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“ T h a t’s the th ing  fo r you and Del.
He re a lly  loves fine stock And you 
and he— th ink  o f i t—rid ing  over the 
coun try—planning your gardens— 
having a baby or tw o.”  Ed ith  was 
going ve ry  fast.

“ I t  sounds heaven ly ," said Lucy. 
“ Then make it Heaven. Oh. Lu ­

cy. Lucy, you lucky g ir l—you are 
going to m a rry  the man you love. 
L ive  away from  the w o rld —share 
happiness and unhappiness—”  She 
rose from  the table restlessly, push­
ing back her ch a ir, d ropp ing her 
napkin on the floor. “ Do you know 
how I envy y o u '“

She went to the w indow and stood 
looking out. “ And here I s it. day 
a fte r day, like  a prisoner in a tower 
—and m y page sings—that was the 
beginning of i t —and it w ill be the 
end."

“ N o ," Lucy was very serious, 
“ yo u -m u stn 't le t it  be the end. You 
—you must open the w indow. Miss 
Towne.”

E d ith  came back to the table. 
“ Open the w indow?”  Her breath 
came fast. “ Open the w indow. Oh, 
l i t t le  Lucy, how wise you are . . . ”

When Lucy had gone, A lice  came 
in  and ’ dressed E d ith 's  hair. She 
found her lady thoughtfu l. "A lic e , 
what did they do w ith  m y wedding 
c lo thes?"

“ We put them  a ll in the second 
guest-su ite ," she sa id ; "som e of 
them  we le ft packed in the trunks 
ju s t as they were, and some of them 
are hung on racks .”

“ Where is the wedding dress?”
“ In  a closet in a w hite  linen bag.”
“ W ell, fin ish m y ha ir and we w ill 

go and look a t i t . ”
As they entered it ,  the second 

guest-suite was heavy w ith  the scent 
of orange blooms. “ How d read fu l, 
A lice .”  E d ith  e jacula ted. “ Why 
d id n 't you th row  the flowers away?”

“ M iss Annabel w ou ldn 't let me. 
She said you m ig h t not want th ings 
touched.”

“ S illy  s e n tim e n ta lity ."  Ed ith  was 
im patien t.

The room was in a ll the gloom of 
d raw n curta ins. The dresses hung 
on racks, and. encased in w hite  
bags, gave a ghostly effect. “ They 
are like  rows of tombstones. A lice .”

“ Yes, M iss Towne.”  said A lice, 
d u tifu lly .

The m aid  brought out the wed­
d ing  dress and la id  i t  on the bed.

E d ith , surveying  it, was stung by 
the m em ory o f the emotions w hich 
had swayed her when she had last 
w orn it .  I t  had seemed to mock 
her. She had seen her own tense 
countenance in the m ir ro r ,  as she 
had contro lled  herse lf before A lice. 
Then, when the m aid  had le ft, she 
had th row n herself on the bed. and 
had w rithed  in an agony o f h u m ilia ­
tion.

And now a ll her anger was gone 
She d id n 't hate Del. She d idn ’t hate 
Lucy. She even thought of Uncle 
Fred  w ith  ch a rity . And the wed­
ding gown was, a fte r a ll. a robe fo r 
a princess who m arrie d  a king. Not 
a robe fo r a princess who loved a 
page. A tender sm ile  softened her 
face.

“ A lice ,”  she said, suddenly, 
“ w asn 't there a lit t le  heliotrope d in ­
ner frock  among m y trousseau 
th ings?”

“ Yes, M iss Towne. In fo rm a l.”  A l­
ice hunted in the th ird  row  o f tom b 
stones u n til she found it.

“ I  w an t long sleeves put m it 
W ill you te ll H ard inger. and have 
h im  send a hat to m atch? ”

“ Yes, M iss Tow ne."
The helio trope frock  had sim ple 

and love ly lines I t  floated in sheer 
beauty from  the m a id 's  hands as 
she held i t  up “ There isn 't a p re t­
t ie r  one in the whole lo t. M iss 
E d ith .”

