
jm^ |<vn htr. (Slw luMl qiun'tltd with UriyI H*MUinu« would b« luvliic htr. It wu ill ovtr.)

8h« prtpartd for him, brokm-hMrtcdly, • Uviih
dlniMr o< MulTtd heart and mathtd pouton; and
ht cam* horn* aarllcr than uaual to eat it with
what ah* mlttook for algna o( a b«ttir (cdlnf to-
ward hcraalf. That night, to htr iurpr..t, ha did
not (0 out; ht rtad hli ntwapapcr and rt-rtad It

and rtad It a(aln, until it waa tvidtnt to htr that
ht waa rtading tht aamt pagct twice without know-
ing it. She watched him—but withoui .athtring
any Idtt of what waa going on in hia mind.

And aht watchtd him all next day (which waa
Sunday) without undentanding hit .lack-luattr
mood. hIa abient-mlndedneM and hia gentlentia
toward heratlf. Ht did not go out; ht aat gloomily
indoori; and when he propoied a nrcet-car ride in
the cool of the evening, the went with him, in a
rcmoraeful atate of wonder.

At latt, when the could bear it no longer, tht
aaktd: "What't btconie o' the girl thai vuh don't
uke her?"

"Her," he taid bitterly. "We're not good
enough for her."

"An' why not?" «he cried.

" 1 don't know," he antwered, in a tone hard and
tven. " And I don't care."

"There now I" Mra. Regan addreited hcraeU
aloud. "What d' yuh thinlt o' that?" Sheltered
at him, turning in her teat, with luch an expreuion
of bewilderment that he aiked, aourly ;

" What'a the
matter?"

" Nothin'," she laid, collecting herself. " Nothin'
at all."

But throughout the silence in which they
finished their car ride, she kept saying to herself
in her thoughts: ' What d' yuh think o' that? An'
me thinkin' he was mad at me an' goin' to leave
me fer the girl What d' yuh think o'

that? The likei o' her I The likes o' her to be
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