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aryoOPrsls: Corel Torrance i@
on her way back fo her homa in
Mervdith from her teaching job in
Ankbora. bhe hob sent Denis Ford
oi 1o Kia mews work in Waskinglon,
althongh ¢ meant heartbreak for
each of them. And ahe has left M
fiahnigen, the moat intereating and
soinest hey in her classes, lan-
aniahing in the folls of Annabel
Mauras  Altogether, OoroFes jour-
nef iy ruther o worrisoma ane, al-
thaugh the prospect of .|uin? the
family in @ fmo Aours L o help.

Chapter 18
MORE ABOUT DON

\, BEREDITH was becoming & real
1 Ity with every mile; Ashboro a
lite she had livad in & dream, She
was taking off Ashboro like a gar
ment, snd putting on Meredith In:
stead, Confronted by the lighta of
tho mills she couldn't remember ‘2o
vividly Mike's twisted face, or aven
Donis's dark, eager oyes,

The porter gathered up her bags
and she followsd him eagerly, too
soon. She stood In the vestihule for
almost & mile, as if sho bad never
travellad before, and then charged
down tha steps befors he could help
har.

Three shepes wors hurrying down
the platform towards her: a tall
angular one that loped, & tall slim
ono that atrode, & smaller bundle that
pattered. She opened her arms and
ran.

“5Milly! Oh, gosh, I'm so glad. .. "

Milly's thes was soft and cold, and
hier old fur cont amelled faintly of
moth balls, Carol squeezed her con:
vulively and turned to Jill, who felt
uo the and strong and young, Then
Pat, whose arma enveloped her com-
pletely, while he sald: “Well, kid...”
i a rough, pleased volce.

Pat picked up her bags and they
walked towarda the car, talking In
the broken, moaningless sontences
of peopls who have not yet become
re-nceustomed to each other.

Thao louse, sa they turned in the
driveway, seemed to hold out s
arms to them. It was unbearably
lovely after Mra. O'Connor's, Carol

thought: 1t had acquired graclous.
neas and serenity io so few yoara.

\“I TLLY eyed hor eritically. “You're
| a llttls thinner, aren't youl"

“Probably. The first month or so
s mlwaym stronucus, After that you
oan relax.” She looked at Milly, “You
look grand, sugar”

Millyg's faco was flushed and her
oyos wers ahining. “Oh, I'm getting
tat, darn (8! Middlaaged sprend, Did
you have supper?™

“Did It In solitary state, IL was
marvellots aftor months of fesding
with the public. 1 ate for almont an
hour.™

“Hut wouldn't yon llke & glase of
mdlk and some cake? I want (o fat
ten you up while you'rs here”
Milly'a nffoction needad some tangl:
ble outlet,

“I'd Tove I Lot's all ont cake."

They trooped [nte the kitchen
and draped themselves on stools
and over tha table. Milly bustled
happily.

“Nut éakel' Carol sald, “1'll bet
you made It tor the prodigal.”

Pat grinned. "Wae'va had the ealf
on leo for a week. But this” his
voloe was ludierously domoeatlc,
“Isn't as good am [ nsually make. |
think It wak the eggs.”

Tholr earlier constraint was gone.
They settled down to the buslness
of re-knltting the close fabric of
thelr relationahip,

Al eleven o'clock Milly assumed
A frm expresslon. “It's time for bed.
Carol must got plenty of rest whila

ahe's hore. . . . You'ra in your own
room, Carol”

They went npstalra, still lnughing
atl nothing. Carol soiffed her room

lka o dog, catching the scant of
strange powder snd parfume that
lingored Hke the ghoat of Edith
Anilrows, This room too seemed
momentarily unfumillar, espoclally
with someons else's smoll in 1L She
opened Her bag and began taking
out her own belongings to Iay the
ghost.

While abie was brushing her hnir
Pat nppeared, and sprawled his
length across her ped, She smiled
fondly st him, and folt the cateh at
har heart that so often came with
the sight of him.

