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C&&DLINE drew back s little. 8he
didn't want anyops frum the vk
lage to ses her leaning oul of her
window st midnlght. The astops
were coining towards the village, nol
from It Blhe wondeied who 1t conld

. bathat was coming home so late.

Blie lsaned forward agaln with a

iver runnlng over her, There was
somecne standing at the gate. She
conld see no more than that, A
hornpeam hetge divided the garden
from the rond. (t was cut Into mn
archway over the gale, and under
this arch sumeone was stunding.
Caroline could see nothing but a
dark shape standing there quite
stiiL

The little breath of alr had died
away. Nona of the shadows in the
garden moved, And then all at once
the shadow by the gate did move
Bhe heard the click of the lateh, the
gats awung, creaking a little, and &
man came a fow slow ateps along
the path, He stopped between the
second and third rose-trees and
looked up.

In that moment Caroline thought
that her heart had stopped, Every-
thing poomed to stop, becaune, in the
dmak that waa neither light nor dark-
pesn, she thought It was Jim Randal
standing there. He had stood llke
that a hundred times, looklag op at
the old sohoolroom window when be
wanted her—-calling, “Caroline!™

He dldn’t call now. It wasn't Jim
=it couldn't be Jim. Ob, nm was
drowned. How could it—how could
it be Jim? DIid anyone ever come

back Ilks that In the dead of the|

nlght? Bhe foit as It she wore
drowning tog, bicatse she eom'dn’
talo her breath

And then qulte anddenly he
turned and went down the path and
out at the gate. The gate ecllcked,
and everything went on again.

Caroline found herself taking
deep choking breaths, Her heart
raced furfoualy. The noxt thing she
know she was on the stairs, running
down; and then the door was open
&1 shs was on the brick step, Waten-
A, There was no sound behind her
in e honae. Thers wis no sotnd In
tiie garden, not the rustle of a loaf
of tie stirffhg of & bird; but trom
the road there came the faint sound
of {sotntaps that were golng away,
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When he craosssd the moanlight
paiches Caroline was afrald. She
could seo no more than a tall man
wolking an {f he were tired. It was
‘whon be was only & shadow that ahe
felt moat sure that he was Jim.

They passed a little row of silent,
emply shops, They passed Mrs,
Graloger's cottage. It had ane pale
lighted window, Mre. Gralnger slept
badly, and was Inordioately proud
of the fact that ahs often read until
post midnight, It was past midnight
now,

Caroline looked back over her
shoulder and saw the window vory
small and far away., The village
world, other people, Arelight, lamp
light=—the whale of every-day life—
they were all rmall and far away
art left hrehind
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« plllars of grey stons with &

. stone ploeapple on top of each.
he moon shons on the posts and an
the plneapples, end on the man who
passed betwean them into the black
shadow which lay seyond.

8he muata't lose sight of him, Bhe
had lont the Inst lght of the village.
Whatever happened, she mustn't
lose Jim.,

Jim was drowned,

Bhe stood for s moment on the
edgo of the moonlight. The alms
stopped here, and the light shone
clonr acroms the gresn. Bomething
clamored In Caroline's ear: “Jim's
drowned—it cau't be Jim." And
then she was running through the
moonlight and fato the shadaw.

The trees thal bordered the drive
iwd been growing together for thire
ty years. 0ld Mr. Randal wouldn't
lsve anything cut. IL was as dark
A3 the darkest tunnel. It was dark
oven when he sun was shining. Now
It was llke a tunnel hung with blnck
vauvel

The gravel was s0 overgrown with
moss that It was like running on &
sofl carpat. Caruilne's feet made no
nolan at all, nor, when she checked
and llstened, could abe heasr the
sound of any olber foot. She went
on agaln, not running now, and with
tier bands fending out before ler.
The tunnel under the troes bad an
empty feeling. It went right on to
the corner of the hounse and there
censed

Carollne stood still and listened
sgaln, Bhe couldn't hear muything
at il It woan't dark any longer,
hut all the lght came barred and
chequared through the branches of
the great cedar which stood mp
against the moon,

