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STORY FROM THE START

Claude Meinotte Dabbs, ro-
turning from New York (o his
grocery stors In Peace Valley,
Fa., brings with him a stranger,
Ned Carter, whom he Introduces
to his housekeoper, Aunt Liddy,
s A chanoe noguaintance, Ned
tells that he has broken with his
folks because of thelr pacifistie
leanings. Visiting In Clover Hol-
low, \he two men almost run
over & dog belonging to a wirl
wham Ned rpecognisés,  Later
NoAl delivers a grocery order, and
in his absence tha girl, Dorathy
Seldan, tells Dabbs that Ned's
name is Rangeley and that he
Is the son of the famous banker
Next morning Ned, starting to
work as n delivery boy, takea
an order marked “Johnston” to
the “Whits House,” where he
mests Mary Johnston, She tells
him the servanis have left, leav-
Ing her alone with her mother.
Nod promises to get new werv-
ante.  Meeting Dorothy, who I
his fortner fAancee, Ned evades
explalning his presence In Pence
Valley. He arranges with Ettle
Pulsifer to begin work with the
Johnstons, but she |s unable to
siart at once. Ned returne o
tell Mary atiout hiring Ettle, and
In éxplaining thin mutter to the
mother fs astonished at hor ¢mo-
tion whan Dabbs’ name Is men-
tioned. The cool arrives, and
Mary and Ned start to town for
graogerien. They are seen by Dor.
othy Selden. Worried over finan.
clal difiouitien, Mrs. Johnston s
bothered by Dorothy, who warns
her there is something susplcious
about Ned, After seslng M
Johnaton at the inn, Dabby telis
Ned that he has something that
he wants to get off hisa mind. Hes
confeanes that twenty years ago
he married “Mrs. Johnston™ an
that she could inherit bher fa-
ther's estate,

CHAPTER V1—Continued
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“Yes" Clande Dabbs told him
stoutly, as though In answer to the
unspoken question, “that's what 1 did
Married for money. Sold myself for
five hundred dollars !

“Great Seott, C. M.! Get on! What
hlppennd?‘

“After I married Polly, and got hulf
the money down, 1 came home here,
saying nothing to anyone. The under-
standing was that [ was to go back
&l the end of the week, sign the neces-
sury papers, uud get the rest of the
mooey. That wus to end the whole
business. When 1 got home, Pop was
dylng. He died the night 1 got home,
and was buried three days after,

“After the funeral 1 made an ex-
cuse to Mom that T had to go back to
wettle things, snd so I got away. 1
went to the lawyer's offfice and signed
the papers, He told me that Polly's
uncle wus dead, had dled two duys
after 1 married Polly, and 1 was to
take the papers and dellver them to
her. She wus staring at a little see
ond-rate hotel. Ehe’'d given up her
Job but she didn’t want to spread her
self untll she got away from the town
where she'd been a servant girl. Polly
hersolf was to give me the rest of the
woney, 1'd only been pald half be
fore | went home. The lawyer laughed,
when be told me that, and added:
"Women nre women, She wouold have
it so'! Then he lovked sly, and sald:
Muybe this lsn't such o mercennry
affulr ux 1 was led to belleve, If 1
were you, I'd make her see reason und
siay in Amerlen before she spends all
of her fortune In travellng. or gets
tulien In by forelgners, It's o lot of
money, If | were In your shoes, 1'd
never let her go’

“1 walked awny from him, thinking
If e was in iy shoes he'd be ln a bad
way. [dida't koow whether It was be-
citse | wan all worn out with grief
over Pop, and sleepless nights und
worry about Mom and the future, or
whother It was becnuse [T was milos
away from howe nnd lonely,  Bome
how | dida't seem like myself. |
sevtividl ke some other person. |
trled to shake the feellng off. 1 muld

to myself: C‘All the tUme T'm with
Polly, I'm golng to be Just mynelf—
the Clpude Dabbs T feel llke. EBhe
dog't know me as Claude Dabbs of

Penee Yalley.

“l saw my future, A hard struggle
with s country store and no time to
do nnything but work. God! how 1 re-
belled In that short wilk down. 1
didn't sewr why 1 eliould be shut up In
g grocer v for n lfetlme, and thal was
all 1 cowld see before me. Why shiould
my father kave hnd to die, when there
wore men wolking round hale and
hetirty, lots older than he.

