The Reef

by Edith Wharton

BOCK

"Unexpected obstacle. Please don't cone till thirtieth.

Anna. "

Al'l the way from Charing Cross to Dover the train had
hamered the words of the telegraminto George Darrow s

ears, ringing every change of irony on its comonpl ace
syllables: rattling themout |ike a discharge of nusketry,
letting them one by one, drip slowy and coldly into his
brain, or shaking, tossing, transposing themlike the dice
in sonme gane of the gods of nmlice; and now, as he energed
fromhis conpartnent at the pier, and stood facing the w nd-
swept platformand the angry sea beyond, they |eapt out at
himas if fromthe crest of the waves, stung and blinded him

with a fresh fury of derision.

"Unexpected obstacle. Please don't cone till thirtieth.

Anna. "

She had put himoff at the very last nonment, and for the
second tine: put himoff with all her sweet reasonabl eness,
and for one of her usual "good" reasons--he was certain that
this reason, like the other, (the visit of her husband' s
uncle's widow) would be "good"! But it was that very

certainty which chilled him The fact of her dealing so



reasonably with their case shed an ironic light on the idea
that there had been any exceptional warnth in the greeting

she had given himafter their twelve years apart.

They had found each other again, in London, some three

mont hs previously, at a dinner at the American Enbassy, and
when she had caught sight of himher snile had been like a
red rose pinned on her widow s nourning. He still felt the
throb of surprise with which, anong the stereotyped faces of
the season's diners, he had come upon her unexpected face,
with the dark hair banded above grave eyes; eyes in which he
had recogni zed every little curve and shadow as he woul d
have recogni zed, after half a life-tinme, the details of a
room he had played in as a child. And as, in the pluned
starred crowd, she had stood out for him slender, secluded
and different, so he had felt, the instant their glances
met, that he as sharply detached hinself for her. Al that
and nore her smle had said; had said not nerely "
renmenber," but "I renenber just what you renenber"; al nost,
i ndeed, as though her nmenory had ai ded his, her glance flung
back on their recaptured nonment its norning brightness.
Certainly, when their distracted Arbassadress--with the cry:
"Ch, you know Ms. Leath? That's perfect, for Cenera
Farnham has failed me"--had waved t hem together for the
march to the diningroom Darrow had felt a slight pressure
of the armon his, a pressure faintly but unm stakably
enphasi zing the exclamation: "Isn't it wonderful ?--1In

London--in the season--in a nob?"

Littl e enough, on the part of nost wonmen; but it was a sign
of Ms. Leath's quality that every novenent, every syll able,
told with her. Even in the old days, as an intent grave-

eyed girl, she had sel dom ni spl aced her |ight strokes; and



Darrow, on neeting her again, had imediately felt how nuch

finer and surer an instrument of expression she had becone.

Their evening together had been a long confirmation of this
feeling. She had talked to him shyly yet frankly, of what
had happened to her during the years when they had so
strangely failed to neet. She had told himof her marriage
to Fraser Leath, and of her subsequent life in France, where
her husband's nother, left a widow in his youth, had been
re-married to the Marquis de Chantelle, and where, partly in
consequence of this second union, the son had permanently
settled hinmself. She had spoken also, with an intense
eagerness of affection, of her little girl Effie, who was
now ni ne years old, and, in a strain hardly | ess tender, of
Onen Leath, the charning clever young stepson whom her

husband's death had | eft to her care..

A porter, stunbling against Darrow s bags, roused himto the
fact that he still obstructed the platform inert and

encunbering as his | uggage.

"Crossing, sir?"

Was he crossing? He really didn't know, but for lack of any
nore conpel ling inpulse he followed the porter to the

| uggage van, singled out his property, and turned to march
behind it down the gang-way. As the fierce w nd shoul dered
him building up a crystal wall against his efforts, he felt

anew t he derision of his case.

"Nasty weather to cross, sir," the porter threw back at him

as they beat their way down the narrow wal k to the pier



Nasty weat her, indeed; but luckily, as it had turned out,

there was no earthly reason why Darrow shoul d cross.

Whi |l e he pushed on in the wake of his |uggage his thoughts
sl i pped back into the old groove. He had once or twice run
across the man whom Anna Summers had preferred to him and
since he had nmet her again he had been exercising his

i magi nati on on the picture of what her married |ife nust
have been. Her husband had struck himas a characteristic
speci men of the kind of Anerican as to whomone is not quite
cl ear whether he lives in Europe in order to cultivate an
art, or cultivates an art as a pretext for living in Europe.
M. Leath's art was water-colour painting, but he practised
it furtively, alnost clandestinely, with the disdain of a
man of the world for anything bordering on the professional
whil e he devoted hinself nore openly, and with religious
seriousness, to the collection of enanelled snuff-boxes. He
was bl ond and wel | -dressed, with the physical distinction
that comes from having a straight figure, a thin nose, and
the habit of |ooking slightly disgusted--as who should not,
in a world where authentic snuff-boxes were growing daily
harder to find, and the market was flooded with flagrant

forgeries?

Darrow had often wondered what possibilities of conmunion
there could have been between M. Leath and his wife. Now
he concluded that there had probably been none. Ms.

Leat h's words gave no hint of her husband's having failed to
justify her choice; but her very reticence betrayed her

She spoke of himw th a kind of inpersonal seriousness, as
if he had been a character in a novel or a figure in

hi story; and what she said sounded as though it had been

| earned by heart and slightly dulled by repetition. This



fact inmensely increased Darrow s inpression that his
nmeeting with her had anni hilated the intervening years.

She, who was al ways so el usive and inaccessible, had grown
suddenly comuni cative and ki nd: had opened the doors of her
past, and tacitly left himto draw his own conclusions. As
a result, he had taken | eave of her with the sense that he
was a being singled out and privil eged, to whom she had
entrusted sonething precious to keep. It was her happi ness
in their nmeeting that she had given him had frankly left
himto do with as he willed; and the frankness of the

gesture doubl ed the beauty of the gift.

Their next neeting had prol onged and deepened the

i npression. They had found each other again, a few days
later, in an old country house full of books and pictures,
in the soft |andscape of southern England. The presence of a
| arge party, with all its ainless and agitated

di spl acenents, had served only to isolate the pair and give
them (at least to the young man's fancy) a deeper feeling of
communi on, and their days there had been |ike sone nusica
prel ude, where the instrunents, breathing |low, seemto hold

back the waves of sound that press against them

Ms. Leath, on this occasion, was no | ess kind than before;
but she contrived to make hi munderstand that what was so

i nevitably com ng was not to cone too soon. |t was not that
she showed any hesitation as to the issue, but rather that
she seenmed to wish not to miss any stage in the gradua

refl owering of their intinmacy.

Darrow, for his part, was content to wait if she wished it.
He remenbered that once, in America, when she was a girl

and he had gone to stay with her famly in the country, she



had been out when he arrived, and her nother had told himto
|l ook for her in the garden. She was not in the garden, but
beyond it he had seen her approaching down a | ong shady
path. Wthout hastening her step she had snmiled and signed
to himto wait; and charned by the Iights and shadows t hat

pl ayed upon her as she noved, and by the pleasure of

wat chi ng her sl ow advance toward him he had obeyed her and
stood still. And so she seemed now to be wal king to hi m down
the years, the light and shade of old nmenories and new hopes
pl ayi ng variously on her, and each step giving himthe
vision of a different grace. She did not waver or turn

asi de; he knew she woul d cone straight to where he stood

but sonething in her eyes said "Wait", and again he obeyed

and wait ed.

On the fourth day an unexpected event threw out his

cal culations. Sunmoned to town by the arrival in England of
her husband's nother, she left wi thout giving Darrow the
chance he had counted on, and he cursed hinself for a
dilatory blunderer. Still, his disappointnment was tenpered
by the certainty of being with her again before she left for
France; and they did in fact see each other in London

There, however, the atnosphere had changed with the
conditions. He could not say that she avoided him or even
that she was a shade less glad to see hin but she was beset
by famly duties and, as he thought, a little too readily

resigned to them

The Marqui se de Chantelle, as Darrow soon perceived, had the
sane mild form dabl eness as the late M. Leath: a sort of

i nsistent self-effacement before which every one about her
gave way. |t was perhaps the shadow of this lady's

presence--pervasi ve even during her actual brief eclipses--



that subdued and silenced Ms. Leath. The latter was,

nmor eover, preoccupi ed about her stepson, who, soon after
receiving his degree at Harvard, had been rescued froma
storny love-affair, and finally, after some nonths of
troubled drifting, had yielded to his step-npther's counse
and gone up to Oxford for a year of supplenentary study.
Thither Ms. Leath went once or twice to visit him and her
remai ni ng days were packed with famly obligations: getting,
as she phrased it, "frocks and governesses" for her little
girl, who had been left in France, and having to devote the
remai ni ng hours to | ong shopping expeditions wth her

nmot her-in-law. Neverthel ess, during her brief escapes from
duty, Darrow had had tinme to feel her safe in the custody of
hi s devotion, set apart for sone inevitable hour; and the

| ast evening, at the theatre, between the overshadow ng

Mar qui se and t he unsuspi ci ous Onen, they had had an al nost

deci si ve exchange of words

Now, in the rattle of the wind about his ears, Darrow
continued to hear the nocking echo of her nessage:
"Unexpected obstacle.”" In such an existence as Ms. Leath's,
at once so ordered and so exposed, he knew how snall a
complication mght assume the nmagnitude of an "obstacle;"
yet, even allowing as inpartially as his state of mnd
permitted for the fact that, with her nother-in-Iaw al ways,
and her stepson intermttently, under her roof, her |ot

i nvol ved a hundred snal|l accommopdations generally foreign to
the freedom of w dowhood--even so, he could not but think
that the very ingenuity bred of such conditions m ght have
hel ped her to find a way out of them No, her "reason"

what ever it was, could, in this case, be nothing but a
pretext; unless he leaned to the less flattering alternative

that any reason seened good enough for postponing him



Certainly, if her wel cone had neant what he inagi ned, she
could not, for the second tinme within a few weeks, have
submitted so tamely to the di sarrangenent of their plans; a
di sarrangenent which--his official duties considered--n ght,
for all she knew, result in his not being able to go to her

f or nont hs.

"Please don't conme till thirtieth.” The thirtieth--and it
was now the fifteenth! She flung back the fortnight on his
hands as if he had been an idler indifferent to dates,

i nstead of an active young diplonmatist who, to respond to
her call, had had to hew his way through a very jungle of
engagenents! "Please don't cone till thirtieth." That was
all. Not the shadow of an excuse or a regret; not even the
perfunctory "have witten" with which it is usual to soften
such blows. She didn't want him and had taken the shortest
way to tell himso. Even in his first nonment of
exasperation it struck himas characteristic that she should
not have padded her postponenent with a fib. Certainly her

nmoral angl es were not draped!

"If | asked her to marry ne, she'd have refused in the same

| anguage. But thank heaven | haven't!" he reflected.

These consi derations, which had been with himevery yard of
the way from London, reached a climax of irony as he was
drawn into the cromd on the pier. It did not soften his
feelings to renenber that, but for her lack of forethought,
he might, at this harsh end of the stormy May day, have been
sitting before his club fire in London instead of shivering
in the danp hurman herd on the pier. Adnitting the sex's
traditional right to change, she might at |east have advised

hi m of hers by telegraphing directly to his roonms. But in



spite of their exchange of letters she had apparently failed
to note his address, and a breathless enissary had rushed
fromthe Enbassy to pitch her telegraminto his conpartnent

as the train was noving fromthe station

Yes, he had given her chance enough to | earn where he |ived;
and this minor proof of her indifference becane, as he
janmed his way through the crowd, the main point of his

gri evance agai nst her and of his derision of hinself. Half
way down the pier the prod of an unbrella increased his
exasperation by rousing himto the fact that it was raining.
Instantly the narrow | edge becane a battl e-ground of
thrusting, slanting, parrying domes. The wind rose with the
rain, and the harried wetches exposed to this double
assault weaked on their neighbours the vengeance they coul d

not take on the el enents.

Darrow, whose healthy enjoynment of life made himin genera
a good traveller, tolerant of agglutinated humanity, felt
hi nsel f obscurely outraged by these proni scuous contacts.
It was as though all the people about himhad taken his
measure and known his plight; as though they were
cont enpt uously bunpi ng and shoving himlike the

i nconsi derabl e thing he had becone. "She doesn't want you

doesn't want you, doesn't want you," their unbrellas and

their el bows seened to say.

He had rashly vowed, when the telegramwas flung into his

wi ndow. "At any rate | won't turn back"--as though it mnight
cause the sender a malicious joy to have himretrace his
steps rather than keep on to Paris! Now he perceived the
absurdity of the vow, and thanked his stars that he need not

pl unge, to no purpose, into the fury of waves outside the



har bour .

Wth this thought in his mnd he turned back to ook for his
porter; but the contiguity of dripping unbrellas nade

signal ling inpossible and, perceiving that he had | ost sight
of the man, he scranbled up again to the platform As he
reached it, a descending unbrella caught himin the collar-
bone; and the next noment, bent sideways by the wind, it
turned inside out and soared up, kite-wise, at the end of a

hel pl ess fermal e arm

Darrow caught the unbrella, lowered its inverted ribs, and

| ooked up at the face it exposed to him

"WAit a minute,” he said; "you can't stay here."

As he spoke, a surge of the crowd drove the owner of the
unbrella abruptly down on him Darrow steadied her with
ext ended arns, and regai ning her footing she cried out: "Onh,

dear, oh, dear! It's in ribbons!"

Her lifted face, fresh and flushed in the driving rain, woke
in hima nmenory of having seen it at a distant tine and in a
vaguel y unsynpathetic setting; but it was no nonent to

follow up such clues, and the face was obviously one to nmake

its way on its own merits.

Its possessor had dropped her bag and bundles to clutch at
the tattered unbrella. "I bought it only yesterday at the

Stores; and--yes--it's utterly done for!" she | anented.

Darrow sniled at the intensity of her distress. It was food
for the noralist that, side by side with such catastrophes

as his, human nature was still agitating itself over its



m croscopi ¢ woes!

"Here's nmine if you want it!" he shouted back at her through

the shouting of the gale.

The of fer caused the young lady to | ook at himnore
intently. "Wy, it's M. Darrow" she exclained; and then
all radiant recognition: "Ch, thank you! W'I|Il share it, if

you will."

She knew him then; and he knew her; but how and where had
they nmet? He put aside the problemfor subsequent sol ution
and drawing her into a nore sheltered corner, bade her wait

till he could find his porter

Wen, a few nmnutes later, he canme back with his recovered
property, and the news that the boat would not |eave til

the tide had turned, she showed no concern

"Not for two hours? How |ucky--then |I can find ny trunk!"

Odinarily Darrow would have felt little disposed to involve
hinself in the adventure of a young femal e who had | ost her
trunk; but at the nmonent he was glad of any pretext for
activity. Even should he decide to take the next up train
from Dover he still had a yawning hour to fill; and the

obvi ous renmedy was to devote it to the loveliness in

di stress under his unbrell a.

"You've lost a trunk? Let ne see if | can find it."

It pleased himthat she did not return the conventional "Oh,

WOULD you?" Instead, she corrected himw th a | augh--Not



a trunk, but ny trunk; 1've no other--" and then added
briskly: "You' d better first see to getting your own things

on the boat."

This made himanswer, as if to give substance to his plans
by discussing them "I don't actually know that |'m going

over."

"Not goi ng over?"

"Wl l...perhaps not by this boat." Again he felt a stealing
i ndecision. "l may probably have to go back to London
I"'m-I"mwaiting...expecting a letter...(She'll think nme a

defaulter,” he reflected.) "But nmeanwhile there's plenty of

time to find your trunk."

He picked up his companion's bundl es, and offered her an arm
whi ch enabl ed her to press her slight person nore closely
under his unbrella; and as, thus |linked, they beat their way
back to the platform pulled together and apart |ike
marionettes on the wires of the wind, he continued to wonder
where he could have seen her. He had i medi ately cl assed
her as a conpatriot; her small nose, her clear tints, a kind
of sketchy delicacy in her face, as though she had been
brightly but lightly washed in with water-col our, al
confirned the evidence of her high sweet voice and of her
qui ck incessant gestures. She was clearly an Anerican, but
with the | oose native quality strained through a cl oser woof
of manners: the composite product of an enquiring and
adaptable race. Al this, however, did not help himto fit
a name to her, for just such instances were perpetually
pouring through the London Enbassy, and the etched and

angul ar Anerican was beconing rarer than the fluid type.



More puzzling than the fact of his being unable to identify
her was the persistent sense connecting her with sonething
unconfortabl e and distasteful. So pleasant a vision as that
gl eaning up at hi m between wet brown hair and wet brown boa
shoul d have evoked only associations as pleasing; but each
effort to fit her inage into his past resulted in the sane

menori es of boredom and a vague disconfort...

Don't you renenber me now-at Ms. Mirrett's?"
She threw the question at Darrow across a table of the quiet
coffee-roomto which, after a vainly prolonged quest for her

trunk, he had suggested taking her for a cup of tea.

In this nusty retreat she had renmpoved her dripping hat, hung
it on the fender to dry, and stretched herself on tiptoe in
front of the round eagl e-crowned nmirror, above the mantel
vases of dyed immortelles, while she ran her fingers conb-

wi se through her hair. The gesture had acted on Darrow s
nunb feelings as the glow of the fire acted on his
circulation; and when he had asked: "Aren't your feet wet,
too?" and, after frank inspection of a stout-shod sole, she
had answered cheerfully: "No--luckily | had on ny new
boots," he began to feel that human intercourse would stil

be tolerable if it were always as free fromformality.

The renoval of his conpanion's hat, besides provoking this
reflection, gave himhis first full sight of her face; and

this was so favourable that the name she now pronounced fel



on himwith a quite disproportionate shock of disnay.

"Ch, Ms. Miurrett's--was it THERE?"

He renenbered her now, of course: remenbered her as one of
the shadowy sidling presences in the background of that

awf ul house in Chel sea, one of the dunb appendages of the
shrieki ng unescapable Ms. Mirrett, into whose tal ons he had
fallen in the course of his head-long pursuit of Lady Urica
Crispin. Oh, the taste of stale follies! Howinsipid it

was, yet how it clung!

"l used to pass you on the stairs," she remi nded him

Yes: he had seen her slip by--he recalled it now-as he
dashed up to the drawi ng-roomin quest of Lady Urica. The

t hought made him steal a |onger |ook. How could such a face
have been nerged in the Murrett nob? |Its fugitive slanting
lines, that lent thenmselves to all nmanner of tender tilts
and foreshortenings, had the freakish grace of some young
head of the Italian conedy. The hair stood up from her
forehead in a boyish elf-lock, and its col our matched her
auburn eyes flecked with black, and the little brown spot on
her cheek, between the ear that was neant to have a rose
behind it and the chin that should have rested on a ruff.
When she smiled, the |left corner of her nmouth went up a
little higher than the right; and her smle began in her
eyes and ran down to her lips in two lines of light. He had

dashed past that to reach Lady Urica Crispin!

"But of course you wouldn't renenber ne," she was saying.

"My nane is Viner--Sophy Viner."

Not remenber her? But of course he DIDI He was genui nely



sure of it now "You're Ms. Miurrett's niece," he decl ared.

She shook her head. "No; not even that. Only her reader.”

"Her reader? Do you nmean to say she ever reads?"

M ss Viner enjoyed his wonder. "Dear, no! But | wote
notes, and nmade up the visiting-book, and wal ked the dogs,

and saw bores for her."

Darrow groaned. "That nust have been rather bad!"

"Yes; but nothing like as bad as being her niece."

"That | can well believe. I'mglad to hear," he added,

"that you put it all in the past tense."

She seened to droop a little at the allusion; then she
lifted her chin with a jerk of defiance. "Yes. Al is at
an end between us. We've just parted in tears--but not in

sil ence!"

"Just parted? Do you nean to say you've been there all this

time?"

"Ever since you used to cone there to see Lady U rica? Does

it seemto you so awfully | ong ago?"

The unexpect edness of the thrust--as well as its doubtful
taste--chilled his growi ng enjoynent of her chatter. He had
really been getting to |ike her--had recovered, under the
candi d approval of her eye, his usual sense of being a
personabl e young man, with all the privileges pertaining to

the state, instead of the anonynmous rag of humanity he had



felt hinself in the crowmd on the pier. 1t annoyed him at
that particular nonment, to be rem nded that naturalness is

not al ways consonant with taste.

She seened to guess his thought. "You don't like ny saying
that you cane for Lady U rica?" she asked, |eaning over the

table to pour herself a second cup of tea.

He |i ked her quickness, at any rate. "It's better,"” he

| aughed, "than your thinking | cane for Ms. Miurrett!"

"Ch, we never thought anybody cane for Ms. Miurrett! It was
al ways for something else: the nusic, or the cook--when
there was a good one--or the other people; generally ONE

of the other people."

"I see."

She was anusing, and that, in his present nood, was nore to
hi s purpose than the exact shade of her taste. It was odd,
too, to discover suddenly that the blurred tapestry of Ms.
Murrett's background had all the while been alive and ful

of eyes. Now, with a pair of themlooking into his, he was

consci ous of a queer reversal of perspective.

"Who were the "we'? Wre you a cloud of w tnesses?"

"There were a good many of us."” She snmiled. "Let ne see--
who was there in your tine? Ms. Bolt--and Madenvi sel |l e--and
Prof essor Di dynmus and the Polish Countess. Don't you
remenber the Polish Countess? She crystal-gazed, and pl ayed
acconpani nents, and Ms. Mirrett chucked her because Ms.

D dyrmus accused her of hypnotizing the Professor. But of



course you don't renenber. We were all invisible to you

but we could see. And we all used to wonder about you----'

Again Darrow felt a redness in the tenples. "Wat about

me?"

"Wl | --whether it was you or she who..."

He wi nced, but hid his disapproval. It made the tinme pass

to listen to her.

"And what, if one may ask, was your concl usion?"

"Well, Ms. Bolt and Madenvi sell e and the Countess naturally
thought it was SHE;, but Professor Didynmus and Ji my

Brance--especially Ji nmy----"

"Just a noment: who on earth is Jimy Brance?”

She excl ai med in wonder: "You WERE absorbed--not to
renenber Jimmy Brance! He nust have been right about you
after all." She let her anused scrutiny dwell on him "But

how coul d you? She was fal se fromhead to foot!"

"Fal se----?" In spite of tine and satiety, the male instinct

of ownership rose up and repudi ated the charge.

M ss Viner caught his |look and | aughed. "GCh, | only neant
externally! You see, she often used to cone to nmy room after
tennis, or to touch up in the evenings, when they were going
on; and | assure you she took apart like a puzzle. In fact

| used to say to Jimy--just to make himwild--:"1"Il bet

you anything you like there's nothing wong, because | know

she'd never dare un--'" She broke the word in two, and her



qui ck bl ush made her face like a shallow petalled rose

shadi ng to the deeper pink of the centre.

The situation was saved, for Darrow, by an abrupt rush of
menories, and he gave way to a nirth which she as frankly
echoed. "O course," she gasped through her |aughter, "I

only said it to tease Jimy----"

Her anusenent obscurely annoyed him "Ch, you're all
ali ke!'" he excl ai ned, noved by an unaccount abl e sense of

di sappoi nt ment .

She caught himup in a flash--she didn't niss things! "You
say that because you think I'mspiteful and envious? Yes--I
was envious of Lady Urica...Ch, not on account of you or
Jimy Brance! Sinply because she had al nbst all the things
I've al ways wanted: clothes and fun and notors, and

adm ration and yachting and Paris--why, Paris alone would
be enough!--And how do you suppose a girl can see that sort
of thing about her day after day, and never wonder why somne
wonen, who don't seemto have any nore right to it, have it
all tunbled into their laps, while others are witing dinner
invitations, and straightening out accounts, and copying
visiting lists, and finishing golf-stockings, and natching
ri bbons, and seeing that the dogs get their sul phur? One

| ooks in one's glass, after all!"”

She | aunched the closing words at himon a cry that lifted
t hem above the petul ance of vanity; but his sense of her
words was lost in the surprise of her face. Under the
flying clouds of her excitenent it was no | onger a shall ow
flower-cup but a darkening gleaming mrror that mght give

back strange depths of feeling. The girl had stuff in her--



he saw it; and she seened to catch the perception in his

eyes.

"That's the kind of education | got at Ms. Mirrett's--and

I never had any other,"” she said with a shrug.

"Good Lord--were you there so | ong?"

"Five years. | stuck it out longer than any of the others.™

She spoke as though it were sonething to be proud of.

"Well, thank God you're out of it now"

Again a just perceptible shadow crossed her face. "Yes--1'm

out of it now fast enough."”

"And what--if | may ask--are you doi ng next?"

She brooded a nmoment behind drooped lids; then, with a touch

of hauteur: "lI'mgoing to Paris: to study for the stage."

"The stage?" Darrow stared at her, dismayed. Al his
confused contradictory inpressions assuned a new aspect at
thi s announcenent; and to hide his surprise he added

lightly: "Ah--then you will have Paris, after all!"”

"Hardly Lady Urica's Paris. It s not likely to be roses,

roses all the way."

"I't's not, indeed." Real conpassion pronpted himto

continue: "Have you any--any influence you can count on?"

She gave a somewhat flippant little [augh. "None but ny

own. |'ve never had any other to count on."



He passed over the obvious reply. "But have you any idea

how the profession is over-crowded? | know I ' mtrite----'

"I've a very clear idea. But | couldn't go on as | was."

"Of course not. But since, as you say, you'd stuck it out
| onger than any of the others, couldn't you at |east have

held on till you were sure of sone kind of an openi ng?"

She made no reply for a noment; then she turned a listless
gl ance to the rai n-beaten wi ndow. "Qughtn't we be
starting?" she asked, with a lofty assunption of

i ndi fference that m ght have been Lady Urica's.

Darrow, surprised by the change, but accepting her rebuff as
a phase of what he guessed to be a confused and tornented
nmood, rose fromhis seat and lifted her jacket fromthe
chair-back on which she had hung it to dry. As he held it

toward her she | ooked up at hi m quickly.

"The truth is, we quarrelled," she broke out, "and | |eft

I ast night without ny dinner--and without ny salary."”

"Ah--" he groaned, with a sharp perception of all the sordid

dangers that might attend such a break with Ms. Mirrett.

"And without a character!" she added, as she slipped her
arms into the jacket. "And without a trunk, as it appears--
but didn't you say that, before going, there'd be tinme for

anot her | ook at the station?"

There was tine for another | ook at the station; but the | ook

again resulted in disappointnment, since her trunk was



nowhere to be found in the huge heap disgorged by the new y-
arrived London express. The fact caused Mss Viner a
monent's perturbation; but she pronptly adjusted herself to
the necessity of proceeding on her journey, and her decision
confirmed Darrow s vague resolve to go to Paris instead of

retracing his way to London

M ss Viner seened cheered at the prospect of his conpany,
and sustained by his offer to telegraph to Charing Cross for
the mssing trunk; and he left her to wait in the fly while
he hastened back to the tel egraph office. The enquiry

despat ched, he was turning away fromthe desk when anot her

t hought struck himand he went back and indited a nessage to
his servant in London: "If any letters with French post-nmark
recei ved since departure forward i medi ately to Term nus

Hotel Gare du Nord Paris."

Then he rejoined Mss Viner, and they drove off through the

rain to the pier.

Al nost as soon as the train left Calais her head had dropped

back into the corner, and she had fallen asleep

Sitting opposite, in the conpartnent from which he had
contrived to have other travellers excluded, Darrow | ooked
at her curiously. He had never seen a face that changed so
qui ckly. A nonent since it had danced like a field of

dai sies in a sunmer breeze; now, under the pallid

oscillating light of the I anp overhead, it wore the hard



stanp of experience, as of a soft thing chilled into shape
before its curves had rounded: and it noved himto see that

care already stole upon her when she sl ept.

The story she had inparted to himin the wheezi ng shaking
cabin, and at the Calais buffet--where he had insisted on

of fering her the dinner she had m ssed at Ms. Mirrett's--
had given a distincter outline to her figure. Fromthe
nmoment of entering the New York boardi ng-school to which a
preoccupi ed guardi an had hastily consigned her after the
death of her parents, she had found herself alone in a busy
and indifferent world. Her youthful history mght, in fact,
have been summed up in the statenent that everybody had been
too busy to | ook after her. Her guardian, a drudge in a big
banki ng house, was absorbed by "the office"; the guardian's
wi fe, by her health and her religion; and an el der sister,
Laura, married, unnmarried, remarried, and pursuing, through
all these alternating phases, sonme vaguely "artistic" idea
on which the guardian and his wife | ooked askance, had (as
Darrow conj ectured) taken their disapproval as a pretext for
not troubling herself about poor Sophy, to whom -perhaps for
this reason--she had remmi ned the incarnation of renote

romantic possibilities.

In the course of time a sudden "stroke" of the guardian's
had thrown his personal affairs into a state of confusion
fromwhich--after his widely | anmented death--it becane
evident that it would not be possible to extricate his
ward's inheritance. No one deplored this nore sincerely
than his widow, who sawin it one nore proof of her
husband's |ife having been sacrificed to the innunerable
duties inmposed on him and who could hardly--but for the

counsel s of religion--have brought herself to pardon the



young girl for her indirect share in hastening his end.
Sophy did not resent this point of view She was really
much sorrier for her guardian's death than for the | oss of
her insignificant fortune. The latter had represented only
the means of hol ding her in bondage, and its di sappearance
was the occasion of her immediate plunge into the wide
bright sea of life surrounding the island-of her captivity.
She had first |anded--thanks to the intervention of the

| adi es who had directed her education--in a Fifth Avenue
school -room where, for a few nonths, she acted as a buffer
between three autocratic infants and their bodyguard of
nurses and teachers. The too-pressing attentions of their
father's val et had caused her to fly this sheltered spot,
agai nst the express advice of her educational superiors, who
inplied that, in their own case, refinenment and self-respect
had al ways sufficed to keep the nost ungovernabl e passions
at bay. The experience of the guardian's w dow havi ng been
precisely simlar, and the deplorable precedent of Laura's
career being present to all their mnds, none of these
ladies felt any obligation to intervene farther in Sophy's

affairs; and she was accordingly left to her own resources.

A school mate fromthe Rocky Mountains, who was taking her
father and nother to Europe, had suggested Sophy's
acconpanyi ng them and "going round” with her while her
progenitors, in the care of the courier, nursed their
ailments at a fashionable bath. Darrow gathered that the
"goi ng round” with Mam e Hoke was a varied and diverting
process; but this relatively brilliant phase of Sophy's
career was cut short by the el openent of the inconsiderate
Mamie with a "matinee idol" who had followed her from New
York, and by the precipitate return of her parents to

negotiate for the repurchase of their child.



It was then--after an interval of repose with conpassionate
but inpecuni ous Anerican friends in Paris--that Mss Viner
had been drawn into the turbid current of Ms. Mirrett's
career. The inpecunious conpatriots had found Ms. Mirrett
for her, and it was partly on their account (because they
were such dears, and so unconscious, poor confiding things,
of what they were letting her in for) that Sophy had stuck
it out so long in the dreadful house in Chelsea. The

Farl ows, she explained to Darrow, were the best friends she
had ever had (and the only ones who had ever "been decent"
about Laura, whomthey had seen once, and intensely
admred); but even after twenty years of Paris they were the
nmost incorrigibly inexperienced angels, and quite persuaded
that Ms. Murrett was a worman of great intellectua

em nence, and the house at Chelsea "the |ast of the sal ons”
--Darrow knew what she neant? And she hadn't liked to
undecei ve them knowing that to do so would be virtually to
throw hersel f back on their hands, and feeling, noreover
after her previous experiences, the urgent need of gaining,
at any cost, a nane for stability; besides which--she threw
it off with a slight |augh--no other chance, in all these

years, had happened to cone to her

She had brushed in this outline of her career with |ight
rapid strokes, and in a tone of fatalismoddly untinged by
bitterness. Darrow perceived that she classified people
according to their greater or less "luck"” in life, but she
appeared to harbour no resentnment agai nst the undefined
power which di spensed the gift in such unequal neasure.
Things canme one's way or they didn't; and neanwhil e one
could only |l ook on, and nmake the npost of snal

compensati ons, such as watching "the show' at Ms



Miurrett's, and tal king over the Lady U ricas and other
footlight figures. And at any noment, of course, a turn of
t he kal ei doscope mi ght suddenly toss a bright spangle into

the grey pattern of one's days.

This light-hearted phil osophy was not w thout charmto a
young man accustomed to nore traditional views. George
Darrow had had a fairly varied experience of feninine types,
but the wormen he had frequented had either been pronouncedly
"l adi es"” or they had not. Grateful to both for mnistering
to the nore conpl ex nmasculine nature, and di sposed to assune
that they had been evolved, if not designed, to that end, he
had instinctively kept the two groups apart in his mnd,

avoi ding that internediate society which attenpts to
conciliate both theories of life. "Bohenianisni seened to
hi m a cheaper convention than the other two, and he |iked,
above all, people who went as far as they could in their own
line--liked his "ladies" and their rivals to be equally
unashanmed of showi ng for exactly what they were. He had not
i ndeed--the fact of Lady Urica was there to rem nd him-
been wi thout his experience of a third type; but that
experience had left himwith a contenptuous distaste for the
worman who uses the privileges of one class to shelter the

custons of anot her

As to young girls, he had never thought nuch about them
since his early love for the girl who had become Ms. Leath.
That epi sode seened, as he | ooked back on it, to bear no
more relation to reality than a pal e decorative design to
the confused richness of a sunmer | andscape. He no | onger
under stood the violent inpulses and dreany pauses of his own
young heart, or the inscrutable abandonments and rel uctances

of hers. He had known a nmonment of anguish at |osing her--the



mad plunge of youthful instincts against the barrier of
fate; but the first wave of stronger sensation had swept
away all but the outline of their story, and the nmenory of
Anna Summers had made the i mage of the young girl sacred

but the class uninteresting.

Such generalisations bel onged, however, to an earlier stage
of his experience. The nore he saw of life the nore

i ncal cul able he found it; and he had learned to yield to his
i npressions without feeling the youthful need of relating
themto others. It was the girl in the opposite seat who
had roused in himthe dormant habit of conparison. She was
di stingui shed fromthe daughters of wealth by her avowed
acquai ntance with the real business of living, a famliarity
as different as possible fromtheir theoretical proficiency;
yet it seened to Darrow that her experience had nade her
free without hardness and sel f-assured w thout

assertiveness.

The rush into Amiens, and the flash of the station lights
into their conpartnment, broke Mss Viner's sleep, and

wi t hout changi ng her position she lifted her |lids and | ooked
at Darrow. There was neither surprise nor bew ldernent in
the | ook. She seened instantly conscious, not so nuch of
where she was, as of the fact that she was with him and
that fact seened enough to reassure her. She did not even
turn her head to | ook out; her eyes continued to rest on him
with a vague snile which appeared to light her face from

within, while her lips kept their sleepy droop.

Shouts and the hurried tread of travellers cane to them

t hrough the confusing cross-lights of the platform A head



appeared at the window, and Darrow threw hinself forward to
defend their solitude; but the intruder was only a train
hand going his round of inspection. He passed on, and the
lights and cries of the station dropped away, nerged in a
wi der haze and a hol |l ower resonance, as the train gathered
itself up with a long shake and rolled out again into the

dar kness.

M ss Viner's head sank back agai nst the cushion, pushing out
a dusky wave of hair above her forehead. The swaying of the
train | oosened a | ock over her ear, and she shook it back

with a novenent |ike a boy's, while her gaze still rested on

her conpani on.

"You're not too tired?"

She shook her head with a smle.

"We shall be in before nmidnight. W're very nearly on

time." He verified the statenent by holding up his watch to
the | anp.
She nodded dreamily. "It's all right. | telegraphed Ms.

Farl ow that they nmustn't think of conming to the station; but

they' Il have told the concierge to | ook out for me."
"You'll let me drive you there?"
She nodded again, and her eyes closed. It was very pleasant

to Darrow that she nade no effort to talk or to dissenble
her sl eepiness. He sat watching her till the upper |ashes
met and mingled with the lower, and their blent shadow | ay
on her cheek; then he stood up and drew the curtain over the

| anp, drowning the conmpartment in a bluish twlight.



As he sank back into his seat he thought how differently
Anna Sunmers--or even Anna Leat h--woul d have behaved. She
woul d not have tal ked too nmuch; she woul d not have been
either restless or enbarrassed; but her adaptability, her
appropri at eness, would not have been nature but "tact." The
oddness of the situation would have made sl eep inpossible,
or, if weariness had overcone her for a noment, she would
have waked with a start, wondering where she was, and how
she had come there, and if her hair were tidy; and nothing
short of hairpins and a glass would have restored her self-

possessi on. .

The reflection set hi mwondering whether the "sheltered"
girl's bringing-up mght not unfit her for all subsequent
contact with life. How much nearer to it had Ms. Leath
been brought by marriage and not herhood, and the passage of
fourteen years? What were all her reticences and evasi ons
but the result of the deadening process of formng a "lady"?
The freshness he had narvelled at was |ike the unnatura

whi teness of flowers forced in the dark

As he | ooked back at their few days together he saw that
their intercourse had been nmarked, on her part, by the sane
hesitations and reserves which had chilled their earlier
intimcy. Once nore they had had their hour together and
she had wasted it. As in her girlhood, her eyes had nade
promi ses which her lips were afraid to keep. She was stil
afraid of life, of its ruthlessness, its danger and nystery.
She was still the petted little girl who cannot be |eft
alone in the dark...H's menory flew back to their youthfu
story, and long-forgotten details took shape before him

How frail and faint the picture was! They seened, he and



she, like the ghostly lovers of the Grecian Urn, forever
pursui ng without ever clasping each other. To this day he
did not quite know what had parted them the break had been
as fortuitous as the fluttering apart of two seed-vessels on

a wave of summer air..

The very slightness, vagueness, of the nenory gave it an
added poignancy. He felt the nystic pang of the parent for
a child which has just breathed and died. Wiy had it
happened thus, when the |least shifting of influences m ght
have made it all so different? |f she had been given to him
then he woul d have put warnth in her veins and light in her
eyes: woul d have nade her a wonan through and through

Musi ng thus, he had the sense of waste that is the bitterest
harvest of experience. A love like his might have given her
the divine gift of self-renewal; and now he saw her fated to
wane into old age repeating the sane gestures, echoing the
words she had al ways heard, and perhaps never guessing that,
just outside her glazed and curtai ned consci ousness, life
roll ed away, a vast bl ackness starred with lights, like the

ni ght | andscape beyond t he wi ndows of the train.

The engine lowered its speed for the passage through a

sl eeping station. In the light of the platform!|anp Darrow
| ooked across at his conpanion. Her head had dropped toward
one shoul der, and her |ips were just far enough apart for
the reflection of the upper one to deepen the col our of the
other. The jolting of the train had again shaken | oose the
| ock above her ear. It danced on her cheek like the flit of
a browmn wing over flowers, and Darrow felt an intense desire

to lean forward and put it back behind her ear



As their notor-cab, on the way fromthe Gare du Nord, turned
into the central glitter of the Boul evard, Darrow had bent

over to point out an incandescent threshold.

"There!"

Above the doorway, an arch of flame flashed out the name of
a great actress, whose closing performances in a play of
unusual originality had been the thene of long articles in
the Paris papers which Darrow had tossed into their

conmpartnment at Cal ai s.

"That's what you nust see before you're twenty-four hours

ol der!"

The girl followed his gesture eagerly. She was all awake
and alive now, as if the heady runours of the streets, with
their long effervescences of |ight, had passed into her

veins |ike w ne.

"Cerdine? |s that where she acts?" She put her head out of
the wi ndow, straining back for a glinpse of the sacred
threshold. As they flew past it she sank into her seat with

a satisfied sigh.

"I't's delicious enough just to KNOWshe's there! |'ve
never seen her, you know. Wien | was here with Mam e Hoke
we never went anywhere but to the nusic halls, because she
couldn't understand any French; and when | canme back

afterward to the Farlows' | was dead broke, and coul dn't



afford the play, and neither could they; so the only chance
we had was when friends of theirs invited us--and once it
was to see a tragedy by a Roumanian | ady, and the other tine

it was for '"L'"Am Fritz' at the Francais."

Darrow | aughed. "You nust do better than that now °'Le
Vertige' is a fine thing, and Cerdine gets sone wonderfu
effects out of it. You nust come with me tonorrow evening
to see it--with your friends, of course.--That is," he

added, "if there's any sort of chance of getting seats."

The flash of a street lanp Iit up her radiant face. "Oh,
will you really take us? What fun to think that it's

tonorrow al ready!"

It was wonderfully pleasant to be able to give such

pl easure. Darrow was not rich, but it was al nost inpossible
for himto picture the state of persons with tastes and
perceptions |like his own, to whoman evening at the theatre
was an unattai nabl e i ndul gence. There floated through his
m nd an answer of Ms. Leath's to his enquiry whether she
had seen the play in question. "No. | nmeant to, of course,
but one is so overwhelnmed with things in Paris. And then
I"mrather sick of Cerdine--one is always being dragged to

see her."

That, anong the people he frequented, was the usual attitude
toward such opportunities. There were too many, they were a
nui sance, one had to defend one's self! He even renenbered
wondering, at the nmonent, whether to a really fine taste the
exceptional thing could ever becone indifferent through
habit; whether the appetite for beauty was so soon dulled
that it could be kept alive only by privation. Here, at any

rate, was a fine chance to experinment with such a hunger: he



al rost wi shed he night stay on in Paris |ong enough to take

the measure of Mss Viner's receptivity.

She was still dwelling on his promse, "It's too beautiful

of you! Ch, don't you THINK you'll be able to get

seats?" And then, after a pause of brinm ng appreciation: "I
wonder if you'll think me horrid?--but it may be ny only
chance; and if you can't get places for us all, wouldn't you
perhaps just take ME? After all, the Farlows nay have

seen it!"

He had not, of course, thought her horrid, but only the nore
engagi ng, for being so natural, and so unashanmed of show ng
the frank greed of her famished youth. "OCh, you shall go
somehow! " he had gaily pronised her; and she had dropped
back with a sigh of pleasure as their cab passed into the
dimy-lit streets of the Farlows' quarter beyond the

Sei ne. .

This little passage canme back to himthe next norning, as he
opened his hotel w ndow on the early roar of the Northern

Ter m nus.

The girl was there, in the roomnext to him That had been
the first point in his waking consciousness. The second was
a sense of relief at the obligation inmposed on himby this
unexpected turn of everts. To wake to the necessity of
action, to postpone perforce the fruitless contenplation of
his private grievance, was cause enough for gratitude, even
if the small adventure in which he found hinmself involved
had not, on its own nerits, roused an instinctive curiosity

to see it through.



When he and hi s conpani on, the night before, had reached the
Farl ows' door in the rue de la Chaise, it was only to find,
after repeated assaults on its panels, that the Farl ows were
no longer there. They had noved away the week before, not
only fromtheir apartnent but fromParis; and Mss Viner's
breach with Ms. Murrett had been too sudden to pernmit her
letter and tel egramto overtake them Both conmunicati ons,
no doubt, still reposed in a pigeon-hole of the |oge;

but its custodian, when drawn fromhis lair, sulkily
declined to let Mss Viner verify the fact, and only flung
out, in return for Darrow s bribe, the statement that the

Anericans had gone to Joigny.

To pursue themthere at that hour was manifestly inpossible,
and M ss Viner, disturbed but not disconcerted by this new
obstacle, had quite sinply acceded to Darrow s suggestion
that she should return for what remai ned of the night to the

hotel where he had sent his |uggage.

The drive back through the dark hush before dawn, with the
nocturnal blaze of the Boul evard fading around themlike the
false lights of a magician's palace, had so played on her

i npressionability that she seened to give no farther thought
to her own predicanent. Darrow noticed that she did not
feel the beauty and nystery of the spectacle as nuch as its
pressure of human significance, all its hidden inplications
of enotion and adventure. As they passed the shadowy

col onnade of the Francais, renote and tenple-like in the
paling lights, he felt a clutch on his arm and heard the
cry: "There are things THERE that | want so desperately

to see!" and all the way back to the hotel she continued to

question him w th shrewd precision and an artless thirst



for detail, about the theatrical life of Paris. He was
struck afresh, as he listened, by the way in which her

nat ur al ness eased the situation of constraint, leaving to it
only a pleasant savour of good fellowship. It was the kind
of episode that one night, in advance, have characterized as
"awkward", yet that was proving, in the event, as nuch
outside such definitions as a sunrise stroll with a dryad in
a dewdrenched forest; and Darrow refl ected that nankind
woul d never have needed to invent tact if it had not first

i nvented social conplications.

It had been understood, with his good-night to Mss Viner
that the next norning he was to | ook up the Joigny trains,
and see her safely to the station; but, while he breakfasted
and waited for a tine-table, he recalled again her cry of
joy at the prospect of seeing Cerdine. It was certainly a
pity, since that nost elusive and incal cul able of artists
was | eaving the next week for South Anerica, to miss what

m ght be a last sight of her in her greatest part; and
Darrow, having dressed and nmade the requisite excerpts from
the tine-table, decided to carry the result of his

deli berations to his nei ghbour's door

It instantly opened at his knock, and she cane forth | ooking
as if she had been plunged into sonme sparkling el ement which
had curled up all her drooping tendrils and wrapped her in a

shi mer of fresh | eaves

"Wl |, what do you think of me?" she cried; and with a hand
at her wai st she spun about as if to show off sone niracle

of Parisian dress-naking.

"I think the missing trunk has cone--and that it was worth

waiting for!"



"You DO like ny dress?"

"I adore it! | always adore new dresses--why, you don't nean

to say it's NOT a new one?"

She | aughed out her triunph.

"No, no, no! M trunk hasn't cone, and this is only ny old
rag of yesterday--but | never knew the trick to fail!" And,
as he stared: "You see,” she joyously explained, "I've

al ways had to dress in all kinds of dreary |eft-overs, and
somet i nes, when everybody el se was smart and new, it used to
make me awfully miserable. So one day, when Ms. Mirrett
dragged nme down unexpectedly to fill a place at dinner,
suddenly thought 1'd try spinning around |like that, and say
to every one: 'WELL, WHAT DO YOU THI NK OF ME?' And, do

you know, they were all taken in, including Ms. Mirrett,
who didn't recognize ny old turned and dyed rags, and told
me afterward it was awfully bad formto dress as if | were
sonmebody that people would expect to know And ever since,
whenever |'ve particularly wanted to | ook nice, |'ve just
asked peopl e what they thought of ny new frock; and they're

al ways, always taken in!"

She dranmati zed her explanation so vividly that Darrow felt

as if his point were gained.

"Ah, but this confirnms your vocation--of course," he cried,
"you nmust see Cerdine!" and, seeing her face fall at this
rem nder of the change in her prospects, he hastened to set
forth his plan. As he did so, he saw how easy it was to

explain things to her. She would either accept his



suggestion, or she would not: but at |east she would waste
no time in protestations and objections, or any vain
sacrifice to the idols of conformity. The conviction that
one could, on any given point, alnost predicate this of her
gave himthe sense of having advanced far enough in her
intimcy to urge his argunents against a hasty pursuit of

her friends.

Yes, it would certainly be foolish--she at once agreed--in
the case of such dear indefinite angels as the Farlows, to
dash off after them w thout nore positive proof that they
were established at Joigny, and so established that they
could take her in. She owned it was but too probabl e that
they had gone there to "cut down", and mi ght be doing so in
quarters too contracted to receive her; and it would be
unfair, on that chance, to inpose herself on them
unannounced. The sinplest way of getting farther light on
the question would be to go back to the rue de | a Chai se,
where, at that nore conversabl e hour, the concierge

m ght be |l ess chary of detail; and she coul d decide on her

next step in the light of such facts as he inparted.

Poi nt by point, she fell in with the suggestion,
recognizing, in the light of their unexplained flight, that
the Farlows mght indeed be in a situation on which one
could not too rashly intrude. Her concern for her friends
seenmed to have effaced all thought of herself, and this
little indication of character gave Darrow a quite

di sproportionate pleasure. She agreed that it would be well
to go at once to the rue de |a Chaise, but nmet his proposa
that they should drive by the declaration that it was a
"waste" not to walk in Paris; so they set off on foot

through the cheerful tunult of the streets.



The wal k was | ong enough for himto | earn many things about
her. The stormof the previous night had cleared the air,
and Paris shone in norning beauty under a sky that was al
broad wet washes of white and bl ue; but Darrow again noticed
that her visual sensitiveness was | ess keen than her feeling
for what he was sure the good Farl ows--whom he al ready
seened to know-woul d have called "the human interest.” She
seened hardly conscious of sensations of formand col our, or
of any inmagi nati ve suggestion, and the spectacle before
them -always, in its scenic splendour, so noving to her
conpani on- - broke up, under her scrutiny, into a thousand

m nor points: the things in the shops, the types of
character and manner of occupation shown in the passing
faces, the street signs, the nanes of the hotels they
passed, the notley brightness of the flower-carts, the
identity of the churches and public buildings that caught
her eye. But what she |iked best, he divined, was the nere
fact of being free to walk abroad in the bright air, her
tongue rattling on as it pleased, while her feet kept time
to the mighty orchestration of the city's sounds. Her
delight in the fresh air, in the freedom |ight and sparkle
of the norning, gave hima sudden insight into her stifled
past; nor was it indifferent to himto perceive how nmuch his
presence evidently added to her enjoynment. |If only as a
synmpat hetic ear, he guessed what he nust be worth to her

The girl had been dying for sone one to talk to, sone one
bef ore whom she could unfold and shake out to the light her
poor little shut-away enotions. Years of repression were
reveal ed in her sudden burst of confidence; and the pity she
inspired made Darrow long to fill her few free hours to the

brim



She had the gift of rapid definition, and his questions as
to the life she had led with the Farlows, during the

i nterregnum bet ween the Hoke and Murrett eras, called up
before hima queer little corner of Parisian existence. The
Farl ows t hensel ves--he a painter, she a "magazine witer"--
rose before himin all their incorruptible sinplicity: an

el derly New Engl and couple, with vague yearni ngs for
enfranchi sement, who lived in Paris as if it were a
Massachusetts suburb, and dwelt hopefully on the "higher
side" of the Gallic nature. Wth equal vividness she set
bef ore himthe conponent figures of the circle from which
Ms. Farlow drew the "I nner dinpses of French Life"
appearing over her nane in a | eading New Engl and j our nal

t he Roumani an | ady who had sent themtickets for her
tragedy, an elderly French gentleman who, on the strength of
a week's stay at Fol kestone, translated English fiction for
the provincial press, a lady fromWchita, Kansas, who
advocated free love and the abolition of the corset, a
clergyman's wi dow from Torquay who had witten an "English
Ladies' CGuide to Foreign Galleries" and a Russian scul ptor
who lived on nuts and was "al nost certainly" an anarchist.
It was this nucleus, and its outer ring of nusical,
architectural and other American students, which posed
successively to Ms. Farlow s versatile fancy as a centre of
"University Life", a "Salon of the Faubourg St. Germain", a
group of Parisian "Intellectuals" or a "Cross-section of
Montmartre”; but even her faculty for extracting fromit the
nmost varied literary effects had not sufficed to create a
permanent demand for the "Inner dinpses", and there were
days when--M. Farlow s | andscapes being equally
unnar ket abl e--a tenporary withdrawal to the country
(subsequently utilized as "Peeps into Chateau Life") becane

necessary to the courageous coupl e.



Five years of Ms. Miurrett's world, while increasing Sophy's
tenderness for the Farlows, had left her with few illusions
as to their power of advancing her fortunes; and she did not
conceal from Darrow that her theatrical projects were of the
vaguest. They hung nmainly on the probl ematical good-will of
an anci ent conedi enne, with whom Ms. Farlow had a slight
acquai ntance (extensively utilized in "Stars of the French
Footlights" and "Behind the Scenes at the Francais"), and
who had once, with signs of approval, heard M ss Viner

recite the Nuit de Mai.

"But of course | know how nmuch that's worth,” the girl broke
off, with one of her flashes of shrewdness. "And besides,

it isn't likely that a poor old fossil like Mre. Dolle could
get anybody to listen to her now, even if she really thought
| had talent. But she mght introduce ne to people; or at

| east give ne a fewtips. |If | could manage to earn enough
to pay for lessons 1'd go straight to sone of the big people
and work with them |'mrather hoping the Farlows nmay find
me a chance of that kind--an engagenent with sone American
famly in Paris who would want to be 'gone round" with |ike

t he Hokes, and who'd | eave ne tine enough to study."

In the rue de la Chaise they learned little except the exact
address of the Farlows, and the fact that they had sub-I et
their flat before leaving. This information obtained,
Darrow proposed to Mss Viner that they should stroll along
the quays to a little restaurant |ooking out on the Seine,
and there, over the plat du jour, consider the next step

to be taken. The long wal k had gi ven her cheeks a gl ow

i ndi cati ve of whol esome hunger, and she nmade no difficulty

about satisfying it in Darrow s conpany. Regaining the



river they wal ked on in the direction of Notre Dane, del ayed
now and again by the young man's irresistible tendency to
i nger over the bookstalls, and by his ever-fresh response
to the shifting beauties of the scene. For two years his
eyes had been subdued to the atnospheric effects of London
to the nysterious fusion of darkly-piled city and | ow1ying
bi t um nous sky; and the transparency of the French air,
which left the green gardens and silvery stones so
classically clear yet so softly harnonized, struck himas
havi ng a kind of conscious intelligence. Every line of the
architecture, every arch of the bridges, the very sweep of
the strong bright river between them while contributing to
this effect, sent forth each a separate appeal to sone
sensitive nenory; so that, for Darrow, a wal k through the
Paris streets was always like the unrolling of a vast
tapestry from which countless stored fragrances were shaken

out .

It was a proof of the richness and multiplicity of the
spectacle that it served, w thout incongruity, for so
different a purpose as the background of Mss Viner's
enjoyment. As a nere drop-scene for her personal adventure
it was just as nuch in its place as in the evocation of
great perspectives of feeling. For her, as he again

percei ved when they were seated at their table in a | ow

wi ndow above the Seine, Paris was "Paris" by virtue of all
its entertaining details, its endless ingenuities of

pl easantness. \ere else, for instance, could one find the
dear little dishes of hors d' oeuvre, the symmetrically-

| ai d anchovi es and radi shes, the thin golden shells of
butter, or the wood strawberries and brown jars of cream
that gave to their repast the last refinenment of rusticity?

Hadn't he noticed, she asked, that cooking al ways expressed



the national character, and that French food was cl ever and
anusi ng just because the people were? And in private houses,
everywhere, how the dishes always resenbl ed the tal k--how
the very sane platitudes seened to go into people's nouths
and cone out of then? Couldn't he see just what kind of menu
it would make, if a fairy waved a wand and suddenly turned
the conversation at a London dinner into joints and

puddi ngs? She always thought it a good sign when people
liked Irish stew; it meant that they enjoyed changes and
surprises, and taking life as it cane; and such a beauti ful
Parisian version of the dish as the navarin that was

just being set before themwas |ike the very best kind of

tal k--the kind when one could never tell before-hand just

what was going to be said!

Darrow, as he watched her enjoynent of their innocent feast,
wondered if her vividness and vivacity were signs of her
calling. She was the kind of girl in whomcertain people
woul d instantly have recogni zed the histrionic gift. But
experience had led himto think that, except at the creative
monent, the divine flame burns lowin its possessors. The
one or two really intelligent actresses he had known had
struck him in conversation, as either bovine or primtively
"jolly". He had a notion that, save in the m nd of genius,
the creative process absorbs too nmuch of the whole stuff of
being to | eave nuch surplus for personal expression; and the
girl before him wth her changing face and flexible

fanci es, seenmed destined to work in life itself rather than

in any of its counterfeits.

The coffee and |iqueurs were already on the table when her
m nd suddenly sprang back to the Farlows. She junped up

with one of her subversive novenents and declared that she



nmust tel egraph at once. Darrow called for witing materials
and room was made at her el bow for the parched ink-bottle
and saturated blotter of the Parisian restaurant; but the
mere sight of these jaded inplenents seened to paral yze M ss
Viner's faculties. She hung over the telegraph-formwth
anxi ousl y-drawn brow, the tip of the pen-handl e pressed
against her lip; and at length she raised her troubled eyes

to Darrow s.

"I sinmply can't think howto say it."

"What - -t hat you're staying over to see Cerdine?"

"But AMI--am|l, really?" The joy of it flamed over her

f ace.

Darrow | ooked at his watch. "You could hardly get an answer
to your telegramin tinme to take a train to Joigny this

afternoon, even if you found your friends could have you."

She nmused for a noment, tapping her Iip with the pen. "But |
must let themknow |'mhere. | nust find out as soon as

possible if they CAN, have ne." She laid the pen down

despairingly. "I never COULD wite a telegram" she
si ghed.
"Try a letter, then and tell themyou' Il arrive tonorrow "

Thi s suggestion produced i medi ate relief, and she gave an
energetic dab at the ink-bottle; but after another interva
of uncertain scratching she paused again."Ch, it's fearful
I don't know what on earth to say. | wouldn't for the world

have t hem know how beastly Ms. Mirrett's been."



Darrow did not think it necessary to answer. |t was no

busi ness of his, after all. He lit a cigar and | eaned back
in his seat, letting his eyes take their fill of indolent
pl easure. In the throes of invention she had pushed back

her hat, |oosening the stray | ock which had invited his
touch the night before. After looking at it for a while he

stood up and wandered to the w ndow.

Behi nd hi m he heard her pen scrape on.

"I don't want to worry them-1'mso certain they' ve got
bothers of their own." The faltering scratches ceased again.
"I wish | weren't such an idiot about witing: all the words
get frightened and scurry away when | try to catch them"

He gl anced back at her with a smle as she bent above her
task like a school-girl struggling with a "conposition." Her
flushed cheek and frowning brow showed that her difficulty
was genuine and not an artless device to draw himto her
side. She was really powerless to put her thoughts in
witing, and the inability seemed characteristic of her

qui ck inpressionable mnd, and of the incessant comne-and-go
of her sensations. He thought of Anna Leath's letters, or
rather of the few he had received, years ago, fromthe girl
who had been Anna Summers. He saw the slender firm strokes
of the pen, recalled the clear structure of the phrases,

and, by an abrupt association of ideas, renenbered that, at
that very hour, just such a docunent m ght be awaiting him

at the hotel

What if it were there, indeed, and had brought hima
compl ete expl anation of her telegran? The revul sion of
feeling produced by this thought made him |l ook at the girl

wi th sudden inpatience. She struck himas positively



stupid, and he wondered how he could have wasted half his
day with her, when all the while Ms. Leath's letter m ght
be lying on his table. At that nonment, if he could have
chosen, he would have | eft his conpanion on the spot; but he

had her on his hands, and nust accept the consequences.

