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SYNOPSIS

The luck that had brought the
Boston Lawrences to California Just
at the beginning of the gold rush
seems to have deserted the present
generation. From a 4,000-acra ranch,
their holdings have shrunk to a
emall farm and the old family home
In Clippersville, Phil, twenty-five,
is In the Iron works. S8am and
peventeen-year-old Arlel are |In
school. Gall In the publie llbrary
and Edith In the book department of
Clippersville’'s largest store. Young
Va M rchison, whose family owns
a chain of flour mills, returns (rom
Yale. He and Gall had been very
close fri..ds before he went away
to college. Dick Stebbins, Phil's hast
frlend, has the run of thes house.
Ariel I8 In the habit of sneaking
out of the house at night for joy
rides. Van has supper with the Law-
rences, dancing later with Gall at
a roadhouse. 8he feals she Is mak-
1 ; no progress in galning his af-
fectlons, regretfully concluding ahe
fs not his “type of girl"”

CHAPTER I!l1—Continued
sl

“Dick's car! Since when has
he_"

“Isn’t It killing! It's quite decent-
looking, too. You know old Ben-
stein, of the second-hand place down
near the hill?"

“l know the place. Yes, and I
kind of know the old man, too.”

“WWell, two cars collided out on the
highway mnear there about three
months ago, it seems, and old Ben-
stein bought them—they were
wrecks—for about fifteen dollars
aplece. So he sent for Dick, it
seems, and told him If be'd put the
tourlng car In order he could have
the roadster. Dick did Benstein's
first, and he's been puttering over
his own for about six weeks. So
last night he drove it In from Stan-
Iglaus, and put It In Joe Foster's
garage, and Joe looked It over, and
he says it's perfect, and he offered
Dick two hundred dollars for it."

“Dick's so darn admirable,” Gall
sald Indifferently, opening her book,
“that you expect him to break out
rall splitting 'most any minute! I
can just see him sweating over pol-
itics some day, and belng on the
losing slde every time! ‘Honest
Dick Stebbins for governor!' But
I like old Dick!"

“Oh, so do I," the younger sister
agreed eagerly.

She went away, and Gall lay mus-
Ing, her open book In her hands,
The memory of her parting with
Van, In the deep black night gloom
at the gate, kept returning to buzz
about her like a midge, and spoll all
the other recollections.

“Why Is 1t," Gail asked herself
savagely, “that I ecan get along so
beautifully with girls, and act like
such a fool with boys? If he'd been
a girl, tonight, 1 would have gone
on talking, laughing, putting off
coming Into the house. 1 would have
kept saying, ‘Listen, I have to go
in.'

“Oh, well, what difference does it
make! We'll all be dead In a hun-
dred years!”

And so restlessly off to sleep, odd-
ly baffled and dissatisfied after this
marvelous day on which the dream
had come true.

The next day she and Edith had
real trouble to think about and to
discuss as they walked to work.

In the first place, Sam had told

them at breakfast that he, Sam,
had been driving some boy's car
without a llcense and had been

fined fifteen dollars by Judge Gates.

“Oh, Phil paid It,” Sam had sald
in his confident, little brotherly man-
mer.

“How could Phil pay It?"

*Oh, he worked overtime all last
month, you know. He had some-
thing coming to him.”

“You oughtn't to have done It,
Sam. You're such a fool!" the older
sister seid reproachrfully, affection-
ately. She repeated the phrase to
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Phll, when he came In late to re-
port his expedition with Dick,

“You ean't say that, Gall. It's
natural for a kid to want to drive
a car. Most kids Sam's age,” Phil
had reminded her temperately,
“have thelr own cars.”

So reasonable, so generous, such
a rock of strength about a thing
like this, it had been staggering to
his sisters to have him add, with
a little self-consclousness :

“l was thinking, when we were
having Dick and Van Murchison to
supper last nlght, why not ask Lily
Wibser some time?! She's an awful-
ly sweet little thing—she's had an
awfully rough deal.”

