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olden Rain

BYNOPEIE: Ma Ella Lonning
T s et
ng {] mily,
werighed but aristo-
eratis and in ‘I‘I'ICI“N her dead
brother whom she thought wos o
rother Williom and Aer niece hg
to her gods, now Iris finds ahe has
even been deceived Her brofher
Owen did not dis in childhood she
Tearns, but (s probably alive and
well, Morgan Black, Miss Elia’e one
boarder, tells Iria he soitl find *rr
brother,

» —_—

Chapter Eight
NEW PLANS

“ryH, MORGAN, thank you! And

forglve mas for boing se horrld

1o rou”

Morgan tightened his arms about
trin before he released hor.

“There's nothing to thank me for.
Tou've never been horrid," he sald
{nndequuleiy,

*Lat's go downstaira. Lot's begin
right away!" ahn sald.

As he followad her slim ersct Ag-
ure, Mying lightly dowo the crasy
itle stalrs. be realized that be wan
—{n spite of everything—i{n spite of
bis eynlelsm and bittarnass and ey
erything In his past—in Jove agaln.
In love vith Irls Lanning.

“But 1 won't tell her so. How do |
know sha's any bonester thas the
rest of them? I'll walt. I'll soa her
thrangh this queer affalr; It
wouldn't be decant pot to balp ber.
But I'l. walt," he told bimsell

Novertheloas, be qulckened his
ateps, following her.

They ehut themselvea in that se-
cred and only private place, the
salon parlor that had been her
tather's atudlo, and eagerly leafed

Ella Lanning's scrapbook over to-
gothar,

“It's bere all right™ Morgan sald,
“She didn't lle to yow. She never
has, actuoaliy.” He read the yallowed
scrap aloud:

“Jg:n Rons Lannlng. Suddenly,
Junse 12, 1517, Aged 26."

There was no more than that

“And then Josle Ross—"

“She's your aunt, you know, Ax
much your aunt as Miss Ella"

“Why, so she {s. If she's alive. She
must bave gona away and taken lit-
tls Owan.”

Hy smiled,

“Littls Owen must be twenty four
now."

“Ob, he must be somowherel™
Buddenly she was erylog. "Morgan.
Morgan, | can underatand Aunt Ella

—aha's never carad for noything
“but Daddy, But Uncle Will—not to
toll me—"

Morgan Iald a gentle band on
hor quivering ahoulder. She was
erouched |n her father’ sacred arm-
chafr; har tossed wnfashionable
lovely hair down over har bands
that 1ld her face. He hoyed his love
did not show In the tone in which
ho anawered her.

“It's bacause they all loved youss,
they wers afrald {f you knew you
hnd peopls somewhers elss they'd
loga you."

“Hut that wasn't honest!™ she
erled out, “You wouldn't do a thing
1lke thit to anyhocs, would yout™

The innocently Implled faith In
him thrilled him. He answered hon-
estly,

“1 would try not to.”

A3 he spoke he remembered that
s had no cholce avout trylng. Be
fora ha knew he loved her he had
klven her his word that he would
find her brothar for her.

e sat up, found s bendkerchief,
snd hogan setting heraalf {n order.

“The girls you know don't ery, do
theyl™ she demanded, trring to
smile.

“Only when they'ra angry. You're
natural, Irin, I want you to be just
the way you are.”

OMETHING 1n his look mads her

drop her ayes,

“Everybody doos, The way peo-
ple want forelgnera to go oo WoAp
ing oational costumes In America.
And 1 hate it the way. they must
hate (t. Don't think I'm foollah, Mor
gan, But U've been plotoresqus and
Yietsrinn all my (ifa. You wouldn™t
like golng round fn widewhblskers
and a atock. aven if It was awtully
bacoming!™

He Inughed at her; she wan a0
protly and so gallant aud so alive,
sittiog up in the big chalr, tousied
and ardent.

“Of enurse | wouldn'e.™

“What do you think Owen s like?

s damanded. “Do sou suppone
ba'll ke ma? Don’t you think it's
wonderful.  bhavliog & long-los

brother lke a falrytale ahead of
run e

Morgan's leas hopaful mind fore
saw passilllities he would not of
fer heri & daydaborer, an asylum

ronre! 4, parhaps one of the
raggod lenn young men haoging
atour amployment agencien
“Poachapa he'll be ke you, Per
haps ha'll be ke your mother's peo

ple,” he anawered. “He ought to be
fond of you—people are, But, Iris,
don't put your bopes too high. It's
so long ago; perbaps | mayn't he
able to fod any trace™

Bbe sliook her head,

“The aynt that went away with
him was younger than Aunt Blla
Bhe might ba allve, tou. Oh, find out
averyLhing you can from Uncle Will
I don’t want to talk to bim about it;
tia's alnays so geotle, aod I'm afrald
I'd =¢. angry and seold him for not
telling me. Please fAnd out why he
never told me™

Her trust (o her people, he saw,
was shaken,

“After all, your fatker didn’t tall
you. Parhaps he wouldn't let rour
ugele”

Har face lightad, “Ob, that was it,
that must bave besn It. After all,
it {n a father's place to say about
things, isn't 27

Bhe was so esger to bellave In
them.

