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By RUBY AYRESLTELR !

| -, Author of “The Phantom Lover,” “A Bachelor Husband,”
' “The One Unwanted,” ete.

o's WHO IN THE STORY
WBETH CONYERR, a demure
girl, beautiful in apite of her
inern, who, on the death of a
unole, goes to London to make
 living by dancing, She falls in

V 's!l'ﬂ?'ON. e handsome young
. ¥ an, who, after the war, furna
feasional dancing fo make o

B st he had been frained to no
estion, In o war romance he hos

1 selopr into a flaahy, ner-
- .:&:? :“: whom he cannot live,
, Royeton's dancing pariner,
also loves Mim and {s jealous of

’ M
esdell SON, Elizabeth's enobbish
’ who loves
- BT FARMER, o vrich man about
o ho proposes to Elizadbeth and
" e uces her leanons with
3 SENESTIS, a noted ballet

read.
L ENEATH, o country lad, in
ﬁﬁh Elizabeth.

| Stay With You, Pat!'’
m drew back, her face quivering,
Nasd he went on more quletly:

4 ]'.. ere are other reasons, too—rea-
'Y can't tell you, and it 1 did
B would probably not understand.
- so young, Elizabeth—only a
“It was the fiest time he had
ealled her Elizabeth, and, spoken
B it seomed to her a new and
Sderful name, 11e went on, no longer
e at her: ‘'Desldes, you've mo
B¢ to knock about in the Boheminn
R [ belong to; it was an unkind fate
et ever brought you my way—you

~Bsmennt for something better——
#inkind I'* she echoed. ‘'In that how
s feel about it? When I have been
dor than ever In my life before."
walted, but he did not spenk,
‘she went back to her chair, sitting
% her hands clasped In her lap, .
% of puzzled bewilderment &n her

{

B¢ had not yet realized the thing
B wns so clear to him. 8he only
that' ®he wnas confused and un-

oy, and that she thought he was not

syston looked' at her, and his heart
. He knew so well what she war
g. what she was feeling, but he
"B not dare to try to comfort her,
' e brought her a tiny elice of chicken
= .d some salad,

E‘ “Now you must make n good sup-

oBr.” he sald briskly, "‘I'm hungry,

— Pyou're not! Ilaven't you dircovered

’ that daneing is the best appetizer

| the world. It is, I promise you,

2o 4 we may have to dance aguin pres-

09 | they seemed very enthusiastle,

't 'Jwonder if your aunt was there.'

_ §"Tes; I think I saw her, and Dolly,

ms Ba.'' Elizubeth tried to fall in with

% B mood, but it was difficult,

- ‘And how do you like Farmer?'

~ pyston went on. “‘Good-looking chap,
Elizabeth's troubled eyes met his

ol, padily.

> |'*You know you don't think so—you
ow you hate hiin,"" sho sald.

Royaton made a little grimace,

" 1"Dig I hide it as badly as all that?"’
asked, *‘I must be more careful in
ure; beaides—I'm not sure that 1
A quite just to him, na I told yon
pre, Mme. Senestis thinks he 1s an

fcellent fellow — wonderfully gen-

("It be is rich he can afford to be,"”
isabeth sald ruthlessly, *‘It's when
ople haven't—haven't got much
.f' and are—are still generons.
t I—1 think it's—just—wonderful,*"
[Royston smiled at her earncstness,
., f''There are not many people like that.
= Jp . Afraid,"" he sald,
‘No,"' she agreed, ‘I have only ever
one in my lifa—you!"'
e was spared the necessity for reply
a knock at the door and the entrance
.14 one of the malds.
8 "'Please. elr, a lady would like to
s enk to Mixs Conyern.' '
@ Bhe handed Royston a eard.
«§He glanced at it and looked across
E Ellzabeth with a wry smile,
= | ‘Mrs. Makon,”
3 "Oh!'' Elizabeth atarted up in dis-
iif : I"'.\lust I—necd I see her, do you
"
o W1 think 1t will be wiger."
‘IBhe sat down agaln with a sigh of
fignation,
40k, very well."
JMoyston wam standing behind Elizn-
: h's chair when Mrs, Mason entered
room, and {f either of them had
ought that she came with friendly
2 ptentlons  they were smoon disillu-
 foned,
- Her eyes were glassy as she looked
3 from one to the other: she ignored
pe chalr which Royston offered; as
E bon nshthe door had closed behind her

