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Bargain Bride

—_——
by KATHARINE HAVILAND-TAYLOR

and Leep
-
Y n the wraees of hes
i'..“'.‘-':n thy amnt,  MIN

mea
ELLA SEXTON, ta erder ta In-
Berit & ahare of thy Sextom far

rrett's  Malf-atater, MARCIA
.l‘s‘ﬂﬂ. tells Bism she in terri
her hushand  wil

it her hoshand
mloﬂmh- llnti We will mever for-
e

"
wes 1o viali mine-pear-
. s -;:v‘.' g: ::
eldes 1o discharge . Iw
find a mew e for ihe bay
When he teackes home be fode o
note from Klla Sexian
NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER V

BJRRB‘H‘ took the note and

read ft. “Lord!™ he multered
complalnlagly, Higgins Iecked
his sympathy—bhead on one side,
lips drooping—and the pleture be
made restored Barrstt's  good
nature,

“Summons to Miss Sexton's for
tea.” bhe sald, smiling. “No get-
ting out of it. 1 suppese. You
know what to lay out for me™
He pagsed. then asked, “Is Miss
Smythe still with Miss Ella?™

*Yes, Mr. Barreit.”

Whena he was a boy, Barrett
recalled, Miss Smythe had been
Miss Ella Bexton's secretary ang
ke bad always hait-dreaded her.
A eold, bloodless ereature. Of
Miss Ella he was really fond. She
was & snob but lkeable in spite
of It

Half an bour later he was be-
fag oshered Into the old-fasb-
fonad, high-ceilinged pariorn.

*How dolightful!® Miss Eiia
exclaimed. "Come in, Barrett.”
And to the butler. “That will be

ven. Tea as ususl—"
crossed the room to
bend abore Miss Ella's hand. She
bad scquired a caze since be left,

“l am growing old, Barrett,”
Miss' Ells sald, ber voles f[aintly
unsteady, “and as ooe nges ooe
fears alipping from the world. It
i3 oot things | bave dome that
trouble me but those | have not
done!™

“My Lord!™ thought Barrett.
“Mis Ella’s human after alil™

*Not unladylike things,” she
hastened to add. “But—there
WAS o young man, Barrett. |
dob't mind saying it now. Your
father—*

“My dear!™ be
touched

“You're like him!™ she con-
fided and then turned to wipe her
eyes. Almost Immediately ber
mood changed. “After tea” she
#ald erisply, “1 bave an affalr of

business to discuss with you, Bar-
retL™

murmured,

E wondersd unpcomfortably

what this could be. The last
thing he waoted was to have any-
one think be wished to be “re-
membered™ o the long-talked-of
Bexton will, He was about to put
& goestion whben Craven entereq
with the tea tray. Old Spode
and silver. A pound cake Asa
boy Barrett had always been de
lighted to taks two plecen. Miss
Ella tad remembercd bis fond-
neax, donbiless wonld expect Bl
to have two pleces today. He
writhed at the thought.

The botler bronght his cup and
sucer and was dlsmissed, Miss
Ells ssked about Barrett's travels
and ho made brief. polite answara,
Thiat done, she turned to her con-
cora,

“As you know,

BarreM,” aho

began, “my fortune Iz qguits a
comsiderable one.*
“Yes, Miss Eila™ He would

Bave glven 320 for m clgaret but
dared not risk It

“And you alvo know my large
family connectitn."

“Yen," he agroed again,

Bhe was diverted for a second.
He had not bad bis second plece
of pound eake! How thought-
Jesn of hor!  Miss Eila smiled,
cajoling him, tor to bor he was a
bay. He took tha second piece
with as moch enthusissm as be
ootld muster.

Then ehe beogan the story—an
old ane bo knew well. Miss Ella
wanted to leave bher fortune
where it wonld do good.  She
was fond of her nlece, Bessie, who
bad married Jim Thrope but she
had beard—ihrough Lidn Siat-
ford—that Bessls was wasteful
Betlden that, James Thrope lacked
ambition. On the other hand,
her nephew, Bentwall Htaford,
was “an addlct o aleohisl™ whils
Lida, tla wite, “enconrannd youne
mon!" This was ssld wih =&
tight closing of lips. a sbake of
the bead

Soon, Barrett reallzed, sha
would speak of her grand-nephew,
Phlllp Bexton, to whom she had
given a home.

