
TENTH INSTALMENT 
And then, as there was no answer- 

ing smile on his face, she sighed and 
went on. 

"I wish I understood about myself. 
Sometimes I think that you under- 
stand, that you know all about me, 
only you won’t explain to me. Why 
won’t you?” 

"Perhaps because I’m not clever en- 

ough. Perhaps because I know I should 
only hurt you.” 

Diana was looking down at the lit- 
tle three-cornered scar on her Slender 
arm. 

"Well, I’ve got this ito remember 
you by, anyway,” she said ruefully. 

He made a swift movement, as if 
of protest, then stood still again. 

"Nothing more than that?” he ask- 
ed. 

She raised her eyes. 
"Yes, much more,” she said. "I 

shall always remember you as the dear- 
est, best-” 

"Don’t make me conceited.” 
She sat down in the chair in which 

he had sat to dress her arm, leaning 
her chin on its high back and looking 
up at him. 

"Well, that’s that,” she said in a 

puzzled sort of way. “When do you 
want me to go?” 

He smiled at the question. 
"Well, not to-day or to-morrow,” 

he said whimsically. "I only thought 
that before Mrs. Gladwyn comes back 
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"Supposing she never comes back?” 
"We won’t suppose anything so un- 

likely, and besides, I must see that 
left arm a great deal better before I 
let you out of my sight.” 

"Then I hope it never gets better,” 
Diana said. 

Dennis had come down for one last 
visit before Diana returned to Lon- 
don. 

He was full of plans for their fu- 
ture but Diana found herself cold to 

all of them. His caresses failed to thrill 
her as they had before her illness. 

Finally Dennis had flung away from 
her and gone back to London. His 

angry departure had failed to stir her, 
although it left her with the feeling 
her world was falling away from her. 

She wondered if her love for him 
had died. And the thought, strangely, 
carried with it no regret. 

And then suddenly came the reve- 

lation that it was Donald she loved, 
■maddeningly, distractingly. She knew 
then she could never be happy with 
any other man. 

"To-morrow.” Diana said to her- 
self, "to-morrow I am going to Lon- 
don.” 

She was glad because it was Kath- 

bone whom she loved; a man surely 
worthy of the best life could give him, 
and in some strange way that gladness 
overweighed the knowledge that, even 

supposing he cared for her in return, 
he would never tell her so. But she 
could not believe that he cared—why 
should he? There were so many wo- 

men in the world more deserving of 
happiness than she—noble, unselfish 
women—not just selfish, spoilt—use- 
less. Then she was conscious of a great 
fear; fear because all her life she would 
have to do without him; that would 
be hardest of all to bear. 

When morning came she found that 
out of the mass of confused thought 
only one fact had struggled; she must 

keep her pride whatever happened. No- 
body must ever know, nobody must 

ever dream that she had loved him 
and her love had not been returned. 

“I may as well go away with Den- 
nis, or anybody else who wants me,” 
she told herself recklessly, as she 
watched the creeping daylight. "I 
can’t ever have the man I want, so 

nothing matters.” 
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Diana made a quick trip up to Lon- 
don to do some shopping. She had 
lunch with Dennis, who told her Lin- 
da was going to Paris and begged her 
to run away with him. 

She kept putting him off with in- 
decisive replies to his urgent begging 
and he finally drove her back to the 
country. She promised him, as she 
was kissing him good-bye, that she 
would give him an answer in a few 
days. 

Miss Starling told her, when Den- 
nis had left: 

"Dr. Rathbone came just after 
lunch.” 

"Oh,” Diana’s voice was studiuosly 
indifferent. 

"He left a message for you.” 
"Oh,” Diana said again. "What 

was it?” she asked as Miss Starling 
kept silence. 

