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. A Mother's Bacrifice
EBTANCE nodded. Her face had
‘ddenly become drawn and hag-
L It ]:umﬂl as though n hl:ci

bhad seed
RBting A embilng, | She at

hall give her up, Ella!"" Her
a Im'r and almost toneless, ‘‘It
| best for her, God knows what
Il n for me,
el negotintions for the ma'e of the
% A committee has been formed
W members and they will float a
company. The thing is settled
for the netual routine work."'
g bave practically sold the Eros."*
1 shall go away."”
. s shall you go?’' Aunt Ella
B vio'ently ngitated, She loved Con-
» more than Constance knew,
"] don't know.'" The deadly hope-
sess of It brought tears to Aunt
3’y eyen. ‘I ghall decide—anfter-
"

wnt Ella came over to her, The
fell, unheeded and tangled, to

ke

will come with you, Connie, We
pot leave each other after we have
r little girl."’

stood over her worldly-wise sis-
s quaint, frafl figure in her little
pite cap and out-of-date drews, and
Mastance, broken at last, burled her
i against her skirt and sobbed as
Sehlld might sob in its mothér's arms.
'An hour later Constance wrote a
in the seclusion of her room. It
fwas very short, and the envelope was

essed fo Lord Connington,
dear Geoffrey—1 have declded

I have already | ni

mm

JACK O’ JUDGMENT
fe cursiton ok Tunisirns ong
of true love and it rewards,

" It Begins Today

oflhdlwhr. He was mad
thoitmﬂl ! ud-’dﬂ. girl
:uhhu with her mother's blood.

took her away. On the dny
n the decree was Issued Lad -
nington’s life {llusions came dmr: about

her ears, and w_ things as th
*had pletured them,

resolying that
the truth.
her

Constance looked at Audrey wist-
fully. “You must’ have guessed, dear.
I was Lady Gﬂn’nln{:n. and you are
not Audrey Brent, but Lady “Audrey
E:Ql;. the dnughter of Lord Conning-

For a moment there was silence, then
Audrey - murmured: “‘There Is wome-
t else, mamma, Homething which
has made you tell me all this, I want
to hear it all.”" The danughter of Con-
n was speaking then.
Y Connington wants you back.”*
Constance spoke with extreme diffieulty.
‘“That day,/ at the Academy, was the
beginning of it. He has come home
lonely and heartsick. He want= hin
daughter. I have'seen him several times
about it. The first was when T dined
with him."'
“Yes, mamma,"’
naturally calm.
““Today 1 have written and told him
I will surrender you. It will be best.
An his dJdaughter, you will be what I
could never make you. You will go to
court, you will move among the greatekt,
1 am only Constance Brent of the Eros
Club. 8o I have told him he may have
you. It is my ppyment for my sin.”’

Audrey got up and walked to the
window. er mother stood leaning on
the back of the chair, watching her.
Bhe could not read Audrey's face, it
she wan telling horeelf that this dread-
ful, silent calm meant condemnation.
Audrey’s upbringing alone must make
her view inconstahcy in a married
woman with horror.

Audrey came to the window and
stared out through it, Only herself
and knew what passed through
her mind and her heart in those tense

to

Audrey was un-

grrender Audréy to yom uncondi-

“CONSTANCE."

8 . rang for the mald, and told her
8 post the letter at once, and added ;
W2

you go out will you aek Misn
.‘1 gomething very important to say

b/

" “hudrey came to Constance, and found
mother standing by the window of
et room, looking out on the sun-kissed
l" m and the wide sweep of the green
Constance turned as she entered
id: *‘Shut the door, Audrey, and
it down, 1 have something very im-
gertant to tell you.''
gdrey obeyed. Her heart was beat-
s little faster than usua!, and in
§er eves wan a grent wonder, Never in
'her life had she seen her mother so se-
or so dreadfully composed,
tance leaned on the back of a
and faced her.
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1 will tell you the story as clearly |

1 can, and without any mitempt to
plor the clrcumstances, 1In short, T
IRl try to mnke it a plain narrative of
peats, on which you yourself can de-
#vr judgment,"’

rey nodded, She was more than
stled, and rather frightened.

“Many years ago.'' continued Con-
Rance, *‘Lord Connington marrled."’
(ARdrey started at the mentlon of the
(e, Constance wert on, ‘“He mar+
% the dnughter of a southern coun-
|y famlly, which had earned .some no-
et & by the recklessness of its men
I the modernity of ita women—ut
(WM, some of its women.
| “The girl he married was ultra-
b"' n. Bhe had ulways lived an ex-
: fonally gay life, and had a freedom

enally. | shall await your reply. l

to come to my room.at once, as | h

minutes of silence during which Con-
stance Brent waited for the world to
topple and erush her. ;

hen Audrey turned, There was a
wonderful pity in her eyes, and it trans-
formed her face, so that Constance
thought of a, famous picture she once
ad seen of the Madonna, tender, see-
ing no fault, compassionate.

