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/IF You DON’T
/ KNOW “THE SUMMER) 

AS OVER LOOK AT( 
THE CALENDAR - You\ 
ARE EURE “TO CAXCw A 

TERRIBLE COL-MANBE( 
YOU’LL HAVE PNEVMONIA-' 
You MOST THINK Youi 

ARE MADE OF IRON- /

COME on, MIN-
KiSS ME G00b-BIE- 

I’M LATE
' NOW- L ,1

I’M ONL TALKING (WHERE DO YOU GET\ 
'THAT INSIST STUFF? X 
1 KNEW MOW “.TRESS\ 
MISELT WHEN You WERBIN 
KINDERGARTEN- A 

FREE-BORN AMERICAN- 
THE ONU ORDERS I WANT - 
ARE FOR HAIR-BRUSHES-F 
.I'LL WEAR WHAT I PLEASE 
WHEN % PLEASE - so [
X “THAT SETTLES 7

WHERE IS 
YOUR OVERCOAT? 
DON’T You J 

I DARE LEAVE G 
THIS HOUSE. 
WITHOUT YOUR E

OVERCOAT - -

FOR HOUR OWN G00D-.
IF You GET SICK ILL
HAVE TO, NURSE 1
You- VOITH “THOS €

ONE WOULD TANK, % WAS 
A DELICATE UTE 
HOT-HOUSE ORCHID - YOU
ALWAYS JUDGE “THE ... ..
WERTHER 64 THE CALENDAR. LIGHT CLOTHES “YOU’LL 
NOT “THE THERMOMETER - ST
F SOMEBOD A EVER “WARS 
SIX MOWTHS OFF “OUR.

i CALENDAR “OULL Go|OVT LOOKING FOR THE

aolo Salvano Turns Traitor and 
Betty Is Deceived -

LOOK LIKE A EVTIERELN 
IN A BLIZZARD- __ , DY10 n1 INSIST UPON NOU IT 

WEARING AN A 
OVERCOAT-

‘

iCHAPTER LXXXVII. 
F BETTY IS DECEIVED.

"Yes, go!" declared Rose, delighted 
with Paul’s criticism. “If you don’t, 
she’ll think I’m keeping you away 
because I’m jealous, and I’m not a 
bit—never was.”

“There was never any cause,” 
said the Prince, while the letters that 
Betty held over his head as a threat 
loomed perilous as Damocles’ sword.
I’ll come back as soon as I can 

escape from her without being rude.” 
He was sincerely anxious to get 

back, for Rose—whom he might lose 
—had never seemed so attractive, 
and he actively hated the woman 
who had the power to ruin him. If 
a wish could have killed Paul di 
Salvano would have shot an invis- 
ible arrow straight into Betty Sheri- 
dan’s heart.
As he threaded his way between 

tables, until he reached hers, Paolo 
hastily planned his campaign. By 
the time he had pressed her hand, 
gazed into her eyes, and sat down 
beside her, he had seen a way to 
save himself. It was a terrible way, 
but he could think of no other, and 
he would take it. The thought of 
what must be done made him slight- 
ly sick. But he had not been through 
the war for nothing.

At midnight Betty was sitting on 
deck, wearing white, so she had 
told Paolo what she would do. She

Xfurious disgust that her husband 
should be caught by a brat of the 
servant class—a little wretch she had 
slapped, and sent out of the house in 
disgrace—she felt a fierce impulse 
to hold Miles.

A thought had run through her 
brain that she might remain Mrs. 
Sheridan, live abroad a good deal, 
and keep her “friendship” with Paolo, 
married to Rose. This temptation she 
flung from her, however, with a spasm 
of virtue. If she could snatch Paolo 
from Rose, he must be hers by the 
law, and in that case she couldn’t 
prevent the Desmond brat from tak- 
ing her place as Mrs. Miles Sheridan. 
But she could prevent the new Mrs. 
Sheridan from finding a place in so- 
ciety.

She would tell everyone that the 
girl had been a servant; that her sis- 
ter was notorious, and that the 
father kept a disreputable roadhouse 
on Long Island. There wouldn’t be 
much of a welcome for the bride in 
the Inner Circle after that story had 
gone round.
6Betty turned her mind from Teresa 
Desmond, as she might have turned 
off a flickering jet of gas, and 
focused upon Paolo. He was close 
now, almost under the side of the 
yacht, and the oarsman—bribed, of 
course, to caution—made scarcely a 
sound as he propelled his small boat 
through the water. Betty bent over 
the rail with the light sending out a 
long ray from the diamond hair band, 
and ten thousand flashes from the 
crystals of her cloak. Above, the
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BARNEY GOOGLE AND SPARK PLUG, It’s Quite Evident the Judge Heard Some Bad News. BY BILLY DE BECK
• EASY — THE JUDGE’S 
A PAL OF MINE s HE’S 

GOT Sio. DoO ON MV 
SPARK PLUG NEXT 
SATURDAY — YOUR 
TRIAL COMES UP THIS 
AFTERNOON - DON’T
WORRY - YOU’LL BE 

DISCHARGED - THE
JUDGE IS INS HIS
.CHAMBERS NOW.

