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(Continued From Saturday)
Mr. * ergewon dropped bark Into

Into hta deep chair: he looked ntther
\u25a0rim. Horla paced the co»y room
with agitated steps. from time to
Uine he glanced at the lawyer, al
most auspiciously It seemed Pre*
eatly he came to an abrupt stand In
front of hlra.

"Ran you heard anything down
?t UedmundT** he asked auddenly.
"Anything freah, I mean."

Old Kergrrvon met bis pie corn

"If you believe I am keeping anr
thing from you why not go down
and make your owu Inqulrlea?" he
?aked deliberately.

"All right." tU opened tha door.
"Where to, sir?"

Roderick did not answer for *

miuniMit, then h» flung up hia head

with a sort of h« gnve

the address In a loud, tlofiant voice:
"Forty flva 1 Ulrrolry Uardi-n*

West"
The I**l sped off thru th* warm

night. Korie leaned U>k In l\l* ??\u25a0at
and stared out of Ihe window with
unarming ej es.

He did not know what Impul-e had
made hit!) gtva Milan line* ad-
drew, lie knew It was unlikely that

she would he at home; he whs wear-
ing nxtrninn t!r<uu*. m<l irrf»tit crn*

monjr wiui always obMrvM at lUlera-

lev Qtrdfoo.

Toting Briton turned away with an
(inpatient gesture.

"I never want to go neer the
Itaco again." ha aald. Impulsively
If It la poes'ble to sell Four Wlnd-

I ahall do ao. and buy a place In
li«Mlon."

Cut fxmiehow he did not care:
nothing seemed to matter very much
lie felt u he had done the day when
bis father's will had teen read, when
he had dashed off to find Rosalie, In
hi* aelflsh desire to secure to him
self one friend.

"It I* not possible, unfortunatelv."
Intervened Mr Fergerson smoothly.

"The eatata la entailed." Ill*volca
changed all at once; he rose to his
fart abd laid a hand on the young
man * arm "Rod-rick, when are
you going to m.ike something out of
your life? When are you going to
stop flinging your youth and money
?War. and do someih»ig In the world
that |a worth while? You told me
tllat the poor lit tic girl your wife -

Made you ashamed because you
?hlned to her: and I tell you now
feat such Influence as bera la the
thin* you need. You want a woman
?* brave, true hearted wonwn- to

Aow you the way?not a doll! - not
? doll, with no mind above the thing*

your money can buy her. Tour

hands axe filled with oppnrtunltlea.
Roderick, are you going to let them
fall to the ground*"

When he found himself on th*
Fa nee' sudden unaccount-
able nervousness aelted him.

ll« had not seen l.illian since that
night she klas«d him good bye when
old Fergerstwi'a wire had summoned
him down to Four Wind* to hla
father's desthbed. He had not an
swored her letter of dlsmlaaal: had
not even told her of his renewed for-
tunes.

Remorse and respect for Rosalie
hail kept him sway, when perhaps
de.-ire might have driven him. but
he had oftfn pictured their meeting

-her abandon of delight when he
told her that there waa no longer
anything to prevent their marriage

Martian*; Memory wai at litr
tricks again; had forced hlrn back
Into the Itct 1* out-ofthewey c-hun-h.
wlirrt the autumn leaves blew nl>out
th* |r»vM outotdr. anil the rhlll ruln-
? *r> ;>* p *ttrr«-.l il'UMi on tl.e !.

stones Ilka* tear*. Ha could feel th*
trembling of Rosalie's little hand In
his. h«jr her timid voice, arxl the
whe**y response* of th« verger from
behind. That had been hi* mar
rlsge. aJI binding. how could he even
contemplate another, with the mem-
ory of that tragedy fresh In hla
heart?

Young Briton had flushed a tittle,

but he stood staring In front of him
with hard eyea. He had never sup-
posed that old Fergerson would
IpnaAi" at htm?he resented It
aacrlly?an>l It hit bard. too. that
little reminder of Ronllt. Rorie
winced under the blow.