[ %+ fpake,
'And what, may I ask, {s the mean-
" g:th ?t!\'ll disgraceful proceeding,

Elisabeth stood up very much as a
.nkltl.hlr:gllét hb“t. bmf“ n\'\h:;] dmule]d
» u efore she could

wer Royston spoke for her,

"I you have come here to Insult

) Conyers I am smorry, but I must
you to leave,'" he said, perfectly

ol Ialr. tmtv in & tone that brooked
R{deninl, “Your niece has not troubled
since she laft your house, Mrs.
on, #nd I can assure you thnt she
not Ili.oly to trouble you iIn the
ure.  With regard to her appearance
tonlght, possibly you do not re-
th::“lal;; Imshb(‘l»p an unqualified

LOBN at she hos 4 [’
store for her,"’ WERTER

8. Mason rnised her lorgnette and

- gAred at him with ley Insolonce. *‘A
0t future!"' ghe echoed. *‘In what

3
:

he sald.

7 Ppacity, may I ask?"’

i .alluhﬂh Lmke in tremblingly,

' ey say I shall make a grent
Jqaneer—I am gn.lnu. to, ba properly

i ined, and »
rs, Mason laughed.

“*By-—this )
a  gentleman? slie  asked
\ t;jill'lllf'. '‘My poor girl, If you are
Ind nnd simple as to be led away
Is_flattery, can «lo nothing for
I came here anxlous to make up
litle differencer thut may have ex-
d between uni after all you gre my
N brother's child, and T am st
Ing to offer you my protection pro-
el you leave this man's company
C8 and forever and nccept n post
lhlfrlendn of mine who nre generously
:'l'l;mllo tuk‘? you. Elizabeth, 1 fin-
Elisabeth raised hor eyes to Royston's
? with a little slow smile of infinite
fidence,
I shall stay with you,'" she suld.
-.'.';“M:::n ﬂuuhl:!d t'lrluwlun. —
nn abandoned giel,"' &l
"ﬂ'd-. "Tll'l.F man In mn:rlml. and
B 3 . 8he stopped us Roy-
o ?::': :wklft Atep forwnril,
" - L]
bolos of st You to go,'" he said in
!.';'— Mason looked at Flizabeth.
oM when you find what his prom-
a8 worth don't come crying to
e she mald insultingly. *'And
ormore, 1 forbid you—I absolutely
. niu’i:':f;,:: Itellb nn.vl on:!l that I have
o be related to you.
B Elizabeth's cheeks flamed, :

. fm not w0 proud of it that T want
¥ one to know,"'" she sald breath-
b7 Bhe glanced at Royston and
~eourage from the hard look of
'3.;1 hin fuce.  *“Some tuy, perhups,
Wil be ouly too anxtous to admit

-

" aw’
_—
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that T am your niece,''’ she added hotly,
and then quite middenly she broke down
into a storm of teare,

Royston  walked to the door and
opened it} his face was ugly In its
angoer,

“Please go,"’ he rald; and without
another word Mrs. Mason swept from
the room.

Royston shut the door and looked
neross at Ellzabeth.

Bhe was wsobbing broken-heartedly,
her face hidden on her arms.

‘“"Elizabeth,'’ he sald hoarsely, “‘don't
I3 ¢ ¢ ¢ |t breaks my heart
. & @& l " 2 #» ©

Bhe seemed not to hear, and he took
a quick step toward her, ‘'Elizabeth'’
—afd then she raised her head and for
a moment looked at bim with tear-
drenched eyes. .

“Oh, go nway—please go away!''
the whispered, and Iloyston obeyed
without another word,

As soon as the door closed KEllza-
beth rose to her feet anid begnn walking
up and down, atriving hard for com-

nure,

“You fool! You silly lttle fool!"
she kept saying to herself. ‘‘Btop ery-
ing! top crying this minute.”

Bhe war ashamed of her tears,
ashamed that she should have broken
down In front of Royston.

““Men hate scenes,’” so Netta had
onco sald with her cheap eynlelsm; "‘if
you want to lose them, pumr up the
tears often enough, and they will fright-
en them nwnr]-."

