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PRISONERS

CHAPTER I

Grim fate was tender, contemplating youAnd fairies brought their offerings at your birth IYou take the rose-leaf pathway as your due
*

Your rightful meed the choicest gifts of earth.
Arthur C. Legge.

Fay stood on her balcony, and looked over the ilexes
of her villa at Frascati ; out across the grey-green
of the Campagna to the little compressed city winch
goes by the great name of Rome.
How small it looked ! what a huddled speck with

a bubble dome, to be represented by so stupendous
a name

!

-- r

She gazed at it without seeing it. Her eyes
turned towards it mechanically because it contained
somewhere within its narrow precincts, the man ofwhom she was thinking, of whom she was always
thmkmg. •

It was easy to see that Fay-the Duchess of ColleAlto—was an Englishwoman, in spite of her histoiic
Italian name.
She had the look of perfect though not robust
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health, the reflection over her whole being of a
childhood spent much in the open air. She was
Iwenty-three, but her sweet fair face, with its
delicate, irregular features, was immature, childish.
It gave no impression of experience, or thought, or
of having met life. She was obviously not of
those who criticise or judge themselves. In how
many faces we see the conflict, or the remains of
conflict with a dual nature ! Fay, as she was called
by her family, seemed all of a piece with herself.
Her unharassed countenance showed it, especially
when, as at this moment, she looked harassed.
Anxiety was evidently a foreign element. It sat
ill upon hei smooth face, as if it might sHde off at
any moment. Fay's violet eyes were her greatest
charm. She looked at you with a deprecating,
timid, limpid gaze, in which no guile existed, any
more than steadfastness, any more than unselfish-
ness, any more than courage.
Fay had come into the world anxious to please.

She had never shown any particular wish to give
pleasure. If she had been missed out ol her some-
what oppressed and struggling home when she
married it is probable that the sense of her absence
uas tinged by relief.

She had never intended to marry the Duke of
Colle Alto. It is difficult to say why that sedate
distinguished personage married her.

Fay's face had a very sweet and endearing promise
in it which drew men's eves alter her. I don't
know what it meant, and they did not know either
but they instinctively lessened the distance between
themselves and it. A very thin string will tow a
vv^ry heavy body if there is no resistance, and the
pace is slow. The duke looked at Fay, who was
at that moment being taken out for her first season
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by her grandmother, Lady Bellairs. Fay tried to
please him, as was her wont with all except men
with beards. She liked to have him in attendance.
Her violet eyes lighted up with genuine pleasure
when he came to see her.

It is perhaps difficult for the legions of women
who do not please easily, and for the handful whose
interests he ou.side themselves, and who are not
desirous of pleasing indiscriminately, to realise the
passionate desire to please which possesses and saps
the iife of some of their sisters. Admiration with
them is not a luxury, any more than a hot-water
bottle is a luxury to the aged, or a foot-rest to a
gouty foot. It is a necessity of life. After a
becoming interval, the interstices of which had been
hlled with flowers, the duke proposed to Ladv
Bellairs for Fay's hand. Fay did not wish to marry
him. He was not m the least her ideal. Neither did
she wish to remain unmarried, neither did she wish
to part with her grave, distinguished suitor, who
was an ornament to herself. And she was distinctly
averse to living any longer in the paternal home,
lost in a remote crease in a Hampsliirc down. Poor
vyom-- have only too frequently to deal with
thes. jomphcated situations, with which blun-
den g. egotistic male minds are seldom in perfect
sympathy. ^

Fay had never willingly relinquished any of the
men who had cared for her—and some had cared
mucli. These last had, as a rule, torn themselves
away from her. Icavhig hearts, or other fragments
of themselves, belund, and were not to be caiol-d
back again, even by one of her little gilt-edt^ed notes
But the duke did not break away. He had selected
her, she pleased him, he desired to marry an luiglish-
woman, h > had the approval of Lady Bellairs.
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The day came when Fay was suddenly and adroitly
confronted with the fact that she must marry him
or lose him. ^ '

Many confirmed bachelors who openly regret
that they have never come across a woman to whom
they cared to tie themselves for life, might be in a
position to descant on the inability of wives to enter
into th-nr husbands' inmost feelings, if only they-
the bachelors-had known on a past occasion how
to act with sudden promptitude on the top of
patience. ^

hJ^^ ^\^^y^^.}^^ ^^'^'""^ g^"^^' and then hit
Hard. He had coolly allowed himself to be trifled
with until the moment arrived when it did not suithim to be trifled with any longer.
The marriage had not proved a marked success,

nor an entire failure. Ihe duke was an irreproach-
able husband but, .ike many men who marry whenthey arc no longer young, he aged suddenly after
marriage. He quickly became blld and stout^ His
tact except m these two particulars, remained
flawless. He never allowed his deep chagrin toappear when, three years after his marriage he
stiU remained without a son to continue his Wsioricname. He was polite to his wife at all times, mildly
sarcastic as to her extravagance : Fay was not
exorbitantlj. extravagant, .mt then the^dX wasnot exorbitantly rich. One of Fay's arts as ^!consaous as that of a kitten, was' to [mpl^'p^t
unhappiness, spoken of with a cheerful resignationwhich greatly endeared her to others-and to hersdfThe duke had understood that she had not had avery happy home, and he had honestly endeavouredto make her new^^home happy. In the early days

in the hope of pleasing the pretty creature who had
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thrown in her lot with his. Possibly also there mavhave been other subtle, patient attempts to ZZsomewhat from her of another nature^ Possiblythere may have been veiled disappointments andnoiseless retreats under cover of night
However these things may have been, after thefirst year Fay made the discovery that she wasunhappily married. The duke was^kind-fn kind!ness he never failed, but he was easily Jealous-ateast she thought so~and he appeared^quijfunaWe

withers de7.htfV'^'' ''^ ^"^^^'^^ ""'^ «^^*-"'-
with his delightful compatriots. After one or twoannoying incidents, in which the compatriots hid
tt°T,'T'^^

distinctly un-English character stiesthe duke became in his wife's eyes tiresome stric-a burden. Perhaps also she felt the Englishwoman's

nyfr ' '\' ^"^dequat. belief in a wornfn^^'oweof guardmg her own virtue, which remains in somenations an hereditary masculine instinct She fd'that she could take care of herself, which was in

abt VaTchJI^l! ^'k ^r' "°* ^^' -^- i-P-t"r"able, watchful husband was well aware

^^ihl"^^^
^^

.T^'.^
°^ *^^ ^"bject of her thoughts

was B^^rF
"'

i I'
'' "^r ^^^" P^^bable that he

hi hnH I
^^"^ "°* *^^ ^^^"test suspicion thathe had guessed anything.

.

One of her
) v,ny charms was a certain youthfulinnocence of mind, which imputed no evil to others

to her. Her husband was wearisome. He lookedcoldly on her if she smiled on young men and shehad to smile at them when they Liled S h^r Butshe reasoned of course all the time he real y knew

hannt F?'^ 'T ^'' '""'^''^y- '^^ere was noharm in Fay s nature, no venom, no dark placesno strong passions with their awful possibilities foi^
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good and evil. She had already given much mmm her short life, but inadvertently. ^She ZsoiClarge class of whom it may truly be said when e icomes that they are more sinned again t thinsmnmg. They always somehow gravitftefnto heplaces where people are sinned against, just s somepeople never attend a cricket-match w thout receh"mg a ball on their persons.
And now trouble had come upon her. She had

th.rl f'^"
i"i

°^"- ^ ^^'^"'^ "°* ^'^"tu^e to assertthat she had fallen m very deep. Some of us makeshipwreck m a tea-cup tempest, and when our

Ti^^:iZT-f~l''''' '' "'^^'""S calmer tlLna tea-cup after its storm—our experience servesafter a decent interval, as an agreeable We toour confidential conversation
^

. ^^Sr'''/^y ^""^ ^''^"e" in love. I feel bound

P.
^^^^^^^^o^!^ intolerably dull. The advent toRome of her distant connexion, Michael Cars^airs

q? ^fw*^"' ^""^^"^^ ^ ^^"'ce of delight to her

mtl rnV^'^°'' 'I'
"^"^"^^^' «'^*^d with him a very

idv R 1

"^^ ""^'^ ^' ''^" ^°"^d ha^e ^vished. ButL^dy Bellairs, who was fond of him, had prompt?vntervened, and the young man had disippXdinto his exaniinations. That was four years agoIn reahty Fay had half forgotten hini. but when

. osr.tm"'''"^^' ^f '

^""^^^"^^' ^^-tingui^hed"across a ball-room in Rome and, after a momentanncortamtv'. realised who he was she feuThrsame
P^rtsurable surprise, soft as the fall oi dew whS'peivades the femmine heart when, in looking in?oan unused drawer, it inadvertent y haps pon a

i^d^t^otTen."''^"'
'^^"^^*' -eU'put^^;;;

Fay went gently up to Michael, conscious of her
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And so we meet again at last," she saidHe turned icd and white.
At last," he said with difficulty

^ne looked more closely at him ti,„ a
poetic face had changed l^^tJ'l^^^^J:

'o™a.ii„ hadTe^SuX t,5',ti:\t
"•''"-

match hif't ""
"'r'"* '"^^ ^^came ™ave to

thing-she knew not what-in her companio.A f ™e
.
t IS four years since I saw you "

si e sni, f \

repeat parrot-wise, her las, wf,?ds ^her r

'°

A pause. •

!! P^ ^'*^" '^'"°^'^' "^y husband ?
"

i do not."
" May I introduce him to you ? "

p.Ilor as if the skin wte a lit, e ,„ 'Lr f •^''

^our young cousin is an enthusiast,' a dreamer.
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a sensitive—what your Tennyson calls a Sir
Galahad. In Italy we make of such men a priest
a cardinal. He is not an ' homme d'affaires '

It
was rot well to put him into diplomacy. Onemay make a r ijgion of art. One may even for a
time make a religion of a woman. But of the
English diplomacy one does not make a religion

"
Fay lay awake that night. From a disused

pigoon-hole m her mind she drew out and un-
folded to Its short length that attracti-e ren^nant
that half-forgotten episode of her teens. She
remembered everything—I mean everything she
wished to remember. Michael's face h'ad recalled
It all: those exquisite day? which he had taken so
much more seriously than she had, the sudden
ruthless intervention of Lady Bellairs, the end of
the day-dream. Fay, whose attention had been
adroitly diverted to other channels, had never
wondered how he took their separation at the timeNow that she saw him again she was aware that
ne had taken it—to aeart.

*K^.">i"^u*^f*,^^''^P^^'-' "^g''* ^^y persuaded herself
that Michael hud not been alone in his suffering.
She also had felt the parting with equal poignancy

Ihey met again a few days later by chance inan old cloistered, deserted garden. How often shehad vvalked in that garden, as she was doing now,
with English friends

! His presence gave the place
Its true significance. They met as those who have
betweeri them the bond of a common sorrow

\nd what have you been doing all these four
years ? she asked him, as they wandered some-what apart.

" I have been working."

JJJ?^,^T\ ^^"^^ *o say good-bye before youwent to that place in Germany to study."
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" I was told I hau better not come."
•' I suppose grandmama told you that."
" She did, most kindly and wisely."
A pause.

She was leaning in the still May sunshine against
an old grey tomb of carved stone. Two angels with
spread wings upheld the defaced inscription. Above
it, over it, round it, like desire impotently defying
death, a flood of red roses clambered and clung.
Were they trying to wake some votary who slept
below ? A great twisted sentinel cypress kept its
own dark counsel. Against its rhaJow Fay's
figure, in her whi<^e gossamer gown, showed more
ethereal and exquisite even than in memory. She
seemed at one with this wonderful passionate
Southern spring, which trembled between rapture
and anguish. The red roses and the white irises
were everywhere. Even the unkept grass in which
her light feet were set was wild vv^ith white
daisies.

" Do you remember our last walk on the down
that day in spring ? " she said suddenly. She had
forgotten it until last night.
" I remember it."
" It was I\Iay then. It is May again now."
He did not answer. The roses left off calling to

the dead, and suddenly enfolded the two young
grave creatures leaning against the tomb in a gust
of hot perfume.

1^
Do you remember—" Fay's voice was tremulous—

" how you gave me a bit of pink may ?
"

" I remember."
"I was looking at it yesterday. It is not very

pink now."
^

It was true. In all shallow meanings, and when
she had not had time to get her mind into a t
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Fay was perfectly truthful. She had vesterH;.vbeen trirnmg over the contents of a little ced!r hn^

oi what had once boon i m-iT. u^^
^'"-^y Knobi

smmsm
then he looker] full at Fav wifl,

-.
'""- ^^^.^'^'-^r, and

remembered It has ^.i'. u
'* ''^' ^^^^ ^ ^^'^^

I'ome by myself alon^- " ^ ''^^'^' "'^^

she said u There «S 1 ? f' v™ ="'''^™'y «
vio:e,eyes. ShIbdLXbso melv^'Tt'tha,

'" *^P

mere v^as no suspicion in her mind thpf Linot genuine. She felt what" sZ said .n^ "??'
sweet eyes turned on Michael had tS .

^"^ *^^
fixity of a child's.

*^^ transparent

They walked unsteadily back to thp ^fi,
spoke no more to each other that dav Tn ' ^

'^

pncked Fay that night.
^' ^^"science

<(in»-';tn rr;:<SB^.Br'«3^K«^:<»<±»rj^»r
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" Leave him alone," it said •« Vr.„ u . ,

su.^ed. Let the dead p'st'C its^^de^ad
''^' '"*'

shovved considerTbl tJct ^n a^^^^^^^^^^^^ ^T'"^'"'
^*

view. Nevertheless fr\,n ?'
7"J^^"'g ,"•'• P^'-^^t of

standpoint Tt o ten ^V h
^'" •'"">' ^^^"^^^'""^

advice ''TpnvP I? ^'i
»'^' '1"'^^^ respectable

monitor ''V
'''°"^' '^'^ ^^'^ hoodwinked

lui }ou again. Leave him alone "

her roiKjin /An^i i
^^ }'^^'^ 'it once if she and

not exchange a few words J^lik^mIS^^

e™remo Lrf"-";"^K"P' ""'^ •" ''i^':"'' it, the

tSrasrontlS^^^^^^^^ ""P-- -

yo?irMfct?aLtSe;nt iJir^
-°"'*

and he is charraing What rin tl

y"""- cousin,

X^d-a,-Xo^i4H"^™
-^™--
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friend. Fay had a somewhat miiflfled conception

of what an old friend might be. After deep thought,

she came to the conclusion that it was her duty to

ask Michael frequently to the house. When Fay
once recognised a duty she performed it without

delay.

She met with an unexpected obstacle in the way
of its adequate performance. The obstacle was
Michael.

The young man came once, and then again after

an interval of several months, but apparently

nothing would induce him to frequent the

house.

Fay did not recognise her boyish eager lover, in

the grave, sedate man. old of his age, who had
replaced him. His dignified and quite imobtrusive

resistance, which had not indifference at its core,

added an intense, a feverish interest to Fay's life.

She saw that he still cared for her, and that he did

not intend to wound himself a second time. He
had had enough. She put out all her little trans-

parent arts during the months that followed. The
duke watched.

She had implied to her husband, with a smile, that

she had not been very happy at home. She implied

to Michael, with a smile, that it was not the duke's

fault, but that she was not very happy in her

married life, that he did not care much about her,

and that they had but few tastes in common. Each
lived their own life on amicable terms, but somewhat
apart from each other. She owned that she had
hoped for something rather different in marriage.

She had, it seemed, started life with a very exalted

ideal of married life, which the duke's

coarse thumb
And finger failed to plumb.
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respect for Fay Toundfd 7^'' ",^°'"^^^'°" ^^^
th/y had been'fL7St,a'ssr:t1 ^7^'many minds mn^f hn,.^

lujeitss sur.ived what m

«irtl, „„ a cX lid

'°fr^"<^'"^ 'bk as the brown

his'^auur^;,Sr ,^^^ iJrUd^r'^ r'-^she respected it thTf iTL . ^""l^
^'""'^^^^ that

was in act the r'esuif of V

^ ""* '^' '"''^^^'

wishes. She seeded t °^^'
V^^^^^ ^"^P^^^sed

said which woudh.ve IoTk""^!' ?^"S^ ^^e had
he had done And fL ,""; ^° ^^^^^^^ i"^* as

earth to regain her ner. f"
^"'""'^ '^^^^'^" ^nd

She never '^^^^^^^^^^^y --
^Z"^'not befallen her Sho Li i

^" -accident had
the process

^'" ^" ^^^'^ ^^^^h him during

cou^itoTong^rdorbt if.t" t ''^'''^^'' -^- he
to remain in^oubfUvh:' nu'sruT?""^"^^
boundless devotion uhn?

7'^".'^> what waves of

protection, of comm;s,V.nL??^ ^"^P"^^^^ of

her from theX^Xh f ''J*?''
^""^'"^ ^^^ shield

youth Dissed
,';'''"^' had devastated his own

-t tile Se nu ^cn'r
""'''^ ^^™ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^^^d

only real ^^m^m t ^^ w",f^l^H '" 'T
^^^

counterfeits- 'ind u-L! 1
^^<*"^--'in the rest were

life 'tl;;;;:,;r;;i^:^;r,l;7S
^^''%^^^^

gnorance of womct o od Uh"a°' 'r'T^Inyalty towards tlicm
'!,„""" ^" "nd'-'viating

snfferiti" i, i,p i , ?' supposed slic was"n» .i» l,e „ad sullered, that it was with her
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now beside the fountain, under the ilexes of her
Itahan garden, as it had been with him during these
four intolerable years.
How Fay wept ! What a passion of tears, till

her small flower-like face was bereft of all beauty
of everything except a hideous contraction of grief'He stood near her, not touching her, in anguish
far deeper than hers. At last he took her clenched
hand in his.

" Do not grie\-e so," he said b'okenly " It is
not our fault. It is greater than either of us It
has come upon us against our wills. We have both
struggled. You don't know how I have struggled
bay, day and night since I came to Rome But I
have been m fault. I ought never to have come
lor 1 knew you were living near Rome. But I did
not know It had touched you, and for myself I hadhoped-I thought-that it was pa^t in as far as it
could pass, that I was accustomed to it. ListenPay-and do not cry so bitterly-I will leave Rome
at once. I will not see you again. My poor darlingwe have come to a hard place in life, but we can do
the only thing left to us—our duty "

Fay's heart contracted, and she suddenly ceased
sobbing. She had never thought of this 'horrible
possibility that he would leave her.
She drew the hand 1 it clasped hers to her lipsand held it tightly against her breast.
Don't leave me," she stammered, trembling

from head to foot, from sheer terror at the thought
1 will be good. I will do what is right. We arenot like other people. We can trust each other.nut I can t live without seeing you sometimes—

I

could not bear it."

He withdrew his hand. They looked wildly intoeach others eyes. Ilis convulsed face paled and
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vTas'l.iiT
^'

^t
''°°^ ^^^°^^ ^'' '^^ knew she

romhe S^'""'
*^^' ^o"^<^thing was tearing himfrom her It was as certain that he was goinlfrom

V\'^ '^' r'^ '^^"^"^g by his death-b!d
^

He kissed her suddenly.
" I shall not come back." he said, and the nextmoment he was gone.

'
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CHAPTER II

meanwhile she had heard that htu\, ^ '" *"=

appointment, and wL";l *g^^'„''f,/-8^^''
^^

had never imaeineH that h^ ii "'^^- ^^^
with such deteSatio'n'' sLZa^T'i: ^"^^'^^.'

tlmt he would send in his resienS ^^
'Tfu'^remain on. In novels m o c. ? ,

,"' ''^"^ ^^^n

nmn never reaUy went' awav of•^".^'^J^i'^^""^'
'^'

back. Fay kn 4 ve?v H HJ' ? .r u^'
^^^ ^^^ ^^^^

thelcss she'insrcS'/i^ ^nd' u iTcd
'."! "^T"conviction that he reallv unci ^ .^
'"'"^^"^ ^^^^

that he would r::j:s!^jTuir^^,^ ^-^'
wllire m which she rm.M „„. u ,

"""self some-
would have no part or lor H "'' T' '" "'"•* ^l'^'

the process, but'^"' wo^^' do";, "fs' Jea w
'"'"'"«

IS™ dV",^t"^jr a'L.^'T'"^
-^'hij^vr-Lrr::

day. sher^l^ |;:,;j°,"^ r^e P-haps, but some
Suddenly, without a mn„,e„fs l.„„h,«, h. own

I6



PRISONERS 17

life rose up before her, distorted, horrible, un-
endurable. The ilexes, solemn in the sunset,
showed like foul shapes of disgust and nausea. The
quiet Campagna with its distant, faintly outlined
Sabine hills, was rotten to the core.
The duke passed across a glade at a little distance,

and, looking up, smiled gravely at her, with a slight
courteous gesture of his brown hand.
She smiled mechanically in response, and shrank

back into her room. Her husband had suddenly
become a thing to shudder at, repulsive as a reptile,
intolerable. Her life with him, without M chaeli
stretched before her hke a loathsome disease, a
leprosy, which in the interminable years would
gradually eat her away, a death by inches.
The first throes of a frustrated })assion at the

stake have probably seldom failed to engender a
fierce rebellion against the laws which light the
faggots round it.

The fire had licked Fay. She fled blindfold from
it, not knowing whither, only away from that pain,
over any precipice, into any slough.

" I cannot live without him," she sobbed to
herself. " This is not just a common love affair,
like other people's. It is everything, my whole life.

It is not as if we were bad people. We are both
upright. We always have been. Wo have both
done our best, but—I can't go on. What is reputa-
tion worth, the world's opinion of me ? Nothing.'"

It was not worth more to Fay at that monient
than it has e\er been worth to any other jjoor mortal
since the world's (){)inion first cla lied with love.
To follow lo\'e shows itself time and time again

alike to the pure and to the worldly as the only
real life, the onl- th. But if we disbell-ve in it,

and, framing 01: s on other '-iies, become volun-
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tarily bedridden into selfishness and luxury, can we-when that in which we have not believed com^sto pass-can we suddenly rise and follow love uphis mountain passes ? We try to rise when heca Is us from our sick-beds. We even go fever^^,hlva little way with hin. But, unless we have learnt

we t'rT^' °^ ^""^^g^ '-^'^^ self-surrender before

oot r^^ """r r f'"^ '° '"^" ^^ddy' ^"d lose ou?footing. Certainly precipices there are where only

pilgTki?
P'^'"^ ^^"'^ ^^ '"^"y passionate

Were Fay's delicate little bones, so subtly covered

"cap tu?
'"'' \^ ^^^^^ ^« *^-t P""ety[ngheap

? But can we blame any, be they who thev

t^' ft""^
^/"'''^'''" '^''y^'^^y be/who whe^

i.n
^^.^y.^^de^-go a real emotion try. howeverfeebly, to rise to me* ^

it ?

"uwever

Fay was not wholly wise, not wholly sincere butshe made an attempt to meet it. It was not to beexpected that the attempt would be qu te wise orquite .ncere either. Still it was the best she cou?ddo. She would sacrifice herself for love Shewould go away with Michael. No one would everspeak to her again, but she did not care
Inv-oluntnrily she unclasped a diamond SaintEspnt from her throat which the duke had givenher, and laid it on her writing-table She would

Twe^nr 'It'^""-
''^ "^ ^'"^- -^ad the dgt

she Are L ,
7' ^ "".^^"" ^^^^^- ^"t what didshe rare for jewels now ? They had served to pass

no.. She looked ';Ther,1- ij"! t^'t^Tt',
It must be for plum women when they loved ! Thev

; '«w,.
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must know that men could not really care for them.
They might, of course, respect and esteem them,
and wish in a lukewarm way to marry them, but
they could never really love them. She, Fay,
carried with her the talisman.
A horrible doubt seized her, just when slie was

becoming calm. Supposing Michat-l would not !

Oh ! but he would if he cared as she did. The
sacrifice was all on the woman's side. No one
thought much the worse of men when they did
these things. And Michael was so good, so honour-
able, that he would certainly never d( sert her. They
would become legal husband and wife directly
Andrea divorced her.

From underneath these matted commonplaces,
Fay's muffled conscience strove to reach her with
its weak voice.

"Stop! stop!" it said. "You v.ill injure him.
You will tie a noose round his neck. You will spoil
his life. And Andrea ! He has been kind in a way.
And your mairiage vows ! And your own people
at home. And Magdalen, the sister who lo\-es you.
Remember her ! Stop ! Stop ! Let ^lichael go.
You were obliged to relinquish him on^^. Let him
go again now."
Fay believed she went through a second conflict.

Perhaps there lurked at the back of her mind the
image of Michael's set face—set away from her*
and that image helped her at last to say to herself,
" Yes. It is right. I will let liim go."

But did she really mean it ? For wliile she said
over and over again, " Yes. Yes. We must
part," she decided that it was necessary to see him
just once again, to bid him a last farewell, to
strengthen him to live without her. She could not
reason it out, but she knew that it was absolutely
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*1

if!

essential to the welfare of both that they should see
each other just cnce more before they parted—/or
ever. The parting no longer loomed so awful if
there was to be a meeting before it took place.
She almost forgot it directly her mind could find
a staymg-pomt on the thought of that one last

wo"m rthTeh'
^' ^" ^'^ '''''' '"'y^ ^^ ^'^ ''-y

But how to see him ! He had said he would notcome back. He left Rome in a few days. She
should see Inm officially on Thursday, when he wasm attendance on his chief. But what was the use
ot that ? He would hardly exchange a word with
her She might decide to see him alone, but what

jLt'h'. "''?H*°
'"! ^''' Instinctively Fay knew

that he would so refuse.
" We must part." Just so. But how to holdhim ? How to draw him to her just once more ?That was the crux.
In novels, if a woman needs the help of the

chivalrous man ever kneeling in the background,

nn.f P YVrf- ^^y ^^^^^^ earnestl/at her
rings But Michael might not understand if shesent him one and if the duke intercepted it hewould certainly entirely misconstrue the situation

l-ay sai down at her writing-table, and got out

was of h7T" V^'"'-
^°"^P^l' ^^ '- state'thaH

klnH^w •T''''
^^'* '^ ^^^^ ^ ""le gilt coronet on

it, and that it was scented.
She thought a long time. At least she bit the

little silver owl at the end of her pen for a long timeShe tore up several sheets. At last she wroteTnher large, slanting, dashing handwriting
:

I know that we must part. You are right, andI wish U too It is all like a terrible dream, LuTtwUl the awakemng be ? " (Fay did not quite know

Ik-
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what she meant by this, but it impressed her deeply
as slie wrote it, and a tear dropped on " the awaken-
ing and made it look hke " reckoning." She was
not of those, however, who, having once written one
word, ever thmk it can be mistaken for another •

•'"^,n ""Hyo'
'«=^k°">"g" did quite as well as " awaken-

ing.
)

But I must see you once before you go I have
something of urgent importance to say to you "

(It
was not clear to Fay what the matter of importance
was. But has not every one in love laboured daily
under a burden as big as Christian's, of subjects
which demand mstant discussion, or the bearer may
fall mto a state of melancholia ? Fay was convinced
as she wrote, that there was something she ached to
say to him

: and also the point was to say something
that would bring him.) " Don't fail me. You have
never failed me yet. You left me before when it was
right we should part. Did I try to keep you then >
Did I say one word to hold you back .? " (Fay's heart
swelled as she wrote those words. She sa\v, bathedm a new white light, her own courage and upripht-
ness m the past. She realised her extraordinary
strength of character. She had not faltered then

)

_
/ did not falter then. I will not do so now, though

tnistimc IS harder than the first.'' (It certainly was.)
You have to come to my little party on Thursday

with your chief. I cannot speak to you the- I am
closely watched. When the others have gone come
back through the gardens. The door by the founlain
will be unlocked, and come up the balcony steps to my
sitting-room. The balcony window will be open You
know that I should not ask you to do this unless it
was urgent. Will you fail me at the last .^ For we
shall never meet again, Michael."
Fay closed the note, directed it, pinned it into

the lace of her inmost vest—the wife of an Italian
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distrusts pockets and postal arrangements—and
then wept her heart out—her vain, selfish httle heart,
vvhich for the first time in her life was not wholly
vain, nor wholly selfish. Perhaps it was not her
fault if she was cruel. It takes many steadfast
years, many prayers, many acts of humble service
before we may hope to roach the place where we
are content to bear alone the brunt of that pang,
and to guard the one we love even from ourselvef..

'

^7;i
i

i

;

'

''.^^?^immmm>^s?^^9^^mm



CHAPTER III

There will no man do for your sake, I think.
What I would have done for the least word said.

I had wrung life dry for your lips to drink,
Broken it up for your dily bread.

A. C. SwiNUJRNB.

A WITTY bishop was once heard to remark that one
of the difficulties of his social life lay in the fact
that all women of forty were exactly alike, and it
was impossible to recall their individual label, to
which archdeacon, or canon, or form of spinster
good works they belonged. It would be dangerous,
irreverent, to pry further hito the recesses of the
episcopal or even of the suffragan mind. There
are snowy peaks where we lay helpers should fear
to tread. But it may be stated, without laying
ourselves open to a suspicion of wishing to under-
mine the Church, that when the woman of forty in
her turn acidly annoimces, as she not infrequently
does, that all young men seem to her exactly alike,
she is in a parlous condition.

Yet many women had said that Michael was
exactly like every other young man. And to all
except the very few who knew him well he certainly
did appear to be—not an individual at all, but
only an indistinguished unit of a \ast army.
His obvious good looks were like the good looks
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of others. He looked well bred, but to look that
is as common in a certain class, as it is rare in
another. He had tlie sjiare, wiry figure, tall and
lightly built, square in the shoulders and thin in
the flank

; he had the clear, weather-beaten com-
plexion, the clean, nervous, capable hand, and the
self-effacir ' manner, which we associate with
myriads of well born, machine trained, perfectly
groomed, expensively educated, uneducated Eng-
lishmen. Our public schools turn them out by
the tliousand. The " lost legion " is made up of
them. The unburied bones of the pioneers of new
colonies are mostly theirs. They die of thirst in
" the never, never country " under a tree, leaving
their initials cut in its trimk ; they fall by hundreds
in our wars. They are born leaders where acumen
and craft are not needed. Large game was made
for them, and they for it. They are the vermin
destroyers of the universe. They throw life from
them with both hands, they play the game of life
with a levity which they never showed in the
business of cricket and football.

They are essentially not of the stuff of which
those dull persons the thinkers, the politicians,
the educationists, are made. No profession knows
them except the army. They have no opinions
worth hearing. Only the women who are to marry
them listen to them. They are sometimes squeezed
into Parliament, and are borne with there like
children. About one in a hundred of them can
earn his own living, and then it is as a land agent.
They make adorable countrv squires, and pictu-

resque, simple-minded, painstaking men of rank
They know, by a sort of hereditary instinct, how to
dea' with a labouring man and a horse, and how
to break in a dog. They give themselves no airs.

^.-
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We have millions of men like this, and it is doul)tful
whether the nation finds m ich use for them, except
at coronations, when they look beautiful

;'

or on
county councils, where they can hold an opinion
witliout the preliminary fatigue of forming it ; and
on the bloodstained fringes of our empire, where
they serenely meet their dreadful deaths.

In the ranks of that vast army I descry Michael
and I wonder what it is in him that makes me able
to descry him at all. He is like thousands of other
men. In what is he unlike ?

I think it must be something in his expression
Of many ugly men it has been said with truth that
one never observes their ugliness. Something in the
character redeems it. With Michael's undeniable
good looks It was the same. One did not notice
them. They were not admired, except possibly for
the first moment, or across a room. His rather
msignificant grey eyes were the onlv thing one
remembered him by, the only part of him which
seemed to represent him.

It was as if, from the narrow window of a fortress,
our friend for a moment looked out ; that " friend
of our infinite dreams " who in dreams, but alas '

never by day, comes softly to us across the white
fields of youth

; who, later on, in dreams, but never
by day, overtakes us with unbearable happiness in his
hand in which to steep our exhaustion on the hill-
side

;
who, when our hair is grey, comes to us, stillm dreams but never by day, down the darkening

valley, to tell us that our worn-out romantic hopes
are but the alphabet of his language.
Such a look there was in Michael's eyes, and what

It meant who shall say ? Once and again at Ion''
intervals we pass in the thoroughfare of life young
faces which have the same expression, as if they
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saw beyond, as if they looked past their own youth
across to an immortal youth, from their own life

to an unquenchable, upwelling spring of life. When
Michael spoke, which was little, his words verged
on the commonplace. He explained the obvious
with modest directness. He had thought out and
made his own a small selection of pLititudes. It
is at first a shock to •^ome of us when we discover
that a beautiful spiritual nature is linked with a
tranquil, commonplace mind, and narrow abilities.
When Michael's eyes rested on anything his still

glance seemed to pass through it, into its essence.
An inscrutable Pate had willed that his eyes should
not rest on any woman save Fay.
Was her little hand to rend his illusions from

him ? or did he perhaps see her ao she was, as her
husband, her shrewd old grandmother, her sister
even had never seen her ? Fay had revealed to
Michael that of which many men who write glibly
of passion die in ignorance—the wonder and awe of
love, clothed in a woman's form, walking the earth.
And in a reverent and grateful loyalty Michael
would have laid down his life for her, as gladly as
Dante would have done for " his lady." But
Michael would have laid down his in silence, as one
casts off a glove. He had never read " The New
Life." It is improbable that it would have made
any impression on him if he had read it. He never
associated words or books or poetry with feelings.
What he felt ho held sacred. He was unconscious y
by nature that which others of the artistic tempera-
ment consciously are in a lesser degree, and are
doomed to try to exprcbs. Michael never wanted
to express anything, had no impulse of self-
revelation, no interest in his own mental experiences.

While Fay was turning over her little brk-d-brac
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assortment of feelings, her ioy renunciations, her
imitation convictions, ^FM.-i -vas slowly making
the great renunciation, ..tiMuit even aking himself
into his confidence. T ^,'. .iwaw To see her no
more. This was death ..v ind cs. As he sat hour
after hour in his little room beni.,d the embassy,
It seemed to him as if, by some frightful exertion
of his will, he were wading with incredible slowness
out to sea, over endless Hats in inch-deep water,
which after an interminable journey would be deep
enough to drown him at last.

The nausea and horror of this slow death were upon
him. Nevertheless he meant to move towards it
And where Michael's eye was fixed, there his foot
followed. He was not of those who rend themselves
by violent conflict. If he had ever been asked to
give his reason for any action of his life, from the
greatest to the smallest, he would have looked at
the questioner in mild surprise, and would have said,
" It was the only thing to do."
To him vacillation and doubt were unknown.

A certain wisdom could never be his, for he saw no
alternatives. He never balanced two courses of
action against each other.
" There were no two ways about it," he said to

his godfiither the Bishop of Lostford, respecting a
(lecision wiure tliere were several ;ilternatives, which
he had endeavouied to set before Michael with
impartiality. But Michael saw only one course and
took it.

And now again he only saw one course, and he
meant to take it. He sickened under it, but his
mind was made up. Fay's letter, which duly reached
him, only made him suffer. It did not alter his
fletermination to go. Certainly he would see her
again, if she desired it so intensely, and had some-
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thing vitally important to tell him, though he dis-
hked the suggestion of a clandestine meeting. Still
It was Fay's suggestion, and Fay could do no wrong.
But he knew that nothing she could do or say
nothing new that she could spring upon him, v/ould
have power to shake his decision to leave Rome on
Friday. It was the only thing to do.

r
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CHAPTER IV

L'on fait plus souvent des trahisons par faiblesse que par
un dessein forme de trahir.—La Rochefoucauld.

Fay's evening party was a success. Her parties
generally were. It was a small gatheriiig, for as it

was May but few of the residents had come down
to the villas. Some of the guests had motored out
from Rome. My impression is that Fay enjoyed
the evening. She cert--,ly enjoyed the brilliancy
which excitement he nentarily added *o her
beauty.

All the time she was saying to herself, " If people
only knew. What a contrast between what these
people think, and what I really am ! Perhaps this
is the last time I shall have a party here. Perhaps
I shall not be here to-morrow. Perhaps Michael
will insist on taking me away with him, from this
death in life, this hell on earth."
What large imposing words ! How well they

sounded ! Yes, in a way Fay was enjoying herself.

Often during the evening she saw the grave kindly
eyes of the duke upon her. Once he came up to
her, and paid her a little exquisite compliment.
Her disgust and hatred of him were immediately
forgotten. She smiled back at him. She did not
love him, of course. A man like that did not know
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what love was. But Fay had never yet felt harshly
towards any man who admired her. The h isband
who did not unders and her watched h^. with
something of the indulgent protecting exi)ression
which vve see en the face of the ow ler of an en-
chanting puppy, wliich is ready to gallop on india-
rubber legs after any pair of boots which appears
on its low horizon.

The guests had ebbed away by degrees. Lord
John Alington, a tall, bald, 'boring Englishman,
and one or two others remained behind, arranging
some expedition with the duke.

Michael's chief had long since gone. Michael did
not depart with him but took his leave a few
moments later. Michael's departure from Rome
the following day on urgent affairs was generally
known. The duke had watched him bid Fay a
mechanical farewell, and had then expressed an
urbane regret at his departure. The thin, pinched
face of the young man appealed to the elder one
Ihe duke had liked him from the first
" It is time he went," he said to him.self, as he

watched Michael leave the room. As Michael left
It Fay's excitement dropped from her, and she
became conscious of an enormous fatigue \ few
minutes later she dragged herself up the great
pictured staircase to her little boudoir overlooking
the garden, and sank down exhausted on a couch
Her pretty Italian maid was waiting for her in the
adjoining bedroom, and came to her, and began to
unfasten her jewels.

Fay dismissed her for the night, saving she was
not going to bed yet. She often stayed up late
reading. She was of those who say that they have
ro time for readmg in the day. and who like to look
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up (or rather, to say afterwards they looked up)
to find the solemn moon peering in at them.

To-niglit there was no solemn or otherwise disposed
moon.

Fay's heart suddenly began to beat so wildly that
It seemed as i' she would suffocate. What violent
emotion was this which was flooding her, sweeping
away all landmarks, covering, as by one great in-
roUmg tidal wave, all the familiar country of her
heart ? Whither was she bting swept in the midst
of this overwhelming roaring torrent ? Out to sea '<•

To some swift destruction ? Where ?—whore }

Fay clutched the arm of the sofa and trembled.
She had known so many small emotions. What
was this } And like a second wave on the top of
the first a sea of recklessness broke over and engulfed
her. What next? She did not know. She did
not care. Michael, his face and hand. These were
the only realities. In another moni-nt she should
see him, feel him, hold him, never, never let him go
again.

In the intense stillness a whisper came up through
the orange-blossom below her balcony
" Fay."

^

She was on the balcony in a moment. The scent
of the orange-blossom had become alive and confused
everything.
" Come up," she said almost inaudibly.
" I cannot."
*' You must. I must speak to you "

" Come down here, then. I am not coming up."
She ran down, and felt rather than saw Michael's

presence at the foot of the little stair.
He was breathing hard. He did not move

towards her.

" You sent for me, so I came," he said. " Tell
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me quickly what I can do for you ; how I can serve
you ? I cannot remain here more than a moment.
I endanger your safety as it is."

It was all so different from what she had expected,
from what she had pictured to herself. He was so
determined and stern ; and it had never struck
her as possible that he would not come up to her
room, that the interview would be so short.
" I can't speak here," slie said, angry tears

smarting in her eyes.
" You can and must. Tell me quickly, dearest,

why you sent for me. You said it was all-important.
I am here

; I will do your bidding if you will only
say what it is."

" Take me with you," she gasped inaudibly.
She had not meant to say that. She was merely

the mouth.piece of something vast, of some blind
destructive force that was rending her. She swayed
against the railings, clinging to them with both
hands.

Even as she spoke her voiceless whisper was
drowned in a sound but very little louder. There
was a distant stir, a movement as of waking bees in
the house.

He had not heard her. He was listening intently.
" Go back instantly and shut the window," he

said
; and in a moment she felt he was gone.

She crept feebly up the stairs to her room, and
sank down again on the coucli, broken, half dead.
" I shall see him no more !—I shall see him no

more !
" she said to herself, twisting her hands.

What a travesty, what a mockery that one hurried
moment had been ! What a parting that was no
parting

!
He had no heart. He did not really love

her.

Through her stupor she felt rather than heard a
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movement in the house. She stole out of her room
to the head of the grand staircase. Nearly all the
lights had been put out. Close to a lamp in the
saloon below the duke and Lord John were standing
looking at a map. " The Grotta Ferrata road is

the best," the duke was saying. And as he spoke a
servant came in quickly, and whispered to the duke,
who left the saloon with him.
Fay fled back to her own room. Something was

happening. But what ? Could it have any con-
nexion with herself and Michael ? No, that seemed
impossible. And Michael must by now have left
the gardens, by the unlocked door by which he had
come in.

Fay drew the reading-lamp nearer to her, and
opened the book of devotions which Magdalen, her
far-off sister in England, had sent her. Her eyes
wandered over the page, her mind taking no heed.

" For it is the most pain that the soul may have,
to turn from God any time by sin."

There certainly was a sort of subdued stir in the
house. A nameless fear was invading Fay's heart.
The book shook in her hand. What coulJ be hap-
pening ? And if it was, as it must be, Something
quite apari from her and Michael, what did it matter ?

why be afraid ?

" For sin is so vile, and so greatly to be hated
that it may be likened to no pain which is not sin.
Attd to me xvas showed no harder hell than sin.''

A low tap came on her window. Fay started
violently, and the book dropped on the floor. The
tap was repeated. She went to the window, and
saw Michael's face through the glass. She opened
the g ass door, and he came in. His clothes were
smeared and torn, and there was blood upon his
hard.
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" Something has happened," he said. " I don't
know what it is, but the garden is surrounded, and
there is some one wattliing at the door I came in at.

I h'.ve tried all the other ways. I tried to climb the
wall, but there was glass at the top. I can't get
out. And they are searching the gardens with
lanterns."

Even as he spoke they saw lights moving among
the ilexts.

" They can't know," she said faintly.
" It does not seem possible. They are probably

looking for so Tie one else ; but I can't be found here
at this hour without raising suspicion. Is there
any way out through the house from here ?

"

"' Only down the grand staircase."
" I must risk it. Show me the way."
They went together down the almost dark corridor.

Fay's heart rickened at the thought that a belated
servant might see Lhem. But all was quiet. At the
head of the staircase they both peered over the
balustrade. At its foot in a narrow circle of light

stood the duke and Lord John, and a man
v.'ith a tri-coloured sash. Even as they looked
the three turned and began slowly to mount the
staircase.

Fay and Michael were back in her boudoir in a
moment.

" There is a way out here," he said, indicating
the door into her bedroom.
" It leads into my bedroom, and then through

to Andrea's rooms. There is no passage, and he
has a dog in his room. It would bark."
" I must go back to the garden again," he said,

and instantly moved to the window. Both saw two
carahhucri standing with a lantern at the foot of the
balcony steps.
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** If you go do'vvn now," said Fay hoarsely, " my
leputation goes with you."
He looked at her.

It was as if his whole life were focussed on one
burning point : how to save her from suspicion.

If he could have shrivelled into ashes at her feet he
would have done it. Siie saw her frightful predica-

ment, and almost hated him.

The animal panic of being trapped caugh them
both simultaneously. He overcame it instantly,

while she shook helplessly as in a palsy.

He went swiftly back to the door leading to the

staircase, and glanced through it.

*' They are coming along the corridor," he said.

" They will certainly come in here."
" Stand behind the screen," she gasped. " I

will say no one has been her*, and they will pass

through into the other room. As soon as they have
left the room go quickly out by the staircase."

He looked round him once, and then walked
behind a tall screen of Italian leather which stood

at the head of a divan.

Fay took up her book from the floor, but her

numb lingers refused to L Id it. She put it on the

edge of the table near her, under the lamp, hid her

shaking hands in the folds of her long white chiffon

gown, and fixed her eyes upon the page.

The words of the dead saint swam before her eyes.
" Yea, He loveth iis now as well while we are here,

as He shall do while we are there afore His blessed face.

But for failing of love on our part, therefore is all our

travail.''''

There were subdued footsteps outside, a tap, the

duke's voice.
" May I come iii ?

"

" Come in," she said, but she heard no words.



36 PRISONERS

HI

She made a superhuman effort.
" Come in," she said again, and this time to her

rehef she heard the words distinctly.

The duke entered, and held the door half-closed.

^^

" I fsared to disturb you, mv cliild," he said,
" but it is unavoidable that I disturb you. It is a
relief to find that you are not yet in bed and askvp.
A very grave, a very sad event has happened winch
necessitates the presence of the police commissioner.
Calm yourself, my Francis.a, and my good friend
the delegate will explain."
The oificial in the sash came in. Lord John stood

in the doorway.
" Lucness," said the official, " I grieve to say that

one of your guests of this evening, the Marchese
di Maltagliala, has been assassinated in the garden,
or possibly in the road, and his dead body was
dragged into the garden a;' -wards. He was found
just inside the east gard.- door, which by some
mischance has been left unlocked."
A deathlike silence followed the delegato's words.

Fay turned her bloodless face towards him, and her
eyes never left him. She felt ^lichael listening
behind the screen.

"There was hardly an instant," continued the
official, with a touch of professional pride, " before
the alarm v.-as given. By a fortunate chance I
myself happened to be near. The garden was
mstantly surrounded. It is being searched now.
It seems hardly possible that the assassin can have
escaped. I entreat your pardon for intruding this
pamful subject on the sensitive mind of a lady, and
breaking in on your privacy."
" I should chink he has escaped by now," said

Fay hoarsely.
" It is possible but improbable," said the official.
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Then he turned to the duke. " Tliis is, I under-

the garZ ?'"'' ''' '"^^' "^^^ ^"^° ^^^ ^°"^^^ ^-^

cJh ^.^;^
°?^T

'''^y}}"^^ "^•g'lt possibly still be open "
said the duke " The doors on llic ground floirare both locked, as we have seen "

JhT"" ?f
^;!y/^ared," continued the duke, turning

to his wife, ''that the murderer, if he wor.^ still "nhe garden finding it was being searched, mightterrify you by ruslung in here " ^

;;No one has been in here," said Fay automatically.

fh. c 1

'^
^°v ^^-T/"

^^''^ ^o«m ever since you leftthe saloon ? said her husband.

;;
Yes. I have been reading here ever since."

e^cXT-,nLV''^'u""'^^'' f^^^'
^"y "=^^ -^^^o"^^ l^'-^ve

^re^'i-^^^^^-l^be'X^^^^
^^°"^'" -^^

H ic t.^ 1^
uucncss must have seen him.

It IS no onger necessar:' to search the house."The deleguto hesitated. He opened the glas.door and spoke to the men with the lantern ^

1 hey are convinced that it is not possible he
IS concealed in the garden," he said.

^ '"

Perhaps
It I luchess were deeply engaged in study hem.gu nave serpentinely glided through into^ ene.xt room without her perceiving him. It is Iunderstand, the duchess's private'apartment. Imight be as well Where does the duchess'sapartment lead into ?

"

is ther^ "J?
'°""^!;", ' "^ ^^'' ^"'^^' " '-^"d mv dog

s there. He would have given the alarm long :vJoIf any stranger had passed through my rooat Ifhe is silent no one has been near hhn "
There was a pause.
Fay learned what suspense means
The delegato twirled his mou'^taclies
He was e^udently reluctant to give up the remotest
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chance, and yet reluctant also to inconvenience the
duke farther.

" It is just possible," he said, " that the assassin
may have taken refuge in here beiore the duchess
came back to her apartment. My duties are grave,
duchess. Have I your permission ?

"

Fay bowed.
The duke, still urbane, but evidently finding the

situation unduly prolonged, led the way into Fay's
bedroom.

This story would never have been written if Lord
John had not remained standing in the doorway.
Did Michael know he was there ? He had not

so far spoken, or given any sign of his presence.
" Won't you go into my room, Lord John, and helpm the capture ? " she said distinctly ; and as she

spok(^ she was aware that she was only just in time.
But Lord John would not go in, thanks. Lord

John preferred to advance heavily in her direction,
and to sit down by her on the couch, telling her not
to look so terrified, that he would take care of her.
She stared wildly at him, livid and helpless.
A door was softly opened, and was instantly

followed by the furious barking of a dog.
" Go and help them," said Fay to Lord John.
But Lord John did not move. Like all borts he

was conscious of his own attractive personality.
He only^settled his eye-glass more firmly in his pale
eye. " You never spoke to me all the e\ening " he
said, with jocular emphasis. " What have I done
to deserve such severity ?

"

In another moment the duke and the offici J
returned, followed by Sancho, a large Bridlington
terrier, still bristling and snarling at the official
Fay called the dog to her, and held it forcibly

pretending to caress it.
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No one has gone by that wav," said the delegate
to the duke. " The dog proves that."
" Sancho proves it," said the duke gravely.
As he spoke he paused as if suddenly arivsted.

His eyes were fi.xed on a small Florentine mirror
which hung over Fay's writing-table in the angle
of the wall. The duke's face changed, as a man's
face might change, who, conscious of no enemy,
feels himself stabbed from behind in the dark!
Then he came forward, and said with a firm
voice :

" We will now go once more into the gardens.
Lord John, you will accompany us."
Lord John got heavily to his feet.
" Take Sancho with you," said Fay, holding the

dog with difficulty, who was ob\iously e.xcitod and
suspicious, its mobile nostrils working, its eyes glued
to the screen.

The duke opened the glass door, and Sancho,
liis attention turned, rushed out into the night
barking furiously.
" You need liave no further fear," said the duke

to Fay, looking into her ey(;s. " The assassin has
certainl}^ escaped."
" No doubt," said Fay.
Unless he is li'ding behuid the screen all the

time," said Lord J(^hn with liis cuhtomary facetious-
ness. "It is about the only nl;,.rc in the room he
could hide in, e.xcept of course the waste-paper
basket." ^ ^

The delegato, wlio was not apparently a man
who quickly seized the humorous side of a remark,
at once stepped back from the window, and glanced
at the waste-paper basket.
" I may as well look behind the screen," he said,

and went towards it.



40 PRISONERS

But before he could reach it the screen moved,
and Michael came out from behind it.

The four peojile in the room gazed at him spell-
bound, speechless. Lord John reeled against the
wall. The duke alone retained his self-possession.

Michael advanced into the middle of the room,
and for a moment his eyes met Fay's. Who shall
say what he read in their terror-stricken depths ?

Then he turned to the duke, and said .
" I ask

pardon of you, duke, and of the duchess, my cousin,
for the inconvenience I have caused you. I confess
to the murder of the Marchese di Maltagliala, and
sought refuge in the garden. When the garden
was surrounded I sought refuge here. I did not
tell the duchess what I had done, but I implored
her to let me take shelter here, and to promise not
to give me up. She ought at once to have given
me up. She yielded to the dictates of humanity,
and suffered me to hide in this room. Duchess, I

thank you for your noble, your self-sacrificing but
unavailing desire to shield a guilty man."

Michael went up to her, took her cold hand, and
kissed it. Then he turned again to the duke.

'' I offer you my apologies for tliis intrusion," he
said

; and the two men bowed to each other.
" And now, signor," he said in Itr.lian to the

amazed official, " I am at your service."

1- x»»f :'imr-:m^:x^^



CHAPTER V

Qui sait tout souffrir peut tout oser.

—

Vauvenargues,

Michael was imprisoned for the night in a cell

attached to the court of Mandamento, and the next
day was sent to Rome to await his trial at the
" Assise."

Early on the second day after he reached Rome
the duke came to him. The two men looked fixedly

at each other. They exchanged no form of greeting.

The duke made a httle sign with his hand, and the
warder withdrew outside the cell door, which he
left ajar.

Then the duke sat down by Michael.
" I should have come yesterday," he said in

English, " but it took time to gain permission,
and also "—he nodded towards the door—" to

arr? "
" God's sake give me details," said Michael.
The duke gave them in a low voice. He described

in a careful sequence the exact position of the dead
body, the wound, caused by stabbing in the back,
the strong inference that the murdered man had been
attacked in the road, and then dragged just inside

the CoUe Alto garden door.
'*

I don't see any reason why he should have gone
outside the garden," said Midiael.
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" Neither do I. But the garden door was un-

locked. It had been locked as usual, my gardener
swears, and the key left in the lock on the inside.
Who then opened it, if for some reason the marchese
did not open it himself ?

"

Michael did not ansv/er.
" I saw the body before it was removed," con-

tinued the duke. " It was still warm. I incline
to think the marchese was murdered actually inside
the garden, and that he fell on liis face where he
stood, and was dragged behind the hydrangeas.
But the delcgato thought differently.

" You will
remember, Carstairs, that the dead man had been
dragged by the feet."
" Did I put him on the right side or the left of the

door as you go in ?
"

" On the left."
" On his face ?

"

"Yes."
There was a pause.
" You had no quarrel with the marchese, I pre-

sume ? " said the duke significantly.
" On the contrary," said xMichael.

known, but I had."
"Just so—just so. About a woman ?

"

Michael winced.
" About a horse," he said.

"No," said the duke with decision,
again. Your memory does not serve
was about a woman. Was it not a
girl ?

"

II

I am not like that," said Michael, colouring.
"It is of no account what you are hke, or what

you are not like. What matters is that which is
quickly believed. A qn.^rrel about a %voman is
f^lways believed, especiaUy by women who think

It is not

" Think
you. It

dancing

•nn-MyTmmmr "-t- w-m
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Were you not in Paris at
all turns on them.
Easter ?

"

" I was."

II

Was not the marchese in Paris at Easter ?
"

" He was. I saw him once at the opera with the
old Duke of Castelfranco."

"Just so. A quarrel about a dancing girl at
Paris at Easter. That w."s how it was."
"You are right," said Michael, regaining his

composure with an effort. "
I owed him a

grudge. You will be careful to mention this to
no one."

*' I will mention it only to one or two wome
on whom I can rely," said the duke, " and to them
only in the strictest confidence."

