
CHAPTER IV

DESPERATION

THE Child Sir Lancelot found himself in a

large anteroom behind the stage— a room
crowded with excited children, all about

eciually medieval and artistic. Penrod was less con-

spicuous than he thought himself, but he was so

preoccupied with his own shame, steeling his nerves

to meet the first inevitable taunting reference to his

sister's stockings, that he failed to perceive there

were others present in much of his own unmanned
^•ondition. Retiring to a corner, immediately upon
his entrance, he managed to unfasten the mantle
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