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to haep owiters frem (nterfar-

M “The drront Rover” Wie,

-~ WHO'S WHO IN THE STORY

| aom?e urmmrowll oharm-

] ng widow, who Mhas !: orited &
nern. Hc'rv:d'lr n‘ ‘t:m and
”»:‘:h:nwut ﬂ marry &l:; for

" 0
the ‘-’-‘ai"f:".& o “ lhnw“{..'"'

' RMICHABL

i s HARRY OARMICHARL,
, man of personality

Worid Wor weteran mén ol ned o new

:‘ t!'.':mu, butiness'' gpropori-
Hon.

PMARY

) ihe period.
.ﬁrﬁo':gsf’uni,'uh has

MR Clover in adversity and is

bowered i Soinger  deughter, @

PSRN HOLT, big, good-netured chap,
P ulfl:‘ﬂfin love wﬂk Rosemary.

Lite A Growing Strain T
mema's nothlnlto.ﬂdi:.l!tu;out.

" “" A
he, good-humorediy. very
mr:iﬂ:ingﬁp go all right, Lovely
Wfood; thie kind you get where the cook

' lllhl.l just n fltlle: and the musit s

* Prather nice too. Quite a happy thought

new

a:z ;ml I henrd her Inst Batur-

“ Mlay: she's deliclous, Notes like warm

s Bloney trickling rather slowly out of

’ the comb, you know. Quite simple

too. I should think the kind

’
§ Wy ] It your
1 Kot thing that would reall tl:n:t {-t."
4

g non ; after some © \
h‘rﬂl formally she Qdd'di “1 sup-
. {t won't matter if I'm called away
. a the middle of dinner and Ig'lvo the
! for just a_few minutes?
! ] “alled nway? Why, are yoi ex-
to be?'
”f"{l";: expecting n message from the
. lofee. Mr. Wright—m manager—was
i fty stay on there until midnight to-
- ht.li
ﬂ"'Oh? No bothers, I hope?"
§ “No bothers at all,"’ returned Clover
of Elphinstone Brothers, lifting her
dark  hend nbove those shoulders.
“Bomething quite good, if It is the
offer that 1 imagine it wiil be. Rather
erowded hours we are guint to have
whnt with your business—
; And they are both coming

off."
“How do you know?’ he auked,
dlekly. He was surprised, plense
at they wers on these terms of com-
panionableness. In Parls, during the
poof honeymoon, she had also been
f)ll.‘. quite as much so ns
tine out of ten girls whom he might
have met over thero for the first time

find discnssed the shows, the
?t;{uun, the other people at their ho-
el and Clover had admitted to ‘‘quite
ying'* tramps they had taken_ to-
ther in Fontainebleaun or nbout Ver-
aailles, Then, when they'd returned
to take up this oddly double life in
Green street, it hnd at first seemed
otiff, awkward, and a growini strain.
nt tonight apranntly things had gone
back to the Paris and holiday-time
She hod spoken with almost
about their wims and
rosper.

Quite eagerly ho nsked,

“How de
ou know?"
i I just know,” mald sbe.
"Your mast will get taken on all right."”

Soothed by the prettiness of her
speaking volce, stimulated by the fra-
rance und the beauty so near him,
eited and put upon his mettle by
ha thought of the coming party, young
Carmichngl found himself looking as |
or some inspiration inte her serene

¥ eyes, )

e Teaned nearer. ‘It was awfully
ecent of you to say that,'" he told
er, grateful as a small boy for en-
ouragement, *“*“Will you—do you mina
'1l“‘ it ngain?"’

