The Romantick Lady

By Frances Hodgson Burnett

Author of"T. Tembarom," "The Shuttle," "The Dawn of a Tomorrow," "Little Lord Faunlleroy," etc.

Illustrated by Herman Pfeifer

FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT firmly declines to write reminiscences. Her

theory is that the most vital and interesting experiences of life are too intimate to

be written. She has, however, begun a curious literary experiment which may

end by being something more psychologically self-revealing than mere reminiscences.

Having created an impersonal and rather humorously touched picture of a character

whom she calls The Romantick Lady, she permits her to explain her own points of view

and relate incidents which are not imaginary, but are actual occurrences. "They are

not stories, dramas, or even adventures," she says. "They are merely things which

have happenedâ€”the more or less amusing trifles which one recounts to one's friends in

casual conversation, and of which people have a trick of saying, 'Oh! Why don't you

write that?' or ' Why doesn't somebody make it into a story?' and one's answer always

is, 'Oh! there is not enough of it.'"

It is these Little Things that Actually Happened which The Romantick Lady relates

with an entirely detached amusement at the Romantickness of the Lady, out of which

characteristic the incidents evolve themselves.

The Woman in the Other Stateroom

WE are nearly always together,

the Romantick Lady and I;

though not quite always. Some-

times she gets away from me.

I am the one who looks on endeavoring to

place at her disposal dispassionate criti-

cism, and the cool logic of an un-Romantick

and a well-balanced mind.

"You are reallypart of me," she said once.

"You are perhaps my Cool Reason or my

Common Sense. But here is an awesome

truth. You are as often wrong as I am.

If I always found cause to repent when I

did not follow your advice, I should begin

to follow it slavishly because, as I have

told you before, I am a great coward. I

shudder at the thought of being hurt,

mentally or physically. But there have
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been times and times and times when I

have directly flown in your face, so to

speak; and nothing whatever of a revolting

nature has happened in consequence. I

have not repentedâ€”and the other person

or persons concerned have not. Which

last is saying a good deal. That is why

I sometimes most impudently defy you.

It is both mysterious and interesting, how-

ever, that either you are not always right

or that I am not. Each of us invariably

argues and acts in accordance with her

type. Happy Thought! Perhaps each one

of us, in some subtle, subconscious way,

has a certain modifying, palliative, bal-

ancing effect on the other. Frankly, now,

I am not entirely an idiot, am I? "

"Not absolutely," I answered.

"And you are not wholly a cold, hard,

and calculating practical person. I can

testify to that. Yet another Happy

Thought! Perhaps but for you I should

have been the first-mentioned, and per-

haps but for me you would have been the

second. But, as it is, neither of us is either,

and not one of us is both. Let us shake

hands and swear eternal friendship."

That is one of her waysâ€”always declining

to argue, and insisting that probably every-

body is really right, and that nobody can

say the " last word " because there is always

another last word to be said after the first
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inevitably changed by changing conditions.

They are replaced by other perfect types,

of course, but some of them are so precious

that one can not bear to give them up.

This one belonged to the Early-Victorian

Period. You know that unexplainable

trick the English have of being Greek when

they are beautiful. How they accomplish

it, I don't know. Romans and Saxons and

Jutes and Huns and Picts and Scots con-

quered them long centuries ago, and took

wives from their womenâ€”but not Greeks.

"And yet a really handsome English

man or woman is always more Greek in

line than anything else. This one was.

She had the beautiful head and brow, and

straight profile, and the English color, and

clearness of direct blue eye. Her soft hair

was white, and perfectly 'done' under a

lace cap. The lace was as real as she was.

Do you love the word 'gentlewoman' as

much as I do? I am always hoping that

perhaps I am 'a gentlewoman.' That was

what she was, an English gentlewoman.

Anything more exactly feminine, and at

the same time exactly decided and clear of

view, it has never been my blessed privilege

to meet. She had read and done and seen

everything one would have desired to see

and do and read, one's most eager self.

And her points of view were of a fine in-

telligence and definiteness which filled

one with joy. Oh! she was clever, en-

lighteningâ€”and full of ripe charm. I

describe her minutely because the point

of the story is that she was so much what
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one inevitably admired.

