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“1 don't (ee) that v would be wise,
Juhn,” Ann Houghton suid reunon
ibly, quietly . “*Debby 13 impreasion-
able and tmmolure. It would be
nustaken kindneas, 1f you'll permit
me 10 expreas mysel! frankly, Guy,
'n give her, at Lthis time, o taste of
something she can't have perma:
nently. I'm afraid she would be
more discontentled than ever when
~he returned.”’

“Good Lord, Mother.” John's
voice held 8 note of irritation. “"No-
‘wody wants to eat fruit cake for ev.
ery meal, but it's pleasant once In
s whilg.*

Ann Houghton amiled falntly.

**1 think that sort of fruit cake.
just now.,”” she said, "‘would be very
had for Debby. With this notwon
Iy has of singing on » radio pro
tam or In some place of entertain-
vent, I'm afraid that being in New
York with Gay would turn her head

winpletely.”

1 shouldn’t alle her to do any-
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thing of which you would dLup
prove. Mrs. Houghton."”

“*1 don't question that, but your
e 18 20 different from our life here.
I'm afraid that the contrast—"*

“¥You know Debby is @ chameleon,
Mother She adopts herself easily
e any environment."”

‘That's just why | don't—" she
brohe off, glanced quickly at John,
W Gay. "I'm not presuming to criu-
‘e your mode of Living, Gay, but
i convinced that for Debhy just
I this time— If it were Saraoh,
tal would be g different miatter."’
e fulded her knitting into the bag.
‘1 shioyldn’t think you would want
et fur o visit gfter the scene you've
ca=t witnessed. 1 feel that she, that
1 owe you on upology.”

Mo, please, Mrs Houghtun.
aun lernibly disoppointed. [t was
iy fuult. [ should hove consulted
vou  It's all right. 1 understand
suw you feel, but I'm disappointed
lemy °°

John muode o restless» movement
v the heurth. “Then iIt's settied,
an‘t 1* Debby doesn’t go back to
Mew York with Gay Now may we
talk of sumething else® Food, for un-
stutice I'm starved [Did Huldsh
make chocolute doughnuts? Come
out to the kitchen with me, Gay ™

Ann Houghtun rose from  her
chuoir " ygu please, John, I'd
hke you 1o go te Debby with me.'

“Oh, let her wslone You kunow
how she s when abe’s hagd 8 tan-
trum {3n’t pluy up to her and
ahe'll get over 1t "

**I don’t think she's well. She's
ol been hersell these past few
duys

“You'll turn her intu & neurotic
vud don't stop coddhing her.*’

“"IDvbby 13 sensilive In 8 way
whih I think 1 understand better
than you ™'

Julin turned o Guy In amiling
cunasparation. ““What was the use
ul my spending four years in medi
val school und two ycars Interning
when mother, by Instinct, knows
more thun 1 do aboul -my profes.
sion '

Agmn 8 fam  chalhing
e bed Aan Houghtan's lips

| ~howtd ke sou e go with me,
Jatins reg +ated “Debby is
THERL LI TRLIET Sl prubobly
needd o osadabive ta pul her Lo hlt‘*l‘_'p
Tl lesr e totoats  wall waait gnd G{lj‘

w11l excuss you for & few minutes,
I'm sure.™

“"Certainly, Mrs. Houghton.”

“Back in & minute, Gay."" John's
cyes were pieading. 1his amile was
sruined

“Good night, Gay."

"Guod-night, Mrs. Houghton.™

Juhn went out of the room with
hin mother. The door closed. Gay
ntood leaning agoinst the back of the
chair, ataring lnto the fAre.

She

amile

wh.a-

Guy did not turn when the door
uvpened. She remalined seated in the
vhair besrde the hearth, looking up

y 't the , uinting aobove the mantel.

John asked,
“I'm morry

“"Were you asleep?”
anuning to the chalr,
['ve been so long.'”

"“Nuo, not nsleep. ['ve been getting
wquuinted with the gentleman up
there. It's your great-grandlather,
isn't 1ty

“Abner Houghton—yes. "

“You don't look like him. In an
hour of intenaive study [ haven't
hwen able to find o trace of resems-
blunce."’

