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Chaptor 83
THE PROPOBAL

EORGIE stirred the lce in her

lemonads and looked across at
Cliftord Asber with thoughtiul
eyes. He had besn very qulet all
evening, almost sad, and as if he
were not enjoying himaself.

With sudden {mpulse she lsansd
acroas the littls table hetween them
and spoke,

“You're so guiel.”

His oyes met hors steadily.

“I have boan wondering if you re
membar that I told you this morniag
there was something | wanted to
spoak to you about

Goeorgie's ayes opened wide

“I'd forgotten,” sho sald gulltlly.

“I thought so."

He looked away from her into the
erowdsd ballroom.,

“Have you had enough of thiat”
Bbe aaked bluntly.

“But it's only twelve o'elock,” sha
objectod.

Ho made » holpless gesturo with
his handas, “It's such & nodwe, 1 can't
talk to you"

“IUs qulet enough hers What do
you want to tell me? Is snything the
mattar?"”

Ho turoed his head to her agaln,
his eyes angry.

“Yoa,” ho sald, "1 love you, and |
know you don't care s haug about
me, that's what's the matier.”

Georgle atarod at him, and ber
hoart-beats quickenod,

“You mean ... you want to marry
me!" she asked

-:t...il

Ha moved his chalr a Hitle nearer
to her round the table,

"I know you don't care for mo;
but you like me a little, don't you?"

“1 like you a great deal”

“Then conldn't you? I mean, won't
you "

“] doan't love you," Georgle sald,

*I know, but Jots of glirls marry
fellows and gét to love them aftoer-
wards,”

There was a litle silonce, then
Georgle sald:

“Not it they love somsone olse—
do thoy 1"

Thers was an uncertain nole fn
her volce.

Clifford laughed barshly,

“Do you love somoons elsal"

"Yen'

“Someons who won't marry you?"

“Ho can't. Ho's marriod”

“Would be If he could?

“I don't think so," Goorgle sald
truthfully, aad then more Armly.
“No, I'm quite sure he wouldn't.”

_“And you're golug on all your llfe
bankering atter a fellow who dossn’t
cars for you?"

“It's not ‘hankerlug.” Georgle
sald, “I'm quite bappy; at loast I
think 1 am.™

“Do I know him1"

.No‘-

“Dog you ever see him."”

“l haven't, not for m long time,
At least It geams & long time," ahe
added wistfully,

“And you'rs contant to go on, hop-
Ing that soma day be will change
tls mind ™

“I don't think about It ke that”

LIFFORD

hers.

“Look here,” he sald. *I think I
understand you. You llve Iu the
clouds~and dream. Aren't you
dreaming pow aboul this fellow?—
Just imagining that you love him?
You must want & bome of your own,
and & husband. All glrla do, I'll be
good to you, Georgle. You must
koow that, and I'm not badly
off.,.."

“It you were It wouldn't matter,
1t | loved you," Georgle sald,

He gave a little exclamation of
paln.

*You never know a man till you've
Hvad with him," Qliord sald almost
roughly. “You can't know me or how
good I'd ba to you untll you try.
Getting eagaged fan't gotting mnar
ried. Got angaged to me and sep how
wa got on, Lots of girls expariment
1ike that, and 1 think it's only falr
they should. ¥ you find you don't
Uke me—"

“Bat | do Uke you.*

She listened to him mpathetically,
with a fesling of tears in her heart,

Why shoold the wrong volce
slwayn say such heautifal thinge?

Heo eald agaln abroptiy:

Iald his band over

*Do you mind if we go soom? |
can't stick this any longer.”

“We'll gn 8a soon as you Mke”
Georgle sald. Sho was fesling very
migerable; it was bad enough to be
unhappy horself, but to know that
gomeone else wia unhappy on her
account made things & thousand
times harder, esapecinily
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who had beon a kiod frisod.

Thoy sald gooidnlght to thslr host.
ees, Georgle pleading a headache,

“] haven't roally got one” ahe
told Clifford as thoy want out to his
car, “'Hut it ssomed ankind to leave
without some real reason.”

“Bhe probably thinks that it was
Just an excuss to got away with
ma," he answered unkindly.

