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Jim Flelding. one of the ‘‘lost generation™
who had left college in the depression and
is unable to find a job, arrives at Glendale
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 at-
tractive 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,
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, yvoung son of the
familv and tells him how to reach the
Vaughn's estate Approaching the house,
Jim encounters a tomboyish little girl, fish-
ing. She is startled and falls in the brook.
Incensed at first, she discovers she likes
Jim and he learns that she is Susan Vaughn,
He discovers Cecily is her older sister. He
gsees Tommy, a vouth of eighteen who imag-
fnes he is in love with Dolly, Jim explains
his impecunious position to the MacPher-
sons. They tell him that Mr. Vaughn 18
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 18 an ANEry scene,
Jim's ire cools and he is intrigued as he
thinks about her. He tells the MacPhersons
he wanis to stay and assumes his duties as
handvman. He sees Dolly again. ""«h-! ex-
plains that she has been seeing Tommy, but
regards him with amusement. When I;H iy
returns from a house-party she asks him
airily, I wonder how long you'll stay?"”
Jim acts as Mr. Vaughn's part-time secre-
tary. He opens a letter for Vaughn by mis-
take and learns it is a love message to
Cecily from Jeremy Clyde, a young actor
of whom her father disapproves, Ceclly
accuses Jim of being hired to spy on her.
Jim comes upon Sue sobbing rebelliously
after an encounter with Cecily. Everybody
is helpless to quell her., Jim soothes her
Jim writes Lenore, seeking to avold attend-
ing a house-party to which she has invited
him. Tommy is afrald his father will be
wrathful if he discovers his attachment for
Dolly and asks Jim to intercede with her to
get back letters he has written., Jim de-
cides to use the supposed affair with Dolly
as a club over Tommy to make him catch
up in his studies Jim takes Dolly to
“Duteh’s,” a roadside cafe. Ceclly and Jerry
appear. Dolly is indignant as Jerry snubs
her. She explains that she has had several
dates with him. Returning home Jim finds
Ceclly walting She tells him about her
love for Jerry and of her father's dis-
approval.
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CHAPTER VIi—Continued
andiinse

Jim moved restlessly., He was
becoming weary of Jeremy Clyde,
He doubted the actuality of the vir-
tues Cecily listed., Jeremy Clyde,
The name wa. »n affectation. He'd
probably been chri..med Jerome or
Jeremiah. Moral fiber. He doubt-
ed that, too.

“Why bother about vour Father?"
he asked, conscious that the words
were edged with sarcasm. "““Why
dnn‘i’yuu get married. You're past
the legal age.”

She considered that for a mo-
ment. Then—""We've talked of it,"
she said slowly. ‘Jerry has sug-
gested it. But it's taking too great
a chance, If Father should cut me
off with a quarter, Jerry would have
to give up the stage and get a job.
That wouldn’t be helping him. No,”
she said decisively. ‘I want Fa-
ther to know Jerry and to help him,
One good part would make him. We
have the part.,”” Her voice was al-
most breathless with excitement.
“A friend of Jerry's has written a
play with a perfect part for him. I
want Father to back it.”

So that was it! Jim wondered
whether the idea was her own or
a thought flowering in Clyde's mind.

“Now for the favor!'’ Cecily drew
a long breath, ‘Jim,”” she said,
with admirable directness, ‘1 want
you to suggest to Father that Jerry
must come here for a visit, the first
week in September, after the thé-
ater closes.”

Jim made an inarticulate sound
of protest.

‘“Wait a minute,”” Cecily added
quickly. ‘‘This is the idea. For-
bidden fruit. You know. Make Fa-
ther think that if Jerry can visit
us, I'll lose my fondness for him.
It's possible. No, it isn't. I'll love
Jerry as long as I live. But it's a
sporting proposition. Both Father

and 1 stand a chance to win—or
lose.”

“Possibly,”” Jim said, amused at
her ingenuity, a little appalled by
the task she was setting for him.
‘“But why do you ask me to make
the suggestion?”

“Who else could I ask? Parker, 1
suppose, or Aunt Alicia or Norah?
Besides,'' she continued rapidly, *‘if
you're working with Father to
break up my friendship with Jerry,
you can do it easily. Father will
think it's a clever device. He'll
probably raise your salary.”

“But I'm not,” Jim said.
was your idea."”

“I know,” She laughed. “I've
known it for some time. It was
only just at first that I thought
Father had hired you to spy on
me. 1 was so upset and unhappy,
then, that 1 could have imagined
anything. DBut you can do this for
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me. You have a way with you, Jim,
Will you do it, Jim?"
“Perhaps,”” he replied.
possible.
tv.”” He sat erect behind the wheel.