Michael nodded.
Silence fell between them, and he wondered why

the duke did not go. The warder shifted his feet
in the passage. Presently the duke began to speak
in a low, even voice.
" I ewe you an apology," he said. "

I saw you
standmg behmd the screen, reflected in a little
mirror, and for one moment I thought you had done
me a great injury. It was only for a moment. I
regained myself quickly. I would have saved you
if I could. But I owe you an apology for a suspicion
unworthy of either of us."
" It was natural," said Michael. He was greatly

drawn to this man.
" I may in some matters be deceived," continued

the duke, " for in my time I have deceived others
and have not been found out. I don't know why
you were in my wife's rooms that night. Never-
theless, I clearly know two things : one. that vou did
not murder the marchese, and the other, that there
was nothing wrong between you and my wife. With
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you her honour was safe. You and I are com-
bining now to guard only her reputation before
the world.

Michael did not answer. He nodded again
" At the price," continued the duke, " probably

01 your best years."

« ''I am content to pay the price," said Michael.
It was the only thing to do."
Then he coloured like a girl, and raised his eyes

to the duke s. " I went to her that night to say
good-bye, he said. " That was why the garden
door was unlocked. I love her. I have loved her
for years."

It seemed as if everything between the two men
nad become transparent.
"I knev. it." said the duke. " She also, the

duchess, is m love with you."

chali'^ed^^
'^'^''^ ^^""^ perceptibly. His manner

'

"i^

^]**^^—"lot much," continued the duke. "
Iwatched her, when you gave up vourself. She could

have saved you. She could save you still—by a
word. But she will not speak it. Siie apoeared to
love me a little once. I was not deceived. ' I knew
She loves you a little now. Why do you deceive
yourself, my friend ? There is only one person
lor whom she has a permanent and deep affection—
for her very charming self."
The words fell into the silence of the bare room,

little

thm hands, tightly clenched, shook a

The duke bent towards him.
"Is she worth it?" he said, with sudden

passion.

haJlds
^'''''*''' ^^'''^''^^ ^'^ ^'^ ^ace in his

.'/-^wm^ '"ft %
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"Is she worth it ? " said the duke again.
Michael looked up suddenly at the duke, and the

eId|T man xvniced at the expression in his face. He
looked through the duke, through his veiled despair
and disillusion, beyond him.
" Yes, she is worth it," he said. " You do not

understand her because you only love her in part
1 meant to serve her by leaving Rome, but now fcan t leave it. What I can do for her I will It isno sacrifice-I am glad to do it, to have the chance
1 have always wished-to serve her—to put mvhands under hi : feet."

-^

The sudden radiance in Michael's face passed.

himselT
"" embarrassed, annoyed with

" There remains, then, but one other person tobe considered," said the duke, looking closely athim. The beautiful heroine, the young lover
these are now accommodated. All is en regie. But
that dull, elderly person who takes the role ofhusband on these occasions ! Is there not a husband
somewhere ? What of him ? Will he indeed fold
his arms as on the stage ? Will hv I d stand by
as serenely as you suppose, and sulier ... innocentman to m.ke this sacrilice for the sake of his-
honour ?

rnr?"" T^" P"^y because he must," siid Michael,
catching his breath. " I had thought of that. Hecan do nothing. Have I not accused myself ? And

?ogethTr/''
''

^^'"^ ^'''- '^"'^ '*^"^ ^"^ ^^"

slowll^'^"'v
""^

T,^
/'" t^g^'ther," said the duke

fcfi^', A ?r
.Th^-^^ 's true. And he is old. He

IS finished. He is the head of a great house. Hishonour IS perhaps the only thing that still means
anything to hira. Nevertheless it is strange to me
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that you think he would consent to keep it at so
great a cost—the cost, perhaps, of twenty years.
That were impossible

; he could not permit that
But-one little year-at most. That perhaps his
conscience might permit. One little year ! You
are young.

. . . Supposing he has within him "—he
laid his hand on his heart-" that of which his
wife does not know, which means that her release
IS sure. Do you understand ? Supposing it mustcome soon—very soon—her release—a«(/ yours. .

Perhaps then "

There was a long pause.
" Perhaps then his conscience might suffer him

to keep silence."

Michael's hand made a slight movement. The
duke took it and held it firmly.
" Listen," he said, at last. " Once when I was

young, twenty years ago, I loved. I too would fain
have served a woman, would have put my hands
under her feet. There is always one such a womanm hfe, but only one. She was to me the world.

Sf I ''S^^J-.T^y
*'*'"^^^ ^'^' ^'^^- She was married.

She had children. I knew I ought to go; I meant
to go. She prayed me to go. I promised her to
go-nevertheless I stayed. And at last-inasmuch
as she lov-ed me very much-I broke up her home,
ner hie, her honour; she was separated from her
children. She lost all ; and then when all was gone
she died. The only thing which I could keep from
her was poverty, which would have been nothing
to her. She never reproached me. There is no
reproach in love. But-she died in disgrace and
alone. From the first to the last, it was her white
hands under my feet. That was how I served the
one woman I have deeply loved, the one creaturewho deeply loved me."
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The duke's voice had become almost inaudib' -

You have done better than I," he said.
Then he kissed Michael on the forehead, and

went out.

They never met again.
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CHAPTER VI

The year slid like a corpse afloat.—D. G. Rossetti.

And how did it fare with Fay during the days that

followed Michael's arrest ?

Much sympathy was felt for her. Lord John,

wallowing in the delicious novelty of finding eager

listeners, went about extolling her courage and

unselfishness to the skies. Her conduct was con-

sidered perfectly natural and womanly. No man
condemned her for trying to shield her cousin from

the consequences of his crime. Women said they

would have done the same, and envied her her

romantic situation.

And Fay, shut up in her darkened room in her

romantic situation—she who adored romantic situa-

tions—what were Fay's thoughts ?

There is a travail of soul wliich toils with hard

crying up the dark valley of decision, and brings

forth in anguish the life entrusted to it. Perhaps

it is the great renunciation. Perhaps it is only the

loyal inevitable deed which is struggling to come
forth, to be allowed to live for our healing and
comfort.

But there is another travail of soul, barren, un-

availing, which flings itself down, and tosses in

impotent misery from side to side, from mood

48
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to mood, as in a sickly trance. Such was
Fay's.

Her decision not to speak had been made in the
moment when she had let Michael accuse himself,
and had kept silence. But that she did not know.
She thought it was still to make.
" I must speak. I must speak," she said to herself

all through the endless day after Michael's arrest,

all through the endless night, until the dawn came
up behind the ilexes—the tranquil dawn that knew
all, and found her shuddering and wild-eyed.
" I must speak. I cannot let Michael suffer for

me, even to save my reputation."

Her reputation ! How little she had cared for it

twenty-four hours ago, when passion clutched the
reins. But now—the public shame of it—the
divorce which in her eyes must ensue ! Andrea !

Her courteous, sedate, inexorable husband, whose
will she could not bend, vhom she could not cajole,

whose mind was a closed book to her—a book which
had lain by her hand tor three years, which she had
never had the curiosity to open ! Fay feared her
husband, as we all fear what we do not understand.
He would divorce her—and then And Mag-
dalen at home—and
A ficod of suffocating emotion swept over her, full

of ugly, swimming and crawling reptiles and inverte-
brate horrors, the inevitable scavengers of the sea
of selfish passion.

Fay shrank back for very life. She could not
pass through that flood and live. Nevertheless she
felt herself pushed towards it.

" But I have no choice. I must speak. He is

innocent. He is doing this to shield me because he
loves me. But I also love him, far, far more than
he loves me, and I will prove it."
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lO her
Ti during the

of it.

, by the

Fay went in imagination t,ircuf,'h a fearful and
melodramatic scene, in which "" revealed every-
thing before a public iribui .e saw her hus-
band's face darken again: '

, h^, lover's lighten
as she saved him. She saw I.e.- sltii-i-r figure stand-
ing alone, bearing the whole . 'v '.; rene, unshaken.
The vision moved her to tea s

Was it a prophetic visio'

It was quite light now u' ' •he

husband's room. She had , ! c. . i \

previous day. He had been out 1

She felt drawn towards him. by c.

loneliness of her misery.
The duke was not asleep. He was lying in bed

with his hands clasped behind his head ; his sallow
face, worn by a sleepless night, and perhaps by a
wounding memory, was turned towards the light,

and the new day dealt harshly with it. There were
heavy lines under the eyes. The eyes looked
steadily in front of him, plunged deep in a past
which had something of the irrevocable tenderness
of the dawn in it, the holy reflection of an inalienable
love.

He did not stir as his wife came in. His eyes only
moved, resting upon her for a moment, focussing
her with difficulty, as if withdrawn from something
at a great distance, and then they turned once more
to the window.
A pale primrose light had risen above the blue

tangled mist of ile.xcs and olives. The cypresses
stood half veiled in mist, half sharply clear against
the stainless pallor of the upper sky.
"I am so miserable, Andrea."
He did not speak.
" I cannot sleep."

Still no answer.
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** I am convinced that Michael is innocent
"

** It goes witliout saying."
" Then they can't convict him, can they ?

"

'* They will convict him," said the duke, and for

a moment he bent his eyes upon her. " Has he
not accused himself ?

"

" They won't—hang him ?
"

The duke shrugged his shoulders. He did not
think fit to enlighten his wife's ignorance of the

fact that in Italy there is no capital punishment.
" But if he has not done it, and we know he has

not," faltered Fay.
" He is perhaps shielding some one," said the

duke, " the real murderer."
" I don't see how that could be."
" He may have his reasons. The real murderer

is perhaps i friend—or a—woman. Your cousin

is a romantic. It is always better for a romantic

if he had not been bom. But generally a female

millstone is in readiness to tie itself round him, and
cast him into the sea. The world is not fitted to

him. It is to egotistic persons like you and me, my
Francesca, to whom the world is most admirably
adapted."
" I don't see how the murderer could be a woman.

Women don't murder men on the high road."
" No, not on the high road. You are in the right.

How dusty, how dirty is the high road ! But I have
known, not once nor twice, women to murder men
very quietly—oh ! so gently and cleanly—to let

them die. I am much older than you, but you will

perhaps also live to see a woman do this, Francesca.

And now retire to your room, and let me counsel

you to take some rest. Your beauty needs it."

She burst into tears.
** How little you care," she said between her sobs,
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" how heartless you are ! I will never believe thev
wil convict him. He is innocent, and his innocence
will come to hght."

•' I think the light will not be suffered to fall upon
It, said the duke. ^

Afterwards, 5ears afterwards. Fay remembered
tliat conversation with wonder that its significance
had escaped her. But at the time she could see
nothing, feel nothing except her own anguish
She left her husband's room. There was no help

or sympathy in him. She went back to her own
room and fiung herself face down%\ards on her bed
1-et no one thmk she did not suffer.
A faint ray of comfort presently came to her at

the thought that iAIichacl's innocence might ^fter

himser
^° ''^^^*" ^* "''^^* ^^ P'°'''''^ ^" 'P^*^ °^

She would pray incessantly that the real murderer
might give himself up, or that suspicion should fallon him and he should be dragged to justice. Andthen—if, afier a//—Michael were convicted and his
life endangered, then she nvtst speak. But-not
till then Not now, ^^hen all might yet go well
without her confession And it was not as ifshe were guilty of unfaithfulness. She had notdone anything wrong beyond imprudence Yes •

t\ t u^'}^}''^^
^"^'^ imprudent

; that she saw!But she had done nothing wrong. It could no be
right to confess to what in public opinion amounted
to unfaithfulness on her part, and dishonourable
conduct on his, when it was not so. They wereboth innocent It would be tolling a lie to let anyone thmk either of them coald be guilty of such a
sordid crime. It looked sordid now. Why should
she drag down his name with hers into the mud—
unless It were absolutely necessary .?

. . . And she
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must remember how distressed Michael would be
if she caid a word, if she flung her good name from
her, which he had risked all to save. Some sem-
blance of calm returned to her as she thus reached
the only conclusion which the bias of her mind would
permit. The stream ran docilely in the little groove
cut out for it.

During the days and weeks that followed Fay
shut herself up, and prayed incessantly for Michael.
She prayed all through the interminable interval
before the trial.

" If it goes against him I will speak," she said.
Yet all the time Michael, who loved her, knew

that she would not speak. Her husband who
could have loved her, and who watched her struggle
with compassion, knew that she would not speak.
Only Fay, who did not know herself, believed that
she would speak.

The day came v hen the duke gravely informed
her that Michael was found guilty of murder.
Fay's prayers, it seemed, had not availed. She

prayed no more. There was no help in God. Pro-
bably there was no God to pray to. Her sister
Magdalen seemed to think there was. But how
could she tell ? Besides, Magdalen had such a calm
temperament, and nothing had ever happened to
make her unhappy, or to shake her faith. It was
different for Magdalen.

Evidently there was no ju^itice anywhere—only a
olind chance. " The truth will out," Fay had said
to herself over and over again. She had tried to
have faith, but the truth had not come out. She
was being pushed—pushed over the edge of the
precipice. Oh I why had Michael fallen in love
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with her when tbey were boy and girl ? She remem-
bered, with horror and disgust, those early days, that
exquisite dawn of young passion in the time of prim-
roses. ^+ had brought her to this—to this horrible

place .. ;rs and shame and shuddering—to those

wretc' \ iays and hideous nights. Oh ! why, why
had Y jved her ? Why had she let herself love
him ?

Suddenly she said to herself, " They may reprieve

him yet. If his sentence is not commuted to
imprisonment I will speak. So help me God, I

will."

It could never be known whether she would have
kept that oath, for the next day she heard that
Michael had been sentenced to fifteen years' imprison-
ment. Why had Andrea been so cruel as to let her
imagine for a whole horrible night that Michael's

would be a death sentence, when in Italy, it seemed,
there was no capital punishment as in England ?

It was just like Andrea to torture her needlessly.

WOaen the sentence reached her Fay drew breath.
The horrible catastrophe had been averted. To a
man of Michael's temperament the living grave
to which he was consigned was infinitely worse than
death. But what was Michael's temperament to
Fay ? She shut her eyes to the cell of an Italian

prison. Michael would live, and in time the
truth would come to light, and he would be
released.

She impressed this conviction with tears on
Michael's half-brother, Wentworth Maine, the kind,
silent elder brother, Michael's greatest friend, who
had come out to Italy to be near him, and who heard
sentence given against him with a set face, and an
unshaken belief in his innocence. Even to Went-
worth Michael had said nothing, could be induced
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to say no word. He confessed to the murder. That
was all.

Wentworth, who had never seen Fay before, as
she had married just before he came to live at his
uncle's place in Hampshire, near Fay's home, saw
the marks of grief in her lo\ely face, and was un-
consciously drawn towards her. He was shy, as
only men can be, but he almost forgot it in her
sympathetic presence. She came into his isolated,

secluded life at the moment when the barriers of his

instinctive timidity and apathy were broken down
by his first real trouble. And he was grateful to
her for having done her best to save Michael.

" I shall never forget that," he said, when he
came to bid her good-bye. " There are very few
women who would have had the courage and un-
selfishness to act as you did."

Fay winced and paled, and he took his leave,

bearing away with him a grave admiration for this

delicate, sensitive creature, so full of tender com-
passion for him and Michael.

He made no attempt to see her again when he
returned to Italy some months later to visit Michael
in his prison near Venice. To visit Fay on that
occasion would have taken him somewhat out of
his way, and Wentworth never went out of his

way ; not out of principle, but because such a course
never occurred to him. He would have liked to
see her in order to tell her about Michael's condition,
and a?.so to deliver in person a message which Michael
had sent to Foy by him. But when he realised that
a detour would be necessary in order to accomplish
this, he wrote to Fay to tell her, with deep regret,

that it was impossible for him to see her, gave her
Michael's message, and returned to England by the
way he came Nevertheless, he often thought of
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her, for she was inextricably associated with the
unspeakable trouble of his life—his brother's living

death.

When all was over and the last sod had—so to

speak—been cast upon that living grave, Fay tried

to take up her life again. But she could not. She
had lost heart. She dared not be alone. She
shunned society. At her earnest request her sister

Magdalen came out to her for a time, from the home
in England into which she was wedged so tightly.

But even Magdalen's calm presence brought no
calm with it, and the deepening friendship between
her sister and her husband only irritated Fay.
Everything irritated Fay. She was ill at ease,

restless, feebly sarcastic, impatient.

There is a peace which passes understanding, and
there is an unpeace which passes understanding
also. Fay did not know, would not know why she

was so troubled, so weary of life, so destitute of

comfort.

Had she met the great opportunity of her life, the
turning-point, and missed it ? I do not think so.

It was not for her.

Mi A year later the duke died.

He made a dignified exit. An attack of vertigo
to which he was liable came on when he was on
horseback. He was thrown and dragged, and only
survived a few days as by a miracle. His wife, who
had seen little of him during the last year, saw still

less of him during the days of his short illness. But
when the end was close at hand he sent for her, and
asked her to remain in a distant recess of his room
during the painful hours.
" It will be a happier memory for you," he said
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gently to her between the paroxysms of suffering,

" to think that you were there !

"

And so, propped high in a great carved bedstead

in the octagonal room v^'here the di CoUe Altos were

born, and where, when they could choose, they died,

the duke lay, awaiting the end.

He had received extreme unction. The chanting

choir had gone. The priest had closed his pale

fingers upon the crucifix, when he desired to be left

alone with his wife.

She drew near timidly, and stood beside his bed.

He bent his tranquil, kindly eyes upon her.
" Good-bye, my Francesca," he said. " May God

and His angels protect you, and give you peace."

A belated compunction seized her.
" I wish I had been a better wife to you, Andrea,"

she said brokenly, laying her hand on his.

He made the ghost of a courteous, deprecating

gesture, and raised her hand to his lips. The effort

exhausted him. He closed his eyes and his hand
fell out of hers.

Through the open window came a sudden waft

of hot carnations, a long-drawn breath of the

rapturous Italian spring.

It reached the duke. He stirred slightly, and
opened his eyes once more. Once more they fell on

Fay, and it seemed to her as if, wi.h the last touch

of his cold lips upon her hand, their relation of

husband and wife had ceased. Even at that moment
she realised, with a sinking sense of impotence, how
slight her hold on him from first to last had been.

Clearly, he had already forgotten it, passed beyond
it, would never remember it again.

"It is spring," he said, looking full at her with

tender fixity, and for a moment she thought his

mind was wandering. " Spring once more. The
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sun shines. He does not see them, the spring and
the sunshine. Since a year he does not see them,
irancesca, how much longer will you keep your
cousm Michael in prison ?

"

And thereupon the duke closed his eyes on this
world, and went upon his way.



CHAPTER VII

A bachelor's an unfinished thing. ... He wants somebody
to hsten to his talk.—Eden Phillpotts.

Reader, uo you know Barford, in Hampshire ? If
you don't I can tell you how to get to it. You take
train from Vic'-ria, and you get out at Saundersfoot.
There is nothing at Saundersfoot except a wilderness
of lodgings and a tin station, and a high wind. It
need not detain an active mind beyond the necessary
moment of inquiring by which road it may be most
quickly left. I cannot tell you who Saunders was.
nor why the watering-place was called after his
foot. But it you walk steadily away from it for
five miles inland along the white chalkv road between
the downs you will arrive at the little village of
Barford.

There is only one road, so you cannot miss your
way. Little twisty lanes, fretted with sheep tracks,
drop down into it now and then from the broad-
shouldered downs on either side, but take no notice
of them. If you persevere you will in due course
see the village of Barford lying in front of you, which
at a httle distance looks as if it had been carelessly
swept into a crease between the downs, while a few
cottages and houses on the hillside seem to have
adhered to the ground, and remained stuck where
they were when the sweeping took place.

S9
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After you have passed the pond, and the post
office, and before you reach the school, you will see
a lodge and an old Italian iron gateway, flanked
by a set of white wooden knobs planted in the
ground on either side, held together by chains.
The white knobs are apparently there in order to
upset carriages as they drive in or out. But very
few carriages have driven in or out during the last
two years, except those of the owner of Barford
Manor, Wentworth Maine. VVentworth, since he
inherited the place from his uncle five years ago, had
always led a somewhat secluded life. But during
the last two years, ever since his half-brother Michael
has been sentenced and imprisoned in Italy, Went-
worth had withdrawn himself even more from the
society of his neighbours. He continued to shoot
and hunt, and to do his duties as a magistrate, and
as a supporter of the Conservative party, but his
thin, reiined face had a certain worn, pinched look
which spoke of long tracts of solitary unhappiness.
And the habit of solitude was growing on him.
The old Manor House, standing in its high-walled

gardens, its sunny low rooms looking out across the
down, seemed wrapped in an atmosphere of ancient
peace, which consorted as ill with the present im-
pression of the place as does an old Gobelin tapestry
with a careful modern patch upon its surface. The
patch, however adroitly copied, is seen to be an
innovation.

The old house which had known so much, had
sheltered so much, had kept counsel so long, seemed
to resent the artificial peace that its present owner
had somewhat laboriously constructed round him-
self, within its mellow, ivied walls.
There is a fictitious tranquillity which is always

on the verge of being broken, which depends largely
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on uninterrupted hours, on confidential, velvet-shod
servants, on a brooding dove in a cedar, on the
absence of the inharmonious or jarring elements
which pervade daily life.

Such an imitation peace, coy as a fickle mistress,
Wentworth cherished. Was it worth all the trouble
he took to preserve it, when the real thing lay at his
very door ?

On this February morning, as he sat looking out
across the down, wrate in the pale sunshine, the
current of his life ran low. H(^ had returned the
niglit before from one of his p;iiodiral journeys
to Italy to visit Micliacl in his cell. He was tired
with the clang and hurry of the long journey, de-
pressed almost to despair by the renewed realisation
of his brother's fate. Two years—close on two
years—had Michael been in prison.

In Wentworth's faithful heart that wound never
healed. To-day it bled afresh. He bit his lip and
his face quivered.

Wentworth was not as handsome as Michael, but
nevertheless he was distinctly good to look at, and
the half-brothers, in spite of the fifteen years' differ-
ence between their ages, bore a certain superficial
resemblance to each other. V\'entworth was of
middle height, lightlv and leanly built, with a high
bridge on a rather tlin nose, and with narrow, clean
grey eyes under liglu eyelashes. He looked as if

he had been made up of different shades of one
colour. His light brown hair had a little grey in
it, his delicately cut face and nervous hands were
both tanned by persistent exposure to all kinds of
weather to nearly the same shade of indeterminate
brown as his hair.

You could not look at Wentworth without seeing
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that he was a man who had never even glanced at
the ignoble side of life, for whose fastidious, sensitive
nature sensual lures had no attraction, a man who
could not lie, who could not stoop, whose mind was
as clean as his hand, and iov an Englishman that is

saying a good deal. He was manlv in a physical
sense. He rode straight, he shot well. He could
endure bodily strain with indifference, though he
was not robustly built. He was sane, even-
tempered, liable to petty resentments, mildly and
resolutely selfish, except where Michael was con-
cerned, a conscientious and just master—at least
just in intention—a patient and respectful son,
"•here patience and respect had not been easy.
The strain of scholar and student in him was

about evenly mixed with that of the country gentle-
man. The result was a certain innate sense of
superiority which he was not in the least aware that
he showed. He had no idea that he was considered
'• fine," and " thinking a good deal of himself,"
by the more bucolic of his country neighbours. No
one could say that Wentworth was childlike, but
perhaps he was a little childish. He certainly had
a na'if and unshakable belief that the impressions
he had formed as to his own character were shared
by others. He supposed it was recognised by his
neighbours that they had a thinker in their midst
and always tacitly occupied the ground which he
imagined had been conceded to him on that account
His mother, a beautiful, foolish, whimsical, hard-

ridmg heiress, the last of a long line, had married
the youngest son—the one brilliant, cultivated
member of a family as ancient, as uneducated, and
as prosaic as her own. Wentworth was the result
of that union. His father had died before his
talents were fully recognised : that is to say, just
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when it was beginning to be perceived that he was
a genius onl}' in his own class, and that there were
hordes of educated men in the middle classes who
could beat him at every point on his own ground,

except in carriage and appearance, and whom no
one regarded as specially gifted. Still, in hi^ own
county, among his own friends, and in a v h'ty

where education and culture eke out a prec uious,

interloping existence, and are regarded wiU. dis-

trustful curiosity. Lord Wilfrid Maine li\-eci and
died and was mourned as a genius.

After many years of uneasy, impnulcit widow-
hood, the widow of the great man liad nia ir- i

disastrous second marriage, and had died at

Michael's birth.

No one had disputed with Wentworth over the

possession of Michael. Wentworth, a sedate, selt-

centred young man of three-and-twenty, of inde-

pendent means, mainly occupied in transcribing

the nullity of his days in a voluminous diary, had
taken charge of him, virtually from his first holidays,

during which Michael's father had achieved the

somewhat tedious task of drinking himself to death.

Michael's father had appointed Wentworth as his

son's guardian. If it had been a jealous affection

on Wentworth's part, it had also been a deep one.

And it had been returned with a single-hearted

devotion on Michael''; part which had gradually

knit together the hearts of the older and the younger
man, as it seemed indissolubly. No one had come
between them. Once or twice Wentworth had
become uneasy, suspicious of Michael's affection for

his tutor at Eton, distrustful of the intimacies

Michael formed with boys, and later on with men
of his own age. Wentworth had nipped a few of

these incipient friendships in the bud. He vaguely
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felt that each case, judged by its own merits, was
undesirable. Some of these friendships he had not
been able to nip. These he ignored. Among that
number was Michael's affection for his godfather,
the Bishop of Lostford. Michael's boyish passion
lor I' ay, Wentworth had never divined It hadcome about during the last year of his great uncle'sMe at Barford, which was within a few miles of
Fnesthope, Fay's home. Michael had spent many
weeks at Barford with the old man, who was devoted

1 '".•f
?^'7^' °"^ ^'^^ expected that he wouldmake Michael his heir, but when he died, soon

aftervvards, It was found he had left the place, in
a will dated many years back, to Wentworth. If
Michael had never mentioned his first painful
contact with life to Wentworth it was perhaps
partly because he instinctively felt that the con-
fidence would be coldly received, partly also because
Michael was a man of few words, to whom speech
nad never taken the shape of relief

There had no doubt been wretched moments in
Wentworth s devotion to Michael, but nevertheless
It had been the best thing so far in his somewhat
colourless existence, with its hesitating essays in
other directions, its half-hearted withdrawals its
pigeon-holed emotions. He had not been holf-
hearted about Michael. It is perhaps natural thatwe should lo\-e very deeply those who have had the
power to release us momentarily from the airless
prison of our own egotism. How often it is a child's
hand v^-lnch first opens that iron door, and draws
us forth mto the sunshine. With Wentworth ithad been so The pure air of the moorland, the
scent of the heather and the sea, seem indissolcibly
mingled with the remembrance uf those whom we
have loved. For did we not in their company walk
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abroad into a new world, breathe a new air, while
Self, the dingy turnkey, for once slept at his post.
One of the reasons of his devotion to Miciiacl was

that Michael's character did not apparently or
perceptibly alter. He was very much the same
person in his striped convict's blouse as ho had been
in his Eton jacket. But it is doubtful wlicthcr
Wentworth had ever realised of what materials
that character consisted. Wentworth was one of
those who never gat the best out of men and women,
who never divine and meet, but only come into
surprised uncomfortable contact with their deeper
emotions. Michaers passion of service for Fay
would have been a great shock to Wentworth had
he suspected it. It remained for the duke to per-
ceive the latent power in Michael, and to be taken
instantly into his confideiice on the matter, while
Wentworth, unwitting, had remained for life outside
his brother's mind.
Some men and women are half conscious that they

are thus left out, are companions only of " the outer
court " of the lives of others. But Wentworth never
suspected this, partly because he regarded as friend-
ship a degree of intimacy which most men and all

women regard as actpiaintanceship. He did not
know there was anything more. Those from whom
otiiers need much, learn perforce, whether they will

or no, to what heiglits, to what depths human nature
can climb and- f.ill. But Wentworth was not a
person on whom others made large demands
But if his love for Michael had been his one

tangible happiness it had become now his one real
pain.

Contrary to all his habits, he sat on hour after hour,
motionless, inert, watching the cloud shadows pass
across the down. He tried to rouse himself. He
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told himself that he must settle back into his old
occupations. He must get forward with his history
of Sussex and write up his diary. He must come
to some decision about the allotment scheme on his
property in Saundcrstoot. He must go over and
help Colonel Bellairs not to make a fool of himself
about the disputed right of way across his property
wliere it joined \\\ itworth's own land. Colonel
iiellairs always bungled into business matters of
the simplest nature as a bumble-bee bungles into a
spider's web. For Colonel Bellairs to touch business
ot any kind was immediately to become hopelessly
and inextricably invoh-ed in it, with much furious
buzzing. His mere presence entangled the plainest
matter into a confused cocoon, with himself strug-
gling in the middle. ^

Wentworth must save the old autocrat from
putting himself in the wrong, when he was so
plainly in the right. Wentworth must, at any rate
If he could do notliing else this morning, read his
letters, which had accumulated during his short
absence. *

Without mo^'ing from his chair he turned over
witli a groan the pile of envelopes waiting for him
at his ell)ow. Invitations, bills, tenants' com-
plaints, an une.Ni)ected dividend.—it was all one
to him. The Bishop of Lostford-so his secretary
wrote-accepted Wentwortli's invitation to dineand sleep at Barford that night, after holding a
conhrmation at Saundersfoot. Wentworth had for-
gotten he had asked him. Very well, he must
remember to .jrder a room to be got ready, thatwas all. A subscription earnestly solicited by the
daughter of a neighbouring clergyman for a parish

\xrl^7- V'y '^"''^'^ •'^' "^t ^^ 1^'ft in peace } Oh IWhat was the use of anything-of life, health, money,
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intellect—if existence was always to be like this,

if every day was to be like this, only like this ? This
weary, dry-as-dust grind, this making a handful of
bricks out of a cartload of straw, this distaste and
fatigue, and sense of being duped by satisfaction,

which was only another form of dissatisfaction, after
all. What was the use of living exactly as you
liked, */ you did not like it ? Oh, Michael

!

Michael ! Michael ! He forgot that he had often
been nearly as miserable as this when Michael had
been free and happy. Not quite, but nearly. Now
he attributed the whole of his recurrent wretched-
ness, which was largely temperamental, to his distress

about his brother's fate.

That wound, never healed, bled afresh. Who
felt for him in his trouble ? Who, among all his
friend.-, cared or understood ? No one. That was
the way of the world.

Fay's sweet forlorn face, snowdrop pale under
its long black veil, rose suddenly before him, as he
had seen it some weeks ago when he had met her
walking in the woods near her father's house. She
had gone back to her old home after the duke's
death. She, at least, had grieved for him and
Michael with an intensity which he had never for-

gotten. Even in her widowed desolation she had
remembered Michael, and always asked after him
when Wentworth went over to Pncsthope. And
Wentworth was often there, for one reason or
another. Michael too had asked after her, aiia

had sent her a message by his brother. Should he
go over to-day and deliver it in person ?

Among his letters was a scrawling, illegible note,
already several days old, from Colonel Bellairs, Fay's
father, about the' right of way. The matter, it

seemed, was more urgent than Wentworth had
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realised. Any matter pertaining to Colonel Bellairs
was always, in the opinion of the latter, of moment-
ous urgency.

Colonel Bellairs asked Wentworth to come over
to luncheon the first day he could, and to walk
over the debatable ground with him
Wentworth looked at his watch, started up and

rang the bell, and ordered his cob Conrad to be
brought round at once.

ii* I
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CHAPTER VIII

iai!f?'"'
^'"^"'' Element ties mauvaises actions secretes, des14chetes inconnues, est peut-etre uti bonheur incomplet.-BALZA^

When Fay, in her panic-stricken widowhood, had
tied back to her old home in Hampsliire, she found
all very much as she had left it, except that her
father s hair was damply dyed, her sister Magdalen's
frankly grey, and the pigtail of Bessie, the youngest
daughter, was now an imposing bronze coil in the
nape of her neck.
But if little else was radically changed in the old

home except the hair of the family, neVertlicless, the
whole place had somehow di rlincd and shrunk in
Fay s eyes durmg the three years of her marriage.
The dear old gabled Tudor bouse, with its twisted
chimneys, looked much the same from the outside
but within, in spite of its wealth of old pictures
and cabinets and china, it had contracted the dim
melancholy aspect which is the result of prolonged
scarcity of money. Nothing had been spent on
the place for years. Magdalen seemed to have
faded together with the curtains, and the darned
carpets, and the bleaclied chintzes.

Colonel Bcllairs alone, a handsome man of sixty
had remained remarkably young of his age. Th*'
balance, however, was made even by the fart that

«9
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those who lived with him grew old before their
time. It had been so with his wife. It was ob-
viously so with his eldest daughter. Many men
as superficially affectionate as Colonel Bellairs, and
at heart as callous, as exacting, and as inconsiderate,
have made endurable husbands. But Colonel Bel-
lairs was not only irresolute and vacillating, and
incapable of even the most necessary decisions, but
he was an inveterate enemy of all decision on the
part of others, inimical to all suggested arrange-
ments or plans for household convenience. The
words " spring cleaning " could never be mentioned
m his presence. The thing itself could only be
achieved by stealth. A month at the seaside for
the sake of the children was a subject that could
not be approached. All small feminine social
arrangements, dependent for their accomplishment
on the use of the horses, were mown down like
grass. Colonel Bellairs hated what he called
" living by clockwork."
You may read, if you care to do so, in the faces of

many gentle-tempered and apparently prosperous
married women, an enormous fatigue. Wicked,
blood-curdling husbands do not bring this look into
women's faces. It is men like Colonel Bellairs who
hold the recipe for calling it into existenc .

Mrs. Bellairs, a beautiful woman, with high
spirits, but not high-spirited, became more and
more silent and apathetic year by year, yielded
more and more and more, yielded at last without
expostulation equally at every point, when she
should have yielded and when she should ha^-e
stood firm, yielded at last even where her children's
health and well-being were concerned.
Apathy and health are seldom housemates lor

long together. ]\Irs. Bellairs graduallv declined
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from her chair to her sofa. She made no effort to
Uve after her youngest daughter was bom. She
could have done so if she had wished it, but she
seemed to have no wish on the subject, or on any
other subject. There is an Arabian proverb which
seems to embody in it all the melancholy of the
desert, and Mrs. Bellairs exemplified it T

" It is

better to sit than to stand. It is better to lie than
to sit. It is better to sleep than to lie. It is better
to die than to sleep."

Fay had been glad enough, as we have seen, to
escape from home by marriage. No such way of
escape had apparently presented itself for the elder
sister. As Magdalen and Fay sat together on the
terrace in front of the house, the contrast between
the sisters was more marked than the ten years'
difference of age seemed to warrant.
Magdalen was a tall, thin woman of thirty-five,

who looked older than her age. She had evidently
been extremely pretty once. Perhaps she might
even have been young once. But it must have
been a long time ago. She was a faded, distin-
guished-looking person with a slight stoop, and a
worn, delicately featured face, and humorous,
tranquil eyes. Her thick hair was grey. She
looked as if she had borne for many years tlie brunt
of continued ill health, or the ill health of otliers,
as if she had been obliged to lift heavy weights too
young. Perhaps she had. Everything about her
personality soemed fragile except her peace of mind.
You could not look at Magdalen witliout seeing
that she was a happy creature.
But very few did look at her when Fay was

beside her. Fay's beauty had increased in some
ways and diminished in others during the year
of her widowhood. She had become slightly thinner
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* """^ ^^ the extent when beauty sufferswrong. A very young face can bear a worn look,and even have its charm enhanced thereby. Themark of suffering on Fay's childHkc face and inher deep violet eyes had brought with it an ex-

pression, which might easily be mistaken for spiritu-
ality, especially by tliose-and they are very many-to whom a pallid and attenuated aspect are theoutward signs of spirituahtT-.
That she was miserable vvas obvious. But whvwas she so restless? Mo.^dalen had often silently

asked herself that question during the past ve.rtven Bessie, tne youngest sister, had noticed Fav's
continual restlessness and had ccmmented on ithad advised her sister to embark on a course of
reaaing, and to endeavour to interest herself inwork for others. She had also, with the untompcvd
candour of eigliteen, suggested to Fay that sheshould cease to make a slave of Magdfilen. It ishardly necessary to add that Fav and iiessie did not
materially increase the sum oi each other's happiness.As Magdalen and Fay were sitting together in thesun the door into the garden opened, and Bessie
sta ked slowly towards them across the grass ina short cycling skirt.

d.v'f^''''l^y
'" ""?} ">^^^^^^'"y to be quite so badlydie.sM as B.ssie," said Fay, with instant initatioiu

If she must wear one of those hideous sliort skirts
It might at any rate be well cut. I have told he^
so often enough."

Since Bessie had been guilty of the enormity of
suggesting a course of reading, Fay had made many
sarcastic comments on Bessie's direful clotlic^s

• AT""!
'!'^'''''^ ^'^^' ^'^ take dress more scriouslv,"

said Magdalen absently. She was depressed by afamt misgiving about Bessie. Bessie was to have
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lunched to-day with congenial arch.-eological friends,
inteUigent owners of interesting fossils. Neverthe-
less, when Wentworth's cob Conrad was seen,
courteously allowing himself to be conducted to the
stable, she instantly decid -d to lunch at home, and
to visit her friends when they were n(jt expectmg
her, in the afternoon. // could make no difjcrcnce
to them she had told Magdalen, who shook her head
over that well-known phrast% which Colonel BeUairs
had long since established as "a household word."
Bessie was not to be moved by Magdalen's disap-
proval, however. Slie retired to h( r chamber,
donned a certain enamel brooch which she only
wore on Sundays, and appeared at luncheon.

It was not a particularly cheerful meal. Went-
worth was silent and depressed, '"olonel BcUairs
iid not for an instant cease to speak about the
right of way during the whole of luncheon, even
when his back was turned while he was bending over
a ham on the sideboard. And the moment luncheon
was ovei he had marched Wentworth off to the
scene of the dispute.

Magdalen was ^ aguely uneasy at the tiny incident
of Bessie's change of plan, and was glad it had
escaped Fay's notice. Most things about Bessie
did escape Fay's notice except her clothes. Bessie
was not at eighteen an ingratiating person. No
one had ever called her the sunbeam of the home.
She had preserved throughout her solemn child-
hood and flinty youth a sort of resentful protest
against the attitude of her family at her advent—
namely, that she was not wanted. Her mother had
died at her birth, and for several years afterwards
her father had studiously ignored her presence in
the house, not without a sense of melancholy satis-
faction at tliis proof of his devotion to her mother.
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f ^ u"°u ^* ""^y ^^ unreasonable. It may be
toolish, he was wont to say to friends who had
not accused him of unreasonableness

;
" but don't

ask me to be fond of that child. I can't look at
her ^without remembermg what lier birth cost

Bessie was a fine, strong young woman, witli a
perfectly impassive handsome face—no Bellairs
could achieve plainness—and the manner of onewho moves among fellow-creatures who do notcome up to the standard of conduct which she has
selected as the lowest permissible to herself an 1
others. Bessie had not, so far, evinced a preference
for any one in her ou-n family circle, or outside it.Her affections consisted so far of a distinct dislik >

of and contempt for her father. She had accorded
to 1^ ay a solemn compassion when first the latter
returned to Priesthope. Indeed, the estrangement
between the sisters, brought about by the suggested
course of reading, had been the unfortunate result
of a cogitatnig pity on Bessie's part for the lament-
able war.L of regulation of Fay's mind. Bessie liked
Magdalen though she disapproved of her manner
of hfe as weak and illogical. You could not love
Bessie an> more than you could love an ironclad,
bhe bore the same resemblance to a woman that
an iron building does to a house. She was not in
reality harder than tin or granite or asphalt, or her
lather

;
but it would not be an over-statement to

suggest that she lacked softness.
She advanced with precision to the bench onwhich her sisters were sitting.

•.ll^"J."T ,^°^''S *° ^yc^^ ^o the Carters'," she
said to Magdalen. " I forgot to mention till thismoment that I met Aunt Mary this morning at theWind tarm, and that she gave me a letter for father
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and said that she and Aunt Aggie were lunching
with the Copes."

" Poor Copes !
" ejaruUted Fay.

" And would both come on here afterwards to an
early tea," continued He 'c, taking no notice of
the interruption. ' Aunt Mary desired that you
would not have hot s< ones for tea, as Aunl Aggie is

always depressed after them. She said there- was
no objection to them cold, and buttered, but not
hot."

" I shall have tea in my own room, then," once
more broke in Fay. " I "can't stand Aunt Mary.
She is always preaching at me."

" It is a pity that Fay is disinclined to share the
undoubted burden of entertaining our relatives,"
said Bessie, addressing herself exclusively to Mag-
dalen, " as I do not feel able to defer my visit to
the Carters any longer."
Magdalen struggled hard against a smile, and

kept it under.
' Possibly the aui s are coming over to consult

father about a private matter," she said. " The
letter beforehand to prepare his mind looks like it.

So it would be best if you and Fay were not there.
The aunts' affairs generally require the deepest
secrecy "

" And then father lets it all out at dinner before
the servants," said Bessie, over her shoulder as she
departed.

When she was out of hearing Fay said with
exasperation :

" You are not wise to give way so much to Bessie,
Magdalen. She is selfishness itself. Why did not
you in.sist on her staying and helping "with the
aunts ? She never considers you."

Magda'*^" ^""^ *'*ent.
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" I hate sitting here with the house staring at
me," said Fay. " I can't think why you are so
fond of this bench. Let us go into the beech
avenue."
For a long time past Magdalen lu.d noticed that

Fay always wanted to bo aewi.ore where she
was not.

They went in silence through the little wood that
bounded the gardens, and passed into the great,
bare, grey aisle of the beech avenue.

In a past generation a wide drive had led through
this avenue to the house. It had been the south
approach to Priesthope. But in these impoverished
days the road, with its sweep of turf on either side,

had been neglected, and was now little more than
a mossy cart-rut, with a fallen tree across it.

The two sisters sat down on a crooked arm of the
fallen tree.

It was a soft, tranquil afternoon, flooded with
meek February sunshine. Far away, between the
green-grey trunks of the trees, the sea ghnted like

a silver ribbon. Everything was very still, with
the stillness set deep in peace, of one who loves and
awaits m awe love's next word. The earth lay in

the sunshine, and listened for the whisper of spring.
Faint bird notes threaded the high windless spaces
near the tree-tops.

" Look," said Magdalen—"the first crocus."
What is there, what can there be in the first

yellow crocus, peeling against the brown earth that
can reach with instant healing, like a child's " soft

absolving touch," the inflamed aching unrest of the
spirit ? It does not seek to comfort us. Then how
docs comfort reach through with the crocus, as if

the whole undei -world were peace and joy, and
were breaking through the thin sod to enfold us ?

iki'^siiflr -.<wi «,M«.
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Fay looked at the flame-pure, upturned face of
the little forerunner, absently at first, and then with
growing absorption, until two large tears slowly
welled up into her eyes and blotted it out. She
shivered, and crept a little closer to her sister. She
felt alienated from she knew not what, dreadfully
cold and alone in the sunshine, with her cheek
against her sister's shoulder. Though she did not
realise it, something long frost-bound in her mind
was yicMing, shifting, breaking up. The first

miseral)1e shudder ot the thaw was upon her.
She glanced up at Magdalen, who was looking into

the heart of the crocus, and a sudden anger seized
her at the still rapture of her sister's face. The
contrast between her own gnawing misery and
Magdalen's serenity cut her like a knife. What
right had Magdalen to be so happy ? Why should
she have been exempted from all trouble ? What
had she done that anguish could never reach her ?

Fay's love for Magdalen—and at this time Magdalen
was the only person for whom she had any affection—had all the violent recoils, the mutinous anger,
the sudden desire to wound on the one side, all the
tender patience and grieved understanding on the
other, which are the outcome of a real attachment
between a bond-woman and a free one.
The one craved, the otlier relinquished. The one

was consumed with unrest, the other had reached
some inner stronghold of peace. The one was
imprisoned in s^lf, the other was freed, released.
The one made demands, the other was willing to
serve. It seems a.-- if only the free can serve.

''
I am very miserable," said Fay suddenly. She

wa. pushed once more by the same blind impulse
that had taken her to her husband's room the night
after Michael's arrest.

V^ HCV
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She used almost the same words. And as the
duke had made no answer then, so M.igdalen made
none now. She had not hved in the same house
with Fay for nearly a year for nothing.

Magdalen's silence acted as a goad.
" You think, and father thinks," continued Fay

her voice shaking—" youaie all blindcrone than the
othei'—that it's Andrea Fm grieving for. It's not."
" I know that," said Magdalen. " You never

cared much about him. I have often wondered
what it could be that was distressing you so deeply."
Fay winced. Magdalen had noticed something

then, after all.
**

" I have sometimes feared," continued Magdalen
with the deliberation of one who has long since
made up her mind not to speak until the opening
comes, and not to be silent when it does come—
" I have sometimes feared that your heart was
locked up in an Italian prison."

" My heart !
" said Fay, and her visible astonish-

ment at a not very astonishing inference was not
lost on Magdalen. " My heart !

" she laughed
bitterly. " Do you really suppose after all I've
suffered, all I've gone through, that I'm so silly as
to be in love with any one in prison or out of it.
I suppose you mean poor dear Michael. I hate men,
and their selfisli, stupid, blundering ways."
Fay had often alluded to the larger sex en bloc as

blunderers since the night ' had told Michael
to stand bciiind the screen.

" There are two blunderers coming towards us
now," said .Alagdalen, as the distant figures of
Colonel iJcllairs and Wentworth appeared in the
beech avenue.
Both women experienced a distinct sense of

relief.

'mg\L
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Colonel Bellairs had many qualities as a naivat
which made him a kind of hmi:,^-hous,^ for the
development of virtue in those of his oxvn funilvHe was as guano spread over the roots of the patience
of others, as a pruning-hook to their s.Ihshness
tint he had one great comi)ensating i^uahtv as a
father. He never for one moment thoi^rht thatany man, however young, vi.ii, d the hou^e v^cvut
for the refreshment and sohice of his own sori.-tv
He never encouraged anv one to come with a \ irw
to becommg acquainted with his daui(hters Hisown problematic re-marriiige, often disrussed in all
Its pros and cons with Magdalen, was the only
possible alliance that ever occupied his thoughts.
In this respect he was an ideal parent in his daugh-
ters eyes, an inhumanly selfish one according to
his two sisters, Lady BJore and Miss Bellairs, at
this moment stepping out in elastic-sided boots
towards Pnesthope from the north lodge
Wentworth had almost given up hope of a word

with Fay until he saw her sitting with Magdalem the avenue. The world would be a much harder
place than it already is for women to live in if men
concealed their f(>elings. A reverent and assiduous
study of the nobler sex leads the student to believe
that they imagine they conceal th(>m. But it iswomen who early in life are taught to a<-.r-nire this
art, at any rate when they are bored. H df thehappy married women of our acquaintance wouM
be the widows of determined suirid's if women
allowed It to appear when tlie\' were boied as quickly
as men do.

" ^ ;'

Wentworth had no i<Ica that he was not an im-
passable barrier of reserve. He often saia of himself

I am a very reserved m;in, I know. It is a fault of
cnaracter. I regret it, but I can't help it. 1 have

f '
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not the art of chatting about my deepest feehngs
at five-o\ lock tea as a man must do who lays himself
out to be popular with women. What I feel it is

my nature to conceal."

His reserve on this occasion was concentrated in
his face, which remained unmoved. But the lofty
impassiveness on which he prided himself did not
reach down to his legs. Those members which had
been dragging themselves in a sort of feeble semi-
paralysis in the wake of the ruthless Colonel Bellairs
now straightened themselves, and gave signs of
returning energy. Magdalen from a distance noted
the change. Wentworth for the first time was
interested in what Colonel Bellairs was saying. His
own voice, which had become almost extinct, revived.
There was also a hint of spring in the air. Not
being a person of much self-knowledge, he mentioned
that fact to Colonel Bellairs.

Colonel Bellairs looked at him with the suspicion
which appears to be the one light shadow that lies

across the sunny life of the bore.
" I said so half an hour ago," he remarked se-

verely; "when we were inspecting my new manure
tanks, and you said you did not notice it."
" You were right, all the same," said the younger

man.
What an interest would be added to life if it were

possible to ascertain how many thousands of times
people like Colonel Bellairs are limply assured that
they are in the right ! The mistake of statistics is

that they are always compiled on sucn dull subjects.
Who cares to know how many infants are born, and
how many deaf mutes exist 'f But we should devour
statistics, we should read nothing else if only they
dealt with matters of real interest ; if they recorded
how often Mr. Simpson, the decadent poet, had said
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he was " a child of nature "
; how often, if ever, the

Duchess of Inverav;in and Mr. Brown, tlie junior

curate at Salvage-on-Sea, had owned they had been

in the wrong ; whether it was true that an arch-

bishop had ever really said " I am sorry " without
an " if " after it, and if so on what occasion ; and
whether any novelist exists who had not afhrmed at

least live hundred times that criticism was a lost art.

" Is the right-of-way dispute progressing ? " said

Magdalen to her father as the two men came up and
stopped in front of them.

Colonel Bellairs implied that it would shortly be

arranged, as his intellect was being applied to the

subject.

Wentworth said emphatically for about the

thirtieth time that the right of a footpath, or church-

path across the domain was well established and
could not be set aside ; but that whether it was also

a bridle-path was the moot point, and whether
Colonel Bellairs was justified in his recent erection

of a five-barred stile.

(I may as well add here, for fear the subject should

escape my mind later on, that at the time of thee
pages going to press the dispute, often on • he verge

of a settlement, had reached a further and acuter

stage, being complicated by Colonel BcUairs's sudden
denial even of a church-path, to the legal existence

of wljich he had previously agreed in writing.)

Wentworth trod upon the crocus and said he

must be going home.
" We will walk back to the house with you," said

Magdalen, and she led the way with her father.
" I wish you would tell your Aunt Mary," he said

to Magdalen, as they walked on, " that I will not

have her servants wandering in Lindley wood. Jones

tells me they were there again last Sunday with a

>Hi
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dog, that accursed little yajiping wool-mat of Aunt
Aggie s I snnpl)- won't stand it. I would ratheryou told her. It would come better from you "

I will tell her." - '

Colonel Bell;, irs was beginning late in life to lean
on Magdalen.
She was fond of him in a way, and ne\-er yielded

to him. On nc pent s'n/>puyer que contre ce qui
resiste. Though Colonel Bellairs did not know it
lie was always wanting to s'appuyer. He had foundm Ins daughter something solid to lean against, which
he had never found in his wife who had not re-
sisted him.
" Oh

! and look here, Magdalen. I had a letter
from your Aunt Mary this morning, a long rigmarole.
She says she is following her letter, and is coming
to nave a serious talk with me. Hang it all • can't
a man have a moment's peace ?

"

Colonel Bellairs tore out of an inner pocket abulky letter in a bold, upright hand, marked Private
at the top.

"I wish to the devil she would mind her own
business, and let me manage n . • ,: said pettishly,
thrusting the letter at x\Pagdr-;..
" I don't like to read it as ii , - >d ' Private '

"

"Read it-read it," said Cox . rfellairs irritably.
Magdalen read the voluminous epistle tranquillv

from beginning to end as <he and her father walked
slowly back to the house.

It was an able production, built up on a solid
foundation It dealt with Colonel Bellairs s " obvious
duty with regard to the man to whom Magdalen
had been momentarily engaged fifteen years beforeand who, owing to two deaths in the Boer War had
unex'pectedly succeeded to an earldom

Well
!
well

!
" said Colonel Bellairs at intervals
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more interested than hf wished to appear. *' What
do you think of it ? \Vc noticed in the paju-rs a
week ago that he had succeeded his cou-in."'

" Wait a minute, father. I have only conic to

my lacerated affections."

"How slow you are! Your Aunt Mary does
pound away. She has a touch as light ai a coal-

sack. The wonder to me is how she cvi 1 ca[)tured

poor old Blore."
" Perhaps she did it by letter. She writes un-

commonly well. ' Magdalen's joyless home-life of

incessant, unselfish service.' That is very well put,

isn't it ? And so is this :
' It is your duty now

to inform him that you withdraw all opposition
to the renewal of the engagement, and to invite him
to Priesthope.' Really, Aunt Mary sticks at nothing.
I warn you solemnly, father, t)

'

is only the thin

end of the wedge. Unless you stand lirm now,
she'll want to choose our new stair-carpet for us
next. Really, I think at her age she might take a
little holiday, and leave the Almighty in charge."

" Is that all you've got to say ? " said Colonel

Bellairs, somewhat surprised. "Do you wish me
to ask him to the house or do you not ? I don't

object to him. I never did, e.xcept ;is a son-in-law,

when he had no visible means of subsistence."
" And no intention of m;iking any."
" Just so. But I always rather liked him, and,

and—time slips by "— (it had indeed)
—

" and I can't

make much provision for you, in fact almost none,

and I may marry again ; in fact, it is more than
likely I shall shortly marry again." Col<jnel Bellairs

was for a moment plunged in introspection. " So
perhaps, on the whole, it would be more generous on
my part to ignore the past and ask him to the

house."

::^'^}!l
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" After forbidding liim to come to it ?
"

Colonel Bellairs began to lose Ms temper
I shall ask whom I think fit if I choose to (")

so. I am master in this house. If he does not
care to come, he can stav away."

" Ask him, in that case."

beltT"^
^S^^^ ^^^^' on the whole, that would be

" Not at all. I think it extremely undignified on
your part, and that it is a pity that you should be so
swayed by Aimt Mary as to go by her judgment
instead of your own. You never thought of asking
nim till she tried to coerce you into it."
" I am not going to be coerced by any woman,

much les:: by that man in petticoats," said Colonel
Bell iirs wrathfuUy

.
" But she will be here directly.tim

! What on earth am I to say to her if I don't
ask him ? . . . She will be here directh- "

They had reached Colonel Bellairs's study by now
and he sat down heavily in his old leather armchair!
Magdalen w^1s standing on the hearthrug near him
with the lett( m i.er hand. She held it over the
nre, he nodded, and she dropped it in

•'Perhaps, Magdalen," said her father with
dignity. It would be just as well if I kept clear of
the whole affair. Women manage these little things
best among themselves. I would rather not be
dragged in. Anything on that subject, any dis-
cussion, or interchange of opinion would come best
irom you, eh ?

