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“[Emiled"a cold little

¢ “I will promise to think over what

you said, Everything that you have
said.”

She looked up at him quietly, and
b wistful smile,
Then she added:

“I'm sorry to seem so—uncertain
—-and so~—unappreciative—of your
love. But I just can’t seem to think

" First Installment

Magjorie Wetherill had always
hm%ﬂe was an adopted child. She
bad bian told when she was 30
young that it meant nothing at all
to her. d as the years went by
and she was surrounded by Tove and
loxury, she thought little of it.

Once when she was in high school
she had asked about her own people
casually, more out of curiosity than
because of any felt need for them,
and she had been told that they were
respectable people who had been un-
fortunate and couldn’t afford to
Bring her up as they would like to
have her brought up. It had all
been very vague. But Marjorie
was happy, and her foster mother

greatly stressed the fact that Mar-

Frie lind not been born her own,
ske had been chosen because they
Joved her at first sight, and that
meant more even than if she had
been born theirs,

Mrs. Wetherill was a devoted par-
ent, and she and Marjorie were dear
eompanions.

When Mr. Wetherill died Mar-
Jorie was still in her school life, and
she and the mother were brought
even more closer together, so that
when Mrs. Wetherill was suddenly
stricken with an illness that -- they
Both knew would be swift and fatal,
the girl spent the last month’s of
her foster mother’s life in utmost
devotion to her. When it was over
and she was alone, she felt utterly
desolate and life seemed barren in-
deed.

There were many friends of
eourse, for the Wetherills had a
large pleasant social circle, and there

haps you will want to do something
for your own mother. You will have
quite a fortune, my dear, and you
are free to do what you wish with
it, of course.

So I am giving you your mother's
name and address, Do whatever your

“Nonsense! Nothing of the kind”
said Evan lifting his well-modeled
chin haughtily, “You are no more
connected with them than I am.
They gave you up! 1 should think
you would never want to see or hear
of them!”

tonighel? e i e

He was a wise young man and he
saw that he couldn’t get any further
tonight.

He studied her for a moment and
then his lips set in & firm line of de-
termination.

“Very well,” he said quite cheer-

heart dictates.
Your loving Mother,
May D. Wetherill.”

Below was an address in an eas’t'-
ern city:

“Mrs. John Gay, 1465 Aster St.”
And below that, in pencil, had
been written uncertainly, as if with
an idea of erasing it:

“The name by which they called
vou was Dorothy.”

She bowed her head on the letter
and wept. First for the only mother
rshe had known, and then for the
mother she had not known. How
pitiful it all seemed! So many lit-
tle babies in the world without
Liomes, and ye: she should have been
loved so intensely by two mothers.
Then suddenly a thrill came to
her heart. But they were her very
own, whatever they were! How
wonderful that would be!  And her
mother had wanted her, enough to
come a long distance to see her!
That night she could not sleep
and lay staring about in the dark-
ness of her room—the room that
Mrs. Wetherill had made so beauti-
ful for her—realizing how safe and
sweet and quiet it all was here, and
how many complications there might
be if she broke the long silence be-
tween herself and her own family.
Yt the longing in her heart in-
creased, to see them, even to find
out the worst possible about them,

were instant invitations for pro-|Just to have them for her own, Not
longed visits here and there, but]to be alone in the great world~
Marjorie had no heart to go. She There was a sister, too, and how

longed for someone of her own. The

world seemed empty and uninterest-

ing.

Then one morning about ten days
before Christmas, because she could
not settle to anything else, and be-
¢ause she had been almost dreading
10 go over her beloved foster moth-
ef’s intimate papers, she went brave-
rs. Wetherill’s desk in the
living room, unlocked it, and began
1o look over the papers in the pigeon

1y to M

holes.
She went from drawer to drawer

wonaerful it would be to have a sis.
ter! She had always wished for a
sister.  Or—perhaps the sister had
not lived after all!

Suddenly Marjorie buried her face
in her pillow and wept.

