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Jim Fielding, one of the "'los| generation™
who had left college in the depression and
is upable to find a job, arrives at Glendale
to visit his friends the MacPhersons. Mac
had formerly been gardener at his late
uncle'~ 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 at-
tractive divorcee who is in love with him
and have an easy life because of her wealth,
his minJd rebels. Stopping at the viliage
drug sto*» for a sandwich, he meets Dolly,
a pretty soda fountain girl. When he In-
quires about the Vaughns, she asks if he is
a friend of "Cecilv's.” She also entrusts
a message to Tommy, voung son of the
family and tells him how to reach the
Vaughn's estate Approaching the house,
Jim encounters a tombovish little girl, fish-
ing. She is startled and falls in the brook
Incensed at first, discovers she likes
Jim and he learns that she is Susan Vaughn,
He discovers Cecily is her older sister. He
sees Tommy, a youth of eighteen who imag-
ines he is in love with Dolly. Jim explains
his impecunious position to the MacPher-
gsons. They tell him that Mr., Vaughn is
recovering from a nervous breakdown and
has been a widower since Sue was a little
child,. Mrs. MacPherson suggests that Mac
give Jim a job as handyman. Jim goes
for a walk to think it over and picks up a
horse shoe. Soon Cecily, a lovely young
girl, appears, riding a limping horse. Jim
scolds her when he sees the animal has
thrown a shoe., There is an angry scene,
Jim's ire cools and he is intrigued as he
thinks about her. He tells the MacPher-
sons he wants to stay and assumes his
duties as handvman., He sees Dolly again
She explains that she has been seeing Tom-
my, but regards him with amusement. He
writes a letter to Lenore, explaining about
his new fob. When Cecily returns from a
house-party she asks him airily, “'I wonder
how long vou'll stav?"™ Jim acts as Mr
Vaughn's part-time secretary.
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CHAPTER IV-—-Continued
s
“What in thunder is this?"
Vaughn asked testily.
Jim glanced up attentively, but
made no reply.

Mr. Vaughn read from the sheet
of stationery in his hand-—

“Darling,

“When 1 think of last night, the
music of all the ages sings In my
heart. I have not slept. All night
I walked in the moonlight, treasur-
ing my Jeweled thoughts of you

Mr.

Mr. Vaughn broke off with an
ejaculation of disgust., Jim sup-
pressed a smile,

“Lyrical,”’ he said.

“Mush!’"’ Mr. Vaughn looked with
distaste at the sheet of stationery
closely covered with fine writing.

“Who'd send me a thing like
this?’’ he asked testily.

““It was probably intended for
someone else.”” Jim replied. ‘‘Miss
Parker was expecting a letter. She
sorted the mail before I brought it
to you.,"” :

Mr. Vaughn consulted the enve-
lope,

“It's for Cecily,” he said. “From
Jeremy Clvde, of course.”” The an-
gry red flushing Mr. Vaughn's face
deepened perceptibly. ‘“‘She’'s been
writing to him, I suppose. Seeing
him. Taking advantage of my ill-
ness.”” He turned to Jim peremp-
torily., *“*“Where is she?’” he asked.

“If you'll pardon my suggesting
it,”" Jim said reasonably, ‘‘she could
hardly prevent his writing to her.”

“She doesn’'t want to prevent it!
She's in love with the jackass! He
can't even write a sensible letter,”
Mr, Vaughn fumed. *‘‘Music of the
ages! Jeweled thoughts!”

Anger and indecision mingled in
Mr. Vaughn's expression and, tem-
pering both, a sort of furtive relief.
He subsided into his chair, contin-
uing, however, to express his opin-
ion of Jeremy Clyde.

“lI forbade her to have anvthing
to do with him,” he fumed, ap-
parently unconscious of Jim. ‘“‘He
thinks I'll support him, of course.”

The business of the morning pro-
gressed. Mr, Vaughn, however, did
not devote his entire attention to
the correspondence. Jeremy Clyde’'s
tribute to Cecily had obviously
spoiled his day or, perhaps, Jim
suspected, the necessity for an in-
terview with his daughter. He
seemed edgy and absent-minded.
MacPherson, presently, appeared.

“Good-morning, Mr. Vaughn,” he
said. ““Would you care to walk about
a bit? The new calf arrived last
night. I thought you might like to
see her?”

Mr. Vaughn appeared to be grate-
ful for the interruption. He rose at
once from his chair,

“That’'s all,”” he said to Jim and
went off with MacPherson in the di-
rection of the barn.

