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And from acron the cot hia mater waikd,
"Don't, don't!" and, covering her &ce,
wbbed afreah.

Thia, then, waa the end of it all— of
the carpets, and fiimiture, and the little

rented house; of the meetings and walking
out, the thrilling nights of starshine, the
deUdousnesa of surrender, the loving and
the being loved. She was stunned by the
awful facta of thia Game she did not under-
stand—the grip it laid on men's souls, its

irony and foithlessness, its risks and haz-
ards and fierce insurgences of the blood,
making woman pitiful, not the be-all and
end-all of man, but his toy and his pastime

;

to woman his mothering and care-taking,

his moods and his moments, but to the
Game his days and nights of striving, the
tribute of his head and hand, his most
patient toil and wildest effort, aU the strain


