
ONE mo *ng one of the two butchers

looked at me and spoke my name.

Sister Desiree-des-Anges and I looked

at the butcher boy in surprise. He was a new
one, but I soon recognized him. He was the

eldest son of Jean le Rouge. He was de-

lighted to see me again, and told me that his

parents had got a good place at the Lost Ford.

He himself didn't care about working in the

fields, and had found work with a butcher in

the town. Then he told me that the Lost

Ford was quite near Villevieille, and asked

me if I 'new it. I nodded my head to say

that I did. He went on to say that his father

and mother had been there for some months,

and that there had been feasting there last

week because Henri Deslois was married. I

heard him say a few words more which I

didn't understand, then the daylight in tHe

kitchen turned into black night, and I felt

the tiles give way under my feet and drag me
down into a bottomless hole. I remember

Sister Desiree-des-Anges coming to help me,

but an animal had fastened itself on my chest.
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