MIDLAND JOURNAL, RISING SUN, MD.

= e -

TRUE

BY THE

SUN

LIDA LARRIMORE

© Lida Larrimore,
WNU Service.

SYNOPSIF

Jim Fielding, onc 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
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,
a pretty 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, yvoung son of the fam-
ily and tells him how to reach the Vaughn's
estate, Approaching the house, Jim en-
counters a tomboyvish little girl, fishing. She
is startled and falls in the brook. Incensed
at first, she discovers she liked Jim and he
learns that she is Susan Vaughn. He dis.
covers Cecily is her older sister. He sees
Tommy, a vyouth of eighteen who imagines
he is in love with Dolly. Jim explains his
impecunious position to the MacPhersons.
They tell him that Mr. Vaughn is recover-
ing from a nervous breakdown and has been
A widower since Sue was a little ehild. 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 voung 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 MacPhersons he wants to stay
and assumes his duties as handyman.

CHAPTER I1l-Continued
ouilbon

Silence again, presently MacPher-
son asked hesitantly, *"Was there
nothing left—of your uncle's for-
tune?”’

“Very little. Only enough to take
care of Uncle James and Aunt Emi-
ly. Incredible, isn't it?"”

MacPherson did not reply at once.
Unconscious of the revealing ges-
ture, he polished his pipe against
his nose. He and his conscience
were grappling again. The strain
of the conflict was visible in his
lean face.

“Would vou like the job here?"
he asked at length. “I've the privi-
lege of engaging whoever I please.”

“Thank you,” Jim answered. ‘‘l
can’'t do that.”

“It's no easy job.
your wages, Fifteen
keep.”

“At that figure 1 should be over-
paid. No. I have definite plans for
the future.”

‘““As Bessie said, it would be
something,”” MacPherson continued.

“1 appreciate that,”” Jim's voice
was husky. He looked at his old
friend and smiled, a crooked smile
which did not reach his eyes.

“Well, do as vou think best.”
MacPherson's hand touchea Jim'’s
arm for a moment. *“If you want
to stay, you can have the job, 1
must see to the men now. Supper
in half an hour.”

You'd earn
dollars and

CHAPTER Ml

A plum - colored twilight lay
over ‘“"Meadowbrook.” Thunder-
heads were massed in the west blot-
ting out the sunset. Streaks of
saffron edged the churning billows
of clouds. Thunder rumbled at in-
tervals.

Jim, accompanied by the dog,
walked about the grounds at the
rear of the house. ‘‘Meadowbrook”
had an ordered appearance, he
thought, observing details with in-
terest. The barn and garage, the
low scattered out - buildings were
freshly painted, incredibly white in
the purple twilight. In the vard of
a tenant house beyond the barn a
child swung back and forth on a
cross-barred gate. An older boy in
blue dungarees followed the cows up
the lane from the pasture.

The place was not pretentious. It
was a glorified farm rather than an
estate, The flower gardens at either
side of the house were planted with
simple sturdy things, larkspur and
phlox, calendulas and poppies.
There was, as far as Jim could
see, only one small green-house.

MacPherson must have put his
pride in his pocket when he ac-
cepted the position here. He had,
obviously, little opportunity to use
his skill as a gardener. Jim re-
called the green-houses at ‘““White-
hall,”” the masses of roses and car-
nations, the orchids and gardenias
tended as carefully as infants.

Jim's eyes clouded thoughtfully.
It seemed so short a time since he
had wandered through the green-
houses at ““Whitehall,”” learning
from MacPherson the names of the
flowers and plants, learning geogra-
phy, too, and the customs of other
countries, cutting a bouquet of her
favorite Russian violets for Aunt
Emily, a dark red carnation for Un-
cle James to tuck in his coat lapel.
S0 short a time. The crash, Uncle
James’' illness, was like a dream.
Or perhaps ‘‘Whitehall” had been
a dream.

Jim's thoughts turned to the
Vaughns. He had a message for

Tommy. And he had promised to |

mend the fishing-rod. He would be

obliged to confide in MacPherson,
ask him for varnish and twine.

