Salvano Is
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Working a Little

Treachery of His Own .

HAPTER LXXXVI,
Paul’'s Treachery,
o had lied to Betty. He and
Callaban were married. But
Mrs. Sheridan Tad not come
ers with her letters and her
ts, his position would still have
insecure,

Callahan, delighted at first with
his title, had taken the precaytion
of making inquiries before allowing
:hn:g; tg go too far. He had ex-
pecte: ebts, but not disgraceful
debts, and the affair with Mrs.
Sheridan was not the only one that
‘had started scandal.

The old man would have liked to
secure the right kind of a prince for
'a son-in-law, but it looked as if Sal-
| vano weren't the right kind. Not only
}th&t, but there were plenty of better
!princes where Salvano came from,
!and in various other countries. Calla.
_han resolved to take Rose where these
\princes were and where Prince Paul
di Salvano was not. But he made
one error of judgment. He let Rose

nd Salvano see too clearly and too

n what was in his mind.
0se knew her father well. She
_been in love before—though not

g00od enough fer_ her, but this one

. Was. She adored Paolo, and meant

to have him. It was she, therefore,

who warned Salvano of danger, ,and
wEgested a secret marriage, bechuse
gop v;ould have to come round in
e end.”

The prince, being Italian, womid

irl. He explained in a half-hearted
ay that there were difficulties.

ithout the parents’ consent a may-.
iage would not hold in his own coun-
TY; and there were hesides all sorts

f formalities which  must be ob-
observed. Still, they could be mar-
ied according to American law, jf
his sweet Rose trusted him enough
for a secret wedding. Then, if her
father consenteq later, the . whole
thing could be done over again in
the proper way before outsiders
knew the story.

Rose wa$ sure her father would
consent. Why, he'd have to! 8o a

license was bought by the girl her-
self, and the 0 were' married one
ifternoon at maica, Long Island.

0sé wrote 10 one or two friends,
autioning them not to tell; but she

as in‘a’ mood not to ‘care, really,
vhetheér they told or not. ‘This
0od ¢hanged somewhat, however,
hen the ¢onfession to pop had been
ade  (by 'her, not Paolo), and she
ad 'seen how he took it. |

AS she explained to Salvano after-
"ards, pop behaved more like a mad
bull than anyone’'s kind old pa. He
roared home truths about the prince's
morals, and said he'd break the mar-
riage—which wasn’'t a marriage, any-
how, by Gad!

Rose cried so much, however, that
ventually Callahan relented. He
alked with the bridegroom, and put
him on probation. Salvano wasn't
to consider Rose his wife, and must

prevent the truth about the secret
marriage from leaking out. The pair

would be permitted to call themselves
engaged, and Salvano follow
the father and daughter abroad,
where Callahan had already planned
te travel. If the prince behaved
himself for six months, and if mean-
while Callahan heard no worse tales
than he had heard already, there
might be a real wedding — in Rome,

perhaps, after a meeting with Paolo’s’

parents.

With this concession Salvano had
to be content, on the principle of half
a loaf being better than no bread, and
on the understanding that—for the
honor of the family—his most pressing
debts should be paid immediately.
Also Caillahan was willing to advance
money for Salvano’'s traveling and
other expenses.

The arrangement was humiliating;
but Callahan was a millionaire sev-
eral times over. If Paolo could “keep
on pop's side,” as Rose pointed
out, all disagreeables would soon be
forgotten. Pop was like that! He
couldn’'t bear malice. Consequently
Salvano was at present extremely
busy in koopllng ontgutx iood -ldo;“l-!e
hoped sometimes that he was suc-
oeoe’:in(. though Callahan remained
gloomy and morose, suspicious every
time that his son-in-law looked at
any women except Rose, or accepted
an invitation to play bridge.

Betty Sheridan’s letter had been
almost a death sentence. Salvano
had glanced it through, crumpled it
and the envelope into his pocket, and,
thinking quickly, had walked in the
wake of the Callahans on to the
terrace. He shuffled his thoughts
like a pack of cards, and as a result
allowed Rose to sit facing Mrs. Sheri-
dan, whom he saw as he passed
through the doorway.

It would be useless, he knew, to
try to prevent the girl or her father
from seeing the newcomer. Such an
attempt would fail, and excite the
suspicions of both, though Salvano
had long ago “had it out” with Rose
about Betty. He’'d explained that the
affair had been the merest flirtation,
that Mrs. Sheridan hadn’t been pre-
cisely backward; and that their posi-
tion in society had led to exaggera-
tion. Rose had believed him, but he
mustn’t let her suppose toriun lAnl:imt
that Betty’s appearance in ers
was in any way connected with hfm.

“There’'s that stuck-up cat of a
Sheridan creature,” was Rose’'s com-
ment, as her eyes singled out the
charmingly-dressed woman whose

bright hair glittered like gold in the |

afternoon sun

“Really!” Salvano exclaimed, “You
mean Mrs. Miles Sheridan? What a
small world, isn’t it?? I mustn’t look
now, or she’ll know we're talking
about her, but I will in a minute—as
if by accident. I suppose she has come
to take care of her husband. Appar-
ently he needs it—if what I hear is
true.”

