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SYNOPSIS

B arb ara  Sentry, seeking to sober up 
n e r escort, Johnnie Boyd, on the way 
hom e from  a party , slaps him . and a t­
trac ts  the a ttention  of a policem an, 
whom the boy kiwcks down. As he a r ­
re s ts  him , P rofessor B race  of H arv ard  
com es to the rescue and drives B a rb ara  
home. On the w ay they see B a rb a ra 's  
fa th e r driving from  the direction of his 
office.

C H A P T E R  I —Continued 
— 2—

“I ’ll have to adm it,” Brace said, 
"that you played the game! But if 
you’re going to be so loyal, shouldn’t 
you be specially careful in choosing 
your friends? Loyalty misplaced is 
pretty  treacherous.”

‘‘Johnny always has behaved him ­
self before. I don’t care much for 
cocktails and wild parties; but there 
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 B arbara.

"Big dance at the Somerset, stag 
lines, all that sort of thing?” His 
tone was derisive.

"No, I just had a luncheon at 
home. F a th e r’s and m other’s 
friends, and their families. Last 
M arch.”

"Well, there 's some sense to 
tha t.”

She laughed faintly. "Oh, we’re 
really a pretty sensible fam ily,” she 
assured him. "Perfectly  respecta­
ble, honestly.” There was am use­
ment in her tones. "Of course we’re 
in trade. F ather and his father 
and grandfather before him. F ru it 
and things. Oranges from Florida 
and all that. I suppose you profes­
sors think business is a pity; but 
at least we’re wholesale. That’s 
something, isn 't it? ”

He chuckled. "Everything, I 
should say .” And she exclaimed tr i­
umphantly. "There. I knew you 
could laugh if you tried !”

"But it seems such a waste of 
tim e for a girl to chase around to 
drunken parties—”

"Oh, don’t be so worthy! Besides, 
it wasn’t a drunken party. Johnny's 
foot slipped, that's  all.”

He said thoughtfully: "I know his 
kind; see them in class right along. 
But I don’t know the girls they run 
around with. You're a—new breed 
to m e.” He looked at her directly.
"I come from a sm all mid-Western 
town.” he explained. “Folks were 
church people. We didn’t drink, or 
—dance much, or play cards. Of 
course, I know the standards I 
learned as a youngster are old-fash­
ioned now. But—what have you put 
in place of them? What are you 
like? Girls your age, I mean? Your­
self, and the girls you know?”

"W e're a pretty decent lot,” she 
assured him. "The people ten years 
older than us did run wild; but the 
girls 1 know don't drink too much, 
and they’re level-headed and re ­
sponsible. My older sister works 
every day in the hospital. She's go­
ing to m arry  a doctor and be a m ed­
ical missionary. Mother does a lot 
of club work, things like that. We’re 
the sort of family that doesn’t get 
into the society columns very much.
We don’t telephone the editor every 
time we have people to dinner. But 
we're all right. Doing our jobs, be­
having curcakuu..”

She hesitated, laughed a little. "I 
don't know why I'm  telling you the 
story of my life—except that I sort 
of want you to—well, to not be so 
sure I’m just a crazy kid.”

He said: " I  don't! I did at first, 
naturally; but I can see you're—not 
as bad as I thought." He smiled. "I 
suppose yours is what we think of 
as a 'fine old Boston fam ily.' Your 
father’s turning at the next corner.
Shall I follow him ?”

“Let him go," Barbara directed. 
"W e'll take the next turn. Yes. I 
suppose we are. I never thought 
much about it. My sister and I do 
the usual things. Of course my 
brother s In Yale Instead of Har­
vard, but the Sentrys have been 
Yale for a good many generations.
And m other and father—”

"B y  the way,”  the professor sug­

gested, "why not tell your father 
about this scrape tonight? I expect 
he’d like to feel that he had your 
confidence.”

"No, he'd just disapprove and be 
stern,” she said. “He’s always been 
pretty strict with himself, and with 
us too. He keeps telling me how 
girls behaved when he was young!”

