
306 The Estray

instrument," he said. "A man can always reco^

nize his estray, and when she is recognized sh

will come to heel."

Joan pushed Pierre from her violently an

turned upon Prosper Gael. Her voice broke ove

him in a tumult of soft scorn. V

"You know nothing of loving. Prosper Gae

not the first letter of loving. Nobody has learne

that about you as well as I have. Now, listen an

I will teach you something. This is somethin

that / have learned. There are worse wounc

than I had from Pierre, and it is by the hands (

such men as you are that they are given. Tt

hurts you get from love, they heal. Pierre ws

mad, he was a beast, he branded me as thoug

I had been a beast. For long years I could n

think of him bui with a sort of horror in my hear

If it had n't been for you, I might never ha\

thought of him no other way forever. But whs

you did to me. Prosper, you with your white-he

brain and your gray-cold heart, you with yoi

music and your talk throbbing and talking an

whining about my soul, what you did to me h«

made Pierre's iron a very gentle thing. I ha\

not acted in the play you wrote, the play yo

made out of me and my unhappiness, withoi

understanding just what it was that you did 1