"

" I think so, father."
Colonel Bellairs watched his sister's letter oarn,

with the fixed eye of one about to drop off into an
habitual nap.
The asphyxiating atmosphere of a man's room

where a window is never opened except to let in a

'i\^^ '^i-^^fi-r
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dog, ,r to shout at a gardener, and wlure years ut
stale tobacco urood in every nook and curtain,
enveloped its occupant with" a delidous sense of
snug repose, and exerted its usual soporific charm.
" Took Mary a long time to write," he said, with

a sleepy chuckle, as the last vestige disappeared of
the laboriously constructed missive which Ladv
Blore had sat up half the previous niglit, witli gold-
rimmed pince-nez on Roman nose, to copy out by
her bedroom candle ; and had sent to pave the way
before her strong destructive feet.

The footman came in.

" Lady Blore and Miss Bellairs are in the drawine-
loom." °

" Just pull the blinds half-way down before you
go," said Colonel Bellairs to Magdalen, " and re-
member other people have got letters to write as
well as her, and I'm not to be disti;rbed on any
account."

i
Si.

I

J
* 1

'HI

i!

:ill'

m

ir



Mil

CHAPTER IX

On garde longteinps son premier amaiit quand on n'en prcn
point de second.—La Kochefolcauld.

The two aunts meanwhile wure sitting waiting in
the drawing-room.
When Mrs. Bellairs died, which event, according

to Aunt Aggie, had been brought about by a per-
sistent refusal to wear on her chest a small sfjuare
of flannel (quite a small square) sprinkled with
camphorated oil ; and according to Aunt .Mary by
a total misconception oi the Bellairs's cluu-acter—
when this event happened, the two aunts became
-vhat they called supports to their brother's mother-
less children.

They were far from being broken reeds which
pierce the hands of those who lean on them. No
one had ever leaned on Aunt Mary or Aunt Aggie.
Aunt Mary might perhaps be likened to one of those
stout beams which have a tendency to push ruth-
lessly through the tottering outer wall which they
are supposed to prop, into the inner chamber of the
tenement which has the misfortune to be the object
of their good offices.

She had contracted, not in her first youth, a
matrimonial alliance—it could hardly be called a
marriage—with a general, distinguished in India

16
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and obscure everywlu'ie else, who had h^.lt .1 villa
called " The Towers" a few mil(>s froi.i Puesthope.
The marriage had taken place alter years of half-
gratified reluctance on his part, and indomitable,
crude persistence on hers. In short, it was what
is generally called " p l'>r.g attachment," ;uid proves,
beyond dispute, .. t is already proven the
hilt, that the stci - ex prefer to' have their affairs
of the heart arranged for them ; that once lost sight
of they are nrisliid, once let loose on parole they
never return, once captured they endeavour to
escape

; that even when fmally married nothing
short of the amputation of all external interests
will detain them within the sacred precinct^ of the
home.
Aunt Mary had had trouble with her general ; but

though she was no tactician, she was herself a general.
His engagement to her had only been the first of the
crushing defeats which she had inflicted on him.
N w at last at The Towers a deathlike peace reigned.
S -olm, severely tried by rheumatism and advanc-
ing^ years, had, so to speak, given up his sword. His
wife's magnanimity had provided 'um with what
she considered suitable amusements and occupations.
He was told that he took an interest in breeding
pigs

; and he, who had once ruled a province rather
larger than England, might now be seen on fine
mornings tottering out, tilted forward on his stick,
to make the tour of the farmyard, and hanging
over the low wall of his model pigstyes.

In Magdalen's recollection, Aunt Mary had always
looked exactly the same: the same strong, tall,
robust, large-featured, handsome woman, with black
hair, and round, black, unwinking eyes, who in-
variably dressed in black and wore a bonnet.
Even under the cedar at The Towers Aunt 2^Iary
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wore a bonnet. When she employed herself in amajestic gardening the sun was siaded from herRoman nose by a black satin parasol

monstious to suppose ever were children, ever youn^

laus of human nature may rule the birth of othersthey, at any rate, like the phcenix, sprang fullgrown, middle aged, in a frock coat or a bugl" d s k

rentalThe:.^"^^
''-''' '^^^ ^^—-^

Aunt Mary was. no doubt one of these
Near her, on the edge of her chair, perhaps not soentirely on the edge of it as at first appeired sat

cT ^Fu-
^^"^^' ^^^'^^ ^°°k^d as if she had been

sTout^lhe"' \\Z TP^^^"- Sh^ -- ^^-'
t
and

fn« it '^''"^'^ '^"^"^^^ people Skeletons. Her

neXkr intr' 'T'^f^^r^
somegreyish, drabbish.

neutral-tinted material, always cocked up a littlem ^front to show two large, flat, soft-looking

f.r'^r*/^^'''
^^^'''' "l^^^e narrow at the top. Herforehead was the thin end of the xv edge, and shewidened slowly as she neared the ground he fir ?indication of a settlement showing in the lobes o

^nnfll'^^'"
^" her cheeks, and then in h r drab-apparclled person. Her whole aspect gave theimpression of a great self-importance, earlfre^disedand made part of life, but kept in abeyance by thesociety of Aunt Mary, and by a religious conx^t on^at others also had their place, a sort of back seatin the divme consciousness.

'

ii^-,*(W*rf».
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It would not be fair to Aunt Aggie to omit to
mention, especially as she continually made veiled
allusions to the subject hersdf, that she also hadknown the tender passion. There had been an
entanglement in her youth with a High Church
archdeacon. But we all know how indefmite, how
inconclusive, how meagre in practical results archi-
cliaconal conferences are apt to be. After one ofthem, it was discovered that the entanglement was
all on Aunt Aggie's side. Tlie archdeacon remained
unenmeshed. Under severe pressure from Lady
Blore, then an indomitable bride of forty, lluslied
by recent victory, he even went so far as to say that
his only bride was the Churcli. It was after this
disheartening statement that Aunt Aggie found
herself drawn towards an evangelical and purer form
ot religion. The archdeacon subsequently married
or rather, became guilty of ecclesiastical bigamy'
But Aunt Aggie throughout life retained pessimistic
views respecting the celibacy of the clergy.

Aunt Mary bestowed a strong businesslike peck
emphasised by contact with the point of a stone-cold
nose, on .Magdalen's cheek. Aunt Aggie greeted
her niece with small inarticulate duckings of affrc-
tion. Have you ever kissed a tepid poached egg >

Then you know what it is to kiss Aunt Aggie's
cheek. bb <- ^

"Where are Fay and Bessie.?" inquired AuntMary instantly. Wlien the aunts announced theircommg which was invariably at an liour's notice
they always expected to find tlie whole family'
including Colonel Bellairs, waiting indoors to receive
them. This expectation was never realised, but
the annoyance that invariably followed had retained
through many years the dew of its youth

m
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"Bessie and Fay are out. I am expecting themback every moment." ^

"They will probably be later than usual to-dav "
said Aunt Mary grimly, with the half-conscioi'is
intuition of those whom others avoid. Did ^untMary know that, with the exception of Sir Tohn
whose vanity had led him to take refuge in a
cul-dc-sac, her fellow-creatures rushed out by back
doors, threvy themselves out of windows, hid behind
haystacks, had letters to write, were ordered bv
their doctors to rest, whenever she appeared ? Did
she know ? One thing was certain. Magdalen wasone of the very few persons who had never
avoided her, who at times openly sought her
society. And Aunt Mary, though she wouldhave been ashained to own it, loved Magdalen.
She mtended that Magdalen should live with
her some day at Tlie Towers, as an unpaid
companion, when Sir John and Aunt Aggie had
entered into peace.

"n-^';'' ^T' f'^tl^^'-'" continued Aunt Mary.
Did he get my letter ? I intend to have a serious

conversatK n with him after tea."
"Father has this moment come in, and he askedme to tel you that he has business letters which he

is obliged to write."

II

I know what that means."
" ^\ ^I^irv

!
" interpolated Aunt Aggie eagerly.You forget that Algernon always from the time

he was a young man left his letters to the lastmoment. All the Bcllairscs do."
The Bellairses had other unique family character-

istics as peculiar to themselves as their choice of
time for grappling with their correspondence, whichAunt Aggie was never tired of quoting. "

Bellairses
are always late for breakfast. It is no kind of use

•?»i'L?» » *>> ?^*«K»^t^-^-,..-,»j
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finding fault with Bessie about it. I was iust the
same at her age."
Aunt Aggie wont through life under the behef

J ii„ ,V'''^
'' peacemaker, which deUcate task she

lumiled by makuig, m an impassioned manner, small
statements which seldom contained a new or healing
view of existing difficulties. She often spoke of
herself as a "buffer" between contending forces
bir John Blore had been known to remark that he
could not fathom what Aggie meant by that e.x-
pression, as it certainly was not appropriate to the
domestic circle at The Towers, consisting, as it did
of one rheumatic Anglo-Indian worm, and one
able-bodied blackbird.
" I intend to see vour father after tea "

re-
peated Aunt Mary, taking no notice of her sister's
remark.
" Father is much worried about the right-of-wav "

continued ALigdalen. " He showed me your most
Kind letter about myself, and "

" Showed it to you !
" said Aunt Mary, becoming

purple. It was not intended for any eve exceot
your father's."

- ^

•' Conlidence between a father and his child," began
Aunt Aggie, clasping her stout little hands, and
looking eagerly from her sister to her niere
Magdalen went on tranquilly. "It only toldme what I knew before, Aunt Marv, that vou havemy welfare at heart. Father said^Iiat he thou-ht

It would be best if you and I talked the mLitter ov-er
1 agreed with him. It would be easier for me to
discuss It with you. It would not be for the first
time.

It would not indeed

!

"Aggie," said Aunt Mary instantly, "you ex-
pressed a wish on your way here to see Bessie's

:|:i
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"^JZJ^ ^^ *^ '''^ -^-^-m and in-

subject of the letter \hn^f' i
^'''!^ ^"^'^^^ the

fevered interest wUh whkh th'
'" '" '"^^^-'-^f^air the

the suhject. ' *''^ iinmarned approach

"They are unlocked," said Aimt Ar
decision '^""^ ^^^ar}^, ^jth

Magdalen," she said at once" " m fi
of that weak sentimentalist mvif' V'^

P'-'^sence

now that we are^Ionp ! T ^' ^'"^ ^^°^^^- ^^ut

re-open the sub ecS k i's
'^ ^^^l''

'' ^^"^ ^^'^^^ to

whether anyS has t^.^
duty to inform myself

ConstableX^L
emou"tir"'s fT ^^'^'^l^now is."
^"luuin, as J suppose he

she looked she had a mar H,
"'''" "' '™""»'= =«

it. She never shn„P^ <;h
"' P™" "' concealing

wounded. She seWo„ ^ ''T ?PP^«"".V neve?

jarred on her U bTffi™T.f ""' ""^ ^^-i^t
certain organs to me^f ,Te1±^ ^^ofh'"-^'""vironment A sole's eve („r1* -^

°' "'" d-
traveh up ronndt hS r "g

. dk s 'of""'"*'''^
'

'

me„.a. features ofrhe^wt.erjMi.tiri^r ^^
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perhaps also Magdalen had adapted he, .elf to theBel airs environment, with which it was obviousthai^she had almost nothing in common elcept her

.pfreS'herTh^'T'^
-^^'?^"^^" '"^ "^ ''^y-' y^'t she neveropared her the discussion of that long-ago attach-

BeUairs
7^"''' t^^^>'

n.ismanag!>d ty Colonel

a 1 tt e scel hnf -^^
'^""' ^^'''y"' ''-^'^ ^^ft'^'tion had

'' H. i?n K , i^'-'^'
'^* '^^'^"d ^^'itl^ thorns,

with .no J'''^"^
disgracefully," she said, lookingwith anger and disappointment at her niece's faded

tranquUlt^''" 't'"'''^ *^* ^'^''''" '^'^ ^I'-^S^^^l^^n

But i s^;il
,^i^^%y°^know, do not blame him.

gotten."
^''''' •''«''' ''^"^ ^^^t«^ ^or-

"He was poor then. No one ever thought hewould succeed with two lives between. Bi t t is

c •I?r'^
has never been in a position to marry me "

said Magdalen, "because he never cared enoughL
Ws fanU r'"

'^^''' ?" '''y ^'^^^^- That wfs not

]nJn^ ^"^ '^/'^'^^^ ^ romantic admiration for

could iil "t
'''"'' ^'^"^^ '' "^^"^^ "^t --k. How

earth \n .
'"'''

"°o
"^^^^^'^^y to turn heaven andearth to gain me. But it was necessary to turn afew small stones. He could nor turn them.''

cepted Mm'''
"" ' '^ "'^' y°^' ^^ ^^ --

" A hundred years ago."

;;
And j^ou have waited for him ever since."

any one " ''"' """^
''"'''^^^S for him or for

i

^!

m
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hn^
^^':'^^PS

\
should have married Everard if ithad not been for Everard," said Magdalen

It seemed as if nothing could shake "her dispassionate view of the matter.
' Your feelings were certainly engaged, MaedalenThere is no use in denying that."

^^^agaalen.

" Have I ever deni i it ?
"

Aunt Mary was silent for a moment bnf h..

saTdTL^Se™ S.;-^"
-•» "-'^ '" g-^t -vat!-':

"mi, ana it he does not—I shall urr,*^ + u-
myself." ^'^^^^ ^o him

was at the time ? When fath/r hi^ ^°'"P "
-verard he told every one am' fT' '"'^'^

of loud turmoil The servam
' L. T " ""*

knew, the whole 00^^^^ w tta I h,H T.""'
disappointment. I have rem^i„M '

had had a
the eyes of the neighbouk^^ort M Migh^S crea'^r^

::^^.^ ^'^^- ^ uttrorofTacria
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maTched'?ntnl'"^'^'"^^
''""^^" ^P^"' ^^^^ Bessiemarched into the room with Aunt Aogie hanein?nervously at her heels

nanging

Carters'^^'ord''^ ^! ^'^^^ ""' ^ ^°"^d ^'^^ the

Aunt Irir.. ;
""^ *° "'•^^^ >'°"'" ^'-^'d Bessie toAunt Mary in her stentorian voice, and she pre-sened a glowing rose check to be kissed

^

Magdalen shot a grateful glance at her sisterand the conversation became general
'

After the aunts had departed, Bessie s lid toMagdalen on their way upstairs to dress
^

I found when I reached the Carters' that thevhad gone out with Professor Ridgeway to see theRoman camp. Only old Mrs. Carter was at homeand she was rather chilly, and said thev hadTxpected me to luncheon. They had had a littleparty to meet the professor. I saw that my conductcalled for an apology. I made one." ^ *

1 am glad of that."
" I see now that it would have been wiser to have

how sdfislTt w^^'Tr'"
"""^^^^-

' ^1- though

aunts And f' t
^"^' ""V ^'^P ^^^ ^^'^th theaunts. And then I perceived that there were nottwo pins to choose between us, as I had been jusas^^d myseK so r hurried back as quicldy Ll

" I was most grateful to you when I saw voucome in. And Aunt Mary 4s pleased too IZnever shows it much ; but she was !
"

It is of secondary importance whether she was

fold-to help you, and also for the sake of mv
careful I shall become as selfish as father "
Magdalen did not answer.
" The aunts never do things like other people,"

;t.
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continued Bessie. " I found Aunt Aggie standing

eating a bun just outside the drawing-room door.

She was quite flurried when I came up, and said

she wanted to see my fossils, but would rather look

at them another day."

M; i



CHAPTER X

La vie est un instrument dont on commence toi.jours par jouer
faux.

'.Ven'Tworth and Fay did not follow Colonel Bellairs

and Magdalen back to the liouse. When they
reached the end of the avenue they turned back
silently by mutual consent, and retraced their steps

down it.

Presently they reached the trunk of the tree

where Fay had been sitting with Magdalen. Fay
sank down upon it once more, white and exhausted.

He sat down at a little distance from her.
" How is Michael ? " she said at last, twisting her

ungloved hands togethe?'.

" I came to tell you about him ; I only got back
last night. I knew you would wish to hear."

" How is he ?
"

" He has been ill. He has had double pneumonia.
It started wl h haemorrhage, and some of the blood

got mto the iungs, and caused pneumonia. He is

better now—nearly well, in fact. The prison doc' jv

seemed a sensible man, and he spoke as if he were
interested in Michael. From what he said I gathered

that be did not think Michael would survive another

winter there. The prison * stands in a sort of

It is a very good place to prevent prisoners

The prison described has no counterpart in real life.

97 7
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escaping, but not a good place for them to keep
ahve in. The doctor is pressing to have Michael
moved. He thinks he might do better at the
colonia agricola' where the hibour is more agri-

cdltural
;

or that even work in tlie iron-mines of
Portoferraio would try his constitution less thau
the swnmp where he now is."
" Was he still in chains ?

"

" No. And the doctor said there was some talk
of abolishing them altcgi th-r. If not, he will be
obliged to go bark to them now he is better He is
looking forward to the sea lav-nder coming out.
He says the place is beautiful beyond words when it
IS in liower

: whole tracts and tracts of grcv lilac
blossom in tlie shallows, and hordes of wild'birds
He asked me to tell Vou that you were to think of
him as living in fairyland."
Fay winced as if struck.

[[
Ymi gave him my message ? " she stammered.
Of course I did. And he said I was to tell you

not to grieve for him, for he was well and haDuv "

II

Happy !
" echoed Fay.

" Yes, hippy. He said that he had committed
a great s .1, but that he lioped and believed that he
was now expiating it, and that it would be for-
given.

" I am absolutely certain," said Fay in a suffo-
cated voice, " that Michael did not murder the
Marchese di Maltagliala."

II

That is impossible," said Wentworth.
" Then what great sin can he be expiating ?

"
Even as Fay asked the question she knew the

answer. Michael believed he w,^s expiating the
sin of loving another man's wife. In his mind that
was probably on a par with the murder he had not
committed

.

^^;^\c;-
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" I asked him that," sa-d Wt-ntworth, " but lie
would not say. He would only repeat that his
punishment was just."
Two large tears ran down Fay's cheeks.

a «rJ* if
unjust, unjust, unjust ! " she gasped.

Why does God allow these dreadful things ?
"

There was a long silence.

For the time Wentworth had forgotten Fay
He saw again the great yellow building standing in a
waste of waters. He- ' again the tlun, prematurely
aged face of his brother, the shaved head, tlie coarse,
striped convict dress, the arid liglit fro.n the narrow
barred window. He saw again Micliael's grave
smile, and heard the tranquil \oice, " This place
is beautiful in autumn. Mind vou come next when
the sl I lavender is out."
The remembrance of that meeting cut sharper

than the actual pain of it at the time. He had gone
through it with a sort of stolid endurance, letting
Michael see but a tithe of what he felt. But the
remembrance was anguish unalloyed. For a time
he could neither speak nor see.

A yellow butterfly that had waked too soon
floated towards them on a waveri: j trial trip.
Cloi-- at hand a snowdrop drooped "

its s-rious
head." The butterfly knew its own, and lit on
the meek nunlike flower, opening and shutting its
new wings in the pallid sunshine. It had pe haps
dreamed, as it lay in its chrysalis, " that life had
been more sweet." Was this chill sunshine that
could not quicken his wings, was this grim desert
that held no goal for butterfly feet, was this one
snowdrop—fl// .? Was this indeed the summer of
his dreams, in the sure and certain hope of which
he had spun his cocoon, and laid him down in
faith ?
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Fay looked at it in anguish not less than Went-
worth's, whose dimme(i <ycs saw it not at all. She
never watched a poised butterfly open and sluit its

wings without thinking of Michael. The lliglit of
a seagull across the down cut her like a l;ish He
had been free once. He who so loved thi* dcwn,
the sea, the floating cloud, had been free once.

VVlien Wentworth had vinked his steady, grey
eyes back to their normal state, he looked furtively
a' Fay. She was v.ceping siL-ntly. He had seen
Fay in tears before, but never without emotion.
With a somewhat halting utterance he told her
of certain small alleviations of Micl Kiel's lot. The
permission, urge .illy asked, h A at last been granted
that English bocks r. Jit be sent him from time to
time. The lo.'cly, acliing smart of Wentworth's
morning hours was vaguely sootiied and comforted
by Fay's gentle presence.

She apijcared to listen to him, but in reaUty she
heard nothing. She sat looking straight in front
of her, a tear slipping from time to time down her
white cheek. Except on one or tv. o occasions. Fay
had that rarest charm of lookii;g beautiful in tears.
She became paler than ever, never red and dis-
figured and convulsed, with the prosaic cold in the
head that accomponies the emotions of less fortunate
women.

" How old is :Micha{l ? " she asked suddenly in the
midst of a painstaking account of certain leniencies
as to diet, certain maccuronis and soups which the
doctor had in.-.isted on for .Michael.

" He is twenty-seven."
" And hov/ long has he been in prison ?

"
" Nearly two years."
*' And he has tliirteen more," said F.ny, looking

at Wentworth with wide eyes blank with horror.

\ ,-<-: jj w*^ ^w^mm'
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" No," said Went\vortl\, his voice slinking a litllt'—

'*no, Michael will not live long in that swimp—not
many years, I think."
" But they will move him to a better climatt\"
" He es not want to be moved. I should not,

either, in his case."

Fay's hands fell to her sides.
" When my mother died," said Wentworth, " I

promised her to be good to Miduul. There was
no need for me to pnjmise to be good to him. I

always liked him better than anyone else. I taught
him to ride and to shoot. He got his gxm up sharp
from the first. It's easy to do tilings for any one
you like. But wliat is hard is when the time
comes " Wentworth stopjied, and thru went
on—" when the time comes that you can't do
anything any more for the person you care for

most."
Silence.

The yellow butterfly was still feebly trying to

o . n and shut his wings. The low s.in had aban-
doned him to the encroaching frost, and was touciiing

the bare over-arching branches to paUst gold ; "so
subtly fair, so gorgeous dim "

; so far beyond the
reach of tiny wings.
" I don't think," said Wentworth, " I would stick

at anything. I don't know of anylliirg I would
not do, anything I would not give up to get him
back his freedom. But it's no u.->e ; I can do nothing
for him."
" Oh ! why does not the real murderer confess ?

"

sr'i Fay with a sob, wringing her hands. " How
can he go on and on, year after year, letting an
innocent man wear out his life in prison, bearing
the punishment of his horrible crime !

"

That mysterious murderer occupied a large place

HI
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m Fay s thoughts. She hated him with a deadly
hatred. He was responsible for everything That
one crooked channel of thought that persistently
turned aside all blame on to an unknown offender
had at last given a certain crookedness, a sort of
twist to the whole subject in her mind.

''I begged ^Iichacl again for the twentieth time
to tell me anything that could act as a clue to dis-
covering the real criminal," said Wentworth. "

I
told him I would spend my last shilling in bringing
him to justice. But he only shook his head I
told him that some of his friends felt certain that
he knew who the murdc.cr was and was shielding
urn. He shook his head again. He would not
tell me anything the fust day I went to him after hewas arrested. And still, after two years in prison, he
%Mll not speak. Michael will never say anything "
The desiiir in Wentworth's voice met the ad-

vancing chill of the waning afternoon. The sunhad gone. The gold had faded into grey. A
frosty brc-ath was stirring the dead leaves.' The
butterfly had closed his wings for tlie last timeand clung feebly half-rex-ersed to his snowdrop.'A tiny trembling had laid hold upon him. He was
tasting death.

Fay shivered involuntarily, and drew her fur
cloak round her.

" I must go in," she said.
They walked slowly to the wooden, i^•ied gatewinch sepaiated the woods from the gardens \

.hnvr'
1'^' ";?"" ^^''^^ ^^•'^^•'^^•y "P' P---ing at themabove the gathering sea mist.

They stood a moment together bv the gate, each
vaguely conscious of the consolation of the other's

dra:n«,emlogeEhrr.°^
''' ''''' «™" ''''''' "^'^

Ml
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^•«;i Z? ^°"^^, again soon, if I may," he said
dittidently, unless seeing me reminds you of
pamful thmgs." His voice had lowered itself
mvoluntarily.

•' I like to see you." said Fay in a whisper, and
she s ipped away from him like a shadow among
the shadows. '^

The entire dejection of her voice and manner
sheared from her words anv possible reassurance
waich Wentworth miglit otl^-rwise have found in
them, which he suddenly felt anxious to lind in
them.

He pondered over tliem as he rode home.
How she had loved her husband! People had

hmted that they had not been a happily assorted
couple, but It was obvious that licr rvki at his
loss was still overwhelming. And what'^courageous
affection she had shown towards Michael, whom she
had known from a boy

; tirst in trving to sliield
lum when he had taken refuge in lier room, and
atterwards in her sorrowing compassion for his fate '

And what a steadfast belief she had shown from
hrst to last in his innocence, against overwhelmintr
odds

!

^

Wentworth did not know till he met Fay that
such women existed. Women, he was aware, w( re
an enigma. Men could not fathom them. They
were fickle, mysterious creatures on whom no sane
man could rely, wliom the wisest owned the\- could
not understand, capable alternately of devotion
end treachery, acting from instincts that m.Mi did
not share, moved by sudden ama/ing impulses that
men could not follow.

But could a woman like Fav, who towered head
and shoulders abo\-e the ordinary run of women
removed to a height ap.irt from their low level of
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pettiness and vanity, by her simplicity and nobility

and capacity for devotion

—

could such a woman love

a second time?
The thirst to be loved, to be the object of an

exquisite tenderness, what man has not, consciously

or unconsciously, longed for that ? Wiiat woman
has not had her dream of giving that and more, full

measure, running over ?

To find favour in a woman's eyes a man need only

do liis stupid bungling best. But it is doubtful
whether Wentworth had a best of any kind in him
to do.

At twenty-fiv-e h .ould not have risked as much
for love, as even cautious men of robuster fibre will

still ruefully but determinedly risk in the forties.

And now at forty he would risk alniost nothing.

Where Michael was concerned, Wcntworth's love

had reached the strength where it could act, in-

defatigably, if need be. Michael had been so far

the only creature who could mo\e his brother's

egotism beyond the refinements of bedridden
sentiment.

It was as well for Fay that she did not realise,

and absolutely essential for Wentworth that he did
not realise either, that, in spite of an undoubted
natural attraction toward her, he would have seen
no more of her unless she had come within easy
reach.

A common trouble had drawn them towards each
other. A common interest, a common joy or sorrow,

a house wiihin easy distance—these are some of

the match-makers between the invalids of life, who
are not strong enough to want anylliing very much,
or to \\ork for what they want. For them favour-
able circumstance is everytliing.

Wentworth could ride four and a half miles down

-i^
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a picturesque lane to see Fay. But he could not

have taken a journey by rail.

A few years before Wentworth met Fay, he had

been tepidly interested in the youthful sister of one

of his college friends and contemporaries, an Oxford

Don, at whose house he stayed every year. The

sister kept house for her brother. It was the usual

easy commonplace combination of circumstances

that has towed lazy men into marriage since the

institution was first formed. He saw her without

any effort on his part. He arrived at a kind of

knowledge of her. He found her to be what he

liked. She was sympathetic, refined, shy, culti-

vated, unselfish, and of a wild-rose prettiness.

After a time he kept up, mainly on her account,

a regular intercourse with the brother, who was

becoming rather prosy, as was Wcntworth himself.

Presently the brother married, and the sister ceased

to live with him.

Wentworth's visits to Oxford gradually ceased

to give him pleasure. He found his friend's wife

middle-class, self-absorbed, and artificial, the friend

himself donnish, cut and dried, and liable to anec-

dotic seizures of increasing frequency. The in-

timacv dwindled, and was now moribund. But it

never entered his mind to inquire into the where-

abouts of the sister, and to continue his acquaintance

with her independently. If he had continued to

meet her regularly, he would almost certainly have

married her. She, on her side, seemed well disposed

towards him. As it was, he never saw her again.

He gradually ceased to think of her except on

summer evenings, as a charming possibility which

Fate had sternly removed, as one lost to him for

e\-cr. He wrote a little poem about her, beginning
" Where are you now ?

"

t m

u
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(She was at Kensington all the time.) Wentworth
never published his verses. He said there was no
room for a new poet who did not advertise himself
There had been room for one of his college friends
but that had been a case of log-rolling.

I do not know whether it was a fortunate or an
unfortunate fate that had prevented that gay little
lady of the pink cheeks from being at that moment
mstalled at Barford as the wife of a poet who scorned
pubhrity.

If Wentworth had been riding home to his wife
on that February evening, he would not have taken
unconsciously another of the many steps which
entailed so many more, by saying to himself,
thinking of Fay :

"Could a woman like that love a second time ? "

.u . u"
he hastened his speed as he remembered

that his old friend the Bishop of Lostford had by
this time arrived at Barford.
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CHAPTER XI

In Wentworth's youth he had been attracted towardsmany besides the bishop among the bolder and less
conventional of his contemporaries. Their fire
their energies, their enthusiasms warmed his some-what under-vitalised nature. He regarded himself
as one of them, and his refinement and distinction
drew the robuster spirits towards himself. But
gradually, as time went on, these energies and en-
thusiasms took form, and alas ! took forms which
he had not expected-he never expected anything-
and from which his mind instinctively recoiled Hehad supposed that energy was energy. He had not
realised that it was life in embryo that might
develop, not always on lines of beauty, into a new
policy, or a great discovery, or a passion, or a
vocation. He hated transformations, new births
all change. His friends at first rallied him un-
mercifully, then lost patience, and finally fell fromhim one by one. Some openly left him, the more
good-natured among them forgot him, and if bvchance they found themse' /es in his society, hurried
back with affectionate cordiahty to reminiscences
of school and college life, long-passed milestones
before the parting of the ways.
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The bishop, when he plunged into his work, also

for a time lost sight of Wentworth ; but when he
was appointed to the see of Lostford, within five

miles of Barford, the two men resumed, at first with
alacrity, something of the old intercourse.

Wentworth had an element of faithfulness in

him which enabled him to take up a friendship after

along interval, but it was on one condition—namely,
that the friend had remained " plante Id,'" where
he had been left. If in the meanwhile the friend

had moved the friendship flagged.

It was soon apparent that the bishop had not by
any means remained " plante Id,'" and the friendsliip

quickly drooped. It would long since have died a
natural death if it had not been kept alive by the
bishop himself, a man of robust affections and
strong compassions, without a moment to spend on
small resentments. After jMicho.el's imprisonment
he had redoubled his efforts to keep in touch with
Wentworth, and the great grief of the latter, silently

and nobly endured, had been a bond between the
two men which even a miserable incident which
must have severed most friendships had served to
loosen, not to break.

The bishop had in truth arrived at Barford, and
was now sitting apparently unoccupied by the
library fire. To be unoccupied even for an instant,

except during recuperati\e sleep, was so unusual
with the bishop, so unprecedented, that his daughter
would have been terrified could she have seen him
at tJiat moment. He had only parted from her and
her husband at midday, yet it was a sudden thought,
suggested by his visit to them, which was now
holding him motionless by the fire, his lean person
bulging with unanswered letters.

The bishop was a small, ugly man of ftfty, un-
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conventional to the core, the younger son of a duke,

and a clergyman by personal conviction. He had
been born in a huny, and had remained in a hurry
ever since. He had neither great administrative

capacities, nor profound scholarship, but what
powers he had were eked out by a stupendous energy.

His archbishop said that he believed the bishop's

chaplains died like flies, and that he merely threw
their dead bodies into the Loss, which ilowi d beneath
his palace windows, without even a burial service.

His chaplains and secretaries certainly worked
themselves to the bone for him. They could have
told tales against him, but they never did. For it

was a strain to serve the bishop, to get his robes

thrown over him at the right—I mean the last

—

second, to thrust him ruthlessly into his carriage

just in time to catch the tail ends of departing
trains—he generally travelled with the guard. His
admirable life had been spent in a ceaseless whirl.

He had never had time to marry. He had hurried

to the altar when he was an eager curate with a

pretty young bride who was a stranger to him,
whom his mother had chosen for him. During the

years that follov/ed what little he saw of her at odd
moments he liked. After ten years of what he
believed to be married life she died, leaving one
child ; tactful to the last, pretty to the last, having
made no claim from first to last, kissing his hand,
and thanking him for his love, and for the beautiful

years they had spent together.

His friends said that he bore her loss with heroism,

but in reality he missed her but little. Her death
occurred just after he had become an ardont
suffragan. His daughter grew up in a few minutes,

and quickly took her mother's place. She was her

mother over again in character and appearance.
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His wife had lived in his house for ten years • hisdaughter for twenty. By dint of time h^e kamedto know her as he had never knov.n her motherAt twenty she married his chaplain.

lesl mann? f"
""'^^

f
'^"' ^'^^P^"^' «^^kless. flaw-

indefatigable\.ork.r. smelted from ^he clfoic'eTreof that great middle class from wh7ch as e knowa^l good things come. That he was a future oma'

^Tll^r^^Z '"^-'''^ ^' ^'^^'-^^
The bishop saw his worth, and ruefully endured

g'getsrld'tob'^^""^^"
^^^ "'«^* sXhiLTn'

fluf!^'A •^^'^^"'^ ^'^ son-in-law, and that at

llZ T '^^°"^r^.^'ably awkward moment-naniely

S; Th*''
^"'"P 1^"^ P^^^^"*^d him with aliving The marriage had to be. The dau^hfprwished It ^^ith an intensity that amazed her falher

nis paiagon of a son-m-law. But why ? It was

T?thfSp ^V""V^^%^
paragon, 'not Jsham^lo tne bishop It seemed, and with truth, that anvother woman would have done as wdl as W^daughter; that her husband neither under tood hernor wished to understand her • thai iTJ o ? i

ruthlessly, without knowing ttV hltxepUTh:'se fless devotion
; that he used her as a cush on to

S:v^;"s"norr"^'^ ^^ ^^^^^^^ "^^- resTful Thi?nei jove was not even a source of happiness to him

-.;'\/,-<iXi ,<>.''
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his daughter's door. And at that moment a shdewas drawn back from his mind, and he saw that hemarnage was a replica of his own, except in so farthat his son-m-law, greatly assisted by circumstancehad actually taken a Rtle trouble \o arrange hiimarnage for Inmself, while the bishop's- whatthere^was of U-had been done for hi^ by his

Till this morning he had believed his marriageto have been an laeally liappy one. that he had feltaU that man can feel
; and he had been inclined to

t?^
V""', ^;omanish the desperate desolation of menwho had after all only suffered the same bereavemen"

as he had himself, and which he had quickly over-

exactly as his son-m-law was missing it. The samething had befallen them both. Lovf could do Ceno mighty works, because of their unbelief. Ulienhe remenibered his wife's face, he realised that herjoy had been something beyond his ken. He hadnot shared it. He had not known love, even when
It had drawn very nigh unto him.

,

As he waited motionless for \\'entworth to come

Tt fiJtv'!Zf
/"^'?'^ ™"^ ^""'^^'^- The bishopat fifty went to scliool to a new thouglit. It wasthat power of going to school at tifty to a new tlioughtwhich had made his archbishop, who loved him.Jvehim the see of Lostford, to the amazement o ^hedemurer clergy, who were scandalised by his uncon-

ventionahty, and his fearful baldness^ of si"ech

fhlT. ?)i^/f
^'' ^"""""^ ^°^ t^« appointment bythe fact that he was the son of a duke It was thatpovver which made the bishop seem a mtich youngeman than Wentworth. who vv;.'^ m re-lit- tpn ,-^^

his junior The bishop was-stiV^'leirnTr.'^H:
still moved with vigour mentally. Wentworth, on

i 'il

if!

,i''
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the contrary, had arrived-not at any place in
particular, but at tlie spot where he intended to
remain. His ideas, and some of them had been
rather good ones at twenty-five, had suffered from
their sedentary existence. They had become rather
stout. He called them progressive, because in the
course of j'ears he had perceived in them a slight

ix'eT''^
^

^^ "^"^'t*"^ent. To others they appeared

Wentworth's attitude towards life, of which howas so fond of speaking, was perhaps rather like
that of a shrimper who, in ankle-deep water, wo^ches
the heavily freighted whale-boats come towering inHe does not quite know why he of all men, with
his special equipment for the purpose, and his
expert handling of the net, does not also catch
whales. That they seldom swim in two-inrh water
cices /. t occur to him. At last he doc? not think
there are any whales. He has exploded that
lallacy. tor in a moment of adventurous enthu-
siasm, counting not the cost, did he not once wade
recjclessly up to his very shoulders in deep water,and there were no whales-only pinching crabs.
Crabs w-ere the one real danger, the largest denizens
of the boundless main, whatever his former play-
mates the whalers might affirm.
When the shrimper and the whaler had dined

together, and the bishop had heard with affectionate
sympathy the little there Mas to hear respecting
Michael, and the conversation tended towards more
general topics, the radical antagonism between thetwo friends minds threatened ex-ery moment tomake itself felt.

The bishop tried politics somewhat tentatively
on which thcv had sympathised in college days.'
but It seemed they had widely diverged since
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Wentvvorth, though he frequently asserted that no
one enjoyed more than he " the clashings of opjiosite

opinions," seemed nevertheless only able to welcome
with cordiahty a mild disagreement, just sufficiently

defmed to prove stimulating to the expression of

his own views. A wide divergence from them he
met with a chilly silence. He did so now. The
bishop looked at his neat ankle, and changed the

subject.
" Have you seen or heard an\tliing of Everard

Constable since he came into his kingdom—such a
very unexpected kingdom too ?

"

" No. I fancy he is still abroad. But I can't

say that, for some time past, I have found Constable's

aims in life very sympathetic. His unceasing
struggle after literary fame appears to me somewhat
undignified."
" Oh ! come. Give the devil his due. Constable

en write."
" Of course,—of course. That is just what I am

saying. But he and I differ too widely in our out-

look on life to remain really intimate. He cares for

the big things—ambition, popularity, a pn)minent
position, luxury. He will enjoy being a personage,

and having wealth at his command. For my part,

I am afraid I care infinitely more for the small things

of life—love, friendship, sympathy."
" The small things ! Good Lord !

" said the

bishop, and his jaw dropped. He also dropped the

sub] '-^

" X ' up against Grenfell last week," he con-

tinued immediately. " Do you see hi»i now ? You
and he used to be inseparable at Cambridge."

VVentworth became frigid.

Grenfell had accused him at their last meeting of

being an old maid—an accusation which had wounded

8
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realised tliat G vnfd „., '"'n
","' '" " '

^^•'»

i can t sav I mrf +^^ . i
•

Asim|>klif,.|il minn ^*
•:>Kr..ss<-d in his car,.or.

Who are pia.ving big
pj"'"""y ''^""" "> P-J>k

.l.e Exd„.?;„::;\„"^,
-[',,^;;,;he n.x, Chancoiior of

hJ.,f'S'i;;;;!;;,,,^^;-.^5'rt„rk„pi„g
constituted-it is nil

^^''^"^ "^^'-^^^1^ so

constituti<.,al cWrct th'ir i''''''
'" mc,- only a

Place.itisdimrtr ' ~ ' ^ '*'"""* ^'J'^"^^' ^^r a
especially a n • ih r, J

"^^^''-'^t^^^d how another,

do so. I 1 ad al vavs "^^""V^;^
^^""g ^^mself to

tliat kind oJ thing!''
"^''* ^' ^^'^^ "^^'^^ ^^^^^ve

" So he is,—so he is A hiit.^
(^.ronfell's innvorldhness It .t^K

"'^'"/'" '""
him. My dear WentwoHhJf *^ ^''""^ °"t of

as you in ply the kev^^^ ^,
'

'"r"^"^'"
^'^^"^^'^ ^^'^^^^^

for the fatt^h h ,ndef '
'-"^ ^^'^ >''^^^ ^^^'^^^'""t

triumplKanlirpa d ^ /;/
/"""^^'^ J^^'"^""^ "'^^ve

who ne^ ,- arl^eve nn ;
•' 1'"""^''"y ''^'^^'"hKition

the art of pu'hin; P ''
^"^'"^^ '^^•^'^"^^

^' diploma in

Wentucrth did not answer.

thil!^si;:tci^;:;^'^,{l;:;:,'r['^^^
of which he inv'd bk '

'''^d "ever striven for,

.o.d.dani.wbo':"jr„i^n.:;-;-^^^^^
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" I don't blame Grenfell," lie said at last. " He
had his way to make. I know how blinding the
glamour of ambition is, how insidious and insistent
the claims of the world may become. I don't pre-
tend to be superior to certain temptations if they
came in my way. But I happen to have kipt out
of their way. That is all."
" You have certainly kept out of the way of—

nearly everything."
" For my part, I dare say I am liopcKsslv out of

date
;
but I value beauty and jHMce and simplicity

higher than a noisy success. But a noisy succe«?s
is the one thing that counts nowadays "

" Does it ?
"

" And Grenfell has taken the right steps to gain
it. If a man craves f .r popularity, if he really
tlnnks the bubble worth striving for, he nuist lay
himself out for it. If he wants a place, he must
jostle for it. If he wants power, he must discard
scruples. If he wants social success, it can be got—
\v;e see it every day—by pandermg to the susce})ti-
bihties and seeking the favour of influential persons.
Everything has its price. I don't say that every
one obtains these things who is ready t(j bid for
them. But some do. (irenfi'U is among those
who have. I don't blame him. I am not sure
that I don't rather envy him."
The bishop could respect a conviction.
"Are you not forgetting Grenfell's character,"

he said gently, as one speaks to a sick man. " Think
of him, his nobility, his integrity, his enthusia-m,
his transparent unworldliness, which so often in
the old days put us all to shame."
" That is just what makes it all so painful to me,"

said Wentworth; and there was no po.-,Mbility of
doubting his sinceuty. "That contact with the

t

1 fir
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world can taint even beautiful natures likes his. He
was my i-: A at one time. I almost worshipped
him at Cambridge."
" I love him still," said the bishop. " A catmay look at a king, so I suppose a poor crawler of a

bishop may look at a man like Grenfell. Don't
you think, Wcntworth, that sometimes a man who
succeeds may have worked as nobly as a man who
fails ? You always speak so feelingly of failure ; it
IS one of the many things I like about you. Don't
you think that perhaps sometimes success maybe—

I don't say it always is—as high-minded as
failure, that a hard-won victory may be as honour-
able as defeat, that achievement may sometimes be
the result not of chance or interest, but of un-
remitting toil? Don't you think you may be
unconsciously cutting yourself adrift from r.^r^nfell's
friendship by attributing his success tc ^rthy
means which a man like him could n lave
stooped to ?

"

" It is he whc has cut himself adrift from me "
said Wcntworth icily. " I am not changed." '

" That is just it. A slight change—shall we say
expansion on your part ?- might have enabled you
to —the bishop chose his words as carefully as a
doctor counts drops into a medicine-glass—" to
keep pace with him."
" I do not regard friendship as a race or a combat

of wits," said Wcntworth. " Friendship is, to my
mind, something sacred. I hope I can remain Gren-
fell s friend without believing him to be absolutely
faultless. If he is so unreasonable as to expect
that of me, which I should not for a moment expect
of him—why then "

Wcntworth shrugged his shoulders.
One of the few friends who had not drifted
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from him looked at him with somewhat pained
affection.

Why does a hfe dwelt apart from others tend to
destroy first generosity and then tendtrn.^ss in man
and woman ? Why docs one so often find a certain
hardness and inhumanity encrusting those who have
withdrawn themselves behind the shutters of their
own convenience, or is it, after all, their own im-
potence ?

" Has he always been hard and cold by nature ?
"

said the bishop to himself; " and is the real man
showing himself in middle age, or is his meagre life

starving him ?
"

He tried again.
" You nearly lost my friendship a year ago by

attributing a sordid motive to me, Wentworth."
Wentworth understood instantly.
" That is all past and forgotten," he said quickly.

*• I never think of it. Have I ever allowed it to
make the slightest difference ?

"

" No," said the bishop, looking hard at him ;
" and

for that matter, neither have I. We have never
talked the matter out. Let us do so now. I don't
suppose you have forgotten the odium I incurred
over the living of Rambury. It had been luld for
generations by old men. It had become a kind of
clerical almshouse. When it fell vacant there was
of course yet another elderly cleric

"

" My uncle," said Wentworth ;
" a most excellent

man."
"Just so, but in faiUng health. Rightly or

wrongly, I was convinced that it was my duty
to give the place a chance by putting there a
younger man, of energy and capacity for hard
work. I gave it to my future suu-in-Iaw, as you
know."

1^
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iS
it

:|i 4



mjyl'

i ;

ii8 PRISONERS

N^

Wentworth nodded. " Everv onp eii,l ,* .1.

T? I u- i
''•'"' "° "'^ns of justifvin" mvJ f

thr LT:^V™°orre™:?'H^^-'--^'>. -eeting
if en I .

'"'"urt iji^. You never answeredt, so I suppose you never received if but it the

for ohm" H
"" ' '""f? '^"='-- a-uriig you that

I regarded the ,n^- J
'^^ly owned that, while

-ited to the place? llfid'l^^ft 'knew itfar T™

son-m-law, unless he had beei competent to fi

it fo^ hf"'"''?,
'*'•' '^'^ *'^^ ^i^hop slo^v^^ " I feltIt to be an illuminating document, but it did not

:':.'^-Wv,-^t;;i-^..YAV> .y*' .
'-
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It was in itself a re-

seem to call for an answer,
sponse to a tacit appeal."

ful^v
"'"

'T. V'^'^'u
^"^ *^^" ^'^ continued cheer-tully Rawlmgs has proved himself dreadfullvcompeten

,
as you prophesied, and Lu.y is veryliappy in her new home. I came on from there th?s

titude and economy of time which endeared him tome as my chaplain, had arranged that ev-erv moment

tt^firsf chTd' d%^-^"f'
•• '''"'

' ^^^oui^iZti^ntneir hrst child, dedicate a tlumkofYcring in theshape of a lectern, consecrate the new portion ofthe churchyard, open a reading-room and sav ^ew cordial words at a drawing-r^om m;eUng Sr^
L vould"^ rf';- ,

' '"'^ '^"^ '' ^^^ ^^'^"t - '^^ this

br hop some day. But he only remarked tliat hewas not solicitous of higli preferment T fhi^i
would like Rawlings if W'l^™;^ b tt'f'C
own that I am glad it is Lucy who has to puT upwith him, and not I. I should think e^•en GodAlmighty must find him rather dilf.cult to live withat times. And now, Wentworth, if I am to be upand away at cock-crow, I must go to bed.''

^

VVenUvort'h ht°P ^^^"?\ ^° '' ^'^ '' «"^e -'-"vventvNorth had escorted him to his room
It was no use," he said to himself. "

It wis

TJ) '^r/' .^"^ "^^ "° "^e- He never awhat he had misjudged me. He met my eve He

ioe? buTh"^:f^5 'yi «V^ --- - far as h

f at first sfPn/n T ^' ^" "^ ^'''' ^e^-^'- '"ade

nceritv He h^ ''"''"'>^' °^ ^^"^^^"6 ^is own

or turned fh.
"7^' suspected his own motives.or turned them inside out. He «ju<nects tho^,. nf

others iostead. He is like a crab. H^e moves sidt

I m
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ways by nature, and he thinks that everj' one else

who moves otherwise is not straightforward, and
that he must make allowances for them. According
to his lights, he has behaved generously by me.
Has he ? Damn him ! God forgive me ! Well, I

must stick to him, for I believe I am almost the
only friend he has left in the world."

r



CHAPTER XTT

Shall soul not somehow pay for soul ?

D. G. ROSSETTI.

Fay did not sleep that night.
For a long time past she seemed to have been

gradually, inevitably approacliing, dragjjing reluctant
feet towards something horrible, unendurable. She
could not look this veiled horror in the face. Slie
never attempted to define it to herself. Her one
object was to get away from it.

It had not sprung into life full grown. It had
gradually taken form after Michael's imprisonment.
At first it had been only an uneasy ghost that could
be laid, a spectre across her path that could be
avoided

; but since she had come home it had
slowly attained gigantic and terrifying proportions.
It loomed before her now as a vague but insistent
menace, from which she could no longer turn away.
A great change was coming over Fay, but she

tacitly resisted it. She did not understand it, nor
realise that the menace came from within her gates,
was of the nature of an insurrection in the citadel
of self. We do not always recognise the voice of
the rebel soul when first it begins to speak hoarsely,
unintelligibly, urgently from the dark cell to which
we have relegated it.

1'
•I'
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<1-en, «.„e of the ..n";t:St:„"cV'„\rie'r'lh:wandered into her past as irhilrirv,;/ V ^"®

the rubbish-hcaps'^.rhf.^d 'omrif ..-r Sh™"^vaguely conscious that there J,nH h^ J ""= ™''
;n those u.i,ht,,. n,„u^!irth:t's'h:™.rct'?e"S

riXpap°r^:h;:rsr;i°c sTi'tt"^'^^'^'''

gather up a littkt furorstickt"and hlle""
"'"

4™c.o' st^^Vu^/-- 1--
^r

%.ed'™e,uo2r.aa°4sTa^*t?X;re ""*

tentr Sv^^.Th*^tf°'she?^r?
»"'

">«
>ii"c ^;«; 1^

^1 i"j> eyes, blie could almost henrhis difficult waning voice saving :

"""^

Ihe sun shines. He does not see th^T^ +ispring and the sunshine. Since avZ if. ^ '.
^'"^

them T7ro„^ l
"^'"^^ ^ >car hc does not seetnem. Francesca, how much longer will von LZ.your cousin Michael in prison ?

" ^ ^^^^

-LI
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Since a year he does not sec them.
It was two years now.
The shock to Fay at ti,o moment those wordswere spoken had been that her husband had kX'all the time. That revelation blotted out all otherthoughts for the time being. It even blotted ou allconsiderations of her own conduct towad Sad

t mU ir'^''-*^r^""^'^>-
^'--^^'^ >-endcred a ute.'It made her mind incapable of receixing the impression that the duke had perhaps 1k>p d h^s"dehbera e last words might make on i ; tluft ^ureVshe would not, after his deati-. still keep Michael inhis celL Throughout the early weeks of he

'
v dow"hood Fay remained as one stunned. Even Ma^-da en

" Then Andrea knew all the time." That wasrtie^constant refrain of her bewildered, half-paralyled

Gradually, in the quiet monotonous life at Priest-

W.^' '^"''''''" "^"-^^ '^''^^ ^'^'- "^^^ ^'^ he

That question was never answered by Favdeeply though she pondered over it. It remahied

scrap's 7,': '" ^" '''•' '''' ^''^ --'^"'"Tittlescraps of his conversation, tiny incidents whichmight have shown her that he knew. But shehad noticed nothing at the time. Hercheekburned when she recalled his tranquil, sarcastic

"Not on the high-road. You are in the rightHow dusty, how dirty is the high-road ! Lu? l"faveknown, not once, nor twice, women to murder men

tSl-"- ""'' - gently and cleanly-LTe?

When first she remembered those words of her

li
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dead luisband, a horrible revulsion of feeling
against him seized her. She had been vaguely
miserable and remorseful at his death until those
words, so tranquilly s]->oken in a primrose dawn,
came back to her.

Tlien she was suddenly glad he was dead, gone
for ever. She ahnost hated him once more. It
was dreadful to li\-e with people whom she did not
understand, who knew things they kept secret,
whose minds and thouglits and motives were incom-
prehensible to her, who believed horrible untrue
things of her. It had been a fixed idea with Fay
during her husband's life-time that he believed
horrible untrue things about her. But what they
were she would have found it difficult to say.

Fay's was ..ot a suspicious nature in its normal
state, but most persons of feeble judgment become
suspicious when life becomes difficult. They cannot
judge, and consequently cannot trust. Fay had
never learnt even so much of her husband as that
she might have trusted hii tirely. Now that he
was gone without betraying her, the knowledge that
he had known her secret and had guardi^d it faith-
fully did not make her feel, with a flood of humble
contrition, how deeply she had misjudged him, how
loyal he had been from first to last ; it only aroused
in her a sense of fear and anger. How secretive
Andrea had been, liow imderhand ! Perhaps part
of the doom of a petty self-centred nature is that
it does not know when it has been generously and
humanely dealt with.

When Fay had somewhat recovered from the
shock of her husband's dying speech she had turned
with all her m-ght to Magdalen, had cast herself
upon her, clung to her in a sort of despeiation.
Magdalen, at any rate, believed in her.

lii j1;;s

:• ;vi'»Tmm
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For many months after she came to Priesthope,
her mind remained in a kind of stupor, and it seemed
at first as if she were regaining a sort of calm, caught,
as '+ were, from Magdalen's presence.

But gradually miserable brooding memories re-
turned, and it seemed at last as if something in
Magdalen's gentle serenity irritated instead of
soothed Fay as heretofore. Was Magdalen a sort
of unconscious ally of that fainting soul within
Fay's fortress ? Were chance words of Magdalen's
beginning to make the rebel stir in his cell ? At
any rate something stirred. Something was making
trouble. Fay began to shrink from Magdalen, in-
voluntarily at first, then purposely for long moody
intervals. Then she would be sarcastic and bitter
with her, jibe at the housekeeping, and criticise
the household arrangcmi^nts. A day later she
would be humbl" and hysterically affectionate once
more, asking to . forgiven for her waywardness.
She could not live without the comfort of Magc'alen's
tenderness. And at times she could not live with
it. Magdalen preserved an unmoved front. She
ignored her sister's petulance and spasmodic fault-
finding. She knew they were symptoms of sor^e
secret ill, but what that ill was she did not know.
She kept the way open for Fay's sudden remorseful
return to affectionate relations, and waited.
Those who, like Magdalen, do not put any value

on themselves are slow to take offence. It was not
that she did not perceive a slight, ux a rebuff, or a
sneer at her expense, but she never, so to speak,
picked up the offence flung at her. She let it lie,

by the same instinct that led her to step aside in a
narrow path rather than that her skirt should touch
a dead mole. No one could know Magcialen long
without seeing that she lived by a kind of spiritual

' 8
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instinct, as real to her as the natural instincts
01 animals.

