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(% By the World FORGOT

A New Serlal by Ruby M. Ayres

Chapier 41
BISHOP'S LETTER

B\' the morning post Lhers were
two |lstters for Qeorgle—one
from Clifford Asher, telllng her
Ihat he had called at the hotsl again
only to find she had gone, mpbrald-
ing bor for mot telllng bim and
s'“4diug onse more that shs would

vo him s chanee to show how
mitich be cared.

(eorgle slghed as ahe Iald it aside
and took up the second letter., It
bore the stamp of the hotel sha had
just left and was addreased in writ-
inz she 414 not kmow. Before she
read it, she turned to the ond to
diseavor the algnature, and a It
tle shiver of apprebension went
through her as she read it; Blshop
Leltor,

Why had has written to her? Per-
haps Evelyn bad losisted that he
should, lo order to add nis upbraid.
ing for the thinrs she was anpposed
to have done, For the first tlne
Georgle recalled the ngly words her
mother had used to her abput di-
voree, It seemed queer that until
now Chey had almost entirely es-
caped her memory.

Bhe looked Into the neglected gar-
den beyond the window, and for a
moment shée visuallzed BRBishop'a
worn, rugged face, with ita [inea of
pationt remignation and the big
clomey fgure that had always
made her think of an Imprisoned t)-
ger, beaten {nto submission by long
captivity, *“We are both In the
wrong box, Georgle, you and 1"

Hoe had sald that to her once and
had added; “Wo might halp each
other by belng friends.” The mom-
ory of those words brought -with
them a pang of remorse.

Hnd aho misjudged him? Hadn't
He alvo sald “I <hould Hke to help
you it I cam ., .M

Georgle shivered as If 2 cold wind
had suddenly swept past her, and
almost reluctantly she took up his
\stter again.

Dear Georgle:

L am ot bllmlnf your for going

without s bya to
%:r;gut 1 eannot rs;lrl‘fl urlnlr:nn
n

Riwaya coms right
deserve  that they

Tours,
: Hishop Lelter.

It was a strangs letter. Goorgle
road it thiough balf a dozen times
And still feit thut she could not en.
Hrely underatand his meaning.

Had ha guessed what her thoughts
bad been that Iast morning when
she hroke away from his kindll.
dess? If so he must have heen hurt
—aruelly hurt.

Had sho been wrong to belleve
Nelly's casual gosaip about him?
Wasn't It true that he and Bornle—

She seemed agaln to see Blahap's
lined face and patlent eyes, and her
pwo wore suddenly dimmed by
lears.

*“I'll writa to him,” Georgle told
torsell, “I'll write and tell him I'm
torry. Ho'll undoratand,”

Bho  bitterly reproached herselt
tor her hasty Jjudgment, snd yet
‘lould abke have seen Blshop ab that
poment ber confidence might agaln
bave wavered, for he wua [n the
itudlo, standing gaunt and patiant
with Barnls Boyd's cloak over his
srm, watehing whils ahe rebearsed
A ecene of her now pleture,

ILLICK, the wealthy director

‘who had brought her to Eng
land, was bealds him, & spare, alert
man with an eternal frown, which
was deeper than usual now s he
§poke to Bishop In quick, Irritable
tones, :

“Mdntague's rotten. Hoe'll ruin
the pleturs. We want & man lke
Nicholan Boyd., There's a fortuns
waiting for a man with hls face
and fgure and personallty. Why
hs wanted to go and smash himeel!
up beats me. Film stars can't afford
to play the hero In real life, nnd
anyway the girl wasa't worth a
curse; thers are thousands 1lke hep
AL tha door of this studlo every
day.”

"You knew Nicholas Boyd®
Blshop asked,

"Kuew him! Should think [ aid.
Ha hated me thougk, fenlous of his
wile" Killlek laughed sneeringly.
“I sbould say he had soma canse to
be Jealous; bet be knows now that
if he'd had any sense he'd have glv.
on mo & hotuns to take her off his
hands and a vols of thanks too.”

