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I'm beginning to get the hang of
| this damned vest-pockét typewriter
| you make me lug around to write my
| letters to you on. Though I don't
vet quite see the ldea of your want-
ing all my letters to you typewritten,
wnd typewritten by my own five-
thumber hands,

May the goddess wiho adorns the
dollar eontinue to regard you as her
favorite child!

Yours till Gabriel toots for final
demohilization. g

Cordelia returned the letter to the
pocket which she had taken it, and a
|:mnute later she was hurrying away
|in feverish thought. “Who was this
|#J.7"  Also she asked herself the
| two questions which “J." implied:
why was 1. required to write on a
| typewriter?’—and why was money sent
payable to cash or bearer?

’ CHAPTER XI.

Saturday night's dance was a real
lance; a dance to please the dancing-
=t and The

| guests, accustomed to the gaiety, even
| the abandon of week-end parties, were
soon bent upon making thls the gayest
of the season.

“Now I've got you here and you've
got to listen to me, Cordie,' Jerry
!zrumbled reprovingly. “Why have
| vou been dedging me the whole eve
ining™"

‘He slipped his arms about her an/
kissed her
|

thirstiest dancers.

A Second Kiss,

She loosed his embrace and moved
a pace from him. *“You've had too
| much punch, Jerry. Behave, Let's
go in now. I want to go to bed.”

“Not till you pay another instal-
ment."’
He kissed her again Then they |

strolied back, and a minute later Cor-
della was on her way to her room
Franklin and Gladys had seen, in
shadowy silhouette the embrace and
kisses, but had not heard the wispered
wards, and so did not know the rather

tepid quality of the dalliance
lin felt Gladys' finger bite into his
arm.

*] presume those two are engaged.”
he murmured softly, and with subtle
purpose, after Cordelia and Jerry had
|gone in.

“Excuse me”
!:m-l wans gone.
{ Cordelia had been in her room
more thun a moment, and before
|starting to undress was before her
llong mirror for a final appralsal of
|how she had looked during the eve
ning, when her door was violently
’smnd Gladys, her white bosom heav-
opened, as violently closed, and there
ing spasmodically, her green eyes
Ih!n'.',!ru: with wild acusation and mad
I hatred.

Gladys choked out,

“Gladys! What on earth s the mat-

| ter with you?" Cordella exclaimed, as

Esther hurried in.
Gladys came toward her, body
tensly bent, fingers crooked lke

talons. “You llar, you!" she shrilled
gaspingly. “You—you dirty liar!”

“Out with it quick!”' ordered Cor-
delia angrily. ‘““What are you trying
to say?" P

“As if you didn't now! I saw vou
kissing him! Kissing Jerry Plimp-
ton!"

“Why shouldn’t I kiss Jerry? Jerry
seemed to like it. And what makes
vou so angry? Because Jerry didn't
prefer to kiss you?”

“Get out of my house! You hear
me' Get out of my house! You cheap
flirt! Kissing like a cheap shopgirl
on a park bench!”

Her panting volce cracked in fits
rage. She was utterly gone, utterly

It Happens in the Best Regulated Families

—

YouRE “So CARELESS.
WITH SUCH THinG §- LOOK
THROUGIH YOUR PoCHETS
AGAIN = Yo SAVE a LoT
OF TICKET STUBS 1 NOTIc™

By Briggs

Locw V!

WELL THeE TRUNK 1SN T
Go'MG To FLY OPEN ITSELF.
v You CAN'T FIND Te KEY
WE'LL HAvE Td BREAM Tum
TS A PRETTY
THING | MU.S:’ sav'l

| ve GQoT Te HAVE SOomE
Tings OUT OF THAT TRUnNK
AnD JUST POMING AT The
LOCK WiTh Your FwuGerR &
ISH'T Goimg To DO A SPECK
OF Goob ' CAN TELL
{ovoulktwarl

o

S S T U=

( WHY DON'T You CALL A
PORTER OoR SOMETHING —
f?u-ng- NOT ACCOMPLISHING
A THING HOWARD ~/

-”

IN YouR TrRousER.s
PocHeT ALL Tiaz‘?
Time WASN'T_IT

YEP
Theee
‘TITYS

| THinx You RE onvE OF

Tie MOST CARELESS MEN
| EVER Kusw -y oV SEEmM
7 To HAVE ANO SEnSE  OF

L RESPONSIBILI T Y

ABIE THE AGE

T

1 JUST FEEL LIKE QOING
IN SOME PLACE AND GET A
NICE CLP OF COFFEE =

" f

NOTHING ELSE

— - =

o~

Drawn for The Omaha Bee by Hershfield

A Change of Diet

FOR JUST ONLY
A CuP OF
COFFEE, ANY
PLACE Wi /.

.

i

WHAT LL .
Yo’ | y
HAVE 22 Q
s c CUP oF

( COFFEE

i

/

F

AFTER 6 OF ‘
s
COURSE ===

WHERE'S HERE
4

¥rank.[Swear itI”

no |

lost, Cordelia’s moment was n
and swiftly she struck.
“Youw think Jerry Plimpton

marry you? Marry you after you !
ftold him Francoels ! child?

&4 Your
| your {llegitimate child?”

