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SYNOPSIS

her escort, Johnnie Boyd, on the way

home from a party, slaps him, and at- l confidence.’

tracts the attention of a policeman, [ *No, he'd just disapprove and be
whom the boy knpcks down. As he ar- | stern,” she said. “‘He's always been

rests him, Professor Brace of Harvard

comes to the rescue and drives Barbara | pretty strict with himself, and with
home. On the way they see Barbara's | g too. He keeps telling me how
father driving cti is | . ¢ o |
ather driving from the direction of his girls behaved when he was young! |
“It wasn't a bad way to behave!’
She laughed. *“I'll bet as many
girls were kissed in buggies then as |
e N .. | in automobiles now. Turn here. Our
I'll have to admit,” Brace said, l‘muse is two blocks ahead.” And

office,
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-

“that you played the game! But if | then she exclaimed: *“That must be
| father just turning into our drive!

: . .o | He drove awfully slowly, didn't |
your friends? Loyalty misplaced is he? Switch off your lights. Stop in |

the street, and we’ll wait till he has |

you're going to be so loyal, shouldn’t
you be specially careful in choosing

pretty treacherous.”
“Johnny always has behaved him- "
self before. I don't care much for go;;e;o bed.

are certain things you do when
you're on the deb list, you know.
Mother wanted me to have one sea-
son of it,"’ replied Barbara,

“Big dance at the Somerset, stag
lines, all that sort of thing?' His

heard steps on gravel

’gested. “‘why not .tell your tather |
about this scrape tonight? I expect |
Barbara Sentry, seeking to sober up [ he'd like to teel that he had your

. - ool topped in front of the |
ktails ¢ : h
cocktails and wild parties; but there house, hidden behind a high hedge,

and Professor Brace stilled the en-
gine. In the sudden silence they |

“He’s coming back from the ga- |
| rage,” she whispered; and a mo- |

| taking it with a severe serious

Phil, a Junior lew
closer to Mrs. Ser
| his sisters, apt tc
| her pride, her hig
. « Mrs, Sentry re
| Barbara, the your
like a stranger in the family. Only
between Barb and Phil, both

gift for laughter, was
| abiding symp: I\
wondered—lyin
their other childrer
| like if there had bee ¢

of course there could not

»nsity as he leaned close to the
rror, his jaw depressed to draw
his upper lip taut, holding his mus-
tache flat with one finger while with

grimaces he trimmed its rag-

man}
ged edges.

He nodded, and put on coat and
stowed odds and ends in his
pocke said, ""Well, ready?"

She felt tautness in him, a need
for reassurance. “You look about
twenty-five,”” she told him dutifully.
“Not a day older than Mary. You
ke me feel as though I had four
dren instead of three!'"” He
led; and she thought she had
ucceeded in putting him in better
10r for the day. She had always
stered praise to him like a
. skillfully.
use was old, of brick, four-
square, a French roof, the
slopes broken by gables that ad-
mitied light to the servants’ quar-

vest,
ts

in front, and there were
along the lot line on ejthey side, (y,
side, the house was a5 had beg
built, save for the English vy why
cloaked the walls; but inside
were changes. Arthur'y p -
when she was mistresg "
torn out walls, installed bathr

ed again and again,

and Mrs. Sentry entered the gjni
room; rose punctiliously t
them. She was a tall, lovely gi
her cheeks a little holloweq g aat
her cheekbones and the line of hep
jaw showed firmly; ang her eyey
were apt to be grave, even whey
she smiled. She wore thig morning
a suit of blue-gray homespun, apg
her father, secing this, commentsg:

“Looks as though you're dresseq
for business."

