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Her Husband’s Widow & owowe vaoviree

A Thrilling Serial of the Romantic Adventures of a Young and Beautiful Bride Caught in a
' Labyrinth of Amazing Intrigue.

CHAPTER I|

Leslie Morne closed the door softly
* behind her and with a sigh of relief
walked swiftly toward the sea. The
night was dry, chilly and moonlit. The
esplanade lay broad, clean and silent
in the quivering glare of the big elec-
tric lamps. The hotel windows show-
€d a cosy glow but there were very

few people in sight.

It was near the end 4f the season
and there was nothing to tempt the
residents abroad. A flerce gust of
wind caught the girl as she emerged
on to the front, wrapping her neat cos-
tume tightly around her slight figure
and blowing the ends of her velvet
ttole in long streamers .behind her.

What a relief to be alone at last! —
free from the rudeness, the roughness,

the endless fuss and bother of her

three charges. Her nerves were on
cedge.
weak, angry tears, to the immense

amusement of the eldest boy,

A broad path of moonlight revealed
the heaving and tossing of the waves.
It seemed to Leslie Morne a golden
etairway leading right up to the moon.
She had often been told that she was
zlways crying for the moon, but her
thoughts tonight were of strictly ter-
restrial things. The wind was coming
across the sea.

She wondered whether it had been

caressing the cheeks of French women |

an hour before. It was a messenger
from the distance, from world's
Firange, joyous, tragic, perhaps, but
different from that which she knew.

The lights of a steamer were mov-
ing swiftly along the horizon. Perhaps
it was one of those great liners bound
for New York, the city of millionaires.

There were doubtless rich, hand-
some men aboard—men whose word
was enough to raise you to dazzling
opulence and pride of place; with them
would be their women, beautiful wom-
én, queenly, thoroughbred, in wonder-
ful iskls ablaze with gems. They were
like floating palaces, those ships—
they bhad balls and concerts aboard
them

8he Hears the Volce
of the Sea Calling.

The sea and the wind—they were as
restless as she and always calling to
her, “Come out, come out, and wander
with us round the world.”

With unpleasant abruptness her

thought# turned to the three children |
fleeping (she hoped) peacefully in the]
She helieved she could |

lodging house.
love children—fine, delicately nurtured
schildren, not like these. She liked the
little girl, it was true, but she hated
her brothers; no doubt she would grow
i) as heartless and common as they,
No she would not be sorry when their
mother came down to relleve her.

Two men unknown to her and to
each other were watching her with in-
torest from the sheltered seats on
either side. As she turned from the
wind the radlance of the arc lamps
fell full upon her. It showed the anx-

Twice that day she burst into|

fous, wistful look on her white face;
it revealed her scarlet lips, so vivid
in contrast, and shone upon her dull
red hair.

Her serge costume, brought in at
the waist by a patent leather girdle,
fitted closely to a girlish frame which
Eave promise of rare grace in matur-
ity. With her plumed hat and low-
cut patent shoes she made a some-
what incongruous figure at such a
pPlace and hour. B8he shivered as a
gust sprinkled her with salt spray, and
gave another turn to the stole about
her neck.

It was a night for romance, she tnld|
herself, and turned once more towards
the sea.

Then some one said, “You look very
lonely." ‘

She glanced at the speaker. He was
a youngish man of insignificant face |

and presence. He wore a cap which.i

with his evening dress and unbuttoned
dust-colored coat, gave him a slightly |
rakish air. He smiled at her fixedly
and leant back against the rallings. |

The color mounted to her face, and |
her first impulse was to go away. He |
saw this. “Don’t get wild,” he entreat- |
ed her with a note of eagerness and |
apology. “I really didn't mean any ot-l-

fence. | wanted to speak to
fully.”

She Tells Him That

She Doesn't Like Him.

. After all, by his dress he appeared
to be a gentleman.

“What are you doing out at this
time of night?” he asked, with an as-
supmtion of intimate jocularity.

