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. ot respectable people ook at
in that get-up, YoUu can come
nd 1o the fable and say how
you gre——after a while."
humor Wss recovered.
might even jet wou sit down.

e It
g::y‘;:eﬂw grinnad at her
MThere's your high-class

o

e h:d more important things
4o thon kill en evening golng
4 in circles to stupld music.”
 aid thet with @ certaln
_th gnd with no smile at all,

made Henry Prentiss' tont

hter sound loud, and that in
- made people look at them.
wmmup;onway with Mitchell
glving Henry Prentiss one
fasthered dart over her
, "Put your contraption
y your collar, though"

Renry Prentiss did go to the
He in good time, and he did =it
. ind he did, surprisingly
sugh, By that he was grieved
offend—both by his appesrance
o his uncouth ways with women
Which eveked an observa=
o charged with high emotion
o Fred West: “Here comes that
i hog again”
Wm buying, thank you,” said

Which he did. And to shame
d West he raised an eyebrow
e Cordon Rouge bottle, which
§ been émptied and lay dis-
mily In the bucket, and com-
nded the walter to appear next
with Clicquot 1918, no less.
(Pomntmlly, of course, he and
? were alons on the lawn

of the sound-—sitting st a small
ron table, in small iron chairs.
He sald, even with a certain
gentleness, “I didn't mean to be
rude, Miss Pretty. And 1 really
couldn't manage the buttons.”
*Where's your Man Friday?"
*Sick of a mighty bellyache,
and gone to the care of a maiden
sunt. It was only wanting to see
zﬁu" that made me come here at

“Why want to see mal™

“That s just exactly why. You
never would hsve asked such a
question last week., You're not
Miss Pretty at all since His High-
ness showed up”

L L ] L]

Hm laughter had a brittle tone.
“Maybe it's lo-o-ove!"
“Crazler things have happened,
Pretty.”
“Calm yourself, Anon he shall
depart, never, never, never {o re-
turn, Listen, Hank. Do you be-
lieve I'm the type to keep a lamp
burning in the window until I'm
an old, old gal, and people coming
all the way from Wisconsin {0 see
i? the legend iz really true?"
“Nope. I don't like that either.”
“Don't like what?"
"You're making fun of your own
emotions., That's never any good,
in any language. If you really like
the guy, I'm not laughing about it.
Though, personslly, he sounds to
me like a stuffed shirt.”
1 did a foollsh kind of thing
‘ (1]

“What? Not you!"
“Told him the story of my life”
“Something 1 wss never bold
enough ta inquire into.”

“It was funny. All of a sudden
1 was just spilling beans all over,
the place.”

“Well, 1 guess it's love, all

“Oh, Hank it

ft it you have fallen for this
hombre, But I can't take (t being
the grand old pal that carries
around shoulders for his lost loves
to weep on, Button yourself up,
You're acting lilke a baby and a
cry-baby to boot.”

Whereupon she butioned hersel!
up, and removed the single small
tear which had escaped her eye,
and allowed her common sense to
take command cnce again,

"1¢ you think I'm going to apolo-
gize, you're crazy," she said. "1f
you think I'm going o swear you
to. secrecy, you're crazier still.

books, every girl has a right to
in a lifetime.”

self”

fiieh averlooked the dark waters

of nature's iron souls”

“With currents that run deep?™
“With mysterious and un-
plumbed depths”

“Inscrutable?” .
“And glowing with a radiant
light that shines from afar™
:!‘uu of primitive courage?™
And full of primitive danger.
Full of primitive thirst for Old
Lady Clicquot's finest. Leave us
repair 1o the cave and partake of
the bounteous feast.”

