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was alone all the time now, except
for Mother Taylor and Ella's occa-
sional visite, .

A sudden’and sickening revela-|
tion came to me one day when May |

1

|weer married,” was her answer to
that.

| “Then you do believe 1t? Why do
!you think then that I should hide
the fact? Do you believe she is

she asked finally.

“No,” I said quietly. “If I had any
good reason for bringing Mrs. An-
derson 1 would, but she would find
it hard to leave her family."”
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was calling, the first visit from her |
for weeks. The baby was on the |
lawn and I called her for her nap. |
“Connie,” I called and she did |
not come, “Connie Anderson! You
little witch-" I ran down and picked
her up to carry her to the house. |
May surveyed us with uplifted eye-
brows. [
“Connie Anderson, you call her?” |
“Yes, that's her name.” |
“But of course, she's ‘your child.” |
“No. She's the daughter of—of a ‘[

|

Winthrop's child?” AT AT 4
‘ For it is naturally the intention to
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“I suppose since you find it so
unpleasant here you’ll be going
back tothe city?”

“I—I—how should I know? They
all' say different things.”

“Some that she isn't! Some imply
that Colin is—well, why repeat it?
/1 didn’t even know Colin until a lit-
tle while ago."”
| “Well they do talk,” Mother Tay-
Jor was at last relieved that the
subject was up for discussion. “It
seems that all believe she's yours,
but she was born too early. 1t's as
bad for Winthrop as you. And you

'did elope suddenly.”

relieved | I sat silent, hurt, anery, wretched
|disiflusioned. At one blow my lovely
quiet country village vas taken
from me. Instead of a refuge of
peace and quiet, it was a howling
imonster that wanted my happi-
ness my good name, my very life,

'hat wicked people they are!”
IT said finally. “Mother Taylor, you
{know better, you certainly don’t be-
lieve this nonsense, do you? 1
bring Mrs. Anderson down here.
The only way to convince these peo-
ple there's no scandal is to producg
the child’s real mother. She may
look enough like Mrs. Anderson to
make them believe, and stop this
jtalk.”
I 1 was against a wall, the whole
itown fighting me. I suddenly hated
them feared them. I wanted to ran.
But I wouldn't.
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“No,” 1 answered. again. “I had
thought of that, but 1 shan't. I've
just finished fixing up this house.
I'm perfectly comfortable here and
Connie is improving every day. It's
cowardly to run. It looks guilty: too,
so I'll stay. More than that, Colin
is coming again—if you'll let him
have a room in your house.”
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friends have their babies away
hlog summers at a time.”
| “Why not?" 1 asked,
that this was it, for this was easy
| to explai ‘It happens in this case
| that Connie’s mother is a poor wo
{man and at Connie gets i g
jyou \"Oflld ;:'i.\'o h:-\r l,\:n\l.l‘“l,"\",’? name :;::)tn{vuﬂ [lh ;ltud (hncnrui rf;‘ll):elltlvl:xlntx';;'
{—that is, “"””“‘4‘1\ ”“l‘n’ “ho was |1ast year when she was quite small,

1 f“‘"‘"l' wondering what "7 1 didn’t say anything about her par
driving at. lents because I didn't want gossip
about the poor youngster.”

Evi- o
dently she had not expected to tell
me all this about my mother. [t
‘was the first time I had ever been
able to find out anything definite
at all, and I did not want to let the .
OP.Dm‘tunity slip.

