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WHAT HAS GONE LEFOREB
Glles Chittenham, distressed ove
the sulcide of his younger half-brothe

him, told him of his mistake

’ when last night

He knew now that

Rodney, returns to Kurope from |JUlle had sald she loved him It was
America, where he made an unhappy | the truth also And there was
marriage. Rodney had killed himself | Sadie

because & notorlous woman, Julle . '
Farrow, threw him over. Glles 1» What a sport of the gods!
Introduced to Julle Farrow by his He felt lilke 2 man in a dream
friend Lombard, in Switzerland. He | Ho tried to belleve that he had only
resolves to make her fall in love with | 1o rub his eves and he would find
him, then throw her over as she threw #

Rodney. She tells him she has made that the house before him had van
a bet with her friend “Bim" Lennox |!shed, find that he was back agaln
that she can drive her car to the|in Bouth America, that he had never

top of the Bt. Bernard Pass and back

(itles challenges her to take him with

her and she accepts. They start ou
In the face of a gathering snowstorm

Chittenham discovers, to his amagze
muent, that the girl beslde him in the
ciar appeals to him as no other woman

«Jeome o Bwitserland with Lombard

¢ | pever met Julle Farrow on the little
lake steamer
And then one of the windows lead-

Ing on to a balcony opened—the sound

has ever appealed And something | ©f volces was wafted down to him
Intang/ble convinces him that her feel | through the qulet evening, and a
ing toward h!l_n Is similar to his own woman's figure wan sllhouetted
toward her. “Do you belleve in love ;
at first sigh?" he asks her, as the | *Eninst the light.
car :"“" up the mountain toward the Julle? For a moment the pounding
hote . .
Ll i plrt [ Cha

At the hotel, after refreshments. of Chittenham's heart almost choked
Chittentiem and Julle found their|RIm, then with a breath of rellef he
mutual attraction so strong ms to|saw that It was not Julle, but Bim
Irrestible In the morning they re | Lennox
turned to the town below, Julle ap P .
purently jubliantly happy. Lombard reseatly he heard her volce
tells Chittenham that he has made  quistly cynleal
a mistake, that this Julle Farrow ls “l can't see any slsms of your
not the one who rulned Rodney, but J w uts d' e § . 4
her cousin of the same name. Chit. | [tomeo, Julle dear?
tenham 8 horrified He calls at Chittenham drew further back Into
Julle's hotel and confesses that he | the shadows as he heard Julle's laugh
had tried to win her love for pur-|.., iy, jittle confident note in her
poses of revenge, belleving her to y e h e "
b the other Julle voice on she anawere

. “He will come I am not at all
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY atrald.”

Chittenham turned his face flushed S0 she had told Bim as he had been
bis eyes furious sure she would. €Chittenham gritted
“What In hell are you talking

about? he demanded thickly

“My dear chap, I've just told you
It was a mistake—quite an Innocent
one on my part naturally
there's no harm done, is there? What

difference can It make? Miss Farrow

will never know

“Never know!"
Chittenham flung past him and out
of the door He went downstalrs,

took his coat from the lobby and went
out into the gathering dusk

Not Julle Farrow!
who had driven Rodney to his death!

After all, He

not the woman

his teeth and clenched his hands. He
nothing
with an effort

wite to be spared

He turned
up the steps
could
balcony

and wenl

from that
muffled laughter
him to ask
himself and

hear volces

room and
us the mald turned to
his name He

went

braced
forward

Julle Farrow was there alone
Chittenham heard the door shut be

hind him, but he did not move for
ward. There was a mist before his
eyes, blinding him, then he heard

Julle laugh nervously

Not Julle Farrow, the woman who “1 bellove you are more afrald of
had lain In his arms last night! not | me than I am of vou” sho sald
the woman to whom he had belleved She was very pale—In her white
he was paying back a bitter debt—not | rrock she looked almost like a ghost,

the cold, calculating adventuress
whose kisses and sweet, whispered
words he had taken with a covert

ROear,

“It's possible to be just as happy
down on earth as it Is on the
helghts o

She had sald that to him, her hand
In his, just before they parted; she
sald that, belleving in him, trusting
him, loving him! Not knowing any-
thing of Sadle—not knowing that he
was o married man! not knowing per-
haps any of the tragic happenings
which had led up to this, the worst
tragedy of all

What would she say when she
knew? How could he explain what
possible excuse could he find for his
actlons which would not seem utterly
caddish and despleable In her eyes?

It was as If some one had
down a vell that had blinded and de-
celved him.

He remembered a hundred and one
little things which should have warned

but she was smiling happlly, and when
he made no movement towards her
she ralsed herself a little on tiptoe
and softly kissed him.

