
4 ANNA OF THE FIVE TOWNS

•Then I suppose you must have
admitted, with a fine air of giving way.

it,* he

As Agnes took the volume from him she
thought how perfect a man Mr. Mynors was.
His eyes, so kind and sincere, and that mysterious,
delicious, inexpressible something which dwelt
behind his eyes : these constituted an ideal for
her.

Willie Price stood somewhat apart, grinning,
and pulling a thin honey-coloured moustache.
He was at the uncouth, disjointed age, twenty-
one, and nine years younger than Henry Mynors.
Despite a continual eflTort after ease of manner,
he was often sheepish and self-conscious, even,
as now, when he could discover no reason for
such a condition of mind. But Agnes liked him
too. His simple, pale blue eyes had a wistfulness
which made her feel towards him as she felt
towards her doU when she happened to find it
lying neglected on the floor.

*Your big sister isn*t out of school yet?*
Mynors remarked.

Agnes shook her head. Tve been waiting
ever so long,* she said plaintively.

At that moment a grey-haired woman with a
benevolent but rather pinched face emerged with
much briskness from the giris' door. This was
Mrs. Sutton, a distant relative of Mynors'—-his


