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s Bogart was oalling upon Car. |
protected by Aunt Bessie Smail |
L ¥ ave you heard about this awful |
A that's supposed to have come |
to do dressmaking-—a Mrs |
ftwalte—awful peroxide blonde?”
od Mra. Rogart. “They say |
'S some of the awrullest goin !
i 4t her house—mere boys and old |
Y headed rips sneaking in there |
penings and drinking licker and
King of goingson, We women
' NEVEr realizse the carnat!
aghts In the hearts of men. 1
you, even tho | heen acquainted
h Will Kennicott almost since he
A mere boy, seems like, |
dn't trust even him! Whe
what designin’ women might
him! Bapeclally a  doctor,
women rushin' in to see him
office and all! You know 1|
hint around, but ‘hun‘n‘( you

"

wag furious. “1 don't pre |
that Will has no faults. But
thing I do know: He's as sim
A about what vou call

D' ak & babe, And If he ever
such a sad dog a= to look at
her woman, 1 certainly hope he'd
spirit enough to do the tempt
not bha coaxed Into it, us In |

o ng pleture!™ !
FWhy, wha '

t a wicked thing to fay,
from Aung Pessis
("No, 1 miedn it! Oh, of course, I,
4 "t mean it! But-— I know every |
t in his head 0 well that he!
hide anything even it he|
10. Now this morning— He |
‘out late, last night: he had to go
Mrs. . who & alling, and|
en  fix ‘Lna'n hand, and this!
" Wwis so quiet and
houghtful at breakfast and—" She
mned forward, breathed dramatical. |
F 10 the two perched harples, “What |
i suppose he was thinking of 2 |
it trembled Mre, Bogart,
el the grass needs cutting,
Y « there! Don’t mind
thtiness. [ have some fresh.
ralsin cookles for you
CHAPTER XXVI
1
s livellest interest was in her
with the baby, Hugh wanted
what the boxelder tree sald,
the Ford garage said, and
big cloud sald. and she told
' feeling that she was not
the least making up stories, but
: ing the souls of things. They
an especial fondness for the
ehing post in front ofsthe mill. It
a bwn post, stout and agree |
the smooth leg of it held the |
t, while fts neck, grooved by
] raps, tickled one's fingers.
had never been awake to the
'th except as a show of changing
CAand great Matisfying masses;
 had lived in people and In ideas
having ideas: but Hugh's ques.
her attentive to the come.
mmmmm. bige ”b,:.
NIMers r
in the arching :mu of
and addéd to it a solici.
J Qcﬂ;nﬂs and family

W‘!

forgot her seasons of bare

She said to Hugh, “We're two |

¢ disreputable old minstrels roam.

round the world,” and he echoed

»  “Roamin’ round — roamin’

. e

iThe high adventure, the secret

) to which they both fled joy

fsly, was the house®of Miles and
W and Olaf Bjornstam.

ticott steadily disapproved of

 Bjornstams. He protested,

at do you want to talk to that)

k for™ He hinted that a for-

“Swede hired girl” wis low com.

ny for the son of Dr. Will Kenni

 Bhe did expiain. - She did

understa it herself; and

the Bjornstame

, her club, her

6

| 80 loud, always so loud. They
a room with clashing ecackle;
Jests afid gags they replated

Uneconsciously, khe |
the Jolly Seventeen, |
Vida, and every one’

{ righe ™

«lchants by his radicalism.

inot springing any theories wilder
{ than ‘cat spells cat,’” but when folks
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save Mrs, D
friends whpm

Westlake and the
ahe did not clearly
know as friends—the Hjornstams

To Hugh, the Red Swede was the |
most herole and powerful person in
the world, With unrestrained adora
tion he trotted after while Miles fed |
the cows, chased his ohe plg-—an |
animal of lax and migratory . !
stinets—or dramatioally slaughtered |
A chicken. And to Hugh, Olaf was
lord among morial men, lesas stal
wart than the old monarch, King|
Miles, but more understanding of the |
relations and valuea of things, of
small sticks, lone playing cards, and
irretrievably injured hoops.