"She was, however, decided, and had

small respect for undecided persons. Hence,

perhaps, her discussion, one afternoon

when I had tea with her in her salon, of the

question of the too great tendency toward

tolerance she had observed creeping into

her world of late years. There was too

much tolerance, she argued. There was too

great tolerance evinced in literature, in

society, in the church itself. People tol-

erated bad manners, bad morals, bad

business methods, laxity, law-breaking,

even crime. They thought it charitable

to tolerate. There was too much forgiving

and forgetting and letting things pass. If

there were not so much tolerance of all

sorts and conditions of men and things,

there would be more moral and social pre-

cision of conduct. She was brilliant, fluent,

even a little eloquent, and so far logical

that even I began to waver, and wonder if

I were not the 'mush of concession' the

philosopher warned one against becoming.

"I was at this point when she ended,

holding her beautiful old Greek head

erect, the clear blue of her English eyes

really quite flashing stern conviction.

"'Tolerance!' she perorated. 'It has

left us indefinite, uncertain weaklings.

When we burned people alive for their re-

ligious opinions we knew what we thought.'
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it lies embraced here by the two green arms

of shore as if it meant nothing subtle at all.

It always pretends that it has no intention

of doing anything in the least unusual. It

will often let the sun set and will remain

perfectly quiet and unchanged for what

seems like almost half an hour. I some-

times feel as if it knew we were waiting,

and liked to disguise its intentions from

us. Then perhaps here and there one sees

it faintly flush, or begin to look like pearl,

or show a lengthened arrow of brilliant

rose, or a spread wing of actual scarlet.

And while

these steal

across the

satin water,

and deepen

and intensify

themselves as

they broaden

and extend

from tree-

covered shore

to shore, is-

lets of chrys-

oprase, or

violet-blue

pools will re-

veal them-

selves be-

tween the

colors. There

is always

some wonder

of tint which
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seems to in-

tend to gain

the mastery

at last; and

one watches

it advance

and grow and spread its radiance until some-

times all the bay is pearl and opal, or it is a

burnished sheet of copper or gold, or an ethe-

real surface of rose with streamers of blue or

pale green thrown across it. And while this

marvel is going on the sun is nowhere to be

seen. It went on its way behind the Point

long before, and these are merely the tri-

fling things it does with its afterglow."

We had been sitting on the stone seats

of the steps, and just this kind of thing

had been going on before our eyes, when

she told me about the Woman in the Other

Stateroom. The bay had, after several

subtle changes of mood, melted into one

great opalâ€”a fire-opal.

"When it does this," she said, "I can't

help remembering the Woman in the Other

Stateroom and wondering what happened

aftenvard. That woman was one of the

proofs of my beliefs. I like to remember

her. I hope it lasted, and that she got

quite well."

"What are your beliefs?" I asked her.

"I have always wanted to know just ex-

actly what you are. When you go into
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the Brahmans, and the pupils of Con-

fucius. And my own belief besides."

She began to smile to herself elusively,

but I did not mean to be eluded.

"And what is that, if one may inquire?"

I said.

"One may! And it brings in the Woman

in the Other Stateroom. And it's part of

being Romantick," she answered, still

elusive, but undisturbed. "I believe in

every good thing and every beautiful thing

and every nice thing and every agreeable

thing I hear or see or imagine. And I

believe that if I calmly and coolly insist

on believing in them, and thinking them

and seeing them they will be trueâ€”even

if they have to scurry about and gather

things together to make themselves true."

"Are you a Christian Scientist?" I in-

quired.

"I am afraid that if a Christian Scientist

knew all I believe he or she would look down

on me with scorn and loathing. But I am

oneâ€”just as I am a Catholic, and a Jew,

and a Baptist, and a Buddhist, and a Con-

fucian, and a Romantick Lady. The one

law on which every single one of their be-

liefs is founded is that there is over us,

about us, within us, without usâ€”a Great

Good. Not a Great Arrogance, a Great

Cruelty, a Great Jealousy, a great Venge-

fulnessâ€”but a Great Good, which never

swerves, and which can create only Good

because It knows only Good and Creation.

We do the restâ€”fools that we are! Be-

cause we break the One Law. I have been
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studying religions for a hundred years,

more or less, and that is all I ever found

when formula was swept away. There

is a Great Good. That is what the Jew

believes, the Catholic, the Protestant, the

Buddhist, the Brahman, the Confucian.

And I believe itâ€”every one of me believes

itâ€”every single one!"

