
pMtful: uid hit Aiul ilfh o< nplttion would b« •• HIS
tloquint to htr ii tht luipiration of * (ull hiwt. MOTHER

Sh* «">uld htvt to ttll him all iht (OHip of tht
neighborhood—where the knew ever>aody'i trou-

ble!, beeauie everybody eime to her to borrow «
little aiiiitance in bearing them. (" Yuh can luv*
annything I've got to tpare," ihc would tell them.
"Many't the time when I had nothin', I witht !

c'u'd borry it meaelf.") And he would read the

newtpapert and litten to her talk—both at the one
time—and if there waa anyone happier than Mra,
Regan then, it waa acme one who had no right to be.

She waa aura of that.

" He'a late," aha aaid. " I wonder—there now I"

It waa he.

She did not wait to wave him a greeting. She
ran to the kitchen and caught up her towel, all her

anxieties forgotten on the inetant. And it waa with
no resentful impatience that she cried, " la that

yerself?" when ahe heard the door open.

" Sure," he anawered. " HowVe you been?'*

She looked back quickly over her ahouldcr aa

ahe meatured her drawing of tea. (She aaid after-

ward :
" As soon as he opened his mouth, I knowed

there waa somethin' wrong.") She heard him com-
ing down the little hall to her; and he should have
gone to wash. " Dinner'a ready," she aasurcd him.

He aaid :
' So'm I."

He had a parcel in his hand. He tossed it upon
the kitchen uble.

" What'a that?" she asked.

He anawered: "Open it and see."

She was not only mystified; she waa naturally

aomewhat alarmed. And his casual explanations,

aa ahe untied the string, did not reassure her. (He
had seen " it " on the street. A push-cart peddler

had had it He had thought she might like it.)

It waa a white crocheted " umbrella " shawl.

She apread it out, half-flattered, uneasy, touched

by his thought for her, but uncertain how to take it