She nodded. “‘Yes» she agresd,
“I'm going to the hospital.” ghe
spent part of every day there ag

tients, learning something of nypy
ing and medicine in the process,
The hospital was Mrs, Sentry's pefl
charity; but Neil Ray, rather thy
her mother, was responsible for thy
fact that Mary's interests wers thu
directed. Neil was studying medi."
cine, planning to follow his father
as a medical missionary in Ching; "

dressing-rooms, closets; Tedecory),

Mary was at the taple When )y =

volunteer, tending convalescent p.

and he wanted Mary to marry him,
“I told him,” she confessed f
her mother the night he proposed

ment later: “There! He's opened |
the front door!' Light shone out.|
then was dark as the door closed |

tone was derisive.
“No, I just had a luncheon at

!r];:g::%s, :fln"::lthfll;csir fa::::ljilje::'o”fz:s: | ag;{in. .'..WQ‘ll wailt until he's gone up- | her, "_that I was n.o kind of wife '
March.” stairs,” she directed. *“Do 'you | any kind of missionary!” Yet s |
“Well, there's some sense to | Mind?” . had thereafter plunged into ti
that.” He did not mind. He asked where | work, as though thus she might 4 :
She laughed faintly. “Oh, we're Johnr.y lived, Ihow to get clqthes to serve him. That was months ags I
really a pretty sensible family,"” she | take hin for his appearance in cpurt | Mrs. Sentry had spoken her min ‘
assured him. *“Perfectly respecta- | ' the morning. She'gave hm‘! the | to Mary, with the frankness up
ble, honestly.” There was amuse- [ number < of Johnny's dcrmz;ory which she prided herself. “Ridi
ment in her tones. “‘Of course we're | F00M- But probab]y B ¢ of, his | lous!™ she said. “To go way offt
in trade. Father and his fmher‘room-mates will do it,” she pug- China! And preposterous for him !
and grandfather before him. Fruit | g:;sled. Then an upstairs light came : lt.;tuiort:el;gn;ii}t';}lrseﬂ! You'lve"
ang }?Imtfs-t Olrangos“fror:u Fl::;:; | “‘There!' she said. *‘Father’s un- yBut the only res?zl{ozfng :
i:rv. dt?‘nin;(:1 Suni:::)qmif ay pitr;: but | dressing. He must have gone to the had been to awaken in Mary a ¢ |
at least we're wholesale. That's k,lmhen ’PF s'f:nmothmg before he fensive and antagonistie attitud I
something, isn't it?"’ . “cnt_upsta:rs. And when prosent?y make her increasing!y critical 1
He chuckled. “Everything, 1 e light went out, “Now he's in ward them all. Thus she said h
should say.” And she exclaimed tri- | 2¢4'" She opened the car door. Mr. Sentry now:
;nnpln:;hyI "'I‘ho;o I knew you _You've really been awfully kind. “And speaking of hospitals
y E . ’ . " g Thanks a lot.” She extended her | “You Find So M: Objectionable Ti ra g ” ) i
could laugh if you tried! -y | 0 n any jectionable Things About Me Lately, Mother! look ta’ththougg yoti) ought t&eho : 0
" it seems : : ' one, father. Been burnin
|in|:-mftnrua S;:i(\rqu;nsz‘ll::sea a‘:::;; fcf He sald: “See here, Miss Sentry. | had, so i oy Ward appearances | ters and storage rooms on the up- | dle at both ends?" . Lc
drunken parties—"" . ‘.\rlny_l drop in, one of thess days? | were ‘r:| .,sum ed, given A *|per Hoor. It had been built by Ar- “Had a bad night,” he exp ks
“Oh, don’t be so worthy! Besides I'd like to know you better. | that (j.d offense readi ough. “At | thur's grandfather, in what was “Lay awake, fighting to get to slee h
Ak g ) v Johnny's | Her eves twinkled. ‘‘Then you | least,” she told him icily, that day a | at that time open country; but now | for hours.” I
it WA § & d”mk,m pa':_'ty, Johnny's | don’t think I'm hopeless?" ' few weeks before Barbara was born | it was crowded among ot};f‘rs most Dl.“You s(i 't look sl "
rm}‘{tosLl.:‘.l;?r',::;;&lﬁ:t. *I know his [ He chuckled. “Maybe I can re- | when he came to her in contrite con- | of them of a later period.' al"id re- comrzgnte?!n in Oaﬂ dr;ﬂ» 8!
