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Helen Scores a Point

r
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OH NOW 15 MY CHANCE!
HERE COMES THAT MR3
MUNCH WHO USEDTO

SNUP ME -

“ -
\‘\ WELL, ] GLUESS | Toox
sy HER OFF OF HER
HIGH HORSE - SHE ,
HAS FOURFLUSHED TO-

ME LONG ENOUGH-

THIS 13 A BEAUTIFUL PLACE RIGHT
HERE BUT ) SUPPOSE THEY WANT
A FORTUNE FOR IT-) GUESS ITS
NOT FOR RENT - DID YoL
INQUIRE? | SAW You

LOOKING AT 1T~

OH HELLO, MR3 DUFF, ARE You
LOOKING “TO RENT A PLACE,TooO?

) DON'T THINK YOU'LL FIND A
SUITABLE PLACE IN THIS
NEIGHBORNHOOD ~'THEY ARE
\ ALL 80 VERY EXPENSIVE!

——

Goop
MRS./DUFP !

MY NEW HOME:
MY HUSBAND BuILT
IT AND GAVEIT TO

ME FOR A CHRISTMAS

G

by Meredith Nicholson)

“The way of peace they know not; brates a wind harp. Was this merely
and there is no judgment in their | her imagination that had been stirred,
goings; they have made them crooked jor was it indeed a recollection? Often

ths: whi E B ahalt ] before she had been moved by similar
paths; osoever goeth therein shall | . .... nemories or “orai syl pamest

= K : |
not know peace. Tramping in Adircn- | they were. They had come to trouble
dacks. Baptized Elizabeth at Harris'.” | her girlhood at Montgomery, when the
It was almost like eavesdropping to | SNOW whitened the campus and the
wind sang in the trees. She was

come in this way upon that curiously |
“ Sl ky po ¢ l. | grateful that the minister had turned
abrup ; are-iike -sta,temr*n't of the|nis back. Her hands trembled as she
minister’s: "_Trammng In Adirondacks. | glanced again at the scribbled fly leaf;
Baptized Elizabeth at Harris'.” and more closely at the words penciled
bogl;emh::‘tl:;mn dm thel p:lrl.m:voh?idl.u the bottom: “Baptized Elizabeth at
> and occaslonally rds | Harrie."” Thatch ranted <
ifn a voice not Ware's reached Syh‘m' I IR S
distinctly. Some one was alternately |

| to use against Bassett. Bassett was a

OUT OUR WAY—By W FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS—By BLOSSER

| collector of fine bindings; she had —~ N
beseeching and threatening the min- | : . Tl e 5% % Z
ister. It was clear from the pauw\"heard nnSpoka:I S5 T e Sty It e 'S',. i N Rj%‘M\C\" 'S WELL - NOW You SHauLD
2 5 === | was b Marian’s pride g er o ta? ‘. "
in which she recognized Ware's deep | .. ther ‘““ [0 ¥ e {“ :* .m § l'ur ‘ %V o7 7 ./ FARTMER Away ? KNOW THAT = THINK. ]
tones that he was yielding neither to | . SRESUC RS, S atnoltiah C B e s SRR % YEAL: AN CHINA, OR TW'
s e g | When the minister returned fo his L s ’ 7 ! Y -
the importunities nor the threats of | _ Sae ¥e) 2 0 A 1 BET WE'LL NOON?
his blustering cailer. Sylvia had Im- seat Sylvia asked as she put down the X %% v
. s 3 | book: Po SAY Cul Too
agined that the storms of life had|’°0K: Tel A 4 x5 Y CUINATEO.
passed over the retired clergyman, | Who was Elizabeth? ;

5

and she was surprised that such an| And then, little by little, in his
interview should be taking place in|abrupt way, he told the story, much
his hause. She was about to retreat|3S he had told it that night on the
to the dining room to be out of reach Kankakee, with pauses for which