It came. *“! had nuspicloos of
Phillp,* alie began,

- s »

ARRETT loaned forward and
she balted. “1 hope you'll
forgive this," bhe sald. “It's

trightfully impertinent of me, I
know, but remember—one finds
that for which one Ia looking—"

"1 did not make his forgery of
my check by looking for it!" Misa
Ella stated stimy.

"No," Barreit sdmitted. He
sat back, She hesltated & mo-
ment and ho knew the crisls of
bor talk to be oear.

“Which do you think to be the
most doserving of my iMist. Bar-
L Miss Ella asked.

"l don't know any of your
rolatives at all, Misy Eils. They're
ohly moquuintsncen,”

“Ah! That is exactly the polnt,
Barrett. 1 want you to know
them and tell me all you know!™

He was outraged: he flushed
darkly. For a momant bhe could
oot speak. Then, remembering
that she was old, be sald care-

 Tally, “Mise Ella, | canaot spy on

them. [ worlda't do that—why,
1 conldn't do that If [ were un-
certaln where to leave my own
money!™

“You misundersiand me!™

“Sorry.,” he murmured. *1
thought—"*

“I will explain. 1 mercly want
you to drop In; to mest them oo
caglonally: to tell me how yom
lke them—"

He laughed a ttle coesslly
and leased forward, arms oa
kneen. Heo akook his head, smil-
ing at her. “Too large & respon-
sibility.™ be assared her. |

Then bhe saw that she was |
Angry. *1 am not accastomed to
haviag people refuse my erdess,
Barrett!"™

“1 kuow, dear,*
unhappily.

The “dear" melted bor. “Ahb,
Barrett.” she qouaversd. “I'm
old, 5o old | sometimes fear they
come to see me only becauss of
what | have | do oot want my
mowey, WHIEE BUERL 40 M mus

be admitted

OUT OUR WAY

By J. R, Williams OUR BOARDING HOUSE
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1F, I8 WHEN A CHICHIN 15 !
IS TH RGAT AGE and FaTwesas
TO EAT , HE'D FALL OVER wWiTH
HEART TROVBLE £ Sum P,
RIGHT INTO A PAN — WINDA |
SELF MILLERS — mNUN, 1F YA COULD
FIND wWiniutT maKes PEOMLE
BALD, AN’ USE 1T ON CHICKING,
LOOKIT TH JOB “ouD SAVE
PICKIN' FEATUERS
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SAY, MRS HOOPLE, HOW R THAT INCUBATOR OF
ABOUT PUTTING ELECTRIC FANG _ |
IN OUR ROOMS FORTH SUMMER S
THAT BRICK KILN OF MINE WOULD
CRISP AN ARAB Y—IT WAS SO
HOT LAST NIGHT TH' FLOWERS
ON TH' WALL PAPER WILTED
T PANTED ALL NIGHT, AN WHEN ¢

T VWOKE UP THIS MORNING T
THOUGHT 1D SLEPT WATH MY
NECKTIE ON —~BUT I'T WAS

MINE WOULD CRACK A
CHINA EGGY STUFFIER
THAN INSIDE A LOCKET]

3 I DON'T FALL ASLEEP —
I SWOON 1—LAST
NIGHT T DREAMED L Was
A KERNEL OF POP-CORMN. i
THAT WouLDNT Pow{ U
IF YOU CANT GIVE US
ELECTRIC FANS,CAN
YOU SUPPLY US WITH /.

OXYGEN mes}’,.) v

ST MY TONGUE
"V HANGING o
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good, to be lost fp tdle pl J
Lida with ber frocks—Beasie
throwing away good food—Bent-
well drinking! | am so distract-
ed! | had thbought of leaviag
Doctar Bold s tidy sum for bl
work among the poor but not
now. Not pow! 1 bave fouod
him to be ouworthy, Barrett. He
is tising candles oz the altar!™

Barrett's 1ips were set.  He
wanted to laugh and yot It wasn't
funny.