v : ot ST | form you!" fession, “‘there has been no scandal. | tained only a na “You y
‘I{]l?tdi ::(;ltth;nm \:Ln ltl‘all;‘s;irrllsglt‘}toaylo:ugﬁ 'Do come. Sunday evening?" | I could not forgive a scandal. So, | and garden, w :]:hr;i:::na;((:? ;rt;:r‘:?: ;2nei:h0u:;louycllz?‘k naesrveu:m-';n ‘I' S
L ¢ ow " . | si ne knows h 0 et s 2 "
around with. You're a—new breed mﬂ'ﬁl;'fl.nks' S .. Qv : “!2;‘01?2 (‘n:i\ p e r\ " "l,‘\\}::l _q"";;ﬁ;r‘:ﬁg,{':dihedregr. sh_ot."" She smiled. "Pl't:l:vlt?tilzr '
E:\ me."” He looked at her dl'roctly. | Their hands clasped. He started | tioned again between G - |rnr'n"1t = 1 - red be- | erish,” she 'f'uggested. ‘Stick ¢
1 :'n::nr- from a .smull f'ln!d-“ostern the car and drove away; and Bar-. | forgiveness. na all: g ..-f. ;!-.:\].-,‘1- -:nstr}]r € across | your tongue!
town,” he rxplmr\'nd. .I"“!k"f were bara, walking for silence's sake on | the surface. Yet th pergola .'_{ i3;"L‘k 'nd ¢ . wa_s - £ Mrs. S?ntry s‘aid‘in s dy e |
church people. We didn’t drink, or the turf beside the gravel drive, | preserve the ou : : poe ('f-‘llI't ‘b- jltsbfme behlr{d Mary,.lm beginning to object o
—dance much, or play cards. Of went toward the house. to sleep in beds side ‘.““\ll'ln'-kL']b 'yhArthurs this ?lmical atmosphere in br
course, I know the standards I I She wondered why her father had | that not even the . .Cl:t"lill‘lj(‘ td ‘f“ Edt e water | home."” 1
learned as a youngster are old-fash- | been downtown so late tonight; won- | knew . . . Mrs. o ton or 4 ,U‘] — Rho,do' “You find so many objectionab |
loned now. But—what have you put dered what time it was; looked at | this morning th: i K Welve feet high | things about me lately, mother! S
in place of them? What are you her wateh. | erance had been 4 the house from the street (TO BE CONTINUED) r
like? Girls your age, I mean? Your- It was quarter of one. | had always been g ‘
self, and the girls you know?" ) were serene as 1
“We're a pretty decent lot,” she | Mrs. Sentry, Barbara's mother, | now . . . Peasants of Poland Lil{e Their COlOl’.' P
assured him. “The people ten years | roused when her husband turned on She rose, leaving Arthur abed: w . . .
older than us d’d‘ run wild; but the | ¢ light in their bedroom and got | but while she - omen Wear Mlxture' of Brlght nade W
K“;S I know don 2 Pd“”ik too much, | jnto his bed beside hers. She did | heard him stirrin;
and they're level-headed and re- | o Wi * just as rsily. | “Thought vou mich In e b : : H
sponsible. My older sister works ﬂr:l\-?rl_\l-{hufgkea'nn;l;hlt.kﬁtg;ﬁ\;f”}'! ll}h-l:.-.;;_'\l--‘]x” ] o or the world has | sleeves, sometimes gayly embn ar
every day in the hospital. She's go- | *Of course! Perfect!" “Do well last night? Haxw J] f ]I: >]::_mﬂde less | ered. : y 10’
ing to marry a doctor and be a med- | v ywhat time is it?" game?" Phe snbader 8 ish country- The Huculs run lolbrlzht E
ical missionary. Mother does a lot | "Quarter past eleven,” he said “Didn't hold any cards” T still hold their ,“.hoel gt ?"'h”“h would b‘:' considered .-.- |
of club work, things like that. We're | 4ng she heard the rustling of the | Thursday R - rd n II,‘.I__rIj:-I.wc of honor, | it compared with those of Lo . .
the sort of family that doesn't get paper as he began to read. She |nature of a tournament ¢ dgon;. the garb of 75 | A unique featt:lre is that thf
into the society columns very much. thought sleepily that he wa: home | bers being played after dinnes -t - “ asants. wear aprons instead of s - h
We don't telephone the editor every early. He always dined at the Club | referred to {hie as he expl . " Mmain groups of | apron fore and angther aft. . ra
