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Chippendale furniture you could put into a

mustard-seed and hoar it rattle

"Dear me!" said lusan. That s a pit> .

'''Hel3tunyatQu,n„,,v,..ku,,forasign.

Oninnev rubbed his hands.
^ '

Good," said he. • Co and fetch the cha.r,

James."
" Fetch it here, sir?"

;a"rt;"rttl..e Of .. .on h, t,.

a^ hot Tmcs left the roon,, slightly >U,mnnns,

the doo . a slam that sounde.l to Tarn n, hke he

crack of doom. Hunsuker, tn.-nmvlnlo had en-

gaged the ladies in talk. Jordan stood bes.de

Ouinnev silent, but lookini; vv.th mterest at the

Pncised lacquer' screen. Quinney sa,d to h„n

^"^'I's^'it true, Mr. Jordan, that vou bousht the

Pevensey chairs from Lark and Bundy

•• Quite true, Mr. Qumney. That is uh> 1

wish so particularly to see Mr. Hunsaker s set,

which I understand are like mme. „

Ouinnev said n a loud tone ; 1 m 5orr> .

The tone rather than the wor.ls challenged

attention. Hunsaker stopped talkmg, starmg

at Ouinnev.

"^Sorrv?" repeated Jordan.

'< Sorry, sir, that so busy a man should have

m


