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Mr. Jobling denied the charge hotly, and,

by way of emphasizing his denial, raised his

foot and sent the mat flying along the pas

sage. Honour satisfied, he returned to the

door-post and, looking idly out on the street

again, exchanged a few desultory remarks

with Mr. Joe Brown, who, with his hands in

his pockets, was balancing himself with great

skill on the edge of the kerb opposite.

â�¢ His gaze wandered from Mr. Brown to a

young and rather stylishly-dressed woman

who was approachingâ��a tall, good-looking

girl with a slight limp, whose hat encountered

unspoken feminine criticism at every step.

Their eyes met as she came up, and recog

nition flashed suddenly into both faces.

" Fancy seeing you here!" said the girl.

" Well, this is a pleasant surprise.''

She held out her hand, and Mr. Jobling,

with a fierce glance at Mr. Brown, who was

not behaving, shook it respectfully.

"I'm so glad to see you again," said the

girl; " I know I didn't thank you half enough

the other night, but I was too upset."

" Don't mention it," said Mr. Jobling, in a

voice the humility of which was in strong

contrast to the expression with which he was

regarding' the antics of Mr. Brown, as that

gentleman wafted kisses to the four winds of

heaven.

There was a pause, broken by a short, dry

cough from the parlour window. The girl',

who was almost toughing the sill, started

nervously.

" It's only my missis," said Mr. Jobling.

The girl turned and gazed in at the window.

Mr. Jobling, with the stem of his pipe,

performed a brief ceremony of introduction.

" Good evening," said Mrs. Jobling, in a

thin voice. " I don't know who you are, but

I s'pose my 'usband does."

" I met him the other night/' said the girl,

with a bright smile ; " I slipped on a piece

of peel or something and fell, and he was

passing and helped me up."

Mrs. Jobling coughed again. "First I've

heard of it," she remarked

" I forgot to tell you," said Mr. Jobling,

carelessly. " I hope you wasn't hurt much,

miss ? "

" I twisted my ankle a bit, that's all," said

the girl ; "it's painful when I walk."

" Painful now?" inquired Mr. Jobling, in

concern.

The girl nodded. "A little ; not very."

Mr. Jobling hesitated; the contortions of

Mr. Brown's face as he strove to make a

wink carry across the road would have given

pause to a bolder man ; and twice his wife's

husky little cough had sounded from the

window.

" 1 s'pose you wouldn't like to step inside

and rest for five minutes ? " he said, slowly.

" Oh, thank you," said the girl, gratefully ;

" I should like to. Itâ��it really is very

painful."

She limped in behind Mr. Jobling, and after

bowing to Mrs. Jobling sank into the easy-

chair with a sigh of relief and looked keenly

round the room. Mr. Jobling disappeared,

and his wife flushed darkly as he came back

with his coat on and his hair wet from

combing. An awkward silence ensued.

" How strong your husband is !" said the

girl, clasping her hands impulsively.

"Is he?" said Mrs. Jobling.

" He lifted me up as though I had been a

feather," responded the girl. " He put his

arm round my waist and had me on my feet

before I knew where I was."

" Round your waist ?" repeated Mrs.

Jobling.

"Where else should I put it?" broke in

her husband, with sudden violence.

His wife made no reply, but sat gazing in

a hostile fashion at the bold, dark eyes and

stylish hat of the visitor.

" I should like to be strong," said the

latter, smiling agreeably over at Mr. Jobling.

" When I was younger," said the gratified

man, " I can assure you I didn't know my

own strength, as the saying is. I used to

hurt people just in play like, without knowing

it. I used to have a hug like a bear."

" Fancy being hugged like that ! " said the

girl. " How awful ! " she added, hastily, as

she caught the eye of the speechless Mrs.

Jobling.

" Like a bear," repeated Mr. Jobling,

highly pleased at the impression he had

made. " I'm pretty strong now ; there ain't

many as I'm afraid of."

He bent his arm and thoughtfully felt his

biceps, and Mrs. Jobling almost persuaded

herself that she must be dreaming, as she

saw the girl lean forward and pinch Mr.

Jobling's arm. Mr. Jobling was surprised

too, but he had the presence of mind to bend

the other.

" Enormous ! " said the girl, " and as bard

as iron. What a prize-fighter you'd have

made !"

" He don't want to do no prize-fighting,"

said Mrs. Jobling, recovering her speech;

" he's a respectable married man."

Mr. Jobling shook his head over lost

opportunities. " I'm too old," he remarked.

