e, W et T, e e
d work out our own uln-

* Hon—if therg Is such & thing. I'm
glad to have seen you again—it

~hurts, the way you sent me about

"

my business. . .
. "1 #hall never
Julie, ~
“Youw must; there isn't anything
[ really to forgive, I wasn't too kind
tn yon either, -Lawrence—""
* “Yeu gave me the only bappiness;
1 have ever known, and that is why
1 want to givg you your happiness
‘She drew back sharply. :
“Why—-whq do you mean?”
“That 1 want to takes you back to
Chittenham. He’s a fine fellow, Julie,
and you mean everything in the
world to him. There was a time when
I bated him, but lately, now we un-
: w each other—I can sea why
I neéver stood a chance when he was
‘eon¢erned—" :
“What do you mean? How dare
-you say sueh things to me?”

forgive myself,

WM& m

nlur you left
me."”
mmumm her heart

ed to shoke her.

“You think . ; do you -think he
will came here?" M asked.

“I am sure He will come.’

“Yes ¢ ... yes, I suppose so0.”  She
touthed his arm. “And you are the
good Sfmarlmn who. will bring us
together -gnln she said and. he did
not hear ithe mocking nole in : her
voice. :

But whén he had gone she shed
no tears. She went up:to her room,
leaving theé roses he had brought
lying on the table in the deserted
salon. She d:agged her few clothes
from the drawers in the little palnt-

avoid

-Her only thought was to
seeing Giles Chittenham.
I “It's all over, that pmt of my life,
it's finished for ever,” she told her-
self over and over ain. “I don’t
want him now—I1 dof't want to see
him! I could never forgive him or
believe in him again}’

She told the landlady that she
was going back to gland, but at

mmwwmnmm-,

ed chest, and @urriedly packed them. |

Aw‘mm.mmoaum
ore—he asked for -Miss. Lngdon.

excitement.

“‘She has but a moment gone ouf
«—if Monsieur would put himself to
the great trouble of coming in to
wait.”

“I will certainly walt.”

It had begun to snow afresh, and
the shoulders of Chittenham’s coat
were white as he stepped into the
lttle hall-way.

He had beén visiting some people
in London whose daughter had
comie home for the Christmas holi-
dfiys from school in
She had heen showing amateury
,tographs of her school friepds
amongst them was ome ofidulle.

Giles bad been bored B¥ her chat-
ter, and had pushed the Photographs
aside when she prnl"’d one more up-

on_his notice.
| “That's Misé Langdon, who comes

to teach the Swiss girls - English.
She's a darling. 5

And he had looked down
Jule's face. . . .
| - And now he was here—in a few
minutes he would be with her, and

into

l!o ~spoke mly as' it with rmti

Switzerlandsf’

They. ‘brought her here nnd
to bed, but she is ill , . .” :

He followed the d.\ullter of the
house up the narrow, creaking wood-
en stalrs.” There Was a shaded lamp
burning on a bedside ‘table; and its
light fell full on her face Which v
half turned from him.

Chittenham staggered to his feet.| -
Lotmmhor—-lotmhmu(

I;,p into them, ug her [once

ered a8 she said in & voice|

okez with. sobbing: %
‘Oh, you belong to me-—you
ong to me—"" -~
"Alwuys—«lw(yn
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That is the appealing tltle of our next great s

L Katisean Norris wrote-it. That in itself is agtfa

“bhb do :

KATHLEEN NORRISE
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-
pr

=*1 dare say anything if it means to holding her in his arms. *® walked

a4 ticket

mi- happiness.”

‘My happinegs ig no econcern of
you " She turned and began to',
swalk. away from him.
was beating fast and ‘h
ed with the tg

2= ¢h she dared
In the evening Schefield called at
the little hotel. - He brought a large
bunch of roses and he kissed her
hands as she took thg flowers from
him,

“Say you forgive me, Julie?”

“Of course I forgive you.” But in
her heart she knew that if she had
cared for him, forgiveness would not
have been possible. “Of course-I
forgive you,” she said again with gn
effort: ‘““but im return .you must
promise me something, will. you,
Llawrence?”
* *If I can—you know I will.”

“Then promise me that you will!l
mot tell anyone in London where I
am "

He hesitated, and she said agaip
sharp! #“Mont —of-all —you mus

e me not to tell Mr. CHitten-

Schofield looked awny from her.

WANTS

WANTED—Good man to handle Ice nhe decided, and from that moment ranged themselves as enemies against

in Blkin for the coming season.
Good proposition for the right
man, Apply in person to office
of City Fuel Yard, North Wilkes- |
boro, N. C, 2tp.

Maryland Bus will pasg through Kil-
kin January 7th, 1981, 1-1p

For Remt—Three room heated apart-
ment, furnished or unturnished
Call Mrs. Carl Chappell. Tnh.
phone 126-M,

AL STATE

You can buy this one—A nine-room
English bungalow on West Main
srteet, This Is why you'll want it
~—-Basement: Garage for two cars,
coal room, furnace room storage
space and two servants’ quarters.
#First floor: One large bed room
and two smaller ones. Bath room
with heat and al$d electric heat,
tub and shower bath. Rods and
eurtains, and bujit-in medicine
cabinet. The house is wired for
electric refrigerator, stove, -toast-
ers and percolators, with Walker
electric dish washer, which rinses,
and dries dishes without tonching.
Two large built-in kitchen eabi-
nets. Outside improvements:
Flage stone drive,-brick walks,
hedges, also other nlce shrubbery
already planted:. Terms: One per
cent down, balance over & period
of 6, 10 or 20 years; You may
say this is top good to ~be  true.
But it you will see uyoq am be

‘sure that it was)an unhappy love

the station she tooky
Lausanne. 14

| “He will never LW
Her h W ld herself ex-| How long would she be? ‘Every
%ltmﬂly

“He will think it is the
last place I should ever go back ¢0.”

