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OH, dear, how she wished that it wasn't r-time. She'd have much rather travelled
day, much much rather. But the lady at the GoverBeseau said: "You had better te
an evening boat and then if you get into a compant for 'Ladies Only' in the train yo
will be far safer than sleeping in a foreign hof2an't go out of the carriage; don't w:
about the corridors arak surcto lock the lavatory door if you go there. Thenrarrives
at Munich at eight o'clock, ancrau Arnholdt says that the Hotel Grunewald is amig
minute away. A porter can take you there. Sheawrlilve at six the same evening, so !
will have a nice quiet day to rest after the joyriaed rub up your German. And wh
you want anything to eatwould advise you to pop into the nearest bakerts get a bu
and some coffee. You haven't been abroad befowe, yau?" "No." "Well, | always tel
my girls that it's better to mistrust people astfirather than trust them, and it's safe
suspectpeople of evil intentions rather than good ones. It sounds rather hard k
we've got to be women of the world, haven't w

It had been nice in the Ladies' Cabin. The steveardeas so kind and changed her mc
for her and tucked up her feet. Slay on one of the hard pirdgprigged couches ar
watched the other passengers, friendly and natpnahing their hats to the bolste
taking off their boots and skirts, opening dres-cases and arranging mysterious rust
little packages, tying thelreads up in veils before lying dowrhud thud, thud, went the
steady screw of the steamer. The stewardess paltgeéen shade over the light and
down by the stove, her skirt turned back over hegels, a long piece of knitting on |
lap. On a shélabove her head there was a w-bottle with a tight bunch of flowel
stuck in it. "I like travelling very much," thouglthe little governess. She smiled ¢
yielded to the warm rocking

But when the boat stopped and she went up on deckdres-baslet in one hand, he
rug and umbrella in the other, a cold, strange Wies under her hat. She looked ug
the masts and spars of the ship, black againsgtengglittering sky, and down to the di
landingstage where strange muffled figures loungeciting; she moved forward wit
the sleepy flock, all knowing where to go to andawvto do except her, and she -
afraid. Just a littlejast enough to wis—oh, to wish that it was daytime and that one
those women who had smiled at her in the glassn they both did their hair in tt
Ladies' Cabin, was somewhere near now. "Tickeegga. Show your tickets. Have y«
tickets ready.” She went down the gangway balantiagelf carefully on her hee
Then a man in a black leather cap came forwardouched her on the arm. "Where f
Miss?" He spoke Englisthe must be a guard or a stationmaster with a &epthiat. She
had scarcely answered when he pounced on hel-basket. "This way," he shouted, i
rude, determined voice, and elbowing his \he strode past the people. "But | don't w
a porter."” What a horrible man! "I don't want atporl want to carry it myself." She h.
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to run to keep up with him, and her anger, farrgjey than she, ran before her :
snatched the bag out of the wre's hand. He paid no attention at all, but swunglawn
the long dark platform, and across a railway lithée is a robber.” She was sure he wi
robber as she stepped between the silvery railsfelhdhe cinders crunch under t
shoes. On the other sid#E; thank goodnesthere was a train with Munich written on
The man stopped by the huge lighted carriages.oi®kclass?" asked the insolent vo
"Yes, a Ladies' compartment.” She was quite olgreath. She opened her little purse
find somehing small enough to give this horrible man whike tbssed her dre-basket
into the rack of an empty carriage that had a ticDames Seul, gummed on the
window. She got into the train and handed him tyexmntimes. "What's this?" shoult
the man, giring at the money and then at her, holding itapi$ nose, sniffing at it ¢
though he had never in his life seen, much less, Iseich a sum. "It's a franc. You kn
that, don't you? It's a franc. That's my fare!"rAnfc! Did he imagine that she wgoing
to give him a franc for playing a trick like thaist because she was a girl and travel
alone at night? Never, never! She squeezed hee puiser hand and simply did not ¢
him-she looked at a view of St. Malo on the wall opfmand simplydid not hear him.
"Ah, no. Ah, no. Four sous. You make a mistake.ef¢ake it. It's a franc | want." F
leapt on to the step of the train and threw the egamm to her lap. Trembling with terr
she screwed herself tight, tight, and put out gnhiand ind took the mone-stowed it
away in her hand. "That's all you're going to gehé said. For a minute or two she
his sharp eyes pricking her all over, while he remtidlowly, pulling down his moutl
"Ve-ry well. Trrrés bien” He shrugged his shouls and disappeared into the dark.
the reliefl How simply terrible that had been! Asesstood up to feel if the dre-basket
was firm she caught sight of herself in the mirguite white, with big round eyes. S
untied her "motor veil" and unbuttor her green cape. "But it's all over now," she sai
the mirror face, feeling in some way that it wasrenbightened than sh