Carol saw, tho she did not admit, |
that Olaf was not only more beaun
tiful than her own dark child, but
more gracious Olaf wis a Norse
chieftain stralght, sunny hatred,
large-limbed, resplendentiy amiable
to his subjects. Hugh was a \'ul‘i
parian: a bustling business man, It|
wis Hugh that boinced and said |
“Let's play.” Olaf that dpened
luminous blue eyes and agreed “All!
in condescending gentleness,
If Hugh batted him-—and Hugh did
bal him-—Olaf was unafrald but
shdoked. In magunificent solitude he
midrehed towanrd the house, while
Hugh bewailed his sin and the overs
clouding of august favor

The two friends played with an
imperial chariot which Miles had
made out of a starch-box and four
red together they stuck
switches mto a mousehole, with vast
satisfaction tho entirely without
known results,

Bea, the chubby and humming |
Bea, impartially gave cookies and
scoldings to both children, and If
(.‘lrﬂl refused a eup of eoffee and a
wiler of buttered knackebrod, she
was desolated

Miles had done well with his dairy.
He had six cows, two hun@red chick.
ens, 4 cream separator, & Ford trueck
IR the spring he Bad built 4 two
room addition to hix shick. Thas!
Hlustrious building was to Hugh a
curnival. Uncle Miles did the mokt
spectacular, unexpected things: rah |
up the ladder; stood on. the ridge
pole, waving a hammer and singing
something about “To arms, my citi
sens” nalled shingles fastep than
Aunt Bessie could tron handker
chiefs: and lifted a twobysix with
Hugh riding orn one end and Olaf
on the other. Uncle Miles' most ec
static trick was to make figures not
on paper Bup right on a new pine
board, with the broadest, softest pen.
¢l in the world. There was a thing
worth seeing!

The tools! In his office Father
had tools fascinating in their shini
ness and curious shapes, but they
werd sharp, they wére something
ciflléd sterilized, and they distinetly
were not for boys to touch. In fact
It was & good dodge to volunteer I
must not wouch.” when you looked
at the tools on the glass shelves in
Father's office. But Uncle Miles,
who was a person altogether superior
to Father, lot you handie all his kit
except the saws.  There was a ham.
mer with a silver hefidd: there was o
metal thing like a big L., there was
a magie instrument, very preclous,
made out of costly red wood and
gold, with & tube which contaimed
drop-—no, It wasn't a drop, it was
a nothing, which lived In the water,
but the nothing looked like & drop,
and 1t MR I a frighténed way up
and down the tube, no matter how
cautiously you tilted the magic in-
strument. And there were nails,
very different and clever—big val
lant spikes, middiesized ones which
were not  very interesting, and
shinglenails much jolller than the
fussed up fairtes in the yellow book.

n

While he had worked on the addi
tion Miles had talked frankly to
Carol. He admitted now that «o long
as he sta¥ed In Gopher Prairie he
wouM remain a pariah. Bea's Luth.
eran friends were as much offended
by his agnostic gibes as the mer.
“And 1
can't seem to keep my mouth shut,
I think I'm being a baalamb, and

SpOois;

have gone, I re'lize 1I've been stop
ping on their pet religious corns. Oh,
the mill foreman keeps dropping In,
and that Danish shoemaker, and one
fellow from Elder's factory, and a
few Svenskas' but you know Be: big

. There was a queer little doorway thru which Brownies
were ppssing and carrying great sacks on their little bent

rs.

