
LOVE

THE STORY

CHAPTER I—Lovely, independent Autumn 
Dean, returning home to British Columbia 
from abroad without her father’s knowledge, 
stops at the home of Hector Cardigan, an 
old family friend. He tells her that she 
should not have come home, that things 
have changed. Arriving home at the "Castle 
of the Norns,” she is greeted lovingly by 
her father. Jarvis Dean, who gives her to 
understand that she is welcome—for a short 
visit. Her mother, former belle named Milli
cent Odell, has been dead for years. Autumn 
cannot understand her father's attitude, 
though gives him to understand that she is 
home for good. She has grown tired of life 
in England, where she lived with an aunt.

CHAPTER II—Riding around the estate 
with her father. Autumn realizes that he has 
changed. Between them they decide, how
ever, to give a welcoming dance at the 
castle. When the night of the dance arrives. 
Autumn meets Florian Parr, dashing, well- 
educated young man of the countryside. 
Late in the evening Autumn leaves the 
dance, rides horseback to the neighboring 
ranch where she meets Bruce Landor. friend 
and champion of her childhood days. He 
takes her to see his mother, an invalid. His 
father is dead, thought to have killed him
self. As soon as his mother sees Autumn 
she commands Bruce to take her away, that 
death follows in the wake of the Odells. 
Autumn is both saddened and perplexed 
by the invalid’s tirade. Bruce, apologetic, 
can offer no reason for his mother's attitude.

CHAPTER III

Breakfast in the Dean household 
had always been a ritual. In his 
busiest season Jarvis Dean never
theless attended his table of a morn
ing with the leisurely grace of a 
country gentleman. If a man could 
not begin the day becomingly, the 
Laird maintained, he had better re
main in bed.

He was in good spirits this morn
ing as he sat in his place, his daugh
ter on his right and old Hannah op
posite him at the end of the table 
nearest the kitchen. Hannah Stew
art had, since the death of her mis
tress twenty years before, been ac
customed to eating with the family 
unless there were guests. This ar
rangement had seemed to Jarvis to 
be the most sensible one while Au
tumn was small and had to be at
tended to, and later Hannah was so 
much one of the family that it was 
unthinkable that she should eat 
alone. Hannah had seen to it that 
the paper streamers and other dec
orations that had festooned the din
ing room for the dance of the night 
before had been cleared away and 
the place restored to its wonted 
homely austerity. She would give 
her attention to the drawing room 
and the rest of the house as soon 
as the meal was over. Here in this 
room, however, life had returned to 
its accustomed way.

To Autumn, it seemed that some 
perverse fate had ordered the quiet 
scene so that she might find it im
possible to seek an answer to the 
questions that had assailed her mind 
throughout an almost sleepless 
night. She had ridden home from 
the Landor place and had returned 
to her father’s guests with a feel
ing that some curse had been laid 
upon her. She had moved about 
under a black spell that was as un
real to her as a delirious dream. 
And when it was all over and the 
last guest had gone, she had hurried 
to her room and lain awake until 
dawn.

Her father turned his eyes search- 
ingly upon her as she seated her
self at the breakfast table.

“It was a little too much for you, 
that business last night,” he ob
served gently. “You look stale this 
morning.”

“I didn’t sleep well,” Autumn ad
mitted. “I’ll be all right when I’ve 
had a little rest.”

She had permitted her father to 
know only that she had indulged an 
impulse last night to get away alone 
for a ride in the moonlight; it had 
been impossible to tell him of her 
frightening visit to the Landors.

“I don’t know what’s wrong with 
the women nowadays,” Jarvis con
tinued. “In my time a young wom
an could dance all night and go to 
work the next day and be none the 
worse for it. But the women today 
have gone to pot.”

Old Hannah sniffed. “I don’t see 
that your men nowadays show much 
to brag about.”

The Laird smiled. “Aye, they’re 
a feckless lot, and have a mighty 
high opinion of themselves.”

“It’s hard to judge the present by 
the past, Da,” Autumn ventured.

“Aye, my girl, there’s something 
in that, too. It’s the times that 
make the difference. It was a hard 
life we lived when I was a young
ster—and it made hard men of us.”