The house seemed vague and un-
sutmtantial, Its tangled cronpers dap-
pled with silver. It wasn't a place
where people lived any more, There
was no fire on its hearth, no light
In ita chambers It was a houno of
dreama. ,

Until she stuud Lo thy biack mouth
uf the drive and looked st the houss.
Caroline bad been afrald. Part of
ber had been very much afrald; but
she had gone on becauass she had to
Ko on, Now the part that was afrald
stopped belng afrald any more, The
“mpty honce drew her into Its own

custis, and sldsy, Jed helug nfrnld.
o e LD P Medvds Lo oare of
Wuulapit and shadow, and as she
an mbe onlied,

“Jim] Jim! Walt forime!™

AROLINE came to the corner,
and eaw the whole front of the
botse and the gravel aweep helore
It unshadowed In a faint moony
light. In the middle of the aweep
tho (nan whom she had followed
stood looking up at the houss,
Caroline had done with hesitating
and being afrald. Thoss wera things
which she had left bohind, outaids
the dream, She came to him, run-
ning. Habtly. and as he turned at
tha sonnd of her runn'ne fast, she
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wnst of forgotien

things came ta Him from the shape

of the three polnted gables, the half
woon ehimnoy stacks, the blank win-
dows, the vy, and the falling eur-
talns of Virginia eresper,

And then feet running lghtly
over the gravel, and a girl holding
him by the arm and saying, “Jim!"
She sald 1t agaln, softly, with eanght
breath. She was bare-headed.

The moonlight had stolen all her
color. Her halr was shadowy and
dark, hor face just a half seon pale-
neas, bor eyes dark but eatching the
light as water doss, har hands hold.
ing his arm, small and yet strong,
her breath ecoming guiekly, her
purted lips dark whore darlight
wonld have shown them red.

*Timt"

Ho went on looking at her. The

hends on his arm bagan to shaks,
L] shy don't you apeak? Jim
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In an address befors the confer-

ance under the auspices of the Unjted
Btates Flag association, Copeland za-
paried:

"We must choose between bowing
the knee to the predatory arimina
and finding some effective means of |

world.” .
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TILSPIN TOMMY —Two Romecs—Each With His Own Juliet!

.
STORS AT NECKTIE COUN-
TER. DECIDES THESE
LOOK ATTRACTIVE AND
HE NEEDS A NEW ONE

AT LAST SELECTS ONE
BUT CANT FIND ANY-
ONE TO WAIT ON HIM
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PAWS THEM OVER FOR
TEN MINOTES, WONDER -
INe WHY ALL GOOD-1060K-
ING TIES SEEM TO VANISH
WHEN HE COMES "ROUND

SELECTS ONE HE LIKES
PRETTY WELL, BUT DE-
CIDES IT LOOKS ToO

BRIGHT AND YoutHFUL

BY RAPPING ON COUN-  DISCOVERS THAT HIS TE
TER FINALLY SUMMONS WHICH HE HAD LAID
A CLERK, WHO IS IN A DOWN HAS GOT MINED
HURRY 10 GEY BACK T UP WITH THE OTHERS
RIS OTHER CUSTOMER  AND'HAS DISAFPEARED

(Copyright, 1235, by The el Byndicate, Inc.)

By GLUYAS WILLAMS

CHOOSES ANOTHER INA
GUIET BLUE TONE WhItH
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HASTILY SELECTS AN-
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LIKE AND WONT WEAR

il

Y 7S,
L205T:

~IELD

gf"ﬁ!‘ WS TRANTARTING| |
VANMD SHaE TR | P
EACK TO THMeELE- Poi/nT

HONT MIAPrTS ONVD
INCIDENTALLY /S

TELL NG TOME HEXAS ’W :
THAT /8 MAIT STARTL/NG | R i s
TO 7oA Y- réﬁ-’ >

ROUND TO WIN—On With The Dance!
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