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DANCING

| By RUBY AYRES

“The Phantem Lover,” “A Bachelor Husband,”
“The One Unwanted,” ote.
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-,.i." s Wile's Been Acting Rotten"
1 YOU wrote to me, did you?"'
; etta anked, -when they had
. tea, "Well, 1 never got it, and
s o ficr, Tve sald ol8 O waye
to Pat,
“:1“11’0?“ Iol:lni he ‘!‘:1:1: .::"-'.
t away i
?::t ,:;lnﬂf-urehed ,Elizabeth’s
s face. “'Well, they've made a
rence in you already.’ she maid,
v haven't! 1'm just the same
heurt; and 1've longed to see

g days after 1 went
r !nuf:P:i:wl?:u letter, and told

' :‘Hi’lboul everything.
& Royaton, too.

sl ¢ Well we never had the
I g ’l“dare sny madame }\'ouldnt
ot em be sent; she doesnt think
much

, you know."'
nc::i!u”u little silence. There
0 much

Elizabeth w'rimled lta .h!l.
estions seemed to tumble
.hl ol:: ;gg!;er,ln her eagerncss, In
foot nll right ugain? Can you
now?"
] have to lb:ll cg_rclnl,
ittle.
m' ‘“'y‘z‘:n.ara both still in Lon-
o ]
] L]
“BT4 Tooks Nike 1t, doesn't ft?'

course; how willy of me.
“!l“'thzltuht you were going Aaway.
“Netta, do talk! Do tell me every-
fhing that has happened,’' whe broke
with passlonate eagerness.
.im yhrugged her shoulders.
#Nothing much has happened, ex-
et that Pat's been having a rotten
tige with his wife. She came round
@ my place the night after you d gone,
sad rajsed Cain with me because 1
getldn't give her your address. Then
Pat eame in and caught her, and she
on him nnd sald that you were
friend, and that he owed the intro-
to ber, and a lot of stuff like
that.  She maid she'd find you 1If it
tosk her & year, and he said if she in-
ferfered with you at all he’d break her
. Well, not quite in those words,
bo.-that's what he mennt. Bhe's beer
Mm on and off ever since, pestering
&fwuonry. and threntening to make
trotible for him with his people—""

b eople?

‘#:llg-t e people he teaches, 1
paan.  She could if she liked; she did
e, Went to n show where he waw
id made n scene, She pretends te
be Jenlous of every one, you know, but
W's only n stunt, She was jealous of
me—once!’" Nettn made n little grim-

“. . »

‘‘And ls—is Mr, Royston all right?*
Ellsabeth avked. ,

“Ob, yes, he's all right; he's a bit
gumpy sometimes, Business isn't so
peod LI' one thlnﬁ; it always slacks
of when the weather gets warm, you
hnr'.l and I don't think he's very

of course;

‘I'm sorry.

Nettn smiled grimly.

“Ate you? He'd laugh if I' told him
™ sald that.'

“Laugh!" 'The color rose in Eliz-
abeih's face.

“Umph! Fle's felt rather sore about
% not writing, even though he pre-

all along he was sure you

't. 1 know him!"
“But I did write. 1 did, indeed,
Ob, you will tell him, won't you?"
Bless your heart, don't get so up-
®," Netta said calmly, *'He's got
oW It long ngo-—if cver there was any-
to get over."'
beth clasped her hands In her
10 hide their trembling,
?n!r.hnha could truthfully say the
fame!' The night of Netta had brought
the old pain more bitterly than
o life seemed nn (fmpossible trag-
I she could not see Royston ugnin,
Got over it, hud he! 1f ever there
h’.hﬂu anything to get over!
":Id you—tell me about yourself,'
y sald presently, ‘I hear mudame
dellghted with tho way you're getting
. and they My that Former's fallen in
o with you." She wa drawing en-
upon her imaginntion, but it
g0 e to kee the angry confusion
brro B fiee,
toabsurd ; | hardly ever soe him,"’
% tested, “‘and I don't like him
e I have to work hard, of course,
‘..lllllm {8 kind in her way, but oh !
buse 18 such a muddly place, Noth-
ever in order ; menis nre never nt
time uny two doyvs,'*

laugh o :
#h Hnml'_ruefull}. 1 suppose It's

I think I coulq p [
put up with little

thinga Ilktrm::m_! s{ there were enough
+oNettn wald eyvnieally,
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“1 didn't. Bomehow I couldn’t. J

think he was very hurt—poor Wam {4

She did not tell Netta at whose sug-

lon && had come or what e had
told of her.

