
CHAPTER XVI

I
WOKE up tuddoBly. A mfamte ago I had wen
PWer Kennedy kneeling by the to^ hfe head

againft Ifugaiet'f divM. He had looked young.Jktle
more than a boy. Now he was by my akle, beuiam
over me. There was grey in his hair, lines about hS
eyes.

" You've grown grey/' was the fint thing I said,
IseWy enough, I've no doubt, and he did not seem to
hear me. " My arm aches. How oould you do it ?

"

"^M was so young, 10 impetuous, eveiythinffmisht
have come right " ^^^^
" She is wandering," he said. I hardly knew to

whinn he spoke, but felt the necessity of protest
" I'm not wandering. Is Ella there ?

"

" Of coune I am. Is there an3rthing you want ? **

She -xme over to me.
" I needn't write any more, need I ? I'm so tired."*

EDa kwked at hhn as if for instnictkms or guidance
and he answered soothingly, as one speaks to i efaihl
or an invalid

:

" No. no, certainly not. You need iiot write untili
you fed inclined. She has been dreaminc" he:
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