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Douglas had left her dcpre5sed and his non-

apptarance had turned depression into anxiety.

But he would surely eome, she told herself, and, lor

tear of missing him, she would have iDntinued to

wait where she was but for tlie polite, ^l) >he

wandered tu and fro between Ficcadillv and

Leicester Square iinper\ious t<» snurk- and <itfers

ot re!re<lunent.

Big Ben tiillrd the knell ot partuig drink- ;
her

last chance of an " enlivener " was gfue and she

wished she had nut siuibbed the mc-n who would

have treated her. >he lingen-d douljttiilh- at the

end of the Charing Cross Road, and tinalh' dci ided

in favoiu- of the motor bus and tlie dinginf>s ot

Camden Town. Then ( ame a di>turbed night

and the morning's hea\ v sleep.

"There's vour tea, Jenny. Now don't let it

get (old after me a getting up an hour earlier a

j)urpose to make it for vou cause \-ic,i -aid you

wanted to be out o' the 'ouse bv ten o' Joi k. 1 aint

manv daaters as have mothers as wait on ein

and an' focjt."

" And t'aint many mothers as live on the lat

of the land with what tiieir daughters work lor,"

" Well and aint it their dooty ? Not that / ^ce

mui h o' the tat.
"

Jeiinv lut tlie di-ciissiou short bv asking it there

was a letter for her.

"Not a line tor nobodx," and tiie >latt<rnlv,

unwicldv figure, with a dut\- >hawl Hung o^tr h.-r

ir<'n :'rev nnkiinpt liair, shutiied out >'\ ilu' loniri.

" Hi- might ha' dn.pjn-d nic a untc," mutt. -red

Jennv wrinkling her brow-.

Then >he N.iwnrd -e\t'ia| tmu-, -.i[ip'ti Jn-r tea.