E d ith , having  dispatched the box 
w ith  a cha rm ing  note to Lucy Lo­
gan, had a feeling of ecsta tic  free­
dom. A ll the h u rt and hum ilia tion  
o f the b rid a l episode had departed 
She d id n ’ t care  w hat the w orld  
thought o f her. Her desertion by 
Del had been m a te r ia l fo r a day s 
gossip— then o the r th ings had filled  
the papers, had been headlined and 
em phasized. And w ha t d ifference 
d id  i t  a ll m ake?

CHAPTER X I

The day a fte r C hris tm as. 
“ B a ldy , d a r lin g ; The operation

is over, and the docto r g ives us | 
hope. T ha t is the best I  can te ll 
you. I  h a ve n 't been a llow ed to see 
Judy, though they have le t Bob have 
a peep a t her, and she sm iled.

“Give my love to everybody. 1 
have had Christmas letters from

Evans and E d ith  and M r. Towne. 
Ba ldy, M r. Towne wants to m a rry  
me. I haven’t  to ld you before. I t  is 
ra th e r like  a d ream  and I ’m  not 
going to th ink about it .  I don’t  love 
h im , and so, o f course, tha t settles 
it. But he says he can m ake me, 
and. Ba ldy, som etim es 1 wish that 
he could. I t  would be such a heav­
enly th ing  fo r the whole fa m ily . Of 
course tha t isn 't the way to look at 
it, but I believe Judy wants it. She 
believes in love in a cottage, but she 
says tha t love in a palace m igh t be 
equally sa tis fy ing , w ith  fewer things 
to w o rry  about.

“ Somehow that doesn't fit in w ith  
the th ings I've  dream ed. But 
dream s, of course, aren ’ t every 
th ing . . .

“ 1 had to te ll you, dear old boy 
Because we've never kept things 
from  each other. And you've been 
so perfectly  frank about E d ith  Are 
th ings a b it blue in tha t d ire c tio n ’  
Your le tte r sounded like  it.

“ Be good to yourse lf, old dear, and 
love me m ore than e ve r.”

Jane signed her name and stood 
up, stre tch ing  her a rm s above hei 
head. It  was late and she was very 
tired . A great s to rm  was shaking 
the windows. The w ind from  the 
lake beat against the w alls  w ith  the 
boom of guns.

She walr.ed the floor, a tense lit t le  
figure, fighting  against fear. The 
storm  had become a w h is tling  pan 
dem onium . She gave a c ry  o f re­
lie f when the door opened and her 
b ro ther-in -law  entered

“ I 'm  half-frozen, Janey. I t  was 
a fight to get through. The cars

“ Can’t you trust the maids?”

are stopped on a ll the surface 
lines.”

"H o w  is Ju d y? "
“ H old ing  her own. And by the 

way, Janey, tha t friend  o f yours, 
Towr.e, sent another bunch o f roses 
P re tty  fine. 1 ca ll it. She's no end 
pleased.”

“ I t  s nice of h im ."
“ Gee. I  w ish I had his m oney.”
“ Money isn 't every th ing . B obby."
“ I t  means a lot a t a tim e  like 

th is .”  H is face wore a w orried 
frow n. Jane knew th a t Judy 's  hos­
p ita l expenses were appalling , and 
b ills  were p iling  up.

“ I  w ork lik e  a s lave ,”  Bob said, 
rue fu lly , "a nd  we’ve never been in 
debt before.”

“ When Judy is w e ll, th ings w ill 
seem b righ te r. Bob "  She la id  her 
hand on his a rm .

He looked up a t her and there was 
fear in h is eyes. “ Jane, she must 
get w ell. 1 can ’ t face losing her.”

