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THIS HAS HAPPENED
. . SYBIL THORNE. home from a ghastly
. homeymoon, is living with her mother in
Boston| Nobody knows Sybil is married
except MABEL BLAKE znd Mabel's
finance. JACK MOORE. Sybil married
RICHARD EUSTIS in Havana after a
five-day courtship at sez. The marriage
lasted two weeks. Sybil, after learning
of her husband’s unbelievable infidelity,

returned to Boston with Mabel.
CRAIG NEWHALL, her old sweetheart,
meets her at the pier, but his manager
. is strangely distznt, and Sybil wonders
it he could <now anything of her ro-
mance. Sie is wretchedly unbhappy be-
cause of her tragic secref, and also be-
c.use ox the recent death of ber father
end the marrizge of her brother, TAD,
to VALERIE WEST, a frivolous and sel-

t butante.
lll%&lst' |eTae0§N£ who is also heart-

'ra“l::re“l ':::sesl‘ilcrn ‘:!ny:hn:e.::ly:h n:v:
outlook on life. Valerie, in ome «f her
tantrums, flings from the room because
Sybil and Tad seem unappreciative of
her efforts on their mother’'s beaalf.
Mrs. Thorne, always apologetic for Val,

suggesis that maybe she is going to

B w 60’ ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER XXVII

YBIL laughed shortly.

“Not a chance,” she opined.

“Valerie wasn't born yesterday.”

Mrs. Thorne blushed painfully.

“you shouldn’t say things like
that,” she reproved her daughter
mildly.

“Who started it?” demanded Tad,

. and catching her to him, kissed her
. roughly and laughed at her discom-
- fort. “If Mother’s got her hea'rt

set on a grandchild, I guess you 1

have to get married, Sib.” i

Across his mother’s head he wn}k-

- ed broadly. “A girl ought to be will-
ing to do that much for her poor
mother.”

01tli\Ars. Thorne pushed him gently

her.

tr?‘an‘reshie!” she murmured in the

gashion of her girlhood and slapped

him with a pink rose.
k-3 £ =

EPTEMBER was hot in Boston

that year. Quiet, with hardly

a breath of air; and the heat ris-

ing in little puffs from the cobble

gtones.

" After school small boys swam in

the Frog Pond and grownups pat-

yonized the swan boats. Firemen
sprinkled down the streets.

And the newspapers chronlc}ed
the temperature in screaming
headlines, with lists of prostrations
in red print. Mrs, Thorne felt the

- heat painfully.

“1f you'd had sense enough to
stay at Wianno!” Sybil reproached
Valerie. L >

“Thats right—blame it on me.

swell, you dragged mother
home.” §

“Oh, of course—it's all my fault.”

The girls had stopped speaklpg,
when Valerie decided to visit

in New Haven.
fn'?ggfx'll be glad enough to be rid
of me,’ she remarked, which was
so true that Sybil refrained from
comment. ]

Tad was to make a western trip

on business.

. “and when I get back,” he gie-
- clared firmly, “Val and I are going
Z to look around for a place of our
own. It's an awful impositiox}—-
staying here. Val doesn’t realize,
of course—but mothers not so
young as she used to be.”

It was Sybil who packed his
bags and sewed his buttons on and
drove him to the station when he
went away.

valerie had an engagement that |

evening to play bridge. The ne:fc
day she was leaving for Connecti-
cut.

“ oL

" YT was lonely for Sybil when she
and her mother were there alone,
“ since Craig had more or less ef-
faced himself, and Sybil was rather
avoiding her old crowd.

Craig had declared himself quite
definitely.

“I don’t like being a footstool,” he
told her. “And I'm all through both-
ering you, Sybil. I guess maybe
you've found my protestations an-
noying. You know I love you. I'd

do anything for you. But I don'tl

A ]

Occasionally he sent flowers and
a box of candied fruits to Mrs.
Thorne, who was pleased that he
rcnembered her preference.

