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Mlai Ella, the characteristic tilt of
her trlstoeratfe noae, told him that
she still ruled sternly and coldly over
all thoie who waited her death.

BARBET COLVIN, bronzed by
mllei of land, sat forward

. tht h miicht tee the windows of

At th door, which Hlnrins heldfifth Avenue. It was a bit earlier than
nid afternoon but many windows were

nrm with the yellow glow that is a

,i.r br night. The skies were sullenly

opeu, Barrett turned again and as he
did so saw a cirl hurrrinz n th

'ow and there was a drizzle in the

hilly air. The English, Barrett
would call it "a dirty day."
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TIM TYLER'S FLYING 1 JUCK By LYMAN YOUNG
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To the averane New Yorker, it was
rotten weatner. a nose ioks upon

FhAm he had recei uy turned nis
hrntd back would csf it "the will of

steps of Miss Ella'a house. A pretty
picture she made with her younf trace
an denergy.

"One of the Olorpas?" he asked
Blgt'ins.

"No, Mr. Barrett. That Is Miss r
Stafford. She's grown a deal these

four years, air."
Barrett nodded. Bis smile widened.

He remembered Elinor Stafford dim-
ly as a gawky youngster with 1 brace
on. ber teeth, a youngster with an
especial talent for stumbling. lie had
met her at Misa Ella's house the
golden shrine for all those relatives
who felt they should be remembered
in the Sexton will.

"Well, the tdji of the East
ie ff tnB most comortao Dut Bar

Jrett didn't share it,
He moved uneasily and lit a cigaret.

i lit wa always unsatisfactory to come

bkark. Memories that seared his mind

Itn J WOUid leap iruni viuuri-- a. wiuer ol
in uin'
would bnish away 10 years to make
him see Marcia, his tempestuous little
ister, the daughter of his father's
econd wife. Martin, violent in her

The hall and Higgins shutting the
world away with a closed door. How
good it was to be home! The same

j
I trap. Marcia crying, "Barry, you must
ibelo me; I've no one else!" aimed, lovely tapestry. The same

ancient hat rack that Barrott kept
uecause, looking at it, he could some-
times fancy he saw his father's hat

He had intended to help her, but
with the passing of years he had
been less and less certain about what on the black marble surface, his

x Aht had done by putting himself be mother's small gloves and card case.
"Its good to be here again, Hig

gins."
"And it's good to hare you, sir!"
Barrett saw that Higgins' eyes held

tears and he laid a strong hand on the

tween ner ana me siornt. ne naa
jnade it easy, without meaning to.
for ber to evade her responsibility and
to live a lie.

And now Marcia was married. She
had written Barrett, "Of course Dick
doesn't know." And here, from her
evasion, was another problem and one
of the oldest ones a problem discuss-

ed often in "Advice to the Lovelorn"
columns in answers to letters usually
beginning, "Shall I tell the man I am

old man a arm. With a gentleness
that, combined with bis strength,
beckoned too many weak mortals his
way, Barrett asked, "I hope you've
been well, Higgina?"

"Yes, Mr. Barrett Now and again
a bit lonely not that I mean to

sir! I think you'll find every&1 going to marry, etc." A most always
thing as you want it, Mr. Barrett."

"I'm certain everything's In fine BOOTS AND HER BUDDIES All Out!the description or the unfortunate af-

fair4 ends with a wistful, "I was so By MARTIN
shape."'young.

'The harbor was foggy, I presume.
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sir?" Higgins asked as he took Bar-
rett's coat, weighted by the wet in
the day's air.

Hi tVSTUL
OP Tttfc .11 ft .00WS HB!Y-- I

T'OTTRKrt ATTtWlOtt M . I SYf l I'
COHltt' TO Tr.' XSri'A'S ii

eon urn vaoreoa waet 6000 imooh
SPOUT X'COMS OP MME.NtaWtf MIS.W'T

0K L01,t AKN MOWIV V X CAM

KttP T -- OK OH WIRE COMM "W OL1

6:20 MOl

OUR. MACKTtOM 7"Pretty thick"
"Quite four hours late, you are, air; CUM W f r tm IWOT ftNO, ' "OJ1 M.'VtYsI've been watching by the window." . I

"Lucky to get In, at all."
"I presume so. You've lunched, sir?"
"l'es: thought I'd better. By the

by, are there any letters?"
"A number, sir. On your desk '

A few minutes later when Barrett

Barrett Colvin tossed his

cigaret from the lowered taxicab
window to lean bark, already wearied
of civilization which is not always so
ordered as it seems.