Jim rolled the typewriter stand
into a closet in the hall. When he
returned to the veranda, he looked
for, and found, the poetic tribute to
Cecily lying upon the table. No
use leaving it there. If Mr. Vaughn
came upon it, he would run a tem-
perature again. If he wasn't re-
minded, he might prefer to forget,
Jim slipped the sheet of paper into
his pocket.

As Jim walked past the wire en-
closure of the tennis court on his
way to the vegetable garden, a
ball fell at his feet. Cecily came
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running te retrieve it, flushed and
bright-eyed, her hair curling about
her temples from under a band of
yellow ribbon.

“Here’s the ball,”” Jim said brief-
ly.
‘“Fhank you.” She lingered for a
moment, breathing rapidly, smooth-
ing the damp curls back from her
forehead with the palm of her hand.
“You are useful,’”” she added mock-
ingly, ‘““‘as well as ornamental. 1
think you can stay.”

Jim hadn’t intended to give her
the letter. He'd had no such idea
in his mind when he had slipped it
into his pocket. The idea presented
itself as a mild retaliation, He
could make no verbal response to
her mocking words. He couldn’t
shake her. The tribute from Jere-
my Clyde might give her an un-
pleasant moment. It should, Jim
reflected. It was certainly a mushy
letter, He drew the sheet of paper
from his pocket,

““1 think this was intended for
you,”’ he said and, without waiting
for any reply from Cecily, went on
to the vegetable garden.

A storm the preceding day had
beaten down the bean-vines. Jim
set about the task of repairing the
wire screening on which they grew.
As he measured and hammered,
as he fastened the vines against the
screening, he considered the possi-
ble results of his latest impulse.

Cecily might think that he had
meant to warn her, he conjectured.
Hadn't he? Certainly not. Well,
possibly. Not that he cared whether
or not she got into hot water. He'd
been thinking of his employer. Mr.
Vaughn was in no condition for an
interview with his daughter, He'd
wanted to give Cecily an opportu-
nity to avoid the interview, if possi-
ble, or, at any rate, to arrange miti-
gating alibis and excuses.

She had, moreover, arrived at a
definite conclusion. Jim was made
aware of Cecily’s mental activities
concerning him when she came into
the garden some time later. He
gaw her making her way toward
him between neat rows of cabbages
and tomatoes, looking scarcely
older than Susan in her short,
sleeveless tennis-frock and the rib-
bon around her hair. He devoted
himself to the bean-vines, whis-
tling, in an attempt at nonchalance.

Cecily halted her progress a foot
or two from Jim.

““Hello,” she said amiably.

The whistling ceased. Jim glanced
away from the bean-vines, assum-
ing what he devoutly hoped was a
respectful expression.

“Yes, Miss Cecily,”” he said in the
manner of an extra man who knew
his place.

Cecily smiled but her eves were
mocking.

“I just wanted to tell you,"” she
sald coolly, ““‘that I know all about
you.,"'

Jim remained silent.

“I knew you weren't a chauffeur
or a gardener or’ whatever you're
supposed to be the first time I saw
you, the evening in the drive when
you were so concerned for ‘Lady.’"”

otill Jim made no reply. He stood
beside her among the bean-vines,
deferentially attentive. She was
lovely - looking., Truth compelled
that admission although he did not
like her., She used an ingratiating
perfume, He was reminded of the
woods In spring, arbutus, trilium,
ferns .

“You and Father must have
thought me singularly wunobserv-
Ing, she continued in a low silken
voice. ‘“That’'s my only quarrel with
either of you. 1 resent having my

intelligence questioned.”

This time Jim was too astonished
to reply.

“"Ordinary odd - job
went on, stressing the adjective
mockingly, ‘‘don’'t wear English
shoes and tailored riding breeches.
We've never before had an extra
man who read Conrad and received
telegrams from ladies and whistled
college songs while he tied up the
bean-vines."

Jim suppressed a smile.

“We've never had a chauffeur,”
she continued, ‘‘who was devoted to
the ‘New Yorker' and Lynn Fon-
tanne, or a connoisseur of benedic-
tine, That's what I resent.”” Her
voice lost its silken tone, became
slightly edged with malice. *“How
could you and Father not have an-
ticipated that I'd have known you
were here to spy on me, to break
up my friendship with Jeremy
Clyde? How could you have thought
me so childishly stupid?”

Comprehension dawned through
the bewilderment of ideas which
fogged Jim's understanding. So that
was it! She thought he was some
sort of a private detective. It would
never have occurred to him-—not
in a million years.

