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LOVE WILL

By JOHN

NEVER DIE|

HUNTER

who's WHO IN THE STORY
¥ BRENT—Brauti/ul, ine in charao-
Jl"";“,..:,y.mmnd {n"the worid's wayn,
o e VA la-h”. andeomé, Witk 008 im:
LU lf;:":&:fr?ﬁu “his rrﬁhl‘ua career o,
uIaes and idienesn, He (+ a wastrel,
!cmn' Srom Jather, a great manu-
“":.m He foeln is not worthy of
lﬂﬂ"u'i %D “‘r'm'l;am‘l mother, atill
mg{.‘i;ﬁf‘fu’&f&; die age. Bhe 18 the
mer of o las mm clud where mm;
ﬁ‘my goen on, but Awdr 5 {onorant e,
this, Fhe (3 the dtwm; wife of
D CONNINGTON — distinguished
”ﬁa tatesman, of AN auatere femiperament
! deep feeling, \ho has returned to Lon-
after many weara of dipiomatic service

a d.
f =fot Idly wise but wise in
‘llflrlﬁlz"fk‘wﬂh wm *ﬂi‘lrm ivon.

REBLOW—nephow of Cone-
"fuﬂfn’ﬂﬁg t:ncu to a’”nu heir. When

lama to fo Audrey from
f.':"‘.ﬁ.'n'.m, 5’!#!'”, who is bﬂ!rﬂanl but

Inting, schemes lo marry 2
Tﬂmxamu—a Moht-hearted bul sincere
w usical comedy atar, who (8 in Jove with
'.rknul. but m;n o feiendiy to Audrey,

|#mhe Race Was Lost Dellberately’
| 7188 FOR GOOD NIGHT thun-
Kdurod past with three length to
'mrt, and the Centurion beat Gee
lWhI: for second place by a neck, with
I the black traveling the faster.

Preslow lowered his glasses and Au-
drey saw that his face wore n curlous

jon.
.I-"fﬂ::‘ found the winner all right,'” he

aid, “The bookies haven't done so!

¢ this race. Harkness is n
:ﬂ[:r ‘:-T:;m. He can pick his horses
and, better still, plek his jockeys. I
ghall remember the Centurion on Derby

¥. By I oy

wWhat do you mean?'' asked Audrey.

P::FL;:W looked stralght into her eyes,
oln my opinfon the Centurion could
pave beaten Kizs for Good Night. I
think the race was lost daliberately, al-

ugh 1 am certain that all the stew-

s in the world could not declare that
'the jocke pulled the horse, It was
elever. hat little pichlnf up when
they turned into the straight \\'nslln
master move. It looked as though the
Centurion had made one great effort nng
found it beyond him, Ile slacked o
from that moment, if you remember,
However. 1 suppose llyrknens knows
what he's about. But it's rough on the
WR‘#-'. dishonest !'* gasped Audrey.

Preslow shrugged his shoulders. Tt
os find n good one for the next race,

(1%
h}ﬂt?;\udrry had lost a great deal n!
her enthusiasm. She wag shocked by
the Idea that Harkness might have dr:-
liberately run his horse to lose, know-
ing, as lie must, that thousands of peo-

s had staked their money on it. She
hought of Lois—of hr'rhr-lf. Thia man
gid not enre for anybody! Tle tram-

led ruthlessly through life, seeking only
;u own ends! Everybody scemed afvaid
.!']EIITI'::'s n bully ' She repeated It to |
herself. It was probable that nebody
had ever confronted him and given him
g candidd opinion of himself. He had
shamefully nsed her, and eseaped un-
geathed, o hod dehuded the publie,
He was betraying the confidence of
Lols. And still it seemed that he could
win through without chance of punish-
ment,

Audroy possessed all the eourngze and
strength of the Conningtons, and the
trait emphasized itself as those thoughts
flashed through her mind. It was time
Harkness wns stopped. At least, Lois
should he spared the humiliation he had
Inflicted on her.

8he told herself that she would go
to him, eost what it might.

The numbers went up after the last
race, and Preslow drove Awdrey nway
from the course. They turned to the
gt on  the Edenbrldge rond, aml |
missed the geeat volume of traffic which |
surged toward Croydon and London. |

“8hall we have ten somewhere?' |
agked Preslow; “'nnd go for a long ride |
round? Or are you tired "'

“l should lke a ride,"”
"y

snid Audrey.
hich way would you go*"

“Out through Penshurst, Tunbridge
Wells, through Tunbridge to the Muid-
stone rond, and back ronnd Ightham
and Sevenonks. 1t's the most glorious
eountry vou conld ever wish to sep,

They had ten, and the yellow enr |
mwung off on her long run. Audrey felt
strangely rextful. The country wux n
falryland in the softening light. and the
#eent in the air the nectar of the gols.
In Ightham they wpent half un hour,
Audrey thought It the most delightful

ace she had ever seen, The twilight

d settled when they topped Palhill,
The rond was deserted, and Preslow
mwung the yellow ear in to the right-

nd hedge and pulled up. With the
stopping of the engline's Il:ur. n great

fnee came down on them,

'Isn't It wonderful”"’ sald Preslow
witly,

Audrey looked to her right, through

¢ &creen of the bushes, From the
road's edga the hillside dronped elean
Away green and  sheer. Beyond, as
though kpread by a falry's mantle of
fRuze, the country lay gray-misted and
R, a checkered board of wsubdued

town and emerald, on which rested a
miraculous peace, The ear and its nc-
:ﬂnuu seemed perched above a world at

