BUSES LEAVE

GEORGETOWN-

EASTBOUND & YOROWAG .-
6754 am, 034 nm, 1300 S

ESSMpm, ¢M4pm, 034
.Y pm, blﬂl.m.m

- WESATEOUND t» LONEON

Wi e, 1138 am, 13 pE.

Widpn, HEpsa, 118 pEm
s B ¥ pm,
an pE, ¥I18 pm

s~Dilly e=capt BScm
b—-8an. snd

GRAY C(OACH LINES

SARES - *OLY CFRICHD
SIANTRENT FTORE - SAUSSHTS
L 1124101 . TORACCOMINTS
B0 PGl el eilar BRAN DOED

Senral. wrdnb-

& O e EE——— e mmm R LI R ]

. Helldeys. at Banff
=" —

- —

L

i e
S et

a . carefree ox to
:f.frcmun lmlz‘.u. -
fortably far from the routine of
are among the man
amussmenls A -
B ngs Hotal mt Dantt Albarts e
prings Hotsl, at - "‘-mummm:ﬁ:nm
this saason. These expeditions )
be made on horssback with | Increased fitneas In view, and
Trall Riders of the Canadian
Ides, or on foot with the Tralil
re.

Both orgsaniiations are
based in the Hanff-Uprings Holel,

this
hrjammlutr trus of Cansdians,
€ visitors from the United
States, who are Ineluding Banff
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Ths Banil-Springs Holel golf
urse Is Intermationally famous
justly so and is & continual

p was of platinum, alendsr,
ysl strong enoug

Inside the ring was an inscrip-
tion—"'D4] to Edith—Forever.”

Del] to E4ith?t Whare had he seen
those names? With a sudden fash of
ilumination, hs dropped

Eaﬁgéé

i

“TU bat l;-'l'l an &z tyrant,” wes
Baldy's commant. .

him, if he wam't o tyrant?'’ bs ds-
mandsd 3

“Well, don't scold me.” Jane was
as vivid as an oricle in the midst of
har orange wools.

and

covers of chintz — troplcal birde
ageainst black and whits stripss—
and there was 8 lamp of dull blue
potiery with a Chinsss shade. A
fire in the coal grate, with the gow
of the lamp, gave the room s look of
burmnished brightness. The kitten,
curled up In Jane's lap, played cot-
Uy with the tawny thresds

*Don’t scold me,"” sald Jans, "R
mi; mr !.ult.il r

“I'm not scolding, but I'm worrisd
to death. And you aren't any halp,

are you?t
Ehe locked at him In astonlih-
I twld

ment. ““I've tried to halp.
you to call up.”

Young DBaldwin walked the Boor.

“Hhe trusisd me."

“You won't get anywhere with
that,”” sald Jane with declsion. **The
thing to do is . tall Mr. Towns
that Jm have naws of her, and that

you'll give it only under promiss
that he won't do anything until he

In thelr holidsy itinerary. The
Canadlan Pl.rGI-t Rallway,
keeping with this spirit, has ar-
ranged extremaly low American
Plan rastes on & y or month.
Iv basls, and thess cover s reall

hl;l talked it over with you."

Baldwin; *“how did happen (o
think of {t?" o
“Now and then,"” sald Jane, "I

rding, hiking, molf, tennis
ng are but a few of

s activities which con-
the success of &8 moun-

back (nto the bag, stuffed the bag
in his pocket, and made his way to
8 newsboy st the corner.

Thare (i wes in startling head-

challenge to experts and ams-
teurs alllke. There Is much to do
at Danff and & splendid holiday
in the doing.
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he lifted her over a slippery pool,
and as his hand sank into the soft
fur of her wrap, he was consclous
of its luxury. It ssemed to him that
his mustard-colored coat fairly
shouted incongruity. His Imagina-
tion swept on to Raleigh, and the
velvet cloak which might do the
situotion justice. He smiled at him-
self and amiling, too, at her, felt a
tingling sense of coming clrcum-
stance.

It was because of that smlls, and
the candid, boyish quality of it, that
she trusted him. *“Do know,"*
she sald, I haven't a thing to
eat this morning, and I'm frightful-
ly hungry. Is there any place that
I could have a cup of coffee—where
rnuTcqud bring it out to me in the
car?"”

**Could I1" the morning stars sang.
;;I'hirl'l a corking place In George-

“.I‘i

“Without the world loocking on?"

“Without your world looking on,*
boldly.

Bhe hesitated, then told the truth.
“I'm running away—""

He was eager. “'May I help?”

“Perhaps you wouldn't i{f you
knew."

*“ITry me."”

He helped her Into his car, tucked
the rug about her, and put up the
curtains. *“No one can sse you on
the back ssat,’” he said, and drove
tum%uurnlnwn on the wings of the
w

He brought coffee out to her from |
a neat shop where milk was sold,
and buns, and hot drinks, to motor-
men and conductors. It was s clean
little place, fresh as paint, and the
T never Iaote sy (bl e o,

“1 never 80 A
the runaway-told Baldy. *And now
I am going to ask you to deive me
over vtrﬁlnh slde=I'll get the
trolley there.

