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Alternate uiontns sne went Home at

noon on Saturdays and Wednesdays,
but was on duty all day Sunday, open-
ing* the library at ten o'clock and re-
maining at the desk until five. Gail
hated the Sunday duty, but the Satur-
day jnlghts were for gome mysterious,
reason eternally exciting. There was
always a good deal of noise and traffic
downtown, the theaters were packed,
the streets gaily lighted, and the quiet,
shadowy library seemed like 9 coign
of vantage from which she watched
the world.

On the particular Saturday evening
that f̂ollowed his arrival in riippors-
ville Van Murchlson came In, Gail
was nisily stamping and dating, open-
ing find shutting the covers of books,
when a voice in the line asked

"

THE STORY

CHAPTER I.—The luck that had
brought the Boston Lawrences to Call*
forniajust as the beginning of the gold
rush seems to have deserted the pres-
ent generation. From a 4,000-acro
ranch, their holdings have shrunk to a '
small farm and the old family home in .
Clippersvllle. The death of their poetic
father forced the three eldest children
to work so that Sam and little Ariel
might continue their education. Phil,
now twenty-five, had gone from high
school to the iron works. Gail works
In the public library and Edith in the
book department of ClippersvUle'*
largest store. Besides their financial
worries, seventeen-year-old Ariel la be-
coming more and more of a problem
and Phil is fascinated by "that terri*
bLeM Lily Cass. whose husband has de-
serted her. She has three little children.

CHAPTER II.—Young Van Murchi-
son, whose family owns a chain of flour
mills, returns from Yale. He and Gail
had peen very close friends before he
went away to COIIOKG and Gail now has
visions of the turning of the Lawrence
luck. Dick Stebbins. Phil's best friend..
has the run of the house. Ariel justified
her sisters' fear by sneaking out of the
house at night for joy rides. She is
almost detected on her return from 6ne
of them, but she hoodwinks the family
and they think they have suspected
her unjustly.
stopping at shop windows. A blocfi
before they reached their own corner
the Lawrence girls took the footpath
through the Morrison place, their
hands.linked, their voices murmuring
along together with the easiness of
lifetime Intimacy.

"Should you be glad If he was In
love wjyjh you, Gail ?"

"Oh,* heavens, I've only seen him
Once 4n five years!'1

"No, but I mean—should you?"
Gall considered. '"Yes..I think I

would."
"I don't know that I want you to

marry and go away from Clippers-,
, Sis."

It mightn't mean that/' Gall paused,
on the fresh grass that was thickly set
with poppies and buttercups, nnder the
Morrisons' oaks. She broke into laugh-
ter. "Aren't we idiots! To have it
all settled but the wedding day!"
, "Yes, but it sometimes comes as sud-
denly as that, Gail."

"I suppose it does," her sister
agreed. "I was thinking," she said
after a pause, "that we might have
Dick on Sunday—that's one more man,
if we dance to the phonograph or have
games. That's four men to three
•girls."

"And Ariel really doesn't count as a
girl, because she's Just a kid," Edith
reminded her, approving this plan/

That night, while Edith sewed and
Ariel played idly with pen and paper,
Gail played solitaire. It had been
her custom to do this ever since her
father's death.

As she played she kept up a sort of
monologue. Sometimes it was in the
form of an argument, a dissertation.
Often it was odd bits of poetry, or re-
membered scenes from Dickens or Poe
or Stevenson, recalled word for word;
most often of all it was Improvised, In
the form of a story or of biography.

Just how she had begun this she
never could remember; it was a family
Institution DOW. PhD never went out
when Gall started to play cards. Edith
was her ioyal prompter when Gall for-
got a date in some dramatic tale of
English history, or tried to remember
the source from which some fantastic
theory had sprung.

