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played, no doubt, Marjory and Colemansat in silence.
He was below her, and if he looked at her he had to
tqrn his glance obliquely upward. She was staring at
the sea with woman's mystic gaze, a gaze which men
3t once reverence and fear since it seems to look into
the deep, simple heart of nature, and men begin to feel
that their petty wisdoms are futile to control these
strange spirits, as wayward as nature and as pure as
nature, wild as the play of ^^aves, Sometimes as unal/
terable as the mountain amid the winds; and to
measure them, man nA^f perforce use a mathematical
formula. »

*' * * » * »
He wished that she would lay her hand upon his

hair. He would be happy then. If she would only,

of,.^er^own will, touch his hair lightly with her
fingers—if she would do it with an unconscious air it

would be even better. It would show him that she
was thinking of him, even when she did not know she
was thinking of him.

;.^ vfe^i'^Pi^ii^Mlay his head softly against her knee.
iCJirHedare?-- ^ j^a
^

» i^*T'^ * * * ^ .

Aslii^ head touched^er "knee, she did not -move.
Sheseei^dto be stlllfazing |^t the 'fc Presently
idly carlssing fingers played

,In his hair near the
forehead. HeMoolffed up suijdenly lifting .his arms.
He breathed ou\^ a cry w|||«h wasj^d^n with a kipd of
diflyent ferocity. " I hajepjl l«sse4jr(ytt yet-
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