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wander with her under the oaks and elms of the park. And
Harold Transome's love, no longer a hoTering fancy with which
she played, but become a serious fact, seemed to threaten her
with a stifling oppression. The homage of a man may be de-
lightful until he asks straight for love, by which a woman
renders homage. Since she and Felix had kissed each other
in tho prison, she felt as if she had vowed herself away, as if
memory lay on her lips like a seal of possession. Yet what
had happened that very evening had strengthened her liking
for Harold, and her care for cM that regarded him : it had in-
creased her repugnance to turning him out of anything he had
expected to be his, or to snatching anything from him on the
ground ot an arbitrary claim. It had even made her dread,
as a coming pain, the task of saying anything to him that was
not a promise of the utmost comfort under this newly dis-
closed trouble of his.

It was already near midnight, but with these thoughts suc-
ceeding and returning in her mind like scenes through which
she was living, Esther had a more intense wakefulness than
any she had known by day. All had been stillness hitherto,
except the fitful wind outside. But her ears now caught a
sound within—slight, but sudden. She moved near her door,
and heard the sweep of something on the matting outside. It
came closer, and paused. Then it began again, and seemed
to sweep away from her. Then it approached, and paused as
it had done before. Esther listened, wondering. The same
thing happened again and again, till she could bear it no
longer. She opened her door, and in the dim light of the
corridor, where the glass above seemed to make a glimmering
sky, she saw Mrs. Transome's tall figure pacing slowly, with
her cheek upon her hand.