Audrey stooped and her® lips
wurm and. soft on the back o
stance's hand.

**Mother!""

And Constance knew that her six-
teen years of lubor had not gone un-
rewarded, .

““You forgive me, dear?' Bhe whis-
pered the sentence incredulously.

‘“There is nothing to forgive, mamman,
'Whga.t more could you bave done for
me?"’

Constance sobbed. The reaction was
breaking her. Her face was lined and
stressed.

““And Connington !"’' she said.

Audrey smiled softly.

| I lepve you—mnow ?'*
| "™Audrey!"
[ ""One can easily forget the things one
doex not wish to remember,”" continued
Audrey. “'There are lots of things |
um going to forget. But one thing I
shall always remember, and that is how
my mother worked that I might be
happy, and how she was willing to give
her heart in sacrifice for me. In_ re-
membering that I shall have no time to
think of—other things, Mamna, will
you kirs me?'’

Constauce came to her arms like a
child.

They sat long In the quiet room, and
radunlly Constance told the details of
hor story. Now that the storm was
over, and she had ridden it safely she
was able to talk quite freely and almost

ressed
Con-

fttlon which was impossible to her
Al m"l.g:.} Connington was, and
v has n, a man of somewhnt
ithing to be lived seriounly ;

_ % into the hands of ita
[3r Investment.

b views,
a capital |
PORKERSOT |
But to his wife “life|
_jmt u game. Bhe hnd never seen
(S a8 it really is. One does not live
shooting boxes of the Highlands,
nee rooms of Paris and London,
the casino at Monte Carlo. One
: delightful existence, perhaps.
4t one never faces facts. Do you
. tand my meaning?"’
o 38" Audrey whispered the word.
(888 was in the grip of an awful sus-

r some years Connington and his
le‘gt up a semblance of married
Wi hey never actually quarreled,
though a child had come to them,
wns un ucknowledged gulf be-
them, whieh was  gradually
_llnl. The (fu"_l:“nd | cnl:n KRy itr
Mestly—wns dug by the hands o
Lad Uonnh'-mtun.”
Mammy !
Constance did not heed Audres's in-
(Weruption, At Ilast  Connington
4 to be a husband except in name.
#ldom saw hiw wife, and she was
Indifferent to him, The mail
ess of her family became more
@ more pronounced in her behavior,
(B8 met another man, and he happened
[‘ be an unprincipled scoundrel, Lady
ibington wus more than indiscreet,
8 Lord Connington filed a petition
rnrm. _The other wan vanished.
; v: he l“xdl'lud now,""
. nee tlghtened her on the
alr back, ¢ erip '
SAlter the divorce—the sult wans un-
t —Laord Connington refused the!
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Uncommon Sens

To himn life wns some- &

By JOHN BLAKE

without *emotion of her mgony of the
st weeks,

When it was all finished Audrey said:
‘“‘Mamma, do you think Mr. Harkness
knew about this?'’

Constance hesitated.
done,'" she snid slowly.
generally known, but Harkness had
many friends In our set, and it is quite
likely that he learnt the truth, Why do
you ask?"’

Audrey flushed. *‘It explains some-
thing,'' she said ilmelf. *“That it all."" |

The next day & letter came from
Lord Connington, and Constance guve
it to Audrey,

“My Dear Mrs. Brent—I have re-
celved your letter, and am pleased to re-
mind you of your invitation to take tea
with you whenever I might be motor-
ing in your district. I am hoping in
the near future to avall myself of this
invitation, and shall then be glad to
discuss  with you and make final
arrangements regarding the matter
mentloned in your letter mbove. ]

Yours,
“Connington."’

Audrey read it and passed It on to
Aunt Ella,

“T will gee him
comes,”" she said,

But Aunt Ella, reading the letter
carefully, told herself thut there was
something of which Lord Connington
wan not sure, und he was giving him- |
gelf time to think it over, She won- |
dered what it was,

CONTINUED TOMORROW
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““He may huve
“It wns not’

myselfl when Jie

e & Big or Little

R" B time or other there comes w|

man a renl crixls, |

I8 fuced with a decislon that must |

| aldtwufn-n made immediately. |

L 98 must find out for himself whether

M I8 big or lirtle—whether he haw

S Muff in bhim that will win, or

Eaier he will remain a coward or a
(tler all hig life,

sumetimes this trinl (s of his will

- to fuce a responsibility which
- to him,

Sk etimes it Inyolyes the sacrifice of
“a "t belioves in his happiness or
Or a course that he knows Iy |

