
The Kiss
y^s

hJ?^
Mrs. Ross or his mother who was attendinghim in a praine abode, a dugout of one room, with f

Se^ln ^''^^ '^^'^ ^^.^^^ ^^'^ ^'^-- when he

reading in a book with copper clasps.
Often he would say to this one:
"I don't know who you are

"

But why didn't he know? He felt humiliated that

ever sTh„!;S°
"^""^^^ "^""'^'^^^ ^P°^^ g^"'J>-' ^"^ was

nnfjr if"^

in manner, should be one who wouldnot allow herself to be identified. Her youth and

l\Ar!iT ^K^"^ ^'^'' ^"^^ ^^^ »^°w ^o »^4 him getnd of troubling visions.

.cc'^°k'^ "°J
travelling any more," she used to

and tL r*
''•^'" he complained of the rough trailand the jouncing of the wagon. "Don't you see?"she would add, tapping the cabin wall with her hand

"utlw/'"^^'^ '' ^''- "^^'^ '^ "- ^ -g-
"How did you get in?" he asked; for a contra-

dictory impression was queerly his that she had notbeen here before, but only now had slipped in bymeans of some mystifying trick. Why practise de-
ception of that sort? Maybe she wanted to tell

him ^TI?'
"^- Ju' "^^^'^ ^^^ '^^ g°°d in telling

.^ !l ""u"^
°^'^^ '^^"' ^"^ "°f ^"' a«-e inhabited,

soul?
grandmother of a potato bug has no

Was the visitor mocking at him? Was she? Hemeant to rebuke her for it.

"But no, it's delirium," he told himself, and feltvery clever to have discovered, all by himself, that


