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Barnata* E*rt ton oi Jonn Bart*
!•:*( .*ts cfta.npion pr'.z*f.*n‘*r
rtft*trr.:r.e 10 c*t ir.f t cenutaßac after
r'#:v!r.e an Inheritance of 790.090
poar.Ca. 13 'iOQ.OOO Agatnat the .*t>e*
of hit father ana Natta 81l a.to a
fortr.fr o.r .:st. he ieavet for London
He ci.ar.se* h:a surname to Beeerlej

On the was to London he meet* Lartt
C>on# Menrttth with whom he fall* in
lov*. and finailv tucceerta in winning
her OT tr.lae to rr.arr* him. Her hand
1* t< sht *.so n? Chichester, a rogue.
ar.l Sir M r'.trer Carpabv Chichester
ha* a *tr' a inf ;*nce O'er Ronald Barrv-
mair.e. half brother cf Lads Cieone.
Barrvmalce ta hounded ot Jaaoer Oaunt
a money ier.der

Beyer.cy &~ek to pay Oaunt In an
e" >rt to sep * promi-e to Lady C'.eor.e
tt at he mull help her kinsman. Oaunt
refuses the offer.

Be verier ouys * nome in uonflon in
which he lr. ,'all* John Peterby a for-
mer poacher as a valet. Beverley, re-
sorting to fo-ce to prevent being shot by

P-aesymalne. is er.terrupted bv Lacy

Cleoie. Sre declares her love la dead
John Bartv appears at a banauet

leaving Beverl r The z .e*ts leave on
learir.g.ng of Be verify ... ior.lv origin. He
quits h fashlonafcie world and moves
to humble quarters.

now no on vmth rnr storv

INSTALLMENT ONE HUNDRED
TWENTY-ONE (Continued)

But she never stirred, nay it al-

most seemed she sank yet closer

into his embrace, if that could well
be.

‘Cieone!” he whispered.
“Barnabas.” sighed a voice; and

surely no voice in all the world
could have uttered the word so ten-
derly.

“I—l fear I frightened you?”
"Yes, a little—Barnabas.”
“You are—trembling V’ry much.”
“Am I—Barnabas?"
“I am sorry that I— frightened

you.”
“I’m better now.”
“Yet you—tremble!"
“But I—think I can walk if—”
“if—r*
“If you will help me, please

Barnabas.”
Help her? Os course he would.
“It’s so very—dark,” she sighed.

“Yes, it’s very dark,” said Barna-
bas, “but it isn’t far to the landing

—shall we go up?”
“Yes. but—” my lady hesitated a

moment as one w'ho takes breath for
some great effort, and, in that mo-
ment. he felt her bosom heave be-
neath his hand. “Oh. Barnabas.”
she whispered, “won't you—kiss me
¦—first?”

“Madam,” said he, “can the mere
kiss of an—innkeeper’s son restore
your dead faith?”

Nowr when he had said this,
Cieone shrank in his embrace and
uttered a loud cry as if he had
offered her some great wrong, and.
breaking from him, was gone before
him up the stair, running in the
dark.

So Barnabas hurried after her
nnd thus, as she threw open Barry-

main es door he entered with her
and. in his sudden abasement, would
have knelt to her, but Ronald
B ircymaine had sprung up from the
cruch and now leaned there, star-
ing with dazed eyes like one new-
wakened from sleep.

INSTALLMENT ONE HUNDRED |
TWENTY-TWO.

“I*ONALD,” she cried, running to
JtVhim, “I came as soon as I

could, but I didn't understand your
lottor. You wrote of some great
danger. Oh. Ronald dear, what is
it—this time?”

“I)-danger!” he repeated, and
with the word, turned to stare over
his shoulder into the dingiest cor-
ner “d-danger, yes. so I am—but
t-ti'ii me who it is—behind me, in
the corner?”

“No one, Ronald.”
“Yes—yes there is, I tell you.” he

tr hi. pored. “look again—now,
d-don't you see him?”

“No, oh no!” answered Cieone,

clasping her hands, and shrinking
before Barrymaine’s wild and hag-
gard look. “Oh, Ronald, there’s —

no one there!”
“Yes, there is, he’s always there

"Tiow—always just behind me. Last
night he began to talk to me—ah,
no, no—what am I saying? never
heed me, Clo. I—l asked you to
come because I'm g-going away,
soon, very s-soon, Clo, and I know-

il shall n-never see you again. I
suppose you thought it was
m-money I wanted, but no—it's not
that. I wanted to say good-by be-

j cause you see I’m g-going away—to-
night!”

“Going away, Ronald?" she re-
peated. sinking to her knees beside
the rickety couch. “Dear boy, where
are you going—and why?”

“I’m g-going far away—because I
must—the s-sooner the better ” he
whispered, struggling to his elbow
to peer into the comer again. “Yes,
the s-sooner the better. But, be-
fore I go I want you to promise—-
to swear, Clo—to s-swear to me—”

Barrymaine sat up suddenly and.
laying his nervous hands upon her
.'houlders, leaned down to her in

; fierce eagerness, “You must s-swear
'o me n-never to see or have any-

thing to do with that d-devil, Chi-
chester, and ye hear me, Clo, and ye hear
! me?”