And hard women, too. Autumn 
thought, her mind upon Jane Lan
dor.

“It’d take more than a hard life 
to make anything o’ the like o’ that 
Par lad. I’m thinking,” Hannah 
suggested.

“There’s no way of telling that,” 
Jarvis countered. “There’s good 
blood in the boy. K s father comes 
of a good line.”

“The world's full of fools who can 
boast of good fathers before them, 
then,” said Hannah stoutly.

“Right enough,” declared Jarvis, 
chuckling to himself. “It takes two 
to breed even a flock of culls.”

“Will you be using the car today, 
Da?” Autumn asked abruptly.

“No. I’ll be down at the pens 
till supper. Haven’t you cfone enough 
traveling to be content for a while?”

“I have some things to do in town, 
she said. “I’ll leave right away and 
be back early."

"There’ll be no call for haste,” the 
Laird cautioned her. “You drive 
that car like something that had lost 
hex ’ttitfix”

Autumn smiled at him. “I’d lose 
them completely, Da, if I had to sit 
and watch you drive it.”

Her father grunted. “There’s no 
taming you, I’m afraid. Well, you 
didn’t get that from me.”

“No,” observed old Hannah, “that 
she didn’t. She’s her own mother 
over again, and there’s little fault to 
find with her for that.”

Silence fell upon Jarvis Dean as 
Hannah told of how Millicent Dean 
had ridden to the hounds in the days 
when the Cornwalls of Ashcroft Man
or were still famous disciples of the 
chase. Autumn listened eagerly and 
would have ventured a question here 
and there but that her father’s 
brows grew darker and his counte
nance clouded the more as the gar
rulous rid housekeeper proceeded.

“That • ■ i r nugh now.” Jar
vis interrupted finally, in a voice 
that quieted Hannah at once and 
the breakfast was finished almost in 
silence.

“You’d better be getting away,” 
the Laird advised Autumn as they 
got up from the table, and Autumn 
felt that her father had no desire to 
leave her alone with Hannah. “Get 
your things together and I’ll have 
the car brought out for you.”

And while Autumn was in her 
room preparing for the trip to town, 
she could hear her father’s voice in 
stern admonishment to poor old 
Hannah.

Hector Cardigan possessed a hor
ror of glaring daylight, and the rays 
of the late morning sun that filtered 
into his drawing room between the 
heavy drapes of the windows sug
gested to Autumn the curious fin
gers of the present prying into the 
crypt of the past. She sat in one of 
Hector’s armchairs, a glass of iced 
tea in her hand, her lids half closed 
upon that searching beam of light 
from the window.

“Hector,” she said, glancing up 
at him with sudden directness, “I 
came to have a talk with you. Do 
you mind?”

Hector smiled at her. “We used 
to get on very well with our talks, if 
I remember.”

“I was a child, then, Hector.”
“Yes—that’s so, that’s so. I real

ly hadn’t considered that aspect of 
our—our friendship, may I say?”

“I am no longer a child, Hector.”
“Very true, my dear. I recog

nize the fact—and I am forced to 
confess that I have never been a 
spectacular success in conversations 
with women.”

“You don’t have to be on this oc
casion, Hector. I am not here for 
small talk.”

“Hm-m-m—well; of course
“I want to ask you some ques

tions.”
“I cannot promise—ah, definitely, 

you know—to answer any question a 
young woman might put to me. Can 
I, now?”

Autumn could not tell whether his 
manner was becoming evasive or 
merely apologetic.

“You can answer the ques’ ons I 
have in mind, Hector. I am s ire of 
that.”

“Well, we shall see, perhaps. 
What, for example, are you go ng to 
ask?”

Autumn drained her glass and set 
it aside.

“I went over to visit Jane Landor 
last night,” she began.

“I thought you were giv ng a 
dance.”

“I left it for an hour or sc—and 
rode over to the Landor place. I 
met Bruce and he took me to the 
house to see his mother.”

“I see. Rather singular conduct— 
for a hostess, I should say.”

“I’ll admit it was—for the time 
being, in any case. I saw Jane Lan
dor.”

