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rl's love

PEGINR THE STORY

EMIAM BANCROFT,

o nﬂ .f‘ﬁ'j:' fous mannf? w
o Mol antjaues and rare
' £0 ! }.n ful ﬂrlnl 0
l 5e o hin  father's death. Sun-
' yplained r'rt'umlnuu-n. "F,
ot ."l the will, amid Tl‘l"‘upr »
[ ing of Nin shellered, un.
temoeaiyous woht, when
a ainister atranger dnto
ome, Dan  Stewart, 1he
ain o lld‘f!jl!;f'l: o: f.'.f
ere to Vaell’t Jo b
0 hllmmi‘ fnlg MJn s aind
change from his humdrum "ﬂi‘l’o’

& fmturr wndicate’! nuk; a ko,
’ m'rarl leaven \Jﬂﬂﬁ_:;‘: fu“l:":l'"f:'
to New H
A 'Mr:q?:-';;rr ia followed b a “5,
A A
51 “r:?;:l“:ﬂll'lﬂlﬂr to the nearest alo-
:‘: dues not glve her nama, tesoart

[}

- ! wman, known as the 0w, fo
Sk Jerry.
A Beautiful Foundling

ALL things that live, there is noth-
more loving or lovable than a
ny kind of n dog. He Is 2 human
l{nul of us must have something
' which to lavish our affection. If we
by not, or dare nof, for reasons of
=1 e or reasons of mmm“url\'aln:][:];
W apon humans, w ;
.gu.:::al: thtln{. who will answer
ﬁ bl al with all le 2, with donth-
¥i e whether we are worthy or

ndl joyalty, \ \
s m;le has no diverslons: he has
r: W=l one thought, and that is of you.
ndq eves when you leave him, he wel-
S you joyously when you return.
'l' soit_punish him, he erawls to your
lbg. ,m Ec forgiven. e has d_mpler!w_tl
oy of his love: he doesn’t alwnys
\TEg aw. but he is hlways sorry, A
i o luxury, but n dog Is n neees-

—

s tonk off the borrowed shoes
n:::lnn. she made a lttle gm,mm:

h indieated  self-repronch, Hlllt
ald never be able to return the
telen, Nhe might, of course, nddress
blindly to “the house of many
L. and vases''; but on  second
ght she dismissed the purpose oy
wilous a8 well s impractienl, 8he
conselous now of having acted too
2 upstage without any _iun_tlﬂr'mlon
than that the young man's breath
been tainted with drink. Ie had

4 the part of the Good Samaritan
tly : and she would still be In thut

mal village but for his ready cour-
Al the other houses hwl been
articulate in their expressiony of

piddingness,

Mecause of other men unknown to|
this chanee benefnctor was mmln:v
: It was |

1-',,.',' suffer npparent ingratitude,

city, @ way of the world, (ine man com- |
come el i evil, and like water respond-
.

to the stone cnst, the ripples
ched far and wide, bringing misery
it { disruption to the Innoecent, o

feh s the woof and warp of this

aclli:

v .| -
”‘“‘T !I Iength she sat upon the bed Turk-
25.' L i Der kimono  and reviewed the
- Bidlients of the letter she hud fouwml in

metal box. A letter, :
SHERnths gone, In o anticipation of his
wth, while Lie lind yet the nse of his
ee If no. his hunids,

ap

floorfs . 1 .
Daddy  Bowinnn, dear  old  Daddy

b ::3%: “ ¢ s Who had found her ont-
whodle lifs studlo one morning years ago !
B had never tald hor sbout the hox

@ the clinin boenuse "1t would only
tantallzed vou und dieected yon
here,''  Nhie wns not an ordinary

. Bndling.  Daddy Bowman  had
ya malntalned the oplnlon that she
heen stolen for ransom, and <one
in the plans of the rogues hnd
ed them to alimndon lier at the near-
door, which fortunately hiad been
. While hie lived she had been Dnddy
tenefWmAN's s now  she  was nobody's;
TR it was hoyord ull possibility thnt

: 18
nas

L 0 box and clindn would ever lewd to|over, I can smell {t,

Aved jdentity, But why had they taken

——4 locket and left the chain?  Ilad
bat ) ape
ward rogue robbed the otliep?
3 1 Parling Daddy  Bowman, who liad
| gght her all he knew about musie,

™odhat today <he was eapable of pro-
v orfing for herself! Tlow glad she was,
r.itgthe midst of her grief, that she had
e/ turn been uble to take care of lim,
viglt bim Sundays und to tuke hilm
gwers!  Now he was gone: and to-
aedrTow the wuddy carth would cover
de i forever,
“aBuddenty shie turned and buried ler !
 in & plllow; and then Ling Foo

