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THREE KINDS ofLOVE .•
BY KAY CLEAVER STRAHAN o&Zfa

BEGIN HERE TODAY
ANN. CECILY. *nd MARY-TOANCEB

TENWtCK live with their grandparent*.
The iiter* have been orphaned *tnce
childhood. The grandparent* known
a* "Rosalie'' and "Grand'—have long
since lost, their wealth and the house-
hold is supported by Ann a and Cecily a
**For n

thV* reason Ann. 28. and PHIUP
***ey

to'in "love*' with BARRY
MrKF.EL. an engineer, but when he Pro-
poses. she refuses to name the wedding
date because she can not. l*v* Ann with
the financial responalbllltv of

Mary-Francea. 15,
strikes no an acquaintance with EARL
r>E afMOUNT. vaudeville actor. She
mret, him secretly and he trie* to per-
suade her to become his stage partner.

Phil takes Ann to dinner. A girl she
never has seen before sends him * note.
Phil's explanations sre vague. On the
*v home Phil stops the car to lnves-
U

LETry
SKING° U

who wrote the note,
end KENNETH SMITH, her come
alone in another car. addressesPhil with endearments and Ann. angrv
s,"u in Smith’s car and asks him to
take her home. Next day he aenoa
fl°

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY

CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE

CECILY had looked up the num-
ber In the telephone book on

Friday, the day before yesterday.
Slip knew it by heart.

She dialed it with icy, trembling

fingers. The muted ringing sounded
again and again in her ears. She
prayed, “Let him answer it. Dear
Lord, let him answer it. Let him
answer it. Let him—”

“Hello? A woman’s voice, agree-
able, cheerful.

“May I please speak to Mr. Mc-
Keel?"

“Mr. McKecl Is playing golf.’ A
note of interest was added. “I am
Mrs. McKeel; may I take a message
for him?”

“I mean—Mr Barry McKeel.”
“Barry?” The interest changed to

rmusement, faint but audible. “He
isn't in town now.”

•Oh. I didn’t know. Where is
he?”

“He is in Albany.” Cheery again,
almost hearty. “He has been there
-let me see—since Friday.”
“I—l didn’t know. Do you ex-

pect, him back soon?”
“No. Not very soon,” sympathy

was added. “He is superintending
the work on a building that his
uncle is putting up there.”
- “Could you give me his address?”

“I am sorry,” sincerity seemed to
be indicated, “but when he tele-
phoned yesterday he said that he
was leaving the hotel and would
fnd a boarding place tuday. So, just
for the moment, I don’t know where
he Is. We’ll know in a day or so;
if you’ll call again I’ll be glad to
tell you.”

A day or so! There could be no
answer to that.

Curiosity came at last, with a
touch of crispness. “Is it seriously
important? My husband had spoken
of driving to Albany this evening.
He had given it up. But, perhaps—”

“No,” said Cecily, and tried again
and said. “No—thank you,” and
hung up the receiver and went up-
stairs to her room and darkened it
to shut out anything the June
month might have to offer, and
rolled down into the deep hollow
of her bed.
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ANN found her there when she
came in at 7 o’clock that eve-

ning, purposely early, from boating
with Kenneth.

“Cissy, honey,” she protested, and
stooped to put her arms around her.
“You didn’t hear from him? But
dear, dear, you can’t—you mustn’t
do this way.”
“I telephoned,” Cecily replied in

a small choked voice. “He’s gone.
He’s left town.”

“Sister’s sweetheart! He’ll come
back. But you can’t do this way.
You’re ill already. You’re wearing
yourself out. You could make it
easier, dear, if you’d just go on with
life the best you can. We have to
live, you know.”

“Why do we?”
“Lots of reasons. Mother and

father gave us life—trusted us with
it,—a part of their lives. And there
is Mary-Frances, and—”

“We didn't ask for the gift. I
don’t want it. Life is too horrible.
It cheats us. Fools us. Takes us
and hurts us—so. I'm afraid of
lisp.

