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Smith had never been able, somechow, Lo
break Alice’s window, He remembered
strangely lhow, instead of going out on
that evening, when she had lain aloofly
at his feet with closed eves and a trickle
of bleod steahling across her temple, the
tamp had burned higher and higher, and

still,
terrifying  him
that he had gone mad, and rushed away,
and hidden his murderer’s head.

higher silently,

with

steadily, gentlv, so
its clear brillance

Mr. Smith had, as has been said, had
only two or three drinks, yet he must as-
suredly have been growing maudlin.  THe
told himself so, with a burst of ferocity,
and opened the gate determinedly, and
walked up the path te the door, which
stood open as usual, to the air and sounds
of the evening,

The glass door, too, at the end of the
little passage was ajar. DMr, Snuth enter-
ed, and tlplucl along, and peeped in at

Mrs. Snmth.
Just the same Alice. A small, neat
womat, with smoath brown hair in which

the grey was beginming te show, and a
quict face, and frmly closed hrave lips.
SL\\mg, as usual, composedly, in the shin-
ing little lamplit roon.

Mr. Smith felt at a loss as to how to
annotince  his presence and so was re-
heved—and  panic siricken—when  quite
suddenly Mrs. Smith raised her head, in-
quiringly, and looked at him. For a mo-
ment her eyes, dazzled by the white work,
did not recognise him. \When, after a
second, they rhd Mr. Smith had the im-
pression that som(,ihmq had fled all at
once from her face, or clse was fadin
so swiltly and tmperceptibly that he coul
not be sure it had really bheen there,

She laid down her work, rising siow-
ly, and put her hand with the old gesture
to her throat.

This irritated
at once, defiantly.
ed.

“So you have come back, Jim.” That
was all she said, waiting, watching him,
with no questions, no reproaches.

This irritated Mr. Smith still more. He
threw his cap into a chair “Yes, T've come
back,” he answered gruffly, seating him-
self. “Got any tea?”

Mrs. Smith stood watching him just a
second longer, then her eyes left his face
and rested a moment, almost dazedly, on
his cap in the chair, then with a hunted
expression sought the bedroom door, the
hall door, the “window even. Then orew
quiet, and hopeless and aloof again as
thev always were when Mr. Smith was
at home.

“I daresav T can find yon something,
Tim, but it will he cold,” she said. and
with another dumb g¢lance all round, left
the toom, without waiting for his reply.

Presently she reappeared with a trav.
She set it down before him, served him

Mr. Soth.
“Well?”

He entered
he demand-

" teapot, and did not even look up.
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deftly, and went out again, quietly and
briskly, to attend to the Lkettle, Mr.
Smith listened 1o her movements in the
kitchen, and took stock of the familiar
room, and finally, and furtively, before
Leginning to eat, took the necklet out of
Lis pocket and laid 1, still in its brown
paper, at the side of his plate.

Ile was very much engaged indeed
with his tea when she returned with the
Mrs.
Snuth watted a moment when she had
put it down, as if for him to speak, but
seeing only his hent head, wrung her
hauds, her eyes sceking first the bedragm
door again, and then the bookease, and
then the smowy tangled heap of sewing,
and turned, half distractedly, like one
who Lknows that there is no chowce but
to brace oneseli anew for an injolerable
burden, and yet rebels, uselessly, in {ran-
tic panic. . . .

Mr, Smith waited, with ndustriously
moving  jaws, until she  was turming
away, then swallowed hastily, and de-
manded suddenly and roughly, “Well,
don’t you want it?"

RS, SMITH turned back, in quiet sur-
i never startled, or hurried,
or flinched; she had a weak heart, and had
long ago trained herseli—and looked at
him. Mr. Smith mdicated the parcel at
lis plate, and ramsed his cup and drank,
and choked, 1o save explanations.

Mrs. Smith picked up the parcel won-
deringly, shipping off the string, unwrap-
ping the paper, taking so long that Mr.
Smith grew nervous in the ¢uiet room,
and felt impelled to rise and face her.
And now at last the necklet lay revealed,
aud after a long moment, Mrs. Smith
ratsed  her eyes, slowly, (|uLst10mngly
fearfully—yes, fearfully, Tor the first time
-——1o her hushand’s face.

