&

-

i
\}‘n
8

‘f B

‘

o

CIRRNETRRERTeS

£ B

T ——
e

. RSN B T - Y -

B e

‘ordered them around.

‘“He has a backbone.”

"lnne of a soft September morning.
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BEGIN MERE TODAY
LIANE BARRETT, daughter of CASS
BARRETT. an actress golo:s l“%hr lu:'r
to Willow Stream, L. 1., fo :
g Her mother Is playing in
K. Willow Stream 2
.u;:l:nnrAlmr‘MA CLIVE CLEESPAUGH
sor. of the wealthy patroness of the
theater. ELSIE MINTER, the ingenue
gtrives for Clive's interest. Liane's im-
agination has been ensnared by a handg-
some stranger who calls her by name
one night at the theater.

She meets him later at a party at
the home of MURIEL LADD, debutante
who shares box office duties with her
His name s VAN ROBARD. Liane falls
in love with him. Cass, hearing nis
name, asks Ligne never to see him

* sgain without giving a reason.
MRS. CLEESPAUGH Liane to
with her as her companion in the
CHUCK DESMOND, newspaper
takes Muriel dancing one
Ladd Robard
thinking have

summer

stay
fall

sends
they

night
after the palr,
eloped

Liane goes with Robard and he makes
ove to her. One night she courageous-
1"' repels robbers at the
fric Elsie tells Liane that

theater box
Robard 1s
mother and the

ntive to Muriel's
1 is crusied.
Cass 1Is packing Liane
eovers a picture in her mother’s trunk
and is told it is of Cass’ dead sister
Luisa. Cass Is mysterious about her,

Liane goes to stay with Mrs. Clees-
paugh and finds 'tgat Clive and his
mother ds not get along.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER TWELVE.

HE problem of Clive’s attitude |
voward his mother remained |
for the moment unsolved. Liane
went dutifully to lunch with the|
old lady on the day of the flareup. |
Outwardly there was no ruffling |
of the calm waters, but the young |
girl sensed a resentment so deep her |
patron could not bring herself to |
speak of it. And yet, Liane thought,
Clive had been in the right. His|
mother had spoken to him as if he|
were the veriest schoolboy,

“She’s kind,” reflected the young
girl shrewdly, ‘but she must have
her own way.” Perhaps Clive had
been letting her have it for years in
matters large and small and now, at |
24, was coming to see that he could |
bear this state of affairs no longer. |

“It doesn’t matter to me,” thought |
Liane rather wistfully, “I'm her|
guest, her protege, and naturally I|
must respect all her wishes. But|
for a man grown to knuckle under |
and do exactly as she commands |
him-—that would be shameful.” |

Yes, Liane respected Clive more |
now that she had seen him “stand |
up” to his mother. |

If Mrs, Cleespaugh’s white head |
was held a trifle higher, if her tone !
that day, addressing the maids, grew |
sharper and more autocratic, her
manner toward Liane at least was
not affected,

“I like her, but I see through her,
100,” thought Liane with affection-
ate amusement. She was a very
proud old woman. She was what
the gifls at the convent had called |
“bossy.” [

Bossiness generally went to the |
head. The more one’s underlings
submitted to dictates the more one

|

“That boy’s no fool,” decided
Liane, thinking of Clive, and won-
dered why Elsie had thought he was,
She liked |

him the better for it,

Liane saw little of the youngf
man. Occasionally she had a glimpse :
of Clive in a turtle-necked sweat-i
er, in stained and worn brown rid- |
ding breeches, galloping down the |

|

He would nod to her in a friend- ‘

ly yet distant manner, swinging off
his soft hat in salutation. She
would tramp through the fallen pine
needles, kicking the tiny acorns
with her sturdy brown shoes, think-
ing how fortunate she:was to live
in such a beautiful and luxurious
world, while her mother went wan-
dering.

