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CHAPTER XII
Ju'e wonderful dream oastle
away into nothinguess as she
poked into Tallentyre's eyes; the
sort of appiness the
though of it had given her & mo
ment before was but a rushlight
in comparison with the wild
oy that suddenly thrilled her being.
] ..ronnu.nommm-
§ g In & gy, sunieas atreet, and
% jad come out with sudden ubex-
pectedness into brilliant sunshine.
Talientyre was holding her hand.
»] only owme back to London to.
1 was On my WAy 1o see you.
™
.J'.:.dpw answer, but no words
come. She wanted ery,
to cry desperately . 8he
bad to Ddite her lip hard to control
e could not lu\kaw;’:lm.
Presently th were 2 on
together: ‘:bo d.\: not know whether
'™ it, or if thzy had just
woved mutual consen
she L’A pever feit so bappy In
or so miserable; she had
all about the future u:
: Sturgess—ahe could on
x of Lady Elrica Hewing. She
1 herself wondering if Talen-
# tyre Dad seen her since hia return—

extravagant; and 1
Ik—1 came out for a walk.
of sitting all day.”

well: then 1 will walk with

i

be could hardly breathe.

*Say that you have wanted me

e+ . I've been counting the hours
we said goéddby . . . Kiss me, |.

L iss me.”
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whisper,

would just turn and look at her!

But the minutes passed away and he
did not move.

last, and went across to where he

heavily between his broken sentences

.| a8 if each one cost him an effort.

stand,” he sald hoarsely, “but 1 sup-
pose I've failed. Ever gince the first
day we met, I've done my best to try
and make you see me as [ am .
You don’t seem to understand, Jin
.+ I'm a poor man--in my way I|.
am probably a poorer man than-—

gret—there was.nothing of account
any more bug this man and the clasp
of his arma, and the touch of his
lipa on hers, "
“And you love me-—really love
me?™ he asked presently. Hia veoloe
was hoarse with emotion: it seemed
impossible that he could be the
bored, self.possessed man of whom
she had always been a little afraid.
She flushed all over her face.
*“If you love me-—then I love you,*
she said ip & whisper,
*It I love you! I am afraid there
fs not much doubt of that,™ he said
with a touch of irony.
He raised her hand to his lps, and
held it there for a long moment; then
suddenly his mood changed - he
walked away from her, and stood
looking out into the street.
The sunset glow had quite gone,
everything was gray and depreasing.
JIN watched him with a little trem.
bling fear In her heart. The Tallen.
tyre whom she had first known
seemed to have come back-—this wi
no longer the man who had heid her
to his heart, and kissed her with such
passion,
She was conscious of a little chill
foreboding: she wished he would look
at her, speak to her . . . she moved
resticasly.
Tallentyre turned at onoe. he came
across to whive she atood.
“1 wonder how well you love me?™
he said slowly.
There was an odd nervousness in
his manner; his voice was not quite
steady.

he Aid not touch her.
quite still, looking down at her with
rather sad eyes.
“Well enough to—to give up a
great deal for my sake™ he asked
présently, with an effort.
nodded.

She

“Well enough to give up every.
thing.” she sald in a whisper
“Everything 1 have-—it lan't very
much—bogt--*

He put out his hand and took hers;

hand in his as he began to speak:
“1 am a poor man--you know that,

“Yea.,” said Jill, her NHpa curved
into a little grave smile. A rich
woman! He knew that she had not
a penny In the world She broke
out impulsively: *“I don't mind being
poor—awe cAn be happy even If we

£¥d
s 5itil

If only he would speak! If only he

She dragged hermelf to her feet at

“I've tried to make you under

' _Bbe tried to say no.

i
Ba

B
B

-~

at her, laughing unsteadily.

Wt you haven't wanted me” he
il {3

sobhing together:

‘Bhe rained her lips to him unin. |
#he kimsed him in a whole.
surrender; she had always |

" standing there in the sunset; ||
Bything cise had. faded into non-
~dreams, ambitions!

