
EVER AFTER t281

Lucy looked <lown al li.r lian.N, >till IhM (IomIv

l.ctwci-n hi-. ;i- thouuh making a discovery. He

\vait<'«l till il eaiii'' in words.

"Dana — I Hhr iakin^' it from you."

-Cod know-, how I like -ivin- il to you!" Then

a cloek >lruek, and he had to go.

Luev painte<l ev(>ry morning in her bedroom,

^vhere"^he lluhl wa- belter than in the sunny mam

room. She was .leveloping from memory sk.'lehes

,„ade in the Sh.,re gar.len, and ihe plain little room,

filled out so laboriou>ly in love of her. seemed to

weave a spell about her, so that she w<.rk(Ml w.ili

nuhanle<l brushes on fairy canvas, an<l held scenes

of nu.gie beaulv under her eyelids. So .leep was

the glamour that .urrounde.l her, that mornmg,

Ihat^he did not notice the opening of the <loor

l,chin.l her, and worked on in happy unconsciouM.ess

of a spectator on the threshold. Fifteen nunutes

later a voice made her jump.

'Td leave it there," it said. "You'll overdo it

ifvougot)n."

"'•Candv!" Lucy flew to her, but could gel little

pergonal" atlention; Candace was intent on the

sketch She looked at it from .o many angles

that Lucy grew worried. "I haven't had any lime

to work this winter," she apologized.

At la>t Candy turned to her.

''What has happened to you?" >he demanded.