“If 1 should ask you why you re-
turned the letter which you inter-
cepted for Father, you would prob-
&bly make pretty speeches,” Cecily
went on after a barely perceptible
pause. ‘I hear a great many pretty
speeches so you needn’'t tax your
invention. I prefer to consider it a
challenge.”

“A challenge!” Jim repeated,
wanting to laugh, not at all con-
cerned about explanations.

“I'm giving you a break.” The
sherry colored eyes, bright with
scornful amusement, flickered over
Jim., “I assume that you're too
good a sport to take advantage of a
victim. You've sent me your card.”
Her hand touched her breast, pro-
ducing an unmistakable rustling of
paper. ‘‘I accept the challenge. It's
your wits against mine and a fight
to the finish."

She moved away from him, al-

men.,'”’ she

most running between the rows of

|

vegetables, lightly, gracefully, her
chin tauntingly tilted.

Benedictine! Lynn Fontanne!—

Ceeily, obviously, was not unob-
serving. But how had she made such
revealing discoveries? The riding-
breeches, the telegrams, the songs
he whistled—no black magic in her

possession of these facts. Benedic- |

tine? Lynn Fontanne? . . .

Jim puzzled over the possible
source of Cecily's information. The
intriguing question was never far
from his thoughts. How could she
have known that he was addicted
to the ““New Yorker,” that Conrad
was his favorite author?

She'd been questioning someone,
he concluded. Was it possible that
somewhere, at some time, she had
known Vie? Or Kay? Or Lenore?

He had nothing to hide. Cecily’s
revelations amused and intrigued
him. How had she found out so
much about him? He mulled over
the question, accepting, rejecting,
entirely at sea. And then, late that
afternoon, as he was driving Mr,
Vaughn home from a neighboring
estate, a possible explanation oc-
curred to him. Cecily had talked
to Mrs. MacPherson, perhaps. Bes-
sie was loval, Bless her! but Bessie
was loquacious.

He proceeded to test the truth of
the conjecture., That evening he
questioned Mrs. MacPherson. By
devious means he led her to speak
of the Vaughns and when he was
sure that all suspicion had been fore-
stalled he remarked casually:

“You seem fairly well acquainted
with Tommy and Susan. Does Cec-
ily ever come here?"”

Mrs. MacPherson drew her at-
tention, with obvious reluctance,
from the partially completed pan-
orama of the Battle of Bunker Hill.

“Only once,”’ she replied. ‘‘She
wanted to look at my homespun
counterpanes, Miss Parker had told
her about them."”

“Counterpanes!” Jim exclaimed,
“T wouldn't have supposed that she
would be interested in anything so
domestic.”’

“It was for a shower gift,”" she
explained. ‘“‘One of the Patton girls
i1s getting married this fall. Miss
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““Here’'s a Picture of That Ac-
tress You Were Talking About.”

Cecily is to be a bridesmaid. She'd
bought a counterpane and wanted
to be sure it was genuine home-
spun,”’

“Was it?"” Jim asked, hoping for
further details of Cecily's visit to
the cottage.

“Yes,”” Mrs. MacPherson replied.
“It must have cost her a pretty
penny. She told me about the wed-
ding and was as pleasant as you
could ask."

“1 hope,”” he said, ‘““that you gave
Miss Cecily a glass of your ginger-
beer."”

“I didn't!" Mrs. MacPherson re-
plied. *“I was so mortified at the
condition the place was in that I
couldn’t think of my manners. It
was the day your trunk came and
I was unpacking it down here be-
cause you and Andy couldn't get it
up past the turn in the stairs.”’

The trunk! Jim began to under-
stand, A smile touched his lips.

“Doesn’t it beat everything?'' she
went on, after a moment, ‘“how
somebody always comes in when
the place is topsy - turvy? Your
things were all over everywhere,
shoes and clothes and books and
magazines. I can't say that who-
ever packed them did a neat and
tidy job. Miss Cecily was pleasant
about it, though, when I explained.
She seemed interested in the books.
I wouldn't have supposed she was
literary, but you never can tell.”

Jim had no further desire to di-
rect the conversation. He had found
out some of the things he wanted to
know. The contents of his trunk
had revealed certain facts to Cecily.
He wondered if she had noticed the
photograph of Lenore which Kay
had thoughtfully included. Probab-
ly. She appeared to be minutely
observing.

And what an imagination! Her
conception of his position at ‘‘Mead-
owbrook"” was pure fiction, of
course.

There had been nothing in the
trunk to suggest his acquaintance
with either benedictine or Lynn
Fontanne.

The question was answered for
him sooner than he had anticipated.
The following Sunday Mrs., Mac-
Pherson called his attention to the
rotogravure section of the paper.

