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298 THE STARS

A sort of insanity of joy, of childish excitemeni
came upon Sheila when she had recognized her visi-
tor. She flitted about the room, she laughed, she
talked half-wildly- it had been such a long silence— m broken, ejaculatory sentences. It was Dickie's
dumbness, as lie leaned against the door, looking at
her, that sobered her at last. She came close to him
agam and saw that he was shivering and that streams
of water were running from his clothes to the floor.
"Why, Dickie! How wet you are!"— Again she

put her hands on his arms — he was indeed drenched
She 'ooked up into his face. It was gray and drawn in
the uncertain hght.

"That dreadful river! How did you cross it!"
Dickie smiled.

"It would have taken more than a river to stop
me," he said in his old, half-demure, half-ironical
fashion. And that was all Sheila ever heard of that
brief epic of his journey. He drew away from her now
and went over to the fire.

"Dickie" — she followed him— "tell me how you
came here. How you knew where I was. Wait— I'll
get you some of Cosme's clothes— and a cup of tea."

This time, exhausted as he was, Dickie did not fail
to stand up to take the cup she brought him. He
shook his head at the dry clothes. He did n't want
Hilhard's things, thank you; he was drying out
nicely by the fire. He was n't a bit cold. He sat and
drank the tea, leaning forward, his elbows on his