She smiled at the bay, which was now

showing ripples of silver touched with

chrysoprase.

"And being a Believer," she wandered

on, "if any one tells me a lovely story of

seeing a fairy, or a gentle affectionate

ghost who just wants to see its friends, of

course I believe it. Fairies I will believe

inâ€”and Magic! And if I went out of this

world, and found myself in one even more

beautiful than this one is now," waving

her hand toward the bay, "do you think

I should not try to come back and tell my

friends about it? Why not dear ghosts?

Why not fairies? Why not elves, and

leprechawns, and fauns, and naiads, and

dryads? I believe in them every one,

because they are so lovely, and nice. And

it was because I believe in what you think

queer thingsâ€”that I managed myste-

riously to help the Woman in the Other

Stateroom on her way."

"Go on," I said. "Tell me what weird

thing you did."
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"But New York had not agreed with

Madame. The food, the life, the heat of

the housesâ€”but particularly the foodâ€”

had done her harm. She had developed

some agonizing digestive trouble. Doctors

appeared to do her no good. She was con-

vinced that she would die if she were not

brought back to Nice, and if she died when

she reached there she would at least have

died at home. So he was bringing her

back. I thought that he felt a little cross

as well as anxious. Perhaps nature had

not built him for a nurse. There was a

degree of misfortune in that.

"You know how short that Mediterran-

ean voyage seems if the weather is perfect,

and how long if it is bad. It was bad

enough, that crossing, to keep one below

decks a great deal. I had been ill myself

before leaving America, and was obliged

to spend most of my time lying down and

reading. So I gradually began to feel very

near to my neighbor in the next state-

room.

"I knew she lay long days in greater or

less pain, or at least in dreary unease. She

could not get up, and she could not rest

when she was lying down. She used to be

alone a great deal; and to lie alone with

only gray light from a gray sky over a

gray sea is a dreary thing. I used to hear

her uttering low, little moans of miseryâ€”

not loud ones, only little ones which were

not much more than piteous heavy sighs.

As she did not speak a word of any language

but Spanish and Italian, and as I spoke
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neither, I could not have talked to her even

if I had been sure that a visit from a well-

meaning stranger might not have seemed

an intrusion. I did so want to do some-

thing to make things seem less miserable

for her, but I did not know how.

"I do not know whether she was even

aware of my existence. I thought not.

She was in that physical condition which

has not sufficient vitality to spare any for

the world outside its own misery. But I

knew about her. When my young Madonna

stewardess came to me in the morning I

asked her to tell me how her charge had

slept. At night I used to ask her if she

thought she would sleep. The young

Madonna was a simple, gentle creature,

and felt very helpless because the invalid's

husband had constituted her a sort of sick-

nurse and lady's-maid. This was her first

voyage as a stewardess, and she was a very

innocent and rudimentary little peasant,

and spoke only a little pretty, broken,

childish English. She knew nothing of

trained nursing, or of the duties of a maid,

but she was timid, and used to being

obedient and submissive, and the husband

was an authoritative person. Nunciata

was under the impression that the captain

had been spoken to, and had given orders

that she must perform this special duty.

Girl as she was, she told me she was married,
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because her life

would sink away

from her while

she lay on that

narrow berth in

a dreary state-

room in a heav-

ing ship on a

gray sea.

"Then days went

by and days went

by, and each morn-

ing my Madonna tok

me some new sad thing

about her. The saddest

seemed to be that her belief

that she would not live to

reach land seemed to increase

in strength and refuse to be

shaken. Nothing her husband

said, nothing the doctor said,

nothing the poor young Ma-

donna said, had the least

effect. The steamer would

reach Nice, but she would

not be aliveâ€”she would

be dead â€” she would

have died before the

shore was to be seen.

" 'She lies still and

looks gray. The

tears roll down her

cheeks, large tears;

very slow and large,'

said Nunciata pa-

thetically.
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"'Tell her,' I said.

suddenly and boldly,

sitting upright in my

berth one night, 'tell her

that she will not die.

Tell her I say so!'"

"If she didn't know

you," I, the listener, put in,

" what did your opinion

matter to her?"

"Nothing," said the Ro-

mantick Lady. "Not a

snip! She did not know

me from Adam. If Adam

and I had walked into her

stateroom, hand in hand, she

would not have known which

was I and which was Adar

But it was that Belief of mine

ning to work."

