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CHAPTER VIi—Continued

] Lo
“l dldn't mean to do It!" she
whispered, her mouth trembling,

her face crinkling Into tears, And
then In sudden Irritation and dis
gust she exclalmed, “Gall, Gnll I'm
golog to be slek!”

“I thought so!" Gall sprang across
the room, She and Edith had an
arm aplece about the convulsed,
slender llttle figure as they rushed
It to the famlllar sanctuary of the up-
per rooms,

Ten minutes later Gall went with
Dick to the police statlon,

“l think 1t would look—Dbetter,
to have one of you girls along"
Dick suggested. Sam was left with
Arlel; Edith and Phil went to call
at the stricken home of the dead
child,

“I'm—I'm terrlbly sorry about
this,” Dick presently admitted re-
luctantly, *“I ought to warn you.
This Miller, the man who was drly-
Ing the other car, might ask for a
Jury trial”

“QOh, Dick, no!”
weak with terror.

“He might, If he can exonerate
himself, or prove that Arlel was
even partly in the wrong."

Her heart pounded, raced—pound
ed again. They were getting out
of Dick’s car now at the City hall

“Dick, will they find out that she
was at Monterey with those boys?"

“They might.”

“They shan't! I'll have her lle™
Gall sald flercely, “Dick, don't
you see that with every one here—
every one In Clippersville—she'll
be rulned! They'll think she's the
sort of girl who runs around to
hotels with boys,” Galil began, In an
agony.

“If the case against Miller 1s
strong enough they may dismiss the
charge against Ariel,” Dick pursued
after a moment, “Shall we—" he
moved his head toward the bullding
—"ghall we go In?"

“*Just a moment!™ Gall had
caught at his hands, “Are you sure
we can't save her—can't say that
Buddy was driving?" she stam-
mered, delayin him.

“Not that way. But If they send
for an assistant district attorney
from San Jose—If they do,” Dick
sald, “I know them all down there,
and I'll do what I can to keep the
questlons down. But you see, Gall,
the trouble is In getting into a mess
like this,” he offered tolerantly.

“Oh, I know, 1 know!” She beat
her palms together. “Oh, what a
fool a girl 18!" she whispered fran-
tically. “What possessed her, Dick?"

“Oh, 1 don't know." He was sl
lent, and they stood without speak:
ing for a moment, in the dark out-
side the courthouse. “She wanted
a good time,” he sald. “She's—of
ecourse, she's beautiful. Well, come
on." He touche: her arm, “Let's
go In."

There were bare, dangling lights,
m man at a flat-topped desk,
benches, fences, gates, men In onl-
forms coming and golng, murnrars.

“Hello, Tex. Hello, Joe. Good-
evening, Sergeant!” Dick sald, He
glanced at Gall. “This is Miss Law-
rence's sister,” he added.

“Sorry to have your sister mixed
Into this, Miss Lawrence."

“Oh, It's terrible!” Gall said In
a trembling voice.

“Hear that the little girl dled?"
the sergeant asked Dick.

“Yes, we heard that Very sad.
Terrible for them!"

“The young lady had no llcense,”
Walsh sald, glancing up from his
papers at Gall. “It's an awful thing,
you know, If a man can't take his
wife and child out for a run,” shak-
ing his head, mumbling his words

But he was kinder, and she knew
it

“Your little sister, hey1" he pre-
sently asked.

Her volce was
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Her llttle sister, yes, she an-
swered, suddenly shaken by tears,
She went away, and sat on a deso-
late bench, and Dick talked to the
sergeant. The atmosphere of the
dreadful place oppressed Gall like
a pall, and she had to keep telling
herself that this ordeal, like every
other, woald soon be over,

She started as Dick sat down
beside her,

“Made a hit with the sergeant,”
he murmured; “he's been very de-
cent !"

Gall went back to the desk, and
smiled with blue eyes filled with
tears.

“Thank you so much, Sergeant
Walsh."”