Suddenly she became aware that he
was staring at her in an insulting way.
She stopped short.

“I wish you would go away,” she
said.

‘l“’hy?'l

“Because I don’t like vou.” The
words slipped out .before she knew
that she had framed them.

He stuck a cigar in his mouth and

you aw-

ie,Make Hi

[ ER Y

Go

e '

Said Lééhé.

Away,

grinned at her. “Suppose I don't go?™
ho sald. )

She stared at him, only half com-
prehending. “Will you go away?” she
repeated desperately, raising her
voice.

“No, I won't, just to punish you.”

The other man had come up behind
them and had overheard her impera-
tive cry. Their eyes met, and he saw
the appeal in hers.

“Hullo! What's the row?' he in-
quired. in a laughing, good-humored
tone as he halted beaide them.

“What's that got to do with you?™
angrily retorted the man in evening
dress..

“Please make this man go away!™
said Leslie, retreating backwards.

The man with the insignificant fea-
tures collected himself apparently for
a tremendous effort, whaether of cour-
age or sarcasm will never be known,
for it exhausted itself merely in a
snort. He stalked away with a com-

ically exaggerated air of ..gnity.

“Thank you very much,” said Les-|Plained. “I must go in at once.”

lie, trembling a little. “He frightened
me, rather.”

They stood looking at each other | moonlight—the Prince Charming she

very awkwardly. It dawned on her
that he was the handsomest man she
had ever seen. He was about three-
and-twenty, and a lithe, supple frame
denoting perfect physical training. His
features were cut in classic mould,
and but for the small, close-cropped
moustache abave his smiling lips his
face might well have served for the
portrait of some victor of the Olym-
pic games.

“Well, I'm glad to have come along
when I did,” he said in a loud, musi-
cal voice. “I dare say the poor beggar
feels a bit sore at being told off like
that. I suppose you think I ought not
to go on talking to you, either?”

“No, I don't!"” cried Leslie, making
a step toward him. “I don't know what
I should have done but for wyou. It
was very brave of you. He might have
fought"——

They looked after the retreating fig-
ure and they both laughed. Then the
girl’'s eyes turned again to her deliv-
erer. She realized abruptly that here,
after all, was one of those romantic

adventures of which her reading had,

been so full. She trilled with pleasure

{and admiration. She liked this stran-
ger's frank manners, his loose gray |
| suit.
| squire's son;

She wondered if he wasn't a
perhaps a hard-riding,
devil-may-care , baronet, There had
been such men not far from the east
coast village where she had been rear-
ed.

He walked beside her along the de-
serted, wind-swept promenade.

“l dare say,” she said tremulously.
“you think it's very horrid of me to
let a stranger talk to me at all, but”
—there was a break in her voice—*"I
happen, as that man said, to be feel-
ing particularly lonely. 1 don't know
a soul in Hastings. For over a month
I haven't exchanged a word with any-
one worth speaking to. All the people
I know are- so common—' she con-
cluded, with a gesture of disgust.

“You seem to draw a pretty sharp
line between gentlemen and common
people,” ventured her ' companion
lightly.

“If you lived, as I do, among com-
mon people every day of your life, the
distinction would be real enough to

i

|

{ Then he ventured, “I shouldn't go al-

you,” retorted the girl hotly, “it's
very well for those who don't mingle
with them to snéer at thése distinc-
tions and call it snobbishness. Well,”
she added defiantly, “perha
snob. So are they—the people I'm
talking about. If you had to take their
money you would find that out.”
There was a bitter compression of
her scarlet lips.
ed the young man after a pause, as If
unwilling to discuss the subject.
Leslie glanced at him shyly. “Do
you live in Hastings?” she asked.
“No; I'm down ltere for a holiday.
Like you, I don't know any people
here.”
“You ride a great deal, I suppose?”
“Yes, I ride a great deal.” He smiled.
“I hope I'm not getting bow-legged.”
They both laughed at last. She felt
very happly. She was sorry to find
they had arrived at Regent Square.
She- stopped short and looked at him
hesitatingly. “ I live here,” she ex-

He looked very handsome, she
thought, as - he stood there in the

had always dreamed of. But all the
fun hag gone out of her eyes, and he
looked past her with an expression
of perplexity or embarrassment.
“Well, I'm glad to have been of use
to you,” he said a little stiltedly.

together by appearances in future if
I were you. Perhaps it's cheek of me
to say that. Yell, good night.

