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ERE was no roowm in Mon-

nie's heart fust then for any-
thing but the terrible, aching
fear. Dan hurt—perhaps dving!
Why, It wasn't possible! Only last
wetk —seven days ago—she had
raceived his letter. He had writ-
ten that he loved her. He had
sald that snd Monnle, belleving
him, bad rushed half scross the
world to prove It. Now this!
What was she to do? Where to
tarn?

Mre. O'Dare and Kay stared st
ber with »strickea faces. The
younger girl, wsmally so nom-
chalant, so cool, was shaken.

“You won't go to him, Mon-
nle™ Kay hall-whisperad. *“You
couldn't—now that—"

Monnie passed her hand across
her eves, What had someons sald
A minute ago? The world still
rocked sronnd her. Ah, yes, she
knew, “Sandra and Imn wers
married by a justice of the peacs
Iast night.” & volee had sald, Was
it troe—<could it have been? Non-
sdmse! Ridicalous!

She wonidn't faint, she told
barsell resolutely. You didn't do
things llke that—frighten people
when there was no nesd. You
were strong and brave as long as
you could bear things. But she
was In & sort of fog now. Things,
volcea, came to her only dimily.
Kind eyes looked at her sorrow-
tully, compasslonately, There
was & new face In the room. Who
was that? Obh, Charles. How
sood he was—how strong! She
went to him slowly across the
reom. She elung to him. Some-
how it seemed so right!

“Charies,” sha said (faintly.

“He's—ha's—"
“l kpow,” ha soothed, "1
know.” Then, in the tone one

might nse to an alling child, “It's
all right.” He repeated it quletly.
“It's all right.*

She answered Kay's last words,
Charles holding her bhand.

“'No, 1 won't go to him,"” Mon-

Ble wsald brokenly. ‘“Don't be
afraid” Of a sodden her woice
tock on & note of harahness,

sirange to her. “Don’t be afraid
Pl do anything to get talked
about. We're all w0 terribly
afraid of that, aren‘'t we? Ans If
It mattered when someone's dy-
Ing. But | won't. My place lsn't
there. iern {8
- - -

Tll!‘.RE was & blackness In her

mind now. It was, she
Imagined, what you felt when yon
were drowning.

“Don't talk like that™ Kay
mid, eyes wide with fright. “You
koow that isn't what we feel

Wa're just so worried about you
—how wou'rs taking L™

Mounie Inughed, and the sound
wasn't pleasant. “Sandra will be
there.” she =ald without stirring
‘Bandra will hold his hand and
tmooth ni= pillow. Won't she?”

Kay shook her head. “She
an't,” she sald faintiy. ““She's
nadly hurt, too.”

“Oh, is she? [s she, indesd?"
Monnla turned & white, alesp-
walker's facs te sll of them. Her

mother, looking small and old, be-
kan to whimper, a frightening

toutid. Monnle felt a dreadfu!
"almness
“Don't do that, Mums" she

said Io & miore natural tone than
she had awed nince first she heard
the newe. “I'm all rlght. Heally
I am,  I'm sorry to worry you
all so. It was the shock—!"
Bhe was grateful 1o Charles
Hin presance weemed to glve the

teene some reality., sonmivo sub-
tance. “Good glr)™ he mald
gemtly.  “You're n real soldier

'm proud of you."

The telephone's ring split the
slisnes of the little hall and Kay
few 10 answer 1. Monuie lstened
apathotieally, atmont dreamily to
the ene-elded conversation,

“Yer,” Kny sald and aguln
“Yor" and “Yes" and < Ves™
Mre. O'Dare's fruyed nerves could
bear the surpente oo longer. She
went up to her douphter and
plucked norvously at her slasvo

“What In 12" she asked 16 nuely
"Whatt

Kay bung up the recelver and
Iaced the group, hend eror “Ho's
ealling for Monnle. His father
Beard she'd got back. That was
Mr. Cardignsn on the wire He
wants to know it Moennle |l eome

Kay's oyes flanhed. At last the
haughty Cardigans had to cama tn
the O'Dnres for something. They
had never been genorour. Would
the O'Dares follow thelr sxample?