“It w asn't a bad way to behave!”
She laughed. "ITl bet as many 

girls were kissed in buggies then as 
in automobiles now. Turn here. Our 
house is two blocks ahead.” And 
then she exclaimed: "That must be 
father just turning into our drive! 
He drove awfully slowly, didn’t 
he? Switch off your lights. Stop in 
the street, and we’ll wait till he has 
gone to bed.”

They stopped in front of the 
house, hidden behind a high hedge, 
and Professor Brace stilled the en­
gine. In the sudden silence they 
heard steps on gravel.

"H e’s coming back from the ga­
rage ,” she whispered; and a mo­
m ent la ter: "There! He’s opened 
the front door!” Light shone out, 
then was dark as the door closed 
again. ‘‘We’ll wait until he’s gone up­
sta irs ,” she directed. "Do you 
m ind?”

He did not mind. He asked where 
Johnny lived, how to get clothes to 
take hinl for his appearance in epurt 
in the morning. She gave him the 
number of Johnny’s dormitory
room. "But probably one of his 
room-mates will do it,” she sug­
gested. Then an upstairs light came 
on.

"T here!” she said. “F ather’s un­
dressing. He must have gone to the 
kitchen for something before he 
went upstairs.” And when presently 
the light went out, “Now he's in 
bed!” She opened the car door. 
“You’ve really been awfully kind. 
Thanks a lot.” She extended her 
hand.

He said: “See here, Miss Sentry. 
May I drop in, one of these days? 
I'd  like to know you better.”

Her eyes twinkled. "Then you 
don’t think I’m hopeless?”

He chuckled. "Maybe I can re ­
form you!”

"Do come. Sunday evening?”
“Thanks. Count on me. Good­

night!”
Their hands clasped. He started 

the car and drove away; and Bar­
bara, walking for silence’s sake on 
the tu rf beside the gravel drive, 
went toward the house.

She wondered why her father had 
been downtown so late tonight; won­
dered what time it was; looked at 
her watch.

It was quarter of one.

Mrs. Sentry. B arbara’s mother, 
roused when her husband turned on 
the light in their bedroom and got 
into his bed beside hers. She did 
not fully wake; just asked drowsily, 
“ Everything all right, Arthur?”

"Of course! Perfect!”
“What time is it?”
"Q uarter past eleven,” he said, 

and she heard the rustling of the 
paper as he began to read. She 
thought sleepily that he wa? home 
early. He always dined at the Club 
on Thursday evenings, with bridge 
before and after dinner; but usually 
he was later than that in coming 
home. He was still reading when 
she drifted back to sleep.

When Nellie knocked on the door 
a t seven next morning. Mrs. Sentry 
had been some time awake, plan­
ning her day. The steam stress in 
the forenoon, lunch at Mrs Furness' 
to hear Miss Glen speak, dinner 
at home this evening.

taking it with a severe seriousness.
Phil, a Junior at New Haven, 

closer to Mrs. Sentry than either of 
his sisters, apt to tease her about 
her pride, her high head. Barbara
. . . Mrs. Sentry reflected now that 
Barbara, the youngest, was almost 
like a stranger in the family. Only 
between Barb and Phil, both with a 
gift for laughter, was there close 
abiding sympathy. Mrs. Sentry 
wondered—lying half asleep—what 
their other children would have been 
like if there had been others. But 
of course there could not be.

I tensity as he leaned close to the
’ mirror, his jaw depressed to draw 
I his upper lip taut, holding his m us­

tache flat with one finger while with 
many grimaces he trimmed its rag- 

i ged edges.
He nodded, and put on coat and 

vest, stowed odds and ends in his 
pockets, 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 
make me feel as though I had four 
children instead of th ree!” He 
smiled; and she thought she had 
succeeded in putting him in better 
humor for the day. She had always 
administered praise to him like a 
medicine, skillfully.