Fay became more and more haggard and irritable
as the months at Pri: stliope drew into a year \new elomrnt of misery was added to her life by the
sight of W.ntworth, and his visits were becoming
fre(nunt. His mere prcs. nee made acute once more
that other memory, partially blurred, persistently
pushed aside-the memorj- of Michael in prison
Ihe figure of the duke had temporarily displaced
that other figure in its cell.

But now the remembrance of Michael, continually
stirred up by poor Wentworth, with bis set, bereaved
tace, was never suffered to sleep. With every week
of her life, it seemed to Fay, some new pain came.
Magdalen could not comfort her. Magdalen, whowas so fond of .Miehael.

// Mat^cia/cn faira.'

Ma'^clalcn must never, never know She could not
live without Magdalen. Magdalen was not likeAndrea in that. She, at any rate, was concealing
notlung. could know nothing. Now that Andreawas dead only one living person, besides herselfAwa—Michael. iMy was unconsciously growing
o hate the thought of that one othe, person, "oturn \nth horror from the remembrance of Michael •

his sufferings, his patient life in death filled her
Nvith nausea.disgust. Her vehement, self^..h passion

vh,.h"i ft
^""^ ^"^othered by the hideous debriswhich had been cast upon it.

She had never loved him, as the duke well knewand now the shivering remembrance of him con-
stantly renewed bj- Wentwovth^ had becomi hkea poignard m a xvound that would not heal. Went-worth had to-day yet again unconsciouslv turred
the poignard in the wound, and her whole being



w^m^n
^i. « iUmijiM-

PRISONERS 127

sickened and shuddered. Oh ! if she could only tear
out that sh.irp-bladed remembnmco and cast it
from her, then in tim.' the aiiiiiiK wound m Iut life
might heal, and she might becomo hajipy and well
and at peace once more—at pe;i(c like McL^dal.n
An envious anger Hand up in hw mind against
Magdalen's calm and happy face.
Oh

! if poor Michael could onlv die! He wanted
to die. If only he could dit' and release lier ! Re-
lease hey from nhat ?

From her duty to speak and set him frc*^ ? Those
were the words which she never permitted the rel)el
voice within to say. Still, tlu-v were thd e, silenc<-d
for the tune, but always waiting to be >aid. Tlu ir
gagged whisper reached her in spite of herself.
Oh

! if only Michael were dead and out of his
suffering, then she would never be tortured by them
any more! Then too her husband's words would
lose their poisoned point, and she could thrust
them forth from her mind for e\er.
" Francesca, how much longer will you keep your

cousin Michael in prison ?
"

Oh ! cruel, cruel Andrea ! vindictive to the very
gates of death.

Down the empty whispering-gallorv of ghostly
fears in which her life crouched, Michael's voice
spoke to her also. She could hear his grave, low-
toned voice—" Think of me as in fairyland."
That tender, compassionate message'had a barbed

point which pierced deeper even than the duke's
words.

Her love: ,ind her husband seemed to have con-
spired togetner to revenge themselves upon her.
Fay leaned her pretty head against the window-

sill and sobbed convulsively.
Poor little soul in prison, weeping behind the

'I
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bars of her cell, that only her own hands could
open.

Were not Fay and Michael both prisoners, fast
bound, she in misery, he only in iion ?

The door opened gently and Magdalen came in
in a long white wrapper, with a candle in her hand.

She put down the candle and came towards Fay.
She did not speak. Her face quivered a little.

She bent over the huddled figure in the window-
seat, and with a great tenderness drew it into her
arms. For a moment Fay yielded to the comfort
of the close-encircling arms, and leaned her head
against Magdalen's breast.

Then she wrenched herself free, and pushed her
sister violently from her.
" Why do you come creeping in like that ? " she

said fiercely. " You only come to spy upon me."
Magdalen did not speak. She had withdrawn a

pace, and stood looking at her sister, her face as
white as her night-gown.
Fay turned her tear-drenched face to the window

and looked fixedly out. There was a faint move-
ment in the room. When she looked round, Mag-
dalen was gone.

Fay, worn with two years of partially eluded
suffering, restless with pain, often sick at heart,
was at last nearing the 1?-' ditch : but she had not
reached it yet.

Many more useless tecn_, many more nights of
anguish, many moie days of sullen despair still lay
between her and that last refuge.

ii'<.'it'i ,« /2 ^^:a:3x xr.Ui' tr-vw:



CHAPTER XIII

II n'y a point de passe vide ou pauvre, il n'y a point d'evi'^ne-

nients miserables, il n'y a ciue <les cvcnements miscrablemeat
accueillis.

—

Maeterlinck.

Magdalen went back to her own room, and set

down her candle on the dressing-table with a hand
that trembled a little.

" I ought not to have gone," she said, half-aloud

;

"and yet—I knew she was awake and in trouble

And she nearly spoke to me to-day. I thouglit

—

perh.aps at last—the time had come, like it did with
mother. But I was wrong. I ought not to have
gone."

The large room which had been her mother's,

the elder Fay's, seemed to-night crowded with
ghostly memories ; awakened by the thouglit of the

younger Fay, sobbing in the room at the end of

the passiige.

In this room, in that bed tlic elder Fay had died

eighteen years ago.

How like the mothc* the child had become, who
had been named after her

!

Magdalen saw again in memory the poor pretty

apathetic mother who had taken so long to die
;

a grey-haired Fay, timid as the present Fay, unwise,

inconsequent, blind as Fay, feebly unsiliish as alas !

Fay was not.

109 9
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There is in human nature a forlorn impulse towhich Mrs. Bellairs had yielded, to speak at lastwhen the great silence draws near of the things
that have long cankered the heart, to lay upon
others part of the unbearable burden of life fustwhen death is about to remove it. Mrs. BeUairshad always groped feebly in heavy manacles through
life, m a sort of twilight; but her approaching free-dom seemed towards the last to throw a light faintand mtermittent but still a light, on much thathad lam confused and inexphcable in her mindMany whispered confidences were poured into
Magdalen s ears during those last weeks, faltered
disjointed revelations, which cut deep into the
sensitive-stricken heart of the young girl cutting
possibly also new channels for all her after hfe to
flow through.

Did the mother realise the needless anguish she
mflicted on the spirit of the grave, silent girl of
seventeen ? Perhaps she was too near the great
change to judge any longer-not that she had everjudged—wlmt was wise or unwise what was large
or small. Trivial poisoned incidents and the deepwounds of life, petty, unreasonable annoyances and
acute memories were all jumbled together Shehad never sorted them, and now she had ceased
to know which was which. The feeble departing
spirit wandered aimlessly among them

J.l^^'v
"'""'^

'^^i'"^
""P *^ y°"' ^^the^' Magdalen,when I m gone. I never could. I was too much

Z hZ ''M, '";
u-

^'?' ^""^ ^^^^^'^ °" ^h^^n I triedhe had got the habit of my yielding to him, and itmade a con mual wretchedness if I opposed himHe always thought I did not love him if I did not
consent to everything he wished. I did try tostand up about the children, but at last I gave

pmi



PRISONERS 131

up that too. I was not fit to have children if I

sacrificed their well-being to his caprice and his
whim, but that was what I did. I have been a
poor mother, and an unfaithful friend, and an
unjust mistress. Women like me have no business
to marr^ . .

" You don't remember Annie, do you ? She was
second housemaid, the best servant I ever had. She
was engaged to William, the footman with the
curly hair. He is butler now at Barford. She
cared for him dreadfully, poor soul! But your
father could not bear her because she had a squint,
and he never gave me any peace till I parted with
her. I did part with her—and I got her a good
place; but—I spoilt her marriage. It did not take
much spoiling perhaps, for after she was gone he
soon began to walk witli the kitchen-maid, but—she
had been kind to me. So good once whc . I was ill,

and my maid was ill. She did everything for me.
I have often cried about that at night since.

Nl

WY

" Mother always used to tell me and I never
believed it, but it is true : Men are children and it

is no good thinking them different They never
grow up. I don't kn<nv if tliere are any grown-up
men anywhere. I sujiposc then- must be, but I

have never met one. I don't know any prime
ministers or arclibishops. but I e.xpect they are
just the same as your father in home-life.

" I dare say your fatlu r will be sorry wlien I'm
gone. People like \-our f.'/her are always very
fond of some one who is '.^uad, who has no longer
any claim upon tlicm : a mother or a sister wliuni

Ij



a r

132 PRISONERS

they did not take much trouble about when thevwere ahve. ^

<( Of course I am going to die first, but I some-times used to thmk if your father died before meand If he were allowed to come back after death-
such thmgs do happen-I had a friend who sawa ghost once-vyhether he would be as vexed then
at any little change as he is now. You know
Magdalen, it has always been a cross to me that

It ril'^'^t^^'
^" "^y sitting-room is away fromthe light. My eyes were never strong. I moved

It near the window when I first came here, but your
father was annoyed, and had it put back where it
IS now, because his mother always had it therebut I really could not see to write there. And Ihave often thought if he came back after he was deadwhether he would mind if he found I had moved itnearer the window.

^ ^

^'1

•• The Bishop of Elvaston married us. I dare sav

years later He had a wart on his chin, and he onceshook hands with baby's feet But he was goodHe told me I must sacrifice all to love. But whathas been the use of all my sacrifices, first of myselfand then of others ? Your father his not been thehappier or tlie better for it. but the worse. HJvelet him do so many cruel little things for whicho hers have suffered. It was not exactly that hedid not see what he was doing. He would not seeSome people are like that. They won't look andhey become dreadfully angry if "[hev are Isk.' d tolook. I gave It up at last. Oh. my poor husband !

J.

««'»
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I knew I had failed everyb dy else, but at any rate
not him. But I see now "—the weak voice broke—
*• I see now that I ' .ve failed him too. We ought
never to have married. Love is not any guide
to happiness. Remember that, Magdalen. We
were both weak. He was weak and domineering

;

I was weak and yielding. I don't know which is
the worst."

As the shadows deepened all the tacit unforgiving-
ness of a weak, down-trodden nature which has
been vanquished by life whispered from the brink
of the grave.

** I have never been loved. I have given every-
thing, and I have had nothing back. Nothing,
nothing. Don't marry, Magdalen. Men are all
like that. Lots of women say the same. Tliey
take everything, and they give nothing. It is our
own fault. We rear them to it from their cradles.
From their school-days we teach them that every-
thing is to give way to them, beginning with the
sisters. With men it is take, take, take, until we
have nothing left to give. I went bankrupt vcars
ago. There is nothing left in me. I have nothing,
and I am nothing. I'm not dying now. I have
been dead for years.

' 1 '

" You say I am going to be at peace, Magdalen.
But how do you know; I dare say I'm not. I dare
say I^ am going to hell, but if I do I don't care.
I don't care where I am going so long as t is some-
where where there aren't any more husbands, and
housekeeping, and home, weary, weary home, and
complaints about food. I don't want ever to see
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anything again that I have known here. I am so
tired of everything. I am tired to death."

Poor mother and poor daughter

!

Who shall say what Magdalen's thoughts were as
she supported her mother's feeble steps down to
the grave ? Perhaps she learned at seventeen what
most of us only learn late, so late, when life is
half over.

Bitterness, humiliation, the passionate despair of
the heart which has given all and has received
nothing—these belong not to the armed band ofLove s pilgrims, though they dog his caravan across
the desert.

_

These are on'y the vultures and jackal prowlers
in Loves wake, ready to pounce on the faint-
hea-ted pilgrim, who through weakness falls into the
rear, where fang and talon lie in wait to swoop down
and rend him. ^

If we adventure to be one of Love's pilgrims, wemust needs be long-suffering and meek, if we are
to wm safe with him across the desert, and see at
last his holy city.

The tears welled up into Magdalen's eyes as one
piteous scene after another came back to her, enactedm this very room.
Poor little mother, who had seemed to Magdalen

then so old and forlorn, who when she died had
only been a year or two older than Magdalen herself
was now

!

And poor, little, wavering life, sobbing in the room

troubTeT"
passage over some mysterious

The elder Fay lived on in the younger Fay. Was
she also to be vanquished by life, to become gradu-

'm
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ally embittered and resentful ? There seemed to be
nothing in her lot to make her so. What was it,

what could it be that was casting a blight over
Fay's life ?

How to help her, how to release her from the
self-imposed fetters in which her mother had lived
and—died

!

Just as some persons have the power of making
something new out of refuse—paper out of rags—
so Magdalen seemed to have the power of cherishing
and transforming the weaker, meaner elements of
the characters with which she came in contact.
Certain qualities in those we are inclined to love
daunt us. Insincerity, callousness, selfishness,
treachery in its more refined aspects, these are apl
to arouse at first incredulity and at last seen in us.
But they aroused neither in Magdalen. Si; :,ciw

them with clearness, and dealt tenderly with them.
What others discarded as worthless she valued.

To push aside the feeble and intermittent affection
of a closed and self-centred nature, believing it is

giving its best—what is that but to push aside a
poor man's little offering ? Many years ago M;.^Jalen
had accepted, not without tears, one such offering
from a very poor man indeed.
Loving kindness, tenderness have their warped,

stunted shoots as well as their free-growing, stately
blossoms. It is the same marvellous, fragrant life,

struggling to come forth through generous or barren
soil. There are some thin, dwarfed, almost scentless,
flowers of love and friendship, of which we can
discern the faint fragrance only when we are on
our knees. But some of us have conscientious
scruples about kneeling down except at shrines.
Magdalen had not.

She knew that Fay cared but little for her in

iil

II

Ml

Hi
I

1 i



Irt
}

136 PRISONERS

reality But she also knew that she did care a
little Fay had turned to her many times, and had
repulsed and forgotten her not a few times.
Magdalen had a good memory.
"When she really wants me she will turn to me

again," she said tranquilly to herself.



CHAPTER XIV

Toute pjission a son chemin de croix.

And Michael ? What of him during tliose two end-
less years ? What did he think about during his

first year in prison : what was the fust waking in

his cell like, the second, the third, the gradual dis-

covery of what it means to be in prison ? Was there

a bird outside his window to woimd him ? The
oncome of summer, the first thrill of autumn, how
did he bear them ?

His was not a mind that had ever dwelt for long
upon itself. The egoist's torturing gift of intro-

spection and self-analysis was not his. He had
never pricked himself with that poisoned arrow.

So far he had not thought it of great importance
what befell him. Did he think so now ? Did he
brood over his adverse fate ? Did he rebel against

it, or did he accept it ? Did angels of despair and
anguish wrestle with him through the hot nights

until the dawn ? Did his famishing youth rise up
against him ? Or did that most bhs.-.ed of all

temperaments, the impersonal one, t- \js.tr to him
in his great need.

Perhaps at first he was support' i by .he thought
that he was suffering volunt'^rily for Fay's sake.

Perhaps during the first j-ear he kepi hold of the

«37
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again during that flr=f
/"^^/"^^ ^ay. He did it

sacrifice fo Ws sat Th/"' T="'"^
"' '^ ^reat

flower ' e wav cifi *^ ''"""ve him in her omt,

small .acrificTfort!^ Tke Hi^t'^
"^^^ '"^^ ^

distress His b?"ued ^rnn'"" T*""!' '^ »"*

-^d ha™ saved hi. s^^^l^^^Z^^^

MiAt5 throught^S'ther? '^f'^
,'^^^'='1

was dead.
'*'^'=*'"' ">** "'e duke

The news so long expected gave him a pang when
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it did at last arrive. He had liked the duke

othen
"'"'"* ''^^ '^' ''•'=" '-^^y -- 'o each

But now now Fay would release him. It would

degree than heretofore. She would have to endure

wh r^^^';^"'
*^""^^ groundless inference, fromwhich her delicacy would shrink. But she was freeto marry him now, and that made all the differenceas to the explanation she would have to give A

little courage was all that was needed, just enoughto make a small sacrifice for him. Slie "ouldcertamly have that amount. The other has beentoo much to e.xpect. But this
Michael leaned his forehead against the stonewall of his cell, and sobbed for joy
Oh

!
God vvas good. God was merciful. Heknew how much he could bear. He knew that he

s"h. ""' "' '"^ ""' *"^^ ^^"^ beyond hi^

Michael was suffused with momentary shame atth^ joy that the death of his friend had brought

nn^'h!'*!;"^"'!^
^^^ ^ mounting spring that will

w?^in\im."^'' ^°^ "'^^ ^°^^ -^ -- ^^-h

hJYi, ^"f
^'^

^"f^ "'^"^y "°^^'- The though ofher. the hungered craving for her, was no longer a

It was Sunday evening. The myriad bells ofVenice were borne m a floating gossamer tangle ofsound across the water.
^

^_
Joy-overwhelming suffocating joy. inundated

to^he W^ift*° ^'' ^'''' ^"^ ^^^"6 convulsively
to the bars of his narrow window.

^

lis

w^msm^ jt -f^iF- ' -ler. -*
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How often he had heard the bells, but never
with this voice !

He looked out across the wide water with i*s
floating islands, each with its little campanile. His
eyes followed tlie sails of the fishing-boats from
Chioggia, floating like scarlet and orange butterflies
in the pearl haze of the lagoon.
How often he had w.itclied them in pain ! How

often he had tunvd his eyes from them lest that
mad rage for freedom, which entered at times into
the man in the next cell, when the boats passed,
should enter also mto him, and break him upon
Its wheel!
He looked at the boats now with tears in his ej-es.

They gleamed at him like a promise straight from*
God. How freelv they moved—free as air ; free
as the seamew with its harsh crv wheeling close
at hand under a luminous sky.
He also should be free soon, should float away

past the gleaming islands, over a sea of pearl in a
boat with an orange sail.

For Fay would come to liim. The one womanm the world of counterfeits would come to him, and
set him free. She would take him in her arms at
last, and lay her cool, healing touch upon his aching
life. And he would lean his forehead against her
breast, and his long apprenticeship to love would be
over. It seemed to Michael that she was here
already, her soft cheek against his.
He pressed his face to the stone wall, and

whispered as to her

:

" Fay, have I served you ?
"

He almost heard her tremulous whisper, " Yes."
" Do you still love me ?

"
•' Yes."
*' We may love each other now."



' ».

PRISOXl'RS
141

Again Fay's voice, very low, " Yes "
It had to be like tliat. This niomont was only

a faint foreshadowing of that unendurable iov
which inevitably had to come.
A great trembling hud hold on Michael Hecould not stand. He fell on his knees, but he couldnot kneel. He stretched himself face downwards

on his pallet, but it was not low enough. He
flung himself on the floor of his cell, but it was
not low enough. A grave would hardlv have beenlow enough. The resisting stone floor had to do
instead.

And through the waves of aw -nd rapture thatswept over him came faintlv dou; ^o him as fn^msome dim world left behind, the aells of Veniceand the thm cry of the seamew rejoicing with

Can we call a life sad which has had in it onesuch blessed hour ?

Luminous day followed luminous day and the
nights also were full of light. His work was nothing
to him. The increasing heat was nothing to himHis tliains were nothing to him.
But at last when the weeks'drew into a monthtwo months, a chill doubt took up its abode withhim. It was resolutely cast out. But it returned

It was touglit against with desferation. It wasscorned as want of faitl.. Michael's strength waned
with eacli conflict. But it always returned. At

^rL f'^\7V''
^""^ ^'^' ^ mysterious figure, always

present with lum. ^

fh" ^""J,'" ^V' ''''P'''^'^ ''''''' ='"^ °^'er again through
the endless burning nights of summer, " dear onecome soon." '

There was neither speech nor language, only thelymg beUs in the dawn. ^

jiim
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The shadow deepened.
A frightful suspense laid its cold, creeping hold

on Michael.

What could have happened ?

Was she ill ?

Was she dead ?

He waited, and waited, and waited. Time stood
still.

Let no one say that he has found life difilcult till
he has known what it is to wait ; till he has waited
through the endless d;\v^ that turn into weeks more
slowly than an acorn turns into a sapling ; through
the unmoving wc(>ks that turn into months more
slowly than a sapling turns into a forest tree—for
a word which does not come.

Late in the autumn, six months and five days
after the death of the duke—Michael marked each
day with a scratch on the wall—he received a letter
from Wcntworth. He was allowed to receive two
letters a year.

He dreaded to open it. He should hear she was
dead. H.^ had known all the time that she was
dead. That tlowerlike face was dust.
With half-blind eyes, that made the words flicker

and run into each other, he sought through Went-
worth's long letter for her name. Bess the retriever
had had pupjies. The Bishop of Lostford's
daughter had married liis chaplain—a dull marriage,
and the bishop had not been able to resist appointing
his son-in-law to a large living. The partridges had
done well. He had got more the second time over
than last year. But he did not care to shoot without
Michael.

He found her name at last on the third sheet,
just a casual sentence.

—-™^ .. S-jijjr=-j-,5T-
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fn'i'-^''"!
cousin the Duchess of Colle Alto has come

to hve at Priesthope for good. She has been there
nearly SIX months. I ,n^ ],ev occasionally \thrst she appeared quite stunned by gri( f, but she
is^ becommg rather more cheerful as time passes

The letter fell out of Michael's hand.
Rather moyc chccrjtd as time passes on "

laifgT
''''' '^*''' ''* ^'^'""^ ^'''''^''^'

'' ^'^"^'' ^"^'•^^

Michael looked up startled. He was alone Henever knew that it was he who iuid laughed.
Rather more cheerful as time passes on "

that lay behind him-during which the time had

kfnTnf
""

''''I.
^''""^ ^''''''^ t"-^-tl^^r into akmd of rnap-an endless desert of stones and thornsand m the midst a little figure in the far distancecommg toihng towards him, ;mder a blinding

That figure was himself. And this was whathe^^had reached at last. He had touched tlte

She had left Italy for good. She had gone backto her owii people
; not lately, but long ago, nionUis

ago. When he had first heard of the duke's deatheven while he was counting daily, hourh'. on hercoming as the sick man counts on the drr^n, evc'i
tlien she was arranging to leave Italy for goodEven then when he was e.xpectiiig her day by^dayshe must have made ui, her mind not 'to speakShe would not face anything for his sake. ShJ haddecided to leave him to his fate

wept at a bird s grief over its rilled nest was callousof suffering. She who had seemed to lov e h'm-

n
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he felt still her hands hold-ng his hand against her
breast—had never loved him. She did not know
what love was.

She was inhuman, a monster. He saw it at
last.

There is in love a spiritual repulsion to which
physical repulsion at its worst is but a pale shadow
Those who give love to one who cannot love may not
escape the stroke of that poisoned fang. Sooner
or later that shudder has to come.
Only while We are young do we believe that the

reverse of love is hate. We learn later, and that
lesson we never forget, for love alone can teach it
that the reverse of love is egotism. The egoist can-
not love. Can we endure that knowledge and eo
on loving ? Can we be faithful, tender, selfless to
one who exacts all and gives nothing, who forgets
us and grieves us, even as day by day we forget
and grieve our unforsaking and faithful God '

Can we endure for love of man what God endures
for love of us ?

The duke's words came back to Michael

:

" Why do you deceive yourself, my friend ?
There is only one person for whom she has a per-
manent and deep affection—for her very charming

He had thought of her as his wife for six months
and four days.

Michael beat his manacled hands against the wall
till they bled. H-^ broke his teeth against his
chains.

If Fay had come in then he would have killed her
done her to death with the chains he had worn so
patiently for her sake.

And that night the convict in the next cell, who

imi^
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had at times such wild outbursts of impotent rage
when the boats went by, heard as he lay awake a
low sound of strangled anguish, that ever stifled
itself into silence, and ever broke forth anew, from
dark to dawn.

10
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CHAPTER XV

H?fer ''did''

'''"''' '''^' '^"'^"^ *"• T^^ "^ght^ ^^^e

Had Michael reached at last the death of love ?Was Its strait gate too narrow for him ?

After that one night he held his peace even withhimself, even with the walls of h^ eel He d dnot sleep nor eat. He had no time to sleep or eatHe was absorbed in one idea
^

Michael was not a thinker. He was a mnn nf
action, whose action, sharp, rfpler hke and in

feZTTcw'^ ""f
^^^^'^ °"'y by instbctive"leelmg, by chivalry, honour, indignation comoassion never by reilection, judgment, experi^nce^He'could not really think. What h; leaned had toreach him some other way. His mind only bungled

tinr^^vag::^^'
'"^"^^ ^^^^"^' ^° ^^^ ^^^^^'^^^^ '^y

He sat idly in his cell when his work was doneThere was a kind of pressure on him, as if the wallswere closmg m on him. Sometimes he go up andpuslicd them back with his hands ^ ^
in andTo^//'"^''^

^"' ^'"^"^ ""^ '^' ^'i^ter drewm, and for a few minutes every afternoon laid a
146
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thong of red light upon his wall. He looked at it
sternly while it burned. It looked back sternly
at him.

He had no wish to be free now, no wish for any-
thing.

•'

The doctor came to see him, and looked closely
at him, and spoke kindly to him. He was intt^rested
in the young Englishman, and, like several of the
warders, was convinced of liis innocence.

Michael took no notice of liim, barely answered
his questions. He was impatient of any inter-
ruption. He was absorbed in one thought.
He had loved Fay for a long time. How long

was it .-' Five years ? T.;n years ? Owing to his
peculiar fate Love had usurped in Michael's life too
large a place, the place which it holds in a woman's
life, but which is unnatural in a man's. He did not
know it, but he had travelled a long way on the
road towards an entire oblivion of Fay when he
came to Rome. But the one great precaution
against her he had not taken. He had not replaced
her, and " only that which is replaced is destroyed."
He had grown accustomed to loving her.

In these d:i- he went over slowly, minutely,
every step of is long acquaintanceship with her
from the first day, when he was nineteen and she
was seventeen, to the last evening si.x years later
when he had kissed the cold hand that could have
saved him, and did not.

Old people, wise old learned people, smoke-dried
dons and genial bishops sitting in their dignified
studies, had spoken with guarded frankness to himm his youth on the temptations of life They bad
told him that love, save when it was sanctified by
marriage, was only a physical passion, a temporary
madness, a fever which all men who were men

4

III:
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ill

* i

ill

underwent, but to which a man of principle did

solXd'^^ry'.
''''-'' ' ^^^-usl^suppts^S!

Why had it not been so with him ? He hadnever had to contend with the coarse forms ofemptation of which his elders had spoken as Uthey were an integral part of his youth.
'

Why then had he loved this pretty, false selfishwoman so long ? Why had he allovv^d hTr^self o

sne was false ? Why was he more weak, morecredulous more infatuated than other men ?

The duke had actually been her husband hadactuaUy possessed that wonderful creature and yethe under the glamour of her personal presencewhich
1 made Michael gasp to think of. he, t^he dukehad not been deceived. '

Why had he, Michael, been deceived ?

He remembered the exhortations of" his teoid-

/'i'
P^'"l«^% married tutor at Oxford whoread he vilest French novels as a duty and tooka walk w.th his wife on fine afternoon f'and wWcryptic warnings on the empire of the parsbnswould have made a baboon blush

^

Michael laughed suddenly as he recalled the mildold-maidish face. What was the old Dri^ tilkinJ

itri- bifof
'''

'%'r' ^"^^ uplnTsl^rhSl^f

folio ?

'"'"'^'''^ ^^^'^^^^ ^^'^ leaves of a

Every one had told him wrong
Why had they decried this awful power ? Why hadthey so confused it with sensual indulgence that hehad had to disentangle it for himself^? Why hadthey not warned him, on the contrary, that the loveof woman was a living death, a pitfall from whkhthere was no escape, from the depths of wWch you

"^iiXHF
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might stare at the sky tiU you starved to death
as he was doing now.

'

With all their warnings they had not warned him
these grave men, these instructors of youth, who

i/7u' ^""^''^ ^"y ^'^^^^ except their little
world of books, who ranged women into two camps •

one in which they held a docile Tennysonian place"
as chaste adorners of the sacred home, mothers of
childreri, mans property, insipid, angel housekeepers
of his demure middle age ; the other where thevwere depicted as cheap, vulgar temptresses, on a

xiu u
tht^^'^nc-cup and the gambling-table,

h A^- ,^^^
,h\^"< -^^ed himself to be duped andhoodwinked by his elders, and by his own shyness

into chastity ? They had entreated him to believe
It was the only happy life. It was not. To be
faithful to his future wife ! Ha ! ha ! That was
the beginning of the trap, the white sand neatly
raked over the hidden gin.

^
If he had only Uved like other men ! If he had

onlv tn^"th
*" *?' ^7'^ ^"^°"S *^^"^' if he hadonly torn the veil early from every limb of thatdraped female figure, that iron maiden, if he hadonly seen it in its horror of nudity, with it<. .harp

nails for eyes, and its jagged knives v, .e thebosom should be, he should not be pressea .o d. dhin its embrace now.
He had been deceived, betrayed, fooled. Thatwas why he was shut up. He had believed in awoman had believed that the cobra's bite was onlva wasps sting. Good Lord, what in imbecile ' Hewas insane, of course-raving mad. And he hadbeen here eighteen months and only saw the joke

Michael laughed again, shouted with laughter
The sun was setting again. It was always setting

'-^iXB"^
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now. It set in the mornings as well. The red
thong of light was on the wall again. Blood-red !

He rocked to and fro, shaking with laughter.
The doctor and a warder came in. It was just

like them. They were always coming in when they
were not wanted.
He pointed at the bar of ly,H, stumbled to it,

and tried to tear it from the wall. It had been
there long enough. Too long. And as he tore at
it with hands dyed crimson, some laing that was
pressing upon him lightened suddenly, and the
blood gushed forth from his mouth, flooding the
sun-stained wall.
" I have put out that damned sunset at last," he

said to himself as he fell.

=i
:
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CHAPTER XVI

So we must keep apart.
You there. I here,
With just the door ajar
That oceans are.
And prayer,
And that pale sustenance
Despair !

Emily Dickenson.

hl/^. %^\"^^ ^^*'' Christmas when Michael firstbegan to take notice of his surroundings once moreIhere was no love or tenderness thaf Wentworthcould have shown him which the grave youneItalian doctor did not lavish on him ^ ^
shiftJd'.nJ

^!"^'
i^' "^''^ ^" ^'hi^h ^li^hael laysh fted and cleared, and closed in on him againBut the times when it cleared became nearer tn

gether. He felt that the great letha^^n whichhe lay would shift when the mist shift^. dTXas If throug .anumerable veils, he was aware ^at'something indefinable but terrible crouched behrnd

M K 7! P^''"^' ^^^"k days and blank nightsHe had forgotten everything.
^

years. The doctor had been in to see him iust

and laid him back upon his pU.ow. And now he

I

if
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III!

felt full of rest. How clear everything was becom-
ing ! He raised his hand to his head. He had not
taken the trouble to do that before. He looked
long at his wasted hands laid on the coarse cotton
sheeting. What were these marks on the wrists ?

They seemed like an answer to a riddle of which
he had forgotten the question. If he only knew
what those marks were he should know numbers of
other things as Well. He raised his long right hand,
and held it close to his eyes.

These marks were bruises. A line of bruises went
round the wrist. And here, over the bone, was a
scar. It was healed now, but it had been a deep
sore once.

When ?

If only he could remember !

The mist in his mind cleared a little.

Those bruises were made by chains.
A deadly faintness cam.e over him.

Michael knew at last that he was in prison. The
past filtered back into his feeble mind drop by drop.
He knew why he was there. He knew what he had
done to bring him there ; he realised that he had
been ill a long time, many weeks. But there was
still something sinister, mysterious, crouching in the
back of his mind.
The doctor sought to distract him, to rouse him.

He was a botanist, and he showed Michael his
collection of grasses. Michael did not want to have
the fatigue of looking at them, but he feigned an
interest to please the doctor. He gazed languidly
at a spray, now dry and old. The doctor explained
to him that it was the sea lavender, which, in the
early autumn, had flushed the shallows of the lagoon
with a delicate grey lilac.
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*• I remember," said Michael, whitening.
It rushed back upon him, that t'me of waiting

marked by the flowering and thf fading of the sea
lavender. The colour was seared upon his brain"A hundred years it is lilac," he said, " and a
hundred thousand years it is a purple-brown."
The doctor, bending lovingly over a specimen of

a rare water-plant, looked up to see Michael's
quivermg face. He w thdrew the book gently and
took it away.

Michael trembled exceedingly. He was on the
verge of some abyss which he should see clearly in
another moment. Th > sea lavender grew on the
very edge of it. It y? <'ned suddenly at his feet
The abyss was F.y's .:.s -lesertion. He looked
down into it. h. • ^o m.H ? dark.

i

I 'j

.!'••»

i;\t'

CC iC'

<- brought another book.
He saw that an in-

'?' Lei's mind, and he
' b i.00 weak to read.
ok at pictures.

A few days i

It was butterfi

creasing pressure vr,

,

feared for his brai;.

He might perhaps like ^ ^.

The doctor opened the book at an attractive
illustration of an immense butterfly, with wings
of iridescent blue and green. He could not stay,
but he left the cherished volume open on Michael's
knee.

Michael turned his maimed mind slowly from the
abyss into which it had been looking ever since he
had seen that sprig of sea la\'endcr.

Yes. He knew that particular butterfly. He
had seen them by thousands once in a field in Corfu,
long ago on an Easter holiday, when he had been
abroad with Wcntworth. They had ail glinted
together in the sunshine, wheeling together, sinking
together, rising together like an army of fairies.
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How heavy the book was on his knee !

He had not the energy to turn another page.
Yes, he must. The doctor wonld be disappointed
If hv fm:nd th.e book open at the same pkice when hecame back. One leaf. Come ! He owed it to his
frund.

J,1st one h\if.

Were there Enghsh butterflies here as well ?

^

ys. Plere was a sheet of tliem. He knew that
ittJe ydlow one with red tips to its wings. It wascommon enough in the south of England. He
looked idly at it.

And somexv here out of the past, far. far back from
behind the crystal rcreen of childhood, came amemory clear as a raindrop.
He remembered as a tiny child lying in the sun

watching a butterfly like that ; watching it walkup and down on a twig of whortleberry, opening and
shutting Its new-born wings. It was'the first time
he had noticed how beautiful a butterfly's wings
were. His b :by hand went out towards it. The
babj' creature did not fly, was not ready to fly He
grasped It, and laughed as he felt it flutter, tickling
his hot little palms, closed over it. It gave him anew sense of po;\er. Then he slowly pulled off its
wings one by one, because they we:e so pretty
He remembered it as if t were yesterday, and

the sudden disgust and almost fear with which
he suddenly tossed away the little mutilated ugly
thing with struggling legs.

^

The cruelty of it filled him even now with shamed
p;un.

" It was not I who did it," he said to himself "
J

did not understand."
And a bandage was removed from his ej'es, and

he looked down, as we look into stil! water, and he-saw that Fay did not understand either. She had
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put out her hand to take him. She had pulled his
Nvings off him. She had cast him aside. Perhaps
sne even felt horror of him now. But, nevertheless
she had not done it on purpose, any more than hehad done it on purpose to that other poor creature
01 liod. blic did not understand.
Her fair, sweet face, which he had sliuddered at

as at a lepers, came back to him, smihng at himuuth a soft reproach. Ah ! it was a child's i:x^.That was the secret of it all. That was one of the
reasons why he had so worshipped it, that dear
lace She had not meant to hurt him with her
pretty hand.

Later on some day, not in this world perhaps
but some far-off day, she would come to herseJ .'

and looking back she would feel as he felt now at the
recollection of his infant cruelty, only a thousand
times more deeply. He hoped to God he might benear her when that time of grief came, to comfort

h^H K° ^''"It
.^^^ that the pain she had inflictedhad been nothing, nothing-that it did not hurtAn overwhelming, healing compassion, such as "hehad never known in all the years of his great tender-

ness for Fay, wellod up within his arid heart

and light''
'"^"^ '""^ ''''' '^''^''''' "^ " g^^'^* P^'-^ce

Time and time again Ins love for Fay had beenwounded nearly to the death, and had been flungback bleeding upon himself. He had always en
folded it, and withdrawn it, and cherished it anewm a safer place.

A love that has been thus withdrawn and i.ro-
tected does not die. It shrinks home into the h.'ar^mat IS all. Like a fnglitc-ned child against itsmother, it presses close and closer against the Divine

es.::j

m
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Lo^•e that dwells within us, which gave it birth.
At last the mother smiles, and takes her foolish
weepmg child—bom from her bodv, which has had
strengtli from her to wander away from her—back
into her arms.

^C

1!^
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And no more turn aside aud broodUpon Love's bitter mystery,

W. B. Yeats.

It seems as if in the early childhood of all of us some

h7illli"
*'' embryo brain remains dormant Terthe intelligence ana other faculties have begun to

quicken and waken. While that cell sleeps the

Sk^^'it' Th r..f^^^V^^'
^^^" ingenious^in in!

ih^y u J^^ ^'"^^ ^'" ^" *he brain wakes andthe cruelty disappears. And the same coll that wa3slow to quicken in the child is often the rirst oTa^^leep m the old. The ruthless cruelty of old Ige

L T,!f
°^ ^ "'^^ ^^'^"^ the ruthless cr„elty ofyoung children. Childhood does not vet understand

old age ceases to understand.
" '

But some there are among us who have passed

^nT"h '^/- ?^°"^' ^^y^"^ y'"*'^' i"t<^ middle ageand who stil do not understand ; in whose brain that

^hi u'\'^l^}
'^''P^ ^"^ Si^-es no sign of wakingthough all the other faculties are at their zenit

1'
magmation mtellect. lofty sentiment, religiousfervour VVhere they go pain follow.. They leave

InHiV K
-^-^^y ^PP'^'" *° '^^^^e come into the

^vorld to be ministered to. not to minister. If lovecould reach them, call loudly to tliem from without!

«57
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(if it seems as if the dormant cell might wake. But if

they meet love, even on an Easter morning, and
when they are looking for him, they mistake him
for the gardener. They can only be loved and
served. They cannot love—as yet. They exact
love, and miss it. They feel their urgent need of its

warmth in their stiffening, frigid lives. Sometimes
they gain it, lay their cold hand on it, analyse it,

foresee that it may become an incubus, and decide
that there is nothing to be got out of it after all.

They seem inhuman, because they are not human

—

as yet. They seem variable, treacherous, because
a child's moral sense, guiding a man's body and brain,
must so seem. They are not sane—as yet.
And all the while the little cell in the brain sleeps,

and their truth and beauty and tenderness may not
come forth—as yet.

We who love them know that, and that our
strained faithfulness to them now may seem almost
want of faith, our pained tenderness now show like
half-heartedness on the day when that little cell m
the brain wakes.

K ;

Michael knew this without knowing that he knew
it. His mind arrived unconsciously at mental con-
clusions by physical means. But in the days that
followed, while his mind remained weak and wander-
ing, he was supported by the illusion—was it an
illusion ?—that it was Fay really who was in prison,
not himself, and that he was allowed to take her
place in her cell because she would suffer too much,
poor little thing, unless he helped her through.
He became tranquil, happy, serene. He felt no

regret when he was well enough to resume the
rnnvict life, and the chains were put on him once
n:ore. Did he half know that Fay's fetters were
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heavier than his. that they were eating into her
soul, as his had never eaten into his flesh ?

When he sent her a message the following spring
tliathe was happy, it was because it wai the truth
Desire had rent him and let him go-at last. Vague'
mconsequent, and restful thoughts were Michael's

'

His body remained feeble and emaciated Bu'the was not conscious of its exhaustion. His mindwas at peace with itself.

f

li
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CHAPTER XVIII

What she craved, and really felt herself entitled to, was a
situation in which the noblest attitude should also be the easiest,—Edith Wharton.

_

On a stormy night towards the end of March Mag-
dalen was lying awake hstening to the wind. Her
tranquil mind travelled to a great distance away
from that active, monotonous daily life which
seemed to absorb her, which had monopolised her
energies, but never her thoughts, for so many years
past.

Suddenly she started slightly and sat up. A
storm was coming. A tearing wind drowned all

other sounds, but nevertheless she seemed to listen

intently.

Then she slowly got out of bed, lit her candle, stole

do\\'n the passage to Fay's door, and listened again.
No sound within—at least none that could be dis-

tinguished through the trampling of the wind over
the groaning old house.

She opened the door and went in. A little figure

was crouching over the dim fire, swaying itself to
and fro. It was Fay.
Magdalen put dowr. her candle, and went softly

to her, holding out her arms.
Fay raised a wild, wan face out of her hands and

said harshly

:

i6o
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(C Aren't you afr.-ld I shall push you away again,

like I did last time ?
"

Then with a cry she threw herself into the out-

stretched arms.

Magdalen held the little creature closely to her,

trembling almost as much as Fay.

Outside, the storm broke, and beat in wild tears

against the pane. Within, another storm had

broken in a passion of tears.

Fay gasped a few words between the paroxysms

of sobbing.
" I was coming to you, Magdalen—I was trying

to come—and I couldn't : I had pushed you away

when you came before—and I thought perhaps

you would push me away—no—no—I didn't, but I

said to myself you would. I hardened myself

against you. But I was just coming all the same

because—because "—Fay's voice went thinner

and thinner into a strangled whimper—" because

I can't bear it alone any more."
" Tell me about it."

But Fay tore herself out of her sister's arms, and

threw herself face downwards on the bed.
•'

I can't," she gasped. " I must and I can't—

I must and I can't."

Magdalen remained standing in the middle of the

room. She knew that the breaking moment liad

come, and she waited.

She waited a long time. The storm without

spent itself before the storm within had spent itself.

At last Fay sat up. Then Magdalen moved

quietly to the dying fire. She put on some coal,

she blew the dim embers to a glow.

Fay watched her.

Magdalen did not look at her. She sat down by

the fire, keeping her eyes fixed upon it.

II
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** I have done something very wicked," said Fay
in a hollow voice from the bed. " If I tell you all
about it, will you promise, will you swear to me that
you will never tell anybody ?

"

" I promise," said Magdalen, after a moment.
' Swear it."
" I swear."
Fay made severa' false starts and then said :

" I was very unhappy with Andrea."
Magdalen became perceptibly paler and then

very red.

" He never cared for me," continued Fay, slipping
off the bed, and kneeling down before the fire.
" It's a dreadful thing to marry a man who does
not really care. I sometimes think men can't care
They are too selfish. They don't know what love
IS I was very young. I did not know anything
about hfe. He was kind, but he never understood
me."

Magdalen's eyes filled with tears. In thr room
at the end of the passage she had listc .-d to her
mother's faint voice in nights of wakeful weakness
speaking of her unhappy marriage. Did all women
who failed to Ion e deep enough say thf same things '

And as Magdalen had listened in silence then so
she listened in silence now.
"He did not trust me. And then I had no chil-

dren, and he was dreadfully disappointed. And he
kept things to himself. There was no real confidence
between us. as there ought to be between husband
and wife, those whom God has joined together
Andrea never seemed to remember that. And
gradually his conduct had its natural effect, i grew
not to care for him, and—he brought it on himself—
I m not excusing myself, Magdalen

; I see now that
I was to blame too—I ended by caring for some one
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else—some one who did love me, who always had
since we were boy and girl together."
" Not Michael !

"

" Yes, Michael. And when he came out to
Rome it began all over again. It ncv'er would have
done if Andrea had been a good husband. I did
my best. I tried to stave it off, but I was too
miserable and lonely, and I cared at last. And
he was madly in love with me. He worshipped
me."
Fay paused. She was looking earnestly into her

recollections. She was, so far, withholding nothing.
As she knelt before the fire making her confession
Magdalen saw that, according to her lights, she was
speaking the whole truth and nothing but the
truth.

** Of course he found it out at last and—and we
agreed to part. \Vc decided that he must leave
Rome. He wished to see me once to say good-bye.
Was it very wrong of me to let him come once-
just once ?

"

" It was perhaps natural. And after Michael
had said good-bye, why did not he leave
Rome ?

"

" He was arrested the s^irr- ijl * " faltered Fay.
" I said good-bye to };i:n i,\ 11. c

f^;:. den, and then
the garden was surrou.r-i u txrause they were
looking for the murderer of tl . marchese, and
Michael could not get out. \nd he w^ , afraid of
be ng seen, for fear of comproi; sia^; 'uc. >o he hid
behind the screen in my room. And .<;a— irn
know the rest—the pohce came in and searched my
rooms, and Michael came out anc cc;;'; ssed to the
murder, and said I had let him hide i.; iny room.
It was the only thing to do to save my r-nutation,
and he did it."

f
j
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** And what did you say ?
'*

" Nothing. What could I say ? Besides, I was
too faint to speak."

'* And later on, \\ hen you were not too faint '.

"

*' I never saif,' anything later on either." Fay's
voice had become almost inaudible. " I lioped the
real murderer would confess."
" But when he did not confess ?

"

** I have always clung to the hope ; I have prayed
day tnd night that he might still confess. Sinners
do repent sometimes, Magdalen."
There was a terrible silence, during which several

fixtures in Magdalen's mind had to be painfully and
swiftly moved, and carefully safeguarded into new
positions. Magdalen became very white in the
process.

At last she said :

*' Did Andrea know that Michael
was innocent of the murder ?

"

" I never thought =;o at the time, but iust before
he died he said som< Jiing cruel to me wl ch showed
he knew Michael's innocence for certain—had known
it from the first."

" Then if he knew Michael had not murdered the
marchese, how do you suppose he accounted for his

being hidden in your rooms at midnight, after he
had ostensibly Itft the house ?

"

Fay stared at her sister aghast.
" I never thouglit of that," she said.

' What can Andrea have thought of that ?
"

' Andrea was very secretive," faltered Fay.
" You never could tell what he was thinking. And
I was the last person he e\er told things to. Roman
Catholics are hke that. The priest knows every-
thing inj^f^ad of the wife."

Th. v\'as another silence.

Magdalen's question vaguely alarmed Fay.
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Natures such as hers, if given time, will unconsciously
whittle away all the sinister httle incidents that
traverse and render untenable the position in whirh
they have taken refuge. They do not purpostly
ignore these conflicting memories, but thoy don t

know what has weight and what has not, and they
refuse to weigh them because they cannot weigh
anything. Their minds, quickly confused at the
best of times, 'nstinctively select and retain all

they remember that upholds their own view of the
situation, and—discard the rest.

Fay could not answer Magdalen's trenchant
question. She could only restate her own view of
her husband's character.

Magdalen did not make large demands on the
truthfulness of others if they had very little of it.

She did not repeat her question. She waited a
moment, and then said :

" You seem to think that Andrea never guessed
the attachment between yourself and Michael.
But he must have done so. And if he had not
guessed it till Michael was found in your rooms, at
any rate he knew it then—iox certain. For certain.
Fay. Remember that is settled. There was no
other possible explanation of Michael's presence
there if you bar the murder explanation, which is

barred as far as Andrea is concerned. Now from
first to last Andrea retained his respect for Michael,
and his belief in your innocence in circumstances
which would have ruined you in the eyes of most
husbands. You say Andrea did not understand
you or do you justice. On the contrary, it seems to
me he acted towards you with great nobility and
deUcacy."
Fay was vaguely troubled. Her deep, long-

fostered dislike of her husband mut not be shaken

* if'
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in this way. She could not endure to have anvfixtures m her mind displaced. So much depended

on^^r^dt^hw'"'^ ""!;"' ""^^ ^^'^'-^^ h^ '^^ to meon nis aeathbed, she said. "I don't rail a-
nobjlity and delicacy never .. ,,ive me The lea , hin

i^pton/'^
"^ '"'' *''^' '^ ""^ -"y Michael tL

thl7"''»'"M»^%''°Pf.'i-''"'P«l ^^in=t hope-
s'. 7~j ^'^dalen did not &iish her sentence

& o^'^^o^.^-h'^nT^ti^arhrc^rij-
nsen to such a height as that. Think of it FavWhat grovelhng and sordid suspicions he migh havehad of you, must inevitably have had of |ou andMichael If he had not followed a very noble Sinctthat of entire trust in you both in the face of overwhelming proof to the contrary. Dear Fav theproof was overwhelming." ^' *^^

Fay was silent.

nf^""* ^i
'''^

^^i
^^^^^^^^ i*i Michael's innocenceof the murder, so Andrea believed in your innocenceof a crime even greater, never faltered in Ms belkf

likeS ?
"^ ^'''" '"PP°'' ^^''^ ^'^ "^a^y n^en

And Mag(:.-len. who so seldom wept suddenlv

?tS'/ r'^ I'^I'-
P^^^aP^ the thought forcedItself through her mind. " If only one! long ago

fr?r^'W-
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one little shred of such tender
I had met with
faith !

"

" Andrea was better than I thought," Fay
faltered. The admission made her uneasy She
wished he had not been better, that her previous
view of him had not been disturbed.

Magdalen's tears passed quickly. She glanced
again at Fay through the veil of them, looking
earnestly for something she did not find.
" And Michael," she went on gently, " dear

dear Michael
! Ho gave himself for you, spent in

one moment, not counting the cost—his life, his
future, his good name—for your sake. And he
goes on day by day, month by month, year in, year
out, enduring a living death without a word—
for your sake. How long has Michael been in
prison ?

"

1^
Two years," Fay's voice was almost inaudible.
Two years. Is it only two ? To him it must

seem hke a hundred. But if his strength remains
he will go on for thirteen more. Oh ! Fay, was any
man since the world began so loyal to any woman
as your husband and your lover have been, to vou.
You said just now that men were selfish and could
not love. I have heard many women say the same.
But you I How can you say such a thing ? To have
met one man who was ready to love and serve them
is not the lot of many women. Very few of us
ever find anything more than a craving to be loved
in the stubborn material of men's hearts. And we
are thankful enough when we find that. But to
have stood betw. en two such men, who must have
-rushed you between them if either of them liad had
' i.e dishonouring thought of you ! A momentary
selfishness, a momentary jealousy in either of them,
and—where would you have been ?

""

;i
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" No one knows how good Michael is better than
I do," said Fay; "but what you don't seem to
reaUse is how awful these years have been for mc.
He has suffered, but sometimes I think I liave

suffered more than he has. No, I don't think it, I

knoiv it. He can't have suffered as much as I

have."

Magdalen put out her hand, and touched
Fay's rough head with a tenderness that seemed
new even to Fay, to whom she had been always
tender.
" You have suffered more than Michael," she said.

*' I have endured certain things in my life, but I

could never have endured, as you have done, the loss

of my peace of mind. How have you lived through
these two years ? What days and nights upon the
rack it must have meant !

"

Oh, the relief of those words ! Fay leaned her
head against her sister's knee, and poured forth the
endless story of her agony. She had some one to
confide in at last, and the person she loved best—at
least, whom she loved a little. She who had never
born a mosquito bite in silence, but had always
shown it to the first person she met after rubbing
it to a more prominent red, with a plaintive appeal
for sympathy, was now able to tell her sister

everything.

The recital took hours. A few minutes had been
enough on the subject of the r '

^ and Michael;
but when Fay came to dilate on i.^r own sufferings,

when the autobiographical flooagates were opened,
it seemed as if the rush of confidences would never
cease. Magdalen listened hour by hour. Is it

given even to the wisest of us ever to speak a true
word about ourselves ? Do our whispered or
published autobiographies ever deceive any one
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except ourselves ? We alone seem unable to read

between the lines of our self-revelations. We alone

seem unable to perceive that sinister, ghost-like

figure of ourselves, which we have unconsciously

conjured up from our pages for all to see ; the

cruelly faithful reflection of one whom we have

never known. Those who love us and have kept

so tenderly for years the secret of our egotism, or our

false humility, or our meanness, how can they

endure to hear us unconsciously proclaim to the

world what only love may safely know concerning

us?
Magdalen heard till her heart ached to hear them,

all the endless, bolstered-up reasons why Fay was

not responsible for Michael's fate. She heard all

about the real murderer not confessing. She heard

much that Fay would have died rather than admit.

Gradually she realised that it was misery that had

driven Fay to a partial confession, not as yet re-

pentance, not the desire to save Michael. Misery

starves us out of our prisons sometimes, tortures

us into opening the doors of our cells bolted from

within ; but as a rule we make a long, weary business

of leaving our cells when only misery urges us forth.

I think that Magdalen's heart must have sunk

many times ; but whenever Fay looked up she met

the same tender, benignant look bent down upon

her.

"Oh, why didn't I tell you before ? " she said

at last.
'*

I always wanted to, but I thought—at

least, I felt—I see I did you an injustice,—I thought

you might press me to—to
"

" To confess?^'' said Magdalen, her lew voice

piercing to Fay's very soul.
** Y-yes ; at least to say something to a policeman

or some one, so that Michael might be let out. I

^1
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was afraid if I told you, you would never give me
any peace till Michael was released."
" Have yon had any peace since he was put into

prison ?
"

Fay shook her head.
" Make your mind easy, Fay, I shall never urge

you to "—Magdalen hesitated—" to go against
your conscience."
" What would you have done in my place ?

"

said Fay hastily.
" I should have had to speak."
•' You are better than me, Magdalen, more re-

ligious. You always have been."
" I should have had to speak, not because I am

better or worse than you, but simply because I could
not have endured the misery of silence. It would
have broken me in two. And if I had not had the
courage to speak in Andrea's lifetime I would have
spoken directly he was dead, and have released
Michael and married him. You have not told me
why you did not do that."
" I never thought of it. I somehow regarded it

as all finished. And I have never even thought of
marrying IMichael or any one when I was left a
widow. I was much too miserable. I had had
enough of being married."
There was a difficult silence.
" I should never have a moment's peace if—if I

did speak," said Fay at last.
" Yes you would," said Magdalen, w'+h sudden

intensity. " That is where peace lies."

Fay raised herself to her knees and looked into
Magdalen's eyes. The dawn had come up long ago,
and in its austere light Magdalen's face showed very
sharp and white in a certain tender fixity and
compassion. She had seen that look once before
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in her husband's dying e\'es. Now that she
was suddenly brought face to face with it again
she understood it for the first time. Had not
Andrea's last prayer been that she might be given
peace ?