The Vaughns' handy-man! Jim
left the graveled path, walked along
the edge of a rose garden bordered
with box and across the lawn at the
foot of the terrace, his brief glimpse
into the private life of the Vaughns
gave him a rather clear idea of
what he'd have been in for if he
had followed Mrs. Mac's sugges-
tion. He'd have needed the tact of
a master diplomat, the strategy of
a Sherlock Holmes, the disciplin-
ary tactics of the United States ma-
rines. It seemed a great deal to ex-
pect for $15 a week,

And yet, it might be amusing to
stay—

What had inspired that idea?
Amazement brought Jim to a mo-
mentary standstill, He discovered,
surprisingly, that under his sur-
face preoccupations the thought had
remained in his mind, At least it
would be a change. He was so
everlastingly tired of his present
existence. Impulse and instinct were
in favor of the experiment. But he
was through with impulse, He was
going back to Long Island. He was
going to marry Lenore .

The reluctance he felt alarmed
him. Was no emotion permanent?
He'd been so terribly in love with
Lenore. How he had suffered when

she told him that she was going to |

Ames! Kay had
been a bridesmaid. She had given
him an agonizing account of the
wedding he had refused to attend.
He had suffered in brooding silence.
His noble grief had set him apart
from commonplace mortals. Tris-
tam and Isolde, Romeo and Juliet.
Jim and Lenore.

He had thought that Lenore was
the love of his life. What a state
he'd been in when he learned, two
years ago, that she was divorcing
Freddy Ames and returning to her
family in Roselyn. The sleepless
nights he'd spent then! Despair had
flavored with wormwood and gall
his bright anticipations. He couldn’t
ask her to marry him. He was no
longer his uncle’s heir.

And then it hadn’t mattered. The
first time he saw Lenore again he
realized that he did not love her,
She hadn’t changed disappointingly.
She was as lovely looking as when
he had first known her. The trage-
dy of an unhappy marriage had
given her a new wistful expression.
He simply did not love her. He
had realized, with astonishment and
poignant regret, that what he had
considered the love of a lifetime
was a boy’s infatuation . . .

Jim's aimless course had brought
him again to the drive. He walked
between the double line of oaks and
cedars down toward the bridge
across the stream. The plum-col-
ored dusk had deepened. The col-
lie pressed close against Jim's legs,
whimpering at recurring rumbles of
thunder. Jock was terrified in a
storm.

Jim was, at the moment, unaware
of the dog's Increasing fright, The
problem of his immediate future ab-
sorbed his attention. And yet it
wasn't a problemm. He was going to
marry Lenore. He knew that she
loved him. And he was fond of her.
Wasn’'t that enough?

The collie whimpered more sharp-
ly. The sound caught Jim's atten-
tion. He looked down. The dog
had squatied on his haunches and
was licking one of his front paws.

“What's the matter, old fellow?"”
he asked. He stooped to investi-
gate and found that Jock had
stepped on a horseshoe lving in the
grass at the edge of the drive. One
of the projectin®@@nails had pene-
trated into the soft part of the paw.
The Injury was not serious. Jim
gave the collie a reassuring pat
and straightened, the horseshoe in
his hand.

Here was luck! Jim examined the
horseshoe. It had been cast re-
cently, he thought, the iron had not
rusted; the nails were all there. The
shoe was small. It had been forged,
he surmised, for a riding-horse, a
lady’s horse, almost certainly.

A sound scattered Jim's straving
fancies, the unmistakable sound of
hoof beats on the graveled drive.
Cinderella in search of her slipper,
perhaps. He glanced down the
driveway and whistled softly, his
eyes lighting with pleasure.

The horse coming up the lane was
a chestnut mare, small, spirited,
beautifully proportioned. Jim loved
horses. He stood watching the
mare s approach in delight and ad-
miration.

As the horse drew nearer, his ex-
pression changed. The mare was
limping badly. He stepped out into
the lane, only vaguely conscious of
the fact that the rider was a girl.

She saw him and tightened the
reins. The mare came to a stop.

“What's the idea?” Jim asked
sternly.

An amazed exclamation was his
only reply. Jim scarcely glanced
at the rider. His concern was for
the animal. Jim glanced at the
horse’'s hoofs, ignoring the girl in
the saddle.

““l1 thought so!"” he exclaimed.
“She’s thrown a shoe. No wonder
she's limping!"”’

He looked at the girl directly. It
was then that he really saw her,
her long graceful legs in whipcord
jodhpurs, her bright hair bound with
a tortoise-shell bandeau, blown in
curling tendrils against her cheeks,
her sherry-colored eyes darkening
with anger. Good Lord! This was
“Cecily,”’ of course. He'd blown off
as though she'd been a stable-boy.
But she deserved it. What would
she say?

