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CHAPTER XX
weried on up the stairs,
. Emily's  bewilder-
gerprdiiE 7 oken appeals.
himself as he un-
cfimped into bed, he
1 i.ave something very defi-
e B about Emily's leaving,
#I?.’:';onns-r it was said and
' etiels
: E jove Eric. No deny-
“e any fool could see it
# Z e had kissed Kane, the
. with which she had
js burned hands. _H:r
e found the injury
erious.

go away; she
divorce—and t.hhen.

14 not bear to think of her

' N;,i ,:q” wife, in snother
o me. What would life be
. without her?
kohad chosen Sumner, and his
ire—gnd he had just that—
:ﬂm wes all, But he wanted

P

Vision of her smile was

«d out by sheets of wind-
E?q rain, her eyes became as
B wing acetylene lamps . .
s n roaring in his ears

dhouts, scTEAMS, moans. « « «
iy so young, 100" o o A dark
7 bearing down upon him, the
Joof waves against the launch,

Yilod sleep ot last drove the
;gﬁ d,.,gm; from his mind.
31“1 not hear Emily tiptoe into
& 1oom, pull down the shades,
u!';‘.il:k the blankets closer about
gz Nor did he feel her lips, soft

+ his cheel.  Only the walls
wid her gob—and they gave no

it

i1

. .

ne ringing of the telephone
"»:.-.ed him., He sat up in bed,
wehed for the instrument on
4 radrby table.
. William Peterson, New
fx, calling Dr. Alan Warren,"

rator sald.

a'l'ﬁ:a minute, I'll call him,"
the downstairs

ly said, on

wﬂ:lwnke. I'll take it here,”
{n broke [n, Then to the op-
aur—"This is Dr. Warren."
wallo, Alan! Congratulations
g pme fine work,” he heard
ferem B8Y A moment later.
fyen the papers here in New
Tt are making you a hero. Well,
B good advertizing for the
oL

siven't much time, sailing at
ghight, but wanted you to know

that your contract s safe. Al you
have to do is sign it, and mave to
St. Louls before school closes in
June."

“I'm not taking the position, Dr
Peterson,” Alan said.

"“You're not—what!"

*I'm staying here in Sumner.|®

My work s here” Alan spoke
slowly, carefully choosing his
words: “I'm sorry If I've caused
you any trouble, aceéptling at first,
ind now, backing down, Bui 1
can't do it. I'm just a country
doctor, D, Peterson. 1 bf-lnn'g
here—I'm going to stay here,”

"Is that absolutely final, Alan®
You won't change mind,"
Peterson ssked,

“That's final, Doctor."

“Well . . . you know what vou
want to do. 1 had hoped though,
that you'd be with us. I need
you, Alan. The school needs you,”

"My people need me here, more,
Have a good trip, Doctor. 1'1l be
up to see vou when vou return"

"Goodby, Alan. You've made
your decision. Never regrot {t."

Alan sang lustily in the shower,
and was grinning happily as he
hurried downstairs, Outdoors the
sun was shining brightly. A car-
dinal whistled from a treetop;
few green blades of grass were
pushing up through the Drown
bareness of the lawn. Spring al-
most here, Alap thought. And
only a few short weeks ago, all
this had been hidden by the bliz-
zard,

Emily was waiting in the break-
fast room. And Erie, Alan's grin
faded.

“Hello, sleepyhead,” Emily sald
with a laugh, as she kissed him.
"Thought you'd never wake up"

"You slept the clock around, and
then started on it's sccond trip,”
Eric said. "“You were still desd to
the world when I awoke, and left
last night—and pounding your es
when I came back to say goodby.”

“1 guess I was pretty tired"
Alan admitted. Then as the im-
port of Eric's words struck him—
“To say goodby? What do you
mean?”

“Orders. Conference in St
Louis on whether we'll go on with
the dam. Brass hats from Wash-
ington will all be there—to rike
me over the coals,

“Farrell looked at my hands this
morning, put on new dressings.
He says they're coming on [fine,
probably won't even scar. I'm tak-
ing the noon train."”

Erie leaving, Erle, carrying his

your

| FLAPPER FANNY

e COPRL 1908 BY MEASERVICE W, 7, M REG L& PAT. OFF

By Sylvia

P . 1 1

!

Wit valuable?! I bet I've rescued this outta the trash a
dozen times."”

