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the car, glanced up through bar« 
branches of elms, serene and gra- 
cious in summer, etched now m" 
bleak austerity against a cold gray 
sky There was snow in the wind 
he thought. A March blizzard would 
probably leave in its wake an epi- 
demic of influenza. Nothing to do 
about it, though. He sunk his chin 
into the collar of his bearskin coat 
and started across the icy pave- 
ment to the steps of the house.

A child's voice, snouting, drew 
him to the fence, parallel to the 

I street. He looked through brown 
“ Don't go, John. It seems such skeleton* of lilac bushes into the side 
little while since I came here to yard-

“ Hi, Commodore!

“ Do you know how you look 
now?“

“ Van and exhausted from trying 
not to burst into a flood of tears."

“ Like a Russian princess. In that 
fur cap and coat. There should be 
a drosky waiting outside for you 
instead of a limousine."

“ There are no more Russian prin­
cesses.”

“ There are in illustrations for Tol­
stoy's novels."

‘ But they don't have blue eyes."
“ They should." His voice faltered 

“ Oh. Gay.”

CHAPTER X —Continued
—U -

"You’re in fine form tonight. Ga­
briella. ’ Connie Belmont fluttered 
her long lashes at them across the 
table, " i f  Pete wasn't your cousin, 
1 d be a wall-flower, too."

John turned to Gay
"W ill you dance with me?" he 

asked quietly.
Her eyes, b rilliant with animation 

for the others, clouded as her quick 
upward glance met his.

I d like to,”  she said and rose 
as he got up to pull back her chair 
Excuse m e," she said directly to 

Robert Cameron and, silently, at 
John's side, walked to the edge of 
the dance floor.

•She was light In his arms He 
scarcely fe lt her hands, on his shoul- 
der, in his hand. She held herself 
at a little  distance from him. He 
could not see her face, only her red- 
brown ha ir, brushed smooth tonight, 
bound w ith a narrow bandeau of 
dull gold leaves They circled the 
Hbor hi silence. Then John said:

" I t ’s a nice party."
Yes, Isn’t it? ”  she said and was 

silent again.
He had thought that, dancing, he 

might find her again. During this 
interminable evening, she had held 
him off as, now, physically, she kept 
a distance between them Her ani­
mation for the others excluded him 
though he had sat beside her Si­
lently, miserably, unable to respond 
to her mood, he had watched the ef­
fect of her high sp irit* upon the 
party. Now with him, alone, she 
was silent.

Are you having a good time?”  
he asked, when again and more 
slowly, as the number of dancers 
increased, they had circled the floor. 

“ Oh, yes l" she said. “ Are you?"
No. You know I'm  n o t!"

She drew back and looked up at 
him “ Why not?" she asked lightly 
smiluig. her eyes sparkling in dark 
blue glints between the thick 
straight lashes, “ i t ’s a beautiful 
party Robert always does things 
"*6cly, n * r  ex«j r essiort changed 

Oh John, n o l"  She gave a little  
despairing cry “ I ’m miserable I ’ve 
never spent such a wretched eve­
ning Why didn’t we do as we'd 
planned? Robert wouldn’t have 
minded.”

“ You were afraid we'd quarrel ”  
he said.

Yes, 1 was I f  you'd seen your 
face when Mother asked me what I 
intended to do this winter.
p ie < t . r .eemihe c; ^ 1

ther have I. except that first day 
Christmas Eve—”

Yesterday and today in the coun- 
, /  Weren't  You happy? I  was." 
But why’ "  They moved slowly. 

only their feet conscious of the 
rhythm of the waJtz. “ Because we 
avoided any reference to the sub­
jects upon which we disagree, be­
cause we were alone except for 
Kate and your father."
..." ° h' dear!”  Her laughter shook.
I  made you come here because I 

was afraid we'd quarrel i f  we were 
alone, and I  wanted your last night 
here to be pleasant. Don't, John. 
Talking spoils everything. I f  we 
keep on at this rate—"  Her head 
dropped against his shoulder. He 
felt her tremble in the tightened 
clasp of hig arms.

" I ’m sorry, but I ’ve got to know 
Look at me. Gay." His voice was 
rough with urgency. "Te ll me. Do 
you want to go on—?"

Her eyes, lifted to his, were b ril­
liant with terror.

“ John!" she cried faintly. "D a r­
lin g !"

“ I  don’t see how you can.”  he 
said more gently. " I 'm -  There’s 
nothing—"

" I  love you," she said steadily
"Do you, Gay?" His bps moved 

but no further words came. He 
saw that her eyes brimmed with 
tears.

"D arling ," he said, moved as he 
was always by her rare tears. "L e t’s 
get out of here. I  don’t want to 
talk to the others. I want to be 
alone with you.”

" I want that, too." She blinked 
then smiled. "Do I  look spotty from 
weeping? Lucky I  don’t use mas­
cara.”

"Very lucky. You look lovely."
H ii arms released her reluctantly 
“ Can we say all the polite things 
now and get away?"

“ Of course we can." She held his 
hand tightly as they made their way 
through revolving couples toward 
the table which her step-father had 
engaged. No one was there. The 
other members of the party were 
dancing In the glow of artfu lly 
mellowed lights on the crowded 
floor.

