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CHAPTER X 
—13—

It was only a ruse on the part of 
the Laird to despatch Autumn to 
town on business that he could have 
attended to as well himself on his 
next visit. He wanted the house to 
himself. He would have contrived 
some means of getting old Hannah 
out of the way as well, but there 
were limits, after all, beyond which 
a man of self-respect will refuse to 
go. For that matter, he would have 
permitted Autumn to remain at
home had it not been that he feared 
the hurt to her feelings which the 
presence of young Landor in the 
house would occasion.

For the Laird had asked Bruce to 
come over and talk to him on mat­
ters that could not be discussed with 
jgay degree of satisfaction over the 
telephone. Jarvis, of course, might
havfe^gpna "W tbeeLan^or place and
talkêçl wrth-ftruee; Hui__ _ i  -■ ‘ ./N ffvALJ!perii aps;-<some sfi
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though It was 'difficult to think €hat 

. yóuhg Bruce had really come to 
man’s estate. In all these years he 
had never talked to Bruce more than 
to exchange a greeting when they 
met, or to make some polite enquiry 
regarding his mother’s health. In 
that, he had often told himself, he 
had not been wholly to blame. The 
boy had been raised under the in­
fluence of Jane Landor, whose bit­
terness had lasted until the day of 
her death. Bruce had been quite as 
aloof as he had been. At Jane Lan- 
dor’s funeral, Jarvis had been deep­
ly moved by the boy’s bereavement, 
and had wished with all his heart 
that he might have been able to 
summon the courage to take him 
aside and speak to him. For in 
spite of all that had kept them apart, 
he had never been free of a desire to 
play the part of a father to Bruce 
Landor.

The sound of a car coming to a 
stop before the house brought Jar­
vis to his window. He saw Bruce 
step from his car and approach the 
door. He turned from his window 
and seated himself in his big chair 
before his desk, presently he heard 
old Hannah’s voice in the hall ba-' 
low and in a moment Bruce Landor 
presented himself in the library 
doorway.

Jarvis looked up as his visitor an­
nounced himself. It might have been 
Geoffrey Landor himself, he carried 
himself with such ease of manner 
and a bearing so erect and challeng­
ing. He was dressed in riding 
breeches and a soft gray shirt that 
was open at the throat.

“ Good morning, Landor,’’ Jarvi? 
greeted him, without getting up. 
“ Come in and sit down.”

Bruce entered the room and re­
mained standing before the Laird. 
“ You wanted to talk to me,”  he 
prompted.

“ Yes,”  Jarvis replied. "Sit down, 
sit down.”

He waved a hand to a vacant 
chair and Bruce seated himself and 
glanced quickly about the room. 
There followed an awkward pause 
which Bruce sought to break at 
once.

" I  hope you are well. Mr. Dean,”  
he ventured with determined cordi­
ality.

From beneath his shaggy brows, 
the Laird's severe eyes pierced 
Bruce with a look that would have 
brought discomfort to anyone with 
a less easy conscience.

“ Well enough—well enough," Jar­
vis replied. "A man of my years 
doesn't And fault if he's taken with 
an ache or pain now and then.”

"You're good for a long while yet, 
Mr. Dean,”  Bruce said.

“ Quite possible, quite possible." 
the Laird said, taking a cigar from 
the box on his table and nipping the 
end with his teeth. “ Better smoke. 
Landor.”  he said then. “ We'll both

I son for i t  But even a bad man 
doesn’t act without a motive.”

“ I supplied him with a motive, 
I ’m afraid.”  Bruce replied directly.

“ Aye—I was coming to that, you 
I had some sort of a rumpus with 
! him in town last week. I ’m told.”

“ I had,”  Bruce admitted.
“ It  was over something that Bel­

fort had to say about—my daugh­
ter—wasn’t it?”  the Laird asked.

“ I should have done precisely 
what I did, sir, whether it had been 
your daughter or any other woman.”