Munching a sugared pineapple or
succulent pear she would contem-
plate Sybil gloomily over her sweet
and remark, as usual, that she
could go further and fare worse,

Once after that Craig took Sybil
to a road house. It was the first
time she had done anything gay
for weeks. She wore a dress of
lilac chiffon and pinned a great
bunch of silk violets on her shoul-
der. She wore a top coat of soft
mauve and a littie felt hat that
matched.

Almost all men, she reflected,
liked orchid and purple and all the
royal shades between. Craig had
often told her violet was his favorite
color. She slipped a Ic string
of amethysts about her neck and
fastened gleaming quartz, fashioned
like grapes, in her ears.

Across the candle-lit table Craig
bent toward her desirously. It was
nice and cozy, sitting across from
each other like that.

Impulsively she reached for his
hand, and brushed it lightly across
her lips. He smiled quietly and
pinched her cheek; then gravely
lighting a cigaret, studied her re-
motely through clouds of smoke.

“Rather nice, isn't it?” he re-
marked idly.

“Nice? ; Oh, Craig, it's wonderfu!
—being together, I mean,” she as-
sured him. “I haven't enjoyed any-
thing so for ages.”

Through dinner he remained dis-
tantly affable and all the blessed
little intimacies of long 3go were
like painful memories.

Sybil poured his =offee and when
he had taken it from her her fin-
gers closed softly abcut his wrist.
Then, swiftly, he sought her eyes
and held them until she bent, con-
fused, to finger her beads.

“Craig.” She whispered softly.
“Do you still want {o marry me.
Craig?”

He took her hands then, and held
them with both of his.

“You know I do, dzar,” he said.

She was tempted then to tell him
everything.

“Would you marry me,” sheI
asked, “if you knew I'd been a very |

bad girl?”

He smiled and inclined his head
gravely as one humoring a child.
* “Yes'm,” he told her seriously.

“If you knew I'd been—oh, some-
thing dreadful—married, perhaps?”’

Then he laughed, and mussing
his napkin mightily, threw it in a
great heap on the center of the
table.

“Come on,” he invited heartily.
“let’s dance! And lay off this mar-
riage stuff, will you, Sybil? Pound-
ing away on a sore spot’s no good,
you know.”

“But I meant it!” she cried.

“Yes, you did!” he muttered.

“You've got about as much intention | [
| Mabel's fingers and all the joy in |
| her good plain face turned to |

of marryAng me as nothing at all. So
let’s stop talking about it. Do your
theorizing with some other guy, be-
cause it doesn’'t get anywhere with
me, Syb.”

“Shall we dance?” she asked him
stiffly.

He held her closely and looked
grimly down on the little mauve
hat that nestled on his shoulder.
Her eyes, beneath its brim, were wet
with tears.

But of course he could not know
that, nor guess when a big salty
drop splashed on her violets . . .

of their romance.
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UTUMN followed on the heels |

of Indian summer; and Novem-

ber was cold and drear and gray. |

Dead leaves whirled in dus'y spi-
rals and a penetrating dampness

made Sybil shiver as she set out

,one afternoon to call on Mabel at '

Wester House.
Jack was home again and Mabel

seem to know how to make you care | poq phep ring now. Not the con-

for me. So, I'm going to drop outi

of the picture for a while.”

ventional engagement ring at -all

| —but a delicate platinum -circlet,

“Absence makes the heart grow |get with sapphires. With it she

fonder,” she parried lightly, “half
glad of the relief of promised soli-
tude.

“So I've noticed,” he retorted,
*fonder of the other man.”

She wondered if there was any
significance in the remark.

“If there’s ever anything I can
do for you,” he offered.

“Oh, Craig!” she protested, “don't
be silly!”

“Well, I just wanted you to know,”
he insisted awkwardly. “Any time

you want me, let me know.”
v n n n

FTER that she saw'him infre-

quently, and missed him more
than she had thought possible.

Cor
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would wear her wedding ring, like
a guard.

And later Jack would give her
a twin band, set with pearls, Sap-
phires—diamonds—pearls—it was

EANOR EARLY

the vers Zitest idea. They were to
be married in the Spring.

