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- salllng vessels,
~ Abby Baldwin In which they had made
" thelr wonderful honeymoon trip.

- ¢lean.
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CHAPTER I

The Lawrence tnmlly, although '“-.'
| 'lthe best sense ef the word ploneers, .
- ‘had not.come to the Golden West by
- They bhad’

‘means of covered wagons.
'left their Boston moorings, like' the

xentletolk of means and leisure that
theéy were, fn the year of our Lord
1849, atid had salled elegantly for Ric, -
~ :for Buenos Alres, and around theHorn,
" .They bad loitered in Valparaiso and 1
. ,'.Lima for some weeks, taking thlngs'
: enetly, in a lelsurely day, and had In
~'due time come up the stormy coast of |
‘California, and had dropped ‘anchor In: |
_ "the opalescent harbor ot peacetut_
- "Yerba Buena. .
" For San Franclsco hnd been etm: .

fam!llarly kanown as Yerba ‘Buena,

street, The globe trotters, magnificent

 Philip Lawrence and his frail, Indian-.
.shawled, pretty wife, had remained
on the ship for a few days, for the set-
.tlement, on shore promleed smnlt com- 1
'-tort for tourists, - .

“Karly In thelr eecond week how- )

ever, they had been obliged to seek

-Jodging ashore. This was for two rea~
sons, one lmportant, _one ridiculous,

The important .reason was that an

" heir to the Lawrences was about to

be born. The absurd reason was that

some preposterous person had discov-

ered gold, or had pretehded to, at &
place called Sutter Créck, and that
everyone in 1erha Buena had |;)ror:nutlsr
lost his senses,

- Philip and Abigall Law rence nat- -
. urally did not, lose thelr senses.
-“ were .rich an:,eny, they were ahove
'this undignified scramble for |
‘Phillp had an income of three thousand,

They

lucre :

a year, and Ahignil's father owned five
including this ‘very

But the sailors, and indeed the offi-.

-clals of the.Abby Baldwin, had felt |

differently. The.v ‘were not above . ac-

“quiging fortunes, and they had lnstant--_'
- Iy deserted the ship and made for the
- gold region. The rumor of gold, spread-
ing like prairie fire hetween breakfast -
and the -noon dinner, had found the
'_-shlp emptied by snnset

i

He I-Iad llpwed Them and Thotr
. Carpet Bags thoro )

-Ablsall had signaled a Chinese crab
~ eatcher, and. In his iittle shallop with

stalned brown salls he had rowed them
tnd thelr carpet bags ashore.,
. fhey had gone to “the Frenchwom-

an’s,” a qualnt-looking adobe house on
- & hill, with an apper balcony and shut-

ters. There were no windows, but
.there were  tents of mosquito netting
over the bed, and the bare foors ware

smelllng of spilled wine, where men

But the upstairs room had been com-

" Yortable enough and Abigall had eaten

a shore meal of fish_stew, dumplings,

. fresh #oft black figs, sour bread, and

thin wine, with some appetite, -
-~ 'This would do for the present, she
" had sald. But one could not live quite
ke a savage, after all, and Immedi-

" gtely after breakfast tomorrow Phillp
' must find a really nice place, and a
- hurse._ If not, then they would bave to’
‘ -’.;ohacktothelhlo ‘

:. 80 much for Philip’s benefit.  But
1llrhen he. had gone out after supper

o Ablﬂ‘&" had felt very low-spirited in-
© @eed, They had been elevem months
. -.getting so far, and the baby was due |
ln ]

few weeks' time. . Perhaps it

would be weeks before they could get

" .a crew oo’ the Abby Baldwin,

Phillp had returned flushed, dletresle'd

" and annoyed from his search the next
" ‘morning; he had returned flushed, dis-
" tressed, and Increasingly annoyed from
" the searches of the following days.

The l_‘ronchwolnen’i was not only the

~Philip_and

-~ 1 her had been Annle Sarah.
1 They had ‘brougbt her in hot dusky.

