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eyes were looking at him and her shoulder touching
his?

Smce he had spoken those words, " Ves, I want ybu,"
she had been silent—fearful perhaps to let other words
destroy their comfort. But near the gate by Hyde Park
Corner she put her hand again into his, and again her
voice, so clear, said

:

" I don't want to hurt anybody, but you will let me
come sometimes—you will let me see yor—you won't
leave me all alone, thinking that I'll never see you
again ?"

And once more, without knowing what he answered,
Lennan murmured:
" No, no I It'll be all right, dear—it'll all come right.

It must—and shall."

Again her fingers twined amongst his, like a child's.

She seemed to have a wonderful knowledge of the
exact thing to say and do to keep him helpless. And
she went on

:

" I didn't try to love you—it isn't wrong to love-
it wouldn't hurt her. I only want a little of your
love."

A little—always a little I But he was solely bent on
comforting her now. To th.' .;:; of her going home, and
sitting lonely, frightened, and unhappy, all the evening,

was dreadful. And holding her fingers tight, he kept

on murmuring words of would-be comfort.

Then he saw that they were out in Piccadilly. How
far dared he go with her along the railings before he
said good-bye ? A man was coming towards them, just

where he had met Dromore that first fatal afternoon


