
10 WHERE THE PATH BREAKS

"I shall never forget her as she is now, not even when

I 'm dead." He had kept his word. He was dead;

hovering on the borderland of the unknown: and

he had not forgotten. But just where the dream

ended, before he could read the girl's look and hear

what she had to say, her mother had come quickly

out of the house, with an open book in her hand.

That seemed to be the reason why the picture broke.

It seemed afterwards too, though there was no

clear vision, that the girl was willing to marr\- him,

just barely willing. Her mother took it for granted

that she had said "yes" when he asked her, and the

girl let it go as if it were true; though he could not

be sure it was what she had meant when she looked

up with the strange light in her eyes, and tried to

speak. He would have given years of the future he

hoped for then, to have been sure, without any

doubts.

When he stammered out his questions he had not

thought of anything better than an engagement, to

end in marriage if he came home safely after the

war. . . . The war! . . . Dim remembrance of


