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Nat, pulling Skippy in an express
Wagon, came up to the side of the 
car.

‘ 'Hello!" he said, his smile widen­
ing with recognition, displaying a 
missing tooth. "I ’m not Admiral 
Byrd now that there isn’t any snow.”

“ Of course not How stupid of 
me. I should have known. This is 
my cousin, Miss Oliver, Nat, and 
Skippy,”  said Gay.

"Hello, Nat," Kate said. “ Hello, 
Skippy."

"Hello." Nat grinned again and 
Skippy ducked his head.

“ Is Dr. Houghton in now?" Gay 
asked, feeling her heart leap and 
plunge.

"No, he’s not here now.”
"You mean he isn’t here at the 

house?”
“ He went away last week. Grand­

father came home. He brought me 
a whole fleet of boats."

"Brought me a boatl”  Skippy 
piped up.

"Is your mother here, Nat?”  Gay 
asked.

"Aya, she’s here. She'll be pleased 
to see you, I expect. Did you come 
all the way from New York? 'Course 
I like boats better on account of my 
father's an officer in the Navy but 
that's some swell car."

"Drive them around a couple of 
blocks, will you, Kate.”  Gay opened 
the door and stepped out. "I want to 
talk to their mother.”

"Hop in, kids." Kate slipped over 
under the wheel.

"W hoopee!" Nat shouted and 
Skippy echoed his brother's enthusi­
asm, then ducked his head again.

The long tan roadster moved away 
from the curb. Gay walked up the 
steps of the house and sounded the 
knocker. M ary Adams, herself, 
opened the door. Her brown face 
twinkled with pleasure when she 
recognized Gay.

"Come in,”  she said. "This is a 
surprise.”

The wide hallway was familiar, 
though now there were peonies and 
iris In the vases which in March 
had held bitter-sweet and feathery 
plumes of pine. Following Mary 
through the living-room to the porch 
which faced the lawn, she remem­
bered her last day here, the day 
after John had brought her in from 
his mother's home. They'd been so 
distant, she and John, polite to each 
other, unhappy, remote. Mary must 
have noticed. Was she, too, remem­
bering the end of G ay's visit here?

If she remembered, she gave no 
sign.

"A re you alone?" she asked. “ It's 
marvelous to be able to use the 
porch again. You don't appreciate 
this weather unless you've spent a 
winter in Maine."

"My cousin is with me, Kate Oli­
ver."

"Oh, I've heard John speak of 
her.”  Mary darted up from her 
chair. “ Where is she? Why didn't 
you bring her In?”

“ She’s taking Nat and Skippy for 
a ride. M ary,”  Gay asked, "where 
is Jahn?'*

Mary curled herself into a wick­
er chair "1 don't know exactly,”
aha said.

"Has ha left here." Gay's voice 
¿altered, "for good. I mean?"

"Yae. Ha was in Boston last 
w eek." Mary glanced at Gay. then 
down at her email brown hands.

“J know. Ha wrote ma from 
there."

T h at there Is a chance of his get- J

ting in the research department con­
nected with the General Hospital?" 
Mary asked eagerly. “ Father thinks 
it’s fairly certain. John made a 
splendid impression when he In­
terned there.”

"But since then,”  Gay persisted. 
"He isn't in Boston now?"

“ We've been forwarding mall to 
his mother’s. I re-addressed a let­
ter from you this morning. I’ve 
learned to know your handwriting 
pretty well. I— ”

"This morning? A letter?”
“ Yes. Why?”  Mary asked quick­

ly, In surprise.
“ It was a letter which shouldn’t 

have been written,”  Gay said. ‘T v e  
come to head it off or explain. Could 
he be at his mother’s in Rockland?”

"I don't know. Why don’t you— ” 
She paused, then said, "If you don't 
want to go there, or call. I ’ll call 
for you."

“Will you? I don't—  There are 
reasons. I'd like to see Debby but 
I'm sure it would be better if you— ”

"I will." She rose, smiled at Gay 
compassionately and went into the 
house.

