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By C. N. AND A. M. WILLIAMSON.
Authors of “The Lightning Conducter.” ’

Terry Finds a Big“If”’ In Her -
Possibility For Happiness

. 'WHO'S WHO IN THI}'I'ORY.
\Miles Sheridan has just Tearnmed that
,m't'h': girl with whom he has beeh
| . taking a yacht trip, under the im-
| pression that she was
|Juliet Divine, the Million Dollar Doll,
' a beautiful show-girl, is, In real-
ity,
| 'Teresa Desmond (Terry), Juliet’s in-
" nocent half-sister, whom the Doll
sent to masquerade as herself.
Maes is madly in love with Terry
and is eager to divorce his wife,
'gylottigtrh Sheridan, who is infatuated
T W
| [Paul di Salvano, a handsome Italian.
falnno has now deserted Betty
or
iRose Callahan, a somewhat ordinary
! young heiress, traveling in Europe
with her father. Betty, learning of
Paul's desertion is not anxious to
' lose her husband also, and goes fo
, Mlglers, where Miles’ yacht is lying.
- |Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek, long
! in love with Terry, has almost suc-
ceeded in pegrsuading the girl that
her only course is to marry him.
Mrs. Harkness, how aware of
Terry's real identity, is amazed to
{ Tearn that Juliet Divine is her half.
- sister.

CHAPTER LXXXI,
A Big “If.”

Yes. My half-sister. I look like

|her, they say,” continued Terry.
. “Then she can’t be as black as she's
painted! No one that’s like you, my
dear, or belongin’ to ve, can be a
bad. I used to lie awake nights in
me cabin, puzzlin’ me brains how
such a little angel could—but there!
Me instinct about ye was right, all
through!

“Ye are a littla angel, and I take
back every word I spoke about its
bein’ the best thing for you and for
Mr. Miles if you should go out of his
life and marry another man, to build
up a barrier between the two of ye!
, “You'd be the makin’ of him, me
child. You'd show him that all beau-
tiful young women ain't like his wife,
who never loved him, or thought of
anybody except herself. You'd give
back his faith. You'd—"

' “But I thought you said women
were bad—specially bad—who would
live with men they loved and not be
married. I offered, and he wouldn't—"

“I didn’t say, men they loved. And
offering’s not doing. Ye're not that
kind, me dear! You offered—I know!
—because ye're not selfish, never a
bit because you are. There’s all the
gli‘!t:'renco betwixt good and bad in

at:

: “Mr. Miles would be a wicked man
'to take ye at your word, you bain’
'what ye are. That would be a sin
tindeed! But now I know that yer
[heart doesn’t give the lie to yer face,
and the other way round, I pray to
}God that Mrs. Sheridan lets him go
}free. She'll do it only if she wants to
|be free herself, the way it was
jplanned; still, it may be the gentle-

man—Mr, Nazlo—has got thinn a bit

Terry was pale, but as she listened
to the old woman her eyes were wide
open and radiant. She looked trans-

figured. \

“Oh, you make me =o happy!”
she said. *“I trust you, Mrs, Hark-
ness, hecause I think you love—him
—better than anyone else in the
world does or could, except me. One
of the things that most made me feel
I should do him harm by letting him
love me (except in that hidden way)
was your disapproving of me from
the first.

“You're so good, so faithful! and
even though you'd learned to like
me a little—for myself—you couldn’t
like me for him. Are you telling
me—honor bright!—that I'd do Miles
good, not harm, if—if we should ever
be married?” '

“l do, on me soul—and on Mr. Miles’
soul, too.”

“Even though Juliet Divine is my
sister, and I love her, no matter
what she’s like, or what she has
done?”

“Yes,” insisted Harky. “What real
difference would her bein’ your sister
make, so long as—as ye weren't that
kind yerself?” -

“Oh, dear Mrs. Harkness, I'm so
glad! Even thofigh men like Mr.

{1 Nazlo and—one of the French officers

here—say things that make me feel—
as if they’'d thrown mud at my
face?”

“Me poor baby!” crooned the old
woman, “The more beasts they!
They didn’t understand ye. But Mr.

11| Nazlo does now. He’s asked ye to

marry him. He couldn’t do more.
And when—if—ye're Mrs, Miles
Sheridan there’ll never be any mud
throwin’, 1 can promise ye that!”

“And people wouldn’t say Miles
had ruined himself, truly they
wouldn’t?”

. “They would not, indade! You
bein’ what. you are, there'd pe no
reason, anyhow, why they should.”

‘“You're sure?’ .

“I'm sure. And though I'm only
an old servant-woman, I've kept me
eyes and ears open these many years.
I know the world as well as if I'd
been born a fine dame.