"1 don't mind what she thinks”
Georgle sald serenely.

They drove away in silonce. N
was & cold clenr night with a pale
moon which looked ns If momeons
hnd unkindly given it a punch op
the chieck. Georgle Jooked at it and
romoambered that the same moon
was phining down on Germany, sod
on the hospltal where Nicholas
Boyd lay, Wau bo {a mush paln?

Sho clasped her hands closely
together, telllng hersolf that ehe
ought to be thoere with him, What
was it ho hnd once sald to her?
“Homeone who, porbaps quite un.
intentionally, Inys a gentle hand on
your soul."

The memory of thoss words was
like momething warm wrapped
around her, and for & moment nhe
closed her eyos.

Cllfford spoko suddoaly.

*1 suppoge 1 shan't be seelng you

“0b, why not?"

“You don't want me.”

Goorgls wishiod ahe conld say “yos
[ do" and really mean it It wonld
be wonderful It she could return
this man's love, to want him and to
have him tor ber own, but sho knew
it was not possible.

“Can't wo still be frlends?” she
pleaded,

Ho laughod mirthlessly.

“AIl girls sny that when they tarn
a chap down.”

Ho pulled ths ear about inlo a
BOrage.

v'T've got to got somo gasoline.™

Holoft hor, banglng the door be
hind him as he got out.

I made Goorgle remember Hd
ward Bancroft; he was so fond of
banging doora, and he bhanged them
s0; ploguently.

Bho amlled falntly, looking haok:
wards nt her life with him,

Would sho aver go back to it?
And It so, wonld she mind very
mueh?

Qllfford waa talking to the garage
man; she watched him with far
AWAY oyos.

Ho was good to look at, strong,
rellable; suroly soms day ho would
moat n girl who wounld eare for him
a8 ho deapryed?

Just now he looked! unhappy.
There was a frowning lne of pain
botwoen his kind eyes, a line which
sha had unwittingly brought there.

8he looked away from him wilh
n consclenco-siricken feeling.

B sireet seemod vory desarted;

n dog rummaged about In the
opposlte gutter for a bone, and
woman had Just come out of a lttle
shop whera tobaseo and newspapers
and swoels wore sold, and wae
slanding looking up at the moon,

Goorgle wonderad It lier thoughts
were dnd too; If somewhoro in the
world thero was somebody she
would like to have besn with and
wan aot allowed to hy Life, or Fate,
or whatever powar it was that or-
dalned things,

The MUitlle shop looked poacatul
enough wity ita drawn bliads and
dim llght aiining through the crack,
and yet It was tmpossible to tell
what sorrow aAnd tragedy lived bo
hind Ita walls,

She waa in a mood to notice de-
talls. 1diy she ploked up & scrap of
papar lying on the seat bes!ds her;
A torn fragment from what wn
probably the afternoon paper.

Bha looked at It with vagos Inter
oat, thon suddenly ahe enught Ner
broaath with a shiarp sonnd of pain.

Cliford glaneed at her na he re
turnsd to the car.

“What's the malter?™ he asked,
atruek by thoe intensity of hor gaze

Goeorgle d1d not auswer him. She
folt us if the world and all solld
things had floated away from her,
leaving hor glddy and agonised, with
only the words she had read on the
rorap of papar blazoned defore her
fn loitors of fire.

“Movie Star Dios Suddenly™

(Copyrioht, n:n Doubteday Doran)

“Can 1t e Nlrhalau" Georgle
anks herselt In herror, tomatrrow.
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STEPS ouT ON PORCH O

cooL OFF

DECIDES HOUSE 15 (DOLER
SEE WHETHER IT'S CODLER  AND SHUTS ALL WINDOWS
INDOORS OR QUT ON THIS  Tb KEEP HEAT OUT

SLORCHING HOT DAY

i

DEQDES HOUSE 15 GET-
TiNG STUFFY AND OPENS
ALL WINDOWS, EXERTION

DRINKG A 6LASS OF
ICE COLD WATER 10

MERING HIM EXTREMELY COLD WATER WHICH FOR SOME REASON
ot PAKES HIM FEEL CON-
SIDERARBIY COOLER
7-lo (Copyright. 1053, bry The Bell Byndicats, Inc.)