People began to assemble on the platform. Theyl dtyether in little groups talking;
strange light from the station lan painted their faces almost green. A little boy el
clattered up with a huge +wagon and leaned against it, whistling and flicking boots
with a serviette. A woman in a black alpaca aproshed a barrow with pillows for hir
Dreamy and vacant sheokec-like a woman wheeling a perambul—up and down, up
and downwith a sleeping baby inside it. Wreaths of whiteogm floated up fron
somewhere and hung below the roof like misty vifiglew strange it all is,” thought tf
little governess, "and thmiddle of the night, too." She looked out from lsafe corner
frightened no longer but proud that she had nagmgithat franc. "I can look after mys-
of course | can. The great thing is n—" Suddenly from the corridor there cam«
stamping of feeand men's voices, high and broken with snatchésud laughter. The'
were coming her way. The little governess shramd irer corner as four young men
bowler hats passed, staring through the door andaw. One of them, bursting with t
joke, pointed to the noticDames Seulesnd the four bent down the better to see the
little girl in the corner. Oh dear, they were iretharriage next door. She heard tr
tramping about, and then a sudden hush followed tgll thin fellow with a tiny blac
moustache who flung her door open. "If mademoiseies to come in with us," he se
in French. She saw the others crowding behind peeping under his arm and over
shoulder, and she sat very straight and still.mifdemoiselle will do us the nour,"
mocked the tall man. One of them could be quietomger; his laughter went off in
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loud crack. "Mademoiselle is serious," persistezl yfbung man, bowing and grimacit
He took off his hat with a flourish, and she wasnal again

"En voiture. En voi-ture! Someone ran up and down beside the train. "l wiskasn't
nightdime. | wish there was another woman in the caeridgn frightened of the me
next door." The little governess looked out to Beeporter coming back ag—the same
man malkng for her carriage with his arms full of luggadgut-but what was he doinc
He put his thumb nail under the lalDames Seuleand tore it right off, and then sto
aside squinting at her while an old man wrapped jphaid cape climbed up the high «.
"But this is a ladies' compartment.” "Oh no, Madéesalbe, you make a mistake. No, n
assure you. Merci, Monsieur.En voi-turre!" A shrill whistle. The porter stepped ¢
triumphant and the train started. For a momentwar big tears brimmed her es and
through them she saw the old man unwinding a $gawrf his neck and untying the fla
of his Jaeger cap. He looked very old. Ninety asteHe had a white moustache and
gold+immed spectacles with little blue eyes behind treerd pink wrinkld cheeks. A
nice faceand charming the way he bent forward and said litnigaFrench: "Do | disturl
you, Mademoiselle? Would you rather | took all #hélsings out of the rack and fou
another carriage?" What! that old man have to navéhose heavy ings just because
she . .. "No, it's quite all right. You don't digt me at all.” "Ah, a thousand thanks."
sat down opposite her and unbuttoned the capesaériormous coat and flung it off |
shoulders.