It was all heartening and happy, and
especially wonderful to have the eve-
ning end with them all wandering up-
stairs at once, lights.out.below, every-
one at home, safe and united. Gail saw
the roses, still bright and fresh, in her
room, and sat on the edge of her bed
with one shoe on and the other In her
hand, for a long, long time, dreaming.
It was not imagination then? Van
Murchlson had sent her those roses.
He was coming to supper night after
aext

Saturdays and Wednesdays, every
other month. Gall stayed at the library
until it closed at nine o'clock. On these
days Edith always came down at about
six with a big sandwich and an apple,

: and Gall and she repaired to the dress-
jing room where Gail devoured the col-
lation, powdered her nose, exchanged
the news of the day with her sister,
til In ten minutes' time, and returned
to the desk refreshed.

iousl,
"Have you a good book about cock-

roaches?1*
She locked up on a wild rush of de-

light, and there he was, in dinner
clothes,.. with a light overcoat on, but
bareheaded. They laughed soundless-
ly together, and Gail sedately disposed
of a dozen claimants before she was
free to murmur with him. for a minute.

v;Oh, hello,*' she smiled. "D'you
want a book?"
/'Yes, I seem to need one. How about

this one?"
She grinned at "Little Susy's Cousin

Prudy."
•i think that would be about your

number."
"I'll bet it's racy! Til bet there's

considerable, matter that couldn't go
through the mails, In this book!"

MOh, sh-sh-sh-sh!" For they were
both bubbling audibly with suppressed
laughter. . .-'..

•'Well," said Van, 'Tm going up to
the Speedwells' for dinner."

•"Who are. they?"
•'Well—Corona Barchi married a

Spenee, see? And one of the Spence
girls married a Speedwell, See?"

"Oh—B.urlingame?"
•liurlingarne. And gosh, how I

hate it!"
"You do?"
44Oh, Lord, yes 1"
He regarded her curiously.
"D'you mean to say you'd like It?"
Gail composedly stamped a returned

book, smiled at a faded wojnnn with
bare gray hair, and a wilted voile
dress, and returned to the conversa-
tion.

"I imagine I would/' she said.
"You don't go to dinners?"
44I haven't much chance."
"What'U you take to go to this one?

1 could do that—I could do What
you're doing. Go in my place."

"Nonsense!" She laughed and shook
her head. Van. went away, leaving
her with a feeling of contentment
and completeness, a certain thrilled
sense of being alive, of being pleased
with everything.

Later, reading In bed, she told Edith
Van bad come in to see her.

"Gail, he didn't rf

"Oh, yes, he did.*
"Oh, Gail," exclaimed Edith, "that's

significant r
"Well . • ." She wouldn't quite ad-

mit i t But she drifted off to sleep on
the rosiest sea of hope and Joy} that
ever a woman knows.

Van came to sapper the next night,
and everything was happy, unpreten-
tious, and natural. The kitchen was
Just what a kitchen should be, when
he arrived, a social place In which
three pretty girls were busy and three
rather clumsy men were trying to
make themselves useful. Gail's bis-
cuits were browned to a turn, and the
famous Lawrence cheese-and egg dish
turned out perfectly.

They sat about the table until eight
o'clock, and then Phil and Dick, after
duly carrying handfuls of dishes Into
the kitchen, departed. Ariel.began at
the kitchen table her composition, and
Edith generously forced Gail and Van
away.

•'No, please—it's nothing. I'll leave
them all until morning anyway!" pro-
tested Edith. "You were going some-
where—go on!"

"We were just going for a run. We
can perfectly well get these out of the
way," Gall argued. But she did not
insist. Somehow the dishes and the
kitchen did look greasy and dull to-
night; a little domestic drudgery was
all right, but it would not do to dis-
gust Van with too much of It

She caught up a coat, and she and
Van went out in the dusk to his road-
ster and rolled smoothly away from
dingy Clipper8ville up Into the fra-
grant bills where twilight still lin-
gered, with the sweet smell of dew on'
dust and of meadows wilted under the
long day'p sun.