The morning mail brought two in-
vitations to spend Christmas week
with friends,

Christmas was only ten days off
znd it loomed large and gloomy.
The thought of Christmas without
the only mother she had ever known
, | seemed  intolerable.

emptying every pigeon-hole, and But when she reasoned that per-
burning in the fireplace such things|iaps forgetting was best for the
as had to be destroyed, she came]|present, and tried to decide which

finaliy to the little secret drawer,

and there she found among severa

other important papers, a thick let-

ter for herself,
“Dearest Marjorie,” it read,

I have never told you much about
1 did not really

‘your own people.
know much myself to
about two years ago.

tell, unti

ton.

I never told you that you were

one of twins,

You were a very beautiful baby,
and so was your twin sister, yet she
had a frailer look than you, and we
found upon questioning that she had
Iittle chance to live unless she could
Lkave an operation and special treat-|ly.
ment, which your parents were un-

able to give her,

But tho neither of you were can-

didates for adoption, yet I had se
my heart upon you.
you, all the other

common to me.

babies
So, my husband se:

about it to see what he could do. He

discovered that your father was no

strong and needed to get away to
he could have
My
your

the country where
Iight work and be out of doors,
husband finally put it up to

My husband
arranged everything about the adop-

After seeing
looked

invitation she should accept, she
1; realized that she didn’t feel like go-
ing to either place.

of mind when evening came, and
Evan Brower arrived to call upon
her.

1 The Browers were »wne of the best
cld familiies, and amcng the closest
friends of the Wetherills. Evan
Brower was three or four years old-
er than Marjorie, and tho she had
known him practically all her life,
it had not been until the last
that he had paid her
tion.

“You are looking tired and white”
he said scrutinizing her face sharp-
“You need a change, and I've
come to offer one, Mother wants
you to come over and stay a couple
of weeks with her. She thought you
t{ might like to help her get veady for
the family gathering at Christmas
time. It will take your mind off
t{ your loneliness.”
Marjorie’s heart sank.
t| the question again, And a family
gathering! The hardest kind of a
thing to go thru with this thought
of her own unknown family in the
back of her mind.

year
much atten-

Here was

mother while she was still in the| “Oh, that is dear of your mother,
Bospital, that she should give her{Evan!” she said. “I do appreciate
eonsent to our adopting you, Mr.}it 2 lot, and some other time I'd
Wetherill agreemng to finance thellove to come, but just-now I don't

1ireatment of both your father and

Iittle sister.

Once, when you were about three
months old, your mother wrote me,
begging that she might come and see
you, but I persuaded her that it
would be better for us all if she did

mot.

But then, about a year ago, just
as you were graduating from Miss
Evans’ School, your mother came to

gee me,

1 really felt very
She looked so much like you that
began to feel like a criminal,
wanted to.see you.
Yot her.

But I would nol

sorry for her.
She
1 felt it would be a catas.

trophe for you at your time of life.
Your big photograph taken in your

feel 1 could.”

He settled down comfortably to
combat her, just as if he had expect-
ed to have to do so.

“You're very kind!” said Marjorie
with troubled gaze, but more and
more certain that she wasn’t going
to accept. Then suddenly she lift-
ed frank eyes to his:

“You see, Evan, there’s something
I have to do first before I can go
anywhere and begin life again.”

“Something you have to do? What
1, do you mean?” He turned puzzled,
dominating eyes upon her. -
¢t “You know I'm an adopted child,
don’t you? You've always known
that, haven’t you, Evan?”

“Why—yes, of course, but what

graduating dress was on the desk|has that got to do with it?"

and I showed it to her, and finally

They were sitting

She was still in her unsettled state

Something in the harshness of his
tone made Marjorie give a little
shiver and draw her hand quietly
away from under his.

“I don’t feel that way, Evan!?
she said gently, marveling that after
Ler hours of doubt she suddenly felt
clear in her mind about.the matter.
“You don’t know all about it, or you
wouldn’t say that either, I'm quite
sure. Mother left a letter telling
me about my people and suggesting
that I might want to hunt them up
.and see if there was anything 1
could do for them.”

“And I still say ‘Let sleeping dogs
lie’,” said Evan coldly. And then
he laid his hand once more on hers
in a possessive way as if he owned
her.

“They never cared anything for
you or they wouldn’t have sold you
in the first place. And now you are
& being of another world than theirs
and they have no right to intrude
into your life ard try to get your
property away from you! I insist

1

Marjorie drew her hand decidedly
away from under his again and
stood up, her own chin lifted defi-
antly, her eyes bright and indignant.