The house was old, of brick, four­
square, with a French roof, the 
slopes broken by gables that ad­
mitted light to the servants’ quar-She

« « « ¡ J _______
"You Find So Many Objectionable Things About Me Lately, M other!”

in front, and there were m  
along the lot line on either,id.^" 
side, the house was as it had 
built, save for the English in , 5"’ ■ 
cloaked the walls; b!t i i 7 e tf* i 
were changes. Arthur's J ? 0 ‘ 
when she was mistress here h - 
torn out walls, installed bathr^ ’ 
dressing-rooms, closets; r e d S j  
ed again and again.

M ary was at the table when u
roomMr rnSentry 601616(1 016 tho'
room, rose punctiliously to er»i fool them, fh e  was a U l l / o v e ^ l S S
he r Ph C£h 3 1Ut e h° n0We(1 Wa,t|<rf 
her cheekbones and the line of he «eh 
jaw  showed firmly; and her eve. , tol 
were apt to be grave, even wh 
she smiled She wore this month” |
h e r“/  th blue'gray homespun, an 
her father, seeing this, comment«* 1 

Looks as though you're dressed 
for business.”

She nodded "Yes." she agreed. ‘
I m  going to the hospital." She 

spent part of every day there as, 
volunteer, tending convalescent pi. 
tients, learning something of nui» 
mg and medicine in the procesi 
The hospital was Mrs. Sentry’s pel 
charity ; but Neil Ray, rather thaj 
her mother, was responsible for the 
fact that M ary’s interests were thui 
directed. Neil was studying medi­
cine. planning to follow his lathe; 
as a medical missionary in China;' 
and he wanted Mary to marry him, I- 

"I told him,” she confessed to iJW  
her m other the night he proposed to S re  
her, that I was no kind of wife lor 
any kind of missionary!” Yet she 
had thereafter plunged Into th.i ¿ Z  
work, as though thus she might de- 
serve him. That was months ago.. <, u.

Mrs. Sentry had spoken her mind ur— 
to Mary, with the frankness upon 
which she prided herself. "Ridicu- 
lous!” she said. "To go way oil 
China! And preposterous for him
let you humble yourself! You've lost

(

Dan
mea

had, so far as outward appearances 
were concerned, forgiven Arthur 
that old offense readily enough. “At 
least,” she told him icily, that day a 
few weeks before Barbara was born 
when he came to her in contrite con­
fession, “there has been no scandal. 
I could not forgive a scandal. So, 
since no one knows—unless she—” 
And the m atter was never men­
tioned again between them. But the 
forgiveness, naturally, was only on

ters and storage rooms on the up­
per floor. It had been built by Ar­
thur's grandfather, in what was 
at that time open country; but now 
it was crowded among others, most 
of them of a later period, and re ­
tained only a narrow area of lawn 
and garden, with room for a tennis 
court beside the garage in the rear. 
A sluggish stream m eandered be­
hind the garage at an angle across 
the rear of the lot; and there was athe surface. Yet they continued to pergola of brick and s to n e 'h ^ 8 5 

preserve ,he eu.w .rd ,„ ™ ,
so father, on the bank above the w ater 

ever where ducks came to feed. Rhodo­

. — ••io, v
to sleep in beds side by side, 
that not even the servants 
*tnew • • • Mr»- Sentry thought 
this morning that her ancient tol­
erance had been repaid. Their lives 
had always been outwardly serene’ 
were serene as they grew oide^ 
now , . .

She rose, leaving Arthur abed- 
but while she was dressing, she 
heard him stirring, and called 
“Thought you might want to sleep.’’’

He said, “No,” rather curtly
"Do wcU last night? Have a good 

gam e?”
"Didn't hold any cards.” The 

Thursday night bridge was in the 
nature of a tournament, four rub- I
re 'i‘r S n'o P' i i ' d .“ ' ' " / ' E a r n e d '  ! P . 'a '.Z  m ai"  «” “«  »<

dendrons ten or twelve feet high 
screened the house from the street

your head over this young man. , 
But the only result of her advice

had been to awaken in Mary a de­
fensive and antagonistic attitude, 
m ake her increasingly critical to-: 
ward them  all. Thus she said to 
Mr. Sentry now:

“And speaking of hospitals, yoga 
look as though you ought to be in 
one, father. Been burning the can- 
die a t both ends?”

