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I mean—I don't quite know what I mean," she said
confusedly. "You see, I 've lived a strange life,
dear," she went on. "You seem to have been a part
of me ever since I can remember what is worth re-
membering. You have always understood things that
went on inside me almost before I could tell them to
you. I always wanted you to explain foolishness that
I could n't speak of to any one else."

"That 's very beautiful," Herold interrupted, "but
love IS a different matter. When did the real love
come to you?"

"I think it was that morning in the garden when
you almost whipped me," said Stella. She started an
mch or two away from him. "And I 'm sure you
knew it," she said.

And he remembered, as he had often rememberedm his great struggle, her eyes, turning from agates
to diamonds and her words, "Do you love me like
that?"

"Heaven knows, Stellamaris dear; I did not mean
to betray myself."

She laughed the enigmatic laugh of a woman's con-
tentment, and Herold was too wise to ask why.
They spoke of deepest things. "There is something

I must tell you," said he, "which up to now I have
had to keep secret, and it is right that you should
know."
And he told her the story of Unity and himself—

the revolver, their talk of the evil woman, their part-
ing words, his crazed adventure through the sunny
streets.

She listened, her body leaning forward, her hands
clasped on her knee. When he had finished, she sat
without change of attitude.

"You did that so that another man could marry
the woman you loved. Unity did that so that the man


