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THE heat of the afternoon deep
ened around them. Birds sang

In the bushes and a salt breeie
blew oft the Sound and still Llla
stayed on.

Gypsy asked about Derek and It
seemed to ber that his young wife
answered hastily and almost cold
ly, that she turned her eyes fleet-ing- ly

away.
"He's all right He's splendid."

she added most nnconvinclngly.
What was the matter with Derek
these days, Llla asked herself
with resentment He was always
tired, taciturn, reserved. You
grew tired ot playing up to a
man's moods. She, horsoif, didn't
believe In It. Men ought to real
ize her father always had that
the woman, the wife, was the Im-

portant cog In domcstta affairs.
She was the one to be petted,
amused, made happy. It was the
man a business to make as much
money as possible, to surround
his wife with lovely things, give
her the setting she deserved.

She wasn't like Gypsy, to be-

contented with a hearth and blue
aprons and a rickety little car.
She had to havo lite, movement.

color. - What was It Marko' had
said to her the other nlghu

You're Uke some wild bird ...
bird ot paradise, flashing by.
Marko said things Uke that, made
yon feel young, precious, inn--
nltely desirable. She said abrupt
ly, "Marko'a wonderful. Isn't he,
Gypsy T I wonder yon ever had
the courage to refuse mm."

Gypsy looked np, surprised."
"Why, yes, I suppose he Is. But

marriage ..." Her voice trailed
away, her eyes were on the glossy
foliage of the Claudius Fernet
rose bush Just under the living
room window. Marriage with
Marko Brongbtonl Out ot the
question, her rebellions heart
said. Marriage meant Tom and
shared simple meals and apricots
In a green bowU . , .v-m.- Y

Why, I couldnt have married
Marko," Gypsy said wonderingly.
What was Llla thinking of T

Llla shrugged her shoulders. Tt
was none ot her business, alter
all.

"Hilda Blancbard often asks
about Tom," she said carelessly
after a moment "She thought he

marvelous looking. Hilda's
a bit of a devil," she added admir- -

a a jfrr'i
fYPSY felt the color rise In her

cheeks. She knew It was fool
ish to care. It was horrid, too, to
be so possessive, but she Just
couldn't help It She hsted that
girl who had behaved o out-

rageously at Llla's dinner party.
"She's very attractive," was

Gypsy's contribution. ..v
But Llla had already forgotten

Hilda in some recital ot a real
or fancied grievance. Did Gypsy
remember the Ranson HowesT
Well, they had been at Newport

they didn't go to Maine any
more and Ellen Howef had rung
her up to say they'd like to come
down to luncheon. They had all
descended, bag and baggage, a
week before, with four dogs. "My
dear, can yon believe It? Fourl
And Noggins (that's my new
chow) was In a beast ot a temper.

was a wreck when they pulled
out"

Gypsy listened, agreed, nodded.
She had a feeling that under

chatter there was a deep
undercurrent ot restlessness, a
hidden meaning. Llla was talking
at random. She didn't really care
what the Howes did, nor how long
they had stayed. , J,xmuA

It all seemed very petty and
shallow and (in spite of the elec-
tricity and glamour) rather sad.
Llla's lite was one valiant pursuit
of pleasure and apparently she
seldom achieved her aim. Gypsy
enjoyed the unwonted sensation
of feeling sorry for her friend.
The contrast between them was
great: one thin, brown, eager,
with apricot tints in her cheeks
and lambent lights In her brown
eyes; the other willowy, elegant
scented, all in purest white, with
rings on her slim fingers and paint
oa her lovely, restless, nnhappy
month. And yet, ot the two,
Gypsy felt the richer' the more
content

At long last, Lfla' rose' to go.
She would be slain, she said, when
she arrived home. There were
guests for dinner and she hadn't
ordered the flowers. Koto would
be In vile humor. He always was.
With outflung hands, Llla Im-

plored Gypsy's sympathy on this
point "Servants, my dear," she
said, with raised brows. "Ser
vants!" ...

She seemed oddly Tosfh" to go.
At parting the held Gypsy's band
fondly, "I didn't tell yon what

came to say," she said In a half
whisper. "I have something to
ask you. Most important But it
will have to wait" . -

.(To Be Cknitfrinpfl)'
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CHAPTER XX
'

rpHEY bad been established In

th little blue-root- house tor
two weeks now and lite bad taken
on a dlffrent hue. Was It possible,
Gypsy thought, awakening In her
narrow green bed, looking out ai
the interlocking branches ot ap
ple trees lust beyond her window,
was It possible that 14 days ago

' sht bad been possessed by a Tery
madness ot despair and sickness!
The air ot this place renewed her.
Bha sana- - about ber work now.

