
The Lost Road

the horses sink silently into dusty pine needles,
he thinks more frequently of the girl at his side
than of the faithful troopers waiting for him in
San Francisco. The girl at his side thought fre-

quently of him.

With the '* surface indications" of a young man
about to ask her to marry him she was painfully
familiar; but this time the possibility was the
reverse of painful. What she meant to do about
it she did not know, but she did know that she
was strangely happy. Between living on as the
dependant of a somewhat exacting relative and
becoming the full partner of this young stranger,
who with men had proved himself so masterful,
and who with her was so gentle, there seemed but
little choice. But she did not as yet wish to make
the choice. She preferred to believe she was not
certain. She assured him that before his leave of
absence was over she would tell him whether she
would remain on duty with the querulous aunt,
who had befriended her, or as his wife accompany
him to the Philippines.

It was not the answer he wanted; but in her
happiness, which was evident to every one, he
could not help but take hope. And in the ques-
tions she put to him of life in the tropics, of the
life of the "officers' ladies," he saw that what was
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