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CHAPTER XII—Continued
-] -
Sarah Lynn's voice said hoarsely,
"Buzz buzzards . .
Didn’'t you know . . . we were .

ards

dead?"”’

“Say, listen, we're not dead and
we're not going to be dead! I tell
you they're on the job, looking for
n't be long, now!"

)lanes kept flying over them.

and again, but
they hesitated. Kitty Me-
dill stood on her rock and waved
and screamed, but the pilots gave no |
sign of noticing her, |
fools, you fools! You 'h]ind;

I]' L& ]
They returned again

never

1 ou
bats!" she sobbed, cursing. |

Then she made a careful survey of :
their situation and realized that they |
were hidden from above by a ledge
over the which they had
crashed. She might gesture and yell

one on

the rest of her life without being
seen by the fliers.

“Okeh, then. I'll get out where
they can see me,"”" she decided. She
didn't try to tell Sarah Lynn. She

matches and a sheaf
of maps charts and walked
in the direction of Mt. Umunhum,
stopping constantly to mark the trail
in some fashion, tying to the chap-
arral the ribbon from her hair, her
belt, her pink satin garter. When she
found a bare rocky space she tore
up her papers and gathered twigs |
and dry leaves and got her filre to
going She broke off branches of
manzanita and fed the flame,
discovered that green
made a denser smoke.

In an incredibly short time the
planes were back, three of them,
dipping and circling
the pilots peering down. She stood
away from the fire and tore off her
blouse and waved, and one of the
airmen waved an arm in answer.
He flew perilously low, and she rec-
ognized the Hermod with Gunnar
Thorwald leaning out to look at her.
She pointed back toward the place
where she had left her passenger,
and he nodded and flew away in
the same direction.

Kit's knees gave way and she
sat down and the breeze blew acrid
smoke into her eyes and mouth, but
she was up in a running
back to the wreck.

“Babe, it's okeh! He's here! 1
mean, he will be in a minute—your
boy-friend in his bus! Kid, it's all
right, do you hear me?"

If Sarah Lynn heard she gave no
evidence of it. She
busily preoccupied talking to her-
self, and the free hand opened and
closed and tensed stiffly, so Kitty
Medill raced back again to keep
her fire going and wait for Gunnar
He was intolerable
time in coming. She had moments
of panic in which she was sure he
hadn't seen her after all: that she
had imagined the Hermod

took half her
and

and

she

moment,

Fhorwald an

But at last she saw him working
his diMecult way swiftly through the
thick, harsh underbrush

» lives?"" he demanded hoarse

I‘.
‘She’s alive, sure.”
“Hurt? How?" Ice-blue gimlets,
borir into her brain
Well, you see—it's on her. On
her back The ship is. I tried to
t it off but
Take there!™
She turned and ran back, Gunnar
lowing so closely that he almost
1 upon her "Quick!"” he kept
ir Be quick!™
When they reached the wreck Kit
tvy M shut her eves. She didn't
want to see his face when he saw
vh Lynn, but it was almost as
bad to hear him. It sounded as if
ad Aung himself down on the

ground beside her, and Kit thought
ust be talking in his own Swede
lingo, for could not understand

the words, but she understood per

she

fectly the terrible, racked sobbing
When she heard him working Kit l

took her hands away from her eves

and looked at him. He was working |

so fast, so furiously, so with

surely

such flerce efMciency He wrenched

| and chopped and tore away, twist-

| to Sarah Lynn

stuff |

She could see |

seemed to be |

ed and pried, dead white, with sweat
pouring from him. It seemed to
Kit, watching the cold frenzy, that
he could have done it all with his
bare hands.

Once he called to her and pointed
to his canteen. ‘‘Give her water— |
a small drink at first.”” He looked at |
her fully for the first time. *‘Only |
that I may need your help,” he
said levelly, *I would kill you.”

“You needn’t trouble yourself,’
she said jauntily., ‘I can 'tend to
that little chore.'” She crawled close
and managed to |
take three swallows. |
men came running |
through the chaparral presently, |
with young Bill Dana following. |
They set to work instantly under
Gunnar’s direetions and that speed-
ed up the affair tremendously, Kit
could see, but she was sure the
ace could have done it alone.

One thing he did do alone, When |
the weight was finally dragged off
Sarah Lynn the others stood aside
and let him stoop and lift her.

