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CHAPTER 1

ARRET COLVIN, bronzed by sun-
baked miles of sand, sat forward
kat he might sen the windows of
Avenue, It was a hit earlier than
") senoon but many windows were
ysrm with the yellow glow that in a
are by night, The skies were sullenly
« and there wos a driesle in the
&illy nir. The English, Barrett re.
flected, would eall it “a dirty doy"
o the svernge New Yorker, it was
Lond . (ien weather.! Those foks upon
lotfohom b bnd recertly turned his
ey ad back would it “the will of
"eodyjab,” Well, the fa.b of the Enst
1 ey the most comforiable but Bar-
Meate didn’t shars it

'h'l Ha moved mmeasily and it & cigaret.
™ 3y was always unsatisfactory to come
back, Memories that seared his mind
would leap from embers. A corner of
p [an optown street or an old building

him wsee Marcia, hin tempentuous littls
ylster, the daughter of hin fother's
seeond wife, Mareln, violent in her
tenp. Mareln crying, "Barey, you must
pelp mo; I've no one elsel”
Al He Lot intended to help hoe, but
s [with the passing of years be haod
been less and lens certnin about what
s, Mbs Lad done by putting himsell be-
e, [ tween her sod the storm. Ha chad
Imade it easy, without meaning to,
s, fior hor to avade her responsibility and
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And tow Marela was married. She
. Miad written Barrotr, *Of conrse Dick
oot doesn't know." And here, from her
adp | evasion, wes another problem and ong
of the oldest oner—n problem discuns-
e ed often in “Advice to the Tovelorn”
eolumns In apswers to latters usunlly
boginning, “Shall T te)l the man I am
gring to marry, #te" Amoxt always
the dexeription of the unfortjinate af-
fair ends with a wistful, “I was wo
sl yaunz”
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- Barreit Colvin tossed his half-smok-
kn ol ecigaret from the Jowered taxicab
"R window to lenn back, aleeady wenried
of eivilizntion which Is not always so
SOl ardored ow it meems,

He hoped Dick Radnor deserved tho

devation he had wou from Mareln,
The facts might so easily come out
in time;, Barrett reflected, ond unless
T ik were the man Marcla thought
fim to be there would be the devil
to pay.
He must go up to mes the boy,
Mareia's hoy, Barrett decided, as soon
o he could manage to got away from
town. Mareia did not ears for him an
abe should and it wasn't falr to the
youngster, He muout lave grown a
good denl, Barrett reflected. It was
{our years—a broad four yenrs—since
he had msen the child whom Marcls
and implored him' to ‘adopt’ and whom
be had adopted.

Barrett Colvin felt a little tingle
when the taxieab turned into s sednte
street whers brown-stone-fromted
pouses told of other times and other
anners, Thia was getting bome, No
tter how far one wanders or how
sistent the eall of distant countries,
£ erary man some one house or
me one wormnnn meant “home,”

Tha door wan opened as tha tnxieab
me to a euddent halt, Higgins, tha
butler, appeared, ahvionsly excited to
ve “Mr. Barrett" home nagain. The
chauffenr swung aeveral nearred, hulg-
from the car to the walk.
ves wers fixed upon his mas-
der, his yoice nlmost tremulous,

In & window across the street Bar-
ratt saw the Imperiotis head of Miss
Elln 8exton, saw her nod stiffly and
wave a handkerchief so black-border-
ol ns to suggest a death of yesterday.

Barrett, after bowing deeply, went
up the brown atons steps of bis homs.
Bo littls wan changed. The glimpne of

“dwould brush away 10 years to make |

Mise Ella, the characteristie tilt of
hee ariatocratie nome, told him that
thae still ruled sternly and coldly over
sl those who walted her death.
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At the door, which Piggina held
opeu, Barrett turned sgain and as he
did so saw A glrl hurrying up the
steps of Miss Ella's house, A pretty
pleture ahe made with her Young grace
an denergy.

“One of the Thorpes?" he maked
Higgins.

“No, Mr. Barrett. That is Miss Eli-
nor Stafford. She's grown a deal these
four yoears, sir”

Barrett nodded. Hin smile widened.
He remembered Elinor Btaflord dim-
Iy ax n gawky youngater with & brace
on her teeth, & youngster with an
wapecinl talent for stumbling, He had
met Ler at Miss Ella's house—the
golden shrize for all thoss relatives
who felt they should be remembered
in the Bexton will.