‘:'lee 80 on,” I begged. H

vé’ﬂer all, there isn’t so much to
tell,” Aunt Harriet continued, play-
ing with a handsome black pearl
ring she wore, “It was evident your
father and mother were unsuited
o each other from the start., She
Wwas not born to the sort of life she W
had to lead with him, and she made| “What do you mean?’ I asked,
him too ridiculous.” |though in a tlash 1 guessed- gues “She hds your name—"

How?” She hated to spend mon. |sed irom the horrible expression I «Hapr mother is my laundress in
ey for things. She dismissed ser- | town. Her husband practically de
vants, she wanted to do her own serted her when she was ill. I was
work. She hated to spend money ‘nica to her, as anyone would have
on clothes, having always made her {been, and she named the baby after
own. She thought it wicked to have ime out of gratitude. She happens
more than three courses at a din-| to be the sister of my maid here,
ner—your father used to get din- anything pec- | Bllen.”
ners wherp there were 15 and 20." {uliarly unpleasant happens, one's| That would quiet the talk, 1

“How awrul,” I murmured. Ibrain refuses to comprehend it.{thought, with a feeling of great re

My aunt smiled. |That was how I felt for an instant lief. But May maintained the sneer

“Of course in those days things pefore May's cynical expression. tabout her moath,
were done differently. But your| +“What do vou mean?”’ I asked | ] bhegan to laugh suddenly.
mother would not try to conform.|again, though I knew all the time | “If she were my daughter, why
She believed her own narrow, econ- | May took refuge in evasion, which | should I hide that fact from Wel
omical way the best. The odd part|is always the coward’s trick. lesville? Wouldn't T have written it .
was that she looked so dainty and| «Op, nothing,” she murmured. |to Mother Taylor, so all you would | ‘At least I'm glad to know they
pretty, and when she was dressed| | watched her steadily. Ordinar-|have known when e was born?’|don’t like,me, and why,” I said fin-
up in the sort of clothes fit for her|ijy | shrank, both mentally and Still the sneer. This time it deep-lally.. “It clears the atmosphere,
station, she was one of the prettiest x,}lv,;j\.;\n,\g from anything unpleas-|ened. Again 1 felt the flash of in-{doesn’'t it? 1 could not understand
women in the city. She could have|ant. | would always rather say I n, the hint my mind would not | this curious antagonism, I've felt
made him her slave, if she had|as wrong in an argument, for In-a |it ever since 1 came back.”
tried, for your father has always'giance, than carry on a distasteful “She couldn’t be my chaild any-| “Why did you come back?” Moth-
been susceptible to beauty in algjseyssion. ‘This implication, how- way,” I explained, desperately anx-|er Taylor demanded suddenly.
‘woman. { was so tremendous that I had|jous to see that sneer go. “I was|“There were lots of other places to

“I suggested taking her abroad. t at the root of it. And I was marnried in August, Connie was born|go. Your aunt goes away all sum-
Europe was the great place tolpq: afraid. ! late in March.” {mer, why don't you go with her?”
“finish off' one’s education. ‘Q'he}; So I stood before her calmly en-! The sneer became a maliclous| A visipn of the restless summer
was seasick she hated the strange|,,eh Connie held in my arms, and|smile, {my aunt led, came to me. Parties
new cities, she ‘disliked the pecpl2|cuqdenly quieted by . the queer| “YWell!” said May, as though that|the same as those in the winter,
she met. Poor girl! I suppose We|ianceness of the atmosphere, Isettled it triumphantly. And then except they were often held out-of-
should have been sorry and helped| zray dropped her eyes and looked ! [ knew the extent of all the vicious,|doors and one wore ¢ream lace and
her more than we did. We were wx(-ee'rlinzlv uncomfortable.  Yet]sordid zossiping. {chiffon instead of tinsel and bro:
both a little impatient. Yher ‘mean . little. mouth  hadj cade. Otherwise there was little dif

“She disapproved of so many . (il around the cor-| ference between her summer and
things. Perhaps, from-a strict stand- e May was the type 'her winter life.
point she was right.  But we all), .4 moqerately dangerous adven:| | “Ilike it better here—or did. Hea-
have to make allowances. Our own tures, “thrills” she would cail “Iven knows, my Aunt and the people
code of honor cannot }m applied t"‘lho-mi But as her quiet life zave her{ So it came to me that way, so|she sees, talk enough scandal and
everyone else. . That's where she|, = opportunity for this, she satis- cruelly I could not but know all th,|808Sip! b
was narrow. .One evening & VeIV gad her taste for excltement by gos-lugly details, I could see them sit-| “Doubtless they deserve to have
distinguished woman was DICSENll e about her neighbors and ting about talking of it, of me, of|Scandal talked, my motherin-law
Abragrecapkion IEher hm““”“At‘”r‘(1\1:11'rnlinz with them. Win. Later I learned that my pic-|femarked with her lips pursed up.
father’s house, too, remember. The | “You know vou mean something, ture o cas - accurate int  ‘Doubtless they do,” 1 answered.

