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Chapter 10
LETTER FROM OWEN
AY was warm and cheerful and
friendly, She was honestly en-
chanted with the {dea that ahe was
giving a coclktall party: that she

over hor fars of duuky halr, aven
putting hor gloves on. Hoth men
ware oddly quiet. She was fright
ened, and yot mores exclied than
she had over been (o ber [ife,

ER firat Improsslon was of the

vélvels and tepestries. of the
“privato sulte" of the hotel, Bhe bad
naver been loalde it before. Her
sncond wau of a tall impressive alim
woman riglng with manner from a
chalr fn the background; and then
befora ber disayiog eyes a young
man waa coming to moet her, tak
ing ber bands in his—hands as cold.
a8 axcited aa her own,

For n mouent she did not dare
look mt him. And then, llfting ber
eyon, It was all right, for what ahe
saw might have hoen the kind, wise

bad on & brand-new maroon sheer
with puffed sloeves and s lace tis,
all tucked to look like watlles; that
she bnd ot Ave pounds this last

wook (aha waa the stocky kind that
has to wateh pounds); that her
brown bhalr was curled I1n three
rows of tight lttle emart ringlets,

and that Morgan Black had come 10
tha party which could be heard yell-
Ing happlly within the Incedraped
windows of the Olivers’ handsome
somi-detachad stone house,

*| tried to drag her, but she had
some work to do Morgan sald
#Hhe sald sbe could have come if It
had been next week.”

“I'll ank har to the vary noxt one,
then," said Kay, her eyes crinkling
up with the pleastre of dolng some-
thing nlce.

You could do worse, if you were
s simple honest small-town Ind,
than go after Kay Oliver, Morgan
thought dinintereatedly. You would
always be sure of bounding pbysical
good-nature, of kindpess and e
slency, cheerful obvious jokes told
with a burst of laughter, of—avery-
ihirg.

And perhaps that blunt friendll
aoks, and that nice triondly obrious
nesy weren't the worst things in
the world for that lucky amall-town
|ad to hava abend of him, Ho slipped
bis arm through the ooe Kay held
out to hlm and went inside and
helped with the yelling.

There was A (rlendly rough-houss
going on Inside, As ona of the other
mon grabbed him—it was leapfrog,
somathing to do with (orfelis or
some other parlor game, he gath
sred — & lotter dropped from his
pockel. He had stopped for mall at
the post ofMcs, and then forgotten
all about It. As he stooped to plok
It up the nams across the back
caught hin eye.

“Hare, Int me out of thin," he sald.
‘G0t to read & latter.”

RIS went briskly home, her alng

Ing leason ance glven. She wan a
(ittle tirad. But the men would be
goming In wsoon. She would hoar
Morgan's quick light step, and Uncle
Will's heavisr one, on ths eraaking
poreh.

Sha aprang up, smiling a little at
balng mo claver an to hear from her
seat In the dining-room window:
aha ran out to the kitchen, whare
the kattle was bolling, and every
thing met rendy for tea: allced
lomon, teapof. sugar, cream, and
thin hread and buttar.

Sha bad baen dolng this for a
month or two now, Maorgan lked It
and Uncle William, tred from the
duy's work, was plcked ap by it
It m easy thelr two hours' wall
tor seven:thirty dinner, which Aunt
Hiln atill kept to bacnusa [ris's fa

[ ther had preferred it

i 8he had the big defaced beautitul
black japanned tray on a corner of
the table by the time the men ware
with her, Hefors Uncle Willlam
could bend to kina her, Morgan had
her by the hande,

“Iris, I've found him!®

She dld not need to sk whom,
What abe asked was "When?
Where ™™

Uncle Willlam looked dlspicited.
He did pol speak.

*Your brother wrote me; | pleked
up the letter at the post ofee as |
cama byl™

Morgan dropped It tn her Inp.

She stood nearaer to the window
1o get the fading Ught, and bent har
tonsed dusky head above L Her
hands shook so she could scarcely
hold the paper.

The writing and stationery ware
correct. Ha was no tramp, at loant

Owon Lanning and his aunt. Miss
Ross, would most Mr. Black and.
they noped. Iris, At the Persla Ho
el at five-thirty on the day they
recolved this That was all

“Am | to go?™ was all ahe could
find to say, now 1t had bappened
It did not seeim real,

“You. dear, you must go” bot
uncie snawerad, and Morgan was
putiing her Inio her teavy rough
eoat and pulling her béret down

Thers was a friend!,
inaide.

rough-house

face of Uncle Wil a generation
youuger,
The same rather long nqulline
ollve faco, the same large black
puplled gray eyes with thick Inshes
that all the Lanoings bhad; a par
rowly-bullt, middieslted man like
Unele WL but with & quick youth
ful suppléenens and poticonble grace
of movemant under the perfectly
tatlored bine serge. Thore was
somothing, ahe thoughi at Brst, &
tle bard In bis young tired face.
Hut ne was kind when e smiled.
Here was a brother with whom ahe
wonld ba safe.

“*Oh™ she said, “you are Owen.