‘““Here’'s a picture of that actress
you were talking about,"” she said,
handing him the crisp brown sheets.

The actress was Lynn Fontanne.

“When did I speak of her?” Jim
asked, frankly puzzled.

Mrs. MacPherson supplied the in-
formation.

“"One day when I was talking
about Miss Cecily,”” she said.
“Don’t you remember? You said
she walked like this actress or
moved her hands or something.”

Jim remembered. He remem-
bered, also, that he had observed
to Mrs. MacPherson that Cecily’s
eves were the color of benedictine,
The observation had been jokingly
made in the light of a great dis-
covery. He'd thought they were
sherry-colored.

But how could Cecily have known?

His unspoken question was an-
swered at once, for Mrs. MacPher-
son added:

““Susan asked me what benedic-
tine was, I told her it was a kind
of drink. She wanted to know what
it was made of. The questions that
child can ask!”

The matter was explained. Susan
had been at the cottage, then. She'd
been sitting on the kitchen steps
eating bread and jam. She had re-
peated the conversation to Cecily.

That was why Cecily had ap-
proached him in the garden. The
conversation, no doubt, had been
repeated in a highly flattering light.
The thought that he, too, was in-
fatuated, a willing slave to her
charms. He was neither one nor
the other., She had misjudged him
entirely, She'd find that out the
first time she asked a favor of him.
He did not like her. He did not
like her at all.

He entertained, for a time, mur-
derous thoughts of Susan. He had
never considered her a menace in
connection with himself, though he

| knew very well that Susan, too, was

observing and not indisposed to re-
veal the results of her private in-
vestigations at embarrassing mo-
ments. Recalling the evening that
he had spoken lightly, jestingly, to
Mrs. MacPherson of the color of
Cecily’s eves, he had a disturbing
mental vision of Susan, untidy as
usual, bare - footed and grubby,
calmly munching bread and jam on
the steps outside the kitchen, Little
monkey! She'd put him on the spot.
What could he do about it?

There was nothing that he could
do. He wondered, as the humorous
side of the situation appeard to him,
whether the conversation which she
had overheard had anvthing to do
with Susan’'s altered attitude. She
had, after his first few days at
“Meadowbrook,”” attached herself
to him with the tenacity of a bur-
dock. If he worked in the garden,
she was there, turning cartwheels
along the paths, sitting beside him
as he pruned and weeded and dug.
When he drove to the village with
the marketing list, she begged to be
taken along. All day, except for
the period he spent in the morning
with Mr. Vaughn, wherever he was,
there, too, was Susan, usually silent,
but at times bursting with ques-
tions and observations,

Her continued presence had dis-
concerted him at first, Gradually,
however, he became accustomed to
the small tagging shadow. He had,
surprisingly, grown fond of her and,
unconsciously, sided with her in dif-
ficulties with the family.

But Susan’s attitude had changed.
During the week preceding Jim's
interview with Cecily in the garden,
she had avoided him. He missed
her and wondered if he had, in-
advertently, offended her. He made
friendly overtures. She snubbed or
dodged them repeatedly, She was
constantly in hot water. Her imp-
iIsh perversity played havoc with
the household.

Jim came upon the termination of
a family disturbance one morning
just before luncheon. He walked
around the side of the house
equipped with clippers for the pur-
pose of trimming the low box hedge
which bordered the terrace, The
terrace was the scene of a dis-
turbance. Susan, the culprit, lay
flat on her stomach, her bare toes
kicking the flag-stones, her face
buried in her arms.

Mr. Vaughn, Miss Parker and
Cecily were in the act of dispersing
as Jim appeared, obviously routed
by the small sobbing figure on the
flag-stones., Mr. Vaughn looked an-
noyed and helpless., Miss Parker
was pink and distressed. Cecily,
coolly aloof in a frock of lettuce-
green linen, wore a disdainful ex-
pression, Rose, standing at the
door, had, apparently, just an-
nounced luncheon,

Miss Parker glanced at Jim and
made an attempt at composure.
sShe bent over Susan.

“You must stop this,” she said
pleadingly. ‘‘Luncheon is ready,
dear."

Susan kicked rebelliously.

“l won't!"” she cried. ‘“You let
me alone.”

‘“Yes, let her alone.” Mr. Vaughn
said sternly. ‘“Let her do without
her lunch.”

“I think you're right, Father,”
Cecily agreed, flicking a cool
amused glance at Jim. ““Susan is a
feminist. She’'ll probably enjoy
starving herself for the holy cause
of fighting boys.”