‘grapes, and ‘hot dusty figs, an@ warm
wine, and finally gout’s milk, to splace.
-t 'her In. her ordeal
.| neither Mexican’ woman had volun- |
" | teered anything. They bad watched
- -] the {rightened,

Dewnetalre__ was merely a level
, of dim’ arcades, earthen-floored and
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* _then, and the blue waters of the bay |
;had lapped the strand at Montgomery
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heet lt appenred to he the only pos-
1 sible place for Ablgail to stay, and to.
| contemplate a continement there, with
the noise and drinking and the ‘smell

of wine below stalrs, and with nobody

‘but whiskered old Madame Bouvler to |
_attend her, was madness. Desperate,
'Philip had rented a spanking team and
a loose-wheeled buggy and had begun:
to drive ubout the.. adjnining country .‘

looking for sifélter.

-For {t had become obvious now thnt'
. the crew was not going to return to the
 Abby Baidwin,
- ting at her aunchor, in a dismal com-
‘pany.*
~the sun beat. down upon thelr empt.y'
-decks week in find week out, while the

The ship swung rot-
of other deserted vesscls, and

hides, coffeg, and rope packed benenth
slowly decayed.

Abtgall had. covered pnseion.lte pngeSj

‘with the story of their adventures, and
‘had put the letters luto the canvas flap
-of her trunk, under the pasted plcture
- of the little girl with the rope of roses.
Some day they would get home agaln, |

Phlllp, she, and the baby, and what
t‘hey would have to tell!

foggy Yerba Buenn. they had  found
refuge on a rancho. It was mnnaged
by a widow, one Senora Castellazo, who
fived farther ‘south in another- bhaclene
da, and was ullliu" to rent this ome to
the strangers. It had contulned no

SLurndshings whatsoever wlen the an- :

rences had moved I, .
Jut many tripg to the Abby Bald-

: win had pretty well transformed the
Dbreathlessly
- grateful that somehow, with the ald of
- a Mormon dot tor fromn Benletun and the |

" place,  Philip,

care of two stelid, wall-eyed \Iexlcan

. women, Abigall had actually brought

- “lounged on benches, and where the |
Frenchwoman herself tended the bar.

R

forth a
- no’ complalnts,

“first-born daughter, had nade
He had had carted
down wagon loads of chairs, carpets,
‘china,” bed lnen, books—all the per-

- sonal poesesslone of h.lmself and hlsj

bride,
. A bride!

oy

.Poor-,A_blgail hnd lauzhed

"forlornly on -the first anniversary of
It had found : her |

her wedding day.
wenk and weary, stretched oD & mat-

.-tréss on the floor of’ one of the eool |
rooms, with a burning August doy

hammering .awny,at_the spread level
acres of the rancho outside.

. doudbtful, breathiess

| struggle apathetically, until thelr ofly
.| brown hands had actually grasped
1 Annie Sarah,
- eeemed capahle enough, -
. Anyway. it ‘had  been gotten over.'
_so:nehow, and Abigall hgd been free to

After that - they had

ery -a little, thinking of her room at
home in an orderly, shaded Massa-

-] chusetts village, with Ma's lavender-
scented linen on the smooth bed, roses In

a green glass vase on the bureau, &nd
the lace curtalns blowing wsoftly ‘In

and out of the opened upstalrs win..

dows. Lilags, trembling grass, and

| Grandpa’s grave In the graveyard, and |
doughnuts and currant jelly—uh, dear!

‘As soon &s the hahy and the mother

' ,'were well upon the road to normal

living, Phillp and Ablgall had serloul-
ly discussed golng home, -

Then old Senora. Castellnzo hnd dled,
and her sons had wished to dispose of
the Santa Clara haclenda. Four hun-

| dred acres for nine hundred dollars,
Philip had considered jt a wise In-
-vestment. There was frult—some frult

—there already, there were sheep and

cattle Included in the sale price. If

figs and grapes would grow there, why

“not other frults—peaches and pears?