“Yen," sald the volece, which ez
copl for I8 youngoer Intonntions
might have been her unele’s, alow
and rofloctive and steady. "I'm
Owen”
They regarded sach other A mo
ment looger, trustiog and liking
what they saw. Then (ris impul
sively Kimasd him, He was her
hrother!
“Phis e Aunt Josephine” he sald,
turning Wor to the rigld handsome
amiling Indy making eonveraation
with Morgan
irla saw, as they came clone,
somoons sbhe 410 not fesl quita at
eame With, hut Instinetlvely wanted
to (lve dp to. A risther hnndsome
woman whose fgurs would bave
bean girtishiy parfear but for & stif
poxs which beapoke disting rather

than nataral » ioss.  Het hale
lark red My atiire or arl, was
wayod and cul as perfectly asa way
ealdl In a window
vight 1AL DS Wavgare Lemes |
Irie Iearne, Yamorraw, how Owen
Miakes 8 living
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15 SENT UPSTRIRS To
ORDERS 10 [I5E SOAP

1. Lowls, :
PLBYED Lo CONGECLITIVE Polks
N PAR INTHE 1928 Micsourl
SIPTE TOURNAMENT,

AND DID NOT WiN
Tie

TME w
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Ollver Goldsmith's novel, *“The

IVER GOLDSMITH

wp,s PAID §H-00 FOR
Hic BEST WORK -
THE VICAR OF WAKEFIELD,¥
AND £1+000 FOR His
WORST WoRK - I
" NBTURPL HisToRY*

RETRIEVES I THREE
TIMES FROM FLOOR

t\,'uua?:s Y-t

WASH HIS FACE, Wi

FILLS BOWL. FINDS ONLY
A TiNY SLIVER OF S0AP
IN SOAP DISH

PEERS IN MIRROR 10
SEE WHAT THERE WS
FOR PARENTS 10 MAKE
SUCH A FUs5 ABDUT

HAS TROUBLE WORKING
UP A LATHER BEZAUSE
TINY PIECE OF SOAP
KEEPS SLIPPING FROM
BETWEEN HIS HANDS

LOSES V1 IH BOWL, Fi1-
NALLY HAVING 10 LET
WATER OUT 1o &ET If.
SOAP BY NoW 15 REDUCED A LITILE WATER ON FACE
1o VANISHING POINT

WHICH 15 LARGELY M~

(Copyrizht. 1000, by The Ball Byndicats, Ine.)

AT LAST CLURCHES SORR.
AGINARY, AND SPRINKLES OF SORP FROM CABINES

CLEANS FACE ON 10!
GETS A BIG NEW CAKE

PUT5 1T [N SORP DISH,
AND GOES ‘DDWNSTMES
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U-3-30 smaghs trmtiata. e
was nimnn'. continual revolution In

Viear of ‘Waksafleld," fs conaldered a

lnnr part or another of Panama. In

the writer's fame holidly rests, Gold-
smith's “Natural History” wos n|
very unscinntific work undertakoen

amasing disregara for acouracy mnd |
In it may be found some startling |
cantraditions,

Yot. |napite of Lhe vast difference | |f
in Wterary value between the two
works, the “Natura) History™ pald
Goldamith ten times mors in money
than did his clisste, “The Viear of
Wakefield"  Publihers gave him 1
000 for the former nnd only ebout | |
MO0.00 for the Intter,

Revolullon In Panama goes back
far beyond the middle nlnetsenth
eentury, but in the half century be-
Rinning witn 1860, the ltils coun-
try averagad ‘more than one revalus
tion n year. Colombia, which con-
trolled Panama, put domn ane after
another of Lthe rebelllons afier Pan-
ama it doclarsd Bormelf indepond-
oot until from 180G 10 1000 thers
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clamie in its field. Upon i, bis com- | [EE et (Gl the year following that, Panamn |
pdy, “Sho Btosps to Congquer and @ 3 —-ﬁﬁ‘v‘- nu’ﬁh’ ovarthrew Colombian  control, and
bis posm, “The Deserted Village. | the United States hastily recognized

her Independence — a fact which
probably guarantesd Panama's ‘roe-
| dom.

without research on hia rmr and

conalsting of rewrltten p of | Tomorrow: Tron Highways
other similar works, Golds ml. :I| in| A= T

his  “Natural History' showed an | Lane Cnse Closed

EUGENE, Ore, April 0.—{AP}—A
sald today that Otto H. Maurer, sec-
retary-treasurer of the Pebn Lumber
company at  McGlynn, apparently
committed sulcide, although death
could have been caused by nn accl-
dent
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IMITATING TORMYS
VOICE: HE LEFT THE
UNDERGROUND
CHAMBER DELIEVING
THAT TOMMY AND
AKEETER WERE
STILL ASLEEP FROM
THE PRUGGED
FOOD WHICH HE
HAD SERVEP
THEM, AND HURRIED
© T™EIR SHIP
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FXeren 1he AND NOW..| SHALL FLy \

TERROR THEIR PLANE TO BIG

TFE!MMITTED A BOuwL DER CREEK..
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MESSACE TO M K AT
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BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER - The Passenger

CRIP YOU WAIT HERE
WITH BRIAR AND OLOA-
A IVE GOT 10 SEE THIS

THING AT CLOSE HAND/
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“VLL BET ANNTHING
THERE WAS SOMEBODY
IN THAT pocxer—l\r&

MEARWHILE AT
THREE - POINT

‘..,_CO

THREE-POINT CALLING
SPEED WALTOM...
THREE-POINT

CALLING SPEED

(OHAY, ‘iﬁﬁ’ E-POINT...
AHEAD/

FORCED 4. .4_' VT
- ]

YOU'LL NOT CATCH
ME A SECOND
TIME, YOU TWO
FIENDS/

By EDWIN ALGER




