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The Story 8o Far: Heartbroken
because the man she loves hns
lefe her, Judith Goodlos deciden
ta marry Reuben Oliver. This
man, wha has pulled himself up
by his bootstraps, hos one thing
the aristotratic Goodloes need—
maoney, Desperately in love with
Judith, Reuben refuses to heed
the warning of his pariner, Clem
Rouers, that unless he leaves the
Maryland vallzy, and gets back
info the flght he iz due for a
finaneial leking, Clem's daugh-
ter, Clzaw, who loves Reuben, will
be the mald of honar.

Chapter 17
Enter—The Bride

REUBEN'S trip west lengthened
from days into weeks. About
the failure of the Lutie Justis he
was not convineed.

“With up to the minute machin-
ery the well will produce better
than ever," He believed that. He
had to helleve it

“I'm not sending one more of
my good dollars nfler bad ones,"
C!Zm told him fatly,

“I'll go it nlone," Reuben said,

*Want to buy my shara?" sneer-

i 3
nﬁlgure." proudly. It was mod-

ness;

That was that. For better or
worse the well was all his. The
installation. of expendive new
equipment began. The expense
was appalling, Heuben's anasts be-

to. melt as snow before an

pril stin, He must have ready

pash. He sacrificed stime securities,
He sacrificed his yacht—

Ench day he wrole her shont
{nndequate letters. “Things are
panning out all right” he per-
guaded himself they were, “bhut
'l be a working man when | come
home, darling—I wish 1 could
come toiday."

Durinp«lis absence a private
wire had been run to Reuben's
house, A tlekor installed, Secre-
tary engaged. Typists, elerks, The
llbl'm?' yan turned into an office.
Telephones rang Messengers
came and went, Reuben came
home n busy man of affairs, with
his finger on the pulse of ll:in;lgs,

Gore was  his  lelsure, His
dreamy contontment,

Ho waa in'n frenzy to recover
his losses, This was not entirely
due to the nptural craving of a
fighter for vietory. L. gained im-

tus whenever he thought of the

odloes and he thonght of them
almost conatantly. They respected
him—rich. Poor—? He though! of
Gary Bront too—an ndded spur

He plunged into some not quite
sound invasimoents with the reck-
lessness of desperation, depend-
ing upon his luck to see him
;hrouuh. 1f he could stay on the
ah—

“Would
our trip awhile
the ‘day he ar ol home.,

Her vivid face betraved how
devastated she would be. She wis
holding to that teip aroul , the
world with the smne ten.ious

& tengity with whicli an aprinl ar-
tst clings lo his trapoze, Il was
the frogiie span—with its golbrn,
exeltemont, change, thnt was to
earty her through the ivat hozard-
ous months of her marciage, *Of
course, Il you can't leave, Reu-
ben—"

Y1 enn Why worry about a
bridge he might never have o
eross? Ench day was bringing or-
der out of choos, and when the
good old Lutle Justis etarted
agnin—

But—he knew he should have
told her the true state of offnirs,
He was afrald to tell her. Who-
ever suld love muade men stiong,
lled. Love made men weak,

Wedding Or Funeral?

HEIR wedding day., One of

those perfoct davs that' Sepe-
tember brings to Mary innd,

Wihile it was still morning Bid-
dy O'Hare presented the bride
with n legry hbly, sorrel colt.
Judith, disdaining the peauty
aleep o bride Is

ou mind postponing
Judith?" he askid

Ing

) suppoded to pet,
hurvied to the paddock to wel-
come the nowehmer

"0, you procious!™ She waent
down' on lier . hsped the
new sorrel to ly legs and

kissed the slite

Reubun  wi
qleer tightn in s
“Whist. will ¥ou natie him, Judy?"

"Paddy O'Hare."

“We'll ehristen him with wed-
ding punch. Cissy sugpestesd

With o amlile dn her 1
despalr in her heart, C
arvived that

st (L b n
I, let it

wedding, I it's a1t
be o funeral Moo

It wag a jpocd )
It over and over to st
She fel ke n i1
degert logt it an e
of Hot. shifting s
the pe wi

earthquake and

. { °
By BLANCHE 775\ FERGUSON

At lagt 1t was five o'clock. The
bishop had taken his place be-
tween the long west windows.
Sun streamed In on brightly at-
tired women, an bluck coated men.

An orchestra under the stair-
way played softly. The brides-
maids—a veritable rainbow—
usghers, Nower girls, nssembled in
the hall, in chattering expectancy;
among them Cissy, feeling 0s
though she wos about to witnpes
an execcution, but looking gor-
geous ag Cleapatra in shimmering,
vollow brocided chiffon velvet
with touches of golden brown.
Mammoth brown hat. Brown slip-

ers with high gold hecls, gold
Euck!u that brought glances of
praise and envy to Clisy's lovely
feet, They were wasted todsy.

