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OPFEN UP THE WINDOW S ~
HAVE THE LAUNDRESS COME ~
START THE ICE AND THE MILK-
THE COFFEE 1S IN THE COPBOARD
ON THE 6&:()’4‘? S(D.lf;ég‘z

SET E ALARM CL -
D,OEN'TI:AVE ANY LIGHTED QGAR
STUBBS LAY AROUND ~WATER THE
LAWN AND FLOWERS -
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RI.D” DOINGS OF THE DUFFS

| 1| UNDERSTAND YOUREY YES, IM GOING HOME
By RUBY M. AYRES

LEAVING LS TODAY BLT THE REST OF
MR DUFF ~ I'M SORRY| THE FAMILY wWiLL
o SEE You Go! STAY A FEW DAYS
....... 13332082 Coprright by Dobbe - Merr(l) 228204
Starts on Page One)
‘mm) things which the femi

) S| LONGER -
4 GOOD BYE!
heart is porn to desire

‘ ! pemembered afresn *9y haflly
ahe heard Mr, Stur

Tom's Vacation Is Over
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ME'S ALWAYS A
PRETTY GooD BN
DADDY!

A L 4
oy e

NOW, BE A GOOD
BOY AND MIND MAMMA
AND DADDY WilL
SEE You 500!
WiLL,

L:,'

OM.TOM, HERE.!
| MADE A LIST OUT
FOR You!

e

DADDY!

For a moment she lay still; her
hands were freed now-—she heard
SOmeons move a step away from her. |

Presently she looked up. I

“Better™ asked A voloe easually VO ls o “

ly, a8 If it were a . OUAN

of?l‘)‘\‘r: h:r\.h weemed to| YUl @id not answer; she thought "\""/'," ;J/é"'
YA

F:

.3

’ 947a? ' W 2 ¢
AN, v
mechanically; it seemed an |*he was dreaming: somewhere tmuj : / . } 'H“, '
ty till he said | the mistiness of her bruin Noated the , L : ‘ ‘ : "“"‘,“ )
. . ,
wrpat will do; you may go . . . " /memory of the gruy Sunday evening
sse to her feot giddily: she | _ihe raucous voi f u 3
e e of the fervid
M ut_‘ .l;'fr L:‘r‘w aow thak ""js;?\ilzc'nut. And the faintly amused
.‘. «;:w.,h’ bit her lip till It N“,ium.o olf : n:n “1."\ an, eyeglass
it h‘:« eatrel ber falling senses:; | st Sunday night he was|
By hed the door safely—opened h:.u:'nl his wife—tonight he beats
oA the dram™ !
taggered across to|
jt-shut it ;:hl'::‘: o:m“. and | . She laughed weakly, and with that
per desk. other To0r of 30, Btur Ehulh consciousnesas returned’ fully
of the e e 4 S ‘m‘u\d she mat up, pushing the wet hair
clerks bhad go ’ from her forehead, |
She was still in the office, sitting

was at home with mfluenza
(At the inkspattered table where she
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BY BLOSSER
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TLL TRLL You wWuaT
You MIGUT DO WHILE ALEX
TAKES WIS BATU TAG= GO
OUT AND WUNT
TE E66S

You MEAN O TELL ME
You COALDNT PIND
ANV EG6S DEAR ?

NO-TI CUICKENS
WUTZ SCRATCUNG AL
AROUND AS HARD AS TUEY
COWD BUT TUEY DIDNT
FIND A SI

the room to herself. she won

h n to;
vaguely what would happen to { sat every day of her life, In the same

it she really f:;“.":";:: “‘:::'._'{;Imnl wooden chalr, with the rumbie
Mr. 8!"""‘51‘(:' 3'00' e trbed of the street traffic outside; nothing |
.“ by u::”"l: - “-“ <y o ivu changed, nothing different, save
0 open the ‘“!h of  tresh air @o that the tall man with the cyegiane
g brea whom she had seen once hefore for a
ave moment on the edge of the »
e struggled with the claap, butlging crowd, stood now \ul:l‘:l
it was stiff thru disuse; and suddenly | s oainet the desk usually occupied by
soemed 1o crash !orth";nm clerk who was absent thru In
about ber, and collapse Into a gray | rigensza, looking down at her with a
mist which caught her with It, dE | sort of tmpatient embarrassment.
.w down. “Better™ he asked agnin,
opened her eyes to cold water | wy,,. = = o !
.;‘ face—to zomeone vigorously | nanaketohief, b .th St 3l
- har hands; she tried to ralse o 400 ; T ﬂnd;
perself, but the feeling of sick faint [ o0 hor face and halr wore wet with |
returned. and she closed her| “Tukxe mine,” sald the man impar. |
again helplesaly. tially,