£he thought | than the husband of the woman who
she did say it, she thought that  runs this house. . . . He at least has
struggled to free heml!—-—butinﬂ appearance to keep up, whilst 1
she raised her eyes to his, her|. .
seemed turned to water; she | “I've got to dress well, and get about
@ve a long sigh and closed her eyes. | with the right people—it's .
h his lips on hers, Tallentyre Impossible that I can throw up the
feel her almost fainting in his | sponge as men do in—in novels and

plays, and clear off abroad and make
kissed her till she was stifled (a do of it somehow: I'm not bullt
thless—then he raised her and  that way—I hate
ghould loathe to sleep on the floor,
ou won’t dare te tell me now or out in the fields—those sort of
heroles don’t appeal to me ., , . 1

Jill tried to Aeny it, then suddenly | me and press my trosuers . .
4 swayed back to him, laughing | laughed mirthlessly.
. at once how usecless this argument
‘*Oh, | have wanted you-—1 have! | was—how

him, but she had only known happy in a couple of rooms, on a
it fnce that moment in the path wmali Income. even with her! Why,
#hs raised her eyes and saw |He would loathe the life, and find ft

She | made no comment, and he stumbled
all go wibout & slogle so jon agalns

. " he shrugged his shoulders.

. t's

roughing t—1

ike somfort—1 like a valet to shave
P " H“
He realized all

unimpressed It would

eave Jill, no matter what he sald,
fhe would never understand why

t should be impossible for him to be

mpossible—-absurd!

When he stopped speaking she
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DOINGS OF THE DUFFS

Sounds I'mpossible

BY ALLMAN
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| ENJOYED THE
EVENING = I"LL
CALL You LP
TOMORROW !

YOou HAVE

r I'M GLAD

Se—

V-

You CALLED'
o

TOM, WHY 1S IT THAT

FOR TRAT YOUNG
MAN P

HE MAY BE FAST BUT

NO USE

' g g
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HE DON'T LOOK
GOOD TO ME!
| THINK HE'S

FAST ! ,.ﬁy of A

| DON'T THINK HE’LL

GET AWAY FROM ME'

HE DOESN'T CARE
ANYTHING
ABOUT You

OM, IS THAT SOP WELL,
HE PUT HIS ARM AROUND
ME FIVE TIMES,

_frry

ME. DID!

LL SAY HE'S
GOT SOME
ARM }

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

PR

Who Says Tag Isn't Enterprising?

-

f amm——

L

PINE, TAGALONG ©

MOTMER HOowW

N T

L USTEN! You Mave JUST SLIPPED MO sore|
OR YOUR "CONMDENTIALY s-nn-g T™HAY
NT TOLD ANYBODY GLSE I—— WiTMIN THE

nutshell .
sible light.

that means . .

“I‘ve got to marry for money, or
g0 under , . . that's the case in a
. . I'm presenting myself
to you deliberately In the worst pos-
I'm no hero—I don't
pretend to be; I couldn’t be if I tried
. . . I've never done a day's work in
my life, and 1 don’'t want to . .
I'm a born drone, if you know what
. I'm the sort of man
who ought to have been given $20,-
000 a year and no responsibilities
.. . I never had any brains—I sup-

- | life.

pose—1 suppose | haven’'t any moral
fiber, or I shouldn’t be telling you
all this now. But you've got to un-
derstand $hat 1 can’t marry you, and
why! . . . 1 care for you more than
I'va ever cared for anyone in all my
Perhaps that lsn't saying a
great deal, but if 1 wers a rich man
.. ." he stopped, with a little in-
drawn breath, only to rush on once
more. “But it's no use talking like
that . . . You don't understand. I
can see: you can't look at the situa-
tion from my point of view; you are
despising me for every word 1 am
saying—I know you are, tho I am
not looking at you . .. You think 1
ought to be happy just to have you,
and let the rest of the world go
hang . . . well~in my heart 1 know
yow're right from your point of view,
but it's a point of view I can't see
or share—1 wish to God T could-"
She shuddered as she looked at
him. It almost seemed that she was
seeing him for the first time, shorn
of the wonder of love and romance
with which she had endowed him.
gomething seemed to snap In her
heart and brain- something that
was not only wounded love and out
raged pride, but the crushing of all
her tenderest hopes and ideals. Bhe
struck at him with Impotent hands,
her eyes were blazing. /

“How dare you! How dare you!
Oh, how 1 hate you-~how 1 hate

you~"
“Jill toxr God's suke''—he caught

her hands and held them fast. He
tried to draw her to him, but now
she resisted like a mad woman—she
strained her head as far away from
him as she could when he tried to
kiss her—great sobs shook her, but
her eyes were dry. It was like some

.| terrible dream, soms cruel illusion

from which she could not waken.
“I1ot me go-—let me go-let me
g0 over and over again the same

words.
Bhe tore herself from Tallentyre's
arms—«he rushed into the little

room where Don had died and shut
|and locked the door. She dropped
| down beside the empty bed and hid
| her face In the white quilt,

fhe was trembling from head to
foot-—she was as cold as ice,

She heard Tallentyre come to the
door-heard him speak her name,
but she never moved; and then after
a long, long time she heard him go
away, and down the stalrs, and out
of the housa,

fShe crouched thers on the floor in
the darkness, moaning softly to her.
self.

