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that the long night was over and that the dawn had
broken.

When the Colonel entered they did not hear him, and
without speaking he turned back and closed the door
after him. In his hand he held a telegram ordering the
deposition of Nchal Singh, Rajah of Merut, and the
recognition, pardon, and release of one Steven Caruthers,
Englishman. But he crept away with the long-hoped-
for message.

"Time enough," he thought. "They are happy."
And if beneath his heartfelt rejoicing there lurked the
shadow of bitiuness, who shall blame him ? There was
one dearer to him than his own child could have been,
for whose wounaed heart there seemed as yet no balsam.
And yet, unknown to him, for her also the dawn was
breaking. For even as he crept away with knitted
brows, sharing her burden with her by the power of
love and sympathy, she held in her hands the first

herald of a happier future,

" What you have told me I accept—for now," Adam
Nicholson had written. " You are wise to travel with
the Carmichals. It will do you good. I, who was
prepared to wait my whole life for you, can have
patience for a little longer. I know that you suffer, and
as yet I may not help you. Your pride separates us,

but your pride is a little thing compared to my love.'

What is your birth or parentage to me ? You say it

would overshadow my whole life, darken my career?
It might try. That would be one thing more to fight
against. We have come to India to sweep away its

prejudices: let us first sweep away our own. We
have come to bring freedom: let us first make our-
selves free. It will be a good battle, but it will not
darken my life, Lois. Do you think opposition and


