
«0 THE OABDEN OF RESURRECTION

He shrugged his shoulders and beckoned lazily for
his bill. "Can't help what they think," said he.
" Matter of fact, I don't believe they like it at all.

We're an old family, you see. The Fennells have been
in Ireland since Cromwell. He gave us our estates,
every inch of which has gone. The only property left

is the old house my aunts live in. They'll be glad
enough if I get a rich wife. For that reason I suppose
they put up with her; but it goes against the grain. In
Ireland, you know, a drop of black blood is the greatest
curse you can have. They won't let any one get a
glimpse of her. I can tell you, it's a mystery over
there. Everybody knows there's some one staying
in the house—but they won't let her be seen. Rather
rough on her, you know. They take her out for walks
when it's dark—make her put a veil ovei her face.
You wouldn't believe it in a cosmopolitan place
like London

; but it makes all the difference over
there."

I heard no more than that. I could wait to hear no
more.

" My things," said I to the attendant. He wanted to
pull down the collar beneath my coat. I could not
have borne that. It was a matter of walking home to
Mount Street. There are times when the more civilised
methods of progression have no meaning at all. There
are times when one must return to Nature and use one's
legs. I walked hoiae, and all the time there sang in my
head that phrase—no woman has ever come to me in
trouble.
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