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CHAPTER XIV—Continued

- -

He 310 not know why he was there,
except that his body. vo
Jugated by mind, bronght him, withon
volltlon, Into a poor tragic comedy of
the dreadful night,

People had been killed, 1tobes and
blankets, brought from  somewhere,
covered the still things with & spurl-
ous decency, Ambulances were ¢om
ing; thelr distant dulled by
the heaviness of the alr, beat upon the
shrinking sllence,

A poor creature, once woman, gaspoed
at Brian's elbow: “Three of ‘em dead
—three! Something ought to be done
nbout It. Three of ‘em—just ke
that!" =he snapped her Angers

longer sub

clamor,

He saw that there were (hree wom-
en beneath a blanket on the ground, |
Their feel, In high heeled slippers,
protruded from the shallow covering;
the edges of thelr dresses showed and
thele thin stockings, drawn over slens |
der, terrible Himhs,

The black bulk of the p J
told about them
close to his fo
must have baen & man

“He wis rubnin . .
plithered a volee, “Served him rleht,
too, but he let her In fop |
himeel

A helmet advanesd opon theom,

itrol wagon

Aprd then he saw

t. a larger mound, that

“None o that, now y 8 oo
Clear ont an’ you M s
with the duty of a | 1 su
nlzhts,

The w an's volee faded w 14
away., “Three o ‘em . . . all at
once " As If that were a matter of

ourning
Then Brian beard another

ton falnt to be n =leh, but breathed |

sound —

he echo of

i ._-i l’:n,'o- an

REainst his ear, a lost

sunimer He (@ | saw

her stunding where she hand been all
1

this time, cloge beside him, 8o that he

conld have touched her [f he had
known.

*Linda," he said, and she put out l
her band to him like n lost child, as

be had known she would do |

They took the few steps to the pave
ment glde by side, as If they halonged
to one another and had come there to-
géther. The line of questionears closed
in behind them,

It wus a dark street of
windows and little busipesses where
women did not belong. A
poolroom was UHooded with yellow
light. A fruit stand, open to the world,
offered publie shelter. They walked
on a lirtle way, wordlessly.

Then all at once there was a door
opéned to them. A broad. white-conted
arm drew them, without contact, lota
the warm fragrance of a narrow place |
where one must walk In single file or
be enwrnpped In the steamy vapors of
huge coffee urns and frank griddles,

“There'll be a little corner back
beyond,” éxplalned Coffee John, sig |

closed she p

wide-open

naling over his shoulder with a mas
give curled thumb,

They went as he told them,

Cofllee Jolin hind heen there so0 many
Years that no one remembered wheg
he came, Hlis shop wus large enough
1o turm & window and a door o the
world and deep « igh to shelter his
phillasophy From his riw counter
he hnd fed the g 0 s of e Clty
und oMered the cup of charity to the
jost children of God He had oot
moved from this place, so that he had

Erown wide and heavy and his face
was Hvild with the molsture of his sus
tenance. But he had-seen the world
and he kuoew of all lts faces,
even the fulge what was
hidden behind the papler mache. Eis
broad back, turned upon Brian and
Linda, =hot them Inte & narrow
crevice of thelr own and stranded
them upon a shallow wooden bench
wadged behind a [little table sprea.d |
with pale, slipping olleloth and pewter
BpOONS,

But he was there and she was there
and that was enough.

“Why didn't you tell me, Linda,
Linda! What do you know of love If |
you could throw It awny for such a
little renson? he sald.

She dropped in ber corner, fraglle
and bending from the outrlft of the
storn.  Her face was - a small white
triangle against the bincknwss of her
fum. Somehow he got hold of her
hands and held them, warming them
uottl the thread of Ule came back,

“Tell me, Linda”

Eo .l‘

ones, ang

And she told hlm: meaningiess things
Ll were frelphied with the troa ey J
of the waorld:; dark, oolsome things
like pnths throngh a fever swamp I
She told of her shume that was wenk
ness and her pride that was withow
honor. Rhe abused her { with worils
80 cruel that he sas nbused with her, |
and In the narrow oell they elung to
gether ke wind-drelven mothis. not en

during the blue white (ght But
through it nll he belleved In her and
warmed her hands and through her
hinndds to her heart,

“T eotuld not let you be hurt through I
me, Briun.”
she wunied to go, In splte of his

firmg, She strogeled to be free, Know
Ing that freedom weant the end of all
things for ber

“You could not lenve me—you nevig

will, my sweet, my sweet!l  There Iy
nothing else bot you ‘There 18 no
other Hfe than ours! Listen, Linda

we will (ind our own, It will be smul
und fine und sweet, and it will belong
to Just ourselves, There will be no
grondenr and there will bé no lies

Those Hitle bouses In the snow that

| by mcceptance

plght—don't you remember?”

