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SYNOPSIS

Jim Fielding, one of the ‘‘lost generation"
who had left college in the depression and
is unable to find a job, arrives at Glen.
dale to visit his friends the MacPhersons.
Mac had formerly been gardener at his late
uncle’'s estate and now works for T. H.
Vaughn of '""Meadowbrook.”” Jim is tired
of being supported by his married sister
Kay. While he still can marry Lenore, an
attractive divorcee who is in love with him
and have an easy life because of her wealth,
his mind rebels. Stopping at the village
drug store for a sandwich, he meets Dolly,
& pretly soda fountain girl. When he in-
quires about the Vaughns, she asks if he is
A friend of ""Cecily's.”” She also entrusts
A message to Tommy, young son of the fam-
ily and tells him how to reach the Vaughn's
estate.

CHAPTER 1-—-Continued
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Tommy! Complications were in-

creasing. Jim realized the advisa-
bility of clearing himself at once.
“I'd be glad to take your message,”
he said, ‘“and you could rely on my
discretion. But I'm not going to
‘Meadowbrook.’ "

The blue eyes widened., Jim
thought he detected about her
mouth a return of the scornful ex-
pression.

“You aren’'t afraid of him, are
you?" she asked.

The words implied a compliment.
Jim felt a little embarrassed. He
shouldn’t have let her assume that
he was on his way to the Vaughn
estate. He shouldn’'t have encour-
aged her to talk of the family there.
she'd probably be offended.

“Oh no,” he said, smiling a shade
uneasily. “It's merely that—Well,
it's too hot to walk three miles.”

“Walk!” she echoed. Jim read
in her incredulous expression the
thought running through her mind.
She probably presumed that he had
a fleet of Daimlers anchored at the
curbing outside. Or a Packard, at
least — a roadster, perhaps, with
leather upholstery and a flock of
tricky gadgets.

“l came out on the train,” he
said. “They weren't expecting me.”
He hoped she wouldn’t refer to the
garage or the sedan placarded
TAXI.

She mentioned neither the taxi nor
the garage. After a moment of
thought she produced instead, an
original suggestion.

“I know!"” Her voice was warm
with enthusiasm. “We have some
things to send to Clarke's. Their
place is a mile this side of ‘Meadow-
brook.” You can ride out with Her-
bert.”

"“No, thank you,” Jim said hasti-
ly. “I'm taking the first train back
into town.” He glanced at his
watch. “No, I'm not,” he added in
an altered voice. “I've missed that
one by 15 minutes.”

“Herb won’t mind yvou riding with
him.” She slipped down from the
stool and glanced at Jim with a
mischievous expression. *‘You could
walk a mile, couldn’t you?" she
asked. ‘“‘You look as though you
could, I mean you aren’t a cripple!”

“lI might manage a mile.” Jim
hesitated. “But I don’t like to im-
pose.”

“Forget it! Herb likes company.
Wait just a second.”

She disappeared through an open-
ing in the rear partition of the
store and Jim heard, indistinctly, a
murmured conversation. His new
acquaintance, he thought, was a
capable young lady. He couldn’t,
with decency, refuse her friendly
suggestion. Whatever his personal
inclinations might be, he was about
to visit ““Meadowbrook.”’

Why not go? Impulse pointed in
that direction. Personal inclination,
he had to admit, was in favor of
seegng the project through. But he
had forsworn impulses. He had re-
solved, less than an hour ago, to
have no further dealings with
treacherous inclinations. He was
going back to Long Island and ask
Lenore to marry him. Kav would
approve whole-heartedly. Vie, her
husband, would give him his bless-
ing and a check. He and Lenore
would be married and live hap—
well, live ever after.

Before he had time to cogitate
further, the girl reappeared, fol-
lowed by a thin, dapper young man
with sandy hair and a prominent
Adam’s apple.

“Herb’s ready,” she said with
such pride in the success of her
suggestion that Jim's hesitancy
vanished,

“Thank you,” he said, smiling,
and turned to the thin young man
with the sandy hair. “It's good of
you to take me along. I'll appre-
ciate a lift.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said
brusquely. *“‘Glad to do a favor for
any friend of Dolly’'s.”

She went with them to the door.

“Thank you—Dolly,” Jim said.
“Thank you for everything.”

Her eyes crinkled merrily. She
smiled her wide gay smile.

“So long, Mr., Barrymore,” sghe

' said, ““Don’t forget what I asked you

to do.”

“I'll remember,” he promised.

