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The Reef

by
Edith Wharton

BOOK |

“UNExPECTED OBSTACLE. Pleasedon’'t cometill thirtieth. Anna.”

All theway from Charing Crossto Dover thetrain had ham-
mered thewords of thetelegram into George Darrow’sears,
ringing every change of irony onitscommonplace syllables:
rattling them out likeadischarge of musketry, | etting them, one
by one, drip dowly and coldly into hisbrain, or shaking, toss-
ing, trangposing themlikethe dicein somegame of the godsof
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malice; and now, ashe emerged from hiscompartment at the
pier, and stood facing thewind-swept platform and theangry
seabeyond, they leapt out at him asif from the crest of the
waves, stung and blinded himwith afreshfury of derision.

“Unexpected obstacle. Pleasedon’'t cometill thirtieth. Anna”

She had put him off at the very last moment, and for the
second time: put him off with all her sweet reasonabl eness,
andfor oneof her usual “good” reasons—hewascertain that
thisreason, likethe other, (thevisit of her husband’suncle's
widow) would be* good”’! But it wasthat very certainty which
chilled him. Thefact of her dealing so reasonably with their
case shed anironiclight on theideathat there had been any
exceptiond warmthinthegreeting shehad givenhim after their
twelveyearsapart.

They had found each other again, in London, somethree
months previoudly, at adinner at the American Embassy, and
when she had caught sight of him her smilehad beenlikeared
rose pinned on her widow’smourning. Hetill felt thethrob of
surprise with which, among the stereotyped faces of the
season’sdiners, he had come upon her unexpected face, with
thedark hair banded above grave eyes, eyesin which hehad
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recognized every little curve and shadow ashewould have
recognized, after haf alife-time, the detailsof aroom he had
playedinasachild. And as, inthe plumed starred crowd, she
had stood out for him, slender, secluded and different, so he
had felt, theinstant their glances met, that he assharply de-
tached himself for her. All that and more her smilehad said;
had said not merely | remember,” but | remember just what
you remember” ; dmost, indeed, asthough her memory had
aided his, her glanceflung back on their recaptured moment
itsmorning brightness. Certainly, whentheir distracted Am-
bassadress—withthecry: “ Oh, youknow Mrs. Leath?That's
perfect, for Generd Farnham hasfalled me’—had waved them
together for the march to the diningroom, Darrow had felt a
dight pressureof thearmon his, apressurefaintly but unmis-
takably emphasizing theexclamation: “Isn’tit wonderful >—In
London—inthe season—inamob?’

Littleenough, onthe part of most women; but it wasasign
of Mrs. Leath’squality that every movement, every syllable,
told with her. Evenintheold days, asanintent grave-eyed
girl, shehad seldom misplaced her light strokes; and Darrow,
onmeseting her again, hadimmediatdy felt how much finer and

surer aninstrument of expression she had become.

Their evening together had been along confirmation of this
feeling. She had talked to him, shyly yet frankly, of what had
happened to her during the yearswhen they had so strangely
failed to meet. She had told him of her marriage to Fraser
Leath, and of her subsequent life in France, where her
husband’smother, left awidow in hisyouth, had been re-mar-
ried to the Marquisde Chantelle, and where, partly in conse-
quence of thissecond union, the son had permanently settled
himself. She had spoken also, with an intense eagerness of
affection, of her littlegirl Effie, whowasnow nineyearsold,
and, inastrain hardly lesstender, of Owen Leath, the charm-
ing clever young stepson whom her husband’ sdeath had | eft
to her care...

A PORTER, Stumbling against Darrow’ sbags, roused himtothe
fact that he till obstructed the platform, inert and encumbering
ashisluggage.

“Crossing,Sr?’

Washecrossing?Heredly didn’t know; but for lack of any
more compelling impul sehefollowed the porter to theluggage
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van, singled out his property, and turned to march behind it
downthegang-way. Asthefiercewind shouldered him, build-
ing up acrystal wall against hisefforts, hefelt anew the deri-
sonof hiscase.

“Nasty weather to cross, Sir,” the porter threw back at him
asthey best their way down the narrow walk to the pier. Nasty
weather, indeed; but luckily, asit had turned out, therewasno
earthly reason why Darrow should cross.

Whilehe pushed oninthewakeof hisluggage histhoughts
dlipped back into the old groove. He had once or twicerun
acrossthe man whom Anna Summers had preferred to him,
and since he had met her again he had been exercising his
imagination on the picture of what her married lifemust have
been. Her husband had struck him asacharacteristic speci-
men of thekind of American asto whom oneisnot quiteclear
whether helivesin Europeinorder to cultivatean art, or culti-
vatesan art asapretext for living in Europe. Mr. Leath’sart
waswater-colour painting, but he practised it furtively, amost
clandestindly, with the disdain of aman of theworld for any-
thing bordering on the professiond, while he devoted himself
more openly, and with religious seriousness, to the collection

of enamelled snuff-boxes. Hewas blond and well-dressed,
withthe physical distinction that comesfrom having astraight
figure, athinnose, and the habit of looking dightly disgusted—
aswho should not, in aworld where authentic snuff-boxes
weregrowing daily harder tofind, and the market wasflooded
withflagrant forgeries?

Darrow had often wondered what possibilitiesof commun-
ion there could have been between Mr. Leath and hiswife.
Now he concluded that there had probably been none. Mrs.
L eath’swordsgaveno hint of her husband’shaving failled to
justify her choice; but her very reticence betrayed her. She
spoke of himwith akind of impersonal seriousness, asif he
had been acharacter inanove or afigurein history; and what
she said sounded asthough it had been learned by heart and
dightly dulled by repetition. Thisfact immensely increased
Darrow’simpression that hismeeting with her had annihilated
theintervening years. She, who wasawaysso elusiveand
Inaccessi ble, had grown suddenly communicative and kind:
had opened the doorsof her past, and tacitly left himto draw
hisown conclusions. Asaresult, he had taken leave of her
with the sensethat hewasabeing singled out and privileged,
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to whom she had entrusted something precious to keep. It
was her happinessintheir meeting that shehad given him, had
frankly left him to do with ashewilled; and the frankness of
the gesturedoubled the beauty of the gift.

Their next meeting had prolonged and deepened theim-
pression. They had found each other again, afew dayslater, in
an old country house full of books and pictures, in the soft
landscape of southern England. The presence of alarge party,
withall itsaimlessand agitated di splacements, had served only
toisolatethe pair and givethem (at least to theyoung man’s
fancy) adeeper feeling of communion, and their daysthere
had been like somemusical prelude, wheretheinstruments,
breathing low, seem to hold back the waves of sound that
pressagainst them.

Mrs. Leath, onthisoccasion, wasno lesskind than before;
but she contrived to make him understand that what was so
inevitably coming was not to cometoo soon. It wasnot that
she showed any hesitation asto theissue, but rather that she
seemed towish not to missany stageinthegradua reflowering
of thar intimacy.

Darrow, for hispart, wascontent towait if shewishedit. He

remembered that once, in America, when shewasagirl, and
he had goneto stay with her family in the country, she had
been out when hearrived, and her mother had told himtolook
for her inthegarden. Shewasnot inthegarden, but beyond it
he had seen her approaching down along shady path. With-
out hastening her step she had smiled and signed to himto
walit; and charmed by thelightsand shadowsthat played upon
her as she moved, and by the pleasure of watching her slow
advancetoward him, he had obeyed her and stood still. And
S0 she seemed now to bewalking to him downtheyears, the
light and shade of old memoriesand new hopesplaying vari-
oudy on her, and each step giving himthevision of adifferent
grace. Shedid not waver or turn aside; he knew shewould
come straight to where he stood; but something in her eyes
said“Wait”, and again he obeyed and waited.

Onthefourth day an unexpected event threw out hiscal cu-
lations. Summoned to town by the arrival in England of her
husband’smother, sheleft without giving Darrow the chance
he had counted on, and he cursed himself for adilatory blun-
derer. Still, hisdisappointment wastempered by the certainty
of being with her again before sheleft for France; and they did
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infact see each other in London. There, however, the atmo-
sphere had changed with the conditions. He could not say that
sheavoided him, or eventhat shewasashadelessgladto see
him; but shewas beset by family dutiesand, ashethought, a
littletoo readily resigned to them.

The Marquisede Chantelle, asDarrow soon perceived, had
the samemild formidablenessasthelate Mr. L eath: asort of
ind stent sdlf-effacement beforewhich every oneabout her gave
way. It was perhaps the shadow of thislady’s presence—
pervasiveeven during her actud brief eclipses—that subdued
and silenced Mrs. Leath. Thelatter was, moreover, preoccu-
pied about her stepson, who, soon after receiving hisdegree
at Harvard, had been rescued from astormy love-affair, and
finally, after somemonthsof troubled drifting, had yielded to
his step-mother’scounsal and goneup to Oxford for ayear of
supplementary study. Thither Mrs. Leath went onceor twice
tovisit him, and her remaining dayswere packed with family
obligations: getting, asshephrasedit, “frocksand governesses’
for her littlegirl, who had been left in France, and having to
devotetheremaining hoursto long shopping expeditionswith
her mother-in-law. Neverthd ess, during her brief escapesfrom

duty, Darrow had had timetofedl her safeinthe custody of his
devotion, set apart for some inevitable hour; and the last
evening, at thethesatre, between the overshadowing Marquise
and the unsuspicious Owen, they had had an amost decisive
exchange of words.

Now, intherattle of thewind about hisears, Darrow con-
tinued to hear the mocking echo of her message: “ Unexpected
obstacle.” In such an existenceasMrs. Leath’s, at once so
ordered and so exposed, he knew how small acomplication
might assumethe magnitude of an* obstacle;” yet, evenalow-
ing asimpartialy as his state of mind permitted for thefact
that, with her mother-in-law aways, and her stepsonintermit-
tently, under her roof, her lot involved ahundred small accom-
modationsgenerally foreignto thefreedom of widowhood—
even so, hecould not but think that the very ingenuity bred of
such conditions might have helped her to find away out of
them. No, her “reason”, whatever it was, could, inthiscase,
be nothing but apretext; unlessheleaned tothelessflattering
aternativethat any reason seemed good enough for postpon-
ing him! Certainly, if her welcome had meant what heimag-
ined, she could not, for the second timewithin afew weeks,
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have submitted so tamely to thedisarrangement of their plans;
adisarrangement which—his official duties considered—
might, for al she knew, result in hisnot being ableto goto
her for months.

“Pleasedon’t cometill thirtieth.” Thethirtieth—and it was
now thefifteenth! Sheflung back thefortnight onhishandsas
if hehad beenanidler indifferent to dates, instead of an active
young diplomatist who, to respond to her call, had had to hew
hisway through avery jungle of engagements! “Pleasedon’t
cometill thirtieth.” That wasall. Not the shadow of an excuse
or aregret; not eventheperfunctory “ havewritten” withwhich
itisusua to soften such blows. Shedidn’t want him, and had
taken the shortest way to tell him so. Evenin hisfirst moment
of exasperation it struck him as characteristic that she should
not have padded her postponement with afib. Certainly her
moral angleswere not draped!

“If | asked her to marry me, she’ d haverefusedinthesame
language. But thank heaven| haven't!” hereflected.

These considerations, which had beenwithhim every yard
of theway from London, reached aclimax of irony ashewas
drawninto thecrowd onthepier. It did not soften hisfeglings

to remember that, but for her lack of forethought, he might, at
thisharshend of thestormy May day, have been sitting before
hisclubfirein Londoninstead of shiveringinthedamp human
herd onthe pier. Admitting the sex’ straditiond right to change,
shemight at |least have advised him of hersby telegraphing
directly to hisrooms. But in spite of their exchange of letters
shehad apparently failed to note hisaddress, and abreathless
emissary had rushed from the Embassy to pitch her telegram
into hiscompartment asthetrain wasmoving from the station.

Yes, hehad given her chanceenoughtolearnwherehelived,
and thisminor proof of her indifferencebecame, ashejammed
hisway through the crowd, the main point of hisgrievance
against her and of hisderision of himsalf. Half way downthe
pier the prod of an umbrellaincreased his exasperation by
rousing himtothefact that it wasraining. Instantly the narrow
ledge became abattle-ground of thrusting, danting, parrying
domes. Thewind rosewiththerain, and the harried wretches
exposed to thisdoubl e assault wreaked on their neighbours
the vengeancethey could not take on the elements.

Darrow, whose hed thy enjoyment of lifemadehimingen-
erd agoodtraveler, tolerant of agglutinated humanity, felt him-
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self obscurely outraged by these promiscuous contacts. It was
asthough al the peopl e about him had taken hismeasureand
known hisplight; asthough they were contemptuoudy bump-
ing and shoving him liketheinconsiderablething he had be-
come. “ Shedoesn’t want you, doesn’t want you, doesn’t want
you,” their umbrellasand their elbows seemed to say.

Hehad rashly vowed, when thetelegramwasflunginto his
window: “ At any ratel won’t turn back” —asthough it might
causethe sender amaiciousjoy to have himretrace hissteps
rather than keep on to Paris! Now he perceived the absurdity
of thevow, and thanked his starsthat he need not plunge, to
no purposg, into thefury of waves outside the harbour.

With thisthought in hismind heturned back tolook for his
porter; but the contiguity of dripping umbrellasmadesignaling
impossibleand, percaliving that hehad lost sight of theman, he
scrambled up again to the platform. Ashereached it, ade-
scending umbrelacaught himin the collar-bone; and the next
moment, bent sidewaysby thewind, it turned inside out and
soared up, kite-wise, at theend of ahelplessfemaearm.

Darrow caught theumbrella, lowereditsinvertedribs, and
looked up at thefaceit exposed to him.

“Wait aminute,” hesaid; “you can't stay here.”

Ashe spoke, asurge of the crowd drove the owner of the
umbrellaabruptly down on him. Darrow steadied her with
extended arms, and regaining her footing she cried out: “Oh,
dear, oh, dear! It’sinribbons!”

Her lifted face, fresh and flushed inthedriving rain, wokein
himamemory of having seenit at adisant timeandinavagudy
unsympathetic setting; but it wasno moment to follow up such
clues, and theface wasobviously oneto makeitsway onits
ownmerits.

Its possessor had dropped her bag and bundlesto clutch at
thetattered umbrella. “1 bought it only yesterday at the Stores,
and—yes—it'sutterly donefor!” shelamented.

Darrow smiled a theintengity of her distress. It wasfood for
themoralist that, side by side with such catastrophesashis,
human naturewasdlill agitating itself over itsmicroscopicwoed

“Here' smineif youwant it!” he shouted back at her through
theshouting of thegale.

The offer caused the young lady to look at him morein-
tently. “Why, it'sMr. Darrow!” sheexclaimed; and then, all
radiant recognition: “Oh, thank you! WE Il shareit, if youwill.”
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Sheknew him, then; and he knew her; but how and where
had they met?He put asi de the problem for subsequent solu-
tion, and drawing her into amore sheltered corner, bade her
walit till hecould find hisporter.

When, afew minutes|ater, he came back with hisrecov-
ered property, and the newsthat the boat would not leavetill
thetide had turned, she showed no concern.

“Not for two hours? How lucky—then | canfind my trunk!”

Ordinarily Darrow would havefdtlittledisposed toinvolve
himself in the adventure of ayoung femalewho had lost her
trunk; but at the moment hewasglad of any pretext for activ-
ity. Even should he decideto takethe next up train from Dover
hetill had ayawning hour tofill; and the obviousremedy was
todevoteit tothelovelinessindistressunder hisumbrella

“You'velost atrunk?Let meseeif | canfindit.”

It pleased him that shedid not return the conventional “Oh,
would you?’ Instead, she corrected himwith alaugh—Not a
trunk, but my trunk; I’ ve no other—" and then added briskly:
“You' d better first seeto getting your own thingsonthe boat.”

Thismadehim answer, asif to givesubstanceto hisplansby
discussing them: “I don't actually know that I'mgoing over.”

10

“Not goingover?’

“Well...perhaps not by thisboat.” Again hefelt astealing
indecison. “1 may probably haveto go back to London. I'm—
I’'mwaiting...expecting aletter...(She'll think meadefaulter,”
hereflected.) “ But meanwhilethere' s plenty of timeto find
your trunk.”

He picked up hiscompanion’sbundles, and offered her an
armwhich enabled her to pressher dight person moreclosdy
under hisumbrella; and as, thuslinked, they beat their way
back to the platform, pulled together and apart like marionettes
on thewires of thewind, he continued to wonder where he
could have seen her. He had immediately classed her asa
compatriot; her small nose, her clear tints, akind of sketchy
delicacy in her face, asthough she had been brightly but lightly
washed inwith water-colour, all confirmed the evidence of
her high sweet voiceand of her quick incessant gestures.She
was clearly an American, but with theloose native quality
strained through acloser woof of manners: thecompositeprod-
uct of an enquiring and adaptablerace. All this, however, did
not help himtofitanameto her, for just suchinstanceswere
perpetually pouring through the London Embassy, and the
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etched and angular American was becoming rarer than the
fluidtype.

More puzzling thanthefact of hisbeing unabletoidentify
her wasthe persistent sense connecting her with something
uncomfortable and distasteful. So pleasant avision asthat
gleaming up at him between wet brown hair and wet brown
boashould have evoked only associations as pleasing; but
each effort tofit her imageinto hispast resulted in the same
memoriesof boredom and avague discomfort...

DoN’'T YOU REMEMBER ME Now—at Mrs. Murrett’s?’ She
threw the question at Darrow across atable of the quiet cof-
fee-roomtowhich, after avainly prolonged quest for her trunk,
he had suggested taking her for acup of tea.

Inthismusty retreet shehad removed her dripping hat, hungit
onthefender to dry, and stretched herself ontiptoein front of
theround eagle-crowned mirror, abovethemantel vasesof dyed
immortelles, while sheran her fingers comb-wisethrough her
hair. Thegesture had acted on Darrow’ snumb feelingsasthe
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glow of thefireacted on hiscirculation; and when hehad asked:
“Aren’'t your feet wet, too?’ and, after frank inspection of a
stout-shod sole, shehad answered cheerfully: “No—Iluckily |
had on my new boots,” hebegantofed that humanintercourse
would gill betolerableif it wereawaysasfreefromformdlity.

Theremova of hiscompanion’shat, besdesprovoking this
reflection, gavehim hisfirst full sght of her face; and thiswas
so favourable that the name she now pronounced fell onhim
with aquitedisproportionate shock of dismay.

“Oh, Mrs. Murrett' s—wasit there?’

He remembered her now, of course: remembered her as
one of the shadowy sidling presencesin the background of
that awful housein Chelsea, one of the dumb appendages of
the shrieking unescapable Mrs. Murrett, into whosetalonshe
had falleninthecourseof hishead-long pursuit of Lady Ulrica
Crispin. Oh, thetaste of stalefollies! How insipid it was, yet
how it clung!

“| used to passyou onthestairs,” shereminded him.

Yes. he had seen her slip by—herecalled it now—as he
dashed up to thedrawing-roomin quest of Lady Ulrica. The
thought made him steal alonger look. How could such aface
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havebeen merged intheMurrett mob?Itsfugitivedantinglines,
that lent themselves to all manner of tender tilts and
foreshortenings, had thefreakish grace of someyoung head of
theltalian comedy. The hair stood up from her foreheadina
boyish df-lock, and itscolour matched her auburn eyesflecked
with black, and thelittlebrown spot on her cheek, betweenthe
ear that was meant to have arose behind it and the chin that
should haverested onaruff. When shesmiled, thel eft corner of
her mouth went up alittle higher than theright; and her smile
beganin her eyesand ran downto her lipsintwolinesof light.
Hehad dashed past that to reach Lady UlricaCrispin!

“But of courseyou wouldn’t remember me,” shewas say-
ing. “My nameisVine—Sophy Viner.”

Not remember her?But of coursehedid! Hewasgenuinely
sureof it now. “You' reMrs. Murrett’sniece,” hedeclared.

She shook her head. “No; not eventhat. Only her reader.”

“Her reader? Do you meanto say sheever reads?’

MissViner enjoyed hiswonder. “ Dear, no! But | wrotenotes,
and made up the visiting-book, and walked thedogs, and saw
boresfor her.”

Darrow groaned. “ That must have been rather bad!”
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“Yes, but nothing like asbad asbeing her niece.”

“That | canwell believe. I'm glad to hear,” headded, “that
you putital inthepast tense.”

She seemed to droop alittle at the allusion; then shelifted
her chinwith ajerk of defiance. “ Yes. All isat an end between
us. We' vejust parted in tears—but not in silence!”

“Just parted? Do you meanto say you' vebeentheredl this
time?’

“Ever since you used to comethereto see Lady Ulrica?
Doesit seemtoyou so awfully long ago?’

The unexpectedness of thethrust—aswell asitsdoubtful
taste—chilled hisgrowing enjoyment of her chatter. Hehad re-
ally been getting to like her—had recovered, under the candid
goprovd of her eye, hisusud senseof being apersonableyoung
man, with al theprivilegespertaining tothe sate, instead of the
anonymousrag of humanity hehad felt himself inthecrowd on
the pier. It annoyed him, at that particular moment, to bere-
minded that natural nessisnot dwaysconsonant with taste.

She seemed to guesshisthought. “ You don't likemy saying
that you camefor Lady Ulrica?’ sheasked, leaning over the
tableto pour herself asecond cup of tea.
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Heliked her quickness, at any rate. “It'sbetter,” helaughed,
“thanyour thinking I camefor Mrs. Murrett!”

“Oh, we never thought anybody camefor Mrs. Murrett! It
wasawaysfor something else: themusic, or the cook—when
therewas agood one—or the other people; generally ONE
of the other people.”

“I see”

Shewasamusing, and that, in his present mood, wasmore
to his purpose than the exact shade of her taste. It was odd,
too, to discover suddenly that the blurred tapestry of Mrs.
Murrett’sbackground had al thewhilebeen diveand full of
eyes. Now, with apair of them looking into his, hewas con-
sciousof aqueer reversal of perspective.

“Who werethe*we' ?Wereyou acloud of witnesses?’

“Therewereagood many of us.” Shesmiled. “Let mesee—
whowasthereinyour time?Mrs. Bolt—and Mademoisdlle—
and Professor Didymus and the Polish Countess. Don’'t you
remember the Polish Countess? She crystd-gazed, and played
accompaniments, and Mrs. Murrett chucked her becauseMrs.
Didymus accused her of hypnotizing the Professor. But of
courseyou don’t remember. Weweredl invisibleto you; but
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we could see. And weall used to wonder about you——"

Again Darrow felt arednessin thetemples. “What about
me?’

“Well—whether it wasyou or shewho...”

Hewinced, but hid hisdisapprova. It madethetimepassto
listento her.

“Andwhat, if onemay ask, wasyour concluson?’

“Well, Mrs. Bolt and M ademoiselle and the Countess natu-
rally thought it was SHE; but Professor Didymusand Jimmy
Brance—especidly Immy—"

“Just amoment: who on earthisJmmy Brance?’

Sheexclaimed inwonder: “You wereabsorbed—not tore-
member immy Brance! He must have been right about you,
after dl.” Shelet her amused scrutiny dwell on him. * But how
could you? Shewasfalsefrom head tofoot!”

“False—7?" In spiteof time and satiety, themaeinstinct of
ownership rose up and repudiated the charge.

MissViner caught hislook and laughed. “ Oh, | only meant
externally! You see, she often used to cometo my room after
tennis, or to touch up in the evenings, when they weregoing
on; and | assureyou shetook apart likeapuzzle. Infact | used
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to say to immy—just to makehimwild—:"1"1l bet you any-
thing you like there’ snothing wrong, because | know she'd
never dareun—"" Shebroketheword intwo, and her quick
blush made her face like ashallow-petalled rose shading to
the deeper pink of the centre.

Thesituation was saved, for Darrow, by an abrupt rush of
memories, and he gave way to amirthwhich sheasfrankly
echoed. “ Of course,” she gasped through her laughter, “I only
sadittotease iImmy—"

Her amusement obscurely annoyed him. “ Oh, you'reall
alike!” he exclaimed, moved by an unaccountabl e sense of
disgppointment.

She caught himupinaflash—shedidn’t missthings! “You
say that because you think I’ m spiteful and envious? Yes—I
was envious of Lady Ulrica...Oh, not on account of you or
Jmmy Brance! Simply because shehad aimost al thethings
I’'veawayswanted: clothesand funand motors, and admira-
tion and yachting and Paris—why, Paris alone would be
enough!—And how do you supposeagirl can seethat sort of
thing about her day after day, and never wonder why some
women, who don’'t seemto haveany moreright toit, haveit
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al tumbledintotheir |aps, whileothersarewriting dinner invi-
tations, and strai ghtening out accounts, and copying visiting
lists, and finishing golf-stockings, and matching ribbons, and
seeing that thedogs get their sulphur? Onelooksin one sglass,
afterdl!”

Shelaunched theclosingwordsat him onacry that lifted
them abovethe petulance of vanity; but hissenseof her words
waslost inthesurpriseof her face. Under theflying cloudsof
her excitement it wasno longer ashallow flower-cup but a
darkening gleaming mirror that might give back strange depths
of feeling. Thegirl had stuff in her—he saw it; and she seemed
to catch the perceptionin hiseyes.

“That'sthekind of education| got at Mrs. Murrett's—and
| never had any other,” shesaid with ashrug.

“Good Lord—wereyoutheresolong?’

“Fiveyears. | suck it out longer than any of theothers.” She
spokeasthough it were something to be proud of .

“Wll, thank God you' reout of it now!”

Again ajust perceptible shadow crossed her face. “ Yes—
I’'m out of it now fast enough.”

“ Andwhat—if | may ask—areyou doing next?’
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She brooded amoment behind drooped lids; then, witha
touch of hauteur: “1’m going to Paris: to study for thestage.”

“Thestage?’ Darrow stared at her, dismayed. All hiscon-
fused contradictory impressionsassumed anew aspect at this
announcement; and to hidehissurprissheadded lightly: “Ah—
thenyou will have Paris, after al!”

“Hardly Lady UlricasParis. It snot likely to beroses, roses
al theway.”

“It'snot, indeed.” Real compassion prompted himto con-
tinue: “ Have you any—any influenceyou can count on?’

She gave asomewhat flippant little laugh. “None but my
own. I’ ve never had any other to count on.”

He passed over the obviousreply. “ But haveyou any idea
how the professionisover-crowded?| know I’'mtrite——"

“I’veavery clear idea. But | couldn’tgoonas| was.”

“Of course not. But since, asyou say, you’ d stuck it out
longer than any of the others, couldn’t you at least have held
ontill you were sure of somekind of an opening?’

Shemade no reply for amoment; then sheturned alistless
glanceto therain-beaten window. “ Oughtn't we be starting?’
sheasked, with alofty assumption of indifferencethat might
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havebeenLady Ulrica’s.

Darrow, surprised by the change, but accepting her rebuff
asaphase of what he guessed to beaconfused and tormented
mood, rosefrom his seat and lifted her jacket from the chair-
back onwhich shehad hungittodry. Asheheldit toward her
shelooked up a him quickly.

“Thetruthis, wequarreled,” shebrokeout, “and | left last
night without my dinner—and without my sdary.”

“Ah—" hegroaned, with asharp perception of all the sor-
did dangersthat might attend such abreak with Mrs. Murrett.

“And without acharacter!” she added, as she dlipped her
armsinto thejacket. “ And without atrunk, asit appears—but
didn’'t you say that, before going, there d betimefor another
look at the station?”’

Therewastimefor another |00k at the station; but thelook
again resulted in disgppointment, since her trunk wasnowhere
to befound in the huge heap disgorged by the newly-arrived
London express. Thefact caused MissViner amoment’sper-
turbation; but she promptly adjusted hersdlf to the necessity of
proceeding on her journey, and her decision confirmed
Darrow’svagueresolveto goto Parisinstead of retracing his
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way to London.

MissViner seemed cheered at the prospect of hiscompany,
and sustained by hisoffer to telegraph to Charing Crossfor
themissing trunk; and heleft her towait inthefly whilehe
hastened back to thetel egraph office. Theenquiry despatched,
hewasturning avay fromthedesk when another thought struck
him and hewent back and indited amessageto hisservantin
London: “If any | etterswith French post-mark received since
departureforward immediately to Terminus Hotel Garedu
Nord Paris.”

Then hergoined MissViner, and they droveoff through the
raintothepier.

ALmosT As sooN Asthetrainleft Calaisher head had dropped
back into the corner, and she had fallen asleep.

Sitting opposite, inthecompartment fromwhich hehad con-
trived to have other travellersexcluded, Darrow looked at her
curioudy. Hehad never seen afacethat changed so quickly. A
moment sinceit had danced likeafield of daisesinasummer
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breeze; now, under thepallid oscillating light of thelamp over-
head, it worethe hard stamp of experience, asof asoft thing
chilledinto shape beforeitscurves had rounded: and it moved
him to seethat care aready stole upon her when shedept.
The story shehad imparted to himin thewheezing shaking
cabin, and at the Calaisbuffet—where he had insisted on of -
fering her the dinner she had missed at Mrs. Murrett’s—had
given adistincter outlineto her figure. From the moment of
entering the New York boarding-school to which apreoccu-
pied guardian had hastily consigned her after the death of her
parents, she had found herself alonein abusy andindifferent
world. Her youthful history might, infact, have been summed
up inthe statement that everybody had been too busy to look
after her. Her guardian, adrudgein abig banking house, was
absorbed by “the office” ; the guardian’swife, by her health
and her religion; and an elder sister, Laura, married, unmar-
ried, remarried, and pursuing, through all these alternating
phases, somevaguely “artistic” ideal onwhichtheguardian
and hiswifelooked askance, had (as Darrow conjectured)
taken their disapproval asapretext for not troubling herself
about poor Sophy, to whom—perhapsfor thisreason—she
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had remained theincarnation of remoteromantic possibilities.

Inthe course of timeasudden “stroke” of theguardian’s
had thrown his persona affairsinto astate of confusionfrom
which—after hiswidely lamented death—it became evident
that it would not be possibleto extricate hisward’ sinherit-
ance. No one depl ored thismore sincerely than hiswidow,
who saw in it one more proof of her husband’slife having
been sacrificed to theinnumerabledutiesimposed onhim, and
who could hardly—Dbut for the counsels of religion—have
brought herself to pardontheyoung girl for her indirect share
in hastening hisend. Sophy did not resent thispoint of view.
Shewasreally much sorrier for her guardian’sdeath thanfor
thelossof her inggnificant fortune. Thelatter had represented
only themeansof holding her in bondage, and its di sappear-
ancewastheoccas on of her immediate plungeinto thewide
bright seaof life surrounding theisland-of her captivity. She
had first landed—thanksto theintervention of theladieswho
had directed her education—in aFifth Avenue school-room
where, for afew months, she acted asabuffer between three
autocratic infantsand their bodyguard of nursesand teachers.
Thetoo-pressing attentionsof their father’ svalet had caused
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her to fly thissheltered spot, against the expressadviceof her
educational superiors, whoimpliedthat, intheir own case, re-
finement and self-respect had dways sufficed to keep themost
ungovernablepassonsat bay. Theexperienceof theguardian's
widow having been precisaly smilar, and the deplorable pre-
cedent of Laura'scareer being present toal their minds, none
of theseladiesfelt any obligationtointervenefarther in Sophy’'s
affairs, and shewasaccordingly left to her own resources.

A schoolmatefrom the Rocky Mountains, who wastaking
her father and mother to Europe, had suggested Sophy’sac-
companying them, and “going round” with her while her pro-
genitors, inthe care of the courier, nursed their ailmentsat a
fashionablebath. Darrow gathered that the* going round” with
MamieHokewasavaried and diverting process, but thisrda
tively brilliant phaseof Sophy’scareer wascut short by theel ope-
ment of theincong derateMamiewitha“ matineeidol” who had
followed her from New York, and by the precipitatereturn of
her parentsto negotiatefor therepurchase of their child.

It wasthen—after aninterva of reposewith compassionate
but impecunious American friendsin Paris—that MissViner
had been drawn into theturbid current of Mrs. Murrett’sca-
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reer. Theimpecunious compatriots had found Mrs. Murrett
for her, and it was partly on their account (becausethey were
such dears, and so unconscious, poor confiding things, of what
they wereletting her infor) that Sophy had stuck it out solong
inthedreadful housein Chelsea. The Farlows, sheexplained
to Darrow, were the best friends she had ever had (and the
only oneswho had ever “been decent” about L aura, whom
they had seen once, and intensely admired); but even after
twenty yearsof Paristhey werethe most incorrigibly inexperi-
enced angels, and quite persuaded that Mrs. Murrett wasa
woman of great intellectud eminence, andthehousea Chelsea
“thelast of thesaons’ —Darrow knew what shemeant? And
she hadn’t liked to undeceive them, knowing that to do so
would bevirtually to throw herself back ontheir hands, and
feeling, moreover, after her previous experiences, the urgent
need of gaining, at any cost, a name for stability; besides
which—shethrew it off with adight laugh—no other chance,
inall theseyears, had happened to cometo her.

Shehad brushedinthisoutlineof her career withlight rapid
strokes, andin atoneof fatalism oddly untinged by bitterness.
Darrow perceived that she classified peopleaccording totheir
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greater or less*luck” inlife, but she appeared to harbour no
resentment agai nst the undefined power which dispensed the
giftin such unequal measure. Thingscame one' sway or they
didn’t; and meanwhile one could only look on, and makethe
most of small compensations, such aswatching “theshow” at
Mrs. Murrett’'s, and talking over the Lady Ulricasand other
footlight figures. And at any moment, of course, aturn of the
ka el doscope might suddenly tossabright spangleintothegrey
pattern of one'sdays.

Thislight-hearted phil osophy was not without charmto a
young man accustomed to moretraditional views. George
Darrow had had afairly varied experience of femininetypes,
but thewomen he had frequented had either been pronouncedly
“ladies’ or they had not. Grateful to both for ministeringtothe
more complex masculine nature, and disposed to assumethat
they had been evolved, if not designed, to that end, he had
instinctively kept thetwo groupsapart in hismind, avoiding
that intermediate soci ety which attemptsto conciliate both theo-
riesof life. “Bohemianism” seemed to him acheaper conven-
tion than the other two, and heliked, aboveall, peoplewho
went asfar asthey couldintheir own line—liked his“ladies’
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and their rivalsto be equally unashamed of showing for ex-
actly what they were. He had not indeed—the fact of Lady
Ulricawasthereto remind him—been without hisexperience
of athird type; but that experience had left him with acon-
temptuousdistaste for thewoman who usesthe privileges of
oneclassto shelter the customsof another.

Asto young girls, he had never thought much about them
sincehisearly lovefor thegirl who had become Mrs. L egth.
That episode seemed, ashelooked back onit, to bear nomore
relationto reality than apa e decorative designto the confused
richnessof asummer landscape. Heno longer understood the
violentimpulsesand dreamy pausesof hisownyoung heart, or
theinscrutabl e abandonmentsand rel uctances of hers. Hehad
known amoment of anguish at |os ng her—the mad plunge of
youthful ingtinctsagaingt thebarrier of fate; but thefirst wave of
stronger sensation had swept away al but the outline of their
story, and the memory of AnnaSummershad madetheimage
of theyoung girl sacred, but the classuninteresting.

Such generdisationsbel onged, however, to an earlier sage
of hisexperience. Themorehesaw of lifethemoreincal cu-
lablehefoundit; and hehad learned toyield to hisimpressions
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without feeling theyouthful need of relating themto others. It
wasthegirl in the opposite seat who had roused in him the
dormant habit of comparison. Shewasdistinguished fromthe
daughtersof wealth by her avowed acquaintancewith theredl
businessof living, afamiliarity asdifferent aspossiblefrom
their theoretical proficiency; yet it seemed to Darrow that her
experience had made her free without hardnessand self-as-
sured without assertiveness.

THE RUSH INTO AMIENS, and theflash of the station lightsinto
their compartment, broke Miss Viner’'s sleep, and without
changing her position shelifted her lidsand looked at Darrow.
Therewasneither surprise nor bewilderment inthelook. She
seemed instantly conscious, not so much of whereshewas, as
of thefact that shewaswith him; and that fact seemed enough
to reassure her. She did not even turn her head to ook out;
her eyes continued to rest on him with avague smilewhich
appearedtolight her facefromwithin, whileher lipskept their
deepy droop.

Shouts and the hurried tread of travellers came to them
through the confusing cross-lights of the platform. A head ap-
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peared at thewindow, and Darrow threw himself forward to
defend their solitude; but theintruder wasonly atrain hand
going hisround of ingpection. He passed on, and thelightsand
criesof the station dropped away, merged in awider hazeand
ahollower resonance, asthetrain gathered itself up witha
long shake and rolled out again into the darkness.

MissViner’shead sank back against the cushion, pushing
out adusky waveof hair above her forehead. The swaying of
thetrainloosened alock over her ear, and she shook it back
withamovement likeaboy's, whileher gaze il rested on her
companion.

“You'renot tootired?’

She shook her head withasmile.

“Weshd| bein beforemidnight. We revery nearly ontime.”
Heverified the statement by holding up hiswatch to thelamp.

She nodded dreamily. “It's all right. | telegraphed Mrs.
Farlow that they mustn’t think of coming to the station; but
they’ |l havetold the conciergetolook out for me.”

“You'll let medriveyouthere?’

Shenodded again, and her eyesclosed. It wasvery pleas-
ant to Darrow that she made no effort to talk or to dissemble
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her sleepiness. He sat watching her till the upper lashes met
and mingled withthelower, and their blent shadow lay onher
cheek; then he stood up and drew the curtain over thelamp,
drowning thecompartmentinabluishtwilight.

Ashesank back into hisseat hethought how differently Anna
Summers—or even AnnaL eath—would have behaved. She
would not havetalked too much; shewould not havebeen ei-
ther restlessor embarrassed; but her adaptability, her appropri-
ateness, would not havebeen naturebut “tact.” Theoddnessof
thedtuationwould havemadedegpimpossible, or, if weariness
had overcome her for amoment, shewould havewaked witha
gtart, wondering where shewas, and how she had comethere,
andif her hair weretidy; and nothing short of hairpinsand a
glasswould haverestored her self-possession...

Thereflection set himwondering whether the“ sheltered”
girl’sbringing-up might not unfit her for all subsequent contact
withlife. How much nearer toit had Mrs. L eath been brought
by marriage and motherhood, and the passage of fourteen
years? What wereall her reticencesand evasionsbut there-
sult of thedeadening processof forminga“lady” ? Thefresh-
ness he had marvelled at waslike the unnatural whiteness of
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flowersforcedinthedark.

Ashelooked back at their few daystogether he saw that
their intercourse had been marked, on her part, by the same
hesitationsand reserveswhich had chilled their earlier intimecy.
Oncemorethey had had their hour together and shehad wasted
it. Asin her girlhood, her eyeshad made promiseswhich her
lipswereafraid to keep. Shewasdtill afraid of life, of itsruth-
lessness, itsdanger and mystery. Shewasstill the petted little
girl who cannot beleft aloneinthedark...Hismemory flew
back to their youthful story, and long-forgotten detail stook
shape before him. How frail and faint the picturewas! They
seemed, heand she, liketheghostly loversof the GrecianUrn,
forever pursuing without ever clasping each other. Tothisday
he did not quite know what had parted them: the break had
been asfortuitous asthefluttering apart of two seed-vessels
onawave of summer air...

Thevery dightness, vagueness, of the memory gaveit an
added poignancy. Hefelt themystic pang of the parent for a
child which hasjust breathed and died. Why had it happened
thus, whentheleast shifting of influencesmight havemadeit dl
so different?1f she had been givento himthen hewould have
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put warmthin her veinsand light in her eyes: would have made
her awoman through and through. Musing thus, he had the
sense of wastethat isthe bitterest harvest of experience. A
lovelike hismight have given her thedivine gift of self-re-
newal; and now he saw her fated to waneinto old age repeat-
ing the same gestures, echoing thewordsshe had alwaysheard,
and perhaps never guessing that, just outside her glazed and
curtained consciousness, liferolled away, avast blackness
starred with lights, like the night landscape beyond thewin-
dowsof thetrain.

Theenginelowered itsspeed for the passagethrough adeep-
ing station. Inthelight of the platform lamp Darrow looked
acrossat hiscompanion. Her head had dropped toward one
shoulder, and her lipswerejust far enough apart for thereflec-
tion of the upper oneto deepen the colour of the other. The
jolting of thetrain had again shaken loosethelock above her
ear. It danced on her cheek liketheflit of abrownwing over
flowers, and Darrow felt anintensedesiretoleanforward and
put it back behind her ear.
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As THEIR MOTOR-CAB, 0N the way from the Gare du Nord,
turned into the central glitter of the Boulevard, Darrow had
bent over to point out an incandescent threshol d.

“Theregl”

Abovethedoorway, an arch of flameflashed out the name
of agreat actress, whose closing performancesin aplay of
unusua originality had been thethemeof long articlesinthe
Paris paperswhich Darrow had tossed into their compart-
ment at Calais.

“That’swhat you must seebeforeyou’ retwenty-four hours
older!”

Thegirl followed hisgesture eegerly. Shewasdl awakeand
divenow, asif theheady rumoursof thestreets, withtheir long
effervescencesof light, had passed into her veinslikewine.

“Cerdine?Isthat wheresheacts?’ Sheput her head out of the
window, straining back for aglimpseof thesacredthreshold. As
they flew past it shesank into her seat withasatisfied sigh.

“It'sdeliciousenoughjust to KNOW she'sthere! I’ venever
seen her, you know. When | was herewith Mamie Hokewe
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never went anywhere but to the music halls, because she
couldn’t understand any French; and when | cameback after-
ward to the Farlows’ | wasdead broke, and couldn’t afford
the play, and neither could they; so the only chancewe had
waswhen friendsof theirsinvited us—and onceit wasto see
atragedy by aRoumanian lady, and the other timeit wasfor
‘L' Ami FritZ at theFrancais”

Darrow laughed. “You must do better than that now. ‘Le
Vertige' isafinething, and Cerdine gets somewonderful ef-
fectsout of it. You must comewith metomorrow eveningto
seeit—withyour friends, of course—That is,” headded, “if
there’sany sort of chance of getting seats.”

Theflashof astreet lamp lit up her radiant face. “ Oh, will you
redlly takeus?What funto think that it'stomorrow already!”

It waswonderfully pleasant to be ableto give such plea-
sure. Darrow wasnot rich, but it wasalmost impossiblefor
himto picturethe state of personswith tastesand perceptions
like hisown, to whom an evening at the theatre was an unat-
tainableindulgence. Therefloated through hismind an answver
of Mrs. Leath’sto hisenquiry whether shehad seentheplay in
question. “No. | meant to, of course, but oneisso overwhelmed
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withthingsinParis. Andthen |’ mrather sick of Cerdine—one
isawaysbeing dragged to seeher.”

That, among the peopl e hefrequented, wasthe usual atti-
tude toward such opportunities. Thereweretoo many, they
were anuisance, one had to defend one's self! Heevenre-
membered wondering, at themoment, whether toaredly fine
tastetheexceptiond thing could ever becomeindifferent through
habit; whether the appetitefor beauty was so soon dulled that
it could bekept aiveonly by privation. Here, at any rate, was
afine chance to experiment with such ahunger: he almost
wished he might stay onin Parislong enough to takethe mea-
sureof MissViner'sreceptivity.

Shewasstill dwelling on hispromise, “1t’stoo beautiful of
you! Oh, don’t you think you’ll be ableto get seats?” And
then, after apauseof brimming agppreciation: “1 wonder if you'll
think me horrid?—but it may be my only chance; and if you
can't get placesfor usdl, wouldn't you perhapsjust teke ME?
After dl, the Farlowsmay have seenit!”

Hehad not, of course, thought her horrid, but only themore
engaging, for being so natural, and so unashamed of showing
thefrank greed of her famished youth. “ Oh, you shdl go some-
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how!” he had gaily promised her; and she had dropped back
with asigh of pleasureastheir cab passed into thedimly-lit
streetsof the Farlows' quarter beyond the Seine...

THISLITTLE PASSAGE came back to him the next morning, ashe
opened hishotel window on the early roar of the Northern
Terminus

Thegirl wasthere, intheroom next to him. That had been
thefirst point in hiswaking consciousness. Thesecondwasa
senseof relief at the obligation imposed on him by thisunex-
pected turn of everts. To waketo the necessity of action, to
postpone perforce thefruitless contemplation of hisprivate
grievance, was cause enough for gratitude, evenif thesmall
adventurein which hefound himself involved had not, onits
own merits, roused aninstinctive curiosity to seeit through.

When he and hiscompanion, the night before, had reached
theFarlows door intheruedelaChaise, it wasonly tofind,
after repeated assaultsonits panels, that the Farlowswereno
longer there. They had moved away theweek before, not only
fromtheir gpartment but from Paris; and MissViner’sbreach
with Mrs. Murrett had been too sudden to permit her letter
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and telegram to overtake them. Both communications, no
doubt, still reposed in apigeon-holeof theloge; but itscusto-
dian, when drawn from hislair, sulkily declinedto let Miss
Viner verify thefact, and only flung out, inreturnfor Darrow’s
bribe, the statement that the Americanshad goneto Joigny.

To pursue them there at that hour was manifestly impos-
sible, and Miss Viner, disturbed but not disconcerted by this
new obstacle, had quite simply acceded to Darrow’ssugges-
tion that sheshould returnfor what remained of thenight tothe
hotel where he had sent hisluggage.

Thedriveback throughthe dark hush beforedawn, withthe
nocturna blaze of the Boulevard fading around them like the
falselightsof amagician’spalace, had so played on her im-
pressionability that she seemed to give no farther thought to
her own predicament. Darrow noticed that shedid not fed the
beauty and mystery of the spectacleasmuch asitspressure of
human significance, dl itshidden implicationsof emotion and
adventure. As they passed the shadowy colonnade of the
Francais, remoteand temple-likeinthepaling lights, hefelta
clutchon hisarm, and heard thecry: “ Therearethingsthere
that | want so desperately to see!” and all theway back tothe
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hotel she continued to question him, with shrewd precision
and an artlessthirst for detail, about thetheetrical lifeof Paris.
Hewasstruck afresh, ashelistened, by theway inwhich her
natura nesseased thestuation of congraint, leavingtoitonly a
pleasant savour of good fellowship. It wasthekind of episode
that one might, in advance, have characterized as” awkward”,
yet that wasproving, intheevent, asmuch outsi de such defini-
tionsasasunrisestroll with adryad in adew-drenched forest;
and Darrow reflected that mankind would never have needed
toinvent tact if it had not first invented socia complications.
It had been understood, with hisgood-night to Miss Viner,
that the next morning hewasto look up the Joigny trains, and
see her safely to the station; but, while he breakfasted and
waited for atime-table, herecalled again her cry of joy at the
prospect of seeing Cerdine. It was certainly apity, sincethat
most elusive and incal culable of artistswas|eaving the next
week for South America, to misswhat might bealast sight of
her in her greatest part; and Darrow, having dressed and made
therequisite excerptsfrom the time-table, decided to carry
theresult of hisddiberationsto hisneighbour’sdoor.
Itinstantly opened at hisknock, and she cameforthlooking
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asif shehad been plunged into some sparkling element which
had curled up al her drooping tendrilsand wrapped her ina
shimmer of freshleaves.

“Well, what do you think of me?’ shecried; andwithahand
at her waist she spun about asif to show off some miracle of
Parisgan dress-making.

“I think the missing trunk has come—and that it wasworth
waitingfor!”

“Youdolikemy dress?’

“l adoreit! | alwaysadore new dresses—why, you don’t
mean to say it'snot anew one?’

Shelaughed out her triumph.

“No, no, no! My trunk hasn’t come, and thisisonly my old
rag of yesterday—but | never knew thetrick tofail!” And, as
hestared: “You see,” shejoyously explained, “I’ vealways
hadtodressinall kindsof dreary left-overs, and sometimes,
when everybody el sewas smart and new, it used to makeme
awfully miserable. So oneday, when Mrs. Murrett dragged
me down unexpectedly to fill aplace at dinner, | suddenly
thought I” d try spinning around likethat, and say to every one:
‘“Well, what do you think of me?” And, do you know, they
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wereall takenin, including Mrs. Murrett, who didn’t recog-
nize my old turned and dyed rags, and told me afterward it
was awfully bad form to dress asif | were somebody that
peoplewould expect toknow! And ever since, whenever I ve
particularly wanted to look nice, I’ vejust asked peoplewhat
they thought of my new frock; and they’ realways, always
takenin!”

Shedramatized her explanation sovividly that Darrow felt
asif hispoint weregained.

“Ah, but thisconfirmsyour vocation—of course,” hecried,
“you must see Cerdine!” and, seeing her facefall at thisre-
minder of thechangein her prospects, he hastened to set forth
his plan. As he did so, he saw how easy it was to explain
thingsto her. Shewould either accept hissuggestion, or she
would not: but at least shewould waste notimein protesta-
tionsand objections, or any vain sacrificeto theidolsof con-
formity. The conviction that one could, on any given point,
amost predicatethisof her, gave himthe senseof having ad-
vanced far enoughinher intimacy to urgehisargumentsagainst
ahasty pursuit of her friends.

Yes, it would certainly befoolish—sheat onceagreed—in
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the case of such dear indefiniteangelsasthe Farlows, to dash
off after them without more positive proof that they werees-
tablished at Joigny, and so established that they could take her
in. She owned it was but too probable that they had gone
thereto “ cut down”, and might be doing so in quarterstoo
contracted to recelve her; andit would beunfair, onthat chance,
toimpose herself onthem unannounced. Thesimplest way of
getting farther light on the question would beto go back tothe
ruedelaChaise, where, at that more conversable hour, the
conciergemight belesschary of detail; and she could decide
on her next stepinthelight of such factsasheimparted.

Point by point, shefdl inwiththesuggestion, recognizing, in
thelight of their unexplained flight, that the Farlowsmight in-
deed bein asituation on which one could not too rashly in-
trude. Her concernfor her friends seemed to have effaced all
thought of herself, and thislittleindication of character gave
Darrow aquitedisproportionate pleasure. Sheagreed that it
would bewdll to go a oncetotheruedelaChaise, but met his
proposal that they should drive by thedeclaration that it wasa
“waste’ nottowalk in Paris; sothey set off onfoot throughthe
cheerful tumult of the Streets.
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Thewak waslong enoughfor himtolearn many thingsabout
her. The storm of the previous night had cleared theair, and
Parisshonein morning beauty under asky that wasall broad
wet washes of whiteand blue; but Darrow again noticed that
her visud sengtivenesswaslesskeen than her fedling for what
hewas sure the good Farlows—whom he aready seemedto
know—would havecalled “thehumaninterest.” She seemed
hardly conscious of sensations of form and colour, or of any
Imaginative suggestion, and the spectacle before them—al -
way's, initsscenic splendour, So moving to her companion—
broke up, under her scrutiny, into athousand minor points. the
thingsin the shops, thetypes of character and manner of oc-
cupation showninthepassng faces, thestreet Sgns, thenames
of the hotel sthey passed, the motley brightnessof theflower-
carts, theidentity of the churchesand public buildingsthat
caught her eye. But what sheliked best, hedivined, wasthe
merefact of being freeto walk abroad inthebright air, her
tonguerattling on asit pleased, while her feet kept timetothe
mighty orchestration of the city’ssounds. Her delightinthe
freshair, inthefreedom, light and sparkle of themorning, gave
himasuddeninsght into her stifled past; nor wasit indifferent
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to himto perceive how much hispresence evidently added to
her enjoyment. If only asasympathetic ear, he guessed what
hemust beworth to her. Thegirl had been dying for someone
to talk to, some one beforewhom she could unfold and shake
out to thelight her poor little shut-away emotions. Years of
repression werereveaed in her sudden burst of confidence;
andthepity sheinspired made Darrow long tofill her few free
hourstothebrim.

Shehad the gift of rapid definition, and hisquestionsasto
thelife shehad led with the Farlows, during theinterregnum
between the Hoke and Murrett eras, called up beforehima
queer little corner of Parisian existence. The Farlowsthem-
selves—heapainter, shea“ magazinewriter’—rose before
himinadl therr incorruptiblesmplicity: anelderly New England
couple, with vagueyearningsfor enfranchisement, wholived
inParisasif it wereaM assachusetts suburb, and dwelt hope-
fully onthe*higher sde’ of the Gallic nature. With equd vivid-
ness she set before him the component figures of thecircle
fromwhich Mrs. Farlow drew the“Inner Glimpsesof French
Life’ appearing over her namein aleading New England jour-
nal: the Roumanian lady who had sent them ticketsfor her
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tragedy, an el derly French gentlemanwho, onthestrength of a
week’sstay at Folkestone, translated Englishfiction for the
provincia press, alady from Wichita, Kansas, who advocated
freeloveand theabalition of the corset, aclergyman’ swidow
from Torquay who had written an“English Ladies Guideto
Foreign Galleries’ and aRussian scul ptor who lived on nuts
and was"amost certainly” an anarchist. It wasthisnucleus,
anditsouter ring of musica, architectura and other American
students, which posed successively to Mrs. Farlow’sversatile
fancy asacentreof “Univergty Life’, a“ Sdon of theFaubourg
St Germain”, agroup of Parisian“Intellectuas’ or a“Cross-
section of Montmartre”; but even her faculty for extracting
fromitthemost varied literary effectshad not sufficed to cre-
ateapermanent demand for the* Inner Glimpses’, and there
weredayswhen—Mr. Farlow’slandscapesbeing equaly un-
marketable—atemporary withdrawal to the country (subse-
quently utilized as* Pegpsinto Chateau Life”) became neces-
sary to the courageous couple.

Fveyearsof Mrs. Murrett’ sworld, whileincreasing Sophy’s
tendernessfor the Farlows, had | eft her withfew illusonsasto
their power of advancing her fortunes; and shedid not conceal
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from Darrow that her theatrical projectswere of thevaguest.
They hung mainly onthe problematical good-will of anancient
comedienne, withwhomMrs. Farlow had adight acquaintance
(extendvdy utilizedin“ Starsof the French Footlights” and“ Be-
hindthe Scenesat theFrancais’), and who had once, withSgns
of gpproval, heard MissViner recitethe Nuit deMali.

“But of coursel know how muchthat’sworth,” thegirl broke
off, with one of her flashes of shrewdness. “ And besides, it
isn't likely that apoor old fossil like Mme. Dolle could get
anybody tolisten to her now, evenif shereally thought | had
talent. But shemight introduce meto people; or at least give
meafew tips. If | could manageto earn enough to pay for
lessons |’ d go straight to some of the big people and work
withthem. I’ mrather hoping the Farlowsmay find meachance
of that kind—an engagement with some Americanfamily in
Pariswhowould want to be‘ goneround’ with likethe Hokes,
andwho'’ dleave metimeenough to study.”

IntheruedelaChaisethey learned little except the exact
addressof the Farlows, and thefact that they had sub-let their
flat beforeleaving. Thisinformation obtained, Darrow pro-
posed to MissViner that they should stroll along the quaysto
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alittlerestaurant looking out onthe Seine, and there, over the
plat du jour, consider the next step to betaken. Thelongwalk
had given her cheeksaglow indicative of wholesome hunger,
and shemadeno difficulty about satisfyingitin Darrow’scom-
pany. Regainingtheriver they waked oninthedirectionof Notre
Dame, delayed now and again by theyoung man’sirresistible
tendency tolinger over thebookstalls, and by hisever-fresh
responseto the shifting beauties of thescene. For twoyearshis
eyes had been subdued to the atmospheric effectsof London,
tothemysteriousfusion of darkly-piled city and low-lying bitu-
minoussky; and thetransparency of the French air, whichleft
thegreen gardensand slvery stonesso classicdly clear yet so
softly harmonized, struck him ashaving akind of consciousin-
telligence. Every lineof thearchitecture, every arch of thebridges,
thevery sweep of the strong bright river between them, while
contributing to thiseffect, sent forth each aseparate gppeal to
somesendtivememory; sothet, for Darrow, awak throughthe
Paris streetswas awayslikethe unrolling of avast tapestry
fromwhich countlessstored fragranceswere shaken out.

It wasaproof of therichnessand multiplicity of the spec-
taclethat it served, without incongruity, for so different apur-
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poseasthe background of MissViner’senjoyment. Asamere
drop-scenefor her persona adventureit wasjust asmuchin
itsplace asin the evocation of great perspectivesof feeling.
For her, ashe again percelved when they were seated at their
tablein alow window abovethe Seine, Pariswas* Paris’ by
virtueof al itsentertaining details, itsendlessingenuities of
pleasantness. Whered se, for instance, could onefind thedear
littledishesof horsd’ oeuvre, thesymmetricaly-lad anchovies
and radishes, thethin golden shellsof butter, or thewood straw-
berriesand brownjarsof cream that gaveto their repast the
last refinement of rusticity?Hadn’t he noticed, sheasked, that
cooking always expressed the national character, and that
French food was clever and amusing just becausethe people
were? Andin private houses, everywhere, how thedishesal-
ways resembled the talk—how the very same platitudes
seemed to go into people’s mouths and come out of them?
Couldn’t he seejust what kind of menu it would make, if a
fairy waved awand and suddenly turned theconversationat a
Londondinner intojointsand puddings? Sheawaysthought it
agood sign when peopleliked Irish stew; it meant that they
enjoyed changesand surprises, andtaking lifeasit came; and
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suchabeautiful Parisan version of thedish asthe navarinthat
wasjust being set beforethemwaslikethevery best kind of
talk—thekind when one could never tdll before-hand just what
wasgoingtobesad!

Darrow, ashewatched her enjoyment of their innocent feedt,
wondered if her vividnessand vivacity weresignsof her call-
ing. Shewasthekind of girl inwhom certain peoplewould
ingtantly haverecognized the higtrionic gift. But experiencehad
led himtothink that, except at the creative moment, thedivine
flameburnslow initspossessors. Theoneor tworedly intel-
ligent actresseshe had known had struck him, inconversation,
aseither bovineor primitively “jolly”. Hehad anotion that,
saveinthemind of genius, the creative process absorbstoo
much of thewhole stuff of being to leave much surplusfor
persond expression; and thegirl beforehim, with her changing
faceand flexiblefancies, seemed destined towork inlifeitsalf
rather thanin any of itscounterfeits.

The coffeeand liqueurswere already onthetable when her
mind suddenly sprang back to the Farlows. Shejumped up
with one of her subversive movementsand declared that she
must telegraph at once. Darrow called for writing materials
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and room was made at her elbow for the parched ink-bottle
and saturated blotter of the Parisian restaurant; but the mere
sight of these jaded implements seemed to paralyze Miss
Viner’sfaculties. Shehung over thetelegraph-formwith anx-
ioudly-drawn brow, thetip of the pen-handle pressed against
her lip; and at length sheraised her troubled eyesto Darrow’s.

“I amply can’t think how to say it.”

“What—that you' re staying over to see Cerdine?’

“Butaml—am [, really?’ Thejoy of it flamed over her
face.

Darrow looked at hiswatch. “You could hardly get an an-
swer to your telegram in timeto take atrain to Joigny this
afternoon, evenif you found your friends could haveyou.”

Shemused for amoment, tapping her lip with the pen. “But
| must let them know I’'m here. | must find out as soon as
possibleif they can, have me.” Shelaid the pen down de-
gpairingly. “I never could writeatelegram!” shesighed.

“Try aletter, then and tell themyou’ Il arrivetomorrow.”

Thissuggestion producedimmediaterelief, and shegavean
energetic dab at theink-bottle; but after another interval of
uncertain scratching shepaused again.” Oh, it’sfearful! | don't
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know what on earth to say. | wouldn't for theworld havethem
know how beastly Mrs. Murrett’ sbeen.”

Darrow did not think it necessary to answe. It wasno busi-
nessof his, after al. Helit acigar and leaned back in his sedt,
letting hiseyestakethelr fill of indolent pleasure. Inthethroes
of invention she had pushed back her hat, |oosening the stray
lock which had invited histouch the night before. After |ook-
ing at it for awhile he stood up and wandered to the window.

Behind him he heard her pen scrape on.

“1 don’t want to worry them—I’ m so certain they’ ve got
bothersof their own.” Thefaltering scratchesceased again. “|
wish | weren't such anidiot about writing: al thewords get
frightened and scurry away when | try to catch them.” He
glanced back at her with asmile as she bent above her task
likeaschool-girl struggling witha*“composition.” Her flushed
cheek and frowning brow showed that her difficulty wasgenuine
and not an artless device to draw him to her side. Shewas
redlly powerlessto put her thoughtsinwriting, and theinability
seemed characteristic of her quick impressionablemind, and
of theincessant come-and-go of her sensations. Hethought of
Annaleath’'sletters, or rather of the few he had received,
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years ago, from the girl who had been Anna Summers. He
saw thedender firm strokes of the pen, recdled theclear struc-
ture of the phrases, and, by an abrupt association of ideas,
remembered that, at that very hour, just such adocument might
beawaitinghimat thehotd.

What if it werethere, indeed, and had brought him acom-
pleteexplanation of her telegram?Therevulson of feding pro-
duced by thisthought made him look at the girl with sudden
impatience. Shestruck himaspositively stupid, and hewon-
dered how he could have wasted half hisday with her, when
al thewhileMrs. Leath'sletter might belying onhistable. At
that moment, if he could have chosen, hewould haveleft his
companion on the spot; but he had her on hishands, and must
accept the consegquences.

