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THREE PINK ROSEBUDS
41 TOLD Il wa could get nlong
without har, She had some
m.l alss on this atternoon,” Marge
explained casually.

Bhe had produced s long llat of
[pames. *Your mother made it out,
.Gu. 1 rar into her at the Century
|Club yostordny and she asked me
i she could halp us, Waan't that
dear of her when aho's so busy?
Hhe sald & lot of nlce thiage about
what wa're doing. Sha's golng to
Elvo » theater party the firat night
IThat'll make aplendid publicity,
Ob, spoaking of publivity—I'm go-
Ang to #pk the Times to sand that
‘Dareas Tabar over to got & foatura
story of the whale thing. It run
well—all about the theater and
who's really back of it and who's
fn the first cast and Bomasrset and
evarything.”

“Good {deal” Gar had responded
promptly. But ha had been think-
ing how stucning Marge looked in
the thing she woas woaring, what
ever it was, Bhe looked llke the
favorite In a haram; he had playsd

. with that tney while Marge was
talking.

Ho had boeen lounglog comfort-
ably agninat the rose damask cunh-
fons of the divan, his feot niretched
out toward tha fire,

*I've got to do something about
Somarset, (ar," abe had sald slowly,
*He's—wall, ho's taking too much
for granted. But I can't offend him,
just pow. 1 wiash you'd sort of stiek
around. I yon'd go to the rehear.
alp—"

“The big bounder! Why didn't
you say something about it befora?
You bet I'll atlek ‘round. He han
his nerve!™

Margo had sighed faintly, Her
hand had renched put and tucked it
#olf under Gar's arm. Ha was al-
ways completely at home In Mrrie's
sitting room, pleakantly conselous
of ita Juxury, of its secluslon, of the
priviloge that wan his In so enjoy:
ing it

Bhe had told him of the progress
the Players were making. The cos:
tumes had heen ordered from Naw
York. He must sse what Gordon
‘Wing was doing with the back drop
for tha first act—It was perfect!
Her low volea had run on and on
from onn thing to anotber, while
Gar had lstensd and watched the
littla play of mupcles under the fine
ekin of her throat

“aar, 1 bad a wonderful talk with
yonr mothar, ahout you. Of course
she’d say things to me that she
wouldn't say to anyouns alse becalsa

known what friends you and I

ve hoon. She was so sweaet 1 Juat

od my heart to her, I told hor

I'm not golog to tell you

hat I told her. Yon would have

xussesd (L & long time ago exeopt
that you're sc hlind—"

“You're golng to tell me, Marge!”
Gar had  asserted mosterfully,
*Bhoot!"

Bhe had shaken her head; ahe
fad leaned a lttls closer to hia
shouldsr, ey face bent away from
him. Whan she answered thera had
boen & suggestlon of tears In her
faltering voloo.

“But there lan't any use, mow,
You'va married Kitty. And you'va
spolled me for anyone elEe. ['s
always been llke that—thiat's Lhe
wiy I folt Inst winter when 1 came
out. I didn't glve a bang about any
of the parties when you weren't
golng to be there, Oh—" She
stirred resticssly, "1 lata every:
thing now! I'm slek of the orowd,
of all thin fuss over the thoater,
I'm golng away from Winton this
spring and I'm never coming back,
1 think I it tn Parly all the reat
af my lite. WUl yon mlss me, Gar?”

Gar had hean touched hy her con-
fesnlon, flattered. "1l go after you
and bring you back he had an-
awored quickly, vehemently, He
had put his arm about hee shouldor
and kissod her, “Cosh, Marge, I'd
miss you alot! You ean't go away!™

*Would you?t sha had whispered
agalnset his arm.

He had airalghtencd, smiting
down at her,

“To prove that I think of you !
sant you some fowars today—"

“Oh! Balby told me thete were
flowars—I haven't oponed the box;
I thought Jhoy wers from Someriet.
How dear of you, Qar!™

“I didn’t put tn & eard [ wanted
1o seb I! you remembersd our old
ponsenpe. The thres piok rose
buds—

"Qar! How cute—that you re:
member. ‘I—love—yon' It wasn't
vonsenme—Iast winter, Gar!™ Then

FREW

she had drawn quickly away from
him, pullod a cord that roleased s
bright clrele of lght trom & lamp
at the and of the divan. Bhe had
flung back her shoulders, dramatl.
enlly, “We're crazy, Gar, talking
Itk this—"

A elock somewhers had chimed
Aavan.

“Good graclons, T dido't dream 1t
was 50 Jate!" Opar had spruug Lo his
foot. “I'va got to beat it. You can
depend on me, Marge—abont Bom.
arsot, And forget that golng away
ntof.”

“Thanks, Oar." Her wolce had
besn sweet, a llttle plalntive,

Driving bome Oar had frownad
hearily, thlaking of Somerset's pro
suming oo any Indmacy with Marge
He'd show him whare he got off!
It did not ocour to 4lm that Marge
conld have done that b i, woeks
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ago, He waa sll chivalry, all affeo
tion for Marge. What If she did go
away to live in Parla?

