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»wy«i'd know I oooldn^ hdp k. It was a p Sobt
wttnuf^tA bir.

••OrcovMlkiMwllMl^-lMnld He iMd 10 control Mm.
•liMrory cweAilljr, or bo too would luivo loit connuuid of hit
volM^aeh «u bar powor of raggettion om hia that b«r
nifhiaiiuin aaomed now aearoalf to need an eioiae.

(Somewharowlthinhiniaelfhemiledaiheidtocted thathe,
to hi. ftther*! place, to his fiuher*! rvy chair, wai thus under
oe spen of a woman whose child was nameless. He imUed
frim^r at the thought of Auntie Hamps, of Clara, of the pieUstic
Albertl Thejr were of a diffeient lace, a dilTerant generaUonI
Thejr belonged to a dead world I)

"I shaU teU jroo," Hilda recommenced moumfuUj, but to a
dear and steady Toice, at but releasing her fiux, which was
shaken ke that of a child to chUdlike grie£ "YouTl nerer
understond what I had to go through, and how I couldnt help
mjsetf -she was tragicaUy ptototive—"but I shaU teU you.
. . . You $mut understand I

">

.^•J*"^ **^ •y** Aheady for some moments his bandsMd been desiring the pale wrists between her sleeve and her
gloffc They ftadnated his bands, which, hesitatingly, we^t out
towards them. As soon as she felt his touch, she dropped tohn knees, and her chto almost rested on the arm of his chair.
He bent over a face that was transfigured.

"My heart never kissed any other man but you I" she cried.
"How often and often and often have I kissed you, and yonnewbwwl ... It was for a message that I sent Geoige down
ha^-a message to you t I named him after you. ... Do you
thmk that if dreams could make him your child—he wouldn't be
yours?"

Her courage, and the expression of it, seemed to him to be
sublime.

"You don't know me I" she sighed, less convulsively.
" Don't I! " he said, with lofty confidence.
After a whole decade his nostrils quivered agato to the odour

iu-''"ifL?I'iT°'''" *••""*"*"»»»'** • «^ «»«•««« whh th«
»«toi7rfHiM»I^MW»ytnptotlied.yo«h«««nkgewltbldirfB. Tto
will be foUowed bjr a nord doOing with the muiiage.