Some odd intuition seened to make her conscious of his
change of nood, for she sprang fromher seat, crunpling the

letter in her hand.

"I"'mtoo stupid; but I won't keep you any longer. 1'll go

back to the hotel and wite there."

Her col our deepened, and for the first tinme, as their eyes
net, he noticed a faint enbarrassment in hers. Could it be
that his nearness was, after all, the cause of her
confusion? The thought turned his vague inpatience with her
into a definite resentnent toward hinself. There was really
no excuse for his having blundered into such an adventure.
Why had he not shipped the girl off to Joigny by the evening
train, instead of urging her to delay, and using Cerdine as
a pretext? Paris was full of people he knew, and his
annoyance was i ncreased by the thought that sone friend of
Ms. Leath's mght see himat the play, and report his
presence there with a suspiciously good-1 ooki ng comnpani on
The idea was distinctly disagreeable: he did not want the
worman he adored to think he could forget her for a nonent.
And by this tinme he had fully persuaded hinself that a
letter fromher was awaiting him and had even gone so far
as to imagine that its contents mght annul the witer's

tel egraphed i njunction, and call himto her side at once..



At the porter's desk a brief "Pas de lettres" fel
destructively on the fabric of these hopes.

Ms. Leath had not witten--she had not taken the trouble to
explain her telegram Darrow turned away with a sharp pang
of humiliation. Her frugal silence nocked his prodigality
of hopes and fears. He had put his question to the porter
once before, on returning to the hotel after |uncheon; and
now, comi ng back again in the late afternoon, he was net by
the sane denial. The second post was in, and had brought

hi m not hi ng.

A gl ance at his watch showed that he had barely tine to
dress before taking Mss Viner out to dine; but as he turned
to the lift a new thought struck him and hurrying back into
the hall he dashed off another telegramto his servant:
"Have you forwarded any letter with French postmark today?

Tel egraph answer Term nus.”

Sone kind of reply would be certain to reach himon his
return fromthe theatre, and he would then know definitely
whet her Ms. Leath neant to wite or not. He hastened up to

his room and dressed with a lighter heart.

Mss Viner's vagrant trunk had finally found its way to its
owner; and, clad in such nodest splendour as it furnished,
she shone at Darrow across their restaurant table. 1In the
reaction of his wounded vanity he found her prettier and
nmore interesting than before. Her dress, sloping away from
the throat, showed the graceful set of her head on its

sl ender neck, and the wide brimof her hat arched above her



hair |ike a dusky halo. Pleasure danced in her eyes and on
her Iips, and as she shone on hi m between the candl e-shades
Darrow felt that he should not be at all sorry to be seen
with her in public. He even sent a careless glance about

himin the vague hope that it might fall on an acquai ntance.

At the theatre her vivacity sank into a breathl ess hush, and
she sat intent in her corner of their baignoire, with

the gaze of a neophyte about to be initiated into the sacred
mysteries. Darrow placed hinself behind her, that he night
catch her profile between hinself and the stage. He was
touched by the youthful seriousness of her expression. In
spite of the experiences she nmust have had, and of the
twenty-four years to which she owned, she struck him as
intrinsically young; and he wondered how so evanescent a
quality could have been preserved in the desiccating Mirrett
air. As the play progressed he noticed that her imobility
was traversed by swift flashes of perception. She was not

m ssing anything, and her intensity of attention when
Cerdi ne was on the stage drew an anxious |ine between her

br ows.

After the first act she remained for a few m nutes rapt and
noti onl ess; then she turned to her conpanion with a quick
patter of questions. He gathered fromthemthat she had
been less interested in followi ng the general drift of the
play than in observing the details of its interpretation
Every gesture and inflection of the great actress's had been
mar ked and anal yzed; and Darrow felt a secret gratification
in being appealed to as an authority on the histrionic art.
H's interest in it had hitherto been nerely that of the

cul tivated young nan curious of all forns of artistic

expression; but in reply to her questions he found things to



say about it which evidently struck his listener as

i npressive and original, and with which he hinmself was not,
on the whole, dissatisfied. Mss Viner was nuch nore
concerned to hear his views than to express her own, and the
def erence with which she received his comments called from
hi m nore ideas about the theatre than he had ever supposed

hinsel f to possess.

Wth the second act she began to give nore attention to the
devel opment of the play, though her interest was excited
rat her by what she called "the story" than by the conflict
of character producing it. Oddly conbined with her sharp
apprehensi on of things theatrical, her know edge of
techni cal "dodges"” and green-room precedents, her glibness
about "lines" and "curtains", was the primtive sinplicity
of her attitude toward the tale itself, as toward sonething
that was "really happening" and at which one assisted as at
a street-accident or a quarrel overheard in the next room
She wanted to know i f Darrow thought the lovers "really
woul d" be involved in the catastrophe that threatened them
and when he rem nded her that his predictions were

di squalified by his having already seen the play, she

excl aimed: "Oh, then, please don't tell ne what's going to
happen!" and the next nmonent was questioni ng hi m about
Cerdine's theatrical situation and her private history. On
the latter point sone of her enquiries were of a kind that
it is not in the habit of young girls to nake, or even to
know how to nake; but her apparent unconsci ousness of the
fact seened rather to reflect on her past associates than on

hersel f.

When the second act was over, Darrow suggested their taking

a turn in the foyer; and seated on one of its cranped



red vel vet sofas they watched the crowd surge up and down in
a glare of lights and gilding. Then, as she conpl ai ned of
the heat, he led her through the press to the congested

cafe at the foot of the stairs, where orangeades were

thrust at them between the shoul ders of packed

consommateurs and Darrow, lighting a cigarette while she
sucked her straw, knew the primtive conplacency of the nman

at whose conpani on ot her nen stare

On a corner of their table lay a sneared copy of a
theatrical journal. It caught Sophy's eye and after poring

over the page she | ooked up with an excited exclamati on.

'They' re giving OCedi pe tonorrow afternoon at the

Francais! | suppose you've seen it heaps and heaps of
ti mes?"

He smiled back at her. "You nust see it too. W'Il go
tonorrow. "

She sighed at his suggestion, but wthout discarding it.

"How can |? The last train for Joigny |eaves at four."

"But you don't know yet that your friends will want you

"I shall know tonorrow early. | asked Ms. Farlowto

tel egraph as soon as she got ny letter.”

A twi nge of conpunction shot through Darrow. Her words
recalled to himthat on their return to the hotel after

| uncheon she had given himher letter to post, and that he
had never thought of it again. No doubt it was still in the
pocket of the coat he had taken off when he dressed for
dinner. In his perturbation he pushed back his chair, and

the novenent nmade her | ook up at him



"What's the matter?"

"Not hing. Only--you know | don't fancy that letter can have

caught this afternoon's post."”

"Not caught it? Wy not?"

"Way, I'mafraid it will have been too late." He bent his

head to light another cigarette.

She struck her hands together with a gesture which, to his

anusenent, he noticed she had caught from Cerdi ne.

"Ch, dear, | hadn't thought of that! But surely it wll

reach themin the norning?"

"Some time in the norning, | suppose. You know the French
provincial post is never in a hurry. | don't believe your
| etter woul d have been delivered this evening in any case."
As this idea occurred to himhe felt hinself al nost

absol ved.

"Per haps, then, | ought to have tel egraphed?”

"I"ll telegraph for you in the nmorning if you say so."

The bell announcing the close of the entr'-acte shrilled

through the cafe, and she sprang to her feet.

"Ch, cone, cone! W nustn't miss it!"

Instantly forgetful of the Farlows, she slipped her arm

through his and turned to push her way back to the theatre.



As soon as the curtain went up she as pronptly forgot her
compani on. Watching her fromthe corner to which he had
returned, Darrow saw that great waves of sensation were
beating deliciously against her brain. |t was as though
every starved sensibility were throwing out feelers to the
mounting tide; as though everything she was seeing, hearing,
i mgining, rushed in to fill the void of all she had al ways

been deni ed.

Darrow, as he observed her, again felt a detached enjoynent
in her pleasure. She was an extraordi nary conductor of
sensation: she seened to transmit it physically, in
emanations that set the blood dancing in his veins. He had
not often had the opportunity of studying the effects of a
perfectly fresh i npression on so responsive a tenperanent,
and he felt a fleeting desire to nmake its chords vibrate for

his own anusenent.

At the end of the next act she discovered with dismay that
in their transit to the cafe she had | ost the beautiful

pi ctured progranme he had bought for her. She wanted to go
back and hunt for it, but Darrow assured her that he would
have no trouble in getting her another. Wen he went out in
quest of it she followed himprotestingly to the door of the
box, and he saw that she was di stressed at the thought of
his having to spend an additional franc for her. This
frugality snote Darrow by its contrast to her natural bright
profusion; and again he felt the desire to right so clunsy

an injustice.

When he returned to the box she was still standing in the

doorway, and he noticed that his were not the only eyes



attracted to her. Then another inpression sharply diverted
his attention. Above the fagged faces of the Parisian crowd
he had caught the fresh fair countenance of Omnen Leath
signalling a joyful recognition. The young nman, slim and
eager, had detached hinself fromtw conpanions of his own
type, and was seeking to push through the press to his step-
nmot her's friend. The encounter, to Darrow, could hardly
have been nore inopportune; it woke in hima confusion of
feelings of which only the uppernost was all ayed by seeing
Sophy Viner, as if instinctively warned, nelt back into the

shadow of their box.

A nminute later Onen Leath was at his side. "I was sure it
was you! Such luck to run across you! Wn't you cone off
with us to supper after it's over? NMontnmartre, or wherever
el se you pl ease. Those two chaps over there are friends of
m ne, at the Beaux Arts; both of themrather good fellows--

and we'd be so glad----"

For half a second Darrow read in his hospitable eye the
termination "if you'd bring the lady too"; then it deflected

into: "We'd all be so glad if you'd cone.™

Darrow, excusing hinmself with thanks, lingered on for a few
m nutes' chat, in which every word, and every tone of his
conpani on's voice, was like a sharp light flashed into
aching eyes. He was glad when the bell called the audience
to their seats, and young Leath left himwth the friendly

question: "W'll see you at Gvre later on?"

When he rejoined Mss Viner, Darrows first care was to find
out, by a rapid inspection of the house, whether Onen
Leath's seat had given hima view of their box. But the

young nman was not visible fromit, and Darrow concl uded t hat



he had been recognized in the corridor and not at his
companion's side. He scarcely knew why it seened to him so
important that this point should be settled; certainly his
sense of reassurance was | ess due to regard for Mss Viner

than to the persistent vision of grave offended eyes..

During the drive back to the hotel this vision was
persistently kept before himby the thought that the evening
post m ght have brought a letter fromMs. Leath. Even if
no letter had yet conme, his servant night have tel egraphed
to say that one was on its way; and at the thought his
interest inthe girl at his side again cooled to the
fraternal, the alnost fatherly. She was no nore to him
after all, than an appealing young creature to whomit was
m | dly agreeable to have offered an evening's diversion; and
when, as they rolled into the illuminated court of the
hotel, she turned with a quick novenent whi ch brought her
happy face close to his, he | eaned away, affecting to be

absorbed in opening the door of the cab.

At the desk the night porter, after a vain search through

t he pi geon-hol es, was disposed to think that a letter or
telegramhad in fact been sent up for the gentleman; and
Darrow, at the announcenent, could hardly wait to ascend to
his room Upstairs, he and his compani on had the | ong
dimy-lit corridor to thensel ves, and Sophy paused on her
threshol d, gathering up in one hand the pale folds of her

cloak, while she held the other out to Darrow.

"If the telegramcones early | shall be off by the first
train; so | suppose this is good-bye," she said, her eyes

dinmmed by a little shadow of regret.



Darrow, with a renewed start of contrition, perceived that
he had again forgotten her letter; and as their hands net he
vowed to hinself that the nmoment she had left himhe would

dash down stairs to post it.

"Ch, I'll see you in the norning, of course!"”

A trenor of pleasure crossed her face as he stood before

her, smling a little uncertainly.

"At any rate," she said, "I want to thank you now for ny

good day. "

He felt in her hand the sane trenor he had seen in her face.

"But it's YQU, on the contrary--" he began, lifting the

hand to his lips.

As he dropped it, and their eyes nmet, sonething passed
through hers that was Ilike a light carried rapidly behind a

curtai ned wi ndow.

"Good night; you nust be awmfully tired," he said with a
friendly abruptness, turning away w thout even waiting to
see her pass into her room He unlocked his door, and
stunmbling over the threshold groped in the darkness for the
electric button. The |ight showed hima telegramon the

table, and he forgot everything el se as he caught it up

"No letter fromFrance," the nessage read.

It fell fromDarrow s hand to the floor, and he dropped into
a chair by the table and sat gazing at the dingy drab and

olive pattern of the carpet. She had not witten, then; she



had not witten, and it was nmanifest now that she did not
mean to wite. |If she had had any intention of explaining
her tel egram she would certainly, within twenty-four hours,
have followed it up by a letter. But she evidently did not
intend to explain it, and her silence could nmean only that
she had no explanation to give, or else that she was too

indifferent to be aware that one was needed.

Darrow, face to face with these alternatives, felt a
recrudescence of boyish misery. It was no |onger his hurt
vanity that cried out. He told hinself that he could have
borne an equal anount of pain, if only it had |left Ms.
Leat h' s i mage unt ouched; but he could not bear to think of
her as trivial or insincere. The thought was so intolerable
that he felt a blind desire to punish sone one else for the

pain it caused him

As he sat nmoodily staring at the carpet its silly
intricacies nelted into a blur fromwhich the eyes of Ms.
Leath again | ooked out at him He saw the fine sweep of her
brows, and the deep | ook beneath them as she had turned from
himon their last evening in London. "This will be good-
bye, then," she had said; and it occurred to himthat her

parting phrase had been the same as Sophy Viner's.

At the thought he junped to his feet and took down fromits
hook the coat in which he had left Mss Viner's letter. The
clock marked the third quarter after mdnight, and he knew
it would make no difference if he went down to the post-box
now or early the next norning; but he wanted to clear his

consci ence, and having found the letter he went to the door

A sound in the next room nmade hi m pause. He had becone

conscious again that, a few feet off, on the other side of a



thin partition, a snall keen flane of |ife was quivering and
agitating the air. Sophy's face cane hack to him
insistently. It was as vivid now as Ms. Leath's had been a
nmoment earlier. He recalled with a faint snile of
retrospective pleasure the girl's enjoynent of her evening,
and the innunerable fine feelers of sensation she had thrown

out to its inpressions.

It gave hima curiously close sense of her presence to think
that at that nonment she was l|iving over her enjoynent as
intensely as he was |iving over his unhappiness. H's own
case was irrenediable, but it was easy enough to give her a
few more hours of pleasure. And did she not perhaps
secretly expect it of hin? After all, if she had been very
anxious to join her friends she woul d have tel egraphed them
on reaching Paris, instead of witing. He wondered now that
he had not been struck at the nmonment by so artless a device
to gain nore tine. The fact of her having practised it did
not make himthink less well of her; it merely strengthened
the inmpul se to use his opportunity. She was starving, poor
child, for alittle anusenent, a little personal I|ife--why
not give her the chance of another day in Paris? |If he did

so, should he not be nerely falling in with her own hopes?

At the thought his synpathy for her revived. She becane of
absorbing interest to himas an escape fromhinself and an
obj ect about which his thwarted activities could cluster

He felt less drearily al one because of her being there, on
the other side of the door, and in his gratitude to her for
giving himthis relief he began, with indol ent anusenment, to
pl an new ways of detaining her. He dropped back into his
chair, lit a cigar, and sniled a little at the inage of her

smling face. He tried to imagi ne what incident of the day



she was likely to be recalling at that particular nmonent,
and what part he probably played in it. That it was not a
smal | part he was certain, and the knowl edge was undeni ably

pl easant .

Now and then a sound from her room brought before himnore
vividly the reality of the situation and the strangeness of
the vast swarm ng solitude in which he and she were
monentarily isolated, anmid long lines of roons each hol di ng
its separate secret. The nearness of all these other
mysteries enclosing theirs gave Darrow a nore intimate sense
of the girl's presence, and through the fumes of his cigar
his imagi nation continued to follow her to and fro, traced
the curve of her slimyoung arns as she raised themto undo
her hair, pictured the sliding dowmn of her dress to the
wai st and then to the knees, and the whiteness of her feet

as she slipped across the floor to bed..

He stood up and shook hinself with a yawn, throw ng away the
end of his cigar. His glance, in following it, lit on the

t el egram whi ch had dropped to the floor. The sounds in the
next room had ceased, and once nore he felt al one and

unhappy.

Openi ng the window, he folded his arnms on the sill and
| ooked out on the vast |ight-spangled nmass of the city, and

then up at the dark sky, in which the norning planet stood.

\l

At the Theatre Francais, the next afternoon, Darrow yawned



and fidgeted in his seat.

The day was warm the theatre crowded and airless, and the
performance, it seenmed to him intolerably bad. He stole a
gl ance at his conpani on, wondering if she shared his
feelings. Her rapt profile betrayed no unrest, but

pol i teness mi ght have caused her to feign an interest that
she did not feel. He |eaned back inpatiently, stifling
anot her yawn, and trying to fix his attention on the stage.
G eat things were going forward there, and he was not

i nsensible to the stern beauties of the ancient drama. But
the interpretation of the play seened to himas airless and
lifeless as the atnosphere of the theatre. The players were
the sane whom he had often appl auded in those very parts,
and perhaps that fact added to the inpression of stal eness
and conventionality produced by their performance. Surely
it was time to infuse new blood into the veins of the

nmori bund art. He had the inpression that the ghosts of
actors were giving a spectral performance on the shores of

Styx.

Certainly it was not the nost profitable way for a young nman
with a pretty conpanion to pass the gol den hours of a spring
afternoon. The freshness of the face at his side,
reflecting the freshness of the season, suggested dapplings
of sunlight through new | eaves, the sound of a brook in the

grass, the ripple of tree-shadows over breezy neadows. ..

When at length the fateful march of the cothurns was stayed
by the single pause in the play, and Darrow had |l ed M ss

Vi ner out on the bal cony overhanging the square before the

theatre, he turned to see if she shared his feelings. But

the rapturous | ook she gave himchecked the depreciation on



his Iips.

"Ch, why did you bring me out here? One ought to creep away

and sit in the dark till it begins again!"

"I's THAT the way they nade you feel ?"

"Didn't they YOU?...As if the gods were there all the
while, just behind them pulling the strings?" Her hands
were pressed against the railing, her face shining and

dar keni ng under the w ng-beats of successive inpressions.

Darrow sniled in enjoynment of her pleasure. After all, he
had felt all that, long ago; perhaps it was his own fault,
rather than that of the actors, that the poetry of the play
seened to have evaporated...But no, he had been right in
judging the performance to be dull and stale: it was sinply
hi s compani on's i nexperience, her |ack of occasions to

conmpare and estimate, that nmade her think it brilliant.

"I was afraid you were bored and wanted to cone away."

"BORED?" She nade a little aggrieved grinace. "You nean

you thought nme too ignorant and stupid to appreciate it?"

"No; not that." The hand nearest himstill lay on the
railing of the balcony, and he covered it for a nmoment with
his. As he did so he saw the colour rise and trenble in her

cheek.

"Tell nme just what you think," he said, bending his head a

little, and only half-aware of his words.

She did not turn her face to his, but began to talk rapidly,



trying to convey sonething of what she felt. But she was
evidently unused to anal yzi ng her aesthetic enotions, and
the tumul tuous rush of the drama seened to have |left her in
a state of panting wonder, as though it had been a stormor
sone other natural cataclysm She had no literary or

hi storic associations to which to attach her inpressions:
her education had evidently not conprised a course in G eek
literature. But she felt what woul d probably have been
unpercei ved by nmany a young | ady who had taken a first in
classics: the ineluctable fatality of the tale, the dread
sway in it of the same mysterious "luck" which pulled the
threads of her own snmall destiny. It was not literature to
her, it was fact: as actual, as near by, as what was
happening to her at the noment and what the next hour held
in store. Seen in this light, the play regained for Darrow
its suprene and poignant reality. He pierced to the heart
of its significance through all the artificial accretions
with which his theories of art and the conventions of the
stage had clothed it, and saw it as he had never seen it: as

life.

After this there could be no question of flight, and he took
her back to the theatre, content to receive his own
sensations through the nmedium of hers. But with the
continuation of the play, and the oppression of the heavy
air, his attention again began to wander, straying back over

the incidents of the norning.

He had been with Sophy Viner all day, and he was surprised
to find how quickly the time had gone. She had hardly
attenpted, as the hours passed, to conceal her satisfaction
on finding that no telegramcane fromthe Farlows. "They'l]l

have written," she had sinply said; and her nmind had at once



flown on to the gol den prospect of an afternoon at the
theatre. The intervening hours had been disposed of in a
stroll through the lively streets, and a repast, |uxuriously
I ingered over, under the chestnut-boughs of a restaurant in
the Chanps El ysees. Everything entertained and interested
her, and Darrow remarked, with an anused detachnent, that
she was not insensible to the inpression her charms
produced. Yet there was no hard edge of vanity in her sense
of her prettiness: she seened sinply to be aware of it as a
note in the general harnony, and to enjoy sounding the note

as a singer enjoys singing.

After luncheon, as they sat over their coffee, she had again
asked an i nmense nunber of questions and delivered herself
of a remarkable variety of opinions. Her questions testified
to a whol esome and conprehensi ve human curiosity, and her
comrents showed, |ike her face and her whole attitude, an
odd nmingling of precocious wi sdom and di sarm ng i gnorance.
Wien she tal ked to himabout "life"--the word was often on
her |ips--she seened to himlike a child playing with a
tiger's cub; and he said to hinmself that sonme day the child
woul d grow up--and so would the tiger. Meanwhile, such
expertness qualified by such candour made it inpossible to
guess the extent of her personal experience, or to estimate
its effect on her character. She mght be any one of a
dozen definable types, or she m ght--nore disconcertingly to
her conpani on and nore perilously to herself--be a shifting

and uncrystallized mxture of themall

Her tal k, as usual, had pronptly reverted to the stage. She
was eager to |earn about every formof dramatic expression
whi ch the metropolis of things theatrical had to offer, and

her curiosity ranged fromthe official tenples of the art to



its less hallowed haunts. Her searching enquiries about a

pl ay whose production, on one of the latter scenes, had

provoked a consi derabl e anount of scandal, |led Darrow to
throw out laughingly: "To see THAT you'll have to wait

till you' re married!" and his answer had sent her off at a
t angent .

"Ch, | never nean to nmarry," she had rejoined in a tone of

yout hful finality.

"l seemto have heard that before!"

"Yes; fromgirls who've only got to choose!" Her eyes had
grown suddenly alnost old. "lI'd like you to see the only
men who' ve ever wanted to marry ne! One was the doctor on
the steamer, when | came abroad with the Hokes: he'd been
cashiered fromthe navy for drunkenness. The other was a
deaf wi dower with three grown-up daughters, who kept a

cl ock-shop in Bayswater!--Besides," she ranbled on, "I'm not
so sure that | believe in marriage. You see I'mall for
sel f-devel opnent and the chance to live one's life. [|I'm

awful |y nodern, you know. "

It was just when she proclained herself nost awful ly nodern
that she struck him as nost hel pl essly backward; yet the
monent after, wi thout any bravado, or apparent desire to
assune an attitude, she would propound some social axiom
whi ch coul d have been gathered only in the bitter soil of

experi ence.

Al'l these things cane back to himas he sat beside her in
the theatre and wat ched her ingenuous absorption. It was on

"the story” that her mnd was fixed, and in life also, he



suspected, it would always be "the story", rather than its
renoter inmaginative issues, that would hold her. He did not

believe there were ever any echoes in her soul..

There was no question, however, that what she felt was felt
with intensity: to the actual, the i mediate, she spread
vibrating strings. Wen the play was over, and they cane
out once nore into the sunlight, Darrow | ooked down at her

with a smle.

"Wl | ?" he asked.

She made no answer. Her dark gaze seened to rest on him

wi t hout seeing him Her cheeks and lips were pale, and the
| oose hair under her hat-brimclung to her forehead in danp
rings. She |looked like a young priestess still dazed by the

fumes of the cavern

"You poor child--it's been al nost too nuch for you!"

She shook her head with a vague snile.

"Come," he went on, putting his hand on her arm "let's junp
into a taxi and get sonme air and sunshine. Look, there are
hours of daylight left; and see what a night it's going to

be! "

He pointed over their heads, to where a white noon hung in

the m sty blue above the roofs of the rue de Rivoli

She made no answer, and he signed to a notor-cab, calling

out to the driver: "To the Bois!"

As the carriage turned toward the Tuileries she roused



herself. "I nmust go first to the hotel. There may be a

message--at any rate | nust decide on sonething.”

Darrow saw that the reality of the situation had suddenly
forced itself upon her. "I MJST decide on sonething,"

she repeat ed.

He woul d have liked to postpone the return, to persuade her
to drive directly to the Bois for dinner. It would have
been easy enough to remind her that she could not start for
Joigny that evening, and that therefore it was of no nonent
whet her she received the Farlows' answer then or a few hours
| ater; but for some reason he hesitated to use this
argunent, which had cone so naturally to himthe day before.
After all, he knew she would find nothing at the hotel--so

what did it matter if they went there?

The porter, interrogated, was not sure. He hinself had
received nothing for the lady, but in his absence his

subordi nate nmi ght have sent a |letter upstairs.

Darrow and Sophy nounted together in the lift, and the young
man, while she went into her room unlocked his own door and
gl anced at the enpty table. For himat |east no nessage had
cone; and on her threshold, a nonent |ater, she nmet himwth

the expected: "No--there's nothing!"

He feigned an unregretful surprise. "So nuch the better

And now, shall we drive out somewhere? O would you rather

take a boat to Bellevue? Have you ever dined there, on the

terrace, by noonlight? It's not at all bad. And there's no

earthly use in sitting here waiting."



She stood before himin perplexity.

"But when | wrote yesterday | asked themto tel egraph. |
suppose they're horribly hard up, the poor dears, and they
thought a letter would do as well as a telegram™ The col our
had risen to her face. "That's why | wote instead of

tel egraphing; | haven't a penny to spare nyself!"”

Not hi ng she coul d have said could have filled her I|istener
with a deeper contrition. He felt the red in his own face
as he recalled the notive with which he had credited her in
his midni ght nusings. But that notive, after all, had
simply been trunped up to justify his own disloyalty: he had
never really believed in it. The reflection deepened his
confusion, and he would have liked to take her hand in his

and confess the injustice he had done her.

She may have interpreted his change of colour as an
involuntary protest at being initiated into such shabby
details, for she went on with a laugh: "I suppose you can
hardl y understand what it means to have to stop and think
whet her one can afford a telegran? But |'ve always had to
consi der such things. And | nmustn't stay here any | onger

now -1 nust try to get a night train for Joigny. Even if

the Farlows can't take me in, | can go to the hotel: it wll
cost less than staying here." She paused again and then
exclaimed: "1 ought to have thought of that sooner; | ought

to have tel egraphed yesterday! But | was sure | should hear
fromthemtoday; and | wanted--oh, | DD so awfully want
to stay!" She threw a troubled | ook at Darrow. "Do you

happen to renenber," she asked, "what tine it was when you

posted ny letter?"



VI |

Darrow was still standing on her threshold. As she put the

question he entered the room and cl osed the door behind him

Hi s heart was beating a little faster than usual and he had
no clear idea of what he was about to do or say, beyond the
definite conviction that, whatever passing inpul se of

expi ation noved him he would not be fool enough to tell her
that he had not sent her letter. He knew that nost

wr ongdoi ng works, on the whole, less nmischief than its

usel ess confession; and this was clearly a case where a
passing folly might be turned, by avowal, into a serious

of f ense.

"I"'mso sorry--so sorry; but you nust let nme help you...You

will let me help you?" he said.

He took her hands and pressed them together between his,
counting on a friendly touch to help out the insufficiency
of words. He felt her yield slightly to his clasp, and

hurried on without giving her tinme to answer.
"I'sn't it a pity to spoil our good tinme together by
regretting anything you night have done to prevent our

having it?"

She drew back, freeing her hands. Her face, losing its | ook

of appealing confidence, was suddenly sharpened by distrust.

"You didn't forget to post ny letter?"



Darrow stood before her, constrai ned and ashaned, and ever
nmore keenly aware that the betrayal of his distress nust be

a greater offense than its conceal nent.

"What an insinuation!" he cried, throwing out his hands with

a | augh.
Her face instantly nmelted to laughter. "Well, then--1
WON' T be sorry; | won't regret anything except that our

good time is over!"

The words were so unexpected that they routed all his
resolves. |f she had gone on doubting himhe could probably
have gone on deceiving her; but her unhesitating acceptance
of his word nade himhate the part he was playing. At the
same nonent a doubt shot up its serpenthead in his own
bosom Was it not he rather than she who was childishly
trustful? Ws she not alnpost too ready to take his word, and
di smiss once for all the tiresonme question of the letter?
Consi deri ng what her experiences nust have been, such
trustful ness seened open to suspicion. But the nonent his
eyes fell on her he was ashanmed of the thought, and knew it
for what it really was: another pretext to |l essen his own

del i nquency.

"Way shoul d our good tinme be over?" he asked. "Wy

shouldn't it last a little |Ionger?"

She | ooked up, her lips parted in surprise; but before she
coul d speak he went on: "I want you to stay with nme--1 want
you, just for a few days, to have all the things you' ve

never had. It's not always May and Paris--why not make the

nmost of them now? You know ne--we're not strangers--why



shouldn't you treat me like a friend?"

Whi | e he spoke she had drawn away a little, but her hand
still lay in his. She was pale, and her eyes were fixed on
himin a gaze in which there was neither distrust or
resentnent, but only an i ngenuous wonder. He was

extraordinarily touched by her expression

"Ch, do! You nust. Listen: to prove that |I'msincere |'l]
tell you...I"Il tell you |l didn't post your letter...lI
didn't post it because | wanted so nuch to give you a few

good hours...and because | couldn't bear to have you go."

He had the feeling that the words were being uttered in
spite of himby some malicious witness of the scene, and yet

that he was not sorry to have them spoken

The girl had listened to himin silence. She renained
notionl ess for a nmonent after he had ceased to speak; then

she snat ched away her hand.

"You didn't post ny letter? You kept it back on purpose? And
you tell me so NOW to prove to ne that |'d better put

mysel f under your protection?" She burst into a |augh that

had in it all the piercing echoes of her Murrett past, and

her face, at the sane nonent, underwent the sane change,
shrinking into a snmall mal evol ent white mask in which the

eyes burned bl ack. "Thank you--thank you nmost awfully for
telling ne! And for all your other kind intentions! The
plan's delightful--really quite delightful, and I'm

extrenely flattered and obliged.”

She dropped into a seat beside her dressing-table, resting

her chin on her lifted hands, and | aughi ng out at hi m under



the el f-1ock which had shaken itself down over her eyes.

Her outburst did not offend the young man; its i mediate
effect was that of allaying his agitation. The theatrica
touch in her manner made his offense seem nore venial than

he had thought it a nonment before.

He drew up a chair and sat down beside her. "After all," he
said, in a tone of good-hunoured protest, "I needn't have

told you I'd kept back your letter; and ny telling you seens
rat her strong proof that |I hadn't any very nefarious designs

on you."

She net this with a shrug, but he did not give her tinme to
answer. "My designs," he continued with a smle, "were not
nefarious. | saw you'd been through a bad tinme with Ms.
Murrett, and that there didn't seemto be nuch fun ahead for
you; and | didn't see--and | don't yet see--the harm of
trying to give you a few hours of anusement between a
depressing past and a not particularly cheerful future." He
paused again, and then went on, in the sane tone of friendly
reasonabl eness: "The mistake | nade was not to tell you this
at once--not to ask you straight out to give ne a day or

two, and let ne try to nmake you forget all the things that
are troubling you. | was a fool not to see that if 1'd put
it to you in that way you' d have accepted or refused, as you
chose; but that at |east you wouldn't have nistaken ny
intentions.--Intentions!" He stood up, wal ked the | ength of
the room and turned back to where she still sat notionless,
her el bows propped on the dressing-table, her chin on her
hands. "What rubbish we talk about intentions! The truth is
I hadn't any: | just |liked being with you. Perhaps you

don't know how extraordinarily one can like being with



you. ..l was depressed and adrift myself; and you nmade ne
forget ny bothers; and when | found you were goi ng--and
goi ng back to dreariness, as | was--1 didn't see why we
shoul dn't have a few hours together first; so | left your

letter in nmy pocket."

He saw her face nelt as she listened, and suddenly she

uncl asped her hands and | eaned to him

"But are YQU unhappy too? ©Oh, | never understood--|
never dreamed it! | thought you'd always had everything in

the world you wanted!"

Darrow broke into a laugh at this ingenuous picture of his
state. He was ashaned of trying to better his case by an
appeal to her pity, and annoyed with hinself for alluding to
a subject he would rather have kept out of his thoughts.

But her | ook of synpathy had disarned him his heart was
bitter and distracted; she was near him her eyes were
shining with compassi on--he bent over her and ki ssed her

hand.

"Forgive ne--do forgive ne," he said.

She stood up with a smling head-shake. "Ch, it's not so
often that people try to give ne any pleasure--much |less two
whol e days of it! | sha'n't forget how kind you've been. |
shal |l have plenty of tinme to renenber. But this IS good-

bye, you know. | nust telegraph at once to say |I'm com ng."

"To say you're conming? Then |I'mnot forgiven?"

"Ch, you're forgiven--if that's any confort."



"It's not, the very least, if your way of proving it is to

go away!"

She hung her head in nmeditation. "But | can't stay.--How
CAN | stay?" she broke out, as if arguing with sone

unseen nonitor.

"Why can't you? No one knows you're here...No one need ever

know, "

She | ooked up, and their eyes exchanged neanings for a rapid
m nute. Her gaze was as clear as a boy's. "Oh, it's not
THAT, " she excl ai med, alnobst inpatiently; "it's not people
I"'mafraid of! They've never put thenselves out for ne--why

on earth should | care about then®?"

He |iked her directness as he had never |iked it before.

"Well, then, what is it? Not Mg | hope?"

"No, not you: | like you. It's the noney! Wth ne that's
al ways the root of the matter. | could never yet afford a

treat inny lifel™

I's THAT all?" He | aughed, relieved by her natural ness.
"Look here; since we re talking as nman to man--can't you

trust ne about that too?"

"Trust you? How do you nean? You'd better not trust

ME! " she | aughed back sharply. "I might never be able to
pay up!”
H s gesture brushed aside the allusion. "Mney may be the

root of the matter; it can't be the whole of it, between



friends. Don't you think one friend nay accept a small
service from anot her w thout |ooking too far ahead or

wei ghi ng too many chances? The question turns entirely on
what you think of me. |If you like ne well enough to be
willing to take a few days' holiday with nme, just for the

pl easure of the thing, and the pleasure you'll be giving ne,
| et's shake hands on it. If you don't like ne well enough

we' || shake hands too; only | shall be sorry,"” he ended.

"Ch, but | shall be sorry too!" Her face, as she lifted it
to his, looked so snall and young that Darrow felt a
fugitive twinge of conpunction, instantly effaced by the

excitenent of pursuit.

"Wl l, then?" He stood | ooking down on her, his eyes
persuadi ng her. He was now intensely aware that his

nearness was having an effect which made it |ess and |ess
necessary for himto choose his words, and he went on, nore

m ndful of the inflections of his voice than of what he was
actual ly saying: "Wiy on earth should we say good-bye if

we're both sorry to? Wn't you tell ne your reason? It's not
a bit like you to let anything stand in the way of your

saying just what you feel. You nmustn't nind of fendi ng ne,

you know "

She hung before himlike a |l eaf on the neeting of cross-
currents, that the next ripple may sweep forward or whirl

back. Then she flung up her head with the odd boyish

novenent habitual to her in nmonents of excitenent. "Wat |
feel? Do you want to know what | feel? That you're giving nme

the only chance |I've ever had!"

She turned about on her heel and, dropping into the nearest



chair, sank forward, her face hi dden agai nst the dressing-

t abl e.

Under the folds of her thin sumrer dress the nodelling of
her back and of her lifted arnms, and the slight holl ow

bet ween her shoul der-bl ades, recalled the faint curves of a
terra-cotta statuette, some young i mage of grace hardly nore
than sketched in the clay. Darrow, as he stood | ooking at
her, reflected that her character, for all its seening
firmess, its flashing edges of "opinion", was probably no

|l ess imuature. He had not expected her to yield so suddenly
to his suggestion, or to confess her yielding in that way.

At first he was slightly disconcerted; then he saw how her
attitude sinplified his own. Her behaviour had all the

i ndeci si on and awkwar dness of inexperience. |t showed that
she was a child after all; and all he could do--all he had
ever nmeant to do--was to give her a child s holiday to | ook

back to.

For a nonent he fancied she was crying; but the next she was
on her feet and had swept round on hima face she nmust have

turned away only to hide the first rush of her pleasure.

For a while they shone on each other w thout speaking; then

she sprang to himand held out both hands.

"I's it true? Is it really true? Is it really going to happen

to ME?"

He felt |like answering: "You're the very creature to whomit
was bound to happen"; but the words had a doubl e sense that
made hi m wi nce, and instead he caught her proffered hands
and stood | ooking at her across the length of her arnms,

wi thout attenpting to bend themor to draw her closer. He



want ed her to know how her words had noved hinm but his
t houghts were blurred by the rush of the same enotion that

possessed her, and his own words cane with an effort.

He ended by giving her back a laugh as frank as her own, and
decl aring, as he dropped her hands: "All that and nore too--

you'll see!™

VI

Al'l day, since the late reluctant dawn, the rain had cone
down in torrents. It streaned against Darrow s hi gh-perched
wi ndows, reduced their vast prospect of roofs and chi nmeys
to a black oily huddle, and filled the roomwi th the drab

twilight of an underground aquarium

The streans descended with the regularity of a third day's
rain, when trimmng and shuffling are over, and the weather
has settled down to do its worst. There were no variations
of rhythm no lyrical ups and downs: the grey |ines
streaki ng the panes were as dense and uni formas a page of

unpar agr aphed narrati ve.

George Darrow had drawn his arnchair to the fire. The tine-
tabl e he had been studying lay on the floor, and he sat
staring with dull acquiescence into the boundl ess bl ur of
rain, which affected himlike a vast projection of his own
state of mind. Then his eyes travelled slowy about the

room

It was exactly ten days since his hurried unpacki ng had



strewn it with the contents of his portmanteaux. His
brushes and razors were spread out on the blotched marble of
the chest of drawers. A stack of newspapers had accunul at ed
on the centre table under the "electrolier”, and half a
dozen paper novels |lay on the mantel pi ece anbng ci gar-cases
and toilet bottles; but these traces of his passage had nade
no mark on the featurel ess dulness of the room its |ook of
bei ng the makeshift setting of innunerable transient
collocations. There was sonething sardonic, al nost

sinister, in its appearance of having deliberately "made up"
for its anonynmous part, all in noncommttal drabs and
browns, with a carpet and paper that nobody woul d renmenber,

and chairs and tables as inpersonal as railway porters.

Darrow picked up the time-table and tossed it on to the
table. Then he rose to his feet, lit a cigar and went to
the wi ndow. Through the rain he could just discover the
face of a clock in a tall building beyond the railway roofs.
He pulled out his watch, conpared the two tine-pieces, and
started the hands of his with such a rush that they flew
past the hour and he had to nake themrepeat the circuit
nmore deliberately. He felt a quite disproportionate
irritation at the trifling blunder. Wen he had corrected
it he went back to his chair and threw hinsel f down, |eaning
back his head against his hands. Presently his cigar went
out, and he got up, hunted for the matches, lit it again and

returned to his seat.

The room was getting on his nerves. During the first few
days, while the skies were clear, he had not noticed it, or
had felt for it only the contenptuous indifference of the
traveller toward a provisional shelter. But now that he was

leaving it, was looking at it for the last time, it seenmed



to have taken conpl ete possession of his nmind, to be soaking
itself into himlike an ugly indelible blot. Every detai
pressed itself on his notice with the famliarity of an

acci dental confidant: whichever way he turned, he felt the

nudge of a transient intimacy..

The one fixed point in his imediate future was that his

| eave was over and that he nust be back at his post in
London the next norning. Wthin twenty-four hours he would
again be in a daylight world of recognized activities,
hinsel f a busy, responsible, relatively necessary factor in
the big whirring social and official nachine. That fixed
obligation was the fact he could think of with the | east

di sconfort, yet for sone unaccountable reason it was the one
on which he found it nost difficult to fix his thoughts.
Whenever he did so, the roomjerked himback into the circle
of its insistent associations. It was extraordinary with
what a nicroscopic ninuteness of loathing he hated it all
the griny carpet and wal | paper, the black nmarble mantel -
piece, the clock with a gilt allegory under a dusty bell,

t he hi gh-bol stered brown-count er paned bed, the framed card
of printed rules under the electric light switch, and the
door of conmunication with the next room He hated the door

nost of all..

At the outset, he had felt no special sense of
responsibility. He was satisfied that he had struck the
right note, and convinced of his power of sustaining it.
The whol e incident had sonehow seened, in spite of its

vul gar setting and its inevitable prosaic propinquities, to
be enacting itself in some unmapped regi on outside the pale
of the usual. It was not |ike anything that had ever

happened to himbefore, or in which he had ever pictured



himself as likely to be involved; but that, at first, had

seenmed no argunent against his fitness to deal with it.

Per haps but for the three days' rain he m ght have got away
wi thout a doubt as to his adequacy. The rain had nade all
the difference. It had thrown the whole picture out of
perspective, blotted out the nystery of the renoter planes
and the enchantnment of the middle distance, and thrust into
prom nence every conmonpl ace fact of the foreground. It was
the kind of situation that was not hel ped by being thought
over; and by the perversity of circunstance he had been
forced into the unwilling contenplation of its every

aspect. ..

Hi s cigar had gone out again, and he threw it into the fire
and vaguely neditated getting up to find another. But the
mere act of leaving his chair seenmed to call for a greater
exertion of the will than he was capable of, and he |eaned
his head back with cl osed eyes and listened to the drunming

of the rain.

A different noise aroused him It was the opening and

cl osing of the door leading fromthe corridor into the
adj oi ning room He sat notionless, wthout opening his
eyes; but now another sight forced itself under his | owered
lids. It was the precise photographic picture of that other
room Everything in it rose before himand pressed itself
upon his vision with the same acuity of distinctness as the
obj ects surrounding him A step sounded on the floor, and
he knew which way the step was directed, what pieces of
furniture it had to skirt, where it would probably pause,
and what was likely to arrest it. He heard another sound

and recogni zed it as that of a wet unbrella placed in the



bl ack marbl e janb of the chi nmey-pi ece, against the hearth.
He caught the creak of a hinge, and instantly differentiated
it as that of the wardrobe against the opposite wall. Then
he heard the nmouse-like squeal of a reluctant drawer, and
knew it was the upper one in the chest of drawers beside the
bed: the clatter which foll owed was caused by the mahogany

toilet-glass junping on its | oosened pivots..

The step crossed the floor again. It was strange how ruch
better he knew it than the person to whomit bel onged! Now
it was drawi ng near the door of communication between the
two roons. He opened his eyes and | ooked. The step had
ceased and for a nmonment there was silence. Then he heard a
| ow knock. He nade no response, and after an interval he
saw that the door handle was being tentatively turned. He

cl osed his eyes once nore..

The door opened, and the step was in the room coni ng
cautiously toward him He kept his eyes shut, relaxing his
body to feign sleep. There was another pause, then a
wavering soft advance, the rustle of a dress behind his
chair, the warnth of two hands pressed for a nmonent on his
lids. The palnms of the hands had the lingering scent of some
stuff that he had bought on the Boul evard...He | ooked up and

saw a letter falling over his shoulder to his knee..

"Did | disturb you? |'mso sorry! They gave ne this just now

when | came in."

The letter, before he could catch it, had slipped between
his knees to the floor. It lay there, address upward, at
his feet, and while he sat staring down at the strong

sl ender characters on the blue-gray envel ope an arm reached



out frombehind to pick it up

"Ch, don't--DON T" broke fromhim and he bent over and

caught the arm The face above it was close to his.

"Don't what ?"

----"take the trouble," he stamered.

He dropped the arm and stooped down. His grasp closed over
the letter, he fingered its thickness and wei ght and

cal cul ated the nunber of sheets it nust contain.

Suddenly he felt the pressure of the hand on his shoul der
and becanme aware that the face was still |eaning over him

and that in a noment he would have to | ook up and kiss it...

He bent forward first and threw the unopened letter into the

m ddle of the fire.

BOXK 11

The light of the October afternoon lay on an ol d hi gh-roofed
house which enclosed in its |ong expanse of brick and
yel |l owi sh stone the breadth of a grassy court filled with

t he shadow and sound of |ines.

From the escutcheoned piers at the entrance of the court a

| evel drive, also shaded by lines, extended to a white-



barred gate beyond which an equally | evel avenue of grass,
cut through a wood, dwindled to a blue-green blur against a

sky banked with still white slopes of cloud.

In the court, half-way between house and drive, a |ady
stood. She held a parasol above her head, and | ooked now at
the house-front, with its double flight of steps neeting
before a gl azed door under scul ptured trophies, now down the
drive toward the grassy cutting through the wood. Her air
was | ess of expectancy than of contenpl ation: she seened not
so much to be watching for any one, or listening for an
approaching sound, as letting the whol e aspect of the place
sink into her while she held herself open to its influence.
Yet it was no | ess apparent that the scene was not new to
her. There was no eagerness of investigation in her survey:
she seened rather to be | ooking about her with eyes to

whi ch, for sone intinmate i nward reason, details |ong since

fam |iar had suddenly acquired an unwonted freshness.

This was in fact the exact sensation of which Ms. Leath was
conscious as she came forth fromthe house and descended
into the sunlit court. She had come to neet her step-son
who was likely to be returning at that hour froman
afternoon's shooting in one of the nore distant plantations,
and she carried in her hand the letter which had sent her in
search of him but with her first step out of the house all

t hought of him had been effaced by another series of

i mpr essi ons.

The scene about her was known to satiety. She had seen
Gvre at all seasons of the year, and for the greater part
of every year, since the far-off day of her marriage; the

day when, ostensibly driving through its gates at her



husband's side, she had actually been carried there on a

cloud of iris-w nged visions.

The possibilities which the place had then represented were
still vividly present to her. The nere phrase "a French
chateau" had called up to her youthful fancy a throng of
romanti c associ ations, poetic, pictorial and enotional; and
the serene face of the old house seated in its park anong

t he popl ar-bordered neadows of middle France, had seened, on
her first sight of it, to hold out to her a fate as noble

and dignified as its own nien

Though she could still call up that phase of feeling it had
| ong since passed, and the house had for a tinme becone to
her the very synbol of narrowness and nonotony. Then, with
the passing of years, it had gradually acquired a | ess

i nimical character, had becone, not again a castle of
dreans, evoker of fair images and romantic | egend, but the
shell of alife slowy adjusted to its dwelling: the place
one cane back to, the place where one had one's duti es,
one's habits and one's books, the place one would naturally
live in till one died: a dull house, an inconvenient house,
of which one knew all the defects, the shabbi nesses, the

di sconforts, but to which one was so used that one could
hardly, after so long a time, think one's self away fromit

wi thout suffering a certain loss of identity.

Now, as it lay before her in the autumm mldness, its
nmstress was surprised at her own insensibility. She had
been trying to see the house through the eyes of an old
friend who, the next norning, would be driving up to it for
the first time; and in so doing she seemed to be opening her

own eyes upon it after a long interval of blindness.



The court was very still, yet full of a latent life: the
wheel ing and rustling of pigeons about the rectangul ar yews
and across the sunny gravel; the sweep of rooks above the

| ustrous greyish-purple slates of the roof, and the stir of
the tree-tops as they net the breeze which every day, at

that hour, cane punctually up fromthe river

Just such a latent animation glowed in Anna Leath. |In every
nerve and vein she was conscious of that equipoise of bliss
whi ch the fearful hunman heart scarce dares acknow edge. She
was not used to strong or full enotions; but she had al ways
known that she should not be afraid of them She was not

afraid now, but she felt a deep inward still ness.

The i medi ate effect of the feeling had been to send her
forth in quest of her step-son. She wanted to stroll back
with himand have a quiet talk before they re-entered the
house. It was always easy to talk to him and at this
noment he was the one person to whom she coul d have spoken
wi t hout fear of disturbing her inner stillness. She was
glad, for all sorts of reasons, that Madane de Chantelle and
Effie were still at Quchy with the governess, and that she
and Omen had the house to thenselves. And she was gl ad that
even he was not yet in sight. She wanted to be al one a
little longer; not to think, but to let the Iong sl ow waves

of joy break over her one by one.

She wal ked out of the court and sat down on one of the
benches that bordered the drive. From her seat she had a
di agonal view of the |ong house-front and of the donmed
chapel term nating one of the wings. Beyond a gate in the
court-yard wall the flower-garden drew its dark-green

squares and raised its statues against the yellow ng



background of the park. In the borders only a fewlate
pi nks and crinmsons snoul dered, but a peacock strutting in
the sun seened to have gathered into his out-spread fan al

the sunmer glories of the place.

In Ms. Leath's hand was the letter which had opened her
eyes to these things, and a smile rose to her lips at the
mere feeling of the paper between her fingers. The thrill it
sent through her gave a keener edge to every sense. She
felt, saw, breathed the shining world as though a thin

i npenetrabl e veil had suddenly been renoved fromit.

Just such a veil, she now perceived, had al ways hung between
herself and life. It had been |like the stage gauze which
gives an illusive air of reality to the painted scene behind
it, yet proves it, after all, to be no nore than a painted

scene.

She had been hardly aware, in her girlhood, of differing
fromothers in this respect. In the well-regulated well-fed
Sunmers world the unusual was regarded as either immoral or
ill-bred, and people with enotions were not visited.
Sometimes, with a sense of groping in a topsy-turvy

uni verse, Anna had wondered why everybody about her seened
to ignore all the passions and sensations which forned the
stuff of great poetry and nenorable action. |In a community
composed entirely of people Iike her parents and her

parents' friends she did not see how the nagnificent things
one read about could ever have happened. She was sure that

i f anything of the kind had occurred in her imediate circle
her nother woul d have consulted the famly clergyman, and
her father perhaps even have rung up the police; and her

sense of hunour conpelled her to own that, in the given



conditions, these precautions night not have been

unj ustified.

Little by little the conditions conquered her, and she

| earned to regard the substance of life as a nere canvas for
the enbroi deries of poet and painter, and its little swept
and fenced and tended surface as its actual substance. It
was in the visioned region of action and enotion that her
full est hours were spent; but it hardly occurred to her that
they might be translated into experience, or connected with
anything likely to happen to a young lady living in West

Fifty- fifth Street.

She perceived, indeed, that other girls, |eading outwardly
the sane life as herself, and seem ngly unaware of her world
of hidden beauty, were yet possessed of sone vital secret

whi ch escaped her. There seened to be a kind of freenmasonry
between them they were w der awake than she, nore alert,
and surer of their wants if not of their opinions. She
supposed they were "cleverer", and accepted her inferiority
good- hunouredly, half aware, within herself, of a reserve of

unused power which the others gave no sign of possessing.

This partly consol ed her for mssing so nuch of what nade
their "good tine"; but the resulting sense of exclusion, of
bei ng somehow | aughingly but firmy debarred froma share of
their privileges, threw her back on herself and deepened the
reserve whi ch made envious nothers cite her as a nodel of

| adyl i ke repression

Love, she told herself, would one day rel ease her fromthis
spell of unreality. She was persuaded that the subline
passion was the key to the enigma; but it was difficult to

rel ate her conception of love to the forms it wore in her



experience. Two or three of the girls she had envied for
their superior acquaintance with the arts of |life had
contracted, in the course of tine, what were variously
described as "romantic" or "foolish" narriages; one even
made a runaway match, and | anguished for a while under a
cloud of social reprobation. Here, then, was passion in
action, romance converted to reality; yet the heroines of
these exploits returned fromthemuntransfigured, and their
husbands were as dull as ever when one had to sit next to

t hem at di nner.

Her own case, of course, would be different. Some day she
would find the nmagic bridge between West Fifty-fifth Street
and life; once or tw ce she had even fancied that the clue
was in her hand. The first tinme was when she had net young
Darrow. She recalled even now the stir of the encounter

But his passion swept over her |like a wind that shakes the
roof of the forest without reaching its still glades or
rippling its hidden pools. He was extraordinarily
intelligent and agreeable, and her heart beat faster when he
was with her. He had a tall fair easy presence and a mnind
in which the lights of irony played pleasantly through the
shades of feeling. She liked to hear his voice al nost as
much as to listen to what he was saying, and to listen to
what he was saying alnost as nuch as to feel that he was

| ooking at her; but he wanted to kiss her, and she wanted to
talk to himabout books and pictures, and have hi minsinuate
the eternal thenme of their love into every subject they

di scussed.

Whenever they were apart a reaction set in. She wondered
how she coul d have been so cold, called herself a prude and

an idiot, questioned if any man could really care for her,



and got up in the dead of night to try new ways of doing her
hair. But as soon as he reappeared her head straightened
itself on her slimneck and she sped her little shafts of
irony, or flew her little kites of erudition, while hot and
col d waves swept over her, and the things she really wanted
to say choked in her throat and burned the pal ns of her

hands.

Oten she told herself that any silly girl who had waltzed
through a season woul d know better than she howto attract a
man and hold him but when she said "a nman" she did not

really nean George Darrow.

Then one day, at a dinner, she saw himsitting next to one
of the silly girls in question: the heroine of the el openent
whi ch had shaken West Fifty-fifth Street to its base. The
young | ady had come back from her adventure no less silly
than when she went; and across the table the partner of her
flight, a fat young man with eye-gl asses, sat stolidly

eating terrapin and tal ki ng about pol o and investnents.

The young woman was undoubtedly as silly as ever; yet after
wat chi ng her for a few mnutes Mss Sumers perceived that
she had sonmehow grown | umi nous, perilous, obscurely menacing
to nice girls and the young nmen they intended eventually to
accept. Suddenly, at the sight, a rage of possessorship
awoke in her. She nust save Darrow, assert her right to him
at any price. Pride and reticence went down in a hurricane
of jealousy. She heard himlaugh, and there was sonething
new in his laugh...She watched himtal king, talking...He sat
slightly sideways, a faint snile beneath his lids, |owering
his voice as he lowered it when he talked to her. She

caught the sane inflections, but his eyes were different.



It would have of fended her once if he had | ooked at her Iike
that. Now her one thought was that none but she had a right
to be so |l ooked at. And that girl of all others! What
illusions could he have about a girl who, hardly a year ago,
had made a fool of herself over the fat young man stolidly
eating terrapin across the table? |If that was where ronance
and passion ended, it was better to take to district

visiting or al gebral

Al'l night she | ay awake and wondered: "What was she saying
to hin? How shall | learn to say such things?" and she

deci ded that her heart would tell her--that the next tinme
they were alone together the irresistible word would spring
to her lips. He cane the next day, and they were al one, and
all she found was: "I didn't know that you and Kitty Mayne

were such friends."

He answered with indifference that he didn't know it either
and in the reaction of relief she declared: "She's certainly

ever so much prettier than she was..."

"She's rather good fun," he adnmitted, as though he had not
noti ced her other advantages; and suddenly Anna saw in his

eyes the | ook she had seen there the previous evening.

She felt as if he were | eagues and | eagues away from her

Al'l her hopes dissolved, and she was conscious of sitting
rigidly, with high head and straight lips, while the
irresistible word fled with a | ast wi ng-beat into the gol den

m st of her illusions..

She was still quivering with the pain and bew | derment of



this adventure when Fraser Leath appeared. She net him
first in ltaly, where she was travelling with her parents;
and the following winter he cane to New York. In Italy he
had seened interesting: in New York he becane renarkabl e.

He sel dom spoke of his life in Europe, and let drop but the
nost incidental allusions to the friends, the tastes, the
pursuits which filled his cosnopolitan days; but in the

at mosphere of West Fifty-fifth Street he seenmed the

enbodi nent of a storied past. He presented M ss Sunmers
with a prettily-bound anthol ogy of the old French poets and,
when she showed a discrimnating pleasure in the gift,
observed with his grave snmile: "I didn't suppose | should
find any one here who would feel about these things as

do." On another occasion he asked her acceptance of a half-
ef faced eighteenth century pastel which he had surprisingly
pi cked up in a New York auction-room "I know no one but you

who woul d really appreciate it," he explained.

He permitted hinself no other comments, but these conveyed
with sufficient directness that he thought her worthy of a
different setting. That she should be so regarded by a nan
living in an atnosphere of art and beauty, and esteening
themthe vital elements of life, nade her feel for the first
tinme that she was understood. Here was sonme one whose scal e
of values was the sanme as hers, and who thought her opinion
worth hearing on the very matters which they both considered
of suprene inportance. The discovery restored her self-
confidence, and she reveal ed herself to M. Leath as she had

never known how to reveal herself to Darrow.

As the courtship progressed, and they grew nore
confidential, her suitor surprised and delighted her by

little explosions of revolutionary sentinent. He said:



"Shall you mind, | wonder, if | tell you that you live in a
dread-fully conventional atnosphere?" and, seeing that she
mani festly did not mnd: "OF course | shall say things now
and then that will horrify your dear delightful parents--I

shal | shock themawfully, | warn you."

In confirmation of this warning he pernmitted hinself an
occasional playful fling at the regul ar church-going of M.
and Ms. Summers, at the innocuous character of the
literature in their library, and at their guileless
appreciations in art. He even ventured to banter Ms.
Sunmers on her refusal to receive the irrepressible Kitty
Mayne who, after a rapid passage with George Darrow, was now

i nvol ved in another and nore fl agrant adventure.

"I'n Europe, you know, the husband is regarded as the only

judge in such matters. As long as he accepts the situation
--" M. Leath explained to Anna, who took his view the nore
enphatically in order to convince herself that, personally,

she had none but the nost tolerant sentinents toward the

| ady.