- He handed her a soft si'x handker. |
chief that smelt faintly of cigar |
smoke, JIN wiped her fuce: she
laughed shakily,

“You needn’t have made me so
wet.™ she said. ’
“I'm zfry: « e B wns al 1
could think of." he apologized. |
He went over to the window, and |
Found "7 \okine out v

< in tr to straighten her halr; |

M in l-m she was afrald to get out of (s chalr

b“ | yet—she was not gquite sure of her
self. she began an embarrassed apol
ofY. ;

“I'meosorry . . . @0 sorryto
Cal.—“Talways feel very nave given you all this trouble. |
b’ot.llnut'onlx”‘ﬂ don'ty often do such a silly thing'
three [+ + « but—I've been up all night |

1 badto have witn my brother—he's an invalid— |
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BY AHERN
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WHAT DID NAPOLEAN \ ( "HELLO
SAY WHEN HE MET Lou!’
HIS WATERLOO? .

1 "THNK ILL
SIT OUT “THAT

DANCE »
MY JAW 1S

“Ploase don't apologize.” sald !
man; he spoke with rather a drawi, !
he turned round; he was vigorously |
polishing his eyeglass on & second |
1 silk handkerchief: the one he had
t given to Jill was still screwed up in
{her hand In a damp ball |

—r "

o » ey
and 1| “Tes.” said Jill. EVERETT TRUE
ved! She way feeling better now: she
told wo- rome to her feet; she kept one bhand | (
medicine | 00 a chairback 1o steady herseit. |
m'in.‘ “Please, you won't tell Mr. Stur.
use these facts' gess, will you?™ she appealed ear
I alsoused nestiy. The man was screwing his
. tbc@ll&modownmwhhna.
3 own work “Pull . L N, DS o B s
can walk miles certainly not.™ he gaid, politely.,
husband inthe |  “Thank you,” she smiled at him
| rather nervously. “Employers don't
like you to be Ul—especially in bus!
ness hours,™ she explained.
“Er--no! s thay so?™
He picked wp the Homburg hat ‘
lying on the desk, and looked at the “I'm just as sorry as T can be,| settlers of missionaries to the
:doof”A. i kiddies,” daddy said, “but I don't 'e_-t coast.

. ¢ Mr. Sturgess is net in—I sup think of one single little boy Among these was a handsome
pose I'd better call again,” he sud young man, He was a good lad,
mitted lacomieally. story, or ah Indian story, or &| yoiohe ond honest, and not lazy,

“Mr. Sturgess will be I at half cougar story—I think I'm aboul| hut he had one misfortunse—be
P tw.o: And If there is & messuge storied out.” was most awfully bashful L
5 "(.)h_.uo. thanks . . . nothing INSsy =usy " e w;:::enmwe:‘?:w ;‘;:‘M':l:
important, I'll look In again—later.” against him In the porch swing| ... many, white men were
H: mq or-ﬂwd' the door now. . and said, “Well, just never mind, | mighty important, but white
. - I::Mm—you re quite all right? daddy, if you don’t ‘member any 'women! young ladies to be ad-
“Yes, thank you.” Jill took a step Sadb & > ’ e ST S B N :edufdw:l: nc:unn u':rn“v:-ﬂu
forward. “Will you please tell me Sprinkle-Blow sighed, “Say, kiddies,” he said, “I don’t be-|| a man or anything, so its early-| "0 LOP 2l e,
Yage lturtm“ ',:',';, ',‘,:":':m:'v':',”‘:‘"’;, iteve I'm needed for a spell.” day.” Bt this ST -l
SR L et suy whe it wes G Daddy looked like David when! name was Will--had a neighbor

SV ENTFIGTF e FAalsaEbal

ng the im-

he suid after a moment o
! « «" he paused, looked at
doubtfully,

-er
her

’l came in,” he sald again,

i called.™
| He looked back at her from the
stone passage.
“Tallentyre . . .
R
“Oh!™ said Jill blankly.