“ We m us tn 't th ink o f that. And 
now come on out in the k itchen 
and I ' l l  m ake you some co ffee ." 
Jane was a lways p ra c tica l. She 
knew tha t, w arm ed and fed. he 
would see th ings d iffe ren tly .

Yet in  spite of her philosophy. 
Jane lay awake a long tim e  tha t 
n ight. And la te r her dream s were 
of Judy—of Judy, and a g ray and 
dreadfu l phantom which p u r­
sued . .

The next day she went to the 
hosp ita l and took Jun io r w ith  her.

When he saw his m other in bed. 
Ju n io r asked, “ Do you like  it, M oth ­
e r-dea r? ”

“ L ik e  w hat, d a r lin g ? ”
"S leep ing  in  the d ay tim e? ”
“ I  d on 't a lw ays s leep ." She looked 

a t Jane. “ Does l i t t le  Ju lia  m iss 
me? I  th in k  about her in the n ig h t."

Jane knew what Judy 's  heart 
wanted. "She does m iss you. I  
know it when she tu rns away fro rr  
me. Perhaps I oughtn ’t to te ll you. 
But 1 thought you’d ra th e r know .”

“ I do want to know .”  said Judy, 
feverish ly . “ I don’t  want them  to 
forget. Jane, you m us tn 't ever let 
them —fo rg e t."

Jane fe lt as U she had been s truck 
a stunning blow. She was. fo r a 
m om ent, in the m idst o f a d izzy 
universe, in which only one th ing 
was c lea r. Judy wasn’ t sure of get­
ting  w e ll!

Judy, w ith  her brown eyes w is t­
fu l, went on: “ Jun io r, do you want 
M other back in  your own nice 
house?"

" W ill  you make cookies?”
"Y es, d a r lin g .”
“ Then I want you back. Aunt 

Janey made cookies, and she d idn ’ t 
know about the ra is in s ."

“ M other knows how to g ive cook­
ie-men ra is in  eyes M others know 
a lot of th ings that aunties don 't, 
d a r lin g .”

“ W ell, I w ish you'd come back ”  
He stood by the side of the bed. 
" I 'd  like  to sleep w ith  you ton ight. 
May I, M other-dear?"

“ Not ton ight, da rling . But you 
m ay when I come hom e.”

But days passed and weeks, and 
Judy did not come home. And the 
firs t of February  found her s t i l l  in 

! that narrow  hospital bed. And it  
was in February that F rederick  
Towne wrote tha t he was com ing to 
Chicago. “ 1 shall have only a day, 
but I m ust see you.”

The next tim e  she went to the 
hospital, she told Judy o f his ex­
pected a rr iv a l. “ T o m o rro w ."

“ Oh. Jane, how d e lig h tfu l.”
“ Is  it? I ’ m not sure. Ju dy .”
" I t  would be perfect i f  you’d ac­

cept h im , Ja ne ."
“ But I 'm  not in love w ith  h im .”
“ Bob and I were ta lk in g  about 

' i t , ”  Judy 's  voice was a lm ost pain­
fu lly  eager, “ of how splendid it  
would be fo r— 9f? of us.”  I

F o r a ll o f us. Judy and Bob and 
the babies! It  was the firs t tim e  

! that Jane had thought of her m ar- 
‘ riage  w ith  Towne as a way out fo r 
|J u d y  and Bob . .

F rom  his hotel at the m om ent of 
a rr iv a l. Towne called Jane up. “ A re 
you glad I 'm  here?”

“ O f course ."
“ D on 't say it  that w a y ."
“ How shall I  say it? ”
“ As i f  you m eant it. Do you know 

what a fr ig id  lit t le  th ing  you are? 
Your le tters were like  frosted 
cakes.”

She laughed. “ They were the best 
I could do.”