“Now, you have your slster here
at ten o'clock day after tomorrow,
see?” the man sald. “It's too bad
to have a little girl mixed into a
thing llke this!™

“Oh, 1 know It,” Gall murmured
thickly, heartsick, He was prob-
ably thinking that his little girl
never would run about Sunday
roads with Intoxicated boys, she
reflected bitterly.

Dick took her away through the
nail-studded doors and the smelly
hall,

“Dick, what kind of a fool Is a
girl,” Gall began passlonately—
“whut kind of a fool Is a girl to
let herself in for this sort of thing?"

“Well, that's what yoa wonder!”
he commented mildly.

“l don't know what we would
have done without you,” she sald,
wonderlng.

“] haven't done anythlng,”
answered promptly.

Gall went on with her musing,
not so much about Ariel now as
about Dick, He seemed a very
rock of strength tonight; she felt
a passionate regret for all the times
she had thought slightingly of him,
treated him carelessly. Buddy
Ralsch, Larry Barehl, and Dorothy
Camp had all falled Ariel, But
big, homely, awkward, loyal Dick
had not, and never would fail, any
of the Lawrences, Gall felt puzzled,
somehow,

She was even aware of a little
self-conselousness with him tonight
for the first time In her life, It was
as If she had pever seen him be-
fore. When they went back Into the
old kitchen, and he half sat and
half leaned against the table In his
usual way, she foand herself study-
ing him—fascinated by his ease,

Dick

and his quick, emphatic use of
words, and his adequacy In this
crisls,

“What's the worst that can hap-
pen to Ariel, Dick?"

This was Edith from the arm of
Phil's chalr, where she sat lean-
Ing against him,

“What [ thiok'll happen” Dick
sald, reflecting, “is that the charge
against Arlel will be dismissed, and
that she'll be retalned as a witness.
But there may be damages—from
Moss.”

“Oh, dear!™ Gall walled. She
looked at Phil. *“Another mort-
gage, Just as we were clear!” she
sald phllosophleally,

“No, 1 wouldn't mortgage the
place agaln,” Phil sald dellberately.
“I'd borrow on my Insurance policy

this time.”

“Phil, are you Insured?" asked
both sisters, surprised and Im-
pressed,

“l took out some a little while
ago.” His colorless skin, as clear
as a girl's, flushed suddenly. He
looked at Dick and laughed a little
uncomfortably,

Dick gave Gall a look full of sig-
nificance and understanding.

“Phil's Insured himself becanse
he wants to marry Lily!™ Edith
sald to Gall when they were alone,
later,

“l know It.”

“This,” Edith sald solemaly, “is
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real trouble, Gall.”

“1 know 1t,” Gall agreed agaln.

Lying in bed, she went over the
whole bewildering panorama, The
Ineredible had happened: this was
real trouble, This was disgrace,

But she could not quite forget a
new note, a new thread of friend-
ship and happlness that had some-
how come of it all. Dick's sternly
concerned face as he first listened
to Ariel's story, the authority with
which he had assumed ecommand
of the sitvatlon, and his manner
In the pollice statlon—definite, un-
frightened, and friendly—all these
seemed to create a new Dick, or
rather to put an unknown person
in Dick Stebbins' place. Protect-
Ing—self-rellant—devoted to the
Lawrences.

A spasm of sheer plty for Arlel
stirred Gall. Poor little Arlel, hot
and tired and frightened, trylng to
drilve a car through the Suonday
traffic with a couple of heavy, half-
Intoxicated boys for her ounly com-
panlons. It was horrible.

Gall brought her eyes resolutely
to her book. But Instead of the
printed lines there rose before her
Inner vislon the picture of a hard,
lean, serlous young man leaning
over a police sergeant’s desk. Dick
Stebbins was in the kitchen again,
awkward, earnest, adequate, She
wasg in the courtroom with Dick
Stebbins,

She closed her book, put out the
light. Soon she was floating, drift-
Ing, sinking, and rising on a sea of
dreams.

CHAPTER VI

HE big courtroom was very hot,

Gall could hardly , believe that
this tense, dark, dirty place of fear
and shame had been In existence
yesterday and last year, and would
be going on through all the years
with the happy, marketing world so
pear and uncaring,

Phil and Edith were with her;
the fifth Lawrence, white and fright-
ened, and looking less than her sev
enteen years, was Inside the fence.