But he had forgotten that alarm
when Hle reached home, Kitty and
her eagor hungry embrace had mel
him at ths door,

“You'rs golng to wear your cor.
sage, Aren't you?t”

"0t courne, It's
It's lovely, Gar.”

"Well, so are you

“Do 1 look all right?"

“Beoautiful, You'ie gotting class,
Kit. What are yon dolog! What
beauty parlor are you golng to?
First thing I know 11l sas your ple
ture on pome ad for cold cream or
powder.”

Kitty lsughed lightheartedly,
Gur's easy pralse was Intoxicating
to hor; ahe useded no new droaw,
she npoeded ao artificial color on
choeks or lips, Ehe brought the
corsaga to him to pla on to her
shoulder.

"The devill” Gar cried, laughlog
suddenly., “That lsn't what I onr
dered for you—those threa plok
rosehuds, 1 told that fellow I want.
od orchids,”

“Rut 1 love thess, Gar. And or
chids nre so frightfully expensive.”

Onr laugbed agaln. “Not when
I'm sending them to you”

Thoy met the others at the Rain-
bow Gardens. They went thers tre
quently; the head walter always
grooted them with particular con-
corn that they should have the table
they wanted. Often Kitty, follpw.
Ing Oar into the crowd. thought of
Joale, looked for her among the
dancers snd at the tables. She
told Tubby much about Joals, and
Tubby had laughed with har, but
not at Josle, and she had liked him
betler for that.

There wera to he ton of them to-
nlght, st & long tabls. Diana came
with Busk Hewall, Red cama alone,
Tubby with Isobel Peters, others
Jolnod them, Tubby took tha chalr
next to Kitty and bogan whisporing
In her ear.

“8Bay, you look oot of sight to-
night”

“Tubby, this old dress. You ses
me In'it every time I go anywhera!™

‘I thonght 1t was & now ots, hon-
..L”

“You're allly.”

But she warmed to his nonnsnse,
Tibby amused her with his devo
tlon, his ¢lumay humor, Bhe falt
at onse with him. With the othars,
at timoa lie this, It wan ilks play-
Ing s part In & play, the role of
which ghe knew woll, now.

Oar wan at the other end of the
table, He had kept the chalr next
to him empty. He was watching
the door. Preacntly he sprang to
his fest. “Heora's Marge"

Marge approachied the tabls with
Paul Somerast, The othera halled
hor coming a little bolsterously,

It wamn Gar, not Somoersot, who
took Marge's avening cont from her
shonlders, "8It here" he com:
mnaded, tndicating the naocoupled
ohalr noxt to him, It left ons for
Somaraot across the talde. “I'm on
tha Job," he addad 11 a low tone.

Marge iifted a desply reproachial
look to him as shoe slipped Into the
soat he lind anved for her. Hor fin.
gors weni slgnifeantly to the or
chida agalost her shoulder, Her
oyoa traveled awlftly down the table
and met KKitty’s wide ntartlod giance
fixed on her. Bhe Innghed softly,
her lips mcaresly parting over the
sound.

At thelr end of the table Tubby
wia deep In & story which ha was
pouring into Kitty's ear. All at
ones he bocame aware that she was
not listening, e thought sho spoke.

“What'd you say, Kitty "

Bha turned hack to blin, her eyes
blisbinck, a helghtaned color on
hor cheoks. “Did 1 say anything?
1t 1 did=it was only that It was Just
sitly, thinking it for a moment—"

“Put what I'm telling you 1s gos
pol truth, Kit! It bappensd—to a
follow 1 know."

(Copuright, Jane Adbott)

L Shrigiyee, sve, belnge Migw o

fa the loehox

203 DOUKHOBORY
NABBED IN NUDE

NELSOX, B, ©, May 10, — (/) —
Provineisl palide srrested 200 Douis
Rhobom, members of & Husslan re-
Upious  sech, when thay ataged &
nude pamde st Thrums, near here,
Bunday. The group. comnposed of 90
men, 5% women and 67 children,
were brought ta the Jsll hers In
sutamohile trucls.

Vullke the demonstration » week
ARG when 118 nudiats were arrested
after & aharp battle with polics, the
Doukhobdrs submitted peacstully to-
day,

Those arresied Jast seek sute sen.
fenced 1o ihfes yearmn in the peni-
fentiary. Those captired todsy face
similar fales

33 BURIED UNDER
FRENCH LANDSLIDE

LYONS, France, May 10, — () —
Thirty-eight persond  were belleved
buried loday under Isndalldes whieh
swallowed up two apartment houses
I the the outakivis of Lyogs

Twelve iojured were removed bee
forw mescuera were ordered aAway by
Bdousrd Merriotl, the mayor and foce
ther premier, who himself secajed
denih from anolber slkde only by
leaping to salety

The rescue parties returnad ta the
rulns, bpweyer, after cfiea werd heard
ih the wreckige. At midhight they
]lll.-'\!r'“! & wWoman, pinted hy &
beatit. She sald she was not hort
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By C. M. PAYNE
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BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus
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