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The phflosopher looked meditative.

" I think," he pronounced, " that it is very pos-

sible he would. I can well imagine it."

" He might never find anybody to love him like

that again/' she said, gazing on the gleaming pad-

dock.
" He probably would not," agreed the philos-

opher.

" And—and most people like being loved, don't

they?"
" To crave for love is an almost universal in-

stinct, Miss May."

"Yes, almost," she said, with a dreary little

smile. " You see, he '11 get old, and—and have

no one to look after him."
" He will."

" And no home.**

" Well, in a sense, none," corrected the philoso-

pher, smiling. " But really you '11 frighten me.

I 'm a bachelor myself, you know. Miss May."
" Yes," she whispered, just audibly.

" And all your terrors are before me."

"WeU, unless—

"

" Oh, we need n't have that * unless,' " laughed

the philosopher, cheerfully. " There 's no * unless

'

about it, Miss May."

The girl jumped to her feet; for an instant

she looked at the philosopher. She opened hei

lips as if to speak, and at the thought of what

lay at her tongue's tip her face grew red. But

the philosopher was gazing past her, and his eyes


