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CHAPTER XI

1INE. her deaperies floating
Aﬂ.tf}n per slim figure, whirled to
l-'\! ,.mi--- comer, The bhlue-coated
o tl‘ul Ginis, his white tronsers
e the misty dorkness, slip-

ing In
‘k?‘f‘:[:.- aut of sight; theve was
ﬂlali;:'t splisli of onrs. Then silence. |
m_,“-r“g- 1allineane Enid, on n note

A insuiee ST

e, Kase apswersd quietiy, 1 was
¢ taking 2 sreob.

vr Her lnnzh was ner-
aut of sight? Not that
—he eonid be trusted
st as well not to eon-
o aprone,

i the wall, smok-
e lier nervoys vold

§
Flyielto 1

s 1V
gy WY
~hat
gy 1his
He 10

:‘-:fvl.‘r..-“- +, Birely he hmil ssen
1‘...“;“ dlip away—nt least he had seen
.',,, Al bur John was a geanil
grt BEm n't saza word. ..

mft Yol place today, Jolmby!”
- gian.

Ei:';,l wite muldt_r‘nl_\. the vcons
fetian thut he was digappoiuted  in
r, Joha Kaye. who held old-fasbion,
g'gieun of womunly conduet, thought
e Badd byeen Alpiping ont elindestii- |

wogle man, It oiust be
ap wlEe the suttor, whos
elhit bir, would present lifm-
pt her father’s house.

o, well, if b thonght THAT of

T
hz‘nbr coddnt let Zoe down, That
garh wah certoin.

“Turpiug i now, John, Gooldnight,”

ol walk back with you,” he said
etly. In 5 o they traversed the
el path. Zog could get safely back
w the bouse mow. It would be ull
gt And what did it matter i Johu
Gipe thought she was the sort of
[ who met mystecions sirangers
ftively, by night? She wonll sur-
e thin, 8s she had suevived other |
gupprintments. Bhe hind thought of
Jon a8 her sturdy friewl. Hhe had
flt that afways John woull take hor
s fuith, Porlinps she hmil been wrong,

An animated game of bridées pro-
pesed fn the library, The long win-
{exs sheid light as they passed, on
s terrace. Bertine and Knthnrine's
htber, Grocia Mellvaine and  MMr,
Cotaine, the Englishmnn, sat around
the table,

“Ob, very gomdd, partoer,” Kathars
e beard Gracin say brightiy. Dt
Jer ¢yes were roving, She koew Dir.
Kare was somewhere abour,

*{ think 1'll go up,”" Katbarine sail,
e looked, in the half-light shed from
e faner room, like some dryad jn
Mght. The delicate outline of  her |
lorely figure wns etched through the |
ramsparencies of her filmy grock, Her
fiir Sale canght gleams of lght aml
bz eves were durk, wistful, slindowed,
wapite of the determined eoldness of
Bt voice,

“Well, I'm moving in tomorrow,

N Wor't see you then for spme time,”
Dr. Kaye snld. He threw awny his
rigaret, the reddened tip describing o |
Stieg are, then sputtering awar tn |

mthingness In & hydeangea bush.
“I's bean nies to bave you hers,”
the girl snid dutifully.
“Thanks. 1 — this place always |
weme like hame to me’

. .

L] |
He hal ber hand in his now for
furewell, There wan somothing almost
tettrin, In Bis clasp. Kntharine felt |
e iee ahout ber heart dissolve a
little.

“Tau're w0 nlee, Johnoy "

Bis grip tightened, “Don't  say |
;"'l.‘ things to me, 'm not uwaed to |

Bl conld smell the good scent of |
Rusian [pather, of tohnceo, of orisply |
bandersd Hinen, mingled with the faint
bat unmist le ador of disinfectant |
mtalwiys eling to John Kore's doe-

nre ¥on honestly for med'
son menm, child?"
woare you on my side. Ber-

ftly. “Don't be a wap.
s than bher hite
n't understand many |
peet her to understaml |
x as yourself"

er shonlder. *You ner,
* hanwn yon sinee Fou |
lonees, A stormy lttle |

—

| strips of bacon umier a silver hell.

THE REGISTER-GUARD, EUGENE, OREGON

thing, worth winning. A ehip on ber
shoulder alwass.

