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EYNOPSIS: Irvis Lanning, with
Morgun Black’'s help, has found her
brather Quen, and Jikewise Aer
dedd mother's sinter, Jostphine
Oulen 19 @ Hkable young man of the
world quite unlike anyone in Irie’
Himited circle, Aunt Josephing (s
FPhina W(rlrnrr.llr the wmorl fa-
mous couluriére America, And
Maorgan resents the ract that Fhino
intends fo Ioks fris away from her
wimple, gentis (ncle Wili and Auni
Ellg, and plnce Rer in the sophis-
tlonfed world whera Morgan feela
oA does mot Beionp,

Chapter 16
MAD PROSPAL
ARDON me,” Ella Lanning sald
In & datached volce 1 d1d not
kmow anyone was bere. It Is Jo
sephine Ross, | think 1™

Bho passed batwsen the two ap
grossed people aa If Josephine ware
got thers. “Your tea, WilL" and she
would have gone oot agaln in her
gulet, automatle way {f Phioa bad
not reached out a band and stopped
her. “Let ma pass, pleass” Aunt
Ella sald, still In her gulet volca.
But Jorephine held the thin little
wiriat,

“Yau'll look at me and you'll lis
ten to me, Ellsa Lanning. you that
amanhed everything In four livea
because you had a complex on one
lagy hrother,” she sald,

Elin stood and looked down at
Josaphine’s white, strong hand on
her wrist as (f It were a speck of
soot fallen on It

*] can't discuss things with you
that you don't understand, Jose-
phine. Lawrence was & genlus,
That came bafore everything.” she
sald, and would hava moved away.

“Do yon think 1I'd try to convince
& fanatic?™ snld Josephine with an
edgs of contempt on her volce,
“That's not whal you're fo listan o,
It's thin: When | went off, | sald
something to myself, Ella Lanning,
and aa long a2 I'm bere, I'I) say It
to you.

“l aald to mysell that you'd
broken my sister’s heart and kept
ma from belleving In men of love
any more, because the grand Lan
nings that wers genluses and arlsto
crats were too good for us. And |
eald that soms day 1I'd come back
hers with everything they’d ever
bad and mora.

“I'm & tamoun, successful woman
now, But there's mors, and I'll coma
back and show it to you. Perhapa
11 belp you out with & Hittle mouey
i you ank politely, That's all, now
you can go. I'll be back whan I've
ot evarything, and it won't bo long
pow."

Bho released Miss Ella's wrist

“Youn are guite through. WIlT It
not, I'll come back later,” Blla sald,
taking no notlce of anything Phins
had sald. Phina might bave been a
scolding sarvantmald. 8he went
quletly out without tha tray,
amopothing down her culf where
Phina had rumpled 1t

*Josle, my dear, you shouldn't
talk to Elia that way, Just onas of
your old storms,” sald Uncle Will,
To Irin, young as she was, (L was as
1t ahe were watehing the third act
of & play whoss second sct had
been played yoars bafore, They had
all taken up thelr roles whors they
bad dropped tham when they were
young,

But an ahe stood thars balt be
hind the door, still forgotten and
unhenrd, Phina suddenly changed
Again from the furious wWoman ahe
bad been to the amooth and capable
lady Iris had seen Orst, and sat down
In the chalr by the bed,

*“Vory welk Wil It's 1diotle Lo
lose ons's tamper. but rather pleas
ant. Now Jat's talk about the thing
| came for.”

IRIS. Hmp from the bruahlog wings
of the atorm, moved unseen from
the doorway. Owes was no longer
with Morgan in the small room at
tha stalthead, Morgan wan aitting
there nlota with a moody face. He
rogo and cama to hor {mpetuously

*8o you're golug 1o lat them sell
It to bim? Morgan demanded with
L darkening face.

“Morgan, how can you?™ Irls pro-
tented. It did soem (o her that one
seena was enough, “You talk slmost
a8 I you bated me™

“Hale youT™ Morgan sald passion
xtaly. “That's just the trouble, |
winh | did hate you. Here. wa might
s wall have 1t ouL"”

He drew her Into the queer lttle
room at the sinirhead. oncs prob
ably & sewing room whoencs the
mintress of the bouse could watch
ser malda as she worked. He shot

ths doors, and put s band on hee
silk-aleaved arm. His force was mora
than the physical hold. She hod basn
polned to escape, but ehe tound her-
self meskly walting.

“1 cama here,” he went on, "alter
going through an experience—naver
mind what happened, | waso't to
blume, But the gir] I'd belleved in,
hnd thought honestly loving—ahe
throw me over My frlends, that |
thought had [iked tme for myself,
nearly all walked out on me. | mald
goud:by to the only two peopls who
did cars, and walked ont .

*] came here, fnally, | dido't be
llave In mnything or anybody, any
more. Well, | found Uncle Will—
and you. Honest, innocent, unaelfish
peapls who would rather give than
take. | got to helleving In things
agaln,

“And by ths time | was that far |
tound | was In love with you. Iris, {f
you'll stay bere and marry me you
won't ever have to dress bodly or
go without normal little pleasuren.
'l spend my lfe trying to make
you happy. | love you, I—1 nead you.
You're my faith in girla. Stay hers,
Marry ma."

