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JOAN THURSDAY 8

unconsciously she confessed her immense fatigue. Her
foutures were relaxed into linos and contours of apathy.
She seemed neither to think nor even to bo capable of
much sustained thought. Ye< «he was thinking, and that
very intensely if unconsciousiy. Her mind was not only
active but was one of considerable latent capacity: some-
thing which she did not in the least suspect; indeed, it
had never occurred to Joan to debate her mental limita-
tions. Her thoughts were as a ru'e more emotional than
j)sychieal: as now, when she was intensely preoccupied
with pondering how she was to explain at homo the loss
of her position, and what would l)e said to her, and how
she would feel when all had been said . . . and what she
would then do. . . .

Daylight was slowly fading. Though it was only half-
after SIX of an evening in June, the sun was already in-
visible, smudged out by a portentous bank of purplish
cloud whose profile was edged with fire-of-gold against a
sky of tprnished blue— a sky that seemed dimmed with
the sweat of day-long heat and toil. The city air was
close and moveless, and the cloud-bank was lifting very
slowly from behind the Jersey hills; it might be several
hours before the promised storm would break and bring
relief to a parched and weary people.

At lengrh despairing of her desire, the girl moved out
to the middle of the street and boarded the next open car
of the Lexington Avenue line.

She was able to find standing-room onlv between two
seats toward the rear, where smoking was permitted. She
stood just inside the running-board, grasping the back of
the forward seat. Her hand rested between the shoulders
of two men. She was the only woman in that section,
lielun.l h(.'r Avere ten masculine knees in a row, before
lier five masculine heads: ten men crowding the two
transverse benches, some smoking, all stolidly absorbed in
newspapers and indifferent to the intrusion of a woman
^one dreamed of offering the girl a seat ; nor did she find


