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—something of the world, modern—and even

as he gazed, vanishing through the gallery

door with the material flash and rustle of silk.

He walked quiedy to the door. It was

open. Ah I No doubt he had forgotten to

shut it fast ; a current of air or a sudden

draught had opened it. That noise had awak-

ened him. More than that, remembering the

lightning flash of dream consciousness, it had

been the cause of his dream. Yet, for a few

moments he listened attentively.

What might have been the dull reverbera-

tion of a closing door in the direction of the

housekeeper s room, on the lower story, was all

he heard. He smiled, for even that, natural as it

might be. was less distinct and real than his

absurd /ision.

Nevertheless the next afternoon he con-

cluded to walk over to Audley Friars for his

Christmas dinner. Its hospitable master greeted

him cordially.

• But do you know, my dear fellow,' he

said, when they were alone for a moment, * if

yc ' hadn't come by yourself I'd have sent over

there for you. The fact is that A wrote


