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And

denly  almost within
%mnce were flushed faces
and bright eyes, and mouths that
shouted his name. Mm}i'i\ tgey were
quite young girls and thei
ment poure hm.

“That’s enough,” said the World
Trustee abruptiy, and turned away.

The apparatus clicked and was

I
'u“}ul over the world,” said Quin-

mn&ther "arch that opened upon &
rick dfarden. He strolled slowly up a
winding path with occasional xtegs.
and came to a pavilion in which e
seated himself. “All over the world,

he repeated. “And here I am—soll-

“All over the worid.”

He had mnever thought of his
home for .years—he had indeed de-
liberately not thought of it. Now he
imagined that forgotten family of
his joining in }he Ugm{ltzmsch:rl;}fé

realize tha
e l'heydeed their—Rudie? And

abundant hair and they had scuf-
fed. It all came back to him inten-
sified. He saw and feit her face very
vividly close to his. She was grip-

ing his wrists, she was putting out
Pxer sharp red tongue at him and
saying “Yaaaa” at him. Was she
8 someone in this conquered
world, marvelling at him? He noped
she was still in the world. He would
like to feel he had got square with

er.

What had become of her? What
would she be like now?

Queer, but she must be, she was,
the only girl he had ever come
grips with. He had never seen her
since, Her mother took her abroad,
to South Africa was it? Aus-
tra.ia And after that slowly he had
become aware of his Destiny. Slow-

his Destiny had enveloped him,
absorbed him,

He imagined Cousin Rachel was
sitting beside him and that he was
talking to her about the intervening
years.

“In @ way I have done my task
too well. I stand over the world
like that mighty archangel you may
have seen out there, the Guardian
of the Revolution. I am frozen in
the same attitude. On guard against
any reaction, But I am not really
frozen through, I am not really a
mighty archangel. Not altogether.

man — most terribly alone. . . .
(What was that book INorvel spoke
about? The Golden Bough and sac-
, g@alikmgs? I must read it.)
1
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“You wonderful,” sald Cousin
Rachel, ‘siiting besidé him in his

“Sacrificial of the world. For
whom no ce could be too

O arled af the extravagance

of his own thouxfxt and Jooked round

ve observed what he was -
Cousin

g:utﬂy for fear that some one t] } stan
or
Rachel had ,:ﬁnpomed. felt safe about that,Heneeds con- | dear

tresses 1t distresses me, my

. 3 be . ?
e -
You he:p me with Rud.” /
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treme dr&s:i of domination. He can-  ——

enou"heven for

r Taki

t reassurance stil. That is
you to
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plain| “Did you say just now that 1 was
see, Iy | all the ages wiser than you?”
‘Yea.‘&henthlngsngopucbe-

GortersLittle Liver Pills

return,
this lccumuhﬁ
adoration, all increl € |
He thought ound,
“You see, you and I as-

' PREFERRED
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FINER QUALITY

and then let
nsive pose as who should think
ﬁoug'hts for a.l the world.

CHIFFAN TALKS TO HIS
PHOEBE

Chiffan was the east administra-
tive of all the Group out of which
the first World Administration grew.
He remained what used to be called
a Minister withiout Por.olio. He
Joined in the irregular councils that
Rud assemb.ed and on increasing,y
infrequent_occasions he talked to
Rud and Rud annexed his ideas.
But the great World Ministries were
developing their own medhods—of
‘dealing wi.h one another, and the
new conjoin, sessions of the Law,
Education and Biological (Health)
Boards were acting as an orgah for
arbitration and taking more and
more responsibility oir the shou.d-
ers of the council. Rud maintaincd
his closest relations with the World
Police under Thirp and.the rather
ill-defined Ministry tor the Protec-
tion of the World State, and Chiffan
with his generous salary as con-
sultant - general, was as near
an approach to the old-fash-
joned “independent gentleman’ as

his days in appreciative uvingi and
leisurely writing. With the rapid ine
crease of the world’s wealth, a new
leisure class of released and super-
annuated workers was a ing.
There were more genclefo. than
ever, and more and more. The nor-
mal life labor contribution was now
twenty-five thousand hours; there
was already great freedom in the
way this could be distributed over
the lifetime, and it ensured a com-
fortable minimum existence
throughout life. Above that level, to
be earned by competent contribu-
tions to what was caled the sur-
lus of life, there was a great var-
etéhot rewards and foriunes,
iffan lived in a pleasant villa
in the Rhode Valley, ten minutes
flying from the Cenire, and there
he lived with the most intelligent
and congenial of all the women he
had ever met, his wife, Phoebe
Chiffan, who was indeed the twen-
ty-ninth “real mistress” of ' his
philande: career. ‘Their mutua.
affection was as manifest as their
mutual tolerance, and though she
was, as people say, “‘faithfui” to him,
she viewed his active and. -
tive interest in the whole spectacle
of woman kind, with an amused
sympadhy, The only person in the
world about whom she teli & twinge
of jealousy was Rud. She felt Rud
was a monster, she though¢ his lea-
dership of the Group uncanny.
When she saw that Chiftan was
troubled in his mind and asked him
point blank what he was worrying
about, and when he said “I'm both-
ered & bit over Rud,” she said “I
thought as much.”
"gou are stupid about Rud,” he

