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THE ETHAN ELLENS HAVE
VERMONT BREAKFASTS IN PHILADELPHIA

LADIES HOME JOURNAL

3; PDecember, 1932

GOOD SUGARIN' WEATHER,
ETHAN! WARM SUNNY DAYS
FROSTY NIGHTS

MMM! WON'T | BE
il GLAD TO HAVE SOME
B OF THIS SYRUP FOR

BOYHOOD
! ON A
| VERMONT FARM

YOUR PANCAKES WERE DELICIOUS,
DEAR. IT WAS THAT AWFUL

SYRUP THAT SPOILED BREAK-
FAST FOR ME '

IS YEARS
LATER IN
PHILADELPHIA

OH DEAR! 1 WISH 1 COULD FIND

A SYRUP AS GOOD AS ETHAN
USED TO MAKE UP IN VERMONT

HE'D LOVE VERMONT MAID
SYRUP, COMES FROM
BURLINGTON, VT. A

PERFECTLY OELICIOUS
BLEND OF PURE CANE AND

ETHAN, HERE'S A SYRUP THAT

WON'T SPOIL YOUR PANCAKES.
IT'S MADE IN VERMONT BY
VERMONTERS !

AND TASTES LIKE IT!
A REAL NORTH WOODS
TANG. WHAT A
TREAT!
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s Right from the heart of
\\ THE MAPLE SUGAR COUNTRY

I'ry Vermiont Maid Syrup.
has it in handy glass jugs. Be sure you get
Vermont Maid—spelled M-A-1-D—with
the precty girl on the Vermon(-green
labet.
comes from
heart of the maple sugar country. Penick

Your grocer

This velvet-smooth, golden syrup
Burlington, Vermont—the

& Ford, Ltd.,
ton, Yermont,

Inc., Burling-

MADE OF CANE AND
) MAPLE SUGARS
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(Continued from Page 9)

fellow Gray bas an mwvitialion 1o he
party too.”

Mr, John J. Gray received so little mail
that he rarcly went through the hollow
formality of looking in his box. Today,
therelore, the clerk had to call his atten-
tion Lo the note. Even then, Mr. Gray
regarded it dubiously, as  though it
couldn’t quite be for hin,

An invitation  an invilation to
Christias party! Surely no one could be
asking Afm. 1le read it again to make cer-
tain. “Mr. Richard Payne Pomeroy  the
pleasure of Mr. Johm J. Gray's company
al five - " That would be the vather
expansive young fellow in well-cul (weeds
he’d noticed last night walking around as
il he owned the hotel. And now he was
asking him 1o a Christmas party. lle
wouldn’t, of course, il he knew. Christ
had forgiven the thicl, but Christians sel-
dom did. But then, the young man didn’t
know. Nobody knew yet. He must go Lo
the party. M he didn't, they might gel
onto the fact that there was something
suspicious about him. e must go and act
as Lhough he really were Johin J. Gray,
and not Nicholas Murdock at all.

W/ll/\l kind of |m|ly

did you have in mind, Mr. Pamcroy?”’
asked Miss Appleby, scating hersell an o
tulted hrocade sola with something ol the
air of the commitlee which has met to
discuss plans for the church picnic. when
they met in the lobby.

“Oh,” said Richard vaguely, a trifle dis-
concerted by her directness and clarity, ** 1
wanl il 1o be a good parly, you know,
Iiverybody has o have a good time,”
he continued enthusiasticalty. * Probably
cocklails to begin on or perhaps”
cveryone i his circle drank cocklails, but
he had a sudden astonished feeling (hat
possibly cveryone in Miss  Appleby’s
didn't  “or perhaps a dry sherry,” he
conceded, ** to warmi things up a bit, Break
the ice, you know. And then I'll engage a
private dining room and have a very nice
dinner. Plum pudding, roast gouvse, all the
trimmings. And lots ol flowers for the
ladies and cigars for the men, and after-
ward--oli, well,” he stumbled, noting her
growing lack of enthusiasm -*oh, after-
ward, I might get some musicians Lo come
up from Munich.”

e broke off abruptly, for Miss Ap-
pleby’s fively countenance was showing
consternation and, whal was cven more
disconcerting, an odd, pilying amuse-
menl-- yes, pity -as though she were feel-
ing very sorry for him, somchow,

“Oh, dear!”’ she exclaimed, and then
again, “Oh, dear!” And then, * But, NMr,
Pomceroy, that’s not Christmas!™

She et her shock soak in.

“1 dou't sece why not,” he tricd to
bluster.