8 thi hi 3 ¢ ! s ture of the scene was accurate inj ) )
woman said bnuun'h‘m‘;: which m"‘;m:l el G i e ':1\141.‘..\'1-1-\4 et “But from all I hear, they talk it
fendg(l your mother's }'Lr}.lpl(\,*' ‘”“‘I"le'\'r- gaid too much, and yet not| The gossip was led by May and and deserve it as much down here.”| #5410 5 Ly drink, and a cool quiet piciure of|l d that?”
she insulted her, there, with all the| h. Better be frank and tell|Martha. naturally, since Hoth these, Big cities are always immor: Jr|trotting down the street. [t e AT e look|. “Yes,” I answered catchin p
room looking on. Everyone _\‘-mr!"“’”g‘“ PRERT D0, "‘" baaty 1 Martha, naturally, since bluth thesc [satd Mother Taylor with an air off “Iearful and wonderful” was yourself and the youngster to look}. & Le§, A OC RO LS hORS
father cared about was present. |We€ Y\‘,‘."'._\'Ofl are Ivz.p\‘mz;‘:,', | won » unhappy and, with Il]l)j“l"("“lt‘\'il'lll(‘ a) a0 [Colin’s - full  deseription of ~ the|at. and a cool poreh to 1”"":“' A of the haby ’ ?“”"ll‘ ""{'_“" f' ““""

“He was furlous. They qu;.rrv!ﬂd' I'm only rf’r\f"”‘!‘l; wh 3 il‘m‘mlls irdness n_x unhappy “-”"»"[,‘im \m\'.n-a e wlhorsahair and carved ‘knobd . furni 1(‘nnmn-, 1'm nrml.mmuu:h unjl \\(“:lh lx{rm d the cake N'm‘ﬂ l|‘ \\n\' ”}.\j‘
and she went back home. But they ¢ ARG ‘.~"l,““\‘rm? '-*l'fvnu-n, m“'\-. ipnnd aiibie "(“-'l:'l‘um-”“l |-V('|1I(‘llll(‘ll .\vith sudden fury “\.tmn the paper roses, doilies, anti-| enouzh to fall in love with youlafiernoon hefore the fire in my liv

taking refuge h’\ln‘;nr‘\;i\\ ¢ dragging other women into mis-| : Lot ars, .china dogs and now."” i

i t qanswered, ing room in town—whe was
made it up, outwardly at least, and ansvered SRLh New Vorlk aniiahe/siiap e ma AR ; . Ing room in tow hen 1

A ccuse she could find. v A : ' =
you were born six months later,|eXCUS® SaE COWC N A tios thev vary the gossip by talk-.decorations of her funny, over|
You lived with her in the country|esactly like you It came up at an afternoon tea & 2 y o e Qicrowded house. But Colin had suid|
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friend of mine. She was named |
|after me."” fw
May’s mouth curled a little. it
| "\'<;u surely don’t expect us all to

Ibelieve that, when she looks so
'xnnch like you. We thought at least

Chapter 76

I'm inclined to think that for all
her apparent disapproval, Mother|
Taylor enjoydd the prospect of this
silent fizht between thg village :mdi
myseli. She took a certain grim
pleasure in it.

