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THE HURRYING OF LUDOVIC 3

been coming to see you straight along, twice a
week for fifteen years, you get rather talked out
by spells.”

Theodora never pretended to bashfulness where
Ludovic was concerned. She was not at all shy

- of referring to him and his dilatory courtship.

Indeed, it seemed to amuse her.

Anne sat down again and together they watched
Ludovic coming down the lane, gazing calmly
about him at the lush clover fields and the blue
loops of the river winding in and out of the misty

* valley below.

Anne looked at Theodora's placid, finely-
moulded face and tried to imagine what she her-
self would feel like if she were sitting there, wait-
ing for an elderly lover who had, seemingly, taken
so long to make up his mind. But even Anne's
imagination failed her for this.

“ Anyway,” she thought, impatiently, *‘if I
wanted him I think I'd find some way of hurry-
ing him up. Ludovic Speed ! Was there ever such

¢ a misfit of a name? Such a name for such a man

is a delusion and a snare.”

Presently Ludovic got to the house, but stood
so long on the doorstep in a brown study, gazing
into the tangled green boskage of the cherry
orchard, that Theodora finally went and opened
the door before he knocked. As she brought him




