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through everything—and they made life worth 
living. He felt too a certain elation—like a 
spirited horse—at turning toward home, but 
Washington had not much to offer him, and 
the thrill did not last. His big bag and his 
hat-box—pasted over with foolish labels from 
continental hotels—were piled in the corner 
of his compartment, and he settled back in his 
seat with a pleasurable sense of expectancy. 
The presence in the next room of a very smart 
appearing young woman was prominent in his 
consciousness. It gave him an uneasiness 
which was the beginning of delight. He had 
seen her for only a second in the passageway, 
but that second had made him hold himself a 
little straighter. “Why is it," he wondered, 
“that some girls make you stand like a footman 
the moment you see them?” Grenfall had 
been in love too many times to think of mar
riage; his habit of mind was still general, and 
he classified women broadly. At the same 
time he had a feeling that in this case gener
alities did not apply well ; there was something 
about the girl that made him hesitate at label
ling her “Class A, or B, or Z.” What it was 
he did not know, but—unaccountably—she 
filled him with an affected formality. He felt 
like bowing to her with a grand air and much


