
MT HOME-COMING
dit IliMiki thee.*' Tbe people on boeid took ns for

titlier and deaghter. Old lediea looked et me with oom*
pewrionete eyet ; they weie thinking, ** Poor giri, eon-

•mnptivoi no doubt ; irbmt » blow tt will be (or that

food old father of here!**

MMmr wanted to slop a day or two in Merwilles, but I

iniieted on going on with the Calvary. I fdt that if it

were to laet much longer I might be capable in iheer

funk ci asking Uidm to take me back to Algiers. It

was not so much what Austen would do or say to me
that stopped my heart with fear ; it was the thou|^t

that our eyes would meet, that he would look at m»—
that he would look at me with those clear, serious,

reflective, humourless, kind blue eyes. What will be-

come of me when he looks at me like that ?

I came to Paris, end I left it without realiiing that I
toot Hurt ! That shows what state of mind I must have

been in. I would not stop in Lond(m—^we spent only a
couple of hours at the house, to take a bath, food,

and change clothes. We wired from there to Mount
Haad.
What is ther^ so ttmister in a station ? To me it is the

hall of hell. It is ugly, it is precise, it is utilitarian, it is

inexorable. One comes to a station with a purpose

—

that in itself is depressing. It is in a station ^ere,
excepting at a freshly filled grave, the greatest number
of people with red eyelids can be seen. It is colder than

anywhere else. Porters are the saddest of men ; they

look like harassed cab horses, with sore feet. And then

there are time-tables

!

At first we had other people in our compartment, so
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