
Î X - ’

■SANDY POST
— r:-----g. ,d.----------- -------------------------

i ^ b i r  i% ^ p k lv  .Scrini S ior
<1»r. . - - i f ;  ' - - - y « ®

•*' ' ’. r» * - r- .  .  k w . fC I—M L»_. ____ . • ■ v

Installnieiit

G ATE
CHAPTER XIII—Continued 
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My heart!”  Gunnar said hoarse­

ly. "M y dearest heart!”  He could 
not have known what he looked like, 
but he remembered to smile at her. 
Mrs. Dana came and pulled at his 
arm but he shook her o il and bent 
lower, s till smiling. “ My heart—”  

Sarah Lynn’s eyes widened, the 
pupils distending, and a strange 
look of frigh t and something stran­
ger still came into them. “ No!”  she 
cried. “ Go away! Please, please 
go away!”

Mrs. Dana was pressing the but­
ton. "Now, do you hear?”  she t r i ­
umphed. “ Do you hear?”

Gunaar thought it was delirium. 
He said gently, “ I t  is Gunnar, my 
dearest one—to stay with you a l­
ways!”  He bent to kiss her.

But Sarah Lynn, pinioned and 
helpless, able to move nothing but 
her eyes, nevertheless, w ith every 
fiber of her being repelled him. 
"No, no! Go away! Never come 
again—never—come again!”

The press played it  up and the 
radio buzzed with bulletins about 
Gunnar Thorwald’s return flight 
across the Atlantic, but no news 
papers came into Sarah Lynn’s hos- 
p ital room, and they never tuned in 
for news flashes—only for music or 
comedy programs, or an occasonal 
playlet which was known to be 
pleasant and amusing.

Gunnar’s name was not men­
tioned after the day of his visit. 
When, at length, he had been com- 
pelled to leave the room, he could 
hear Sarah Lynn’s voice, spent 
but shrill, saying to her mother, 

Make him go away! Make him go 
away!”

He had not waited to hear her 
mother’s answer, hovering over her 
in an agony of protective tender­
ness, and he did not know that 
Sarah Lynn had cried, quietly 
ceaselessly, for three days Thè 
tears trickled out of the corners of 
her eyes and slid down her temples 
into her hair, and she could not lift 
her hand to wipe them away.

Her doctors and nurses were dis­
turbed. but they didn't seem able to
5?ntnd ’*■. This i,n  t helPÙig any,”  
Miss Burke said.

“ It  is Just the reaction, the great 
relief, after that distressing and 
cruel interview the other day ”  Mrs 
Dana insisted. “ Darling, yOU are 
safe with Mother, and no one is go­
ing to bother you again! Mother's 
right here!”  She saw the nurse’s 
cool gray eyes upon her and fol­
lowed her out into the aggressively 
clean-smelling corridor. “ I t  is per 
fcctly natura l," ,he said rather 
combatively. “ She regards him as 
the cause of her misfortune, so of 
course she shrinks from him .”

-You think so?" Miss Burke said 
levelly. “ Well, I can’t give all the 
answers, but that wouldn’t be my 
diagnosis.”  She went away with her 
noiseless, heelless tread. She was 
glad she was going on her vaca­
tion; she hated to have cases get 
her as this one did.

it, Sarah Lynn; 
live ."

“ Must I? ”
He cleared his throat. “ I  guess 

you must, g irl. I  guess that’s your 
I chore.”

Sarah Lynn said after a long 
pause, “ I  know doctors can’t—k ill 
people. I t ’s only animals that can 
be—what do they say?—‘put out of 
their m isery.’ But can’t they—just 
not make people live?”
(i He shook his grizzled head. 
“ That’s their chore, Sarah Lynn, 
making people live .”  Then he said 
briskly. “ But i t ’s not going to be 
like this, you know, always.”

Sarah Lynn said, “ They used to 
give me stuff a ll the time to make 
me sleep. I  wish they still did. I f  
I  have to live, I think they might 
do that for me.”

“ Pain s till bad?”  
i io t  my back . . . my head, my 

heart. W ill you ask them to give 
i t  to me again?”

“ No,”  the old country doctor said.
'I won’t do that, Sarah Lynn. You 

wouldn’t want me to. I  guess it 
took plenty of g rit to go up in your 
Plane, and more than plenty to 
come down in a parachute. But I 
believe you have a lot of g rit le ft.”  
He stood up, looking down at her, 
his eyes very bright. “ Yes, you’ve 
got to live, Sarah Lynn.”

