
^ja A SPIRIT IN PRISON

away. You have driven me in here And I can't get awwy

irom you. You won't even let mc be alone.

" I dare not let you be alone to-mght.

•• Why not ? What are you afraid of ? ^hat docs it

matterto^uwherelgoorwhatldo ? Don't say »t matten I

Don't dare to say that I

"

Her voice was fierce now. _!.-«-« h^^Ia tn
"it doesn't matter to anybody, except P!'5»f *

V"'*J°
v««. «md a verv little to Gaspare. It never has really mat

never mattered. x.^iir foeline of desolation
A« she sooke an immense, a temnc teeung m "^

maWng her body and her soul numb for a moment.

' I've never mattered to any one.
Artois

«,- ml,tt».red the words to herself. As she did so, A"o»

woman who stood by an open door.

•• Vnii have always mattered to mc, ne swa.

* u ^Ia ih^r^vfOB in his voice that peculiar nng of utter

in a condition to h«f "^""y. "
J^ bemuse <lcnial hurt her.

^'rTryrrci?' f^aS/'^slI^^^
'^"

only yourself has ever

"^i^a'sJnSl'sleTummcd up the long catalogue that had

::KSr rilvIX^'^S-ocn^r and . h.v. ..ways


