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you. So that's one of the questions I don't ask i
thought somewhat of asking you what I had better doBut how could you tell me? No one can tell me that.'Perhaps when he comes back, I shall know what to do Imust take my chance. I wanted to ask you if there wasanythmg you could say, knowing some of the circuT
stances, as I thmk you do - was there anything you
cou^d suggest, anything ...?'• Mrs. Maughm paused.Mary s voice was thin now when she spoke.

When you called me on the telephone I thought youwanted me to take some letters."
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"Yes," said the stenographer, and she put on her grey
gloves and got up from the chair, wondering if her legswould g,ye way before she could get out of the room and
down-stairs and out of the house.

J27 ^''^\ '•''
r"*8^'' '° set out, "a minute ago,

could I suggest anything?" *'

"Yes," said Mrs. Maughm eagerly.
"I think," she said in her strained little voice "that aman likes a woman to be there when he comes home-
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'° •''" ^^' P''"^^^. The beautifulmh colour that the years of confining occupation had notquenched rose to her cheeks, filled her face now. Mrs
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children."''' '
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rom ^r V ["""^'"f'"S ^°' "^'^^ ""i^-' °f 'he trainfrom New York. His hands were behind his back, hishead was bent. He was a soi-disant lover, awaiting the
arrival of a pretty woman who, at his suggestion, wL to