The train seemed glad to have left theion. With a long leap it sprang into the de

She rubbed a place in the window with her glove $he could see nothi—just a tree
outspread like a black fan or a scatter of lightsthe line of a hill, solemn and huge.

the carriage next door the ung men started singindJh, deux, trois" They sang the
same song over and over at the tops of their vo

"l never could have dared to go to sleep if | hagrbalone,” she decided couldn't
have put my feet up or even taken off my hat." Simgirg gave her a queer little tremk
in her stomach and, hugging herself to stop ithvagr arms crossed under her cape,
felt really glad to have the old man in the careiagth her. Careful to see that he was
looking she peeped at him through llong lashes. He sat extremely upright, the c
thrown out, the chin well in, knees pressed togetteading a German paper. That \
why he spoke French so funnily. He was a GermameSung in the army, st
supposeda Colonel or a Generonce, of cotse, not now; he was too old for that nc
How spick and span he looked for an old man. Heeveopearl pin stuck in his black

and a ring with a dark red stone on his little &ngthe tip of a white silk handkerchi
showed in the pocket of his doe-breasted jacket. Somehow, altogether, he was r
nice to look at. Most old men were so horrid. Sbeldn't bear them dodde-or they had
a disgusting cough or something. But not havingadthat made all the differen—and
then his cheeks were gink and his moustache so very white. Down wentGleemar
paper and the old man leaned forward with the samlightful courtesy: "Do you spe:
German, Mademoiselle?Ja, ein wenig, mehr als Franzosisthaid the little governes
blushing a deep pinkotour that spread slowly over her cheeks and madélue eye:
look almost black. "Ach, so!" The old man boweddajpasly. "Then perhaps you wou
care to look at some illustrated papers.” He shipperubber band from a little roll

them and handed theacross. "Thank you very much.” She was very foinkboking at
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pictures, but first she would take off her hat gholves. So she stood up, unpinned
brown straw and put it neatly in the rack beside dhes-basket, stripped off her brov
kid gloves,paired them in a tight roll and put them in thevanoof the hat for safety, ar
then sat down again, more comfortably this time,faet crossed, the papers on her
How kindly the old man in the corner watched hereb#tle hand turning over theg
white pages, watched her lips moving as she praremlithe long words to herself, res
upon her hair that fairly blazed under the lightagd how tragic for a little governess
possess hair that made one think of tangerinesremidjolds, of aprics and tortoiseshell
cats and champagne! Perhaps that was what the arddwas thinking as he gazed ¢
gazed, and that not even the dark ugly clothesdcdisiguise her soft beauty. Perhaps
flush that licked his cheeks and lips was a flushage the anyone so young and tenc
should have to travel alone and unprotected thrabhghnight. Who knows he was r
murmuring in his sentimental German fashicJa, es ist eine Tragoed Would to God
| were the child's grandpape

"Thank you very much. Thi were very interesting." She smiled prettily handbagk
the papers. "But you speak German extremely wadlid the old man. "You have beer
Germany before, of course?" "Oh no, this is thet ime'—a little pause, the-"this is the
first time that Ihave ever been abroad at all.” "Really! | am sggati You gave me tt
impression, if | may say so, that you were accustbito travelling.” "Oh, we—I have
been about a good deal in England, and to Scotlamek.” "So. | myself have been

England ore, but | could not learn English.” He raised oa@dhand shook his hee
laughing. "No, it was too difficult for me. . . Ow-do-youdo. Please vich is ze vay

