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AYNOPSIB; Threugh Merpes [tion. When he wouldn't go take a
filasks 1he apeaared oNe day 4% |job aha took us and weat away.”
:’;‘l‘-ﬂ!‘-u;n- ::: he “m mfg “No good! | can't pelleve 1t.” Bud
mony years dafors. HAe found |denly she got cootrol of harsell

alap ker ‘auni Jossphine a fomous
couturiere, and learns tNai apainat
s wils Orwen de

geniue.
Chapter 13
BITTER TRUTH
ST TAVEN'T you any money?
anked [y,

“It would take whe* we both have
for all that, and to carry me till
thinga get better—thin Is & bad time
tor architecture anyhow. But that
Ien‘t the point; Bigrid won't marry
ma till | cut out working for Phina.
But | owa It to Phlos, much as [
hata boing & man:milliner.”

His shoolders sagged & litile.

"*¥You musto't tell them —~Aunt Ells
and Uncle Willlam, They'd die.”

“Gosh, Iris, you'ra & grand per
son!"

Blie shook her head, tremulous,

“I'm not grand, Owen. Can't you
#oe? I'm nelfish, Because—this frees
me*

Her brother fung an arm around
her.

“I've nover been free mysell. Bul
it | can manage it you shall be
After ull, {f the old people did It
they wanted to, There's a loi of
wasts in life usually, | guens.”

And then Irls koew that {o spite
of the pophintication and the world:
llness of this now brother of hers
thers was something she could give
him: her freshness, her ballef in
lite and living, ber knowledge that

Thera soamed nothing to do but to | everything was (mporlant and
slip her hand In his and say, “I'm | worth while.
sorry.” “But we'rs young! We can go

“But what about youl!" he de
manded more briskly. “Who's this
Black that seems io be running
everything? You engnged?”

“Goodness, no!™ Irls soawersd
aghast. "Just & bonrder. As for sven
being Interested In sach other, wa
begnn with & terrible row. He's a
splendid friend, though!™ she add
ed. “He's boen wonderful to Uncle
Wiil, We don't know much about
him, except that (Tnele Will says he
knows epongh ahout human natore
to know he's naver done anything
Yery wrong."

Owen wis a little white as he an-
tored the house; but he was saylog
fiippantly, “For unworldliness, you
should all ger large leather medals.”

On the stafrs they met the doctor
coming out.

»Oh, hiss anything happened " irle
demanded; the aoclor dld not come
to that hold
somathing was very wrong Indsed.

Tha doctor apoke to her cheerlly.
*Only a touch of neuritis, s hang
over from your uncle's hurt log. And
a bit nervous excitament, | under:
stand." He looked keanly at Owen,
unmistakably s Lanning. “He can
#on vialtora; It'a better for Lim than
sispense, But ha mustn’t get ap tar
A couple of weeks. This is your
brothar, fen't (LT*

“Yen, My hrother Owen™

“Good. Glad o ses you hers, my
boy. You'll ind you have very fine
poople. Now go nlong and most your
unecle”

Unele Willlam was ready for
thom, calm and Intersated in his
armohalr. “I'm glad to see you, my
boys,” wasall he sald, queerly. Uwen
cama ovar and put his band o his.
Irin allpped out of the room, Before
e wan gone shs oould ses tham,
Uwen and Upcle WILL sitting for
ward, begloning to talk in the slow
¢ool friendly way they both had.
She smilod n little to herasll. They
would get on,

After porbaps balf an hour Owen
eama downsiairs, He spoke In the
light way she bad learned was his
armor,

“Grand old guy,” be sald. Then,
as If he didn't mean to be so in
earnest bot conldn't pelp it “Rela:
tlonship's & quear thing, Iris. | ex-
pocted this would all be pratly awk-
ward but—haog It all = | beloog
with you and Uncle Wil I'm the
same bresd of cal It's the oddem
fosling possible. | never belloved (o
kinship before”

“What did Uncle Will say when
you sald that

B ianoghed. “He sald. ‘Call It

chromosomes, my boy, and &
younk sophiaticate Uka you'll teal
more at eass over IL° You know
he's awall”

“l thought we wers Jusl usual
poople,” sald Irls. “Lots like ua all
ovaer tha pince.”

Ho ahook his head. “Bhow me
Fathor's plotures—that did 1t all™
he sald abruptly

Sha opensd the door of the hean-
gl long old parlor. She stood by
the door, and watched him move
about the room. she saw Blm pass
poa plotore, paiss st another, till
he had mads the round of tham
twice, He returned to her, “All right,
Iot's go,” wan all he sald,

“No. Tell ne”™

He wan direct. “All waated,
good at all, Irls"

She backed agaloat the wall, 8ha

No

on!™ she sald ardently.

He looked at her.

