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A GIRL caME ouT oF LAwWYER Royall’shouse, at the end of the
one street of North Dormer, and stood on the doorstep.

It wasthebeginning of aduneafternoon. Thespringliketrans-
parent sky shed arain of silver sunshine on theroofsof the
village, and on the pasturesand larchwoods surrounding it. A
littlewind moved among theround white cloudson the shoul -
dersof thehills, driving their shadows acrossthefieldsand
down the grassy road that takes the name of street when it

3

passesthrough North Dormer. Theplacelieshighandinthe
open, and lacksthelavish shade of the more protected New
England villages. Thecdump of wesping-willowsabout theduck
pond, and the Norway sprucesin front of the Hatchard gate,
cast dmogt the only roadsi de shadow between lawyer Roydl’s
house and the point where, at the other end of thevillage, the
road risesabovethe church and skirtsthe black hemlock wall
enclosngthecemetery.

Thelittle Junewind, frisking down thestreet, shook thedol eful
fringesof theHatchard spruces, caught the straw hat of ayoung
man just passing under them, and spunit clean acrosstheroad
into the duck-pond.

Asherantofishit out thegirl onlawyer Royall’sdoorstep
noticed that hewasastranger, that heworecity clothes, and
that hewaslaughing with al histeeth, astheyoung and care-
lesslaugh at such mishaps.

Her heart contracted alittle, and the shrinking that some-
timescameover her when she saw peoplewith holiday faces
made her draw back into the house and pretend to ook for
thekey that sheknew she had already put into her pocket. A
narrow greenish mirror with agilt eagleover it hung onthe
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passagewall, and shelooked critically at her reflection, wished
for thethousandthtimethat shehad blueeyeslike Annabd Balch,
thegirl who sometimescamefrom Springfiel d to spend aweek
with old MissHatchard, straightened the sunburnt hat over her
amall swarthy face, and turned out againinto thesunshine.

“How | hateeverything!” shemurmured.

Theyoung man had passed through the Hatchard gate, and
she had the street to herself. North Dormer isat al timesan
empty place, and at three 0’ clock on aJune afternoonitsfew
able-bodied menareoff inthefieldsor woods, and thewomen
indoors, engaged inlanguid household drudgery.

Thegirl walked along, swinging her key on afinger, and
looking about her with the hel ghtened attention produced by
thepresence of astranger inafamiliar place. What, shewon-
dered, did North Dormer look liketo peoplefrom other parts
of theworld? Shehersdlf had lived theresincetheageof five,
and had long supposed it to be aplace of someimportance.
But about ayear before, Mr. Miles, the new Episcopd clergy-
man at Hepburn, who drove over every other Sunday—when
theroadswerenot ploughed up by hauling—to hold aservice
intheNorth Dormer church, had proposed, inafit of misson-

ary zedl, to take the young people down to Nettleton to hear
anillustrated lectureon theHoly Land; and thedozen girlsand
boyswho represented the future of North Dormer had been
piledinto afarm-waggon, driven over thehillsto Hepburn, put
into away-train and carried to Nettleton.

Inthe course of that incredibleday Charity Royall had, for
thefirst and only time, experienced railway-travel, lookedinto
shopswith plate-glassfronts, tasted cocoanut pie, satinathe-
atre, and listened to agentleman saying unintelligible things
before picturesthat shewould have enjoyedlooking at if his
explanationshad not prevented her from understanding them.
Thisinitiation had shown her that North Dormer wasasmall
place, and devel oped in her athirst for information that her
position ascustodian of thevillagelibrary had previoudy failed
to excite. For amonth or two she dipped feverishly and dis-
connectedly into thedusty volumesof theHatchard Memoria
Library; then theimpression of Nettleton began to fade, and
shefound it easier to take North Dormer asthe norm of the
universethanto go on reading.

Thesight of the stranger once more revived memories of
Nettleton, and North Dormer shrank toitsreal size. Asshe
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looked up and downit, from lawyer Royall’ sfaded red house
at oneend to thewhite church at the other, she pitilessy took
itsmeasure. Thereit lay, aweather-beaten sunburnt village of
thehills, abandoned of men, |eft apart by railway, trolley, tele-
graph, and dl theforcesthat link lifetolifein modern commu-
nities. It had no shops, no theatres, nolectures, no “business
block”; only achurch that was opened every other Sunday if
the state of the roads permitted, and alibrary for which no
new books had been bought for twenty years, and wherethe
old ones mouldered undisturbed on the damp shelves. Yet
Charity Royall had always been told that she ought to con-
sider it aprivilegethat her lot had been cast in North Dormer.
She knew that, compared to the place she had come from,
North Dormer represented all the blessings of the most re-
fined civilization. Everyoneinthevillage had told her so ever
since she had been brought thereasachild. Evenold Miss
Hatchard had said to her, on aterrible occasion in her life:
“My child, you must never ceaseto remember that it was Mr.
Royal who brought you down fromthe Mountain.”

Shehad been* brought down fromtheMountain”; fromthe
scarred cliff that lifted itssullen wall abovethelesser dopesof

Eagle Range, making aperpetua background of gloomtothe
londy valey. TheMountain wasagood fifteen milesaway, but
it roseso abruptly fromthelower hillsthat it ssemed dmost to
cast itsshadow over North Dormer. And it waslikeagreat
magnet drawing thecloudsand scattering theminstorm across
thevalley. If ever, inthe purest summer sky, theretrailed a
thread of vapour over North Dormey, it drifted to the Moun-
tainasaship driftsto awhirlpool, and was caught among the
rocks, torn up and multiplied, to sweep back over thevillage
inrainand darkness.

Charity wasnot very clear about the M ountain; but sheknew
it wasabad place, and ashameto have comefrom, and that,
whatever befell her in North Dormer, she ought, as Miss
Hatchard had once reminded her, to remember that she had
been brought down from there, and hold her tongue and be
thankful. Shelooked up at the Mountain, thinking of these
things, and tried asusua to bethankful. But the sight of the
young man turning in at Miss Hatchard' s gate had brought
back thevision of theglittering streets of Nettleton, and she
felt ashamed of her old sun-hat, and sick of North Dormer,
andjeaoudy awareof Annabel Balch of Springfield, opening
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her blue eyes somewherefar off on gloriesgreater than the
gloriesof Nettleton.

“How | hateeverything!” shesaid again.

Half way down the street she stopped at a weak-hinged
gate. Passing throughiit, shewalked down abrick pathto a
queer little brick templewith whitewooden columns support-
ing apediment onwhich wasinscribedin tarnished gold | et-
ters. “TheHonoriusHatchard Memoria Library, 1832.”

Honorius Hatchard had been old Miss Hatchard's great-
uncle; though shewould undoubtedly havereversed the phrase,
and put forward, asher only claim to distinction, thefact that
shewashisgresat-niece. For HonoriusHatchard, inthe early
yearsof the nineteenth century, had enjoyed amodest celeb-
rity. Asthemarbletabletintheinterior of thelibrary informed
itsinfrequent visitors, he had possessed marked literary gifts,
written aseriesof paperscaled“ TheRecluseof EagleRange,”
enjoyed theacquantanceof Washington Irving and Fitz-Greene
Halleck, and been cut off in hisflower by afever contractedin
Italy. Such had been the solelink between North Dormer and
literature, alink pioudy commemorated by the erection of the
monument where Charity Royall, every Tuesday and Thurs-

day afternoon, sat at her desk under afreckled stedl engraving
of the deceased author, and wondered if hefelt any deader in
hisgravethanshedidinhislibrary.

Entering her prison-housewith alistless step shetook off
her hat, hung it onaplaster bust of Minerva, opened the shut-
ters, leaned out to seeif therewereany eggsintheswallow’s
nest above one of thewindows, and finally, seating herself
behind the desk, drew out aroll of cotton lace and a steel
crochet hook. Shewas not an expert workwoman, and it had
taken her many weeksto makethe half-yard of narrow lace
which she kept wound about the buckram back of adisinte-
grated copy of “The Lamplighter.” But there was no other
way of getting any laceto trim her summer blouse, and since
Ally Hawes, thepoorest girl inthevillage, had shownhersdlfin
church with enviable transparencies about the shoulders,
Charity’shook had travelled faster. Sheunrolled thelace, dug
thehook into aloop, and bent to the task with furrowed brows.

Suddenly the door opened, and before she had raised her
eyessheknew that theyoung man shehad seengoinginat the
Hatchard gate had entered thelibrary.

Without taking any notice of her he began to movesowly
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about thelong vault-like room, hishandsbehind hisback, his
short-gghted eyes peering up and down therowsof rusty bind-
ings. At length he reached the desk and stood before her.

“Haveyou acard-catalogue?’ he asked in apleasant abrupt
voice; and the oddness of the question caused her to drop
her work.

“A what?’

“Why, you know——" He broke off, and she became con-
sciousthat hewaslooking at her for thefirst time, having ap-
parently, on hisentrance, included her in hisgeneral short-
sghted survey aspart of thefurnitureof thelibrary.

Thefact that, in discovering her, helost thethread of his
remark, did not escape her attention, and shelooked down
and smiled. Hesmiled also.

“No, | don’t suppose you do know,” he corrected himself.
“Infact, it would beamost apity——"

Shethought she detected adight condescensionin histone,
and asked sharply: “Why?’

“Becauseit’'ssomuch pleasanter, inasmal library likethis,
to poke about by one' ssdf—with thehelp of thelibrarian.”

Headded thelast phrase so respectfully that shewasmolli-

fied, andrgoinedwithasgh: “I'mafrad| can't hed pyoumuch.”

“Why?’" hequestioned in histurn; and shereplied that there
weren't many booksanyhow, and that she’ d hardly read any
of them. “ Thewormsaregetting at them,” sheadded gloomily.

“Arethey?That'sapity, for | seethereare somegood ones.”
He seemed to have lost interest in their conversation, and
strolled away again, apparently forgetting her. Hisindifference
nettled her, and she picked up her work, resolved not to offer
him theleast assistance. Apparently hedid not needit, for he
spent along timewith hisback to her, lifting down, one after
another, thetal cob-webby volumesfrom adistant shelf.

“Oh, I say!” he exclaimed; and |ooking up she saw that he
had drawn out hishandkerchief and was carefully wiping the
edges of the book in his hand. The action struck her as an
unwarranted criticism on her care of the books, and shesaid
irritably: “1t' snot my fault if they’ redirty.”

Heturned around and looked at her with reviving interest.
“Ah—thenyou’ renot thelibrarian?’

“Of coursel am; but | can’'t dust al these books. Besides,
nobody ever looks at them, now MissHatchard'stoo lame
tocomeround.”
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“No, | supposenot.” Helaid down the book he had been
wiping, and stood considering her insilence. Shewondered if
Miss Hatchard had sent him round to pry into the way the
library was|ooked after, and the suspicion increased her re-
sentment. “1 saw you going into her housejust now, didn't 1?7’
she asked, with the New England avoidance of the proper
name. She was determined to find out why he was poking
about among her books.

“MissHatchard’ shouse? Yes—she'smy cousinand I’'m
staying there,” theyoung man answered; adding, asif todis-
armavisbledistrust: “My nameisHarney—L uciusHarney.
Shemay have spoken of me.”

“No, shehasn't,” said Charity, wishing shecould havesaid:
“Yes, shehas.”

“Oh, well—" said MissHatchard'scousinwith alaugh;
and after another pause, during whichit occurred to Charity
that her answer had not been encouraging, heremarked: “You
don’t seem strong on architecture.”

Her bewilderment was compl ete: the more shewished to
appear to understand him themore unintelligible hisremarks
became. He reminded her of the gentleman who had “ex-

plained” the picturesat Nettleton, and theweight of her igno-
rance settled down on her againlikeapall.

“1 mean, | can’t see that you have any books on the old
houses about here. | suppose, for that matter, thispart of the
country hasn’t been much explored. They al goondoing Ply-
mouth and Salem. So stupid. My cousin’shouse, now, isre-
markable. Thisplace must have had apast—it must have been
moreof aplaceonce.” He stopped short, with the blush of a
shy manwho overhearshimsdf, and fearshe hasbeenvoluble.
“I’man architect, you see, and I’ m hunting up old housesin
theseparts.”

Shestared. “Old houses? Everything'sold in North Dor-
mer, isn'tit? Thefolksare, anyhow.”

Helaughed, and wandered away again.

“Haven't you any kind of ahistory of theplace?I think there
wasonewritten about 1840: abook or pamphlet about itsfirst
settlement,” he presently said from thefarther end of theroom.

Shepressed her crochet hook against her lip and pondered.
Therewas such awork, sheknew: “North Dormer and the
Early Townshipsof Eagle County.” Shehad aspecia grudge
againgt it becauseit wasalimp weakly book that wasaways
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either faling off theshelf or dipping back and disappearing if
one sgueezed it in between sustaining volumes. Sheremem-
bered, thelast time she had picked it up, wondering how any-
one could havetaken thetroubleto write abook about North
Dormer anditsneighbours: Dormer, Hamblin, Creston and
Creston River. Sheknew themall, merelost clustersof houses
inthefoldsof thedesolateridges: Dormer, whereNorth Dor-
mer went for itsapples, Creston River, wherethere used to be
apaper-mill, anditsgrey wallsstood decaying by the stream;
and Hamblin, wherethefirst snow dwaysfel. Suchweretheir
titlestofame.

She got up and began to move about vaguely before the
shelves. But she had no ideawhere she had last put the book,
and something told her that it wasgoing to play her itsusual
trick andremaininvisible. It wasnot oneof her lucky days.

“l guessit’ssomewhere,” shesaid, to prove her zeal; but
she spoke without conviction, and felt that her words con-
veyed none.

“Oh, well—" hesaid again. Sheknew hewasgoing, and
wished morethan ever to find the book.

“Itwill befor nexttime,” he added; and picking up thevol-

umehehad laid onthedesk hehanded it to her. “ By theway,
alittleair and sunwould do thisgood; it’srather vauable.”
Hegaveher anod and smile, and passed out.

THE HouRrs oF THE Hatchard Memorial librarian were from
threetofive; and Charity Royall’ssense of duty usually kept
her at her desk until nearly half-past four.

But she had never perceived that any practical advantage
thereby accrued either to North Dormer or to herself; and she
had no scruplein decreeing, whenit suited her, that thelibrary
should closeanhour earlier. A few minutesafter Mr. Harney's
departure sheformed thisdecision, put away her lace, fas-
tened the shutters, and turned thekey in thedoor of thetemple
of knowledge.

Thestreet upon which sheemerged wasstill empty: and af-
ter glancing up and down it she began to walk toward her
house. But instead of entering she passed on, turned into a
field-path and mounted to a pasture on the hillside. Shelet
downthebarsof thegate, followed atrail dong the crumbling
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wall of the pasture, and walked on till she reached aknoll
where aclump of larches shook out their fresh tasselsto the
wind. There shelay down on the dope, tossed off her hat and
hid her faceinthegrass.

Shewashlind andinsensibleto many things, and dimly knew
it; but todl that waslight and air, perfume and colour, every
drop of blood in her responded. Sheloved the roughness of
thedry mountain grassunder her pams, thesmdll of thethyme
intowhich shecrushed her face, thefingering of thewindin her
hair and through her cotton blouse, and the creak of thelarches
asthey swayedtoit.

Sheoften climbed up thehill and lay thered onefor themere
pleasure of feeling thewind and of rubbing her cheeksinthe
grass. Generally at such times shedid not think of anything,
but lay immersedin aninarticulatewell-being. Today the sense
of well-being wasintensified by her joy at escaping fromthe
library. Sheliked well enoughto haveafrienddropinandtalk
to her when she was on duty, but she hated to be bothered
about books. How could she remember where they were,
whenthey were so seldom asked for? OrmaFry occasionally
took out anovel, and her brother Ben wasfond of what he
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called “jography,” and of booksrelating to trade and book-
keeping; but no one el se asked for anything except, at inter-
vals, “UncleTom’'sCabin,” or “ Opening of aChestnut Burr,”
or Longfellow. She had these under her hand, and could have
found them in the dark; but unexpected demands came so
rarely that they exasperated her likeaninjustice....

Shehad liked theyoung man’slooks, and hisshort-sighted
eyes, and hisodd way of speaking, that was abrupt yet soft,
just ashishandswere sun-burnt and sinewy, yet with smooth
nailslikeawoman'’s. Hishair was sunburnt-looking too, or
rather the colour of bracken after frost; hiseyesgrey, withthe
gppedling look of the shortsighted, hissmile shy yet confident,
asif heknew lotsof things she had never dreamed of, and yet
wouldn’t for theworld have had her feel hissuperiority. But
shedidfed it, andliked thefeding; for it was new to her. Poor
andignorant asshewas, and knew herself to be—humbl est of
the humble evenin North Dormer, whereto comefromthe
M ountain wastheworst disgrace—yet in her narrow world
she had alwaysruled. It was partly, of course, owing to the
fact that lawyer Royall was*the biggest manin North Dor-
mer”; somuchtoobigfor it, infact, that outsders, who didn't
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know, alwayswondered how it held him. In spite of every-
thing—and in spite even of MissHatchard—lawyer Royall
ruledin North Dormer; and Charity ruled inlawyer Royall’s
house. She had never put it to herself inthoseterms; but she
knew her power, knew what it was made of, and hated it.
Confusedly, theyoung maninthelibrary had made her fed for
thefirst timewhat might be the sweetness of dependence.

Shesat up, brushed thebitsof grassfrom her hair, and looked
down on the house where she held sway. It stood just below
her, cheerlessand untended, itsfaded red front divided from
the road by a*“yard” with a path bordered by gooseberry
bushes, astonewell overgrownwithtraveler’sjoy, andasickly
Crimson Rambler tied to afan-shaped support, which Mr.
Royall had once brought up from Hepburn to please her. Be-
hind thehouseabit of uneven ground with clothes-linesstrung
acrossit stretched up to adry wall, and beyond the wall a
patch of corn and afew rowsof potatoes strayed vaguely into
theadjoining wildernessof rock and fern.

Charity could not recall her first sight of the house. Shehad
been told that shewasill of afever when she was brought
down fromthe Mountain; and she could only remember wak-
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ing one day in acot at the foot of Mrs. Royall’s bed, and
opening her eyes on the cold neatness of the room that was
afterwardto be hers.

Mrs. Royall died seven or eight yearslater; and by that time
Charity had taken the measure of most thingsabout her. She
knew that Mrs. Royall was sad and timid and weak; sheknew
that lawyer Royall washarsh and violent, and till weeker. She
knew that she had been christened Charity (inthewhitechurch
at theother end of thevillage) to commemorate Mr. Royall’s
disinterestednessin “bringing her down,” andto keep divein
her abecoming sense of her dependence; sheknew that Mr.
Royall washer guardian, but that he had not legally adopted
her, though everybody spokeof her as Charity Royal; and she
knew why he had comeback tolive at North Dormer, instead
of practising at Nettleton, where hehad begun hislegd career.

After Mrs. Royall’sdeath therewas sometalk of sending
her to aboarding-school. Miss Hatchard suggested it, and
had along conferencewith Mr. Royall, who, in pursuance of
her plan, departed oneday for Starkfield to vigit theingtitution
sherecommended. He came back the next night with ablack
face; worse, Charity observed, than she had ever seen him;
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and by that time she had had some experience.

When sheasked him how soon shewasto start heanswvered
shortly, “Youain'tgoing,” and shut himself upintheroom he
cdledhisoffice; and thenext day thelady who kept the school
at Starkfield wrotethat “ under the circumstances’ shewas
afraid she could not makeroom just then for another pupil.

Charity wasdisappointed; but she understood. It wasn't the
temptations of Starkfield that had been Mr. Royall’ sundoing;
it wasthethought of losing her. Hewasadreadfully “lone-
some’ man; she had made that out because shewasso “lone-
some” herself. Heand she, faceto facein that sad house, had
sounded the depths of isolation; and though shefelt no par-
ticular affection for him, and not the dightest gratitude, she
pitied him because shewas consciousthat hewas superior to
the people about him, and that she was the only being be-
tween him and solitude. Therefore, when MissHatchard sent
for her aday or two later, to talk of aschool at Nettleton, and
to say that thistimeafriend of herswould “ make the neces-
sary arrangements,” Charity cut her short with the announce-
ment that she had decided not to leave North Dormer.

MissHatchard reasoned with her kindly, but to no purpose;
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shesmply repeated: “| guessMr. Royal’stoolonesome.”

MissHatchard blinked perplexedly behind her eye-glasses.
Her longfrail facewasfull of puzzled wrinkles, and sheleant
forward, resting her handson thearmsof her mahogany arm-
chair, with the evident desireto say something that ought to
besaid.

“Thefeeling doesyou credit, my dear.”

Shelooked about the palewal s of her sitting-room, seeking
counsel of ancestral daguerreotypesand didactic samplers;
but they seemed to make utterance moredifficult.

“Thefactis, it'snot only—not only because of the advan-
tages. Thereare other reasons. You' retoo young to under-
sand——"

“Oh, no, I ain't,” said Charity harshly; and MissHatchard
blushed to theroots of her blonde cap. But shemust havefelt
avaguerdief at having her explanation cut short, for shecon-
cluded, againinvoking the daguerreotypes. “ Of coursel shall
alwaysdo what | can for you; and in case....in case....you
know you can alwayscometome....”

Lawyer Royall waswaiting for Charity in the porch when
shereturned fromthisvisit. He had shaved, and brushed his
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black coat, and looked amagnificent monument of aman,; at
suchmomentssheredly admired him.

“Well,” hesaid, “isit settled?’

“Yes, it'ssettled. | ain't going.”

“Not to the Nettleton school 7’

“Not anywhere.”

Hecleared histhroat and asked sternly: “Why?’

“I’drather not,” shesaid, swinging past him on her way to
her room. It wasthefollowing week that he brought her upthe
Crimson Rambler and itsfan from Hepburn. He had never
given her anything before.

The next outstanding incident of her life had happened two
years|ater, when she was seventeen. Lawyer Royall, who
hated to go to Nettleton, had been called therein connection
withacase. He still exercised hisprofession, though litiga-
tionlanguishedin North Dormer and itsoutlying hamlets; and
for once he had had an opportunity that he could not afford
to refuse. He spent three daysin Nettleton, won his case,
and came back in high good-humour. It was arare mood
with him, and manifested itself on thisoccasion by histalking
impressively at the supper-table of the " rousing welcome”
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hisold friendshad given him. Hewound up confidentialy: “I
wasadamn fool ever to leave Nettleton. It wasMrs. Royall
that mademedoit.”

Charity immediately perceived that something bitter had
happened to him, and that he was trying to talk down the
recollection. Shewent up to bed early, leaving him seated in
moody thought, his elbows propped on theworn oilcloth of
the supper table. On theway up she had extracted from his
overcoat pocket the key of the cupboard wherethe bottle of
whiskey waskept.

Shewasawakened by arattling at her door and jumped out
of bed. She heard Mr. Royall’ svoice, low and peremptory,
and opened the door, fearing an accident. No other thought
had occurred to her; but when she saw himinthedoorway, a
ray from the autumn moon falling on hisdiscomposed face,
sheunderstood.

For amoment they looked at each other in silence; then, as
he put hisfoot acrossthethreshold, she stretched out her arm
and stopped him.

“Yougoright back from here,” shesaid, inashrill voicethat
startled her; “you ain’'t going to havethat key tonight.”
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“Charity, let mein. | don’t want the key. I’m alonesome
man,” hebegan, inthe deep voice that sometimes moved her.

Her heart gave astartled plunge, but she continued to hold
him back contemptuoudly. “Well, | guessyou madeamistake,
then. Thisain't your wife’ sroom any longer.”

Shewasnot frightened, shesmply felt adeep disgust; and
perhapshedivinedit or readitin her face, for after staring at
her amoment he drew back and turned dowly away fromthe
door. With her ear to her keyhole sheheard him feel hisway
downthedark stairs, and toward thekitchen; and shelistened
for thecrash of the cupboard pand, but instead sheheard him,
after aninterval, unlock the door of the house, and hisheavy
steps cameto her through the silence ashewa ked down the
path. She crept to thewindow and saw hisbent figure striding
up theroad in the moonlight. Then a belated sense of fear
cameto her with the consciousness of victory, and shedipped
into bed, cold to the bone.

A DAY OR TWoO LATER poor Eudora Skeff, who for twenty years
had been the custodian of the Hatchard library, died suddenly
of pneumonia; and the day after thefuneral Charity went to
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seeMissHatchard, and asked to be appointed librarian. The
request seemed to surprise MissHatchard: sheevidently ques-
tioned the new candidate’ squaifications.

“Why, | don’t know, my dear. Aren’t yourather too young?’
shehesitated.

“1 want to earn somemoney,” Charity merely answered.

“Doesn’'t Mr. Royall giveyoudl yourequire?Nooneisrich
inNorth Dormer.”

“1 want to earn money enough to get away.”

“To get away?’ MissHatchard's puzzled wrinkles deep-
ened, and therewas adistressful pause. “ Youwant to leave
Mr. Royal?’

“Yes: or | want another woman inthe housewithme,” said
Charity resolutely.

MissHatchard clasped her nervous hands about thearms of
her chair. Her eyesinvoked the faded countenances on the
wall, and after afaint cough of indecision she brought out:
“The...the housework’stoo hard for you, | suppose?’

Charity’s heart grew cold. She understood that Miss
Hatchard had no help to give her and that shewould haveto
fight her way out of her difficulty alone. A deeper sense of
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isolation overcame her; shefdtincaculably old. “ She'sgot to
betakedtolikeababy,” shethought, with afeeling of com-
passionfor MissHatchard'slongimmaturity. “ Yes, that'sit,”
shesaid aoud. “ The housework’stoo hard for me: I’ vebeen
coughing agood dedl thisfall.”

She noted the immedi ate effect of this suggestion. Miss
Hatchard paled at the memory of poor Eudora’staking-off,
and promised to do what she could. But of coursetherewere
peopleshemust consult: theclergyman, the selectmen of North
Dormer, andadistant Hatchard relative at Springfield. “If you' d
only goneto school!” shesighed. Shefollowed Charity tothe
door, and there, in the security of thethreshold, said witha
glanceof evasiveapped: “I know Mr. Roydl is...trying at times;
but hiswife borewith him; and you must always remember,
Charity, that it was Mr. Royall who brought you down from
theMountain.” Charity went home and opened the door of
Mr. Royal’s“ office” Hewassitting there by thestovereading
Danid Webster’ s speeches. They had met at med sduring the
five daysthat had elapsed since he had cometo her door, and
shehad walked at hisside at Eudora sfuneral; but they had
not spoken aword to each other.
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He glanced up in surprise as she entered, and she noticed
that hewasunshaved, and that helooked unusuadly old; but as
shehad alwaysthought of himasan old manthechangeinhis
appearance did not move her. Shetold him she had beento
see Miss Hatchard, and with what object. She saw that he
was astonished; but he made no comment.

“I told her the housawork wastoo hard for me, and | wanted
toearnthemoney to pay for ahired girl. But | ain't going to pay
for her: you' vegot to. | want to have somemoney of my own.”

Mr. Roydl’sbushy black eyebrowswere drawn together in
afrown, and he sat drumming with ink-stained nailson the
edge of hisdesk.

“What do you want to earn money for?’ he asked.

“So’sto get away when | want to.”

“Why do youwant to get away?’

Her contempt flashed out. * Do you suppose anybody’ d stay
at North Dormer if they could hel pit? Youwouldn't, folkssay!”

With lowered head he asked: “Where dyou goto?’

“Anywherewherel canearnmy living. I'll try herefirst, and
if | can'tdoitherel’ll go somewheredse. I'll go up theMoun-
tainif | haveto.” Shepaused onthisthreat, and saw that it had
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taken effect. “1 want you should get Miss Hatchard and the
selectmento takemeat thelibrary: and | want awoman here
inthehousewithme,” sherepeated.

Mr. Royall had grown exceedingly pale. When she ended
he stood up ponderoudly, leaning against the desk; and for a
second or two they looked at each other.

“Seehere,” hesaid at length asthough utterance were diffi-
cult, “there’ssomething I’ ve been wanting to say toyou; I'd
ought to havesaid it before. | want youto marry me.”

Thegirl still stared at him without moving. “1 want you to
marry me,” herepeated, clearing histhroat. “ Theminister’ll be
up herenext Sunday and wecanfix it upthen. Or I’ ll driveyou
downto Hepburn to the Justice, and get it donethere. I'll do
whatever you say.” Hiseyesfell under themercilessstareshe
continued tofix on him, and he shifted hisweight uneasily from
onefoot to the other. Ashe stood there before her, unwieldy,
shabby, disordered, the purpleveinsdistorting the handshe
pressed against the desk, and hislong orator’sjaw trembling
with theeffort of hisavowal, he seemed likeahideous parody
of thefatherly old man she had alwaysknown.

“Marry you? Me?’ she burst out with ascornful laugh.
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“Wasthat what you cameto ask methe other night? What's
comeover you, | wonder?How longisit sinceyou’ velooked
at yoursdf intheglass?’ She straightened herself, insolently
consciousof her youth and strength. “1 supposeyou think it
would be cheaper to marry me than to keep a hired girl.
Everybody knowsyou’ rethe closest man in Eagle County;
but | guessyou’ re not going to get your mending donefor
you that way twice.”

Mr. Royall did not move while she spoke. Hisfacewas
ash-coloured and hisblack eyebrows quivered asthough
the blaze of her scorn had blinded him. When she ceased he
held up hishand.

“That' || do—that’ Il aout do,” hesaid. Heturned to thedoor
and took hishat from the hat-peg. Onthethreshold he paused.
“Peopleain’t beenfair to me—fromthefirst they ain’t been
fairtome,” hesaid. Then hewent out.

A few dayslater North Dormer |earned with surprise that
Charity had been appointed librarian of the Hatchard Memo-
rial at asalary of eight dollarsamonth, and that old Verena
Marsh, from the Creston Almshouse, wascoming to liveat
lawyer Royall’ sand do the cooking.
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IT wasNOT IN THE Room known at thered houseasMr. Roydll’s
“officg’ that herecelved hisinfrequent clients. Professond dig-
nity and masculineindependence madeit necessary that he
should haveared office, under adifferent roof; and hisstand-
ing astheonly lawyer of North Dormer required that the roof
should be the same asthat which sheltered the Town Hall and
the post-office.

It was hishabit to walk to thisoffice twiceaday, morning
and afternoon. It wason the ground floor of thebuilding, with
aseparate entrance, and aweathered name-plate on the door.
Before going in he stepped in to the post-officefor hismail—
usualy an empty ceremony—said aword or two to thetown-
clerk, who sat acrossthe passageinidle state, and then went
over to the store on the opposite corner, where Carrick Fry,
the storekeeper, always kept achair for him, and where he
was sure to find one or two selectmen leaning on the long
counter, in an atmosphere of rope, leather, tar and coffee-
beans. Mr. Royall, though monosyllabic at home, was not
averse, in certain moods, toimparting hisviewsto hisfellow-
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townsmen; perhaps, also, hewasunwilling that hisrareclients
should surprise him sitting, clerklessand unoccupied, inhis
dusty office. At any rate, hishourstherewerenot muchlonger
or moreregular than Charity’sat thelibrary; therest of the
time he spent elther at the store or in driving about the country
on business connected with theinsurance companiesthat he
represented, or in sitting at homereading Bancroft’sHistory
of the United States and the speeches of Daniel Webster.
Sincethe day when Charity had told him that shewished to
succeed to Eudora Skeff’spost their relationshad undefinably
but definitely changed. Lawyer Royall had kept hisword. He
had obtained the placefor her at the cost of considerable ma-
neuvering, assheguessed from thenumber of rival candidates,
and from the acerbity with which two of them, OrmaFry and
theeldest Targatt girl, treated her for nearly ayear afterward.
And he had engaged VerenaMarsh to come up from Creston
and do the cooking. Verenawas a poor old widow, dodder-
ing and shiftless: Charity suspected that she camefor her keep.
Mr. Royall wastoo close aman to giveadollar aday to a
smart girl when he could get adeaf pauper for nothing. But at
any rate, Verenawasthere, intheattic just over Charity, and
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thefact that shewasdesaf did not greetly troubletheyoung girl.

Charity knew that what had happened on that hateful night
would not happen again. She understood that, profoundly as
she had despised Mr. Royall ever since, he despised himself
still more profoundly. If she had asked for awomaninthe
houseit wasfar lessfor her own defensethanfor hishumilia-
tion. She needed no oneto defend her: hishumbled pridewas
her surest protection. He had never spoken aword of excuse
or extenuation; theincident wasasif it had never been. Yetits
consequenceswerelatent in every word that he and she ex-
changed, in every glancethey instinctively turned from each
other. Nothing now would ever shake her ruleinthered house.

Onthenight of her meeting with MissHatchard'scousin
Charity lay in bed, her bare arms clasped under her rough
head, and continued to think of him. She supposed that he
meant to spend sometimein North Dormer. Hehad said he
waslooking up theold housesin thene ghbourhood; and though
shewasnot very clear asto his purpose, or asto why anyone
shouldlook for old houses, whenthey lay inwait for oneon
every roadside, she understood that he needed the help of
books, and resolved to hunt up the next day the volume she
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had failed to find, and any othersthat seemed related to the
subject.

Never had her ignoranceof lifeand literature soweighed on
her asinreliving the short scene of her discomfiture. “I1t'sno
usetrying to beanythinginthisplace,” she mutteredto her
pillow; and she shrivelled at thevision of vague metropolises,
shining super-Nettletons, wheregirlsin better clothesthan Belle
Bd ch'stalked fluently of architectureto young menwith hands
likeLuciusHarney's. Then sheremembered hissudden pause
when he had come closeto the desk and had hisfirst ook at
her. Thesight had made him forget what hewas going to say;
sherecalled the changein hisface, and jumping up sheran
over the bare boardsto her washstand, found the matches, lit
acandle, and lifted it to the square of looking-glass on the
white-washed wall. Her small face, usually so darkly pale,
glowedlikearoseinthefant orb of light, and under her rumpled
hair her eyes seemed deeper and larger than by day. Perhaps
after all it wasamistaketo wishthey wereblue. A clumsy
band and button fastened her unbleached night-gown about
thethroat. Sheundid it, freed her thin shoulders, and saw her-
self abrideinlow-necked satin, walking down an aisewith
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LuciusHarney. Hewould kissher asthey |ft thechurch....She
put down the candle and covered her facewith her handsasif
toimprison thekiss. At that moment sheheard Mr. Royall’s
step ashe came up the stairsto bed, and afiercerevulsion of
feeling swept over her. Until then she had merely despised
him; now deep hatred of himfilled her heart. He becameto
her ahorribleold man....

THE NEXT DAY, when Mr. Royall came back to dinner, they
faced each other in silenceasusual. Verena spresenceat the
tablewasan excusefor their not talking, though her deafness
would have permitted the freest interchange of confidences.
But when the meal was over, and Mr. Royall rosefrom the
table, helooked back at Charity, who had stayed to help the
old woman clear away thedishes.

“I want to spesk toyou aminute,” hesaid; and shefollowed
him acrossthe passage, wondering.

He seated himself in hisblack horse-hair armchair, and she
leaned againgt thewindow, indifferently. Shewasimpatient to
begonetothelibrary, to hunt for the book on North Dormer.

“Seehere,” hesaid, “why ain't you at thelibrary the days
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you' re supposed to bethere?’

The question, breaking in on her mood of blissful abstrac-
tion, deprived her of speech, and she stared at himfor amo-
ment without answering.

“Whosaysl an't?’

“There's been some complaints made, it appears. Miss
Hatchard sent for methismorning—"

Charity’s smouldering resentment broke into ablaze. “|
know! OrmaFry, and that toad of a Targatt girl and Ben Fry,
likeasnot. HE sgoing round with her. Thelow-down snesks—
| dwaysknew they’ dtry to have meout! Asif anybody ever
cametothelibrary, anyhow!”

“Somebody did yesterday, and you weren't there.”