“ We ll have to w a it”  John sighed
“ No. we won’t."
But politeness, darling."
W ait!”  She caught up her eve­

ning bag from the table, opened it. 
took out a lip s tick . Holding fast 
with her left hand to his hand, she

ed her head back to look up at 
him. her eyes soft and bright, a 
half-smile curving her lips.

None of that seems important 
now. Darling, come.”

She rose slowly. He held her 
coat. She slipped into it. He bun­
dled the collar about her throat.

I  shouldn't have let you come 
with me." Going' out through the 
door of the restaurant, he held her 
arm tightly “ It 's  so late and so 
cold."

“ Carl is waiting I ’l l  be all right.”  
A red-cap with John's luggage 

followed them across the vast vault­
ed concourse of the station. Only a 
few late travelers moved past and 
before them. Their footsteps made

meet you and we’ve wasted so much 
of it  being unhappy."

“ I  can barely remember."
“ And we're wasting what’s left 

talking about Russian princesses 
and Dr. Sargeant's fam ily.”

“ That's called whistling to keep 
your spirits up. What should we 
talk about, darling?”

“ I  don’t know. I  should be able 
to think of something beautiful, some­
thing that you would remember. I 
can't. A ll I  can say Is I  love you.”

“ That's beautiful and I w ill re­
member it.”

“ Darling."
"You sweet!”
They neared the train gate. John 

tightened his grasp on her arm.
"W ill they let you go down with 

me. Gay? "
“ I'd  like to see anybody stop me

My grandfather owned most of the
New York, New Haven and Hart­
ford once.’

The official at the gate asked no 
questions.

They descended into the chill air 
and murky light of the lower level. 
The train with curtains drawn over 
section windows and lights burn­
ing dim ly in vestibules waited on 
the track. The red-cap led the way 
toward the sleeper in which John's 
berth was reserved. They lagged 
behind, walking slowly, very close 
together.

“ You're going, aren’t you? I  be 
lieve it now that I see the train
John, when w ill I  see you again’ ’ ’

" I  don’t know. I l l  be tied down 
pretty closely after Dr. Sargeant 
sails, except on Wednesday after­
noons and evenings."

"May 1 come to see you some 1 
Wednesday afternoon?”

“ Would you. Gay?”  His face 
brightened. “ I want my mother 
and sisters to meet you. And my 
grandmother. You’ll love my grand 
mother.”

She glanced at him and awav
“ What?”  he asked.
"More family? Can we risk i t ’ "
“ They’l l love you."
" I  hope so." She hesitated, then 

continued “ I ’m sorry," she said 
I wanted—
“ I love you.”
" I  love you.”
A bra£?-*n" 1'« call echoed past 

Üiem. They made for the vest!- 
bule of the train.

Better not go aboard. Miss," the 
porter said pleasantly. “ We leave 
m one mo’ minute.”

“ One more minute. John."
He caught her into his arms. Their 

lips met and clung, a second call
a rm ed TKHe br°ke 3Way from her 
•rm a The porter leaned out of the
yest‘bule John faced into the train I 
colliding with the Negro ’

low vehemence 
" I t  was tactless of her to have

spoken of it in your presence, per- 
Mips But that s Mother's way. She 

calls It being practical. I t  didn’ t 
occur to her that you would think
her heartless, as you did—”

"B ut she's your mother. G ay!”  
"We each lead a completely Inde- I

pendent existence. I t ’s not a bad 
idea When I see what some moth­
ers d« to their children. I ’m glad i 
K itty  Is like she Is.’

"GOOD-BY!
GAY AND JOHN."

John set his cup In the saucer 
and pushed back the sleeve of his 
topcoat to glance at his watch 
Gay watched him with widened 
eyes, holding her breath.

"F ifteen minutes," he said.
She let her breath exhale with a 

sighing sound
’Time for another cup of coffee," 

"But you don't want to visit Tory sa‘d- and klanced toward the 
Wales In Palm Beach?" I dro*'sing against the wall.

“ There’s only one thing I really darll" g . A ll those steps."
snt to do." ' s lpa smiled at her across the

table in the station restaurant, but
want to do.

"Don’ t you know how that makes 
me feel?"

"Flattered, I should hope.”  Her 
smile trembled

“ No. you can't know." he said 
b itterly. “ You can't know what It's 
like to feel humiliated, not to be 
able to take you away with me. 
now. tonight, to have you make 
rxplanationa which I should make. 
You haven't been happy and nei

the smile did not reach his eyes. 
"Do you want me to miss the
tra in?"

I hat s the object of drinking two 
cups of coffee. J >hn must you go?"

Must, Gay.”  He rose and walked 
•  round the table to her chair. " I  
don’t want to go '•

"Don't you?" She caught his hand 
resting on the back of the chair, 

j "Even after—everything?" She tilt-

"W e'll have to w ait,"
John sighed.

a hollow echoing sound. She pressed 
close to him.

“ Take me with you. John."
He smiled down into her lifted 

eyes, sad in the depths beneath the 
brilliance. “ What would I do with 
you. Gay?”