I LWAYS it ls a difficult time; !
Yy ﬂ“;.rl ltII nle,tdn COUrRge,
' ces it bravely,
decidlon 15 o ;r'y und maoke lhe|
ul;lrkn. or runs away, or makes |
he hOWS to be the cowardly de- |
' h’h:'n"""'{l'ﬁ |ul1lul nt jﬂl“.
T, W yslo
W Jae Dﬂmp{ay{l PRy e Mpper
o ..d"l"’"“" men often make when
" lh: unhappily married—or funcy
. ¥ are—and there are children
: I:m“““ depends on their con- |
" thelr murital velations,
¢ .‘:ul!d- of such decisions were
’ wartime, when men who were
Y able 1o go found (hemselves '

it

| snenks for the rest

| T IFE is not all happiness.

seeking reasons why they should stay
at home.

Fortunately the number of quitters
in that time were comparatively few.

BI'T wars and great calamities do not
come into every life,

Most men must find their opportunity
for deciston in affalrs big to them, bui
unimportant to the world.

Indeed few people outside their own
intimute circle will know how they |
decided, or whether there was anything ¢
to declde. [

But they will know. |

Their own consciences will tell themy
what to do.

If they fail will be mental
of thelr dves,
ashamed to look themselves in the face,
and feeling inferlor to every man thut
they meet.

they

It Is wot |

even all stern battle,

There are many bridges that must be
burned, many resolves that must be
made and kept.

The man who meeta all the tests is
the man who wins In the end, and|
knows that he won, i

The man who falls is of little use
to others, nnd of no use to himwelf for
the vest of hin life.
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WELL = NOW | FUPPORE YOU'RE

GOWNG Yo SPEND WE REST OF
NOUR UFE LOARING= BT A BARNACLE
ow BHUIP OF WMDUSKARNY- WY
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BOSS. GUESS WHAT . “Ou OUGHT To
T SAW HATTIE DRNIN'A

NEw SPoRTy ” STOO-SIX".

HATTIE DRIVIN' A" S0 51"
HEY ! THATS AN EXPEASINE
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FuLlr THREE
INCHES BELOW

NO DOUBT ABOUT IT IN THIS CASE

SCHOOL DAYS

THAN

4 MY goY, THIS 1§
GONNA HURT ME MoRE
IT DOES

AND STRANGE
ENOUGH .ccvvee

The young lady acroes the way
says she doesn’t see much harm in
the way her father plays poker and
he never plays for more than a [0-
cent limit and he certainly can
afford to lose B0 cents for n whole

evening's pleasure,

PETEY—Looks Like a Long Stay

SLe me. WL Va2 |
'L Swow ve, Yoo

B BOLY, W Vedes
SLAPON  AmoumD  ALL
Tug Time.  DessovYa:
Thne H“! M) Tanr!
fow po wo Line THAT?

wo 16 puuy!
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By C. A. Voight
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@ - HurrY-!! PAck
BAC = WIRE PRow
Y OTFICE, GOTrAa BE
THERE TOMORROW,
71 \MPORTANT (ONPEREMCE °
$ - BE RICHT Back..”
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.%cuvnmc—- AND 1Lt QEND A §
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_\ SHE'S FERDIMG OUR
FisH~— ETC==

WMILE YouRE (M THE ATy
EY DEAR, WitL Yov CAlL P THE
KMAL AND MAKE WES SToPPED

MPLE OF SOME MATERIAL | Wak Fiup A Pk

MATCH —  AND Ru’ ROUND
MRS. HOLMES AND SEE \F
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IM THE GARRET AND

—ALSO \WlIL
Nov 6o THRrRL
THE CLOSET AND
SEE THAT TRE
NOTHS HANEN'T
GOTTEN IN
My Win(ER

) TI.HJII//

— \ DUNNOY
~\WHERE KiIN | RnD
MY WINTER UNDER~

GASOLINE ALLEY—What's the Dope?

WALT Yov suy pog! IVE
HEARD ALL ABouT YOU AND
MRS, BLOSSOM. WHEN ARE
NOoU GOING To ANNOUNCE IT?

WHO'D EVER SUSPECT You
OF FALLING IN LOVE,

waLT?

KEEP T QUIET, EH?

COME, WALT, TELL
ME ALL ABOUT T.
HOMNEST CROSS My
HEART, | WONT

ME? saY, I'M
NoT TRYiNG To

TRVIN
¢ © KEEP q{mw 'n-le ING

TELL A SouL!

FER CATS Saxe!
You TelL ME'
HAVEN'T HEARD
ANNTHING ABOUT

= \T YET!

GOSH ALL FISHHOOKS! 'L
BE BELIEVING (T MYSELF
“A IF THIS KeepPs ue!




