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weeping and her tumbled brown hair. And
as he watched, a vague and troubling tingle
sped like a fuse-sputter along his limbs, and
fired something dormant and dangerous in the
great hulk of a body which had never before
been stirréd by its explosion of emotion. It
was not pity, he knew; for pity was something
quite foreign to his nature. Yet as she lay
back, limp and forlorn against his shoulder,
sobbing weakly out that she wanted to be a
good woman, that she could be honest if they
would only give her a chance, he felt that thus
to hold her, to shield her, was something de-
sirable, '

She had stared, weary and wide-eyed, as his
head had bent closer down over hers. She had
drooped back, bewildered and unresponsive, as
his heavy lips had closed on hers that were still
wet and salty with tears. When she had left
the office, at the end of that strange hour, she
had gone with the promise of his protection.

The sobering light of day, with its cynic re-
lapse to actualities, might have left that prom-
ise a worthless one, had not the prompt evi-




