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own — only clasped him close and closer —
her lips on his hair, and crooned

:

" Man Herz! Mein liebes, susses Herz !''

For many moments was no sound except

the soft breaking of the waves, and the softer

breaking of the tenderness of two full human
hearts. But he yet lay very still.

" Dearest !
" he said at length, faintly, yet

looked up and smiled in her face. " I am an

ill man, a dying man. Put me away some-

where. The trains were slow."

Three weeks he lay between life and death

in her camp bed. A country doc*^r from a

village ten miles away rode over three times

every week to echo Arenberg's judgment. His

symptoms evoked from him only professional

interest. He explained to her coolly the exact

shape, size, and functions of the heart human,

what its inflammation meant, and how that

organ in him looked, what radical changes it

had undergone, what she was to expect.

When he felt his own pulse, noted his own

temperament and pain, prescribed medicine and

treatment, he was as tranquil and correct as if

called to inspect the swollen finger of a spoiled

princess. But once he looked at Monica, and

lifted piteous arms, and lay upon her breast

and said:


