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THE STORY SO FAR: Charlotte 

(Cherry) Rawlings, an orphan, has been 
at Saint Dorothea’s convent school since 
she was seven. She knows almost noth* 
Ing of her early history, but gradually 
conies to realize that like the other girls 
at the school she has no family. Judge 
Judson Marshbanks and Emma Haskell 
are her co-guardians. When she is twen
ty, Marshbanks tells her that Emma has 
gotten her a secretarial position in San 
Francisco with old Mrs. Porteous Porter. 
She goes first to the Marshbanks man
sion and dines alone with the judge as 
Fran, his young wife, and bis niece, 
Amy, are dining out. Kelly Coates, an 
artist, drops in and Fran and Amy stop 
on their way out. As they leave Cherry 
hears laughing reference to her convent 
clothes and is bitter. Life with Mrs. 
Porter is monotonous, and she is thrilled 
when Kelly, horseback riding in the park 
with Fran, stops to talk to her while she 
is motoring with her employer. Later 
he sends her a box of candy and she is 
jealous when she sees him with Fran 
at a party given by Mrs. Porter. Emma 
tells Cherry that her sister Charlotte 
was Cherry’s mother. Kelly picks up
Cherry in his old car to “chaperone” 
Fran on a visit to his studio. His 
car breaks down in the rain. Fran and 
Cherry take a taxi and Fran asks Cherry 
to stop at the Marshbanks’ before go
ing home, where Cherry meets Judge 
Marshbanks’ mother.

Now continue with the story. 

CHAPTER VIII

Emma was going ,to the ceme
tery; Cherry was going back to the 
empty house. She came out of the 
big hilltop church with the other 
mourners.

Across the street, standing quite 
still, was Kelly Coates. Cherry 
smiled at him, and he crossed the 
street and joined her and they 
walked away together.

“You weren’t waiting to see me?”
“Why wasn’t I?” he asked moodi

ly after an oblique glance.
“Because I supposed you were 

waiting to see her,” Cherry said.
To this the man made no direct 

answer, muttering after a moment, 
“God, she’s beautiful!”

“I thought she looked rather tired 
this morning,” Cherry observed 
somewhat timidly.

“She might very well look tired, 
being dragged through a lot of non
sense like this showy funeral!”

“They had to come,” Cherry told 
him. “Amy’s mother was Mrs. Por
ter’s niece, or some relative any
way. Amy’s mother’s mother was 
a Wellington, and her husband was 
Mrs. Porter’s uncle; something like 
that.

Emma came back tired at three 
o’clock, and had a late luncheon 
in her room. Cherry, dressed to go 
downtown, joined her there.

“You’re going out?” Emma 
asked, mincing roast beef for the 
gray kitten. “Here, if you must 
steal my lunch!” she said to Cappy 
in an undertone.

“I thought I’d walk downtown and 
see a movie,” Cherry answered, 
dropping into a chair.

“Well, do that," Emma approved. 
“You’ve got money? And then may
be if you feel like it you might bring 
your cards in here before supper, 
and we’U listen to the radio.

“We could have supper up here.” 
Cherry spoke quietly. But the awk
ward little overture touched her 
deeply.

She walked down the street a few 
minutes later, passing the Marsh
banks house just as the judge de
scended to the street.

“Hello, Cherry,” he said. “Walk
ing? The little car is right here in 
the garage if I could take you some
where. 1 came back from the office 
to get a bite of lunch but I’ve noth
ing to do now.”

“No, 1 really want to walk, Judge. 
I’ve scarcely stirred out of the house 
for a week, and I feel so free today 
that I can hardly keep my feet on 
the ground.”

“You look it!” he said with his 
friendly smile. “Here’s Amy!”

Amy came flying down the steps 
to join them. “Where you going, 
Cherry?”

“I’m ashamed to say,” Cherry an
swered laughing, “that I’m going
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There was a silence, the judge 
was standing now too, his face as 
shocked as her own. “You said 
*»»at Emma had told you!’’ “Yes, 

tt not that! Not that! She only 
said my mother—she didn’t tell me 
anything—she said . .
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to a movie in the daytime!”
“I’m going with you,” said Amy. 