Down in her heart there was a
large amount of admiration for me
because 1 would not run away, be-
causp 1 dared to stay on there and
calmly face the criticisms of the lit-
tle town. Once she had disapproved
of me. Mother-like, she had taken
every excuse to defend her son so
1 was the target for her displeasure.
Winthrop's faults had become such
that she could no longer overlook
them--therefore she had to find a
reason for them. I supplied her with
the excuse for him. Someone had to
be conflemned, so I was the one. |

But Winthrop's faults had hecome
so glaring that not even 1 could
be an.excuse, So Mother Taylor
came around to my side, and now
was ready to take my part against
the village even against her son.

She would not admit this, of
course, even to herself. But she
showed it when she said cordially:

“Of courge Mr. MacReady can
have his old room - again at. my
house, - He's a very nice man, no
trouble, and 1 like him about.”

1 half smiled, thinking how Colin
had gone tout of his way to make
Mother Taylor like him, and glad
he had succeeded.

But the dear woman could not re-
sist one final conversational dig.

“He's an artist and you admire
his taste,” she remarked, pulling
her little black cape around. her
shoulders ready to leave, “Ile says
he thinks my turniture is wonder
ful.”

“Does

NDSHIP

tiny cakes you like so. And
showed Mother Taylor's house|
keeper how. to do bacon the way!
vou like it so you can have it v\'vr.\-;
morning.”

\vq‘rried about Win ang ("chdo)?r
Right, I remember, gy “_n.
Was not married whep 1 |'p|1{ urlel
with her. She was Sludvlh 2 love
Paris. She was too hl.lpaﬁ;:( In
work hard so she never woulrl)t Fo
been a good painter, but ghe h-me
litt l]n whimiscal twist of mingd ‘;gai

a0 A .

’l::ill‘,( some of her sketchog deligy,

ol o e

S, she was very D)
love with him. She nr‘\-m? (-l:ll:lo(‘:l[m
me at all, Only, after she was i
ried, she was too gentle and s:?ar‘
to make me stay away and [ “?.:l
too much .in love and tog Weak ;
keep away myself.” i

“It must have heen dre
,\A'ou." 1 thought of the tortures of
Jealousy and disappointment that
Gwen had caused me—{he sinking,
sick feeling when 1 watched G\v;ﬂ
turn her head on that long whity
throat of hers and smile at Win

“It wasn't pleasant” i

Back of that casual comment 1
knew that Colin tos, had suffered
.Cennie slid from my lap angd (ro(:
ted into the house after her puppy

-4 new present,

“I was only thinking, as T watc).
ed you, what a wonderful womanly
woman you are,” Colin (expluinmi,
“You belong as you were a moment
ago ,mistress of a wellrun homo
with a child in your arms. = yo
stand for rest and mental relaxa.
tion, for comfort and quiet, for
everything that is home.”

“Colin, how eloguent you are be
coming!" I tried to laugh.

“Well, 'm tired enough, and en.
jough in need of a home and domes:
tic petfing to grow eloquent,” he
said, and langhed too,

“Was Muriel domestic? 1 agked,

“Not a bit,"” h, answered. “In fact

FRIE

her eyes.
Chapter 77
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| “Don't talk aboart falilng in love,

He looked tired. Ile was natur even jokingly” 1 answered gently.
ally thin, and his hard work during| Colin put down the glass, and be
a hot spell in town had pulled him|gan mixing another drink. He had
down. His skin was so pale that ev-|a favorite combination of powdered
ery freckly stood forth startin JIsugar, whiech he allowed. to melt
His thinness emphasized his large|first on the ice, and bruised mint
mouth and nose; he had forgotten ajand hot tea poured in until half the
haircut, so his thick red hairjice had melted. He¢ settled back
made his head resemble a great{again with this.
mop. “I'm mot sure I'm joking," he

Ellen came ,out on the " porch|said.  “If you were a coquette I
with tea, and I piled some cushiong|couldn’t talk. of you like this, or if
into the couch hammock, and pulled|1 didmt know you so well.”
the wicker table close to it so Colin| "It would be even worse to talk
could lie back in comfort while he[Of it seriously,” I answered. —*It
drank and ate. Little Connie came|would  be--rather disastrous
out too, in a fresh white dress with|Wwouldn't it, if you were in love with
blue ribbons and climbed into my

me?!
lap.