“You—spoke to her?”
“I’m not sure. Perhaps a word. I 

forget. It was what she said to me 
that I have come to ask you about.”

Hector moved uneasily. “Poor 
Jane Landor is not to be held to ac
count for anything she says these 
days, my dear. I understand she is 
no longer—coherent.”

“I am not going to hold her re
sponsible for what she said, Hector. 
I want to know the meaning of it, 
that’s all.”

“Hm-m, well, my dear—what did 
she say?”

“When I stepped into the room 
with Bruce, she became hysterical. 
She declared to Bruce that I was 
Millicent Odell and pleaded with him 
to put me out.”

“Was that all?”
“Not quite. As I turned to leave, 

I heard her say that death followed 
in the way of the Odells.”

“Anything else?”
“Nothing. I hurried out and rode 

back heme as fast as I could.”
For several seconds Hector re

mained standing with his back to the 
fireplace, his hands folded behind 
him, his eyes at gaze across the 
room.

“Well, now,” he said at last, “it 
was a somewhat curious greeting 
you received, I confess, and one 
likely to give you pause, but as I 
said before, the poor woman—”

“The poor woman, Hector, has 
lost her sense of time and place, 
but there is no use in your attempt
ing to convince me that there was 
nothing significant in what she 
said.”

“Hm-m—well, perhaps you had 
better axk mx mgstifins. my 

dear, and I shall consfder them.’r’
“What sort of woman was my 

mother, Hector?” Autumn asked 
him bluntly.

He looked at her quickly, a star
tled expression in his eyes. “Your 
mother? She was the most beautiful 
woman I have ever known, my 
dear.”

“I have heard that—years ago— 
from Hannah. Was she in love with 
my father?”

Hector smiled. “How can one 
know what is hidden in a woman’s 
heart?”

“I know my father loved her— 
and loves her still, after twenty 
years. Did anyone else love her?”

“My dear child, we all loved her,” 
Hector replied with a sigh. He 
turned slightly away from her then 
and picked up one of the yellowed 
dice on the mantelpiece. “She was 
the only woman I ever loved.”

The simplicity of the statement 
brought a momentary silence to Au
tumn. She was aware suddenly of 
an awed thrill, as though some 
haunting fragrance of the past had 
for a fleet instant possessed the 
room. But then, as she glanced cov
ertly up at Hector, it seemed to her 
that she bed abays known that the 
elderly soldier had cherished a ro
mantic and hopeless passion for Mil
licent. Autumn made an effort to 
regain her composure.

“Did Geoffrey Landor love her?’’ 
she pursued.

“I don’t see how he could help it, 
really.”

“Please, Hector. I want the truth. 
You know exactly what I mean. I 
must know.”

Hector Cardigan stepped slowly 
from his place and seated himself 
in a large chair opposite Autumn. 
He spread his feet before him and 
slowly brought his hands together, 
the points of his fingers meeting.

“In my time, my dear," he be
gan, “we were accustomed to living 
our lives in the best way we knew 
how, without giving much thought 
to the past. This country was set
tled by men who had left their pasts 
behind them in the Old Country, and 
were eager to begin life anew in 
this. It is only natural if I should 
feel a bit embarrassed, perhaps, in 
the presence of a young woman who 
demands that I tell her what manner 
of mother she had. I have not grown 
used to the ways of young people to
day. It happens, however, that I 
can be just as direct in my answer 
as you were in your question. You 
say I know exactly what you mean. 
I do. And I tell you that Millicent 
Odell, who became Millicent Dean, 
was a woman of honor and integrity 
and would have gone to her grave 
before she would have broken the
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“Partly—as far as it goes,” 
Autumn replied.

vows that bound her in marriage to 
Jarvis Dean.” He paused for a mo
ment and gazed unflinchingly into 
Autumn’s eyes. “Is that an an
swer to your question, my dear?” 
he asked finally.

“Partly—as far as it goes,” Au
tumn replied.

