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publish and glory in the fact that she is his ? Is

it not the most delicious of avowals ? There is

something in the enforced bend of one's head as
one steps in. And when the man shuts the door
wi»:h a masculine snap

I wondered idly what Morenita and Villedo
thought of our relations. They must surely
guess.

We went down the boulevard and by the
Rue Royale into the Place de la Concorde, where
vehicles flitted mysteriously in a maze of lights
under the vast dome of mysterious blue. And
Pans, in her incomparable toilette of a June night,
seemed more than ever the passionate city of love
that she is, recognising candidly, with the fearless

mtellectuality of the Latin temperament, that one
thing only makes life worth living. How soft
was the air

! How languorous the pose of the
dim figures that passed us half hidden in other
carriages! And in my heart was the lofty joy of
work done, definitely accomplished, and a vista
of years of future pleasure. My happiness was
ardent and yet calm—a happiness beyond my
hopes, beyond what a mortal has the right to
dream of Nothing could impair it, not even
Diaz' contmued silence as to a marriage between
us, not even the imminent brief separation that
I was to endure.


