
CHAPTER XI.

VENVOL

Fair love fliat led

JUDI-rii Moom, ("(1 'lot (lie. She 11ild fallen
asleep that day with lier fingers treniblinci about

Andrew's 81inburnt liair. He lield lier ténderly
till a deeper sleep weiglited down those elinging

hands, and they fell
He watelied by lier, without niovenient, almost
without breathing, with the look on his face as

of one who battles with Death, pittin(r 111 the
spleiidid vitality of his being acrainst the enemy,

castinçr the mande of his brave soul, strong will
and perfect love about the trembling will and
failing lieart that were so nearly vanquislied.

Iiideed, so coinpletely did Andrew identify
hiniself durino, those silent hours with the

womaii lie lovêd, that ever after she liad sorne
fleeting touches of his courage, and lie had

always an intuitional tenderness towards a
%voinan's illogical weakiiess.

'l'lie fusion of the.se two natures took place