Cyrus Tallen-

stead he came back a step,

Jordan!™ she told him gravely,
Tallentyre chuckled; for the mo

ment he no Jonger looked embar.

rassed or bored; Jill had the litle

looking at her and talking to her an

he would to a woman of his own set;

the thought gave her courage.
“Why did you stop and listen to

“It was fortunate that I came in. " |

“It was fortunate that |

She thought he was going, but In. |

pleasursble feeling that now he was |

lvnnt to go home for one thing."

SprinkieBlow and Nancy and Nick
isat down to rest on the bhig stone
lin the meadow under the shade of
the chestnut tree. Mr. Sun was shin.
E\n: and everything was In tptop
E-hnpr, from Farmer Smith's sass
{patch gurden to the fields of waving

|

from there they would soon be haul-
ed o the thresher to got the little,
round grains shaken out,

| Lovely fleecy white clouds salled
like great ships across the blue sky,
| pice Tittle cooling breezes came play
dng ‘round, and South “\nd whis-
pered to them Jovingly., It was a

In what cruelly different worlds!

diea,™ sald he. *“T don't belleve I'm
needed for a spell. So I'll go up tol
my house on the star and take a |
test, 1 can smoke my pipe and read |
the "lLog Hollow Bugle” and lho:
“Gossamer Gazette” in peace, It's the |
first chance I've had for a vacation !
since New Year's." !

everybody else is poing to start on |
{his. Why, we're all packed and |
| ready to start this very day.” {
| " “Oh, how do you do, Wally Wood. |
!rhm-k.’" exclaimed Nancy to the 1t |
[tle fat, furry gentleman standing |
pear. “l think vacations are so iIn.|
terestige. Are you going to Niagara |

story about a man. You can’t be
as anxious as that to hear a story,
not really™

But Peggy assured him she was
even as anxious as that, and so

ey haven't 1 seen you ! feorn. Farmer Smith had begun his he told them the story of the “And before he knew it, he was
before™ he asked hesllaunaly‘. ! harvesting; one fleld waa full of lit “Vacation™ exclalmed..a volce bashful man: thinking of Helen as the one who
Jill smiled. | |tle haycocks ready to be guthered [near. “Vacation! Nice time for the | “It's 55 old one” b5 began, :o:‘:‘ld ": llli‘l;n‘n::h h':::..p";g
SR Ao L SO Auniey. whoh [Into the big barn, and in, another | Weatherman to be talking about tak- “older than Seattle, older than| hought and he thought about it
R o T hape s 8 lay bundies of wheat in even rows; |IDE & vacation, I call it. Just when || the State of Washington. It was ' ;.4 finally he made up his mind

was still the great Oregon coun-
try, when men were arguing and

fight over whether the land was
British or American territory.

dians lived in old Chief Seattle's

he grinned. He spid, “Even a|

in the old days when this country :‘he would just get on his horse

: , i tell her he loved !:er and ask her
quarreling and even ready tnl to marry him.

“At this time, when only lnrb polish
{ and rolled up his blankets (one

only 15 or 20 miles away who had
a pretty daughter—Helen.

“Will was quite sure she was
the prettiest and daintiest and
cutest gir! he had ever seen, and
he thought quite a lot about her
while he was clearing his land
and getting his cabin built,

and go over and see Helen and

“So he polished his shoes as
well as he could without any real
and brushed his clothes

93 P d rallen : r, k h bees adroning | Falls, or the seashore, or to your| country and bears and deer were | always carried his own blankets
oo v Neither did 1.,” he mid. she and a man like Tallentyre moved; | lazy, lovely day, wit N your | 3 !

