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Broken Barriers

golden hair in the sunlight, and the white furs
draped about her.

“Harold!” she exclaimed. “Harold, is it
you? How strange and masterful you look.
I didn’t know you were so strong.”

I turned sternly towards her.

“When I was alone,” I said, “on the Hima-
layas hunting the humpo or humped buf-
falo—"

Clara clasped her hands, looking into my
face.

“Yes,” she said, “tell me about it.”

Meantime I could see that Edith had gone
over to John Croyden.

“John,” she said, “‘you shouldn’t sit on the
wet sand like that. You will get a chill. Let
me help you to get up.”

I looked at Clara and at Croyden.

“How has this happened?” I asked. = Tell

“We were on the same ship,” Croyden said.
“There came a great storm. Even the captain
had never seen L
“I know,” I interrupted, “‘so had ours.”
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