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Behind her where she stood hung a print of Lear—

the hovel on the heath, the storm-bent trec8, the figure
of the old man, the shivering Fool with his "Poor Tom's
a-cold. Beside her, fa.stenM to the wall, was a lettor-box
with a g aaa front full of letters and pieture^ards waiting
to be taken to the evening post. Tragedy and the com-
monplace things of lift^biit Jean, for the moment, was
lifted far from either. She was seeing a new heaven and
a new earth. Words were not nealed. She looked into
Kichard I lantagenet's eyes and knew that he wanted her,
and she put her hands out to him like a trusting child.

When Jock and Mhor reached the dining-room and
found Richard Plantagenet seated beside Jean they were
rapturous m their greetings, pouring questions on him.
demanding to know how long he meant to stay.

As long as you stay," he told them.
"Oh, good "Jock said. "Are you fearfully keen on

Shakespeare? Jean's something awful. It gives me a sort
of hate at him to hear her."

"Oh, Jock," Jean protested, "surely not. I'm not
nearly as bad as some of the people here. I don't haver
quite so much I was in the drawing-room this
morning and heard two women talking, an English woman
and an Ainerican. The English woman remarked casually
that Shakespeare wasn't a Christian, and the American
protested, 'Oh, don't say He had a great White SouL' "

Gosh Maggie!" said .k. "What a beastly thing to
say about anybody! If Shakespeare could see Stratford
now I expect he'd laugh—all the shops full of little heads,
and pictures of his house, and models of his birth-
place

. . . it's enough to put anybody off being a genius."
1 was dreadfully snubbed in a shop to-day," said Jean

smiling at her lover. "It was a very nice mixed-up shop
with cakes and crucifixes and little stucco figures, presided


