
Hearts aria Masks
love as readily as a hero in a popular
novel."

"I never go back," said I. «'It seems
incredible, doesn't it, that I should de-

clare myself in this feshion? Listen.

For my part, I believe that all this was
written,—myTom-fooleryinMouquin's,
my imposture and yours, the two iden-

tical cards,—the adventure from begin-

ning to end."

Silence.

"Suppose I should say," the girl be-

gan, looking out of the window, "that
in the restaurant you aroused my curi-

osity, that in the cellars my admiration
was stirred, that the frank manner in

which you expressed your regard for

me to— to the burglar—awakened "

"What?" I cried eagerly.

"Nothing. It was merely a supposi*

tion."
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