
CHAPTER XVIII

IN those last autumn days, under the rain of
dead leaves, they enjoyed delicious hours.
Leonor lived attentively, taking care that

no single word of his might shock the young
girl. Rose, her eyes always sad, answered with
cordial politeness. Their words were meas-
ured, insignificant, but they were uttered in a
voice full of a secret emotion.

They directed the alterations together, giv-
ing no orders without consulting one another;
and they were soon agreed about everything,
for their only desire was to stand together
looking at the workmen. They confined them-
selves to cutting a few useful paths, trans-
planting a few bushes and arranging the lawns
and flower-beds.

The decisive gestures in life are almost al-
ways the simplest, the most ingenuous. Dis-
covering a few sprigs of violet under a wall,
picking them, offering them to her : that was the
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