
•>

.jr-' ^

1
i

1

THE COTTAGE ON THE FELLS 3

utterly as their past, and of all the story there
remained a single punch ladle, a speechless,
yet eloquent witness, to tell of the good
times gone.

Hcllier was a middle-sized man, and plain.
Dark, clean-shaved, pre-eminently a gentle-
man. Just as a rose is a rose, or a pansy a
pansy. ^ ^

Let the handsome and superficial Comyns
walk with him down the street, and out of a
hundred and one women a hundred would
have looked with appreciation on the motor
horn merchant's son, but the hundred and
first would have looked with interest at
Helher.

He turned from contemplation of the
harbour and came back down the pier slowly,
breathing the keen east wind and wishing he
was Comyns. *

He was in love for the first time in his life,
and he was taking it badly. He was only
thirty-three years of age, yet he was already
summing up his life, looking back at his past,
telling himself that had he not fooled away
his time in the by-ways of literature and
stuck to the hard high road of life, he mightnow have been well-to-do, like Comyns.

It ?. only when a man is really in love that
he sees the defects in himself and his position,
sees them vyith a preternatural and startling
vividness—if he I's a man.
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