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.1 have to make." She advanced, laid herhand on i.ingards shoulder, and spoke earnestly "Ishudderel ai the thoight of meeting yon again. Andnow you ,i;ast listen tj my confession " "^ "• •^°

vnllf^nH
'"^ \*'^'*''''.'**'^ ^e*^d ^ ^ untroubled

voice and never takmg his eyes from her face. "
I know

already. "jjuw

der ^"Vu"^'*'" ''•'
f"^*^- H« ^^^ clipped off his shoul-

der. Then why don't you throw me into the sea?"
she ^ked pa^ionately. •• Am I to Uve on hating myself."You mustn't! he said in an accent of fear. " Haven't
you undeistood long ago that if you had given me that
ring it would have been just the same "

" Am I to believe this? No, nol You are too generoustea mere sham. You are the most magnanimous of men
but yon are throwmg it away on me. Do you think it
fa remorse that I feel? No. If it is anything U b d^i!
But yon must have known that-and yet, you wanted to
look at me again.

" I told you I never had a chance before," said Lingard
la an unmoved voice. " It was only after I heard thev
gave you the ring that I felt the hold you have got on
me. How could I tell before? What has hate or love todo with you and me? Hate. Love. What can touch you?
For me you stand above death itself; for I see now that
as long as I hve you will never die."
They confronted each other at the southern edge of

the sands as if afloat on the open sea. The central ridge
heaped up by the wmds masked from them the very m4
heads of the two ships and the growing brightness of the
light only augmented the sense of their invincible soUtude
in the awful seremty of the world. Mrs. Tiavers suddenly
pnther arm across her eyes and averted her face.
Then he added: " That's all."
Mrs. Travers let faU her arm and began to retrace her

steps unsupported and alone. Lingard followed her on
the edge of the sand uncovered by the ebbing tide. A