If Barry came back, if he were
sitting where you are, right now—
I’d still be afraid of life. Always
I’ll be afraid after this.” ,

“I shouldn’t have left you. honey.
I shouldn’t have. I didn’t want
to go. and I didn't enjoy myself,
and—”
“I made you go. I'm better alone.

Please go now, won’t you, Ann?
Please go. You you make me
nervous.”

1 “No, I don’t. I shouldn’t have be-
lieved you this afternoon, and I
don’t believe you now.” She lay-
down on the bed, and Cecily stiff-
ened under her curving arm.

“I hate everything!” she declared.
“You don't hate me,” Ann said.

“You couldn’t, when I love you such
a lot.”

“Who said I did?” said Cecily,
and began to cry softly.

“Just let me rest and talk to you
a little while,” Ann coaxed. “If I
make you too nervous, you can push
me off. But, Cissy, I’ve been think-
ing a lot. All about life being hor-
rid and hurting and everything.

“It is—and it does, of course,
sometimes. But not all the time,

j In a way, too, it is sort of up to
I us how much we ll allow it to hurt
| MS.”

Cecily shook her head; shook her
; body. “No. No. No. No.”
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“VX/ELL, but It is. And here's
"

* something else. Life gives us
i lots of pleasant things—but it won’t
always allow us to pick and choose

jfor ourselves.
“There's love. I don't know about

men—but women have to have love.
Only—l’ve decided that they don’t

! have to have men’s love. There
' are so many different sorts of love,
and I believe—or try to believe,”

, she amended truthfully, “that lots
of the sorts are better, surer—hap-

j pier, anyway, than the love between
men and women.

“Take our love, Cissy, for each
other and for Mary-Frances. We’ve
always had it, so we don’t always
appreciate it. But, honey, stop and
think if you can what It amounts
to.

“It is certain. It is safe. Noth-
ing can change it or hurt it, and
it will last forever. Before I’d hurt
you—as you’re hurt now—l’d—take
myself to pieces and cook me.
“I wouldn’t want to live if I’d

hurt you, Cissy. And you wouldn’t
hurt me, as I’m hurt now, not even,
to have Barry again. But these
men, these mean men hurt us, and
break our hearts, and go away and
stay away and let us be. hurt and
suffer.

“Why should we accuse life of
hurting us when it is only men,
mean men who hurt us? And why
should we value that love, men’s
love old hateful, hurting, selfish
love—so highly?”

"I don’t know. I just want Barry.
I want to love him whether he
loves me or not. I want to see him
—heat* his voice.
“I can’t live, I can’t breathe with-

out him. I can’t, and I don’t want
to, and I won’t try.
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YOU think that way now, but
you’ll find out later that you

can. Someway you—you get used
to it. I thought that way too, last
month. That Sunday, Cissy—truly
I was out of my mind, almost.
“I had a strange obsession that I

was dead—like the stories one reads,
you know—and didn’t know that I
was dead, and was just walking
around watching myself. But thatpasses off. Truly it does, honey.
Truly it does.

“See how much better I am now?
And it has only been a month ago
today. Just exactly a month ago
today.”

“Ann, I don’t want to be hateful.
But Barry and I were—are—l will
say are. I will say Barry and I are
—are—are —”

“Yes, darling. Os course. What
are you?”

“We are different from you and
Phil. In every way. Do you think,
for instance, that I’ll ever look at
another man? Do you think that I
could do as you’ve done?

I don’t blame you, but I mean I
couldn’t. I couldn’t start right out

j to play with another man as you've
started to play with that funny

{ Kenneth thing. I couldn’t. I
wouldn’t."

“That's .just like saying, Cissy,
honey, that if you were in one of
these tropical places, being de-
voured by mosquitoes and bugs and
things, you'd sit down and let them
eat you alive because you couldn't
and wouldn’t use a shoddy, inferior
grade of netting to keep them off.”
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CECILY cried a little more and
said. “No, Ann—you don’t

understand. You don’t understand.”
“I try to, dear. Dear, I do try to.