The subversiveness of M. Leath's opinions was enhanced by
the distinction of his appearance and the reserve of his
manners. He was |like the anarchist with a gardenia in his
buttonhol e who figures in the higher nelodrama. Every word,
every allusion, every note of his agreeabl y-nodul ated voi ce,
gave Anna a glinpse of a society at once freer and finer

whi ch observed the traditional forms but had di scarded the
under | ying prejudices; whereas the world she knew had

di scarded many of the forns and kept alnost all the

prej udi ces.

In such an atnosphere as his an eager young woman, curious



as to all the manifestations of life, yet instinctively
desiring that they should conme to her in ternms of beauty and
fine feeling, nmust surely find the | argest scope for self-
expression. Study, travel, the contact of the world, the
conr adeshi p of a polished and enlightened nind, would
conmbine to enrich her days and form her character; and it
was only in the rare nonents when M. Leath's symmetrica

bl ond mask bent over hers, and his kiss dropped on her Iike
a col d snooth pebble, that she questioned the conpl eteness

of the joys he offered.

There had been a tine when the walls on which her gaze now
rested had shed a glare of irony on these early dreams. In
the first years of her marriage the sober symetry of Gvre
had suggested only her husband's neatly-balanced nind. It
was a nmind, she soon | earned, contentedly absorbed in
fornul ati ng the conventions of the unconventional. West
Fifty-fifth Street was no nore conscientiously concerned
than Gvre with the nonment ous question of "what people did"
it was only the type of deed investigated that was
different. M. Leath collected his social instances with
the sane seriousness and patience as his snuff-boxes. He
exacted a rigid conformty to his rules of non-conformty
and his scepticismhad the absolute accent of a dogna. He
even cherished certain exceptions to his rules as the book-
collector prizes a "defective" first edition. The

Prot estant church-going of Anna's parents had provoked his
gentl e sarcasm but he prided hinself on his nother's
devout ness, because Madane de Chantelle, in enbracing her
second husband's creed, had becone part of a society which

still observes the outward rites of piety.

Anna, in fact, had discovered in her amiable and el egant



nmot her-in-1aw an unexpected enbodi ment of the West Fifty-
fifth Street ideal. Ms. Summers and Madane de Chantelle,
however strongly they woul d have di sagreed as to the

aut hori zed source of Christian dogma, woul d have found

t hensel ves conpletely in accord on all the nonentous

m nutiae of drawi ng-room conduct; yet M. Leath treated his
nmother's foibles with a respect which Anna's experience of

hi m forbade her to attribute wholly to filial affection.

In the early days, when she was still questioning the Sphinx
instead of trying to find an answer to it, she ventured to

tax her husband with his inconsistency.

"You say your nother won't like it if I call on that anusing
little woman who cane here the other day, and was let in by
m st ake; but Madame de Chantelle tells ne she lives with her
husband, and when nother refused to visit Kitty Mayne you

said----"

M. Leath's smle arrested her. "M dear child, | don't
pretend to apply the principles of logic to ny poor nother's

prejudices."

"But if you admit that they ARE prejudices----?"

"There are prejudices and prejudices. M nother, of course,
got hers from Monsi eur de Chantelle, and they seemto me as
much in their place in this house as the pot-pourri in your
hawt horn jar. They preserve a social tradition of which I
shoul d be sorry to |l ose the | east perfume. O course

don't expect you, just at first, to feel the difference, to
see the nuance. |In the case of little Madame de

Vireville, for instance: you point out that she's stil



under her husband's roof. Very true; and if she were nerely
a Paris acquai ntance--especially if you had nmet her, as one
still mght, in the RIGHT KIND of house in Paris--I

shoul d be the last to object to your visiting her. But in
the country it's different. Even the best provincial
society is what you would call narrow | don't deny it; and
if some of our friends net Madane de Vireville at Gvre--
well, it would produce a bad inpression. You're inclined to
ridicule such considerations, but gradually you'll conme to
see their inportance; and neanwhile, do trust ne when | ask
you to be guided by ny nother. It is always well for a
stranger in an old society to err alittle on the side of
what you call its prejudices but | should rather describe as

its traditions."

After that she no longer tried to |augh or argue her husband
out of his convictions. They WERE convictions, and
therefore unassail able. Nor was any insincerity inplied in
the fact that they sonetinmes seened to coincide with hers.
There were occasions when he really did | ook at things as
she did; but for reasons so different as to make the

di stance between themall the greater. Life, to M. Leath,
was |ike a wal k through a carefully classified nuseum

where, in nonents of doubt, one had only to | ook at the
nunber and refer to one's catalogue; to his wife it was like
gropi ng about in a huge dark |umber-room where the exploring
ray of curiosity lit up now sone shape of breathing beauty

and now a nummy's grin.

In the first bew |l dernent of her new state these discoveries
had had the effect of dropping another |ayer of gauze
bet ween herself and reality. She seened farther than ever

renoved fromthe strong joys and pangs for which she felt



hersel f made. She did not adopt her husband's views, but

i nsensi bly she began to live his life. She tried to throw a
compensating ardour into the secret excursions of her

spirit, and thus the old vicious distinction between ronmance
and reality was re-established for her, and she resigned
herself again to the belief that "real life" was neither

real nor alive

The birth of her little girl swept away this delusion. At
| ast she felt herself in contact with the actual business of

living: but even this inpression was not enduring.

Everything but the irreducible crude fact of child-bearing
assuned, in the Leath household, the sane ghostly tinge of
unreality. Her husband, at the time, was all that his own
i deal of a husband required. He was attentive, and even
sui tably noved: but as he sat by her bedside, and
thoughtfully proffered to her the Iist of people who had
"called to enquire”, she looked first at him and then at
the child between them and wondered at the bl undering

al chenmy of Nature..

Wth the exception of the little girl herself, everything
connected with that tine had grown curiously renote and

uni nportant. The days that had noved so slowy as they
passed seened now to have plunged down head-I|ong steeps of
time; and as she sat in the autumm sun, with Darrow s letter
in her hand, the history of Anna Leath appeared to its
heroine |i ke sone grey shadowy tal e that she might have read

in an ol d book, one night as she was falling asleep..



Two brown blurs emerging fromthe farther end of the wood-
vista gradual ly defined thensel ves as her step-son and an
attendant gane-keeper. They grew slowy upon the bl uish
background, with occasional delays and re-effacenents, and
she sat still, waiting till they should reach the gate at
the end of the drive, where the keeper would turn off to his

cottage and Omen continue on to the house.

She watched his approach with a smle. Fromthe first days
of her marriage she had been drawn to the boy, but it was
not until after Effie's birth that she had really begun to
know him The eager observation of her own child had shown
her how nmuch she had still to learn about the slight fair
boy whom the holidays periodically restored to Gvre. Owen,
even then, both physically and norally, furnished her with
the oddest of commentaries on his father's men and m nd.
He woul d never, the fanily sighingly recognized, be nearly
as handsone as M. Leath; but his rather charmngly

unbal anced face, with its brooding forehead and petul ant
boyi sh smile, suggested to Anna what his father's

count enance ni ght have been could one have pictured its neat
features disordered by a rattling breeze. She even pushed
the anal ogy farther, and descried in her step-son's mind a
quaintly-twi sted reflection of her husband's. Wth his
bursts of door-slamming activity, his fits of bookish

i ndol ence, his crude revol utionary dogmati zing and his

fl ashes of precocious irony, the boy was not unlike a

boi st erous enbodi nent of his father's theories. It was as
t hough Fraser Leath's ideas, accustomed to hang like
marionettes on their pegs, should suddenly conme down and

wal k.  There were nonents, indeed, when Oaen's hunours nust



have suggested to his progenitor the ganbols of an infant
Frankenstein; but to Anna they were the voice of her secret
rebellions, and her tenderness to her step-son was partly
based on her severity toward herself. As he had the courage
she had | acked, so she meant himto have the chances she had
m ssed; and every effort she made for himhel ped to keep her

own hopes alive.

Her interest in Omen led her to think nore often of his

nmot her, and sonetimes she would slip away and stand al one
bef ore her predecessor's portrait. Since her arrival at
Gvre the picture--a "full-length" by a once fashionable
artist--had undergone the successive displacenents of an
exil ed consort renoved farther and farther fromthe throne;
and Anna could not help noting that these stages coincided
with the gradual decline of the artist's fame. She had a
fancy that if his credit had been in the ascendant the first
Ms. Leath might have continued to throne over the draw ng-
room mantel - piece, even to the exclusion of her successor's
effigy. Instead of this, her peregrinations had finally

| anded her in the shrouded solitude of the billiard-room an
apartnment which no one ever entered, but where it was

understood that "the Iight was better," or m ght have been

if the shutters had not been al ways cl osed.

Here the poor lady, elegantly dressed, and seated in the
m ddl e of a large Ionely canvas, in the blank contenplation
of a gilt console, had always seened to Anna to be waiting

for visitors who never cane.

"Of course they never came, you poor thing! | wonder how
long it took you to find out that they never woul d?" Anna

had nore than once apostrophized her, with a derision



addressed rather to herself than to the dead; but it was
only after Effie's birth that it occurred to her to study
nmore closely the face in the picture, and speculate on the

kind of visitors that Oaen's nother night have hoped for

"She certainly doesn't ook as if they would have been the
same kind as mine: but there's no telling, froma portrait
that was so obviously done 'to please the famly', and that
| eaves Omen so unaccounted for. Well, they never cane, the
visitors; they never cane; and she died of it. She died of
it long before they buried her: I'mcertain of that. Those
are stone-dead eyes in the picture...The |oneliness nust
have been awful, if even Oaen couldn't keep her from dying
of it. And to feel it so she nust have HAD feelings--

real live ones, the kind that twitch and tug. And all she
had to look at all her life was a gilt console--yes, that's
it, agilt console screwed to the wall! That's exactly and

absol utely what he is!"

She did not nean, if she could help it, that either Effie or
Onen shoul d know that |oneliness, or let her know it again.
They were three, now, to keep each other warm and she
enbraced both children in the sane passion of notherhood, as
t hough one were not enough to shield her from her

predecessor's fate.

Sonetinmes she fancied that Onen Leath's response was war mer
than that of her own child. But then Effie was still hardly
nmore than a baby, and Oaen, fromthe first, had been al nost
"ol d enough to understand": certainly D D understand

now, in a tacit way that yet perpetually spoke to her. This
sense of his understandi ng was the deepest elenment in their

feeling for each other. There were so nmany things between



them that were never spoken of, or even indirectly alluded
to, yet that, even in their occasional discussions and
di fferences, fornmed the unadduced argunents neking for fina

agreenent . . .

Musi ng on this, she continued to watch his approach; and her
heart began to beat a little faster at the thought of what
she had to say to him But when he reached the gate she saw
hi m pause, and after a nonent he turned aside as if to gain

a cross-road through the park

She started up and waved her sunshade, but he did not see
her. No doubt he neant to go back with the ganekeeper
perhaps to the kennels, to see a retriever who had hurt his
Il eg. Suddenly she was seized by the whimto overtake him
She threw down the parasol, thrust her letter into her

bodi ce, and catching up her skirts began to run

She was slight and light, with a natural ease and qui ckness
of gait, but she could not recall having run a yard since
she had ronped with Onen in his school -days; nor did she
know what inpul se noved her now She only knew that run she
must, that no other notion, short of flight, would have been
buoyant enough for her hunour. She seened to be keeping
pace with some inward rhythm seeking to give bodily
expression to the lyric rush of her thoughts. The earth

al ways felt elastic under her, and she had a conscious joy
intreading it; but never had it been as soft and springy as
today. It seened actually to rise and neet her as she went,
so that she had the feeling, which sonetinmes cane to her in
dreans, of skinming niraculously over short bright waves.
The air, too, seenmed to break in waves agai nst her, sweeping

by on its current all the slanted |ights and noist sharp



perfumes of the failing day. She panted to herself: "This
i s nonsense!" her blood humred back: "But it's glorious!”
and she sped on till she saw that Owen had caught sight of

her and was striding back in her direction.

Then she stopped and waited, flushed and I aughi ng, her hands

cl asped against the letter in her breast.

"No, I'mnot mad," she called out; "but there's sonmething in
the air today--don't you feel it?--And | wanted to have a
little talk with you," she added as he cane up to her

smling at himand linking her armin his.

He sm | ed back, but above the smile she saw t he shade of
anxi ety which, for the last two nonths, had kept its fixed

I i ne between his handsone eyes.

"Ownen, don't look like that! | don't want you to!" she said

i mperi ously.

He | aughed. "You said that exactly like Effie. What do you
want me to do? To race with you as | do Effie? But |
shoul dn't have a show" he protested, still with the little

frown between his eyes.

"Where are you goi ng?" she asked.

"To the kennels. But there's not the | east need. The vet
has seen Garry and he's all right. |If there's anything you

wanted to tell ne----

"Did | say there was? | just came out to neet you--1 wanted

to know if you'd had good sport.™



The shadow dropped on himagain. "None at all. The fact is
| didn't try. Jean and | have just been knocki ng about in

the woods. | wasn't in a sanguinary nood."

They wal ked on with the sane |light gait, so nearly of a
hei ght that keeping step cane as naturally to them as
breathing. Anna stole another | ook at the young face on a

|l evel with her own.

"You DI D say there was sonething you wanted to tell ne,"

her step-son began after a pause.

"Well, there is.” She slackened her pace involuntarily, and
they cane to a pause and stood facing each other under the

i mes.

"I's Darrow coming?" he asked.

She sel dom bl ushed, but at the question a sudden heat

suffused her. She held her head high

"Yes: he's coming. |'ve just heard. He arrives to-norrow.
But that's not----" She saw her blunder and tried to rectify
it. "O rather, yes, inaway it is nmy reason for wanting

to speak to you----"

"Because he's com ng?"

"Because he's not yet here.”

"It's about him then?"

He | ooked at her kindly, half-humourously, an al nost



fraternal wisdomin his smle.

"About----? No, no: | neant that | wanted to speak today

because it's our last day al one together."

"Ch, | see." He had slipped his hands into the pockets of
his tweed shooting jacket and | ounged al ong at her side, his

eyes bent on the noist ruts of the drive, as though the

matter had lost all interest for him
"Q/\En----"
He stopped again and faced her. "Look here, my dear, it's

no sort of use."

"What's no use?"

"Anyt hing on earth you can any of you say."

She challenged him "Am |1 one of 'any of you' ?"

He did not yield. "Well, then--anything on earth that even
YOQU can say."
"You don't in the |l east know what | can say--or what | nean

to.

"Don't 1|, generally?"

She gave himthis point, but only to nmake another. "Yes; but
this is particularly. | want to say...Oaen, you' ve been

adm rabl e all through."

He broke into a laugh in which the odd el der-brotherly note

was once nore perceptible.



"Admirable,” she enphasized. "And so has SHE. "

"Ch, and so have you to HERI" His voice broke down to
boyi shness. "I've never |ost sight of that for a mnute.
It's been altogether easier for her, though," he threw off

presently.

"On the whole, | suppose it has. Well----" she sumed up
with a laugh, "aren't you all the better pleased to be told

you' ve behaved as well as she?"

"Ch, you know, |'ve not done it for you," he tossed back at
her, without the |least note of hostility in the affected

Iightness of his tone.

"Haven't you, though, perhaps--the |east bit? Because, after

all, you knew | understood?”

"You've been awfully kind about pretending to."

She | aughed. "You don't believe ne? You nust renenber | had

your grandnother to consider.”

"Yes: and nmy father--and Effie, | suppose--and the outraged
shades of Gvre!" He paused, as if to lay nore stress on the
boyi sh sneer: "Do you likew se include the |ate Monsieur de

Chantel | e?"

H s step-nother did not appear to resent the thrust. She
went on, in the same tone of affectionate persuasion: "Yes:
I nmust have seened to you too subject to Gvre. Perhaps
have been. But you know that was not ny real object in

asking you to wait, to say nothing to your grandnother



before her return.”

He considered. "Your real object, of course, was to gain

time."

"Yes--but for whon? Wy not for YOU?"

"For me?" He flushed up quickly. "You don't nean----7"

She laid her hand on his armand | ooked gravely into his

handsone eyes.

"I mean that when your grandnother gets back from Quchy I

shal | speak to her----

"You'll speak to her...?

"Yes; if only you'll promise to give ne tinme----'

"Time for her to send for Adel ai de Pai nter?"

"Ch, she'll undoubtedly send for Adel aide Painter!”

The al l usi on touched a spring of mrth in both their m nds,

and t hey exchanged a | aughi ng | ook.

"Only you nust pronise not to rush things. You nust give ne

time to prepare Adel aide too," Ms. Leath went on

"Prepare her too?" He drew away for a better | ook at her

"Prepare her for what?"

"Why, to prepare your grandnother! For your marriage. Yes,

that's what | nean. |'mgoing to see you through, you know



H's feint of indifference broke down and he caught her hand.

"Ch, you dear divine thing! | didn't dream---"
"I know you didn't." She dropped her gaze and began to wal k
on slowy. "l can't say you've convinced ne of the w sdom

of the step. Only | seemto see that other things nmatter
nmore--and that not missing things matters nost. Perhaps
I've changed--or YOUR not changi ng has convi nced ne.
I"mcertain now that you won't budge. And that was really

all | ever cared about."

"Ch, as to not budging--1 told you so nonths ago: you night
have been sure of that! And how can you be any surer today

t han yesterday?"

"I don't know. | suppose one |earns sonething every day----

"Not at Gvre!" he |laughed, and shot a half-ironic | ook at
her. "But you haven't really BEEN at G vre |ately--not

for nmonths! Don't you suppose |'ve noticed that, ny dear?"

She echoed his laugh to nerge it in an undenying sigh. "Poor

Gvre..."

"Poor empty Gvre!l Wth so many roons full and yet not a
soul in it--except of course ny grandnother, who is its

soul !'"

They had reached the gateway of the court and stood | ooking
with a common accord at the |long soft-hued facade on which

the autum |ight was dying. "It |ooks so nade to be happy



in----" she nurnured.

"Yes--today, today!" He pressed her arma little. "Ch, you
darling--to have given it that ook for ne!" He paused, and
then went on in a lower voice: "Don't you feel we owe it to

the poor old place to do what we can to give it that |ook?

You, too, | nmean? Cone, let's nmake it grin fromwng to
wing! |'ve such a nad desire to say outrageous things to it
--haven't you? After all, in old tinmes there nust have been

l'iving people herel™

Loosening her armfromhis she continued to gaze up at the
house-front, which seenmed, in the plaintive decline of

light, to send her back the nute appeal of sonething dooned.

"It IS beautiful,"” she said.

"A beautiful nmenory! Quite perfect to take out and turn over
when I'mgrinding at the law in New York, and you're----" He
broke of f and | ooked at her with a questioning smle.

"Conme! Tell nme. You and | don't have to say things to talk
to each other. Wien you turn suddenly absentm nded and
mysterious | always feel |ike saying: 'Cone back. Al is

di scovered' ."

She returned his smle. "You know as nuch as | know. |

promi se you that."

He wavered, as if for the first time uncertain how far he
m ght go. "I don't know Darrow as nmuch as you know him" he

presently risked.

She frowned a little. "You said just now we didn't need to

say things"



"Was | speaking? | thought it was your eyes----" He

caught her by both el bows and spun her hal fway round, so

that the late sun shed a betraying gl eamon her face.
"They're such awfully conversational eyes! Don't you suppose
they told me long ago why it's just today you' ve nmade up

your mnd that people have got to live their own |ives--even

at Gvre?"

Xl

"This is the south terrace," Anna said. "Should you like to

wal k down to the river?"

She seened to listen to herself speaking froma far-off airy
hei ght, and yet to be wholly gathered into the circle of
consci ousness which drewits glow ng ring about herself and
Darrow. To the aerial listener her words sounded flat and
colourless, but to the self within the ring each one beat

with a separate heart.

It was the day after Darrow s arrival, and he had cone down
early, drawn by the sweetness of the light on the [ awms and
gardens bel ow his wi ndow. Anna had heard the echo of his
step on the stairs, his pause in the stone- flagged hall,
his voice as he asked a servant where to find her. She was
at the end of the house, in the brown-panelled sitting-room
whi ch she frequented at that season because it caught the
sunlight first and kept it longest. She stood near the

wi ndow, in the pale band of brightness, arrangi ng sone



sal mon-pi nk geraniuns in a shall ow porcelain bow. Every
sensation of touch and sight was thrice-alive in her. The
grey- green fur of the geranium| eaves caressed her fingers
and the sunlight wavering across the irregular surface of
the old parquet floor made it seemas bright and shifting as

the brown bed of a stream

Darrow stood framed in the door-way of the farthest draw ng-
room a light-grey figure against the black and white
flagging of the hall; then he began to nove toward her down
the enpty pal e-panelled vista, crossing one after another
the long reflections which a projecting cabinet or screen

cast here and there upon the shining floors.

As he drew nearer, his figure was suddenly displaced by that
of her husband, whom fromthe sane point, she had so often
seen advanci ng down the sane perspective. Straight, spare,
erect, looking to right and left with quick precise turns of
the head, and stopping now and then to straighten a chair or
alter the position of a vase, Fraser Leath used to narch
toward her through the double file of furniture like a
general reviewi ng a reginment drawn up for his inspection

At a certain point, midway across the second room he always
st opped before the mantel - pi ece of pinkish-yellow marble and
| ooked at hinself in the tall garlanded gl ass that
surmounted it. She could not remenber that he had ever
found anything to straighten or alter in his own studied
attire, but she had never known himto omt the inspection

when he passed that particular mrror

When it was over he continued nore briskly on his way, and
the resulting expression of satisfaction was still on his

face when he entered the oak sitting-roomto greet his



wfe...

The spectral projection of this little daily scene hung but
for a noment before Anna, but in that noment she had tinme to
fling a wondering gl ance across the distance between her
past and present. Then the footsteps of the present cane

cl ose, and she had to drop the geraniuns to give her hand to

Darrow. ..

"Yes, let us walk down to the river."

They had neither of them as yet, found nuch to say to each
other. Darrow had arrived |ate on the previous afternoon
and during the evening they had had between them Onmen Leath
and their own thoughts. Now they were alone for the first
time and the fact was enough in itself. Yet Anna was

i ntensely aware that as soon as they began to talk nore
intimately they would feel that they knew each other |ess

wel | .

They passed out onto the terrace and down the steps to the
gravel wal k below. The delicate frosting of dew gave the
grass a bluish shimer, and the sunlight, sliding in enerald
streaks along the tree-boles, gathered itself into great

| um nous blurs at the end of the wood-wal ks, and hung above
the fields a watery glory like the ring about an autum

noon.

"It's good to be here," Darrow said.

They took a turn to the left and stopped for a nmonent to
| ook back at the long pink house-front, plainer, friendlier
| ess adorned than on the side toward the court. So

prol onged yet delicate had been the friction of tinme upon



its bricks that certain expanses had the bl oom and texture
of old red velvet, and the patches of gold |ichen spreading
over them |l ooked |ike the last traces of a di menbroidery.
The done of the chapel, with its gilded cross, rose above
one wing, and the other ended in a conical pigeon-house,
above which the birds were flying, lustrous and sl atey,
their breasts nmerged in the blue of the roof when they

dropped down on it.

"And this is where you' ve been all these years."”

They turned away and began to wal k down a | ong tunnel of
yellowi ng trees. Benches with nossy feet stood agai nst the
nmossy edges of the path, and at its farther end it wi dened
into a circle about a basin rimed with stone, in which the
opaque water strewn with | eaves | ooked like a slab of gold-
fl ecked agate. The path, growi ng narrower, wound on
circuitously through the woods, between sl ender serried
trunks twined with ivy. Patches of blue appeared above them
through the dwi ndling | eaves, and presently the trees drew

back and showed the open fields along the river

They wal ked on across the fields to the towpath. 1In a
curve of the wall sonme steps led up to a crunbling pavilion
wi th openings choked with ivy. Anna and Darrow seated

t hensel ves on the bench projecting fromthe inner wall of
the pavilion and | ooked across the river at the slopes
divided into bl ocks of green and fawn-colour, and at the
chal k-tinted village lifting its squat church-tower and grey
roofs against the precisely drawn |ines of the |andscape.
Anna sat silent, so intensely aware of Darrow s nearness
that there was no surprise in the touch he laid on her hand.

They | ooked at each other, and he smled and said: "There



are to be no nore obstacles now "

"(bstacl es?" The word startled her. "Wat obstacl es?"

"Don't you renenber the wording of the telegramthat turned
me back | ast May? 'Unforeseen obstacle': that was it. What
was the earth-shaking problem by the way? Finding a

governess for Effie, wasn't it?"

"But | gave you ny reason: the reason why it was an

obstacle. | wote you fully about it.

"Yes, | know you did." He lifted her hand and kissed it.
"How far off it all seens, and how little it all matters

t oday!"

She | ooked at himquickly. "Do you feel that? | suppose |'m
different. | want to draw all those wasted nonths into

today--to make thema part of it."

"But they are, to ne. You reach back and take everything--

back to the first days of all.”

She frowned a little, as if struggling with an inarticul ate
perplexity. "It's curious how, in those first days, too,

sonmet hing that | didn't understand cane between us."

"Ch, in those days we neither of us understood, did we? It's

part of what's called the bliss of being young."

"Yes, | thought that, too: thought it, | mean, in |ooking
back. But it couldn't, even then, have been as true of you

as of ne; and now---"



"Now," he said, "the only thing that matters is that we're

sitting here together."

He dismissed the rest with a |ightness that m ght have
seened concl usi ve evi dence of her power over him But she
took no pride in such triunphs. It seened to her that she
want ed his all egiance and his adoration not so nuch for
herself as for their nutual love, and that in treating
lightly any past phase of their relation he took sonething

fromits present beauty. The colour rose to her face.

"Between you and ne everything matters."”

"OfF course!" She felt the unperceiving sweetness of his

smle. "That's why," he went on, everything,' for ne, is

here and now. on this bench, between you and ne."

She caught at the phrase. "That's what | meant: it's here

and now, we can't get away fromit."

"Cet away fromit? Do you want to? AGAI N?"

Her heart was beating unsteadily. Sonething in her
fitfully and with reluctance, struggled to free itself, but
the warnmth of his nearness penetrated every sense as the
sunl i ght steeped the | andscape. Then, suddenly, she felt

that she wanted no | ess than the whol e of her happiness.

""Again'? But wasn't it YQU, the last tine----?"

She paused, the trenor in her of Psyche holding up the |Ianp.
But in the interrogative light of her pause her conpanion's

features underwent no change



"The last time? Last spring? But it was you who--for the
best of reasons, as you've told ne--turned nme back from your

very door last spring!"

She saw that he was good- hunouredly ready to "thresh out,"
for her sentinmental satisfaction, a question which, for his
own, Time had so conclusively dealt with; and the sense of

hi s readi ness reassured her

"I wote as soon as | could," she rejoined. "I explained
the delay and asked you to cone. And you never even

answered ny letter."

"I't was inpossible to cone then. | had to go back to ny

post."

"And inpossible to wite and tell nme so?"

"Your letter was a long tinme conming. | had waited a week--
ten days. | had sone excuse for thinking, when it cane,

that you were in no great hurry for an answer."

"You thought that--really--after reading it?"

"I thought it."

Her heart |eaped up to her throat. "Then why are you here
t oday?"

He turned on her with a quick | ook of wonder. "God knows--

if you can ask ne that!"

"You see | was right to say | didn't understand.”



He stood up abruptly and stood facing her, blocking the view
over the river and the checkered slopes. "Perhaps |I m ght

say so too."

"No, no: we nust neither of us have any reason for saying it
again."” She |ooked at himgravely. "Surely you and

needn't arrange the |ights before we show ourselves to each
other. | want you to see nme just as | am wth all ny

irrational doubts and scruples; the old ones and the new

ones too."
He came back to his seat beside her. "Never nmnd the old
ones. They were justified--1"mwilling to admt it. Wth

t he governess having suddenly to be packed off, and Effie on
your hands, and your nother-in-lawill, | see the

i mpossibility of your letting ne cone. | even see that, at
the monent, it was difficult to wite and explain. But what
does all that nmatter now? The new scruples are the ones

want to tackle."

Again her heart trenbled. She felt her happi ness so near

so sure, that to strain it closer mght be like a child's
crushing a pet bird in its caress. But her very security
urged her on. For so long her doubts had been knife-edged:
now they had turned into bright harm ess toys that she could

toss and catch without peril

"You didn't cone, and you didn't answer ny letter; and after
wai ting four months I wote another."

"And | answered that one; and |I'm here."

"Yes." She held his eyes. "But in nmy last letter | repeated

exactly what |1'd said in the first--the one | wote you | ast



June. | told you then that I was ready to give you the
answer to what you'd asked ne in London; and in telling you

that, | told you what the answer was."

"My dearest! M dearest!" Darrow nurnmured.

"You ignored that letter. Al sunmer you nade no sign. And

all | ask nowis, that you should frankly tell me why."

"I can only repeat what |'ve just said. | was hurt and
unhappy and | doubted you. | suppose if I'd cared |ess
shoul d have been nore confident. | cared so nuch that |
couldn't risk another failure. For you' d nade ne feel that
I'"d mserably failed. So I shut ny eyes and set ny teeth

and turned ny back. There's the whole pusillaninous truth

of it!"

"Ch, if it's the WHOLE truth!----" She let himclasp

her. "There's ny tornent, you see. | thought that was what
your silence neant till | made you break it. Now | want to

be sure that | was right."

"What can | tell you to make you sure?"

"You can let nme tell YOQU everything first." She drew
away, but w thout taking her hands fromhim "Owaen saw you

in Paris," she began.

She | ooked at himand he faced her steadily. The light was
full on his pleasantly-browned face, his grey eyes, his
frank white forehead. She noticed for the first time a
seal-ring in a setting of twisted silver on the hand he had

kept on hers.



"In Paris? Oh, yes...So he did."

"He cane back and told me. | think you talked to hima
monent in a theatre. | asked if you'd spoken of ny having
put you off--or if you' d sent nme any nessage. He didn't

renmenber that you had.”

"In a crush--in a Paris foyer? M dear!”

"It was absurd of nme! But Omen and | have al ways been on odd
kind of brother-and-sister terns. | think he guessed about
us when he saw you with nme in London. So he teased ne a
little and tried to nake ne curious about you; and when he
saw he'd succeeded he told ne he hadn't had tine to say nuch
to you because you were in such a hurry to get back to the

| ady you were with."

He still held her hands, but she felt no trenor in his, and
the blood did not stir in his brown cheek. He seened to be
honestly turning over his nenories.

"Yes: and what else did he tell you?"

"Ch, not nuch, except that she was awfully pretty. Wen |
asked himto describe her he said you had her tucked away in
a baignoire and he hadn't actually seen her; but he saw the

tail of her cloak, and somehow knew fromthat that she was

pretty. One DCES, you know...| think he said the cloak
was pink."
Darrow broke into a laugh. "O course it was--they always

are! So that was at the bottom of your doubts?"

"Not at first. | only laughed. But afterward, when | wote



you and you didn't answer----Ch, you DO see?" she

appealed to him

He was | ooking at her gently. "Yes: | see.”

"It's not as if this were a light thing between us. | want
you to know ne as | am |If | thought that at that

nmonent . . . when you were on your way here, alnost----'

He dropped her hand and stood up. "Yes, yes--l understand.”

"But do you?" Her look followed him "I'mnot a goose of a
girl. 1 know ..of course | KNOW..but there are things

a wonan feels...when what she knows doesn't make any
difference. It's not that | want you to explain--I mean
about that particular evening. It's only that I want you to
have the whole of ny feeling. | didn't know what it was
till I saw you again. | never dreanmed | should say such

things to you!"

"I never dreanmed | should be here to hear you say them " He
turned back and lifting a floating end of her scarf put his
lips toit. "But now that you have, | know -1 know " he

sm | ed down at her.

"You know?"

"That this is no light thing between us. Now you may ask mne

anyt hing you please! That was all | wanted to ask YQU."

For a | ong nonent they | ooked at each ot her without
speaki ng. She saw the dancing spirit in his eyes turn grave

and darken to a passionate sternness. He stooped and kissed



her, and she sat as if folded in w ngs.

Xl

It was in the natural order of things that, on the way back

to the house, their talk should have turned to the future.

Anna was not eager to define it. She had an extraordinary
sensitiveness to the inpal pable el enents of happi ness, and
as she wal ked at Darrow s side her imagination flew back and
forth, spinning | um nous webs of feeling between herself and
the scene about her. Every heightening of enption produced
for her a new effusion of beauty in visible things, and with
it the sense that such nonents should be |ingered over and
absorbed |ike sonme unrenewabl e nmiracle. She understood
Darrow s inpatience to see their plans take shape. She knew
it nust be so, she would not have had it otherwi se; but to
reach a point where she could fix her mnd on his appeal for
dates and decisions was like trying to break her way through

the silver tangle of an April wood.

Darrow wi shed to use his diplonmatic opportunities as a neans
of studying certain econonic and social problens wth which
he presently hoped to deal in print; and with this in view
he had asked for, and obtained, a South Anerican

appoi ntnment. Anna was ready to foll ow where he | ed, and not
reluctant to put new sights as well as new thoughts between
herself and her past. She had, in a direct way, only Effie
and Effie's education to consider; and there seened, after
due reflection, no reason why the nost anxi ous regard for

t hese should not be conciliated with the demands of Darrow s



career. Effie, it was evident, could be left to Madane de
Chantelle's care till the couple should have organized their
life; and she might even, as long as her future step-
father's work retained himin distant posts, continue to

di vi de her year between G vre and the antipodes.

As for Owen, who had reached his legal majority two years
before, and was soon to attain the age fixed for the taking
over of his paternal inheritance, the arrival of this date
woul d reduce his step-mother's responsibility to a friendly
concern for his welfare. This nade for the pronpt
realization of Darrow s wi shes, and there seenmed no reason
why the marriage should not take place within the six weeks

that remai ned of his | eave.

They passed out of the wood-wal k into the open brightness of
the garden. The noon sunlight sheeted with gold the bronze
flanks of the pol ygonal yews. Chrysanthenuns, russet,
saffron and orange, glowed |like the efflorescence of an
enchanted forest; belts of red begonia purpling to w ne-
colour ran like snouldering flame anong the borders; and
above this outspread tapestry the house extended its

har noni ous | ength, the soberness of its lines softened to

grace in the luminous msty air.

Darrow stood still, and Anna felt that his glance was
travelling fromher to the scene about them and then back to

her face.

"You're sure you're prepared to give up Gvre? You |look so

made for each other!”

"Ch, Gvre----" She broke off suddenly, feeling as if her

too carel ess tone had delivered all her past into his hands;



and with one of her instinctive novenents of recoil she

added: "When Onen marries | shall have to give it up.”

"When Onen marries? That's | ooking sone di stance ahead! |

want to be told that neanwhile you'll have no regrets."”

She hesitated. Wy did he press her to uncover to him her
poor starved past? A vague feeling of loyalty, a desire to
spare what could no | onger harm her, made her answer
evasively: "There will probably be no 'neanwhile.’ Onen nmay

marry before long."

She had not neant to touch on the subject, for her step-son
had sworn her to provisional secrecy; but since the
shortness of Darrow s | eave necessitated a pronpt adjustnent
of their own plans, it was, after all, inevitable that she

should give himat |east a hint of Omen's.

"Onen marry? Wiy, he always seens |like a faun in fl annel s!
hope he's found a dryad. There might easily be one left in

t hese bl ue-and-gol d woods. "

"I can't tell you yet where he found his dryad, but she
IS one, | believe: at any rate she'll beconme the Gvre

woods better than | do. Only there may be difficulties----"

"Well! At that age they're not always to be wi shed away."

She hesitated. "Owen, at any rate, has nade up his nind to

overcone them and |'ve pronised to see himthrough."

She went on, after a nonent's consideration, to explain that

her step-son's choice was, for various reasons, not |ikely



to commend itself to his grandnother. "She nust be prepared
for it, and |'ve promised to do the preparing. You know I
al ways HAVE seen himthrough things, and he rather

counts on ne now. "

She fancied that Darrow s exclanmation had in it a faint note
of annoyance, and wondered if he agai n suspected her of

seeking a pretext for postponenent.

"But once Ownen's future is settled, you won't, surely, for
the sake of what you call seeing himthrough, ask that |

shoul d go away again without you?" He drew her closer as

they wal ked. "Owen will understand, if you don't. Since
he's in the sanme case hinself |'lIl throw nyself on his
mercy. He'll see that | have the first claimon you; he

won't even want you not to see it."

"Omen sees everything: I'mnot afraid of that. But his
future isn't settled. He's very young to nmarry--too young,
his grandnother is sure to think--and the marriage he wants

to nake is not likely to convince her to the contrary."”

"You don't nean that it's like his first choice?"

"Ch, no! But it's not what Madane de Chantelle would call a

good match; it's not even what | call a wi se one."

"Yet you're backing himup?"

"Yet |I'm backing himup." She paused. "I wonder if you'l
understand? What |'ve nost wanted for him and shall want
for Effie, is that they shall always feel free to nake their
own nistakes, and never, if possible, be persuaded to nake

other people's. Even if Ownen's marriage is a m stake, and



has to be paid for, | believe he'll learn and grow in the
paying. O course | can't make Madane de Chantell e see
this; but | can remind her that, with his character--his big
rushes of inpulse, his odd intervals of ebb and apat hy--she
may drive himinto some worse blunder if she thwarts him

NOoWw.

"And you nean to break the news to her as soon as she cones

back from Quchy?"

"As soon as | see ny way to it. She knows the girl and
likes her: that's our hope. And yet it may, in the end,
prove our danger, nake it harder for us all, when she |earns
the truth, than if Oaen had chosen a stranger. | can't tel
you nmore till 1've told her: I've prom sed Oven not to tel
any one. Al | ask youis to give ne tine, to give ne a few
days at any rate She's been wonderfully 'nice,' as she would
call it, about you, and about the fact of ny having soon to
| eave G vre; but that, again, may nake it harder for Owen.

At any rate, you can see, can't you, how it makes ne want to
stand by hin? You see, | couldn't bear it if the |east
fraction of my happiness seened to be stolen fromhis--as if
it were alittle scrap of happiness that had to be pieced

out with other people' s!" She clasped her hands on Darrow s

arm "I want our life to be like a house with all the
windows lit: I'd like to string lanterns fromthe roof and
chi meys!™

She ended with an inward trenor. All through her exposition
and her appeal she had told herself that the nonent could
hardly have been less well chosen. In Darrow s place she
woul d have felt, as he doubtless did, that her carefully

devel oped argunent was only the disguise of an habitua



indecision. It was the hour of all others when she would
have liked to affirmherself by brushing aside every
obstacle to his wishes; yet it was only by opposing them
that she could show the strength of character she wanted him

to feel in her.

But as she tal ked she began to see that Darrow s face gave
back no reflection of her words, that he continued to wear
the abstracted | ook of a nman who is not listening to what is
said to him It caused her a slight pang to discover that
his thoughts coul d wander at such a nonent; then, with a

flush of joy she perceived the reason

I n sone undefinable way she had becone aware, without
turni ng her head, that he was steeped in the sense of her
near ness, absorbed in contenplating the details of her face
and dress; and the discovery made the words throng to her
lips. She felt herself speak with ease, authority,
conviction. She said to herself: "He doesn't care what |
say--it's enough that | say it--even if it's stupid he'l
like me better for it..." She knew that every inflexion of
her voice, every gesture, every characteristic of her
person--its very defects, the fact that her forehead was too
hi gh, that her eyes were not |arge enough, that her hands,

t hough sl ender, were not small, and that the fingers did not
t aper--she knew that these deficiencies were so many
channel s through which her influence streanmed to hiny that
she pleased himin spite of them perhaps because of them
that he wanted her as she was, and not as she woul d have
liked to be; and for the first tinme she felt in her veins

the security and |ightness of happy | ove.

They reached the court and wal ked under the lines toward the



house. The hall door stood wi de, and through the w ndows
opening on the terrace the sun slanted across the black and
white floor, the faded tapestry chairs, and Darrow s
travelling coat and cap, which lay anong the cl oaks and rugs

pil ed on a bench against the wall.

The sight of these garnments, |ying anong her own waps, gave
her a sense of honely intimacy. It was as if her happiness
cane down fromthe skies and took on the plain dress of

daily things. At last she seened to hold it in her hand.

As they entered the hall her eye lit on an unstanped note

conspi cuously placed on the table.

"From Oren! He nust have rushed off sonewhere in the notor."

She felt a secret stir of pleasure at the i mediate
i nference that she and Darrow woul d probably Iunch al one.

Then she opened the note and stared at it in wonder.

"Dear,"” Onen wote, "after what you said yesterday | can't
wai t another hour, and |I'moff to Francheuil, to catch the
Dijon express and travel back with them Don't be
frightened; I won't speak unless it's safe to. Trust nme for

that--but | had to go."

She | ooked up slowy.

"He's gone to Dijon to neet his grandnother. ©h, | hope

haven't nmade a mi st ake!"

"You? Wy, what have you to do with his going to Dijon?"

She hesitated. "The day before yesterday | told him for



the first tinme, that | nmeant to see himthrough, no matter

what happened. And I'mafraid he's lost his head, and will

be i nprudent and spoil things. You see, | hadn't meant to
say a word to himtill 1'd had tinme to prepare Madane de
Chantelle.”

She felt that Darrow was | ooking at her and readi ng her

t houghts, and the colour flewto her face. "Yes: it was
when | heard you were coming that | told him | wanted him
to feel as | felt...it seened too unkind to make himwait!"

Her hand was in his, and his armrested for a noment on her

shoul der.

"It WOULD have been too unkind to make himwait."

They noved side by side toward the stairs. Through the haze
of bliss enveloping her, Oaen's affairs seemed curiously

uni mportant and renote. Nothing really mattered but this
torrent of light in her veins. She put her foot on the

| owest step, saying: "It's nearly luncheon tinme--1 nust take

off ny hat... and as she started up the stairs Darrow stood
below in the hall and watched her. But the distance between
them di d not nake himseemless near: it was as if his
t houghts noved with her and touched her |ike endearing

hands.

In her bedroom she shut the door and stood still, |ooking
about her in a fit of dreany wonder. Her feelings were
unl i ke any she had ever known: richer, deeper, nore
complete. For the first tine everything in her, from head
to foot, seenmed to be feeding the sanme full current of

sensati on.



She took off her hat and went to the dressing-table to
snooth her hair. The pressure of the hat had flattened the
dark strands on her forehead; her face was pal er than usual
wi th shadows about the eyes. She felt a pang of regret for
the wasted years. "If | look like this today," she said to
herself, "what will he think of me when I"'mill or worried?"
She began to run her fingers through her hair, rejoicing in
its thickness; then she desisted and sat still, resting her

chin on her hands.

"I want himto see ne as | am" she thought.

Deeper than the deepest fibre of her vanity was the
triunphant sense that AS SHE WAS, with her flattened

hair, her tired pallor, her thin sleeves a little tunbled by
the wei ght of her jacket, he would Iike her even better

feel her nearer, dearer, nore desirable, than in all the

spl endours she might put on for him In the light of this
di scovery she studied her face with a new i ntentness, seeing
its defects as she had never seen them yet seeing them
through a kind of radiance, as though |ove were a | um nous

medi um i nto whi ch she had been bodily pl unged.

She was gl ad now that she had confessed her doubts and her
jealousy. She divined that a man in | ove may be flattered
by such involuntary betrayals, that there are nonments when
respect for his liberty appeals to himless than the
inability to respect it: noments so propitious that a
worman' s very m stakes and indiscretions may help to
establish her dominion. The sense of power she had been
aware of in talking to Darrow cane back with ten-fold force.
She felt like testing himby the nost fantastic exactions,

and at the sanme nmonment she | onged to hunble herself before



him to nake herself the shadow and echo of his npod. She
wanted to linger with himin a world of fancy and yet to
wal k at his side in the world of fact. She wanted himto
feel her power and yet to |love her for her ignorance and
humility. She felt like a slave, and a goddess, and a girl

in her teens..

Xl

Darrow, late that evening, threw hinself into an arncthair

before his fire and nused.

The room was propitious to neditation. The red-veiled |anp,
the corners of shadow, the splashes of firelight on the
curves of old full-bodi ed wardrobes and cabinets, gave it an
air of intimacy increased by its faded hangings, its
slightly frayed and threadbare rugs. Everything in it was
har moni ousl y shabby, with a subtle sought-for shabbiness in
whi ch Darrow fancied he discerned the touch of Fraser Leath.
But Fraser Leath had grown so uninportant a factor in the
schene of things that these marks of his presence caused the
young nan no enotion beyond that of a faint retrospective

anmusenent .

The afternoon and eveni ng had been perfect.

After a noment of concern over her step-son's departure,
Anna had surrendered herself to her happiness with an

i npetuosity that Darrow had never suspected in her. Early
in the afternoon they had gone out in the notor, traversing

mles of sober-tinted | andscape in which, here and there, a



scarl et vineyard flanmed, clattering through the streets of
stony villages, com ng out on | ow sl opes above the river, or
wi ndi ng through the pale gold of narrow wood-roads with the
blue of clear-cut hills at their end. Over everything lay a
fai nt sunshine that seened dissolved in the still air, and
the snell of wet roots and decaying | eaves was nerged in the
pungent scent of burning underbrush. Once, at the turn of a
wal | , they stopped the notor before a ruined gateway and,
stunbling along a road full of ruts, stood before a little
ol d deserted house, fantastically carved and chi nmeyed,
which lay in a noat under the shade of ancient trees. They
paced the paths between the trees, found a nouldy Tenpl e of
Love on an islet anong reeds and plantains, and, sitting on
a bench in the stabl e-yard, watched the pigeons circling
agai nst the sunset over their cot of patterned brick. Then

the notor flew on into the dusk..

When they came in they sat beside the fire in the oak

drawi ng-room and Darrow noticed how delicately her head
stood out against the sonbre panelling, and nused on the

enj oynment there would always be in the nmere fact of watching

her hands as they noved about anpbng the tea-things..

They dined | ate, and facing her across the table, with its
low lights and flowers, he felt an extraordinary pleasure in
seeing her again in evening dress, and in letting his eyes
dwel |l on the proud shy set of her head, the way her dark
hair clasped it, and the girlish thinness of her neck above
the slight swell of the breast. Hi s imagination was struck
by the quality of reticence in her beauty. She suggested a
fine portrait kept down to a few tones, or a Greek vase on

which the play of light is the only pattern



After dinner they went out on the terrace for a look at the
moon-ni sted park. Through the crepuscul ar whiteness the
trees hung in blotted nasses. Below the terrace, the garden
drew its dark diagrans between statues that stood like
muf fl ed conspirators on the edge of the shadow. Farther

of f, the meadows unrolled a silver-shot tissue to the
mantling of mist above the river; and the autumm stars
trenbl ed overhead like their own reflections seen in dim

wat er .

He Iit his cigar, and they wal ked slowy up and down the
flags in the languid air, till he put an arm about her
saying: "You nustn't stay till you're chilled"; then they
went back into the roomand drew up their chairs to the

fire.

It seemed only a nonment |ater that she said: "It nust be
after eleven,” and stood up and | ooked down on him smling
faintly. He sat still, absorbing the | ook, and thinking:
"There'll be evenings and evenings"--till she cane nearer
bent over him and with a hand on his shoul der said: "Cood

ni ght."

He got to his feet and put his arns about her

"Good night," he answered, and held her fast; and they gave

each other a long kiss of promise and conmuni on.

The menory of it glowed in himstill as he sat over his
crunbling fire; but beneath his physical exultation he felt
a certain gravity of nood. Hi s happiness was in sone sort
the rallying-point of many scattered purposes. He sunmed it

up vaguely by saying to hinmself that to be | oved by a wonman



li ke that made "all the difference"...He was a little tired
of experimenting on life; he wanted to "take a line", to
follow things up, to centralize and concentrate, and produce
results. Two or three nore years of diplonmacy--with her
beside him--and then their real |ife would begin: study,
travel and book-nmaking for him and for her--well, the joy,
at any rate, of getting out of an atnosphere of bric-a-brac

and card-leaving into the open air of conpeting activities.

The desire for change had for sone tine been latent in him
and his neeting with Ms. Leath the previous spring had
given it a definite direction. Wth such a conrade to focus
and stimulate his energies he felt nodestly but agreeably
sure of "doing sonething”". And under this assurance was the
| urking sense that he was sonehow worthy of his opportunity.
Hs life, on the whole, had been a creditable affair. Cut
of nodest chances and mddling talents he had built hinself
a fairly marked personality, known some exceptional peopl e,
done a nunber of interesting and a few rather difficult
things, and found hinself, at thirty-seven, possessed of an
intellectual anmbition sufficient to occupy the passage to a
robust and energetic old age. As for the private and
personal side of his life, it had cone up to the current
standards, and if it had dropped, now and then, below a nore
i deal measure, even these declines had been brief,
parenthetic, incidental. 1In the recognized essentials he
had al ways remained strictly within the linmt of his

scrupl es.

Fromthis reassuring survey of his case he came back to the
contenpl ation of its crowning felicity. H's mnd turned
again to his first neeting with Anna Summers and took up one

by one the threads of their faintly sketched romance. He



dwelt with pardonable pride on the fact that fate had so
early marked himfor the high privilege of possessing her:
it seemed to nmean that they had really, in the truest sense

of the ill-used phrase, been nade for each other

Deeper still than all these satisfactions was the nere

el emental sense of well-being in her presence. That, after
all, was what proved her to be the woman for him the

pl easure he took in the set of her head, the way her hair
grew on her forehead and at the nape, her steady gaze when
he spoke, the grave freedom of her gait and gestures. He
recall ed every detail of her face, the fine veinings of the
tenpl es, the bl uish-brown shadows in her upper lids, and the
way the reflections of two stars seened to form and break up

in her eyes when he held her close to him..

If he had had any doubt as to the nature of her feeling for
hi mthose dissolving stars would have allayed it. She was
reserved, she was shy even, was what the shall ow and

ef fusive would call "cold". She was like a picture so hung
that it can be seen only at a certain angle: an angle known
to no one but its possessor. The thought flattered his
sense of possessorship...He felt that the snile on his |lips
woul d have been fatuous had it had a witness. He was

t hi nki ng of her | ook when she had questioned hi m about his
meeting with Onen at the theatre: |ess of her words than of
her | ook, and of the effort the question cost her: the
reddeni ng of her cheek, the deepening of the strained |ine
bet ween her brows, the way her eyes sought shelter and then
turned and drew on him Pride and passion were in the
conflict--magnificent qualities in a wife! The sight al nost
made up for his nonentary enbarrassnent at the rousing of a

menmory which had no place in his present picture of hinself.



Yes! It was worth a good deal to watch that fight between
her instinct and her intelligence, and know one's self the

obj ect of the struggle..

M ngled with these sensations were considerations of another
order. He reflected with satisfaction that she was the kind
of woman with whom one would like to be seen in public. It
woul d be distinctly agreeable to follow her into draw ng-
roonms, to walk after her down the aisle of a theatre, to get
in and out of trains with her, to say "ny wife" of her to
all sorts of people. He draped these details in the
handsonme phrase "She's a worman to be proud of", and felt
that this fact sonmehow justified and ennobl ed his

i nstinctive boyish satisfaction in |oving her

He stood up, ranbled across the roomand | eaned out for a
while into the starry night. Then he dropped again into his

arnchair with a sigh of deep content.

"Ch, hang it," he suddenly exclained, "it's the best thing

that's ever happened to ne, anyhow "

The next day was even better. He felt, and knew she felt,
that they had reached a cl earer understandi ng of each other
It was as if, after a swimthrough bright opposing waves,
with a dazzle of sun in their eyes, they had gained an inlet
in the shades of a cliff, where they could float on the

still surface and gaze far down into the depths.

Now and then, as they wal ked and tal ked, he felt a thrill of
yout hful wonder at the coincidence of their views and their

experiences, at the way their mnds |eapt to the sane point



in the sane instant.

"The ol d delusion, | suppose,” he snmiled to hinself. "WII

Nat ure never tire of the trick?"

But he knew it was nore than that. There were noments in
their talk when he felt, distinctly and unm stakably, the
solid ground of friendship underneath the whirling dance of
his sensations. "How | should like her if I didn't |ove
her!" he sumed it up, wondering at the miracle of such a

uni on.

In the course of the norning a tel egram had conme from Oaen
Leat h, announci ng that he, his grandnother and Effie woul d
arrive fromDijon that afternoon at four. The station of the
main line was eight or ten nmles fromGvre, and Anna, soon

after three, left in the notor to neet the travell ers.

When she had gone Darrow started for a wal k, planning to get
back late, in order that the reunited fanmly nmight have the
end of the afternoon to thenmselves. He roamed the country-
side till long after dark, and the stable-clock of Gvre was

striking seven as he wal ked up the avenue to the court.

In the hall, com ng down the stairs, he encountered Anna.
Her face was serene, and his first glance showed hi mt hat
Onen had kept his word and that none of her forebodings had

been ful fill ed.

She had just cone down fromthe school-room where Effie and
t he governess were having supper; the little girl, she told
him | ooked i mensely better for her Swi ss holiday, but was

dropping with sleep after the journey, and too tired to nake



her habitual appearance in the draw ng-room before being put
to bed. Madane de Chantelle was resting, but would be down
for dinner; and as for Owen, Anna supposed he was off
somewhere in the park--he had a passion for prowing about

the park at nightfall..

Darrow fol |l owed her into the brown room where the tea-table
had been left for him He declined her offer of tea, but

she lingered a nonent to tell himthat Ownen had in fact kept
his word, and that Madane de Chantelle had cone back in the

best of hunmours, and unsuspicious of the blow about to fall.

"She has enjoyed her nonth at Quchy, and it has given her a
lot to talk about--her synptons, and the rival doctors, and
the people at the hotel. It seens she nmet your Anbassadress
there, and Lady Wantl ey, and sone ot her London friends of
yours, and she's heard what she calls 'delightful things
about you: she told nme to tell you so. She attaches great

i mportance to the fact that your grandnother was an Everard
of Al bany. She's prepared to open her arnms to you. | don't

know whether it won't make it harder for poor Oaen...the

contrast, | nean...There are no Anbassadresses or Everards
to vouch for H' S choice! But you'll help ne, won't you?
You'll help me to help hin? To-nmorrow I'Il tell you the

rest. Now | nust rush up and tuck in Effie..."

"Ch, you'll see, we'll pull it off for him" he assured her

"together, we can't fail to pull it off."

He stood and watched her with a snmle as she fled down the

half-1it vista to the hall.



XV

If Darrow, on entering the draw ng-room before dinner
exam ned its new occupant with unusual interest, it was nore

on Onen Leath's account than his own.

Anna's hints had roused his interest in the lad's |ove
affair, and he wondered what manner of girl the heroine of
the coning conflict might be. He had guessed that Onen's
rebellion synbolized for his step-nother her own | ong
struggl e agai nst the Leath conventions, and he understood
that if Anna so passionately abetted himit was partly
because, as she owned, she wanted his |iberation to coincide

with hers.

The | ady who was to represent, in the inpending struggle,
the forces of order and tradition was seated by the fire
when Darrow entered. Anong the flowers and old furniture of
the | arge pal e-panelled room Madane de Chantelle had the

i nani mat e el egance of a figure introduced into a "still-
life" to give the scale. And this, Darrow refl ected, was
exactly what she doubtl ess regarded as her chief obligation
he was sure she thought a great deal of "neasure", and
approved of nobst things only up to a certain point.

She was a wonman of sixty, with a figure at once young and

ol d-fashioned. Her fair faded tints, her quaint corseting,
the passenenterie on her tight-waisted dress, the vel vet
band on her tapering arm made her resenble a "carte de
visite" photograph of the mddle sixties. One saw her
younger but no less invincibly lady-like, leaning on a chair
with a fringed back, a curl in her neck, a |ocket on her
tuckered bosom toward the end of an enbossed norocco al bum

begi nning with The Beauties of the Second Enpire.



She received her daughter-in-law s suitor with an affability
whi ch inplied her knowl edge and approval of his suit.

Darrow had al ready guessed her to be a person who woul d
instinctively oppose any suggested changes, and then, after
one had exhausted one's main argunents, unexpectedly yield
to sone snall incidental reason, and adhere doggedly to her
new position. She boasted of her ol d-fashioned prejudices,
tal ked a good deal of being a grandnother, and nade a show
of reaching up to tap Omen's shoul der, though his height was

little nmore than hers.

She was full of a small pale prattle about the people she
had seen at Quchy, as to whom she had the nminute statistica
i nformati on of a gazetteer, w thout any apparent sense of
personal differences. She said to Darrow. "They tell ne
things are very nuch changed in Anerica...Of course in ny
youth there WAS a Society"...She had no desire to return
there she was sure the standards nust be so different.
"There are charm ng peopl e everywhere...and one nust al ways
| ook on the best side...but when one has lived anong
Traditions it's difficult to adapt one's self to the new

i deas. .. These dreadful views of nmarriage...it's so hard to
explain themto nmy French relations...|'mthankful to say I
don't pretend to understand them nysel f! But YOU RE an
Everard--1 told Anna last spring in London that one sees

that instantly"..

She wandered off to the cooking and the service of the hotel
at Quchy. She attached great inportance to gastronomnc
details and to the manners of hotel servants. There, too,
there was a falling off, she said. "I don t know, of

course; but people say it's owing to the Americans.



Certainly ny waiter had a way of slapping down the

di shes...they tell ne that many of themare

Anar chi sts...belong to Unions, you know." She appealed to
Darrow s reported know edge of economic conditions to

confirmthis om nous runour.

After dinner Omen Leath wandered into the next room where
the piano stood, and began to play anong the shadows. His
step-not her presently joined him and Darrow sat alone with

Madanme de Chantell e.

She took up the thread of her mld chat and carried it on at
the sane pace as her knitting. Her conversation resenbl ed
the |l arge | oose-stranded web between her fingers: now and
then she dropped a stitch, and went on regardl ess of the gap

in the pattern.

Darrow listened with a | azy sense of well-being. 1In the
mental lull of the after-dinner hour, with harnoni ous
menories nmurnuring through his mnd, and the soft tints and
shadowy spaces of the fine old roomcharm ng his eyes to

i ndol ence, Madane de Chantelle's discourse seemed not out of
pl ace. He could understand that, in the long run, the

at nrosphere of G vre mght be suffocating; but in his present

mood its very linmitations had a grace.

Presently he found the chance to say a word in his own
behal f; and thereupon neasured the advantage, never before
particularly apparent to him of being related to the
Everards of Al bany. Madanme de Chantelle's conception of her
native country--to which she had not returned since her
twentieth year--rem nded himof an anci ent geographer's map

of the Hyperborean regions. It was all a foggy blank, from



whi ch only one or two fixed outlines energed; and one of

t hese belonged to the Everards of Al bany.