He would take his wife and daugh-
ter back to New England, he promised,
on the first sultable shlp; it would be

- & long hard trip.for a woman with a

baby, but the journey across the plains

-~ would be woree. and theré was no fur-

ther hope of the Abby Baldwin,
No, upon consideration 1t had seemed

'to Phillp that this sunshiny, sheltered
flat region, well inland, was the com-

ing district, and that by holding onto

this property tep years, fifteen years,
he and Abigall could not fall to be |

among t{he prosperous ptoneers of the
new world. Phillp was one of the men

- who had shot dead the gold craze with
-an eplgram: “a flash In the pan."

Meanwhlle Fenny Lucy hed ‘been
horn L
. "Look here. ;roung tndy. arent there
any boys where you came from?"
Phillp bad said, half serious, half teas-

ing, a8 he held his second daughter in
‘his arms. Abigall bad looked at him

'anxlouely But he hed not been reelly '

" Only 1t had been rather trylng that
a fine ship had left for South America
.pnd eastern ports o

day. She had delared g0 long In San
Francisco harbor that Phillp and Abi-
gail had really hoped to ba able to
sall en her. But Fanny Lucy had

delayed, too, and had unconsclously
~affected her parents’ destinles thereby,
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'Except- for that, |

.and Patterson Lawrence,
years old, put a copy of -Ke¢ats In one

pocket. and a copy of Shelley in the
other and hurried off to die of flu 1n

the very nhext

For letterl hod gone to Bo'eton on,
that ship, and letters, four monthu'

later, somehow had - struggled over-
land In:answer. The- respective fam-
ilies of Ablgail..and 1’hilip had been

atorms- and no poverty.

called them. “the Lucky Lawrences,”

And Ablgull hail elght daughtery, Hlltl "

one¢ son, andd the girls all mnule:l, dur

| ing the late Sixties aml enrly Seven.
_tien. in. a. lend in w llit h womon were '_

still rare and prized,

San Francisco grew lilte R nmshrcmm '
and Phillp mlght have opened a thou-__-
sapnd doors to great wealth, ‘had he

been a man to see. But he closed one

‘after the other with his own hand, and .
went bllndly on In an lnfatuatton of
satlsfaction with his rolling acres, his
miles of frult trees, the growing fam- |

_lly over which he ruled supreme.

Some of the girls went east when‘{
they married, some lived in San Fran-

clsco .or Stockton, some died. It was
not - a sulubrious day for ptoneer wom-

..e€n, with .ohe out of every seven. dylng.
in childbirth.  Some werd poor, epen- |-
“Ing boarding houses scrtmptng in" tone-

_ly crossrond villag

‘But no one: of them etrer fo: r"ot thnt'
she was a. Lucky Lawrence, and be- |

{unged to & distinguisheil. New ) g land

family. They talked lucessantly of the’
: ulgnlﬂennt fuct that the Lawrences had
‘not_come ta Calliorniz g p!oneers--.f
Mother Lawrence had

oh, - dear- no!
coe - to” b..m l*mnt,lwco harbor on her

- wedding trip, ‘ou une of Grundt‘ather:j

_Bnldwln '8 owil trading ships, -~

~The -one 800, Putterson anrence._
ton, and lived In the.
house with which his parents hag . renﬁ

placed the nld adobe haclenda. - -
Ablgall,

thetr hands, closé to the house. They

did not foresee that the pampas grasg.
| and the 1rerhenn trees, the peppers and |
| roses . and evergreens,.
closer, thicker, -darker @very . year.
‘Eventually the pretentious old frame .

building, with its scuilops of mii work:

and Its bay windows, its cupola and |
hnlustreded ronf, was caught tlghtty'-'

In -dusty heavy leul‘uge. and the gar-
den flled with mossy, sllppery patches

where even In subuner no tht crept.

ln on the sickly grass.

For thisty years the House ot Lew- 1

rence had been in eglipse, and the gar-
den showed it

had watched their fertunes decllne;
the otd pioneer of the Yerba Buena

days lived to see the end of the cen- |

tury, and the end of his own -prosper-

For Patterson Lnn renee wns a poet.

for which he was never pald.