"ﬂ ints were 1.]l|rl1l'|,p'|'m'||]|-|I_ |

rhyr

o s 88 wns his habit, Baneroft snt up
bed, plowad Lis tingers through his
toand licked his lps, Pabl—=whnt ;
pight ! Never

i his goblet, A nightinnre wis u novs |

o but of o churacter not  urgent

encores. He must have gone to |
1.} bottom of the sen ten times nnil he |

, I still taste the brine of 4t * *
the wine of it,

$ liead.
g srinned, Jumped n"[t'"\",::‘":" :i?,d_ | would hinve left some advice with al] this

o up the eurtalns,
8 day. In the yard the ground cob-
flashed like “diamond sunbursts,
upland fislds were ruddy and golden

with stubble and emerald green |

el winter whent : and above the flelds
. wooded  heights, with
thes nf
NE of this vista was sternal; ench
g | the four rensons wns n sublime
Tdist. And he might be gazing thither-
t @ for the last time,

At had chained him hepe? Why 'on you. You wosn't ever whipped. But

't lie run nway from it all and gole
nturin

dy hnd? Cowardies? Had he fonrml

fate too mieh? Did he love the hills | jose,
ess, while he had Iinted the in- [left vou with e,

Pltants? Had the sofl held bim® He |
d not answer,
8 thought, irked by this invisible |
passe, took another direction, il |
| firl really taken all that tronhle
" the sake of n dog? He was con -
PUS of wanting to know this for n
Rinty, though the wanting had no
ned reason for being. DPerhaps in |
" bin first romantical contact with |
“ ale of the species, he dreaded
1 |un|ll|'1, I
ut {;" should the

) girl lie or iuvent |
8! Baneroft argued in her bLehalf.
¥ shoulil who tell him there wax n
there wisn't* He hadn't quizged
i Ehoulind buen under na ubligntion
recou any of her adventures o to
explunntions, Her deelarations hil |
L _ETatuitous, Thorefore, there wax
% and ghe had gone home to him |
18T ex{rome diflicalties, nnd that was |
l A m-.l Wauk to that, Just the sort
Bl to chase ground the world,
in.nightmares,

e rued hin punetilious regnvd  for
rules of convention, exacted for nn
P reakon than 1o impress the girl |
e fuet that he knew how to be- |
cAs i o country bumpkin should |

Wowhat  wak wihat In wmnners !

Riked fop hers 8Bhe would be in

ork, whither he was bound, but

would Ly s miech chanee of find-

Br a8 he woulld in particularizing

l;:;l:lol samd from another on o
1.

Mt man, though ! Baneroft starsd
l bhills, hin row  furrowed, He
Not dismiss the notion that the
affair clonked entirely another
*and that he had been subtly in-
10 search for it. Hence, the sin-

. l'h'-l.l’nntlnn that lhad entered his
night before nnd now recurred,
t:tt'm:l&la letter had furnished

[ lﬂurdu' and sudden death—-for

b i “t' I*al:w d-hit p‘:lln: .llmﬂ:
’ was tulnfou rubblsh

written |

A dictuted lot- |

al-leent to this town, where both his wife

{ brown pancakes and the other
veredd that for once his endenr- | with bacon and fried egggs. Ho fell to

hen e wwoke in the early morn= | pim. He

iy wores of that "‘I"‘"rsun'."'

seattered | With your mother when you enme—and
flnming maple. The chunging | when she died, n week later,'’

ns some of the village boys ] They went to .\'t-ﬁ York, but came back

| the beginning,
Y hadn't he boldly: aiven 10 amel hnmmered loose by

without ulterior purpose, Perhaps the
puszzle—the assumption that there was
a “nigger in the woodplle''—arose from
the puerility of the scheme and the
formidable intellect of the promoter.
An ordinnry man, promoting such a
crazy proposition, wouldn't have been
n puzzle but a joke.

he man's laughter—the hollowness
of it and the shad ln! of the mockery—
wan in_itsolf something to speculate
upon, Had he ever known Silas Ban-
croft? There seemed to be only one
way of solving the riddle, and that was
to sign the contract, If there was such
an instrument. It was no fool’s curion-
ity., If Bilan Bancroft had been shocked
to death his son wanted to know why
and by whom,

Firat he would call on Lawyer Bnell
and get all the business details off the
alate; then he would quis the head
clerk, Jolinson, as to that géntleman’s
suspicions that 8ilas Bancroft had been
scared to death, After this he would
be frea to go where and act how he
pleased, Under an assumed name he
would find lodgings in some modest
rooming house—preferably one of his
own—and then he would fare forth in
quest of knowledge, for he wanted to
learn womething about the life of the
rrut city before he essayed to match
ances with the Great Adventure Com-
pany.

Supposing he wasn’t Silas Bancroft's
w#om? The question, coming Itke a Bolt
from the blue, had the effect of blud-
geoning his faculties, For a moment he
stood dazed. What ngency had permitted
sich a question to disrupt his sentimen-
tal musings? Not Silas Baneroft’s son?
Hurolg his mind was full of unaccount-
able kinks this morning.