The fact that they offered such firmfooting--forned, so to
speak, a friendly territory on which the opposing powers
could neet and treat--hel ped himthrough the task of
expl ai ning and justifying hinmself as the successor of Fraser
Leath. Madane de Chantelle could not resist such

i ncontestable clains. She seened to feel her son's hovering
and di scrimnating presence, and she gave Darrow the sense
that he was being tested and approved as a last addition to

the Leath Col | ection.

She al so made hi m aware of the i mense advant age he
possessed in belonging to the diplomatic profession. She
spoke of this humdrumcalling as a Career, and gave Darrow
to understand that she supposed himto have been seduci ng
Duchesses when he was not negotiating Treaties. He heard
agai n quai nt phrases which romantic old | adies had used in
his youth: "Brilliant diplomatic society...socia

advant ages...the entree everywhere...nothing el se

FORMS a young man in the same way..." and she sighingly
added that she could have w shed her grandson had chosen the

sane path to glory.

Darrow prudently suppressed his own view of the profession
as well as the fact that he had adopted it provisionally,
and for reasons |less social than sociological; and the talk

presently passed on to the subject of his future plans.

Here again, Madane de Chantelle's awe of the Career nade her
admt the necessity of Anna's consenting to an early
marriage. The fact that Darrow was "ordered" to South

Anerica seenmed to put himin the romantic |ight of a young



sol dier charged to lead a forlorn hope: she sighed and said:

"At such nonents a wife's duty is at her husband's side."

The problem of Effie's future night have disturbed her, she
added; but since Anna, for a time, consented to | eave the
little girl with her, that problemwas at any rate deferred
She spoke plaintively of the responsibility of |ooking after
her granddaughter, but Darrow divined that she enjoyed the
flavour of the word nore than she felt the weight of the

fact.

"Effie's a perfect child. She's nore |ike ny son, perhaps,
than dear Onen. She'll never intentionally give nme the

| east trouble. But of course the responsibility will be
great...l'mnot sure | should dare to undertake it if it
were not for her having such a treasure of a governess. Has
Anna told you about our little governess? After all the
worry we had | ast year, with one inpossible creature after
another, it seems providential, just now, to have found her.
At first we were afraid she was too young; but now we've the
greatest confidence in her. So clever and anusing--and
SUCH a lady! | don't say her education's all it might
be...no drawi ng or singing...but one can't have everything;

and she speaks Italian..."

Madane de Chantelle's fond insistence on the |ikeness
between Effie Leath and her father, if not particularly
gratifying to Darrow, had at |east increased his desire to
see the little girl. It gave himan odd feeling of

di sconfort to think that she should have any of the
characteristics of the |ate Fraser Leath: he had, somehow
fantastically pictured her as the nystical offspring of the

early tenderness between hinself and Anna Summers.



Hi s encounter with Effie took place the next norning, on the
| awn bel ow the terrace, where he found her, in the early
sunshi ne, knocki ng about golf balls wth her brother

Al npost at once, and with infinite relief, he saw that the
resenbl ance of whi ch Madane de Chantell e boasted was mainly
external. Even that discovery was slightly distasteful

t hough Darrow was forced to own that Fraser Leath's
straight-featured fairness had lent itself to the production
of a peculiarly finished inmage of childish purity. But it
was evident that other elenents had al so gone to the naking
of Effie, and that another spirit sat in her eyes. Her
serious handshake, her "pretty" greeting, were worthy of the
Leath tradition, and he guessed her to be nore nualleable
than Oanen, nore subject to the influences of Gvre; but the
shout with which she returned to her ronp had in it the note

of her nother's enancipation

He had begged a holiday for her, and when Ms. Leath
appeared he and she and the little girl went off for a
ranbl e. Anna wi shed her daughter to have tinme to nmake
friends with Darrow before learning in what relation he was
to stand to her; and the three roaned the woods and fields
till the distant chinme of the stable-clock made them turn

back for |uncheon.

Effie, who was attended by a shaggy terrier, had picked up
two or three subordinate dogs at the stable; and as she
trotted on ahead with her yapping escort, Anna hung back to

throw a | ook at Darrow.

"Yes," he answered it, "she's exquisite...Oh, | see what |'m

asking of you! But she'll be quite happy here, won't she?



And you nust renenber it won't be for long..."

Anna si ghed her acqui escence. "Ch, she'll be happy here.
It's her nature to be happy. She'll apply herself to it,
consci entiously, as she does to her |essons, and to what she
calls "being good'...In a way, you see, that's just what
worries ne. Her idea of 'being good' is to please the
person she's with--she puts her whole dear little mnd on

it! And so, if ever she's with the wong person----"

"But surely there's no danger of that just now? Madane de
Chantelle tells nme that you' ve at |last put your hand on a

perfect governess----"

Anna, wi thout answering, glanced away from himtoward her

daught er.

"I't's lucky, at any rate," Darrow continued, "that Madane de

Chantell e thinks her so."

"Ch, | think very highly of her too."

"Hi ghly enough to feel quite satisfied to | eave her with

Effie?"

"Yes. She's just the person for Effie. Only, of course,
one never knows...She's young, and she might take it into
her head to | eave us..." After a pause she added: "I'm

natural |l y anxi ous to know what you think of her.”

When they entered the house the hands of the hall clock
stood within a few m nutes of the |uncheon hour. Anna |ed
Effie off to have her hair snoot hed and Darrow wandered into

the oak sitting-room which he found untenanted. The sun



| ay pleasantly on its brow walls, on the scattered books
and the flowers in old porcelain vases. 1In his eyes
lingered the vision of the dark-haired nother nounting the
stairs with her little fair daughter. The contrast between
them seened a | ast touch of grace in the conpl ex harnony of
things. He stood in the wi ndow, |ooking out at the park,

and broodi ng i nwardly upon his happiness..

He was roused by Effie's voice and the scanper of her feet

down the long floors behind him

"Here he is! Here he is!" she cried, flying over the

t hr eshol d.

He turned and stooped to her with a snmle, and as she caught
hi s hand he perceived that she was trying to draw hi mtoward
some one who had paused behind her in the doorway, and whom

he supposed to be her nother.

"HERE he is!" Effie repeated, with her sweet inpatience.

The figure in the doorway cane forward and Darrow, | ooking
up, found hinself face to face with Sophy Viner. They stood
still, a yard or two apart, and | ooked at each other wi thout

speaki ng.

As they paused there, a shadow fell across one of the
terrace wi ndows, and Oamen Leath stepped whistling into the
room In his rough shooting clothes, with the gl ow of
exerci se under his fair skin, he | ooked extraordinarily
light-hearted and happy. Darrow, with a quick side-glance,
noticed this, and perceived also that the glow on the

youth's cheek had deepened suddenly to red. He too stopped



short, and the three stood there notionless for a barely
perceptible beat of time. During its |apse, Darrow s eyes
had turned back from Oaen's face to that of the girl between
them He had the sense that, whatever was done, it was he
who nmust do it, and that it nust be done immediately. He

went forward and held out his hand.

"How do you do, M ss Viner?"

She answered: "How do you do?" in a voice that sounded clear
and natural; and the next nonment he again becane aware of

steps behind him and knew that Ms. Leath was in the room

To his strained senses there seened to be another just
measur abl e pause before Anna said, |ooking gaily about the
little group: "Has Owen introduced you? This is Effie's

friend, Mss Viner."

Effie, still hanging on her governess's arm pressed herself
closer with a little gesture of appropriation; and Mss

Viner laid her hand on her pupil's hair.

Darrow felt that Anna's eyes had turned to him

"I think Mss Viner and | have net already--several years

ago in London."

"I remenber," said Sophy Viner, in the sane clear voice

"How charming! Then we're all friends. But |uncheon nust be

ready," said Ms. Leath.

She turned back to the door, and the little procession noved

down the two |l ong drawi ng-roons, with Effie waltzing on



ahead.

Madane de Chantelle and Anna had pl anned, for the afternoon,
a visit to a remptely situated acquai ntance whom the

i ntroduction of the notor had transforned into a nei ghbour
Effie was to pay for her norning' s holiday by an hour or two
in the school -room and Owen suggested that he and Darrow
shoul d bet ake thenselves to a distant covert in the

desultory quest for pheasants.

Darrow was not an ardent sportsnman, but any pretext for
physi cal activity would have been acceptabl e at the nonent;
and he was glad both to get away fromthe house and not to

be left to hinself.

Wien he came downstairs the notor was at the door, and Anna
stood before the hall mrror, swathing her hat in veils.
She turned at the sound of his step and snmled at himfor a

I ong full nonent.

"I'"d no idea you knew M ss Viner," she said, as he hel ped

her into her |ong coat.

"I't cane back to ne, luckily, that I'd seen her two or three
times in London, several years ago. She was secretary, or
sonmet hing of the sort, in the background of a house where |

used to dine."

He | oathed the slighting indifference of the phrase, but he



had uttered it deliberately, had been secretly practising it
all through the interm nable hour at the |uncheon-table.

Now that it was spoken, he shivered at its note of
condescension. |In such cases one was al nost sure to

overdo...But Anna seened to notice nothing unusual

"WAs she really? You nust tell ne all about it--tell me
exactly how she struck you. I'mso glad it turns out that

you know her."

"'*Know is rather exaggerated: we used to pass each other on

the stairs."

Madanme de Chantelle and Onmen appeared toget her as he spoke,
and Anna, gathering up her waps, said: "You'll tell ne

about that, then. Try and renenber everything you can."

As he tranped t hrough the woods at his young host's side,
Darrow felt the partial relief fromthought produced by
exercise and the obligation to talk. Little as he cared for
shooting, he had the habit of concentration which nmakes it
natural for a man to throw hinself wholly into whatever

busi ness he has in hand, and there were nonments of the

aft ernoon when a sudden whirr in the undergrowth, a vivider
gl eam agai nst the hazy browns and greys of the woods, was
enough to fill the foreground of his attention. But all the
whil e, behind these voluntarily enphasi zed sensations, his
secret consciousness continued to revolve on a | oud wheel of
thought. For atinme it seenmed to be sweeping himthrough
deep gul fs of darkness. His sensations were too swift and
swarnming to be disentangled. He had an al nost physica
sense of struggling for air, of battling helplessly with

mat eri al obstructions, as though the russet covert through

whi ch he trudged were the heart of a naleficent jungle..



Snat ches of his conpanion's talk drifted to him
intermttently through the confusion of his thoughts. He
caught eager self-revealing phrases, and understood that
Onen was sayi ng things about hinself, perhaps hinting
indirectly at the hopes for which Darrow had been prepared
by Anna's confidences. He had al ready becone aware that the
lad liked him and had neant to take the first opportunity
of showi ng that he reciprocated the feeling. But the effort
of fixing his attention on Omen's words was so great that it
left no power for nore than the briefest and nost

i nexpressive replies.

Young Leath, it appeared, felt that he had reached a
turning-point in his career, a height fromwhich he could
inmpartially survey his past progress and projected
endeavour. At one tinme he had had nusical and literary
yearni ngs, visions of desultory artistic indul gence; but
these had of |ate been superseded by the resolute

determination to plunge into practical life.

"I don't want, you see," Darrow heard himexplaining, "to
drift into what nmy grandnother, poor dear, is trying to nake
of me: an adjunct of Gvre. | don't want--hang it all!--to
slip into collecting sensations as ny father collected

snuf f-boxes. | want Effie to have Gvre--it's ny

grandnot her's, you know, to do as she likes with; and |'ve

understood lately that if it belonged to ne it would

gradual Iy gobble me up. | want to get out of it, into a
life that's big and ugly and struggling. |If | can extract
beauty out of THAT, so nuch the better: that'll prove ny

vocation. But | want to MAKE beauty, not be drowned in

the ready-made, like a bee in a pot of honey."



Darrow knew t hat he was being appealed to for corroboration
of these views and for encouragenent in the course to which
they pointed. To his own ears his answers sounded now curt,
now irrel evant: at one nonent he seened chillingly
indifferent, at another he heard hinmself |aunching out on a
fl ood of hazy discursiveness. He dared not | ook at Oaen,
for fear of detecting the lad's surprise at these sensel ess
transitions. And through the confusion of his inward
struggl es and outward | oquacity he heard the ceasel ess trip-
hanmer beat of the question: "What in God's nane shall

do?"...

To get back to the house before Anna's return seened his
nmost pressing necessity. He did not clearly know why: he
simply felt that he ought to be there. At one nonment it
occurred to himthat Mss Viner nmight want to speak to him
al one--and again, in the sane flash, that it would probably
be the last thing she would want...At any rate, he felt he
ought to try to speak to HER, or at |east be prepared to

do so, if the chance shoul d occur..

Finally, toward four, he told his conpanion that he had some
letters on his nmnd and nust get back to the house and
despatch them before the ladies returned. He left Omven with
the beater and wal ked on to the edge of the covert. At the
park gates he struck obliquely through the trees, follow ng
a grass avenue at the end of which he had caught a glinpse
of the roof of the chapel. A grey haze had blotted out the
sun and the still air clung about himtepidly. At length
the house-front raised before himits expanse of danp-
silvered brick, and he was struck afresh by the high decorum

of its calmlines and soberly nassed surfaces. It nade him



feel, in the turbid coil of his fears and passions, like a
muddy tranp forcing his way into sonme pure sequestered

shrine. .

By and bye, he knew, he should have to think the conplex
horror out, slowy, systematically, bit by bit; but for the
monent it was whirling himabout so fast that he coul d just
clutch at its sharp spikes and be tossed off again. Only
one definite inmediate fact stuck in his quivering grasp.
He nmust give the girl every chance--nust hold hinself

passive till she had taken them..

In the court Effie ran up to himwith her leaping terrier

"I was coming out to neet you--you and Owen. M ss Viner was
comi ng, too, and then she couldn't because she's got such a
headache. |I'mafraid | gave it to her because | did ny
division so disgracefully. It's too bad, isn't it? But
won't you wal k back with ne? Nurse won't nmind the |least bit;

she'd so nuch rather go in to tea."

Darrow excused hinsel f | aughingly, on the plea that he had
letters to wite, which was nuch worse than having a

headache, and not infrequently resulted in one.

"Ch, then you can go and wite themin Owen's study. That's

where gentlemen always wite their letters.™

She flew on with her dog and Darrow pursued his way to the
house. Effie's suggestion struck himas useful. He had
pi ctured hinsel f as vaguely drifting about the draw ng-
rooms, and had perceived the difficulty of Mss Viner's

having to seek himthere; but the study, a snall roomon the



right of the hall, was in easy sight fromthe staircase, and
so situated that there would be nothing marked in his being

found there in talk with her.

He went in, |eaving the door open, and sat down at the
witing-table. The roomwas a friendly heterogeneous place,
the one repository, in the well-ordered and anpl y-servanted
house, of all its unclassified odds and ends: Effie's
croquet - box and fishing rods, Omen's guns and gol f-sticks
and racquets, his step-mother's flower-baskets and gardening
i npl ements, even Madame de Chantelle's enbroidery frame, and
the back nunbers of the Catholic Weekly. The early twilight
had begun to fall, and presently a slanting ray across the
desk showed Darrow that a servant was com ng across the hal
with a lanp. He pulled out a sheet of note-paper and began
to wite at random while the man, entering, put the |anp at
hi s el bow and vaguely "strai ghtened" the heap of newspapers
tossed on the divan. Then his steps died away and Darrow

sat leaning his head on his | ocked hands.

Presently anot her step sounded on the stairs, wavered a
monent and then noved past the threshold of the study.
Darrow got up and wal ked into the hall, which was stil
unlighted. In the di mess he saw Sophy Vi ner standi ng by
the hall door in her hat and jacket. She stopped at sight
of him her hand on the door-bolt, and they stood for a

second wi t hout speaking.

"Have you seen Effie?" she suddenly asked. "She went out to

meet you."

"She DID neet ne, just now, in the court. She's gone on

to join her brother."



Darrow spoke as naturally as he could, but his voice sounded

to his own ears |like an amateur actor's in a "light" part.

M ss Viner, wthout answering, drew back the bolt. He
wat ched her in silence as the door swung open; then he said:
"She has her

nurse with her. She won't be long."

She stood irresolute, and he added: "I was witing in there

--won't you cone and have a little talk? Every one's out."

The last words struck himas not well-chosen, but there was
no time to choose. She paused a second | onger and then
crossed the threshold of the study. At |uncheon she had sat
with her back to the wi ndow, and beyond noting that she had
grown a little thinner, and had | ess colour and vivacity, he
had seen no change in her; but now, as the lanplight fell on

her face, its whiteness startled him

"Poor thing...poor thing...what in heaven's nanme can she

suppose?" he wonder ed.

"Do sit down--1 want to talk to you," he said and pushed a

chair toward her.

She did not seemto see it, or, if she did, she deliberately
chose another seat. He cane back to his own chair and
|l eaned his el bows on the blotter. She faced himfromthe

farther side of the table.

"You promised to |l et me hear fromyou now and then," he

began awkwardly, and with a sharp sense of his awkwar dness.



A faint smle nade her face nore tragic. "Did |? There was
nothing to tell. 1've had no history--1ike the happy

countries..."

He waited a noment before asking: "You ARE happy here?"

"I WAS," she said with a faint enphasis.

"Why do you say 'was'? You're surely not thinking of going?
There can't be kinder people anywhere." Darrow hardly knew
what he was saying; but her answer cane to himwi th deadly

defini teness.

"l suppose it depends on you whether | go or stay.”

"On nme?" He stared at her across Omen's scattered papers.

"Good God! What can you think of nme, to say that?"

The nockery of the question flashed back at him from her
wr et ched face. She stood up, wandered away, and | eaned an
instant in the darkening wi ndowfrane. Fromthere she
turned to fling back at him "Don't inagine |'mthe | east

bit sorry for anything!"

He steadied his el bows on the table and hid his face in his
hands. It was harder, oh, damably harder, than he had
expected! Argunments, expedients, palliations, evasions, al
seenmed to be slipping anay fromhim he was left face to
face with the nmere graceless fact of his inferiority. He
lifted his head to ask at random "You've been here, then

ever since?"

"Since June; yes. It turned out that the Farlows were

hunting for ne--all the while--for this.”



She stood facing him her back to the wi ndow, evidently

i mpatient to be gone, yet with sonething still to say, or
that she expected to hear himsay. The sense of her
expectancy benunbed him Wat in heaven's nanme coul d he say

to her that was not an offense or a nockery?

"Your idea of the theatre--you gave that up at once, then?"

"Ch, the theatre!" She gave a little laugh. "I couldn't
wait for the theatre. | had to take the first thing that

offered; | took this."

He pushed on haltingly: "lI'mglad--extrenmely glad--you're
happy here...l'd counted on your letting me know if there
was anything | could do...The theatre, now-if you stil
regret it--if you're not contented here...|l know people in
that line in London--I"mcertain | can manage it for you

when | get back----"

She noved up to the table and | eaned over it to ask, in a
voi ce that was hardly above a whisper: "Then you DO want

me to leave? |Is that it?"

He dropped his arms with a groan. "Good heavens! How can
you think such things? At the time, you know, | begged you
to let me do what | could, but you wouldn't hear of it...and
ever since |'ve been wanting to be of use--to do sonething,

anything, to help you..."

She heard hi mthrough, notionless, wthout a quiver of the

cl asped hands she rested on the edge of the table.



"I'f you want to help nme, then--you can help ne to stay

here," she brought out with lowtoned intensity.

Through the stillness of the pause which followed, the bray
of a notor-horn sounded far down the drive. Instantly she
turned, with a last white look at him and fled fromthe
roomand up the stairs. He stood notionless, benunbed by
the shock of her last words. She was afraid, then--afraid
of him-sick with fear of him The discovery beat hi mdown

to a | ower depth..

The motor-horn sounded again, close at hand, and he turned
and went up to his room Hs letter-witing was a
sufficient pretext for not inmrediately joining the party
about the tea-table, and he wanted to be alone and try to

put a little order into his tunultuous thinking.

Upstairs, the roomheld out the intimte welcone of its |anmp
and fire. Everything in it exhaled the sane sense of peace
and stability which, two evenings before, had lulled himto
compl acent neditation. Hi s arnchair again invited himfrom
the hearth, but he was too agitated to sit still, and with
sunk head and hands cl asped behi nd his back he began to

wander up and down the room

Hs five mnutes with Sophy Viner had flashed strange lights
into the shadowy corners of his consciousness. The girl's
absol ute candour, her hard ardent honesty, was for the
monent the vividest point in his thoughts. He wondered anew,
as he had wondered before, at the way in which the harsh
discipline of life had stripped her of fal se sentinent

wi t hout |aying the |east touch on her pride. Wen they had
parted, five nonths before, she had quietly but decidedly

rejected all his offers of help, even to the suggestion of



his trying to further her theatrical ains: she had nade it
clear that she wished their brief alliance to | eave no trace
on their lives save that of its own smling nmenory. But now
that they were unexpectedly confronted in a situation which
seermed, to her terrified fancy, to put her at his mercy, her
first inmpulse was to defend her right to the place she had
won, and to learn as quickly as possible if he neant to
dispute it. Wile he had pictured her as shrinking away
fromhimin a trenor of self-effacenent she had watched his
nmovenent s, nmade sure of her opportunity, and cone straight
down to "have it out” with him He was so struck by the
frankness and energy of the proceeding that for a nonent he

| ost sight of the view of his own character inplied init.

"Poor thing...poor thing!" he could only go on saying; and
with the repetition of the words the picture of hinself as

she nust see himpitiably took shape again.

He understood then, for the first tine, how vague, in
conparison with hers, had been his own vision of the part he
had played in the brief episode of their relation. The
incident had left in hima sense of exasperation and self-
contenpt, but that, as he now perceived, was chiefly, if not
altogether, as it bore on his preconceived ideal of his
attitude toward another woman. He had fallen bel ow his own
standard of sentinental loyalty, and if he thought of Sophy
Viner it was mainly as the chance instrument of his |apse.
These considerations were not agreeable to his pride, but
they were forced on himby the exanple of her valiant
commn-sense. |If he had cut a sorry figure in the business,
he owed it to her not to close his eyes to the fact any

| onger. .



But when he opened them what did he see? The situation
detestabl e at best, would yet have been relatively sinple if
protecting Sophy Viner had been the only duty involved in
it. The fact that that duty was paramount did not do away
with the contingent obligations. It was Darrow s instinct,
in difficult nonents, to go straight to the bottom of the
difficulty; but he had never before had to take so dark a
dive as this, and for the mnute he shivered on the
brink...Wll, his first duty, at any rate, was to the girl:
he nust let her see that he nmeant to fulfill it to the |ast
jot, and then try to find out how to square the fulfill nment

with the other problens already in his path..

In the oak room he found Ms. Leath, her nother-in-law and
Effie. The group, as he cane toward it down the |ong

dr awi ng-roons, conposed itself prettily about the tea-table.
The | anps and the fire crossed their gleans on silver and
porcel ain, on the bright haze of Effie's hair and on the
whi t eness of Anna's forehead, as she | eaned back in her

chair behind the tea-urn

She did not nove at Darrow s approach, but lifted to hima
deep gaze of peace and confidence. The |ook seened to throw
about himthe spell of a divine security: he felt the joy of
a conval escent suddenly waking to find the sunlight on his

f ace.

Madane de Chantelle, across her knitting, discoursed of

their afternoon's excursion, with occasional pauses induced



by the hypnotic effect of the fresh air; and Effie,
kneeling, on the hearth, softly but insistently sought to
inmplant in her terrier's mnd sone notion of the relation

between a vertical attitude and sugar

Darrow took a chair behind the little girl, so that he mi ght
| ook across at her nother. It was al nost a necessity for
him at the nonment, to let his eyes rest on Anna's face, and

to neet, now and then, the proud shyness of her gaze.

Madane de Chantelle presently enquired what had becone of
Ownen, and a nonent |ater the w ndow behind her opened, and
her grandson, gun in hand, canme in fromthe terrace. As he
stood there in the lanp-light, with dead | eaves and bits of
branmble clinging to his nud-spattered cl othes, the scent of
the night about himand its chill on his pale bright face,
he really had the | ook of a young faun strayed in fromthe

forest.

Effi e abandoned the terrier to fly to him "Oh, Oaen, where
in the world have you been? | walked miles and nmiles with
Nurse and couldn't find you, and we net Jean and he said he

didn't know where you'd gone.”

"Nobody knows where | go, or what | see when | get there--

that's the beauty of it!" he |aughed back at her. "But if

you're good," he added, "I'Il tell you about it one of these
days. "
"Ch, now, Onen, now | don't really believe I'lI|l ever be

much better than | am now. "

"Let Owen have his tea first," her nother suggested; but the



young nan, declining the offer, propped his gun agai nst the
wal |, and, lighting a cigarette, began to pace up and down
the roomin a way that rem nded Darrow of his own caged
wanderings. Effie pursued himwi th her blandi shnents, and
for a while he poured out to her a | ow voiced stream of
nonsense; then he sat down beside his step-nother and | eaned

over to help hinself to tea

"Where's M ss Viner?" he asked, as Effie clinbed up on him

"Why isn't she here to chain up this ungovernabl e infant?"

"Poor Mss Viner has a headache. Effie says she went to her
room as soon as |essons were over, and sent word that she

woul dn't be down for tea."

"Ah," said Omen, abruptly setting down his cup. He stood
up, lit another cigarette, and wandered away to the piano in

t he room beyond.

Fromthe twilight where he sat a lonely music, borne on
fantastic chords, floated to the group about the tea-table.
Under its influence Madane de Chantelle's neditative pauses
increased in length and frequency, and Effie stretched
herself on the hearth, her drowsy head agai nst the dog.
Presently her nurse appeared, and Anna rose at the same
time. "Stop a minute in nmy sitting-roomon your way up,"

she paused to say to Darrow as she went.

A few hours earlier, her request would have brought him
instantly to his feet. She had given him on the day of his
arrival, an inviting glinpse of the spaci ous book-lined room
above stairs in which she had gathered together all the
tokens of her personal tastes: the retreat in which, as one

m ght fancy, Anna Leath had hi dden the restl ess ghost of



Anna Summers; and the thought of a talk with her there had
been in his mnd ever since. But now he sat notionl ess, as
i f spell-bound by the play of Madane de Chantelle's needl es

and the pul sations of Omen's fitful mnusic.

"She will want to ask ne about the girl," he repeated to
hinmself, with a fresh sense of the insidious taint that
enbittered all his thoughts; the hand of the sl ender-

col umed cl ock on the nantel - pi ece had spanned a hal f - hour

bef ore shanme at his own indecision finally drew himto his

f eet.

From her witing-table, where she sat over a pile of

letters, Anna lifted her happy smile. The inpulse to press
his lips to it nade himcone cl ose and draw her upward. She
threw her head back, as if surprised at the abruptness of
the gesture; then her face leaned to his with the slow droop
of a flower. He felt again the sweep of the secret tides,

and all his fears went down in them

She sat down in the sofa-corner by the fire and he drew an
arnchair close to her. H s gaze roanmed peacefully about the

qui et room

"It's just like you--it is you," he said, as his eyes cane

back to her.

"It's a good place to be alone in--1 don't think |I've ever

before cared to talk with any one here.™

"Let's be quiet, then: it's the best way of talking."

"Yes; but we nust save it up till later. There are things



want to say to you now. "

He | eaned back in his chair. "Say them then, and |'I|
listen."
"Ch, no. | want you to tell me about Mss Viner."

"About M ss Viner?" He sumoned up a | ook of faint

i nterrogation.

He t hought she seened surprised at his surprise. "It's
important, naturally,"” she explained, "that | should find

out all | can about her before |I |eave."

"Important on Effie's account?"

"On Effie's account--of course.”

"Of course...But you've every reason to be satisfied,

haven't you?"

"Every apparent reason. W all like her. Effie' s very fond
of her, and she seens to have a delightful influence on the
child. But we know so little, after all--about her

ant ecedents, | mean, and her past history. That's why I

want you to try and recall everything you heard about her

when you used to see her in London."

"Ch, on that score |'mafraid | sha'n't be of nuch use. As |
told you, she was a mere shadow in the background of the

house | saw her in--and that was four or five years ago..."

"When she was with a Ms. Miurrett?"



"Yes; an appalling woman who runs a roaring dinner-factory
that used now and then to catch ne in its wheels. | escaped
fromthemlong ago; but in ny tine there used to be half a
dozen fagged 'hands' to tend the nmachine, and M ss Viner was
one of them |I'mglad she's out of it, poor girl!"

"Then you never really saw anyt hing of her there?"

"I never had the chance. Ms. Mirrett discouraged any

conpetition on the part of her subordi nates."”

"Especially such pretty ones, | suppose?" Darrow nade no
conment, and she continued: "And Ms. Mirrett's own opinion
--if she'd offered you one--probably woul dn't have been of

much val ue?"

"Only in so far as her disapproval would, on genera
principles, have been a good mark for Mss Viner. But

surely,” he went on after a pause, "you could have found out
about her fromthe peopl e through whomyou first heard of

her ?"

Anna sniled. "Oh, we heard of her through Adel ai de Painter
--;" and in reply to his glance of interrogation she

expl ained that the lady in question was a spinster of South
Brai ntree, Massachusetts, who, having come to Paris sone
thirty years earlier, to nurse a brother through an ill ness,
had ever since protestingly and provisionally canped there
in a state of contenptuous protestation oddly nanifested by
her never taking the slip-covers off her draw ng-room
chairs. Her long residence on Gallic soil had not mtigated
her hostility toward the creed and custons of the race, but
t hough she always referred to the Catholic Church as the

Scarl et Wonan and took the darkest views of French private

Iife, Madane de Chantelle placed great reliance on her



j udgnent and experience, and in every donestic crisis the

i rreduci bl e Adel ai de was i mredi ately summoned to G vre.

"It's all the odder because ny nother-in-law, since her
second marriage, has lived so nuch in the country that she's
practically lost sight of all her other Anerican friends.
Besi des whi ch, you can see how conpletely she has identified
herself with Monsieur de Chantelle's nationality and adopted
French habits and prejudi ces. Yet when anything goes wong
she always sends for Adel aide Painter, who's nore Anerican
than the Stars and Stripes, and m ght have left South

Brai ntree yesterday, if she hadn't, rather, brought it over

with her in her trunk."

Darrow | aughed. "Well, then, if South Braintree vouches for

Mss Viner----"

"Ch, but only indirectly. Wen we had that odious adventure
wi th Madenoi sell e Gruneau, who'd been so highly recomended
by Monsi eur de Chantelle's aunt, the Chanoi nesse, Adel ai de
was of course sent for, and she said at once: 'Il'mnot the

| east bit surprised. |'ve always told you that what you
wanted for Effie was a sweet American girl, and not one of
these nasty foreigners.' Unluckily she couldn't, at the
monent, put her hand on a sweet Anerican; but she presently
heard of Mss Viner through the Farlows, an excellent couple
who live in the Quartier Latin and wite about French life
for the American papers. | was only too thankful to find
anyone who was vouched for by decent people; and so far |'ve
had no cause to regret ny choice. But | know, after all
very little about Mss Viner; and there are all kinds of
reasons why | want, as soon as possible, to find out nore--

to find out all I can."



"Since you've got to leave Effie | understand your feeling
in that way. But is there, in such a case, any
recomendation worth half as nmuch as your own direct

experience?"

"No; and it's been so favourable that | was ready to accept
it as conclusive. Only, naturally, when | found you'd known
her in London | was in hopes you' d give ne sonme nore

specific reasons for liking her as nuch as |I do."

"I"'mafraid | can give you nothing nore specific than ny
general vague inpression that she seens very plucky and

extrenely nice."

"You don't, at any rate, know anything specific to the

contrary?"
"To the contrary? How should I? |'mnot conscious of ever
havi ng heard any one say two words about her. | only infer

that she nmust have pluck and character to have stuck it out

so long at Ms. Miurrett's."

"Yes, poor thing! She has pluck, certainly; and pride, too;

whi ch nust have nade it all the harder." Anna rose to her
feet. "You don't know how glad | amthat your inpression's
on the whole so good. | particularly wanted you to like
her."

He drew her to himwith a smle. "On that condition |I'm

prepared to | ove even Adel ai de Painter."

"l al nost hope you wont have the chance to--poor Adel ai de!



Her appearance here always coincides with a catastrophe.”

"Ch, then | nust nanage to neet her el sewhere." He held Anna
closer, saying to hinmself, as he snoot hed back the hair from
her forehead: "Wat does anything matter but just TH S?

--Must | go now?" he added al oud.

She answered absently: "It nust be tinme to dress"; then she
drew back a little and | aid her hands on his shoul ders. "M

| ove--oh, ny dear |ove!" she said.

It cane to himthat they were the first words of endearnent
he had heard her speak, and their rareness gave thema nagic
quality of reassurance, as though no danger could strike

t hrough such a shield.

A knock on the door nmade them draw apart. Anna lifted her
hand to her hair and Darrow stooped to exani ne a photograph

of Effie on the witing-table.

"Conme in!" Anna said.

The door opened and Sophy Viner entered. Seeing Darrow, she

drew back.

"Do cone in, Mss Viner," Anna repeated, |ooking at her

ki ndly.

The girl, a quick red in her cheeks, still hesitated on the

t hreshol d.

"I'"'mso sorry; but Effie has mislaid her Latin granmar, and
I thought she might have left it here. | need it to prepare

for tonorrow s | esson.”



"I's this it?" Darrow asked, picking up a book fromthe

t abl e.

"Ch, thank you!"

He held it out to her and she took it and nobved to the door

"WAit a minute, please, Mss Viner," Anna said; and as the
girl turned back, she went on with her quiet snmle: "Effie
told us you'd gone to your roomw th a headache. You nustn't

sit up over tonorrow s lessons if you don't feel well."

Sophy's bl ush deepened. "But you see | have to. Latin's one

of nmy weak points, and there's generally only one page of

this book between ne and Effie." She threw the words off
with a half-ironic snmle. "Do excuse ny disturbing you,"
she added.

"You didn't disturb me," Anna answered. Darrow perceived
that she was looking intently at the girl, as though struck
by sonething tense and trenul ous in her face, her voice, her
whol e mien and attitude. "You DO look tired. You'd

much better go straight to bed. Effie won't be sorry to skip

her Latin."

"Thank you--but |I'mreally all right,"” murnured Sophy Viner.
Her gl ance, making a swift circuit of the room dwelt for an
appreciable instant on the intinmate propinquity of armchair

and sofa-corner; then she turned back to the door.

BOX 111



At dinner that evening Madane de Chantelle's sl ender

monol ogue was thrown out over gulfs of silence. Omen was
still in the same state of noody abstraction as when Darrow
had | eft himat the piano; and even Anna's face, to her
friend's vigilant eye, reveal ed not, perhaps, a persona

preoccupation, but a vague sense of inpendi ng disturbance.

She snmiled, she bore a part in the talk, her eyes dwelt on
Darrow s with their usual deep reliance; but beneath the
surface of her serenity his tense perceptions detected a

hi dden stir.

He was sufficiently self-possessed to tell himself that it
was doubtl ess due to causes with which he was not directly
concerned. He knew the question of Omen's narriage was soon
to be raised, and the abrupt alteration in the young nman's
nmood nmade it seem probable that he was hinself the centre of
t he at nospheric disturbance, For a nonent it occurred to
Darrow t hat Anna m ght have enpl oyed her afternoon in
preparing Madane de Chantelle for her grandson's inpending
announcenent; but a glance at the elder |ady's unclouded
brow showed that he nmust seek el sewhere the clue to Onen's
taciturnity and his step-nother's concern. Possibly Anna
had found reason to change her own attitude in the matter,
and had rmade the change known to Omen. But this, again, was
negatived by the fact that, during the afternoon's shooting,
young Leath had been in a mood of al nost extravagant

expansi veness, and that, fromthe noment of his late return
to the house till just before dinner, there had been, to

Darrow s certain know edge, no possibility of a private talk



bet ween hi nsel f and hi s step-nother.

This obscured, if it narrowed, the field of conjecture; and
Darrow s gropi ngs threw hi mback on the conclusion that he
was probably reading too much significance into the noods of
a lad he hardly knew, and who had been described to himas
subj ect to sudden changes of humour. As to Anna's fancied
perturbation, it mght sinply be due to the fact that she
had decided to plead Oanen's cause the next day, and had
perhaps already had a glinpse of the difficulties awaiting
her. But Darrow knew that he was too deep in his own
perplexities to judge the nental state of those about him
It might be, after all, that the variations he felt in the
currents of conmmunication were caused by his own inward

trenor.

Such, at any rate, was the conclusion he had reached when,
shortly after the two ladies |left the drawi ng-room he bade
Ownen good-ni ght and went up to his room Ever since the
rapi d self-colloquy which had followed on his first sight of
Sophy Viner, he had known there were other questions to be
faced behind the one imediately confronting him On the
score of that one, at least, his mnd, if not easy, was
relieved. He had done what was possible to reassure the
girl, and she had apparently recogni zed the sincerity of his
intention. He had patched up as decent a concl usion as he
could to an incident that should obviously have had no
sequel ; but he had known all along that with the securing of
Mss Viner's peace of nmind only a part of his obligation was
di scharged, and that with that part his renaining duty was
inconflict. It had been his first business to convince the
girl that their secret was safe with him but it was far

fromeasy to square this with the equally urgent obligation



of safe-guarding Anna's responsibility toward her child.
Darrow was not much afraid of accidental disclosures. Both
he and Sophy Viner had too nuch at stake not to be on their
guard. The fear that beset himwas of another kind, and had
a profounder source. He wanted to do all he could for the
girl, but the fact of having had to urge Anna to confide
Effie to her was peculiarly repugnant to him H's own ideas
about Sophy Viner were too mxed and indeterm nate for him
not to feel the risk of such an experinent; yet he found
hinself in the intolerable position of appearing to press it

on the woman he desired above all others to protect..

Till late in the night his thoughts revolved in a turnoil of
i ndeci sion. H's pride was hunbl ed by the discrepancy

bet ween what Sophy Viner had been to himand what he had

t hought of her. This discrepancy, which at the tine had
seened to sinplify the incident, now turned out to be its
nmost galling conplication. The bare truth, indeed, was that
he had hardly thought of her at all, either at the time or
since, and that he was ashaned to base his judgenent of her

on his nmeagre nenory of their adventure.

The essential cheapness of the whole affair--as far as his
share in it was concerned--cane hone to himw th humliating
di stinctness. He would have |liked to be able to feel that,
at the tine at | east, he had staked sonething nore on it,
and had sonmehow, in the sequel, had a nore pal pable loss to
show. But the plain fact was that he hadn't spent a penny
on it; which was no doubt the reason of the prodigious score
it had since been rolling up. At any rate, beat about the
case as he would, it was clear that he owed it to Anna--and
incidentally to his own peace of nmnd--to find sonme way of

securing Sophy Viner's future without |eaving her installed



at Gvre when he and his wife should depart for their new

post .

The ni ght brought no aid to the solving of this problem but
it gave him at any rate, the clear conviction that no tine
was to be lost. His first step nust be to obtain fromM ss
Vi ner the chance of another and cal mer tal k; and he resol ved

to seek it at the earliest hour

He had gathered that Effie's | essons were preceded by an
early scanper in the park, and conjecturing that her
governess might be with her he betook hinself the next
morning to the terrace, whence he wandered on to the gardens

and t he wal ks beyond.

The at nosphere was still and pale. The nuffled sunlight

gl eaned like gold tissue through grey gauze, and the beech
all eys tapered away to a blue haze blent of sky and forest.
It was one of those elusive days when the famliar forns of

t hi ngs seem about to dissolve in a prismatic shinmer.

The stillness was presently broken by joyful barks, and
Darrow, tracking the sound, overtook Effie flying down one
of the long alleys at the head of her pack. Beyond her he
saw M ss Viner seated near the stone-rinmed basin beside
whi ch he and Anna had paused on their first walk to the

river.

The girl, conming forward at his approach, returned his
greeting alnost gaily. H's first glance showed himthat she
had regai ned her conposure, and the change in her appearance
gave himthe neasure of her fears. For the first tinme he
saw in her again the sidelong grace that had charmed his

eyes in Paris; but he saw it now as in a painted picture.



"Shall we sit down a m nute?" he asked, as Effie trotted

of f.

The girl |ooked away fromhim "I'mafraid there's not nuch

time;, we must be back at |essons at half-past nine."

"But it's barely ten mnutes past. Let's at least walk a

little way toward the river."

She gl anced down the | ong wal k ahead of them and then back
in the direction of the house. "If you like," she said in a
| ow voice, with one of her quick fluctuations of col our; but
i nstead of taking the way he proposed she turned toward a

narrow pat h whi ch branched off obliquely through the trees.

Darrow was struck, and vaguely troubled, by the change in
her | ook and tone. There was in them an undefinabl e appeal
whet her for help or forbearance he could not tell. Then it
occurred to himthat there might have been sonething

m sl eading in his so pointedly seeking her, and he felt a
nmonentary constraint. To ease it he nade an abrupt dash at

the truth.

"I came out to | ook for you because our talk of yesterday
was so unsatisfactory. | want to hear nore about you--about
your plans and prospects. |'ve been wondering ever since

why you' ve so conpletely given up the theatre."

Her face instantly sharpened to distrust. "I had to live,"

she said in an off-hand tone.

"I understand perfectly that you should like it here--for a



time." Hi s glance strayed down t he gol d-roof ed w ndi ngs
ahead of them "It's delightful: you couldn't be better
placed. Only | wonder a little at your having so conpletely

given up any idea of a different future."

She waited for a nonent before answering: "I suppose |'m

less restless than | used to be."

"I't's certainly natural that you should be | ess restless
here than at Ms. Miurrett's; yet sonehow | don't seemto see

you pernmanently given up to form ng the young."

"Wat - - exactl y--DO you seemto see ne permanently given

up to? You know you warned ne rather enphatically against
the theatre.” She threw off the statenment w thout

i mpati ence, as though they were discussing together the fate
of a third person in whom both were benevolently interested.
Darrow considered his reply. "If | did, it was because you

so enphatically refused to let nme help you to a start."

She stopped short and faced him"And you think | nmay let you

now?"

Darrow felt the blood in his cheek. He could not understand
her attitude--if indeed she had consciously taken one, and
her changes of tone did not nerely reflect the involuntary
alternations of her mood. It hunbled himto perceive once
more how little he had to guide himin his judgnment of her
He said to hinmself: "If I'd ever cared a straw for her |
shoul d know how to avoid hurting her now'--and his
insensibility struck himas no better than a vul gar
obtuseness. But he had a fixed purpose ahead and could only

push on to it.



"I hope, at any rate, you'll listen to ny reasons. There's
been tine, on both sides, to think themover since----" He
caught hinself back and hung hel pl ess on the "since"
what ever words he chose, he seened to stunbl e anong

rem nders of their past.

She wal ked on beside him her eyes on the ground. "Then |I'm
to understand--definitely--that you DO renew your

of fer?" she asked

"Wth all ny heart! If you'll only let me----

She rai sed a hand, as though to check him "It's extrenely
friendly of you--1 DO believe you nean it as a friend--

but | don't quite understand why, finding nme, as you say, so
wel | placed here, you should show nore anxi ety about ny
future than at a tine when | was actually, and rather

desperately, adrift."

"Ch, no, not nore!"

"If you show any at all, it nmust, at any rate, be for
different reasons.--1n fact, it can only be," she went on

with one of her disconcerting flashes of astuteness, "for
one of two reasons; either because you feel you ought to
hel p me, or because, for some reason, you think you owe it

to Ms. Leath to let her know what you know of ne."

Darrow stood still in the path. Behind himhe heard Effie's
call, and at the child's voice he saw Sophy turn her head
with the alertness of one who is obscurely on the watch.

The | ook was so fugitive that he could not have said wherein

it differed fromher nornal professional air of having her



pupi | on her nind.

Effie sprang past them and Darrow took up the girl's

chal | enge

"What you suggest about Ms. Leath is hardly worth
answering. As to my reasons for wanting to help you, a good
deal depends on the words one uses to define rather
indefinite things. |It's true enough that | want to help
you; but the wish isn't due to...to any past kindness on
your part, but sinmply to my own interest in you. Wy not
put it that our friendship gives ne the right to intervene

for what | believe to be your benefit?"

She took a few hesitating steps and then paused agai n.
Darrow noticed that she had grown pale and that there were

rings of shade about her eyes.

"You' ve known Ms. Leath a long tine?" she asked him

suddenl y.

He paused with a sense of approaching peril. "Along tinme--

yes.

"She told nme you were friends--great friends"

"Yes," he adnitted, "we're great friends."

"Then you might naturally feel yourself justified in telling
her that you don't think I'mthe right person for Effie."

He uttered a sound of protest, but she disregarded it. "I
don't say you'd LIKE to do it. You wouldn't: you'd hate

it. And the natural alternative would be to try to persuade

me that |'d be better off sonewhere el se than here. But



supposing that failed, and you saw | was deternined to stay?

THEN you might think it your duty to tell Ms. Leath."

She laid the case before himwith a cold lucidity. "I
should, in your place, | believe," she ended with a little

| augh.

"I shouldn't feel justified in telling her, behind your
back, if | thought you unsuited for the place; but |I should

certainly feel justified," he rejoined after a pause, "in

telling YOUif | thought the place unsuited to you."

"And that's what you're trying to tell me now?"

"Yes; but not for the reasons you inagine."

"What, then, are your reasons, if you please?"

"I've already inplied themin advising you not to give up
all idea of the theatre. You're too various, too gifted,
too personal, to tie yourself down, at your age, to the

di smal drudgery of teaching."

"And is THAT what you' ve told Ms. Leath?"

She rushed the question out at himas if she expected to
trip himup over it. He was noved by the sinplicity of the

strat agem

"I'"ve told her exactly nothing," he replied.

"And what --exactly--do you nean by 'nothing'? You and she
wer e tal king about me when | canme into her sitting-room

yest erday. "



Darrow felt his blood rise at the thrust.

"I"ve told her, sinply, that I'd seen you once or tw ce at

Ms. Murrett's."

"And not that you've ever seen me since?"

"And not that |'ve ever seen you since..."

"And she believes you--she conpletely believes you?"

He uttered a protesting exclamation, and his flush reflected

itself in the girl's cheek.

"Ch, | beg your pardon! | didn't nmean to ask you that." She
hal ted, and again cast a rapid glance behind and ahead of

her. Then she held out her hand. "WelIl, then, thank you--
and let nme relieve your fears. | sha'n't be Effie's

gover ness nuch | onger."

At the announcenent, Darrow tried to nerge his | ook of
relief into the expression of friendly interest with which
he grasped her hand. "You really do agree with nme, then?

And you'll give ne a chance to talk things over with you?"

She shook her head with a faint smle. "I'mnot thinking of

the stage. |'ve had another offer: that's all."

The relief was hardly less great. After all, his persona

responsibility ceased with her departure from G vre.

"You'll tell me about that, then--won't you?"



Her smile flickered up. "GCh, you'll hear about it soon...

must catch Effie now and drag her back to the bl ackboard.™

She wal ked on for a few yards, and then paused again and
confronted him "Il've been odious to you--and not quite

honest," she broke out suddenly.

"Not quite honest?" he repeated, caught in a fresh wave of

wonder .

"I mean, in seemng not to trust you. It's come over me
again as we tal ked that, at heart, |'ve al ways KNOM
could..."

Her colour rose in a bright wave, and her eyes clung to his
for a swift instant of rem nder and appeal. For the sane
space of time the past surged up in himconfusedly; then a

vei | dropped between them

"Here's Effie now" she excl ai ned.

He turned and saw the little girl trotting back to them her
hand in Omen Leath's.

Even through the stir of his subsiding excitenment Darrow was
at once aware of the change effected by the young nman's
approach. For a nonent Sophy Viner's cheeks burned redder
then they faded to the pal eness of white petals. She |ost,
however, nothing of the bright bravery which it was her way
to turn on the unexpected. Perhaps no one less famliar

wi th her face than Darrow woul d have di scerned the tension
of the snile she transferred fromhinself to Oaen Leath, or
have remarked that her eyes had hardened fromm sty grey to

a shining darkness. But her observer was |ess struck by



this than by the correspondi ng change in Onen Leath. The
latter, when he canme in sight, had been | aughing and talking
unconcernedly with Effie; but as his eye fell on Mss Viner

his expression altered as suddenly as hers.

The change, for Darrow, was |ess definable; but, perhaps for
that reason, it struck himas nore sharply significant.
Only--just what did it signify? Owmen, |ike Sophy Viner, had
the kind of face which seens | ess the stage on which
enotions nove than the very stuff they work in. In nonents
of excitenent his odd irregular features seemed to grow
fluid, to unnake and remake thensel ves |ike the shadows of
clouds on a stream Darrow, through the rapid flight of the
shadows, could not seize on any specific indication of
feeling: he nerely perceived that the young man was
unaccountably surprised at finding himwith Mss Viner, and
that the extent of his surprise might cover all manner of

i mplications.

Darrow s first idea was that Onen, if he suspected that the
conversation was not the result of an accidental encounter
m ght wonder at his step-nother's suitor being engaged, at
such an hour, in private talk with her little girl's
governess. The thought was so disturbing that, as the three
turned back to the house, he was on the point of saying to
Ownen: "I cane out to look for your nother." But, in the
contingency he feared, even so sinple a phrase might seem
i ke an awkward attenpt at expl anation; and he wal ked on in
silence at Mss Viner's side. Presently he was struck by
the fact that Omven Leath and the girl were silent also; and
this gave a new turn to his thoughts. Silence nmay be as
variously shaded as speech; and that which enfol ded Darrow

and his two conpani ons seened to his watchful perceptions to



be quivering with cross-threads of comunication. At first
he was aware only of those that centred in his own troubl ed
consci ousness; then it occurred to himthat an equa
activity of intercourse was going on outside of it.
Sonething was in fact passing nmutely and rapidly between
young Leath and Sophy Viner; but what it was, and whither it
tended, Darrow, when they reached the house, was but just

begi nning to divine..

XV

Anna Leath, fromthe terrace, watched the return of the

little group.

She | ooked down on them as they advanced across the garden
fromthe serene height of her unassail abl e happi ness. There
they were, conming toward her in the mild norning light, her
child, her step-son, her prom sed husband: the three beings
who filled her life. She sniled alittle at the happy
picture they presented, Effie's ganbols encircling it in a
moving frame within which the two men cane slowly forward in
the silence of friendly understanding. It seened part of
the deep intimcy of the scene that they should not be
talking to each other, and it did not till afterward strike
her as odd that neither of themapparently felt it necessary

to address a word to Sophy Viner.

Anna herself, at the nonment, was floating in the nid-current
of felicity, on a tide so bright and buoyant that she seened
to be one with its warmwaves. The first rush of bliss had

stunned and dazzl ed her; but now that, each norning, she



woke to the calmcertainty of its recurrence, she was

growi ng used to the sense of security it gave

"I feel as if | could trust ny happiness to carry nme; as if
it had grown out of ne like wings." So she phrased it to
Darrow, as, later in the norning, they paced the garden-
pat hs together. Hi s answering | ook gave her the sane
assurance of safety. The evening before he had seened
preoccupi ed, and the shadow of his nood had faintly
encroached on the great golden orb of their bl essedness; but
now it was uneclipsed again, and hung above t hem hi gh and

bright as the sun at noon.

Upstairs in her sitting-room that afternoon, she was

t hi nki ng of these things. The nmorning msts had turned to
rain, conpelling the postponenent of an excursion in which
the whole party were to have joined. Effie, with her

gover ness, had been despatched in the notor to do some
shoppi ng at Francheuil; and Anna had promi sed Darrow to join

him later in the afternoon, for a quick walk in the rain.

He had gone to his roomafter luncheon to get sone bel ated
letters off his conscience; and when he had | eft her she had
continued to sit in the sane place, her hands crossed on her
knees, her head slightly bent, in an attitude of brooding
retrospection. As she |ooked back at her past life, it
seenmed to her to have consisted of one ceaseless effort to
pack into each hour enough to fill out its slack folds; but
now each nmonment was |ike a miser's bag stretched to bursting

with pure gold.

She was roused by the sound of Omen's step in the gallery

outside her room It paused at her door and in answer to



his knock she called out "Cone in!"

As the door closed behind himshe was struck by his | ook of
pal e excitenent, and an inpul se of conpunction nmade her say:
"You've come to ask me why | haven't spoken to your

gr andnot her! "

He sent about him a gl ance vaguely reninding her of the
strange | ook with which Sophy Viner had swept the roomthe

ni ght before; then his brilliant eyes cane back to her

"I'"ve spoken to her nyself," he said.
Anna started up, incredul ous.

"You' ve spoken to her? When?"

"Just now. | left her to conme here."

Anna's first feeling was one of annoyance. There was really
somet hing conically incongruous in this boyish surrender to
i mpul se on the part of a young man so eager to assune the

responsibilities of life. She |Iooked at himwith a faintly

vei | ed anmusenent.

"You asked ne to help you and | promised you | would. It was
hardly worth while to work out such an el aborate plan of
action if you intended to take the matter out of ny hands

without telling me."

"Ch, don't take that tone with ne!" he broke out, al npbst

angrily.

"That tone? What tone?" She stared at his quivering face.

"I mght," she pursued, still half-Ilaughing, "nore properly



make that request of YOU"

Onen reddened and his vehenence suddenly subsi ded.

"I meant that | HAD to speak--that's all. You don't

give me a chance to explain..."

She | ooked at himgently, wondering a little at her own

i mpati ence.

"Omen! Don't | always want to give you every chance? It's
because | DO that | wanted to talk to your grandnother
first--that I was waiting and watching for the right

monment . .."

"The right nonent? So was |I. That's why |'ve spoken." His
voi ce rose again and took the sharp edge it had in nonents

of high pressure.

H s step-nother turned away and seated herself in her sofa-
corner. "Oh, ny dear, it's not a privilege to quarrel over
You' ve taken a | oad off ny shoulders. Sit down and tell ne

all about it.

He stood before her, irresolute. "I can't sit down," he

sai d.

"Wal k about, then. Only tell ne: |I'minpatient."

Hi s i medi ate response was to throw hinself into the
arnchair at her side, where he | ounged for a nmoment without
speaking, his legs stretched out, his arns | ocked behind his
t hrown-back head. Anna, her eyes on his face, waited

quietly for himto speak.



"Well--of course it was just what one expected."”

"She takes it so badly, you nean?"

"Al'l the heavy batteries were brought up: ny father, Gvre,
Monsi eur de Chantelle, the throne and the altar. Even ny
poor nother was dragged out of oblivion and arned with

i magi nary protests.”

Anna sighed out her sympathy. "Well--you were prepared for

all that?"

"I thought | was, till | began to hear her say it. Then it

sounded so incredibly silly that | told her so."

"Ch, Onen--Onen!"”

"Yes: | know. | was a fool; but | couldn't help it."
"And you've nortally offended her, | suppose? That's exactly
what | wanted to prevent."” She laid a hand on his shoul der

"You tiresone boy, not to wait and | et ne speak for you!"

He noved slightly away, so that her hand slipped fromits

place. "You don't understand," he said, frowning.

"I don't see how !l can, till you explain. If you thought
the tinme had conme to tell your grandnother, why not have
asked ne to do it? | had ny reasons for waiting; but if

you'd told ne to speak | should have done so, naturally."

He evaded her appeal by a sudden turn. "What WERE your

reasons for waiting?"



Anna did not imediately answer. Her step-son's eyes were
on her face, and under his gaze she felt a faint

di squi et ude.

"I was feeling my way...|l wanted to be absolutely sure..."

"Absol utely sure of what?"

She del ayed again for a just perceptible instant. "Wy,

simply of OUR side of the case."”

"But you told ne you were, the other day, when we talked it

over before they came back from Quchy."

"Ch, ny dear--if you think that, in such a conplicated
matter, every day, every hour, doesn't nore or less nodify

one's surest sureness!"

"That's just what |'mdriving at. | want to know what has

nodi fied yours."

She made a slight gesture of inpatience. "What does it
matter, now the thing's done? | don't know that | could give

any clear reason..."

He got to his feet and stood | ooking down on her with a

tornented brow. "But it's absolutely necessary that you
shoul d. "
At his tone her inpatience flared up. "It's not necessary

that | should give you any expl anati on whatever, since
you' ve taken the matter out of nmy hands. Al | can say is

that | was trying to help you: that no other thought ever



entered ny mind." She paused a nmonent and then added: "If

you doubted it, you were right to do what you've done."

"Ch, | never doubted YOU'" he retorted, with a fugitive
stress on the pronoun. His face had cleared to its old | ook

of trust. "Don't be offended if |'ve seened to," he went

on. "I can't quite explain nyself, either...it's all a kind
of tangle, isn't it? That's why | thought I'd better speak
at once; or rather why | didn't think at all, but just

suddenly blurted the thing out----"

Anna gave him back his look of conciliation. "Well, the how
and why don't nuch matter now. The point is howto dea
with your grandnother. You' ve not told me what she means to

do. "

"Ch, she neans to send for Adel aide Painter."

The nane drew a faint note of mrth fromhimand rel axed

both their faces to a smle.

"Perhaps," Anna added, "it's really the best thing for us

all.

Onen shrugged his shoulders. "It's too preposterous and

hum |iating. Dragging that woman into our secrets----1"

"This could hardly be a secret nmuch |onger."

He had noved to the hearth, where he stood pushing about the
smal | ornanents on the mantel -shel f; but at her answer he

turned back to her.

"You haven't, of course, spoken of it to any one?"



"No; but | intend to now "

She paused for his reply, and as it did not cone she
continued: "If Adelaide Painter's to be told there's no
possi bl e reason why | shouldn't tell M. Darrow "

Onen abruptly set down the little statuette between his

fingers. "None whatever: | want every one to know. "

She snmled alittle at his over-enphasis, and was about to
meet it with a word of banter when he continued, facing her:

"You haven't, as yet, said a word to hinP"

"I"ve told himnothing, except what the discussion of our
own plans--his and mne--obliged ne to: that you were
thinking of marrying, and that | wasn't willing to | eave

France till 1'd done what | could to see you through."”

At her first words the colour had rushed to his forehead;
but as she continued she saw his face conpose itself and his

bl ood subsi de.

"You're a brick, ny dear!" he excl ai ned.

"You had ny word, you know. "

"Yes; yes--1 know " Hs face had clouded again. "And that's
all--positively all--you' ve ever said to hinP"

"Positively all. But why do you ask?"

He had a noment's enbarrassed hesitation. "It was

understood, wasn't it, that ny grandnother was to be the

first to know?"