Her message to Tommy! Jim
followed the sandy young man to a
small coupe parked at the curbing.
Who was Tommy? ke wondered.
He was in duty bound to deliver
the message. Perhaps the Mac-
Phersons could help him. He folded
his long legs inside the car and
leaned through the open window to
wave Dolly a friendly farewell.

CHAPTER 11

“A mile down the road.,” the
sandy young man deigned to re-
mark as Jim stepped out of the
coupe.

“Thanks,” Jim said amiably.

| “I'm much obliged for the lift.”

The young man from the drug-
store continued to regard him with
marked aversion.

“Y'r'welcome,”” he mumbled and
sent the car rocketing into a drive,
accompanied by swirls of dust and
a noise like fire-crackers exploding.

This sulky young man named Her-
tert, thought Jim, was probably
head-over-heels in love with Dolly,
Jim smiled compassionately. She
led him a merry chase. no doubt.
There was something about Dolly
which appealed to the imagination
of men,

Jim whistled as he walked along
the side of the road.

He felt amazingly cheerful. It
was food he had needed and stimu-
lating company. Dolly—bless her!
—had provided both, He must
make every effort to deliver her
message. She had assumed he was
acquainted with the household at
““Meadowbrook.”” Cecily. Attractive
name. But who was Tommy? Some-
one who worked on the place—per-
haps the chauffeur.

The imminence of seeing the Mac-
Phersons again added to Jim's in-
creasing felicity. He found that he
was able to recall the week-end
with less acute humiliation. Why
had he let the Callenders get under
his skin to such a disturbing de-
gree? It wasn't his fault that he
hadn’t a job. Fellows smarter than
he were in the same predicament.
He should have been jaunty,
“"Brother, can you spare a job?”’
Debonaire. The light touch did it.

He'd lost his genius for the light
touch. He'd lost his sense of pro-
portion, his conviciion that life
should be lived in terms of a come-
dy. He hadn’t been cast for a tragic
role. He was too healthy, too blond,
too naturally cheerful. He'd gotten
out of character, glooming and
glowering and sensitively magnify-
Ing trifles into slights and insults.
Jim grinned sheepishly and the mel-
ody he whistled, rising in trills of
mocking notes, reached a derisive
crescendo. As a tragic figure he
was absurd. He'd get back into
character and stay there, to extend
the metaphor, until the third act

curtain. He was going to marry
Lenore—

The whistled notes ceased abrupt-
ly. He saw her in minute detail,
her small exquisitely groomed fig-
ure, her dark hair parted demurely
and pinned in a shining knot at
the nape of her neck. her long dark
eyes, her skin so nearly the tint
and texture of the gardenias which
were her favorite flowers., She was
lovely looking, Interesting, too,
He'd been so crazy about her—

What had become of his young
passion for Lenore? Jim walked
more slowly along the dusty margin
of the road. It had been real enough
the summer she'd spent with Kay
at ""Whitehall.” He was nineteen
then, just through his first vear at
Princeton. The details of her visit
were lost in a roseate mist. He'd
been down for the count from the
moment he had met her at the sta.
tion, petite and enchanting in some
sort of a silver-grey costume fra-
grant with gardenias.

What an egregious young ass he'd
been! Jim thought with amused
compassion of the young Jim who
had been himself a very long time
ago. And yet he was fond of Le-
nore. If only— Forget it! Time
enough for her—tomorrow, the rest
of his life. Today was his. Lenore
had no part in it. He whistled again,
tentatively at first and then with
more assurance.

Nice country, he thought, emerg-
ing into sunlight from the shade of
a stretch of woods. His eves moved
over fields and woods, rolling mead-
ows, horse-jumps and worm-fences,
corrals, lanes winding in to comfort-
able dwellings glimpsed briefly
through trees.

Living, here, would be simple and
pleasant. Summer places, he sur-
mised, week-end retreats for city
dwellers who liked country, A
pleasant life; horses, dogs, hunting,
simple hospitality., That white
house on the hill—

““Meadowbrook,”” perhaps. The
girl in the drug-store had said “A
white house on a hill.” Jim sur-
veyed with deepening interest the
low rambling house settled snugly
into the contours of a series of roll-
Ing hills. “‘Sort of old-fashioned.”
Dolly had added. It was impossible
to see the house distinctly. The
foliage of many trees screened it
almost completely. Jim had the im-
pression that it was built of stone
which had been painted white, “‘But
pretty,’” Dolly had concede .

It was a nice looking place, Jim
decided. Dolly’s taste probably ran
to something more elaborate. This
was attractive. The estate, as far
as he could see, had an ordered,
well - tended appearance. Rail-
fences, freshly white-washed, edged
meadows foaming with daisies and
Queen Anne's lace.

The charm of simplicity, Jim

|

thought, rather fancying the phrase.
Expensive simplicity, of course, the
happy result of good taste and an
adequate income, T. H. Vaughn
was, obviously, a gentleman of dis-
tinction. If this was ‘“‘Meadow-
brook,’”” the MacPhersons hadn't
fared badly.

The sign at the gateway informed
Jim that his surmise was correct.
He slipped on his coat and adjusted
his hat to a conventional angle.

The drive was bordered with ce-
dars and oaks. Jim walked at a
leisurely pace, grateful for the com-
parative coolness of shade. His
thoughts turned to the family at
"Meadowbrook.” There was ‘‘Ceci-
ly.”” Odd that the name had re-
mained in his mind. And a ‘“Tom-
my.”" Well, “Tommy"” was hardly
a member of the family. One of
Dolly’'s swains. Good Lord! Was
this one a Vaughn?

The small person who had in-
spired the exclamation lay on her
stomach on a bridge spanning the
brook. The upper part of her body
projected beyond the planking and
out over the stream. She was fish-
ing, apparently so absorbed in the

It Was a Nice Looking Piace,
Jim Decided.

business of handling a bamboo rod
that she was unaware of Jim's ap-
proach.

He walked more slowly, his
amused glance fixed on the intent
figure poised precariously over the
stream. She was ten or eleven, he
surmised, a thin little girl with thick
short hair the celor of pulled mo-
lasses taffy. A grubby little girl.

“Hello!”” he said. ‘“‘Any luck?"

The child made a quick startled
movement and the law of gravity
completed the disaster. Her body
plunged forward. Two small bare
feet wavered, kicked frantically,
disappeared from view. Jim heard
no outcry—only a splash and then
an appalling silence. He reached
the rail of the bridge in two hasty
strides. She'd gone head-first. Per-
haps she was badly hurt! he
thought in a flash of alarm.

He looked down from the rail of
the bridge and was instantly re-
lieved. The youngster wasn’'t hurt.
She was, however, very angry in-
deed. Her small pointed face was
crimson with rage. She sat in the
water and glared up at him through
dripping locks of taffy-colored hair.

""Now see what you did!”’ she ex-
claimed.

“I'm sorry. Feel all right?” he
added. ““You aren't hurt. are you?"

She ignored his solicitous ques-
tions,

“You scared him away!” she said
furiously.,

“Scared who away?”

“My fish. I nearly had him.”

“Then I'm more than sorry.”
Jim's voice was appealing, contrite.
His expression indicated remorse
and an ardent desire to make
amends,

The grubby little girl was imper-
vious to cajolery,

““Haven't you any better sense?”
she asked scornfully, ‘“‘than to yell
at somebody when they're fishing?"
She scrambled up from the bed of
the stream. ‘I should think any-
body’'d have more sense than that.
Even an idiot, I should think.” Her
glance veered from Jim to the brook
and her expression altered. She
stooped to pick up the bamboo rod.
“It's broken!" she cried.

oShe was frightened, Jim thought.
Her lips were trembling now.

“Maybe not,”” he said consoling-
ly. “Here—let me see it.”

“You go away and let me alone!”
Her round eyes blazed in her small
stricken face. ‘“It's all your fault!
It wouldn't have broken if you
hadn't made me fall!"

"'Oh, come now—"" Jim protested.

“I know what you'll do!’’ she went
on, scorn in her voice, a hint of sobs
staunchly checked. *“You’'ll go tell
Cecily that I broke Daddy’s fishing
rod. That's just exactly what you'll
do. You'll go tell Cecily and I'll get
the devil!”

“No, I won't,” Jim assured her.
“I couldn’t. I don't know Cecily.
Who is she?—your sister?"

He had made an impression at
last. The child looked up at him
curiousd, astonishment in her eyes.

“You don't know Cecily?"” she
asked. It was apparent that she
found it difficult to believe him.

“Word of honor."” Jim's expres-
sion was grave. He sensed that this
was a matter of great importance.

“l thought—'" she gave it up.
For a moment she seemed to de-
liberate. Then, abruptly, she ex-
tended the bamboo rod. “‘Here,”

she said. “Maybe you can fix it.”

