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This was vrry kind of her, because it was nor rea-

sonahh- tluit she could really care much—such a ^irl

—tor .^uch a man, who had n( vcr been able to inter-

e>t h( r, he tVlr. But >he lookeil at him, l(X)ked up

mistily with her dear eyi's of smoke-blue. There

was some message in them, behind a glaze of tears.

Drowned in those eyes, he heard himself stammer-

ing out things he had not thought that he would

evrr liare to say. "If you could marr>' me ... I

lion' ruppose you could . . . but if . .
."

H_f answer did not come into the dream. Per-

haps she had not answered. But he could see the

igly man holding out his hands, and the girl putting

her hands into them. He could see her looking up

at him again, and in the beautiful eyes there was

that message she wanted him to read. There, at

that place, was the end of the dream-picture; it never

went furtlier, though he tried over and over to carry

it on; the girl looking up, a tall slender shape in

white, with the afternoon sun burnishing her hair,

and giving to it the color of a copper beech tree un-

der which she stood. He knew that he had thought,


