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*//^/<»j/' Morenita sighed.

I had blushed. Decidedly I behaved like a

girl last night. But, indeed, the new, swift

realization, as Diaz singled me out of that multi-

tude, that after all he utterly belonged to me,

that he was mine alone, was more than I could

bear with equanimity. I was the proudest woman

in the universe. I scorned the lot of all other

women.

The adieux were exchanged, and there were

more kisses. * Au revoir ! Bon voyage ! Much

success over there.'

The majority of these good, generous souls

were in tears.

Villedo opened a siae-door, and we escaped

into a corridor, only Morenita and one or two

others accompanying us to the street.

And on the pavement a carpet had been laid.

The electric brougham was waiting. I gathered

up my skirt and sprang in. Diaz followed,

smiling at me. He put his head out of the

window and said a few words. Morenita blew a

kiss. Villedo bowed profoundly. The carriage

moved in the direction of the boulevard. ... I

had carried him off. Oh, the exquisite dark

intimacy of the interior of that smooth-rolling

brougham! When, aftc. the theatre, a woman

precedes a man into a carriage, does she not