The rod was a flag of truce. Kos-
tilities were for the moment sus-
pended. Jim examined the break,
and the child, with the agility of a
monkey, swung herself up on the
bridge,

“Can you?"” she asked.
suppose you can fix it?"

“Easily.” Jim smiled down into
the small anxious face. ‘A little
twine and varnish will do the trick,
See, the break is here at the end.”

The puzzled expression returned
to her eyes., ‘I should think yvou'd
know Cecily,” she said. ‘I mean
you look—"" Again she abandoned
the difficult task of making her
meaning clear. |

“But I don’t,”” Jim assured her.:
“You see—"" he smiled. ‘‘Are you a
Vaughn?”

She nodded.

"“"Which one?”

“I'm-—Susan.” Her manner be-
came defensive. *‘Go on and laugh,
I know it's an awful name.”

Jim, with some difficulty, main-
tained a grave expression.

“But it isn't,”” he said.
great advantage to be
Susan.”

“Why?"

""Because people call you ‘Sue’
and that's very nice.”

"They don't. They
‘Susie.’ "’

“I'll eall you ‘Sue.’
Like it?"” Jim asked.

""Better than ‘Susie.’’” Her voice
was non-committal. She did not
mean to lower her defenses all at
once,

“"Well, Sue,” Jim continued,  *I
came to visit the MacPhersons,
They're here, aren't they?”

“Sure,”” she replied. ‘“‘That’s our
gardener and his wife.”

"They’'re friends of mine.,” Jim
continued, ‘‘I used to know them-—
once., A long time ago.”

“Did  you? He's nice.
bossy."

Jim laughed. The child, obvious-
ly, had no consciousness of class
distinctions.

"So,” he went on, “if yvou'll tell
me where I can find them-—"

“I'll show you,” she offered. Her
attention turned to the fishing equip-
ment. “I've got to do something
with this,”” she said obviously per-
plexed.

“Can I help you?” Jim asked.

She paused to consider, frowning.

"1 guess we hadn’t better take
them up to the house,” she said at
length, “‘Somebody’'d give me the
devil.”” Her eyes brightened with in-
spiration. “I know! We can put it
in the spring-house until tonight.”’

The spring-house was in the
meadow, a short distance from the
drive. Jim walked through mead-
ow grass with Susan. It was pleas-
ant under the light rain of the wil-
lows,

“You won’'t forget that the rod’'s
broken, will you?"” Susan asked.
“You could get some things from
MacPherson and come here and fix
R

That would require some diplo-
macy, Jim reflected. But he was,
In a measure, responsible for the
accident. He looked down at her.
She was looking at him, her plain
little face anxious and solemn. She
was not a pretty child. She had a
tilted nose splashed with freckles.
Her eyes were too large for her
face. Nice eyes, though, widely
spaced, fringed with curling lashes.

“I won’t forget,”” he promised.
This seemed to be his day for
making promises to ladies.

They returned to the drive.

oue's spirits lifted. She moved
along beside Jim in a series of skip-
ping steps. They fell into a com-
panionable silence which was pres-
ently disturbed by a dismal
whistling,

“Music,”” Jim observed, his at-
tention engaged in a closer survey
of the house at the end of the drive.

“That’'s Tommy," she said.

“"Tommy!” Jim glanced inquir-
ingly at his companion,

“My brother,” Susan explained,
and then added serenely, “Tommy's
in love.”

“That's
marked.

“You can always tell,” the child
continued. “Tommy whistles like
that all day long when he’s in love.,”

Jim smiled. He was conscious
of a lively interest in Tommy. Or
curiosity, perhaps. Was the girl
in the drug-store the temporary ob-
ject of Tommy’s affections?

He was spared a prolonged period
of speculation,

“That’'s him,” Susan said when
they had turned the last bend in
the drive,

Jim’s eyes followed the direction
of her pointing finger. He saw, re-
clining against the trunk of a cop-
per-beach, not the dashing Don Juan
of his imagination, but a lanky
boy, eighteen, perhaps, with an en-
viable complexion. His costume ad-
vertised the fact that he suffered
from growing pains. The soiled duck
trousers were too short and very
much too tight. The sleeveless jer-
sey which once had been, presums-
ably, a delicate robin's egg blue,
stretched tightly over his chest and
strained at the under-arm seams.
Last summer’'s clothes. Tommy, at
the moment, Jim surmised, was not
on parade,