Dick was with Ariel
Dick and Ariel talked to the
Judge, who looked from face to

face serlously, biting his lips as he
listened. Gall prayed wildly. Then
Ariel and Dick came down and
jolned the others.

“The case agalnst Arlel is dis-

missed,” Dick whispered. “So far
g0 good! Miller was drunk,” he ex-
plained, hils words barely audible,

barely formed with his lips, “He's
been arrested before. Arlel's fined
fifteen dollars for driving without
a license.”

“You mean they're not golng to
try her for anything, Dick?"

“The case 1s dismissed.”

They couldn't believe It. Thelr
eyes moved solemnly toward each
other,

“We can't—Ariel
can't go, Dick?

“Sure you can.”

Five minutes later the Lawrences,
scared and white, but beginning to
breathe agaln, were out In the
street. Ariel's ordeal was over,

Dick brought the verdict to Gall,

and all—we

at the library, late that afternoon.

“The jury wasn't out fifteen min-
utes. Guilty, They say Mliller'll get
five years."

“Dick, Is that the end of it1"

“The end!"

“Oh, my G—d, I am grateful!”
Gall whispered, tears in her eyes.

Phll went up to tell Edith. And
Van Murchison took Arlel off for
a drive. “He's golng to have her
home well before six,” Dick re-
ported.

“Could you dine with us, Dick?"

“Not tonight. I'm going over
to Stanislaus, to see Mother.
Gee,"” Dick added youthfully, after
thought, *I wish you could get Arlel
to stop running with that bunch of
rotters!"

“0Oh, she's cured now,” Gall pre-
dicted. *“When it's too Inte,” she
added sadly., *“Well, we've been
fools.”

“] don't see that you've been a
fool,” Dick protested, surprised. Gall
laughed, a little fluttered, looked
down as she stamped a book, looked
up.

She looked stralght Into his face,
noted the line of jaw, the wide-apart
wide-open gray eyes. Her eyes fell
to the blg hand on the desk, with
his old ecap In the fingers.

“Dick, how are we ever golng to
thank you?"

“Oh, cut 1t!"

“And you know,” she sald, lean-
ing toward him, looking at him with
her heavy brows anxiously knitted
—"you know what a child she Is,
Dick? You don't think people will
remember this agalnst her, Dick?"

“Oh, 1 suppose the old tabbles will
whisper about It, for awhlile."

“She'll just have to live It down,”
Gall sald, wondering If her words
had any meaning.

“Oh, sure.”

He still lingered., Thelr heads
were close together. Gall wondered
what he would do, what the dull,
browsing occupants of the library
would do, If she suddenly klssed
him on the temple,

He looked up,
grin.

The waters of the great sea were
drawing her—drawing her away
from solid ground. Gall was deeply,
subconsciously aware of a fear that
she would betray herself.

“Suppose,” she thought, smiling
her mysterlous smile at him, “he
suddenly leaned across here, and
caught at my hands, and sald, 'l
love youl'"

“What's the matter? Dick asked.

“Nothing. 1 just felt—a little—
glddy. Reaction, I suppose,”

For twenty minutes after he went
away she knew neither where she
was, nor what she was dolng or say-
ing.

Then she went up to Muller's and
Joined Edith, and they walked home
together, happy, exhausted, grate
fu), Gadl hugging her amazing,
strange new secret to her heart as
if It were a living thing.

Arlel came In a few minutes alter
dinner preparations were under
way, and both older sisters glanced
at her fearfully,

“Did you have a nice drive, dar-
ng™

“Oh, heavenly!™ Arlel sald, with
a weary sigh and a sober face.

