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Mfcef Xlot yon muftn't break lier bmrt a Moood tioi^ yoi

knovr. And, dear, she doean't want you to talk; but won'

yoa juit open your poor tired cyea cmoe, a teeny leoond, i

•how you know iHioee arm k round you? Becauie she** beei

waiting, waiting— oh, such a weary time! just waiting, deai

till you sent for her."

Thare was sflcnoe tor a few seconds, hndcen <mly by the un

restrained sobbing of the little day nurse at the foot ol the bed

Then Ingram opeoed his eyes.

**! don't know whether he's gdng to die or get well,"

said, smne hours later. I was trying to swallow i^aleaubrian

and champagne and unmanly emotion all at the same time

whidi docm't he^ lucidity. But I'd beoi supporting an am
ious day on a tin and a half oi dgarettes, and the diampagn

was old Smeaton's fault, so perfai^ I shall be forgiven.
"

don't know whether he's going to get well m die. I can'

feel it matters much, to-night. You'd know what I mean

if you'd seal his face. Oh! it was wcmderful. I think I kno\

now how a man looks when he wakes in heaven an;, knows h

very nearly missed it. And the Barbour woman, croonii^

and cooing over him, and the nurses snivelling, and all thos

doctors trying to pull the poor devfl back to life ! Yes, you cai

laugh if you like, Smeaton. But I say it's a damned fine ol

world, and I'm glad to have a place where I can sit and watd

jt— even if it is only a second-floor front and back in Pimlico.

cm.

1^