“I think it goes quite far enough,” 
Hector said. “I confess I—”

“Let me come to the point at once, 
Hector,” Autumn interrupted. “Be
hind what Jane Landor said to me 
last night there exists a life-long 
hatred—or fear—of mother. A wom
an doesn’t ordinarily hate another 
woman without reason, and some
where at the bottom of it all, if you 
take the trouble to search, you find 
a man. It isn’t reasonable to sup
pose that father is the man in ques
tion. We know him too well for that. 
What I want to know is whether 
Geoffrey Landor is the man.”

“I think I have answered that, my 
dear.”

“Please, Hector!” Autumn was 
losing her patience. “Do you think 
that Geoffrey shot himself because 
he loved mother too much to live 
without her?”

“It is too late—too late by many 
years, my dear, to answer that ques
tion. I could believe it. I knew 
Geoffrey well. He was headstrong. 
He was—romantic, I should say. But 
he was hopelessly in debt at the 
time—and he had been drinking 
heavily, as I recall, for several days 
before the tragedy. Given the facts, 
I should imagine your guess would 
be as good as mine.”

“And your guess, Hector?”
He considered the question a long 

time before he made his reply. Then 
he got suddenly to his feet and 
stepped toward Autumn, his shoul
ders drawn back and his head erect 
in soldierly bearing. “I refuse to 
answer that question, my girl. You 
should know better than to ask it. 
There is a point in such matters 
beyond which a man of honor can
not go. I must ask you to consider 
the question closed.”

There was no mistaking his mean
ing. He would say no more about 
it in his present mood. On the other 
hand, his very manner was in itself 
a confession. Autumn’s question had 
been answered. She had no desire 
to leave her old friend in an un
pleasant frame of mind. She looked 
up at him and laughed.___

“Hector, you old goose,” she said, 
“I believe you are almost angry. 
After all, there isn’t much that ei
ther of us can do about it now. 
Come along, darling, and show me 
your flowers.

In Hector’s orderly garden at the 
rear of the cottage, blue flags stood 
tall and brave, cupping the sunlight. 
Autumn stared at them and tried 
desperately to check the shaking 
uncertainty of her own heart; it was 
in Bruce Landor’s eyes that she had 
seen that same clean and gallant 
blue.

The moods which had attended 
Bruce Landor all day had been of 
two disconcerting extremes. In one 
moment he would be swept up to 
heights of emotion as he thought of 
how Autumn Dean looked at him on 
their meeting last night, the quick, 
shy veiling of those luminous gray
green eyes of hers, a concealment 
that had brought a strange throb to 
his blood. In the next moment he 
would be in the depths, remember
ing how she had been sent away.

Wen Autumn had gone, he had 
done his best to soothe his mother 
and dissipate the fears that had be
set her wandering mind. When he 
had finally succeeded in getting her 
to sleep, he had sat beside her for 
a long time, reluctant to call the 
nurse from her room.

All his life, it seemed, Bruce Lan
dor had been compelled to adjust 
himself in one way or another to 
his mother’s humors. He had 
scarcely known a day at home that 
had not been marred by her varia
ble temper that often flared up over 
the merest trifle. It had begun when 
he was eight—twenty years ago now 
—and very soon he had grown, in 
his pathetic boyish way, to under
stand that his mother’s sudden out
bursts were her only means of pre
serving her sanity after what had 
happened to his father, that dash
ing figure romantically and tragical
ly limned in memory. She must 
have loved Geoffrey Landor with a 
singular and rather awful intensity, 
and Bruce could imagine the dread
ful scene in the birch-hung gully 
recurring to her with cruel sudden
ness in the midst of some familiar 
task. He could imagine her lifting 
her eyes from her sewing or from 
her work among her flower-beds, 
and beholding again the stark verity 
of Geoffrey Landor lying face down
ward in the shallow, amber-clear 
creek, his head lying downstream 
and the white stones under the water 
there becoming red as sullen gar
nets. Out of his own young heart
break had grown a great pity and 
patience for hen _

(To be continued)

Mt. Cory
Rolla Naas of Eldorado, Kansas, 

spent the week end in the home of 
Mr. and Mrs. J. O. Kinstle.