“Funerals give me the horrors. 
Wait for me; I’ll get my coat!”

She dashed upstairs again just as 
the big Marshbanks car drove up 
and Fran got out.

“She’s seen Kelly; they’ve had 
lunch together!” Cherry thought in
stantly.

“Where’ve you been, my dear?” 
the judge asked casually.

“I suppose it was scandalous not 
to go to the cemetery and see the 
whole funeral through,” Fran said, 
avoiding a direct answer. “But 
there were things I had to do, and I 
just ran out on it!”

“He’s probably crazier about her 
than she is about him,” Cherry said 
when Amy brought the subject to 
Kelly and Fran a day or two later.

“You never can tell with Fran; 
she’s deep,” Amy answered. She 
had to come to the Porter house by 
appointment on this occasion; it was 
the afternoon when Mrs. Porter’s 
will was to be read. Two quiet el
derly women were there from Pas
adena; cousins, Emma told Cherry, 
who had been supported by their 
rich relative for years. The judge 
was coming, and surprisingly Amy 
had been notified to be present.

“She must have left you some 
money,” Cherry surmised, “or they 
wouldn’t have asked you to come.” 

“She must have had plenty,” Amy 
said in satisfaction.

Emma put her head in the door 
and told both girls to come down
stairs.

“Me, too?” Cherry asked.
"Yes, I think so. Everyone in the 

house,” Emma said briefly, and 
vanished.. Cherry and Amy followed 
immediately to the library, where 
chairs had been set in a solemn 
semicircle to face the wide, flat ma
hogany desk at which the lawyer 
sat. Judge Marshbanks was near 
him; he smiled at the girls as they 
came in. Almost at once the will 
was opened.

Their late employer had remem
bered them all, leaving to every 
servant a sum approximating a 
thousand dollars for each year in 
her service, and for Emma’s eleven 
years of faithfulness a round twen
ty-five thousand. Cherry was stupe
fied to hear her own name read out 
as beneficiary for a legacy of fifteen 
hundred.

The old house was to be given to 
the city as a museum. Everything 
in the way of personal belongings, 
upstairs furnishings and the bulk of 
the estate were left to the grand
daughter of her beloved old friend 
Amelia Wellington, Amy Marsh- 
banks.

“What are your plans, Cherry?” 
Judge Marshbanks inquired.

“I haven’t had time to make 
plans,” said Cherry, “but I think I 
feel as if I didn’t know anything.”

“Well,” the judge said, “that’s not 
a bad idea. It will get you among 
people your own age, shake you 
up, put you on your own—yes, that’s 
a good plan. Berkeley?”

“Stanford, I thought.”
“Why not?" he agreed. “Wait a 

minute—wait a minute,” he added, 
“I know a nice place down there 
where you might like to stay. Lots 
of youngsters in the family; you 
wouldn’t feel so strange. What does 
Emma think of this? Have you 
talked to her?”

“Aunt Emma and I talked the 
night Mrs. Porter was so ill, the 
last night but one—” Cherry was be
ginning when Amy put in an ani
mated interruption:

“D’you call her ‘Aunt Emma?’ ”
“Well, yes, I do—sometimes.” 

Cherry’s face turned toward the fire, 
flamed until the tips of her ears 
were red.

“We were sitting upstairs waiting 
for the doctors to come out of Mrs. 
Porter’s room," she resumed her 
story, “and I said I hoped she would 
get well, and Emma said she was 
sure she wouldn’t. So then we talked 
of what we would do, and Emma’s 
going up into Mendocino, where she 
has a little place, and retire.

“Well, I should think Emma’d be 
fixed well enough to do that,” the 
judge said again with an approving 
nod. And then with a glance at the 
doorway through which Amy had 
disappeared in quest of her coat and 
hat, he added, “So she told you 
about your mother, eh?”

“A month ago.”
“Shock to you?”
“Oh, no, I think,” Cherry con

fessed honestly, “I had been dream
ing—imagining that I might have— 
well, different relations. I always 
thought Emma was my mother’s 
nurse. But we—we like each other.”