) Pim led Naney and Nick thru
the glittering, shining chambers of |
the Land of Underneath, explaining |
things to them as they went. There
was & queer little doorway thm’
'mch Brownies were passing and |
carrying great sacks on their lmlu(
bent shoulders. Pim Pim said that |
was the underground way to all th

s in the world, and that the
mlu were packing the roots of
" the rose bushes with warm moss to
keep them from freezing thru the
winter. i
Theén they went on a distance fur.
er, looking this way and that at
the wonderful things they saw,
" The Twins had never seen so many
%‘ glow worms or fire flies or glimmer.
| ing beetles In their lives, each oune
L ofsthem doing his best to light up
he crystal caverns of the Brownles,
After while they passed another
or, ahd thru this one, too, Brown.
were hurrying and carrying
nge burdens, * " polnted

Al

Lcreatures

=
)

- o~
il >
‘Q.J' Lo

Pim Pim, “is our gecret passage to
Dreamiand, where many of the ani
mals go in winter, Of course the
never suspect i, but
Brownies put blankets and warm
comfles over them while they're
snoozing away in their holes, Mr.
Ground Hog hasn’t the least idea of
it, of course; thinks he's fattened
up on corn and has grown enough
fuzzy wool all over him to kéep him
warm all winter, but he ecouldn’t
keep warm enough on nights when
the thermometer is 40 degrees be.
low zero, if my Brownies didn't
tuck him in and ‘round about with
thelr nice little blankets, They are
storing away a lot of new blankets
in underground cupboards now. That
in what they are carrvying-—-every
wize from those for wee Mr. Meadow
Mouse to the big ones for the bears,

The Twins thought it very inter-
enting. They had never known be.
fore how very wseful Brownies were,

! will

%
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\DOINGS OF THE NUFFS

It Depends on Who Laughs at the Table

BY ALLMAN

OR I'LL SEND You A

YOUNG MAN YOou
GO RIGHT P
TOYouR ROOM

SO0M g~
THING
STRIKES HiM

FUNNY

DANNY You STOP LAUVGHING

FROM THE TABLE!

WAY

5

LISTEN TO

HIM LAVGH!

NOW , Tom, DON’ T

LOSE YOURTEMPER|/

N
HE CAN'T ——

STOP! |
| COME WITH

s ——

7 v“—z‘ ME Youna MAN!

WHEN WE

NOW You STAY RIGHT HERE
UNTIL YOU GET OVER “THAT
1 FOOLISHNESS ~ SUCH NONSENSE
HAVE COMPANY!

EXPRESSION

DIDYou NOTICE THE
ON MR
DUFFS FACE WHEN HE
ToOoK HIM OUT P

| HAVE TO LAVGH
AT TOM WHEN HE

TRIES 'roBE|
SEROUS!

w—

[4

Iy

AN

N

/
S s s,

E

HiM

| THOUGHT HE WAS
GONG TO EAT

y

UP - HAHA-

Well, It Was

MEAN BY ACTING'

HERE 'MERE ! Prev P TWoSE
SCHOOL BOOKS TUIS INSTANT !
WUAT ON EADTM DO You

LIKE “TMAT ? >

T AIN'T

NO MORE =
)

GOWN' T" SCHool

NOW, THAT WILL DO=
You MUSTN'T Say

MY

TEACHER 1S AWFLL
NEAN = THATS

x|;n41 hearted wench fike her wants & | EVERETT TRUE

lot of folks areund-—likes to fass over |

‘emnever satisfled unlesy she's tirs |
ing herself out mmking coffee for
somebody ., {

“Omce she kidnaped me and drug
me to the Methodist Church, 1 goes
in, plous as Widow Bogart, and sity
and never cracks a smile while
the preachor Ix favoring us with his
misinformntion on  evolution, But
afterwards, when the old stalwarts
were pumphandling everybody ut the |
door and calling ‘em ‘Brother’ and
‘Bister,' they let me sall right by
with nary & clinch. They figure I'm
Yhe town badman, Always will be,
1 guess. It'1l have to be Olaf who
goes on.  And sometimes— Blamed
it 1 don't feel like coming out and
mying, ‘I've been conseryative,
Nothing to it. Now I'm going to
start something in these rotten one
horse lumbercamps west of town'|
But Be's got me hypnotised. Lord, |
Mis Kennleott, do you re'lize what)
n jolly, square, faithful womin ahé
#? And 1 love Olaf-— well, 1
won't go gnd get sentimental on you. |