"How about Old Aunt Mary's?"
"What sort of a place is It? I've

never been there/'
•Oh, highly respectable Jft

".They went, accordingly, to Old Aunt
Mary's, a low wooden shack on the
Peninsula highway, with a greasy
dance floor in the center, and greasy
bare tables all about It The air was
thick with grease, for Aunt Mary's big
frying kettios were right In full view;

Aunt Mary and her colored assistants
were also greasy. .

But the music was good, and the
floor (good, and the whole scene so
novef to Gail that she found It de-
lightful. She and Van talked flippant-
ly and with much laughter, as young
persons who are just making each oth-
er's acquaintance usually do. Van
even laughed when a chance question
from Gall brought the conversation
about to his own condition.

"But ought you be up so late?
Oughtn't you be In bed. drinking acldo-
phllus milk or something?" Gall de-
manded as the clock's hands moved
to half-past nine.

Van crushed out his cigarette,
smiled down at his own fingers, smiled
up, with a glance Into her face.

"My dear child, .there's no more the
matter with my lungs than with
yoursr .

"There's—what ?" Gall demanded
blankly.

"1 haven't got con," Van reiterated.
"I flunked out of college at Easter,
that was ail! Or no," he remembered,
conscientiously, "I did have a heavy
chest cold, coughing, all that. That
was part of It, you see? I had to stay
home a week at Christmas; and what
n o t — " . ; • , - . • • "•• • •;•" ••' • • • . ; • 7 ; , ; .

In his Incorrigibly gay manner he
finished the sentence with a shrug.

"You're not sick at all!" Gail said.
In so disappointed a tone that they
both laughed outright

They sat on, watching the dancers.
Against the iow open pine crossbeams
of the rjof cigarette smoke was rising
blue and opaque. The music droned
on, the saxophone whining above the
other instruments; the crowd was
thinning now, some of the tables were
empty. 7

When the clock struck ten (Jail said
she must go home. Van made no pro*
test; he seemed tired, too, willing to
say good-night

They were laughing again, driving
home in the starlight. But at the Law-
rence gate Gall was conscious that
somehow their parting was going to
be a little stiff and flat. Some minutes
before they arrived she began to dread
i t It would be stiff. It would lay a
heavy bar upon the frothy gaiety of
the evening.

But she could not save herself. She
could not be suddenly flirtatious--
amorous. She did not know how. Did
he expect her to let him klssi her good-
night? Did be even want to kiss her?
She did not know.

Suddenly she felt like an Innocent,
awkward little -shi. A sense of help-
lessness smotfi her. This happy eve-
nlnjo: miist end on a high note, she
must be equal to it. She must not say
good-night like Edith saying good-
night to one of. the J girls from the
store—jlte a nice old lady saying
gootl-night to a dear old friend.

Rut somohow she could not carty It.
The wild thought of leaning above
him for a second, when she moved to
leave the car, and of putting a butter-
fly kiss on his bared head, crossed her
flurried mind. But tnat would be
Idiotte—thqt was not the way girls
Hissed boys nowadays. They sank
against the boys, tbelr bodies limp,
their painted mouths plastered against
the boys' mouths, Such a girl at this
moment would have her head on Van's
shoulder.

While she confusedly considered It;
they had reached the gate and she was
out of the car, Van making no move-
ment to get down. Gail went about to
his side of the automobile, and stood
looking up at him for a moment

'•Van, Tve had a perfectly delicious
time."

He moved the gas control Idly to
and fro on the wheel

"Sure, It was fun." JT
His own 'voice seemed flat Mail

tried desperately for the hilarity Tof
the earlier evening*

"As for your consumption, I shan't
get over that for a long t imer

••My what?" he asked dully.
"Tour fake consumption."
It was no use. Perhaps they were

both too tired for talk, Gail thought
A pause, brief, but much too long.

Then Gall said, "Well, good-night I See
you soon?"