Gay sat on the porch looking out 
across the sunny lawn where peo­
nies bloomed along the fence and 
the foliage of a maple tree shaded 
the children’s sand-box and swing. 
She was only absently aware of the 
objects her eyes rested upon. Every 
nerve, every sense in her body was 
caught up in a state of suspense. 
Had John gone away deliberately, 
to avoid any move from her? Was 
he, by his silence, making a clean 
break as effectively as she had 
meant to make it when she had writ­
ten the letter which Mary, this 
morning, had re-directed?

She started up as Mary returned 
to the porch.

“ He isn’t at home," Mary said. 
"His mother thinks that he may 
have gone to a cabin down east near 
Machias— ”

“ John is at the cabin?” Gay’s 
voice was light and breathless.

"They aren't sure. They’ve had 
no word. They're holding his mail.”

"Of course he has. I didn't 
think— " Gay glanced at her watch. 
"We can make it before night. Thank 
you, Mary. I must find Kate."

"You're going there?" Mary asked 
doubtfully. "It's  a fairly long drive.
I had expected that you would stay 
for lunch, at le a st"

“ No. We re going. Wish me luck, 
Mary. I'll need i t "

Mary Adams smiled and pressed 
G ay’s hand.

"I think you'll carry your luck 
with you." she said.

CHAPTER XVII

John placed a log on the fire, went 
to the doorway, stood looking out 
across the lake. Dusk was falling. 
The last reflection of the sunset had 
faded from the still surface of the 
water. Across the lake a loon 
screeched mournfully through the si­
lence. John closed the door and re­
turned to the fire

He should prepare something for 
supper, he thought standing Ir­
resolutely on the heart!? with his 
back to the fire. Funny how he had 
come to dread getting supper. When 
that had been accomplished, the day 
was definitely over and night had 
begun. He was able to get through 
the day fairly well. While the sun 
shone, he made fishing from the ca­
noe or lying on the float an excuse 
for being out of doers But the nights 
were unbearably lonely.

He shouldn't have returned to the

cabin. He should have taken the 
walking trip through Canada which 
he had half planned when Dr. Sar­
geant had insisted that he take a 
two weeks vacation until the Boston 
matter was settled one way or an­
other. He would be able to make 
the decision he must make more 
calmly and with less pain anywhere 
ir. the world except here. The cabin 
was filled with ghosts of Gay. He 
saw her everywhere, on the couch 
with the lamplight falling across her 
hair; seated on the footstool beside 
the hearth in a characteristic posi­
tion, her arms hugging her knees; 
coming out through the door of the 
bedroom she and Kate had occupied, 
her face fresh and smiling after a 
long night of sleep, in a jersey and 
slacks, a ribbon around her hair . . .

He hadn’t expected to feel as he 
did. He had thought that he would 
be able to make the decision here. 
He had not questioned his ability to 
think clearly and logically, to disci­
pline his emotions. Strange that 
he had not considered the pignant 
insistence of memories, the ghosts 
of Gay that lived on in the cabin.

But he must make a decision. If 
he secured this post in Boston, he 
would have to decide whether he 
was willing to have her there with 
him, using her own money to pro­
vide a place for them to live or 
whether it was wiser, for her ulti­
mate good and his own, to make a 
definite break and follow, alone, the 
course he had charted for himself 
before he had declared his love to 
Gay. It was all or nothing. There 
could be no compromise. The next 
time they met—

Bui would they meet again? He 
had sensed in her letters a change 
in her feeling for him since she had 
returned from her visit to Maine 
He couldn’t blame her. It had been 
pretty awful for her. as estranging 
as his visit to New York. She loved 
him. He did not question that. He 
loved her. But was love enough? 
Was it as fresh and as steadfast 
now as it had been here at the 
cabin last fall? Could any love sur 
vive the misunderstandings, the 
quarrels, the bickering to which 
their love had been exposed? 
Wouldn't it be better— ?

He wouldn’t think of it, now. He 
would build a fire in the kitchen 
range and prepare supper, making 
a long job of it to keep night from 
coming too soon.