“Can weT If you say ao, Irls, some
bow | can go on belleving”

She Ianughed. “Of course! Ana
now, alncs you are golog to be an
architect, look at the house. lan't 1
good? And Daddy has a colleciion
of Stlogel glans he used to ahow
people, Owen, you musto'y think of
him as cruel. Helng with him waa
like balng in exciting sunlight—|
can’'t may It npy other way—people
would give evorything for |t

He looked at her gravely.
“‘Beleg In  exeiting wsunlight.
That's & good phrase tor {t. You
have It, too, Irin”

She laughed and shook her head
*Oh, I'm Iris—I1'm a cross between
sun mnd raiostorms! Hers, look st
the glass!™

She weiit to the cupboard. open
Ing It to show bim tha long array.

UT ho did not exclalm, or look
{mpresnod, as she bhad expocted
him to. “"Come on away,” he sald,
suddenly angry Hm banged shut the
eupboard door. e took her by the
wrist and walliod her out Into (he
ball, where ha threw her coat and
béret on her and telephoned tor a
taxl, and had bher back at Phioa’s
room In the hotel bafors she koow
what It was about.

“Phinn, you were darn right about
Aunt Ella.” he sald furlously as he
walked In, “Sho's kept Father full
of collector's Itema and luzuries
while this poor kid's pever nad =
decent thing 1o nor lfte. As far as |
have anything to aay aho shan't atay
with that nutty old woman one
minuts longer!™

“Hold on a minuts,” said Mor
gan's clipped quiet volce from be
hind Aunt Phina. where they bad
been standing talking by the win
dow. “Irls han had high ideals ana
love und devollon. She's lved with
one of the fneat maen | ever met,
ahe's been brought up to honeaty
and simplicity and gagoty. She In
betler educated and bas more (al
enin than any girl 've aver seen
I'd llke to know how much real love
and and happl

Jou can offer this girl it you snatch
ber away from a ome that centers
on her”

“You scem (o have tather & low
oplnfon of the world butslde Paraia.
Pennsylvania,” sald Phlaa In a
sllky volee with an edge under its
slikiness, “It has—misjudged you,
perhaps? Your romantle ldeas of
what wa are offering her de nol
approve, perhaps, the soclety of har
own brother—and parhaps & botle
hat and shooes?”

Morgan bad Bushed. as i some
phrase of Phina's struck home, but
Ne anawered sharply none the lass.
“l can only repest that a girl of
Irin‘s ideals and upbringlng will not
be happy in the Uifs you can give
her”

“You seem {o think tha Lannings
down there are the only people In
the world who ¢an jove [ris”™ sald
Owon bluntly. "1 happen to be har
brother; and | love her and want har
8o doas Phina.”

Iris, burt at Morgan, a lttle
thrilled, a little frightened, stood I
reaclize.

“I'd better go Lo supper,” sha de
clded fnally, “That (4" = her samils
fAnshed,—*I you won't have van
Ished Into & cloud befors tomor
row ™

“Not at alL” sald Philna, gay

felt mn It someons had struck her | ...
over the hoeart. Her grest ayes Irls went over. and In the old
biazed, . fashlonad aettlonate Pennarlvania
“All tor nothing? Uncle WL aod | paanion  kissed them  botk  good

Aunt Josephine not marrying--all
our years of pinching and ssalf-dental

by, Uwen kinsed noer In return and

mald, “You'ra a paach. See you (o
—all Aunt KNS AAvinE 10 188 | morrow ™ Then Morgan awapt her
kitchen. . * AWAY,
“Yen. And the broken marrisge, sy Bde Wisiinck B
too. Tha! was because Mother “un' g
wanted our father to sarp monay, et haa
%0 that | eould be glven an aducas | qomoraw 0 Mmeat theliling day,
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX
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Iu nr:w YOR¥, MORE PEOPLE
RIDE ON ELEVATORS EVERY DAY THRM
ON ELEVATED TRPING, STREET CARS, SUBWAYS
BND BUSSES COMBINED wmi

BOTILE MYSIERY ~
A 12-INCA,SALT WATER

INSIDE b 5-GhL,
BOTTLE (N THE
OCEPH uy

- agnisold, Fld.-
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FIRE FAN
" PENJAMIA M, BLLIS,
Bosrtor,

HAS BTIENDED
77,000 FIRES AND HiG
NEVER BEEN A

CONSCIENTIOUS

{2
»

15 SURPRISED To FIN
MUD ON LEF{ SHOE

COMES IN FROM PLAY,
MBTHER CRLLING SOME-
TING HE CAN'T MAKE
our

HOPS AROUND ON LIV-
ING-ROOM RUG To SEE
IF SHOES ARE MUDDY.

1D

TRAILS THROVEH HOUSE MOTHER (hLLS FROM
SHOUTING To MOTHER.  KITCHEN 10 BE SURE NoT
WHAT DID SHE SRYZ 10 BRING ANY MUD IN,

THE HOUSE WAS CLEAN,
~To-DRY

E0ES UP 10 HIS ROOM
10 PUT HIS BRSEBALL
THINGS AWAY

BECOMES DIMLY AWRRE ERSES CONSUENCE BY
THIT HE HAS LEFM A TRAIL  GOING OUT AND CLEAN-
ALL OVER HOUSE. TRIES 10 ING SHOES THOROUGHA
KICK BIS OF MUD [NTO FIRE- 1Y ON DOOR-MAT
PUICE, MAKING MRTERS WORSE

EXAMINES RIGHT SHOE.
WONDERS WHERE HE
60T ALL THE MUD

D

BLIAS
4-8 WILLIMIS
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FIREMAN

S'MATTER POP-

Bv 0. M. PAYNE

4‘ b% M Haugh Bredicate, |..