The hall and Higgins shutting the
world awny with & closed door, How
good it was to be home! The same
dimed, lovely tnpestry, The sams
anclent bat rack thut Barratt kept
buenuse, looking st it, be rould some-
times funcy he saw his father's hat
on the black marble surface, his
mother's small gloves and card cane.

“I's good to ba here again, Hig-
| glns,"
| “And it's gond to have you, sic!"
| Barrett saw that Higzina' eyas beld

tenrs and he laid a strong hand on tha
|old man's arm. With a gentleness
| that,  eombined with bis steength,
| byekonied too mapy weask mortals his
wiy, Bareett askod, "L hopa you've
beon well, Higging "

“Yes, Mr. Barrott. Now and again
a bit lonely—not that T mean to com-
plaln, sie! I think you'll find every-
thing as you want It, Mr, Barrett."

“I'm certnin ‘everything's In fine
shape.”

“I'he harbor wan foger, 1 presume,
air?" Higgine maked nx he took Bar-
rott's cont, weighted by the wet in
the day's air,

“Preetty thick—"

“Quite four hours late, you are, sie;
I've been watching by the window."

“Lucky to get in, nt all"

"I presumie so. You've lynched, sic?"

“Yos; thought 1'd better. By the
by, nre there any letters?"'

*A number, sir. On your desk—"
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A few minutes later when Barrett
wan poking through his mail—{rankly
and noively mrprised at Its bulk—
Marein enme huerying in. “Darling!”
she called from the doorway of the
blig, dark ronm. He turned, rose nnd
sha was in his arms, crying, Inughing,
elinging to him.

“The sams buge thing," shs ex-
claimed breathlessly, standing away,
“and o famous, dear! You don't
know what you're in for! I haven't
been to & dinner this winter that
somenne hasn't wsid, ‘So Barrett Col-
vin is your brother? How remark-
able!' 1 don't suppose I do lock as
though T could posaibly be related to
anyone mo hralny. Oh, It Is good Lo
mee you, dear!”

Bhe pressed close agoain and for a
moment hid her face against the top
button of his wilsteoat. Then sho
drew away and raised her face to lot
Iim see her amils and her misted
aypa,

fI'm wo frightfully bappy,” she
admitted, “Dick's such a  periect
husband! And to think you haven't
even met him! Darling—may I have
n eocktail?"

Barrett rang for Higgins, at the
samp time studsing Marcia, She had
grown lean, hungry-looking, nervous,
Ho hadn't remembered thoss sudden,
angular manperisma.

(Te Be Continued)

THY FUGENE REGISTER-GUARD

LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

The Best
of the Nation's
‘‘Human-est'’ and
Funniest Comics
On This Page
Daily

NO ROMES OM HER-

d MNERE- r'LL PULL |, K
HER BERET DOWM
OVER WER HWEAD=

Two Down and Two to Go

VOU ASKED FOR -
THIS TIME, |
WONT MISS-

- AND STAY
IN NOUR ROOM
—OUT OF
SI@WT=1

Loy

BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES

By HAROLD GRAY

NIY, SAMDY= | KMOW KOwW

YOU FEEL, AMD | DON'T
BLAME YOU=

CIVILIZED=

ETAND BAL
FROAM THE

FATHER, WHAT 15 I
THAT EMORMOUS, STRAMGE
HUMMING BRD
FLY MG

~ All Out!

WINDDW, ALEETA!
STAND BACK [
THEY MUsT

L LB
-ﬁzﬁmr

& ] '
orel 1 wmiE Tho somEmn I
't:mna ATTENTION
WSTART BosiNEsS

oM’ To ™'

L ——

e

I

f i —n
CoRA WTWE PROFESSOM. WEAE GOOD EHOUSH

SPORTS YCOME UP WERE, NTHEY AREN'T
GOMMA LOSE AN MoueyY 8Y AT,k X can
WELP AT = =~OH OH | WERE COMES TH' 0L
G20 NOW

ol A\
NG LODG
: owEL TOO

0~ cuMMING , FIDNNG . GOLF
B TENNS AWD FURRYTWING

HEASOUABLE TATRS

SPOT 1O SPEND YOUR
s
VACATION
PN JEMCE =« EVERY
B BRiG THE FAMI

By MARTIN
- it Sowde W85 B !