that's two people 1'vé setn to-
day,”” she went on preséntly. “‘Two
1 never expected to see—Walter and
iou. I wonder if there'll be a third?"’
lers eyen wistful,

etta g. nced at her watch, *‘Lord,
I must off!'' Hhe began putting
on her slom. “I'm going to nng e
plll, " Inﬂrlbbod it away from Kliza-
beth, “‘Well, I'm giad to have =en
you again,'’ she sald, more kindly, **and
glad that you did write, even though
we never got the letters,'

“I did write,)”' Elisabeth snid
earnestly, -

Bhe was reluctant to part with Netta,
Bhe sald to her outeide the
shop, and walked on sadly. .

Netta had heér own interests and
affairs. Perhudvn it was as true of hoep
as she had sald it wan of Roysion, that
she had ‘‘got ovér It long ago, if there
had ever been mﬂthlng to get over!'

“It I eould “Ef see him, if I counid
only sea him,'"" Elizabeth tﬁuunht dea-
perately. If only he would turn the
corner of the road; if only by msome
mifacle he would come along the path-
ﬂ'lJ toward her.

he went back home, to find that
Mme. Benestls had not yet returned,
**‘Naughty, very naughty!'' the old
housekeeper chided her, "‘But it Is
madame will not know; she has
not returned; but monsieur’'’—she in-
dicated the closed door of the salon—
“‘monsieur ho come, and he walt,'"
she added smilingly.
‘"Monsleur? Who?'' Elizabeth nsked,
here wns no ho\n in her heart now.
Bhe knew perfectly well that Royston
would not come there to mee her, but
she felt a little thrill of apprehension
when the studio door opened and Neii
Farmer came out inte the hall.

‘I was afrald my patience was not
to be rewarded,’’ Farmer said, *‘I have
waited for you An hour, fair lady!"

Elizabeth flushed.

“Have you? I am sorry. I sup-
ose 1 ought not to have gone out, but

was 80 tired of the houwse.'’

““Have they been treating sou ar u
prisoner?’' he asked, '‘That cannot be
allowed, I have been with madame
this afternoon, and I think when you
see her tonight she will have some
news for you. In the meantime.
going to take you out to dinner.'

KElizabeth's eyes dilated.:

“Take me—alone?'' she asked ap-
prehenslvely.

He smiled and shook his head,

'*No such good fortune, Madame
will join us later; she sent me back to
rell you."" He glanced at his watch.
‘It is nearly wix: can you get dressed
in n{ hour if I ¢all then?"

*“*Yen, but *= » o

He laughed. *I ean allow no buts.
I whall call for you in an hour. 1 have
persuaded mndame that all werk and
no play makes Jill a dull girl, and 1
am sure you will agree.''" He turned
to the door; his manner was purely
friendly, *‘In an hour, then. Au
revolr."’

He was gone without giving Eliza-
beth thne to say another word.

A Date with Unwelcome Bultor

8he went upstairs slowly. She did
not want to go with him; she would
rather have spent the evening alone,
and yet—— ‘

What was the use of shutting every-
thing out of her heart for the sake of
one man who cared nnthinf for her?
He had forgotten. even the little there
had been to remember. Well, she would
try to forget also. Bhe put on her
newest frock: she dressed her hair in a
French fashion which madame liked;
she even in a last moment of reckless-
ness added a touch of rouge to her pule
cheeks,

Bhe felt a little afraid of her reflec-
tion when she went to the glass for a
final inspection.

“It's not mel” she thought,
glad it's not. I wish
one different nlwayn.''

She was ready before Farmer called
for her, and waiting downstaira in the
studlo, ’

She studied her dainty reflection in
one of the long mirrors and thought of
the unhappy, dowdy little person she
had been that ht—so long it
secmned—of her first meeting with .l{gn-
ton, - »

Now she was utterly differpnt—silk
stockings and dalnt‘r shoes, the latest
thing in frocke, the latest style in hair-
dressing—and yet the worst of it wae
she knew that she waws wtill the same
Elizabeth,

Bhe was just as timid, just as un-
worldly, just as much out of place In
this new life for which Farmer and
madame were doing their best to equip

am

.Il'm
I could be some

er,

**Where do we meet madame?'’ she
asked anxiously us they drove away
together,

*“At dinner. Bhe may be late: she
probably will be, judging from my ex-
porlum:e with her, but she will come.
L'here 1s to be n dance afterward.’’
Hin eyen trned admiringly to her,
““You will like that."”