“Yesterday?’ shelaughed a her happy recollection. “ At what
timewasn't | thereyesterday, I’ d liketo know?’

“Round about four o’ clock.”

Charity wassilent. She had been so steeped inthe dreamy
remembrance of young Harney’svisit that she had forgotten
having deserted her post assoon ashe had |eft thelibrary.

“Who cameat four o’ clock?’

“MissHatcharddid.”
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“MissHatchard? Why, sheain’t ever been near the place
since she's been lame. She couldn’t get up the stepsif she
tried.”

“She can be helped up, | guess. She was yesterday, any-
how, by theyoung fellow that’ sstaying with her. Hefound you
there, | understand, earlier inthe afternoon; and hewent back
and told Miss Hatchard the books were in bad shape and
needed attending to. Shegot excited, and had herself wheeled
straight round; and when she got therethe place was | ocked.
So she sent for me, and told me about that, and about the
other complaints. Sheclamsyou’ ve neglected things, and that
she'sgoingtoget atrained librarian.”

Charity had not moved while he spoke. She stood with her
head thrown back against the window-frame, her armshang-
ingagaingt her sdes, and her handsso tightly clenched that she
felt, without knowing what hurt her, the sharp edgeof her nails
agains her pams.

Of al Mr. Roydl had said she had retained only the phrase:
“Hetold MissHatchard the bookswerein bad shape.” What
did shecarefor the other chargesagainst her? Mdiceor truth,
she despised them as she despi sed her detractors. But that the
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stranger to whom she had felt herself so mysterioudly drawn
should have betrayed her! That at the very moment when she
had fled up the hillside to think of him more deliciously he
should have been hastening home to denounce her short-
comings! Sheremembered how, inthe darkness of her room,
she had covered her faceto press hisimagined kiss closer;
and her heart raged againgt himfor theliberty hehad not taken.

“Well, I’ll go,” shesaid suddenly. “I’ll goright off.”

“Gowhere?’ She heard the startled notein Mr. Royall’s
voice.

“Why, out of their old library: straight out, and never set foot
initagain. They needn’t think I’ m going towait round and let
them say they’ vedischarged me!”

“Charity—Charity Royall, you lisen——" he began, get-
ting heavily out of hischair; but shewaved him aside, and
walked out of theroom.

Upstairsshetook thelibrary key from the placewhere she
awayshidit under her pincushion—who said shewasn't care-
ful>—put on her hat, and swept down again and out into the
street. If Mr. Royd | heard her go hemadeno motionto detain
her: hissudden rages probably made him understand the use-



EdithWharton

lessnessof reasoningwith hers.

Shereached the brick templ e, unlocked the door and en-
teredintotheglacia twilight. “I’'mglad I’ ll never havetogtin
thisold vault again when other folksare out inthesun!” she
said aloud asthefamiliar chill took her. Shelooked with ab-
horrence at thelong dingy rows of books, the sheep-nosed
Minervaon her black pedestal, and the mild-faced young man
inahigh stock whose effigy pined above her desk. She meant
to takeout of thedrawer her roll of laceand thelibrary regis-
ter, and go straight to MissHatchard to announce her resigna:
tion. But suddenly agreat desolation overcame her, and she
sat down and laid her face against the desk. Her heart was
ravaged by life'scruelest discovery: thefirst creaturewho had
cometoward her out of the wilderness had brought her an-
guishinstead of joy. Shedid not cry; tears came hard to her,
and the stormsof her heart spent themselvesinwardly. But as
shesat therein her dumbwoe shefelt her lifeto betoo deso-
late, too ugly and intolerable.

“What havel ever donetoit, that it should hurt meso?’ she
groaned, and pressed her fistsagainst her lids, which were
beginning to swell withweeping.
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“I won't—I won't go therelooking likeahorror!” shemut-
tered, springing up and pushing back her hair asif it stifled her.
She opened the drawer, dragged out the register, and turned
toward thedoor. Asshedid so it opened, and theyoung man
fromMissHatchard’ scameinwhistling.

vV

HEe storreD AND LIFTED hishat with ashy smile. “1 beg your
pardon,” hesaid. “1 thought therewasno onehere.”

Charity stood beforehim, barring hisway. “ You can’'t come
in. Thelibrary ain’t opento the public Wednesdays.”

“1 know it’snot; but my cousin gave me her key.”

“MissHatchard sgot noright to give her key to other folks,
any more nl have. I’'mthelibrarianand | know the by-laws.
Thisismy library.”

Theyoung manlooked profoundly surprised.

“Why, I know itis; I’'mso sorry if you mind my coming.”

“| supposeyou cameto see what more you could say to set
her against me?But you needn’t trouble: it'smy library today,
but it won'’t be thistime tomorrow. I’ m on the way now to
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take her back the key and theregister.”

Young Harney’ sfacegrew grave, but without betraying the
consciousnessof guilt shehad looked for.

“1 don’t understand,” he said. “ There must be somemis-
take. Why should | say thingsagainst you to MissHatchard—
or to anyone?’

Theapparent evasiveness of thereply caused Charity’sin-
dignationto overflow. “I don’t know why you should. I could
understand OrmaFry’sdoing it, because she'sawayswanted
to get meout of hereever sincethefirst day. | can’t seewhy,
when she'sgot her own home, and her father towork for her;
nor lda Targatt, neither, when she got alegacy from her step-
brother on'y last year. But anyway wedl liveinthesameplace,
andwhenit'saplacelike North Dormer it'senough to make
peopl e hate each other just to have to walk down the same
Street every day. But you don't live here, and you don’t know
anything about any of us, sowhat did you haveto meddlefor?
Do you suppose the other girls d have kept the books any
better'n | did? Why, Orma Fry don’t hardly know a book
from aflat-iron! Andwhat if | don’t alwayssit round here
doing nothingtill it strikesfive up at thechurch? Who caresif
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the library’s open or shut? Do you suppose anybody ever
comes here for books? What they’d like to come for isto
meet thefdlowsthey’' regoingwithif I’ dlet‘em. But | wouldn't
let Bill Sollasfrom over thehill hang round herewaiting for the
youngest Targatt girl, becausel know him...that’sal...evenif |
don’t know about booksall I ought to....”

She stopped with achoking in her throat. Tremorsof rage
wererunning through her, and she steadied herself againgt the
edge of the desk lest he should see her weakness.

What he saw seemed to affect him deeply, for hegrew red
under hissunburn, and stammered out: “But, MissRoyall, |
assureyou...| assureyou...”

Hisdistressinflamed her anger, and sheregained her voice
tofling back: “1f | wasyou I’ d havethe nerveto stick to what
| sad!”

Thetaunt seemed to restore hispresence of mind. “1 hopel
shouldif I knew; but | don’t. Apparently something disagree-
able has happened, for which you think I’ mto blame. But |
don't know what itis, because !’ ve been up on Eagle Ridge
ever ancetheearly morning.”

“I don't know whereyou’ ve been thismorning, but | know
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youwere hereinthislibrary yesterday; and it wasyou that
went homeandtold your cousinthe bookswerein bad shape,
and brought her round to seehow I’ d neglected them.”

Young Harney looked sincerely concerned. “Wasthat what
youweretold?| don’t wonder you' reangry. Thebooksarein
bad shape, and assomeareinteresting it’sapity. | told Miss
Hatchard they were suffering from dampnessand lack of air;
and | brought her hereto show her how easily theplacecould
beventilated. | also told her you ought to have some oneto
help you do thedusting and airing. If you weregivenawrong
versionof what | said I’ msorry; but I’ m so fond of old books
that I’ d rather seethem madeinto abonfirethan | eft to moul der
away likethese”

Charity felt her sobsrising and tried to stifletheminwords.
“1 don’t care what you say you told her. All | know is she
thinksit'sall my fault, and I’m going tolosemy job, and |
wanted it more’ nanyoneinthevillage, becausel haven’t got
anybody belonging to me, the way other folks have. All |
wanted wasto put aside money enoughto get away from here
sometime. D’ you supposeif it hadn’'t beenfor that I’ d have
kept on Sitting day after day inthisold vault?’
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Of thisappeal her hearer took up only thelast question. “It
isanold vault; but need it be? That’sthe point. And it'smy
putting the question to my cousin that seemsto have beenthe
causeof thetrouble.” Hisglanceexplored themeancholy pen-
umbraof thelong narrow room, resting on the blotched walls,
the discoloured rows of books, and the stern rosewood desk
surmounted by the portrait of theyoung Honorius. “ Of course
it sabad job to do anything with abuilding jammed against a
hill likethisridiculous mausoleum: you couldn’t get agood
draught through it without blowing aholein the mountain. But
it can beventilated after afashion, andthesuncanbeletin: I'll
show you how if youlike....” Thearchitect’spassionfor im-
provement had aready made himlosesight of her grievance,
and helifted hisstick ingtructively toward the cornice. But her
slenceseemedtotell himthat shetook nointerestintheven-
tilation of thelibrary, and turning back to her abruptly heheld
out both hands. “L ook here—you don’t mean what you said?
Youdon'tredlly think I'd do anything to hurt you?’

A new notein hisvoicedisarmed her: no one had ever spo-
kento her inthat tone.

“Oh, what DID you doit for then?” shewailed. He had her
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handsin his, and shewasfeding the smooth touch that shehad
imagined theday beforeonthehillside.

He pressed her handslightly and let them go. “Why, to make
things pleasanter for you here; and better for the books. I'm
sorry if my cousintwisted aroundwhat | said. She'sexcitable,
and shelivesontrifles: | ought to haverememberedthat. Don't
punishmeby |etting her think you take her serioudy.”

It waswonderful to hear him speak of MissHatchard asif
shewereaquerulousbaby: in spite of hisshynesshehad the
air of power that the experience of cities probably gave. It
wasthefact of having lived in Nettleton that made lawyer
Royall, in spite of hisinfirmities, the strongest manin North
Dormer; and Charity wassurethat thisyoung man had livedin
bigger placesthan Nettleton.

Shefdtthat if shekept up her denunciatory tone hewould
secretly classher with MissHatchard; and the thought made
her suddenly smple.

“It don’t matter to MissHatchard how | take her. Mr. Royall
saysshe'sgoing to get atrained librarian; and I’ d sooner re-
sgnthan havethevillage say shesent meaway.”

“Naturally you would. But I’ m sure she doesn’t mean to
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send you away. At any rate, won't you give methe chanceto
find out first and let you know? It will betimeenoughtoresign
if ’'mmistaken.”

Her prideflamed into her cheeks at the suggestion of his
intervening. “1 don’t want anybody should coax her to keep
meif | don't suit.”

Hecolouredtoo. “1 giveyoumy word | won’t dothat. Only
wait till tomorrow, will you?’ Helooked straight into her eyes
with hisshy grey glance. “You can trust me, you know—you
redly can.”

All the old frozen woes seemed to melt in her, and shemur-
mured awkwardly, looking away fromhim: “Oh, I’ [l wait.”

V

THERE HAD NEVER BEEN Such aJunein Eagle County. Usuadly it
was amonth of moods, with abrupt alternations of belated
frost and mid-summer heat; thisyear, day followed day ina
sequence of temperate beauty. Every morning abreeze blew
steadily fromthehills. Toward noonit built up great canopies
of whitecloud that threw acool shadow over fiddsand woods;
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then before sunset the clouds dissolved again, and thewestern
light rained itsunobstructed brightnessonthevalley.

On such an afternoon Charity Royall lay onaridgeabovea
sunlit hollow, her face pressed to the earth and thewarm cur-
rentsof the grassrunning through her. Directly in her line of
visonablackberry branchladitsfrail whiteflowersand blue-
greenleavesagainst the sky. Just beyond, atuft of sweet-fern
uncurled between the beaded shoots of thegrass, and asmall
yellow butterfly vibrated over them like afleck of sunshine.
Thiswasall she saw; but shefelt, above her and about her, the
strong growth of the beeches clothing theridge, therounding
of palegreen coneson countless spruce-branches, the push of
myriads of sweet-fern frondsin the cracks of the stony dope
bel ow the wood, and the crowding shoots of meadowsweet
andydlow flagsinthepasturebeyond. All thisbubbling of sap
and dipping of sheathsand bursting of calyxeswascarriedto
her on mingled currentsof fragrance. Every leaf and bud and
blade seemed to contribute its exhal ation to the pervading
sweetnessin which the pungency of pine-sap prevailed over
the spice of thyme and the subtle perfume of fern, and all were
mergedinamoist earth-smell that waslikethe breath of some
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hugesun-warmedanimd.

Charity had laintherealong time, passive and sun-warmed
asthe dope onwhich shelay, when there came between her
eyesand the dancing butterfly the sight of aman’sfootina
largeworn boot covered with red mud.

“Oh, don't!” sheexclamed, raising hersdlf on her elbow and
stretching out awarning hand.

“Don’'twhat?’ ahoarse voice asked above her head.

“Don’t stamp on those brambl e flowers, you dolt!” she
retorted, springing to her knees. Thefoot paused and then
descended clumsily onthefrail branch, and raising her eyes
she saw above her the bewildered face of aslouching man
with athin sunburnt beard, and white arms showing through
hisragged shirt.

“Don’'tyouever SEE anything, Liff Hyatt?’ sheassaledhim,
ashe stood before her with thelook of amanwho hasstirred
up awasp’snest.

Hegrinned. “| seenyou! That'swhat | comedownfor.”

“Downfromwhere?’ shequestioned, stoopingto gather up
the petalshisfoot had scattered.

Hejerked histhumb toward the heights. “ Been cutting down
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treesfor Dan Targatt.”

Charity sank back on her heelsand looked at him musingly.
Shewasnotintheleast afraid of poor Liff Hyatt, though he
“camefromthe Mountain,” and some of the girlsran when
they saw him. Among the more reasonabl e he passed for a
harmless creature, asort of link between the mountain and
civilized folk, who occasionally came down and did alittle
wood cutting for afarmer when handswere short. Besides,
sheknew the Mountain peoplewould never hurt her: Liff him-
self had told her so oncewhen shewasalittlegirl, and had met
him one day at the edge of lawyer Royall’ s pasture. “ They
won't any of ‘emtouch you upthere, f’ ever you wasto come
up.... Butl don’'t s poseyouwill,” he had added phil osophi-
caly, looking at her new shoes, and at thered ribbon that Mrs.
Royall hadtiedin her hair.

Charity had, intruth, never felt any desiretovisit her birth-
place. Shedid not careto haveit known that shewasof the
Mountain, and was shy of being seenintalk with Liff Hyatt.
But today shewasnot sorry to have him appear. A great many
things had happened to her since the day when young Lucius
Harney had entered the doors of the Hatchard Memoria, but
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none, perhaps, so unforeseen asthefact of her suddenly find-
ing it aconvenienceto beon good termswith Liff Hyatt. She
continued tolook up curioudly at hisfreckled wegther-beaten
face, with feverish hollowsbe ow the cheekbonesand thepae
yellow eyesof aharmlessanimal. “| wonder if he'srelatedto
me?’ shethought, with ashiver of disdain.

“Isthereany folksliving inthe brown house by the swamp,
up under Porcupine?’ shepresently askedinanindifferent tone.

Liff Hyatt, for awhile, considered her with surprise; then he
scratched his head and shifted hisweight from onetattered
soletotheother.

“There salwaysthesamefolksinthebrownhouse,” hesaid
withhisvaguegrin.

“They’ refrom up your way, ain't they?’

“Ther name' sthesameasmine,” hergjoined uncertainly.

Charity still held himwith resoluteeyes. “ Seehere, | want to
gotheresomeday andtakeagentlemanwithmethat’ sboarding
with us. He'sup in these partsdrawing pictures.”

Shedidnot offer toexplanthisstatement. It wastoofar beyond
Liff Hyatt’slimitationsfor theattempt to beworth making. “He
wantsto seethebrown house, andgodl overit,” shepursued.
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Liff wasdtill running hisfingersperplexedly through hisshock
of straw-colored hair. “Isit afellow fromthecity?’ heasked.

“Yes. He draws pictures of things. He's down there now
drawing the Bonner house.” She pointed to achimney just
visibleover thedip of the pasture bel ow thewood.

“TheBonner house?’ Liff echoedincreduloudly.

“Yes. Youwon't understand—and it don’t matter. All | say
is. he'sgoing totheHyatts inaday or two.”

Liff looked more and more perplexed. “Bashisugly some-
timesintheafternoons.”

Shethrew her head back, her eyesfull onHyatt's. “I’m com-
ingtoo: youtd! him.”

“They won't none of them troubleyou, the Hyattswon't.
What d' you want atakeastranger with you though?’

I’vetold you, haven't I?'You vegot totell Bash Hyatt.”

Helooked away at the blue mountains on the horizon; then
his gaze dropped to the chimney-top bel ow the pasture.

“He'sdowntherenow?’

“Ves”

He shifted hisweight again, crossed hisarms, and continued
to survey thedistant landscape. “Well, solong,” hesaid at lat,
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inconclusively; and turning away he shambled up thehillside.
Fromtheledgeaboveher, hepausedto call down: “1 wouldn't
gothereaSunday”; then he clambered onttill thetrees closed
inon him. Presently, from high overhead, Charity heard the
ring of hisaxe.

Shelay onthewarmridge, thinking of many thingsthat the
woodsman'sappearance had stirred upin her. Sheknew noth-
ing of her early life, and had never felt any curiosity about it:
only asullen reluctanceto explorethe corner of her memory
where certain blurred imageslingered. But all that had hap-
pened to her within the last few weeks had stirred her to the
sleeping depths. She had become absorbingly interestingto
hersdlf, and everything that had to do with her past wasillumi-
nated by thissudden curiosity.

She hated morethan ever thefact of coming fromtheMoun-
tain; but it wasno longer indifferent to her. Everythingthat in
any way afected her wasdiveandvivid: eventhehateful things
had growninteresting becausethey wereapart of herself.

“1 wonder if Liff Hyatt knowswho my mother was?’ she
mused; and it filled her with atremor of surpriseto think that
somewoman who wasonceyoung and dight, with quick mo-
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tionsof theblood like hers, had carried her in her breast, and
watched her deeping. She had alwaysthought of her mother
as so long dead as to be no more than a nameless pinch of
earth; but now it occurred to her that the once-young woman
might beaive, and wrinkled and elf-locked like thewoman
she had sometimes seen in the door of the brown house that
LuciusHarney wanted to draw.

The thought brought him back to the central point in her
mind, and she strayed away from the conjecturesroused by
Liff Hyatt’spresence. Speculations concerning the past could
not hold her long when the present was so rich, thefuture so
rosy, and when Lucius Harney, a stone's throw away, was
bending over hissketch-book, frowning, cal culating, measur-
ing, and then throwing hishead back with the sudden smile
that had shed itsbrightnessover everything.

She scrambled to her feet, but as she did so she saw him
coming up the pasture and dropped down on the grass to
wait. When hewasdrawing and measuring oneof “ hishouses”
asshecalled them, she often strayed away by herself into the
woodsor up thehillside. It was partly from shynessthat she
did so: from a sense of inadequacy that came to her most

28

painfully when her companion, absorbedin hisjob, forgot her
ignorance and her inability to follow hisleast allusion, and
plunged into amonologueon art and life. To avoid the awk-
wardnessof listening with ablank face, and also to escapethe
surprised stare of theinhabitants of the housesbeforewhich
he would abruptly pull up their horse and open his sketch-
book, she dlipped away to some spot from which, without
being seen, she could watch him at work, or at least look
down on the house he was drawing. She had not been dis-
pleased, at first, to haveit known to North Dormer and the
neighborhood that shewasdriving MissHatchard'scousin
about the country inthe buggy hehad hired of lawyer Royall.
Shehad awayskept to herself, contemptuously aloof from
villagelove-making, without exactly knowing whether her fierce
pridewas dueto the sense of her tainted origin, or whether
shewasreserving hersdlf for amorebrilliant fate. Sometimes
sheenviedtheother girlstheir sentimenta preoccupations, their
long hoursof inarticulate philandering with oneof thefew youths
who still lingered inthevillage; but when she pictured herself
curling her hair or putting anew ribbon on her hat for Ben Fry
or one of the Sollasboysthefever dropped and sherelapsed
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intoindifference.

Now sheknew the meaning of her disdainsand reluctances.
She had |earned what she wasworth when Lucius Harney,
looking at her for thefirst time, had lost thethread of hisspeech,
and leaned reddening on the edge of her desk. But another
kind of shynesshad beenbornin her: aterror of exposing to
vulgar perilsthe sacred treasure of her happiness. Shewasnot
sorry to havethe neighborssuspect her of “goingwith” ayoung
man from the city; but she did not want it known to all the
countryside how many hoursof thelong June days she spent
with him. What she most feared wasthat theinevitable com-
mentsshould reach Mr. Roydll. Charity wasindinctively avare
that few things concerning her escaped the eyesof thesilent
man under whoseroof shelived; andin spiteof thelatitude
which North Dormer accorded to courting couples she had
alwaysfet that, on the day when she showed too open apref-
erence, Mr. Royal might, asshephrasedit, makeher “ pay for
it.” How, shedid not know; and her fear wasthe greater be-
causeit wasundefinable. If she had been accepting the atten-
tions of one of the village youths shewould have beenless
apprehengve: Mr. Roydl could not prevent her marryingwhen
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shechoseto. But everybody knew that “going withacity fel-
low” wasadifferent andlessgtraightforward affar: dmost every
village could show avictim of the perilousventure. And her
dread of Mr. Roydl’sintervention gave asharpenedjoy tothe
hours she spent with young Harney, and made her, at the same
time, shy of being too generally seenwith him.

Asheapproached sheroseto her knees, stretching her arms
above her head with theindolent gesture that was her way of
expressing aprofound well-being.

“1’m going to take you to that house up under Porcupine,”
sheannounced.

“What house? Oh, yes; that ramshackle place near the
swamp, with thegipsy-looking people hanging about. It'scu-
riousthat ahousewith traces of real architecture should have
been built in such aplace. But the peoplewere asulky-look-
ing lot—do you supposethey’ll let usin?’

“They’ll dowhatever | tell them,” shesaid with assurance.

Hethrew himself down beside her. “Will they?” hergoined
withasmile. “Well, | should liketo seewhat’sleft insdethe
house. And | should liketo haveatak with the people. Who
wasit who wastelling methe other day that they had come
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downfromtheMountain?’

Charity shot asideward look at him. It wasthefirst timehe
had spoken of the M ountain except asafeature of the land-
scape. What e sedid heknow about it, and about her relation
toit?Her heart beganto beat with thefierceimpulseof resis-
tancewhich sheingtinctively opposedto every imagined dight.

“TheMountain?l ain’'t afraid of theMountain!”

Her tone of defiance seemed to escape him. Helay breast-
down onthegrass, breaking off sprigsof thymeand pressing
them against hislips. Far off, above thefolds of the nearer
hills, theMountainthrust itself up menacingly against ayellow
SUNsL.

“1 must go up there someday: | want to seeit,” he contin-
ued.

Her heart-beats d ackened and she turned again to examine
hisprofile. It wasinnocent of al unfriendly intention.

“What' d you want to go up theMountainfor?’

“Why, it must berather acuriousplace. There saqueer colony
upthere, you know: sort of out-laws, alittleindependent king-
dom. Of courseyou’ ve heard them spoken of; but I’ mtold they
have nothing to do with the peopleinthevalleys—rather look
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down onthem, infact. | supposethey’ rerough customers; but
they must haveagood ded of character.”

Shedid not quiteknow what hemeant by having agood dedl
of character; but histonewas expressive of admiration, and
deepened her dawning curiogity. It struck her now asstrange
that sheknew sollittleabout the Mountain. She had never asked,
and no one had ever offered to enlighten her. North Dormer
took the Mountainfor granted, and implied itsdisparagement
by anintonation rather than by explicit criticism.

“It'squeer, you know,” he continued, “that, just over there,
on top of that hill, there should be ahandful of peoplewho
don't giveadamn for anybody.”

Thewordsthrilled her. They seemed the clueto her own
revoltsand defiances, and shelonged to havehimtell her more.

“1 don’t know much about them. Have they always been
there?’

“Nobody seemsto know exactly how long. Down at Creston
they told methat thefirst colonistsare supposed to have been
men who worked on therailway that wasbuilt forty or fifty
years ago between Springfield and Nettleton. Some of them
took to drink, or got into trouble with the police, and went
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off—disappeared into thewoods. A year or two | ater there
wasareport that they wereliving up ontheMountain. Then|
suppose othersjoined them—and children were born. Now
they say thereare over ahundred peopleup there. They seem
to be quite outside thejurisdiction of thevalleys. No schooal,
no church—and no sheriff ever goesup to seewhat they’re
about. But don’t peopleever talk of them at North Dormer?’

“1 don’'t know. They say they’ rebad.”

Helaughed. “ Do they?We' Il go and see, shall we?’

Sheflushed at the suggestion, and turned her faceto his.
“You never heard, | suppose—I comefromthere. They brought
medownwhen| waslittle.”

“You?’ Heraised himsalf on hiselbow, looking at her with
suddeninterest. “ You' refrom the Mountain? How curious! |
supposethat’swhy you' reso different....”

Her happy blood bathed her to the forehead. He was
praising her—and praising her because she camefrom the
Mountain!

“Aml...different?” shetriumphed, with affected wonder.

“Oh, awfully!” Hepicked up her hand and laid akissonthe
sunburnt knuckles.
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“Come,” hesaid, “let’sbeoff.” He stood up and shook the
grassfrom hisloosegrey clothes. “What agood day! Where
areyou going to take metomorrow?’

\

THAT EVENING AFTER sUPPER Charity sat doneinthekitchenand
listened to Mr. Royall and young Harney talkinginthe porch.

Shehad remained indoors after the table had been cleared
and old Verena had hobbled up to bed. The kitchen window
wasopen, and Charity seated herself near it, her idlehandson
her knee. The evening was cool and still. Beyond the black
hillsan amber west passed into palegreen, and then to adeep
blueinwhich agreat star hung. The soft hoot of alittle owl
camethrough thedusk, and betweenitscallsthemen’svoices
roseandfell.

Mr. Royall’swasfull of asonorous satisfaction. It wasa
long timesince hehad had anyone of LuciusHarney’squality
totalk to: Charity divined that the young man symbolized all
hisruined and unforgotten past. When MissHatchard had been
calledto Springfield by theillness of awidowed sister, and
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young Harney, by that time serioudy embarked on histask of
drawing and measuring al the old houses between Nettleton
and the New Hampshire border, had suggested the possibility
of boarding at thered housein hiscousin’sabsence, Charity
had trembled lest Mr. Royall should refuse. There had been
no question of lodging theyoung man: therewasno roomfor
him. But it appeared that hecould ill liveat MissHatchard's
if Mr. Royall would let him take hismeals at the red house;
and after aday’ sdeliberation Mr. Royal | consented.

Charity suspected him of being glad of thechanceto makea
littlemoney. He had thereputation of being an avariciousman,
but shewas beginning to think he was probably poorer than
peopleknew. Hispractice had becomelittlemorethan avague
legend, revived only at lengthening intervalsby asummonsto
Hepburn or Nettleton; and he appeared to depend for hisliv-
ing mainly onthe scant produce of hisfarm, and on the com-
missionsreceived fromthefew insurance agenciesthat herep-
resentedintheneighbourhood. At any rate, hehad been prompt
inaccepting Harney’soffer to hirethebuggy at adollar and a
half aday; and hissatisfactionwith the bargain had manifested
itself, unexpectedly enough, at theend of thefirst week, by his
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tossing aten-dollar bill into Charity’slap asshe sat oneday
retrimming her old hat.

“Here—go get yourself aSunday bonnet that’ Il makeall the
other girlsmad,” hesaid, looking at her with asheepishtwinkle
in hisdeep-set eyes, and sheimmediately guessed that the
unwonted present—the only gift of money she had ever re-
ceived from him—represented Harney’ sfirst payment.

But the young man’s coming had brought Mr. Royall other
than pecuniary benefit. It gavehim, for thefirst timeinyears, a
man’ scompanionship. Charity had only adim understanding of
her guardian’sneeds; but sheknew hefelt himself abovethe
peopleamong whom helived, and she saw that L uciusHarney
thought him so. Shewas surprised to find how well he seemed
totalk now that he had alistener who understood him; and she
wasequdly struck by young Harney' sfriendly deference.

Their conversation was mostly about politics, and beyond
her range; but tonight it had apeculiar interest for her, for they
had begun to speak of the Mountain. Shedrew back alittle,
lest they should see shewasin hearing.

“TheMountain? TheMountain?’ sheheard Mr. Royd| say.
“Why, theMountain’sablot—that'swhat itis, Sir, ablot. That
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scum up thereought to have been runinlong ago—and would
have, if the people down here hadn’t been clean scared of
them. The Mountain belongsto thistownship, andit’sNorth
Dormer’sfault if there’ sagang of thievesand outlawsliving
over there, in sight of us, defying thelaws of their country.
Why, thereain’t asheriff or atax-collector or acoroner’ d durst
go up there. When they hear of trouble on the Mountain the
selectmen look the other way, and pass an appropriation to
beauitify thetown pump. Theonly manthat ever goesupisthe
minister, and hegoesbecausethey send downand get himwhen-
ever there sany of themdies. They think alot of Chrigtian burid
ontheMountain—but | never heard of their havingtheminister
up to marry them. And they never trouble the Justice of the
Peaceether. They just herd together likethe heathen.”

Hewent on, explaining in somewhat technica languagehow
thelittle colony of squatters had contrived to keep thelaw at
bay, and Charity, with burning eagerness, awaited young
Harney’s comment; but the young man seemed more con-
cerned to hear Mr. Royall’sviewsthan to expresshisown.

“1 supposeyou’ ve never been up thereyourself?’ hepres-
ently asked.
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“Yes, | have,” said Mr. Royall with acontemptuouslaugh.
“Thewiseacresdown heretold mel’d bedonefor beforel
got back; but nobody lifted afinger to hurt me. And I’ djust
had one of their gang sent up for seven yearstoo.”

“Youwent up after that?”

“Yes, gir: right after it. Thefellow camedown to Nettleton
and ran amuck, the way they sometimes do. After they’ve
done awood-cutting job they comedown and blow themoney
in; and this man ended up with mandaughter. | got him con-
victed, though they were scared of the Mountain even at
Nettleton; and then aqueer thing happened. Thefellow sent
for meto go and seehimingaol. | went, and thisiswhat he
says. ‘ Thefool that defended meisachicken-livered son of
a—andadl therestof it,” hesays. ‘I’ vegot ajobto bedonefor
me up on the Mountain, and you'retheonly man | seenin
court that looksasif he'ddoit.” Hetold mehehad achild up
there—or thought he had—alittle girl; and he wanted her
brought down and reared likea Christian. | wassorry for the
fellow, so | went up and got thechild.” He paused, and Char-
ity listened with athrobbing heart. “ That’stheonly timel ever
went uptheMountain,” he concluded.



SUmmer

Therewasamoment’ssilence; then Harney spoke. “And
the child—had sheno mother?’

“Oh, yes: therewasamother. But shewasglad enoughto
have her go. She’ d havegiven her toanybody. They ain’t half
human up there. | guessthe mother’ sdead by now, withthe
lifeshewasleading. Anyhow, I’ ve never heard of her from
that day tothis.”

“My God, how ghastly,” Harney murmured; and Charity,
choking with humiliation, sprang to her feet and ran upstairs.
Sheknew at last: knew that she wasthe child of adrunken
convict and of amother who wasn’t “half human,” and was
glad to have her go; and shehad heard thishistory of her origin
related to the one being in whose eyes she longed to appear
superior to the people about her! She had noticed that Mr.
Royall had not named her, had even avoided any alusion that
might identify her with the child hehad brought down fromthe
Mountain; and she knew it was out of regard for her that he
had kept silent. But of what usewashisdiscretion, snceonly
that afternoon, mided by Harney'sinterest inthe out-law colony,
she had boasted to him of coming from the Mountain? Now
every word that had been spoken showed her how such an

34

origin must widen the distance between them.

During histendays sojournat North Dormer LuciusHarney
had not spoken aword of loveto her. He had intervened in
her behalf with hiscousin, and had convinced MissHatchard
of her meritsasalibrarian; but that wasasmpleact of justice,
sinceit washby hisown fault that those meritshad been ques-
tioned. He had asked her to drive him about the country when
hehired lawvyer Royal’sbuggy to go on hissketching expedi-
tions; but that too was natural enough, sncehewasunfamiliar
withtheregion. Lastly, when hiscousinwascalled to Spring-
field, he had begged Mr. Royall to receive him asaboarder;
but where elsein North Dormer could he have boarded? Not
with Carrick Fry, whosewifewasparaysed, and whoselarge
family crowded histableto over-flowing; not with the Targatts,
who lived amileup theroad, nor with poor old Mrs. Hawes,
who, since her eldest daughter had deserted her, barely had
the strength to cook her own mealswhile Ally picked up her
living asaseamstress. Mr. Royall’ swastheonly housewhere
the young man could have been offered adecent hospitality.
There had been nothing, therefore, in the outward course of
eventsto raisein Charity’s breast the hopes with which it
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trembled. But beneaththevisbleincdentsresultingfromLucius
Harney’sarrival thereran an undercurrent asmysteriousand
potent astheinfluence that makestheforest break into |eaf
beforetheiceisoff the pools.

The business on which Harney had come was authentic;
Charity had seentheletter fromaNew York publisher com-
missioning himto makeastudy of thee ghteenth century houses
inthelessfamiliar digrictsof New England. Butincomprehen-
sbleasthewholeaffair wasto her, and hard asshefoundit to
understand why he paused enchanted before certain neglected
and paintlesshouses, whileothers, refurbished and “improved”
by thelocal builder, did not arrest aglance, she could not but
suspect that Eagle County waslessrichin architecturethan he
averred, and that the duration of hisstay (which he had fixed
at amonth) was not unconnected with thelook in hiseyes
when hehad first paused before her inthelibrary. Everything
that had followed seemed to have grown out of that look: his
way of speaking to her, hisquicknessin catching her meaning,
hisevident eagernessto prolong their excursonsandto seize
on every chance of being with her.

Thesgnsof hisliking weremanifest enough; but it washard
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to guess how much they meant, because his manner was so
different from anything North Dormer had ever shown her. He
was at once simpler and more deferential than any one she
had known; and sometimesit wasjust when hewassmplest
that she most felt the distance between them. Education and
opportunity had divided them by awidth that no effort of hers
could bridge, and even when hisyouth and hisadmiration
brought him nearest, some chance word, some unconscious
alusion, seemed to thrust her back acrossthe guilf.

Never had it yawned so wide as when she fled up to her
room carrying with her theecho of Mr. Royall’stale. Her first
confused thought wasthe prayer that shemight never seeyoung
Harney again. It wastoo bitter to picture him asthe detached
impartial listener tosuchastory. “| wishhe' dgoaway: | wish
he’ d go tomorrow, and never comeback!” shemoaned to her
pillow; and far into the night shelay there, in the disordered
dress she had forgotten to take off, her whole soul atossing
misery onwhich her hopesand dreams spun about likedrown-
ing straws.
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OF ALL THIS TuMULT only a vague heart-soreness was | eft
when she opened her eyesthe next morning. Her first thought
was of theweather, for Harney had asked her totakehimto
the brown house under Porcupine, and then around by Hamblin;
and asthetrip wasalong onethey wereto start at nine. The
sunrosewithout acloud, and earlier than usua shewasinthe
kitchen, making cheese sandwiches, decanting buttermilk into
abottle, wrapping up dicesof applepie, and accusing Verena
of having given away abasket she needed, which had always
hung on ahook in the passage. When she came out into the
porch, inher pink cdico, which had run alittlein thewashing,
but was still bright enough to set off her dark tints, she had
such atriumphant sense of being apart of the sunlight and the
morning that thelast trace of her misery vanished. What did it
matter where she camefrom, or whose child shewas, when
love was dancing in her veins, and down the road she saw
young Harney coming toward her?

