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“THE ROAD IS CLEAR” 519

d our came to her face, as though from strong flush of
h feeling, then she turned to him again, and answered

steadily:
- “Yes, he is happy now.”
- “How do you know?” the lad asked with awe in
- his face, for he believed in her utterly. Then, with-
. out waiting for her to answer, he added: “Is it, you

hear him say so, as I hear you singin’ in my sleep
d sometimes—singin’, singin’, as you did at Glencader,
- that first time I ever "eerd you? Is it the same as me

in my sleep?”
d “Yes, it is like that—just like that,” she answered,
- taking his hand and holding it with a motherly ten-
ts derness.

““Ain’t you never goin’ to sing again?” he added.

" She was silent, looking at him almost abstractedly.

“This war'll be over pretty soon now,” he con-
tinued, “and we’'ll all have to go back to work.”

Ip “Isn’t this work?” Al’'mah asked with a smile, which
had in it something of her old whimsical self.

i- “It ain’t play, and it ain’t work,” he answered with

o a sage frown of intellectual effort. “It’s a cut above

" "em both—that’s my fancy.”

s “It would seem like that,” was the response. ““What
are you going to do when you get back to England?”

d she inquired.

of “I thought I'd ask you that,” he replied anxiously.
“Couldn’t I be a scene-shifter or somefink at the opery

v w’ere you sing?”’

d “I’'m going to sing again, am I?" she asked.

is “You'd have to be busy,” he protested admiringly.

“Yes, I'll have to be busy,” she replied, her voice
t ringing a little, “and we’ll have to find a way of being
" busy together.”