. n

'< I
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CHAPTER XIX

There is no wild wind in his soul,
No strength of flood or fire

;

He knows no force beyond control

;

He feels no deep desire.

He knows no altitudes above,
No passions elevate :

All is but mockery of love,
And mimicry of hate.

Edgar Vine Hall.

The morning after the storm Wentworth was sitting
in the Ubrary at Barford, looking out across the
garden to the down. Behind the down lay Priest-
hope, where Fay was.

He was thinking of her. This '

lapse in his regulated e::istencp

allowed the remembrance of Fj

only in the evenings over his cigai

was pacing amid his purpling beeches
Was she now actually beginning to invade his

mornings, those mornings sacred to the history of
Sussex ? No, no ! Dismiss the extravagant sur-
mise. Wentworth was far more interested in his
attitude towards a thing or a person—in what
he called his point of view—than in the thing
viewed.

He was distinctly attracted by Fay, but he was
more occupied with his feelings about her than with

173

\ t . frightful

-ir he had
-vade him

c.., or when he
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It was these which were now engrossingherself,

him.

For sftme time past he had been working under-
ground, digging out the foundations—and, as a
rule, invisible as a mole within them—of a tedious
courtship undertaken under the sustaining con-
viction that marriage is much more important to a
woman than to a man. This point of view was not
to be wondered at, for Wentworth, like many other
eligible suspiciously diffident men, had so far come
into contact mainly with that large battahon of
women who forage for themselves, and who take
upon themselves with assiduity the work of ac-
quaintanceship and courtship. He had never quite
liked their attentions or been deceived by their
chance meetings." But his conclus" i, respecting

the whole sex, had been formed by the conduct of
the female skirmishers who had thrown themselves
across his path ; and he, in common with many
other secluded masculine violets, innocently sup-
posed that he was irresistible to the other sex, and
that when he met the right woman she would set to
work like the others, only with a little more tact,
and the marriage would be conveniently arrived at.
But Fay showed no signs of setting to work, no

alacrity, no apparent grasp of the situation ; I mean
of the possible, but by no means certain, turn which
affairs might one day take.
At first Wentworth was incredulous, but he

remembered in time that one of the tactics of women
is to retreat in order to lure on a further masculine
advance. Then he became offended, stiff with
injured dignity, almost anxious. But he communed
with himself, analysed his feelings under various
headings, and discovered that he was not dis-
couraged. He was aware—at least, he told himself

I!

Si
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that he was aware-that extraordinary efforts mustbe made m love affairs. I dont know how he
reconciled that starthng theory with his other
tenets, but he did. The chance suggestions of hismomen ary mood he regarded as convictions, andadopted them one i.y and disowned them the nextwith much naif ai,n;ty and olfendcd astonishment

hinf^H f
P

a'
'''""" °*^^"'" °^^ ^"^^^d actually

nnnnfoHK/
discrepancy between diametrically

opposed but earnestly expounded views. He imag-

nhtif . 1 '''^'•''°T
grappling with the difficulties

inherent to love m their severest form. It was of
estrangements like these that poets sang Heopened his Browning and found he was on the right
road, passing the proper milestones at the correctmoment, he was sustained in his idleness thismorning by the comfortable realisation that he was
falling desperately in love. He shook his head athimself and smiled. He was not ill-pleased withh m.elf. He would return to a perfectly regulated
life later on. In the m(>anwhile he would give a
free rein to these ecstatic moods, these wild amotions.When he had gix a free rein to them they ambledround a little pr.ddock, and brought him back to hisown front door. It was ddicious ! He had thoughts
of chronicling the expedition in verse

w^ l^^'^y^'^
^'^"^ot escape the conclusion thatWentworth was on the verge of being a prig. Buthe was held back, as it were, by the coat-tails from

the abyss by a certain naivete and uprightness of
cnaiacter. The bishop once said of him that hewas so impressed with the fact that dolls were stuf^c

^

u-ith sawdust that it was impossible not to be fond
01 nim.

Wentworth, in spite of his sweeping emotions, was
stiU unconsciously meditating a possible retreat as

/vi^c^?r*^x
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regards ,ay, wa. still glancing furtivelv c^ver his
should... btrang. liovv that inv(.luntar\- s.lf-
protective attitude on a man's part, which is never lost
on a woman, however dense she mav otherwise be
almost always ends by ruining him wit!i Ji,.,- Others
besides Lot's wife have become petr.ii.d by looking'
back. ' ^

Fay, he reflected, must make it perfectly clear
to him that if he did proj.ose he sliould he accJpted -
she, m short, must commit hers.lf ; and th<'n-
after all, a bachelor's life had great charm. But
^:7''\ f^y "i"*"^'

^'^ "^'^''^^ "^"^^^ back from
Lostford this afternoon by way of Pilgrim Road.
That would tie him to nothing. She often walked

vv
'!"

lu'^^'l^r
^^ '^" ^"^'''-^ly ^^^"^c meeting.

Ucntworth had frequently used this "short cut''
of late, which did not add more than two miles to
the length of his return journey from Lostford.

It was still early in the afternoon when he rode
slowly down Pilgrim Road, feeling like .t caxalier
Ihere was no hurry. The earth was brc^hini.'
again after the storm. Eve. v'thing was ustim
and waking in the vivid March sunshine \s
rode at a foot's pace along tlie mossy track dap^pl,
with anemones, as he noted the thm powdl v oj
green en the boles of the beech-tives and -
intense blue through the rosy haze of mviiad tv
the sl.ght hunger of his heart increased up)n h
Ihere was a whisper in the air which stirred hu.
vaguely in spite of himself.
At that instant he caught sight of a slight black

hgure sitting on a fallen tree near the track
For one moment the old Adam in him actually

suggested that he should ride past, just taking off
his hat. But he had ridden past in life, just takin-

r
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off his hat so often that the action lacked novelty
He almost did it yet again from sheer force of habit
Then he dismounted and walked up to Fav bridle
in iiand.

" What good fortune to meet you !
" he said. " I

so seldom come by this way."
This may have been the truth in some higher

rarer sense than its obvious meaning, for Wentworth
was a perfectly veracious person. Yet any one who
had seen him during the last few weeks constantly
riding at a foot's pace down this particular glade
looking carefully to right and left, would hardly
have felt that his remarks dovetailed in with the
actual facts. The moral is—morals cluster like
bees round certain individuals—that we must not
ponder too deeply the meanings of men like Went-
worth.

*' I often used to come here," said Fay, " but not
of late. I came to get some palm."
She had in her bare hand a little bunch ot palm

the soft woolly buds on them covered with yellow
d t. She held them towards Wentworth, and he
I'oked at them with grave attention.
The cob, a privileged person, of urbane and dis-

tinguished manners, suddenly elongated towards
them a mobile upper lip, his sleek head slightly on
one side, his kind, sly eyes half-shut.
" Conrad," said Wentworth, " we never ask. We

only take what is given us."
Fay laughed, and gave them both a twig.
Wentworth drew his through his buttonhole

Conrad twisted his in his strong yellow teeth, turned
It over and then spat it out. The action, though
of doubtful taste in itself, was ennobled by his
perfect rendering of it. He brought it, so to speak,
lor ever within the sphere of exquisite manners.



PRISOlvERS
177

V

Went wo -th led him back to the path f .J \v,n to
a tree, and then came back and sat down at a httle
distance from Fay on the same trunk. He had
somehow nothing to say, but of course he should
thmk of somethmg striking directly. One of Fav's
charms was that she -'=d not talk much
A young couple . at hand were not hammered

by any doubts as ; jlioice of subject
From among the roots of a clump of alder arose a

sweet little noise of mouse talk, intermittent, affairi
accompanied by sudden rustlings, and dartings
under dead leaves, momentary glimpses of a tiny
brown bride and bridegroom. Ah, wedded bli^s •

Ah, youth and sunshine, and tne joy of life in a new
soft silken coat

!

Fay and Wentworth watched and listened
smiling at each other from time to time.
" I am forced to the conclusion," said Wentworth

at last, that even in these early days Mrs. Mouse
dof not listen to all Mr. Mouse says."

' :ow could :,he, poor thing, when he never leaves
oil .d.iking ?

"

"Well, neither does she. They both talk at
once. I suppose they have not our morbid craving
for a listener." ^

"Do you think—I mean really and truly—that
they are talking about themselves ? " said Fay
looking at Wentworth as if any announcement of
his on the subject would be considered final
" No doubt," he said indulgently, willing to

humour her, and feeling more like a cavaher than
ever.

Then he actually noticed how pale she was
" You look tired," he said. "I am afraid the

storm^ last night kept you awake."
" Yes," she said, and hung her head.

12
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Wentwoith, momentarily released from his point
of view, looked at her more closely, and perceived
that her lowered eyelids were heavy with recent
tears. And as he looked, he realised, by some other
means than those of reasoning and deduction, by
some mysterious intuitive feeling new to him, that
all these weeks when he had imagined she was
drawmg him on by feminine arts of simulated in-
difference, she had in reality been thinking but
little of him because she was in trouble. The
elaborate edifices which he had raised in solitude to
account for this and that in her words one day, in
her attitude towards him another day, toppled over,
and he saw before him a simple creature, who for
some unknown and probably foolish reason had
cried all night.

He perceived suddenly, without possibility of
doubt, that she had never considered him in the
light of a lover, had never thought seriously about
him at all, and that what he had taken to be an
experienced woman of the world was in reality an
ignorant child at heart.
He felt vaguely relieved. There were evidently

no ambushes, no surprises, no pitfalls in this
exquisite nature. There was really nothing to
withdraw from. He suddenly experien< d a strong
desire to go forward, a more imperative desire than
he had ever known about anything before. Even
as he was conscious of it Fay raised her eyes to his
and it passed away again, leaving a great tran-
quillity behind, together with a mounting sense of
personal power.

If Fay had spoken to him he had not heard what
she had said. But he did not mind having missed
It. The meaning of the spring was reaching him
through her presence, like music through a reed.
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He had never understood it till now. Poor, empty
little reed ! Poor, entranced listener, mistaking the
reed for music !

Can it be that when God made His pretty world
He had certain things exceeding sharp and sweet to
say to us, which it is His will only to whisper to us
through human reeds : the frail human reeds, on
which we sometimes deally lean until they break,
and pierce our cruel hands ?

The mystery of the spring was becoming clear and
clearer. What Wentworth had believed hitlierto

to be a deceptive voice was nothing but a reiterated

faithful prophecy, a tender warning to him, so that
he might be ready when the time came.

*' The primroses will soon be out," he said, as if it

were a secret.
" Very soon," she said, though they were out

already. Fay always assented to what was said.
" I must be going," she said, getting up. "I

have walked too far. If I sit here any longer I shall

never get home at all."

" Let me take you home on Conrad."
Fay hesitated.
" I am frightened of horses," she said.
" But not of Conrad. He is only an armchair

stuffed to look like a horse. And I will lead him."
Fay still hesitated.

He took an authoritative tone. He must insist

on her riding home. She was tired already, and it

was a long mile uphill to Priesthope.

Fay acquiesced. To-day of all days she v,as not
in a condition for anything but a dazed acceptance
of events as they came.
Wentworth lifted her gently on to the saddle, and

put one small, dangling foot into a stirrup shortened
to meet it. She was alarmed, and clutched Conrad's

^i m
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mane ; but gradually her timidity was reassured,
and they set out slowly together, Wentworth walk-
ing beside her, with his hand on the rein.

The little bunch of palm was forgotten. It had
done its part.

Wentworth talked, and Fay listened, or seemed
to listen. Her mind wandered if Conrad pricked
his ears, but he did not prick them very often.
Wentworth felt that it was time Fay made more

acquaintance with his mind, and he proceeded,
without haste, but without undue delay, to indicate
to her portions of his own attitude towards life, his
point of view on various subjects. All the senti-
ments which must infallibly have lowered him in the
eyes of a shrewder woman he spread before her with
childish confidence. He gave her of his best. He
expressed a hope that he did not abuse for his own
selfish gratification, his peculiar power of entering
swiftly into intimacy with his fellow-creatures.
He alluded to his own freedom from ambition, his
devotion—unlike other men—to the small things of
life, love, friendship, etc. ; we know the rest.
Wentworth had been struck by that sentence when
he first said it to the bishop, and he repeated it now.
Fay thought it very beautiful. She proved a
more sympathetic listener than the bishop.

I don't know whether, like Mrs. Mouses, he did
not listen to all Mr. Mouse said. But, at any rate,
she noticed for the first time how lightly Wentworth
walked, how square his shoulders were, and the
beauty of his brown thin hand upon the bridle :

and through her mind a little streak of vanity came
back to the surface, momentarily buried under
the dibris of last night's emotion. Wentworth
was interested in her. He admired her. He did
not know anything uncomfortable about her—as

1^^^^!^ "«B^¥« '<»:.-•.T^^" '•(.:,.
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Magdalen did. He thought a great deal of her. It

was nice to be with a person who thought highly of
one. It had been a relief to meet him. How well
he talked ! What a wide-minded, generous man !

The gate into the gardens must have been hurrying
towards them, it was reached so soon. Wentworth,
after a momentary surprise at beholding it, sto|)p(.'d

the cob, and helped Fay with extreme care to the
ground. One of Fay's attractions was her appear-
ance of great fragility. ^len felt instinctively that
with the least careless usage she might break in

two. She must be protected, cheered, have (!very-

thing made smooth for her. She was in reality
much stronger than many of her taller, more robust-
looking sisters, wlio, whether wives or spinsters, i/

they required assistance, had to look for it in quinine
An uneasy jealousy of Fay led Lady Blore frequenti
to point out that Fay was always well enougli
do what she wanted. Aunt Mary's own Roman
nose and stalwart figure warded off from her the
sympathy to which her severe cramps undoubtedly
entitled her.
" When shall I see you again ? " said Wentworth,

suddenly realising that the good hour was over.

Fay did not answer. She was confused. A
very delicate colour flew to her cheeks.

Wentworth, reddening under his tan, said :
*' Per-

haps Pilgrim Road is a favourite walk of yours."
" Yes, I often go there in the afternoon."
*• I have to pass that way too, most days," he

said " It is a short cut to Lostford."
He had forgotten that an hour ago he had an-

nounced that he seldom used that particular path.
It did not matter, for Fay had not noticed the con-
tradiction any more than he did. Fay was easy
to get on with, because she never compared what

I.
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any one said one day with what they said the next.
She never would feel the doubts, the perplexities,'
that keenei minds had had to fight against in dealing
with him.
For the first time she looked at his receding

figure with a sense of regret and loss.

Magdalen was in the house waiting +0 give her
her tea

: dear Magdalen, who was so good, and so
safe, such a comforter

—

bui who knew ! Fay shrank
back instinctively as she neared the house, and
then crept upstairs to her own room, and had tea
there. *•

Wentworth rode home feeling younger than he had
done for years. What is thirty-nine ? No age for a
thin man. (He was in reality forty-one.) He was
pleased with himself. How quaintly amusing h
had been about the mouse ! He regretted, not for
the first time, that he did not write novels ; for little
incidents like that, which the conventional mind
of the ordinary novelist was incapable of perceiving,
would intertwine charmingly with a love-scene!
The small service he had rendered Fay linked itself
to a wish to do something more for her; he did
not know exactly what—but something larger than
to-day. Any fool, any bucolic squireen could have
given her a lift home on a cob. He would like to
do something which another person could not do,
something which would cheer her, console her, and,
at the same time, place him in a magnanimous
light.

We all long for an opportunity to act with genero-
sity and tenderness to the one we love. We need
not trouble ourselves to seek for such an occasion

;

for though many things fail us in this life, the
opportunity so to act has never y . failed to arrive,
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and has never arri\od alone, always hand-in-h.md
with some prosaic, hideously difficult circumstance
which, if we are of an artistic temperament, may
appear to us too ugly.

VVentworth had never wished to do anything for
the gay little lady who, a few years ago, had crossed
his path. The principal subject of his cogitations
about her had been whether she would be able to
adapt herself to him and his habits, to understand
his many-sided, wayward nature, and to add per-
manently to his happiness ; or whether, on the
contrary, she might not prove a bar to his love of
solitude, a drag on his soaring spirit. So I taink
we may safely conclude that his feelings for her had
not gone to breakneck length. But the germ in
his mind of compassionate protection and instinctive
desire to help Fay had in it the possibility of growth,
of some expansion. And what other feeling in
Wentworth's clean, well-regulated, sterilised mind
had shown any power of growth ?

The worst of growth is that a small acorn does
not grow into a large acorn as logical persons expect.
It ought to, but it does not. It grows instead into
something quite unrecognisable from its small
beginnings, something for which perhaps, beyond
a certain stage, there is no room—not even a manger.
Those whc love must discard much. Wentworth

had not yet felt the n ' of discarding anything,
and he had not the sr: st intention of doing so.
He intended instead to laake a small ornamental
addition, a sort of portico, to his life. His mind
had got itself made up this afternoon, and he
contemplated the proposed addition with some
complacency as already made.
There is, I believe, a method of planting an acorn

in a bottle, productive of the happiest results—

i
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for those who love small results. You only give the
acorn a little water every day—no soil, of course
The poor thing wiU push up a thin twig of stern
through the bottle neck, and in time will unfold a
few real oak leaves. Men like Wentworth would
always prefer the acorn t'> remain an acorn, but if
It shows signs of growth, some of them are wise
enough, take alarm early enough to squeeze it
quickly down a bottle neck before it has expanded
too much to resist the passage.
Had Fate in store for Wentworth a kinder, sterner

destiny than that, or would she allow him to stultify
himself, to mutilate to his own convenience a great
possibility ?

£0:-'-?^^2s:jLSS^>.»aiasaesitzarmxamsm'm3t'^ism"i^^



CHAPTER XX
Look through a keyhole, and your eye will be sore.

During the weeks which followed Fay's confession
Magdalen became aware that she watched her, and
aware also that she avoided her, was never alone
with her if she could help it.

At this time Fay began to do many small kind-
nesses, and to talk much of the importance of work
for others, of the duty of taking an interest in our
fellow-creatures. This was a new departure. She
had not, so far, evinced the faintest interest in the
dull routine of home duties which are of the nature
of kindnesses, and had often reproached Magdalen
for spending herself in them. To play halma with
zest all the evenin with a parent who must always
wiri, to read the apers to him by the hour, not
while he listened, but while he slept—Fay scorned
these humble efforts of Magdalen's. She showed
now no disposition to emulate them, but she did
show a feverish tendency towards isolated acts of
benevolence outside the home Ufe, which pre-
cluded any claim upon her by arousing a hope
of their continuance, which tied her to nothing.
Fay began to send boxes of primroses to hos-
pitals, to knit stockings for orphans, to fatigue
herself with enormous walks over the downs
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workhouse.
It was inevitable at this juncture that she should

feel some shocked surprise at the supincness of
those around her. Her altruistic efforts were
practically single-handed. She had hoped that
when she inaugurated them, Magdr.len, at any rate
would have followed suit, would have worked
checrfulh- under her direction. But Magdalen,
whose serene cheerfulness had flagged of late fell
pamfully below hei sister's expectation. Fay came
to the conclusion that it was more lack of imagination
than callousness on her sister's part which held
her back.

Many careworn souls besides Fay have discovered
that the irritable exhaustion, the continual ache of
egotism, can be temporarily relieved by taking an
mexpcnsive interest in others. The remedy is
cheap and efficacious, and it is a patent. Like
EUiman applied to a rheumatic shoulder, it reallv
does do good—I mean to the owner of the shoulder.
And you can stop rubbing the moment you are
relieved. Perhaps these external remedies are
mdispensable to the comfort of those who dwell
by choice, like Fay, in low-lying, swampy districts,
and have no thought of moving to higher ground.
Magdalen knew these signs, and sometimes her

heart sank.

Was Fay unconsciously turning aside to busy
hersdf over little things that were not required of
her, m order to shut her eyes to the one thing needful—a great act of reparation ?

If Fay was watching Magdalen, some one else was
watching Fay. Bessie's round, hard, staring eyes
were upon her

; and if Bessie did anything, she did
it to some purpose.

'
1
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One afternoon in the middle of April, Bessie came
into Magdalen's sitting-room and sat down with
an air of concentration.
" I have reason to be deeply ashamed of myself,"

she said. *'
I avi ashamed of myself. If I tell you

about it, it is not in order that you may weakly
condone and gloss over my conduct."

Magdalen reflected that Bessie had inherited her
father's graceful way of approaching a difficulty
by finding a prehminary fault in his listener.

Bessie shut her handsome mouth firmly for a
moment, and then opened it with determination.

" I thought that whatevei faults I had I was, at
any rate, a lady, but I find I am not. I discovered
something by th3 merest chance r short time ago;
and since then, for the List fortniglit, I liave been
acting in a dishonourable and vulgar manner—in
short, spying upon another person."
" That must have made you miserable."
" It has. I am miserable. But I deserve that.

I did not come to talk about that. The point is
this." ^^ ^

" Bessie, I don't ^^Bo hear what you evidently
ought not to know.^^^^
" Yes, you must.^BIKse some one else needs

your advice." ^^
" We won't trouble our minds about the some

one else."

Bessie had, however, inherited anotlier charac-
teristic trait of her father's. She could ignore when
she chose. She chose now.
" I may as well put you in possession of the facts,"

she continued. "A few weeks ago I was coming
home by Pilgrim Road. I was not hurrying because
I was struck, as I always am struck—I don't sup-
pose I am peculiar in this—by the first appearance
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of the spring. Pilgrim Road is a sheltered place.
Spring always comes early there."

•' It does."
" I will even add that I was recalling to myself

verses of poetry connected with the time of year,
when I saw a couple in front of me. They were
walking very slowly, with their backs towards me
talkmg earnestly together. They were Fay and
Wentvorth."
Magdalen made no movement, but her face,

always pale, became suddenlv ashen f^rey.

If Fay were seriously attracted by Wentworth,
would she ever confess, ever release Michael

!

" There was no harm in their walking together,"
she said tremulously.

^

" There was one harm in it," retorted Bessie.
It made me so angry that I did not know how to

live. They did not see me, and I struck up into
the wood, and I had to stay an hour by myself,
holding on to a Uttle tree, before I could trust mysdf
to come home."
" It does nol help matters to be angry, Bessie.

I was angry cace for two years. I said at the time,
like Jonah, that I did well; but I see now that I
might have done better."
" I don't particularly care what helps matters

and what does not. I now come to my own dis-
graceful conduct. I have spied upon Fay steadily
for the last fortnight. She is so silly, she never
even thinks she is watched. And she meets Went-
worth in Pilgrim Road nearly every afternoon. I
once waylaid her as if by accident, on her way
home, and asked her where she had been ; and she
said she had been on her way to Arleigh wood, but
had not got r- far, as she was too tired. Too tired !

She had been »% alking up and down with Wentworth
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for over an hour. I timed them. She never meant
to go to Arleigh wood. And when they said good-
bye, he—he kissed her hand. Since Fay has come
back to live here, I have gradually formed the
meanest opinion of her. She is not truthful. She
is not sincere. She is absolutely selfish. I was
inclined to be sorry for her at first, but I soon saw
through her. She did not really care for Andrea.
She only pretended. Everything she does is a kind
of pretty pretence. She .s not really care for
Wentworth. She is only leading him on for her
own amusement."
" I think it is much more likely that she is drifting

towards marriage with him without being fully
aware of what she is doing. But women like you
and me are not in the same position towards men
as Fay is. Consequently, it is very difficult for us
to judge her fairly."

*' I don't know what you mean."
" You and I are not attractive to men. Fay is.

You saw Wentworth kiss her hand. You naturally
infer, but you are probably wrong, that Fay had
been leading him on, as you call iL"
" It will take a good deal to disabuse me of that,

at any raie. I believe my own eyes.
"

"I should not if I were you. If any one kissed
your hand or mine, it would not only be an epoch
in our hves, but also the sign-manual of some pouder-
ons attachment which you, my dear, would carefully
weigh, and approximately value. But do you
suppose for one moment that Fay attaches any
importance to such an everyday occurrence ?

"

"I see what you are driving at : that Fay is not
responsible for her actions. But she is. She must
know when she does things or lets them be done,
.lat will make others suffer."
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•' If you could look into Fay's heart, Bessie, you
would find that Fay is suffering herself and ittri-
buting hci pain to others. As long as we do that,
as ung as we hold the stick by the wrong end,
we must inilict pain in some form or other. Fay
is not happy. Yuu cannot look at her wuho-it
seeing it."

" I would not mind so mrch if it were not for
Wentworth," said Bessie, with dreadful courage.
'• I know it is p^iitly jealousy, but it is not only
jealousy. There are a few crumbs of unselfishness
in it. I thought at first—I reasoned it out \Nith
myself, and it appeared a logical conclusion—that
father was the o^^Jnsible, but not the real object
of Wcntworth's freqv -t visits. I took a great
interest in his conversation

; it is so lucid, so well
informed, so illuminative. I do not read novels
as a rule, but I dipped into a few, studying the
love-scenes, and the preliminary approaches to love-
scenes in order to aid my inexperience at this
juncture. I am sorry to say I fell into the
error that he might possibly reciprocate the
growing interest I felt in him, in spite of the great
disparity in age. It was a mistake. I have suffered
for it."

The two roses of Bessie's cheeks bloomed on as
unflinchingly as ever.

Magdalen's eyes were fixed on her owti hands.
" You would not have suited each other if he had

cared for you," she said, after a moment ;
" for vou

would not have done him justice when you got to
know him better any more than you do Fay justice
now that you do know her better. Wentworth is
made of words, just as other men are made of flesh
and blood. How would you have kept any respect
for him when you had become tired of words ?

^y^fe' ii-),. --- -•^- !«P<BlTr-\r^iye.^«^
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You are too straightforward, too sledge-hammer, to
understand a character like his."
" In that case Fay ought to suit him," said Bessie

grimly. " N^ one, not even you, can call her
straightforwa .. But I begin to think, Magdalen,
that you actually wish for tlie marriage."
" I had never thought of it as possible on her side

until a few minutes ago, when what you said took
me by surprise. Of course I had noticed the
attraction on his side, but it appeared to me he was
irresolute and timid, and it is better to ignore the
faint emotions of half-hearted people. They come
to no good. If you repel thim, tliey are mortally
offended and withdraw ; and if you welcome them,
they are terrified and withdraw."
" I don't think Wentworth intends withdrawing."
" No. These meetings look as if he had uncon-

sciously drifted with the current till the rowing
back would be somewhat arduous.."

There was a moment's silence, in which Magdalen
recalle ' certain lofty sentiments which Wentworth
hi.d aired with suspicious frequency of late. She
knew that vvhen he talked of his consciousness of
guidance by a Higher Power in the important de-
cisions of his life he always meant following the line

of least resist ance. In this case the line of least

resistance might tend towards marriage.
" It never struck me as possible till now," she

said aloud, " that Fay would tliink seriously of
him."
" I don't suppose she is. She is only keeping

her ha .J in. Don't you remember how cruel she
was to that poor Mr. Bell ?

"

" I am convinced that she is not keeping her
hand in."
" Then you actually^ favour the idea of a

ii
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I

marriage." Bessie got up and stalked slowly to

the door. " You will help it on ? " she said over
her shoulder.
" No." Magdalen's voice shook a little. " I

will do nothing to help it, or to hinder it."

I

^



Mii;iiAt;i. WK.sr i kkiii v uow n lut 1'K)>on r^rtr^."

—

Chap. ji.



'i!



r

CHAPTER XXI

The dawn broke dim on Rose Mary's soul-
No hill-crown's heavenly aureole,

But a wild gleam on a shaken shoal.

D. G. ROSSETTI.

If Fay's progress through hfe could have been
drawn with a pencil, it would have resembled the

ups and downs, like the teeth of a saw, of a fever

chart.

To Magdalen it appeared as if Fay could undergo
the same feelings, with the same impotent results

o^^ remorse or depression, a hundred times. They
i ci. .ned to find her the same and leave her the same.

But nevertheless she did move, imperceptibly,

unconsciously—no, not quite unconsciously. The
sense—common to all weak natures—not of being

guided, but of being pushed, was upon her

Once again she tried to extricate herself from the

pressure of some mysterious current. There seemed
no refuge left in Magdalen. There seemed very

few comfortable people left in the world, to whom
a miserable woman might turn. Only Wentworth.
He did not know.

Perhaps Fay would never have turned to him if

she had not first coniided in and then shrunk from
Magdalen. For the second time in her life she

longed feverishly to get away from home, the home
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to which only a year ago she had been so glad to
hurry back, when she had been so restlessly anxious
to get away from Italy. Wentworth was beginning
to look like a means of escape. The duke had at
one time worn that aspect. Later on Michael had
looked extremely like it for a moment. Novv
Wentworth was assuming that aspect in a more
solid manner than either of his predecessors. She
was slipping into love with him. half uncon-
sciously, half with malice prepense. She told her-
self continually that she did not want tc marry
him or any one, tha^ she hated the very idea of
marriage.

But her manner to Wentworth seemed hardly
to be the outward reflection of these inward com-
munings. And why did she conceal from Magdalen
her now constant meetings with him ?

Wentworth had by this time tested and found
correct all his intimate knowledge of Woman, that
knowledge which at first had not seemed to work
out quite smoothly.

Nothing could be more flattering, more essentially
womanly, than Fay's demeanour to him had
become since he had set her mind at rest as to his
intentions on that idyllic afternoon after the storm.
(How he had set her mind at rest on that occasion
he knew best.) It seemed tliis exquisite nature
on y needed the sunshine of liis unspoken assurance
to respond with delighted tenderness to his refined,
his cultured advances. He was already beginning
to write imaginary letters to his friends, on the
theme of his engagement ; semi-humorous, acade-
mic effusions as to how he, who had so long re-
mained immune, had succumbed at last to feminine
charm; how he, the determined celib^'*^—Went-
worth always called himself a celiba ad been

1
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taken captive after all. To judge by the letters

which Wentworth conned over in his after-dinner

mind, and especiidly one to Grenfell, the conclusion

was irresistible to the meanest intellect that he had

long waged a frightful struggle with the opposite

sex to have remained a bachelor—a celibate. I

mean—so long.

We have all different ways of enjoying ourselves.

In the composition of these imaginary letters Went-

worth tasted joy.

In these days Fay's boxes of primroses jostled

each other in the postman's cart on their wa\- to

cheer patients on their beds of pain in London

hospitals.

Fay read the hurried, gr.i lul notes of busy

matrons over and over agam. They were a kind

of anodyne.

On a blowing afternoon in the middle of April

she made her way across the down with her basket

to a distant hazel coppice to which she had not been

as yet.

A fever of unrest possessed her. She had thought

when she confessed to Magdalen that her misery

had reached its lowest depths. But it had not been

so. Her wretchedness, momentarily relieved, liad

since gone a step deeper, that was all. She had

endeavoured to allay her thirst with a cup of salt

water, which had only increased it to the point of

agony.

As she walked a bare tree stretched out its naked

arms to waylay her. It was the very tree under

whicli Michael and she had kissed each other six

spring-tides ago. She recognised it sufldenly, and

turned her eyes away, as if a corjise wer. hanging

in chains from one of its branches. Her averted

fi'
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eyes fell upon a seagull wheeling against the blue,
the incarnation of freedom and the joy of life.

She tvjued away her eyes again and hurried oni
looking neither to right nor left.

A light wind went with her, drawing her like a
** kind, constraining hand."

She stumbled across the bare shoulder of the
down to the wood below.
Magdalen came by the same way soon afterwards,

but not to gather primroses. Magdalen, usually
so serene, wa^ becoming daily more troubled. The
thought of Michael in prison ground her to the
earth. Fay's obvious wayward misery, which yet
seemed to bring her no nearer to repentance, preyed
upon her. She was crushed beneath her own
promise of secrecy. Every day as it pas ed seemed
to cast yet another stone on tae heap under which
she lay.

Could she dare to keep that promise ? How much
longer could she dare to keep it ? And yet if she
broke it, what wou-d breaking it avail ? Certainly
not Michael's release. No creature would believe
her unsupported word. She had not even been in
Italy at the time. She would only appear to be
mad. The utmost she might achieve would be to
cast a malignant shadow over her sister. Even if

Fay herself confessed, the difficulties of obtaining
Michael's release after this lapse of time would be
very great. Unless the confession came from her
they would be insuperable.
As Magdalen walked her strong heart quailed

within her. Long ago in her passionate youth she
had met anguish, and had vanquished it alone. But
how to bear the burden of another's sin without
sharing the sin ? How to help Fay and Michael ?

Fay had indeed cast her burden upon her. She
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knew not how to endure it, she who had endured so
much.
She reached the wood, and entered one of the

many aimless paths that wandered through it.

The uneven ground sloped downwards to the south,
and through the manifold branches of the under-
growth of budding hazels tii- sea lay deeply blue,
far away. The primroses were everywhere among
the trees. A windmg side-path beckoned to her.
She walked a few steps along it, and came suddenly
upon a clearing in the coppice.
She stood still dazed.
The primroses had takeu it for their own had

laid tender hold upon that little space, cleareu and
forgotten in the heart of the wood.
Young shoots of hazel and ash pricked up here

and there from ivy-grown stumps, moss gleamed
where it could, through the flood of primroses.
The wild green of the mercury, holding its strong
shield to the sun, the violets, and the virgin white
of the anemones were drowned in the uneven waves
and billows and shallows of that sea of primroses.
They who come in meekness year by year to road-
side hedgerow and homely meadow had come in
power. The meek had inherited the earth.
The light wind impotently came, and vainly

went. Overhead a lark sang and sang in the blue.
But none heeded them. The wind and the song
were but a shadow and an echo. They that are
the very core of spring hung forgotten on her
garments' fringe. All the passion of the world was
gathered into the still, upturned faces of the prim-
roses, glowing with a pale light from within. All
the love that ever had beer, or could be, all rapture
of aspiration and service and self-surrender were
mirrored there.

vm,
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Magdalen wept for Fay, as once in bygone years
she had wept for Evcrard ; as perhaps some woman
of Palestine may ha\e wept when Jesus of Nazareth
passed by, speaking as ne\-er man sj-akc, and her
lover went with him a little w;iy, and then turned
back.

" There is no sorrow," said the primroses. " There
is neither sorrow nor sin. You are of one blood
with us. You have come through into light, as we
have done, and those others are coming too. There
is no sorrow, only a little pressure through the
brown earth. There is no sin, only a little waking
and stirring in the dark. Why, then, grieve, oh little

faith ! They are all waking and coming. For the
hand that made us, made them. The whisper
that waked us, wakes them. The sun that draws
us, draws them. The sun will have us come."

Fay had already passed by that way, liad picked
a few primroses, and had gone on. Was she never
to be at peace again ? Was she never to know what
it is to He down in peace at night, ncNcr to know
what it is to be w ithout fear ? He r whole soul
yearned for peace, as the sick man yearns for sleep.

Andrea had prayed that she might lind peace.
Magdalen had told her where peace lay. But all

that slic had found was despair.

On her way homewards she came again upon the
clearing, and stopped short. The place seemed to
have undergone some subtle change. A tall figure

was standing motionless in it. The face was turned
away, but Fay recognised it instantly. As she
came close Magdalen turned. For a moment Fay
saw that she did not recognise htr, th it she was
withdrawn into a great peace and light.
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Then recognition dawned in Magdalen's eyes,
and with it came a look of tenderness unspeakable.'
" Fay," she said in a great comj^assion. " how

much longer will you torture yourself and Michael ?

How much longer will you keep him in prison ?
"

Fay was transfixed.

Those were the same wo.ds that Andrea had said
on his deathbed. Those words were alive, though
he was dead. Never to any living creature, not
even to ]\Iagdalen, had slie repeated them. Yet
Magdalen was saying them. She could not witli-
stand them any longer. The very stones wou d
shriek them out ne.xt.

She fell at Magdalen's feet with a cry.
" I will speak," she gasped in mortal terror—" I

will speak." And she clung lor very life to her
sister's knees, and hid her face in her gown.

*«
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CHAPTER XXII

, To-day onbind the captive.

So only ate ye unbound.
Emerson.

The following afternoon saw Magdalen and Fay
driving together to Lostford, to consult the bishop

as to what steps it would be advisable to take

in the matter of Michael's release. Magdalen felt

it would be well-nigh impossible to go direct to

Wentworth, even K he had been at Barford Put
he had been summoned to London the day before

on urgent business. And with Fay even a day's

delay might mean a change of mind. It was
essential to act at once.

But, to Magdalen's surprise, Fay did not try to

draw back. When the carriage came to the door

she got into it. She assented to everything, was
ready to do anything Madgalen told her. She was
like one stunned. She had at last closed with the

inevitable. She had found it too strong for her.

Did Fay realise how frightfully she had com-
plicated her position by her own folly ? She lay

back in her corner of the brougham with her eyes

shut, pallid, silent. Magdalen held her hand, and
spoke encouragingly from time to time.

You had to be constantly holding Fay's hand, or

kissing her, or taking her in your arms, if you were
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to make her feel that you loved her. The one light,

austere touch, the long grave look, that between

reserved and sympathetic natures goes deejx^r than

any caress, were nothing to Fay.

It was a long drive to Lostford, and to-day it

seemed interminable.

The lonely chalk roaa seamed to stretch for ever

across the down. Now ..nd then a few heavily

matted, fatigued-looking sheep, hustled by able-

bodied lambs, got in the way. The postman, horn

on shoulder, passed tl.^m on his way to Priesthope

with the papers.

Once a man on a horse cantered past across the

grass at some distance. Magdalen recognised Went-

worth on Conrad. She saw liim turn into the bridle-

path that led to Priesthope. He had then just

returned from London.
" He is on his way to see Fay," said Magdalen to

herself, " and he is actually in a hurry. How in-

terested he must be in the ardour of his own emotions

at this moment ! He will have a del ghtful ride,

and he can analyse his feelings of disappointment

at not seeing her on his way home to tea."

Magdalen glanced at Fay, but she still lay back

with closed eyes. She had not seen that passing

figure.

Magdalen's mind followed Wentworth.
*' Does she realise the complications that must

almost certainly ensue with Wentworth directly

her confession is made ? Will her first step towards

a truer life, her first action of reparation, estrange

him from her ?
"

The bishop was pacing up and down in the

library at Lostford, waiting for Magdalen and Fay,

when the servant brought in the day's papers. He
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took them up instantly, with the alertness of a man
wlio can only make time for necessary things by
seizing every spar6 moment.
" Oh ! you two wicked women," he said, as he

opened The Times, " why are you late ?—why
are you late ?

"

They were only five minutes late.

His swift eye travelled from column to column.
Suddenly his attention was arrested. He became
absorbed. Then he laid down the paper, and said
below his breath, " Thank God."
At that moment Magdalen and Fay were an-

nounced.
For a second it seemed as if the bishop had

forgotten them. Then he recollected, and went for-
ward to meet them. He knew that only a matter
of supreme urgency could have made Magdalen
word her telegram as she had worded it, and when
he caught sight of Fay's face he realised that she
was iri j pardy.

All other preoccupations fell from him instantly.
He welcomed them gravely, almost in silence.

The sisters sat down close together on a sofa.
Fay's trembling hand put up her long black veil,

and then sought Magdalen's hand, which was ready
for it.

There was a short silence. Magdalen looked
earnestly at her sister.

Fay's face became suddenly convulsed.
" Fay is in great trouble," said Magdalen. " She

has come to tell you about it. She has suffered
very much."
" I can see that," said the bishop.
*' I wish to confess," said Fay, in a smothered

voice.

" That is a true instinct," said the bishop.

m
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'* God puts it into our hearts to confess when we
are unhappy so that we may be comforted. When
we come to see that we have done less well than we
mif?ht have done—tlien we need comfort."
Fay looked from liim to Mafjdalen with wide,

hardly human eyes, like some tiny trapped animal
between two executioners.

The bishop's heart contracted.

Poor, poor little thing !

" Would you like to see me alon'\ my child ?
"

he said, seeing a faint trembling like 'that of a
butterfly beginning in her. " All you say to me will

be under the seal of confession. It will never pass
my lips."

It was Magdalen's turn to become pale.
" Shall I go ? " she said, looking fixedly at her

sister.

" Yes," said Fay, her eyes on the floor.

Magdalen went slowly to the door, feeling her
way as if half blind.
" C.me back," shrieked Fay suddenly. " Mag-

dalen, come back ! I shall never say it all, I shall
keep back part unless you are there to hold me to
it. Come back—come back."
Magdalen returned and sat down. The bishop

watched them both in silence.
" I have confessed once already," said Fay, in a

low, hurried voice, " under the promise of silence.

Magdalen promised not to say, and I told her every-
thing, weeks ago. I thought I should feel better
then, but it wasn't any good. It only made it

worse."

"It is o, .. like that," said the bishop. " We
try to do something right but not in the best way,
and just the fact of trying shows us there is a better
way—only harder, so hard we don't know how to
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bring ourselves to it. Isn't that what you

feel ?

"

•' Yes."
" But there is no rest, no peace till we come to ! ."

" No," whispered Fay. " Never any rest."

" That is God's Hand drawing you," said the

bishop, his mind seeming to embrace and support

Fay's tottering soul " There are things He wants

done, which He needs us to do for Him, which

perhaps only we can do for Him. At first we don't

understand that, and we are so ignorant and

foolish, that we resist the pressure of His Hand.

Then we suffer."

Fay shivered.
" That resistance is what some people call sin.

It is imendurable, the only real anguish in the w orld.

You see we are not meant to bear it. And it is no
manner of use to resist Him, for God is stronger

than we are, and He loves us too much ever to lose

heart with us, ever to blame us ever to leave us to

ourselves. He sees we don't understand that He
can't do without us, and that we can't do without

Him. And at last, when we feel God's need of us,

then it becomes possible "—the bishop paused

—

*' to say the difficult word, to do the difficult deed."

Did she understand ? Who shall say ? Some-

times it seems as if no actual word reaches us that

Love would fain say to our unrest and misery. But

our trouV.ed hearts are, nevertheless, conscious by

some other channel, some medium more subtle than

thought and speech, that Love and Peace have

drawn very near to us. It is only reflected dimly

through dear human faces that some of us can catch

a glimpse of " the light that lighteth every man
that Cometh into the world."

The small tortured face relaxed between the two
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calm ones. The sunny room was quite still. Fear
shrank to a shadow. "^Suddcnly the fire drew itself
together with a little encouraging sound.
Fay started slightly, looked at it, and began to

speak rapidly in a low, clear ^•oice.

As Magdalen listened she prayed with intensity
that Fay might really tell the" bishop the whole
story, as she had told it to herself that stormy night
in March, half a lifetime ago.
The little voice went on and on. It faltered,

sank, and then struggled up again. One point
after another was reached in safety, was passed.
Nothing that Fay had already admitted was left out.
Gradually, as Magdalen listened, a faint shame laid
hold on her. Her whole life had for the time centred
in one passionate, overwhelming desire that Fay
should make to the bishop as full a confession as
she had made to herself. Now she realised tliat Fay
was saying even more than she had done on that
occasion, was excusing herself less, was blaming
others less.

Fay herself saw no discrepancy between her first
and second account of the tragedy. But then she
never did see discrepancies. Her mind had shifted
a little towards the subject, that was all. This
mysterious, unconscious shifting of the mind had
been hidden from Migdal-n, who had felt with
anguish that all she had said on that night of the
storm had had no effect on Fay's mind. She had
never seen till now a vestige of an effect. Fay had
shrunk from her persistently afterwards, that was
all.

Strong and ardent souls often wonder why an
appeal which they know, if made to themselves,
would clinch them for ever into a regenerating
repentance, is entirely powerless with a different

if
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class of mind. But although an irresistible truth

spoken in love will renovate ou/ being, nd will fail

absolutely to reach the mind of another, nevertheless

the weaker, vi'ner nature will sometimes pick out

of the uncomiortable appeal, to which it turns its

deaf ear, a few phrases less distressing to its amour
propre than the rest. To these it v.'ill listen. Fay
had retained in her mind Magdalen's vivid descrip-

tion of the love her husband and Michael had borne
her. She had often dwelt upon the remembrance
that she had been greatly loved. During the

miserable weeks when she had virtually made up
her mind not to speak, that remembrance had
worked within her like leaven, unconsciously soften-

ing her towards her husband, drawing her towards
compassion on Michael.

Now that she did speak again she did not reproach
them. She who had blamed them both so bitterly

a few short w^eeks ago blamed them no longer. Nor
did she say anything about the culpable s" of

the real murderer. That mysterious crimiii .t

scapegoat who had so far aroused her bi Uicst
animosity, had ceased to darken her mind.
Fay had passed unconsciously far beyond the

limitations of Mcigdalen's anxious prayer on her
behalf. The love of Andrea and ^lichael, tardily

seen, onlj' partially realised, had helped her at last.

The bishop listened and listened, a little bent
forward, his eyes on the floor, his chin in his hand.
Once he made a slight movement when Fay reached
Michael's arrest, but he quickly recovered himself.

The faint voice faltered itself out at last. The
story was at an end. The duke was dead and
Michael was in prison.
" I have kept him there two years," said Fay,

and waij sikut.



PRISONERS 207

How she had raged against the cruelty of licr

husband's dj-ing v/ords ! What pas?;ionate, vindic-
tive tears she liad shed at tlie rem^inlwanco of thcni

!

Now, unconsciously she adopted them herself. She
'^ad ceased to resist them, and the sting had gone
clean out of them.
" Two years," said the bishop—" two years.

Fast bound in misery and iron. You in misery,
and he only in iron You two vonv cl.ildren !

"

His strong face worked, and for a moment he
shaded it with his hand.
Then he looked keenly at Fay.
•' And you have come to me to ask mo to advise

you how to set Michael and yourself free ?
"

" Yes," whispered Fay.
" It was time to come."
There was a short silence.
" And you understand, my dear, dear child, that

you can only rescue Michael by taking ]iea\-y blame
upon yourself, blame first of all for having a clan-
destine meeting with him, and then blame ior letting
him sacrifice himself for your good name, and, lastly,
blame for keeping an innocent man in prison so
'ong."

Fay shook like a leaf.

The bishop took her lifeless hands in his, and
held them. He made her meet his eves. Stern,
tender, unflinching eyes they were, with a glint of
tears in them.

*• You are willing to bear the cross, and endure
the shame ? " he said.

Two large tears gathered in Fry's wide eyes, and
rolled down her bloodless cheeks You could not
look at her, and think that the jwor thing was
wiUing to endure anything, capable of enduring
anything. The bishop looked at her, through her.

li
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" Or would you rather go home and wait in misery
a little longer, and keep him in his cell a little

longer : another week, another month, another

year ? You know best how much longer you can
wait."

Silence.
" And Michael can wait too."
" Michael must come out," said Fay, with a sob.

*' He was always good to me."
" Thank God !

" said the bishop, and he rose

abruptly and went to the window.
Magdalen and Fay did not move. They leaned

a Mttle closer together. Fay's timid eyes sought

her sister's \We those of a child which has repeated

its lesson, and looks to its teacher to see if it has
done well.

Magdalen kissed her on the eyes.
*'

I have said everything, haven't I ?
"

" Everything."
" I wish I was dead."

Magdalen had no voice to answer with.

The bishop came back, and sat down opposite

them.
" Fay," he said, " as long as you live you will be

thankful that you came to me to-day, that you were
willing to make atonement by this great act of

reparation. The comfort of that remembrance will

sink deep into your troubled heart, and will heal

its wounds. But the sacrifice is not to be exacted

of you. I had to ask if you were willing to make
it. But there is no longer any necessity for you to

make it. Do you understand ?
"

The bishop spoke s owly. The two women looked
at him with dilated eyes.
" Is Michael dead ? " said Magdalen.
*' No. Michael is, I believe, well. The murderer
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of the Marchese di Maltagliala has confessed. It is

in to-day's papers. The marchese was murdered

by his wife. It was quite sudden and unpremedi-

tated, the work of an instant of terror. She has

made a full confession on her deathbed. It exoner-

ates Michael entirely. She implores his ^jrgiveness

for her long silence."

The bishop's last words reached Fay from a

great distance. The room with its many books,

and the tall muUioned window with the bare elm

branches across it, were all turning gently together

in a spreading dimness. The only thing that

remained fixed was Magdalen's shoulder, and even

that shook a little. Fay leaned her face against it,

and let all the rest go. The window with its tree

quivered for a moment across the dark and then

flickered i mI. The consciousness of tender hands

and voices lingered a moment longer, and then

vanished too.
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CHAPTER XXIII

All the heavy days are over.
W. B. Yeats.

It was very late when Mn.gdalen and Fay reached

home.
Bessie was on the look-out for them, and met

them in the hall.

" Wentworth has been here," she said. " He
arrived about an hour after you had started. As

you were both out he asked to see me. He was

greatly excited. He had come to tell us that

Michael's innocence has suddenly been proved.

He goes to Italy to-morrow. He said he wou d call

here on his way to the station a little before eleven,

to tell you both about it."

And punctually at a few minutes to eleven

Wentworth appeared, and wa.s ushered into the

little white morning-room where Fay was waiting

for him.

The room was full of sunshine. The soft air

came gently in, bringing with it a breath of prim-

roses.

Delight was in the room, tremulous, shining in

Fay's eyes. Delight was in the whole atmosphere.

An enormous, boundless relief overflowed everything.

Wentworth was excited, softened, swept out of

himself.

lin
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He held her soft hand in his. He tried to speak,

but he could not. His eyes filled with tears. He
was ashamed.
And when he looked up he saw Fay's eyes were

wet too. His heart went out to her. She was
rejoicing with him. He pulkd himself together,

and told her what little he knew ; not much more
th?n the bare facts contained in the papers. It

was now known by the marchcsa's confession that

the murder took place inside the CoUe Alto

gardens. Every one, including t^"e police, had
believed that the murder took place in the road,

and that the assassin took advant;ige of the accident

of the garden door be'ng unlocked to drag the body
into the garden and hide it there. But the marchesa
stated that she stabbed her husband in the garden

suddenly, without premeditation, but with intent

to kill him, because of his determination to marry
their seventeen-year-old daughter to a friend of his,

a roui, the old Duke of Castelfranco, who drank
himself to death soon afterwards.

The marchesa stated that she dragged the body
behind a shrub, walked back througli the garden to

the house with the front of her gown covered with

blood without being noticed, found no attendant

in the cloak-room, wrapped herself in a long cloak

not belonging to her, told her servants that the

marchese would follow later, and drove home,
partially burned her gown and the cloak as if by
accident, and then awaited events. The first news
she received of her husband's death next morning
was accompanied by the amazing information that

Michael had confessed to the murder.
The marchesa. in her tardy confession, stated

that she believed Michael, who had always sliown

her great sympathy, must have actually witnessed

m
m
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the crime, and out of a chivalrous impulse towards

her, had immediately taken the guilt of it upon
himself.
" That accounts for his extraordinary silence,"

said Wentworth, " not only to others, but to myself.

He never would say a word pro or con, even when I

told him it was no use trying to persuade me he was
guilty. The mystery is cleared up at last. I shall

reach Milan to-night, and I shall see him to-morrow.

And I suppose we may be able to start home the

following day. I say these things, but I don't

believe them. I can't believe them. It all seems

to me like some wonderful dream. And you are

like a person in a dream too, as if a fairy wand had
passed over you."

As he spoke Wentworth suddenly realised that

this marvellous radiant transformation which he

beheld in Fay, which seemed to flow even to the

edges of her lilac gown, was happiness, and that he

had never seen her happy till this moment. She
had always looked pathetic, mournful, listless. Now,
for the first time, he saw her, as it were, released

from some great oppression, and the change was
almost that of identity. Her beauty had taken on
a new magic.

There is no joy in the world so rapturous, so perfect,

as the moment of relief from pain. There was,

perhaps, no creature in the world on this particular

April morning whose happiness approached Fay's.

She raised her white eyelids and smiled at Went-
worth.

His well-conducted heart nudged him suddenly

like a vulgar, jocular friend.
" Is all your gladness for Michael ? " he said

boldly. " Have you none to spare for me ?
"

He was in for it.
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" You must forgive me if I am too impetuous, too
precipitate," he said, " but won't you make me
doubly happy, Fay, before I go." He rose and came
towards her. She looked down, half frightened,
and he suddenly felt himself olossal, irresistible, a
man not to be trifled with. " You have known for
a long time that I love you," he said. " Won't you
tell me that you love mc a little too ?

"

A delightful sense of liberty and newness of life
was flowing in regenerating waves over Fay's
spirit.

Wcntworth seemed a part of this all-pervading
joyousncss and freedom. She made a little half-
unconscious movement toward him, and in a
moment that intrepid man, that dauntless athlete
of the emotions, had taken her in his arms.
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CHAPTER XXIV

He who gives up the smallest part of a secret has the rest

no longer in his power.

—

Jean Paul.

The raarchesa's confession made a great and
immediate sensation thronghout Italy. Every one

who had known Michael, and a great many who had
not, proclaim.ed \vith one consent that his irmocouce

was no news to tliem. The possibility that he miglit

be shielding some one had been discussed at the

time of the trial, but had found no shred of con-

lirm.ation.

And now the mystery was v'ed at last, and in

the most romantic manner. Michael had come out

with flying colours.

To many minds the romance was enhanced by
the fact that the marchesa was a gentle, middle-

aged, grey-haired woman in no way attractive,

whose whole interest in life centred in her daughter.

Michael's transcendent act of chivalry towards the

marchesa, dramatically acknowledged by her at

last upon her deathb(?d, appealed even to the m.ost

unimaginative natures. He became the hero of

the hour. Telegrams of congratulation poured in

from every quarter. Letters snowed in on him.

Even before Wentworth could reach him enthusiastic

strangers had tried to force their way into his cell.

814
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Determined yonng reporters came out in gondolas,
and it was all the warders and the doctor could do
to protect Michael from invasion.