Leicestaire Squaare.™ She laughed too. "Foreigakvays say . . . " They had quite
little talk about it. "But you will like Munich," saithe old man. "Munich is a wonderi
city. Museums, pictures, galleries, fine buildingsd shops, concerts, theat
restaurantsall are in Munich. | have travelled all over Eurap@any, many times in n

life, but it is always to Munich that | return. Youill enjoy yourself there.” "I am nc
going tostayin Munich," said the little governess, and she adsleyly, "I am going to .
post as governess to a doctor's family in Augsburgh, that was it." Agsburg he
knew. Augsburg-wellwas not beautiful. A solid manufacturing town. BuGermany
was new to her he hoped she would find somethitgyesting there too. "I am sure
shall." "But what a pity not to see Munich beforeuygo. You ought to take ittle

holiday on your way"he smile—"and store up some pleasant memories.” "l am afr
could not dothat" said the little governess, shaking her headdenly important an
serious. "And also, if one is alone . . . " He quihderstood. He bowed rious too. They
were silent after that. The train shattered oninigaits dark, flaming breast to the hi
and to the valleys. It was warm in the carriagee Skemed to lean against the c
rushing and to be carried away and away. Littlendsumade iemselves heard; steps
the corridor, doors opening and shut—-a murmur of voiceshistling. . . . Then th
window was pricked with long needles of rain. But it did not matter . . . it was outsi
... and she had her umbrella . . . she pouighed, opened and shut her hands once
fell fast asleep.

"Pardon! Pardon!" The sliding back of the carrigger woke her with a start. What h
happened? Someone had come in and gone out againld man sat in his corner, mc
upright than ever, il hands in the pockets of his coat, frowning higavHa! ha! ha!"
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came from the carriage next door. Still half as]edye put her hands to her hair to m
sure it wasn't a dream. "Disgraceful!” muttered olgk man more to himself than to h
"Common vulgar fellows! | am afraid they disturbed youagous Fréulein, blunderir
in here like that." No, not really. She was justngoto wake up, and she took out |
silver watch to look at the time. Hrpast four. A cold blue light filled the window nes.
Now when she rubbed a place she could see brigbhgm of fields, a clump of whi
houses like mushrooms, a road "like a picture” witiplar trees on either side, a thr
of river. How pretty it was! How pretty and how faifent! Even those pinklouds in the
sky looked foreign. It was cold, but she pretentlet it was far colder and rubbed |
hands together and shivered, pulling at the colldrer coat because she was so ha

The train began to slow down. The engine gave g &mill whistle. They were comin
to a town. Taller houses, pink and yellow, glideg East asleep behind their gre
eyelids, and guarded by the poplar trees that gedvén the blue air as if on tiptoe
listening. In one house a woman opened the shufiiersy ¢ red and white mattres
across the window frame and stood staring at #in.tA pale woman with black hair a
a white woollen shawl over her shoulders. More worappeared at the doors and at
windows of the sleeping houses. There came a fddcheep. The shepherd wore a bl
blouse and pointed wooden shoes. Look! look wiatdr—and by the railway static
too! Standard roses like bridesmaids' bouquetstendgeraniums, waxy pink ones tt
you would neversee out of a greenhouse at home. Slowd slower. A man with .
watering-an was spraying the platform. -a-aah!" Somebody came running a
waving his arms. A huge fat woman waddled throdghdlass doors of the station wit|
tray of strawberries. Oh, she was thirsty! She way thirsty! "A-a-a-ah!" The same
somebody ran back again. The train stop

The old man pulled his coat round him and got upilisg at her. He murmure
something she didn't quite catch, but she smilett bahim as he left the carriage. Wr
he was away the littlgoverness looked at herself again in the glasskshad pattes
herself with the precise practical care of a ginlows old enough to travel by herself ¢
has nobody else to assure her that she is "quiteglal behind.” Thirsty and thirsty! Tt
air tasted of water. She let down the window and tlhevaman with the strawberrie
passed as if on purpose, holding up the tray to fNein, dank,” said the little
governess, looking at the big berries on their gieg leaves. Wei viel’ " she asked as
the fat woman moved away. "Two marks fifty, Frauléitiood gracious!" She came
from the window and sat down in the corner, verlgesed for a minute. Half a crow
"H-0-0-0-0-e-ee!" shrieked the train, gathering itself togethebé off again. She Iped
the old man wouldn't be left behind. Oh, it was Idgy—everything was lovely if onl
she hadn't been so thirsty. Whwasthe old man-oh, here he wake dimpled at him ¢
though he were an old accepted friend as he cliieedoor and, turning, tk from under
his cape a basket of the strawberries. "If Frauheald honour me by accepting these
. " "What, for me?" But she drew back and raisedHands as though he were abou
put a wild little kitten on her lag

