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written him not to come, and we went walking ovei

Knowltop. For three and a half hours we paced ba^

and forth over that windy moor and discussed our-

selves to the bottommost recesses of our beings. Nc

one can ever say the break came through misunder-

standing each other

!

It ended by Gordon's going, never to return. As ]

stood there at the end and watched him drop out oi

sight over the brow of the hill, and realized that I was

free and alone and my own master, well, Judy, suet

a sense of joyous relief, of freedom, swept over me

I can't tell you; I don't believe any happily marriec

person could ever realize how wonderfully, beautifulh

alone I felt. I wanted to throw my arms out and em

brace the whole waiting world that belonged suddenl;

to me. Oh, it is such a relief to have it settled!

faced the truth the night of the fire when I saw th

old John Grier go, and realized that a new John Grie

would be built in its place and that I would n't be her

to do it. A horrible jealousy clutched at my heart

could n't give it up, and during those agonizing mo

ments while I thought we had lost our doctor, I realize(

what his life meant, and how much more significan

than Gordon's. And I knew then that I could n't dc

sert him; I had to go on and carry out all of the plan

we made together.

I don't seem to be telling you anything but a mes

of words, I am so full of such a mess of crowding emc

tions; I want to talk and talk and talk myself into cc