A flash of lightning streaked the
purple dusk. The horse quivered.
The collie whimpered softly,

The girl found her voice.

marry Frederic

“*Who are you?" she asked scorn-
fully. ““The National S. P, C. A.?”

Jim swore vehemently under his
breath. Spoiled brat! He'd be
damned if he would apologize.

“I can’t see a horse mistreated,”
he said, his voice quite as scornful
as hers. ‘‘It's none of my business,
of course, but freedom of speech is
the right of an American citizen."”

““And rudeness too, 1 suppose.”

How lovely she was! Jim disliked
her intensely but he was obliged to
admit that obvious fact. It was be-
ginning to rain.

“Here is your horse’s lost shoe,”
he said, extending the symbol of
good fortune. ‘I found it at the
side of the drive."”

She took the horse-shoe from him.
For a moment their fingers touched,
The rain was falling faster. Drops
of moisture glittered on her lashes
and in her short curling hair. Her
features were exqguisite. Her skin
was the tawny pink and gold of an
apricot in the sun.

“Thank you,” she said disdain-
fully. Her hand, a slender hand
with coral tipped nails, emerged
from a pocket in her blouse. A
coin spun through the air, fell on
the drive at his feet. She glanced at
him mockingly and flicked the leath-
er tip of her crop. "“If you care to
know,”” she said, “I'd just discov-
ered ‘Lady’' had lost a shoe, and
vvas bringing her back.” The mare
turned and went on up the road.

Jim picked up the coin at his
feet. It was a quarter, the form
and substance of her retaliation.
she had meant to be insulting., He

““No Wonder She’s Limping!”

deserved it, of course. She had
spirit and she rode superbly. Those
facts, too, he was obliged to admit,

His rage softened, dissolved, was
gone. He realized, then, how very
angry he'd been. It was stimulat-
Ing to let go. He ran up the drive,
delighting in the breaking fury of
the storm, in the feeling of being
alive again. He'd been a vegetable
for so long. Why must he return
to Long Island? Why couldn’'t he
stay?

The idea was exciting.
into the cottage.

MacPherson glanced up from a
newspaper.

“You've been in the storm, lad,”
he said. “I'll wager you're wet to
the skin.”

Jim proceeded directly to the mat-
ter nearest his heart,

He burst

“Will you let me have a try at |

the job?"” he demanded. He flipped
the quarter into the air and caught

1t as it fell,
MacPherson shot him a quizzical |

glance from under his shaggy
brows,

“What made you change your
mind?'" he asked. The boy had
been up to something, he thought.
Could it have been that—He'd heard
Miss Cecily's horse clattering up
the drive a few minutes ago—His
pipe moved in an upward direc-
tion, paused, returned to the arm of
the chair.

““The job is yours,”” he said. “Go
up and change into some of my
clothes. Supper is just

ready."”

“Meadowbrook,”” during the first
two weeks of Jim's servitude, was
ruled by an invisible master. Thom-
as Huntley Vaughn, senior, conva-
lescing from a nervous breakdown,
was confined to his room. All that
Jim knew of his employer was an
impatient voice calling from the
second floor, a bell buzzing inces-
santly, the irritated promptness
with which the trained nurse an-
swered any summons from the in-
valid’'s room, Miss Parker's nerv-
ous anxiety and repeated requests
for silence,

Jim's duties were varied and, at
times, confusing. He swept the ter-
race and the verandas in the morn-
ing and brought up the mail from

the rural delivery box at the end of |

the drive. He drove to the village
with marketing lists and washed the
cars and picked vegetables in the
garden. He assisted MacPherson
about the grounds, learned to trim
a hedge and spray for beetles and
make neat edges along the borders
of the lawn,

He enjoyed working out of doors,
though he was frequently humili-
ated by his lack of skill and amazed
at the intricacies involved in achiev-
ing apparently simple results. There
was, he learned, a right and a
wrong way to train a vine against a
wall, to roll a tennis court, to thin
and transplant a bed of tulips. Mac-
Pherson insisted upon the right way

| snapped,

about |
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in every instance. He was a kindly
but exacting superior and showed
Jim no favoritism beyond a sympa-
thetic patience with his blunders
and an occasional word of encour-
agement.

“You're learning, lad,”” he said
one afternoon, inspecting with ap-
proval the transplanted tulips.