Life was ended-—there was nothing
any mork ta live for. She would
have given him of her best, and he
had offered her shame and insult in
return,

And he would come back tomor.
row, she knew--tomorrow and the
next day, and all the days after.
wards. He would try and wear her
down, because he knew how well ghe
loved him-—and perhaps one day he
would find her in a weak and des.
perate moment, and she would give
in- and then . . . and then , .

“1 hate him-—T1 hate him{" she
moaned In anguigsh, but she knew
that she loved him the more passion.
ately now that she knew all his
weaknesses and. feelings-—-loved him
all the better, ns a woman will love
the man who has broken her heart,

And then she suddenly theught of
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CHRIS CROW'S FRIGHT _
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WIS 19 SUPPOSED D B ATINE EXPOSURE.
OF A GORGEOUS SUNSET TAKEM FROM
WILL, WITH GLADVS, BVELYN, AND ALECK

A LY : 2

ALEK BET ME A
PENNY I COULDNT

N 0T
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DYE WyR HAIR KEEP IT DARK !

BY BLOSSER

P08 = CHES & WA
DONT TeELD)
I WANTT
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“Ahing”

:

snemkod

nels beneath.

“Yum! That's good!” he

Chrig Crow flew over to the corn-
fleld a» doon as the moon got dark.
He didnt wuste time “Ohing” and

Codb Coon. He
at it and knew that
true that 4ne should
tle the sun shines, It
g0 after ocorm
while the moon‘'s dark. So off he

He knew where the best com
grew, also the biggest ears, and In
about two shakes of a bear's tail,
he was hanging onto a large, thick
corn stalk, tearing away the leaves
off A& nice ‘fat ear with his long,
sharp bill, to get at the yweet ker-

At tast he reachea the delicious
stuff and took a bite
good!” sald he with his mouth full
and dug his bill in again,

But what wag that? A faint rust.
ling that came nearer and nearer,
Chris couldn't see, but he could hear
like a telephone. He sat very still

“Yum! That's

surely, swiftly,
L V]

night up to the wehthe

watching for him,

What If-—-Chris' heart

field and come after him?

sitting on.

straight up toward him.
(To Be Continued)

said ‘with Nis mouth full.

and waited. Yes, sure as he lived,
something was coming down the
fleld straight toward him, steadily,

Chrig stiffened. A thought came
into his head—a fear. He had told
it to Naney and Nick, you know,
when he sent his order for a dark
‘s star.
It was the Scare-Crow that he was
afrald of, the person with a gun
who stood so tirelessly all day long

nearly
stopped beating-—what if ScareCrow
had seen him sneak into the corn-

The quiet sound came nearer still
and to Mr, Crow's dismay, nopvod‘
right under the very stalk he was
The next thing he knew
something or someone was oMmbing

(Copyright, 1921, by Seattle Star)

confederacy,

Stone mountain, near Atlanta, Ga.,
is to be marked as a memorial to ghe

-

1846.

“Yeu,” she told them, “I was an
earlyday child. I was only 4 years
old when we crossed the plains,
but I remember it very clearly.
My mother drove a two-horse

2288 3

Cine

Page 455.

Motherdear was barely started
on the beginnings of Portland
when people began straightening
their coats and getting brushed
up, and Motherdear looked out of
the car window and sald, “Why,
here we are nearly in. You will
have to walt for the, rest of that
story.”
“Can't you even tell us "bout
Mr, Overton’s home and how he
did get the town started?™ Peggy
begged.
“He didn’t start it, really, Peggy
love,” Motherdear answered. “He
didn’t even build a ecabin, just
lived & short while in a sort of
little shack, and later he sold out
to Mr. Lovejoy and Mr. Petty-
grove, and they were the real
owners of the claim on which the
little new town was built.”

The train was
and it was not until the afternoon
of the next day that Pegry and
David got the story of the little
girl who came across the plains

in the station

r

Y=

Qoaffle  «
-
L 4
1 Cle ) &

train all the way, and we were
the first settiers to cross Bar.
low road.

“l can shut my eyes and see
that hill now,

“It wasn't a real road, at all;
you wouldn't ‘call it a road now,
but it was what we had to come
down to get to our new home.

““The cattle which had been
driven these weary hundreds of
miles were thin and tired; the
horses were pretty well worn out,
and mother was almost to the
limit of her strength when we
came to Laurel HilL A

* “What shall we do? mhe ask-
ed, ‘we can't drive down that. We
should all be killed, and the
wagons would be broken to
pleces.’