Presently he did look, bowing te
Betty, and half rising from his chair.
“How she has gone off!” he murmur-
ed to Rose. “Out of doors in the sun-
light, which makes you so' lovely,
she’s quite haggard. Trying to -keep
down flesh works the deuce with s
woman, they say! Shall I go over
and speak to her, or——"

In tomorrow’s instaliment Paul
continues the play.
(Copyright, 1923, by the Bell S'yndi-
cate, Inc.)

Reddy Fox Rages When He Cannot
' Get At Little Bob White

iy THORNTON W. BURGESS,

~“Reddy Fox soon picked up the trail

of Mrs. Bob White and the wounded

Young Bob White, and so at length he |

came to the fallen, hollow fence post.
His sharp nose told him at once that
that wounded young Bob White was
inside. Such a disappointment! It
filled Reddy with rage. He hated that
fence post, which, of course, was a
very foolish thing to do. He took a
long sniff, and his mouth watered as
the scent of that young Bob White
Just beyond his reach tickled his nose.
He snarled as he dug at the end of
that old fence post with his claws.

But that was quite useless and he

knew it. The outside of that old
fence post was solid. It was only the
heart of it that had rotted away.
Reddy ran around to the other end.
That was closed. Then carefully he
examined the whole length of that
old fence post. You see, he hoped

there might be a thin, rotted place
which he could dig open. But there

wasn't. He tried reaching in with a

jpaw as far as he could. He couldn't
reach quite far enough. That young
Bob White was as safe from him as

The Fall Weather

HardonLLittle Ones|;

Canadian fall weather is extremely
hard on little ones. Cne day is warm
and bright, and the next wet and cold.
These sudden changes bring on colds,
eramps and colic, and unless baby's
little stomach is kept right the resuilt
may be serious. There is nothing to
equal Baby's Own Tablets in keeping
the little ones well. They sweeten

| the stomach, regulate the bowels,
break up colds and make baby thrive.
The Tablets are sold by medicine
dealers, or by mail, at 25 cents a
box, from The Dr. Williams Medicine

Company, Brockville, Ont.—Advt.

UPSET STOMACH
G4S, INDIGESTION

ew a few Pleasant Tablets,
—Stomach Feels Fine!

g
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~ So pleasant, so inexpensive, so
quick to settle an upset stomach, The
‘moment “Pape's " reaches

-

Outside in the blackest shadow
crouched Reddy Fox.

if he were a mile away.
. Presently Reddy realized how fooi-
ish his rage was. He sat down i«
think things over. He knew tha
Somewhere near was Mrs. Bob White
But he knew that it was quite useles.
to try to find her and catch her. H.
gritted his teeth as- he thought o1
how she had fooled him by pretend-
ing to be wounded. Then he tried t¢
think of some plan for catching eithe.
that young Bob White or his mothe
eddy knows all about mother love
Mapy times has he seen mothers risk
thglr lives for their children. °
The thing for me to do,” said he
to hlmse}r. “is to hide close by. Mrs
Bob White won't be able to sta:
away from that wounded youngste;
very long. Perhaps that youngste;
himself will come and look for hi.
mother. In either case I ought to be
able to get that Bob White dinne:
I WAas 80 sure of a few minutes
%o R ddy f1
0 Reddy flattened hj el
ground in the blackest g?tlfeg guig;
Shadows close to the old fallen fenee
bosi and prepared to wait Patiently .
The stars came out ang sprinkled the
sky with little points of light. B3
and by gentle Mistress Moon came
creeping up from ‘behind the Green
Forest and flooded the Green Meg.
dows with soft, silvery light. There
never was a more peaceful Scene, I:
didn’t seem as if there could possibl;
be anything but happiness ang rest-
ful peace there. Yet inside that no.
low fence post a young Bob White
crouched, suffering from wounds and
from terrible fright. Outside in the
blackest shadow crouched Reddy Fox,
patiently waiting for a Bob White
dinner. And a little way off a little
brown mother, Mrs. Bob White,
watched and listened and waited; too.
And with every moment “she grew
mgrl;o anT’loun.
me slipped away. Mrs. Bob Whit

wise in the ways of Reddy Fox, dl?l'
not go to the suffering young Bob
White despite the longing in her
heart. The _Wounded young Bob
White remained right where he
He knew that he was safe. Redd
Fox grew hungrier and hungrier. At
last he made up his mind that he was
simply wasting time. iIf he were

A Looving ouyriy

N FLOWER- 1S A
AME  NO _ONE ¢ ’
WHAY' A" NIEYY-

TE\S \S- -
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JHE WOMEN WEAR MORE COLO
AN A ACOCK~ GOSM, | WiSH
I'D Lwep wHEN \m\(,wtxcob \N:&

Ba‘ Ta'- Back is Cel Words.