/ WAY 
BARNEV.
N OF COURSE - 
Y HE’S
) A FRIEND 
I OF Youes: 
I ANYTHING

You SAV 
C GOES -

9TWENTY
7 YEARS. 

MSGOOLEY

TWO OCLock - • 
Your HONOR §

GAY JUDGE, A
PAL OF MINE WAS 
PINCHED LAST NIGHT: 

FOR SWIPING A COP’S I 
BADGE • WHEN HE ) 
COMES UP BEFORE

YOU LET HIM OFF •.
HE’S A PAL OF / 

MINE — .
MS GODLEY’Se 

HIS NAME Je

GREAT 
SCOTT’

%DID You FIX IT
WT THE JUDGE?

GOOD!!’
HowoYOU amal 

DO IT? I

?,?? 
7?2??
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SPARE PLUG HU SAY 
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mhad chosen a white evening gown of 
‘shadow lace,” sewn all over with 
little sparkling crystals. There was 
an under-dress of silver tissue, and 
her slippers were silver, with big 
buckles of old paste. A band of bril- 

liants streaked her forehead and pale 
hair with light, and the cloak flung 

over the chair-back was of silver 
brocade lined with ermine. As the 

», moon flooded her figure, she glittered 
from head to foot, and it seemed to 
her that she must be very beautiful 

She compared herself with Lose 
Callahan, shrugging her shoulders, 
and watching her dress sparkle as 
she moved towards the rail to watch 
for Paolo’s boat.

It was coming! Betty saw the 
Arab rower, and the black form in 
the domino. All the romance in the 
world seemed to be moving silently 
towards her across the still waters. 
She drew in a deep breath, holding 
the shiny silver of her cloak across 
her breast, and felt like a woman 
of medieval days, engaged in a won- 
derful love intrigue.

Betty was romantic only on the 
surface. Such depths as she had 
were devoted to love of self, and money to make that self happy and —autiful; but all the romance her 

allow self held had been awakened for the first time by Salvano’s eyes, she cared more for him than she had cared for any man. But when 
seeing him today, she had kened in her resolve to marry nif he were free—weakened for 

‘an irritating, inadequate little ason that she could almost laugh

8moon was a greenish silver lamp 
hung in a sky of luminous mauve. 
What a night for lovers!
.Five minutes later the black figure 

in a domino was drawing the white 
vision into the shadow of the awning 
Not far away from the sleeping yacht 
the little boat waited. Nobody had 
seen or heard the domino come on 
board.

"Well?" Betty murmured, looking 
up into a pair of dark eyes, her small 
fingers half crushed in strong hands 
that were fever-hot.

"It is well!" Paolo answered.I 
have got out of all that tangle of 
trouble—got out of it for you. Betty. 
I’ve lived in a nightmare! A woman 
I trusted told me you didn’t care for 
me any more—you’d been only flirt- 
ing—you had confided in her that you 
really meant to keep your husband. 
I mustn’t tell you who she was. I 
swore I wouldn’t. Like me, you’d 
never forgive her. I hardly knew 
what I was doing after that. I felt 
deadly ill. I thought of killing you 
and myself as well. But just when 
I was most desperate, I was thrown 
with Rose. She liked me. I drifted 
into an engagement. I was too un- 
happy about you to care much—even 
when I heard the reports that Rose 
and I were married. I hoped they’d 
reach your ears. Yes! I wanted to 
hurt you."

"They did reach my ears. They did 
hurt me," whispered Betty. “I tell 
you frankly, Paolo, I would have 
held Miles in spite of everything if 
you’d betrayed me—if you were mar- 
ried. But I had to see you first be- 
fore I decided. I’m so thankful now’s 

"And I!” said Salvano. 544 now.
In Tomorrow’s Installment Paul Ac. 

complished His Aim.
(Copyright. 1923, by the Bell Syndi- 

cate, Inc.)
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MUTT AND JEFF :Jeff Wanted Something For His Ten Bucks Per Day.. BY BUD FISHEROH READER!
You MIGHT 

. DO THE SAME
THING.

