
IN PORT 319

She put both her hands out, a strange, sorrowful 
look in her eyes, and said: “I have sinned—I have 
sinned.”

He took her hands in his.
“I know,” he said, “that you do not love me yet; 

but you may some day.”
“No,” she said, “I do not love you; but ... I am 

glad you live. Let us—go home.”