“Tﬂll have enjoye '
Mrmared l'rmln{v? d yourself today"

" .I‘:;T"f:y nodded. It seemed a saeriloge

Preslow’y fingers closed over hor
Ii;.lu'l. She hardly renlized the fact, and
e nn attempt to khake off his elarp,
h'.-\tdn-:p. " whispered Preslow, *1
u"&n n‘nl\\n You only n lttle while, but
- E thnt time I have learned to love
U=to prize you above all else. May !
“ﬂj::';hut one day you will grow to
BAW""! #at  very still for mome |
W’m‘lllk after Preslow had made his
':nﬂ'r;ulnn of love, Her head was still |
:llln' uway from him. her eyes still |
fo 1} B out deross the lowland country |

he ddim slopes of the downs, Yet she

oull wop i
neither ; .
ountry. e downs nor the

»
‘hlrl‘l:»hnw loved her! She wondered |
lnr: she folt o nstonlshiment, hardly

dﬂﬂn;y:n!lnn, at the knowledge, She
e fred what she should sy to hiim. |

Frllly occurred to hee that she had |

Mlnl'l.‘]ll or reject his offer, She seemoed |
" Yetiched from the matier to have |
Finterest gn that part of it, 1
n reslow 1fted |ep hand to his Nps, |

e turned to him, ]
"ot L8 such o Jittle while stnes we

v Bhe murmured,

Ave "
Pmlnw_ Is not ruled by time,'" sald

He was
b bo . very debonnir gentleman as

shin, over her, and in his eves waw
il W an eager lght, whiclh milght
¥ have been horn of Jove,
H.:k“‘fiu then that Audrey thought of |
to ”’:‘-“;!- Behind Preslow she seemed |
watel| lia leun, dark fuce lowering, |
twiate ;Il_t Ler. I'he  thin lips wero |
ok AN dronte smile, ns though he |
C ::]":1“"'.:];1' \]’\'IIII;JI-' nffnir “I.'“h that |
; it whivh was peculinely bis
"_'."-‘_th- K il wus peculinrely bi
..,G bt 1s wrong "' ndked Preslow.
P Othing, 1 was thinking, '’
htnm?w knew that her thoughts had
..m.ﬂ Harkness, He felt o mo-
fare ";h Buger—ulmost  Ineredulous.
not ¥ that sntuenine adventurer could
iy, DOSsibly be regneded nw o sertous
lh’- suppressed the thought, nud

L1]
) b'.h‘ll have not answered, Audrey, 1
you, dear. Can'y you tell me that

;wve ﬂl“?"
(SWirey wavered, Bhe did not know

jwanted a few seconds in which to think.

Leome and see me,

I Amdrey was vainly endeavoring to pleree

tof her methods.

[furntture wos heavy nnd .

Panswered TTarkness,

why his words stireed her #o. It had
never occurred to her to regard him ns
nnything but a friend with whom it
:;'au always possible to spend a pleasant
ny.

She eyed him steadily, and It needed
01l his training, all his suave skill in
difficult situations, to maintain his
snng frold before the unintentional
necugation which lurked in her eyes.
He thought she might be reading him
ns he read himself, It was only after-
ward that he realized how impossible
that waa,

“Audrey !''

Audrey’s lips moved, Rhe did not
know what to say. Bhe only knew that
she craved for strong arms nbout her,
and love lald unstinting nt her fect,
even ns her own 'ove had been laid. And
this man was offering it.

1 hardly know,'

Preslow followed hot on his advan-
tage,

*You must, dear,"" he urged. “Don’t
tell me I have hoped in vain."

His face was very close to hers.
Audrey felt her decision swaying.

'One  dny—I  will answer,'” she
faltered. *‘I cannot do so now.'' A
little In showed In Preslow's eyes.
She ndded: “‘Iut I think—I shall try.
I think that I shall love you—one day."’

“My dear!"’ whispered Preslow.

He drew her to him and she sub-
mitted to his embrace, unresisting and
stlent, Yet when he kissed her her Iipw
were cold—Ike leo,

The yellow enr thrummed onward up
the hill, and the darkness crept up from
the enstern skioes,

"a:lnmnm, I have something to tell
you."

It was the morning after Audrey had
been to Lingtield Races with Preslow,
and she and her mother wore bLreak-
fasting mlone. Aunt Ella was taking
her menl {n bed.

“Yes? " Audrey thought Constance
looked old, and In her volce was a great
wenriness,

“Mr, Preslow proposed to me last
evening.'' .

Constance broke n plece of tonst with

methodleal precision, and then left It
on her plate,

*“Proposed
dully,

“‘Yes," sald Audrey, with some doubt
In her tons. She had sufficient vanlty
fo hope that her mother would not
appear Incredulous of her statement.

