
The Lost Road

other woman would ever again find a place in his

thoughts. No other woman did. Not because

he had the strength to keep his vow, but be-

cause he so continually thought of Frances Gard-

ner that no other woman had a chance.

Miss Gardner was a remarkable girl. Her charm
appealed to all kinds of men, and, unfortunately

for Lee* several kinds of men appealed to her.

Her fortune and her relations were bound up in

the person of a rich aunt with whom she lived, and
who, it was understood, some day would leave her

all the money in the world. But, in spite of her

charm, certainly in spite of the rich aunt, Lee,

true to his determination, might not have noticed

the girl had not she ridden so extremely well.

It was to the captain of cavalry she first ap-

pealed. But even a cavalry captain, whose duty
in life is to instruct sixty men in the art of tak-

ing the life of as many other men as possible,

may turn his head in the direction of a good-
looking girl. And when for weeks a man rides

at the side of one through pine forests as dim and
mysterious as the aisles of a great cathedral, when
he guides her across the wet marshes when the
sun is setting crimson in the pools and the wind
blows salt from the sea, when he loses them both
by moonlight in wood-roads where the hoofs of
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