
t THE MAN OF IRON

attempt to remove the o»u»e of contention by force resulted

in Nurse's being butted, though not hard 1 and Miss Josey

kicked with viciousness. In the confusion that ensued, the

Kibei effected an escape from the scene of combat. And

the door of the sitting-room being open, Carolan trotted

across the Government cocoa-nut matting of the landing

with the intention of confessing his own misdeeds, since

Miss Josey was quite certain to report him at headqiiarters,

had not this often-tested method of blunting the edge of

retributory justice failed, through his own fault.

For upon entering the large, shabbily furnished room,

situated on the second floor of a gaunt, gray stone building

known as Block D, Married OtBoers' Quarters—the room

that served Captain Breagh and his second wife as sitting-

room, dining-room, smoking-room and boudoir— Carolan

became aware that his stepmother, quite unconscious of

his intrusion, was dusting the china vases on the mantel-

shelf; and was instantly possessed by the conviotuin that

it would be huge fun to hide under the large round table

that occupied the middle of the worn Diussels carpet, and

bounce out upon the poor lady when she turned, making

her say " Owh !"

So the boy noiselessly dived under the deep, hanging,

silk-fringed border of the Indian shawl that covered the

circular Pembroke table, upon which were ranged, about a

central basket of wax fruit and flowers, gilt frames with

spotty daguerrotypes, albums of scraps. Books of Beauty

containing the loveliest specimens of Early Victorian female

aristocracy, and Garlands of Poetry reeking with the senti-

mental effusions of Eliza Cook and L. E. L., interspersed

with certain card-cases and paper-knives of Indian carved

ivory and sandal-wood, and other trifles of brass and

filigree-ware.

The big, shabbily furnished second-floor room had three

windows looking out upon the gravelled expanse of the


