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CHAPTER XLVHI

wasn't nW mathm. Monnla

,d, bo would a ik to fe,w fluu-.1- 1 I
hen. Mr.. ODara appaartd
with 'h vagua explanation

"o,l doubt ,1" W" thinki" ber

Vte'got'a pick-u- p auppor," he

rriea ".Nothing-
- Uka what I would

Jn had if l d known jou were com- -

.
Thi irl laughad Joyously. Thia waa

tl. borne having mother worry
klnt what jou ate and bow you look-- j

8ha had missed ifcoh, how she to

SBlM.d itl The shabby little house,

under the lamp. How familiar
ret how strango it all looked

T.r the salons and cafes! Monnie

ndered fleetiuely what Arthur Mac-hai-

would have thought of her
mm. Then ahe toaaed her bead!

"Kay will be here aoon," Mra.

OD.re told her. "Mark'a working at
rt, Bolton store, I told you that when

wrote, didn't I? He runa ertanda
liter irhool. He'a aaving his money
lor Christmaa."

"And Bill?" Monnie waa almost

.(raid to ask about Bill. Maybe he had

pna off and married Angie while she'd

bten away.

"Bill is like a different person
titte days," 6aid Monnie'a mother.
Har face lightened. "He's Monnie, I
aait tell you! It's all off between
Um snd Angle."

"Not really?" Monnie waa incredul-

ous, The mother nodded. .

Tel. Angie went back to her d

two weeks ago. She'd "been act-i- ,!

rither queerly lately. When Bill
oiled her she waa never In. Do you
know, Monnie. I really think she cared
ibout Bill snd that she decided this
m the best way out for them all?
6ie knows Stan tkat't her husb-

and's name has a vicious temper
tad that he'd make trouble for her.
Ht never wanted to let her go, really, it
ud bad threatened Bill. You don't
bow how relieved I am about it all,
although I'm sorry for the poor little
thing! Angie really baa some fine

jollities."
"So that's one more mountain tum-

id Into a molehill," Monnie murmured,
doffing her' hair before the hall mirr-

or. "How I worried about that situa-- ,
Hon all summer, thinking Bill's life
would be spoiled by such a marriage!
lea say he's taking it all right?"

"Yea, I think he'a really relieved,
deep down," the mother explained.
"Hi was infatuated with Angie at
bit She ia pretty! And then the

of knowing ahe was forbidden
ttuit, another man's wife, kept up the
leellng. You know how Bill is I Stubb-

orn as a mule. He got the idea Angie
til being mistreated end that hs wst
kit champion. When we accepted her
--what else could wa do? the thrill
tort off. He wasn't really in love
with her snd seeing her all the time
quite casually rubbed off the bloom."

"lon're a wiae women," Monnie
marveled. "You see through all of
ml' n

Kay burst in, Interrupting this
Kay in a brown suit with a

iretn bnrot set saucily on the side of
. ber bright curls. How pretty she was!

Prettier than anyone Monnie had seen
riaee ahe'a been away. t

"You wretch !" Kay was exclaiming.
"Barging in like this without letting
u know!"

"I thought you liked surprises,"
Monnie avoided Kay's penetrating
glance. v

Kir's eyes flew to her mother's.
"Hai she hehrd!"

Monnie saw the quick frown and
ihake of the head her mother gave
in retorn. Curiosity rose In a tide.

"Heard whst? What have you been
neping from me."

"It's nothing." Her mother spoke
almost apologetically. "Nothing you
nght to be greeted with on your arr-

ival home at any rata."
"Bad news?" Monnie'a heart began

to bent fast.
"She might as well know," Kay

Wormed her mother gravely. Then
turned to Monnie. "Dan Cardigan

ai hurt in a motor accident last
"Jilt," she said. "He'a in the hos
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pital."
Monnie wot to h.r iu ....

steadily. "I there must be something
can do! Can I see him?"
"I don't think so," Ksy said, slow-

ly. "It's serious. Internal injuries
and they're afraid of concussion. This
muiuuiK warn i lamed to someone in
the office there was a report thoy
might operate."

Monnie rlftnMi.il tin I...
sides. "I've got to see him," she ssld
siowiy, psintully. "He wrote me I
EOt the left,, in Tnlnn fA.ka.
may as well know It. Pan is the'only
uue wive ever invea. l came home

marry him."
"Merry?" Mrs. O'Dsre flonhed

again that siftnol glance to Kay. "Tell
her," she said quietly.

Kay looked away compassionately.
"Dan and Sandra Lawrence were
married by a justice of the peace lost
night," she said tonelessly. "Half an
hour before the accident."

"THERE was no room In Monnle's
heart just then for anything but

the terrible, aching fear. Dan hurt
perhaps dying! Why, it wasn't pos

sible! Only last week seven days
ago she hod received his letter. He
had written that he loved ber. He
had said that and Monnie, believing
him, bad rushed half across the world
to prove it. Now this! What wss
she to do? Where to turn?

Mrs. O'Dsre and Kay stared at her
with stricken faces. The younger girl,
usually so nonchalant, so cool, waa
shaken.

"You won't go to him. Monnie?"
Kay "You couldn't

now that"
Monnie passed her hand across her

eyes. What had someone said a
minute ago? The world still rocked
around her. Ah, yes, she knew.
"Sandra and Dan were mnrried by a
justice of the peace last night," a
voice had said. Was it true could

have been? Nonsense! Ridicu-
lous! Just one of the stupid lies
people told sometimes.

She wouldn't faint, she told her-

self resolutely. You didn't do things
like that frighten people when there
was no need. You were strong and
brave as long as you could bear things.
But she was in a sort of fog now.
Things, voices, came to her fnly
dimly. Kind eyes looked at her sor-

rowfully, compassionately. There
waa a new face in the room. Who
was that? Oh, Charles. How good
he was how strong! She went to
him slowly across the room. She
clung to him, Somehow It seemed so
right!

"Charles," she said faintly. "He'a
he's "

"I know," he soothed. "I know."
Then, in the tone one might use to
an ailing child, "It's all right." He
repeated it quietly. "It's ail right."

She answered Kay's last words,
Charles holding ber hand.

"No, I won't goto him." Monnie
said brokenly. "Don't be afraid." Of

sudden her voice took on a note of
harshness, strange to her. ' "Don't
be afraid I'll do anything to get talk
ed about. We'll nil bo terribly afraid
of that, aren't we? As if it mnt
tered when someone's dying: But I
won't. My place isn't there. Hers

There was a blackness in her mind
now. It was, she Imagined, what you
felt when you were drowning. Only
she wasn't drowning. She had Char
les to cling to. He would savo her I

from utter darkness and desolation.
She felt be understood.

"Don't talk like thaLl' Kay said,
eyes wide with fright. "You know
that Isn't whst we feel. We're just
so worried about you how you're
taking It."

Monnie laughed, and the sound
wasn't plesssnt. "Ssndra will be
there," ahe ssid without stirring.
"Sandra will hold his hsnd and
smooth his pillow. Won't she?"

Key shook her heed. "She can't,"
she said faintly. "She's badly hurt,
too."

(To Be Continued)
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