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htr and fed no mon. H* stopped quite eioM, but h« dii
Bok touch me. I detcnained not to »y « mud, not t
move, but to let things hqspen to me, to let the will
vmxk be done and aooept it I hod no hapt, I hMl n
«ewr, I hMl no widw-I wm only my tix«d, and likei
the sun on my book. I was one of those scotched leave
among which I lay.

V He oome one step nearer. I fdt him towering ove
me. I remembered he was wearing a greenidi-bxownisl
wit that should go weU with the wood and with th4
hour, but I did not look up. The leaves swished aiounc
ms feet, and then, MMor, he said a very charmini
thmg. I had dreaded dully his next woids, and, as th<
leaves swished, he said softly, as one speaks of some-
tting precious and fiagUe, " It is like the swish <rf youi
•kirtsonthestairsl"

M<dor. the wood had truly inq>ired him. I smiled up
at him through my disheveUed hair full of leaves, ol
^rth. and of gn^s. But, M<dor; he was not smiling,
he was standing with his back against a tree, looking
not at me but at the past, at some terribly sweet things
that had happened to the sound of silken swish when
we were man and wife—and slow tears were rolling
down his strong face. Don't you think, MAior, that my
husband is very handsome? Crying, he was immense
and beautiful. I wriggled nearer to him, embraced both
the man and the tree, and kissed his feet. I think it
shocked him that I should kiss his feet. He picked me
^ and kissed me and pressed me against hhn, and put
back carefully my hair bdiind my ears, making me look
a fright.
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