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tid again, passionately : « I shaU always remember
you—always.'

The hand witn which he touched her arm
•hook Uke an old man's hand. As their eyes
met m an intense and painful gaze, to her,
at least, it was revealed that they were lovers.
What he had learnt in that instent can only be
guessed from his next action. ...

Anna ran out of the garden into the street,
and so home, never looking behind to see if he
pursued his way to the station.

Some may ai^ue that Anna, knowing she
loved another man, ought not to have married
Mynors. But she did not reason thus ; such a
notion never even occurred to her. She had
promised to marry Mynors, and she married him.
Nothing else was possible. She who had never
felled in duty did not feil then. She who had
always submitted and bowed the head, submitted
and bowed the head then. She had sucked in
with her mother's milk the profound truth that a
woman's life is always a renunciation, greater or
less. Hers by chance was greater. Facing the
future calmly and genially, she took oath with
herself to be a good wife to the man whom, with
aU his excellences, she had never loved. Her
thoughts often dwelt lovingly on Willie Price,


