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my trU.

ADRIAN SAVAGB

Give me my aaMwtt^-y^ or no—now, bM^ «»

taU rt him with WW, open eyee, iomething pwfonnd. enHeT
to.w.yde.p«.te.inherexpreirion. She driTewd ZSS^•nd holding out both her bunds—

-VV,
" I (omnder," ahe raid.

j'^S^'?*"^ ***'' ''" "tended hud* in hie, beat down^^^ w^tjy
;
then looked baek .t her gmvejy,

rewlutdy, thongh h i wee white to the lipa.

<<

«" ^''* °°* ""^^ oompulaion, not out of pity f " he wid.«ow, eren now, with the conaummation of aU myhopM ai^

io Je«e GbMeJ^ shook her head gently, smiling.
No," she answered. "Not under oompulaion, not out

of pity, HUM ami, but because I find nature ia too powerful
far me. Because I find I too love, and find-einoe you win
hare me bare my heart and teU yon everything-it is too
preoiaely and solely yourself, whom I love."

'

And from the inner room—into which Anm.t.^ g,^.
ouamp had pwued, unperoeived by her two guests daring this
for them, very momentous ooUoqny-came strains of heroic
music good for the soul.
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