408 MENDEL

I didn't really believe it. . . . I've done it, you
know.”

“Yes.”

“What are you doing ? "

“I've painted another portrait of my mother.
A good one, this time. She is sitting in a wooden
chair as she always sits, with her hands folded on
her stomach. And I am planning a picture of a
Jewish market, something bigger than I have
attempted yet.”

“I see. Good—good.. .. We must work to-
gether. We can do it now.”

“Yes,” said Mendel, rather mystified. It was
very strange to have Logan talking like that, as
though he were going back to the first days of
their friendship.

“It is such peace,” said Logan; and indeed he
looked as if he were at peace, lying there so still
and white, with the hard strain gone from his eyes,
in which there was none of the old roguish twinkle,
but an expression of pain through which there
shone a penetrating and most tender light.

“Peace,” murmured Logan again. “Tell me
more. There is only art.”

“ There is nothing else,” answered Mendel, carried
away on the impulse of Logan’s spirit and under-
standing what he meant when he said “we.”
Life, the turbulent life of every day, the life of
desire, was broken and had fallen away from him,
so that he was living without desire, only in his
enduring will, which had lost patience with his
desires and had destroyed them.

Through Mendel trembled a new and strange
elation. He recognized that his friendship with
Logan was just beginning, and that he was
absolved from all share in the catastrophe, if such
there had been. And from him too the turbulent
life of desire fell away, and he could be at one
with his friend. There was no need to talk of the
past—it was as though it had never been.
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