Some odd intuition seemed to make her consciousof his
change of mood, for she sprang from her seat, crumpling the
|etter in her hand.

“1I"mtoo stupid; but | won’t keep you any longer. I'll go
back to the hotel and writethere.”

Her colour deepened, and for thefirst time, astheir eyes
met, he noticed afaint embarrassment in hers. Could it bethat
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hisnearnesswas, after al, the cause of her confusion? The
thought turned hisvagueimpatience with her into adefinite
resentment toward himsdlf. Therewasredly no excusefor his
having blundered into such an adventure. Why had he not
shipped thegirl off to Joigny by theeveningtrain, instead of
urging her to delay, and using Cerdine asapretext? Pariswas
full of people he knew, and hisannoyance wasincreased by
thethought that somefriend of Mrs. Leath’smight seehim at
the play, and report hispresencetherewith asuspicioudy good-
looking companion. Theideawasdistinctly disagreeable: he
did not want thewoman he adored to think he could forget her
for amoment. And by thistimehe had fully persuaded himsalf
that aletter from her wasawaiting him, and had even gone so
far astoimaginethat itscontents might annul thewriter’'stele-
graphedinjunction, and call himto her sdeat once...

V

AT THE PORTER’ S DESK a brief “Pas de lettres’ fell destruc-
tively on thefabric of these hopes. Mrs. Leath had not writ-
ten—she had not taken the troubl e to explain her telegram.
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Darrow turned away with asharp pang of humiliation. Her
fruga silence mocked hisprodigality of hopesand fears. He
had put hisquestionto the porter once before, on returning to
the hotel after luncheon; and now, coming back againinthe
|ate afternoon, he was met by the same denial. The second
post wasin, and had brought him nothing.

A glance at hiswatch showed that he had barely timeto
dressbeforetaking MissViner out to dine; but asheturnedto
thelift anew thought struck him, and hurrying back into the
hall he dashed off another telegram to hisservant: “Haveyou
forwarded any letter with French postmark today? Telegraph
answer Terminus.”

Somekind of reply would be certain to reach himon his
return from the theatre, and he would then know definitely
whether Mrs. Leath meant to write or not. He hastened up to
hisroom and dressed with alighter heart.

MissViner’svagrant trunk had finally founditsway toits
owner; and, clad in such modest splendour asit furnished, she
shoneat Darrow acrosstheir restaurant table. Inthereaction
of hiswounded vanity hefound her prettier and moreinterest-
ing than before. Her dress, sloping away from the throat,
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showed the graceful set of her head on itsslender neck, and
thewide brim of her hat arched above her hair like adusky
halo. Pleasure danced in her eyesand on her lips, and asshe
shone on him between the candle-shades Darrow felt that he
should not beat dl sorry to beseenwith her inpublic. Heeven
sent acarelessglanceabout himin thevaguehopethat it might
fal onan acquaintance.

At thetheatre her vivacity sank into abreathlesshush, and
shesatintent in her corner of their baignoire, withthegazeof a
neophyteabout to beinitiated into the sacred mysteries Darrow
placed himsalf behind her, that he might catch her profile be-
tween himsdlf and the stage. He wastouched by the youthful
seriousness of her expression. In spite of the experiencesshe
must have had, and of the twenty-four years to which she
owned, shestruck himasintringcaly young; and hewondered
how so evanescent aquality could have been preservedinthe
desiccating Murrett air. Asthe play progressed he noticed that
her immobility wastraversed by swift flashesof perception.
Shewas not missing anything, and her intensity of attention
when Cerdinewas onthe stage drew an anxiousline between
her brows.
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After thefirst act sheremained for afew minutesrapt and
motionless; then sheturned to her companion with aquick
patter of questions. He gathered from them that she had been
lessinterested infollowing the generd drift of the play thanin
observing thedetailsof itsinterpretation. Every gesture and
inflection of the great actress's had been marked and ana-
lyzed; and Darrow felt asecret gratificationinbeing appeded
to asan authority onthehistrionic art. Hisinterest init had
hitherto been merdly that of the cultivated young man curious
of dl formsof artisticexpression; butinreply to her questions
hefound thingsto say about it which evidently struck hislis-
tener asimpressive and original, and with which he himself
wasnot, onthewhole, dissatisfied. MissViner wasmuchmore
concerned to hear hisviewsthan to expressher own, and the
deferencewithwhich shereceived hiscommentscalled from
him moreideas about the theatre than he had ever supposed
himsalf to possess.

With the second act shebegan to givemore attention to the
development of the play, though her interest wasexcited rather
by what shecalled “the story” than by the conflict of character
producingit. Oddly combined with her sharp apprehension of
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thingstheatrical, her knowledge of technical “dodges’ and
green-room precedents, her glibnessabout “lines’ and “ cur-
tains’, wastheprimitivesimplicity of her attitudetoward the
taleitsdlf, astoward something that was* really happening”
and at which one assisted as at a street-accident or aquarrel
overheard in the next room. Shewanted to know if Darrow
thought thelovers*“redly would” beinvolvedin the catastro-
phethat threatened them, and when hereminded her that his
predictionswere disqualified by hishaving aready seenthe
play, sheexclaimed: “ Oh, then, pleasedon’t tell mewhat’s
going to happen!” and the next moment was questioning him
about Cerdine sthegtrical Stuationand her private history. On
thelatter point some of her enquirieswereof akindthatitis
not inthe habit of young girlsto make, or evento know how to
make; but her apparent unconsciousness of thefact seemed
rather to reflect on her past associatesthan on herself.

When the second act wasover, Darrow suggested their tak-
ing aturninthefoyer; and seated on one of itscramped red
velvet sofasthey watched the crowd surgeup and downina
glareof lightsand gilding. Then, asshecomplained of thehest,
heled her through the pressto the congested cafe at thefoot
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of the stairs, where orangeadeswerethrust at them between
the shouldersof packed consommateursand Darrow, lighting
acigarettewhileshe sucked her straw, knew theprimitivecom-
placency of the man at whose compani on other men stare.

Onacorner of their tablelay asmeared copy of atheatrical
journal. It caught Sophy’seye and after poring over the page
shelooked up with an excited exclamation.

‘They’ regiving Oedipetomorrow afternoon at the Francais!
| supposeyou’ ve seenit heapsand heapsof times?’

He smiled back at her. “You must seeit too. We'll go to-
MOorrow.”

Shesghed at hissuggestion, but without discarding it. “How
can|?Thelasttrainfor Joigny leavesat four.”

“But you don't know yet that your friendswill want you.”

“1 shall know tomorrow early. | asked Mrs. Farlow totele-
graph assoon asshegot my letter.” A twingeof compunction
shot through Darrow. Her wordsrecalled to him that on their
returnto the hotel after luncheon shehad given him her letter
to post, and that he had never thought of it again. No doubt it
was still in the pocket of the coat he had taken off when he
dressed for dinner. In hisperturbation he pushed back hischair,
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and the movement made her look up at him.

“What'sthe matter?’

“Nothing. Only—youknow | don't fancy thet | etter canhave
caught thisafternoon’s post.”

“Not caught it?Why not?’

“Why, I'm afraid it will have beentoo late.” He bent his
head to light another cigarette.

Shestruck her handstogether with agesturewhich, to his
amusement, he noticed she had caught from Cerdine.

“Oh, dear, | hadn’t thought of that! But surely it will reach
theminthemorning?’

“Sometimeinthemorning, | suppose. You know theFrench
provincial postisneverinahurry. | don’t believeyour letter
would have been delivered thisevening in any case.” Asthis
ideaoccurred to him hefelt himself dmost absolved.

“Perhaps, then, | ought to havetelegraphed?’

“I'll telegraph for youinthemorningif you say so.”

The bell announcing the close of the entr’-acte shrilled
through the cafe, and she sprang to her feet.

“Oh, come, come! Wemustn't missit!”

Ingtantly forgetful of theFarlows, shedipped her amthrough
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hisand turned to push her way back to thetheatre.

Assoon asthe curtain went up she as promptly forgot her
companion. Watching her from the corner to which he had
returned, Darrow saw that great waves of sensation were beat-
ingddicioudy against her brain. It wasasthough every sarved
sensbility werethrowing out feelersto themounting tide; as
though everything shewas seeing, hearing, imagining, rushed
intofill thevoid of al shehad awaysbeen denied.

Darrow, as he observed her, again felt adetached enjoy-
ment in her pleasure. Shewas an extraordinary conductor of
sensation: sheseemedto transmit it physically, in emanations
that set the blood dancing in hisveins. He had not often had
the opportunity of studying theeffectsof aperfectly freshim-
pression on so responsive atemperament, and hefelt afleet-
ing desireto makeitschordsvibratefor hisown amusement.

At theend of thenext act shediscovered with dismay that in
their transit to the cafe she had lost the beautiful pictured
programme he had bought for her. She wanted to go back
and hunt for it, but Darrow assured her that hewould haveno
troublein getting her another. When hewent out in quest of it
shefollowed him protestingly to the door of the box, and he
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saw that she was distressed at the thought of hishaving to
spend an additional francfor her. Thisfrugdity smote Darrow
by itscontrast to her natura bright profusion; and again hefelt
thedesiretoright so clumsy aninjustice.

When hereturned to the box shewas still standinginthe
doorway, and he noticed that hiswere not the only eyes at-
tracted to her. Then another impression sharply diverted his
attention. Abovethefagged faces of the Parisian crowd he
had caught thefresh fair countenance of Owen L eath signal-
ling ajoyful recognition. Theyoung man, dim and eager, had
detached himsdlf from two companionsof hisown type, and
was seeking to push through the pressto his step-mother’s
friend. Theencounter, to Darrow, could hardly have been more
inopportune; it wokein himaconfusion of fegingsof which
only the uppermost was allayed by seeing Sophy Viner, asif
ingtinctively warned, melt back into the shadow of their box.

A minutelater Owen Leathwasat hisside. “I wassureit
wasyou! Suchluck to runacrossyou! Won't you come of f
with usto supper after it’sover? Montmartre, or wherever
elseyou please. Those two chaps over there are friends of
mine, at the Beaux Arts; both of them rather good fellows—
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andwe' d besoglad—"

For half asecond Darrow read in his hospitable eye the
termination*if you' d bringthelady too”; thenit deflected into:
“We' dall besogladif you'd come.”

Darrow, excusing himsalf withthanks, lingered onfor afew
minutes' chat, in which every word, and every tone of his
companion’'svoice, waslikeasharp light flashed into aching
eyes. Hewasglad when thebell called the audienceto their
seats andyoung Leathleft himwiththefriendly question: “We ll
seeyou a Givrelater on?’

When herejoined Miss Viner, Darrow’sfirst carewasto
find out, by arapid inspection of the house, whether Owen
Leath’sseat had given him aview of their box. But theyoung
man was not visiblefromit, and Darrow concluded that he
had beenrecognized inthe corridor and not at hiscompanion’'s
side. He scarcely knew why it seemed to him so important
that thispoint should be settled; certainly hissense of reassur-
ancewaslessduetoregardfor MissViner thantothepersis-
tent vision of grave offended eyes...

During the drive back to the hotel thisvisionwas persis-
tently kept before him by the thought that the evening post
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might have brought aletter from Mrs. Leath. Evenif noletter
had yet come, hisservant might have telegraphed to say that
onewasonitsway; and at thethought hisinterestinthegirl at
hisside again cooled to thefraternal , thea most fatherly. She
wasno moreto him, after all, than an appealing young crea
ture to whom it was mildly agreeable to have offered an
evening'sdiversion; and when, asthey rolled into theillumi-
nated court of the hotel, she turned with aquick movement
which brought her happy face closeto his, heleaned away,
affecting to be absorbed in opening the door of the cab.

At thedesk thenight porter, after avain search throughthe
pigeon-holes, was disposed to think that aletter or telegram
had infact been sent up for the gentleman; and Darrow, at the
announcement, could hardly wait to ascend to hisroom. Up-
stairs, heand hiscompanion had thelong dimly-lit corridor to
themselves, and Sophy paused on her threshold, gathering up
in one hand the pale folds of her cloak, while she held the
other out to Darrow.

“If thetelegram comesearly | shall beoff by thefirst train;
so | supposethisisgood-bye,” shesaid, her eyesdimmed by
alittleshadow of regret.



Wharton

Darrow, with arenewed start of contrition, perceived that
he had again forgotten her letter; and astheir hands met he
vowed to himself that the moment she had left him hewould
dash down stairsto post it.

“Oh, I’'ll seeyouinthemorning, of course!”

A tremor of pleasure crossed her face as he stood before
her, amilingalittleuncertainly.

“Atany rate,” shesaid, “| want to thank you now for my
good day.”

Hefeltin her hand the sametremor hehad seenin her face.
“Butit’' syou, onthe contrary—" hebegan, lifting thehand to
hislips.

As he dropped it, and their eyes met, something passed
through hersthat waslikealight carried rapidly behind acur-
tained window.

“Good night; you must be awfully tired,” hesaid with a
friendly abruptness, turning away without evenwaiting to see
her passinto her room. He unlocked hisdoor, and stumbling
over thethreshold groped inthe darknessfor the el ectric but-
ton. The light showed him atelegram on the table, and he
forgot everything elseashecaught it up.
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“Noletter from France,” the message read.

It fell from Darrow’shand to thefloor, and he dropped into
achair by thetableand sat gazing at the dingy drab and olive
pattern of the carpet. She had not written, then; she had not
written, and it was manifest now that shedid not meantowrite.
If she had had any intention of explaining her telegram she
would certainly, withintwenty-four hours, havefollowedit up
by aletter. But she evidently did not intend to explainit, and
her silence could mean only that she had no explanation to
give, or elsethat shewastoo indifferent to be awarethat one
was needed.

Darrow, faceto facewith these alternatives, felt arecrudes-
cence of boyish misery. It wasno longer hishurt vanity that
cried out. Hetold himself that he could have bornean equal
amount of pain,if only it hadleft Mrs. Lesth’simageuntouched,
but he could not bear to think of her astrivid or ingncere. The
thought was so intolerablethat hefelt ablind desireto punish
someoneelsefor thepainit caused him.

Ashesat moodily staring at the carpet itssilly intricacies
melted into ablur from which theeyesof Mrs. Leath again
looked out at him. He saw the fine sweep of her brows, and
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the deep ook beneath them as she had turned from himon
their last evening in London. “ Thiswill begood-bye, then,”
she had said; and it occurred to him that her parting phrase
had been the same as Sophy Viner's.

At thethought hejumped to hisfeet and took down fromits
hook the coat in which he had left Miss Viner’sletter. The
clock marked thethird quarter after midnight, and heknew it
would make no differenceif he went down to the post-box
now or early the next morning; but hewanted to clear hiscon-
science, and having found theletter hewent to the door.

A sound in the next room made him pause. He had become
consciousagainthat, afew feet off, onthe other sdeof athin
partition, asmall keenflameof lifewasquivering and agitating
theair. Sophy’sface camehack to himinsistently. It wasas
vivid now as Mrs. Leath’s had been amoment earlier. He
recalled with afaint smileof retrospective pleasurethegirl’s
enjoyment of her evening, and theinnumerablefinefed ersof
sensation she had thrown out to itsimpressions.

It gavehimacurioudy close sense of her presenceto think
that at that moment shewasliving over her enjoyment asin-
tensely ashewasliving over hisunhappiness. Hisown case
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wasirremediable, but it was easy enough to give her afew
more hoursof pleasure. And did she not perhaps secretly ex-
pect it of him? After al, if shehad been very anxioustojoin
her friendsshewould havetd egraphed them onreaching Paris,
instead of writing. He wondered now that he had not been
struck at themoment by so artlessadeviceto gain moretime.
Thefact of her having practised it did not makehimthink less
well of her; it merely strengthened theimpul seto use hisop-
portunity. Shewasstarving, poor child, for alittleamusement,
alittle persond life—why not give her the chance of another
day in Paris?1f hedid so, should he not be merely fallingin
with her own hopes?

At thethought hissympathy for her revived. She became of
absorbing interest to him asan escape from himself and an
object about which histhwarted activities could cluster. He
felt lessdrearily donebecause of her being there, onthe other
sideof thedoor, andin hisgratitudeto her for givinghimthis
relief hebegan, with indolent amusement, to plan new waysof
detaining her. Hedropped back into hischair, lit acigar, and
smiledalittleat theimageof her smilingface. Hetriedtoimag-
inewhat incident of theday shewaslikely to berecalling at
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that particular moment, and what part he probably playedinit.
That it wasnot asmall part hewas certain, and theknowledge
wasundeniably pleasant.

Now and then asound from her room brought before him
morevividly theredlity of the situation and the strangeness of
thevast svarming solitudein which heand shewere momen-
tarily isolated, amidlong linesof roomseach holding its sepa-
ratesecret. Thenearnessof al these other mysteriesenclosing
theirsgave Darrow amoreintimate sense of thegirl’spres-
ence, andthrough thefumesof hiscigar hisimagination contin-
uedtofollow her to and fro, traced the curve of her dimyoung
armsas sheraised them to undo her hair, pictured thedliding
down of her dressto thewaist and then to theknees, and the
whiteness of her feet asshe dipped acrossthefloor to bed...

He stood up and shook himsalf withayawn, throwing away
theend of hiscigar. Hisglance, infollowingit, lit onthetele-
gramwhich had dropped to thefloor. The soundsin the next
room had ceased, and once more hefelt a one and unhappy.

Opening thewindow, hefolded hisarmsonthes andlooked
out on thevast light-spangled massof thecity, and then up at
thedark sky, inwhich themorning planet stood.
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AT THE THEATRE FrRANCAIS, the next afternoon, Darrow
yawned and fidgeted in his sedt.

The day waswarm, the theatre crowded and airless, and
theperformance, it seemed to him, intolerably bad. Hestolea
glanceat hiscompanion, wondering if sheshared hisfedlings.
Her rapt profile betrayed no unrest, but politenessmight have
caused her tofeign aninterest that shedid not fed. Heleaned
back impatiently, stifling another yawn, and tryingtofix his
attention on the stage. Great thingswere going forward there,
and hewas not insensibleto the stern beauties of the ancient
drama. But the interpretation of the play seemed to him as
arlessandlifelessastheatmosphereof thethegtre. The play-
erswerethe samewhom he had often applauded inthosevery
parts, and perhapsthat fact added to theimpression of stale-
nessand conventiondity produced by their performance. Surely
it wastimeto infuse new bloodinto theveinsof the moribund
art. He had theimpression that the ghosts of actorsweregiv-
ing aspectral performance onthe shoresof Styx.

Certainly it was not the most profitable way for ayoung
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man with a pretty companion to passthe golden hoursof a
spring afternoon. Thefreshnessof thefaceat hisside, reflect-
ing thefreshnessof the season, suggested dapplingsof sunlight
through new leaves, the sound of abrook in the grass, the
ripple of tree-shadowsover breezy meadows...

When at length thefateful march of the cothurnswas stayed
by thesingle pauseintheplay, and Darrow had led MissViner
out on the bal cony overhanging the square beforethethestre,
heturned to seeif she shared hisfeelings. But the rapturous
look she gave him checked the depreciation on hislips.

“Oh, why did you bring me out here? One ought to creep
away andstinthedark till it beginsagain!”

“Isthat theway they madeyou feel ?’

“Didn’'t they you?...Asif thegodswerethereall thewhile,
just behind them, pulling thestrings?’ Her handswere pressed
against therailing, her face shining and darkening under the
wing-beatsof successveimpressions.

Darrow smiledinenjoyment of her pleasure. After all, he
had felt al that, long ago; perhapsit washisown fault, rather
than that of the actors, that the poetry of the play seemed to
have evaporated...But no, he had been right in judging the
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performanceto bedull and gae: it wassmply hiscompanion’'s
inexperience, her lack of occasionsto compare and estimate,
that made her think it brilliant.

“1 was afraid you were bored and wanted to come away.”

“Bored?’ Shemadealittleaggrieved grimace. “ Youmean
you thought metoo ignorant and stupid to appreciateit?’

“No; notthat.” Thehand nearest him till lay ontherailing of
the balcony, and he covered it for amoment with his. Ashe
did so he saw the colour riseand tremblein her cheek.

“Tell mejust what you think,” hesaid, bending hishead a
little, and only half-aware of hiswords.

Shedid not turn her faceto his, but began to talk rapidly,
trying to convey something of what shefelt. But shewasevi-
dently unused to anayzing her aesthetic emotions, and thetu-
multuousrush of the dramaseemed to haveleft her inastate
of panting wonder, as though it had been a storm or some
other natural cataclysm. Shehad noliterary or historic asso-
ciationstowhichto attach her impressions: her education had
evidently not comprised acoursein Greek literature. But she
felt what would probably have been unperceived by many a
young lady who had taken afirst in classics. theineluctable
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fatdity of thetae, thedread sway init of the same mysterious
“luck” which pulled thethreads of her own small destiny. It
wasnot literatureto her, it wasfact: asactual, asnear by, as
what was happening to her at the moment and what the next
hour held in store. Seen in thislight, the play regained for
Darrow itssupreme and poignant reality. He pierced to the
heart of itssignificancethrough al theartificial accretionswith
which histheoriesof art and the conventionsof the stage had
clothedit, and saw it ashe had never seenit: aslife.

After thisthere could beno question of flight, and hetook her
back tothethestre, content to receive hisown sensationsthrough
themedium of hers. But with the continuation of theplay, and
the oppression of the heavy air, hisattention again began to
wander, straying back over theincidentsof themorning.

He had been with Sophy Viner all day, and he was sur-
prised to find how quickly thetime had gone. Shehad hardly
attempted, asthe hours passed, to conceal her satisfactionon
finding that notelegram camefromthe Farlows. “ They' |l have
written,” shehad smply said; and her mind had at onceflown
onto thegolden prospect of an afternoon at thetheatre. The
intervening hourshad been disposed of inastroll through the
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lively streets, and arepast, luxurioudy lingered over, under the
chestnut-boughs of arestaurant in the Champs Elysees. Ev-
erything entertained and interested her, and Darrow remarked,
with an amused detachment, that shewasnot insensibletothe
impression her charmsproduced. Yet therewasno hard edge
of vanity in her sense of her prettiness. she seemed smply to
beawareof it asanoteinthe genera harmony, and to enjoy
sounding thenoteasasinger enjoyssinging.

After luncheon, asthey sat over their coffee, shehad again
asked animmense number of questionsand delivered herself
of aremarkablevariety of opinions. Her questionstestified to
awholesome and comprehensive human curiosity, and her
comments showed, like her face and her whole attitude, an
odd mingling of precociouswisdom and disarming ignorance.
When shetalked to him about “ life’—theword was often on
her lips—sheseemedtohimlikeachild playingwith atiger’s
cub; and he said to himself that some day the child would
grow up—and so would thetiger. Meanwhile, such expert-
nessqudified by such candour madeitimpossibleto guessthe
extent of her personal experience, or to estimateitseffect on
her character. Shemight be any one of adozen definabletypes,



The Recf

or shemight—moredisconcertingly to her companionand more
periloudly to herse f—beashifting and uncrystallized mixture
of themadll.

Her talk, asusual, had promptly reverted to the stage. She
was eager to learn about every form of dramatic expression
which themetropolisof thingsthesatrical had to offer, and her
curiosity ranged fromtheofficial templesof thearttoitsless
hallowed haunts. Her searching enquiriesabout aplay whose
production, on one of thelatter scenes, had provoked acon-
siderableamount of scanda, led Darrow to throw out laugh-
ingly: “Toseethat you' Il havetowait till you' remarried!” and
hisanswer had sent her off at atangent.

“Oh, I never meantomarry,” she had rejoined in atone of
youthful findity.

“1 seemto have heard that before!”

“Yes, fromgirlswho' veonly got to choose!” Her eyeshad
grown suddenly amost old. “I’ dlikeyou to seethe only men
who' veever wanted to marry me! Onewasthedoctor onthe
steamer, when | came abroad with the Hokes: he'd been
cashiered from the navy for drunkenness. The other wasa
deaf widower with three grown-up daughters, who kept a
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clock-shop in Bayswater!—Besides,” sherambled on, “I’'m
not so surethat | believein marriage. Youseel’madll for self-
devel opment and the chanceto liveone'slife. I’ m awfully
modern, you know.”

It wasjust when she proclaimed herself most awfully mod-
ernthat she struck him asmost helplessly backward; yet the
moment after, without any bravado, or apparent desireto as-
sumean attitude, shewould propound somesocid axiomwhich
could have been gathered only inthebitter soil of experience.

All thesethingscameback to him ashe sat besideher inthe
theatre and watched her ingenuous absorption. It wason “the
story” that her mind wasfixed, andinlifeaso, he suspected, it
would awaysbe“thestory”, rather thanitsremoter imagina-
tiveissues, that would hold her. Hedid not believe therewere
ever any echoesin her soul...

Therewasno question, however, that what shefelt wasfelt
withintendty: totheactual, theimmediate, she spread vibrat-
ing strings. When the play was over, and they came out once
moreinto the sunlight, Darrow |looked down at her with a
amile

“Well?" he asked.
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Shemadeno answer. Her dark gaze seemedtorest onhim
without seeing him. Her cheeksand lipswere pale, and the
loose hair under her hat-brim clung to her forehead in damp
rings. Shelooked likeayoung priestesstill dazed by thefumes
of the cavern.

“You poor child—it'sbeen almost too much for you!”

She shook her head with avaguesmile.

“Come,” hewent on, putting hishand on her arm, “let’ sjump
into ataxi and get someair and sunshine. Look, therearehours
of daylight left; and seewhat anight it' sgoingto be!”

Hepointed over their heads, to whereawhite moon hungin
the misty blue abovetheroofsof theruedeRivali.

Shemade no answer, and he signed to amotor-cab, calling
out tothedriver: “TotheBois!”

Asthecarriageturned toward the Tuileries sheroused her-
sdf. “1 must gofirst to the hotdl. Theremay beamessage—at
any rate| must decide on something.”

Darrow saw that the reality of the situation had sud-
denly forced itself upon her. “1 must decide on some-
thing,” sherepeated.

Hewould have liked to postponethe return, to persuade
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her todrivedirectly tothe Boisfor dinner. It would have been
easy enough to remind her that she could not start for Joigny
that evening, and that thereforeit was of no moment whether
shereceived the Farlows answer then or afew hourslater;
but for some reason he hesitated to use thisargument, which
had come so naturally to himtheday before. After dl, heknew
shewould find nothing at the hotel—so what did it matter if
they went there?

The porter, interrogated, was not sure. He himself had re-
ceived nothing for thelady, but in hisabsence hissubordinate
might have sent aletter upstairs.

Darrow and Sophy mounted together inthelift, and theyoung
man, while shewent into her room, unlocked his own door
and glanced at the empty table. For him at |east no message
had come; and on her threshold, amoment later, shemet him
withtheexpected: “No—there'snothing!”

Hefelgned an unregretful surprise. “ So muchthebetter! And
now, shal wedrive out somewhere? Or would you rather take
aboat to Bellevue?Haveyou ever dined there, ontheterrace,
by moonlight?It'snot a al bad. And there’ sno earthly usein
gtting herewaiting.”
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Shestood before himin perplexity.

“But when | wroteyesterday | asked themto telegraph. |
suppose they’ re horribly hard up, the poor dears, and they
thought aletter would do aswell asatelegram.” The colour
had risen to her face. “That’swhy | wrote instead of tele-
graphing; | haven't apenny to sparemysdlf!”

Nothing she could have said could havefilled her listener
with adeeper contrition. Hefelt theredinhisown faceashe
recalled the motivewith which hehad credited her inhismid-
night musings. But that motive, after all, had simply been
trumped up to justify hisown disloyalty: hehad never really
beievedinit. Thereflection deegpened hisconfusion, and he
would haveliked to takeher handin hisand confesstheinjus-
tice he had done her.

Shemay haveinterpreted hischangeof colour asaninvol-
untary protest at being initiated into such shabby details, for
shewent on with alaugh: “I suppose you can hardly under-
stand what it meansto haveto stop and think whether onecan
afford atelegram?But I’ vedwayshad to consider such things.
And | mustn’t stay hereany longer now—I must try toget a
night trainfor Joigny. Evenif the Farlowscan’t takemein, |
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cangotothehotel: it will cost lessthan staying here.” She
paused again and then exclaimed: “| ought to havethought of
that sooner; | ought to havetelegraphed yesterday! But | was
surel should hear fromthemtoday; and | wanted—oh, | DID
soawfully wanttostay!” Shethrew atroubled ook a Darrow.
“Do you happen to remember,” sheasked, “what timeit was
whenyou posted my |etter?’

VI

DARROW WAS STILL STANDING 0N her threshold. Asshe put the
guestion he entered theroom and closed the door behind him.

Hisheart wasbegating alittlefaster than usual and hehad no
clear idea of what he was about to do or say, beyond the
definite convictionthat, whatever passingimpulseof expiation
moved him, hewould not befool enoughtotell her that he had
not sent her letter. He knew that most wrongdoing works, on
thewhole, lessmischief than itsuselessconfession; and this
was clearly acase whereapassing folly might beturned, by
avowad, into aseriousoffense.

“I’m S0 Sorry—so sorry; but you must let mehelpyou...You
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will let mehelpyou?’ hesaid.

Hetook her handsand pressed them together between his,
counting on afriendly touch to help out theinsufficiency of
words. Hefelt her yield dlightly to hisclasp, and hurried on
without giving her timeto answer.

“lan’titapity to spoil our good timetogether by regretting
anything you might have doneto prevent our havingit?’

Shedrew back, freeing her hands. Her face, losing itslook
of appealing confidence, was suddenly sharpened by distrust.

“Youdidn'tforget to post my letter?’

Darrow stood before her, constrained and ashamed, and
ever morekeenly awarethat the betraya of hisdistressmust
beagreater offensethan itsconceal ment.

“What aningnuation!” hecried, throwing out hishandswith
alaugh.

Her faceingtantly meted tolaughter. “Well, then—I won't be
sorry; | won't regret anything except that our goodtimeisover!”

Thewordswere so unexpected that they routed all hisre-
solves. If she had gone on doubting him he could probably
have gone on deceiving her; but her unhesitating acceptance
of hisword made him hate the part he was playing. At the
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same moment adoubt shot up its serpenthead in hisown bo-
som. Wasit not herather than shewhowaschildishly trustful ?
Was she not almost too ready to take hisword, and dismiss
oncefor al thetiresome question of theletter? Considering
what her experiencesmust have been, such trustfulnessseemed
open to suspicion. But themoment hiseyesfell on her hewas
ashamed of the thought, and knew it for what it really was:
another pretext tolessen hisown delinquency.

“Why should our good time be over?’ he asked. “Why
shouldn’titlast alittlelonger?’

Shelooked up, her lips parted in surprise; but before she
could speak hewent on: “| want you to stay with me—I want
you, just for afew days, to have al thethingsyou’ ve never
had. It'snot alwaysMay and Paris—why not make the most
of them now? You know me—we're not strangers—why
shouldn’t you treat melikeafriend?’

While he spoke she had drawn away alittle, but her hand
dill lay inhis. Shewaspde, and her eyeswerefixedonhimin
agazeinwhich therewasneither distrust or resentment, but
only aningenuouswonder. Hewasextraordinarily touched by
her expression.
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“Oh, do! Youmust. Listen: to provethat I'msincerel’ll tell
you...I'll tell you | didn’t post your letter...l didn’'t post it be-
cause | wanted so much to giveyou afew good hours...and
because| couldn’t bear to haveyou go.”

Hehad thefedling that thewordswerebeing uttered in spite
of him by somemdiciouswitnessof the scene, and yet that he
was not sorry to have them spoken.

Thegirl hadlistened tohiminslence. Sheremained motion-
less for amoment after he had ceased to speak; then she
snatched away her hand.

“You didn’t post my letter? You kept it back on purpose?
And you tell me so now, to prove to methat I’ d better put
myself under your protection?’ Sheburst into alaugh that had
inital thepiercing echoesof her Murrett past, and her face, at
the samemoment, underwent the same change, shrinkinginto
asmall maevolent whitemask inwhich theeyesburned black.
“Thank you—thank you most awfully for telling me! Andfor
al your other kindintentiond Theplan'sddightful—redly quite
ddightful, and I’ m extremely flattered and obliged.”

Shedropped into aseat beside her dressing-table, resting
her chinon her lifted hands, and laughing out at him under the
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elf-lock which had shakenitself down over her eyes.

Her outburst did not offend the young man; itsimmediate
effect wasthat of alaying hisagitation. Thethestrical touchin
her manner made his offense seem more venial than he had
thought it amoment before.

Hedrew up achair and sat downbeside her. “ After al,” he
sad, inatoneof good-humoured protest, “1 needn’t havetold
you I’ d kept back your letter; and my telling you seemsrather
strong proof that | hadn’t any very nefariousdesignsonyou.”

Shemet thiswith ashrug, but hedid not give her timeto
answer. “My designs,” he continued with asmile, “werenot
nefarious. | saw you’ d been through a bad time with Mrs.
Murrett, and that there didn’t seem to be much fun ahead for
you; and | didn’'t see—and | don’t yet see—theharm of trying
to giveyou afew hoursof amusement between adepressing
past and anot particularly cheerful future.” Hepaused again,
and then went on, inthe sametoneof friendly reasonableness:
“Themistake | madewasnot totell you thisat once—not to
ask you straight out to give meaday or two, and let metry to
makeyou forget al thethingsthat aretroubling you. | wasa
fool notto seethat if I'd put it to you in that way you' d have
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accepted or refused, asyou chose; but that at least youwouldn’t
have mistaken my intentions.—Intentions!” He stood up,
walked thelength of theroom, and turned back towhere she
still sat motionless, her elbows propped onthedressing-table,
her chinon her hands. “What rubbishwetalk about intentions!
Thetruthis! hadn’t any: | just liked being with you. Perhaps
you don’t know how extraordinarily onecan likebeing with
you...I was depressed and adrift myself; and you made me
forget my bothers; and when | found you were going—and
going back to dreariness, as | was—I didn’'t see why we
shouldn’t haveafew hourstogether first; sol left your letterin
my pocket.”

He saw her face melt as she listened, and suddenly she
unclasped her handsand leaned to him.

“But areyou unhappy too?Oh, | never understood—I never
dreamedit! | thought you’ d dwayshad everythingintheworld
you wanted!”

Darrow brokeinto alaugh at thisingenuous pictureof his
state. He was ashamed of trying to better hiscase by an ap-
peal to her pity, and annoyed with himself for alluding to a
subject hewould rather have kept out of histhoughts. But her
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look of sympathy had disarmed him; hisheart washbitter and
distracted; shewasnear him, her eyeswere shiningwith com-
passion—nhe bent over her and kissed her hand.

“Forgiveme—doforgiveme,” hesaid.

She stood up with asmiling head-shake. “Oh, it'snot so
often that peopletry to givemeany pleasure—much lesstwo
wholedaysof it! | sha n’t forget how kind you' vebeen. | shdl
have plenty of timeto remember. But this| S good-bye, you
know. | must telegraph at onceto say I’m coming.”

“Tosay you' recoming?Then |’ mnot forgiven?’

“Oh, you' reforgiven—if that’sany comfort.”

“It'snot, thevery least, if your way of provingitistogo
avay!”

Shehung her head in meditation. “But | can’t stay.—How
can | stay?’ shebroke out, asif arguing with some unseen
monitor.

“Why can’t you? No oneknowsyou' re here...No one need
ever know.”

Shelooked up, and their eyes exchanged meaningsfor a
rapid minute. Her gazewasasclear asaboy’s. “Oh, it'snot
that,” sheexclaimed, almost impatiently; “it'snot peoplel’m
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afraid of! They’ venever put themsealvesout for me—why on
earth should | care about them?’

Heliked her directnessashehad never liked it before. “Well,
then, what isit?Not me, | hope?’

“No, not you: I likeyou. It'sthe money! With methat’s
awaystheroot of thematter. | could never yet afford atreat in
my lifel”

Isthat dl?’ Helaughed, relieved by her naturalness. “ L ook
here; sinceweretalking asmanto man—can’t you trust me
about that too?’

“Trust you?How do you mean?You' d better not trust ME!”
shelaughed back sharply. “ I might never be ableto pay up!”

Hisgesture brushed asdethedlusion. “Money may bethe
root of thematter; it can’'t bethewholeof it, between friends.
Don't you think onefriend may accept asmall servicefrom
another without looking too far ahead or weighing too many
chances? Thequestion turnsentirely onwhat you think of me.
If you likemewell enough to bewilling to takeafew days
holiday with me, just for the pleasure of the thing, and the
pleasureyou’ |l begiving me, let’sshake handsonit. If you
don't likemewell enoughwe' |l shakehandstoo; only | shall
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besorry,” heended.

“Oh, but | shall besorry too!” Her face, assheliftedit to
his, looked so smdl and young that Darrow felt afugitivetwinge
of compunction, instantly effaced by the excitement of pursuit.

“Well, then?” He stood |ooking down on her, hiseyesper-
suading her. Hewas now intensely aware that his nearness
was having an effect which madeit |lessand lessnecessary for
himto choose hiswords, and hewent on, moremindful of the
inflections of hisvoicethan of what hewas actually saying:
“Why on earth should we say good-byeif we' re both sorry
to?Won't youtell meyour reason?1t’'snot abit likeyoutolet
anything stand in theway of your saying just what you feel.
Youmustn't mind offending me, you know!”

She hung before him like aleaf on the meeting of cross-
currents, that thenext ripple may sweep forward or whirl back.
Then sheflung up her head with the odd boyish movement
habitual to her in momentsof excitement. “What | feel?Do
youwant to know what | feel ? That you’ regiving metheonly
chancel’veever had!”

Sheturned about on her heel and, dropping into the nearest
chair, sank forward, her face hidden againgt thedressing-table.
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Under thefoldsof her thin summer dressthe modelling of
her back and of her lifted arms, and the dight hollow between
her shoulder-blades, recalled thefaint curves of aterra-cotta
datuette, someyoung imageof grace hardly morethan sketched
intheclay. Darrow, ashe stood looking at her, reflected that
her character, for al itsseeming firmness, itsflashing edges of
“opinion”, was probably no lessimmature. He had not ex-
pected her to yield so suddenly to hissuggestion, or to confess
her yieldinginthat way. At first hewasdlightly disconcerted;
then he saw how her attitudesmplified hisown. Her behaviour
had all theindecision and awkwardness of inexperience. It
showed that shewasachild after all; and all he could do—all
he had ever meant to do—wasto give her achild’sholiday to
look back to.

For amoment he fancied shewas crying; but the next she
wason her feet and had swept round on him aface shemust
haveturned away only to hidethefirst rush of her pleasure.

For awhilethey shone on each other without spesking; then
she sprang to him and held out both hands.

“Isittrue?Isitreally true?Isit really going to happen
to me?’
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Hefdtlikeanswering: “You rethevery creaturetowhomit
was bound to happen” ; but the words had adoubl e sense that
made him wince, and instead he caught her proffered hands
and stood looking at her acrossthelength of her arms, without
attempting to bend them or to draw her closer. Hewanted her
to know how her words had moved him; but histhoughtswere
blurred by the rush of the same emotion that possessed her,
and hisownwordscamewith an effort.

He ended by giving her back alaugh asfrank asher own,
and declaring, ashe dropped her hands: “ All that and more
too—you' |l seel”

VI

ALL DAY, SINCE THE LATE RELUCTANT DAWN, the rain had come
downintorrents. It streamed against Darrow’ shigh-perched
windows, reduced their vast prospect of roofsand chimneys
toablack oily huddle, and filled the room with the drab twi-
light of an underground aquarium.

The streams descended with theregularity of athird day’s
rain, when trimming and shuffling are over, and the weather
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has settled downto doitsworst. Therewere no variations of
rhythm, nolyrica upsand downs:. thegrey linesstresking the
paneswere asdenseand uniform asapage of unparagraphed
narrative.

George Darrow had drawn hisarmchair tothefire. Thetime-
table he had been studying lay on thefloor, and he sat staring
with dull acquiescenceinto theboundlessblur of rain, which
affected himlikeavast projection of hisown state of mind.
Then hiseyestravelled dowly about theroom.

It wasexactly ten dayssincehishurried unpacking had strewn
it with the contents of his portmanteaux. Hisbrushesand ra-
zorswere spread out on the blotched marbl e of the chest of
drawers. A stack of newspapershad accumulated on the cen-
tretable under the* dectrolier”, and haf adozen paper novels
lay on the mantel piece among cigar-cases and toilet bottles;
but thesetraces of his passage had made no mark onthefea-
turelessdulness of theroom, itslook of being the makeshift
Setting of innumerabletrans ent coll ocations. Therewassome-
thing sardonic, dmost sinister, initsappearance of having de-
liberately “madeup” for itsanonymouspart, al innoncommit-
tal drabs and browns, with acarpet and paper that nobody
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would remember, and chairsand tablesasimpersond asrail-
way porters.

Darrow picked up the time-table and tossed it on to the
table. Then heroseto hisfest, lit acigar and went to thewin-
dow. Through the rain he could just discover the face of a
clock inatal building beyondtherailway roofs. He pulled out
hiswatch, compared thetwo time-pieces, and started thehands
of hiswith such arush that they flew past the hour and he had
to makethem repesat the circuit more deliberately. Hefelta
quitedisproportionateirritation at thetrifling blunder. When
he had corrected it hewent back to hischair and threw himself
down, leaning back hishead against hishands. Presently his
cigar went out, and he got up, hunted for the matches, lit it
again and returned to his sedt.

Theroom was getting on hisnerves. During thefirst few
days, whilethe skieswere clear, he had not noticed it, or had
felt for it only the contemptuousindifference of thetraveller
toward aprovisiona shelter. But now that hewasleavingit,
was looking at it for the last time, it seemed to have taken
complete possession of hismind, to be soaking itself into him
likeanugly indelibleblot. Every detail presseditself on his
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noticewith thefamiliarity of an accidental confidant: which-
ever way heturned, hefelt the nudge of atransient intimacy...
Theonefixed pointinhisimmediatefuturewasthat hisleave
wasover and that he must be back at hispost in London the
next morning. Within twenty-four hourshewould againbeina
daylight world of recognized ectivities, himsdlf abusy, respon-
sble, relatively necessary factor inthe big whirring socia and
official machine. That fixed obligation wasthefact he could
think of withtheleast discomfort, yet for some unaccountable
reasonit wasthe one onwhich hefound it most difficult tofix
histhoughts. Whenever he did so, theroom jerked him back
intothecircleof itsind stent associations. It wasextraordinary
withwhat amicroscopic minutenessof loathing hehatedit al:
thegrimy carpet and wall paper, the black marble mantel-piece,
theclock withagilt allegory under adusty bell, the high-bol-
stered brown-counterpaned bed, the framed card of printed
rulesunder theée ectriclight switch, and the door of communi-
cation with the next room. He hated the door most of al...
At theoutset, he had felt no specia senseof responsibility.
Hewas satisfied that he had struck theright note, and con-
vinced of hispower of sustaining it. Thewholeincident had
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somehow seemed, in spiteof itsvulgar setting and itsinevi-
table prosaic propinquities, to be enacting itself in someun-
mapped region outside the pale of theusual. It wasnot like
anything that had ever happened to him before, or inwhich he
had ever pictured himself aslikely to beinvolved; but that, at
firgt, had seemed no argument againgt hisfitnessto ded withit.

Perhapsbut for thethreedays rain hemight have got away
without adoubt asto hisadequacy. Therain had madeall the
difference. It had thrown thewhol e picture out of perspective,
blotted out the mystery of the remoter planesand the enchant-
ment of themiddledistance, and thrust into prominenceevery
commonplacefact of theforeground. It wasthekind of Situa
tion that was not hel ped by being thought over; and by the
perverdty of circumstance he had been forced into theunwill-
ing contemplation of itsevery aspect...

Hiscigar had gone out again, and hethrew it into thefire
and vaguely meditated getting up to find another. But themere
act of leaving hischair seemedto call for agreater exertion of
thewill than hewas capabl e of, and heleaned hishead back
with closed eyesand listened to thedrumming of therain.

A different noisearoused him. It wasthe opening and clos-
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ing of the door leading from the corridor into the adjoining
room. He sat motionless, without opening hiseyes, but now
another sight forced itself under hislowered lids. It wasthe
precise photographic pictureof that other room. Everythingin
it rose before him and pressed itself upon hisvision withthe
same aculity of distinctnessasthe objectssurroundinghim. A
step sounded on the floor, and he knew which way the step
wasdirected, what piecesof furnitureit had to skirt, whereit
would probably pause, and what waslikely to arrest it. He
heard another sound, and recognized it asthat of awet um-
brellaplaced inthe black marblejamb of the chimney-piece,
against the hearth. He caught the creak of ahinge, and in-
stantly differentiated it asthat of thewardrobe against the op-
postewall. Then heheard themouse-like squedl of ardluctant
drawer, and knew it wasthe upper oneinthechest of drawers
besidethe bed: the clatter which followed was caused by the
mahogany toilet-glassjumping onitsloosened pivots...

The step crossed thefloor again. It was strange how much
better heknew it than the persontowhom it belonged! Now it
was drawing near the door of communication between the
two rooms. He opened his eyes and |looked. The step had
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ceased and for amoment therewassilence. Thenheheard a
low knock. He made no response, and after an interval he
saw that the door handle was being tentatively turned. He
closed hiseyesoncemore...

The door opened, and the step wasin the room, coming
cautioudy toward him. Hekept hiseyesshut, relaxing hisbody
tofeign deep. Therewasanother pause, then awavering soft
advance, therustle of adressbehind hischair, thewarmth of
two hands pressed for amoment on hislids. Thepamsof the
hands had thelingering scent of some stuff that he had bought
ontheBoulevard...Helooked up and saw aletter falling over
hisshoulder to hisknee...

“Did | disturb you?l’m so sorry! They gave methisjust
now when| camein.”

Theletter, beforehecould catchit, had dipped between his
kneesto thefloor. It lay there, address upward, at hisfeet,
and while he sat staring down at the strong dender characters
on the blue-gray envelope an arm reached out from behind to
pick it up.

“Oh, don’t—don't” broke from him, and he bent over and
caught thearm. Thefaceaboveit wascloseto his.
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“Don’'twhat?’

—"takethetrouble,” he stammered.

He dropped the arm and stooped down. Hisgrasp closed
over theletter, hefingereditsthicknessand weight and calcu-
lated the number of sheetsit must contain.

Suddenly hefelt the pressure of the hand on his shoulder,
and becameawarethat thefacewastill leaning over him, and
that inamoment hewould havetolook up and kissit...

Hebent forward first and threw the unopened | etter into the
middleof thefire.

53

BOOK 11

IX

THE LIGHT oF THE OCTOBER AFTERNOON lay on an old high-
roofed house which enclosed initslong expanse of brick and
yellowish stonethe breadth of agrassy court filled with the
shadow and sound of limes.

From the escutcheoned piersat the entrance of the court a
level drive, aso shaded by limes, extended to awhite-barred
gatebeyondwhichanequdly leve avenueof grass, cut through
awood, dwindled to ablue-green blur against asky banked
with gtill whited opesof cloud.

Inthecourt, haf-way between houseand drive, alady stood.
She held a parasol above her head, and looked now at the
house-front, with itsdoubleflight of steps meeting beforea
glazed door under scul ptured trophies, now down thedrive
toward the grassy cutting through thewood. Her air wasless
of expectancy than of contemplation: she ssemed not somuch
to bewatching for any one, or listening for an approaching
sound, asletting the whol e aspect of the place sink into her
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whilesheheld herself opentoitsinfluence. Yetit wasnoless
apparent that the scene was not new to her. There was no
eagernessof investigation in her survey: she seemed rather to
belooking about her with eyesto which, for someintimate
inward reason, detailslong since familiar had suddenly ac-
quired an unwonted freshness.

Thiswasin fact the exact sensation of which Mrs. Leath
wasconsciousasshecameforth from the houseand descended
into the sunlit court. She had cometo meet her step-son, who
waslikely tobereturning at that hour from an afternoon’sshoot-
ing in oneof themore distant plantations, and shecarriedin
her hand the letter which had sent her in search of him; but
with her first step out of the house all thought of him had been
effaced by another seriesof impressions.

The scene about her was known to satiety. She had seen
Givreat dl seasonsof theyear, and for thegreater part of every
year, ancethefar-off day of her marriage; theday when, osten-
sibly driving through itsgates at her husband’ sside, she had
actually been carried thereonacloud of iriswinged visons.

The possibilitieswhich the place had then represented were
still vividly present to her. The mere phrase*aFrench cha-
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teau” had called up to her youthful fancy athrong of romantic
associations, poetic, pictorial and emotional; and the serene
face of the old house seated in its park among the poplar-
bordered meadows of middle France, had seemed, on her
firstsight of it, to hold out to her afate asnoble and dignified
asitsownmien.

Though shecouldstill call upthat phaseof fedingit hadlong
since passed, and the house had for atime becometo her the
very symbol of narrownessand monotony. Then, withthe pass-
ing of years, it had gradually acquired alessinimica character,
had become, not again acastle of dreams, evoker of fair im-
agesand romantic legend, but the shell of alife slowly ad-
justed toitsdwelling: the place one came back to, the place
where one had one’ sduties, one’ shabitsand one’ sbooks, the
placeonewould naturally liveintill onedied: adull house, an
inconvenient house, of which oneknew all the defects, the
shabhbinesses, the discomforts, but to which onewas so used
that one could hardly, after so long atime, think one’'s self
away fromitwithout sufferingacertainlossof identity.

Now, asitlay beforeher intheautumnmildness, itsmistress
wassurprised at her owninsensbility. Shehad beentrying to
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seethe housethrough the eyes of an old friend who, the next
morning, would bedrivinguptoit for thefirst time; andin so
doing she seemed to be opening her own eyesupon it after a
longinterva of blindness.

Thecourt wasvery sill, yet full of alatent life: thewhedling
and rustling of pigeonsabout therectangular yewsand across
thesunny grave ; the sweep of rooks abovethelustrousgrey-
ish-purple slates of theroof, and the stir of the tree-topsas
they met the breeze which every day, at that hour, came punc-
tudly upfromtheriver.

Just suchalatent animation glowed in AnnaL eath. Inevery
nerve and vein shewas conscious of that equipoise of bliss
which thefearful human heart scarce daresacknowledge. She
was hot used to strong or full emotions; but she had aways
known that she should not be afraid of them. She was not
afraid now; but shefelt adeep inward stillness.

Theimmediate effect of the feeling had been to send her
forthin quest of her step-son. Shewanted to stroll back with
him and haveaquiet talk beforethey re-entered the house. It
wasawayseasy totak to him, and at thismoment hewasthe
one person to whom she could have spoken without fear of
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disturbing her inner stillness. Shewasglad, for al sortsof rea-
sons, that Madame de Chantelleand Effiewere il at Ouchy
with the governess, and that she and Owen had the houseto
themselves. And she was glad that even he was not yet in
sight. Shewanted to bea onealittlelonger; not tothink, but to
let thelong low wavesof joy break over her one by one.

She walked out of the court and sat down on one of the
benches that bordered the drive. From her seat she had a
diagond view of thelong house-front and of the domed chapel
terminating oneof thewings. Beyond agateinthe court-yard
wall theflower-garden drew itsdark-green squaresand raised
itsstatues agai nst theyellowing background of the park. Inthe
bordersonly afew late pinksand crimsonssmouldered, but a
peacock strutting inthe sun seemed to have gathered into his
out-spread fan all the summer gloriesof theplace.

In Mrs. Leath’shand wastheletter which had opened her
eyesto thesethings, and asmileroseto her lipsat the mere
feding of the paper between her fingers. Thethrill it sent through
her gave akeener edgeto every sense. Shefdlt, saw, breathed
theshining world asthough athinimpenetrableveil had sud-
denly been removed fromit.
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Just such aveil, she now perceived, had always hung be-
tween hersdlf andlife. It had been likethe stage gauzewhich
givesanillusveair of redity tothe painted scenebehindit, yet
provesit, after all, to be no more than apainted scene.

Shehad been hardly aware, inher girlhood, of differing from
othersinthisrespect. Inthewell-regulated well-fed Summers
world the unusual wasregarded aseither immora or ill-bred,
and peoplewith emotionswerenot visited. Sometimes, witha
sense of groping in atopsy-turvy universe, Annahad won-
dered why everybody about her ssemedtoignoreall thepas-
sions and sensationswhich formed the stuff of great poetry
and memorableaction. Inacommunity composed entirely of
peoplelike her parentsand her parents’ friendsshedid not
see how the magnificent thingsoneread about could ever have
happened. Shewas surethat if anything of the kind had oc-
curredin her immediate circle her mother would have con-
sulted thefamily clergyman, and her father perhapsevenhave
rung up the police; and her sense of humour compelled her to
ownthat, inthegiven conditions, these precautions might not
have beenunjudtified.

Littleby littlethe conditions conquered her, and shelearned
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to regard the substance of life asamere canvasfor the em-
broideriesof poet and painter, and itslittle swept and fenced
and tended surface asitsactual substance. It wasinthevi-
sioned region of action and emotion that her fullest hourswere
spent; but it hardly occurred to her that they might betrans-
lated into experience, or connected with anything likely to hap-
pentoayounglady living in West Fifty- fifth Street.

Sheperceived, indeed, that other girls, leading outwardly
thesamelifeashersdf, and seemingly unaware of her world of
hidden beauty, were yet possessed of somevital secret which
escaped her. There seemed to be akind of freemasonry be-
tween them; they werewider awakethan she, moredert, and
surer of their wantsif not of their opinions. She supposed they
were“deverer”, and accepted her inferiority good-humouredly,
half awvare, within hersdf, of areserve of unused power which
the othersgave no sign of possessing.

Thispartly consoled her for missing so much of what made
their “goodtime’; but theresulting senseof excluson, of being
somehow laughingly but firmly debarred from ashare of their
privileges, threw her back on herself and deepened there-
serve which made enviousmothersciteher asamodel of la



Wharton

dylikerepression. Love, shetold herself, would oneday re-
lease her fromthisspell of unredity. Shewas persuaded that
the sublime passion was the key to the enigma; but it was
difficult to relate her conception of lovetotheformsit worein
her experience. Two or three of the girls she had envied for
their superior acquaintancewiththeartsof lifehad contracted,
inthe course of time, what were variously described as“ro-
mantic” or “foolish” marriages, one even made arunaway
match, and languished for awhileunder acloud of social rep-
robation. Here, then, was passion in action, romance con-
verted toreality; yet the heroines of these exploitsreturned
from them untransfigured, and their husbandswereasdull as
ever when one had to Sit next to them at dinner.

Her own case, of course, would bedifferent. Someday she
would find the magic bridge between West Fifty-fifth Street
and life; once or twice she had even fancied that the cluewas
inher hand. Thefirg timewaswhen shehad met young Darrow.
Sherecalled even now the stir of the encounter. But hispas-
sion swept over her like awind that shakes the roof of the
forest without reechingits4till gladesor ripplingitshidden pools
Hewasextraordinarily intelligent and agreeable, and her heart
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beat faster when hewaswith her. Hehad atal fair easy pres-
enceand amindinwhichthelightsof irony played pleasantly
through the shades of feeling. Sheliked to hear hisvoiceal-
most asmuch asto listen towhat hewas saying, and to listen
towhat hewas saying amost asmuch asto feel that hewas
looking at her; but he wanted to kiss her, and she wanted to
talk to him about books and pictures, and have him insinuate
theeternd themeof their loveinto every subject they discussed.

Whenever they were apart areaction set in. Shewondered
how she could have been so cold, called herself aprudeand
anidiot, questioned if any man could really carefor her, and
got up inthedead of night to try new waysof doing her hair.
But as soon as he regppeared her head straightened itself on
her dim neck and she sped her little shaftsof irony, or flew her
littlekites of erudition, while hot and cold waves swept over
her, and the things she really wanted to say choked in her
throat and burned the palms of her hands.

Often shetold herself that any silly girl who had waltzed
through a season would know better than she how to attract a
man and hold him; but when she said “aman” she did not
really mean George Darrow.
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Then oneday, at adinner, she saw him sitting next to one of
thesilly girlsin question: the heroine of the elopement which
had shaken West Fifty-fifth Street to itsbase. Theyoung lady
had comeback from her adventurenolesssilly thanwhen she
went; and acrossthetablethe partner of her flight, afat young
man with eye-glasses, sat stolidly eating terrapin and talking
about polo and investments.

The young woman was undoubtedly assilly asever; yet
after watching her for afew minutesMiss Summersperceived
that she had somehow grown luminous, perilous, obscurely
menacing to nicegirlsand theyoung menthey intended even-
tualy to accept. Suddenly, at thesight, arage of possessorship
awokein her. Shemust save Darrow, assert her right tohim at
any price. Pride and reticence went down in ahurricane of
jealousy. Sheheard himlaugh, and therewas something new
inhislaugh...Shewatched himtaking, talking...Hesat dightly
sdeways, afaint smilebeneath hislids, lowering hisvoiceas
he lowered it when he talked to her. She caught the same
inflections, but hiseyesweredifferent. It would have offended
her onceif hehad |looked & her likethat. Now her onethought
wasthat none but she had aright to be solooked at. And that
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girl of dl otherd What illusionscould he have about agirl who,
hardly ayear ago, had made afool of herself over the fat
young man stolidly egting terrapin acrossthetable?If that was
where romance and passion ended, it was better to taketo
digtrict viditing or gebral

All night shelay awake and wondered: “What was she say-
ing to him?How shall | learn to say such things?’ and she
decided that her heart would tell her—that the next timethey
werea onetogether theirresistibleword would spring to her
lips. He camethe next day, and they were aone, and al she
found was: “1 didn’t know that you and Kitty Maynewere
suchfriends.”

Heanswered withindifferencethat hedidn’t know it either,
andinthereaction of relief shedeclared: “ She'scertainly ever
so much prettier than shewas...”

“She'srather good fun,” he admitted, asthough he had not
noticed her other advantages; and suddenly Annasaw inhis
eyesthelook she had seen therethe previousevening.

Shefdt asif hewereleaguesand leaguesaway from her. All
her hopes dissolved, and shewas consciousof sitting rigidly,
with high head and straight lips, whiletheirres stiblewordfled
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withalast wing-beat into thegolden mist of her illusions...

SHE WAS STILL QUIVERING With the pain and bewilderment of
thisadventurewhen Fraser L eath appeared. Shemet him first
in Italy, where shewastravelling with her parents; and the
followingwinter hecameto New York. Inltaly hehad seemed
interesting: in New York hebecameremarkable. He seldom
spokeof hislifein Europe, and | et drop but themost incidental
alusonstothefriends, thetastes, the pursuitswhichfilled his
cosmopolitan days; but inthe atmosphere of West Fifty-fifth
Street he seemed the embodiment of astoried past. He pre-
sented Miss Summerswith aprettily-bound anthol ogy of the
old French poetsand, when she showed adiscriminating plea-
sureinthegift, observed with hisgravesmile: “I didn’t sup-
pose | should find any one herewho would feel about these
thingsas| do.” Onanother occasion he asked her acceptance
of ahalf-effaced eighteenth century pastel which hehad sur-
prisingly picked upinaNew York auction-room. “I know no
onebut youwho would really appreciateit,” heexplained.
He permitted himself no other comments, but these con-
veyed with sufficient directnessthat hethought her worthy of a
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different setting. That she should be so regarded by aman
livingin anatmosphereof art and beauity, and esteeming them
thevita dementsof life, madeher fed for thefirst timethat she
was understood. Here was some one whose scal e of values
was the same as hers, and who thought her opinion worth
hearing on the very matterswhich they both considered of
supremeimportance. Thediscovery restored her self-confi-
dence, and sherevealed herself to Mr. Leath asshehad never
known how to reveal herself to Darrow.

Asthe courtship progressed, and they grew more confiden-
tial, her suitor surprised and delighted her by littleexplosions
of revolutionary sentiment. Hesaid: “ Shall youmind, | won-
der, if | tell youthat you livein adread-fully conventiona at-
mosphere?’ and, seeing that she manifestly did not mind: “ Of
coursel shall say thingsnow and then that will horrify your
dear ddlightful parents—I shdl shock themawfully, | warnyou.”

In confirmation of thiswarning he permitted himsalf an oc-
casional playful fling at theregular church-going of Mr. and
Mrs. Summers, at theinnocuous character of theliteraturein
their library, and at their guilelessappreciationsin art. Heeven
ventured to banter Mrs. Summerson her refusal toreceivethe
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irrepressible Kitty Mayne who, after arapid passage with
George Darrow, wasnow involved in another and morefla-
grant adventure.

“In Europe, you know, the husband isregarded asthe only
judgein such matters. Aslong ashe acceptsthe situation—"
Mr. Leath explained to Anna, who took hisview the more
emphatically in order to convince hersdlf that, personaly, she
had none but the most tol erant sentimentstoward the ladly.

Thesubversivenessof Mr. Leath’sopinionswasenhanced
by thedigtinction of hisappearanceand thereserve of hisman-
ners. Hewaslike the anarchist with agardeniain hisbutton-
holewho figuresin thehigher melodrama. Every word, every
alusion, every note of hisagreeably-modulated voice, gave
Annaaglimpse of asociety at oncefreer and finer, which
observed thetraditional formsbut had discarded the underly-
ing prejudices; whereasthe world she knew had discarded
many of theformsand kept dmost all the prejudices.