It terrified Elizabeth to recall those
words, and when presently one of the
mnlds came Into the room with some
coffce she plucked up sufficlent cour-
nge to ank If she could lend her mome
E.owder. 8he had not used wuch n thing

alf a dozen times in her life, but she
remembered how freely Netta always
used it after tears.

“I'll get some from the clonk room,
miso,'" the girl sald. Bhe looked sym-

athetieally at Elizabeth's wet face.
Vhen she came back she sald kindly,
“Your dance was beautiful, miss; better
than Mixs Stacey’'s. I watched you
from the balcony.’

Elizabeth flushed with pleasure.

“Did you? I am glad you liked it,"’
she sald. Bhe powdered the tearstains
vigorously away. ‘Do I look as If
1've been crying?'' she asked anxiously.

“*Not that you would notice, minss,"’
the maid answered not quite truthfully.

Elizabeth drank her coffes and felt
better ; she even managed to greet Roy-
ston with a smile when he returned,

He looked tired, and he seemed to
nvold meeting Elizabeth's eyes as he
tpoke,

*They want us to dance again, 1
have told them you are tired, so if you
would rather not it will not maiter at
all,  Please do exactly ae you like."

“1 will daace, of courre.’" Ellzabeth
rose hurrledly; she would have gone
on dancing until she drorrml in the ho[;e
of counteracting any bad impresslon she
might have made,

Ehe crossed the room and peered at
herself anxiously in the glass, ‘‘Do I
look as if I have been crying?' she
asked Royston timidly,

“*No, not in the least,’”” he said, but
he did not even glunce at her.

Ellzabeth remembered, that dance to
the end of her'life. The dreamy in-
toxicution of the musle, the warmth and
light, and, most of all, the wonderful
magle of Tayston's gulding arm al
helr perfc  artnership.

When \, /s ended she almost ran
from the reom to escape the attentions
that would have been bestowed upon
her. 8he left Royston to receive the
congratulations, 8he wrapped her
cloak around her and sat walting for
hi% in the empty little room on the
other side of the hall,

It was all over—this wonderful
svening, Boon her new life would be-
gin.

“I don’t think I'll ever be happy.'’

She tried not to think of it, but it
beat all about her like wings in dark-
ness.

It seemed a long time before Roy-
ston returned, He was carrying bis
overcoat and hat.

““I've got a taxl,"” he sald. “'Will
you come?"’

She followed him silently, and as they
crossedl the hall Nell Farmer came
ragerly toward her.

“*Are you too tired to say good-night
to me?'' he asked. *‘I eannot tell you
how much I have enjoyed your danc-
ing, T am hoping to see you tomorrow
with Mwe, Senestls at lunch,'”

iliznbeth answered at random. Bhe
did not care if she never saw him
again, In the middle of a flattering
rlltmh she turned and almost ran from
iim,

Bhe gave a deep sigh of relief as she
and Royston drove away.

“‘(ilad it's over?'" he asked casually.

Il.‘\'o-”

He leaned forward and let down the
window, then apologized and pulled it
up again jerkily,

"" ere's a cold wind, too cold for
'0U.

Elizabeth made no answer.

Presently : “‘Am I to go to lunch with
Mr, Farmer tomorrow?"' she nsked.

‘I belleve he has arranged something
of the sort with Mme. Sencstis," Roy-
ston answered,

"*And you—are you coming, too?"

He shook his head. *'I am atrald
not; I have n busy day before mo, By
the way''—he looked at her with n
strained little smile—*'I have had lots
of flattering invitations for you to the
houses of the great.'' His volce wag
sareastle,

""To dance with you?' FElizabeth
neked breathlessly,

"I suppose s0; 1 had to refuse them,
of ecourse,"’

%lle:}r‘n frbll again,

o KElizabeth's overstrung imagina-
tion the cab seemed to be r‘ncing lt!::m
homeward; there was so much ghe
wanted to say; and yet no words would
come. At last, when sho knew they
must be quite closs to Netta's rooms,
she snt up stifly and looked at the man
beulrlle her.

“I want to tell you how—how so
I am for—for m{ aunt's rudnneunt.;
you this evening, Mr. Royston.'"

‘'That ; oh, it waa nothing!
it for what It was worth.
ried me for your rake.''

