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" What oould I do? " she said. " I had to use my own jiulg'

mcnt."
" You had not You had to use mine."

He paused impressivt'ly.

" It '8 no use, my cliild, lighting against the facts."

To Ilenr; Uura was a little angry child, crying over the hittci

dose of life', lie had got to make her take it.

He towered over her, a Brodrick, the incarnate spirit of fact.

It was a spirit that revolted her. She stood her ground an(

defied it in its iisulTerahle tyranny. She thought of liow thes(

men, these Brodricks. l)ehaved to genius wherever they me

it; how, among them, they had driven poor Jinny all but mad

martyrizing her in the name of fact. As for Owen, she knev

what" thev had thought and said of him, how they judged hin

by the facts. If it came to that she could light the Docto

with his own weapcms. If he wanted facts he should havi

them ; he should have all the facts.

''This isn't wliat 's killing him/' she said. "It's all th

other things, the imngs he was made to do. (Joing out to Man

churia— that began it. He ought never to have been sen

there. Then— live years on that abominable paper. Thiiil

how he slaved on it. You don't know what it was to him. T

have to sit in stuffy theatres v ' offices; to turn out at night ii

vile weather ; to have to work .ether he was fit to work or not.

He looked down at her ve quietly and kindly. It was wIkm

people were really outrageous that a Brodrick came out in hi

inexhaustible patience and forbearance.

" Y^ou say he had to do all these things. Is that the fact ?
"

" No," said Laura, passionately, " it 's the truth."

" What do you mean by that ?
"

" i mean it 's what it amounted to. They— they drove liii

to it with their everlasting criticism and fault-finding and com

plaining."
" I should not have thought he was a man to be much affects

by adverse citicism."
" You don't know," she retorted, " how he was affected. Y^oi