“You’re a nice girl,” the man 
commented, as if thinking aloud, 
his half-closed eyes upon her. Cher
ry flushed with pleasure; her little 
laugh was proud and embarrassed.

“Did you—did you ever see my 
mother? Didn’t you say you 
hadn’t?” she asked, sobering again.

“No.” He fell thoughtful; his 
linked hands dropped between his 
knees, his eyes on the fire. “No, I 
was away—I was in Washington for 
several years after I married,” he 
said. “But I knew she was very 
young and very trusting.

“And you mustn’t,” he went on 
after a moment, “you mustn’t 
blame your father too much. He 
was goodhearted; he was a decent 
fellow in so many ways. But al
ways ungovemed—unable to think 
out consequences! I’ve always 
thought,” the kind, quiet voice went 
on, "that what happened between 
him and your mother was the re
sult of a single moment of wild emo
tion—two young things completely 
deprived for the moment of reason
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—what is it. Cherry? What’s the 
matter, my child?”

She had gotten to her feet, reel
ing, ashen-faced, one hand gripping 
the back of a chair.

“You said—you said—’’ she whis
pered, “that—that your brothel 
Fred—Amy's father . ”

There was a silence. The 
judge was standing now too, his 
face as shocked as her own. 
“You said that Emma had told 
you!” “Yes, but not that! Not 
that! She only said my mother— 
she didn’t tell me anything—she 
said . .
"Cherry!” The man’s arm was 

about her shoulders. “Sit down,” he 
said, “and talk with me a moment. 
My dear child, you mustn’t take it 
this way! I’m sorry—I’m terribly 
sorry that I’ve shocked you!”

She was breathing hard, but she 
W’as quieter. Her eyes, very big in 
her pale face, met his courageously.

“It’s all right,” she said, “I ought 
to know. I ought to have known be
fore!”

“Emma was my father’s nurse 
and my mother’s housekeeper,” the 
man presently said. • “She was al
ways a superior person, you can see 
that. She had been Fred’s nurse 
and mine in the hospital when we 
were boys, had been widowed and 
came back as my father’s nurse'. 
Her sister Charlotte was much 
younger, ten or twelve years young
er; she met my brother, naturally, 
she used to be in the house a good 
deal; Fred was always around. He 
was married; his wife was expect
ing a baby of her own when all this 
happened. There was nothing to be 
done except make her comfortable 
and provide for the child. Amy’s 
fortune — you understand? — has 
nothing to'do with my brother. That 
came through her mother’s father, 
her grandfather Wellington, he left 
that to her. But what Fred could 
do, he did.

“The money I have been admin
istering for you was left you by my 
brother—your father—and in refer
ence to this college plan of yours,” 
Judson Marshbanks went on, in an 
easier tone but still watching her 
keenly and anxiously. “I want to 
remind you that we have a balance 
—a comfortable balance, and any 
profession you would like to take 
up . . ."

She was not listening. She seemed 
like a girl made of stone.

“So you see that I am your uncle 
really and truly,” the judge said 
lightly, affectionately, after a pause.

“I know,” she whispered with 
white lips. And then, with a sud
den wince of pain that contracted 
her young face: “Has anyone told 
Amy? Does Amy know?”

“No. Nobody knows. My moth
er, myself, Emma. Not another 
soul.”

“Your mother! She was talking of 
me then, when she said she wouldn’t 
have me in the house!"

"Did she say that?” he asked with 
a little frown. “Well, you must for
give a proud, unreasonable old 
woman. Your grandmother too, 
Cherry.”

“My grandmother!” Her eyes 
were dark with bitter thought. “I 
think—thank you so much!—but I 
think I’ll go upstairs. I’m tired,” 
Cherry faltered, and was instantly 
in his arms sobbing against his 
shoulder. His hand patted her.

“I know,” he said. “I knbw. It’s 
very hard!”

Almost immediately she stopped 
crying, gulped, fumbled for her 
handkerchief. “Amy’s calling you!” 
she said thickly, and in another mo
ment she was gone.