Constance elpped at her coffee. Bhe

to you?' sher echoed,

Preslow had proposed to Audrey. She
knew DPreslow well enough to realize
that he could not love Audrey. He
wus too much in love with hhnweff. Bhe
told herself that his roason for the pro-
posal was obvious. Ie must know the
Intentions of his uncle In regard to
Audrey. This effort at marriage was
worthy of his tortuous mind.

t was a sure way out of any diffi-
culty  whieh might” confront him If
Audrey ever roturned to her father.

“Whnt did you say to him,
Audrew "' ghe asked,

Audrey hesitated. “'1 am very un-
bappy, mamma,” she answered quietly,
“I hardly knew whuat to say, last
night 1 thought I might grow to love
him, Tie seemed to offer all that 1
wanted, all T had missed since—since—
that dreadful time. But now I just feel
cold about 1t. T hardly think 1 should
miss him if I nevor saw him again.
And yet T find myself wondering—I
om afraid I do not understand.”

Incomplete Surrender

Constance studied her. 8he could
realize vomething of Audrey's feolings,

“"What did you say to him?' she
repentoed,

"I told him to wait. That one day
I might care for him. He kissed me."”

Constance bit her llp. 8he knew
better than Audrey how far the sur-
render had gone,  Alsa she knew ex-
actly how easy It woulil be for Preslow
to make thur surrender complete, She
spuke vory slowly,

UAudrey—Dbefore you finally say yes,
Will you promise to
do that "

“Yoes, mamma,'*

They were silent for some time.
the fog of her own thoughts and de-
sires, Cdnstance wan wondering dumbly
whither all this was leading; striving
desperately to smother and kil an im-
pulse which, nas the days passed, was |

rowing stronger and strongep wll.hlll[
nr,

At last Audrey =aid: **Can you tell |
me Mr, Harkness' addross?’

“Why do you want ir¥"’" Constance's
tone was cold and her eyes suddenly !
very alert.

I want to call on him."" Audrey's
manner hnd none of its previous heal-
tation, but waos sure and ntcad{.

“You want to call on him? FHave
you taken leave of your wenses?'" There
was the slightest suspiclon of anger
the questions,

Audrey shook her head. ‘“*No. But
there are one or two things I wish to
sny to him—swhich 1 think should be
said to him by some one."

Constance was nbout to ask for de-
tails, but checked herself, 8he was
realizing how llke her father Audrey
was, hoth in features and the directness
About her chin, deli-
eately fominine though It was, was all
the lIntent etrength which lurked in
Connington's fave,

“You are not golng to do anything
foolish, Andrey?'' she asked,

Audrey blushed, and Constance has-
tened  to apologlze,

nm sorry, dear. T should not
Iave snid that, Tlarkness hng n flat in
Avlington Mansions, Jjust behind St
Jumes', But 1 shonld not eall on him
without first notifying him of the fact,
e you will find your journey wasted,
Ie ts burdly ever there,"’

1 will  write him  today,'" soid
Aundrey,
Hhie posted  the letter tmmediately

nfter breakfost, and in 1t told Muork-
nesy khe woulid ecall on him the follow-
ing morning nt 11 o'elock, She did
not trouble to give him thne to reply.

Arvlington Mnnsions were a  great
block of flats of the highest elass, and
Auwdrey found Hnrkness living on the
first floor, 1le was waltlng for her,

The room In which he received her
wis evidently his favorite apartment.
The walls were puneled and relleved by
only thres pictures, One of these ples
tures was a photograph of the Cen-
turion.  Another was an exquisite lttle
water-color of an English country Inne.
The third was a picture of an exelting
finish 1o a bIg motor race on o tre-
mendous track which Audrey did nor
recognize. Audrey felt that she wanted
to toke the water-color down. Under
the pieture of the Centurion was a long
rnek filled with blackened ;:lpen. The

neobean in
design, Two enormous divan chairs
fronted the fireploce, nnd the table was
littered with newspapers and journals,
The untidiness was appalling. and its
masculinity almost made Audrey fecl
like an Intruder.

She was aware that Harkness
searching her foee anxiously as
hesttated  In the douvrway, and
siiled up at him,

hope 1 haven't
rangements  for  this
sald, N

1 never have any arrangements,
“1I gm more than
pleasod 1o see you,  Will you sit down?
]\'l.ur mother knows about this¥'*

wWhaE
she
she

nre
she

upsot your
morning,"
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OH WAKE UP!

I
' e it bURDESK . |i W i
SHOWDOWA ! WHERE'S i 7S 1A oM ' NEs
THAT LETTER 1 GAVE ‘Ou | || ‘-.}1.;‘:’1 T DID T THREE MIMUTES K ,"
AT EIGHT THIRTY ? il AFTER ‘OU GAVE ' T

TO ME

I T
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The young lady across the way
snys the Government s still having
i good deal of dificulty in mceting
its obligations and tuxes are very
high and we may yet have to take
to issuing fiat momney to put our-
selves on n sound financial basis.
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