“Aunt Ella,” said Barret?, “I'a
like to Belp you but I really cant
see how | can.”

- - -
SHE was starlag at ker frall old
bands which looked Iike
parchment atretched on knobdy
trory.

“Will you come when I ask you
to tea?™ she questioned. Ghe
would assembie them and Bar-
rett's tace woald tell the troth for
him. Had sbe oot koown from
it long ago about Marcla's affalr
with the ridfy master? She had
only to read Barrett’s troubled
eres and say to Marcla, "l maw
¥Yaou riding In the park—* to be
sure of the whole disgracefal
story. And Barrett's father, who
hnd been ber young suitor, dring
at the very time In the house
across the street: dying withont
Knowing how matters jay and
leaving hls money aa he would
not bave left it, bad be kmown
the facts. Lile was a cruel maze
and full of tricks, Miss Blla was
determined that she would not be
tricksd. She woold not be duped
by those to whom she jeft her

money as Barreit's fathor had |

bean,

“Why. of course,” Barrett re
plied to her grestion about eom-
ing to toa. *You know I'll come.”

“Thet fa all | ask, Bagrett.”

“Vary wall,” he =ald, Manding
up, The sudlence had coms to
an end and be was dismbsmsd.

“Then [ shall welcome you to
my home soon, Barrett.™

“l hope 80, e answersd. His
desire to pleass ber—Ionely, un-
certaln old soul—was sincers,

As Craven opetied the strest
door for him Barrett saw a motor
car stopplug. Lida Stafford, Miss
Ella’s nleen by marrisge, was in
the car, Barrett, seelng bher, felt
that sha still deserved the fame
for beauty that had been hers
years hefore.

“Ab, Barrett Colvin!* she
ealled prettily. She cama for.
ward, siripping off a glove and
held aut her hand. Barrett took
it. bowing

She w arrestingly lovely 1n
a soft pink-and-white way A
bit tos ealendsr-pletura for Bar-
rett, yet sasy to look upon. Her
heaniy was quite different from
that of her daughter, Eleanor,
yet it wan of Eleanor be longed
o ank,

Lida md qulckly,
bean to sea Aunt Ella,
on? How sweet of you!
& today?™
saemed very well to me”

“I'm so plad. | get w0 anxiom
atout her.” Lida went on. "l|

"You've
haven't
How

hope that some day Fou'll come
1o prs—me?
ounds

18t prp

1 don't suppose N |
ery alluring but I'm =0
d ta all you've besp

doine!™
iy

iy | drap (o some day when

: too 1s at homel?™
[ "l mat ber the
7." He flusbod & Ilttle
1od nimsell for dolng so.

axprosnion 414 not

bat Ber thoughts did.
Calvin— reasted  In

Eliser? Bhe wasn't golog to have
that for n moment. No. lodecd—

and she kusw bow to put & stop
ta il

(To He Contlomed)
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4 Inoreasing e capocity heav-

¥ in gm eftort to yopply monnts
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Former White House hottge-

| heaper, In magueine artlele, re-

vealy PFronldont Hoover's extreme

fonduess for ns old flannel shirt

| In which he played medicing balt,

Perlings he was motivated by the

number of people who lost then

whivts when the 1620 boom eol
lapsed.

SALESMAN SAM

(Row WATCH! Twis 1S Boscus, THe
CMLY ACROBATIC LION 1 OR 0BT
OF CAPTIVITY!

HEY, FoLks! Look)
AT TH' DERN
FooL!
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fSoei, AR HAYSEED I THAT Liow's cLever] ) oW GARSH)
WHATS THE IDEAR. OF TELLIN' THESE
FOLKS (TS & OARM roeu.?

\TS LOST
TS weap!

