-

SANDY POST

WEDNESDAY, JAN. 24, 1940

B
)—720/ oque lo f ove gg‘;‘i‘;g

© MARTHA OSTENSO—WNU SERVICE

*

*Aex
&

¥

CHAPTER XI1—Continued I
his courtly fashion. Do you guar-

—15—

*Lord, Autumn, what’s come over

You?" Florian repr«

need a
you around eight.”

“Will Lin be along?"

*“*Not on your life—not with me,

1. “‘She has made oth

haking up. I'll be out for |

Florian rej

er arrangement

“Of course ‘

“Bruce is coming in to look after
her. We'll make it a nice little four
some when we get together. Any
l-hjrr' ns’ :

“None whatever," she re [.a].r'!il
lightly. | be ready when you
come."

When she mentioned the affair to
her father and asked him if he would
not like to come along, he drew
down one shaggy eyebrow and ele-

vated the other humorously.

“Me? Scarcely,” he said. *“‘But
buy me a ticket—buy me half a doz-
en. It's a worthy cause. You run
along and enjoy yourself. It'll proba-
bly be the last spree for you in this
1. Put on your glad
"em what it means to

part of the wor

rags and show
be a Dean!"

Autumn laughed a little tremu-
lously and kissed the sere and bris
tling evebrow “I'll do that very
thing, Da," ghe told him. ““Though
you'd cast rnore glamor on the name
than I can, if that's what you want,
you old Roman!'

He tweaked her ear, and Autumn
to dress

ran upstairs

Florian, turned out flawlessly in
evening clothes, was walilng impa-
tiently in the drawing room below
His quick flush as she came down
to meet him, the silver web of her
evening wrap on her arm, would
have been sweet to the light vanity
that had been hers in a day gone
by. Now she heeded it only with a |
feeling of faint vexation. Florian
carme forward and lifted a cool and
waxy corsage of white orchids from
the gmall table near the door.

“Permit me, most beautiful!' he
said, bowing elaborately from the
walist., “"And if you tell me you hate
orchids, I'll make you eat 'em!”’

Autumn laughed and brushed the
delicate aristocrats with her finger
tips. ‘“‘Extravagant wretch!” she
said, and fixed them to her gown.
“They're beautiful, Florian, There,
Thank you so much."

She did, as a matter of fact, de-
test orchids, and in her imperious
days at Aunt Flo's she had never
thought twice about spurning them.
But that was before this curious pos-
session of pity had come over her.

“You haven't seen father, ul.'|
course?’ she said as they turned to |
leave.

“l crashed the gates with I’[.-m-|
nah's assistance,”’ Florian said. “Is
the Laird still peeved about the hay-
stack episode?"

““No," she replied
gotten that, I think
bad days."

“Probably feels low about your
leaving him so soon again."

““Scarcely that He may be join
ing me in the fall.”

Ther had got into Florian's car.
“We're going to miss you like the
deuce,’’ he said

“It's something to know I'll be
missed, Autumn mur-
mured

Florian put out a hand and
crushed her fingers within his own,
then let them go and grasped the

“He has for-
But he has his

anyway,"

wheel “Damn it!" he muttered.
“If you would only listen to
reason—""'

The hall in which the dance was
being held was packed when they
arrived. Japanese lanterns and gay l
streamers festooned the luHh-.-mi
and across the bobbing sea of faces |
came the giddy blare of a jazz or |
chestra. Autumn looked down from |
a balcony upon the throng with
heavy-lidded eyes behind which
there was a searching glow |

“Some crush, eh?" Florian ob
served, standing close beside her .
“*Shall we go down at once and get
our shing kicked? Or shall we wait
awhile? They're using everything
down there from the Ark gallop to
the latest wiggle of the rumba." |

“Let us look on for a while first,”
she suggested

As she spoke, her lashes swept
low over her eves. In the compara
tive freedom of the outer fringe of
dancers, sne had seen Linda and
Bruce Landor. Above Linda's head,
Bruce's eyes moved cautiously along
the rim of the balcony, paused for
an imponderable instant as they met
Autumn's, and moved on in in
difference

“*There's Lin and Bruce,"” Florian
there near the

said suddenly, “"down
wiall—to the right

Autumn looked, pretending not to
see At once “1 see them now."
she said finally

“You could pick them out of a
million,"”" Florian said admiringly
“They make the rest of the crowd
look like also-rans. Let's go down
and give them a little competition,
Autumn.”

