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decision they had made was made for a lifetime,

as such decisions are.

"I believe I could take it better," said he, some-

what unsteadily, "if you weren't wearing that

confounded dress. It makes me feel like what

Jim Macaulcy dubbed me once — a Turk. Who

am I, that I should keep you hidden away in my

little old brick house?"

She turned and caught up a long gauzy scarf of

white silk with heavy fringed ends. She drew it

lightly about her shoulders, veiling the delicate flesh

from his sight. Then she flung one end of the

scarf up over her head and face, and came ti:)ward

him, her dark eyes showing mistily through the

drapery, her lips smiling.

"I'm not sure I don't like being guarded by my

Turk, Red," she said. "And — about the frock."

She came closer still, standing before him with

downbent head, and speaking low, through the

veiling, silken gauze. "Please don't mind about

that. I'm going to leave it behind with Charlotte.

I shall not care to wear it. When next May comet

I hope I shall be wearing only simple frocks that—
little hands can't spoil I

"

With a low ejaculation he tore off the scarf, seizing

her head in both his hands and gently forcing her

face upward that he might look into it. For a

minute his eyes questioned hers, then