She fled upstairs and to her room 
and to a restless agony of thinking— 
to walk the floor, to pause, to burst 
into violent tears again and fling 
herself on her bed. The injustice of 
it, humiliation of it, the cruelty of 
her being one of two sisters who 
were strangers and whose destinies 
touched almost the extremes of hu
man contrast, choked and maddened 
her and she stopped her weeping 
only to pace the floor again, and 
again to break into self-pitying 
tears.

It was eight o’clock, and she was 
haggard and weary, when she ran 
downstairs to the telephone upon a 
sudden desperate impulse and called 
a Sausalito number.

But when Kelly’s heartening, 
pleased voice answered her, her 
tears came again ano she could 
hardly make herself coherent:

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Rawson
Mrs. Louise Ruthledge and Nora 

Kagie of Findlay spent Wednesday 
with Mrs. Olive Crozier.

Mr. and Mrs. Donald Kitchen of 
Toledo were week-end guests of Mr. 
and Mrs. Ralph Jones and family.

Beecher and Clara McClish were 
Sunday guests of Mr. and Mrs. 
Homer Hartman. Afternoon callers 
were Mr. and Mrs. L. M. McClish.

Mrs. Sylvia Lane and daughter 
Martha June attended the commence
ment of the college of medicine, 
University of Cincinnati, which was 
held Wednesday, Feb. 23rd. Earl 
Doty, son of Mrs. Lane was gradu
ated.

Mr. and Mrs. Joe Little and son 
Robert of Continental were recent 
callers of Mr. and Mrs. Henry Little.

Mr. and Mrs. A. R. Peterson and 
family of Lima were Sunday dinner 
guests of Mrs. W. H. Peterson.

Recent callers of Mr. and Mrs. 
Geo. Crozier were Mr. and Mrs. 
Richard Crow of Fostoria, Mr. and 
Mrs. Roy Crozier, Mr. and Mrs. Ed
win Crozier of Findlay and Mrs. 
Gayle Mann.

Prof, and Mrs. Clayton D. Tooley 
and daughter Barbara of Fremont 
spent Saturday with Mr. and Mrs. 
W. O. Tooley and son Billy.

Ohio State University agronomists 
say that flax, hemp, castor beans, 
Russian dandelion, and many drug 
plants are not suitable or have doubt
ful value as crops on Ohio farms.
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BRING IN YOUR COMPLETE 
DE LAVAL SEPARATOR 

"KEEP 'EM HUMMING

Be sure 
which fit tightly.
all heat in the iron, 
off a few minutes be- 
piece is ironed.

Every Wednesday at 11 a. m. since World War I, a bugle call has 
brought all activities on Ohio State University’s campus to a halt for one 
minute.

Originally dedicated to Ohio State men who served in 1917-18, the 
ceremony now honors also the more than 5000 irom the university 
have already waswei ed the call in World War U.

of the Pres-

Observation of a few simple rules 
in the care of the family electric iron 
will prolong its life for the duration 
and likely for a long time after that, 
it was 
public 
cialists

The
have been suggested as important for 
the conservation and maintenance of 
efficiency of the electric iron.
DO . . .

1. Connect and disconnect the iron 
at the convenience outlet rather than 
at appliance. The contact points are 
worn unnecessarily if connections are 
made at iron. Service and repair 
parts may be difficult to secure dur
ing the war period.

2. Use the heat control (if there 
is one) to regulate temperature. In 
this way both the iron and fabric 
are protected. If in any case there 
is no heat control be sure to avoid 
overheating the Iron.

3. Keep the sole plate clean. A 
clean, smooth running iron is 
and energy saver and will 
damage to fabric.

4. Handle iron carefully.
iron is dropped or jolted the mech
anism may be damaged to the point 
where parts need to be replaced.

5. Let iron cool before putting it 
away. A hot iron may be a fire 
hazard in some store locations.

6. Remove a detachable cord from 
iron after each ironing period. Hang 
or store the cord where it will not be 
cut or otherwise harmed.

7. Avoid dropping or banging the 
outlet and appliance plugs against 
hard surface.

8. Be sure to use heater cord with 
heating appliances. Lamp cords are 
not heavy enough to adequately car
ry current to high wattage irons— 
that is, those above 500-watt rating.