“Evan! You must not talk that
way! You simpiy don’t understand
at all.”

“But, darling, be 1reasonable!”
said Evan softening his voice. Mar-
jorie didn’t even notice he had called
her darling. It was such a common
phrase of the day, and Evan was a
very close friend. But his voice was
less aggressive now, more gentle.
He got up and stood beside her, tak-
ing her hands in his and drawing
her nearer to him. “Listen, little
girl! If you are really serious about
this thing, of course it will have to
be 1nvestigated. T still think it would
be better not. but if you have set
your conscience to it, I beg you will
let me do the investigating for vou.
I am a lawyer. 1 know how to pro-
tect your interests, and I will do
whatever you want dont conscien-
tiousiy. I am sure you can trust
me, Marjorie. I love you, don't you
know it, little girl?”

She looked up at kim, startled. It
was the first time he had ever spo-
ken of love. He had just been a
good friend, somewhat as she sup-
posed a brother might be, only more
i polite than some brothers.

She drew back and tried gently
to take her hands away from his
clasp, but he held them firmly and
drew her closer.

“Dear little girl!” he said sudden-
ly, putting his face down and laying
uis cheek against hers, seeking her
lips with his own and pressing a kiss
upon them.

For an instant she yielded herself
to that embrace, her .ips to that kiss
but cnly an instant so brief it might
scarcely have been recognized by the
man as yielding. For suddenly she
sprang away, and put out her hands
in protest.

“No, please, not now!
think of such things now!"”

He snatched at her hands again,
trying to draw her back quietly to
his embrace.

“Poor child!” he sa:id stooping and
kissing her fingers gently. “Don’t
vou realize that this is where you
belong, in my arms? Dont you
love me?”

“I don’t know!” said Marjorie
turning unhappy eyes away from
him. “I haven’t ever thought of
you in this wuay. And my heart is
full of so many other things now.”

And he suddenly drew her close
again and pressed hot kisses on her
lips. -

But now she sprang away again,
covering her face with her hands.

“No! No!” she cried out. “I will
not let you kiss me until I am sure,
and 1 am not now! Please, won't
you go away and let me think? My
mind is so tired and all mixed up!”

I can’t

“Poor child,” he said gently. “I
am sorry if I have seemed to hurry
you. I only wanted to show you that
I am your natural protector. But
1 am willing to wait, to go slow, till
your sorrow is not so sharp. I only
ask one thing of you and that is
that you will not make any move in
this matter of your family till you
have talked with me again.
you will think it over, and if any-

That.

fully 41 am just—your. friend- for
now, but a very special friend, you
know. One whom you can call upon
for anything. Will you feel that?”

She smiled with relief.

“Yes,” she said. ‘““Thank you!
Good night!” and she put out her
hand and gave his a brief impersonal
clasp.

Marjorie founa she was too ex-
cited to sleep when she laid her head
on her pillow. But strangely enough
it was not on the eager protests of

search out her people. And the more

of Evan,

Ske awoke in the morning with
the definite purpose in her heart to
get the matter over with at once.
She would start right away before

her,
and tried to turn her from her pur-
pose she would become bewildered
again,

She called up the
made her reservations
that left the city a little after
that night.

station and

ty of money, carefully stowed as
velirg.  She left no address
anybody.
coming after her to try and hinder
her in whatever she should decide to
do.

And so at last she was on her
way, quite worn out with the tumult
of her decision and her preparations.

The next morning she arrived in
the strange city and went to a hotel.

fast she took a taxi and drove to
the address she had been given in
the letter.

thru a scrubby part of the city, and
then into a sordid street of little
cheap houses with wooden porches
in an endless row, block after block,
with untidy vacant lots across the
strect, ending in unpleasant ash
heaps. It was before the last house
in the row that the taxi stopped.

The driver handed her her check,
cpened the door, and she got
her purse.

wait for me a minute or two until I
make sure this is the right place,”
she said hesitantly, as she eyed the
house with displeasure.

So, on feet that were strangely
unsteady, she got out and went slow-
ly up the two wooden steps to the
door that sadly needed paint. There
was no bell so she knocked timidly,
and then again louder as she heard
no sound of life within. She was

they were gone, and she would have
no clue to search further, when she
heard hurried steps on a bare floor
and the door was opened, sharply,
almost impatiently. Then she found
herself face to face with a replica
of herself.