Sybil was carrying a white tis-
sue package, tied with satin rib-
bons. A nightgown of knife-pleat-
ed chiffon in palest flesh, with pink
satin roses peeping through the
sheerness of it. -

Her engagement gift to Mabel.
And, primarily, her excuse for in-
truding on a busy Wednesday
afternoon.

The telephone operator directed
her to the third floor. Mabel was
clinic director of a place called the
G. Y. N. Sybil did not know what
!that meant, but apparently it was a
clinic for women—the most depress-
ing, distressful women.

They sat about on benches, their
damp clothes odorous in the un-
pleasant warmth of the place. It
was raining out, and slushy, and
some of them had left rubbers on
the register. .

Now the rubbers smelled, and
i thefr cheap furs reeked with the
loathsome smell of wet dyes. Chil-
dren played about their knees, cling-
ing to their skirts.

They were unhappy, frightened
loocking children with running noses
and ugly, misfit clothing.

Mabel looked up from the desk
where she sat before a great card
!index. A woman who had been
crying softly turned away, and Ma-
bel wrote on a little card and in-
serted it in the index.

“Next Thursday then, Mrs. Bren-
nan,” she said. “And you mustn't
be frightened.”

" ” g

HEN she saw Sybil standing

uncertainly in the doorway, her
eyes shifting from one frowsy
wretched creature to another.

In a second Mabel had crossed the
room, her white clinic apron blow-
in gout behind her like a starched
sail. She threw her arms around
Sybil and kissed her on the mouth.

“Sybil Thorne! I haven't seen
you for ages. Only this morning
was saying to Aunt Emily, ‘I simply
must phone Sib—I don’t know what
she’ll think of me.” My dear, I'm
glad to see you. What an adorable
jacquette, Sit down honey. I've
torty people waiting to see me—but
let 'em wait. What's the news,
Sib?”

Sybil proffered her package.

“I've been intending to get down
with this for ages.”

“Oh, my dear, it's lovely—per-
fectly exquisite!”

Mabel handled it rapturously.

{ “I never say anything so beauti-
, ful.”
“Well, that’s not all that brought

| me down,” admitted Sybil, and |

| glanced apprehensively toward the
| X-ray rooom. “Can anyone hear
| us, Mab?”
“Not a soul dear. What's on
your mind.” /
“I'm going to have a baby.”
The night gown slipped from

| misery.
| “Are you sure?”

| *I went to the doctor's yester-|

| day. Next May, he says.”
| Sybil turned, suddenly faint, to-
;ward the window, and, when Ma-

ibel had opened it, she leaned on|

| the sill.

{ Spasmodic dry chokings and
| horrible sounds came from her
| throat. She threw her arms over
| her face, to stifle the noise she
| made.

o e P A R
| And that was the end, for a while, b e B Ny i

She could not say it.
| There were tears in Mabel's eye.,
but Sybil's were hard and dry.

“Don’t, dear,” she cried. “It will
| be all right.”
Sybil shook her head.
“It’s—it’s awful!” she gasped, “1
| hate him, Mabel—I hate him! His
EBRBY < s.c00.s <
She stood with her back to the
 wincow, and her head against the
| glass, moving it restlessly. Her eyes
were wild and hunted.

(To Be Continued)

Sybil and Mabel prepare for
Christmas at the Settlement
| House. And Sybil, her heart soft-
i ened, discovers that she does not
| hate Richard’s child. A new
glimpse of Sybil in the next
chapter,
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As Crystal Hathaway sat before
her dressing table that Saturdsy
evening, making up her face for her
“blind date” with Dick Talbot, her
large hazel eyes glanced frequently
at the front page of the afternoon
newspaper:

“I CHANGED MY MIND,” SAYS
CAPRICIOUS “TONY”

Beneath the heavy black capitals
ran the explanatory italics: “‘Tony
Tarver, new-rich society heauty,
breaks engagement with Richard
Warrington Talbot, handsome scion
of wealthy ‘old’ family.”

