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half-opened door, bent his head, and drew some
deep, uneven breaths. He thought of HoUiwell
as though the man were standing beside him. He
stcpi >d in quietly, shut the door, and walked
without hesitation down the passageway into
the little, sunny sitting-room. There, before the
crackling, open fire, sat Prosper Gael.

Prosper, it seemed, was alone in the small,
silent place. He was sitting on the middle of his
spine, as usual, with his long, thin legs stretched
out before him and a veil of ciga-ette smoke
before his eyes. He turned his head idly, expect-
ing, no doubt, to see the nurse.

Pierre, white and grim, stood looking down at
him.

The older man recognized him at once, but he
did not change his position by a muscle, merely
lounged there, his head against the side of the
cushioned chair, the brilliant, surprised gaze
changing slowly to amused contempt. His ciga-

rette hung between the long fingers of one hand,
its blue spiral of smoke rising tranquilly into a
bar of sunshine from the window.
"The doctor told me to come up," said Pierre

gravely. He was aware of the insult of this

stranger's attitude, but he was too deeply stirred,

too deeply suspenseful, to be irritated by it. He