“Isn’t it the same now we are down
on earth again?' she with a
| note of banter in- her volce, though
it shook a little with emotion
Chittenham tried to speak, but he
could not,

He read a shadow of question in

asked

her eyes, that changed Into vague
fear,
“Why . . . Is anything the matter?”

she asked uncertainly.

“Is It the same now we are down
on earth?’ he asked hoarsely. “You
haven’t found that last night was just
!a dream ?—that we were two dreamers,
and that now we are awake?"’

She laughed at that, shaking her

.Ii -

Ihrunnm! his coat slesve with her
cheek,

| "I told Bim she sald. “1 was
#0 happy, | just had to tell some
one And then as If struck by

(his stlence she looked up swiftly to

ask: “You don't mind? you're not
nngry ™

“Angry . . . 7 How could he
answer? what could he say? He re
leased her hands, and moved a step
from her,

“I've something to tell you,” he

sald abruptly.
“Tell away then-"

Chittenham looked away from her,

“It's about last night last night.”

“Yoa."

“And about my brother Rodney.”

e

You told me you knew him."

‘You 1 often met him when he
wis with my cousin Julie*™

Chittenham ecaught a hard breath
then It was true

“You knew Lombard, too? Do youn

know that at first he mistook you for
your cousin—the other Julle Farrow?”

“Lombard told me that you were the

other Julle, that you were the woman
Rodney had cared so much about.”
She met his gaze directly, but un

suddenly she smiled
difference that
make? I'm not, you know it
She frowned a little in per-
“It's not anything to look so
is 1t

suspectingly ;
“Well,

what does
and
now."
plexity
tragic about surely,
wavered, for a
hesitated
searching for yet

thea he told her

Chittenham's eyes

moment he desperately,
some means of es-
cape,
with
vou yesterday belleving you were the
loved I
wanted to pay back some of his debt
I wanted to hurt belleved

you had hurt him

“1 went up to St. Bernard

woman my brother had

you as |

of him. [ thought Fate was playing

take me with you yesterday

B0 last night
He felt her sway beéeneath his hands
“You was all just a

game? ghe asked dazedly. Her eyes

néver left his flushed, agitated
Chittenham her,

faced, tense,
Suddenly he found

her

mean . it

face
watched white
himself

her, folding unresponsive hand,

pleading with her.

For God's sake,

me. 1 shall never for-
I'd give ten Yyears of

the ghastly mis-

altogether my

“Forgive me say
forgive

myself.

you
Elve
my life to wipe out
take. But it wasn't
fault, Lombard-—"

She turned her
at him

“Can Lombard be-
cause behave like a
cad to a woman who had never done

WANTED

head and looked
blame Mr

wished to

you
yYou

torn s
' m‘;'m Your old disearded Tricycles
The earth {8 s0o much—so very and Rlcyclea
lmm-h more real than the mountain ’
tops were, dear,” she sald softly. 120 W. 8th Eu
& . ene
| 8he bent her head and lightly —
— = > - - - — ”
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Into my hands when you agreed ml.-un:!- * he sald hoarsely
I thought | will hate me when you

you any harm?"
Chittenham flushed crimson
“She sent my brother to his death

I had a right to make her pay.”

“Your brother was as much of a
coward as The very still
noess ke a knife

cut. “Brave gentlemen both of you!

you are’*

of her volce was

The one to dle and leave the stigma
of his death who
never wanted him and had often told
him so0 and the
woman's whole

Upon a woman

other to break a
Iife m order to satisfy
his petty pride and the thing [ sup
pose he calls -
“Julle1”
ately
And
of them beling
moved, she

his honour

Chittenham sald

passiorn

then somehow, without elther

conacious of having

was In hls arms sobbing

her face buried In his shoulder, her

arms about his neck
“Oh, say

really

you love me BAy you
love me—" sh+
“Oh, do y«
Chittenham answered between clench

ed teeth:

pleaded wildly

u really love me after all?™

“I do, Gad help me.”

It was the truth: a truth of which
he had never dreamed

He turned her face up to him and
kissed her lips

“T love whatever happ«-n.ﬂ'm-
ways rememher that I love you—" he
sald hoarsely.

8he freed herself from his
wiped her eyes, and pushed back her
halr

“I hope nothing
to happen,' she sald, half sohhing still
“I think I've had enough for one day
I'm not used to erving

youn

Arms

alse 1|8

go-going

it doean’t

suit me ¥
He caught her hand, holding her
“Walt Julie, there's somethin .
else: something "

He drew her into his arms again

I wanted to make | holding her fast for vet another mo-
a fool of you as | knew you had made '| ment, then he gently released her

