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Ill's I.uuflady that she had no riL;ht to sell hi
few possessions, 'leii days later, as we were sit

tin;; at dinner at our usual small restaurant ii

Soho, he eaine in. His elothes were dirty ani

ra^'i,a'd, and lii> hoots were aiino>t worn out
He had no nione\, he saiti, hut he was ^^oint]; t(

the lihrary in the iiiorninL^, where some was du^

to him. lie wa> >killul in parryins; our ur^'en

(inestions, and we <eareely knew if he wished u

not to know where he had heen. or if he weri
ignorant himself. Hut there was a hri;;hte

light in his eyes than we had seen since firs

he came among us, and a clear ring in hi

voice.

l"or the rest of that \ear he worked regular!}
in the lihrary, and read and wrote or saw hi;

friends in the evenings. Sometimes when wi
w.re with him in the streets a man or a womar
would speak to him in an ocid tongue. He al-

ways pretemieil not to understaiui them, but wt
noticetl that afterwards he contrived to be rid

of us for the rest of the evening. W'e knew thai

somehow his life was not ours, but we liked liim
very well.

In the following May he disappeared again,
though for a few days only. In June he went,
ami in July, returning each time tired out,

happy, and secret, an insoluble enigma. There
began to be troubles for him with the library
authorities.