He hoped Dick Radnor deserved the
devotion he bad won from Marcia.
The facts might so easily come out
in time, Barrett reflected, and unless
Dick were the man Marcia thought
him to be there would be the devil
to pay.

He must go up to see the boy,
Uircia'i boy, Barrett decided, as soon
is he could manage to get away from
town. Marcia did not care for him as
ihe. should and it wasn't fair to the
youngster. He muet have grown a
food deal, Barrett reflected. It was
four years --a broad four years since
he had seen the child whom Marcia
aad implored him to 'adopt' and whom

rvm'o rU V)tTwas poking through his mail frankly
and naively surprised at Its bulk
Marcia came hurrying in. "Darling!"
she called from the doorway of the
big, dark room. He turned, rose and
she was in his arms, crying, laughing, if r jclinging to him.

"The same huge thing," she ex
TH6 ?AHIclaimed breathlessly, standing away.

'and so famous, dear! You donthe had adopted. know what you're in for! I haven'tBarrett Colvin felt a little tingle BRINGING UP FATHER By GEORGE McMANUSbeen to a dinner this winter thatwhen the taxicab turned into a sedate
old street where someone hasn't said, 'So Barrett Col-

vin is your brother? How remark EVEtVY BODY WHO COEI FROM r
WHERE? jt

fcouses told of other times and other
ftanners. This was getting home. No
matter how far one wanders or how

WILLVOU 1 I WHY DON'T YOU SHUT I In I SHUT UP? UP? I I4EVER CBT A Jr "sr-Tvv- n chance to talk, j

able! I don t suppose I do look as
thongh I could possibly be related to
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see you, dear!"
She pressed close again and for a

moment hid her face against the top
button of his waistcoat. Then she
drew away and raised her face to let
him see her smile and her misted

HE fllNO
came to a suddent halt. Higglns, the
batler, appeared, obviously excited to
have "Mr. Barrett" home again. The AClM

eyes.chauffeur swung several scarred, bulg-
ing begs from the car to the walk.
Biggins 'eyes were fixed upon his mas-

ter, his voice almost tremulous.

Tim so frightfully happy," she
admitted. "Dick's such perfect
husband! And to think you haven't

L In a window across the street Bar even met himl Darling may I have
a cocktail?"

Barrett rang for Higgins, at the
same time studying Marcia. She bad
grown lean, hungry-lookin- nervous.
He hadn't remembered those sudden,

'
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rett saw the imperious head of Miss
Ella Sexton, saw her nod stiffly and
wave a handkerchief so d

as to suggest a death of yesterday.
Barrett, after bowing deeply, went

np the brown stone steps of his home.
So little was changed. The glimpse of

angular mannerisms.
(To Be Continued)
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Every once In a while, Fashion Invents an accessory that not only
i the last word In smartness, but also tills ar crying need of the

woman. This Summer we have the purse slip cover,
that boon to the woman who wants her white accessories to be an
immaculate white. This new vogue also gives her the opportunity
of having a purse to harmonize with every dress, simply by having

variety of slip covers for one foundation purse. Very easy to
"take, these slip covers (wbich can be made of any washable ma-

terial) come completely off the foundation purse and can be tubbed.
Miny of these purse covers are embellished with, a touch of em-

broidery a bit of cross-stitc- in white or In a matching color on

pastel material a tiny bunch of flowers In one contrasting color
or In a number of delicate shades.

Pattern No. 468 includes a transfer pattern of the two purse cov-

ers Illustrated; one cross-stitc- motif and two small floral motifs;
detailed instructions with yardage requirements for making the slip
covers; and directions ior making the foundation purse Itself.

Send 10c for this pattern to the Register-Guar- Needlecraft Dept.
52 Eighth Ave.. New York City.
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