But the door opened. **Rir Algernon
wnd Lady Cox!' aunounced the man-
aervant,

“All iy not brass that glitters, but
certainly Cox doea glitter like hell!'”
had been snid of him by men who had
worked with him, It was true. His
breast, when in uniform, glittered with
those orders; in any case his hair
Wlittered, his eyes, his teeth glittered,
his wonocle glittered ; and his conver-
satlon glitteredd most of all, Espe-
clally dld it glitter when he found him-

in the presence of a woman as
pretty ns his hostess,

“Mrs, Carmichael! How very sweet
of you to let us come like this tonight
—delightful—I have been so looking

ard——"" K¢ turned all the glitter
about him full on to Clover. Clover
neemed to gleam back at him, Perhaps
it was that bold tissue dress of hers,
bich, when she moved, gave her the
lllﬂtlns grace of a fish, ;
Genernl and Mrs, Hervey' were
amnounced, Ilervey, who had been
alled “The Piumber of the Empire"
tcause bo had been eaned 1n to stop
up leaks of varlous kinds wo often dur-
ing the Inst twenty years of our history,
3 |had the composite face of a soldier, an
; |artlat, and n husiness-man, with shaggy
brows over lightning-swift eyes; their
firet glanco nbout penssured Chrmichael,
. scknowledged the Coxes, took in the
= 1red purlor, Clover's beauty, Sir Al-
. ﬁrllwn 8 glitter, and the general situn-

“Mejor O'Brien" was announced.

ik (Enter n much younger soldier, dark+

Y good-looking, nent, intelligent, an
nderstrapper of the great man's; in-

dentally, the author of the most popu-

"ga” to be produced that year.)

| ctor Mary Robertson,'

* I (Also distinguished, also good to look

" Jopon, with wonderful shoulders, eyes

i1 ﬂ'!'ht with human kindliness.) ' al

) be perty complete. They went
nslalrs,

I ll:h! the hend of the staircnse Oar-
il ael Leard Bir Algernon ask if he
5 “IE be permitted n personal remark.
P hat very lovely frock of yours,
i Y ‘_l\l'lui(‘_lluel: that most—that—
e ”tiq;.‘!i! Now don’t tell me it wasn't

3
[
Il.l."“: nlarmingly knowledgeable of
o Ulover peturned easily, *‘Imog-
=2 P Jour weeing that it was Chanel!'
rought over by alrplane this
- fmorning?
Hutm’; chowen while we were in Parls.
ol I hope that quite soon all one's
D.I'hnul\\ﬂl come over by alrship—"'
Abl Of course!  Airships—air-

D 'Ml;l‘ ‘,}'l)ll f
ull abont! i:"_ course, huve to know

Iht‘r dined,
B 60 often happens when one has
4 ""Dtll_'fd for ditﬂcu?ltu and '‘manage-
ol il everything turned out to be
3 Nnrrm{d““}"l‘ﬂu ar as L‘armi;ttul was
", @ Ereat man A guem,
Blittered foreh afabilition. T
i Your husband, Mrs, Carmichael, 1
“‘_:l' clever man, If 1 may say no,
9 ﬁlu::i:' u mot fouum:ﬁ: o:ir—;mgct
] + I suppose you heard of this
i l":h'l'lou of his even from {its incep-

n']uﬂ!ed' ¥ 'n 1
i Qover Curialchaal, “*18 19were mot 80
1 :i'ﬂ,.“' It I should be—jealous of it,
-« ‘er the oyst vd
', N, T Cormieas deur
merest “‘ltues’’ in’ the part she

A

L |

ance whioh ha agrees fo| ...

MBEADOWS, Clover's |To0d me

contralte from the|j.4

" | you

layed, but neverthe
B e
hi:[ black

words troubled iy
bim to catch, thro: t
ednversation, Bir tnon's - anawer-
murmur of ‘“Ahl« The onl
{:‘:.:'.'.'.:5’?.&' Jenlous of, that 1:'
course re prou
o1y dear lady : nnnnlb".“Wo must
lookthi:o this—1'm goiug to hear all
ut jt—'
““Ara you? Becauss, of

you'd mean everything to Clover

us,'"' Clover
el returned. = Odd, how Car»
michael (talking to Lady Cox) ecould
hear every syllable from the o
of the table, mcross the branching
candlesticks, ncross the black-and-
amber shades, across the center decora-
tion of a garlanded crystal bowl in which
live nold carp fia and ghided under
the ghte, echoing just’ the gleam of
Clover's corsage. She must have ar-
ranged that effect. Infernally clever
she was in all the womem-ways. She
wore that fish-frock, but it was old
Cox himself that she played like a fish.
And when, thought Carmichael swiftly,
had the girl taken in so much of the
technicalities of his mast? She had
the conversion to it now.  Bhe
kept 1t there, he caught whole sentences
of her protty, flattering volce, deserib-
ing (quite accurately, too) the points of
Carmichael's child and passion. )
""No! There's no winch at all,"
Ehe words flowed glibly from her,
The ship Is to be brought in and held
to 'l_ts mast by——"'' tiny pause for effect
—“'by magnetic attrattion—a magnetic
mast ; thera's been nothing of the kind
up to mow, as you know, Bir Alger.