Mr. Smith shifted, aw l\\\:n{l
the matter,” he demanded,
mas Lve, sn’t 1t?”

At these words, standing there, gazing
at him, Mrs. Smith began 1o tremble,
slightly at first, and then more and more,
until suddeniy, and with a shower of
sound, the necklace snapped in her hands.

The beads popping and scattering about
her feet recalled her. She stopped tremb-
ling, looked down aud watched them
until the last one lay still, and then swayed
and would have fallen had it net been
for Mr. Smitlh's brawny wrm, But she
was not fainting. She was weeping, which
was a great deal worse, in Mr. Smith’s
opinton. He didn’t know what to do with
her. Ile tried squeezing her hard as she
lav against him, and then clumsily patting
Ler hair and then even saving “There,
there, my girl,” although the sound of
his voice above lier low sohbing scared
Lhim horribly everv time he said i

When these had no effect he grew a
little panicky,-and might even have kissed

“What's
“it's Christ-

ler had not a sudden inspiration come
Lo him.
“Come on. old girl, you'll make your

{ace all red,” he said, relievedlv, firmly,
is hecame an ndulgent husband with an
hysterical wife, “Go and get vour hat on
and Ul take vou down town to see the
fun.”

Mrs. Smith drew away from him. stop-
ned erving. She had never lost control of
lerself for verv long—Mr. Smith had
often noticed this. had noticed how quick-
Iv and quietly she had always adjusted
herself after an announcement that he
had lost his job, or that he was goine to
sell out again and trv Whangarei, or New
Plvmouth, or Napier. . .

The tears were wet on her cheeks,
her cheeks were blushed, and her

hut
eyes

63

shinig, like the cheeks md eyes of the
pretty little prim school-ma’am of twelve
years ago.

"0, Jm,” she said, z catch in
voice and her hand to her
1o still its tremulousness.
have something to show vou, Jim.”

Mr. S5mith wus feeling more and more
relieved and at case. MHe followed her,
good humouredly, guite jauntily, when she
beckoned to the bedroom door, But w hen
~he had pushed it gently open, standing
aside for him to enter, he hesitated. In
lis bad moods he had always hated his
wife's bedroom—-his wifé’s always, never
his—still and speckless and hushed, with
never a sign, even before breakfast, of his
drunkenty disearded hoots, or cigarette
end, or scattered matches. Always, some-
Low, like a httle chapel, undisturbed, un-
touched, by a single blasphemious word
just uttered alowd and unow dying and
drifting away unhceded into silence, as if
it had never heen spoken. . .

As he stood there, uncertainly peering
m  beyvond her, the impression of the
chapel was stronger than it had ever
been. The shadowy guiel corners, the dim
white walls, the single tranquil steady
taper—God! God! the crib, even!

With a low, almost animalish crv, Mr.

bringing up sharply

lier
throat again
"I can’t, |1

Smith reeled bacl-:
against the table, 1is eves, blood-shot and
bulging, and terribly questioning, sought
those of his wife, ]Ldmng there, suddenly
bereft of strength, against the door post.

And, very wvery gently, Mrs. Smith’s
eves answered lhim.  Very gently her
voice explained, from a great distance,

cach word clear and distinet in the age-
old silence, like diamonds dropping one
by onc thmugh darkness.

“A boy, jini . . Nearly three months
ald.”

One would have thought, looking on,
that it was Mr. Smith's heart, and not
his wife’s which was weak.,  Great cords
stood out upon his forehead, his mouth
was open and gasping, and with one hand
he tore madly at his collar while with
the other he warded her off, At last, still
standing at bay agamst the table, with his
collar wrenched off and lying at his feet,
he ot the words out, thickly, with para-
lysed tongue and purple tips. “All 1s he
—quite—all right#”

She understood almost i an
Dim, sad tears filmed her eves as  she
nodded, slowly. And now her words swere
not diamonds, but pearls, softly gleaming,

imstant.

sweet pearls. . . “Quite all right. And
s0 bonny, Jim."”
The tears overflowed suddenly, her

smile was revealed,
mysterious.

“Come, Jim,” she said, encouragingly,
as she might have said it long ago to a
erubby, ashamed little pupil, and took his
hand and led him, softlv—into the sanc-
tuary.

happy and foud and