“0h, Jobm, that sounds ticeible,

"I told you 1 ditn't like milk-
wauter people.”

and-

Bhe clung to him, quite un-self-con.
sconaly, “Johnny, T nepd ¥ou to bp my
friend. Bometimes 1 get so lonely,
Oh, T've got to stop thls, Didn't mean
to make it intp a sob story,”’

His deep volre henrtennd hee, “It
Isn't, 'm proud to konow T marter™

Bhe drew a loang aigh,

“Koep thinking I'm
won't yon "

Katharine, the conl, Katharine, the
self-reliant, lifted her face to his
uite simply, like s obild forgiven |
asking resassurance, And quite as sim-
ply Dr, Kaya Kikseildl her. i

“Good night, Johinny dear!™

The lghts of the hall beooght her
to herself. Bomehow the
on the terrace hnd
unreality, But Kathe s henrg felt
lighter than it had for days

She found hee bod turned down and
wialting. Ellen had Inld out gown anid
neplizee and little silver tmules, Thi
enrtnins were looped back ngninst tho
warm summer night,

Une thing was certhin—sle wonll
stop moonipg about ns Zop (Hd, She
would ride ogain, guite siwply gl
naturally, with Michael Hentherop on
the morrow, Michael would take his

not a0 bad,

lintle means

in It a note of

vightfol place in hee  UHfe, in  the
sohome of things. She lad simply bl
wp n story nbout him o her ow

mind; now she had to prove to herseld
that he didn't cenlls matter,

O’ this courageous pote she fal)
nzleep.

After the fog the mornlng was erisp
antd eool mnl in ting. T'here wasn
blue sky, high ruffled elouds, and &
breee blowing over the barbor,

Katharine dressed burriedls, afree
hier aliower, sager to be out sud awar,

Ellen brought bher a tray bodause the
others were not yet stireing. Thers
wan erisp tosst and elenr eoflvé nmml

Oy, Ellen, this is n divine bhreak-
fant.”

“You've got your appetite back,
Miss: Thot's what it js."

It was the fog, the brooding bheavy
wenther, that bad wmmle bher {eel 20
heavy and stupid, Kntharine told her-
self, Thi=s morning she wanted to sing.

“Dir, Kaye packing "’

“] think be is; Miss, 1 heard him
moving around jn the gusroom

Bertine Fad put Jobn in the gun-
room, half a flight up. becunse shie
said it was quieter, Well, hatharine
had snid gowdby to John lsst night;
it woull spoil things—be an auti-cli-
max—ig she saw him agdin now, Bot-
ter slip nway withont ssying a worid,

The moruing was clean washml
when she stepped aut Inte it Every |
separate blmle of griss, every newly |
opened ealyx enhnnced her.

“0h, beautifnl dag!” Katharine al-
most sang it alowd,

Her ear poreed under her touch,
Funny, soms days the motor ran bet-
ter than others Cars ware lile people
—moody!

“Good morning, Miclael!”

“Moruln', Mlss  Syykhurst]®  He
staod, smiling at hor ensily, one hond
bracod mpainst the rail fenee which
bordered the meadow of the old Rog-
ers place.

“I thought 1'd ride,” Katharine said
demurely.

“Oh, spleadid, Furs's rarin’ to be
off. Tips!"” he called to the bay whose

| steps eould be heard on the stable
| flonr, “Bring Fury' out, will you?"

“How do you think I'm doing?"
Ratharine inquired, of her prowess as
horsewoman., There had heen many
animated eonversations hetwaen them
all spring concerning her progress;
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ME ASHORE AFTER THE
HIPPO UPSET MY
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BUT

she wan determined now to have the
relntionghip back upon its old, safe
fonting—that of pupil and teacher,
“Oh, yon're grand.” he snil simply. |
“T moticed the other dor..."
SBomething  within  her  exulted,
“Michnel, when gou sag ‘pon’
like that sob sonnd a wee hit Irl
His gnze left her. She was eonsels
ous of having overstepped the hounds
“I'm from Montans"
wree, I hadn't forgatten that,”
Why did he mind ber saying he
counded Irish? Whr did he w raw
so rompletels and coldly at the sug-
gestion? That was rather elly... I
(To Be Continued) '
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- (6000 GOsH ! THAT'S
ITERQ:BLE! I'D HAVE
TO ANSWER THAT
THING, IF NOT OUT

OF CURIOSITY, TO
AT LEAST, SHUT
ITuP! I DON'T
SEE HOW HE cal
SHUT HIMSELF

OFEF FROM TH'

WORLD, LIKE &
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THER'S onLY TWO ™

KINDS WHO canl DO
THAT— TH! REAL
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REAL DUMB OME/
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\FEF«? A OPERATION.
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FENCE, THE PERSON WHO

REWARDED FOR HIS HOMNESTY
WITH FREE ADMISSION TO
WATCH THE GAMET T JUST
RETRIEVED THAT BaLL,AS YT &
. CAME CVER THE CENTER
FIELD wALL )

\, —~— SO THRAT PLTS

O YO,

THREE STRIKES

WELL, TLLTELL YO, DOC~ } )
A BALL OVER TH CENTER,
FIELD WALL IS A HOME RUH,
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