
43° THE TRAIL OF THE GRAND SEIGNEUR

cl \V<
"

li

m

Hut since that night, clear girl, the night in the gar-
den, my soul has lain in tlii" shadow. Is the shadow
Lo be lifted, dear? For I love you, have loved you
from the beginning! And you -your answer. What
shall it be, Renee? Now and irrevocably."
Her head was turned from me; she stood with

downcast eyes, silent. I grasped her hands, drawing
her close. Slowly her face, lovely as a flower, radiant-
ly pur and sweet in the moonlight, was raised to
mine. \ divine world unfolded in her shadowed eyes,

of promise and of jjcace, of love and the
L le field of life. Then—
• w end," she whispered, it was all. Rut it

ihe white grace of land and sea with the
the stars; it attuned a rolling world to the
• xult It strain that can sound but once;
us, •: art and soul, through the day of life

the piring glow of the setting sun and
.

'

ace of the thrilling portent that ihe
'lod's eternity, stretching illimitahl)-

'orltl! So, lieart to heart, we faced ttu-

future tha' siled like a garden gemmed with beaded
ik'w, radiant with bloom. j"he moment than whii !>

there is nothing like again m llie round old world
was ours; the moment, wlu', h, though so soon goiu',

w.is to leave behind it enough of ilie grace of its

iKeting exaltation to swi-eten .ill the alter \cars. The
alter yeiu's ! I'o whom uo tht \ not iiiing tin- meii)-

ories of such a moment, with, the wisthil swelling oi

the heart that th.rolis hiok- (juicki\-, as wuli a remem
l>ered strain of sw;ctest music, and dim the L\es with
tears

!

•After a little 1 asked iu-r low. "But how caine von
to care for me, Renee? I had not dreamed oi it."
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''I havi- cared lomr. (iill)ert." s!she an^vvi'ic III!!


