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!t'ss, lmt n num’s heart vim lie muvli easier weaned from the 
object of its affections than a woman’s. Von have so many 
things to distract your thoughts, without being really unfaith­
ful* there may he moments when a pretty face would beguile 
von into forgetfulness of all hut the present, and you would liud 
room in your heart for admiration, at least, of others, whiUt I 
shall never, for one moment, liud your image absent from mine. 
No words, no matter how soft or Mattering, coming from other 
lips than yours, shall ever give me the least |ilcasure. No, 
Alan, I shall he more faithful than you.”

“Time will teach you, Kva, how faithful I can he.” Then, 
silence again, for cavil lieairt was too full of sorrow for words.

At last, slowly, sorrowfully, reluctantly, Alan said, its he 
took Kva's face in both his hands, gazing sadly into her eve*, 
••And now, my own darling, we must part. The hour has come 
at last. I low calm ami void you seem, Kva, in spile of your 
words just now. I wonder is your heart as heavy ns mine? I 
hope not, for I would not wish to see you stilïer as I amsilfcr- 
iug.”

‘‘Oh, van I vont ml myself till he has gone!” she thought. 
I hit no. With all her resolution, with all her determination 
and self-possession, she was only a woman, after all, with a 
woman’s loyal, faithful and loving heart, hreaking now with its 
lirst great grief. Shu had counted too much on her own 
strength. With one choking, passionate soli, she clasped her 
arms round his neck, “Oh! Alan, Alan,” she cried, “do mu 
leave me—my heart is breaking. Oh! how can I live through 
the long, lonely days when 1 cannot see von, when I cannot 
tiaich your hand nor hear the sound of your voice? Oh, people 
think, and even you too, that I am cold-hearted, that I canmu 
love enough to sutler. Oh! I wish I were! I wish I were! 
my heart would not lie torn with sorrow as it is now.”

The passionate storm of sobs and tears took Alan by sur­
prise. lie tried by every gentle, endearing word to soothe and 
comfort her. Ihit now, that all the pent-up sorrow had master. 
t‘d her she allowed it to have sway, and when the storm had 
passed it left her so weak that she could scarcely stand.

“ Î should not have allowed my feelings to overcome me, 
Alan,” she said. “ 1 am making it harder for you,” and she 
tried to smile through lier tears, “hut, oh, I feel ii presentiment