S0 you got here®™ It was Hector
Cardigan speaking at Autumn's r:-_i.
bow. She turned upon him a radi '
ant amile and extended her hands

“Hello, darling!"' she cried throat
ily. “How gorgeous you look!"" She
scized the lapels of his dinner jack- |
et and surveyed him with wide eyes |
“Are you going 0 give me li
dance?"”

» | m
iched her. “"You

| marked

| measure of
| themselves in two chairs that made

| or another.”

| to go back to Eng

“You flatter me," Hector said in

tee to bring me safely out of the
ee?"

*“She brings us all safely back—
out of everything,’” Florian put in.

“Are you so afraid?” Autumn
asked, as if she had not heard Flor-
lan's remark

“Those young things down there—
they terrify me,"”" Hector said.

“And you a soldier!" Autumn ban-
tered.

Hector smiled.
then than I am now,” he said.
stepping all over one's toer was
considered against the rules.”

Autumn and Florian laughed, and
the three made their way down to
the dancing-floor, the men on either
side of Autumn, her arms drawn
lightly through theirs. They stood
chatting for a moment beside a
great potted palm, and then Autumn
waved back at Hector as Florian
swept her away into the dance.

““The next one, Hector, remem-
ber,'” she said over Florian's shoul-
der. “I'll meet you in the lounge."

Hector nodded, but when she was
out of sight he frowned. Bruce Lan
dor had just come off the floor with
Linda Parr. They strolled toward
him, saluting him from some dis-
tance away as they approached. It

“l was younger
“And |

“Permit me, most beautiful!”

occurred to the old soldier then that
Autumn's wish to dance with him
had been merely a ruse. Her real

ly. *“The age of chivalry seems to
have passed,” he said, shaking his
head.

Bruce gazed

smoke with narrowed lids. *I don't
;fu”nw’ you, Hector,” he said. *I
ican't see what chivalry has to do

with it when a girl takes it into her
| head to run off to Europe.”

“Do you know, my boy,"” Hector
| replied, after a moment of silence,
| “'l suspect that this younger genera-
| tion they talk about so much nowa-
| days—I suspect they're a pretty

| faint-hearted crowd compared with
| their fathers—or their grandfathers,

for example."

“I'm not in a position to question
you, Hector," Bruce said. “If your
reference to the faint heart has any-
thing to do with the fair lady—"'

“Of course it has!'" Hector put in.
“In my day, if a young man had
notions about a young lady, she
wouldn't get a chance to run off to
England and leave him in the
lurch.”

Bruce laughed lightly. ‘‘Hector,”
he said, *“‘you're barking up the
wrong tree, old boy."”

Hector bristled immediately. *1I
don't bark—" he began, then halted
abruptly and got to his feet.
comes Autumn herself,”” he said, his
pleasure and annoyance making a
curious gnome-like mask of his face.

For an almost imperceptible in-
stant, Autumn paused in her ap-
proach to them. Hector saw her
quick pallor and put out a hand to-
ward her. Bruce rose and made a

| slight, formal bow with an ease that

was disconcerting to Hector.

After a brief “Good evening!" to
Bruce, Autumn turned at once to
Hector.

“Our dance, Hector!"” she an-
nounced. *'Or haven't you finished
your smoke?"

Hector waived her question and
then drew himself up sternly. “You
are planning to leave for England
next Saturday, I understand,”” he
said to Autumn.

“Next Saturday morning, Hector,”
she replied

“I am inviting you two''—he said,
and looked aggressively from one
to the other—*‘to dinner at my house
next Thursday evening. Will that
suit you both?"

There was a silence in which Hee-
tor, the spectator, saw the clash of
humorously blue eyes and clear,
stricken, sea-green eyes. Bruce
thrust one hand idly into the pocket
of his coat and stood in a lounging
atgtitude, looking pleasantly down at
Autumii as he replied.

“Thursday will suit me, Hector.”

““Why, certainly, darling," Au-
tumn said breathlessly, turning to

desire was to avoid dancing with
Bruce

“*Hullo, Hector!"” Bruce said
warmly as he came face to face
with him Linda, with a nod to-
ward Hector, had been caught up by
someone else and was already mov-
ing away into the crowd.

“Good evening, Bruce,"
said with a stern smile. *"You seem
to be enjoying yourself.”*

“Immensely,” Bruce replied with

| a promptness that brought a slight

lift to Hector's eyebrows

Hector toyed with the ribbon
guard of his glasses. ‘‘The hospital
ought to benefit from this,"”” he re-

“It's the best crowd I've
seen for years."