“Have you any idea how long we ve
been talking?"

“Hours!" Cecily’s laugh was gay
and friendly. ‘‘You've been very
patient and polite. Is that really
daylight? Is it morning?”’

“Tt is. The roosters are about to
crow."”
Cecily was out of the roadster

before he could open the door,

“If it's

“Thank you."” She stood beside
him for a moment. In the pale
gray light her face was weary but
peaceful. *“I can't tell you how
grateful I am.”

“Good-night.”
brusque.

“Good-night.”” For a moment her
hand lay on his arm in a friendly
intimate gesture. For a moment
he breathed the spring - like fra-
grance of the perfume she used.
For a moment there was between
them mutual understanding and re-
spect, friendliness—And something
more disturbing. Jim was aware
of it. Did she feel it, too? He
wasn't sure. When she spoke again,
her voice was gentle, a little
drowsy, soft as a caress.

“T am grateful, Jim," she said.
“It's nice to have found a friend.
Good-night—good-morning.”

Jim's voice was

Jim stood beside the sedan wait-
ing for Mr. Vaughn who was stroll-
ing about the lawn with MacPher-
son discussing the planting to be
done in the fall., It was a murky
August morning, likely to be hot
when the sun burned through the
mist. Jim hoped that the expedi-
tion with Mr. Vaughn would not be
a long one. Already he felt uncom-
fortable in the riding breeches and
camels hair coat that he wore when
he chauffeured the family., If he
had accepted Lenore's invitation,
he would be on Long lsland today.

The station - wagon
around the turn in the drive that
led from the garage. Tommy, at
the wheel, was bound for his morn-
ing session with Mr, Jordan in the
village. He saw Jim and came to
a lurching stop, got out, walked
over to the sedan.

‘“Hey, Jim!" he said
tious whisper., ‘“‘“Have you got them
yet?"

Them? Oh, ves. The letters Tommy
had written Dolly, Jim assumed a
grave expression,

‘““‘Not yet,”” he said.

Tommy’'s face clouded.

“Do you think she will make a
fuss?’’

“I don't know.'" Jim took the lib-
erty of quoting Tommy. ‘“You know
how women are."’

Tommy considered that for a mo-
ment in gloomy silence. Presently
he said, ‘‘If she should, what would
vou advise? 1 mean you've been to
college and all. What would you
do, Jim?"

“I've never been sued for breach
of promise. Look here, old man.
You've got me all wrong."”

“But if you had,” Tommy per-
sisted. “'If you were me, what would
you do?"

Jim glanced away across the
lawn. His lips were beginning to
twitch into a smile,

‘“Well, then, if I were you,” he
replied, after a moment, “I'd work
off those school conditions and get
in solid with your iather. Just as
a precaution,” he added. ‘“"An um-
brella for a rainy day, an ace In
the hole.”

Tommy looked disappointed. He
preferred, Jim thought, more spec-
tacular measures.

“Good-morning.” Mr. Vaughn's
voice was amiable. His health had
greatly improved., He looked ruddy
and handsome in a linen suit im-
maculately laundered. ‘“Where were

yvou at breakfast?’” he asked his
son.

“l overslept,”” Tommy replied
with dignity. ‘I studied pretty near
all night and nobody bothered to
call me.”” Aware that his father’s
mood was amiable, a plaintive note
crept into his voice. ‘I don't see
how I can be expected to get to
breakfast on time if-—'"’

“Or anywhere else,”” Mr. Vaughn
cut in, glancing at his watch,
“Aren’t you due at Jordan's at nine
o'clock?"

“Is it later than that?'’ Tommy's
astonishment was elaborate. “Is it
later than nine o'clock?”

“Ten minutes past. DBetter get
going, hadn't you?"”

‘“Yes, sir.”

“Know your lessons?"’

“Yes, sir.,”” Tommy's entire atti-
tude was that of an earnest student,
except that the slacks and the yel-
low jersey were a trifle inconsistent,
‘“Well, so lnng. Dad; so long, Jim.
See you later.”
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notice that Tommy's parting re-
mark was exclusively for Jim.

“Jordan reports that he's doing
better,”” Mr. Vaughn said, stepping
into the front of the sedan.

Jim took his place behind the
wheel. “He's been studying, 1
think."

“Discipline,”” Mr. Vaughn said
complacently and Jim smiled as he
turned on the ignition.