The g irl who had made that for 
him, the golden-curled, violet-eyed, 
mother-of-pearl maiden who had 
sobbed that she would sit beside his 
chair all the long days of her life, 
had not been put to the test. I f  she 
bad not died— He wondered. It 
was a fragrant memory

Mrs. Edwin Dana’s upstairs sit­
ting-room had always been a place 
of cozy cheer, but now it  fa irly  radi­
ated and exuded joyous serenity. 
People came into the room with ris­
ing inflections, stepping lightly on 
the balls of their feet. They some­
times paused outside the door to 
arrange their smiles.

Miss Pennington sat there with 
her sewing, and young BUI racketed 
in on his return from school, and 
her father and the older brothers 
came fo r brisk and breezy chats 
before or after their dinner.

Her mother and Duncan, one or 
the other, were always there.

“ Did you ever see such devo­
tion?”  people asked, almost rever­
ently. “ I f  Cousin Adelaide isn’t the 
very essence of self - sacrificing

Sarah Lynn persistently asked for 
the old fam ily doctor from Los Ga­
tos and they were obliged to send 
for him. He could contribute noth­
ing, they fe lt sure, but i f  i t  was a 
comfort to the child—

“ Suppose you Just step out and 
let us have our v is it alone.”  he 
»aid m ildly. Then he sat down and
Lvnn i ? "  ? nd> ‘ ‘Wel1’ Sarah 
Lynn, I brought you into the world 
»» the old saying goes, and I saw 
you through measles and chicken- 
pox and the rest of ’em. I ’m mighty 
•orry about this Was there any 
thmg special you wanted to say to

She could not turn her head, but 
her eyes turned to him. “ You tell

“ No.”  he said heartily. “ I ’m not 
up on all the details of your case 
of course, but I  had a talk with 
Dunn. No, there's no doubt about |

Conrad Jordan was Gunnar’s only 
defender. A ll Danavale condemned 
him hotly. The elders considered it 
a blessing that he had gone—his 
presence, they understood from her 
mother, was only a torment to the 
poor ch ild -b u t certainly he had act­
ed most shabbily.

“ What a heel!”  Sarah Lynn’s 
young brother said. “ G osh-what a 
heel!”

Because of his defection, because 
he was the alien, the intruder in 
the clan, Danavale had convinced 
itself that Gunnar Thorwald was, 
indirectly, the reason for Sarah 
Lynn s tragic accident.

Lynn Dana and Conrad Jordan 
agreed to cease discussing it. The 
flier stood loyally by the ace.

“ I  don’t see what else the boy 
could do, Lynn. She turned from 
him—she shrank from him —in hor­
ror. She begged him  to go away 
forever; she told him repeatedly 
that she never wanted to see him 
again.”

“ But—in her condition—”
“ No; she was not under opiates; 

she was absolutely clear. Upon my 
word, I don’ t see how he could have 
acted otherwise.”

Conrad Jordan went back to Ta­
hoe to close his lodge for the win­
ter. The man in the wheeled-chair 
wrote to his traveling cousin:

“ I cannot help feeling that Gun­
nar acted ignobly. And ye t-w h a t 
could he accomplish by staying”
If  Sarah Lynn is to be helpless, 
what, after all, would they have in 
common? It was, we must in jus­
tice remember, a plant of hasty 
growth; not deeply rooted, I dare 
say. Flying brought them togeth­
er. But now—even without her in­
jury. I doubt if  he could have fitted 
himself into our scene; eagles don’t 
make barnyard fowls.

“ They are bringing her home 
from the hospital in a few days.
Her mother has filmed over her 
own sitting-room to Sarah Lynn 
Duncan Van Dorcn is a pattern of 
devotion, they tell m e-constantly
^ " • ¿ e nding aIoud’ alway* on ^ e  
Job. Well, perhaps i t  helps a l i t ­
tle; the test comes later, when they 
know whether she has a chance of 
more than partial recovery.”

The typewriter was silent while he 
looked up at the pipe-rack above his 
fireplace, done in painstaking pyrog- 

| raphy with unconvincing poppies 
painted In, and below, in rather 
wobbly letters, the verse:

II
/

She begged him to go 
away forever.

mother-love! And Duncan, weU if 
ever a fellow deserved a reward—”  

Mary Dana Webster told her hus- 
band, I  loathe having to admit it 
because I never could see him with 
a binocular, but Duncan is certainly 
a wonder about this. Honestly, he 
1«. I  never gave him credit for 
really caring, tremendously i  
thought the whole affair had been 
motivated by the mothers. But he 
must care, Neddy.”

