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knelt as a boy and listened to Peter Burf .,i..i i.

prayed to the God who ruled the «orm V!^ '
minutes no words were spoken
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Yes, John." without raising her eyes.

Jessie V'
""' """""'" '"' ' '"-^ '° yo- that day.

ref.elTVf'SeLt'butaLi^T'''^^''""*^
to her cheeks. " It w,.
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"I told you that I loved you JessiV " k« jThe ^prisoned hand made nHttt'T'totc^e'
I told you that that love was my inspiration ,?;
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darling ?"'
•'•""-''°

J""" """""ber what you said,

" I said that I wanted you to love me. but not
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