He extended his hand. It was very
hard and his grip made her wince.
She loocked at him inquiringly.

“lI wonder'—she began. Then she
checked herself. Evidently he had no
wish to meet her again.

“Good night and thank you,” she
said at last, raising her eyes in a mute
appeal to his. His hands shot up stiff-
ly to his cap, which he raised ever so
lightly, and he walked switly away.
Her cheeks were flushed as she ran
up the steps of the lodging house.

She had laid aside her only costume
and her finery with scrupulous care,
and now lay back against the pillow,
her arms behind her head and her
long, red plaits framing her delicate
face. As companion in a third-class
London household and nursery gov-|
erness, assistant cook and parlormaid
and occasional musical entertainer at

wages considerably Jlower than a
cook’s. She was nqt at all an efficient |
domestic assistant, she well knew. It|
pleased her to reflect that she was!
above petty household duties. For
what duties she was fitted she would
have found it hard to say.

Sh had had no training for any sort
of calling; she was difficult to classi-
fy socially or economically. She had
simply grown up in an East Anglican
village in the custody of an aunt who
let apartments in the summer and |
subsisted for the rest of the year on |
the proceeds of that industry and a|
tiny annuity. Leslie understood lhati
she .was the daughter of this austere
person's sister and that her parents
had died when she was a baby leav-!
ing her totally unprovided for. Very |
early she had understood that her par-
ents were not to be talkéd about and
that in some vague way she was dif-
ferent from other children.

She was especially attracted by ro-

mances of which she could imagine
herself the heroine.

She held the people among whom
she lived in aversion. She was not
naturally a snob. Once she heard her
sell referred to by the grocer's wife
as “that nameless chit who puts on
such airs.” It was because she was not”
common like them, she told herself
that they hated her.

This prejudice was immensely forti
fied by an episode in her fiftéenth
year. Wandering. book in hand, on the
links near Cromer, she was struck
and well-nigh stunned by a golf ball
She recovered consclousnmezs to find
herself surrounded by a group of the
red-coated “goblins” who had obsess
ed her childish imagination. The play-
er responsible for the accident, a fine,
military-looking man, carried her in
his arms to the hig hotel close by,
stood by while a doctor examined the
abrasion and then—oh, the pride and
glory of it—took her back to her cot-
tage before the eyes of all her neigh-
bors in his own car.

She saved enough money to procurs
a certain amount of instruction in mu-
sic at Cromer. This and her undimin-
ished absorption in books led to fre-
quent and violent quarrels with her
aunt. When she was seventeen her
tear stained face excited the sympa-
thy of a summer boarder, a London
woman sorely worried by the cares of
a young family. Her offer of a situa-
tion at least promised escape from
Norfolk and a chance of seeing the
great world. Besides, in many of the
novels Leslie had read companions
and governesses ended by marrying
their employers’ distinguished visitors.
She turned her back on the Norfolk
village with a sigh of relief.

A month later she realized that Mrs.
Richards had not, and was never like-
ly to have, any distinguished visitors,
and that in the London suburb she
was no higher up the social ladder
than at Leffingham. Moreover, the
drudgery was worse and her time for
reading much more limited. Mre. Rich-
ards was not an unkind woman, as
her interventiomn had shown, but, as
she often declared, *“Miss Morne
would not let anybody like her.”