Jarvis dismissed the suggestion 
with a wave of his hand. “ Cer­
tainly, my, boy, certainly. But that 
has nothing whatever to do with the’ 
business." He paused and drew a 
deep breath, then relaxed into his 
chair. "You are still a very young 
man, Landor,”  he went on, " —and 
I am an old man. My opinion may 
count very little to a man of your
years. But if a young woman 

trollop of her-

retumed from town. When he heard 
her mounting the stairway present­
ly, he closed the large, leather- 
bound journal in tfhich be was w rit­
ing and laid it carefully away in the 
drawer of his table. He locked the 
drawer and returned the small key 
to its wonted place above the desk.

He turned as Autumn came into 
the room.

“ You’re back,”  he said. “ I t  didn’t 
take you long.”

“ I ’ve been gone three hours,”  she 
remarked. “ There wasn’t much to 
do.”

“ Did you see Snyder?”
“ I found him in his office. He’ll 

be out to see you tomorrow after­
noon.”

Jarvis got up from his table and 
stood .before the fireplace. “ I had 
young' Landor out to see me,’’, he 
said abruptly.

"Hannah told me,”  Autumn re­
plied. “ Was there some—some trou­
ble between you? Hannah says—”  

talks too much,”  the

Half an hour later, he tied his 
horse to a birch tree near his herd­
er’s cabin in the ravine, rubbed the 
animal's muzzle affectionately, and 
gave him a lump of sugar in re­
sponse to a peremptory whinny. 
Within the cabin, Bruce undressed 
quickly, threw about himself the old 
bathrobe he had brought along, and 
with a towel on his arm, emerged 
and walked down into the ravine 
and up the creek to where the moun­
tain stream narrowed and deepened.

After a dip in the cool water and 
a brisk toweling, he tied his robe 
abod{ him and stood for a moment 
listening to the mountain voices that 
drew from the steeps above him, 
plaintive, spaced in piquant inter­
vals, sometimes all but unheard: a 
hoot-owl's reproachful enquiry, the 
sleepy, last note of a bird dropped 
like a soft jewel into the twilight, 
the scurry oFSome small animal into 
the underbrush, the sigh of a dying 
wind in the tall pines. But the beau­
ty and significance of the night con­
spired against him, tore down the 
defensive structure he had erected 
about his being. It  had all con­
verged suddenly into an intense de­
sire for Autumn Dean.

In a rage at himself, he turned 
brusquely and made his way back 
to the cabin, where he dressed hur­
riedly in the half-darkness. He was 
gathering up the things he had 
brought with him when he heard 

prse whinny, and a moment 
caused
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\T E W  YORK.—The Finns are go- 
’  ing ahead bravely with their 

plans for this year's Olympic 
games, and Urho Kekkonen, minis- 

' ter ot the in*
O ly m p ic  F la m e  terior, crowd-
S t i l l  B u r n in g  ing 50, de-
in  H e l s i n k i  ,eats an° ‘her

statesman in 
the lOO-meteY race, coming under 
the wire in 12.5 seconds. His time 
in a race against the same oppo­
nent 15 years ago, was 10.9. Recent­
ly, in -the Trisathlon, 10 members 
of the Finnish parliament, some of 
them with a touch of frost over the 
ears, engaged in the 100-meter 
sprint, the broad jump and shot­
putting events.

Mr. Kekkonen, a leader in 
ilitics since Finland 

1917,

enough’
instead of making'' both1 my dqpgfi- 
ter and yourself the laughing stock 
of the countryside?”

“ I ’m afraid we can’t agree on 
that, sir,”  Bruce replied. " I  am, of 
course, sorry for any unpleasant­
ness it may have caused either you 
or Autumn.”

Jarvis Dean's face darkened. "Be 
that as it may, Landor,”  he said, 
" I ’d 'prefer to look after such things 
mystlf, in the future, when they 
concern me or one of my own 
house.”

"W ry  good, sir,”  Bruce returned, 
his l|ps tightening.

" ii fact, my boy, I mean to do 
whatever I can to wipe out the un- 
fortikiate results of this affair. How 
muck do you figure those Merinos 
of ydurs were worth to you?

Brice flushed. “ I haven’t figured 
that out, exactly. Mr. Dean,”  he re­
plied.

“ F it your own price on them, 
then and let me know what it is. I 
want to make it good to you.”

