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A* uld. Nowl" And Hidnt li«"ell In tht chair HISBy Ou fin-ctcape window tlw began to weep. MOTHER
She had done It She had quarreled with them.

The girl would take l«ry away from her. It wai
the end o{ eveiythlact

III

Urry had first seen Miii McCarty in a down-
town barber rtop-«,d if he had not hung up hi.
hat before he had leer. her, he would have backed
out of the place. At it was, he had Uken his seat
hi the chair nearest her with an uncomfortable feel-
ing that she had intruded upon his toilet She was
manicuring at a little table near the door.

"Hair cut" he said, in a husky undertone, and
fdt like a fool when the barber swathed him in
striped calico and tucked it in around his neck.
It waa no position for a man to be seen in by any
young woman. In the best of circumstances hair-
cutting was to Larry an operation of personal
beautification Uut was to be rushed through with a
Bconifol lack of attention: he would scarcely look
at himself m Uie gUss until he could do it alone and
unashamed (and curse tiie barber who had made the
Parting an inch too high on his head). And now,
when his hair had been ruffled up unbecomingly
he kept darting irritated glances at her out of tile
comer of his eye, to see tiiat she was not sUring at
him.

She was polishing tiie fingernails of a man who
had his back to Larry, so that Larry could not see
his face. It was enough for him to see hers. (Not
tiiat she was beautiful-or even an interesting
ugliness. He tiiought her merely plain looking
wiUi a nose too large.) What he saw in her face
was the evidence tiiat her customer was annoying
her; and as Larry watched her. he added his irritated
embarrassment about his own toilet to an accession
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