"Oh, sure!" he said, and "Good-
night!" and he was gone Into the dark.

The girl made faeffes at herself as
she went up the steps; she was con-
scious of a shamed sort of feeling of
anticlimax. It was as If she had sold
her birthright somehow. j

Actually, she had not compromised;
there had not been a word or a glance
all evening that might not have been
exchanged by the most decorous of
friends. But that was part of the
trouble!V '••

Or else she vas tired; maybe that
was i t The front door was open, a
bead of gas wavering in the hot, Odor-
ous hallway. Edith came out from
her doorway like an angel, cool and
fragrant from a bath. She welcomed
Gail as If from the wars.

"Darling, did you have a good
.timer ,"••" • • / • - "•;•• - ; ; ' . ' • : . . ' ;'•'.•

#lIt was heavenly. We drove around
for awhile, and then we went down to
Old Aunt Mary's."

••Gall Lawrence 1 Was It wild? On
Sunday night!"

"No, It was as calm as a mill pond.
There were two policemen there, and
a lot of nice college boys. Some of
the girls looked rather—well, ordi-
nary; but it was very quiet Nothing
>ough.°

"I thought it was the limit!" araid
the usually elegant Edith.

•It didn't seem to be."
"t wonder if you'd know the limit

if you saw It, Gail," the younger sis-
ter said, with a sophisticated, fond
smile.

"Oh, Edith, get off your foot!* Gail
wanted to say. But she could not be
mean to Edith tonight when Edith
had finished up the dishes, and stayed
at home. 80 she smiled, too, and went
t o with t w undressing. R»r

began to change; everything was all
r i g h t . . •-. • • . • • \ . ; . - . : - ;; v - • ' • ; ' • ' . ; .

"How long was Phil gone?"
•>Otit not long. fBout an hour,"
MHe didn't-** Gall pa used.
"No, he didnft have time to see any-

body. 1 don'f believe he's so crazy
about Lily CaS9," Edith opined.

•lie and Dick had to go over to the
Iron Works, dKln*t they?'\

••Yes. And, by the way, Dick's
sleeping here, because he and Phil
want to get up at five and go over and
6ee an Installation—or something—
at Milpitas. They're going in Dick's
c a r . " . ;•• , . . :- . . • • • ; ' : • ; • . - • • ' . / : •-" .-• • • ; " * • ; . ."

"Dick's car! Since when has he—11

"Isn't It killing! Itfs quite decent-
looking, too. You know old Benstein,
of the ftecond-hand place down near
the hill?" V

•T know the place. Yes, and I kind
of know the old man, too."

•••Well, two cars collided out on the

highway near there about three mouths
ago, it seems, and old Benstein bought
them—they were wrecks—for about
fifteen dollars apiece. So he sent for
Dick, I t seems , and tqid him If he'd
put the touring car in order he could
have the roadster- Dick did Ben-
stein's first, and he's been puttering
over his own for about six weeks. So
la$t night he drove It In from Shin is
laus, and put It in Joe Foster's g«raire.
and j o e looked It over, and he says itV
perfect and he offered pick two him
dred dollars for lt f f .',.

"Dick's so darn adnijrfcbje," Gail SMJ.I
indifferently, o|K*nin>: her book, 'vi !••
you.expect him fobreak out rail split
ting 'most any minute ! I can Just s««
him sweating over (toll tics ROIIM* <1;I\
and being on the Icwjtig side evvvx
time! 4tt«m<*sf l>l<k Stebbins for ;r<>\
ernor!' But I like old Dick !**

MOh# so do I," the younger sister
agreed eagerly.

She went away, and Gall lay musing,
her open book in her hands. The mem-
ory of her parting with Van, in the

"I Don't Believo He's So Crazy
About Ll»y Cass."

deep black nlgnt gloom at the gate,
kept returning to buz£ about her like
a midge, and spoil nil the other recol-
lections. , <

She put out her light, but her
thoughts milled and milled unceasingly.
What had happened to the gay, com-
panionable mood of the earlier eve-
ning? What had made the parting so
labored, so artificial?