Mr. and Mrs. E. E. Jackson and 
family and Mr. and Mrs. Fred Klein 
and family of Findlay; Mr. and Mrs. 
C. C. Taylor and Miss Elinor King of 
Bellefontaine were Sunday dinner 
guests of Mr. and Mrs. J ,W. Garling- 
er. Afternoon caters were: Mr. and 
Mrs. L. B. Garlinger of Findlay and 
Mrs. F. S. Garlinger and daughter, 
Betty.

Mr. and Mrs. Harold Peorson and 
daughter of Findlay were Sunday 
guests of the former’s mother, Mrs. 
May Rader. Mr. and Mrs. George 
Pearson and daughter Barbara of 
Moffit Station were evening callers.

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Brenner en
tertained the following guests for 
Sunday dinner. Mr. and Mrs. Jay 
Ewing and Mrs. Myrtle White of 
Findlay, Dori.- Jean White and Wilma 
Nonnamaker of Bluffton and Mr. and 
Mrs. Paul Keller of Eagle township; 
Mr. and Mrs. Kenneth Woodward and 
daughter of North Baltimore were af
ternoon callers.

Cyrus Roethen of Seattle, Wash.; 
Mr. and Mrs. Sam Light, Mr. and Mrs.
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Sam Guard, editor of Breed
er's Gazette, has a radio 
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on The Farmers' Forum 1
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For Vigor and Health—

DR. HESS & CLARK, Inc.
ASHLAND, OHIO

include meat in your menu.
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G. E. Reiter daughter Glenna Mae and 
son Harry were Sunday dinner guests 
of Dr. and Mrs. A. E. King and son 
Willis.

Mrs. Sarah Steinman of Findlay 
spent the week end in the J. H. 
Bowersox home.

Mr. and Mrs. C. L. Green and Mrs. 
Joyce Rosenfelder called in the Phyl- 
ians home in Lima, Sunday afternoon. 
They accompanied Mr. and Mrs. Wil- 
ford Green on Tuesday and attended 
the funeral of John Phylians in 
Lima.

Mrs. J. J. White, Mrs. Pearl Jordan 
and daughters Thelma and Lois were 
week end guests of Mrs. White’s son 
Frank and daughter, Mrs. Carolyn 
Cookston of near Kinsman. Mrs. 
White also called on Mr. aud Mrs. 
G. R. Knepper and family.

Rolla Naas of Eldorado, Kan., and 
Mr. and Mrs. J. O. Kinstle and dau
ghter, Onda, attended the thirty- 
eigth wedding anniversary of Mr. and 
Mrs. Ferd Golden last Sunday near 
Wapakoneta.

Richard Bowersox returned to As
bury College at Wilmare, Ky., on last 
Thursday.

Mr. and Mrs. D. L. McVey and son 
Walter of Albany, were Sunday and 
Monday guests of Rev. McVey and 
family.

A. C. Coats and sister Mrs. C. H.

Armorsville
L. A. S and W. M. S. of the Liberty 

Chapel church will meet with Mrs. 
Carl McCafferty, Thursday afternoon, 
October 12.

Sunday callers at the Chas. Mont
gomery home were Esther Gratz, 
Robert Matter, Mr. and Mrs. Skinner, 
Mr. and Mrs. Fitzmorris, Mrs. Bertha 
Barton, Mr. and Mrs. John W. Wilk
ins and family, Mr. and Mrs. Vaughn 
Spellman and daughter Patsy and 
Clyde Klingler.

Ben Dally spent the week end with 
his mother, Mrs. Mildred Dally of To
ledo and his brother Richard who ex
pects to leave soon for the navy.

Mr. and Mrs. Arch Haiselup of El
wood, Ind., spent last week with the 
latter’s sister, Mrs. W. I. Moore and 
family.

Mr. and Mrs. Carl McCafferty spent 
Sunday evening with Mrs. Scott Mc
Cafferty and children of Rawson. 
Mr. McCafferty who has been work
ing in Chicago had the misfortune of 
falling and breaking his hip. He is 
in the hospital in that city.

