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purn‘.'I

paven't time now to settle
put T know you'll come to
You'll renlize it's the

I'm only trying to he

wop't he fair to me if you
e In terror!” sho contested

think we'd better not diseuss |t
dear’ he said firmly, ®he
por slender ahmilders, FHer
weot high.  Without & word she
toward the hall

PR

ping, he followed her unhap-
He saw her plek up a pulr of
from the table, ‘watched her
em on with two sbarp tugs
jped Marcis wasn't going to
yim angry. He had looked for-
psgerly to mesing her; his small
sster and only relative. Btifl-
sigh, he stared down At her, a0
so seemingly frall hut eapahle,
w, ol bitterness and artfully
gt plans for revenge,

rafied her heavy eyelids for
went to give him an Insolent,
giance.  Then she melted, to
1o him sobbing and laughing.
am & beast, Barrs! But—you
holp me.""

do want to help rou, dear,” he
bed her, He putted ber shoalder
ringly.

il sou" (she mopped her dark
) “come and have & long talk
me—soon "

brienever you have m fres mo-
telephone and I'l come run-
# he promlsed.

Birty, you Aare so sweet!” ahe
\gut and, to his embarassment,
4 bis blg, tanned hand,
dways bpen as extravagnnt in
iag love na hate. Barrett wished
bd pot had to remember that

beld her mink coat n moment
YT worry, too, Barry," she
wring, “becaurs the boy looks
gack like you. Poople who henr
M'e your ward will think—you
that he s your som, bidden to
shame—"
rein's beek  was toward him.
it renlized she was hoping by
ting this suggestion to frighten
{nto exiling har son, small Ger-
Moore. 8he should have known
better than that!
I maid hefore, Marela,” he
d oot slowly, "I realized that
bility when I wdopted him. As
sily wo are n rather pronounced
Bit my own pesce and com-
would never let me hide him."
bb, wall—!" whe flung ont pein-
. Ha followed her down the
tucking a rleek rug around hor
an the chauffeur waited [n-
tions. Standing nt the open
Barratt felt the heat reaching
rd him from the ear in which
ids trembled In thele silver vase,
ity case, mirror, cushions, foot
clgarets, lghtera—nll were
fo the enr and the windows were
Iy ¢loned to keep ot any chill,
ett  thought, “Unnatoeal  and
8f. Mikes ton much softness, too
th phielding—juat an 1 have—"
irein  Intarropted his  thoughts.
k |n longing to mest you. You
eoma moon?" she aaked,

svening you name.'”
# glanced idly mernss the strest,
d quickly to the chanfienr.
pen!" she snfd crisply, “please
acrons the street to ask Mina

She |

Stafford il I may drive her bome—"
. . -

Barratt felt hin heart rise, Com-
ing down the stops of the bouse op-
posite was the girl ha hpd soen he-
fore. The girl who had been “little
Elinor Stafford” and an ugly duck-
ling, Bhe was heantifol now, he saw,
ns ghe eronsed the windy wtreet, fol-
lawad by the stiffly deferentinl Jen-
aen.

"'l wnger yon den't remembor
me" he waid an she neared the ecurb.

“Ob, but I dol" the girl contra-
dicted shyly yet with a flush that
he did not understand. The grip of
ber small hand was strong and hon-
est.  Her desp violet oyes met his
levelly, Harrett falt suddenly within
himself a glow of an almost forgotten
warmth,

“It wan wo kind of you, Mre. Rad-
nor, to offer—" the girl began.

Marcia cut her short, “Hop in,
child!" she said. “I'm Iate mow. I
meet Dick down tpwn overs dasy to
ride home with him, Tsn't that in-
enrably romantie?"

“I think it'n nice,” sald Elinor,
Barrett Inughed: a lawgh prompted
by pleasurs, It was exactly as he
wonld lke her to think, “Nies."

“Aunt Flln wants te see yon, Mr,
Colvin," safd Blinor Btafford,

“I'll go to wee her very woon," he
roplied, “'but—you used to eall ma
‘Barry! nnd 1 rosent the changs, A
man should hang around to keep the
hame fires burnlng.'

She smiled at him, Marcia, con-
sulting her smnll watch again, mur-
mured something about having to
hurrs on. The door of the car wan
clogmd, m moment Ister the motor
purred mnd Barcett watched them
disappesr.

