
The Marriage of William Ashe
were with the foamiriR stream outside The window, as

he had seen it before, was wide open to he water-tall

just beyond it, and the temperature was pieTinRly '.\.ld

and damp. The furniture was of the rou^die>:i, and a
few of Kitty's clothes lay scattered about. As he
fumbled for a lij^'ht, there hovered before his eyes the
remembrance of their room in Hill Street, strewn with
chiffons and all the elegant and costly triHes that made
the natural setting of its mistress.

He found the medicines and hurried back. She
feebly gave him directions. "Now the strychnine!—
and some brandy."

He did all he could. He drew some r^^airs together
before the fire, and made a couch for her with pillows

and rugs. She thanked him with smiles, and her eyes
followed his every movement.

"Tell your man to get some milk! Aad listen "—she
caught his hand. "Lock my door. That nice woman
down-stairs will come to look after me, and she'll think
I'm a.sleep."

It was done as she wished. Ashe took in the milk
from Dell's hands, and a fresh supply of wood. Then
he turned the key in his own door and came back to her.

She was lying quiet, and seemed revived.

" How cosey !" she said, with a childish pleasure, look-

ing round her at the bare white walls and scoured boards
warmed with the fire-light. The bitter tears swam in

Ashe's eyes. He fell into a chair on the other side of the
fire, and stared—seeing nothing—at the burning logs.

"You needn't suppose that I don't get people to look
after mel" she went on, smiling at him again, one shad-
owy hand propping her cheek. And .she prattled on
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