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had not dreamed of her as ever giving herself to

any lover so splendidly. If he had dreamed

—

he realized with a strange feeling at the heart

—

he could never have withstood. . . .

It was to be hoped that I\Irs. Brainard, in the

other room, had found a book upon the table

"which interested her or, hungry for food as she

had professed herself to be, she must inevitably

have found the time pass slowly before she was

summoned to her promised supper.

Out in the old, dark, oak-walled kitchen,

Brown was still putting questions. He had

placed his lady in a chair, and he sat on a little

old-fashioned "cricket" before her, one that he

had found in the house when he came and had

carefully preserved for its oddity. It brought

him just where he could look up into her eyes.

.One of her hands was in both his ; he lifted it now

and then to his lips as he talked. The packages

of eggs and lettuce and bakery cakes stood un-

touched and forgotten on the table. If Helena