The boy appeared to be uncon-
scious of his surroundings. His at-
titude suggested reveries, dreamy
contemplation, a secret communion
with spirits invisible to other eyes
than his own. A lock of taffy-col-
ored hair, a shade or two darker
than Susan’'s, hung limply over his
forehead. Tommy on parade, Jim
decided, was, doubtlessly, a nice
looking kid in the last painful stages
of adolescence.
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interesting,” Jim re-

Busy Sunbonnet Girls

FPattern 918

They're never without their sun-
bonnets, these seven diminutive
maidens who make light of their
own chores, and yours, too. See
how pretty they're going to look,
embroidered on a set of seven
tea towels? Stitches are of the
easiest—mostly outline, with lazy
daisy, running stitch and some
French knots, Keep them in mind
for gifts. Pattern 918 contains a
transfer pattern of seven motifs

Leaving No Stain

Let us seek so to live that our
bygone year may, to use Cowper’s
beautiful expression, leave ‘‘no
stain upon the wing of time.”

Of all the wingless angels on
earth that vyou value, the man
who you know when he tells you
he will do a certain thing on a
certain day, will do it, is the most
precious,

We all know how much we like
a man when we hear he has just
died. Let's tell him a little of
that before he does.

Rejoice in Friend's Success

Allow no shadow of envy to mar
the sunshine of a friend's suc-
CESS.

If one knows a mean story on
himself, let him remember it
when he is tempted to tell a mean
story on someone else—and re-
frain,

The swan knows how to use its
neck; that is why it is beautiful.
The giraffe doesn't and is gro-
tesque,

Features of Gentility

Two main features of gentility
are propriety and consideration
for others.

Dignity is beautiful to contem-
plate, but it needs to be employed

- with skill,

Best thing for people who can’t
afford to eat breakfast in bed is
that they don’'t want to.

| averaging 5 by 7% inches: illus-
trations of all stitches needed;
color suggestions and material re-
quirements.
| Send 15 cents in stamps or coins
(coins preferred) for this pattern
to The Sewing Circle Needlecraft
Dept., 82 Eighth Ave., New York,
N. Y.
Write plainly your name, ad-
dress and pattern number.

Still Jail for Debt

There still is a place where a
man may be put in jail for debt.
It happens on the Isle of Man.,
At present, any person owing
money, who is believed to intend
leaving the island, may be ar-
rested on a creditor’s petition and
lodged in the island’'s jail until
he can produce satisfactory guar-
antees that the debt will be paid.

l The LIGHT of
1000 USES"*Q

C -1110:11

Mantle
LANTERN

Use your Coleman

in hundreds of places
where an ordinary lan-
tern is useless, Use it for
after -dark chores, hunt-
ing, fishing, or on any
ni:l:t job . , . it turns
night into day. Wind,
ram or snow can’'t put
it out. High candle-power
air-pressure light.

erosene and gasoline
models. The finest made.
Prices as low as $4.45.
Your local dealer can
supply you, Send post- |
card for FREE Folders. —

THE %{E’Ifwﬂhli.hh{ll: ANDCSI‘TGVB CO.
D'Ptn - .l-: II. AN, } m
Philadelphia, Pa.; Los Angeles, Calif. (&l'ﬂ?

Sense of Decency
There is no sense of decency.
Some don’t have it, They are the
ones who have to be taken to
task,

O/d Folks

S5 TELL EACH OTHER

THE SECRET OF THE

F)R man ‘:rl
older folks have
been telling each
other about the
wonderful all-vege-
table corrective
called Nature's
Emtgr (NR Tab-
ts). From per-
: the mwloiltl.hti;
vegetable | ve, It means so m
Fople past middle life to have a laxative that
horoughly clears their bowels of accumulated
wastes. It means fewer aches and pains—more
happy days. And Nature's Remedy is so kind to.
E:i'mt?m.}{nn-
it forming. .
Get a box at any TO-NICGHT
drugstore—2 TOMORROW ALRICHT
tablets for 25c.

GO FARTHER

BEFORE YOU NEED A QUART

Winter driving puts an added

burden on motor oil. It must

flow

frecly at the first turn of the mortor
.. provide constant lubrication. ..

have the stamina to stand

up.

Quaker State Winter Oil does all

three . . . and you'll go farthe

r be-

fore you have to add a quart. That's
because there's “‘an extra guart of
lubrication in every gallon.”” Quaker
State Oil Refining Corporation,

Oil City, Pennsylvania,