Btrange as 1t seems,
In New York Clty carry more passon-
gars than all the subuays, elevated
trains, buses and atreet cars, During
the last fiscal yenr in New York, sur-
face, subway and elevated lines, in-
cluding Hudson tubes, careled s to-
tal of AN00,000,000 passengeors, Dur-
this same period the elavatars car- |
ried an estimated total of more than

tha slovators he seen mote flees than anybody else

on the Atlantic mmboard, Hia clnqa-nl.|
approach to being san actual filreman
cime durlng the world wiar when he!
waAs & member of an auxiliary ﬁ:r.'poI
|ur voluntary firemen organized to
supplement the : fire {ighting forces
of New York City when enllstments |
depleted their mnks.

} FRIENDS — HAVE
You TRIED
WRIGLEY'S
LATELY ¢

050,000,000,000 puasengers — & {lgure Team,

almost 200 times larger than the " —_— |

popitlation of the werld angd more | A swamp near Saltilie. Pa, n
|

than 700 times groater than all the
passangers carriad por Sear on pteam
balns in the United intes

£ | which the bones of & mastodon were
% | Toported  fotind, will be drained t':'s |

sugimer to facilitate removal of the |
| tnd

Benjamin M. Ellls, the country's

champlen fire fan, started hin r

of attending fires when he Was abott

five yours old, He has been at Jt

oTer aince, and to date hns kD (M-

pressive. record of laving attended |
more than 22,000 fires, He used to

play hookey from school just to on-

Joy & goodd fire, but now bho 18 1o the

fire pratection equipment busines

and can oombine pledmere with b

ness answering as many as he can of

the 10,000 alarins that sound in hia

office or homa each Sonr

Mr. Hlils thinks nothing of running

down to New York from u-».:o\: dur-

Ing n good fire. He estimates that |

| s
Uea Mall ‘Cribune want ada

P — |
Tamorrow: The League of Natlons I. -

TAILSPIN TOMMY— An Irlli‘tc‘!'pt['(l aningl

BROMMY MAMAGED
TO BREAK OPEN
THE DESK AND
OBTAIN THE
PORTABLE RADIO
SENDING SET IN
THE DEN OF THE
TERROR. AS HE
ATTEMPTED O
FLASH A WARNING
TO THREE-FOINT 10
SAVE SPEED FROM
FALLING INTO THE
TRAP SET FOR HIM,
THE WEIRD LITTLE
MAR N AN ADJOMING
CHAMDER REACHES
FOR A LEVER

el

BEN WEBSTER'S CAREER—The

Escape!

“IT 15 MO USE, MY
FRIEMD, | m\rF DROWHED
OUT YOUR WARMING WITH

STATIC,

MUCH STATI

STARK TERROR WAS WRITTEN OM THE
STRANGER'S FACE N WIS BFFORT 10 £5-
CAPE DR KILOVITCH AND HASSIM, THE
___ARAB/ ‘
ﬂ THANK HE\AVENG’ ]
| CAN LOCK — ]
THE DOOR !y |

F G i
s [

7 WHO ARE YOU PARE W WHY, NG\ #
| You conNEcTED | GIR-1M |,

\_ WITH THEM ?

BALEM, A AP The lneroase
:.m|. lh.‘niu? Ofn;, April B | in T ra bl
The ¢ o0 whEON Ay be & symbol | .
1= affed AL It bere il v nigher |
in N thiey protested when the 1 Qrnrier L]
utmte dniig .l;_\,mu rur|-|.|‘-||- Enrl Hnal Lat ] - |
reglatration was 4174 |
o 3831 & year ago.  Por
the tolal was B N8 pom
1 ¢ ¥ oAne fIEst gusrter
#r repulsing an sitack o |
1-|.rnm Indians, rame here by boat &> L
Fiehonor remarked sl 1f they l4l' WINDOW OLASS-We sll w W
drive Ly with ox-teama Lhs o 2 v ken

T AITivesy In

thne 1o m pior
B years niter
o tliere Wwan
3 ™There

neYer h

road,

\ YOU HAVE |T /

THE NEBBS - Oabby Rudy

— e -

JUST BEING HERE l~= \
ENOUGH G0N -SORRY, |
BUT IVE GOT 10 LET b

C-.OGH WHA‘T A
| Sock 7 WHEW/
L WHAT NEXT? !"

3 - I

ﬂ‘ = -
Gy -
i/ 3t N

I REAL HOTEL 1IN

VLL BLILD AREAL

[ THIS TOWN -1 THINK | |