"Wl | --and so she has been, hasn't she, since you've told

her ?"

He turned back to his restless shifting of the knick-knacks.

"And you're sure that nothing you' ve said to Darrow coul d

possi bly have given hima hint----2"

"Nothing |'ve said to him-certainly.”

He swung about on her. "Wy do you put it in that way?"

"I'n what way?"

"Why--as if you thought sonme one el se night have spoken..."

"Sone one el se? Wuo else?" She rose to her feet. "What on

earth, nmy dear boy, can you be driving at?"

"I"'mtrying to find out whether you think he knows anyt hi ng

definite."

"Way should | think so? Do YOU?"

"I don't know. | want to find out."
She | aughed at his obstinate insistence. "To test ny
veracity, | suppose?" At the sound of a step in the gallery

she added: "Here he is--you can ask himyourself."

She met Darrow s knock with an invitation to enter, and he
came into the room and paused between hersel f and Oanen. She

was struck, as he stood there, by the contrast between his



happy carel ess good-| ooks and her step-son's frowning

agi tation.

Darrow nmet her eyes with a smle. "AmI| too soon? O is our

wal k gi ven up?"

"No; | was just going to get ready." She continued to |inger
between the two, looking slowmly fromone to the other. "But
there's sonmething we want to tell you first: Omen is engaged

to Mss Viner."

The sense of an indefinable interrogation in Osven's m nd

made her, as she spoke, fix her eyes steadily on Darrow.

He had paused just opposite the window, so that, even in the
rainy afternoon light, his face was clearly open to her
scrutiny. For a second, immense surprise was alone visible
onit: so visible that she half turned to her step-son, with
a faint smle for his refuted suspicions. Wy, she
wonder ed, should Oaen have t hought that Darrow had al ready
guessed his secret, and what, after all, could be so
disturbing to himin this not inprobable contingency? At any
rate, his doubt nust have been dispelled: there was not hing
fei gned about Darrow s astoni shnment. When her eyes turned
back to himhe was already crossing to Oven with

out stretched hand, and she had, through an unaccountabl e
faint flutter of misgiving, a nmere confused sense of their
exchangi ng the customary phrases. Her next perception was
of Onen's tranquillized |ook, and of his snmiling return of
Darrow s congratul atory grasp. She had the eerie feeling of
havi ng been overswept by a shadow which there had been no

cloud to cast..



A nonent |later Onen had |l eft the roomand she and Darrow
were alone. He had turned away to the w ndow and stood

staring out into the down-pour

"You're surprised at Onen's news?" she asked.

"Yes: | amsurprised,” he answered.

"You hadn't thought of its being Mss Viner?"

"Why should | have thought of M ss Viner?"

"You see now why | wanted so rmuch to find out what you knew
about her." He made no comment, and she pursued: "Now that

you DO know it's she, if there's anything----"

He noved back into the roomand went up to her. His face
was serious, with a slight shade of annoyance. "\Wat on
earth should there be? As | told you, |I've never inny life

heard any one say two words about M ss Viner."

Anna made no answer and they continued to face each other

wi t hout noving. For the nmonent she had ceased to think
about Sophy Viner and Omen: the only thought in her nmind was
that Darrow was alone with her, close to her, and that, for

the first time, their hands and |ips had not net.

He gl anced back doubtfully at the window "It's pouring.

Per haps you'd rather not go out?"

She hesitated, as if waiting for himto urge her. "I

suppose |'d better not. | ought to go at once to ny nother-

in-law-Onen's just been telling her,"” she said.



"Ah." Darrow hazarded a smile. "That accounts for ny
havi ng, on ny way up, heard sone one tel ephoning for Mss

Pai nter!"

At the allusion they | aughed together, vaguely, and Anna
nmoved toward the door. He held it open for her and foll owed

her out.

XX

He left her at the door of Madane de Chantelle's sitting-

room and plunged out alone into the rain.

The wi nd flung about the stripped tree-tops of the avenue
and dashed the stinging streans into his face. He wal ked to
the gate and then turned into the high-road and strode al ong
in the open, buffeted by slanting gusts. The evenly ridged
fields were a blurred waste of nud, and the russet coverts
whi ch he and Oaen had shot through the day before shivered

desol ately against a driving sky.

Darrow wal ked on and on, indifferent to the direction he was
taking. His thoughts were tossing like the tree-tops.
Anna' s announcenent had not come to himas a conplete
surprise: that nmorning, as he strolled back to the house
with Onven Leath and M ss Viner, he had had a nonentary
intuition of the truth. But it had been no nore than an
intuition, the nerest faint cloud-puff of surm se; and now

it was an attested fact, darkening over the whol e sky.

In respect of his own attitude, he saw at once that the



di scovery nade no appreci abl e change. |f he had been bound
to silence before, he was no | ess bound to it now, the only
difference lay in the fact that what he had just |earned had
rendered his bondage nore intolerable. Hitherto he had felt
for Sophy Viner's defensel ess state a synpathy profoundly
tinged with conpunction. But now he was hal f-consci ous of
an obscure indignation against her. Superior as he had
fanci ed hinself to ready-nmade judgnents, he was aware of
cherishing the conmon doubt as to the disinterestedness of
the wonman who tries to rise above her past. No wonder she
had been sick with fear on neeting him It was in his power

to do her nore harmthan he had dreaned...

Assuredly he did not want to harm her; but he did
desperately want to prevent her marrying Omen Leath. He
tried to get away fromthe feeling, to isolate and
exteriorize it sufficiently to see what notives it was nade
of; but it remained a nere blind notion of his blood, the
instinctive recoil fromthe thing that no anount of arguing
can nake "straight." Hs tranp, prolonged as it was, carried
hi m no nearer to enlightennent; and after trudging through
two or three sall ow nud-stained villages he turned about and
wearily made his way back to Gvre. As he wal ked up the

bl ack avenue, making for the lights that tw nkled through
its pitching branches, he had a sudden realisation of his
utter hel pl essness. He nmight think and conbi ne as he woul d;
but there was nothing, absolutely nothing, that he could

do. ..

He dropped his wet coat in the vestibule and began to nount
the stairs to his room But on the |anding he was overtaken
by a sober-faced maid who, in tones discreetly | owered,

begged himto be so kind as to step, for a nmonment, into the



Mar qui se's sitting-room Somewhat disconcerted by the
sunmons, he followed its bearer to the door at which, a
coupl e of hours earlier, he had taken | eave of Ms. Leath.
It opened to admit himto a large lanp-lit room which he

i medi ately perceived to be enpty; and the fact gave him
time to note, even through his disturbance of mnd, the

i nteresting degree to which Madanme de Chantelle's apartnent
"dated"” and conpleted her. Its |ooped and corded curtains,
its purple satin upholstery, the Sevres jardinieres, the
rosewood fire-screen, the little velvet tables edged with

| ace and crowded with silver knick-knacks and sinpering

m ni atures, reconstituted an al nost perfect setting for the
bl onde beauty of the 'sixties. Darrow wondered that Fraser
Leath's filial respect should have prevailed over his
aesthetic scruples to the extent of permitting such an
anachroni sm anong the ei ghteenth century graces of Gvre;
but a monment's reflection made it clear that, to its late
owner, the attitude woul d have seened exactly in the

traditions of the place.

Madane de Chantelle's energence froman i nner room snatched
Darrow fromthese irrel evant nusings. She was already
beaded and bugled for the evening, and, save for a slight

pi nkness of the eye-lids, her elaborate appearance reveal ed
no mark of agitation; but Darrow noticed that, in
recognition of the solemity of the occasion, she pinched a

| ace handkerchi ef between her thunb and forefinger

She plunged at once into the centre of the difficulty,
appealing to him in the nane of all the Everards, to
descend there with her to the rescue of her darling. She
wasn't, she was sure, addressing herself in vain to one

whose person, whose "tone," whose traditions so brilliantly



decl ared his indebtedness to the principles she besought him
to defend. Her own reception of Darrow, the confidence she
had at once accorded him nust have shown himthat she had
instinctively felt their unaninmty of sentinent on these
fundanmental questions. She had in fact recognized in him
the one person whom without pain to her nmaternal piety, she
coul d wel cone as her son's successor; and it was al nbst as
to Oven's father that she now appealed to Darrow to aid in

rescui ng the wetched boy.

"Don't think, please, that I'mcasting the |east reflection
on Anna, or showi ng any want of synpathy for her, when | say
that | consider her partly responsible for what's happened.
Anna is 'nodern' --1 believe that's what it's called when you
read unsettling books and admire hideous pictures. |ndeed,"
Madanme de Chantelle continued, |eaning confidentially
forward, "I nyself have always nore or less lived in that

at nosphere: ny son, you know, was very revolutionary. Only
he didn't, of course, apply his ideas: they were purely
intellectual. That's what dear Anna has always failed to
understand. And |'mafraid she's created the same kind of
confusion in Onen's mnd--led himto mx up things you read
about with things you do...You know, of course, that she

sides with himin this wetched busi ness?"

Devel oping at length upon this theme, she finally narrowed
down to the point of Darrow s intervention. "My grandson

M. Darrow, calls ne illogical and uncharitabl e because ny
feelings toward M ss Viner have changed since |'ve heard
this news. Well! You' ve known her, it appears, for sone
years: Anna tells nme you used to see her when she was a
compani on, or secretary or something, to a dreadfully vul gar

Ms. Murrett. And | ask you as a friend, | ask you as one



of US, to tell me if you think a girl who has had to

knock about the world in that kind of position, and at the
orders of all kinds of people, is fitted to be Onen's wife
I"'mnot inplying anything against her! | LIKED the girl,

M. Darrow...But what's that got to do with it? | don't want
her to marry my grandson. |f |'d been Iooking for a wife

for Onen, | shouldn't have applied to the Farlows to find ne
one. That's what Anna won't understand; and what you nust

hel p me to nake her see."”

Darrow, to this appeal, could oppose only the repeated
assurance of his inability to interfere. He tried to nmake
Madane de Chantelle see that the very position he hoped to
take in the household made his intervention the nore
hazardous. He brought up the usual argunents, and sounded
the expected note of synpathy; but Madane de Chantelle's
al arm had di spel |l ed her habitual inprecision, and, though
she had not nmany reasons to advance, her argunent clung to

its point like a frightened sharp-cl aned ani mal .

"Well, then," she sumred up, in response to his repeated
assertions that he saw no way of hel ping her, "you can, at
|l east, even if you won't say a word to the others, tell me
frankly and fairly--and quite between oursel ves--your
personal opinion of Mss Viner, since you' ve known her so

much | onger than we have."

He protested that, if he had known her |onger, he had known
her nmuch less well, and that he had already, on this point,

convi nced Anna of his inability to pronounce an opinion

Madane de Chantelle drew a deep sigh of intelligence. "Your

opi nion of Ms. Mirrett is enough! | don't suppose you



pretend to conceal THAT? And heaven knows what ot her
unspeakabl e peopl e she's been mixed up with. The only
friends she can produce are called Hoke...Don't try to
reason with ne, M. Darrow. There are feelings that go
deeper than facts...And | KNOW she thought of studying

for the stage... Madane de Chantelle raised the corner of
her | ace handkerchief to her eyes. "I'mold-fashioned--1like
nmy furniture,” she nurnured. "And | thought | could count

on you, M. Darrow..."

When Darrow, that night, regained his room he reflected
with a flash of irony that each tine he entered it he
brought a fresh troop of perplexities to trouble its serene
seclusion. Since the day after his arrival, only forty-

ei ght hours before, when he had set his w ndow open to the
ni ght, and his hopes had seened as nmany as its stars, each
eveni ng had brought its new problemand its renewed

di stress. But nothing, as yet, had approached the bl ank

m sery of nmind with which he now set hinself to face the

fresh questions confronting him

Sophy Viner had not shown herself at dinner, so that he had
had no glinpse of her in her new character, and no neans of
divining the real nature of the tie between herself and Oaen
Leath. One thing, however, was clear: whatever her rea
feelings were, and however nuch or little she had at stake,
if she had nade up her nmnd to marry Onen she had nore than
enough skill and tenacity to defeat any arts that poor

Madane de Chantelle coul d oppose to her.

Darrow hinself was in fact the only person who night
possi bly turn her from her purpose: Madane de Chantelle, at

haphazard, had hit on the surest nmeans of saving Owaen--if to



prevent his marriage were to save hinl  Darrow, on this
point, did not pretend to any fixed opinion; one feeling
al one was clear and insistent in him he did not nean, if he

could helpit, to let the nmarriage take pl ace.

How he was to prevent it he did not know. to his tornented

i magi nati on every issue seened closed. For a fantastic

i nstant he was noved to foll ow Madane de Chantelle's
suggestion and urge Anna to withdraw her approval. |If his
reticence, his efforts to avoid the subject, had not escaped
her, she had doubtl ess set themdown to the fact of his
knowi ng nore, and thinking |less, of Sophy Viner than he had
been willing to adnmit; and he m ght take advantage of this
to turn her mind gradually fromthe project. Yet how do so

wi t hout betraying his insincerity? |f he had had nothing to

hi de he could easily have said: "It's one thing to know
not hi ng against the girl, it's another to pretend that |
think her a good match for Onen." But could he say even so

much wi thout betraying nore? It was not Anna's questions, or
his answers to them that he feared, but what mght cry
aloud in the intervals between them He understood now that
ever since Sophy Viner's arrival at Gvre he had felt in
Anna the lurking sense of sonething unexpressed, and perhaps
i nexpressi ble, between the girl and hinself...\Wen at |ast

he fell asleep he had fatalistically conmitted his next step

to the chances of the norrow.

The first that offered itself was an encounter with Ms.
Leath as he descended the stairs the next norning. She had
cone down al ready hatted and shod for a dash to the park
| odge, where one of the gatekeeper's children had had an
accident. In her conpact dark dress she | ooked nore than

usual ly straight and slim and her face wore the pale gl ow



it took on at any call on her energy: a kind of warrior
bri ght ness that made her small head, with its strong chin

and cl ose-bound hair, like that of an amazon in a frieze.

It was their first nmonent al one since she had left him the
afternoon before, at her nother-in-law s door; and after a
few words about the injured child their talk inevitably

reverted to Owen.

Anna spoke with a snile of her "scene" with Madane de
Chantell e, who bel onged, poor dear, to a generation when
"scenes" (in the ladylike and | achrymal sense of the term
were the tribute which sensibility was expected to pay to
the unusual. Their conversation had been, in every detail,
so exactly what Anna had foreseen that it had clearly not
made nuch inpression on her; but she was eager to know the

result of Darrow s encounter with her nother-in-|aw.

"She told ne she'd sent for you: she always 'sends for'
peopl e in energencies. That again, | suppose, is de

| " epoque. And failing Adel aide Painter, who can't get here

till this afternoon, there was no one but poor you to turn
to."
She put it all lightly, with a lightness that seened to his

tight-strung nerves slightly, undefinably over-done. But he
was so aware of his own tension that he wondered, the next
monent, whet her anything would ever again seemto himquite

usual and insignificant and in the common order of things.

As they hastened on through the drizzle in which the storm
of the night was weeping itself out, Anna drew cl ose under

his unbrella, and at the pressure of her arm against his he



recalled his walk up the Dover pier with Sophy Viner. The
menory gave hima startled vision of the inevitable

occasi ons of contact, confidence, famliarity, which his
future relationship to the girl would entail, and the
countl ess chances of betrayal that every one of them

i nvol ved.

"Do tell ne just what you said,"” he heard Anna pl eadi ng; and
wi th sudden resolution he affirmed: "I quite understand your

nmot her-in-law s feeling as she does."

The words, when uttered, seened a good deal |ess significant

than they had sounded to his inner ear; and Anna replied

wi thout surprise: "Of course. |It's inevitable that she
should. But we shall bring her round in time." Under the
dri ppi ng done she raised her face to his. "Don't you

renenber what you said the day before yesterday? ' Together
we can't fail to pull it off for him' |I've told Owaen that,

so you're pledged and there's no going back."

The day before yesterday! Was it possible that, no | onger
ago, life had seened a sufficiently sinple business for a

sane man to hazard such assurances?

"Anna," he questioned her abruptly, "why are you so anxi ous

for this marriage?”

She stopped short to face him "Why? But surely |'ve
explained to you--or rather |I've hardly had to, you seened

so in synpathy with nmy reasons!"”

"I didn't know, then, who it was that Omen wanted to marry."

The words were out with a spring and he felt a clearer air



in his brain. But her |ogic henmed himin.

"You knew yesterday; and you assured ne then that you hadn't

a word to say----"

"Agai nst Mss Viner?" The name, once uttered, sounded on and
on in his ears. "O course not. But that doesn't

necessarily inmply that | think her a good match for Ownen."

Anna made no i nmedi ate answer. \WWen she spoke it was to

question: "Why don't you think her a good match for Owen?"

"Wl | --Madane de Chantelle's reasons seemto ne not quite as

negligible as you think."

"You nean the fact that she's been Ms. Mirrett's secretary,
and that the people who enpl oyed her before were called
Hoke? For, as far as Oaen and | can make out, these are the

gravest charges agai nst her."

"Still, one can understand that the match is not what Madane

de Chantell e had dreaned of."

"Ch, perfectly--if that's all you nean."
The | odge was in sight, and she hastened her step. He
strode on beside her in silence, but at the gate she checked

himwith the question: "lIs it really all you nean?”

"Of course," he heard hinself declare.

"Ch, then | think | shall convince you--even if | can't,
I'i ke Madane de Chantelle, sunmon all the Everards to ny
aid!" She lifted to himthe | ook of happy |aughter that

soneti nes brushed her with a gl eam of spring.



Darrow wat ched her hasten along the path between the

dri ppi ng chrysant henuns and enter the | odge. After she had
gone in he paced up and down outside in the drizzle, waiting
to learn if she had any nessage to send back to the house;

and after the | apse of a few m nutes she cane out again.

The child, she said, was badly, though not dangerously,
hurt, and the village doctor, who was al ready on hand, had
asked that the surgeon, already sumoned from Francheuil,
should be told to bring with himcertain needful appliances.
Onen had started by nmotor to fetch the surgeon, but there
was still time to communicate with the latter by tel ephone.
The doctor furthernore begged for an i mmedi ate provision of
such bandages and di sinfectants as Gvre itself could
furnish, and Anna bade Darrow address hinself to Mss Viner
who woul d know where to find the necessary things, and woul d
direct one of the servants to bicycle with themto the

| odge.

Darrow, as he hurried off on this errand, had at once

perceived the opportunity it offered of a word with Sophy
Viner. What that word was to be he did not know, but now,
if ever, was the nonment to nmake it urgent and concl usive.
It was unlikely that he would agai n have such a chance of

unobserved tal k with her

He had supposed he should find her with her pupil in the
school -roomy but he learned froma servant that Effie had
gone to Francheuil with her step-brother, and that Mss
Viner was still in her room Darrow sent her word that he
was the bearer of a nessage fromthe | odge, and a nonent

| ater he heard her com ng down the stairs.



For a second, as she approached him the quick trenmor of her
gl ance showed her all intent on the sane thought as hinself.
He transmitted his instructions w th nechani cal precision
and she answered in the sane tone, repeating his words with
the intensity of attention of a child not quite sure of

under st andi ng. Then she di sappeared up the stairs.

Darrow lingered on in the hall, not knowing if she nmeant to
return, yet inwardly sure she would. At |ength he saw her
comi ng down in her hat and jacket. The rain still streaked
the wi ndow panes, and, in order to say sonething, he said:

"You're not going to the | odge yoursel f?"

"I'"ve sent one of the nen ahead with the things; but |

t hought Ms. Leath night need ne."

"She didn't ask for you," he returned, wondering how he

could detain her; but she answered decidedly: "I'd better

go.

He hel d open the door, picked up his unbrella and foll owed
her out. As they went down the steps she gl anced back at

him "You' ve forgotten your mackintosh.”

"I sha'n't need it."

She had no unbrella, and he opened his and held it out to

her. She rejected it with a nmurnmur of thanks and wal ked on



through the thin drizzle, and he kept the unbrella over his

own head, without offering to shelter her

Rapidly and in silence they crossed the court and began to
wal k down the avenue. They had traversed a third of its

| ength before Darrow said abruptly: "Wuldn't it have been
fairer, when we tal ked together yesterday, to tell me what

|'"ve just heard from Ms. Leath?"

"Fairer----?" She stopped short with a startled | ook

"I'f 1'd known that your future was already settled | should

have spared you ny gratuitous suggestions."

She wal ked on, nore slowy, for a yard or two. "I couldn't
speak yesterday. | neant to have told you today."

"Ch, I'mnot reproaching you for your lack of confidence.
Only, if you HAD told ne, | should have been nore sure

of your really nmeaning what you said to ne yesterday."

She did not ask himto what he referred, and he saw t hat her
parting words to himlived as vividly in her menory as in

hi s.

"I's it so inportant that you should be sure?" she finally

quest i oned.

"Not to you, naturally," he returned with involuntary
asperity. It was incredible, yet it was a fact, that for
the nmonent his imredi ate purpose in seeking to speak to her
was | ost under a rush of resentnent at counting for so

little in her fate. O what stuff, then, was his feeling



for her made? A few hours earlier she had touched his
thoughts as little as his senses; but now he felt old

sl eeping instincts stir in him..

A rush of rain dashed against his face, and, catching
Sophy's hat, strained it back fromher |oosened hair. She
put her hands to her head with a famliar gesture...He cane

closer and held his unbrella over her..

At the |l odge he waited while she went in. The rain
continued to stream down on himand he shivered in the
dampness and stanped his feet on the flags. It seened to
himthat a long tine el apsed before the door opened and she
reappeared. He glanced into the house for a glinpse of
Anna, but obtained none; yet the mere sense of her nearness

had conpletely altered his nood.

The child, Sophy told him was doing well; but Ms. Leath
had decided to wait till the surgeon cane. Darrow, as they
turned away, |ooked through the gates, and saw the doctor's

ol d-fashi oned carri age by the roadside.

"Let ne tell the doctor's boy to drive you back," he
suggest ed; but Sophy answered: "No; I1'll walk," and he noved
on toward the house at her side. She expressed no surprise
at his not renmining at the | odge, and again they wal ked on
in silence through the rain. She had accepted the shelter
of his unbrella, but she kept herself at such a carefully
nmeasur ed di stance that even the slight swayi ng novenents
produced by their quick pace did not once bring her armin
touch with his; and, noticing this, he perceived that every

drop of her blood nust be alive to his nearness.

"What | neant just now," he began, "was that you ought to

have been sure of ny good wi shes."



She seened to weigh the words. "Sure enough for what?"

"To trust me a little farther than you did."

"I"ve told you that yesterday | wasn't free to speak."”

"Well, since you are now, may | say a word to you?"

She paused perceptibly, and when she spoke it was in so | ow
a tone that he had to bend his head to catch her answer. "I

can't think what you can have to say."

"It's not easy to say here, at any rate. And indoors
sha'n't know where to say it." He glanced about himin the

rain. "Let's walk over to the spring-house for a nminute."

To the right of the drive, under a clunp of trees, alittle
stucco pavilion crowned by a balustrade rose on arches of
moul dering brick over a flight of steps that led down to a
spring. Qher steps curved up to a door above. Darrow
mount ed these, and opening the door entered a small circul ar
room hung with | oosened strips of painted paper whereon
spectral ly faded Mandari ns executed el ongated gestures.

Sone black and gold chairs with straw seats and an unst eady
tabl e of cracked | acquer stood on the floor of red-glazed

tile.

Sophy had foll owed himw thout coment. He closed the door
after her, and she stood notionless, as though waiting for

himto speak.

"Now we can talk quietly," he said, |ooking at her with a



smle into which he tried to put an intention of the

frankest friendliness.

She nerely repeated: "I can't think what you can have to

say."
Her voice had | ost the note of half-w stful confidence on
which their talk of the previous day had cl osed, and she

| ooked at himwith a kind of pale hostility. Her tone made
it evident that his task would be difficult, but it did not
shake his resolve to go on. He sat down, and nechanically
she foll owed his exanple. The table was between them and
she rested her arns on its cracked edge and her chin on her
i nterl ocked hands. He | ooked at her and she gave hi m back

hi s | ook.

"Have you nothing to say to ME?" he asked at |ength.

Afaint smle lifted, in the remenbered way, the left corner

of her narrowed |ips.

"About ny marriage?”

"About your nmarriage."

She continued to consider himbetween hal f-drawn |ids. "Wat

can | say that Ms. Leath has not already told you?"

"Ms. Leath has told ne nothing whatever but the fact--and

her pleasure init."

"Well; aren't those the two essential points?”

"The essential points to YOU? | should have thought----"



"Ch, to YOQU, | meant," she put in keenly.

He flushed at the retort, but steadied hinself and rejoined:
"The essential point to nme is, of course, that you should be

doing what's really best for you."

She sat silent, with lowered | ashes. At length she
stretched out her armand took up fromthe table a little

t hreadbar e Chi nese hand-screen. She turned its ebony stem
once or twi ce between her fingers, and as she did so Darrow
was whinsically struck by the way in which their evanescent
slight ronmance was synbolized by the fading lines on the

frail silk.

"Do you think ny engagenment to M. Leath not really best for

me?" she asked at | ength.

Darrow, before answering, waited | ong enough to get his
words into the tersest shape--not without a sense, as he did
so, of his likeness to the surgeon deliberately poising his
| ancet for a clean incision. "lI'mnot sure,” he replied,

"of its being the best thing for either of you."

She took the stroke steadily, but a faint red swept her face
like the reflection of a blush. She continued to keep her

| onered eyes on the screen

"From whose point of view do you speak?”

"Naturally, that of the persons nobst concerned."”

"From Onen's, then, of course? You don't think ne a good

mat ch for hin?"



"Fromyours, first of all. | don't think hima good match

for you."

He brought the answer out abruptly, his eyes on her face.

It had grown extrenely pale, but as the meaning of his words
shaped itself in her mnd he saw a curious inner |ight dawn
through her set look. She lifted her lids just far enough
for a veiled glance at him and a snile slipped through them
to her trenbling Iips. For a nonent the change nerely
bewi | dered him then it pulled himup with a sharp jerk of

appr ehensi on.

"I don't think hima good match for you," he stanmered,

groping for the lost thread of his words.

She threw a vague | ook about the chilly rain-di med room

"And you' ve brought nme here to tell me why?"

The question roused himto the sense that their mnutes were
nunbered, and that if he did not inmrediately get to his

poi nt there m ght be no other chance of nmeking it.

"My chief reason is that | believe he's too young and

i nexperienced to give you the kind of support you need."

At his words her face changed again, freezing to a tragic
col dness. She stared straight ahead of her, perceptibly
struggling with the trenor of her nuscles; and when she had
controlled it she flung out a pale-Ilipped pleasantry. "But

you see |'ve always had to support nyself!"”

"He's a boy," Darrow pushed on, "a charm ng, wonderful boy;



but with no nore notion than a boy how to deal with the
inevitable daily problens...the trivial stupid uninportant
things that life is chiefly made up of."

"I'"l'l deal with themfor him" she rejoined.

"They' |l be nore than ordinarily difficult."

She shot a challenging glance at him "You nust have sone

speci al reason for saying so.”

"Only ny clear perception of the facts."

"What facts do you nean?"

Darrow hesitated. "You nust know better than I," he
returned at length, "that the way won't be nade easy to

you.

"Ms. Leath, at any rate, has nade it so."

"Madane de Chantelle will not."

"How do YQU know t hat ?" she flung back.

He paused again, not sure how far it was prudent to revea
hinself in the confidence of the household. Then, to avoid
i nvol ving Anna, he answered: "Madame de Chantelle sent for

me yesterday."

"Sent for you--to talk to you about me?" The colour rose to
her forehead and her eyes burned bl ack under | owered brows.
"By what right, | should Iike to know? What have you to do

with me, or with anything in the world that concerns ne?"



Darrow i nstantly perceived what dread suspicion again
possessed her, and the sense that it was not wholly
unjustified caused him a passing pang of shame. But it did

not turn himfrom his purpose.

"I"'man old friend of Ms. Leath's. It's not unnatural that

Madame de Chantelle should talk to ne. "

She dropped the screen on the table and stood up, turning on
himthe same small mask of wath and scorn which had gl ared
at him in Paris, when he had confessed to his suppression

of her letter. She walked away a step or two and then came

back.

"May | ask what Madane de Chantelle said to you?”

"She made it clear that she should not encourage the

marri age. "

"And what was her object in nmaking that clear to YOU?"

Darrow hesitated. "l suppose she thought----"

"That she could persuade you to turn Ms. Leath against ne?"

He was silent, and she pressed him "Ws that it?"

"That was it."
"But if you don't--if you keep your promise----"

"My pronise?"

"To say nothing...nothing whatever..." Her strained | ook

threw a haggard |ight al ong the pause



As she spoke, the whol e odi ousness of the scene rushed over
him "O course | shall say nothing...you know that..." He
| eaned to her and laid his hand on hers. "You know I

woul dn't for the world..."

She drew back and hid her face with a sob. Then she sank
again into her seat, stretched her arns across the table and
| aid her face upon them He sat still, overwhelmed with
compunction. After a long interval, in which he had

pai nful | y nmeasured the seconds by her hard-drawn breat hing,

she | ooked up at himwith a face washed cl ear of bitterness.

"Don't suppose | don't know what you rust have thought of

me! "

The cry struck himdown to a | ower depth of self-abasenent.
"My poor child," he felt Iike answering, "the shanme of it is
that |'ve never thought of you at all!" But he could only

usel essly repeat: "I'll do anything I can to help you."

She sat silent, drumming the table with her hand. He saw
that her doubt of himwas allayed, and the perception nade
hi m nore ashaned, as if her trust had first revealed to him
how near he had come to not deserving it. Suddenly she

began to speak.

"You think, then, |I've no right to marry hin®"

"No right? God forbid! | only neant----"

"That you'd rather | didn't marry any friend of yours." She
brought it out deliberately, not as a question, but as a

mer e di spassi onate statement of fact.



Darrow in turn stood up and wandered away hel plessly to the
wi ndow. He stood staring out through its small discol oured
panes at the di mbrown di stances; then he nmoved back to the

t abl e.

"Il tell you exactly what | neant. You'll be wetched if

you marry a man you're not in love with."

He knew the risk of m sapprehension that he ran, but he
estimated his chances of success as precisely in proportion
to his peril. [If certain signs neant what he thought they
did, he might yet--at what cost he would not stop to think--

make his past pay for his future

The girl, at his words, had lifted her head with a novenent
of surprise. Her eyes slowy reached his face and rested
there in a gaze of deep interrogation. He held the | ook for

a monent; then his own eyes dropped and he waited.

At |l ength she began to speak. "You're m staken--you're

quite m staken."

He waited a nonent | onger. "M staken----2"

"I'n thinking what you think. |'mas happy as if | deserved

it!" she suddenly proclained with a | augh

She stood up and noved toward the door. "NOWare you
satisfied?" she asked, turning her vividest face to himfrom

t he threshol d.



Down the avenue there came to them w th the opening of the
door, the voice of Omen's notor. |t was the signal which
had interrupted their first talk, and again, instinctively,
they drew apart at the sound. Wthout a word Darrow turned
back into the room while Sophy Viner went down the steps

and wal ked back al one toward the court.

At luncheon the presence of the surgeon, and the non-

appear ance of Madame de Chantell e--who had excused hersel f
on the plea of a headache--conbined to shift the
conversational centre of gravity; and Darrow, under shelter
of the necessarily inpersonal talk, had tinme to adjust his
di sgui se and to perceive that the others were engaged in the
same re-arrangenent. It was the first tinme that he had seen
young Leath and Sophy Vi ner together since he had | earned of
their engagenent; but neither reveal ed nore enotion than
befitted the occasion. It was evident that Omen was deeply
under the girl's charm and that at the |east sign from her
his bliss would have broken bounds; but her reticence was
justified by the tacitly recognized fact of Madane de
Chantell e's disapproval. This also visibly weighed on
Anna's mind, naking her nmanner to Sophy, if no | ess Kkind,

yet a trifle nore constrained than if the noment of fina
under st andi ng had been reached. So Darrow interpreted the
tensi on perceptibl e under the fluent exchange of

commonpl aces in which he was diligently sharing. But he was
more and nore aware of his inability to test the noral

at nrosphere about him he was like a man in fever testing

anot her's tenperature by the touch.

After luncheon Anna, who was to notor the surgeon hone,



suggested to Darrow that he should acconpany them Effie was
al so of the party; and Darrow inferred that Anna wi shed to
gi ve her step-son a chance to be alone with his betrothed.
On the way back, after the surgeon had been left at his
door, the little girl sat between her nother and Darrow, and
her presence kept their talk fromtaking a personal turn.
Darrow knew that Ms. Leath had not yet told Effie of the
relation in which he was to stand to her. The premature

di vul ging of Onen's plans had throwm their own into the
background, and by common consent they continued, in the
little girl's presence, on terns of an informal

friendliness.

The sky had cl eared after |uncheon, and to prolong their
excursion they returned by way of the ivy-mantled ruin which
was to have been the scene of the projected picnic. This
circuit brought them back to the park gates not |ong before
sunset, and as Anna wished to stop at the | odge for news of
the injured child Darrow |l eft her there with Effie and

wal ked on alone to the house. He had the inpression that
she was slightly surprised at his not waiting for her; but
his inner restlessness vented itself in an intense desire
for bodily novenent. He would have liked to wal k hinsel f
into a state of torpor; to tranp on for hours through the
moi st wi nds and the heal i ng darkness and conme back
staggering with fatigue and sl eep. But he had no pretext
for such a flight, and he feared that, at such a nonent, his

prol onged absence ni ght seem singular to Anna.

As he approached the house, the thought of her nearness
produced a swift reaction of mood. It was as if an intenser
vision of her had scattered his perplexities |ike norning

msts. At this nonent, wherever she was, he knew he was



safely shut away in her thoughts, and the know edge made
every other fact dwi ndle away to a shadow. He and she |oved
each other, and their |ove arched over them open and anpl e
as the day: in all its sunlit spaces there was no cranny for
a fear to lurk. In a few nmnutes he would be in her presence
and woul d read his reassurance in her eyes. And presently,
before dinner, she would contrive that they should have an
hour by thenselves in her sitting-room and he would sit by
the hearth and watch her quiet novenments, and the way the

bl uish lustre on her hair purpled a little as she bent above

the fire.

A carriage drove out of the court as he entered it, and in
the hall his vision was dispelled by the exceedingly
substantial presence of a lady in a waterproof and a tweed
hat, who stood firmy planted in the centre of a pile of

| uggage, as to which she was giving involved but [ucid
directions to the footnan who had just admitted her. She
went on with these directions regardl ess of Darrow s
entrance, nerely fixing her small pale eyes on himwhile she
proceeded, in a deep contralto voice, and a fluent French
pronounced with the purest Boston accent, to specify the
destination of her bags; and this enabled Darrow to give her
back a gaze protracted enough to take in all the details of
her plain thick-set person, fromthe square sall ow face
beneat h bands of grey hair to the blunt boot-toes protruding

under her wide wal king skirt.

She subnmitted to this scrutiny with no nore evidence of
surprise than a nmonunment exami ned by a tourist; but when the
fate of her luggage had been settled she turned suddenly to
Darrow and, dropping her eyes fromhis face to his feet,

asked in trenchant accents: "What sort of boots have you got



on?"

Before he could sumon his wits to the consideration of this
question she continued in a tone of suppressed indignation
"Until Americans get used to the fact that France is under
water for half the year they're perpetually risking their
lives by not being properly protected. | suppose you' ve
been tranping through all this nasty clamy nud as if you'd

been taking a stroll on Boston Conmon."

Darrow, with a laugh, affirmed his previous experience of
French danpness, and the degree to which he was on his guard

against it; but the lady, with a contenptuous snort,

rejoined: "You young men are all alike----"; to which she
appended, after another hard look at him "I suppose you're
George Darrow? | used to know one of your nother's cousins,

who married a Tunstall of Munt Vernon Street. M nane is
Adel ai de Painter. Have you been in Boston lately? No? |[|'m
sorry for that. | hear there have been several new houses
built at the | ower end of Conmmonweal th Avenue and | hoped
you could tell me about them | haven't been there for

thirty years nyself."

Mss Painter's arrival at G vre produced the sane effect as
the wind's hauling around to the north after days of |anguid
weat her. When Darrow joined the group about the tea-table
she had already given a tingle to the air. Madane de
Chantelle still remained invisible above stairs; but Darrow
had the inpression that even through her drawn curtains and

bolted doors a stinulating whiff nust have entered.

Anna was in her usual seat behind the tea-tray, and Sophy

Viner presently led in her pupil. Owen was also there,



seated, as usual, alittle apart fromthe others, and
following Mss Painter's nassive novenents and equal |y
substantial utterances with a smle of secret intelligence
whi ch gave Darrow the idea of his having been in clandestine
parley with the eneny. Darrow further took note that the
girl and her suitor perceptibly avoided each other; but this
m ght be a natural result of the tension Mss Painter had

been summoned to relieve.

Sophy Viner would evidently pernit no recognition of the
situation save that which it lay with Madane de Chantelle to
accord; but neanwhile M ss Painter had proclained her tacit

sense of it by summoning the girl to a seat at her side

Darrow, as he continued to observe the newcomer, who was
perched on her armchair like a granite inage on the edge of
acliff, was aware that, in a nore detached frane of m nd

he woul d have found an extrene interest in studying and
classifying Mss Painter. It was not that she said anything
remar kabl e, or betrayed any of those unspoken perceptions
whi ch give significance to the nost commonpl ace utterances.
She tal ked of the | ateness of her train, of an inpending
crisis ininternational politics, of the difficulty of
buying English tea in Paris and of the enormities of which
French servants were capable; and her views on these

subj ects were enunciated with a unifornity of enphasis

i mpl yi ng conpl et e unconsci ousness of any difference in their
interest and inportance. She always applied to the French
race the distant epithet of "those people", but she betrayed
an intimte acquai ntance with many of its nenbers, and an
encycl opaedi ¢ knowl edge of the donmestic habits, financia
difficulties and private conplications of various persons of

soci al inportance. Yet, as she evidently felt no



incongruity in her attitude, so she revealed no desire to
parade her familiarity with the fashionable, or indeed any
sense of it as a fact to be paraded. It was evident that
the titled | adi es whom she spoke of as Mni or Sinone or
Qdette were as much "those people" to her as the bonne

who tanpered with her tea and steaned the stanps off her
letters ("when, by a mracle, | don't put themin the box
mysel f.") Her whole attitude was of a vast grimtol erance
of things-as-they-canme, as though she had been some

wonder ful automatic machi ne which recorded facts but had not
yet been perfected to the point of sorting or |abelling

t hem

Al this, as Darrow was aware, still fell short of
accounting for the influence she obviously exerted on the
persons in contact with her. It brought a slight relief to
his state of tension to go on wondering, while he watched
and |istened, just where the nystery lurked. Perhaps, after
all, it was in the fact of her blank insensibility, an
insensibility so devoid of egotismthat it had no hardness
and no grinmaces, but rather the freshness of a sinpler
mental state. After living, as he had, as they all had, for
the | ast few days, in an atnosphere perpetually tremnul ous
with echoes and inplications, it was restful and fortifying
merely to walk into the big blank area of Mss Painter's

m nd, so vacuous for all its accunulated itens, so echol ess

for all its vacuity.

Hi s hope of a word with Anna before dinner was dispelled by
her rising to take Mss Painter up to Madane de Chantell e;
and he wandered away to his own room |eaving Oven and M ss

Vi ner engaged in working out a picture-puzzle for Effie.



Madane de Chantelle--possibly as the result of her friend's
m nistrations--was able to appear at the di nner-table,

rat her pal e and pi nk-nosed, and casting tenderly reproachful
gl ances at her grandson, who faced them wi th inpervious
serenity; and the situation was relieved by the fact that

M ss Viner, as usual, had remained in the school-roomwth

her pupil.

Darrow conjectured that the real clash of arns woul d not
take place till the nmorrow; and wishing to | eave the field
open to the contestants he set out early on a solitary wal k.
It was nearly luncheon-tinme when he returned fromit and
came upon Anna just energing fromthe house. She had on her
hat and jacket and was apparently conming forth to seek him
for she said at once: "Madane de Chantelle wants you to go

up to her."

"To go up to her? Now?"

"That's the nessage she sent. She appears to rely on you to
do sonething." She added with a smile: "Watever it is,

let's have it over!"

Darrow, through his rising sense of apprehension, wondered
why, instead of merely going for a walk, he had not jumped
into the first train and got out of the way till Omen's

affairs were finally settl ed.

"But what in the nane of goodness can | do?" he protested,

foll owi ng Anna back into the hall.

"I don't know. But Omen seens so to rely on you, too----"

"Oren! |Is HE to be there?"



"No. But you know | told himhe could count on you."

"But |I've said to your nother-in-law all | could."

"Well, then you can only repeat it."

This did not seemto Darrow to sinplify his case as nmuch as
she appeared to think; and once nore he had a novenent of
recoil. "There's no possible reason for ny being mxed up

inthis affair!"”

Anna gave him a reproachful glance. "Not the fact that
I an?" she renminded him but even this only stiffened his

resi st ance.

"Why shoul d you be, either--to this extent?"

The question made her pause. She gl anced about the hall, as
if to be sure they had it to thenselves; and then, in a
| owered voice: "I don't know," she suddenly confessed; "but,
somehow, if THEY' RE not happy | feel as if we shouldn't

be. "

"Ch, well--" Darrow acqui esced, in the tone of the nan who
perforce yields to so |ovely an unreasonabl eness. Escape
was, after all, inpossible, and he could only resign hinself

to being led to Madane de Chantelle's door

Wthin, anong the bric-a-brac and furbel ows, he found M ss
Pai nter seated in a redundant purple arncthair with the

i ncongruous air of a horseman bestriding a heavy nount.
Madane de Chantelle sat opposite, still alittle wan and

di sordered under her elaborate hair, and clasping the



handker chi ef whose visibility synbolized her distress. On
the young man's entrance she sighed out a plaintive wel cone,
to which she imedi ately appended: "M . Darrow, | can't help

feeling that at heart you're with ne!"

The directness of the challenge nade it easier for Darrow to
protest, and he reiterated his inability to give an opinion

on either side.

"But Anna decl ares you have--on hers!”

He could not restrain a smile at this faint flawin an
inmpartiality so scrupul ous. Every evidence of feninine

i nconsequence in Anna seened to attest her deeper subjection
to the nost inconsequent of passions. He had certainly
promni sed her his hel p--but before he knew what he was

prom si ng.

He met Madanme de Chantelle's appeal by replying: "If there
were anything | could possibly say I should want it to be in

Mss Viner's favour."

"You'd want it to be--yes! But could you neke it so?"

"As far as facts go, | don't see how | can nake it either
for or against her. |'ve already said that | know nothing

of her except that she's charmng."”

"As if that weren't enough--weren't all there QUGHT to
be!" Mss Painter put in inpatiently. She seened to address
herself to Darrow, though her snmall eyes were fixed on her

friend.



"Madane de Chantelle seens to inmagine," she pursued, "that a
young American girl ought to have a dossier--a police-
record, or whatever you call it: what those awful wonen in
the streets have here. In our country it's enough to know
that a young girl's pure and | ovely: people don't

i medi atel y ask her to show her bank-account and her

visiting-list."

Madane de Chantelle | ooked plaintively at her sturdy
monitress. "You don't expect ne not to ask if she's got a

famly?"

"No; nor to think the worse of her if she hasn't. The fact
that she's an orphan ought, with your ideas, to be a nerit.

You won't have to invite her father and nother to Gvre!"

"Adel ai de- - Adel aide!" the mstress of Gvre | anented.

"Lucretia Mary," the other returned--and Darrow spared an
instant's anusenent to the quaint incongruity of the name--
"you know you sent for M. Darrow to refute me; and how can

he, till he knows what | think?"

"You think it's perfectly sinple to let Oven marry a girl we

know not hi ng about ?"

"No; but | don't think it's perfectly sinple to prevent

him™"

The shrewdness of the answer increased Darrow s interest in
M ss Painter. She had not hitherto struck him as being a
person of nmuch penetration, but he now felt sure that her
gim et gaze might bore to the heart of any practical

pr obl em



Madane de Chantelle sighed out her recognition of the

difficulty.

"I haven't a word to say against Mss Viner; but she's
knocked about so, as it's called, that she nust have been
m xed up with sone rather dreadful people. If only Onen
could be nade to see that--if one could get at a few facts,
I nmean. She says, for instance, that she has a sister; but

it seens she doesn't even know her address!™

"If she does, she may not want to give it to you. | daresay
the sister's one of the dreadful people. |[|'ve no doubt that
with a little tine you could rake up dozens of them have
her 'traced', as they call it in detective stories. | don't
think you'd frighten Oaen, but you might: it's natura
enough he shoul d have been corrupted by those foreign ideas.
You ni ght even manage to part himfromthe girl; but you
couldn't keep himfrombeing in love with her. | saw that
when | | ooked them over |last evening. | said to nyself:
"It's a real old-fashioned Arerican case, as sweet and sound
as home-made bread.' Well, if you take his |oaf away from
him what are you going to feed himw th instead? Which of
your nasty Paris poisons do you think he'll turn to?
Supposi hg you succeed in keeping himout of a really bad
mess--and, knowi ng the young man as | do, | rather think
that, at this crisis, the only way to do it would be to
marry himslap off to sonebody el se--well, then, who, nmay I
ask, would you pick out? One of your sweet French

i ngenues, | suppose? Wth as nuch mnd as a mnnow and as
much snap as a soft-boiled egg. You might hustle himinto
that kind of marriage; | daresay you could--but if | know

Owen, the natural thing would happen before the first baby



was weaned. "

"I don't know why you insinuate such odious things against

Onen! "

"Do you think it would be odious of himto return to his

real |ove when he'd been forcibly parted fromher? At any
rate, it's what your French friends do, every one of themn
Only they don't generally have the grace to go back to an

old love; and | believe, upon ny word, Owen woul d!"

Madane de Chantelle | ooked at her with a nmixture of awe and
exultation. "O course you realize, Adelaide, that in
suggesting this you' re insinuating the nost shocking things

agai nst M ss Viner?"

"When | say that if you part two young things who are dying
to be happy in the lawful way it's ten to one they'll come
together in an unlawful one? |'minsinuating shocking things
agai nst YQU, Lucretia Mary, in suggesting for a nonent

that you'll care to assume such a responsibility before your
Maker. And you wouldn't, if you tal ked things straight out
with him instead of nerely sending himnessages through a

ni serabl e sinner |ike yourself!™

Darrow expected this assault on her adopted creed to provoke
i n Madane de Chantell e an expl osion of pious indignation;
but to his surprise she nerely murnured: "I don't know what

M. Darrow Il think of you!"

"M . Darrow probably knows his Bible as well as | do," Mss
Painter calmy rejoined; adding a nonent |ater, w thout the

| east perceptible change of voice or expression: "l suppose



you' ve heard that G sele de Fol enbray's husband accuses her
of being mixed up with the Duc d' Arcachon in that business
of trying to sell alot of imtation pearls to Ms. Homer
Pond, the Chicago worman the Duke's engaged to? It seens the
jewel l er says G sele brought Ms. Pond there, and got
twenty-five per cent--which of course she passed on to

d' Arcachon. The poor old Duchess is in a fearful state--so
afraid her son'll lose Ms. Pond! Wen | think that G sele
is old Bradford Wagstaff's grand-daughter, |I'mthankful he's

safe in Mount Auburn!”

It was not until late that afternoon that Darrow could claim
hi s postponed hour with Anna. Wen at | ast he found her
alone in her sitting-roomit was with a sense of |iberation
so great that he sought no logical justification of it. He
simply felt that all their destinies were in Mss Painter's
grasp, and that, resistance being useless, he could only

enj oy the sweets of surrender

Anna herself seened as happy, and for nore explicable
reasons. She had assisted, after |uncheon, at another
debat e between Madame de Chantelle and her confidant, and
had surm sed, when she withdrew fromit, that victory was

permanently perched on M ss Painter's banners.

"I don't know how she does it, unless it's by the dead
wei ght of her convictions. She detests the French so that
she'd back up Omen even if she knew not hing--or knew too

much--of Mss Viner. She sonehow regards the match as a



protest against the corruption of European norals. | told
Onen that was his great chance, and he's nmade the nost of

it."

"What a tactician you are! You make nme feel that | hardly
know t he rudi ments of diplonmacy,"” Darrow smiled at her

abandoni ng hinself to a perilous sense of well-being.

She gave himback his smle. "I'mafraid | think nothing
short of ny own happiness is worth wasting any dipl omacy

on!"

"That's why | nean to resign fromthe service of ny

country," he rejoined with a laugh of deep content.

The feeling that both resistance and apprehensi on were vain
was working like wine in his veins. He had done what he
could to deflect the course of events: now he could only
stand aside and take his chance of safety. Underneath this
fatalistic feeling was the deep sense of relief that he had,
after all, said and done nothing that could in the |east
degree affect the welfare of Sophy Viner. That fact took a

ml|stone off his neck.

Meanwhi | e he gave hinself up once nore to the joy of Anna's
presence. They had not been al one together for two | ong
days, and he had the lover's sense that he had forgotten, or
at |l east underestinmated, the strength of the spell she cast.
Once nore her eyes and her snile seenmed to bound his world.
He felt that their light would al ways nove with himas the

sunset noves before a ship at sea

The next day his sense of security was increased by a



decisive incident. |t became known to the expectant
househol d t hat Madane de Chantelle had yielded to the
trenendous inpact of Mss Painter's deternination and that
Sophy Viner had been "sent for" to the purple satin sitting-

room

At |l uncheon, Oaen's radi ant countenance proclai med the happy
sequel, and Darrow, when the party had noved back to the
oak-room for coffee, deened it discreet to wander out al one
to the terrace with his cigar. The conclusion of Omen's
romance brought his own plans once nore to the front. Anna
had promi sed that she woul d consider dates and settle
details as soon as Madame de Chantell e and her grandson had
been reconciled, and Darrow was eager to go into the
guestion at once, since it was necessary that the
preparations for his marriage should go forward as rapidly
as possible. Anna, he knew, would not seek any farther
pretext for delay; and he strolled up and down contentedly
in the sunshine, certain that she would conme out and
reassure himas soon as the reunited famly had clained its

due share of her attention.

But when she finally joined himher first word was for the

younger | overs.

"I want to thank you for what you've done for Onen," she

began, with her happiest snile.

"Who--1?" he laughed. "Are you confusing me with M ss

Pai nt er ?"

"Perhaps | ought to say for Mg " she corrected herself.

"You've been even nore of a help to us than Adel ai de.”



"My dear child! \What on earth have | done?"

"You' ve managed to hide from Madanme de Chantelle that you

don't really like poor Sophy."

Darrow felt the pallour in his cheek. "Not |ike her? What

put such an idea into your head?"

"Ch, it's nore than an idea--it's a feeling. But what

difference does it make, after all? You saw her in such a
different setting that it's natural you should be a little
doubtful. But when you know her better |'msure you'll fee

about her as | do."

"It's going to be hard for ne not to feel about everything

as you do."

"Wl |, then--please begin with ny daughter-in-law"

He gave her back in the sane tone of banter: "Agreed: if you
Il agree to feel as | do about the pressing necessity of our

getting married.”

"I want to talk to you about that too. You don't know what
a weight is off my mind! Wth Sophy here for good, | shal
feel so differently about |eaving Effie. 1've seen nuch
nmor e acconpli shed governesses--to my cost!--but |'ve never
seen a young thing nore gay and kind and hunman. You nust
have noticed, though you' ve seen themso little together
how Effi e expands when she's with her. And that, you know,
is what | want. W©Madanme de Chantelle will provide the
necessary restraint." She clasped her hands on his arm

"Yes, I"'mready to go with you now. But first of all--this



very nonent!--you nmust cone with ne to Effie. She knows, of
course, nothing of what's been happening; and | want her to

be told first about YOU. "

Effi e, sought throughout the house, was presently traced to
the school -room and thither Darrow nounted with Anna. He
had never seen her so alight with happi ness, and he had

caught her buoyancy of nmpod. He kept repeating to hinself:

"It's over--it's over," as if sone nonstrous m dni ght

hal I uci nati on had been routed by the return of day.

As they approached the school -roomdoor the terrier's barks

came to themthrough | aughi ng renonstrances.

"She's giving himhis dinner," Anna whispered, her hand in

Darrow s.

"Don't forget the gold-fish!" they heard another voice cal

out .

Darrow halted on the threshold. "Ch--not now "

"Not now?"

"I mean--she'd rather have you tell her first. "Il wait

for you both downstairs."

He was aware that she glanced at himintently. "As you

please. [|'Il bring her down at once."

She opened the door, and as she went in he heard her say:

"No, Sophy, don't go! | want you both."



The rest of Darrow s day was a succession of enpty and
agitating scenes. On his way down to Gvre, before he had
seen Effie Leath, he had pictured somewhat sentinentally the
joy of the noment when he should take her in his arms and
receive her first filial kiss. Everything in himthat
egotistically craved for rest, stability, a confortably
organi zed mi ddl e-age, all the home-building instincts of the
man who has sufficiently wooed and wandered, conbined to
throw a charm about the figure of the child who m ght--who
shoul d- - have been his. Effie came to himtrailing the cloud
of glory of his first romance, giving himback the nagic
hour he had ni ssed and nourned. And how different the
realization of his dream had been! The child's radiant

wel come, her unquestioning acceptance of, this new figure in
the fanmly group, had been all that he had hoped and
fancied. |f Mther was so awmfully happy about it, and Oaen
and Granny, too, how nice and cosy and confortable it was
going to be for all of them her beaning | ook seened to say;
and then, suddenly, the small pink fingers he had been
kissing were laid on the one flawin the circle, on the one
poi nt whi ch nust be settled before Effie could, with

conmpl ete unqualified assurance, adnit the new coner to ful

equality with the other gods of her A ynpus.

"And is Sophy awfully happy about it too?" she had asked,
| oosening her hold on Darrow s neck to tilt back her head

and include her nother in her questioning |ook.

"Wy, dearest, didn't you see she was?" Anna had excl ai ned,

| eaning to the group with radi ant eyes.

"I think I should like to ask her,"” the child rejoined,

after a minute's shy consideration; and as Darrow set her



down her nother |aughed: "Do, darling, do! Run off at once,

and tell her we expect her to be awfully happy too."

The scene had been succeeded by others | ess poignant but

al rost as trying. Darrow cursed his luck in having, at such
a monent, to run the gauntlet of a houseful of interested
observers. The state of being "engaged", in itself an
absurd enough predi canent, even to a man only intermttently
exposed, becane intol erable under the continuous scrutiny of
a small circle quivering with participation. Darrow was
furthernore aware that, though the case of the other couple
ought to have nade his own | ess conspicuous, it was rather
they who found a refuge in the shadow of his prom nence.
Madane de Chantelle, though she had consented to Oaen's
engagenent and fornmally wel comed his betrothed, was
nevert hel ess not sorry to show, by her reception of Darrow,
of what finely-shaded degrees of cordiality she was capable.
M ss Painter, having won the day for Omen, was also free to
turn her attention to the newer candidate for her synpathy;
and Darrow and Anna found thenselves imersed in a warm bath

of sentinmental curiosity.

It was a relief to Darrow that he was under a positive
obligation to end his visit within the next forty-eight
hours. When he left London, his Anmbassador had accorded him
a ten days' leave. His fate being definitely settled and
openly published he had no reason for asking to have the
time prolonged, and when it was over he was to return to his
post till the time fixed for taking up his new duties. Anna
and he had therefore decided to be married, in Paris, a day
or two before the departure of the steaner which was to take
themto South America; and Anna, shortly after his return to

Engl and, was to go up to Paris and begin her own



preparati ons.

In honour of the double betrothal Effie and Mss Viner were
to appear that evening at dinner; and Darrow, on |leaving his
room net the little girl springing down the stairs, her
white ruffles and coral -col oured bows nmeking her |look like a
daisy with her yellow hair for its centre. Sophy Viner was
behi nd her pupil, and as she came into the |ight Darrow

noti ced a change in her appearance and wondered vaguely why
she | ooked suddenly younger, nore vivid, nore |like the
little |um nous ghost of his Paris nenories. Then it
occurred to himthat it was the first tinme she had appeared
at dinner since his arrival at Gvre, and the first tine,
consequently, that he had seen her in evening dress. She
was still at the age when the | east adornnent enbellishes;
and no doubt the nere uncovering of her young throat and
neck had given her back her former brightness. But a second
gl ance showed a nore precise reason for his inpression
Vaguel y though he retai ned such details, he felt sure she
was wearing the dress he had seen her in every evening in
Paris. 1t was a sinple enough dress, black, and transparent
on the arns and shoul ders, and he woul d probably not have
recognized it if she had not called his attention to it in
Paris by confessing that she hadn't any other. "The sane
dress? That proves that she's forgotten!™ was his first

hal f-ironic thought; but the next nonent, with a pang of
conpunction, he said to hinself that she had probably put it
on for the same reason as before: sinply because she hadn't

any ot her.

He | ooked at her in silence, and for an instant, above
Effi e' s bobbi ng head, she gave himback his look in a ful

bright gaze.



"Ch, there's Onen!" Effie cried, and whirled away down the
gallery to the door from which her step-brother was
energing. As Omen bent to catch her, Sophy Viner turned

abruptly back to Darrow

"You, too?" she said with a quick laugh. "I didn't know---
" And as Omen canme up to them she added, in a tone that
m ght have been meant to reach his ear: "I wish you all the

luck that we can spare!"

About the dinner-table, which Effie, with Mss Viner's aid
had | avi shly garlanded, the little party had an air of
somewhat sel f-conscious festivity. 1In spite of flowers,
chanpagne and a unani nous attenpt at ease, there were
frequent lapses in the talk, and nonments of nervous groping
for new subjects. Mss Painter alone seemed not only

unaf fected by the general perturbation but as tightly seal ed
up in her unconsciousness of it as a diver in his bell. To
Darrow s strained attention even Oanen's gusts of gaiety
seened to betray an inward sense of insecurity. After

di nner, however, at the piano, he broke into a nood of
extravagant hilarity and flooded the roomw th the splash

and ripple of his nusic.

