
A SENTIMENTAL TRIP
By Harold Carter.

Langwith had lostAdela. He had
been in love with her for-thre-e years,
and during that time he had never
dared to ask her the question which
would put an end to his doubts. Adela
was a rich woman, and Langwith,
like many painters, was desperately
podr. During those three years he
worked feverishly, striving to make
a name. Then, when he stood square- -
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ly upon his feet, and his pictures were
becoming recognized for their worth,
he told her of his love. And she re-

fused him.
He had gone away hopeless. She

did not love another man, but she did
not love him. She could not love, she
said. Adela, rich, discontented, but in-

effably dear to him, did not know her

own heart. Langwith had a clear pic-

ture of her in his mind during that
time of despair. Her beauty, her
high breeding, her dissatisfaction-wit-

life would, he knew, make mar-
riage inevitable for her in the future,
and, he feared, would bring unhappi-nes- s

with it.
She had promised him, with tears,

that if ever she changed her mind she
would write to him. But three more
years "had passed away and he had
not seen her since. She had gone
away to Camways that summer, to a
little seaside village, and after that
she had traveled in Europe. It was
more than a year before she returned
to her house in the metropolis. No
letter had come. Langwith had
never tried to see her, but his love
burned the fiercer for its impossibil-
ity of fulfilment.

The third summer after he had lost
her Langwith resolved to go to Cam-way- s.

It was a pilgrimage of love.
He wanted to live .where she had
lived that season, to see the things
that she had seen and to try to enter
vicariously into her life in this way.
He went to Camways, put up at the
little hotel, and found the restfulness
of . the little place unexpectedly
soothing. He arranged to rent an

cottage upon the cliffs,
within a stone's throw of the hotel,
where Adela had stayed.

"It's been unoccupied for three
years," the agent told him frankly,
"but I guess it's weather-proo- f. And
you say you only want to stay for the
summer."

Langwith moved in. It was a de-

lightful, ld place, with a gar-
den full of flowers set out by the
last occupant and now rapidly revert-
ing to the wild. Hardly had Lang-
with taken possession of it before the
influence of the woman whom he had
lost came over him like a flood tide.
He dreamed of her, of his dead hopes
and lost happiness,, and surrendered
himself to the melancholy of his
reminiscences.

He felt that if only he cduld see