In such an atmosphere as hisan eager young woman, curi-
ousastodl themanifestationsof life, yet ingtinctively desiring
that they should cometo her interms of beauty and finefeel-
ing, mugt surdly find thelargest scopefor self-expresson. Study,
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travel, the contact of theworld, the comradeship of apolished
and enlightened mind, would combineto enrich her daysand
form her character; and it wasonly intheraremomentswhen
Mr. Leath’'ssymmetrical blond mask bent over hers, and his
kissdropped on her likeacold smooth pebbl e, that she ques-
tioned the compl eteness of thejoysheoffered.

There had been atime when thewallson which her gaze
now rested had shed aglareof irony ontheseearly dreams. In
thefirst yearsof her marriage the sober symmetry of Givre
had suggested only her husband’ s neatly-balanced mind. It
wasamind, she soon learned, contentedly absorbed infor-
mul ating the conventions of the unconventional . West Fifty-
fifth Street wasno more conscientioudy concerned than Givre
with the momentous question of “what peopledid”; it was
only thetypeof deed investigated that wasdifferent. Mr. Leath
collected hissocia instanceswith the same seriousnessand
patience as his snuff-boxes. Heexacted arigid conformity to
hisrulesof non-conformity and his scepticism had the abso-
lute accent of adogma. He even cherished certain exceptions
to hisrulesasthebook-collector prizesa*“ defective’ first edi-
tion. The Protestant church-going of Anna sparentshad pro-
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voked hisgentlesarcasm; but he prided himsdf onhismother’s
devoutness, because Madame de Chantelle, in embracing her
second husband’s creed, had become part of asociety which
still observesthe outwardritesof piety.

Anng, infact, had discovered in her amiable and elegant
mother-in-law an unexpected embodi ment of the West Fifty-
fifth Street ideal. Mrs. Summersand Madame de Chantelle,
however strongly they would have disagreed asto the autho-
rized source of Christian dogma, would havefound themsdlves
completely inaccord on al the momentous minutiae of draw-
ing-room conduct; yet Mr. L eath treated hismother’sfoibles
with arespect which Anna sexperience of himforbade her to
attributewhally tofilia affection.

Intheearly days, when shewastill questioning the Sphinx
instead of trying to find ananswer toit, sheventured to tax her
husband with hisincons stency.

“You say your mother won't likeit if | call onthat amusing
littlewoman who came here the other day, and waslet in by
mistake; but Madame de Chantelletellsmesheliveswith her
husband, and when mother refused to visit Kitty Mayneyou
sad—
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Mr. Leath’'ssmilearrested her. “My dear child, | don’t pre-
tend to gpply theprinciplesof logicto my poor mother’spreju-
dices”

“Butif you admit that they areprejudices—?’

“Thereare prg udicesand prg udices. My mother, of course,
got hersfrom Monsieur de Chantelle, and they seemtomeas
muchinther placein thishouse asthe pot-pourri in your haw-
thornjar. They preserveasocia tradition of which | should be
sorry tolosetheleast perfume. Of coursel don't expect you,
justat firet, tofed thedifference, to seethenuance. Inthecase
of litleMadamede Vireville, for instance: you point out that
she'still under her husband' sroof. Very true; and if shewere
merely aParisacquaintance—especially if you had met her,
asonedtill might, intheright kind of housein Paris—I should
bethelast to object to your visiting her. But inthe country it's
different. Eventhebest provincia society iswhat youwould
call narrow: | don’t deny it; and if some of our friends met
MadamedeVirevilleat Givre—wdl, it would produce abad
impression. You' reinclined toridiculesuch considerations, but
gradudly you' |l cometo seethelr importance; and meanwhile,
dotrust mewhen | ask you to be guided by my mother. Itis



The Recf

awayswedll for astranger inan old society to err alittieonthe
sideof what you cal itsprg udicesbut | should rather describe
asitstraditions.”

After that shenolonger tried to laugh or argue her husband
out of hisconvictions. They were convictions, and therefore
unassailable. Nor wasany insincerity implied inthefact that
they sometimes seemed to coincide with hers. Therewere
occasionswhen hereally did ook at thingsasshedid; but for
reasons so different asto make the distance between themaal
thegreater. Life, toMr. Leath, waslikeawak through acare-
fully classified museum, where, inmomentsof doubt, onehad
only tolook at the number and refer to one’scatalogue; to his
wifeit waslike groping about in ahuge dark lumber-room
wherethe exploring ray of curiogity lit up now some shape of
breathing beauty and now amummy’sgrin.

Inthefirst bewilderment of her new state these discoveries
had had the effect of dropping another layer of gauze between
hersdf and redlity. She seemed farther than ever removed from
the strong joysand pangsfor which shefelt herself made. She
did not adopt her husband’sviews, but insensibly she began
tolivehislife. Shetried to throw acompensating ardour into
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the secret excursions of her spirit, and thusthe old vicious
distinction between romance and reality was re-established
for her, and sheresigned herself againto the belief that “real
life” wasneither red nor dive.

Thebirth of her little girl swept away thisdelusion. At last
shefdt hersdf in contact with the actua businessof living: but
even thisimpressionwasnot enduring.

Everything but theirreducible crudefact of child-bearing
assumed, inthe Leath household, the same ghostly tinge of
unreality. Her husband, at thetime, wasall that hisownideal
of ahusband required. He was attentive, and even suitably
moved: but as he sat by her bedside, and thoughtfully prof-
fered to her thelist of peoplewho had“ called to enquire’, she
looked first at him, and then at the child between them, and
wondered at the blundering a chemy of Nature...

Withthe exception of thelittlegirl herself, everything con-
nected with that time had grown curioudly remote and unim-
portant. The daysthat had moved so slowly asthey passed
seemed now to have plunged down head-long steeps of time;
and as she sat in the autumn sun, with Darrow’ sl etter in her
hand, the history of AnnaL eath appeared toitsheroinelike
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some grey shadowy talethat she might haveread inanold
book, onenight asshewasfalling asleep...

X

Two BrROWN BLURS emerging from thefarther end of thewood-
vistagradually defined themselvesas her step-son and an at-
tendant game-keeper. They grew dowly upon the bluish back-
ground, with occasional delaysand re-effacements, and she
sat still, waiting till they should reach thegate at theend of the
drive, wherethekeeper would turn off to hiscottageand Owen
continueon to the house.

Shewatched hisapproach withasmile. Fromthefirst days
of her marriage she had been drawnto the boy, but it was not
until after Effie’sbirth that shehad really begun to know him.
The eager observation of her own child had shown her how
much shehad still to learn about the dight fair boy whomthe
holidaysperiodicaly restored to Givre. Owen, eventhen, both
physically and moraly, furnished her with the oddest of com-
mentarieson hisfather’smienand mind. Hewould never, the
family sighingly recognized, be nearly ashandsomeasMr.
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L eath; but hisrather charmingly unbalanced face, withitsbrood-
ing forehead and petul ant boyish smile, suggested to Annawhat
hisfather’s countenance might have been could one havepic-
tured its neat features disordered by arattling breeze. She
even pushed the analogy farther, and descried in her step-
son’smind aquai ntly-twisted reflection of her husband's. With
hisbursts of door-dlamming activity, hisfitsof bookishindo-
lence, hiscruderevol utionary dogmatizing and hisflashes of
precocious irony, the boy was not unlike a boisterous em-
bodiment of hisfather’'stheories. It was as though Fraser
L eath’ sideas, accustomed to hang like marionetteson their
pegs, should suddenly come down and walk. Thereweremo-
ments, indeed, when Owen’s humours must have suggested
to hisprogenitor thegambolsof aninfant Frankenstein; but to
Annathey were the voice of her secret rebellions, and her
tendernessto her step-son was partly based on her severity
toward hersdlf. Ashe had the courage she had lacked, so she
meant him to have the chances she had missed; and every
effort shemadefor him hel ped to keep her own hopesalive.
Her interestin Owenled her to think moreoften of hismother,
and sometimes shewould dlip away and stand alone before
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her predecessor’sportrait. Since her arriva at Givrethepic-
ture—a“full-length” by aoncefashionableartis—had under-
gonethe successive displacements of an exiled consort re-
moved farther and farther from the throne; and Annacould
not help noting that these stages coincided with the gradual
declineof theartist’sfame. Shehad afancy that if hiscredit
had beenin theascendant thefirst Mrs. Leath might have con-
tinued to throne over the drawing-room mantel - piece, even
totheexclusion of her successor’seffigy. Instead of this, her
peregrinationshad finally landed her inthe shrouded solitude
of thebilliard-room, an apartment which no one ever entered,
but where it was understood that “the light was better,” or
might have beenif the shuttershad not been aways closed.

Here the poor lady, elegantly dressed, and seated in the
middleof alargelondy canvas, inthe blank contemplation of
agilt console, had aways seemed to Annato bewaiting for
visitorswho never came.

“Of coursethey never came, you poor thing! | wonder how
long it took you to find out that they never would?” Annahad
more than once apostrophized her, with aderision addressed
rather to herself than to thedead; but it wasonly after Effie’s
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birththat it occurred to her to study more closely thefacein
the picture, and speculate on the kind of visitorsthat Owen's
mother might have hoped for.

“Shecertainly doesn’'t look asif they would have beenthe
samekind asmine: but there’sno telling, from aportrait that
was so obvioudly done‘to pleasethefamily’, and that leaves
Owen so unaccounted for. Well, they never came, thevisitors,
they never came; and shedied of it. Shedied of it long before
they buried her: I’ m certain of that. Those are stone-dead eyes
inthe picture...Thelonelinessmust have been awful, if even
Owen couldn’t keep her from dying of it. Andtofedl it soshe
must have had feelings—real live ones, thekind that twitch
andtug. And all shehadtolook at al her lifewasagilt con-
sole—yes, that'sit, agilt console screwed tothewall! That's
exactly and absolutely what heis!”

Shedid not mean, if she could helpit, that either Effieor
Owen should know that loneliness, or let her know it again.
They were three, now, to keep each other warm, and she
embraced both children in the same passion of motherhood,
as though one were not enough to shield her from her
predecessor’ sfate.
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Sometimes shefancied that Owen L eath’sresponse was
warmer thanthat of her own child. But then Effiewasdtill hardly
morethan ababy, and Owen, from thefirst, had been amost
“oldenough to understand”: certainly DID understand now, in
atacit way that yet perpetually spoketo her. Thissenseof his
undergtanding wasthe degpest e ement intheir feding for each
other. There were so many things between them that were
never spoken of, or evenindirectly aludedto, yet that, evenin
their occasional discussions and differences, formed the
unadduced argumentsmaking for final agreement...

Musing on this, she continued to watch hisapproach; and
her heart beganto beet alittlefaster at thethought of what she
had to say to him. But when hereached the gate she saw him
pause, and after amoment heturned aside asif to gainacross-
road through the park.

Shestarted up and waved her sunshade, but he did not see
her. No doubt he meant to go back with the gamekeeper,
perhapsto thekennels, to seearetriever who had hurt hisleg.
Suddenly shewas seized by thewhim to overtake him. She
threw down the parasol, thrust her | etter into her bodice, and
catching up her skirtsbeganto run.
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Shewasdight and light, with anatural ease and quickness
of gait, but shecould not recall having runayard snceshehad
romped with Owenin hisschool-days; nor did sheknow what
impulsemoved her now. Sheonly knew that run shemust, that
no other motion, short of flight, would have been buoyant
enough for her humour. She seemed to be keeping pacewith
someinward rhythm, seeking to givebodily expressontothe
lyricrush of her thoughts. The earth alwaysfelt elastic under
her, and shehad aconsciousjoy intreadingit; but never hadit
been as soft and springy astoday. It seemed actually torise
and meet her as shewent, so that she had thefeeling, which
sometimes cameto her in dreams, of skimming miraculoudy
over short bright waves. Thealir, too, seemedto break inwaves
againg her, svegping by onitscurrent dl thedanted lightsand
moist sharp perfumesof thefailing day. She panted to herself:
“Thisisnonsense!” her blood hummed back: “But it'sglori-
ous!” and shesped ontill she saw that Owen had caught sight
of her and was striding back in her direction.

Then shestopped and waited, flushed and laughing, her hands
clasped against theletter in her breast.

“No, I'mnot mad,” shecdled out; “ but there ssomethingin
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the air today—don’'t you feel it>—And | wanted to have a
littletalk with you,” sheadded ashecameupto her, smiling at
himandlinking herarminhis.

He smiled back, but above the smile she saw the shade of
anxiety which, for thelast two months, had kept itsfixedline
between hishandsomeeyes.

“Owen, don’t ook likethat! | don’t want youto!” shesaid
imperioudy.

Helaughed. “You said that exactly like Effie. What doyou
want metodo?Toracewithyou as| do Effie?But | shouldn’t
haveashow!” heprotested, still with thelittlefrown between
hiseyes.

“Whereareyou going?’ sheasked.

“Tothekennels. But there' snot theleast need. Thevet has
seen Garry and he'sall right. If there' sanything youwanted to
tell me—"

“Did| say therewas?l just cameout to meet you—I wanted
toknow if you' d had good sport.”

Theshadow dropped onhimagain. “Noneat all. Thefactis
| didn’t try. Jean and | have just been knocking about in the
woods. | wasn'tin asanguinary mood.”
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They walked onwiththesamelight gait, so nearly of aheight
that keeping step cameasnaturaly tothem asbreathing. Anna
stole another look at the young face on alevel with her own.

“You did say therewas something you wanted to tell me,”
her step-son began after apause.

“Well, thereis.” Shedackened her paceinvoluntarily, and
they cameto a pause and stood facing each other under the
limes

“IsDarrow coming?’ heasked.

Sheseldom blushed, but at the question asudden heat suf-
fused her. Sheheld her head high.

“Yes: he'scoming. I’ vejust heard. He arrivesto-morrow.
But that’snot—" She saw her blunder and tried to rectify it.
“Or rather, yes, inaway itismy reason for wanting to speak
toyou—"'

“Becausehe’'scoming?’

“Becausehe’snot yet here.”

“It'sabout him, then?’

Helooked at her kindly, haf-humouroudly, an almost frater-
na wisdominhissamile.

“About—?No, no: | meant that | wanted to speak today
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becauseit’sour last day alonetogether.”

“Oh, | see.” Hehad dipped hishandsinto the pocketsof his
tweed shooting jacket and lounged aong at her side, hiseyes
bent on the moist ruts of the drive, asthough the matter had
lostdl interest for him.

He stopped again and faced her. “L ook here, my dear, it's
no sort of use.”

“What'snouse?’

“Anything on earth you can any of you say.”

Shechallenged him: “Am 1 oneof *any of you' 7’

Hedid notyield. “Well, then—anything on earth that even
YOU cansay.” “Youdon'tintheleast know what | can say—
or what | meanto.”

“Don'tl, generaly?’

Shegavehimthispoint, but only to makeanother. “ Yes; but
thisisparticularly. | want to say...Owen, you' ve been admi-
rabledl through.”

Hebrokeinto alaugh inwhichthe odd el der-brotherly note
wasonce more perceptible.

“Admirable,” sheemphasized. “ And sohasshe.”
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“Oh, and so have you to her!” Hisvoice broke down to
boyishness. “I’ venever logt sight of that for aminute. It'sbeen
atogether easier for her, though,” hethrew off presently.

“Onthewhole, | supposeit has. Well——" shesummed up
withalaugh, “aren’t you dl the better pleased to betold you' ve
behaved aswell asshe?’

“Oh, you know, I’ venot doneit for you,” hetossed back at
her, without theleast note of hostility in theaffected lightness
of histone.

“Haven't you, though, perhaps—theleast bit? Because, af -
ter al, youknew | understood?’

“You' ve been awfully kind about pretending to.”

Shelaughed. “You don't believe me?You must remember |
had your grandmother to consider.”

“Yes. and my father—and Effie, | suppose—and the out-
raged shadesof Givrel” Hepaused, asif tolay morestresson
theboyish sneer: “Doyou likewiseincludethelate Monsieur
deChantelle?’

His step-mother did not appear to resent the thrust. She
went on, in the sametone of affectionate persuasion: “Yes: |
must have seemed to you too subject to Givre. Perhaps| have
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been. But you know that wasnot my real object inasking you
towait, to say nothing to your grandmother before her return.”

He considered. “ Your real object, of course, wasto gain
time”

“Yes—but for whom?Why not for you?’

“For me?’ Heflushed up quickly. “ You don’'t mean—7?"

Shelaid her hand on hisarm and looked gravely into his
handsomeeyes.

“I mean that when your grandmother getsback from Ouchy
| shall speak toher—" *“You'll speak to her...?"

“Yes, if only you' || promiseto givemetime—"

“Timefor her to send for Adelaide Painter?’

“Oh, she Il undoubtedly send for Adelaide Painter!”

Theallusion touched aspring of mirthin both their minds,
and they exchanged alaughing look.

“Only you must promise not to rush things. You must give
metimeto prepare Adelaidetoo,” Mrs. Leath went on.

“Prepare her too?” He drew away for abetter [ook at her.
“Prepareher for what?’

“Why, to prepareyour grandmother! For your marriage. Yes,
that’swhat | mean. I’ mgoing to seeyou through, you know —"
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Hisfeint of indifference broke down and he caught her hand.
“Oh, you dear divinething! | didn’t dream—"

“1 know you didn’t.” Shedropped her gaze and began to
walk ondowly. “1 can’t say you' ve convinced meof thewis-
dom of the step. Only | seem to seethat other things matter
more—and that not missing thingsmattersmost. Perhaps!’ ve
changed—or your not changing has convinced me. I’ m cer-
tain now that youwon'’t budge. And that wasreally al | ever
cared about.”

“Oh, asto not budging—I told you so monthsago: you might
have been sure of that! And how can you beany surer today
thanyesterday?’

“I don’t know. | suppose onelearnssomething every day—"

“Not at Givre!” helaughed, and shot ahalf-ironiclook at
her. “But you haven't really been at Givre lately—not for
months! Don’'t you suppose |’ ve noticed that, my dear?’

Sheechoed hislaughto mergeitinanundenying sgh. “Poor
Givre...”

“Poor empty Givre! With so many roomsfull and yet not a
soul init—except of course my grandmother, whoisitssoul!”

They had reached the gateway of the court and stood | ook-



Wharton

ing with acommon accord at the long soft-hued facade on
which the autumn light was dying. “ It looks so madeto be
happy i——" shemurmured.

“Yes—today, today!” He pressed her arm alittle. “ Oh,
you darling—to havegivenit that look for me!l” He paused,
and thenwent oninalower voice: “Don’'t you feel weoweit
to the poor old placeto do what we canto giveit that look?
You, too, | mean? Come, let’smake it grin from wing to
wing! I’ve such amad desireto say outrageousthingsto it
—haven’'t you? After al, in old timesthere must have been
living peoplehere!”

L oosening her arm from his she continued to gaze up at the
house-front, which seemed, intheplaintivedeclineof light, to
send her back the mute appeal of something doomed.

“Itisbeautiful,” shesaid.

“A beautiful memory! Quite perfect totakeout and turn over
when|’mgrinding at thelaw inNew York, and you' re——"
Hebrokeoff andlooked a her withaquestioning smile. “ Comel
Tell me. Youand| don't haveto say thingstotak to each other.
Whenyou turn suddenly absentminded and mysterious| dways
fed likesaying: ‘ Comeback. All isdiscovered'.”
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Shereturned hissmile. * You know as much as | know. |
promiseyouthat.”

Hewavered, asif for thefirst time uncertain how far he
might go. “I don’'t know Darrow asmuch asyou know him,”
he presently risked.

Shefrownedalittle. “You said just now wedidn’'t need to
say things’

“Weasl| spesking?I thought it wasyour eyes——" Hecaught
her by both elbows and spun her halfway round, so that the
late sun shed abetraying gleam on her face. “They’resuch
awfully conversational eyes! Don't you supposethey told me
long ago why it’sjust today you’ ve made up your mind that
peoplehavegot to livetheir own lives—even at Givre?’

Xl

“THISISTHE SOUTH TERRACE,” Annasaid. “ Should youliketo
wak downtotheriver?’

Sheseemedto listen to herself speaking from afar-off airy
height, and yet to bewholly gathered into the circle of con-
sciousness which drew its glowing ring about herself and
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Darrow. To the aerial listener her words sounded flat and
colourless, but to the self within thering each onebeat witha
separate heart.

It wastheday after Darrow’sarrival, and hehad comedown
early, drawn by the sweetness of thelight on thelawnsand
gardensbelow hiswindow. Annahad heard the echo of his
seponthedtairs, hispauseinthe stone- flagged hal, hisvoice
asheasked aservant whereto find her. Shewasat theend of
the house, inthe brown-panelled sitting-room which shefre-
quented at that season becauseit caught the sunlight first and
kept it longest. She stood near thewindow, inthe pale band of
brightness, arranging some salmon-pink geraniumsinashal-
low porcelain bowl. Every sensation of touch and sight was
thrice-alivein her. Thegrey- greenfur of thegeranium leaves
caressed her fingersand the sunlight wavering acrosstheir-
regular surface of the old parquet floor madeit seem asbright
and shifting asthe brown bed of astream.

Darrow stood framed in the door-way of thefarthest draw-
ing-room, alight-grey figure against the black and whiteflag-
ging of the hall; then he began to movetoward her down the
empty pae-pandled vista, crossing oneafter another thelong
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reflectionswhich aprojecting cabinet or screen cast hereand
thereupon the shining floors.

Ashedrew nearer, hisfigurewas suddenly displaced by
that of her husband, whom, from the same point, she had so
often seen advancing down the same perspective. Straight,
spare, erect, looking to right and left with quick preciseturns
of the head, and stopping now and thento Sraightenachair or
alter the position of avase, Fraser Leath used to march to-
ward her through thedoublefileof furniturelikeagenera re-
viewing aregiment drawn up for hisinspection. At acertain
point, midway acrossthe second room, he always stopped
beforethe mantel-piece of pinkish-yellow marbleand looked
at himself inthetall garlanded glassthat surmountedit. She
could not remember that he had ever found anything to
straighten or alter in hisown studied attire, but shehad never
known him to omit the inspection when he passed that par-
ticular mirror.

When it wasover he continued more briskly on hisway,
andtheresulting expression of satisfaction wasstill onhisface
when heentered the oak sitting-room to greet hiswife...

Thespectra projection of thislittledaily scenehung but for
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amoment before Anna, but inthat moment she had timeto
fling awondering glance acrossthe distance between her past
and present. Then the footsteps of the present came close,
and shehadto drop thegeraniumsto give her handto Darrow...

“Yes, let uswalk downtotheriver.”

They had neither of them, asyet, found much to say to each
other. Darrow had arrived late onthe previous afternoon, and
during the evening they had had between them Owen Leath
andtheir ownthoughts. Now they werea onefor thefirsttime
andthefact wasenoughinitsdf. Yet Annawasintensay avare
that as soon asthey began to talk moreintimately they would
fedl that they knew each other lesswell.

They passed out onto theterrace and down the stepsto the
gravel wak beow. Theddicatefrogting of dew gavethegrass
abluish shimmer, and thesunlight, didinginemerad streaks
along thetree-boles, gathered itself into great luminousblurs
at the end of the wood-walks, and hung abovethefieldsa
watery glory likethering about an autumn moon.

“It'sgoodto behere,” Darrow said.

They took aturn to theleft and stopped for amoment to
look back at thelong pink house-front, plainer, friendlier, less
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adorned than on the side toward the court. So prolonged yet
delicate had been thefriction of timeupon itsbricksthat cer-
tain expanses had the bloom and texture of old red velvet, and
the patchesof gold lichen spreading over themlooked likethe
last traces of adim embroidery. The dome of the chapel, with
itsgilded cross, rose above onewing, and the other endedina
conical pigeon-house, abovewhichthebirdswereflying, lus-
trousand dlatey, their breasts merged in the blue of the roof
whenthey dropped downonit.

“Andthisiswhereyou vebeen dl theseyears.”

They turned away and began to walk down along tunnel of
yellowing trees. Bencheswith mossy feet stood against the
mossy edges of the path, and at itsfarther end it widened into
acircleabout abasin rimmed with stone, in which theopague
water strewn with leaveslooked likeaslab of gold-flecked
agate. The path, growing narrower, wound on circuitously
through thewoods, between dender serried trunkstwined with
ivy. Patches of blue appeared abovethem through the dwin-
dlingleaves, and presently the treesdrew back and showed
theopenfieldsaongtheriver.

They walked on acrossthefieldsto thetow-path. Inacurve
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of thewall some stepsled up to acrumbling pavilion with
openings choked withivy. Annaand Darrow seated them-
selveson thebench projecting fromtheinner wall of the pavil-
ionand looked acrosstheriver at thed opesdividedinto blocks
of green and fawn-colour, and at the chalk-tinted villagelifting
its squat church-tower and grey roofs against the precisely
drawnlinesof thelandscape. Annasat Slent, sointensely awvare
of Darrow’s nearnessthat therewas no surprisein thetouch
helaid on her hand. They looked at each other, and hesmiled
and said: “ Thereareto be no more obstaclesnow.”

“Obstacles?” Theword startled her. “What obstacles?’

“Don’'t you remember thewording of thetelegramthat turned
meback last May?* Unforeseen obstacle’ : that wasit. What
wasthe earth-shaking problem, by theway? Finding agov-
ernessfor Effie, wasn'tit?’

“But | gaveyou my reason: thereason why it was an ob-
stacle. | wroteyou fully about it.”

“Yes, | know you did.” Helifted her hand and kissed it.
“How far off it all seems, and how littleit all matterstoday!”

Shelooked at him quickly. “Doyoufed that?| supposel’m
different. | want to draw al thosewasted monthsinto today—
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tomakethemapart of it.”

“Butthey are, tome. You reach back and take everything—
back tothefirst daysof all.”

Shefrowned alittle, asif struggling with aninarticul ate per-
plexity. “ It'scurioushow, in thosefirst days, too, something
that | didn’t understand came between us.”

“Oh, inthosedaysweneither of usunderstood, didwe?1t's
part of what'scalled the blissof being young.”

“Yes, | thought that, too: thought it, | mean, inlooking back.
Butit couldn’t, even then, have been astrue of you asof me;
and now—"

“Now,” hesaid, “the only thing that mattersisthat we're
stting heretogether.”

Hedismissed therest with alightnessthat might have seemed
conclusive evidence of her power over him. But shetook no
pridein suchtriumphs. It seemed to her that shewanted his
alegianceand hisadoration not so much for herself asfor their
mutual love, and that intreating lightly any past phase of their
relation hetook something fromitspresent beauty. The colour
roseto her face.

“Between you and meeverything matters.”
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“Of coursel” Shefelt theunpercelving sweetnessof hisamile.
“That'swhy,” hewent on, “‘ everything,” for me, ishereand
now: onthisbench, betweenyouand me.”

Shecaught at thephrase. “ That’ swhat | meant: it'shereand
now; wecan't get away fromit.”

“Get away fromit? Do you want to?again?’

Her heart was beating unsteadily. Something in her, fitfully
and with reluctance, struggled tofreeitsdf, but thewarmth of
his nearness penetrated every sense asthe sunlight steeped
thelandscape. Then, suddenly, shefdlt that shewanted noless
than thewhole of her happiness.

“‘ Again’ ?But wasn'tit you, thelast time—?’

Shepaused, thetremor in her of Psyche holding up thelamp.
Butintheinterrogativelight of her pause her companion’sfea
tures underwent no change.

“Thelast time?Last spring? But it wasyou who—for the
best of reasons, as you’ ve told me—turned me back from
your very door last spring!”

Shesaw that hewasgood-humouredly ready to* thresh out,”
for her sentimental satisfaction, aquestionwhich, for hisown,
Timehad so conclusively dedlt with; and the senseof hisreadi-
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nessreassured her.

“l wroteassoon as| could,” shergoined. “1 explained the
delay and asked you to come. And you never even answered
my letter.”

“It wasimpossible to comethen. | had to go back to my
post.”

“Andimpossibletowriteand tell meso?’

“Your |etter wasalong timecoming. | had waited aweek—
ten days. | had someexcusefor thinking, when it came, that
youwereinnogreat hurry for ananswer.”

“You thought that—redlly—after readingit?’

“I thought it.”

Her heart |eaped up to her throat. “ Then why areyou here
today?’

He turned on her with a quick look of wonder. “God
knows—if you can ask methat!”

“Youseel wasrighttosay | didn’t understand.”

He stood up abruptly and stood facing her, blocking the
view over theriver and thecheckered dopes. “ Perhaps| might
say sotoo.”

“No, no: wemust neither of ushaveany reasonfor saying it



The Recf

again.” Shelooked at himgravely. “ Surely youand | needn’t
arrangethelights before we show ourselvesto each other. |
want youto seemejust asl am, with all my irrational doubts
and scruples; the old onesand the new onestoo.”

He came back to his seat beside her. “Never mind theold
ones. They werejustified—I’ mwilling to admit it. With the
governesshaving suddenly to be packed off, and Effieon your
hands, and your mother-in-law ill, | seetheimpossibility of
your |etting me come. | even seethat, at the moment, it was
difficult towrite and explain. But what doesall that matter
now? The new scruplesarethe ones| want to tackle.”

Again her heart trembled. Shefet her happinessso near, so
sure, that tostrainit closer might belikeachild'scrushing apet
birdinitscaress. But her very security urged her on. For solong
her doubts had been knife-edged: now they had turned into
bright harmlesstoysthat she could tossand catch without peril!

“You didn’'t come, and you didn’t answer my letter; and
after waiting four months| wroteanother.” “And | answered
that one; and I’ m here.”

“Yes.” Sheheld hiseyes. “Butinmy last etter | repeated
exactly what I’ d said in the first—the one | wrote you last
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June. | told you thenthat | wasready to giveyoutheanswer to
what you' d asked mein London; andintelling youthat, | told
you what theanswer was.”

“My dearest! My dearest!” Darrow murmured.

“Youignoredthat | etter. All summer youmadenosign. And
al | ask now is, that you should frankly tell mewhy.”

“1 canonly repeat what I’ vejust said. | was hurt and un-
happy and | doubted you. | supposeif I’d cared less| should
have been more confident. | cared somuchthat | couldn’t risk
another failure. For you' d made mefeel that I’ d miserably
falled. Sol shut my eyesand set my teeth and turned my back.
There sthewholepusiilanimoustruth of it!”

“Oh, if it'sthe whol e truth!——" She let him clasp her.
“There’'smy torment, you see. | thought that waswhat your
silencemeant till | madeyou break it. Now | want to besure
that | wasright.”

“What can| tell youto makeyou sure?’

“You can let metell you everything first.” Shedrew away,
but without taking her hands from him. “Owen saw you in
Paris,” shebegan.

Shelooked at him and hefaced her steadily. Thelight was
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full on hispleasantly-browned face, hisgrey eyes, hisfrank
whiteforehead. Shenoticed for thefirst timeasea-ringina
setting of twisted silver on the hand he had kept on hers.

“InParis?Oh, yes...Sohedid.”

“He came back and told me. | think you talked to him a
moment inatheatre. | asked if you' d spoken of my having put
you off—or if you' d sent meany message. Hedidn't remem-
ber that you had.”

“Inacrush—inaParisfoyer?My dear!”

“It wasabsurd of me! But Owen and | haveawaysbeenon
odd kind of brother-and-sister terms. | think he guessed about
uswhen he saw you with mein London. So heteased mea
little and tried to make me curious about you; and when he
saw he' d succeeded he told me he hadn’t had time to say
much to you because you werein such ahurry to get back to
thelady youwerewith.”

Hedtill held her hands, but shefelt notremor inhis, and the
blood did not tir inhisbrown cheek. He seemed to be honestly
turning over hismemories. “ Yes. andwhat dsedid hetd | you?

“Oh, not much, except that shewasawfully pretty. When|
asked himto describe her he said you had her tucked away in
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abaignoireand hehadn’t actualy seen her; but he saw thetall
of her cloak, and somehow knew from that that shewas pretty.
Onedoes, you know...I think he said the cloak was pink.”

Darrow brokeinto alaugh. “ Of courseit was—they dways
are! Sothat wasat the bottom of your doubts?’

“Not at first. | only laughed. But afterward, when | wrote
you and you didn’t answer——ONh, you do see?’ she ap-
pededtohim.

Hewaslooking at her gently. “ Yes: | see.”

“It'snot asif thiswerealight thing between us. | want you
toknow meas| am. If | thought that at that moment...when
you wereonyour way here, dmost—"

He dropped her hand and stood up. “ Yes, yes—I| under-
gand.”

“But doyou?’ Her look followed him. “1’m not agooseof a
girl. 1 know...of coursel know...but therearethingsawoman
feds...whenwhat sheknowsdoesn't makeany difference. It's
not that | want you to explain—I mean about that particular
evening. It'sonly that | want you to have the whole of my
feding. | didn’t know what it wastill | saw you again. | never
dreamed | should say suchthingstoyou!”
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“1 never dreamed | should be hereto hear you say them!”
Heturned back and lifting afloating end of her scarf put his
lipstoit. “But now that you have, | know—I know,” he smiled
downat her.

“You know?’

“That thisisnolight thing between us. Now you may ask me
anything you please! That wasall | wantedto ask you.”

For along moment they |ooked at each other without speak-
ing. Shesaw thedancing spiritinhiseyesturn graveand darken
to apassionate sternness. He stooped and kissed her, and she
sat asif foldedinwings.

X1l

IT WAS IN THE NATURAL ORDER OF THINGS that, on the way
back to the house, their talk should haveturned to thefuture.

Annawas not eager to defineit. She had an extraordinary
sengitivenessto theimpal pable elements of happiness, and as
shewalked at Darrow’s side her imagination flew back and
forth, spinning luminouswebs of fedling between herself and
the scene about her. Every heightening of emotion produced
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for her anew effusion of beauty invisblethings andwithitthe
sensethat such momentsshould belingered over and absorbed
like some unrenewable miracle. She understood Darrow’s
impatienceto seetheir planstake shape. Sheknew it must be
so, shewould not have had it otherwise; but to reach apoint
whereshe could fix her mind on hisappeal for datesand deci-
sonswasliketryingto break her way throughtheslver tangle
of an April wood.

Darrow wished to use hisdiplomatic opportunitiesasameans
of studying certain economic and socia problemswithwhich
he presently hopedto ded inprint; and with thisinview hehed
asked for, and obtai ned, a South American gppointment. Anna
wasready tofollow whereheled, and not rel uctant to put new
sightsaswell asnew thoughts between herself and her past.
Shehad, inadirect way, only Effieand Effie' seducationto
consider; and there seemed, after duereflection, no reason
why themost anxiousregard for these should not be concili-
ated with thedemandsof Darrow’s career. Effie, it wasevi-
dent, could beleft to Madame de Chantell€ scaretill thecouple
should have organized their life; and shemight even, aslong as
her future step-father’ swork retained him in distant posts,
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continueto divide her year between Givreand the antipodes.

Asfor Owen, who had reached hislega mgority twoyears
before, and was soon to attain theagefixed for thetaking over
of hispaternal inheritance, thearrival of thisdatewould re-
ducehisstep-mother’srespong bility to afriendly concernfor
hiswelfare. Thismadefor the prompt redlization of Darrow’s
wishes, and there seemed no reason why themarriage should
not take placewithinthe six weeksthat remained of hisleave.

They passed out of thewood-walk into the open brightness
of thegarden. The noon sunlight sheeted with gold thebronze
flanksof the polygond yews. Chrysanthemums, russet, saffron
and orange, glowed likethe efflorescence of an enchanted for-
es; betsof red begoniapurpling towine-colour ranlike smoul-
dering flameamong the borders; and abovethisoutspread tap-
estry the house extended itsharmoni ouslength, the soberness
of itslinessoftened to graceintheluminousmisty air.

Darrow stood still, and Annafelt that hisglancewastrav-
elling from her to the scene about them and then back to
her face.

“You'resureyou’ re prepared to give up Givre? You look
so madefor each other!”
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“Oh, Givre——" Shebroke off suddenly, feeling asif her
too carelesstonehad delivered al her past into hishands; and
with one of her instinctive movements of recoil she added:
“When Owenmarries| shal havetogiveit up.”

“When Owen marries? That'sl ooking some distance ahead!
| want to betold that meanwhileyou’ Il have noregrets.”

Shehesitated. Why did he pressher to uncover to him her
poor starved past? A vaguefedling of loyalty, adesireto spare
what could no longer harm her, made her answer evasively:
“Therewill probably be no * meanwhile.” Owen may marry
beforelong.”

Shehad not meant to touch on the subject, for her step-son
had sworn her to provisional secrecy; but sincethe shortness
of Darrow’sleave necessitated aprompt adjustment of their
ownplans, it was, after dl, inevitablethat sheshould givehim
at least ahint of Owen's.

“Owen marry?Why, healwaysseemslikeafauninflan-
nels! | hopehe' sfound adryad. Theremight easily beoneleft
inthese blue-and-gold woods.”

“1 can't tell you yet where hefound hisdryad, but shelS
one, | believe: at any rate she'll becomethe Givrewoodsbet-
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ter than | do. Only theremay bedifficulties—"

“Well! At that agethey’ renot alwaysto bewished away.”

Shehesitated. “Owen, at any rate, hasmade up hismindto
overcomethem; and I’ ve promised to seehim through.”

Shewent on, after amoment’scons deration, to explain that
her step-son’schoicewas, for variousreasons, not likely to
commend itself to hisgrandmother. “ She must be prepared
for it, and I’ ve promised to do the preparing. You know |
always have seen him through things, and herather countson
menow.”

Shefancied that Darrow’sexclamation had init afaint note
of annoyance, and wondered if he again suspected her of seek-
ing apretext for postponement.

“But once Owen'sfutureissettled, youwon't, surely, for the
sake of what you call seeing himthrough, ask that | should go
away againwithout you?’ Hedrew her closer asthey wa ked.
“Owenwill understand, if youdon't. Sincehe' sinthesamecase
himsdf I'll throw mysdf onhismercy. HE |l seethat | havethe
first clamonyou; hewon't even want you not to seeit.”

“Owen seeseverything: I'mnot afraid of that. But hisfuture
isn't settled. HE' svery young to marry—too young, hisgrand-
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mother issureto think—and the marriage hewantsto makeis
not likely to convince her to the contrary.”

“Youdon't meanthat it’slike hisfirst choice?’

“Oh, no! But it’snot what Madame de Chantellewould call
agood match; it'snot evenwhat | call awiseone.”

“Yet you' rebacking himup?’

“Yet I’'mbacking him up.” She paused. “1 wonder if you'll
understand?What I’ vemost wanted for him, and shall want
for Effie, isthat they shall alwaysfeel freeto maketheir own
mistakes, and never, if possible, be persuaded to make other
people's. Evenif Owen'smarriageisamistake, and hasto be
paidfor, | believehée |l learn and grow inthe paying. Of course
| can’t make Madame de Chantelle seethis; but | canremind
her that, with hischaracter—hisbig rushesof impulse, hisodd
intervals of ebb and apathy—she may drive himinto some
worseblunder if shethwartshim now.”

“And you mean to break the news to her as soon as she
comesback from Ouchy?’

“Assoonas| seemy way toit. Sheknowsthegirl andlikes
her: that’s our hope. And yet it may, in the end, prove our
danger, makeit harder for usall, when shelearnsthetruth,
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thanif Owen had chosen astranger. | can’t tell you moretill
I’ vetold her: I’ ve promised Owen not to tell any one. All |
ask youisto givemetime, to give meafew daysat any rate
She’sbeen wonderfully ‘nice,” asshewould call it, about
you, and about thefact of my having soontoleave Givre; but
that, again, may makeit harder for Owen. At any rate, you
can see, can’'t you, how it makes me want to stand by him?
You seg, | couldn’t bear it if the least fraction of my happi-
ness seemed to be stolen from his—asif it werealittle scrap
of happinessthat had to be pieced out with other people’s!”
She clasped her handson Darrow’sarm. “| want our lifeto
be like ahouse with all thewindowslit: I’d like to string
lanternsfrom theroof and chimneys!”

Sheended with aninward tremor. All through her exposi-
tion and her appeal shehad told hersdlf that the moment could
hardly havebeenlesswell chosen. InDarrow’splaceshewould
havefelt, ashe doubtlessdid, that her carefully developed
argument was only the disguise of an habitual indecision. It
wasthehour of al otherswhen shewould haveliked to affirm
herself by brushing aside every obstacleto hiswishes; yet it
was only by opposing them that she could show the strength
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of character shewanted himtofeel inher.

But asshetaked shebeganto seethat Darrow’sface gave
back no reflection of her words, that he continued to wear the
abstracted look of amanwhoisnot listeningtowhat issaid to
him. It caused her adlight pang to discover that histhoughts
could wander at such amoment; then, with aflush of joy she
perceived the reason.

In some undefinableway she had become aware, without
turning her head, that hewas steeped in the sense of her near-
ness, absorbed in contempl ating the detail s of her faceand
dress; and the discovery made the wordsthrong to her lips.
Shefdt herself speak with ease, authority, conviction. Shesaid
tohersdlf: “Hedoesn't carewhat | say—it’senoughthat | say
it—evenif it'sstupid he' Il like mebetter for it...” Sheknew
that every inflexion of her voice, every gesture, every charac-
teristic of her person—itsvery defects, thefact that her fore-
head wastoo high, that her eyeswere not large enough, that
her hands, though dender, werenot small, and that thefingers
did not taper—sheknew that these deficiencieswere so many
channe sthrough which her influence streamed to him; that she
pleased himin spite of them, perhapsbecause of them; that he
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wanted her as shewas, and not asshewould haveliked to be;
andfor thefirst timeshefdtin her veinsthe security andlight-
nessof happy love.

They reached the court and wal ked under thelimestoward
the house. The hall door stood wide, and through the win-
dowsopening on theterracethe sun danted acrossthe black
and whitefloor, thefaded tapestry chairs, and Darrow’strav-
elling coat and cap, whichlay among thecloaksand rugspiled
onabenchagainst thewall.

Thesight of these garments, lying among her ownwraps,
gave her asenseof homely intimacy. It wasasif her happiness
camedown from the skiesand took onthe plaindressof daily
things. At last she seemedto holdit in her hand.

Asthey entered the hall her eyelit on an unstamped note
conspicuously placed onthetable.

“From Owen! He must have rushed off somewhereinthe
motor.”

Shefelt asecret tir of pleasure at theimmediate inference
that sheand Darrow would probably lunch alone. Then she
openedthenoteand stared at it in wonder.

“Dear,” Owenwrote, “after what you said yesterday | can't
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wait another hour, and I’ m off to Francheuiil, to catch the Dijon
expressand travel back withthem. Don't befrightened; | won't
speak unlessit'ssafeto. Trust mefor that—but | hadto go.”

Shelooked up dowly.

“He'sgoneto Dijonto meet hisgrandmother. Oh, | hopel
haven't madeamistake!”

“You?Why, what have youto dowith hisgoingto Dijon?’

Shehesitated. “ Theday beforeyesterday | told him, for the
first time, that | meant to see him through, no matter what
happened. And I’ m afraid he'slost hishead, and will beim-
prudent and spoil things. You see, | hadn’t meant to say a
wordtohimtill I’ d had timeto prepare Madame de Chantelle.”

Shefelt that Darrow was|ooking at her and reading her
thoughts, and the colour flew to her face. * Yes: it waswhen
heard youwerecomingthat | told him. | wanted himtofed as
| felt...it seemed too unkind to makehimwait!” Her hand was
inhis, and hisarm rested for amoment on her shoulder.

“I1t would have been too unkind to make himwait.”

They moved side by side toward the stairs. Through the
haze of blissenve oping her, Owen’saffairsseemed curioudy
unimportant and remote. Nothing really mattered but thistor-
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rent of light in her veins. She put her foot on thelowest step,
saying: “It'snearly luncheontime—I must take off my hat...”
and asshe started up the stairs Darrow stood below inthe hall
and watched her. But the distance between them did not make
him seem lessnear: it wasasif histhoughtsmoved with her
and touched her like endearing hands.

In her bedroom she shut the door and stood still, looking
about her inafit of dreamy wonder. Her feelingswereunlike
any shehad ever known: richer, deegper, more compl ete. For
thefirst timeeverything in her, from head to foot, seemed to
befeeding thesamefull current of sensation.

Shetook off her hat and went to the dressing-tableto smooth
her hair. The pressure of the hat had flattened the dark strands
on her forehead; her facewas paler than usua, with shadows
about theeyes. Shefelt apang of regret for thewasted years.
“If I look likethistoday,” she said to herself, “what will he
think of mewhen I’ mill or worried?’ She began to run her
fingersthrough her hair, rgoicinginitsthickness; then shede-
sisted and sat still, resting her chinon her hands.

“l want himto seemeas| am,” shethought.

Deeper than the deepest fibre of her vanity wasthetrium-
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phant sensethat as shewas, with her flattened hair, her tired
pdlor, her thindeevesalittletumbled by theweight of her jacket,
hewould like her even better, feel her nearer, dearer, morede-
drable, thaninal the splendoursshemight put onfor him. Inthe
light of thisdiscovery shestudied her facewithanew intentness,
seeingitsdefectsas she had never seen them, yet seeing them
through akind of radiance, asthough love were aluminous
mediuminto which shehad been bodily plunged.
Shewasglad now that she had confessed her doubtsand
her jeal ousy. Shedivined that amaninlove may beflattered
by suchinvoluntary betrayals, that there are momentswhen
respect for hisliberty appealsto himlessthan theinability to
respect it: moments so propitiousthat awoman’svery mis-
takesand indiscretions may help to establish her dominion.
Thesenseof power shehad been awareof intalking to Darrow
cameback withten-fold force. Shefdt liketesting him by the
most fantastic exactions, and at the same moment shelonged
to humble hersalf before him, to make hersdlf the shadow and
echo of hismood. Shewanted to linger with himinaworld of
fancy and yet to walk at hissidein the world of fact. She
wanted himtofed her power and yet toloveher for herigno-
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rance and humility. Shefeltlikeadave, and agoddess, and a
girl inher teens...

X1

DARROW, LATE THAT EVENING, threw himsalf into an armchair
before hisfireand mused.

Theroomwas propitiousto meditation. Thered-velled lamp,
the cornersof shadow, the splashesof firelight onthe curves
of old full-bodied wardrobes and cabinets, gaveit anair of
intimacy increased by itsfaded hangings, itsdightly frayed and
threadbarerugs. Everything in it was harmonioudy shabby,
with asubtle sought-for shabbinessin which Darrow fancied
he discerned thetouch of Fraser Leath. But Fraser Leath had
grown so unimportant afactor in the scheme of thingsthat
thesemarksof hispresence caused the young man no emotion
beyond that of afaint retrospective amusement.

The afternoon and evening had been perfect.

After amoment of concern over her step-son’sdeparture,
Annahad surrendered herself to her happinesswith anim-
petuosity that Darrow had never suspected in her. Early inthe
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afternoon they had gone out in the motor, traversing miles of
sober-tinted landscapein which, hereand there, ascarlet vine-
yard flamed, clattering through the streets of stony villages,
coming out onlow dopesabovetheriver, or winding through
thepalegold of narrow wood-roadswith the blueof clear-cut
hillsat their end. Over everythinglay afaint sunshinethat ssemed
dissolvedinthedtill air, and the smell of wet rootsand decay-
ing leaveswas merged in the pungent scent of burning under-
brush. Once, at the turn of awall, they stopped the motor
beforearuined gateway and, stumbling along aroad full of
ruts, stood beforealittleold deserted house, fantastically carved
and chimneyed, whichlay inamoat under the shade of ancient
trees. They paced the paths between thetrees, found amoul dy
Templeof Loveon anidet among reedsand plantains, and,
sitting on abenchinthe stable-yard, watched the pigeonscir-
cling against the sunset over their cot of patterned brick. Then
themotor flew oninto the dusk...

Whenthey cameinthey sat besidethefireintheoak draw-
ing-room, and Darrow noticed how delicately her head stood
out agai nst the sombre panelling, and mused on the enjoyment
therewould alwaysbein themerefact of watching her hands
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asthey moved about among thetea-things...

They dined late, and facing her acrossthetable, withitslow
lightsand flowers, hefdt anextraordinary pleasureinseaing her
aganineveningdress, andinletting hiseyesdwell ontheproud
shy set of her head, theway her dark hair clasped it, and the
girlishthinnessof her neck abovethedight swell of the breest.
Hisimagination was struck by the quality of reticencein her
beauity. She suggested afine portrait kept downto afew tones,
or aGreek vaseonwhichtheplay of lightistheonly pattern.

After dinner they went out on theterracefor alook at the
moon-misted park. Through thecrepuscular whitenessthetrees
hung in blotted masses. Below theterrace, thegardendrew its
dark diagrams between statuesthat stood like muffled con-
spiratorson the edge of the shadow. Farther off, themeadows
unrolled asIver-shot tissue to the mantling of mist abovethe
river; and the autumn starstrembled overhead like their own
reflectionsseenindimwater.

Helit hiscigar, and they walked slowly up and down the
flagsinthelanguid air, till he put an arm about her, saying:
“Youmusin't stay till you' rechilled” ; then they went back into
theroom and drew up their chairstothefire.
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It seemed only amoment later that she said: “ It must be
after eleven,” and stood up and looked down on him, smiling
faintly. Hesat till, absorbing thelook, and thinking: “ There' |l
be eveningsand evenings’—till shecame nearer, bent over
him, and with ahand on hisshoulder said: “ Good night.”

Hegot to hisfeet and put hisarmsabout her.

“Good night,” heanswered, and held her fast; and they gave
each other along kissof promise and communion.

Thememory of it glowedinhim till ashesat over hiscrum-
bling fire; but beneath hisphysical exultation hefelt acertain
gravity of mood. Hishappinesswasin somesort therallying-
point of many scattered purposes. He summed it up vaguely
by saying to himself that to be loved by awoman like that
made“dl thedifference’...Hewasalittletired of experiment-
ing onlife; hewanted to “takealing’, tofollow thingsup, to
centralize and concentrate, and produceresults. Two or three
moreyearsof diplomacy—with her beside him!—and then
their real lifewould begin: study, travel and book-making for
him, and for her—wall, thejoy, at any rate, of getting out of an
atmosphere of bric-a-brac and card-leaving into theopenair
of competing activities.
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Thedesrefor change had for sometimebeenlatentinhim,
and hismeeting with Mrs. Legth the previous spring had given
itadefinitedirection. With suchacomradetofocusand stimu-
late hisenergieshefelt modestly but agreeably sureof “doing
something”. And under thisassurancewasthelurking sense
that he was somehow worthy of hisopportunity. Hislife, on
thewhole, had been acreditableaffair. Out of modest chances
and middling talentshe had built himself afairly marked per-
sonality, known some exceptional people, doneanumber of
interesting and afew rather difficult things, and found himsdlf,
at thirty-seven, possessed of anintellectua ambition sufficient
to occupy the passageto arobust and energetic old age. As
for the private and personal sideof hislife, it had comeupto
the current standards, and if it had dropped, now and then,
below amoreideal measure, even these declineshad been
brief, parenthetic, incidental. In the recognized essentialshe
had dwaysremained gtrictly withinthelimit of hisscruples.

From thisreassuring survey of hiscasehe cameback tothe
contemplation of itscrowning felicity. Hismindturned againto
hisfirst meeting with AnnaSummersand took up oneby one
thethreads of their faintly sketched romance. He dwelt with
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pardonable pride on thefact that fate had so early marked him
for thehigh privilege of possessing her: it seemed to mean that
they hadredlly, inthetruest sense of theill-used phrase, been
madefor each other.

Deeper ill thandl these satiSfactionswasthemered ementa
sense of well-being in her presence. That, after all, waswhat
proved her to bethewoman for him: the pleasure hetook in
theset of her head, theway her hair grew on her forehead and
at the nape, her steady gaze when he spoke, the gravefree-
dom of her gait and gestures. Herecalled every detail of her
face, thefineveiningsof thetemples, the bluish-brown shad-
owsin her upper lids, and theway thereflectionsof two stars
seemed to form and break up in her eyeswhen he held her
closetohim...

If he had had any doubt asto the nature of her feeling for
him those dissolving starswould haveallayed it. Shewasre-
served, shewas shy even, waswhat the shallow and effusive
would cdl “cold”. Shewaslikeapictureso hungthat it canbe
seenonly at acertain angle: an angleknownto no onebut its
possessor. Thethought flattered hissense of possessorship...He
felt that the smile on hislipswould have been fatuoushad it
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had awitness. Hewasthinking of her look when shehad ques-
tioned him about his meeting with Owen at thethestre: lessof
her wordsthan of her look, and of the effort the question cost
her: thereddening of her cheek, the degpening of the strained
line between her brows, theway her eyes sought shelter and
then turned and drew on him. Pride and passion wereinthe
conflict—meagnificent quditiesinawifel Thesght amost made
upfor hismomentary embarrassment at therousing of amemory
which had no placein his present picture of himself.

Yes! It wasworth agood deal to watch that fight between
her instinct and her intelligence, and know one’s self the ob-
ject of thestruggle...

Mingled with these sensationswere cond derationsof another
order. Hereflected with sati sfaction that shewasthekind of
womanwithwhom onewouldliketobeseeninpublic. Itwould
bedigtinctly agreegbletofollow her into drawing-rooms, towak
after her downtheaideof atheatre, to getinand out of trains
with her, tosay “my wife’ of her todl sortsof people. Hedraped
these detail sin the handsome phrase “ She’'sawoman to be
proud of”, and felt that thisfact somehow justified and ennobled
hisinginctiveboyishsatisfactioninloving her.

85

Hestood up, rambled acrosstheroom and leaned out for a
whileintothestarry night. Thenhedropped againintohisarm-
chair with asigh of deep content.

“Oh, hangit,” he suddenly exclaimed, “it’'sthe best thing
that’ sever happened to me, anyhow!”

THE NEXT DAY Waseven better. Hefdt, and knew shefdt, that
they had reached aclearer understanding of each other. It was
asif, after aswimthrough bright opposing waves, withadazzle
of suninther eyes, they had gained aninletinthe shadesof a
cliff, wherethey could float onthestill surface and gazefar
downinto the depths.

Now and then, asthey waked and talked, hefelt athrill of
youthful wonder at the coincidence of their viewsand their
experiences, at theway their mindsleapt to thesamepointin
thesameingtant.

“Theolddelusion, | suppose,” hesmiled to himself. “Will
Nature never tire of thetrick?’

But heknew it wasmorethan that. Therewere momentsin
their talk when hefélt, distinctly and unmistakably, the solid
ground of friendship underneath thewhirling dance of hissen-
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sations. “How | shouldlikeher if | didn’tloveher!” hesummed
it up, wondering at themiracle of such aunion.

Inthe courseof themorning atelegram had comefrom Owen
L eath, announcing that he, hisgrandmother and Effiewould
arrivefrom Dijon that afternoon at four. The station of the
main linewaseight or ten milesfrom Givre, and Anna, soon
after three, left inthemotor to meet thetravellers.

When she had gone Darrow started for awalk, planning to
get back late, in order that the reunited family might havethe
end of the afternoon to themselves. He roamed the country-
sidetill long after dark, and the stable-clock of Givrewas
striking seven ashewalked up the avenueto the court.

Inthehall, coming down the stairs, he encountered Anna.
Her facewasserene, and hisfirgt glance showed himthat Owen
had kept hisword and that none of her forebodingshad been
fulfilled.

Shehad just comedown from the school-room, where Effie
and the governesswere having supper; thelittlegirl, shetold
him, looked immensely better for her Swissholiday, but was
dropping with sleep after the journey, and too tired to make
her habitual appearancein the drawing-room beforebeing put
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to bed. Madame de Chantellewasresting, but would bedown
for dinner; and asfor Owen, Annasupposed hewas off some-
wherein the park—he had apassion for prowling about the
park at nightfall...

Darrow followed her into the brown room, wherethetea-
tablehad beenleft for him. Hedeclined her offer of tea, but she
lingered amoment to tell him that Owen had in fact kept his
word, and that Madame de Chantelle had come back in the
best of humours, and unsuspiciousof theblow about tofal.

“ Shehasenjoyed her month at Ouchy, andit hasgivenher a
lot to talk about—her symptoms, and therival doctors, and
the peopleat the hotel. It seems she met your Ambassadress
there, and L ady Wantley, and some other London friends of
yours, and she'sheard what shecdls* ddightful things about
you: shetold metotell you so. Sheattachesgreat importance
tothefact that your grandmother wasan Everard of Albany.
She'sprepared to open her armsto you. | don’t know whether
it won't make it harder for poor Owen...the contrast, |
mean...There are no Ambassadresses or Everardsto vouch
for HISchoice! Butyou' Il helpme, won'tyou?You'll hdpme
tohdphim?To-morrow I'll tell youtherest. Now | must rush
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upandtuck inEffie...”

“Oh, you'll see, we'll pull it off for him!” he assured her;
“together, wecan't fail topull it off.”

He stood and watched her with asmileasshefled downthe
haf-litvigatothehall.

X1V

IF Darrow, on entering the drawing-room beforedinner, ex-
amined itsnew occupant with unusual interest, it wasmoreon
Owen L eath’saccount than hisown.

Anna'shintshad roused hisinterest inthelad sloveaffair,
and hewondered what manner of girl the heroine of thecom-
ing conflict might be. He had guessed that Owen’srebellion
symbolized for hisstep-mother her ownlong struggleagainst
the L eath conventions, and heunderstood that if Annaso pas-
sionately abetted him it waspartly because, assheowned, she
wanted hisliberation to coincidewith hers.

Thelady who wasto represent, in theimpending struggle,
theforcesof order and tradition was seated by thefirewhen
Darrow entered. Among theflowersand old furniture of the
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large pal e-panelled room, Madame de Chantelle had the in-
animateeleganceof afigureintroducedintoa“sill-life”’ togive
thescale. And this, Darrow reflected, was exactly what she
doubtlessregarded as her chief obligation: hewas sure she
thought agresat ded of “measure’, and approved of most things
only up to acertain point. Shewasawoman of sixty, witha
figureat onceyoung and old-fashioned. Her fair faded tints,
her quai nt corseting, the passementerie on her tight-waisted
dress, thevelvet band on her tapering arm, made her resemble
a“cartedeviste’ photograph of themiddle sixties. Onesaw
her, younger but nolessinvincibly lady-like, leaningonachair
with afringed back, acurl in her neck, alocket on her tuck-
ered bosom, toward the end of an embossed morocco abum
beginning with The Beauties of the Second Empire.
Shereceived her daughter-in-law’ssuitor with an affability
whichimplied her knowledge and approva of hissuit. Darrow
had already guessed her to be a person who would instinc-
tively oppose any suggested changes, and then, after onehad
exhausted one'smain arguments, unexpectedly yield to some
smal incidentd reason, and adhere doggedly to her new posi-
tion. She boasted of her old-fashioned prejudices, talked a
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good ded of being agrandmother, and madeashow of reaching
up to tap Owen'’sshoulder, though hisheight waslittlemore
than hers.

Shewasfull of asmall pale prattle about the people shehad
seen at Ouchy, asto whom she had theminute Satistica infor-
mation of agazetteer, without any apparent sense of persond
differences. Shesaid to Darrow: “They tell methingsarevery
much changedin America...Of courseinmy youththere WAS
aSociety”...Shehad no desiretoreturnthereshewassurethe
standards must be so different. “ There are charming people
everywhere...and onemust alwayslook onthebest side...but
when onehaslived among Traditionsit'sdifficult to adgpt one's
self tothenew idess... These dreadful viewsof marriage...it's
so hard to explainthemto my Frenchrelations...I” m thankful
tosay | don't pretend to understand them myself! But you're
an Everard—I told Annalast spring in London that one sees
that ingtantly” ...

Shewandered off to the cooking and the service of the ho-
tel at Ouchy. She attached great importanceto gastronomic
detailsand to the mannersof hotel servants. There, too, there
wasafaling off, shesaid. “| dontknow, of course; but people
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say it'sowing to the Americans. Certainly my waiter had a
waly of dapping down thedishes...they tell methat many of
themare Anarchists...belong to Unions, you know.” Sheap-
pealed to Darrow’ sreported knowledge of economic condi-
tionsto confirmthisominousrumour.

After dinner Owen Leath wandered into the next room,
where the piano stood, and began to play among the shad-
ows. Hisstep-mother presently joined him, and Darrow sat
aonewith Madame de Chantelle.

Shetook up thethread of her mild chat and carried it on at
the same pace as her knitting. Her conversation resembled
thelargeloose-stranded web between her fingers: now and
then she dropped astitch, and went on regardless of the gap
inthe pattern.

Darrow ligened with alazy senseof well-being. Inthementa
[ull of theafter-dinner hour, with harmoniousmemoriesmurmur-
ing through hismind, and thesoft tintsand shedowy spacesof the
fine old room charming his eyes to indolence, Madame de
Chantell€ sdiscourse seemed not out of place. He could under-
gandthat, inthelong run, theatmosphereof Givremight be suf-
focating; but in hispresent mood itsvery limitationshad agrace.
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Presently he found the chance to say aword in hisown
behalf; and thereupon measured the advantage, never before
particularly apparent to him, of being related to the Everards
of Albany. Madame de Chantell€'s conception of her native
country—to which she had not returned since her twentieth
year—reminded him of an ancient geographer’smap of the
Hyperborean regions. It wasall afoggy blank, fromwhich
only oneor two fixed outlinesemerged; and one of these be-
longed to the Everardsof Albany.