‘I want to tell you," Flizabeth went
on as If she had not heard Lim, *‘that
whatever she or any one ever says about
you, I shan't ever belleve It !

He lnughed, rather a rough sort of
laugh.

T am afraid It never worries me
much what people say or think about
me; most people, that {5.'" e leaned
forward, peering out into the dark-
ness.  'We must be nearly home."

His voiee sounded as if he were anx-
lous for the drive to end, and Eliza-
beth shrank back In her corner.

Then suddenly his hand sought hers
in a close, strong pressure,

“I wish you the best of everything;
you know that, don't you?' he wald.
*I hope that your life will be filled
with happiness and sucecss,’

i Elisabeth's band quivered beneath

s

“I may have suceess, perhaps,'’ she
aald wiwertalnly, *‘but—somehow, I
don’t think I shall ever be very happy.'’

CONTINUED TOMORROW
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TEMP YATLON
CALLIMG ON NMOUL AND
EXTENPING MY
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| SRAP ‘THE BAD WEWS IN
T™ME PAPER THIS MORMING -

\ SEE 'WE ROCKk OF GIBRALTAR

GO A NEW YRIAL -
g“o:::: ‘ALL“ "'ﬂlltﬂ‘ﬁﬂ :"\I\.
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THAY MEANS

CERRN TESTWAL, 1'LL

WELL = YOOTE - YM SORRY FOR Y0V -
TS COURX BUSINESS S BAD « ‘THEY
MAKE A LOT OF GDOD LAWS Awn
mﬁum‘g THEY'RE AR MGEHT -
HOLE W ‘THEM- N
A IMART AXTORNEY CoMes tr:.on‘:t
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COURY = HE'S SUCH A 816 MAN =
HE NEVER SA'D AN UNKYIND wowD
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THERES THE LETTER MARY,
ITS AGREED IT'S To BE
IM UUNE: O T |
SIMPLY CANT WAIT .

L

| Youn BETTER

SLIP THE DRESSMAKER
THE RUSH AIEWS'!

WHAT KIND OF
FLOWERS ARE
YDUu GoiIN' To CARRY?
LILLIES OF THE.
VALLEYr OR

roOSES ?
({3

TALKING ABOULTA
WEDDING IN UUNE
AND ABVER A
WORD To ME ABOUT
IT! IF I CouLd
GET THAT LETTER
D FIND OUT

'I_"ﬂ., h?.bl e wq::fs m—

AlOW - LETS I

KEEP IT
B! |

CONTD

AT Hasrvanh - Jo —mM(‘me

PATHRETIC FIGURES .l

SCHOOL DAYS

The young lady across the way
says she whould think it would be
splendid practice for a young sur-
geon to become a mine operator for

n yenr or two, as she supposes
there must be a great many peel-
dent cases,

i
>

PETEY—Bee-Have Yourself

Pn DWIG

I Donr

SEE WH1 WwE

Bl CanT  BELL i
BoTTLES OF Em~ (Fisy

Jis TME Same |

A Gas ond,
et DowT

cosT  NUTAN =
P’ Nou COUD

. .en M
S Toetb

| Gosw,
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Bl Rase ‘B, Same AS

RARMTS | ——
B avE RegLam. BUG

Bl wouses, Lxe Bee
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: By C. A. Voight

= THOSE PUNNY
PeEoPLe NEXT Door.
ARR MOVING OUT-

— GO~ ) \WONT RE
PeESTERED AWYMORE WITH THE I
CHICKENS RUINING MY GARDEN
~— NOTHING 'N THE \WORLD

A Nog
— OH DEAR- THE

NEW PEOPLE (OMING

IN HEXT DOOR HAVE.

\NORSE. THAL

A WHOLE LOT oFr 'EM!

YoUD BETTER LET ME
POLISH IT UP, YoulL Ger
YOUR DRESS DIRTV!

'tk Jo over [T
JUST ONCE MORE
WITH A DAm?®

CLOTH

YouRe CeRramNwY
MAKING IT SHINE'
uke JET!

IT' REALLY
AWFULLY GooD
OF Youvl

AVERY, THAT CAR OF
CURS 1S FRIGHTFULLN
DIRTY. WHY DoNT You
EVER CLEAN (T UP?

EVER HAVE ANV
TME To CLEAN

(T UP I'D LIKE
To know!
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