- " @

E\‘WALLY they all went
back to Stone House together,
Very late it was, of a moonstruck
night, and’ so it seemed advizable
to swim in the pool. That alm
was accomplished—oh, decorously,
you may be sure—and then there
was play at cards for stakes which
made Mitchell Grace and Fred
West worry aloud. And it was
perilously close to dawn before
ou;q' got -rg:n;:a to the ‘}:ul!n_
laying stakes upon the
gume which would be phynfc:
Sunday.
The estimable widow Clicquot
had worked certain familisr magie
upon Mitchell Grace by the time
this point was reached. Fred
West's cheeks were pinker than
the fairest Elon lad might ever
boast. And he was everything that
a male could be short of truculent,
He demanded of Henry Prene
tiss, "Are you going to play."
"The good doclor says yes.”
wi"'r'hm our side Is certain to
n."
“And that, expressed in terms
of cash money, means . .. 1" ;ald
Henry Prenties,
“All T've got. Which is a single
grand, after I've patched out a few
places with loans here and there™

Mitchell Grace named an inele-
gant ' figure. And Cynthia sald,
“T'll make up the rest of the pot,
Hank dear—and you Jjust name
what the pot Is going to be., Like
a good boy, Like the sweet, lov-
able character you are.”

Henry Prentiss sald, "Let us not
be unduly (nfiuenced by the bub-
bly. Let us take reason to our
bosoms."

And WMitchell Grace laughed.
“Go ahead, Hank. Squeeze out of
it It you want to,"

“Now, Mitchell, Be nice,” Cyn-
thia said.

Prentiss was steady. "I'll lay
whatever you lads want to offer,
but you'll have to walt until to-
morrow to name your figures,
Cynthin and I are not betting.

The way I read all of the best|Reason? I don't want Miss Pretty

rooting against me. I'm valn,

one of these damn spasms once |gentlemen, Vain and proud.”™

The butler came discreetly to

“Spoken like Miss Pretty her- |suggest coffee and scrambled eggs

and sausages—and thus ended m
(To Be Continued)

YA hardy woman, Prentlss, One |night.”

i

‘.' FTORT) ;:"" is the atory ON that Sunday, Vaughan Dun-

me"e=ihe mur-
o Weiley Hope Merri-

miate—and of the avents
3." ft. A frequent vis-

Merriwethera’ & few
79 Mfere the crime has besn

el ona night with » messame
s Cynthia, the Colomel's doaghter,
ot of her friends. H ot
ppearance at the
at & dlamer when Cn
him the story of her life.
B left she folned Fre
asd Henry Prentine, two de-
sdnirers, at a clab dance.
L .

A TURIOUS GAME

CHAPTER XIV
UE wpproach now that eritical
Sunday afterncon In Septem-
. In the few days which pre-
d 1t the activities of every-
U eoncerned had beeft conven
' therefore unexciting,
d therelore casting no shadow
&0 tarh event that was to

bw Room with Vaughan Dunbar,
b had been reticent and even
tife unessy, It had been a
evening. When he returned

0 Slane House, Captain Pugh
H sitting with Colonel Merri-

The Calonel urged them to par-
® of something cool and re-
but it zeemed to Cynthia
= Vaughan Dunbar positively
through  his  Planter’s
" Likewise, {t seemed to her,
¥4 wilh actual relief that he

'Me);ly and bade them all

Dn Colonel Merriweather re-
X% upon the circumstance,
- "lulhln Dunbar was gone,
e Pt geemed n trifie per-
4" he said. And Captain
0 cheerved (hat Europeans
likely 1o have a rough time
L."“-"l our late summer

thote days, also, Henry
Blin hed dropped sround with
'?.ﬂmary informality, to chat
rwr‘:mm; pool or sip long
mm e lawn, or loaf about
: bles, M3, Porter West had
a1 cockiall time at the
D Bough, ns Fred West rie
J enfessed 1o Cynthia, “She
& hell of a time persuading
. n of the House Com-
"y DUt it on the cuft”
Qs afiir, e 5 maiter of
..fi.-‘r.!_ the wager-