He went out into the dusk, filled a 
basket with chips and birch logs. 
None of his senses was secure from 
ghosts of Gay. The smell of pine 
needles and freshlj chopped wood ; 
recalled the night she had slipped 
out of the cabin to meet him. the 
night Todd Janeway had arrived 
His eyes lifted above the pile of 
chips. They had sat there, leaning 
above the logs. She'd worn a soft 
white dress fastened op under her 
chin and her hair had curled loosely 
against her shoulders. He'd loved 
her so, then. He loved her now. If 
they might have stayed here—

He lit the lamps in the kitchen, 
laid the fire carefully, taking a great 
deal of time. Yellbw flames curled 
around birch-logs in the stove. He 
collected ingredients for flap jacks, 
butter, milk, flour, eggs— There 
were the fish he had caught this 
morning- cleaned and salted, ready 
for the pan. Cornmeal, salt pork cut 
in strips.

He placed the fish in the pan. 
Through the sputtering sound they 
made, he heard a car coming in 
the lan«. One of the acquaintances

he’d made at the store in the village, 
perhaps young Dr. Reynolds, stop­
ping in on his rounds. Any visitor 
would be welcome. Whoever it was 
would see the light and come in. 
He couldn’t leave the fish.

He heard the motor of the car 
race, then die off into silence as an 
ignition key was turned. That mo­
tor! No one of his acquaintances 
here drove a car with such power. 
His hand, holding a fork over the 
fish, was shaking. He turned, his 
heart thumping, a singing sound in 
his ears.

The kitchen door stood open. He 
saw her coming toward him through 
the dusk, running across the clear­
ing, up the steps.

“ Gay— I”  he cried, and plunged 
forward to open the door.

She came into the kitchen, hesi­
tantly, as though the sound of his 
voice had checked the impulse which 
had brought her swiftly to him 
through the dusk.

"Hello, John,”  she said.
They stood staring at each other 

like strangers.
"Where did you come from?” he 

asked at last. "How did you know I 
was here?"

“ I wrote you a letter,”  she said 
quietly, "telling you that I was go­
ing to m arry Todd."

"I have not received i t ”
"No, it's in Rockland.”
“ Have you been there?”
She shook her head. “ Mary called 

your mother for me. She, your moth­
er, thought you might be here."

The singing in her ears dimmed 
her voice to a thread of sound.

"But if you wrote me that,”  he 
asked, “ why are you here?"

"Because I didn't mean it. I dis­
covered, after I'd mailed it, that 
I couldn’t  I tried to get to you 
before the letter did. I drove last 
night to Portland, then on here to­
day.”  Her eyes widened, then 
closed. She swayed, reached out 
for the table. “ John— !”

He caught her, held her. She 
clung to him. They kissed. Pres­

THANK YOU, 
MY FRIEND’

f M TERRIBLY sorry, Tom, but 
A we are having the rector and

his wife for dinner.”
I doubtless looked my disappoint­

ment
Stranded for a few hours in a 

western city, I had happily bumped 
into an old college chum, Jerry Bos­
worth, whom I hadn’t seen in years.

Of course nothing would do but I 
must go to his home for dinner. 
“ Judy will be mighty glad to see 
you,” he said heartily, and remem­
bering pretty Judith Bosworth, I ex­
perienced a pleasurable anticipation 
at the thought of meeting her again.

I found Judith charming as ever 
and the thought of a few hours’ 
visit with these old friends was de­
cidedly gratifying.

Now— here was my hostess an­
nouncing the impending arrival of a 
boresome rector and his probably 
equally boresome wife.

"It's a perfect shame it happens 
this way," deplored Judith, "but you 
will enjoy meeting Nancy Rathburn, 
Tom. Everyone adores her. How 
she ever happened to marry George 
Rathburn— ! The things she ac­
complishes! Why— last winter—”  but 
Judith's dissertation was interrupted 
by the arrival of her guests.

The Reverend George Rathburn 
was all that my hostess had im­
plied. Pompous— conceited— arro­
gant! But for all his bluster, he 
quickly faded into insignificance.

Beautiful, quiet, poised Nancy 
Rathburn! The way she moved—her 
voice— no. the secret lay in that ex­
pression in her eyes. What were 
those fathomless, dreamy eyes see­
ing" Surely not her pragmatical lit­
tle husband, or anyone or anything 
in Judith's cozy apartment.