“Course 've had thoughts of pull
Ing up stakes and going West. Mayhe |
it they Aidn't know it heforehand, |

|

But—oh, I've worked hard, and built
Be and the kid into another onb. fobm |
own houses, and then, by golly,
les—-what s it7 lex mA A B |
bank we eould get along without
tell whoppers to Olaf about hix dad.
knew Paul Bunyan, why, I don't’
per a word to Be, but when 1 get
He did.
tound —washing, froning, mending, |
tasks which, betatiee she was Miles' |
graph records with rapture Uke that
room Above. The orifinal one.room |
holsteredl golden-oak rocker, and &
Rfornstamy’ dssirous of a chance to,
Olaf abed, restless from a slight fo--;
lured Miles aside and worrled
well
“Their stomachs are out of whaek, |
—ahe thinks thaybe he's soré bBécause |
“I'm going to call the doctor at'
bent eyes were stupid, he moaned, he
that's been bad for them?" she nuz-l
you: W% useéd to get our water at
and hinting 1 was a tightwad not
great on divvying up other folks'
aln® safe to hava around,’ once a
anoot. 1 offered to pay Oscar but he
down at Mre. ¥Fageros', in the hol.
well this fall”
fled to Kennicott's effice He grave-
He examined Bea and Olaf,
“Giolly, 1've seen typhold in lum.
they got it very bad?"
in their Acaquaintines hsa smiled on

(To Be Continued)
Copyright, 1921, by Sealtle Btar)

they wouldn't find out 1I'd swer boen
guiity of trying to think for myself
up this dairy business, and.] hate
1o start all over agaln, knd move
shack, ‘That's how they met us! En !
cournge us to be thrifty and own our |
they've got us; they khow Won't
datre risk everything by rommitting
menn they know we won't be hinting
around that If we had a eodperative
Htowbody., Wen Ax long as | can
sit and play pinochie with Re and
dy's adventures in the woods, and
how he snared a wipaloosie and
mind being & bum.  1t's Just for thenr]
that 1 wind. Bay! Say! Don’t whis
this addition, Lgn going t6 buy her
a phonograph!™

While she whd by Wwith the ae
tivities her work hungry muscles
baking, dusting, preserving, pluck.
ing & chicken, painting the sink;|
full pArtner, were exciting and cre
ative—Tea listengd to the phonho.
of cattld I & warm stable, The ndm.'
tion gave her a kitchen with a bed
shick was now a living room, Wwith |
a phonograph, a genuine leather.up
pleture of Governor John Johnson !

In Jite July Carel went to the
express her opinion of Beavers and '
Calibrees and Joralemons, She found |
ver., AnA Bea flushed and dizzy but |
tryving to keep up her work, She|

“They don't look at all
What's the matter?

I wanted to eall in Doe Konnlmn.;
bt Be thinks the doc doesn’t like O
you gome down hers. But I'm get.
ting worried.”

onee.”

€he vearned bver OIAf. Tie lam:
rubbed his forehead.

“Have they Been edting something
tered to Miles,

“Might be bum water, " tell
Oscar Eklund’s place, over across the |
street, but Ogear kept dinging at me,
to dig a well of my own, One time
he mald, ‘Sure, you socialists are
money—and water” 1 know If he
kept it up there'd be a fuss, and |
fuss atarts! I'm likely to férget my
self and let loose with a punch In the |
refused-—he'd rather have the chance
1o kid me, 8o [ starts getting water
low there, and I don't helleve it's
real good. Figuring 1o dig my own

One scarlet word was before Car-
ol's eyes while she listened. Bhe
ly heard her out, nodded, said, “e
right over.”

