
396 Delia Blanchflowcr

couver, married the owner of a lumber camp, and »o

tamed her soul. Miss Toogood lived on, rarely cm-
ployed, and seldom going outside the tiny back parlour,

with its pictures of Winchester and Mr. Keble. But
Lady Tonbridge and Delia do their best to lighten the

mild melancholy wiu"h grows upon her with age; and
a little red-haired niece who came to live with her, keeps

her old aunt's nerves alive and alert by various harm-
less vices— among them an incorrigible interest in the

Maumsey and Latchford youth. Marion Andrews and
Eliza Daunt disappeared together. They were not cap-

tured on that terrible night when Gertrude Marvell,

convinced that she could not escape, and perhaps not

much caring to escape, came back to look on the ruin

she had so long and carefully prepared, and perished in

the heart of it— not alone.

But such desperate happenings as the destruction of

Monk Lawrence, to whatever particular calamities they

may lead, are but a backward ripple on the vast and
ceaseless tide of human efforts towards a new and nobler

order. Delia must still wrestle all her life with the

meaning of that imperious call to women which this cen-

tury has sounded ; and of those further stages, upwards
and onwards, to which the human spirit, in Man or-

Woman, is perennially urged by the revealing forces

that breathe through human destiny. Two daj's after

the death of Gertrude Marvell, the immediate cause on
which she and her fellows had wrought such havoc, went
down in Parliament to long and bitter eclipse. But
the end is not yet. And for that riddle of the Sphinx

to which Gertrude and her fellows gave the answer of a
futile violence, generations more patient and more wise,

will yet find the fitting key.