“Everybody's here,) Bruce
agreed

They stood for a moment and
watched the dancers
them

*1 think I'll get out of the crowd
a bit,"”" Hector said at last. *“What
would you say to a smoke, my boy?"

“I'd be all for it,"”" Bruce replied

“Let's go to the lounge, then,"
Hector suggested

They made their way to a corner
of the lounge where there was a
privacy and seated

an angle facing the entrance,

*1 haven't seen much of you late-
ly,” Hector said as he offered Bruce

swirl past |

Hector. *“How sweet ol yuu! Shal

| we dance now?" She took Hector's

arm and led him away.

Bruce watched them go, then
smiled as he seated himself.

Poor old Hector, he thought wry-
ly Making a last gallant effort!

And how gamely she had taken it! |
Hector | came right back at him, her eyes

flaming in rage. Oh, well-—-what the
devil! He buried his cigarette angri-
ly in the earth of a potted plant that
stood near at hand, then got up and
strolled out, the leisurely figure of a
young man who had no scar on his
spirit.

| The evening was no more than
| half spent when Autumn begged
Florian to take her home. She
pleaded a headache—from the noise
and the heavy air of the place. Flor-
jan protested, but finally agreed.
They found Linda and together ar-
ranged for one last night at the
Parr hunting lodge before Autumn
should leave them. Autumn would
drive up from home and meet them
at the lodge. The day was set and
the girls kissed each other good
night. For once, it seemed, Autumn
was more languid than Linda

Fifty miles southward, and ten
more off the straight trail to Kelow-
na, was the distance that Autumn
must go to the Parr hunting lodge
She had left home early to attend

his cigarette case

to some business in Kamloops and

“1 haven't been out much, except | to assure Hector that she would be

on business,”’ Bruce replied. *“‘I've |

had a busy summer of it, one way

“Yes, yes, of course. 1 was sorry |
to hear about your prize Merinos.
There was 1\ rhand work in that

affair, eh?"”

Bruce lit his cigarette and blew a
cloud of smoke as he settled back in
his chair “l can't talk about it
Hector,”" he said “It makes me
want to fight when I even think
of it."

“Naturally, naturally,” Hector
said The less you think about it
er, I should say."” He smoked |
a moment in silence, then cleared
his throat softly
are going to lose your young neigh-
bor soon,”" he remarked casually

“You Autumn

the bett

,e

mean Dean?

| Bruce said without a flicker of ex-

pression revealed to the shrewd look
that Hector tarned upon him.

“Yes. "

“Lin told me tonight that she plans
land,"” Bruce said.
“Next week, [ believe And you
are letting her go?"

Bruce cast a quick glance at the
old man “I'm letting her go? 1
wasn't aware that 1 had anything to
do with it,"”" he said in an off-hand
manner

Hector smiled slowly as he looked

i::n'l Bruce, then sighed reminiscent-

| her voice a little unsteady.

on hand for his dinner party on the

| following evening. It was a matter
| of indifference to her that Florian

would be at the lodge, too, but the

| thought of meeting Linda warmed

her heart. It would be difMicult to
say good-by to her. In her frivolous,
unsentimental way Linda had shown
her more unconscious sympathy
than she could ever guess.

It was barely dusk when Autumn

drove her car in through the rustic
]

gate that led to the lodge. She got
out promptly and glanced about, an-
ticipating that Linda and Florian
would be on the lookout for her.

“Hello!"" Florian came hurrying

“T understand you | yoward her from the doorway of the

lodge.

He took her gloved hands in a
firm grip and stood looking down
at her with a strange, inscrutable
smile

“Hello, Florian!"™ she returned,
“Gosh,
I've been driving like a flend!"

“Go on in,"” Florian told her and
gave her shoulder a little squeeze
with his hand from which she shrank
with instinctive uneasiness.

He jumped into the car and drove
it hurriedly into the garage cabin
| Autumn started toward the lodge,
but Florian caught up with her and
opened the door for her to enter
. Within the large room, familiar to

‘‘Here |

at his mgarette!

her now with its antlered heads pro-

cougar skins scattered about the
floor, its deep stone fireplace, its
| properly rustic but comfortable

% | chairs and deep divan, its buffet lit-

tered with bottles and glasses which
| would be an eternal adjunct to any
furnishings of the Parrs—there was
not another soul but herself and
Florian,
| Autumn turned upon him.
““Where's Lin?"" she demanded.

Florian had closed the door. He
| was leaning against it now, his
| hands thrust nonchalantly into the
pockets of his corduroy jacket. His
blond head shone in unruly pictur-
esqueness against the stained log
surface of the door. His dark eyes
smiled at her, half closed in con-
templative pleasure.