Liane was saving her money now.
She was living quietly and demure-
ly. The hurly-burly, amusing life |
of town, of scrambled meals and |
hand-me-down frocks, became a |
sort of dim dream. |

= k. -

OMETIMES at night when she

had gone to bed early and could
not sleep she would shut her eyes
to keep out the pictures that came
to her. Shane McDermid, big in
his blue uniform, his eyes shining
sternly at her. Van Robard in his
dinner clothes, bending over her
hand. No, she would not think of
Van!

She had heard Clive say over the
hall telephone one day, “Van?” Oh,
he's at Burlirgame I believe., Be
pack about Christmas time.” |

Nor did she catch glimpses of!
Muriel any more. Mrs. Cleespaugh |

*thoroughly disapproved” of Mu-
riel Ladd.
“Have you heard,” she asked|

Llane in a shocked voice, “of her'

dis- | to say another word,

| ing Reviews”

latest conquest? The gossip papers
say she is ‘that way' about Cuyrtis
Blue. Such a charming person I
thought him.

What can he see in that hobble-

dehoy? Murilel is an extremely in- |
discreet young woman and I dis-|

approve of her.”

To hear the glib expressions of
the scandal sheets on the correct
tongue of Mrs. Cleespaugh was
disconcerting. Liane wanted to
smile but dare not.

“She’s—fascinating,” she
tured, anent the dashing Muriel.

“Oh, fascinating!” Mrs. Clees-
paugh’s tone expressed nothing but
sheer disgust.
that word should be applied to such
a flibbertygibbet.”

Then she set her lips and refused

Once and only once Liane saw
Muriecl flash by in hér streamline
car. Her gypsy scarf had been dis-
carded.

She wore the more sober but still
dashing habiliments of town,
tle brown hat. Beautifully cut
tweeds. A fur scarf, the cost of
which would have bought Liane
Barrett shoes for five years. Muriel
threw a careless greeting at her
erstwhile co-worker.

“She’s forgotten me” Liane
thought with a little pain at her
heart. Liane wanted desperately
some one who was young and friv-
olous in whom to confide. Muriel
obviously had no time for her.

“I wonder,” said Mrs. Cleespaugh,

| suddenly -one morning resuming the

subject, “what has happened to that
young newspaper man—wasn’t his
name Desmond?—whom Muriel was
supposed to be so fond of?

“I heard Adele Ladd was terrified
for fear they would elope last sum-

mer. The girl is a will-o’-the-wisp,
that’s certain, One would respect
her more if her affections were

more permanent.”

Liane had wondered, too, about
Chuck Desmond. Occasionally she
saw the paper in which his “Rov-
were printed. He
wrote with a bright irony which
seemed to her excessively brilliant,

She remembered gratefully his
protection on the night the Dan-
ish electriclan roughly had embraced

er.

“He was—rather nice,” Liane said.

“Was he really? Mrs, Cleespaugh
enjoyed a good gossip. “Do tell
me. I didn’t know you'd ever met

| the man.”

Liane flushed.

‘He came along,” she said with
a show of reluctance, “one night
when a man at the theater was
being—unpleasant.”

‘My dear child, that sounds ter.
rifically thrilling,” said the old lady,
her eyes lighing.

“Oh, it was nothing. But he was
really rather knightly about it,”
said the yonng girl, dimpling al
the recollection.

“Well, I said at the time and I
say now Adele Ladd might've done
worse with her daughter,” declared
Mrs. Cleespaugh with relish. “From
what one hears, Muriel would be
better off safely married than she
is running about the country,
heaven knows where, at all hours
of the day or night. ’

“I somehow don’t, think marriage
would change Muried very greatly,”
Liane ventured:

t-] E »
HE old lady looked solemn. “It
changes us all, my dear,” she
sald with gravity. “One takes on
dignity. Or rather, one should.”
She frowned as if in deep dis-

| satisfaction tapping her morning

newspaper. “Not that one would
believe in dignity after reading the
list of divorce cases these days,” she
added bitterly.

