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CHAPTER I

| [VIN' is like cat’s cradle,”
Tl caid Mary Caroline. “It’s
quite 1lnterestin’ long ’s
there ain’t a man's hand
a-holdin’ of the string.”

Miss Dare smiled. She smiled easily
and charmingly ; most easily that day,
for she was light at heart, It was an
October day, fair of face, warm of im-

pulse, grave of purpose, like an experi-
enced and beautiful woman, —a day
deep to the soul of it with color, and
alive to the last nerve of 1t with ten-

derness. One might have said that it
I