Monnin enme to lite. "0y

~ course Il g0, sho mid  with

curloun ealm, Tt didn't matter In
the least that Sandra wan already
Dan's wife, that she bore hisn name
In the eyes of the law, Monnie
brushed all that sside. It didn't
sigaify. It Dan ealicd her name
#he would go to him acroms ocvnns
through fire If noad ho.
. - -
was all part of the dim dream
that the day becama later ip
Beor mind. The trip with Charlos
to the hospital through the famil
far wtreots. Charles  adrivine
wllently and expertly, not saying o

The Jow bullding of white
EM “The Judith Lawronce
Memoris

I' that had besn erected |
Sandra’s mother had died
Ironleal, wasn't it, that it should |

now be housing Judith Lawrence's
daughter?

“"How badly ia Sandra hurt?™
Monnle difa’t really want to
know but she had to talk, had to
keep hursell from thinking,

“1 don’t know." Charles’ face
was tarned away from her. “Not
werio sly, 1 think. Her faco—
cut—Aying glass."

The doors opened to them as
though someans, walting, had ob-
served thelr arrival. A tall, gray-
haired woman in crackling white,
her cap banded narrowly in back
velvet ribbon, received them.

“Miss O'Dare? Yes. Wil you
eome In here?™

This was the waiting room,
bright, ecold, Impersanal, The
whole place, the ecorridor, every-
thing reeked o dutnfectants. A
eart moved by om rubber tires.
Monnie shivered,

Dan's father, aged 10 years In

a wingle night., snulied towars
them., Why, thought Monnle with
surprise, he was really an old
man! The great Mr. Cardlgan!
And she had been afrald of him
always, Why? e assemea
strangely humble, strangely amall

“Monlea™ When had he ever
called her Momica®™ It was 0dd to
hear §t. "It was good of you to
come. Yes. My boy—he lp bad—
ihey're afrald—"
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His volce broke oo the words,
He could go no further. Monnle
saw bim pot as Dan's father, a

barrier always to thelr b 1

but as a shattered human being.
bowed down by a weight too great
to earry.

She sald somethiog to bhim 'm
a low tone and he looked st her
cratefully. “You can come right
along with me.” he told ner,
clancing &t Charles. “Both of
you. How do, Eustace.™ Charles
nooded, Monnle's mind regis-
tered, subeonsclonsly, the fact
that Charles looked remote, cold.
It was as If he were being drawn
futo a situatlon for which he felt
extreme distaste, the vimost
shrinkine,

- - -
_t!\-'OTHFIR door swung silently
=7 open before them. They were
n & narrow white room. A hos-
pitsl bed, high, marrow, stark,
¥ith a figure honeath the blanketa,
Monnls dido't see the middle-
aged woman in the blg chalr, the
young nurse beside ber. She
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dida’t recognize Geraldine, dark
under a bloe hat. Shs saw anly |
Dan.

His eyes were closed and his
braath came slowly and painfully,
almost In sighs. At the nurse's
nod, Monnle moved closer: Was
this Dan? It couldn't be. Dan
was strong and invincible, brown |
and alive. This was the wreek of
a man. Her heart felt as though
an fley vise had clamped iteslf
npon it. Ehe had not felt like
weeplng before this but now she
was consclous of floods of tears
welling np within her, tears she
dared not shed. |

Suddanly the long lashes fick- |
ered and Dan's eyes were open,
staring &t her. Racognition
dawned In them.

*Come eloser.” the young
narse sald softly. “It' all right.” |

She advanced nntil she stood |
heside him, “Why, Monnple*
Dan sald ja a perfectly natural
volea, nlbeft a weak one. “They
told me you'd gone away. 1| was |

-
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iooklng for you—everywhers—"* |

e eoughed ‘and thke mother,
leaning forward with a damp
handkerchlet pressed to her lipw,
threw the nuese a warning glance,

“Don't bother to talk,” Monnie
sald softly. “I'm here now. It
doean™ matter, does It She |
had dropped to her knees by his
side, was cradling one of hie big
handn, w0 strangely limp, in her
own two slim ones,

“I'm glad you've come,™ Dan
whispered., "I mldsed yon so—"
The nurse leaned over, her fine |
gere on hle pulse. Her glance,
bright, ecalm, impersonal, took
them all in. |

"He musta't get excited™ aha
said, wordlessly, over Mre. Cardie |
gan's shoulder. Monnle nodded,
Dan's eyes flew open agaln,

“Don’t go away,” he sald, sad-
denly  strong,  suddenly  clear-
voleed. 1 want you bere be-
side me—" |

“I promlise, Dun" Monnie sald |
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