The adult members of the family
left the terrace. Jim ran the clip-
pers with a clicking sound through
the pungent dark green box. Susan
continued to sob. Poor little rebel,
Jim thought. She looked so for-
lorn lying face-down on the ter-
race, forlorn and yet undaunted.
Susan’s fighting spirit was endear-
ing. He went on trimming the
hedge.

Presently Susan raised herself

slightly and looked around. Aware |

that her audience had dispersed, she
sat up sniffling.
(TO BE CONTINULED)

HOUSEHOLD QUESTIONS

&4 Items of Interest to the Housewife

When serving pickled onions use
sugar tongs instead of a fork. It
is easier to get them out of the
jar.

. & »

Pour a cup of cold water over
cooked cereal before leaving it
for the night, This prevents a hard
crust forming on cereal. Pour off
water in the morning and reheat
cereal,

*® * »

To remove brown stains from
light colored ranges, dip a cloth
in turpentine and apply to stains,
With a little pressure the stains

will come off.
L ] ® ®

When broiling a steak, cut off
excess fat around edge to prevent
it from catching fire when placed
below glowing fire.

15¢- Pri
of Fa

P4

Put a small bowl of water in
the oven and your cakes will not
burn, Light the oven a good tem
minutes before putting in yous
cake. When the cake has risen
and begun to set, lower the heat
a little and move to a cooler shelf,
To test whether your cake is
cooked, touch lightly with one
finger; if cooked, the surface of
| the cake will spring back when

the finger is removed.
° L] L

Sliced almonds make a pleasant

addition to chicken salad.
L » ®

A little starch added to the
ater used in washing windows,
mirrors and other glassware will
not only help remove dirt but will

give a lasting polish.
® Associated Newepapers.—WNU Service.
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Cold Remedy

2- If throat is sore, crush
and stir 3 BAYER ASPIRIN
tablets in 1§ glass of
water. Gargle twice. This
sases throa! rawness al-
most instantly.

J. Take 2 BAYER ASPIRIN tablets and
drink a full glass of water. Repeat treak

Genuine Bayer Aspirin the Thing
To Take for Fast Relief

Instead of buying

costly medicines for

a cold, try the way

nearly any doctor

you ask will approve
as the modern way — BAYER
ASPIRIN. It is perhaps the
most famous and most widely
used of all cold remedies today
— yet costs only 15¢ for a
dozen tablets or two full dozen
for a quarter anywhere in the
United States. Virtually 1¢ a
tablet.

The way you use it is this:
Two BAYER tablets when
you feel a cold coming on. Take
with a full glass of water. Then
repeat, if necessary, according
to directions in each package.

True Emjoyment
True enjoyment comes from ac-
tivity of the mind and exercise
of the body: the two are ever
united.—Humboldt.

This will act to fight fever, and
pains which usually accompany
colds. Relief comes rapidly.

Get the genuine BAYER
ASPIRIN by asking for it by

its full name: not by the name
“aspirin’’ alone,

lsc FOR A DOZEN

2 FULL DOZEN FOR 25¢
VIRTUALLY 1¢c A TABLET

1 The Past Is Gone
Grieve not for that which can
not be recalled: fear not for that

which can not be avoided.—Elbert
Hubbard.

Calotabs Help

ature

To Throw Off a Cold

Millions have found in Calotabs a
most valuable aid in the treatment
of colds. They take one or two tab-
lets the first night and repeat the
third or fourth night if needed.

How do Calotabs help Nature
throw off a cold? First, Calotabs
are one of the most thorough and
dependable of all intestinal elimi-
nants, thus cleansing the intestinal
tract of the germ-laden mucus and

ENTERTAINING THE NEPHEW

IN EFFORT NOT 10 FRLL, NEPHEW
6E75 A STRANGLE-HOLD ARCUND
WS NECK, SHUTING OFF Wis
WIND

PRODDING HIM

FINALLY GETIING HIS BEARINGS,
NEPHEW RELEASES WS HOLD AND
EAERS INTD 6AME With) 8USTO,
PUMMELING R!S MOUNT AND

| toxines. Second, Calotabs are diu-
retic to the kidneys, promoting the
elimination of cold poisons from
the blood. Thus Calotabs serve
the double purpose of a purgative
and diuretic, both of which are
needed in the treatment of colds.

Calotabs are quite economical;
only twenty-five cents for the fame
ily package, ten cents for the trial
package. (Adv.)

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

MREATENS TEARS AT EACH SU&~
GESTION THEY PLAY SOMEHING
EISE NOW, UACLE WONDERING
WERRILY ROw SOON THE GIRD'S
WITH WILKS MOTHER wiLL CoME
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