THIS WOULD BE A
NICE PLACE YO 4PEND
OUR.  \ACKTION T

BRINGING UP FATHER

i

McMANUS

WELL~ MAGGIE HAS CHANGED
HER MIND AGIN an HAS
DECIDED TO GO To THE
MOUNTAINS - 'LLJUST QO

WHY DONT YOU SHUT
UP? | NEVER GET A
CHANCE TO TALK.

UM THEY ALL
ACT LIKE THAT
WHEN THEY GIT

EVERYBODY WHO QOES
To THE MQUNTAING FOR
THEIR VACATION LEAVES
HERE HAPPY. BUT
COME HOME FIGHTIN
LIKE CATS AN DOGS-

© 1933, King Pearore Jyndiciie, foe, Grear Bhtain sighn festrvtit

WASHABLE PURSES

;HIE!‘J‘%IEEE Starring POPEYE NOW SHOWING—"THE LAST LAUGH" 2 -~
L PARDON YOU SHIPPIN REVEMGE 15 AROY, PROFESSOR, FIT FOR ANY THINGE 1 ESTIMRTE THE!
e MY MIRTH ) THEM JRY-BIRDS || |SWEET-THOSE DID VA AMALIZE THEM KA WHY THEY'RE Foo0 VALUE TO BE
= r—— HERE TO RUIN JAYS Wil BIRDS YET 7 ARE THEY WORTH THEIR WEIGHT "I'El‘*!. MILLIOMN DOLLARS -
OUR CROPS [ FITTIN FOR ARNTHING? IN GOLD - THEY TASTE THEY'LL EASILY SELL F

Every oncoe In a while, Fashlon Invents an accessory that not only

TOMORROW—"QUICK ON THE TRIGGER"

By E. C. Segar

WAS A MEAN

A HUNDRED TIMES
BETTER THAN

(%

:I;ﬁ,,f(;izt.‘nu Win

A BUCK & CAN = AND THO&'
CONTAIN VITAMING ~A-B=

OUT OUR WAY

SMUH WHUT? OH, YOH
TIED HIM TO T FENCE
AN HE'S ARUNMNIN OFF
WITH T = O WELL,
LET Him GO -HE'LL GO
RIGHT HOME, C'MOM,
HOP 1N wWiTH usl WE'RE
HEADIN FER HOME. ~

-

AR KNOW, )
BuT DF.'-{'S.

A HOUSE AM
BARN INSIDE
ER DS FENCE,
AN AW Doany
WANTER HAB TER
BRING DEM BACH.

S S—

OUR BOARDI

—— = p———

NG HOUSE

WHY PUT TH®

EVENING I AM
HAVING SOME

NEIGHBORS IN
FOR CARDS AMD
SANDWICHES,

HAWK EYE ON ME(¢
THERES NO FROST
ON MY HAIR=IM
NO |CE-BOX GOPHER!
WHEN T TOW TH

VoL HAVENT FOUND
A VEST BUTTON OF
MINE IN TH' ICE BOX
FOR YEARS
WHY DONT You PULL
TH' MAJOR OVERTO
TH CURR @—~HE'S

e e e

=

=}

- T

g

CHIN FROM TH TABLE, | \oTED FOR HIS
I THROW TH SWITCH /nerriGE

LB BAE Tkt AGA\NST EA‘HNG}
PoOLI LINTIL MORNING
POUND OF BAKED 4= -

HAM 1 HAD IN THE i :ETA-};“*_»-J
-L-“ul IcE- > AN

Box! § 4 det

Is tha Inst word in smartness, but also filis & crying need of the
velldressed woman, This Summer we have the purse sllp cover,
thit boon to the woman who wants her white mccessories to he an
Immaculate white. This new vogue also gives her the opportunity
o! having a purse to harmonize with avery dress, simply by having
A varlety of =lip covers for ona foundntion purks. Vary easy (s
maks, thess sllp eovers (which ean be mads of any washable ma-
terial) come completely off the foundation purse and can ba tubbed
Miny of these pursn covers are embelllshed with. a touch of am.
broldery—a hit of erossstitch in white or in a matching color on
& pastel materlal—a tiny bunch of flowars In ore contrasting color
or in a number of dellcata shades.

Pattern No. 468 {ncludes a transfer pattern of the two purse cov:
ora (lustrated; ope oross-stiteh motif and two small floral motifs;
fetnllnd inatructlons with yardnga roquiraments for making the alip
tovers: and directions Jor making the foundation purse Itself.

Rand 100 for this pattern to the ReglsterGuard Needlecraft Dept.,

i1 Elghth Ava., New York City,
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