m:t-uoz:?:. h“l';:“ 'h"ut::: ::::::::LD he re. “Oh!" they looked at one another and yet he had pot wanted |a drowsy singsong tune and birds | grundfather's farm?* easily found, there were every| if one went for a visit in pioneer
bowels, kidneys — s ;4”;’: Homburg dnce more, and | sympathetically, to go home, either! gossiping  about  summer plans;| “None of them,” answered Mr, year coming into the West the| days) and started off.
nonul: active mo‘v" do;n on a 4.:)‘, ' There was nothing particularly | Ehe wondered at that; wondered thru the woods cams the clinky: | Woodchuck with dignity. wagon trains or little shiploads of (To Be Continued)
tion —and this mesas vigee, pu..w',’ did you?" he asked. good looking about Tallentyre; his|why he had preferred to stand and fnn!\l' of !hr brook, i ‘ (To Be Continued) ‘. S YPEEES
mﬂ,.",'"m.,' ben She shook her head. |face was a little 100 worn, his eyes !listen on the edge of a straggling| SprinkleBlow sighed. “Say, kid-| (Copyright, 1021, by Seattle Star) | e

mh—ﬁ.o “1 don't know 1 Adidn't | too lack-luster, ax If they had seen :"r'vwd in & mean street, to going —

{everything worth seeing In the |back to luxury and the many de L
Iadiant | world, and could find nothing furth. | lights that must be crowded Into his A Ames was not happy, and 1}

Always In Stock at the
OWL DRUG COMPANY

San Juan Islands

BY STEAMER SIOUX
Complete time card and

rates mailed you if you call

ruget
Y Company

BEST AGE

A man is as old as his organs ; he
can be as vigorous and heaithy at
70 as at 35 if he aids his organs in
performing their functions. Kee
your vital organs healthy with

GOLD MEDAL

m%

The world's standard remedy for kidney,
liver, bladder and uric acid troubles
since 1696; corrects disorders; stimulates
vital osgans.  All druggists, three slses.

Losk e the pame Cold Voteiun ™'
OWL DRUG CO.

P | door.

er of intereat. His halr was nonde ‘
lscript in color, and would have |
waved had it been allowed to, but a |
| vigorous applleation of brillantine
[ had fiattened it beyond hope of im
| mediate recovery: his eyea were |

about the left one; but he was tall
iund well made, and had the reputa

his trousers; she wondered with a
?very real pang if he were thinking
| how dowdy and impossible she was,
ghe wondered if he had noticed the
| cheapness of her clothés and the
’u‘llnvus of her boots,

|  The color surged into her face, her
| eyes fall; she fidgeted uncomfortably.
|  Tallentyre turned again to the

“1'1! look In—later,™ he mid; the
door shut behind him.

Jill stood where he had left her |
twisting her fingers nervously; she
bad never felt so unhappy in all hfrg
life; tha few words she had ex. |
changed with this man had mmml;
again all the ambitious longing of |
her soul; it turned her sick to think
of Acacia Terrace, and the paraffin |
lamp on the bent naili it gave her a |
feeling of positive nausea to recall |
the stuffy smell of bables and cheap

whenever she entered the house,

was squeezed as dry as a lemon!

| demke;

linoleum that seemad to rush at her | drawl and slightly affected trma,

life

She recalled bits of the letter she
had taken down at Mr, Sturgeay’ dic
tation; he had no money--the estate

It seemed an absurd truth when

' WHEN A WOMAN TELLS '

By RUTH AGNES ABELING ,

wondered why people will play with
fire instend of keeping far enough
away Lo see the horrible destruction
of it

I pitied Lila Ames, and the silent,
weary man to whom she was mar-

#lik handkerchief In her hand;, she

ner, tom of the greater number of these
At the opening of the outer door | tragic triangles. T think it lgn't so
she thrust it hurriedly away i her often love for another woman which
#he wondered If Tallentyre |takes a man away from his wife, as
would come back, and If »o, a2 what It is simply the lure of her™
time! 8Bhe only stayed out 10 min- “And then,” sald Mrs. Ames, “the
utes to lunch, hawutily devouring a |other woman flatters herself that she
bun and a glass of milk; but tho the | I8 atiracting an affection which
outer door of the office opened .ndllhlllllll belong to another, when real-
shut a good many timeg during the lIy she is only & bit of cheap tinsel,
long afternoon, it was not to admit | dazzling for the time baing."
Tallentyre: and at € o'clock Jill went A rather strained sllence followed.
home vaguely disappointed, the sl | Lila Ames was digging the heels of
handkerchief tucked away in her her slippers Into the softness of a
Arees lgny pillow, while 1 looked out over
But he eame the next afternoan: the hedge of lilac, white with blos-
she heard his volee in Mr. Sturgessy' ' soms, and wondered why 1 had de.
room when she returned from lunch  !lberately sald something which must
she paused for a moment before go L indirectly offend my employer.
Ing nerogs to her desk, o little adill l “You mean, | suppose, that your
tional eolor In her face; there was no | theory would  apply-—to-to Philip
mistaking that volee—with Its lazy Amos?™ her vwvolce was scarcely
wudible, T turned sharply and search.