“My dear, don’t you fret. I eat
all my words about marriage with
that Nazlo, every one of 'em! I see
happiness ahead of Mr. Miles and you
in the future, as I never thought to
see it even before the news came to-
day, and while the road looked fairly
straight ahead, If Mrs, Sheridan—"

Terry held out the cut piece of
paper which Nazlo had inclosed, “It’s
a dreadfully big ‘if,’” she said. “As
big a8 the world. Look, I meant to
show you this. But I wanted to hear
what you thought-—about me—first.
You've made me feel as if all the
mud had been washed off. Even if
I can’t be happy, I feel clean!”

In tomorrow’s instaliment Betty
takes charge of “Silverwood.”

(Copyright, 1923, by the Bell Syndi-
cate, Inc.)

| - Mr. and Mrs. Bob White;. Worry Over

the Little Wounded Bob White.

By THORNTON W. BURGESS,

The hunter, who had wounded ornc
wf Bob White’s children and had giv- |
ten all the family such a terrible

i fright, did not return to Farmer
iBrown's land. Farmer Brown's boy
twas keeping too sharp a watch. You
,#ee that hunter knew that were he
‘caught actually hunting on that land
'he would be arrested, for that land
{was protected by signs forbidding all
| hunting.

. So the hunter went elsewhere and
'gave no thought to the Bob Whites
ion Farmer Brown’s land, save to re-
gret that there was no chance to kill
some of them. “I hit one of them,
anyway,” said he to himself, as he
‘and his dog hunted in other fields.
jAnd from the way in which he said it

you would have known that he was
glad he had not missed altogether.
He actually was glad that he had
wounded one of those harmless birds.
i Yes, sir, he was glad.

This sounds very dreadful. In a
way it is very dreadful. But that
hunter; who was hardly more than a

it was all thoughtlessness. He loved
the sport of hunting. He loved to
make a good shot. It never entered
his head to think of those he shot
at as having feelings exactly like his
own. He didn’t think of that wounded
Bob White as sSuffering pain and
fright. Had he thought of it in this
way hée would have been greatly
troubled because he had voundﬂ one

of them.

. Meanwhile the poor little wounded
\Bob White was suffering: His back
{had been badly torn by the cruel shot.
| He was a very sick-feeling young bird

boy, was not naturally cruel. You see’

“} ghall have to stay right with
him,” said Mrs. Bob White in a
low voice.

He felt too badly to even worry about
bimself. All he wanted was to keep
perfectly quiet. He felt so badly that
he didn’t really care what did hap-
pen to him.

But if he didn’t worry about him-
self his mother and father worried
about him enough to make up for it.
You see they understood that, though
the danger from the hunter was over,
other dangers were increased. The
young Bob White couldp’'t fly. It
might be some time before he would
be able to fly. Until he could fly he
would be in constant danger of being
found by one of his enemies. Then
he would be helpless,

him.”

said Mrs. Bob White to Bob White in
a low voice. “You take the others
away. Two of us will be less likely
to be found by enemies than if we all
stayed together. You will have to
keep watch. If you see Reddy Fox
or Old Granny Fox or Old Man Coyote
or Jimmy Skunk or Redtail the Hawk
you will have to do your best to keep
them away from here” Just as soon
as we can we'll try to get a safer
place.”

Bob White nodded. “Get to the dear
Old Briar-patch if you can. That will
be the safest place I can think of,”
said ha ‘Peter Rabbit is harmless
and no one else is likely to try to
crawl in among those brambles. I'll
keep watch, my dear. Yes, indeed, ]
I'll keep watch. Meanwhile, don’t
worry any more than you have to.”

Bob spoke to the rest of the flock
and then led them over toward the
Old Pasture. The wounded young Bob
White felt so badly that he didn’t
even notice the whirr of wings as his
brothers and sisters followed their
father.

(Copyrigit, 1923, by T. W. Burgess.)

The next story: “A Faithful Mother.”,
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Circumstantial Fvidence.

BY BUD FISHER
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“You

Said It, Marceline!”

———ismmmBy MARCELINE ®ALROY=sStiol o

ON SUGAR-COATED LOVE

LOVE is all things
To ALL meft—
It depends on the dep _
Of their imagination.
But to all WOMEN
Love is much the SAME—
Never so wonderful
‘As theéy EXPECTED.

" But, then, women are

. More practical than men,
For their business is—LIFE.
But to most men,
life is—-BUSINESS.
And I sometimes think
Love is a SUGAR-COATED pill

Copyright, 1033, Premier Syndicats, lue,

|. Provided by a
! Far-sighted Dame
Called NATURE, .
Youth, in its first kiss,
Tastes only the SUGAR, -
* And believes that Love
Is pure CANDY,
But EXPERIENCE,
Who SWALLOWED the pill,
Realizes that it is =~ 'y
A means to an END. ‘SI
Love has sometimes proie‘d
A bitter pill; il
But the lack of it, also,
Is hard to swallow.
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and the choicest of Red Rose Teas is the
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Hambone’s
Meditations

|
il By J. P. Alley.
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