“But—oh, Ronald. I don’t under-
stand, you always told me he was
your friend, I thought ”

“Friend!” cried Barrymaine pas-
sionately. “He’s a devil, I tell you
he’s a d-devil, oh

” Barrymaine
choked and fell back gasping: but,
even as Cieone leaned above him all

; tender solicitude, he pushed her

aside and. springing to his feet,
reached out and caught Barnabas
by the arm.

“Beverley,” he cried, “you'll shield
her from him—w-when I'm gone. 1
you’ll look after her, won’t you.
Beverley? She’s the only thing I
ever loved—except my accursed self.
You will shield her from—that |
d-devil ”

Then, still clutching Barnabas, he
turned and seized Cleone’s hands.

“Clo!”he cried, “dearest of .sisters,
if ever you need a f-friend when
I'm gone, he’s here. Turn to him,
Clo—look up—give him your hand.
Y-you loved him once, I think, and
you were right—quite right. You
can t-trust Beverley, Clo—g-give
him your hand.”

“No, no!” cried Cieone, and,
snatching her fingers from Barry-
maine's clasp, she turned away.

“What—you w-won’t
”

“No—never, never!”
“Why not? Answer me Speak, I

tell you!”
But Cieone knelt there beside the

couch, her head proudly averted,
uttering no word.

“Wny, you don't think, like so
many of the fools, that he killed
Jasper Gaunt, do you?” cried Barry-
maine feverishly. “You don't think
he d-did it, do you—do you? Ah,
but he didn’t—he didn’t, I tell you,
and I know—because——”

“Stop!” exclaimed Barnabas.
“Stop—no, why should I? She’ll

learn soon enough now and I’m
m-man enough to tell her myself—
I'm no c-co\vard, I tell you ”

a a tt

npHEN Cieone raised her head

and looked up at her half
brother, and in her eyes were a
slow-dawning fear and horror.

“Oh, Ronald!” she whispered
“what do you mean?”

“Mean?” cried Barrymaine, “1
mean that I did it—l did it. Yes.
I k-killed Jasper Gaunt, but it was
no m-murder, Clo —a—a fight, an
accident—yes, I s-swear to God I
never meant to do it.”

“You!” she whispered, “you?”
“Yes, I—l did it, but I swear 1

never m-meant to—oh, Cieone—”
and he reached down to her with
hands outstretched appealingly. But
Cieone shrank down and down
away from him, until she was
crouching on the floor, yet staring
up at him with wide and awful
eyes.

“You!” she whispered.
“Don't!” he cried. “Ah, don’t look

at me like that and oh, my God!
W-won’t you 1-let me t-touch you,
Clo?”

“I—l’d rather you—wouldn’t!”
and Barnabas saw that she was
shivering violently.

(To Be Continued)
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ALASKANS complain that the oald eagle interferes with the sal-

mon and fox fur Industries. For this reason, a bounty is placed on the
head of the national bird of the United States.
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NEXT—What’s the difference between the meaning of lung ca-
pacity and capacity of the longs?
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FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS —By Blosser

|IP FRECKLES PUrel ( GOOD LUCK ) ' REMEMBER. K ) YWAIUEMAT1CS WIU. j§§|| IN FOOTBALL? J WEH.FOOTBALL >S LIKE
N

\ TWE GAME ON ICE PRECkLES.fr FRECkIES...THIS ) S SERVE >6O IN THE W§|; I DON'T (MATHEMATICS, PROPESSOP..

| DONT I FOOUS.IMAV lU.BE / THANHS IS ONLV A SAME.' < =f~_ I SAME OP LIFE- Jfe UNDERSTAND /T> H"-VES MAKE A O
( get IN p. it vmj IN MATING /BETTT.'ITL DONT NEGLECT /“l

'* “

THATS MPOCTANT. , II J HOLE... AND THE FULLBACK

| COACH
*

TOMV '<bUB&TUD'ES! TbOkNOW- PLUNGES THROUGH f WHISTLE

\\ ? A PERIOD! JA'*BNOeST| SEE Tt-J LATER V BLOWS. AND
''

V
**

_T \SO I'M CRAMMING T SERVES 4 'L V SHACTSIDE

1 f l PLENTY! , I"Y ME IN V/-[ /Ts FACES

WASHINGTON TUBBS II —By Crane
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ALLEY OOP —By Hamlin:
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TARZAN AND THE CITY OF GOLD —By Edgar Rice Burroughs

“Are you speaking seriously?” objected Tarzan.

“I thought there COULD be no woman in Cathne
more beautiful than the Queen.” “There would

not be if Nemone knew of her,” replied Gemnon.
‘ but fortunately she does not know; she has never
seen this girl. .

“You are much interested,” remarked the ape-

man, smiling.' “I am in love with her,” explained
Gemnon, simply. "Why has Nemone never seen

her?” asked Tarzan. "She is surrounded by very

loyal friends,” replied Gemnon. “She is Doria,
the daughter of Thudos.

“Thudos is a powerful noble, head of the fac-

tion which wishes to place Nemone’s imprisoned
brother, Alextar, on the throne. Nemone knows

his power and dares not kill him. Because the

Queen and Thudos are unfriendly, neither he nor
his family are often at court.

"Thus it has been easier to prevent the knowl-
edge of Doria’s loveliness coming to the Queen's
jealous ears.” As the two men left the palace they

came unexpectedly upon Xerstle, already putting

into action his crafty plan to destroy Tarzan. But

he was not effusive.

Saturday Is Family Shopping Day-Downstairs at Ayres
... A Complete Department Store On One Floor.—Where You Get QUALITY for at Money!


