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Continued From Yesterdoy.

“He shall not go! I'll not have
my son kicked out as if he'd done
something to be ashamed of.” Bo
the ald man argued, illogically to
himself, wilfully blinding himself to
the fact that the Fortune Hunter
had done many things of which he
must be ashamed.

He went round by the road, keep-
ing as much as possible to the
shadows and out of the moonlight
antil he reached the gate of Cherry
Lodge garden.

There he loocked up at the house.
There was a light in one window
and one in the study - downstairs,
but aa Fernie lald his hand on the
lateh of the gate to lift |t the down-
stalrs light flickered and went out.

Well—he could wait. That was
all. He had been up all night more|
times before than he could remem-|
ber, and tonight the came was well
worth the candle. . He fumbled in the
pocket of his jacket for tobacce and
matches, refilled the empty “plpe.
and leaned back against the closed
gate, his eyes on the light of the|
surrounding trees. -

Then the church clock on the oth-
er side of the river struck 12 04|
Fernis coughed nervously, rammed
the tobacco further down Into the
bow] of his pipe, byt he never mov-
ed or altered his position against
the gate !

The Clomds Areak,

Someone else beside old Fernle
had kept watch during that long.
misty night. and, when the Fortune
| LA drunned from his window
Into the garden below, Anne saw |
him steal away across the lawn
through the breaking dawn.

She had not closed her eves all|
nizht. Tn her heart she had known
that this would happen and with-
out a moment's hesitation, she
caucht up a wrap and went out on
to the- landing.

There was no sound in the
house, but. as she want awiftly
down the stailrs, someone moved in
the shadow of the study door and
Mr. Harding came towards her.

“Anne! Where are_you golng?

She stood quite still, warning
him off with shaking hands. Her
¥oice was wild when she answered
him,

“He's gone: somehow | knew he|
meant to.and I am going with him. |
Lot me go—oh, If you ever loved
me——" He caught her hands in|
his: his cheery face was fall of hard |
distress.

“My dear! Think what it means'
It's the best for us all to let him|
~ He knows that the whole thing
* impossible. 1If he stavs, what hap-
piness can there be for you with a
man you can't trust—a man who

nter
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! " Buster- Buchinan, who rooms st
| Annie Revell's house at 1220 Fuury
street northwest, came bome with
what Anble called “some rougy
company.” She called to Buster
and told him te taMe his drunken
| friends out and keep CThem out

The first thing anybody knew the
light was doused and three pistol
shots rang out One bullet “gkid-
ded,” Buster's wife said, and jumpea
#in the bathtub. Bhe brourht it inte
court as evidence.

Sundny
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Annie’s son sald Buster fired the

Section ‘of T!_u

shots and Buster sald the son dia

has lled to you, and——"

8he* broke In passionately: "I
love him, and he loves me. If he
goes I shgall never be happy again.”

“The n's worthless/ He's taken
the best way out. Ask anvone what
they think. My dear, I'd give the
world “to see you happy, but this
way Is ImpossiBle.”

She hardly seemed top hear; she
hroke from him and ran to the front
door, drawing back the bolts with
trembling fingers

“You're keeping me; you're wast-
ing time. Oh, I don't care what
you say; it makes no difference.”
She flung his hand off when he
would have detained her. *“Let me
£0, unless you want me to hate you.
You've all been against him ever
since he came—you and Tommy—
you've both tried Jo ruin my happl-
ness.”

Anne dragged the door open and
fled into the garden, the white wrap
flying around her like misty wings,

She reached the gate, breathless
and sobbing. It was shut, and for
a few seconds she bungled with the
latch.

Which way had he gone? Whiech
way? Was she too late already?

She started to run down the road|

away from the village, then stopped
sobbing tearlessly and wringing her

| hands.

There was ‘no slgn of anybody on
the long barren road, and, half
distracted with dread, she had turn-
ed to mo back towards the village
when she saw Fernle

His old face looked jaded and | for a moment, then he turned round || have chosen
pale in the mornineg light, and there | slowly, almost as {f someone had| go 1 shall go with you

was something pathetic in his eyes
as he approached her, hat in hand.
Anne broke out piteously: “Oh,
which way did he go? Which way™
Old Fernie pointed up the road

| with the stem of his pipe.

