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THE VA(JA1H).\D

"Vou (lid iHit let iiiL' know about the lioiiso. You

asked me before 1 knew. Vou wanted niu for myself

alone! V<ju have always loved me I 1 have always

been the oidy one I It is too good, too good! How

1 fought against you ! 1 used to stutf my ears at night

to keej) out till- sound of your voiec telling your story.

1 loved you first then—no, no! 1 loved you when you

didn't let me take you prisoner! There was no war!

There is only you!"

"We needed a house for—for our honeymoon,"

he suggested.

"Xo! no; Let us go to the nunc for our lion(>y-

nioon. The mine—that is yours, you see. I'm to

wait under tl\e shade of the tree on the plateau and

you're to bring me the gold."

"And tiiere will be new mines and new tasks

—

?ind you, always."

'•Always
!"

While she went from room to room, with Avords of

delight for his thoughtfulness in restoring every fa-

miliar article that could be procured, ^Marcus Aur^-

lius was digging up certain garments that he had

buried in a bo.x in the garden. When he announced

dinner that night, his face was shining from overmuch

soap and water, and he wore the snnff-c»)lored, brass-

buttoned si.iketail of Parisian memory. Contrary to

his pro|)hecy, he did not drop dead with delight, prob-

ably because he did not want any upstart to take hb

place behind his new master's chair.
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