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knowledge of his kind. Now and again she laughedwhen immedmtely rose his empty bark above it Attimes he laughed all by himself.
" I suppose I shall have to marry her one of thesedays and settle down," I heard him say, and from th"

lament my eai^ caught no sound other than theirtwo voiees; his m limping, stilted narrative, hers inencouraging assent.

It was a story no man has the right to tell. Told

tingled hot and furious in my veiy fingers. It seemedhe had been to the West Indies, trading in what I don'tknow and care less. And there, no doubt, with whatwe call the superiority of our European civilisation, hehad captured the affections of a planter's daughtek
I caught her name, just her Christian name, as he

disclosed It. Clarissa-only Clarissa-I heard n^ mor"!He wa. one of those youths who must give you names to

Behind all his boasting and that barking laugh of his.
I could see how well she loved him too. Could it havebeen anything but love that had brought her from her

tZn ier ?
^^ ^'"^ ^^""^ °' ^''^""^ ''^''' ^' ^"^

I thought of Mary Queen of Scots, exiled from hergolden France to those dim mists of Scotland, the great-et tragedy the world has ever seen. Only the needof history to make this as great a tragedy as well.
In the care of his two aunts he had placed her.
And there she'll have to stay for some time. She
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