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brief flash of joy in her beauty; then horror of him-

self overpowered it. Her very loveliness seemed to

make his guilt more hateful—a lifetime of guilt!

He saw himself as the murderer of this girl's youth

and happiness. It seemed to him that no man had

ever sinned as he had sinned. He had crept away

und hidden in the dark when she most needed him.

Defenseless, she had in all good faith married an-

other man. And because of his weakness she had

sinned against the law. She had done a thing

which, if known, would ruin her life in the world

she knew. It was his fault, not hers, yet she had suf-

fered for it, and now she would suffer more than

she had suffered yet. If she had thought she loved

the dead man, from this moment she would hate the

living one, who had deceived her.

Yet there was one hope. Perhaps he was even

more changed than he had supposed, and if he went

away instantly without speaking, she might not rec-

ognize him. He stepped back, on the impulse, but

she held out her hands, as he turned to go, and cried

to him piteously.