Darrow, sunk in a sofa corner in the lee of Mss Painter's
granite bulk, snoked and listened in silence, his eyes
moving fromone figure to another. Madane de Chantelle, in
her arncthair near the fire, clasped her little granddaughter
to her with the gesture of a drawi ng-room N obe, and Anna,
seated near them had fallen into one of the attitudes of
vivid cal mwhich seened to Darrow to express her innost

quality. Sophy Viner, after noving uncertainly about the



room had placed herself beyond Ms. Leath, in a chair near
t he piano, where she sat with head thrown back and eyes
attached to the nusician, in the sane rapt fixity of
attention with which she had followed the players at the
Francais. The accident of her having fallen into the same
attitude, and of her wearing the sane dress, gave Darrow, as
he wat ched her, a strange sense of doubl e consciousness. To
escape fromit, his glance turned back to Anna; but fromthe
poi nt at which he was placed his eyes could not take in the
one face without the other, and that renewed the disturbing
duality of the inpression. Suddenly Onen broke off with a

crash of chords and junped to his feet.

"What's the use of this, with such a noon to say it for us?"

Behi nd the uncurtai ned wi ndow a | ow gol den orb hung |like a

ripe fruit against the gl ass.

"Yes--let's go out and listen," Anna answered. Oaen threw
open the wi ndow, and with his gesture a fold of the heavy
star-sprinkl ed sky seened to droop into the roomlike a
drawn-in curtain. The air that entered with it had a frosty

edge, and Anna bade Effie run to the hall for wraps.

Darrow said: "You nmust have one too," and started toward the
door; but Sophy, follow ng her pupil, cried back: "W'llI

bring things for everybody."

Ownen had followed her, and in a nonment the three reappeared,
and the party went out on the terrace. The deep blue purity
of the night was unveiled by mst, and the noonlight rimed
the edges of the trees with a silver blur and bl anched to
unnat ural whiteness the statues against their walls of

shade.



Darrow and Anna, with Effie between them strolled to the
farther corner of the terrace. Below them between the
fringes of the park, the lawn sloped dimMy to the fields
above the river. For a few mnutes they stood silently side
by side, touched to peace beneath the trenbling beauty of
the sky. \When they turned back, Darrow saw that Owen and
Sophy Viner, who had gone down the steps to the garden, were
al so wal king in the direction of the house. As they
advanced, Sophy paused in a patch of noonlight, between the
sharp shadows of the yews, and Darrow noticed that she had
thrown over her shoulders a long cloak of sonme |ight col our
whi ch suddenly evoked her inmage as she had entered the
restaurant at his side on the night of their first dinner in
Paris. A nonment later they were all together again on the
terrace, and when they re-entered the draw ng-roomthe ol der

| adies were on their way to bed.

Effi e, enbol dened by the privileges of the evening, was for
coaxing Onen to round it off with a gane of forfeits or sone
such reckl ess clinmax; but Sophy, resum ng her professiona
rol e, sounded the summons to bed. |In her pupil's wake she
made her round of good-nights; but when she proffered her
hand to Anna, the latter ignoring the gesture held out both

arns.

"Good- ni ght, dear child," she said inpulsively, and drew the

girl to her Kkiss.

BOXK 'V

XX



The next day was Darrow s last at Gvre and, foreseeing that
the afternoon and eveni ng woul d have to be given to the

fam |y, he had asked Anna to devote an early hour to the
final consideration of their plans. He was to neet her in
the brown sitting-roomat ten, and they were to wal k down to
the river and talk over their future in the little pavilion

abutting on the wall of the park.

It was just a week since his arrival at Gvre, and Anna

wi shed, before he left, to return to the place where they
had sat on their first afternoon together. Her
sensitiveness to the appeal of inanimte things, to the
colour and texture of whatever wove itself into the

subst ance of her enotion, nade her want to hear Darrow s
voice, and to feel his eyes on her, in the spot where bliss

had first flowed into her heart.

That bliss, in the interval, had wound itself into every
fold of her being. Passing, in the first days, froma high
shy tenderness to the rush of a secret surrender, it had
gradual Iy wi dened and deepened, to flow on in redoubled
beauty. She thought she now knew exactly how and why she

| oved Darrow, and she could see her whole sky reflected in

the deep and tranquil current of her |ove.

Early the next day, in her sitting-room she was gl ancing
through the letters which it was Effie's norning privilege
to carry up to her. Effie nmeanwhile circled inquisitively
about the room where there was al ways sonething new to
engage her infant fancy; and Anna, |ooking up, saw her

suddenly arrested before a photograph of Darrow which, the



day before, had taken its place on the witing-table.

Anna held out her arnms with a faint blush. "You do |like

him don't you, dear?"

"Ch, nost awfully, dearest," Effie, against her breast,
| eaned back to assure her with a linpid |l ook. "And so do
Granny and Owen--and | DO think Sophy does too," she

added, after a nonment's earnest pondering.

"I hope so," Anna |l aughed. She checked the inmpulse to
continue: "Has she talked to you about him that you' re so
sure?" She did not know what had nade the question spring to
her lips, but she was gl ad she had cl osed them before
pronouncing it. Nothing could have been nore distasteful to
her than to clear up such obscurities by turning on themthe
tiny flame of her daughter's observation. And what, after
all, now that Omen's happi ness was secured, did it matter if

there were certain reserves in Darrow s approval of his

marriage?

A knock on the door made Anna gl ance at the clock. "There's

Nurse to carry you off."

"I't's Sophy's knock," the little girl answered, junping down
to open the door; and Mss Viner in fact stood on the

t hreshol d.

"Conme in," Anna said with a smile, instantly remarking how

pal e she | ooked.

"May Effie go out for a turn with Nurse?" the girl asked.

"I should like to speak to you a nonent."



"Of course. This ought to be YOUR holiday, as yesterday
was Effie's. Run off, dear,"” she added, stooping to kiss

the little girl.

When the door had cl osed she turned back to Sophy Viner with
a | ook that sought her confidence. "I'mso glad you cane,
my dear. We've got so many things to talk about, just you

and | together."

The confused intercourse of the |ast days had, in fact, left
little time for any speech with Sophy but such as related to
her marriage and the means of overconi ng Madane de
Chantelle's opposition to it. Anna had exacted of Omen that
no one, not even Sophy Viner, should be given a hint of her
own projects till all contingent questions had been di sposed
of. She had felt, fromthe outset, a secret reluctance to

i ntrude her securer happi ness on the doubts and fears of the

young pair.

From the sofa-corner to which she had dropped back she
pointed to Darrow s chair. "Come and sit by ne, dear.
wanted to see you alone. There's so nuch to say that |

hardly know where to begin.”

She | eaned forward, her hands clasped on the arms of the
sofa, her eyes bent smilingly on Sophy's. As she did so,
she noticed that the girl's unusual pallour was partly due
to the slight veil of powder on her face. The di scovery was
distinctly disagreeable. Anna had never before noticed, on
Sophy's part, any recourse to cosnetics, and, nuch as she
wi shed to think herself exenpt from ol d-fashioned

prej udi ces, she suddenly becane aware that she did not |ike

her daughter's governess to have a powdered face. Then she



reflected that the girl who sat opposite her was no | onger
Effie's governess, but her own future daughter-in-law and
she wondered whet her M ss Viner had chosen this odd way of
cel ebrating her independence, and whether, as Ms. Onen
Leath, she would present to the world a bedi zened

count enance. This idea was scarcely |l ess distasteful than
the other, and for a noment Anna continued to consider her
wi t hout speaking. Then, in a flash, the truth came to her:
M ss Viner had powdered her face because Mss Viner had been

crying.

Anna | eaned forward inpulsively. "M dear child, what's the
matter?" She saw the girl's blood rush up under the white
mask, and hastened on: "Please don't be afraid to tell ne.
| do so want you to feel that you can trust ne as Onen does.
And you know you nustn't mind if, just at first, Madane de

Chantel |l e occasionally rel apses.”

She spoke eagerly, persuasively, alnost on a note of

pl eading. She had, in truth, so nmany reasons for wanting
Sophy to like her: her love for Onen, her solicitude for
Effie, and her own sense of the girl's fine nettle. She had
al ways felt a romantic and al nost hunble adm ration for

t hose nmenbers of her sex who, fromforce of will, or the
constraint of circunstances, had plunged into the conflict
fromwhich fate had so persistently excluded her. There
were even nonments when she fanci ed herself vaguely to bl ame
for her immunity, and felt that she ought sonehow to have
affronted the perils and hardshi ps which refused to cone to
her. And now, as she sat |ooking at Sophy Viner, so snall
so slight, so visibly defencel ess and undone, she stil

felt, through all the superiority of her worldly advantages

and her seeming maturity, the sane odd sense of ignorance



and i nexperience. She could not have said what there was in
the girl's manner and expression to give her this feeling,
but she was rem nded, as she | ooked at Sophy Viner, of the
other girls she had known in her youth, the girls who seened
possessed of a secret she had missed. Yes, Sophy Viner had
their | ook--al nost the obscurely menacing | ook of Kitty
Mayne. .. Anna, with an inward smile, brushed aside the inmge
of this forgotten rival. But she had felt, deep down, a

twi nge of the old pain, and she was sorry that, even for the
flash of a thought, Owen's betrothed shoul d have reni nded

her of so different a wonman. ..

She laid her hand on the girl's. "Wen his grandnother sees
how happy Omen is she'll be quite happy herself. If it's
only that, don't be distressed. Just trust to Omen--and the

future."

Sophy Viner, with an al nost inperceptible recoil of her
whol e slight person, had drawn her hand from under the pal m

enclosing it.

"That's what | wanted to talk to you about--the future."

"OF course! W've all so many plans to nake--and to fit into

each other's. Please let's begin with yours."

The girl paused a noment, her hands clasped on the arns of

her chair, her lids dropped under Anna's gaze; then she

said: "l should like to make no plans at all...just yet..."
"No plans?"
"No--1 should like to go away...ny friends the Farl ows woul d

let me go to them.. Her voice grew firmer and she lifted



her eyes to add: "I should like to | eave today, if you don't

m nd.

Anna listened with a rising wonder.

"You want to |l eave G vre at once?" She gave the idea a
monent's swift consideration. "You prefer to be with your
friends till your marriage? | understand that--but surely

you needn't rush off today? There are so nmany details to

di scuss; and before long, you know, | shall be going away
too."

"Yes, | know." The girl was evidently trying to steady her
voice. "But | should Iike to wait a few days--to have a

little nore tinme to nyself."

Anna continued to consider her kindly. It was evident that
she did not care to say why she wished to | eave Gvre so
suddenl y, but her disturbed face and shaken voice betrayed a
nore pressing notive than the natural desire to spend the
weeks before her marriage under her old friends' roof.

Si nce she had nmade no response to the allusion to Madane de
Chantell e, Anna could but conjecture that she had had a
passi ng di sagreement with Oven; and if this were so, random

interference m ght do nore harmthan good

"My dear child, if you really want to go at once | sha' n't,

of course, urge you to stay. | suppose you have spoken to
Onen?"
"No. Not yet..."

Anna threw an astoni shed gl ance at her. "You nmean to say



you haven't told hinP"

"I wanted to tell you first. | thought |I ought to, on
account of Effie." Her look cleared as she put forth this
reason.

"Ch, Effiel--" Anna's smle brushed away the scruple. "Owen

has a right to ask that you should consider himbefore you
think of his sister...O course you shall do just as you

wi sh,” she went on, after another thoughtful interval

"Ch, thank you,"™ Sophy Viner nmurnmured and rose to her feet.

Anna rose al so, vaguely seeking for some word that should
break down the girl's resistance. "You'll tell Owen at

once?" she finally asked.

M ss Viner, instead of replying, stood before her in
mani f est uncertainty, and as she did so there was a |ight

tap on the door, and Omen Leath wal ked into the room

Anna's first glance told her that his face was uncl ouded.
He met her greeting with his happiest snmle and turned to
lift Sophy's hand to his lips. The perception that he was
utterly unconscious of any cause for Mss Viner's agitation

cane to his step-nother with a sharp thrill of surprise

"Darrow s | ooking for you," he said to her. "He asked ne to

rem nd you that you' d promsed to go for a walk with him™"

Anna gl anced at the clock. "I'lIl go down presently."” She
wai ted and | ooked again at Sophy Vi ner, whose troubl ed eyes
seemed to conmit their message to her. "You'd better tel

Ownen, ny dear.”



Onen's ook also turned on the girl. "Tell me what? Wy,

what's happened?”

Anna summoned a | augh to ease the vague tension of the
monent. "Don't | ook so startled! Nothing, except that Sophy

proposes to desert us for a while for the Farlows."

Onen's brow cleared. "I was afraid she'd run off before
long." He glanced at Anna. "Do pl ease keep her here as |ong

as you can!"”

Sophy intervened: "Ms. Leath's already given ne |eave to

go.

"Already? To go when?"

"Today," said Sophy in a |ow tone, her eyes on Anna's.

"Today? Wy on earth should you go today?" Owen dropped back
a step or two, flushing and paling under his bew | dered
frown. H's eyes seened to search the girl nore closely.
"Somet hi ng' s happened." He too |ooked at his step-nother.

"l suppose she must have told you what it is?"

Anna was struck by the suddenness and vehenence of his
appeal. It was as though some snoul deri ng apprehensi on had

| ain close under the surface of his security.

"She's told ne nothing except that she wishes to be with her
friends. It's quite natural that she should want to go to

them"

Ownen visibly controlled hinself. "O course--quite



natural ." He spoke to Sophy. "But why didn't you tell nme

so? Wiy did you cone first to my step-nother?"

Anna intervened with her calmsnile. "That seens to ne
quite natural, too. Sophy was considerate enough to tell ne

first because of Effie."

He weighed it. "Very well, then: that's quite natural, as
you say. And of course she nust do exactly as she pl eases.”

He still kept his eyes on the girl. "Tonorrow," he abruptly

announced, "l shall go up to Paris to see you

"Ch, no--no!" she protested.

Onen turned back to Anna. "NOWdo you say that

not hi ng' s happened?”

Under the influence of his agitation Anna felt a vague
tightening of the heart. She seened to herself |ike sone

one in a dark room about whom unseen presences are groping.

"If it's anything that Sophy wi shes to tell you, no doubt
she'll do so. |1'mgoing down now, and |I'Il |eave you here

to talk it over by yourselves."

As she noved to the door the girl caught up with her. "But

there's nothing to tell: why should there be? |'ve explained
that | sinmply want to be quiet.” Her |ook seemed to detain
Ms. Leath.

Ownen broke in: "lIs that why | nayn't go up tonorrow?"

"Not tonorrow "



"Then when may |7?"

"Later...in alittle while...a few days..."

"I'n how many days?"
"Onen!" his step-nother interposed; but he seenmed no | onger
aware of her. "If you go away today, the day that our

engagenent's made known, it's only fair," he persisted,

"that you should tell ne when | amto see you."

Sophy' s eyes wavered between the two and dropped down
wearily. "It's you who are not fair--when |'ve said

wanted to be quiet."

"But why should nmy coming disturb you? |'mnot asking now to
come tonmorrow. | only ask you not to | eave without telling

me when |'mto see you."

"Omen, | don't understand you!" his step-nother exclai ned.

"You don't understand ny asking for sone explanation, sone
assurance, when |'mleft in this way, w thout a word,
without a sign? Al | ask her to tell nme is when she'll see

ne.

Anna turned back to Sophy Viner, who stood straight and

trenul ous between the two.

"After all, ny dear, he's not unreasonable!"

"I wite--1"11 wite," the girl repeated.

"WHAT will you wite?" he pressed her vehenently.



"Onen, " Anna excl ai ned, "you are unreasonabl e!"

He turned from Sophy to his step-nother. "I only want her
to say what she neans: that she's going to wite to break

of f our engagenent. Isn't that what you're going away for?"

Anna felt the contagion of his excitenent. She |ooked at
Sophy, who stood notionless, her |lips set, her whole face

drawn to a silent fixity of resistance.

"You ought to speak, ny dear--you ought to answer him"

"I only ask himto wait----"

"Yes," Onen, broke in, "and you won't say how | ong!"

Both instinctively addressed thensel ves to Anna, who stood,
nearly as shaken as thensel ves, between the doubl e shock of
their struggle. She |ooked again from Sophy's inscrutable
eyes to Onen's storny features; then she said: "What can |

do, when there's clearly sonething between you that | don't

know about ?"

"Ch, if it WERE between us! Can't you see it's outside
of us--outside of her, dragging at her, draggi ng her away

fromnme?" Onen wheel ed round agai n upon his step-nother.

Anna turned fromhimto the girl. "lIs it true that you want
to break your engagenment? |If you do, you ought to tell him

Now.

Onen burst into a laugh. "She doesn't dare to--she's afraid

I"l'l guess the reason!"



A faint sound escaped from Sophy's |ips, but she kept them

cl ose on what ever answer she had ready.

"If she doesn't wish to marry you, why should she be afraid

to have you know t he reason?"

"She's afraid to have YQU know it--not ne!"

"To have ME know it ?"

He | aughed again, and Anna, at his laugh, felt a sudden rush

of indignation.

"Omen, you nust explain what you nean!"

He | ooked at her hard before answering; then: "Ask Darrow "

he sai d.

"Onen- - Onen! ™ Sophy Vi ner nurnmur ed.

XXI'V

Anna stood | ooking fromone to the other. |t had becone
apparent to her in a flash that Omen's retort, though it
startl ed Sophy, did not take her by surprise; and the

di scovery shot its light along dark di stances of fear

The i medi ate i nference was that Oaen had guessed the reason
of Darrow s di sapproval of his marriage, or that, at |east,
he suspected Sophy Viner of knowing and dreading it. This

confirmati on of her own obscure doubt sent a trenpr of alarm



through Anna. For a nonent she felt |ike exclaining: "All
this is really no business of nmine, and | refuse to have you

mx me up init--" but her secret fear held her fast.

Sophy Viner was the first to speak

"I should like to go now," she said in a | ow voice, taking a

few steps toward the door

Her tone woke Anna to the sense of her own share in the
situation. "l quite agree with you, ny dear, that it's
useless to carry on this discussion. But since M. Darrow s
nane has been brought into it, for reasons which I fail to
guess, | want to tell you that you' re both m staken if you
think he's not in synpathy with your marriage. |If that's

what Oanen neans to inply, the idea's a conpl ete delusion.”

She spoke the words deliberately and incisively, as if
hopi ng that the sound of their utterance would stifle the

whi sper in her bosom

Sophy's only answer was a vague nmurnmur, and a novenent t hat
brought her nearer to the door; but before she could reach

it Omen had placed hinself in her way.

"I don't nean to inply what you think," he said, addressing
hi s step-nother but keeping his eyes on the girl. "I don't
say Darrow doesn't |ike our marriage; | say it's Sophy who's

hated it since Darrow s been here!"

He brought out the charge in a tone of forced conmposure, but
his lips were white and he grasped the doorknob to hide the

trenor of his hand.



Anna's anger surged up with her fears. "You' re absurd,
Onen! | don't know why | listen to you. Wy should Sophy
dislike M. Darrow, and if she does, why should that have

anything to do with her wishing to break her engagenent?"

"I don't say she dislikes himl | don't say she likes hinm |
don't know what it is they say to each other when they're

shut up together alone."

"Shut up together alone?" Anna stared. Owen seened |like a
man in delirium such an exhibition was degrading to them

all. But he pushed on w thout seeing her | ook

"Yes--the first evening she cane, in the study; the next
nmorning, early, in the park; yesterday, again, in the
spring- house, when you were at the |l odge with the doctor...|
don't know what they say to each other, but they've taken
every chance they could to say it...and to say it when they

t hought that no one saw them"

Anna |l onged to silence him but no words canme to her. It was
as though all her confused apprehensi ons had suddenly taken
definite shape. There was "sonething"--yes, there was
"something"...Darrow s reticences and evasi ons had been nore

than a figment of her doubts.

The next instant brought a recoil of pride. She turned

i ndi gnantly on her step-son

"I don't half understand what you've been sayi ng; but what
you seemto hint is so preposterous, and so insulting both
to Sophy and to ne, that | see no reason why we shoul d

listen to you any |onger."



Though her tone steadi ed Oanen, she perceived at once that it
woul d not deflect himfromhis purpose. He spoke |ess

vehermently, but with all the nore precision

"How can it be preposterous, since it's true? O insulting,
since | don't know, any nore than YQU, the neani ng of

what |'ve been seeing? |If you'll be patient with ne I'lIl try
to put it quietly. Wat | nean is that Sophy has conpletely
changed since she met Darrow here, and that, having noticed
the change, I'mhardly to blane for having tried to find out

its cause."

Anna made an effort to answer himwi th the sane conposure.
"You're to blane, at any rate, for so recklessly assum ng
that you HAVE found it out. You seemto forget that,

till they met here, Sophy and M. Darrow hardly knew each

ot her."

"If so, it's all the stranger that they' ve been so often

cl oseted together!"

"Onen, Onen--" the girl sighed out.

He turned his haggard face to her. "Can | help it, if |'ve
seen and known what | wasn't neant to? For CGod's sake give
me a reason--any reason | can decently make out with! Is it
my fault if, the day after you arrived, when | cane back
| ate through the garden, the curtains of the study hadn't

been drawn, and | saw you there al one wi th Darrow?"

Anna | aughed inpatiently. "Really, Owen, if you nmake it a
gri evance that two people who are staying in the sane house

shoul d be seen tal king together----1"



"They were not talking. That's the point----"

"Not tal king? How do you know? You could hardly hear them

fromthe garden!”

"No; but | could see. HE was sitting at nmy desk, with
his face in his hands. SHE was standing in the w ndow,

| ooking away fromhim.."

He waited, as if for Sophy Viner's answer; but still she

neither stirred nor spoke.

"That was the first tine," he went on; "and the second was
the next nmorning in the park. It was natural enough, their
nmeeting there. Sophy had gone out with Effie, and Effie ran
back to ook for me. She told ne she'd left Sophy and
Darrow in the path that |leads to the river, and presently we
saw t hem ahead of us. They didn't see us at first, because
they were standing | ooking at each other; and this tine they
were not speaking either. W cane up close before they
heard us, and all that tine they never spoke, or stopped

| ooki ng at each other. After that | began to wonder; and so

| watched them"

"Ch, Owen!"

"Ch, | only had to wait. Yesterday, when | notored you and
the doctor back fromthe | odge, | saw Sophy coni ng out of
the spring-house. | supposed she'd taken shelter fromthe

rain, and when you got out of the notor | strolled back down
the avenue to neet her. But she'd di sappeared--she nust
have taken a short cut and come into the house by the side

door. | don't know why | went on to the spring-house;



suppose it was what you'd call spying. | went up the steps
and found the roomenpty; but two chairs had been noved out
fromthe wall and were standing near the table; and one of
the Chinese screens that lie on it had dropped to the

floor."

Anna sounded a faint note of irony. "Really? Sophy'd gone
there for shelter, and she dropped a screen and noved a

chair?"

"l said two chairs----"

"Two? What dammi ng evi dence--of | don't know what!"

"Sinply of the fact that Darrow d been there with her. As |
| ooked out of the window | saw himclose by, wal king away.
He nmust have turned the corner of the spring-house just as

got to the door."

There was anot her silence, during which Anna paused, not
only to collect her own words but to wait for Sophy Viner's;

then, as the girl made no sign, she turned to her

"I"ve absolutely nothing to say to all this; but perhaps

you'd like ne to wait and hear your answer?"

Sophy rai sed her head with a quick flash of colour. "I've no

answer either--except that Omven nust be nad."

In the interval since she had | ast spoken she seened to have
regai ned her self-control, and her voice rang clear, with a

col d edge of anger.

Anna | ooked at her step-son. He had grown extrenely pale,



and his hand fell fromthe door with a di scouraged gesture.

"That's all then? You won't give nme any reason?”

"I didn't suppose it was necessary to give you or any one
el se a reason for talking with a friend of Ms. Leath's

under Ms. Leath's own roof."

Onen hardly seemed to feel the retort: he kept his dogged

stare on her face.

"I won't ask for one, then. 1'Il only ask you to give ne
your assurance that your talks with Darrow have had not hi ng

to do with your suddenly deciding to | eave Gvre."

She hesitated, not so much with the air of weighing her
answer as of questioning his right to exact any. "l give

you my assurance; and now | should Iike to go," she said.

As she turned away, Anna intervened. "M dear, | think you

ought to speak."

The girl drew herself up with a faint laugh. "To him-or to
You?"

"To him"

She stiffened. "I've said all there is to say."

Anna drew back, her eyes on her step-son. He had left the
threshol d and was advancing toward Sophy Viner with a notion
of desperate appeal; but as he did so there was a knock on
the door. A nonent's silence fell on the three; then Anna

said: "Cone in!"



Darrow came into the room Seeing the three together, he
| ooked rapidly fromone to the other; then he turned to Anna

with a smle.

"I came up to see if you were ready; but please send ne off

if I'"'mnot wanted."

Hi s 1 ook, his voice, the sinple sense of his presence,
restored Anna's shaken bal ance. By Omen's side he | ooked so
strong, so urbane, so experienced, that the | ad' s passionate
charges dwi ndl ed to nere boyi sh vapourings. A noment ago
she had dreaded Darrow s com ng; now she was gl ad that he

was there

She turned to himw th sudden decision. "Conme in, please; |

want you to hear what Omen has been saying."

She caught a murmur from Sophy Viner, but disregarded it.

An illum nating inmpul se urged her on. She, habitually so
aware of her own | ack of penetration, her snmall skill in
readi ng hi dden notives and detecting secret signals, now
felt herself nysteriously inspired. She addressed herself to
Sophy Viner. "It's nuch better for you both that this
absurd question should be cleared up now " Then, turning to
Darrow, she continued: "For some reason that | don't pretend
to guess, Ownen has taken it into his head that you've

i nfluenced M ss Viner to break her engagenent.”

She spoke slowy and deliberately, because she w shed to
give time and to gain it; time for Darrow and Sophy to
receive the full inpact of what she was saying, and tine to
observe its full effect on them She had said to herself:

"If there's nothing between them they'll |ook at each



other; if there IS sonething, they won't;" and as she
ceased to speak she felt as if all her life were in her

eyes.

Sophy, after a start of protest, remained notionless, her
gaze on the ground. Darrow, his face grown grave, glanced
slowmy from Onen Leath to Anna. Wth his eyes on the latter

he asked: "Has M ss Viner broken her engagenent?"

A nmoment's silence followed his question; then the girl

| ooked up and said: "Yes!"

Ownen, as she spoke, uttered a snothered exclamation and

wal ked out of the room She continued to stand in the sane
pl ace, wi thout appearing to notice his departure, and

wi t hout vouchsafing an additional word of explanation; then,
before Anna could find a cry to detain her, she too turned

and went out.

"For God's sake, what's happened?" Darrow asked; but Anna,
with a drop of the heart, was saying to herself that he and

Sophy Viner had not | ooked at each other

Anna stood in the nmiddle of the room her eyes on the door

Darrow s questioning gaze was still on her, and she said to
herself with a quick-drawn breath: "If only he doesn't cone
near me!"

It seemed to her that she had been suddenly endowed with the



fatal gift of reading the secret sense of every seeningly
spont aneous | ook and novenent, and that in his | east gesture

of affection she would detect a cold design.

For a monent | onger he continued to | ook at her enquiringly;
then he turned away and took up his habitual stand by the

mant el - pi ece. She drew a deep breath of relief

"Whn't you pl ease explain?" he said.

"I can't explain: | don't know | didn't even know-till
she told you--that she really neant to break her engagenent.
Al I knowis that she came to ne just now and said she

wi shed to |l eave G vre today; and that Oaen, when he heard of
it--for she hadn't told him-at once accused her of going

away wWith the secret intention of throwi ng himover.

"And you think it's a definite break?" She perceived, as she

spoke, that his brow had cleared

"How should | know? Perhaps you can tell ne.

"I?" She fancied his face cl ouded again, but he did not nove

fromhis tranquil attitude

"As | told you,” she went on, "Ownen has worked hinself up to
i magi ning that for sonme nysterious reason you' ve influenced

Sophy agai nst him"

Darrow still visibly wondered. "It nust indeed be a
mysterious reason! He knows how slightly I know M ss Viner

Why shoul d he inmagi ne anything so wildly inprobable?”

"l don't know that either."



"But he nust have hinted at sone reason.”

"No: he adnits he doesn't know your reason. He sinply says
that Sophy's manner to him has changed since she cane back
to Gvre and that he's seen you together several times--in
the park, the spring-house, | don't know where--talking
alone in a way that seemed confidential--al nost secret; and
he draws the preposterous conclusion that you' ve used your

i nfluence to turn her against him"

"My influence? What kind of influence?"

"He doesn't say."

Darrow again seened to turn over the facts she gave him
H s face remained grave, but without the |east trace of

di sconposure. "And what does Mss Viner say?"

"She says it's perfectly natural that she should
occasionally talk to ny friends when she's under mny roof--

and refuses to give himany other explanation."

"That at least is perfectly natural!"

Anna felt her cheeks flush as she answered: "Yes--but there

is sonmething----"

" Sonet hi ng----?"

"Some reason for her sudden decision to break her
engagenent. | can understand Onen's feeling, sorry as | am
for his way of showing it. The girl owes him sonme sort of

expl anation, and as |long as she refuses to give it his



i magination is sure to run wild."

"She woul d have given it, no doubt, if he d asked it in a

different tone."

"l don't defend Onen's tone--but she knew what it was before
she accepted him She knows he's excitable and

undi sci pl i ned. "

"Well, she's been disciplining hima little--probably the
best thing that could happen. Wy not let the matter rest

t her e?"

"Leave Onen with the idea that you HAVE been the cause

of the break?"

He met the question with his easy snmile. "Ch, as to that--
|l eave himwith any idea of nme he chooses! But |eave him at

any rate, free."

"Free?" she echoed in surprise.

"Sinply let things be. You' ve surely done all you could for
himand Mss Viner. |If they don't hit it off it's their own
affair. \Wat possible notive can you have for trying to

interfere now?"

Her gaze wi dened to a deeper wonder. "Wiy--naturally, what

he says of you!"

"I don't care a straw what he says of ne! 1In such a
situation a boy in love will snatch at the nost far-fetched
reason rather than face the nortifying fact that the |ady

may sinply be tired of him"



"You don t quite understand Osmen. Things go deep with him
and last long. It took hima long tine to recover fromhis
ot her unlucky love affair. He's romantic and extravagant:
he can't live on the interest of his feelings. He worships
Sophy and she seened to be fond of him |[If she's changed
it's been very sudden. And if they part like this, angrily
and inarticulately, it will hurt himhorribly--hurt his very
soul. But that, as you say, is between the two. What
concerns me is his associating you with their quarrel

Onen's like ny own son--if you'd seen himwhen | first came
here you'd know why. W were like two prisoners who talk to
each other by tapping on the wall. He's never forgotten it,
nor I. Wether he breaks with Sophy, or whether they nake
it up, | can't let himthink you had anything to do with

it."

She raised her eyes entreatingly to Darrow s, and read in
them the forbearance of the man resigned to the di scussion

of non-existent problens.

"I''l'l do whatever you want ne to," he said; "but | don't yet

know what it is.

H's smle seened to charge her with i nconsequence, and the
prick to her pride nmade her continue: "After all, it's not
so unnatural that Owen, knowi ng you and Sophy to be al nost
strangers, shoul d wonder what you were saying to each other

when he saw you tal king together."

She felt a warning trenor as she spoke, as though some
i nstinct deeper than reason surged up in defense of its

treasure. But Darrow s face was unstirred save by the flit



of his hal f-anmused snil e.

"Wl |, ny dear--and couldn't you have told hinP"

"I?" she faltered out through her blush

"You seemto forget, one and all of you, the position you
put ne in when | canme down here: your appeal to nme to see
Owen through, your assurance to himthat | would, Midane de
Chantelle's attenpt to win ne over; and nost of all, my own
sense of the fact you' ve just recalled to ne: the

i mportance, for both of us, that Omen should like nme. It
seened to ne that the first thing to do was to get as nuch
light as | could on the whol e situation; and the obvi ous way
of doing it was to try to know Mss Viner better. O course
I"ve talked with her alone--1've talked with her as often as
I could. I've tried ny best to find out if you were right

in encouraging Oven to narry her."

She listened with a growing sense of reassurance, struggling
to separate the abstract sense of his words fromthe

persuasion in which his eyes and voi ce envel oped t hem

"l see--1 do see," she nmurnured.

"You nust see, also, that | could hardly say this to Oaen

wi thout offending himstill nore, and perhaps increasing the
breach between M ss Viner and hinsel f. Wat sort of figure
should I cut if I told himlI'd been trying to find out if
he'd nmade a proper choice? In any case, it's none of ny
busi ness to offer an explanation of what she justly says
doesn't need one. |If she declines to speak, it's obviously
on the ground that Oaen's insinuations are absurd; and that

surely pledges nme to silence.”



"Yes, yes! | see," Anna repeated. "But | don't want you to

expl ain anything to Onen.™

"You haven't yet told ne what you do want."

She hesitated, conscious of the difficulty of justifying her

request; then: "I want you to speak to Sophy," she said.

Darrow broke into an incredul ous |augh. "Considering what

my previous attenpts have resulted in----1"

She rai sed her eyes quickly. "They haven't, at |east,
resulted in your liking her less, in your thinking |ess well

of her than you've told nme?"

She fancied he frowned a little. "I wonder why you go back
to that?"
"I want to be sure--1 owe it to Osen. WoNn't you tell ne the

exact inpression she's produced on you?"

"I have told you--1 like Mss Viner."

"Do you still believe she's in love with Onen?"

"There was nothing in our short talks to throw any

particular light on that."

"You still believe, though, that there's no reason why he

shouldn't marry her?"

Again he betrayed a restrained inpatience. "How can
answer that w thout know ng her reasons for breaking with

hi ne"



"That's just what | want you to find out fromher."

"And why in the world should she tell ne?"

"Because, whatever grievance she has agai nst Oamen, she can
certainly have none against ne. She can't want to have Owen
connect nme in his mind with this wetched quarrel; and she
must see that he will until he's convinced you've had no

share init."

Darrow s el bow dropped fromthe nantel -pi ece and he took a
restless step or two across the room Then he halted before

her.

"Way can't you tell her this yoursel f?"

"Don't you see?"

He eyed her intently, and she pressed on: "You nust have

guessed that Owen's jeal ous of you."

"Jeal ous of me?" The bl ood flew up under his brown skin.

"Blind with it--what else would drive himto this folly? And
I can't have her think ne jealous too! 1've said all I

could, short of making her think so; and she's refused a

word more to either of us. Qur only chance now is that she
should listen to you--that you should nake her see the harm

her silence may do."

Darrow uttered a protesting exclamation. "It's all too
prepost erous--what you suggest! | can't, at any rate, appea

to her on such a ground as that!"



Anna laid her hand on his arm "Appeal to her on the ground
that I'm al nbst Omen's nother, and that any estrangenent

bet ween you and himwould kill nme. She knows what he is--
she' Il understand. Tell her to say anything, do anything,
she wi shes; but not to go away w t hout speaking, not to

| eave THAT between us when she goes!™

She drew back a step and lifted her face to his, trying to
| ook into his eyes nore deeply than she had ever |ooked; but
bef ore she could discern what they expressed he had taken

hol d of her hands and bent his head to kiss them

"You'll see her? You'll see her?" she entreated; and he
answered: "I'll do anything in the world you want ne to."
XXVI

Darrow waited alone in the sitting-room

No pl ace could have been nore distasteful as the scene of
the talk that lay before him but he had acceded to Anna's
suggestion that it would seemnore natural for her to sunmon
Sophy Viner than for himto go in search of her. As his
troubl ed pacings carried himback and forth a relentless
hand seenmed to be tearing away all the tender fibres of
associ ation that bound himto the peaceful room Here, in
this very place, he had drunk his deepest draughts of

happi ness, had had his |lips at the fountain-head of its
overflowing rivers; but now that source was poi soned and he

woul d taste no nore of an untainted cup



For a nmonent he felt an actual physical anguish; then his
nerves hardened for the conming struggle. He had no notion
of what awaited him but after the first instinctive recoi
he had seen in a flash the urgent need of another word with
Sophy Viner. He had been insincere in letting Anna think
that he had consented to speak because she asked it. In
reality he had been feverishly casting about for the pretext
she had given him and for sonme reason this trivia
hypocri sy wei ghed on himnore than all his heavy burden of

decei t.

At length he heard a step behind himand Sophy Viner
entered. Wen she saw hi m she paused on the threshold and

hal f drew back.

"I was told that Ms. Leath had sent for ne."

"Ms. Leath DID send for you. She'll be here presently;

but | asked her to let nme see you first."

He spoke very gently, and there was no insincerity in his
gentl eness. He was profoundly noved by the change in the
girl's appearance. At sight of himshe had forced a snile;
but it lit up her wetchedness like a candle-flanme held to a

dead face

She made no reply, and Darrow went on: "You must understand

my wanting to speak to you, after what | was told just now'

She interposed, with a gesture of protest: "I'm not

responsi ble for Oaen's ravings!"



"OfF course---- He broke off and they stood facing each
other. She lifted a hand and pushed back her |oose |ock
with the gesture that was burnt into his nmenory; then she

| ooked about her and dropped into the nearest chair.

"Wl l, you've got what you wanted," she said.

"What do you nean by what | wanted?"

"My engagenent's broken--you heard ne say so."

"Wy do you say that's what | wanted? Al | wi shed, fromthe

begi nning, was to advise you, to help you as best | coul d--

"That's what you' ve done," she rejoined. "You've convinced

me that it's best | shouldn't marry him"

Darrow broke into a despairing |augh. "At the very nonent

when you' d convinced ne to the contrary!"”

"Had | ?" Her smile flickered up. "Well, | really believed
it till you showed ne...warned ne..."
"War ned you?"

"That |1'd be mserable if | married a man | didn't |ove."

"Don't you | ove hinP"

She made no answer, and Darrow started up and wal ked away to
the other end of the room He stopped before the witing-
tabl e, where his photograph, well-dressed, handsone, self-

sufficient--the portrait of a man of the world, confident of



his ability to deal adequately with the nost delicate
situations--offered its huge fatuity to his gaze. He turned
back to her. "It's rather hard on Oaen, isn't it, that you

shoul d have waited until now to tell hinP"

She reflected a nonent before answering. "I told himas

soon as | knew. "

"Knew that you couldn't marry hin®"

"Knew that | could never live here with him" She | ooked

about the room as though the very walls mnmust speak for her.

For a nonent Darrow conti nued to search her face

perpl exedly; then their eyes net in a |ong disastrous gaze.

"Yes----" she said, and stood up.

Bel ow t he wi ndow they heard Effie whistling for her dogs,

and then, fromthe terrace, her nother calling her.

"There--THAT for instance,"” Sophy Viner said.

Darrow broke out: "It's | who ought to go!"

She kept her small pale snile. "Wat good would that do any

of us--now?"

He covered his face with his hands. "Good God!" he groaned.

"How could | tell?"

"You couldn't tell. W neither of us could.” She seened to
turn the problemover critically. "After all, it night have

been YOU i nstead of ne!"



He took anot her distracted turn about the room and coni ng
back to her sat down in a chair at her side. A nocking hand
seened to dash the words fromhis lips. There was nothing on
earth that he could say to her that wasn't foolish or crue

or contenptible...

"My dear," he began at |ast, "oughtn't you, at any rate, to

try?"
Her gaze grew grave. "Try to forget you?"
He flushed to the forehead. "I neant, try to give Oaen nore

time; to give hima chance. He's nmadly in love with you
all the good that's in himis in your hands. Hi s step-nother

felt that fromthe first. And she thought--she believed----

"She thought | could make hi m happy. Wuld she think so

now?"

"Now...? | don't say now But later? Tinme nodifies...rubs
out...nore quickly than you think...Go away, but let him
hope...|'m goi ng too--WE RE going--" he stunbled on the
plural--"in a very few weeks: going for a long tine,
probably. What you're thinking of now nmay never happen. W

may not all be here together again for years.”

She heard himout in silence, her hands clasped on her knee,
her eyes bent on them "For ne," she said, "you'll always

be here."

"Don't say that--oh, don't! Things change. .. people

change...You'll see!™



"You don't understand. | don't want anything to change.
don't want to forget--to rub out. At first | imagined

did; but that was a foolish mstake. As soon as | saw you

again | knewit...It's not being here with you that |I'm
afraid of--in the sense you think. It's being here, or
anywhere, with Omven." She stood up and bent her tragic snmle
on him "I want to keep you all to nyself."

The only words that canme to himwere futil e denunciations of
his folly; but the sense of their futility checked them on
his lips. "Poor child--you poor child!" he heard hinself

vai nly repeating.

Suddenly he felt the strong reaction of reality and its

i npetus brought himto his feet. "Whatever happens,
intend to go--to go for good,"” he exclainmed. "I want you to
understand that. ©h, don't be afraid--1'I1 find a reason

But it's perfectly clear that | must go."

She uttered a protesting cry. "CGo away? You? Don't you see
that that would tell everything--drag everybody into the

horror?"

He found no answer, and her voice dropped back to its cal ner
note. "Wat good woul d your going do? Do you suppose it
woul d change anything for nme?" She |ooked at himwith a
musi ng wi stfulness. "I wonder what your feeling for ne was?
It seems queer that |'ve never really known--1 suppose we
DON' T know much about that kind of feeling. 1Is it like
taking a drink when you're thirsty?...1 used to feel as if

all of me was in the pal mof your hand..."



He bowed his humbl ed head, but she went on al nost
exultantly: "Don't for a minute think I"'msorry! It was
worth every penny it cost. My mistake was in being ashaned,
just at first, of its having cost such a lot. | tried to
carry it off as a joke--to talk of it to nyself as an
"adventure'. |'d always wanted adventures, and you'd given
me one, and | tried to take your attitude about it, to 'play
the gane' and convince nyself that | hadn't risked any nore
on it than you. Then, when |I nmet you again, | suddenly saw
that | HAD risked nore, but that I'd won nore, too--such
worlds! |1'd been trying all the while to put everything
could between us; now | want to sweep everything away. 1'd

been trying to forget how you | ooked; now | want to renenber

you always. |'d been trying not to hear your voice; now I
never want to hear any other. 1've made ny choice--that's
all: 1've had you and | nean to keep you." Her face was
shining like her eyes. "To keep you hidden away here," she

ended, and put her hand upon her breast.

After she had left him Darrow continued to sit notionless,
staring back into their past. Htherto it had lingered on
the edge of his mnd in a vague pink blur, Iike one of the
little rose-leaf clouds that a setting sun drops fromits
disk. Now it was a huge | oom ng darkness, through which his
eyes vainly strained. The whol e episode was still obscure
to him save where here and there, as they tal ked, sone
phrase or gesture or intonation of the girl's had lit up a

little spot in the night.

She had said: "I wonder what your feeling for me was?" and
he found hinsel f wondering too...He renenbered distinctly
enough that he had not nmeant the perilous passion--even in

its nost transient form-to play a part in their relation



In that respect his attitude had been above reproach. She
was an unusually original and attractive creature, to whom
he had wanted to give a few days of harm ess pl easuring, and
who was al ert and expert enough to understand his intention
and spare himthe boredom of hesitations and

m sinterpretations. That had been his first inpression, and
her subsequent deneanour had justified it. She had been
fromthe outset, just the frank and easy conrade he had
expected to find her. Was it he, then, who, in the sequel
had grown inpatient of the bounds he had set hinself? Was it
hi s wounded vanity that, seeking balmfor its hurt, yearned
to dip deeper into the healing pool of her conpassion? In
his confused nmenory of the situation he seened not to have
been guiltless of such yearnings...Yet for the first few
days the experiment had been perfectly successful. Her

enj oynent had been uncl ouded and his pleasure in it

undi sturbed. It was very gradually--he seened to see--that
a shade of |assitude had crept over their intercourse.
Perhaps it was because, when her |ight chatter about people
failed, he found she had no other fund to draw on, or

per haps sinply because of the sweetness of her |augh, or of
the charm of the gesture with which, one day in the woods of
Marly, she had tossed off her hat and tilted back her head
at the call of a cuckoo; or because, whenever he | ooked at
her unexpectedly, he found that she was | ooking at him and
did not want himto know it; or perhaps, in varying degrees,
because of all these things, that there had cone a nonent
when no word seened to fly high enough or dive deep enough
to utter the sense of well-being each gave to the other, and

the natural substitute for speech had been a kiss.

The kiss, at all events, had cone at the precise noment to

save their venture fromdisaster. They had reached the



poi nt when her anmmzing rem ni scences had begun to flag, when
her future had been exhaustively discussed, her theatrica
prospects minutely studied, her quarrel with Ms. Mirrett
retold with the last anplification of detail, and when,

per haps consci ous of her exhausted resources and his

dwi ndling interest, she had conmitted the fatal error of
sayi ng that she could see he was unhappy, and entreating him

to tell her why..

From the brink of estranging confidences, and fromthe risk
of unfavourabl e conparisons, his gesture had snatched her
back to safety; and as soon as he had kissed her he felt
that she woul d never bore him again. She was one of the

el emental creatures whose enotion is all in their pulses,
and who becone inexpressive or sentinmental when they try to
turn sensation into speech. H's caress had restored her to
her natural place in the schenme of things, and Darrow felt
as if he had clasped a tree and a nynph had bl ooned from

it...

The mere fact of not having to listen to her any | onger
added i mmensely to her charm She continued, of course, to
talk to him but it didn't natter, because he no | onger nade
any effort to follow her words, but let her voice run on as

a musi cal undercurrent to his thoughts.

She hadn't a drop of poetry in her, but she had some of the
qualities that create it in others; and in nonents of heat

the i magi nati on does not always feel the difference..

Lyi ng beside her in the shade, Darrow felt her presence as a
part of the charmed stillness of the sumer woods, as the
el ement of vague well-being that suffused his senses and

lulled to sleep the ache of wounded pride. Al he asked of



her, as yet, was a touch on the hand or on the |ips--and
that she should let himgo on Iying there through the |Iong
warm hours, while a black-bird s song throbbed like a
fountain, and the summer wind stirred in the trees, and

cl ose by, between the nearest branches and the brimof his
tilted hat, a slight white figure gathered up all the

floating threads of joy..

He recal l ed, too, having noticed, as he lay staring at a
break in the tree-tops, a streamof nares'-tails com ng up
the sky. He had said to hinmself: "It will rain to-norrow, "
and t he thought had nade the air seem warnmer and the sun
nmore vivid on her hair...Perhaps if the mares' -tails had not
come up the sky their adventure m ght have had no sequel

But the cloud brought rain, and next norning he | ooked out
of his windowinto a cold grey blur. They had planned an

al | -day excursion down the Seine, to the two Andel ys and
Rouen, and now, with the long hours on their hands, they
were both a little at a loss...There was the Louvre, of
course, and the Luxenbourg; but he had tried | ooking at
pictures with her, she had first so persistently admired the
wor st things, and then so frankly | apsed into indifference,
that he had no wish to repeat the experinent. So they went
out, aimessly, and took a cold wet walk, turning at length
into the deserted arcades of the Palais Royal, and finally
drifting into one of its equally deserted restaurants, where
they lunched al one and sonewhat dol efully, served by a wan
old waiter with the | ook of a castaway who has given up
watching for a sail...It was odd how the waiter's face cane

back to him..

Perhaps but for the rain it mght never have happened; but

what was the use of thinking of that now? He tried to turn



his thoughts to nore urgent issues; but, by a strange
perversity of association, every detail of the day was
forcing itself on his mnd with an insistence from which
there was no escape. Reluctantly he relived the |ong wet
wal k back to the hotel, after a tedious hour at a

ci nemat ogr aph show on the Boulevard. It was still raining
when they withdrew fromthis stale spectacle, but she had
obstinately refused to take a cab, had even, on the way,
insisted on loitering under the dripping awni ngs of shop-

wi ndows and poking into draughty passages, and finally, when
they had nearly reached their destination, had gone so far
as to suggest that they should turn back to hunt up sone
show she had heard of in a theatre at the Batignolles. But
at that he had sonewhat irritably protested: he renenbered
that, for the first time, they were both rather irritable,
and vaguely di sposed to resist one another's suggestions.
Hs feet were wet, and he was tired of wal king, and sick of
the snell of stuffy unaired theatres, and he had said he
must really get back to wite sonme letters--and so they had

kept on to the hotel..

XXVI |

Darrow had no i dea how | ong he had sat there when he heard
Anna's hand on the door. The effort of rising, and of
composing his face to neet her, gave hima factitious sense
of self-control. He said to himself: "I nust decide on
somet hing----" and that lifted hima hair's breadth above

the whirling waters.

She cane in with a lighter step, and he instantly perceived



that sonet hi ng unforeseen and reassuring had happened.

"She's been with ne. She cane and found ne on the terrace.
We've had a long tal k and she's explained everything. |

feel as if |I'd never known her before!"

Her voice was so noved and tender that it checked his start

of apprehensi on.

"She' s expl ai ned----?"

"It's natural, isn't it, that she should have felt a little
sore at the kind of inspection she's been subjected to? On,
not fromyou--1 don't nmean that! But Madame de Chantelle's
opposi tion--and her sending for Adel aide Painter! She told
me frankly she didn't care to owe her husband to Adel ai de
Pai nter... She thinks now that her annoyance at feeling
herself so tal ked over and scrutinized may have shown itself
in her manner to Oaen, and set himinmagining the insane
things he did...| understand all she nust have felt, and
agree with her that it's best she should go away for a
while. She's nade ne," Anna sumed up, "feel as if |'d been

dreadful Iy thick-skinned and obtuse!"”

"You?"

"Yes. As if |I'd treated her like the bric-a-brac that used

to be sent down here 'on approval,' to see if it would | ook
well with the other pieces." She added, with a sudden flush
of enthusiasm "I'mglad she's got it in her to nake one

feel like that!"

She seened to wait for Darrow to agree with her, or to put

sone other question, and he finally found voice to ask



"Then you think it's not a final break?"

"I hope not--1've never hoped it nore! | had a word with
Onen, too, after | left her, and | think he understands that
he nust |l et her go without insisting on any positive

promi se. She's excited...he nust let her cal mdown..."

Again she waited, and Darrow said: "Surely you can make him

see that."

"She'll help me to--she's to see him of course, before she
goes. She starts immediately, by the way, wth Adel ai de
Painter, who is notoring over to Francheuil to catch the one
o' cl ock express--and who, of course, knows nothing of all
this, and is sinply to be told that Sophy has been sent for

by the Farl ows."

Darrow mutely signed his conprehensi on, and she went on
"Omen is particularly anxious that neither Adel aide nor his
grandnot her shoul d have the | east inkling of what's
happened. The need of shielding Sophy will help himto
control himself. He's coming to his senses, poor boy; he's
ashaned of his wild talk already. He asked ne to tell you

so; no doubt he'll tell you so hinself."

Darrow made a novenent of protest. "Oh, as to that--the

thing's not worth another word."

"Or anot her thought, either?" She brightened. "Pronise ne
you won't even think of it--promse ne you won't be hard on

him™"

He was finding it easier to snile back at her. "Wy should



you think it necessary to ask my indul gence for Onen?"

She hesitated a nonent, her eyes wandering fromhim Then
they canme back with a smile. "Perhaps because | need it for

mysel f."

"For yoursel f?"

"l mean, because | understand better how one can torture

one's self over unrealities.”

As Darrow |listened, the tension of his nerves began to

rel ax. Her gaze, so grave and yet so sweet, was |like a deep
pool into which he could plunge and hide hinself fromthe
hard glare of his msery. As this ecstatic sense envel oped
himhe found it nore and nore difficult to follow her words
and to frame an answer; but what did anything matter, except
that her voice should go on, and the syllables fall like

soft touches on his tortured brain?

"Don't you know," she continued, "the bliss of waking froma
bad dreamin one's own quiet room and going slowy over al
the horror without being afraid of it any nore? That's what
I"'mdoing now And that's why | understand Omen..." She
broke off, and he felt her touch on his arm "BECAUSE

|' D DREAMED THE HORROR TOO "

He understood her then, and stammered: "You?"

"Forgive ne! And let ne tell you!...It will help you to
understand Oaen...There VERE little things...little
signs...once | had begun to watch for them your reluctance
to speak about her...her reserve with you...a sort of

constraint we'd never seen in her before..."



She | aughed up at him and with her hands in his he

contrived to say: "NOWNyou understand why?"

"Ch, | understand; of course | understand; and | want you to
| augh at me--with nme! Because there were other things
too...crazier things still...There was even--last night on

the terrace--her pink cloak..."

"Her pink cloak?" Now he honestly wondered, and as she saw

it she bl ushed.

"You've forgotten about the cloak? The pink cloak that Oaen
saw you with at the play in Paris? Yes...yes...| was nad
enough for that!...It does ne good to | augh about it now

But you ought to know that 1'mgoing to be a jeal ous
woran. .. a ridiculously jeal ous wonan. ..you ought to be

warned of it intine..."

He had dropped her hands, and she |eaned close and lifted
her arnms to his neck with one of her rare gestures of

surrender.

"I don't know why it is; but it nmakes ne happi er now to have

been so foolish!"

Her lips were parted in a noiseless [augh and the trenor of
her | ashes nade their shadow nove on her cheek. He |ooked
at her through a mst of pain and saw all her offered beauty
held up like a cup to his lips; but as he stooped to it a
darkness seened to fall between them her armnms slipped from

his shoul ders and she drew away from hi mabruptly.



"But she WAS with you, then?" she exclained; and then
as he stared at her: "Ch, don't say no! Only go and | ook at

your eyes!"

He stood speechl ess, and she pressed on: "Don't deny it--oh
don't deny it! What will be left for ne to imagine if you
do? Don't you see how every single thing cries it out? Owen
sees it--he saw it again just now Wen | told himshe'd
relented, and would see him he said: 'Is that Darrow s

doi ng too?"'"

Darrow t ook the onslaught in silence. He might have spoken
have sunmoned up the usual phrases of banter and denial; he
was not even certain that they might not, for the nonent,
have served their purpose if he could have uttered them

wi t hout being seen. But he was as conscious of what had
happened to his face as if he had obeyed Anna's biddi ng and
| ooked at hinself in the glass. He knew he could no nore
hi de fromher what was witten there than he could efface
fromhis soul the fiery record of what he had just lived
through. There before him staring himin the eyes, and
reflecting itself in all his lineaments, was the
overwhel mi ng fact of Sophy Viner's passion and of the act by

whi ch she had attested it.

Anna was tal king again, hurriedly, feverishly, and his soul
was wrung by the anguish in her voice. "Do speak at |ast--
you mnmust speak! | don't want to ask you to harmthe girl
but you must see that your silence is doing her nore harm
than your answering ny questions could. You're |eaving me
only the worst things to think of her...she' d see that
herself if she were here. What worse injury can you do her

than to nmake nme hate her--to nake ne feel she's plotted with



you to deceive us?"

"Ch, not that!" Darrow heard his own voi ce before he was
aware that he neant to speak. "Yes; | did see her in

Paris,” he went on after a pause; "but | was bound to

respect her reason for not wanting it known."

Anna paled. "It was she at the theatre that night?"

"I was with her at the theatre one night."

"Way shoul d she have asked you not to say so?"

"She didn't wish it known that 1'd net her."

"Way shoul dn't she have wished it known?"

"She had quarrelled with Ms. Mirrett and conme over suddenly
to Paris, and she didn't want the Farlows to hear of it. |
came across her by accident, and she asked ne not to speak

of having seen her."

"Because of her quarrel? Because she was ashanmed of her part

init?"

"Ch, no. There was nothing for her to be ashaned of. But
the Farlows had found the place for her, and she didn't want
themto know how suddenly she'd had to | eave, and how badly
Ms. Miurrett had behaved. She was in a terrible plight--the
wormran had even kept back her nonth's salary. She knew the
Farl ows woul d be awfully upset, and she wanted nore tine to

prepare them™

Darrow heard hi nsel f speak as though the words had proceeded



fromother lips. His explanation sounded plausible enough
and he half-fancied Anna's | ook grew lighter. She waited a
nmonent, as though to be sure he had no nore to add; then she
said: "But the Farlows DID know, they told ne all about

it when they sent her to ne."

He flushed as if she had laid a deliberate trap for him

"They may know NOW they didn't then----"

"That's no reason for her continuing nowto nmake a nystery

of having net you."

"It's the only reason | can give you."

"Then I'1l go and ask her for one nyself." She turned and

took a few steps toward the door.

"Anna!" He started to follow her, and then checked hi nsel f.

"Don't do that!"

"Way not ?"

"I't's not like you...not generous..."

She stood before himstraight and pale, but under her rigid

face he saw the tumult of her doubt and misery.

"I don't want to be ungenerous; | don't want to pry into her
secrets. But things can't be left like this. Wuldn't it be
better for ne to go to her? Surely she'll understand--she'l
explain...It may be sone nere trifle she's concealing:

somet hing that would horrify the Farlows, but that I

shouldn't see any harmin... She paused, her eyes

searching his face. "A love affair, | suppose...that's it?



You nmet her with some nan at the theatre--and she was
frightened and begged you to fib about it? Those poor young
things that have to go about anmong us |ike machi nes--oh, if

you knew how | pity them"

"If you pity her, why not |let her go?"

She stared. "Let her go--go for good, you nean? |s that the

best you can say for her?"

"Let things take their course. After all, it's between

hersel f and Ownen."

"And you and nme--and Effie, if Onen marries her, and | |eave
my child with them Don't you see the inpossibility of what

you're asking? W're all bound together in this coil."

Darrow turned away with a groan. "Oh, let her go--let her

go.

"Then there 1S sonething--sonmething really bad? She

WAS with sone one when you net her? Sone one with whom she

was----" She broke off, and he saw her struggling with new
thoughts. "If it's THAT, of course...Ch, don't you
see," she desperately appealed to him "that | nust find

out, and that it's too late now for you not to speak? Don't
be afraid that I'll betray you...I'll never, never let a
soul suspect. But | nust know the truth, and surely it's

best for her that | should find it out fromyou."

Darrow wai ted a nonent; then he said slowy: "Wat you

i magi ne's nere nadness. She was at the theatre with ne.”



"Wth you?" He saw a trenor pass through her, but she
controlled it instantly and faced hi mstraight and

noti onl ess as a wounded creature in the nonent before it

feels its wound. "Wy should you both have made a nystery
of that?"
"I've told you the idea was not nmine." He cast about. "She

may have been afraid that Ownen----"

"But that was not a reason for her asking you to tell me
that you hardly knew her--that you hadn't even seen her for
years." She broke off and the blood rose to her face and
forehead. "Even if SHE had other reasons, there could

be only one reason for your obeying her----"

Silence fell between them a silence in which the room
seened to becone suddenly resonant with voices. Darrow s
gaze wandered to the wi ndow and he noticed that the gal e of
two days before had nearly stripped the tops of the |ine-
trees in the court. Anna had nmoved away and was resting her
el bows agai nst the nmantel -pi ece, her head in her hands. As
she stood there he took in with a newintensity of vision
little details of her appearance that his eyes had often
cherished: the branching blue veins in the backs of her
hands, the warm shadow that her hair cast on her ear, and
the colour of the hair itself, dull black with a tawny

under-surface, like the wings of certain birds. He felt it

to be usel ess to speak.