How vividly that ntirht in the sod
lien field outside the huge canvns
tent came back to him, and Roaalle
In ber flapping goloahea and ugly
Arab coat and paper roaea!

Bhe bad shamed blm then with her
bravery and pluck ?he wondered
What she would think of him now,
??aid she know!

He ran* the bell with a furious
hand, lie felt somehow afraid of the
night and the silent street. When
the door waa opened he stepped Into
the hall without waiting to be asked

The servant knew him. Hli*
looked at him doubtfully. She ad-
mitted that Miss Fane was In. but
would Mr. Briton pl*-sie wait until
But Roderick would not wait: he
croas J the hall towards ths drawing
room. As he nsared It the door
opened and Lillian Fane herenlf
stood on the threshold.

He waa conscious of a sodden
tightening hi his throat, aa In a
flush the scene of hla memorlee
changed. He waa out in the eoun
try road leading from Redmtmd.
standing with Rosalie at the croet-

roada where he had set her down
after their marriage He could see
her timid eyea raised to his?she
had never shown fear of -him before
?feet the soft touch of ber hands on
hia shoulders

"Whatever happens. I shall always
to glad yon married me?whatever
fcappena."

L With a sodden wrench ha freed
BtaV tram old Fergerson's kindly

if "Let me go." ha sal 4 ronghty; "oh.
, Cor God's sake let me goT
L He dashed otit of th* room.
HkAwilng the door hard behind him.
\u25a0 Old Fergerson listened to his fty-

M stops on the stairs. In the hall?-
\u25a0a 4 th* slam of the street door.
\u25a0 He stood for a moment, his kind
\u25a0ra a little grave; then?-
\u25a0 "I'll take the risk

'

said old Fer-
StMn. softly to himself; "I think
\u25a0l take the riak "

She frH back a pace when she *nw

young Briton. She gave a little cry
?"Rorlf "*

He followed her Into the room, and
shutting the door stood with bis
bark U) It.

"You did not erpeet to see ma."
he said. breathlessly.

His heart was racing?h* waa paje
to th* Hps.

-No." she looked at hlaa arrow
the width of the njptn: there waa a
little frown between ber brows. "Too
earht not to have come hera. I ex-
plained to my letter."

"I know. It's not that f*ve come
for, bat to ask you a question. Are
you engaged to Querns*"

There wax a little alienee. TJBtan
Fane let the allken wrap fall from
her shoulder*. It allpped tp the thick
carpet with a pleasant tittle aoughmg
sound. Hl.a stood there with the
shaded 1-un plight playing on hv
whit* bare throat and beautiful
fa*e.I CHAP-TEH XI

I Toung Briton went off down the
[road at a furious pace.

' It was a mild evening?damp and
%ttll Somewhere in tha distance a
Jtraaa band was playing. It remind-
*d Rorle of the afternoon when the
Mara of the circus band had drawn
him on to follow In the steps of the
(tilted clown; he shivered as If with
told at the memory. He wondered
with a kind of decperatlon If
memory would ever allow him to for
fet the mad folly of that one week

She wore a clinging dress of paleet
amber silk and a clutter of yellow
hothouse rotun at her breast: there
was a golden ornament In her dirk
hair, a magnificent diamond a tar
gleamed in the lace of her low gowa.
Toung Briton knew that star: tt was
one of the many extravagances he
had lavished upon her In the early
days of his Infatuation.

' A taxi creeping up the road over
took blm. The driver, with an eye
lo a possible fare, leaned forward
from his seat and hailed him. "Taxi,
iirr*

Toung Briton hesitated? then be
turned

She answered blm a little haugh-
tily:

"I don't know what you mean by
coming here, and questioning me In
thia manner. What Is It to do with
you If I?"

He strode across the room, and
seised her wrists.