#And 1 wanted Pop back! Nothlog
to do with the fnaoelal part of It
that ache. 1 eared o lot. Why, 1
ecould have stood the groeery part of
It torever—for Pop. 1 hated wevery
piit of his age that eame noar me
slive and huppy, while Pop luy still
There waus 0 sore place In my heurt
thit 1 conldn't bear, marked with his
awme. Hvery time T went near It, |
Jmped wway, lke you Jump when you

hnve had a bad spot and the dentist's
fooling round,

“All the things 1 hadn't done that
Pop wanted me to do; all the tlues
d disappointed him aod aoted moan
were there, It needed only n touch to
send me running down that clty street,
erying ke a buby,

*80 1 shut It off, In a corner of my
mind, nod sald to myself: “That's g
nothing to do with this Polly I'm go-
Ing to see. I get all through with
this young woman, snd then 11 go
home to what U've got to go home to.
But she's nothing to do with " *

Ned stopped him, "G M"Y he saldy
“1 don't think you exactly hated thls
Polly.*

“Maybe not, bot 1 wasn't looking
forward with much pleasure to see
Ing her. I'd hardly looked ut her In
the boarding house, unless 1 had to
yell st her for not tdying up my
room, or for tidying It so T conldn’t
find anything; or not bringlng my
lnutdry up fust épongh.  No, that len't
quite honest. 10 notleed her, all right,
She was too preity nol to notles, But
my mind had been on other things
then, nnd she was just—Polly, Un-
derstand 1™

“1 think 1 get the state of mind you
were 10" Ned admitted thoughtfally,
“hut 1 still think you Uked the girl a
lot more than you admit”

Claude sighed. *It's possible. [t's
20 hurd to make people sew, though,
thiut sometimes you're one part of
yourself and somethnes you're uwn-
other,”

He began agaln, as though anxlous
to get on,

*It wus getting pretty late and |
thought If 1 got there Just In time for
supper 1 would have to ask her to et

“l Looked Up and There Was Polly.”

with me. T didn’t think T could stand
talking to her, so 1 stopped at o
restaurant.

“Son, 1 don't know that T ean make
you understand I, but 1 might Just as
well have had something strong to
drink, The food mude me feel W
queer; ke plowing nhend st someans
or something. T took a lUttle walk,
and then 1 sald to myself that now
I'd only got to get it over and then
[ ecould take the nlne o'clock train
hotpe—and that would be all of that

*The bhotol wasn't far from the sta-
ton, and it wasn't very handsome, 1
guess, but It was finer than any I'd
ever been In. 1 asked for Polly by
her own name, only saying Mra In-
stend of Miss, It wus her own ldea,
She didn't wish to huve anything like
talk ahout uk 1 sald I was ber huos
bund, The woman called up snd toid
me Polly would be down in & minute,

“The parlor was full of people, but
nobody 1 knew., 1 sat down and
walted, and while T walted that hurry
and rush of excltement Inalde me kept
up. 1t was hard to sit stil. I wanted
to walk sbout and tulk, but T held my
self tn. 1 leoked at the people who
canme 1o, amndd they all seemed the sume
Kind of red-fuced, common people, No-
body 1 kuew,

“Then 1 heaurd & voloe nenr me fay
"Well, so It's you." 1 looked up and
there was Polly.”

Claude glanced at Ned, who, his
uyes shaded with his hund, seemed Lo
be llstening intently.

“Wish 1 could make you ses just
what ahe lookod ke o mwa  1'd never
weens her Inorlght clothes; Just hoyse
dresses and aprop thinge.  There, be
glde me, was oue of the prottiest
grls 1I'd ever seen In my e,
wid dressed all In biack—mourning
for her uncle—and It set off her fair
gkin, 1t made her red hnde ook ke
attnmp lenves, kinda faming and yel
soft. I'd mostly seen that halr bun-
died up o n dusting cap. Well, 1
guessy ! gawked ut her before 1 rose
to my feet, nnd Polly wus confused,
too, nnd kKept looklng away from me

HeWe ean't say noything private
hers, she sald. ‘Maybe you'd butter
come (o my room,

w1 told her 1 guessed thut would be

She

all rlgnt, for ' sald 1| wos oer bus
band when 1 came I,

bt she mayw, ‘Al you?
I's all eleht.  Comie plong.'

“We went up and she oponed th
toor aud | went o hor room.”

Cluade's plpe went out.  There wa
sllence In the raom as he Oled 11, by
Claude 00 not feel . He had for
potien thut he was telling the story to
Nedd He had forgotten  everything
that belonged o himself In the pros
ent.  He wos back In the past, seclug
the shy, awkwird Cloude Dabbs on
the threshiold of thay giels room.  He
remeibered thut alresdy 16 looked
diMerent from the rest of the house
She bhnd flowers In n vase on the
rough, chenp, pine dressing  table,
She had sprowd clean towels on that,
un the burvan and on her trunk, dis
carding the dirtydooking senrfs that
had adorned them, They had been
tow shy to look at each other. He had
stared out of the window,