“He thought I didn't see him =go,
Miss Harding,” he said hoarsely.
“But that's the way he went” He
lald his hand on her arm. “Bring

1hlm back, my dear,” he Implored;
“bring him back.”

Anne could not answer. Bhe fled
on up the deserted road and through
the little village,

Too late! Toc late! Something
seemed to speak the words moek-
ingly at her heart. Why had she
not been quicker? Why had she
hesitated a moment? Wha did
anything else in the world matter
if she had lost him? Her love was
strong enough to forgive the past,
strong enough to face whatever lay
awalting her In the future.

The fiimsy wrap she wore was
damp with the morning mist, and
when some Instinct turned her fly-
Ing feet through the wood the
brambles and bare twigs of the un-
dergrowth caught her and tore it.
But she went on unheeding til}.she
came to the small clearing on the
other slde and saw the Fortune
Hunter standing by the five-barred
gate

She stood still then, conscious of
a sudden weakness, her breath com-
Ing In uneven gasps, the relief of
having found him almost too great
to be borne.

He stood looking out across the
brown, barren field, the first streak
| of pale sgunlight touching his wan
face

Anne crept nearer to him, her feet
making no sound over the soft
| ground, till she was close beside him.
|Then she spoke his name:

“John!"

The Fortune Hunter did not move

|
\

|1ald hands on his
| compelled him against his will.
His face was dra and haggard:
all its gay carele ess had gone,
and he looked years older and sad-
der, she thouzht broken-heartedly,

round his neck.
“I =aid If you left me T should
| follow you to the end of the world,”

she said, and her volce was gquite
steady now, her eyes met his un-
falteringly. *“1 love you; there Is
no happiness for me without you."

He lald his hands on her wrists,
trying to unclasp the arms that
held him,

“It's impossible—think ywhat they
will all say—what the world will
say! Think what 1 am—Whl.l I've
been. Let me go—let me go!

“If you can say truthfully that
-you don’'t want me—that you don't
love me——" ‘she began, then her
voice broke. +“Oh, my dearm do you
think 1 care what anyone says?
I've thought of it all, and it means
nothing to me—nothing! I can for-
Kive the past, it's nothing any more,
because I love you.”

“I've‘nothing to offer you; it's im-
| possible. [—a—""

“Do you love me?"

He tried not to meet her eves,
| but they seemed to draw him against
his will. he wied désperately to deny
her even then.

“Love jsn't everything—Iif I1—*
Then suddenly he broke down; his
head fell forward till It rested on
her shoulder, and she turned her
face and kised his hair,

For a long time nelther of them
apoke, then the Fortune Hunter
sald hoarsely: “Anne, You must go
home; vou shouldn't have come—
if anyone saw you follow me—"

“They did

fer me. I don't mind that. I have
some money—no, dear, dpn’t turn
away, I want you to be glad, not
sorry, because It means that we can
0 away together—somewhere”—

a little—"and begin 1ife
:!ut;;l:...u.\“r;: can work, and 1 shall
be there for you to work for.

“I don't mind where you go; I
don't-mind what you do——" Bhe
broke down into sudden crying.
“Oh, If you chvose L0 sWeep & Cross-
ing I shall be only too happy to
stand beside you rather than be
left alone!" she sobbed belween
tears and laughter. “And after that
don't you dare tell me I must not
come with you!™ -

He stood for & momeht not answer-
Iniz, his eyes on the barren fleld,
and the indeclision In his face seem-

| ed slowly to ehange to a strong de-

termination and resolution.

Then he turned, and took her an

his arms, looking -down jnto her
tear wet face with something like
adoratign In his eyes. *“I'm not
worth 1 onght to be down in the

dust at your feet, but 1 can’t send
you away, my dear, 1 can't! Well
go away together and begin life
again, and you sha]l never regret It
as long as you live.,” Then he bent
his head and kissed her

He took her back presently to
Cherry Lodge, but he would not go

see—uncle and your|in with her, and she smiled a Teady
father.” She spoke calmly, she“even | aswent when he sald he would go

!amlle-t into his troubled face. “What |down to Long End Cottage.