Mr. Royall wasin the porch too. He had said nothing at
breakfast, but when she cameout in her pink dress, the basket
inher hand, helooked at her with surprise. “Whereyou going
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to?’ heasked.

“Why—Mr. Harney'sstarting earlier than usual today,” she
answered.

“Mr. Harney, Mr. Harney? Ain’t Mr. Harney learned how
todriveahorseyet?’

She made no answer, and he sat tilted back in his chair,
drumming ontherail of theporch. It wasthefirst timehehad
ever spoken of theyoung maninthat tone, and Charity felta
faint chill of apprehension. After amoment he stood up and
walked away toward thebit of ground behind the house, where
thehired manwashoeing.

Theair wascool and clear, with theautumnal sparklethat a
northwind bringstothehillsinearly summer, and thenight had
been so il that the dew hung on everything, not asalingering
moisture, but in separate beadsthat glittered likediamondson
thefernsand grasses. It wasalong driveto thefoot of Porcu-
pine: first acrossthevalley, with blue hillsbounding the open
dopes, then downinto the beech-woods, following the course
of the Creston, abrown brook leaping over velvet ledges;
then out again onto thefarm-lands about Creston L ake, and
gradudly uptheridgesof theEagleRange. At last they reached
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theyoke of the hills, and before them opened another valley,
greenandwild, and beyondit more blue helghtseddying away
tothesky likethewavesof arecedingtide.

Harney tied the horseto atree-stump, and they unpacked
their basket under an aged walnut with ariven trunk out of
which bumblebees darted. The sun had grown hot, and be-
hind them was the noonday murmur of the forest. Summer
insectsdanced ontheair, and aflock of whitebutterfliesfanned
the mobiletipsof the crimson fireweed. Inthevalley below
not ahousewasvisible; it seemed asif Charity Royall and
young Harney weretheonly living beingsin thegreet hollow of
earth and sky.

Charity’ sspiritsflagged and disquieting thoughts stole back
on her. Young Harney had grown silent, and ashelay beside
her, hisarmsunder hishead, hiseyesonthe network of leaves
abovehim, shewonderedif heweremusing onwhat Mr. Royall
had told him, andif it had really debased her in histhoughts.
Shewished he had not asked her to take him that day to the
brown house; shedid not want himto seethe people shecame
fromwhilethestory of her birthwasfreshinhismind. More
than once she had been on the point of suggesting that they
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should follow theridge and drive straight to Hamblin, where
therewasalittle deserted house he wanted to see; but shyness
and pride held her back. “He' d better know what kind of
folksl belongto,” shesaidto herself, with asomewhat forced
defiance; for inredlity it wasshamethat kept her silent.

Suddenly shelifted her hand and pointedtothesky. “ There's
astormcomingup.”

Hefollowed her glanceand smiled. “Isit that scrap of cloud
among the pinesthat frightensyou?’

“It'sover theMountain; and acloud over theMountain al-
waysmeanstrouble.”

“Oh, | don't believe half the bad thingsyou all say of the
Mountain! But anyhow, we' |l get down to the brown house
beforetherain comes.”

He was not far wrong, for only afew isolated drops had
falenwhen they turnedinto theroad under the shaggy flank of
Porcupine, and came upon the brown house. It stood alone
besideaswamp bordered with dder thicketsand tall bulrushes.
Not another dwelling wasin sight, and it was hard to guess
what motive could have actuated the early settler who had
made hishomein so unfriendly aspot.
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Charity had picked up enough of her companion’serudition
to understand what had attracted him to the house. She no-
ticed thefan-shaped tracery of thebroken light abovethedoor,
theflutings of the paintless pilasters at the corners, and the
round window set in the gable; and sheknew that, for reasons
that still escaped her, these were things to be admired and
recorded. Still, they had seen other housesfar more“typical”
(the word was Harney’s); and as he threw the reins on the
horse'sneck hesaid with adight shiver of repugnance: “We
won't stay long.”

Against therestlessaldersturning their whitelining to the
storm the houselooked singularly desolate. The paint wasal-
most gonefrom the clap-boards, thewindow-paneswerebro-
ken and patched with rags, and the garden was a poisonous
tangle of nettles, burdocksand tall swamp-weedsover which
big blue-bottleshummed.

At the sound of wheelsachild with atow-head and pale
eyeslikeLiff Hyatt's peered over thefence and then slipped
away behind an out-house. Harney jumped down and hel ped
Charity out; and ashedid so therain broke on them. It came
dant-wise, onafuriousgale, laying shrubsand young trees
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flat, tearing off their leaveslikean autumn storm, turning the
road into ariver, and making hissing poolsof every hollow.
Thunder rolled incessantly through theroar of therain, anda
strangeglitter of light ran along the ground under theincreasing
blackness.

“Lucky we' rehereafter al,” Harney laughed. Hefastened
thehorse under ahalf-roofless shed, and wrapping Charity in
his coat ran with her to the house. The boy had not reap-
peared, and astherewas no responseto their knocks Harney
turned the door-handle and they went in.

There were three peoplein the kitchen to which the door
admitted them. An old woman with ahandkerchief over her
head wassitting by thewindow. Sheheld as ckly-lookingkitten
on her knees, and whenever it jumped down and tried to limp
away she stooped and lifted it back without any change of her
aged, unnoticing face. Another woman, the unkempt creature
that Charity had oncenoticedindriving by, Sood leaning against
thewindow-frame and stared at them; and near the stove an
unshaved manin atattered shirt sat onabarrel adeep.

The placewasbare and miserableand theair heavy withthe
smell of dirt and staletobacco. Charity’sheart sank. Old de-
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rided tales of the M ountain people came back to her, and the
woman'sstarewas so disconcerting, and theface of thedeep-
ing man so sodden and bestidl, that her disgust wastinged with
avaguedread. Shewasnot afraid for herself; sheknew the
Hyattswould not belikely to trouble her; but shewasnot sure
how they wouldtreat a“ city fellow.”

LuciusHarney would certainly havelaughed a her fears. He
glanced about theroom, uttered agenera “How areyou?’ to
which no oneresponded, and then asked the younger woman
if they might take shelter till the stormwasover.

Sheturned her eyesaway from him and looked at Charity.

“You rethegirl fromRoyadl’s, an’'tyou?’

Thecolour rosein Charity’sface. “I’m Charity Royall,” she
said, asif asserting her right to the namein the very place
whereit might have been most opento question.

Thewomandid not seemtonoatice. “ Youkingtay,” shemerely
said; then sheturned away and stooped over adishinwhich
shewasdtirring something.

Harney and Charity sat down on abench made of aboard
resting ontwo starch boxes. They faced adoor hangingona
broken hinge, and through the crack they saw theeyes of the
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tow-headed boy and of apalelittlegirl with ascar acrossher
cheek. Charity smiled, and signed to thechildrento comein;
but as soon asthey saw they were discovered they dlipped
away on barefeet. It occurred to her that they were afraid of
rousing the sleeping man; and probably the woman shared
their fear, for she moved about as noiselessly and avoided
going near thestove.

Therain continued to beat against the house, and inone or
two placesit sent astream through the patched panesandran
into poolsonthefloor. Every now and then the kitten mewed
and struggled down, and the old woman stooped and caught
it, holding it tight in her bony hands; and onceor twicetheman
onthebarrd half woke, changed hispositionand dozed again,
hishead falling forward on hishairy breast. Asthe minutes
passed, and therain still streamed againgt thewindows, aloath-
ing of the place and the people cameover Charity. Thesight of
theweak-minded old woman, of the cowed children, and the
ragged man deeping off hisliquor, madethe setting of her own
lifeseemavigon of peaceand plenty. Shethought of thekitchen
a Mr. Royal’s, withitsscrubbed floor and dresser full of china,
and the peculiar smell of yeast and coffee and soft-soap that
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she had aways hated, but that now seemed the very symbol
of household order. Shesaw Mr. Royall’sroom, withthehigh-
backed horsehair chair, thefaded rag carpet, therow of books
onashdf, theengraving of “ The Surrender of Burgoyne’ over
the stove, and the mat with abrown and white spaniel ona
moss-green border. And then her mind travelled to Miss
Hatchard' s house, where all wasfreshness, purity and fra-
grance, and compared to which the red house had always
seemed so poor and plain.

“Thisiswherel belong—thisiswherel belong,” she kept
repeating to herself; but the words had no meaning for her.
Every ingtinct and habit made her astranger among these poor
swamp-peoplelivinglikevermininther lair. With al her soul
she wished she had not yielded to Harney’s curiosity, and
brought himthere.

Therain had drenched her, and she began to shiver under
thethinfoldsof her dress. The younger woman must have
noticed it, for shewent out of theroom and cameback witha
broken tea-cup which sheoffered to Charity. It washalf full of
whiskey, and Charity shook her head; but Harney took the
cupand put hislipstoit. When hehad set it down Charity saw
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him feel in hispocket and draw out adollar; he hesitated a
moment, and then put it back, and she guessed that hedid not
wish her to see him offering money to people she had spoken
of asbeing her kin.

Thedeeping man gtirred, lifted hishead and opened hiseyes.
They rested vacantly for amoment on Charity and Harney, and
then closed again, and hishead drooped; but alook of anxiety
cameinto thewoman'’sface. She glanced out of thewindow
andthencameuptoHarney. “I guessyou better go dong now,”
shesad. Theyoung man understood and got to hisfeet. “ Thank
you,” hesaid, holding out hishand. She seemed not to notice
the gesture, and turned away asthey opened thedoor.

Therainwasstill coming down, but they hardly noticed it:
thepureair waslikebalmintheir faces. Thecloudswererising
and breaking, and between their edgesthelight streamed down
from remote blue hollows. Harney untied the horse, and they
drove off through the diminishing rain, which was already
beaded with sunlight.

For awhile Charity wassilent, and her companion did not
speak. Shelooked timidly at hisprofile: it wasgraver than
usual, as though he too were oppressed by what they had
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seen. Then shebrokeout abruptly: “ Those people back there
arethekind of folksl comefrom. They may bemy relations,
foral | know.” Shedid not want himto think that sheregret-
ted having told him her story.

“Poor creatures,” hergoined. “1 wonder why they came
downtothat fever-hole.”

Shelaughedironicaly. “ To better themselves! It'sworseup
ontheMountain. Bash Hyatt married thedaughter of thefarmer
that used to own the brown house. That washim by the stove,
| suppose.”

Harney seemed to find nothing to say and shewent on: “|
saw you take out adollar to giveto that poor woman. Why
didyou put it back?’

Hereddened, and leaned forward to flick aswamp-fly from
thehorse'sneck. “1 wasn't sure——"

“Wasit becauseyou knew they weremy folks, and thought
I’ d be ashamed to seeyou givethem money?’

Heturned to her with eyesfull of reproach. “ Oh, Charity—
—" It wasthefirst time he had ever called her by her name.
Her misery welled over.

“l ain't—I ain’t ashamed. They’ remy people, and | ain’t
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ashamed of them,” she sobbed.

“My dear...” hemurmured, putting hisarm about her; and
sheleaned against him and wept out her pain.

It wastoo late to go around to Hamblin, and al the stars
wereout inaclear sky when they reached the North Dormer
valley and droveuptothered house.

VI

SINCE HER REINSTATEMENT in MissHatchard' sfavour Charity
had not dared to curtail by amoment her hours of attendance
at thelibrary. She even made apoint of arriving beforethe
time, and showed alaudabl e indignation when the youngest
Targatt girl, who had been engaged to helpin the cleaning and
rearranging of the books, cametrailingin late and neglected
her task to peer through thewindow at the Sollasboy. Never-
theless, “library days’ seemed morethan ever irksometo Char-
ity after her vivid hoursof liberty; and shewould havefound it
hard to set agood exampleto her subordinateif LuciusHarney
had not been commissioned, before MissHatchard’s depar-
ture, to examinewith thelocal carpenter the best means of
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ventilatingthe*Memorid.”

Hewas careful to prosecutethisinquiry on the dayswhen
thelibrary was opento the public; and Charity wastherefore
sure of spending part of the afternoon in hiscompany. The
Targatt girl’s presence, and therisk of being interrupted by
some passer-by suddenly smittenwith athirst for letters, re-
stricted their intercourse to the exchange of commonpl aces;
but therewas afascination to Charity in the contrast between
thesepubliccivilitiesandtheir secret intimacy.

Theday after their driveto the brown housewas*library
day,” and shesat at her desk working at therevised catal ogue,
whilethe Targatt girl, one eye on thewindow, chanted out the
titlesof apileof books. Charity’sthoughtswerefar away, in
the dismal house by the swamp, and under the twilight sky
during thelong drive home, when LuciusHarney had con-
soled her with endearing words. That day, for thefirst time
since he had been boarding with them, he had failed to appear
asusua at themidday medl. No messagehad cometo explain
hisabsence, and Mr. Royall, who was morethan usualy taci-
turn, had betrayed no surprise, and made no comment. In it-
self thisindifferencewasnot particularly significant, for Mr.
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Royal, incommonwith most of hisfellow-citizens, had away
of accepting eventspassively, asif hehadlong sincecometo
the conclusionthat no onewho lived in North Dormer could
hopeto modify them. But to Charity, inthereaction from her
mood of passionate exatation, therewas something disquiet-
inginhisslence. It wasamost asif LuciusHarney had never
had apartintheir lives: Mr. Roydl’simperturbableindiffer-
ence seemed to relegate him to the domain of unredlity.

Asshesat at work, shetried to shake off her disappoint-
ment at Harney’s non-appearing. Sometrifling incident had
probably kept him from joining them at midday; but shewas
surehe must be eager to see her again, and that hewould not
want towait till they met at supper, between Mr. Royall and
Verena. Shewaswondering what hisfirst wordswould be,
and trying to devise away of getting rid of the Targatt girl
before he came, when she heard stepsoutside, and hewalked
up the pathwith Mr. Miles.

The clergyman from Hepburn seldom cameto North Dor-
mer except when hedrove over to officiate at the old white
church which, by an unusual chance, happened to belong to
the Episcopa communion. Hewasabrisk affableman, eager
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to makethe most of thefact that alittle nucleus of “ church-
people’ had survived inthe sectarian wilderness, and resol ved
to underminetheinfluence of the ginger-bread-coloured Bap-
tist chapel at the other end of thevillage; but hewaskept busy
by parochia work at Hepburn, wherethere were paper-mills
and saloons, and it was not often that he could sparetimefor
North Dormer.

Charity, whowent tothewhitechurch (likedl thebest people
inNorth Dormer), admired Mr. Miles, and had even, during
thememorabletrip to Nettleton, imagined herself marriedtoa
man who had such astraight noseand such abeautiful way of
speaking, and who lived in abrown-stone rectory covered
with Virginiacreeper. It had been ashock to discover that the
privilegewasdready enjoyed by alady with crimped hair and
alargebaby; but thearrival of LuciusHarney had long since
banished Mr. Milesfrom Charity’sdreams, and ashewa ked
up thepath at Harney’ssdeshesaw himasheredly was. afat
middle-aged man with abal dness showing under hisclerical
hat, and spectacles on his Grecian nose. Shewondered what
had called himto North Dormer on aweekday, andfelt alittle
hurt that Harney should have brought himtothelibrary.
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It presently appeared that his presence there was due to
MissHatchard. He had been spending afew daysat Spring-
field, tofill afriend spulpit, and had been consulted by Miss
Hatchard asto young Harney’splanfor ventilating the“Me-
morid.” Tolay handsontheHatchard ark wasagrave matter,
and MissHatchard, dwaysfull of scruplesabout her scruples
(itwasHarney’sphrase), wished to have Mr. Miles'sopinion
beforedeciding.

“I couldn’'t,” Mr. Milesexplained, “ quite make out from
your cousin what changes you wanted to make, and asthe
other trustees did not understand either | thought | had bet-
ter drive over and take alook—though I’m sure,” he added,
turning hisfriendly spectacles on the young man, “that no
one could be more competent—but of course this spot has
itspeculiar sanctity!”

“I hopealittlefresh air won't desecrateit,” Harney laugh-
ingly rejoined; and they walked to the other end of thelibrary
while he set forth hisideato the Rector.

Mr. Mileshad greeted thetwo girlswith hisusual friendli-
ness, but Charity saw that hewas occupied with other things,
and she presently became aware, by the scraps of conversa-
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tiondrifting over to her, that hewasstill under the charm of his
vistto Springfield, which appeared to have been full of agree-
ableincidents.

“Ah, the Coopersons...yes, you know them, of course,” she
heard. “That’s afine old house! And Ned Cooperson has
collected somered|y remarkableimpressionist pictures....” The
names he cited were unknown to Charity. “Yes; yes; the
Schaefer quartette played at Lyric Hall on Saturday evening;
andonMonday | had theprivilegeof hearingthemagainat the
Towers. Beautifully done...Bach and Beethoven...alawn-party
first...l saw MissBalch several times, by theway...looking
extremely handsome....”

Charity dropped her pencil and forgot to listento the Targatt
girl’ssing-song. Why had Mr. Miles suddenly brought up
Annabel Balch’'sname?

“Oh, redly?’ sheheard Harney rgoin; and, raising hisstick,
he pursued: “ You see, my planisto movethese shelvesaway,
and open around window inthiswall, on the axisof theone
under the pediment.”

“1 suppose she' |l be coming up herelater to stay with Miss
Hatchard?’ Mr. Mileswent on, following on histrain of thought;

then, spinning about andtilting hishead back: * Yes, yes, | sse—
| understand: that will giveadraught without materidly atering
thelook of things. | can see no abjection.”

Thediscussonwent onfor someminutes, and gradualy the
two men moved back toward the desk. Mr. Miles stopped
again and looked thoughtfully at Charity. “ Aren’t you alittle
pale, my dear? Not overworking? Mr. Harney tellsmeyou
and Mamiearegivingthelibrary athorough overhauling.” He
wasaways careful to remember hisparishioners’ Christian
names, and at the right moment he bent his benignant spec-
taclesonthe Targatt girl.

Then heturnedto Charity. “ Don't takethingshard, my dear;
don’t take things hard. Come down and see Mrs. Milesand
me some day at Hepburn,” he said, pressing her hand and
waving afarewell to Mamie Targatt. He went out of theli-
brary, and Harney followed him.

Charity thought she detected alook of constraintinHarney’s
eyes. Shefancied he did not want to be alone with her; and
with asudden pang shewondered if he repented the tender
thingshe had said to her thenight before. Hiswordshad been
morefraternal thanlover-like; but shehadlost their exact sense
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inthecaressng warmth of hisvoice. Hehad made her fedl that
thefact of her being awaif from the Mountain wasonly an-
other reason for holding her closeand soothing her with con-
solatory murmurs; and when the drive was over, and she got
out of the buggy, tired, cold, and aching with emotion, she
stepped asif the ground wereasunlit wave and shethe spray
onitscrest.

Why, then, had hismanner suddenly changed, and why did
heleavethelibrary with Mr. Miles? Her restlessimagination
fastened on the name of Annabel Balch: from themoment it
had been mentioned shefancied that Harney’ sexpression had
atered. Annabel Bachat agarden-party at Springfield, look-
ing “extremely handsome’ ... perhapsMr. Mileshad seen her
there at the very moment when Charity and Harney were sit-
tingintheHyatts hovel, between adrunkard and ahalf-wit-
ted old woman! Charity did not know exactly what agarden-
party was, but her glimpse of the flower-edged lawns of
Nettleton hel ped her to visudizethe scene, and enviousrecol -
lectionsof the*old things” which MissBa ch avowedly “wore
out” when shecameto North Dormer madeit only too easy to
picture her in her splendour. Charity understood what asso-
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ciationsthename must have caled up, and fet the usal essness
of struggling againgt theunseeninfluencesin Harney'slife.

When she came down from her room for supper hewasnot
there; and while shewaited in the porch sherecalled thetone
inwhich Mr. Royall had commented the day beforeon their
early start. Mr. Royall sat at her side, hischair tilted back, his
broad black bootswith side-elasticsresting against thelower
bar of therailings. Hisrumpled grey hair stood up abovehis
forehead likethe crest of an angry bird, and theleather-brown
of hisveined cheekswasblotched with red. Charity knew that
thosered spotswerethe signsof acoming explosion.

Suddenly he said: “Where's supper? Has Verena Marsh
dipped up again on her soda-biscuits?’

Charity threw agtartled glanceat him. “| presumeshe' swait-
ingfor Mr. Harney.”

“Mr. Harney, is she? She’ d better dish up, then. Heain't
coming.” Hestood up, walked to thedoor, and called out, in
the pitch necessary to penetrate the old woman’ stympanum:
“Get dong with the supper, Verena.”

Charity wastrembling with apprehension. Something had
happened—she was sure of it now—and Mr. Royall knew
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what it was. But not for theworld would shehavegratifiedhim
by showing her anxiety. Shetook her usud place, and he seated
himself opposite, and poured out astrong cup of teabefore
passing her thetea-pot. Verenabrought some scrambled eggs,
and hepiled hisplatewiththem. “ Ain't you going totakeany?”’
he asked. Charity roused herself and beganto eat.

Thetonewithwhich Mr. Royall had said“He' snot coming”
seemed to her full of an ominous sati sfaction. Shesaw that he
had suddenly begunto hate L uciusHarney, and guessed her-
self to bethe cause of thischange of feeling. But shehad no
meansof finding out whether someact of hogtility on hispart
had made the young man stay away, or whether he simply
wished to avoid seeing her again after their drive back from
the brown house. She ate her supper with astudied show of
indifference, but sheknew that Mr. Royall waswatching her
and that her agitation did not escape him.

After supper shewent up to her room. Sheheard Mr. Royall
crossthe passage, and presently the sounds bel ow her win-
dow showed that he had returned to the porch. She seated
herself on her bed and began to struggle against the desireto
go down and ask himwhat had happened. “I’ drather diethan
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doit,” she muttered to herself. With aword he could have
relieved her uncertainty: but never would shegratify him by
sayingit.

Sherose and leaned out of the window. Thetwilight had
deepened into night, and she watched thefrail curve of the
young moon dropping to the edge of the hills. Through the
darkness she saw one or two figuresmoving down theroad;
but the evening wastoo cold for loitering, and presently the
strollersdisappeared. Lampswere beginning to show here
andthereinthewindows. A bar of light brought out thewhite-
nessof aclump of liliesinthe Hawes syard: and farther down
thestreet Carrick Fry’sRochester lamp cast itsbold illumina-
tionontherustic flower-tubinthemiddleof hisgrass-plot.

For along time she continued to lean inthewindow. But a
fever of unrest consumed her, and findly shewent downgtairs,
took her hat fromitshook, and swung out of the house. Mr.
Royall sat in the porch, Verenabeside him, her old hands
crossed on her patched skirt. As Charity went down the steps
Mr. Royall called after her: “Whereyou going?’ Shecould
eadly haveanswered: “ToOrmas” or “Downtothe Targatts ”;
and either answer might have been true, for she had no pur-
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pose. But she swept oninsilence, determined not to recognize
hisright to question her.

At the gate she paused and | ooked up and down the road.
Thedarknessdrew her, and she thought of climbing the hill
and plunging into the depths of thelarch-wood abovethepas-
ture. Then sheglanced irresolutely dong the street, and asshe
did so a gleam appeared through the spruces at Miss
Hatchard’ sgate. LuciusHarney wasthere, then—he had not
gone down to Hepburn with Mr. Miles, as she had at first
imagined. But where had hetaken hisevening meal, and what
had caused himto stay away from Mr. Royal’s? Thelight was
positive proof of hispresence, for MissHatchard' s servants
wereaway on aholiday, and her farmer’swifecameonlyin
the mornings, to make the young man’sbed and prepare his
coffee. Besidethat lamp hewas doubtless sitting at thismo-
ment. To know the truth Charity had only to walk half the
length of thevillage, and knock at the lighted window. She
hesitated aminute or two longer, and then turned toward Miss
Hatchard's.

Shewaked quickly, straining her eyesto detect anyonewho
might be coming dong thestreet; and beforereachingtheFrys
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shecrossed over to avoid thelight from their window. When-
ever shewasunhappy shefelt hersdlf at bay against apitiless
world, and akind of animal secretiveness possessed her. But
the street was empty, and she passed unnoticed through the
gate and up the path to the house. Itswhitefront glimmered
indistinctly through thetrees, showing only oneoblong of light
on the lower floor. She had supposed that the lamp wasin
MissHatchard’ ssitting-room; but she now saw that it shone
through awindow at thefarther corner of the house. Shedid
not know the room to which thiswindow belonged, and she
paused under thetrees, checked by asense of strangeness.
Then shemoved on, treading softly on the short grass, and
keeping so closeto the house that whoever wasin theroom,
evenif roused by her approach, would not be ableto see her.

Thewindow opened on anarrow verandah with atrellised
arch. Sheleaned closetothetrellis, and parting the sprays of
clematisthat covered it looked into acorner of theroom. She
saw thefoot of amahogany bed, an engraving onthewall, a
wash-stand on which atowel had been tossed, and oneend of
the green-covered table which held the lamp. Half of the
lampshade projected into her field of vision, and just under it
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two smooth sunburnt hands, one holding apencil and theother
aruler, weremovingto and fro over adrawing-board.

Her heart jJumped and then stood still. Hewasthere, afew
feet away; and while her soul wastossing on seas of woe he
had been quietly Stting at hisdrawing-board. Thesight of those
two hands, moving with their usua skill and precision, woke
her out of her dream. Her eyeswere opened to the dispropor-
tion between what she had felt and the cause of her agitation;
and shewasturning away from the window when one hand
abruptly pushed asidethe drawing-board and the other flung
down the pencil.

Charity had often noticed Harney’sloving care of hisdraw-
ings, and the neatness and method with which he carried on
and concluded each task. Theimpatient sweeping aside of the
drawing-board seemed to reveal anew mood. The gesture
suggested sudden discouragement, or distastefor hiswork
and shewondered if hetoo were agitated by secret perplexi-
ties. Her impulse of flight was checked; she stepped up onthe
verandah and looked into the room.

Harney had put hiselbows on thetableand wasresting his
chinon hislocked hands. He had taken off hiscoat and waist-
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coat, and unbuttoned thelow collar of hisflannd shirt; shesaw
thevigorouslinesof hisyoung throat, and theroot of themuscles
wherethey joined the chest. He sat staring straight ahead of
him, alook of wearinessand self-disgust on hisface: it was
amost asif hehad been gazing at adistorted reflection of his
ownfeatures. For amoment Charity looked a himwithakind
of terror, asif he had been a stranger under familiar linea-
ments; then sheglanced past him and saw on thefloor an open
portmanteau half full of clothes. She understood that hewas
preparing to leave, and that he had probably decided to go
without seeing her. She saw that the decision, from whatever
causeit wastaken, had disturbed him deeply; and sheimmedi-
ately concluded that his change of plan was dueto some sur-
reptitiousinterferenceof Mr. Royal’s. All her old resentments
and rebd lionsflamed up, confusedly mingled withtheyearning
roused by Harney’ snearness. Only afew hoursearlier shehad
felt securein hiscomprehending pity; now shewasflung back
on hersdlf, doubly aoneafter that moment of communion.
Harney was still unaware of her presence. He sat without
moving, moodily staring before him at the same spot inthe
wall-paper. He had not even had theenergy tofinish hispack-
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ing, and hisclothesand paperslay onthefloor about the port-
manteau. Presently he unlocked hisclasped handsand stood
up; and Charity, drawing back hastily, sank down on the step
of the verandah. The night was so dark that there was not
much chance of hisseeing her unless he opened thewindow
and beforethat shewould havetimetodipaway andbelostin
the shadow of thetrees. He stood for aminute or two looking
around theroom with the same expression of salf-disgust, asif
he hated himself and everything about him; then he sat down
again at thetable, drew afew more strokes, and threw hispen-
cil asde. Finally hewalked acrossthefloor, kicking the port-
manteau out of hisway, and lay down onthebed, folding his
armsunder hishead, and staring up morosdly at thecelling. Just
S0, Charity had seen him at her sideonthegrassor the pine-
needles, hiseyesfixed onthesky, and pleasureflashing over his
faceliketheflickersof sunthebranchesshed onit. But now the
facewas so changed that shehardly knew it; and grief at his
grief gathered in her throat, roseto her eyesand ran over.

She continued to crouch on the steps, holding her breath
and gtiffening hersdlf into completeimmobility. Onemotion of
her hand, onetap on the pane, and she could picturethe sud-
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den changeinhisface. In every pulse of her rigid body she
wasaware of thewelcomehiseyesand lipswould give her;
but something kept her from moving. It wasnot thefear of any
sanction, human or heavenly; she had never in her life been
afraid. It wassimply that she had suddenly understood what
would happenif shewent in. It wasthething that did happen
between young men and girls, and that North Dormer ignored
in public and snickered over on the dly. It was what Miss
Hatchard wastill ignorant of, but every girl of Charity’sclass
knew about before sheleft school. 1t waswhat had happened
to Ally Hawes' s sister Julia, and had ended in her going to
Nettleton, and in peopl€ snever mentioning her name.

It did not, of course, dwaysend so sensationally; nor, per-
haps, onthewhole, so untragically. Charity had alwayssus-
pected that the shunned Julia sfate might haveitscompensa
tions. Therewere others, worse endingsthat thevillageknew
of, mean, miserable, unconfessed; other livesthat went ondrea:
rily, without visible change, inthe same cramped setting of hy-
pocrisy. But these were not the reasons that held her back.
Sincetheday before, she had known exactly what shewould
fed if Harney shouldtake her inhisarms: themelting of palm
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into pam and mouth on mouth, and thelong flame burning her
from head tofoot. But mixed with thisfeeling wasanother: the
wondering pridein hisliking for her, the startled softnessthat
his sympathy had put into her heart. Sometimes, when her
youth flushed upin her, shehad imagined yielding like other
girlstofurtive caressesin thetwilight; but she could not so
cheapen herself to Harney. She did not know why he was
going; but since hewasgoing shefelt shemust do nothing to
defacetheimage of her that he carried away. If hewanted her
he must seek her: he must not be surprised into taking her as
girlslike JuliaHawesweretaken....

No sound camefrom the deeping village, and inthe deep
darkness of the garden she heard now and then asecret rustle
of branches, asthough some night-bird brushed them. Oncea
footfall passed the gate, and she shrank back into her corner;
but the stepsdied away and |eft aprofounder quiet. Her eyes
werestill on Harney’stormented face: shefelt she could not
movetill hemoved. But shewasbeginning to grow numbfrom
her constrained position, and at times her thoughtswere so
indistinct that she seemed to be held there only by avague
weight of weariness.
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A longtimepassedinthisstrangevigil. Harney till lay onthe
bed, motionlessand with fixed eyes, asthough following his
visontoitshitter end. Atlast he stirred and changed hisatti-
tudedightly, and Charity’sheart begantotremble. But heonly
flung out hisarmsand sank back into hisformer position. With
adegp sghhetossed thehair fromhisforehead; then hiswhole
body relaxed, hishead turned sidewaysonthe pillow, and she
saw that he had fallen adeep. The sweet expression cameback
tohislips, and the haggardnessfaded from hisface, leaving it
asfreshasaboy'’s.

Sherose and crept away.

VI

SHE HAD LOST THE SENSE OF TIME, and did not know how lateit
wastill shecameoutintothestreet and saw that al thewindows
weredark between MissHatchard’ sand the Royall house.
As she passed from under the black pall of the Norway
spruces shefancied she saw two figuresin the shade about the
duck-pond. Shedrew back and watched; but nothing moved,
and shehad stared solonginto thelamp-lit room that the dark-
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ness confused her, and shethought she must have been mis-
taken.

Shewalked on, wondering whether Mr. Royall wasstill in
theporch. In her exdted mood shedid not greetly carewhether
hewaswaiting for her or not: she seemed to befloating high
over life, onagreat cloud of misery beneath which every-day
realitieshad dwindled to mere specksin space. But theporch
wasempty, Mr. Royall’shat hung onits peg in the passage,
and the kitchen lamp had been left to light her to bed. She
took it and went up.

Themorning hoursof the next day dragged by without inci-
dent. Charity had imagined that, in someway or other, she
would learn whether Harney had already left; but Verena's
deafness prevented her being a source of news, and no one
cameto the housewho could bring enlightenment.

Mr. Royall went out early, and did not returntill Verenahad
set thetablefor the midday meal. When he camein hewent
straight to the kitchen and shouted to the old woman: “ Ready
for dinne——" then heturnedinto the dining-room, where
Charity was already seated. Harney’splatewasin itsusual
place, but Mr. Royall offered no explanation of hisabsence,
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and Charity asked none. Thefeverish exaltation of the night
before had dropped, and she said to herself that he had gone
away, indifferently, dmost caloudy, and that now her lifewould
lapseagaininto thenarrow rut out of which hehadliftedit. For
amoment shewasinclined to sneer at herself for not having
used the artsthat might have kept him.

Shesat at tabletill themed wasover, lest Mr. Royall should
remark on her leaving; but when he stood up sherose also,
without waiting to hel p Verena. Shehad her foot onthe stairs
when he called to her to come back.

“I’vegot aheadache. I’m going up to liedown.”

“I want you should comein herefirgt; I’ ve got something to
say toyou.”

Shewassurefrom histonethat inamoment shewouldlearn
what every nervein her ached to know; but as she turned
back shemadealast effort of indifference.

Mr. Royall stood inthe middle of the office, histhick eye-
browsbeetling, hislower jaw trembling alittle. At first she
thought he had been drinking; then she saw that hewas sober,
but stirred by adeep and stern emotiontotaly unlikehisusua
trangent angers. And suddenly she understood thet, until then,
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shehad never redlly noticed him or thought about him. Except
ontheoccasion of hisone offense he had been to her merely
the personwho isawaysthere, the unquestioned central fact
of life, asinevitable but asuninteresting asNorth Dormer it-
salf, or any of theother conditionsfate had laid on her. Even
then shehad regarded him only inrelation to herself, and had
never speculated asto hisown feelings, beyond instinctively
concluding that hewould not trouble her againin the same
way. But now she began to wonder what hewasredlly like.

He had grasped the back of hischair with both hands, and
stood looking hard at her. At length hesaid: “ Charity, for once
let’syou and metalk together likefriends.”

Ingtantly shefelt that something had happened, and that he
held her in hishand.

“WhereisMr. Harney? Why hasn’t he come back?Have
you sent him away?’ she broke out, without knowing what
shewassaying.

ThechangeinMr. Royal frightened her. All theblood seemed
toleavehisveinsand against hisswarthy pallor thedeeplines
inhisfacelooked black.

“Didn’'t hehavetimeto answer someof thosequestionslast
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night?Youwaswith himlongenough!” hesaid.

Charity stood speechless. Thetaunt wasso unrelated towhat
had been happening in her soul that she hardly understood it.
But theinstinct of self-defenseawokein her.

“Who saysl waswithhimlast night?’

“Thewholeplaceissayingit by now.”

“Then it wasyou that put thelieinto their mouths.—Oh,
how I’ ve alwayshated you!” shecried.

Shehad expected aretortinkind, and it startled her to hear
her exclamation sounding onthrough silence.

“Yes, | know,” Mr. Royall said dowly. “But that ain't going
to helpusmuch now.”

“It helpsmenot to careastraw what liesyou tell about me!”

“If they’relies, they’ renot my lies: my Bible oath on that,
Charity. | didn’t know whereyou were: | wasn't out of this
houselast night.”

She made no answer and he went on: “Isit aliethat you
wereseen coming out of MissHatchard' snigh ontomidnight?’

Shestraightened hersdlf with alaugh, al her recklessinso-
lencerecovered. “1 didn’'t look to seewhat timeit was.”

“Youlostgirl...you...you.... Oh, my God, why did youtell
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me?’ he broke out, dropping into hischair, hishead bowed
downlikeanoldman’s.

Charity’ ssalf-possession had returned with the sense of her
danger. “ Do you suppose |’ d take thetroubleto lieto you?
Who areyou, anyhow, to ask mewherel gotowhen| go out
anight?’

Mr. Royall lifted hishead and looked at her. Hisface had
grown quiet and amost gentle, as sheremembered seeing it
sometimeswhen shewasalittlegirl, beforeMrs. Royall died.