non-—
8id Algernon's eyes positively gllded
her face with Lis glitter. "MI::I!I!I!

attraction! Ah! You mean’’—he made
a geasture with a fishfork—*'the same
principle as the—the old toy—the mag-
net, magnet, you know. Duecks in :ge
bath when we were kids, drawing them
round and round—well, I say ‘we’!
Long) befors your time, alas!"

*‘Oh, no! I had magnet-ducks!”
protsltod Clover gayly. *Of ecourse
that's exactly what it means, It takes
you brilliant men to toss off the mot
Jjusto where we tollers have to struggle
for words. Well, that means a
smull power-house at the base of the

d |wast, with & dynsmo——""

‘‘My dear! My dear lady, I mean—
to hear you discussing dynamos as if
thoy were new bats. I find the
modern feminine mind as plquant as the
fashions, I do indeed.

“Don't Inugh at me becauss I'm only
feminine—I'm a worker, in my way,
Hir Alxarnon! And do let me tell

I'm interested. 1

**Go on, go on.

this thing, you eay

“*And, of course, a directional note
to find out the exact wherenbouts of the
uirshlp sg she approaches—''

““Ah! Excellent——""

Carmichuel, his cars nlert to this,
bad in duty bound turned to talk Rus-
siun ballet to the womnn surgeon, but
she smiled away hislremark-—"'I want to
listen to your wife,”” puid she softly,
‘8o do you, Walit a moment,"’

In a choice blend of the Elphinstona-
Brotliers business voice, and of the
voice of charm on full, Olover was
continuing: “'As she draws to the
mooring, you reverse the engines, That
reduces the shock of impact to nothing,
my husband found, ou ses he has
worked out all the sp .

“Qu",l "

““What A Bex'

““Then there's—well, I need not
trouble you with the telescople device
for the whole thing. -It shuts up and
down from the same dynamo."’ 7

(She must, thought Carmichael in
bewildered amusement, have a memory
itke a gramophone!)

“IF'rut-rate.  The dynamo?
Now, that's an fdea. I should never
have thought of that; I don't believe
Hervey would," glittered Sir Algernon.
‘1 bet we'd have had two; big hole
for the cat, lttlo one for the kitten
sort of thing! A single dynamo; heur
that, Hervey?"

General IHervey, who had been un-
ubrruhivcl,f attentive to eversthing, re.
turned, *“The drawings are nt my office
now, sir. If you t.-rmfd SpRre 0 moment
to look {in tomorrow morning Car.
michael would be there too."

“Capital, capital, DBut not tomor-
row, 1'm ufraid, BSay a week tomorrow
or in ten days' time, what? Iow'd
that suit, Carmichael? Make it ten
days' time, then; give us time to go
iuto it more thoroughly, Mrs. Car-
michael—"*

Clover gave him a smile of child's
delight; Inwardly she was reflecting
that these glitterers have to make them-
selves a little inaccesalble. Half the
rllt:er comes from taking twice as
ong anbout a thing as anybody else,
What a sex! How is it possible to take
any of them seriously?

““That brings us to the twenty-third,
The twenty-third, at—what about
eleven-thirty? Will you make a note
of that, O'Brien?"*

O'Brien made a note of that, And
{ Carmichnel sald to himself, without

vuin.llur:. withoit exultation, *‘It's
done!"' |

Yes: already ho knew that the game
wns his, It wus achieved, as these
thiugs so often are, over a glass of
| chnmpngne and a slice of the breast.