He sat apparently stunned in his cell, the o:ily

person, unmoN'cd. Every servant and v/arder in

that dreary establishment had come to offer iiini

their congratulations. The other convicts had suit

messages. The man in the next cell, slowly dying
of gar.grene, had crawled from his pallet to iv it a
tattoo on the wall. The doctor was beside hini:-Llf

with joy.

" You must keep calm." he kept saying in wild
excitement. " Your brother will be h^re to-morrow
morning. I implore you to be calm."
And he brought Michael liis best pipe, and some

of his most cherished tobacco, and a weird suit of

black clothes, and urged him to spend the evening
with him in his own sitting-zoom.

But Michael sh-^k his head. He had no ha.tved

of his striped bio e. He was accustomed to it.

He said he would prefer to await his brot'.cr's

arrival in his cell. He was accustomed to that too.

He felt as if he could not bear to have everything
torn from him at once, as if he should be lost if all

his landmarks were changed. He sat hour by hour
smoking, and every now and then reading Went-
worth's telegram.

He tried to realise it. He said to himself over
and over again : "I am free. I am going away.
Wentworth is coming to take me home." But it

was no good. His mind would not take hold.

He looked for the twentieth time at Wentworth's
telegram. Wentworth w^as hurrying towards him
at this moment, would be tra\elhnij all night, would
reach him in the morning. Dear, dear Wenty!
He would be happ}' again now.
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Michael groaned.
" It's no kind of use. I can'i believe it."

He tried to think of Fay. He should see her soon,

touch her hand, hear her voice. Poor little darling !

She had not the courage of a mouse. Perhaps she

was a little glad at his release. Yes. No doubt

she had been pleased to hear it. He hoped she

v.ould not feel shy of him at seeing him again. He
hoped she would not thank him.

The door, no longer locked, was suddenly opened,

and the head warder deferentially ushered in a

visitor. A tall, dark man in a tri-coloured sash

came in, and the warder withdrew.

The man bowed and looked v ith fi.xity at Michael,

who stared back at him dazed and confused. Where

had he seen that face before ?

Ah ! He remembered !

•'
I perceive that you have not forgotten me,"

said the delegato. " It was I who arrested you.

It was to me that you confessed to the murder of

the Marchese di Maltagliala."
" I remember."
" I never was able to reach any certainty that

you were really guilty," continued the delegato.

" 1 was not even convinced that you had had a

quarrel with the marchese."
" I had no quarrel with him."
" I knew that. That you might be shielding

some one occurred forcibly to my mind. But

who ?
"

Michael looked steadily at the official.

" And there was blood upon your ha.nd and sleeve

when you confessed."
" There was."
" It was not the marchese's blood," said the

delegato, drawing a sallow finger across a blue chin.
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** It remained a m^-stery. I will own that it had
not crossed my mind that that fr igile and timid

lady had killed her husband, and th it, as she at last

confesses, you were shielding her." The delegato

looked piercingly at Michael.

Michael was silent.

" You have always been silent. Is not the

moment come to speak ?
"

Michael shook his head.

The delegato bowed.
'*

I came to ask you to discuss the affair openly,"

he said, " to relieve my perpkxity as a matter of

courtesy. But you will not speak. Then I will

speak instead. When lirst I read the maichesa's
confession, it came into my mind that the marchesa,
who, I believe, was your friend, might, for some
reason, possibly the sentimental devotion of an
older woman for a young man—such things have
been—that she mif^ht have confessed on her death-

bed to a crime which she h:id not committed in

order to save you from

—

this "—he touched the wall

of the cell. " I doubted that she really murdered
her husband. Bui she did. I sought out the maid
who had been with her when the marchese died,

and she, before the confession was published, in-

formed me that she had not undressed the marchesa
on her return from the CoUe Alto party. And that
next morning part of the cloak, which was not
hers, and part of her gown were found to be burnt,

as stated in her confession. It was indeed necessary
to bum them. The marchesa murdered the mar-
chese."

There was a long silence.
" I cannot tell whether you witnessed the crime

or not. At arf ^ I thought the blood on your hands
and clothes might have come from helping her to

lb
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drag the body into the garden. But it was not so.

At the time I attached a great importance to the

garden door beirg unlocked. Too great. It led

me astray. The gardener, in spite of his oath tliat

he had locked it, had probably left it unlocked. We
now know from the marchesa that the murder took

place within the garden, and the locking and un-

locking of the door was an accident which, looked

like a clue. . . . But, if you witnessed the murder, and

wished to retire without raising an alarm, or de-

nouncing that unhappy lady, I ask myself why did

you not open the garden door from within—the key

was in the lock, I saw it—and pass out on to the

high road ? Wliy did you instead try so hard to

escape over the wall behind the ilexes, that you tore

your hands on the cut glass on the top ? I found

the place next day. There was blood on it. When
you were stmggling to escape over that wall you

were not anxious to take the marchesa's guilt upon

yourself. When you were hiding behind the screen

in the duchessa's apartment you were not

—

at that

moment—very determined to shield the marchesa

from the consequences of her deed. All Italy is

ringing with your quixotic, your chivalrous, your

superb action!^ Nevertheless, if I had quitted the

duchessa's apartment, if my natural and trained

acuteness had not made one last effort respecting

the screen, / do not think you would have followed

me into the (garden to dcr :e yourself.
''

The delogato paused.

Michael was quite unmoved. Everything

reaclitd him dimly as through a mist. He partly

saw the difficulty in the oflicial's mind, but it did not

interest him. He was cleared. That was enough.
*' In two years much is forgotten," said the

delegato sentcntiously, " and it is perhaps I alone
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who recall the more minute del ails of the case,

becatise I was present, and my interest was over-

whelming. I have not sjfken of this to any one

but yourself. I shall not spi ak of it again. I have
taken a journey to discuss it with you because I had
hoped you would understand my professional

interest in unravelling that which remains still

obscure, a mystery, which is daily becoming to me
a greater mystery than before the marchesa's con-

fession. You have it in your power to gratify my
natural desire for elucidation by an explanation

wliich can no longer injtue you in any way. You
are innocent. It is proved. But even now you
will not speak. You prefer to preserve your
attitude of silence to the end. Good. I will in-

trude on you no longer. I offer you my congratula-

tions. I deplore your inevitable imprisonment.

I withdraw."
The delegate bowed yet agam and wont to the

door.
" That of which you will not speak was known

to your friend the Duke of CoUe Alto," he said.

" The duke knew.'''

" The duke is dead," s:ad Michael.
" I am aware of that," s.iid the cKl'g.'ti) frigidly.

He bowed for the last time, and left tin- cell, gently

closing the door.



CHAPTER XXV
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Est-ce done une monnaie que votre amour, pour qu'il puisse

passer ainsi de main en main jusqu' i la mort ?—Non, ce n'est

pas meme une monnaie ; car la plus mince piece d'or vaut
mieux que vous, et dans quelques mains qu'elle passe, elle

garde son effigee.—A. de Musset.

Wentworth came in the morning, tremulous, eager,

holding Michael by the shoulders, as he used to do
when Michael was a small boy, as he had never

done since.

The brothers looked long at each other with

locked hands, water in their eyes.
" Wenty," said Michael at last with his grave

smile.

And that was all.

They sat down together in silence on the little

bed. Wentworth tried to speak once or twice, but

it was no use.
" Fay cried for joy at the news," said Wentworth

at last, looking with shy, hungry love at his brother.
*' If you could have seen her radiant face. I never

saw any creature so changed, so transfigured."

A faint flush rose to Michael's face.

" I know how she grieved over your imprisonment.

She is the most tender-hearted woman in the world.

I never knew any one so sympathetic." Wentworth
hesitated. Then he added tremulously, "My great

aao
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grief has been her grief too. She helped me to bear
it."

" I did not know she had—minded so much,"
said Michael almost inaudibly.
" You might have guessed it," said Wentworth,

" knowing h^r to be what she is. She has always
been so pale ^.id sad, as if bowed down by trouble.
But directly the news came that you 'ere cleared

—

I went to see her at once—if you could only have
seen her face, her tears of joy, her delight."
" Did she send a message, or a note ? Just a

line. Perhaps you have a letter with you."
" No, she did not write," said Wentworth, self-

conscious but beaming. " There was not time.
There was time for nothing. It was all such a rush.
I only saw her on ray way to the station. But I

know she won't mind my telling you, Michael

—

you ought to know first of any one ; it all seems so
wonderful. But I dare say—no, I see yea have
guessed it—I dare say I have said things in my
letters that showed you it was coming—it was the
grief about you that first drew us together. Fay
and I are going to be married."

Michael put his hand to his head.
" Everything has come at once," said Wentworth.

•* I have you again. And I have her. I've nothing
left to wish for."

Michael did not leave the prison in the gondola
which had brought Wentworth, and which was
waiting to take them both away. The excitement
of his brother's arrival had proved too great, and
he fell from one fainting fit into another. Went-
worth was greatly alarmed, but the doctor was
reassuring and cheerful. He s^

'

". that Michael had
borne the news with almost unnatural calmness,
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but that the shock must have been great, and a

breakdown was to be expected. He laughed at

Wentworth's anxiety, even while he ministered to

Michael, and assured him that no one in his experi-

ence had died of joy.

But later in the evening, when Wentworth, some-

what pacified, had returned to Venice for the night,

the doctor felt yet again for the twentieth time that

the young Englishman baffled him.

It seemed to him that he was actually relieved

when the kiad, awkward, tender elder brother had

reluctantly taken his departure, promising to come

back early in the morning.

"Do not distress yourself; you will be quite well

enough to leave to-morrow," the doctor said to him

many times. " I expected this momentary collapse.

It is nothing."

Michael's eyes dwelt on the kind face and then

closed. There was that in them which the doctor

could not fathom.

He took the food that was pressed on him, and

then turned his face to the wall, and made as if he

slept.

And the walls bent over him, and whispered to

him, " Stay with us. We are not so cruel as the

world outside."

And that night the dying convict in the next

cell, nearly as close on freedom as Michael, heard

all through the night a low sound of strangled

anguish that ever stifled itself into silence, and ever

broke forth anew, from dark to dawn.

The next morning Michael went feebly down the

prison steps, calm and wan, leaning on Wentworth's

careful arm, and smiling alfectionatcly at him.

,
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CHAPTER XXVI

il l^.i^Z'^f^-^^
faibles ne niontrent de la decision que quand

11 s agit de faire une sottise.—Daniel Darc.

A WEEK or two after the news of Michael's proved
innocence had convulsed Hampshire, and before
Michael and Wentworth had returned to Barford
Aunt Aggie might have been seen on a fine May
afternoon walking slowly towards The Towers
She had let her cottage at Saundersfoot for an un-
usually long period, and was marking time with
the Blores. Whatever Aunt Mary's faults might
be, she was always ready to help her sister in this
practical manner, when Aunt Aggie was anxious to
add to the small, feebly-frittercd-away income, on
which her muddled, impecunious existence de-
pended.

In spite of the most pertinent remarks to the
contrary from her sister, Aunt Aggie believed herself
to be an unsurpassed manager of a restricted
income. She constantly advised young married
couples as to the judicious expenditure of money
and pressed on Magdalen the necessity of retrench-
ing m exasperating directions—namely, where a
minute economy entailed a colossal inconvenience.

In her imagination she saw herself continually
consulte(^, depended on, strenuously implored to

333
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give her opinion on matters of the utmost delicacy
fervently blessed for her powerful spiritual assistance
of souls m jeopardy, and always gracefully attri-
buting the marvellous results of her intervention
to a Higher Power, of which she was but the un-worthy channel.
These imaginary scenes were the unfailing solace

of Aunt Aggie s somewhat colourless life, and the
consciousness of them in the background gave her
a certair- meek and even patient self-importance,
the basis of which was hidden from Lady Blore
Aunt Aggie had also another perennial source of

chastened happiness in recalling the romance of
her youth-those halcyon days before the archdeacon
had been unsuccessfully harpooned and put to
flight by Lady Blore.

^

Her clerical love affair still perfumed her conver-
sation. No one could breathe the word " Margate "
without Aunt Aggie remarking that she had had adear friend who had evinced a great partiaUty for
Margate. Were the clergy mentioned in her pre-
sence with the scant respect with which the ministry
and other secular bodies have to put up. Aunt Aggie
vibrated with indignation. She had known men
of the highest talents holding preferment in the
Cnurch.

But in her imagination her affair of the heart had
passed beyond reminiscence. Far from being buried
in the past it remained the chief factor in her life
colouring and shaping the whole of her future
Aunt Aggie could at any moment dip into a kind

of sequel to that early history. In tlie sequel the
archdeacon s wife was of course to die, but, owing
to circumstances which Aunt Aggie had not yet
thoroughly worked out, that unhappy lady was first
to undergo tortures in some remote locality, nursed

fm:s^BXik..,i^tLyimm^LS^-''i- -'jiii:.A\.L~^^tF^mA.':^'
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devotedly-poor thing-by Aunt Aggie. The resulto her rnmistrations was never in doubt from the

surrnJ ^[^^l^deucon's wife was, of course, to

stranJ^r \t'l I a^'T
^^'''^"^s on the devited

whtT I
'.

^''^''^'' ''''^^^ ^^'"^ enigmatical smileN^hich spoke of some sacrt'd sorrow

th^f""!? .'^.fr^^''''^
'"^"^ ""''">' delicious tears overthat deathbed scene and the chastened grief ofthe samtly archdeacon, quite overshadowed by hisboundless gratitude to herself. At this crisis h soverwhelming desolation wrung from him!!-wit

gross disloya ty to the newly dead-a few dSointed
sentences w nch revealed only too clearly howunsuited to him his wife had been, how iSle shIhad understood him, how lonely his wedded life had

thfn n,

^h^had ^^'^d^-ntly been one of those tatl.

iess Ill'Zm ' ''°"'''' ''^^^ ^^''' ^"^ ""^' ^^"^^'

Aunt Aggie, after giving the children a sample

li tlfhomr r''^' T'^ ^^' '''^' '- '^'-^ toTeh tie home at Saundersfoot. Here the real joy ofthe situation was to begin.
After a decent interval the archdeacon was to becons antlv visiting Saundersfoot, ..as to be observed

Msitint — Aggie at Saundersfoot, sinding herout fron. among the numerous spinst.Ts of^ at

^tn"iS'"ot'h
"''^'^ '^^ '''' «^-* '' ---n

;h,n A .
?^^'' y*'""^"^ ''^"d better-lookingthan Aunt Aggie-especially Miss Barnett thedoctor's sister, who, it wa.s'^ whispered, wme an

werfto T.'r '""^ ^'^"^^^^'^ -"d- herTair-were to set their caps or cushions at the dignifiedarchdeacon, seen pacing the sands. But it vfas allof no avail. He had eyes for no one but the gentfc

theTbleft'^f^h"""- -'r ''^^'^ ^^^ ^« b'- -the object of burning jealousy and detraction on

15
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the part of the female—that is to say, almost the
whole—population of Saundersfoot. But she her-
self, while envious calumny raged round her, went
on her way calm and grave as ever.

But the proposal long warded off could not be
parried for ever The frenzied passion of the
archdeacon was at last not to be restrained. Aunt
Aggie had in her mind a set of proposals, all good,
out of nhich it became harder and harder as time
went on to select one. But her answer was ever
the same—a pained but firm refusal. She was happy
in her lot. She was grea.tly needed where she was.
She did not wish to marry. She was no longer
young. This last reason was an enormous con-
cession to realism on Aunt Aggie's part.

Then came the cream of the whole story. The
arclideacon was to pine secretly. His work was to
be neglected. He was to be threatened with a
nervous breakdown. He was to confide his sorrow
to the paternal bosom of liis bishop. When Aunt
iggie was in her normal state it was the bishop in

whom the archdeacr was to confide. But some-
times in the evenin- after a glass oi cowslip wine,
her im?.gination t- x a bolder flight. The arch-
bishop himself was to be the confidant of his dis-

tracted cleric. This presented no res] difficulty

after the first nK)rncnt, for the archbishop was in
the flower of his age—the archdeacon's age—and
might easily have been at school with him. Aunt
Aggie had once seen Lambeth from a cab window
as she passed over Westminster Bridge. Under
that historic tower she heard the first subject of the
King urge his brother prelate to take heart, promis-
ing a.ssistance.

We will pass over Aunt Aggie's amazed reception
of a cordial invitation to stay at Lambeth, her
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hesitating acceptance, li^r r.rrival, the magnificent
banquet, crowded with ministers and bishops, the
fact that the archbishop himself singled her out
as the object of courtly though somewhat anxious
attentions. And then after dinner Aunt Aggie, in

her plum-coloured satin, was to be unconsciously
but skilfully withdrawn from the glittering throng
by the archbishop. And in his study he was to

make a great, a fervent appeal to her. Aunt Aggie
had bought a photograph of him in order to deaden
the shock of this moment. But, nevertheless,

whenever she reached this point she was always
really frightened. Her hands really trembled.
The archbishop was to ?sk her, with tempered in-

dignation, how much longer she intended to nullify

the labours of his ablest colleague ? how much longer
her selfish predilection for celibacy was to wreck
the life and paralyse the powers of a broken-hearted
man ? Her cruelty was placed before her in glowing
colours. She was observed to waver, to falter. A
tear was seen in spite of her marvellous self-control

to course down her cheek. The eye of an archbishop
misses nothing. With an ejaculation of profound
relief he beckons to a distant figure which appears
in a doorway. The archdeacon in his evening
gaiters rushes in. Aunt Aggie gives way !

After this final feat of the imagination. Aunt
Aggie generally felt so worn out by emotion that

food was absolutely necessary to her.

On this occasion she sat down quivering on a
heap cf stones by the roadside, and drew forth a
biscuit which she had secreted at luncheon at the

vicarage an hour before. It nnust be owned that

she was fond of food, though not in the same way
that most of us are addicted to it. She liked

eating buns out of paper bags at odd moments in

f
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the open air, and nibbling a sponge-cake half

forgotten, and suddenly found in a drawer with
her handkerchiefs. But in justice to her it ought
to be added that she seemed only to care for the
kind of provender which yielded the largest in-

crement in the way of crumbs,
AS she sat and nibbled an uneasv recollection

"'oh oross her mind.
Ihis recollection was becoming more disconcerting

ar "^y day. And yet she acted for the best. That
' did not ensure to her immunity from blame on
The part of that awful personage, her sister Marj'.

(jood intentions had never yet received their due
as extenuating circumstances in Lady Blore's
sweeping judgments.

If a certain secret chivalrous action of Aunt
Aggie's " turned out wrong," she well knew the
intonation in which Lady Blore would ask her why
she had been such a fool. Nevertheless, she, Aunt
Aggie, had only done with consummate tact what
Mary herself had contemplated doing in her rough
way, and had been persuaded not to do.

Some weeks ago Aimt Aggie had concocted in

secret, re-copied about twenty times, and had
finally despatched, a letter to Lord Lossiemouth
anent Magdalen. It had been the boldest action
of her life. At first, even after she had seen that
she was the only person abU- to deal adequately
with so delicate a matter, she had feared that she
would not have the strength to perform her mission.
But strength had apparently been lent to her for

the occasion. The letter had actually been posted.
The moment it was irrevocably gone Aunt Aggie

fell into a panic. Supposing it failed in its object,

and that Algernon or Mary discovered what she
had done ? She could not even face such a possi-

..fci
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bility. But then, supposing on the other hand
that her missive luiitod two loving, estranged

hearts, and that dear Magdalen owed her happiness

—

and a titled happiness—to her. Then Algernon and
Mary would be forced to admit that she had shown
a courage and devotion greater than theirs. " We
only talked, you acted," they would both say, and
she would thenceforward be recognised in her true

light, as an incomparable counsellor and a judicious,

far-seeing friend.

But three weeks had elapsed since Aunt Aggie,

stealing out alone, had dropped that momentous
letter into the village post-box. Nothinf had
happened. She had not even received an ui. wer.

She was becoming frightened and an.xious. Vas
he secretly married ? She wished she had thought
of that possibility before she posted the letter.

Many simple-minded men of disengaged affec-

tions, cheerfully pursuing their virtuous avocations,

would be thunderstruck if they knew the dark
suspicions harboured against them in si^tinstef

bosoms, that they are conce;ding some disci r-litable

matrimonial secret, which alone can account fur

their—well—their extraordinary behaviour in not
coming forward !

It has actually ber u said that real life is not

always like a no\el. This feebly false assertion

was disproved for ever in Aunt Aggie's miud by
the sight of a dog-cart coming rapiclly towards her

from the direction of Lostford. Siie glanced in-

differently at it as it approached, and then her

pale eyes became glued to it. In the dog-cart sat

Everard Constable, now Lord Lossiemouth. She
had not seen him for fifteen vears. but. nevertheless,

she recognised him instantly. There was no doubt
it was he : thickened and coarsened, but still he.

! I
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He whided past, leaning back in his seat, looking
neither to right nor left

!

Aunt Aggie's heart gave a thump that nearly
upset her equilibrium. The biscuit dropped on to
the road, witli a general upheaval of crumbs from
all paris of her agitated person.

Lord Lossiemouth !

Going in the direction of Priesthope I

Her letter !

She nearly swooned with joy and pride.
Now Mary and Algernon, now every one, would

believe in her.

She raised herself from the heap of stones, and
with trembling legs hurried towards The Towers.
She must tell iNLary at once.
She found Lady Blore seated at her writing-table

in the drawing-room, which was choked by the
Eastern and Japanese impedimenta, the draperies,
the krises, the metal bowls, the ivory boxes which
an Indian career seems so inevitably to entail.
Sir John had brought back crates of the kind of
foreign bric-ii-brac, cheap imitations of which throng
London shop windows. The little entrance hall was
stuffy with skins. Horned skulls garnished the
walls, pleading silently for decent burial. Even
the rugs had once been bears.
Aunt Mary was bored with her drawing-room

which looked like a stall at a bazaar, but to her
credit be it said that she had never mjide any
change in it, except to remox-e a brass idol from
the writing-table at which she was at this moment
sitting.

By one of those sudden instincts which make
people like Aunt Aggie the despair of those with
whom they live, she instantaneously conceived the
idea (for no reason except that she was thinking
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of her own letter) that her sister was at that mon-^nt
writing to Lord Lossiemouth. She '

' had a feehng "
that this was the case. The feehng becar.ie in a
second a rooted conviction. The butler came in
arranged an uncomfortable Indian table, placed a
brass tray with tea-things on it before Lady Blore
and asked if there were any more letters "for the
post. Aunt Mary was in the act of giving him
one when Aunt Aggie intervened.

1 '*P°^'<V,''
^^'^ ^^^^ ^"^ '^'^^^ agitation, clasping her

hands " Mary. I beg of you, I conjure you? not
to post that letter."

.>."«•

" Why not ? I have resolved to give him another
chance.

" Keep it back one post, I implore you. I have
a reason."

Aunt Mary looked attentively at her sister, and
took back the letter. It was not like her to give
way. She seemed less overbearing than usual
" Well, why not employ him again ? " she said

wearily. " The Irish butter is the cheapest, after aU.Why do you make such a point of my leaving him ? "
Aunt Aggie was entirely nonplussed. A thousand

similar instances had never lessened tlie shock of
the discrepancy between what she expecLed her
sister to say, and what she actually said.

" I thought—I thouglit," she stammered-" I
felt sure that— I see now I was wrong, but I had
a conviction that that letter—you see, I knew you
were thinking of writing- -was to—was, in short
to Lord Lossiemouth."
Aunt Mary's face became magenta colour.
" To Lord Lossiemouth ! Why should you think

I was writing to him ?
"

" Well, I could not help knowing—don't you
remember how you discussed the subjt.ct with me



232 PRISONERS
5-- :i

%d^

and dear Magdalen some weeks ago ?

—

that the
subject of a judicious and dignified letter was in

your mind."
" I was careful not to mention the subject to

Magdalen in your presence. I see now that you
must have listened outside the door."
Aunt Aggie experienced a second shock. How

did Maiy always spy out these things ?

" I can't think," continued Lady Blore, " how
you can lower yourself to eavesdrop in the way
you do ; and, if you must do these underhand
actions, why you don't conceal them better. When
you read a private letter of mine the other day,
because I inadvertently left it for a moment on
my writing-table

"

" You always say you lock up your private
letters—you do indeed, Mary. Be fair. I could
not tell it was private."
" You would have been wiser not to have alluded

next day to its contents. If you had not d^ue so
I might not have known you had read it."

Aunt Aggie burst into tears.
•* The truth is, I am not secretive like you, Mary,"

she said between her sobs. " It is as natural to

me to be open and trustful with those I love as it

is for you to be the reverse. Whatever I do you
think wrong. But perhaps some day—and that
before long—you will be forced to admit "

At this moment the drawing-room door opened
and Colonel Bellairs came in. He often came to
tea at The Towers, though the meeting seldom
passed off without a sharp brush with Lady Blore.

" Draw up that chair, Algernou," said that lady,
with grim but instant cordiality. " The tea will

be ready in a moment."
Colonel Bellairs looked more floridly handsome
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than usual. He was evidently in a state of supreme
self-satisfaction.
" Fine day," he said, " for the time of year."

At this moment a small parchment face, and

bent figure leaning on a stick, might have been

seen peering in through the closed windows. Sir

John looked dispassionately at the family group,

and shook his head. Then he hobbled back to his

chair under the cedar. Tea was evidently a meal

to be dispensed with this afternoon.
" I have news for you," said Colonel Bellairs,

expanding his chest.

Lady Blore held the teapot suspended.

"Everard Cons (.able—Lossiemouth, I should say

—

is at this moment sitting in the drawing-room at

Priesthope, alone with Magdalen."

Colonel Bellairs was not disappointed in the

effect of his words on his audience.

Aunt Aggie trembled and looked proudly guilty.

Lady Blore put down the teapot suddenly, and

said, " Thank God."
Aunt Aggie, her mouth open to speak, suddenly

began to choke. She looked pitcously from her

brother to her sister, struggling in vain to articulate.

It was too cruel that she should be bereft of speech

at this supreme moment.
Lady Blore turned putty pale and magenta

colour alternately. A great rclirf softened her hard

face. There were actually tears in her eyes. Then
she said majestically, but with a tremor in her

metallic voice :

" I am not surprised."

"It is my doing," shrieked Aunt Aggie, in the

strangled squeak in which we always explain that

it is " only a crumb " gone wrong. And she re-

lapsed into a fresh spasm.

IKi
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Lady Blore sternly bade her be silent. Colonel
Bellairs was slightly annoyed.
" It IS no use, Mary, your saying you are not

surprised, for you are." he said judicially ; "and

I wav T^'f?.
"'*" complacency, "so am I in

^Zl ^^fi^ftcen years since I forbade Everardthe house I fear that I was unduly harsh. Idismissed him, so it was for me to recaUhim. Now
lou tW T '"r!- u-

'^'' ^'-^^ ^ ^°^'t ^^i"d tellingyou that I wrote to him a few weeks ago "
You—wrote—to—him !

" said Aunt Marv in
great agitation. " Algernon vou ^^V J^l^ ,v.,, T\r^„4 1 .1 ^

-^ifevinj^i, }ou sent me word

matt;'^' " ^°^ ''^"'"^^ *^ "^^^^1^ i^ the

"I daresay I did. I may not have liked the

Wh rV'J'^ f^"^l*
''' ^^'"'y- You are so devil hhigh-handed. In short. I don't mind telling you

matter "''nJ'T^^'^
^^ >'""^ interference in thematter. But after mature consideration-! turnedhe matter over m my mind,-I was not the iTastinfluenced by your long-winded epistle ; that in fact

r r'tc^". m"^°^ '^" otherwise'-stilUfte'ra time

Zr f."'^" y- straightforward letter to Everardno bhnking the facts, and I told him that i htfeelings were unchanged-mark that-as I hadreason to believe Magdalen's were-he was atliberty to come to Priesthope and resume cordia
relations with us all. You observe I only^kedhim to come if his feelings were unchanged jf.IS there now. °

pJn\i'''°''^'l-^ui"'P°''^^^^
t° ^e^cribe the varyingemotions which devastated Lady Blore, as her brokermade his announcement. Her hands trer^bled so

S''h'ilH-^'''if^''
''^' °^^^^^^ '' gi^'^ "P ^ny pretence

^Vhen did you wnte ? " she asked at last.

. i..TS:..;. ^i^mm-^a j.<JHUe Ji^J^. UJL-'irTi^
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«( About three weeks ago."
Aunt Mary seemed to ir.:-ke a mental calculation.

It IS my domg. I wrote a month ago," gasped
Aunt Aggie. "Algernon, you must not take tlie
credit of It. I waited till you and Mary decided
not to write—you know, Mary, you told Magdalen
you would not

; and then—and then—I could not
stand by and see that dear child's happiness slip
away for want of one bold word, one brave friend
to say for her what she could not say for hersrlf
I have seen so many lives wrecked for want of a
sympathetic hand to draw two sc\vred hearts
together, that I wrote. I ^^ rote a month ago—

a

week before you did."
" I might have known von would do soriefoFv "

said Colonel Bellairs with contempt. "
. am glad

this did not come to my ears earlier, or I should
have been very angry. It was most unsuitable,
most^undigmfied that you and I should both write.
But "—it was evidently impossi'.ile for him to be
seriously annoyed by anything on this particular
afternoon—" all's well that ends well. We will sav
no more about it, Aggie. Don't cry. You can't
help being a fool. But don't do anything of that
kind, or of any kind, again. T might not be so
easy-going next time."
Lady Blore drank down a la; >^ cup of tea Her

black silk bosom heaved. Contrar\- to all precedent,
she did not turn on her quaking sister.

•^' Where are Fay and Bessie } " she asked.
•* Fay is spending the afternoon with the Carters

and Bessie is out somewhere— I don't know where*
But I saw her start after luncheon."
" How fortunate ! Then you knew he was

coming ?
"

' les; I had a telegram from him this morning
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saying he was in the neighbourhood, and would
come over this afternoon."
" Of course you warned Magdalen."
" Not I. I knew better than that. She has a

cold, so I knew she could not go out. So directly

I had seen him drive up I came off here. I did
not think I was particularly wanted at home.
Two is company and three's none."
" Oh ! Algernon, what tact ! IMost men would

never have thought of that," said Aunt Aggie.
" Have another cup, Algernon ? " said Lady Blore

graciously.

Colonel Bellairs stroked his moustache. He had
another cause, a secret one, for self-complacency.
At last, after many rebuffs from charming women
thirty years his junior, he was engaged to be married.
Should he mention it ? Was not this a most pro-
pitious moment ? Yes ? No. Perhaps better not.

Another time ! The lady had accepted him some
weeks ago, but had expressed altruistic doubts
as to whether she could play a mother's part to
daughters as old as herself—whether, in short, much
as she craved for their society, they might not feel

happier, more independent, in a separate estab-
lishment, however modest. It was on a sudden
impulse of what he called " providing for the girls

"

that Colonel Bellairs had written to Lord Lossie-

mouth.
The renewal of his engagement to Magdalen would

pave the way to Colonel Bellairs's marriage. He
had already decided that Bessie would live with
Magdalen, who would take her out. Fay had her
jointure. But he had a not unfounded fear that
his second nuptials would be regarded with profound
disapproval, even with execration, by his sisters.

Magdalen alone knew about it as "yet. She had

T^wT^^^^^^r "BT
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taken the news, which her father had feared would
cnish her to the earth, very tranquilly. She was
a person of more frigid affections than he had
supposed. He had already asked her to break the
news to Fay and Bessie. Perhaps it would be
better to let her break it to his sisters too. If he
did It himself they might, at the first moment, say
things they might afterwards regret. Yes. he would
leave the announcement to Magdalen.

1

1
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CHAPTER XXVII

Our chain on silence clanks
Time leers between, above his twiddling thumbs.

George Meredith.

Lord Lossiemouth had come into his kingdom.
He was rich, but not vulgarly so. He had a great

position, and, what his artistic nature valued even
more, the possession of one of the most beautiful

places in England. The Lossiemouth pictures and
heirlooms, the historic house with its wonderful
gardens—all these were his.

He had at first been quite dazed by the magnitude
of his good fortune. When it came to him it found
him somewhat sore and angry at a recent rebuff

which had wounded his vanity not a little. But
the excitement of his great change of fortune soon
healei what little smart remained.

A few months before he succeeded he had fallen

in love, not for the first time by many times, with

a woman who seemc" o meet his requirements

She was gentle, subr. Ave, pretty, easily led,

refined, not an heiress, but by no means penniless.

To his surprise and indignation she had refused

him, evidently not without a certain tepid regret.

He discovered that the mother had other views for

her daughter, and that the daughter, though she

•3»
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inclined towards him, was neither capable or even
desirous of opposing her mother. She was gentle-
ness and pliability itself. These qualities, so ad-
mirable in domestic life, have a tendency of which
he had not thought before to make their charming
owner, if a hitch occurs, subside into becoming
another man's wife. If only women could be
adamant until they reach the altar, and hke wax
afterwards

!

When everything bitter that could be said at the
expense of women had been ably expressed, Lord
Lossiemouth withdrew. A month later, when he
was making an angry walking tour in Hungary, he
learned from an English paper, already manv days
old, of the two deaths which effected his great change
of fortune. He communicated with his lawyer
arranged to return by a certain date, and continued
his tour for another month.
On his return he had gone at once to Lossiemouth

which he had visited occasionally as a poor and
peppery and not greatly respected relation. Busi-
ness of aU kinds instantly engulfed him. He was
impatient, difficult, distrait, slightly pl.niscd with
himself at showing so little gratification at his magni-
ficent inheritance.

On the third day he sorted out the letters which
looked hke personal ones from among a heap of
correspondence, the accumulation of many weeks.

Quantities of envelopes were torn open, and tlie
contents thrown aside—boi;ging letters, decently
veiled congratulations from "old friends" who
had not, so far, shown any particular desire to make
their friendship a joy to him.

Presently he came upon a long, closely written
letter of several sheets, in a slanting hand, which
he was about to dismiss as another begging letter

; 71
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when his eye fell on the signature. Bellows!
Bulteel ? Buller ? Bcllaits ?
Aunt Aggie's signature was quite illegible. It

was an arranged squiggle painfully acquired in
youth, which through life had resulted in all kinds
of difficulties with tradespeople, and in continual
annoyance and inconvenience to herself. Letters
and parcels were frequently directed to her as
A. Buller, Esq. She could 'only account for this
mistake by the businesslike nature of her style and
handwriting. She often told her friends that, unless
people knew her personally, her letters were gener-
ally beheved to be a man's.

It had never struck Aunt Aggie that Lord Lossie-
mouth might possibly, in an interval of fifteen
years, have forgotten who A. Bellairs might be.
But the words "my beloved niece Magdalen,"

strongly underlined, and the postmark on the
envelope, showed him who A. Bellows was. He
thought he remembered an old aunt who lived
near Priesthope.

He read the long, sentimental effusion and bit
his lip.

Ah me! Was that half-forgotten, dim-in-the-
distance boyish love of his to be raked up again
now ?

He sighed impatiently. Why had Fate parted
him and Magdalen ? He still regretted her in a
way, when he was depressed or harassed, or dis-
gusted with the world in general ; and he was
often depressed and harassed and disgusted.
More letters. What bus ness had people to give

him the trouble of reading them ? The floor was
becoming strewn with his correspondence. The
empty fireplace had become a target for crumpled
bails of paper.



PRISONERS 241

A short one in a large, scrambling, illiterate hand,
with a signature that might mean anything. That
tall capital, shaped like a ham, was perhaps a B.
The letter was written on Priesthope notepaper.

" My daughter Magdalen.''
This, then, was from Colonel Bellairs.

It was not such a very bad letter, but it was a
deplorably unwise one ! When had Colonel Bellairs
ever indited a wise one ? But he made his pre-
carious position even less tenable by ignoring the
fact that Lord Lossiemouth's fortunes had altered,
by asserting that he had had it in his mind to write
to this effect the previous Christmas, but had not
had time. When Colonel Bellairs concocted that
sentence he had felt, not without pride, that it

covered the ground of his fifteen years' silence,

and also showed that Lord Lossiemouth's wealth
had nothing to do with his recall—for the letter

was a recall.

" Blundering old idiot !
" said Lord Lossiemouth,

but he had become very red.

All kinds of memories were surging up in him

—

Magdalen's crystal love for him, her indefinable
charm, her gaiety, her humility, her shyness, her
exquisite beauty.

Life had never brought him anything so mar-
vellous, so enchanting, as that first draught of
April passion ; and he had quenched his tliirst

at many other cups since then. His lips had been
bhstered and stained r>t poisoned brim . Why had
that furious old turk y cock parted him and Mag-
dalen ? His heart contracted for a moment over
the remembrance of his first love.

But what was the use ! The Magdalen he had
loved had ceased to exist. The wand-likc figure

with its apple-blossom face faded, faded, and in

16
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its place ro»> up the image of the thin, distinguished-
looking, grey-haiied woman who had supplanted
that marvel. He had met Magdalen accidentally
once or twice in London of late years, and had felt

dismayed anger at the change in her—an offended
anger not wholly imlike that with which he surveyed
himself at his tailor's, and inspected at unbecoming
angles, through painfully frank mirrors, a thick back
and a stout neck and jaw which cruelly misrepre-
sented his fastidious artistic personality.

He returned to his letters.

Three sheets in a firm, upright hand.
" I do not suppose you remember me," it began,

" but I intend to recall myself to your memory,
which I believe to be none of the best. I am the
wife of Sir John Blore, and aunt to Magdalen
Bellairs."

He flung the letter down. But this was intoler-

able—a persecution. And what fools they were all

to write. Had Magdalen set them on ?

He groaned with sudden self-disgust. What
unworthy thought would come to him next ? Of
course she knew nothing of this.

He looked at the date of each letter carefully.

Aunt Aggie's, according to her wont, had only the
day of the week on it—just Tuesday, or it might
be Thursday; but Colonel Bellairs's and Lady
Blore's were fully dated, and about a fortnight apart.
Colonel Bellairs had written last.

Lord Lossiemouth divined that each of the three
believed him or herself to be the only one to tackle
the subject.

How ghastly ! What a cruelly good short story
it would make for a magazine !

Then he read Lady Blore's letter. Apparently
it was not pleasant reading. It seemed to prick
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somewhat sharply. He wiiued once or twice, and

spoke angrily to it.

" My good woman, as it I did not know that !

Men are alwaj^s behaving heartlessly to women in

their opinion. It is the normal male state. It is

an established fact that we are all brutes. Wbv
do you want me to marry your paragon if you have

such a low opinion of me .-'

"

Still he could not put the letter down.

"It is possible, though improbable," wrote that

dauntless won\an. " that your vacillating and selfish

tluiractT r/;d\ have improved sufficiently in the

course of years for you to have become aware that

you lave beha\ed disgracefully to a woman, who,

if si e had liud any sense, ought never to have

given you a second thought ; who was and still is,

deeply attached to you ;
probably ihe only person

on this earth who has the misfortur to care two

pins about you."

Lord Lossiemouth tried tc

tried to laugh : but it was

arrow had penetrated a jou.^ 1 1

After all, he need take nc u 'c

monstrous effusions.

He was disgusted with openi;:;

theless, he hurried on. Perhaps

others less intolerable.

A somewhat formal letter from his cousin, the

Bishop of Lostford, who had never been cordial

to him since his engagement to Magdalen had been

broken off. The bishop pointed out certain grave

abuses connected with house property at Lostford,

at which the late Lord Lossiemouth had persistently

connived, but which he hoped his successor might

inquire into personally and redress.

Quantities of other letters were torn open and

•> \<.~

.itic ; he
^ Blore's

rw:

of these

It' : rCjver-

^' should find
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aimed in balls at the empty grate. But at last he
came to a long one which he read breathlessly.

It was from the mother of the girl who had so
recently refused him—an involved, tortuous epistle,

which implied that the daughter was seriously
attached to him, and hinted that if he were to come
forward again he would not be refused a second time.
There was also a short, wavering, nondescript note
with nothing particular in it, from the girl herself.

The mother had evidently made her write.

A very venomous expression settled on Lord
Lossiemouth's heavy face. He suddenly took up
a Bradshaw and looked out the trains for Lo-itford.



CHAPTER XXVIII

Tard oublie qui bien aime.

On this momentous afternoon Magdalen was sitting
alone m the morning-room at Priesthope, somewhat
oppressed by an on-coming cold. It had not yet
reached the violent and weeping stage. That wa^
for to-morrow. She, who was generally sympatheti-
cally dressed, was reluctantly enveloped in a wiry
red crochet-work shawl which Bessie had made for
her, and had laid resolutely upon her shoulders
before she went out.

She tried to read, but her eyes ached, and after a
time she laid down her book, and her mind went
back, as it had a way of doing, to Fay.
Fay had told her as "a great secret " that she

had accepted Wentworth. She was so transfigured
by happiness, so radiant, so absolutely unlike her
former listless, colourless, carping self, that Magdalen
could only suppose that two shocks of joy had rome
simultaneouslv—the discovery that she loved lier
prim suitor, and the overwhelming relief to her
tortured conscience of Michael's release.
Wentworth and Michael were still at Venice

Michael, it seemed, had been prostrated by excite-
ment, and had been too weak to travel immediately •

but they would be at Barford in a few days' time!

845
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When Magdalen saw Fay entirely absorbed in

trying on a succession of new summer hats, sent

for from London in preparation for VVentworth's
return, she asked herself for the twentieth time
whether Fay had entirely forgotten her previous
attraction for Michael, or that there might be some
awkwardness in meeting her faithful lover and
servant again, especially as the future wife of his

brother

Two years had certainly elapsed since that sudden
flare-up of disastrous passion, and in two years much
can be forgotten. But after two years everything

may still be remembered, as Magdalen knew well.

And she feared that Michael was among those who
remember.

Magdalen had that day told Fay of her father's

intention of marrying again, but she took almost
no notice of the announcement. To use one of

Aunt Aggie's metaphors, the news " seemed to slide

oU her bark like a duck."
She only said, " Really ! how silly of him !

"

As Magdalen thought of Fay the door opened,
and Bessie, who was supposed to have gone for a
walk, came in.

She had a spray of crab-apple blossom in her
hand. She held it towards Magdalen as if it were
a bill demanding instant payment. These little

amenities were a new departure on Bessie's part.

Magdalen's pleasure in the apple-blossom seemed
to her somewhat exaggerated, but she made allow-

ances for her, as she had a cold.
" Are vou going out again ?

" asked Magdalen.
" No."'
" Then I should like to have a little talk with

you. I have something to tell you."
Bessie sat down.

tP

1
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'* I am prtpared for the announcement you have
to make. I have seen it coming. It is about
Fay ?

"

" No, it is about father. He has asked me to
tell you tliat he is engaged to be married."
" Father !

"

" Yes, it is not given out yet."
•' Father !

"

*' It is to a Miss Bamett. You may have seen
her. The doctor's sister at Saundersfoot."
" I know hor by sight—a tail, bh>\vy-l()oking

woman of nearly forty, with amber nair and a
powdered nose."
" Yes."
'* Father has sunk very low," said Bessie judicially.

" He must have been refused by a lot of others

—

younger and better -looking, and ladies—to be re-

duced to taking her. And fancy any one in their

senses being willing to take father, with his gout,
and his tendency to drink, and his total disregard
of hygiene. Well, she looks a vulgar, pushing
woman, but I am sorry for her. And I must own
that I am disappointed that if there was to be an
engagement in our family it should be father.

There is not likely to be more than one going
for a home like ours. It is just like him to

grab it."

Magdalen tried not to laugh.
" I've looked round," continued Bessie. " I

don't say that at present I could entertain the
thought of marriage myself. I can't just yet, but
I mean to in the future. It's merely a question of

time. Marriage is the higher life. Besides, if one
remains unmarried people are apt to think it is

because one can't help it. It would certainly be
so in my case. And i have looked round. There

- II
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is not a soul in the neighbourhood for any of us

to marry that I can see except Wentworth. Hamp-
shire seems absolutely bare of young men. And if

there are a few sons in some of the houses they are

never accessible. And the really superior ones, like

Lord Alresford's only son, would never look at me.
It would be waste of time to try. There is posi-

tively no opening in Hampshire unless I marry the

curate."
" That reminds me that he is to call this afternoon

about the boot and shoe club. I wish, my dear,

in the intervals between your aspirations towards

the higher life, you would go through the accounts

with him. My head is so confused with this cold."
" I will. And where on earth are you going to

live when father marries again ? Of course, I shall

graduate at Cambridge. He won't oppose that

now. Magdalen, why don't you marry too ?
"

" I can't, dear Bessie. No one wants me."
" May I go on ?

"

" No. Please don't."
" I think I will all the same. Wliy not marry

Lord Lossiemouth, after all ? Don't speak ! I

want to place the situation dispassionately before

you. I have thought it carefully over. You are

an extremely attractive woman, Magdalen. I

don't know what it is about you, I fail to analyse

it, but one becomes attached to you. You can

make even a home pleasant. And if a man once

cared for you, it is improbable that he would cease

to care just because you are no longer young. I

take my stand on the basic fact that there certainly

has been a mutual attachment. I then ask my-
self

"

At this moment the door opened, and the footman
announced : " Lord Lossiemouth."



PRISONERS 249

The shock to both women was, for the moment,
overwhelming.

Magdalen recovered herself almost instantane-
ously, and welcomed him with grave courtesy, but
she was unable to articulate.

He had seen the amazement in the four eyes
turned on him as he came in, and cursed Colonel
Bellairs in his heart. Why had not the old idiot

warned Magdalen of his coming ?

He had felt doubtful of his reception. A simu-
lated coldness on Magdalen's part was perhaps to
be expected ; but for her blank astonishment he
was not prepared.
" This is Bessie," she said, in a shaking voice.

Bessie ! This tall splendid young woman. Could
this be the tiny child of three who used to sit on
his knee and blow his watch open.

" I cannot be expected to remember you," said

Bessie, advancing a limp hand. She fixed a round
dispassionate eye on his heavy irritable face, and
found liim impleasant-looking.

He instantly thought her odiots.

And they all three sat down simultaneously, as

if by a preconcerted signal.
" Are you staying in the neighbourhood ? " asked

Magdalen, as a paralysed silence became imminent.
A faint hectic colour burnt in her cheeks.

Lord Lossiemouth pulled himself together, and
came to her assistance. Together they held back
the silence at arm's length.

Yes, he was staying in the neighbourhood—at

Lostford, in fact. House property near the river.

Liable to floods.

Did he mention the word Hoods ?

Yes. Floods at certain seasons of the year. Time
to take measures now, before the autumn, etc.
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Magdalen was glad to hear of some measures
being taken. Long needed.

Yes, culpable neglect.

A wall ?

Yes, a wall. Certainly, a wall.

Bessie rose, marched to the door, opened it, hit

her body against it, and went out.

A certain degree of constraint went with her.
' I had your father's leave to come," he said,

after a moment. " I should not have ventured to
do so otherwise."

" I wish father had warned me," she said.

They looked away from each other. Here in

this room, fifteen years ago, they had parted. Both
shivered at the remembrance.
Then they looked long at each other.

Magdalen became very pale. She saw, as in a
glass, what was passing through his mind, and for a
moment her heart cried out against those treacherous
deserters, her beauty and her youth, that they
should have fled and left her thus, defenceless and
unarmed, to endu e his cruel eyes ; but she re-

membered that he had left her before they did.

They had not availed to stay him. They had only
slipped away from her in his wake. And at the
time she had hardly noticed their departure, as he
was no longer there to miss them.
Lord Lossiemouth had come determined to pro-

pose to Magdalen, his determination screwed " to
the sticking point " by a deliberately recalled re-

membrance of the change the years had wrought
in her. He had told himself he was prepared for

that. Nevertheless, now that he was actually face
to face with her, in spite of his regard and respect
for her, a horrid chasm seemed to yawn between
them, which only one primitive emotion can span,
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an emotion which, like a disused bridge, had fallen

into the gulf years ago.

And yet how marvellously strong, how immortal,
it had seemed once—in this same room with this

same woman. It had seemed then as if it could
not break, or fall, or fade.

It had broken, it had fallen, it had faded.

As he looked earnestly at her he became aware
that, though she had been momentarily distressed, a
great serenity was liabitual to her. The eyes which
now met his had regained their calm. It seemed as

if her life had been steeped in tranquil sunshine, as if

the free air of heaven had penetrated her whole deli-

cate being, and had left its clear fragrance with her.

Oh, if only they had been married lifteen years

ago ! What happiness they might have given

each other. How fond he would still be of her.

How tender their mutual regard would still be.

Then his present feeling for her would not be amiss.

They ouglit to be sitting peacefully together at this

moment, not in this intolerably embarrassing
personal relation towards each other, but at ease

with each other, talking over their boy at Eton,
and the new pony for their little daughters. He
did not want to begin being married to her now.

She knew what he felt.

" Magdalen," he said, " I am distressed that I

have taken you by surprise. I had hoped that

you were prepared to see me. But my coming is

not, I trust, painful to you."
A pulse fluttered in her cheek.
" I am glad to see you," she said. " If I did not

seem so the first moment, it was only because I was
token aback."
" A great change; lias come over my fortunes,"

he continued, anxious to give her time, and yet

iH
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aware that no conversation except on the object
of his visit was really possible. "I am at last in
a position to marry.'
" When I heard the news I thought that you

would probably marry soon."
" Our engagement was broken off solely for lack

of means," he continued. Her eyes dropped.
" Now that that obstacle is removed, I have come
to ask you, to beg you most earnestly, to renew it."

"It is very good of you," she said almost in-

audibly. " I appreciate your—kindness."
He saw that she was going to refuse him. But

he was prepared for that contingency. It was a
natural feminine method of readjusting the balance
between them. He vvould certainly give her the
opportunity. He owed it to her. Besides, the
refusal would not be final. He knew from her
relations that she still loved him.

" If your feeling towards me is unchanged, will
you marry me ?

"

The door opened, and the footman announced :

*' Mr. Thomson."
The new curate came slowly into the room, his

short-sighted eyes peering about him, a little faggot
of papers, girdled by an clastic band, clasped in his
careful hand against his brrast.

Magdalen started violently, and Lord Lossiemouth
experienced a furious exasperation.

Magdalen mechanically introduced the two men
to each other, and they all three sat down, with
the same sudden automatic precision as when
Bes-sie had been present.
" The days are beginning to lengthen already,"

said Mr. Thomson. " I have noticed it especially
the last few days, and the rooks are clamorous-
very clamorous."
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" It was to be expected," faltered Magdalen.
" The accounts are, I am glad to say, in perfect

order. I am proud to add, thoiigli I fear a statement
so unusual may lay me open to a cluirge of romanc-
ing, that we have a small balance in h.and."

How he had looked forward to saying tliese

words. With what a ilash of surprised delight he
had expected this astounding, this gratifying an-
nouncement would be received.

He paused a moment to let his words sink in

—

evidently Miss Bellairs had not heard.
" Three pounds five and nine," he said.
'* It is wonderful," said Magdalen emiihatically.

" Quite wonderful. I never heard of a boot and
shoe club which was not in debt. Have you ?

"

And she turned to Lord Lossiemouth.
But Lord Lossiemouth's temper was absent.

He ^ound the situation intolerable. He only
answered, " Never."
" Bessie is waiting to hear all about it in the

schoolroom," continued Magdalen. " I have asked
her to go o\'er the papers with \ou. She will be
as surprised and delighted as I am. Shall we go
and tell her ?

"

And without waiting for an answer, she rose and
led the way to the schoolroom, followed by Mr.
Thomson. Bessie was sitting alone th i •, i;-.'-! ;p;

in front of her, paralysed by Lord f.o'-.-.ii'niouih's

arrival, and indignant at the possibihty Lhat .^^ig-

dalen might marry that " horrid old thing," vho
was not the least like the charming photci/'aph ^^

him in her sister's album. However, she ;/ ^sp^u
the situation, and. after an imploring glance from
Magdalen, grappled with all her might with the
boot and shoe club.

Magdalen hurriedly tore off the little red shawl

I
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and returned to the morning-room, and closed the
door. It was a considerable effort to her to close

it, and by doing so to invite a renewal of Lord
Lossiemouth's offer; but it cc aid not be left open.
" It was not poor Mr. Thomson's fault," she

said; "but I wish I coild have saved you this

annoyance."
He struggled to recover his temper. Her quiver-

ing face sho\v( d him that she was suffering from
the miserable accident of the interruption even
more 'han he was.
" I was asking you to marry me," he said with

courage, but with \isible irritation. "Will you ?
"

" I im afraid I cannot."
" I knew you would say that. I expected it.

But I beg you to reconsider it, that is if—if your
feeling for me is still unchanged."
"It is unchanged."
" Then why not marry me ?

"

** Because you do not care for me."
" I felt certain you would say that. But I < j

care for you. Should I be here if I did not ? We
are two middle-aged people, Magdalen. The old
raptures and roses would be out of place. But I

have always cared for you. Surely you know that.

Have you forgotten the old days ?
"

" No."
" Neither have I. All we have to do is to forget

the years between." As he spoke he felt that *he
thing coulc' '^ardly ha\e been better put.
" I haA-e no wish to forget them."
He had made a great effort to control his temper,

but he found her unreasonable. His anger got the
upper hand.

" It is one of t-vo things that make you refuse

me. Either y can't forgive me, and I <iare sav
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I don't dcsen-e that you should—I am not posing
as a faultless character—or you have ceased to
love me. Which is it ?

"

" I have not ceased to love you," she replied.
" Have I not just told you so ? But you would
find yourself miserable in the—lop-sided kind of

marriage which you are contemplating. It is unwise
to try to make bricks without straw."

** Then if your mind was so absolutely made up
beforehand to refuse me, " hy was I sent for ?

"

he stammered, white with anger. He struck the
table with his hand. " What was the use of urging
me to come back, if I was to meet with a frigid,

elegantly expressed, deliberately planned rebuff

directly I set foot in the house ?
"

" Why were you sent for ? " she said, aghast.
" Surely you came of your own accord. Sent for /

Who sent for you ?
"

She sat down feebly. A horrible suspicion turned
her faint.

" Who sent for me ? " he said venomously.
" Why am I here ?

