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CHAPTER Xu
X ARE‘EJ:IMh murmured A8
) ]' the foet that another lia
S S for e henedit, “Did

niutl:-h.\ll’tl' this morning, mF

] t Blat
1]:5‘;:“[“., Aid 1, mald Bareett.

fled en gly but Mins Ella's
i cemnined  stern,
Fligar rose nn hour later
oking down at her, snld
~pow 1I'm golng to

ity Job
W you
"rsu home #*

o youl" she anawered pleased,

W you would, Borrett,” but in
‘q.-‘][..: I";l dou't Tke to hnve her
|‘.-1'n';.» 1e the dusk falls; In my
Inr-lln a thing whs nnhoard-of,
et Colvin found bimselt for
rat time approving wholoheart-
of Mins Hiln's Victorian stan-
. Flow little the glrl neemed be-

him!

byl we g ?" he neked,
- .

W i Inter Barrett
FEW momé nta :
vad Elinor Into the groen roads
b m'- | had the foresight
oft hefore hig door.
cap!™ shia murmbred,

'u‘t::n‘{,.‘“-.ug pleased that she
it. He settled bonide hioe snying,

{1 tnke you prr'lighri.l liome or
o have a whort drive? s
3 tove to o for A drive! Elinor
ored, The woy #he said It mnde
to. put his hand over
I to do this with a newy
tenslty, Mo I“'ls“l(l found
wthotle, he eenlized, The trous
Ta‘t":trilm at fow doys that hnad
paanthng hlim wore nlrendy grows-

it witnt
4 wantil
shalen o

g“',..“ like to drive " he ssked.

¢, 1 do—hut not In & glass
i b answered, 1 Iike opan cArs
bich g0y soem close to the -nlrr!'h
ban el the winid on your fnce,

o Ao 1" Barrett nereedl,

nor wondersidl what to eny next;
pever il lmow. Morratt, ton, wis
Birie whethor whin conshilered him
AL peliltlasnzed bare, e wished
ad lenrned more about swomen
aur one of them he had known,
s ndmitted Mlteringly 8 moment
L T'm nfeald vor'll e bored bos
1 never know what to sny—"
Mauphed  delightadly, “I'hnt's
tn henr be snid, “heeanss T
afrald von'd ba wearled on the
pearet!

¢ ralned W, amozed ayen to hin
a sacand he lenoved the teaffie to
down wnd Nis heart told him
she wan o dosling ehilt and that
w not w0 ald as he bad thought.
{hen oll it once they wors talk-

o didln't know why It wan, Rlinor
por], that she alwnys felt cons
il nt her aunt's, Did he ke
Bmythe? Bhe thonght sha didn't

uulerstand Misw Smythe, No,
oft sald, he  didn't  understand
fmythe alihor, And Creaven, nha
watle her feal embareapsed ton,
way he enllod aut Kee name when
gierad the drawing raom, DA he
the pletars of  the frog in|
In' Wonderlond ¥ Craven look-
o much ke that frogl

. L] .

reett hnd hended the ear down
Into the nursow stecats that are
aod apen to echoes on Bundays;
ime atreets that Wi on working
. Hera and thers In windows wore
0, muted by the late afternoon to
lemon, but most of the cloud-
hing bulldings nlept, The com-
tive stillness mnda Bareett fool
with the girl, Ho doybted (tho
ght eeming ta him in a fash)
her mest mon in the thraes of |
itenee love affnir could he an
by 18 he wne nt that moment., He
abuardly contant,

A toraed the ent to n bridge holow
b the rivie peaclnimed fteelf in
thlekonlaz tewllleht by holding It
tody mirror v the lghis,

of eandy years ago?d"