"How did it strike the Madonna?

I inquired, because I knew som<

thing of the primitive Italian peasant type.

"Oh! of course," explained the Romantick

Lady with unimpaired good cheer, "she

thought that thing I have told you, I see

people thinking, now and thenâ€”about

my being a little mad, in a nice wayâ€”

and it made her feel awkward and

timid because she was obliged to con-

ceal it, for politeness' sake. I realized

the next moment that she dare not
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a moment or so with respectful interest.

"'She would not listen,' she said. 'She

does not listen to anybody. She only

shakes her head sometimes, and says

again, "I shall die."'

"You see, the Belief was beginning to

work like this. I had thought her out,

that poor woman. What I have definitely

discovered is that when people are ill it is

nearly always because something has made

them illâ€”not colds, or fevers, or germs,

but something which has hurt them or

frightened them, or worried them day and

night, and that makes their souls sink so

low that if they can not lift them up they

can not help their bodies to work. When

your soul stops helping your body to work

â€”then you are dead."

"What is your soul?"

The Romantick Lady transfixed me with

a clear, calm gaze. "It is the Meaning of

you, it is the Meaning of me, it is the

Meaning of the universe," she said. "Some-

timeâ€”when you have leisureâ€”I will talk

to you for six weeks in a steady, soft, un-

ceasing flow, and try to tell you what I am

beginning to think it is. But I can't do it

now. I can only hastily say

that I know some of the

things the power of it doesâ€”

and I be-

11 e v e

this

was

one of

them."

she

pro-
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Then

ceeded.

"When

people

break

down like that

if a person wrho

cares very muchâ€”it must

be very muchâ€”can pour some of their own

soul into them, or give them a strong new

thought which almost startles them, or

whirl them away from what they are hurt

by, and force them to think of something

elseâ€”well, you find out even to your own

amazement what souls can do, and that it

behooves you to be looking into the de-

tails of them! But it can only be done by

a person who cares. I don't mean an inti-

mate or a relative, I don't mean a friend,

or even an enemyâ€”just a creature who

strongly cares."

"As you cared for the woman in the

next stateroom?" I inquired.

"As one cares for everything in the world,"

she answered. "Because everything can

be hurt and everything can be happyâ€”

and what else is there? What I believed

was that the chances were that this poor

thing was perhaps not as desperately ill

as she felt she was. Something had tired
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go up the coast. Then, from Genoa the

invalid and her 1 usband were to travel to

Nice by train."

The Romantick Lady waved her hand

again toward her bay.

"This," she said, "can, when it is in the

humor, remind you of almost anything

it selectsâ€”New York roaring in the offing,

notwithstanding. The Alps, it is true, don't

encircle it, but there are times when it is

most like Lake Garda, which lies between

Milan and Venice, and holds in one of its

curves the ruins of the villa of Catullus,

who lived eighty-seven years before Christ.

It is not really like the Bay of Naples, and

yet, this evening, it chooses to assume its

atmosphere, and call back to me the par-

ticular sunset-hour when on that voyage

our steamer stopped and lay in the bayâ€”

for some reason connected, 1 suppose, with

the tide.

"I told you I had not been well before

I sailed, and I felt languid enough that

afternoon to lie down on my sofa to read.

I had been ashore at the Azores and at

Gibraltar, but I did not intend to land at

Naples, even if there had been time, which

there was not. It had been a lovesome

day, and the afternoon was perfect. I

have spent so much time in staterooms

that I rather like them. When I go into

my quarters at the beginning of a voyage,

I am nearly always aware of a curious

feeling of having returned to a sort of home

I have been away from only temporarily.

It seems as if it were the place where I

Generated on 2012-09-09 20:19 GMT / http://hdl.handle.net/2027/uc1.b2862171
Public Domain, Google-digitized / http://www.hathitrust.org/access_use#pd-google

really lived, and I had just come back to,

after a journey. That is because I am a

vagabond, and a gypsy, and a wandering

thing. One of my heart's desires is that I

may sometime be rich enough to own some

rooms in a pet steamer, and furnish them

myself and keep them forever and ever.

I had liked this particular stateroom, and

after reading myself into peaceful and lux-

urious drowsiness, I fell softly asleep.

