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"and I pronua«i them you would be through with it byau»ev«u,^.

Soyouw«,tto.taywithitnowtiUyou-|;
finwhed. I guess there's not much mow to do. Don't
forget the litUe garden in front."

"No;Iwon'tforgetI"
Geaiy went away, and for another hour Vandover keptat his work, stohdly. his mind empty of all thought, know-mg onty ttat he was very tired, that his back^ him.

•bout the bttie garden, picking up the discokmred news-
papers with which it was Httered. the burnisher's wife
returned, together with her sister and the KtUe boy; the
httie boy eaUng a slice of bread and butter. They re-
entered the house; Vandover heard their voices, now in
one room, now in another. They were looking over their
future home again; evidently they lived close by
Suddenly the burnisher's wife came out upon the front

steps, lookmg down into the litUe garden, calling for Van-
dover. She was not pretty; she had a nose like a man and
ner chm was broad.

"Say. there." she caUed to Vandover, "do you mean to
say that you've finished inside here?"

h-'J*^/'
"^""^ Vandover. straightening up. nodding

his head. "Yes, I've finished."

"WeU. just come in here and look at this
"

Vandover followed her into the little parlour. Her sis-
ter was there, very fat, smelling somehow of taUow candles
and cooked cabbage; nearby stood the litUe boy stiU eat-
ing his bread and butter.

"Look at that baseboard." exclaimed the burnisher's
wife. You never touched that. I'll bet a hat." Van-


