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But you will be all right again in

ance—"I swear it.

the morning."

"Willi? You think so, do you? Well, I can only
say that I wish I did I"

Rhoda Gray leaned sharply forward, staring in
amazement at the figure on the bed. The woman's
voice was the same, it was still hoarse, still heavy,
and the words came with painful effort; but the Eng-
lish was suddenly perfect now.

"Nan, what is it? I don't understand!" she said
tensely. "What do you mean?"

"You think you know what's the matter with me."
There was a curious mockery in the weak voice. "You
think I've drunk myself into this state. You think
I'm on the verge of the D.T.'s now. That empty
bottle under the bed proves it, doesn't it? And any-
body around here will tell you that Gypsy Nan has
thrown enough empties out of the window there to
stock a bottle factory for years, some of them on the
flat roof just outside the window, some of them on the
roof of the shed below, and some of them down into
the yard, just depending on how drunk she was and
how far she could throw. And that proves it, too,
doesn't it? Well, maybe it does, that's what I did it

for; but I never touched the stuff, not a drop of it,

from the day I came here. I didn't dare touch it.

I had to keep my wits. Last night you thought I was
drunk when you found me in the doorway downstairs.
I wasn't. I was too sick and weak to get up here. I
almost told you then, only I was afraid, and—and I
thought that perhaps I'd be all right to-day."

"Oh, I didn't know I" Rhoda Gray was on her knees
beside the bed. There was no room to question the
truth of the woman's words, it was in Gypsy Nan's
eyes, in the struggling, labored voice.
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