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CHAPTER X—Continued
—1t

““That’s the thing for you and Del.
He really loves fine stock. And you
and he—think of it—riding over the
country—planning your gardens—
having a baby or two."” Edith was
going very fast.

“It sounds heavenly,” said Lucy.

“Then make it Heaven. Oh, Lu-
cy, Lucy, you lucky girl—you are
going to marry the man you love
Live away from the world—share
happiness and unhappiness—
rose from the table restlessly, push-
ing back her chair, dropping her
napkin on the floor. “‘Do you know
how I envy you?"

She went to the window and stood
looking out. ‘“‘And here 1 sit, day
after day, like a prisoner in a tower
—and my page sings—that was the
beginning

of it—and it will be the
end.”

“No,” Lucy was very serious,
“you mustn’'t let it be the end. You
—you must open the window, Miss
Towne."

Edith came back to the table
“Open the window?’" Her breath
came fast. *“‘Open the window. Oh,

little Lucy, how wise you are
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K among my trousseau

Miss Towne. Informal.”" Al
ice hunted in the third row of tomb
stones until she found it

“l want long sleeves put in it
Will you tell Hardinger, and have
him send a hat to match?’

“Yes, Miss Towne.”

The heliotrope frock had simple
and lovely lines. It floated in sheer
beauty from the maid's hands as
she held it up. *“‘There isn't a pret-
tier on in the whole lot, Miss

Edith."”

Edith, having dispatched the box
with a charming note to Lucy Lo-
gan, had a feeling of ecstatic free-
dom. All the hurt and humiliation
of the bridal episode had departed
She didn't care what the world
thought of her. Her desertion by
Del had been material for a day's
gossip—then other things had filled
the papers, had been headlined and
emphasized. And what difference
did it all make?

CHAPTER XI

** She |

| enly thing for the whole family
| course that isn't the way to look at

Evans and Edith and Mr. Towne
Baldy, Mr. Towne wants to marry
me. I haven't told you before. It is
rather like a dream and I'm not
going to think about it. I don't love
him, and so, of course, that settles
it. But he says he can make me,
and, Baldy, sometimes | wish that
he could. It would be such a heav-
Ot

it, but I believe Judy wants it. She
believes in love in a cottage, but she

says that love in a palace might be

| equally satisfying, with fewer things

to worry about.
“*Somehow that doesn’'t fit in with

the things I've dreamed But
| dreams, of course, aren't every |
thing !

*“l1 had to tell you, dear old boy
Because we've never Kkept things
from each other. And you've been
so perfectly frank about Edith. Are

| things a bit blue in that direction?

The day after Christmas.
“Baldy, darling: The operation |

over, and the doctor gives us
hope. That is the best I can tell
you. I haven't been allowed to see
Judy, though they have let Bob have
a peep at her, and she smiled.
“Give my love to everybody. 1
have had Christmas letters from

Your letter sounded like it

“‘Be good to yourself, old dear, and
love me more than ever.”

Jane signed her name and stood
up, stretching her arms above her
head. It was late and she was very
tired A great storm was shaking
the windows The wind from the
lake beat against the walls with the

[ guns
sned the floor, a tense little
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nes

How is Judy

‘““Holding her own by the
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T'owne, sent another bunch of roses
Pretty fine, 1 call it. She’'s no end
pleased

“It’s nice of him."

“Gee, I wish I h: 2

s a lot at a time like

thi face wore a worried
frown. Jane knew that Judy's hos
pital ses were appalling, and
bills piling up.

o+ like a slave,” Bob said,
ruefu ““and we've never been ir
iebt 5

“W Judy is well, things will
seem brighter, Bob."” She laid her

hand on his arm
He looked up at her and there was
eyes. ‘‘Jane, she must
I can’t face losing her.”
We mustn't think of that. And
NOW e on out in the kitchen
and I'll make you some coffee.”
y always practical. She
warmed and fed. he
ings differently
pite of her phy
awake a long time that
later her dreams were
of Judy, and a gray and
phantom which pur-

fear in his

get well

Was

ine

philoso

of Juds
dre
sued

The nex
hospital and

When he
Junior asked,
er-dear?”

“Like what, darling?”
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at Jane. ‘“Does little Julia miss
me? I think about her in the night.”

Judy's heart
I

Jane knew what
wanted. ‘‘She does miss you.
know it when she turns away fron
me. Perhaps I oughtn't to tell you.
But | thought you'd rather know."

*1 do want to know,” said Judy,
feverishly. *I don't want them to
forget. Jane, you mustn’'t ever let
them—forget."'

Jane felt as if she had been struck
a stunning blow..- She was, for a
moment, in the midst of a dizzy
universe, in which only one thing
was clear. Judy wasn't sure of get-
ting well!

Judy, with her brown eyes wist-
ful, went on: *“Junior, do you want

Soon they were dining in a charm-
ing French restaurant. The waiter,
with the first course, interrupted
them. When he once more disap-
peared, Frederick persisted. “I'm
going away tomorrow. Won't you
give me my answer tonight? After
lunch I'll take you home and you
can rest a bit, and then I'll come
for you and we'll dine together and
see a play.”

She tried to protest, but he plead-
ed. ““This is my day. Don't spoil
it, Jane.”

It was nearly three o'clock when
they left the table, and they had a
long drive before them. Darkness
had descended when they reached

the house. It was still snowing
Bob was upstairs, walking around
the little room like a man in a

| dream

Mother back in your own nice
house?"’

“Will you make cookies?'"

“Yes, darling.” |

“Then 1 want you back. Aunt|
Janey made cookies, and she didn't |

know about the raisins.’