Thefact that they offered such firmfooting—formed, soto
gpeek, afriendly territory on which the opposing powerscould
meet and trest—hel ped him through the task of explaining and
justifying himself asthe successor of Fraser Leath. Madame
de Chantelle could not resist such incontestable claims. She
seemedtofed her son’shovering and discriminating presence,
and she gave Darrow the sense that he was being tested and
approved asalast addition to the Leath Collection.

Shea so made him aware of theimmense advantage he pos-
sessed in belonging to the diplomatic profession. She spoke of
thishumdrum calling asaCareer, and gave Darrow to under-
stand that she supposed him to have been seducing Duch-
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esseswhen hewas not negotiating Treaties. Heheard again
quaint phraseswhich romantic oldladieshad used inhisyouth:
“Brilliant diplomatic society...social advantages...theentree
everywhere...nothing else FORM Sayoung maninthesame
way...” and she sighingly added that she could have wished
her grandson had chosen the samepath to glory.

Darrow prudently suppressed hisown view of the profes-
sion, aswell asthefact that he had adopted it provisionaly,
andfor reasonslesssocid than sociologicd; and thetalk pres-
ently passed on to the subject of hisfutureplans.

Hereagain, Madame de Chantelle€ sawe of the Career made
her admit the necessity of Anna sconsenting to an early mar-
riage. Thefact that Darrow was* ordered” to South America
seemed to put him in the romantic light of ayoung soldier
chargedtolead aforlorn hope: shesighed and said: “ At such
momentsawife sduty isat her husband'sside.”

The problem of Effie’ sfuture might havedisturbed her, she
added; but since Anna, for atime, consented to leavethelittle
girl with her, that problemwasat any rate deferred. She spoke
plantively of theresponghility of looking after her granddaugh-
ter, but Darrow divined that she enjoyed the flavour of the
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word morethan shefelt theweight of thefact.

“Effie’saperfect child. She'smorelike my son, perhaps,
than dear Owen. She'll never intentionally give metheleast
trouble. But of coursetheresponsbility will begrest...I'mnot
surel should dareto undertakeit if it werenot for her having
such atreasure of agoverness. Has Annatold you about our
littlegoverness? After dl theworry we had last year, with one
impossible creature after another, it seemsprovidential, just
now, to havefound her. At first wewere afraid shewastoo
young; but now we vethegreatest confidencein her. Soclever
and amusing—and such alady! | don’t say her education’sdll
it might be...no drawing or singing...but onecan't have every-
thing; and she speaksitdian...”

Madame de Chantelle' sfond insstence onthelikenessbe-
tween EffieLeath and her father, if not particularly gratifyingto
Darrow, had at least increased hisdesireto seethelittlegirl. It
gavehim an odd fedling of discomfort to think that she should
haveany of the characteristics of thelate Fraser L eath: hehad,
somehow, fantastically pictured her asthemystical offspring
of theearly tendernessbetween himsalf and AnnaSummers.

Hisencounter with Effietook placethenext morning, onthe
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lawn below theterrace, wherehefound her, inthe early sun-
shine, knocking about golf ballswith her brother. AlImost at
once, and withinfiniterelief, he saw that the resemblance of
whichMadamede Chantelleboasted wasmainly externd . Even
that discovery was dlightly distasteful, though Darrow was
forced to ownthat Fraser Leath’sstraight-featured fairness
had lent itsalf to the production of apeculiarly finishedimage
of childish purity. But it was evident that other el ements had
also goneto themaking of Effie, and that another spirit satin
her eyes. Her serioushandshake, her “pretty” greeting, were
worthy of the L eath tradition, and he guessed her to be more
malleable than Owen, more subject to theinfluencesof Givre;
but the shout with which shereturned to her romp had init the
note of her mother’ semancipation.

Hehad begged aholiday for her, and when Mrs. L eath ap-
peared he and she and thelittle girl went off for aramble.
Annawished her daughter to havetimeto makefriendswith
Darrow beforelearning in what relation hewasto stand to
her; and thethree roamed thewoodsand fieldstill the distant
chime of the stable-clock made them turn back for luncheon.

Effie, who was attended by ashaggy terrier, had picked up
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two or three subordinate dogs at the stable; and as shetrotted
on ahead with her yapping escort, Annahung back to throw a
look at Darrow.

“Yes,” heanswered it, “ she'sexquisite...Oh, | seewhat I'm
asking of you! But shée' |l bequite happy here, won't she? And
you must remember it won't befor long...”

Annasighed her acquiescence. “ Oh, she' |l be happy here.
It’'sher natureto be happy. She'll apply hersalf toit, conscien-
tioudy, asshedoesto her lessons, and to what shecalls‘ being
good'...Inaway, you see, that’sjust what worriesme. Her
ideaof ‘beinggood’ isto pleasethe person she’swith—she
putsher wholedear litttemind onit! And so, if ever she'swith
thewrong person—"

“But surely there’sno danger of that just now?Madamede
Chantelletellsmethat you' veat last put your hand on aper-
fect governess—”

Anna, without answering, glanced away from him toward
her daughter.

“It'slucky, at any rate,” Darrow continued, “that Madame
deChantellethinksher s0.”

“Oh, | think very highly of her too.”
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“Highly enoughtofed quitesatified toleave her with Effie?’

“Yes. She'sjust the person for Effie. Only, of course, one
never knows...She' syoung, and she might takeit into her head
toleaveus...” After apausesheadded: “1’ m naturally anxious
to know what you think of her.”

When they entered the house the hands of the hall clock
stood within afew minutes of the luncheon hour. Annaled
Effieoff to haveher hair smoothed and Darrow wandered into
theoak sitting-room, which hefound untenanted. Thesunlay
pleasantly onitsbrownwalls, on the scattered booksand the
flowersinold porcedanvases. Inhiseyeslingered thevision of
the dark-haired mother mounting the stairswith her littlefair
daughter. The contrast between them seemed alast touch of
gracein thecomplex harmony of things. Hestood inthewin-
dow, looking out at the park, and brooding inwardly upon his
happiness...

Hewasroused by Effie'svoiceand the scamper of her feet
downthelong floorsbehind him.

“Hereheid Hereheid” shecried, flying over thethreshold.

Heturned and stooped to her withasmile, and asshe caught
hishand he percelved that shewastrying to draw himtoward
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some one who had paused behind her in the doorway, and
whom he supposed to be her mother.

“Hereheid” Effierepeated, with her sweet impatience.

Thefigureinthedoorway cameforward and Darrow, |ook-
ing up, found himsdf faceto facewith Sophy Viner. They stood
still, ayard or two apart, and looked at each other without
Spesking.

Asthey paused there, ashadow fell across one of theter-
race windows, and Owen L eath stepped whistling into the
room. In hisrough shooting clothes, withtheglow of exercise
under hisfair skin, helooked extraordinarily light-hearted and
happy. Darrow, with aquick side-glance, noticed this, and
perceived a so that the glow on the youth’s cheek had deep-
ened suddenly to red. He too stopped short, and the three
stood there motionlessfor abarely perceptible beat of time.
Duringitslapse, Darrow’ seyeshad turned back from Owen's
facetothat of the girl between them. He had the sensethat,
whatever wasdone, it washewho must doiit, and that it must
bedoneimmediately. Hewent forward and held out hishand.

“How doyoudo, MissViner?’

Sheanswered: “How do you do?’ inavoicethat sounded
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clear and naturd; and the next moment heagain becameaware
of steps behind him, and knew that Mrs. Leath wasin the
room.

To hisstrained sensesthere seemed to be another just mea-
surable pausebefore Annasaid, looking gaily about thelittle
group: “HasOwenintroduced you? ThisisEffie sfriend, Miss
Viner.”

Effie, ftill hanging on her governess sarm, pressed herself
closer with alittle gesture of appropriation; and MissViner
laid her hand on her pupil’shair.

Darrow felt that Anna'seyeshad turned to him.

“1 think MissViner and | have met already—several years
agoinLondon.”

“I remember,” said Sophy Viner, inthesameclear voice.

“How charming! Thenwe redl friends. But luncheon must
beready,” said Mrs. Leath.

Sheturned back to thedoor, and thelittle procession moved
down thetwo long drawing-rooms, with Effiewaltzing on
ahead.



Wharton

XV

MapaME bE CHANTELLE and Annahad planned, for the after-
noon, avisit to aremotely situated acquai ntance whom the
introduction of themotor had transformed into aneighbour.
Effiewasto pay for her morning’sholiday by an hour or twoin
the school-room, and Owen suggested that he and Darrow
should betake themselvesto adistant covert inthe desultory
guest for pheasants.

Darrow was not an ardent sportsman, but any pretext for
physical activity would have been acceptabl e at the moment;
and hewas glad both to get away from the house and not to
belefttohimself.

When he came downstairs the motor was at the door, and
Annastood beforethe hall mirror, swathing her hatinveils.
Sheturned at the sound of hisstep and smiled at himfor along
full moment.

“I’d noideayou knew MissViner,” shesaid, ashe helped
her into her long coat.

“It came back to me, luckily, that I’ d seen her two or three
timesin London, several years ago. She was secretary, or
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something of the sort, in the background of ahousewherel
usedtodine.”

Heloathed the slighting indifference of the phrase, but he
had uttered it deliberately, had been secretly practisingit all
through theinterminable hour at theluncheon-table. Now that
it was spoken, he shivered at its note of condescension. In
such casesonewasamost sureto overdo...But Annaseemed
to noticenothing unusual.

“Wassheredly?Youmust tell meal about it—tell meex-
actly how she struck you. I’'m so glad it turns out that you
know her.”

“‘Know’ israther exaggerated: we used to pass each other
onthedtairs.”

Madame de Chantelle and Owen appeared together ashe
spoke, and Anna, gathering up her wraps, said: “You'll tel me
about that, then. Try and remember everything you can.”

Ashetramped through thewoods at hisyoung host’sside,
Darrow felt the partia relief from thought produced by exer-
ciseandtheobligationtotalk. Littleashe cared for shooting,
he had the habit of concentration which makesit natura for a
man to throw himsalf wholly into whatever businesshehasin
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hand, and therewere moments of theafternoon when asudden
whirr intheundergrowth, avivider gleam againg thehazy browns
and greysof thewoods, wasenoughtofill theforeground of his
atention. But dl thewhile, behind thesevoluntarily emphasi zed
sensations, hissecret consciousness continuedtorevolveona
loudwhed of thought. For atimeit ssemedto besweepinghim
through deep gulfsof darkness. His sensationsweretoo swift
and swarming to be disentangled. Hehad an amost physical
senseof struggling for air, of battling hel plesdy with material
obstructions, as though the russet covert through which he
trudged werethe heart of amaeficent jungle...

Snatchesof hiscompanion'stalk driftedto himintermittently
through the confusion of histhoughts. He caught eager self-
revealing phrases, and understood that Owenwas saying things
about himself, perhapshintingindirectly at thehopesfor which
Darrow had been prepared by Anna's confidences. He had
already become awarethat thelad liked him, and had meant
to takethefirst opportunity of showing that hereciprocated
thefeding. But theeffort of fixing hisattention on Owen'swords
was so great that it |eft no power for more than the briefest
and most inexpressivereplies.
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Young Leath, it appeared, felt that he had reached aturn-
ing-pointin hiscareer, aheight fromwhich hecouldimpartidly
survey hispast progressand projected endeavour. At onetime
hehad had musical and literary yearnings, visionsof desultory
artisticindulgence; but these had of | ate been superseded by
theresolutedeterminationto plungeinto practical life.

“1 don’t want, you see,” Darrow heard him explaining, “to
drift intowhat my grandmother, poor dear, istrying to make of
me: an adjunct of Givre. | don’t want—hangit al!—to dlip
into collecting sensationsasmy father collected snuff-boxes. |
want Effieto have Givre—it'smy grandmother’s, you know,
to do asshelikeswith; and I’ ve understood lately that if it
bel onged to meit would gradually gobble meup. | want to get
out of it, into alifethat’ sbigand ugly and struggling. If | can
extract beauty out of that, so muchthebetter: that' [l provemy
vocation. But | want to make beauty, not be drowned inthe
ready-made, likeabeein apot of honey.”

Darrow knew that he was being appealed tofor corrobora-
tion of these views and for encouragement in the courseto
which they pointed. To hisown earshisanswers sounded now
curt, now irrdlevant: at onemoment heseemed chillingly indif-
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ferent, at another he heard himself launching out on aflood of
hazy discursiveness. Hedared not ook at Owen, for fear of
detecting thelad' ssurprise at these senselesstrangtions. And
through the confusion of hisinward strugglesand outward lo-
quacity he heard the ceasdl esstrip-hammer beat of the ques-
tion: “What in God'snameshall | do?’...

To get back to the house before Anna’ sreturn seemed his
maost pressing necessity. Hedid not clearly know why: hesmply
felt that he ought to bethere. At onemoment it occurredtohim
that MissViner might want to speek tohimaone—and again, in
thesameflash, that it would probably bethelast thing shewould
want...At any rate, hefelt heought totry to speak to her; or at
least be prepared to do o, if the chance should occr...

Finally, toward four, hetold hiscompanionthat hehad some
letters on hismind and must get back to the house and des-
patch them beforetheladiesreturned. Heleft Owenwiththe
beater and walked on to the edge of the covert. At the park
gateshestruck obliquely through thetrees, following agrass
avenueat theend of which hehad caught aglimpse of theroof
of thechapel. A grey haze had blotted out the sun and the il
air clung about himtepidly. At length the house-front raised
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before him itsexpanse of damp-silvered brick, and hewas
struck afresh by the high decorum of itscalm linesand soberly
massed surfaces. It madehimfed, intheturbid coil of hisfears
and passions, likeamuddy tramp forcing hisway into some
pure sequestered shrine...

By and bye, heknew, he should haveto think the complex
horror out, dowly, systematicdly, bit by bit; but for themoment
it waswhirling himabout sofast that hecouldjust clutch at its
sharp spikesand betossed off again. Only onedefiniteimmedi-
atefact guck inhisquivering grasp. Hemust givethegirl every
chance—must hold himsdlf passivetill shehad takenthem...

Inthe court Effieran up to himwith her legping terrier.

“I wascoming out to meet you—Yyou and Owen. MissViner
was coming, too, and then she couldn’t because she' sgot such
aheadache. I'mafraid | gaveit to her because| did my divi-
sionsodisgracefully. It'stoo bad, isn'tit? But won’t you walk
back with me? Nursewon't mind theleast bit; she'd so much
rather gointotea.”

Darrow excused himsdlf laughingly, on the pleathat he had
lettersto write, which was much worse than having ahead-
ache, and not infrequently resultedinone.
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“Oh, thenyou can go and writethemin Owen’sstudy. Thet's
wheregentlemen alwayswritetheir |etters.”

Sheflew onwith her dog and Darrow pursued hisway to
thehouse. Effie’ ssuggestion struck him asuseful. Hehad pic-
tured himsalf asvaguely drifting about thedrawing-rooms, and
had perceived thedifficulty of MissViner’shavingto seek him
there; but thestudy, asmall room ontheright of thehdl, wasin
easy Sght fromthe staircase, and so situated that therewould
be nothing marked in hisbeing found thereintalk with her.

He went in, leaving the door open, and sat down at the
writing-table. Theroomwasafriendly heterogeneousplace,
theonerepository, inthewell-ordered and amply-servanted
house, of all itsunclassified oddsand ends: Effie' s croquet-
box and fishing rods, Owen’ sgunsand golf-gticksand racquets,
his step-mother’ sflower-baskets and gardening implements,
even Madamede Chantelle' sembroidery frame, and the back
numbersof the Catholic Weekly. Theearly twilight had begun
tofall, and presently aslanting ray acrossthe desk showed
Darrow that aservant wascoming acrossthehal with alamp.
He pulled out a sheet of note-paper and began to write at
random, whilethe man, entering, put thelamp at hiselbow and
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vaguely “straightened” the heap of newspaperstossed onthe
divan. Then hisstepsdied away and Darrow sat leaning his
head on hislocked hands.

Presently another step sounded on the stairs, wavered a
moment and then moved past thethreshol d of thestudy. Darrow
got up and walked into the hall, whichwastill unlighted. In
the dimness he saw Sophy Viner standing by the hall door in
her hat and jacket. She stopped at sight of him, her hand on
the door-bolt, and they stood for asecond without speaking.

“Haveyou seen Effie?’ shesuddenly asked. “ Shewent out
tomeet you.”

“Shedid meet me, just now, inthe court. She'sgoneonto
joinher brother.”

Darrow spokeasnaturaly ashecould, but hisvoice sounded
tohisown earslikean amateur actor’sina“light” part.

Miss Viner, without answering, drew back the bolt. He
watched her in silence asthe door swung open; then hesaid:
“Shehasher nursewith her. Shewon't belong.”

Shestood irresolute, and he added: | waswritinginthere
—won't you comeand havealittletalk? Every one'sout.”

Thelast wordsstruck him asnot well-chosen, but therewas
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no time to choose. She paused a second longer and then
crossed thethreshold of the study. At luncheon she had sat
with her back to thewindow, and beyond noting that she had
grown alittlethinner, and had less colour and vivacity, hehad
seen no changein her; but now, asthelamplight fell on her
face, itswhitenessstartled him.

“Poor thing...poor thing...what in heaven’sname can she
suppose?’ hewondered.

“Do st down—I wanttotalk toyou,” hesaid and pushed a
chair toward her.

Shedid not seemto seeit, or, if shedid, shedeliberately
choseanother seat. Hecameback to hisown chair and leaned
hiselbowson the bl otter. Shefaced him from thefarther side
of thetable.

“You promised to let me hear from you now and then,”
he began awkwardly, and with a sharp sense of hisawk-
wardness.

A faint smilemade her facemoretragic. “Did 1? Therewas
nothingtotdl. I’ vehad no hisory—likethe happy countries...”

Hewaited amoment beforeasking: “You are happy here?’

“l was,” shesaidwith afaintemphass.
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“Why doyou say ‘was ?You' resurely not thinking of go-
ing? Therecan't bekinder peopleanywhere.” Darrow hardly
knew what he was saying; but her answer cameto himwith
deadly definiteness.

“1 supposeit dependson you whether | go or stay.”

“Onme?’ He stared at her across Owen’s scattered pa-
pers. “ Good God! What can you think of me, to say that?’

Themockery of the question flashed back at him from her
wretched face. She stood up, wandered away, and leaned
an instant in the darkening window-frame. From there she
turned to fling back at him: “Don’timaginel’ mtheleast bit
sorry for anything!”

Hesteadied hiselbowson thetableand hid hisfaceinhis
hands. It was harder, oh, damnably harder, than he had ex-
pected! Arguments, expedients, palliations, evasions, all
seemed to bedipping awvay from him: hewasleft facetoface
withthemeregracelessfact of hisinferiority. Helifted hishead
to ask at random: “You' ve been here, then, ever since?’

“Since June; yes. It turned out that the Farlowswere hunt-
ingfor me—all thewhile—for this”

She stood facing him, her back to thewindow, evidently
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impatient to be gone, yet with something still to say, or that she
expected to hear him say. The sense of her expectancy be-
numbed him. What in heaven’ sname could he say to her that
was not an offense or amockery?

“Your ideaof thetheatre—you gavethat up a once, then?’

“Oh, thethesatre!” Shegavealittlelaugh. “I couldn’t wait for
thetheatre. | hadtotakethefirst thing that offered; | took this.”

Hepushed onhdtingly: “I’ m glad—extremely glad—you're
happy here...I” d counted on your letting meknow if therewas
anything | could do...Thetheatre, now—if you still regret it—
if you're not contented here...I know peoplein that linein
London—I’m certain | can manage it for you when | get
back—"

She moved up to the table and leaned over itto ask, ina
voicethat was hardly above awhisper: “ Then you DO want
metoleave?Isthat it?’

Hedropped hisarmswith agroan. “ Good heavens! How
can you think such things? At thetime, you know, | begged
youtolet medowhat | could, but youwouldn’t hear of it...and
ever sincel’ ve been wanting to be of use—to do something,
anything, tohelpyou...”
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Sheheard him through, motionless, without aquiver of the
clasped hands sherested on the edge of thetable.

“If you want to help me, then—you can help meto stay
here,” shebrought out with low-toned intensity.

Throughthedtillnessof the pausewhich followed, thebray of
amotor-horn sounded far downthedrive. Instantly sheturned,
withalast whitelook at him, and fled from theroom and up the
dtairs. Hestood motionless, benumbed by the shock of her last
words. Shewasafraid, then—afraid of him—sick with fear of
him! Thediscovery beat him downto alower depth...

Themotor-horn sounded again, closeat hand, and heturned
and went up to hisroom. Hisletter-writing was asufficient
pretext for not immediately joining the party about the tea-
table, and hewanted to bealoneand try to put alittle order
into histumultuousthinking.

Updtairs, theroom held out theintimatewel comeof itslamp
andfire. Everythinginit exhaed the same sense of peaceand
gahility which, twoeveningsbefore, had lulled himto complacent
meditation. Hisarmchair againinvited himfromthehearth, but he
wastoo agitated to St fill, and with sunk head and handsclasped
behind hisback he began to wander up and down theroom.
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Hisfiveminuteswith Sophy Viner had flashed strangelights
into the shadowy cornersof hisconsciousness. Thegirl’sab-
solute candour, her hard ardent honesty, wasfor the moment
thevividest point in histhoughts. Hewondered anew, ashe
had wondered before, at theway inwhichtheharshdiscipline
of lifehad stripped her of fal se sentiment without laying the
least touch on her pride. When they had parted, five months
before, shehad quietly but decidedly rejected al hisoffersof
help, even to the suggestion of histrying to further her theatri-
ca ams. shehad madeit clear that shewished their brief ali-
ancetoleavenotraceonther livessavethat of itsown smiling
memory. But now that they wereunexpectedly confrontedina
Stuation which seemed, to her terrified fancy, to put her at his
mercy, her firstimpulsewasto defend her right to the place
shehadwon, andtolearn asquickly aspossbleif hemeant to
disputeit. While he had pictured her asshrinking away from
himinatremor of salf-effacement shehad watched hismove-
ments, made sure of her opportunity, and come straight down
to“haveit out” with him. Hewas so struck by thefrankness
and energy of the proceeding that for amoment helost sight of
theview of hisown character impliedinit.
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“Poor thing...poor thing!” he could only go on saying; and
with the repetition of thewordsthe picture of himself asshe
must see him pitiably took shapeagain.

Heunderstood then, for thefirst time, how vague, in com-
parison with hers, had been hisown vision of the part he had
playedinthebrief episode of their relation. Theincident had
left in him asense of exasperation and self-contempt, but
that, ashe now perceived, was chiefly, if not altogether, asit
bore on his preconceived ideal of his attitude toward an-
other woman. He had fallen bel ow hisown standard of sen-
timenta loyaty, andif hethought of Sophy Vineritwasmainly
asthe chanceinstrument of hislapse. These considerations
were not agreeableto hispride, but they wereforced onhim
by the exampleof her valiant common-sense. If hehad cut a
sorry figureinthe business, heowed it to her not to close his
eyestothefact any longer...

But when he opened them, what did he see? The situation,
detestable at best, would yet have been relatively simpleif
protecting Sophy Viner had beentheonly duty involvedinit.
Thefact that that duty was paramount did not do away with
thecontingent obligations. It wasDarrow’singtinct, indifficult
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moments, to go straight to the bottom of the difficulty; but he
had never before had to take so dark adiveasthis, and for the
minute he shivered onthe brink...Well, hisfirst duty, at any
rate, wastothegirl: hemust let her seethat hemeant tofulfill it
tothelastjot, and thentry tofind out how to squarethefulfill-
ment with the other problemsalready in hispath...

XVI

IN THE oAk RooM hefound Mrs. Leath, her mother-in-law and
Effie. Thegroup, ashe cametoward it down thelong draw-
ing-rooms, composed itself prettily about thetea-table. The
lampsand thefire crossed their gleamson silver and porce-
lain, onthebright haze of Effie'shair and on thewhitenessof
Anna’sforehead, as sheleaned back in her chair behind the
tea-urn.

Shedid not moveat Darrow’ sapproach, but liftedtohima
deep gaze of peaceand confidence. Thelook seemed to throw
about him the spell of adivine security: hefelt thejoy of a
convalescent suddenly waking to find the sunlight on hisface.

Madame de Chantelle, across her knitting, discoursed of

their afternoon’sexcursion, with occasiona pausesinduced
by the hypnotic effect of thefresh air; and Effie, kneeling, on
thehearth, softly butingstently sought toimplantin her terrier’s
mind some notion of therelation between avertical attitude
and sugar.

Darrow took achair behind thelittlegirl, so that he might
look acrossat her mother. It wasamost anecessity for him, at
themoment, to let hiseyesrest on Anna sface, and to mest,
now and then, the proud shyness of her gaze.

Madame de Chantelle presently enquired what had become
of Owen, and amoment later thewindow behind her opened,
and her grandson, gunin hand, cameinfromtheterrace. As
he stood therein the lamp-light, with dead |eaves and bits of
bramble clinging to hismud-spattered clothes, the scent of the
night about him and itschill on hispalebright face, heredly
had thelook of ayoung faun strayedinfromtheforest.

Effieabandoned theterrier tofly to him. “Oh, Owen, where
intheworld have you been?1 walked milesand mileswith
Nurse and couldn’t find you, and we met Jean and he said he
didn’t know whereyou’ d gone.”

“Nobody knows where | go, or what | see when | get
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there—that’sthe beauty of it!” helaughed back at her. “But if
you'regood,” headded, “I’ [l tell you about it one of these
days”

“Oh, now, Owen, now! | don’treally believel’ll ever be
much better than | am now.”

“Let Owen havehisteafirst,” her mother suggested; but the
young man, declining the offer, propped hisgun against the
wall, and, lighting acigarette, began to pace up and down the
roominaway that reminded Darrow of hisown caged wan-
derings. Effie pursued him with her blandishments, and for a
while he poured out to her alow-voiced stream of nonsense;
then he sat down beside his step-mother and leaned over to
help himsdlf totea

“Where'sMissViner?” heasked, as Effie climbed up on
him. “Why isn't shehereto chain up thisungovernableinfant?’

“Poor Miss Viner has aheadache. Effie says shewent to
her room as soon as |essons were over, and sent word that
shewouldn’t bedownfor tea.”

“Ah,” said Owen, abruptly setting down hiscup. Hestood
up, lit another cigarette, and wandered away to the pianoin
theroom beyond.

From the twilight where he sat alonely music, borne on
fantastic chords, floated to the group about thetea-table. Un-
der itsinfluence Madame de Chantell€' s meditative pauses
increased in length and frequency, and Effie stretched herself
onthehearth, her drowsy head against the dog. Presently her
nurse appeared, and Annarose a the same time. “Stop a
minutein my sitting-room onyour way up,” she paused to say
to Darrow asshewent.

A few hoursearlier, her request would have brought him
instantly to hisfeet. She had given him, ontheday of hisar-
rival, aninviting glimpse of the spaciousbook-lined room above
stairsinwhich she had gathered together all thetokensof her
persond tastes: theretreat inwhich, asonemight fancy, Anna
L eath had hidden therestlessghost of AnnaSummers,; andthe
thought of atalk with her therehad beeninhismind ever since.
But now he sat motionless, asif spell-bound by the play of
Madame de Chantell€'sneedlesand the pul sationsof Owen's
fitful musc.

“She will want to ask me about the girl,” he repeated to
himsdlf, with afresh senseof theinsdioustaint that embittered
al histhoughts; thehand of the d ender-columned clock onthe
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mantel-piece had spanned ahdf-hour beforeshameat hisown
indecisonfindly drew himto hisfeet.

From her writing-table, where she sat over apileof letters,
Annalifted her happy smile. Theimpulseto presshislipstoit
made him come close and draw her upward. Shethrew her
head back, asif surprised at the abruptness of the gesture;
then her faceleaned to hiswith thed ow droop of aflower. He
felt again the sweep of the secret tides, and all hisfearswent
downinthem.

Shesat down inthe sofa-corner by thefireand he drew an
armchair closeto her. Hisgaze roamed peacefully about the
quiet room.

“It'sjust likeyou—itisyou,” hesaid, ashiseyescameback
to her.

“It'sagood placeto bealonein—I don’t think I’ ve ever
before caredtotalk with any one here.”

“Let’'sbequiet, then: it'sthebest way of talking.”

“Yes, butwemust saveit uptill later. Therearethings| want
to say toyou now.”

Heleaned back in hischair. “ Say them, then, and I’ Il listen.”

“Oh, no. | want youtotell meabout MissViner.”

“About MissViner?” Hesummoned up alook of faint inter-
rogation.

Hethought she seemed surprised at hissurprise. “It’'sim-
portant, naturally,” sheexplained, “that | shouldfindout all |
can about her beforel leave.”

“Important on Effie’ saccount?’

“On Effie’ saccount—of course.”

“Of course...But you' veevery reasonto besatisfied, haven't
you?’

“Every apparent reason. Weall like her. Effie’'svery fond of
her, and she seemsto have addightful influence onthechild.
But weknow solittle, after all—about her antecedents, | mean,
and her past history. That’swhy | want you to try and recall
everything you heard about her when you used to seeher in
London.”

“Oh, onthat scorel’mafraid | sha' n’t beof much use. Asl
told you, she was amere shadow in the background of the
house| saw her in—and that wasfour or fiveyearsago...”

“When shewaswithaMrs. Murrett?’

“Yes; an appalling woman who runsaroaring dinner-fac-
tory that used now and then to catch meinitswheels. | es-
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caped fromthem long ago; but inmy timethereused to be half
adozenfagged ‘ hands' to tend the machine, and MissViner
wasoneof them. I’m glad she’sout of it, poor girl!” “Then
you never redlly saw anything of her there?”

“1 never had thechance. Mrs. Murrett discouraged any com-
petition onthe part of her subordinates.”

“Especidly such pretty ones, | suppose?’ Darrow madeno
comment, and she continued: “ And Mrs. Murrett’sown opin-
ion—if she’ d offered you one—jprobably wouldn't have been
of muchvaue?’

“Only insofar asher disapprova would, on genera prin-
ciples, have beenagood mark for MissViner. But surely,” he
went on after apause, “you could have found out about her
from the peoplethrough whom youfirst heard of her?’

Annasmiled. “ Oh, weheard of her through Addaide Painter
—;” andinreply to hisglance of interrogation she explained
that thelady in question was aspinster of South Braintree,
M assachusetts, who, having cometo Parissomethirty years
earlier, to nurseabrother through anillness, had ever since
protestingly and provisionaly camped therein astate of con-
temptuous protestation oddly manifested by her never taking

thedlip-coversoff her drawing-room chairs. Her long resi-
denceon Gallic soil had not mitigated her hostility toward the
creed and customs of therace, but though sheawaysreferred
to the Catholic Church asthe Scarlet Woman and took the
darkest views of French privatelife, Madame de Chantelle
placed great reliance on her judgment and experience, andin
every domestic crisistheirreducible Adelaide wasimmedi-
ately summonedto Givre.

“It'sall theodder because my mother-in-law, sSince her sec-
ond marriage, haslived so muchinthecountry that she’ sprac-
ticdly lost sight of dl her other Americanfriends. Besdeswhich,
you can see how completely she hasidentified herself with
Monseur de Chantell€ snationality and adopted French hab-
itsand prejudices. Yet when anything goeswrong sheaways
sendsfor Adelaide Painter, who's more American than the
Starsand Stripes, and might haveleft South Braintree yester-
day, if shehadn’t, rather, brought it over with her inher trunk.”

Darrow laughed. “Well, then, if South Braintreevouchesfor
MissVine—"

“Oh, but only indirectly. When we had that odious adven-
turewith M ademoiselle Grumeau, who' d been so highly rec-
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ommended by Mons eur de Chantdll€ saunt, the Chanoinesse,
Adelaide was of course sent for, and shesaid at once: ‘I'm
not theleast bit surprised. I’ veawaystold you that what you
wanted for Effiewasasweet American girl, and not one of
thesenasty foreigners.” Unluckily shecouldn't, at themoment,
put her hand on asweet American; but she presently heard of
MissViner through the Farlows, an excellent couplewholive
inthe Quartier Latinand writeabout French lifefor the Ameri-
can papers. | wasonly too thankful to find anyonewho was
vouched for by decent people; and sofar I’ vehad no causeto
regret my choice. But | know, after all, very littleabout Miss
Viner; andthereareall kindsof reasonswhy | want, assoon
aspossible, tofind out more—tofindout al | can.”

“Sinceyou vegot toleave Effiel understand your fedlingin
that way. But isthere, in such acase, any recommendation
worth half asmuch asyour own direct experience?’

“No; andit’sbeen sofavourablethat | wasready to accept
itasconclusive. Only, naturaly, when | found you’ d known
her in London | wasin hopesyou’ d give me somemore spe-
cificreasonsfor liking her asmuch as| do.”

“I"'mafraid | can give you nothing more specific than my

genera vagueimpression that she seemsvery plucky and ex-
tremely nice”

“Youdon't, at any rate, know anything specific to the con-
tray?’

“Tothecontrary?How should 1?1’ m not conscious of ever
having heard any one say two wordsabout her. | only infer
that shemust have pluck and character to have stuck it out so
long at Mrs. Murrett’'s.”

“Yes, poor thing! She haspluck, certainly; and pride, too;
which must havemadeit all theharder.” Annaroseto her feet.
“Youdon't know how glad | amthat your impresson’'sonthe
wholeso good. | particularly wanted you to like her.”

Hedrew her to himwith asmile. “Onthat condition’m
prepared toloveeven Adelaide Painter.”

“1 almost hope you wont have the chance to—poor
Adelaide! Her appearance hereawayscoincideswithaca
tastrophe.”

“Oh, then | must manageto meet her elsewhere.” Heheld
Annacloser, sayingto himself, ashe smoothed back the hair
from her forehead: “What does anything matter but just this?
—Must I gonow?’ headded aloud.
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Sheanswered absently: “It must betimeto dress’; then she
drew back alittleand laid her handson hisshoulders. “My
love—oh, my dear love!l” shesaid.

It cameto himthat they werethefirst words of endearment
he had heard her speak, and their rarenessgavethemamagic
qudity of reassurance, asthough no danger could strikethrough
suchashidd.

A knock on the door made them draw apart. Annalifted
her hand to her hair and Darrow stooped to examineaphoto-
graph of Effieonthewriting-table.

“Comein!” Annasad.

Thedoor opened and Sophy Viner entered. Seeing Darrow,
shedrew back.

“Docomein, MissViner,” Annarepeated, looking at her
kindly.

Thegirl, aquick red in her cheeks, still hesitated on the
threshold.

“I’'mso sorry; but Effiehasmidaid her Latingrammar, and |
thought she might haveleft it here. | need it to prepare for
tomorrow’slesson.”

“Isthisit?’ Darrow asked, picking up abook fromthetable.

“Oh, thank you!”

Heheldit out to her and shetook it and moved to the door.

“Wait aminute, please, MissViner,” Annasaid; and asthe
girl turned back, shewent on with her quiet smile: “Effietold
usyou’ d goneto your roomwith aheadache. You mustn't it
up over tomorrow’slessonsif you don’t fee well.”

Sophy’sblush deepened. “But you see |l haveto. Latin's
oneof my weak points, and there’ sgenerally only one page of
thisbook between me and Effie.” Shethrew the words of f
with ahaf-ironic smile. “Do excuse my disturbing you,” she
added.

“Youdidn'tdisturbme,” Annaanswered. Darrow perceived
that shewaslooking intently at thegirl, asthough struck by
something tenseand tremulousin her face, her voice, her whole
mien and attitude. “ You dolook tired. You’' d much better go
straight to bed. Effiewon’t be sorry to skip her Latin.”

“Thank you—but I’ mredly al right,” murmured Sophy Viner.
Her glance, making aswift circuit of theroom, dwelt for an
appreciableinstant on theintimate propinquity of arm-chair
and sofa-corner; then sheturned back to thedoor.
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BOOK 11

XVII

AT DINNER THAT EVENING Madame de Chantelle's slender
monol oguewasthrown out over gulfsof silence. Owenwas
still in the same state of moody abstraction aswhen Darrow
had |eft him at the piano; and even Anna'sface, to her friend's
vigilant eye, reved ed not, perhaps, apersonal preoccupation,
but avague sense of impending disturbance.

She smiled, she bore apart in the talk, her eyes dwelt on
Darrow’swiththeir usud degp reliance; but beneeththesurface
of her serenity histense perceptionsdetected ahidden stir.

Hewassufficiently salf-possessed totell himself that it was
doubtlessdueto causeswith which hewasnot directly con-
cerned. Heknew the question of Owen’smarriagewas soon
to berai sed, and the abrupt dteration in theyoung man’smood
made it seem probablethat hewas himself the centre of the
atmospheric disturbance, For amoment it occurred to Darrow
that Annamight have employed her afternoon in preparing
Madamede Chantellefor her grandson’simpending announce-

ment; but aglanceat theelder lady’ sunclouded brow showed
that hemust seek el sawherethe clueto Owen'staciturnity and
his step-mother’s concern. Possibly Annahad found reason
to change her own attitude in the matter, and had made the
changeknownto Owen. But this, again, wasnegatived by the
fact that, during the afternoon’s shooting, young L eath had
beeninamood of d most extravagant expansveness, and thet,
fromthemoment of hislatereturnto thehousetill just before
dinner, there had been, to Darrow’s certain knowledge, no
possibility of aprivatetalk between himsdf and hisstep-mother.

Thisobscured, if it narrowed, thefield of conjecture; and
Darrow’sgropingsthrew him back onthe conclusionthat he
was probably reading too much significanceinto the moodsof
alad he hardly knew, and who had been described to him as
subj ect to sudden changes of humour. Asto Anna'sfancied
perturbation, it might simply be dueto thefact that she had
decided to plead Owen’s cause the next day, and had per-
hapsaready had aglimpseof thedifficultiesawaiting her. But
Darrow knew that hewastoo deepin hisown perplexitiesto
judgethementd state of thoseabout him. It might be, after al,
that thevariationshefdtinthecurrentsof communicationwere
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caused by hisowninward tremor.

Such, at any rate, wasthe conclusion he had reached when,
shortly after thetwo ladies|eft the drawing-room, he bade
Owen good-night and went up to hisroom. Ever sincethe
rapid self-colloquy which had followed on hisfirst sight of
Sophy Viner, he had known there were other questionsto be
faced behind theoneimmediately confronting him. Onthescore
of that one, at least, hismind, if not easy, wasrdieved. Hehad
donewhat was possibleto reassurethe girl, and she had ap-
parently recognized thesincerity of hisintention. Hehad patched
up asdecent aconclusion ashe could to anincident that should
obvioudy have had no sequd ; but he had known al aong that
with the securing of MissViner’speace of mind only apart of
hisobligation wasdischarged, and that with that part hisre-
maining duty wasin conflict. It had been hisfirst businessto
convincethegirl that their secret wassafewith him; but it was
far from easy to squarethiswith theequally urgent obligation
of sefe-guarding Anna srespong bility toward her child. Darrow
was not much afraid of accidental disclosures. Both heand
Sophy Viner had too much at stake not to be on their guard.
The fear that beset him was of another kind, and had a

profounder source. Hewanted to do al he couldfor thegirl,
but thefact of having had to urge Annato confide Effieto her
waspeculiarly repugnant to him. Hisown ideas about Sophy
Viner weretoo mixed and indeterminatefor himnot tofed the
risk of such an experiment; yet hefound himsdlf intheintoler-
ableposition of appearing to pressit on thewoman hedesired
aboveall othersto protect...

Till lateinthenight histhoughtsrevolvedinaturmoil of inde-
cision. His pride was humbled by the discrepancy between
what Sophy Viner had beento him and what he had thought of
her. Thisdiscrepancy, which at thetime had seemedto sSim-
plify theincident, now turned out to beitsmost galling compli-
cation. Thebaretruth, indeed, wasthat he had hardly thought
of her at dl, either at thetimeor since, and that hewasashamed
to base hisjudgement of her on hismeagre memory of their
adventure.

The essential cheapness of thewhole affar—asfar ashis
shareinit wasconcerned—camehometo himwith humiliating
distinctness. Hewould haveliked to beabletofed that, at the
time at least, he had staked something more on it, and had
somehow, in the sequel, had amore pal pablelossto show.
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But the plainfact wasthat he hadn’t spent apenny onit; which
was no doubt the reason of the prodigiousscoreit had since
beenrolling up. At any rate, beat about the caseashewould,
it wasclear that he owed it to Anna—and incidentally to his
own peace of mind—to find some way of securing Sophy
Viner’sfuturewithout leaving her installed at Givrewhen he
and hiswifeshould depart for their new post.

Thenight brought no aid to the solving of thisproblem; but it
gavehim, at any rate, the clear convictionthat notimewasto
belost. Hisfirst step must beto obtain from MissViner the
chance of another and calmer talk; and heresolved to seek it
at theearliest hour.

He had gathered that Effie’slessonswere preceded by an
early scamper inthe park, and conjecturing that her governess
might bewith her he betook himself the next morning to the
terrace, whence hewandered onto the gardensand thewalks
beyond.

The atmospherewas still and pale. The muffled sunlight
gleamed like gold tissue through grey gauze, and the beech
alleystapered away to ablue haze blent of sky and forest. It
wasoneof thosed usvedayswhenthefamiliar formsof things

seem about to dissolveinaprismatic shimmer.

The stillness was presently broken by joyful barks, and
Darrow, tracking the sound, overtook Effieflying down oneof
thelong alleys at the head of her pack. Beyond her he saw
MissViner seated near the stone-rimmed basin besidewhich
heand Annahad paused ontheir first walk totheriver.

Thegirl, coming forward a hisgpproach, returned hisgreet-
ing amost gaily. Hisfirst glance showed himthat shehad re-
ganed her composure, and thechangein her appearancegave
him the measure of her fears. For thefirst timehe saw in her
again thesidelong grace that had charmed hiseyesin Paris;
but he saw it now asin apainted picture.

“Shal wesitdownaminute?’ heasked, asEffietrotted off.

Thegirl looked away fromhim. “I’ m afraid there snot much
time; we must be back at lessonsat half-past nine.”

“Butit'sbarely tenminutespast. Let’'sat least walk alittle
way towardtheriver.”

She glanced down thelong walk ahead of them and then
back inthedirection of thehouse. “If youlike,” shesaidina
low voice, with one of her quick fluctuations of colour; but
instead of taking the way he proposed sheturned toward a
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narrow path which branched off obliquely through thetrees.

Darrow was struck, and vaguely troubled, by the changein
her ook and tone. Therewasin them an undefinable appedl,
whether for help or forbearance he could not tell. Thenit oc-
curred to himthat theremight have been something mideading
in hisso pointedly seeking her, and hefelt amomentary con-
straint. To easeit he made an abrupt dash at thetruth.

“1 cameout to look for you because our talk of yesterday
was so unsatisfactory. | want to hear more about you—about
your plansand prospects. I’ ve been wondering ever sncewhy
you' veso completely given up thetheatre.”

Her faceinstantly sharpenedtodistrust. “1 hadtolive,” she
saidinan off-hand tone.

“1 understand perfectly that you should likeit here—for a
time.” Hisglancestrayed down thegold-roofed windingsaheed
of them. “It’sddlightful: you couldn’t be better placed. Only |
wonder alittleat your having so completely given up any idea
of adifferent future.”

Shewaited for amoment beforeanswering: “1 supposel’m
lessrestlessthan | usedto be.”

“It’scertainly natural that you should belessrestlesshere

thanat Mrs. Murrett’s; yet somehow | don’t seemto seeyou
permanently given uptoforming theyoung.”

“What—exactly—do you seemto seemepermanently given
up to? You know you warned merather emphatically against
thetheatre.” Shethrew off the statement without impatience,
asthough they were discussing together thefate of athird per-
soninwhom both were benevolently interested. Darrow con-
sdered hisreply. “If | did, it wasbecause you so emphatically
refusedtolet mehelpyoutoastart.”

She stopped short and faced him “ And you think | may let
you now?’

Darrow fdlt theblood in hischeek. He could not understand
her attitude—if indeed she had conscioudy taken one, and her
changesof tonedid not merely reflect theinvoluntary dterna
tionsof her mood. It humbled him to perceive once morehow
little he had to guide himin hisjudgment of her. He said to
himsdlf: “If I’ d ever cared astraw for her | should know how
toavoid hurting her now”—and hisinsensibility struck himas
no better than avulgar obtuseness. But he had afixed purpose
ahead and could only pushontoit.

“1 hope, at any rate, you' Il listen to my reasons. There's
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been time, on both sides, to think them over since——" He
caught himsalf back and hung hel plessonthe“ since’: what-
ever words he chose, he seemed to ssumbleamong reminders
of their past.

Shewalked on beside him, her eyeson theground. “Then
I’ mto understand—definitely—that you DO renew your of -
fer?’ sheasked

“Withal my heart! If you'll only let me—"

Sheraised ahand, asthoughto check him. *It'sextremely
friendly of you—I do believeyou meanit asafriend—nbut |
don't quiteunderstand why, finding me, asyou say, sowdl | placed
here, you should show moreanxiety about my futurethanat a
timewhen | wasactudly, and rather desperatdly, adrift.”

“Oh, no, not more!”

“If you show any at all, it must, at any rate, befor different
reasons—Infact, itcanonly be,” shewent on, with oneof her
disconcerting flashes of astuteness, “for one of two reasons;
either becauseyou fedl you ought to help me, or because, for
some reason, you think you oweit to Mrs. Leath to let her
know what you know of me.”

Darrow stood still inthe path. Behind him he heard Effie's

cal, and at the child'svoice he saw Sophy turn her head with
the alertness of onewho isobscurely onthewatch. Thelook
was o fugitivethat he could not have said whereinit differed
from her normd professond ar of having her pupil onher mind.

Effie gprang past them, and Darrow took up thegirl’schal-
lenge.

“What you suggest about Mrs. Leathishardly worth an-
swering. Asto my reasonsfor wanting to help you, agood
deal dependson thewordsoneusesto definerather indefinite
things. It’strue enough that | want to help you; but thewish
isn't dueto...to any past kindnessonyour part, but smply to
my owninterestinyou. Why not put it that our friendship gives
metheright tointervenefor what | believeto beyour benefit?’

She took afew hesitating steps and then paused again.
Darrow noticed that she had grown pale and that therewere

rings of shade about her eyes.

“You' veknown Mrs. Leath along time?’ sheasked him
suddenly.

He paused with asense of gpproaching peril. “ A longtime—
yes”

“Shetold meyou werefriends—great friends’
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“Yes,” headmitted, “we regreat friends.”

“Thenyoumight naturdly fed yoursdlf judtifiedintelling her
that you don't think I’ mtheright personfor Effie.” Heuttered
asound of protest, but shedisregardedit. “| don’t say you'd
liketodoit. Youwouldn't: you' d hateit. And the natural al-
ternative would beto try to persuade methat I’ d be better
off somewhere elsethan here. But supposing that failed, and
you saw | was determined to stay? Then you might think it
your duty totell Mrs. Leath.”

Shelaidthecasebeforehimwithacold lucidity. “1 should,
inyour place, | believe,” sheended withalittlelaugh.

“I shouldn’'t fed judtifiedintelling her, behind your back, if |
thought you unsuited for the place; but | should certainly feel
justified,” hergoined after apause, “intelling Y OU if | thought
theplace unsuited toyou.”

“Andthat’swhat you' retrying totell menow?’

“Yes, but not for thereasonsyou imagine.”

“What, then, areyour reasons, if you please?’

“I'vedready implied theminadvisngyou not togiveupal
ideaof thetheatre. You’ retoo various, too gifted, too per-
sond, totieyoursalf down, a your age, tothedisma drudgery

of teaching.”

“Andisthat what you' vetold Mrs. Leath?’

Sherushed thequestion out at him asif sheexpectedtotrip
himup over it. Hewasmoved by thesmplicity of thesratagem.

“I’vetold her exactly nothing,” hereplied.

“ And what—exactly—do you mean by ‘ nothing’ ? You and
sheweretalking about mewhen| cameinto her sitting-room
yesterday.”

Darrow felt hisblood rise at thethrust.

“I’vetold her, ssimply, that I’ d seen you once or twice at
Mrs. Murrett’s.”

“And not that you’ ve ever seen mesince?’

“Andnot that I’ veever seenyou since...”

“ And she believesyou—she completely believesyou?’

Heuttered aprotesting exclamation, and hisflush reflected
itself inthegirl’scheek.

“Oh, | beg your pardon! | didn’t meanto ask youthat.” She
halted, and again cast arapid glance behind and ahead of her.
Then shehed out her hand. “Well, then, thank you—andlet me
relieveyour fears. | sha n't be Effie sgovernessmuch longer.”

At the announcement, Darrow tried to merge hislook of
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relief into the expression of friendly interest with which he
grasped her hand. “ Youreally do agree with me, then? And
you'll givemeachanceto talk thingsover withyou?’

She shook her head with afaint smile. “1’m not thinking of
thestage. I’ vehad another offer: that’sall.”

Therelief washardly lessgreat. After al, hispersonal re-
sponsibility ceased with her departurefrom Givre.

“You'll tell meabout that, then—won't you?’

Her smileflickered up. “Oh, you' | hear about it soon...|
must catch Effienow and drag her back to the blackboard.”

Shewalked onfor afew yards, and then paused again and
confronted him. 1’ ve been odiousto you—and not quite hon-
est,” shebrokeout suddenly.

“Not quitehonest?’ herepeated, caught in afresh wave of
wonder.

“1 mean, in seeming not to trust you. It's come over me
againaswetdkedthat, at heart, I’ vealwaysknown | could...”

Her colour rosein abright wave, and her eyesclungto his
for aswift instant of reminder and gppeal . For the same space
of timethe past surged upinhim confusedly; thenaveil dropped
between them.

“Here'sEffienow!” sheexclaimed.

Heturned and saw thelittlegirl trotting back to them, her
hand in Owen L eath’s. Even through the stir of hissubsiding
excitement Darrow wasat once aware of the change effected
by the young man’s approach. For amoment Sophy Viner's
cheeksburned redder; then they faded to the paenessof white
petas. Shelost, however, nothing of the bright bravery which
it was her way to turn on the unexpected. Perhapsno oneless
familiar with her face than Darrow would have discerned the
tendon of thesmileshetrandferred from himself to Owen Legth,
or haveremarked that her eyeshad hardened from misty grey
toashining darkness. But her observer waslessstruck by this
than by the corresponding changein Owen Leath. Thelatter,
when he camein sight, had been laughing and talking uncon-
cernedly with Effie; but ashiseyefell on MissViner hisex-
pression atered assuddenly ashers.

Thechange, for Darrow, waslessdefinable; but, perhaps
for that reason, it truck himasmoresharply sgnificant. Only—
justwhat didit signify? Owen, like Sophy Viner, had thekind
of face which seemslessthe stage on which emotionsmove
thanthevery stuff they work in. Inmomentsof excitement his
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odd irregular features seemed to grow fluid, to unmake and
remake themselves|like the shadows of cloudson astream.
Darrow, through therapid flight of the shadows, could not
seizeonany specificindication of feding: hemerely perceived
that theyoung man wasunaccountably surprised at findinghim
with MissViner, and that the extent of hissurprisemight cover
al manner of implications.

Darrow’sfirstideawasthat Owen, if he suspected that the
conversation was not the result of an accidental encounter,
might wonder at his step-mother’ s suitor being engaged, at
suchan hour, inprivatetak with her littlegirl’sgoverness. The
thought was so disturbing that, asthethree turned back to the
house, hewas onthepoint of sayingto Owen: “| cameout to
look for your mother.” But, inthe contingency hefeared, even
so simple aphrase might seem like an awkward attempt at
explanation; and hewaked oninsilenceat MissViner'sside.
Presently hewasstruck by thefact that Owen L eath and the
girl weresilent also; and thisgave anew turn to histhoughts.
Silencemay beasvarioudy shaded as speech; and that which
enfolded Darrow and histwo companionsseemedto hisweatch-
ful perceptionsto be quivering with cross-threads of commu-

nication. At first hewasawareonly of thosethat centredinhis
own troubled consciousness; then it occurred to him that an
equal activity of intercoursewasgoing on outsideof it. Some-
thing wasin fact passing mutely and rapidly between young
L eath and Sophy Viner; but what it was, and whither it tended,
Darrow, when they reached the house, was but just beginning
todivine...

XVIII

ANNA LeaTH, from theterrace, watched thereturn of thelittle
group.

She looked down on them, as they advanced across the
garden, from the serene height of her unassailable happiness.
Therethey were, coming toward her inthemild morning light,
her child, her step-son, her promised husband: thethree be-
ingswhofilled her life. Sheamiled alittle at the happy picture
they presented, Effi€ sgambolsencirclingitinamoving frame
within which thetwo men camedowly forwardinthesilence
of friendly understanding. It seemed part of the degp intimacy
of the scenethat they should not betalking to each other, and
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itdid not till afterward strike her asodd that neither of them
apparently feltit necessary to addressaword to Sophy Viner.

Annahersdlf, at themoment, wasfloating inthemid-current
of felicity, on atide so bright and buoyant that she seemedto
beonewithitswarmwaves. Thefirst rush of blisshad stunned
and dazzled her; but now that, each morning, shewoketothe
calm certainty of itsrecurrence, shewasgrowing used to the
senseof security it gave.

“1 feel asif | could trust my happinessto carry me; asif it
had grown out of melikewings.” So shephraseditto Darrow,
as, later inthe morning, they paced the garden-pathstogether.
Hisanswering look gave her the same assurance of safety.
The evening before he had seemed preoccupied, and the
shadow of hismood had faintly encroached onthegrest golden
orb of their blessedness; but now it wasuneclipsed again, and
hung abovethem high and bright asthe sun at noon.

Upstairsin her sitting-room, that afternoon, shewasthink-
ing of thesethings. Themorning mistshad turned torain, com-
pelling the postponement of an excursioninwhichthewhole
party wereto havejoined. Effie, with her governess, had been
despatched in the motor to do some shopping at Francheuil;

and Annahad promised Darrow tojoinhim, later inthe after-
noon, for aquick walk intherain.

Hehad goneto hisroom after luncheon to get somebelated
letters off his conscience; and when he had left her she had
continued to sit in the same place, her hands crossed on her
knees, her head dightly bent, in an attitude of brooding retro-
spection. Asshelooked back at her past life, it seemed to her
to have consisted of one ceaseless effort to pack into each
hour enough tofill out itssack folds; but now each moment
waslikeamiser’sbag stretched to bursting with pure gold.

Shewasroused by the sound of Owen’'sstepinthegallery
outside her room. It paused at her door and inanswer to his
knock shecalled out “Comein!”

Asthedoor closed behind him shewas struck by hislook
of paleexcitement, and an impul se of compunction made her
say: “You' vecometo ask mewhy | haven't spoken to your
grandmother!” He sent about him aglancevaguely reminding
her of the strangelook with which Sophy Viner had swvept the
room thenight before; then hisbrilliant eyescameback to her.

“I’vespokento her mysdlf,” hesaid.

Annastarted up, incredulous.
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“You' ve spokento her?When?’

“Just now. | left her to comehere.”

Annd sfirg fedingwasoneof annoyance. Therewasredlly
something comically incongruousin thisboyish surrender to
impulse on the part of ayoung man so eager to assumethe
responsibilitiesof life. Shelooked at himwith afaintly veiled
amusement.

“You asked meto help youand | promised you | would. It
was hardly worth whiletowork out such an el aborate plan of
actionif youintended to takethe matter out of my handswith-
outtellingme.”

“Oh, don’'t take that tonewith me!” he broke out, almost
angrily.

“That tone? What tone?” Shestared at hisquiveringface. “|
might,” she pursued, still half-laughing, “more properly make
that request of you!”

Owen reddened and hisvehemence suddenly subsided.

“1 meant that | had to speak—that’sall. Youdon't giveme
achancetoexplan...”

Shelooked at him gently, wondering alittleat her ownim-
patience.

“Owen! Don't | awayswant to giveyou every chance?It’'s
becausel dothat | wanted to talk to your grandmother first—
that | waswaiting and watching for theright moment...”

“Theright moment?Sowas|. That'swhy |’ vespoken.” His
voiceroseagain and took the sharp edgeit had in moments of
high pressure.

Hisstep-mother turned away and seated hersdlf in her sofa-
corner. “Oh, my dear, it'snot aprivilegeto quarrd over! You've
taken aload off my shoulders. St downandtell medl about it.”

Hestood before her, irresolute. “1 can’t it down,” hesaid.

“Walk about, then. Only tell me: I'mimpatient.”

Hisimmediate responsewasto throw himsdlf into thearm-
chair & her sde, wherehelounged for amoment without spesk-
ing, hislegsstretched out, hisarmslocked behind histhrown-
back head. Anna, her eyeson hisface, waited quietly for him
to speak.

“Well—of courseit wasjust what one expected.”

“Shetakesit so badly, you mean?’

“All the heavy batterieswere brought up: my father, Givre,
Monsieur de Chantelle, thethroneand thedtar. Even my poor
mother wasdragged out of oblivion and armed withimaginary
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protests.”

Annasighed out her sympathy. “\Well—you were prepared
for al that?’

“I thought | was, till | beganto hear her say it. Thenit sounded
soincredibly slly that | told her so.”

“Oh, Owen—Owen!”

“Yes: | know. | wasafool; but | couldn’'t helpit.”

“Andyou’ ve mortally offended her, | suppose? That’sex-
actly what | wanted to prevent.” Shelaid ahand on hisshoul-
der. “You tiresome boy, not to wait and let me speak for you!”

Hemoved dightly away, so that her hand dlipped fromits
place. “ You don't understand,” hesaid, frowning.

“1 don’t seehow | can, till you explain. If you thought the
timehad cometotell your grandmother, why not have asked
metodoit?| had my reasonsfor waiting; butif you' dtold me
to speak | should have done so, naturally.”

He evaded her appeal by asudden turn. “What were your
reasonsfor waiting?’

Annadid notimmediately answer. Her ep-son’seyeswere
on her face, and under hisgaze shefelt afaint disquietude.

“1 wasfeeling my way...| wanted to be absolutely sure...”

“ Absolutely sure of what?’

"Sheddayed againfor ajust perceptibleingtant. “Why, smply
of our side of thecase.”

“But you told meyou were, the other day, when wetal ked
it over beforethey cameback from Ouchy.”

“Oh, my dear—if youthink that, in such acomplicated mat-
ter, every day, every hour, doesn’t moreor lessmodify one's
surest sureness!”

“That'sjust what I’ m driving at. | want to know what has
modifiedyours.”

Shemadeadight gesture of impatience. “What doesit mat-
ter, now thething’'sdone?1 don’t know that | could give any
clear reason...”

He got to hisfeet and stood looking down on her with a
tormented brow. “But it’ sabsol utely necessary that you should.”

At histone her impatienceflared up. “ It’ snot necessary that
| should giveyou any explanation whatever, Snceyou’ vetaken
thematter out of my hands. All | can say isthat | wastryingto
help you: that no other thought ever entered my mind.” She
paused a moment and then added: “1f you doubted it, you
wereright to do what you’ vedone.”
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“Oh, | never doubted you!” heretorted, with afugitive stress
onthepronoun. Hisface had cleared toitsold |ook of trust.
“Don’t beoffendedif I' ve seemed to,” hewent on. “1 can’t
quiteexplain mysdlf, either...it'sal akind of tangle, isn'tit?
That'swhy | thought I’ d better speak at once; or rather why |
didn’tthink at al, but just suddenly blurted thething out——"

Annagavehim back hislook of conciliation. “Well, thehow
andwhy don’t much matter now. Thepointishow to ded with
your grandmother. You' venot told mewhat shemeansto do.”

“Oh, shemeansto send for Adelaide Painter.”

Thenamedrew afaint note of mirth from him and relaxed
boththeir facestoasmile.

“Perhaps,” Annaadded, “it'sreally thebest thing for usal.”

Owen shrugged his shoulders. “1t’stoo preposterousand
humiliating. Dragging that woman into our secrets—!”

“Thiscould hardly beasecret much longer.”

He had moved to the hearth, where he stood pushing about
thesmall ornaments on the mantel-shelf; but at her answer he
turned back to her.

“You haven't, of course, spoken of it to any one?’

“No; but I intend to now.”
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Shepaused for hisreply, and asit did not come she contin-
ued: “1f Adelaide Painter’sto betold there'sno possiblerea
sonwhy | shouldn’ttell Mr. Darrow.” Owen abruptly set down
thelittle statuette between hisfingers. “Nonewhatever: | want
every oneto know.”

Shesmiled alittle at hisover-emphasis, and was about to
meet it with aword of banter when he continued, facing her:
“You haven't, asyet, saidaword to him?’

“1’ vetold him nothing, except what the discussion of our
own plans—hisand mine—obliged meto: that you werethink-
ingof marrying, andthat | wasn't willingtoleave Francetill I'd
donewhat | could to seeyou through.”

At her first wordsthe col our had rushed to hisforehead; but
asshecontinued she saw hisface composeitsalf and hisblood
subside.

“You'reabrick, my dear!” heexclamed.

“You had my word, you know.”

“Yes, yes—I know.” Hisfacehad clouded again. “Andthat’s
al—pogtively al—you' veever saidtohim?’

“Pogtively dl. But why doyou ask?’

Hehad amoment’sembarrassed hesitation. “ It wasunder-
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stood, wasn'’t it, that my grandmother wasto bethefirst to
know?’

