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Chapter 13
THE TEARS COME

EORGIE got back home to flnd

her uncle, looking & 1itle yellow
ahout the eyes wrapped In an old
dressing-gown, and sitting by a fire
which he had nsisted on baving lit
in his study.

In the morning he was always
cold, but in the svening he declared
that the place’ was a hot-house and
that he could not breathe

Thore wns a drawing-room at The
Hollles, but nobody ever used it
Mra. Lovelock kept it clean and
opened ths windows periodieally,
but it always smell musty and un-
used.  “Like a grave,” Ceorgle
thought, though she had not the
least idea what a grave wams llke,

Bometimes ehe went Intu ft, and
looked around. The furaliure was
old-fashioned without belng antique,
and was evidently a woman's cholce,
though Uncle Edward always awors
that there had never been any wo
mon In his lfe. “Not if | know It1”

Qoorgle did not altogether belleve
him; she had & yague Idea that who-
ever had chosen thal drawlng-room
furnitire with {ts spindie-leg chalrs
and eggravating china gablnet had
onos beon very much In Edward Ban-
eroft's 1ife.

Once she had ventured to fill some
wases with fowers and put them In
the drawing-room, but her uncls had
found them and thrown them out.

“Why the devil do you want to
makes the place look like a church.
yard 7 ha bhad demanded.

Georgles thought 1t was like &
ehurchyard anyway, but she had not
transgressed mgaln,

Bhe would have passed hir uncle's
door now, but he calied to her,

He was llke that; it she wont to
& him unasked, as a rmle he told
har to got out, and it she avolded
bim, be wanted to know what he had
dons to be shunned like the plague.

“Here you are, only come home
yealtorday from gadding mbout halt
over tha world, and oot a word to
say, Whers have you been I ahould
ke to know?"

“Out for & walk."

*0ut for & walk! Out for & walk|™
he schood testily. “T dldn't ask what
you'd been doing, I msked whare
you'd been. Can't you give me a
atralght aanwer?”

*1 wont to ses Mre. frears,”

Bhe walted a litile anxlgualy for
some referonce to Nlcholas Boyd,
but her unele had forgotien about
hin existonpe,

“You don't want to make a friend
of that woman," he sald,

“*“You do,” Georgle anawered.

*What 1 do and what you do are
two different things,™ he declared.
*Or the~ ought Lo be. [sn't there
Anyona olae you ¢an go and seo, with-
out wasting time with that woman

Georgle sald nothing; she had
heard It all befors and knew how
vory 1ittle It meant,

18 house 1s as cold ns {ce,” he

wont on; ho kicked at the fira
with hia sllppered foot, *Why the
davll Lovelock cnn't kesp docont
fires beals me. I pay enough for
oconl, Haaven knows"

"Il put some more on, Geargle
(mald, but when she moved to do so
'he stopped her.

*“No, you meedn't. I'm golng oul
directly.”

“Have yon had any breakfast?

“Broakfnst!" hs glared at her
agaln. "Da I look as If I want any
broakfast?”

Georgle checked a smile. *No”
ahe snid,

“Then don't ask Idiotle queations,™
he snorted,

He slilvered and sat down in Lhe
srmebair,

“What do you proposs to do with
yourself now you're back?™ he asked
After n momont.

Toe girl ahook her head *Tha
same aa before I suppose,” she sald,
“And that fsn't very much” she
alded a tride wisttully,

“1dldn't expect you'd come back,”
Ba sald grofiy.

Her oyes widoned a ittle.

“Diin't you want e to come
Back!” she asked quickly.

Didn’t anybody want hert Bhe
kmew that sven her mother had bean

quite glad when the tlme came for
her departure

"Nobody conslders what 1 want
or what I don't want,” Edward Ban-
eroft dhswered, “1 auppocs you came
back because It sulted you™

“l came back bpcause there
wasn't anywhers elss for me (o go,”
Ceorgle eald.

“Didp't your molher sk you to
stay? he demanded.

"NI:I."

Ho laughed hoarsely. “She
wouldn't. Bhe was always a selfish
woman; all women are selfish.”

He closed his eyes and huddled
down into the shabby dreasing-gown,
and atter walling a moment, Georgle
atols away.

She felt n lttle lost and lonaly,
but ahe supposed phllosophically
that in a day or two ahe would bave
sottled down agaln quite bapplly.