“Don’tlet’'sgoonlikethis, Charity. It can’'t do any good to
ether of us. Youwereseen goingintothat fellow’shouse...you
were seen coming out of it....I" vewatched thisthing coming,
and I’vetriedto stopit. AsGod seesme, | have....”

“Ah, itwasyou, then?l knew it wasyou that sent himaway!”

Helooked at her in surprise. “Didn’'t hetell you so0?1 thought
heunderstood.” Hespokedowly, withdifficult pauses, “1 didn’t
nameyou to him: I’ d have cut my hand off sooner. | just told
him| couldn’t sparethehorseany longer; and that the cooking
was getting too heavy for Verena. | guesshe'sthekindthat's
heard thesamething before. Anyhow, hetook it quietly enough.
Hesaid hisjob herewasabout done, anyhow; andtheredidn’t
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another word pass between us....If hetold you otherwise he
toldyouanuntruth.”

Charity listened in acold trance of anger. It was nothing to
her what thevillagesaid...but al thisfingering of her dreams!

“I’vetoldyou hedidn’t tell meanything. | didn’t speak with
himlast night.”

“Youdidn't speak withhim?’

“No....It'snot that | carewhat any of you say...but you may
aswell know. Thingsain’t between ustheway you think...and
the other peoplein thisplace. Hewaskind to me; hewasmy
friend; and all of asudden he stopped coming, and | knew it
wasyou that doneit—you!” All her unreconciled memory of
the past flamed out at him. “ So | went therelast night tofind
out what you' d said to him: that’sall.”

Mr. Royall drew aheavy breath. “But, then—if hewasn't
there, what wereyou doing thereall that time?—Charity, for
pity’ssake, tell me. I’ vegot to know, to stop their talking.”

Thispathetic abdication of dl authority over her did not move
her: shecouldfedl only theoutrageof hisinterference.

“Can’'t you seethat | don’'t care what anybody says?It’s
true | went there to see him; and hewasin hisroom, and |
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stood outsidefor ever solong and watched him; but | dursn’t
goinfor fear he' dthink I’d comeafter him....” Shefelt her
voicebreaking, and gathered it upinalast defiance. “ Aslong
asl livel’ll never forgiveyou!” shecried.

Mr. Royall made no answer. He sat and pondered with
sunken head, hisveined hands clasped about thearmsof his
chair. Age seemed to have come down onhimaswinter comes
onthehillsafter astorm. At length helooked up.

“Charity, you say you don’'t care; but you’ rethe proudest
girl I know, and thelast to want peopleto talk against you.
You know there’'salways eyeswatching you: you’ re hand-
somer and smarter than therest, and that’s enough. But till
lately you' ve never giventhem achance. Now they’ vegot it,
and they’regoing to useit. | believe what you say, but they
won't....It wasMrs. Tom Fry seenyou going in...and two or
three of them watched for you to come out again....You' ve
been with thefellow all day long every day since he come
here...and I’malawyer, and | know how hard dlander dies.”
He paused, but she stood motionless, without giving him any
sign of acquiescence or even of attention. “He' sapleasant
fellow totak to—I liked having him here mysdlf. Theyoung
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men up hereain’t had hischances. But there’'sonething asold
asthehillsand asplainasdaylight: if he' d wanted you theright
way he'dhavesaid s0.”

Charity did not speak. It seemed to her that nothing could
exceed the bitterness of hearing such wordsfromsuchlips.

Mr. Royall rosefrom hisseat. “ See here, Charity Royall: |
had ashameful thought once, and you’ ve made mepay for it.
Isn't that score pretty near wiped out?... There'sastreak in
mel ain’t alwaysmaster of; but I’ ve always acted straight to
you but that once. And you' veknown | would—you' vetrusted
me. For all your sneers and your mockery you' ve aways
known | loved you theway amanlovesadecent woman. I’'m
agood many yearsolder than you, but I’ m head and shoul -
dersabovethisplaceand everybody init, and you know that
too. | slipped up once, but that’s no reason for not starting
agan. If you'll comewithmel’ll doit. If you'll marry mewe |l
leave here and settlein some big town, wherethere’'smen,
and business, and thingsdoing. It'snot too latefor metofind
anopening....| can seeit by theway folkstreat mewhen| go
downtoHepburnor Nettleton....”

Charity made no movement. Nothingin hisappeal reached
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her heart, and she thought only of wordsto wound and wither.
But agrowinglasstuderestrained her. Wheat did anything matter
that hewas saying? Shesaw theoldlifeclosinginon her, and
hardly heeded hisfanciful pictureof renewal.

“Charity—Charity—say you'll doit,” sheheard himurge,
all hislost yearsand wasted passionin hisvoice.

“Oh, what'stheuseof al this?When | leavehereitwon’t be
withyou.”

Shemoved toward the door as she spoke, and he stood up
and placed himself between her and the threshold. He seemed
suddenly tall and strong, asthough theextremity of hishumili-
ation had given him new vigour.

“That'sdl, isit?1t'snot much.” Heleaned against thedoor,
so towering and powerful that he seemed to fill the narrow
room. “Well, thenlook here....You'reright: I’veno claimon
you—why should you look at abroken man like me? You
want the other fellow...and | don’t blameyou. You picked out
the best whenyou seenit...well, that wasalways my way.”
Hefixed hisstern eyeson her, and she had the sensethat the
strugglewithin himwasat itshighest. “ Do you want himto
marry you?’ heasked.
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They stood and looked at each other for along moment,
eyetoeye, withtheterribleequaity of couragethat sometimes
made her feel asif shehad hisbloodin her veins.

“Doyouwant himto—say?!’ll havehimhereinanhour if
youdo. | ain't beeninthelaw thirty yearsfor nothing. He's
hired Carrick Fry’steam to take him to Hepburn, but heain’t
goingto start for another hour. And | can put thingsto him so
hewon't belong deciding....He'ssoft: | could seethat. | don’t
say youwon't besorry afterward—nbut, by God, I’ [l giveyou
thechanceto be, if you say so.”

Sheheard him out in silence, too remote from all hewas
feding and saying for any sally of scorntorelieveher. Asshe
listened, thereflitted through her mind thevision of Liff Hyatt's
muddy boot coming down onthewhite bramble-flowers. The
same thing had happened now; something transient and ex-
quisite had flowered in her, and she had stood by and seeniit
trampled to earth. Whilethe thought passed through her she
wasaware of Mr. Royall, still leaning against the door, but
crestfallen, diminished, asthough her silenceweretheanswer
he most dreaded.

“1 don’t want any chanceyou cangiveme: I'mglad he's
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going away,” shesaid.

Hekept his place amoment longer, hishand on the door-
knob. “ Charity!” he pleaded. She made no answer, and he
turned theknob and went out. She heard him fumblewiththe
latch of thefront door, and saw himwalk down the steps. He
passed out of the gate, and hisfigure, stooping and heavy,
receded slowly up the street.

For awhile sheremained where he had | eft her. Shewasdtill
trembling with thehumiliation of hislast words, whichrang so
loudin her earsthat it seemed asthough they must echo through
thevillage, proclaiming her acreatureto lend herself to such
vile suggestions. Her shameweighed on her likeaphysical
oppression: theroof and wallsseemed to beclosingin on her,
and shewas seized by theimpul seto get away, under the open
sky, wheretherewould be room to breathe. Shewent to the
front door, and asshedid so LuciusHarney openediit.

Helooked graver and less confident than usual, and for a
moment or two neither of them spoke. Then heheld out his
hand. “ Areyougoingout?’ heasked. “May | comein?’

Her heart was beating so violently that shewas afraid to
speak, and stood looking at him with tear-dilated eyes; then

56

she became aware of what her silence must betray, and said
quickly: “Yes. comein.”

Sheled theway into the dining-room, and they sat down on
oppositesidesof thetabl e, the cruet-stand and japanned bread-
basket between them. Harney had laid his straw hat on the
table, and ashe sat there, in hiseasy-looking summer clothes,
abrown tieknotted under hisflannel collar, and his smooth
brown hair brushed back from hisforehead, she pictured him,
asshehad seen himthenight before, lying onhisbed, with the
tossed locksfalling into hiseyes, and hisbarethroat rising out
of hisunbuttoned shirt. He had never seemed so remote asat
themoment when that vision flashed through her mind.

“I’m so sorry it’sgood-bye: | supposeyou know I'm leav-
ing,” hebegan, abruptly and awkwardly; she guessed that he
waswondering how much sheknew of hisreasonsfor going.

“1 presume you found your work was over quicker than
what you expected,” shesaid.

“Well, yes—that is, no: there are plenty of things| should
haveliked to do. But my holiday’slimited; and now that Mr.
Royall needsthehorsefor himself it’srather difficult tofind
meansof getting about.”
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“Thereain’t any too many teamsfor hirearound here,” she
acquiesced; and therewas another silence.

“Thesedayshere have been—awfully pleasant: | wanted to
thank you for makingthem so,” hecontinued, hiscolour rising.

She could not think of any reply, and hewent on: “You' ve
been wonderfully kind to me, and | wanted totell you....I wish
| couldthink of you ashappier, lesslondly....Thingsaresureto
changefor youby andby....”

“Thingsdon’t change at North Dormer: peoplejust get used
tothem.”

Theanswer seemed to break up the order of hisprearranged
consolations, and he sat looking at her uncertainly. Then he
said, with hissweet smile: “ That’snot true of you. It can’'t be.”

Thesmilewaslikeaknife-thrust through her heart: every-
thing in her began to tremble and break 1oose. Shefelt her
tearsrun over, and stood up.

“Well, good-bye,” shesaid.

Shewasawareof histaking her hand, and of fedlingthat his
touchwaslifeess.

“Good-bye.” Heturned away, and stopped on the thresh-
old. “You'll say good-byefor meto Verena?’
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Sheheard the closing of the outer door and the sound of his
quick tread along the path. Thelatch of the gate clicked after
him.

The next morning when she arose in the cold dawn and
opened her shutters she saw afreckled boy standing on the
other side of the road and looking up at her. He was aboy
from afarm three or four milesdown the Creston road, and
shewondered what hewas doing thereat that hour, and why
helooked so hard at her window. When he saw her he crossed
over and |leaned againgt the gate unconcernedly. Therewasno
onedtirringinthehouse, and shethrew ashawl! over her night-
gownandrandown and let hersdf out. By thetime shereached
the gate the boy was sauntering down theroad, whistling care-
lessly; but she saw that aletter had been thrust between the
dlats and the crossbar of the gate. She took it out and has-
tened back to her room.

The envelope bore her name, and inside was aleaf torn
fromapocket-diary.
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Dear Charity:

| can’'t go away like this. | am staying for afew days at
Creston River. Will you come down and meet me at Creston
pool ?1 will wait for youtill evening.

IX

CHARITY SAT BEFORE the mirror trying on ahat which Ally
Hawes, with much secrecy, had trimmed for her. It was of
white straw, with adrooping brim and cherry-coloured lin-
ing that made her face glow like theinside of the shell on
the parlour mantel piece.

Shepropped the square of looking-glassagaingt Mr. Roydl’s
black leather Bible, steadyingit infront with awhite ssoneon
which aview of the Brooklyn Bridgewas painted; and she sat
beforeher reflection, bending the brim thisway andthat, while
Ally Hawes spalefacelooked over her shoulder liketheghost
of wasted opportunities.

“1 look awful, don't 1?7’ shesaid at last with ahappy sigh.

Ally smiled and took back thehat. “I’ll stitch theroseson
right here, so’syou can put it away at once.”
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Charity laughed, and ran her fingersthrough her rough dark
hair. Sheknew that Harney liked to seeitsreddish edgesruffled
about her forehead and breaking into little rings at the nape.
She sat down on her bed and watched Ally stoop over the hat
withacareful frown.

“Don'tyouever fed likegoing downto Nettletonfor aday?’
sheasked.

Ally shook her head without looking up. “No, | dwaysre-
member that awful time | went down with Julia—to that
doctor’s.”

“Oh, Ally—"

“I can't hdpit. Thehouseisonthecorner of Wing Street and
Lake Avenue. Thetrolley from the station goesright by it, and
theday the minister took usdown to seethose pictures| recog-
nizedit right off, and couldn’t seemto seeanythingelse. There's
abigblack sgnwith goldlettersdl acrossthefront—' Private
Conaultations.” Shecameasnear asanythingtodying....”

“Poor Julial” Charity sighed from the height of her purity
and her security. Shehad afriend whom shetrusted and who
respected her. Shewasgoing with himto spend the next day—
the Fourth of July—at Nettleton. Whose businesswasit but
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hers, and what wasthe harm?The pity of it wasthat girlslike
Juliadid not know how to choose, and to keep bad fellows at
adistance....Charity dipped down fromthe bed, and stretched
out her hands.

“Isit sawed?Let metry itonagain.” Sheput thehat on, and
smiled at her image. Thethought of Juliahad vanished....

THE NEXT MORNING she was up before dawn, and saw the
yellow sunrise broaden behind thehills, and the silvery luster
preceding ahot day trembleacrossthe deeping fields.

Her plans had been made with great care. She had an-
nounced that she was going down to the Band of Hope pic-
nic at Hepburn, and as no one elsefrom North Dormer in-
tended to venture so far it was not likely that her absence
from thefestivity would bereported. Besides, if it were she
would not greatly care. She was determined to assert her
independence, and if she stooped to fib about the Hepburn
picnicit waschiefly from the secretiveinstinct that made her
dread the profanation of her happiness. Whenever shewas
with LuciusHarney shewould haveliked someimpenetrable
mountain mist to hide her.
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It wasarranged that she should walk to apoint of the Creston
road where Harney wasto pick her up and drive her across
thehillstoHepburnintimefor thenine-thirty train to Nettleton.
Harney at first had been rather lukewarm about thetrip. He
declared himsdlf ready to take her to Nettleton, but urged her
not to go on the Fourth of July, on account of the crowds, the
probablelatenessof thetrains, thedifficulty of her getting back
before night; but her evident disappoi ntment caused himto
giveway, and evento affect afaint enthusasmfor theadven-
ture. She understood why he was not more eager: he must
have seen Sghtsbes dewhich evenaFourth of July at Nettleton
would seem tame. But she had never seen anything; and a
great longing possessed her to walk the streets of abig town
onaholiday, clinging to hisarm andjostled by idle crowdsin
their best clothes. Theonly cloud onthe prospect wasthefact
that the shopswould be closed; but she hoped hewould take
her back another day, when they were open.

Shedarted out unnoticed intheearly sunlight, dippingthrough
thekitchen while Verenabent abovethe stove. To avoid at-
tracting notice, shecarried her new hat carefully wrapped up,
and had thrownalong grey veil of Mrs. Royal’sover thenew
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whitemusdlin dresswhich Ally’sclever fingershad madefor
her. All of theten dollarsMr. Royall had given her, and apart
of her own savingsaswell, had been spent on renewing her
wardrobe; and when Harney jumped out of the buggy to meet
her sheread her rewardin hiseyes.

Thefreckled boy who had brought her the note two weeks
earlier wastowait with thebuggy at Hepburntill their return.
He perched at Charity’ sfeet, hislegs dangling between the
whedl's, and they could not say much because of hispresence.
But it did not grestly matter, for their past wasnow rich enough
to have giventhem aprivatelanguage; and with thelong day
stretching beforethem like the blue distance beyond the hills
therewasadélicate pleasurein postponement.

When Charity, in responseto Harney’ s message, had gone
to meet him at the Creston pool her heart had been so full of
mortification and anger that hisfirst wordsmight easily have
estranged her. But it happened that he had found theright word,
whichwasoneof smplefriendship. Histonehadingtantly jus-
tified her, and put her guardianin thewrong. Hehad madeno
allusiontowhat had passed between Mr. Royall and himsalf,
but had smply let it appear that he had left because means of
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conveyancewere hard to find at North Dormer, and because
Creston River wasamore convenient centre. Hetold her that
he had hired by the week the buggy of the freckled boy’s
father, who served aslivery-stable keeper to one or two mel-
ancholy summer boarding-houseson Creston L ake, and had
discovered, within driving distance, anumber of houseswor-
thy of hispencil; and he said that he could not, whilehewasin
the nelghbourhood, give up the pleasure of seeing her asoften
aspossible.

When they took |eave of each other she promised to con-
tinueto be hisguide; and during thefortnight which followed
they roamed the hillsin happy comradeship. In most of the
villagefriendships between youthsand maidenslack of con-
versation wasmade up for by tentativefondling; but Harney,
except when hehad tried to comfort her in her troubleon their
way back fromthe Hyatts', had never put hisarm about her,
or sought to betray her into any sudden caress. It seemed to
be enough for himto breathe her nearnesslikeaflower’s; and
since hispleasure at being with her, and hissense of her youth
and her grace, perpetually shonein hiseyesand softened the
inflection of hisvoice, hisreservedid not suggest coldness, but
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thedeferenceduetoagirl of hisown class.

Thebuggy was drawn by an old trotter who whirled them
along so briskly that the pace created alittle breeze; but when
they reached Hepburn thefull heat of theairlessmorning de-
scended onthem. At therailway ationthe platformwaspacked
with asweltering throng, and they took refugein thewaiting-
room, wheretherewasanother throng, aready dejected by the
heat and thelongwaiting for retarded trains. PAemotherswere
strugglingwithfretful babies, or trying to keep their older off-
goring fromthefascination of thetrack; girlsand their “fellows’
weregiggling and shoving, and passing about candy in sticky
bags, and older men, collarlessand perspiring, wereshifting heavy
childrenfrom onearmto the other, and keeping ahaggard eye
onthescattered membersof their families.

Atlast thetrain rumbledin, and engulfed thewaiting multi-
tude. Harney swept Charity up on to thefirst car and they
captured abench for two, and sat in happy isolation whilethe
train swayed and roared a ong through rich fieldsand languid
tree-clumps. The haze of the morning had become a sort of
clear tremor over everything, likethecolourlessvibration about
aflame; and the opulent landscape seemed to droop under it.
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But to Charity the heat wasastimulant: it envel oped thewhole
world in the same glow that burned at her heart. Now and
thenalurch of thetrain flung her against Harney, and through
her thin mudlin shefelt thetouch of hissleeve. She steadied
hersdf, their eyesmet, and theflaming breath of theday seemed
to enclosethem.

Thetrainroared into the Nettleton station, the descending
mob caught them onitstide, and they were swept out into a
vaguedusty squarethronged with seedy “hacks’ andlong cur-
tained omnibusesdrawn by horseswith tasselled fly-netsover
their withers, who stood swinging their depressed headsdrea
rily fromsidetoside.

A mob of ‘ busand hack driverswereshouting “ Tothe Eagle
House,” “ Tothe Washington House,” “ Thisway totheL ake,”
“Just starting for Greytop;” and through their yellscamethe
popping of fire-crackers, theexplosion of torpedoes, the bang-
ing of toy-guns, and the crash of afiremen’sband trying to
play the Merry Widow whilethey were being packed into a
waggonette streaming with bunting.

Theramshackle wooden hotel s about the square wereall
hung with flagsand paper lanterns, and asHarney and Charity
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turned into the main street, withitsbrick and granite business
blockscrowding out the old low-storied shops, and itstower-
ing polesstrung withinnumerablewiresthat seemedtotremble
and buzz in the heat, they saw the double line of flagsand
lanternstapering away gaily to the park at the other end of the
perspective. Thenoiseand colour of thisholiday vision seemed
to transform Nettleton into ametropolis. Charity could not
believethat Springfield or even Boston had anything grander
to show, and shewondered if, at thisvery moment, Annabel
Balch, onthearmof asbrilliant ayoung man, werethreading
her way through scenes asresplendent.

“Whereshall wegofirst?’ Harney asked; but assheturned
her happy eyeson him he guessed theanswer and said: “We'll
takealook round, shall we?’

The street svarmed with their fellow-travellers, with other
excursionigtsarriving from other directions, with Nettleton's
own population, and with the mill-handstroopinginfromthe
factorieson the Creston. Theshopswereclosed, but onewould
scarcely have noticed it, so numerous were the glass doors
swinging open on saloons, on restaurants, on drug-storesgush-
ing from every soda-water tap, onfruit and confectionery shops
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stacked with strawberry-cake, cocoanut drops, traysof glis-
tening mol asses candy, boxes of caramelsand chewing-gum,
baskets of sodden strawberries, and dangling branchesof ba-
nanas. Outs de of someof thedoorsweretrestleswith banked-
up oranges and appl es, spotted pears and dusty raspberries;
andtheair reeked withthe smell of fruit and stale coffee, beer
and sarsaparillaand fried potatoes.

Even the shopsthat were closed offered, through wide ex-
panses of plate-glass, hintsof hidden riches. In some, waves
of silk and ribbon broke over shores of imitation mossfrom
which ravishing hatsroseliketropical orchids. In others, the
pink throats of gramophones opened their giant convol utions
inasoundlesschorus; or bicyclesshining in neat ranks seemed
to await thesignal of aninvisible starter; or tiers of fancy-
goodsinleatherette and paste and celluloid dangled their in-
sidious graces; and, in one vast bay that seemed to project
theminto exciting contact with the public, wax ladiesin daring
dresseschatted e egantly, or, with gesturesintimate yet blame-
less, pointed to their pink corsetsand transparent hosiery.

Presently Harney found that hiswatch had stopped, and
turnedin at asmall jeweller’sshop which chanced to till be
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open. Whilethewatch was being examined Charity leaned
over the glass counter where, on abackground of dark blue
velvet, pins, rings, and broochesglittered like the moon and
stars. She had never seenjewellry so near by, and shelonged
tolift theglasslid and plungeher hand among theshining trea-
sures. But already Harney’ swatch wasrepaired, and helaid
hishand on her arm and drew her from her dream.

“Whichdoyoulikebest?" heasked |leaning over the counter
at her side.

“l don'tknow....” Shepointedto agold lily-of-the-valley
withwhiteflowers.

“Don’'t you think theblue pin’sbetter?’ he suggested, and
immediately shesaw that thelily of thevalley wasmeretrum-
pery compared to the small round stone, blueasamountain
lake, withlittle sparksof light al roundit. Shecoloured at her
want of discrimination.

“It'ssolovely | guessl wasafraidtolook atit,” shesaid.

Helaughed, and they went out of the shop; but afew steps
away heexclaimed: “ Oh, by Jove, | forgot something,” and
turned back and left her inthe crowd. She stood staring down
arow of pink gramophone throatstill he rejoined her and
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dipped hisarm through hers.

“Youmustn't be afraid of looking at the blue pin any longer,
becauseit belongsto you,” he said; and shefelt alittle box
being pressed into her hand. Her heart gavealeap of joy, but
it reached her lipsonly in ashy stammer. She remembered
other girlswhom she had heard planning to extract presents
fromtheir fellows, and was seized with asudden dread lest
Harney should have imagined that she had |eaned over the
pretty thingsinthe glasscaseinthe hope of having onegiven
toher....

A littlefarther downthe street they turnedin at aglassdoor-
way opening onashining hall withamahogany staircase, and
brasscagesinitscorners. “We must have something to eat,”
Harney said; and the next moment Charity found herself ina
dressing-room all looking-glassand lustrous surfaces, where
aparty of showy-looking girlswere dabbing on powder and
straightening immense plumed hats. When they had goneshe
took courageto bathe her hot facein oneof themarblebasins,
and to straighten her own hat-brim, which the parasol s of the
crowd hadindented. Thedressesintheshopshad soimpressed
her that she scarcely dared |ook at her reflection; but when
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shedid so, the glow of her face under her cherry-coloured
hat, and the curve of her young shouldersthrough thetrans-
parent mudlin, restored her courage; and when she had taken
the blue brooch fromitsbox and pinned it on her bosom she
walked toward therestaurant with her head high, asif shehad
alwaysstrolled through tessellated hallsbesideyoung menin
flannels

Her spirit sank alittle at the sight of the dim-waisted wait-
ressesin black, with bewitching mob-caps on their haughty
heads, who weremoving disdainfully between thetables. “ Not
f’r another hour,” one of them dropped to Harney in passing;
and hestood doubtfully glancing about him.

“Oh, well, wecan't stay sweltering here,” hedecided; “let’s
try somewhereelse—" and with asenseof relief Charity fol-
lowed him from that scene of inhospitable splendour.

That “ somewhereelse” turned out—after more hot tramp-
ing, and several faillures—to be, of all things, alittleopen-air
placeinaback street that calleditself aFrench restaurant, and
conssted intwo or threerickety tablesunder ascarlet-runner,
between apatch of zinniasand petuniasand abig elm bending
over fromthenext yard. Herethey lunched on queerly flavoured
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things, while Harney, leaning back in acrippled rocking-chair,
smoked cigarettes between the courses and poured into
Charity’sglassapaleydlow winewhich hesad wasthevery
sameonedrank injust suchjolly placesin France.

Charity did not think thewine asgood as sarsaparilla, but
shesipped amouthful for the pleasure of doing what hedid,
and of fancying hersdlf donewith himinforeign countries. The
illusionwasincreased by their being served by adeep-bo-
somed woman with smooth hair and a pleasant laugh, who
talked to Harney inunintelligiblewords, and seemed amazed
and overjoyed at hisanswering her inkind. At theother tables
other people sat, mill-hands probably, homely but pleasant
looking, who spoke the same shrill jargon, and looked at
Harney and Charity with friendly eyes, and between thetable-
legsapood ewith bald patchesand pink eyesnosed about for
scraps, and sat up on hishind legs absurdly.

Harney showed noinclinationto move, for hot astheir cor-
ner was, it wasat |east shaded and quiet; and, fromthemain
thoroughfarescametheclanging of trolleys, theincessant pop-
ping of torpedoes, thejingle of street-organs, the bawling of
megaphone men and theloud murmur of increasing crowds.
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Heleaned back, smoking hiscigar, patting the dog, and stir-
ring the coffeethat seamed intheir chipped cups. “ It sthered
thing, youknow,” heexplained; and Charity hastily revised her
previous conception of the beverage.

They had made no plansfor the rest of the day, and when
Harney asked her what she wanted to do next she was too
bewildered by rich possibilitiesto find an answer. Finaly she
confessed that shelonged to go to the L ake, where she had not
been taken on her former visit, and when heanswered, “ Oh,
there' stimefor that—it will be pleasanter later,” shesuggested
seeing some pictureslikethe onesMr. Mileshad taken her to.
Shethought Harney looked alittle disconcerted; but he passed
hisfine handkerchief over hiswarm brow, said gaily, “ Come
along, then,” and rosewith alast pat for the pink-eyed dog.

Mr. Miles spictureshad been showninanaustere Y.M.C.A.
hall, withwhitewallsand an organ; but Harney led Charity to
aglittering place—everything shesaw seemed to glitter—where
they passed, between immensepicturesof yellow-haired beau-
tiesstabbing villainsin evening dress, into avel vet-curtained
auditorium packed with spectatorsto thelast limit of com-
pression. After that, for awhile, everythingwasmergedin her
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braininswimming circlesof heat and blinding aternations of
light and darkness. All theworld hasto show seemed to pass
before her inachaosof pamsand minarets, charging cavary
regiments, roaring lions, comic policemen and scowling mur-
derers; and the crowd around her, the hundreds of hot sallow
candy-munching faces, young, old, middle-aged, but dl kindled
with the same contagi ous excitement, became part of the spec-
tacle, and danced on the screen with therest.

Presently thethought of thecool trolley-runtotheLakegrew
irresstible, and they struggled out of thethestre. Asthey stood
onthepavement, Harney pa ewiththe heat, and even Charity
alittleconfused by it, ayoung man droveby inaneectric run-
about with acalico band bearing thewords:. “ Ten dollarsto
take you round the Lake.” Before Charity knew what was
happening, Harney had waved ahand, and they wereclimbing
in. “Say, for twenny-fivel’ll runyou out to seetheball-game
and back,” thedriver proposed with aninsinuating grin; but
Charity said quickly: “Oh, I'drather gorowing ontheL ake.”
The street was so thronged that progresswas slow; but the
glory of gitting inthelittle carriagewhileit wriggled itsway
between laden omnibusesand trolleys madethemomentsseem
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too short. “Next turnisLake Avenue,” theyoung man caled
out over hisshoulder; and asthey paused in thewake of abig
omnibusgroaning with Knightsof Pythiasin cocked hatsand
swords, Charity looked up and saw on the corner a brick
housewith aconspicuousblack and gold sign acrossitsfront.
“Dr. Merkle; Private Consultationsat al hours. Lady Atten-
dants,” sheread; and suddenly sheremembered Ally Hawes's
words. “ Thehousewasat the corner of Wing Street and Lake
Avenue...there sabig black sign acrossthefront....” Through
all the heat and theraptureashiver of cold ran over her.

X

THE LAKE AT LAST—asheet of shining metal brooded over by
drooping trees. Charity and Harney had secured aboat and,
getting away from thewharvesand the refreshment-booths,
they driftedidly along, hugging theshadow of theshore. Where
the sun struck thewater itsshaftsflamed back blindingly at the
heat-veiled sky; and theleast shade was black by contrast.
The L akewas so smooth that thereflection of thetreesoniits
edge seemed enamelled on asolid surface; but gradualy, as
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thesun declined, thewater grew trangparent, and Charity, lean-
ing over, plunged her fascinated gaze into depths so clear that
she saw the inverted tree-tops interwoven with the green
growthsof the bottom.

They rounded a point at the farther end of the Lake, and
entering aninlet pushed their bow against aprotruding tree-
trunk. A greenvall of willowsoverhung them. Beyond thetrees,
wheat-fiel ds sparkled in the sun; and al dongthehorizonthe
clear hillsthrobbed withlight. Charity leaned back inthestern,
and Harney unshipped the oarsand lay in the bottom of the
boat without speaking.

Ever sincetheir meeting at the Creston pool he had been
subject to these brooding silences, which wereasdifferent as
possiblefrom the pauseswhen they ceased to speak because
wordswereneedless. At such timeshisfaceworetheexpres-
sion shehad seen onit when shehadlookedinat himfromthe
darknessand again there came over her asenseof themyste-
riousdi stance between them; but usualy hisfitsof abstraction
werefollowed by burstsof gaiety that chased away the shadow
beforeit chilled her.

Shewasdtill thinking of theten dollarshe had handed to the



EdithWharton

driver of therun-about. It had given them twenty minutes of
pleasure, and it seemed unimaginablethat anyone should be
ableto buy amusement at that rate. With ten dollarshe might
have bought her an engagement ring; sheknew that Mrs. Tom
Fry’s, which camefrom Springfield, and had adiamondinit,
had cost only eight seventy-five. But shedid not know why
the thought had occurred to her. Harney would never buy her
an engagement ring: they werefriendsand comrades, but no
more. He had been perfectly fair to her: hehad never said a
word to mislead her. She wondered what the girl was like
whosehand waswaiting for hisring....

Boatswere beginning to thicken onthe Lakeand theclang
of incessantly arriving trolleys announced thereturn of the
crowdsfromthe ball-field. The shadows|engthened across
the pearl-grey water and two white clouds near the sun
wereturning golden. On the opposite shore men were ham-
mering hastily at awooden scaffolding in afield. Charity
asked what it wasfor.

“Why, the fireworks. | suppose there'll be abig show.”
Harney looked at her and asmilecrept into hismoody eyes.
“Haveyou never seen any good fireworks?’
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“Miss Hatchard always sends up lovely rockets on the
Fourth,” sheanswered doubtfully.

“Oh——" hiscontempt was unbounded. “| meanabig per-
formancelikethis, illuminated boats, and all therest.”

Sheflushed at the picture. “ Do they send them up from the
Lake, too?’

“Rather. Didn’t you notice that big raft we passed? It's
wonderful to seetherockets completing their orbitsdown
under one’sfeet.” She said nothing, and he put the oarsinto
therowlocks. “1f we stay we' d better go and pick up some-
thingtoeat.”

“But how can we get back afterwards?’ sheventured, feel-
ingitwould break her heart if shemissedit.

He consulted atime-table, found aten o’ clock train and
reassured her. “ Themoonrisessolatethat it will bedark by
eight, and we Il have over an hour of it.”

Twilight fell, andlightsbeganto show dongtheshore. Thetrol-
leysroaring out from Nettleton becamegreat luminousserpents
coilinginand out among thetrees. Thewooden eating-housesat
theLake sedgedanced withlanterns, and thedusk echoed with
laughter and shoutsand theclumsy splashing of oars.
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Harney and Charity had found atablein the corner of a
bal cony built over the Lake, and were patiently awaiting an
unattainable chowder. Close under them thewater |apped the
piles, agitated by theevolutionsof alittlewhite steamboat trel-
lised with coloured globes which wasto run passengers up
anddowntheLake. It wasaready black withthem asit sheered
off onitsfirst trip.

Suddenly Charity heard awoman’slaugh behind her. The
sound wasfamiliar, and sheturnedtolook. A band of showily
dressed girlsand dapper young men wearing badges of secret
societies, with new straw hatstilted far back ontheir square-
clipped hair, had invaded the balcony and were loudly
clamouring for atable. Thegirl inthelead wasthe onewho
had laughed. Sheworealarge hat with along whitefeather,
and from under itsbrim her painted eyeslooked at Charity
with amused recognition.

“Say! if thisain't like Old Home Week,” sheremarked to
thegirl at her elbow; and gigglesand glances passed between
them. Charity knew at oncethat the girl withthewhitefeather
was JuliaHawes. She had |ost her freshness, and the paint
under her eyesmade her face seem thinner; but her lips had
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thesamelovely curve, and the same cold mocking smile, asif
therewere some secret absurdity in the person shewas|ook-
ing at, and she had instantly detectedit.

Charity flushed to the forehead and |looked away. Shefelt
hersdf humiliated by Julia’ssneer, and vexed that themockery
of such acreature should affect her. Shetrembled lest Harney
should noticethat the noi sy troop had recognized her; but they
found no tablefree, and passed on tumultuoudly.

Presently therewasasoft rush through the air and ashower
of slver fell from the blue evening sky. In another direction,
pale Roman candles shot up singly through thetrees, and a
fire-haired rocket swept the horizon like aportent. Between
theseintermittent flashesthe velvet curtains of the darkness
weredescending, andintheinterval s of eclipsethe voicesof
the crowds seemed to sink to smothered murmurs.

Charity and Harney, dispossessed by newcomers, were at
length obliged to give up their table and strugglethrough the
throng about the boat-landings. For awhilethere seemed no
escapefromthetideof latearrivals, but finaly Harney secured
thelast two places on the stand from which the more privi-
leged wereto seethefireworks. The seatswere at the end of
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arow, one abovethe other. Charity had taken off her hat to
have an uninterrupted view; and whenever sheleaned back to
follow the curve of some dishevelled rocket she could feel
Harney’skneesagainst her head.

After awhilethe scattered fireworks ceased. A longer inter-
val of darknessfollowed, and then thewholenight brokeinto
flower. Fromevery point of thehorizon, gold and slver arches
sprang up and crossed each other, sky-orchardsbrokeinto
blossom, shed their flaming petd sand hung their brancheswith
goldenfruit; and dl thewhiletheair wasfilled with asoft su-
pernatura hum, asthough great birdswerebuilding their nests
inthoseinvisibletree-tops.

Now and then there camealull, and awave of moonlight
swept theL ake. Inaflashit revealed hundredsof boats, stedl-
dark againgt lustrousripples; thenit withdrew asif with afurl-
ing of vast tranducent wings. Charity’sheart throbbed with
delight. It was asif all thelatent beauty of things had been
unveiled to her. Shecould notimaginethat theworld held any-
thing morewonderful; but near her she heard someone say,
“Youwait till you seethe set piece,” and instantly her hopes
took afreshflight. Atlast, just asit wasbeginningto seemas

69

though thewhole arch of the sky wereonegreat lid pressed
againg her dazzled eye-bdls, and striking out of them continu-
ousjetsof jewelled light, the velvet darkness settled down
again, and amurmur of expectation ran through the crowd.