"Certainly, for you," saidhe old man. "For myself it is twenty years sinogds brave
enough to eat strawberries." "Oh, thank you so wvemych. Danke bester," she
stammered, sie sind so sehr sch¢ " "Eat them and see,” said the old man, loo}
pleased and friendly. "You worhave even one?" "No, no, no." Timidly and charmyr
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her hand hovered. They were so big and juicy sketdgake two bites to the-the juice
ran all down her fingersnd it was while she munched the berries that issetfiought
of the old man as her (ndfather. What a perfect grandfather he would mdkst like
one out of a book!

The sun came out, the pink clouds in the sky, treevberry clouds were eaten by i
blue. "Are they good?" asked the old man. "As gasdhey look?

When she had eatenretin she felt she had known him for years. She twiddbout Frat
Arnholdt and how she had got the place. Did he kribes Hotel Grunewald? Fr¢
Arnholdt would not arrive until the evening. Hetéised, listened until he knew as mt
about the affair as shd#id, until he sai—not looking at herbut smoothing the palms
his brown suéde gloves together: "I wonder if yoould let me show you a little «
Munich today. Nothing muc—but just perhaps a picture gallery and the Engds
Garten. It seems such aypthat you should have to spend the day at ttielhand also .
little uncomfortable . . . in a strange plaNicht wahr?You would be back there by tl
early afternoon or whenever you wish, of coursel, you would give an old man a gre
deal of pleasure.”

It was not until long after she had said "Y-because the moment she had said it ar
had thanked her he began telling her about hielsan Turkey and attar of ro—that
she wondered whether she had done wrong. Aftestadl really did ncknow him. But he
was so old and he had been so very-not to mention the strawberries. . . . And
couldn't have explained the reason why she said""&ld it was helast day in a way,
her last day to really enjoy herself in. "Was | ng@ Was 1?'A drop of sunlight fell intc
her hands and lay there, warm and quivering. 'Hiight accompany you as far as
hotel," he suggested, "and call for you again auéken o'clock.” He took out his poc-
book and handed her a card. "Herr Regierung:. . " He had a title! Well, it wabound
to be all right! So after that the little governgsse herself up to the excitement of be
really abroad, to looking out and reading the fgmeadvertisement signs, to being t
about the places they came-having her attention and enjoyment looked afterthsy
charming old grandfath-until they reached Munich and the Hauptbahnhof.rtd?b
Porter!" He found her a porter, disposed of his dwggage in a few words, guided |
through the bewildering crowd t of the station down the clean white steps inte
white road to the hotel. He explained who she wathé manager as though all this |
been bound to happen, and then for one momenitthehland lost itself in the big brow
suéde ones. "l will cafbr you at ten o'clock.” He was gor

"This way, Fraulein,” said the waiter, who had beedging behind the manager's be
all eyes and ears for the strange couple. Shewietiohim up two flights of stairs into
dark bedroom. He dashed down her c¢-basket and pulled up a clattering, dusty bl
Ugh! what an ugly, cold roo-what enormous furniture! Fancy spending the dayeire!
"Is this the room Frau Arnholdt ordered?" asked litike governess. The waiter hac
curious way of staring as if the was somethindunnyabout her. He pursed up his |i
about to whistle, and then changed his miiGewiss' he said. Well, why didn't he gt
Why did he stare so?Gehen Sig¢ said the little governess, with frigid Engli
simplicity. His little eyes, lik currants, nearly popped out of his doughy cheeGehen
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Sie sofort' she repeated icily. At the door he turned. "Ahd gentleman,"” said he, "sh
| show the gentleman upstairs when he com