“Waull, Patrick—what about 1t7

because | sort of mgrea with yow.
flut when the tims comes 1 want
you to stop thinking and begin feal-
ing. Let yourself coast.”

“I know, If the time ever comss,
| think 1 wilL" By assoclation of
{d¢as she askad capually:

"How's Domn, by ths way?"

Mirth flickered in Pat's oyes and
disappeared. "1 wanted to tlp you
off about that, Brace yourssll: Don's
falllng for our lttle sister, Since ha
couldn't make love to the ona who
was dear .. ."

She turpned in her ehair and stared
at him. “No tooling "

“No foollng.” His face was sober,
*It's hard on your pride, of course,
but when you got usod to It I think
you'll approve.”

Bhe faced the mirror and rubhed

T o

Millle eyed Carol eritically.

cold ersam carufully and meghani
eally from hor tace. Don and JIL. ..

“How doea JIll teel about 1L1"

Pat knit hin thick, falr trows. "1
don't quite know: slie probinbly tesls
uncomfortabla about snatching yow
lover—aven unintentionally.™

“But he 1sn't,” Carol sald quickly
“It he were | wouldn't bo in Ash
boro,” She bhegan to amile. “I'm al
roady gottlng used to it, and 1 thin}
it might ba porfect.™

“Burs. They bpth want the sami
things: home and family and fire
slde, , .."

Pat's voloe was hungry, and ahi
wanted to go and throw her armu
around him, Instead she sald:

“Thank heaven you warned me
Wouldn't it have been awful If I'¢
appropriated him when he came,
Just mesuming that | was stil) the
lght of his lfe?™

Don and Jill. And three monthy
ngo it had boen Don and Carol. Pai
was right; her pride had beon jarred
although justica told her that Dor
was dolng the wise thing in taking
her at her word, But astde from het

family this severad her last thin link
with Maredith,
Fat sald gruftly: “I nover saw you

do any approprinting, even when
you had bim; hut 1 knew you'd want
to know, Of conrde,” ha added, “see-
ing you ngafn may bust It wide
open. . i

And if you don't really. want him,
I hipe you won't let it Caral heard
his pind saying. She answered his
unspoken roguest.

He lay with his hands locked g
Hind his head and watched lrer,
UNothing, Whnt about it yourseltt

“I don't know,"

“Ia It working?"

particularly. But then |1

Baridly expocted it to. There've beon
on twa bright spota * 8he |
told bl about Denis and Mike, and
he listened Kaenly.
I] AT Inoked thoughtful. “Some

thies vou usn your brain tow
mu

1ch. Nol (v this cape, | Imnglae, |

YOUTH TRAPPED N
EXTORTON PLOT

*Don't worry, It won't"

Miully poked her head In the door,
"o 1o bed, you owls, You've gol twe
weoks to 1alk in”

fCopyripht, 1926, by Marian Sma)

A disturbing Christmas present

conmen, tomorrow, fram Denis Ford.
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STRANGE AS IT SEEMS—By JOHN HIX

For further proof wddréss the author, inclosing a stampad anvalons for reply, Reg. U. 8, Pat Off.
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Mile-A-Minute Murphy

“Speed cop™ has a real meaning aa
applled to Charles (“Mile-s-Minuta")
Murphy, first motorcycle pollcaman
in the world, now retired and re-
sding o Flushing, N, Y.