“Now—now!” the samevoicesaid excitedly; and Charity,
grasping the hat on her knee, crushed it tight inthe effort to
restrain her rapture.

For amoment the night seemed to grow moreimpenetrably
black; thenagreat picturestood out against it likeaconstella-
tion. It was surmounted by agolden scroll bearing theinscrip-
tion, “Washington crossingthe Delaware,” and acrossaflood
of motionlessgolden ripplesthe National Hero passed, erect,
solemnand gigantic, standing with folded armsinthesternof a
dowly moving golden boat.

A long*“Oh-h-h" burst from the spectators: thestand cresked
and shook withtheir blissful trepidations. “Oh-h-h,” Charity
gasped: she had forgotten where shewas, had at | ast forgotten
even Harney’s nearness. She seemed to have been caught up
intothestars....

The picture vanished and darkness came down. Inthe ob-
scurity shefelt her head clasped by two hands: her facewas
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drawn backward, and Harney’s lips were pressed on hers.
With sudden vehemence he wound hisarmsabout her, hold-
ing her head against his breast while she gave him back his
kisses. An unknown Harney had revealed himself, aHarney
who dominated her and yet over whom shefelt herself pos-
sessed of anew mysterious powe.

But the crowd was beginning to move, and hehad torelease
her. “Come,” hesaidin aconfused voice. He scrambled over
thesideof the stand, and holding up hisarm caught her asshe
sprang to the ground. He passed his arm about her waist,
steadying her against the descending rush of people; and she
clung to him, speechless, exultant, asif all the crowding and
confusion about themwereamerevain tirring of theair.

“Come,” herepeated, “wemust try to makethetrolley.” He
drew her along, and shefollowed, still in her dream. They
walked asif they were one, so isolated in ecstasy that the
peoplejostling them on every side seemed impal pable. But
whenthey reached theterminustheilluminated trolley wasd-
ready clanging onitsway, itsplatformsblack with passengers.
The carswaiting behind it were asthickly packed; and the
throng about the terminuswas so densethat it seemed hope-
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lessto strugglefor aplace.

“Lasttripupthe Lake,” amegaphone bellowed from the
wharf; and thelightsof thelittle sseam-boat came dancing out
of thedarkness.

“No usewaiting here; shall werunup theLake?’ Harney
suggested.

They pushed their way back to the edge of thewater just as
the gang-plank lowered from thewhite side of the boat. The
electric light at the end of the wharf flashed full on the de-
scending passengers, and among them Charity caught sight of
JuliaHawes, her whitefeather askew, and theface under it
flushed with coarselaughter. As she stepped from the gang-
plank she stopped short, her dark-ringed eyesdarting malice.

“Hullo, Charity Royall!” shecalled out; and then, looking
back over her shoulder: “Didn’'t | tdl you it wasafamily party?
Here' sgrandpa slittle daughter cometo take him home!”

A snigger ran through the group; and then, towering above
them, and steadying himself by the hand-rail in adesperate
effort at erectness, Mr. Royall stepped stiffly ashore. Likethe
young men of the party, hewore asecret society emblemin
the buttonhol e of hisblack frock-coat. Hishead was covered
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by anew Panamahat, and hisnarrow black tie, half undone,
dangled down on hisrumpled shirt-front. Hisface, alivid brown,
withred blotchesof anger and lipssunkeninlikeanold man's,
wasalamentableruininthesearching glare.

Hewasjust behind JuliaHawes, and had one hand on her
arm; but asheleft the gang-plank hefreed himsalf, and moved
astep or two away from hiscompanions. He had seen Charity
at once, and his glance passed slowly from her to Harney,
whosearmwas still about her. He stood staring at them, and
trying to master the senilequiver of hislips; then hedrew him-
self up with the tremulous majesty of drunkenness, and
stretched out hisarm.

“You whore—you damn—Dbare-headed whore, you!” he
enunciated dowly.

Therewas ascream of tipsy laughter from the party, and
Charity involuntarily put her handsto her head. Sheremem-
bered that her hat had fallen from her [ap when shejumped up
to leavethe stand; and suddenly she had avision of herself,
hatless, dishevelled, with aman’sarm about her, confronting
that drunken crew, headed by her guardian’spitiablefigure.
The picturefilled her with shame. Shehad known sincechild-
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hood about Mr. Royall’s* habits’: had seen him, asshewent
up to bed, sitting morosely in hisoffice, abottleat hiselbow;
or coming home, heavy and quarrelsome, from hisbusiness
expeditionsto Hepburn or Springfield; but theideaof hisas-
sociaing himsalf publicly with aband of disreputablegirlsand
bar-room loaferswas new and dreadful to her.

“Oh—" shesaidinagasp of misery; and releasing herself
from Harney’sarm shewent straight up to Mr. Royall.

“You come homewith me—you comeright homewithme,”
shesaidinalow sternvoice, asif she had not heard hisapos-
trophe; and one of thegirlscaled out: “ Say, how many fellers
doesshewant?’

Therewas another laugh, followed by apause of curiosity,
duringwhich Mr. Royd| continuedtoglarea Charity. Atlength
histwitching lipsparted. “I said, * You—damn—whore!’” he
repeated with precision, steadying himsalf on Julia sshoulder.

Laughsand jeerswerebeginningto springupfromthecircle
of peoplebeyond their group; and avoicecalled out fromthe
gangway: “ Now, then, seplively there—al aboard!” Thepres-
sure of approaching and departing passengersforced the ac-
torsintherapid scene apart, and pushed them back into the
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throng. Charity found herself clinging to Harney’sarm and
sobbing desperately. Mr. Royall had disappeared, and inthe
distance she heard the receding sound of Julia’slaugh.

Theboat, ladento thetaffrail, was puffing away on her last
trip.

Xl

AT Two O’cLock IN THE MORNING the freckled boy from
Creston stopped hisseepy horseat the door of thered house,
and Charity got out. Harney had taken leave of her at Creston
River, charging the boy to drive her home. Her mind was il
inafog of misery, and shedid not remember very clearly what
had happened, or what they said to each other, during the
interminableinterva sincetheir departurefrom Nettleton; but
the secretiveingtinct of theanima in painwasso strong in her
that she had asense of relief when Harney got out and she
droveonalone.

Thefull moon hung over North Dormer, whitening the mist
that filled the hollows between the hill sand fl oated transpar-
ently abovethefields. Charity stood amoment at the gate,

72

looking out into the waning night. Shewatched the boy drive
off, hishorse’ shead wagging heavily to and fro; then shewent
around to thekitchen door and felt under themat for the key.
Shefoundit, unlocked the door and went in. Thekitchenwas
dark, but she discovered abox of matches, lit acandleand
went upstairs. Mr. Royall’ sdoor, opposite hers, stood open
on hisunlit room; evidently he had not come back. Shewent
into her room, bolted her door and began slowly to untiethe
ribbon about her waist, and to take off her dress. Under the
bed she saw the paper bag in which she had hidden her new
hat frominquigtiveeyes....

SHE LAY FOR A LONG TIME Sleeplesson her bed, staring up at
the moonlight on thelow celling; dawn wasin the sky when
shefdl adeep, and when shewoke the sun wason her face.
She dressed and went down to the kitchen. Verena was
theredone: sheglanced at Charity tranquilly, with her old deef -
looking eyes. Therewasno sign of Mr. Royall about thehouse
and the hours passed without hisreappearing. Charity had
gone up to her room, and sat therelistlessly, her handson her
lap. Puffsof sultry air fanned her dimity window curtainsand
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fliesbuzzed tiflingly against thebluish panes.

At one 0’ clock Verena hobbled up to seeif shewere not
coming down to dinner; but she shook her head, and the old
womanwent away, saying: “I'll cover up, then.”

Thesunturned and left her room, and Charity seated hersdlf
inthewindow, gazing down thevillage street through the hal -
opened shutters. Not athought wasin her mind; it wasjust a
dark whirlpool of crowdingimages, and shewatched thepeople
passing along the street, Dan Targatt’ steam hauling aload of
pine-trunks down to Hepburn, the sexton’s old white horse
grazing on the bank acrosstheway, asif shelooked at these
familiar sghtsfromtheother sdeof thegrave.

Shewasroused from her gpathy by seeing Ally Hawvescome
out of the Frys’ gate and walk slowly toward thered house
with her uneven limping step. At the sight Charity recovered
her severed contact with reality. Shedivined that Ally was
coming to hear about her day: no oneesewasinthe secret of
thetrip to Nettleton, and it had flattered Ally profoundly to be
allowedtoknow of it.

At thethought of having to see her, of having to meet her
eyesand answer or evade her questions, thewhole horror of
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the previousnight' sadventure rushed back upon Charity. What
had been afeverish nightmare becameacold and unescapable
fact. Poor Ally, at that moment, represented North Dormer,
withdl itsmean curiosities, itsfurtivemalice, itssham uncon-
sciousnessof evil. Charity knew thet, dthough all relationswith
Juliawere supposed to be severed, thetender-hearted Ally
till sacretly communicated with her; and no doubt Juliawould
exultin the chance of retailing the scandal of thewharf. The
story, exaggerated and distorted, was probably aready onits
way to North Dormer.

Ally’sdragging pace had not carried her far fromthe Frys
gate when she was stopped by old Mrs. Sollas, who wasa
great talker, and spoke very slowly because she had never
been ableto get used to her new teeth from Hepburn. Still,
even thisrespitewould not last long; in another ten minutes
Ally would beat the door, and Charity would hear her greet-
ing Verenain thekitchen, and then calling up from thefoot of
thedtairs.

Suddenly it became clear that flight, and instant flight, was
theonly thing conceivable. Thelonging to escape, to get awvay
from familiar faces, from placeswhere shewasknown, had
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alwaysbeen strong in her inmoments of distress. Shehad a
childish belief inthe miraculous power of strange scenesand
new facesto transform her lifeand wipe out bitter memories.
But suchimpul seswere merefleeting whimscompared tothe
cold resolve which now possessed her. Shefelt she could not
remain an hour longer under the roof of the man who had
publicly dishonoured her, and face to face with the people
who would presently be gloating over all the details of her
humiliation.

Her passing pity for Mr. Royall had been swallowed upin
loathing: everythingin her recoiled from thedisgraceful spec-
tacle of the drunken old man apostrophizing her inthe pres-
ence of aband of loafersand street-walkers. Suddenly, viv-
idly, sherelived again the horrible moment when hehad tried
toforce himsdf into her room, and what she had before sup-
posed to beamad aberration now appeared to her asavulgar
incident in adebauched and degraded life.

Whilethese thoughts were hurrying through her she had
dragged out her old canvas school-bag, and wasthrusting into
itafew articlesof clothing andthelittle packet of |ettersshe
had received from Harney. From under her pincushion she
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took thelibrary key, andlaiditinfull view; then shefdt at the
back of adrawer for the blue brooch that Harney had given
her. She would not have dared to wear it openly at North
Dormer, but now shefastenedit on her bosom asif it werea
talisman to protect her in her flight. These preparations had
taken but afew minutes, and when they werefinished Ally
Haweswasdtill at theFrys corner talkingtoold Mrs. Sollas....

SHE HAD SAID TO HERSELF, as she always said in moments of
revalt: “I'll gototheMountain—I’ [l go back tomy ownfolks.”

Shehad never really meant it before; but now, assheconsid-
ered her case, no other course seemed open. She had never
learned any tradethat would have given her independenceina
strange place, and she knew no onein the big towns of the
valey, whereshemight have hoped to find employment. Miss
Hatchard was<till away; but even had shebeen a North Dor-
mer she was the last person to whom Charity would have
turned, since one of the motivesurging her to flight wasthe
wishnot to seeLuciusHarney. Travelling back from Nettleton,

inthe crowded brightly-lit train, all exchange of confidence
between them had beenimpossible; but duringtheir drivefrom
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Hepburn to Creston River she had gathered from Harney’s
snatches of consol atory talk—again hampered by the freck-
led boy’ s presence—that heintended to see her the next day.
At the moment she had found avague comfort in the assur-
ance; but inthe desolatelucidity of thehoursthat followed she
had cometo seetheimpossibility of meeting him again. Her
dream of comradeshipwasover; and the sceneon thewharf—
vileand disgraceful asit had been—had after al shed thelight
of truth on her minute of madness. It wasasif her guardian’s
wordshad stripped her barein theface of thegrinning crowd
and proclaimed to the world the secret admonitions of her
conscience.

Shedid not think these things out clearly; shesimply fol-
lowed the blind propulsion of her wretchedness. Shedid not
want, ever again, to seeanyone she had known; abovedl, she
did not want to seeHarney.....

Shedimbed thehill-path behind thehouseand struck through
thewoods by ashort-cut leading to the Creston road. A lead-
coloured sky hung heavily over thefields, and intheforest the
motionlessair was stifling; but she pushed on, impatient to
reach theroad which wasthe shortest way to the Mountain.
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To do so, shehad to follow the Creston road for amileor
two, and go within half amile of thevillage; and shewaked
quickly, fearing to meet Harney. But therewasno signof him,
and she had almost reached the branch road when she saw
theflanksof alargewhitetent projecting through thetreesby
theroadside. She supposed that it sheltered atravelling circus
which had cometherefor the Fourth; but as she drew nearer
she saw, over thefolded-back flap, alarge sign bearing the
inscription, “ Gospel Tent.” Theinterior seemed to beempty;
but ayoung man in ablack alpacacoat, hislank hair parted
over around whiteface, stepped from under theflap and ad-
vanced toward her withasmile.

“Siter, your Saviour knowseverything. Won't you comein
andlay your guilt beforeHim?" heasked ingnuatingly, putting
hishand on her arm.

Charity started back and flushed. For amoment shethought
the evangelist must have heard a report of the scene at
Nettleton; then she saw the absurdity of the supposition.

“lon'ywish't| had any tolay!” sheretorted, with oneof her
fierceflashesof salf-derision; and the young man murmured,
aghast: “ Oh, Sister, don’t speak blasphemy....”
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But shehad jerked her arm out of hishold, and wasrunning
up thebranchroad, trembling with thefear of meeting afamil-
iar face. Presently shewasout of Sight of thevillage, and dimb-
ing into the heart of theforest. She could not hopeto do the
fifteen milesto theMountain that afternoon; but sheknew of a
place half-way to Hamblin where she could sleep, and where
no onewould think of looking for her. It wasalittle deserted
house on adopeinoneof thelondy riftsof thehills. Shehad
seen it once, years before, when she had gone on anutting
expedition to the grove of walnuts below it. The party had
taken refugein the housefrom asudden mountain storm, and
sheremembered that Ben Sollas, who liked frightening girls,
had told them that it was said to be haunted.

Shewasgrowing faint and tired, for she had eaten nothing
sincemorning, and wasnot used to walking so far. Her head
felt light and she sat down for amoment by theroadside. As
she sat there sheheard theclick of abicycle-bell, and started
up to plunge back into the forest; but before she could move
thebicyclehad swept around the curveof theroad, and Harney,
jumping off, was approaching her with outstretched arms.

“Charity! What on earth are you doing here?’
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Shestared asif hewereavision, so startled by the unex-
pectedness of hisbeing therethat no wordscameto her.

“Wherewereyou going?Had you forgottenthat | wascom-
Ing?’ he continued, trying to draw her to him; but she shrank
from hisembrace.

“1 was going away—I don’t want to see you—I want you
shouldleavemedone,” shebrokeout wildly.

He looked at her and hisface grew grave, asthough the
shadow of apremonition brushedit.

“Going away—fromme, Charity?’

“From everybody. | want you should leave me.”

Hestood glancing doubtfully up and down thelonely forest
road that stretched away into sun-flecked distances.

“Wherewereyou going?

“Home”

“Home—thisway?’

Shethrew her head back defiantly. “ To my home—up yon-
der: totheMountain.”

Asshe spoke she became aware of achangein hisface. He
wasnolonger listening to her, hewasonly looking at her, with
the passionate absorbed expression shehad seeninhiseyes
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after they had kissed on the stand at Nettleton. He wasthe
new Harney again, the Harney abruptly revealed inthat em-
brace, who seemed so penetrated with the joy of her pres-
encethat hewas utterly carel ess of what shewasthinking or
feding.

He caught her handswith alaugh. “How do you suppose|
foundyou?’ hesaid gaily. Hedrew out thelittle packet of his
|ettersand flourished them before her bewildered eyes.

“You dropped them, you imprudent young person—dropped
them in the middle of the road, not far from here; and the
young manwho isrunning the Gospel tent picked themupjust
asl wasridingby.” Hedrew back, holding her at arm’slength,
and scrutinizing her troubled face with the minute searching
gazeof hisshort-sighted eyes.

“Didyoureally think you could run away from me?You see
youweren't meant to,” hesaid; and before she could answver he
had kissed her again, not vehemently, but tenderly, dmost fra-
terndly, asif hehad guessed her confused pain, and wanted her
toknow heunderstood it. Hewound hisfingersthrough hers.

“Comelet’'swalk alittle. | want to talk to you. There’'sso
muchto say.”
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Hespokewith aboy’sgaiety, carelesdy and confidently, as
if nothing had happened that could shame or embarrassthem,
and for amoment, in the sudden relief of her release from
lonely pain, shefelt hersalf yielding to hismood. But hehad
turned, and was drawing her back along the road by which
shehad come. She stiffened herself and stopped short.

“l won't go back,” shesaid.

They looked at each other amoment in silence; then hean-
swered gently: “Very well: let’sgo the other way, then.”

Sheremaned motionless, gazing slently a theground, and he
went on: “Isn't thereahouse up heresomewhere—alittleaban-
doned house—you meant to show mesomeday?’ Still shemade
no answer, and he continued, in the sametone of tender reas-
surance: “L et usgotherenow and st downandtalk quietly.” He
took oneof the handsthat hung by her sdeand pressed hislips
to the palm. “Do you suppose I’ m going to let you send me
away?Doyou supposel don't understand?’

THE LITTLE oLD House—itswooden walls sun-bleached to a
ghostly gray—stood in an orchard abovetheroad. Thegar-
den palings had fallen, but the broken gate dangled between



SUmmer

itspogts, and the path to the house was marked by rose-bushes
runwildand hangingtheir smd| paeblossomsabovethecrowd-
ing grasses. Sender pilastersand anintricatefan-light framed
the opening where the door had hung; and the door itself lay
rottinginthegrass, withan old apple-treefdlen acrossit.

Inside, aso, wind and weather had blanched everything to
thesamewan slvery tint; thehousewasasdry and pureasthe
interior of along-empty shell. But it must have been excep-
tionally well built, for thelittle rooms had kept something of
their human aspect: thewooden mantelswith their neat classic
ornamentswerein place, and the cornersof oneceiling re-
tained alight filmof plaster tracery.

Harney had found an old bench at the back door and dragged
itintothehouse. Charity sat onit, leaning her head against the
wall inastate of drowsy lassitude. He had guessed that she
was hungry and thirsty, and had brought her sometablets of
chocolatefrom hisbicyce-bag, andfilled hisdrinking-cupfrom
aspringintheorchard; and now hesat at her feet, smoking a
cigarette, andlooking up a her without speaking. Outside, the
afternoon shadows were lengthening acrossthe grass, and
through the empty window-framethat faced her she saw the
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Mountain thrusting itsdark massagainst asultry sunset. It was
timetogo.

Shestood up, and he sprang to hisfeet a so, and passed his
armthrough herswith anair of authority. “Now, Charity, you're
coming back withme.”

Shelooked at him and shook her head. “1 ain’t ever going
back. You don't know.”

“What don’t | know?’ Shewassilent, and he continued:
“What happened on thewharf was horrible—it'snatural you
shouldfed asyoudo. But it doesn’t makeany redl difference:
you can’'t be hurt by such things. You must try toforget. And
you must try to understand that men...men sometimes...”

“I know about men. That'swhy.”

Hecoloured alittle at theretort, asthough it had touched
himinaway shedid not suspect.

“Well, then...you must know one has to make
alowances....He dbeendrinking....”

“I know dl that, too. I’ veseen him so before. But hewouldn't
have dared speak to methat way if hehadn't....”

“Hadn’t what? What do you mean?’

“Hadn’t wanted meto belikethose other girls....” Shelow-
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ered her voiceandlooked away fromhim. “ So's‘t hewouldn’t
havetogoout....”

Harney stared at her. For amoment hedid not seemtoseize
her meaning; then hisfacegrew dark. “ Thedamned hound! The
villainouslow hound!” Hiswrath blazed up, crimsoning himto
thetemples. “I never dreamed—good God, it'stoovile,” he
brokeoff, asif histhoughtsrecoiled fromthediscovery.

“1 won't never go back there,” sherepeated doggedly.

“No—" he assented.

Therewasalonginterva of silence, duringwhich sheimag-
ined that hewas searching her facefor morelight on what she
had revealed to him; and aflush of shame swept over her.

“1 know theway you must feel about me,” she broke out,
“...tdlingyousuchthings....”

But once more, as she spoke, she became aware that he
wasnolonger listening. He camecloseand caught her tohim
asif hewere snatching her from someimminent peril: hisim-
petuouseyeswerein hers, and she could fed the hard beat of
hisheart asheheld her against it.

“Kissmeagain—likelast night,” hesaid, pushing her hair
back asif to draw her wholeface up into hiskiss.
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X1l

ONE AFTERNOON TOWARD the end of August agroup of girls
satinaroom at MissHatchard'sin agay confusion of flags,
turkey-red, blueand white paper mudin, harvest sheavesand
illuminated scrolls.

North Dormer waspreparing for its Old Home Week. That
form of sentimentd decentrdizationwasdill initsearly sages,
and, precedents being few, and the desireto set an example
contagious, the matter had become a subject of prolonged
and passionate discussion under MissHatchard’sroof. The
incentiveto the cel ebration had comerather from thosewho
had |eft North Dormer than from those who had been obliged
to stay there, and therewas somedifficulty inrousing thevil-
lageto the proper state of enthusiasm. But MissHatchard's
pale prim drawing-room wasthe centre of constant comings
and goingsfrom Hepburn, Nettleton, Springfield and evenmore
distant cities, and whenever avisitor arrived hewasled across
thehall, and treated to aglimpse of thegroup of girlsdeepin
their pretty preparations.

“All theold names...all theold names....” MissHatchard
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would be heard, tapping across the hall on her crutches.
“Targatt...Sollas...Fry: thisisMissOrmaFry sewing the stars
onthedrapery for theorgan-loft. Don’t move, girls...and this
iIsMissAlly Hawes, our cleverest needle-woman...and Miss
Charity Royd |l making our garlandsof evergreen....I likethe
ideaof itsall being homemade, don't you? Wehaven't had to
cdl inany foreigntaent: my young cousin LuciusHarney, the
architect—you know he' sup here preparing abook on Colo-
nia houses—he' staken thewholething in hand so cleverly;
but you must come and see his sketch for the stage we're
goingtoput upintheTownHall.”

One of thefirst results of the Old Home Week agitation
had, infact, been the reappearance of LuciusHarney inthe
village street. He had been vaguely spoken of asbeing not
far off, but for some weeks past no one had seen him at
North Dormer, and there was arecent report of hishaving
left Creston River, where hewas said to have been staying,
and gone away from the neighbourhood for good. Soon &f -
ter Miss Hatchard'sreturn, however, he came back to his
old quartersin her house, and began totakealeading partin
theplanning of thefestivities. Hethrew himself into theidea
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with extraordinary good-humour, and was so prodigal of
sketches, and so inexhaustiblein devices, that he gave an
immediateimpetusto therather languid movement, and in-
fected thewholevillagewith hisenthusiasm.

“Luciushassuch afeding for the past that he hasroused us
al toasenseof our privileges,” Miss Hatchard would say,
lingering on thelast word, which wasafavourite one. And
beforeleading her visitor back to the drawing-room shewould
repest, for the hundredth time, that she supposed hethought it
very bold of little North Dormer to start up and haveaHome
Week of itsown, when so many bigger placeshadn’t thought
of it yet; but that, after all, Associations counted morethan the
sizeof thepopulation, didn’t they? And of course North Dor-
mer wassofull of Associations. . . historic, literary (hereafilia
sighfor Honorius) and ecclesiastical...he knew about the old
pewter communion serviceimported from Englandin 1769,
shesupposed? And it was so important, in awea thy material-
istic age, to set the example of reverting to theoldideals, the
family and the homestead, and so on. Thisperoration usualy
carried her half-way back acrossthe hall, leaving thegirlsto
returntotheir interrupted activities.
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Theday onwhich Charity Royal wasweaving hemlock gar-
landsfor the procession wasthelast before the cel ebration.
When MissHatchard called upon the North Dormer maiden-
hood to collaboratein thefestal preparations Charity had at
first held aoof; but it had been made clear to her that her non-
appearance might excite conjecture, and, reluctantly, she had
joined the other workers. Thegirls, at first shy and embar-
rassed, and puzzled as to the exact nature of the projected
commemoration, had soon becomeinterested intheamusing
detailsof their task, and excited by the noticethey received.
They would not for theworld have missed their afternoonsat
MissHatchard's, and, whilethey cut out and sewed and draped
and pasted, their tongues kept up such an accompaniment to
the sewing-machinethat Charity’ssilence sheltered itsalf un-
perceived under their chatter.

Inspirit shewasstill amost unconsciousof the pleasant stir
about her. Since her return to thered house, on the evening of
the day when Harney had overtaken her on her way to the
Mountain, shehad lived at North Dormer asif sheweresus-
pendedinthevoid. She had come back there because Harney,
after gppearing to agreeto theimpossibility of her doing so, had
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ended by persuading her that any other coursewould be mad-
ness. She had nothing further tofear from Mr. Royall. Of this
she had declared herself sure, though shehad failedtoadd, in
hisexoneration, that he had twice offered to make her hiswife.
Her hatred of him madeitimpossible, at themoment, for her to
say anything that might partly excusehimin Harney’seyes.
Harney, however, once satisfied of her security, had found
plenty of reasonsfor urging her to return. Thefirst, and the
most unanswerable, wasthat she had nowheree seto go. But
the one on which he laid the greatest stresswas that flight
would beequivdenttoavowd. If—aswasadmost inevitable—
rumours of the scandal ous scene at Nettleton should reach
North Dormer, how elsewould her disappearance beinter-
preted?Her guardian had publicly taken away her character,
and sheimmediately vanished from hishouse. Seekersafter
motivescould hardly fail to draw an unkind conclusion. But if
she came back at once, and was seen leading her usual life,
theincident was reduced to itstrue proportions, asthe out-
break of adrunken old man furiousat being surprisedindis-
reputable company. People would say that Mr. Royall had
insulted hisward to justify himself, and the sordid talewould
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fal intoitsplaceinthechronicleof hisobscuredebaucheries.

Charity saw theforce of the argument; but if she acqui-
esced it was not so much because of that asbecauseit was
Harney’swish. Sincethat evening in the deserted house she
couldimagine no reason for doing or not doing anything ex-
cept thefact that Harney wished or did not wishit. All her
tossing contradictory impulseswere merged in afatalistic
acceptance of hiswill. It was not that she felt in him any
ascendancy of character—thereweremomentsalready when
she knew shewasthe stronger—but that all therest of life
had become amere cloudy rim about the central glory of
their passion. Whenever she stopped thinking about that for
amoment shefelt as she sometimes did after lying on the
grassand staring up too long at the sky; her eyeswere sofulll
of light that everything about her wasablur.

Eachtimethat MissHatchard, in the course of her periodi-
ca incursionsinto thework-room, dropped an allusonto her
young cousin, thearchitect, the effect wasthe same on Char-
ity. Thehemlock garland shewaswearing fell to her kneesand
shesat in akind of trance. It was so manifestly absurd that
MissHatchard should talk of Harney inthat familiar posses-
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siveway, asif she had any claim on him, or knew anything
about him. She, Charity Royall, wasthe only being on earth
who really knew him, knew him from the soles of hisfeet to
therumpled crest of hishair, knew theshifting lightsinhiseyes,
and theinflexions of hisvoice, and the things heliked and
didiked, and everything there wasto know about him, asmi-
nutely and yet unconscioudy asachild knowsthewallsof the
roomit wakesupinevery morning. It wasthisfact, which no-
body about her guessed, or would have understood, that made
her life something apart and inviolable, asif nothing had any
power to hurt or disturb her aslong asher secret was safe.

Theroominwhichthegirlssat wasthe onewhich had been
Harney’sbedroom. He had been sent upstairs, to makeroom
for the Home Week workers; but the furniture had not been
moved, and as Charity sat there she had perpetually before
her thevision she had looked in on from the midnight garden.
Thetable at which Harney had sat wasthe one about which
thegirlswere gathered; and her own seat was near thebed on
which she had seen him lying. Sometimes, when the others
were not |ooking, she bent over asif to pick up something,
and laid her cheek for amoment against the pillow.
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Toward sunset the girlsdisbanded. Their work was done,
and the next morning at daylight the draperiesand garlands
wereto benailed up, and theilluminated scrolls put in place
inthe Town Hall. Thefirst guestswereto drive over from
Hepburn intimefor themidday banquet under atentin Miss
Hatchard'sfield; and after that the ceremonieswereto be-
gin. MissHatchard, palewith fatigueand excitement, thanked
her young assistants, and stood in the porch, leaning on her
crutchesand waving afarewel| as she watched them troop
away down the street.

Charity had dlipped off among thefirst; but at the gate she
heard Ally Hawescalling after her, and reluctantly turned.

“Will you comeover now andtry onyour dress?’ Ally asked,
looking at her with wistful admiration. “I want to be surethe
deevesdon't ruck up thesame asthey did yesterday.”

Charity gazed at her with dazzled eyes. “Oh, it'slovely,” she
said, and hastened away without listening to Ally’s protest.
She wanted her dress to be as pretty as the other girls —
wanted it, infact, to outshinetherest, since shewasto take
partinthe*exercises’—but shehad notimejust thentofix her
mind on such matters....
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She sped up the street to thelibrary, of which she had the
key about her neck. From the passage at the back shedragged
forth abicycle, and guided it to the edge of the street. She
looked about to seeif any of the girlswere approaching; but
they had drifted away together toward the Town Hall, and she
sprang into the saddle and turned toward the Creston road.
Therewasan amost continual descent to Creston, and with
her feet againgt the pedal sshefloated through the still evening
ar likeoneof the hawksshe had often watched d anting down-
ward on motionlesswings. Twenty minutesfromthetimewhen
shehadleft MissHatchard' sdoor shewasturning up thewood-
road on which Harney had overtaken her on the day of her
flight; and afew minutes afterward she had jumped from her
bicycleat the gate of the deserted house.

In the gold-powdered sunset it looked morethan ever like
somefrail shell dried and washed by many seasons; but at the
back, whither Charity advanced, drawing her bicycleafter her,
therewere signsof recent habitation. A rough door made of
boards hung in thekitchen doorway, and pushing it open she
entered aroom furnished in primitive camping fashion. Inthe
window was atable, also made of boards, with an earthen-
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warejar holding abig bunch of wild asters, two canvaschairs
stood near by, and in one corner wasamattresswith aMexi-
can blanket over it.

Theroom wasempty, and leaning her bicycle against the
house Charity clambered up thed opeand sat down onarock
under anold apple-tree. Theair wasperfectly till, and from
where she sat she would be able to hear the tinkle of a bi-
cycle-bell alongway downtheroad....

Shewasawaysglad when shegot tothelittle house before
Harney. Sheliked to havetimetotakein every detail of its
secret sweetness—the shadows of the apple-trees swaying
onthegrass, the old wa nutsrounding their domesbel ow the
road, the meadows d oping westward in the afternoon light—
beforehisfirst kissblotted it all out. Everything unrelated to
the hours spent in that tranquil placewasasfaint asthere-
membrance of adream. The only reality wasthewondrous
unfolding of her new sdif, thereaching out tothelight of al her
contracted tendrils. Shehad lived al her life among people
whose sensibilities seemed to havewithered for lack of use;
and morewonderful, at first, than Harney’sendearmentswere
thewordsthat wereapart of them. She had alwaysthought of
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love as something confused and furtive, and he madeit as
bright and open asthe summer air.

Onthemorrow of the day when shehad shown him theway
to the deserted house he had packed up and | eft Creston River
for Boston; but at thefirst station he had jJumped onthetrain
withahand-bag and scrambled upinto thehills. For two golden
rainless August weeks he had camped in the house, getting
eggsand milk from the solitary farminthevalley, whereno
one knew him, and doing hiscooking over aspirit-lamp. He
got up every day with the sun, took aplungein abrown pool
heknew of, and spent long hourslying in the scented hem-
lock-woods abovethe house, or wandering along the yoke of
the Eagle Ridge, far abovethemisty bluevalleysthat swept
away east and west between theendlesshills. Andinthe af-
ternoon Charity cameto him.

With part of what was|eft of her savings she had hired a
bicyclefor amonth, and every day after dinner, assoon asher
guardian started to hisoffice, shehurried to thelibrary, got out
her bicycle, and flew down the Creston road. She knew that
Mr. Roydll, likeeveryonee sein North Dormer, was perfectly
awareof her acquigition: possibly he, aswell astherest of the
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village, knew what use she made of it. Shedid not care: she
felt him to be so powerlessthat if he had questioned her she
would probably havetold him thetruth. But they had never
spoken to each other sincethe night onthewharf at Nettleton.
Hehad returned to North Dormer only on thethird day after
that encounter, arriving just as Charity and Verenawere sit-
ting down to supper. He had drawn up hischair, taken his
napkin from the side-board drawer, pulled it out of itsring,
and seated himself asunconcernedly asif he had comein
from hisusual afternoon session at Carrick Fry’s; and the
long habit of the household madeit seem amost natural that
Charity should not so much asraise her eyeswhen he en-
tered. Shehad smply let him understand that her silencewas
not accidental by leaving thetablewhilehewas till eating,
and going up without aword to shut herself into her room.
After that heformed the habit of talking loudly and genially
to Verenawhenever Charity wasin theroom; but otherwise
therewas no apparent changeintheir relations.

Shedid not think connectedly of thesethingswhile she sat
waiting for Harney, but they remained in her mind asasullen
background against which her short hourswith him flamed out
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likeforest fires. Nothing el se mattered, neither the good nor
the bad, or what might have seemed so before sheknew him.
He had caught her up and carried her away into anew world,
fromwhich, at stated hours, the ghost of her came back to
perform certain customary acts, but all so thinly and
insubstantially that she sometimeswondered that the people
shewent about among could seeher ...

Behind the swarthy Mountain the sun had gone down in
wavelessgold. From apasture up the slope atinkle of cow-
bells sounded; apuff of smoke hung over thefarmintheval-
ley, trailed on the pureair and wasgone. For afew minutes, in
theclear light that isall shadow, fields and woodswere out-
lined with an unreal precision; then thetwilight blotted them
out, and the little house turned gray and spectral under its
wizened apple-branches.

Charity’sheart contracted. Thefirst fall of night after aday
of radiance often gave her asense of hidden menace: it was
likelooking out over theworld asit would bewhen love had
gonefromit. Shewonderedif someday shewould sitinthat
sameplaceand watchinvainfor her lover....

Hisbicycle-bell sounded down thelane, andinaminuteshe
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was at the gate and his eyes were laughing in hers. They
walked back through thelong grass, and pushed open the
door behind the house. Theroom at first seemed quite dark
and they had to gropetheir way in handin hand. Throughthe
window-framethe sky looked light by contrast, and above
the black mass of astersin the earthen jar one white star
glimmered likeamoth.

“Therewassuchalot todo at thelast minute,” Harney was
explaining, “and | had to drivedownto Creston to meet some-
onewho hascometo stay with my cousinfor the show.”