She changed her name to Lang-
don and took a room in a Mtle old-|
fashioned chalet overlooking the
lake, and when she foumd the tlmel
beginning to hang impessibly on her
hands, she advertised for pupils to
whom to teach English. ”

For one thing ‘she needed the
money, and for -another, she feit
that she would go mad if she could
not find eccupdtion.

But except at intervals she- was
not unhappy.

And so the late summer and the
autumn passed, and the cold winds
came, and ‘the grey days, and the
mounntains were ridden in veils of
mist.

What was Gileg doing? One night
she dreamed of him so vividly that
ghe was sure he must be somewhere
near her, and for two days she was
afraid to go wout for fear that she
ml;ht meet him, X

“3 will go home,” she told herself,
and tried to believe that, it was sheer |
longing for England that drew her,
and that the presence of Chitten-.
hnm made no difference,

“1 will go home for Christmas,'

(her spirits rose, and the people in
the house smiled when they saw the
'ohange in her.

“She had had)\good news,’ they
told omne nnothe and were quite

affair that had hjtherto caused the
sadness in Julie'

And then a welk belore she was
to -leave, Julie sxiddenly felt a grex™
Jonging to lmb the St. Bernard
0.(: r ol

@ made inguiries and was told
that she could not go without a
guide.

“It 1s a dangeroua time of
year,” she was warned.

It was the same day in the list
of visitors in the paper who were
expected at the Palace Hotel Caux
for Christmas that Julie saw Giles
Chittenham's name.

S8he was glancing down the list
without much interest, wondering.if
any one she had known in England
might be mentioned there, when
suddenly his nmame seemed to leap
out at her in letters of fire.

“wMr. Gifes Chittenham and his
flancee Miss Beatrice Neale—"'

There followed a little chatty par-
agraph about them—but Julls read
no more, She stood with the paper
olutched in her hands, cold to the
Jips. He had forgotten Ler so soon
~~he was to be married to another
woman,

Bim had often said bitterly that
1o man could be faithtul and Julie
had not believed her. Well, she be-
lieved her now-—and such & tide of
hatred and despair rose in hr heart |
that she was afraid.

the

~wer«djsappointed but she said she

over to thv ydardsr-dnd stood look-

moment seemed an eternity.

“1 will wait here till Miss Lang-
|don comes in,” Giles said obstinate-
1. %

But at ten o'clock shé had still not
returned.

Glles went to the front door and
looked out, followed by Adolph.

The snow was falling so thickly
that one could hardly see a -yard
ahead; there was a deep menace in
the unbroken silence. .

Chittenham looked at the man be-
side him. N

“Well?'' he said sharply, struck
by something in Adolph’s eyes.

“It would be good now to look for
Madempiselle.” ‘Adolph said. *“I have
friendé—good fellows all. If Mon-
steyr wishes it—"

“Let us start at once,” Gileg broke |
in, " }

He was afraid of the fear in his
heart; he wag conscious of nothing
but despair when an hour later: He
was stumbling along through  the)
blinding clogging ssow with Adolph
and half-a dozeh dother men.

The lanterns they ecarried shed
weird, dancing shadows on. the
wnlt.enesg of their feet; the flakes
iwhirled in their faces choking them.
It was as if all the human forces had

them, he thought, as he bent to ask
Adolph in which dlrootlon they were
going.

His heart seemed to stand
when the answer came.

“It was to the St. Bernard that
Mademoiselle wished to go. For days
she had talked of nothing else. I
told her she must take a gulde—she

still

would iev me Know.”

‘“To the St. Bernard!'" Chittenham
stifled a groan. ‘He might ‘have
known—might have guessed. It
seemed now to his despair that he
had been a blind fool not to realizé
from the beginning that she would
come to this place, that he had ever
needed a chance photograph to guide
him,

They trampled on in silence which
Chittenham broke at last ~to ask
curtly:

“Is it ever possible to find any
one who gets lost on such a night?”’

“They have been found—often—"

“Alive?"

Adolph did not answer this, and
Giles dared not press the question.

It was not until early morning
that the snow seased falling. It was
getting light then—-the faint outline
of the mountains began to stand out
against the darkness as if drawn’ by
a ghostly hand.

Chittenham was néarly worn out,
but he refused to g6 back or rest
although the others otun nrzed him
to do so.

“‘Furthér on there i an Inn where
he can rest—the people who Keep
%luau M‘Iu o! mh-," Molph

her.

“Five-

glrl’%

Not much romahce in Maggie Johnsons life, ¥
would say. But Maggie finds it—finds it right in th %

antee that it is a HMamar-app g, anterest-»
ing story about people of the mym :
“Maggie Johnson,” the “Best Girl” of the sto

works in the “Five- and Ten.”
carrier.

Her father is a le
Her mother feels that she has married ben
Her older. sister “Liz,” ‘works in a beau_ty par]

¥y
You'll

and-Ten.” love Maggie, and y¢u 1

“Joe,” the boy who brings romanee mto the little sho

drab existence.

DON’T MISS THE FIRST INSTALMENT OF

GREAT NEW SERIAL. IT WILL BECIN
IN THIS PAPER JANUARY 1, 1930

Here's Our

And a word of appreclatm or the
given us during the past

: pleasmt and proﬂtable,
ness and please you with,
'httle ha.rder in the mtm 'merlt