She screamed once, a short, Il
dreadful cry, and he put her down |
on the blankets Kit had spread. Sar- |

ah Lynn looked up at him, her eyes
big in her burning face, recognizing
him clearly. She said thickly, “Go
away! Don't come in here!"” She |
held up a warning hand. “Fly away
in the night! Ladybug, ladybug, fly
away home!"

When he bent over her, murmur-
| ing, she pointed an accusing finger,
| Her hoarse voice said, packed with

scorn, ""Keep away from me, drunk-
| en fooll" |

make her
Two other

Once again, Sarah Lynn Dana, so-
cial registerite, member of the ex
clusive suburb of Danavale, became
| news, furnishing hectic headlines in
| San Jose and San Francisco papers
for many days.

She had fiown with the notorious
Kitty Medill, famous stunt-flier and
moving picture double for danger-
ous scenes, who was making a first
hop after being grounded by the De-
partment of Commerce for reckless
flying: she was lost; she was
found, and found by Gunnar Thor-
wald, Norwegian ace, her flance;
she would die: she would live: she
would live, but would never
| walk again.

It was after this last announce- |
ment that Kitty Medill committed |
suicide, quietly and with a good deal

she

away
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sn't conscious

| but the drama goes out of the situ.
ation, presently. I mean, they get
| used to the fact, and life goes on
again, and—well, the calls and the
flowers and books and things dwin-
dle away."”

“There'll be whole conservatories
full of flowers now that Duncan is
| here,”” Mary said bitterly.

| CHAPTER XIII
! Gunnar Thorwald was pacing the
corridor when Duncan Van Doren
got out of the elevator. Duncan’s
head was down; he did not see the
| flier. Gunnar stared incredulously,
| striding toward him, thrusting out
an arm to block his way.

d| +“you have seen her?" There was

| an emphasis on the first pronoun
which made the question at once
a demand and a protest.

Duncan looked at him with swim.
ming eyes, nodding, his face con-
| vulsed. He manifested no resent-
! ment, no conviction that before him
| stood the cause of the tragedy; only
an engulfing flood of sympathy and
sorrow. He gulped, groping for his
| handkerchief—‘'Horrible—ecruel—""

Gunnar pushed past him toward
the elevator, but it rose as he
reached it, so he turned and went
leaping up the stairs. A woman with
| a big bouquet of garden flowers
shrank out of his way.

“Mercy!" she said to her hus-
| band. “That fellow looks like a
mental case!"’

He flung himself through the door
in spite of the card in the brass
frame which read:

Dana
Drs. Dunn «nd Bixford
| NO VISITORS
| but he stood still on the threshold,
staring.

Mrs. Dana, standing at the win-
dow, her back to him, turned at
the sound of his entrance. ‘‘Please
| leave the room!" she said in an an-

| | gry whisper. “No callers are per-

| mitted. My daughter is—'"

Gunnar was not listening. There
was nothing she could tell him about
her daughter. He continued to stand
still, looking at her.

‘“Leave this room instantly! I will
ring for an orderly to put you out!”
Mrs. Dana cried wildly. ‘‘Haven't
you done enough? Aren't you satis-
fled with the suffering, the agony—"

| she was bearing down on him in

“You needn’t trouble yourself,” I

al walking up and down the long| *“Yes, but if she hadn't been a
hall | flier it never could have h;n;'up('nc‘d!
“A change?'"” he demanded in a | to her,” he said reasonably., *“And |

I expect that's the way the family [
figures, her mother, anyway."”

“1 know,” Mary Dana Webster
nodded. “I wish Sally Ann would
| come home,”

““She will, later,” Lynn Dana said.

“I cabled and wrote that her pres- |

ence would mean more to Sarah

queer, spent voice.

“No. We weren't
change, you know. She
no worse."

‘"*She—she asked for me?"

“Well, not exactly, asked, but she
talks about you a lot, 1 »an, she's

expecting any
is certainly

| brow, her chin,

soft fury ‘Do you want to kil
her?"
But Gunnar had reached the bed.

He had leaned over Sarah Lynn,
shaking, and said her name.

She was as nearly white as the
olive and amber and ivory of her
skin could be, and her nose, her
her cheek-bones
were as sharp and salient as if they
had been chiseled from marble. Her

and a startled recognition
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