"It's everything to do with me. I
love jroii. and you mid you lov»d me

Advbmture-s
OP- THt TWINS

V Clwt Rebisw B»rkn
FLATFISH FLOUNDER

"Hey, there!" called out a voice, sharply

Away went the Twina thru the

waves toward the »-*y where Mr.
jetabcrman had hla bit net spread

out to cat h as many of the Wlggle-

fin people aa he could. Kajicy hadn't
any trouble at all unhooking two of

the corners and Nick shouldered the

other two and rwam away aa easily

thro the water n» tho he were lift-
ing the mosquito netting off the,

baby'* bed.
"Hey, there?' called out a voice,

aharply. "What are you doing?

Where are you taking ua? You are

not the fisherman, are you?
The Twins looked tieck and were

Surprised to find that they had ever

io many creatures prisoners In their

%r.t, shrimps, prawns, cralm and
queer fish of all kinds.

' The person talking was the queer-

t*t ever, a big flat fellow with a

*ii?P of a I*ll and two funny eyes

pn top of him. finally he was so
tdd looking that Nancy and Nick

«iulte lost their voices with aston-
ishment and did not answer at oncj».

woulU you feci, my dutra, If

the door-mat should aud.lenly ad-
dress yotif a sort of three cornerm/
kite.shaped door mat with one long
raveling of a tall?

"I Bay," repeated the creature
sharply, "you are not Mc. Fisher-
man. are you? And why are you
taking his net away?"

"We?we are helping Cap'n Penny-
winkle," stammered Nancy, for the
creature looked so fierce she was
frightened. "He wants the net."

"So do I," snapped the creature.
"And you are taking my dinner with
you. I eat a dozen shrimps and a
dozen crabs and a dozen prawns for
my lunch und you are preventing
tne from having tliem. I'm Mr.
Flatfish Flounder."

He said It as Importantly as tho
he were announcing that he were the
president.

"But how do you jet In?" asked
Nancy.nancy.

"Oh, that's easy?' angwe.red the
"I know a why."

(To Be Continued)
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FRECKLES AND MS FRIENDS

Answer me! Are you engaged to
Querne or not?"

He looked very fierce and master
ftil: and yet there waa something al
mwt pathetically boyish about him,
too. I.llliart Kime waa years older
than he In thine* of worldly *l»
dom. but f»r all her self powesnlnn a
sudden »|>l iah of color dyed her far*

EVERETT TRUE

"Rorie. you mustn't." Her voice
shook a little?there is always some
thine In a masterful man Utat ap-
peals to the strongest woman "You
know you mustn't, tio a»#y-(u
away."

"I will go when you tjsve answered
me Are you engaged to Querns or
no?-

Bhe looked past him towards the
door, ftlmo-t timidly It seemed; then
al)» r iised her eye* to his face.

"Ve»?l am."
There was a tragic sllenc* Then

Rorie loosened his grasp of her
wrists. He looked a little dased. as
if he had not quite understood. He
forced a laugh.

I.illun looked down at her wrists
re.ientfully. There »a* a red mark
on the white f'.eih where his finger*
bad grasped ber.

"You've hart me," sh« aaid, com
pUlningly.

Rorie made no answer, lis turned
towards tile door.

Kha him from under her
lons lasbea, and suddenly ah*
thought of liar tiett Quern*, who *u

?<ttfc«r young. nor tall, nor good to
look tt, as l!trt« was. but ?only i

millionaire! and for * nrorn] her
worldly heart contracted with an
unusual pa!n.

"Rorle!" She spoke hi* name
softly She rmt to her fret and
crossed the room rapidly, catching
hla arm a* he was about to open the
door. "Itort*. don't go like that! I
couldn't Uear to be poor?but *1 do
luvt yon?you know I do!"

