then Harden had been the
wenderful man in the world ; there
ogobody like him; they were golog
papplly ever after like the prince
sz in the story Imokﬁu|
thing had gone sadly awry
.ﬂ.i:':wry'lt leant; the qd had
y refused to turn out as it
pbvionsly been intended to turn out,
Molly. went through the days with
that wits a little set, and & laugh
quite sincere.
¥ she were unhappy she did not show
¢ was only the fact that she and her

were never secn’/together that 1

le talking,
"HF..N I:\nh{ord passed Molly's old

she looked up at the windows
: Molly had been poor when
there, ‘ut at least she had been
{ more free than she was now iIn
of her money and the beauties of
Dyke; it only went to prove once
{hat riches were not everything
old workaday world,
then sbe heard Molly's volce ; she
ys spoke rather ahrilly and eueﬂ{.
14, Ashford heard bar voice quite
through the ‘ra;r eveninl.l
‘o you really will come, won't you
Ilmlst! Tt must be terrible for
ving alone here, and there's such
of room at our old barn. John
‘ba pleased, I know; he told me
friends you wern ycars lfo'”
‘A lsugh and the shutting of a gate
and Molly came along the
She was walking more slowly
peusl, and her head was down-
she did not see tho vicar's wife
was close to her.
#m:‘t scén you for so long—it's
} nobody ever comes hear me,
glad to see you," she said impul.

was a pathetic eagerness in

" M. Ashford looked' at her anxious- | gz

i the girl was far from well, she
see; she had got thin, and there
dark shadows beneath her eyes,
ve just been to mee Lilith,”* Molly

on. "Poor dear, she is so lone-

living by herself, so I've asked her

come and stny with me. I'm lonely,

up at Manor Dyke, so I sald 1

t we might as well be lonely to-

r.'" She laughed, but the laugh
insincerely,

M. Asiford could not understana

mood.,

“It's very kind of you,'’ she sald.
Fernald must miss her husband
—they were always togetber,'’

different from wus!" Molly
t, c¥nically ; she could hardly re-
the last time she and John had
; anywhere together: he always
w to avold her company.
A slie’s coming tomorrow,'’ she
"I'm going to senil the car down
_.llkb ber and her lugguge.'’
“Bbe will be ddiihted, le sure,’”
Ashford sald,
felt that there was something
-Molly's forced gnyat:. her kingd |
logllled anxious, ''Bhe does nat look |
,'' #ho told herself. *'I wonder {f
is kind to her.’’
wondered if she dared msk, but
gave her mo chance; she kissed
urriedly and went off homeward
little figure in the gathering

—

CHAPTER XXVII
) Trouble Threatens
At dinner time Molly told her hus-
that Lilith was cowming to stay
them. Her volce and eyes were
fant as she spoke, her color hot,
Il.hall be glud to Lnve her,' she
‘I am bored to death with my-
Wi, It's like living fo a tomb." -
arton was present, but he kept |
&yes lowered ; he hated that sound |
uBbappiness in Molly's volce; hated
eold indiference with which Har-
received her words,
Did the man reslly not care for her,
wondt'-.‘red?r Aud if so, why had he
e .

burled alive up at Manor him

Fotr, bes, b ek o
¢

Hhe hated {llll luu‘ Once ghe ha

#so looked forward to lvh"ln.tt. ;

having it for her owh, but she ha

grown to hate it.

i G Bored Givus o Sy o
apis a a no-
bm’iy ever laughed, or un'.? or nldo s
nolre, . .

Bhe went out into the Rall. Wharten
was just cro-lng.'lh H& had %ﬂ!
his overevat ; Ir his bat. en
2: llnw Molly he llovad. then went on

nin.

Iolly called to Mm;
B Bl e

n ]
xml her humli could hear, . But she

id not earp; whit did lnﬁl matter
now. Things had got that they
surely get no A
:mu answered that he was only
nl‘r.n"“ mn the village.

me Wi id
“Wailt ile T gat & coat,"
e turned toward the stairs. but be
stopped her ; '!n was very white, and
hin eyes pleaded,

,“It's cold—there's a mist rising,
You'd bettér uvi ﬁ ﬁmt again tonight."

&, too, was pain - conscloua of that
half-cl door the hall,

Dut Molly ohly laughed,

“I never take cold; {ou ought to
know thit! You know that we all ran
wild bal:.iro I mlr]l;lu’lfnd
mrecu e, ery wel won't
walt, I'll wear one of John's mh."