“But father and the boys fasten-
Munnzmulomeusmh
wrapped the ropes about the
trunk of a tree and I can see
them now, bracing themselves and
holding that rope to the wagon
till the wagon slipped and slid

down the rough, steep slope.”

“Do you children go to school™
the pioneer suddenly asked.

“David does,”"” Peggy answered,

“Well,” the story-teller smiled,
“I'm going to tell you about a
school which was started in a
country so new that there weren't
any books."

(To Be Continued)

By RUTH AGNES ABELING

(Copyright 1931 by Beattle Btar)

'  WHEN A WOMAN TELLS

outburst.

her fling.”

1 was stunned by Grace Cameron's
1 tried to understand all
of the influences working to cause it
and 1 wondered just what would be
the better thing to say:

One thing 1 knew, and that was
that 1 could not let her go out with
her present determination to *“have

1 thought of all of the things 1
might say about her theory being
all wrong and that the straight way

80 purely its own reward.

But there is something exhilirat:
ing, something capable of giving a
thrill of pride and happiness, in put-
ting up a square, clean fight,

8o when at length I began to talk

too,

with dilatgd eyes.

kad looked down

ways Lo stay

lock

began to write.

head and stared into tiee darkness

She would marry Henry Sturgess;
she would haise herself to the level
of Kathy and all those people who
upon her and
slighted her; she would show them
that the boat of her life was not al.
gnant in harbor . . .
she rose stiffly to her feet, un
the door, and went back into
the other room. The feeble gas jet
still burned—the fire had died quite
out. Jill sat down at the table; she
It took her some
moents 0, compose what asbe

wished to say.
it thru.

into the still' night.

light of the lamp.

When she finished,
she folded the paper without reading
She addregsed an envelope:
then she went downstairs and out

She went to the corner of the
street, past the green railing, A red
letter box stood there in the yellow
Hght of a lamp. Jill stopped . . .
she raised the letter she carried, and
read the name on its envelope by the

A queer little laugh came to her
lips, she dropped the letter hurriedly
into the red slit, and turned away,

(Continued Tomorrow)
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ing able
afraid.

1 had a fefling that just because
of Tom's Interest in the girl. I must
hold her there; that 1 could not let
her slip out again
WAayS.

“If you leave, I shall feel that I,
must go,”
thinking of a plan by which I might
at least postponed her going.

“Why?" she qu

“Because the whole thing origi
nated in my pote, and I foel that it
is all my fault

“So wont you stay,” I plung
on, “for awhile at least, because
have no means of making my living
now aside from this?
I wouldn't know where to go."

“But I can't stay. Lila Ames will
fire me just as soon as she can get
some onq elso—and I want to get
there first,"

‘“If 1 could bring yoy an apology

to face

W A

CHAPTER XXII--PHILIP AMES MAKES—A THREAT?

was the best way and that it palk

after all. But I could not say it;
I knew it would be weightless, for
A8 A matter of fact when it comes
right down to payment, it doesn't
pay in any material way. Virtue is

the

I sald at

ed.

——

to Grace I told her of the joy and
enthusiasm generated in just the
standing on one's own feet and be-
world un-

in dangerous

length,

If 1 left here

-

from her, would you stay until we
are at least a little more settled
::In,l_' you and I are better acquaint-

Grace Cameron deliberated and
then, “Yes,” she said.

So I set out down the hall won-
dering how I could actomplish the
impossible,

It was nearly 11 when I sought
Mrs. Ames' room. Philip was there,
He nodded casually as I came in
and then, when Lila for the second
turnad her attention to something
else, he winked.

“I think you have bdeen loafing
this morning, Miss Sorensen"—Lila
Ames' voice was thistledown and
sunlight—"and to fill in the time
until you canfe I begged Phil to
stay—he's such a handy sort to
have around.”

“Aren't you afraid to recommend
me 8o highly?” Philip was smil
ing.
“That ism't a hint, is it, PhU?™
Lila was showing her claws in spite
of the laughter in her volce,

“Of what, Lovely Lady? Philip
Ames yawned. 3

“Has it really come to that?™ The
smile of Mrs, Ames face was robbed
suddenly of the lovely veneer and
was disclosed naked-—-an ugly
grimace, ’

“You're too sensitive, Li—." Philip ¢
Ames was standing, With elaborate

care he brushed some Invigible
thing from his ococat and then
left us,

. (To Bo Continued
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