Colin sipped his tea and contin-
“I've been talking French to her,'{ued to regard me with solemn green
I said, twisting her soft hair

around nty fingers to make ringlets| “Proper thit I'm not seriously in
of it. “I want to get her used to the

love with:you, ig that I'm here. 1f
sound, then il begin to teach her|l were in love with you, 1 assure
simple words.

The only way to,you, I would never come near you.
learn is to hear grown-ups ::[n‘:lkiﬂ;!il made that l_ni.\‘\;lkv once.” |
it, as well as English.” | “With Muriel 2" i

Colin. regarded us thoughtfully, I knew that was the name of a|
the tall glass of iced tea in his irl with whom he had once been|
hand. Beads of moisture ran down in love. i '
the ‘glass the ice clinked with al “With Muriel,” he acknowledged.
most refreshing sound.  The cool|  “She was married. You told me)|
comfort and shade of the nnr('h‘(mm- yvour were too sensible to fall!
shut away the hot world outside, im love with any married woman,”

“What a genius you  have for/l said,
making people comfortable. and; (Colin grinned at this, and so suc
quiet, he sighed. “Yesterday at this ssfully took away all feeling of
th time 1 was a nervous, perspiringjsentiment lit‘l\\'ui‘n us. L
fternoon’s argument, And 1 smiled|Wreek. T'm lord of the 1-:11'}|| jus!{ "ll'AVXI'xtfll‘tlm:n'_v memory!” he ex-
again, watching her small figure | NOW. You give me cool thiness to claimed.” Do you remember when
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he?

was all

excellent
answer to
And she went home, feeling
had much the best of the
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Your father had gone to Europe,|Pefore. As a matter of fact she (it was the irony of it. For all the gos-| alk scandal and nothing slse, [his comment |
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been under my O e Riots blue-gray—some days a clear |yille. were brot ‘"l;t out. commented| - The scandal's worse in the ctiy|d$ ever?” he asked, looking down,
until you ran off with \\_]mlhrup, '“,” \\villmut a touch of blue,  Iler 2 nllir 4 ']‘ 1 1 “", i;u. ! g the deserted, sunbaked street.
2tails. Stre y.: ETAY ¢ Le. jon, enlare nade convincing i i F 5 P A3 e i
1 1(:2}\(1(;;:1l?"cz:ﬁgul;](;tx‘;;i:ir:l'\’:d\‘riﬁ; | hair was darker than mine, Itiwhile they sat there sewing for| It isn't. It couldn’t be,” I inter- Quite ];;‘m and festive, I ‘mT
B ) Y 83 ¢ | y & § g I N TR Al 1ol wer smi Ry : : ood;
p’;thize with my mother, when I/ Would be light brown when shelehapityt "l“lmldv thinking of th}(, bm](hd, nls.l,»l ("::lli(;ld ‘l(l)lli I'::ul' [\:"41‘:]’1"(‘:::; ,\{l.llll Q-v‘\‘:m
b ‘ i | e tails of s alk ¢ ) ) k s 8
know all my aunt could tell. Yet I|&rew “';' DOV, ]‘l was a rich gold.l rphere nad been talk enough w\'vl"‘;l:‘};;:,f ‘:;,t“' (‘)\!:::i:[hnt,-l.:) bt(.‘c.l,‘u:‘. ;1'>(- you home to Mother Taylor's to bed
¢ by have | With red tints when the sun was ol tha first hint that Win an reral 1oara. 8 § € caus St4 s it Ll SN
:f;l:\:g lr]x:;m St b o it llz;x'l]xf']«-tvlwl]”'l:ull ;'|lk“hrnt'nrnd|l:'.:\(hrn jnarrowed so. In the city, if 1 leave h('lrl;‘o nine (-;f'l,\’ "'Kh“]
. [ 4 . separd , and ta ] ¢ - i i £ AR « ow. about anaras a2 andl
“So when your father heard of| To be sure, she had tne deiicate|cjuse we were not happy U’“"”‘""-J“"\ h;“:h‘m".! .nr] "tl) Ih:l-slrl’{(”'"] l]( :”::k v;mll uxtmlt"ti\zﬁ":)‘):"::u“;m((lw( ll:'r(‘\”\\':xln’(l
vou deliberately coming down. here,| White skin that was one of my best|of course, being women, they ‘lu,"'%f'l.' 1948 ];' A OOk leL i RIS Ab'p']" rogilany Iu.Si S AR Harail
he naturally thought it was your|boints—but it was only thewose petyonded the man-—or perhaps I :""|::1;‘|'l](()::lq'|‘:1[]f‘ l;(lltm'?ft::“:l)lrstI::T:)rtx:;; T e G IAd. oL ait thac anl
3 stine 2l skin of any well-cared for baby.| arp 3 e rin | asant. alter all, 3 = ! % it
mother in”youf. her odd ll‘f'lﬁrll"‘/l:“fr‘:"t s any £ Itoo hard on them. After all, W ‘"‘('lllllp it’s my affair and not theirg,/out.” T answered with but the
gettingraway tnom DOOD 8. 08 S slightest hesitation.

