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The professor looked sideways at him and smiled
gently.

. "You know, I thought of driving you to
some ruins, but Marjory would not have it. She flatly

'objected to any more ruins. So I thought we would
drive down to New Phalerum."

Coleman nodded and smiled as if he were immensely
'^ pleased, but of course New Phalerum was to him no

more nor less than Vladivostok or Kharto-um.
Neither place n6r. distance had in|erest £or him.
They swept along a shaded avenue where the tlust lay
thick on the leaves; they passed cafes where crowds
w?r^ angrily shouting over the news ih the little pa-
pers; tl^ey passed a hospital before which wounded
men, white with bandages, were taking the sun ; then
came soon to the arid vafley flanked by gaunt naked
mountains, which would lead them to the sea. Some-
times to accentuate the dry nakedness of this valley
there would be a patch of grass upon which poppies
buhied crimson spots. The dust writhed out from
under the wheels of the carriage; in the distance the
sea appeared, a blue half-disc set between shoulders of
barren land. It would be common to say that Cole-
man was oblivious to all about hini but Marjory. On
the contrary, the parched land, the isolated flame of
poppies, the cool air from the sea, all were keenly

,

known to him, and they had developed an extraordi-
nary power of blending sympathetically into his
mood. Meanwhile the professor talked a great deal.
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