He had hisarmsabout her, and hiskisseswerein her hair
and on her lips. Under his touch things deep down in her
struggled to thelight and sprang up likeflowersin sunshine.
Shetwisted her fingersinto his, and they sat down sideby side
on theimprovised couch. She hardly heard hisexcusesfor
being late: in hisabsence athousand doubtstormented her,
but as soon as he appeared she ceased to wonder where he
had come from, what had delayed him, who had kept him
from her. It seemed asif the places he had been in, and the
people he had been with, must cease to exist when he left
them, just asher own lifewas suspended in hisabsence.
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He continued, now, to talk to her volubly and gaily, deplor-
ing hislateness, grumbling at the demandson histime, and
good-humouredly mimicking MissHatchard’ sbenevolent agi-
tation. “ Shehurried off Milesto ask Mr. Royall to speak at the
Town Hall tomorrow: | didn’t know till it wasdone.” Charity
wassilent, and he added: “ After al, perhapsit’'sjust aswell.
No oneelse could havedoneit.”

Charity made no answer: She did not care what part her
guardian playedinthemorrow’sceremonies. Likeall theother
figures peopling her meagreworld he had grown non-existent
to her. Shehad even put off hating him.

“Tomorrow | shall only seeyoufromfar off,” Harney con-
tinued. “But inthe evening there’ Il bethedanceinthe Town
Hall. Do you want me to promise not to dance with any
other girl?’

Any other girl? Were there any others? She had forgotten
eventhat peril, so enclosed did heand she seemintheir secret
world. Her heart gaveafrightened jerk.

“Yes, promise.”

Helaughed and took her in hisarms. “You goose—not even
if they’ rehideous?’
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He pushed thehair from her forehead, bending her faceback,
as hisway was, and leaning over so that his head loomed
black between her eyesand the paleness of the sky, inwhich
thewhitestar floated...

Sipe By siDE they sped back along the dark wood-road to the
village. A lalemoonwasrising, full orbed andfiery, turningthe
mountai n rangesfrom fluid gray to amassive blackness, and
making the upper sky solight that the starslooked asfaint as
their ownreflectionsinwater. At theedge of thewood, haf a
milefrom North Dormer, Harney jumped from hishbicycle,
took Charity inhisarmsfor alast kiss, and then waited while
shewent onaone.

They werelater than usua, andinstead of takingthebicycle
to thelibrary she propped it against the back of the wood-
shed and entered the kitchen of the red house. Verena sat
therea one; when Charity camein shelooked at her withmild
impenetrable eyes and then took aplate and aglass of milk
fromthe shelf and set them silently onthetable. Charity nod-
ded her thanks, and sitting down, fell hungrily upon her piece
of pieand emptied theglass. Her face burned with her quick
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flight throughthenight, and her eyesweredazzled by thetwinkle
of thekitchenlamp. Shefdt likeanight-bird suddenly caught
and caged.

“Heain't comeback sncesupper,” Verenasad. “He'sdown
totheHall.”

Charity took no notice. Her soul wasstill winging through
theforest. Shewashed her plate and tumbler, and then felt
her way up the dark stairs. When she opened her door a
wonder arrested her. Before going out she had closed her
shuttersagainst the afternoon heat, but they had swung partly
open, and abar of moonlight, crossing the room, rested on
her bed and showed adress of Chinasilk laid out onitin
virginwhiteness. Charity had spent more than she could &f -
ford on the dress, which wasto surpassthose of al the other
girls; she had wanted to let North Dormer seethat shewas
worthy of Harney’sadmiration. Abovethedress, folded on
the pillow, wasthewhite veil which the young women who
took part in the exercises were to wear under awreath of
asters; and beside the vell apair of slim white satin shoes
that Ally had produced from an old trunk in which shestored
mysterioustreasures.



SUmmer

Charity stood gazing at all the outspread whiteness. It re-
called avisonthat had cometo her inthenight after her first
meeting with Harney. She no longer had such
visons...warmer splendourshad displaced them...but it was
stupid of Ally to have paraded all those whitethingson her
bed, exactly asHattie Targatt’swedding dressfrom Spring-
field had been spread out for the nelghboursto seewhen she
married TomFry....

Charity took up the satin shoes and looked at them curi-
oudly. By day, no doubt, they would appear alittleworn, but
inthemoonlight they seemed carved of ivory. She sat down
onthefloor totry them on, and they fitted her perfectly, though
when she stood up shelurched alittle on the high heels. She
looked down at her feet, which thegraceful mould of thedlip-
pershad marvellously arched and narrowed. She had never
seen such shoes before, even in the shop-windows at
Nettleton...never, except...yes, once, she had noticed apair
of the same shape on Annabel Balch.

A blush of mortification swept over her. Ally sometimes
sewed for MissBa chwhen that brilliant being descended on
North Dormer, and no doubt she picked up presents of cast-
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off clothing: thetreasuresinthemysterioustrunk all camefrom
the people sheworked for; there could be no doubt that the
whitedipperswere Annabel Balch's....

Asshe stood there, staring down moodily at her feet, she
heard thetriple click-click-click of abicycle-bell under her
window. It was Harney’s secret signal as he passed on his
way home. She stumbled to the window on her high heels,
flung open the shutters and leaned out. Hewaved to her and
sped by, hisblack shadow dancing merrily ahead of him down
theempty moonlit road; and sheleaned therewatching himtill
he vanished under the Hatchard spruces.

X111

THe TowN HaLL wascrowded and exceedingly hot. AsCharity
marched intoit third inthewhitemudin file headed by Orma
Fry, shewas conscious mainly of the brilliant effect of the
wreathed columnsframing the green-carpeted stagetoward
which shewasmoving; and of theunfamiliar facesturningfrom
thefront rowsto watch the advance of the procession.

Butit wasall abewildering blur of eyesand colourstill she
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found hersdlf slanding at the back of the stage, her great bunch
of astersand goldenrod held well infront of her, and answer-
ing the nervous glance of Lambert Sollas, the organist from
Mr. Miles schurch, who had comeup from Nettletonto play
the harmonium and sat behind it, hisconductor’seyerunning
over thefluttered girls.

A moment later Mr. Miles, pink and twinkling, emerged from
the background, asif buoyed up on his broad white gown,
and briskly dominated the bowed headsin thefront rows. He
prayed energetically and briefly and thenretired, and afierce
nod from Lambert Sollaswarned the girlsthat they wereto
follow at once with “Home, Sweet Home.” It wasajoy to
Charity to sing: it seemed asthough, for thefirst time, her se-
cret rapture might burst from her and flash itsdefiance at the
world. All theglow in her blood, the breath of the summer
earth, therustle of theforest, thefresh call of birdsat sunrise,
and the brooding midday languors, seemed to passinto her
untrained voice, lifted and led by the sustaining chorus.

And then suddenly the song wasover, and after an uncertain
pause, duringwhich MissHatchard' spearl-grey glovesstarted
afurtivesgnalingdownthehall, Mr. Royal, emerginginturn,
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ascended the steps of the stage and appeared behind the
flower-wreathed desk. He passed closeto Charity, and she
noticed that hisgravely set faceworethelook of majesty that
used to awe and fascinate her childhood. Hisfrock-coat had
been carefully brushed and ironed, and theends of hisnarrow
black tiewere so nearly eventhat thetying must have cost him
aprotracted struggle. Hisappearance struck her al themore
becauseit wasthefirst time shehad looked himfull intheface
sincethenight at Nettleton, and nothingin hisgraveand im-
pressive demeanour reveal ed atrace of thelamentablefigure
onthewharf.

He stood amoment behind the desk, resting hisfinger-tips
againgt it, and bending dightly toward hisaudience; then he
straightened himsalf and began.

At first shepaid no heed to what hewas saying: only frag-
ments of sentences, sonorousquotations, alusionstoillustri-
ousmen, including theobligatory tributeto HonoriusHatchard,
drifted past her inattentive ears. Shewastrying to discover
Harney among the notabl e peopleinthefront row; but hewas
nowhere near MissHatchard, who, crowned by apearl-grey
hat that matched her gloves, sat just below the desk, sup-
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ported by Mrs. Milesand animportant-looking unknown lady.
Charity wasnear oneend of thestage, and from whereshe sat
the other end of thefirst row of seatswascut off by thescreen
of foliage masking the harmonium. The effort to see Harney
around the corner of the screen, or throughitsinterstices, made
her unconsciousof everything else; but the effort wasunsuc-
cessful, and gradually shefound her attention arrested by her
guardian’sdiscourse.

She had never heard him speak in public before, but she
wasfamiliar withtherolling music of hisvoicewhen heread
aoud, or held forth to the selectmen about the stove at Carrick
Fry’s. Today hisinflectionswerericher and graver than she
had ever known them: he spoke slowly, with pauses that
seemedtoinvitehishearersto Slent participationin histhought;
and Charity perceived alight of responseintheir faces.

Hewasnearing theend of hisaddress....” Most of you,” he
said, “most of you who havereturned heretoday, to take con-
tact with thislittle placefor abrief hour, havecomeonly ona
piouspilgrimage, and will go back presently to busy citiesand
livesfull of larger duties. But that isnot the only way of coming
back to North Dormer. Some of us, who went out from here
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in our youth...went out, like you, to busy cities and larger
duties...nave come back in another way—comeback for good.
| am oneof those, asmany of you know....” Hepaused, and
therewasasenseof suspenseinthelistening hdl. “ My history
iswithout interest, but it hasitslesson: not somuchfor those of
you who have aready madeyour livesin other places, asfor
the young men who are perhaps planning even now to leave
these quiet hillsand go down into the struggle. Thingsthey
cannot foresee may send some of thoseyoung men back some
day to thelittle township and the old homestead: they may
comeback for good....” Helooked about him, and repeated
gravely: “For good. There sthe point | want to make...North
Dormer isapoor little place, dmost lost inamighty landscape:
perhaps, by thistime, it might have been abigger place, and
morein scalewith thelandscape, if those who had to come
back had come with that feeling in their minds—that they
wanted to come back for good...and not for bad...or just for
indifference....

“Gentlemen, let uslook at thingsasthey are. Some of us
have comeback to our nativetown becausewe dfailedto get
on elsewhere. Oneway or other, thingshad gonewrong with
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us...what we' d dreamed of hadn’t cometrue. But thefact that
wehad failed e sewhereisno reason why we shouldfail here.
Our very experimentsin larger places, evenif they wereun-
successful, ought to have helped usto make North Dormer a
larger place...and you young men who are preparing even now
tofollow thecall of ambition, and turn your back ontheold
homes—well, let mesay thisto you, that if ever you do come
back to them it’sworth while to come back to themfor their
good....Andto do that, you must keep on loving them while
you' reaway from them; and even if you come back against
your will—andthinking it'sal abitter mistake of Fateor Provi-
dence—you must try to makethe best of it, and to makethe
best of your old town; and after awhile—well, ladies and
gentlemen, | giveyou my recipefor what it'sworth; after a
while, | believeyou'll beabletosay, asl cansay today: ‘I'm
gladI’'mhere’ Believeme, dl of you, thebest way to helpthe
placesweliveinistobegladwelivethere.”

He stopped, and a murmur of emotion and surprise ran
through the audience. It was not in the least what they had
expected, but it moved them more than what they had ex-
pected would have moved them. “Hear, hear!” avoicecried
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outinthemiddleof thehall. An outburst of cheers caught up
thecry, and asthey subsided Charity heard Mr. Milessaying
to someonenear him: “ That wasamantalking——" Hewiped
hisspectacles.

Mr. Royall had stepped back from the desk, and taken his
seat intherow of chairsinfront of the harmonium. A dapper
white-haired gentleman—adi stant Hatchard—succeeded him
behind the goldenrod, and began to say beautiful thingsabout
theold oaken bucket, patient white-haired mothers, and where
theboysused to go nutting...and Charity began againto search
forHarney....

Suddenly Mr. Royall pushed back his seat, and one of the
mapl e branchesin front of the harmonium collapsed witha
crash. It uncovered the end of thefirst row and in one of the
seats Charity saw Harney, and in the next alady whoseface
wasturned toward him, and almost hidden by the brim of her
drooping hat. Charity did not need to seetheface. Sheknew
at aglancethedimfigure, thefair hair heaped up under the
hat-brim, thelong palewrinkled gloveswith braceletsdipping
over them. At thefall of the branch Miss Balch turned her
head toward the stage, and in her pretty thin-lipped smilethere
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lingered the refl ection of something her neighbour had been
whisperingtoher....

Someone came forward to replace thefallen branch, and
MissBal ch and Harney were once more hidden. But to Char-
ity thevison of their two faceshad blotted out everything. Ina
flash they had shown her the bareredlity of her Situation. Be-
hind the frail screen of her lover’s caresses was the whole
inscrutablemystery of hislife: hisrelationswith other people—
with other women—hisopinions, hispregjudices, hisprinciples,
thenet of influencesand interestsand ambitionsinwhich every
man'slifeisentangled. Of al these sheknew nothing, except
what hehad told her of hisarchitectura aspirations. Shehad
awaysdimly guessed himto beintouch withimportant people,
involved in complicated rel ations—but shefeltit all tobe so
far beyond her understanding that thewhole subject hung like
aluminous mist on thefarthest verge of her thoughts. Inthe
foreground, hiding al e se, therewastheglow of hispresence,
thelight and shadow of hisface, the way his short-sighted
eyes, at her approach, widened and deepened asif to draw
her down into them; and, above al, the flush of youth and
tendernessin which hiswordsenclosed her.
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Now she saw him detached from her, drawn back into the
unknown, and whispering to another girl thingsthat provoked
thesame amileof mischievouscomplicity hehad so oftencaled
to her own lips. Thefeeling possessing her was not one of
jealousy: shewastoo sureof hislove. It wasrather aterror of
theunknown, of all themysteriousattractionsthat must even
now bedragging him away from her, and of her own power-
lessnessto contend with them.

Shehad given him all she had—but what wasit compared
totheother giftslife held for him? She understood now the
caseof girlslike herself to whom thiskind of thing happened.
They gaveall they had, but their al wasnot enough: it could
not buy morethan afew moments....

The heat had grown suffocating—shefelt it descend on her
insmothering waves, and thefacesin the crowded hall began
to dancelikethe picturesflashed on the screen at Nettleton.
For aninstant Mr. Royall’scountenance detached itself from
the general blur. He had resumed his place in front of the
harmonium, and sat closeto her, hiseyeson her face; and his
look seemed to pierce to the very centre of her confused
sensations....A fedling of physical sicknessrushed over her—
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and then deadly apprehension. Thelight of thefiery hoursin
thelittle house swept back onherinaglareof fear....

Sheforced herself tolook away from her guardian, and be-
cameawarethat theoratory of theHatchard cousin had ceased,
andthat Mr. Mileswasagain flapping hiswings. Fragmentsof
hisperoration floated through her bewildered brain....” A rich
harvest of hallowed memories....A sanctified hour towhich,
inmomentsof trid, your thoughtswill prayerfully return....And
now, O Lord, let ushumbly and fervently givethanksfor this
blessed day of reunion, hereinthe old hometowhichwehave
come back from sofar. Preserveittous, O Lord, intimesto
come, inal itshomely sweetness—in thekindlinessand wis-
dom of itsold people, inthe courageand industry of itsyoung
men, inthepiety and purity of thisgroup of innocent girls——
" Heflapped awhitewingintheir direction, and at the same
moment Lambert Sollas, with hisfierce nod, struck the open-
ing barsof “ Auld Lang Syne.”...Charity stared straight ahead
of her and then, dropping her flowers, fell face downward at
Mr. Royall’sfeet.
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X1V

NorTH DorRMER' s cELEBRATION Naturally included thevillages
attached to itstownship, and the festivitieswereto radiate
over thewholegroup, from Dormer and thetwo Crestonsto
Hamblin, thelonely hamlet onthenorth dopeof theMountain
wherethefirst snow alwaysfell. Onthethird day therewere
speeches and ceremonies at Creston and Creston River; on
thefourth the principal performerswereto bedrivenin buck-
boardsto Dormer and Hamblin.

It was on thefourth day that Charity returned for thefirst
timeto thelittle house. She had not seen Harney alonesince
they had parted at the wood's edge the night before the cel-
ebrationsbegan. Intheinterval she had passed through many
moods, but for themoment theterror which had seized herin
the Town Hall had faded to the edge of consciousness. She
had fainted becausethe hal wasstiflingly hot, and becausethe
speakers had gone on and on....Several other people had
been affected by the heat, and had had to leave before the
exerciseswereover. Therehad beenthunder intheair al the
afternoon, and everyone said afterward that something ought
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to havebeen doneto ventilatethehall ...

At thedancethat evening—where she had gonereluctantly,
and only because she feared to stay away, she had sprung
back intoinstant reassurance. Assoon as she entered she had
seen Harney waiting for her, and he had come up with kind
gay eyes, and swept her off inawaltz. Her feet werefull of
music, and though her only training had beenwith thevillage
youths she had no difficulty intuning her stepsto his. Asthey
circled about thefloor al her vainfearsdropped from her, and
she even forgot that she was probably dancing in Annabel
Bach'sdippers.

When thewaltz was over Harney, with alast hand-clasp,
|eft her to meet MissHatchard and MissBalch, whowerejust
entering. Charity had amoment of anguishasMissBachap-
peared; but it did not last. The triumphant fact of her own
greater beauty, and of Harney’ssense of it, swept her appre-
hensionsaside. MissBalch, in an unbecoming dress, looked
sdlow and pinched, and Charity fancied therewasaworried
expressionin her pale-lashed eyes. Shetook aseat near Miss
Hatchard and it was presently apparent that she did not mean
to dance. Charity did not dance often either. Harney explained
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to her that MissHatchard had begged himto giveeach of the
other girls aturn; but he went through the form of asking
Charity’s permission each timeheled oneout, and that gave
her asense of secret triumph even completer than when she
waswhirling about theroomwith him.

Shewasthinking of al thisasshewaited for himinthede-
serted house. Thelate afternoonwas sultry, and she had tossed
aside her hat and stretched herself at full length onthe Mexi-
can blanket becauseit was cooler indoorsthan under thetrees.
Shelay with her armsfolded beneath her head, gazing out at
the shaggy shoulder of the Mountain. Thesky behind it was
full of the splintered glories of the descending sun, and before
long she expected to hear Harney’sbicycle-bell inthelane.
Hehad bicycled to Hamblin, instead of driving therewith his
cousin and her friends, so that he might be ableto makehis
escapeearlier and stop ontheway back at the deserted house,
whichwason theroad to Hamblin. They had smiled together
at thejoke of hearing the crowded buck-boardsroll by onthe
return, whilethey lay closeinther hiding abovetheroad. Such
childishtriumphsstill gave her asense of recklesssecurity.

Neverthel essshe had not wholly forgottenthevision of fear
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that had opened before her in the Town Hall. The sense of
lastingnesswasgonefrom her and every moment with Harney
would now beringed with doulbt.

TheMountainwasturning purpleagaingt afiery sunset from
which it seemed to be divided by aknife-edge of quivering
light; and abovethiswall of flamethewhole sky wasapure
paegreen, like some cold mountain lakein shadow. Charity
lay gazing up at it, and watching for thefirst whitestar.. ..

Her eyeswere still fixed on the upper reaches of the sky
when she became aware that ashadow had flitted acrossthe
glory-flooded room: it must have been Harney passing the
window against the sunset....She half raised herself, and then
dropped back on her folded arms. The combs had slipped
from her hair, and it trailed in arough dark rope across her
breast. Shelay quitestill, adeepy smileon her lips, her indo-
lentlidshaf shut. Therewasafumbling at thepadlock and she
called out: “Haveyou dipped thechain?’ The door opened,
and Mr. Royall walked into theroom.

She started up, sitting back against the cushions, and they
looked at each other without speaking. Then Mr. Royall closed
the door-latch and advanced afew steps.
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Charity jJumpedto her feet. “What haveyou comefor?’ she
sammered.

Thelast glare of the sunset wason her guardian’sface, which
looked ash-colouredintheyellow radiance.

“Becausel knew youwerehere,” heanswered smply.

Shehad become consciousof the hair hanging loose across
her breast, and it seemed as though she could not speak to
him till shehad set herself inorder. She groped for her comb,
andtriedtofasten up thecoil. Mr. Royall silently watched her.

“Charity,” hesaid, “h€e Il behereinaminute. Let metak to
youfirg.”

“You'vegot noright totalk tome. | candowhat | please.”

“Yes. What isit you meanto do?’

“I needn’t answer that, or anythingelse.”

He had glanced away, and stood |ooking curiously about
theilluminated room. Purple astersand red maple-leavesfilled
thejar onthetable; on ashelf against thewall stood alamp,
thekettle, alittlepileof cupsand saucers. The canvaschairs
were grouped about thetable.

“Sothisiswhereyou meet,” hesaid.

Histonewasquiet and controlled, and thefact disconcerted
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her. She had been ready to givehimviolencefor violence, but
thiscalm acceptance of thingsasthey wereleft her without a
weapon.

“See here, Charity—you’ reawaystelling mel’ ve got no
rightsover you. Theremight betwo waysof looking at that—
but | ain't goingto argueit. All I know isl raised you asgood
as| could, and meant fairly by you awaysexcept once, for a
bad half-hour. There'sno justicein weighing that half-hour
against therest, and you know it. If you hadn’t, youwouldn’t
have gone on living under my roof. Seemsto methefact of
your doing that gives me some sort of aright; theright totry
and keep you out of trouble. I’m not asking you to consider
any other.”

Sheligenedin silence, andthen gaveadight laugh. “ Better
waittill I'mintrouble,” shesaid. He paused amoment, asif
weighing her words. “Isthat al your answer?’

“Yes, that'sal.”

“Wedl—I'll wait.”

Heturned away slowly, but ashe did so the thing she had
beenwaiting for happened; the door opened againand Harney
entered.
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He stopped short with aface of astonishment, and then,
quickly controlling himself, went up to Mr. Royall with afrank
look.

“Haveyou cometoseeme, Sr?” hesaid coally, throwing his
cap onthetablewithanair of proprietorship.

Mr. Royall again looked slowly about the room; then his
eyesturned to theyoung man.

“Isthisyour house?” heinquired.

Harney laughed: “Well—asmuch asit’sanybody’s. | come
hereto sketch occasiondly.”

“AndtoreceiveMissRoyal’svists?’

“When she doesmethe honour—"

“Isthisthehomeyou proposeto bring her to when you get
married?’

Therewasanimmenseand oppressiveslence. Charity, quiv-
ering with anger, started forward, and then stood silent, too
humbled for speech. Harney’s eyes had dropped under the
old man’s gaze; but he raised them presently, and looking
steadily at Mr. Roydll, said: “MissRoyall isnotachild. Isn'tit
rather absurd to talk of her asif shewere?| believe she con-
sdershersdf freeto comeand go as she pleases, without any
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guestionsfrom anyone.” He paused and added: “1’m ready to
answer any shewishestoask me.”

Mr. Royadl turned to her. “ Ask himwhen he sgoingto marry
you, then——" Therewasanother silence, and helaughedin
histurn—abroken laugh, with ascraping sound init. “You
darsn’'t!” heshouted out with sudden passion. Hewent close
up to Charity, hisright arm lifted, not in menace but intragic
exhortation.

“You darsn’t, and you know it—and you know why!” He
swung back again upon theyoung man. “ And you know why
you ain't asked her to marry you, and why you don’'t mean to.
It’'sbecause you hadn’t need to; nor any other man either. I’'m
the only one that was fool enough not to know that; and |
guessnobody’ || repeat my mistake—not in Eagle County, any-
how. They al know what sheis, and what she came from.
They al know her mother was awoman of the town from
Nettleton, that followed one of those Mountainfellowsupto
hisplace and lived there with him like aheathen. | saw her
there sSixteen yearsago, when | went to bring thischild down.
| went to save her from the kind of life her mother waslead-
ing—hbut I’ d better haveleft herinthekennd shecamefrom....”
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He paused and stared darkly at the two young people, and
out beyond them, a the menacing Mountainwithitsrimof fire;
then he sat down beside the table on which they had so often
Spread their rustic supper, and covered hisfacewith hishands.
Harney leaned in the window, afrown on hisface: he was
twirling between hisfingersasmal packagethat dangled from
aloop of gring....Charity heard Mr. Royall draw ahard bregth
or two, and hisshouldersshook alittle. Presently he stood up
and walked across the room. He did not look again at the
young people: they saw himfed hisway tothedoor and fumble
for thelatch; and then hewent out into the darkness.

After hehad gonetherewasalong silence. Charity waited
for Harney to speak; but he seemed at first not to find anything
tosay. Atlength hebrokeout irrelevantly: “| wonder how he
found out?’

She made no answer and he tossed down the package he
had been holding, and went up to her.

“I’mso sorry, dear...that thisshould have happened....”

Shethrew her head back proudly. “1 ain’t ever been sorry—
not aminute!”

“No.”
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Shewaited to be caught into hisarms, but heturned away
from her irresol utely. Thelast glow wasgonefrom behind the
Mountain. Everything intheroom had turned grey and indis-
tinct, and an autumnal dampness crept up from the hollow
bel ow the orchard, laying itscold touch on their flushed faces.
Harney walked thelength of theroom, and then turned back
and sat down at thetable.

“Come,” hesaidimperioudly.

She sat down beside him, and he untied the string about the
package and spread out apile of sandwiches.

“I golethemfromthelove-feast at Hamblin,” hesaidwitha
laugh, pushing them over to her. Shelaughed too, and took
one, and began to eat

“Didn’'t you makethetea?’

“No,” shesaid. “I forgot—"

“Oh, well—it'stoolateto boil thewater now.” Hesaid noth-
ing more, and sitting oppositeto each other they went on si-
lently eating the sandwiches. Darknesshad descended inthe
littleroom, and Harney’sfacewasadim blur to Charity. Sud-
denly heleaned acrossthetableand laid hishand on hers,

“1 shall haveto go off for awhile—amonth or two, per-
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haps—to arrange somethings; and then 1’1l come back...and
we |l get married.”

Hisvoiceseemed likeastranger’s: nothing wasleftinit of
thevibrations she knew. Her hand lay inertly under his, and
sheléftit there, and raised her head, trying to answer him. But
thewordsdied in her throat. They sat motionless, intheir atti-
tude of confident endearment, asif some strange death had
surprised them. At length Harney sprang to hisfeet with a
dight shiver. “God! it'sdamp—we couldn’t have comehere
much longer.” Hewent to the shelf, took down atin candle-
stick and lit the candl e; then he propped an unhinged shutter
against the empty window-frame and put the candleon the
table. It threw aqueer shadow on hisfrowning forehead, and
madethesmileon hislipsagrimace.

“But it'sbeen good, though, hasn'tit, Charity?...What'sthe
matter—why do you stand there staring at me? Haven't the
daysherebeen good?’ Hewent up to her and caught her tohis
breast. “ Andthere || beothers—Ilotsof others...jollier...even
jollier..won't there, darling?’

Heturned her head back, fegling for the curve of her throat
bel ow the ear, and kissing herethere, and onthehair and eyes
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and lips. Sheclung to him desperately, and ashedrew her to
hiskneeson the couch shefelt asif they were being sucked
down together into some bottoml ess abyss.

XV

THAT NIGHT, ASUSUAL, they said good-byeat thewood’ sedge.

Harney wastoleavethenext morning early. Heasked Charity
to say nothing of their planstill hisreturn, and, strangely even
to hersalf, shewasglad of the postponement. A leaden weight
of shamehung on her, benumbing every other sensation, and
she bade him good-bye with hardly asign of emotion. His
reiterated promisesto return seemed almost wounding. She
had no doubt that heintended to come back; her doubtswere
far deeper and lessdefinable.

Sincethefanciful vision of thefuturethat had flitted through
her imagination at their first meeting shehad hardly ever thought
of hismarrying her. She had not had to put the thought from
her mind; it had not beenthere. If ever shelooked ahead she
feltingtinctively that the gulf between themwastoo deep, and
that the bridge their passion had flung acrossit wasasinsub-
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stantia asarainbow. But she seldom looked ahead; each day
wassorichthat it absorbed her....Now her first feeling was
that everythingwould be different, and that she hersalf would
beadifferent being to Harney. Instead of remaining separate
and absol ute, shewould be compared with other people, and
unknown thingswould be expected of her. Shewastoo proud
tobeafraid, but thefreedom of her spirit drooped....

Harney had not fixed any datefor hisreturn; hehad said he
would haveto look about first, and settlethings. He had prom-
ised towrite assoon astherewas anything definiteto say, and
had left her hisaddress, and asked her towritealso. But the
addressfrightened her. It wasin New York, at aclubwitha
long namein Fifth Avenue: it seemed to raisean insurmount-
ablebarrier between them. Onceor twice, inthefirst days,
shegot out asheet of paper, and sat looking at it, and trying to
think what to say; but she had thefedling that her letter would
never reach its destination. She had never written to anyone
farther away than Hepburn.

Harney’'sfirst letter came after he had been gone about ten
days. It wastender but grave, and bore no resemblanceto the
gay littlenoteshehad sent her by thefreckled boy from Creston
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River. Hespoke positively of hisintention of coming back, but
named no date, and reminded Charity of their agreement that
their plansshould not bedivulgedtill hehad hadtimeto“ settle
things.” When that would be he could not yet foresee; but she
could count on hisreturning as soon astheway wasclear.

Sheread theletter with astrange sense of itscoming from
immeasurabledistancesand having lost most of itsmeaning on
the way; and in reply she sent him a coloured postcard of
Creston Falls, onwhich shewrote: “Withlovefrom Charity.”
Shefdt thepitiful inadequacy of this, and understood, witha
sense of despair, that in her inability to express herself she
must give him animpression of coldnessand rel uctance; but
shecould not helpit. She could not forget that he had never
spokento her of marriagetill Mr. Royall had forced theword
from hislips; though she had not had the strength to shake of f
the spell that bound her to him she had lost all spontaneity of
feeling, and seemed to hersdlf to be passively awaiting afate
shecould not avert.

She had not seen Mr. Royall on her return to thered house.
Themorning after her parting from Harney, when she came
down from her room, Verenatold her that her guardian had

gone off to Worcester and Portland. It wasthetime of year
when heusually reported to theinsurance agenciesherepre-
sented, and therewas nothing unusua in hisdeparture except
itssuddenness. Shethought little about him, except to beglad
hewasnot there....

Shekept to herself for thefirst days, while North Dormer
wasrecovering fromitshrief plungeinto publicity, and thesub-
sding agitation left her unnoticed. But thefaithful Ally could
not belong avoided. For thefirst few daysafter the close of
the Old Home Week festivities Charity escaped her by roam-
ingthehillsal day when shewasnot at her postinthelibrary;
but after that aperiod of rain set in, and one pouring after-
noon, Ally, surethat shewould find her friend indoors, came
around to thered housewith her sewing.

Thetwogirlssat upstairsin Charity’ sroom. Charity, heridle
handsin her 1ap, was sunk in akind of |eaden dream, through
which shewasonly haf-consciousof Ally, who sat opposite
her inalow rush-bottomed chair, her work pinnedto her knee,
and her thinlips pursed up as she bent aboveit.

“It wasmy idearunning aribbon through thegauging,” she
said proudly, drawing back to contemplate the blouse shewas
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trimming. “ It'sfor MissBach: shewasawfully pleased.” She
paused and then added, with aqueer tremor in her piping voice:
“I darsn’'t havetold her | got theideafromonel saw on Julia.”

Charity raised her eyeslistlessy. “ Doyou il see Juliasome-
times?’

Ally reddened, asif thealusion had escaped her uninten-
tionally. “Oh, it wasalong time ago | seen her with those

Silencefd| again, and Ally presently continued: “MissBach
left meawholelot of thingsto do over thistime.”

“Why—hasshegone?’ Charity inquired withaninner start
of apprehension.

“Didn’'t you know? Shewent off themorning after they had
the celebration at Hamblin. | seen her driveby early with Mr.
Harney.”

Therewas another silence, measured by the steady tick of
therain against thewindow, and, at intervals, by the snipping
sound of Ally’sscissors.

Ally gaveameditativelaugh. “Do you know what shetold
me before shewent away? Shetold me shewasgoingto send
for meto comeover to Springfield and make somethingsfor

her wedding.”

Charity againlifted her heavy lidsand stared at Ally’spale
pointed face, which movedto and fro aboveher moving fingers.

“Isshegoing to get married?’

Ally let theblousesink to her knee, and sat gazing at it. Her
lips seemed suddenly dry, and shemoistened them alittlewith
her tongue.

“Why, | presume so...from what she said....Didn’t you
know?’

“Why should | know?’

Ally did not answer. She bent abovethe blouse, and began
picking out abasting thread with the point of the scissors.

“Why should | know?” Charity repeated harshly.

“1 didn’t know but what...folks here say she’sengaged to
Mr. Harney.”

Charity stood up with alaugh, and stretched her armslazily
above her head.

“If al the people got married that folks say are going to
you’ d haveyour timefull making wedding-dresses,” shesaid
ironicaly.

“Why—don’'tyou believeit?’ Ally ventured.
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“Itwould not makeit trueif | did—nor preventitif | didn’t.”

“That’sso....l only know | seen her crying the night of the
party because her dressdidn’t set right. That waswhy she
wouldn'tdanceany....”

Charity stood absently gazing down at thelacy garment on
Ally’sknee. Abruptly she stooped and snatched it up.

“Wall, | guessshewon'’t danceinthiseither,” shesaidwith
sudden violence; and grasping the blousein her strong young
hands shetoreit intwo and flung thetattered bitsto thefloor.

“Oh, Charity—" Ally cried, springing up. For alongin-
terval thetwo girlsfaced each other acrossthe ruined gar-
ment. Ally burstintotears.

“Oh, what' Il I say to her?What'll | do? 1t wasreal lace!”
shewailed between her piping sobs.

Charity glared at her unrelentingly. “ You' d oughtn’t to have
brought it here,” she said, breathing quickly. “I hate other
peopl€ sclothes—it'sjust asif they wastherethemselves.”
Thetwo stared at each other again over thisavowd,, till Char-
ity brought out, in agasp of anguish: “ Oh, go—go—go—or
I’ll hateyoutoo....”

When Ally left her, shefell sobbing acrossher bed.

Thelong sormwasfollowed by anorth-west gale, and when
itwasover, thehillstook onther first umber tints, the sky grew
moredensdly blue, and thebigwhitecloudslay against thehills
like snow-banks. Thefirst crisp maple-leavesbeganto spin
acrossMissHatchard'slawn, and the Virginiacreeper onthe
Memorid plashed thewhiteporchwith scarlet. It wasagolden
triumphant September. Day by day theflame of the Virginia
creeper spread to the hillsidesin wider waves of carmineand
crimson, thelarchesglowed likethethinyellow halo about a
fire, the maplesblazed and smouldered, and the black hem-
locksturned toindigo against theincandescence of theforest.

Thenightswerecold, withadry glitter of starsso high up
that they seemed smdler and morevivid. Sometimes, asCharity
lay sleepless on her bed through the long hours, shefelt as
though shewere bound to those wheeling firesand swinging
with them around the great black vault. At night she planned
many things...it wasthen shewroteto Harney. But theletters
were never put on paper, for she did not know how to ex-
presswhat she wanted to tell him. So shewaited. Since her
talk with Ally she had felt surethat Harney was engaged to
Annabel Balch, and that the processof “ settling things” would
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involvethebreaking of thistie. Her first rage of jed ousy over,
shefelt no fear on thisscore. Shewasstill surethat Harney
would comeback, and shewasequally surethat, for themo-
ment at |east, it was shewhom heloved and not MissBalch.
Yetthegirl, noless, remained ariva, Sncesherepresented all
thethingsthat Charity felt herself most incapabl e of under-
ganding or achieving. Annabd Balchwas, if not thegirl Harney
ought tomarry, at least thekind of girl it would be natural for
himto marry. Charity had never been ableto picturehersdlf as
hiswife; had never been ableto arrest thevision and follow it
outinitsdaily consequences; but she could perfectly imagine
Annabel Balchinthat relationtohim.

Themore shethought of these thingsthe morethe sense of
fatdity waghed onher: shefdttheusd essnessof Srugglingagaing
the circumstances. Shehad never known how to adapt hersdlf;
shecould only break and tear and destroy. The scenewith Ally
had | eft her stricken with shameat her own childish savagery.
What would Harney havethought if hehad witnessed it? But
when sheturned theincident over inher puzzled mind shecould
notimaginewhat acdvilized personwould havedoneinher place
Shefdt hersdf too unequaly pitted against unknownforces. ...