And so, restless and desperately un-
happy, she reached her nineteenth

¥ear.
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Kastern Indiana’s Largest and Most Modern Garage

The 26
New

fleeting reputation.

gupremaey.

and were gone,
well-known orbit.

olutionize things.

But in all the yvears Reo

worth the effort.

REO”

It’s a Long Race—So It’s Reo’s Race

Always, the race is too swift unless—unless he hit a pace he
can not hold or take the wrong road.
Te de the firast means to acHieve 2 momentary success—a

The
Fifth

To mistake the road insures that the greater the speed, the
farther away from the goal he will go.

If Reo has been successful—and the Reo success is one of
the wonders of the automobile industry—it has been not be-
cause of the speed we have maintained but the accuracy of the
course we lald from the very first . and the steadfastness with
which we have adhered to the course and the pace.

There have been times when you—and we—have been im-
patint with the pregress Reo seemed to be making.

Seemed as if we were being outstripped in the contest for

New concerns, new models have appeared and for & time
seemed destined to deminate.
teoric—the bright streaks that showed their courses soon- ppled
And always you have found Reo pursuing its

But their careers have been me-

It 18 so0 easy In this new industry to run far afield in the
quest of something sensational—something new—something that
promises—did we say promises?—we meant threatens!—to rev-

The temptation to adopt something radically new—some-
thing we know will create a sensation in the public mind and re-
sult in immediate popularity and sales—it is so great.

has been in exlstence we have been

able to resist just such temptations—and our reward has been

Reo the Fifth, $1,050.00
Watch for the 1916 Model
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Formerly Bricker’s Auto Station

THE CENTRAL AUTO

1113-1115 Main Street--Phone 2121

UNDER NEW MANAGEMEN'T

At this time we wish to announce to all automobile owners and the people of this city, Wayne and adjoining counties, that the garage formerly occupied by S. W. Bricker is now under the man-

agement of E. O. Spangler and Morris Jones, the latter being recently connected with the auto sales department of the McConaha company. . _
Due to ill health, Mr.'S. W. Bricker decided to sell his garage, and, of course, wanted to place it in the hands of those who would give even-better service than he has given for some years past,

and just today he closed with Spangler & Jones, who promise to conduct their garage along the same lines as Mr. Bricker so successfully conducted it, making changes wherever possible, so as to

give better service to all old and new customers.
The constant aim of this new management will be to give BETTER GARAGE SERVICE, and at all times to maintain the good will of all those with whom they transact business.

We take this means in extending to all a most cordial invitation to come at any time to visit this most modern, fireproof garage, and assure you that you are always welcome. Signed:

E.

MORRIS JONES.

O. SPANGLER,

YAmericasGreatest "Light Six”
THE 1916 HAYNES IS HERE WITH MANY NEW
REFINEMENTS

Come see the 1916 Haynes—the same wonderful car that
was the sensation of last season—the car that still dominates the

“light six™” field.
your comfort and convenience.

The bodies are big and roomy,
holstery. Real hand-buffed leather

able front seats are used on both the five and seven-passenger
The front doors are retained so that entrance may be
had directly to the front compartment.

models.

The two auxiliary seats.used in

disappear entirely into the floor when not in use.

The three passenger roadster is of the clover leaf design.
containing three individual seats with form fitting upholstery.
The center seat is dropped back and an aisleway is left between
the forward seats. An unusual amount of carrying space is

provided.

Self-lubricating springs are used in the chassis.
bevel drive gears are used in the rear axle. The equipment in-
cludes a Waltham clock, Boyce Moto-Meter, trouble lamp, auto-
matic circuit breaker to take the place of fuses, Sparton horn
Over-size tires on the seven pas-

and non-skid tires on the rear.
senger model.

Price $1,

Many new refinements have been added for

with deep rolls of soft up-
is used. Individual, adjust-

the seven passenger model

Helical

385.00

—

STATION

Spangler and Jones, Proprietors