“Does Mrs, George Gay live here?”

She said the words because she
had prepared them on her lips to
say, but she was so startled at the
apparition of herself in the flesh
standing before her that she did not
realize she had asked the question.
She just stood there and stared and
stared at this other girl who was so
like and yet so unlike herself.

The other girl had the same cloud
of golden hair, only it was flying in
every direction, not smoothly waved
in the way it oughty to lie; the same
brown eyes, only they were full ¥f
bittcrness and trouble, and a kind
of fright in the depths of them; the
sama delicate lips, only they were
set 1n hard lines as if the grim real-
ities of life had been too close for
her.

“Well,” she said with a final little
' § shi opening the door a trifle wid-

er, “I suppose you must be my twin

Will you come in?” Her

sister!
voice was most ungracious, but she
stood aside in the tiny hall to let
the other girl pass in.

“Oh! Are you—? That is—I
didn’t know—!" said Marjorie in
confusion. Then she turned sudden-
ly to the taxi and nodded brightly.

“It’s all right,” she said. ‘“They
still live here!”

love that her mind dwelt most dur-
ing that night’s vigil, but more on
his insistence that she should not

she thought of it, the less she thought

anything else could possibly delay
If any more people came in

on a train
six

She took her check book and plen-

she had been taught to do when tra-

After attempting a sketchy break-

It seemed a very long drive, out

out

“I think pervhaps you had better

about to turn away, almost hoping

ing, “you probably would,”” Then
she motioned toward a single wood-
en chair in the middle of the room.
Won’t you sit down? We still have
oné” chair Tefttho—t betieve Ted is
going to take it to.the pawn shop
this afternoon. There isn’t any heat
here. Will you take cold?” There
was something contemptuous in the
gave her a quick. troubled glance.

“Are you really my sister?”

“[ suppose ! must be,” said tbe
other girl listlessly, as if it didn’t In
the least matter, “there’s your pie-
ture up there on the mantel. May-
be you'll recognize it. If you had

been gone too.”

“You know, ! didn’t even know
I had a sister until day before yes-
terday!”

The other looked at her with hard
unbelieving eyes.

“That's odd," isn’t it?
that come about?”

“No one told me,” she answered
eadly.

“Oh yes?
out?”

“I found‘a letter—from Moth—
that is from my adopted mother—
after she died., She left a letter to
tell me about my people.”

“You mean Mr, and Mrs, Wether-
ill are both dead?” The tone was
incredulous.

“Yes, 1 am alone in the world
now, except for you—my own fam-
ily.”

The other girl’s face grew
hard and bitter now.

*Oh,” she said shortly. “I won-
dered why you came after all these
vears when you haven't paid the
slightest attention to us. You with
vour grand home and your aristo-
cratic parents, and your fine educa-
tion! What could you possibly want
with us? But I see it now. They
have died and left you penniless, [
suppose, after all their grand pre-

How did

Then how did you find

very

with tensions, and you have come back
She did not want anyone!on us to live.

Well, we’ll take you
in, of course. Mother wouldn’t have
it otherwise, but I'll say it's some-
thing like the end of a perfect day
to have you turn up just now.”
“Gh, I'm sorry,” said Marjoric
uistressed at once. “I ought to have
teléphoned to see if it was conven-
ient, but I was so eager to find you.
And you don’t at all realize any-
thing about it. I've not come home
to be a burden on you. I thought
mayhe I could spend Christmas with
you. I know how you must feel.

but you’ll let me help, won’t you?”

“iloving!” sneered her sister. —
“Yes, we'd be meving right away to-
day if we had any place to move to!
And any money to move with! And
anything te move! Christmas! I
didn’t know there was such a thing
any more!” And suddenly she drop-
ped down in the vacant chair, jerk-
ing her hands from the ragged pock-
ets of her old coat, put them up to
her face and burst into tears, sob-
bing...until--hex--slender-body- shook
with the force of the sobs. Yet it
was all done very quietly as if there
was some reason why she must not
make a noise,

Marjorie went close and put her
arms about her, her face down
against the other’s wet.cheek.