At length thisfeeling moved her to sudden action. Shetook
asheet of | etter paper from Mr. Royall’ soffice, and sitting by
thekitchenlamp, onenight after Verenahad goneto bed, be-
gan her first letter to Harney. It wasvery short:

| want you should marry Annabel Balchif you promisedto.
| think maybeyouwereafraid I’ d feel too bad about it. | feel
I’ drather you acted right. Your loving Charity.

She posted theletter early the next morning, and for afew
daysher heart felt strangely light. Then she began to wonder
why shereceived no answer.

Oneday asshesat doneinthelibrary pondering thesethings
the walls of books began to spin around her, and the rose-
wood desk to rock under her elbows. The dizzinesswasfol-
lowed by awave of nausealikethat she had felt ontheday of
theexercisesinthe Town Hall. But the Town Hall had been
crowded and stiflingly hot, and thelibrary wasempty, and so
chilly that she had kept on her jacket. Fiveminutesbefore she
had felt perfectly well; and now it seemed asif sheweregoing
to die. The bit of lace at which she still languidly worked
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dropped from her fingers, and the steel crochet hook clattered
tothefloor. She pressed her templeshard between her damp
hands, steadying herself against the desk whilethewave of
scknessswept over her. Littleby littleit subsided, and after a
few minutes she stood up, shaken and terrified, groped for her
hat, and stumbled out into theair. But thewhole sunlit autumn
whirled, redled and roared around her as she dragged herself
alongtheinterminablelength of theroad home.

Assheapproached thered house she saw abuggy standing
at the door, and her heart gave aleap. But it was only Mr.
Royall who got out, histravelling-bag in hand. He saw her
coming, and waited in the porch. Shewas consciousthat he
waslooking at her intently, asif therewassomething strangein
her appearance, and shethrew back her head with adesper-
ateeffort at ease. Their eyesmet, and she said: “You back?’
asif nothing had happened, and heanswered: “ Yes, I’ m back,”
and walked in ahead of her, pushing open the door of hisof-
fice. Sheclimbed to her room, every step of thestairsholding
her fast asif her feet werelined with glue.

Two dayslater, she descended from thetrain at Nettleton,
and walked out of the station into the dusty square. The brief

interval of cold weather was over, and the day was as soft,
and amost as hot, aswhen she and Harney had emerged on
the same scene on the Fourth of July. In the square the same
broken-down hacks and carry-alls stood drawn up in ade-
spondent line, and thelank horseswith fly-netsover their with-
ersswayed their headsdrearily to and fro. Sherecognized the
staring signsover the eating-houses and billiard saloons, and
thelong linesof wiresonlofty polestapering downthemain
street to the park at its other end. Taking the way thewires
pointed, shewent on hastily, with bent head, till shereached a
widetransverse street with abrick building at the corner. She
crossed thisstreet and glanced furtively up at thefront of the
brick building; then shereturned, and entered adoor opening
onaflight of steep brass-rimmed stairs. Onthesecondlanding
sherang abell, and amulatto girl with abushy head and a
frilled apron let her into ahall whereastuffed fox on hishind
legsproffered abrasscard-tray tovisitors. At the back of the
hall wasaglazed door marked: “Office.” After waiting afew
minutesin ahandsomely furnished room, with plush sofassur-
mounted by large gold-framed photographs of showy young
women, Charity wasshown intotheoffice....
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WHEN sHE camE ouT of the glazed door Dr. Merklefollowed,
and led her into another room, smaller, and till more crowded
with plush and gold frames. Dr. Merklewasaplump woman
with smdl bright eyes, animmense massof black hair coming
down low on her forehead, and unnaturally white and even
teeth. Sheworearich black dress, with gold chainsand charms
hanging from her bosom. Her handswerelarge and smooth,
and quick inall their movements, and she smelt of musk and
carbolicacid.

Shesmiled on Charity withdl her faultlessteeth. “ Sit down,
my dear. Wouldn’t you like alittledrop of something to pick
you up?...No...Well, just lay back aminutethen.... There's
nothing to bedonejust yet; but in about amonth, if you' |l step
round again...| could takeyou right into my own housefor two
or three days, and therewouldn’t beamite of trouble. Mercy
me! Thenexttimeyou' Il know better’ ntofret likethis....”

Charity gazed at her with widening eyes. Thiswoman with
thefa sehair, thefa seteeth, thefa se murderous smile—what
wassheoffering her but immunity fromsomeunthinkablecrime?
Charity, till then, had been consciousonly of avague sdlf-dis-

gust and afrightening physical distress; now, of asudden, there
cameto her thegrave surprise of motherhood. Shehad come
to thisdreadful place because she knew of no other way of
making surethat shewasnot mistaken about her state; and the
woman had taken her for amiserablecreaturelike Julia.... The
thought was so horriblethat she sprang up, whiteand shaking,
oneof her great rushesof anger sweeping over her.

Dr. Merkle, still smiling, alsorose. “Why doyou run off in
such ahurry?You can stretch out right hereon my sofa.....”
Shepaused, and her smilegrew moremotherly. “ Afterwards—
if there’ sbeen any talk at home, and you want to get away for
awhile...I havealady friend in Boston who'slooking for a
companion...you'rethevery oneto suit her, my dear....”

Charity had reached thedoor. “I don’t want to stay. | don’'t
want to come back here,” she stammered, her hand on the
knob; but with aswift movement, Dr. Merkle edged her from
thethreshold.

“Oh, very well. Fivedollars, please.”

Charity looked helplessly at thedoctor’stight lipsand rigid
face. Her last savingshad goneinrepaying Ally for the cost of
MissBalch’sruined blouse, and she had had to borrow four
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dollarsfrom her friend to pay for her railway ticket and cover
the doctor’sfee. It had never occurred to her that medical
advice could cost morethantwo dollars.

“l didn’t know...l haven't got that much...,” shefaltered,
burgtingintotears.

Dr. Merklegaveashort laugh which did not show her teeth,
andinquired with concisionif Charity supposed sheranthe
establishment for her own amusement? Sheleaned her firm
shoulders against the door as she spoke, likeagrim gaoler
making termswith her captive.

“You say you' ll comeround and settlelater? |’ ve heard that
pretty often too. Give meyour address, and if you can’t pay
mel’ll sendthebill toyour folks....What?1 can’t understand
what you say....That don't suit you either?My, you' re pretty
particular for agirl that ain’t got enough to settle her own
bills....” Shepaused, and fixed her eyesonthebroochwitha
blue stonethat Charity had pinned to her blouse.

“Ain’t you ashamed to talk that way to alady that’sgot to
earn her living, whenyou go about withjewellery likethat on
you?...Itain'tinmy line, and | doitonly asafavour...but if
you'reamind to leave that brooch asapledge, | don't say

no....Yes, of course, you can get it back when you bring me
my money...."

ON THE wAY HoME, shefelt animmense and unexpected qui-
etude. It had been horribleto havetoleaveHarney’sgiftinthe
woman'’s hands, but even at that price the news she brought
away had not been too dearly bought. She sat with half-closed
eyesasthetrain rushed through thefamiliar landscape; and
now thememoriesof her former journey, instead of flying be-
foreher like dead | eaves, seemed to beripening in her blood
like deeping grain. Shewould never again know what it was
tofed hersef alone. Everything seemed to have grown sud-
denly clear and smple. Shenolonger had any difficulty inpic-
turing hersdlf asHarney’ swifenow that shewasthemother of
hischild; and compared to her sovereignright Annabd Bach's
claim seemed no morethan agirl’ssentimental fancy.

THAT EVENING, AT THE GATE Of thered house, shefound Ally
waitinginthedusk. “| wasdown at the post-officejust asthey
were closing up, and Will Targatt said therewasaletter for
you, so | brought it.”

106



EdithWharton

Ally held out thel etter, looking at Charity with piercing sym-
pathy. Sincethe scene of thetorn blousethere had beenanew
and fearful admiration in the eyes she bent on her friend.

Charity snatched theletter with alaugh. * Oh, thank you—
good-night,” shecalled out over her shoulder assheranupthe
path. If shehad lingered amoment sheknew shewould have
had Ally at her heels.

Shehurried upstairsand felt her way into her dark room.
Her handstrembled as she groped for the matchesand lit her
candle, and theflap of the envel opewas so closdly stuck that
shehadtofind her scissorsand dit it open. At length sheread:

Dear Charity:

| haveyour letter, and it touches me morethan | can say.
Won't you trust me, inreturn, to do my best? Therearethings
itishardto explain, muchlessto justify; but your generosity
makeseverythingeasier. All | cando now istothank youfrom
my soul for understanding. Your telling methat you wanted me
to doright hashelped me beyond expression. If ever thereisa
hope of redlizing what we dreamed of you will seemeback on
theinstant; and | haven't yet lost that hope.

Sheread theletter with arush; then shewent over and over
it, eachtime moredowly and painstakingly. It was so beauiti-
fully expressed that shefound it almost asdifficult to under-
stand asthe gentleman’ sexplanation of the Bible picturesat
Nettleton; but gradually she became awarethat thegist of its
meaning lay inthelast few words. “ If ever thereisahope of
readlizing what wedreamed of .....”

But then hewasn’t even sure of that? She understood now
that every word and every reticencewasan avowal of Annabel
Bach’'sprior clam. It wastruethat hewasengagedto her, and
that he had not yet found away of breaking hisengagement.

Assheread theletter over Charity understood what it must
have cost himtowriteit. Hewasnot trying to evade animpor-
tunateclaim; hewashonestly and contritely struggling between
opposing duties. Shedid not evenreproach himin her thoughts
for having conceal ed from her that hewas not free: shecould
not see anything more reprehensiblein hisconduct thanin her
own. From the first she had needed him more than he had
wanted her, and the power that had swept them together had
been asfar beyond resistance asagreat galeloosening the
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leaves of theforest....Only, there stood between them, fixed
and uprightinthegenerd upheaval, theindestructiblefigure of
Annabd Bdch....

Facetofacewith hisadmission of thefact, shesat staring at
the letter. A cold tremor ran over her, and the hard sobs
struggled up into her throat and shook her from head to foot.
For awhile she was caught and tossed on great waves of
anguishthat left her hardly consciousof anything but theblind
struggleagainst their assaults. Then, littleby little, shebeganto
relive, with adreadful poignancy, each separate stage of her
poor romance. Foolish things she had said came back to her,
gay answersHarney had made, hisfirst kissinthe darkness
between thefireworks, their choosing the blue brooch together,
theway he had teased her about the | etters she had dropped
in her flight from the evangelist. All these memories, and a
thousand others, hummed through her braintill hisnearness
grew sovivid that shefelt hisfingersin her hair, and hiswarm
breath on her cheek as he bent her head back like aflower.
Thesethingswere hers; they had passed into her blood, and
becomeapart of her, they werebuilding the childin her womb;
it wasimpossibleto tear asunder strandsof life sointerwoven.

Theconviction gradudly strengthened her, and shebeganto
forminher mindthefirst wordsof theletter she meant towrite
to Harney. Shewanted to writeit at once, and with feverish
hands she began to rummagein her drawer for asheet of |etter
paper. But therewas noneleft; shemust go downstairsto get
it. Shehad asuperdtitiousfedling that theletter must bewritten
on theinstant, that setting down her secret in wordswould
bring her reassurance and safety; and taking up her candleshe
went downto Mr. Royall’soffice.

At that hour she was not likely to find him there: he had
probably had his supper and walked over to Carrick Fry’s.
She pushed open the door of the unlit room, and thelight of
her lifted candlefell on hisfigure, seated inthedarknessinhis
high-backed chair. Hisarmslay along thearmsof thechair,
and hishead wasbent alittle; but heliftedit quickly asCharity
entered. She started back astheir eyesmet, remembering that
her own were red with weeping, and that her facewaslivid
withthefatigueand emotion of her journey. But it wastoo late
to escape, and she stood and looked at himin silence.

Hehad risen from hischair, and cametoward her with out-
stretched hands. The gesture was so unexpected that shelet
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him take her handsin hisand they stood thus, without speak-
ing, till Mr. Royall said gravely: “ Charity—wasyou looking
forme?’

She freed herself abruptly and fell back. “Me? No——"
She set down the candleon hisdesk. | wanted some | etter-
paper, that’sall.” Hisface contracted, and the bushy brows
jutted forward over hiseyes. Without answering he opened
the drawer of the desk, took out a sheet of paper and an
envelope, and pushed themtoward her. “ Do you want astamp
too0?" heasked.

She nodded, and he gave her the stamp. Ashedid so she
felt that hewaslooking at her intently, and she knew that the
candlelight flickering up on her whitefacemust bedistorting
her swollen featuresand exaggerating the dark ringsabout her
eyes. She snatched up the paper, her reassurance dissolving
under hispitilessgaze, in which she seemed to read thegrim
perception of her state, and theironic recollection of the day
when, inthat very room, he had offered to compel Harney to
marry her. Hislook seemed to say that heknew she had taken
the paper to write to her lover, who had left her as he had
warned her shewould beleft. Sheremembered thescornwith

which shehad turned fromhimthat day, and knew, if heguessed
thetruth, what alist of old scoresit must settle. Sheturned and
fled upstairs; but when she got back to her roomadll thewords
that had been waiting had vanished....

If she could have goneto Harney it would have been differ-
ent; shewould only have had to show hersdlf tolet hismemo-
riesspeak for her. But she had no money left, and therewas
no onefromwhom she could have borrowed enough for such
ajourney. Therewasnothing to do but towrite, and await his
reply. For along time she sat bent above the blank page; but
shefound nothing to say that really expressed what shewas
feding....

Harney had written that she had madeit easier for him, and
shewasglad it was so; shedid not want to makethingshard.
Sheknew shehaditin her power to do that; sheheld hisfate
inher hands. All shehadto dowastotdl himthetruth; but that
wasthevery fact that held her back.... .Her fiveminutesface
tofacewith Mr. Royall had stripped her of her lastillusion,
and brought her back to North Dormer’s point of view. Dis-
tinctly and pitilessly thererose before her thefate of the girl
who was married “to make thingsright.” She had seen too
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many villagelove-storiesend in that way. Poor Rose Coles's
miserable marriage was of the number; and what good had
comeof it for her or for Halston Skeff? They had hated each
other from the day the minister married them; and whenever
old Mrs. Skeff had afancy to humiliate her daughter-in-law
shehad only to say: “Who' d ever think the baby’sonly two?
Andfor asevenmonths child—ain'tit awonder what asize
heis?’ North Dormer had treasures of indulgencefor brands
intheburning, but only derision for thosewho succeededin
getting snatched fromit; and Charity had always understood
JuliaHawes srefusal to be snatched.. ..

Only—wasthereno dternative but Julia s?Her soul recoiled
from thevision of thewhite-faced woman among the plush
sofasand gilt frames. In the established order of thingsasshe
knew them she saw no placefor her individua adventure....

Shesatin her chair without undressing till faint grey streaks
beganto dividetheblack datsof the shutters. Then she stood
up and pushed them open, letting inthelight. Thecoming of a
new day brought asharper consciousnessof ineluctablereal -
ity, and with it asense of the need of action. Shelooked at
hersdlf intheglass, and saw her face, whiteintheautumn dawn,

with pinched cheeksand dark-ringed eyes, and all themarks
of her statethat she herself would never have noticed, but that
Dr. Merkle' sdiagnosis had made plain to her. She could not
hopethat those signswould escapethewatchful village; even
before her figurelost its shape she knew her facewould be-
tray her.

L eaning from her window shelooked out on the dark and
empty scene; theashen houseswith shuttered windows, thegrey
road climbing thed opeto thehemlock belt abovethe cemetery,
and the heavy massof the M ountain black againgt arainy sky.
To the east aspace of light was broadening abovetheforest;
but over that also the cloudshung. Slowly her gazetravelled
acrossthefiddstotherugged curveof thehills. Shehad looked
out so often on that lifelesscircle, and wondered if anything
could ever happento anyonewhowasenclosedinit....

Almost without consciousthought her decision had been
reached; as her eyeshad followed thecircle of the hillsher
mind had also travelled the old round. She supposed it was
something in her blood that made the Mountainthe only an-
swer to her questioning, theinevitable escapefrom all that
hemmed her in and beset her. At any rate it began to loom
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against the rainy dawn; and the longer shelooked at it the
more clearly she understood that now at last shewasreally
goingthere.

XVI

THE RAIN HELD oFF, and an hour later, when she started, wild
gleamsof sunlight wereblowing acrossthefields.

After Harney’sdeparture she had returned her bicycletoits
owner at Creston, and shewas not sure of being abletowalk
all theway to the Mountain. The deserted housewas on the
road; but theideaof spending the night there was unendur-
able, and shemeant to try to push on to Hamblin, where she
could deep under awood-shed if her strength should fail her.
Her preparations had been made with qui et forethought. Be-
forestarting shehad forced hersdlf to swallow aglassof milk
and eat apieceof bread; and shehad put in her canvas satchel
alittle packet of the chocolatethat Harney alwayscarriedin
hisbicyclebag. Shewanted aboveall to keep up her strength,
and reach her destination without attracting notice. ...

Mileby mile sheretraced theroad over which she had so

oftenflownto her lover. When shereached theturn wherethe
wood-road branched off from the Creston highway shere-
membered the Gospel tent—long sincefolded up and trans-
planted—and her start of involuntary terror when thefat evan-
gelist had said: “ Your Saviour knows everything. Comeand
confessyour guilt.” Therewasno senseof guilt in her now, but
only adesperate desireto defend her secret fromirreverent
eyes, and begin life again among people to whom the harsh
code of thevillagewas unknown. Theimpulsedid not shape
itself inthought: she only knew she must save her baby, and
hide hersdf with it somewherewhereno onewould ever come
totroublethem.

Shewalked on and on, growing more heavy-footed asthe
day advanced. It seemed acruel chancethat compelled her to
retrace every step of theway to the deserted house; and when
shecameinsight of theorchard, and theslver-gray roof dant-
ing crookedly through theladen branches, her strength failed
her and she sat down by theroad-side. She sat therealong
time, trying to gather the courageto start again, and walk past
the broken gate and the untrimmed rose-bushes strung with
scarlet hips. A few dropsof rainwerefalling, and shethought
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of thewarm eveningswhen she and Harney had sat embraced
intheshadowy room, and the noise of summer showersonthe
roof had rustled through their kisses. At length sheunderstood
that if she stayed any longer therain might compel her totake
shelter in the house overnight, and she got up and walked on,
averting her eyes as she came abreast of thewhite gate and
thetangled garden.

Thehourswore on, and shewa ked moreand moredowly,
pausing now and then to rest, and to eat alittle bread and an
applepicked up fromtheroadside. Her body seemed to grow
heavier with every yard of theway, and shewondered how
shewould be ableto carry her child | ater, if already helaid
suchaburdenon her....A fresh wind had sprung up, scattering
therain and blowing down keenly from the mountain. Pres-
ently the cloudslowered again, and afew white darts struck
her intheface: it wasthefirst snow faling over Hamblin. The
roofsof thelonely villagewereonly haf amileahead, and she
wasresolved to push beyond it, and try to reach the Mountain
that night. She had no clear plan of action, except that, oncein
the settlement, shemeant tolook for Liff Hyatt, and get himto
take her to her mother. She herself had been born asher own

baby was going to be born; and whatever her mother’ s subse-
quent life had been, she could hardly help remembering the
past, and receiving adaughter who wasfacing thetrouble she
had known.

Suddenly thedeadly faintness cameover her oncemoreand
she sat down on the bank and leaned her head against atree-
trunk. Thelong road and the cloudy |andscape vanished from
her eyes, and for atime she seemed to be circling about in
someterriblewhedling darkness. Then that too faded.

She opened her eyes, and saw a buggy drawn up beside
her, and aman who had jumped down fromit and wasgazing
at her with apuzzled face. Slowly consciousness came back,
and she saw that themanwas Liff Hyaitt.

Shewasdimly awarethat hewasasking her something, and
shelooked at himin silence, trying to find strength to speak.
Atlength her voicestirredin her throat, and shesaidinawhis-
per:“I’mgoing uptheMountain.”

“UptheMountain?’ herepeated, drawing asdealittle; and
ashemoved she saw behind him, inthebuggy, aheavily coated
figurewithafamiliar pink faceand gold spectaclesonthebridge
of aGrecian nose.
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“Charity! What on earth are you doing here?” Mr. Miles
exclamed, throwing thereinsonthe horse’ sback and scram-
bling down fromthebuggy.

Shelifted her heavy eyestohis. “I’mgoing to seemy mother.”

Thetwo men glanced at each other, and for amoment nei-
ther of them spoke.

ThenMr. Milessaid: “Youlook ill, my dear, andit’'salong
way. Doyouthink it'swise?’

Charity stood up. “I’vegot togoto her.”

A vaguemirthlessgrin contracted Liff Hyatt'sface, and Mr.
Milesagain spokeuncertainly. “You know, then—you’ d been
told?’

Shestared at him. 1 don’t know what you mean. | want to
gotoher.”

Mr. Mileswasexamining her thoughtfully. Shefancied she
saw achangein hisexpression, and the blood rushed to her
forehead. “1 just want to goto her,” sherepeated.

Helad hishand on her arm. “My child, your mother isdying.
Liff Hyatt camedowntofetchme....Getinand comewith us.”

He helped her up to the seat at hisside, Liff Hyatt clam-
bered in at the back, and they drove off toward Hamblin. At

first Charity had hardly grasped what Mr. Mileswas saying;
thephysical relief of finding herself seated in the buggy, and
securely on her road to the Mountain, effaced theimpression
of hiswords. But as her head cleared she began to under-
stand. She knew the M ountain had but the most infrequent
intercoursewith thevalleys, shehad often enough heardit said
that no oneever went up there except the minister, when some-
onewasdying. And now it washer mother whowasdying...and
shewouldfind hersdf asmuch aloneontheMountain asany-
wheredseintheworld. The senseof unescapableisolationwas
al shecouldfed for the moment; then shebegan towonder at
thestrangenessof itsbeing Mr. Mileswho had undertaken to
performthisgrimerrand. Hedid not seemintheleast likethe
kind of manwhowould careto go uptheMountain. But herehe
waséa her Sde, guiding thehorsewithafirm hand, and bending
on her thekindly gleam of hisspectacles, asif therewerenoth-
ingunusud inthelr being together in such circumstances.

For awhileshefound itimpossibleto speak, and he seemed
to understand this, and made no attempt to question her. But
presently shefelt her tearsrise and flow down over her drawn
cheeks; and he must have seen them too, for helaid hishand
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on hers, andsaid inalow voice: “Won't you tell mewhat is
troublingyou?’

Sheshook her head, and hedid not insist: but after awhile
hesad, inthe samelow tone, so that they should not be over-
heard: “ Charity, what do you know of your childhood, before
you came down to North Dormer?”’

She controlled herself, and answered: “ Nothing only what |
heard Mr. Royall say one day. He said he brought me down
because my father went to prison.”

“Andyou venever been up theresince?’

“Never.”

Mr. Mileswassilent again, thenhesaid: “I’mglad you're
coming with me now. Perhapswemay find your mother dive,
and shemay know that you have come.”

They had reached Hamblin, wherethe snow-flurry had left
white patchesin therough grasson theroadside, and in the
anglesof theroofsfacing north. It wasapoor bleak village
under the graniteflank of the Mountain, and as soon asthey
left it they began to climb. Theroad wassteep and full of ruts,
and the horse settled down to awalk whilethey mounted and
mounted, theworld dropping away below themingrest mottled

stretches of forest and field, and stormy dark blue distances.

Charity had often had visions of thisascent of theMountain
but she had not known it would reveal sowideacountry, and
thesight of those strange landsreaching away on every side
gave her anew sense of Harney’sremoteness. Sheknew he
must be miles and miles beyond the last range of hillsthat
seemed to bethe outmost verge of things, and shewondered
how shehad ever dreamed of goingto New York tofindhim....

Asthe road mounted the country grew bleaker, and they
droveacrossfieldsof faded mountain grassbleached by long
months beneath the snow. Inthe hollowsafew white birches
trembled, or amountain ash lit its scarlet clusters; but only a
scant growth of pinesdarkened the graniteledges. Thewind
wasblowing fiercely acrossthe open dopes; thehorsefacedit
with bent head and straining flanks, and now and then the buggy
swayed so that Charity hadto clutchitsside.

Mr. Mileshad not spoken again; he seemed to understand
that shewanted to beleft alone. After awhilethetrack they
werefollowing forked, and he pulled up thehorse, asif uncer-
tain of theway. Liff Hyatt craned hishead around from the
back, and shouted against thewind: “ Left—" and they turned
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into astunted pine-wood and began to drive down the other
sdeof theMountain.

A mileor twofarther onthey cameout on aclearing where
two or threelow houseslay in stony fields, crouching among
therocks asif to brace themselves against the wind. They
were hardly morethan sheds, built of logsand rough boards,
with tin stove-pipes sticking out of their roofs. The sunwas
setting, and dusk had already fallen onthelower world, but a
yellow glarestill lay onthelonely hillside and the crouching
houses. The next moment it faded and | eft the landscapein
dark autumntwilight.

“Over there,” Liff caled out, stretching hislong arm over
Mr. Miles sshoulder. Theclergyman turned to thel eft, across
abit of bare ground overgrown with docksand nettles, and
stopped before the most ruinous of the sheds. A stove-pipe
reached its crooked arm out of onewindow, and the broken
panes of the other were stuffed with ragsand paper.

In contrast to such adwel ling the brown houseintheswvamp
might have stood for the home of plenty.

Asthebuggy drew up two or threemongrel dogsjumped out
of thetwilight with agresat barking, and ayoung mandouchedto

thedoor and stood theretaring. Inthetwilight Charity saw that
hisface had the same sodden |ook asBash Hyaitt's, theday she
had seen him deeping by thestove. Hemadeno effort tosilence
thedogs, but leaned in the door, asif roused from adrunken
lethargy, whileMr. Milesgot out of thebuggy.

“Isit here?’ theclergyman asked Liff inalow voice; and Liff
nodded.

Mr. Milesturned to Charity. “ Just hold the horseaminute,
my dear: I'll goinfirst,” hesaid, putting thereinsin her hands.
Shetook them passively, and sat staring straight ahead of her
at the darkening scenewnhileMr. Milesand Liff Hyatt went up
tothehouse. They stood afew minutestalkingwiththemanin
the door, and then Mr. Milescameback. Ashe cameclose,
Charity saw that hissmooth pink facewore afrightened sol-
emn|ook.

“Your mother isdead, Charity; you' d better comewithme,”
hesaid.

Shegot downandfollowed himwhileLiff ledthehorseaway.
Assheagpproached thedoor shesaid to hersdf: “Thisiswhere
| wasborn...thisiswherel belong....” Shehad said it to her-
self often enough asshelooked acrossthe sunlit valleysat the
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Mountain; but it had meant nothing then, and now it had be-
comearedlity. Mr. Milestook her gently by thearm, and they
entered what appeared to be the only room in the house. It
was so dark that she could just discern agroup of adozen
peoplesitting or sprawling about atable made of boardslaid
acrosstwo barrels. They looked up listlesdy asMr. Milesand
Charity camein, and awoman’sthick voicesaid: “Here' sthe
preacher.” But no one moved.

Mr. Miles paused and looked about him; then heturned to
the young man who had met them at the door.

“Isthebody here?’ heasked.

Theyoung man, instead of answering, turned hishead to-
ward the group. “Where'sthe candle? | tole yer to bring a
candle,” hesaid with sudden harshnessto agirl whowasloll-
ing againgt thetable. Shedid not answer, but another man got
up and took from some corner acandle stuck into abottle.

“How'll I light it? Thestove'sout,” thegirl grumbled.

Mr. Milesfumbled under hisheavy wrappingsand drew out
amatch-box. Heheld amatchto the candle, and inamoment
or twoafaint circleof light fell onthe pale aguish headsthat
started out of the shadow like the heads of nocturna animals.

“Mary’sover there,” someonesaid; and Mr. Miles, taking
the bottlein hishand, passed behind thetable. Charity fol-
lowed him, and they stood beforeamattressonthefloorina
corner of theroom. A woman lay onit, but shedid not look
likeadead woman; sheseemed to havefalenacrossher squdid
bed in adrunken deep, and to have been | eft lying where she
fdl, in her ragged disordered clothes. Onearmwasflung above
her head, oneleg drawn up under atorn skirt that | eft the other
bareto theknee: aswollen glistening leg with aragged stock-
ing rolled down about the ankle. Thewoman lay on her back,
her eyesstaring up unblinkingly at thecandlethat trembledin
Mr. Miles'shand.

“Shejus dropped off,” awoman said, over the shoulder of
the others; and the young man added: “I jus' comein and
found her.”

Anéderly manwithlank hair and afeeblegrin pushed be-
tweenthem. “It waslikethis: | saysto her on’y thenight be-
fore: if you don't takeand quit, | saystoher....”

Someone pulled him back and sent him reeling against a
bench along thewall, where he dropped down muttering his
unheeded narrative.
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Therewasasilence; then the young woman who had been
lolling againgt the table suddenly parted the group, and stood
infront of Charity. Shewashed thier and robuster |ooking than
the others, and her weather-beaten face had acertain sullen
bealty.

“Who'sthegirl?Who brought her here?” shesaid, fixing her
eyesmistrustfully on the young man who had rebuked her for
not having acandleready.

Mr. Milesspoke. “I brought her; sheisMary Hyatt’ sdaughter.”

“What?Her too?’ thegirl sneered; and theyoung manturned
on her withan oath. “ Shut your mouth, damn you, or get out of
here,” he said; then herelapsed into hisformer apathy, and
dropped down on the bench, leaning hishead against thewall.

Mr. Miles had set the candle on the floor and taken off his
heavy coat. Heturned to Charity. “Comeand hepme,” hesaid.

Heknelt down by the mattress, and pressed thelids over
the dead woman’s eyes. Charity, trembling and sick, knelt
beside him, and tried to compose her mother’ sbody. Shedrew
the stocking over the dreadful glistening leg, and pulled the
skirt down to the battered upturned boots. Asshedid so, she
looked at her mother’sface, thin yet swollen, with lips parted

inafrozen gasp abovethebrokenteeth. Therewasnosignin
it of anything human: shelay therelikeadead doginaditch
Charity’shandsgrew cold asthey touched her.

Mr. Milesdrew the woman’s arms across her breast and
laid hiscoat over her. Then he covered her facewith hishand-
kerchief, and placed the bottlewiththecandleinit at her head.
Having donethishe stood up.

“Isthereno coffin?’ heasked, turning to the group behind
him.

Therewasamoment of bewildered silence; thenthefierce
girl spokeup. “ You' d oughter brought it with you. Where' d
weget onehere, I'dliketer know?’

Mr. Miles, looking at the others, repeated: “Isit possible
you haveno coffinready?’

“That'swhat | say: them that hasit sleeps better,” an old
woman murmured. “But then shenever had nobed....”

“Andthestovewarn’'t hers,” said thelank-haired man, on
thedefensve.

Mr. Milesturned away from them and moved afew steps
apart. He had drawn a book from his pocket, and after a
pause he opened it and began to read, holding the book at
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arm’slength and low down, so that the pages caught thefeeble
light. Charity had remained on her kneesby the mattress: now
that her mother’sfacewascovered it waseas er to stay near
her, and avoid thesight of theliving faceswhichtoo horribly
showed by what stages hershad |apsed into death.

“l amtheResurrectionandtheLife,” Mr. Milesbegan; “he
that believeth in me, though he were dead, yet shall he
live....Though after my skin wormsdestroy my body, yetin
my fleshshadl | seeGod....”

Inmy flesh shall | see God! Charity thought of the gaping
mouth and stony eyesunder the handkerchief, and of theglis-
tening leg over which she had drawnthestocking....

“We brought nothinginto thisworld and we shall take noth-
ingout of it—"

Therewasasudden muttering and a scuffle at the back of
thegroup. “1 brought thestove,” said thed derly manwith lank
hair, pushing hisway between the others. “| wen’ down to
Creston’nboughtit...n’ | got aright totakeit outer here...n’
I'll lickany feller saysl ain't....”

“Sit down, damnyou!” shouted thetd | youth who had been
drowsing onthe bench against thewall.

“For manwalketh inavain shadow, and disquieteth himself
invain; he heapeth up richesand cannot tell who shall gather
them....”

“Well, itarehis,” awomaninthebackground interjectedin
afrightened whine.

Thetall youth staggered to hisfeet. “1f you don't hold your
mouths!’ll turnyoual out 0" here, thewholelot of you,” he
cried with many oaths. “ G’ wan, minister...don’t let ‘ em faze
you....”

“Now isChrist risen from the dead and become thefirst-
fruitsof them that dept....Behold, | show you amystery. We
shdl not all deep, but weshdl dl bechanged, inamoment, in
thetwinkling of aneye, at thelast trump....For thiscorruptible
must put onincorruption and thismorta must put onimmortal-
ity. Sowhen thiscorruption shal have put onincorruption, and
when thismortal shall have put onimmortality, then shall be
brought to passthe saying that iswritten, Death isswallowed
upinVictory....”

Oneby onethemighty wordsfell on Charity’ sbowed head,
soothing the horror, subduing thetumult, mastering her asthey
mastered the drink-dazed creatures at her back. Mr. Miles
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read to thelast word, and then closed the book.

“Isthegraveready?’ heasked.

Liff Hyatt, who had comeinwhilehewasreading, nodded a
“Yes,” and pushed forward to the side of the mattress. The
young man on the bench who seemed to assert some sort of
right of kinshipwith the dead woman, got to hisfeet again, and
the proprietor of the stove joined him. Between them they
raised up the mattress; but their movementswere unsteady,
and the coat dipped to thefloor, revealing the poor body inits
hel pless misery. Charity, picking up the coat, covered her
mother once more. Liff had brought alantern, and the old
woman who had already spoken took it up, and opened the
door tolet thelittle procession passout. Thewind had dropped,
and thenight wasvery dark and bitterly cold. Theold woman
walked ahead, the lantern shaking in her hand and spreading
out before her apale patch of dead grassand coarse-leaved
weedsenclosedinanimmensty of blackness.

Mr. Milestook Charity by thearm, and side by side they
walked behind the mattress. At length the old womanwiththe
lantern stopped, and Charity saw thelight fall onthestooping
shoulders of the bearers and on aridge of upheaved earth

over which they were bending. Mr. Milesreleased her arm
and approached the hollow on the other side of theridge; and
whilethe men stooped down, lowering the mattressinto the
grave, he beganto speak again.

“Manthat isborn of woman hath but ashort timetoliveand
isfull of misery....Hecometh up andiscut down...hefleeth
asitwereashadow....Yet, O Lord God most holy, O Lord
most mighty, O holy and merciful Saviour, deliver usnot into
thebitter painsof eterna death....”

“Easy there...isshedown?’ piped the claimant tothe stove;
and theyoung man cdled over hisshoulder: “Lift thelight there,
can'tyou?’

Therewasapause, during whichthelight floated uncertainly
over the open grave. Someone bent over and pulled out Mr.
Miles'scoat—(“ No, no—leavethe handkerchief,” heinter-
posed)—and then Liff Hyatt, coming forward with aspade,
began to shovel intheearth.

“Forasmuch asit hath pleased Almighty God of Hisgreat
mercy to take unto Himself the soul of our dear sister here
departed, wetherefore commit her body to the ground; earth
to earth, ashesto ashes, dust todust....” Liff’sgaunt shoul-
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dersroseand bent inthelanternlight ashe dashed the clods of
earthinto thegrave. “ God—it'sfrozea ready,” he muttered,
gpittinginto hispalm and passing hisragged shirt-deeveacross
hisperspiringface.

“Throughour Lord Jesus Christ, who shall changeour vile
body that it may belikeunto Hisglorious body, according to
themighty working, whereby Heisableto subdueall things
untoHimsdlf....” Thelast spadeful of earthfell onthevilebody
of Mary Hyait, and Liff rested on hisspade, hisshoulder blades
dill heavingwiththeeffort.