"When I awakened it was late in the

afternoon, and I awakened because I heard

music. It was music having a specious air

of enchantment, because it was the sound

of mandolins and guitars and Italian voices,

singing Italian songs of the people, from

boats which floated on the sunset-tinted

waters of the Bay of Naples.

"The Bay of Naples is as Romantick as

I am. Book-makers and picture-makers

and song-makers have chosen adjectives and

colors for it so often, and so long, that the

mere sound of its name hypnotizes one into

thrills and dreaming. It is beautiful, but

not more beautiful than anything else in

the world. But sit, and say to yourself

softly, over and over, 'The Bay of Naples,

The Bay of Naples,' and the spell begins

to work.

"It began to work on me. I wish 1

could bring to you all the emotional en-

trancement of that particular hour. I had
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because they think no one really sees

through them!

"I was lying reveling in exactly that

frame of mind and realizing that in a minute

or so I should get up and go on deck and

revel in them there, and lean over the rail

and buy any rubbish they offered me, and

throw them money just to see them show

their strong white teeth in gracious grins,

and hear them shout up from their boats,

'Gratzie, gratzie, bella Signoraâ€”bella Sig-

nora.' Any one likes to be called 'bella

Signora.' You would like it even if you

didn't know what it meant. It sounds so

nice.

"They were laughing and chattering,

and calling up to the passengers as well as

singing and playing, and the joyous clamor

was delicious! It made you happy merely

to catch snatches of it. Splash, splash of

oars; tinkle, tinkle, thrum, thrumâ€”bits

of 'La Luisella,' 'Bella Napoli,' 'La Vera

Sorrentina'â€”sometimes breaking in upon

each other. I began to laugh myself as

I got off my couch!

"It was just then that I heard one of

those dreary, sighing half-moans from the

next stateroom. It had such a lonesome

sound that when I paused to listen I

realized suddenly how still everything

seemed in our part of the ship. There was

perfect silence. All the gay clamor was on

deck and in the boats. Everybody, oc-

cupants of staterooms, stewardesses, stew-

ardsâ€”men, women, and childrenâ€”had

naturally rushed on deck and left the place
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deserted. Everybody except the woman

in the next stateroom who could not go,

and I myself who had been fast asleep.

You know how people do rush to see any-

thing when they are on board ship!

"They would come back presently, but

the place seemed curiously bereftâ€”and I

heard another little moan.

"It seemed so strange to hear it, and feel

the hopelessness it meant, when I stood

there so delighted, with laughter in my

heart, and the joyous life and clamor and

color and music and boat-loads of roses and

violets and azaleas and mimosa and orange-

blossoms outside. It seemed as if the two

diverse human expressions could not belong

to the same worldâ€”the laughter and the

dreariness which.could not help itself!

"Thenâ€”as I looked out at the bluenessâ€”

my Belief rushed in and seized on me. I

felt as if there must be something which

could make the two worlds touch each other

again. The Belief did it, not I. I turned

and went out of my stateroom, and down

the corridor, and up the staircase as if I

had been swept by a wind.

''On deck the air of things was more ex-

hilarating and full of color and sunshine

and laughter and flowers and tinkling

mandolins than it had seemed when I was

below. People were crowded about the

side and stretched over the rail laughing
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lating anything, or

asking myself a mo-

ment's question.

"There was one

bunch of violets

larger than any I

had ever seen be-

fore, all tied to-

gether. I bought

that. I got roses

and branches of

almond and mi-

mosa and daffodils

and more roses,

and more branches

and more clusters

and more and more

â€”until I could not

hold any more in

both my arms! They

were piled up and

made a bower on

each side, and only

my face could be

seen. During the

passing years I have

sometimes wondered

what the people

thought I was going

to do with so much,

as I turned away.

"The wind which

had blown me up

the stairs blew me

down it, and along

the corridor. And
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I knew what I was

going to do, and I

knew it was all

right, and never

once did it occur to

me that I was ab-

surd â€” or anything

else, for the matter

of that!

"My neighbor's

stateroom door was

open, and she was

lying on her back, looking 'gray,' as Nun-

ciata had said. She was not asleep, for her

eyes were set wearyingly on the white

boards above her."