Bhe ate a molitary lunch. Mrea
Lovelock declared that she had in.
digeation and could pot aut a moath:
ful 1f anybody offered her the Throng
of England, so Georgle sat alone in
the dining room atd wondersed why
ahe folt so disgustingly 1lke tears,

It was no uss crylng anyway; be
uldes, she didn't know why sha
wanted to ory; she blinked hard at
an onappetizing  suet puddiog
(which Mra, Lovelock had served up
bocause ahe thought 1t was tima
Goorgle had “Good English tood
after all that heathen rubbleh™) and
telt an 1t sho would choke,

Whan Nelly Foster fealing Hke this}
Porhaps she was too busy serving
tha naaty old wbmen she had spoken
about to think of other thinga A1
any rate she wouldn't ba nlone; and
sho was cconplad.

"1 wonder If ) conld work In »
shop,” Georgle thought. “It wouldn®
bo so bad In & tobacconlst's perhaps,
or even sweols,"

Mrs, Spours nlways declared tha
without work to do she would ge
mad, “Without work to do, you've
got to much time to think,” so ahe
sald In ber brisk way. “And If yon
think too much yon got sorry for
yournelf, and that's fatal™

“It's what's happening to me”
Goorgle thought in sudden panfe
and aho pushed back hor chalr and
rose from the table, loaving the suet
pudding to grow cold in uncut solf
tude,

house seomed silent and de

sorted, Mra. Lovelock had retired

to her room, and Edward Bancroft

had gone out, no doubt to the Doar's
Hond,

"And 1 doa't hlame him,” Georgle
thought In revolt. “It's batter to be
down there talking to peopls than
sltting up hore alone with nothing
in the wide world to do,”

Bhe took her hat and went out

The sun was shinlng now, but as
It wan everybudy's lunch time the
stroots wore dosorted.

Georgle turned away from the di-
rectlon of the Poar's Head and
walked down the long country road.

“Too much time to think—" yes,
that was what was the matter with
ber, If anly she could do something
usoful, mnke horself necessary to
one aingle person In the great wide
world; there must be somebody who
wolild bo glnd to have hor!

Bhe turned aglde and loaned hex
Arms on & gale that shut off & wide
flold of beans, Georgle llked leaning
over things-—she found iU restful,
She remembored suddonly how she
had leaned over Nicholas Boyd's big
trink and he hnd coms along and
asltied her If ahe felt 1L

Bhe amlled at the memory, then
all at onco she found aho was crying,
Wall, It didn't matter if one erled
aut here; thern was nobody to sea,
and porhapas it ahe had one good
howl she would fesl batter and stop
belng sorry for horsell, 8o Georgle
howled; not loudly, but with her
fnoo Hidden on hor arms till the
sleoves of hor thin ecoat ware
dronched,

Bhe dld not ¥oow why she war
weeping;: she only knew that there
was & hard littie feeling round her
heart that had got to he melted or
sho would never ba happy or satls
fled ngaln,

Attor all, one had to go on, mo
matter how lonely and unwanted
ons might be, but for once her
eheory optiwmilatic bellet that there
wia somothing wonderful lying
close in store for her, had let
QGeorgle down badly and tears were
the only way out.

“I'm a fool—" sha told herself,
oven as she weplk

(Cepyright, 1048, Doubleday Dorom)

A foeme  ntruder, Monday,
breaks Tnto Georgle's |r‘l.f

SAUSAGE EMBLEM |
IRRITATES NAZIS

BERLIN, (APYy—When AUsAKe
manufactiurers started slling frank-
furters in the aliape of the swastika,
the Mitler propagards minisiry de-
cided that the time nmad come to halt
use of the nael emblem for ndvertls.
Ing,

Nob only hins the swastiks appeansd
on toys, candles angd sweet buns, but
Chancallor Hitler portralt, or what
passeu  for ik, has figured o0 ash
tmyn, paper napking, beer glam
atands, trays and lampahades,
Thorsands of chenap matal or plas-
ter busta of Hitler have been sold
that aren't fiattoring o hign. He
haa been modeled In lard and butter,
with sYvn more dissatrous results,

intenwive Qregg review, dictation,
typing. and Bookkeeplng & ta 10
weeks, 830, Olam begina Thursday,

June 13, Meqford Business College.

WRIGLEY'S GUM

SWEETENS
THE BREATH

We=i40

startad throwing stones &t & mag-
ple's nest.

J\ mu. passing by picked up ome

nes apd found the young-

aun n.l.a bun throwing real nuggets.

The discovery started a gold rush,

and the boys' father staked a clalm
for them.

