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wore more fully about head and face, for even through the aide
atreete there were now echoing drunken voices. She came to the
convent door, rang, and greeting the sister who came told how alone
she was in the dty. The door opened to admit her of course, and
she only wished that Edward might see her in the convent garden
or m the little room where the nuns said she might sleep that night.
But no one slept in the convent that night. It was burned.

The nuns and the young girb, their pupils, and the women who had
come for refuge stayed the night in the churchyard. It was cold and
there was a high wind. The leafless branches of the trees clatteredm it, and below, on their knees, the nuns murmured prayers, their
half-frozen hands fingering their rosaries. The young girls drew
together for warmth, and the Mother Superior stood, counselling
and comforting. And the convent burned and the dty burned,
with a roaring and crackling of flames and a shouting of men.


