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a sensitive—what your Tennyson calls a Sir
Galahad. In Italy we make of such men a priest
a cardinal. He is not an ' homme d'affaires '

It
was rot well to put him into diplomacy. Onemay make a r ijgion of art. One may even for a
time make a religion of a woman. But of the
English diplomacy one does not make a religion

"
Fay lay awake that night. From a disused

pigoon-hole m her mind she drew out and un-
folded to Its short length that attracti-e ren^nant
that half-forgotten episode of her teens. She
remembered everything—I mean everything she
wished to remember. Michael's face h'ad recalled
It all: those exquisite day? which he had taken so
much more seriously than she had, the sudden
ruthless intervention of Lady Bellairs, the end of
the day-dream. Fay, whose attention had been
adroitly diverted to other channels, had never
wondered how he took their separation at the timeNow that she saw him again she was aware that
ne had taken it—to aeart.

*K^.">i"^u*^f*,^^''^P^^'-' "^g''* ^^y persuaded herself
that Michael hud not been alone in his suffering.
She also had felt the parting with equal poignancy

Ihey met again a few days later by chance inan old cloistered, deserted garden. How often shehad vvalked in that garden, as she was doing now,
with English friends

! His presence gave the place
Its true significance. They met as those who have
betweeri them the bond of a common sorrow

\nd what have you been doing all these four
years ? she asked him, as they wandered some-what apart.

" I have been working."

JJJ?^,^T\ ^^"^^ *o say good-bye before youwent to that place in Germany to study."