“Well—and so she has been, hasn’t she, sinceyou’ vetold
her?’

Heturned back to hisrestless shifting of the knick-knacks.

“Andyou’ resurethat nothing you' vesaid to Darrow could
possibly havegivenhimahint——?"’

“Nothing I’ vesaid to him—certainly.”

He swung about on her. “Why do you put it in that way?’

“Inwhat way?’

“Why—asif you thought some one el se might have spo-
ken...”

“Someoneelse?Who else?’ Sheroseto her feet. “What
on earth, my dear boy, canyou bedriving at?’

“I’'mtrying tofind out whether you think heknowsanything
definite”

“Why should | think so? Do you?’

“1 don’t know. | want tofind out.”

Shelaughed a hisobstinateing stence. “ Totest my veracity,
| suppose?’ At the sound of astep inthe gallery she added:
“Hereheis—you canask himyourself.”

Shemet Darrow’sknock with an invitation to enter, and
he came into the room and paused between herself and
Owen. She was struck, as he stood there, by the contrast
between his happy careless good-looksand her step-son’s
frowning agitation.

Darrow met her eyeswithasmile. “Am| too soon?Or is
our walk givenup?’

“No; | wasjust going to get ready.” She continued tolinger
between thetwo, looking dlowly from oneto the other. “ But
there’ssomething wewant totell you first: Owenisengaged
toMissViner.”

The sense of an indefinableinterrogationin Owen’smind
made her, as she spoke, fix her eyessteadily on Darrow.

He had paused just opposite the window, so that, evenin
therainy afternoonlight, hisfacewasclearly opento her scru-
tiny. For asecond, immense surprisswasaonevisbleonit: so
visiblethat she half turned to her step-son, with afaint smile
for hisrefuted suspicions. Why, shewondered, should Owen
havethought that Darrow had aready guessed hissecret, and
what, after dl, could beso disturbing to himinthisnot improb-
able contingency? At any rate, hisdoubt must havebeen dis-
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pelled: there was nothing feigned about Darrow’ s astonish-
ment. When her eyesturned back to him hewasaready cross-
ing to Owen with outstretched hand, and she had, through an
unaccountablefaint flutter of misgiving, amereconfused sense
of their exchanging the customary phrases. Her next percep-
tionwasof Owen'stranquillized ook, and of hissmiling return
of Darrow’scongratul atory grasp. Shehad theeeriefeding of
having been overswept by ashadow which there had been no
cloudtocast...

A moment later Owen had left theroom and sheand Darrow
were adone. He had turned away to the window and stood
staring out into the down-pour.

“You'resurprised at Owen’'snews?’ sheasked.

“Yes: | ansurprised,” heanswered.

“You hadn’t thought of itsbeing MissViner?’

“Why should | havethought of MissViner?’

“You see now why | wanted so much to find out what you
knew about her.” He made no comment, and she pursued:
“Now that you do know it'sshe, if there’ sanything—"

He moved back into theroom and went up to her. Hisface
was serious, with adight shade of annoyance. “What on earth
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shouldtherebe?Asl toldyou, I’ ve never inmy life heard any
one say two wordsabout MissViner.”

Annamadeno ansver and they continued to face each other
without moving. For themoment shehad ceased to think about
Sophy Viner and Owen: the only thought in her mind wasthat
Darrow wasa onewith her, closeto her, and that, for thefirst
time, their handsand lipshad not met.

He glanced back doubtfully at thewindow. “It’s pouring.
Perhapsyou’ d rather not go out?’

Shehesitated, asif waiting for himto urge her. “1 suppose
I’ d better not. | ought to go at onceto my mother-in-law—
Owen'sjust beentdling her,” shesaid.

“Ah.” Darrow hazarded asmile. “ That accountsfor my hav-
ing, on my way up, heard some one telephoning for Miss
Painter!”

At theallusion they laughed together, vaguely, and Anna
moved toward thedoor. Heheld it openfor her and followed
her out.
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XIX

HEe LEFT HER AT THE DOOR Of Madame de Chantell €' s sitting-
room, and plunged out aloneintotherain.

Thewind flung about the stripped tree-tops of the avenue
and dashed the stinging streamsinto hisface. Hewaked to
thegateand then turned into the high-road and strodeaongin
the open, buffeted by danting gusts. Theevenly ridgedfields
wereablurred waste of mud, and therusset covertswhich he
and Owen had shot through the day before shivered deso-
lately againgt adriving sky.

Darrow walked on and on, indifferent to the direction he
wastaking. Histhoughtsweretossng likethetree-tops. Anna's
announcement had not cometo him asacomplete surprise:
that morning, ashe strolled back to the housewith Owen Legth
and MissViner, hehad had amomentary intuition of thetruth.
But it had beenno morethan anintuition, themerest faint cloud-
puff of surmise; and now it was an attested fact, darkening
over thewholesky.

Inrespect of hisown attitude, he saw at oncethat thedis-
covery made no appreciable change. If he had been bound to

slencebefore, hewasnolessboundtoit now; theonly differ-
encelay inthefact that what he had just |earned had rendered
hisbondage moreintolerable. Hitherto he had felt for Sophy
Viner'sdefensel ess state a sympathy profoundly tinged with
compunction. But now hewas half-conscious of an obscure
indignation against her. Superior ashe had fancied himself to
ready-madejudgments, hewasaware of cherishing the com-
mon doubt asto the disinterestedness of thewomanwhotries
toriseaboveher past. No wonder she had been sick with fear
on meeting him! It wasin hispower to do her moreharmthan
hehad dreamed...

Assuredly hedid not want to harm her; but he did desper-
ately want to prevent her marrying Owen Leath. Hetried to
get away from thefeeling, to isolate and exteriorizeit suffi-
ciently to seewhat motivesit was made of; but it remained a
mereblind motion of hisblood, theinstinctiverecoil fromthe
thing that no amount of arguing can make*“ sraight.” Histramp,
prolonged asit was, carried him no nearer to enlightenment;
and after trudging through two or three sallow mud-stained
villages he turned about and wearily made hisway back to
Givre. Ashewaked up theblack avenue, making for thelights
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that twinkled through its pitching branches, he had asudden
realisation of hisutter helplessness. Hemight think and com-
bine ashewould; but there was nothing, absolutely nothing,
that hecould do...

Hedropped hiswet coat in the vestibule and began to mount
thestairsto hisroom. But onthelanding hewas overtaken by
asober-faced maid who, intonesdiscreetly lowered, begged
himto be so kind asto step, for amoment, intotheMarquise's
gtting-room. Somewheat disconcerted by the summons, hefol-
lowed itsbearer to the door at which, acouple of hours ear-
lier, he had taken leave of Mrs. Leath. It opened to admit him
toalargelamp-lit roomwhich heimmediately perceivedto be
empty; and thefact gave him timeto note, eventhrough his
disturbance of mind, theinteresting degreeto which Madame
deChantdlle€ sgpartment “ dated” and completed her. Itslooped
and corded curtains, its purple satin uphol stery, the Sevres
jardinieres, therosewood fire-screen, thelittle vel vet tables
edged with lace and crowded with silver knick-knacksand
smpering miniatures, reconstituted an amost perfect setting
for the blonde beauty of the‘ sixties. Darrow wondered that
Fraser Leath’sfilial respect should have prevailed over his

aesthetic scruplesto the extent of permitting such an anachro-
nism among the eighteenth century graces of Givre; but a
moment’sreflection madeit clear that, toitslate owner, the at-
titudewould have seemed exactly in thetraditions of the place.

Madame de Chantelle’s emergence from an inner room
snatched Darrow from theseirrelevant musings. Shewasal-
ready beaded and bugled for theevening, and, savefor adight
pinkness of the eye-lids, her elaborate appearance revea ed
no mark of agitation; but Darrow noticed that, in recognition
of the solemnity of the occasion, she pinched alace handker-
chief between her thumb and forefinger.

Sheplunged at onceinto the centre of thedifficulty, apped-
ing to him, inthe name of all the Everards, to descend there
with her to therescue of her darling. Shewasn't, shewassure,
addressing hersdlf invain to onewhose person, whose*tone,”
whosetraditionsso brilliantly declared hisindebtednessto the
principles she besought him to defend. Her own reception of
Darrow, the confidence she had at once accorded him, must
haveshown himthat shehadingtinctively felt their unanimity of
sentiment on thesefundamenta questions. Shehadinfact rec-
ognized in him the one person whom, without painto her ma-
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ternd piety, she could welcomeasher son’ssuccessor; and it
was amost as to Owen’s father that she now appealed to
Darrow to aid inrescuing thewretched boy.

“Don’'tthink, please, that I'm casting theleast reflection on
Anna, or showing any want of sympathy for her, when| say
that | consider her partly responsible for what's happened.
Annais‘modern’—I believethat’swhat it'scalled whenyou
read unsettling books and admire hideouspictures. Indeed,”
Madame de Chantelle continued, leaning confidentially for-
ward, “1 myself havealwaysmoreor lesslived inthat atmo-
sphere: my son, you know, wasvery revolutionary. Only he
didn’t, of course, apply hisidess: they werepurely intdllectud.
That’swhat dear Annahasawaysfailed to understand. And
I’ m afraid she' screated the samekind of confusionin Owen's
mind—Iled himto mix up thingsyou read about with thingsyou
do...You know, of course, that she sides with him in this
wretched business?’

Developing at length upon thistheme, shefinally narrowed
down to the point of Darrow’ sintervention. “My grandson,
Mr. Darrow, callsmeillogical and uncharitable because my
fedingstoward MissViner have changed sncel’ veheard this

news. Well! You' veknown her, it appears, for someyears.
Annatedlsmeyou used to seeher when shewasacompanion,
or secretary or something, to adreadfully vulgar Mrs. Murrett.
And| ask you asafriend, | ask you asoneof us, totell meif
you think agirl who hashad to knock about theworldin that
kind of position, and at the ordersof al kinds of people, is
fitted to be Owen'swifel’ mnotimplying anything againgt her!
| likedthegirl, Mr. Darrow...But what'sthat got to dowithiit?
| don’t want her to marry my grandson. If I’ d beenlooking for
awifefor Owen, | shouldn’t have appliedto the Farlowsto
find meone. That’swhat Annawon’t understand; and what
you must help meto make her see.”

Darrow, tothisappeal, could oppose only therepeated as-
suranceof hisinability tointerfere. Hetried to make Madame
de Chantelle seethat the very position hehoped totakein the
household made his intervention the more hazardous. He
brought up the usual arguments, and sounded the expected
note of sympathy; but Madame de Chantelle salarm had dis-
pelled her habitua imprecision, and, though she had not many
reasonsto advance, her argument clungtoitspoint likeafright-
ened sharp-clawed animal.
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“WEell, then,” she summed up, in responseto hisrepeated
assertions that he saw no way of helping her, “you can, at
least, evenif youwon't say awordtotheothers, tell mefrankly
and fairly—and quite between oursal ves—your persond opin-
ion of MissViner, sinceyou’ ve known her so much longer
thanwehave.”

He protested that, if he had known her longer, hehad known
her much lesswell, and that he had already, on thispoint, con-
vinced Annaof hisinability to pronouncean opinion.

Madamede Chantdledrew adegpsigh of intelligence. “ Your
opinion of Mrs. Murrett isenough! | don’t supposeyou pre-
tend to conceal that? And heaven knowswhat other unspeak-
able people she'sbeen mixed up with. Theonly friendsshe
can produce are called Hoke...Don't try to reason with me,
Mr. Darrow. Therearefedingsthat go deeper thanfacts...And
| know shethought of studying for thestage...” Madamede
Chantelleraised the corner of her lace handkerchief to her
eyes. “I’mold-fashioned—Ilikemy furniture,” shemurmured.
“And | thought | could count onyou, Mr. Darrow...”

WHen Darrow, that night, regained hisroom, hereflected with

aflashof irony that each time heentered it hebrought afresh
troop of perplexitiesto troubleits serene seclusion. Sincethe
day after hisarrival, only forty-eight hoursbefore, when he
had set hiswindow opento thenight, and hishopeshad seemed
asmany asitsstars, each evening had brought itsnew prob-
lem and its renewed distress. But nothing, as yet, had ap-
proached the blank misery of mind with which he now set
himsalf to facethefresh questionsconfronting him.

Sophy Viner had not shown hersdlf at dinner, sothat hehad
had no glimpse of her in her new character, and no means of
divining thereal nature of thetie between herself and Owen
L eath. Onething, however, wasclear: whatever her red fed-
ingswere, and however much or littleshehad at stake, if she
had made up her mind to marry Owen she had more than
enough skill and tenacity to defeat any artsthat poor Madame
de Chantelle could opposeto her.

Darrow himsdlf wasinfact the only personwho might pos-
sibly turn her from her purpose: Madame de Chantelle, at hap-
hazard, had hit on the surest means of saving Owen—if to
prevent hismarriagewereto savehim! Darrow, onthispoint,
did not pretend to any fixed opinion; onefeeling alonewas
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clear andingstent in him: hedid not mean, if hecould helpit, to
let the marriage take place.

How hewasto prevent it hedid not know: to histormented
imagination every issue seemed closed. For afantastic instant
hewasmoved to follow Madame de Chantell€' ssuggestion
and urge Annato withdraw her approval. If hisreticence, his
efforts to avoid the subject, had not escaped her, she had
doubtless set them down to thefact of hisknowing more, and
thinking less, of Sophy Viner than hehad beenwillingto ad-
mit; and hemight takeadvantage of thisto turn her mind gradu-
aly from the project. Yet how do so without betraying his
ingincerity?If hehad had nothing to hidehecould easily have
said: “It'sonething to know nothing against thegirl, it'san-
other to pretend that | think her agood match for Owen.” But
could he say even so much without betraying more?1t wasnot
Anna squestions, or hisanswersto them, that hefeared, but
what might cry aoudintheinterval s between them. Heunder-
stood now that ever since Sophy Viner’sarrival at Givrehe
had feltin Annathelurking sense of something unexpressed,
and perhapsinexpressible, betweenthegirl and himsdf...When
at last hefell aslegp he had fatalistically committed his next

step to the chances of themorrow.

Thefirst that offered itself wasan encounter withMrs. Lesath
as he descended the stairsthe next morning. She had come
down already hatted and shod for adash to the park lodge,
where one of the gatekeeper’s children had had an accident.
In her compact dark dressshelooked morethanusualy straight
and dim, and her faceworethe paeglow it took on at any cal
on her energy: akind of warrior brightnessthat made her small
head, withitsstrong chin and close-bound hair, likethat of an
amazoninafrieze.

It wastheir first moment alone since she had left him, the
afternoon before, at her mother-in-law’sdoor; and after a
few words about theinjured child their talk inevitably re-
verted to Owen.

Annaspokewith asmileof her “scene” with Madamede
Chantelle, who belonged, poor dear, to ageneration when
“scenes’ (intheladylikeand lachrymal senseof theterm) were
thetribute which sensibility was expected to pay to theun-
usual. Their conversation had been, inevery detail, so exactly
what Annahad foreseen that it had clearly not made much
impression on her; but she was eager to know the result of
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Darrow’sencounter with her mother-in-law.

“Shetold me she' d sent for you: she always ‘ sendsfor’
peoplein emergencies. That again, | suppose, isdel’ epoque.
Andfailing Adelaide Painter, who can't get heretill thisafter-
noon, therewasno one but poor you to turnto.”

Sheputital lightly, with alightnessthat seemedto histight-
strung nervesdlightly, undefinably over-done. But hewasso
awareof hisown tensionthat hewondered, the next moment,
whether anything would ever again seem to him quite usual
andinggnificant andinthecommon order of things.

Asthey hastened on through thedrizzlein whichthe storm
of thenight wasweeping itsalf out, Annadrew closeunder his
umbrella, and at the pressure of her arm against hisherecalled
hiswalk up the Dover pier with Sophy Viner. The memory
gavehimastartled vision of theinevitable occasionsof con-
tact, confidence, familiarity, which hisfuturereationshiptothe
girl would entail, and the countless chances of betrayal that
every oneof theminvolved.

“Dotell mejust what you said,” he heard Annapleading;
and with sudden resolution he affirmed: “1 quite understand
your mother-in-law’sfeding asshedoes.”

Thewords, when uttered, seemed agood deal lesssignifi-
cant than they had sounded to hisinner ear; and Annareplied
without surprise: “ Of course. It’sinevitabl e that she should.
But weshdl bring her roundintime.” Under thedripping dome
sheraised her faceto his. “Don’'t you remember what you said
theday beforeyesterday?* Together we can’t fail to pull it off
for him!” I’vetold Owen that, so you' re pledged and there's
no going back.”

Theday beforeyesterday! Wasit possiblethat, no longer
ago, lifehad seemed asufficiently smplebusinessfor asane
man to hazard such assurances?

“Anna,” hequestioned her abruptly, “why areyou so anx-
iousfor thismarriage?’

She stopped short to face him. “Why?But surely I’ ve ex-
plained to you—or rather I’ ve hardly had to, you seemed so
insympathy with my reasons!”

“I didn’t know, then, who it wasthat Owen wanted to marry.”

Thewordswereout withaspringand hefeltaclearer airin
hisbrain. But her logichemmed himin.

“You knew yesterday; and you assured methen that you
hadn’t aword to say—"
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“Agangt MissViner?’ Thename, onceuttered, sounded on
andoninhisears. “Of coursenot. But that doesn’t necessarily
imply that | think her agood match for Owen.”

Annamade no immediate answer. When she spokeit was
toquestion: “Why don't you think her agood match for Owen?’

“Well—Madame de Chantell€’s reasons seem to me not
quiteasnegligibleasyouthink.”

“You mean thefact that she’'sbeen Mrs. Murrett’ s secre-
tary, and that the peoplewho employed her beforewerecaled
Hoke? For, asfar asOwen and | can make out, these arethe
gravest chargesagainst her.”

“Still, one can understand that the match isnot what Ma-
damede Chantelle had dreamed of .”

“Oh, perfectly—if that'sal you mean.” Thelodgewasin
sight, and she hastened her step. He strode on beside her in
slence, but at the gate she checked him with thequestion: “Is
itredly dl youmean?’

“Of course,” heheard himself declare.

“Oh, then | think | shall convinceyou—evenif | can't, like
Madame de Chantelle, summon all the Everardstomy aid!”
Shelifted to him thelook of happy laughter that sometimes

brushed her with agleam of spring.

Darrow watched her hasten a ong the path between thedrip-
ping chrysanthemumsand enter thelodge. After shehad gone
in hepaced up and down outsideinthedrizzle, waitingtolearn
if she had any message to send back to the house; and after
thelapse of afew minutes she came out again.

Thechild, shesaid, wasbadly, though not dangeroudly, hurt,
and thevillage doctor, who was already on hand, had asked
that the surgeon, aready summoned from Francheuiil, should
betold to bring with him certain needful appliances. Owen
had started by motor to fetch the surgeon, but therewas still
timeto communicatewith thelatter by telephone. Thedoctor
furthermore begged for animmediate provision of such ban-
dagesand dignfectantsasGivreitsdf could furnish, and Anna
bade Darrow addresshimsdlf to Miss Viner, who would know
whereto find the necessary things, and would direct oneof the
servantsto bicyclewiththemtothelodge.

Darrow, as he hurried off on thiserrand, had at once per-
celved the opportunity it offered of aword with Sophy Viner.
What that word wasto be he did not know; but now, if ever,
wasthe moment to makeit urgent and conclusive. It wasun-
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likely that hewould again have such achance of unobserved
talk with her.

He had supposed he should find her with her pupil inthe
school-room; but helearned from aservant that Effiehad gone
to Francheuil with her step-brother, and that MissViner was
gtill in her room. Darrow sent her word that he wasthe bearer
of amessagefrom thelodge, and amoment later he heard her
coming downthegtairs.

XX

For A seconp, as she approached him, the quick tremor of her
glance showed her al intent on the samethought as himself.
Hetransmitted hisinstructionswith mechanica precison, and
sheanswered in the sametone, repeating hiswordswith the
intengty of attention of achild not quitesureof understanding.
Then shedisappeared up thestairs.

Darrow lingered oninthehall, not knowing if shemeant to
return, yetinwardly sureshewould. At length he saw her com-
ingdownin her hat andjacket. Therain till streaked thewin-
dow panes, and, in order to say something, hesaid: “You're

not going tothelodgeyoursel f?’

“I’vesent oneof the men ahead with thethings; but | thought
Mrs. Leath might need me.”

“Shedidn’'t ask for you,” hereturned, wondering how he
could detain her; but sheanswered decidedly: I’ d better go.”

Heheld openthe door, picked up hisumbrellaand followed
her out. Asthey went down the steps she glanced back at him.
“You veforgotten your mackintosh.”

“Ishan'tneedit.”

She had no umbrella, and he opened hisand held it out to
her. Sherejected it with amurmur of thanks and walked on
through thethin drizzle, and he kept theumbrellaover hisown
head, without offering to shelter her.

Rapidly and in silencethey crossed the court and began to
walk down theavenue. They had traversed athird of itslength
before Darrow said abruptly: “Wouldn't it have been fairer,
when wetalked together yesterday, to tell mewhat I’ vejust
heard from Mrs. Leath?’

“Fairer—?’ She stopped short with astartled [ook.

“If I'dknown that your futurewas already settled | should
have spared you my gratuitous suggestions.”
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Shewalked on, moredowly, for ayard or two. “1 couldn’t
speak yesterday. | meant to havetold you today.”

“Oh, I'm not reproaching you for your lack of confidence.
Only, if you had told me, | should have been more sure of
your really meaning what you said to meyesterday.”

Shedid not ask himto what hereferred, and he saw that her
partingwordsto himlived asvividly in her memory asinhis.

“Isit soimportant that you should besure?’ shefinaly ques-
tioned.

“Nottoyou, naturdly,” hereturned withinvoluntary asperity.
Itwasincredible, yetit wasafact, that for themoment hisim-
mediate purpose in seeking to speak to her waslost under a
rush of resentment at counting for solittlein her fate. Of what
suff, then, washisfeding for her made? A few hoursearlier she
had touched histhoughtsaslittle ashis senses; but now hefelt
olddeepinginginctsgtirinhim... A rush of rain dashed against
hisface, and, catching Sophy’shat, strained it back from her
loosened hair. She put her handsto her head with afamiliar
gesture...Hecamecloser and held hisumbrelaover her...

Atthelodgehewaited whileshewent in. Therain continued
to stream down on him and he shivered in the dampnessand

stamped hisfeet ontheflags. It s;emedto himthat alongtime
elapsed before the door opened and she reappeared. He
glanced into the housefor aglimpse of Anna, but obtained
none; yet the mere sense of her nearness had completely al-
tered hismood.

Thechild, Sophy told him, wasdoingwell; but Mrs. Leath
had decided to wait till the surgeon came. Darrow, asthey
turned away, looked through the gates, and saw thedoctor’s
old-fashioned carriage by theroadside.

“Let metell the doctor’sboy to driveyou back,” he sug-
gested; but Sophy answered: “No; I'll walk,” and hemoved
ontoward thehouseat her side. Sheexpressed no surpriseat
hisnot remaining at thelodge, and again they walked onin
silencethrough therain. She had accepted the shelter of his
umbrella, but she kept herself at such acarefully measured
distancethat eventhe dight siwaying movements produced by
their quick pacedid not oncebring her armintouchwith his;
and, noticing this, he perceived that every drop of her blood
must bealiveto hisnearness.

“What | meant just now,” hebegan, “wasthat you ought to
have been sure of my good wishes.”
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She seemed to weigh thewords. “ Sure enough for what?’

“Totrust mealittlefarther thanyoudid.”

“I’vetold you that yesterday | wasn’t freeto speak.”

“Well, sinceyou are now, may | say awordtoyou?’

She paused perceptibly, and when she spokeit wasin so
low atonethat he had to bend hishead to catch her answer. “|
can't think what you can haveto say.”

“It'snot easy to say here, at any rate. Andindoors| sha n't
know wheretosay it.” Heglanced about himintherain. “Let's
walk over to the spring-housefor aminute.”

Totheright of thedrive, under aclump of trees, alittlestucco
pavilion crowned by aba ustrade rose on archesof mouldering
brick over aflight of stepsthat led down to aspring. Other
steps curved up to adoor above. Darrow mounted these, and
opening thedoor entered asmall circular room hung withloos-
ened stripsof painted paper whereon spectrally faded Man-
darinsexecuted d ongated gestures. Someblack and gold chairs
with straw seats and an unsteady table of cracked lacquer
stood onthefloor of red-glazedtile.

Sophy had followed him without comment. He closed the
door after her, and she stood motionless, asthoughwaiting for

him to speak.

“Now we cantalk quietly,” hesaid, looking at her witha
smileinto which hetried to put anintention of the frankest
friendliness

Shemerely repeated: “I can’t think what you can haveto

Her voice had |l ost the note of half-wistful confidence on
whichtheir talk of the previousday had closed, and shelooked
at himwith akind of pale hostility. Her tone madeit evident
that histask would bedifficult, but it did not shake hisresolve
to go on. He sat down, and mechanically shefollowed his
example. Thetablewasbetween them and sherested her arms
onitscracked edgeand her chin on her interlocked hands. He
looked at her and she gave him back hislook.

“Haveyou nothing to say to me?’ heasked at length.

A faint smilelifted, intheremembered way, theleft corner
of her narrowed lips.

“ About my marriage?’

“ About your marriage.”

She continued to consider him between half-drawn lids.
“What can | say that Mrs. Leath hasnot aready told you?’
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“Mrs. Leath hastold me nothing whatever but the fact—
and her pleasureinit.”

“Well; aren’t thosethetwo essentia points?’

“Theessentia pointsto you?| should havethought—"

“Oh, toyou, | meant,” sheputinkeenly.

Heflushed at theretort, but steadied himsalf and rejoined:
“Theessential point to meis, of course, that you should be
doingwhat’sredlly best for you.”

Shesat silent, with lowered lashes. At length she stretched
out her arm and took up fromthetablealittle threadbare Chi-
nese hand-screen. Sheturned itsebony stem once or twice
between her fingers, and as she did so Darrow waswhimsi-
cally struck by theway inwhich their evanescent dight ro-
mancewas symbolized by thefading linesonthefrall slk.

“Doyou think my engagement to Mr. Leath not really best
for me?’ sheasked at length.

Darrow, before answering, waited long enough to get his
wordsinto the tersest shape—not without asense, ashedid
30, of hislikenessto the surgeon deliberately poising hislancet
foracleanincison.“I’mnot sure,” hereplied, “ of itsbeing the
best thing for either of you.”

Shetook the stroke steadily, but afaint red swept her face
likethereflection of ablush. She continued to keep her low-
ered eyeson the screen.

“Fromwhose point of view do you speak?’

“Naturally, that of the personsmost concerned.”

“From Owen'’s, then, of course?You don't think meagood
matchfor him?’

“Fromyours, first of al. | don’t think him agood match for
you.”

Hebrought theanswer out abruptly, hiseyeson her face. It
had grown extremely pale, but asthe meaning of hiswords
shaped itself in her mind he saw acuriousinner light dawn
through her set look. Shelifted her lidsjust far enough for a
veiled glanceat him, and asmiledipped through them to her
trembling lips. For amoment the change merely bewildered
him; thenit pulled him up with asharp jerk of apprehension.

“1 don’t think him agood match for you,” he stammered,
groping for thelost thread of hiswords.

Shethrew avaguelook about the chilly rain-dimmed room.
“Andyou vebrought meheretotell mewhy?’

Thequestion roused himto the sensethat their minuteswere
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numbered, and that if hedid not immediately get to hispoint
theremight be no other chance of makingit.

“My chief reasonisthat | believe he’ stoo young andinex-
perienced to giveyou the kind of support you need.”

At hiswords her face changed again, freezing to atragic
coldness. She stared straight ahead of her, perceptibly strug-
gling with thetremor of her muscles; and when she had con-
trolled it sheflung out apale-lipped pleasantry. “ But you see
I’'veawayshad to support myself!”

“He’'saboy,” Darrow pushed on, “acharming, wonderful
boy; but with no more notion than aboy how to deal withthe
inevitabledally problems...thetrivid stupid unimportant things
that lifeischiefly madeup of.” “I’ll deal withthemfor him,”
shergjoined.

“They’ [l bemorethan ordinarily difficult.”

Sheshot achdlenging glanceat him. “You must have some
specia reasonfor sayingso.”

“Only my clear perception of thefacts.”

“What factsdo you mean?’

Darrow hesitated. “ You must know better than |,” here-
turned at length, “that theway won't be made easy to you.”

“Mrs. Leath, at any rate, hasmadeit so.”

“Madamede Chantellewill not.”

“How do you know that?’ sheflung back.

He paused again, not sure how far it was prudent to reveal
himsalf in the confidence of the household. Then, toavoidin-
volving Anna, heanswered: “Madame de Chantelle sent for
meyesterday.”

“Sent for you—totalk to you about me?’ Thecolour roseto
her forehead and her eyesburned black under lowered brows.
“By what right, | should liketo know?What haveyou to do
withme, or withanythingin theworld that concernsme?’

Darrow ingantly perceived what dread suspicion again pos-
sessed her, and the sensethat it was not wholly unjustified
caused him apassing pang of shame. But it did not turn him
from hispurpose.

“I"'man oldfriend of Mrs. Leath’s. It'snot unnatural that
Madame de Chantelle should talk tome.”

Shedropped the screen on the table and stood up, turning
on him the same small mask of wrath and scorn which had
glared at him, in Paris, when he had confessed to hissuppres-
sion of her letter. She walked away a step or two and then
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came back.

“May | ask what Madame de Chantelle said toyou?’

“Shemadeit clear that she should not encourage the mar-
riage”

“And what was her object in making that clear to you?’

Darrow hesitated. “1 suppose shethought—"

“That she could persuade you to turn Mrs. L eath agai nst
me?”

Hewassilent, and she pressed him: “Wasthat it?” “ That
wasit.”

“Butif you don't—if you keep your promise—"

“My promise?’

“To say nothing...nothing whatever...” Her strained look
threw ahaggard light along the pause.

As she spoke, the whol e odiousness of the scene rushed
over him. “Of coursel shal say nothing...youknow that...” He
leaned to her andlaid hishand on hers. * You know | wouldn’t
for theworld...”

Shedrew back and hid her face with asob. Then she sank
againinto her seat, stretched her arms across the table and
laid her face uponthem. He sat till, overwhel med with com-

punction. After alonginterva, inwhich hehad painfully mea-
sured the seconds by her hard-drawn breathing, shelooked
up at himwith afacewashed clear of bitterness.

“Don’t suppose| don’'t know what you must have thought
of me!”

The cry struck him down to alower depth of self-abase-
ment. “My poor child,” hefelt likeanswering, “theshameof it
isthat I’ ve never thought of you at al!” But he could only
uselesdy repest: “1’ll doanything | canto helpyou.”

Shesat dlent, drumming thetablewith her hand. He saw that
her doubt of him was allayed, and the perception made him
moreashamed, asif her trust had first revealed to him how near
hehad cometo not deserving it. Suddenly shebeganto speak.

“Youthink, then, I’ venoright to marry him?’

“Noright?God forbid! | only meant—"

“That you' drather | didn’'t marry any friend of yours.” She
brought it out deliberately, not asaquestion, but asamere
digpass onate statement of fact.

Darrow inturn stood up and wandered awvay helplesdy tothe
window. Hestood staring out throughitssmall discol oured panes
at thedimbrown distances; then hemoved back tothetable.
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“I'll tell you exactly what | meant. You' |l bewretchedif you
marry amanyou' renotinlovewith.”

He knew the risk of misapprehension that he ran, but he
estimated hischances of successasprecisely inproportionto
hisperil. If certain signsmeant what hethought they did, he
might yet—at what cost hewould not stop to think—makehis
past pay for hisfuture.

Thegirl, at hiswords, had lifted her head with amovement
of surprise. Her eyesdowly reached hisfaceand rested there
in agaze of deep interrogation. He held the look for amo-
ment; then hisown eyesdropped and hewaited.

At length she beganto speak. “ You' re mistaken—you're
quitemistaken.”

Hewaited amoment longer. “Mistaken—7?"’

“Inthinking what you think. I’'m ashappy asif | deserved
it!” shesuddenly proclaimed with alaugh.

She stood up and moved toward thedoor. “NOW areyou
satisfied?’ sheasked, turning her vividest faceto himfromthe
threshold.

XXI

DowN THE AVENUE there came to them, with the opening of
the door, the voice of Owen’smotor. It wasthesigna which
hadinterrupted thair first talk, and again, ingtinctively, they drew
apart at the sound. Without aword Darrow turned back into
theroom, while Sophy Viner went down the stepsand walked
back alonetoward the court.

At luncheon the presence of the surgeon, and the non-ap-
pearance of Madame de Chantelle—who had excused her-
self on the pleaof aheadache—combined to shift the conver-
sational centre of gravity; and Darrow, under shelter of the
necessarily impersond talk, had timeto adjust hisdisguiseand
to perceivethat the otherswere engaged in the samere-ar-
rangement. It wasthefirst timethat he had seen young Leath
and Sophy Viner together since he had learned of their en-
gagement; but neither reved ed more emotion than befitted the
occasion. It wasevident that Owen wasdeeply under thegirl’s
charm, and that at theleast sign from her hisblisswould have
broken bounds; but her reticence wasjustified by thetacitly
recognized fact of Madame de Chantelle'sdisapproval. This
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alsovisbly weighed on Anna’'smind, making her manner to
Sophy, if nolesskind, yet atrifle more constrained than if the
moment of final understanding had been reached. So Darrow
interpreted the tension perceptible under thefluent exchange
of commonplacesinwhich hewasdiligently sharing. But he
was more and more aware of hisinability to test the moral
atmosphere about him: he was like aman in fever testing
another’ stemperature by thetouch.

After luncheon Anna, who wasto motor the surgeon home,
suggested to Darrow that he should accompany them. Effie
wasalso of theparty; and Darrow inferred that Annawished
to give her step-son achanceto be a onewith hisbetrothed.
Ontheway back, after the surgeon had been | eft at hisdoor,
thelittlegirl sat between her mother and Darrow, and her pres-
encekept their talk from taking apersonad turn. Darrow knew
that Mrs. Leath had not yet told Effie of therelationinwhich
hewasto stand to her. The premature divulging of Owen’s
planshad throwntheir own into the background, and by com-
mon consent they continued, inthelittlegirl’s presence, on
termsof aninformd friendliness.

The sky had cleared after luncheon, and to prolong their

excursionthey returned by way of theivy-mantled ruinwhich
wasto have been the scene of the projected picnic. Thiscir-
cuit brought them back to the park gates not long before sun-
set, and as Annawished to stop at thelodge for news of the
injured child Darrow |eft her therewith Effie and walked on
aonetothehouse. Hehad theimpression that shewasdightly
surprised at hisnot waiting for her; but hisinner restlessness
vented itsdlf inanintensedesrefor bodily movement. Hewould
haveliked towalk himsalf into astate of torpor; to tramp on
for hoursthrough the moist winds and the healing darkness
and come back staggering with fatigue and deep. But hehad
no pretext for such aflight, and hefeared that, at suchamo-
ment, hisprolonged absence might seem singular to Anna.
Ashe approached the house, the thought of her nearness
produced a swift reaction of mood. It was asif an intenser
vision of her had scattered hisperplexitieslike morning mists.
At thismoment, wherever shewas, he knew hewas safely
shut away in her thoughts, and the knowledge made every
other fact dwindle away to ashadow. Heand sheloved each
other, and their love arched over them open and ampleasthe
day: inall itssunlit spacestherewasno cranny for afear to
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lurk. Inafew minuteshewould bein her presenceandwould
read hisreassurancein her eyes. And presently, beforedinner,
shewould contrivethat they should have an hour by them-
selvesin her sitting-room, and hewould sit by the hearthand
watch her quiet movements, and theway thebluish lustreon
her hair purpled alittle asshe bent abovethefire.

A carriagedroveout of the court asheenteredit, andinthe
hal hisvisonwasdispdled by theexceedingly substantid pres-
ence of alady in awaterproof and atweed hat, who stood
firmly plantedinthe centreof apileof luggage, astowhich she
wasgivinginvolved but lucid directionsto thefootman who
had just admitted her. Shewent on with thesedirectionsre-
gardlessof Darrow’sentrance, merely fixing her small pale
eyeson himwhile she proceeded, in adeep contralto voice,
and afluent French pronounced with the purest Boston ac-
cent, to specify the destination of her bags; and thisenabled
Darrow to give her back agaze protracted enough to takein
all the detail s of her plain thick-set person, from the square
sallow face beneath bands of grey hair to the blunt boot-toes
protruding under her widewalking skirt.

She submitted to thisscrutiny with no moreevidence of sur-

prise than amonument examined by atourist; but when the
fate of her luggage had been settled she turned suddenly to
Darrow and, dropping her eyesfrom hisfaceto hisfeet, asked
intrenchant accents: “What sort of bootshaveyou got on?’

Before he could summon hiswitsto theconsderation of this
question she continued in atone of suppressed indignation:
“Until Americansget usedtothefact that Franceisunder water
for half theyear they’ re perpetually risking their lives by not
being properly protected. | suppose you'’ ve been tramping
through all thisnasty clammy mud asif you’' d beentaking a
stroll on Boston Common.”

Darrow, with alaugh, affirmed his previous experience of
French dampness, and the degreetowhich hewasonhisguard
against it; but thelady, with acontemptuous snort, rejoined:
“Youyoung menareall alike—"; towhich she appended, af-
ter another hard look at him: “1 suppose you're George
Darrow?1 used to know one of your mother’s cousins, who
married a Tunstall of Mount Vernon Street. My name is
Adelaide Painter. Have you beenin Boston lately? No?1’m
sorry for that. | hear there have been several new housesbuilt
at thelower end of Commonwealth Avenue and | hoped you
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couldtell meabout them. | haven't been therefor thirty years
mysdf.”

MissPainter’sarriva at Givre produced the sameeffect as
thewind’s hauling around to the north after daysof languid
weather. When Darrow joined the group about thetea-table
shehad dready given atingleto theair. Madame de Chantelle
still remained invisible above stairs; but Darrow had theim-
pression that even through her drawn curtainsand bolted doors
astimulating whiff must have entered.

Annawasin her usua seat behind thetea-tray, and Sophy
Viner presently ledin her pupil. Owenwasa so there, seated,
asusual, alittle apart from the others, and following Miss
Painter’ smassvemovementsand equaly substantid utterances
withasmileof secretintelligencewhich gave Darrow theidea
of hishaving beenin dandestine parley withtheenemy. Darrow
further took notethat thegirl and her suitor perceptibly avoided
each other; but this might be anatural result of thetension
MissPainter had been summonedtorelieve.

Sophy Viner would evidently permit no recognition of the
Situation savethat whichit lay with Madame de Chantelleto
accord; but meanwhile MissPainter had proclaimed her tacit

senseof it by summoning thegirl to asesat at her side.
Darrow, as he continued to observe the newcomer, who
was perched on her arm-chair likeagraniteimageontheedge
of acliff, wasawarethat, in amore detached frame of mind,
hewould havefound an extremeinterest instudying and clas-
sfying MissPainter. It wasnot that she said anything remark-
able, or betrayed any of those unspoken perceptionswhich
give significanceto the most commonplace utterances. She
talked of the lateness of her train, of animpending crisisin
international palitics, of thedifficulty of buying Englishteain
Parisand of the enormities of which French servantswere
capable; and her views on these subjectswereenunciated with
auniformity of emphasisimplying compl ete unconsciousness
of any differenceintheir interest and importance. Sheaways
gpplied tothe French racethedistant epithet of “those peopl€e’,
but she betrayed an intimate acquai ntance with many of its
members, and an encyclopaedic knowledge of the domestic
habits, financia difficultiesand private complicationsof vari-
ouspersonsof socid importance. Yet, assheevidently felt no
incongruity in her attitude, so sherevealed no desireto parade
her familiarity with thefashionable, or indeed any senseof it as
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afact to be paraded. It wasevident that thetitled ladieswhom
she spoke of as Mimi or Simone or Odette were as much
“those peopl€’ to her asthe bonnewho tampered with her tea
and steamed the ssamps of f her | etters (“when, by amiracle, |
don't put them in thebox mysalf.”) Her whol e attitude was of
avast grimtolerance of things-as-they-came, asthough she
had been somewonderful automatic machinewhich recorded
factsbut had not yet been perfected to the point of sorting or
labdlingthem.

All this, asDarrow wasaware, still fell short of accounting
for theinfluence she obvioudy exerted on the personsin con-
tact with her. It brought adight relief to hisstate of tensionto
go onwondering, while hewatched and listened, just where
themystery lurked. Perhaps, after dl, it wasinthefact of her
blank insengibility, aninsensbility so devoid of egotismthat it
had no hardnessand no grimaces, but rather thefreshnessof a
sampler menta state. After living, ashehad, asthey dl had, for
thelast few days, inan atmosphere perpetudly tremulouswith
echoesandimplications, it wasrestful and fortifying merely to
walk into the big blank areaof MissPainter’smind, so vacu-
ousfor dl itsaccumulated items, so echolessfor dl itsvacuity.

Hishope of aword with Annabefore dinner wasdispelled
by her risng to take Miss Painter up to Madamede Chantelle;
and hewandered away to hisown room, leaving Owen and
MissViner engaged inworking out apicture-puzzlefor Effie.

Madame de Chantelle—possibly astheresult of her friend's
ministrations—was ableto appear at the dinner-table, rather
pal e and pink-nosed, and casting tenderly reproachful glances
at her grandson, who faced them with impervious serenity;
and the situation wasrelieved by thefact that MissViner, as
usual, had remained in the school-room with her pupil.

Darrow conjectured that thereal clash of armswould not
takeplacetill themorrow; andwishingtoleavethefield opento
the contestantshe set out early onasolitary walk. It wasnearly
luncheon-timewhen hereturned fromit and came upon Anna
just emerging fromthehouse. Shehad on her hat andjacket and
was apparently coming forth to seek him, for shesaid at once:
“Madamede Chantdlewantsyouto go upto her.”

“Togouptoher?Now?’

“That’ sthe message she sent. She appearstorely onyouto
do something.” Sheadded withasmile: “Whatever itis, let's
haveit over!”
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Darrow, through hisrising sense of gpprehension, wondered
why, instead of merely going for awalk, he had not jumped
into thefirst train and got out of theway till Owen’'saffairs
werefinaly settled.

“But what inthe name of goodnesscan | do?’ he protested,
following Annaback intothehall.

“1 don’t know. But Owen seemssoto rely onyou, too—"

“Owen! Isheto bethere?’

“No. But you know | told him he could count onyou.”

“But I’ vesaidto your mother-in-law dl | could.”

“Well, thenyou canonly repesat it.”

Thisdid not seemto Darrow to smplify hiscaseasmuchas
she appeared to think; and once more he had amovement of
recoil. “There' sno possiblereason for my beingmixed upin
thisaffar!”

Annagave him areproachful glance. “Not thefact that |
am?’ shereminded him; but eventhisonly stiffened hisress-
tance.

“Why should you be, either—to thisextent?’

The question made her pause. She glanced about the hall,
asif to besurethey had it to themselves; and then, inalow-

ered voice: “1 don’t know,” she suddenly confessed; “but,
somehow, if they' renot happy | feel asif weshouldn’t be.”

“Oh, well—" Darrow acquiesced, in thetone of theman
who perforceyieldsto solovely an unreasonabl eness. Escape
was, after al, impossible, and he could only resign himself to
being led to Madame de Chantelle€'sdoor.

Within, among the bric-a-brac and furbel ows, hefound Miss
Painter seated in aredundant purple armchair with theincon-
gruousair of ahorseman bestriding aheavy mount. Madamede
Chantdlesat opposite, il alittlewan and disordered under her
elaborate hair, and clasping the handkerchief whosevisbility
symbolized her digress. Ontheyoung man’sentranceshesighed
out aplaintivewel come, to which sheimmediately appended:
“Mr. Darrow, | can’'t helpfedingthat a heart you' rewithme!”

Thedirectnessof thechallengemadeit easier for Darrow to
protest, and hereiterated hisinability to givean opinionon
elither sde.

“But Annadeclaresyou have—on hers!”

Hecould not restrainasmileat thisfaint flaw inanimpartia-
ity so scrupulous. Every evidence of feminineinconsequence
in Annaseemed to attest her deeper subjection to the most
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inconsequent of passions. He had certainly promised her his
hel p—but before he knew what hewas promising.

Hemet Madame de Chantelle' sapped by replying: “If there
wereanything | could possibly say | shouldwantittobein
MissViner’sfavour.”

“You' dwant it to be—yes! But could you makeit so?’

“Asfar asfactsgo, | don’'t seehow | canmakeit either for
or against her. I’ ve already said that | know nothing of her
except that she’scharming.”

“Asif that weren’t enough—weren’t dl thereought to be!”
MissPainter put inimpatiently. She seemed to addressherself
to Darrow, though her small eyeswerefixed on her friend.

“Madamede Chantelleseemstoimagine,” shepursued, “ that
ayoung American girl ought to have adossier—apolice-
record, or whatever you cdl it: what thoseawful womeninthe
streets have here. In our country it’senough to know that a
young girl’spureand lovely: peopledon’timmediately ask her
to show her bank-account and her visiting-list.”

Madame de Chantelle looked plaintively at her sturdy
monitress. “ You don’t expect me not to ask if she’'sgot a
family?”
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“No; nor to think theworseof her if shehas't. Thefact that
she’'s an orphan ought, with your ideas, to be a merit. You
won't havetoinvite her father and mother to Givre!”

“Addade—Addaidel” themistressof Givrelamented.

“LucretiaMary,” the other returned—and Darrow spared
aningtant’samusement to thequaintincongruity of thename—
"you know you sent for Mr. Darrow to refute me; and how
can he, till heknowswhat | think?’

“Youthink it'sperfectly smpletolet Owen marry agirl we
know nothing about?’

“No; but | don’'t think it'sperfectly smpleto prevent him.”

The shrewdnessof the answer increased Darrow’sinterest
in Miss Painter. She had not hitherto struck himasbeing a
person of much penetration, but he now felt surethat her gim-
let gaze might boreto the heart of any practical problem.

Madame de Chantelle sighed out her recognition of the
difficulty.

“1 haven't aword to say against Miss Viner; but she's
knocked about S0, asit’scalled, that she must have been mixed
up with somerather dreadful people. If only Owen could be
madeto seethat—if one could get at afew facts, | mean. She
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says, for ingtance, that shehasasster; but it seemsshedoesn’t
evenknow her address!”

“1f she does, she may not want to giveit toyou. | daresay
thesister’sone of thedreadful people. I’ ve no doubt that with
alittletimeyou could rakeup dozensof them: haveher ‘traced’,
asthey call itin detective stories. | don't think you' d frighten
Owen, but youmight: it'snatural enough he should have been
corrupted by thoseforeignideas. You might even manageto
part himfromthegirl; but you couldn’t keep himfrombeingin
lovewith her. | saw that when | looked them over last evening.
| saidtomyself: ‘It'sareal old-fashioned American case, as
sweet and sound ashome-madebread.” Well, if you takehis
loaf away from him, what areyou going to feed himwithin-
stead?Which of your nasty Paris poisonsdo you think he' Il
turnto? Supposing you succeed in keeping himout of aredly
bad mess—and, knowing theyoung manasl do, | rather think
that, at thiscriss, theonly way todoit would beto marry him
dap off to somebody €l se—well, then, who, may | ask, would
you pick out? Oneof your sweet Frenchingenues, | suppose?
With asmuch mind asaminnow and asmuch snap asasoft-
boiled egg. You might hustlehiminto that kind of marriage; |

daresay you could—but if | know Owen, the natural thing
would happen beforethefirst baby wasweaned.”

“I don’'t know why youinsnuate such odiousthingsagainst
Owen!”

“Doyouthink it would be odiousof himtoreturnto hisreal
lovewhen he' d beenforcibly parted from her? At any rate,
it swhat your French friendsdo, every onecof them! Only they
don’t generally havethegraceto go back to an old love; and
| believe, upon my word, Owenwould!”

Madame de Chantellelooked at her with amixture of awe
and exultation. “ Of courseyou redlize, Adelaide, that in sug-
gesting thisyou' reing nuating themost shocking thingsagainst
MissVine?’

“When | say that if you part two young thingswho are
dying to be happy in the lawful way it’'stento onethey’ll
cometogether in an unlawful one?1”’ minsinuating shocking
thingsagainst you, LucretiaMary, in suggesting for amo-
ment that you' || careto assume such aresponsibility before
your Maker. And youwouldn't, if you talked things straight
out with him, instead of merely sending him messagesthrough
amiserablesinner likeyoursalf!”
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Darrow expected thisassault on her adopted creed to pro-
vokein Madame de Chantelle an explosion of piousindigna
tion; but to hissurprise she merely murmured: “I don’t know
what Mr. Darrow’ Il think of you!”

“Mr. Darrow probably knows hisBible aswell as| do,”
MissPainter camly rejoined; adding amoment later, without
theleast perceptible change of voice or expression: “1 sup-
poseyou’ ve heard that Gisele de Folembray’s husband ac-
cusesher of being mixed up withthe Duc d’ Arcachoninthat
businessof tryingto sell alot of imitation pearlsto Mrs. Homer
Pond, the Chicago woman the Duke’ sengaged to? It seems
the jeweller says Gisele brought Mrs. Pond there, and got
twenty-five per cent—which of course she passed on to
d’ Arcachon. The poor old Duchessisin afearful state—so
afraid her son’ Il lose Mrs. Pond! When | think that Giseleis
old Bradford Wagstaff’ sgrand-daughter, I’ m thankful he'ssafe
inMount Auburn!”

XXI1

IT wasNoT UNTIL Latethat afternoon that Darrow could claim
hispostponed hour with Anna. When at |ast hefound her done
in her gtting-roomit waswith asenseof liberation so grest that
hesought nological judtification of it. Hesmply felt that l their
destinieswerein MissPainter’ sgrasp, and that, resistance be-
ing useless, he could only enjoy thesweetsof surrender.

Annahersaf seemed ashappy, and for moreexplicablerea-
sons. She had assisted, after luncheon, at another debate be-
tween Madame de Chantelleand her confidant, and had sur-
mised, when shewithdrew fromit, that victory was perma-
nently perched on MissPainter’ sbanners.

“I don’t know how shedoesit, unlessit’sby thedead weight
of her convictions. She deteststhe French so that she' d back
up Owen evenif she knew nothing—or knew too much—of
Miss Viner. She somehow regards the match as a protest
against the corruption of European morals. | told Owen that
was hisgreat chance, and he’smadethe most of it.”

“What atacticianyou are! You makemefee that | hardly
know therudimentsof diplomacy,” Darrow smiled at her, aban-
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doning himsdlf to aperilous sense of well-being.

Shegavehimback hissmile. “I'mafraid | think nothing short
of my own happinessisworth wasting any diplomacy on!”

“That’swhy | meanto resign from the service of my coun-
try,” hergjoined with alaugh of deep content.

Thefeding that both res stance and apprehensonwerevan
wasworking likewinein hisveins. Hehad donewhat hecould
to deflect the course of events: now he could only stand aside
and takehischanceof safety. Underneath thisfataisticfedling
was the deep sense of relief that he had, after al, said and
donenothing that could intheleast degree affect thewel fare of
Sophy Viner. That fact took amillstone off hisneck.

Meanwhilehegavehimsdf up oncemoretothejoy of Anna's
presence. They had not been alonetogether for two long days,
and hehad thelover’ssensethat he had forgotten, or at least
underestimated, the strength of the spell she cast. Once more
her eyesand her smile seemed to bound hisworld. Hefelt that
their light would always movewith him asthe sunset moves
beforeaship at sea.

THE NEXT DAY his sense of security wasincreased by adeci-

siveincident. It became known to the expectant household
that Madame de Chantelle had yielded to the tremendousim-
pact of MissPainter’ sdetermination and that Sophy Viner had
been“sent for” to the purplesatin Sitting-room.

At luncheon, Owen’ sradiant countenance proclaimed the
happy sequel, and Darrow, when the party had moved back
tothe oak-room for coffee, deemed it discreet to wander out
aonetotheterracewith hiscigar. The conclusion of Owen's
romance brought hisown plansonce moreto thefront. Anna
had promised that shewould consider datesand settle details
as soon as Madame de Chantelleand her grandson had been
reconciled, and Darrow was eager to go into the question at
once, Sinceit wasnecessary that the preparationsfor hismar-
riageshould goforward asrapidly aspossible. Anna, heknew,
would not seek any farther pretext for delay; and he strolled
up and down contentedly inthesunshine, certainthat shewould
come out and reassure him as soon asthereunited family had
claimed itsdue share of her attention.

But when shefinally joined him her first word wasfor the
younger lovers.

“I want to thank you for what you' ve donefor Owen,” she
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began, with her happiest smile.

“Who—I7?" helaughed. “ Areyou confusing mewith Miss
Painter?’

“Perhaps | ought to say for me,” she corrected herself.
“You' vebeen even more of ahelptousthan Adelaide.”

“My dear child! What on earth have| done?’

“You' ve managed to hidefrom Madame de Chantelle that
youdon'treally likepoor Sophy.”

Darrow felt the pallour in hischeek. “Not like her? What
put such anideainto your head?’

“Oh, it'smorethan anidea—it'safeding. But what differ-
encedoesit make, after all? You saw her in such adifferent
setting that it snatural you should bealittledoubtful. But when
you know her better I’ m sureyou’ll feel about her as| do.”

“It'sgoing to behard for me not to fedl about everything as
youdo.”

“Well, then—please begin with my daughter-in-lan!”

He gave her back in the sametone of banter: “ Agreed: if
you |l agreetofed asl| do about the pressing necessity of our
gettingmarried.”

“1 want to talk to you about that too. You don’t know what
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aweight isoff my mind! With Sophy herefor good, | shall fedl
so differently about leaving Effie. I ve seen much more ac-
complished governesses—to my cost!—but I’ venever seena
young thing more gay and kind and human. You must have
noticed, though you’ ve seenthem so littletogether, how Effie
expandswhen she'swith her. And that, you know, iswhat |
want. Madamede Chantdllewill providethenecessary restraint.”
Sheclasped her handson hisarm. “Yes, I’ mready togowith
you now. But first of al—thisvery moment!—you must come
withmeto Effie. Sheknows, of course, nothing of what’ sbeen
happening; and | want her to betold first about you.”

Effie, sought throughout the house, was presently traced to
theschool-room, and thither Darrow mounted with Anna. He
had never seen her so dlight with happiness, and hehad caught
her buoyancy of mood. He kept repeating to himself: “It's
over—it'sover,” asif somemonstrousmidnight halucination
had been routed by thereturn of day.

Asthey approached the school-room door theterrier’ sbarks
cameto them through laughing remonstrances.

“She'sgiving himhisdinner,” Annawhispered, her handin
Darrow’s.
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“Don’'t forget the gold-fish!” they heard another voicecall
Out.

Darrow halted on thethreshold. “ Oh—not now!”

“Not now?’

“1 mean—she drather haveyoutell her first. I'll wait for
you bothdowngtairs.”

He was aware that she glanced at him intently. “Asyou
please. I'll bring her down at once.”

She opened the door, and as shewent in he heard her say:
“No, Sophy, don’'t go! I want you both.”

THE REST oF DARROW’ S DAY Was a succession of empty and
agitating scenes. On hisway down to Givre, before he had
seen EffieLeath, he had pictured somewhat sentimentdly the
joy of the moment when he should take her inhisarmsand
receive her firgt filid kiss. Everything inhimthat egotistically
craved for rest, stability, acomfortably organized middle-age,
al thehome-building ingtincts of theman who hassufficiently
wooed and wandered, combined to throw acharm about the
figure of the child who might—who should—have been his.
Effiecameto himtrailing the cloud of glory of hisfirst ro-

mance, giving him back the magic hour he had missed and
mourned. And how different therealization of hisdream had
been! The child’sradiant welcome, her unquestioning accep-
tanceof, thisnew figureinthefamily group, had beendl that
he had hoped and fancied. If Mother was so awfully happy
about it, and Owen and Granny, too, how nice and cosy and
comfortableit wasgoing to befor all of them, her beaming
look seemed to say; and then, suddenly, thesmall pink fingers
he had been kissing werelaid ontheoneflaw inthecircle, on
the one point which must be settled before Effie could, with
completeunqualified assurance, admit the new-comer to full
equality with theother godsof her Olympus.

“Andis Sophy awfully happy about it too?’ shehad asked,
loosening her hold on Darrow’ sneck tottilt back her head and
include her mother in her questioning look.

“Why, dearest, didn’t you see she was?” Anna had ex-
claimed, leaning to thegroup with radiant eyes.

“1 think | should liketo ask her,” the child rgjoined, after a
minute'sshy consideration; and as Darrow set her down her
mother laughed: “ Do, darling, do! Run off at once, andtell her
weexpect her to beawfully happy too.”
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The scene had been succeeded by otherslesspoignant but
almost astrying. Darrow cursed hisluck inhaving, at sucha
moment, to run the gauntl et of ahouseful of interested observ-
ers. Thestate of being “engaged”, initself an absurd enough
predicament, evento aman only intermittently exposed, be-
cameintolerableunder the continuousscrutiny of asmdl circle
quivering with participation. Darrow wasfurthermore aware
that, though the case of the other couple ought to have made
hisownlessconspicuous, it wasrather they whofound arefuge
intheshadow of hisprominence. Madamede Chantelle, though
she had consented to Owen’ sengagement and formally wel-
comed hisbetrothed, was neverthelessnot sorry to show, by
her reception of Darrow, of what finely-shaded degreesof cor-
diality shewascapable. Miss Painter, having won theday for
Owen, wasalso freeto turn her attention to the newer candi-
datefor her sympathy; and Darrow and Annafound themselves
immersedinawarm bath of sentimentd curiogity.

It wasardief to Darrow that hewasunder apositive obli-
gationto end hisvisit withinthe next forty-eight hours. When
heleft London, hisAmbassador had accorded him aten days
leave. Hisfate being definitely settled and openly published he

had no reason for asking to havethetime prolonged, and when
it wasover hewasto return to hispost till thetimefixed for
taking up hisnew duties. Annaand he had therefore decided
tobemarried, in Paris, aday or two beforethe departure of
the steamer which wasto take them to South America; and
Anna, shortly after hisreturnto England, wastogo upto Paris
and begin her own preparations.

In honour of the doublebetrothal Effieand MissViner were
to appear that evening at dinner; and Darrow, on leaving his
room, met thelittle girl springing down the stairs, her white
rufflesand coral-col oured bowsmaking her look likeadaisy
with her yellow hair for itscentre. Sophy Viner wasbehind her
pupil, and asshe cameinto thelight Darrow noticed achange
in her gppearance and wondered vaguely why shelooked sud-
denly younger, morevivid, morelikethelittleluminousghost
of hisParismemories. Thenit occurred to himthat it wasthe
first timeshe had appeared at dinner sincehisarriva at Givre,
and thefirst time, consequently, that he had seen her inevening
dress. Shewasstill at the age when theleast adornment em-
bellishes, and no doubt themereuncovering of her young throat
and neck had given her back her former brightness. But a

145



The Recf

second glance showed amore precisereason for hisimpres-
sion. Vaguely though heretained such details, hefelt sureshe
was wearing the dress he had seen her in every eveningin
Paris. It wasasmpleenough dress, black, and transparent on
thearmsand shoulders, and hewould probably not haverec-
ognized it if shehad not called hisattentionto it in Parisby
confessing that she hadn’t any other. “The samedress? That
provesthat she'sforgotten!” washisfirst haf-ironic thought;
but the next moment, with apang of compunction, hesaid to
himself that she had probably put it onfor the samereason as
before: smply because she hadn’t any other.

Helooked at her insilence, and for aninstant, above Effie's
bobhing head, shegave him back hislook inafull bright gaze.

“Oh, there'sOwen!” Effiecried, and whirled away down
thegdlery tothedoor fromwhich her step-brother wasemerg-
ing. As Owen bent to catch her, Sophy Viner turned abruptly
back to Darrow.

“You, too?’ shesaidwithaquick laugh. “I didn’t know—"
And asOwen came up to them sheadded, inatonethat might
have been meant toreach hisear: “1 wishyou al theluck that
we can sparel”

About thedinner-table, which Effie, withMissViner'said,
had lavishly garlanded, thelittle party had an air of somewhat
self-consciousfestivity. In spiteof flowers, champagneand a
unanimous attempt at ease, therewerefrequent lapsesinthe
talk, and momentsof nervousgroping for new subjects. Miss
Painter a one seemed not only unaffected by the general per-
turbation but astightly sealed upin her unconsciousnessof it
asadiver in hisbell. To Darrow’s strained attention even
Owen’'sgustsof gaiety seemed to betray aninward sense of
insecurity. After dinner, however, a thepiano, hebrokeintoa
mood of extravagant hilarity and flooded the room with the
splashandrippleof hismusic.