I was glad to be placed beside 
her at the table, but the smallness 
of the party forbade any intimate 
conversation

It was during the salad course that 
I noticed the ring on the third finger 
of her right hand. A flower cluster 
of diamonds embedded in black 
onyx, surrcur.ded by a wreath of dull 
gold.

ently she drew away. “ Are you 
glad to see me?”  she asked.

“ Glad! Oh, G a y!"
"Will you still be glad when I 

tell you that I’m going to stay?"
"A re you?”
"Alw ays— as long as you want 

me.
He looked down into her lifted 

face, weary "but radiant, her eyes 
shining softly through the tears that 
misted her lashes. “ Will you take a 
chance. G ay?” he asked gravely. 
"Can we make a go of it? Will you 
be happy? In spite of everything 
that has happened or will happen, 
do you still want to m arry m e?"

“ Darling!" She smiled. “ Would I 
have driven all these miles— ?”

His lips against hers stilled her 
voice. They had in that moment of 
reconciliation, of faith and trust re­
newed, no need for words. His arms, 
holding her, were strong and secure 
and safe. Her vital young body 
pressing close to him, was a prom­
ise and an assurance. Moments 
ticked away unconsidered in the se­
cure realization of weeks, months, 
years stretching in a bright open 
vista ahead.

“ I beg your pardon," a voice said 
from the door.

They drew apart, smiling. Kata 
came into the kitchen.

"It may mean less than nothing to 
you,”  she said, "but something is 
burning.”

"Good Lord!”  John groaned. "It’s 
the fish!"

He glanced around with a dazed 
expression. Kate caught up a dish­
cloth and grasped the handle of the 
pan. She turned to regard Gay and 
John with an expression of stud­
ied derision which failed entirely 
to conceal the emotion in her eyes.

"Get out of here,”  she said. " I ’m 
hungry. I want something that's fit 
to eat.”

Still fuming, she slapped the pan 
in the sink. Gay and John looked 
at each other and broke into laugh­
ter, then, hands joined, went out 
into the dusk.

[THE END.J
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I was a fool for speaking.
"Your ring, Mrs. Rathburn— may 

I look at it? It reminds me of a ring 
a comrade of mine in the war— ”

Nancy Rathburn’s white hand 
clenched.

"Ah— show him your ring, my 
dear,”  broke in the rector. “ Per­
haps he can tell you something about 
it. You see, Mr. Neeland, my wife 
picked up that ring at some pawn­
shop over in London. It has some 
insignia woven in the wreath.”

I took in mine the hand she slowly 
extended. The fingers were like ice.

And as I looked down, I saw again 
a trench— a khaki-clad man, whim­
sical, gay, untouched by fear—heed­
less— cynical. "What does It mat­
ter, old man? Nothing can happen 
to me. It's all happened. You know 
—one of those arranged affairs. She 
doesn't give a damn whether or not 
I'm hit by a bloomin’ shell. But there 
is a girl, Tommy lad! Oh, well— 
she's tied as tight as L ”

There was a small piece chipped 
from the onyx

I remembered about that. "By 
Jove— if I hadn't put up my hand, 
Tommy! Trust the ‘House of Gar­
land’ to jolly well protect its sons 
of w ar!"

And then—convalescing in a hos­
pital. Young Lord Garland— Dicky 
Garland calling frantically for— 
"Nannie! Nannie!”

Later—a firm hand-clasp. This 
ring cutting into my flesh. “ Good- 
by, Tommy, old man! Jolly luck: 
Take good care of yourself.”

I looked up. Nancy Rathburn's 
eyes were enormous and her under 
lip was caught tight between her 
teeth. She was holding her breath.

I said. "No, the ring this remind­
ed me of was— quite different In 
fa c t on close inspection, this is not 
like it at all.”

I had to leave directly after din­
ner. Nancy Rathburn stood besida 
her husband. As I shook hands with 
her conventionally. I caught a faint 
little whisper— "Thank you. my 
friend."


