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on. Weeping may endure a niirht for death and wiv»,»

Sink m« "'^r™'"^;
'^o bep^n afreat And y^n^^ltonk me a strange man that every freeh disc6ver7ofyour father's make, me the sorrier for that pw 3chwho swely never knew what love wa^inn^S

quietly. , „„
"Inthedoooot?'
She nodded.

"Bu'rhr^rfeS""'"''""-'''*^'^-"

fnliS'fi""*
°°® 'eason yon will listen to. .ffineas. but thefoolwh first was that I loathed the dociot. I hated itjwceever I gue«ed that you were therXt nightwithM«0et anl when my father told me how yoM teouWea•twted there I seeme/in a flash to see what DunSZin

SfherXn.^^
^ther might talk about F.4<^"^^°

£rth.&* '^'
K"*«'°""'»y I«>»1<1 think of notCJbut the doocot» Mid Dnncanson's cold fishy hand. Believf

n^^^A*'' ''''«"•« yo" '"ther lies I"
'

« YoS S^^M K
""
'f^''''° = ?« ^"" "'"'ken like a leaf.

"I daren't! ' she said. "I wan nfniM T k™ j i.

ioi for whv ?^^Sl"«/"*^.yr °««d not aeVmenow tor why, In, too ashamed to tell you. Some

.t'i^teL"""""
'"'^^''''

" «"«•' °^ -'I'J-pity

He had no faith in her intuitions, and even fromNuuan's search expected little. wC he g^rLk te

^e L!,T^^ •
^"°'* "^^^ ^''^^^ °* the same opl^ on^that