Darrow, sunk inasofacorner intheleeof MissPainter’s
granitebulk, smoked and listened in silence, hiseyesmoving
from onefigureto another. Madame de Chantelle, in her arm-
chair near thefire, clasped her little granddaughter to her with
the gesture of adrawing-room Niobe, and Anna, seated near
them, had falleninto one of theattitudes of vivid camwhich
seemed to Darrow to expressher inmost quality. Sophy Viner,
after moving uncertainly about the room, had placed hersel f
beyond Mrs. Leath, inachair near the piano, where she sat
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with head thrown back and eyes attached tothemusician, in
thesamerapt fixity of attention with which shehad followed
theplayersat the Francais. The accident of her having fallen
into the same attitude, and of her wearing the same dress,
gave Darrow, as he watched her, astrange sense of double
consciousness. To escapefromit, hisglanceturned back to
Anna; but from the point at which he was placed his eyes
could not takein the one face without the other, and that re-
newed thedisturbing dudity of theimpression. Suddenly Owen
broke off with acrash of chordsand jumped to hisfeet.

“What’sthe use of this, with suchamoonto say it for us?’

Behind the uncurtained window alow golden orb hung like
aripefruit against theglass.

“Yes—let’'sgoout andlisten,” Annaanswered. Owenthrew
open thewindow, and with hisgestureafold of theheavy star-
sprinkled sky seemed to droop into theroom likeadrawn-in
curtain. The air that entered with it had afrosty edge, and
AnnabadeEffierunto thehall for wraps.

Darrow said: “You must haveonetoo,” and started toward
the door; but Sophy, following her pupil, cried back: “We'll
bring thingsfor everybody.”

Owen had followed her, and in amoment the three reap-
peared, and the party went out on theterrace. The deep blue
purity of the night wasunveiled by mist, and the moonlight
rimmed the edgesof thetreeswith asilver blur and blanched
to unnatura whitenessthe statuesagaing their wallsof shade.

Darrow and Anna, with Effie between them, strolledtothe
farther corner of theterrace. Below them, between thefringes
of thepark, thelawn doped dimly to thefieldsabovetheriver.
For afew minutesthey stood silently sdeby side, touched to
peace beneath the trembling beauty of the sky. When they
turned back, Darrow saw that Owen and Sophy Viner, who
had gone down the stepsto the garden, werea sowalkingin
thedirection of the house. Asthey advanced, Sophy paused
in apatch of moonlight, between the sharp shadows of the
yews, and Darrow noticed that she had thrown over her shoul-
dersalong cloak of somelight colour, which suddenly evoked
her image as she had entered therestaurant at hissideonthe
night of their first dinner in Paris. A moment later they weredl
together again on theterrace, and when they re-entered the
drawing-room the older ladieswere on their way to bed.

Effie, embol dened by the privilegesof theevening, wasfor
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coaxing Owentoround it off with agame of forfeitsor some
suchrecklessclimax; but Sophy, resuming her professond role,
sounded thesummonsto bed. Inher pupil’ swakeshemadeher
round of good-nights; but when sheproffered her handto Anna,
thelatter ignoring thegestureheld out both arms.

“Good-night, dear child,” shesaid impulsively, and drew
thegirl to her kiss.

BOOK IV

XXI11

THENEXT DAY Was Darrow’slast at Givreand, foreseeing that
the afternoon and evening would haveto begivento thefam-
ily, he had asked Annato devote an early hour to the final
congderation of their plans. Hewasto meet her inthe brown
sitting-room at ten, and they wereto walk down to theriver
andtalk over their futureinthelittle pavilion abutting on the
wall of the park.

Itwasjust aweek Sncehisariva at Givre, and Annawished,
before he left, to return to the place where they had sat on
thelr first afternoon together. Her sensitivenessto the appeal
of inanimatethings, to the col our and texture of whatever wove
itself into the substance of her emotion, made her want to hear
Darrow’svoice, andtofeel hiseyeson her, inthe spot where
blisshad first flowed into her heart.

That bliss, intheinterva, had wounditself into every fold of
her being. Passing, inthefirst days, fromahigh shy tenderness
totherush of asecret surrender, it had gradually widened and
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deepened, to flow onin redoubled beauty. She thought she
now knew exactly how and why sheloved Darrow, and she
could see her whole sky reflected in the deep and tranquil
current of her love.

Early the next day, in her sitting-room, shewas glancing
through theletterswhich it was Effie’ smorning privilegeto
carry upto her. Effiemeanwhilecircled inquisitively about the
room, where there was always something new to engage her
infant fancy; and Anna, looking up, saw her suddenly arrested
before a photograph of Darrow which, the day before, had
takenitsplaceonthewriting-table.

Annaheld out her armswith afaint blush. “Youdolikehim,
don'tyou, dear?’

“Oh, mogt awfully, dearest,” Effie, against her breast, leaned
back to assure her with alimpidlook. “ And so do Granny and
Owen—and | do think Sophy doestoo,” she added, after a
moment’searnest pondering.

“I hopeso,” Annalaughed. She checked theimpulseto con-
tinue: “Has shetalked to you about him, that you’ re so sure?’
Shedid not know what had made the question spring to her
lips, but shewasglad she had closed them before pronounc-

ingit. Nothing could have been moredistasteful to her thanto
clear up such obscuritiesby turning on them thetiny flame of
her daughter’s observation. And what, after all, now that
Owen'’s happiness was secured, did it matter if there were
certainreservesin Darrow’sapproval of hismarriage?

A knock on the door made Anna glance at the clock.
“There sNurseto carry you off.”

“It'sSophy’sknock,” thelittlegirl answered, jumping down
to openthedoor; and MissViner infact ssood onthethreshold.

“Comein,” Annasaidwithasmile, ingtantly remarking how
pal e shelooked.

“May Effiego out for aturn with Nurse?’ thegirl asked. “I
should liketo speak to you amoment.”

“Of course. Thisought to be your holiday, as yesterday
was Effie’s. Run off, dear,” she added, stooping to kissthe
littlegirl.

When the door had closed sheturned back to Sophy Viner
withalook that sought her confidence. “1’m so glad you came,
my dear. We' ve got so many thingsto talk about, just you and
| together.”

The confused intercourse of thelast dayshad, infact, left
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littletimefor any speech with Sophy but such asrelated to her
marriage and themeansof overcomingMadamede Chantelle's
oppositiontoit. Annahad exacted of Owen that no one, not
even Sophy Viner, should begiven ahint of her own projects
till all contingent questionshad been disposed of . Shehad fdlt,
fromthe outset, asecret reluctanceto intrude her securer hap-
pinesson the doubts and fears of theyoung pair.

From the sofa-corner to which she had dropped back she
pointedto Darrow’schair. “ Comeand St by me, dear. | wanted
to seeyou alone. There'sso muchto say that | hardly know
wheretobegin.”

Sheleaned forward, her hands clasped on thearms of the
sofa, her eyesbent smilingly on Sophy’s. Asshedid so, she
noticed that the girl’sunusual pallour was partly dueto the
dight veil of powder onher face. Thediscovery wasdistinctly
disagreeable. Annahad never before noticed, on Sophy’spart,
any recourse to cosmetics, and, much as shewished to think
herself exempt from ol d-fashioned prejudices, she suddenly
became awarethat shedid not like her daughter’sgoverness
to haveapowdered face. Then shereflected that thegirl who
sat opposite her wasno longer Effie’ sgoverness, but her own

futuredaughter-in-law; and shewondered whether MissViner
had chosen this odd way of celebrating her independence,
and whether, asMrs. Owen L eath, shewould present to the
world abedizened countenance. Thisideawas scarcely less
distasteful than the other, and for amoment Annacontinued to
consder her without speaking. Then, inaflash, thetruth came
to her: MissViner had powdered her face because MissViner
had been crying.

Annaleaned forward impulsively. “My dear child, what's
thematter?’ Shesaw thegirl’ sblood rush up under thewhite
mask, and hastened on: “Pleasedon’t beafraid totell me. | do
sowant youto fedl that you can trust me as Owen does. And
you know you mustn’'t mind if, just at first, Madame de
Chantelleoccasionally relgpses.”

She spokeeagerly, persuasively, dmost on anote of plead-
ing. Shehad, intruth, so many reasonsfor wanting Sophy to
like her: her lovefor Owen, her solicitudefor Effie, and her
own sense of thegirl’sfinemettle. Shehad alwaysfelt aro-
mantic and almost humble admiration for those members of
her sex who, from force of will, or the constraint of circum-
stances, had plunged into the conflict fromwhich fate had so
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persistently excluded her. There were even momentswhen
shefancied hersdlf vaguely to blamefor her immunity, and felt
that she ought somehow to have affronted the perilsand hard-
shipswhich refused to cometo her. And now, as she sat |0ok-
ing at Sophy Viner, sosmall, so dight, sovisibly defenceless
and undone, she still felt, through all the superiority of her
worldly advantages and her seeming maturity, the same odd
sense of ignorance and inexperience. She could not have said
what therewasin thegirl’smanner and expressonto giveher
thisfeeling, but shewasreminded, as shelooked at Sophy
Viner, of theother girlsshehad knownin her youth, thegirls
who seemed possessed of asecret shehad missed. Yes, Sophy
Viner had their |ook—almost the obscurely menacing |ook of
Kitty Mayne...Anna, with aninward smile, brushed asidethe
image of thisforgottenrival. But she had felt, deep down, a
twinge of the old pain, and shewas sorry that, evenfor the
flash of athought, Owen’s betrothed should have reminded
her of so different awoman...

Shelaid her hand onthegirl’s. “When hisgrandmother sees
how happy Owenisshe' |l be quite happy hersdlf. If it'sonly
that, don’t bedistressed. Just trust to Owen—and thefuture.”

Sophy Viner, withanadmostimperceptiblerecoil of her whole
slight person, had drawn her hand from under the palm en-
clogngit.

“That’swhat | wanted to talk to you about—thefuture.”

“Of course! We'veall so many plansto make—and tofit
into each other’s. Pleaselet’ sbeginwithyours.”

Thegirl paused amoment, her hands clasped onthearmsof
her chair, her lidsdropped under Anna sgaze; then shesaid:
“l should liketomakenoplansat al...just yet...”

“Noplans?’

“No—I shouldliketogoaway...my friendstheFarlowswould
let megotothem...” Her voicegrew firmer and shelifted her
eyestoadd: “I should liketoleavetoday, if youdon't mind.”

Annalistened witharising wonder.

“You want to leave Givre at once?’ She gavetheideaa
moment’s swift consideration. “You prefer to be with your
friendstill your marriage?1 understand that—but surely you
needn’t rush off today? There are so many detailsto discuss;
and beforelong, you know, | shall be going away too.”

“Yes, | know.” Thegirl wasevidently trying to steady her
voice. “But | shouldliketowait afew days—to havealittle
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moretimeto mysdf.”

Annacontinued to consider her kindly. It wasevident that
she did not care to say why she wished to leave Givre so
suddenly, but her disturbed face and shaken voice betrayed a
more pressng motivethanthenatura desreto spend theweeks
before her marriage under her old friends' roof. Since shehad
made no response to the allusion to Madame de Chantelle,
Annacould but conjecture that she had had apassing dis-
agreement with Owen; and if thiswere so, random interfer-
ence might do more harm than good.

“My dear child, if youredly want togo at oncel sha n't, of
course, urgeyouto stay. | supposeyou have spokento Owen?’

“No. Not yet...”

Annathrew an astonished glanceat her. “ You meanto say
you haven'ttold him?”’

“I wanted totell youfirdt. | thought | ought to, on account of
Effie.” Her look cleared asshe put forth thisreason.

“Oh, Effiel—" Anna s smile brushed away the scruple.
“Owen hasaright to ask that you should consider him before
youthink of hissgter...Of courseyou shdl dojust asyouwish,”
shewent on, after another thoughtful interval .

“Oh, thank you,” Sophy Viner murmured and roseto her
feet.

Annarosea so, vaguely seeking for someword that should
break downthegirl’sresistance. “ You'll tell Owen at once?’
shefinaly asked.

MissViner, instead of replying, stood beforeher in manifest
uncertainty, and as she did so there was alight tap on the
door, and Owen L eath walked into the room.

Annasfirst glancetold her that hisfacewasunclouded. He
met her gregtingwith hishgppiest smileandturnedtolift Sophy’s
hand to hislips. The perception that he was utterly uncon-
sciousof any causefor MissViner’sagitation cameto hisstep-
mother with asharpthrill of surprise.

“Darrow’slooking for you,” hesaid to her. “He asked me
toremind youthat you' d promisedtogofor awak withhim.”

Annaglanced at the clock. “I’ [l go down presently.” She
waited and looked again at Sophy Viner, whosetroubled eyes
seemed to commit their message to her. “ You’ d better tell
Owen, my dear.”

Owen’'slook alsoturned onthegirl. “ Tell mewhat?Why,
what’s happened?’
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Annasummoned alaugh to easethe vaguetension of the
moment. “ Don't look so startled! Nothing, except that Sophy
proposesto desert usfor awhilefor the Farlows.”

Owen’'sbrow cleared. “| wasafraid she' d run off before
long.” Heglanced at Anna. “ Do please keep her hereaslong
asyou can!”

Sophy intervened: “Mrs Lesath’'sdready givenmeleavetogo.”

“Already?Togowhen?’

“Today,” said Sophy inalow tone, her eyeson Anna’s.

“Today? Why on earth should you go today? Owen
dropped back a step or two, flushing and paling under his
bewildered frown. His eyes seemed to search the girl more
closaly. “ Something’shappened.” Hetoo looked at hisstep-
mother. “1 suppose she must havetold youwhat it is?’

Annawasstruck by the suddenness and vehemenceof his
apped. It was asthough some smoul dering apprehension had
lain closeunder the surface of hissecurity.

“She' stold menothing except that shewishesto bewith her
friends. It'squite natura that she should want to go to them.”

Owenvisibly controlled himself. “ Of course—quite natu-
ral.” Hespoketo Sophy. “ But why didn't youtell meso?Why

did you comefirst to my step-mother?’

Annaintervened with her calm smile. “ That seemsto me
quite natural, too. Sophy was considerate enoughto tell me
first because of Effie.”

Heweighedit. “Very well, then: that’ squite natural, asyou
say. And of course she must do exactly asshepleases.” He
still kept hiseyeson thegirl. “Tomorrow,” he abruptly an-
nounced, “1 shall go up to Paristo seeyou.”

“Oh, no0—no!” she protested.

Owenturned back to Anna. “now do you say that nothing's
happened?’

Under theinfluenceof hisagitation Annafelt avaguetight-
ening of the heart. She seemed to herself likesomeoneina
dark room about whom unseen presencesare groping.

“If it sanything that Sophy wishestotell you, no doubt she'll
do so. I’'mgoing down now, and I’ [l leaveyou heretotalk it
over by yourselves.”

Asshemoved to thedoor thegirl caught up with her. “But
there'snothing to tell: why should therebe?1’ ve explained
that | simply want to be quiet.” Her ook seemed to detain
Mrs. Leath.
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Owen brokein: “Isthat why | mayn’t go up tomorrow?’

“Not tomorrow!”

“Thenwhenmay 1?7’

“Later...inalittlewhile...afew days...”

“Inhow many days?” “ Owen!” hisstep-mother interposed;
but he seemed no longer awareof her. “1f you go away today,
theday that our engagement’smadeknown, it'sonly fair,” he
persisted, “that you should tell mewhen | anto seeyou.”

Sophy’seyeswavered between thetwo and dropped down
wearily. “It' syouwho are not fair—when I’ ve said | wanted
tobequiet.”

“But why should my coming disturb you?1’ m not asking
now to cometomorrow. | only ask you not to leave without
telling mewhen |’ mto seeyou.”

“Owen, | don’t understand you!” hisstep-mother exclaimed.

“You don't understand my asking for someexplanation, some
assurance, when I’ mleftinthisway, without aword, without a
sign?All | ask her totell meiswhenshe'll seeme.”

Annaturned back to Sophy Viner, who stood straight and
tremul ous between thetwo.

“After al, my dear, he’'snot unreasonable!”

“I'll write—I’ [l write,” thegirl repeated.

“What will youwrite?” hepressed her vehemently.

“Owen,” Annaexclaimed, “you areunreasonable!”

Heturned from Sophy to his step-mother. “I only want her
to say what she means: that she'sgoing to writeto break off
our engagement. |sn't that what you' regoing away for?’

Annafelt the contagion of hisexcitement. Shelooked at
Sophy, who stood motionless, her lips set, her whole face
drawntoaglent fixity of resstance.

“You ought to speak, my dear—you ought to answer him.”

“l only ask himtowait—"

“Yes,” Owen, brokein, “and youwon't say how long!”

Bothingtinctively addressed themsel vesto Anna, who stood,
nearly as shaken asthemsel ves, between the doubl e shock of
their struggle. Shelooked againfrom Sophy’sinscrutableeyes
to Owen'sstormy features, then shesaid: “What can| do, when
there sclearly something betweenyouthat | don’t know about?’

“Oh, if it were between us! Can’t you seeit’s outside of
us—outside of her, dragging at her, dragging her away from
me?’ Owen wheeled round again upon his step-mother.

Annaturned from himtothegirl. “Isit truethat you want to
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break your engagement?1f you do, you ought totell him now.”

Owen burstinto alaugh. “ Shedoesn't dareto—she' safraid
I’1l guessthereason!”

A faint sound escaped from Sophy’slips, but she kept them
close onwhatever answer she had ready.

“If shedoesn't wishto marry you, why should shebeafraid
to haveyou know thereason?’

“She'safraid to have you know it—not me!”

“To havemeknow it?’

Helaughed again, and Anna, at hislaugh, felt asuddenrush
of indignation.

“Owen, you must explain what you mean!”

He looked at her hard before answering; then: “Ask
Darrow!” hesaid.

“Owen—Owen!” Sophy Viner murmured.

XXIV

ANNA sToob LOoKING from oneto the other. It had become
apparent to her in aflash that Owen’sretort, thoughiit startled
Sophy, did not take her by surprise; and thediscovery shot its

light along dark distancesof fear.

Theimmediateinference wasthat Owen had guessed the
reason of Darrow’ sdisapproval of hismarriage, or that, at
least, he suspected Sophy Viner of knowing and dreadingit.
Thisconfirmation of her own obscure doubt sent atremor of
alarmthrough Anna. For amoment shefelt likeexclaiming:
“All thisisredly nobusinessof mine, and | refuseto haveyou
mix meupinit—" but her secret fear held her fast.

Sophy Viner wasthefirst to speak.

“I shouldliketogo now,” shesaidinalow voice, taking a
few stepstoward the door.

Her tonewoke Annato the sense of her own shareinthe
stuation. “1 quiteagreewith you, my dear, that it suselessto
carry on thisdiscussion. But since Mr. Darrow’s name has
been brought intoit, for reasonswhich | fail to guess, | want to
tell you that you' reboth mistakenif you think he’'snot insym-
pathy with your marriage. If that’swhat Owenmeanstoimply,
theidea’'sacompletedeluson.”

Shespokethewordsddiberately andincisively, asif hoping
that the sound of their utterancewould stiflethewhisper in her
bosom.
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Sophy’sonly answer wasavague murmur, and amovement
that brought her nearer to the door; but before shecould reach
it Owen had placed himsdlf in her way.

“I don’t meantoimply what youthink,” hesaid, addressing
his step-mother but keeping hiseyesonthegirl. “1 don't say
Darrow does't likeour marriage; | say it’s Sophy who'shated
it since Darrow’sbeen herel”

He brought out the chargein atone of forced composure,
but hislipswerewhite and he grasped the doorknob to hide
thetremor of hishand.

Anna’s anger surged up with her fears. “You' re absurd,
Owen! | don’t know why I listento you. Why should Sophy
dislike Mr. Darrow, and if she does, why should that have
anything to do with her wishing to break her engagement?’

“1 don’'t say shedislikeshim! | don’t say shelikeshim; |
don't know what it isthey say to each other whenthey’ reshut
up together done.”

“Shut up together alone?” Annastared. Owen seemed like
amanindelirium; such an exhibition wasdegrading to them
all. But he pushed on without seeing her [ook.

“Yes—thefirg evening shecame, inthestudy; thenext morn-

ing, early, inthe park; yesterday, again, in the spring-house,
when you were at the lodge with the doctor...I don’t know
what they say to each other, but they’ ve taken every chance
they couldto say it...and to say it when they thought that no
onesaw them.”

Annalongedto silence him, but no words cameto her. It
was asthough all her confused apprehensions had suddenly
taken definite shape. Therewas* something” —yes, therewas
“something’...Darrow’ sreticencesand evasonshad beenmore
than afigment of her doubts.

Thenext instant brought arecoil of pride. Sheturnedindig-
nantly on her step-son.

“I don't half understand what you’ ve been saying; but what
you seem to hint isso preposterous, and so insulting both to
Sophy and to me, that | see no reasonwhy we should listento
you any longer.”

Though her tone steadied Owen, she perceived at oncethat
it would not deflect him from hispurpose. He spokelessve-
hemently, but withal themoreprecision.

“How can it be preposterous, sinceit’strue? Or insulting,
sincel don’t know, any morethan'Y OU, themeaning of what
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I’ve been seeing?If you' |l be patient withmel’ Il try to put it
quietly. What | meanisthat Sophy has completely changed
snceshemet Darrow here, and that, having noticed thechange,
I’'m hardly to blamefor having tried to find out itscause.”

Annamade an effort to answer him with the same compo-
sure. “You'reto blame, at any rate, for sorecklesdy assuming
that you HAV E found it out. You seemto forget that, till they
met here, Sophy and Mr. Darrow hardly knew each other.”

“If so, it'sall the stranger that they’ ve been so often clos-
eted together!”

“Owen, Owen—" thegirl sighed out.

Heturned hishaggard faceto her. “Can| helpit, if I’ veseen
and known what | wasn’t meant to? For God'ssakegiveme
areason—any reason | can decently make out with! Isit my
faultif, theday after youarrived, when| cameback latethrough
the garden, the curtains of the study hadn’t been drawn, and |
saw you therea onewith Darrow?’

Annalaughed impatiently. “ Really, Owen, if you makeita
grievancethat two peoplewho are staying in the same house
should be seen talking together—!”

“They werenot talking. That’sthe point—"

“Not talking? How do you know? You could hardly hear
themfromthegarden!”

“No; but | could see. Hewas sitting at my desk, with his
facein hishands. She was standing in the window, looking
away fromhim...”

Hewaited, asif for Sophy Viner’'sanswer; but still shenei-
ther stirred nor spoke.

“That wasthefirst time,” hewent on; “ and the second was
thenext morninginthepark. It wasnaturd enough, their meeting
there. Sophy had gone out with Effie, and Effieran back to
look for me. Shetold me she' dleft Sophy and Darrow inthe
path that leadsto theriver, and presently we saw them ahead
of us. They didn’t seeusat first, because they were standing
looking at each other; and thistimethey were not speaking
either. We came up close before they heard us, and all that
timethey never spoke, or stopped looking at each other. Af-
ter that | began to wonder; and so | watched them.”

“Oh, Owen!” “Oh, | only had to wait. Yesterday, when |
motored you and the doctor back from thelodge, | saw Sophy
coming out of the spring-house. | supposed she' d taken shel-
ter from therain, and when you got out of themotor | strolled
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back down the avenueto meet her. But she' d disappeared—
shemust have taken ashort cut and comeinto the house by
thesidedoor. | don’t know why | went on to the spring-house;
| supposeit waswhat you’ d call spying. | went up the steps
and found the room empty; but two chairs had been moved
out fromthewall and were standing near thetable; and one of
the Chinese screensthat lie on it had dropped to thefloor.”

Annasounded afaint noteof irony. “ Redly? Sophy’ d gone
therefor shdlter, and shedropped ascreenand moved achair?’

“| saidtwo chairs—"

“Two?What damning evidence—of | don’t know what!”

“Simply of thefact that Darrow’ d been therewith her. Asl
looked out of thewindow | saw him close by, walking away.
He must have turned the corner of the spring-housejust as|
got to thedoor.”

Therewasanother silence, during which Annapaused, not
only to collect her ownwordsbut towait for Sophy Viner's;
then, asthegirl madeno sign, sheturned to her.

“I’veabsolutely nothing to say to all this; but perhapsyou' d
likemetowait and hear your answer?’

Sophy raised her head with aquick flash of colour. “1I’ veno

answer either—except that Owen must bemad.”

Intheinterval sinceshehad last spoken sheseemedto have
regained her self-control, and her voicerang clear, withacold
edge of anger.

Annalooked a her step-son. Hehad grown extremely pale,
and hishand fell from the door with adiscouraged gesture.
“That'sal then?Youwon't give meany reason?’

“1 didn’t supposeit was necessary to giveyou or any one
elseareasonfor talking with afriend of Mrs. Leath’sunder
Mrs. Leath’sown roof.”

Owen hardly seemed to feel theretort: he kept hisdogged
stareon her face.

“I won't ask for one, then. 1’1l only ask you to givemeyour
assurancethat your talkswith Darrow have had nothingto do
withyour suddenly decidingtoleave Givre.”

Shehesitated, not so muchwiththeair of weighing her an-
swer asof questioning hisright to exact any. “I giveyou my
assurance; and now | should liketo go,” shesaid.

Assheturned away, Annaintervened. “My dear, | think
you ought to speak.”

Thegirl drew hersdf upwithafant laugh.“ Tohim—or toyou?’
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“Tohim.”

Shedtiffened. “I’ vesaid all thereisto say.”

Annadrew back, her eyeson her step-son. He had | ft the
threshold and was advancing toward Sophy Viner withamo-
tion of desperate appeal ; but ashe did so therewasaknock
onthedoor. A moment’ssilencefell onthethree; then Anna
sad: “Comein!”

Darrow cameinto the room. Seeing the threetogether, he
looked rapidly from oneto the other; then heturned to Anna
withasmile.

“1 cameupto seeif you wereready; but please send me off
if I'mnot wanted.”

Hislook, hisvoice, the simple sense of his presence, re-
stored Anna’s shaken balance. By Owen’'sside helooked so
strong, so urbane, so experienced, that thelad’s passionate
charges dwindled to mere boyish vapourings. A moment ago
shehad dreaded Darrow’s coming; now shewasglad that he
wasthere.

Sheturnedto himwith sudden decision. “ Comein, pleasg; |
want you to hear what Owen has been saying.”

She caught amurmur from Sophy Viner, but disregardedit.

Anilluminatingimpulseurged her on. She, habitudly soaware
of her ownlack of penetration, her smdl skill inreading hidden
motivesand detecting secret signa's, now felt hersalf mysteri-
ously inspired. She addressed herself to Sophy Viner. “It’'s
much better for you both that this absurd question should be
cleared upnow * Then, turning to Darrow, she continued: “ For
somereason that | don’'t pretend to guess, Owen hastakenit
into hishead that you’ veinfluenced MissViner to break her

She spoke dowly and deliberately, because shewished to
givetimeandtogainit; timefor Darrow and Sophy toreceive
thefull impact of what shewas saying, and timeto observeits
full effect onthem. Shehad saidto hersdlf: “If there'snothing
between them, they’ll ook at each other; if there|S some-
thing, they won't;” and as she ceased to speak shefdlt asif dll
her lifewerein her eyes.

Sophy, after astart of protest, remained motionless, her gaze
ontheground. Darrow, hisfacegrown grave, glanced dowly
from Owen Leathto Anna. With hiseyesonthelatter heasked:
“HasMissViner broken her engagement?’

A moment’'sslencefollowed hisquestion; thenthegirl looked
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upandsaid: “Yed!”

Owen, as she spoke, uttered a smothered exclamation
and walked out of the room. She continued to stand in the
same place, without appearing to notice hisdeparture, and
without vouchsafing an additional word of explanation; then,
before Annacould find acry to detain her, shetoo turned
and went out.

“For God's sake, what’s happened?’ Darrow asked; but
Anna, with adrop of the heart, was saying to herself that he
and Sophy Viner had not |ooked at each other.

XXV

ANNA sTooD IN THE MIDDLE Of theroom, her eyeson thedoor.
Darrow’squestioning gaze was still on her, and shesaid to
herself with aquick-drawn breath: “1f only he doesn’t come
near me!”

It seemed to her that she had been suddenly endowed with
thefatal gift of reading the secret sense of every seemingly
spontaneous|ook and movement, and that in hisleast gesture
of affection shewould detect acold design.

For amoment longer hecontinuedtolook at her enquiringly;
then he turned away and took up his habitual stand by the
mantel-piece. Shedrew adeep breath of relief .

“Won't you pleaseexplain?’ hesaid.

“I can'texplain: | don’t know. | didn’t even know—till she
told you—that shereally meant to break her engagement. Al
| know isthat shecameto mejust now and said shewishedto
leave Givretoday; and that Owen, when he heard of it—for
shehadn’t told him—at once accused her of going away with
thesecret intention of throwing him over.”

“Andyouthink it sadefinitebreak?’ Shepercelved, asshe
spoke, that hisbrow had cleared.

“How should | know? Perhapsyou cantell me.”

“1?” Shefancied hisface clouded again, but hedid not move
from histranquil attitude.

“Asl toldyou,” shewent on, “ Owen hasworked himself up
toimagining that for somemysteriousreason you' veinfluenced
Sophy againgthim.”

Darrow till visibly wondered. “ 1t must indeed beamy<teri-
ousreason! Heknowshow dightly | know MissViner. Why
should heimagineanything sowildly improbable?’
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“I don’t know that either.”

“But hemust have hinted at somereason.”

“No: headmits he doesn’t know your reason. Hesimply
saysthat Sophy’smanner to him has changed since shecame
back to Givreand that he'sseen you together severa times—
inthe park, the spring-house, | don’t know where—talking
aloneinaway that seemed confidential—al most secret; and
he drawsthe preposterous conclusion that you’ ve used your
influencetoturnher againg him.”

“My influence?What kind of influence?’

“Hedoesn't say.”

Darrow again seemed to turn over thefactsshegave him.
Hisfaceremained grave, but without the least trace of dis-
composure. “ Andwhat doesMissViner say?’

“Shesaysit'sperfectly natura that she should occasiondly
talk to my friendswhen she'sunder my roof—and refusesto
givehimany other explanation.”

“That at least isperfectly natural!”

Annafet her cheeksflushassheanswered: “ Yes—but there
issomething—"

“Something—?’

“Somereason for her sudden decisionto break her engage-
ment. | can understand Owen'sfeeling, sorry asl amfor his
way of showingit. Thegirl oweshim somesort of explanation,
and aslong assherefusesto giveit hisimaginationissureto
runwild.”

“Shewould have givenit, no doubt, if hed askeditina
differenttone.”

“1 don’t defend Owen’stone—but she knew what it was
before she accepted him. She knows he'sexcitable and un-
disciplined.”

“Wdll, she'sbeen disciplining himalittle—probably thebest
thing that could happen. Why not | et the matter rest there?’

“Leave Owen withtheideathat you have been the cause of
thebreak?’

Hemet the question with hiseasy smile. “ Oh, asto that—
leave him with any ideaof mehechooses! But leavehim, at
any rate, free”

“Free?’ sheechoedin surprise.

“Simply let thingsbe. You vesurely doneall you could for
himand MissViner. If they don't hitit off it'stheir own affair.
Whét possiblemoativecanyou havefor tryingtointerferenow?’
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Her gaze widened to adeeper wonder. “ Why—naturally,
what hesaysof you!”

“1 don't careastraw what he saysof me! Insuchasituation
aboy inlovewill snatch at themost far-fetched reason rather
than facethe mortifying fact that thelady may smply betired
of him.”

“You dont quite understand Owen. Things go deep with
him, and last long. It took him along timeto recover fromhis
other unlucky love affair. He'sromantic and extravagant: he
can'tliveontheinterest of hisfeelings. Heworships Sophy
and she seemed to befond of him. If she’schanged it’sbeen
very sudden. Andif they part likethis, angrily and inarticu-
lately, it will hurt him horribly—hurt hisvery soul. But that, as
you say, isbetween thetwo. What concernsmeishisassoci-
atingyouwiththeir quarrdl. Owen'slikemy own son—if you'd
seen himwhen | first came hereyou’ d know why. Wewere
liketwo prisonerswho talk to each other by tapping on the
wall. He'snever forgottenit, nor |. Whether he breakswith
Sophy, or whether they makeit up, | can't let him think you
had anythingtodowithit.”

Sheraised her eyesentreatingly to Darrow’s, andread in

them theforbearance of the man resigned to the discussion of
non-existent problems.

“I’ll do whatever youwant meto,” hesaid; “but | don’t yet
knowwhat itis.”

His smile seemed to charge her with inconsequence, and
theprick to her pride made her continue: “ After al, it'snot so
unnatural that Owen, knowing you and Sophy to be almost
strangers, should wonder what you were saying to each other
when he saw you talking together.”

Shefelt awarning tremor as she spoke, as though some
instinct deeper than reason surged up in defense of itstrea-
sure. But Darrow’ sfacewasunstirred save by theflit of his
haf-amused amile.

“Well, my dear—and couldn’t you havetold him?” “1?” she
fatered out through her blush.

“Youseemtoforget, oneand al of you, the position you put
meinwhen | camedown here: your appea to meto seeOwen
through, your assurance to him that | would, Madame de
Chantell€' sattempt towin meover; and most of all, my own
senseof thefact you' vejust recalled to me: theimportance,
for both of us, that Owen should likeme. It seemed to methat
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thefirst thing to do wasto get asmuchlight as| could onthe
wholesituation; and the obviousway of doingit wastotry to
know MissViner better. Of coursel’ vetalked with her lone—
I’ vetalked with her asoften as| could. I’ vetried my best to
find out if you wereright in encouraging Owento marry her.”

Sheligtened with agrowing senseof reassurance, struggling
to separate the abstract sense of hiswordsfrom the persua-
soninwhich hiseyesand voice envel oped them.

“l see—I do see,” shemurmured.

“You must see, aso, that | could hardly say thisto Owen
without offending him still more, and perhapsincreasing the
breach between MissViner and himself. What sort of figure
should| cutif I toldhim I’ d beentryingtofind out if he' d made
aproper choice?Inany case, it'snone of my businessto offer
an explanation of what shejustly saysdoesn’'t need one. If she
declinesto speak, it'sobviously on the ground that Owen’s
insnuationsareabsurd; and that surely pledgesmetosilence.”

“Yes, yes! | see,” Annarepeated. “But | don’t want you to
explainanythingto Owen.”

“You haven't yet told mewhat you do want.”

Shehesitated, consciousof thedifficulty of justifying her re-
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guest; then: “1 want you to speak to Sophy,” shesaid.

Darrow brokeinto anincredulouslaugh. “ Considering what
my previousatemptshaveresulted in—!"

Sheraised her eyesquickly. “They haven't, at least, resulted
inyour liking her less, inyour thinking lesswell of her than
you'vetold me?’

Shefancied hefrowned alittle. “1 wonder why you go back
tothat?’

“I want to be sure—I oweit to Owen. Won't you tell methe
exact impression she'sproduced onyou?’

“I havetold you—I likeMissViner.”

“Doyoudtill believeshe'sinlovewith Owen?’

“Therewasnothingin our short talksto throw any particular
lightonthat.”

“You still believe, though, that there’sno reason why he
shouldn’t marry her?’

Again hebetrayed arestrained impatience. “How can | an-
swer that without knowing her reasonsfor breskingwithhim?’

“That’sjust what | want youto find out from her.”

“Andwhy intheworld should shetdll me?’

“Because, whatever grievance she hasagainst Owen, she
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can certainly have none against me. She can’t want to have
Owen connect mein hismind with thiswretched quarrel; and
shemust seethat hewill until he'sconvinced you' ve had no
shareinit.”

Darrow’selbow dropped from themante -pieceand hetook a
restlessstep or two acrosstheroom. Then hehdted beforeher.

“Why can'tyoutdl her thisyoursalf?’

“Don’'t you see?’

Heeyed her intently, and she pressed on: “ You must have
guessed that Owen’ sjealous of you.”

“Jedl ousof me?’ Theblood flew up under hisbrown skin.

“Blindwithit—what e sewould drivehimtothisfolly?And
can't have her think mejedoustoo! I'vesaiddl | could, short of
making her think so; and she srefused aword moreto ether of
us. Our only chance now isthat she should listen to you—that
you should make her seethe harm her silencemay do.”

Darrow uttered aprotesting exclamation. “It'sall too pre-
posterous—what you suggest! | can’t, at any rate, appeal to
her on such aground asthat!”

Annalaid her hand onhisarm. “ Apped to her ontheground
that I’ m almost Owen’smother, and that any estrangement

between you and himwould kill me. Sheknowswhat heis—
she' Il understand. Tell her to say anything, do anything, she
wishes; but not to go away without speaking, not to leavethat
between uswhen shegoes!”

She drew back astep and lifted her faceto his, trying to
look into hiseyesmore deeply than she had ever |ooked; but
before she could discern what they expressed he had taken
hold of her hands and bent hishead to kissthem.

“You'll seeher?You'll seeher?’ sheentreated; and hean-
swered: “I’ll do anythingintheworld youwant meto.”

XXVI

Darrow waITED alonein the sitting-room.

No place could have been more distasteful asthe scene of
the talk that lay before him; but he had acceded to Anna's
suggestionthat it would seem morenatural for her to summon
Sophy Viner thanfor himto goin search of her. Ashistroubled
pacingscarried him back and forth arelentless hand seemed
to betearing away dl thetender fibresof association that bound
him to the peaceful room. Here, in thisvery place, he had
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drunk hisdeepest draughtsof happiness, had had hislipsat the
fountai n-head of itsoverflowingrivers, but now that sourcewas
poisoned and hewoul d taste no more of an untainted cup.

For amoment hefelt an actual physical anguish; thenhis
nerves hardened for the coming struggle. He had no notion of
what awaited him; but after thefirst instinctiverecoil hehad
seen in aflash the urgent need of another word with Sophy
Viner. He had beeninsincereinletting Annathink that he had
consented to speak because she asked it. In reality he had
been feverishly casting about for the pretext she had given
him; and for somereasonthistrivid hypocrisy weighedonhim
morethandl hisheavy burden of deceit.

At length he heard astep behind him and Sophy Viner en-
tered. When she saw him she paused on thethreshold and half
drew back.

“l wastold that Mrs. Leath had sent for me.”

“Mrs. Leath did send for you. She'll be here presently; but
| asked her tolet meseeyoufirst.”

Hespokevery gently, andtherewasnoingncerity inhisgentle-
ness. Hewas profoundly moved by the changeinthegirl’sap-
pearance. At sght of him shehad forced aamile; but it lit up her

wretchednesslikeacandle-flameheld to adead face.

Shemadeno reply, and Darrow went on: “You must under-
stand my wanting to speak to you, after what | wastold just

Sheinterposed, with agesture of protest: “I’ m not respon-
siblefor Owen’sravings!”

“Of course—". He broke off and they stood facing each
other. Shelifted ahand and pushed back her looselock with
the gesturethat was burnt into hismemory; then shelooked
about her and dropped into the nearest chair.

“Well, you' vegot what you wanted,” shesaid.

“What do you mean by what | wanted?’

“My engagement’s broken—you heard me say s0.”

“Why doyou say that' swhat | wanted?All | wished, fromthe
beginning, wasto adviseyou, to hdpyouasbest | could—’

“That'swhat you' vedone,” shergoined. “ You' veconvinced
methat it'sbest | shouldn’t marry him.”

Darrow brokeinto adespairing laugh. “ At the very moment
whenyou’ d convinced meto the contrary!”

“Had1?’ Her smileflickered up. “Well, | really believed it
till you showed me...warned me...”
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“Warnedyou?’

“That I’dbemiserableif | marriedaman| didn’'t love.”

“Don'tyoulovehim?’

She made no answer, and Darrow started up and walked
away to the other end of the room. He stopped before the
writing-table, where his photograph, well-dressed, handsome,
sdf-aufficient—the portrait of aman of theworld, confident of
hisahility to ded adequatdly withthemost delicate Stuations—
offered itshugefatuity to hisgaze. Heturned back to her. “It’'s
rather hard on Owen, isn'tit, that you should havewaited until
now totell him?’

Shereflected amoment beforeanswering. “I told him as
soonas| knew.”

“Knew that you couldn’t marry him?’

“Knew that | could never liveherewith him.” Shelooked
about theroom, asthough the very walls must speak for her.

For amoment Darrow continued to search her face per-
plexedly; thentheir eyesmet in along disastrous gaze.

“Yes——" shesaid, and stood up.

Below thewindow they heard Effiewhistling for her dogs,
and then, from theterrace, her mother calling her.

“There—that for instance,” Sophy Viner said.

Darrow brokeout: “It's| who ought to go!”

Shekept her small pale smile. “What good would that do
any of us—now?’

He covered his face with his hands. “Good God!” he
groaned. “How could | tell ?”

“You couldn’t tell. Weneither of uscould.” Sheseemedto
turnthe problem over criticaly. “ After al, it might have been
youinstead of me!”

Hetook another distracted turn about the room and coming
back to her sat downinachair at her side. A mocking hand
seemed to dashthewordsfrom hislips. Therewasnothingon
earth that he could say to her that wasn’t foolish or cruel or
contemptible...

“My dear,” hebegan at last, “ oughtn’t you, at any rate, to
try?’

Her gazegrew grave. “Try toforget you?’

Heflushedtotheforehead. “1 meant, try to give Owen more
time; to givehimachance. He smadly inlovewith you; dl the
good that’sin himisinyour hands. His step-mother felt that
fromthefirst. And shethought—she believed—"

166



Wharton

“Shethought I could make him happy. Would shethink so
now?"

“Now...?I don’t say now. But later? Time modifies...rubs
out...more quickly than you think...Go away, but let him
hope...I’m going too—we’ regoing—" he stumbled on the
plurd—"inavery few weeks: going for along time, probably.
What you’ rethinking of now may never happen. We may not
all beheretogether againfor years.”

Sheheard himoutin silence, her handsclasped on her knee,
her eyesbent onthem. “For me,” shesaid, “you’ |l alwaysbe
here”

“Don’'t say that—oh, don’'t! Things change...people
change...You'll see!”

“You don't understand. | don’t want anything to change. |
don’t want to forget—to rub out. At first | imagined | did;
but that was afoolish mistake. Assoonas| saw you again|
knew it...It'snot being herewith you that I' m afraid of—in
thesenseyouthink. It'sbeing here, or anywhere, with Owen.”
She stood up and bent her tragic smileon him. “1 want to
keepyoual to myself.”

Theonly wordsthat cameto him werefutile denunciations

of hisfolly; but the sense of their futility checked themonhis
lips. “ Poor child—you poor child!” he heard himself vainly
repesting.

Suddenly hefelt thestrong reaction of redlity and itsimpetus
brought himto hisfeet. “Whatever happens, | intend to go—
togoforgood,” heexclamed. 1 want you to understand that.
Oh, don't beafraid—I’ Il find areason. But it sperfectly clear
that | must go.”

She uttered aprotesting cry. “Go away? You? Don’t you
seethat that would tell everything—drag everybody into the
horror?’

He found no answer, and her voice dropped back to its
camer note. “What good would your going do? Do you sup-
poseit would change anything for me?’ Shelooked at him
withamusingwistfulness. “I wonder what your feding for me
was? It seemsqueer that I’ ve never really known—I suppose
wedon't know much about that kind of fegling. Isit liketaking
adrink whenyou' rethirsty?...| usedtofed asif dl of mewas
inthepam of your hand...”

He bowed hishumbled head, but shewent on amost exult-
antly: “Don’'t for aminutethink I’ m sorry! It wasworth every
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penny it cost. My mistakewasin being ashamed, just at first,
of itshaving cost suchalot. | triedto carry it off asajoke—to
talk of it to myself asan ‘adventure' . I’ d awayswanted ad-
ventures, and you’' d given meone, and | tried to take your
atitude about it, to * play thegame' and convince myself that |
hadn't risked any moreonit than you. Then, when | met you
again, | suddenly saw that | HAD risked more, but that I’ d
won more, too—suchworlds! I’d beentryingall thewhileto
put everything | could between us; now | want to sweep ev-
erything away. I’ d been trying to forget how you looked; now
| want to remember you aways. I’ d been trying not to hear
your voice; now | never want to hear any other. I’ ve mademy
choice—that’sdll: I'vehad you and | meantokeepyou.” Her
face was shining like her eyes. “To keep you hidden away
here,” sheended, and put her hand upon her breast.

After shehad | eft him, Darrow continued to it motionless,
staring back into their past. Hitherto it had lingered on the
edgeof hismindinavaguepink blur, likeoneof thelittlerose-
leaf cloudsthat asetting sundropsfromitsdisk. Now it wasa
hugelooming darkness, throughwhich hiseyesvainly strained.
Thewnhole episodewastill obscureto him, savewherehere

and there, asthey talked, some phrase or gesture or intonation
of thegirl’shad lit up alittle spot inthenight.

Shehad said: “1 wonder what your feeling for mewas?’ and
hefound himsalf wondering too...Heremembered distinctly
enough that he had not meant the perilouspassion—eveninits
most transient form—to play apartintheir relation. In that
respect his attitude had been above reproach. She was an
unusually original and attractive creature, to whom he had
wanted to give afew days of harmless pleasuring, and who
was aert and expert enough to understand hisintention and
spare him the boredom of hesitations and misinterpretations.
That had been his first impression, and her subsequent
demeanour had justified it. She had been, from the outset, just
thefrank and easy comrade he had expected to find her. Was
it he, then, who, in the sequel, had grown impatient of the
bounds he had set himself?Wasit hiswounded vanity that,
seeking bamfor itshurt, yearned to dip deeper into the heal -
ing pool of her compassion?1n hisconfused memory of the
situation he seemed not to have been guiltless of such
yearnings...Yet for thefirst few daysthe experiment had been
perfectly successful. Her enjoyment had been unclouded and
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hispleasureinit undisturbed. It wasvery gradudly—heseemed
to see—that ashade of lassitude had crept over their inter-
course. Perhapsit wasbecause, when her light chatter about
peoplefailed, hefound she had no other fund to draw on, or
perhaps simply because of the sweetness of her laugh, or of
thecharm of the gesturewith which, one day in thewoods of
Marly, she had tossed off her hat and tilted back her head at
the call of acuckoo; or because, whenever helooked at her
unexpectedly, hefound that shewaslooking at him and did
not want himto know it; or perhaps, in varying degrees, be-
causeof al thesethings, that there had come amoment when
no word seemed to fly high enough or dive deep enough to
utter the sense of well-being each gaveto the other, and the
natural substitutefor speech had been akiss.

Thekiss, at al events, had come at the precise moment to
savetheir venturefrom disaster. They had reached the point
when her amazing reminiscences had begun to flag, when her
future had been exhaustively discussed, her theatrical pros-
pects minutely studied, her quarrel with Mrs. Murrett retold
withthelast amplification of detail, and when, perhapscon-
scious of her exhausted resourcesand hisdwindling interest,

she had committed thefata error of saying that she could see
hewas unhappy, and entreating himtotell her why...

Fromthe brink of estranging confidences, and fromtherisk
of unfavourable comparisons, his gesture had snatched her
back to safety; and as soon as he had kissed her hefelt that
shewould never borehimagain. Shewasoneof theeementa
creatureswhose emotionisall intheir pulses, and who be-
comeinexpressiveor sentimenta whenthey try toturn sensa-
tion into speech. His caress had restored her to her natural
place in the scheme of things, and Darrow felt asif he had
clasped atree and anymph had bloomed fromiit...

Themerefact of not having tolisten to her any longer added
immensely to her charm. She continued, of course, totak to
him, but it didn’t matter, because henolonger made any effort
to follow her words, but let her voice run on asamusical
undercurrent to histhoughts.

Shehadn’t adrop of poetry in her, but she had some of the
qualitiesthat createit in others; and in momentsof heat the
imagination doesnot waysfed thedifference...

Lying beside her inthe shade, Darrow felt her presenceasa
part of the charmed stillness of the summer woods, asthe
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element of vaguewe |-being that suffused hissensesand lulled
to sleep the ache of wounded pride. All he asked of her, as
yet, was a touch on the hand or on the lips—and that she
should let him go onlying therethrough thelong warm hours,
whileablack-bird’ s song throbbed like afountain, and the
summer wind stirred in thetrees, and close by, between the
nearest branchesand the brim of histilted hat, adight white
figuregathered up dl thefloating threadsof joy...

Herecalled, too, having noticed, ashelay staring at abreak
inthetree-tops, astream of mares -tailscoming up thesky. He
had saidtohimsdf: “Itwill rainto-morrow,” and thethought had
made the air seem warmer and the sun more vivid on her
hair...Perhapsif themares -tailshad not come up the sky their
adventuremight havehad no sequd. But thecloud brought rain,
and next morning helooked out of hiswindow into acold grey
blur. They had planned an dl-day excursondownthe Seine, to
thetwo Andelysand Rouen, and now, with thelong hourson
their hands, they were both alittle at aloss...There was the
Louvre, of course, and the L uxembourg; but he had tried1ook-
inga pictureswith her, shehadfirst so perastently admired the
worg things, and then sofrankly |gpsed into indifference, that he

had no wish to repeat the experiment. So they went out, aim-
lesdly, andtook acold wet walk, turning at lengthinto the de-
serted arcadesof thePdasRoyd, andfindly driftinginto oneof
itsequally deserted restaurants, wherethey lunched aloneand
somewhat dolefully, served by awan old waiter with thelook of
acastaway who hasgiven up watching for asail...It wasodd
how thewaiter’ sface cameback to him...

Perhapsbut for therainit might never have happened; but
what wasthe use of thinking of that now?Hetriedtoturnhis
thoughtsto more urgent issues; but, by astrange perversity of
association, every detail of theday wasforcingitself onhis
mind with anins stencefrom which therewasno escape. Re-
luctantly herdlived thelongwet walk back tothehotel, after a
tedious hour at acinematograph show on the Boulevard. It
wasdtill rainingwhenthey withdrew fromthisstale spectacle,
but she had obstinately refused to take acab, had even, onthe
way, inssted onloitering under thedri pping awningsof shop-
windowsand poking into draughty passages, and findly, when
they had nearly reached their destination, had gonesofar asto
suggest that they should turn back to hunt up some show she
had heard of inatheatre at the Batignolles. But at that he had
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somewhat irritably protested: heremembered that, for thefirst
time, they wereboth rather irritable, and vaguely disposed to
resist one another’ ssuggestions. Hisfeet werewet, and he
wastired of walking, and sick of the smell of stuffy unaired
theatres, and hehad said hemust redlly get back towrite some
letters—and so they had kept onto the hotel...

XXVII

Darrow HAD No IDEA how long he had sat there when he
heard Anna’ s hand on the door. Theeffort of rising, and of
composing hisfaceto meet her, gave him afactitious sense of
sdf-control. Hesaid tohimsdlf: “| must decideon something—
" andthat lifted him ahair’ sbreadth abovethewhirling waters.

Shecameinwithalighter step, and heinstantly perceived
that something unforeseen and reassuring had happened.

“ She'sbeen with me. She came and found me on theter-
race. We' ve had along talk and she’ sexplained everything. |
fed asif I’ d never known her before!”

Her voicewas so moved and tender that it checked hisstart
of apprehension.

“She'sexplained—7’

“It'snatural, isn'tit, that sheshould havefdtalittle soreat
thekind of inspection she’s been subjected to? Oh, not from
you—I don’'t meanthat! But Madame de Chantell€' sopposi-
tion—and her sending for AddadePainter! Shetold mefrankly
shedidn’t careto owe her husband to Adelaide Painter...She
thinksnow that her annoyanceat feeling hersalf sotalked over
and scrutinized may have shownitsdlf inher manner to Owen,
and set himimagining theinsanethingshedid...| understand al
shemust havefet, and | agreewith her that it'sbest sheshould
goaway for awhile. She'smademe,” Annasummed up, “fed
asif I’ d been dreadfully thick-skinned and obtuse!”

“\ou?'

“Yes. Asif I’dtreated her like the bric-a-brac that used
to be sent down here ‘on approval,’ to seeif it would ook
well with the other pieces.” She added, with asudden flush
of enthusiasm: “I’mglad she’'sgot it in her to make onefeel
likethat!”

Sheseemed towait for Darrow to agreewith her, or to put
someother question, and hefinaly found voiceto ask: “Then
youthink it'snot afina break?’
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“1 hope not—I’ ve never hoped it more! | had aword with
Owen, too, after | left her, and | think he understandsthat he
must let her gowithout ingsting on any positivepromise. She's
excited...nemust let her camdown...”

Againshewaited, and Darrow said: “ Surely you can make
him seethat.”

“She'll help meto—she'sto seehim, of course, beforeshe
goes. Shegartsimmediatey, by theway, with Add aide Painter,
who ismotoring over to Francheuil to catch theone o’ clock
express—and who, of course, knowsnothing of al this, andis
smply to betold that Sophy hasbeen sent for by the Farlows.”

Darrow mutely signed hiscomprehension, and shewent on:
“Owenisparticularly anxiousthat neither Adelaide nor his
grandmother should havetheleast inkling of what’ shappened.
Theneed of shielding Sophy will help himto control himself.
He' scoming to hissenses, poor boy; he'sashamed of hiswild
talk dready. Heasked metotdl you so; no doubt he' |l tell you
sohimsdf.”

Darrow made amovement of protest. “ Oh, asto that—the
thing’snot worth another word.”

“Or another thought, either?” She brightened. “ Promiseme

youwon't eventhink of it—promisemeyouwon't behard on
him!”

Hewasfindingit easier to smileback at her. “Why should
you think it necessary to ask my indulgencefor Owen?’

Shehestated amoment, her eyeswandering fromhim. Then
they came back withasmile. “ Perhaps because| need it for
mysdf.”

“For yoursdf?’

“1 mean, because | understand better how one can torture
one'ssalf over unredities.”

AsDarrow listened, thetension of hisnervesbegantore-
lax. Her gaze, so grave and yet so swest, waslike adeep pool
into which he could plunge and hide himself from the hard
glareof hismisery. Asthisecstatic senseenveloped him he
found it more and more difficult to follow her wordsand to
frameananswer; but what did anything matter, except that her
voice should go on, and the syllablesfall like soft toucheson
histortured brain?

“Don’'tyou know,” she continued, “theblissof waking from
abad dreamin one'sown quiet room, and going slowly over
al the horror without being afraid of it any more? That’ swhat
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I”’m doing now. And that’swhy | understand Owen...” She
broke off, and he felt her touch on his arm. “Because I’ d
dreamed the horror too!”

Heunderstood her then, and stammered: “ You?’

“Forgiveme! Andlet metell you!...It will helpyouto under-
stand Owen...Therewerelittlethings...littlesigns...oncel had
begun to watch for them: your reluctance to speak about
her...her reserve with you...asort of constraint we' d never
seenin her before...”

Shelaughed up at him, and with her handsin hishe con-
trived to say: “Now you understand why?’

“Oh, I understand; of course| understand; and | want you
to laugh at me—with me! Because there were other things
too...crazier thingstill... Therewaseven—Ilast night on theter-
race—her pink cloak...”

“Her pink cloak?’ Now he honestly wondered, and asshe
saw it sheblushed.

“You' ve forgotten about the cloak? The pink cloak that
Owen saw youwith at theplay in Paris?Yes...yes...| wasmad
enoughfor that!...It doesmegood to laugh about it now! But
you ought to know that I’ m going to be ajealouswoman...a

ridiculoudly jealouswoman...you ought to bewarned of itin
time..”

He had dropped her hands, and sheleaned closeand lifted
her armsto hisneck with one of her rare gestures of surrender.

“1 don’t know why it is; but it makes me happier now to
have been sofoolish!”

Her lipswere parted in anoiselesslaugh and the tremor of
her lashes made their shadow moveon her cheek. Helooked
at her through amist of pain and saw all her offered beauty
held uplikeacupto hislips; but ashestoopedtoit adarkness
seemedtofall between them, her amsdlipped from hisshoul-
dersand shedrew away from him abruptly.

“But shewaswithyou, then?’ sheexclaimed; and then, as
he stared at her: “Oh, don’t say no! Only go and look at
your eyes!”

He stood speechless, and she pressed on: “Don’'t deny it—
oh, don't deny it! What will beleft for metoimagineif you do?
Don't you seehow every singlething criesit out? Owen sees
it—hesaw it againjust now! When | told him she' d relented,
and would seehim, hesaid: * Isthat Darrow’sdoingtoo? ”

Darrow took the ond aught in silence. He might have spo-
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ken, have summoned up the usual phrases of banter and de-
nial; hewasnot even certain that they might not, for the mo-
ment, have served their purposeif he could have uttered them
without being seen. But hewasas conscious of what had hap-
pened to hisface as if he had obeyed Anna's bidding and
looked at himself intheglass. Heknew he could no morehide
from her what waswritten therethan he could effacefromhis
soul thefiery record of what he had just lived through. There
beforehim, garinghimintheeyes, andreflectingitsdfindl his
lineaments, wasthe overwhelming fact of Sophy Viner’spas-
sion and of the act by which she had attested it.

Annawastakingagain, hurriedly, feverishly, and hissoul was
wrung by theanguishin her voice. “ Do speek at |ast—youmust
gpeak! | don’t want to ask you to harmthegirl; but you must
seethat your silenceisdoing her more harm than your answer-
ingmy questionscould. You' releaving meonly theworst things
tothink of her...she' d seethat herself if shewere here. What
worseinjury can you do her than to make me hate her—to
make mefed she'splotted with you to deceive us?’

“Oh, not that!” Darrow heard hisown voice beforehewas
awarethat hemeant to speak. “ Yes; | didseeher in Paris,” he

went on after apause; “ but | wasbound to respect her reason
for not wanting it known.”

Annapaed. “ It wassheat thetheatre that night?’

“I waswith her at thetheatre onenight.”

“Why should she have asked you not to say so?’

“Shedidn’'t wishit knownthat I’ d met her.”

“Why shouldn’t shehavewished it known?’

“Shehad quarrelled with Mrs. Murrett and come over sud-
denly to Paris, and shedidn’t want the Farlowsto hear of it. |
came across her by accident, and she asked me not to speak
of having seen her.”

“Because of her quarrel? Because shewas ashamed of her
partinit?’

“Oh, no. Therewasnothing for her to be ashamed of . But
the Farlows had found the placefor her, and shedidn’t want
them to know how suddenly she’ d had to leave, and how
badly Mrs. Murrett had behaved. Shewasinaterribleplight—
thewoman had even kept back her month’ssalary. Sheknew
the Farlowswould be awfully upset, and she wanted more
timeto preparethem.”

Darrow heard himself speak asthough thewordshad pro-
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ceeded from other lips. Hisexplanation sounded plausible
enough, and he half-fancied Anna’slook grew lighter. She
waited amoment, asthough to be sure he had no moreto add;
then she said: “ But the Farlows did know; they told meall
about it when they sent her to me.”

Heflushed asif shehadlaid addiberatetrapfor him. “They
may know now; they didn’t then—"

“That’snoreasonfor her continuing now to makeamystery
of havingmet you.”

“It'stheonly reason| cangiveyou.”

“Then I’ ll goand ask her for onemyself.” Sheturned and
took afew stepstoward the door.

“Anna” Hegarted tofollow her, and then checked himsdlf.
“Don’'tdothat!”

“Why not?’

“It'snot likeyou...not generous...”

Shestood before him straight and pale, but under her rigid
face he saw thetumult of her doubt and misery.

“1 don’t want to be ungenerous; | don’t want to pry into her
secrets. But thingscan't beleft likethis. Wouldn't it be better
for metogotoher?Surdy she Il understand—she Il explain...It

may besomemeretrifleshe’ sconceding: something that would
horrify the Farlows, but that | shouldn’t seeany harmin...”
She paused, her eyes searching his face. “A love affair, |
suppose...that’sit? You met her with some man at the the-
atre—and shewasfrightened and begged you to fib about it?
Those poor young thingsthat haveto go about among uslike
machines—oh, if youknew how | pity them!”

“If you pity her, why not let her go?’

Shestared. “L et her go—go for good, you mean? Isthat
the best you can say for her?’

“Let thingstaketheir course. After all, it’sbetween herself
and Owen.”

“ And you and me—and Effie, if Owen marriesher, and |
leavemy child with them! Don’t you seetheimpossibility of
what you' reasking?\We redl bound together inthiscoil.”

Darrow turned away withagroan. “Oh, let her go—let hergo.”

“Thentherel Ssomething—something really bad? Shewas
with some onewhen you met her? Some onewith whom she
was—" Shebroke off, and he saw her struggling with new
thoughts. “If it’sthat, of course...Oh, don’t you see,” shedes
perately apped edto him, “that | must find out, and that it stoo
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late now for you not to speak? Don’'t be afraid that I’ 1 be-
tray you...I'll never, never let asoul suspect. But | must know
thetruth, and surely it’sbest for her that | should find it out
fromyou.”

Darrow waited amoment; then hesaid dowly: “What you
imagine’ smere madness. Shewasat thetheatrewith me.”

“With you?’ He saw atremor pass through her, but she
controlled it instantly and faced him straight and motionlessas
awounded creatureinthe moment beforeit feel sitswound.
“Why should you both have madeamystery of that?’

“I’vetold you theideawasnot mine.” Hecast about. “ She
may have been afraid that Owen—"

“But that was not areason for her asking you to tell methat
you hardly knew her—that you hadn’t even seen her for years”
She broke off and the blood rose to her face and forehead.
“Evenif SHE had other reasons, there could beonly onerea-
sonfor your obeying her—" Silencefell between them, asi-
lenceinwhich theroom seemed to become suddenly resonant
with voices. Darrow’s gaze wandered to thewindow and he
noticed that the gale of two days before had nearly stripped
thetopsof thelime-treesin the court. Annahad moved away

and wasresting her e bows against the mantel -piece, her head
in her hands. Asshe stood there hetook inwith anew inten-
gty of visonlittledetail sof her gppearancethat hiseyeshad
often cherished: the branching blue veinsin the backs of her
hands, thewarm shadow that her hair cast on her ear, and the
colour of thehair itsdlf, dull black with atawny under-surface,
likethewingsof certainbirds. Hefdlt it to be uselessto spesk.