“Lord, have mercy upon us, Christ have mercy upon us,
Lord havemercy uponus....”

Mr. Milestook the lantern from the old woman’shand and
swept itslight acrossthecircle of bleared faces. “Now kneel
down, al of you,” hecommanded, in avoiceof authority that
Charity had never heard. She knelt down at the edge of the
grave, andtheothers, stiffly and hesitatingly, got to their knees
beside her. Mr. Milesknelt, too. “ And now pray with me—
you know thisprayer,” he said, and he began: “ Our Father
whichartin Heaven....” Oneor two of thewomen falteringly
took thewords up, and when he ended, the lank-haired man

flung himsalf ontheneck of thetal youth. “ 1t wasthisway,” he
sad. “| toleher thenight before, | saystoher....” Thereminis-
cenceended inasob.

Mr. Mileshad been getting into hiscoat again. He came up
to Charity, who had remained passively knedling by therough
mound of earth.

“My child, youmust come. It'svery late.”

Shelifted her eyesto hisface: he seemed to speak out of
another world.

“l'an’tcoming: I'mgoingto stay here.”

“Here? Where? What do you mean?’

“Thesearemy folks. I’m going to stay with them.”

Mr. Mileslowered hisvoice. “ But it'snot possible—you
don’t know what you aredoing. You can’t stay among these
people: you must comewithme.”

She shook her head and rose from her knees. The group
about the grave had scattered in the darkness, but the old
woman with thelantern stood waiting. Her mournful withered
facewasnot unkind, and Charity went up to her.

“Haveyou got aplacewherel canliedown for thenight?’
sheasked. Liff cameup, leading the buggy out of thenight. He
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looked from oneto the other with hisfegblesmile. “ She'smy
mother. She'll takeyou home,” hesaid; and headded, raising
hisvoiceto speak totheold woman: “It’sthegirl from lawyer
Roydl’'s—Mary’sgirl...youremember....”

Thewoman nodded and raised her sad old eyesto Charity’s.
When Mr. Milesand Liff clambered into the buggy shewent
ahead with the lantern to show them the track they wereto
follow; then sheturned back, and in silence sheand Charity
walked away together through the night.

XVII

CHARITY LAY ON THE FLOOR On amattress, asher dead mother’s
body had lain. Theroom inwhich shelay was cold and dark
and low-ceilinged, and even poorer and barer than the scene
of Mary Hyatt'searthly pilgrimage. On the other side of the
firelessstove Liff Hyatt'smother dept onablanket, withtwo
children—her grandchildren, she said—rolled up against her
like deeping puppies. They had their thin clothes spread over
them, having given the only other blanket to their guest.
Through thesmall square of glassin the oppositewall Char-

ity saw adeep funnel of sky, so black, so remote, so pal pitat-
ing with frosty starsthat her very soul seemed to be sucked
intoit. Up there somewhere, she supposed, the God whom
Mr. Mileshadinvoked waswaiting for Mary Hyatt to appear.
What along flight it was! And what would she haveto say
when shereached Him?

Charity’ sbewildered brain laboured with the attempt to pic-
ture her mother’spast, andtorelateit in any way to thede-
sgnsof ajust but merciful God; but it wasimpossibletoimag-
ineany link betweenthem. She hersdlf felt asremotefromthe
poor creature she had seenlowered into her hastily dug grave
asif the height of the heavens divided them. She had seen
poverty and misfortunein her life; but inacommunity where
poor thrifty Mrs. Hawesand theindustrious Ally represented
the nearest approach to destitution there was nothing to sug-
gest thesavage misery of theMountainfarmers.

Asshelay there, haf-stunned by her tragicinitiation, Charity
vainly tried tothink hersdf into thelifeabout her. But shecould
not even make out what relationship these peopleboreto each
other, or to her dead mother; they seemed to be herded to-
gether inasort of passive promiscuity inwhichtheir common
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misery wasthe strongest link. Shetried to pictureto herself
what her life would have been if she had grown up on the
Mountain, running wildin rags, deeping onthefloor curled up
againg her mother, likethe pal e-faced children huddled against
old Mrs. Hyatt, and turning into afierce bewildered creature
likethegirl who had apostrophized her in such strangewords.
Shewasfrightened by the secret affinity shehad felt withthis
girl, and by thelight it threw on her own beginnings. Then she
remembered what Mr. Royall had saidintelling her story to
LuciusHarney: “Yes, therewasamother; but shewasglad to
havethe child go. She’ d havegiven her to anybody....”

Well! after all, washer mother so much to blame? Charity,
sincethat day, had alwaysthought of her as destitute of all
human fedling; now she seemed merely pitiful. What mother
would not want to save her child from such alife? Charity
thought of thefuture of her own child, and tearswelledinto her
aching eyes, and ran down over her face. If shehad beenless
exhausted, less burdened with hisweight, she would have
sprung up then and thereand fled away . ...

Thegrim hoursof the night dragged themsalvessowly by,
and at |ast the sky paled and dawn threw acold blue beam

into theroom. Shelay inher corner staring at thedirty floor,
the clothes-line hung with decaying rags, the old woman
huddled against the cold stove, and thelight gradually spread-
ing acrossthewintry world, and bringing withitanew day in
which shewould havetolive, to choose, to act, to make her-
sdlf aplace among these people—or to go back to thelife she
had left. A mortal lassitude weighed on her. Thereweremo-
mentswhen shefelt that all sheasked wasto goonlyingthere
unnoticed; then her mind revolted at the thought of becoming
oneof themiserableherd fromwhich shesprang, and it seemed
asthough, to save her child from such afate, shewould find
strengthtotravel any distance, and bear any burdenlifemight
put on her.

Vaguethoughts of Nettleton flitted through her mind. She
sadto hersdlf that shewould find some quiet placewhereshe
could bear her child, and giveit to decent peopleto keep; and
then shewould go out like JuliaHawesand earnitsliving and
hers. Sheknew that girlsof that kind sometimesmade enough
to havetheir childrennicely caredfor; and every other consd-
eration disappeared in the vision of her baby, cleaned and
combed and rosy, and hidden away somewhere where she
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couldruninandkissit, and bring it pretty thingsto wear. Any-
thing, anything wasbetter than to add another lifeto thenest of
misery ontheMountain....

The old woman and the children were still sleeping when
Charity rosefrom her mattress. Her body was stiff with cold
andfatigue, and shemoved dowly lest her heavy stepsshould
rousethem. Shewasfaint with hunger, and had nothing leftin
her satchel; but on thetable she saw thehalf of astaleloaf. No
doubt it wasto serve asthe breakfast of old Mrs. Hyatt and
the children; but Charity did not care; she had her own baby
tothink of. Shebrokeoff apieceof thebread and ateit greedily;
then her glancefell onthethinfacesof the dleeping children,
and filled with compunction sherummaged in her satchel for
something withwhichto pay for what she had taken. Shefound
oneof the pretty chemisesthat Ally had madefor her, witha
blue ribbon run through itsedging. It was one of the dainty
things on which she had squandered her savings, and asshe
looked at it the blood rushed to her forehead. She laid the
chemise onthetable, and stealing acrossthefloor lifted the
latchand went out. ...

Themorning wasicy cold and apale sunwasjust rising

abovethe eastern shoulder of the Mountain. The houses scat-
tered on the hillside lay cold and smokel ess under the sun-
flecked clouds, and not ahuman being wasin sight. Charity
paused on the threshold and tried to discover the road by
which she had comethe night before. Acrossthefield sur-
rounding Mrs. Hyatt'sshanty she saw thetumble-down house
inwhich she supposed the funeral service had taken place.
Thetrail ran acrossthe ground between the two housesand
disappeared in the pine-wood on theflank of the Mountain;
andalittleway totheright, under awind-beaten thorn, amound
of fresh earth made adark spot on thefawn-col oured stubble.
Charity walked across the field to the ground. As she ap-
proached it sheheard abird’ snoteinthestill air, and looking
up she saw abrown song-sparrow perched in an upper branch
of thethorn abovethe grave. She stood aminutelisteningto
hissmall solitary song; then shergoined thetrail and beganto
mount the hill to the pine-wood.

Thusfar shehad beenimpelled by theblind ingtinct of flight;
but each step seemed to bring her nearer to therealities of
whichher feverishvigil had given only ashadowy image. Now
that shewaked againin adaylight world, on theway back to
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familiar things, her imagination moved more soberly. Onone
point she was still decided: she could not remain at North
Dormer, and the sooner she got away fromit the better. But
everything beyond wasdarkness.

Asshe continued to climb the air grew keener, and when
she passed from the shelter of the pinesto the open grassy
roof of the M ountain the cold wind of the night before sprang
out on her. Shebent her shouldersand struggled on against it
for awhile; but presently her breath failed, and she sat down
under aledge of rock overhung by shivering birches. From
where she sat she saw thetrail wandering acrossthe bleached
grassinthedirection of Hamblin, and the granitewall of the
Mountainfaling away toinfinitedistances. Onthat sdeof the
ridgethevalleysdtill lay inwintry shadow; but inthe plain be-
yond thesunwastouching villageroofsand steeples, and gild-
ing the haze of smoke over far-off invisbletowns.

Charity felt herself amere speck inthelonely circleof the
sky. The eventsof thelast two days seemed to havedivided
her forever from her short dream of bliss. Even Harney’sim-
age had been blurred by that crushing experience: shethought
of him asso remotefrom her that he seemed hardly morethan

amemory. In her fagged and floating mind only one sensation
had theweight of redlity; it wasthebodily burden of her child.
But for it shewould havefdt asrootlessasthewhiffsof thistle-
down thewind blew past her. Her child waslike aload that
held her down, and yet like ahand that pulled her to her feet.
Shesaidto herself that shemust get up and struggleon....

Her eyesturned back tothetrail acrossthetop of theMoun-
tain, and in the distance she saw abuggy against the sky. She
knew itsantique outline, and the gaunt build of the old horse
pressing forward with lowered head; and after amoment she
recognized the heavy bulk of themanwho heldthereins. The
buggy wasfollowing thetrail and making straight for thepine-
wood through which she had climbed; and sheknew at once
that thedriver wasin search of her. Her first impulsewasto
crouch down under theledgetill he had passed; but thein-
stinct of conceament wasoverruled by therelief of fedling that
someonewas near her inthe awful emptiness. She stood up
and walked toward the buggy.

Mr. Royall saw her, and touched the horse with the whip.
A minute or two later hewas abreast of Charity; their eyes
met, and without speaking heleaned over and helped her up
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into thebuggy.

Shetried to speak, to stammer out someexplanation, but no
words cameto her; and ashedrew the cover over her knees
hesmply said: “Theminister told mehe' dleft you up here, so
| comeupforyou.”

He turned the horse’s head, and they began to jog back
toward Hamblin. Charity sat speechless, staring straight ahead
of her, and Mr. Royall occasionaly uttered aword of encour-
agement to the horse: “ Get along there, Dan....l gavehima
rest at Hamblin; but | brought him aong pretty quick, andit’s
adtiff pull up hereagainst thewind.”

Ashespokeit occurredto her for thefirst timethat to reach
thetop of theMountain so early hemust haveleft North Dor-
mer at thecoldest hour of thenight, and havetravelled steadily
but for the halt at Hamblin; and shefelt asoftnessat her heart
which no act of hishad ever produced since he had brought
her the Crimson Rambler because she had given up boarding-
school to stay with him.

After aninterval hebeganagain: “ It wasaday just likethis,
only spitting snow, when | comeup herefor youthefirg time.”
Then, asif fearing that she might takehisremark asareminder

of past benefits, headded quickly: “1 dunno’syouthink it was
suchagoodjob, either.”

“Yes, | do,” shemurmured, looking straight ahead of her.

“Wel,” hesaid, “I tried—"

Hedid not finish the sentence, and she could think of nothing
moreto say.

“Ho, there, Dan, step out,” hemuttered, jerking thebridle.
“Weain't homeyet.—You cold?’ heasked abrupitly.

She shook her head, but he drew the cover higher up, and
stooped to tuck it in about the ankles. She continued to |ook
straight ahead. Tears of weariness and weaknesswere dim-
ming her eyes and beginning to run over, but she dared not
wipethem away |lest he should observethe gesture.

They drovein silence, following thelong loops of thede-
scent upon Hamblin, and Mr. Royall did not speak againtill
they reached the outskirts of thevillage. Then helet thereins
droop on the dashboard and drew out hiswatch.

“Charity,” he said, “you look fair done up, and North
Dormer’sagoodish way off. I’ vefigured out that we' d do
better to stop herelong enough for you to get amouthful of
breakfast and then drive downto Creston and takethetrain.”
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Sheroused hersdlf from her gpathetic musing. “ Thetrain—
whattran?’

Mr. Royall, without answering, let thehorsejog ontill they
reached the door of thefirst houseinthevillage. “ Thisisold
Mrs. Hobart'splace,” hesaid. “ She'll give us something hot
todrink.”

Charity, haf unconscioudy, found hersalf getting out of the
buggy and following himinat the open door. They entered a
decent kitchenwith afirecracklinginthestove. Anoldwoman
with akindly facewas setting out cupsand saucersonthetable,
Shelooked up and nodded asthey camein, and Mr. Royall
advanced to thestove, clgpping hisnumb handstogether.

“Well, Mrs. Hobart, you got any breakfast for thisyoung
lady?You can see she'scold and hungry.”

Mrs. Hobart smiled on Charity and took atin coffee-pot
fromthefire. “My, you do look pretty mean,” she said com-
passionately.

Charity reddened, and sat down at thetable. A feeling of
complete passiveness had once more come over her, and
shewas conscious only of the pleasant animal sensations of
warmth and rest.

Mrs. Hobart put bread and milk on thetable, and then went
out of the house: Charity saw her leading the horse away to
the barn across the yard. She did not come back, and Mr.
Royall and Charity sat alone at the table with the smoking
coffee between them. He poured out acup for her, and put a
piece of bread in the saucer, and she began to eat.

Asthewarmth of the coffeeflowed through her veins her
thoughtscleared and shebegantofed likealiving being again;
but thereturntolifewasso painful that thefood choked in her
throat and she sat staring down at thetablein silent anguish.

AfterawhileMr. Royal pushed back hischair. “Now, then,”
hesaid, “if you' reamindtogoadong——" Shedid not move,
and he continued: “Wecan pick upthenoontrainfor Nettleton
if yousay s0.”

Thewords sent the blood rushing to her face, and sheraised
her startled eyesto his. Hewas standing on the other side of
thetablelooking at her kindly and gravely; and suddenly she
understood what he was going to say. She continued to sit
motionless, aleaden weight upon her lips.

“You and me have spoke some hard thingsto each other in
our time, Charity; and there’sno good that | can seein any
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moretaking now. But I’ll never feel any way but one about
you; andif you say sowe'll drivedownintimeto catch that
train, and go straight to the minister’s house; and when you
come back homeyou' Il comeasMrs. Royal.”

Hisvoice had the grave persuasive accent that had moved
his hearers at the Home Week festival; she had a sense of
depthsof mournful tolerance under that easy tone. Her whole
body began to tremblewith the dread of her own weakness.

“Oh, | can’'t—" sheburst out desperately.

“Can’'twhat?’

Shehersdlf did not know: shewasnot sureif shewasre ect-
ing what heoffered, or already struggling against thetempta-
tion of taking what shenolonger had aright to. She stood up,
shaking and bewildered, and began to speak:

“l know | ain’t been fair to you always; but | want to be
now....I wantyoutoknow...l want....” Her voicefailed her
and she stopped.

Mr. Royadl leaned against thewall. Hewas paler than usud,
but hisface was composed and kindly and her agitation did
not appear to perturb him.

“What’sall thisabout wanting?’ he said as she paused.

“Doyou know what you really want?1’ll tell you. You want
to be took home and took care of. And | guess that’s all
thereisto say.”

“No...it'snotdl....”

“Ain'tit?’ Helooked at hiswatch. “Well, I’ ll tell you an-
other thing. All I want isto know if you'll marry me. If there
wasanythingelse, I’ dtell you so; but thereain’t. Cometo my
age, aman knowsthethingsthat matter and the thingsthat
don'’t; that’sabout the only good turn life doesus.”

Histonewas so strong and resolutethat it was like asup-
porting arm about her. She felt her resistance melting, her
strength dipping away from her ashe spoke.

“Don't cry, Charity,” heexclaimedinashaken voice. She
looked up, startled at hisemotion, and their eyesmet.

“Seehere,” hesaid gently, “old Dan’'scomealong distance,
andwe' vegot tolet himtakeit easy therest of theway....”

He picked up thecloak that had dipped to her chair andlaid
it about her shoulders. Shefollowed him out of the house, and
then walked acrosstheyard to the shed, wherethe horsewas
tied. Mr. Royall unblanketed himand led him out into theroad.
Charity got into the buggy and he drew the cover about her

127



SUmmer

and shook out thereinswith acluck. When they reached the
end of thevillage heturned the horse’' s head toward Creston.

XVI11

THeY BEGAN TO J0G down thewinding roadtothevalley at old
Dan'slanguid pace. Charity fet hersdf ankinginto degper depths
of weariness, and asthey descended through the barewoods
therewere momentswhen shelost the exact sense of things,
and seemed to besitting beside her lover withtheleafy arch of
summer bending over them. But thisillusonwasfaint and tran-
sitory. For themost part she had only aconfused sensation of
dipping downasmoocthirresistiblecurrent; and sheabandoned
hersdf tothefeding asarefugefrom thetorment of thought.

Mr. Royall seldom spoke, but hissilent presence gave her,
for thefirst time, asense of peace and security. Sheknew that
where hewasthere would bewarmth, rest, silence; and for
themoment they wereall shewanted. She shut her eyes, and
eventhesethingsgrew dimtoher....

Inthetrain, during the short runfrom Crestonto Nettleton,
thewarmth aroused her, and the consciousness of being under

drangeeyesgaveher amomentary energy. Shesat upright, fac-
ing Mr. Royall, and stared out of thewindow at the denuded
country. Forty-eight hoursearlier, when shehad last traversed
it, many of thetreesdtill hedther leaves, but thehighwind of the
last two nights had stripped them, and the lines of the land-
scape’ wereasfingy pencilled asin December. A few daysof
autumn cold hadwiped out dl traceof therichfiddsandlanguid
grovesthroughwhich shehad passed on the Fourth of July; and
with thefading of thelandscapethosefervid hourshad faded,
too. She could no longer believethat shewasthe beingwho
had lived them; shewas someoneto whom something irrepa-
rable and overwhel ming had happened, but thetraces of the
stepsleading uptoit had dmaost vanished.

When thetrain reached Nettleton and shewalked out into
the square at Mr. Royall’s side the sense of unreality grew
more overpowering. The physical strain of the night and day
had |eft no roomin her mind for new sensationsand shefol-
lowed Mr. Royall aspassively asatired child. Asinacon-
fused dream she presently found hersdf sittingwithhimina
pleasant room, at atablewith ared and white table-cloth on
which hot food and teawere placed. Hefilled her cup and
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plateand whenever shelifted her eyesfromthem shefound his
resting on her with the same steady tranquil gazethat had re-
assured and strengthened her when they had faced each other
inold Mrs. Hobart’skitchen. Aseverything elsein her con-
sciousness grew more and more confused and immaterial,
became more and morelikethe universal shimmer that dis-
solvestheworldtofailing eyes, Mr. Royall’s presence began
to detach itself with rocky firmnessfrom thiselusive back-
ground. Shehad dwaysthought of him—when shethought of
him at all—as of someone hateful and obstructive, but whom
she could outwit and dominate when she chose to makethe
effort. Only once, onthe day of the Old Home Week celebra-
tion, whilethestray fragmentsof hisaddressdrifted acrossher
troubled mind, had she caught aglimpse of another being, a
being so different from the dull-witted enemy with whom she
had supposed hersdf to beliving that even through the burning
mist of her own dreamshehad stood out with startling distinct-
ness. For amoment, then, what he saild—and somethinginhis
way of saying it—had made her seewhy he had awaysstruck
her assuchalondy man. But themist of her dreamshad hidden
himagain, and shehad forgottenthat fugitiveimpression.

It came back to her now, asthey sat at thetable, and gave
her, through her own immeasurable desol ation, asudden sense
of their nearnessto each other. But all thesefedingswereonly
brief streaksof light inthegrey blur of her physical weakness.
Throughit shewasawarethat Mr. Royall presently left her
sitting by thetablein thewarm room, and came back after an
interval with acarriagefrom the station—aclosed “ hack” with
sun-burnt blue silk blinds—in which they drovetogether toa
house covered with creepers and standing next to achurch
with acarpet of turf beforeit. They got out at thishouse, and
the carriagewaited whilethey walked up the path and entered
awainscoted hal and thenaroom full of books. Inthisrooma
clergymanwhom Charity had never seenreceived them pleas-
antly, and asked them to be seated for afew minuteswhile
witnesseswere being summoned.

Charity sat down obediently, and Mr. Royall, hishandsbe-
hind his back, paced slowly up and down the room. Ashe
turned and faced Charity, shenoticed that hislipsweretwitch-
ing alittle; but thelook in hiseyeswasgraveand cam. Once
he paused before her and said timidly: “ Your hair’sgot kinder
loose with thewind,” and she lifted her hands and tried to
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smooth back thelocksthat had escaped from her braid. There
wasalooking-glassinacarved frameonthewadl, but shewas
ashamed to look at herself init, and she sat with her hands
folded on her kneetill theclergyman returned. Thenthey went
out again, along a sort of arcaded passage, and into alow
vaulted room with acrosson an altar, and rows of benches.
Theclergyman, who had | eft them at the door, presently reap-
peared beforethedltar inasurplice, and alady who was prob-
ably hiswife, and amanin ablue shirt who had beenraking
dead |leavesonthelawn, cameinand sat on oneof thebenches.

The clergyman opened abook and signed to Charity and
Mr. Royall to approach. Mr. Royall advanced afew steps,
and Charity followed him as she had followed him to the
buggy when they went out of Mrs. Hobart’skitchen; she
had thefeeling that if she ceased to keep closeto him, and
do what hetold her to do, theworld would slip away from
beneath her feet.

The clergyman beganto read, and on her dazed mind there
rosethememory of Mr. Miles, standing thenight beforeinthe
desolate house of the Mountain, and reading out of the same
book wordsthat had the same dread sound of finality:

“1 require and charge you both, as ye will answer at the
dreadful day of judgment when the secretsof all heartsshall
be disclosed, that if either of you know any impediment
whereby yemay not belawfully joined together....”

Charity raised her eyesand met Mr. Royall’s. They were
still looking at her kindly and steadily. “| will!” sheheard him
say amoment | ater, after another interval of wordsthat she
had failed to catch. Shewas so busy trying to understand the
gesturesthat the clergymanwassignalling to her to make that
sheno longer heard what was being said. After another inter-
val thelady on the bench stood up, and taking her hand put it
inMr. Royal’s. Itlay enclosed in hisstrong pdmand shefdta
ring that wastoo big for her being dlipped on her thin finger.
Sheunderstood then that shewasmarried. ...

Latethat afternoon Charity sat alonein abedroom of the
fashionable hotel where sheand Harney had vainly sought a
table on the Fourth of July. She had never beforebeenin so
handsomely furnished aroom. Themirror abovethedressing-
tablereflected the high head-board and fluted pillow-dips of
the double bed, and abedspread so spotlessly whitethat she
had hesitated to lay her hat and jacket on it. The humming
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radiator diffused an atmosphereof drowsy warmth, and through
ahalf-open door she saw theglitter of the nickel tapsabove
twinmarblebasins.

For awhilethelong turmoail of the night and day had dipped
away from her and she sat with closed eyes, surrendering her-
sdf tothespell of warmth and silence. But presently thismer-
ciful apathy was succeeded by the sudden acutenessof vision
withwhich sick people sometimeswake out of aheavy deep.
Assheopened her eyesthey rested on the picture that hung
abovethebed. It wasalargeengraving with adazzling white
margin enclosed inawideframeof bird’s-eye maplewith an
inner scroll of gold. Theengraving represented ayoung manin
aboat on alakeover-hungwith trees. Hewasleaning over to
gather water-liliesfor thegirl inalight dresswho lay among
thecushionsinthestern. The scenewasfull of adrowsy mid-
summer radiance, and Charity averted her eyesfromit and,
risngfrom her chair, began towander restlesdy about theroom.

It wasonthefifthfloor, and itsbroad window of plateglass
looked over theroofs of thetown. Beyond them stretched a
wooded |andscapeinwhichthelast firesof sunset werepicking
out astedy gleam. Charity gazed at thegleamwith sartled eyes.

Even through the gathering twilight sherecognized the contour
of thesoft hillsencirclingit, and theway themeadowsdopedto
itsedge. It was Nettleton L akethat shewasl|ooking at.

Shestood along timein thewindow staring out at thefading
water. The sight of it had roused her for thefirst timeto a
realization of what she had done. Eventhefeeling of thering
on her hand had not brought her this sharp sense of theirre-
trievable. For aningtant the old impul se of flight siwept through
her; but it wasonly thelift of abrokenwing. She heard the
door open behind her, and Mr. Royall camein.

He had goneto the barber’ sto be shaved, and his shaggy
grey hair had beentrimmed and smoothed. Hemoved strongly
and quickly, squaring hisshouldersand carrying hishead high,
asif hedid not want to pass unnoticed.

“What areyou doinginthedark?’ hecalled out in acheerful
voice. Charity made no answer. Hewent up to thewindow to
draw the blind, and putting hisfinger on thewall flooded the
roomwith ablaze of light from thecentral chanddlier. Inthis
unfamiliar illumination husband and wifefaced each other awk-
wardly for amoment; then Mr. Royall said: “We Il step down
and have some suppe, if you say so.”
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Thethought of food filled her with repugnance; but not dar-
ingto confessit shesmoothed her hair and followed himtothe
lift.

AN HOUR LATER, coming out of the glare of the dining-room,
shewaited in the marble-panelled hall whileMr. Royall, be-
forethebrasslattice of oneof the corner counters, selected a
cigar and bought an evening paper. Menwereloungingin rock-
ing chairsunder the blazing chanddliers, travellerscoming and
going, bellsringing, porters shuffling by with luggage. Over
Mr. Royall’sshoulder, asheleaned against the counter, agirl
with her hair puffed high smirked and nodded at a dapper
drummer who was getting hiskey at the desk acrossthehall.

Charity stood among these cross-currents of lifeasmotion-
lessand inert asif she had been one of thetables screwed to
themarblefloor. All her soul was gathered up into onesick
sense of coming doom, and shewatched Mr. Royall infasci-
nated terror while he pinched the cigarsin successive boxes
and unfolded hisevening paper with asteady hand.

Presently heturned and joined her. “ You goright dlong upto
bed—I"m going to sit down here and have my smoke,” he

said. Hespoke aseasily and naturally asif they had been an
old couple, long used to each other’ sways, and her contracted
heart gaveaflutter of reief. Shefollowed himtothelift, and he
put her in and enjoined the buttoned and braided boy to show
her to her room.

Shegroped her way inthrough thedarkness, forgettingwhere
thed ectric button was, and not knowing how to manipulateit.
But awhite autumn moon had risen, and theilluminated sky
put apalelight in the room. By it she undressed, and after
folding up theruffled pillow-dipscrept timidly under the spot-
less counterpane. She had never felt such smooth sheets or
such light warm blankets; but the softness of the bed did not
sootheher. Shelay theretremblingwith afear that ran through
her veinslikeice. “What have| done?Oh, what havel done?’
shewhispered, shuddering to her pillow; and pressing her face
against it to shut out the pal e landscape beyond the window
shelay inthedarknessstraining her ears, and shaking at every
footstep that approached....

Suddenly shesat up and pressed her handsagaingt her fright-
ened heart. A faint sound had told her that someonewasinthe
room; but shemust havedept intheinterva, for shehad heard
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no oneenter. Themoon was setting beyond the oppositeroofs,
and in the darkness outlined against the grey square of the
window, she saw afigure seated intherocking-chair. Thefig-
uredid not move: it was sunk deep in the chair, with bowed
head and fol ded arms, and she saw that it wasMr. Royall who
sat there. He had not undressed, but had taken the blanket
fromthefoot of thebed and laid it acrosshisknees. Trembling
and holding her breath shewatched him, fearing that he had
been roused by her movement; but he did not stir, and she
concluded that hewished her to think hewas adleep.

Asshe continued towatch himineffablerdlief stoledowly
over her, relaxing her strained nerves and exhausted body. He
knew, then...heknew...it was because he knew that he had
married her, and that he sat therein the darknessto show her
shewassafewithhim. A stir of something deeper than shehad
ever feltinthinking of himflitted through her tired brain, and
cautioudy, noisalesdy, shelet her head sink onthepillow....

When shewoketheroomwasfull of morninglight, and her
first glance showed her that shewasdoneinit. Shegot upand
dressed, and as shewasfastening her dressthe door opened,
and Mr. Royall camein. Helooked old and tired in the bright

daylight, but hisfaceworethe sameexpresson of gravefriend-
linessthat had reassured her onthe Mountain. It wasasif all
thedark spiritshad gone out of him.

They went downgtairsto thedining-roomfor breskfast, and
after breakfast hetold her he had someinsurance businessto
attendto. “I guesswhilel’mdoingit you’ d better step out and
buy yoursdlf whatever you need.” He smiled, and added with
an embarrassed laugh: “ You know | alwayswanted you to
beat all the other girls.” Hedrew something from his pocket,
and pushed it acrossthetableto her; and she saw that he had
given her two twenty-dollar bills. “If it ain’t enough there’'s
morewherethat comefrom—I want you to beat ‘emall hol-
low,” herepeated.

Sheflushed and tried to stammer out her thanks, but he had
pushed back his chair and was leading the way out of the
dining-room. Inthe hall he paused aminuteto say that if it
suited her they would take the three o' clock train back to
North Dormer; then hetook his hat and coat from the rack
and went out.

A few minuteslater Charity went out, too. She had watched
to seeinwhat direction hewasgoing, and shetook the oppo-
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siteway and wa ked quickly down themain street to the brick
building onthe corner of Lake Avenue. There she paused to
look cautioudy up and down thethoroughfare, and then climbed
thebrass-bound stairsto Dr. Merkle sdoor. The same bushy-
headed mulatto girl admitted her, and after thesameinterva of
waitinginthered plush parlor shewas once more summoned
to Dr. Merkle'soffice. The doctor received her without sur-
prise, and led her into theinner plush sanctuary.

“I thought you’ d be back, but you’ ve comeamite too soon:
| told you to be patient and not fret,” she observed, after a
pause of penetrating scrutiny.

Charity drew themoney from her breast. “I’ ve cometo get
my bluebrooch,” shesaid, flushing.

“Your brooch?’ Dr. Merkle gppeared not to remember. “ My,
yes—I get so many thingsof that kind. Well, my dear, you' |l
havetowait whilel getit out of thesafe. | don’t leave valu-
ableslikethat laying round like the noospaper.”

She disappeared for amoment, and returned with abit of
twi sted-up tissue paper fromwhich sheunwrapped thebrooch.

Charity, asshelooked at it, felt astir of warmth at her heart.
Sheheld out an eager hand.

“Haveyou got the change?’ sheasked alittle breathlesdy,
laying one of thetwenty-dollar billsonthetable.

“Change?What' d | want to have changefor?1 only seetwo
twentiesthere,” Dr. Merkleanswered brightly.

Charity paused, disconcerted. “1 thought...you saidit was
fivedollarsavist....”

“For you, asafavour—I did. But how about the responsi-
bility and theinsurance?| don’t s poseyou ever thought of
that? Thispin’sworth ahundred dollarseasy. If it had got lost
or stole, where' d | been whenyou cometoclamit?’

Charity remained silent, puzzled and half-convinced by the
argument, and Dr. Merkle promptly followed up her advan-
tage. “| didn’t ask you for your brooch, my dear. I’ d agood
dedl ruther folkspaild memy regular chargethan have‘ em put
metoall thistrouble.”

She paused, and Charity, seized with adesperatelonging to
escape, roseto her feet and held out one of thehills.

“Will youtakethat?’ sheasked.

“No, | won't takethat, my dear; but I’ ll takeit withitsmate,
and hand you over asigned receipt if you don’t trust me.”

“Oh, but| can't—it'sal I’ vegot,” Charity exclaimed.
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Dr. Merklelooked up at her pleasantly from the plush sofa.
“It seems you got married yesterday, up to the ‘ Piscopal
church; | heard all about the wedding from the minister’s
chore-man. It would be apity, wouldn'tit, tolet Mr. Royall
know you had an account running here?1 just put it to you as
your own mother might.”

Anger flamed up in Charity, and for aninstant shethought of
abandoning the brooch and | etting Dr. Merkle do her worst.
But how could sheleaveher only treasurewith that evil woman?
Shewanted it for her baby: she meant it, in some mysterious
way, to be alink between Harney’s child and its unknown
father. Trembling and hating herself while shedidit, shelaid
Mr. Royall’smoney onthetable, and catching up the brooch
fled out of theroom and the house....

Inthestreet shestood still, dazed by thislast adventure. But
the brooch lay in her bosom like atalisman, and shefelt a
secret lightnessof heart. It gave her strength, after amoment,
towak ondowly inthedirection of the post office, andgoin
through theswinging doors. At oneof thewindowsshe bought
asheet of | etter-paper, an envelope and astamp; then she sat
down at atable and dipped the rusty post office peninink.

Shehad comethere possessed with afear which had haunted
her ever snceshehad felt Mr. Royal’sring on her finger: the
fear that Harney might, after dl, freehimsalf and comeback to
her. It wasapossibility which had never occurred to her dur-
ing the dreadful hoursafter she had received hisletter; only
when the decisive step she had taken madelonging turnto
apprehension did such acontingency seem conceivable. She
addressed the envel ope, and on the sheet of paper shewrote:

I’mmarriedtoMr. Roydl. I ll dwaysremember you. Charity.

Thelast wordswerenot in theleast what she had meant to
write; they had flowed from her penirresistibly. Shehad not
had the strength to complete her sacrifice; but, after all, what
did it matter? Now that there was no chance of ever seeing
Harney again, why should shenot tell him thetruth?

When she had put theletter in the box shewent out into the
busy sunlit street and began to walk to the hotel. Behind the
plateglasswindows of the department stores she noticed the
tempting display of dressesand dress-materiasthat had fired
her imagination on the day when sheand Harney had |ooked
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inat themtogether. They reminded her of Mr. Royd’sinjunc-
tion to go out and buy al she needed. Shelooked down at her
shabby dress, and wondered what she should say when he
saw her coming back empty-handed. Asshedrew near the
hotel she saw him waiting on the doorstep, and her heart be-
gan to beat with apprehension.

He nodded and waved hishand at her approach, and they
wa ked through the hall and went upstairsto collect their pos-
sessions, sothat Mr. Royall might giveup thekey of theroom
when they went down again for their midday dinner. Inthe
bedroom, while she wasthrusting back into the satchel the
few things she had brought away with her, she suddenly felt
that hiseyeswere on her and that hewas going to speak. She
stood still, her half-folded night-gownin her hand, whilethe
blood rushed up to her drawn cheeks.

“Well, did yourig yourself out handsomely?1 haven't seen
any bundlesround,” hesaidjocosaly.

“Oh, I'drather let Ally Hawesmakethefew things| want,”
sheanswered.

“That 0?7’ Helooked a her thoughtfully foramomentand his
eye-browsprojected inascowl. Then hisfacegrew friendly
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again.“Well, | wanted youto go back looking stylisher than any
of them; but | guessyou'reright. You' reagood girl, Charity.”

Their eyesmet, and something rosein histhat shehad never
seenthere: alook that made her feel ashamed and yet secure.

“1 guessyou' regood, too,” shesaid, shyly and quickly. He
smiled without answering, and they went out of theroom to-
gether and dropped downtothehal intheglittering lift.

L atethat evening, inthe cold autumn moonlight, they drove
up to the door of thered house.
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