“Lin came down with tonsilitis this
morning ** he told her.

then?""

“We did, but you had already left
home."*

“Why didn't you have Elinor come
along with you?" Autumn demand-
ed, vexed at Florian's manner.

“Lord, Autumn, don't get all
worked up over nothing,"” he re-
plied. « “Elinor doesn't go out with
me. Besides, isn't it all right this
way?"

“You know it isn't—as well as I
do,” she told him.

easy indolence. *Don’'t be a simp!"
he said. ‘‘Give me your things."
Autumn looked at him coolly, sur-
veying him hostilely as he regarded
her with his smile of assurance.
“Certainly not,” she said. “I'm
going back home right now. You
know I wouldn't have come if I had
known you were to be alone here.”

She moved toward the door, but

loose automobile coat and pulled it
off her.

‘““Don’'t be such a fool!” he said.
‘“‘Now that you're here, sit down and
be pleasant about it. I'm not so old-
fashioned as to make any assaults
on your virtue, if that's what's on
your mind. My God, I had to come
up here to tell you, didn’t I?"’

“Now that you've told me—I can
go,”" Autumn replied.

here till we've had a drink and a
bite to eat. After that you may do
as you please.”

Autumn seated herself and took a
cigarette from her case.
and sat without speaking while Flor-
ian carried her coat to a closet and
hung it up. When he came back he
poured a couple of drinks at the buf-
fet, cne of which he handed to Au-

Autumn looked at him coolly.

tumn Then glass in hand, he stood
before her and laughed sardonically.

“So little Autumn was afraid her
Florian was going to stage a regular
old-time, knock-'em-down-and-drag-
"em-out scene, eh?'’ he observed.

“l wasn't afraid,”" Autumn told
him.

“As a matter of fact, 1 really
should do something about it,”" he
went on. “Come to think of it
you've succeeded in making a fool
of me all summer."

“l see,” said Autumn. *“You'd
like to get even. I didn't credit you
with being vindictive.”

He flushed darkly. Then a pathet-
ically boyish and disappointed look
came over his face, so that for a
moment, in spite of herself, Autumn
felt sorry for him. Perhaps it had
been unsporting of her to play with
him all summer when she had
known from the first how he had
felt about her. Florian threw him-
self into a chair and sat with his
hand shading his eyes.

“No,”" he replied slowly, “you've
got me wrong, Autumn. I'm not

| saying anything about what I would

do if 1 could. But—not against your
will, my dear. I admit [ was glad
when Lin found she couldn't come
out. 1 was glad of this chance of
being alone with you. 1 was silly
enough to think that perhaps—alone
with me for the last time—you might
relent a little.”

“I'm sorry, Florian,"” she said
wearily. “I have tried to make it
clear from the first that we could
never be more than friends.”

“You have your reasons for that,
no doubt,” he said. “Am I so—so
absolutely impossible®”

Autumn sighed and turned her
eyes to the window. 'l seem to have
made a mess of things, all around,”
she said.
| (TO BE CONTINUED)

He took a step toward her with |

Florian grasped the shoulders of her |

“You're not going to get out of |

She lit it |

jecting from the walls, its bear and |

“Why didn’t you telephone me, |

| juiey ring scandal still unsettled—

| been fixed and punishment meted

| officials. It should have been settled

— Speaking of Sports — |

Coming Year
Headache to

Ring Industry

By ROBERT McSHANE

OXING, like world peace and the

St. Louis Browns, is in a bad
way as it pulls itself together and
starts in a new year.

It survived many a first class beat-
ing during 1939, but is merely hold-
ing its own at present. Recovery
is a slow, painful process, skillfully
hindered by many of the men who
should be nursing it carefully dur-
ing the period of recuperation.

The truly alarming state of affairs '
is evidenced by the fact that Tony |
Galento, the battling barkeep, again |
was ranked No. 1 challenger for Joe
Louis’ crown. A glance at the list
is discouraging. Bob Pastor is
ranked as No. 2, followed by Lou
Nova, Tommy Farr, and your old |
friend, Maxie Baer, [

Not that these boys didn't de-
serve their ranking. They did. The
discouraging part is that no better
fighters have appeared on the scene
to replace them. |

The old year limped out with a |

a fitting farewell to a year which
saw few favorable developments.
The Harry Thomas fixed fight case |
still remains on the books to haunt
boxing commissioners and prizefight

B o o

TONY GALENTO

1

immediately. Blame should have
out while the story was ‘“hot.”” Then
boxing fans would know that officials
were doing their part to keep the
game at a high plane.