Bishop gianted down at the furry
WrAp across his arm; It was lke
Berale hurself—protty, but eutlrely

*What sorl of & man was Boyd?*
hie nsked after o momont,

Killick shrugged his shoulders.

“Engllshman’ he asld brlefly.
“A white man, you'd call bim [ ax-
pect. Docent encugh fellow, too de
ceot In some ways | don't owe him
any grudge. He's down and out mow
all right, poor devil"

He ruzhed away again to enter
inte a feres argument with Darnle,
who was stampiog ber fool and on
the borderiine of tears.

Blahop bunchnd his shonlders in
distasto and turned away, the fluffy
cloak slippleg unkeeded to the floor,

"What a (1fe" he mutiéred, and
be thought spddenly of Georgle's -
brown eyes and sensitive [ace

EORGIE put her head round the
kitehon doar and looked at Mes.
Drill with wistial eyaes,

“Would sou llks to go to the ple
tares?’ she asked.

Mra. Drill looked up from & paper-
backed novel.

“Plotursa! What pletures, mins?”
she asked blankly.

“The fAlmn" Georgle explained.
“Wo can get the hall past two bus
to Redbam; thers's a snice ploturéd
hotse there™

Mra. Drill hosltated.

“1 don't know that I will Mixs
Georgle, thank you all the same.
I've got a bit of rheomatism, and
sltling In thase hot places don't halp
matiers, thank you all the sams,”

Georgle smiled and sighed to-
gother; sho was an tired of her own
company that she Had been driven
to woligit AMre. Drill's ehosry com-
panionehip rather than be left any
longor to her own thoughts,

Sho had beott home nearly a wook
now, the longest week nha had gver
axperiencad, and in threo days' time
Edward Baneroft and Mrs Sponta
waore to b married.

Nobody had offered to buy the
Hollles, nobody had even been to
look over It although Baneroft had
gone to the expense of having a
board posted bealds the gute, bear
ing tho legond “this desirable res)-
dence for pale.”

Ho had told Georgle that she
might stay on na long an the house
was not sold, *Or for a few wooks,”
be had added, mindful of the fact
that the house might never be sold,
and Goorgle had agreed, nst know.
Ing what elsa to da,

8ho bad not heard a word from
Evolyn, and Blshop bad not replied
to her shy, apologetin latter,

Appprently they had both done
with her.

Yeatorday Olifford Asher had
baen down to woe her. Georgle did
not 1ike to think of that fast meet.
g with him, and todny he was
salling for South America.

8ho had' sent him a telegram to
sny goodbye, but as ahe atood in the
village post aMde lesltating whether
to put “Lave from Georgle" or just
“Georglo! a sudden doubt hnd come
Into her mind.

Was she making a mistake In
sending bim away? His love would
have been something out of the des
olution—somothing to lean on, e
bo sure ot

And after all sho had put “with
lovs” reallzing that she did love
him asa frlend, and that ns Nicholas
had ance sald to her "It might help.*

Nicholas bad not writtén to her;
At first she had thought he might—
had smlmost hoped, forgetting that
he did not know whore she was to
bo found.

“Well, 1 think 1I'll go to the Plo
tures,” she sald with an effort. “)
shan't ho in to tea, and you need
hot walt If you want lo go, Mm
Drill*

In the movies nhe alwiys felt
nearer to Nicholas; it was aa if ahe
looked nt wondorfully {mpossibie
places whara oneo ho had lved aod
moved.

“Take your umbrella, Mism
QGoorgle, It's rainlng” Mrs, Dell)
#ald, but Qeorgle put on an old hat
and coat, snd started off with her
hands plunged into her pockats

Ceorgle looked up at the grey aky:
perhaps 1t was ralnlng 1o Ireland
too—Edward Bancroft who had
apsnt pirl of his youth there sald
It slways rained {n [reland—he
called it & God-forsiken country;
Georgle wondered It It seemed God:
torsnken to Nicholns,

Whoa she reached the post office
tho bus bad gone, and she remem:
bered that the clocks at the Hollles
were upver right—elther too slow
or too fast. It was ralning more
boavily, but aha sel out to walk the
four miles to Redbam, 1t 'was pome
thing to do—a moans of pasaing the
long lonaly afternoon.

