
The Temple of Bacchus

have watched his eyes if we had been face to

face. They were lean, distorted, twitching, itch-

ing hands. The lash was wound round one of

them; there might have been more whip-cord under

the skin.

Meanwhile I too was listening perforce to the

voices on the other side of the wall. I thought

one came from the stone stump where Mrs. Ri-

cardo had sat the other day, that she was sitting

there again. The other voice came from various

places. And to me th j picture of Uvo Delavoye,

tramping up and down in the moonlight as he

talked, was as plain as though there had been no

old wall between us.

"I know you have a thin time of it. But so

has he!"

That was almost the first thing I heard. It

made an immediate difference in my feeling toward

the other eavesdropper. But I still watched his

hands.

"Sitting on top of a cricket pavilion," said the

other voice, "all day long!"

"It taKes him out of himself. You must see

that he is eating his heart out, with this war still

on, and fellows like Gillon bringing it home to him

every day."
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