
The Lost Road

him, but the could not take h'n love for her from
him. And for that he was grateful. He never
had considered himself worthy, and to could not
believe he had been ill used. In his thoughts of
her there was no bitterness: for that also he was
grateful. And, as he knew he would not care for
any other woman in the way he cared for her, he
preferred to care in that way, even for one who
was lost, than in a lesser way for a possible she
who some day might greatly care for him. So
she still remained in his thoughts, and was so
constantly with him that he led a dual existence,
in which by day he directed the affairs of an alien
and hostile people and by night again lived
through the wonderful moments when she had
thought she loved him, when he first had learned
to love her. At times she seemed actually at his
side, and he could not tell whether he was pre-
tending that this were so or whether the force of
his love had projected her image half around the
world.

Often, when in single file he led the men through
the forest, he seemed again to be back on Cape
Cod picking his way over their own lost road
through the wood, and he heard "the beat of a
horse's feet and the swish of a skirt in the dew."
And then a carbine would rattle, or a horse would
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