(Copyriohs, 4921, Dosbleday Doran)
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Tragedy, reanier
Goa l‘ﬂ?l'l’llfl. .

Driver Held When
Passenger Killed

PORTLAND, Ote., July 20.—(AP)—
Roland Duffls of Portland was
eharged with inveluntary manslavigh-
ter today in copnection with the
death last night of William Maher, 24,
who whs riding In Duffle's automo-
blle when It ermabed into another
exr, Helen Smith, 18, and Dorothy

|sm-pmn. 81, both of Tacoms, Were
injuted apd were takes 1o a Lo
Duffie’s auto-

pital.
| motte,

They weore (b

-
PORTLAND, Ore, July 2. —(AP)—
Rudolph Tuoml, 13, of Castle Rook,
Waal, died tn & hospital here today
from » fkull fracture and other -
Juries, suffered when he was struek
by an automobile near his home yes=

| Keith, 48-year-cld recluse who left|in Mis Towls's complalnt wese not
g the bulk ¢f a million-dollar estate | properly drawn. ‘There was no action
\ t0 & nephew in Oregon, Albgt G|« Jther cantest filed by Mra Etta
| Allen, n writer, was ended temporer- | Eakridge, s sister of Mlas Kelith,
iy ————

1 day ¥ upes —_—
|.:ummc the des r of the trus.| Call the Sousbern Oregon Credit
|tee. The comrt g the contestant, | Burean They can wll you who pam
| Mary Allen Towle, & nitce, %o weeks | a8 dobls prompuy.

i in which to file an amended com-
LO8 ANGELES, July 268.—(AP)~— | plaint. Broken windows giazed by Trow-
Tha trustee clalmed the sllegations oridge Cabinst Works

DANA DIRECTOR

0F PUBLIG WORK

WASHINGTON, July 28.=(AP)~—

ten reglonal adviscrs to the pua'u!
works sdministration and named the
hradquarters of the reglons In which
tze 11300000000 public works funds
will be spent,

Thesa advisors will serve as direct
representatives of the sdminlstration
and will obtain from state hoards lists

thely hesd-

Prealdent Roosevelt todsy app

af prpjests for conalderation.
The reglonal

quarte

the siates In the »

A ang

{ ;o0 include:

Reglon 5: Marmhall Dana of Porn.
lind, Ore.; Portiand, Montana, [daha,
Waahington and Oregon

—_——

Polded fenders unfolded. Brill Ma:.

nl Works.

Phone B42. We'li haul away your
refuss, City Banitary Service.

S'MATTER POP— '

One eontest aver the w!!l of Margaret
By C. M. PAYNE

HAave 4 NiCcE
TIME AT THE

ol Mes,we +Had e
GRANDEST TIME_,
PoP!

/ﬂd,WE ALk, JTusT
| TELLED AN Yelre
AN “MELLED
]

wWHaAT v
~Seou ALL

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

THE STORM

£

=3

g

SETfLES FoR SLEEP AFMER A
HOT AND SULTRY Day

=)
&

THERE'S SOMEBODY TIPTOE-
Mo [N D SHUT HIs WINDOW.
HOW THINGS ARE BLOWING

ARGUND |

I

HOW COMES THE RAIN
AGAINSGT THE winDow

Q/
HEARS WIND BEGIHNING 1O

BL0W IN TAE TREES. HOPES IS
A STORM - STORMS ARE FUN

HURRAH! THERE'S THE'FIRST
FLASH OF LIBHTNING, AKD BY
I HE SARW AUNT MABEL wWid
HER FINGERS IN MER EARS

.

=3
_MUST TRY 10 KEEP AWAKE LONG
ENOUGH TO NICK OFF THE BLANKEYS
GRANDMA ALWAYS PUS OVER HIM
AF{ER A STORM

L‘I-z& (Copyright, 1683, by The Bell Byndicate, Inc.)