"He asked me to tell you chat he 
did not consider there was any real 
need for him to call any more—that 
he had arranged with Dr. Finlay to 

look after you regularly, and chat he 

hoped you would approve. He asked 
me to say that, of course, if you wish- 
ed to see him again particularly, he 
would be pleased to arrange to call or 

for you to go to his consulting room 

in London.” The Creature was knit- 
ting so rapidly now that the needles 
flashed dazzlingly in the afternoon 
sunlight. 

Diana closed her eyes. 
"Thank you. That will do nicely,” 

she said, uncertainly. 
When, a little later, Miss Starling 

had gone for her usual constitution- 
al, Diana sent a telegram. 

It was addressed to Dennis Water- 
man at some West End Club, and 
consisted of only two words: 

"Yes, Diana.” 
Diana left the cottage very quietly 

on the Friday afternoon. She told the 
Creature she was going to dinner and 
a theatre with Dennis Waterman and 
would not be home until late. 

Diana drove straight to Mrs. Glad- 
wyn’s house when she got to London. 
She was not expected, and the maids 
seemed rather flustered by her sud- 
den arrival. 
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case for which Dennis would present- 
ly send his chauffeur, and after that 
—well, after that her mind was a 

blank—after that nothing would mat- 
ter very much. Nothing mattered 
very much now, if it came to that. 
Diana was amazed because she felt so 

cold and unconcerned. 
Even the thought of Rathbone 

hardly distressed her. That episode, 
precious as it had been, was definitely 
ended. 

She did not know what plans Den- 
nis had made, and she hardly cared. 
Since the afternoon she sent that wire 
she had often wondered why she had 
done it. It was not because she want- 
ed to go with Dennis except that deep 
down in her heart was a foolish, fev- 
erish hope that perhaps he could help 
her to forget—could drug her senses 

and take away the endless pain of 
loneliness .and longing. 

Dennis was the one creature in the 
world of whose love she was confi- 
dent, and so she had turned to him as 
a half-frozen outcast would turn to 
the first fire that gleams through the 
night. 

She had no regrets—nothing mat- 

tered. 
At seven o’clock she sent the maid 

for a taxi and put on her cloak. She 
would be a little early for Dennis, 
perhaps, but the silence and memories 
of this room worried her—it would 
be better to get out and mingle with 
the noise and hustle again. 

She went down to the waiting' taxi, 
leaving orders about the suitcase. She 
did not care if her aunt’s maids sus- 

pected anything; she knew it would 
not be the first time she had set them 
all talking. It was only really gen- 
uine people ,like Miss Starling and 
Jonas who made one feel ashamed. 

The cab stopped, and a commis- 
sionaire hurried to open the door. Den- 
nis had chosen to meet her at this 
small, rather unpretentious restau- 

rant, because he said they would be 
unlikely to meet anyone they knew, 
and it was Diana herself who had 
suggested the theatre. "It’s so long 
since I saw a play,” was the excuse 

she made, but that was not the real 
reason. It was because she felt the des- 
perate need of excitement to help her 
—of stimulant to give her courage; 
if Dennis offered her champagne to- 

night she would certainly not refuse. 
She walked into the little lounge and 
sat down by the fire. It was very 
quiet—just the kind of place runaway 
people would choose, Diana thought 
cynically. 

The swing door moved noiselessly, 
and Diana turned. If it was Dennis 
—Diana stared blankly for a moment 
at the woman who came in—stared, 
and thought herself mad or dreaming 
for the woman was Linda Waterman. 

She was alone, and their recogni- 
tion was mutual before Linda came 

across the lounge with easy confidence, 
beautifully gowned and looking young 
and untroubled. 

"Haw strange—that you should be 
here,” she said. "Dennis tells me you 
have been very ill. I hope you are 

"Yes—yes, thank you.” 
Linda held her hands to the warmth. 

There was a large diamond one one 

finger that caught the light and 
sparkled into cold white flashes of 
fire. 

Diana was very pale, and the vivid 
blue of her gown intensified her pal- 
lor. She was wondering vaguely what 
would happen when Dennis arrived. 
Something seemed to tell her that of 
them all he would be the only one se- 

riously disturbed. With an effort she 
forced herself to speak. 