"

He tore some letters out of his pocket, and
thrust them into her hands. Always sensitive to

a slight, he was infuriated by the low cunning, the
desire to humiliate him, with which he imagined
he had been tixated. Others could be humiliated
as well as himself.

" Read them," he said savagely, and he walked
away from her, and stood by the window with his

back to her.

Magdalen read them slowly, the three letters—
her father's. Aunt Mary's, Aunt Aggie's. Then
she put them back into their envelopes, and wiped
the sweat from her forehead.

Humiliation, shame, despair, the angu''--h of

i
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wounded love, she saw them creep towards her.
She saw them crouch like wild beasts ready to
spring, their cruel eyes upon her. She had known
their fangs once. Were they to rend h. r again ?

She sat motionless, and saw them pass, as behind
bars—pass quite away. They could not reach her.
They could not touch her.

She looked at the lover of her youth, standing as
she had so often seen him stand at that window
in years gone by, with his hands behind his back,
looking out to the sea.

She went softly to him, anr stood beside him.
" I am more grieved than I can say about these,"

she said, touching the letters. " I did not know
the poor dears had written. It was good of you to
come back at the call of these unhappy letters.
Will you not bum them, Everard, and forget them }

There is a fire waiting for them."
She put them into his hand. She had not spoken

to him by his Christian name before. His anger
sank suddenly. He took them in a shamed silence,
and dropped them into the fire. Magdalen sat
down by the hearth, and he sat down near her.
Together they watched them burn.
" I ought to have burnt them yesterday," he

said remorsefully.
" I am glad you did not. I am 30 thankful to

see you again, and that these foolish letters brought
you. I have often longed to have a talk with
you."
" It seems unreasonable," continued Magdalen,

her clear eyes meeting his, " but ".le fact of your
asking me to marry you makes it possible for me
to tell you what I have long wished to tell you. I
have often fought ^" writing it. I did write it

once, but I tore it up. It seems as if a woman can't

ff:^i
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say certain things to a man till he has said, ' Will

you marry mc ? ' Then it is easy, becraise then

nothing she may say can roiise a suspicion in his

mind that she wants to make him say it."

" I have proposed to you twici-. Ma!;(Ialen. Is

not that enough ? " His voice' was xcry bitter.

"I venture 10 prophesy that you will hv safe from

my pestering you with a t!nrd offer."

" I am sure of it. I never dreamed that you
would ask me this second time. I never thought

we should meet again, e.xcept by chance as wc- did

a year ago. But I have had you in my mind, and
I have often feared—often—that I was a pa-nful

remembrance to you ; that when you thought of

me it was with regret that you had perhaps—it is

not so easy to say, after all—that you had spoilt

my life."

" I did reproach myself bitterly with having

made love to you when you were so very young
and inexperienced, and when I ought to have
remembered that I was not in a position to marry.

Your father did rub that in. As if I could hdi) my
poverty."
" Father is not a reasonable jkmpou. You wi;re

nearly as yoxmg as I was. Looking back now, it

seems as if we had both been almost children."
" It was a great misfortune for both of us," he

said, colouring. He had not felt it great after the

first.

" Not for me," she said. " That is what I have
long wished to tell you. It has been my great

good fortune. Not at first, but after a time. I

should never have kriown low—of that I am sure

—

unless it had been for yoii. You were the only

pel son who could waken it in me. The power to

love is the great gift ; to be permitted to know

17
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that marvel; to be allowed once in one's life to
touch the infinite. Love opens all the doors
borne opened in pain ; but they did open. I never
knew, I never guessed, until long after you had
come into my life, and gone away again, how much
1 owed to you. Then I began to see, first in gleams,
and then plainly. Your momentary attraction
towards me was a tiny spark of the Divine love

i^^'i*
of little lantern leading me home through

the dark. ^

He stared at her amazed. Her transparency
transfixed him. What is superficial is also often
deep in clear natures such as Magdalen's, like a
water-hly whose stem goes down a long way.
" Love releases us from ourselves, our hard

proud selves, and makes everything possible to
flow m to us—happiness, peace, joy, gratitude. I
thank God for having let me know you, for having
made me love you. I might have missed it I
see others miss it. I might have gone through life
not knowing. I might have had to bear the burden
of life without the one thing that makes it easy
1 see other people toiling and moiling, and getting
hopeless and miserable and exhausted, till my heart
aches tor tliem. After the first I have never toiled
never grie\ed, never despaired. I have been sus-
tained always. For there are not two kinds of
love, Everard, but only one. The love of vou is
the cup of water, and the love of God is the well
It is taken from. ... You had better go now
before any one else comes in ; but I want you to
remember when you think of me, that I bless and
thank you, and am g-ateful to you. I have been
grateful for years."

She took his leaden hand in both of hers, and
held It for a moment to her lips.

W^^S^....
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Lord Lossiemouth's face was pinched and aged.
His hand fell out of hers. Then \vr. face became
suddenly co'.alsed, frightful to behold, like that
of a man bemg squeezed to death.

'• I never loved you," he said, in a fierce suffo-
cated voice. " I was a little in love with you,
that was all, and that was not much. I soon
got over it."

" I know," she said.
" I felt pain for a time. You were very beautiful,

and you were the first. 1 was the same as you then

;

but I found other beautiful women. I took what
I could get out of life, and out of women. I rubbed
out my pain that way. It was not your father
who parted us, it was myself. I v ould not own
it, I was always bitter against hini ; but it was
my fault. I did not mean to work and tie myself
t^ an office stool ; I had the chance, but I wanted
to travel and see the world. It was not lack of
means that parted us. I said a few minutes ago
that it had been the only obstacle to our marriage,
and youi eyes dropped. Vou have known better
c-.l the time, but you wouldn't say. All these years
I have put it down to that ; but it was not. We
were pi ried by lack of love."
" I know," she said again.
" On my side."
" It was not your fault. We can't love to order,

or by our own will. It is a gift."
" Some of us can't love at all," he said fiercely.

" That is about it. We have not got any room
for it if—if it is given us. It could not get a foot-
hold. It was crowded out. I was often glad
afterwards that I did not tie myself to you. Glad !

Do you hear, Magdalen ? It left me free to It
did give me pain when I thought of yuu. I knew

i''

Wl. . l>vT . f iLbm.
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What I had done to you. I used to tell myself thatyou gave me up very easily, that you really did notwant me
;
but I knew in my heart that you did.But It only made me bitter, and I put the thought

iTl^^ii i""*

t,me-it is ten years ago, good God !

It IS all so long ago—when you nearly died of scarlet
fever in London, I heard of it by chance, when youwere at your worst. I was shocked, but I did not
really care, for I had long ceased to want you I
used to visit a certain woman every day in that
street, and I once asked her who the straw wasdown .or, and she said it was for a ' Miss Magdalen
Bellairs. I was in lo%ne with her at the moment—
If you can call it love. I have dragged mvself

parted ''
'" ''''"''' '' '''^'^ passionf^sL?l""

Tears of rage stood in his eyes. He looked ather through them. It seemed as if no woundingword under heaven would be left to say by thetime he had finished.
^

"^J'^^l'^''^
"°* ''^"'^ ^''^c^ in order to makeamends he went on. " You know me very little

If you think that. I came back solely out of pique
It was not those absurd letters which brought meor held me back. It was another womln. Iwanted to pay her out."

•l^J^^^^^^'*
perhaps it was something hke that "

said Magdalen. '

" It was a virtuous attachm-nt this time. I am
nearly forty. I am getting grey and stout. Youngwomen have a difficulty in perceiving my existence
It was high time to settle, and to live on some
attractive woman's money There are thousands
of vvomen who must marry some one. So why not

Zl w/n * '" attractive woman. I walked into
love with her," he stammered with anger "I

^ I jf7 '^c^^ '^r>:>^ m^>^^.-''
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reg rded it as a consiitulicnal ; but the attractive
woman, though she hkc 1 me a httlo, weighed the
pros and cons exactly as I had done, and decided
not to take her constitutional in my impecunious
company. She refused me v.hen I was poor, and
nou—v.ow that I am rich—she is willing."
The harsh voire ceased suddenly. 'Mj.gdalen

looked for a moment at tlie savage, self-tortured
face, and her lieart bled.

"That is how I have treated you," he said, choking
with passion. " Now you know the truth of me—
for the firt time. That is the kind of man I am,
hard and vindictive and se'lish to the core ; the
man whom you ha^•e idealised, whom you 'have
put on a })edcstal all these years."
" I have known always "the kind of man you

were," she said st(>adily. " I never idealised you
as you call it. I loved you knowing the worst of
you. Otherwise my lo\e could not have endured
through. A foolish idealism would have perished
long ago."

And then I come down here, on a sudden
despicable impulse, intending to use you as r
weapon to strike her with— not that she is worth
striking, i)oor, feeble, pretty toy. And I encouraged
myself in a thin streak of patronising sentiment
for you. I wrote a little cunsed sonnet in the train
how old affection outlasts youthful passion, like
violets blooming in autumn. How loathsome'
How incredibly base ! And then, when my temper
IS aroused by your opposition, I am dastardlv
enough, heartless enougli, to try to humiliate you
by showing you those letters, to try to revenge
myself on you. On you, Magdalen !—on you '—
on you !

"

She did not sjieak or move. Her face was awed,
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as the face of one who watches beside the panes
of death or—birth. * *

Outside in the amber sunset a thrush
j iped.

" Magdalen," he said almost marticulately, " you
have never repulsed me. Don't repulse me now
for I am very miserable. Don't pour your love
mto the sand any more. Give it me instead Iam dymg of thirst. Give me to drink. You can
live without me, but I can't live without you I
have tried-I have tried everything. I am not
thinking of you, only of myself. I am only asking
for myself, only impelled towards you by my own
needs. Does not that prove to you that I am at
last speaking the truth ? Docs not that force you
to believe me, when I tell you that I want you
more than anything in the world ? I have wanted
you all my life, without knowing it. I don't want
to make amends to you for the past. I want you
yourself, for myself, as my wife. I swear to God
If you won't marry me I will marry no one You
are the ( nly woman I can S; k to. the only one
whr does not fail, who holds un through thick ard
thm, the only one who has ever really wanted me
I dare say I shan't make you happy. ' I dare say I
shall break your heart. God help me! I dare say
1 shall put my convenience before your happinessmy splfish xv'dms before your health. I have
always put myself first. But risk it. Risk it
Magdalen. Take me back. Love me. For God's
sake, marry me !

"

Each looked into the other's bared soul.
Something in his desperate face, which she had

always sought for—which had always been missing
from It—she found.

^

" I will," she said.

They made no movement towards each other.
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They had reached a spiritual nearness, a passion of
surrender, each to earh, which touch of hand or hp
could only at that moment have served to lessen.
" You are not taking me out of pity. You are

sure you can still love me a httle ?
"

" More than in the early dav^," she said. " For
you have not only come back to me, Everard. You
have come to yourself."

TPF
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CHAPTER XXIX

Me, too, with mastering charm,
From husks of deatl days freeing,
The sun draws up to be warm
And to bloom in this sweet hour.
The stem of all my beinf;
Waited to bear this (lower.

Lai'pence Binyon.

It would be hardly possible to d( scribe the unholy,
the unmeasured rejoicing' to which Magdalen's en-
gagement gave rise in her family. It is perhaps
enough to say that the twenty years of her cheerful
selfless devotion to the dom.estic hearth had never
won from her father and her two aunts anything
like the admiring approval which her engagement
at once eiicited. The neighbourhood was interested.
Lord Lossiemouth was a brilliant match for any
one (if you left out the man himself). The an-
nouncement read impressively in The Morning Post.
Tlie neigl^i^ours remembered that there had been
a youth'' ctachment, an early engagement broken
off owing to lack of means. And now it seemed
tlie moment he was rich he had come flying back
to cast his faithful heart once more at her feet.
It was a real romance. Magdalen was consideied
an extraordinarily fortunate woman by the whole
count. yside, but Lord Lossiemouth was placed on
a pedestal. >Vnat touching constancy ! What

364
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beautiful fidelity! What a 'mLra^t t.) "most
men "

!
" Not one man in a imndred would h i\ t-

acted in that chivalrou.- manner," was tlie feminine

verdict of Hampshire.

A wave of cheap sentiment overflowed the

Bellairs family, in which Colonel Beliairs floated

complacently like a piece of loose seaweed, and in

•vhich even Aunt Mary underwent a dignified

undulation.

Bessie alone was u.^moved.
" You said ' Yes ' too soon," she remarked to

Magdalen in private. " I si ould never have thought

you would be so lacking in true dignity. He goes

away for fifteen years, and I should not wonder a

bit if he had not thought of some one else in the

interim for all you know to the contrary—men are

like that—and then he just lounges in and says
' Marry me,' and you agree in a second. You
might at any rate have made him wait for his

answer till after tea. In my opinion you have

made yourself cheap by such precipitate action.

He thinks he has only got to ask and he can have."

Magdalen did not answer.
" I don't understand you," continued the pained

monitor. *'
I have always had a certain respect

for you, Magdalen, and when he came back I sup-

posed you would give in to him in time if he pressed

you without intermission, and was constant for a

considerable period—say a couple of years ; but I

never thought it possible you would collapse like

this. I fear you have not taken his character

sufficiently into consideration. \i I were in your

place I should be afraid that Everard would not

allo%v my nature free scope, or take any interest in

mv mental development, and that the sacrifices

which make domestic 'ife tolerable might have to
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be all on my side. He talks a lot about liberty,
but he only means his own. He is absolutely un-
worthy of you, and his nose is quite thick. I

dare say you have not remarked it, but I did at
once. And in my opinion he ought for his own
good to have been made to realise it. Even Aunt
Mary, though she says she entirely approves of the
marriage, admits that you have shown too much
eagerness.
" Still there are two marriages at last," added

Bessie more graciously. " One must not ignore the
brighter side. I had really begun to think we were
a family where nothing of that sort ever could
happen. I don't like either of them, and I don't
see how they can turn out even tolerably well,
but at any rate they are marriages. At least yours
is. I am not sure whether you can call poor father's
pis. aller a marriage. He won't be unmarried when
he has done it—that is about all you can say for
it. I don't envy him when Aunt Mary gets wind
of it."

" She is to be told to-day. The letter has just
gone."

" Is she ? Then I think I'll go up to The Towers
to tea."
" I thought, Bessie, you had left off seeing pigs

killed and things of that kind."
" I think I'll go all the same. I wonder whether

Miss Bainett will stand up to her. I believe she
will. She has a fiery eye, and she is full of energy.
Did you notice how she worked like a galley-slave
every minute of the time when she was here yester-
day ? It must take her hours to keep her hair
dyed at the roots and waved over that cushion,
iind to make her own clothes, and manicure her
hands, and keep up with people who are trying to
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drop her, and do all that charitable work in order
to get acquainted with wluit she calls ' county
people.' And then she was fawning on father all

the time, and laughing at everything he said, and
trying to impress us as a fashi(Miable woman in
between, and seeing the powder was right on her
nose every spare minute. That is a little glass that
hangs at her wrist that she is always looking at.
Father thinks it is her long-lost mother's hair, but
it isn't. The hair is on the other side. I never saw
any one quite so gullible as father."
" You have not a large acquaintance among men,

my dear."
" I wonder he is not frightened. I think he is

when he has a twinge of gout, and when she calls

him ' Colonel ' before people. I heard her tell him
that she knew she should end by calling him ' dad '

as we all did, as we and she were nearly the same
age. And now I think I'll start for The Towers,"

Fortunately for Magdalen and Colonel Bellairs
the interest of the neighbours and even of their own
family was speedily diverted to another channel by
the return of Wentworth and Michael to Barford.
The enthusiastic welcome which Michael received
from all classes, and from distant families who had
never evinced much cordiality to his elder brother,
astonished Wentworth, touched him to the quick.
" I had no idea we had so many friends," he said

repeatedly.

Michael smiled vaguely and took everything for
granted. Wentworth was so anxious to sliield him
from fatigue and excitement that at first he was
only too thankful that Michael took everything so
quietly. But after a few days he became uneasy
at his brother's inertness of rniiid and body. A
great doctor, however, explained Michael's state
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very much as the Itahan doctor had done. He was
in an exhausted condition. What was essential
to him was rest. He must not be made to see any
one or do anything he did not hke.
" Your brother will regain his health entirely,"

the great man had said, " if he is left in peace, and
nothing happens to over-excite him. He is worn
to a shadow by that accursed prison. Many men
in his condition can't rest. Then they die. He can.
He has the temperament that acquiesces. He will

cure himself if he is left alone. Let him lie in the
sun, and give nature a chance."

In spite of his anxiety Wentworth saw that
Michael's bodily strength was slowly returning.
Every afternoon he left him half asleep in the sun,
and rode over to see Fay. Since she had accepted
him it had become a necessity to him to see her
every day.

Wentworth had long been bent to the dust under
the pain of Michael's imprisonment. Fay had been
bent with anguish to the dust by the weight of her
own silence which had kept him there.

And now in the twinkling of an eye they both
stood erect, freed. Life was transfigured for both
at the same instant.

This marvellous moment found them both just
when they were deciding mildly to love each other.
It took them and flung them together in a common
overwhelming joy. It almost seemed as if the shock
might make a man of Wentworth.
Did he half know (he was certainly always tacitly

guarding himself against the assimiption of such an
idea in the minds of others) that lie had so far been
left out, not only from the whirl of life—he had
deliberately witlidrawn from that—but from the
weft of life itself ? The great loom had not swept

i^
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him in. It had not appeared to need him. Some
of us seem to hang on the fringe of Ufe, of thought,
of love, of everything. We are not, for good or ill,

interwoven into the stuff, part of tli(> pattern.
Wentworth felt young for the first time in his

life, happy for the first time in his life, really energetic
for the first time. A certain languid fatigue which
had been with him from boyhood, which had always
lain mournfully on its back waving its legs in the
air like a reversed beetle, had now been jolted right
side uppermost, and was using those legs, not as
proofs of the emptiness of the world, but as a means
of locomotion.

He had at first been enormously raised in his own
self-esteem by his engagement to a young and
beautiful woman. He was permanently relieved
from the necessity of accounting to his friends for
the fact that he was still unmarried, reminding them
that it was his own fault. Perhaps at the bottom
of his heart a fear lurked, implanted by the brutal
Grenfell, that he was going to be an old maid. Tliat
fear was now dispelled. It was mercifully hidden
from Wentworth that Grenfell and the Bishop and
most of his so-called friends would still so regard
him even if he were married.
But gradually and insensibly the many petty

reasons for satisfaction which his engagement to
Fay had given him, and even the delight in being
loved, were overshadowed by a greater presence.
At first they had never been silent together.

Wentworth liked to hear his own voice, and prosed
stolidly on for hours with exquisite enjoyment and
an eye to Fay's education at the same time, about
his plans, his aspirations, his past Hfe (not that he
had had one), the hoUowness of society {not that he
knew anything about it), a man's need of solitude,

I
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and the solace of a woman's devotion, its softening

effect on a life devoted hitherto perhaps too entirely

to intellectual pursuits.

Fay did not listen to him very closely. She felt

that his mind soared beyond her ken. But she was

greatly impressed, and repeated little bits of what

he had said to Magdalen afterwards . And she looked

at him with rapt adoration.
" Wentworth says that consideration in little

things is what makes tlie happiness of married life,"

she would announce pontifically.

" How true !

"

'• And he says social He ought to be simplified."
*' Indeed ! Does he happen to mention liow it is

to be done ?
"

" He says it ought to be regulated, and that

every one ought to be at liberty to lead their own
life, and not to be expected to attend cricket-matches

and garden-parties, if you are so constituted that

you don't find pleasure in them. I used to think

I liked garden-parties, J.Iagdalcn. but I see I don't

now. I care more for the big things of life now.

Does Everard ever talk to you like that when you

and he are alone ?
"

" Never ! Never 1

"

" And Andrea never did either. Wentworth is

simply wonderful. You should hear him speak

about fame being shallow, and how the quiet mind
looking at things truly is everything, and peace not

being to be found in the market-place, b' t in a

walk by a stream, and how in his eyes a lan's

love outweighs the idle glitter of a social .. ccess.

Oh ! Magdalen, I'm beginning to feci I'm not worthy

of Wentworth. I've always liked being admired,

so different from him. I did not know there were

men so high-minded as him. He makes mc feel
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very petty beside him. And he is so humble. He
says I must not idealise him, that he does not icish

it ; for though he may not be worse or better than
I think he is only too conscious of, his manv
deficiencies. But I can't help it. Who could ?

"

And Fay let fall a tear.
*' We needs must love tlie highest when we see it."

But the highest some of us can see is the nearest
molehill.

What Michael and the duke liad failed to do for
Fay WiMitworth was accomplis'^ang.
" You are made for each other," said Magdalen

with conviction. " Every day shows me tliat \'ou
and Wentworth bring out the best in each other.
Perhaps, gradually, you will keep nothing back
from each other, tell each other everything."
" He tells me everything now," said Fay. " He

trusts me entirely."

"And you?" said Magdalen. "Do you tell

him everything ? "

Wentworth too had reached the conviction that
he and Fay were made for each otlur. He m.ight
have starved out the deeper love, the trutli and
tenderness of a sincerer nature, if it had been drawn
towards him. He had often imagined himself as
being the recipient of the lavished devotion of a

woman beautiful, humble, e.xqnisite, and noble, whose
truth was truth itself, and had vaguely wondered
why she had not come into his life. But perhaps if

he had met such a woman, and if she had loved him
as he pined to be loved, he would have become
suspicious of her, and would have left her after many
vacillations. He did not instinctively recognise
humility and nobility when he met tlimi, because
they bore but sUght resemblance to the stiff lay
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figures which represented those qualities in his miiid.

To meet them in reality would have been to him

bewilderment, disappointment, disillusion.

Fay was not only what he seemed to want, what

he had feebly longed for ; she was more than this.

Her nature was the complement of his. A lack of

shrewdness, of mental grasp, a certain silliness, were

absolutely essential to the maintenance of a lifelong

devotion to him. Wentworth had found the right

woman to give him what he wanted. Fay had found

the right man.
Love, which had been knocking urgently at their

doors for so many futile years, heard at last a move-

ment as of some one stirring within, and a hand

upon the disused latch.

f
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CHAPTER XXX

O Yanna, Adrianna,
They buried. me away

In the blue fathoms of the deep,

Beyond the outer bay.

But in the Yule, O Yanna.
I'p from the round dim sea

And reeling dungeons of the fog

I am come back to thee !

Buss Carman.

VVentworth stood at the open window of the

library watching Michael.

Michael was lying on a deck chair on the terrace,

plajdng with a puppy. His face was losing a certain

grey drawn look which it had worn since he had left

prison. He looked more like himself since his hair

had had time to grow. "V^'entworth felt that he ought

to be reassured about him, but a vague anxiety

harassed him.

Suddenly, without a moment's warning, the puppy

fell asleep. Michael made a movement to reach it,

but it was just beyond his grasp.

In an instant Wentworth was beside him, lifting

the sleeping mass of sleek fat on to Michael's knee.

Michael's long hands made a little crib for it.

" He will sleep now for a bit," he said contentedly.
•' Do you sleep better ? " said Wentworth. He

had not forgotten those first nigi»ts at Venice wlien

a73 i8



274 PRISONERS

If

Michael's feeble step had draf,'ged itself to and fro
in the next room half the night.
" I sle(

J) like a top. I'm a>leep half the time."
" \ ju are much better the last few days."

I*

Oh ! I'm all right."
" All Hampshire has been t^ call. I knew you

would be bored, so I did not let th. m disturb
you."
" Thanks."
" Is there any one you would like to see ?

**

" No one that I know of."
•' No one at all ?

"

Michael made a mental effort which did not
escape Wtrntworth.
" I should like very much to see—presently—if

it couM be dou^: "

" Yes," said Wentworth eagerly. " Of course it

can be done, my dear boy. You would like to see ?
"

" Doctor Fiiippi," said Michael, looking depre-
catmgly at Wentworth. " He was so good to me.
And I am accustomed to seeing him. I miss him
all the time. I wonder whether you would let him
come and stay here for his holiday. He generallv
takes it in June. And—let me see—it's May now
i.^u't it ?

" ^ '

Wentworth's heart swelled with jealousy and
disappointment. The jealousy was of the doctor,
tlie disappointment was about Fay. The larger
of the two emotions was jealousy.
" You have sent Doctor Fiiippi a very handsome

present," he said coldly. " I chose it for you, a
silvei salver. I went up to London on purpose at
^•our wish a week ago."
" Y-3-es."

And I don't tliink he would care to come here.
No doubt he has his own friends. You must
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It would be

He

ren'ember a man liko that is poor,

putting him to cxpciise."

Michael looked down at the sleeping puppy,

did ' ot answer.

Wentworth was beginning to fear that his brother

had an ungrateful callous nature. Was Michael so

self-al)sorbcd—egotism revolted Wentworth—that

he would vcver ask to see Wentworlh's future wife,

the woman who had shown such unceasing, such

tender interest in Michael himself ?

" I hoped there was some one else, some one very

dear to me and a devoted friend of yours, whom
you might like to see again."

Wentworth spoke with deliberation.
" I could send him a checiue. lie nei;d not be

at any expense," said Michael in a low voice. His

exhausted mind, slower to move than ever, had not

left the subject of Doctor Fili[>])i. Mis brother's

last remark had not penetrated to it.

Wentworth bee; .me scarlet, lie made an im-

patient movement. Then part of the sense of his

brother's last words tardily reached Michael's

blurred faculties.
" An old friend of mine ? " he said, vaguely .lurried.

•• What old friend ?
"

"Fay," said Wentworth, biting his lip. "Have
you forgotten Fay enlirdy ? How she tried to save

you ? how she grieved for you ? Her great goodness

to vou ? And what she is to ta: ?

"No," said Michael. "No. I don't forget.

Her goodness to me. How she tried to save me.

Just so. Just so. I don't forget."
" Won't you see her ? She and Magdalen are

driving over here tins morning. You need not see

Magdalen unless you like."

" I should like. She is going to be married too,

wmm mm ^smm wn^wvi ri^s
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isn't she ? I feel as if I had heard some one say
so,"

" Yes, to Lossiemouth. You remember him as
Everard Constable, a touchy, ill-conditioned, can-
tankerous brute, if ever there was one, who does not
careast ..v for any one but himself. I can't think
wh-\t she sees in him. But an earl's an earl. I
always forgot that. I have lived so much apart
from the world and its sordid motives and love of
wealth and rank that it is always a shock and a
surprise when I come in contact with its way of
looking at things. I never liked Magdale- I
always considered her superficial. But I never
thought her mercenary—till now. But Fay

"*

" I will see her too," said Michael. " Yes, of
course. I somehow thought of Fay as—as—but
my mind gets so confused—as at a great distance,
quite removed all this time. Hu..dreds and hundreds
of miles away in England. Left Italy for good."
"My dear boy, she is Uving at Priesthope, four

miles off. I've told you so over and over again. I
go and see her every day."
"Yes, at Priesthope, of course. Four miles. I

know the way. You can go by Wind Farm, or
Pilgrim Road. You did tell me. More cheerful as
time passes on."

Wentworth looked with p^-plexity at Michael's
thin profile. The doctor had most solemnly assured
him that his mind was only muffled and deadened
by his physical weakness. But it sometimes
seemed to Wentworth as if his brother's brain were
softening.

He felt a sudden return of the blind despairing
rage which was wont to grip him after his visits to
Michael in prison. This inert cold-bluoded shadow

;

was this all that was left of his brother ?
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A great tenderness i- irged up in his heart, the old
l^rotective tenderness f many years. He put his
strong hTOvm hand on i.is brother's emaciated, once
beautiful hand, now d sfigured by coarse labour
and scarred and discolo red at the wrist.
" Get well, Michael," he said huskily.

Michael's hand trembled a Uttle, seemed to shrink
involuntarily.

n^ \ppearcd suddenly com.ing towards
prass, ai WeniN>orth took back
V.
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1 not tire you f " said Wentworth.
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u|^, as T ay and Magdalen drove
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.

o at- nutiires terrifies those who
' irance of brittleness. To
t joy seemed like a bit of

. -vtrc-mc edge of a cabinet at

It is difficult foi those w! » have imagination to
understand the insoucianct which looks so like

heartlessness, of the unima: aative. The inevitable
meeting with Miclmel seemed to cast no shadow
on Fay's spirits; Wentworth's ignorance of certain
sinister facts did not seem to disturb her growing
love for him.
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Their way lay through a pine wood under the

shoulder of the down. The whortleberry with its

tiny foliage made a miniature forest of pale golden

green at the feet of the dark serried trunks of the

pines.

Small yellow 'nitterflies hovered amid the topmost
branches of this underfoot forest

Fay leaned out of the pony carriage and picked

from the high bank a spray of whortleberry with a

butterfly poised on it.

" I thought for one minute I might find a tiny,

tiny butterHy nest with eggs in it," she said. " I

do wish butterflies had nests like birds, Magdalen,

don't you ? But this is a new butterfly, not ready

to fly. I shall hurt it unless I'm careful."

She made her sister stop the pony, and knelt

down amid the shimmering whortleberry and
tenderly placed the sprig with the butterfly still

clinging to it in a little pool of sunshine. But as

she did it the butterfly walked from its twig on to

her white hand and rested on it, opening and shutting

its wings.

It was a pretty sight tr watch Fay coax it to a
leaf. But Magdalen's hcvit ached for her sister

as she knelt in the sunshine. Words rose to her

lips for the twentieth time, but she choked them
down again. What use, what use, to warn those

who cannot be wr.rned, to appeal to deaf ears, to

point out to holden eyes the things that belong to

their peace ?

The vision is the claim, but it must be our own
eyes that see it. We may not look at our spiritual

life through another man's eye;.

As Magdalen waited, he'" eyes wandered to the

blue haze bet\veen the tree trunks, which was the

sea, and marked a white band hkea ribbon between
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the blue and the fields. That was a piece of land
newly reclaimed from the sea. Whin a trad of
land is thus captured the first year that it is laid

open to the ministry of sun and air and rain it bears
an f verflowing crop of white clov«'r. The clover
seed has lain dormant, perhaps a thousand y mis
under the wash of the wave. The first spring-tiilv>

after the sea is withdrawn it wakes and rushes up.
It was so now in that little wallod-in tract by the
shore, where she had walked but yesterday. Sun-ly
it was to be so in Fay's heart, now that the bitter

tides of remorse and selfishness were ceasing to
submerge it, now that at last joy and tenderness
were reaching it. Surely love itself, the se Js of

which lie dormant in every heart—love like a
marvellous tide of white clover—was finding its

chance at last, and would presently inundate her
heart.

Then, unharassed, undelayed by vain words
and futile appeals from without—all would go
well.

* * « • *

Atthe last moment, when the meeting with Michael
was really imminent, Fay's insouciance began, as

Magdalen feared it might, to show signs of collapse.

It deserted her entirely as tley drove up to Barford.
" Come out with me," sl.e whispered in sudden

panic, plucking at her sister's gown, when Wentworth
asked her to go and speak to Michael for a few
minutes in the garden. But Magdalen had drawn
back gravely and resolutely, and had engaged
Wentworth's attention, and Fay had been obliged
to go alone across the lawn in the direction of the
deck chair.

Her step, lagging and irresolute, was hardly audible
on the grass, but Michael heard it, recognised it.
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We never forget the footfall, however light, that
has trodden on our heart.

The footfall stopped and he opened his eyes.

Fay was standing before him.
And so they met again at last, those two who had

been lovers once. She looked long at the man she
had broken. He was worn down to the last \'erge

of exhaustion, barely more than a shadow in the
suave sunshine. She would hardly have recognised
him if it had not been for the tranquil steady eyes
and the grave smile. They were all that was left

of him, of the Michael she had known. The rest

was unfamiliar, repellent. And his hands ! His
hands were dreadful. Oh ! if only she had known
he was going to look like that she would never have
come. Never, never ! Fay experienced the same
unspeakable horror and repugnance as if, walking
in long daisy-starred grass, she had suddenly stum-
bled against and nearly fallen over a dead body.
The colour ebbed out of her face and lips. She

stood before him without a word, shrinking, trans-
fixed.

He looked long at her, the woman for whom he
had oeen content to suffer that he might keep
suffering from her. Fay's self-torture, her pro-
tracted anguish, her coward misery—these were
written, as it were anew, in her pallid face. They
had been partially effaced during the heedless
happiness of the last few weeks, but the sudden
shock of Michael's presence drew in again afresh,

with a cruel pencil, the haggard lines of remorse
and despair.

He had not been able to shield her from pain
after all.

" Oh, Fay !
" he said below his breath. " How

you have suffered !

"

im
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" No one knows what it has been," she said

hoarsely, sinking into a chair, trembUng too much
to stand. " I could not live through it aga n. I

couldn't bear it, and I had to bear it."

" You will never have to bear it again," he said

with compassion. " It is over and done with. You
are going to be happy now."
" You have suffered too," she said, reddening.
*' Not like you. It has been worse for you. I

never guessed that you had felt my imprison-

ment so much as I see now by your face you
have."
" Not have felt it ! Not have suffered from it !

"

said Fay, amazed. " Michael, how covild I help

grieving day and night over it ?
"

The question almost rose to his lips. " Why,
then, did you not release me ? " But the words
were not spoken. There is one pain which we need

not bear, but which some of us never rest till we
have drawn it upon ourselves—that of extorting

from the one we love vain excuses, unconscious

lies, feeble, inadequate explanations that explain

nothing. Let be. The excuses, the lies, these

shadows of the mind will vanish the moment Love
lights his lamp. Till thei. their ghost -like presence,

their semblance of reality but show that the chamber
of tlie beloved is dark.

Michael was silent. Though his body and mind
were half dead, his spirit was alive and clear,

moving swiftly where the spent mind could not

follow.
" How could I help breaking my heart over the

thought of you in prison ? " said Fay again, wounded
to the quick.

She stared at him, indignant tears smarting in

her eyes. Another long look passed between them

—
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on her side, bewildered, pained, aghast at being so
misunderstood, on his penetrating, melancholy, full

of compassionate insight, that look which seems to
herald tlie parting between two unequal natures,

but which is in reality a perception that they have
never met.
" I knew you would rejoice when I was set free,"

he said tranquilly, smiling at her. " Ah ! Here
are Magdalen and Wentworth. How radiant she
looks !

"

When Magdalen and Fay had departed, and
Wentworth had seen them to the carriage, he came
back and sat down by Michael.
" Not over-tired ? " he said, smiling self-con-

sciously, and poking holes in the turf with his stick.
*' Not in the least."
" She was looking a little pale to-day." It was

obvious that he wished to talk about Fay.
" She is more beautiful than ever," said Michael,

willing to give his brother a leg-up.
" Isn't she !

" said the affianced lover expansively.
** But it isn't her beauty I love most, it is her
character. She is so feminine, so receptive, so
appreciative of the dc-per side of life, so absolutely
devoted. Her heart has been awakened for the
first time, Michael. She has, I feel sure, never been
loved before as I love her."

" I imagine not."
" I can't believe she ever cared for the duke. I

saw him once, and he gave me the impression of a
very cold-blooded individual."
" I don't think he was cold-blooded."
" Evidently not the kind of man capable of draw-

ing the best out of a woman like Fay."
" Perhaps not."

ln^
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The man who felt himself capable o. this feat

prodded a daisy, and then went on :

" You used to see a good dtvil of then in Rome
before—while you were attacJie tliere. Did you
gather that it was a happy marriage, a tniL- union ?

"

" Not very happy."
" I dare say he was selfish and inconsiderate.

That is generally the crux in married life. Fay has

had an overshadowed lif^ so far, but I shall find my
chief happiness in changing rdl that. It will be my
object to guard her from the ;-lightest touch of pain

in future. The masculine impulse to shield and
protect is very strongly dcvrlop-d in me."
" It is sometimes difficult to guard i)coi)le," said

Michael, half to himself.
" I hope some day," WontAT»rth went on shyly,,

colouring under his tan, " }-our turn may come,

that y' u may meet +he right v»oman, and feel as I

do now. It will be a revelation to you. I am
afraid it may seem exaggerated in a person like

myself, who am essentially a man's man" (this

was a favourite illusion of Wentworth's). " But some
day you will understand, and you will find, as I have

done, that love is not just slothfully accepting a

woman's lavished devotion."
" Indeed !

"

" No, Michael, believe me it is s(3mething far

greater. It is living not only for self, but as for her

sake. To take trouble to win the smile of the one

we love, to gladly forego one's omentary pleasure,

one's convenience, in order to serve her. That is

the best reward of life."

Michael's eyes filled with tears. Me kit a hundred

years older than Wentworth at that moment. A
tender, pained compassion welled up within him.

And with it came a new protective comprehensiiju
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of the man beside him who had cherished him from
his childhood onwards.
He put out his hand and gripped Wentworth's.
*' God bless you, Wenty," he said.

And for a moment they who were so far apart
seemed very near together.

a
i 1

m^

*

j'iBfir^ riMiM.



CHAPTER XXXI

She sees no tears,

Or any tone
Of thy deep groan,

She hears :

Nor does she mind
Or think on't now
That ever thou

Wast kind.
Herrick.

It quickly became plain to Magdalen that Fay's
peace of mind had been shaken by her interview

with Michael. She had vouchsafed no word con-

cerning it on her way home. But in the days that

followed she appeared ill at ease, and a vague and
increasing unrest seemed to possess her. Magdalen
doubted whether she had as yet asked herself what
it was that was disturbing her tranquillity. But it

was, at any rate, obvious that she shrank from seeing

Michael again, and that she was at times dejected

in Wentworth's presence.

Wentworth perceived the change in her, and
attributed it to a most natural and pardonable
jealousy of Michael, to which, while he made the

fullest allowance for it, he had no inclination to

yield.

Michael had for a moment seemed to take more

885

i
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interest in life after Fay's visit, and although he
hud quickly relapsed into apathy, Wentworth told

himself that he was anxious to foster this nascent
interest by another meeting between him and Fay.
At the same time, he desired to rehearse the part of

central figure, poised between two great devotions,

which was to be his agreeable role in the future. For
Michael would of course live with them after his

marriage with Fay. And if there were any ebulli-

tions of jealousy between Fay and Michael—Went-
worth dwelt with complacency on the possibility

—

he felt competent to deal with them with tact and
magnaminity, reassuring each in turn as to their

equal share in his affections.

Michael, at any rate, showed no disinclination to

meet Fay again, and even evinced something verging
on a desire to see Magdalen. And presently Went-
worth arranged to drive him over to luncheon at

Priesthope. Throughout life he had always liked

to settle, even in the most trivial matters, what
Michael should do, with whom he should associate.

The situation was not new, nor was there any novelty
in Michael's pliability.

But when the day came Wentworth arrived with-
out his brother, and evidently out of temper. Mag-
dalen asked if Michael were less well, and was curtly
assured that he was steadily improving. The
luncheon dragged through somehow as under a
cloud. Colonel Bellairs was fortunately absent on
a visit to Miss Barnett at Saundersfoot. His
absence was the only silver lining to the cloud.
Fay hardly spoke. Magdalen was thankful that
her prickly Lord Lossiemouth had departed the
day before.

After luncheon, when they were sitting on the
terrace over their coffee, Bessie left them, and

m
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Magdalen was about to do the same when Wentworth
said suddenly :

" I left Michael with the Bishop of Lostford.
That is why he is not here now. The bishop is

inducting the new Rector of Wrigley this afternoon,
and he sent a wire this morning—he is always doing
things at the last moment, he never considers
others—to say that he would call at Barford on
his way to see Michael. Michael is his godson, and
he has always been fond of him. I left them
together."

Magdalen and Fay sijiped their coffee in
silence.

" Michael had been as inert and apathetic as
usual," continued Wentworth sullenly, " mitil the
bishop appeared. The bishop took him off into the
garden, though I said I did not like his going out so
soon after dressing—he was only just up—and it

was perfectly plain they did not want me. I beUeve
that was why they went out. I was of no account.
The bishop has always been like that, your friend
one day, and oblivious of you the next. But he
and Michael seemed to have a great deal to say to
each other. I watc^^ed them from the library,
walking up and down. Michael can walk quite
well when he wants to. Then, when the victoria
came round—I thought he would tind that less

fatiguing than the dogcart— I went to tell him that
it was time to start, but he only stared vaguely at
me, and the bishop took his arm", and said that you
must excuse him for this once, as he did not mean
to let him go at that moment. So I came away
without him."
" There will be many more opportunities of seeing

us, and one must clutch what few chances one can of
seeing the bishop," said Magdalen.
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" When I went to warn Micha* 1 that the carriage

was there," rontimied Wrnlworth, " he did not see

me till I was quite near—tliere was a bush betwet^n

—

and I could not help hearing him say, ' That was
half an hour before I was arrested.'

"

There was an uneasy silence.
" It seems," said Wentworth, with exceeding

bitterness, " that I have not Michael's confidence.

The bishop has it, but I, his only brother—oh no.

He can talk to the bishop about his imprisonment,
but to me—not a word, not a single word. At
first, when we were together at Venice, I asked him
quietly about it once or twice. I asked him why
he had never said a word to uic about it at the time,

why he had not confided to me, at any rate, that
he was shielding the marchesa, but I soon saw that

the subject distressed him. He always became
confused, and he never would reply. Once, since

we were back at Barford, when he seemed clearer,

I asked him most earnestly to tell me one thing

:

whether he actually witnessed the murder of the

marchese by his wife, as she supposed, and what
had first put it into his head to take the blame on
himself. But it seemed that any allusion to the

subject exhausted and worried him. I said to him
at last, ' Do you still hate talking of it as much as

ever ?
' and he said, ' Yes.' I could understand

that, and from that day to this I never alluded to

it again. Bi , though he won't say a word to me,
it seems he can to others."

The miserable jealousy in Wentworth's face

touched Magdalen.
" He knew you had strained every nerve to

save him," said Wentvvorth, turning to Fay. " Has
he ever shown his gratitude for vvhat you tried to

do for him ?
"
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" N-no," stammered Fuy.
" His imprisoauK'nt has diangi'd his nature, that

is what it is. He went in aUve, and he has come

out dead. He has ceased to care for anything or

any one. He has been killed by inches. H > was

so affectionate as a boy. I was father and mother

to him. He used to trot after me like a httlo dog.

And if any one had his whole confidence 1 had. I

was everything to him. My one fear of marrying

has always been that he might feel pained at seeing

another person first with me." (Wentworth had

never had this altruistic misgiving, but he stated

it with conviction.) " Hut now he is not the same.

I suppose he still has some affection for me. He

shows it sometimes by a kind of effort. He seemed

to wake up a bit alter you came over, Fay. I

think he had a sort of glimpse, from things I said

to him, of what love can be ; and just for a moment

he was more like his old self, and appeared to enter

into my feelings. But he soon sank back again.

As often as not he seems to shrink from any real

conversation. We sometimes sit whole evenings

together without speaking. He does not really

want me any more, or any one. He talked at first

a little about the Italian doctor, but he never

mentions him now. And as for my marriage, as

for being distressed by my caring for some one else
"

—resentfully—" he is" absolutely indifferent. You

would think that Fay and I, the two people of all

others who have dene most for him, who have

grieved most over him, who have shown him most

affection, were nothing to him."

T^ ^re was a ghastly silence.

"
i .:on't blame him," said Wentworth, with

something nearer passion than he had ever experi-

enced before, in which even his petty jealousy was

»9
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momentarily extinguished. " At least, I can't look
at him and remair angry with him. It breaks my
heart to see him like this— so Gallons, so regardless
of all I have suffered on his account. I don't blame
him. He is not himself. His brain is weakened
by his poor body. No. The person I do blame is

that accursed woman who allowed him to suffer for
her, who skulked behind him for two endless ^ears,
who let him sacrifice his life for hers, who n> /er
had the courage to say the word, and take her
crime upon herself, and get him out of his living
grave."

Fay became cold as death in the May sunshine.
What ghost was this which was taking form before
her ? What voice was this ? How could it be
Wentworth's voice, which was saying at last aloud
with passion what that other accusing voice within
had so hoarsely, so persistently, whispered from
its cell, during the long years ? Her brain
reeled.

" The marchesa did repent," said Magdalen.
Wentworth laughed harshly.
" Oh yes ! On her deathbed, in order to save

her soul. She wanted to be right with the next
world. But how could she go on, year in, year
out, letting him burn and freeze alternately in that
vile cell ? She must have known, some one must
have told her, what his life was like. How well I

remember. Fay, your saying :
' Why does not the

real murderer confess ? How can he go on letting
an innocent man wear out his life in prison, bearing
the punishment of his horrible crime ? ' How little

we both knew! I always supposed the assassin
was a man, a common criminal of tbi lowest order.
Yet it seems there are women in the world, educated,
refined women, who can remorselessly pinch a man's

•ffiftw
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life out of him with their white hands. The
marchesa has murdered two people : first her hus-

band, and then my boy—my fooUsh, quixotic,

generous Michael. May God forgive her ! I never

wiU."

b
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CHAPTER XXXII
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in von.

, W. B. Yeats.
Je veux aimer, mais je ne veux pas soulfrir.

Alfred de Misset.

In the days that followed the bishop's visit Michael's
mind showed signs of reasserting itself. He was as
quickly exhausted as ever, and with fatigue came
the old apathy and helpless confusion of ideas.
But his languid intelligence had intervals of
mcreasmg clearness. His face took on at these
times a strained expression, as if he dimly saw
sometliing with v.-nich he Telt powerless to cope.
We see such a look sometimes, very piteous in its
impotence, in the faces of the old, when an echo
reaches them of the anguish of the world in
which they once lived, which they have well-nigh
forgotten.

Michael's body, which had so far profited by the
inertness of his faculties, resented the change, and
gave unmistakable signs of relinquishing the slight
degree of strength it had regained.
Wentworth became suddenly frantically anxious

once more, and in a moment rongs on which
he was brooding were forgotten. . - decided to go
to London the same day, under the guise of business,
and to consult the great doctor privately about

29;
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Michael, perhaps arningo to bring him back with
him.

" I wish you \\oukl drive (>ft<iK-r," he said to
Michael before he L ft. " It's miuh better for you
than walking up and down. Why not, if you feel

inclined, as you will be alone all clay, drive over to
Priesthope this afti-rnoon ? I said you would come
the first day you could. It's only four miles, just
an easy little drive."

An indefinable change passed over Michael's
vacant face at the mention of Priesthope. His
eyes became fi.xed. He looked grawly at his
brother, as if the latter had solved some difficult

problem.
" It's a good idea," he saia slowly,

to have gone before, but-
The bishop stoi)ped you mo'

last time."
" Did he ? I don't remt^mbei .'

Oh ! yes, yes I do. But if I had gou<.

But, anyhow, I will go to-day."

' I ought

iderately

opped.
lay

Fay was sitting alone in the morning-room at
Priisthope, preteading to read, when Michael was
announced.
When he had been conveyed to a chair, and had

overcome the breathlessness and semi-blindness that
any exertion caused him, he saw that she looked
ill, and as if she had not slept.
" I ought to have come before," he sa--^ nechani-

cally, making a great mental effort, and putting his
hand to his head. "I meant to come, but "

He looked hopelessly at her. He had evidently
forgotten what he intended to say.
" The day you were commg v.itli Wentworth the

bishop stopped you," said F;iy drearily. K\ery
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word that Wentworth had said that afternoon
was still echoing discordantly in her brain.

'That's it. The bishop," said Michael with
relief. " tie told me—we had a long talk"

—

h\<

vAind '.v; :.i clearing rapidly
—" how you meant to

s we me.'
" \e.^, I meant to do it," said Fay, with miserable

eyes. " But the marchesa, the same day—it was
in the papers."
" I know, I know. The bishop told me. He

said I ought to know that you had been willing to
make thesacrihce. I have come to thank you, Fay,
and to ask you to forgive me for misjudging you.
You see I was not aware you—had thought of it."
" It's for you to forgixe me, jMichael, not me

you. And you don't bear me a grudge, do you ?

I somehow don't feel as if you did. And—oh,
Michael, you never, ne\er will say anything or do
anything, will you—you could, you know—to s+op
my marrying Wentworth ?

"

Michael's eyes turned on her almost with scorn.
" When first we met again, that second time in

Italy," he said gently; "do you remember it, by
the tomb in the gardens ? There were roses all

over it. I never saw such roses. Perhaps there
were none like them. Then I had no faintest

thought or hope of marrying you, though I had not
forgotten you. Fay. I had put it all away, buried
it. You were another man's wife. Now that we
meet again

—

the position is the same.'''

Fay lookedp'at Michael.

The impersonal detached look which she had set

herself to extinguish that day amid the roses, which
had been in his face when she saw him first as a
lad, which she had twice extinguished, was in his
eyes again. There was no pain in thorn now, any
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more than there had been when lliey leaned togfther

beside the tomb ; only the shadow of sonu thing

exceeding sharp, endured, accepted, outhvcd.

Michael looked througli her, beyond her.

" And yet the position is not quite the same,"

he said tranquilly ; "for then you were married

to a man you did not lo\-e, and now you arc to

marry a man you Oh, Fay ! you do care for

Wentworth, don't you ?
"

" I would not have kept him in prison for a

day," she said, and hid lier face in her hands.

If only it might have been Wentworth who had

sacrificed himself for her with what desperate rapidity

she would have rescued him! How calm her

agonised heart would be now ! Fay was beginning

to learn that it is ill to take a service save from

the hand we love. And perhaps, too, in her heart

she knew that Wentworth would never have sacri-

ficed himself for her—for Michael possibly, but not

for her.
" Wentworth is worth caring for," said Michael.

"Not worth caring for in part—a bit here and a bit

there—who is ?—but worth caring for altogether. 1

have loved him all my life. 1 love him more than any

one in the world. You asked me just now not to

say anything to stop his marrying you. But tli;;t is

just what I've come about. I am so afraid of his

marriage with you being stopped."

Fay raised her face out of her hands, and stared

at him.
" It's the only thing I've ever known him really

wish for, almost keen about. He can't care much
about things, not as other men care. Ih; has

always waited to see whether things will come to

him of themselves, and then if they didn't he

thought it was a wise Providence trking theiu
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away, showing him the vanity of setting his heart
on anything, wliile all the time it's liis own nature
really that makes things somehow slip away from
him. People slip away from him. I've seen it

happen over and over again. He can't take hold
hke other men. F oes not put himself out for
any one, you know, and he doesn't realise that
other people do. He has no idea how men like the
bishop and Grenfell and the archbishop stand by
each other, and hold together through thick and
thin. Wentworth has no friends, but he doesn't
know it. He only has you and me. The bishop
said we must remember that, and that if—anything
happened to shake his— his feeling for either of us,
his belief in either of us, it would be cnielly hard
on him."

" Why should anything happ(>n," said Fay faintly,
•'if you don't tell him ?

"

" I shan't tell him on purpose, you may be sure
of that

; but since—since the bishop came over, Fm
certain he suspects something, I don't know what,
and I have to be careful all the time. Fay, I've
grown so stupid and muddle-headed since I've been
in—in Italy that I can't remember what I may say,
and what I mayn't, about that time. My only
safety is absolute silence, and lately that has begun
to vex him. And he asks such odd questions,
which I don't see the meaning of at first, like traps.
He often tells me he never asks any questions, but
he does, induect ones, all the time. Fm getting
afraid of being alone with him. Sometimes I think
if I stay nmch longer at Barford, I'm so idiotic he'll
get it out of me. Has he asked you any leading
questions ?

"

' No. Once he asked if you showed any gratitude
for what I had done for j'ou in the past. And I
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said no. It was the first time I luid told him a lie,

for it was a lie except in the actual words."
" Aren't you afraid," said Miihael gently, " tliat

it may not be the only one, that perhaps there may
be some more ?

"

There was a long pause.
" I think Wentworth will find out some day,"

he went on. " I'm sure he will. Then, Fay, it

might bo too late for you and me to save him from

a great pain. He might feel that we had both

betrayed him."

Fay turned her quivering face towards him.
" Oh no. I haven't done that. It's you I

betrayed, Michael. I'm so thankful it was you,

and not him."
" I was yours to keep or to throw away. You

could do wiiat you liked with your own. But it is

not the same for Wentworth. Wentworth belongs—

to himself."

In her heart she knew it. Love had shown even

her certain things about the man she loved.

" And I am afraid he might feel it if he found

out that you had let me stay—in Italy."

" I'd give anything I have," she said, with a sob;
" I'd give both my hands ; I'd give my being pretty,

which I think so much of, and he thinks so much
of ; I'd give anything if only I had not —done that,

if I could only undo that. Sometimes I wake up
in the morning and think I haven't done it, that

it's only a dream. And it's like heaven. I cry

for joy. And then the knowledge comes. I did

not know, ^lichael, what I was doing. But since

you came back, I've seen— since I loved Wentworth,

I've scrn—what I've done to you ; just brushed

you aside, when you got in the way, and left you

to die."

wi
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He looked at her in silence. It had come—the
moment of anguished realisation which he had
foreseen for her-but it had come through love for
another. That to which his great love would fain
have drawn her she had reached at last by a lesser
love than his.

" I have been cruel to Wentworth. I might have
tried to get you out for his sake, if not for yours.
He never had a moment's happiness while you were
shut up. But I didn't-I didn't really care for
hnn then. I only tried at last to get you out
because I could not bear the misery of it any longer.
I have never cared for any one but myself—till now
I see now that I have been hard and cruel. I have
always thought myself loving and gentle and tender-
hearted, hke you thought me, poor, poor Michael

!

You have paid for that. Like Wentworth thinks
me now. Oh, Michael, must Wc: .worth pay too ?

"
Michael looked at her vvith compassion.
" I am afraid he must. But do not let him pay

a penny nore than is necessary. You still have
It in yo. lower to save him part of the—tlie ex-
pense. U him pay the lesser price instead of the
greater. Tell him, instead of letting him find out."

Silence.

" It is the only thing to do. Fay."
No answer.

I' I am afraid you do not love him, after all,"
said the inexorable voice.
Again silence.