B0YS'GANE STARTS
AUSSE GOLD RUSH

BYDNEY, Australla — (AP) — —_—
smal] brothers of Uranfell, lmd ol Redden & Co Write jog hasullog
digging & “gold mine™ under a tree, bonds.

S'MATTER POP—

RHODESIA TREASURY

BOASTS A SURPLUS =

BALIEBURY, Bouthern Rhodeals,
—(AP)—While most countriea are

strugeling to balance thelr budgeta

southern Rhode:sla i In the happy

poaltion of h-l\'lﬂl mncluned its fis-

year with s surplus near]

The gover has red in-

come tax by 2.5 per cent and has re-
stored penny postage,

_.—-—-‘.
O, B Radics. 7 models $14.50 up,

Short and long wave. Leonard Elee, H. H.

‘SNAIL BESTS SNAKE

snal] fought a ten-inch garter smake
for nine hours in & pool in his gar.
ﬁen.

pon.
M'al m tlcw'y the suall released
the dead enake and retreated into
deeper water,

—

N MARATHON HGHT 2.

WALCOTT, Jows, Juns 14.—{AP)— | grocer's. The guallty la fine and the
reports that alprice W right.
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NOW THAT OPEN - WINDOW WERTHER -HAS

, THE D06 AROUND THE BLOCR IN THE EVENING BE-
" CRUSE HE DOESN'T HAVE TO MIS5 A NOTE OF HIS
TFAVORITE BROADCAST WHICH HAPPENS TO BE

THE FAVORITE OF HIS
(Copyright, 1833, by The Bell §

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

PERLEY DOESN'T MIND TAKING

EIGHBORS GLUYAS
leate, Ine.) WILLIATS

| BTILL CAN'T %
UNDGRBTAND How
D THE

T IS UNDOUBTEDL!
OFF THE CARTER
TREASURE CHEBT!'

GOING INTO THE C'AV

K

By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST
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THE NEBBS—T‘J: Letter

By SOL HESS

BEMMA, HERE'S A LETTER COME FER

"HELLO SMITTY 1
"PENDLETD

DISPOSITION TO
DISGUSTING — @
SILVER TONGUE, -

S0 YOURE
" SMITH DOWK THERE IN)
HICKVILLE T_THAT'S A SWELL SOUAID-
ING NAME AND YOURE MAKRING LOVE
O A KITCHEN ENGINEER \WITH DOUGH USUCH HOMEY-TALK,
WITH A FACE THAT NO CONSIDERATE
MOTHER WOULD HAVE PASSED OM-.AND A Q

g, SAVE MOMNEY THATS

q

.. NEVER MIND
YOU'LL TALK HéR
OUT OF IT---
HURRY UP . THE
GOMG IS WAITING

1L KNEW RIEHT FROM THE
START HE WAS A LIAR EVERY| LOVE TO ME WHEN 1

TIME 1 STARTED TO ASK HIM Jwas A GIRL _1 MIGHTA
FOR ROOM RENT,HE TALKED

1 FERSOT WHAT

NOBCDY EVER MADE

KAOWED HE WAS AFTER
MY HMOWMEY BUT HE SAID
SUCH SWEET. —\WORDS3S AaND

4 1was HU\..n.:'Q‘r'

MR, 'PEUDLET’OM SHMITH AFTER HE LEFT..
HE
OF MM T k
BRINGING UP FATHER

By George McManus

RENT_HE SAID HE \HDJLD an ME WHEN HE
CAME BACK BUTJ s
HEARD aomneofmo
RIGHT away
SEE'D THE LAST;
- W
710 ¢——
[ L
en
'™ UP SOEARLY, I'M CGONNMA MAKE
THE MAID COOK BREAKFAST FER ME,

VHE WENT AWAY OWING ME THREE WEEKS ROO
FROM You, 1 kvew

OFEN ITT, .
— <

szu..m LONG AS | CANT SLEEP AN’ i

| DON'T BELIEVE 1N Goin'
OUT IN THE MORNIN®
| WITHOUT FIRST HAMIN AT
| LEAsT -aomu. COFFEE-

=1

FOR LAND'S ]

SAKE! WHAT'S D | DONTBOTHER 40 -
ALCTHAT ABOUT ME1 AINT |\ H
APPIN' FOR? ABQOUT | GITTIN'UPYET. } i

BREAKFAST?

| JUST GIT YOUROWN. | 1A
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These's No Guesswor in TnbunéwA | B. C
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