You MUST 
RECALL THAT 

MHTwOJeFF 

AUVe A • 

HORSE NAMED 

"ASPIRIN" 
ENTERED IN 

The Bid 

RACE FOR 

4100,000 

ACAINGT
ZEV AMD 
PAPYRUS. 
REMEMBER 
ONE HUNDRED
TitOUSAND.

JEFF, FOR THE FIRST 
TIC IN OUR LIVES
WE’VE GOT A CHANCE
To GET RICH. , ___- 

#000000.----------

SURE! --------
BUT IN A SWELL Holet 
LIKE THIS YOU GET 
SERVICE FOR YOUR MONEY.
SERVIE ! GET ME - . SERVICE!

Pook BooB!" ----------------- 

You CAN’T RUN A HORSE 
IN A RACE WITH ZEV 

AND PAPYRUS AND/ 
LIVE LIKE A BUM —2

LISTEN!
WHO ARE YOU
RINGING UP AT  , 
ALTHOSE NUMBERS :

YOU’VE 
GOT IT

HELLO, HEULO: 
CENTRAL!
GIVE ME "MAIN
6770" AND

"WALNUT 2L07 
AND "COLUMBUS

V IkNow IT,, 
BUT THIS

IS VERY EXPENSIVE 
AND WE HAVEN’T 
WON THE RAE , 
_Yet.-----

I KNOW,BuT 

THIS ROOM 
COSTS US TEN 
DOLLARS A 
.DAY.

NOBODY!
I SIMPLY WANT 

A LOT OF SERVICE
NAZ AND _ . 

“ENDICOTT 586
AND"BEEMAN 7453

AND —
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Vazlo had told her a good deal
about Teresa Desmond; and when
Betty heard that the girl came from 
the Blue Moon Inn on Long, Island, 
she had realized with a shock that 
Miles’ love was the child of the Sil- 
werwood caretakers, whom she had 
caused to be discharged. In the
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Wounded Bob White REC’LAR FELLERS RePVeNT 1423 By Me PER.
An Egg Spot’s Better Than a Cocoa Stain. BY GENE BYRNES

ITS So HAT u . 

/ OUR CLASSROOM 
/ THAT THE TEACHER. / 
1SAID ANY or THE I 
T FELLERS WHAT I 
1 WANTED CouLt 
. TAKE. Ore THEIR. 
ICORTS So in GONNA jf 
X TAKE OPPNCORT 
ToDAYMOM!

By THORNTON W. BURGESS.

Such a night as the wounded young 
Bob White, hiding in the fallen, hol- 
low fence post, his mother watching 
outside, passed! Twice during the 
night Reddy Fox came back. Once 
Jimmy Skunk peeped in and vainly 
tried to get in. Each time the 
wounded young Bob White was 
frightened almost to death. Each 
time Mrs. Bob White, his mother, 
became aware of the approach of an 
enemy in time. You see, she did lit- 
tie sleeping that night. But the 
young Bob White slept some. He 
was so worn out that he had to sleep, i 
which was a good thing.

When at last jolly, round, red Mr. 
Sun began his daily climb up in the 
blue, blue sky Mrs. Bob White sigh- 
ed with relief. At the very first hint 
of daylight she heard Bob White 
calling softly. He was trying to

YOURE. IA 

TERRIBLE 1 

Fix! You ONLY 
HAVE. TWO SHIRTS 
AND ONE HAS A 
Bl Cocons STAN 

ON IT AND THE 
ONER. HAS A

€WELLIP • 
THAT’S THE CASE.
I BETTER GET 
You A CLEAN

SHIRT!

WELL masi A 
You BETTER-- 
GIMME THE- , 
Good out. MOM. 
“THE. ONE WITH THE- 

166 /
<

f.
/

LG spot!
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"Hello, Bob and Mrs. Bob!” he cried. 
“Have you come to make me

a call?”
is soon as possible,” replied Bob 
White in a most decided tone. “You 
can’t get there too soon. There will 
be no rest here. Reddy Fox and 
Jimmy Skunk will be back again 
tonight."
"I suppose you are right, my dear," 

sighed Mrs. Bob White. “I can’t 
stand another night, like last night.”

The wounded young Bob White 
was feeling so much stronger and so 
much better that he felt sure he 
could get over to the dear Old Briar 
Patch, so in the cool, crisp October 
morning they started out. It took 
all the morning to get there, for the 
wounded Bob White had to stop 
often. But at last they reached the 
dear Old-Briar Patch.-

1
10-22 Dykanes(Copyright. 1098. by The Bell Syndiente. ser.)

find her. She answered at once and 
he hurried over to join her. The 
young Bob White was feeling better. 
They brought him food and he ate 

• it At once he began to feel stronger.
He came out of the hollow fence 
post.

never want to spend another 
night like this one,’ sighed Mrs. Bob 
White as she fussed over the wound- 
ed young Bob White. "Just the 
same, I am thankful that I found 
this hollow old fence post. I am so. 
Reddy Fox would certainly have 

,caught this poor little fellow had it 
not been for this old fence post. Now 
the question is, what shall we do?" 

