
CHAPTER I

A good deal about a bo^ of matches. Conooming a married
wuple, whom anyone would have thought quarretoome. to
haten to them. Of the difflonlty with which the lady
houwkept, and how her huaband wag no help at aU. But
they went to the Old Water Colour. How Sairah only
Just wiped gently over a tacky picture, and Mr. Aiken said
OodandDeril. Of the plural number. Of a very pretty
girl, but dressy, and her soldier lover, and how Jlra. Aiken
was proper. Of her mystical utterance about the young
lady. How Mr. Aiken sought for an explanation from
Sairah, and created a situation. How his wife went to her
Aunt PriaoiUa, at Athabasca VUIa, and cried herself to
uoopt

" You'll have to light the ga8, Sairah !" said an
Artist in a fog, one morning in Chelsea. For
although gununer was on the horizon, it was cold
and damp

; and, as we aU know, till fires come to an
end, London is not fogless—if, indeed, it ever is so.
This was a very black fog, of the sort that is sure to
go off presently, because it is only due to atmo-
spheric conditions. Meanwhile, it was just as well
to Kght the gas, and not go on pretending you could

I

see and putting your eyes out.

I This Artist, after putting his eyes out, called out,
Ifrom a dark comer in his Studio, to something in a

I
dark comer outside. And that something shuffled
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