Young Briton stood quite still
"If you did?you would not mind

being poor," he said. Old Kerger-

s«n's words were coming hark to
him. with their s'lng of truth. -

"I should " I.Milan's soft fingers
stole down lo hla hand. "And so
would you! You wouldn't love ma If
1 had to wear the same frock all
day and every dsy. and cheap shoes
and ugly hats. Oh. 1 know you
think you would- that la what all
the men say; but you wouldn't
really! You're Just sa selfish as I
am. I know how you must ha**
hated It when you knew about your
father's wsy Oh. poor Rorle. I
was so sorry for you. I cried myself

sick with disappointment. 1 know
whst poverty la I've hud to live In
It all my life. Mother and I ln
debt for the very clothes we wear
and the food we eat. We couldn't
Ilv« at all If the horrid people didn't
believe I waa going to marry Querne.
It was Just the same before your
father died, Rorle: they only trusted
us because they believed 1 should

you. and they knew you
would be a rich man. When that
dregdfut will was known they name
down on na like a lot of sharks. I
had to encourage ln sheer
self def»nse. It's Impossible, utterly
impossible, for me to marry a poor
man."

"But, supposing I was not a poor
man?"

Phr* 478
StTfOSE THKY HAD!

*

[( haptrr 4)

Itorl* asked this question In an
odd vol'*. H« mminb*rtd that 1..11
lian had not yet heard of the finding

of the second will.

r>avid triad not to look a*
(
dl*

appointed aa he felt when the
father and mother of the oiln-

later-man «t>t home.

nut he couldn't, he J«uwt couldn't
help thinking how murh more In-

teresting It would have ix*n If Fd

and little Charley had l>een left

all alone that cold night.

Hl* mind was hop skipping
along on a trail of it* own and

he wu only half listening to the
rolce of the minister man as he

went on with the story, but he

came to with a at art when he

realized that the danger part of

the etory was still to come.

Hhe dropped hla hand, and
shrugged her while shoulder*.

"What la the use of 'supposing?" "

the asked. with a touch of Irritabil-
ity. "We're not living In a fairy

story," Hhe glanced at him. "I
wish we wore," ahe added.

Horle turned; he took her face be

tween hla handa and looked down
Into her beautiful eye* with sudden
Wlstfulness In hla own. The scent
of the ro«a ahe wore mounted (fid

dlly to hia head?real roses there,
he told himself blindly, not faded
paper Imllationa.

"And you don't love me well
enough to do without the money?"
he asked. %

6he tried to free herself: ahe.

found hla gaie disconcerting. Be
neath It she felt herself amall and
m< an Hut "Ton don't understand."
nan alt she said, reatlenaly. "you

don't understand "

Young Briton let hfs handa fall to
hla side.

"1 think I understand -too well."
he said. In a choking voice.

He looked at her and thought of
Kosalln Dean; ahe had been only

too willing to face the prospei-t of

hardship and poverty for hla sake.
For almost the flrat time he won
derod If she had really cared for
him; gratitude he knew she hod felt,

but had there been anything more
than that In her child'a heart? He
could not hear to think of It; but
all at once It aecmcd aa If there was
an Impassable barrier between him

self and thia woman who was to
marry liurtlctt Wucuic. The rich

"Tin river was freezed?" Peggy

had exclaimed. "Then how could
you ride on It In the little boats?"

"That was whft m:ide It so
serious," the minister-man contin-

ued. "Wo couldn't rido on It In

Uttle boats.

"And nntsvly else could come up

or down It In little boats. We were

cut off, absolutely cut off from
any other human being*.

"All night the snow fell thick

snd soft, and morning dawned

cold snd grey with the mow still

falling. The ground was white

and every tree wore a crcut of the

beautiful snow.

Persian rug at their feet seemed to

narrow down to the size snd shape

of a grave Young Briton shivered
as If with sudden foreboding.

"I think I'll be going," he said, un
certainly.

"But not like that, Porte! Don't
go away like that! Won't w>u?-

won't you Just kl.«s me. Porte?"
She came a step toward him. To

his excited Imagination she seemed

to stand on the brink of that dividing
grave, lie flung out his hund us If
to ward litj ult.

Their Firnt !*2ral at Home

Simply a Casr of Misun/Icrstavdivg!