¥ modest sums,

e of the Colonsl's
¢ Periods of mueh business

in the Ubrary of his Long |half afier noon. He had been in-

Crathle had dined at the Rain- |him

bumors were thoroughly | the
ORhll Grace had been ab-] “Take & cockiall” said Cynthia

bar arrived at Stone House at

viied for luncheon, and the polo
game, and the party which Cyn-
this was giving to celebrate the
victors and console the van-
quished.

been expected, for it was Colonel
Merriwether’s habit to make his
first appearance of the day &t
luncheen time, and luncheon time
was invariably 1 o'clock. Cynthia,
oo, was above stalrs, and Vaughan
Dunbar had, in fact, to cool his
heels in the darkened study for
the better part of a quarter hour.
Then Cynthia appeared, and
rang for cocktails, and began a
story about Bill Stewart which
she had neglecied to tell before.
But she did not have the oppor-
tunity to finish it. For Mitchell
Grace entered, bearing a telegram
addressad to Vaughan Dumbar in
the eare of Colonel Merriwether.
The telegram seemed to znnoy

“Why the devil such a hurry?”
he murmured to himself, And
then, to Cynthia, *I shall have to
run back to the city, It's a plucky
nulsance.”
#0h, dear me,"” she sald,
He idly handed her the yellow
sheet, "Urgent that you confer
with me immediataly, Every mo-
ment of delay costly. Important
new developments, Robert."
“But this is just simply hor-
rible,* Cynthia sald. “Can't you
get him on the phone?”
Vaughan Dunbar shook his
head., "Can't" he sald. "I just
have to go. But I shall return.
Sometime in the afternoon. If the
game s not over, I'll ind my way
to the fleld. Otherwiss, I'll come
back to the house hare—if I may."
His hat was still on the table.
He picked it up, touched her hand
for an instant, bowed—and simply
as gone, He walked out of the
oor and down the steps and got
into his car and left with a swift-
ness that was actually precipitate.
Cynthia Merriwether and Mitchell
Grace wers altogether stariled.
They stared at each other with
half-open mouths.

“Holy smoke,” sald Mitchell
Grace. "The guy didn't even
crouch for his leap, did he?”

Cynthla was breathless, "Tt must
have besn—must have been ter-
ribly important,” she said.

“11] bet his royal highness turns
out to be a spy. He moved like
Gestapo was behind the
plano.”

—herself picking one up from the
tray on the table.

in to receive the mews that hls
guest had been called back op

matters of great moment, which

the Colonel regretted in his mild
fashion, T
-

"I'HEY finished their cocktails and
were moving In toward the

He came rather earller than had {luncheon table when Henry Pren-

tiss called and promptly got hime
self invited to share the meal
But he could not come, Horse
trouble, A pony he needed for
the game hed cast a shoe and cut
a pastern, and another pony had
coughed twice, and Henry Prentiss
was up to his elbows in veterl-
narians,

He had called to msk whether
Cynthia would come by his cote
tage in the station wagon, to haul
him. and his gear to the fleld.
Which she would do, certainly,
and how was the hurt hand? Much
improved. Practically well. No
basis for an alibi, at sny rate.
And he was mortal glad she wam't
betting against him—or was she,
on. the sly?

“Oh, no. Too much afraid yeull
win,”

"Afraid?™

“Tn bookmakers' lingo, T mean.”.
"Farewell, my Pretty.”

411 pick you up in plenty of
time "

“Thanks. You're long suffers
ing”

Luncheon was not quite satis-
factory, Cynthia continued, de-
spite her best efforts, to remem-
ber the curlously swift flight of
her missing guest. And Mitchell
Grace knew that she was remems-
bering, and glanced &t her now
and sgain with a slymess which
she considered quite contemptible.

The game began promptly at 4
o'clock. The crowd waa really
quits considerable and the weather
fine, and the pace launched in the
first period was fast enough to
have even the old stagers breath-
ing & lttle fagter snd muttering
things sbout suicide.

