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130 THE PRETIT SISTER OF JOS^

It has all happened, that which you said

would happen ; and when the devisa fell at

my feet I hid it in niy breast with the other

which was there before. And because I love

you so, you cannot die. I will do anything

you say I must do. I am Pepita, and I give

myself to you. I would give my blood and

my life and my soul for you. Every night

I have waited by the wall in the hope that

you would come. I have watched you

when you did not see me. If you had not

come I should have killed myself; if you

die, I will drive the knife to its hilt in my
heart. I can love more than those women

who love so easily and so often. I knew

nothing about it when I was so proud and

mocked you. I know now. Mother of

God ! it is like a thousand deaths when one

cannot see tho face one wants. What

hunajer night and day !—one is driven mad

byitr

She bent more closely over him, crushing