BY CONDO

Qtan ;
?

?The much fences »>'T tvrvA
Into things of lieauty and the rude
outbuilding* might hare aerved
for paJacca for mow fairies.

"Father raroe stamping In Juat
aa we walked, with a very anrloua

face.
" The anow la It Inches deep.'

he aaid. "And that make* It lm*
poanthle for any of the cattle to

graze. They'll have to be fed."
"*Ke«l" mother exclalmrd, "why

ao they mill. How much hay have

wo dear?
" 'Ahotit three ton*,' father

answered, 'and with the river

frozen over there la no chance of

getting more e*vnn If some man

has a ton or so to spare.
" 'We can only hope and trust

thnt this uncommon weather will

last only a few days.'

"Well, we hoped. We hoped and

we watched and still the snow

fell at Intervals till It lay four feet

on the level.
"Every day or two brought a

tragedy among the cattle, too.

One after another died, frown to

?death, till only SS ot the 60 were

left and our own food supply was

almost gone."
(To Be Continued)

-Don't* Don't?'
"Porter* There was a sort of fear

In her voice; his so wild,
Ills face so pale.

The door opened suddenly, and
Lillian's mother name Into the room
She stood quite still, looking from
one to the other.

"Roderick! You here!"

Her voice was an odd mixture of
Mirprlse and doubtful pleasure. It
sounded slmost a-'i If she were not
sure whether she ought to be glad
to see hlin 01 not

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

By RUTH ACNES ABELING

CHAPTER XLV?I HEAR A SCREAM IN THE DAWN!
I had always believed that If once

a woman hod been one of the prim-
rows blosanining by the way await-
ing the tout h of any hand In the
duak?ahe could not lift her face to
the morning!

"If you could get the atralght
atory from moat erring women." aaid
tiruce, phlloaaphtxlng on Mr*. Amu'

mnduct. "you would find that there

la In the jiajit of every one of thetn
at le«M one man who ha* begged

to *ay thnt hla love was the

firat!
"Some of them do ll*?and some

of them don't, prohably because
(here waa aomenne aomewhere for

She was a stout, rather over
dressed woman, with a pucker of

anxiety between ryes that smiled de-
terminedly at a hostile world She
looked from Lillian to yoong Driton

as If asking for explanations.
Hoderick laughed.
"Yea, I'm here. Mrs. Fane; but I

was Just going. I am only sorry I

ever came."
lie went away without another

word or look at Lillian?leaving the
two women staring at one another.

Lillian was the first to move. She
dropped Into a chair,and began to
nob ahallowly.

"He's been saying surh dreadful
things to me. mother. He hurt my
wrists. As ir 1 could marry a man
who lias no money. It'a all very well
to talk about love, but love won't
pay Louise's bill and that horrid
man E"*clesteln. I think life Is
simply hateful. Why can't ltorle

have Harriett's money?"
Mrs. Kane came forward Into the

circle of firelight. She looked at her
daughter's bowed head.

"He hasn't told you, then?" she
asked, rather sharply.

Lillian looked up. There were
only very faint signs of tears on her
Tare.

"Told tnp what?" she asked.
"Why, thnt there's been another

will found, leaving everything to
him. I only heard this afternoon my-
self. Heavens! Lillian, you'll be a
nlre sight If you cry like that," for
Lillian wan crying In earnest now-
even if they were only (ears of ragr.

Mrs. Kane stood silent, nervously
twisting a dhimond chain which
hung from her nerk. She was w«*v

drrlng If. after all. Lillian had such
a thing aa a heart aiuougitl her
various possessions.

(Copyright tlil kr Seattle Star)

whom they did care, and who failed
them. And self revelation la balm
lo their acorched aoula ?they do not
want to lie about it.

"But women can come back, and
they do, every day thru the medium
of the wedding ring?if they will
lot the truth go untold," Grace
added.

"Putting It that way, you hare
not maile It quite clear whether you
think coming btuk ta a virtue or a
vice." I aatd.

