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with bald disgust. Nevertheless, there were times, neces-«nly,whenawriter wished that he had no relative^dS^tary a. all; and this, in a word, was one of them. cSrl^
f^U mdefinitely; he did not wish to listen to sportfag an«dote and remmiscence, hour after hour; in chi^^he ^d n^twish to go to bed at half-past ten o'clock. HowUr he Ideach and aU of these things, perforce.

'

"Always retire early after a fight! - that was my father'snJe, long as he Uved!" cried Uncle George, his bLk el^gerousy bright. . .
. "No-let's see. Before algh^^Aat was father's wayl Well, good gadl - to^ late fJthatnowl You come along to bed, my dear feUowl. "

But, m tune, a sweet snoring from the paraUel white couchindicated freedom, welcome solitude, at Lt. AnTthenSyoung njan rose noiselessly in the dark, and sUpped ba^ttiefam^ Studio, where all his personal life had^lonfh^

l^u ^V'°'"- °" '^' °'^ writing-table, in front rfwbch he had sat and pondered so many hou^s, so l.ymghts the green-domed lamp was set burning anew. W
Big Bill without sm-cease ticked off the flying minutes of awriter's pnzed leisure. But Charles heed^ not 8?^!Wrapped m a bathrobe grown too short for his long^ '

he paced bs carpet on slippered -et, up and down; andTrew« no such thing as bedtime now. For this day the authorityhad made the last and the best of aU his many discoveriesab^t Woman: and he did not see how he coufd ever Zp