Blinor Btafford., he decided, was
the wort of youngster one needed to
mest on a day when the nir was
wealghted by chill mist and one's tem-
plas were growing gray. She wis so
different from Marein with her ge-
nlus for finding tight corners and
for drageing everyone near her Inte
those corners too. Foor passionate,
impulsive, blind and selfish Marcia!
Well, this time he wonld think first
of the bor who deserved first
thonght.  After -all, he and Marein,
thongh comparatively young, had not
the years nhead of them that the
ehild had, Marcin's child, hin ward,
Gernld Moors,

The house seemed strangely smpty
an he returned to it, rather dismal
and, In spite of r comfortable tem-
perature, a littla cold,

For some reason he did not clearly
underatnnd a vislon of Elinor Staf-
ford's fare remnained hefore him. He
wondered when he would ses her
ngain,

. "

ARRETT COLVIN turmed impa-

tiently to hix desk. Tt wan ri-
diculote of him to kesp thinking of
the girl, In nn effort te put her out
of his mind he opened and scanned
n latter or two.

A few years ngn he had thought
that if the smnll gronp wha wnder-
stood hin work felt it wns good his
amhition wonld he reached. Now
here he was—ronding all these worda
aof praisa  and fnstead of feeling
pleased he wan wondering what ¢
wonld be lke to take & girl of Elinor
Stnfford's sort to dinner or the thea-
ter.

He poked bills fnte plgeon holes,
decidad to got rid of Dazter promptly
nnd nn soon Ak he could to make n
trip to the Cpnnectient farm Loussa
where his ward llved,

{To Bes Continued)
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Camp and Outdoors,

netivitles,

¢ bathing sults.

Pattern No, 487

vacation time draws near, avervone commences to plan out-
Tha beach, the lake, the woods, lure us,
thorouehly, wa wont nccessories thnt add to our comfort.
k oould be grander than the lounging rug all properly padded for
ort, and that can be rolled wp and carried?
B, or any other waterproof materinl, s both cool and not averna
A roomy hag, lined with waterproofed material
Sfal for bathing mccessorins or an outdoor

By Laura Whealer

To enjoy
And

Glazed chintz oll-

weak-and,  Fitting

iy, appliqued of felt or cotton materinl, or embroldersd in outline

B omake these outdoor acceskprica distinotive

Tha maotifs shown

&l slged Lo look well on bathing sulte, and some nre especially

Bted for kiddies' sun sulls.

and tha bag.
No, 470—offers s short ent.

@ch high,

Pattern No.
I illnstrated an woll as divections and ynrdages for making the
Price of pattern 10c.

or easy identification of personal belongings this alphabet—Pat-

467 coniains tha six

All ¥you nead do Is press ‘em on!

wushahle ink, they permit iaundering.

The initials ars 3-16 of

106 for each pattern (20e for both) to the Register-Guard
ecraft Dapt,, 82 Eighth Ave, New York City.
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JUST LISTEN TO THE
NOISE!! = THESE HUNTERS
GWE ME A ——

AHOY, KING, HERE

' HOW MANY DID Y00
@@W! _GET TO-DAY, SHULTAIE?
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MY EYES

FuLL OF scAlR

HURRY UP waTH

ATowe L, MA !
THERE ISNT ANY
HERE — HuRay!
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RGHT HERE

STOVE RAG/

WE'LL TRADE,

G\WE ME THAT
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o EGAD, JASON—T DONT THINK

YOUVE EVER SEEN ME. (N MY
MAJIORS UNIFORM , THAT T WORE
IN THE BOER WAR 1 HARRRRUME [
IT 1S ONLY IN RECENT YEARS
THAT THE ACRID ODOR OF CANNON
SMOKE HAS LEFT THIS COAT {
OF COURSE,L HAD THE SEVERAL.
BULLET AND SHRAPNEL HOLES IN 1T
MENDED —“~BUT T MAKE A
FORCEFUL FIGURE,
EH, MY MAN 2

ME WEAR DAT HERO'S
COAT NEXT MONTH AT CUR

ANNULE PICNIC OB TH'

EXALTED PRINCES OB TH'

LAWSE, MISTAH MASAH-YO @
SURE IS A ONE-MAN PARADE.
IN DAT GRAN RIGGIN-LP]

WONDAH |F YOD LET

GOLDEN CHARIOT @
MAN{~HOW T
COULD BLOW TH'

LINING OUT 0B
TH TRUMPET, Y
WHILE WEARIN
DAT UNIFORM §
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