I wish you had come with us this
afternoon, as I begged you to, in-
stead of staying in this stuffy old

house. The river was lovely, and
we swam ”

“Listen, Ann. The more I think
of it, the more I’m sure that we
didn’t really quarrel. Will you
listen while I tell you about it
again, and see if it seems like a
quarrel to you?
“I mean—if it doesn’t seem to

you that, after Barry’s had time to
think it over, he’ll decide that it
wasn’t actually what he’d call a
quarrel.
“I told you, you know, that he

said raised voices, and squawking
sarcasms, and things like that. I’m
sure I didn’t raise my voice. I never
do scream—do I, Ann? Truly, do
I?”

“Honey, honey, of course not.”
“It began about the party. Or—-

did I tell you about that?”
“Not all about it,” lied poor Ann.;
“I didn’t say a word, you know I j

didn’t, when he went to Gretchen’s !
party in April, though he knew I
hadn’t been invited.

“He’d promised to go before—

well, before we’d found each other.
I didn't let him know I cared a bit
—was pleasant and nice about it
as I could be. And he said he
didn't have a good time at all, and
was bored to death, and kept hop-
ing that he could get away early
enough to see me later.

“But I took notice that he didn’t.
And when the picnic came up in
May I didn’t say much, either. I
said a little, and he explained that
the crowd had been nice to him
ever since he’d come back to Port-
land, and all—l guess I told you—-
about how he was going to put a
girl something like Gretchen in his
next book—a self-made sophisti-
cate he called her—and, well, 1
didn’t fuss even about the picnic.

“But when this third affair came
up, it simply got to be too much
of a good thing. I couldn’t under-
stand why he wished to go places,
constantly, without me.

“I wouldn’t have gone near any
place where he hadn’t been invited.
I didn’t say that he should not go.
I just tried to find out, if possible,
why he cared to go. And he said—
What did I say he said, exactly,
Ann?”

“That he didn’t care to go. But
that the Steigerwalds had been very
good to him, and that he’d rather
sacrifice an evening than lie to
them. And he reminded you that
you’d rather get in early than lie
to Grand and Rosalie in the
morning.

“Wasn’t that it? And that if
you'd allow him to say that you
and he were engaged, he’d be glaa
t.o say that he couldn't go, and
why.”

“All that stuff! Conventional—-
absurd. It wasn’t Barry. Barry
never takes the conventional atti-
tude about anything. I can’t under-
stand it.

“And I can’t understand how we
could have—well, even disagreed
about so trivial a thing as Gretch
Steigerwalds darned old party.
Ann, we couldn’t have quarreled
over a thing like Gretch Steiger-
wald’s party!”

(To Be Continued)

Bancokentucky Head Freed
By United Press

LOUISVILLE, Jan. 13.—James B.
Brown, president of the defunct Na-
tional Bancokentucky, was ac-
quitted in United States district
court here Tuesday of a cherge of
misapplying $46,777 of bank funds.
Judge Charles I. Dawson directed
the jury to bring in a not guilty
verdict.
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TARZANTHE TERRIBLE

After leaving the man-eaters’ village, Tarzan
mafie his way southwest, crossing after the
most appalling hardships a vast, waterless
steppe covered with dense thorn. At last he
came into a district that probably had never
previously been entered by any white man and
was known only in the legends of the tribes
whose country bordered it.

There were precipitous mountains, wide plains,
well watered plateaus and vast, swampy
morasses in which at night the ape-man saw
many weird monsters. Only after weeks of
arduous effort did he succeed in finding a
spot where he might cross these dreadful, for-
bidding swamps. It was a hideous stretch in-
fested with all manner of venomous and
dangerous creatures.

When at last Tarzan of the Apes stood upon
firm ground, he realized why it was that for
perhaps countless ages, this territory had
defied all efforts to penetrate it. It seemed
to him that he had discovered anew world as
yet unspoiled by man. Hippopotamuses,
rhinoceroses ancLelephants in and about the
marsh he often icountered in great numbers.

In this strange country Tarzan was amazed
to find every known species of bird and beast,
together with many unknown to the rest of
the world. Not the least interesting to him were
the black and yellow striped lions. These were
smaller than those he knew in his own jungle.
They possessed sharp, saber-like teeth and
were exceedingly ill-tempered. Some were
spotted Ve leopards.
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—By Crane
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