¢! Ha
shook his head. “Yes, Looks to me
like typhoid.”
her.camps,” groaned Miles, all the
strengeth Aripping ont of him, “Have

“Oh, we'll take good eare of them,”
wald Kennicott, and for the Tirst time
Mitra and clapped his shoulder

“Won't yvou need w nurse?” de

BY CONDO

HA W )

FIX A MOTOR WITH A

IT Comecs
MGTAL |

YOU GXPECT, MRO. TRVE, WHEN You TRY To

NOW YOoU KNOw WHAT HAPPENS WHEN
INTO CONTACT w\TH

HAW !  wWHAT can

HAIRPIN ?

HAw |

NOWw (3T'S Ss& wH
WHENY 1T Comase
CONTACT WIiTH

IVORY 'L

AT HAPPENS

IN‘Te

5

’

a Mean Trick

JUST WUAT
HAJE You FOR THINKING
THAT YOUR “TEACHER )

REASON L)
e
GWE ME A

S-SUE ASKED FOR My
KNIFE T SUARPEN HER.
PENCIL SO SHE CouLD

BAD

| OUR BOARDING HOUSE

™' REPAST, EH?

IF L WAS AS GOOD A NUIHER?
'AG YoU ARE A COOK MRS.
ID A DROVE UP N FRONT Wt

A VAN LOAD OF RABBIMS !
wow'd mee % You MADE A
PIE WITH THIS HOPPER WM YOUR
INIMITABLE STVLE AND ONLY

NOU AND T WILL ENJOY

HOOPLE,

YDE
FINISHED HIS H

.

LA R

1 FIGURE TH' RABBIT
FOLLOWED HIM AROUND
ALL AFTERNOON TO KEEP
FROM GETTNING HIT WITH
WILD SHOTS = AND HE

o

3

BUTCHER SHOP}

PR

Ladls

2

e

How Mr. Jonea Hughed as he
recalled the scene of that hunting
BCrapo 40 years ago,

“Now the funniest thing of all
s

chuckiing over his memories,

yet to come,” he sald, still

“There we were with two per.
fectly good guns which we knew
how to use, and both of us were
hunters and knew
each other from many such trips
togethet, but we . were so abso.
lutely dazed by having the deer
leap over our heads that we had
for the tme Jlost our wits, ]
think.

“As I told you, Bolh knocked me
down and took my gun away from
me and shot the deer, but the
deer was far out from shore,

“This fact, however, meant
nothing to Boh; he wan after that

experienced

deer which we had failed to head
off at
and, paying no attenflon to the

our appointed stations,
boat which was right beside him,
he plumped Ifito the Ity water
and went after the deer,

“Yes, he got the deer, and we
got safeély home and had our deer

* K

-

Page 532
FORTY YEARS AGO
(Chapter 4)

meat for Thanksgiving ak wh
planned, but it was an unusual ex-
perience for Puget Sound boys,
the storm, and our own befuddle.
ment and al.” :

“Were you very little boys or
pretty big like Davie?' Peggy
asked,

“Why, blesa your heart, child,”
Mr. Jones laughed, “I wasn't lit.

tle at all, 1 was teaching a

Seattle school.

“By the way, that is one of the
oldest schools in the city and it s
still standing. 1t has other frame
bulldings about it now. but you

can see it any day if you drive
past Sixth and Main sts,

“There s school a year
older than that one still standing
and

(\!lﬂ

on the corner of Third
Vine st. There
ers in Seattle when

ave.
were nine teach-
I began to
teach,

“1 recall one little story you
might like to hear connected with
that Main #t. school.” f

(To Be Continued)

Confessions of a

(Copyright, 1821, Seattis Btar)

i

Movie Star :

iR B

CHAPTER XXII—COME INTO MY DRESSING ROOM

Rose Montillon took me in hand
and tuught me all she knew about
linukoup. and It ix more than the
jothers know altogether.