A shout halted their immediate
progress. Susan scampered down
the terrace steps, disregarding fem-
inine finery and slippers tied with
bows,

“Please, Dad,” she said breath-
lessly, teetering on the running-
board of the car, ‘“‘will you take me
to Mary Lillian Patton’'s house on
your way to wherever youre go-
ing?"’

“Hop in,” her father invited.

Susan looked at Jim.

“In front?"” she asked.

“Why not?”” Mr. Vaughn opened
the door. ‘““There's plenty of room."”

Susan settled herself between her
father and Jim. The sedan rolled
down the drive.

“Somebody looks very nice this
morning,”” Mr. Vaughn remarked.
“Don’'t you think so, Jim?"’

“Swell!” Jim saw Susan's face
in the mirror attached to the wind-
shield. It was as pink as a carna-
tion under the brim of a leghorn
hat.

“Cecily had better watch out,”
Mr. Vaughn continued. ‘'Looks as
though we may have another beau-
ty in the family.”

The carnation pink in the small
mirrored face deepened to rose.
Susan folded her hands primly over
a rubber bag in her lap.

“I've got my bathing suit,”” she
said both shy and pleased. ‘‘And a
towel and some talcum powder.”

“It's a swimming party, is it?"
Mr. Vaughn asked in a conversa-
tional tone.

“Mary Lillian is having a birth-
day."” fusan expanded in the agree-
able and unaccustomed atmosphere

"
||1 ‘Iu
" W
\

0
1 . |

vy
p R

\

\‘-.,. \‘\“"‘\M
-H\
'.‘ i M
" - i \

A

; \

a‘

!
;

¥

1 =
11-‘ 'ﬁ“. 'TM‘II \ \III Q % * -y L .:
§i. W 3 % .

“You Know How Women Are.”

of adult approbation. “I've got a
present for her. It's a book,” she
added.

“I thought you didn't like Mary
Lillian,”” her father continued.
“Didn’'t you hide in the barn the
last time she came to see you?"

“I don't like her,”” Susan replied
serenely. ‘‘She’'s an awful baby
and fraidy-cat, There's going to be
a wedding at her house, though,
next month in September, I thought
I'd better be nice to Mary Lillian
so that maybe I'd be invited."

Mr. Vaughn laughed. *‘You're
growing up, Susle.”’

“T'd rather not be called Susie,”
she said, with dignity. ‘‘Or Susan,
either, My name is Sue. Here's
the gate, Jim. I could have walked
only I might have ruined my slip-
pers."

“Well, well, well!"” marvelled Mr.
Vaughn,

The sedau turned into the Patton
place, followed a shaded drive to a
pillared house of Georgian brick
surrounded by gardens and lawns,
Children were playing croquet on a
grass court at the side of the house,
little girls in dainty dresses, boys
in clean white linen. The party
had just begun.

Jim opened the door for Susan
and handed her out with a flourish.,

“You'd think she was a debu-
tante,”” he said, as Jim returned
to his place behind the wheel, ‘‘She
isn't a bad-looking child. The trans-
formation is amazing.”” Mr. Vaughn
glanced shrewdly at Jim. “How did
you do it?"

“17" Jim's laugh disclaimed all
credit for Susan’s reformation.

“She’'s certainly impressed by
you,’”’ Mr. Vaughn continued. “‘She
tags after you like a shadow. I'd
no idea she'd ever be interested in
weddings and clothes."”

‘“‘Susan is very feminine,”” Jim
said. ‘“‘Her vanity is blossoming.
It would have happened -— some
time."’

“And you had nothing to do with
it? Don’'t be unduly modest, Jim,
That’'s no way to get on in the
world."”

“Oh, something, perhaps.” Jim
was becoming increasingly embar-
rassed. ‘I like Sue.”

“So do I. But I've never been
able to work the miracle. Went at
it the wrong way, I suppose. I've
neglected the children,” he added
soberly., ‘I've left them pretty
much to schools and governesses.
Work, the depression—I've not been
with them, until this summer, con-

Mr. Vaughn did not appear to tinuously, that is. Tommy—Ceciy

--Dn you know anything about thll
Clyde chap?’’ he asked abruptly.
“Cecily thinks she's in love with
him."”

The question caught Jim's stray-
ing attention, Here was his oppor-
tunity to make a suggestion. This
was the golden moment to present,
as his own, the plan which Cecily
had devised, Mr, Vaughn was in
a receptive mood. He had only to
go about it tactfully., He let the
moment pass into eternity.

‘“‘No,” he said, and then, realiz-
ing that his reply was a little curt,
“Nothing,”” he added, “except that
he writes very bad poetry. Do we
turn here, sir? Is the place on the
Cherry Hollow road?"”