“I've mever been here at this bour,
I think {t's beautifull" she sald moftly,
Barratt thought,
wanld Hs dld not speak and he
lintw he did not ared to, He Lad novor
felt mo completely that everything was
aa It should be, He had a flash of
misty memory; the sume feeling that
had been his as & very smnll boy with
lils face agninst hls mother's shoul-
der, That phase had bean short, She
had died fust after his tenth birthday
anid within two yenrs bie stepmother,
Rita, had begun her rule, Rita had
never grown: quits nceustomed to the
ahills of the northern ellmate and hind
remnined hentedly Spanish to the end,
She had eonnoted or fgnored hut had
never seen lilm as ¢t child, “I've heen
Jonely," Barrelt realignd with kue-
prine, "and naver even knew it!" He
was not lonpely now,

“I'vo never talked this way to any-
one hefors,”
daringly.

I knew you

Elinor admitted won-

Though the worde wars closs to his

lips Borvett did not speak them, *1
lova you!" his heart wow crying out,
Y1 Jove youl"

The girl was entirely unconselony

of all this, She vode beslde him, drink-
Ing In the bheauty of the fading day.
Atross the hridge In Brooldyn, Bar-
rett sot his car to a spesd In Keeping
with the sednte hnsh of the streets,
He had nlwayn beon ecrtnaln that sae-
cessful marvinges wers made after o
enlm consideration and selection, Fa
had theught often; “If I sver warry
it will not he hocauws 1 bave been
swept off my feot”

Now he renlized that he know noth-

ing of the mind of the girl who was
hegide him nmd yot he wanted—an
he'd never wanted anvihing—to have
her hy him for the wtretoh of his life.
The convictinn had come as suddenly
an n lightning flash that suddenly
flares to reveal a landscape hidden
by darlnosn.

He had had many interests tn which
he hnd given generonsly of his su-
perh enorgy, He hnd thought some-
times, working with his crew and
suatpined by the hope of discovering n
valunble find, that he ecould mever
know wmuch aheorptlon In any other
waoy, Now he knew that old hopes hod
besn frail, that all past interests would
be paled if by hwd the chanes to enes
for this glel, to give her everythiog he
had,

““Bettar go slowls," he warned him-
self. Aloud he said, “Ara yon eom-
fortably warm, Misa Stofford 3

“Yen, thank you," she responded Tn
understons and not quite steadily.
Here besida hor was & mun who wonld
not lin, who was strong ang wentls
nnd kind, As a child she had ndored
him,
willingly,
heart,

Now she wos dolng It again;
humhbly ond with all her

“Do yon remomber giving me a box
sho apked.
¥No, I don't."

Well, one day T was at  Aunt

Flln'w, Thepe were a Tot of older peo-
ple there nnd you cnmo in and found
ma sitting on n stool turning the
poges—I wuppose eather wenrlly—of
“The Lives of the Saints,” You drop-
ped to the floor beside me to malke
the most amusing comments on some
of the pioetures. I'm sure you must
have shooked Aont Ella tereibly. Then
you want pway and half an hour Inter
Higetne appearsd with a wonderful
box of eandy, For me! A pink box
with a ribbon on It, T've never forgot-
ten ItI"

“I'm glad to hear you say w0, he

murmured,

“I've pevar forgolten I." she as-

sured him, “and I never shall!"
- - -

Ellnor sat bnack against the neat,

amiling. Tha relaxation she felt wan no
gaod, Tisually people, unless sha knew
them well (and she knew fow people
well), mnde hier tense,
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PATCHWORK QUILT PATTERN

. S )
By LAURA WHEELER

! neodlewsman of the past carefully ploced her qullts,
HOUERE thot her handiwork wonld In later years be gought
Star and Swanllows 8 a quilt which has
The center star, a slx-pointed one and
Jene s sidrounded by the swallows, represented by the
) e originnl quilt, the swallows wora a1l made of differ-
rlal, & most atiractive offact,
Dotomes to you with esmplete slmple instructions for
% nuil finlkhing, together with yardage chart, dingram of
, r.ﬂ:nr\ tha hlooks for eingle and double hed size, and
ek whinh worves ng a gulde for placing the patches

