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no rieht to try to guide me in this matter. You know

^nl about it than my mother. You've had no

L^rierce. Y^ve n^ver let yourself go about a wo-

rTyour life. Lord of Heaven, man, you have

^^^'^dSl'^et^ra'^Suation as old as the

return of the Prodigal or the desertion of the trustmg

• 1.?^ maide- or any other cliche in the melodrama

rS Se "You are making a fool of yourself." says

Mentor "Ah," shrieks Telemachus. "but you never

loved! You don't know what love is.

I looked at him whimsically.

My°?houghts sped back down the years to a garden

in France. Her name was Clothilde. We met in a

manner outrageous to Gallic propriety, as I used toS over the garden wall to the peril of my epidenms

Wrioved. We were parted by stem Parents-not

mrne--and Clothilde was packed off to the good Sis e«

who had previously had care of her education. Now

The is fat and happy, and the wife of a banker and the

nurthltmtce was sad and bad and mad enough

while it lasted; and when Clothilde was (figuratively)

dragged from my arms I cursed and swore and out-

Horoded Herod.' played Termagant, and summoned

the heavens to fall down and crush me miserable be-

neath their weight. And then her brother challenged

me to fight a duel, whereupon, as the most worshipped

of all She's had not received a ha'porth of harm at my

hands, I called him a silly ass and threatened to break

his head if he interfered any more m my legitimate

despair. I smile ac it now; but it was real at two-and-

twenty-as real, I take it, as Dale's consuming passion

for the lady of the circus.

There was also, I remembered, a certain liut