By GLUYAS WILLIAMB
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6015 VERY HOT N DOME  GOES OUT O PIRGA O
50 mmr HIMSELF 100k AT THERMOMETER
T (OOL OFF, WHICH Ol- WHICH HRS BINE UP TWO
IV SEEMS T MMGE WM DESREES SINCE HE LAST

LOOKED AT 1T

¢

Sis THINKING HOW
MUCH HOTTER HE FEELS
SINCE DRINKING THE

NEWSPAPER 15 DELIVERED.
READS. EVERY WORD A-
BOUT THE HEAT WAVE,

AT AZ ]

MATERS HAVE
TEMFORARILY
EVADED JOSE AND
S EVHE cONORTS
Y £ScCA8/MS
THROUSN THE
SECRET AASTASE ipdyY
TV THE ROtk SHRE
OF THE CAVE on
THE NORTH CoaaT
OF TORTUG A
ISLAND THE Y
ST/LL FACE THE
DIFFICUT TASK
OF REMOV ING
'r,wr SYRATE CHEST
YO TWER INLAND
CAMR - MEANAWIE.

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Stopped By The Tlde

ABCUT T
Ry Fl.oﬁn. OF
THIS CAVE |3

LUCK LIKE A BIRD
IN A CAT HOME !

By GLENN CHAFFIN
and HAL FORREST

Hom 1 SE.E. WHY THIS
ND OF THE
ao uHA:l:E.&a\e-l..E'

YES™ THERE, ARE
oMY A FEO HOURS
DURING EACH DAY
WHEN IT 15 even
VISIBLE--LADY LuCk
IS STILL WITH US!
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BOUND TO WIN—

“Simpkie” Is Smart!
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THE NEBBS—It Looks Bad

By SOL HESS
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ATTORIEY EOR CEFEMSE ; | OBIELT YOUR HOMOR,
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LET HIM ANSWER]
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NO) SAN YOU DONT REMEMEER: A,

=i, SUCH SERIDUS IMPORTAVCE.

s Mark Rog

0 Pui Offles

Q' |F A PERSON LOST CONFIDENCE
N A MAN WHO GAVE WWJRELIABLE
Lr;JFOﬂMAﬂOM NOU COULDNT BLAME
1
A IM NOT BLAMIMG ANYBODY.
EVERYBODNS BLAMING ME.
QS0 YoU STILL MAIUTAIN YO INTENDED
TO RETURM HERET
1 CERTARINLY DO.
m—w WEL.L.. NOW CERTANY

NEW HOPE RISES FOR

g —
nnd barbom comnmittés, tha war de-
partmant hias announced army ens
gineers are making s new atudy of

CRESCENT CITY PORT s ==

WASHINGTON, July
At the request of the

10—~(AP)—
house Tivers

The board of army englneets hote
| han maked the district engioeer for

il report, and is awalting this before
taking actlon

FAMOUS FLAYOR

CELLOPHANE

BRINGING UP FATHER

(| MAGGIE WANTSHTO START

NOUTIN'= | Witk COuLD

1 OUR VACATION To MORROW
AR S\Janin iy GO TO DineTY S ||

onN

| NOW WHATILLDO-FLL
PRETEND ' ™M S1CK AN SHELL
GO WITHOUT ME-I'LL TELL
HER FLL JOIN MER WHEN
|\ FEEL BETTER"

CRACI LS
WHATS THE
MATTER?

MACCIE-DARLIN'-
CONT FERL WELL 'WE

HAaD & FEW DIZ2Y ,
ESELLS iM THE LAST “

FEW OAYS ="wELL-1
CUEST YOU'LLHAVE
TO GO ON YOUR
VACATION WITHOUT
ME-

WHY-YOU SILLY Bory-d
WOULDNT THine OF CONG
MWATHOUT YOU - V'LL STAY RIGHT

AT YOUR SIDE UNTILYOU ARE
WELL-WHAT DO YOU THIMNM
0 OF THAT?
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