(Continued Tomorrow)

“Lure”—1 was caught by the word feeling her tone would have indi

|no right to theorize on her econduct.

“I'm sure I have no right to say
such a thing™ I was genuinely
| sorry, for with all of her apparent
| fickleness, Mrs, Ames was likable,
“I didn’'t mean to be rude or to—
spoil your fun!”

“You aren’t rude and I'm not at
all sure that it {s—fun,” slowly, “No
one has ever credited me with think
ing much, and perhaps that is why
I have fallen into a habit of not
thinking beyond what I am doing
for the second. I'm glad to have
some one around who will talk to
me about things and will try to un.
derstand, if not agree.

“Life is difficult,” she continued,
“I've been trying so hard to be
| happy-~I've done things which—oh,
(1I'm not making you my father con-
| fessor®  she mughed, “but Just
jthings which I'm sure one would
find on the ‘don't' side of a book of

od ber pretty face for evidence of the |rules for virtuous hwlvu! And yet

tion of being one of the best dressed | looked a! It Interestedly, ! I'm not happy. T thought that If Roy St. and Harvard Ave.
] men in London. She could not give it back to him | which came from Lila Ames' lipa, 'mted. 1 wondered if she really could |one could not find happiness within THE REPERTORY COMPANY
Sole Mansfactarere —— Jinl admired everything about him;|like that . . . she gpread it out| “Do you know sometimes 1 think |care the conventions—then find it with. OF MAURICE BROWNE AND
LYXO MEDICINE COMPANY ’ she liked the lazy drawl in his voles: [on the desk. . . . that what we women think fs love in| Then suddenly it came to me that out. But mine seems to be always|| BALEN VAN VOLKENBURG IN
Now York Kaseas City she liked the Immaculate creass in| Tt was made of finest silk—there only lure? 1 said. “I belleve that | I was only her secretary and had |gone before 1 quite get there! “A DOLL'S HOUSE”
¥or sule by ANl Druggisis was a4 monogram worked in one cor ;Iurw. rather than love, Is at the bot.

There was nothing for me to say.
Mrs. Ames had been big enough to
accept my criticlsm for what it was
worth; thus more and more that
queer mixture of admiration for her
personally and contempt for her
type was taking hold of me.

“Something of a mess, isn't 1t?>
Her laugh tinkled again and she
seemed all at once to have gone
back into her glittering erystal ve-
neer, . .

My luncheon was served at 32
o'clock on the pretty little window
table in m yroom and while I ate
1 could hear on the other side of the
door the rumble of I'hilip Ames'
voice,

Doubtless he was having luncheon
with Mrs, Ames in her room. 8he
was chattering lightly and every now
and then one heard that crystalline
laugh,

1 knew In spite of the langh that

ried.
Main 2993 | sleepy, and the constant wearing of | ome looked at the man himself. Jill (Copyright 1921 by Seattie Star Con'
w?n'aou'“‘?"r'fm.',?'f»':}"ﬁ""" ':h- ';nonorle had made curious lines went back to her desk, and sat down | ‘ . s o t : \ / i o o
- y | {limply: she. gtill held Tallentyre's| - >
Sound Navigatien | DY CHAPTER XII—I LEARN LILA.AMES ISN'T HAPPY

( AT THE CORNISH |

ByTienrik Tbhsen
Bight Performances, Thurs, Pri,
Sat. Eves, 8:15; Sat. Mat., 2:30.
ADMISSION: 82,00, PLUS TAX
Box Office at the Cornish
Open 2 to 9 P M.
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