"0 e cmmng'” into ta
“He's ge a—a s of
lone.y misery.” te
“Isn’c that his own affair?”
“You're inhuman.”
“I'm feminine,”
4 Uity ovay -l to him.”
“And he to you. It's fifty-fifty,”
“L've gou a sorc Of mavernai feel-
ing al;bgut;m I’\lre known hhlllz;—
imes as long as you have
known me, What right mfs a man
w, be macernalr’
are — and even some

women.,”
and uuedth‘mt ir., “All righ
Chiff-chaff,” she said, i m%
about yguir .l '

8 [—wWi we has
liked about him,” said Owyl:
a sort of diabolical energy. His
drive, There is somet outrageous
And sometbm Ly s

8

me. There are times when I wmm

pera ter. Do ow I think
at times that he t.hk;1 ;a.sber )
b 5 rahiie ou of powermeise he
o =
hands of anyone e]se?'ower the

CHAPTER XLI,
PROBLEM CHILD
“So he has got the earth into
h 3 sal
with it, aé)d now he doesn’t kn

oW
with himself,” replied
“But isn’t he putting the world in

order at a tremendous rate. Every-
bo'qﬁo“ sw”'" Atr ast, :hy
. e are, least, e
TR ke U St M
ister of his, Thirp, wv.m‘i'n‘-’--°
nobodog anywhere turns an%otﬂch_l
authority conceded him, into power,
And ell, Thirp bothers him
with suspicions. Things are going
well with the world, but unless they
go a litt'e wrong, whattgmme use

of ? Thirp. sees to

] him irritated and uneasy an
he has no 3 y
darling w I love

YO
{ou. you know how I love you—but
don't want ugly little Thun-
der-god to om’:l,m’inaayin misery, Iga
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TLL LVE IN TH SLUMS
i BEFORE I1L EVER LNE
NEXT TO A VACANT
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OUR BOARDING HOUSE

YES, SIR,THIS 1S

HOOPLE MANOCR,,
RESIDENCE OF MATOR

AMOS 8. HOOPLE,
FORMERLY OF HIS
MAJESTY'S ROVYAL
MOUNTED DRAGOONS
o~ HAR-RUMPH 2

ination’ over one another. And so keep on with ‘ove-making — y !
seem fair and equal chemistry of -bod ut thy
. We begin with so as to give us uycgggrol overwe:rck;
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“~AND YOUW'RE THE MATOR
HIMSELF «AYOU DON'T HAVE
O TELL MEa~L KNEW WHO
YOU WERE THE MINUTE You
. OPENED YOUR MOUTH f WELL,
NEPHEW, YOU NO DOUBT HAVE
HEARD RUMORS OF MY EXIST-

IN BURMA FOR THE LAST 45

) ALTHOUGH 1'VE BEEN

BRINGING UP FATHER

f

By George McManu

YES-DEAR- NOW DON'T
FORGIT=VLL. SEE YOU
ROW-AS | HAVE

Xoﬁg'rz TO TELL YOU
VES-DEAR- %OD-BYE-
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Cpr. 1939, King Peatur  Syndicute, 1nc., World- rights

MY DEAR-
GOOD-BYE-E-E- |
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BEEN SITTING THERE FOR
HREE HOLRS WAITIN
YOU % FiN TALKINg": [
WANTED Tg T ]
RS. DIN

AND 1O PHONE THEM
i)

SEERRE

SPINACH: JLICE
WILL MAKE WIMPY
AN’ OLIVE. GROW
SUDDINGLY

SUSIE, THE.
WEERE TO GET

SHE-NIMP KNOW S

.
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DO You WANT SPINACH

JUVICE, POPEVYE ? >

[HERE IS ENOULGH FOR)

OLIWE AND WIMPY,

SO0 WiLL MARRY ME
L MARRY ME

TIPPIE and ~CAP" STUBS
I'M CARRYIN’ SOME STUit .
TO TH' NEW HOUSE GRAN'MA

SAYS MIGHT GET BROKEN IF
THEY GO IN TH’ TRUCK ~——
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GOOD NIGHT!
A HAMMER!

WHAT DO H
You SAY,
\POPEVE?|
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TILLIE THE -TOILER ~= IT’S WHAT CURES THAT COUNTS

HEY,NURSE [T HAVE .BECAUSE

1 HAVE TO REPORT

TRY TO THINK,

| WE HAVEN'T I
THIS DANCE

TO THE
DOCTOR '

|
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FINISHED

THAT A' NESIA PATIENT SEEMS TO | |

BE.FULLY RECOVERED,DOCTOR

V ‘ WELL, ‘\’HA:I"S FINE,
E.THE REST
ND THE QUIET T
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» ORDERED WAS JUST
3 | THE THING TO BRING
HIM AROUNID
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