
CHAPTER V

HE lost her for a while, and when he saw 
her again she was in the open air. He 

was with her, though not exactly by her side. 
As far as he could judge he was both leading 
her and following after her. He was above 
her, and also holding her hand. If he could 
have been everywhere about her at one and 
the same instant, it was that.

It seemed to be Sunday. There was no 
work going on in the streets, and there was the 
Sunday air of leisure. Molly walked rapidly, 
her eyes toward the ground. Her whole 
little figure expressed concentration of pur
pose.

He knew the suburb. The shady streets, 
the trim green lawns, the low stone walls with 
vines tumbling over them, the wooden houses 
painted for the most part in dull tones of red 
and yellow, were those with which he had
always been familiar. High on a knoll he 
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