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10 THE SHERRODS

and there by the twinkling windows in roadside

homes, it lay asleep in its bed of dust. Far off it

straggled into a village, but ou'* there in the country

it was lost to the world with the setting of the sun.

The faint glow from the window of a cottage

poured its feeble but willing self into the night as if

seeking to dispel the gloom, dimly conscious that

its efforts were unappreciated and undesired. Down
at the rickety front gate, cloaked in blackness, stood

two persons. Darkness could not hide the world

from them, for the whole world dwelt within the

confines of a love-lit garden gate. For them there

was no sound of life except their tender voices, no

evidence that a world existed beyond the posts be-

tween which they stood, his arm about her, her head

upon his breast. They spoke softly in the silence

about them.

"And to-morrow night at this time you will be

mine—all mine," he murmured. She looked again

into his face, indistinct in the night.

"To-morrow night! Oh, Jud, it does not seem

possible. We are both so young and so—so
—

"

"So foolish 1" he smiled.

"So poor," she finished plaintively.

"But, Justine, you don't feel afraid to marry me
because I am poor, do you ?" he asked.

"Do you think I have been poor only to be afraid