"Did you have a good holiday in! 
America?” 

"It was hardly a holiday. I had so 

much business to attend to. Dennis 
hated it—he was longing to get back 
all the time.” 

Her eyes dwelt on Diana’s face 
with half-amused interest. 

"Are you waiting for him now?” 
she asked abruptly. 

Diana’s lips moved, and she flush- 
ed crimson, but no words would 
come, and Linda said with an uncon- 

cerned laugh: 
"You need not mind telling me if 

you are. I have not come here to spy 
on you—it’s just bad luck that we 

Should both have chosen the same 

rendezvous. I am waiting for a friend 
myself.” 

Diana rose to her feet. 
"I thought you were in Paris,” she 

stammered, and then wondered why, 
of all the things she might have said, 
she should have chosen words that 
were surely an admission. 

Linda shrugged her shoulders. 
"I suppose Dennis told you so? 

Well, I wanted him to believe I was 

going to Paris,” she said quietly. "It 
suited me for him to think so.” She 
laughed again. "It’s very odd, but it 
never seems to occur to my noble hus- 
band that perhaps I too have my sec- 

ret orchard.” 
She held out the hand that wore 

the big diamond and stared at it med- 
itatively. 

"I’m rather glad you and I have 
met again,” she said. "I intended to 

write to you soon, anyway.” 
"To write to me?” 
The burning colour rose again to 

Diana’s face—she felt utterly at a 

disadvantage. Linda was so assured, 
so cool—she was sure at last that Lin- 
da no longer cared for Dennis. 

"You need not look so angry,” 
Dennis’s wife said calmly. "I know you 
hate me, but you need not. I quite like 
you, Diana; if it were not for Dennis, 
I believe we could be good friends.” 

She moved suddenly, coming a lit- 
tle closer to the girl. 

"I suppose Dennis never told you 
that I offered to divorce him, did he?” 
she asked interestedly. "I assure you 
I did—before we went to America, the 

night you dined at the flat.” 

CONTINUED NEXT WEEK 

"Corpse” Snores, 
Women Scream And 

Up Jumps A Drunk 

Chicago, III.—"Oh, doesn’t he look 
natural!” Such was the comment of 
Mrs. Clara Nick here last week as she 
was showing two friends the "last 
remains” of John Killias. 

Killias was in a coffin and within 
a few hours was to take a ride in that 
black car which people are dying to 

ride in. 
But, lo and behold, from the cof- 

fin came a snore. The women scream- 

ed and the undertaker investigated. It 
developed that instead of being a 

corpse, John had danced around the 
bottle a little too much and was tak- 
ing a nap in the cushioned box. 

There is a man in New York who 
swears he saw the Coney Island ring- 
and-cane man take a day off, go to the 
Bronx Zoo and that there he blew 
smoke rings on to the horn of the 
rhinoceros. 

CHILD need 
REGULATING? 

CASTORIA WILL 

DO ITI 

When your child needs regulating, 
remember this: the organs of babies 
and children are delicate. Little 
bowels must be gently urged—never 
forced. That’s why Castoria is used 
by so many doctors and mothers. It 
is specially made for children’s ail- 
ments; contains no harsh, harmful 
drugs, no narcotics. You can safely 
give it to young infants for colic 
pains. Yet it is an equally effective 
regulator for older children. The next 
time your child has a little cold or 

fever, or a digestive upset, give him 
the help of Castoria, the children’s 
own remedy. Genuine Castoria al- 
ways has the name; 

CASTORIA 

Let us inspect and 
clean your Radiator. 
If necessary we will 
repair or re-core it. 
Yon wouldn't let a 
blacksmith fix your 
teeth, then why not 
call us when your ra- 
diator heats or leaks? 
We are Radiator Spe- 
cialists. Prepare for 
spring driving. W e 
sell or trade new and 
second-hand radiators. 