Every tinme Dabbs brought his eyes
wround to her, he cuught her looking
at Wlm, and foally she aghed,

It was wonderful, that laugh. It
made him feel young ngnin,  He had
beon foeling like un old wuan, with o
welght of sorrow and cure on  hiv
shoulders, but that girl's lnugh had
mude him feel his own age.  Her
Inugh was  young and spleed with
deviliey, Dock of It nll was the new
srapge feeling the giel give him

He saw hlmselt solemnly giving her
the papers. He walched her whille
she put them curefully uway In a bag,
und  counted out the rest of the
money., There had been 4 moment's
nwkwardness over that, he remen:
bered,  He had wnde an lnvoluntary
movement of his hand, (o give It hgek
to her, but she as Involuntarily,
throst 1t back at hWim,  Then he
Iteghed, folded It up and put It away,

But he dld oot go,  He had known
that he should, but he could not,  He
gat down beslde her, and they begnn
tlking, sawkwaprdly enoigh st first,
Then suddenly they were no longer
the Clivude nod Polly of the bourding
biouse days, but two young thilngs who
bad ot to sy 1o eich other, ana -
Jjoved saying It

She told Clavde of her pluns.  She
meant to trnvel and study wnd  soe
everyihing, She was fond of reading
Indewd, she haud rend and planned In
W oway that seemsd remurkuble to him
for n girl, & servant girl, tos, but he
noted that she did not ask about his
plans, Every time thelr conversation
touched his Jife, present or future,
ghe chunged the subject. Then he
knew thuat she meant him te under
stand ahe would have nothing to do
with him after tonlght. After tonight,
Clande would not sée her; after to
nlght she would be uway enjoying
things, out in the fresdom of the
world, with money. and ahe would
have no use for him, ne use af all
It bad enten Into the young Clande's
consclousness that ale was golng to
uee him s n shield until she met gome
one she really cared for, Theu she
would drop hlm, and his name, “After
tonlght” echoed and reechoed In his
mind, apd he forgot that he had no
right to expect anything else, for he
bad tuken her money. Jealouwy grad
unlly took possession of him He
wntehed her talk and smile, It struce
nine, Mis tealn bhad gone.

He did not go; merely st watehing
her. He had known, even then, that
whe saw what she had done to him,
and It had gone to her hend. He had
wen one of the “hoarders™ In the old
days, ome for whom she must fetch
and carry. Now he wns &l her merey,

He began to think of lots of things
that proved she had not been as in-
diffarent to him In those old bowrding
house days as hind  pretended,
Even before the money enme. Polly
Johnston, the man-hater, hod a sofy
wpot for one man—Claude Dabbs, Al
unconsclousdy she had let  him see
that, Clande had wondered afterwird
If It was not a consclous use of her
new-found power. He begnn to be
leve that It was not entirely by accl
dent that she hnd made him come 1o
her for the money, Instead of having
the luwyer pay him. He bad pever,
untll then, guessed that the giel lked
hlig—that way, But now she told lm
mors than she mennt, or knew, and
when she renflasd thig, she pualled
hierself up und bognn telllng him that
the luwyer had areanged for her
ga to Frante, ¥he would go we o
young whlow, to people who woull
help her; lot her sow wverything unod
do everytlilng she wanted to do,

He  rememwbered how  the other,

The

whe

younger Claugde, nfter lstening to her |

slluntly for awlille, had Dlurted out;
“Whet ure you coming back?’
“Never

Follow the astounding adven.
turs of Pally and Claude In the
next instaliment,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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gting Removed From Rebuke of Small Son

1 have a litle son called Jim—just
Jim Nye, that's all—und one doy when
he was only five years old 1 requested
him to do some slight thing or other,
put he kept on playlng und humming
o little song about the "sand man” |
spoke to hlm ngain more Qrmly, for a8
n genernl thing my children regurded
me more ns a wource of nmusement
thun anything else, nnd as he daid not
stir 1 gave him n gentle gpank with
the dictlonary. It did pot hurt him,
and he rather enjoyed 1t unt]l ha
1ooked ut my face nnd saw that |
wis In earpest, and then his heart
hiroks with u large report,

At dinner he said nothing and ate
very little, and when It was over and

wa were just about to lenve the tahla
b got up In his mother's lap and sold :

“Muamma, T wish you had muwied
Jesus, He loved little ehlldren.”

This eplsode did not make me foel
wo frightfully proud of myself, but 1
was glod that the chlld ot least re
gurded his mother as 0 very worthy
womun~—From “BIll Nye, Ils Own
Life Story,” by Frunk Nye.

Simple Divorce
Among some of the tithes In the
Arctle reglon a man who Wants »
divoree leaves home In anger and dogs
not return for sevornl days, The wife
tukes the hint and departa
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