PROLOGUE. X1

stood up, to yawn and stretch
herself out of the stiffness from a
night spent on the hard floor.
She was not a pretty child, unless
naturally curling fair hair, that
would be fairer when it was
washed, could make her so. The
long, thin legs that came below
her torn dress made her too tall
for her age, and what might have ~
been a passable mouth was spoiled
< by the departure of two of the
_front “ baby ” teeth and the tardy
arrival of the later contingént.
Part of the day the child
seemed satisfied with her new-
found liberty. Havingdiscovered
a stale crust or two in a cupboard,
she wanted no more, for her diet
had never been luxurious. Into -
every corner of the house she
intruded her small freckled nose,
pulling down from shelves all
sorts of odds and ends that had
been left behind as worthless at
the flitting.
There was an old straw bonnet