D
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of the voices when the parlor door|S¥lvia was grateful—they gave her
opened abruptly and Thatcher :m»‘
peared, with anger nnm‘lslai':lhu‘&
showing in his face, and apparently |
disposed to resume in hall the
discussion which the minister had ter-
minated in the library. Sylvia rose
with the book still in her hand and |
walked to the end of the room; but|
any one in the house might have

the

heard what Thatcher was saying. |

“That’s the way with you preach-|
ers; you talk about clean politics, and |
when we get all ready to clean out|
a bad man, you duck; vou're a lot|
cf- cowardly dodgers. I tell you, I|
don't want you to say a“word or fig-|
ure in this thing at all; but you glve
me that book and I'll scare Mort Bas- |

{ Morton

| wet evening when they

time for thought,
lapses, for
described.

for filling in the
visualizing the scene he
And the shadow of the
Bassett ghe.  knew crept into
the picture She recalled their early |
meetings, that first brief contact on |
the shore of the lake; their talk 98
the day following thes convention
when she had laughed at him; that
met in the
street and he had expressed his in-
terest in Harwood and the hope that
she might care for the young lawyer.
With her trained habits of reasoning
she rejected this or that bit of testi.
mony as worthless; but even then|
enough remained to chill her heart:|
Her hands were cold as she clasped |
them together. Who was Elizabeth?

gett out of town. I'll scare him clean |
out of Indiana, and he’ll never show

Ah, who was Sylvia? The phrase of |
his head again. Why, Ware, I've been ‘ the song that had brought her to tears |
counting on it, that when you saw | that starry night on the lake “hen'
we were in a hole and going to lose,| Dan Harwood had asked her to marry |
vou'd come down from your high|him smote her agaln. Her grand-|
horse and help me out. I tell you, | father’ss evasion of her question |
there’s no doubt about {t; that wom-iabout her father and mother and the |
an’'s the woman I'm looking for: 1|twinges of heartache she had expe-|
guessed it the night you told !hat‘r'w.oz-d at college when other mrls:
story up there in the house-boat.” | spoke of their homes, assumed r.ow;

“Quit this business, Ed,” the min- | for the first time a sinister meaning. |
ister was saying; “I'm an old friend| Had she, indeed, come into the world |
of yours. But I won't budge an inch. “ in dishonor, and had she in truth|
I'd never breathed a word of that|known that far hill country, and had |

story before and I shouldn’t have told
it that night. It was so far back that|
I thought it was safe. But your ldea|
that Bassett had anything to do with
that is preposterous. Your ‘hatred
of him has got the better of yon, n
friend. Drop it; forget it. If ¥
can’t whip him fair, let him win.”

“Not much I won't; but I didn’t]
think you'd go back on me; I thought|
better of you than that!” |

Thatcher strode to the door
went out, slamming it after him

and

The minister peered into the
brary absently, and then, surprise

to nd Sylvia, advanced o meed |
her, Ymiling gravely. He took
her hands, and held them, locking
into her face. ¢ |

“What's this you've deen reading’
Ah, that book!” The volume slipp
into his hands and he glanced ot it
frowning impatiently. “Poor Ilittle
book. I ought to have burned it y
ago; and I ought to have learned by
this time to keep my mouth shut
They've always sald I looked ilke a
Indian, but an Indlan never tells an
thing. I've told just one story ::"i
many. Mea maxima culpa!” |

He sat down in the big chalr be
side his desk, placed the book within
reach, and kept touching it as he|
talked.

“I saw Mr. Thatcher,” sald Sylvia.|
“He seemed very much aroused. I
enuldn’t help hearing a word now
and then.”

“That's all right, Sylvia.
known Thatcher for years, and last |
fall I went up to his house-boat rmj
the Kankakee for a week’s shooting. |
Allen and Dan Harwood were the
rest of the party—and I happened to
tell the story of this little book—an |
unfinished story. We ought never to
tell stories until they are finished.
And it seems that Thatcher, with
a zeal werthy of a better cause, has
heen raking up the ashes of an old
affair of Bassett's with a woman, and
he's trying to hitch it on to the story
I told him about this book. He says
by shaking this at Bassett he can
persuade him that he's got enough
ammunition to blow him out of the
water. But I don’t belleve a word of
it: I won't belleve such a thing of
Morton Bassett. And even If I did,
Thatcher can’t have that book. I
owe it to the woman whose baby I
baptized up there in the hills to keep
it. And the woman may be living,
too, for all I know. I think of her
pretty often. She was game; wouldn’t
tell anything. If a man had deceived
bher she stood by him. Whatever she
was—I know she was not bad, not a
bit of it—the spirit of the hills had
entered Into her—ana those are
cleansing airs up there. I suppose
it all made the deeper impression on
me because I was born up there my-l‘