“ I  don’ t believe it .  But 1 am  not 
going to ta lk  o f th a t now. When 

| can I come and see you? And how 
! much tim e  have you to spare fo r 

me?”
“ Not much, 

b ies.”
“ Y our s is te r's  ch ild ren. Can’t you 

tru s t the m aids?”
“ Maids? Listen to the m an! We 

haven 't any.”
“ You don 't mean to te ll me tha t 

you are doing the housework.”
“ Yes. why not? I am strong and 

w ell, and the kiddies are adorable .’ ’
“ We are going to change that. I ' l l  

b ring  a tra.ned nurse up w ith  m e.”
“ Please don t be a ty ra n t."
“ Tu t-tu t, lit t le  g ir l . ”  she heard his 

big laugh over the telephone, “ I ’ l l  
b ring  the nurse and someone to help 
her, and a load o f toys to keep the 
kidd ies quiet. When I w ant a th ing. 
Jane, I  usua lly  get i t . "

He and the nurse a rrived  together.
A com petent houseworker was to fo l­
low in  a cab. Jane protested. " I t  
seems d read fu lly  h igh-handed."

They were alone in the liv ing- 
room. M iss M a rtin  had, at once, ca r­
ried the kiddies off to unpack the 
toys.

F rede rick  laughed. “ W ell, what 
are you going to do about it?  You 
ca n 't put me ou t.”

“ But I  can refuse to go w ith  you”  
—there was the c risp  note in her 
voice which a lways s tirre d  h im .

“ But you won’ t tjo tha t, Jane.”  
He held out his hand to her, drew 
her a l it t le  tow ards him .

She released herself, flushing. " I  
am not quite  sura w hat I  ought to 
do.”

“ Why th ink  o f 'oughts'? We w ill 
ju s t p lay a b it together, Jane. T h a t’s 
a ll. And you 're  such a tired  lit t le  
g ir l,  a re n 't yo u? "

H is sym pathy was com fo rting . E v­
erybody leaned on Jane. I t  was de­
lig h tfu l to sh ift her burdens to th is 
strong man who gave his comm ands 
like  a king.

“ Yes, I  am tired . And i f  the ba­
bies w ill be a ll r ig h t—"

had cried  when the news 
I ca n 't leave the ba- : came from  the hospital. I t  had 

been d readfu l. Jane had never seen 
a man c ry . They had been hard 
sobs, w ith  broken apologies be­
tween, " I ’m a fool to act like 
th is  . . . "

Jane had tried  to say things, then 
had sat s ilen t and uncom fortab le  
w hile  Bob fought fo r se lf-contro l.

M iss M a rtin  had gone home be­
fore the message a rrived . Bob was 
told th a t he could not see his w ife. 
But the surgeon would be glad to | 
ta lk  to h im , a t e ight.

“ And I know what he’ ll say,”  Bob 
had said to Jane d re a rily , “ tha t i f  
I can get tha t specia list up from  
Hot Springs, he m ay be able to diag- | 
nose the trouble . But how am 1 go­
ing to get the money, Janey? I t  w ill I 
cost a thousand do lla rs  to rush h im  | 
here and pay his fee. And m y in ­
come has p ra c tica lly  stopped. W ith 
a ll these labor troubles—there 's  no 
build ing . And Judy 's  nurses cost 
tw e lve do lla rs  a day—and her room 
five. Oh, poor people haven't any 
r ig h t to be sick, Janey. There isn ’t 
any place fo r th e m ."

Jane's face was pale and looked 
pinched. "T h e re 's  the check Baldy 
sent me fo r C hristm as, fifty  do l­
la rs .”

"D e a r g ir l,  it  w ou ldn 't be a drop 1 
in the b ucke t."

(TO HE CONTINUED)

Soon they were d in ing in a ch a rm ­
ing French restaurant. The w a ite r, 
w ith  the firs t course. In te rrup ted  
them . When he once m ore d isap­
peared, F rederick  persisted. " I ’ m 
going away tom orrow . W on't you 
give me m y answer tonight? A fte r 
lunch I ’ l l  take you home and you 
can rest a b it, and then ( ’ l l  come 
fo r you and we’ ll d ine together nnd 
see a p la y ."