"0f course,” he wsald, furfons
meaowhile at the untairness for ber,
“I'll 8nd out for you the first minute
I ean.”

It was a good deal to do; to de-
mand of that proud, geutla old man
a0 iotimate s thing But the pext
oight. when they ware together
after dinner, he did I He was, &2
hin babit had become, helplng Uncle
Wil with some briefing, Iris was
atill (o the kitchon, helping her aunt
with the dishes.

He lald down the fountain pen
with which he had been maklog
nales from the lnw book, and looked
acrone,

*Mr. Lanning, there's something
Irls wants to knmow, and abo's so
tond of you she can't bear to ask yon
herself. | know I'm barging fo un:
forgivably—Iif {t were for anyone
but Irfs. Shas found out yesterday
that the brother she thought dead
s atill alive I'vo promised to help
har find him, I have to tell you—
and ask you for any data you have
about him.”

CLE WILL took it quietly, ex.
cepting for & whitened face, and
A trembling of the long wrinkled
Ivory hands moving among the pa-
pers.

“Is she apgry!" he asked, *1
goulda't béar to have her angry.”
“No." Ho felt an it ho wera altting
In fudgment, and he hatod it “She's
hurt, but she thinks thore muat be
a goud reason.’

“My puor ltile girl! There's a rea-
son, but 1 don't know how good
shell think (t'is. My brother wis ao
afrald that If she knew ahout any
of it she would go away from bim.
Ha made us promise. He—ha was a
parson of great charm, my brother,
and sf immonnse talent.”

Morgon wanted to cry out “But
he's dead!™ He did not. He only
nsked quletly, “Can you tall me,
thon, anything that will halp ma to
find your nephew?™

“The last time | saw him was fo
Philadelphia, after Jean's death.
The pext time | went Josephine
had moved. leaving oo address, 1—
had sUll hoped, l—cared for Jo
sophine”

“And yot you gave her up!" He
conld not help it

“My brother's talonts made my
Nnaneclal help necessary.” Uncle
Willlam stiffened. “l never gave hor
up. I hoped on till sha terminated
the sngagement.”

Morgan did pot pursua this
turther. The story was plain: Misa
Elln bad insisted; Uncla Will, like
many otherwisa good nod wisa nian,

bis womenfolk.

Joaaphine Ross, and everything
alse abaut her that might tead ta her

| discovery, which Uncla Wil gave

with Iswyerlike precision.

“Bot {f Josaphine s llving, and
dolng wall—and she waa the type
that wooccesds—sha may want to
take Iris way from us,* he satd. He
looked mcross the faded tablecloth
with terror. Aad Morgan, with a
Illke 'sar (n his beart, could only
say, “But it's bar right afr.”

Uncls Will nodded. “Yea. It's her
right” He put ou the hand that
had bean leafing aver tha briefs angd
took Morgan‘s

Irln, In the kitehen, was saylog
nothing about any of {t to her aunt
Mins Ella was Just a» usual, The
acotia had passed, When you have
lived with anyons all your Nle
routine bolds you. Irls was used Lo
ber runt: she loved her She was
used tc baving everything sacrh
ficed for bor father's “geanjun™ And
a0, lnstead of demanding or re
preaching, sha took for granted the
| fmct that Miss Ella always had pot
|her tathe) Oret and always would,
and talked about the dixhes and tha
next day's dinner.

(Coporighe, TRI13E Waspaat IViddames)

| Mergan gets a highly important
letter, Manday.
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX |
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JOHN STARKEY
IN ORIO, ENTERED THE

Jahn Sharkey's Clvil War exper]-
enoes  lusted Just o Uttle tian
one whols day.—yet in thiat doy more
happened to him than doos to many
men in a lietime of soldisring. Star-
key joined the Unfon army, entealned
ftor duty, entered bostlle ground and
mist  the enemy—he wos captured, |
paroled and returned homd,