{ And she raved because she hadn't
“nunnl me from the jealous cats,

“I saw you, dearie, and 1 meant
116 wash your face, but Henry came
along with one of his tales of woe
and 1 had to listen in, You were on
the sét when 1 got rid of higy But
1 guess | can show you a few make.
up stunts the others haven't caught
on to! - 4

She was true 6 her promise, and

:fnr that 1 am always nice to Mrs,
| Henry Larkin,
[ But 1 often wonder why Mrs,
| Nandy never letsg Rose stay three
minutes alone with me. 1t's a great
| relief, one way, to have Polly Ander.
{son stick around. When I'm alone
| with Rose she invariably brings up
| McMaster's name, She fairly roves
{about his generosity. But whén M
I Nandy 18 among those present Rose
never mentions him,

Daily Rose contributed a hit of ex.
citement to the routine of my dress.
ing room,

I've read n good denl of nonsense
about the marvelous dressing rooms

of the famous movie stars. I've seen

‘pages of art which seemed (o prove
,lhnt a studio dressing room is an
artistic  combination of drawibg
room, reception roorg, dining room,
boudoir and Kitchenette, I've pljyved
(small parts in several studios. but |
| never came across any such elegance
and conveniences as that,

've discoveredithat most dressing
rooms are as simple as my own.
Which looks like a prjvate room in a
modern  hospital. t's n spacious
{cement cell opening from a cement
thall, It's high and narrow. fire.
proof and sanitary, with huge win-
dows,

he dressing table's gay cretonne
lcover introduces a dash of color. A
| day-bed payly pillowed, invites me to
irelax and rést bhetween scenes There
are two comfortable’chairs—and no
more—because it would never do to
encourage visitors wheén I shotild be
recuperating. .

I Neither is a star's dressing room
lu phce for a reception or a tea,

There is nothing superfluous, Moth.
|ing fussy, nothing unnecessarily
| decorative about my own belongings,
{ nor in the rooms of any of the movie

-

stars I know. Most of them work
streduousdly and for lénger :
than & cook, wiitresd, dressmiker of
stenographer. : o 4

1 suppose that once in a while' &
girl may be cafried to fame by the

magic carpet method, but I had te

climb up by the difficult road of éx-

ertion. 1 expect to stay up by the
me method. 5
Sometimes 1've heard of stars

take their vases and pillows as

as their Jogs from location to loea-

tion, but the‘only extra luggage t

io\%r wish onto “props” is a small

box of violin records. $

Never yet have I had to use giy-
cerine drops to register grief. ¥ only
need to hear certain violin records
and my tears flow naturally.

Once 1 was standing outsidé a sbt,
listening to thé wafl of Chopin's
funeral march, and waiting for my
cue to rush on in a passion of teatrs,
when 1 heard Dick talking to
Nandy.

“Wicked™ sald Dick, who
to think 1 was so engrossed with
role that I couldn't hear
“Wicked?

“My hunch, too,” Nandy agreed.

(To Be Continied)

food, hegging for the healing of sleep
at night.

During the second- week Olaf's
powerful legs were flabby. Spots of
a viclously delicate pink came out on
hig ehest and back. His cheeks sank
| Ho lpoked frightened. His tongue
was brown and revolting. His con:
fident voles dwindled to a bewlldered
murmur, ceaselesy and racking.

Bea had stayed on her feet too
long at the beginning., The moment
Kenpicott had ordered her to bed
she had begun to collapse, One early

- g

* o

manded Carol,

“Why To
hinted, “Couldn't
cousin, Tina?"

“She's down at the old folks', In
the country."” .

“rhen let me do it!” Carol insist
ed. "They need some one to cook
for them, and isn't it good to give
them sponge baths, in typhoid?”

“Yem, All right,” - Kennicott was
automatic; he waa the officinl, the
physieian, “I  guess probably it
would be hard to get a nurse here
in town just now, Mrs, Stiver is
busy with an obstetrical case, and
that fown nurse of yours is off on
vacation, ain't she? All right, Bjorne
stam can spell you at night.”