9. Use cord that is in good condi
tion. In every case make sure the 
individual conductors are 
with sufficient insulation to 
against short circuits.

[ 10. Keep the cord from
i against the sides of the
board by using cord holder device 
or some other arrangement.

11. Repair or replace cord and re
wire or renew appliance and outlet 
plugs whenever necessary, 
to use plugs

12. Utilize 
Turn current 
fore the last

13. Lessen chance of dropping iron 
by supplying asbestos pad or other 
arrangement for iron rest, so it is 
unnecessary to tip iron on back rest.

14. Use the iron on circuit of 
proper voltage and type (A.C. or 
D.C.) as described on name plate.

15. Keep the iron in a handy place 
protected from dust

16. Keep the hot 
ting the cord. 
DON’T . . .

1. Don’t iron over
fasteners. These objects are apt to 
mar the sole plate.

2. Don’t overheat the iron. Over
heating may cause the unit to burn 
out and plating to burn off. Turn 
the current off during interruptions.

3. Don’t use scratchy abrasives on 
sole ’plate. The surface finish of the 
sole plate is usually a plating. 
Whiting, beeswax, or moistened fine 
steel wool (No. 000) are satisfactory. 
Never scrape the sole plate.

4. Don’t put iron in water.
5. Don’t wrap cord tightly around 

handle. The fine wires in the con
ductors may be cut and the insula
tion become worn.

6. Don’t wrap cord around iron 
while iron is hot. Protect the cord 
from wear whenever possible.

7. Don’t use extension cord unless

Hints For Maintaining Your Electric
Iron At Highest Operating Efficiency! I WAR BONDS

Editor’s Note: This is the 
fifth in a series of articles giv
ing information designed to pro
long 
hold 
ture 
ated

guests of Mr. and Mrs. Orlo Marshall.
Dale, son of Mr. and Mrs. Clifford 

Fruchey, who is now in 4he mainten
ance division of the Air Corps and 
stationed in Detroit, was at home for 
the week end.

Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Begg and 
sons Jimmie and Dean were Sunday 
dinner guests of Mr. and Mrs. F. R. 
Kerst in Wapakoneta.

Mr. and Mrs. W. E. Marshall and 
daughter, Mrs. Robert Barnett of this 
place and Mrs. Harley Barnett of 
Glasgow*, Montana spent Sunday with 
Mr. and Mrs. Paul Raraett of White
house, near Toledo.

The series of six Sunday night 
family nights being held at the Pres
byterian church, will close Sunday 
evening with a pot luck supper at 
6:30. A Spanish theme will be car
ried out in decorations and a program 
by the young people followed by 
regular program. All 
the church and their 
urged to attend.

The regular meeting
byterian missionary society and the 
World Day of Prayer will be combin
ed ;his month in a meeting in the 
home of Mrs. W. E. Marshall, Friday 

I afternoon of next week under the 
leadership of Mrs. Edgar Begg.

YOUR De Laval Cream Separator serves you twice a day 
every day in the year and produces butterfat — the most im
portant of all farm products. Now, during our country’s great 

war effort, the efficient operation of your De Laval Separator 
is more important than ever before. Your country at war need* 
more butterfat and your present separator must be kept skim
ming with maximum efficiency and operating dependably day 
in and day out.

Bring your complete separator to us on the date shown 
above for careful expert inspection, which will be made free of 
charge. Should any new parts be required or any unusual 
service work needed a charge will be made for the part* and 
a nominal service charge for the work.

Take advantage of this opportunity to make sure that your 
De Laval Separator gets the attention it need* to continue 
doing its important war job efficiently.

Bluffton Imp. & Harness Co
Bluffton, Ohio

DE LAVAL SEPARATOR 
SERVICE DAY!

The Light Bearers of the Presby
terian church will meet in the home 
of Jeanette and Buddy Huber, Satur
day afternoon.

Robert Marshall spent the week end 
in the home of Mr. and Mrs. Lysle D. 
Cahill in Cleveland.