“Then you shouldn’t give a Christmas
parly at all,” she announced flatly.

“What's your idea?”” he asked a bit
sulkily, not Jooking at her directly. Rich-
ard wasn’t used to having his ideas about
partics quullnmd They never were. He
could gIVL as smarl a p‘uly as anyone,

SWell,” she was saying as kindly as
possible, “these people are all strangers.
The only thing they have in common is
that they're Americans, and probably all
homesick. 1 know”  her voice caughit a
htdle 1 am.”

S0 hecould see her eyes lighting up
as she began to think of the party she'd
give -“(he thing that would bring them
Logelher, break the ice as you call it, would
be just a simple American Christmas like
the kind they probably all had when they
were children. Make them all bring o
gilt, not Lo cost more than a mark, and
suilable for any age orsex. Have a Christ-
mas Lree, and trim it the way you used Lo
do al honie, with crazy simple things, pop
corn and crunl)vrrivs 'l Lielp you  and

perhaps some mulled wine and cakes.
Theyl have dinner about two-thirty in
the hotel, so no one will want a banqguet.,

“And then,” shie hesitated, but went on
defiantly, her eyes deepvelvet brown with
brave excitement, her Hps scarlet, " wdll,
you may Lhink it's silly  but I'd have
them sing Christmas carols.”

And suddenly Richard’s mind raced a
long way hack and recaptured from his
chilldhood aomemory of that veal Christinas
which everyone capries in his heart, He
remembered  his mother,  slender and
stately in i dress of soft white wool witli
immense gathered sleeves, her delicate
tHiroat cncased e a high net collar, her
face grave and yel alight, sitting at the
mahogany upright piano on Christinas
Lve, playing Christimas music while tie
children sang. “The smell of Christimas
swepl aver him, the pungent, tich, spicy
odors, the sharp Lwg of cvergreen, all
suspended in-an atmosphere cold and
crisp  and somchow very clean,

Richard traveled a long way hack lu a
present which seemed incredible and an-
real, after that so-clear reality ol etild-
hood. This pompously ornate and dingy
little salon was remote, a dream; every-
thing was irrclevantl here, exceplt, some-
how, the slender, warm-cyed gt whose sed
lips were no longer st ina sedate, sell-
protecting austerity, but were now kgl
g and generons ad kind.

“Yes,” said Richard, drawing a long
breath, ©w ways had music at hone on
Christmas, That would be the very thing.
There's a piano in my sitting room, Could
you play it?”

1 ought to be able to,” she replicd with
anamusced crinkle around hereyes, © That's
wlml 1 do for a living, teach music.”

“We'lve gol o ot to do,” said Ricliard,
jumping up enthusiasticatly. st Pl
have to seribble them all notes telling them
o bring presents. And Uen we uu;,hl lugo
uulumlhuypumuln‘nn](mub« rries

I ran up and get my hat and m:ll,"
cried lﬁxilh, as intent and serious as a
child. “And T bring down a darning
needle to string the cranberries with, |
don’t suppose you have one "

Then, for no particular reason, she
laughed, and he, looking at her, began to
Taugh oo, and thus they were swepl oné
gale of lnaghter into their tlarey of prep-
arations.

As RiCtiakD narrid
back up the stairs two at a time, he nearly
stambled over the fittle German girl he
had noticed in the dining room. She was
sitling on the Lop step, crooning soltly
to hier dall.

“Waram sitzen Sie da?” he asked in
irate, extremiely imperfeet German, and
then, more softly, “ Where's your mother,
Kindehen?"

“Shie's gone for i ride,””

“But it's Chitistimas, child.
lonesome?”

“Oh, no.”
at him.
pany."”

“Look here,” he announced suddenly,
“1I'm having a party. You know, cakes
and canely and things. You come ton.”

The child looked pleased, but hesitated
a motuenl.

“Shall T put onomy pink dress? ™

“Why, youlook very nicein that dress.”
He smiled. Tle hadn't known dittle gids
began so carly 1o tiink of clothes.

Aren’t you

She shoved her big doll out
T have my dolly o Lkeep me cont

<1 think Ewill wear my pink dress,” she
announced hrmly, “and 1 suppose”  she
looked at bimwithconfident cyes * [sup-

pose you coukd comb my hair for me?”
Richard saw th coming down the
red-carpeted cornidor i a long,  black
velvet deess, its close nechline cinphiasiziog
the fairmess of her sking its enormons pulf
sleeves giving o stately quality Lo lier
stender throat, her small head, and real-
ized, tohissurprise,  (Contoied on Page 81