Bhe took one from the hall stand and
wupregoit roiind her little e} it
wah 24n sizes too large. Larton
stood In an n[on‘r of indecislon., He
wanted to be with her, and yet he
dreaded it: he would bave given -
thing if Harden bad walke lnto“:ie
hall and forbldden her to leave the
house, but the study door remained just
as it was, and In desperation he had to
do us she wished, dnd they went out into
the darkness together,

It was a starless night, and as
Wharton had said, there was a thick
‘l:?:ll;d fog; Molly felt her way uncer-

“I'simply can't see a thing,'* she sald
m }llenﬂr.

‘I told you it was a nasty night;
won't you go back?'’ he urged.

Sbe lay, ?ed mockingly.

You don't want e,
’mllxlnd.{:ln'id’"

(] not answer, and she
It’l’a;‘oufh té:gldnrhne:: (llll’l she t:'u:m
» foun 8 arm, then i h
band through it. g

¢ offered no resistance, and they
went on through the darkness.

CHAPTER XXVIII
Tire Loss of a Friend
“Why don't you want me to come
with you?'' she asked him sgain.
A Bhe beard the quick sigh that escaped
m.* 4
“You know why. I—I—thers's no
need for ma to tell you again, It's not
foir to me—it's not fair to yourself,

I suppose J

or—opr——""'
“Or m{' busband,” she finished
wryly. ‘‘You need not worry about

him; he doesn't care whit I do; he'd
only be—glad if I ran away and left
alone, really tm”"

H?“ shook her hand from bis arm
roughly.

‘“Tou've no ﬂ‘ht to say that, and
anyway it's not the truth,’

‘It is the truth, and you know it.
owever, we won't argue about it; I'm
not a very interesting person at 'but;
let’s talk about some one who ls,'*

But he could not talk; he was so
mireruble that he hardly knew what he
was doing; in his way Wharton was
fond of Jobn Harden, and he knew that
this stuation was imposaible,

They walked some way in silence,
down the long drive and out into the
village utreet,

It was very qulet—a few lights shone
in the windows of the houses; as they
P“ud the village inn, a burst of
aughter came fromn béhind a red blind.

"‘Joun't that sound cheerful ?'’ Molly
said impulsively., *Oh, dear, if only
some one would sometimes lluﬁh up at
Manor Dyke, or make a joke!"

He made no answer, and presently
she asked if he were angry with her.

*“Yes, T am," be answered desper-
ately. ‘'You are putting yourself into
a false position; and you are dragging
me with you. iou have made it im-
Eueslhle for me to stay here, I shall

ave to tell Mr. Harden that I canuot

m’{.'
here was a long ailence, then Molly
said quietly :

"l? you go, I shall go, toe; T would
rather dle than stay up there. alone
with John,'

There was a tragic note In her volee,

Wharton had been the one thing that
ad kept her golng through ell these
weeks; he was young and cheerful; be
was always willing to talk to her .
ing to go. about with her until lately,
and no e wished nngrily that he
had never said he cared for her; why
could not & woman have a man for a
friend?

“It's absurd to talk like that,”” he
snid, trying to steady his volce. **Manor
Ll}fv“ is your bome—you must lve
there,"’

In the light of n lamp they were
passing she saw bhig foce, and for the
first time mhe realized bow she must
be hurting him, how cruelly hard she
was making things for him.

He had been a kind friend, and she
had repaid bim so bhadly; tears filled
lier eyes; she stood still.

“I'm not coming any further., I'm

|

“Ask any one you Hke," Fnrden saia |
sly,  “Kill the Lousa with |
ds it you pleass." '

Molly laughed.
I should Lave a Job to do that,'’ |
sald dryly, “I could count my |
_ ndl on the fingers of ono hand.’ |
o looked at her across the tuble, |
. 20U mIght know every one in the |
aud for miles round If you cared

Sbe fiushed wp to her eyes.
"l might, I dare say. They have nll
and left theie horrld Dbits of
cll:nhi 1:1 the hl?' but It wasn't me
o see; it wasn't me the
Wited to know, hut Just the woma:
marrled ; just the lucky woman who
n?ur'l,:ied”lo got bold of you and
. L LN
; Ehh bad uwever spoken to him before
such bitter vehemence. Wharton
6d; he wished the earth would
b and swallow him up, As soon na
could he made his escape. When
door bad closed Huilen pushed
k his chalr angd pose,
Molly had never seen bim look so
.ﬂﬂul::‘(to“' &
ever dare to speak to
\ ll.!l’lt again with Wlup::,:n in 3:
- -m‘h: Et?:“ 'furloullisl.‘ui"lf ou do
of mo,
More a thlrrd persou."d L
,di?‘,.“t lwnllt for an answer; he
. “l labl::' eaving :er_duna at the
7 sat In the big chalr st .
her at the dl\fer ?)or' ot whie

untiemums o ihe wl of white

center of the

"It you do hate the sight of me!"
:f‘d %aid; did be really belieye that,
'ld ho only Just said rt'f
15 o‘?‘:l.h ucer lnugh,

m once, anyway,'" she
.".,'_umll’. "I loved him once—toy

“_l"lilanu of the big room depresse

d
s, ly she had wade sueh a bold
w. .

