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"Folks forget," said grantlmother. " I  
don't suppose your ~nothel- stops to think 
very often now how contented ant1 happy 
she and your father were when they 
tlicln't have muell of anything but each 
other. Gootlness, I remember when they 
had the upper half of a little house, and 
your mother would run home to ask me 
~vhich was the cheapest cut of meat- 
and they were both as pleased as two 
chipmunks when they had saved up 
enough money to buy a parlor lamp. I 
remember your mother made her own 
dresses --" 

But Lola was not listening. She was 
stepping out of her taffeta frock. It lay 
in a shining ring on the tltor. She looked 
a t  her grandmother with light and tri- 
umph in her face. 

"Gramma, don't go-you've got to 
help me pack my suitcase. There's a 
train at four. I f  1 can catch that 1'11 be 
there in time for breakfast with Greg." 
She dashetl for the closet, kissing grand- 
motl~er as she passed. She felt light as 
air and invincible. "Breakfast with my 
husband," she grinned. " 1'11 write a note 
to mother and clad, the humbugs!" 

'fhis reference to her daugl~ter and 
son-in-law causetl a slight shatlow to pass 
over grand~r~other's face. She thought: 
" 1'11 catch it in the morning. And maybe 
I deserve it. No! I only 1~11nletl out the 
way to two gootl things-love ant1 cour- 
age. I'm not going t~ bla~ne myhelf for 
that." With her hardier self thus fortl- 
fietl, grantlmother twinkled at Lola. 
"There's nothing much nicer," s l ~ e  said, 
"than breakfast with your husband." 
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the Rossiter orchestra beat about him. 
Waiters brushed his shoulcler, placing 
things in front of him and taking them 
away again. Faint waves of perfume 
carne his way as womerl passed and went 
to their tables. His fattier ancl mother 
went on talking, but their gaiety had tle- 
parted anci his father's laugh was forced. 
Ile could feel their eyes upon hirn ant1 he 
swallowed. I~le was letting them down, 
all right. 

He was silent in the theater and every 
time he laughctl, a t  the correct places, he 
could feel a pull a t  the muscles about his 
mouth. He'd been wr~)ng to keep this 
business bottled up inside him for three 
months. Ile shoultl have talltctl it over 
with I.eftv Sykes. Somehow I.efty might 
have been able to say the irreverent and 
pithy thing that would have snapped 
things right. Dan felt a sudden nostalgia 
for the sight of Sykes' assuretl and sallow 
face. I-le went out a t  earl1 intermission 
a ~ t d  came back late, crawling over two 
people at the end of the row and s t u ~ n -  
bling over his father a ~ l d  mother. 

I-le lowered his face into his hands a 
coul)le of times an11 rubbctl it des1)er:~tsly. 
Ile was :111 ape. Ile was a lunatic. Ile 
was homesick. lHis father m~cl 1110tl1er 
had escapeti from him and his 1io111e was 
gone. l l c  hail to sit in a theater nntl try 
to do things with his face, ant1 his mother 
was glancing a t  him covertly, her eyes 
shatiowetl. 

"Was that the last act?"  he asketl 
stul)itlly, when the curtain fell., Me didn't 
know what the play had been about 
anyhow. He only knew that he must get 
away from his father and mother. I t  
didn't much matter how lle did it, but he 
must get away. "I.ook here-if you don't 
mind," he murnbletl in the lobby, " I told 
a gang I'ti join them at the Ilrent to- 
niclit. Just look in on them. If you don't 
mind --" I-le (Conlivaed 011 Pule 51) 


