
8 IN THE CAUSE OF FREEDOM
her She is not patient when the dinner is kept
waiting. Ah, mister?"

^

"Where is she?"
I pictured to myself a typical strong-minded

British matron, or spinster, stem of feature, sturdy

7^ ;.
^''''' '" *'^"^' ^"^^^'«"t "P«" her rights,

and holding the station grimly against the chatter-mg officious little Pole; and I looked for some fun.Bu, instead, he led me up to a girl, who contra-
dicted m every particular my anticipation. She wassome twenty years of age, well-dressed and as pretty
as a painting; straight, regular features, flaxen hairand blue eyes • glorious eyes meant for laughter,
but now clouded with trouble and nervous agita-

slS^htr'"'!"^
P'^"' '^""^^"^ ""'''^y 'hat went

straight to my heart.

;' Here is an English mister who will explain "
said the stationmaster with elaborate gesture

I raised my hat and as she glanced at me, thecolour flushed into her cheeks and her lai^e eyesseemed to dilate with a new fear connected wiS^

7nJlT"T ? ^ '"°"'^* '' «^*hed into my
thoughts that she had understood him quite wellThe station master tells me you are a country-woman of mine" I said in English; "and has ask^me to explain that the station is to be closed now."

SJ hTiT"',.^
^"*' ^^' ^°°^ °"« °f Wank dismay.She bit her lip and then stammered slowly with a

r wai^fn"^ T""''
"^'"'^ y°"' «'^' I ^^ot go.

X wait for ze tram and 2omeone."
I accepted this as though it were the purest Eng-


