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"I felt that the moment I saw the name Van

Doren. I had never seen your brother until we met

in Maine; he was of the greatest service to mt;

I was in sorry plight when he picked me up."

He was prepared to tell the story of the mectinu,

everything indeed that had occurred. He had im-

agined that she would be immensely curious as to all

the phases and incidents of his relationship with lnr

brother.

"Just now I shall be happier not to know,' slit-

said, and added with a smile: "Later, when my

heart is lighter than it is today you may tell mc."

She was magnificent, a thoroughbred, this woni;,n.

who walked beside him with the air of a queen who

might lose a throne but never the mastery of lur

own soul. She was far more at ease than he, walk-

ing with her hands thrust carelessly into the pocketi

of her coat, halting now and then to gaze across tlie

water.

"My brother is Philip Van Doren, and there were

just the two of us. An unusual sympathy bound

us together from childhood, and there was never a

closer tie between brother and sister. 1 marned

his most intimate friend. My husband betrayed

him ; it was the breach of a trust in which they were

jointly liable. It was not merely a theft, it was a

gross, dastardly thing, without a single mitigatmg

circumstance. My husband killed himself."

She spoke without a quaver of the beautiful voice

meeting his gaze as she uttered the last sentence a;

though anxious to spare herself nothing in her desin

to convince him of her perfect composure. On<

might have thought her an amiable woman attempt

ing to entertain a dull companion by summarizing
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