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;\'I;labe Elsa's some day,” I
4 need at me and away again. f
'E;'u'l:'hun a merry little daughter,

Be sald.
1 forced myse'l to smilr.‘
" who is like her father,”" T answered.

d to speak to the men who
l“:rpert:'l.lnl A mArquee on thah far
— we were fo have
‘.*‘ﬂ;’ﬂ':::l:a:;nnl'ht. Richard waited

ptentE | Lo would go away. THe
1 :;gther man to the one I had
for those few happy  hours by
y geR_ A Ktranger who looked at mne
"h the eyes of the than I loved.
"{ wondered if Erancls meant to carry
ut biy threat. e so often said things
ﬁn he was In a rage and forgot them ;
rhen %id not think that he could for-

Y "'..'M" any people coming to-
. ﬂ'.":;e“ ;{lﬂ:;r?i u’ked me as we moved

aw l.liﬂ‘ 1 1 hi
s hundeed.,” T told m.
’ ..mu'll;nlw :unr;dfriendl. There s

“‘?ao'ltll::nf:id me. Will you—may 1

vs the honor of & danece with you?

1 hesitated.

" ’ so I shall dance at
all ‘! fa:;l!d.m?'r? have not danced for

0 e.|' .
Tt et you don't wish to dance

th me?"’
1 tried to laugh.
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ground war scattered with plak and
erimeon and white petals.

‘“You have a beautiful home,'’ anid
Ricbard. ''This is a place where thers |
should be much hn‘rpln'en.” i

I hope some day Elsa will find | |
here,'" I told him, ¥

out interest. ‘‘Bhe is not thinking of |
marrying, is she?'’ .

My lips felt stiff,

Do not all giris think of it as soon
.:hgi“ are out of the schooltoom?'' |
n

‘‘But she is such a child,"” he said,
He looked down at me, smiling, ‘It
la absurd to think of your daughter
with a husband, Ma:ilnrle."

*‘Not so absurd,’’ I maintaihed, *““In-
deed, she has already begun to talk of
what she will do when she has a house
of her own."' .

He laughed.

*“That makes me feel old,"" he gald.
“I cannot always remember that ehe |

“How absurd. Of course pot! 1
shall be only too pleased.
“Thank ydu.

ned back toward the house. |
'I'r:;:!l“:::nn coming down the terrace, |

There was something In his gait that
made my heart beat fast with appre-
hepsion. With sudden 'lmpu!se 1 spoke |
to the man beside me.’ |
“]¢+ Francis—if my husband ggks |

sks you—a question that may |
: rpriso ,ou--pleue—ghlu don't be- |
“, Em that it {s my wis I don't wish |

8 1t—I don't wllnh it—

“Marjorie!"
My name seemed to escape Richard |
before he was aware of It: the next
moment Le was as composed ns ever,
his face calm and indifferent as he went
to meet my husband.

1 left them together.

¥rom my bedroom window I watched
them pacing up and down in the sun-
shine. 1 could see that Francis was
talking quickly and earnestly, und Rich-
ard now and then replied,

What were they saying? T was
standing there in ny, when Elsa
opened the door behind me, s

*“What are you doing, mother?'’ she
asked in surprise, “‘You lonk—-?lou look
s if—— What is the matter?

I forced myself to smile.

“] was watching your father—and
Mr. Tempest,”’ I said. ‘*What tall men
they both are!'’

She went nearer to the window to
Jook. She stood in the sunshine, mas
dainty a figure as any man could wish
for, looking down at thé man who bad
loved her mother years before she was

bern. . "
I think Mr. Tempest is wonderful!
sbe said, with a long-drawn breath:
“Mother, did you ever ste any one so
i handsome?"*
What could I say?
fhe turned slowly. -
“] don't belleve sou like bim,'' she
'@ accused me. **You always seem to try-

‘Bto turn the subject when I speak of
him. Don't you want me to marry
im?"

“I want yod to be happy,”’ T told
(@her, "And I think that a yYounger
§ man——"'

*Richard is not old!'" she cried in-
dignantly.

ll'Il‘ml:la {s old enough to be your father,'’
I answered, :

8he burst into angry tears. She told
me that I always tried to make her

ushappy; that she did not belleve I

really loved her. I put my arms round |

lier and kissed her, nnd tried to soothe
P ler, but my heart felt empty.
I did not want her to cry on her

s vour daughter."  He stopped and ;
pointed to a yellow rose hanging loosely
from its stem, ns if the heat of the sun
had wearied it, “*May I have that
ower?"’ he nrked.

“Oh, do!" 1 sald, |

But he did not attempt to plck it,

“Will you give it to me?'" be nsked.

I looked up at him, etartled.

Our eyes met and held each other,
then T began to walk quickly away,
afrnld—not of him, but of mvself.

He did not follow; and I hurried |
back to the lawn, and its gay crowd,

But the weight of my heart seemed
to have lifted. H¢ had sold nothing,
and yet he had eaid everything, for I
knew that he did not care for Elsa,
ag:lei as any man might care for a pretty
child.