- YOU BUM . D'VE KNOW WHATS
HADPEN To.VoU (¥ Vou LOSE
THAT RACE ON.THE 27 ™
§ o A e
= oCK

5 BSROW FIRST - THEN ITW GoONNA DRAG

N VOU OVER To THE GLUE

FACTORY AND WATCH 'EM
POUR Vou INTO PINT

? wow BET

s e i

IVE GOT 10.000 BONES on THAT RACE -~
- AND DON'T FOREET ~ JUDGE MECRACKENS
GaT 10-000 o8 You Too! TE vbu Oon'r
COME THROLUGH AND COP D'VE KNOW
WHAT'S GONNA HAPPEN? HE caN
GNE YOU A SENTENCE FOR LIFE -
HARD WORK-OA) THE :

‘- STONE PILE -
You DUMMOoX ¢

Copyright, 1923, by King Features Syndicate, fnie. -

2 QW WELL.® (F ‘nis HOUSE
EVER HACPEMS ‘1O BURN Down ;|
TTHE NMEIGHMBORS WiLL St
DASH QU INYO ‘YHE
SYREET PRESSED W TuE
SWELLEST PAR OF PALAM
IN QOUR FAIR C\'TM -~

TN r L

GOSH - I SHOULDN'T HAUE SAID
ALL THOSE MEBAN THINGS To
MY BROWM-EVYED GABYV -
I CAN'T SLEEP - ME KNOWS
Cown (N KIS HEART

T LOVE Wim

fnavee Yoo
166

{

YoU KNow WE ) f
DON'T ALLOW Fi{.
DoES W THE | ) RACE

~ You Can't Tell—Aspirin Might Win e

THe

e Cead

KN Jimmie
&0 ToTHE
MoviEs WIiTH

M

LET ME SEE \WHAT
TIME (T 153! O Yes °
He's BeEN SAWING
Woob Twlo Houves!
HE caN Go WiTH Yoo!
HE OUGHTA HAVE.
ENouGH SAWED BY
“HIS TIME 1> Do LS

i Copyrindy, 030, by The Welt Symbicate, Ine.)

Nov cAN
&o To 'TH"—:( "
MOVIES F Yo

WANT! How MANY
Lo&S DID> MY LiTTLE
HARD woumé
SuGAR PLOUM 5’.:‘"
TS MORN(NG!

OUR BOARDING HOUSE.

BY AHERN.

“THIS,- MLADS, \© THE
COLLECTION 1 WAS “TELLWG
NOU ABOUT «-1 HAVE A

HOBBY OF coLLECTNG

EGG cCurs!-

ON THiS TABLE ARE EGG
CUPS TUAT WAVE GEE\ THE
REVELRN OF POMPEI « THE
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE ~
EGG CUPS THAT WAVE GRACED
THE “TABLES OF NOBILITY OF
EVERY KINGDOM = TUE
PERGONAL EGG CUP OF CoLUMBUS,
SHAKESPEARE, NAPOLEON, o

EGG CUPS2\Z
WELL GAV, i
F THERE ANT

AN OF ‘EM
CRACKED,
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y MARCELINE #ALROY s

MAN used to be

Woman'’s great CAREER!
Why is he so no longer?
Is it that he does not show
Enough INTEREST, oris it , “'| Men USED to be able
Lack of PRINCIPLE?

Are husbands too much work
Or teo LITTLE?

Or are the RETURNS

Not great enough?

Men used to be very
Engrossing—and to

Achieve matrimony was
Quite a BUSINESS;

Now it seems to be a SPORT

arc

On Man as a Ca‘reer.

~ | To keep a woman busy,

- VELVETE X—

wooo 2 ShA

VELVETEX — VELVETEX — VELVETEX — VELVETEX
DON'T THROW YOUR OLD CARPETS AWAY.

No matter how old, how dirty, how dilapi-
dated (we sterilize them), have them made into

the famous

“VELVETE

We have hundreds of recommendations from

our satisfied customers,

In Montreal, Toronto, Windsor and London,
our driver collects the carpet from attic, cellar,
or off the floor, and delivers the finished rug
Send for leaflet.

CANADA RUG COMPANY.

: gmbmmc 909,
Vel Bldg., 96-98 Carling St
® pay express both ways on all orders

any‘extra charge.

BLESS UMS °ITTLE
HEART - HE KNOWS

PAPA LOUE S KIS BABY
If YOU LOSE THAT,
NEXT RACE -

WE HANG TOGETHER
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WHent { rtms.ﬂ
“TH(S ONE AR

Two MoRE,

THATLL MAKE-

THREE!

" Hambone’s

Meditations
By J. P. Alley.

For one’s SPARE time,
Anrd men are ho longer
Absorbing—but absorbed
By their business.

‘MAR MOTHER WUZ A (WP
sue:wemepiswe?a
MAR FATHER wWuz A
HE DIED MiNEW LEANS!" .

Now they can’t even

1| Keep her QUIET.

1] .To the modern woman

The modern man is

Not a CAREER, he’s

A CATERER—

A source of materail supply;
And Woman, who needs more,
Is getting FED-UP] *

Pomusiahs 1000 Bermmior Gumibecse Pum-

RENCH REMEDY.
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