“Marriage means less than noth-
ing, apparently, to the daughters of
my friends.” Mrs. Cleespaugh
sighed sharply. “If Clive should
ever make such a mess of his life—
really, I don't know what I should
do!”

She frowned again,

“But that’s an unpleasant subject,”
she said, dismissing it. Looking at
Liane shrewdly and kindly she went
on:

“You're very young, my dear, but

somehow I think you would take |

marriage in a most serious way
than most of the girls of my ac-
quaintance.”

“Oh, if I loved,” murmured Liane
confusedly, “if I loved it would be
at once and forever.” She ral

her shining eyes, deep and long

HORIZONTAL

2 Who §s the
head of the
submarine ex-
pedition to the
North Pole?

(8 Only state to
show.a de-
<crease in popu-
fation during
1ast 10 years.

15 To estrange,

17 Fear,

18 Diminutive.

19 Mover’s trucks,

21 To hesitate,

22 To devour. -

23 Intellectual.
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49 Northeast.
50 Translated.,
51 Burden.,
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23 Commander,
24 Rhythmical
swings.
[ 27 Mortgage.
= 29 Pertaining to
Ug the gull family.
AN 31 Pound.
32 To divide.
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ca.yx.

39 Toward.

40 Famous pianist
and composer,

42 Riotous feast.

epic poem:
3 Cotton fiber,

25 Ripped, 4 Lock opener. 44 Fork tines.
= Ro’;‘;_ 53 Small valley.  §Within. 48 Trained st-
27 Minor note. D0 GOIf teacher. oy, tendant for the
28 Satan. gs Ottoman court. 7 mg endyre, sick.
30 Inlet. « 58 Smooth. 9 Exclamation. 48 Marked.
81 Privation,  0)Ireland. 10 To bow. 50 Triple.
4 83 Servo-motor. 00 Emanates. 11 Weight allow- 52 Collection of
85 Senior. 62 Erudition. 1 ance. horses.
36 Abolishes. 64 Sewing Imple- 15 coat of mail. ~ 54 Close.
B8 Valley bottom, . Ments. tver 13 To furnish nu- 55 Conceited pre-
40 Credit. 65 Deepens a river "~y 50 o cision.
w41 At no time. by maheinery. y4 pajance over- 57 Snaky fish.
' " 43 Fodder vat. VERTICAL gye, 59 To finish.
45 Fowl, 1 Sprinkles. 16 To come in. 61 Southeast. :
] 47 To repulse. 2 Famous Greek 20 Prevents waste. 63 Second note.
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“I fail to see why |

Lit- |

lashed, to the older woman’s. *“I
believe in lasting love, don’t you?”

Mrs. Cleespaugh regarded her
with fondness. She said very firm-
| 1y, “I certainly do. Not a doubt to
5 | Ad
| Neither of the two had heard a
| ight step on the threghold of the
| morning room where tney sat with
gthe accounts. A vibrant voice with
| an undercurrent of mirth in it in-

terrupted:

“Interesting to hear two women

talking of love in the early hours.”
| Liane, startled, looked full into
[ the deep-set eyes of Van Robard.
|She gave one startled movement,
| tumbling the check book and the
| sheaf of bills.
Almost they fell into the fire from
| which the screan stood a little aside.
| Van stooped, still smiling, to retrieve
them as Mrs. Cleespaugh, not alto-
' gether pleased at the interruption,
greeted him.

“Well, I must say——" she began
rather crossly. “This is a great
surprise for all of us.”

Van, handsome in his traveling
tweeds, leaned over and kissed her
audaciously on the cheek,

“MNo very gracious, Eva, are you?”
he inquired.

“I'm delighted to see you, natur-
la]ly," protested Mrs. Cleespaugh not
too convincingly. “But why must
you walk in unannounced? Why not
use the telephone? You young peo-
ple are so casual, so imperative.”