Kennleott
get  Bea's

Miles,
you

.

All week, from eight each morn.
ing tinl midnight, Carol fed them,
bathed them, smoothed sheets, took
temperntures, Miles refused to let
her cook. Terrified, pallid, noise.
less In stocking feet, he did the
kitchen work and the sweeping, his
big red hands awkwardly careful.
Kenniecott came in three times a
day, unchangingly tender and hope-
ful In  the sick-room, evenly polite
to Miles,

Carol understood how great was
her love for her friends. It bore her
thru; it made her arm steady and
tireless to bathe them., What ex.
hausted hor was the sight of Bea
and Olaf turned into flaceld invalids,
uncomfortably flushed after taking

evening she startled them by scream
ing, In an intense abdominal pain
and within half an hour she was in
a delirium, Til dawn Carol Wwas
with her, and not all of Wea's gron-
ing thru the blackness of half.de.
lirions pain was #o pitiful to Carel
ag the way in which Miles silently
peered into the room from the top
of the narrow stairs. Cuarol slept
threa hours next morning, and ran
back. RBea wns altogether delirlous
but  she muttered nothing eave,
“Olnf-—~ve have such a good time—"

At ten, while Carol was preparing
an foe-bag in the kitchen, Miles an-
swered a knock, At the front door
ghe saw Vida Sherwin, Maud Dyer,
and Mre, Zitterel, wife of the Baptiat
pastor, They were carrving grapes,
and women'emagazines, migagines
with high-colored pictures and op-

timistie fiction,

“We just heard your wife was
sick. We've come to see if there
isn't something we can do,” chir.
ruped Vida,

Miles looked steadily at the three
women. “You're too late, You can't
do nothing now. Bea's always kind
of hoped that you folks would come
see her. 8he wanted to have a chance
und be friends, She used to sit wait-
ing for gomebody to knock. 1've seen
her sitting here, waitlng. Now-——
Oh, you AIN't worth God-damning.”
He shut the door,

All ay Caro! watched Olaf's
sirength oozing, He was emaciated.
His ribs were grim clear lines, his
skin was clammy, his pudlse avas
féeble but terrifyingly rapid. 1t beat
~=heat--beéat in a drum-rol of death,
L#te that afternoon he sobbed, and
dfed.

Bea did not know it. She was de-
lirlous. Next morning, when sheé
went,' she dld hot know that Olaf
would no longer® swing his lath
sword on thé doorstep, no longer
rule his subjects of the eattle-yard;
that Miles’ son would not go East
to college,

Miles, Carol, Kennicott were’ si
lent. 'They washed the bodies to-
gether, their eyes veiled.

“Go home now and sleep, You're

pretty tired, 1 can't ever pay you

back for what you done,” Miles whis-
pered to Carol.

“Yes. But I'll be back here to.
morrow, (Go with you to the fu.
neral,” she said laberiously.

When the time for the funeral
came, Carol was in bed, collapsed.
8he assumed that neéighbors wou
£0. They had not told her that w
of Miles’ rebuff to Vida had sp
thru town, a evelonic fury.

It was only by chance that, leans
ing on her elbow in bed, shé glanced
thru the window and saw the funeral
of Bea and Olaf. Thére was né mu-
si¢, no carriages, There was on
Miles Bjornstam, in his black
ding-suit, walking quite alone, head
down, behind the shabby heafse that
bore the bodies of his Wife and baby.

An hour after, Hugh came into her
room crying, and when she said as
cheerily as she could, “What is
dear?’ he besought, “Mummy,
want to play with Olaf.”

That afternoon Juanita ‘Haydock
dropped in to brighten Carol. She
sald, “Too bad about this Bea thal
was your hired gitl. But Y don®
waste any sympathy on that :
of hers. Everybody says he drank
too much, and treated his
awful, and that's how they got

siek.”
(Continued Tomorrow)




