
so much and hides so much more.
"Alice," he began they had

called each other by their given
names almost since the beginning
of their acquaintance, so inti-

mately did they feel the sense of
the spiritual union between them

"Alice, I've behaved like a cur
toward you."

"Why?" she asked, looking at
him with a glance of infinite ten-
derness which he did not see. As
he raised his eyes she veiled hers
with her heavy lids. "Why?" she
asked again, feigning that she did
not understand.

"Because," he answered slowly,
"when a man tells a woman what
I have told you, it means some-
thing more than words. And yet

well, Alice, dear, I couldn't tell
you pf what should have kept my
tongue in leash."

"You'd better tell me, dear,"
she answered, slipping her arm
through his. "Come, let us walk
slowly up and down the deck, and
you shall tell me everything and
I will listen and not say one word
until you have ended."

"You know I love you?" he be-

gan, as they walked slowly under
the stars. "Yes, there was never
any pretense between us. And our
love should naturally end in mar-

riage. Well I am already mar-

ried!"
Again. she glanced at him in

that compassionate way, but
though he waited for her to
shrink back from him she showed
by no gesture that she felt the
blow. She did not even withdraw
her arm, but they continued pac- -'

ing the deck together.

"Let me tell you briefly the
story of my life," he said. "When
I was ten years younger I quar-
reled with my father. My elder
brother was alive then. I had no
hope or thought of succeeding tot
the title. I was sent to Colorado
to a ranch. I was twenty-three.- 1

impressionable, hopeless for the
future and very lonely. Old Aarorf
Hopper, the ranchman who had
undertaken my education in re-

turn for fifteen hundred dollars,
had a daughter, a mere slip of a
girl, good, sweet, pretty and
charming, but hopelessly illiter-
ate. She was entirely ignorant of
civilized ways, ate peas' with a
knife, as she had always seen her
father do, and sang sentimental
ballads to his accompaniment on
his concertina. But she was the
only girl within a radius of fifty
miles, and I fell hopelessly in love
with her. One remembers those
early impressions of one's life. I
think. To this day the sound of a
concertina sets my heart beating.
When I heard you sing 'My Old
Kentucky Home' at that charity
meeting that was the first time
we met, do you remember? the
remembrance of those days came
back to me as fresh and keen as
ever. Well, we were engaged.
We were wildly in love, in a boy
and girl fashion. And we were to
be married.

"Eva had refused me for a long
time. In spite of her ignorance,
she had an. unusual refinement of
mind and soul. She knew that I
could never introduce her to my
folks at home, if ever I went back.
It was not that I would have beea