At forty he married a puets dnunh- t
ter, who had been precnrlotmbr extst--
-ing for all her sixteen years .upom
bread, water, and the *‘Sonnets from |
the Portuguese.” in & shanty on Rincon |~
hlll, -Editha, before her early death,
| .hrought to the House of Lawrence two |
sons and three daughters. - Sixteen
 when she married, ten years later, |
‘when Arlel was born, she quietly, hap-
- plly expired, to muslc, as it were, =

For Patterson had . been . reading |
poetry to her, the four older ¢hildren, |
by some miracle, qulet and oceunpled

-Jown by the creck, and Arlel in her
mother's arms taking a . tourth-dny
view of . life, when death came, -

Pat'! She's going to be a great poet,
and make &ll our fortunes!” Editha

had sald. And one minute later ahe |

had slipped away, leaving the prophecy
to gild iittle Arlel's childhood.

. The widowed elderly father dtd tha
-heet he ecould for them all untll his
oldest son was nearly etghteen and

Gall a_capable, bustling house manager { -
two years youngeér, Then the big guns |
began to boom across the water, the |
service flags flashed in answer upon

many a quiet flag pole in Clippersville,
fifty-eight

overcrowded Washington, Just as sure

-as his loyal chlldren were sure that he
" was helping hils eountrjP and dolnz the'

g patrlotlc thing.

‘Then Phil and Gajl hed to ehoulder
the burden, - Gafl Lawrence was sn- |
premely the girl for the Job.” She was
‘squarely ‘bullt, womanly at. olxteen
_brimming with interests, acttrlttee am-.-.

blttone, and enthusiasms,

By this time the once lucky Law- -.
_rénces had almoat no money. Phil had
all but finished high schoo), and al the
friends, relatives, and nelighbors said
.f that certalnly a bright fine boy lke
. that ought to complete his couree,
But as Phii and Gall quite simply
| agreed, meals were

more important
than education. So Phil stopped his

schooling and went to work at the.
Iron. Works, and Gafl, upon helnz of- |

f e .
ered & jﬂh in the publlc llbral'y. .c' lt hmkfaat‘ Eda?'

copted'1t gratefully,

. They scrambled along in the dla-
roputahle 0ld house very happily; they
‘were always laughing, singlng, golng.
‘on picnics; they were passionately de-

.voted to each other, and everyone was

- sure that they wonld get along splen-

Qidly. Were they not the laet of the
Lucky Lawrences? |

. Burest of all was Gall, the resolute,

| uudannted, optlrr

, | ways had been . ... soefl. .

~ Abigall, wrote glowlng. aceounte of_ :
her new life to the family at home. -
She and I'hilip were golng to bulld a
really nice frume huuse. with bay win-
dows, & bathroom, and a cupola, Every-
‘thing they touched prospered; people

~ that way.

- mlnue

-persville,
~leal.
“thing Ariel wrote.  And Ariel was dis-
contented, proud and unmanageahle

._.'a qﬂ'ick witted, eager;

gecretly u lttle bit scared and denbtful, ‘a8 th : Sor S |
' the dre dim hours in the librar
but outwardly <ay, Irresponsible, and . po° . teatny Gl hotrs ih y

_ pleasaunt to look at—like all the Law- .

and. after her her. daugh-.
ter-In-law, In thelr fervor: to encourage
-shade In that hot, dry country, planted .
“everything upon which they could put | cheeked,
_frightened big hazel eyes and. A emnll'

'mouth Arlel’'s halr was corn ellk gold

would - grow |-

‘posed to be in high school.

Acre by acre oid |
Philip Lawrence and his son Patterson

'_order.
..euddenly, audlhly, In the etlence, as ..
“Gall :and . Edith, breathless- and hot,
"peuled at the hall door. Edith crossed
the splintery floor to turn off the tap..
' Then Gall and Edith went upstalrs, i
-'paselnz the open front door on thelr
‘way., They heettated a mtnute, looklng_
fnto the jungle of garden There was
‘a hush of spring, zreen grass, contra-
band daisies, and a burst of untidy

“'She looks as If she were nntenink.- ._"Let'
'hated compromlee and #lovenliness:
.l!te that made some truce with them
“ struck once,

_#tore, and Gall at the lihia,y, ut.mine.

