
36 THE PENALTY

hmdf, a sle^kss night, and the unsparing light of

morning had filled her with shame and remorse, and

made it quite clear that she had made one more mis-

take, and must tell him so, and eat humble pie. And
exact a promise that he would never make love to

her again. But she could never get him to promise

that. And she could never keep him from kissing

things that belonged to her when she was looking,

and irhta she wasn't And if, as he sometimes

threatened in moments of disappointed and injured

feelings, he had gone far away, so that he could never

cross her path again, she would have missed him so

much that it would almos^ have killed her. And so

it is with all human heinf they care little enough

about their dearest possesions until the fire by night

omsumes them, or the thief walks off with them.

Then the alver and the jeweb, and this thing and
that, assume a sort of human* 'y—and are as if they

had been dear friends and unutterably necessary

companit ns in joy and sorrow.

To Wilmot a little oicouragement was a great

thing, a foundation upcm which to undertake pyra-

mids. Having intruded upon Barbara's working

hours without being scolded, Wilmot began to pict-

iu:e for himself a delightful life of intruding upon Uiem
every day. He hoped that if she was really working,

she would not actually send him away, but let him
sit in the deep chair by the fire and wait till she was
through, and ready for talk and play. As much al-

most as he loved her, he hated her ambitums, if <»ily