lime we have people to dinner. But | o Thursday evenings, with bridge | now: “They finished us off by hatp | 1 f et 0 Poland.  The | sult is a close fitting garment O
we're all right. Doing our jobs, be- before and after dinner: but usually | past ten. I hung a; d ‘. .‘; ’ Lowicz -'s.' " Iw 'n and around plenty of looseness for l'ldfﬂn X .
having ourselas.” he was later than that in cor ng | minutes, and then “1:_,‘ st - o ._.l__l '¢ southeastern | mountain climbing. A.ndm
She hesitated, laughed a little. “I | home. He was still reading when  home."” He ad § Sals ro s 0ng the Huculs. | ing considered by stylists for '
don’t know why I'm telling yvou the | she drifted back to sleep. your package fr . 1 : .':".‘ '-‘-_h\‘ found among | wear as a variation on the coul to
story of my life—excepf that I sort When Nellie knocked on the door They delivered it : i e vie ‘_’--”\"“Pane district | that have recently been the rag v
of want you to--well, to not be 50 | at seven next morning, Mrs. Sentry | but I left it o CLCSia, notes a writer | The sleeveless lambskin ¢ pus
sure I'm just a crazy kid." had been some time awake, plan. | office.” “ : g t News. worn by these women also & ;
He said: *I don't! I did at first, | ning her day. The steamstress in “It doesn't matter " eha ; 4 ‘Iris are made from the | adapted for winter sports.
naturally; but I can see you're—not | the forenoon, lunch at Mrs Furness’ { g s V wool, showing wide usually are made with the W .
as bad as I thought." He smiled. “I | to hear Miss Glen speak, dinner s S o fange and canary yel- | in, and the outer skin embroicé
suppose yours is what we t!lin!( of | at home this evening. Mr Sentry | dered why she went ¢ \.".\.‘ s oo ‘ating with narrow strips | in gay colors. They give plend e
as a 'I.“lm- nld. Boston family." Your | did not rouse at Nellie's knock: | to reassure him, r zed th 'u'; : Wns, violet and | free arm play and keep the fon Dee
father's turning at 'the next corner. | and }Irs Sentry saw that he lay on | was something e apt n - : rich chocolate hues, deep | toasty warm. Hucul women 1
Shall I follow him?" Ihll side, his back toward her: and | his tone, as though he we; o %% Breen and rose. Byt vellow | them all winter in the icy M d
“Let him go,” Barbara directed. | she noticed with a faint jealous re- | what she would say ~=118 10 prevail, 3 yellow as radi- | tain blasts. o
“We'll take the next turn. Yes, I | sentment of his continued youthful. riedly, “Who did voy = as the California poppy. The ——————
suppose we are. I never thought | ness that his tumbled dark hair was “Dean Hare,” he ¢ s straight from the Pulli a Jinrikishs d |

much about it. My sister and I do | not yet thin even on the top of his
the usual things. Of course my | head. They had been married al-

Carl Bettle and Bob Floo
| She came into his 4

the women weave
see through their

Pulling a jinrikisha is no e
The coolies start in the

brother’s in Yale instead of Har- | most thirty years. The children, hersel! ready for om, | door 18 ow fi hi hardy,
vard, but the Sentrys have been fbabiu so short a time ago, were watched - ey e i 8 ol A s look ffkeﬂ?ar?-z:;gr:; small boys. Wi”;:: pace i
Yale for a good many generations. | young men and women now. Mary, | hair, trim his mustac _e‘ ,‘ - Pes on the landscape o P gy Sy h' continual %
And mother and father—" |80 like Mrs. Sentry herself, ab- | time you BEVE with mhae N 8 ‘ese women wear eloge Atk Whole day. B“tdtle gs makes |
"By the way,"” the professor sug- | sorbed in her work at the Hospital, | you?" she said, amuseq 1. ts h ntal stripes .:: ::itm;;h;;:!;li uu: the
i weed 4% Q13 In - »

whita lim ki
i€ Lnen blouses have loose

worn out.