“expensive hotels t" Gail etated duunt-:_

‘and began to dabble at spoi ;.

1. sa1d. "
-gtve you a bunch of things one

| and then forget you for seven years I"
tively . presentable, sald hrtelrly, “Now,.
‘when I'm rich, I ghall have a Mst ot

--Iou’u get Ariel saying it” - -
“Gall mended her lece. tool:ed up wlth .

‘{maglnation—but do you think ehe s in-
terested In boys, already?”’

] _oclousl.v
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ter. eook nuree, nnd lnwmoker ln one
~Life hud beeuga story to Gal), for u Tew

years, and ghe had turned a fresh page

~ engerly every day.. ‘She and Edith were
{1 golng to wmarry. dellghtful men, and
‘ * Phil_should. marry, toc.:
perfectly - delighted at thelr. venture, | 8
.| and wrote that they were certainly en-
| vious of. the ' dwellers In a country

‘where there was no snow, no thunder- .

“And Sammy
should live in Edith’s. house and Ariel

. in Gail's, and Arlel shiould write won-
- derful poetry “There would be plenty

of maney for eter; thln"' as there al-

. But eomehuw it hnd not worhed out'
Gall had grnwu a littie more
loher. a little thlnner. as the years had

'. ollpped hy; they had all grown shab-
‘bler. "Evep to her, poverty hegan to

seem a eerloue mntter |
" Phll, to her concern, had néever quite
leen the, joke of belng poor and being .
He had always been brief,
worried, and unresponsive when Gail
had tried to drag him into her dreams.
And Edlth hated poverty, too; It hurt

“her pride. She had growu quieter,
_hooklsh
__recluee. S 18
Snmmy “had done nothlng except

Intellectunt. methlng ef a.

'ullde throngh hle shoes and get "l
,marks fn" his otudies
Ariel. was completely spolled They |
had all hailed her as a poet before she
-COuld fairly ‘write. . She did ‘write

. poetry, and that was enough tor Clip-
'Clippersville was. not erit- | -

"I.‘he Challenge published every-

~Altogether, the mlt]ook was disc our-

1 aging, and promised to grow. more 8o,
1 There were ‘moments when eren Gail
eould” not quilte belleve ln the iuek ot
the Lawrences, |

Her twenty- third hlrthday found her
capable -girl,

rences. . Even the hoys never ‘seemed
to go through lumpy - or. gpotty ‘phases,
but ‘were clean-skinned and
eyed through ‘boyhood as through baby-

hood. The older four: had tawny thick
" halr, which_had tumbléd: all over their
headg as. chtluren. but whleh on:-occa-
-slong could be made to take more
’ﬂttlng posltlons.

was dtt’ferent.. trall
and  cream- -skinned, -

 Arlel
~with

“Phil wotrked 1o the lron Workl for
eighty dotliars & month, Gail was paid
half thai monthily for a seven-day week
in the publw lbrary, Edith made thtrt_r

‘dollars a -month ‘as assistant o the

book depnrtment of Muller's big store,:
Sammy was oupplementinff ‘his school

- career ut nineteen. with eager. Iabors ;
as err.uut hoy and getieral office help L

on the l.'lmht*llgﬂ apd Arlel was sup-
Arte[ was
_mm N l’nir;llke seventeen.

She had presents: at. the  breakfast.
tuble in the good old Lawrence fashion.

or who. pnid for them but the .Law-

The

the ‘necessary . kltchen ‘work ‘with .a
speed born of- long practlce s

‘The big kitchen was shaded, was in
The cold water faucet. dribbled

bridal wreath down by the old fence:
. “Look at the pear tree, Gell |

lﬂx?" T

They ohut the door ‘and went up-
stalrs, Gall saylng of the nnmade bedn |
s flap 'em.” ]
Edith's face clouded a ,uttle. . She
she hated the hard condltlenl of her

necessary, \The cluork on thy landing

eight; she was due &’ the dand~tment

“We’ll luwe to,

“I"1 bet You they ﬂap ‘om ln the most

she conceded brief-

lessly. .- -
I ‘ghouldn't have worn my ofﬂce
dress to brealrfeet ” the older. sister
observed glancing at her cufts. She
got a bottle of some cleanlr~ ettract.

