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Just open even a chink, and Addie peeps out directly! Which
means great success or great failure, Harry—and other things
on the same scale, I fancy. Thank goodness—oh, yes,
saving your presence, really thank goodness—I'm not like
that myself'!”

“Shall I prove you wrong ?”

“I'm safe. I cantlive to see it. And you couldn't prove
me wrong without opening all the windows.”

“ And that I shouldn’t do, even to you?”

“Do you ever do it to yourself ?”

“Perhaps not,” he laughed. “ But once a storm blew them
all in, Lady Evenswood, and left me without any screen, and
without defences.”

“ Have another storm then,” she counselled. She laid a
hand on his arm. “ Go to Blent.”

“As things stand, I can never go to Blent, I can go only
to—Blinkhampton.”

“ What does little Mina Zabriska say to that ?”

“Oh, everything that comes into her head, I suppose, and
very volubly.”

“I like her,” said the old lady with emphasis.

“1Is there such a thing as an absolute liking, Lady Evens-
wood? What's pleasant at one time is abominable at another.
And I've known Madame Zabriska at the other time.”

“ You were probably at the other time yourself.”

“I thought we should agree about the relativity.”

“There may always be a substratum of friendship,” she
argued. “You'll say it's sometimes very sub! Ah, well,
you're human in the end. You're absolutely forgetting Blent '
—and you spend your time with an old woman because she
can talk to you about it! Go away and arrange your life, and
come back and tell me all about it. And if you're discontented
with life, remember that you too will reach the stage of being

just told about it some day.”
Things will come home to a man at last, strive he never so
desperately against them-—if the things are true and the man




