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"Your grace honors mo!” said
fHcone, r-es demure. but with a
dimple at the comer of her red
:nou*h.
'

"And I congratulate you. I was a
Treat . -< -.t—in my day. Ah me!
4 remember soring you—an hour
after you -*ere born. You were very

I .nk. Ci*one. and as bald as—as I

am. withou* my wig. No—pray sit
Nil Mr B* ver'ey isn't looking at

you. ar.fi h was jirt as bald. once. I
expect- and will be again. I hope.

Even at that early agr you pouted

it m- Ch I liked fOtt for
M. 1 To-

day Mr. Bevrrley frowns at moe.
and I likr him for it—besides, he's
very hand ome wh**n he frowns,
don t vou think. Cleone?"

"Madam—” began Barnabas, with
ki angry look.

Ah now you're going to quarrel
tr,th ir*'—well, there's the major—
I shall go. If you must quarrel with
some re try Clrone, she’s young,
and. I think, a match for you. Oh,
major' Major Piper, pray lend your
arm and protection to a poor, old,
defers* If s woman

”

•So • u,g, the duchess rose, and
the major, bowing gallantly gave
lur the limb he demanded, and
went off with her. “haw-tng” in his
best and most ponderous manner.

Bum

BAF.NABAS sat, chin in hand.
spring at the ground, half ex-

pecting that Cleone would rise and
leave him. Rut no! My lady sat
leaning back in her chair, her head
carelessly aterted, but watching
him from the corners of her eyes.
a blj la k it a searching, crit-
ic >1 look, tha* took close heed to all
tinng as the Fit and excellence of
his clothes; the unconscious grace
of his attitude; the woeful droop of
his lips: a long, inquisitive look, a
look wholly feminine.

* So you meant to buy me, sir—-
as you would a horse or dog?”

No.” said Barnabas, without
looking up, and speaking almost

<n, humbly.
It would have been the same

thing, sir.” she continued, a little
more haughtily in consequence.
"You would have put upon m=* an
obligation I could never, never have
hoped to repay?”
* "Yes. I see my error now,” said
Barnabas, his head sinking lower.
"I acted for the best, but I am a
tool and a clumsy one it seems. I
meant only to serve you, to fulfil
ho mission you gave me, and I

blundered because I am —very
arnorant. If you can forgive me,
do so.”

Now this humility was new in

rum and because of thus, and bo-
ram- she was a woman, she became
••traightway more exacting, and
questioned him again.

••Rut why—why did you do it?”
• "Y. i asked me to save your
brother, and I could see no other

ftgw y—”
How so? Please explain.”

, I mean to free him from the

debt which is crushing him down
and unmanning him.”

' But—oh, don't you see—he would
still be in debt—to you?”

T had forgotten that!” sighed
Barnabas.

Forgotten it?” she repeated.
‘Quite!”

mum

SURELY no man could lie, whose

eyes were so truthful and stead-

' And so you went and offered to

buy up his debts?”
"Yes.”
• For 'hree times the proper sum?”

! I would have paid whatever was

I asked.”
• Why?”
“Because I promised you to help

I him,' answered Barnabas, staring at
the ground again.

"You must be—very rich?” said
| Cleone, stealing another look at

1 him.
| "I am”

‘ And—supposing you had taken

j over the debt, who did you think
i would ever repay you?”

• It never occurred to me.”
"And you would have done—all

thus for a—stranger?”
"No, but because of the promise I

gave.”
"To me?”
“Yes—but, as God sees me, I

would have looked for no recom-
pense at your hands.”

“Never?”
“Never—unless—”
“Unless, sir?”
“Unless I—l had dreamed it pos-

sible that you—could ever have
—loved me.”

Wherefore Barnabas sighed, and
his head drooping, stared at the
ground again. And after he had
stared thus, for perhaps a full min-
ute, my lady spoke, but with her

face still averted.
“The moon is at the full to-night,

I think?”
Barnabas flifting his head sud-

denly). “Yes.”
Cleone ' quite aware of his quick

glance*. “And—how do you like—-
, the Duchess?”

Barnabas (staring at the ground
again*. “I don't know.”