Van appealed to Liane who, crim-
son and pale by turns, had resumed
her place at the desk.

“She calls me a young person,”
he mocked. “And I'll never see 30
again. I'm deeply flattered.”

But Liane refused to smile at him.
She gathered up her papers to leave.
“I'll get back to all this after lunch-
eon,” Mrs. Cleespaugh said more
affably. Van stood at the door,
holding it wide for Liane to pass.
As she departed he said, so low no
one else could hear:

“Sweet thing, I had to come back
to see you.”

L E 3 o

LIANE’ dressed for dinner that

evening in a fever of excite-
ment. She had only two dinner
dresses. One was g limp pink one
(it had been Elsie’s) and the other
Was a demure white chiffon which,
now denuded of the sleeves the good
sisters had deemed modest, had been
her “class day” dress.

After surveying the two distaste-
fully, Liane chose the white. She
had a string of artificial pearls and
since Nora had left a cluster of red
roses in a crystal vase on the old-
fashioned dressing table, she decided
to wear a knot of these on her
shoulder.

She bathed in haste. Everything
she picked up she clumsily dropped
that night. “Fingers all thumbs,”
she grumbled in disgust.

She was terrifically nervous. Her
hair didn’t suit her. She let down
the bronze-gold cloud three times
and twisted it up again before it
was done to her satifaction.

“Maybe he won’t even appear at
dinner,” she told herself. And, “if
mother knew, she would want me to
g0 away.”

To her amazement she had dis-
covered at luncheon that Robard

(| was to be a house guest of Mrs.

Cleespaugh’s. “He's a distant rela-
tive of mine,” her hostess had ex-
plained. “His mother was my sec-
ond cousin. We had the same
great-grandmother. A charming
rascal, .he is. . So good-looking and
80 unreliable.”

Liane had burned to ask in what
Robard’s unreliability had consisted,
but had not dared to evince 50
much interest in the visitor.

“Maybe he won’t be here for din-
ver at all,” she reminded herself.
“Probably he’s invited to the
Ladds’.” She thought of what
Elsie had said about Van Robard
being Adele Ladd’s admirer and
winced at the remembrance.

(To Be Continued)

STICKERS
AERAL

J U UL

With six matches can you make four
triangles, each side of each triangle being
one whole match in length? %
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" Answer for Yesterday

OUR BOARDING HOUSE

" _ByAhern - OUT OUR WAY .

ELL ,GENTS,
“fo BE HOREST, I'M
KILDA DISAPPOINTED!
e l‘r.'S A “TwWo-~- ®
HEADED CHIcKEA

ALL RIGHT - BUT

UK~ UM~ WELL ~~
T AT ANTHIG

wWeLL ,-THERE T 1S,
SIR «~~EGAD, EVER
SEE AWNTHING AS
AMAZING AS “THAT @
WHEN WE EXHIBITED
“THE CHICKEM 1N <~ AH~
IN IRDIA ~< wHY, A
VERY RICH MAHARATAH
QFFERED US A HANDFUL
OF RUBIES FoR (T, BUT
1 PaLITELY LAUGHED
THE OFFER DOWNA,
LIKE “THIS ~
HeH - HeH -
HeHd - HeH

IMAGINE , BY
THINKIANT UP (AL
HIS MIAND §

FIRST
DIME .
-THeyTooK M.

) 1531 BY NEA SERVICE, INC. RES. U. S. PAT. OFF.