Br ice looked at Jarvis, aware of 
a qu ck surge of feeling within him. 
He v as silent for a moment. There 

times when a man might par- 
ily give way to anger, but this 
lot such a time, he told him- 
n a resolute effort at Self-con- 
After all, the Laird was mak- 

v hat he undoubtedly felt to be a 
ous gesture.
understand what you mean, 
lean," he said at last, “ but my 
l my own. I brought it on my- 

! nd I ’ ll foot the bill "
great hands of Jarvis Dean 

down heavily upon the arms 
chair as he leaned toward 
“ You don't mean—you are 

fusing my offer?”  he demand­
ed hfcrshly.

Br ce laughed outright. "You 
didn't expect me td accept 

le replied. “ I haven’t come to
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Easy Afghan Smart 
Done in Two Shades

An afghan for a beginner! In 
two shades of a color, it’s worked 
in single crochet, with rib stitch 
forming a herringbone design. 
Pattern 6505 contains direction!

A
Pattern 6505

“ Good day, Landor!’

talk better. I ’d offer you a cigar. 
But you young fellows—"

“ I have some cigarettes with me. 
thanks," Bruce told him as he took 
a package from his shirt pocket and 
selected one. He struck a match 
and held it to the Laird’s cigar, odd­
ly moved by this momentary inti­
macy with a man who had been a 
mysterious and forbidding figure to 
him as long as he could remember.

"You have lost some sheep," the 
Laird began as soon as Bruce had 
seated himself.

"Thirty-four.”  Bruce replied.
"Your prise Merinos, they were."
"Yes, sir," Bruce said.
“ Too bad, too bad,”  Jarvis ob­

served. "G illy tells me they were 
poisoned -  strychnine in the salt 
tsmigb You’re sure of that?"

"The vet's report was waiting for 
me when 1 got home."

“ Aye—so 1 understand. He tells 
me. too. that you suspect this man. 
Belfort”

“ We have no proof of .lt,” Bruce 
said “I have my own opinion, and 
It amounts to a conviction.”

"You might be wrong, of course."
Bruce smiled. "Certainly, sir, but 

1 don't think I am this time.”
The Laird leaned forward and 

tapped the ash from his cigar. “I 
admit the man would do It—he's the 
kind 'hat would if he had any rea-

that yet, sir.1
A 1 vid vein stood out upon Jarvis' 

forehead. He got to his feet with 
astoifishing and fiery swiftness. 
’’Thaj, Landor, is—is sheer impu- 
dencf!”  he gasped.

Brice, who had risen promptly 
when Jarvis stood up. looked steadi­
ly info the older man’s eyes.

“ Are you not being a bit unreason 
able. Mr. Dean?”  he asked.

The Laird snorted. "That’s 
enough, sir — and more than 
enough!'' he replied. “ I have made 
you a gentleman's offer—and you 
have refused it. Do I understand 
you aright, sir?”

“1 couldn't think of accepting It, 
Mr. Dean.”

** "Very well, Landor—very welll
You may have it your way. then. 
But from this day forward there will 
be no dealings between us, do you 
understand’.’ You are a stranger to 
us—to me and my daughter—for the 
rest of our days.”  He stepped to- 

I ward Bruce and thrust his great 
head forward. “ Do you understand 

I that?" he demanded.
“ Perfectly, I think," Bruce re­

plied, and fumbled in his breast 
| pocket for another cigarette.

The hand .that struck the match

Bruce Landor’s ranch lay. “ Are 
you sure you are being quite fair. 
Da?”  she asked quietly.

“ He doesn’t need you to defend 
him. my g irl,”  Jarvis'reproved her.

“ I  know that,”  Autumn replied, 
“ and I don’t mean to defend him. 
either. After all, I know nothing of 
what passed between you."

“ I offered to pay him for the Me­
rinos he lost,”  Jarvis informed her.

Autumn turned from the window. 
“ He didn’t accept it, did he?”

“ What? Why shouldn't he accept 
it? ”  the Laird demanded. “ Whose 
fault was it that he lost them?”

Autumn regarded her father si­
lently for a moment. “ It  was my 
fault. Da,”  she said at last. “ I ad­
m it it. But the score between us 
could not be settled—like th a t”  

“ Perhaps you can suggest the 
proper form of settlement, then.”  
Jarvis said scornfully.

" I ’m not sure that it can ever be 
settled,”  she s^id.