When at last he drew up at the
little way station, and unfastensd
B ey e v ey £ e
ad ope su
s roll of bills in her hm‘d. For a
moment his heart failed him. Was
she going to offer him money?
ﬂ.ﬂull:: what lhlllllﬂh.. w;ith cheaake

ming, was: * ven
less than ten dollars. Do WM
they will take it?"

“It's doubtful. [ have ocodles of

| change.” He hald out a handful.

lnes: Edith Towne Disappears. Dal-
afield Simmas’ Yacht 8pid to Have

Deen Birhied Nesr Norfolk

B0 his pasarnger had been the
much-ialked-about Pdith Towne —

drerrird at the moment of her mar-
riage
He thought of her eyes of buming
olue—the faimess of her skin and
halr — the touch of haughtiness.
Bimms was s cuwr., of course! Hie
ahould have knelt at her feet!
The thing to do was to got the
He must adver-

bag back o her
tise at enoe On the wings of this
the

decakn, hls car whirled down
Avenupr. The DOnes which, afler
JNuch deliberation, he pushed across
the counter of the newipaper office,
would be amblguous to others, but
clear o her. Wil pauenger who
left bag with wvaluable contenls in
the car n_u up Bherwood Pargy &

*“Is she really ss baautifii]l a3

nt?"" Jans demandaed.

“*As what?"

";::r pict;ml f&n the paper.”

“Haven't [ sald enough for to
know 1:!" o |

J:E-l n:i:ldtd. ""Yes. But It dossn't
sound real to me. Are you sure you
didn't dream it?** I

“I'll say I didn't. Isn't that the

have |dsas.”™
Baldy went io the telephones. When
he came back his eyes were like

"Htm‘.lrndmtthm“
“On & oold night lke this, I my
he will; anybody would ™

Daldy helped Jane get out the
-bellied asilver poi, the pilchere

an engraved wreath.
was @0 heavy that Jane lfted It
with 4ifffculty, so Baldy set 1t fse
her on the little mahogany table
which they drew up In front of the
fire. There was no wealth now in
the Bamas hmﬂy. but the old sllver

proof?’" The gray bag lay on the
table in front of them, the ring
was on Jane's finger.

She turned it to catch the light.
“Baldy,'" she sald, “it's beyond
imagilnation.** )

e

. aving & r like
this—"* . g

“Think,’”” flercely, ""of having
lover who ran away."

"W&H.'; sald .Jnn:;‘ "Ell"l
some advantages
sought. I'm like the Hilllm—un'rmf

Des—
“I care for nobody—
No, not I,
Since nobody
Cares—
For me—I1"
Ehe sang it with a light boyish
swing of her body. Her volce was
girlish and sweet, with a touch of
huskiness.
Baldy flung his scormm at her.
*Jane, aren’'t you ever in earnest?”
“Intermittently,”’ she smiled at
him, came over and tucked her arm
in his. “Baldy,” she coaxed,
“aren't you golng to tel! her un-

cla?"’
He stared at her. “Her uncle

Tell him what?" ¥
**That you've found the bag.”
He flung off her arm. “Would

you have me turn traitor?"
“Heavens, Baldy, this lmn't melo-

drama. It's common senss. Y
can’'t keep that bag.” -

*1 can keep it until gshe answers :

my advertisament.”
emant: 450 the oyt o
monay lan'
and the ring isn't."
He was troubled. *'But she trust-
od me. I can't do i.”
h..lm - her Ihl.'-l.lltlllh:l. and
gan clear away din-
ner things. Baldy halped her. Old
Merrymald mewed to go out, and
Jane opaned the door.
“It's anowing hard," she sald.
The wind drove the flakes acroas
the threshold. Old Merrymaid

‘dancad back into the houss, bright. [rapidly medieal

eyed and round as @ muff. The air
wWas .

2 s s
aa th
. He wtﬂl

spoke of a time when & young host-
es8 @8 black-haired as Jans ' had
dispensed lavish hospitality.
Frederick Towne had not expact-
ed what hs found—the littls houss
set high on its terraces seemed to

give from its golden-lighted window -

Eulﬂ_t 1.':- 1 ﬂlmg: In thlhdlrh “I
&n long, .
Ml;huulhur. = e

““Very good, air,” said B and
led the way up the umu'.i“"

Baldy ushesred Towms into the liv-
lnl'lﬂﬂllh .-lﬂ 'lﬂdtllﬂ' Il-l.l.'ld
on the threshold, surveysd a co
ness which remindesd him of nothing
so much as a color (lustration in
some old English mag

on its m“:luiuv:ntrny. violets
vase—and rising to meet him s alen-
der, llnwinf child, with a banner of
orange wool behind her.

"J.-ﬂﬂ'." sald young Hll'ﬂll'i nm.r
1 &uunt Mr. Towne?” and Jars
held cut hn;!hmd and sald, *“This I
WIT '.M w“ [ 1)

He found

o
in their divergent Incomes. 8o,
the two men talked, she knitted ﬂ.-'ll,l
wlit.h the outward effect of Plnr.:iditr.
Do you want me to go?'’ she had
asked . them, and Towne had re.
%‘-pnr:m v fen % sy e
we have
you can't hear.” e

‘“But doctor, you gave me an ene
tiraly different diagnots yesterday.”

“Well, that just goas to show how
solanoes advanoesa™
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