1 am not a child, and
yvou., Wherever you
You

| can they say?

tell | misunderstanding had
shoulders and | me to go home: I can only do that|away forever; she

There was pno longer a doubt of
him in her heart: the last cloud and
been swept
knew that he

'if you come with me, for my home | loved her as she loved him, and that

|Ils with you™

| She stood back from him a little,
| looking earnestly into his face as if
willing him to understand that

from her heart, and not on the im-
pulse of the moment,
“You say you have nothing to of-

“1 stand for American boy-
..1“‘ 'r:o !:l.u castles in the
r am t+—and whoss
tchisvements will bofld the
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“Achisvement s the mmly
patent of mobility fa the
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LinerC rew;ays
HighestHonor to
Dead Cabin Boy

NEW

YORK., Oct. 12.—The
French liner France came into
port today fiying her flag at

half mast out of respect to a
sixtesn-year-old cabin boy, who

was Jost overboard Monday
evening The lad was the pet
of the ship.

The yYoungster, Francis Rbert,
was playing on the forward deck
about % o'clock Monday evening,
while the big ship was off the
Long Isiand coast. Suddenly he
piteched overboard. Captain Roch
ordered the vessel stopped. Lire
rings were hurled overboard, and
‘s smal] boat lowered. Search-
lights were thrown on ths ocean,
but no trace of the lad was
founid. The ship stopped an hour
in the search. .

Francis had been a faverite of
the passeéngers on the trip over.
He was the sole suppqgrt of a
widowed mother. His father was
killed in battle. A purse was
taken up and will be forwarded
to his parent.

“A-nte Over.”

If you like to play a game
that makes You move fast and
think quickly, then “Ante Over”
wis invented just for you,

Divide the players into two
groups of equal numbers. A
high fence, shed, house or some-
thing of the sort, must stand
between the two groups. A ball
is tossed over the obstruction
tp the other side. It must be
cAught and Immediately thrown
back by the other players. It
the ball is allowed to drop to
the ground the side that lets it
fall loses one point. The first
side that loses five polnts loses
the game. .

It isn't fair ‘to hold the ball
long after it has been caught,
nor to throw It an unreasonable
distance beyond d¢he players on
the other side—just keep It
moving fast back and forth, and
try to catch the other players
by surprise.

Asked What He Was Told.
“Willie,” sald his mother, “I
wish yYou would run across the

Brown is this morning.” -

A few minutes latdr little
Willte returnad.

“Ma,” sald he, “Missus Brown
salgd for me to tall ysu it ain't
none of your business how old
shs 18"

Whe Wouldn’t? _

“Fatled in Latin, flunked in
math,” .
1 softly heard him hiss.

“I'd like to get the guy who
sald that

a Judge Brown Stv)»y—?a/k

By Fudge

4

Wrillis Brown

- Boys for Boys

Fady the newsboy was speaking.
~“Most of the kids in this town what gets help do_g::..need it

and most of the kids what needs

help don't get it.”

“Then you don't think I $hould give a Christmas dinner to 500
newsboys?” questioned the well-known citizen who was anxious to

help boys.
“Huh, there ain’t over 100
responded Pady. ‘The kids of

regular newsboys in the town”
the town know more about what

the boys want and what boys -vant it worse, than you men do.”

“With all

your information about the youth of the city,

do you

think that this boy and his ‘gang’ know more about boy life and
the actual needs of boys than you do, judge?” inquired the promi-

nent citizen. .
“1 most certainly do,”
This prominent citizen

"of, Sale

papers that he would give a Christmas

reply. 2
Lake City announced in the
dinner to the newsboys of

the city and that 500 boys were expeofed to be present.
I knew % -

Lake City.

that there were not 500 regular newsboys in Salt

I immediately called in the well-known newsboy Fady.

Within two days he report
regular newsboys in the city,
enough to buy

“The trouble with you men

more poor newsboys and pauper
really are. Most of the boys who get free
need it, and a lot of tl.e kids who really
in on the game, 'cause if they are real

ed that there were seventy-eight

; and thost of them making money
their own Christmas dinner, a majority of them

is that you think there are a lot
boys in this town than there °*
from charity don't
boosting don't get
they don't want

neod

to mix with a gang of ‘hand-me-outs’” Fady continued.

“What is a ‘hand-me-out? ”

the man asked.

“Oh, a kid what takes anything he can’t get free, whether he

needs it or mot,” said Fady.
This started the Salt Lake

boys themselves who sought out

assistance of any kind.