" He's forty-seven," said his wife.
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" We do the work and they take the

money."

" It's always the way," said the girl, indig

nantly ; " they have all the luxuries, and the

men who make the money for them all the

hardships. I seem to know the name

Gingell and Watson. I-wonder where I've

seen it ?"

" In the paper, p'r'aps," said Mr. Jobling.

" Advertising ? " asked the girl.

Mr. Jobling shook his head. " Robbery,"

he replied, seriously. " It was in last week's

paper. Somebody got to the safe and got

away with nine hundred pounds in gold and

bank-notes."

" I remember now," said the girl, nodding.

" Did they catch them ? "

" No, and not likely to," was the reply.

Miss Robinson opened her big eyes and

looked round with an air of pretty defiance.

" I am glad of it," she said.

" Glad ? " said Mrs. Jobling, involuntarily

breaking a self-imposed vow of silence.

" Glad ? "

The girl nodded. " I like pluck," she

said, with a glance in the direction of Mr.

Jobling ; " and, besides, whoever took it had

as much right to it as Gingell and Watson ;

they didn't earn it."

Mrs. Jobling, appalled at such ideas,

glanced at her husband to see how he

received them. " The man's a thief," she

said, with great energy, " and he won't enjoy

his gains."

" I dare sayâ��I dare say he'll enjoy it right

enough," said Mr. Jobling, " if he ain't

caught, that is."

" I believe he is the sort of man I should

like," declared Miss Robinson, obstinately.

" I dare say," said Mrs. Jobling ; " and I've

no doubt he'd like you. Birds of a "

" That'll do," said her husband, peremp

torily ; " that's enough about it. The

guv'nors can afford to lose it; that's one

comfort."

He leaned over as the girl asked for more

sugar and dropped a spoonful in her cup,

expressing surprise that she should like her

tea so sweet. Miss Robinson, denying the

sweetness, proffered her cup in proof, and

Mrs. Jobling sat watching with blazing eyes

the antics of her husband as he sipped at it.

" Sweets to the sweet," he said, gallantly,

as he handed it back.

Miss Robinson pouted, and, raising the

cup to her lips, gazed ardently at him over

the rim. Mr. Jobling, who certainly felt not

more than twenty-two that evening, stole her

cake and received in return a rap from a tea

spoon. Mr. Jobling retaliated, and Mrs.

Jobling, unable to eat, sat looking on in

helpless fury at little arts of fascination which

she had discardedâ��at Mr. Jobling"s earnest

requestâ��soon after their marriage.

By dint of considerable self-control, aided

by an occasional glance from her husband,

she managed to preserve her calm until he

returned from seeing the visitor to her tram.

Then her pent-up feelings found vent. Quietly

scornful at first, she soon waxed hysterical

over his age and figure. Tears followed as

she bade him remember what a good wife she

had been to him, loudly claiming that any

other woman would have poisoned him long

ago. Speedily finding that tears were of no

avail, and that Mr. Jobling seemed to regard

them rather as a tribute to his worth than

otherwise, she gave way to fury, and, in a fine,

but unpunctuated passage, told him her exact

opinion of Miss Robinson.

" It's no good carrying on like that," said

Mr. Jobling, magisterially, "and, what's more,

I won't have it."

" Walking into my house and making eye*

at my 'usband," stormed his wife.

" So long as I don't make eyes at her

there's no harm done," retorted Mr. Jobling

" I can't help her taking a fancy to me, poor

thing."

" I'd pooi thing her," said his wife.

" She's to be pitied," said Mr. Jobling,

sternly. " I know how she feels. She can't

help herself, but she'll get over it in time.

I don't suppose she thinks for a moment we

have noticed herâ��herâ��her liking for me,

and I'm not going to have her feelings hurt."

" What about my feelings ? " demanded

his wife.

" You have got me," Mr. Jobling reminded

her.

The nine points of the law was Mrs.

lobling's only consolation for the next few

days. Neighbouring matrons, exchanging

sympathy for information, wished, strangely

enough, that Mr. Jobling was their husband.

Failing that they offered Mrs. Jobling her

choice of at least a hundred plans for bring

ing him to his senses.

Mr. Jobling, who was a proud man, met

their hostile glances as he passed to and

from his work with scorn, until a day came

when the hostility vanished and gave place

to smiles. Never so many people in the

street, he thought, as he returned from work ;

certainly never so many smiles. People came

hurriedly from their back premises to smile at

him, and, as he reached his door, Mr. Joe

Brown opposite had all the appearance of a






