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»»'« fi.hing.bo.u came in.

mn but ,he d.d not ,t.y there. The widow of the cure hadto let a clean large ,00m, overlookir a windy garden, ai.d^ w.dow and her one .ervant .et a ubie with Iple^'wc^U

.^eed r , l"
"'^'' '"'• ^''°"«'' -°« °f '''* time.

She walked for miles, or. down with the women at evening.

litK K ^^ f".'''
'°'"' '^""^'"'' •>"? °^ "nd. ,he satw.th her hands about her knees and watched the shifting

colour of the sea. She had a book with her; sometimes The
read m it. and sometimes it lay unopened. All the colours
went over the sea, the surf murmured, the sea-birds flew, the
salt wmd bent the sparse grass at the top of the dune. On
.uch an afternoon, after long, motionless dreaming, she
changed her posture, turning her eyes toward the distant
village. A man was walking toward her. over the hrm sand.
She watched h.m at first dreamily, then, suddenly, with a
quickened breath. While the distance between them was yet
great, she knew it to be Fay.

V "fi^ffT
"'' *° ^" *"'• '''''• °"* ^'' '""«1- She put hers in

It. Did I startle you?" he said. "If you don't want me, I
will go away."

'•I thought you were bridge-building in the West."
"I could get away at last. I crossed the Atlantic because

I wanted to see you. Do you mind, very much.?"
"Do I mind seeing you here, in Brittany? No, I do not

know that I mind that. ... Sit down and tell me about