“Egg!” she sald dleguetmll,) : Her

dlspasalonately. _

talnly hae come. in usefnlly.”

“The worst of Mary Tevis ln. he'tl'-

Gall, ‘having made hereelf compara--

giris— D—n snch & shoe lacel”.
- “Ablgall, ‘you. ought not ee; that.l

p, ﬂushed tace. DR

- “Qh, yes, she really li.'l' o -
‘%o you think—this may all he my

Thelr - eyea daehed together eon-'

* »Qh, yes, I know lhe to!'* Edlth an-.
.wered ‘unheslitatingly. s |
“She's only seventeen!™ -

| ".we_lt yes, 80 was I
‘8eems .to be 'soipething--different, - in

4 .rec_luse,'e gensitivenezs and te_mpera '
ment with an occasionn) ttash of dar- |

ing, “1 was fond of the bn)s at slx

; teen "

- Edlth, prelty as she Was, hud never
-had a Dbeyuy, and Gail knew it. But It
'-.uae ‘the unwritten lnu. of sI‘-terhuod
not tu suy 9.

‘Gall merely said perfunt torily. “Oh,
But, Fadith, there

the way Arlel is." )
The younger sister's quick keen gnze

was. Hfted: Edith's sernous lovk met

' Gail 'y coneciously

' “Secretive,
L MWell!

" she offered, .
-Well, yes,” Gall answ ered

-on 8 nervous Inug

“And |

group - of - stragglers came in,
| Foster elusmped the newspapers loto

bright- |

|. porches,
plnk-- oy

b

|

,Nobody knew ‘where they came from, |

" maidish snobbery.

“Ariel will get married before elther
one of. us, because we happen to be a
Alttle . more particular!” _Edith . pro-
nounced, with her littie air of old-

‘thlngs tike that it rap;uely trrltated

~ Gnll.

- She ieft Edith .at Montalvo boule-
vard, aud turbed up the Calle to the
Plaza, where the library stood.

Wllcox, the librarian,
"~ “Fine what about those slips?” Mr.

Wlleox answered without punetuatlon

" “They're here.”
The__duy ‘had hegun, Gall unhasped
the street door, and the usual waiting

their " holders; little = Rose Cabill
wheeled wire crates tull of books to’

“the different cases, and Gall took them

from the barrows and tile¢ them away

{ in thelr places. The dim big rooms
. 'BAW various noiseless activities atool.
- Gall thought of her youngest sister,

began to slip hy. Ariel was less fitted

‘than any of the other Luawrences for

“the struggle of life. She was ouly an
lnnncent, hewildered. child.

She .wanted—In fact all of them
wauted—leieu_re and beauty and luxury
In life. " Arlel seemed to want it more
thao the others, sumehow, or In some
Indefinably different way. She seemed
made for beautiful gardens, beautiful
‘spaclous,. luxurious rooms,
She plned, she drooped, In the atmos-
phere of poverty, griminess, dullness. -

-Thinking of all this, Gai} ahstracted-

1.1y stamped and scribbled, and tossed

the books about. - When the whistles
- droned noon, and & sudden responsive
“pang of hunger stabbed her, she put on
-her_blue hat and waiked up the street
to ‘Muller's, to meet Edith.

Edith, neat, cool, and clean, Ilftedt
an .ecstatic look to Gail as she de- |

-CO_rnuSIy finished the sale of seven
novels to a passing motorist. The
girls idolized and idealized each other,
-and. were proud of their triendship.