“Had a bad night,” he explained,.! 
“Lay awake, fighting to get to sleep, | 
for hours.”

“ You don’t look sleepy,” Mary I 
commented, in a dry, professional I  
tone. “ You look as though—well,.£ 
as though your nerves were all ' 
shot.” She smiled. "Probably lir-”,| 
erish,” she suggested. ‘‘Stick out I  
your tongue!”

Mrs. Sentry said in a dry tone, I 
"M ary, I ’m beginning to object Io 
this clinical atmosphere in the I  
hom e.”

“You find so many objectionable 
things about me lately, mother!”

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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Peasants of Poland Like Their Colors; 
Women Wear Mixture, of Bright Shade

J "  no corner of the world has 
n i0n in dress m ade less 

! ' 2, than in tbe Polish country-
Slflp The spinning wheel and
loom still hoid’t'hei; placTof* honor* 
and homespun still is the garb of 75 
p"  cent of the peasants.

, " A  f0Ur main «roups
now
Past ten. I hung a ro u n d 'fo /a  lew
h - e  ■ He "addedk ° “j S T l  &  

your package from Butler's Ellen the Gnr /  are, ,0 be found among 
They delivered it about four o 'cbck and *n Za*°Pane district

i - r i a / . ' r a ' e , , ,w - ,rom  th '

doesn't matter

on

m atter,” she said famm?.”  S v *  are made from the 
° ” She repeated. “It stripes* of'oM * W°01’ Showing wi<*«

c l  . 1 ‘ ™ uer af a»-” and she won low l ì ,  nge and canary yel-
“  -  -  -
and Mrs Sentry saw that he lay on was someth’̂  , ke v . ’hst :i'ere amaranth, rich chocoiat' l ‘U‘e l / na 
his side, his back toward her: and his tone as thou -h hPPr6hensi0n ln Purples, greet- and ™ 1 nUCS’ deep 
she noticed with s faint jealous re- what she would sa*? V ’ "  afraid !ppr" '  ---•-••*  B“ t yellow 
sentment of his continued youthful- * *““
ness that his tumbled dark hair was 
not yet thin even on the top of his 
head. They had been m arried al­
most thirty  years. The children, 
babies so short a time ago. were 
young men and women now Mary 
so like Mrs. Sentry herself, ab-

" " D 5'' P l v S ”“ '

watched him knot his tie brush hu 
h .lr , trim  hi, mustache w hat
time you have with 1sorbed in her work at the Hospital, you?” she sa id ' that' d

*  , you. sr.e said, amused at hisdon't
ia-

feems to prevail, a yellow a> r»d< He ClU1 J  ™ «• r r t r
s v n ’

just what 06 women weave

vests'w ith0? ' 11’ W6ar Close 
theT wht-" , oruontal stripes and

6‘f  * hlte blouse, have loose

sleeves, som etim es gayly embri 
ered.

The Huculs run to bright colord 
which would be considered soir.bctl 
if com pared with those of Lowitti 
A unique feature is that the worn»- 
wear aprons instead of skirts—«»I 
apron fore and another aft The rc| 
suit is a close fitting garment »"-j 
plenty of looseness for riding i^J 
mountain climbing. And this is ̂ 1  
ing considered by stylists for spor»I  
wear as a variation on the coulctwa 
that have recently been the rage. 9

The sleeveless lambskin 
worn by these women also «"J 
adapted for winter sports. IWB 
usually are  made with the fur I 
in, and the outer skin embroide 
in gay colors. They give plentyj 
free arm  play and keep thef 
toasty warm. Hucul women 
them all winter in the icy 
tain blasts.

him.

have

with
P u llin g  a Jinriklsk# 

Pulling a jinrikisha is no eaff 
The coolies start in the 
small boys. W iry and hardy. 
can m aintain a good P«c* 
whole day. But the continue 
on the chest and lungs msk« 
fe lt  By middle-age, the coou« 
worn o u t