Edith had felt every fiber of her
being stiffen; Gail's hands had be-
gun to tremble as she had sald
pleasantly, zonfusedly :

“Well, of course—If she'd llke It,
PhiL"”

“Why shouldn’t she llke 1t?" Phil
had asked In a level, challenging
volce.

“No reason why! Except—hasn't
ghe rather young children?”

“Yep. She has three kids." Phil
had been retilling his coffee cup.

“] don't think she'd come!" Gall
had sald, uncomfortable but deter-
mined.

“You might try !" Phil's volce had
become level, composed. He had re-
turned to his newspaper with no
further reference to the subject,

His sisters, in utter consterna-

tion, had spoken since of little else. |.

“She's simply mesmerized him,
that's all! It's just too horrible!"

“Gall, we couldn't ask her to the
house !"

“] don't think we could.”

They parted on the dublons note,
deeply worrled, as they had been
worried so Jany, many times before
about Sam, Arlel, Phil, in turn,
about family finances, social compli-
cations,

“Just when 1 was—sort of—look-
ing forward to Sunday-night sup-
pers,” Gall offered In parting, when
they came to the Calle.

“Yes, I know!" Edith answered
quickly.

“What on earth can we do, Edith,
If Phil says anything more?”

“Well, have her, I suppoge!"

“But she's simply—she's simply
not respectable!"

“1 know.™

“I mean, everyone knows what
those Wiksers are, and the Cass
boys are }ist gangsters!”

“I know,"” Edith conceded agaln
anxlously.

They went their ways. Gall's
thoughts went to Van, however, at
Intervals during that day and the
next day. She began the girl's cal-
endar: “It's only one full day since
I saw him—it's only two full days
—it's only the morning of the third
day.”

CHAPTER IV

T BEGAN to seem like a dream

to her that he and she had been
laughing over the llbrary counter
last Saturday night, and that he
had come to supper with the Law-
rences, and that she had gone down
the highway, beyond Dumbarton
bridge, to Old Aunt Mary's for a
late supper and dancing,

Edith asked, delleately, lightly,
It there had been any telephoning
during the day, and Gall became ex-
pert In careless replles.

And then quletly, indifferently,
“Oh, yes! Van Murchison was In.
It seems Mrs. Chipp Is having a
hoase party down at their place
In the Santa Cruz mountains a week
from this week-end, and she wants
me to go!”

“What!™ Edith ejaculated, In-

eredulous. “Oh, Gall, aren’t you ex
cited ™

Gall laughed a little protesting-
ly.
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“But yes 1 am,” she admitted
honestly, “terribly excited! But of
course they only want me because
Van does, He probably asked hls
aunt to ask me!”

“Oh, for heaven's sake!"™ Arlel
sald Impatiently and unexpectedly,
In her husky tones. “For heaven's
sake, what would yoa want her to
ask you for—because mamma was
a church member? You know very
well you're not an Intimate friend
of hers, Why should she ask you?
I'd much rather go a place because
a boy wanted me than because his
mother did!"

And laughing helplessly and a
little shocked, Edith and Gall ad-
mitted that there was something
in this view,

“l have everything™
“I have my blue velvet; I have my
Christmas slippers; I have my
white hat. I'll do my old linen up
myself! It'll be fine for roughlng—
walking or anything, And I'l wash
my sweater!"

“Did she come In, Gall,
she write a note?"

An Instant chill, Then Gall sald
casually, “Neither, my dear. She
sent a message by Van,"

There was a silence, Edith stood
distressed and disappointed In the
center of the kitchen, Ariel looked
up alertly from her book., Gall went
on buslly with her cooking.

“Well, you won't think of accept-
ing unless she does write, Gail?"

“My dear Edith, we are living In
the Twentleth century, not In the
good old days of Pamela and Eve-
lina.” .

