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'Divine, adorable ' fact, of course, 1

inean; Oh, Rosamund, how glad 1 aiý
Sthat it Is true. eêt, us tak e the e

and throw it into thse river. I neyer
want to be free again. as long as 1 live."

"No use if yog. did " with aý saucy
oss of the confident littie heaci.

-My poor boy," she went. bu present-
ly, in a caressing, motherly tone, "I
realY can't help being rathei sorry for
aou, you -who have been so used toyour

freedomi, yoUi such *a wicked, wiCed
wanderer. HOw will you ever endure
ît? Tell =e tise trutis now-man to

*man, as they say-right at the bottom
of your heart, aren't yois just a tiny
bit wistful sometimes for the olýd free-

_uNever,"~ answered Sid, with porten-
'isincerity.

'ýever I' Qùite sure? Don't you
e fefel a ittle homesick for some one
of ypur old loves, and wonder what it
would be hike to seeý her agaîn ?"

Sid -shook h bis od Wit1 enphasis.
Rosaundand or tat-matter, al

Sid's world, was weIl aquainted with
"the main lines of his amatorîous his-
tory, and knew somethiig of the vari-
ons divinities who had figured in it.

Besides, Sid, a prornising young lawyer,
with known literary leanings, lias- put
lis heart on record beyond withdrawal
by the publication of a volume of verse
entitled "Thse Nine Muses." The vol-
umne consisted of love-verses addressed
to various ladies to whom Sid had fromn
timne to time, or simultaneously, been
devoted; and thougis, of course, tbey
figured under fanciful names, their
identities were no secret to tise learned
gossips of Sid's circle. This book had
Deen a thorn in Sid's side since he had

met and loved Rosamund, a thorn
which she sometimes amused berseif
by using to bis discomflture. She had
tise volume with ber this afternoon, and
as she turned to it, witb malicious mer-
rimient in ber eye. Sid knew that she,
mneditated some of her merçiIess rail-
lery.

"I do wisb, Rosamund, you would let
me forget tisat wretched book.-IN1 qf
't wer-. -iîtishe bottom of tise sea. P
h1l'e tic whole edition destroyed. 1

"0!1,ba would be saciileze!" inter-
rtuDted vI)amtind, mockingly, "besides,;
I shoti-!still bave My copy.",

"I wi]l managé to get it from you,"
retorted Sid,, making a clutch at his
printed past.

"Even if you should," answered
Rosamund, retaining possession of tise
book, "I should still rememnber some of
the poems by heart. They are so beau-
tiful. .. . TIhis, for instance, to

"IDo be quiet, Rosamund.
"No, I insist, 1. . . I don't think

you kriow how beautiful they are your-
self. Listen:
1 know a little starlit sprng-

Last night 1 leaned upon the brink.
Andi to the dinipled surface presseti

My hallowed lips to drink

And now the sun la uyD, and I
Am >wlth a dreaW athirst;

0O- was It good to -tinkthat s'pring,
or was the apring accuret?

ÂcurFit, that he who.drinks therein
Shail long, even as I.

To drink again yet neyer drink
Again until hée di.

"Truly. now," Rosamund contînued,d oesn't hearing that make you a bi.t
thirsty again for your litle starlit
spring? It is not too'late. 1 arn sure
thât if you were to go back to her;6h'e

would let.you drink ail you want. .. 1
1 happen to know that. she isn't mar-
ried yet 1"

Sid sat dumis under tise raillery, witb
set, gloomy face. Turning over a page
or two, Rosamund began again.

"Here is one of my favorites," she
said, ignoring Sid's silence. "It is to
Meriel:
Was there a moon in the sky,

Was there a wind in the tree,
I oniy remember that you and I

Sat somewhere with you and me.

1 only remernber'the Joy-the Joy-
And the ache of going away;

oh, little girl, here's a Ifttle boy
Winl love you tun Judgnient Day."

As sise finisbed reading this, Rosa-
nund Jet tise book close in her lap, and

ber mood seemed suddenly to' have
cisanged to a tbotigbtful seriousness.
She repeated, as if to iserseif, tise Iast
two lines:-

"Oh. littie girl, here's a littie boy
Will love you tIi Judgment Day,"

slie said over slowly. as thougis weigis-
in-g everv word; and there was some-
thing in her voice that migist have sug-
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'And It was to b. no easy figbt, b. mtllzed, as the sirer> nestled herueif Into a
comfortable position iu that shtltered nook."1
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