"It's  settled now, then,”  Jarvis 
replied. “ From this day forth there 
will be nothing more between young 
Landor and the Deans.”

Autumn looked quickly at her fa­
ther. "Did he accept that?”  she 
asked.

“ I didn't ask him,”  the Laird said 
“ I  told him it would be so—and I 
have a right to demand compliance 
with my wishes, my girt.”

Autumn smiled patiently. "You 
have always had it. Da," she ob­
served. then turned away and went 
to her room.

For the remainder of the day, 
Bruce was unable to shake from his 
mind the oppressive thought of the 
virulent and altogether dispropor- 

j tionate resentment which the old 
Laird bore toward him. He gave it 
as little thought as he could, how-

was not altogether steady, but he and went furiously to work on
knew now that he had his feelings 
under control. When he turned to­
ward Jarvis Dean again, he was 
startled quite off his guard at the 
shocking change that had coma over 
the old man The Laird was leaning 
heavily with one hand on the back 
of his chair, his head bowed for­
ward. his other hand passing un­
certainly across his eyes as though 
to brush from them something that 
obscured his vision. Bruce took an 
apprehensive step toward him, but 
immediately Jarvis drew himself 
erect. Although his face was drawn 
and white, he made a curt bow.

“ Good day. Landor!" he said, and 
stood awaiting Bruce's withdrawal.

Bruce looked at him for one brief 
moment in frowning perplexity and 
with a feeling of some unfathomable 
uneasiness. Then he bade the Laird 
a quiet good-by and turned away. 
As ha left the room. Jarvis Dean 
slumped heavily into his chair and 
sat listening to the sound of Bruce's 
footsteps descending the stairs.

The Laird was still in his library 
an hour or so later, when Autumn

the building improvements he had 
planned earlier in the season. With 
the help of his foreman. Andrew Gil­
ly, he laid out the ground for his 
new dipping plant While he helped 
to prepare the ground for excavat­
ing, however, or while he hauled 
cedar posts for the framework, his 
mind remained heavy with the 
knowledge of Jarvis Dean's violent 
bitterness toward him.

At the end of the day he found 
himself on edge with his men and 
his work and himself, and in an al­
together unadmirable frame of 
mind. He hurried through his sup­
per with scarcely a word to Gilly, 
who sat opposite him. The motion­
less heat of the evening droned in 
his senses; insects crawled up and 
down the window screens with tiny, 
unpleasant activity; against the vi­
olet-tinted rectangle of twilight be­
yond the screen dqor. he could al­
ready see the bats swooping down 
in black and noisome parabolas. 
When he had finished his meal, he 
got up abruptly and with a brief 
word or two to Gilly. left the table 
and went out of the house.

and towel down upon ;a;'Chain, 
came with slow deliberateness .to 
the door. He placed one hand 
against the door frame and the oth­
er on his hip, and stood looking down 
at her, a contemplative half-smile 
about his mouth that drew his right 
cheek up into a quizzical long hol­
low—that hollow that she had pic­
tured in all her tormenting thoughts 
of him. He was waiting for her to 
speak.

“ Bruce—”  she began, and knew 
how desolately her voice faltered— 
“ Mr. G illy told me I should find you 
here. I ’ve been wanting to talk 
to you.”

“ You too?”  Bruce remarked. 
“ The Dean family has suddenly ac­
quired a vivid interest in me, it 
seems.”

She fumbled with her gloves. She 
raised her head and looked at him 
with blank eyes. “ I should like to 
come in, if you please,”  she ven­
tured.

Bruce laughed” caustically as he 
opened the door for her and stood 
well to one side. "You are quite 
welcome,”  he said. “ It happens 
I have no kerosene in the lamp. I 
wasn't expecting a guest.”

He lighted a cigarette and offered 
the package to her. Autumn shook 
her head. “ As you w ill," he said, 
and replaced the package in his shirt 
pocket.

Autumn seated herself in the dim 
light close to the door, while Bruce 
leaned against the table's edge with 
his feet crossed idly before him. 
She could see him looking at her re­
flectively through the dimness, and 
the half-smile did not leave his face. ,

“ You were over to see father this 
morning,”  she began.