The sensational story was “dressed
up” with gorgeous photographs of
Tony Tarver and Dick Talbot.

“Home less than two weeks from
Bradley, fashionable girls’ college,
Antoinette Tarver, already known
to every flapper, sheik and traffic
officer in Stanton as ‘Tony,’ has
managed to climb to first place in
two unofficial contests—beauty and
popularity—among Stanton’s ‘wild
younger generation.

“Daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Pat-
rick Tarver of Serenity Boulevard,
‘Tony’ required just one week to be-
come engaged to Richard Warring-
ton Talbot, only son of Mr. and Mrs.
Benjamin Warburton Talbot, mil-
lionaires and social arbiters of Stan-
ton’s most exclusive circles, and
rather less than a week to grow tired
of her hasty bargain.

Today’s society column carries
the formal engagement, over the
signature of the capricious young
beauty’s mother, until recently an
obscure housewife on humble Myr-
tle St., which has become famous
in Stanton as the thoroughfare on
which lived beautiful Cherry Lane,
acquitted of the murder of her aged
fiance, Mr. Ralph Cluny.

“‘“Tony,’ when interviewed today,
refused to make any comment
other than ‘I changed my mind.’

“It is all my fault,’ said gallant

Dick -Talbot, to the reporter. ‘I
! jumped to the conclusion that Tony
ywould marry me, just because she
idid not definitely say she would not,
{and informed her parents and mine

of the engagement. I hope that she
| will yet conusent to marry me, but
| until she makes up her mind to do
isoé»f the engagement of course is
{off. »

!- “Dear Dick—gallant Dick,” Crys-
i tal murmured. “Being a gentleman,
]what else could you say to the re-
| porter? But we know—doen't we, my
iRlchard?

| “I wonder what the reporter
| would have written if he had known
| that you called me up at 8:30 this
morning and asked for a date?
| Some day, Richard o’ mine, I shall
itell you how I felt, how terribly
{fast my heart beat, when I heard
your voice—your dear gruff voice--
asking me so curtly if I'd give you
a ‘blind date’ for tonight.

“Were you afraid I should say no,
Richard?” she murmured tenderly
! to the pictured fact of the dark, to-
| good-looking boy.

Faith’s voice broke in upon her
sentimental murmurings:

“A date tonight, Crystal? Can I

help you dress? Bob and I are g0~
ing to dinner at the Country Club
again, and I thought you might like
to go along, if you had no other
plans.”
; Crystal's face flamed as she tried
|to hide the newspaper propped
|against her mirror. “Thanks aw-
fully, Faith, but I have a. date—
with Dick Talbot.”

“Dick Talbot?” Faith echoed
incredulously, a frown drawing her
dark eyebrows together. “I see
1you have read the paper. I do
'wish they would quit rehashing
poor Cherry’s story. . . Are you
sure you want to go out tonight
with Dick Talbot—under the cir-
cumstances?”

(To Be Continued)
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The young man borro

" - .
Grover Cleveland was the only president who served
two terms not in succession.
exemplifies” American opportunity.
youth was spent at Fayetteville, N. Y. There were nine
children in, the family and Cleveland’s father, a Yale
graduate, made but a thousand dollars a
were few luxuries in the home,

L] "'ﬁ.':.:n..'rﬂ_

. Just as he was getting
. ready to enter college his

Cleveland's early an uncle lived.

the village store at Fay-
etteville for his board and
lodging and fifty dollars

dream of college was

Cleveland taught in a
the blind. 924

i, Soppighe. 193335, money-1o go to college.

S

1 GOT A SPUTTIING
WEADACHE., L THINW
v LW DOWN -

WHAT ON EARTH

wed the money to go to Cleve-
land, O., named after one of his -ancestors, Moses
Cleaveland. From Cleveland he went to Buffalo whera
He worked and studied law. He had
no instruction, but had to dig out everything for him-
He developed that stubborn perseverance for
which he later became noted.
mitted to the bar.

Sketchs and Synopses. Copyright. 1928, The G

In 1859 he was ad-,
(T




