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You could only go there by growing cold and stiff and 
being put in the ground. She shrank from that 
thought.

Something new had come in her life now. There 
was a vague, confused idea of gods and goddesses, that 
she had gathered from the Latin verses that she no 
more understood than the language. And this must be 
one that descended upon her this afternoon. The soft, 
sweet voice still lingered in her ears, entrancing her. 
The graceful figure that was like some delicate swaying 
branch, the attire the like of which she had never even 
dreamed of. How could she indeed, when the finest 
things she had seen were the soldiers’ trappings ?

And this beautiful being had kissed her. Only once 
she remembered being kissed, but Catherine’s lips were 
so cold that for days when she thought of it she shud­
dered and connected it with that mysterious going 
away, that horrid, underground life. This was warm 
and sweet and strange, like the nectar of flowers she 
had held to her lips. Oh, would the lovely being come 
again ? But M’sieu Ralph had said so, and what he 
promised came to pass. There was a sudden ecstasy 
as if she could not wait, as if she could fly out of the 
body after her charmer. Whither was she going? Oh, 
M’sieu Ralph would know. But could she wait until 
to-morrow ?

Into this half-delirious vision broke the strong, rather 
harsh voice that filled her for an instant with a curious 
hate so acute that if she had been large enough, strong