>4Wby Is it," Gail asked herself sav-
agely, "that I can get along so beauti-
fully with girls, and act like such a
fool with boys? If he'd been 1 girl,
tonight, I would have gone on talking,
laughing, putting off coming into the
house. I would have kept saying, 'Lis-
ten, I bave to go In/

"Oh, well, what difference does It
make! We'll all be dead in a hundred

-; /
And so restlessly off to sleep, oddly

baffled and dissatisfied after this mar*
velous 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, bad
been driving some boy's car without a
license and had been fined fifteen dol-
lars by Judge Gates.

"Oh, Phil paid it," Sam had said In
his confident, little-brotherly manner.

"Bow could Phil pay it?"
"Oh, he worked overtime all last

month, you know. He had something
coming to him."

"You oughtn't to have done it, Sam.
Xou're such a fool I" 'the oMer sister
had said reproachfully, affectionately.
She repeated the phrase to Phil, when
he came in late to report his expedi-
tion With Dick.

"You can't say that, Gail. It's nat-
ural for a kid to want to driv* a car.
Most kids Sam's age," Phil Bf d re-
minded her temperately, "have their
own cars-'*

So reasonable, so generous, such a
rock of strength about a thing like
this, It had been staggering to bis sis-
ters to have him add, with a little self-
consciousness:
" t4I was thinking, when we were hav-
ing Dick and Van Murchlson to sup*
per last night, why not ask Lily tftb-
ser some time? She's an awfully sweet
little thlng-Hjfhe's had an awfully rough
deal"

Edith had felt every fiber of her
being stiffen; Gail's hands bad begun
to tremble as she had said pleasantly,
confusedly:

"Well, of course—if she'd Uke It,
,Phil.'f

"Why shouldn't she ilk* it?*? PhU
had asked in a level, challenging voice.

#lNo reason Why! Except—hasn't
she rather young children?"

-Yep. She has three ttds." PhU had
refilling his coffee cup.

"I don't think she'd corner Gall
had said, uncomfortable but deter-
mined.

"You might try r Phil's voice had
been level, composed. He had re-
turned to his newspaper with no fur-
ther reference to the subject.

His sisters, in tutor consternation,
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!"

"I don't think we could.''
They parted on the dubious note,

deeply worried, as they had been wor-
ried so many, many times before about
Sam, Ariel, Phil in turn, about family
finances, social complications.
• "Just when I was—sort of—looking
forward to Sunday-night suppers,"
Gail offered In parting, when they
came to the Calle.

"tes f I -.know!* Edith answered
Quickly.

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

"Well, have her, I suppose I"
"But .she's, simply—she's simply not

respectable!"
"I know."
"I mean, everyone knows what those

VVibse'rs are, and the Cass boys are
Just gangsters!1'

•i kno.w,1' Edith conceded again anx-
iously.

They went -their ways. Gail's
thoughts went to Van, however, 'at in-

. torvHls. cltiring that day and the next
<lay. She l»ê an the girl's calendar:

'.•'It's .«iiiy:.«ue full day since I saw
him—it;s only two full days—It's only
the .moniinx of the third day."

CHAPTER IV

It began to seem like a dream to
her that he and she had been laughing
over the library counter last Saturday
night, and that he had come to sup-
per with the Lawrences, and that she
had gone down the highway, beyond
Dumbarton bridge, to Old Aunt Mary's
for a late supper and dancing.

Edith asked, delicately, lightly, If
there had been any telephoning, dur-
ing the day, and Gail became expert
in careless replies.

And then quietly, indifferently, "Oh,
yes! Van Murchison was In. It seems
Mrs. Chipp Is having a house party
down at their place In the Santa Cruz
mountains a week from this weekend,
and she wants me to go!"