Her husband turned a lathered 
Probably does, poor kid.”

Of course, I think he’s getting a 
great kick out of his own nobility 
No really—I don’t say that cattily 
It  doesn t detract from his credit 
But I  do think he dramatizes hhn- 
self—Gunnar Thorwald, Norwegian
?C* ’ fciearuU^M ly flying home- desert­
ing his helpless, paralyzed sweet
bya WeUDT t ’n V8n D°ren standing 

y- VVell that s natural enough. And 
as for Cousin Adelaide, actually 
she gets more beautiful by the hour' 
and I don t believe she was ever
happier in her life.”

I m- ° u  C° me’ now’”  he reached for 
his shaving lotion. “ That’s 
thick, old gal! After all her 7

I and shock and—”  griei
I She stood her ground. “ I  can un
o f t t ^ K  Cou* in Adelaide UeTe 

<
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proper debut. , nd she W0l^ ? e J  
engaged to Duncan Van n  ”  1 i 
then she wouW £  and .h " ” ' And i
her mother’s go, her.

»  -u c h  in .  ca6eer; ;  ,

It matters not how strait the gate 
How charged with punishments

the scroll,
I  am the master of my fate:

1 am the captain of my «out

jittery canaries. She broods over 
her and feeds her like a baby bird 
in a nest.”

To her husband’s bewilderment 
she burst into angry tears.

CHAPTER XIV

Slowly, almost Imperceptibly, 
month by month and then week by 
week, Sarah Lynn improved, inch­
ing her snail-like way up the hill of 
progressive recovery. The eminent 
bone specialist was delighted, the lo­
cal doctor enthusiastic. She could 
turn her head; she could use her 
hands; she could have the bed t ilt­
ed; the frame and the cast gave 
way to a brace. Joy, dewy and tr i­
umphant, pulsed through the pretty 
room, and Aunt Helena wore proph­
et’s robes, swimming the gleaming 
lawns between the two houses.

Sarah Lynn told herself, “ The in­
side of my mind is just like the in­
side of this room: it is peaceful and 
warm and I w ill keep flowers bloom­
ing in it  and canaries singing and 
kittens playing. I  won’t let Light­
ning come into my room or into my 
mind because she whines and 
moans for me to go out and I  am 
never going out any more.”  She was 
always faintly smiling and her eyes 
were never wide open. Her mother 
felt she needed mental stimulus. 
“ Darling, now you’re so marvelous­
ly improved, wouldn’t it be nice to 
brush up on your French or re­
view your art history?”

“ It would be very nice,”  Sarah 
Lynn answered with her strange 
new docility. She had gained a little 
flesh and now her dark eyes did not 
overflow her face so completely.

Duncan read aloud pleasantly in 
a well-modulated voice which never 
grew hoarse At least once a week 
he put the book down and picked 
up her hand and kissed it and asked 
her again to marry him.

“ No; I  couldn’t do that to you
She always told him gen­

tly. That would be a dreadful way 
to .repay all your kindness.”

There isn’t any question of re- 
pay™eTnt’ Sarah Lynn’ But i f  you 
S  j  fate.,.a reward~y°u  know 
what I want! His sensitive, fine- 
featured face would flush and his 
eyes mist for a moment. There 
was no possible doubt now as to the 
depth °f Duncan’s devotion and it
him6 ,  .gnity: 14 actualIy made 
him seem larger. A sudden and 
thPCrfUCI»at\ng t00thache sent him to

onn herg7 e T SS down and Put 
on ner reading-glasses, “ i  rinn' 
want to go on with Mr D im e ?

•hr“ ?  - t o l ' « “ , h e r  
ve been reviewing my

Boys’ Military School 
Act as Filter

- " d  X E ;

similar state i n X t t n  d°Pted by
schoolboys and\heabPery0T dary
‘ >ms of “ blind-alley”  jobs 
chanical trad,« «, J ° D ,a me- 
instructed in ffiefr L  “ 7 iOrth be 
‘hree-year bourse a t f f i e ^  by 3 

So far instruction there h°a 7 '
“ ■rely confined re has bpenentirely confined to offlV 35 1 -