"It Is simply > condition. And It
Isn't any different with men. I can't
see that we really have a double

moral standard, for when you sim-
mer It down it Is all the same. If a
man confesses that lie has a past, he
has rrenU'l doubt. IT a woman con-
fesses that she has a past, she hru>
created doubt. -And a man who Is
not believed in is just as unhappy as
the woman who Is not believed In.
Ho this talk of a double moral
standard Is nil rot!

"The big difference, as I see It"
continued Grace, "ijnot In the way
the wqrld view* either the man or
woman, but In the way they consider
themselves.

I "A man loses the consciousness of
his wrongdoing while with a woman
lit sticks, and that self-contempt Is

Uvorse than anything else.
"That la why 1 tried to spare Mrs.

Ames ?she will have enough of It
when she does wake up. She will
feel that every woman Is pointing

her finger at her?when In reality
they will have forgotten."

"Why didn't you lie. Grace, when
you met Tom, for Instance t" I real

"Of course," she said presently.
! meditatively, "Roderick Isn't as rich
(as Bart let t Querne, but he's rich

( enough, and Four Winds Is a lovely

old place?the pictures alone art-

worth a small fortune. I,illian! will

I you stop cfllngT You know we've
| got to go A nice object
you'll look."

But Lillian would not be com-
forted.

"I have never loved anyone but
Rorle," she sobbed. "and 1 know I

I never shall." She would have been
highly" indignant had It been sug

Rested to her that her love h.»d only
grown to great magnitude during

I the last five mlnuti's, since she had

I heard of the finding of that second

| will.
(Continued Tomorrow)

BY AIJJIAN

BY BLOSSER

BY AHERN

WHEN A WOMAN TELLS

Ifd the cruelty of ray words; yet I
couldn't resist trying to learn more
of what had passed between Tom
and Grace.

"Because ?he never asked me to
(eU It." she said frankly.

I cautrht the pain In her role*; yet
lier answer thrilled me.

"You will find, some day. Miss Sorv
ensen, that there are men with Ideaia
lust as there are women?and Tom
was one of tliem.

"Yes." there waa a trace of bit-
terness In her voice. "I tried to
vamp him, I tried every trick of my
trade, but?he whs trick-proof!" An
odd .smile curled her lips.

In the silence that followed I
heard the front door han* shut and
slow steps come up the stairs.

"Who Is it?" asked Grace, strange-
ly afriild.

"1 don't know," I said. "But It
Isn't unusual for some one to come
here ?so why look so frightened?"

The words were no more than
spoken a lien I heard a scream from
I.ila Ames' room.

(To He Continued)
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It's (rood, that's euro, 40c Supreme
Blend Coffee. Hansen, 40 Economy

Market.

Mother, bring home soma of
Boldt'a Milk Bread!- Advertisement

It Is Easy to Lose An
Unsightly Complexion

Have you ever esclalmed as you
beheld your complexion in the mir-
ror. "If t only could tear off this
old *kin!" And. <lo you know you
<an do that very thing? Not to act-
ually remove the entire skin all of
a sudden: that would be too heroic
a method, and painful, too. The
worn-out cuticle comes off In audi
tiny particles, and so gradually, it
lincAn t hurt a bit. l*lttle by little
the beautiful complexion underneath
comes forth. Marvelous! No matter
how muddy, rough, blotchy or
freikled your complexion, you can
surely discard it by this simple
process. Just art an ounce of ordi-
nary mereoli*ed wax at your drug-

( Kiefs. apply nightly like cold cream,
I wa»hing It off niomlncrs The result
\u25a0 will surprise and delight you.

Wrinkles can be gotten rid of by
an equally simple method. By dis-
solving an ounce of pure powdered

[\u25baaxollte in a half pint of witch haaei
snd bathing your face In the adu-

lt lon. every line will completely 4Hs-
| appear. First the finer linsfc ftMUy
all the deep crow a feet.
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