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Eighth Instalment

Diana, in love with a married
man, Dennis Waterman, has a nerv.
ous collaps as a result of the gay
life of London socieiy. Her aunt, Mrs,
Gladwyn, takes her to a doctor, who
orders her to the country for a rest.
Dr. Rathbone has a country home
nearby. Dennis calls at ithe cottage,
then goes away for a leng trip. He
writes from America that he is
there with Linda, his wife. Diana
finds herself becoming more and
more interested in Dr. Rothbone,
ang questions her nurse, Miss Starl-
ing, about him. She also question
Jonas, a farm boy of the neighbor-
hood, about & woman who lives in
Dr. Rathbone’s house. Her name is
Rosalie. Then Diana meets Rosalie
in the woods; she acts strangely and
leaves Diana puzzled.

Socn after the meeting in the
woods with Rosalie, Dr. Rathbone
calls again at Diana’s cottage.

Now Go On With The Story

“On the contrary, I am quite sure
that you will never forget and that
you will often think about it, and
perhaps sometimes when you begin
to feel tired and bored to death with
an eternal round of so-called ‘galety’
you will come back—even if only
out of curiosity—and spend a couple
of days with Miss Starling.”

She made a little grimace.

“she might not want me."”

«I am sure she will, Miss Star-
ling has a great affection for you,
though you may not believe it.”

“That's a change,” Diana sald
sarcastically, “for someone to have
a great affection for me.”

They were at the cottage gate
now. She led the way imio the cot-
tage.

Jenny met them in the narrow
hall.

“There's a telegram for you, miss,
on the table in the parlor.”

“Thank you.”

Diana threw her hat down onto a
chair and went into the sitting
room.

The yellow envelope lay on the
polished table, and she took it up,
tearing open the flap with nervous

fingers.
“Both sailing Aquitania tenth.”
Love. DENNIS.”

Rathbone had followed her into
the room and saw the cable in her
hand.

“Not bad news, I hope?” he ask-
ed.
Diana laughed a little unceniain-
ly.
“No, very good news,” she said.
“That's splendid.”

Diana folded the message across
and across, keeping it in her hand.
Tomorrcw was the tenth: in a
week's time Dennis would be home.

The cablegram slipped from her
fingers to the floor, and Rathbone
stooped and recovered it.

“I suppose he is on his way home,”
he said quietly.

She looked up, & hard light in
her eyes.

“Yes, on the Aquitania.”

“And so it will really be good-
bye?”

The colour rose quickly in her
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®Hclen Jacobs, next-to-the-top
American woman tennis g player,

sailed for Europe to taks vart in
tournaments in Germany, France and

England.

you well enough to want you to be
happy,” Rathbone answered, “And
because there is such a convicticn
in my mind that you are making a
terrible mistake.”

The colour rose again swiftly to
the very roots of her hair.

“Well, you should know,” she said
defiantly.

Rathbone was silent for a mo-
ment; then he said in rather an
expressionless voice:

“Two blacks do not make a white,
Diana.”

“1 know that, but all the same-——
it's rather—cheap, isn% it?—to
preach to me when everyone says
that you—that you—"

She stemmered and broke cff, and
Rathbone took up the words for
her.

“When everyone says that I have
a woman living in my house—is
that what you want to say?”

She stared at him with eyes that
were patheiic in spite of their al-
most insolent defiance, but before
she could speak he said in a voice
of steel:

“1t is indeed time you and I said
good-bye;, Diana.

“What, do you mean?”

“Only that as I have done all I
can do for you—all that I am sure
you wish me to do for you, there
will be no need for me to see you
any more.”

She caught her breath.
mean . . . never?”

“Never is a long day. It is quite
possible that we may run across one
another sometimes: the world is not
such a big place. Anyway, I wish
you all the happiness you can wish
yourself.”

“But you don’t think I deserve if,
or that I shall get it?” she burst out

“You

face and died down again.

“I don't know . . . there's nothing
settled . . . anyway, I don't see why
you should be interested.

“I am interested because I like

passionately. “And you don't care,
either, in spite of what you said
when I was ill. You treat me like an
ordinary patient now you think I'm
well again. You promised to teach
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'1me to skate, but you've never sald
!}another word about it.”

“Isn't there someone else better
qualified for that privilege than I
am?”

She lgnored him. She went on
with a breathless rush.