|As for the rest, it is easy enough|wag their old friend thelr own X : $
; s and in a few weeks it's accepted

ing herself in tlve country.l suppose
you do inherit your recluse in-
stincts.”

We talked of other things later.|!

She told me what, she had heard of
Win, which was little enough.

“] saw to it that our set dropped
him,” she said. *He runs around
with quite another group—not very
nice people, rather fast, 1 think.
Gwen won’t drop him, of course.”

So it seemed that things were thy
same with him! If only he would
see the shallowness of those people.
1f only he could be made to seq the
worth-while things of life! 1 felt
all the old longings more strongly
than ever.

Colin came again for two weeks
and left. I had kept away from the
village. people while Aunt Harriet
was with me, knowing she would
not like them. When Colin came,
they seemed to avoid me—possibly
feeling hurt because they had not
been invited to meet my aunt. So I

|to trace resemblance to almost any
rrown person in the vague, unform
1

both belonged to a certain deli

than that,

gave her @a littla push toward the

«door, I turned to May again.

plained before.

mine-~I don't

dal would come in if she were."”
May sat silent again-—a silenc

ence that sneered. I felt silly stand

ing myself against an
charge. But what shy said or hint
ed, was against little Connie
well as myself, and I felt T had tc
deny it.

©d feature of a child! The baby and| ity youth, good looks and money,

cate blonde type. I almost emiled at
the idea of a greater resembiance

“Run in to Ellen and tell .her it's

timg for your luncheon,” I sald, and

“She isn’t my daughter. She's the
child of a {riend of mine, as I ex-
I wish she were
see: where the scan-

e
that implied more than words, a sil-

ing there justifying myself, defend-
unknown

as

“Friends aren't likely to let other

[townsman. After all, too, he was
{“the catch” of the town, ‘a man
“|rich (according to their standards)
and he was carried away by an ut-
ter stranger, a girl who was rich
enough. not to need his money, and
who “had the pick of the big city”
as they expressed it.. Matrimonial
opportunities are limited in a small
town, where the feminine popula-
tion usually outnumbers the mas
culine. In a big city, one's choice,
it seemed to these  girls,
limit,

Naturally they resented me, nat
urally they were glad to believe the
worst of me!