An unruly tear splashed down
her tiptilted nose to the chrysan-
themums {a her hands, In five
minutes Reuben would be mor-
ried. All her aircastles founded
nnd built years ago in the black
mud of Warder were cru.ahiln[:
down—while she stood here with
a lot of giggling people!

She couldn't bear it! She brok
from the walling line, slipped
through the open door.

Savagely she winked back the
tents that threatened to blind her.
Hurrledly she walked up and
down the terrace, regardiess of
her filmy traln dragding over the
stones. She mustn't ery—ahe must
nat! Her stile heels beat it out in
shiarp tattoo, She must not cry—

She didn’t ‘see the messengor
boy on a bleyele until he was al-
maont upon her. Startled she paked
l:'m!ﬂ,y: “What do you want?"

"Telegram for Mr, Oliver, o
portant!"

"Give it to me

Mad, Dizzying Hope

SHE aigned for It with fot too
steady fingera, Her hoart wae
racing ke a wild thing. She know
retty well what the envelope in
her hand contained. The naw. mu-
chinery had been tried out yester-
doy. It had failed then, It ha

tomorrow. The Lutie Justis was
done for.

For a long moment Clssy stood
like o graven imoge, whil turbu
lent emotions secthed within nes
and a ‘Ight wind sent the yellow
tratn swirling about her feet. What
must she do? If she gave this to
Reuben now—would the wedding
2o on?

Clsgy shut her eyes. A mad, diz
If'iﬂll ope sur]érd through her I
the wedding did not go an—?

She crushed the telegram in her
hand, Tried ‘o erush her longings
with it No, use. This was her
chanee, hor ane chance for happi-
ness, She had a right .- Aght for it
It would be ditferent i Judith
loved Rube—

"I'm not made of the stuff of
wnrtyra,” Cigsy declded, "1 'want
my hnppiness — woarm, Human—
here and now—1H Judith s a good
spurt — Everything's Iair o love
and war—" She wns just Clasy—
No one expected her to be fine and
nablo—

“I"l get this to Rube now!"

She walked towards tle house

An ushe: called exeitedly from
the doorway: “Hurry, we're wait-

ingl’

Cissy stepped Indoors — The
bride was coming down the
stojrs—

An old stairway. A voung brice
Youth and courpge — descending
slowly—step by stop,

Judith still walleed in o sort of
tranee, the leading lady in a great
drama, which was unfolding mag
nifleently. I there were loni houy
i the still of the night. 'when the

stuge was cleared, when ghe wo
sofzed with panie, it vantshed with
the rising sun and left her high
henrted to ment this day

Sweet and untouched o8 an an
pleb om she enme fnintly &mi
ing:. She xore her grent geand
mothet's wedding gow:  ivord
wilh ago and shrouded in fold
priceless old Ineo

"AR-NGHT A marmur ke
June bresze blowing over o fipld
of elover, “The Bri

Subeonsciously Clasy stuffed th

vellow envelaps  deen
hoart af her bouguet o
farwnrd with

[ Moved

sonse of dirseti

Blout, rotutcd

atraicght
s nedored
praved Clsy
woodhrown ohrys:

"Don't let hor fail

W

[l

¥

o natient

him to b
| bear ith one ano

failed today. It would fail mpain

STRANGE AS

For further proof address the anthor, Incloslog- & stamped envelope for reply.
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By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

SETTLES WiTH BOOK AND BOA
OF CANDY RESOLVES HoT 10
EXT MORE THAN A PIECE OR WD

REALIZES SHE HRS ABSENT=-
MINDEDLY BEEN TAXING A PIECE

L

- i
FINDS IT'5 A KIND SHE DDES ERf 1T, BUT FEELS JOSTIFIED IN 6OES ON READING
NOT LIKE ThiING MOTHER -To MAKE UP

HOW AND THEN. PUSHES BOXAWAY (DES TOPUT THELOVER ON  CIDES fo DIET FOR A FEW DAYS
(Oopyright; 1688, by The Bell Byndicate, Inc)

1SN SURE WHETHER SHE HAS HAD
THREE OR TOUR PIECES, BUY DECIDES
THIE ONE MUST BE HER LAST

READS AND NIBBLES

———

— . { 3 |
|
— fe— I

60ES ON READING, BUT EYES  SEES ONE OF HER FAVORITES, |
KEEF STRAYING 10 BOX, DE-  TAKES IT, PUTS COUER O AND DE
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