UWHATS THE IDEE OF TELLIM' ‘€M THAT
DARM FoOUsS A LIOMN .
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By Martin

LAMIEY, AR RN WENAD OF
SECH A DIV, DENT-
HEADED WUEA W R MR

FUENTY . TAKE AL DOSE TRAYS
MY TROT ‘EM DOWMN 10 DE BEACA L
MSs B00Te AN A BUNCHW OF
VOUNG UNG AWM RN A PARTY
RGHT OUT W DE e L
YES orv !l TRELES NCORMKS

W EERNTRING — WE TR

ewo! BUT .ve wAD 1OEM, ME D0} mj
WENS T wAe RIM WD WWE DRT oL’
LAME PUMPED RIGHT P WiTo O
DAY ROOM AW BETCHA — 38e TO BR
DEFRINT — A’ THRNW OF AL, DR STEPS
orT'o onts US

Sad RO, DOBSONT —1
DOMT WE WME
ENOUGH TRoumwe
WHTROUT Wi 2

Boxes 5/__-:-__-/“

\_THE CREW RUNS FOR COVER.

AKEN BY SURPRISE WHEM THE MATE OPENS FIRE,

OMHLY ONE MANM IS
RT, THEIR MORALE

U

|15 BADLN SHAKEM,

ASY TRIES TO SAVE )\ [
kA YaH

_____ 0 pomre=—ny GOIN' TO GIT THE MATE,
P guc ue, FELLATTY SR Y | WASYET WHAT'S THE [ AND FiowT.
WE GUTHUMBER MATTER - LOST YER
MERVE?
i —

d SOYE WAS | YOU CALL THIS A
YA MUTIMY ? COME ON /[ SOMETH

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

(EvER MG 15 JAKES)
OSCAR 18 6CING TD

TLL SEE IF pED IS/
ALL SET..oiesWE

THE WOBLTS FAIG AN DUSHTE GET STARTED
SO ARE MOM AN POP LS SOOM AS
AN TAG ~1 CAN €0 wE cany !

TO PARACISE LAME. -
WATHOUT avBooy A | ¢
BEING JEM.DU&!!/‘)
2 2 o b .59, =
¢ l/-.,-a‘ = . JEB,. '

@1,

[ E%, HE'S M HiS ROOM,
FRECKLES . MY! 15 HE TICkLED

TAMING T Wy, THAT'S ALL HE
TALKS ABOUT IR0 MORNING
UMTIL. NIGHT T!

l:ﬂ__'__.

OVER THE TP YOU TWO ARE \

HE 1SM'T TICKLED M-l'f_w
MOPE THAM T AWM, MBS,
SWELL HAVE
THE TIME OF DUR LIVES
ROUGHING 1T UP THERE ..
AVFUL NICE OF YOU

WiNG |

™ LET MM 60!

HOLY COWT whHERE L WELL, 60SH-THER)

DO YO THINK YOU'RE [ \MisHT BE 2OME
GG WITH ALL THAT /GIRLS uP THERE,
STUFF T THI% 15 A AN [ DOMT WANT
WILD PLAME WE'RE TO LOOK LUKE A
BOWG TO, NaT A PUD ..iee
SUMMER RESOET !

~

«':| THE NEWFANGLES—MOM’N POP

W OV DOATT GET PAID WHILE
YOU'RE OM WOUR VACATION YOU
CORTAMNLY DESERVE A RAISE-~
AHMD 1'D GO WIGHT TO MR AFFEL
AHD DEMARNHD T
s

[ THET'S WHET 1 SAID,
mrzze! I'M GOING TO
PUT THE BEE OH MM
FOR A RAISE, AND

1 MTEMD TO GET IT!

OM YEAHT WELL
THE BOGS HAD A
BAD MIGHT, 50
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(1 DrseRve
MR AFFEL
' DONG THREE
MENS wOowRK OM
ONE MAN'S

o

M osoRRy 1At N
GIVE YO A\ RRISE 6HT
NOW, CHIC W, BUT T'LL
TELL oUWt

W YOU'LL TELL
ME WHO THE OTHE®R
. TWO MEN ARE T'LL
T FIRE THEM
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