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seemed to be unchanged. He ate hig breakfast-
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ShtT), ^^"'\*"""«*°"''^l'«™lf- Thatnight, to her surprise, he did not go out: he read hisnewspaper and re-read it and read ifagain untJu JlX wilSr,^''*-'^
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aWmindedness and his gentleness toward he sel^He did not go out; he sat gloomily indoors; and whenhe proposed a street-car ride in the cool of ^e Tven
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At last, when she could bear it no longer, she asked:
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