A Christmas dinner was given to sixty-eight boys. The

of a great dinner, which would have been

4s hard as you possibly. can, hit

Cornell Star
Explains Art
Of Tackling

Written Especially for This Newwpaper
By FRITZ SCHIVERICK,
Captain Corpell University Football
Team, 1918,

You can never play football
If you can't tackle,

There are several methods of
tackling, but the general prin-
ciple remains the same, hit hard
and low.

Po get & man down, you must
first get him off his feet. If you
hit him above the waist, he may
keep his feet and get away
from you. If you don't hit him
hard he may brush him off. Or
it you do get hold of him, but
do not hit him hard. you will be

dragged” over many valuable
yards before you can get him
down.

Always hit your man just

above the knees, It 1s illegal and
uncertaln for you to hit him
below the knees,

Advance rapidly at the run-
ner and dive at his thighs. It
is not necessary nor desired that
your feet leave the grbund be-
fore you reach the man. Keep
your body as stralght as possi-
ble and keep your head In front
of the runner’s legs. Grab both
his legs and hold on.

The point I wish to empha-
size I=s this: Drive_into your man

him low and hold on tight. To
do all this Is not so dangerous
as it Is to wait for the runner to
hit you first. If you are going to
tackle de it fearlessly.

FREE TICKETS

Boys' Betterment Club, run by
and assisted the boys who needed

-The editor 6f The Boys' Her-
ald will give two free matinee
tickets to any leeal motion pie-
ture theater for the besat stories
for use on thia page. The stories
must  net exceed 300 . words

street and see how old Mrs.

treat,” with the conclusion of more sick then

could. men.
In Washington there are 10,000 boys who_gan disc how
many of their number assistance of any and H::::r
boys know the neighborhoods and the gangs and the

in length and must be written on
one slde of the paper. 5

The storles may be written
about the #chool football team.,
& hike in the woods, or in short
on any subject which other boy
readers might be interested in.

Don't delay.

Bit down today and writé a
story_ and send it in to. the Edi-
tor of The Boysg’ Herald.

Edlitor of The Boys' Herald:

I want to join the First
American Boys' Press Associ<
ation and have written on the
following subjects:

Babionty  .liiiiilieesessens

NEBME ..icvvvsvaerenssnannsss

Address .., Crsgsssaienrnnsnnnen
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nothing could separate them again.

She went inta the house with
such happiness in her eyes that Mr.
Harding could find no words witn

as ghe lifted her arms and put them | gyvery word she spoke was spoken| which to griet her when they met

——

in the hall, but she wedt up to him
at once.

“Uncle, I'm going to be married.
Boon, I think—in-a day or two—
und we're going abroad somewhere.”

Clem Harding gave a stifled ex-
clamation.

“Oh, my dear; 1 beg of you—for
your own sake—I] want your happi-
ness, heaven knows, more than any-
thing on earth——" .

She lifted her face and kissed him,

“If you ‘do, then you will come
and see me married,” she sald
“There is only one man In the
world for me. I don‘t care about
the past; I think I've forgottem It
already, but I know—and he knows,
too—that the future is going to be
all right.”

L

0Old Fernle was on his hangs and
knees trying tp coax a smoke fire
to burn in the kitchen at Long End
Cottage, when the Fortune Hunter
lifted the door latch and walked In.

For a moment' his ‘son stood
watching him wunheard; then he
went forward and took the bundle
of chips from the old man's wrin-

kled hands.

“I'Il do that,” he said: "“I'm usea
to lighting fires.” Old Fernle did|
not start; he just rose stiffly to his
feet mnd stood watching while the
Fortune Hunter coaxed the fire Iinto
a blaze and added some pieces ot
coal. He looked a little daged, but |
after & moment he drew his arm- |
chair up to the fire and touched the
Fortune Hunter on the shoulder.

“Sit down and warm yourself,”|
e mald, *“We've both been up all|
night. 111 make some coffee”™ |

He came back presently with
sume cups and an earthenware jug.

