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" Hut spose I (li'ii't? "

Semoi-e smiled cni^^'ituitirally. ' Well, ifn that
was the case—" Soincthinj; in liis smile decide,!
I.cr. It was at one time a concession and an iron
wai-ninj;. -t seemed to threaten: "Once yon is
'•lai'i'ied to iiu' you is uwine iniut to wuk :

'"
Ke-

luctantly — knowing that it was liei- last chance
\'istai- took the plunu^e. She shook her head

" LN'ckon I cain't do it. S rnore."'

It was the tii-st time her refusal had heen un-
qualilieil l.y .s(,me I'ay of hctpe. Semoi-e hent skin-
nily forth in his red plush chair, gripping the bat-
tered arms with talon like hniiers. " Vou vou
mean — you ain't lU'v' j^wine marry with me?"
She siiihed. •' K'eekon not, Semore. Men you

\\a"u"t m;'ant for each othei-."'

A ^^ood deal of the calculatin-; harshness disap-
peaird. He was stunned by her refusal. It had
never (.ccurred to him that he would not eventuallv
'"^ accepted. He had fancied that the lure of his

alth was too much for any 'iusky damsel to re-
sist. •' Ise lich,"" he faltered.

"(lue.ss so. IJut me — I is always said I was
pviiH ma.Ty for lov,

. . . . VoM better j;o, Semore,
'cause this heah intumview is painful for the both
of us."

He i-ose. <' r is comin" back —

"

" 'Tain't m. use. I ain't nev" gwine marrv von."
" I'ut. Honey. ..."
'Mloo'-bye, Semore. You is i^wine liu' another

.ual soon what you will like liei- better'n me. Guess
I aint wo'thy of you. uohov."

lb' turned toM;n''1 tlse d(^o!' ?• ;• dn'/o rr.-. 1 -.-.~.-^r

that her answer was tinal and he simulated a trajr-


