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I did n t attempt to go to bed ; I was afraid they might
be wantmg me again. Toward four o'clock Sandy
came to my library with word that the boy was asleep
and that Percy had moved up a cot and would sleepm his room the rest of the night. Poor Sandy looked
sort of ashen and haggard and done with life. As I
looked at him, I thought about how desperately he
worked to save others, and never saved himself, and
about that dismal home of his. with never a touch of
cheer and the horrible tragedy in the background of
his life. All the rancor I 've been saving up seemed to
vanish, and a wave of sympathy swept over me. I
stretched my hand out to him; he stretched his out to
me. And suddenly— I don't know— something elec-
tric happened. In another moment we were in each
other s arms. He loosened my hands, and put me
down m the big arm-chair. « My God I Sallie, do you
think I m made of iron? " he said and walked out I
went to sleep in the chair, and when I woke the sun
was shining in my eyes and Jane was standing over mem amazed consternation.

This morning at eleven he came back, looked me
coldly m the eye without so much as the flicker of an
eyelash, and told me that Thomas was to have hot milk
every two hours and that the spots in Maggie Peters's
throat must be watched.

Here we are back on orr old standing, and positively
I don t know but what 1 dreamed that one minute in
the night I