After awhileshelifted her heed and said: “I shal not seeher
again beforeshegoes.”

Hemadeno answer, andturningto him sheadded: “ That is
why she'sgoing, | suppose? Because shelovesyouandwon't
giveyouup?’

Darrow waited. The paltrinessof conventional denial was
S0 gpparent to himthat evenif it could have delayed discovery
he could nolonger haveresorted toit. Under dl hisother fears
wasthedread of dishonouring the hour.

“Shehasgivenmeup,” hesaid at last.
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XXVIII

WHEN HE HAD GONE ouT Of the room Anna stood where he
had left her. “1 must believehim! | must believehim!” shesaid.

A moment before, at the moment when she had lifted her
armsto his neck, she had been wrapped in a sense of com-
pletesecurity. All the spiritsof doubt had been exorcised, and
her love was once more the clear habitationin which every
thought and feeling could movein blissful freedom. And then,
assheraised her faceto Darrow’sand met hiseyes, she had
seemed to look into the very ruinsof hissoul. That wasthe
only way shecould expressit. It wasasthough heand shehad
been looking at two sides of the samething, and theside she
had seen had been all light and life, and hisaplace of graves...

Shedidn’t now recall who had spokenfirst, or even, very
clearly, what had been said. It seemed to her only amoment
later that she had found hersdlf standing at the other end of the
room—the room which had suddenly grown so small that,
evenwithitslength between them, shefelt asif hetouched
her—crying out to him“It | Sbecause of you she'sgoing!” and
readingtheavowal inhisface.

That washissecret, then, their secret: hehad met thegirl in
Paris and helped her in her straits—lent her money, Anna
vaguely conjectured—and shehad fdleninlovewith him, and
onmeeting him again had been suddenly overmastered by her
passion. Anna, dropping back into her sofa-corner, sat staring
thesefactsintheface.

Thegirl had beenin adesperate plight—frightened, penni-
less, outraged by what had happened, and not knowing (with
awoman likeMrs. Murrett) what fresh injury might impend;
and Darrow, meeting her in thisdistracted hour, had pitied,
counselled, beenkind to her, with thefatal, theinevitablere-
sult. There were the facts as Anna made them out: that, at
least, wastheir external aspect, was as much of them asshe
had been suffered to see; and into the secret intricaciesthey
might cover shedared not yet project her thoughts.

“I must believehim...I must believehim...” Shekept onre-
peating thewordslikeatalisman. It wasnatural, after al, that
he should have behaved ashe had: defended the girl’ spiteous
secret to thelast. Shetoo began to feel the contagion of his
pity—thetir, inher breast, of feelingsdeeper and morenative
to her thanthe painsof jed ousy. From the security of her bless-
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ednessshelonged to lean over with compass onate hands...But
Owen?What was Owen'’s part to be? She owed herself first
to him—shewasboundto protect him not only fromall knowl-
edgeof the secret she had surprised, but a so—and chiefly!—
fromitsconsequences. Yes: thegirl must go—therecould be
no doubt of it—Darrow himsalf had seenit fromthefirst; and
at thethought shehad awild revulsion of relief, asthough she
had beentryingto createin her heart the delusion of agener-
osity shecould not fed!...

The one fact on which she could stay her mind was that
Sophy was|eaving immediately; would be out of the house
withinan hour. Once shewasgone, it would beeasier tobring
Owentothepoint of understanding that the break wasfind; if
necessary, to work upon thegirl to make him seeit. But that,
Annawassure, would not be necessary. It wasclear that Sophy
Viner wasleaving Givrewith nothought of ever seeingitagan...

Suddenly, as shetried to put some order in her thoughts,
sheheard Owen'scal at thedoor: “Motherl——" anamehe
seldom gave her. Therewasanew notein hisvoice: the note
of ajoyousimpatience. It made her turn hastily totheglassto
seewhat face shewas about to show him; but before she had

had timeto composeit hewasin theroom and shewas caught
inaschool-boy hug.

“It'sdl right! It'sall right! Andit'sal your doing! | want to
do theworst kind of penance—bell and candleand therest.
I’ ve been through it with her, and now she hands me on to
you, and you’ reto call meany namesyou please.” Hefreed
her with hishappy laugh. “I’ mto bestood in the corner till next
week, and then |’ mto go up to seeher. And shesays| oweit
dltoyou!”

“Tome?’ It wasthefirg phraseshefoundto clutch at asshe
triedto steady hersdlf inthe eddiesof hisjoy.

“Yes. you were so patient, and so dear to her; and you saw
at oncewhat adamned ass|’ d been!” Shetried asmile, and it
seemed to pass muster with him, for he sent it back inabroad
beam. “ That’snot so difficult to see? No, | admit it doesn’'t
take amicroscope. But you were so wise and wonderful—
you awaysare. I’ ve been mad theselast days, smply mad—
you and she might well have washed your hands of me! And
ingteed, it'sal right—all right!”

Shedrew back alittle, trying to keep thesmileon her lips
and not let him get theleast glimpseof what it hid. Now if ever,
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indeed, it behoved her to be wise and wonderful!

“I"'msoglad, dear; soglad. If only you'll alwaysfedl like
that about me...” She stopped, hardly knowing what shesaid,
and aghast at theideathat her own hands should haveretied
theknot sheimagined to be broken. But she saw he had some-
thing moreto say; something hard to get out, but absolutely
necessary to express. He caught her hands, pulled her close,
and, with hisforehead dravnintoitswhimsicd smilingwrinkles,
“Look here,” hecried, “if Darrow wantsto call meadamned
asstoo you' renot to stop him!”

It brought her back to asharper senseof her centra peril: of
the secret to be kept from him at whatever cost to her racked
nerves.

“Oh, you know, hedoesn’'t dwayswait for orders!” Onthe
wholeit sounded better than she' d feared.

“You mean he'scalled me oneaready?’ He accepted the
fact with hisgayest laugh. “Well, that savesal ot of trouble; now
wecan passtotheorder of theday—" hebrokeoff and glanced
at theclock—"whichis, you know, dear, that she'sstartingin
about an hour; sheand Addaide must already be snatchinga
hasty sandwich. You' Il comedown to bid them good-bye?’

“Yes—of course.”

There had, infact, grown upon her while he spoke the ur-
gency of seeing Sophy Viner again before sheleft. Thethought
wasdeeply distagteful: Annashrank from encountering thegirl
till she had cleared away through her own perplexities. But it
was obviousthat sincethey had separated, barely anhour ear-
lier, the Stuation had taken anew shape. Sophy Viner had ap-
parently reconsidered her decision to break amicably but defi-
nitely with Owen, and stood againintheir path, amenaceanda
mystery; and confused impulsesof resstancestirredin Anna's
mind. Shefelt Owen’stouch on her arm. “ Areyou coming?’

“Yes...yes...presently.”

“What'sthe matter?'You look so strange.”

“What do you mean by strange?’

“I don’'t know: startled—surprised* Sheread what her ook
must be by itssuddenreflectionin hisface.

“Dol?Nowonder! You vegivenusal anexcitingmorning.”

Heheldtohispoint. “You' remore excited now that there's
no causefor it. What on earth hashappened sincel saw you?’

He looked about the room, asif seeking the clue to her
agitation, and in her dread of what he might guess she an-
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swered: “What has happened issimply that I’ m rather tired.
Will you ask Sophy to come up and see me here?’

WHILE sHE waITED shetried to think what she should say when
thegirl appeared; but she had never been more conscious of
her inability to deal with the oblique and thetortuous. Shehad
lacked the hard teachings of experience, and aningtinctivedis-
dainfor whatever wasless clear and open than her own con-
science had kept her from learning anything of theintricacies
and contradictionsof other hearts. Shesaid to hersalf: “I must
find out—" yet everything in her recoiled from the meansby
which shefdtit must bedone...

Sophy Viner appeared amost immediately, dressed for de-
parture, her littlebag on her arm. Shewastill paleto the point
of haggardness, but with alight upon her that struck Annawith
surprise. Or wasit, perhaps, that shewaslooking at the girl
withnew eyes. seeing her, for thefirst time, not asEffie’ sgov-
erness, not as Owen'’sbride, but asthe embodiment of that
unknown peril lurking in the background of every woman's
thoughts about her lover? Anna, at any rate, with asudden
sense of estrangement, noted in her gracesand snaresnever

before perceived. It wasonly theflash of aprimitiveinstinct,
but it |asted |ong enough to make her ashamed of thedarknesses
itlitupinher heart...

She signed to Sophy to sit down on the sofabeside her. “|
asked you to come up to me because | wanted to say good-
byequietly,” sheexplained, feding her lipstremble, but trying
to speak inatoneof friendly naturalness.

Thegirl’sonly answer wasafaint smile of acquiescence,
and Anna, disconcerted by her silence, went on: “You' vede-
cided, then, not to break your engagement™?’

Sophy Viner raised her head with alook of surprise. Evi-
dently the question, thus abruptly put, must have sounded
strangely onthelipsof so ardent apartisanasMrs. Leath! “I
thought that waswhat youwished,” shesaid.

“What | wished?’ Anna’sheart shook against her side. “I
wish, of course, whatever seemsbest for Owen...It'snatural,
you must understand, that that cons deration should comefirst
withme...”

Sophy waslooking at her steadily. “| supposed it wasthe
only onethat counted with you.”

The curtnessof retort roused Anna’slatent antagonism. “It
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is,” shesaid, inahard voicethat startled her asshe heardit.
Had she ever spoken so to any one before? Shefelt fright-
ened, asthough her very nature had changed without her know-
ingit...Fedingthegirl’ sastonished gaze still on her, shecontin-
ued: “The suddenness of the change has naturally surprised
me. When | |eft you it was understood that you wereto re-
serveyour decison—"

“Yes”

“And now——7" Annawaited for areply that did not come.
Shedid not understand the girl’ sattitude, theedge of irony in
her short syllables, theplainly premeditated determinationto
lay theburden of proof on her interlocutor. Annafelt the sud-
den needtolift their intercourse abovethismean level of defi-
ance and distrust. Shelooked appealingly at Sophy.

“Isn’'tit best that we should speak quite frankly?1t’sthis
change on your part that perplexes me. You can hardly be
surprised at that. It'strue, | asked you not to break with Owen
too abruptly—and | asked it, believe me, asmuch for your
sakeasfor his: | wanted you to take time to think over the
difficulty that seemsto have arisen betweenyou. Thefact that
you fdt it required thinking over seemedto show youwouldn’t

takethefind step lightly—wouldn’t, | mean, accept of Owen
morethanyou could givehim. But your changeof mind obliges
meto ask the question | thought you would have asked your-
sdf. Isthereany reason why you shouldn’t marry Owen?’

Shestopped alittle breathlessly, her eyeson Sophy Viner's
burning face. “ Any reason—?What do you mean by area-
on?’

Annacontinued to look at her gravely. “ Do you lovesome
oneelse?’ sheasked.

Sophy’sfirstlook wasoneof wonder and afaint relief; then
shegaveback theother’sscrutiny inaglance of indescribable
reproach. “ Ah, you might havewaited!” sheexclaimed.

“Waited?’

“Till I’'d gone: till | was out of the house. You might have
known...youmight haveguessed...” Sheturned her eyesagain
onAnna. “I only meant to let him hopealittlelonger, so that
he shouldn’t suspect anything; of coursel can’t marry him,”
shesaid.

Annastood motionless, silenced by the shock of theavowad.
Shetoo wastrembling, lesswith anger than with aconfused
compassion. But thefegling was so blent with others, lessgen-

181



The Recf

erousand more obscure, that shefound no wordsto express
it, and the two women faced each other without speaking.

“1"d better go,” Sophy murmured at length with lowered
head.

Thewordsroused in Annaalatent impul seof compunction.
Thegirl looked so young, so exposed and desolate! And what
thoughtsmust shebehidingin her heart! It wasimpossiblethat
they should partin such aspirit.

“1 want you to know that no one said anything...It was|
who...”

Sophy looked at her. “ Youmeanthat Mr. Darrow didn’t tell
you? Of course not: do you suppose | thought he did? You
found it out, that’s all—I knew you would. In your place |l
should have guessed it sooner.”

Thewordswere spoken smply, without irony or emphas's;
but they went through Annalikeasword. Yes, thegirl would
have had divinations, promptingsthat she had not had! She
felt half enviousof such asad precocity of wisdom.

“I’msosorry...sosorry...” shemurmured.

“Thingshappen that way. Now |’ d better go. I’ dliketo say
good-byeto Effie.”

“Oh—" itbrokeinacry from Effie smother. “Not likethis—
you mustn’'t! | feel—you make mefeel too horribly: asif |
weredrivingyou away...” Thewordshad rushed up fromthe
depthsof her bewildered pity.

“Nooneisdrivingmeaway: | hadtogo,” sheheard thegirl
reply.

Therewasanother slence, during which passionateimpul ses
of magnanimity warred in Annawith her doubtsand dreads.
Atlength, her eyeson Sophy’sface: * Yes, you must go now,”
shebegan; “ but later on...after awhile, whendl thisisover...if
there’ sno reason why you shouldn’t marry Owen——"she
paused amoment on thewords—" | shouldn’t want you to
think | stood betweenyou...”

“You?" Sophy flushed again, and thengrew pde. Sheseemed
to try to speak, but no words came. “Yes! It was not true
when | said just now that | wasthinking only of Owen. I'm
sorry—oh, so sorry!—for you too. Your life—I know how
hard it'sbeen; and mine...mine'ssofull...Happy women un-
derstand best!” Annadrew near and touched thegirl’shand;
then she began again, pouring all her soul into the broken
phrases. “It’sterrible now...you see no future; but if, by and
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bye...you know best...but you’ re so young...and at your age
things do pass. If there’ sno reason, no real reason, why you
shouldn’t marry Owen, | want himto hope, I’ll helphimto
hope...if you say s0...”

With the urgency of her pleading her clasp tightened on
Sophy’shand, but it warmed to no responsivetremor: thegirl
seemed numb, and Annawasfrightened by the stony silence
of her look. “I supposel’ m not morethan half awoman,” she
mused, “for | don’t want my happinessto hurt her;” and doud
sherepeated: “If only you'll tell methere’ sno reason—"

Thegirl did not speak; but suddenly, likeasnapped branch,
shebent, stooped down to the hand that clasped her, and laid
her lipsuponitinastream of weeping. Shecried slently, con-
tinuoudly, abundantly, asthough Anna stouch had released
thewaters of somedeep spring of pain; then, asAnna, moved
and haf afraid, leaned over her with asound of pity, shestood
up and turned away.

“You' regoing, then—for good—Iikethis?” Annamoved
toward her and stopped. Sophy stopped too, with eyesthat
ghrank from her.

“Oh—" Annacried, and hid her face.

Thegirl walked acrossthe room and paused againinthe
doorway. Fromthere sheflung back: “I wanted it—I choseit.
Hewas good to me—no one ever was so good!”

Thedoor-handleturned, and Annaheard her go.

XXIX

HER FIRST THOUGHT Was. “He’sgoing too in afew hours—I
needn’'t seehimagain beforeheleaves...” At that moment the
possibility of having tolook in Darrow’sface and hear him
speak seemed to her more unendurablethan anything elseshe
could imagine. Then, on the next wave of feeling, camethe
desireto confront him at once and wring from him sheknew
not what: avowa, denid, justification, anything thet should open
some channel of escapeto theflood of her pent-up anguish.
Shehad told Owen shewastired, and this seemed a suffi-
cient reason for remaining upstairs when the motor cameto
thedoor and Miss Painter and Sophy Viner wereborneoff in
it; sufficient also for sending word to Madame de Chantelle
that shewould not comedowntill after luncheon. Having des-
patched her maid with thismessage, shelay downon her sofa
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and stared before her into darkness...

She had been unhappy before, and thevision of old miser-
iesflocked like hungry ghosts about her fresh pain: shere-
caled her youthful disappointment, thefallureof her marriage,
thewasted yearsthat followed; but those were negative sor-
rows, denialsand postponementsof life. She seemed in no
way related to their shadowy victim, shewho was stretched
onthisfiery rack of theirreparable. She had suffered before—
yes, but lucidly, reflectively, degiacdly: now shewassuffering
asahurt anima mugt, blindly, furioudy, withthesinglefierce
anima longing that the awful painshould stop...

Sheheard her maid knock, and she hid her face and made
no answer. Theknocking continued, and the discipline of habit
at length made her lift her head, compose her face and hold
out her hand to the note the woman brought her. It was a
word from Darrow—"May | seeyou?'—and shesaid at once,
inavoicethat sounded thin and empty: “ Ask Mr. Darrow to
comeup.”

Themaid enquiredif shewished to have her hair smoothed
first, and sheanswered that it didn’t matter; but when the door
had closed, theinstinct of pride drew her to her feet and she

looked at hersdlf in the glassabovethe mantel pieceand passed
her handsover her hair. Her eyeswere burning and her face
looked tired and thinner; otherwise she could seeno changein
her appearance, and shewondered that at suchamoment her
body should seem asunrelated to the self that writhed within
her asif it had been astatue or apicture.

The maid reopened the door to show in Darrow, and he
paused amoment on thethreshold, asif waiting for Annato
speak. Hewasextremely pale, but helooked neither ashamed
nor uncertain, and shesaid to hersalf, with aperversethrill of
appreciation: “He'sasproud asl am.”

Aloud sheasked: “You wanted to seeme?’

“Naturdly,” herepliedinagravevoice.

“Don’'t! It'suseless. | know everything. Nothing you can
say will hdp.”

At thedirect affirmation heturned even paler, and hiseyes,
which hekept resol utely fixed on her, confessed hismisery.

“You alow menovoiceindeciding that?’

“Decidingwhat?’

“That there’ snothing moreto besaid?’ Hewaitedfor her to
answer, and thenwent on: “1 don’t even know what you mean
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by ‘everything'.”

“Oh, | don’t know what morethereis! | know enough. |
implored her to deny it, and she couldn’t...What can you and
| haveto say to each other?’ Her voicebrokeinto asob. The
animal anguish wasupon her again—just ablind cry against
her pain!

Darrow kept hishead high and hiseyes steady. “ It must be
asyouwish; andyet it'snot likeyouto beafraid.”

“Afrad?

“Totalk thingsout—to facethem.”

“It'sfor you to facethis—not me!”

“All | akistofaceit—but withyou.” Oncemorehepaused.
“Won't youtdl mewhat MissViner told you?’

“Oh, she'sgenerous—to theutmost!” The pain caught her
likeaphysica throe. It suddenly cameto her how thegirl must
haveloved himto be so generous—what memoriestheremust
be between them!

“Oh, go, pleasego. It'stoo horrible. Why should | haveto
seeyou?’ shestammered, lifting her handsto her eyes.

With her face hidden shewaited to hear him moveaway, to
hear the door open and close again, as, afew hoursearlier, it

had opened and closed on Sophy Viner. But Darrow madeno
sound or movement: hetoo waswaiting. Annafelt athrill of
resentment: his presence was an outrage on her sorrow, ahu-
miliationto her pride. It wasstrangethat heshould wait for her
totel himso!

“Youwant metoleave Givre?’ heasked at length. Shemade
no answer, and hewent on: “ Of coursel’ |l do asyou wish; but
if 1 gonow am | not to seeyou again?’

Hisvoicewasfirm: hispridewasanswering her pride!

Shefatered: “ You must seeit’suseless—’

“I might remind youthat you' redismissng mewithout ahear-
ing—"

“Without ahearing?1’ ve heard you both!”

—"but I won't,” he continued, “remind you of that, or of
anything or any one but Owen.”

“Owen?’

“Yes, if we could somehow sparehim—"

Shehad dropped her handsand turned her startled eyeson
him. It seemed to her an age since she had thought of Owen!

“You see, don’t you,” Darrow continued, “that if you send
me away how—"
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Sheinterrupted: “Yes, | see—" and therewasalong silence
between them. At length shesaid, very low: “1 don’t want any
oneelseto suffer asl’ msuffering...”

“Owen knows| meant to leavetomorrow,” Darrow went
on. “ Any sudden changeof plan may makehimthink...”

Oh, shesaw hisinevitablelogic: thehorror of it wason ev-
ery sdeof her! It had seemed possibleto control her grief and
face Darrow calmly while shewas upheld by the belief that
thiswastheir last hour together, that after he had passed out of
theroom therewould beno fear of seeing himagain, nofear
that hisnearness, hislook, hisvoice, and all theunseeninflu-
encesthat flowed from him, would dissolve her soul to weak-
ness. But her couragefailed at theideaof havingto conspire
with himto shield Owen, of keeping up with him, for Owen’s
sake, afeint of unionandfelicity. Toliveat Darrow’ssidein
seeming intimacy and harmony for another twenty-four hours
seemed harder than to livewithout him for all therest of her
days. Her strength failed her, and shethrew herself down and
buried her sobsin the cushionswhere she had so often hidden
afaceaglow with happiness.

“Anna—" Hisvoicewascloseto her. “Let metak toyou

quietly. It snot worthy of either of usto beafraid.”

Wordsof endearment would have offended her; but her heart
roseat thecall to her courage.

“I’veno defenseto make,” hewent on. “ Thefactsaremis-
erableenough; but at least | want youto seethemasthey are.
Aboveall, | want you to know thetruth about MissViner—"

The name sent the blood to Anna’sforehead. Sheraised
her head and faced him. “Why should | know moreof her than
what she’stold me? | never wishto hear her nameagain!”

“1t’sbecause you feel about her inthat way that | ask you
—in the name of common charity—to let me give you the
factsasthey are, and not asyou’ ve probably imagined them.”

“I’vetoldyou | don't think uncharitably of her. | don’t want
tothink of her at all!”

“That'swhy | tell youyou' reafraid.”

“Afrad?

“Yes. You veadwayssaid you wanted, aboveall, tolook at
life, at the human problem, asit s, without fear and without
hypocrisy; andit’snot awaysapleasant thingtolook at.” He
broke off, and then began again: “Don’t think thisapleafor
myself! | don’t want to say aword to lessen my offense. |
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don’'t want totalk of myself at al. Evenif | did, | probably
couldn’t makeyou understand—I don’t, mysdif, asl look back.
Bejust tome—it'syour right; al | ask youisto begenerousto
MissViner...”

Shestood up trembling. “You' refreeto be asgenerousto
her asyou please!”

“Yes: you'vemadeit clear to methat I'mfree. But there's
nothing I candofor her that will help her half asmuch asyour
understanding her would.”

“Nothing you can dofor her?'You can marry her!”

Hisface hardened. “You certainly couldn’t wish her aworse
fatel”

“It must have been what sheexpected...relied on...” Hewas
slent, and shebrokeout: “Or what isshe? What areyou?It’s
too horrible! Onyour way here...tome...” Shefelt thetearsin
her throat and stopped.

“That wasit,” hesaid bluntly. Shestared at him.

“1 wason my way to you—after repeated delaysand post-
ponementsof your own making. At thevery last you turned
meback with amereword—and without explanation. | waited
for aletter; and none came. I’ m not saying thisto justify my-
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sf. I’'msmply trying to makeyou understand. | felt hurt and
bitter and bewildered. | thought you meant to givemeup. And
suddenly, inmy way, | found some oneto be sorry for, to be
of useto. That, | swear toyou, wastheway it began. Therest
wasamoment’sfolly...aflash of madness...assuchthingsare.
WEe' ve never seen each other since...”

Annawaslooking at him coldly. “You sufficiently describe
her insaying that!”

“Yes, if you measure her by conventiona standards—which
iswhat you awaysdeclareyou never do.”

“Conventiond standards?A girl who—" Shewas checked
by asudden rush of almost physical repugnance. Suddenly
shebrokeout: “| alwaysthought her an adventuress!”

“Always?’

“I don't mean aways...but after you came...”

“She'snot an adventuress.”

“You mean that she professesto act on the new theories?
The stuff that awful women rave about on platforms?’

“Oh, | don't think she pretended to have atheory—"

“Shehadn’t even that excuse?’

“Shehad theexcuse of her londiness, her unhappiness—of
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miseriesand humiliationsthat awoman likeyou can’t even
guess. She had nothing to look back to but indifference or
unkindness—nothing tolook forward to but anxiety. She saw
| was sorry for her and it touched her. She made too much of
it—she exaggeratedit. | ought to have seenthe danger, but |
didn’'t. There'sno possibleexcusefor what | did.”
Annalistened to himin speechlessmisery. Every word he
spokethrew back adisintegrating light ontheir own past. He
had cometo her with an open face and aclear conscience—
cometo her fromthig! If hissecurity wasthe security of false-
hood it washorrible; if it meant that he had forgotten, it was
worse. Shewould have liked to stop her ears, to close her
eyes, to shut out every sight and sound and suggestion of a
worldinwhich suchthingscould be; and at the sametimeshe
was tormented by the desire to know more, to understand
better, tofed hersdlf lessignorant andinexpert in matterswhich
made so much of the stuff of human experience. What did he
mean by “amoment’sfolly, aflash of madness’?How did
people enter on such adventures, how passout of themwith-
out morevisibletraces of their havoc? Her imagination re-
coiledfromthevison of asudden debasing familiarity: it seemed

to her that her thoughtswould never again be pure...

“I swear toyou,” sheheard Darrow saying, “it wassimply
that, and nothing more.”

Shewondered at his composure, his competence, at his
knowing so exactly what to say. No doubt men often had to
make such explanations: they had theformulasby heart...A
leaden lassitude descended on her. She passed from flame
and torment into a col ourless cold world where everything
surrounding her seemed equdly indifferent and remote. For a
moment shesmply ceased tofed!.

Shebecameawarethat Darrow waswaiting for her to spesk,
and shemade an effort to represent to herself the meaning of
what he had just said; but her mind wasasblank asablurred
mirror. Finaly shebrought out: “I don’t think | understand what
you'vetoldme.”

“No; you don’t understand,” he returned with sudden bit-
terness; and on hislipsthecharge of incomprehension seemed
an offenseto her.

“1 don’t want to—about such things!”

Heanswered amost harshly: “Don’t beafraid...you never
will...” and for aninstant they faced each other likeenemies.
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Thenthetearsswelledin her throat at hisreproach.

“Youmean| don’t feel things—I' mtoo hard?’

“No: you'retoo high...toofine...suchthingsaretoofar from
you.”

Hepaused, asif consciousof thefutility of going onwith
whatever he had meant to say, and again, for ashort space,
they confronted each other, nolonger asenemies—soit seemed
to her—but asbeingsof different languagewho had forgotten
thefew wordsthey had learned of each other’s speech.

Darrow brokethesilence. “ It'sbest, onall accounts, that |
should gtay till tomorrow; but | needn’tintrudeonyou; weneedn't
meet again alone. | only want to besurel know your wishes.”
Hespoketheshort sentencesinalevel voice, asthough hewere
summing up theresultsof abusinessconference.

Annalooked at himvagudly. “My wishes?’

“Asto Owen—

At that shestarted. “ They must never meet again!”

“It'snot likely they will. What | meant was, that it depends
onyoutosparehim...”

Sheanswered steadily: “He shall never know,” and after
another interval Darrow said: “ Thisisgood-bye, then.”

Attheword sheseemed to undergdandfor thefirst timewhither
theflying momentshad beenleading them. Resentment andin-
dignation died down, and al her consciousnessresolved itsalf
into the mere visual sensethat he wasthere before her, near
enoughfor her tolift her hand and touch him, and that in another
instant the place where he stood would be empty.

Shefelt amortal weakness, acraven impulseto cry out to
himto stay, alonging to throw herself into hisarms, and take
refugetherefrom the unendurabl e anguish he had caused her.
Thenthevision caled up another thought: “I shall never know
what that girl hasknown...” and therecoil of prideflung her
back on the sharp edgesof her anguish.

“Good-bye,” shesaid, indread lest he should read her face;
and she stood motionless, her head high, whilehewalked to
the door and went out.
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BOOK V

XXX

ANNA LEaTH, threedayslater, sat in Miss Painter’ sdrawing-
roomintheruedeMatignon.

Coming up precipitately that morning from the country, she
had reached Parisat one 0’ clock and MissPainter’slanding
someten minuteslater. Miss Painter’smoul dy little man-ser-
vant, dissembling anapkin under hisarm, had mildly attempted
to oppose her entrance; but Anna, ingsting, had gone straight
to thedining-room and surprised her friend—who ate asfur-
tively ascertain animals—over astrangemed of cold mutton
and lemonade. Ignoring the embarrassment she caused, she
had set forth the object of her journey, and Miss Painter, al-
walys hatted and booted for action, hadimmediately hastened
out, leaving her to the solitude of the barefirelessdrawing-
roomwithitseterna dip-coversand“bowed” shutters.

In thisinhospitable obscurity Annahad sat alonefor close
upon two hours. Both obscurity and solitude were acceptable
to her, and impatient as shewasto hear theresult of theerrand

on which she had despatched her hostess, she desired still

moreto bea one. During her long meditationinawhite-swathed
chair before the muffled hearth she had been ablefor thefirst
timeto clear away through the darknessand confusion of her
thoughts. Theway did not go far, and her attempt to traceit
was asweak and spasmodic asaconvalescent’sfirst efforts
to pick up thethread of living. Sheseemedto herself likesome
one struggling to risefrom along sickness of whichit would
havebeen somucheasertodie. At Givreshehadfdlenintoa
kind of torpor, adeadnessof soul traversed by wild flashes of

pain; but whether she suffered or whether shewasnumb, she
seemed equally remotefrom her redl living and doing seif.

It wasonly the discovery—that very morning—of Owen’'s
unannounced departurefor Paristhat had caught her out of
her dream and forced her back to action. The dread of what
thisflight might imply, and of the consequencesthat might re-
sult fromit, had roused her to the sense of her responsibility,
and from the moment when she had resolved to follow her
step-son, and had made her rapid preparationsfor pursuit,
her mind had beguntowork again, feverishly, fitfully, but till
with something of itsnormal order. Inthetrain shehad been
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too agitated, too preoccupied with what might next await her,
to give her thoughtsto anything but theturning over of dread
alternatives; but MissPainter’ simperviousness had steadied
her, and while shewaited for the sound of thelatch-key she
resolutely returned upon hersdlf.

With respect to her outward course she could at |east tell
herself that she had held to her purpose. She had, as people
sad, “kept up” during thetwenty-four hourspreceding George
Darrow’ sdeparture; had gonewith acalm face about her usud
business, and even contrived not too obvioudy to avoid him.
Then, the next day before dawn, from behind the closed shut-
terswhere she had kept for half the night her dry-eyed vigil,
shehad heard him driveoff to thetrainwhich brought itspas-
sengersto Parisintimefor the Calaisexpress.

Thefact of histaking that train, of histravelling so straight
and far away from her, gave to what had happened theimpla
cableoutlineof redlity. Hewasgone; hewould not comeback;
and her lifehad ended just as she had dreamed it was begin-
ning. Shehad no doubt, at first, asto theabsoluteinevitability
of thisconclusion. The man who had driven away from her
housein the autumn dawn was not theman she had loved; he

wasastranger withwhom shehad not asinglethought in com-
mon. It wasterrible, indeed, that heworetheface and spoke
inthevoiceof her friend, and that, aslong ashewasunder one
roof with her, the mere way in which he moved and |ooked
could bridge at astrokethe gulf between them. That, no doubt,
wasthefault of her exaggerated sensibility to outward things:
shewasfrightened to seehow it enslaved her. A day or two
before she had supposed the sense of honour was her degpest
sentiment: if shehad smiled at the conventionsof othersit was
becausethey weretootrivid, not becausethey weretoo grave.
There were certain dishonours with which she had never
dreamed that any pact could be made: she had had anincor-
ruptible passionfor good faith and fairness.

She had supposed that, once Darrow was gone, once she
was safefrom the danger of seeing and hearing him, thishigh
devotionwould sustain her. Shehad believed it would be pos-
sibleto separate theimage of the man she had thought him
fromthat of the man hewas. She had even foreseen the hour
when shemight raiseamournful shrineto thememory of the
Darrow she had loved, without fear that hisdoubl €' s shadow
would desecrateit. But now she had begunto understand that
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thetwo men werereally one. The Darrow she worshipped
wasinseparablefromthe Darrow she abhorred; and theinevi-
table conclusion wasthat both must go, and shebeleftinthe
desert of asorrow without memories...

Butif thefuturewasthusvoid, the present wasall toofull.
Never had blow more complex repercussions; and to remem-
ber Owen was to cease to think of herself. What impul se,
what apprehension, had sent him suddenly to Paris? And why
had hethought it needful to concea hisgoing from her?When
Sophy Viner had left, it had been with the understanding that
hewasto await her summons; and it seemed improbablethat
hewould break hispledge, and seek her without leave, unless
hislover’sintuition had warned him of somefresh danger. Anna
recalled how quickly hehad read theaarmin her facewhen
he had rushed back to her sitting-room with the news that
MissViner had promised to seehimagainin Paris. Tobe so
promptly roused, hissuspicionsmust have been but half-adl eep;
and sincethen, no doubt, if sheand Darrow had dissembl ed,
so had he. To her proud directnessit wasdegrading to think
that they had been living together like enemieswho spy upon
each other’smovements: shefelt adesperatelonging for the

dayswhich had seemed so dull and narrow, but in which she
had walked with her head high and her eyesunguarded.

Shehad come up to Paris hardly knowing what peril she
feared, and still lesshow shecould avert it. If Owen meant to
seeMissViner—and what other object could he have?—they
must already betogether, and it wastoo lateto interfere. It
had indeed occurred to Annathat Paris might not be hisob-
jectivepoint: that hisreal purposeinleaving Givrewithout her
knowledge had beento follow Darrow to London and exact
thetruthof him. But evento her darmedimaginaionthisseemed
improbable. Sheand Darrow, to thelast, had kept up so com-
pleteafeint of harmony that, whatever Owen had surmised,
he could scarcely haverisked acting on hissuspicions. If he
still felt the need of an explanation, it wasalmost certainly of
Sophy Viner that hewould ask it; and it wasin quest of Sophy
Viner that Annahad despatched MissPainter.

Shehad found ablessed refugefrom her perplexitiesinthe
stolid Adelaide’' sunawareness. One could so absol utely count
on Miss Painter’sguessing no more than one chose, and yet
acting astutely on such hintsas one vouchsafed her! Shewas
likeawell-trained retriever whoseinterest in hisprey ceases
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when helaysit at hismaster’sfeet. Anna, on arriving, had
explained that Owen’sunannounced flight had made her fear
somefresh misunderstanding between himself and MissViner.
Intheinterestsof peace she had thought it best tofollow him;
but she hastily added that she did not wish to see Sophy, but
only, if possible, tolearn from her where Owenwas. Withthese
brief instructionsMiss Painter had started out; but shewasa
woman of many occupations, and had given her visitor toun-
derstand that beforereturning sheshould havetocal onafriend
who had just arrived from Boston, and afterward despatch to
another exiled compatriot asupply of cranberriesand brandied
peachesfromthe American grocery inthe ChampsElysees.
Gradually, asthe moments passed, Annabegantofeel the
reaction which, inmoments of extreme nervoustension, fol-
lowsonany effort of thewill. She seemed to have goneasfar
as her courage would carry her, and she shrank more and
morefrom the thought of MissPainter’ sreturn, since what-
ever informationthelatter brought would necesstate somefresh
decison. What should shesay to Owenif shefound him?What
could she say that should not betray the onething shewould
giveher lifeto hidefrom him?“ Giveher lifeé’—how thephrase

derided her! It wasagift shewould not have bestowed on her
worst enemy. Shewould not have had Sophy Viner livethe
hoursshewasliving now... Shetried againtolook steedily and
camly at thepicturethat theimage of thegirl evoked. Shehad
an ideathat she ought to accustom herself to its contempla-
tion. If lifewaslikethat, why the sooner onegot usedtoit the
better...But no! Lifewasnot likethat. Her adventurewasa
hideous accident. She dreaded above all the temptation to
generalisefrom her own case, to doubt thehigh thingsshehad
lived by and seek acheap solacein belittling what fate had
refused her. There was such love as she had dreamed, and
shemeant to go on believing init, and cherishing the thought
that she was worthy of it. What had happened to her was
grotesque and mean and miserable; but she herself wasnone
of thesethings, and never, never would she make of herself
the mock that fate had made of her...

Shecould not, asyet, bear to think deliberately of Darrow;
but she kept on repesting to hersdf “ By and byethat will come
too.” Even now shewas determined not to let hisimage be
distorted by her suffering. Assoon asshe could, shewould try
to singleout for remembrance theindividual things she had
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liked in him before she had loved him dtogether. No “ spiritud
exercise” devised by thediscipline of piety could have been
moretorturing; but itsvery cruelty attracted her. Shewanted
towear herself out with new pains...

XXXI

The sound of Miss Painter’slatch-key made her start. She
was still abundle of quivering fearsto whom each coming
moment seemed amenace.

Therewasadightinterva, and asound of voicesinthehall;
then MissPainter’svigorous hand was onthe door.

Annastood up asshecamein. “You vefound him?’

“I’vefound Sophy.”

“ And Owen?—has she seen him?Ishe here?’

“She'shere: inthehall. Shewantsto speak to you.”

“Here—now?’ Annafound no voicefor more.

“Shedrove back withme,” Miss Painter continued inthe
toneof impartid narrative. “ Thecabmanwasimpertinent. I’ ve
got hisnumber.” Shefumbledinastout black reticule.

“Oh, | can't—" brokefrom Anna; but she collected hersdlf,

remembering that to betray her unwillingnessto seethegirl
wasto risk revealing much more.

“ Shethought you might betootired to see her: shewouldn’t
comeintill I'dfound out.”

Annadrew aquick breath. Aninstant’sthought had told her
that Sophy Viner would hardly havetaken such astep unless
something moreimportant had happened. “ Ask her to come,
please,” shesaid.

Miss Painter, from the threshol d, turned back to announce
her intention of going immediately tothe policestationto re-
port the cabman’sdelinquency; then she passed out, and Sophy
Viner entered.

Thelook inthegirl’sface showed that she had indeed come
unwillingly; yet she seemed animated by an eager resol uteness
that made Annaashamed of her tremors. For amoment they
looked at each other in silence, asif the thoughts between
them were packed too thick for speech; then Annasaid, ina
voice from which she strove to take the edge of hardness:
“You know where Owenis, MissPainter tellsme.”

“Yes, that wasmy reason for asking youto seeme.” Sophy
spokesmply, without constraint or hesitation.
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“1 thought he’ d promised you—" Annainterposed.

“Hedid; but he broke hispromise. That’swhat | thought |
ought totell you.”

“Thank you.” Annawent ontentatively: “ Heleft Givrethis
morningwithout aword. | followed him becausel wasafrad...”

Shebroke off again and the girl took up her phrase. “ You
wereafraid he' d guessed?Hehas...”

“What do you mean—guessed what?’

“That you know something hedoesn'’t...something that made
you gladto havemego.”

“Oh—" Annamoaned. If she had wanted more pain she
had it now. “He' stold you this?’ shefaltered.

“Hehasn’t told me, because| haven't seenhim. | kept him
off—I made Mrs. Farlow get rid of him. But he' swritten me
what he cameto say; and that wasit.”

“Oh, poor Owen!” brokefrom Anna. Through al theintri-
caciesof her suffering shefelt the separate pang of his.

“And | want to ask you,” thegirl continued, “tolet me see
him; for of course,” she added in the same strange voi ce of
energy, “1 wouldn’t unlessyou consented.”

“To seehim?’ Annatried to gather together her startled

thoughts. “What usewould it be?What could youtell him?’

“I wanttotdl himthetruth,” said Sophy Viner.

Thetwo women |ooked at each other, and aburning blush
roseto Anna sforehead. “1 don’t understand,” shefaltered.

Sophy waited amoment; then shelowered her voiceto say:
“1 don’t want him to think worse of methan heneed...”

“Worse?’

“Yes—tothink suchthingsasyou' rethinking now...I want
him to know exactly what happened...then | want to bid him
good-bye.”

Annatried to clear away through her ownwonder and con-
fusion. Shefelt herself obscurely moved.

“Wouldn'tit beworsefor him?’

“To hear thetruth? It would be better, at any rate, for you
and Mr. Darrow.”

At the sound of thename Annalifted her head quickly. “I’ve
only my step-sonto consider!”

Thegirl threw astartled look at her. “You don’'t mean—
you' renot going to givehimup?’

Annaféelt her lipsharden. “I don’'tthink it'sof any usetotalk
of that.”
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“Oh, I know! It'smy fault for not knowing how to say what
| want you to hear. Your wordsare different; you know how
to choosethem. Mine offend you...and the dread of it makes
me blunder. That’s why, the other day, | couldn't say
anything...couldn’t makethingsclear to you. But now MUST,
evenif you hateit!” Shedrew astep nearer, her dender figure
swayed forward in apassion of entreaty. “ Do listen to me!
What you' ve said isdreadful. How can you speak of himin
that voice?Don't you seethat | went away sothat heshouldn't
havetoloseyou?’

Anna looked at her coldly. “Are you speaking of Mr.
Darrow?1 don’t know why you think your going or staying
caninany way affect our relations.”

“You mean that you have given him up—because of me?
Oh, how could you?You can'trealy love him!'—And yet,”
thegirl suddenly added, “you must, or you’ d be more sorry
formel”

“I"'mvery sorry for you,” Annasaid, feeling asif theiron
band about her heart pressed onit alittlelessinexorably.

“Thenwhy won’'t you hear me? Why won't you try to un-
derstand?It'sall sodifferent fromwhat youimagine!”

“I’venever judged you.”

“I''m not thinking of myself. Helovesyou!”

“1 thought you’ d cometo speak of Owen.”

Sophy Viner seemed not to hear her. “He' snever loved any
one else. Eventhose few days...| knew it al thewhile...he
never caredfor me.”

“Pleasedon’t say any more!” Annasaid.

“1 know it must seem strangeto you that | should say so
much. | shock you, | offend you: youthink meacreaturewith-
out shame. So | am—Dbut not in the senseyou think! I’m not
ashamed of having loved him; no; and I’ m not ashamed of
telling you so. It'sthat that justifiesme—and himtoo...Oh, let
metell you how it happened! Hewas sorry for me: hesaw |
cared. | knew that was al he ever felt. | could see he was
thinking of someonee se. | knew it wasonly for aweek...He
never said aword to mislead me...| wanted to be happy just
once—and | didn’t dream of theharm | might bedoing him!”

Annacould not speak. She hardly knew, asyet, what the
girl’swords conveyed to her, savethe sense of their tragic
fervour; but shewas consciousof beinginthe presenceof an
intenser passion than shehad ever felt.
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“l amsorry for you.” Shepaused. “ But why doyou say this
tome?’ After another interval sheexclaimed: “You' d noright
tolet Owenloveyou.”

“No; that waswrong. At least what's happened since has
madeit so. If things had been different | think | could have
made Owen happy. You were all so good to me—I wanted
soto stay withyou! | supposeyou’ |l say that makesit worse:
my daring todream | had theright...But al that doesn’t matter
now. | won't see Owen unlessyou’ rewilling. | should have
likedtotell himwhat I’ vetried totell you; but you must know
better; youfed thingsinafiner way. Only you' Il haveto help
himif | can't. Hecaresagreat dedl...it' sgoing to hurt him...”

Annatrembled. “Oh, | know! What can| do?’

“You can go straight back to Givre—now, at once! So that
Owenghdl never know you' vefollowed him.” Sophy’sclasped
hands reached out urgently. “And you can send for Mr.
Darrow—Dbring him back. Owen must be convinced that he's
mistaken, and nothing elsewill convince him. Afterward 1’1l
find apretext—oh, | promiseyou! But first he must seefor
himsdlf that nothing’schanged for you.”

Annastood motionless, subdued and dominated. Thegirl’s

ardour swept her likeawind.

“Oh, can't | moveyou? Someday you' || know!” Sophy
pleaded, her eyesfull of tears.

Annasaw them, and felt afullnessin her throat. Againthe
band about her heart seemed |oosened. Shewantedtofinda
word, but could not: all within her wastoo dark and violent.
Shegavethegirl aspeechlesslook.

“1 dobelieveyou,” she said suddenly; then sheturned and
walked out of theroom.

XXXII

SHE DROVE FROM Miss PAINTER’ sto her own apartment. The
maid-servant who had it in charge had been apprised of her
coming, and had opened one or two of therooms, and pre-
pared afirein her bedroom. Annashut hersdlf in, refusing the
woman'sministrations. Shefelt cold and faint, and after she
had taken off her hat and cloak she knelt down by thefireand
stretched her handstoit.

Inonerespect, at least, it wasclear to her that shewould do
well to follow Sophy Viner’s counsel. It had been an act of
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folly tofollow Owen, and her first businesswasto get back to
Givrebeforehim. But theonly trainleaving that eveningwasa
dow one, whichdid not reach Francheuil till midnight, and she
knew that her taking it would excite Madame de Chantelle's
wonder and lead to interminable talk. She had come up to
Parisonthe pretext of finding anew governessfor Effie, and
thenaturd thing wasto defer her return till the next morning.
Sheknew Owen well enough to be surethat hewould make
another attempt to seeMissViner, andfailing that, would write
againand await her answer: so that therewasno likelihood of
hisreaching Givretill thefollowing evening.

Her senseof relief at not having to start out at once showed
her for thefirst time how tired shewas. The bonne had sug-
gested acup of tea, but the dread of having any one about her
had made Annarefuse, and she had eaten nothing sncemorn-
ing but asandwich bought at abuffet. Shewastoo tired to get
up, but stretching out her arm she drew toward her thearm-
chair which stood bes dethe hearth and rested her head against
itscushions. Gradually thewarmth of thefirestoleinto her
veins and her heaviness of soul was replaced by adreamy
buoyancy. She seemed to be seated on the hearth in her sit-

ting-room at Givre, and Darrow was beside her, inthechair
against which sheleaned. He put hisarmsabout her shoulders
and drawing her head back looked into her eyes. “ Of al the
waysyou doyour hair, that’stheway | likebest,” hesaid...

A log dropped, and she sat up with a start. Therewas a
warmthin her heart, and she was smiling. Then shelooked
about her, and saw where shewas, and theglory fell. Shehid
her face and sobbed.

Presently sheperceived that it wasgrowing dark, and get-
ting up stiffly shebegan to undo thethingsin her bag and spread
them onthedressing-table. She shrank fromlighting thelights,
and groped her way about, trying to find what she needed.
She seemed immeasurably far off from every one, and most of
al fromhersdlf. It wasasif her consciousnesshad beentrans-
mitted to some stranger whose thoughts and gestureswere
indifferentto her...

Suddenly sheheard ashrill tinkle, and with abeating heart
shestood still inthemiddle of theroom. It wasthe telephone
in her dressing-room—acall, no doubt, from Addaide Painter.
Or could Owen havelearned shewasin town? The thought
alarmed her and she opened the door and stumbled acrossthe
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unlit roomto theinstrument. She heldit to her ear, and heard
Darrow’ svoice pronounce her name.

“Will you let me seeyou?1’ ve come back—I had to come.
MissPainter told meyou were here.”

She began to tremble, and feared that he would guessiit
from her voice. She did not know what she answered: she
heard himsay: “1 can't hear.” Shecalled “Yes!” andlaid the
telephone down, and caught it up again—but he was gone.
Shewondered if her “Yes’ had reached him.

Shesatinher chair and listened. Why had she said that she
would ssehim?What did shemeanto say tohimwhenhecame?
Now and then, asshe sat there, the sense of hispresenceenvel -
oped her asinher dream, and sheshut her eyesand ft hisarms
about her. Then shewoketoredlity and shivered. A longtime
elapsed, and at length shesaid to hersdlf: “Heisn't coming.”

The door-bell rang as she said it, and she stood up, cold
and trembling. Shethought: “ Can heimaginethere sany usein
coming?’ and moved forward to bid the servant say shecould
not seehim.

Thedoor opened and she saw him standing inthe drawing-
room. Theroom was cold and fireless, and ahard glarefell

fromthewall-lights on the shrouded furniture and thewhite
dlipscovering the curtains. Helooked paleand stern, witha
frown of fatigue between hiseyes, and sherememberedthatin
threedayshe had travelled from Givreto L ondon and back. It
seemed incrediblethat al that had befallen her should have
been compressed within the space of three days!

“Thank you,” hesaid asshecamein.

Sheanswered: “It’sbetter, | suppose—"

Hecametoward her and took her inhisarms. Shestruggled
alittle, afraid of yielding, but he pressed her to him, not bend-
ingto her but holding her fast, asthough he had found her after
along search: she heard hishurried breathing. It seemed to
comefrom her own breast, so closehe held her; and it was
shewho, at lagt, lifted up her faceand drew down his.

Shefreed herself and went and sat on a sofa at the other
end of theroom. A mirror between the shrouded window-
curtains showed her crumpled travelling dressand thewhite
faceunder her disordered hair

Shefound her voice, and asked him how he had been able
toleave London. He answered that he had managed—he'd
arranged it; and she saw he hardly heard what shewas saying.
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“1 had to seeyou,” hewent on, and moved nearer, sitting
downat her side.

“Yes, wemust think of Owen—"

“Oh, Owen—!"

Her mind had flown back to Sophy Viner’s pleathat she
should let Darrow returnto Givrein order that Owenmight be
persuaded of thefolly of hissuspicions. The suggestion was
absurd, of course. She could not ask Darrow to lend himself
to suchafraud, even had she had theinhuman courageto play
her part init. Shewassuddenly overwhelmed by thefutility of
every attempt to reconstruct her ruined world. No, it wasuse-
less, and Sinceit wasusd ess, every moment with Darrow was
purepain...

“I’vecometotak of mysdf, not of Owen,” sheheard him
saying. “When you sent me away the other day | understood
that it couldn’t be otherwise—then. But it’snot possiblethat
youand | should part likethat. If I'mtoloseyou, it must befor
abetter reason.”

“A better reason?’

“Yes adeeper one. Onethat meansafundamental disaccord
between us. Thisonedoesn' t—in spiteof everything it doesn't.

That’swhat | want you to see, and have the courage to ac-
knowledge.”

“If | saw it | should havethe courage!”

“Yes: courage wasthewrongword. You havethat. That's
why I’'mhere.”

“But | don't seeit,” she continued sadly. “ Soit’suseless,
isn't it?>—and so cruel...” He was about to speak, but she
went on: “1 shall never understand it—never!”

Helooked at her. “You will someday: you were madeto
fed everything”

“I should have thought thiswasacase of not feeling—"

“Onmy part, you mean?’ Hefaced her resolutely. “ Yes, it
was. to my shame...What | meant wasthat whenyou' velived
alittlelonger you' ll seewhat complex blunderersweall are:
how we' restruck blind sometimes, and mad sometimes—and
then, when our sight and our sensescome back, how wehave
to set towork, and build up, little by little, bit by bit, the pre-
ciousthingswe' d smashed to atomswithout knowingit. Life's
just aperpetua piecing together of broken bits.”

Shelooked up quickly. “ That’swhat | fedl: that you ought
to—"
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He stood up, interrupting her with agesture. “ Oh, don’t—
don’t say what you' regoing to! Men don't givetheir lives
away likethat. If youwon't havemine, it'sat least my own, to
dothebest | canwith.”

“The best you can—that’swhat | mean! How cantherebe
a‘'best’ for you that’'smade of someoneelse’ sworst?’

Hesat down againwithagroan. “1 don’t know! It seemed
suchadight thing—all onthe surface—and |’ vegoneaground
onit becauseit wasonthesurface. | seethehorror of it just as
you do. But | see, alittle more clearly, the extent, and the
limits, of my wrong. It'snot asblack asyouimagine.”

Shelowered her voiceto say: “| supposel shall never un-
derstand; but sheseemsto loveyou...”

“There'smy shame! That | didn’t guessit, didn't fly fromit.
You say you'll never understand: but why shouldn’t you?1sit
anythingto beproud of, to know solittle of the stringsthat pull
us?If youknew alittlemore, | couldtell you how suchthings
happen without offending you; and perhapsyou’ dlisten with-
out condemning me.”

“1 don’'t condemnyou.” Shewasdizzy with struggling im-
pulses. Shelongedto cry out: “1 do understand! I’ ve under-

stood ever sinceyou’ ve been here!” For shewasaware, in
her own bosom, of sensations so separate from her romantic
thoughtsof him that she saw her body and soul divided against
themselves. Sherecalled having read somewherethat in an-
cient Romethe daveswere not allowed to wear adistinctive
dresslest they should recognize each other and learn their num-
bersand their power. So, in herself, shediscernedfor thefirst
timeinstinctsand desires, which, mute and unmarked, had
goneto and fro in the dim passages of her mind, and now
hailed each other with acry of mutiny.

“Oh, | don’t know what to think!” shebrokeout. “You say
you didn’t know sheloved you. But you know it now. Doesn't
that show you how you can put the broken bitstogether?”

“Canyou serioudy think it would be doing so to marry one
womanwhilel carefor another?’

“Oh, | don’t know...I don’'t know...” Thesense of her weak-
nessmade her try to harden hersalf againgt hisarguments.

“You do know! We' ve often talked of such things: of the
monstrousness of uselesssacrifices. If I'mto expiate, it'snot
inthat way.” He added abruptly: “I1t'sin having to say thisto
you now..."
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Shefound no answer.

Through the silent apartment they heard the sudden peal of
thedoor-bell, and sheroseto her feet. “Owen!” sheinstantly
exclamed.

“IsOwenin Paris?’

Sheexplained in arapid undertone what she had learned
from Sophy Viner.

“Shal | leaveyou?’ Darrow asked.

“Yes...no...” Shemoved to the dining-room door, with the
half-formed purpose of making him passout, and then turned
back. “It may be Addlaide.”

They heard the outer door open, and amoment later Owen
waked into theroom. Hewaspale, with excited eyes: asthey
fell on Darrow, Anna saw his start of wonder. He made a
dight sign of recognition, and then went up to hisstep-mother
with anair of exaggerated gaiety.

“Youfurtive person! | ran acrosstheomniscient Adelaide
and heard from her that you’ d rushed up suddenly and se-
cretly “ Hestood between Annaand Darrow, strained, ques-
tioning, dangeroudy on edge.

“1 came up to meet Mr. Darrow,” Anna answered. “His

leave’ sbeen prolonged—he’ sgoing back with me.”

Thewords seemed to have uttered themsel veswithout her
will, yet shefelt agreat sense of freedom as she spokethem.

Thehard tension of Owen’sface changed to incredulous
surprise. Helooked at Darrow. “ Themerest luck...acolleague
whosewifewasill...| camestraight back,” sheheard thelatter
tranquilly explaining. Hisself-command helped to steady her,
and shesmiled at Owen.

“We Il al go back together tomorrow morning,” shesaid as
shedipped her arm through his.

XXX

Owen LeatH did not go back with his step-mother to Givre.
Inreply to her suggestion heannounced hisintention of staying
onaday or twolonger in Paris.

Annaleft aloneby thefirst train the next morning. Darrow
wastofollow in theafternoon. When Owen had left them the
evening before, Darrow waited amoment for her to speak;
then, asshesaid nothing, he asked her if sheredly wished him
to return to Givre. She made amute sign of assent, and he
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added: “ For you know that, much as!’ mready to dofor Owen,
| can't dothat for him—I can’t go back to besent away again.”

“No—no!”

Hecamenearer, and looked at her, and shewent tohim. All
her fearsseemed tofal from her asheheld her. It wasadiffer-
ent feeing from any she had known before: confused and tur-
bid, asif secret shamesand rancoursstirred init, yet richer,
deeper, more ensaving. Sheleaned her head back and shut
her eyes beneath his kisses. She knew now that she could
never givehimup.

Neverthel essshe asked him, the next morning, tolet her go
back aoneto Givre. Shewanted timeto think. Shewas con-
vinced that what had happened wasinevitable, that sheand
Darrow bel onged to each other, and that hewasright in saying
no past folly could ever put them asunder. If therewasashade
of differenceinher fedingfor himit wasthat of anaddedinten-
gty. Shefdt restless, insecureout of hissght: shehad asenseof
incompl eteness, of pass onate dependence, that was somehow
at variancewith her own conception of her character.

It was partly the consciousnessof thischangein hersdlf that
made her want to be alone. The solitude of her inner life had

given her thehabit of these hoursof self-examination, and she
needed them asshe needed her morning plungeinto cold water.

During thejourney shetried to review what had happened
inthelight of her new decision and of her sudden relief from
pain. She seemed to hersdlf to have passed through somefiery
initiation from which she had emerged seared and quivering,
but clutching to her breast amagictalisman. Sophy Viner had
cried out to her: “ Someday you'll know!” and Darrow had
used the samewords. They meant, she supposed, that when
she had explored theintricacies and darknesses of her own
heart her judgment of otherswould belessabsolute. Well, she
knew now—knew weaknesses and strengths she had not
dreamed of, and the deep discord and still degper complicities
between what thought in her and what blindly wanted...

Her mind turned anxioudy to Owen. At least the blow that
wastofal onhimwould not seemto havebeeninflicted by her
hand. Hewould beleft with theimpression that hisbreach
with Sophy Viner was dueto one of the ordinary causes of
such disruptions. though he must lose her, hismemory of her
would not be poisoned. Annanever for amoment permitted
herself the delusion that she had renewed her promise to
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Darrow in order to spare her step-son thislast refinement of
misery. Sheknew she had been prompted by theirresistible
impulseto hold fast to what was most preciousto her, and
that Owen’sarrival on the scene had been the pretext for her
decision, and notitscause; yet shefelt hersalf fortified by the
thought of what she had spared him. It was asthough astar
she had been used tofollow had shed itsfamiliar ray onways
unknown to her.

All through these meditationsran the undercurrent of an ab-
solutetrust in Sophy Viner. Shethought of thegirl withamin-
gling of antipathy and confidence. It was humiliating to her
prideto recognize kindred impulsesin acharacter which she
would havelikedtofed completely aliento her. But what in-
deed wasthegirl redly like? She seemed to have no scruples
and athousand delicacies. She had given herself to Darrow,
and conceal ed the epi sode from Owen L eath, with no more
apparent sense of debasement than the vulgarest of adventur-
eses, yet she had ingtantly obeyed thevoice of her heart when
it bade her part from the one and servethe other.

Annatried to picturewhat the girl’ slife must have been:
what experiences, what initiations, had formed her. But her

owntraining had beentoo different: therewerevellsshecould
not lift. Shelooked back at her marriedlife, and itscolourless
uniformity took onan air of high restraint and order. Wasit
because she had been so incuriousthat it had worn that |ook
to her?It struck her with amazement that she had never given
athought to her husband’ spast, or wondered what hedid and
where he went when hewas away from her. If she had been
asked what she supposed he thought about when they were
apart, shewould instantly have answered: his snuff-boxes. It
had never occurred to her that he might have passions, inter-
ests, preoccupations of which shewas absolutely ignorant.
Yet hewent up to Parisrather regularly: ostensibly to attend
salesand exhibitions, or to confer with dealersand collectors.
Shetriedto picturehim, straight, trim, beautifully brushed and
varnished, walking furtively down aquiet street, and looking
about him before he dipped into adoorway. She understood
now that she had been cold to him: what morelikely than that
he had sought compensations? All men werelikethat, she
supposed—no doubt her smplicity had amused him.
Intheact of transposing Fraser Leath into aDon Juan she
was pulled up by theironic perception that shewassimply
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tryingtojustify Darrow. Shewanted to think that all menwere
“likethat” because Darrow was*“likethat”: shewantedtojus-
tify her acceptance of thefact by persuading hersdlf that only
through such concessions could women like herself hopeto
keep what they could not giveup. And suddenly shewasfilled
withanger at her blindness, and then at her disastrous attempt
to see. Why had sheforced thetruth out of Darrow?1f only
shehad held her tongue nothing need ever have been known.
Sophy Viner would have broken her engagement, Owenwould
have been sent around theworld, and her own dream would
have been unshattered. But she had probed, insisted, cross-
examined, not rested till she had dragged the secret to the
light. Shewasoneof thelucklesswomenwho awayshavethe
wrong audacities, and who awaysknow it...

Weasit she, AnnaL eath, who waspicturing hersdlf to hersalf
inthat way? Sherecoiled from her thoughtsasif withasense
of demoniac possesson, and thereflashed through her thelong-
ingto returnto her old state of fearlessignorance. If at that
moment she could have kept Darrow from following her to
Givreshewould havedoneso...

But he came; and with the sight of him theturmoil fell and

shefdt hersdlf reassured, rehabilitated. Hearrived toward dusk,
and she motored to Francheuil to meet him. Shewanted to
seehim assoon aspossible, for she had divined, through the
new insight that wasin her, that only his presence could re-
store her toanormal view of things. Inthemotor, asthey |eft
thetown and turned into the high-road, helifted her hand and
kissed it, and sheleaned against him, and felt the currentsflow
between them. Shewasgrateful to himfor not saying anything,
and for not expecting her to speak. She said to herself: “He
never makesamistake—he awaysknowswhat todo”; and
then shethought with astart that it was doubtlessbecause he
had so often been in such situations. Theideathat histact was
akind of professional expertnessfilled her with repugnance,
and insens bly she drew away from him. Hemade no motion
to bring her nearer, and she instantly thought that that was
ca culated too. She sat besidehimin frozen misery, wondering
whether, henceforth, shewould measureinthisway hisevery
look and gesture. Neither of them spoke again till the motor
turned under the dark arch of the avenue, and they saw the
lightsof Givretwinkling at itsend. Then Darrow laid hishand
on hersand said: “1 know, dear—" and the hardnessin her
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melted. “He' ssuffering asl am,” shethought; and for amo-
ment theba eful fact between them seemed to draw them closer
instead of walling them up in their separate wretchedness.