Mr. Vaughn dismissed his fami-
ly and turned to the business at
hand.

“This side of Cherry Hollow,”” he
said. ‘‘Not far from here— a mile
or so, It's a property we've had
to take over, a riding academy.
We'll sell it at public auction, I
suppose, if anybody’s fool enough
to make a bid. Another white ele-
phant.”

The abandoned riding academy
appeared to be a white elephant of
the most hopeless variety. The
place, formerly a farm, was over-
grown with weeds and brambles
and blackberry bushes.

“Pretty bad, isn't it?"" Vaughn
said to Jim as they walked through
the dim stable festooned with cob-
webs and littered with mouldy odds
and ends of harness and rope and
m.oth-eaten blankets and corn-cobs
and fodder.

“The land should be worth some-
thing,” Jim said.

‘“Real estate doesn’'t bring any-
thing in the present market,’”" Mr.
Vaughn replied. ‘“No, we'll take a
licking on this."”

They came out into sunlight.
Jim’s eyes moved over the weed-
grown oval in the meadow, the sag-
ging rail jumps, the house huddling
forlornly under the low branched
irees,

“Was it ever a paying proposi-
tion?"" he asked.

“Yes,”' Mr. Vaughn replied,
“Four or five years ago it was tre-
mendously successful.”

“I should think it might have
been,” Jim said musingly. ‘““The lo-
cation is excellent, It's only a mile
from the Green Acres club and
within a short distance of four
towns, to say nothing of the country
places around. What happened?”

“The place changed hands. The
last fellow who ran it hadn’t much
initiative. 1 suppose it requires a
certain amount of personality to
make a success of a riding acade-
my. It's like an inn or a road-
house. You have to cater to peo-
ple's whims and crochets. The la-
dies especially must be pleased.
Now, you—"" Mr. Vaughn looked at
Jim speculatively. *"You have some
of the qualifications. Do you think
you could take over this place and
make it go?"”

Jim's heart leapt. He steadied it
with a prompt application of com-
mon-sense. Mr., Vaughn wasr't In
earnest. He was merely talking.

‘“I've had no experience,’”’ he re-
plied as casually as he could.

“You know something about
horses,'”” Mr. Vaughn persisted, de-
fending his former statement.

“Oh, something."’

Mr. Vaughn's eyes twinkled.

“MacPherson told me
brought ‘Lady’ through an
of the colic the other night.”

“It wasn't bad. She was in fair
shape when the vet arrived. 1 know
a few simple remedies. There were
horses on my uncle’s place.”

‘““Where was that?"

“Whitehall—out beyond Chestnut
hill."

“The King place?” Mr.
asked quickly.

‘“Yes, sir. I lived with my uncle.
My parents died when I was a
child."”

‘“MacPherson
King place.”

“Yes, sir,”” Jim smiled.

“So that's the connection.

“Hmm!"” Mr. Vaughn
thoughtful. *“What college?”’

“Princeton—'29. I'm one of the
lost generation.”

Mr. Vaughn made no reply. He
stood, for a time, on the steps of
the house looking over the prop-
erty with a minutely appraising
scrutiny. Presently he walked to
the car.

““All right,”” he said. ‘“Let’'s go.”

The short drive back to ‘“Meadow-
brook'® was accomplished in an al-
most unbroken silence. Once Mr.
Vaughn roused from his absorption
to ask, ““Know anything about fox-
hunting?’’ and, some time later, he
said in an abstracted voice, as
though he was thinking aloud,
‘“Horse - sense and personality.
That's the combination.”

Jim would not let himself believe
that Mr. Vaughn was considering
the proposition he had mentioned so
casually. But he thought of it dur-
ing the afternoon, to the exclusion
of Lenore's house-party and the op-
portunity he’'d lost for promoting
Cecily’s scheme,

He was silent at supper. He
hadn’'t much appetite. ““What's the
matter, Jamie?"” Mrs. MacPherson
asked, disguising her concern in a
simulated huff. ‘““That's short-cake,
and you haven’'t touched it."”

“It's swell,”” Jim assured her.
“I'm not hungry, that's all.”

Jim glanced at MacPherson. The
lean, sandy Scot was regarding him
with an expression which he did not
understand. There was kindness in
it, affection and pride,

The same expression puzzied him
later, when Tommy came to
cottage to summon Jim 10 1
house.
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T WAS some job, Ladies of

The Sewing Circle, to get
these three lovelies together to
pose for the camera this week.
They're under the strict tutelage
of Dame Fashion just now, learn-
ing the latest lessons on how to be
well turned out this Spring with-
out benefit of a private mint., You
can understand, then, why the
co-ed above, center, sort of jumped
the gun, so to speak, and was al-
ready on her way when the cam-
era clicked.

