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haunted him! Like Polly’s eyes, they
were. And the memory ot his httle dead
sister’s  eyes reminded him — reminded
him—yes, reminded him, of that voice he
had heard, and not heard, at the top of
the hotel steps. Polly’d been like that—
talling  silent and shrinking. iustantly,
when he turned on her and buttee her,
but never taking her eyes from his face,
watching and pleading mutely until gencr-
ally he flung awav from her in a rage,
or sometimes even struck her, but some-
times—ol, yes, sometimes, as on that last
occasion before he had cleared out after
a final savage conflict with his father- -
had given wav to her, had even let him
kiss her, and blubbered a tittle. . . .

But why should brown eyes haunt him
now, when Dolly had been dead fifteen—
seventeen vears—and he had let her kiss
him before he'd goue, and the Maori kid
was by now probably wmaking itself sick
again with that lup of sticky toffee it
had had in its hawd?

And when—and now at last, Mr. Smith
had to let the thought in—Alice, his
wile's eves were not brown, but blue?
Very blue, and grave, and unafraid. . .

Mr. Smith swore soltly and stcldenty
again to himself, and went back  once
more 16 the pavement cdge, and cogitat-
ed darkly. and suddeuly threw hack his
shoulders and dug his hands deeper in
hiz pockets. Darn it all—oniv he didn’t
sav “darn™ exactlv—what was the matier
with him? Was he turning into a “mug.”
that he couldn’t face his own mind when
it was made up. e was going home,
wasn't he? Hadn't he come into town
for that express, i[ unexpressed even to
himself,
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home, didi’t they, when their job's end-
ed, especially at Christmas? Well, and if
he hadn't sent her any money during his
absence, wouldut the cheque he'd got
safely in his pocket make that up, and
more than make 1t up?

Mr. Smith was assailed by a sudden
secret doubt on this subject, and growlin
and Hulking, to pacily i, set himself to
the tasic of finding a present to take
home to his wile. It was a difficult mat-
ter. He did not know whal size hat she
took, or if she liked scent, or whether
she already had an wmbrella, But Mr.
Smith was determined, and at last, afrer
hall-an-hour of elbowing and gazing, he
emerged doggedly from a shop doorway
with the present--a porpeous necklet of
big Dblue beads—in his pocket. This was
all right, this ought to do her all right.
Awmd now to get home.

[e'd walk, he decided, and it would
save watting for a car and give him a
chance to stretch his legs. Bur no sooner
had he emerged {rom the town into the
quicter streels as i from a  confused
dream into realitics, than he regretted
s decision and locked abead anxiously
for the nearest car stop.

[t would mean a goodish time to wait,
il he walked, 1o see if she was stll there.
And Mreo Smith was quite suddenly by
nomeans sure that she would be still there.
Although—and he hunched himse!{ and
made Linmell walk past the stop aiter
all— there was no reason why she should
not be sl there. She had a good dress-
making  connection. and had had a fair
amount o hand when he had- —er—left.
Mr. Smith recoliected that it was hecanse
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give it to lim or tell him where it was
that lie had knocked her down and then
escaped, believing, for a bad lew hours
until he had sobered up, that he had lalled
her.

But still, it was a goodish way to walk
—when it was Chrstmas ve, and the
early sununer dark all about him was full
of calling voices, and the pavement echoed
everywhere to the hurrying of fect. Kids
excited voices, mostly kids' eager {ect.

TIAT was it, Mr. Smith rellecled sotr-

1y, kids were the trouble, ot rather, no
kids. . If there had been a kid, per-
haps things might lave bLeen different,
Alice’s school-ma’am speceeh and ways and
mamners—she had heen a school teacher
—would have come in handv for it then,
mstead of 1rritating him, as they'd some-
times done, to the point of hrutality, . .
Three of them might have got on hetier
than the two of them had done. For in-
stance, he could have taken it o the foot-
hall match on Salurday alternoons, and
she could have had fea ready Tor them
when they got home, and then the two ol
them could have taken it out, to the pic-
tures, or up town. And to-night, say . . .

But here he was at last—already —at
the top of the street. Mro Smith had ac-
tnally 1o force himseli to lurn his eves
mn the direction of the house, and then he
feit just a little sick, for there was a
light in the window. There alwavs had
been a light in Alice's window—a win-
dow that he had wanted. savagely, some-
times, to smash: a Jamp that he had felt
eoaded, sometimes, to cruelly pat out and
triumphantly overturn. Only, no matter
how much he had raged and struek, My,
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