A reporter Nnlshed his coffee In the
Hghted frout shop and slammed down
Lie cup

“Not much news Inoa smashup ke
thut,” he complaloed. “No news aftee
A cop an’ n coupla
Hub, Did you see It off,

all the t'l‘\\ got L.
of fralls
John

Coee John nodded, polishing n cop

“Yas, | was lookin', He was a fine
man, though—0'Hara”

“Would have been. He'd have mada
the grade or been down at the bottom
for keeps. Wooden sort of a guy,
wasn't he?™

“Yas. Llike wood

The door slimmed.
face, burked sourly In

Hard,"
The reporter's
his turted-up

| collag, showed pale for a moment ol

“| Could Not Let You Be Hurt Through
Me, Brian™

the window, He glanced shrdonieally
ut the broad man o Lis parrow groove
and vanlshed,

Coffee John Onished gloszing the
o, It shone Hke old [vary. Then hd
glaneed at the dark shallow wall be
hind the partition. The two figures

blurred,
He bandied

with de

+cup lovingly, yet
icacy ; filled It with a stream
of dark golden lguld, touched It with
yellow cream from a private bottle
und Inild three little cubes of sugar
upon the thi One could
bave been no better served.

With & Hght step he went back to
them and put the cup before her.

“A Indy might need war-r-min® up

ck saucer edge.

on ucha nlght,” he sald In a distant,
rumbling volce and returhed to his
plice
She 18 spent and exhansted. She
id sald all that she could say and

e had lstened to nothing at all. Hes
ind., woving, touchied the handle of
;. but with a
for life, she

ed from the night. A

The door open
¢ whined lnguiries, Coffee John
e geulr
“Your taxls tin® out front, sir,
He's gy ' hilm a bite o' lunch”™
Thoey lifted new fuces.
I'ie taxi! By George! Tell him
wié're coming!™ cried Brian

[THE END.]

Language Changes Made

Over “Precise” Protests

Untll ahout the middie of the Nine
teenth century it was osual io pro-
nouncing the word bumble to refraln
from sounding the h, Generslly the
word wis preceded by an Instead of
by a. The changing to sounding the b
cnme grodunlly ns a matter of usage,
ng maoany changes In langunge come,
In the end usage must be followed,

| though preclse speakers roslst it for a
time,

Even In falrly recent years a
few persons persisted Iin pronouncing
humble without the h., The variation
you have observed op this polnt be-
tween an esrly and a Inter edition of
Webster's dictionary s accouuted for
of the change by tha
lnter editors. The gradual alteration
n usage concerning the word humble
wus # subject of prolest a8 long #go
ns 1850, when a correspondent of the
periodical “Notes and Querles™ 1Huse
trated bl contentlon that the h should
be sllent by giving 8 list of what ha
stated to be the derlvutlons of words
In which the b shiould be sllent. The
words were helr, honest, honor, hour,
humble and Lumor,

Bomb-Proof Aute

The most costly and luxurious aotos
mublle ever brought to Ching wus
bullt in the United States for the
presldent of the Nanking government
e whole of the metnl work on the
body of the Hmousioe, and eéven the
Lood, s of halt-lneh thick navy steel
plute, which Is designed to shed the
Lullets or bhomhs of wounld-be nssase
sing, Two extra seals project from
the buck of the enr, bulit high enough
to permit the occupants to see fors
wird over the hood. These will be oe-
l':||=1|'ll by special gunrds with machina
gung, The runoing boards are une
usually long, for guards to stand, ench

| with & revolver In hand,

Many Uses for Carbon
Pure cnrhon I8 widely used In decols
orizing, clarifieatlon, and purification
of loods, edible ol and fale