“Well, I'm very much surprised
at you!"” Edith sald, trembling. Din-
ner was served in a sulphurous si-
lence,

Gall said.

or did

Phil, bungry, grimy, and tired,
noted at once that something was
wrong, and his first question

brought the whole thing down upon
him In an avalanche,

“Phil, Isn't it ridiculoas In this
day and generation to expect a per-
son to send you an engraved invi-
tation—"

“I didn't say an engraved Invita-
tion ™

“Because, I mean, everything's
done so informally now, and peo-
ple telephone Invitations to wed-
dings "

“No, but listen, Phil! We've al-
ways held up our heads, and been
known as Zirls who weren't cheap,
who wouldn't jazz—haven't we,
Phil? It's all we have—it's us”
Edith, her eyes suddenly wet with
tears, went on shaklly.

Philip had champloned Gail all
her life, and she adored him as her
unfalling autbority. It was there-
fore llke a blow In her face to have
him say, judicially, over his plpe:

“I'm not so sure but what Ede's
right, Gall. You aren't sire that
Van Murchison—he's an awfully
nice kid, and he's most amusing
and all that, and he means well
enough—but you aren't sure that
this kid ever spoke to his aunt at
all. How do you know—"

“Oh, Mlsten, lsten!™ Gall sald,
managing a laogh, but inwardly
seething with fury, “He didn’t ask
me to go to China! He asked me
to go for two nights to Los Gatos
—and I'm golng! That's all there
Is to 1t!"

There was a full minute of dead
silence daring which her angry
volce hung In the alr. Then Ariel
expelled a long, sighing breath, and
Phil shrugged phillosophlcally,

“You're of age,” he sald brlefly.

Phil went out without another
glance or words for his favorite
sister, When Gail and Arlel
chanced to be for a minute alone
in the kitchen, Arlel seized the op-
portunity to say eagerly:

“Stick It out, Gail! If every one
felt the way Edith does, no one

would have any fun at all! We'd all
be old maids!"

Arlel's sympathy was very sweet,
But It did not have the value of
Edith's approval. On the contrary,
there was something disturbing in
this suggestion of a general mutiny
against the Lawrence way of dolng
things.

Ariel had arranged with a boy
frlend that he should call her on
the telephone at eight o'clock, and
she should answer his call with a
pleasant, dutiful *Oh, yes, Miss
Hemmet? Miss Hemmet was her
mathematics teacher. She would
then say to Gall, “Gall, I'm going
over to Mlss Hemmet's, and then
I'm golng to meet the crowd at the
corner and go down to Sticky Dob-
bins’ for some ice cream. I asked
Phil, and he sald, ‘Al right.'"

It was a risky game she was play-
Ing, but after all It was a game.
Edith was playing no game at all,
and Gall was demonstratlng more
forcefully every Instant how little
she knew of the rules,

The telephone rang.

“Take It, freshman!™ Gall sald
to her younger gister. But Arlel

Ay .

“What's the Excitement?”

needed no prompting; she was al-
ready halfway to the hall,

“Oh, thank you, Miss Hemmet.
I will!" her sisters heard her say.
She came back to her work with
her transparent skin exquisitely
flushed, and her strange eyes alight.
“(Gall, Miss Hemmet wants me to
come over. And Phil sald we could
go to Dobbins' afterward.”

“(Oh, that's all right . Go ahead!”
Gall sald absently. Ariel faded
from sight sllently, was gone,

Later Dick Stebbins looked In at
the kitchen door.

“Phil's gone,” Gall sald.

“I'll follew him up.” But Dick
came In Instead. Gall nolselessly es-
caped Into the dining room and se-
cured her little playlng cards. She
came back to the kitchen table and
began to play.

“Gall's golng down to the Chipp
place In Lus Gatos next week-end,”
Edith sald, out of a sllence,

“'Sat s0?” Dick asked,
up.

“Um-hum,” Gall affirmed, nodding.
She was grateful to Edith for tak-
Ing It as a matter settled. Dick
continued to regard her with an
odd, an almost contemptuous, smile,

“You like all that sort of thing,
don"t you?" he asked.

“Well, I don't know that I like It
especially. I don't know much
about It,” Gall answered, slightly
nettled. “Never having been on a
house party of this sort, I couldn't
say 1 llked It or didn’t llke It,” she
went on pointedly.