Everything was tun marketing
In the little car, boiling tat lob-
sters - nntil they were scarlet.
steaming clams tor Tom's dinner,

- stringing beans in the deep-cas-

loned swing in the garden.
Tea, It was a new Gypsy who

moved about the bare, neat little
rooms. Sometimes In the evenings
It was cool enough to have a lire
lighted on the hearth and neigh
bors dropped in, friendly people
who lived down the rood and
wanted to share their largesse ot
flowers and advice with the new
comers.

Gypsy tilled the rases with
flowers. She dnsted and sewed
and read, all with a full and happy
heart. ' Lite was glorious and
complete.

One afternoon she was sitting
in the garden swing, shelling peas
Into a wooden bowl, happily plan- -

nlng a dinner of chops and salad
and custard, when she heard the
purr of an expensive motor In the
drive.' She looked np hastily to
see an expensively shod and stock-
inged foot emerge from the ton
nean, and threw her apron over
the peas, hating herself for the
snobbish Impulse that prompted
the gesture bnt unable to prevent
herself from doing it

Presently the clack ot high
heels sounded on the flagstone!
walk and Gypsy rose to greet her:
visitor. Her eyes widened.
' "LI la, my .dear! However did
Ton And me?" ,

Her caller was exquisite In
white simple and perfectly made
frock of dull crepe with a little

F Jacket, white hat stilt on her shin
ing golden waves.

"I rang np your apartment and
the operator told me." Llla was
glancing about her with apprais-- i
Ing eyes, taking it all In, the!
pleasant, rather shabby garden.
with no pretension about it.

Gypsy cleared a space for her
- on the swing, pushing books,

vegetables and bowl aside. "But
now nice to see yon," she said.' I re been wondering where yon
were ana what yon were doing."a a a
T ILA was thin, petulant, rest

less, iter eyes roved, her con
versation was gay and morbid by
turns. Things were dull, she said.
Everybody had gone abroad.
There was absolutely nothing to
rdo. Through' her discourse wot
Khe thread of discontent, although
Itha happenings she sketched
Bounded, to Gypsy's simple soul.
.dazzling enough. The garden
J) arty at the Tewksburys, the fete
mt the Chlsholms, the bathing.
Itoo-ln- dancing existence that
(was the sum ot Llla's dally round.

"My dear!" she murmured in- -i

aulgently. "You have no idea
you simply have no idea howi
deadly it Is. Sometimes I think
I'll run away to Majorca, to Ball,
or some place where one doesn't
nave to see people ..."

Now It was Gypsy's tarn to be
lamused.

i "I hear those places are1

crowded, too," she said with a
pleasant laugh. To distract Llla,!
khe offered a promise of tea. She
(had bought some little cakes Ini

village that morning, - pink'the white ones, looking like cakes'
lor a children's party. These she.
tottered ber caller on a tin tray,
(painted green, with the ice clink-
ing delightfully in the amber;
Iglasses. ,

"This Is nice," Llla offered,
(laying aside her gloves, her expensive--

looking bag, to accept the
Iplate Gypsy offered. "You're a
very comfortable sort of person,
ido you know that, my dear?
There's something about this
igarden, simple as it is. . . ." She
did not finish the sentence, but
iGypsy knew what she meant. And
'Indeed the peace and simplicity,
of the place laid cool hands upon
you. There was a sort ot magic
there, for those wise enough to
find It.

Gypsy told her friend some-
thing of the stress ot the past
months: her feeling of weakness
and misery, the heat ot town,
their release when Tom had found
this place. Llla laid her long,

band on her check
and looked at the younger girl
with wide,- - serious, concerned
eyes.

"But my dear, why didn't you
let me know?. You might, have
come to us." ,

Now Bhe was more like the bid
playmate Gypsy had played sand
tag with on the beach In Maine
so many happy summers. She had
tor the moment dropped her air
of boredom and artificiality and
was simply another girl, symp-
athetic sincere and loving.

Gypsy laughed aloud at the pic-
ture of herself, In her old ging-
hams and dimities, among Llla's
Southampton crowd, "You're aw-

fully kind," she said. "It's sweet
ot yon to say that, but I didn't
" nl to leave Tom, anyhow.'J
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