He henrd voices beﬂ)w and lent an
ear,

“And nobody ever dreamt of #t!"

“No more did 1.

“What's he golng to do with jt?"

“I'm sure 1 don't know, Mrs. Lin-
den,'"  answered the voice of Mrs.
Horne,

8o Williams had spread the news as
quickly ns this? Baneroft shrugged. It
hiad to be known; wo it didn't matter,
All the girls would be making eyes at
him now; and those who ha rophe-
sied his eventunl hanging would refer
to him as ““that fine young chap Ban-
eroft.’”" Not n horse trmt;ﬁm!

“1 suppose he'll to New York,
where he ean spend it,"" said Mrs. Lin-
den, bitterly,

“He will," replied Bancroft, sotto
olee: “‘and this very night!"

“Autymobiles  and moving picture
actresses and all that. IHe ain't so in-
(ocent. O he'll go gouging folks the
way his father id,”

C'What he does with his money is
his own business,'

“Did you know that thers was a
Young womnn here last night and that
lie went with her over to the Central "

Yes, aml 1 gave the poor young
t:nug 4 pair of stockings and my best
=H0es,

[ “Oh!"™ A pause. “What did he leave
 yon ¥’

“*Nothing,"*

| "Whut—afrer all your vears of fnith-
{ ful service? Well, I never lieapd * ¢

I was regularly paid, But how did
{y¥ou find ont there was millions?"

"Why, he told Willinmy last night.
Seven millions! And  the good Lord
[ knows low much blood is on that
money. Millions, and he never gave n

| and son were born. He didn’t even can-
{vel the mortgnge on the First Presby -
(lerian Chureli. Oh, I know where he is
this minute.""

1 wouldn't slander the dend, Mrs.
Linden. You all ought to be satisfied
with the wa{‘ You treated him when he
wis ulive, There—my coffee's boiling
You’ll have to
“xXeuse me,"

The Nelghbors Are Curious

Silence followed. Baneroft peered
from behind his curtaln, He saw Mrs,
Linden—something of ‘g grenadier—
marching stormily down the path to the
gate, He blew n mocking kiss after her;
for this conversation bad suggested u
fine idea, )

He was hungry when he entored the
dining room.  *“'Chow, Aunty !'""  he
callml, *'Chow !

She came in with platters in both
hands, one heaped with smoking golden
alzzling

healthily. Mrs. Horne hoversd about
Jested with her between bites,
but when he had drunk his second cup
of eoffee his face became serious,

CAunty, am I really SBilas Bancroft's

“What* Land o' Goshen, Jerry boy,
whutever put that into your head ?
What makes you think you mightn't
he'" eurfously.

“Oh, T don't know, Popped into my
It seems to me a real father

money, consldering that until recently
[ never saw a hundred dollurs in a lump
sum,""*

“Jerry, 1T wns present when your
Hather nnd mother were married, I was

“Maybe he hated
cansed her death?"

**No. He never spoke a harsh word to
{vou, my boy, or ever lald a heavy hand

me for having

that wan because you was a good boy.

THE GUMPS—The Candidate __ : y oL

M | TMRe!

™ ANYBOON
] THINK® CAMPALLMING FOR OFMICE
1§ A BOFT Jow “ouU YRLL

' DPFERENT -

MY POoOR FEET ARE R0
HOT AND TIRED THEY FREL

AND WAE BASTING
chrgolic

LIKE | tAp “THEM M A wOY

D SHAWE WANDE ' wuy, MY

ARM WAS GO™MS UP AWMY Vourm
MK A PRTOM 0D ON A PRaSEMOR
ENGING = AND “THAT G6UN AT TWE
SYLRL MILLS - WE SAWDTL WM ou
LUCK COMGRRSTMAN™ AND TWOOW
MY WAND  UMTL ME Looa gty

MY YERTH AND W'Y ME OR

B0 WARD ‘TMAY WME wWuOCKg® A
HALE A DOVLAR \ WAD W AW
POCKEY MYO PIWL DIMRg -

WERLL, I'M GLAD ‘™IS
OMLY WAPPLNS LvewN YWO
YEMB - ONE WOMAN SAID
"1 WNAMRD MY LITY\E Bov
ANDROW AFTER YoU'- | G
WER A DOWLAR FOR YHe

WO - WARN XD TMEY LiFETED
W Y0 ME WAS AN AWDREW
APTER MY~ ugme
WARN'Y A JoWw N
m R GHBORHOOD -

* BoweN N\L

By Hayward

MOTHAW' HURRY' ITSs 8:30' =WHY Do ¥
YU CALL ME BARLIER!~ TLL AEVER
MAKE IT — PoPr T WISH “1OU WOULDAT
AAOVE MY THINGS - I PUT THEM RIGHT oA
THAT CHAIR - WHERE'S M'r BA6 - Gos