“Meaning that I don't know what
I'm talking about?” Dick asked,
with a not-quite-good-natured laugh.

“Well—" Gall sald, with a shrug
which Indleated that he was at b
erty to put that interpretation upon
her words If he would.

“It's only that I get such a kick
out of It,” Dick murmured. subsid-

Ing.

looking

Gall trled her best to feel sorry
for him,

Later she told Edith positively
that she would not go to the Chipps’
house party unless she heard di-
rectly from Mrs, Chipp.

“Oh, I am so relleved, dearest!™
Edith breathed gratefully,

“Na, It's not worth while,” Gall
sald. She grew a little bitter, think-
Ing about it. *“It would be the best
time I ever had, and if mamma bad
lived, or papa, I should take all
this sort of thing as a matter of
course,” she sald, with dignified re-
sentment. “However, I can't—as
Ph'l gald, I ecan't put myself In a
false position!™

They were still talking at one
o'clock when Phil eame upstalrs.

“I put the lights out. Every one
In? he asked.

The sisters exchanged a look.

“Ariel must be! She went with
the gang down to Dobbins' at about
nine,” Gall stammered. *“She sald
ycu sald she could, Phil”

“I said If she'd be back early!”
Phil exclaimed. He crossed the
hall, opened a door, and returned
with an anxious and angry face.
“Where is she, d'you suppose?” he
asked.

“Well, she must be—oh, this is
perfectly terrible, Phil] She must
be still down there. We could
telephone—"

“Listen, she can't get away with

this!™ Phil Interrupted. *“It's after
twelve, Dobbing' closes at mid-
night.”

“Tut-tut-tut-tut—" Gall began on
a weary note, flinging the bed-
clothes aside as Phil ran downstalrs
to the telephone and Edith fled to
her room for more clothing.

Gall was all but dressed, and
Phil returning from downstalrs
three minutes later, when Ariel ap-
peared In the upper hallway, clad
in pajamas and an old Japanese
Jacket of brilliantly colored cot-
ton, with a pillow dangling in
her hand and her soft, taffy-yellow
halr In confusion.

“What's the excitement?" she de-
manded, looking lke anything In
the world rather than a girl who
has been tearing, scared and chllly,
across open country roads In a road-
ster exactly three minutes before,
“It was so hot I thought I'd sleep
down on the slde porch, on the old
sofa. Bot it's so lumpy—"

They all broke Into excited langh-
ter, reproaches, Bhe should have
told them!

Arlel looking sleepy, warm, be-
wildered, vanished Iinto her room
with a yawn. Nobody followed her
to discover the clothes flung wildly
here and there just as they had
fallen when she had torn them off,
or to kiss the cheek that was still
8o cold from night wind., Indeed,
among the three elders In Gall's
room there was even a feeling that
injustice had been done little Arlel,
who had run down to the drug store
so Innocently for a soda, after her
lessons were done, and who had
been home and In bed for almost
three hours.

Phil produced two small round
well-wrapped cakes of violet soap,
and presented each girl with one,

“Peace offering,” he sald hum-
bly, but with a little laugh in the
corner of his eyes. “I was sort of
—oh, rotten, about Gall's visit!™ he
sald. “My dear old girl, Ede and
I'd trust you to go with anyone
you llke to China—you know that
Why, we depend on you. You're the
thing that has held us together all
these years. You're the guardian
angel of the Lucky Lawrences|"™

Gall's heart swelled to bursting;
she could not speak.

She made up her mind that she
would not consider the Los Gatos
week-end, unlesa some formal ree-
ognitlon of the Invitation came from
Mrs. Chipp. But this herole mood
oozed away when Friday passed,
and Saturday passed. and there
was no gight of Van, and no word
from him. Gall bore It as long as
«he could, and then telephoned sud
denly, reluctantly, on Sunday morn
ing to the Chipp house to ask for
Mr., Murchison,

TO BE CONTINUED