VES, 175 A STORM (OMING, HE
¢AN WEAR THE FAMILY RUNNING
ROUND SHUTTING WINDOWS

WONDERS WHY SHE DOESHIT
LIKE THUNDER , HE LOVES T -
SUCH A BOOMING SOUND.
HERE IT 15!

BUT THAT PATTERING ON THE
WINDOW |5 SUCH A PLEASANT
SOUND , HO HUM, M5 LULLING
WM RIGHT 10 SLEEP

JSOMELSODYS SEEN
7 TROMBIN' AROUND
. NERE-- ) TELL
You | HEARD

/Il TOME LiKE
TALKCIN'-~

By GLENN UHAFFLIN
angd HAL FOHHEST

PERHAPS VDU WERE RIGHT!
BUWLHAT YOU THOUGHT wAS
THE VOICE OF A MAN A4S

HE ENORT OF A PIG--~
FIGHT!

\
W

A A
_LOOKIN'FER LOTTA BLACK

WEEK OR TWO Y ABOY NAMED BE™
— ’ | 2% T

1%

A cosey
A PLAC

EVERY OTHER
SNAPPIN TOURTL
HOLLOW THAT A COSBY AVN'T
TAKIN' BACK TALW FROM THE
LIKES O YOL A THAT WHEM)

HE STAYS
UNTIL HIS JOB IS
COMEY

ANMNY-HOSTIN
I HOOT OWL

ES INTO

THE NEBBS—Hear Ye—Hear Ye

By SOL HESS

T VEED MUCH T\WHAT A BIG
Sy s b N THE waY |DURN FOOL HE

Mo we v oA w0 S50 Y oo B eEe
me iosmane |l3 SHLES fen e see ) .
ALODERMANIC  [lfMan) FER INERFICIENCY . el T i o SRR L 1% A POVicE
Bo0Y OF NOU ALL KNS HE ALLOWED BE HEARD_1 &AM HERE IN
NORTHVILLE \lHE INTEREST OF OUR

IN MEETING |

ASSEMBLED TO

CETERMINE

WHETHER OR MOT

«| GREGORY 1S TO

REMA AS

NORTHVILLE'S

POUCE FORCE,

-

THE THING THAT

1 MET THE TWO

I3 AMOMGST OURE A4 LIEN T PO
FORCE AND /FOLKS BUT 1 2 JSuSVED THEM O SC PoOLICE

OFFICERS anD
TOWN

OM, JUST A MOMENT, GENTLEMEN |
COULD MAVE HAPPEMED TO AnY OF US.

THEY WERENT . Wy |
IS SUPPOSED TO BE EvERY-

THING FROM A NURSEMAID TO A /

BLOODH QUND, 50 JUDGE NOT, LEST

A WNED TO HiM
MEN BEFORE HE DID

I'™M NOT. SO SURE YET
A POLICEMAN A THL

| MacGIE=1 JUST
HAD A THOUGWT

DALGHTER=1 JUST HAD A
THOUGHT: 1-OW WOULD

| HEARD You
AND MUST SAY

PAanAMA CANALT
- JUST LOVE

THE TRIP- TELL

tarday alternoan

RIG

F'F §F'F 'Sy

-y

ASTE FRESH

M-

MOTHER-

T

Ciﬂ\ Kong fon X

byt b Urrw Bliss

T BE IF WE TOOK A OH, DADDY - T8 AN AWUZ TS THE FIRST |
TRIP THROUGH THE A WONDERFUL TELLIN' SENSIBLE ONE
THOUGHT- I'D | DAUCHTER- YOUVE HAD

™M GLAD ™
QiTTiNS

CREDYT FER I
LHOMETHIN'=

WHOS GIVINGYOU CREDIT?
|V THOUGHT OF THAT A
WEEK ACO aND NOTHING
WOULD PLEASE ME MORE
THAN TO GO THROUGH THE
Pamama Canal -

By George McManus

BUT-

l CONTINUED

i — e —

There’s No Guesswork in Tribune A. B.

irculation