Memory Lingers _

Instead, a dark brown memory |
lingers in the minds of those inter- |
ested in the sport. The investiga-
tion has been kicked around so long
that it's little more than a joke.
Details of the scandal are largely
forgotten, but the subconscious
memory of another rotten deal lives
on.

Boxing promoters have helped
themselves into their present predic-
ament. They have arranged and
built up matches which were mere-
ly second rate exhibitions.

It is true that these fights have
been widely patronized. But a
starving man doesn’'t demand caviar,
The boxing enthusiast is interest-
ed in his sport. He wants to sce |
good men pitted against each oth-
er, not a ham-and-egger or a has-
been maiched against a big name.
Promoters should, and sooner or lat-
er must, realize that their custom-
ers know a great deal about the
game. Even the less ring-wise can

| recognize a poorly matched fight.

Edward C. Foster, National Box.
ing association secretary, is none
too enthusiastic at the beginning of
the new year, However, he is heart-
ily endorsed in his statement that
at least one beneficial step has been
taken. The two-title and three-title
champions have been eliminated
fnr R-..I‘E‘].

It will be remembered that Ham-
merin’ Henry Armstrong, duoring
1939, held three titles at one time.
He was featherweight, lightweight,
and welterweight champion of the
world. He relinquished his feather-
welight title, lost his lightweight title
to Lou Ambers, and retains his
welterweight championship.

One Title Rule

That was as it should be. No fight.
er should be allowed to hold more
than one crown. If Armstrong
was the logical welterweight cham-
pion then it was unfair to the top-
ranking contenders in the two other
weight divisions for him to be their
king.

Boxing must put its house in or-
der to regain the confidence and con-
tinue the patronage of fans. It is
inconceivable that the public will
continue to support the kind of a
program to which it has been sub-
jected for the past year. Second
rate fighters participating in ques-
tionable matches have done much
to drag boxing inte the gutter.

There is a brighter side. Fighters
like Joe Louis, Billy Conn and a
very few more always do their best,
regardless of their opposition. But
they are in the minority

The housecleaning must come
soon and it will require the com-
bined efforts of fighters, managers,
promoters and ring officials to do
a thorough job.

And anything less than a thorough
job will be insufficient.

|Released by Western Newspaper Union. i

Slippers, Bed Socks
Quickly Crocheted

Pattern 2372
THESE slippers are in easy cro-
chet with angora popcorn trim
—the bed socks in star stitch with
loop stitch trim. Pattern 2372 con-
tains directions for making slip-
pers and bed socks in any de-
sired size; illustrations of them
and stitches; materials required;
photograph of pattern stitches.
Send 15 cents in coins for this
pattern to The Sewing Circle,
Needlecraft Dept., 82 Eighth Ave.,
New York, N. Y.
Please write your name, ad-
dress and pattern number plainly.

Strange Facts

' Plowing the Sea '
Real Bell Ringers!
Benign Deafness o

To eliminate the annual damage
of $500,000 to submarine cables by
fishing trawlers off the coast of
Ireland, the lines are now buried
in the ocean bed by means of a
new sea plow that automatically
makes a deep furrow, inserts and
covers the cable, even at a depth
of 2,400 feet.

==

The record for bell ringing is
held by the men who rang, from
memory, 21,000 changes of eight
bells each in a little more than
12 hours in All Saints’' church in
Loughborough, England, on Easter
Sunday, 1909.

=S5

In several British munitions
plants, only deaf men are em-
ployed in the shot-blasting depart-
ments because the roaring, clang-
ing noise would soon make phys-
ical wrecks of those with normal
hearing.—Collier’'s.

Relief At Last
For Your Coug

Creomulsion relieves promptl{ 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 sell
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

Repeating Success
Nothing succeeds like success.—
Dumas.

Can’t Eat, Can't
Sleep, Awful Gas

PRESSES HEART

088

wish, sleep fine, and never felt better.''—
Mrs. Jas. Filler. Adlerika ncts on BOTH
upper and lower bowels. Adlerika gives your
intestioal system = real cleansing, bringin
out wasts matter that may have eaused GA
BLOATING, wsocur stomach, headaches,
nervousness, and sleepless nights. Adlerika
eontains five earminatives and three lazatives
to give & more BALANCED result. Just one
?oculul usually relieves GAS and constipa

on. Adlenika does not gripe, is Dot t

Sold at all drug stores

—that will save many a
dollar will escay;: 4

. ou if
you fail to read carefully and
regularly the advertising of
local merchants » » »