“Couldn’t bring Van back to sup-

with his kindly

per?”
“Didn't think to ask him.”
“Do you llke him?" Gall asked

encouragingly.
“Oh, he's darling,” Arlel sald Iist-

THE STORY FROM THE BEGINNING

The luck that had brought the Boston Lawrences to Callfornia just

at the beginning of the
eration, From a 4,000-acre ranch,

farry and the old family home in Clippersville.
iron works, S8am and seventeen-year-old Ariel are In school,

gold rush seems to have deserted the present gen-
their holdings have shrunk to a small

Phil, twenty-five, I In the

Gall In the

public library and Edith in the book department of Clippersvilie's largest

ato

Young Van Murchison, sclon of a wealthy famlily, returns from Yale

Dick Stebbins, Phil's best friend, has the run of the Lawrence house. Ariel
|s sneaking out of the house at night for joy rides. Gall, who would marry

Van, feels she is making no progress In his alfections.
to supper. Gall and Edith feel she I»s not
and are In & quandary. Gall goes with Van to & house party

v!ung Lily Cass, his sweetheart,
“respectable”

Phil suggests in-

at Los Gatos with the Chipps, his uncle and aunt. Bhe Is recelved coldly. At
a roandhouse Gall sees a drunken man helping Ariel into a roadster, Next
day Ariel admits she was there, and displays no remorse. Gail is gloomy
as she considers the family’s outiook. She again accompanies Van to Los

Gatos for a week-end visit, SBhe

meets his

mother, who Is very distant.

Ariel and the driver of another car are booked for manslaughter. Arlel was
driving at the time of the mccldent, although she had no license,

lessly. “Not that It makes any dif-
ference,” she added bitterly.

“Ah, don't say that, dear!” Both
sisters dreaded thls mood, when she
would be resentful and dark for
awhlle, and end up with hysterieal
laughter. hysterical tears, and phy-
gieal ecollapse,

“Well, why should it matter In
this jay place! You don't suppose
Van’ll stay here one minute longer
than he has to, do you?" Arlel de
manded angrily. “I'm slck of It!
Sick of It!" she sald, In a sullep
undertone.

Sam came In and lighted the gas
above thelr heads; dusk had deep-
ened almost Into darkness,

“Sam, you're an angel!”
sald gratefully.

*1 suppose, jall or no jall, we eat
sometimes?' Sam asked by way of

Edith

’
Al s

\\\\\\\\\m 0

“Your Little Sister, Hey?"

answer, klssing the back of Gall's
neck where the thick, tawny ten-
drils of hair curled up like a baby’s
hair. “Listen. There's a swell film at
the Liberty tonight. Want to go,
Arlel?”

“No, thanks,” Arlel began to an-
swer steadily, but her volce shook
suddenly, and her words came in a
rush, “1 don't want to go and have
every old_church-going, psalm-sing-
Ing, cake-sale-making old woman in
this town pointing me out,” she sald
in a low .one. “l1 don't want my
clothes io come from Muller's any
more, I don't want sodas at Dob-
bins', and Jances at Oddfellows'
hall. I'm sick to death of this whole
place, and .his house, and being
poor! I'm not going to stand It
either. I'm golng down to Holly-
wood If I have to walk there, and
I'm golng—"

“Ah, sweetheart, you'll only make
yourself 111" Gall pleaded, close be-
slde her now, siting on the arm of
Aricl's chalr, with one arm about
the younger slster's shoulders
“Don't get yourself all wrought up,
Listen, darling—listen, If the
Whites do rive a fancy-dress party,
and we give a birthday party—"

Bhe gtopped, for Arlel, looking at
her with a trembling laugh of scorn,
broke as suddenly Into tears, and
was laughing and erylng In the
fawcillar manner before any one of
them could attempt to divert her,
Gulded by Gall, she stumbled from
the room and upstalrs, sobblng in
coherently and now beginning 1)
feel wretchedly sick—cold, hot, nau-
seated, dizzy.

Gall turned down the wide old
bed and flattened the pillows: she
carried a f(resh nightgown to the
poor little convulsed figure, kept nn
arm about the shaking shoulders
She lowered the shades, lighted s
bead of gas, slipped the hot rubbe:
bag comforting!y in between the old
linen sheets.

And all the while her heart sang
on a strengthening note, “Dick—
Dick—Dick.” It was good to Im
twenty-three, and to have Dick Ir
the world! Gall felt that she hac
never been so near to Arlel, neve:
had loved her so dearly.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)




