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things, asked herself whether they were what
he was thinkin"_ of when he said, for instance,

that he was sick of all the modem cant about
freedom, and had no sympathy with those

who wanted an extension of it. What was
needed for the good of the world was that

people should make a better use of the liberty
they possessed. Such declarationsas this took
Verena's breath away; she didn't suppose you

could heàr any one say that in the nineteenth
century, even the least advanced. It was of
a piece with his denouncing the spread of
education ; he thought the spread of éducation
a gigantic farce-people stuffing their heads
with a lot of empty catchwords that prevented

them from doing their work quietly arid
honestly. You had a right to an education
only if you had an intelligence, and if you

looked at the matter with any desire to see
things as they are, you soon perceived that an
intelligence was a very rare luxury, the attij-
bute of one person in a hundred. He seemed
to take a pretty low view of humanity, any-
way. Verena hoped that something really
pretty bad had happened to him-not by way
of gratifying any resentment he aroused in
her nature, but to help herself to forgive him
for so much contempt and brutality. She
wanted to forgive him, for after they had sat

on their bench half an hour and his jesting,
mood had abated a little, so that he talked
with more consideration (as it seerned) and

-more sincerity, a strange feeling came over
her, a perfect willingness not to keep insisting
on her own side and a desire not to part from
hira with a mere accentuation of their differ-

ences. Strange I call the nature of her re-
flections, for they softly battled with each

other as she listened, in the warm, still air,
touched with the far-away hum of the immense
city, to his deep, sweet, distinct voice, express-

ing monstrous opinions with exotic cadences
and mild, familiar laughs, which, as he leaned

towards her, almost tickled her cheek and ear.
It seemed to her strangely harsh, almost

brutal, to have brought ber out only to say
to her things which, after all, fiee as she was
to contradict them and good-natured as she
always tried to be, could only give herpain;
yet there was a spell -pon ber as she listened;
it was in ber nature to be easily submissive,
to like being overborne. She could be silent

when peoplè insisted, and silent without acri-
-mony. Her whole rel;tion to -Olive was a

kind of tacit assent to perpetual insistance,
and if this had ended by being easy and
agreeable to ber (and indeed had never been

anything else), it may be supposed that the
struggle of yielding to a will which she felt to

be stronger even than Olive's was not of long
duration. Ransorn's will had the effect of

making ber linger even while she knew the
afternoon was going on, that Olive would

have corne back and found ber still absent,
and would have been submerged again in the
bitter waves of anxiety. She saw ber, in fact,
as she must be at that moment, posted at the
window of ber room in Tenth street, watching

for some sign of ber return, listening for ber
step on the staircase, ber voice in the hall.
Verena looked at this image as at a painted

picture, perceived all it represented, every
detail. If it didn't move ber more, make
ber start to ber feet, dart away from Basil

Ransom and hurry back to ber friend, this
was because the very torment to which she

was conscious of subjecting that friend made
ber say to herself that it must be the very
last. This was the last time she could ever
sit by Mr. Ransom and hear him express
himself in a manner that interfèred. so with
ber lifé; the ordeal had been so familiar and
so complete that she forge, for the moment,

that it was also the first time it had occurred.
It might have been going on for months. She
was perfectly aware that it could bring thern
to nothing, for one must lead one's own life;
it was impossible to lead the life of another,
especially when. the person was so différent,
so arbitrary, so inconsiderate.

(To be continued.)
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