After a while she lifted her head and said: "I shall not see

her again before she goes.™

He made no answer, and turning to himshe added: "That is
why she's going, | suppose? Because she |oves you and won't

gi ve you up?"



Darrow wai ted. The paltriness of conventional denial was so
apparent to himthat even if it could have del ayed di scovery
he could no | onger have resorted to it. Under all his other

fears was the dread of dishonouring the hour

"She HAS given nme up,"” he said at |ast.

XXVI I

When he had gone out of the room Anna stood where he had
left her. "I rmust believe him | nust believe him" she

sai d.

A nonment before, at the noment when she had lifted her arns
to his neck, she had been wapped in a sense of conplete
security. Al the spirits of doubt had been exorcised, and
her | ove was once nore the clear habitation in which every
t hought and feeling could nove in blissful freedom And
then, as she raised her face to Darrow s and net his eyes,
she had seened to look into the very ruins of his soul

That was the only way she could express it. It was as

t hough he and she had been | ooking at two sides of the sane
thing, and the side she had seen had been all |ight and

life, and his a place of graves..

She didn't now recall who had spoken first, or even, very
clearly, what had been said. It seened to her only a nonent
| ater that she had found herself standing at the other end
of the room-the room which had suddenly grown so snall

that, even with its length between them she felt as if he



touched her--crying out to him"It IS because of you

she's going!" and reading the avowal in his face.

That was his secret, then, THEIR secret: he had nmet the

girl in Paris and hel ped her in her straits--lent her noney,
Anna vaguel y conjectured--and she had fallen in love with
him and on neeting himagain had been suddenly overmastered
by her passion. Anna, dropping back into her sofa-corner

sat staring these facts in the face.

The girl had been in a desperate plight--frightened,
penni | ess, outraged by what had happened, and not know ng
(with a woman like Ms. Mirrett) what fresh injury m ght

i npend; and Darrow, neeting her in this distracted hour, had
pitied, counselled, been kind to her, with the fatal, the
inevitable result. There were the facts as Anna nmade them
out: that, at least, was their external aspect, was as nuch
of them as she had been suffered to see; and into the secret

intricacies they mght cover she dared not yet project her

t hought s.

"I must believe him..|l nust believe him.." She kept on
repeating the words like a talisman. It was natural, after
all, that he should have behaved as he had: defended the

girl's piteous secret to the last. She too began to feel the
contagion of his pity--the stir, in her breast, of feelings
deeper and nore native to her than the pains of jealousy.
Fromthe security of her blessedness she |onged to | ean over
wi th conpassi onate hands...But Oaen? What was Onen's part to
be? She owed herself first to him-she was bound to protect
himnot only fromall know edge of the secret she had
surprised, but also--and chiefly!--fromits consequences.

Yes: the girl nust go--there could be no doubt of it--Darrow



hinself had seen it fromthe first; and at the thought she
had a wild revul sion of relief, as though she had been
trying to create in her heart the delusion of a generosity

she could not feel..

The one fact on which she could stay her nmind was that Sophy
was | eaving i medi ately; would be out of the house within an
hour. Once she was gone, it would be easier to bring Oaen
to the point of understanding that the break was final; if
necessary, to work upon the girl to nake himsee it. But
that, Anna was sure, would not be necessary. It was clear
that Sophy Viner was |leaving Gvre with no thought of ever

seeing it again..

Suddenly, as she tried to put sonme order in her thoughts,
she heard Oaen's call at the door: "Mther!----" a nane he
sel dom gave her. There was a new note in his voice: the
note of a joyous inpatience. It made her turn hastily to
the glass to see what face she was about to show him but
before she had had tinme to conpose it he was in the room and

she was caught in a school -boy hug.

"It"'s all right! It's all right! And it's all your doing!
want to do the worst kind of penance--bell and candle and
the rest. |1've been through it with HER, and now she

hands me on to you, and you're to call me any names you

pl ease.” He freed her with his happy laugh. "I'mto be
stood in the corner till next week, and then I'mto go up to

see her. And she says | owe it all to you!"

"To nme?" It was the first phrase she found to clutch at as

she tried to steady herself in the eddies of his joy.

"Yes: you were so patient, and so dear to her; and you saw



at once what a dammed ass |'d been!" She tried a smle, and
it seemed to pass nuster with him for he sent it back in a
broad beam "That's not so difficult to see? No, | admt it
doesn't take a mcroscope. But you were so w se and
wonder ful --you al ways are. |'ve been mad these | ast days,
simply mad--you and she m ght well have washed your hands of

me! And instead, it's all right--all right!"

She drew back a little, trying to keep the snile on her lips
and not let himget the |least glinpse of what it hid. Now

if ever, indeed, it behoved her to be wi se and wonder f ul

"I'mso glad, dear; so glad. |If only you'll always fee

Iike that about me..." She stopped, hardly knowi ng what she
said, and aghast at the idea that her own hands shoul d have
retied the knot she inmagined to be broken. But she saw he
had sonmething nore to say; something hard to get out, but
absol utely necessary to express. He caught her hands,
pul l ed her close, and, with his forehead drawn into its

whi nsical smling winkles, "Look here," he cried, "if
Darrow wants to call ne a dammed ass too you're not to stop

him ™"

It brought her back to a sharper sense of her central peril:
of the secret to be kept fromhimat whatever cost to her

racked nerves.

"Ch, you know, he doesn't always wait for orders!™ On the

whol e it sounded better than she'd feared.

"You nean he's called ne one already?" He accepted the fact
with his gayest laugh. "Well, that saves a |ot of trouble;

now we can pass to the order of the day----" he broke off



and glanced at the clock--"which is, you know, dear, that
she's starting in about an hour; she and Adel ai de nust
al ready be snatching a hasty sandwich. You'll come down to

bid them good- bye?"

"Yes--of course.”

There had, in fact, grown upon her while he spoke the
urgency of seeing Sophy Viner again before she left. The

t hought was deeply distasteful: Anna shrank from
encountering the girl till she had cleared a way through her
own perplexities. But it was obvious that since they had
separated, barely an hour earlier, the situation had taken a
new shape. Sophy Viner had apparently reconsidered her
decision to break amicably but definitely with Oven, and
stood again in their path, a nmenace and a nystery; and
confused i npul ses of resistance stirred in Anna's m nd.

She felt Oaen's touch on her arm "Are you coning?"

"Yes...yes...presently."

"What's the matter? You | ook so strange."

"What do you nean by strange?”

"I don't know startled--surprised " She read what her | ook

must be by its sudden reflection in his face.

"Do 1? No wonder! You've given us all an exciting norning."

He held to his point. "You're nore excited now that there's
no cause for it. Wat on earth has happened since | saw

you?"



He | ooked about the room as if seeking the clue to her
agitation, and in her dread of what he m ght guess she
answer ed: "What has happened is sinply that |I'mrather

tired. WII you ask Sophy to cone up and see nme here?"

Wil e she waited she tried to think what she should say when
the girl appeared; but she had never been nore conscious of
her inability to deal with the oblique and the tortuous.

She had | acked the hard teachi ngs of experience, and an
instinctive disdain for whatever was | ess clear and open
than her own consci ence had kept her from | earning anything
of the intricacies and contradictions of other hearts. She

said to herself: "I nust find out----" yet everything in her

recoiled fromthe nmeans by which she felt it nust be done..

Sophy Vi ner appeared al nost i medi ately, dressed for
departure, her little bag on her arm She was still pale to
t he point of haggardness, but with a Iight upon her that
struck Anna with surprise. O was it, perhaps, that she was
| ooking at the girl with new eyes: seeing her, for the first
time, not as Effie's governess, not as Oaen's bride, but as
t he enbodi ment of that unknown peril lurking in the
background of every woman's thoughts about her |over? Anna,
at any rate, with a sudden sense of estrangenment, noted in
her graces and snares never before perceived. It was only
the flash of a primtive instinct, but it lasted |ong enough
to make her ashanmed of the darknesses it it up in her

heart. ..

She signed to Sophy to sit down on the sofa beside her. "I
asked you to come up to ne because | wanted to say good-bye

quietly," she explained, feeling her lips trenble, but



trying to speak in a tone of friendly natural ness.

The girl's only answer was a faint smle of acquiescence,
and Anna, disconcerted by her silence, went on: "You've

deci ded, then, not to break your engagenent?"

Sophy Viner raised her head with a | ook of surprise.
Evidently the question, thus abruptly put, nust have sounded
strangely on the lips of so ardent a partisan as Ms. Leath!

"I thought that was what you wi shed,"” she said.

"What | w shed?" Anna's heart shook agai nst her side. "I

wi sh, of course, whatever seens best for Omen...It's
natural, you nust understand, that that consideration should

cone first with ne..."

Sophy was | ooking at her steadily. "I supposed it was the

only one that counted with you."

The curtness of retort roused Anna's |atent antagonism "It

is," she said, in a hard voice that startled her as she
heard it. Had she ever spoken so to any one before? She
felt frightened, as though her very nature had changed

wi t hout her knowing it...Feeling the girl's astoni shed gaze
still on her, she continued: "The suddenness of the change
has naturally surprised ne. Wen | left you it was

under stood that you were to reserve your decision----'

" Yes "

"And now---?" Anna waited for a reply that did not cone.
She did not understand the girl's attitude, the edge of
irony in her short syllables, the plainly preneditated

determination to lay the burden of proof on her



interlocutor. Anna felt the sudden need to lift their
i ntercourse above this nean | evel of defiance and distrust.

She | ooked appealingly at Sophy.

"Isn't it best that we should speak quite frankly? It's this
change on your part that perplexes nme. You can hardly be
surprised at that. 1It's true, | asked you not to break with
Ownen too abruptly--and | asked it, believe ne, as nuch for
your sake as for his: | wanted you to take tine to think
over the difficulty that seens to have arisen between you
The fact that you felt it required thinking over seened to
show you woul dn't take the final step lightly--wouldn't, I
mean, accept of Owen nore than you could give him But your
change of mind obliges me to ask the question | thought you
woul d have asked yourself. |Is there any reason why you

shouldn't marry Owen?"

She stopped a little breathlessly, her eyes on Sophy Viner's

burning face. "Any reason----? Wat do you nean by a
reason?"
Anna continued to | ook at her gravely. "Do you |ove sone

one el se?" she asked.

Sophy's first | ook was one of wonder and a faint relief;

then she gave back the other's scrutiny in a glance of

i ndescri babl e reproach. "Ah, you mght have waited!" she
excl ai ned.

"Wai t ed?"

"Till I'd gone: till | was out of the house. You m ght have

known. ..you m ght have guessed..." She turned her eyes



again on Anna. "I only nmeant to let himhope a little
| onger, so that he shouldn't suspect anything; of course

can't marry him" she said.

Anna stood notionless, silenced by the shock of the avowal .
She too was trenbling, Iess with anger than with a confused
compassion. But the feeling was so blent with others, |ess
generous and nore obscure, that she found no words to
express it, and the two wonen faced each ot her without
speaki ng.

"I'd better go," Sophy murnured at length with | owered head.

The words roused in Anna a |l atent inpulse of conpunction
The girl | ooked so young, so exposed and desol ate! And what
t hought s nmust she be hiding in her heart! It was inpossible

that they should part in such a spirit.

"I want you to know that no one said anything...It was |

who. .."

Sophy | ooked at her. "You nmean that M. Darrow didn't tel
you? O course not: do you suppose | thought he did? You
found it out, that's all--1 knew you would. In your place

shoul d have guessed it sooner."

The words were spoken sinply, wthout irony or enphasis; but
they went through Anna like a sword. Yes, the girl would
have had divinations, pronptings that she had not had! She

felt half envious of such a sad precocity of w sdom

"I"'mso sorry...so sorry. .. she nur mur ed.

"Thi ngs happen that way. Now |l'd better go. 1'd like to



say good-bye to Effie."

"Ch----" it broke in a cry fromEffie's nother. "Not I|ike
this--you mustn't! | feel--you nmake ne feel too horribly: as

if I were driving you away. .. The words had rushed up from

the depths of her bewildered pity.

"No one is driving me away: | had to go," she heard the girl

reply.

There was anot her silence, during which passionate inpul ses
of magnaninmity warred in Anna with her doubts and dreads.

At length, her eyes on Sophy's face: "Yes, you nust go now,"
she began; "but later on...after a while, when all this is
over...if there's no reason why you shouldn't nmarry Ownen----

she paused a nmonment on the words--" | shouldn't want you

to think I stood between you..."

"You?" Sophy flushed again, and then grew pale. She seened

to try to speak, but no words cane.

"Yes! It was not true when | said just now that | was
thinking only of Omen. |I'msorry--oh, so sorryl--for you
too. Your life--1 know how hard it's been; and
mne...mne's so full...Happy wonen understand best!" Anna

drew near and touched the girl's hand; then she began again,
pouring all her soul into the broken phrases: "It's terrible
now. ..you see no future; but if, by and bye...you know

best...but you're so young...and at your age things DO

pass. |If there's no reason, no real reason, why you
shouldn't marry Oaen, | WANT himto hope, 1'Il help him
to hope...if you say so..."

Wth the urgency of her pleading her clasp tightened on



Sophy's hand, but it warned to no responsive trenor: the
girl seemed nunb, and Anna was frightened by the stony

silence of her look. "I suppose |I'mnot nore than half a

woran, " she nused, "for | don't want ny happiness to hurt

her;" and al oud she repeated: "If only you'll tell me

there's no reason----"

The girl did not speak; but suddenly, |ike a snapped branch
she bent, stooped down to the hand that clasped her, and
laid her lips upon it in a stream of weeping. She cried
silently, continuously, abundantly, as though Anna's touch
had rel eased the waters of sonme deep spring of pain; then

as Anna, noved and half afraid, |eaned over her with a sound

of pity, she stood up and turned away.

"You' re going, then--for good--like this?" Anna noved
toward her and stopped. Sophy stopped too, with eyes that

shrank from her.

"Ch----" Anna cried, and hid her face.

The girl wal ked across the room and paused again in the
doorway. Fromthere she flung back: "I wanted it--1 chose

it. He was good to ne--no one ever was so good!"

The door-handl e turned, and Anna heard her go.

XXI X

Her first thought was: "He's going too in a few hours--I

needn't see him again before he |eaves... At that nonent

the possibility of having to look in Darrow s face and hear



hi m speak seenmed to her nore unendurabl e than anything el se
she coul d i magi ne. Then, on the next wave of feeling, came
the desire to confront himat once and wing fromhimshe
knew not what: avowal, denial, justification, anything that
shoul d open sone channel of escape to the flood of her pent-

up angui sh.

She had told Onen she was tired, and this seened a
sufficient reason for remaining upstairs when the notor cane
to the door and M ss Painter and Sophy Viner were borne off
init; sufficient also for sending word to Madane de
Chantell e that she would not cone down till after |uncheon
Havi ng despatched her nmaid with this message, she lay down

on her sofa and stared before her into darkness..

She had been unhappy before, and the vision of old mseries
flocked |ike hungry ghosts about her fresh pain: she
recal | ed her youthful disappointnment, the failure of her
marri age, the wasted years that followed; but those were
negative sorrows, denials and postponenents of life. She
seenmed in no way related to their shadowy victim she who
was stretched on this fiery rack of the irreparable. She
had suffered before--yes, but lucidly, reflectively,

el egi acal ly: now she was suffering as a hurt animal nust,
blindly, furiously, with the single fierce aninmal |onging

that the awful pain should stop..

She heard her maid knock, and she hid her face and nade no
answer. The knocking continued, and the discipline of habit
at length made her lift her head, conpose her face and hold
out her hand to the note the woman brought her. It was a
word fromDarrow-"May | see you?"--and she said at once, in

a voice that sounded thin and enpty: "Ask M. Darrow to cone



up. "
The maid enquired if she wished to have her hair snoothed
first, and she answered that it didn't matter; but when the
door had cl osed, the instinct of pride drew her to her feet
and she | ooked at herself in the glass above the mantel pi ece
and passed her hands over her hair. Her eyes were burning
and her face |ooked tired and thinner; otherw se she could
see no change in her appearance, and she wondered that at
such a nonent her body should seemas unrelated to the self
that withed within her as if it had been a statue or a

pi cture.

The mai d reopened the door to show in Darrow, and he paused
a monent on the threshold, as if waiting for Anna to speak
He was extrenely pale, but he | ooked neither ashaned nor
uncertain, and she said to herself, with a perverse thril

of appreciation: "He's as proud as I am"”

Al oud she asked: "You wanted to see me?"

"Naturally,” he replied in a grave voice

"Don't! It's useless. | know everything. Nothing you can

say will help."

At the direct affirmation he turned even paler, and his
eyes, which he kept resolutely fixed on her, confessed his

m sery.

"You allow me no voice in deciding that?"

"Deci di ng what ?"



"That there's nothing nore to be said?" He waited for her to
answer, and then went on: "I don't even know what you nean

by 'everything ."

"Ch, | don't know what nore there is! | know enough. |
inplored her to deny it, and she couldn't...Wat can you and
| have to say to each other?" Her voice broke into a sob.
The ani mal angui sh was upon her again--just a blind cry

agai nst her pain!

Darrow kept his head high and his eyes steady. "It nust be

as you wish; and yet it's not like you to be afraid.”

" Af rai d?"

"To talk things out--to face them"

"It's for YQU to face this--not ne!"

"All | ask is to face it--but with you." Once nore he

paused. "Wn't you tell ne what Mss Viner told you?"

"Ch, she's generous--to the utnost!" The pain caught her
Iike a physical throe. It suddenly cane to her how the girl
must have | oved himto be so generous--what nenories there

nust be between then

"Ch, go, please go. It's too horrible. Wy should | have

to see you?" she stammered, lifting her hands to her eyes.

Wth her face hidden she waited to hear himnove away, to
hear the door open and close again, as, a few hours earlier,

it had opened and cl osed on Sophy Viner. But Darrow nade no



sound or novenent: he too was waiting. Anna felt a thril
of resentnent: his presence was an outrage on her sorrow, a
humiliation to her pride. It was strange that he should

wait for her to tell himso

"You want nme to |l eave G vre?" he asked at length. She nade
no answer, and he went on: "OF course I'll do as you w sh

but if I go nowam!| not to see you agai n?"

H's voice was firm his pride was answering her pride!

She faltered: "You nust see it's usel ess----"

"I mght remind you that you' re dism ssing ne without a

hearing----"

"Wthout a hearing? |'ve heard you both!"

----"but I won't," he continued, "rem nd you of that, or of

anyt hing or any one but Owen."

" Onen?"

"Yes; if we could somehow spare him---"

She had dropped her hands and turned her startled eyes on

him It seened to her an age since she had thought of Owen!

"You see, don't you," Darrow continued, "that if you send ne

away now ---"

She interrupted: "Yes, | see----" and there was a | ong
silence between them At length she said, very low "

don't want any one else to suffer as I'msuffering...”



"Omen knows | neant to | eave tonmorrow,” Darrow went on. "Any

sudden change of plan nay neke himthink..."

Oh, she saw his inevitable logic: the horror of it was on
every side of her! It had seened possible to control her
grief and face Darrow calmy while she was upheld by the
belief that this was their last hour together, that after he
had passed out of the roomthere would be no fear of seeing
hi m again, no fear that his nearness, his | ook, his voice,
and all the unseen influences that flowed fromhim would

di ssol ve her soul to weakness. But her courage failed at the
i dea of having to conspire with himto shield Onen, of
keeping up with him for Omen's sake, a feint of union and
felicity. To live at Darrow s side in seenming intinmacy and
harmony for another twenty-four hours seened harder than to
live without himfor all the rest of her days. Her strength
failed her, and she threw herself down and buried her sobs
in the cushions where she had so often hidden a face agl ow

wi t h happi ness.

"Anna----" His voice was close to her. "Let nme talk to you

quietly. It's not worthy of either of us to be afraid.”

Wor ds of endearnent woul d have of fended her; but her heart

rose at the call to her courage.

"I'"ve no defense to make," he went on. "The facts are
m serabl e enough; but at least | want you to see them as
they are. Above all, | want you to know the truth about

Mss Viner----'

The nane sent the blood to Anna's forehead. She raised her

head and faced him "Wy should | know nore of her than



what she's told me? | never wish to hear her nane again!"

"I't's because you feel about her in that way that | ask you
--in the name of comon charity--to let ne give you the facts

as they are, and not as you've probably inagi ned them"

"I"'ve told you | don't think uncharitably of her. | don't

want to think of her at all!"

"That's why | tell you you're afraid.”

"Afraid?"

"Yes. You've always said you wanted, above all, to | ook at
life, at the human problem as it is, without fear and

wi t hout hypocrisy; and it's not always a pleasant thing to
ook at." He broke off, and then began again: "Don't think
this a plea for nyself! | don't want to say a word to | essen
my offense. | don't want to talk of nyself at all. Even if

| did, | probably couldn't make you understand--1 don't,
mysel f, as | | ook back. Be just to ne--it's your right; al

| ask you is to be generous to Mss Viner..."

She stood up trenbling. "You're free to be as generous to

her as you pl ease!"

"Yes: you've nmade it clear to ne that I'mfree. But there's
nothing I can do for her that will help her half as much as

your understandi ng her woul d."

"Not hi ng you can do for her? You can narry her!"

Hi s face hardened. "You certainly couldn't wi sh her a worse

fatel"



"I't nust have been what she expected...relied on..."He was
silent, and she broke out: "Or what is she? What are you?
It's too horrible! On your way here...to ME..." She felt

the tears in her throat and stopped.

"That was it," he said bluntly. She stared at him

"I was on my way to you--after repeated del ays and

post ponenents of your own making. At the very last you
turned me back with a mere word--and wi thout expl anation. |
waited for a letter; and none cane. |'mnot saying this to
justify nyself. I'msinply trying to nake you understand.

I felt hurt and bitter and bewi | dered. | thought you neant
to give ne up. And suddenly, in nmy way, | found some one to
be sorry for, to be of use to. That, | swear to you, was
the way it began. The rest was a nonent's folly...a flash
of madness...as such things are. W' ve never seen each

ot her since..."

Anna was | ooking at himcoldly. "You sufficiently describe

her in saying that!"

"Yes, if you measure her by conventional standards--which is

what you al ways decl are you never do."

"Conventional standards? A girl who----" She was checked by
a sudden rush of al nost physical repugnance. Suddenly she

broke out: "I always thought her an adventuress!"

" Al ways?"

"I don't nean always...but after you cane..."



"She's not an adventuress."

"You nmean that she professes to act on the new theories? The

stuff that awful wonen rave about on platforns?"

"Ch, | don't think she pretended to have a theory----"

"She hadn't even that excuse?"

"She had the excuse of her |oneliness, her unhappi ness- - of

m series and humiliations that a worman |ike you can't even
guess. She had nothing to | ook back to but indifference or
unki ndness--nothing to ook forward to but anxiety. She saw
| was sorry for her and it touched her. She made too nuch
of it--she exaggerated it. | ought to have seen the danger

but | didn't. There's no possible excuse for what | did."

Anna listened to himin speechless msery. Every word he
spoke threw back a disintegrating light on their own past.
He had conme to her with an open face and a cl ear consci ence
--cone to her fromthis! |If his security was the security of
fal sehood it was horrible; if it neant that he had
forgotten, it was worse. She would have liked to stop her
ears, to close her eyes, to shut out every sight and sound
and suggestion of a world in which such things could be; and
at the sane tine she was tornmented by the desire to know
nmore, to understand better, to feel herself |ess ignorant
and inexpert in matters which nmade so nuch of the stuff of
human experience. What did he nean by "a nmonent's folly, a
flash of madness"? How did people enter on such adventures,
how pass out of themw thout nore visible traces of their
havoc? Her imagination recoiled fromthe vision of a sudden

debasing famliarity: it seemed to her that her thoughts



woul d never again be pure..

"I swear to you," she heard Darrow saying, "it was sinply

that, and nothing nore.”

She wondered at his conposure, his conpetence, at his
knowi ng so exactly what to say. No doubt men often had to
make such expl anations: they had the forrmulas by heart...A
| eaden | assitude descended on her. She passed from flame
and tornment into a colourless cold world where everything
surroundi ng her seened equally indifferent and rempte. For

a monent she sinmply ceased to feel

She became aware that Darrow was waiting for her to speak
and she nmade an effort to represent to herself the neaning
of what he had just said; but her mnd was as bl ank as a

blurred mrror. Finally she brought out: "I don't think I

under stand what you've told ne."

"No; you don't understand," he returned with sudden
bitterness; and on his lips the charge of inconprehension

seened an of fense to her

"I don't want to--about such things!"”

He answered al nost harshly: "Don't be afraid...you never

will... and for an instant they faced each other I|ike

enemes. Then the tears swelled in her throat at his

r epr oach.

"You mean | don't feel things--1'mtoo hard?"

"No: you're too high...too fine...such things are too far



fromyou."

He paused, as if conscious of the futility of going on with
what ever he had neant to say, and again, for a short space,
they confronted each other, no |longer as enem es--so it

seened to her--but as beings of different |anguage who had

forgotten the few words they had | earned of each other's

speech.

Darrow broke the silence. "It's best, on all accounts, that

| should stay till tonorrow, but | needn't intrude on you

we needn't neet again alone. | only want to be sure | know

your wishes."” He spoke the short sentences in a |level voice,

as though he were sunmming up the results of a business

conf er ence.

Anna | ooked at himvaguely. "M/ w shes?"

"As to Owen----

At that she started. "They nust never neet again!"
"It's not likely they will. What | nmeant was, that it

depends on you to spare him.."

She answered steadily: "He shall never know " and after

anot her interval Darrow said: "This is good-bye, then."

At the word she seened to understand for the first tine

whi ther the flying nonents had been | eadi ng them Resentnent
and indignation died down, and all her consciousness
resolved itself into the mere visual sense that he was there
before her, near enough for her to lift her hand and touch

him and that in another instant the place where he stood



woul d be empty.

She felt a nortal weakness, a craven inpulse to cry out to
himto stay, a longing to throw herself into his arms, and
take refuge there fromthe unendurabl e angui sh he had caused
her. Then the vision called up another thought: "I shall

never know what that girl has known... and the recoil of

pride flung her back on the sharp edges of her anguish

"Good- bye," she said, in dread | est he should read her face;
and she stood notionless, her head high, while he walked to

t he door and went out.

BOX V

Anna Leath, three days later, sat in Mss Painter's draw ng-

roomin the rue de Matignon.

Coming up precipitately that norning fromthe country, she
had reached Paris at one o'clock and Mss Painter's |anding
some ten mnutes later. Mss Painter's nouldy little man-
servant, dissenbling a napkin under his arm had nildly
attenpted to oppose her entrance; but Anna, insisting, had
gone straight to the dining-roomand surprised her friend--
who ate as furtively as certain animls--over a strange neal
of cold rmutton and | enonade. |Ignoring the enbarrassment she
caused, she had set forth the object of her journey, and

M ss Painter, always hatted and booted for action, had

i mredi ately hastened out, |eaving her to the solitude of the



bare fireless drawing-roomwith its eternal slip-covers and

"bowed" shutters.

In this inhospitable obscurity Anna had sat al one for close
upon two hours. Both obscurity and solitude were acceptable
to her, and inpatient as she was to hear the result of the
errand on which she had despatched her hostess, she desired
still nore to be alone. During her long neditation in a
whi t e- swat hed chair before the nuffled hearth she had been
able for the first time to clear a way through the darkness
and confusion of her thoughts. The way did not go far, and
her attenpt to trace it was as weak and spasnodic as a
conval escent's first efforts to pick up the thread of
living. She seemed to herself |ike sone one struggling to
rise froma |long sickness of which it would have been so
much easier to die. At Gvre she had fallen into a kind of
torpor, a deadness of soul traversed by wild flashes of
pai n; but whether she suffered or whether she was nunb, she

seened equally renote fromher real living and doing self.

It was only the discovery--that very norning--of Oaen's
unannounced departure for Paris that had caught her out of
her dream and forced her back to action. The dread of what
this flight might inply, and of the consequences that night
result fromit, had roused her to the sense of her
responsibility, and fromthe nonent when she had resolved to
foll ow her step-son, and had nade her rapid preparations for
pursuit, her mnd had begun to work again, feverishly,
fitfully, but still with sonething of its nornal order. In
the train she had been too agitated, too preoccupied wth
what m ght next await her, to give her thoughts to anything
but the turning over of dread alternatives; but Mss

Pai nter's inperviousness had steadied her, and while she



wai ted for the sound of the |atch-key she resolutely

returned upon herself.

Wth respect to her outward course she could at |east tel
herself that she had held to her purpose. She had, as
peopl e said, "kept up" during the twenty-four hours
precedi ng George Darrow s departure; had gone with a calm
face about her usual business, and even contrived not too
obviously to avoid him Then, the next day before dawn,
from behind the cl osed shutters where she had kept for half
the night her dry-eyed vigil, she had heard himdrive off to
the train which brought its passengers to Paris in time for

the Cal ai s express.

The fact of his taking that train, of his travelling so
straight and far away from her, gave to what had happened
the inplacable outline of reality. He was gone; he would
not cone back; and her life had ended just as she had
dreaned it was begi nning. She had no doubt, at first, as to
the absolute inevitability of this conclusion. The man who
had driven away from her house in the autum dawn was not
the man she had | oved; he was a stranger w th whom she had
not a single thought in comon. |t was terrible, indeed,
that he wore the face and spoke in the voice of her friend,
and that, as long as he was under one roof with her, the
mere way in which he noved and | ooked could bridge at a
stroke the gulf between them That, no doubt, was the fault
of her exaggerated sensibility to outward things: she was
frightened to see how it enslaved her. A day or two before
she had supposed the sense of honour was her deepest
sentinment: if she had snmled at the conventions of others it
was because they were too trivial, not because they were too

grave. There were certain di shonours w th which she had



never dreaned that any pact could be made: she had had an

i ncorruptible passion for good faith and fairness.

She had supposed that, once Darrow was gone, once she was
safe fromthe danger of seeing and hearing him this high
devotion woul d sustain her. She had believed it would be
possible to separate the i mage of the man she had thought
himfromthat of the man he was. She had even foreseen the
hour when she might raise a mournful shrine to the nenory of
the Darrow she had | oved, wi thout fear that his double's
shadow woul d desecrate it. But now she had begun to
understand that the two men were really one. The Darrow she
wor shi pped was i nseparable fromthe Darrow she abhorred; and
the inevitabl e conclusion was that both nust go, and she be

left in the desert of a sorrow w thout nenories..

But if the future was thus void, the present was all too
full. Never had bl ow nore conpl ex repercussions; and to
remenber Omen was to cease to think of herself. What

i mpul se, what apprehension, had sent himsuddenly to Paris?
And why had he thought it needful to conceal his going from
her? When Sophy Viner had left, it had been with the

under standi ng that he was to await her sunmons; and it
seened i nprobabl e that he woul d break his pledge, and seek
her wi thout |eave, unless his lover's intuition had warned
hi m of some fresh danger. Anna recalled how qui ckly he had
read the alarmin her face when he had rushed back to her
sitting-roomwith the news that Mss Viner had promised to
see himagain in Paris. To be so pronptly roused, his
suspi ci ons nmust have been but hal f-asl eep; and since then
no doubt, if she and Darrow had di ssenbled, so had he. To
her proud directness it was degrading to think that they had

been living together |ike enem es who spy upon each other's



novenents: she felt a desperate longing for the days which
had seened so dull and narrow, but in which she had wal ked

with her head high and her eyes unguarded.

She had cone up to Paris hardly knowi ng what peril she
feared, and still |ess how she could avert it. If Owen
meant to see M ss Viner--and what other object could he
have?--they nust already be together, and it was too late to
interfere. It had indeed occurred to Anna that Paris night
not be his objective point: that his real purpose in |eaving
G vre without her know edge had been to follow Darrow to
London and exact the truth of him But even to her alarned
i magi nati on this seened i nprobable. She and Darrow, to the
| ast, had kept up so conplete a feint of harnony that,

what ever Oaen had surmi sed, he could scarcely have risked
acting on his suspicions. |If he still felt the need of an
expl anation, it was alnobst certainly of Sophy Viner that he
woul d ask it; and it was in quest of Sophy Viner that Anna

had despatched M ss Painter

She had found a bl essed refuge fromher perplexities in the
stolid Adel ai de' s unawareness. One could so absolutely
count on Mss Painter's guessing no nore than one chose, and
yet acting astutely on such hints as one vouchsafed her! She
was like a well-trained retriever whose interest in his prey
ceases when he lays it at his naster's feet. Anna, on
arriving, had explained that Oaen's unannounced flight had
made her fear sone fresh m sunderstandi ng between hinsel f
and Mss Viner. In the interests of peace she had thought it
best to follow him but she hastily added that she did not

wi sh to see Sophy, but only, if possible, to learn from her
where Onen was. Wth these brief instructions Mss Painter

had started out; but she was a wonman of many occupati ons,



and had given her visitor to understand that before
returning she should have to call on a friend who had just
arrived from Boston, and afterward despatch to anot her
exiled conpatriot a supply of cranberries and brandied

peaches fromthe American grocery in the Chanps El ysees.

G adual |y, as the nonents passed, Anna began to feel the
reaction which, in noments of extreme nervous tension
follows on any effort of the will. She seenmed to have gone
as far as her courage would carry her, and she shrank nore
and nore fromthe thought of Mss Painter's return, since
what ever information the latter brought woul d necessitate
some fresh decision. Wat should she say to Omen if she
found hinf Wat could she say that should not betray the one
thing she would give her life to hide fromhin? "G ve her
life"--how the phrase derided her! It was a gift she would
not have bestowed on her worst enemy. She would not have
had Sophy Viner live the hours she was |iving now. ..

She tried again to |l ook steadily and calmy at the picture
that the image of the girl evoked. She had an idea that she
ought to accustom herself to its contenplation. |If life was
like that, why the sooner one got used to it the
better...But no! Life was not like that. Her adventure was
a hi deous accident. She dreaded above all the tenptation to
general i se fromher own case, to doubt the high things she
had |ived by and seek a cheap solace in belittling what fate
had refused her. There was such | ove as she had dreaned,
and she neant to go on believing in it, and cherishing the

t hought that she was worthy of it. What had happened to her
was grotesque and nmean and niserable; but she herself was
none of these things, and never, never woul d she nake of

hersel f the nock that fate had nade of her..



She could not, as yet, bear to think deliberately of Darrow,
but she kept on repeating to herself "By and bye that will
come too." Even now she was deternmined not to let his inage
be distorted by her suffering. As soon as she could, she
would try to single out for remenbrance the individual
things she had liked in himbefore she had | oved him
altogether. No "spiritual exercise" devised by the

di scipline of piety could have been nore torturing; but its
very cruelty attracted her. She wanted to wear herself out

with new pains...

XXX

The sound of Mss Painter's |latch-key nade her start. She
was still a bundle of quivering fears to whom each coning

nmonmrent seenmed a nenace.

There was a slight interval, and a sound of voices in the

hall; then M ss Painter's vigorous hand was on the door.

Anna stood up as she cane in. "You've found hinP"

"I've found Sophy."

"And Onen?--has she seen hin? |s he here?"

"SHE'S here: in the hall. She wants to speak to you."

"Her e- - NOW" Anna found no voice for nore.

"She drove back with ne," Mss Painter continued in the tone



of inpartial narrative. "The cabman was inpertinent. |'ve

got his number." She funbled in a stout black reticule.

"Ch, | can't--" broke from Anna; but she collected herself,
renmenbering that to betray her unwillingness to see the girl

was to risk revealing nuch nore.

"She thought you night be too tired to see her: she wouldn't

cone intill I'd found out."

Anna drew a quick breath. An instant's thought had told her
that Sophy Viner would hardly have taken such a step unl ess
sonet hing nore inportant had happened. "Ask her to cone,

pl ease," she said.

M ss Painter, fromthe threshold, turned back to announce
her intention of going i Mmediately to the police station to
report the cabman's delinquency; then she passed out, and

Sophy Vi ner entered.

The look in the girl's face showed that she had i ndeed cone
unwi | Iingly; yet she seened ani mated by an eager

resol uteness that made Anna ashaned of her trenors. For a
monent they | ooked at each other in silence, as if the

t hought s between them were packed too thick for speech; then
Anna said, in a voice fromwhich she strove to take the edge
of hardness: "You know where Onen is, Mss Painter tells

ne.

"Yes; that was ny reason for asking you to see ne." Sophy

spoke sinply, without constraint or hesitation

"I thought he'd prom sed you--" Anna interposed.



"He did; but he broke his promise. That's what | thought I

ought to tell you."

"Thank you." Anna went on tentatively: "He left Gvre this
nmorning without a word. | followed himbecause | was
afraid..."

She broke off again and the girl took up her phrase. "You

were afraid he'd guessed? He HAS..."

"What do you nean--guessed what ?"

"That you know sonething he doesn't...sonething that nade

you glad to have ne go."

"Ch--" Anna noaned. |f she had wanted nore pain she had it
now. "He's told you this?" she faltered.

"He hasn't told nme, because | haven't seen him | kept him
off--1 made Ms. Farlow get rid of him But he's witten ne

what he canme to say; and that was it."

"Ch, poor Owen!" broke from Anna. Through all the
intricacies of her suffering she felt the separate pang of
his.

"And I want to ask you," the girl continued, "to let ne see
him for of course," she added in the sanme strange voice of

energy, "I wouldn't unless you consented."

"To see hinP" Anna tried to gather together her startled

thoughts. "Wat use would it be? What could you tell hinP"

"I want to tell himthe truth,” said Sophy Viner.



The two wornen | ooked at each other, and a burning blush rose

to Anna's forehead. "I don't understand," she faltered.

Sophy waited a nonent; then she |lowered her voice to say: "I

don't want himto think worse of ne than he need..."

"Wor se?"

"Yes--to think such things as you' re thinking now ..l want
himto know exactly what happened...then | want to bid him

good- bye. "

Anna tried to clear a way through her own wonder and

confusion. She felt herself obscurely noved.

"Whuldn't it be worse for hin®?"

"To hear the truth? It would be better, at any rate, for you

and M. Darrow. "

At the sound of the name Anna lifted her head quickly. "I've

only ny step-son to consider!”

The girl threw a startled ook at her. "You don't nean--

you're not going to give himup?"

Anna felt her lips harden. "I don't think it's of any use

to talk of that."

"Ch, | know It's ny fault for not knowi ng how to say what |
want you to hear. Your words are different; you know how to
choose them Mne offend you...and the dread of it makes ne

bl under. That's why, the other day, | couldn't say



anything...couldn't make things clear to you. But now

MJST, even if you hate it!" She drew a step nearer, her

sl ender figure swayed forward in a passion of entreaty. "Do
listen to ne!l \Wat you've said is dreadful. How can you
speak of himin that voice? Don't you see that | went away

so that he shouldn't have to | ose you?"

Anna | ooked at her coldly. "Are you speaking of M. Darrow?
| don't know why you think your going or staying can in any

way affect our relations.”

"You nmean that you HAVE given hi m up--because of me? Oh,
how could you? You can't really love him--And yet," the
girl suddenly added, "you rust, or you'd be nore sorry for

me! "

"I"'mvery sorry for you," Anna said, feeling as if the iron

band about her heart pressed on it a little | ess inexorably.

"Then why won't you hear ne? Wy won't you try to

understand? It's all so different fromwhat you imagine!"

"I've never judged you."

"I'''mnot thinking of nyself. He |Ioves you!"

"I thought you'd cone to speak of Owen."

Sophy Viner seened not to hear her. "He's never |oved any
one else. Even those few days...l knewit all the

whil e...he never cared for ne."

"Pl ease don't say any nore!" Anna said.



"I know it nust seemstrange to you that | should say so

much. | shock you, | offend you: you think nme a creature

wi thout shane. So | am-but not in the sense you think! [|'m
not ashamed of having loved him no; and |I'm not ashanmed of
telling you so. It's that that justifies ne--and him
too...Ch, let nme tell you how it happened! He was sorry for
me: he saw | cared. | KNEWthat was all he ever felt. |

could see he was thinking of some one else. | knew it was
only for a week...He never said a word to mislead ne...|I
wanted to be happy just once--and | didn't dream of the harm

I mght be doing him™"

Anna coul d not speak. She hardly knew, as yet, what the
girl's words conveyed to her, save the sense of their tragic
fervour; but she was conscious of being in the presence of

an intenser passion than she had ever felt.

"I amsorry for you."™ She paused. "But why do you say this
to ne?" After another interval she exclained: "You d no

right to let Oaen | ove you."

"No; that was wong. At |east what's happened since has

made it so. |If things had been different | think I could
have nmade Onen happy. You were all so good to ne--1 wanted
so to stay with you! | suppose you'll say that nakes it

worse: ny daring to dream| had the right...But all that
doesn't matter now. | won't see Onen unless you're wlling.
I should have liked to tell himwhat |I've tried to tell you
but you must know better; you feel things in a finer way.
Only you'll have to help himif | can't. He cares a great

deal...it's going to hurt him.."

Anna trenbled. "Oh, | know \What can | do?"



"You can go straight back to G vre--now, at once! So that
Ownen shall never know you've followed him" Sophy's cl asped
hands reached out urgently. "And you can send for M.
Darrow - bring himback. Oaen nust be convinced that he's

m st aken, and nothing else will convince him Afterward
I"lI'l find a pretext--oh, | promise you! But first he nust

see for himself that nothing s changed for you."

Anna stood notionl ess, subdued and domi nated. The girl's

ardour swept her |ike a wind.

"Ch, can't | nove you? Sone day you'll know " Sophy pl eaded,

her eyes full of tears.

Anna saw them and felt a fullness in her throat. Again the
band about her heart seened | oosened. She wanted to find a
word, but could not: all within her was too dark and

violent. She gave the girl a speechl ess | ook

"I do believe you," she said suddenly; then she turned and

wal ked out of the room

XXX |

She drove fromMss Painter's to her own apartnment. The

mai d- servant who had it in charge had been apprised of her
com ng, and had opened one or two of the roonms, and prepared
a fire in her bedroom Anna shut herself in, refusing the
woman's ministrations. She felt cold and faint, and after
she had taken off her hat and cl oak she knelt down by the

fire and stretched her hands to it.



In one respect, at least, it was clear to her that she would
do well to follow Sophy Viner's counsel. It had been an act
of folly to follow Omen, and her first business was to get
back to Gvre before him But the only train |eaving that
eveni ng was a sl ow one, which did not reach Francheuil til
ni dni ght, and she knew that her taking it would excite
Madane de Chantelle's wonder and lead to interm nable talk.
She had cone up to Paris on the pretext of finding a new
governess for Effie, and the natural thing was to defer her
return till the next nmorning. She knew Oanen well enough to
be sure that he woul d make another attenpt to see M ss
Viner, and failing that, would wite again and await her
answer: so that there was no likelihood of his reaching

Gvre till the foll ow ng evening.

Her sense of relief at not having to start out at once
showed her for the first time how tired she was. The

bonne had suggested a cup of tea, but the dread of having
any one about her had nade Anna refuse, and she had eaten
not hi ng since nmorning but a sandwi ch bought at a buffet.

She was too tired to get up, but stretching out her arm she
drew toward her the armchair which stood beside the hearth
and rested her head against its cushions. Gadually the
warnth of the fire stole into her veins and her heavi ness of
soul was replaced by a dreany buoyancy. She seened to be
seated on the hearth in her sitting-roomat Gvre, and
Darrow was beside her, in the chair against which she

| eaned. He put his arms about her shoul ders and draw ng her
head back | ooked into her eyes. "O all the ways you do

your hair, that's the way | like best,"” he said..

A |l og dropped, and she sat up with a start. There was a



warnth in her heart, and she was snmiling. Then she | ooked
about her, and saw where she was, and the glory fell. She

hid her face and sobbed.

Presently she perceived that it was grow ng dark, and
getting up stiffly she began to undo the things in her bag
and spread them on the dressing-table. She shrank from
lighting the Iights, and groped her way about, trying to
find what she needed. She seenmed i measurably far off from
every one, and nost of all fromherself. It was as if her
consci ousness had been transmtted to sone stranger whose

t houghts and gestures were indifferent to her..

Suddenly she heard a shrill tinkle, and with a beating heart
she stood still in the mddle of the room It was the

t el ephone in her dressing-room-a call, no doubt, from
Adel ai de Painter. O could Oaen have | earned she was in
town? The thought alarnmed her and she opened the door and
stunmbl ed across the unlit roomto the instrument. She held

it to her ear, and heard Darrow s voi ce pronounce her nane.

"WIl you let ne see you? 1've cone back--1 had to cone.

Mss Painter told ne you were here.”

She began to trenble, and feared that he would guess it from
her voice. She did not know what she answered: she heard
himsay: "I can't hear." She called "Yes!" and laid the

t el ephone down, and caught it up agai n--but he was gone.

She wondered if her "Yes" had reached him

She sat in her chair and listened. Wy had she said that
she woul d see hin? What did she nean to say to hi mwhen he

cane? Now and then, as she sat there, the sense of his



presence envel oped her as in her dream and she shut her
eyes and felt his arns about her. Then she woke to reality
and shivered. A long tinme elapsed, and at |ength she said

to herself: "He isn't comng."

The door-bell rang as she said it, and she stood up, cold
and trenbling. She thought: "Can he inagine there's any use
in com ng?" and noved forward to bid the servant say she

could not see him

The door opened and she saw him standing in the draw ng-
room The roomwas cold and fireless, and a hard glare fel
fromthe wall-lights on the shrouded furniture and the white
slips covering the curtains. He | ooked pale and stern, with
a frown of fatigue between his eyes; and she remenbered that
in three days he had travelled fromG@vre to London and
back. It seemed incredible that all that had befallen her

shoul d have been conpressed within the space of three days!

"Thank you," he said as she cane in.

She answered: "It's better, | suppose----"

He came toward her and took her in his arnms. She struggled
alittle, afraid of yielding, but he pressed her to him not
bending to her but hol ding her fast, as though he had found
her after a long search: she heard his hurried breathing.
It seemed to conme fromher own breast, so close he held her
and it was she who, at last, lifted up her face and drew

down hi s.

She freed herself and went and sat on a sofa at the other
end of the room A mrror between the shrouded w ndow

curtains showed her crunpled travelling dress and the white



face under her disordered hair

She found her voice, and asked hi m how he had been able to
| eave London. He answered that he had managed--he'd
arranged it; and she saw he hardly heard what she was

sayi ng.

"I had to see you," he went on, and nmoved nearer, sitting

down at her side.

"Yes; we nust think of Onen----"

"Ch, Owen--!"

Her mind had fl own back to Sophy Viner's plea that she
should et Darrow return to Gvre in order that Omen m ght
be persuaded of the folly of his suspicions. The suggestion
was absurd, of course. She could not ask Darrow to | end
himself to such a fraud, even had she had the inhuman
courage to play her part in it. She was suddenly
overwhel med by the futility of every attenpt to reconstruct
her ruined world. No, it was useless; and since it was

usel ess, every nonent with Darrow was pure pain..

"I'"ve conme to talk of nyself, not of Oaen," she heard him
saying. "Wen you sent nme away the other day | understood
that it couldn't be otherwi se--then. But it's not possible
that you and | should part like that. If I'mto |ose you, it

must be for a better reason.”

"A better reason?"

"Yes: a deeper one. One that neans a fundanental disaccord



between us. This one doesn't--in spite of everything it
doesn't. That's what | want you to see, and have the

courage to acknow edge. "

"If I sawit | should have the courage!"”

"Yes: courage was the wong word. You have that. That's why

I'mhere."

"But | don't see it," she continued sadly. "So it's

useless, isn't it?--and so cruel... He was about to speak

but she went on: "I shall never understand it--never!"”
He | ooked at her. "You will sone day: you were nmade to fee
everyt hi ng"

"l shoul d have thought this was a case of not feeling----"

"On ny part, you nean?" He faced her resolutely. "Yes, it
was: to ny shame...Wat | meant was that when you've lived a
little |longer you' Il see what conplex blunderers we all are:
how we're struck blind sonetinmes, and mad soneti nes--and

t hen, when our sight and our senses come back, how we have
to set to work, and build up, little by little, bit by bit,
the precious things we'd snmashed to atons wi thout know ng
it. Life's just a perpetual piecing together of broken

bits."

She | ooked up quickly. "That's what | feel: that you ought

to----'

He stood up, interrupting her with a gesture. "OCh, don't--
don't say what you're going to! Men don't give their lives

away like that. |If you won't have mne, it's at |east ny



own, to do the best | can with."

"The best you can--that's what | nmean! How can there be a

"best' for you that's made of sonme one el se's worst?"

He sat down again with a groan. "I don't know It seened
such a slight thing--all on the surface--and |'ve gone
aground on it because it was on the surface. | see the
horror of it just as you do. But | see, alittle nore
clearly, the extent, and the limts, of ny wong. It's not

as black as you imagine."

She | owered her voice to say: "I suppose | shall never

under st and; but she seens to |ove you..."

"There's ny shame! That | didn't guess it, didn't fly from
it. You say you'll never understand: but why shouldn't you?
Is it anything to be proud of, to know so little of the
strings that pull us? If you knewa little nmore, | could
tell you how such things happen wi thout offending you; and

perhaps you'd listen w thout condeming ne."

"I don't condemm you." She was dizzy with struggling
i mpul ses. She longed to cry out: "I DO understand! |'ve
under st ood ever since you've been here!" For she was aware,

in her owm bosom of sensations so separate from her
romantic thoughts of himthat she saw her body and sou

di vi ded agai nst thensel ves. She recalled having read
sonewhere that in ancient Rome the slaves were not allowed
to wear a distinctive dress |lest they should recogni ze each
other and learn their nunbers and their power. So, in
hersel f, she discerned for the first tine instincts and

desires, which, nmute and unmarked, had gone to and fro in



the di m passages of her mnd, and now hail ed each other with

a cry of mutiny.

"Ch, | don't know what to think!" she broke out. "You say
you didn't know she |oved you. But you know it now.
Doesn't that show you how you can put the broken bits

t oget her ?"

"Can you seriously think it would be doing so to marry one

woman while | care for another?"

"Ch, | don't know...l don't know..." The sense of her
weakness nmade her try to harden hersel f against his

argunents.

"You do know We've often tal ked of such things: of the
nmonstrousness of useless sacrifices. If I'mto expiate,
it's not in that way." He added abruptly: "It's in having to

say this to you now .."

She found no answer.

Through the silent apartnent they heard the sudden peal of
the door-bell, and she rose to her feet. "Owen!" she

instantly excl ai ned.

"I's Omven in Paris?"

She explained in a rapid undertone what she had | earned from

Sophy Vi ner.
"Shall 1 |eave you?" Darrow asked
"Yes...no..." She noved to the dining-roomdoor, with the



hal f-formed purpose of naking himpass out, and then turned

back. "It may be Adel ai de."

They heard the outer door open, and a nmonent |ater Owen

wal ked into the room He was pale, with excited eyes: as
they fell on Darrow, Anna saw his start of wonder. He nade a
slight sign of recognition, and then went up to his step-

mot her with an air of exaggerated gaiety.

"You furtive person! | ran across the omi sci ent Adel ai de
and heard fromher that you'd rushed up suddenly and
secretly " He stood between Anna and Darrow, strained,

questioni ng, dangerously on edge.

"I came up to neet M. Darrow," Anna answered. "Hi s |eave's

been prol onged--he's going back with ne."

The words seened to have uttered thensel ves wi thout her
will, yet she felt a great sense of freedom as she spoke

t hem

The hard tension of Ownen's face changed to incredul ous
surprise. He |ooked at Darrow.

"The nmerest luck...a colleague whose wife was ill...l cane
straight back," she heard the latter tranquilly expl ai ni ng.
Hi s sel f-command hel ped to steady her, and she smled at

Onen.

"We'll all go back together tonorrow norning," she said as

she slipped her armthrough his.

XXX 1]



Onen Leath did not go back with his step-nother to Gvre.
In reply to her suggestion he announced his intention of

staying on a day or two longer in Paris.

Anna |l eft alone by the first train the next norning. Darrow
was to followin the afternoon. When Omen had left themthe
eveni ng before, Darrow waited a nonent for her to speak
then, as she said nothing, he asked her if she really w shed
himto return to Gvre. She nade a nute sign of assent, and
he added: "For you know that, nmuch as I'mready to do for
Owen, | can't do that for him-1 can't go back to be sent

away again."

" ’\b' _ n0| "

He came nearer, and | ooked at her, and she went to him All
her fears seened to fall fromher as he held her. It was a
different feeling fromany she had known before: confused
and turbid, as if secret shames and rancours stirred init,
yet richer, deeper, nore enslaving. She |eaned her head
back and shut her eyes beneath his kisses. She knew now

that she could never give himup

Nevert hel ess she asked him the next nmorning, to |l et her go
back alone to Gvre. She wanted tine to think. She was
convi nced that what had happened was inevitable, that she
and Darrow bel onged to each other, and that he was right in
saying no past folly could ever put them asunder. |If there
was a shade of difference in her feeling for himit was that
of an added intensity. She felt restless, insecure out of
his sight: she had a sense of inconpl eteness, of passionate

dependence, that was sonmehow at variance with her own



conception of her character

It was partly the consciousness of this change in herself
that nmade her want to be alone. The solitude of her inner
life had given her the habit of these hours of self-

exani nati on, and she needed them as she needed her norning

plunge into cold water.

During the journey she tried to review what had happened in
the light of her new decision and of her sudden relief from
pain. She seenmed to herself to have passed through sone
fiery initiation fromwhich she had energed seared and

qui vering, but clutching to her breast a magic talisnan.
Sophy Viner had cried out to her: "Some day you'll know "
and Darrow had used the sanme words. They neant, she
supposed, that when she had explored the intricacies and
dar knesses of her own heart her judgment of others would be
| ess absolute. Well, she knew now - knew weaknesses and
strengths she had not dreaned of, and the deep discord and
still deeper complicities between what thought in her and

what blindly wanted...

Her mind turned anxiously to Oven. At |east the bl ow that
was to fall on himwould not seemto have been inflicted by
her hand. He would be left with the inpression that his
breach with Sophy Viner was due to one of the ordinary
causes of such disruptions: though he nust | ose her, his
menory of her would not be poisoned. Anna never for a
monent pernitted herself the delusion that she had renewed
her promise to Darrow in order to spare her step-son this

| ast refinenment of misery. She knew she had been pronpted
by the irresistible inmpulse to hold fast to what was nost

precious to her, and that Oven's arrival on the scene had



been the pretext for her decision, and not its cause; yet
she felt herself fortified by the thought of what she had
spared him It was as though a star she had been used to

follow had shed its familiar ray on ways unknown to her.

Al'l through these neditations ran the undercurrent of an
absolute trust in Sophy Viner. She thought of the girl with
a mngling of antipathy and confidence. It was humiliating
to her pride to recognize kindred inpulses in a character

whi ch she would have liked to feel conpletely alien to her
But what indeed was the girl really like? She seened to have
no scruples and a thousand delicacies. She had given
herself to Darrow, and conceal ed the epi sode from Oaen
Leath, with no nore apparent sense of debasenent than the
vul garest of adventuresses; yet she had instantly obeyed the
voi ce of her heart when it bade her part fromthe one and

serve the other.

Anna tried to picture what the girl's life nmust have been
what experiences, what initiations, had formed her. But her
own training had been too different: there were veils she
could not lift. She |ooked back at her married Iife, and
its colourless unifornmity took on an air of high restraint
and order. Was it because she had been so incurious that it
had worn that | ook to her? It struck her with amazenent that
she had never given a thought to her husband's past, or
wonder ed what he did and where he went when he was away from
her. |f she had been asked what she supposed he thought
about when they were apart, she would instantly have
answered: his snuff-boxes. It had never occurred to her

that he m ght have passions, interests, preoccupations of

whi ch she was absolutely ignorant. Yet he went up to Paris

rather regularly: ostensibly to attend sal es and



exhi bitions, or to confer with dealers and collectors. She
tried to picture him straight, trim beautifully brushed
and varni shed, wal king furtively down a quiet street, and

| ooki ng about him before he slipped into a doorway. She
under st ood now that she had been cold to him what nore
likely than that he had sought conpensations? Al nen were
Iike that, she supposed--no doubt her sinplicity had anused

hi m

In the act of transposing Fraser Leath into a Don Juan she
was pulled up by the ironic perception that she was sinply
trying to justify Darrow. She wanted to think that all nen
were "like that" because Darrow was "like that": she wanted
to justify her acceptance of the fact by persuadi ng herself
that only through such concessions could wonen |i ke herself
hope to keep what they could not give up. And suddenly she
was filled with anger at her blindness, and then at her

di sastrous attenpt to see. Wy had she forced the truth out
of Darrow? If only she had held her tongue nothing need ever
have been known. Sophy Viner woul d have broken her
engagenent, Omen woul d have been sent around the world, and
her own dream woul d have been unshattered. But she had
probed, insisted, cross-exam ned, not rested till she had
dragged the secret to the light. She was one of the |uckless
worren who al ways have the wong audacities, and who al ways

know it...

Was it she, Anna Leath, who was picturing herself to herself
in that way? She recoiled fromher thoughts as if with a
sense of denoni ac possession, and there flashed through her
the longing to return to her old state of fearless

i gnorance. |If at that noment she could have kept Darrow

fromfollow ng her to Gvre she would have done so..



But he cane; and with the sight of himthe turmoil fell and
she felt herself reassured, rehabilitated. He arrived
toward dusk, and she notored to Francheuil to nmeet him She
wanted to see himas soon as possible, for she had divined,
through the new insight that was in her, that only his
presence could restore her to a normal view of things. In
the notor, as they left the town and turned into the high-
road, he lifted her hand and kissed it, and she |eaned
against him and felt the currents fl ow between them She
was grateful to himfor not saying anything, and for not
expecting her to speak. She said to herself: "He never
makes a m st ake--he al ways knows what to do"; and then she
thought with a start that it was doubtl ess because he had so
often been in such situations. The idea that his tact was a
ki nd of professional expertness filled her with repugnance,
and insensibly she drew away fromhim He nade no notion to
bring her nearer, and she instantly thought that that was
calcul ated too. She sat beside himin frozen m sery,
wonderi ng whet her, henceforth, she would neasure in this way
his every look and gesture. Neither of them spoke again
till the notor turned under the dark arch of the avenue, and
they saw the lights of Gvre twinkling at its end. Then
Darrow |l aid his hand on hers and said: "I know, dear--" and
the hardness in her nelted. "He's suffering as | am" she

t hought; and for a nonent the bal eful fact between them
seenmed to draw them cl oser instead of walling themup in

their separate wetchedness.