Mrs. Robert Barnett who teaches 
in Rising Sun was a week end guest 
of her parents, Mr. and 
Marshall.

Rev. and Mrs. A. C. 
daughter were guests in
Mr. and Mrs. Abe Baumgartner, Sat-1 
urday evening. I

Mr. and Mrs. Orlo Marshall of thisl 
place, Mr. George Moore of Toledo,! 
Mr. and Mrs. C. D. Steiner, Mrs. I 
Jacob Reese and Miss Harriet Krohnl 
were Sunday dinner guests of Mr.I 
and Mrs. E. J. Miller and daughter! 
Faith in Pandora. I

Mrs. Clyde Van Meter underwent al 
major operation the latter part of tbel 
week and is reported to be in a serious 
condition at this writing.

Richard Cupp returned home Sat
urday after spending the past ten 
days with his sister, Mrs. Roscoe 
Aiderman in Kansas City, Mo.

Mrs. Edgar Begg entertained a 
t-n.-up of boys from the Columbus 
Grove school Thuisday evening in 
honor of the tenth birthday anniver
sary of her son, John.

Mr. and Mrs. M. C. Geiger of Bluff
ton were Saturday evening dinner

MID-WINTER
BARGAIN 

SALE
NEWSPAPER AND 
MAGAZINE 

SUBSCRIPTIONS

Special 
This Newspaper

<1 YEAR) AND

Any 2 Magazines$3.25 
Any 3 Magazines $3 75 
Any 4 Magazines e/75 

 Woman's Home V’•
Companion  

 True Story  
 American Home ... 
 Better Homes and 

Gardens  
 Photoplay-Movie

Mirror 1 Yr. 
 Pathfinder (Weekly) ..1 Yr. 
 Srrecnland I Yr. 
 Silver Screen 1 Yr. 
 Sc ience & Discovery.... I Yr. 
 The Woman .....I Yr.
 Flower Grower 6 Mo. 

6 Sports Afield 1 Yr.
Fact Digest 1 Yr. 

 Open Road (Boys),
(12 Issues) 14 Mo. 

 American Girl 8 Mo. 
 Christian Herald 6 Mo. 
 Parents’ Magazine . 6 Mo. 
 Household Magazine .1 Yr. 
 Outdoors I Yr. 
 Click I Yr.

. , . , , I Electric equipment is scarce be-
absolutely necessary, and never use al cause the raw materials are going 
lamp cord for this purpose. The I into the War Effort. But you can 
iron may not heat properly if tool save now and get back $4 for ev- 
small size wire is used. I ery S3 you invest in War Bonds so

8. Don’t disconnect iron cord by I ^ou can that ran£e or whatever
pulling on cord. Take hold of plug; I J0U want after the war 1S KOn’ 
the wiring will last longer with thisl 
treatment. I

9. Don’t put up with loose or brok-l
en cord connections, or broken I 
handle. I

10. Don’t rest iron on scratchy I
metal surface. An asbestos pad at I 
the end of ironing board is morel 
satisfactory than metal standards I 
and time and energy are saved with I 
its use. I

11. Don’t store the iron where it I
will likely be damaged or spattered I 
with grease or other foods. I Join the army of 30,000,000 who

12. Don’t set the iron near the| will be D® the Payroll Savings Plan 
edge of ironing board 
would be likely to fall.

13. Don’t set a hot
protected ironing board

14. Don’t allow a hot iron to touch I 
or rest on the cord at any time. I

15. Don’t use a hand iron for any! 
other purpose than that for which! 
it was intended.

16. Don’t blame the iron for all
ironing-day difficulties. The iron
ing equipment may be partly to 
blame. Check your ironing board 
for these characteristics:

Sturdy construction
Wide enough for easy ironing of

linens
Pointed at end
Well padded, with tight cover|

which
Correct
Easy to

or where itl *or regular War Bond Purchase by 
I New Year’s Day. Stop spending and 
I save, and let’s “Top that Ten Per

iron On Un-I pput " C. S. Treasury Department
cover. |

Cheek magazine r detired end tend 
coupon to this nerrt paper today!
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