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picked a piece of the delicate flower and was idly
smelling it.

At last the baroness rose and walked away without
any explanation at all. After a few minutes, which
passed slowly in silence, Denise turned and came slowly
towards Lory. The chair had never been occupied.
She sat down and looked away from him. Her face,
still delicately sunburnt, was flushed. Then she turned,'
and her eyes as they met his were stricken with fear.

"I did not understand," she said. And she must
have been referring to their conversation in that same
spot months before. She was either profoundly ignor-
ant of the world or profoundly indifferent to it. "she
ought, of course, to have made some safe remark about
the \yeather. She ought to have distrusted Lory. But
he seemed to know her meaning without any difficulty.

"I think a great many people never understand,
mademoiselle."

" It has taken me a long time—nearly four months,"
said Denise, reflectively. "But I understood quite
suddenly at Bastia—when the soldiers passed the
notary's office. I understood then what life is and
what it is meant to be."

Lory looked up at her for a moment.
" That is because you are nearer heaven than I am,"

he said.

'•' But it war. you who taught me, not heaven." said