Michael dragged himself feebly from 1... chair,
and took her clenched hands between both of his.
" Love him a little more," he said. " Take the

risk and tell him everything—while there is still
time. Listen, Fay, and try to forgive me if I seem
cruel You thought you loved me once. But it

mMii^
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was not enough to risk anything for me. You
threw me away by your silence, because you found
the truth too difficult. Don't, don't throw Went-
worth awciy too, because the truth is diiticult.

Fay, beheve me "—Michael's voice shook—" it's

hard to find out you'\e been decei\-ed. It's hard
to be betrayed." His voice had sunk to a broken
whisper. " Don't put him througli it. You
wouldn't if you—if you knew what it was like."

Magdalen, coming in half an hour later, found
Fay lying on her face on the sofa alone. She
looked, poor little creature, with her outstretched
arms, not unlike a cross on which love might very
well be crucified anew. It does not matter much
whether it is on a cross of wood, or of fear, or of

egotism that we u ' Love to his slow death.

Fay loved for ' "rst time. Was she going to

crucify that love, to pierce its upholding hands, to

betray that benign sa-'iour, come so late but come
at last, to help her in '^er sore need?
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CHAPTER XXXIII

His own thought drove him like a goad.
Tennyson.

•| Now," said the great doctor to Michael next day,
'* I have been hustled down here against my will
by Mr. Maine. I'm wanted elsewhere. I calculate
my time at a pound a minute. Out with it. What
is it that's worrying you ?

"

Michael did not answer.
The great man groaned. But his eyes were

kindly.
" You want something you have not got, eh ?

like the rest of us. We are all in the same steam-
launch."

" I don't want anything, thanks."
" In love ?

"

" No."
" Quite sure ? I have always observed that

people who are in love are desperately offended at
the bare supposition that such a thing is possible.
Things might be a ranged, you know. Young
women aren't intended by nature to live single any
more than you are. Would a few weeks in London
mee! the case ? The season's just beginning. No
theatres, of course, and no late hours. Your brother
here seems made of money, though he will soon be
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mined if he goes on sending for mc. For I always

charge double if I'm sent for unnecessarily. Come,
sir, what do you want ?

"

" I don't know," said Michael, half amused. He
was still exhausted by his expedition to Priesthope

of the previous day. " I don't want anything,

thanks. I'm—all right."
*' What do you say to a change ?

"

" I had not thought of that," said Michael, with

a flicker of interest. "Now you mention it—yes.

That's the very thing. I sliould like—a change."

Wentworth came forward at once.
" Norway," he said eagerly, " or Switzerland ?

We must be guided by you. doctor. Or a yacht ?

You used to be fond of yachting, Michael. We will

go anywhere you like."

Michael's face fell.

The doctor leaned back and examined his finger-

tips. He had seen what he wanted.
" The yacht won't do," he said with decision.

*' And Norway's out of the question. Much too

far. In fact, there's only one place that will

do."
" Where is that ? " said Wentworth.
" I don't know yet. Where is it, Mr. Carstairs ?

"

" I should like," said Michael, colouring painfully,

for he ki^w he was going to hurt Wentworth—" I

should like to go to Lostford ; not for long, just for

a httle bit."
" Lostford !

" exclaimed Wentworth, amazed.
•' Lostford ! down in that hole ? Oh no !

"

" Well, and why not Lostford ? " said the doctor

with' asperity. " Mr. Carstairs shows his sense.

He is not up to a long journey. Quite near. In-

teresting cathedral. Culti\-ated society. I should

have suggested Lostford myself if he had not."

L
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" I will ride over and take rooms at the ' Prince

Consort ' to-day," said Wentworth meekly.
*' You will do no such thing. Are you taking

leave of your senses ? Your brother is not fit to

stay in a rackety hotel."
" The bishop has asked me," said Michael faintly,

** to spend a week or two with him whenever I like.

I believe—it's very quiet there."
" The bishop !

" said Wentworth. " It would
be far from quie*- at the palace. Worse than an

hotel. The bishop lives in a perpetual turmoil."

Then he suddenly stopped short, and became very

red. Michael preferred the bisliop to himself.
" It's a good idea," said the doctor. *'

I know
"Ihe bishop. Splendid man. The best of company."
He got up with decision. " My orders are, Mr.

Car.'itairs, that you proceed to Lostford without

delay. How far is it ? Six miles ? Go to-morrow."

Then he turned to Wentworth. " You will go over

and see him in a week's time, and report to me.'
" You think him worse," said Wentworth ner-

vously to the doctor in the hall.

" No," said the doctor emphatically, watching

his motor sliding to the door, " but he is not better.

He is anxious about something, and he can't afford

to be anxious. He is not in a fit state to have a

finger ache with impunity."
" He has nothing to be anxious about," said

Wentworth. *' And if he had a trouble, I should be

the first to hear of it. I have his entire confidence

—

at least, I had till lately. I must own he has become
very changed of late. Of course I never appear to

notice it, but
"

*' Quite right—quite right. I wish others were

as sagacious as you arc. Let him go to Lostford

for a week or two—and get you off his nerves," the

.^yta
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doctor added to himself as the motor shot down
the beech avenue.

A f(!\v days later Wentworth was sitting idly
watching the stream of Pi( c;ulilh- from the windows
of his club. The same dav that Michael had gone
to Lostford he had di>ro\vred that he had business
in London. He would have found it difhcult to
say what his business there was. But one of Went-
worth's many theories about l)imself was that he
was a very busy man. He had so constantlv gi\(>n
urgent business " as a reason for evading un-

congenial social engi.gements that he had tinishcil
by believing hims.-If to be overwhelmed with arduous
affairs. So he went to London, and visited a
publisher anent his forthcoming liistory of Su>se.\,
and dined with a man whom he met at Lord's, whom
he had not seen for years, and wrote daily to Fay,
expressing ardent but vague hopes that he might
be able to " get away " from London by the end of
the week.

He was in no hurry to return.
A vague fear of something grievouslv amiss with

Michael, he knew not what ; an unformulated
an.xiety weighed upon him. And he was jealous.
Jealousy had brouglit him up to London. He was
not going to remain deserted at Barford. Jealousy
was keeping him there now. He had seen tha't
Michael was glad to get away from him, that lie had
caught at the doctor's suggestion of a cliange. His
sullen heart was very sore about Michael. Wliy
did he want to leave him ? Where would he meet
any one more devoted to him tlian himself ? What
could any man do for another tliat he had not done
for Michael ? W^as it true, then, after all, what he
had so often heard was the fate of men of d.ip

L
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affections like himself, that they give all, and are

given nothing in return ?

A sudden exclamation made him look up.

" Why, Maine, is it you ^
"

A tall, bald man was holding out his hand to him.

For a moment Wentworth did not recognise him.

Then he remembered him—Lord John Alington.

He shook hands with tepid civility, but Lord

John always mistook a pained recognition for an

enthusiastic welcome. He drew up a chair at once.

" Now this is what 1 call luck," he said, his reJ

face beaming. " And so your brother is freed at

last. Only heard the news when I landed from

Norway a week ago. I congratulate you with my
whole heart. I never was so glad about anything

before." And Lord John sawed Wentworth's limp

hand up and down.
"

I was present, you know," he went on. " Mac j

a great impression on me. Sobered mo for a long

time, I can tell you. I saw Carstairs co . forward

and give himself up. Never had such a shock in

my life."
*'

I remember now you were there."

" Rather. And I was dead certain from the

first that he had never done it. I always said so.

And now at last the mystery is cleared up. And

I was proved right. He hadn't. But fancy shield-

ing that old marchesa, with her long teeth. Why.

she was forty if she was a day. Who would ever

have thought of it ?
"

" No one did," said Wentworth.
•' / didn't. I may tell you frankly that I did

not. The marchesa—I knew her. But it never so

much as crossed my niiiid that she had massacred

her old hubby. 'Good God! The marchesa!'

Those were my exact words when I heard a week
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ago. Is Carstairs in London ? I should like just

to shake him by the hand.''
" He is not in town. He is still feeling the cffecLs

of his imprisonment."
" I should like to have seen him. It was my fault

he was found, you know. I said, ' Prrliaps lie's

behind the screen.' Dreadfully sorry. 'Vish I

hadn't. Only my fun. Never thought he was there,

or any one. I've never fcjrgotten his coming out

from beliind the screen. But wluit I want to know
is," Loi 1 John tapped Wcntworth on the arm with

his eye-glass, and lowered his voice confidentially,
" why he ever went behind it. That's what has been
puzzling me ever since I read the marchesa's con-

fession. If he wanted to shield her, why the deuce

did he hide at all ? Why not strike a noble attitude

bang in the middle of the room—from the fust ?
"

Wentworth looked at him astonished. The vague
suspicion of the last weeks that Michael v ^-on-

cealing something from him was taking shuj^c at

last.

There was no doubt that Lord John had got hold

of a listener.

" No, no, Maine. When Carstairs was hiding

bethind the screen, he was not dying with anxiety

to take the marchesa's crime on his white shoulders—
not at that moment. That explanation don't wash.

I believe I know a better one."

Wentworth became very red.
" The duchess's maid ! Did you ever see her ?

No, evidently not. You've no time for looking at

young maids. Taken up with contemplating an
old maid in the glass. You miss a lot, I can tell you.

She was the prettiest little baggage I've set eyes on
for years. And she was not of an iron virtue. But
she wouldn't look at a little thing like me. Can't

20
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think why. Come, now, don't look so demure. We
aren't all plaster saints like you. Vm not, in spite
of my Madonna face. Wasn't that the truth ?

The marchesa story is for the gallery. But you and
I are behind the scenes. Mum's the word. But
wasn't that why Carstairs was hanging about the
house after every one else had gone just for the same
reason that I was—to get a word with that little

hussy ?
"

At that moment a tall, middle-aged man came
into the room, and Lord John's roving eye fell upon
him. He sprang to his feet.
" Los.^iemouth," he said, seizing the latter's

unwilling hand. " Wliy, you're the vtry m.an I

wanted to see. Congratulations, my dear chap.
All my heart. Ship come in, and ancestral halls,

and going to be married too, all in one ft-U swoop.
Know Miss Bellairs a little. Jumped with her in
the same skipping-rope in childhood's happy hours,
danced with her at her first ball. Madly in love
with her. Never seen her since."

Wentworth escaped.

The chamber of his soul had been long in readiness,
swept and garnished for the restless spirit that had
returned to it—not alone.
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CHAPTER XXXIV

Est-il indispcnsabt' qu'on 1 1; ve A un point d'ou le devoir
n'ajiparaisse p!ui coinme ua clioix de nos sentiments Ics plus
nobles, niais comme une silencieiise nec(>ssite de toute notro
nature.

The following afternoon Fay was sitting in the little

niorning-room at Priosthopx-, trying to write a letter

—

a long, long letter. Wentworth's last note to her,

just arrived by the st^cond post, v as open before
her, telling her that he could not return for two
days. And hen the door ojiened gently, and he was
before her.

She turned a whi+e, miser;;ble face towards the
door. Then, as she suddenly recognised him, the
colour rushed to her face, and she flew to him with a
cry, and locked him in her arms kissing his shoulder,

his coat, his hands.

He was thunderstrui k. Could a few days' absence
so profoundly move these delicate emotional crea-

tures, whom an all-wise Providence had made
almost too susceptible to masculine charm ? He
had never seen Fay like this. But then he had
never seen anything like anything. She withdrew
herself suddenly, and stood a little apart, her face

and neck one carnation of soft shame.
" But you are in London." she said, her lip quiver-

ing, her eyes falling before his. ''
I have your own

word for it, that you are still in London." And she
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pointed at his letter. *'
I was not expecting to soe

you."
A joy so great that it was akin to pain laid its

awakening hand on him.
" I am glad you were not expecting me," he said,

in a voice that he hardly recognised as his own.
" I'm thankful."

And he drew her back into his arms more moved
than he had ever been.

Yes, he was loved. He loved and was loved.

He had not known the world contained anything

as great as this. He had always thought that hfe

at its best was a solitary thing, that passion was a

momentary madness with which he did not care

to tamper, that celibacy was a cheap price to pay

for his independence. But he and this woman
were one. This was rest and peace and joy and

freedom. This was what he had always wanted,

without knowing he wanted it. One of the many
barriers between them went down. He thought

it was the only one.

They sat a long time in silence, his head against

her breast. Her face had become pinched and

sharp, the lovely colour had faded. All its beauty

and youth had gone out of it. Her terrified eyes

stared at the wall.

" Speak ! speak now," said the inner voice.

" You were too late last time. Speak now."

" I am very miserable. Fay"—in a whisper against

her cheek.

Her arms tightened round him.
" Not miserable now I am with you, but "

It seemed to Fay that she was holding to her

breast the point of the sword that was to stab

her to death.
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He raised his head, and she saw that there were
tears in his eyes. Twice she had seen tears in

those narrow grey eyes before : once when he had
talked to her of Michael in prison, and once when
Michael was exonerated.

They had drawn a little apart.
" When I came here I had not meant to tell you

anything about it. I had decided not to, but—Fay,
I can't believe it. I haven't slept all night. I

have known for two days. I only found it out by
the merest accident that that has happened which
I never thought could happen, something impos-
sible." Wentworth's lip quivered. " Michael has
deceived me. Not by mistake, not just for a

moment, but systematically, purposely—for years."

There was anger as well as pain in his voice.
" It was about the murder of the marchese,"

he said hoarsely; "but I don't care what it was
about. That is not the point. He has deceived

me for reasons of his own. I don't know what
they were. And I am afraid, my darling, he has

not stopped there. I am afraid he has deceived

you too. I am afraid he hoodwinked you when
he persuaded you to let him hide in your room.
Why did he hide if he wanted to shield the marchesa ?

Don't you see that there was no sense in his hiding,

though I never thought of it till—lately. I always
believed in him implicitly, as you have done. I

thought him just the kind of person who would
sacrifice himself for a woman. I can understand
doing it. It appeals to a nature like mine. I was
deeply hurt by his reserve about it since he came
home, but I never thought— it never struck me for

one single second—that it concealed anything dis-

creditable."
•' It does not," said Fay suddenly.

.
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(t My dearest, I am afraid there is no doubt it

does. What was Michael doing in the garden at
that time of night ? You forget that. I am the
last person in the world to think '^im capable of
anything disgraceful, but I can't icsist the con-
clusion that he was waiting—oh, Fay, your ears
ought not to be polluted by such things—was
waiting about in the garden because he was attracted
by some one in the house."
He felt her hand quiver in his.

How womanly she was, how pure ! How could
any man have had the heart to throw dust in those
innocent eyes ! He k..,sed the cold hand reverently.
" I hate to speak of such a thing to you, and

it somehow seems out of the question when I think
of Michael's character. I had brought him up so
carefully. I had impressed on him my own high
code of morals from the first. And ye*:—and yet

—

I am afraid, dearest, that Michael must have been
hanging about to have a word with—don't start
so, why do you tremble ?—with your maid."
There was a moment's silence. Fay shook her

head. She was unable to articulate.
" Then why was he there ? You must have been

very much surprised and alarmed at his coming
to your room so late. And unless he had given
you some reason, you would not have tried to hide
him. We always come back to that. Fay, why
did Michael hide ?

"

Fay struggled to speak. Her white lips moved,
but no sound came forth.
" You and the duke tried to save him from being

discovered. We all know that. The duke told
me so himself."

Another silence. Fay's face became convulsed.
•' You are no diplomatist, Fay, thank God. I
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see very well, my darling, tluat you know more than
you will say. It is plain to me that in the goodness
of your soul you are trying to shield Michael—/or
the second time."

He kissed her on the forehead, and rose to go.
" Stop !

" said Fay, almost inarticulately. " It

isn't the second time. I didn't shield him last
time. I let him slide. But I will now ... I want
to tell you ... I must tell you. . . . Michael has
been here—he came when you were away in Lon-
don—and he has begged me—oh, Wcntworth, he
has implored me to—tell you everything."
Wentworth became very red. His face hardened.
''He has begged you to tell me ! He has gone

behind my back and tried to depute you to do it,

to plead his cause for him. He has not even the
courage to come to me himself. No, Fav, I am
going. It is no use imploring me to stay. I'm
not going to li-'.^n to you making excuses for him.
I don't blame you, but you ought not to have agreed
to do it. Whatever I ought to know, I must hear
from Michael himself. I shall go over and see him
to-morrow morning. Even you, dearest, must not
come between—Michael and me."
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CHAPTER XXXV
Aimer quelqu'un c'est a la fois lui oter le droit, et lui donner

la puissance de nous faire souffrir.

The following morning the bishop and Michael

were sitting in the library at Lostford Pa" ace. The
bishop was reading a letter, while Michael watched

him, sunk in an armchair.

Presently the bishop thrust out his under-lip,

and gave back the letter to Michael.
" Wentworth has dipped his pen in gall instead

of in his inkpot," he said. " For real quality and

s' ntrth give me the venom of a virtuous person.

The u> -nary sinner can't compete with him. Evil-

doers are out of the running in this world, as well

as in the next. I often tell them so. That is why
I took orders. What do you suppose Wentworth
suspects when he says Alington has suggested a

discreditable reason for your being in the CoUe

Alto villa that night, and that he is not going to

allow you to skulk behind a woman any longer ?

He will be here directly to extort what he is pleased

to call ' the trutli.' What are you going to say ?
"

" I don't know," said Michael. " That is the

worst of me. I never know."
The bishop frowned, and rubbed his chin.
•'

I see one thing," continued Michael, " and that

31a
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is that it's all-important that he should not break

with Fay."
•' That will be his first step—if he knows the

truth."
" I am afraid it will, and yet—that's the pity of

it—she will last longer than I shall, and he does

like her—a little—which is a great deal for him.

You don't believe it, but he really does. And he'll

want her more than ever—when I'm gone."

The bishop looked keenly at his godson.

Michael had never before alluded to his precarious

hold on life. It was obvious that he was only

considering it now in its bearings on Wentworth's

future.
" Can a man who has grown grey, looking at

himself in the glass, and recording his own micro-

scopic experiences in a diary, can such a man
forgive ? " said the bishop. " Forgiveness is tough

work. It needs knowledge of human nature. It

needs humility. I forgave somebody once long

ago. And it nearly was the death of me. I've

never been the same man since."
" Wentworth will have his chance," said Michael.

" It's about all we can do for him."
•' We all know he says he can, but then he says

such a lot of things. He dares to say he loves

his fellow-men. But I've never yet found that

assertion coincide with any real working regard for

them. There are certain things which those who
care for others ne\'er say, and that is one of them.

The egoist, on the contrary, is always asserting of

himself what he ought in common decency to leave

others to say of him -only they never do. Went-
worth actually told mc not so long ago that he

was intent on the service of others. I told him it

was for those others to mention that interesting

L
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fact, and that »iobody had Ued about him to that
extent so far in my diocese."
" He always says that there is perfect confidence

between us," said Michael. " I've heard him say
so ever since I can remember, and I've heard him
tell people that I always brought him my boyish
troubles. But I never did, even as a boy, even
when I got into a scrape at Eton. My tutor stood
by me in that. Wentworth never could endure
him. He said he was such a snob. But snob or
not, he was a firm friend to me. And I never told
him, even at the first, of my love for Fay. I somehovv
could not. You simply can't tell Wentworth things.
But he has got it into his head that I always have,
and that this is the first time I have kept anything
from him. If I only had Fay's leave to tell him !

It is the only thing to do."
The door opened, and, to the astonishment of

both men, Fay and Magdalen came in. Fay looked
as exhausted, as hopeless as she had done three
months ago, when Magdalen had brought her to
make her confession to the bishop in this very room.

She evidently remembered it. She turned her
lustreless eyes on him, and said, " Magdalen did
not m. ke me come this time. I have come of
myself. Do you think—is there any chance. Uncle
John—that God will have mercy on me again, Uke
Ke did before ?

"

" Do you mean by God having mercy that Went-
worth will still marry you if he knows the truth ?

"

She did not answer. That was of course what
she meant.
She looked from one to the otlier of her three

friends with a mute, imploring goze. Their eyes
fell before hers.
" I have not slept all night," she said to the

mm
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bishop. •• Magdalen stayed with me. And we
came quite early because I had to come. Wont-
worth must be told. It isn't because Magdalen
says so. She hasn't said so, though I knew she
felt he ought to be told from the first. And it

isn't because he's sure to find out. And oh,
Michael, it isn't for your sake, to put you right
with him. It ought to be, but it isn't. But I

can't let him kiss me any more, and not say. It
makes a kind of pain I can't bear. It has been
getting worse and worse ever since Michael came
back, only I did not know what it was at first, and
yesterday "—she stopped short, shuddering. " He
came to see me yesterday," she said in a strangled
voice. " He was so dear and good, so wonderful.
There never was any one like him. It is in my
heart that he will forgive me. And he trusts me
entirely, I can't deceive him any more."
The eyes of Michael and Magdalen met in a kind

of shame. Those two who had loved her as no one
else had loved her, who had understood her as no
one else had understood her, saw that they had
misjudged her. They had judged her by her
actions, identified her with them. And all the time
the little trembling " pilgrim soul " in her was
shrinking from the pain of those \erv actions, was
growing imperceptibly apart from them, was be-
ginning to regard them with horror, not because
they had caused suffering to others, but because
they had ended by inflicting anguish upon herself.
The red-hot iron of our selfishness with which we
brand others, becomes in time hot at both ends.
We don't know at first what it is that is hurting
us, why it burns us. But our blistered hands,
cling as they will, must needs drop it at last. Fay's
cruel, little white hand had let go.

b
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Michael took it in his, and kissed it.

•' Wentworth is coming here this morning,** said

the bishop gently. " He may arrive at any moment.

Stay here and speak to him. And ask him to for-

give you, Fay. You need his forgiveness."

" I don't know how to tell him," gasped Fay.

" I tried yesterday, and I couldn't."

"Let me tell him," said Michael; and as he

spoke, the door opened once more, and Wentworth

was announced.

He had got ready what he meant to say. The

venomous sentences, which he had concocted during

a sleepless night, were all in order in his mind.

Who shall say what grovelling suspicions, what

sordid conjectures had blocked his inflamed mind

as he drove swiftly across the downs in the still June

morning ? He meant to extort an explanation from

his brother, to have the whole subject out with

him once for all. He should not be suffered to

make Fay his accomplice for another hour. His

tepid spirit burned within him, when he thought

of Michael's behaviour to Fay. He said to himself

that he could forgive that least of all.

He had expecte '
~ "^ Michael alone, or possibly

the bishop only w-th him—the bishop who knew.

He was disconcertec at finding ilagdalen and ¥a.y

there before him.

A horrible suspicior that Magdalen also knew

darted across his mind.

It was obvious to him that he had broken up a

conference, a conspiracy. His bitter face darkened

still more.
" I don't know what you are all plotting about

so early in the morning," he said. " I must apolo-

gise for interrupting you. I seem to be always in

the way nowadays. People are always whispering
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behind my back. But I have come over to see

Michael. I want a few plain words with him with-

out delay, and I intend to have them."
** That is well," said the bishop, " because you are

about to have them. We were speaking of you
when you came in."

*' I wish to see Michael alone," said Wentworth,
stung by the bishop's instant admission of being

in his brother's confidence.

He looked only at Michael who, his eyes on the

ground, was leaning, white as death, against the

mantelpiece.
" Do you wish us to go, Michael ? " said the

bishop.
" I wish you all to stay," he said, raising his eyes

for a moment. His hand shook so violently that

he knocked over a little ornament on the mantel-

piece, and it fell with a crash into the fireplace.

His voice shook too, but his eyes were steady. His

great physical weakness, poignantly apparent though

it was, seemed a thing apart from him, like a cloak

which he might discard at any moment.
" I cannot say all I have to say before others,'*

said Wentworth fiercely, " even if they are all his

confederates in trying to keep me in the dark, all,

that is, except Fay. We know by experience that

she can shield a man who has something to hide

even from his best friends. We know by experience

that dust can be thrown in her unsuspecting

eyes."
" You have been kept in the dark," said the

bishop, with compassion ;
" you have not been fairly

treated, Wentworth ; you have much to forgive."

In spite of himself, Wentworth was awed. He
had a sudden sense of impending calamity. He
looked again at Michael.
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Michael's hand shook. His whole body shook.
His lips trembled impotently.

Wentworth sickened with shame. His love was
wounded to the very depths to see his brother like

this, as it had never been wounded even by the first

sight of him in his convict's blouse.
*' I always trusted you," he said with a groan,

putting up his hand so as to shut out that tottering

figure. " I don't know v>hat miserable secret

you're keeping from me, and I don't care. It isn't

that I mind. It is that—whatever it was, however
disgraceful it was—you should have kep+ it from me.
God knows I only wanted to help you. Surely,

surely, Michael, you might have tvu: ted me. What
have I done that you sliould treat me as if I were
an enemy ? I thought I was your friend."

No one spoke.
" After all I don't know that I care to hear. Why

should I care ? It's rather late in the day to hear
now what every one knows except me, what I've

been breaking my heart over, racking my brains

over, as you well know, for these two endless years,

what you aren't even now telling me of your own
accord, what you ha\'e been persuaded to by this

—

this "—Wentworth looked at the bishoj>—" this

outsider, this middle-man."
A great jealousy and bitterness were compressed

into the words " middle-man."
" You have got to hear," said MichL.el, and the

trembling left him.

He turned towards his brother, still supporting
himself with one hand on the mantelpiece. The
two stem faces confronted each other, and Magdalen
for the first time saw a likeness between them,

** I ha-'c kept things from you. You are right

there," said Michael, speaking in a low, difficult

wm^
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voice. "But I never inlcntionally deceived you
till the marchese was murdered. Long before that
four years before that, I fell in love."
Wentworth's heart contracted. He had always

feared that moment for Michael, had always awaited
it with a little store of remedial maxims' He had
felt confident that Michael had never even been
slightly attracted by any woman. How often, he
had said to himself, if there had been anv. .It faction,
he should have been the first to know'of it ! Yet
the incredible truth was being thrust at him that
Michael had struggled through his iirst lo\-e without
drawing upon the deep wells of Wentworth's
knowledge.
" The woMan I fell in love with was Fay. Slie

was seventeen. I was nineteen."
The room went round with Wentworth.
" Fay," he said in blank astonishrnent, " Fay !

"

Then a glare of light broke in on him.
'* Then it was her," he stammered, " not her maid,

as that brute Alington said ; it was her—her herself
that "

"It was her I went to see the night I was arrested.
I was deeply in love with her."

^^
Michael paused a moment, and then added gently :

" She never cared for me. I did not see thdt clearly
at the time, because I was blinded by my own
passion. I have seen it since."
Wentworth made no movement.
" I decided to leave Rome. Fay wrote to me

that I ought to go. I went to say good-bye to her
in the garden the night the mcuchcse was murdered.
While I was in the garden, the murder was discovered,
and the place was bunoanded, and I could not get
away

;
I hid in Fay's boudoir. The duke came in

and explained to Fay v.-hut had happened. It was
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the first I knew of it. Then, when they searched

the house and I saw that I must L;c discovered in

another moment, I came out and gave myself up as

the murderer, because I could not be found hidmg

in Fay's rooms at night. It was the only thing

to do."
. ,

Fay took a long breath. What a simple explana-

tion it seemed after all ! Why had she been so

terrified ? Wentworth could not blame her seriously

now.
"

I never tried to shield the marchesa, Michael

went on. " That was her own idea. I only wanted

to shield Fay from being—misconstrued. The duke

understood. He saw me hiding behind the screen,

and tried to save me. He told me so next day.

The duke was good to me from first to last."

Wentworth turned a fierce, livid face towards his

brother.
, ^„^ .,

" Have I really got at the truth at last ? he said.

'* How can I tell ? The duke could have told me,

but he is dead. Did he really connive at your

romantic passion for his -vife ? If I may venture

to offer an opinion, that part of the story is not

quite so well thought out as the rest, though it

is excessively modem. Anyhov.-, he is dead. You

tell me he saw you behind the screen in his wife's

room at midnight, and felt no need of an explanation.

How like an Italian! But he is dead. And you

forced your love on anotbcv man's wife, though

you own she did not return it ; wormed yourself into

her rooms at night, and then—then—yes, I begin

to see a grain of truth among these heaps of lies-

then, when by an evil chance, an extraordinary

stroke of bad luck, there was danger of ynnr being

discovered ; then you persuaded her, the innocent,

inexperienced creature whom you would have

III ;
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wronged if you could—you worked upon her feelings,

you made her into your accomplice, you persuaded

her to hide you. . . . You mean cur ! . . . You
only sneaked out of your hole when escape was

absolutely impossible. And so the truth, or sonie

garbled part of it, is choked out of you at last. N'o

wonder you were silent all these years. No wonder

you would not speak. No wonder you let your

poor dupe of a brother break his heart over your

silence. Credulous fool tliat I ha\e been from

first to last. So help me, God, 1 will never speak

to you again."

The violent, stammering voice ceased at last.

Fay shivered from head to foot, and looke-a \t

her lover.

Both men had forg' ten her. Th ir eye- never

left each other. Wentworth's tierce f -ce v •- turned

with deadly hatred upon his brother. Michael net

his eye, but he did not speak.

There was death in the air.

Suddenly, as in a glass, she saw that Michael was

savini^ her again, was sacrificing himself for her a

second time at enormous cost—the cost of liis

brother's love.
" Michael !

" said Fay with a sob, " Michael, I

can't bear it. You ae trying to save me again,

but I can't bear to b - saved any more. I have

had enough of bein^ saved. I won't be saved. It

hurts too much. 1 won't let you do it a second

time. I have had enough of being silent when I

ought to speak. I have had enough of hiding things

and pretending, and being frightened."

Fay saw at last that *he truth was her only refuge

from that unendurable horror which was getting

up out of its grave .iR.an. She fled to it for very

life, and flung herself upon it.

21
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She took Michael's hand, and, turning to Went-
worth, began to speak rapidly, with a clearness and
directness which amazed Magdalen and the bishop.

It all came out, the naked truth : her loveless;

marriage, the great kindness of her husband towards

her, her determination, bred of idleness and vanity,

to enslave Michael anew when he came to Rome,
his resistance, his decision to leave Italy, her in-

veigii.ng him under the plea of urgency to come to

the garden at night, his refusal to enter the house,

her frantic desire to keep him, his determination

to part from her.

There was no doubt in the minds of those who
listened in an awed silence that here was the whole

truth at last.

F ly looked full at Wentworth, and then said

:

*' He asked me why I had sent for him, what it was
that he could d) for me. And I said—I said,

* Take me with you.'
"

" No," said Michael, wincing as under a lash.
'* No, you did not. Fay, j'ou never said that."

" You did not hear it, but I said it."

Michael staggered against the mantelpiece.

Wentworth had not moved. His face had be-

come frightful, distorted.
" I am a wicked woman, Wentworth," said Fay.

•'
I tried to make him in love with me. I tried to

tempt him. I could make him love me, but not do

wron'-. And then, I let him take the blame when
he was trapped. I had trapi)ed him there first.

He did not want to come. I forced him to come.

I let him spoil hi- life to save my wretched good

name. He is right when he told you just now that

I never loved him The love was all on his side.

He gave it all. I took it all, and I went on taking

it. It was I who kept him in prison quite as much
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It was I who let him burn and
A word from me would have got

a horrible dis-

as the marchesa.

freeze in his cell,

him out."

Wentworth laughed suddenly,

cordant laugh.

They had rotted down before his eyes to loath-

some unrecognisable corpses—the man and the
woman he had lo\'ed.

Fay looked wildly at him.
" But you are good," she said faintly. " You

won't, Wentworth, you won't cast me off like—like

I did :Michael."

He did not look at her.

He took up his gloves and straightened the
fingers as his custom was.
" There is no longer anything which need detain

me here," he said to the bishop ; and he moved
towards the door.
" Nothing exi pt the woman whose fate is in

your hands," said the bishop gently. " What of

her ? She deserted Michael because her eyes were
holdcn. Now you can make the balance even if you
will. But will you ? You can repay cruelty with
cruelty. You can desert her with inhumanity even
greater than hers, because you do it with your eyes

open. But will you ? Is it to be an eye for an eye,

and a tooth for a tooth ? She loves you, and is

at your mercy, as Michael was once at hers. You
can crush her if you will. But will you ?

"

"Wentworth!" said Fay; and she fell at his

feet, clasping his knees.

His face was as a flint as he looked down at her,

and tried to push away her hands.
" Let him go, my child," s.t.id the bishop sternly;

and he took Fay's hands, and held them. "It is

no use trying to keep a man who does not ove you.
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Go, Wentworth. You are right. There is nothing

to keep you here. In this room there are two

people : one of whom has sinned and has repented,

and both of whom love you and have spoken the

truth to you. But there is no love and truth in

you to rise up and meet theirs. You do not know
what love and truth are, even when you see them
very close. You had better go."

'*
I will go," said Wentworth, his eyes blazing.

And he went out and shut the door behind

him.
Fay's hands slipped out of the bishop's, her head

fell forward, and she sank down on the floor. The
bishop and Magdalen bent over her.

Michael looked a moment at her, and swiftly

left the room. He overtook Wentworth in the hall,

groping blindly for his hat,
" Come in here," said Michael ;

" I want a word
with you ; " and he half pushed Wentworth into a

room leading out of the hall. It was a dreary, little

airless apartment with a broken blind, intended for

a waiting room, but fallen into disuse, and only

partially furnished, the comers piled with great tin

boxes containing episcopal correspondence.

Michael closed the door.
" Wentworth," he said breathlessly, " you don't

see
;
you don't understand. Fay loves you." He

looked earnestly at Wentworth as if the latter were

acting in some woeful ignorance, which one word

would set right. He seemed entirely oblivious of

Wentworth's insulting words towards himself.

" I see one thing," said Wentworth, *' and that

is, that I'm not inclined to marry your cast-off

mistress."

Michael closed with him instantly, but not before

Wentworth had seen the lightning in his eyes ; and
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the two men struggled furiouo y in the dim, Mess
Utile room with its broken Wind.
Wentworth knew Michael meaut to kill hii;:. ihe

long scarred hands had him by the throdt, ,vere

twisting themselves in the silk tie Fay had kr'itted

for him. He tore himself out of the gnp Oi those
iron fingers. But Michael only sobbed an wound
his arms round him. And Wentworrh knew he
was trying to throw him, and break hi., back.
Wentworth fought for his life, but he was over-

matched. The awful murderous hands were feeling

for his neck aga :, the sobbing breath was on his

face, the glaring eyes staring into his. The hands
closed on his throat once more, squeezing his tongue
out of his mouth, his eyes out of his head. He
made a last frightful struggle to wrench the hands
away, but they remained clutched into his flesh,

choking his Ufe out of him. There was a thin,

guttaral, sawing noise mixed in with the sobbing.
Then all in a moment the sobbing ceased ; he felt

the hands relax, and then an avalanche of darkness
crashed down on him, and buried him beneath it.

<tmrt fmrnt-tj



CHAPTER XXXVI
Tliat game of consequences to which we all sit down, the

han:,'er-back not least.—R. L. Stevenson.

Down, very deep down. Buried in an abyss of
darkness, shrouded tightly in a nameless horror that
pressed on eyes and breath and hands and limbs.
At last a faint sound reached Wentworth. Far

away in some other world a clock struck. Kis
numbed faculties apprehended the sound, and then
forgot it when it ceased.

At last he felt himself stir. He found himself
staring at a glimmer of light. He could not look
at it, and he could not look away from it. What
was it ? It had something to do with him. It

grew more distinct. It was a window with a broken
blind.

Some one close at hand began to tremble. Went-
worth sat ip suddenly, and found it is himself.
He was alone, lying crumpled up aga'i. t the wall
where he had been Hung down. He knew where he
was. He saw the piles of tin boxes. He remem-
bered.

He leaned his leaden, throbbing head against the
wall, and wave after wave of sickness even unto
death shuddered over him. Michael had tried to
kill him. His stiif wrenched throat throbbed
together with his ht>ad. For a Inng time he did not
move.

396
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At last the clock struck again.

He staggered to his feet, as if he had been called,

and looked with intentncss at a fallen book and
upset inkstand. There was a quill-pen, balancing
itself in an absurd manner, with its nib stuck in the

cane bottom of an overturned chair. He took it

out, and laid it on the table. He saw his hat in a
corner, stooped for it, missed it several times, and
then got hold of it, and put it on. There was a
little glass over the mantelpioce. A ghastly face

with a torn collar was watching him furtively through
it. He turned fiercely on the spy, and found the face

was his own. He turned up his coat and buttonod
it. Then he went to the half-open door, and looked
out.

His ear caught a faint sound. Otherwise the
house was very still.

A maidservant on her knees with her back to him
was washing the white stone floor of the hall at the

foot of the staircase. Another servant, also with
her back to him, was watching her.
" Then it is early morning," he said. And he

walked out of the room, and out of the house, through
the wide-open doors. A fine rain was falling, but
he did not notice it. He passed out through
the gates, and found himself in the road. He
stopped unconsciously, not knowing what to do
next.

A fly dawdling back to the town from the station

passed him, and pulled up, as he hesitated.
" Station, sir ? " said the driver.
*' No, Barford," said Wcntworth, and he got in.

The fly, with its faded cushions and musty atmo-
sphere, seemed a kind of refuge. He breathed more
freely when he was enclosed in it.

As in the garden of Eden, desolation often first
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makes itself felt as a realisation of nakedness. We
must creep away. We must hide. We have no
protection, no covering.

Wentworth cowered in the fly. He passed, without
recognising them, all the old familiar landmarks,
the twisting, white road that branched off to Priest-

hope, the dew ponds, the half-hidden, lonely farms.

He was in a strange country.

He looked with momentary curiosity at a weather-
worn signpost which pointed forlornly where four

roads met. It was falling to pieces with age, but
yet it must have been put up there since the morning.
He had never seen it before. He shouted to the

driver that he had taken the wrong road. The man
pointed with his whip to where, a mile away, the

smoke of Barford rose among its trees. The land-

scape suddenly slid into familiar lines again. He
recognised it, and sank back, confused and ex-

hausted. The effort of speaking had hurt his throat

horribly. Was he going mad ? How could his

throat hurt him like this—if it wasn't—if Michael
had not

He thrust thought from him. He would wait

till he got home, till his own roof was safely over

him, the familiar walls round him.

This was his gate. Here was his own door, with
his butler, looking somewhat surprised, standing on
the steps.

He found himself getting out, and giving orders.

He listened to himself telling his servant to pay the

fly and to send word by it to his dog-rart to return

home. Of course he had gone to Lostford in the

dog-cart. He had forgotten that.

Then he heard his own voice ordering a whisky-

and-soda to be brought to him in the library. And
he walked there.
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The afternoon post had arrived with the news-

papers, and he took up a paper. But it was printed

in some language unknown to him, though he re-

cognised some of the letters.

How long had be been gone—an hour, a day, a

year ?

He looked at the clock.

Half-past two. But this great shock with which

the air was still rocking might have stopped it. He

put his ear to it. Strange ! It was going. And

it always stopped so easily, even if the housemaid

dusted it.

Was it half-past two in the afternoon or in the

night ?

There was a band of sunshine across the floor, and

outside the gardens and the downs were steeped

in it.

Perhaps it was day.

The butler brought in a tray, and placed it near

him.
" Have you had luncheon, sir ?

"

Wentworth thought a moment, and then said

'• Yes."
'• And will Mr. Michael return to-day, sir ?

"

Wentworth remembered some old prehistoric

arrangement by which Michael was to have come

back with him to Barford this afternoon.
' No," he said, the room suddenly darkening till

the sunshine on the floor was barely visible. " No,

he is not coming back."

The man hesitated a moment, and then left the

room.
Wentworth groped for the flagon of whisky,

poured out a quantity and drank it raw Then he

waited for the nightmare to lift.

His mind cleared gradv.ally. His scattered faculties
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came sneaking back like defeated soldiers to camp.
But they had all one tale of disaster, and one only,
to tell. He must needs believe them.
Michael had tried to kill him. Whatever else

shifted, that remained true.

Wentworth bowed his stiffening head upon his
hands, and the sweat ran down his face.

Michael had tried to kill him, and had all but
succeeded. Oh ! if only he had quite succeeded !

If only his life had not come back to him ! He had
died, and died hard in that little room. And yet
here he was still alive and in agony.

Michael first. That thought v/as torture. Then
Fay. That thought was torture. The woman he
had so worshipped, on whom he had lavished a
wealth of love, far greater than most men have
it in them to bestow, had deceived him, had been
willing to be his brother's mistress.
Why had he ever believed in Fay and Michael ?

Had he not tacitly distrusted men and women
always, from his youth up ? Had he not gauged
life and love and friendship at their true value years
ago ? Why had he made an exception of this
particular man and woman ? They were no worse
than the rest.

What was any man or woman worth ? They
were all false to the core. What was Fay ? A
pretty piece of pink and white, a sensual lure like
other women, not better and not worse. And what
was iMichael but a man like other men, ready to
forget honour, moraUty—everything, if once his
passions were aroused ? It was an old story, as old
as the hills, that men and women betray each other.
It was as old as the psalms of David.
Pah ! What a fool he was to allow his heart to

be wrung by what was only the ordinary vulgar

iti urn
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experience of those who were so silly as to mix
themselves up with their fcUow-creatures

!

He had only himself to tliunk.

Well, at any rate he was free now. He was awake
now. He was not going to put his hand in the fire

a second time.

He was going abroad immediately. He would
start to-morrow morning. In the meanwhile he
would go and see somebody, ciUl somewhere, be in
high spirits somewhere with others. They {they
were Micha{'l and Fay) would hear of that after-
wards, would see how little he cared.
He seized his hat and went out. But when he

had walked a few hundred yards he sank down
exhausted on a wooden seat in the alder coppice
overhanging the house, and remained there. The
baby pheasants crept in and out, all round him.
Their httle houses, each with an anxious step-
mother in it, were set at regular intervals along the
grassy path. Only yesterday he had walked along
that path with the keeper, and had thought that
in the autumn he and Michael would be shooting
together once more.
They would never shoot together again.

As the dusk fell he heard a sound of wheels—his
dog-cart returning from Lostford no doubt. It did
not turn into the courtyard, but came on up to the
house. Wentworth peered down through the leaves.

It was the bishop's dog-cart. He recognised the
groom who drove it. To his amazement he saw
Lord Lossiemouth get out. After some parley he
went into the house.
Why should he have come ?

Oh, of course—how dense he was ! He had been
sent over on an embassy by Magdalen and the
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bishop. They wanted to hush up the fight, and

bring about a reconciUation between him and Fay.

He should be told Fay was making herself ill with

crying. His magnanimity would be appealed to

by that pompous prig. Well, he had had his

journey for nothing. Wentwoith saw his servants

looking for him, and hid himself in the coppice.

A couple of hours later he left the wood, and went

down the steep path to the gardens. It was nearly

dark now. Lights twinkled in the house. The

lamp in the library laid a pale finger of light upon

the lawn, through the open glass doors.

Wentworth went up to it, and then, as he was

aboui to enter, shrank back astonished.

Lord Lossiemouth was sitting there with his back

to the window. Wentworth stood a long t'me

looking at him. He was evidently waiting for him

to come in. He sat stolidly on as if he were glued

to his chair, smoking one cigarette after another.

At last he got up. Surely he would go now. He

walked to the bookshelves that lined the walls,

inspected the books, selected one, and settled himself

with a voluminous sigh in his armchair once more.

Wentworth stole away across the grass as noise-

lessly as he had come, and disappeared in the

darkness.



CHAPTER XXXVII

The clay wars with His fingers and pleads hard
For Its old, heavy, dull, and shapeless ease.

Vn'. B. Yeats.

Wentworth never knew how he spent the night,
if indeed that interminable tract in which time
stopped could have been one night. It was longer
than all the rest of his life put together. In later
years, in peaceful later years, confused memories
came to him of things that he must have seen
then, but of which he took no heed at the time :

of seeing the breath of animals like steam close to
the ground

; of stumbling suddenly under a hedge-
row on a huddled sleeping figure with a white face,
which struggled up unclean in the clean moonlight,
and menaced him in a foul atmosphere of rags.
And once, many years later, when he was taking

an unfamiliar short cut across the downs, he came
upon a little pool in an old chalk pit, and recognised
It. He had never seen it by day, but he knew it.
He had wandered to it on a night of moon and mist,
and had seen a fox bring down her cubs to drink
just where that twisted alder branch made an arch
over the water.

Wentworth sat by that chalk pit on the down,
utterly spent in body and mind, hour after hour,

33S
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till the moon, which had been tangled in the alder,

stooped to the violet west, with one great star to

bear her company. Who shall say through what

interminable labyrinths, through what sloughs,

across what deserts, his tortured mmd had dragged

itself all niglT ? The sun had gone down upon his

wTath. Thi- moon had gone down upon his wrath.

The land was grey. The spectral horses moving

slowly in th.> misty fields were grey. A streak of

palest saffron light showed where the dim earth

and dim sky met.

A remembrance :anie to him of a summer dawn

such as this. v;ars and years ago, when Michael

had been da .,.eroii: !y ill. and how his whole soul

had spent itsdf in one passionate supphcation that

he might not be taken from him.

A tender green, transparent as the ligiif seen

through a leaf in May, was welling vp Ti th : k /,

Two tiny clouds floated in it like rafts oi ;.•: ^ : •) jh;

upon a sea of glass.

A deep and bitter sense of injusti* c , --'^.
|<; v: <

within him with the growing light.

A himdred times during the night he hal . < ^ '

in cold anger every word of that final scent lU Jhe

library, his own speech, his own actions, his great

wrongs, his unendurable pain.

And yet again it returned upon him, always with

Fay's convulsed face and clinging hands, always

with the bishop's scathing words of dismissal.

Their horrible injustice rankled in his mind ; their

abominable cruelty to himself revolted him.

Hideous crimes had been committed against him,

but he had done no evil, unless to love and to trust

were evil. Why, then, w^as he to be thus thrust
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into the wrong, tljus cond< mned unheard, cast forth
with scorn bccaus.- he ul not obediently falk-n
in with the bishoj.s prepfHterous demand on I'.ini

to condone everything ' It was not to be expected
of him.

Suddenly tl - faces of the others watching him
after Fay's coni^ssion rose aefore him—the hi-^liop's,

Magdalen's, Michael's. He saw that they hid not
expected it of him either—not even Michael. Only
in Fay's upraised eves, as she held him b>- the
knees, had there bc^-n one instant's anguished hone.
Only in hers. Ano that had been quickly extin-
guished. He had extinguished it himself.

The little clouds turned to t tumbling flame. The
whole sky flushed and then paled. A thread of
fire showed upon the horzon. It widened. It drew
into an arch. The sun ro^e swiftly, a sudden ball of
living fire ; and in a mo^^^ent the smallest shrub
upon the down, the gra/n g horses, the huddled
sheep, were casting gigantic shadows across the
whole world.

A faint sound of wheels vvu:. gnnving clearer and
nearer.

Wentworth saw a dog-cart coming towards him
along the great white road. As he lookr-d it half
pulled up, and then stopped. A tnan got out and
came towards him. The raw sui. ght cauglit only
his face and shoulders. He seemed o wade towa:rds
him waist deep through a grey sea.

Lord Lossiemouth again !

Lord Lossiemouth's heaw, tired face showed sharp
and white in the garish light.
" I have been looking e\crv\vher' ior ynu " he

said, not ungently. " f waited half thr Vight at
Barford, and then went on to Saundersfoot station
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and then to Wrigley. Your servants thought you

might possibly have gone there. But you had not

been seen there. Magdalen sent me to tell you

you must go back to the palace. Your brother is

very ill. He had an attack of haemorrhage, appa-

rently just after you and he parted in the hall. I

promised her not to go back without you. Shall

we drive on ?
"



CHAPTER XXXVIII

Alles vergungliche ist nur ein gleichniss.

GOBTHK.

Michael was dying. All night Magdalen and the

bishop, with nurse and doctor, fought for his life,

vainly strove to stem the stream of blood with
which his life was ebbing away.
He had been found by Lord Lossiemouth and a

servant lying unconscious at the foot of the staircase

in the hall. He had been carried into a room on
the ground floor. Everything had been done, but
without avail. Michael was dying, suffocating in

anguish, threshing his Ufe out through the awful
hours, in wild delirium.

He was in prison once more, beating against the

bars of his narrow window looking out over the

lagoon. His hoarse, strangled voice spoke un-
ceasingly. His hands plucked at his wrists, and
then dropped exhausted beneath the weight of the

chains which dragged him down.
Magdalen would fain have spared Fay the ordeal

of that vigil. But the bishop was ine.xorable. He
bade her remain. And, shrunk away in a corner,

shivering to her very soul, Fay listened hour by
hour to the wild, feeble voice of her victim, back
once more in the cell where he had been so silent.
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where the walls had kept his counsel so well. She
saw something, at last, of what he had endured
for her, of what he had made so light.

At last the paroxysm passed. Michael pushed
back the walls with his hands, and then suddenly

gave up the struggle.
" They are closing in on me," he said. " I

cannot keep them back any longer."

The contest ceased all in a moment. He lay

back motionless with half-closed eyes, his face

blue against the white pillows. The blood had
ceased at last to flow from his colourless hA«.

Death was very near.

He knew no one. Not the bishop, not Magdalen,

who kept watch beside him, hstoning ever for

Wentworth's step outside.

In the dawn Michael's spirit made as if to depart,

but it seemed as if it could not gain permission.

The light grew.

And with the light the laboured breathing became
easier. He stirred feebly, and whispered inco-

herently from time to time. He was still in his

cell. Wentworth's name, the Itahan doctor's,

rose to his hps. Then, after a pause, he said

suddenly :

" The duke is dead. She will come now."
There was a long silence. He was waiting,

listening.

The bishop and Magdalen held their breath.

Fay knew at last what it is to ail another. She

had failed Michael. Wentworth had failed her.

" Fay !
" Michael said, " come soon."

She had to bear it, the waiting, the altered

anguish, the suspense, the faint, reiterated call to

deaf ears.

The bishop got up from his knees beside Micliael,

' ,!>
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and motioned to Fay to take his place. She went
timidly to the low couch and knelt down by it.

*' Speak to him," said the bishop sternly.
" Michael !

" she said.

He knew her. All other voices had gone from
him, but hers he knew. All other faces had faded

from him, but hers he knew. He looked full at

her. Love strong^'r than death shone in his eyes.
*' Fay," he said in an awed voice

—" at last."

She had come to release him, after the duke's

death, as he knew she would.

She leaned her white cheek a moment against

his in speechless self-abasement.

He whispered to her, " Have I served you ?
"

She whispered back, " Yes."

He whispered again, " Do you stil love me ?
'*

The words were quite inaudible.

Again she said, '* Yes."

Again a movement of the lips, but no sound.

He looked at her with radiant, questioning eyes.

Again 'he murmured, " Yes."

It had to be like that. He had always known
that this moment had to come. Had he not foreseen

It in some forgotten dream ?

A great trembling laid hold on Michael, and then
a stillness of exceeding joy.

In the iilence the cathedral bells chimed out
suddenly for early service. The sound of the bells

came faintlj to him as across wide water, the river

of death widening as it nears the sea. It was all

part of his dream. The bells of Venice were re-

joicing with him in this his blessed hour.

He A as freed at last, free as he had never been,

free us the seagull seen through the bars that could

no longer keep him back. Useless bars, why had
he let them hold him so long ? He was out and
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away, sailing over the sheening water in a boat with
an orange sail ; in a boat like a butterfly with
spread wings ; sailing away, past the floating

islands, past that pale, beautiful grief of sea-lavender—^he laughed to see it shine so beautiful—sailing

away into a pearly morning, under a luminous sky.

The prison was far away now. Left behind.
There was a great knocking at its gates, hurried
steps upon the stairs, and a voice crying urgently
through the bars.

But he could not stay to hsten. He was too
far away to hear. The voice was to him but like

the thin, harsh cry of the sea-mew wheehng near,

blended in with the marvel of his freedom. He
took no heed of it. He was afloat on the great
sea-faring tide. Far away before him, but nearer,

nearer, and yet nearer the sea gleamed in trembling
ecstasy.

*• He does not know me. He does not hear me,"
$aid Wentworth, on his knees beside Michael, raising

a wild, desperate face to Magdalen. Was Michael's
last look of deadly hatred to remain with him
through life !

" Speak to him again. Fay," said Magdalen.
** Tell him Wentworth is here."

Fay was s*^ill kneeling on the other side. The
two lovers' eyes met across the man they had
murdered.
" Michael," the tremulous voice whispered.
" Louder," said Wentworth hoarsely.
" Michael," said Fay again.

But Michael's face was set. He was sunk in a
great rest, breathing deep and slow, deeper and
slower yet, his long arms faintly rising and falling

with each breath.
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" Oh, Fay, for God's sake make him hear !
" said

Wentworth, with a cry.

The bishop and Magdalen standing apart looked
at each other.

•* He has forgiven her though he does not know
it," he said below his breath.
Fay stooped down. She raised Michael in her

arms, and laid his head on her breast, turning his
fading face to his brother.
" Michael," she whispered into his ear, with a

passion which would have cloven death itself.
'' Come back, come back, and say one word to
Wentworth."

Very near the sea now. Very near the great
peace and light. This was the real hfe at last.
All the rest had been a vain shadow, a prison where
he had dwelt a little while, not seeing that this
great all-surrounding water, which had seemed to
hem him in, was but a highway of light.
Who were these two with him in the boat ?

Who but the two he loved best ! Who but Fay
and Wentworth ! They were all floating on together
m exceeding joy. They were very near him. He
felt them one on each side, but the light was so
great tha he could not see them. His head was
on Fay's breast. His hand was in Wentworth's
hand. It was all as in dim dreams he had longed
for it to be.

Fay's voice reached him, pressed close to his ear,
like the sound of the sea, held in its tiniest shell.
He opened his eyes, and his brother's white face

came to him for a moment, like sea foam, blown in
from the sea of love to which he was going, part
of the sea.
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•* Wenty '.
" he said, and smiled at him.

And like blown foam upon a breaking w ave, the

ffl-CG Dossed*

And Uke the whisper in the shell under the hush

of the surge, the voice passed.

The shadow which we call life—passed.

THE END
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