“ At his invitation,”  Bruce replied. | 
"He wished to reimburse me for j 
some sheep I lost.”

"He told me so.”
"He should have told you, also, j 

that we were to have nothing to say 
to each other in the future.”

“ He told me that, too.”
“ Is this visit, then, just another | 

little  gesture on your part?”
“ A gesture—of what kind?”
“ Disobedience to the Laird—and | 

contempt for me,”  Bruce supple­
mented.

"Father has no suspicion that I 
have come to see you,”  Autumn ex­
plained. "And if I wanted to show 
contempt for you, I should have 
stayed away.”

“ As you have done all summer.”  
he observed.

Autumn clenched her fists in her 
lap as she felt her anger rise. She 
had not come here to have him bait 
her. “ I should hardly expect you 
to understand that.”  she said.

Bruce’s smile was sardonic. “ It

-o  1932, .the

the Finnish distance runner, 
as an amateur, the Finns 
slapped a boycott on the Swedes, 
and, for years thereafter, there 
was bickering in the Baltic, with 
Mr. Kekkonen out in front as a 
peace advocate. In 1935, the 
Finns refused to lift the boycott, 
but, under the shadow of foreign 
aggression, this was more or less 
forgotten and the sprinting 
statesman was in the lead for 
Scandinavian solidarity, in war 
and sports.
He helped suppress the Commu­

nist party in 1930, and with equal 
vigor drove against the Fascists in 
later years. In November of last 
year, the diet sustained him in his i 
move to restrain the 373 Fascist 
and Nazi organizations in Finland, | 
and their 18 newspapers, but, a 
month later, a Helsinki magistrate j 
sustained his totalitarian opponents. ' 
He followed with a devastating ex- J 
pose of their subversive activities ! 
and had the nub of the argument 
when Germany made its deal with ' 
Red Russia, Finland’s old bete noir. 
The Russians are now complaining 
bitterly that the Finnish sprinters, i 
in the cabinet and out, insist on 
running in their direction. They 
seem to think it  isn’t sporting.

T ONG before the Civil war, girls 
like Scarlett O’Hara were learn­

ing to curtsy and how to enter a 
ballroom in Athens college, at 

. Athfens, Ala.
F in e  Stockings, A long w ith
Education F ro m  news of At-
A f/iens College lanta s * rand

swirl of crino­
line and old lace comes word that
Athens college, of prunes and prisms 
tradition, is putting in a big hosiery 
m ill to be operated by the college 
girls. I t  w ill employ 100 students, 
at 25 cents an hour.

Dr. Eugene Rudolph Naylor, 
president of the college, thought 
up the m ill plan and gathered 
funds for It. He says, "This is 
a liberal arts college, steeped in 
the traditions of the Old South, 
and the main purpose of this 
experiment la to give the stu­
dents means to obtain a liberal 
arts education.”
“ And," he might have added, “ silk 

stockings to match the education.”
Cactus colleges have been get­

ting their turn in the spotlight for 
turning out lethal football. Dr. Nay­
lor, an alumnus of several of them, 
has been working small-college in­
novations, of possibly greater In­
terest and importance. He has been 
president of Columbia college of 
Milton, Ore., Woman’s college of 
Jackson, Tenn., Logan and Athens
colleges, dean of Logan college and 

isn’t so difficult to understand.”  he ' Professor at Wesleyan, and Emory 
replied. “ You found people of your and Henry colleges. He is a re­
own kind. I am not blaming any- ' 
one for that It was just my mis- [ 
fortune that you should have called 
on me here that night—before you j 
found the others.”

"That was a misfortune?”  Au- , 
tumn asked Bruce.

“ Not a serious one.”  he admitted 
with a smile. “ It was rather good, 
while it lasted."

She was on her feet at once, con­
fronting him with eyes that burned 
in a face gone suddenly white. 
“ Bruce Landor,”  she cried. " I  
came over here tonight to ask you if 
we couldn’t be friends, in spite of 
what my father said to you this 
morning!”

"Your pride must have suffered 
before you came to that decision," 
he returned coldly.

“That is my own affair.”  she re­
torted. “ Why don’t you tell me at 
once that I ’m wasting my time?”

