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last of their provisions) on to boiJ, sat down to nurse

the hungry biby.

" Maman dear," said Sylvie, still in the strained whis-

per of the days of terror. She could not speak aloud for

weeks. " Maman dear," she whispered, " in the salon,

in the dining-room, I wanted to try to clean it, but it is

all nasty, like where animals have been."

" Hush !
" said her mother firmly. " Don't think about

that. Don't look in there. It'll make you sick if you do.

Stay here, tend the fire, watch the baby, and play with

Raoul." She outlined this program with decision and

hurried back downstairs to go on with the execution of

one conceived in the same spirit. If she could only get

the pharmacy to look a little as it had when Jules had

left it, it seemed to her that Jules would seem less lost

to her.

She choveled the incredible quantity of broken glass

back through the shop into what had been her garden,

hardening herself against a qualm of horror at the closer

view of the wreckage there. The two big sycamore trees

had been cut down and sawn into lengths to use for fuel

in the open fire, the burned-out embers of which lay in a

black ring where the arbor had stood.

She went back to her work hastily, knowing that if

she stopped for an instant to look, she would be lost.

At noon she went upstairs, and with the children

lunched on potatoes and salt.

She was putting the last of the innumerable drawers

back in its place, after having tried it in all the other
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