“You said you were my friend,
and now you calmly say to your-
self, ‘Thank God there'll be no need
for me to see her again. . . ‘Good-
bye and good riddance,’ that's what
you really mean. It's always what
happens to me when I really like
anybody—they always go away and
leave me. I suppose it will be the
same all my life. I was a fool to
think you were any different from
the rest. When you went to Paris
you promised to come and see me
directly you got back. . . . You never
came—you never would have come
if I hadn't me: you in the woods
this morning. . . . I don’t know why
you've come now. I stayed out pur-
posely because I thought you
shouldn’t have to see me against
your will. You don't think .I want
to see ycu if you don't want to see
me, do you?” ‘

Neither of them was aware that
the moment was not without its
humorous side. He looked so much
older than she, and their relation-
ship had been almost one of formal.
ity, she a sick child, not knowing
what she wanted of life—perhaps
wanting nothing—and he a world-
weary man who had merely done
his duty by healing her against her
wish or desire.

Diana went cn, her voice raised
a little:

“Well why don't you go? I don't
want you to stay. As you say, you've
done everything I can possibly wish
you to do for me—you've done what
your job is—more than you are pald
to do, I suppose.”

He let the childish insult pass,
and she broke off for an instant,
biting her lip hard to hide iis
trembling, only to rush on again:
“Why didn't you let me die? I
didn’t want to get well. . . . I'm
no good to anyone—ihere’s no place
in the world where I seem to be
really wanted.”

And then, as if suddenly realiz-
ing how far she had lost her self-
control, she hid her face in her
hands.

Rathbone walked over to the win.
dow, standing with his back to her,
as he said:

“You seem very determined to
yake up all my sing of omission,
but don’t you think you are a little
to blame too? If you had had any—
any real regard for me, would you
have gone prying into my private
life—hoping to discover scme
wretched secret which you could
triumphantly broadcast among your
friends when you got back to town?
If that is your idea cof friendship,
it is not mine.”

And then for some moments
neither of them spoke, till at last
Rathbone iturned again.

have no earthly right to talk to you
like this. It's absurd for me to be

life is as I have made it; yours wil
be as you make it; so try and build
it out of scmething solid that will
stand firmly through the bad days
as well as the good. Good-bye.”

She felt him come close to her,
felt his hand for a moment on her
shoulder, heard him say again,

“Good-bye, . . . Be happy.” And
then he wag gone.
CHAPTER XIIIL
During the next week quite a lot
happened.

In the first place Diana’s car ar-
rived, and there was the renewed
excitement of driving it once more;
driving it at terrific speed with the
Creature silent and terrified beside
her.

«yowll break your neck,” she
gasped once, and Diana laughed
recklessly.

“That would save a lot of trouble,”
she said flippantly.

Then a second cable came from
Dennis Waterman to say that his
departure from America had been
unavoldably postponed for another
fortnight.

“1inda, cf course,” Diana told
herself, but she did not care much;
nothing seemed of great moment
just then.

Miss Starling was going up to
London that evening to a lecture
on something or other. She had told
Diana all about it, but the girl had
only listened half-heartedly, wond-
ering why people should trouble to
waste a railway fare on anything
so dull.

She had offered to drive the
Creature up to town in the car but
her refusal had been quick and de-
clded.

“No, thank you; besides, I shall
have to come back by itrain.”

So it meant an evening alone.

Diana leaned on the gate and
decided that after all she hated the
country. It would ke fun to get into
an evening frock once more and
dance at the Savoy or Ciro’s; fun
to drive home in the early hours
of the morning through brilliantly
lit and almost deserted streets:
London was a wonder city at night.

Did Rathbone ever take Rosalie
Something-or-other to London? Or
was It his idea of happiness always
to keep her down in the country
and walk hand in hand with her
through lanes ancd woods?

Diana had not seen either of them
for more than a week, and she sus-
pected that they were deliberately
keeping to the other side of the

village.

She sighed and made a lttle
grimace.

Well, let them . . . Rathbone must

be missing her just a little, seeing
- 3 ‘l‘
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the possibility of a wet
very heavy infestation.

can set your crop ahead
be reasonably safe.