B nattern for this design to the Eugens Reglster-Guard,
i 52 Elghth Avanue, New York City,
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DLURTROOPS ARE AT

HE LOOKED  LIKE
AN OMK, GUY=-
PROBABLY JUST
WAMTED TO

YoU NEVER
TELL, THESE DAvS-

e

BT
CAN

YHE MEM
SRUMBLE ROR LACKH
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DUTY ToO HEEP TUEM

T II””“IWI
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AND AMMUNITION
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WHEN NOURE Fo

T JO AL A v
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THESE, 1T'S A BROWN
HORSE
|DiFFERRMT

WE MUST

THEM RAID
SOME DISTANT
TRADING.POST - OURS
oF A AWD MEETA'S/

coLor!

WOT'RE  Yud DoOIR'

(o W
PPEMCE!L FOR SILLY GSAKES wee
UP MERE ?

1 Am

™ .
THE PROFESSOR WE SAID WE MEEDED AN DO 7 GAY, GEE (MERE'S A SUIT  VOU CAM JBAP
SENT EOR ME, ASSISTANT, YES SIREE —u AND WHIZ I We RGHT W7o ! FROM WOW OW, YouRs
DOGGONIT HERE 1 AM«== OR, T THINK WANTS WME TO CHIEF BOAHOP , PORTER , DOORMAN ,
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THIMBLE
THEATRE

ETAY HOME:

MAGGIE WANTS TO START On
OUR VACAT LN TO MORRSW
AR WARNNA GO TO DINTY'S

I RO WHAT 'L, DO~ FLL
PRETEND M S1Cw, AN SHELL
GO WITHOUT ME - I'LL TELL
HER LU JOIN HER WHEN
|\ FEEL BETTER-

GRACIOUS!
MWHATS THE
MATTER?

i
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MACGCIE-DARLIN'- |
1 0ONT FERBL \WELL I'VE
HAD A FEW DVZ2Y
SPELLS 1N THE LAST
FEW DANMS = \WELL-\
CUESS YOU'LLHAVE
TO GO ONM YOUR
VACATION WITHOUT

WHY=YOU BILLY Bovy=1
WOULDN'T THINK OF GO\NG :
WITHOUT YOU- I'LL STAY RIGHT
AT YOUR SIDE UNTILYOW ARE
WELL-WHAT DO YO "THiMK
OF THWAT?

NOW SHOWING—"WHERE THERE'S FIRE, THERE'S
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'M THE QITY EDITOR
OF THE DAILY
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WORKS,
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OUR WAY
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Sad [ THIS SUART
MOW GIMME HAS

4 A FRAYED COLLAR|
GOCD GosW! T CANT
GO CUT IN A THING

WHY MOTHERS GET GRAYM.

By WILLIAMS
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THATES RIGHT — WE 1 %
CANT HaneE ThaTt!
SOME BODY MIGHT
SEE THE FRAYED
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HAW —EE-GAD ! \eNT THAT A
BEAUTY (~UM=-A CATCH OF GREAT
SCIENTIFIC SIGNIFICANCE, BY JOVE
THE EXCEEDINGLY RARE AND HIGHLY
PRIZED CHINAPAKOPAE (~~VES,SIR {
SORRY TO LEAVE YOU,FRIEND —BUT
I MUST HURRY BACK TO MY LARORATORY
AND MOLINT THIS RARE EPECIMEN , AND
PRESENT IT TO THE MUSEUM OF

WHY, THATS ONLY ‘%
A PERCH (AN 1T
AINT BIG ENOUGH 0
170 WAKE UP A CAT [
wOou CAN GET
‘EM THAT SIZE BY
STICKIN' YOUR FoOT
N TH WATER AN
CATCHIN EM 1N
S BETWEEN YOUR
TOES!

NATURAL HisToRY {

NYHOW HE MAKES . =
A GRAND EXI\T