“I'm sorry it's been oan hour. [
wintled to get back to you.'” He
bent lift her handa lying in her
lap  ""Come over here where we
vin be close together. 1 haven't
kinsed you for three doys.*’

“Hns it been only three days?™

“Darling, have you been miscra-
hle®"

She drew her handa from his, sal
lnoking down ot them, silent,

“*What is it? What are you think-
gt

“l wont to go with you tomor
row."

“Into Portland? I mcant to toke
'}'I:j'u-.'

“*And then on to New York—to-
marrow.,"”

“Hut Mary expects you to stay.
And the kids. Nat mande me prom-
15e to bring you.™

"“That's dear of them, but-=""

“Look at me, Gay."

She raised her heoad. Seeing his
grove and troubled face, she gave a
little cry. He bent toward her. Her
nrms went around his neck. Their
hps met and clung. Presently he
drew away, straightened, took her
hands to pull her up from the chalir,
“Did taking Decbby to New York
mean so much to you?'’

“l should hove enjoyed having
her, but that isn't important.”

““That act she pulled must have
heen unpleasant for you."

"It wasn't an act.'” She sat beside
him on a sofa with a high back
curled at one end like o snail. **Deb-
by meant every ward she sald."

He looked searchingly into her
eyes. '

“*Do you belleve that, Gay?"

*Of course 1 believe it. 1've been
here for three days."

1 hadn't real-

*“Mother told me.
lzod—""

“l don't want to discuss your
mother, John.”

“But you can't believe the things
Debby sald were true.'

“They are true. I'm nurry if it
offends you but you asked for it.”

He drew a little awny from her.
““Mother is only thinking of what is
begt for Debby. Bhe is emotional
and immature, ond she has this no-
tion about singing—""

“"Why shouldn't
chance?"

“Thnt ian't what Mother wants for
Uebby.

"Whnl does she want for Debby ™

“She wants hnr Lo o lu mtluuu.“

she hoave a

{ ned nurses and guivinesscs

*“Co that Debby -an spend the
rest of her life being grageful to
her?'' Her voice softened. *"Oh, 1
am surry, John 1 shouldn't have
eud thut.™

“*You con say what you like to
me, what you think, how you feel™

“*No. | can't. When I do, we quar-
reli Debby isn’t impartant insofar
as we uare concermmed But your
maother 15 She doesn’t wunt Debby
to go to hew York with me be-
cuouste she's afroid ol me, of the
things | can do fur hery She wants
tu be everythuing to all of you"™

“*That's nutural, isn't "

*Nutural, perhueps., bul selflsh.
Yeu, selfish, John Cuan’t you see?’”

Il you knew whoet Motier's Life
tian bien Her every thought has
bevn lor us *°

“*It wou!ld have been betier for
ner, for you, if she had o plan for
us, Guy There wasn't much money.
You con’t understand, | suppose.'”

“*No, frankly 1 cun't.”

*Thot's becoure you hove the pro-
tection of weaslth™ he sald atiffly

“Oh, muney' Becuune my grand.
futhers left o trust fund for me, we
bicker und quurrel ™™ Antagoniam
shaerpened her voice o senne of the
dimtonce  widentng botween them
‘You uttech tno much importance
to whaot | have—""

It Ian't becuune you have It now,"’
ne noid slowly, with measured de-
liberativn  ““It's becoause you've al-
wuys hud it From the hour you
were born every thuought you've had,
cvelfy move you'sve muede, has been
volored and shaped by the fact that
hath your grandfathers were
savalthy men Your mother—'*

“How absurd we ure!' She gave
« short strained lough ** 1{
Yourk we quarreled becauss my
inuther did not diaplay a properly
muaternal attitude Now we quarrel
ucayse your mother s 8 model of
muternal devotion Oh, ls i1t impor-
runt, John?"’

“We are each of us the product
of our seporate environments,'” he
siid coarefully, thouuhtfully *"You
You
saere sent to camps. o schools, to
he scu-shore 1n sumimer, to danc-
ng closs. For your birthdays mas.
ricians were hired tr enlertatin you
md your guestis When ynu were
.k there were nurses Mother aid
serything for us When we were
ik, she couldn't afford to enguge @

Pl narses  THREere swit R i

for elabvirate tenv s preevsement on
tertaming . Mother made fun for us
it home  She scnimaped and saved
‘o send me to college, to send Sarah
She munaged it in ways you couldn’t
underatand, hamburgee tnatesd of
wteak, never quite enough heat in
the house, dried vegetables inatead
of freah ones in winter, Saroh’s
dresses made over for Debby—="’

“"And with all of that she has
tied you 1o her for the rest of your
lives, you and Sarah, at least., Oh,
of courss she's been splendid. 1
mean that sincerely. But it's a sort
of selfishnesn, too. She resents me
tecouse I can do things for you
which she can't. She's afroid of

“Oh, of courase sha's been
splendid."”

me, for you, for your work, for Deb-
by. mainly becouse she wants to be
the source of -all giving, like God,
like—=""

*You're uncharitable, Gay.”

