
THE COMING OF THE LODGER it

transferred to a plate, and proceeded to dab apple
beside it.

Bindle regarded her uncomprehendingly.
"In The Gospel Sentinel." She vouchsafed

the information grudgingly and, rising, she fetched
a paper from the dresser and threw it downm front

of Bindle, indicating a particular part of the page
with a vicious stab of her fore-finger.

Bindle picked up the paper. The spot indicated
was the column headed "Wanted." He read:

"Christian Home wanted by single gentle-

man, chapel-goer, temp^ance, quiet, musical,
home-comforts, good-cooking, moderate terms.
References given and required. Apply Lonely
c/o The Gospel Sentinel."

Bindle looked up from the paper at Mrs. Bmdle.
" WeU ? " she challenged.

He turned once more to the paper and re-read
the advertisement with great deliberation, for-

getful of his fast-cooling plate.

"Well," remarked Bindle judicially, " this is a
Christian 'ome right enough, plenty of soap an'
water, with an 'ymn or two thrown in so as you
won't notice the smell. Cookin's good likewise,

an' as for 'ome-comforts, if we ain't got 'em, who
'as? There's sweepm' an' scrubbin' an' mats
everywhere, mustn't smoke in the parlour unless
you 'appen to be the chimney, and of course
there's you, the biggest 'ome-comf<Mrt of all.


