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"I wish," he responded, " that this path might

never end." He wondered at his courage, and feared

that now he had ruined all ; for she made no answer.

But when he looked down upon her she looked up and

smiled. A little farther on she dropped her fan. He
stooped and picked it up, and, in restoring it, somehow

their hands touched, — touched and lingr^red ; and then

— and then— through one brief unspeakable moment,

a maiden's hand, for the first time in his life, lay will-

ingly in his. Then, as glad as she was frightened.

Marguerite said she must go back to her mother, and

they went.

CHAPTER XXII.

A DOUBLE LOVE-KNOT.
>

Spanish Fort— West End— they are well enough

;

but if I might have one small part of New Orleans to

take with me wherever I may wander in this earthly

pilgrimage, I should ask for the old Carrollton Gar-

dens.

They lie near the farthest upper limit of the ex-

panded city. I should want, of course, to include the

levee, under which runs one side of the gardens' fence
;

also the opposite shore of the Mississippi, 'vith its just

discernible plantation houses behind their levee ; and

the great bend of the river itself, with the sun setting

in unutterablv*^. gorgeousness behind the distant, low-

lying pecan groves of Nine-mile Point, and the bronzed