Bhe smiled and nodded,

*‘Yes, but will madame * * o

“She will if I ask her. Now, have
ou quite made up your mind to en-
on yourself tonight?

**Oh, yes.'

He laughed at her dublous tone,

I though you were ;olnq to refuse
to come with me at first,"”" he said
candidly.

His friendliness disnrmed her; pres-
ently she found herself talking away to
him more easily than she had ever done.

Even when they reached Delmarnio’s
and madame did not put in an appear-
ance, Elizabeth did not mind; there
was a new recklessness in her blood ;
she wanted to enjoy herself gnd be like
other people.

“Madame is late—1 knew she would
be,'" Farmer sald calmly. He pro.
ceeded to order dinner. He told the
waiter that he was expecting another
lady, but when the meal was half way
through madame had still not arrived,

“Perhaps she won't come at all,'
Elizabeth suggested.

“h, yes she will!"' Farmer an-
swered, *'We'll wait a little longer,
at any rate.'”’ He half-turned In his
chair, “Do you see that girl over
there! No, to the right—the one in
briﬁln green?’

lizabrth followed the direction of his
gaze and saw Enid Banger, with g
nolsy party, dining at a table in an al-
cove, The color rushed to her face,

“The one in greent Yex,'' she naid,

."ITI!I!'I Royston's wife,'"" Farmer
said,

If he had hoped to startle her he
was disappointed,

“Yes, know, I've wseen her be-
fore,” was all Elisabeth said. ‘1 think
she's ?rellr. don't you?"

He laughed shortly,

"“Tastes differ. 1 don't admire her."
He filled up the glass which Elizabeth
had only just tasted. ‘‘There's dane-
ing downstairs,” he wald presently.
“*We'll go and watch If madame does
not come directly, That in, if you care
0

**1 ghould love It."

Elizabeth tried to spenk with en-
thusiasm ; tried not to look in Enid's
divection again, hut, against_her will,
her eyes went back many times to that
noisy table,
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SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Percy Ripple

CAM, THIS 15 MISTER RIPPLE - || ITS CERTAINLY
153 OFLAGE - | PLEASURE~
'S0 BE OUR LOVELY WEATHER?
AMAID OF HONOR,

THERES A MAN WHO'S THE.
SoUL OF HOMOR . “TOU
SEE IT IN H\S EvES! =
EYRE SO BLUE AN’
FRANK AN OPEA LIRE

LutkYy GIRL

A BooOK: GERTIES A m

GUEss TLL CUT THRoUGH THE
PaRrk ON THE WAY HOME , |,
ITS COOLER, -T&P, GERTIES
A LUCKY GIRL - I CAUTGET
HIS HONEST BLUE EYES OUT
OF My MIAD
1 Ausa'T BE
S0 Slki'r,
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Sister Left Part of Her Ouija Board Outfit in Dad’s Chair

By Fontaine Fox

The young lady across the way
says she saw in the paper that ns
many as 05,000,000 bacterla are
often found in a cuble centimeter
of milk, but she supposes you don’t
get enough In n small quantity like
a pint to hurt you much,
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PETEY—He Doegn’t Believe in Springing at Things
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GASOLINE ALLEY—Doc Can't Lose Much on That

CAN | BORROW THIS W SEEMS To ME, DoX,
JACK OF YOouRS, WALTT B THATS ALL You
WLRE HELPING MRS, BIRDS DO - HELP
BLOSSOM TRUE UP MER

WHEELS

MRS. BLOSSOM.

,NEVEFI MIND.
You'lL. BE DoOING
IT YOURSELF YET

ALL RIGHT.
WHAT'LL You

IF YOU CATCH ME
HELPING HER YOU AND.
| THE BuNCH HAVE A
 DINNER (OMING !

= FELLAS, (OME HERE !
WE Cor A Feep PromseD!
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