
240 -JUDITH MOORE.

their glory to gilil a grave. But let the breath
they demand be stolen for our own siglis or

sObs, or stifled I)y dear-bouglit kisses, and they
give smift recompeiise of pain. Judith liad

borne that smart.
Andrew, too, lims unfulfilled dreanis, as Judith

knows wlien she sees his eyes grow wistful as
they rest upon the faces of ehildren. And

Jujith goes to Iiiiii then, ai-id lays lier bead upon
his arni with an apology so poignant a love so
perfect in lier grey eyes, that he forgets every-

tbinc, in the marvel that this woinan is bis.
Arid thus with each of tliein, the little shadows

only ,serve to enhance the sumshine. Tlieir life
is a glorious reality; tlieir love a poèm. To-

gether they know no pain froin the past, no
regret for the present, no fear for the future.
They sometinies even dare to dream that tlicir
love will bestow upon them its owii inimortality
-tl at eteriiity tlicy mill be as they
arc now, together and happy.Zn