But there were countless difficul-
ties. MacPherson’s authority, un-
fortunately, stopped short at the
house and it was with the domestic
arrangements that Jim was largely
concerned. Life in the rambling
stone house presented a marked
contrast to the ordered routine of
the farm.

Miss Parker, he learned, was,
technically, Susan’s governess. She
was, at the moment, acting as
housekeeper as well. She did her
best to keep things running smooth-
ly but her best was far from ade-
quate. Tommy was difficult. Susan
was a grubby little savage. Nora,
the cook, disliked the country. Rose,
the maid, a girl from the village
engaged for the summer, was in-
volved in a flirtation with one of
the farmer’s assistants and careless
about her work. Miss Jones, the
trained nurse, was supercilious and
sensitive and demanded a great
deal of service.

It was into this maelstrom of con-
flicting personalities that MacPher-
son delivered Jim. Nora summed
up his dilemma the first time he
entered the kitchen with a basket of
vegetables from the garden.

“So you're the new man.” she
sald, her bright blue eyes regard-
iIng him with interest and a sort of
acid compassion.
have mercy on vou!"”

He soon discovered that Nora,
with reason, had invoked Divine as-
gistance in his behalf.

""Nice people!” he remarked, talk-
iIng over his first day on the job
with the MacPhersons at supper. “I
feel as though I've been in a night-
mare most of the afternoon, Miss
Parker gave me the marketing list
so late that when I got back from
the village the cook hadn’t time to
do the roast and was obliged to re-
sort to salmon salad which, accord-
ing to her own sworn statement,
gives the nurse indigestion.’

“I should think so!’”’ Mrs. Mac-
Pherson remarked, serving stewed
chicken and dumplings with an air
of complacency not unmixed with
scorn. “'‘Salmon out of a can!”

“The cook threatened to leave,
of course,” Jim continued, “and
was pacified only when Miss Parker
made me promise to drive her in to
the movies tonight.

“Susan fell off the roof of the
barn,”” Jim continued between
soothing attacks on the dumplings.
“"Tommy had an accident with the
station-wagon last night. Are such
things daily occurrences or were
they arranged especially to make
me feel at home?"”

“They want taking in hand,’” Mrs.
MacPherson said crisply, obviously
referring to the Vaughns., ‘‘Disci-
pline! That Miss Parker is no more
than a fly in a hail-storm!”’

MacPherson made no attempt to
deny the statement. The conver-
sation veered, momentarily, from
the Vaughns. Half way through the
cherry cobbler, however, Jim asked
a question,

“Isn’t there another Vaughn?' he
inquired casually, “I thought you
mentioned an older daughter.”

MacPherson glanced at him
quickly but Jim, with a bland and
Innocent expression, was pouring
cream on the cobbler,

“Cecily,”” Mrs. MacPherson re-
plied. *‘‘She’s visiting friends."

"“You see!”” MacPherson appealed
to Jim. ‘‘Sees all: knows all. Where
I8 Miss Cecily, Bessie?"”

“Cape May,”” Mrs. MacPherson
justifying her husband’s
humorously expressed opinion of his
wife. “It's a house-party,’ she add-

' ed,

The house-party at Cape May ex-
tended well into Jim's second week
at ""Meadowbrook.”” The girl he had
met in the drive was Cecily, He
was sure of that. There were pho-
tographs of her scattered about the
lower floor of the house.

The painting above the fireplace
was more vivid. The artist had cap-
tured a suggestion of her coloring,
the apricot bloom of her skin, her
sherry colored eyes, her bright
curling hair. But the artist had giv-
en her a gentle dreamy expression.
Gentle expressions were charming,
no doubt, and indicated a pleasant
disposition, but Jim, when he
glanced at the portrait, recalled the
scornful glint in the red-brown eyes,
the arrogant tilt of the rounded chin.

The house-party was a break for
him, Jim reflected. If Cecily had
discovered him filling wood-boxes
the day after the encounter in the

- drive she would, no doubt, have or-
' dered him off the place. By the time
| she

returned, he reasoned, she
would have forgotten the incident.
He learned, by devious means. a

' few scattered facts about Cecily.

She dominated the household.
“*Since Miss Cecily isn't here, I sup-
pose we can have corned-beef hash
for luncheon,'”” he heard Miss Park-
er remark to Nora as he waited,
respectfully, hat in hand, to drive
her to the village.