“Get to the dear Old Briar Patch

OUR BOARDING HOUSE.
BY AHERN.

‘BN JOVE BoYG-I WIGH-TO K 

CALL YOUR ATTENTIONS - 
Tills PARTICULAR EGG CUP% 

IN CATALOGUING MY COLLECTION 
OF E66 CUPS, I RANKED TILIS 

AS THE RAREST!- IT WAS 

-THE PERSONAL EGG CUP OF 

CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, 

AND WINS USED BY HINA

6EVER HORN KT BREAKFAST 
A WHILE KT SEA, Oil THAT 
I / MEMORABLE NONAGE wilcH : 

1 LEAD TO TIE DISCOVER / 
VOF AMERICA !A-HMM

66 You Said It, Marceline!" 
========== MARCELINE @ALROY======== 

On “Flattery.”

COLUMBUS DIDIST 

USE ANSEGG CUP!
HE G TOOD TH’ 

EGG UP Oil END- 
-TAW’ TRIP nook 
THREE MONTHS.

ANY ANN OU’ : I

HAVEN’T Yebr 

AN EGG CUP 
miAIT NOAH

Hambone‘s 

Meditations 
By J. P. Alley.

GA-AN- GET F 
OUT’-YOU’RE % 

JUSTGIVING 

YOUR TONGUE

/

,3
Til’USED

ARK?- HE 
HAD A COUPLE- 
OF CHICKENSe 
LOi BOARD "2

A WALTZ ! - 

You PINCHED 
WAT EGG 

CUP AT SOME
RAILROAD 

LUNCH
X COUNTER !

FLATTERY—
The time-worn WEAPON

Of WOMAN.

The BAIT she uses

To turn

ANY old moment into

THE psychological moment.

But when a MAN uses n—?/ 

Beware ALSO!

For flattery is man’s greatest

OPEN-SESAME with WOMAN.

No NICE person

Enters another’s rocm’

Without KNOCKING-

Yet FEW women realize

That flattery is the first 

Gentle TAPPING

On the door of their hearts.

Sophisticated laughter

Will drive him away;

Mild acquiescence MAY 

Keep him knocking

But BELIEF is FATAL, 

For it OPENS the door.

Flattery differs from

The genuine compliment. 
As LOVE differs
From PASSION.

Therefore, wise women will 

Beware of KNOCKERS,

Now, it happened that Peter Rab- 
bit was at home. Peter and Bob and 
Mrs. Bob are old friends. Peter saw 
them as they entered the dear Old 
Brian Patch. "Hello, Bob and Mrs 
Bob!" he cried. "Have you come to 
make me a call? Then for the firs 
time he noticed the wounded young 
Bob White and a look of pity crept 
into Peter’s soft eyes. “Has this 
young fellow met with an accident?” 
he cried.

Bob White told him all that had 
happened. "We have come over here 
to the dear old Briar Patch because 
it is the safest place we can think of," 
explained Bob at the end.

"It is the safest place,” declared 
Peter, "and I’m so glad you had sense 
enough to know it. You are more 
than welcome. As you know, there 
are some of the thickest bramble 
tangles in all the Great World right 
here in the dear Old Briar Patch 
This poor little fellow will be abso- 
lutely safe here. Mrs. Peter and I 
will keep an eye on him when you 
are away. Just make yourselves right at home.”
"Thank you, Peter,” said Mrs. Bob 
White, and led the wounded young Bob White under the thickest bramble 
tangle in the dear Old Briar Patch.

(Copyright, 1923, by T. W. Burgess) 
The next story: “What the Young Bob White Had Gained.” the YOUnE

EGG OUGHT TO
BE ABLE TO

G TAND UP ALONE 
BV THAT TIME !

PARSON GWINE TALK WID 
DE OLE OMAN Bout FUSSIN 
AT ME So MUCH, BUT 
HE GWINE HAB BouT Ez 
MUCH SUCCESS Ez A 
BIRD-DAwG HUNTIN’WILD-CATS:
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Holeproof 
Hosiery

The sheen of silk, 
the warmth of the 
wool! Beauty and 

comfort in
Holeproof silk- 
and-wool styles. sags bi-
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You’ll be especially delighted with the 
charming fragrance and flavor of the 

young leaf ORANGE PEKOE QUALITY.
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