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SCORCHING ANGER
SUPPOSE youre golng to the
Old Man's 'o dinner?” Georgle
(118

“Yos , . . Did you comn into
the apartment just now aand—and
o out agaln?” Jenuy aaked.

“Two seemsd to ho company=—"

“How dare you, (eorgie!™ And
thon—"0h, we can't be quarrelling!
It's too fantastic, when he has
bean counting the hours till he
snes you agalnl You muat be tired
or very unhappy to let yourself
apoak ko thist"

Jonny's face was quivering and
pow Georgle's, too, broke up and
twiasted hor amlle Into & pathetic
thing.

"Yes, I'm sorry. Yeu, I'm tired
and I'm unhappy, too. Don't hatle
me, hooey, not anyway untll wa've
talked this business out. Run
along oow, and stand up to the
pld devil all you can, he seemas to
liks It. OB, asnd, Jenny, It you
should mest Garth Aveney at
Rochester (ate—yon remombor
the man | moan?—take most dend-
Iy care not to breaths & word about
Ed and me. You'll probably find
out why for yourselt”

Jenny went on down the stalrs
and into the taxl which Gl had
summonad for her and as sha went
she sald to berself over and over
agalo—"Goorgie's tired and un-
happy; people don't know what

saylng when they are vecy
Hred and unhappy.”

The taxl lurched mlong to the
tune of . “People don't know
what ther're maying—" But they
pught to know! Georgle ought to

know that there were things one
llnply never, naver allowsd ocus
wlf to Imagina!l Jenny's hot, sud-
len anger scorched her agaln,

The moger did not lasbt [Little
Miss Goorgina had learnt many
nssful lessona with grandfather. It

never was wise, ahe bad learnt, to'

be angry hocause othera dld things
that, onesell, one would never do.
People wora different. Jenny was
Tenny; CGeorgle was Goeorglo.
Jenny's sors mind went back to
the night whon Georgle had sald—
“At n pinch 1 could say that It was
you Eddie married, not me" Some
thing coarse-grained o the aature
ml!t planoed the telling of much

Porhapa; but —Jouny'n ourved
hand Blipped botweon twa folds of
frouty sllver-grean—Ltiere was 8o
much elve to remember, Ueorgle
gave and gave mnd noever had
enough of giving; when she choss
& pliver frock for a little cousin,
#he did It royally, with & laugh and
& kisn.

Bhe woke Up to the fact that the
‘tax] bad stopped awd she hureled
out. The high, darktronted house
seamed familiar to her after
Georgle's Intimate chatter about
the old man who ruled it but
Jenny was not prepared for the
‘beauty of the Lnll. Goeorgle had
sald nothlng nbout the gleaming
flcors and the aoftly hanging East-
ern allks and the ailvared lights.
As Jonny went under them in the
‘wake of & grave butler, she (it ns
though she were & awan, swim:
ming In'a sliver lake,

Perbaps she looked lke one as
she entersd Lhe blg, gilttering
room At the end of the hall, for
her host stared at hor through aud:
denly parrowed eyew, falntly smil
ing, and ssemod to forget that he
bad apologles to make, and ex
Pplanations. .

Jeany’s heart tumbled suddenly,
stopped, then wont on.

“Mr. Matching isn't here yet?™
eha anked.

Garth Aveney collected himsalf,

“I'm worry, 1 sbould have told
you at once—hae's not well snough
to dine with us Later on, It It
wouldn't bore you, he would very
much like to sees you upstairs.”

"I dida’t know that he was (11"
Jenny sat down woakly,

“He (sn't Il exactly, But he
BAs had an exhansting trip and he
W't robust, He forgets that he 1y
an old man.~

“Parhaps ha docsn't feel old, in
his heart"

“I're naver before heard anyhody
suggest that he'd got one. "You'll
have a cocktall?

denny shook hor heud, then re-
mombered that Georgle had told her
it was babyish, nowadays, to refuse,
aund took w lttle fee-cold glass from
the allver tray a footman held be
lore her.

"Don't drink 11" sald Aveney qul
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wlly, n¥ the wan left the
“You'll dislike it Besides, it's not
your poss.’*

8ho looked up st him, fushiog

deeply. No doubt, ha was making
fun of her, though thore was no slgn
ot It (o hin face, He stood with one
shoulder agalnst a high, oarved
mantael, his slenderness omphasized
by the brightly panslied walle be
liod him.  His face was half in
ahndow; and she romemberad that
in ber dredme of him, I8 wis slways
Hke tlln that she saw bim—with
hix wide shoulders and alender Hips
and long, 1dle hands all ¢lonrly cut
ageinst the light, but his face hid
den in shadow,

“I am wondering whether you will
toll me something” he sald, from
out of his shadow.

“Yen, what lx It you want to aak?"

“Why d14 you have yonurselfl an
nouniced ns "Mins Revell'?"

Jonny sought in valn for an an
awar, He bent down and removed
tha little glnas which she was still
clutehing.

‘I shouldn’t haye thought that you
wera that sort.'

“What sort?” manages Jenny.