“I'm honest. [I've seen. It 1
weren't Gobriello Graham, if I had
no money, she would welcome me
for your soke. I being who 1 am,
she fears and resents me."”

‘“Lack of security breeds fear.
When you are obliged to consider
the possible result of every move
vou maoke, you are cautious.”

“You're afraid, too,'" she said,

barely audibly, as though the words
had been forced through her lips.
“You don't trust me."

]He turned to look at her miscra-
bly. .
*“You needn't tell me. [ know."
Her voice steadied. **The things I've
been thinking are true, the things 1
thought-tonight while I was waiting
here for you."

“"What things, Gay?"

““That it isn't poasible. We hurt
vach other. Love lsn't enough.” -

*Oh, Gay! 1 do love youl!'™ His
Jrms. reached for her. Paossion
lamed through the dark misery in
nis eyes. ."1 odore you. Since 1
Jrst met you, when you were fil-
iecn venrs old, I've worshiped you."

“Nno! Don't touch me!" /Bhe

ast with shoulde.s drooping, his
hunur swinging belween h.y knees,
“It's just bivlogy, 1sn't 1Y ake
anked with o httle brittle lough. X
hujed there was moure than that. ¥
had the naive notion thut biology
was unly o part of 11, that there
cuuld be compunionship, too, and
fonth und securnity.”

“Gay—"'" He groaned

“I'm begmmning to understand.
not that 1 guesas I've known but
wouldn't udmat 11 Do you remem-
bes Christmar Eve 1in New York
when Sul announced callers? You
urked me whut you should say
tv them 1 thank | asked you.what
you said to me. You soid '] tell you
1 tuve you” Thot's the only lhi“

we cun ssy o vuch other withoud ~

querreling  What will we talk abodh
whoen—1*"

‘But iIf—when we're together, W
wuii 1 be here or In New York
There won't be peuple getung 1n the
Wwa), youl fumlly, mine—""

‘I've told myself that, but 1t 1En’t
Uur We cun’t escape our environs
ments " We'll tuke them with ud
wherever we go  We'll quarre) and
make up und quurrel pgoin, but each
Quuriel will lvove & scar. Let's not
spoill 11, John ™

Hr -mntd up from the sofs.

“Guy! Do you mean—"1"" he asked
huarsely.

She held hum off with an lnstino-
uve geasture. “‘Uncle John may have
wnown,”* she sald steadily, her hands
grasping the back of the chalr. *"Buf
he was—dJdying We must Live, John,
you and I We can’t let some
that wos brsutiful become tam
and scorred Let's stop hurung esch
other Lat's end 11 now, neally and
defnitely.”

He stood Gesids her, ot » littlse dis-
tonce, his lip» moving, his eyess
searching her tuce  She glanced

awany Lis

“Do you wuani 1o
asked quietly.

“Yes—"" Her reply was gs copn-
trolled us his question huad been. 'l
wantl to go home lumorruw and starg
to forget you It will be dificuls
but I'l! munuge 1t You lnrgrt any-
thing don’t you In time?”

'I}u vou mean thut” Look at mae,
Gay."

Her hewd turned She locked up
ul ham thiough o Alim of tears

1 mean 1t-- Her voice faltered.
Cluingng 1o thh back of the chalr.

ane swayed as though her strength
was gone.

He casught her, held her. For am
anstant they clung together, urgent-

Ly, deapairingly. then she broke

y '%n doemn™ change anything,
uhn‘!!

“Doesn’t it Oh, can't we, Guy?
1 love you s0."

His arms held her agaln. Her face,
streaming with tears, lifted to hia
face. “When I'm with you liks thie
—Darlingl How can we? 1 doa'
know ., . .*
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hipped oway from the sofa, went to |

tund, leaning, ogoinst the wing-
iur beside the hearth. He hall
+os0 to follow hor . dropped bock.
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