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their glory to gild a grave. But let the breath
they demand be stolen for our own sighs or
sobs, or stifled by dear-bought kisses, and they
give swift recompense of pain. Judith had
borne that smart.

Andrew, too, has unfulfilled dreams, as Judith
knows when she sees his eyes grow wistful as
they rest upon the faces of children. And
Judith goes to him then,and lays her head upon
his arm with an apology so poignant, a love so
perfect in her grey eyes, that he forgets every-
thing in the marvel that this woman is his.
And thus with each of them, the little shadows
only serve to enhance the sunshine. Their life
is a glorious reality ; their love a poém. To-
gether they know no pain from the past, no
regret for the present, no fear for the future.
They sometimes even dare to dream that their
love will bestow upon them its own immortality
—tlat through cternity they will be as they
are now, together and happy.

1