> » '«  men. «ho t o e "  S  M  
varying in length frOL ,  COUrses 
«ix months to f?ur d ° 7  ycars. 
to the m ilitary expert nt ^ CCordln8 
of London: P oi tbe Times

t o .  to I h c . V " k" T " “ *  ,h ,n  
‘eachers v is u a l^  
trainers of instructor? ! e ves as 
bulk of their student L *°  as the 
and also. in the adv coneerned, trainers of officers‘  orT  ?la’ S' as 
»‘a« of the Mas.er G»?® 4®chnical 
Ordnance. General of the

•He one el fte  m i« " ! ”

Scandinavian h is tory a bit. Fascl 
nating I  find i t . ”  She kept her pale 
protuberant eyes on the page. “ Th, 
Norse women were very advanced 
I was interested to discover, iron 
the earliest periods. Advanced. ] 
mean to say in the sense of their 
position. Famous housewives un- 
derstood medicine in  a crude way 
and had a fine position in society’ 
and were counted almost the equai 
of men. Very hospitable, they 
were! The tra its  of the Norse worn- 
en—"

There was an odd, muffled sound 
from Sarah Lynn. “ And the Norse­
men,”  she said th in ly . “ Aren’t you 
going to tell me about the traits of 
the Norsemen, Penny? WeU, i t ’s not 
necessary: I  remember perfectly.” 
She began to recite  in a toneless 
sing-song: “ The Norseman had a 
keen mind; his heart was as much 
steel as his sword; he loved battle 
and the stormy seas; he admired 
the strong, the brave; fo r the old 
and feeble he had no interest; for 
the suffering, no sympathy; the 
weak he despised.”

The old governess stood up. “ Oh, 
my dear! You mustn’t—"

“ Mustn’t what. Penny? Mustn’t 
remember? Then, why did you 
make me? Why did you make me.” 
She was trem bling and shaking, and 
the calm and cheer of the pretty 
room shattered into fragments. 
“ Don’t you want me to have any 
peace?" The greyhound watched 
her anxiously.

"Oh, my dearie dear! Yes! Yes! 
But this isn’t peace you have now, 
and I  see where you’re drifting, and 
there’s no happiness ahead—”

“ Happiness? Who’s talking about 
happiness? Peace. I  sa id-peace- 
the kind I  used to have in the hos­
pital when they gave me stuff to 
k ill the pain instead of k illing  me. 
Then I learned to drug myself, and 
you want to take tha t away, too!”
She was crying now, w ild ly, bitter­
ly.

Miss Pennington put her arms 
round her. “ Hush, poor Iambi 
Hush. You’l l  make yourself ill! 
Dearie, I  don’t want to torture you 
but—oh, Sarah Lynn, why did you 
send him away?”

She stopped crying fo r a moment 
Because he wanted to go, Penny.”

No, no! That’s not true! He was 
crushed and haggard w ith  sorrow— 
he was—"

‘Yes. He was sorry. But I  knew 
blm’ Penny. I  knew what he 
thought about life  and death. He 
said: ‘To be alive, that is nothing, 
unless life i s good.’ And he said 
o d and incurable and helpless peo- 
P e ought to be put out of the way of 
the well and strong. Survival of the
fittest; that was what he believed 
in.”

No, no!”  i t  was Miss Pennington 
who was weeping, now. “ He didn’t 
mean— ’ she was holding her, pat- 
mg her, “ And you’re going to be 

well—”
(TO BE CONTINUED)

Britain to 
to Aid Army at Larg
tL1? '00?1.1-01 instruments. In the la 
ter subject men of the Territori 
, . my bave been receiving instru 

on to be passed on to anti-aircra 
units, particu la rly  in the use of tt
tot- predictor, an instrumei 

m l has had a great effect on th
accuracy of an ti-a ircra ft fire, 

redictors have been successfull
t5JL1 111 Spain, and though at preseli 

ey cannot be effectively trainei 
an a irc ra ft fly ing at more thai

7, 0 tmdes Per hour, i t  is hoped tha 
me lim it may be raised to 350 mile 
Per hour. One feature of the ap 
7 ,ra»tUS 18 0134 tke result of the cal 
cuiation is transm itted to the gur 

oc rica lly  and the gunner does no) 
have to see the a ircra ft.

Im p ly—in ier
th spealcer  im plies something, 
wn r iearer iniers a meaning to his 
th -rdS' To im Piy is to suggest some-

-ng not d irectly  or specifically 
th67 !2 ned: 40 ^ e r  is to conclude 

a the meaning is so-and-so. In 
. sPeech the m ayor implied that 

' \ as tired of working w ith  a coun- 
fiat always opposed him. His 

fiearers inferred that he would soon
retire from  office.