Cleone 'with unnecessary em-
phasis). “Why. she is the dearest,

best, cleverest old godmother in all
the world, sir!”

Barnabas <humbly). “Yes.”
Cleone 'with a side glance). “Are

you riding back to London to-
night?”

Barnabas (nodding drearily).
i “Yes ”

Cleone (watching him more keen-
ly). "it should be glorious to gal-
lop under a—full-orbed moon.”

Barnabas (shaking his head
mournfully). “London is a great
wav from—here.”

Cleone (beginning to twist a ring
on her finger nervously). “Do you
remember the madman we met —at
Oakshott's barn?”
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Barnabas (sighing). “Yes. i
met him in London, lately.”

Cleone (clasping her hands to-
gether tightly). “Did he talk about
—the moon again?”

Barnabas (still sighing, and
dense). “No. it was about some
shadow. I think.”

Cleone (frowning at him a little).

“Well—do you remember what he
prophesied—about—an orbed moon'
—and Barnabv Bright’?”

Barnabas (glancing up with sud-
den interest). “Yes, —yes, he said
we should meet again at Barnaby
Bright—under an orbed moon!”

Cleone (head quite averted now,

and speaking over her shoulder.)
"Do you remember the old finger-
post—on the Hawkhurst road?”

Barnabas (leaning toward her
eagerly). "Yes —do you mean—Oh,
Cleone—?”

(To Be Continued)
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This Curious World Ferguson

. 7Ae WHITE BIRCH HAS BEEN
,

/, 000, 000. 000, DESIGNATED OFFICIALLY AS AIO7H£A'J
OOQOOQ 000. 7C££, TO HONOR MOTHERHOOD

ALL OVER THE WORLD.

.
FLOATING ISLANDS or grass

ARE A COMMON SIGHT IN THE AMAZON RIVER
OF SOUTH AMERICA. „ „

_ Llfli
THE .j *. tree planted to honor a mother was set out by Solan

Parlies, on the shores of Lake Antietam. near Reading. Pa., on May 13.
M the Initial Mother's Tree. Since that

t..Tf the A:. in Forestry- Association has designated the white birch
as Mother's Tree.

• • •

NEXT—IVhat cities claim to be the birthplace of the Creek poet,
Homer?

THE INDIANAPOLIS TIMES COMIC PAO*

OUR BOARDING HOUSE —Bv Ahem OUT OUR WAY

WE L s ITLUB& OKAY W\F

ATT SUN-UP TOR k|§J AMSTAH MAJAK~AAAK

WOOLS OK fSO PACK UP Y-ff WIPE AN ME AN\ SE PRATED
WY WW?D)BE TONHbHT

l—S VO CYAW AYAR.I SH£S
IKICLUDINKb YiY RIDING TOGS ) COOKIN' VO A

AND YACHTING OUTFIT, EGAD/ K ON "BERKELY HIU., AN'
•BY THE WAY, YOU BETTER

" '

ORST YOUR WIFE THAT YOU }

K LIABLE TO LEAVE. AT AK. -YIL HOmE
KENT'S FOR Yto^HA^T
JY SPOT /fAoN THE GLOBE J \ /

'

’THENI ROCK'S BLEEPIN' QFF IKTO / OICZT AMDTHOSE ROCKS \

;! ' THIS PILE DIRT, HERE/ PUT 'j HAULED AWAV, VOUR
SOME PLOWERS IM 'THIS PILE, HERE Rr .iS ALL ,N

. AN' IT WOULD KEEP VUOR ROCK \ BODIES IF THAT S /
; hI GARDEN! FROM LOOKIN' UKEA J-OJE/V WHERE LAllMESS AFFECTS/ -

I *1 \ PIMPLE OM A BALD HEAD. THIS/~ \ A PERSON.
j! \ WOULD MAKE. IT GORGEOUS-/ ——r

—*

J
...
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

'is mis SHERIFF tvieT found 1 why not fobcet )1 ST not ba-eese
1
besides, "ti MIS ookJT COOCET -'

