422 MENDEL

to pluck her out from the surroundings of the
lovely English country in which it seemed to be
her desire to lose herself. She was one with the
rich fields and the mighty trees and the singing
birds in the hedges, and when his heart sang Tit-
a-weet, he knew it for a comic Cockney note. It
was he who was at fault, not she, and she was the
very comfort he had come to seek.

The farmer's wife received him with a kindly
pity—the poor, pale London foreigner—and told
him he must have plenty of good plain country
food, plenty of milk, plenty of fresh air.

“I do the cooking for Miss Clowes,” she said,
“and if you'll excuse my saying so, the young
ladies take a deal of tempting.”

Mendel thought her a wonderful woman, his
room a wonderful room, the cottage a wonderful
cottage, and the place the finest in the world.
The air was rare and buoyant and he had never
felt so free and so strong. His life in London
looked to him like a bubble which he could break
with a touch or with a puff of his breath. But
he was reluctant to break it yet, for the time had
not come.

The girls showed him their work and he praised
it, and began to talk of his own picture. Clowes
led him on to explain what she called the modern
movement, which she could not pretend to under-
stand.

Conversation that first evening was all between
Clowes and Mendel, while Morrison sat silent,
curled up on the floor by the fire, gazing into it;
sometimes listening, sometimes dreaming, some-
times shaking with a happy dread as she thought
how near she was to her heart’s desire. It had
been for so long her central thought that she
would take him down to the country and get him
away from the terrible pressure of London upon
his spirit, so that she could see released in him,

perhaps slowly, perhaps painfully, what she loved
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