Cecily was popular. The telephone
rang and cars filled with young peo-
ple raced in and out of the drive.
A large portion of the mail each
day was addressed to her.

Cecily was interested in someone
who did not meet with her father's
approval. He could scarcely avoid
hearing snatches of a conversation
between Miss Parker and a friend
from a neighboring estate.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

“Well, the Lord |

Pattern 5247

This sturdy pair, dressed in
their ‘‘Sunday best,”” are sure to
walk right into the heart of some
wee tot. You'll have fun, too, mak-
ing both the dolls and their bright
finery, 'specially if your scrap bag
furnishes you with gay odds and
ends, Hair and features are done
with a few simple embroidery
stitches. Grand indeed for gifts

One at a Time

The famous De Witt, one of the
greatest statesmen of the age in
which he lived, being asked by a
friend how he was able to des-
patch that multitude of affairs in
which he was engaged, replied that
his whole art consisted in doing
one thing at once.

“1f,”" says he, ‘I have any nec-
essary despatches to make, 1
think of nothing else until those
are finished; if any domestic af-
fairs require my attention, I give
myself up wholly to them until

are Sambo of the checkered over-
alls, and Mammy, in apron and
kerchief, In pattern 5247 you will
find a transfer pattern for a doll
about 14 inches high; patterns for
making the clothes; directions for
making doll and clothes; materi-
al requirements.

To obtain this pattern send 18
cents in stamps or coins (coins
preferred) to The Sewing Circle
Household Arts Dept., 259 W,
Fourteenth St., New York, N. Y.

Write plainly your name, ad-
dress and pattern number.

Beware Coughs
from common colds

That Hang On

No matter how many medicines
you have tried for your cough, ches$
cold or bronchial irritation, you can
geell:_1 relief now with Creom

ous trouble may be bre
you cannot afford to take a chance
with anything less than Creomul«
sion, which goes right to the sea$
of the trouble to aid nature to
soothe and heal the inflamed meme
branes as the germ-laden phlegm
1s loosened and expelled.

Even if other remedies have
failed, don't be discouraged, your
druggist is authorized to guarantee
Creomulsion and to refund your
money if you are not satisfled with
results from the very first bottle,
Get Creomulsion right now. (Adv.)

HAND KNITTING

YARNS

NOW OFFERED DIRECT FROM ‘l'a
FACTORY AT MONEY-SAVING PRIC
Write today—a00 Free Samples

they are set in order.”

| CRESCENT YARNS, A-6, Torresdale Ave., Phila., Pa.
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a Cold

1. Toke 2 BAYER ASPIRIN £
fablets and drink a full 558
glass of water. Repeat

treatment in 2 hours.

2. If throat is sore, crush
and stir 3 BAYER ASPIRIN
tablets in 14 glass of waler.
Gargle twice. This eases
throa! rowness and sore-
ness almost instantly,

Get Quick-Acting, Quick-Dissolving

Bayer Aspirin.

The modern way to
ease a cold is this:
Two Bayer Aspirin
tablets the moment
you feel a cold com-
ing on. Then repeat, if neces-
sary, according to instructions
in the box,
At the same time, if you have
a sore throat, crush and dis-
solve three BAYER tablets in
one-third glass of water. And
gargle with this mixture twice.
The Bayer Aspirin you take
internally will act to combat
the fever and pains which
usually accompany colds. The
gargle will provide almost in-
stant relief from rawness and
pain, acting like a local anes-
thetic on the irritated mem-
brane of your throat.

Take 2 Tablets

Try this way. Your doctor,
we know, will endorse it. For it
is a quick, effective means of
combating a cold. Ask for
Bayer Aspirin by the full name
at your druggist’s — not for
“aspirin” alone.

lsc FOR A DOZEN
2 FULL DOZEN FOR 25¢

VIRTUALLY 1c A TABLET

SUBURBAN HEIGHTS By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

FRED PERLEY THREW THE ANNUAL RUMMAGE SALE
INTO CONFUSION WHEN HE DISCOVERED THAT THE LADY
WHO HAD COME AROUND COLLECTING FOR If HAD SOMEHOW

INCLUDED HIS DRESS SUIT WHICH HE HAD LEFY
CLEANERS

™E HALL READY FOR “THE
(Copyright, 1887 by The Bell Byndicats, Ine )
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