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"'But what?' I asked.

'"She will marry again,' Miss Kinaitsky remarked

in a low tone. 'I am positive. I do not see how we
can blame her. She submitted to the arrangement.

But she did not love him. We feel it, because he

spoke of her in such terms ... it was almost

adoration. There was never any other woman for

him.

"A silence fell between us because, as you can

easily imagine, I had nothing to offer commensurate

with the extraordinary exaltation of her mood. It

was plain enough that to a woman like her love c<:.: :ld

not possibly be what I had conceived it. To her

it was a divine flame through which she would dis-

cern the transfigured features of her beloved. To
her it was a supreme sacrament administered in a

sacred chamber whence had been shut out all the

evil which impregnates the heart of man. And I

sat there wondering. When I left that sumptuous

and smoothly running mansion and walked out across

the Heath in the dusk toward the Spaniards Inn, I

was still wondering whether each of us could be right.

And I wonder still. For if it were true that love were

what she and her kind imagine it to be, then I had

never seen it. To me it had been nothing so trans-

cendentally easy as that. To me it had been an

obscure ocHBmotion, an enigmatic storm on which


