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found himsel

Je and Nancy.

‘“But don’t repeat this to Dan,”

he warned her. “That brother of

3ap | YOUrs i8 50 conscientious he might

. | feel bound to step into the back-

ground and give Jerrell a clear
fleld. I don't want him to do
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: o . ; him s daught ol M \ o “I know Dan feels he—isn't good

* e ity e Seding 1o sieased and tells’ Je . . sord e e enough for Nancy,” she admitied,

B . b @ANIly POs FIRBNIEES U IR e IS Jernull e : $ Shre and added loyally: ‘Personally, I

moy ; W 2 oy ! ; s rolesso 4 B think she's lucky to get him. Dan's

th niversity who b 3 : v . wislds a peach!” She looked at him, sur-

prised. “But I didn't know you
knew about them?" she said.

v : : B USe : th Dan th: : ells her fathes “I have Nancy’'s confidence,” he

Hway e o o HAPTER IV retorted; and she nodded. He con-

oot gl g et S e b tinued: “Did I take the right atti-

som, his eve falls on marble staty ave W g | tude? Would you have said the

Dresence. & g k H deh b He picks it up : h Ma same? Do you feel that—a girl

' 3 i 2 st o VAP 116 SOUSS SInAst o Dits.  Sud . . ! he | Mmakes a mistake to marry a man

; g b i Seviaihds Dovee: And Hares st 4. Th twenty years her senior?’’
She was silent for longer than he
liked.' He looked at her, smiling.

A o ida Sirngr suts tn fromt o od- | w . . adlie “Not if she loves him,"” said Mary
- : . - 5 He an xpresses the wish : > 2 Ann at last She added, almost
! : e hat the driver would break his ne i ? ., reluctantly: *“Not if there is no—
reason why she shouldn't love
him.” And after a moment she re-
: d his daughte AN T TR marked, half to herself: “Some-
e s v o Body free of @ ding is intrigued by M n, who : times a girl is wiser to choose a

He laughed in a sudden swift de-
light; but when she asked why he
laughed, he would not tell her.  Si-

It may have been that for a mo-
ment he slept But at a certain
point where the road forked and
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“Tell the truth,” he insisted. -

“Yes, Myra,” he said shortly.

“What time is it?”

He protested irritably: “What
difference does that make?"

“It's ridiculous,” she protested,
“for you to be out all night. You
could have sent Doctor Mayhew!"

He got into his own bed without
replying.

*“I believe you like this sort of
thing,” she asserted. *I declare,

—-‘. !

Cotion Sagged Steadily; But Dr.
Greeding Continued to Buy.

Ned, you ought to have some sense
of your own position.”

“Don’t talk, Mpyra,”" he -said
sharply. “I'm dead tired. Let me
sleep in the morning.”

“It’s morning now,"” she remind-
ed him. “And I sha'n't close my
eyes again, you may be sure of that,

“—and driving all
over New England all night with
Mary Aan!
course, I understand; but people
are so ready to think and say un-
kind things about a girl who

He made no reply; but he was
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Column Popular in
This Newspaper.

New York, N. Y.—With the
death of Arthur Brisbane
Christmas morning, the
world lost its most widely
known and most widely read
newspaper writer and editor.
The veteran commentator,
whose column ‘‘This Week”
appeared regularly in this
newspaper, died of heart dis-
ease while he slept. He was
seventy-two.

True to the Brisbane tradition, he
kept up the terrific pace of his work
to the last, When he was stricken
late in the afternoon of Christmas
eve he had almost finished his col-
umn, ‘“Today,’” which appeared in
many large daily newspapers, prin-
cipally those of William Randolph
Hearst’s string. He was forced to call
upon his son, Seward, 22, to complete
it. It was the first time in his life
Arthur Brisbane had not finished
what he had set out to write.

Millions of Readers.

It was only a few hours afterward
Mr. Brisbane fell asleep in his Fifth
avenue apartment. At his bedside
were his physicians, Dr. Leopold
Stieglitz and Dr. Frederick Zeman,
and a nurse. In the apartment his
entire Iamu_;j-‘ had _g_athered — his

wife, Mrs. Phoebe Brisbane, whom
he had married in 1912; his son,
Seward, and his four daughters, Mrs,
J. R. K. McCrary, 2; Emily, 18;
Alice, 14, and Elinor 12. The great
editor never awakened.

Probably no one knows how many
millions of persons read Mr. Bris-
bane's verse, analytical comments
upon the news of the day. It is esti-
mated that 25 millions read his daily
column. Additional millions followed
with satisfaction the weekly column
syndicated by Western Newspaper
Union to this and many other lead-
ing weekly newspapers,

. Mr. Brisbane was wealthy. It is
reported that his yearly salary at
the time of his death was $260,000.
In addition, there was the refurn on
his extensive real estate holdings.

Arthur Brisbane was born in Buf-
falo, N. Y., in 1864. He attended the
public schools and then, forsaking a
college education, he became a re-
porter on the old New York Sun at

the last was not the Horatio
type of success story, with
crowning the hero after countless
tear-jerking tribulations. He was
good and he was successful from the

It was not long before he was the
Sun's London correspondent. After
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