SIDE GLANCES
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‘:‘"‘hn" bored, John, We've been riding and we've been
¢ Movies, Can'l we visit you at tbe
hlc?w

ollice for 8

Ibrcken dreams in bandaged hands,
slepping out again. But It would
be fli!f‘:'cnt this time

I told you ¥ I had
5 1§ to say about vour leav-
[L Alan began. *1 want

I ‘o hear it ton. It concerns
both of you—all of us"
| “But, Alan—I1—" Emily inter-
hrupled

“Yes, 1 know .., but listen to me
| now.  It's going to be difficult to
| tell you, but I have to do it. Let's
get it over, get it settled”
what e you talking
Eric asked, almost an-

grily.

| “About you. about Emily, about
" Alsn spoke quickly, as if
1g to hurry through his un-
pleasant task. “You love Emily.
And she loves vou—"

“Alan! 1 don't—you don't he-
lieve—"

“You may not realize it now, but
you will, Alan went on, striving
to keep his voice enlm and even.
"It will take time, but eventually
you will know, what 1 know now
—that you love Eric.

"I'm staying in Sumner, ¢ is
best that I do. 1 might go away,
gn with you to 8t Louis, but the
break would come sometime. It
might as well be now, I have my
work: I'IL be all right.

“¥our place is not here in Sum-
" he went on, aveiding her
eyes. Eric stood, silent and won-
dering. *This iz not your world,
Emily, and I've been a fool, I've
been cruel, trylng to make you
stay in {t. Here you have sickness,
| trouble, pain and death. You de-
serve something better than that,
h "You are too young, tbo beauti-
| ful to give up the happiness that
| is rightfully yours. You need mu-
sie, laughter, love—galety,

“Erle can give you these things,
I can't

“Your debt to me iz paid, Erle,

You took o clance on losing yours
to save me. That falling lamp
might have seared your eyes—you
might have breathed flame, 1
know that,
“Erieis the man for you, Emily.
He can give you the kind of & life
you want—the kind of a life you
should have. He's a fine man, a
triue friend, and I'm proud to have
known him. He's brave, he's hon-
arable, He'll make you happy.
And thal's more than I've been
ahle ta do.

“Be good to her,
precious,”

Erie, She's

Erie nodded, solemnly. He sald
nothing.
“Alan, Alan, you don't know

what vou're saving!” Emily's volee
was Almost a seream,

“But I do—this is the way |t
should be. Break quickly. All
friends., No tears. No hate.” He
turned to go, “Please go with
Erie now, Emily. Have Herminia
pack, send your things, Don't—
don't be here when 1 come back!"
His voice broke. Quickly he turn-
ed, ran from the house;

“Alan—darling—don't—don't go!
Come back! You're wrong!" Em-
lly screamed after him. But he
was {ar down the street, walking
swiftly, when she reached the door.
If he heard her, he did not let on.

She stood in the doorway, tears
gtreaming down her face, Erle's
arm was around her.

“He's gone—NMy Alan—gone

(To Be Contlnued)
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BELLFOUNTAIN EVENTS

BELLFOUNTAIN, March 20—
(Special)—Mrs, Ira Maleolm en-
tertained the F. L. Girls elub re-
cently with a luncheon, assisted
by Mrs. Lloyd Malcom, The club
voted to purchase new linojeum
far the kitchen at the 1O.OF.
hall in Alpine. Members present
were Mrs:. Elmer Kester, Mrs,
Jpsaphine Pockrus, Mrs. Harold
Larkin, Mrs. Lloyd Maleom and
Mrs. Ira Malcom.

Mrs, J. V. Mill entertained re-
cent with a luncheon and
pinochle party &t her home '8
Bellfountain. High score for the
afternoon was won by Mrs, El-
wnod Lee.

Present for the event were Mrs,
Garth Rickard, a guest, Mrs,
Emil Price, Mrs. Harold Larkin,
Mre, Avery Larkin, Mrs. Elwood
Lee, Mrs. Glenn LeVaugh, Mrs,
C. R. Irvin and the hostess,

*

ENTERTAIN AT TEA

YONCALLA, March 20—~(Spe-
elal)—The members of the Meth-
odist Eplscopal church Ladies' aid
society entertnined at s gilver tea
in the Epworth league room of the
church last week. Mrs, J. R, Las-
well led the devotionals, Mrs. B, F,
Roberts had charge of the pro-
gram. Mrs. Melton, Mrs, Frank
Madden and Mrs, Fred Taylor re-
ceived prizes In n guessing game,

Refreshments were served to
Mre, Frank Madden, Mre. Olive
MeKee, Bruce Highley and
haby, Mrs. Edgar Richards, Mrs.
Pate Petterson, Mrs. B. F, Rob-
Harley Stonaker, Mrs, 5.
nshaw, Mrs, Fred Taylor,
George Edes, Mrz, Reta
Ben Huntington, Mrs
Mre, Fred Lee, Mra
Mrs. Hallie Geider,
Kruse, Mrs. J. R, Laswell,
est Warner and  baby,

» Thiel, Mrs. E. T

Mrs

Miss

vid Hag-

SU'PPER IS
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t the schoalhouse
ored by the Deer-
I. The evening

study, Rames
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vided into two sec
each other for new
high of 861
the
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LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE

Hail and Farewell

By HAROLD GRAY

-

7
£t ZEE - o e
. E; i h]-lﬂ.-‘. :
: =1
=3 ]

THRE

ME--OM OUR WAY TOo( To
BRING BACK A TOUGH | GLAD TO
HAVE MET
YOU POYS-

PRISOMER “THEY'RE
HOLDIN' FOR US N
TH CITY- /

;
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BOOTS

WASH TUBB

Now Showlng -- “Last Bul Not Least”

Tomorrow =- “The Bl

By E. C, SEGAR

gger They Come «-"

JUST A MOMENT,
THERE'S ONE MORE

SECRET AGENT X8

o i =
IF YOURE A G-GHOST DORT
HALNT

=i'™M ToO YOLRG T

ME, P-PLEASE  I'M

L'm/

ML i
WL M [
——.--—!“‘_ ®
-- <

L

AN GERIE EXPERIENCE OVERTAKES |

M2 MOOSIER OR THE DECK OF THE "NADTILLS" ||

S|

By ROBERT STORM

Y
" #4
r—' abaadi

gz

TO PLUNGE INTO ANOTHER [

AND HER BUDDIES

A
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2N T TR L QU TRIS
) 303 L1 WEVER GOT_IWT0
g A MESS

e

By MARTIN

WMOREY, 1O YoueTo L
LEVS O “= WAY OFF,
| LIWERE NO ONE
| WL FIND G

-

T ISH'T THAT
IM ASHAMED OF
MY FATHER, BASM,
IT'e—WELL, HE'S
CHAWGED, HE'S NOT
LIKE I REMEMBER
HINL WHEN T WAS
A KD,

e HUME AND CAROL HAS WNVITED YoU
L AUD YOUR FATHER TO SPEMD THE
T ey WEEWSEMD W THE COUNTRY T

ALLEY OOP

B oxay! STICK ARDUND,

HEY, GUZ- BOYS =-=1 MIGHT
HERE Comes | NEED
COP..,, JuUsT | You.!
LIKE YOuU y

THOUGHT i

HE WOULD/

(3:21

[ AFRAID, EASY,
I'M AFRAID
OF VoTLL

[ Wy,

WO, MDEEDY ! T JUST JUWP QUTA BET,
PR, 71O | PUT OM Y GHOES, AN' I
PELIEVE YOU | A-Rip-RARW 1060/

WABHED YUUR
FACE TWiS
MORWING,

B S ————

WELL. GIT IT OFF'N
YER CHEST AM' &I
OUTA HERE | I'M
A BUSY MAN T

{ /)

He Means Businesé

By V. T. HAMLIN

ANRIGHT, YOU
MUGS, OUTSIDE |
WHAT IVE &OT
O SAY 1O GUL S
PRIVATE!

BT NEA REATIGE L T ML NEC U B P

TVE NO BECRETS FROM MY
FRIENDS! WHAT YOU'VE GOT
TO SMY WONT HULET THEM

o TO HEARL /

1 GET IT! WeEN YU | o |
DIE, You wanrT LoTs [ DIEE
OF COMPANY WHADYA
AROUND, EWT  MEANE

REZET g I G-

OUR BOARDING HOUSE WITH

MAJOR HOOPLE

':%/
7

co
use

GEE/! AUNT MATSTHA
WILL SAVE A LOTTA SOAP
WASHIN YER, MOLITH OuT
WNOW, UNCLE AMOSS

/ 1 HAVE HERE, ALVIN, MY INGENICUS
7 WNVENTION FOR UTILIZING SMALL COPS
AND ENDS OF SOAP THAT WILL CUT “THE
NETION'S SOAP BILL 1IN HALR s MM Mas
—HE SOAP TRUST IS W A LATHER “TO GAIN
oL AMWD TTHEN WITHHOLD IT FROM
EGAD, THE IR OFFER RUMS 1WTO
MILLIONS e HAR-F-RUMF: BUT A HOOPLE
WOULD NEVER ACCEPT SLicH AN OFFER
AND DEPRNE HIUMANITY OF A

BOOW -
O CLEANER. LWiNG f ,_j_/

ODK,, ANYWAY=
[ L

OUR

WAY

BEST THING IM
TH' WORLD IF HE
CAN STAND [T--
TH' WORRY WILL
DO MORE THAN
TH' RIDIN' AN'DIET

WES, T DON'T THINK
WE SHOLLD EAT AT TH'
SAME TABLE --YOU
TRYIN' TO GIT THIN
AN' ME TRYIN' TO
GIT FAT - MY EATIN'
\ KIND ©' BOTHERS
“You, DON'T IT?

" THE TORTURE CHAMBER