"1 could have done so.”  Bruce 
said quietly, “ if you had told me 
at once what had brought you over.
I decided, long ago. that you and I 
cannot be friends. Autumn."

She threw back her head in a 
proud gesture “ I shall not ask you 
the reason." she said, and turned to­
ward the door.

tTO  BF. C O M IS L U ) /

sourceful educator who thinks i t ’s a 
good idea for girls to learn how 
much material and work goes into a 
pair of silk stockings.

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT’S first
I dollar-a-year man becomes pres­
ident of the $1.000,000.000 Associated 
Gas and Electric company. He is

C h a lk  U p  O n .
M o re  fo r L ittle  W ashington
R ed Schoolhouse la*'-ver. and 

former gen­
eral counsel for the Federal Hous­
ing administration.

It  Is a score for the little  red 
schoolhouse In his home town 
of Whlteford. Md.—named after 
his ancestors—a schoolhouse in 
which two signers of the Decla­
ration of Independence were 
taught. After his graduation 
from West Nottingham acad­
emy, he was a high school prin­
cipal for five years, at Sandy 
Springs and Rockville. Md", 
studied law and began practice 
at Washington.
His career has been advanced tn

his profession, and in finance_he
holds several important industrial 
directorates—and his dollar-a-year 
Job was his one side-turn to public 
life.
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for making afghan; illustration of 
it and stitches; materials re­
quired; color schemes; photo-
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S t r a n g e  F a c ts
I Long Time Between— 

Highly Taxed A lky  
Compensation Laics

Several large American firms,
one of which is the F. W. Wool- 
worth company, pay their ehief 
executives only once a year.

When purchased by any organi­
zation other than a hospital or a 
scientific laboratory, a 55-gallon 
drum of pure alcohol, which sells 
for $15, carries a federal tax of 
$235.

Florida has a law that forbids a 
married woman to manage a busi­
ness until a court of inquiry has 
studied and passed upon her com­
petency. Furthermore, she has to 

j pay the cost of the proceedings.
How much the lens of a light­

house intensifies light is well illus- 
, trated by the one in the Navesink 
1 station in New Jersey. This lens 

increases its 2,400-candlepower 
light 3,750 times, or into a 9,000,000 
candlepower beam, which can be 
seen at a distance of about 25 
miles.

While some states have not yet 
passed a workmen’s compensation 

j law, other states have been so lib­
eral that they have granted work­
men’s compensation for such ail­
ments as flat feet, writer’s cramp
and bedsores.—Collier's.

W e  G o  T o g e t h e r !

We all of us tend to rise or fall 
together. If any set of us goes 
down, the whole nation sags a lit­
tle. If any of us raise ourselves 
a little, then by just so much the 
nation as a whole is raised.—The­
odore Roosevelt.

Beware Coughs
from common colds

That Hang On
Creomulsion relieves promptly be­

cause it goes right to the seat of the 
trouble to loosen germ laden phlegm. 
Increase secretion and aid nature to 
soothe and heal raw, tender, inflam­
ed bronchial mucous membranes. 
No matter how many medicines you 
have tried, tell your druggist to seU 
you a bottle of Creomulsion with the 
understanding that you are to like 
the way It quickly allays the cough 
or you are to have your money back.

CREOMULSION
for Coughs, Chest Colds, Bronchitis

No, No, No
Never volunteer for nothing un­

der no circumstances.—Wirkus.

OUTOFSORTS?
Here Is Amazing Relief e f 

Conditions Due to Sluggish Bowels
If you th ick  all Laxatives 
act alike. Just try thia 
• I I  vaastabls laxatlva.£ m ild, thorough, refreahinf. invigorating. !>©- 

pendable relief from rick headache«, bilious ffpella. 
tired feelin< when associated w ith  constipation .
Mfs+t>AM+ D ic k  *  23c box °*  N R  fron> yonr 
T O IU IU U I W IS H .d ru « iR t, M ake the te r t-th e n  
if not delijhted. return the box to us. We will 
refund the purchase
p r ic e .  T h a t*»  f a i r .
Get N R  Tablets today.

I BARGAINS
— thgt w ill save you many a 
dollar w ill escape vou if 
you fail to read carefully and 
regularly the advertising o f  
local merchants > » e

IN  T H IS P A P E R