W it
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oing back.’”” Her voice trembled. Bhe
ﬁoped he would try to dissuade her
but ho made no attempt, and sho tnﬂmi

{away in the darkness and retraced her
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"CAMS 2500 BEAUTY.PIMPO’

PORTRAIT BY M CARTER THE FAMOUS
PSYCHIC PAIANTER, IT SAT "CAM™ BACK
#400. FRED WAGNER WOULD HAve Dowe
IT FOR ¥ 396.10 BUT HE DIDA'T HAVE
BRUSHES THAT SMALL, CAM 1S JUST
CRAZ' OVER ngfs PORTRAIT, THE
ARTIST SAID THE BLACK S
HELP THE COMPOSITION. ISNT THAT
LOVEWY AND MYSTERIOUS AN EVERYTHWGT

SEAD OVER THIS LUACH ORDER )
PLEASE =" TWO FREACH LAMB
CHOPS, PEAS, BUTTERED TOAST,
JAM AAD WARM Ml)uc i
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—,HOM He Brought a Napkin e : : H H Copyright. 1922, by Publie Ledser Company By Hayward ::

AIOW WHAT T WANT LEGAL ADWCE
ON 1S THIS = SUPFOSIA' THAT AMMAL ]
SHOULD BE = FOISONED - OA1 MY X
PREMESIS -~ PURELY BYY ACCIDEAT :
“r'UNDERSTAN' = WOULD 1 B&
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-

The Young Lady Across the Way

Aunt Ennie Hona, the Fatteat Woman in Three Counties

Smel- (3 4

OF A DoREN MEN To esT NER
VP iP SHE PALLS ; IT HAS BREN
AUNT Eprig’s CusToM FoR YEARS -
> CARRY ASHES ALONG WITH
HER DVRING SLIPPERY

WEATHER

REQUIRES THA EPFORTS

The young lady across the way

says the Emhlhlt.lon of polson gas
would undoubtedly be g help, but
e supposes some reckless young
soldiers would still hold of it,
and there's wood aleohol for in-
stance,
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PETEY—At Palm Beach H

steps to Manor Dyke.

She was crying as she went ; It seemed |
an a palllns thing it she bad got to|
lose Wharton's friendship ag well as her
husband's love, and yet It was not for
that reason she was crying, she knew.

LI;: was such & disppointment; all
Its rosente tinls were a sham and a
snare; she felt like the child who eet out
to find where the rainbow touched earth,
und the further she walked the farther
off it seemed, till at last ahe had to give
up and realize that one could never get
there, no mattér how hard one tried.

Bhe let herself into the houso through
a side door; she tiptoed mcross the hall
80 that she should not be heard, but
as she reached the stairs Harden's study
door opened and he came out.

Molly looked back gulltily over her
gshoulder, and for a moment thelr eyes
met, then she covered her face with
her hands, and fled sobbing up the
stairs,

Bhe knew now why she war erying;
knew the reasonm of her restlessness an
the desira to make this man suffer;
it wan because she loved him, because,
In spite of everything that had Ill‘-
nened, in her heart she still- thought
him the most wonderful man in the
world.

In the morning Wharton told John
llu:lou that he wished to lcave his
service,

For ldn ho::r he had been writ! \ lot-
ters and sorting out papers, an wan
only when Harden hls told him he eould
go that be st for a moment hesitat.

OF ALLTHINGS 1! THAT MRS,
rvm STUFF NEVER SPoxE
T0 ME ===
| MET MER

NEARS Ago

-SHE HAS!'
SHE Saw ME
I THE HALL
Attosut SA\D ‘
- HERE €IRL)
BuTvoN e |
VP THE BAcKk:

ing nervously.

**I should 1ke to apeak to you, slr.'” |

““Weoll, what do you wish to ray '’
Harden asked with a touch of jmps- !
tience,

The young man's kindly eyes were
full of distress. He colored furiously

as be spoke: - gt
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LETS do, Kippo!
NOW YouRg IN HIGH!
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