
THE GARDEN OF RESURRECTION a
You must take my word for it that it was not fromany thwarted desire to draw her into conversation thatthe expression in those eyes of hers chilled me. I have

n others, the presence of mind which brings knowledge
to a man. that a woman would answer if he addressedher in the street I believe there are many women, themost virtuous in the world, who have had little ad-ventures of this kind. God knows, life would be dull^thout such interludes. But as yet no such womanhas come my way. It were better put if I said thatI have never come hers. Therefore, there was nodesire on my part to say a word to this little nurserymaid; yet the swift look in her eyes made a thrill Zcoldness quiver through me. That a woman looks herd^approva of you can be borne. But it is hard tobear that look m a woma.: s eyes which sees you not

!nnt 7 r.'" T ''°™*^'' ^^"^ y°" ^««d the dis-approval of her whole sex.
I don'tknowwhy it should have struck me so strangely

that morning for I am used to it by now. I haveknown It so long. In any case, it is not a thing totalk about. You have it there in that nursery maid's

wh7; r. ^" "^^^ '^''^"' "°* "^"^ ^i**» that uglinesswhich pleads a charm to many a woman's heart. Iam an ugly devil, and that is aU there is about it. Theonly creatures who have ever gazed at me as though Iwere the image of God were my mother and my dog.The one is dead. I have only to stretch down my handfrom my chair and the other will gaze at me in such

!


