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a dream. Even Sidsall, rolmstly near by, had an aspect

of unreality in the tender fabric of his visions. Captain

Kendell, his spade beard at the verge of filmed old eyes,

who was seated at the window, rose with difficulty. For

a moment he swayed on insecure legs, then, barely gather-

ing the necessar;. power, moved out into the street.

Later, when Roger lirevard was turning the key on the

insurance company for the day, Lacy Saltonstone stopped

to speak in her charming slow manner: " Mother of

course is in a whirl, with Cai)tain Ammidon about to

marry that Nettie Vollar, since she is recovering after all,

and our moving to Boston. . . . You see I'm there so

often it will make really very little difference to me.

Sidsall is the lucky one, though you'd never know it from

seeing her. ... I thought you'd have heard— why, to

Lausanne, a tremendously impressive scliool for a year.

They have promised her London afterward. I would call

that a promise, but actually, Sidsall—."

" Doesn't she want to go? " he asked mechanically, all

the emotions that had chimed through his being sud-

denly clashing in a di.scordant misery. He bowed ab-

sently, and hastening to his room softly closed the door

and sat without supper, late into the evening, lost in a

bitterness that continually poisoned the resolutions formed

out of his overwhelming need. He was aghast at the

inner violence that destroyed the long tranquility of his

exi.-itence, the clenched hands and spoken words lost in

the shadows over the Napiers' garden. He wanted Sidsall

with a breathless tyranny infinitely sharper than any pang

of youth, she was life itself.

She didn't want to go, Lacy had made that clear; and