Bhe atared up at his dark, excitea
face. She had grown to care for
Morgan, to be grateful to him for
the way he bad stood by them
through trouble. But—marry Him?
Marry this strange moody man who
terrified her sometimes, whom she
had grown to care for withont think-
Ing whether it was brotherly or
what? What sha lound to snswer
sounded inadequate.

#*]—=I1 never thought about any oI
that."

“Think then, Iris—darling Iris!

But before she could sey more.
betore she had time to more than
move away from Nim, Phina’'s taut
tallor-made figure stood at the door

“Your uncle wanls to speak to
you, my dear,” shs sald; and the
mowment was over which might have
made Irig yield.

Duols Wi spolke quiotly,

“Yonr aunt and | have been dis
cunsing your futurs, dear” ha sald.
“She wants you ta go with her, |
have no right to Influence your de-
¢lalon. Declde whint {s best and bap
plant for yourselt. Both of un will
Always love yon just the same”

UONT Josephine, who had done

evarything possibla to Inflyence
[ria's decislon, walted |lke a sen
tinal, Owen bad reappenred and sat
motlonless by the window, as honor
ably neutral as Uncle Wil but bis
oager face apoke for bim. Iris stood
sllent for & long two minotes.

“Which (s I Irla?" Owen sald
ongerly.

“Oh, Uncle WII!™ Bhe ran over to
the bod and threw her arma tlght
raund hils sagging shoulders, “If you
nay 8o ['ll stay!™

“But what do want to do, derry"

"Owen's my own brother,” she
sald pleadingly, "And—1 wonld like
some of the pleasuros and palaces.”
Sha Iooked at him with awe; sho
bad fust seen him golng through the
sort of scens one dovsn't associate
with one’s elders. “Bul If you want
mao—If you neod me, doar—I'll stay,™

He shook his head. “No. You're
right, you should go with your
brother for & while at least. Aod—
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HEARS A WHOOP FROM  AF{ER A WHILE FINDS
SISTER, DASHES OVER A CHOCOLATE EGE BE-
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BEFORE HE 6ETS THERE

EASTER E66 HUNT BE-
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ST0PS To TAKE AN EX-
SHARE OF E&65, MUTHER Eo6 NOW. MUNCHES If

PERIMENTAL LICK AND
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1 wasn't falr to you, Joste. | nas it
now, Parbapn it will make gp a little
it'1 give you my Iitle girl" |

Phinn, alight with triomph,
runtled out. I

"Come upstalra,” who sald, *1 munt
see what you c¢an take wlth you.
Not mueh, | Imagine"

Bha waa going!

Har oot was on (he stair to ol
low Phinn to ber boadroom on the
third foor, when Morgan, still
atanding in the small room at the
atalrhead, eaught her wrist. |

“Listen to me, (FI8" ho sald pas
slonately. “I'm aot taliclng about
mynell now. I'm pot beibg seifiah
I'm talking about you. You've Hved
& atranger, more unworldly s than
you know, hare wilh a couple bl
romantie slderly people. You've
seon & fow villnge boys and girie.
The world your aunt's taking you te
Isn't Hka that”

“You sound as If | were golng to
darkest Africa nmong the savages,”
Irln sanid ghtly, her eves alight with
the excllement of her coming Jour
ney. “I'm not an tdiot I'Il have Aunt
Phina and Owen, | can take care ol
myselt, [f I can't I'l) write and tel)
youn,”

"Then you won't stay—aither foy
me or yourseltT"

Iris" tomper—-thar bonest. brush
wood Same that fashed tup and was
down agaln 1o a ball mingte-—Asred

‘Ut golog! And I'll win out! And
that's all thors (s (o that!” she said
Bhe turuad and followed her auni
upaiaire, leaving Morgan standing
balow
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BE'\T \'\'T l’-‘*’I'E'R 8 CAREER—No!

By HAL FORREST

i
GL up...

AND... THAT BURNING FUSE

GIVES ME... AN IDEA

GEE ... THAT WAS CLOSE’.
IT MAY HELP ME...

PORTLAND. ©me. Apri 1) AP

Tha state fah commissibe at a

L& 90\ CJH_IKMOW THAT
| HASSIM HATES THEM =

/OLGA, MY DEAR, YOU MUST NOT
BOTHER YCUR PRETTY HEAD ABOUT
THINGS WHICH DO NOT CONCERN

You-

¢ 3 BUT THAT ALETTER PROVING THIS

MY DEAR CHILD,
THERE ARE

o \NFINITELY MORE

1 IMPORTANT THINGS

AHD ANYWAY, WE HAVE MASSIA TO
| THANK FOR LEARNING THE BOYS ARE
IMROSTORS - THE BOY CALLED BEN
SAYS THEY REPRESENT MR.THORPE

7 BUT WONT You

WRITE AR, THORPE

HAS BEEN STOLEN -
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