Strange aa It sooma, o 1808,
Murphy won more than 150 prises
a8 & bleyelos  rider, breaking seven
world recorda, 17 American recorda
and 37 New York state records In the
single yearl All of the then existing
recards for speed on n bieyeie were
shattered June 30, 1808, when,
mounted on his  bloycle, pedalling |
behind' a specinl wrain which he used
to cut down alr roslstance, Murphy
nttalned o speed of 77 miles  per
hour riding on n wondon plank be-
tween the rails

At the finlsh of the ride when the
traln atarted to mlow down to a stop,
the bloyele's front tire collided with
the renr end of the observation car
and Murphy was oatapulted through
the alr-Into the arms of newspaper
men standing on the rear platform.
An n rosult he broke snobher record
which i still belleved to stand—that
of boarding a train travelling at a
apeed of over 80 miles per hour,
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7 HERE'S To Your
HAPPINESS /

Pilrs:luur;:h}'. the [first policeman to
solo an alrplane,

Thimble Rose

Originated by J. da Vink, horti-
cuiturist and botanist, the "Tom
Thumb™ ross 15 belleved to be the
smallest specles ever developed. The
tiny plant. which' never grows to a
{helght of more than six Inches. han
i seed that ealls for a microscope to
be praperly seen. A thimble actually
pravides ample space for the ralsing
of the plant. Buds of the species
nre amaller thun a grain of corn
nnd the perfectly formed blooms
seldom mensure more Lhan an inch
noroas. A

Tomorrow !

The Woman Admiral,
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LoADS FAMILY AND BREGASE INTO CAR. AND
STARTS ENGINE

PRESSES STARTER, WIFE EXCLAIMING To WAIT
A MINUTE, THERE COME THE WIMPLES NEX DOOR

7

WAITS WiTH THE ENGINE RUNNING WHILE SOME
PEOPLE FROM DOWN THE STREET COME TROTTING
UP 0 WisH THEM A 600D VACATION

REACHES CORNER AMID SALVO OF 6OOD-BYES
AND GOOD ‘WISHES AND BLOWING OF HORNS

{Copyright, 1098, by The Bell Byndlcate, Ine.)

: (|
§HUTS OFF ENGINE AS FAMILY AcROSSTHE STREET
OMES oUT 10 WAVE AND CALLS &00D-BYE

\
WAVE AND SHOUT G00D-BYE*To THE WIMPLES
AND EYCHANBE A FEW PLEASRHTRIES ABOUT Not
RORGEING 10 COME HOME AGRIN

7o) [

\

STARTS OFF SLOWLY, REST OF THE NEIGHBORS
RUNKING OUT ON LAWNS To CALL AND WAVE

FEELS UYTERLY SHEEPISH 10 HAVE 10 TURN AROUND

AND' 60 BACK 10 MAKE SURE HE SHUT PANTRY
winbow GLITAS

WILLIAMS

8'MATTER POP—
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By O. M. PAYNE
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‘(Oapyright, 1830, by The Bell Byndloate, Ins)

TAILSPIN TOMMY—Paul Has Something Up His Sleeve
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Blomny,

CONVINCED THAT
SKEETER 15 A
CAPTIVE OF THE
SKY BANDITS IN
SOME 15DLATED
REGION, PLANS
TO RESCUE WIM..

L5390

[—{1I'M GOING BACK TO THAT CANYOHN...AHND
TRY TO PICK UP A TRAIL, CHIEF... &3

W

A

NHD THAT SUB-MACHINE
GUN...AND PORTABLE
\_ MOUNTING . in

e UF |
RUSTY, ERNIE..... ROLL
OUT MY SPEEDWING FALCON
L..QUICK S

—————
By HAL FORREST
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AL Fonets1

By EDWIN ALGEE
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/ LET HER RIDE,
BRIARSIE

THE NEBBS—The Culprit?

SUMP'N'S HAPPENED !

THROUGH THE TUMMEL |

COME ON, MOPIE {

PAGTY MUGT L
| 8 LP THERE

By SOL HEBSS

THING

[ THAT WAS A NICE T=HING
[Nov DD HDING !
(roueel i

BRAIN TO

” [ Nou HiD ERNIES
TOURE. UNDER THE

BEvENIINIGE .
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T.. HED GET A RAISE AND
A NACATION — . |F

HADDY

JITS A BIG WORLD

GUEW WHD DiD

ERMIE ISNT
RE, THERE ARE OTHER