Mr. and Mrs. Marlow Heck of 
Swayzee, Ind., and Mrs. Ethel Heck 
of Simms, Ind., Mr. and Mrs. Morris 
Dye, Mr. and Mrs. Chas. Hall and 
family of Arlington were Sunday din

ner guests of Mr. and Mrs. W. I. 
Moore and family. Mrs. Ethel Heck 
is spending a couple of weeks with 
her sister, Mrs. Moore.

Sunday visitors of Mrs. Eva Mont
gomery and Mrs. Hannah Swank were 
Mr. and Mrs. E. D. Smith, Mr. and 
Mrs. I. A. Zay, Mr. and Mrs. Vaughn 
Spellman and daughter.

Mr. and Airs. J. C. Montgomery 
were Sufiday dinner guests of Mr. 
and Mrs. C. E. Klingler and son. Af
ternoon callers were Mr. and Mrs. L. 
A. Klingler of Findlay and Mr. and 
Mrs. John W. Wilkins and family.

Mrs. Norah Stewart took Thurs
day dinner with Mrs. Lawrence Hosa
fros.

Mr. and Mrs. H. O. Hilty and dau
ghter, Mrs. Imajean Ewing left Sat
urday noon for New York city to 
spend the week with their son Reed 
Hilty.

Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Hosafros 
took Sunday dinner with Mrs. Eliza
beth Hosafros of Findlay.
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Hancock of Pandora called in the 
White home Friday afternoon.

Mr. and Mrs. Earl Ludwig of Pon
tiac, Mich., were Sunday guests of 
Mrs. Nettie Sheldon.

Cyrus Rothen of Seattle, Wash., 
was a Friday evening supper guests 
of Mr. and Mrs. J. W. Renninger.

Mrs. Pearl Garten and daughter, 
Alice, called on Mrs. C. W. Bailey, 
Sunday afternoon.

Mrs. Pearl Jordan and daughter, 
Thelma, called on Mr. and Mrs. A- 
fred Jordan and family in Ashtabula 
last Sunday afternoon.

NOTICE OF APPOINTMENT 
Estate of John Fett, Deceased.

Notice is hereby given that Elmer Fett 
whose Post Office address is R. D. No. 3, 
Ada, Ohio, has been duly appointed and 
qualified as executor of the Estate of John 
Fett. late of Allen County, Ohio, deceased.

Dated this 27th day of September, 1939.
RAYMOND P. SMITH, 

Judge of the Probate Court.
25 Alien County Ohio

NOTICE OF APPOINTMENT 
Estate of Clarence G. Binkley Deceased.

Notice is hereby given that Okey VanDyne 
whose Post Office address is 208% N. Main 
St., Ada, Ohio, has been duly appointed and 
qualified as administrator of the Estate of 
Clarence G. Binkley late of Allen County, 
Ohio, deceased.

Dated this 15th day of September, 1939. 
RAYMOND P SMITH.

Judge of the Probate Court. 
23 Allen County, Ohio

NOTICE OF APPOINTMENT 
Estate of Jeremiah M. Owens Deceased.

Notice is hereby given that Sarah M. Oates, 
R. D. No. 1, Bluffton, Ohio, and Clarfbel 
Owens, R. D. No. 1. Bluffton, Ohio, have 
been duly appointed and qualified as execu
trices of the Estate of Jeremiah M. Owens 
late of Allen County. Ohio, deceased.

Dated this 18th day of September 1939.
RAYMOND P. SMITH,

Judge of the Probate Court. 
23 Alien County. Ohio

Fire hazards in outdoor Ohio will 
be high until heavy rains soak tinder
dry vegetation in woods and fields.

A GOOD OPPORTUNITY

FOR MAN OVER 30 YEARS OLD

TO BUILD OLD AGE INCOME

THRU AN AUTOMOBILE

INSURANCE AGENCY

WRITE

Motorists Mutual Insurance Company
Vic Donahey, President

20th and 21st Floors—A. I. U. Bldg.
Columbus, Ohio

Findlay Stove and Furnace Repair Co.
We repair cook stoves, heating stoves, heatrolas, and all 

makes of furnaces.
We carry a complete line of new parts for every type of 

stove. Send card or phone for free estimates.
1301 Washington Ave. Findlay, Ohio Phone 2076-R 
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