OF ALL THE ATTY PLACES! - IF I LIVED
IN SUCH COMFUSION ALL DAY ID AEVER
GET A THING DOAE = MOM IS MYy CAR
L COMING ?- FOR PITYy SAkES FOP, Wiy
DOAIT ‘TOU SHAVE ! = T'LL AUEVER MAKE
THE OFFICE ! = PoP “You OU6HT To,

AS IT AIGS AGAIN ? -
POP, FORIHEAVEN'S
SAKE Douse THAT

N OF THE APES -‘TDURE
ELAglg’a?tﬂTH THAT AMMOUSTACHE !

SAY YOUNG LADY -
LET ME TELL. You
SOMETHIN' DU AINT| =
EEN ELZABETH
YV UNERSTAN' ?

FATHER DEAR |- ‘Fuy
HMAVE ‘rOu GoT -
A QUARTER? | —— 4

The Young Lady Across the Way

-

L] N -
LA LI
A'EhEEL B

/ = an

The young lady across the way,
reading of Jumbo's death, srays she
supposes the
was taken down with elephantiasis.

mammoth creature
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“THE Dus WHICH HAULS THE
COUNTRY KIDS IN Yo ScHool
BREAKS DowN WHEN JUST ABouT

HALF WAY THERE.

fea TegY MADE WA
e WS PICVRE Thow We
sanpe ‘e Tane 17 FRo™

WD HOE |
e orscte He PicwED W0 A

AsTnesnane  BY & MisTAne , [l et
Tt 1T wiAs A Rofg,
s T BT P T (Y
DroNT HURT Wi A Thik.
Evicl Tire We Sneglsd
Tue Cows woulD STanT Home

He DO OF WCCPs

PETEY—Some Day He'll Get the Best of It

By C. A. Voight

STHLe—

when she was tgok 11l This was her

He wentfback to New York and |
He got pneumony
amd wus In a hospital for weeks. When |
he finully came back he told me he wns
going to live here, But, Oh, how

changed he was!"'

*Ihen he was different once?'’ sagorly
“He was something ke you, Jerry,
energetie.  But after he came back he |
didn’t seem to take any interest in any- |
thing but money—money. He moved
ubout, lke he waen't sure,

lttle,

from this mean town and never como |
buck. Ob, 1 know! They'll he ufter |
you, trying to kiss your bootg—them as |

(yunked their daughters inside the gates

when they saw you amd wonldn't let |
their boys pluy with you. Yes, sir; |
that's what I'd do If 1 was you."

The Identicu] advice offered by the ad-
venturer, but that was all. The two |
impulses were totally different.

‘'l am going to New York, Aunty,
this very night. 1'll he gone several |
months. 1 want you to keep the house |
for me. T'll write you from tlme lo|
time, but nobody must know where I |
am.  You see, that chap last night was
The door is going to be
men and women
who'll have wschemes—a thousand of
them—by which they hope to transfer
some of my wshekels to other pockets.
‘Toli them I've gone nway and will not
return under six months."'' -

“Take care o' yourself. New York
is a dreadful clty—und you like Red
Ridinghood !** |

“That's pretty good, Aunty. But |
I'll tight shy of wolves who pretend to |
le my grandmothers, T shun't go to |
New York with any illuslons about it, |
1" not going in search of fortune: I
have one, lrul 1've got to leave this
town for a while, Bo why not to the big |
city, and get my education over with
1 have brains; I want to find out how
to use them,"

PONTINUED TOMORROW

and spoke | —*

(e o now J',f;;“;;o‘;.“f?g";; ‘;’:{.;',:Il GASOLINE ALLEY—It's a Rare Assortment!

- SAY. MABEL, |

SEE BY THE PAPER
THAT BOoBBED HAIR

\S GONE OUTER.

= THAT MEANS SOME
PEOPLE | KNow 'S
PLUM OUTER LUCK =

—

— \WHAT |S
THAY Nou SND?
UNCLE P\-.'Tu.‘rf-—-

\\\\\\ il w

-\ SAID~ | SHOULD
WORRN— ITSYou
(03S NOTMINE —

-J

DID Tue
Bus s7anD

=4
BACK,AVERVY | UP 7

HAVE ANV
TRouBLE 1

L/

mp

;5.;

- o |
SVRE ASIDE FROM THE
DIFFERENTIAL AND TIMER
AND CONNECTING RODS
AND OILING SYSTEM SHE
DIDNT ACcT uP A BT

-

O GrLS, | MUST SHow w@
THE COLLECTION OF
SANOWICH Glass AND
PEWTER | MADE IN

New EnGLAND!

e

NOUR WIFE
SEEMS To HAVE
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