[ The devartating .Gladys sw
back. Her flaming rage was gone as
a candle that Is suddenly blown uct
Her tense figure loosed as though i

HYer

tures became gray and gaped and
twitched with idiot looseness her
igrpen eyes now blinked with stupel’-
| ing fear and horror.

“How—how did you—find it out”
she finally asked, in a choked whisper

“I was told.”

“But—they all promised they wouid
never tell!”

The next moment Gladys was abjeci-
Iy clutching Cordelia, wildly pawing
her, pouring out a frantic jumble of
words. *“You must never tell, Covr-
idelia: Promise me vou'll never telll
| Pleage! For God's sake! Tt would ruin
| me—1 couldn’t stand it—and I don t
Ifi»«-_-lr\s\ it! 1’1l do anything yYou ask
me to—I'll give vou anything—any-
thing! Please! For God's sake!”

The very sight of this cringing. con
ering creature, the instant before
|st arrogantly insulting, made Cor-
| delia fee! sick. She wanted to throw
{off those clutching hands, close he
|eves against that slavering face, But
| before she could reply to Gladys,
| Gladvs had entered a new phase.
“It's a lie, Cordelia! He is not mv
ii"?‘.il-f' 1 swear it' He's Esther's’
| They've put it on me to shield her!
-sTu shield her! Just because by ac-
| cusing me and threatening me they
can make me pay money. | even have
to pay Esther. It the God's truth!
|1 swear it! You believe me. Cordelia

| —0f course

yvou believe me
A Mean Attack.
Cordella pulled
hands that had alternatel
«nd ‘mploringly patted he
“DPon’t He ke thatl”

“It's not a 1t's the G

‘ordelia! It's ihe

away from:

T :
L God'=s trut
| Thers was a knock at Cordelia s
Again Gladys was clingi

whispering frantica

| door
| Cordelia,

“Don’'t make a sound!
Jsr o™
| *“Come in?" Cordelia calie
| The door opened and Esther en
|tered, wearing a dressing gown

I thought 1 heard Gladys n a
| temper at you, Cordelia. and I thought
l1'd betfer come in and stop her.”
Esther said. And then with surprisa
she noted the attitude of the pai
Gladys imploringly holding to Cor
delia. “"Why this sudlen chalge?

What's it all been abomt?”

“Ion’'t say a word, Cordelia®
Gladys gasped quickly. “Please. |
never told that before to anybedy, and
I'll never let it go any further. Net
a word, please—for Esther’s sake!”

“What is it?" Esther demanded
sharply.

Cordelia’s reply was drawn frem
her not aione by Esther's question:
she saw in this new development of
the situation her opportunity to learn
yvet more of the truth.

“I had learned that Gladys was the
mother of Francols, and told her so.
She was just denying it and was sy
ing vou were his mother."”

Esther crossed, took Gladys by one
shoulder and lcoked squarely amd
sternly into the frightened face for a
long moment. Gladys' gaze wavered
and feil.

“I—1 lost my
mered in a whisper
about me, Cordelia.”

Esther loosed her hold upon her
stepsister and turned to Cordelia.
“How did you learn of this?”’

Cordelia had had her answer pre-
pared these many days, and it came
out with convincing simplicity, and in
a manner to awaken no supicion that
all this might be the result of prepara-
tion and part of a great plan

An Apology. ’

“1 told Gladys that some one haf
told me. 'That was mot true: 1 was
angry when I sald it. The fac?
| merely is that I had noted a likenes:
| between Gladyvs and Francols, and =
, possibility had popped into my head

head,” Gladys stam-
“it'e—=it 8 true

was very insulting. 1 completely lost
my temper and struck back accysing
her of being Francols' mother. She
admitted jt With me. the whole
| thing was just a shot in the dark that
I].-han.ﬂi to strike the target. That's
all there is to It. And I'm sorry that
T lost mv temper.”

Cordelia percelved that her expla
‘tion had entirely convinced the twi

Agaln Gladys was eagerly fawn
| Ing upon her "It's not so bad as
( vou think, Cordelia You know oni
| the worst; its not fair to nw \
| You think the worst of me., And sing

you know the worst, 1 want you o
know all of it« Then you'll see that
I'm not really tor blame, the luck =
Iwen unfair to me all the w
| through Listen—I"11 tell yo the
| whole story.”
|  But just then soft steps were
| crosging the roon The three Wonw
| whiriled about, coming t il
| was Mitchell He had enty
| ¢loeed] the door s=o noiseless t L
| they had not guessed his pres
|  “What are you dolng ! 1
| demanded sharply.
! Coprdelia ! 1 long bben wanting 3
see the butler’s face when it ’
| not bea the face of thve Lutler. Sl T
her wish The face was keen, and
smiling, with cool, eas\ ronical good
]hmn-\-' of one who feola himselfl the
thorough master, In this unmasking

yell which Ve
for  th

samile, in thi=z real Mit
delia felt she was glimpsing
firet time, there was nothing brutal,
| nothing vulgar, nothing menacing
Mitchell was a,villamm and =
| undobtediy, Cordella thought—Dbut a
gentlemanly devil,
iTe Be Continued Tomorrew )
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were about to collapse, her livid feam.

A while ago Gladys came In here and~




