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mouse had said to me before she went. " She'U

thank you for it one day."

A vision of Clarissa thanking me grew formlessly

into my mind. I gazed over Dandy's head into the

fire. She was there. There was her little gown of

canary-coloured satin, the very shade of it, leaping

and dancing with all the joy that I had brought. A

very silly dream ! I tried to put it out of my head.

I turned to Moxon, asking him if ever in the course

of our travels we had been to Ballysheen. He shook

his head.

" Where is it, sir ?
"

" In Ireland."

He shook his head again.

" Why does it sound familiar to me then ? " I asked.

He assumed the attitude of a Prime Minister in

deep thought. I cannot say that I know what that

attitude is; but it was the attitude I fancy I should

assume if I were asked to play the part of a Prime

Minister in an advertising world. It impressed me

immenselv. I felt that his mind was working at a

Herculean task. It lasted a good two minutes.

Dandy and I watched him with keen interest all the

time. So much were we wrought up to the pitch in

fact, that when it was all over and Moxon suddenly

made a swift movement towards my desk, Dandy

pushed at him, barking loudly. It says much for

the histrionic powers of Moxon. I could have made

some simUar exhibition of emotion myself, but I am

more reserved.