“80 you're not tired of Somerton
vet, then?" he asked with a twinkle
in his eye, as he had asked the For-
tune Hunter once before when they

shooti how, th
met on the bridge onme morning.| ° s O ooy " e wae
The Fortune Hunter looked up. could rum did s0 and some of
“Not yet,” he saild, and then, after | them did not retdrn untll Buster

& moment, he added: “And, if 1 may,
I'll take back the refusal of help
¥ou made me the other night™ The woman's, principal complaing
He rose to his feet. “If you'll was that for the past three Satur-
Eive me a hand, I'!l make good m‘ld‘y nights Buster and his crowd
1 give you my word of honor.” Thén | had made so much moise at & late
he (flushed and laughed slmn1honr that she could not sleep It
apolagetically. “1 suppose you think | Was when she protested to Buster, 1
that sounds gueer?™ he added. |llln sald, that her life was threae.
Fernle held out Ris hand. “She's | ened with pistol shots and an-
going with you? he asked bluntly.|Rouncemenis from him that he
The Fortune Hunter looked away  Would kill her.
from the old man's wrinkled face| Judge McMahon sald he dil not
to where the sunshine had chased | Pelleve Buster meant very much by
away the river mists and the gold-|he threats add reicased him on his
en autumn tints made a wonderful | Personal bonds.
background for the river, and his| —_—
heart was fullofa great thankful- | part of the contract and Bnd me
ness and humllity as he answered: 5 position suitable to my
*“Yes, thank God!™ | dramatic talents.
. (The End) grand opera, Herr Solasedo’
Turning fearfully pale and
jcutching a bar of music for support
{ Herr SBolasedo gulped hard But be-
|ing a consclentious man, he nodded
{his head, bowed and retired
| Two weeks later, with a dozn
{gray bhairs but a look of grear re-
{llef, Herr Solasedo summonced Terrs
Belle to his studic
“*A wonderful opportunity™
|mssured her “Just the 1t
your volece and talents You're to
| coloratura soprano in Hashs
| restaurant at $11 per wesk
color the soup and when & stom ¥
orders, you are to ®ing down 1
dumb elevator shaft. ‘one vej
tabe); two mates (tomale
peeps (chicken) as
may be Now wait while I
the music for 1™
With an indignant and
musical s=nort, Terry Belle

was safely locked uwp and charged
with making threats against Annie

volce and
I should prefer

The Daily Novelette.

All for Art.

Twice & week for three years.
Herr Solasedo had plugged up his
ears with sound-proof cotton and
awalited the call of Miss Terry
Helle Noyes, coming from her sing-
ing lesson at $6.96 per lesson.

And now, without her musie or
anvthing, Terry Helle could stand
behind the southwest leg of the
grand plano with her hands clasped
tightly In front of her and sing
Sklnt:uuur's “The Song of the
Sizzilng Sausags" iIn Z sharp,
major: Joe Hart's “Imitation of a
Parrot in Pain,” in A flay, captain,
and Budweser's “Blow Away,
Frothy Suds,” in B sharp, general. to thus degrade her art and

*Herr Solasedo?™ she sald with happy at $% weekly, singing 4
palpitating eves and sparkling infants into eblivien in the squ
heart. “My course Ils now completed ward of an Independent Indian 1
and it is up to you to fulfill your  stitution
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Open 9:15 AM.

Woodmwary X Wothrop

New York—WASHINGTON—Paris

Close 6 PM.
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There are gracefully

' The Vogue for Diversity in

Velvet Millinery |

Finds Ample Expression in This
New Collection at

$15 and $18

Small ‘hats, large hats, wide brims tumed up or
straight—hats of all types are worn this season. | -
for the matron; ‘close-fitting, jaunty, soft-brimmed

hats for the youthful face. Each has its
tinctive individuality best becoming

Tyt
Black i

E;

Of Great Interest Today J|

Women’s Real
Leather Handbags '

Specially Priced at $2

It has, indeed, been a long time since we have been able
to offer you a leather handbag at $2—but today we offer
you a most attractive collection of new handbags, delight-
fully varied in theit shape, size and color—your choice
at this low price.

There are square kodak bags, in lovely brown, blue, gray,
and black leathers, smartly fitted with small purse and
inner pocket—and black patent leather bags; in the popu-
lar envelope style—each beautifully lined in moire of a
contrasting shade.

Leatber Goods Section. First Floor.

Tailored “Woolspun™
: Suits -
Featured at $29.50 and $39.50

Exclusive With Us in Washington
For sports, travel, business and all-purpose wear.
These smart “Weoolspun™ Suits stand out as an indispensable

unit in the modern woman's fall wardrobe.
“Woolspun™ is a superior suit fabric. It will not shrink, sag
or wrinkle;