- | A1) the passion of the younger slster's
“And. Gall  was twent,v-three todny'

rather cold pature was in the look;

-this was one of her awaited moments

etery .day, when her flushed, adored,

‘tousled Gatl came In and they went to
|- lunch together.
rences always. managed to give each |

ity, and died, learlng what remalned _other presents on annhersarles. '

in hands e\en less cnpnhle thnn hie' '
own.
-Beslde 1l

: who lived -merely to. gather worthless
0ld books about him, to dream over the
-palnstnklng pennlng of ‘lnsignéficant.
-essays, which were rarely prtnted and |

‘They went In at the side deor to the

', '_-'hotne kitcheén, and let up the shade,
Gail and Edith rushed the '
| breakfast p-araphernalla into the slnk,

-1 Ariel was off to school, Phil had dis-.
-appenred Sammy had ‘gone first of
“all.. ‘The two glrle scramhled through

‘and . began . their preparations for
‘lunch. The kettle was boiling over &

“bead of gas, for Ariel always came ln
- proinptly at twelve, and had her lunch |
and was gone before the older girls ar-
“rived.

Edith sat weartly, lu:unuusly, over

_ rolls, honey, and tea, her eyes absent,

Rl ]

lots, of fun.

-her hand ldly stirring the cup.
“Gall, I was thlpking that we ought

“to learn some more poetry, as we do |

‘the beds. ‘Member how we used to
rattle It off, when we were little girls?”
' .“%Qh, do I! ‘The Lady of Shalott’
.and ‘Grandmother’s Story of Bunker

. HUI' and ‘The Lost Leader’ and Jame-r
' Whitcomb Riley~"

#We ought to do 1t agaln' It was

'Highwayman,’ and some of Hodgson's

| poems, ‘Eve’ and ‘The Oid Bull'"
-“Doesn’t lt juet take your hreath

“Ede, do you snppose thingsll ever

be any easler for us? Do you suppose

" we'll have clothes and a car, some day,

and belong to a country cluh""
‘Edith pondered 1t.
“I--don't really—know,”
-lest hesltatlngl:r
“] mean,”

she said at

‘a hard start—do.”

or thy F~1f hour efter |

'glanee aporoved of Edith, “That loeks’ g

1 better om yon than. it ever. t‘lld on

| Mery Tevis,” she observed. . |

. Edlith studied. herself ln the m[rror.'
o | with a laugh,

*] never would have gotten tt." ‘ahe |

“I.don't like dots. But 1t cer-

| ¥ou,”

for us to marry, anyway?

| "3I'horr'ﬂed

© wYrall ?  wald lﬂd[th, 'hb eomhlned
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‘Edith sald, suddenly gloomy.
-onr luck's changed.” :

“Yes, 1 know they do!” -
- “Edith, I could stand anything for

- myself. But it worrlee me—about Phil

and Arlel.”"
-«1 don't think Phtl mlnds being poor
g0 much—not since he's been golng
with Lily Cass,” Edith offered.
‘wyell, T think I want him to mind!
1 dob't thipk Phil Is ambltious,” Gail
countered. with an anxious littie Jaugh.
limybe

“*Fooling. ourselves?"’

%Yes., Do yon think we are'*"
i “I don't think I quite understand
Gail sald uncomfortably.
#“QOh, yes you do!”. Edith answered

'“You mean,” Gail said soberly, after
a space, “that we arent gettlng any-

T mwell, are we? We are stuck in
Clippersviile,” Edith summarized It.
“Nobody knows we're alive, -We're not
In debt, because the doctors and den-

tists won't send us bills—but we ought | |
to be..

We haven't any clothes, any
soclal standlog—-" |
- #Oh, we have that, Ede!”

“Well it we have, If we are the.

Lucky Lawrences, if we were one of

" the most important famlilles in Call-

fornla, once, what are we now? Who's
going to marry us? Who is there bere
! What's to
‘prevent our living on and on here, old

' malds, scraping along as best we can—

'Phil marrylog that horrible Mrs. Cass,
‘SBam getting a job somewhere and go-

'ing away, Arlel—commlitting sulcide I

suppose—".

" #Oh, Edith, Edith!" Gail proteeted
.“Don't .talk like that!
You're blue. Youre just tired today,

- “Heu\.enly day !” Gail said to Francls

- Miss .

I'd ke to learn Nayes'

Gall tumbled along wiste |
fully, “poor people—people who haveé

we're foolish  -ourselves,”
"Mayhe

‘When Edith sald |

."‘ﬂb .