Over the white streets big white clouds fringedwgitiver-and sunshine everywhere. F
fat coachmen driving fat cabs; funny women withditound hats cleaning the tramw
lines; people laughing and pushing against onehanptrees on both sides of the stre
and everywhere you looked almost, immensentains; a noise of laughing from t
footpaths or the middle of the streets or the opemdows. And beside her, mo
beautifully brushed than ever, with a rolled umlareh one hand and yellow glov
instead of brown ones, her grandfather who haddaker to spend the day. She wan
to run, she wanted to hang on his arm, she wamtenyt every minute, "Oh, | am ¢
frightfully happy!" He guided her across the roasteod still while she "looked," and t
kind eyes beamed on her and he said "just wer you wish." She ate two whi
sausages and two little rolls of fresh bread atezien'clock in the morning and she dr
some beer, which he told her wasn't intoxicatingsmit at all like English beer, out o
glass like a flower vase. And then thtook a cab and really she must have ¢
thousands and thousands of wonderful classicalfgstin about a quarter of an hour
shall have to think them over when | am alone.". .But when they came out of t
picture gallery it was raining. The greather unfurled his umbrella and held it over
little governess. They started to walk to the nestat for lunch. She, very close bes
him so that he should have some of the umbrella"tb@oes easier,” he remarked i
detached way, "if you takmy arm, Fraulein. And besides it is the custom err@any."
So she took his arm and walked beside him whil@diated out the famous statues,
interested that he quite forgot to put down the raifdd even when the rain was lo
over.

After lunch they vent to a café to hear a gypsy band, but she ditlkeothat at all. Ugh
such horrible men were there with heads like eggkats on their faces, so she tur
her chair and cupped her burning cheeks in herdhand watched her old friend inste
... Then they went to the Englischer Gar

"l wonder what the time is," asked the little gawess. "My watch has stopped. | for
to wind it in the train last night. We've seen sadbt of things that | feel it must be qu
late.” "Late!" He stoppe in front of her laughing and shaking his heaa way she ha
begun to know. "Then you have not really enjoyedrygelf. Late! Why, we have not h
any iceeream yet!" "Oh, but | have enjoyed myself," shieayr distressed, "more that
can possibly sayit has been wonderful! Only Frau Arnholdt is te &t the hotel at si
and | ought to be there by five." "So you shalltekfthe ic-cream | shall put you into
cab and you can go there comfortably." She wasyhagpin. The chocolate i-cream
melted-melted in little sips a long way down. The shadmkgthe trees danced on t
tablecloths, and she sat with her back safely tltnehe ornamental clock that point
to twentyfive minutes to seven. "Really and truly,” said tht#e governess earnes,
"this has been the happiest day of my life. I'veemesven imagined such a day." In sj
of the iceeream her grateful baby heart glowed with lovetlfer fairy grandfathe:

So they walked out of the garden down a long alléye day was nearly ove"You see
those big buildings opposite,” said the old marhéThird store-that is where 1 live.
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and the old housekeeper who looks after me." Stsevery interested. "Now just befor
find a cab for you, will you come and see my litteme' and leme give you a bottle ¢
the attar of roses | told you about in the traim? femembrance?" She would love
"I've never seen a bachelor's flat in my life,"daad the little governes