It waswonderful to be once morere-entering the doors of
Givrewith him, and asthe old housereceived themintoiits
mellow silence she had again the sense of passing out of a
dreedful dreamintothereassuranceof kindly and familiar things
It did not seem possiblethat these quiet rooms, so full of the
dowly-distilled accumul ationsof afastidioustaste, should have
been the scene of tragic dissensions. The memory of them
seemed to be shut out into the night with the closing and bar-
ring of itsdoors.

At the tea-table in the oak-room they found Madame de
Chantelleand Effie. Thelittlegirl, catching sight of Darrow,
raced down the drawing-roomsto meet him, and returnedin
triumph on hisshoulder. Annalooked at them with asmile.
Effie, for all her graces, was chary of such favours, and her
mother knew that in according them to Darrow she had ad-
mitted himtothecirclewhere Owen had hitherto ruled.

Over thetea-table Darrow gave Madame de Chantellethe
explanation of hissudden return from England. Onreaching

London, hetold her, he had found that the secretary hewasto
have replaced was detained there by theillness of hiswife.
The Ambassador, knowing Darrow’ surgent reasonsfor wish-
ingto bein France, had immediately proposed hisgoing back,
and awaiting at Givrethe summonsto relieve hiscolleague;
and hehad jumped into thefirst train, without even waiting to
telegraph thenewsof hisrelease. Hespokenaturdly, easily, in
hisusud quiet voice, taking histeafrom Effie, hel ping himself
tothetoast she handed, and stooping now and then to stroke
thedozing terrier. And suddenly, as Annalistened to hisex-
planation, sheasked hersdf if it weretrue.

The question, of course, was absurd. There was no pos-
siblereasonwhy he shouldinvent afalse account of hisreturn,
and every probability that the version he gavewasthered
one. But he had |ooked and spoken in the sameway when he
had answered her probing questions about Sophy Viner, and
shereflected with achill of fear that shewould never again
know if hewere speaking thetruth or not. Shewas sure he
loved her, and shedid not fear hisinsincerity asmuch as her
owndistrust of him. For amoment it seemed to her that this
must corrupt thevery sourceof love; then she said to herself:
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“By and bye, when | am altogether his, we shall be so near
each other that therewill be no room for any doubts between
us.” But the doubts were there now, one moment lulled to
guiescence, the next moretorturingly aert. Whenthenurse
gppearedto summon Effie, thelittlegirl, after kissng her grand-
mother, entrenched herself on Darrow’ sknee with theimperi-
ous demand to be carried up to bed; and Anna, while she
laughingly protested, said to hersalf withapang: “Canl give
her afather about whom | think suchthings?’

Thethought of Effie, and of what she owed to Effie, had
been the fundamental reason for her delaysand hesitations
when she and Darrow had cometogether againin England.
Her ownfedingwasso clear that but for that scrupleshewould
haveput her handinhisat once. But till shehad seenhimagain
shehad never considered the possibility of re-marriage, and
whenit suddenly confronted her it seemed, for the moment, to
disorganizethelife shehad planned for herself and her child.
Shehad not spoken of thisto Darrow becauseit appeared to
her asubject to be debated within her own conscience. The
guestion, then, was not asto hisfitnessto becometheguide
and guardian of her child; nor did shefear that her lovefor him

would deprive Effieof theleast fraction of her tenderness, snce
shedid not think of love as something measured and exhaust-
ible but asatreasure perpetually renewed. What she ques-
tioned washer right to introduceinto her lifeany interestsand
dutieswhich might rob Effieof apart of her time, or lessenthe
closenessof their daily intercourse.

Shehad decided thisquestion asit wasinevitablethat she
should; but now another wasbefore her. Assuredly, at her age,
therewasno possiblereasonwhy sheshould cloister herself to
bring up her daughter; but therewasevery reason for not mar-
ryingamaninwhom her ownfathwasnot complete...

XXXIV

WHEN sHE wokE the next morning shefelt agreat lightness of
heart. Sherecalled her last awakening at Givre, three days
before, when it had seemed asthough all her life had gone
down in darkness. Now Darrow was once more under the
sameroof with her, and once more his nearness sufficed to
makethelooming horror drop away. She could amost have
smiled at her scruplesof the night before: as shelooked back
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on them they seemed to belong to the old ignorant timorous
timewhen shehad feared tolook lifeintheface, and had been
blind to the mysteriesand contradictions of the human heart
because her own had not been revealed to her. Darrow had
sad: " Youweremadetofed everything”; andtofed wassurely
better thanto judge.

When shecame downstairshewasaready in the oak-room
with Effieand Madame de Chantelle, and the sense of reas-
surancewhich hispresence gave her wasmergedintherelief
of not being able to speak of what was between them. But
thereit was, inevitably, and whenever they looked a each other
they saw it. In her dread of givingit amoretangibleshape she
tried to devise means of keeping thelittle girl with her, and,
when thelatter had been called away by the nurse, found an
excusefor following Madame de Chantelle upstairsto the
purplesitting-room. But aconfidential talk with Madamede
Chantelleimplied thedetailed discussion of plansof which Anna
could hardly yet bear to consider the vaguest outline: thedate
of her marriage, therelative advantages of sailing from Lon-
don or Lisbon, the possibility of hiring ahabitable house at
their new post; and, when these problemswere exhausted,

the application of the same method to the subject of Owen’'s
future.

Hisgrandmother, having no suspicion of thereal reason of
Sophy Viner’sdeparture, had thought it “ extremely suitable’
of theyoung girl to withdraw to the shelter of her old friends
roof inthe hour of bridal preparation. Thismaidenly retreat
had in fact impressed M adame de Chantelle so favourably
that shewasdisposed for thefirst timeto talk over Owen’'s
projects; and asevery human event trandated itself for her
intotermsof socia and domestic detail, Annahad perforceto
travel thesameround again. Shefdt amomentary relief when
Darrow presently joined them; but hiscoming served only to
draw the conversation back to the question of their own fu-
ture, and Annafelt anew pang as she heard him calmly and
lucidly discussingit. Did such salf-possessionimply indiffer-
enceor insincerity?Inthat problem her mind perpetualy re-
volved; and she dreaded the one answer asmuch asthe other.

Shewasresolved to keep on her course asthough nothing
had happened: to marry Darrow and never |et the conscious-
nessof the past intrudeitself between them; but shewasbe-
ginning to feel that the only way of attaining to this state of
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detachment from theirreparablewasoncefor al to turn back
with him to its contemplation. As soon asthis desire had
germinated it became so strong in her that sheregretted hav-
ing promised Effieto take her out for the afternoon. But she
could think of no pretext for disappointing thelittlegirl, and
soon after luncheon the three set forth in the motor to show
Darrow achateau famousin theannalsof theregion. During
their excursion Annafound it impossibleto guessfrom his
demeanour if Effie's presence between them was asmuch of
astrain to his composure as to hers. He remained imper-
turbably good-humoured and appreciative whilethey went
theround of the monument, and sheremarked only that when
hethought himsalf unnoticed hisfacegrew graveand hisan-
swerscameless promptly.

Ontheway back, two or three milesfrom Givre, she sud-
denly proposed that they should walk homethrough theforest
which skirted that side of the park. Darrow acquiesced, and
they got out and sent Effieoninthemotor. Their way led through
abit of sober French woodland, flat asafaded tapestry, but
withgleamsof liveemeradlingering hereand thereamongits
brownsand ochres. Theluminousgrey air gavevividnesstoits

dying colours, and veiled the distant glimpses of thelandscape
insoft uncertainty. In suchasolitude Annahad fancied it would
be easier to speak; but asshewaked beside Darrow over the
deep soundlessflooring of brown mossthewordson her lips
took flight again. It seemed impossibleto break the spell of
quiet joy which hispresencelaid on her, and when hebeganto
talk of the placethey had just visited she answered hisques-
tionsand thenwaited for what he should say next...No, decid-
edly she could not speak; shenolonger even knew what she
had meant to say...

The sameexperiencerepeated itself severa timesthat day
and the next. When sheand Darrow were apart she exhausted
hersdlf in apped and interrogation, sheformulated with afer-
vent lucidity every pointinher imaginary argument. But assoon
asshewasaonewith him something deeper than reason and
subtler than shynesslaid its benumbing touch upon her, and
thedesireto speak becamemerely adim disquietude, through
which hislooks, hiswords, histouch, reached her asthrougha
mist of bodily pain. Yet thisinertiawastorn by wild flashes of
resistance, and when they were apart she began to prepare
again what shemeant to say to him.
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Sheknew he could not bewith her without being aware of
thisinner turmoil, and she hoped hewould break the spell by
somerdeasingword. But shepresently understood that herec-
ognized thefutility of words, and wasresol utely bent onholding
her to her own purpose of behaving asif nothing had happened.
Oncemore sheinwardly accused him of insensibility, and her
imagination wasbeset by tormenting visionsof hispast...Had
such thingshappened to him before?1f the episodehad beenan
isolated accident—"amoment of folly and madness’, ashehad
caledit—she could understand, or at least begin to understand
(for a acertain point her imagination adwaysturned back); but if
itwereamerelink inachainof smilar experiments, thethought
of it dishonoured her wholepast...

Effie, intheinterregnum between governesses, had been
givenleaveto dine downstairs; and Anna, onthe evening of
Darrow’sreturn, kept thelittlegirl with her till long after the
nurse had signalled from the drawing-room door. When at
length she had been carried off, Anna proposed a game of
cards, and after thisdiversion had drawntoitslanguid close
she said good-night to Darrow and followed Madame de
Chantelle upstairs. But Madame de Chantelle never sat up

late, and the second evening, with theamiably implied inten-
tion of leaving Annaand Darrow to themselves, shetook an
earlier leaveof themthanusual.

Annasat slent, lisening to her small iff epsasthey minced
down the hall and died out in the distance. Madame de
Chantelle had broken her wooden embroidery frame, and
Darrow, having offered torepair it, had drawn hischair up to
atablethat held alamp. Annawatched him ashe sat with bent
head and knitted brows, trying to fit together the disjoined
pieces. Thesight of him, so tranquilly absorbed inthistrifling
business, seemed to giveto the quiet room aperfume of inti-
macy, tofill it with asenseof sweet familiar habit; andit came
over her again that she knew nothing of theinner thoughts of
this man who was sitting by her as a husband might. The
lamplight fell on hiswhiteforehead, onthe healthy brown of
hischeek, thebacksof histhin sunburnt hands. Asshewatched
the hands her sense of them became asvivid asatouch, and
shesaid to herself: “ That other woman has sat and watched
himas| am doing. She hasknown him as| have never known
him...Perhaps heisthinking of that now. Or perhapshe has
forgottenit all ascompletely as| haveforgotten everything
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that happened to me beforehe came...”

Helooked young, active, stored with strength and energy;
not the man for vain repinings or long memories. Shewon-
dered what she had to hold or satisfy him. Heloved her now;
she had no doubt of that; but how could she hope to keep
him?They wereso nearly of anagethat dready shefdt hersdlf
hissenior. Asyet thedifferencewasnot visible; outwardly at
|east they were matched; but ill-health or unhappinesswould
soon do away with thisequality. Shethought with apang of
bitterness: “Hewon’t grow any older because hedoesn’t fed
things; and because hedoesn’t, | shall...”

Andwhen she ceased to please him, what then?Had hethe
tradition of faith to the spoken vow, or the deeper piety of the
unspoken dedi cation? What was histheory, what hisinner
convictionin such matters? But what did shecarefor hiscon-
victionsor histheories? No doubt heloved her now, and be-
lieved hewould dwaysgo onloving her, and was persuaded
that, if he ceased to, hisloyalty would be proof against the
change. What she wanted to know was not what he thought
about it in advance, but what would impel or restrainhim at
thecrucia hour. She put nofaithin her own arts: shewastoo

sure of having none! And if some beneficent enchanter had
bestowed them on her, she knew now that she would have
rejected the gift. She could hardly conceive of wanting the
kind of lovethat was astate one could be cozened into...

Darrow, putting away the frame, walked acrosstheroom
and sat down beside her; and shefelt he had something spe-
cia tosay.

“They’ resureto send for meinaday or two now,” he be-
gan.

Shemade no answer, and he continued: “ You'll tell me be-
forel gowhat day I’ m to comeback and get you?”’

It wasthefirst time since hisreturn to Givre that he had
made any direct allusion to the date of their marriage; and
instead of answering him shebroke out: “ There’ ssomething
I’ ve been wanting you to know. Theother day in Paris| saw
MissViner.”

Shesaw himflushwith theintensity of hissurprise.

“You sent for her?’

“No; sheheard from Adelaidethat | wasin Parisand she
came. She came because she wanted to urge me to marry
you. | thought you ought to know what she had done.”
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Darrow stood up. “I’m glad you’' vetold me.” He spoke
with avisibleeffort at composure. Her eyesfollowed himas
hemoved away.

“Isthat al?’ heasked after aninterval.

“It seemsto meagreat deal.”

“It' swhat she' ddready asked me.” Hisvoiceshowed her how
deeply hewasmoved, and athrob of jed ousy shot through her.

“Oh, it wasfor your sake, | know!” He made no answer,
and she added: “ She’s been exceedingly generous...Why
shouldn’t we spesk of it?’

She had lowered her head, but through her dropped lids
she seemed to be watching the crowded scene of hisface.

“I’venot shrunk from speaking of it.”

“Speaking of her, then, | mean. It seemsto methat if | could
talk to you about her | should know better—”

Shebrokeoff, confused, and he questioned: “What isit you
want to know better?’

Thecolour roseto her forehead. How could shetel | himwhat
shescarcely dared ownto hersalf? Therewas nothing shedid
not want to know, nofold or cranny of hissecret that her awak-
ened imagination did not strain to penetrate; but she could not

expose Sophy Viner to the basefingerings of aretrospective
jedlousy, nor Darrow to thetemptation of belittling her inthe
effort to better hisown case. Thegirl had been magnificent, and
theonly worthy returnthat Annacould makewastotake Darrow
from her without aquestionif shetook himat all...

Shelifted her eyesto hisface. “1 think | only wanted to
speak her name. It’snot right that we should seem so afraid of
it. If | wereredly afraid of it | should havetogiveyouup,” she
sad.

Hebent over her and caught her tohim. “Ah, you can't give
meup now!” heexclaimed.

Shesuffered himto hold her fast without speaking; but the
old dread was between them again, and it wason her lipsto
cry out: “How can | helpit, when| amso afraid?’

XXXV

THE NEXT MORNING the dread was still there, and she under-
stood that shemust snatch hersalf out of thetorpor of thewill
into which she had been gradually sinking, and tell Darrow
that shecould not be hiswife.
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Theknowledge cameto her inthewatches of asleepless
night, when, through the tears of disenchanted passion, she
stared back upon her past. Thereit lay before her, her sole
romance, inall itspaltry poverty, the cheapest of cheap ad-
ventures, themost pitiful of sentimental blunders. Shelooked
about her room, the room where, for so many years, if her
heart had been quiescent her thoughts had been alive, and
pictured hersalf henceforth cowering beforeathrong of mean
suspicions, of unavowed compromisesand concessions. In
that moment of self-searching she saw that Sophy Viner had
chosen the better part, and that certain renunciations might
enrich where possession would haveleft adesert.

Pass onate reactions of ingtinct fought against these efforts
of her will. Why should past or future coerce her, when the
present was so securely hers? Why insanely surrender what
the other would after all never have? Her senseof irony whis-
pered that if she sent away Darrow it would not beto Sophy
Viner, but to thefirst woman who crossed hispath—as, ina
smilar hour, Sophy Viner hersdlf had crossedit...But themere
fact that she could think such thingsof him sent her shuddering
back to the opposite pole. Shepictured herself gradually sub-

dued to such aconception of lifeand love, she pictured Effie
growing up under theinfluence of thewoman shesaw herself
becoming—and she hid her eyesfrom the humiliation of the
picture...

THEY WERE AT LUNCHEON When the summonsthat Darrow ex-
pected was brought to him. He handed thetelegram to Anna,
and shelearned that his Ambassador, on theway toaGerman
cure, wasto bein Paristhe next evening and wished to confer
with him there before he went back to London. Theideathat
the decisive moment wasat hand was so agitating to her that
when luncheon wasover she dlipped away to theterraceand
thence went down aloneto the garden. Theday wasgrey but
mild, with the heaviness of decay intheair. Sherambled on
amlessly, following under the denuded boughsthe path she
and Darrow had taken ontheir first walk totheriver. Shewas
sure hewould not try to overtake her: sure hewould guess
why she wished to be alone. There were momentswhen it
seemed to double her lonelinessto be so certain of hisreading
her heart while shewas so desperately ignorant of his...
Shewandered on for more than an hour, and when shere-
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turned to thehouse she saw, asshe entered the hdll, that Darrow
was seated at the desk in Owen’s study. He heard her step,
and looking up turnedin hischair without rising. Their eyes
met, and she saw that hiswere clear and smiling. Hehad a
heap of papersat his elbow and was evidently engaged in
some official correspondence. She wondered that he could
addresshimself so composedly to histask, and thenironicaly
reflected that such detachment wasasign of hissuperiority.
She crossed the threshold and went toward him; but asshe
advanced she had asudden vision of Owen, standing outside
inthe cold autumn dusk and watching Darrow and Sophy Viner
asthey faced each other acrossthelamplit desk... Theevoca
tionwassovividthat it caught her breath likeablow, and she
sank down hel plesdy on the divan among the pil ed-up books.
Distinctly, at the moment, she understood that the end had
come. “When he speaksto mel will tell him!” shethought...

Darrow, laying asdehispen, looked at her for amoment in
silence; then he stood up and shut the door.

“1 must goto-morrow early,” hesaid, sitting down beside
her. Hisvoicewasgrave, with adight tinge of sadness. She
saidto hersdlf: “Heknowswhat | amfedling...” and now the

thought made her feel lessalone. The expression of hisface
was stern and yet tender: for the first time she understood
what he had suffered.

Shehad no doubt asto the necessity of giving himup, but it
wasimpossibletotdl him sothen. Shestoodupand said: “I'll
leave you to your letters.” He made no protest, but merely
answered: “You' |l comedown presently for awalk?” and it
occurred to her at oncethat shewould walk downtotheriver
with him, and give hersdlf for thelast timethetragic luxury of
dttingat hissdeinthelittlepavilion. “ Perhaps,” shethought,
“itwill beeasiertotdl himthere”

It did not, on theway home from their walk, become any
easer totell him; but her secret decisonto do so beforeheleft
gave her akind of factitiouscalm and laid amelancholy ec-
stasy upon the hour. Still skirting the subject that fanned their
very faceswithitsflame, they clung persistently to other top-
ics, and it seemed to Annathat their minds had never been
nearer together than in thishour when their hearts were so
separate. Intheglow of interchanged love shehad grownless
consciousof that other glow of interchanged thought which
had onceillumined her mind. She had forgotten how Darrow
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had widened her world and lengthened out all her perspec-
tives, and with apang of double destitution she saw herself
aloneamong her shrunken thoughts.

For thefirst time, then, shehad aclear vison of what her life
would bewithout him. Sheimagined herself tryingtotake up
the daily round, and all that had lightened and animated it
seemed equally lifelessand vain. Shetried to think of herself
aswholly absorbed in her daughter’ sdevelopment, like other
mothers she had seen; but she supposed those mothers must
have had stored memories of happinessto nourish them. She
had had nothing, and dll her starved youth still claimed itsdue.

When shewent up to dressfor dinner she said to herself:
“I'll have my last evening with him, and then, beforewe say
good night, I'll tell him.”

This postponement did not seem unjustified. Darrow had
shown her how hedreaded vain words, how resolved hewas
toavoid all fruitlessdiscussion. Hemust have beenintensely
aware of what had been going onin her mind sincehisreturn,
yet when she had attempted to revedl it to him he had turned
fromtherevelation. Shewastherefore merely following the
line he had traced in behaving, till thefina moment came, as

though therewere nothing moreto say...

That moment seemed at last to be at hand when, at her
usual hour after dinner, Madame de Chantelleroseto go up-
stairs. Shelingered alittleto bid good-byeto Darrow, whom
shewasnot likely to seeinthe morning; and her affablea lu-
sionsto hisprompt return sounded in Anna sear likethe note
of destiny.

A coldrain had fallen al day, and for greater warmth and
intimacy they had gone after dinner to the oak-room, shutting
out the chilly vistaof thefarther drawing-rooms. The autumn
wind, coming up fromtheriver, cried about the housewitha
voiceof lossand separation; and Annaand Darrow sat silent,
asif they feared to break the hush that shut themin. The soli-
tude, thefire-light, the harmony of soft hangingsand olddim
pictures, wove about them aspell of security through which
Annafdt, far downin her heart, themuffled beat of aninextin-
guishablebliss. How could she have thought that thislast mo-
ment would be the moment to speak to him, when it seemed
to havegathered upintoitsflight al the scattered splendours
of her dream?
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XXXVI

Darrow coNTINUED to stand by the door after it had closed.
Annafdt that hewaslooking at her, and sat till, disdaining to
seek refugein any evasiveword or movement. For thelast
time shewanted to let him take from her the fulness of what
thesight of her could give.

He crossed over and sat down on the sofa. For amoment
neither of them spoke; thenhe said: “ To-night, dearest, | must
havemy answer.”

She straightened hersalf under the shock of hisseemingto
takethevery wordsfrom her lips.

“To-night?” wasall that shecouldfalter.

“I must be off by theearly train. Therewon't bemorethana
moment inthemorning.”

Hehad taken her hand, and she said to hersalf that shemust
freeit before she could go onwith what she had to say. Then
shergected thisconcession to aweakness shewasresolved
to defy. To the end shewould leave her hand in hishand, her
eyesin hiseyes: shewould not, intheir fina hour together, be
afraid of any part of her lovefor him.

“You'll tell meto-night, dear,” heinsisted gently; and his
insistence gave her the strength to speak.

“There’s something | must ask you,” she broke out, per-
ceiving, assheheard her words, that they werenot intheleast
what she had meant to say.

Hesat still, waiting, and she pressed on: “ Do such things
happento men often?’

The quiet room seemed to resound with thelong reverbera-
tionsof her question. Shelooked away from him, and here-
leased her and stood up.

“1 don’t know what happens to other men. Such athing
never happenedtome...”

Sheturned her eyesback to hisface. Shefdtlikeatraveller
on agiddy path between acliff and a precipice: there was
nothing for it now but to go on.

“Hadit...nad it begun...beforeyou met her in Paris?’

“No; athousand timesno! I’ vetold you the factsasthey
were.”

“All thefacts?’

Heturned abruptly. “What do you mean?’

Her throat was dry and the loud pulses drummed in her
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temples.

“I mean—about her...Perhapsyou knew...knew thingsabout
her...beforehand.”

She stopped. Theroom had grown profoundly still. A log
dropped to the hearth and broke therein ahissing shower.

Darrow spokeinaclear voice. “I knew nothing, absolutely
nothing,” hesaid.

Shehadtheanswer to herinmost doubt—to her last shameful
unavowed hope. She sat powerlessunder her woe.

Hewalked to thefireplace and pushed back the brokenlog
with hisfoot. A flame shot out of it, and intheupward glare
shesaw hispaeface, stern with misery.

“Isthat all?’ heasked.

Shemadeadight sign with her head and he came slowly
back to her. “ Thenisthisto be good-bye?’

Again she signed afaint assent, and he made no effort to
touch her or draw nearer. “ You understand that | shan’'t come
back?’

Hewaslooking at her, and shetried to return hislook, but
her eyeswereblind withtears, andin dread of hisseeing them
shegot up and walked away. He did not follow her, and she

stood with her back to him, staring at abowl of carnationson
alittletable strewnwith books. Her tearsmagnified everything
shelooked at, and the streaked petal sof the carnations, their
fringed edgesand frail curled slamens, pressed upon her, huge
and vivid. Shenoticed among thebooksavolume of versehe
had sent her from England, and tried to remember whether it
wasbeforeor after...

Shefdt that hewaswaiting for her to speak, and at last she
turned to him. “1 shall seeyou to-morrow beforeyou go...”

Hemade no answer.

Shemoved toward the door and heheldit openfor her. She
saw hishand onthedoor, and hissed ringinitssetting of twisted
slver; and the sense of theend of dl thingscameto her.

They walked down the drawing-rooms, between the shad-
owy reflectionsof screensand cabinets, and mountedthestairs
side by side. At the end of the gallery, alamp brought out
turbid gleamsin the smoky battle-piece aboveit.

Onthelanding Darrow stopped; hisroom wasthe nearest
tothedtairs. “Good night,” he said, holding out hishand.

AsAnnagave him hersthe springs of grief brokeloosein
her. She struggled with her sobs, and subdued them; but her
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breath came unevenly, and to hide her agitation sheleaned on
him and pressed her faceagainst hisarm.

“Don’'t—don’'t,” hewhispered, soothing her.

Her troubled breathing sounded loudly inthe silence of the
deeping house. She pressed her lipstight, but could not stop
thenervous pulsationsin her throat, and he put an arm about
her and, opening hisdoor, drew her acrossthethreshold of his
room. Thedoor shut behind her and she sat down onthelounge
at thefoot of thebed. The pulsationsin her throat had ceased,
but sheknew they would beginagainif shetried to speak.

Darrow walked away and |eaned against the mantel piece.
Thered-veiled lamp shone on hisbooks and papers, onthe
arm-chair by thefire, and the scattered objectson hisdress-
ing-table. A log glimmered on the hearth, and theroom was
warm and faintly smoke-scented. It wasthefirst timeshehad
ever beeninaroom helivedin, among hispersonal posses-
sionsand thetracesof hisdaily usage. Every object about her
seemed to contain aparticleof himsdf: thewholeair bresthed
of him, steeping her inthe sense of hisintimate presence.

Suddenly shethought: “ Thisiswhat Sophy Viner knew”...and
with atorturing precision she pictured them alonein such a

scene...Had hetakenthegirl toan hotel...wheredid peoplego
insuch cases? Wherever they were, the silence of night had
been around them, and thethings he used had been strewn about
theroom...Anna, ashamed of dwelling onthe detested vision,
stood up with aconfused impul seof flight; then awaveof con-
trary feding arrested her and she paused with lowered head.

Darrow had comeforward as sherose, and she perceived
that hewaswaiting for her to bid him good night. It wasclear
that no other possibility had even brushed hismind; and the
fact, for somedimreason, humiliated her. “Why naot...why not?’
something whisperedin her, asthough hisforbearance, histacit
recognition of her pride, wereadlight on other qualities she
wanted himtofed inher.

“Inthemorning, then?’ sheheard him say.

“Yes, inthemorning,” sherepeated.

She continued to stand in the same place, looking vaguely
about theroom. For once beforethey parted—since part they
must—shelonged to beto him all that Sophy Viner had been;
but sheremained rooted to thefloor, unableto find aword or
imagineagesturethat should expressher meaning. Exasper-
ated by her hel plessness, shethought: “Don’'t | feel thingsas
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other women do?’

Her eyefell on anote-case she had given him. It wasworn
at the cornerswith thefriction of his pocket and distended
with thickly packed papers. Shewondered if he carried her
lettersinit, and she put her hand out and touched it.

All that heand shehad ever felt or seen, their close encoun-
tersof word and 100k, and the closer contact of their silences,
trembled through her at thetouch. Sheremembered thingshe
had said that had been like new skiesabove her head: wayshe
had that ssemed apart of theair shebreathed. Thefaint warmth
of her girlishlove cameback to her, gathering heeat asit passed
through her thoughts; and her heart rocked like aboat on the
surgeof itslonglong memories. “ 1t sbecausel lovehimintoo
many ways,” shethought; and dowly sheturned tothedoor.

Shewasawarethat Darrow wastill silently watching her,
but he neither stirred nor spoketill she had reached the thresh-
old. Then hemet her thereand caught her inhisarms.

“Not to-night—don’t tell meto-night!” hewhispered; and
sheleaned away from him, closing her eyesfor aningant, and
then dowly openingthemtotheflood of lightinhis.

XXXVII

ANNA AND DARROW, the next day, sat aloneinacompartment
of theParistrain.

Anna, when they entered it, had put herself in thefarthest
corner and placed her bag on the adjoining seat. She had de-
cided suddenly to accompany Darrow to Paris, had even per-
suaded him to wait for alater trainin order that they might
travel together. She had an intenselonging to bewith him, an
amost morbidterror of losng sight of himfor amoment: when
hejumped out of thetrain and ran back along the platformto
buy anewspaper for her shefelt asthough she should never
see him again, and shivered with the cold misery of her last
journey to Paris, when she had thought herself parted from
him forever. Yet shewanted to keep him at adistance, onthe
other side of the compartment, and asthetrain moved out of
thegtation shedrew from her bag thelettersshehad thrust iniit
assheleft the house, and began to glance over them so that
her lowered lidsshould hide her eyesfromhim.

Shewashisnow, hisfor life: therecould never againbeany
question of sacrificing hersdf to Effie swelfare, or toany other
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abstract conception of duty. Effie of coursewould not suffer;
Annawould pay for her blissasawife by redoubled devotion
asamother. Her scrupleswerenot overcome; but for thetime
their voiceswere drowned in the tumultuous rumour of her
happiness.

Assheopened her | ettersshewas consciousthat Darrow’s
gazewasfixed on her, and gradudly it drew her eyesupward,
and shedrank deep of the passionatetendernessin his. Then
the blood rose to her face and she felt again the desire to
shield herself. Sheturned back to her lettersand her glancelit
onanenvelopeinscribed in Owen’shand.

Her heart began to beat oppressively: shewasin amood
when the s mplest things seemed ominous. What could Owen
haveto say to her? Only thefirst page was covered, and it
contained s mply the announcement that, inthecompany of a
young compatriot who wasstudying at the Beaux Arts, hehad
plannedtoleavefor Spain thefollowing evening.

“Hehas't seen her, then!” was Annd sinstant thought; and
her feeling wasastrange compound of humiliation and relief.
Thegirl had kept her word, lived up to theline of conduct she
had set herself; and Annahad failed inthe sameattempt. She

did not reproach herself with her failure; but shewould have
been happier if there had been lessdiscrepancy between her
wordsto Sophy Viner and the act which had followed them. It
irritated her obscurely that thegirl should have been so much
surer of her power to carry out her purpose...

Annalooked up and saw that Darrow’s eyeswere on the
newspaper. He seemed calm and secure, d most indifferent to
her presence. “Will it become amatter of courseto him so
soon?’ shewondered with atwinge of jealousy. She sat mo-
tionless, her eyesfixed on him, trying to make him feel the
attraction of her gaze asshefelt his. It surprised and shamed
her to detect anew element in her lovefor him: asort of suspi-
cioustyrannica tendernessthat seemedto depriveit of al se-
renity. Finally helooked up, hissmile enveloped her, and she
felt hersdf hisinevery fibre, hisso completdly and inseparably
that she saw thevanity of imagining any other fatefor herself.

To give herself acountenance she held out Owen'sl etter.
Hetook it and glanced down the page, hisfacegrown grave.
Shewaited nervoudy till helooked up.

“That’sagood plan; the best thing that could happen,” he
said, ajust perceptible shade of constraint in histone.
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“Oh, yes,” she hastily assented. Shewas aware of afaint
current of relief silently circulating betweenthem. They were
both glad that Owen was going, that for awhile hewould be
out of their way; and it seemed to her horriblethat so much of
the stuff of their happiness should be made of such unavowed
fedings...

“1 shall seehimthisevening,” shesaid, wishing Darrow to
feel that shewasnot afraid of meeting her step-son.

“Yes, of course; perhapshemight dinewithyou.”

Thewordsstruck her asstrangely obtuse. Darrow wasto
meet his Ambassador at the station on thelatter’sarrival, and
wouldinall probability haveto spend the evening with him,
and Annaknew he had been concerned at the thought of hav-
ingtoleave her alone. But how could he speak inthat careless
tone of her dining with Owen? Shelowered her voiceto say:
“I’'mafraid he' sdesperatel y unhappy.”

Heanswered, with atinge of impatience: “ It smuch thebest
thing that heshould travel.”

“Yes—but don’'t youfedl...” Shebroke off. Sheknew how
hedidiked theseidlereturnsontheirrevocable, and her fear
of doing or saying what he disliked wastinged by anew in-

stinct of subserviency against which her priderevolted. She
thought to hersdlf: “Hewill seethechange, and grow indiffer-
enttomeashedidto her...” and for amoment it seemed to
her that shewasreliving the experience of Sophy Viner.

Darrow made no attempt to learn the end of her unfinished
sentence. He handed back Owen'’sletter and returned to his
newspaper; and when helooked up fromit afew minutes|ater
itwaswith aclear brow and asmilethat irresistibly drew her
back to happier thoughts.

Thetrain wasjust entering a station, and amoment later
their compartment wasinvaded by acommonplace couple
preoccupied withthe bestowal of bulging packages. Anna, at
their approach, felt the possessive pride of thewomaninlove
when strangers are between herself and the man sheloves.
She asked Darrow to open the window, to place her bagin
thenet, torall her ruginto acushionfor her feet; and whilehe
wasthusbus ed with her shewas consciousof anew devotion
inhistone, in hisway of bending over her and meeting her
eyes. Hewent back to his seat, and they |ooked at each other
likeloverssmiling at ahappy secret.

Anna, before going back to Givre, had suggested Owen’'s
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moving into her apartment, but he had preferred to remain at
the hotel to which hehad sent hisluggage, and on arrivingin
Parisshedecided to drivethereat once. Shewasimpatient to
have the meeting over, and glad that Darrow was obliged to
leave her at the stationin order to look up acolleague at the
Embassy. She dreaded hisseeing Owen again, and yet dared
not tell him so, and to ensure hisremaining away she men-
tioned an urgent engagement with her dress-maker and along
list of commissionsto be executed for Madamede Chantelle.

“1 shall seeyou to-morrow morning,” shesaid; but here-
pliedwith asmilethat hewould certainly find timeto cometo
her for amoment on hisway back from meeting the Ambassa-
dor; and when he had put her in acab heleaned through the
window to presshislipsto hers.

Sheblushedlikeagirl, thinking, haf vexed, haf happy: “ Yes-
terday he would not have doneit...” and adozen scarcely
definabledifferencesin hislook and manner seemeddl at once
to besummed upintheboyish act. “ After al, I’m engaged to
him,” shereflected, and then smiled at the absurdity of the
word. Thenext instant, with apang of self-reproach, shere-
membered Sophy Viner'scry: “I knew al thewhilehedidn’t

care...” “Poor thing, oh poor thing!” Annamurmured...

AT OweN’s HoTEL she waited in atremor while the porter
went in search of him. Word was presently brought back that
hewasin hisroom and begged her to come up, and as she
crossed the hall she caught sight of hisportmanteaux lying on
thefloor, already |abelled for departure.

Owen sat at atablewriting, hisback to thedoor; and when
he stood up thewindow wasbehind him, so that, intherainy
afternoon light, hisfeatureswere barely discernible.

“Dearest—soyou' reredly off?’ shesaid, hesitating amo-
ment onthethreshol d.

He pushed achair forward, and they sat down, each wait-
ing for the other to speak. Finally she put somerandom ques-
tion about histravelling-companion, aslow shy meditative
youth whom he had once or twice brought down to Givre.
Shereflected that it was natural he should have given this
uncommuni cative comradethe preferenceover hislivdier ac-
guaintances, and aloud she said: “1’ m so glad Fred Rempson
cangowithyou.”

Owen answered in the sametone, and for afew minutes
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their talk draggeditself on over adry waste of common-places.
Annanoticed that, though ready enough to impart hisown
plans, Owen studioudy abstained from putting any questions
about hers. It wasevident from hisallusionsthat he meant to
beaway for sometime, and he presently asked her if shewould
giveinstructionsabout packing and sending after him some
winter clotheshehad left at Givre. Thisgave her the opportu-
nity to say that she expected to go back withinaday or two
and would attend to the matter as soon as shereturned. She
added: “1 came up thismorning with George, whoisgoingon
to London to-morrow,” intending, by the use of Darrow’s
Christian name, to give Owen the chanceto speak of her mar-
riage. But hemade no comment, and she continued to hear the
namesounding onunfamiliarly betweenthem.

Theroomwas almost dark, and shefinally stood up and
glanced about for thelight-switch, saying: “I can’t seeyou,
dear.”

“Oh, don't—I hatethelight!” Owen exclaimed, catching
her by thewrist and pushing her back into her seat. Hegavea
nervouslaughandadded: “I’'m haf-blindwith neuragia. | sup-
poseit'sthisbeastly rain.”

“Yes; itwill doyou good to get downto Spain.”

Sheasked if hehad theremediesthedoctor had givenhim
for apreviousattack, and on hisreplying that hedidn’t know
what he' d donewith the stuff, she sprang up, offeringtogoto
thechemist’s. It wasardief to have somethingtodofor him,
and sheknew from his* Oh, thanks—would you?’ that it was
ardief tohimto haveapretext for not detaining her. Hisnatu-
ral impulsewould have been to declarethat hedidn’t want any
drugs, and would beall right in no time; and hisacquiescence
showed her how profoundly hefelt the usel essness of their
trying to prolong their talk. Hisfacewasnow nomorethana
whiteblur inthe dusk, but shefeltitsindistinctnessasavell
drawn over aching intensities of expression. “Heknows...he
knows...” shesaid to hersalf, and wondered whether thetruth
had been reveal ed to him by some corroborativefact or by
thesheer forceof divination.

Hehad risen al'so, and wasclearly waiting for her to go, and
sheturnedto thedoor, saying: “I’ll beback inamoment.”

“Oh, don’t come up again, please!” He paused, embar-
rassed. “| mean—I may not be here. I’ ve got to go and pick
up Rempson, and see about somefinal thingswith him.” She
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stopped onthethreshold with asinking heart. Hemeant thisto
betheir leave-taking, then—and he had not even asked her
when shewasto be married, or spoken of seeing her again
before she set out for the other side of theworld.

“Owen!” shecried, and turned back.

Hestood mutely before her inthedimness.

“You haven't told mehow long you' reto begone.”

“How long?Oh, you see...that’ srather vague...l hate defi-
nite dates, you know...”

He paused and she saw he did not mean to help her out.
Shetriedtosay: “You'll behherefor my wedding?’ but could
not bring thewordsto her lips. Instead she murmured: “Insix
weeks | shall begoing too...” and herejoined, asif he had
expected the announcement and prepared hisanswer: “ Oh,
by that time, very likely...”

“Atany rate, | won't say good-bye,” shestammered, fed-
ing thetearsbenegth her veil.

“No, no; rather not!” he declared; but he made no move-
ment, and shewent up and threw her armsabout him. “You'll
writeme, won'tyou?’

“Of course, of course—"

Her handsdlipped downinto his, and for aminutethey held
each other dumbly in the darkness; then hegaveavaguelaugh
andsaid: “It'sredlly timetolight up.” He pressed theelectric
button with one hand whilewith the other he opened thedoor;
and she passed out without daring to turn back, lest thelight
on hisface should show her what shefeared to see.

XXXVIII

ANNA DROVE TO THE cHEMIST' s for Owen’s remedy. On the
way she stopped her cab at abook-shop, and emerged from
it ladenwith literature. Sheknew what would interest Owen,
and what hewaslikely to haveread, and she had made her
choiceamong the newest publicationswith the promptness of
adiscriminating reader. But on theway back to the hotel she
wasovercome by theirony of adding thismental panaceato
the other. There was something grotesque and almost mock-
ingintheideaof offering ajudiciousselection of literaturetoa
man setting out on such ajourney. “Heknows...heknows...”

shekept on repeating; and giving the porter the parcel from
thechemist’ sshedroveaway without leaving thebooks. She

224



Wharton

went to her apartment, whither her maid had preceded her.
Therewasafireinthedrawing-room and thetea-table stood
ready by the hearth. The stormy rain beat against the
uncurtai ned windows, and she thought of Owen, whowould
soon bedriving throughit to the station, alonewith hishitter
thoughts. She had been proud of thefact that he had always
sought her helpindifficult hours; and now, inthemogt difficult
of al, shewasthe one being to whom he could not turn. Be-
tween them, henceforth, therewould dwaysbethewall of an
insurmountable silence...She strained her aching thoughtsto
guesshow thetruth had cometo him. Had heseenthegirl, and
had shetold him?Instinctively, Annare ected thisconjecture.
But what need wasthere of assuming an explicit statement,
when every breath they had drawn for the last weeks had
been charged with theimmanent secret? As shelooked back
over thedayssince Darrow’sfirst arrival at Givre she per-
ceived that at no time had any one deliberately spoken, or
anything been accidentally disclosed. Thetruth had cometo
light by theforceof itsirresstible pressure; and the perception
gave her a startled sense of hidden powers, of a chaos of
attractionsand repulsionsfar beneath the ordered surfaces of

intercourse. Shelooked back with melancholy derisonon her
old conception of life, asakind of well-lit and well policed
suburb to dark places one need never know about. Herethey
were, these dark places, in her own bosom, and henceforth
shewould always haveto traverse them to reach the beings
sheloved best!

Shewasstill sitting beside the untouched tea-table when
sheheard Darrow’svoiceinthehall. She started up, saying to
herself: “1 must tell him that Owen knows...” but when the
door opened and she saw hisface, till lit by thesame smileof
boyishtriumph, shefelt anew theusd essness of spesking...Had
he ever supposed that Owen would not know? Probably, from
the height of hisgreater experience, he had seenlong since
that all that happened wasinevitable; and thethought of it, at
any rate, wasclearly not weighing on him now.

Hewas already dressed for the evening, and as he came
toward her hesaid: “The Ambassador’ sbooked for an official
dinner and I’ mfreeafter all. Whereshal wedine?’

Annahad pictured herself sitting alone al theeveningwith
her wretched thoughts, and thefact of having to put them out
of her mindfor the next few hoursgave her animmediate sen-
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sation of relief. Already her pulsesweredancing tothetuneof
Darrow’s, and asthey smiled at each other shethought: “Noth-
ing can ever changethefact that | belongtohim.”

“Whereshdl wedine?’ herepeated gaily, and shenamed a
well-known restaurant for which she had once heard him ex-
pressapreference. But asshedid so shefancied shesaw a
shadow on hisface, and instantly shesaidto herself: It was
therehewent with her!”

“Oh, no, not there, after all!” sheinterrupted herself; and
now shewas sure his colour degpened.

“Whereshdl it be, then?’

She noticed that he did not ask the reason of her change,
and thisconvinced her that she had guessed thetruth, and that
heknew shehad guessediit. “Hewill awaysknow what | am
thinking, and hewill never dareto ask me,” shethought; and
she saw between them the sameinsurmountablewall of si-
lence as between herself and Owen, awall of glassthrough
whichthey could watch each other’ sfaintest motionsbut which
no sound could ever traverse...

They droveto arestaurant onthe Boulevard, and there, in
their intimate corner of the serried scene, the sense of what

was unspoken between them gradual ly ceased to oppressher.
Helooked so light-hearted and handsome, so ingenuously
proud of her, so openly happy at being with her, that no other
fact could seemrea in hispresence. He had |earned that the
Ambassador wasto spend two daysin Paris, and he had rea-
son to hopethat in consequence hisown departurefor Lon-
donwould be deferred. Hewas exhilarated by the prospect
of being with Annafor afew hourslonger, and shedid not ask
hersdlf if hisexhilaration wereasign of insensibility, for she
wastoo conscious of hispower of swaying her moodsnot to
be secretly proud of affecting his.

They lingered for sometimeover thefruit and coffee, and
when they roseto go Darrow suggested that, if shefelt dis-
posed for the play, they were not too late for the second part
of the programmeat one of the smaller theatres.

Hismention of the hour recalled Owen to her thoughts. She
saw histrain rushing southward through thestorm, and, ina
corner of theswaying compartment, hisface, whiteandindis-
tinct asit had loomed on her intherainy twilight. It washor-
ribleto bethus perpetually paying for her happiness!

Darrow had called for atheatrical journa, and he presently
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looked upfromittosay: “I hear the second play a the Athenee
isamuang.”

It wason Anna’slipsto acquiesce; but asshewasabout to
speak shewondered if it were not at the Atheneethat Owen
had seen Darrow with Sophy Viner. Shewas not sure he had
even mentioned thethestre, but themere possibility wasenough
to darken her sky. It washateful to her to think of accompany-
ing Darrow to placeswherethegirl had been with him. She
tried to reason away this scruple, sheeven reminded herself
with abitter irony that whenever shewasin Darrow’sarms
shewaswherethegirl had been before her —but she could
not shake off her superstitiousdread of being with himinany
of the scenes of the Parisian episode. Shereplied that shewas
tootired for the play, and they drove back to her apartment.
Atthefoot of the stairsshe haf-turnedto wish himgood night,
but he appeared not to notice her gesture and followed her up
to her door.

“Thisisever so much better than the theatre,” he said as
they entered the drawing-room.

Shehad crossed theroom and was bending over the hearth
tolight thefire. Sheknew hewasapproaching her, and that in

amoment hewould have drawn the cloak from her shoulders
andlaid hislipson her neck, just below the gathered-up hair.
These privilegeswere hisand, however deferently and ten-
derly he claimed them, thejoyousease of hismanner marked
adifferenceand proclaimed aright.

“ After thetheatre they came homelikethis,” shethought;
and at the sameinstant shefelt hishandson her shouldersand
shrank back.

“Don’'t—oh, don’'t!” shecried, drawing her cloak about her.
She saw from hisastonished starethat her face must bequiv-
eringwithpain.

“Anna What on earth isthe matter?’

“Owen knows!” shebroke out, with aconfused desireto
judtify hersdlf.

Darrow’s countenance changed. “ Did hetell you so? What
didhesay?’

“Nothing! | knew it fromthethingshedidn’t say.”

“You had atdk with himthisafternoon?’

“Yes: for afew minutes. | could seehedidn’t want meto
Say.”

She had dropped into achair, and sat there huddled, still
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holding her cloak about her shoulders.

Darrow did not dispute her assumption, and she noticed
that he expressed no surprise. He sat down at alittle distance
from her, turning about in hisfingersthe cigar-case he had
drawn out asthey camein. At length he said: “Had he seen
MissViner?’

She shrank from the sound of thename. “No...I don’t think
s0...’'msurehehadn’t...”

They remained silent, |ooking away from one another. Fi-
naly Darrow stood up and took afew stepsacrosstheroom.
He came back and paused before her, hiseyeson her face.

“1 think you ought to tell mewhat you meanto do.” She
raised her head and gave him back hislook. “Nothing | do can
help Owen!”

“No; but thingscan’'t go on likethis.” He paused, asif to
measurehiswords. “1 fill youwith averson,” heexclaimed.

She started up, half-sobbing. “No—oh, no!”

“Poor child—you can’'t seeyour face!”

Shelifted her handsasif to hideit, and turning away from
him bowed her head upon the mantel-shelf. Shefelt that he
was standing alittleway behind her, but he made no attempt

to touch her or come nearer.

“I know you' vefdtasl’vefdt,” hesaidinalow voice—"
that we belong to each other and that nothing can alter that.
But other thoughts come, and you can’t banish them. When-
ever you seemeyou remember...you associate mewith things
you abhor...You’ ve been generous—immeasurably. You' ve
given meall thechancesawoman could; butif it'sonly made
you suffer, what'stheuse?’

Sheturned to him with atear-stained face. “ It hasn’t only
donethat.”

“Oh, no! I know...There ve been moments...” Hetook her
hand andraiseditto hislips. “They’ll bewithmeaslongasl
live. But | can’t seeyou paying such apricefor them.’m not
worthwhat I' m costing you.”

She continued to gazeat him through tear-dilated eyes; and
suddenly sheflung out the question: “Wasn't it the Athenee
youtook her tothat evening?’

“Anna—Annal”

“Yes; | want to know now: to know everything. Perhaps
that will make meforget. | ought to have madeyou tell me
before. Wherever we go, | imagineyou’ ve been therewith
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her...I seeyoutogether. | want to know how it began, where
youwent, why you left her...I can’t gooninthisdarknessany
longer!”

Shedid not know what had prompted her passi onate out-
burgt, but dready shefdt lighter, freer, asif at last theevil spell
werebroken. “I want to know everything,” sherepeated. “It's
theonly way to makemeforget.”

After she had ceased speaking Darrow remained where he
was, hisarmsfolded, hiseyeslowered, immovable. Shewaited,
her gaze on hisface.

“Aren’'tyougoingtotell me?’

“No.” Theblood rushed to her temples. “ Youwon't? Why
not?’

“If | did, do you supposeyou’ dforget That?’

“Oh—" shemoaned, and turned away from him.

“You seeit’simpossible,” hewent on. “I’ vedoneathing
loathe, and to atonefor it you ask meto do another. What sort
of satisfaction would that give you? It would put something
irremediablebetweenus.”

Sheleaned her elbow against the mantel-shelf and hid her
faceinher hands. Shehad the sensetha shewasvainly throwing

away her last hope of happiness, yet she could do nothing,
think of nothing, to saveit. The conjectureflashed through her:
“Should | beat peaceif | gavehimup?’ and sheremembered
the desolation of the days after she had sent him away, and
understood that that hopewasvain. Thetearswelled through
her lidsand ran dowly down between her fingers.

“Good-bye,” sheheard him say, and hisfootstepsturned to
thedoor.

Shetried to raise her head, but the weight of her despair
bowed it down. Shesaidto hersdlf: “Thisistheend...newon't
try to appeal to me again...” and she remained in a sort of
tranced rigidity, perceiving without feeling thefateful lapse of
the seconds. Then the cordsthat bound her seemed to snap,
and shelifted her head and saw him going.

“Why, he smine—he'smine! He'snoonedse'sl” Hisface
wasturned to her and thelook in hiseyesswept away al her
terrors. She no longer understood what had prompted her
sensalessoutcry; and themorta sweetnessof loving him be-
cameagaintheonered factintheworld.
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XXXIX

ANNA, THE NEXT DAY, woke to a humiliated memory of the
previousevening.

Darrow had been right in saying that their sacrificewould
benefit no one; yet she seemed dimly to discern that there
wereobligations not to betested by that standard. She owed
it, at any rate, asmuchto hispride asto hersto abstain from
the repetition of such scenes; and she had learned that it was
beyond her power to do so whilethey weretogether. Yet when
he had given her the chanceto free herself, everything had
vanished from her mind but the blind fear of losing him; and
she saw that heand shewere as profoundly and inextricably
bound together astwo treeswith interwoven roots. For along
time she brooded on her plight, vaguely consciousthat the
only escape from it must come from some external chance.
Anddowly theoccas on shagpeditself inher mind. It was Sophy
Viner only who could save her—Sophy Viner only who could
giveher back her lost serenity. Shewould seek thegirl out and
tell her that she had given Darrow up; and that step oncetaken
therewould be noretracingit, and shewould perforce haveto

goforward aone.

Any pretext for action wasakind of anodyne, and shedes-
patched her maid to the Farlows with anote asking if Miss
Viner would receive her. Therewasalong delay beforethe
maid returned, and when at last she appeared it waswithadip
of paper onwhich an addresswaswritten, and averbal mes-
sageto the effect that Miss Viner had left some days previ-
oudly, and was staying with her sister inahotel near the Place
del’ Etoile. Themaid added that Mrs. Farlow, onthe pleathat
Miss Viner’s planswere uncertain, had at first made some
difficulty about giving thisinformation; and Annaguessed that
thegirl had left her friends' roof, and instructed themtowith-
hold her address, with the object of avoiding Owen. “ She's
kept faithwith herself and | haven’t,” Annamused; and the
thought wasafreshincentiveto action.

Darrow had announced hisintention of coming soon after
luncheon, and the morning was aready so far advanced that
Anna, fill mistrustful of her strength, decided to driveimmedi-
ately to theaddressMrs. Farlow had given. Ontheway there
shetriedtorecall what she had heard of Sophy Viner’ssigter,
but beyond the girl’ senthusiastic report of theabsent Laura's
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loveliness shecould remember only certain vaguealusionsof
Mrs. Farlow’sto her artistic endowmentsand matrimonial vi-
cissitudes. Darrow had mentioned her but once, and in the
briefest terms, as having apparently very little concern for
Sophy’swelfare, and being, at any rate, too geographically
remoteto give her any practical support; and Annawondered
what chance had brought her to her sister’ssideat thiscon-
junction. Mrs. Farlow had spoken of her asacelebrity (in
what line Annafailed torecal); but Mrs. Farlow’scelebrities
were legion, and the name on the dlip of paper—Mrs.
McTarvie-Birch—did not seem to have any definite associa-
tionwithfame.

WhileAnnawaited inthedingy vestibule of theHotel Chi-
cago she had so distinct avision of what she meant to say to
Sophy Viner that thegirl seemed dready to bebefore her; and
her heart dropped from all the height of itscouragewhenthe
porter, after along delay, returned with the announcement that
MissViner wasnolonger inthe hotel. Anna, doubtful if she
understood, asked if hemerely meant that the young lady was
out at themoment; but hereplied that she had goneaway the
day before. Beyond thishe had no information toimpart, and

after amoment’ s hesitation Annasent him back to enquireif
Mrs. McTarvie-Birchwould receive her. Shereflected that
Sophy had probably pledged her sister to the same secrecy as
Mrs. Farlow, and that apersona appeal to Mrs. Birch might
lead to lessnegativeresults.

Therewasanother long interval of suspense beforethepor-
ter regppeared with an affirmativeanswer; and athirdwhilean
exiguous and hesitating lift bore her up past asuccession of
shabby landings.

When thelast wasreached, and her guide had directed her
down awinding passagethat smelt of sea-going luggage, she
found herself before adoor through which astrong odour of
tobacco reached her smultaneoudy with the soundsof asup-
pressed altercation. Her knock wasfollowed by asilence, and
after aminute or two the door was opened by a handsome
young manwhoseruffled hair and generd air of creased disor-
der led her to concludethat he had just risen fromalong-limbed
sporawl onasofastrewnwith tumbled cushions. Thissofa, anda
grand piano bearing abasket of faded roses, abiscuit-tinanda
devadtated breekfast tray, dmost filled the narrow sitting-room,
intheremaining corner of which another man, short, swarthy
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and humble, sat examining thelining of hishat.

Annapaused in doubt; but on her naming Mrs. Birch the
young man politely invited her to enter, at the sametime cast-
ing animpatient glanceat the mute spectator in the background.

Thelatter, raising hiseyes, which wereround and bulging,
fixed them, not on the young man but on Anna, whom, for a
moment, he scrutinized assearchingly astheinterior of hishat.
Under hisgaze she had the sense of being minutely catalogued
andva ued; and theimpress on, when hefindly roseand moved
toward the door, of having been accepted asabetter guaran-
tee than he had had any reason to hopefor. On thethreshold
hisglance crossed that of the young man in an exchange of
intelligenceasfull asit wasrapid; andthisbrief sceneleft Anna
so oddly enlightened that shefelt no surprise when her com-
panion, pushing an arm-chair forward, sociably asked her if
shewouldn’t haveacigarette. Her politerefusal provokedthe
remark that he would, if she’d no objection; and while he
groped for matchesin hisloose pockets, and behind the pho-
tographs and | etters crowding the narrow mantel-shelf, she
ventured another enquiry for Mrs. Birch.

“Just aminute,” hesmiled; “1 think the masseur’swith her.”

He spokeinasmooth denationalized English, which, likethe
look in hislong-lashed eyesand the promptness of hischarm-
ingsmile, suggested alongtraininginal theartsof expediency.
Having finally discovered amatch-box on thefloor besidethe
sofa, helit hiscigarette and dropped back among the cush-
ions,; and on Anna sremarking that shewas sorry to disturb
Mrs. Birch hereplied that that wasal right, and that she al-
wayskept everybody waiting.

After this, throughthehaze of hisperpetudly renewed cige-
rettes, they continued to chat for sometime of indifferent top-
ics; but when at last Annaagain suggested the possibility of
her seeing Mrs. Birch herosefrom hiscorner with aslight
shrug, and murmuring: “ She' sperfectly hopdess,” lounged off
through aninner door.

Annawastill wondering when and inwhat conjunction of
circumstancesthe much-married Laurahad acquired apart-
ner so conspicuousfor hispersonal charms, when theyoung
man returned to announce: “ Shesaysit'sdl right, if you don’t
mind seeing her inbed.”

Hedrew asidetolet Annapass, and shefound herselfina
dim untidy scented room, with apink curtain pinned acrossits
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singlewindow, and alady with agreat deal of fair hair and
uncovered neck smiling at her from apink bed onwhich an
immense powder-puff trailed.

“Youdon’'t mind, doyou?Hecostssuch afrightful lot that |
can't affordto send himoff,” Mrs. Birch explained, extending
athickly-ringed hand to Anna, and leaving her in doubt asto
whether the person alluded to were her masseur or her hus-
band. Beforeareply was possibletherewasaconvulsivestir
beneath the pink expanse, and something that resembled an-
other powder-puff hurleditsdlf at Annawithavolley of sounds
likethe popping of Lilliputian champagne corks. Mrs. Birch,
flinging herself forward, gasped out: “If you' djust givehima
caramd...there, inthat box onthedressing-table...it' stheonly
earthly thing to stop him...” and when Annahad proffered this
sop to her assailant, and he had withdrawn with it beneath the
bedspread, his mistress sank back with alaugh.

“Isn’t he a beauty? The Prince gave him to me down at
Nicetheother day—but he'sperfectly awful,” she confessed,
beaming intimately on her vigitor. Inthe roseate penumbraof
the bed-curtains she presented to Anna’ s startled gaze an odd
chromo-like resemblanceto Sophy Viner, or asuggestion,

rather, of what Sophy Viner might, with theyearsandin spite
of the powder-puff, become. Larger, blonder, heavier-featured,
sheyet had glancesand movementsthat disturbingly suggested
what was freshest and most engaging inthegirl; and asshe
stretched her bare plump arm across the bed she seemed to
be pulling back thevell from dingy distancesof family history.

“Dositdown, if there’ saplacetositon,” shecordialy ad-
vised; adding, as Annatook the edge of achair hung with
miscellaneousraiment: “ My singing takesso muchtimethat |
don’t get a chance to walk the fat off—that’s the worst of
beinganartist.”

Annamurmured an assent. “| hopeit hasn'tinconvenienced
youto seeme; | told Mr. Birch—"

“Mr. Who?’ the recumbent beauty asked; and then: “Oh,
Jimmy!” shefaintly laughed, asif morefor her own enlighten-
ment than Anna’s.

Thelatter continued eagerly: “| understand from Mrs. Farlow
that your sister waswith you, and | ventured to come up be-
cause | wanted to ask you when | should have a chance of
finding her.”

Mrs. McTarvie-Birchthrew back her head withalong stare.
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“Do you mean to say theidiot at the door didn’t tell you?
Sophy went away last night.”

“Last night?” Annaechoed. A sudden terror had possessed
her. Couldit bethat thegirl had tricked them all and gonewith
Owen?Theideawasincredible, yet it took such hold of her
that she could hardly steady her lipsto say: “ The porter did tell
me, but | thought perhaps he was mistaken. Mrs. Farlow
seemed to think that | should find her here.”

“Itwasdl sosuddenthat | don't supposeshehadtimetolet the
Farlowsknow. Shedidn’t get Mrs. Murrett’ swiretill yesterday,
and shejust pitched her thingsinto atrunk and rushed—"

“Mrs. Murrett?’

“Why, yes. Sophy’sgoneto Indiawith Mrs. Murrett; they're
tomeet at Brindis,” Sophy’ssster saidwithacam amile.

Annasat motionless, gazing at thedisordered room, thepink
bed, thetrivia faceamong thepillows.

Mrs. McTarvie-Birch pursued: “ They had afearful kick-up
last spring—I daresay you knew about it—but | told Sophy
she' d better lump it, aslong asthe old woman waswilling
to..Asanartist, of course, it’'sperfectly impossiblefor meto
haveher withme...”

“Of course,” Annamechanically assented.

Through the confused pain of her thoughts shewashardly
awarethat Mrs. Birch’sexplanationswere still continuing.
“Naturaly | didn’t dtogether approve of her going back to that
beast of awoman. | saiddl | could...l told her shewasafool to
chuck up suchaplaceasyours. But Sophy’srestless—aways
was—and she'stakenit into her head she’ drather travel...”

Annarosefrom her seat, groping for someformulaof leave-
taking. The pushing back of her chair roused thewhitedog's
smouldering animaosity, and he drowned hismistress sfurther
confidencesin another outburst of hysterics. Throughthetu-
mult Annasigned aninaudiblefarewell, and Mrs. Birch, hav-
ing momentarily succeeded in suppressing her pet under apil-
low, called out: “Do comeagain! I’dlovetosingtoyou.”

Annamurmured aword of thanksand turned to the door.
Assheopenedit sheheard her hostesscrying after her: “ Jmmy!
Do you hear me? Jimmy Brance!” and then, there being no
responsefrom the person summoned: “ Do tell him hemust go
andcall thelift for you!”
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