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built upon one trait, one virtue—loyalty.

She was disloyal to Ben because she had come

to believe that he was disloyal to her sover-

eign excellence. There were things in his life

which he persistently refused to tell; perhaps

every day there were mere trifles which he did

not share with her—^why should he? On a

certain memorable morning she discovered

that for years he had been keeping from her

some affairs of mine: that was his loyalty to

me; she thought it was his disloyalty to her.

I cannot well picture Polly as a lute, but I

think that was the rift in the lute. Still a

man must not surrender himself wholly into

the keeping of the woman he loves; let him,

and he becomes anything in her life but a

man.
Meantime Polly found near by another

suitor who offered her all he was—^what

little there was of him—one of those man-

climbers who must run over the sheltering

wall of some woman. Thus there was gratified

in Polly her one passion for marrying—that

she should possess a pet. Now she possesses

one, owns him, can turn him round and

round, can turn him inside out, can see all

there is of him as she sees her pocket-handker-


