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no/-saying all this," hepleaded because you think I've done an^hing

that calls for a reward? I said once that I shouldnever take anything from you, and I never shall
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Her answer was quite prompt. "I'm not givinganythmg-or domg anything. What has happenedseems to me to have come about simply and natural-
ly, like the sunrise or the seasons, because it's tiie
fullness of time and what God means. I can't savmore about it than that. If it depended on myown volition I shouldn't be able to speak of it so
trankly. But now—if you want me—as you wantedme once
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She rose and stood by her chair, holding herself
proudly and yet with a certain meekness With
his hands clasped behind him, as though even yet

toward her°'
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Late that night Henry Guion stood on the terracebelow the Connthian-columned portico. There wasno moon, but the stars had the gold fire with whichthey shtne when the sky is violet. Above the hori-zon a shimmering halo marked the cluster of citiesand owns. In the immediate foreground the greatem was leafless now, but for that reason more clearly
etched against the starlight-line on line, curve on
curve, sweeping, drooping, interlaced.
Guion stood with head up and figure erect, as iffrom strength given back to him. Even through the
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