"Couldn’t we rent something? A 
house or an apartment. How do 
people in Portland live?”

“ I live In Dr. Sargeant's home, as 
you know very well."

■'Was—is that a stipulation?"
"A very important one. I couldn't 

have come here to see you if  I'd  
had to pay board since October. I 
couldn't have bought this new hat 
which you don't admire."

" I  do. It's  a marvelous hat. Now 
that I've gotten used to it, I  think 
it makes you look very handsome 
and distinguished "

L ia r! He pressed her arm with 
his arm against his side. "D a rling !" 
John"”  D r’ Sargeant * family.

“ Mrs. Sargeant. Their older 
daughter is there this winter with 
two small sons Her husband is 
an officer in the Navy. There's a 
younger daughter in college who 
comes home pretty often for week­
ends."

"Is  she attractive?”
“ I  don’t know 1 11 look at her 

when I get back and send a re-

She laughed.
“ I've  never really seen a g irl since 

I ve known you."
“ Darling! I  d hke to believe you."

------  be called.
The shouting stopped. Nathaniel 

Adams, D r Sargeant’s eight-year- 
old grandson, standing on the seat 
of a garden swing strung with an 
intricate network of ropes and 
string, waved a mittened hand to­
ward him.

“ I ’m Admiral B y rd ," he called. 
“ Oh, are you? How’s i t  going? 

Land in sight?”
“ Were in desprit s tra its ," Ad­

m iral Byrd in a blue and red snow- 
suit and high buckled galoshes 
shouted cheerfully across the ice­
floes of the Antarctic. “ Radio's gone 
dead. Can’t get a squeak out of 
her anyhow.”

That s serious,”  John sympa­
thized. “ Have you tested the 
tubes?”

“ Aya. Deader'n a door-nail.”
John smiled, m arveling at the ra­

pidity with which a child adapted 
himself to an environment Young 
Nat had been born in the Philip­
pines and cut his teeth in  San Fran­
cisco, but his “ Aya”  was as authen­
tic as though, instead of six months, 
he had spent the six years of his 
life in Maine.

Well, keep your courage up. You 
ought to sight land by morning."

“ Maybe you can find out what's 
wrong with it? ”  Nat suggested.

“ Sorry, old man. E?xcuse me 
Admiral. I ’m a doctor, not a radio 
technician."

“ You could try anyway, couldn’t 
you?" the child persisted.

“ Got to keep moving, Nat. You’d 
better come in pretty soon. This 
wind is cold.”

I John went into the house. Lamps 
were l it  in the wide hallway. The 
warm air made his face burn. He 
threw off his coat and went to the 
table beneath a gilt-framed m irror.
The day's accumulation of m ail lay 
there in a tidy heap. John ran 
through it rapidly. Nothing from 
Gay. There had been nothing for 
three days. That was not unusual, 
though. Sometimes he received two 
letters a day. Again several days 
would pass without a message from
her. He'd hoped there would be 
something today. Her letters were 
graphic, amusing, affectionate. Ho 
enjoyed them. Well—

fTO BE CONTINUED)

Laundry Experts Advise 
Mending Before Washing
The tradition that mending follows 

washing as inevitably as spring fol- 
lows winter is being gradually dis­
carded in favor of the reverse way 
’ doin6 things. Proponents of the 

modern school of laundering now ad­
vocate doing the mending first.

There are several advantages in
aftincr ___ •"Good-by." he 'ca 'l^^as the train r ! pair work ou‘  of

began to move. . 1 \  e^ore clothing and household
"G o o d -”  She ran a few stens Z l s Y ’  * 0 *nt° the laundrY- A

beside the car. 8 p malt hoIe ln a sock is like ly  to be-
John caught her hand dronnert I* large one in handling. A

“ Remember. Some Wednesdf? aft i r  ttonhole maY be tom  apart
ernoon." SQay aft- or the thin portion of a sheet give

The train picked up speed She ,entirely' Perhaps it is just as 
fell back, breathless, stood strain ton r° exempt ,00se or missing but- 
<"« /o r  a last giimpse of S ’,  ew th^m reS,orati° "  a" d
wavmg arm. his face, the hat that ° "  la,er' But Patching,
she hadn't admired. The train th 'ng!. re‘nforcing. and such 
moved forward into darkness The ?  **.’,.** n°ne in advance. w ill pro- 
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a dot. a pin-point, was < « e I n'S materially.

ay turned toward the stairs lead „.T !ie. Chlu t  ° bjec,ion to this order
w t UP 1° the s,ation level Some hJ-^i ’ ° be 3 natural distaste for 
Wednesday afternoon- handling soiled laundry, but dis-

■----------- ortmtaatmg people no longer delay
CHAPTER X i I lng elothing and linens be-

— | p unPleasant to touch and smell.
John stopped his car h-e .hi?? reasons- as well as aes-

square frame house set flush”^  fr “ C ° " es' have brought about more 
the pavement along .  " X „ Z T  ,Wa^ g .  Soil and pers- 
square frame house? separate hr L  t  f tT  u ta fabrics wear 0,6,11 
stretches of snow-covered law n* art erosion and chemical
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