I

both

s

I've ‘

self, When I strike Adirondacks in
print I put down my book and think
a while. It's a picture word. Tt|
brings back my earliest childhood n,u1
far as I can remember. I call words |
that make plctures that way moose |
words; they jump up in your memory
like a scared moose in a thicket and
crash into the wocods like a cavalry
charge. I can remember things that
happened when I was three years old:
one day father shot a deer In our
cornfleld and I recall it perfectly. The
general atmosphere of the old place
steals over me yet. The very thought
of the pointed spruces, the feathery
tamaracks, all the scents and sounds |
of summer, and the Ilong, white
winters, does my soyl good now. The
old Hebrews understood the effect of
landscape on character. They knew
most everything those old chaps. ‘I
will lift up mine eyes unto the hills
from whence cometh my help.” Any
strength there is in me dates back
tc the hills of my youth. I'd like to
¢o back there to die when the bugle
calls.”

Mrs. Ware had not yet come 4n.
TWare lighted the lamp and freshened
the fire. While he was doing this,
Sylvia moved to a chair by the table
and picked up the book. What Ware
had sald about the hills of his youth,
the woods, the word tamarack that hé
had dropped carelessly, touched chords
of memory as lightly as a breeze vi-

{ white,

| when a few minutes later

came

deadlock is ¢ t

thought Thatc prove SO
strong. I think we could shakse 1
enough vot from both sides to pre
cipitate a stampede for Ramsay, but
| he won't hear to it. H s he w:

to do the State one

{ before he dies by g

she in truth known that far hill coun-
v, with {ts evergreens and glisten i
ing enows?

Ware hadgfinished his story and sat
staring into the cracklir fire. At
last he turned toward Sylvia. In the
glow of the desk lamp her face was
and she gazed with unseeing
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eyes at the inscriy in the book.
The silence still unbroken
Mrs. Ware

was

THEM DAYS IS GONE FOREVER—
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in with Harwood, whom
met in the street and
to dinner.

she

brought =~

A
?

Dan was full of the situation {n the
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Legislature, and the table talk played |
about the toplc

“We're spart
and the peop

C A

T'he

I never

==
RIED TO BLY Some COAL TOPAY -
T GOSH- IT CAN™T BE DONE!

BR-R — LWING IN A HEATLESS
HOUSE AIN'T MY 1DEAR OF FUN -

bosses, and he doesn't want t

' 8 T
s » 3 T T

2
m
T ——
L 4

1T SAYS "IN 1900, COAL WAS

'ROUAP FOUR BULCKS A

Ihm')’

the record by taking the senatc
| himself. Meanwhile Bassett ¢
fast and ther ’'s no telling when he'll
break through Thatcher's lines.”
“Thatcher was to see me today
—the third time. H n't come bac!
You know what he's after?’ sald —'?u__*-ﬂ
Ware.
“Yes; I understand,” Dan answere
“Thers won't be anything of

kind, will there, Dan?"
Dan sthrugged his shoulders,
glanced at Sylvia and Mrs. Ware, |

1

and
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“Mrs. Ware knows about it; T had|
to tell her,” remarked the minister
chuckling. “When EdAd Thatcher

| THE OLD HOME TOWN—By

|
makes two calls on me in one week,| _ |
|

n so— S e g

and one of them at wmidnight, th-:re-‘-:u
got to be an explanation. And Sylvia |
heard him raving befors I showed him |
out this afternoon.”

Sylvia's plate was untouched; her |
eyes searched those of the man who |
loved her before she spoke. |

“That’s an ethical point, Mr. Ware. |
If it were necessary to use that,—Iif |
everv other resource tuﬂnj—would]‘
you use it?"