See him now!
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Side Dress

Don’t let the weevils
take your crop

T wasn’t much use to plant cotton if the boll
weevils are going to get most of it. All reports
indicate that the weevils mean business this
year. The warm winter, the late damp spring,

summer, all point to a

A late crop won’t stand much chance. If you

of the weevils, you will

If there is one thing that will pick your cotton
up and push it right past the weevils, it is Chilean
Nitrate. Nothing takes its place for side-dressing
cotton. While 200 pounds would be better, put on
100 pounds per acre right after chopping. That
may prove enough. If not you can come along
with 50 to 100 pounds more later in the summer.

Be sure you get Chilean. Specify Chilean
to your dealer. He has it or can get it immediately.

100 LB, BAGS
AND
200 LB. BAGS

BUREAU, INC.
North Caroling

angry with you—or with anyone. My |,

Spry at Eighty

Edwiit Markham, famous poet,
celebrated his eightieth birthday re-

‘cently by reading from s poems be-'
Ifore an audience which packed New
York's largest concert hall.

tha’ she missed him so terribly. ...

“Be happy.” That wag- the st
thing he had said to her, and since
then she had been more miserable
than ever in her life before.

The Creature came out of the
house.

“rll drive you to the station,”
Diana sald quickly. It would be
something to do—something to help
pass the time.

“Don’t drive too quickly, then,”|#

Miss Starling said nervously.

She sat with one hand tightly
holding the docr handle during the
short drive, and Diana was highly
amused.

Diana stood on the little country
platform till the train went puffing
slowly Londonwards, then she turn-
ed dispiritedly away.

The evening lay before her, long

from the coat rack and slipped it
over her silk frock before she stole
softly out and through the garden.
The big gates of Rathbone’s
grounds were shut, and she had to
stop and get out in order to open
one of them.

Diana went up to the big front
door. It was open, and beyond she|
caught an attractive glimpse of a
wide hall and some bits of old
furniture :and shining brass.

So this was where Rathbone lived.
Diana stepped onto the side mat
and knocked with her knuckleg on
the door panel.

Was everybody dead or asleep?
She knocked again ang was con-
sclous of a light movement in the
dimly lit hall

Somebody at last! She took an-
other step forward ready to speak,
and at the same moment, Nero, the:
big Alsatian, came running down
the stairs, and then afiter the barest
hesitation, he moved glowly towards
her, walking on tiptoe.

Diana spoke his name at once,
confident that he would recognize
her.

“Nero—goeod old boy . . .” ang she
took another step towards him.

She saw him hesitate; saw his
gleaming eyes through the dim
light, and then suddenly and utterly
without warning he sprang.

Like a panther he was upon her,
f o —— e ]

his solid weight be
ground before ghe
leap aside.
“Nero!”

She could feel his p,

ot
her face, and she pyt up }'::z
wildly in a vain effon
herself before she felt the -

his great teeth tearing i, por

For a moment it was

nightmare of pain ang jp“j:tn:elml
lum: the savage snarling of tmlnm:.
her own frantic and W avay dog,
forts to beat him off, spq ng ¢
heavy body crushing her g X
fcre her fear and agony m::’n be.
it all in a wild scream of buﬂabm
ror, mnlng Irantica}l}‘ on ;;‘ET.
bone’s name: “Donald |, Do .
(Continued Next Wéek,] |
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end lcnely.
And the thought came to her:
“If Donald were only here.” TO the MOdeSt Men
Funny she should think of Rath- .
bone by his Christian name: she
could not remember that she had Of thlS County
ever done so before. Well, he had
more than once called her Diana. . .
“If Donald were here . . " If you ever feel like asking a few
Why not? . . . She felt her pulses
jerking with strenge excitement. 1 1 N ’
et questions about life insurance
Diana caught up a woollen jersey g et in t ou Ch Wlth me
! Claude M. Haithcock
D*-‘;;,g.,;}j;ff;“"” I “Pilot to Protection”
Hexpemsow, N.G.
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SAVINGS

INDUSTRY

They Must Pull Together

The two strongest links in the chain of any man’s program of pro

ly and persistently. And as his industry develops more ambitious efforts

in investments or going into business for himself his savings will be the

!
must be his thrift and his industry.
If he is industrious he
I means for carrying out his progressiveness.
COULDN’'T
I

Planning so means your independence in old age; security for your wife
and children; a reserve to meet opportunity, or reverse
arise. Arrange to keep 10 per cent of your income at least
you at interest in our safe bank.

Start a Savings Account Now in This Strong Bonk

and |
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will earn the means with which to save consistent-
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