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1 70 Wooing of Tom Sleight's Wife

concerns what we call the civilised world.

I 've seen men fooled, from boys without

hair on their faces, to old men without

much on the-r heads. I 've seen it done m

a way that was pretty to watch, and I 've

seen it done in a manner that has made me

feel that given a wig and a petticoat I could

do it better myself. But never have I seen

it neater played than Marie played it on

that young man of hers. One day she

would greet him for all the world like a

tired child that at last has found its mother,

and the next day respond to him m a style

calculated to give you the idea of a small-

sized empress in misfortune compelled to

tolerate the familiarities of an anarchist.

One moment she would throw him a pout

that said as clearly as words :
' What a fool

you are not to put your arms round me and

kiss me' ; and five minutes later chill him


