CHAPTER XI.
L’ENVOI
¢ Fair love that led home.”

Juprra Moore did not die. She had fallen
asleep that day with her fingers trembling about
Andrew’s sunburnt hair. He held her tenderly
till a deeper sleep weighted down those clinging
hands, and they fell -

He watched by her, without movement, almost
without breathing, with the look on his face as
of one who battles with Death, pitting all the
splendid vitality of his being against the enemy,
casting the mantle of his brave soul, strong will
and perfect love about the trembling will and
failing heart that were so nearly vanquished.

Indeed, so completely did Andrew identify
himself during those silent hours with the
woman he loved, that ever after she had some
flecting touches of his courage, and he had
always an intuitional tenderness towards a
woman’s illogical weakness.

The fusion of these two natures took place