FELLOW ) HE’SACOWAFO... VOOR MAC OV HEA B W ™AT MEAWS BATEESE • HIM? HE PPOBABLY \ rCHABUS SHOHTASSE HAS TWO HELL TCACLT EM OOWN.W

BATEESE < FOOLS AROUND with p7 0Lny cL AT? he-D WIS COIM IWTO 'Ws BACK 1 IS SO CLAD TO SE -A.UKJG HIDS BACH IN THE WEST S SNEAHINC WAY AND

A BAD PETTY STUFF, BUT
0 4 Y COUNTO"! TOO WOODED 1 LOOSE, HELL MIND / FORK, ON A CAMPING TRIP... { MAYBE KNIFE 'EM in ,

HOMBRE J HESAWFUL NASTY J A HORSE "
HIS OWN BUSINESS J THEY WERE THE ONES WHO \ )

WASHINGTON TUBBS II
//it WORKED, PODKJER. HE AGREED. OLD BOAR DM AM ) N /BOWEST TO HEMRY! WE'RE^V

ASREED TO 60 OM A CAMPIMG TRIP. A.,.,.,/ 601M6 TO ONE OF HIS PRIVATE
-

v . - Y kiDd/n' ) r LAKES— IT'S A HUMOREDrs I r MIJ.ES FRQH a PAVED ROAP;
a. J 7 OR A POST

— y/ ' OFFICE. / MVOOSH.'WHY,
- y—N L

\) 1 WE'LL MAKE A |<i
cotto Rough it in famd bv the wav, bav-ter, have N

,DS, BAXTER. SEE THAT MO AMPMIBIAMS SEE THAT THE CAMP

RVANTS Go along EXCEPT is PROPERIv EQUIPPED Aifrt?
CUPP MV SECRETARY AMD WATER, REFRIGERATORS, AND
Jy VA'IE? ' ¦ ELECTRIC LIGHTS. NOTHING- FANCY

ALLEY OOP
! r I VOO BIG LANO-GOING WHACe7VOO'j fNOW,OINNV- /'"N MlP^tll

OUGHT TO BE ASHAMED OF VOURSELF, SHOW ME J 'O/ol W/OMM
Picking on a little fellow where / (v 1< •

V. ""¦ mv ! |& V OOP^'

V ,,—

N
f fljftgr \ DON’T just know what

£h*jjfi " woOooo -wooooo" means,

f'’ ’

’’’
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BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES —By Marlin

I DO6&OME ,OAwW IjOMtOMt tWbE YI&WMi,MOW,Art —GAT AVJAY TOM
PS. j M\*bEi ’ fill AA'& DONE ALE I HtAW ,TO Yl_AMKltk-M-80YEO,MOOOVE-
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OIONT I VEGM.AH GEEVi OE NOTE,

ii?! OHH A lOOTE TO ME .FROM VOILLIE ?? VOG JS ALE RIGHT —'EiOT, AH
W>£ GEE % OiDViT GEE OE FLOW AH 1

wn

wito^^l
TARZAN AND THE CITY OF GOLD —Bv Edgar Rice Burroughs

“Are the men of Athne like me?” asked Tarzan.
“Are their weapons like my weapons? Look at
them, lying over there in the comer.” Even the

elder officer seeemd interested at this, and they

examined the weapons of the ape-man with much
curiosity.

At a command a soldier brought forward Tar-

zan's spear, bow, quiver of arrows, the grass

rope, and the knife. The officers examined them
one by one, carefully. “What do you suppose this

thing is for, Gemnon?” the cruel-faced officer
asked his younger companion.

After examining Tarzan’s bow with much curi-
osity, Gemnon, the junior Cathnean officer, re-

marked: “Probably ’tis a snare for small animals,
for 'twould be useless against anything large.” “Let

me take it.” suggested Tarzan. “Iwill show you
how it is used.”

As the younger officer handed Tarzan the bow,

Tomos warned, “Be careful, Gemnon, this may be

a trick to get possession of a weapon with which

to kill us.” Tarzan glanced about the room as he

took an arrow from the quiver, t

Keep COOL While You Shop-Downstairs at Ayres

—By Williams

—By Blosser

—By Crane

—By Hamlin


