
THE ABBOW OF OOLD tS

that I h*d lome idcM at leut) but of what it naUy eoB-
taini. I knew rery weU that I was utterly iiuignifleant
in theie men*i eyes. Yet my attenUon was not checked
by that knowledge. Ifs true they were talking ofa woman,
but I was yet at the age when this subject by itself is not
of overwhehning interest. My imagination would hay«
been more stimulated probably by the adventures and
fortunes of a man. What kept my interest from flagging
was Mr. Blunt himselt The pUy of the whiteljleams
of his smile round the suspicion of grinmess of his tone
fascinated me like a moral incongruity.
So at the age when one sleeps well indeed but does

feel sometimes as if the need of sleep were a mere weak-
ness of a distant old age. I kept easily awake j and in my
freshness I was kept amused by the contrast of person-
alities, of the disclosed facts and moral outlook with the
rough initiations of my West-Indian experience. And aU
these things were dominated by a feminine figure which
to my imagination had only a floating outUne, now in-
vested with the grace of girlhood, now with the prestise
of a woman

;
and indistinct in both these charactera.

For these two men had ieen her, while to me she was
only being " presented,'? elusively, in vanishing words, in
the shifting tones of an unfamiliar voice.
She was being presented to me now in the Bois de

Boulogne at the early hour of the ultra-fashionable world
(so I understood), on a light bay " bit of blood » attended
on the off side by that Henry All*gre mounted on a
dark brown powerful weight carrier ; and on the other by
one of All*gre*s acquaintances (the man had n-y real
mends), distinguished frequenters of that mJerioui
Pavilioa And so that side of the frame in which thatwoman appeared to one down the perspective of the
g-eat AU«e was not permanent That morning when Mr.
liiunt had tp pspprt his mother there for the gratification