“Mother knows how to give cook

“l can’t tell you,” he confided to

| Jane after Frederick had left, ‘“how

queer | felt when | came in and
found Miss Martin with the babies,

| and that stately old woman in the

ile-men raisin eyes. Mothers know

a lot of things that aunties don't,
l wish you'd come back.'' |
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mean to tell me
ng the housework.”
“Yes, why not? I am strong
idies are adorable."”

and

We are going to change that. I'll
bring a traine wurse up with me."”

“‘Please don't be a tyrant.”

“Tut-tut, little girl,”" she heard his
g laugh over the telephone, *“I'll
bring the nurse and someone to help
| her, and a load of toys to keep the

kiddies quiet. When I want a thing

{ Jane, I usually get it.”

He and the nurse arrived together.

A competent houseworker was to fol-

ow in a cab. Jane protested. ‘‘It

seems dreadfully high-handed.”
They were alone in the living-

room. Miss Martin had, at once, car-

ried the kiddies off to unpack the
toys.

Frederick laughed. *‘“‘Well, what
are you going to do about it? You
can’'t me out.”

““But I can refuse to go with you"
—there was the crisp note in her
voice which always stirred him.

“But you won't do that, Jane.”
He held out his hand to her, drew
her a little towards him.

She released herself, flushing. *1
not quite surg what I ought to

11
JU

am
do."

“Why think of ‘oughts’'? We will
just play a bit together, Jane. That's
all. And you're such a tired little
girl, aren't you?”

His sympathy was comforting. Ev-
erybody lecaned on Jane. It was de-
lightful to shift her burdens to this
strong man who gave his commands
like a king

“Yes, | am ured. And if the ba-

| bies will te all right—""

kitchen. And everything going like
clockwork. Miss Martin explained,
|.and — well, Towne just waves a

| wand, doesn’t he, Janey, and makes

And how |

e

things happen
“1 don't know
him do so much.” Jane said.
“Oh, why not, Janey? Just
the good the gods provide .
Before Frederick Towne reached
his hotel he passed a shop whose
windows were lighted against the
early darkness. In one of the win

that | ought to let

take

"

dows, flanked by slippers and stock-
ings and a fan to match, was a
French gown, all silver and faint
blue, a shining wisp of a thing in
lace and satin FTowne stopped the
car, went in and bought the gown
with its matching accessories He
carried the big box with him to his
hotel Resting a bit before dinner
he permitted himself to dream of
Jane in that gown, the pearls that

he would give her against the white
of her slender throat, the slim bare

ness of her arms he swirl of a
silver lace at t her ankles—the
wing of the boyish figure in its
eath of blue
He wondered if he offered it to
Jane, would she accept? He knew
she wouldn't Adelaide w 1 have
I de r Bone about 1t There had
been a love thing in black velvet
ne nad given her., too, a wrap to
evening stretched ahead of
full of radiant promise. He
Jane's strength but he was
for conquest
telephone rang And Jane
to him
Towne,"”” she said, ‘‘l can't
dine with you. But can you come
over later? Judy is desperately ill
I'll tell you more about it when I
see you."
3o0b had cried when the news
yme from the hospital. It had
been dreadful. Jane had never seen
a man cry They had been hard
sobs, with broken apologies be

tween
this
Jane had tried to say things, then
had sat silent and uncomfortable
while Bob fought for -self-control
Miss Martin had gone home be
fore the message arrived. Bob was

“I'm a fool to act like

| told that he could not see his wife

| But the surgeon

would be
at eight

““And | know what he'll say,”” Bob
had said to Jane drearily, “‘that if
I can get that specialist up from

glad to

| Hot Springs, he may be able to diag-

nose the trouble. But how am 1 go-
ing to get the money, Janey? It will
cost a thousand dollars to rush him
here and pay his fee. And my in-
come has practically stopped. With

all these labor troubles—there’'s no

building. And Judy's nurses cost
twelve dollars a day—and her room
five. Oh, poor people haven't any
right to be sick, Janey. There isn’t
any place for them."”

Jane's face was pale and looked
pinched. “There's the check Baldy
sent me for Christmas, fifty dol-
lars."’

“Dear girl, it wouldn't be a drop
in the bucket.”

(TO BE CONTINI
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Emma Lazarus

Emma Lazarus was a famous
Jewish poet and social worker born
in New York city. Her first volume
of poetry was published when she
was only 18. Subsequently she wrote
a novel called "'Alide” based on the
life of Goethe. She aided in provid-
ing work and education for large
numbers of Russian Jews who fled
to America. Her sonnet to the Sta
tue of Liberty was placed inside the

| base of the monument in 1886,
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*“Oh, have you? And how loag
Is your mother going to stay?"

have surprise for you,

"

As they say in Hollywood, twe
weds are better than one,
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“Jack said you bored him.”

“1 used to board him about half
the time when we were engaged.
He grafted half his meals on us."

Obliging Fellow
“Does your company allow you
lo take tips?"’
“No, lady, but if they asked it
you gave me one, I'd lie like any-
thing to save you."
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Quaker State Motor Oil has a back-
ground of over half a century of
scientific refining . . . is recognized by
car owners, the world over, as the
quality lubricant for avtomotive use,

Acid-Free Quaker State Motor Oil
is refined exclusively from the finest
Pennsylvania crude oil. All impurities
are scientifically removed. Each drop
of oil is pure, heat-resistant lubricant
+ + » assuring maximum reliability,

When you use Acid-Free Quaker State
Motor Oil regularly, you are free
from worry about motor troubles due
to sludge, carbon or corrosion. Your
car will run better, last longer. Quaker
State Oil Refining Corp., Oil City, Pa.
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