
A SPIRIT IN PRISON 443

"'H^IXrjherlS'in. She stood periecUy stUl. Het

he?d Jl^^ghiy tint°a„d she seemed to be lookmg « the

^'°°^d then came the night of the Carmine Hemdo™,

sr-^ew^if rihrirtrthiS-iTaTg^v"r

L^t^s^Se^m^-SS^'S' SSreTTuevJ
that 1

"

'.'•

ind S'ltTend'! knew that it was not true. I was not

I haJntv^rten in love with Vere, .y^^J^'A'l^Zl
and myself in s„eh a relation my JP"'J^"^^ ,^^"4^ not

Sri ^Lrairtrrhadte'Te^Js^ Vere nnjust to

Tt SeTnl myl^^eSk. . might "-^
'"I'Sd h°r^S

an affection for Verc that, in a man of my age, would naveDeen

pfna^ci satSTwi so. And you-l don't know what you have

*^°"whItThave thought doesn't matter now."

Sh^sSke ve^ qSetly. but not with bitterness. She knew

Artofs And eSn in that moment of emotion, and of a sort

of strange exSISstion following upon emotion, she knew, as

«
n