“Ch, my dear!” she said brokenly.
“My dear!” And then her own tears
were falling, and she held the weep-
ing girl close. “But you are cold!
So cold you are trembling! Can't
we go into another room where it iz
warm and let me tell you how you
Lave misunderstood me? Come!™

Then the girl lifted her face and
spoke fiercely again.

“*Come?” she said, “Where shall
we come? Don't you know there
kasn’t been a teaspoonful of coal in
this house for two days, and that
we’'ve burned up all the chairs that
aren’t sold to try and keep from
freezing—except this one that has
to be sold to get some medicine for
Mother? Don’t you know Father
hasn't had any work for nine months

with all the blankets we own piled
around her and a hot-water bag at
her feet? She’s getting pneumonia,
I'm afraid, and I had to lose my
job to stay home and take care of
her. Don’t you know that Dad is
sick himself, but he had to go out
and beg the landlord to let us stay
a few days until Mother is better—?
And I guess Ted has lost his news-
paper route, and I've had to take
the chitdren to the  neighborhood
nursery, to keep them warm and
fed? If ycu stay here with us you'll
have to pawn that fur coat to get
cnough to eat!”

Suddenly the sister's head went
down again and more silent sobs
shook her. It was terrible to look
upon. Marjorie felt it was the most
awful sight she had ever seen.

Suddenly she stood back and un-

tone. of this hostile sister. Marjoric|way! And we haven't ti

-waited-+till-afternoon that would have] with.”

You are moving and frightfully busy,

and Mother is sick upstairs in bed|-

e
arms flinging off the coat, “Nop
she said, “no I won't weay YOur cogg
even for a minute.”

But Marjorie " caught it t,
aboub. together

*Look here!” she gaid with lV‘l-
thority.  {Stop acting this way! Iy
your sister and I've come ¢§ ‘hel
you! You can’t fling me P

o figh
We've gob to get busy. What's th,
first thing to do?  Make g firet
Where can I find & man to senq for
coal?” -

“You can't,” she gaid sullenly,
“they won’t trust us till the bij 1;
paid, and we've nothing to PRy it
h'” Her eyes were smoldering
like slow fires, and her face was ).
ed with shame as she confessed thiy
but Marjorie's eyes lit with Joy. ’

“Oh, but I have!” ghe cried eager.
ly, and put her hand into her purge
pulling out a nice fat roll of p,
and slipping them into her sister’g
hand.

“There,” she said, “go quick and
pay the bill and get the coal!”

The other girl looked down at her
hand, saw the large denomination of
the bills she- was holding, and look.
ed up in wonder. Then her facq
changed and an alert look came,
pride stole slowly up, and the faint,
color that had come into her cheeks
faded, leaving her ghastly white
again.

“We couldn't take it!” she gijg
fiercely. “We couldr’t ever pay it
back. There’s no use,” and she held
it out to Marjorie.

“Nonsense!” said Marjorie. “Yoy
are my family, aren’t you? Its my
mother who is cold, isn’t it?”

“After all these years? You stay.
ing away and never sending us any
word? No! You're adopted and be-
long to that other woman, and it’s
. her money, not ours. We can't take
il

“Look here!” said Marjorie, her
own eyes flashing now till they re.
sembled her  sister’s  even more
;strongly than at first, “I didn't ask
‘to be adopted, did I? T didn't have
tany choice in the matter, did 1? [
‘was adopted before I knew what was
going on, and I didn't know any-
I'thing about you. You have no right
to blame me that way!”

Then suddenly the other girl jump.

ed up and flung Marjorie’s coat
back at her.
“All right!' she said. “Put on

your own coat. Mayve it’s all true.
'1 don't know. I've hated you and
ithe Wetherill's so long that I dont
iknow whether I can ever get over it
or not, but I've got to try and save
my mother’s hfe, even if it is with
that other woman’s money!"”

(CONTINUED NEXT WEEK)
i “Talk about Napoleon! That fel-
i low Johnson is something of a strat-
egist himself.”

“As to how?”

“Got his salary raised six months
ago, and his wife hasn’t found it
out yet.”

R U
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across with a comforting manner

“It’s my family. My own family,
I mean. They are my own people,
Evan!”
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clasped tightly
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did, for I might have had trouble in
finding you.”
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