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would be able to provide for her. But as yet, though 
my prospects were bright, I amounted to nothing 
in my profession. It would be years before I could 
hope to give my wife the luxuries to which Louise 
Parrish had been accustomed.

On the other hand, I felt that with Louise as my 
wife I could do great things. I loved her with a 
great love. I felt that her affection and companion
ship would be inspiration enough for any man to 
conquer the world. I hoped that she loved me. I 
recalled the many trifles which seemed to show, at 
least, that she found pleasure in my society. I tried 
to comfort myself, too, by remembering that Gen
eral Parrish was a self-made man, that when he 
married he was as poor as I, if not poorer. I knew 
that he liked me and had confidence in me. Was it 
then, after all, I asked myself, presuming in me to 
hope that Louise would listen to me and that her 
father would consent to her becoming my wife— 
yet, why had she not telephoned ?

As I dragged my hesitating feet across the street 
I was aroused from my reverie by the rush of an 
automobile that all but knocked me over. With an