It was wonderful to be once nore re-entering the doors of
Gvre with him and as the old house received theminto its
mel | ow sil ence she had again the sense of passing out of a

dreadful dreaminto the reassurance of kindly and famliar



things. It did not seem possible that these quiet roons, so
full of the slowy-distilled accurmul ati ons of a fastidi ous
taste, should have been the scene of tragic dissensions.

The menory of them seenmed to be shut out into the night with

the closing and barring of its doors.

At the tea-table in the oak-roomthey found Madanme de
Chantelle and Effie. The little girl, catching sight of
Darrow, raced down the drawi ng-roons to nmeet him and
returned in triunmph on his shoulder. Anna |ooked at them
with a smle. Effie, for all her graces, was chary of such
favours, and her mother knew that in according themto
Darrow she had adnmitted himto the circle where Oaen had

hi therto rul ed.

Over the tea-table Darrow gave Madane de Chantelle the

expl anation of his sudden return from England. On reaching
London, he told her, he had found that the secretary he was
to have replaced was detained there by the illness of his
wi fe. The Anmbassador, knowi ng Darrow s urgent reasons for
wi shing to be in France, had i medi ately proposed his going
back, and awaiting at Gvre the summons to relieve his
col | eague; and he had junped into the first train, wthout
even waiting to telegraph the news of his rel ease. He spoke
naturally, easily, in his usual quiet voice, taking his tea
fromEffie, helping hinself to the toast she handed, and
stoopi ng now and then to stroke the dozing terrier. And
suddenly, as Anna listened to his explanation, she asked

herself if it were true

The question, of course, was absurd. There was no possible
reason why he should invent a false account of his return

and every probability that the version he gave was the rea



one. But he had | ooked and spoken in the same way when he
had answered her probing questions about Sophy Viner, and
she reflected with a chill of fear that she woul d never
again know if he were speaking the truth or not. She was
sure he loved her, and she did not fear his insincerity as
much as her own distrust of him For a nonment it seened to
her that this nmust corrupt the very source of |ove; then she
said to herself: "By and bye, when | am altogether his, we
shal | be so near each other that there will be no room for
any doubts between us." But the doubts were there now, one
monent lulled to quiescence, the next nore torturingly
alert. \Wien the nurse appeared to sumon Effie, the little
girl, after kissing her grandnother, entrenched herself on
Darrow s knee with the inperious demand to be carried up to
bed; and Anna, while she |aughingly protested, said to
herself with a pang: "Can | give her a father about whom I

t hi nk such thi ngs?”

The thought of Effie, and of what she owed to Effie, had
been the fundanmental reason for her delays and hesitations
when she and Darrow had cone together again in England. Her
own feeling was so clear that but for that scruple she would
have put her hand in his at once. But till she had seen him
agai n she had never considered the possibility of re-

marri age, and when it suddenly confronted her it seened, for
the nmonent, to disorganize the life she had planned for
herself and her child. She had not spoken of this to Darrow
because it appeared to her a subject to be debated within
her own consci ence. The question, then, was not as to his
fitness to becone the guide and guardian of her child; nor
did she fear that her love for himwuld deprive Effie of
the least fraction of her tenderness, since she did not

think of | ove as sonething neasured and exhaustible but as a



treasure perpetually renewed. What she questioned was her
right to introduce into her life any interests and duties
which night rob Effie of a part of her tine, or |essen the

cl oseness of their daily intercourse.

She had decided this question as it was inevitable that she
shoul d; but now anot her was before her. Assuredly, at her
age, there was no possible reason why she shoul d cloister
herself to bring up her daughter; but there was every reason
for not marrying a man in whom her own faith was not

compl ete. ..

XXXI'V

When she woke the next norning she felt a great |ightness of
heart. She recalled her |ast awakening at Gvre, three days
before, when it had seened as though all her life had gone
down in darkness. Now Darrow was once nore under the sane
roof with her, and once nore his nearness sufficed to nake
the | oonming horror drop away. She could al nost have snil ed
at her scruples of the night before: as she | ooked back on
them they seened to belong to the old ignorant tinorous tine
when she had feared to look life in the face, and had been
blind to the nmysteries and contradictions of the human heart
because her own had not been revealed to her. Darrow had
said: "You were made to feel everything"; and to feel was

surely better than to judge.

When she cane downstairs he was already in the oak-roomw th



Effie and Madane de Chantelle, and the sense of reassurance
whi ch his presence gave her was nerged in the relief of not

bei ng abl e to speak of what was between them But there it

was, inevitably, and whenever they | ooked at each other they
sawit. In her dread of giving it a nore tangible shape she
tried to devise neans of keeping the little girl with her,
and, when the |atter had been called away by the nurse,
found an excuse for follow ng Madane de Chantelle upstairs
to the purple sitting-room But a confidential talk with
Madane de Chantelle inplied the detailed discussion of plans
of which Anna could hardly yet bear to consider the vaguest
outline: the date of her marriage, the relative advant ages
of sailing fromLondon or Lisbon, the possibility of hiring
a habitabl e house at their new post; and, when these

probl ens were exhausted, the application of the same nethod

to the subject of Onen's future.

Hi s grandnot her, having no suspicion of the real reason of
Sophy Viner's departure, had thought it "extrenely suitable"
of the young girl to withdrawto the shelter of her old
friends' roof in the hour of bridal preparation. This

mai denly retreat had in fact inpressed Madane de Chantelle
so favourably that she was disposed for the first tinme to
talk over Onen's projects; and as every hunman event
translated itself for her into terms of social and donestic
detail, Anna had perforce to travel the sanme round again.
She felt a nomentary relief when Darrow presently joined
them but his com ng served only to draw the conversation
back to the question of their own future, and Anna felt a
new pang as she heard himcalmy and lucidly discussing it.
D d such sel f-possession inply indifference or insincerity?
In that problem her mnd perpetually revol ved; and she

dreaded the one answer as nuch as the other.



She was resolved to keep on her course as though nothing had
happened: to marry Darrow and never |et the consciousness of
the past intrude itself between them but she was beginning
to feel that the only way of attaining to this state of
detachnent fromthe irreparable was once for all to turn
back with himto its contenplation. As soon as this desire
had germ nated it becane so strong in her that she regretted
having pronised Effie to take her out for the afternoon

But she could think of no pretext for disappointing the
little girl, and soon after luncheon the three set forth in
the notor to show Darrow a chateau fanmous in the annal s of
the region. During their excursion Anna found it inpossible
to guess fromhis demeanour if Effie's presence between them
was as nuch of a strain to his conposure as to hers. He
remai ned i nperturbably good- humoured and appreciative while
they went the round of the nonunment, and she remarked only
that when he thought hinmself unnoticed his face grew grave

and his answers cane | ess pronptly.

On the way back, two or three nmiles fromGvre, she suddenly
proposed that they should wal k hone through the forest which
skirted that side of the park. Darrow acqui esced, and they
got out and sent Effie on in the nmotor. Their way |ed
through a bit of sober French woodl and, flat as a faded
tapestry, but with gleans of live enerald |ingering here and
there anong its browns and ochres. The |uminous grey air
gave vividness to its dying colours, and veiled the distant
glinpses of the landscape in soft uncertainty. In such a
solitude Anna had fancied it would be easier to speak; but
as she wal ked besi de Darrow over the deep soundl ess flooring
of brown noss the words on her lips took flight again. It

seened i npossible to break the spell of quiet joy which his



presence laid on her, and when he began to talk of the place
they had just visited she answered his questions and then
wai ted for what he should say next...No, decidedly she could
not speak; she no | onger even knew what she had neant to

say. ..

The sane experience repeated itself several tinmes that day
and the next. Wen she and Darrow were apart she exhausted
herself in appeal and interrogation, she fornmulated with a
fervent lucidity every point in her inmaginary argument. But
as soon as she was al one with himsomnet hing deeper than
reason and subtler than shyness laid its benunbing touch
upon her, and the desire to speak becane nerely a dim

di squi et ude, through which his |ooks, his words, his touch
reached her as through a mist of bodily pain. Yet this
inertia was torn by wild flashes of resistance, and when
they were apart she began to prepare again what she neant to

say to him

She knew he could not be with her without being aware of
this inner turnmoil, and she hoped he woul d break the spel

by some releasing word. But she presently understood that
he recogni zed the futility of words, and was resolutely bent
on hol ding her to her own purpose of behaving as if nothing
had happened. Once nore she inwardly accused hi m of
insensibility, and her inmagination was beset by tornmenting
vi sions of his past...Had such things happened to him
before? |If the episode had been an isol ated accident--"a
monent of folly and nadness", as he had called it--she could
understand, or at |east begin to understand (for at a
certain point her imagination always turned back); but if it
were a nere link in a chain of sinmlar experinents, the

t hought of it dishonoured her whole past..



Effie, in the interregnum between governesses, had been
given | eave to dine downstairs; and Anna, on the eveni ng of
Darrow s return, kept the little girl with her till long
after the nurse had signalled fromthe draw ng-room door.
When at |ength she had been carried off, Anna proposed a
game of cards, and after this diversion had drawn to its

| angui d cl ose she said good-night to Darrow and foll owed
Madane de Chantelle upstairs. But Madane de Chantelle never
sat up late, and the second evening, with the ami ably
inplied intention of |eaving Anna and Darrow to thensel ves,

she took an earlier | eave of themthan usual

Anna sat silent, listening to her small stiff steps as they
nmi nced down the hall and died out in the distance. Madane
de Chantell e had broken her wooden enbroidery frame, and
Darrow, having offered to repair it, had drawn his chair up
to a table that held a | anmp. Anna watched himas he sat with
bent head and knitted brows, trying to fit together the

di sj oi ned pi eces. The sight of him so tranquilly absorbed
inthis trifling business, seemed to give to the quiet room
a perfume of intimacy, to fill it with a sense of sweet

fam liar habit; and it canme over her again that she knew
not hi ng of the inner thoughts of this nman who was sitting by
her as a husband might. The lanmplight fell on his white
forehead, on the healthy brown of his cheek, the backs of
his thin sunburnt hands. As she watched the hands her sense
of them becane as vivid as a touch, and she said to herself:
"That other wonman has sat and watched himas | am doi ng.

She has known himas | have never known him .. Perhaps he is
thinking of that now O perhaps he has forgotten it all as
completely as | have forgotten everything that happened to

me before he cane..."



He | ooked young, active, stored with strength and energy;
not the man for vain repinings or |ong nenories. She
wonder ed what she had to hold or satisfy him He loved her
now, she had no doubt of that; but how could she hope to
keep hin? They were so nearly of an age that already she
felt herself his senior. As yet the difference was not
visible; outwardly at |east they were matched; but ill-

heal th or unhappi ness would soon do away with this equality.
She thought with a pang of bitterness: "He won't grow any

ol der because he doesn't feel things; and because he

doesn't, | SHALL..."

And when she ceased to please him what then? Had he the
tradition of faith to the spoken vow, or the deeper piety of
t he unspoken dedi cation? What was his theory, what his inner
conviction in such matters? But what did she care for his
convictions or his theories? No doubt he loved her now, and
bel i eved he woul d al ways go on |l oving her, and was persuaded
that, if he ceased to, his loyalty woul d be proof against
the change. What she wanted to know was not what he thought
about it in advance, but what would inpel or restrain himat
the crucial hour. She put no faith in her own arts: she was
too sure of having none! And if some beneficent enchanter
had bestowed them on her, she knew now that she woul d have
rejected the gift. She could hardly conceive of wanting the

kind of love that was a state one could be cozened into..

Darrow, putting away the frane, wal ked across the room and
sat down beside her; and she felt he had sonething special

to say.

"They're sure to send for ne in a day or two now," he began



She made no answer, and he continued: "You'll tell me before

I go what day |I'mto cone back and get you?"

It was the first time since his return to Gvre that he had
made any direct allusion to the date of their narriage; and
i nstead of answering himshe broke out: "There's sonething
I've been wanting you to know. The other day in Paris | saw

M ss Viner."

She saw himflush with the intensity of his surprise.

"You sent for her?"

"No; she heard from Adelaide that | was in Paris and she
cane. She canme because she wanted to urge nme to marry you

| thought you ought to know what she had done.”

Darrow stood up. "lI'mglad you ve told me." He spoke with a
visible effort at conposure. Her eyes followed himas he

noved away.

"I's that all?" he asked after an interval

"It seens to nme a great deal."

"I't's what she'd already asked ne." His voice showed her how
deeply he was noved, and a throb of jeal ousy shot through

her.

"Ch, it was for your sake, | know" He nade no answer, and
she added: "She's been exceedi ngly generous...VWy shoul dn't

we speak of it?"

She had | owered her head, but through her dropped lids she



seermed to be watching the crowded scene of his face.

"I've not shrunk from speaking of it."

"Speaking of her, then, | nmean. It seens to ne that if |

could talk to you about her | should know better----'

She broke off, confused, and he questioned: "What is it you

want to know better?"

The colour rose to her forehead. How could she tell him
what she scarcely dared own to herself? There was nothing
she did not want to know, no fold or cranny of his secret
that her awakened inagination did not strain to penetrate;
but she could not expose Sophy Viner to the base fingerings
of a retrospective jeal ousy, nor Darrow to the tenptation of
belittling her in the effort to better his own case. The
girl had been nmagnificent, and the only worthy return that
Anna could make was to take Darrow fromher w thout a

question if she took himat all..

She lifted her eyes to his face. "I think | only wanted to
speak her nane. |It's not right that we shoul d seem so
afraid of it. If | were really afraid of it I should have

to give you up," she said.

He bent over her and caught her to him "Ah, you can't give

me up now " he excl ai ned.

She suffered himto hold her fast without speaking; but the
ol d dread was between them again, and it was on her lips to

cry out: "Howcan | help it, when | AMso afrai d?"



The next norning the dread was still there, and she
under stood that she nust snatch herself out of the torpor of
the will into which she had been gradual ly sinking, and tel

Darrow that she could not be his wife

The know edge cane to her in the watches of a sl eepless

ni ght, when, through the tears of disenchanted passion, she
stared back upon her past. There it lay before her, her
sole romance, in all its paltry poverty, the cheapest of
cheap adventures, the nost pitiful of sentinental blunders.
She | ooked about her room the room where, for so many
years, if her heart had been qui escent her thoughts had been
alive, and pictured herself henceforth cowering before a
throng of mean suspicions, of unavowed conprom ses and
concessions. In that nonment of self-searching she saw t hat
Sophy Viner had chosen the better part, and that certain
renunci ati ons mght enrich where possession woul d have | eft

a desert.

Passi onate reactions of instinct fought against these
efforts of her will. Wy should past or future coerce her
when the present was so securely hers? Wy insanely
surrender what the other would after all never have? Her
sense of irony whispered that if she sent away Darrow it
woul d not be to Sophy Viner, but to the first wonman who
crossed his path--as, in a simlar hour, Sophy Viner herself
had crossed it...But the nmere fact that she could think such
things of him sent her shuddering back to the opposite pole.

She pictured herself gradually subdued to such a conception



of life and I ove, she pictured Effie growi ng up under the
i nfluence of the worman she saw hersel f becomi ng--and she hid

her eyes fromthe humliation of the picture..

They were at |uncheon when the summons that Darrow expected
was brought to him He handed the telegramto Anna, and she
| earned that his Anbassador, on the way to a German cure,
was to be in Paris the next evening and wi shed to confer
with himthere before he went back to London. The idea that
the decisive nmonent was at hand was so agitating to her that
when | uncheon was over she slipped away to the terrace and
thence went down alone to the garden. The day was grey but
mld, with the heaviness of decay in the air. She ranbled
on aimessly, follow ng under the denuded boughs the path
she and Darrow had taken on their first walk to the river
She was sure he would not try to overtake her: sure he would
guess why she wi shed to be alone. There were nonents when
it seemed to double her loneliness to be so certain of his
readi ng her heart while she was so desperately ignorant of

his...

She wandered on for nore than an hour, and when she returned
to the house she saw, as she entered the hall, that Darrow
was seated at the desk in Omen's study. He heard her step
and | ooking up turned in his chair without rising. Their
eyes nmet, and she saw that his were clear and snmiling. He
had a heap of papers at his el bow and was evi dently engaged
in sonme official correspondence. She wondered that he could
address hinmself so conposedly to his task, and then
ironically reflected that such detachnment was a sign of his
superiority. She crossed the threshold and went toward him

but as she advanced she had a sudden vision of Onen,



standing outside in the cold autumm dusk and wat chi ng Darrow
and Sophy Viner as they faced each other across the lanplit
desk...The evocation was so vivid that it caught her breath
like a bl ow, and she sank down hel pl essly on the di van anong
the piled-up books. Distinctly, at the nonent, she
understood that the end had cone. "Wen he speaks to ne |

will tell him™" she thought..

Darrow, laying aside his pen, |ooked at her for a nonent in

sil ence; then he stood up and shut the door

"I must go to-norrow early," he said, sitting down beside

her. H's voice was grave, with a slight tinge of sadness.

She said to herself: "He knows what | amfeeling... and now
t he thought made her feel |ess alone. The expression of his
face was stern and yet tender: for the first tine she

under st ood what he had suffered.

She had no doubt as to the necessity of giving himup, but
it was inpossible to tell himso then. She stood up and
said: "I'll leave you to your letters.” He nmade no protest,
but nerely answered: "You'll cone down presently for a

wal k?" and it occurred to her at once that she woul d wal k
down to the river with him and give herself for the |ast
time the tragic luxury of sitting at his side in the little

pavilion. "Perhaps," she thought, "it will be easier to

tell himthere."

It did not, on the way honme fromtheir wal k, becone any
easier to tell him but her secret decision to do so before
he | eft gave her a kind of factitious calmand laid a

mel ancholy ecstasy upon the hour. Still skirting the

subj ect that fanned their very faces with its flame, they



clung persistently to other topics, and it seened to Anna
that their m nds had never been nearer together than in this
hour when their hearts were so separate. In the gl ow of

i nterchanged | ove she had grown | ess consci ous of that other
gl ow of interchanged thought which had once illum ned her

m nd. She had forgotten how Darrow had wi dened her world
and | engt hened out all her perspectives, and with a pang of
doubl e destitution she saw hersel f al one anong her shrunken

t hought s.

For the first tine, then, she had a clear vision of what her
life would be without him She inagined herself trying to
take up the daily round, and all that had |ightened and
animated it seenmed equally lifeless and vain. She tried to
think of herself as wholly absorbed in her daughter's

devel opnment, |ike other nothers she had seen; but she
supposed t hose not hers nust have had stored nenories of
happi ness to nourish them She had had nothing, and all her

starved youth still clained its due

When she went up to dress for dinner she said to herself:
"I''l'l have ny last evening with him and then, before we say

good night, 1'lIl tell him"

Thi s post ponenent did not seemunjustified. Darrow had
shown her how he dreaded vain words, how resol ved he was to
avoid all fruitless discussion. He nmust have been intensely
awar e of what had been going on in her mind since his
return, yet when she had attenpted to reveal it to himhe
had turned fromthe revelation. She was therefore nerely
following the Iine he had traced in behaving, till the fina

monent canme, as though there were nothing nore to say..



That nonent seened at last to be at hand when, at her usua
hour after dinner, Madane de Chantelle rose to go upstairs.
She lingered a little to bid good-bye to Darrow, whom she
was not likely to see in the norning; and her affable
allusions to his pronpt return sounded in Anna's ear |ike

the note of destiny.

A cold rain had fallen all day, and for greater warnth and
intimcy they had gone after dinner to the oak-room
shutting out the chilly vista of the farther draw ng-roons.
The autumm wi nd, conming up fromthe river, cried about the
house with a voice of |oss and separation; and Anna and
Darrow sat silent, as if they feared to break the hush that
shut themin. The solitude, the fire-light, the harnmony of
soft hangings and ol d di m pictures, wove about them a spel
of security through which Anna felt, far down in her heart,
the nmuffl ed beat of an inextinguishable bliss. How could she
have thought that this |ast nonent would be the nmonent to
speak to him when it seened to have gathered up into its

flight all the scattered splendours of her dreanf

XXXVI

Darrow continued to stand by the door after it had cl osed.
Anna felt that he was | ooking at her, and sat still,

di sdai ning to seek refuge in any evasive word or novenent.
For the last time she wanted to et himtake fromher the

ful ness of what the sight of her could give.

He crossed over and sat down on the sofa. For a nonent

nei ther of them spoke; then he said: "To-night, dearest, |



must have ny answer."

She strai ghtened hersel f under the shock of his seeming to

take the very words from her |ips.

"To-night?" was all that she could falter

"I must be off by the early train. There won't be nore than

a monent in the norning.”

He had taken her hand, and she said to herself that she nust
free it before she could go on with what she had to say.
Then she rejected this concession to a weakness she was
resolved to defy. To the end she would | eave her hand in
his hand, her eyes in his eyes: she would not, in their
final hour together, be afraid of any part of her love for
hi m

"You'll tell me to-night, dear,"” he insisted gently; and his

i nsi stence gave her the strength to speak

"There's sonething | nust ask you," she broke out,
percei ving, as she heard her words, that they were not in

the | east what she had neant to say.

He sat still, waiting, and she pressed on: "Do such things

happen to nen often?"

The quiet room seened to resound with the |ong
reverberations of her question. She |ooked away from him

and he rel eased her and stood up.

"I don't know what happens to other men. Such a thing never

happened to ne..."



She turned her eyes back to his face. She felt like a
traveller on a giddy path between a cliff and a precipice:

there was nothing for it now but to go on

"Had it...had it begun...before you nmet her in Paris?"

"No; a thousand times no! |[|'ve told you the facts as they

wer e.

"All the facts?"

He turned abruptly. "Wat do you nean?"

Her throat was dry and the | oud pul ses drunmmed in her

t enpl es.

"I mean--about her...Perhaps you knew. ..knew t hi ngs about

her. .. beforehand. "

She stopped. The room had grown profoundly still. A log

dropped to the hearth and broke there in a hissing shower.

Darrow spoke in a clear voice. "I knew nothing, absolutely

not hi ng, " he sai d.

She had the answer to her innpbst doubt--to her |ast shaneful

unavowed hope. She sat powerl ess under her woe.

He wal ked to the fireplace and pushed back the broken |og
with his foot. A flane shot out of it, and in the upward

gl are she saw his pale face, stern with m sery.

"I's that all?" he asked.



She made a slight sign with her head and he cane slowy back

to her. "Then is this to be good-bye?"

Again she signed a faint assent, and he nmade no effort to
touch her or draw nearer. "You understand that | sha' n't

cone back?"

He was | ooking at her, and she tried to return his |ook, but
her eyes were blind with tears, and in dread of his seeing
them she got up and wal ked away. He did not follow her, and
she stood with her back to him staring at a bow of
carnations on a little table strewn with books. Her tears
magni fi ed everything she | ooked at, and the streaked petals
of the carnations, their fringed edges and frail curled
stamens, pressed upon her, huge and vivid. She noticed
anong the books a volune of verse he had sent her from

Engl and, and tried to renmenber whether it was before or

after. ..

She felt that he was waiting for her to speak, and at | ast

she turned to him "I shall see you to-norrow before you

go. ..

He nmade no answer.

She noved toward the door and he held it open for her. She
saw his hand on the door, and his seal ring in its setting
of twisted silver; and the sense of the end of all things

cane to her.

They wal ked down the draw ng-roons, between the shadowy

reflections of screens and cabinets, and nounted the stairs



side by side. At the end of the gallery, a |lanp brought out

turbid gleans in the snoky battl e-pi ece above it.

On the landi ng Darrow stopped; his roomwas the nearest to

the stairs. "Good night,"” he said, holding out his hand.

As Anna gave himhers the springs of grief broke |oose in
her. She struggled with her sobs, and subdued them but her
breath came unevenly, and to hide her agitation she | eaned

on himand pressed her face against his arm

"Don't--don't," he whispered, soothing her

Her troubl ed breathing sounded loudly in the silence of the
sl eepi ng house. She pressed her lips tight, but could not
stop the nervous pul sations in her throat, and he put an arm
about her and, opening his door, drew her across the
threshold of his room The door shut behind her and she sat
down on the lounge at the foot of the bed. The pul sations
in her throat had ceased, but she knew they woul d begin

again if she tried to speak.

Darrow wal ked away and | eaned agai nst the nantel pi ece. The
red-veiled | anp shone on his books and papers, on the arm
chair by the fire, and the scattered objects on his
dressing-table. A log glimered on the hearth, and the room
was warm and faintly snmoke-scented. It was the first time
she had ever been in a roomhe lived in, anong his persona
possessions and the traces of his daily usage. Every object
about her seenmed to contain a particle of hinmself: the whole
air breathed of him steeping her in the sense of his

i nti mate presence.

Suddenly she thought: "This is what Sophy Viner knew'...and



with a torturing precision she pictured themalone in such a
scene...Had he taken the girl to an hotel...where did people
go in such cases? Wherever they were, the silence of night
had been around them and the things he used had been strewn
about the room .. Anna, ashaned of dwelling on the detested
vision, stood up with a confused inpulse of flight; then a
wave of contrary feeling arrested her and she paused with

| ower ed head.

Darrow had cone forward as she rose, and she perceived that
he was waiting for her to bid himgood night. It was clear
that no other possibility had even brushed his mnd; and the
fact, for some dimreason, humliated her. "Wy not...why
not ?" sonet hi ng whi spered in her, as though his forbearance,
his tacit recognition of her pride, were a slight on other

qualities she wanted himto feel in her

"In the norning, then?" she heard hi m say.

"Yes, in the norning," she repeated.

She continued to stand in the sanme place, |ooking vaguely
about the room For once before they parted--since part
they nust--she longed to be to himall that Sophy Viner had
been; but she remained rooted to the floor, unable to find a
word or inmagine a gesture that shoul d express her neaning.
Exasperated by her hel pl essness, she thought: "Don't | feel

thi ngs as ot her wonen do?"

Her eye fell on a note-case she had given him It was worn
at the corners with the friction of his pocket and di st ended
with thickly packed papers. She wondered if he carried her

letters in it, and she put her hand out and touched it.



Al'l that he and she had ever felt or seen, their close
encounters of word and | ook, and the closer contact of their
silences, trenbled through her at the touch. She remenbered
things he had said that had been |ike new skies above her
head: ways he had that seenmed a part of the air she
breathed. The faint warnmth of her girlish |l ove came back to
her, gathering heat as it passed through her thoughts; and
her heart rocked like a boat on the surge of its long |ong
menories. "lIt's because | love himin too nmany ways," she

t hought; and slowy she turned to the door

She was aware that Darrow was still silently watching her
but he neither stirred nor spoke till she had reached the
threshold. Then he met her there and caught her in his

arns.

"Not to-night--don't tell me to-night!" he whispered; and
she | eaned away from him closing her eyes for an instant,

and then slowy opening themto the flood of light in his.

XXXVI |

Anna and Darrow, the next day, sat alone in a conpartnent of

the Paris train.

Anna, when they entered it, had put herself in the farthest
corner and placed her bag on the adjoining seat. She had
deci ded suddenly to acconpany Darrow to Paris, had even
persuaded himto wait for a later train in order that they
nmi ght travel together. She had an intense longing to be

with him an alnost norbid terror of |osing sight of himfor



a monent: when he junped out of the train and ran back al ong
the platformto buy a newspaper for her she felt as though
she shoul d never see him again, and shivered with the cold
nmisery of her last journey to Paris, when she had thought
herself parted fromhimforever. Yet she wanted to keep him
at a distance, on the other side of the conpartnment, and as
the train noved out of the station she drew from her bag the
letters she had thrust in it as she left the house, and
began to gl ance over themso that her lowered |ids should

hi de her eyes from him

She was his now, his for life: there could never again be
any question of sacrificing herself to Effie's welfare, or
to any other abstract conception of duty. Effie of course
woul d not suffer; Anna would pay for her bliss as a wife by
redoubl ed devotion as a nother. Her scruples were not
overcone; but for the time their voices were drowned in the

tumul tuous runour of her happiness.

As she opened her letters she was conscious that Darrow s
gaze was fixed on her, and gradually it drew her eyes
upward, and she drank deep of the passionate tenderness in
his. Then the blood rose to her face and she felt again the
desire to shield herself. She turned back to her letters

and her glance Iit on an envel ope inscribed in Oaen's hand.

Her heart began to beat oppressively: she was in a nood when
the sinplest things seemed ominous. VWhat could Onen have to
say to her? Only the first page was covered, and it

contai ned sinply the announcenent that, in the conpany of a

young conpatriot who was studying at the Beaux Arts, he had

pl anned to | eave for Spain the foll owi ng evening.



"He hasn't seen her, then!" was Anna's instant thought; and
her feeling was a strange conpound of humiliation and
relief. The girl had kept her word, lived up to the line of
conduct she had set herself; and Anna had failed in the same
attenpt. She did not reproach herself with her failure; but
she woul d have been happier if there had been |ess

di screpancy between her words to Sophy Viner and the act
which had followed them It irritated her obscurely that
the girl should have been so nuch surer of her power to

carry out her purpose..

Anna | ooked up and saw that Darrow s eyes were on the
newspaper. He seened cal mand secure, alnost indifferent to
her presence. "WIIl it becone a matter of course to him so
soon?" she wondered with a twi nge of jealousy. She sat
noti onl ess, her eyes fixed on him trying to make himfee
the attraction of her gaze as she felt his. It surprised
and shamed her to detect a new elenent in her love for him
a sort of suspicious tyrannical tenderness that seened to
deprive it of all serenity. Finally he |ooked up, his smle
envel oped her, and she felt herself his in every fibre, his
so conpletely and inseparably that she saw the vanity of

i magi ning any other fate for herself.

To give herself a countenance she held out Omven's letter
He took it and gl anced down the page, his face grown grave.

She waited nervously till he | ooked up.

"That's a good plan; the best thing that coul d happen," he

said, a just perceptible shade of constraint in his tone.

"Ch, yes," she hastily assented. She was aware of a faint
current of relief silently circulating between them They

were both glad that Onen was going, that for a while he



woul d be out of their way; and it seened to her horrible
that so nuch of the stuff of their happi ness should be nade

of such unavowed feelings..

"I shall see himthis evening," she said, wi shing Darrow to

feel that she was not afraid of neeting her step-son

"Yes, of course; perhaps he nmight dine with you."

The words struck her as strangely obtuse. Darrow was to

nmeet his Ambassador at the station on the latter's arrival
and would in all probability have to spend the evening with
him and Anna knew he had been concerned at the thought of
having to | eave her alone. But how could he speak in that
carel ess tone of her dining with Oven? She | owered her voice

to say: "lI'mafraid he's desperately unhappy."

He answered, with a tinge of inpatience: "It's nuch the best

thing that he should travel."

"Yes--but don't you feel..." She broke off. She knew how
he disliked these idle returns on the irrevocable, and her
fear of doing or saying what he disliked was tinged by a new
i nstinct of subserviency against which her pride revolted.
She thought to herself: "He will see the change, and grow
indifferent to ne as he did to HER .." and for a nonent

it seemed to her that she was reliving the experience of

Sophy Vi ner.

Darrow made no attenpt to |l earn the end of her unfinished
sentence. He handed back Omen's letter and returned to his
newspaper; and when he [ooked up fromit a few mnutes |ater

it was with a clear brow and a smle that irresistibly drew



her back to happi er thoughts.

The train was just entering a station, and a nonent |ater
their conpartnent was invaded by a conmonpl ace coupl e
preoccupi ed with the bestowal of bul ging packages. Anna, at
their approach, felt the possessive pride of the woman in

| ove when strangers are between herself and the man she

| oves. She asked Darrow to open the wi ndow, to place her
bag in the net, to roll her rug into a cushion for her feet;
and while he was thus busied with her she was conscious of a
new devotion in his tone, in his way of bending over her and
nmeeting her eyes. He went back to his seat, and they | ooked

at each other like lovers snmiling at a happy secret.

Anna, before going back to Gvre, had suggested Onen's
moving into her apartment, but he had preferred to remain at
the hotel to which he had sent his luggage, and on arriving
in Paris she decided to drive there at once. She was

i mpatient to have the neeting over, and glad that Darrow was
obliged to |l eave her at the station in order to | ook up a
col | eague at the Enbassy. She dreaded his seeing Oaen again,
and yet dared not tell himso, and to ensure his remaining
away she nentioned an urgent engagenent with her dress-naker
and a long list of comm ssions to be executed for Madane de

Chantell e.

"I shall see you to-norrow norning," she said; but he
replied with a snmile that he would certainly find tinme to
cone to her for a noment on his way back from neeting the
Anbassador; and when he had put her in a cab he | eaned

t hrough the wi ndow to press his lips to hers.

She blushed like a girl, thinking, half vexed, half happy:

"Yesterday he would not have done it... and a dozen



scarcely definable differences in his | ook and manner seened
all at once to be summed up in the boyish act. "After all,
I'"'mengaged to him" she reflected, and then sniled at the
absurdity of the word. The next instant, with a pang of

sel f-reproach, she remenbered Sophy Viner's cry: "I knew all
the while he didn't care..."™ "Poor thing, oh poor thing!"

Anna nur nured. ..

At Onen's hotel she waited in a trenor while the porter went
in search of him Wrd was presently brought back that he
was in his roomand begged her to conme up, and as she
crossed the hall she caught sight of his portmanteaux |ying

on the floor, already |abelled for departure.

Onen sat at a table witing, his back to the door; and when
he stood up the wi ndow was behind him so that, in the rainy

afternoon light, his features were barely discernible.

"Dearest--so you're really off?" she said, hesitating a

nonent on the threshol d.

He pushed a chair forward, and they sat down, each waiting
for the other to speak. Finally she put some random
question about his travelling-conpanion, a slow shy

medi tative youth whom he had once or tw ce brought down to
Gvre. She reflected that it was natural he should have
gi ven this uncommuni cative conrade the preference over his
l'ivelier acquai ntances, and al oud she said: "I'mso glad

Fred Renpson can go with you."

Onen answered in the sane tone, and for a few mnutes their

talk dragged itself on over a dry waste of conmon-pl aces.



Anna noticed that, though ready enough to inpart his own

pl ans, Omen studi ously abstained fromputting any questions
about hers. It was evident fromhis allusions that he nmeant
to be away for sonme time, and he presently asked her if she
woul d give instructions about packing and sending after him
some winter clothes he had left at Gvre. This gave her the
opportunity to say that she expected to go back within a day
or two and would attend to the matter as soon as she
returned. She added: "I canme up this nmorning with Ceorge,
who is going on to London to-norrow," intending, by the use
of Darrow s Christian name, to give Omven the chance to speak
of her marriage. But he nade no conmment, and she conti nued

to hear the nane sounding on unfanmiliarly between them

The room was al nost dark, and she finally stood up and

gl anced about for the light-switch, saying: "I can't see
you, dear."
"Ch, don't--1 hate the light!" Owen exclainmed, catching her

by the wist and pushing her back into her seat. He gave a
nervous | augh and added: "I'mhalf-blind with neuralgia. I

suppose it's this beastly rain.”

"Yes; it will do you good to get down to Spain."

She asked if he had the renedi es the doctor had given him
for a previous attack, and on his replying that he didn't
know what he'd done with the stuff, she sprang up, offering
to go to the chemst's. It was a relief to have sonet hing
to do for him and she knew fromhis "Ch, thanks--would
you?" that it was a relief to himto have a pretext for not
detaining her. Hi s natural inpulse would have been to
declare that he didn't want any drugs, and would be all

right in no time; and his acqui escence showed her how



profoundly he felt the usel essness of their trying to
prolong their talk. H's face was now no nore than a white
blur in the dusk, but she felt its indistinctness as a vei
drawn over aching intensities of expression. "He knows...he

knows. . . she said to herself, and wondered whether the
truth had been revealed to himby sone corroborative fact or

by the sheer force of divination.

He had risen also, and was clearly waiting for her to go,
and she turned to the door, saying: "I'lIl be back in a

nmoment . "

"Ch, don't conme up again, please!" He paused, enbarrassed.
"I mean--1 may not be here. |'ve got to go and pick up
Renpson, and see about sonme final things with him"

She stopped on the threshold with a sinking heart. He meant
this to be their |eave-taking, then--and he had not even
asked her when she was to be married, or spoken of seeing
her again before she set out for the other side of the

wor | d.

"Onen!" she cried, and turned back

He stood nutely before her in the di mess.

"You haven't told nme how |l ong you're to be gone."

"How | ong? ©Ch, you see...that's rather vague...| hate

definite dates, you know. .."

He paused and she saw he did not nean to help her out. She
tried to say: "You'll be here for ny weddi ng?" but coul d not

bring the words to her lips. |Instead she nurnured: "In six



weeks | shall be going too... and he rejoined, as if he had
expected the announcenent and prepared his answer: "Ch, by

that time, very likely..."

"At any rate, | won't say good-bye," she stamered, feeling

the tears beneath her veil

"No, no; rather not!" he declared; but he nmade no novenent,
and she went up and threw her arnms about him "You'll wite
me, won't you?"

"OF course, of course----'

Her hands slipped down into his, and for a mnute they held
each other dunbly in the darkness; then he gave a vague
laugh and said: "It's really tinme to light up." He pressed
the electric button with one hand while with the other he
opened the door; and she passed out without daring to turn
back, lest the light on his face should show her what she

feared to see

XXXVI | |

Anna drove to the chemist's for Oven's renedy. On the way
she stopped her cab at a book-shop, and emerged fromit
laden with literature. She knew what would interest Owen,
and what he was likely to have read, and she had nade her
choi ce anong the newest publications with the pronptness of
a discrimnating reader. But on the way back to the hotel
she was overcone by the irony of adding this nental panacea
to the other. There was sonethi ng grotesque and al nost

nmocking in the idea of offering a judicious selection of



literature to a man setting out on such a journey. "He
knows. .. he knows..." she kept on repeating; and giving the
porter the parcel fromthe chem st's she drove away wi t hout

| eavi ng the books.

She went to her apartment, whither her maid had preceded
her. There was a fire in the drawi ng-room and the tea-table
stood ready by the hearth. The stormy rain beat against the
uncurtai ned wi ndows, and she thought of Oaen, who woul d soon
be driving through it to the station, alone with his bitter
t houghts. She had been proud of the fact that he had al ways
sought her help in difficult hours; and now, in the nost
difficult of all, she was the one being to whom he coul d not
turn. Between them henceforth, there would al ways be the
wal | of an insurnountable silence...She strained her aching
t houghts to guess how the truth had come to him Had he seen
the girl, and had she told hin? Instinctively, Anna rejected
this conjecture. But what need was there of assuming an
explicit statenent, when every breath they had drawn for the
| ast weeks had been charged with the i mmanent secret? As she
| ooked back over the days since Darrow s first arrival at

G vre she perceived that at no tine had any one deliberately
spoken, or anything been accidentally disclosed. The truth
had conme to light by the force of its irresistible pressure;
and the perception gave her a startled sense of hidden
powers, of a chaos of attractions and repul sions far beneath
the ordered surfaces of intercourse. She |ooked back with
mel ancholy derision on her old conception of life, as a kind
of well-lit and well policed suburb to dark places one need
never know about. Here they were, these dark places, in her
own bosom and henceforth she woul d al ways have to traverse

themto reach the beings she | oved best!

She was still sitting beside the untouched tea-tabl e when



she heard Darrow s voice in the hall. She started up

saying to herself: "I nust tell himthat Oaen knows..." but
when t he door opened and she saw his face, still lit by the
same snmile of boyish triunph, she felt anew the usel essness
of speaking...Had he ever supposed that Oaen woul d not know?
Probably, fromthe height of his greater experience, he had
seen long since that all that happened was inevitable; and
the thought of it, at any rate, was clearly not weighing on

hi m now.

He was al ready dressed for the evening, and as he cane
toward her he said: "The Anbassador's booked for an officia

dinner and |'mfree after all. Were shall we di ne?"

Anna had pictured herself sitting alone all the evening with
her wetched thoughts, and the fact of having to put them
out of her mind for the next few hours gave her an i medi ate
sensation of relief. Already her pulses were dancing to the
tune of Darrow s, and as they smiled at each other she

t hought: "Not hi ng can ever change the fact that | belong to
him™

"Where shall we dine?" he repeated gaily, and she named a
wel I -known restaurant for which she had once heard him
express a preference. But as she did so she fancied she saw
a shadow on his face, and instantly she said to herself: "It

was THERE he went with her!"

"Ch, no, not there, after all!" she interrupted herself; and

now she was sure his col our deepened.

"Where shall it be, then?"



She noticed that he did not ask the reason of her change,
and this convinced her that she had guessed the truth, and
that he knew she had guessed it. "He will always know what

I amthinking, and he will never dare to ask ne," she

t hought; and she saw between them the sanme insurnountable
wal | of silence as between herself and Onen, a wall of glass
t hrough which they could watch each other's faintest notions

but whi ch no sound coul d ever traverse..

They drove to a restaurant on the Boul evard, and there, in
their intimate corner of the serried scene, the sense of
what was unspoken between them gradually ceased to oppress
her. He |ooked so light-hearted and handsone, so

i ngenuously proud of her, so openly happy at being with her
that no other fact could seemreal in his presence. He had
| earned that the Anbassador was to spend two days in Paris,
and he had reason to hope that in consequence his own
departure for London would be deferred. He was exhil arated
by the prospect of being with Anna for a few hours | onger
and she did not ask herself if his exhilaration were a sign
of insensibility, for she was too consci ous of his power of

swayi ng her nmoods not to be secretly proud of affecting his.

They lingered for sonme tine over the fruit and coffee, and
when they rose to go Darrow suggested that, if she felt
di sposed for the play, they were not too late for the second

part of the programme at one of the smaller theatres.

H s mention of the hour recalled Onen to her thoughts. She
saw his train rushing southward through the storm and, in a
corner of the swaying conpartnent, his face, white and
indistinct as it had | oomed on her in the rainy twlight.

It was horrible to be thus perpetually paying for her



happi ness!

Darrow had called for a theatrical journal, and he presently
| ooked up fromit to say: "I hear the second play at the

At henee i s amusing."

It was on Anna's lips to acqui esce; but as she was about to
speak she wondered if it were not at the Athenee that Ownen
had seen Darrow with Sophy Viner. She was not sure he had
even nmentioned the theatre, but the mere possibility was
enough to darken her sky. It was hateful to her to think of
acconpanyi ng Darrow to places where the girl had been with
him She tried to reason away this scruple, she even

remi nded herself with a bitter irony that whenever she was
in Darrow s arms she was where the girl had been before her
--but she could not shake off her superstitious dread of
being with himin any of the scenes of the Parisian episode.
She replied that she was too tired for the play, and they
drove back to her apartment. At the foot of the stairs she
hal f-turned to wi sh hi mgood night, but he appeared not to

noti ce her gesture and followed her up to her door

"This is ever so nuch better than the theatre," he said as

they entered the draw ng-room

She had crossed the room and was bendi ng over the hearth to
light the fire. She knew he was approachi ng her, and that
in a nmonent he would have drawn the cloak from her shoul ders
and laid his lips on her neck, just bel ow the gathered-up
hair. These privileges were his and, however deferently and
tenderly he clained them the joyous ease of his manner

mar ked a difference and procl ained a right.

"After the theatre they canme home like this,” she thought;



and at the sane instant she felt his hands on her shoul ders

and shrank back.

"Don't--oh, don't!" she cried, draw ng her cloak about her
She saw from his astonished stare that her face nust be

qui vering with pain.

"Anna! What on earth is the matter?"

"Onen knows!" she broke out, with a confused desire to

justify herself.

Darrow s countenance changed. "Did he tell you so? Wat did
he say?"
"Nothing! | knewit fromthe things he didn't say."

"You had a talk with himthis afternoon?"

"Yes: for a fewmnutes. | could see he didn't want ne to

stay."

She had dropped into a chair, and sat there huddl ed, stil

hol di ng her cl oak about her shoul ders.

Darrow did not dispute her assunption, and she noticed that
he expressed no surprise. He sat down at a little distance
fromher, turning about in his fingers the cigar-case he had
drawn out as they canme in. At length he said: "Had he seen

M ss Vi ner?"

She shrank fromthe sound of the name. "No...|l don't think

sO...|l'"'msure he hadn't..."



They remai ned silent, |ooking away from one another. Finally
Darrow stood up and took a few steps across the room He

came back and paused before her, his eyes on her face.

"I think you ought to tell ne what you nean to do."
She rai sed her head and gave hi m back his | ook. "Nothing

do can hel p Onen!™

"No; but things can't go on like this." He paused, as if to
measure his words. "I fill you with aversion," he
excl ai ned.

She started up, half-sobbing. "No--oh, no!"

"Poor child--you can't see your face!"

She lifted her hands as if to hide it, and turning away from
hi m bowed her head upon the nantel -shelf. She felt that he
was standing a little way behind her, but he nade no attenpt

to touch her or cone nearer.

"I know you've felt as |I've felt," he said in a | ow voice--"
that we belong to each other and that nothing can alter
that. But other thoughts cone, and you can't bani sh them
Whenever you see me you renenber...you associate me with

thi ngs you abhor...You' ve been generous--immeasurably.

You' ve given ne all the chances a wonman could; but if it's

only nmade you suffer, what's the use?”

She turned to himwith a tear-stained face. "It hasn't only

done that."

"Ch, no! | know...There' ve been nonents..." He took her hand



and raised it to his lips. "They'll be with me as |long as
live. But |I can't see you paying such a price for them

I"mnot worth what |'m costing you."

She continued to gaze at himthrough tear-dil ated eyes; and
suddenly she flung out the question: "Wasn't it the Athenee

you took her to that evening?"

"Anna- - Anna! "

"Yes; | want to know now. to know everything. Perhaps that
will make nme forget. | ought to have made you tell ne
before. \Wherever we go, | inagine you' ve been there with
her...|l see you together. | want to know how it began
where you went, why you left her...l can't go on in this

dar kness any | onger!"

She did not know what had pronpted her passionate outburst,
but already she felt lighter, freer, as if at last the evi
spell were broken. "I want to know everything,"” she

repeated. "It's the only way to nake ne forget."

After she had ceased speaki ng Darrow remai ned where he was,
his arnms folded, his eyes |owered, inmovable. She waited,

her gaze on his face.

"Aren't you going to tell nme?"

The bl ood rushed to her tenples. "You won't? Wy not?"

"If 1 did, do you suppose you'd forget THAT?"

"Ch--" she npaned, and turned away from him



"You see it's inpossible,” he went on. "I've done a thing
| oathe, and to atone for it you ask ne to do another. What
sort of satisfaction would that give you? It would put

somet hing irrenedi abl e between us."

She | eaned her el bow agai nst the nantel -shelf and hid her
face in her hands. She had the sense that she was vainly
throwi ng away her |ast hope of happi ness, yet she could do
not hing, think of nothing, to save it. The conjecture
flashed through her: "Should | be at peace if | gave him
up?" and she renenbered the desol ation of the days after she
had sent himaway, and understood that that hope was vain.
The tears welled through her lids and ran slowy down

bet ween her fingers.

" Good- bye," she heard himsay, and his footsteps turned to

t he door.

She tried to raise her head, but the weight of her despair
bowed it down. She said to herself: "This is the end...he

won't try to appeal to nme again... and she remained in a
sort of tranced rigidity, perceiving without feeling the
fateful |apse of the seconds. Then the cords that bound her

seened to snap, and she lifted her head and saw hi m goi ng.

"Why, he's mine--he's minel He's no one else's!" Hi s face
was turned to her and the look in his eyes swept away al

her terrors. She no | onger understood what had pronpted her
sensel ess outcry; and the nortal sweetness of loving him

becane again the one real fact in the world.



XXXl X

Anna, the next day, woke to a huniliated nmenory of the

previ ous eveni ng.

Darrow had been right in saying that their sacrifice would
benefit no one; yet she seened dimy to discern that there
were obligations not to be tested by that standard. She
owed it, at any rate, as much to his pride as to hers to
abstain fromthe repetition of such scenes; and she had

| earned that it was beyond her power to do so while they
were together. Yet when he had given her the chance to free
hersel f, everything had vani shed fromher nind but the blind
fear of losing him and she saw that he and she were as
profoundly and inextricably bound together as two trees with
i nt erwoven roots.

For a long tine she brooded on her plight, vaguely consci ous
that the only escape fromit nust cone from some externa
chance. And slowy the occasion shaped itself in her nind.
It was Sophy Viner only who could save her--Sophy Viner only
who coul d give her back her lost serenity. She would seek
the girl out and tell her that she had given Darrow up; and
that step once taken there would be no retracing it, and she

woul d perforce have to go forward al one

Any pretext for action was a kind of anodyne, and she
despatched her maid to the Farlows' with a note asking if

M ss Viner would receive her. There was a |long delay before
the maid returned, and when at |ast she appeared it was with
a slip of paper on which an address was witten, and a
verbal nessage to the effect that Mss Viner had left sone

days previously, and was staying with her sister in a hotel



near the Place de |'Etoile. The naid added that Ms.
Farlow, on the plea that Mss Viner's plans were uncertain,
had at first made sone difficulty about giving this

i nformati on; and Anna guessed that the girl had left her
friends' roof, and instructed themto w thhold her address,
with the object of avoiding Owen. "She's kept faith with

herself and |I haven't," Anna nused; and the thought was a

fresh incentive to action.

Darrow had announced his intention of com ng soon after

| uncheon, and the norning was already so far advanced t hat
Anna, still mistrustful of her strength, decided to drive
imediately to the address Ms. Farlow had given. On the
way there she tried to recall what she had heard of Sophy
Viner's sister, but beyond the girl's enthusiastic report of
the absent Laura's |oveliness she could renenber only
certain vague allusions of Ms. Farlow s to her artistic
endowrents and matrinoni al vicissitudes. Darrow had

menti oned her but once, and in the briefest terms, as having
apparently very little concern for Sophy's welfare, and

bei ng, at any rate, too geographically renpote to give her
any practical support; and Anna wondered what chance had
brought her to her sister's side at this conjunction. Ms.
Farl ow had spoken of her as a celebrity (in what |ine Anna
failed to recall); but Ms. Farlow s celebrities were

| egion, and the nanme on the slip of paper--Ms. MTarvie-
Birch--did not seemto have any definite association with

f ane.

Wil e Anna waited in the dingy vestibule of the Hote
Chi cago she had so distinct a vision of what she neant to
say to Sophy Viner that the girl seenmed already to be before

her; and her heart dropped fromall the height of its



courage when the porter, after a long delay, returned with
t he announcenment that M ss Viner was no |onger in the hotel
Anna, doubtful if she understood, asked if he nerely neant
that the young |l ady was out at the nmonent; but he replied
that she had gone away the day before. Beyond this he had
no information to inpart, and after a nonent's hesitation
Anna sent himback to enquire if Ms. MTarvie-Birch would
receive her. She reflected that Sophy had probably pl edged
her sister to the sane secrecy as Ms. Farlow, and that a
personal appeal to Ms. Birch might lead to | ess negative

resul ts.

There was another long interval of suspense before the
porter reappeared with an affirmative answer; and a third
whil e an exiguous and hesitating lift bore her up past a

successi on of shabby | andi ngs.

When the | ast was reached, and her guide had directed her
down a wi ndi ng passage that snelt of sea-going |uggage, she
found herself before a door through which a strong odour of
tobacco reached her simnultaneously with the sounds of a
suppressed altercation. Her knock was followed by a
silence, and after a minute or two the door was opened by a
handsonme young nman whose ruffled hair and general air of
creased disorder |ed her to conclude that he had just risen
froma long-linbed sprawml on a sofa strewn with tunbl ed
cushions. This sofa, and a grand piano bearing a basket of
faded roses, a biscuit-tin and a devastated breakfast tray,
alnost filled the narrow sitting-room in the remnaining
corner of which another man, short, swarthy and hunbl e, sat

exam ning the lining of his hat.

Anna paused in doubt; but on her nanming Ms. Birch the young



man politely invited her to enter, at the same tine casting

an inpatient glance at the nute spectator in the background.

The latter, raising his eyes, which were round and bul gi ng,
fixed them not on the young nman but on Anna, whom for a
monent, he scrutinized as searchingly as the interior of his
hat. Under his gaze she had the sense of being minutely
cat al ogued and val ued; and the inpression, when he finally
rose and nmoved toward the door, of having been accepted as a
better guarantee than he had had any reason to hope for. On
the threshold his glance crossed that of the young man in an
exchange of intelligence as full as it was rapid; and this
brief scene left Anna so oddly enlightened that she felt no
surpri se when her conpani on, pushing an armchair forward
soci ably asked her if she wouldn't have a cigarette. Her
polite refusal provoked the remark that he would, if she'd
no objection; and while he groped for matches in his | oose
pockets, and behind the photographs and letters crowding the
narrow mant el -shel f, she ventured another enquiry for Ms

Bi rch.

"Just a mnute," he smled; "I think the masseur's with

her. He spoke in a smooth denationalized English, which
like the look in his |long-lashed eyes and the pronptness of
his charm ng smile, suggested a long training in all the
arts of expediency. Having finally discovered a match-box
on the floor beside the sofa, he Iit his cigarette and
dropped back anong the cushions; and on Anna's renarking
that she was sorry to disturb Ms. Birch he replied that

that was all right, and that she al ways kept everybody

wai ti ng.

After this, through the haze of his perpetually renewed



cigarettes, they continued to chat for sonme tine of
indifferent topics; but when at |ast Anna agai n suggested
the possibility of her seeing Ms. Birch he rose fromhis
corner with a slight shrug, and nurmuring: "She's perfectly

hopel ess,” | ounged of f through an inner door

Anna was still wondering when and in what conjunction of
circunstances the nuch-nmarried Laura had acquired a partner
so conspi cuous for his personal charms, when the young man
returned to announce: "She says it's all right, if you don't

m nd seeing her in bed."

He drew aside to |l et Anna pass, and she found herself in a
dimuntidy scented room with a pink curtain pinned across
its single window, and a lady with a great deal of fair hair
and uncovered neck snmling at her froma pink bed on which

an i mrense powder-puff trail ed.

"You don't mind, do you? He costs such a frightful |ot that
| can't afford to send himoff,"” Ms. Birch expl ai ned
extending a thickly-ringed hand to Anna, and | eaving her in
doubt as to whether the person alluded to were her

masseur or her husband. Before a reply was possible there
was a convul sive stir beneath the pink expanse, and
somet hi ng that resenbl ed anot her powder-puff hurled itself
at Anna with a volley of sounds |ike the popping of

Lilliputian chanpagne corks. Ms. Birch, flinging herself

forward, gasped out: "If you'd just give hima
caranel ...there, in that box on the dressing-table...it's
the only earthly thing to stop him.." and when Anna had

proffered this sop to her assailant, and he had w t hdrawn
with it beneath the bedspread, his mstress sank back with a

| augh.



"I'sn't he a beauty? The Prince gave himto ne down at N ce

the other day--but he's perfectly awful," she confessed,
beaming intimately on her visitor. 1In the roseate penunbra
of the bed-curtains she presented to Anna's startled gaze an
odd chrono-Ilike resenblance to Sophy Viner, or a suggestion
rat her, of what Sophy Viner mght, with the years and in
spite of the powder-puff, becone. Larger, blonder, heavier-
featured, she yet had gl ances and novenents that

di sturbi ngly suggested what was freshest and npbst engagi ng
inthe girl; and as she stretched her bare plunp arm across

the bed she seenmed to be pulling back the veil from dingy

di stances of famly history.

"Do sit down, if there's a place to sit on," she cordially

advi sed; addi ng, as Anna took the edge of a chair hung with
m scel | aneous rainent: "My singing takes so nmuch tine that |
don't get a chance to walk the fat off--that's the worst of

being an artist."

Anna murnured an assent. "I hope it hasn't inconveni enced

you to see ne; | told M. Birch--"

"M . WHO?" the recunbent beauty asked; and then: "Onh,
JIMW!" she faintly laughed, as if nore for her own

enl i ghtennent than Anna's.

The latter continued eagerly: "I understand from Ms. Farl ow
that your sister was with you, and | ventured to conme up
because | wanted to ask you when |I shoul d have a chance of

finding her."

Ms. MTarvie-Birch threw back her head with a |long stare



"Do you nean to say the idiot at the door didn't tell you?

Sophy went away |ast night."

"Last night?" Anna echoed. A sudden terror had possessed
her. Could it be that the girl had tricked themall and
gone with Onen? The idea was incredible, yet it took such
hol d of her that she could hardly steady her lips to say:
"The porter did tell me, but | thought perhaps he was

m staken. Ms. Farlow seemed to think that | should find

her here."

"It was all so sudden that | don't suppose she had tine to
let the Farlows know. She didn't get Ms. Mirrett's wire
till yesterday, and she just pitched her things into a trunk

and rushed----"

"Ms. Miurrett?"

"Why, yes. Sophy's gone to India with Ms. Mirrett; they're

to neet at Brindisi," Sophy's sister said with a calmsmle.

Anna sat notionl ess, gazing at the disordered room the pink

bed, the trivial face anong the pillows.

Ms. MTarvie-Birch pursued: "They had a fearful Kkick-up

| ast spring--1 daresay you knew about it--but | told Sophy
she'd better lunmp it, as long as the old wonman was willing
to...As an artist, of course, it's perfectly inpossible for

me to have her with ne..."

"Of course," Anna nechanically assented.

Through the confused pain of her thoughts she was hardly

aware that Ms. Birch's explanations were still continuing.



"Naturally | didn't altogether approve of her going back to
that beast of a woman. | said all | could...| told her she
was a fool to chuck up such a place as yours. But Sophy's

restless--always was--and she's taken it into her head she'd

rather travel..."

Anna rose from her seat, groping for sonme fornula of |eave-
taking. The pushing back of her chair roused the white
dog's snoul dering aninosity, and he drowned his mistress's
further confidences in another outburst of hysterics.
Through the tunmult Anna signed an inaudi ble farewell, and
Ms. Birch, having nonentarily succeeded in suppressing her
pet under a pillow, called out: "Do conme again! 1'd love to

sing to you."

Anna murnured a word of thanks and turned to the door. As
she opened it she heard her hostess crying after her

"Jimy! Do you hear nme? Jimmy BRANCE!" and then, there
bei ng no response fromthe person sunmoned: "DO tell him

he nust go and call the Iift for you!"

End