The passage was quite dark. "Ah, | suppose my achan has goneut to buy me a
chicken. One moment." He opened a door and stadd & her to pass, a little shy k
curious, into a strange room. She did not knowequibat to say. It wasn't pretty. In
way it was very uglybut neat, and, she supposed, comfortaor such an old mai
"Well, what do you think of it?" He knelt down amabk from a cupboard a round tr
with two pink glasses and a tall pink bottle. "Tlitle bedrooms beyond," he said gai
"and a kitchen. It's enough, eh?" "Oh, quite endugind if ever you should be i
Munich and care to spend a day or —why, there is always a little n—a wing of a
chicken, and a salad, and an old man delightee@ tgohr host once more and many m
times, dear little Fraulein!" He took the stoppet of the bottle and poured some wi
into the two pink glasses. His hand shook and time wpilled over the tray. It was ve
quiet in the room. She said: "I think | ought torgmw." "But you will have a tiny glass
wine with me{ust one before you go?" saihe old man. "No, really no. | never dri
wine. IH have promised never to touch wine or anything ltkat." And though h
pleaded and though she felt dreadfully rude, esfigavhen he seemed to take it to he
so, she was quite determined. "Meally, please.” "Well, will you just sit down on tl
sofa for five minutes and let me drink your hedlthfie little governess sat down on -
edge of the red velvet couch and he sat down bésidand drank her health at a gt
"Have you really been happy-day?" asked the old man, turning round, so clos&lb
her that she felt his knee twitching against h8efore she could answer he held
hands. "And are you going to give me one littleskiefore you go?" he asked, draw
her closer still.

It wasa dream! It wasn't true! It wasn't the same old ragall. Ah, how horrible! Thi
little governess stared at him in terror. "No, no!" she stammered, struggling out of
hands. "One little kiss. A kiss. What is it? Judtiss, dear little FrauleirA kiss." He
pushed his face forward, his lips smiling broadigd how his little blue eyes gleam
behind the spectacles! "Ne-never. How can you!" She sprang up, but he wasgjtiock
and he held her against the wall, pressed agaanstis hard old kdy and his twitching
knee, and though she shook her head from sided® distracted, kissed her on -
mouth. On the mouth! Where not a soul who wasméar relation had ever kissed |
before. . ..

She ran, ran down the street until she found ad road with tram lines and a policen
standing in the middle like a clockwork doll. "I mtato get a tram to the Hauptbahnhc
sobbed the little governess. "Fraulein?" She wituerghands at him. "The Hauptbahnt
There-there's one now," and while heatched very much surprised, the little girl w
her hat on one side, crying without a handkerclgpfang on to the tre—not seeing the
conductor's eyebrows, nor hearing hochwohlgebildete Damialking her over with i
scandalised friend. She rockecrself and cried out loud and said "Ah, ah!" pregdier
hands to her mouth. "She has been to the derghstjied a fat old woman, too stupid
be uncharitable.Na, sagen Sie 'm, what toothache! The child hasn't one left in
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mouth." While the tran swung and jangled through a world full of old meith
twitching knees.

When the little governeseached the hall of the Hotel Gréwald the same waiter wl
had come into her room in the morning was standinga table, polishing a tray
glasses. Té sight of the little governess seemed to fill loot with some inexplicabl
important content. He was ready for her questiasm;ahswer came pat and suave. ™
Fraulein, the lady has been here. | told her tlat lgad arrived and gone out ag
immedately with a gentleman. She asked me when you w@reng back aga—but of
course | could not say. And then she went to theager." He took up a glass from 1
table, held it up to the light, looked at it witheeye closed, and started polishing th
a corner of his apron. " . . . ?" "Pardon, Fraitefrch, no, Fraulein. The manager co
tell her nothingrothing." He shook his head and smiled at theisanillglass. "Where |
the lady now?" asked the little governess, shuddeso violently thathe had to hold her
handkerchief up to her mouth. "How should | know?led the waiter, and as |
swooped past her to pounce upon a new arrivaldast fbeat so hard against his ribs
he nearly chuckled aloud. "That's it! that's it thought. "Thé will show her." And a:
he swung the new arrival's box on to his shou—-hoop !-as though he were a giant ¢
the box a feather, he minced over again the Igtieerness's wordsGehen Sie. Gehen
Sie sofortShall I! Shall I'" he shouted to himse
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