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He murmured some vague thanks as she
turned abruptly, ‘averting her head, and
followed Ler up the little trodden path to
the open door. It was & two-roomed cot-
tage, with a tidy lean-to shed at the back,
built for a kitchen. She slipped past to
it, and he could hear her dragging the ket-
t e across the stove, clinking cups and sau-
cers.

Left to himself a moment, he looked
about him with swift observant eyes.
Everythiog in the room was very plain,
wvery simple, tlessly clean, whit hed
‘walls and bare floor and the scantiest of
plain made furnitare. There was one or
two good pictures, oil sketches; some mur-
igolds in'a buwi on a mantel shelf, near
an old pewter jug. A row of bookson a
dong shelf against the wall. A man's
straw hat lay oo a chair, frayed and rhab-
by:and burn by the sun, and he seemed
towsee intuitively the man who wore it.
‘The room seemed to speak of him, its
aseetic bareness, its uncompromising util-
ity.

He moved to the book shelf, knowing
iniadvnce what books he would tind there.
The whole house laid bare its story to him
frankly on entry,and the story of the wist-
ful restless faced woman with the city
voice. His gaze travelled along the titles,
some familiar and some unfamiliar, and
#s he tarned away again he caught sight
©of a small framed [portrait, an engraving
hung on the wall. His mouth curved car-
ionsly as he looked at it.

The girl came in from the kitchen carry-
ing a teapot and-some cups.

‘*There isn't any cake.”’ she said. ‘‘I'm
40 sorry, but we don’t have company often.

And you can eat bread and butter, ean’t
you? And there’s fruit.”’

‘Bhe was making little journeys to and
from the kitchen while she talked.

Mikmow it' queer asking jou in like
this, but you don’t mind, do you? And
‘we're quite strangers, so it doesn’t matter.
‘One 80 seldom sees guests here, one likes
toanake the most of them!’ She laughed,

finitely patiful.

There was almost a defiance in herfriend-
liness, a reckless eagerness to make the
wost of this ch hour’s panionship.
She ate scarcely anything herself; all the
time she was watching him, listening to
him chatting in a quick detached way
about one thing and another. Gradually
there grew up for him in her face, her
manner, something quaintly cnildish, in-
All the loneliness of her
life spoke to him wistfully, tentatively,
in this room with ite unhomelike furnish-.
ing, its air of emptiness.

When he had finished she still kept
pressing him to take more. His hand
moved unthinkingly to his coat pocket,and
she said at once: ‘‘Yes, do smoke,! 1 do
wish you would.”’

He lit his pipe.

*‘Do you live here all the yeai round?’’
he asked.

Yes. Saummer and winter,’’

‘‘Not alone?"’

She flushed very slightly. ‘*My husband
is away today. He is up in the City. Gen-
erally he is at home. 1 expect him back in
a little while.”’

He looked round him .again at the bare
room, indecent 1n its silent avowal, at her,
sitting there with her restless “face, her
work hardened hands, and risked all his
psychological insight in onesingle cast.

‘‘Why, desr girl, why did yoa do it?""

She laughed.

*‘Why? O, it's simple, isn't it?"’ she le-
aned back, her fingers gripping the chair
edge. *'It's all written out for you. You
can just come in right here and read it. |
suppose 1 did it because | was a fool—a tool
—8 fool! There! 1 guess you wonder at my
sitting here saying it to you, but I've gct
to just that point I' d say it to anyone—
just anyone at all that ecame Jalong.”’ The
childishness went from her face. Shelrose,
pushing her chair aside, and walked abont
the room.

‘'l guess 1 don’t have to tell you any-
thing, de 1? | was young, wnd 1 didn't
know wnyting, and it all sounded very’nice

‘bt hecould read the nervous restl
in ber volct. the h
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*“‘Wount' you schair ,upt--that's
! t. Donyr m? lt'- n age singe

and beaatiful, and 1 ted to try jit. |
thought it:would:work. .A swo;roemed cot-
tage, some books and.an acreof greuad . .
waell, kve - fonnd it -eut. Jden't iit' tmeny.