"And she turned," I interrupted, "to

behold an inexplicable, flower-laden person

standâ€”"

"f didn't stand," said the Romantick

Lady. "I went in. I was swept in. That

moment I knew it didn't matter in the

* I knelt down by the berth

spring, and

and poured the flowers on her counterpane. 'All the world

the -whole world is alive. You will get -well! You willâ€”

things to me about the Madonna

least that we spoke different languages.

I knew there was a language which every-

thing speaks. You can speak it to any

living creature, and it knows what you

mean. I went in and spoke it. I knelt

Frances Hodgson Burnett

367

is full of flowers!" I exclaimed. *I brought you these to show

you willâ€”you will!' Tears fell down her cheeks, and she sai

blessing me thousands of times"

less fluency. I told herâ€”yes, I did! I

don't in the least remember what words I

used, but what I said was rather like this:

"'See! Outside the sky is blue, and the

sea is blue, and everything is laughing and

sparkling! The boats are full of flowers

and people who are singing. All the world

is full of flowers! I brought these to show

you how full it is. Listen to the singing!

Listen to the laughing! Your gardens in

Nice are fullâ€”full

of flowers like these!

They are waiting for

you. You will land

at Genoa tomorrow

and go to them. It's

Spring, and the

whole world is alive

â€”alive! You will

get well! You will

see your garden!

You will â€” you will

â€”you will!'"

"And what, in

the name of le bon

Dieu, did she do?"

"She understood!

Perfectly. Perhaps

she caught her

breath at first. I

don't remember,

but the next instant

she sat upâ€”I didn't
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know she could, but

she did. She looked

at me with almost

passionate eyes â€”

and spoke to me in

Italian as I had

spoken to her in

English. Tears fell

down her cheeks,

and she said lovely

things to me about

the Madonna bless-

ing me thousands of

times.

" I knew enough

Italian to under-

stand that! And she

took up my hand,

and kissed it. And

I kissed her hand,

and I went on talk-

ing and telling her

that the dreariness

was all over, and

tomorrow â€” tomor-

row she would be up and on the way to

her garden!

"'You will, you will, you will!' I kept

saying, and once or twice she shook her

head, but she smiled even when she did

it. And I left her smilingâ€”with roses in

her hand, and violets and pink and white
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"How long did you stay?" I inquired

of her.

"Oh! only a few minutes! Perhaps more

than five, but not as much as ten. One

doesn't slay.' As she smiled at me I smiled

at her. And I was swept out as I was

swept in."

"And what happened afterward?" I

asked.

"In one sense scarcely anythingâ€”in

another, everything; so little that was in

the least dramatic that you may think it

an anti-climaxâ€”but I didn't!"

The bay was darkening into bronzes and

purples, and held her captive for a brief

space of stillness. She sat looking at it,

and not at me.

"Nobody has learned to believe any-

thing yet, really!" she reflected aloud.

"We think we have, but we have not. If

one makes an appeal to a Law one fancies

one believes in, arid it works out its answer

for us, one is always amazed. I speak of

my Beliefs, I live on them, and yet I am

capable of losing my breath whenever

they prove themselvesâ€”quite naturally and

simplyâ€”true!"

"As in this case?" I suggested.

"Well. As I came to my stateroom

rather late that night I passed my neigh-

bor's husband walking briskly, and looking

curiously elated. Before I went to sleep

Nunciata came in to see me. She did not

know anything about Beliefs. If it had

been suggested to her that fluent colloquial

English, poured forth to a woman who
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understood only Spanish and Italian, could

carry a weird conviction, she would have

stared, innocently aghast. All she knew

was that I had carried some flowers to her

invalid. Nevertheless she, like the hus-

band, wore an air of relief and light-hearted,

buoyant hope.

" 'She is much better. The flowers

pleased her so much. They make her

think of her garden. She does not say she

dies tonight. If she sleeps that will be

good.'

"'You'll see she will sleep,' I said with

assurance.

"She did sleep, and the next morning

she was better still. We were to reach

Genoa during the day, and I realized that

there was movement in the next stateroom,

and goings in and out, and the packing of

steamer-trunks and hold-alls. The steward
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and Nunciata were very busy. But Nun-

ciata stopped a moment to see me. She

was quite beamingly triumphant and re-

lieved in manner.

" 'She goes on shore at Genoa,' she said.

'The doctor says she need not fear. She

is going soon to be dressed. She is more

happy. It is because she comes near her

home!'

"I kept out of the way during the morn-

ing, but a short time before we were to