“No! Not if Bassett's success meant ‘
the utter destruction of the State, I
don’t belleve a word of it. I haven’t

KETTLE KOVERS - PERFUME

| GINGHAM APRONS- OIL CLOTH
|_EAR MUFFSAND CoRK LEGS |

it. He's always been master of the art
of _getting information from the
| enemy’s camp. But Thatcher R

| the slightest confidence in Thatcher’s
| detective work; and the long arm of

|
:colnddence has to grasp something

| convince me."”
{ Dan shook his head,
| “He doesn’t need the book,
| Ware. I've seen the documents
;!ho case. Most of the evidence is cir-
| cumstantial, but you remember what
| your friend Thoreau said about cir
cumstantial evidence—something to |
the effect that it's sometimes pretty
convincing, as when you find a trout
in the milk.”
“But has Thatcher found the trout?"”
“Well, no; he hasn’'t exactly found
the trout, but there's enough, there's
altogether too much” ended Dan de-
spairingly. “The caucus doesn’t meet |
again till tomorrow night, when |
Thatcher promises to show his hand. |
I'm going to put in the time trying to |
persuade Ramsay to come round.”
“But do you think he has any idea |
what Thatcher has up his sleeve?”
asked Ware. .
“It's possible; I dare say he knows

shown remarkable discretion in man-
aging this. He tells me solemnly that
nobody on earth knows his intentions
except you, Allen, and me. He's sav-
ing himself for a broadside, and he
wants its full dramatic effect.”

Sylvia had hardly spoken during
this discussion; but the others looked
at her curiously as she sald:

“I don’t think he has it to fire; it's
incredible; I don't bellieve it.”

“Neither do I, Sylvia,” said the min-
ister earnestly.

The talk at the Wares' went badly
that evening. Harwood's mind was
on the political situation. As he sat
in the minister's library he knew that
in upper chambers of the Statehouse,

firmer than my pitiful little book to

Mr. |
in |
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BY THE TIME OLD GENERAL HAD PASSED
MAPLE STREET ALL THE ONL.OCKERS WERE SURE
"THE MYSTERIOUS BOx OF FREIGHT, BELONG/NG TO

S

threes, or here and there a dozen,
were speculating and plotting. He
had personally projected Ramsey’s
name one night in the hope of break-
ing the Bassett phalanx, but the only
result was to arouse Thatcher's
wrath against him. Bassett’s men be-
lieved in Bassett.

He was making the fight of his life,

and In hotels and boarding houses,
members of the majority in twos and

and he was beyond question a “ggme’l
fighter; the opposition newspapeq

3

most bitterly opposed Bassett tem-[
pered thelr denunclations with this|
concession,
And so pondering, it was no won-|
der that Dan brought no joy to John
Ware's library that night. The min
ister himself seemed unwontedly pre-
occupled; Sylvia stirred at the fire as
though seeking in the flames answers
o unanswerable questions, Mrs. Ware
ght vainly to bring cheer to the

\AUNT SARAH PEABODY, WAS DOOMED TO DESTRUCTION-

OUR BOARDING HOUSE—By AHERN

80 MAVBE I wouT
SEVEN VEARS BAD

LUCK, DVou TINK ?
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company.

Shortly after 8 o'clock, Sylvia rose
to leave,

“Aunt Bally got home from Ken-
tucky this afternoon, and I must drop
in for a minute, Dan, if you don't
mind.”

Sylvia hardly spoke on the way to
Mrs. Owen’s. Since that night on the
lake she had neverbeen the same, or
80 it seemed to D She had gone

’

back to her teaching, and when they
met she talked of her work and of im-
personal things. Once he had broached
the subject of marriage—soon after
her return to town—but she had made
it quite clear that this was a forbid-
den toplc. The good comradeship and
frankness of their Intercourse had
passed. and it seemed to his despairing
lover's heart that it could never be
regained. She carried her head g

little higher; her smile was not the
smile of old. He shrank from telling
her that nothing mattered if she cared
for him as he believed she did. She
gave him no chance, for one thing,
and he had never in his bitter self-
communing found any words in which
to tell her so. More than ever he
needed Sylvia, but Sylvia had locked
and barred the doors against him.
To Be Continued
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Used cars in India are not much
in demand. Half price is a good price.
The other day an Australian horse
sold at auction for eleven times as
much as a five-seated used car eof
American make.

Unemployment in England s on \ae
Increase, jumping 50,000 during Neo-
vember alone. The new Parliament
considers it its greatest domestic prob-
lem.
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