For this he'd done everything;
thing: he'd taken on this mad contract
of n marriage. In the near future
he would be no longer the meres pen-
sioner of the wm’ith: woman he'd
married, but the buglness partner, 1le
iglnncad at her aguin over the dinner
table; her dark head was now tilted a
little aside; she was talking to Hervey,
She could talk to anybody, the exqui.
site bumbug, Bhe was wonderful—
and yet there was nothing in her, Or
wns there? What did it matter? The
| polut was that she assured success for
the ouly thing for which Carmichael
|did care: that mast, Ought he mot
to be well cohtent?

All the time ho knew in his heart
that he wns not content at all.

This evening, with everything play.
ing futo his hands, be was more rest-
lesaly uneasy than on the morning be-
fore his first preguant Interview with
Elphinstons rothers—thnt morning
when he'd written ‘‘mast’” letters
which (he knew !) would only find room
in the wuuu'purer baskets of such men
as wero now his guests and colleagues,

Defensively he drank ehl\mﬂ:mu and
asked himeelf, “Well, what's my
trouble? I've got all I wanted so far,
and more, She's played up all riflht.
As for actually going and getting fond
of that girl, I'm not such an aws.
I'in nn[hlﬂl.lftlil l..l.'lhllll

All this time he was supposed to
be listening to what Lady Cox thought
about seances,

anme

Clover had' ord coffes to_ be
brought in to the din Iﬂ room. Jusg
as it arrived & mald glided up to her,
murmuring & message. Clover, lifting
her head, turped a apol-
ogy upon the party— tiresome |

#o very sorry. A message from
Eh;m:nmeo, ﬁ’lll you forglve me and
o on s if I weren't there? Just a
ew minutes! You'll fo & hare
ried business woman |
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WELL MY BOY “YOUR OLD DAD'S SLAD

AGAIN FOR THE HAPPY
'T BE

OU THA.OTHER DA
DOAT WANT J

WELL TALK

v
EWELRY.
COME. |\ASIDE. AND V]

=

Goob !

= —| 1 GUESS U THOUGHT 1 WAS HARS
= | BECAUSE SR v
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LISGHANESS — \WELL, ITS BYSOAES,
“DOULL UNDERSTAND SOMEDAY
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=] “Tou WERE £ K|
GROWN INTO A MAN ! MV Bov,
DOAMT HAVE To FLOAT 'ROUM
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THEN ! Aow YOURE

\WORLD CHASIAN OPPORTUNITY !
“YDUR DADS GOT OPPORTUAITY
For ‘U RIGHT HERE. !
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am indeed. A dynnmo At the base of |

NEIGHEBORROOD NEWS -1- -1s

By FONTAINE FOX

SCHOOL DAYS

MR, Jones DiscoNERS BY THE
MEREST CHANCE WHY THE,

] Cagror Ol POTTLE 15 So OFTEN
FeUND EMPTY WHEN THEY

GET ALL READY Td GIVE
LITrkE OSWALD A DOSE.

The young lady across tha way
says a candidate who gets a mere
majority of the votes wins all right,
but she supposes he fecls hetter
about it if he gets an actual
plurality,
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PETEY—A Serious Problem

- | VE JUST BEEN

DownsTAIRS “TFwine THr
LANDLORD WHAT | THINK
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; ; By C. A. Voight

(" = 'l MAKE \T HOT POR Him
\* HE DOESKT GIWE UD Some

- GOop GWRL-"
G000 CIRL~—!
THa'S THe Taw.

=~ | ToLD Him \WE'D
MovE RIEHT oVT —

\ KHow A
PLAcE uP TOWN—

~ FASY— EASY~

wWe ) /T —
Al TELL HiM | [ = JINGOES. How
Micx To <o HAHG || CAM | GET Her
= AUXTIME — OFF THAT MovE
— J LoTs OF BeTrer (| STUFF
PLacEs THAN ¢ ( ~MY BodTLECCE

WoNT DELINER.

ILL SAY THEY 0O\

00 THEY GET DIRTY 7 X B

g e e

COME , SKEEZI1X !
P WANT TO POLISH A LITTL
SOOT OFF THAT FACE OF
YOURS'!

!
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SKEEZIX' WHERE ARE YOU?
HE'S A SMART LITTLE DUFFER -
HE KNOWS WHATS cOMING!
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