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He was looking hard at her with burning acorn and
contempt in his lightning grey eyes.

The smile froze on her lips.
“ I have seen Elsa,” he said. “ I only came back here for 

half-an-hout to—speak to you.”
A cold hand seemed to be pressed against Mary’s heart.
“ I found by chance, the merest chance, where she was,” he 

continued. “ I went at once. She was alone, for Bethune has 
gone back to his wife. I suppose you knew he had gone back.
I did not. I found her.” He stopped as if the remembrance 
were too acute, and then went on firmly. “ We had a long 
talk. She was in great trouble. She told me everything, 
and how he, that devil, had made love to her from the first day 
she came back from school, and how her father knew of it, and 
had obliged her to accept me. And she said she knew it was 
wrong to run away with him, but she thought it was more 
wrong to marry without love,and that the nearer the day came the 
more she felt she must escape, and she seemed hemmed in on 
every side, and she did love Bethune, and he had sworn to her 
that he would marry her directly he got his divorce, and that 
his wife did not care for him, and would be glad to be free, and 
that all that was necessary was a little courage on her part. 
So she tried to be brave—and—she said she did not think 
at the time it could be so very wicked to marry the person 
she really loved, for you knew, and you never said a wird 
to stop her. She said you had many opportunities of speak­
ing to her on the boat, and she knew you were so good, 
you would certainly have told her if it was really so very 
wicked.”

“ I knew it was no use speaking,” said Mary, hoarsely.
“ You might have tried to save my wife for my sake,” said 

Jos. “ You might have tried to save her for her own. But 
you didn’t. I don’t care to know’ your reasons. I only know 
that—you did not do it. You deliberately—let—her—drown.” 
His eyes flashed. The whole quiet commonplace man seemed 
transfigured by some overmastering ennobling emotion. “ And
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