A Frock That Clicks.

Speaking of things clicking,
don't think that new princess
gown she's wearing isn’t doing it
in a big way. Can’'t you see from
where you're sitting that 1t
simple to sew besides being a fig-
ure-flatterer of the first order?
The buttons half way and a neat
little collar in contrast are all its
lively lines need to complete the
perfect balance-—chic simplic-
ity, Take a tip from this stylish
student and figure it out for your
gelf in cashmere or velveteen,
The style is 1202 and it
had in sizes 12-20 (30-38)
14 requires 4% yards of 39
material plus
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(GGo Print for Spring.

left,
dainty and rather picturesque lit-
tle frock for she believes you'll
be interested in this style as a
fitting gesture to Springtime. Es-
pecially in a modern print, fea-
turing, say, pussycats or deep-sea
flowers, would this frock be
tempting. The skirt 1s bias-cut
for artistic reasons, and the cir-
cles of contrast aid and abet its
gracefulness, Let yourself go
print then, come Spring. Style
1257 is designed in sizes 12-20 (30-
40 bust). Size 14 requires 4%
vards of 39 inch material. Elev-
en yards of bias binding 1s re-
quired for trimming as pictured

Gay House or Street Frock.

LLest you begin to think every
day is Sunday for our starring
trio, the trim-looking young lady
above, right, wants you to concen-
trate now on her new gingham
gown. Not an ordinary bread-
and-butter cotton version, but a
beautifully cut, carefully planned
dress for general service. The
linked button front is enough to
give it first place on your Spring
sewing list if Sew-Your-Own de-
signers know their clients as well
as they think. However, there's
more to recommend it: a young

34-48,
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Qire | 15 cents (in coins) today for your
w20 |
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The charming young lady above, | N. Y. Patterns 19

becoming collar, a simple yoke-
and-sleeve-in-one construction,
and a slender action-bullt skirt.
Put them all together they spell
CHIC—that little word with a vast
meaning. Style 1267 i1s for sizes
Size 36 requires 4 vyards
of 35 inch mater.al plus 1'% yards
contrasting.
New Pattern Book.

for the Barbara Bell
Spring and Summer Pattern
Book. Make yourself attractive,
practical and becoming clothes,
selecting designs from the Bar-
bara Bell well-planned, easy-to-
patterns. Interesting and
exclusive fashions for little chil-
dren and the difficult junior age;
slenderizing, well-cut patterns for
the mature figure; afternoon
dresses for the most particular
yvoung women and matrons and
patterns for special occa-
sions are all to be found In the
' Barbara Bell Pattern Book, Send

Send

copy.
Send your order to
Pattern

The Sewing
Dept., 247 W,
street. New York,
cents (in coins)
each.

) Bell Svndicate

The Four S s

The attributes of a great lady
may still be found in the rule of
the four S's-—sincerity, simplicity,
sympathy and serenity.—Emily
Post.

WNU Service,

TAKE NO CHANCES
USE ONLY GENVINE
O-CEPAR POLISH,
RESTORES LUSTRE
QUICKLY AND EASILY
ITS BEEN PROTECTING
FURNITURE AND
FLOORS FOR 28

DONT ACCEPT
SUBSTITUTES/

@dar

POLISH = MOPS »

PLEASE

ACCEPT

THIS fflapnstcer?

4-PIECE SILVER SET

for only
25¢ complete with
your purchase
of one can of

B. T. Babbitt’s
Nationally Known
Brand of Lye

This lovely pure silver-plated Set—knife,
fork, soup spoon and n in l.rinn-
cratie Empiro design is offered solely
get you to try the pure brands nfl
with 100 uses, ihown at right. Use lye
cleaning cl and fru:-n drain pipes,
for ' ner soap, for sweetening
swill, ete. You'll use no other Lye once
you've tried one of these brands,

How to Get Your Silver Set

rc your 4-piece Silver Set, merely
the band fmmycm of Lye shown
ll right, with 25¢ (to cover dling,
mailing, etc.) with your name and address

to B. T. Babbitt, Ine., Dit.“ ”
Fourth Ave., New York City. N.Y.Y

Set will roach rnu romptl polv-
You'll thank us nr th- &t and for
troducing these brands of Lye to you.

OFFER GOOD WITH ANY BRAND
SHOWN BELOW




