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n.ost thoughtless days of his youth
; but it seems to him he hag

n;:ver known hovv dear she was to him before. Looking up ir
his face his hands clasped in hers, Sydney tells him all Hc,w
Sister Monica and Lucy pointed out the path of duty, that hasled her here. She tells him, too, the story of Teddy's loss, and
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' " So yo.i lost all," he says to her, looking down into the faircarnes face with a tender smile, "your friend and your boy.
It must J'ave been very lonely for you, my princess."

J-onely I She makes a little passionate gesture ;
"
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lost jw/, Lewis-it could not matter who canie or went after
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! I don't know," Sydney says sorrowfully ;

" it was such
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c veil now that I sit beside you and look back upon it-the long
esola e months of waiting, and hoping, and fearing, and long-ing Lewis, I thought you would have returned when the warended. I so hoped you would have come

; I would never have
let you go again if you had. Duty—as I thought it then-myr
promise to the dead-all would have been flung to the winds
at the sight of your face. Hut you did not coine, you did no?seem o care to come. You had your work and your ambition.Alui do not fee these things as women do. My life has beenone long wretchedness

; and yours-has your profession keptu ow and loneliness^ altogether at bay ? Has your life not been
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n. ,mn '1' '1 ^T-'^''
°" ^'' ^^''^ ""^ he listens to the impassioned

lepioach, but his eyes are tender and grave.
"\\hat do you think about it ? " he asks
" Your work has w/ filled your life ; " she answers, « Look

here, Lew.s, she lifts his dark hair, and s.ith a touch that is acaress, there are gray hairs here, my dearest, and when I sawyo
1 ast It was all raven dark. You have not changed much,
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^'^'^^ '"""^"^'^- ^f> ^^^^^S, I shouldnever have let you go."

She lays her face on his shoulder, and there is silence for a


