
THE STREETS OF ASCALON
** If jcm don't murrj that ddeeUbk joung mta,**

he Mid, ** I'll Uke a stick «iid beat you, StrdM.**
" I don't want to—I don't mm« to! " proteitdl tht

girl, getting poMeMion of Mollj'e hand* and coTering
them with carateee. And, retting her loft lipe on
MoUy'» finger*, *he looked at her; and the young ma-
tron *aw tears glimmering under the soft, dark lashes.

" I eam't love him—that way," whispered the girL
" I wouW if I coukl. ... I coukfait care for him mor«
than I do. . . . And—and it terrifies me to think of
losing him."

** Losing hhn?"
** Yes—by doing what you—what he—wishes."
** You think you'll lose him if you marry him? *•

** I—yes. It would spoil him for me—spoO ereiy^
thing for me in the world »

u Jl^f* ^**" "^" ^ "•'" ""^^ M»"y» exasperated.
When he has stood a certain amount of this silliness

from you heTl reaOy and aetuaUy turn into the sexless
comrade you think you want. But he'U go elsewhere
for a mate. There are plenty suitable in the worW.
If you d never been bom there would have been another
forlum. If you passed out of his Ufe there would some
day be another.

** Will we women neverkam the truth?—that at best
we are incidental to man, but that, when we love, man
IS the whole bally thing to us?

" Let him escape and you'll see, Strelsa. You'll gel,
perhaps, what you're asking for now, but he'U get what
he IS askmg for, too—if not from you, from some girl
of whom you and I and be perhaps have never heard.

,. f^t "he exists; don't worry. And any man worth
m* tiue IB certam to encounter her sooner or later."
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