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"And do yoo still want me?*»
'HTou adoraUe rhfld **

**Do jou?"

iJ^J^T^MTTf He c«aght her in hi. *™.hdd her dee, hfted her fluAed face. "Now, teU™
whether you can lore «•*/ Ten me eyerythir^ that».
hidden in your mind and heart

r

^^^
«0h. Garry,^' .he faltered. «I do belong to you. IWong to you «,yway, because you made me And

fZ.'i^^' ^ ^ J""^ r*^ you-^way..L-alway.
from the very beguming of the world, A,thoref And

«^lZ!» Z^K"^^ way-Garry mo ved

S! il^~:l ,
^*' ^^^ *"*?* '™°» W. brea.t to hi.

shoulder.; rtole up around hi. neck. «A.thore." .he
murmured; and their lip. met in their fir.t hi... Thenhe gravdy turned her head and laid her cheek again.t
Ills; and he heard her murmuring to herself:

Draharetn o machree, mo ved oithorel This man
—this man who Ukes my heart—and gives me
•US. • • •

*mat are you murmuring there aH to yourwlf?»»

he whwpered, laughing and drawing her dowr. But
•he orfy clung to him pa..ionately and her do^d lids
kept back the starting tears.

**What is it, dear?** he asked.
«H-happines«,« .he whi.pered, "and pride, perhaps.

. . . And my love for you, A.thoreP