Henry Prentiss was setting most
of that pace, He was playing a
measurable notch above his game,
and gaining the bitter profanity
of his opponents by way of re-
proa therefor. Even Captain
Pugh sdmonished him twice in
{hat first period—yelling that he
was close to very dangerous foul-
ing.

the second period. He was scoring
rather frequently, leaving all the
defense work to his mates, and
velling like a madman when he
was on {he ball. Which was often.
His cries of “Leave it!” and of
“Get out of the way, damn youl"

"8 and telegrams and cables,
=

And Colonel Merriweilher came

Brighten up your kitchen towels
with these cheery motifs that are
embroidered in a jiffy. The ging-
ham effect is done with cross-stitch
(use the predominating color of
ﬁmr kitchen). The dishes and

owers are in simple stitchery.
Pattern 478 contains a transfer
pattern of 8 motifs averaging 6 x
T4 inches; illustrations of stilches,
Send ELEVEN CENTS in coins
for this pattern to Reglster-Guard
Neadlecraft Depl. Write plainly
PATTERN NUMBER, your NAME
and ADDRESS, i

There's a military-trim air to
this fitted junior miss style, Pat-
tern 4221. Anne Adams has given
it “front line" novelty in & smart
side-front buttoning that squares-
off into the skirt panel. Match
the butions with a bright ot
“hankie.” The back-drs calot
completes this smart date-time en~

semble.

Pattern 4221 s available in jun-
for miss sizes 11, 13, 15, 17. Size
13 takes 3 yards 38-inch.
Send BIXTEEN CENTS In coina
for this Anne Adams pattern.
Write ‘pll!nlr BIZE, N. ' AD-
DRESS and STYLE H
Send your order to Register-
Guard Pattern Department.

(If sismps sre used In remit-
fance please use one, fwo or {hree
cent denominations, Larger de-
nominstions

cannot ba accepted).

THAT MEN WO
WEAR GRSTAPO

NOT UNTIL WE TULL A
goN

ER WOULD THEN SU

US OF BEING AMERICANE.
$0) REMEMBER TWO
FON'T PULL A BOMER.

+{

¥ You SHOULD, PONT
ADMIT \T, THIRE'S
ALWAYS A CHANCE O
M\Nﬁo:ﬁﬂt Wy

A STEAMING

ﬂﬁahes 0{ Lii@*qmr rm

Africa held a

_Surprise for the OUTSWAPFPED

N others of Seattle,

04 Dije Petereon 0; m' ety g mm‘: ;ug“ the  Dive-bombing experiments were
y erson of the ! horse from his corra ng ve-bombl

e eonducted b{ arine Corps fliers

Neither knew the other was
| Africa,

:' 8 Casablanea cafe. night
V<o each other for| His feelings weren't soothed, |as early &

DENVER—C. B. Roth told po-

bay L

ldther by the bicycle the thief

fn | left Jesning against the corral
| It was about to fall apart

Y

Aden, Arabla, is built in the

crater of a volcano,

7 SeAD! IMAGINE MARTHA DASHING '
AWAY TO HOSPITAL WORK WITH-
OUT CONSULTING ME /v AND
GENTENCING ME TO. THIS GRUE =
SOME MOUNTAIN OF GREASY
UTENSILS/ < JOVE, TWIGES
COULDN'T WE ELIMINATE LOST
MOTION WITH A CONNENOR BELT
T WHISK THE DISHES FROM
TABLE TO KITCHEN, AND,
SHOWER ¢

YOH, FORGET THE PICKLE ¥
B CAKE, MATOR , AND LETS ¥
4 TRN TO WRESTLE OUR WAY

THROUGH WITH HALE THE
CHINA IN ONE PIELE <o :

" AUT OUR WAX

HERE, CHECK ME ONTHIS! IVE

BEEN PRACTISING CONCEN"

=
TRATING IN THAT BARGAIN

SALE MOB, SO T CAN THINK
AND MAKE AN INTELLIGENT
SPEECH IN A CROWD/ 1

THINK IM GETTING 1T-»

TRY ME:- "SWEET

AUBURN, LOVELIEST

VILLAGE OF THE

PLAIN=

-
A




