
Sir Christopher

tuccecded, when the news of thy freedom reached
me; then the old love I had counted dead rose
up stronger than ever, rose up out of the grave
where I had laid it as in a trance, rose up and
bade me never again cheat myself into the belief
that I and it could be put asunder."
The man paused for breath, so shaken was he

by the force of his passion.

Elinor Calvert looke '. at him in terror, unable
to break by word or movement the spell under
which he held her. He made a stride closer, and
grasped her hand.

" What stands between us ? " he asked, holding
her eyes with his, those penetrating eyes that had
the power to pierce all disguises, to rend all
shams to tatters, "Norse een like grey gos-
hawks." Most eyes only look— Neville's saw.
The woman before him felt evasions impossible,
subterfuges of no avail.

" Your faith," she answered.
" You cared a little for me, then, in the old

days r

"

"I did," she answered, like one in a trance
bending to the will of the questioner. As she
spoke she unconsciously laid her hand upon the
diamond crescent at her breast.

His eyes followed her motion and he colored
high, for he saw that it was the brooch he had
sent her at her marriage. She saw that he saw,