"Whatr Edith ejaculated, incred-
ulous/ "Oh, Gall, aren't you excited?"

Gail laughed a little protestingly.
"But yes I am," she admitted hon-

estly, "terribly excited! But of course
they only want me because Van doe.s.
lie probably asked his aunt to ask
m e ! " ;'•••

•MUh, for heaven's sake!" Ariel said
Impatiently and unexpectedly, in her
husky tones. "For heaven's sake, what
would you want her to ask you for—
because mamma was a church mem-
ber? You know vary well you're not
ad Intimate frieiur of hers. Why
should she ask you? -I'd much rather
go a place because a boy wanted me
than because tils mother did!"

And laughing helplessly and a little
shocked, fedith and Gail admitted that
there was something In this view.

MI have everything," Gail said. 4II
have my blue velvet; I have my Christ-
mas slippers; I have my white hat.

Til do ray old linen up myself! it'll be
fine for roughing—walking or any-
thing. And 1*11 wash my sweater!"

••There'll prpb'ly be tennis!" Ariel
suggested.

"Oh, probably !M (Jail was deep in din-
ner preparations; her tone sang.

"Did she come in, Gail, or did she
write a note?"

An instant chllL Then Gall said
casually, "Neither, my dear. She sent
a message by Van.99 <

There was a aliened. Edith stood
distressed and disappointed in the cen-
ter of the kitchen; Ariel looked up
alertly from her book. Gall went on
busily with her cooking.

"Well she wHI write?" began Edith,
on an upward inflection.

••She may r Gall agreed Indifferently.
"Well, you won't think of accepting

unless she does write, Gail?" Edith
persisted unhappily.

"My dear Edith, we are living In the
Twentieth century, not in the good old
days of Pamela and Evelina."

"Well,Jrm very much surprised at.
you!" IMithu said, trembling. Dinner
was served in a sulphurous silence.

Phil, hungry, grimy* and tired, noted
at once that something was wrong, and
hisv first question brought the whole
thing down upon him In an avalanche.

Gail was'flushed and angry. Edith
reasonable and cool. They talked at
once, and Phil frowned faintly, smiled
faintly, as he looked from one face to
another.

"Phil, isn't it ridiculous in this day
and generation to expect a person to
send you an engraved invitation—n

"I didn't say an engraved Invita-
tion r /

"Because, I mean, everything's done
so informally now, and people tele-
phone invitations to weddings!"

"No, but listen, Phil! We've always
held up our heads, and been known as
girls who weren't cheap, who wouldn't
Jaza—haven't we, Phil? It's nil we have
—it's us," Edith, her eyes suddenly wet
with tears, went on shakily.

Philip had championed Gail all her
life, and she adored him as her un-
failing authority. It was therefore like
a blow i n her face to have him say,
judicially, over his pipe: ^

*Tfli not so sure but what Ede's
right, GaiL You arenft sure that Van
Murchlson—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—w

"Oh, listen, listen!" Gail said, man-
aging a laugh, but inwardly seething
with fury. "He didn't ask me to go
to China! He asked me to go for two
frirhtji to Los Gatos—and I'm

That's all there Is to It !ff

There was a full mimifH of dead
silence during which her angry voice
hung in the air. Then Ariel expelled
a long, sighing hr#»:ith. and Phil
shrn^ed philosophically.

'•You're of agt1/* he s;ud briefly.
Nothing umre. The girls, as they

cleared the table, avoided each other's
eyes and presently be^an to talk life-
lessly of other things.

Phil went out without another glance
or words for his favorite sister. When
Gail and Ariel chanced to be for a
mkiute alone in the kitchen, Ariel
seized the opportunity to say eagerly:

"Stick it out, Gall! If every one felt
the way Kdith does,' no one would have
any fun at all! We'd all be old
maids!"

ArielV sympathy was very sweet.