“1 love heart and
“But

know all the

you with all my

you

I was belng damned clever It 'truth —hate me more than 1 can eve
seemed so easy to make love to you | hate myself, Julle My dear 1
you seemed to make It Nw_\'|.]’uli--, I'm not free to marry vou
for me o Julie -
“Glles!” Her volce was a wounded Then Julle sald—at least her lips
cry sald it, for no souid seemed to pass
“1 know it sounds a damnable insult | them: “You mean you're married
but you mustn't forget who llnlr““df"
thought you were A notorfous| “Yes”
woman—a woman who counted one| Suddenly she began to laugh: help-
man more or less as nothing 1/less hysteriacl laughter which she
wanted to make you more—to see if|tried In wvain toe heck or control
1 could make you care for me and “Julle . . .* Chittenham sald.
then treat you as you had tl'r-.‘lla'lii But she went on laughing
my brother. You told me you had| It was so funny, so intensely funny
never really cared for any man and | that she of all people, who had never

cared Immoderately for any one, and

who had always dreaded caring

| should so suddenly have been plunged

bheside |

into this tragedy

Two days ago she and Chittenham
had never met, and now a whole life-
them

time of events bound together

apologised

I'l

Sh

“What can yon do? [ suppose you'l

and ask me to be

haps

her

“She

dom

‘lease EO
sot llke this

Julie

P
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dried her eyes and

will be shocked,” she
“But 1
to dinner and
somewhere,”

Idenly she spoks he felt a f j ilmost

coquettishly

choking » to go out

away.” dance

I ean't go ik th

g0 out to dinner
“Where

there must bhe some 5 t
wETreed

do anvything inything

1 like to go? The SBavoy

laughed with white

She was looking
club. [I've
Glles, not
night,

bacon

night
been to a night elub

that

that yom are unhapg i . To a

sorry for you P

you will even offer to Is open all
Ve n eat eggs and

would be as glad of he= fres

1 should,” Chitt

ock in the morning. It

nham sald quite all right with you,

urtly

i

Cene

h
1a

Glles
back
1hsurd

d

He found himself remembering the ld mother

r

He had all a mar 1islik for a we than

was

1" langhed } f would be quite all right any-

ered amusedly ‘“These

only what you choose to

think ''re & > ¢t ha 4 nl r Very well, what time do
it now?

Seven o'cloek.”
for vomu w for any woman? 1 Call for me at
and I've heen caught s irrived In the dull,
where his

md ot What time s

nine.”

highly
mother
o'clock.
behind him, and

s thunar Sl ead and looked | lived, punctually at nine
pened

vish mother came in.

kept you walting, have

wked gally,

. s @ Gile turned round,

feet He

presence

1 L1 aven't
1ld kil Vo he panted desper i

then he rose
felt as if he
of a perfect

Chittenhan mother leaned to his
in her chair and applied an | wa n the
lace handker f to her eve tranger

It well, it's
gt Y

frowned and moved 1 amazing!” he
u don’t look a day

thirty-five.”

to the

and for the past three days he 1 She stood on

ind kissed him gratefully. “So
mind dancicg with your
to-night, Giles?”

You dear thing!”

been treated to n every time

in hia mnihar -
n his m er's presen

harelv-furnished room at the hot

Sw

neg

lated top-of -the-w

the haiecht T n —— tha I where are we

itzerland he had thought of

going?’ Mrs.
drove away.
is the place to
“If you don't like
an go on somewhere else™
Ardron and told
few minutes during the
extravagance,
hes aw some people she

i as they
id the Faun
es said

wdored it,

with varied

ling- you simply must be intro-
y're such sweet people.
: the girl—no, the
B Soa Al ' e in the black frock and the scarlet
and she's
15t got divorced from her husband.”

Doris Gardner is

. . s She's twenty-tw
thousand time ince he lef RS0,

Sadie to divorce him but Next Week)

Continued

tenham knew her well enough to

harshly

Gi
‘1

}
n

ugh his m

wish t B

Glycerin Mixture Removes
Cause of Stomach Gas

buckthorn bark,
mixed in Adlerika,
upper and lower
poisons you never
1ght were there and which cansed
zas and other stomach trouble. Just
relieves GAS, sour

him to do so ’
P G Simple glycerin,
t 1ghts ere

. 1line, et
her went ta or

Cc., as
BOTH
wel, removing

nd as

and com
les turned round

thought vou were too miserable

NE spoonful
h, sick headache and constipa-
Don’t take medicine which
only PART of bowels, but let
1 ika give you a REAL cleaning
ird see how good you feel! It will
surprise you.—Flanery's Drug Store.

anywhere,” h said

“I'm hanged if I know what | tion

devil vou do

want Then as

burst into tears he re

, and

remorsefully.
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Music with your Turkey — Bosch Radio Music=—
the clearest, fullést, finest radio reproduction you
ever heard. Boseh Radio has eight major points of
quality, among which are full tone control, full auto-
matic volume control, and full dial sensitivity. The
beautiful cabinet illustrated contains the Bosch
P-tube — five screen grid type — Bosch chassis.

¥ will marvel at its performance
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