S iy o e

or it's spring., or scmething! Why,
darllng, nobody koows where changes
are com:ng from, or when. We're hav-
ing our hard thiues now instead of later,
that's all! We'll have dresses gnd
country clubs and trips and—and fun,

_theaters, 1 mean, and ev@rything, one

of these days!"-
Edith's grave, Intellectual face was
doubtful.

“You're twenty three," ghe suggested
slgnificantly.

- “I don't think I mind for myself; I
mind for you,” Edith said as they

fl! i
't::i m i f
"“'d,‘ 4 !

e
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“We Are Stuck in Clippersviiie—
# Nobody Knows We're Alive.”

“lalkgd back to work, *“You ought to
be having good times. You ought to be
_dancing. and going to little restaurants.

‘and—aud everything.”

“And so ought you!” Gail answered

cheerfully, although she felt & knlfe
in her heart.

“Qh, 1I—1!" Edith dismissed herselt
lightly, apd immediately fell into that
silly strain for which Gail could find
no better expression than “old maildy.”
"1 have a feeling,” Edith went on com-
placently, “that 1 will nwet my husband
and be marrled to him all In a very
short time, You know that fortune
teller that was at Mabel's--"

“1 wish slie wouldn't talk that way!”
Gall thought, suddenly hot, irritable,
and discouraged. ,

She felt more weary and discouraged
as she went on her way. The long
afternoon in the library dragged. She
telt bored, A seuse of Injustlce op-
pressed her. Twenty-three—and she
might just as well bavé been Afifty-
three,

CHAPTER II

She walked home in langunid twl-
light ; all Clippersville was relaxed and
jaded after the fierce, unexpected heat
of the spriug day. QGail thought that
summer would be upon the world In no
time now, the hot, dry, inland supmner
of California. Edith would bur four
yards of dark blue dotted swiss, as she
always did, and make herself a dainty,
cool summer dress to wear with her
lace collar., And Arjel would get out
her cheap little slik slips and striped

frocks. :

Gall looked at a dress in Mullera

-window, a blue organdy with thin

orange ribbons banging io a bunch
from shoulder and walist.

Turnlng away from the window, she
walked straight into the miracle,

“I beg your pardon !” she said, laugh-
ing. For she bad really crashed into
this man lnexcusably. :

“Gall Lawrence!” he sald.

For a second she was bewildered,

taken back. Then with her own pe-

culiar graciousness she extended both
hands, and her round face lighted, and
her blue eyes.

“Van Murchison!™

“Well, hel—lo 1" he sald delizhted.l:r _

“But 1 didn't know you were in
town!”

“But 1 wasn't I*

And they both laughed ecstatically.

“No, but serlously, Van,” Gsail pres-

'ently began, In & deliclous Sutter but

with a sensible and bnsinessilke alr,
vgeriously, when did you come and
why, and how long are you going to be
here, and what about Yaje?”

“Seriously,” he answered, dutifully,
although still visibly abrim with laugh-
ter and excltement—"seriously— But
are you walking home?"

“I am. My honest working day is
dopne.”

Laughter. Van put hle hand with

- delightful familiarity nnder her elbow.

They turbed toward the Lawrence
house, some three or four blocks away.

“Isn’t it amazing how the old place
has grown?” .

“Well, Isn't 1t? But youve not seen
it tor five years, Van!"

“And are yon all still llvtns in
Racketty-packetty honse?” : -

“0Oh, that's what yon used to call
lt '"l .

“That's what you called It.”

. “Yes, we're all there”

“Gee, Gall,” Van sald with simple
fervor, “it makes a dln'erence to me,
haelns yon here!” °

4Byt tell me—you haven't told me—"
She turned her face to him, the sunset
behind her aureoling her tawny head
with gold. “Tell me what you're doing
here, Van!”

" wwell, I went back to coil. etter
Chrlstmas. see?”

“I 'ee . »

“Well, and I got a bug. Coughed,
and pitted up, and was awful I”

."Fnelr joyous laughter, suddenly ring-
jng out, was anything but snitable.

“You mean—lungs?”

“A pulmonary congestion. 8o now
1 have to He In bed, drink milk, and
rest.”

“ 1To Be Continued Next Week!