But It did not have the value of Edith's
approval. On the contrary, there was
something disturbing in this sugges-
tion of a general mutiny against the
Lawrence way of doing things.

Ariel had arranged with a boy friend
that he should call her on the tele-
phone at eight o'clock, and she should
answer his call with a pleasant, duti-
ful "Oh, yes, Miss Hemmet?" Miss
lleinmet was her mathematics teacher.
She would then say to Gall, "Gail, I'm
going over to Miss Heramett's, and
then I'm going to meet the crowd at
the corner and go down to Sticky Dob-
bins' for some ice cream. I asked
Phil, and he said,''All right' n f

It was a risky game she was playing,
but after all It was a game. Edith was
playing no game at all, and Gall was
demonstrating more forcefully every
instant how little she knew of the
rules. Better anything than to spend
one's evening darning the fraternal
socks, as Edith was placidly preparing
to do, or patiently to settle down to
helping Sam with his correspondence
school aviation work, like Gail.

The telephone .rang.
"Take It, freshman I" Gall said to

her younger sister. But Ariel needed
no prompting; she was already half-
way 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 (lushed,
and her strange eyes alight **GaiU *
Miss Hemmet wants me to come over.
And Phil said we could go to Dob-
bins' afterward/*

*4Oh, that's all right. Go ahead!"
Gail said absently. Ariel faded from
sight silently, was gone.

Later Dick Stebbins looked In at the
kitchen door.

"Peanuts, anybody?" -
-Phil's gone," Guii said.
4Tll follow him up." But Dick came

In instead. Gail noiselessly escaped
into the dining room and secured her
little playing cards. 8he came back to
the kitchen table and began to play.

Kdith matched socks thoughtfully,
frowning at their stripes and selvages.
The gas sang, and Dick stood up and
lowered it.

Gail's thoughts rocked to and fro
deliciously; she was writing a story.
A woman—very beautiful but entirely
unprincipled—carrying on,a love affair
under her husband's very eyes. . . .

"GaiTs going down to theChipp place
in Los Gatos uext week-end/' Edith
said, out of a silence.

•"Sat so?" Dick asked, looking up.
"Uin-hum," Gail affirmed, nodding.

She was grateful to Edith for taking
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 now asked.

"Well, I don't know that I like it
especially. I don't know much about
it," Gail answered, slightly nettled.
'•Never having been on a house party
of this sort, I couldn't say I liked It
or didn't like 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—" Gail said, with a shrug
which indicated that he was at liberty
to put that interpretation upon her
words if he would.

The man laughed, and sprawled a
placating great hand across the table.

"Aw, don't be mad, Gail."
•Tm not mad."
"Yes, you are! But what do you care

what I think of the Murchison outfit?
They don't"

WI only think, when you donft know
a person, and that person has never
done one thing against you—" the girl
commenced stiffly.

"it's only that I get such a kick out
of it" Dick murmured, subsiding.

Gail tried her best to feel sorry lor
him.

Later she told Edith positively that
she would not go to the Chipps' house
party unless she heard directly from
Mrs. Chipp.

MOh, I am so relieved, dearest!"
Edith breathed gratefully.

"No, it's not worth while," Gail said.
She grew a little bitter, thinking about
it. "It would be the best time I ever
had, and if mamma had lived, or papa,
I should take all this sort of thing as
a matter of course/9 she said, with dig-
nified resentment "However, I can't—
as Phil said, I can't put myself in a
false position 1"

"Gail, she will telephone you I" Edith
predicted fervently.

"I don't know." Gail was tired and
blue.

They were still talking at one o'clock
when Phil came upstairs.

**I put the lights out Everyone ln?ff

he asked.
The sisters exchanged a look.
"Ariel must be! She went with the

gang down to Dobbins' at about nine,"
Gall stammered. "She said you said
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'yoa
suppose?" he asked.

(To Be Continued Next W«ekl
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