The afternoon went more
after that, Toward € o'clock our
guests began to depart, Many of them
—those that lived round about the vil-
}l‘t;wﬂ& to retugn later for the dance
n the marquee, but some were gol
bu-ihto London. i

"Have you enjoyed yourself’' 1
asked Elea as she stood beside me bid-
ding them good-by, and she shrugged
her slioulders.

ulckly

‘It waen't bad,"" she sald, “‘But
there weren't enough lces, And the
l;nm;“-wu beastly, thought. Didn't
ou

That was Flsa all the world over.
Before I could answer she was moving
away,

“Where (s Mr. Tempest? T haven't
seen him for ever o long,'’ she said.

I let her go, and she danced away

through the sunshine as gayly as one |

of the painted butterfiies that were
cha}tig each other among the roses,
‘‘How pretty your girl has grown!"
a Mrs. Lambert snid to me Inter in the
evening. ‘'Are you not proud of her?"’
‘‘Yes,"" I answered readily,
And so I was, It was she who was
not proud of me,

CHAPTER XLII

Bome mothers and their daughters
nre like sisters together. Rlsa only
lreated me as a sort of poor relation
who g allowed to live in the house and
Is paid to make hersolf ngreeable,

“And in it true,'" Mrs. Lambert went
on, ‘‘that she is—well, that there is
something between her and that band-
some Mr, Tempest?'" !

I forced a smile. ,

““He is years older than Elsa.' ]

“Fisa!” He echoed her namge with- | °
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1 WALK OM= NE'S MADLY. IN Love
YOUNGER= A WOMAN OF MY AGE
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The Young Lady Across the Way
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IN MY HEAD AN

INCH UEE:J

MSTER SMITHERS
CAWNT ANSWER THE
‘PHOAE. JUST AOW . ™
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_ By FONTAINE FOX

I SCHOOL DAYS -1- o

sald,
‘'Naturally, but he 13 a very soung-

birthday, so presently she wiped her
eyes and kissed me; and we weut down
10 Innch,

CHAPTER XLI |

_ The {nvitations to the party were for |
o'clock, but long before that hour |
ilsa was dressed In her new gown—n |
‘Wivonderful conféction sbe had brought |
ack from Parls,

ooking man, and she seems lmmense! y
taken with him. My boy saw them ln!
Oxhey Woods this" morning, quite |
early.'" l

*‘Yes, I know they went there,”" I an- |

swered. !
When T was dressing for the dance
that night something hard struck my |
window from the outside,
I listened for a moment wonderingly, !
and then the little sound was repeated,

t was white, with o pale blue sash, | 1 crogsed the room and opening the
od short skirt that showed her little ' window wide, leaned down i o )
fleet and ankles in their white shoes o . uto the gar- |
1dnnd stockinge,
Francis and Richard and 1 were in | p
ftke hall when she came down stairs,
"“Well, my beauty!" sald Francis.
He put an_aem round her and kissed
ber—be really loved Elsa,
He turned tb Richard.
“Whut do you think of my

It was not yet dark, but there were
any shadows and that curlous gray-
i ness that so ofte¢n fellows great heat.
Richard Tempest stood there on the
pnth below.
He ralsed his finger a8 if to tell me
not tnl lpnkl; {henl he threw Iumnc:hlu:
h up. caught it in a trembling hand, |
hﬂszlulﬁ:e?h:f& laughed. :alnrl went back agmin, closing the win- |
*Fin ¢ birds,' | UOW,
the .‘kf' 'let.utthulmcm?;:talbgngluuce she | The little object 1 held was u note, |
tast to Richard, | gerewed up and uddressed in penell, |
guests began to come soan after | I unfolded it with as muech trem- |
dhat, and for more than an hour 1 was | ing eagerness aw a gizl who receives
u'? recelving and introducing. her first love letter ; but there was noth- !
bere was a band playing on the lawn | ing much in it. ; |
b oy swell band from town—and | T 1nust see you alone tonight, Where |
reshments were served at little round | and when? i
bles under Japanese sunshades. | I burned the note in a candle flame
Elsa was wild with excitement, She!on my dressing table. and threw the
ted here and there, always with some Dowdery ashes Into the night; then 1
nan in attendance; generally ltichnn‘. Minished dressing and went downstdirs.
Ut once T caught sight of him sitting  The garden was 1t with hundreds of
| lone, ani lgukfn' rather bored. tiny colored lamps: it looked llke a
; lrtpnhe to him as 1 passed. “eno from Iug, l‘un:_r} piuiy. ;I'Inhh:ql- m“rl
“T am afr ol enjo aques was it with electrie lights ane
ourself,'" 8id you are not enjoying n!m-urnlmi with red and white floweys,
We were to have supper on the lawn,
YOh, how pretty!” 1 sald ‘nvolun-
tarily, as [ stood at the open dnor,
“Pretty enough,’” sald Franeis, com-
ing behind me.  “'An {deal nisht for
I admits | loyers, el¥'"
o “Yes," T agrecid.
1 He made no comment ; we £tood slde He eyed me eritically.
¥ slde, watching the gay svene, ' *“You look ns young ns Elsa."" he saild
1 did not know many of the people | reluctantly. "
- Jire*nt: Elva hud 80 wany friends apart | waist, **Kiss me, Marjorie.”
; me, [ felt a little strange and | I turned my face away,
' Wt of it. 1f only she had been Mke her “Oh, please don't! You'll vofle my
otber,  If only she had been to me | hair!™ T objected.
t some daughters are to their!’ Ha kissed me twice, roughly, and let
other, hLow di!’grml my life would me go. _ .
a7e been, | "1‘m n fool to give you a thought,
B, A penuy for your thoughis," be snld, L
chard, I hadd never congueread my disiike 1o
I started, lis embraces. Nometimes T think he
.was only thioking how different  knew that, and so forced them on me.
things Juight * have been,"” 1 wsaid, | But I had lttle time to think of my
U=—"""1"stopped  helplessly ; how | self, Alrendy there were twinkling
| ild T complain of my own ehild to | lights coming up the drive—the big
: ..? ' | headlights of motors, the smaller lamps
It what?'* e naked.