"“The sort that inaists on belng
modern — thongh — marrled. The
Brigitta Doarlng type. Or s It gome
lengue that makes you take a pledge
naver to ase your husband”s namal
Anyway, It's & movement. And )
nhouldn't have thought that you
would belopg to IL"

“I don't,” sald Jeany.

“Then why—1"

“I forgot. 1 moan, I forgot that 1
am nupposed to be 'Mrs, Townsend',
It |a & lucky chance thut Mr. Mateh-
Ing Ian't here." But the explanation
did not appear to satlsfy him. He
repoated “supposed to be" and
laughied,

A door In the panelllug opaned,
A footmnan stood rigldly by It, walt-
Ing. Garth Avensy shruogged and
turnod. 4

“Shall we dion?"

Her mind raced as sha preceded
him into the samaller room, on the
other side of tha hright panels and
the allont servautn, Why hnd he
abirugged like that, as though he
desplaed her? Burely ha could not
think that It woes she who had mar
ried Eddle? Burely he must have
guesund, when his uncle ordered
lilm to play hout to "Mis, Townkend,'
éxnctly what had happoned He
miust have sesumed that Qoorgle,
whom he knew to be In love with
Eddle (‘He ought tothank his stars
for you!'), bad covered MNer mar
riage by makiog use of her counin's
Identionl nane,

Aveney sentod himselt opposile
her and began to talk, eanlly and
brellllantly, All about Moxtes, whare,
apparently, he Had been for many
yonra,

"Moxleo?" she repontod, catolilng
tmidly at the name, “Bidle was to
have gone thore. Hut | don't holleva
Lo wiil ovor bo nbls to, now.”

“I'm plncerely sorry to hear it 1
wan to have mot him thin week, but
1 undaratand he's not allowed to see
anyone."

"I don't thiok be will Ay dgaln
I'm ufrald not, | didn't know that
you wanted to soa bim."

“You know, surely, that ha was
to have returned to Mexlco with
mo? I'm taking n pllot and observer
baok with me, He dido't tell you?"

She shook her head, No, she lisd
not boen told. deorgle, now she
came to think of 1 bad explained
vory Mitle, Her thoughts wont con.
tunediy back to her problems. Bup-
paning ahe had been mistaken from
the firat und Georgle hand naver fully
explained to this man, elther? She
might, after all, have sent him
away without saying a word of
Eddle,

Thon-—then It would look &a
though sho, Jeony Hovell, were a
very sordld type of creature, Indesd;
a girl who firted Innguidly with ona
man whila she was wailing to be
married to aonother, A girl who
made a "date" to go motoring when
her hushand of & day was |l and in
need of her, A girl who would not
take Her husband's name or—als
alared down al her hare hand—or
wour his ring.

“You'ra not eating anything at
allL” mald Aveney.

She ohose one of (he guestions
that wore milling through her mind
., haltingly, pat it

"Was It—was It your uncla whe
told you that 1 was the Georgina
Revell who—"

“Who had married Townsendi
Ho mantioned it, cortainly, in fhet
ho has been talking quite a lot about
you. But | rather faacy that | gol
ths news In the Nrat place from you
conuin.'

“¥rom Georgle! And you belleved
her™

{Copuripht. Julin Olett-Addama)

Aveney's Jibes lanh Jonny ta ra.
anntmant and tears, In the next ins
slallment,

EMPLOY 20 MORE

MEN AT SAWMILL

A L. Cogglne, mannger of the Cale

(HICAGO OPERA

TA]LSPIN TOMMY—Speed “Checks In”
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RUDY, LET'S GO AwaAY
FOR AWHILE - THIS PLACE | MoMoTaNG
15 SROVWING A BIT ARE PE
MONOTONOUS TO ME.1

LIWE

“AHIAT DO YO MESK -
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NES. PFERHARPS THAT'S
JUST WHAT'S THE MATTER

MOTHING TD DO BUT
LOOK AT FOUR WALLS
IT GETS VERY

1 DON'T EXPECT ANY THING FROM ANYBODY =
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WELL WY DONT

YOU TRY T FIND
SOMETHING TD DOY
YOU COWLLD GET A LOT
OF FUN GUT OF LIFE
IF SOU DIDN'T EXPECT

LIFE TO MAKE \T
FOR ~ow |
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IF L WERE BORN HERE AND KMEW MO OTHER
LIFE
LAy FOR A VACATION -
STL

PERHAPS ID BE SATISFIED BUT I'M GQING
IF YOU DONT WNEED ONE,
HERE - BUT WHEN 1 COME BACK DOMT
ME HO\.U HARD Nou WORKED AnND HOwW
"_I-QMUQH NOU NEED REST.YOURE THE

FELLOW TWEM STARTED DAYULIGKT
SAVIMNG FOR L IT GIVES , ~YOU
ANOTHER ’HDUQ ™o
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have Teen given work Nl week  Crpted the resgnation of Ssmuel in-
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were put to woik ben. on Maln bireet Nottn i near future.
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MUTT AND JEFF-—Yes, Some Boobs Are Like That

ﬂes,JEFF, I'AMCLEANING UB BIG AS
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SOME BooBs Do BeLigve
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