Leéd by the unhappily married
Martha, they talked of my own mat
rimonial unhappiness, putting it
down t'y my own extravagance, my
frivolity. I “led Win a dance,” as

5

0

led the mad dance I reluctantly fol

lowed, I almost smiled at this.
Then I came back

a
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consciences hurt them: This made
them, not penitent, but uncomfort-
able. But they had more to gossip
about-—Win wag not with me. They
regarded me as dangerous, they
thought 1 wanted to attract more
men in the town. If ong of my old
friends called, it was a week’s scan-
dal. Husbhands were carefully kept
a3 far from me as possible, Martha,
hating her: own husband was the
most anxious of all the wives!

Then came Connie, and Colin.
Both my maid and 1 had told the
child's age—s0 one whole alternoon
was s&pent, always while they sat
sowing for charity, counting months
Jand days, and little details, some
| deciding it wasn't my child, some
}tlm' she was not as old as we madg
llw:' ouf, some that the reason I said
|nothing of her birth was because
“I did not dare confess it."”

Then from the tiny fact that in
the sun the child's hair glistened
with red lights, poor Colin's name
wag drageed into ik,

After May left, I sent a note to
Mother Taylor and almost demand-
ed her pregence.

“Why don't you like Connie?” 1
asked when she satl in my littlg liv-
ing moom. “Oh, don’t deny it—1I've
been listening to gossip and I want
to know all of it now.”

“She's a nlce child,” she protest-
ed feebly, her gray eyes roving
around thy room, as though the
poor déar wers trying to find a way

had no

they said, Knowing it was Win who

ill, and their

out of an uncomfortable situation.|ch

and forgotten. My friends stay with
me and Winthrops with
him. Here they never let it die
down. It's always a new subject.”

After a moment 1 added:

“Besides, I thought it would be
nice to stay near you.”

This produced an odd effect in
stead of softening, mother Taylor
stiffened as though a rod had been
tied to her back.

“Even if you think my house is|
hideous and full of a lot of trashy
furniture.”

I turned and stared. My own
harmless little remark to Ella had
gone back to her this way. It may
have been tactless to say I thought
her house. to full of chairs and tab
les, that it made me restless, But |
would have told her as soon, had
there been an occasion for it. Nat-
arally T would not volunteer such
information.

Yet 1 said it privately to Ella.
1 had told Ella many things much
more serious in confidence, as Ella
had told me many serious things
too.

1 would not have dreamed of
violating the girl's trust in me. Yet
she must have repeated what I said,
otherwise it could not have gotten
buck so. Y
I tried to explain my own harm-
less remark. Explanations made it

habit of doing.

“You see, T happen to like rooms
with very little in them. You like
rooms with more thangs about, 1
was _tired and restless when 1 first
came and I supbose when I tripped
over that footstool so often in the
dark, it made me—"

“You might have looked where
vou were going,” was the answer
1 got to this,

And that naturally ended the con
versation, I was determined not to
open it. I picked up some sewing
and hegan to work. Connie came
into the room, hugging her railroad
engine, and began to drag out the
toy tracks and switches that went
with it. She was much too young to
have any idea of how to play with
mechanical toys, but she liked the
glitter and clatter of the tin tracks
as she pulled them out on the
floor.

Mother Taylor watclied her curi-
ously, and 1T watched Mothey Tay-
lor while I worked. Because of our
talk she had, at least, lost her un-
comfortable feeling towards the

worse, ag unfortunately they have a|.
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But Colin knew me so well he
caught thg inflection in my voice.

“What's the trouble? They
weren’t as cordial as they might
have been, 1 noticed that. hvery
time one of the men looked your
way, some village damsel would
promptly come up and rescue him,
Do they think you're a vampire,
Connie, because you've come from
the city?”

1 laughed at this.

“Not as bad as all that” I ans

the boys to pay much attention to
me, their objection wasn't as ob:
vious as you make it out.”

“Well, perhaps it's my jealous
eye,” said 'Colin by way, K of ex-
planation, tha little humorous smile
deepening around his ugly senstiive
mouth. “Connie, I'm frightfully
tired. Tha city is beastly."

“I'm sure it is. T've told Bllen to
have lots of iced tea and fhose

wered. “And though they didn't like ||
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