FRECKLES AND HIS FREENDS

a “THIS IS —TH*
A FELLA COULDAST 3oLy VENTRILOQUIST

LISTEA ~~ You %

QALY SEE SIGHTS BEuemms
LIKE “THIS WHEQ Bugg?:os o A
Nodk Have. ™ BASHFULNESS

DTS ~AU" Vau L
DONT GET EM
FoR A DIKME!
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FELLER T Puw
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— By Blosser

(" ) ee! 1 wore nieRe | aur uer THINK
m.»mcmxrme \'f; ifofw‘:sl_“;:& ;"jy:::_r::i
FTHG  NACATION I'D JUST LIKE TO VS TO WASKH OUR
OF THEIR LINES, || it ALl I WANTED. e e
e 8ove ONCE .- BoY! 1D OUR NECKS..1
CAN HARDLY KETCH A MILLION SAY THS 1S
\WAIT UNTIL FiSK, 1 BeT/ GOING T BE
TUEY GET TO
MNR. KINGSTON'S
SUMMER PLACE ..
\NELL.....\NHO
\WOULDNT BE
THRILLED AT
sucu A
TREAT S
s ¢

NEAH .. AN NOBODY To
CALL UP TO US AND SAY+
“/T'S TIME TO G&T VP, OR -
YoULL BE LATE T SCioce.”
HOT DoGY 1 CANT

NYEG, MEBBE TUS 1S
JUST A DREAM ... (T
SEEMS O 6000 O
BE TRUE AN \WE
* MIGHT ALL WAKE UP
AN" FIND OURSELVES

~
DOES THAT AHEAD OF Gory! sust p i
LOOK LIKE THIS B . 5
:SDREAM? THERE'S e el i%/‘
! s ) BEAUTIFUL. A (B
A LAKE' Look! BoY™ DIAMOND, 7 HEYRE
ISNT T geauTiFuL Y SPARKLIN' IN JUST "ABOUT
THATS IT, = THE NIGHT Tuere !
gery o &
BE om
HAND
WHEN THE
8oys
ARRIVE
AT THIS
VACATION
LAND !
-

—By Crane’

WASHINGTON TUBBS I1
Wl HO! THIS Town's

I HOPE
IMPRONIN' — BUT WHERE so.
TH' HECK DID YOU GET X
‘AT $500 YOU GIMME, %
EASN? MY GOSH! You

MUST HAVE FRIENDS
HERE.

B <well oD DNE
IN IT'S DAY, 4 Y

THE FLOWERS —AND LOOK: DO
SEE THAT WHITE-HAIRED OLD

( ARE STREAMING DOWN EASY'S .
BRONZED FACE.

LA PICKiNG ROSES?
5 o HAFTA GET MUSHY AN’

1 MENTIONS IT'S A

SALESMAN SAM

UDDENLY, WASH NOTICES THAT. TEARS)

vBiG 8ABYL ypoN'T
BLUBBERY JUST RECAUSE
CLASSY DUMP, DO You?]

[

I~-X CAN'T HELP \T, PODNER,
YOU SEE, THAT'S MY MOTHER
UP THERE, MY HOME. 7>

—By Small

OH, SHES CLIMBING-
Some oF THE HIGH
ROCKS AROUND

wWe CaN'T STaRT our

LUNCH WITHOUT YOUR.

WIFE, GU22 — WHERE
(S SHe? "

iy
b d
”»

THE_IDEA! AND )
NEl THER. OF THEM™

HAVE Come To My
Rescue /

OH/! sSo THeEre You

“Have You Becn )
LOOKIN' IN TH' WATER.
FOR Us P
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X WORT MaxTER !
BEN & Yoo
SHOLD MAKE
MISTAKES , NOBODY
'QOOLD NOTICE. »
IpCAUSE  TRENAL
A 6O CRRZY

<EE 00

\

D\
roesa A

o
W
a

\

S
R

AN
—_mw
_—C
W
o

Men ran from the tent, the sheik among them.
He found Zeyd being tightly held by Fahd, “By
Ullah! Ibn Jad, he would have killed thee,” cried
' “had I not leape2 upon his back” “He

. me. 1

Just then Tollog discovered Zeyd's musket ly-
ing where Fahd had dropped it. The shejk’s vis-
age grew stern. “Tell me thou didst not do it,”
cried Ateja. “By Mohammed, I did not!" pro-.
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