| of carriages,
E%I had nothing ‘more to say,

§ Helooked up at me with the old smile
in his eyes,

“I always hate a crowd,” was hig

uswer.  “‘You look tired to death al-

i I;Il': head aches—a little,"

snid

| By D o'clock the marquee was crowd-
ahoy at did you mean this morning | ed and dancing in full swing. I
b t a question your—-your—Furniva i 1 saw Richard dancing with Elea. |
.l' r"*“l to ask me?"' he inquired. | Francis was ﬁnklnl with a French girl
{.telt inygelf flushing. whom Mry, Lambert had brought with
““'- line not asked you?"' her, Everywhere was laughter,
e vhook his head. . Beveral people asked me to dance
L ¢ talked about the wedther, and a  and at last I had to give in. [ have
.b" he hud bought, and n few other | alwayw loved dancing, and that night |
1 Cte—but nothing beyond.' {as 1 twirled round I forgot that this |
ot Was conscious of an enormous re- |wu my daughter's coming-of-age party,
B agd wae a girl again myself—in heart,
2 B &m very glad." | at least.
.."viﬂﬂh'd at me curiously. ! 1 had just finished a set of lancers

AR Lo

' ¢an you not be frank with me | with a boy friend of Elsa's—a tall,
me?' he waid, ‘‘Surely you can | brond-shouldered lad, who mno doubt

g me after all these years,' paid mes attention because was her
paitated. 1 wanted to tell him. mother--when Richard Tempest came

& bad n to walk ont; we left | down the marquee toward us.
918, crowded lawns behind us "uﬁ 1 have the pleasure of a
' “l.'!u dance?” he asked .
.

o e

e canght me avound the ! éASOL’NE ALLE:Y-"OPPO

P f

The young lady ncross the way
says the price of spring wheat is |
pretty low but the farmer should
cheer up ns real spring isn't here
yet and she supposes most peopic
are still using winter wheat.

PETEY—Still at.Pinehurst
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= HOW AM | ENER Golue To
GET MopgY ENoucH To PAY MYy

HOTEL BiIlL HERE AND GET Homg?
— I'M GERTAWLY IN ONE AWFUL

=1 \WIsH THERE WAS
JUST ONE GuY DOWN HERE
THAT | KMow— | Can'T TeY
To BoRRow FROM PERFECT
STRANGERS — ALL | ASK

Pickee ! v

IS, LET SOME GUY | KNow
DRoP IN HERE AND \'LL

. T?‘@,ET Home '

‘e . = ~
) ; v

’
"»:(

é

— OM, DNCLE PETEY, \ MET
A, MAN TODAY \WHO KHOWS
NOU AND |S NVERY

FINE! -\unaT

Do You know =\ OWE

ABoUT THAT ! THAT GuY
~ MY'PRAYTR FIFty Bucks-
I'S ANSWERED ow'

~ HowY Smoe!

LOOK AT THIS - HERE'S AN
OPPORTUNITY To BuY ,mo A
7 RUBBER PLANTATION (N

SOUTH AMERICA !

rtunity Knocks Some More

\ AUTOMOBILE INDUSTRY | MATT WYRICK WRITES ME A

WANT SOME, STock &
IN A ROTARY STEAM
ENGINE THAT'LL

REVOLUTIONIZE THE

§ NOPE, Doc,
HERE To BE LET NTO THE
INSIDE OF A BIG OIL DEAL

WALT ?

IVE Gor AN OFFER

iy

ey,

THEYVE FOUND

OUT WELRE
INVESTORS!

—

YES, THAT'S ONE THING Youve
GOT TO THANK GLIB THE ONE-A
MINUTE OIL SALESMAN FOR —
HE GOT YoUR NAMES ONTO
THE SUCKER LIST!