Jesa

Btargey, woa one of & group of men I
In and sbout the little town of Mor- |

row, Ohlo, who organived a' home
guard unit to protest thelr hones
from  ralds. by Morgnin's  Bouthern
troope. He had previously been re- |

jected for regular duty boecause of his

| eatth.
He an dhia follow noldisrs driljed | §

with hrooms, axe, hos nnd mke han-
dles—then declded to go to a neisrby
military supply stutlon for regular
arms,  They enrolled and got on
special truln one morping snd pulled
ot of Morrow amid touching ceros
monies and insplring chesrs—avworn |

men,

oA Tew miles out of town the lr:-.lnr
stopped and the new soldiers found
Ltheinsalyes surrounded by grey cipd

poldidia — Morgin's men  themeelves.

|
Surroundnrd and “:“H"“: arms, thny

had osen a coward and alave before |

Morgan asked tha last addross of |

were taken prisoners, psroled  (nunes |

ﬁﬂ- ,ég

JOINED THE LNIOH ARMY

AGRINST THE ENEMY,

Whs CAPTURED, PAROLED,
AND RETURNED HOME ~ y
ALL IN A SINGLE DAY //
! C/

- Gt Ware=

- A :
il
G~ ¢ omioras 5K,

j AND A5 SON Tom Jk,

B TIMES BETWEEN
THEM - B-TIMES
ERCH/

AELD 186/- 1872
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™My WRIGLEY'S
|F YOUR THROAT
IS DRY ApnD
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to turn back the menace of Morgan's e

‘THE PACIFIC OCEBN CovErs

WoM THE BRITisH OPEN

"AUTHORSHIP A
SECRET FOR |13 fehRs
L

A% MUCH OF THE WORLD
P?as AlL THE OTHER
BODIES OF WHTER
PIT TOGETHER

Moty Tendleats. tae 4—-'-%
‘\.
| & back home. Thay got back that
eYening—tholr war experiences over,

The golfing dynasty of the Mog-
| ¥lasy, futhor and son. began in 1861
when Tom Morris, Sr.. won the Brit-

| Al Open.  He won it again the fol-

lowlng veor, agaln in 1864 and again

In 1867, The noxt year his sof, Tom
Morris, Jr, won It. The son won the
Britiah Open four unies In a row—in
1868, 1869, 1870 and 1872. There was
{nn tournament in 1871, Tom, Jr.
dicd when he was 24 yeara old, in
| IATB—four times the winner of the
Britiah Open.

Tomorrow:  The Burning Highway.

TAILSPIN TOMMY—The Hooded Flyer Springs His Trap!

4§-3

APRIL WEATHER

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

JUNIOR HAS HIS MOMENT OF TRIUMPH
WHEN, AFTER CONSIDERABLE ARGUMENT HE
HAS BEEN SENT UPSTRIRS 10 CHANGE HIS SHOES,
AND DISCOVERS THAT ALL HIS OTHER—
SHOES ARE WET, 10D

| -

SLUYAS
WILLIAMS

_{Oopyright. 1056, by The Bell Byndicate, Tne.)

S§'MATTER POP-

By C M PAYNE ¥

put back on the tealn snd |

I"tumnu THAT
TOMMY AhD SHEETER
HAD BEEN PRUGGED
& DOPED foOD '
WHICH HE HAD i
PREPARED FOR THEM
THE TERROR
PROCEEDER TO pUT
IH A RADIO CALL
USING THE THREE-
POINT CODE AMD
IMITATING TOMMYS
VOICE,
UNSUSPECTIMNG
THAT TOMMY
WAS FULLY
AWAKE AND
LISTENING TO HM
2462

A CALLING

TOMKING ... TOMMY TOMKINS
THREE=POINT.,.. SHIP
CRIPPLED DOWM AT BIG

BOULDER CREEK

15

TELL THEM SPEED waALTON
1S COMING M WITH THE
DENVER MAIL..,
15 NEAR
HE'LL DPROP DOWN AMND GIVE
THEM A HAMD....

THEIR POSITI

HIS COURSE

-t YHA
AH... HHL,. THEY HAVE FALLE

on

THEF 1S M
_%-.xmm' ?

L

THE NEBHS -Yes—Yos

DO YOU MEAN 10
INTIMATE THAT A

OY "M AOT
FINTIMATING
OUR | AMNVTHING, DR,
A KILOVITCH, BUY
THE LETTER )
e 1A GONE- ¢

S

& | GLAD | FOUND
YOU DOWN HERE-

THAT Way 2

WHAT DO YOU MEAN
BY ENTERING THIS ROOM

By EDWIN ALGER

| SHALL

= -

by ‘4.—-av 2]
= !
£ - =

AN UNEARTHLY WHISTLE, THE ROAR OF A |
THOUSAND MOTORS AND A BLINDING FLAGH
OF LIGHT HALTED DR. KILOVITCH /




