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quick consumption. Brown ran back to the

house again, his arms full of parcels, his mind

struggling with the incredible fact that under his

roof was housed, if only for an hour or two, the

one being whom he would give all but his soul to

keep.

Entering his kitchen by its outer door he

stopped short upon the threshold. A figure in a

white blouse, blue serge skirt, and little white,

beruffled apron, was arranging his table. The

table had been drawn into the middle of the

room, his simple supplies of linen and silver had

been discovered, and the preparations were

nearly complete. In the middle of the table

in a glass bowl was a huge bunch of violets, come

from he could not have guessed where, even if he

had given any thought to the attempt.

But he gave no thought to an)rthing but the

figure before him. If Helena Forrest, in the

silks and laces of her usual evening attire, had

been always one of extraordinary charm, in her