She tried  to protest, but he plead­
ed. "T h is  is m y day. Don't spoil 
it, Jane.”

I t  was nearly three o’clock when 
they le ft the table, and they had a 
long d rive  before them . Darkness 
had descended when they reached 
the house. I t  was s t i l l  snowing

Bob was upsta irs, w a lk ing  around 
the lit t le  room like  a man in a 
dream .

" I  can 't te ll yo u ," he confided to 
Jane a fte r F rederick  had le ft, "how  
queer 1 fe lt when 1 came in and 
found Miss M a rtin  w ith  the babies, 
and that s ta te ly  old woman in  the 
kitchen. And every th ing  going like  
c lockw ork M iss M artin  explained, 
and — well, Towne jus t waves a 
wand, doesn't he, Janey, and makes 
th ings happen?”

“ I  don 't know tha t 1 ought to let 
h im  do so m uch ." Jane said.

"O h, why not. Janey? Just take 
the good the gods provide. . . . ”

Before F rederick  Towne reached 
his hotel he passed a shop whose 
w indows were lighted against the 
e a rly  darkness. In one o f the w in ­
dows. flanked by s lippers and stock­
ings and a fan to m atch , was a 
French gown, a ll s ilve r and fa in t 
blue, a sh in ing w isp of a th ing  in 
lace and satin. Towne stopped the 
ca r, went in and bought the gown 
w ith  its  m atch ing  accessories He 
earned  the big box w ith  h im  to his 
hotel. Resting a b it before d inner 
he perm itted  h im se lf to d ream  of 
Jane in tha t gown, the pearls tha t 
he would give her against the w hite  
of her slender th roa t, the s lim  bare ­
ness o f her arm s, the s w ir l of a 
s ilve r lace about her ankles—the 
sw ing of the boyish figure in its  
sheath of blue.

He wondered if he offered i t  to 
Jane, would she accept? He knew 
she wouldn’t. Adelaide would have 
made no bones about it. There had 
been a lovely th ing  in black ve lvet 
he had given her. too. a w rap  to 
m atch.

The evening stretched ahead of 
h im , fu ll o f rad ian t prom ise. He 
knew Jane's strength but he was 
ready fo r conquest.

H is telephone rang And Jane 
spoke to h im .

“ M r. T ow ne," she said, “ I can ’t 
dine w ith  you. But can you come 
over later?  Judy is desperately il l.  
I ' l l  te ll you m ore about it  when I 
see you.”

Bob

When you use Arid-Free Quaker Slate 
M otor O il regularly, you are free 
from worry about motor troubles due 
to sludge, carbon or corrosion. Your 
car w ill run better, last longer. Quaker 
Sate O il Refining Corp., O il City, Pa.

Em m a Lazarus
Em m a Lazarus was a famous 

Jewish poet and social w orker born 
in New York c ity . Her firs t volume 
of poetry was published when she 
was only 18. Subsequently she wrote 
a novel called “ A lid e " bqsed on the 
life  o f Goethe. She aided in p ro v id ­
ing work nnd education fo r large 
num bers o f Russian Jews who fled 
to Am erica. Her sonnet to the Sta­
tue o f L ib e rty  was placed inside the 
base of the m onum ent in  1888.

He Knew
" I  ^iave a surprise  fo r  you, 

H u rry ."
“ Oh, have you? And how long 

Is your m other going to s tay?”

As they say in Hollywood, two 
weds are better than one.

THAT'S R IG H T

“Jack said you bored him ."
" I  used to board him about half

the time when we were engaged. 
He grafted half his meals on us."

O blig ing  F e llo w
"Does your company a llow  you 

to take tip s ? "
“ No, lady, but i f  they asked i f  

you gave me one, I 'd  lie  like  any­
th ing to save you.”

I
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