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"Heasel" still struggling.

"Not till you tell me why you sent that telegram "

aw!y sie'SwiTK^'?.'**^'"^
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away. She looked bravely into his eyes now.

of IvinDV* r ^ *""***' y""' ^>«« I «» tiredof lying to my heart, because I have a right to be
JK'^"-:;»--"-Iloveyoul Take me aniohJ be good and kind tp me. for I have been very
kjiely and unhappy.

. . . Kiss me P'wi^oSof the old impcriousness.

The rim of the early moon shouldered above thefrowning death-mask of Napoleon, the huge salmon-
tinted mountain on the far side of the I^ecco. In
the villages the day-sounds hr . given way to themore peaceful voices of the night. They could hearAe oc -lonal light laughter of the gardeners on the

Tl "?' *' ^'^ °^ » ^°e •» the hais; from
the house of the silk-weaver came the tinkle of a
piitar. In the houses on the hill opposite and in the
villages below the first lights of evening began to
glimmer, now here, now there, like fireflies become
itationary.

"See Naples and die," she whispered, "but the
spint will c"me to Bellaggio."

THE END