East Spencer Motor Co. 
THE CHRYSLER DEALERS 

Phone 1198-J East Spencer, N. C. 

THE SMOKE SHOP 
Phone 9167 

NEWSPAPERS 
MAGAZINES 

FOUNTAIN SERVICE 
5 c HAMBURGERS 5 c 

218 S. Main St. 
Salisbury, N. C. 

Restless. 
* 9 

could not sleep 
ttTHERE were days 

when I felt like I 
could not get my work 
done. I would get so 
nervous and ‘trembly’ 
I would have to lie 
down. I was very rest- 
less, and could not 

I sleep at night. 
■ My mother advised 
I me to take Cardui, 
■ and I certainly am 
fl glad she did. It is 
H the first thing that 
■ seemed to give me 

jfl any strength. I felt 
IS better after the first 

|B bottle. I kept it up 

^B and am now feel- 

j^B ing fine.”—Mrs. 
R. Gibson, Fort 

SB Payne, Ala. 
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bjffihEALTH 
I Take Thedford’s Black-Draught 
I for Constipation. Indigestion, 
I and Biliousness. 

BUNCH’S BABY CHICKS 
Those fine State" Bloodtested Bunch Chicks now only $10.50 
per -hundred, delivered; less quantities 11c. 

WHITE AND BARRED ROCKS 
RHODE ISLAND REDS 
WHITE WYANDOTTES 

FINE TEN-WEEKS OLD WHITE LEGHORN PULLETS 50c. 

Fine Breeding Stock. Excellent Layers. High Producing White 
Leghorns $8.50. Don’t get discouraged in these times of de- 
pression. Stay with it and reap the profits that are sure to 
come! 

BUNCH POULTRY FARM & HATCHERY 
STATESVILLE, N. C. 

Say, "I Saw It in The WatchmanThank You! 
-----— 

LOANS WITHOUT SECURITY 
$5.00 to $40.00 Quickly Loaned 

SALARIED PEOPLE NEEDING FIVE TO FORTY DOLLARS IN 
STRICT CONFIDENCE, WITHOUT SECURITY, ENDORSE- 
MENT OR DELAY, AT LOWEST RATES AND EASY TERMS. 

CO-OP FINANCE CO. 
202 WACHOVIA BANK BLDG. 

SALISBURY, N. C. 

HEADACHES, NEURITIS 
NEURALGIA, COLDS... 

Whenever you have some 

nagging ache or pain, take 
some tablets of Bayer Aspirin. 
Relief is immediate I 

There’s scarcely ever an ache 
or pain that Bayer Aspirin 
won’t relieve—and never a 

time when you can’t take it. 

The tablets with the Bayer 
cross are always safe. They 

don’t depress the heart, or 

otherwise harm you. Use them 
just as often as they can spare 
you any pain or discomfort. 
Just be sure to buy the genuine. 
Examine the package. Beware 
of imitations. 

Aspirin is the trade-mark of 
Bayer manufacture of mono- 

aceticacidester of salicylicacid. 

||7 Mi SPARK PLUG INSPECTION THIS WEEK 1 
M? mm> mud champion national change week I 

Prepare your car 

for summer touring 

Greet the open road with a car that is 

a pleasure to drive. A set of the new 

and improved Champion Spark Plugs 
insures a trouble-free trip, together ^ 
with easy starting, better acceleration, 
full power, and maximum economy. \ 
Champion National Change Week is y 
your reminder to change spark plugs 
every 10,000 miles—a regular practice 
with most motorists. Let us install a 

set of Champions in your car today. 

Change spark plugs every I 
10,000 miles 

_ 
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• NEW AND IMPROVED 

See Us for Used Tires— Cy llcltll JIlOll 
Prices from 50c up Spark Plugs 

Salisbury Ignition & Battery Co. 
122 W. Fisher St. PHONE 299 Salisbury, N. C. 