This

particular cabln was oven a
more than wsually dilapldated speels
men of its class, and the chimney, con-
sisting makinly of the remning of an
old top hat, presented a comioal ap-
pedarance. Oue of the tourlsts accost-
ed a youth who was sitting content-
edly on a fence

"1 suy, my boy," he sald,
chlmuney draw well 3™

“Sure thin, It does” was the hoy's
prompt reply: “it draws the notlce ¢
Ivory phool that pnsses by "

“does thut

WHY PARROT SWEARS

Up for Dinner

8ald the ber muld to the sleeping

Rambo bhorrow L | uf rubber
boots from Mose. Time poasséd ond
the 1 I8 Wery 8 1 Ihey
met

Sald Mose—Sa) { you-all
gwine glmme Isn% dem bools ob
mine ™

“Ah ain‘t got yvoh-all's boots, Mose,®
sald Sambo, “Ab dun traded dem fob
n palr ob mah own"—Recorder,

Some One Shuffled the Deck

Mr, Justwed—For beaven's sukel

What do you eull this dish you've

made?

His Wife—] haven't the falntest

fdlon I mnde It (rom a recipe In my
loase-1ent 00K I I'm afrald the
leaves are not all In place,
A Helpful Suggestion

The Walter—How'd you llke n slice
of plee hickory-cured country ham

th three or four fresh eges. right
off the nest?

The Customer— Floe! Just the

“Her husband ls awfully good to
her, dear.”

“Yea, 5o I've heard
her slze”

he's only half

SiirNanty
Thin world Is & tumultuous Koane
And our attentive care It clalme
To tell the differanos batlwean
Elections, fighta and football gamos

A Slowness Explained

*You Englieh are slow to soeé n
Joke" gald the forwnrd young womin,

'lnl.l ps,” angwered the Londoner,
“Hul, you see, real Jokes are 8o scarce
In our COUMLEY thot one s Lo tuke
o litle time to Inspect any article
thut's offered.”"—=Washington Star,

Execuse It, Pleasel
"Ilow would you classify n tele-
pligne mirl? Is hers o business or 4
|I|J'I'.|’i'_-—hull'l'.'“
“Nelther, It's n enlling,”

Lost s Right

Mistress (Interviewing eook)—8up-

posing I wanted you to cook nn elab- |

ornte dinner for about 15 people—
would you be lost?
Cook—=That's Just ‘ow the Ilast folks

lost me,—THumorlst,

She Soon Showed Him

He—When 1 murrled you I thought |

Jou were an angel
She—I1  Imagine yon did. Yoo
geemed to think 1 dido't need any

clothes or Lats.

OUR COMIC SECTION |

Events in the Lives of Little Men

il 1

|

L]

BUCK,ME LAD, - O\
THOUGHT, BEIN' WAN AV
THE HAVE-A-HEART PATWROL.,
YEZ WERE PLEDGED O DoIN'
FOLKS GOOD TURNS INSMEAD

AV MAKIN' FUN AV 'EM - 7.-

Ami so HARD T THiNK
AN THIS JEST
COMES NATURAL: LIKE ,

—

iil\?

! ° w‘utm Nowmmﬂauu"“' “w"*

1A vAND

f-p.\u " ’
THE FEATHERHEADS

WERE HAVIN A LITTLE
RALLY TONIGMT; FELIX - WANT
You D MEET SOME OF THE -,
BOVE WERE PUTTIN IN OFFICE| FOR GO
FE BUNCW OF FELLAS D0 | |

Shoo, Felix! Shoo!

WERE PUTTIN MARRY
BACK IN OFFICE EH BOV?
“FELIX HERE 15 GONTA
HELD Iy HIS NEIGHBOR-
HOOD, B FELIX ? -+ /

BY TUE WAY. UM -MISTER ~
L~ HARRY ~ I RONT LIKE
To BE INQUISITWE LT - TAKE
YOUR 3ot - (T pm 4000
AN YET YOU PROBLY HAVE
SPENT TWICE THAY MOCH

ALREADY ON YouR
CAMPAIGN !

THEYQRE SERVIN
NEAR-BEER AN
SANDWICHES
DOWNSTAIRS

ITELIK ----- %

L

WL, FEATUERHLAD -
GLAY TO HAVE MEVCHA -
BE SEEIN' YUH 0L Man!
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