
PHRYNETTE HARRIED
one. Acute pain is the beginning of ctmicioitniess

knew my giri posthumoudy. I knew her in my ior
M I had never known her when she wasmy yyy.**

" Poor Mddor ; poor H61^e I

"

'* No, petite, poor Mddor ! but not poor Hdtoe. £

would have been unhappy as the time came when i

love was not aU-sufBcient. Hdl^ne was plain, and won
have no ri^^t to be plain. She died just when she woi
have awakened to humiliation and emptiness. She h
sixteen years of as much happiness as any beauti
child can have, for, while I loved herugliness, Phrynet
not a day passed that I did not tell her that she ^
beautiful. I did not send her to school that other gi

should not teach her what she died without knowi
—that she was ugly I

"

/ou dear soul 1

"

M6dor is a dear, he is full of qualities. I don'c kn<

ndiether to admire him more tot his gentleness or 1

courage. For it must require prodigious courage to Ij

on bravely when one is

" How old are you, M6dor ?
"

" Fifty-two, mm petit.*'

He does not ask " why ? " ^diich is very charact<

istic of him. He seems to have done his questioning e^

so long ago. Fifty-tww—old, alone, without wife, chi

friend, youth, expectancy, to know that the best
one's life is all behind one and that ea ' new day
colder, emptier, longer, sadder—what cou^cige I

** Mddor, it is a pleasure to be ill to be nursed by yc

you are so very gentle. How did you come by so mu
sweetness ? You are as gentle as a woman.*'


