
AN IMAGINATIVE WOMAN

conceal a rush of tender curiosity as she bent her pretty
face close to the wall.

'These,' said Mrs. Hooper, with the manner of a
woman who knew things, ' are the very beginnings and
first thoughts of his verses. He has tried to rub most
of them out, but you can read them still. My belief
is that he wakes up in the night, you know, with some
rhyme in his head, and jots it down there on the wall
lest he should forget it by the morning. Some of these
very lines you see here I have seen afterwards in print
in the magazines. Some are newer; indeed, I have
not seen that one before. It must have been done
only a few days ago.'

' O yes ! . .
.'

Ella Marchmill flushed without knowing why, and
suddenly wished her companion would go away, now
that the information was imparted. An indescribable
consciousness of personal interest rather than literary

made her anxious to read the inscription alone; and
she accordingly waited till she could do so, with a sense
that a great store of emotion would be enjoyed in the act

Perhaps because the sea was choppy outside the
Island, Ella's husband found it much pleasanter to go
sailing and steaming about without his wife, who was
a bad sailor, than with her. He did not disdain to
go thus alone on board the steamboats of the cheap-
trippers, where there was dancing by moonlight, and
where the couples would come suddenly down with a
lurch into each other's arms ; for, as he blandly told her,
the company was too mixed for him to take her amid
such scenes. Thus, while this thriving manufacturer got
a great deal of change and sea-air out of his sojourn
here, the life, external at least, of Ella was monotonous
enough, and mainly consisted in passing a certain
number of hours each day in bathing and walking
up and down a stretch of shore. But the poetic
impulse having again waxed strong, she was possessed
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