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possible places, when a poorly dressed, rough-haire<
scrawny little boy came into the shop. Madeleine kne^
him by sight, the six-year-old grandson of Madam
Duguet, a bedridden, old, poor woman on Poulain
Street. The little boy said that he had come to get thos
powders for his grandmother's asthma. She hadn't slep
any for two nights. As he spoke he wound the strinj

about a top and prepared to spin it, nonchalantly. Look
ing at his -^'eerful, dirty little face, Madeleine felt her
self a thousand years old, separated for always and al

ways from youth which would never know what she hac
known.

"I don't know anything about your grandmother's
asthma powders," she said. The little boy insisted, as-
tonished that a grown person did not know everything.
"He always kept them. Grandmere used to send me
twice a week to get them. Grandmere will scold me
awfully if I don't take them back. She's scolding all the
time now, because the Germans took our soup-kettle and
our frying-pan. We haven't got anything left to cook
with."

The memory of her immensely greater losses rose
burningly to Madeleine's mind. "They took all my
sheets!" she '•ned impulsively,—"every one!"

" Oh," said the little boy indifferently, " we never had
any sheets, anyhow." This did not seem an important
statement to him, apparently; but to Madeleine, her old
world shattered, emerging into new horizons, beaten upon
by a thousand new impressions, it rang loudly. The


