PART Il
CHAPTER VI

It was towards the end of March, and spring was flowing down dmog vigbly from the heghts
behind the town. April stood on tiptoe in the woods, finger on lip, ready to dance out between the
sunshine and therain.

Above four thousand feet the snows of winter gill clung thickly, but the lower dopes were
clear, men and women dready working busly among the dull brown vineyards The early mist
cleared off by ten o'clock, letting through floods of sunshine that drenched the world, sparkled
above the dreets crowded with foreigners from many lands, and lay basking with an appearance
of July upon the 4ill, blue lake. The clear brilliance of the light had a qudity of crysta. Sea-gulls
fluttered along the shores, tame as ducks and eager to be fed. They lent to this inland lake an
amosphere of the sea, and Kelverdon found himsdf thinking of some southern port, Marsallles,
Trieste, Toulon.

In the morning he watched the graceful fishing-boats set forth, and a night, when only the
ditter of the lamps painted the gleaming water for a little distance, he saw the swans, their heads
tucked back impossbly into the centre of thelr backs scarcdy moving on the unruffled surface
as they dept into the night. The first sounds he heard soon after dawn through his wide-opened
windows were the whanging srokes of their powerful wings flying low across the misty water;
they flew in twos and threes, coming from their nets now building in the marshes beyond
Villeneuve. This, and the screaming of the gulls, usudly woke him. The summits of Savoy, on
the southern shore, wore pink and gold upon their heavy snows; the sharp air nipped; far in the
west a few stars peeped before they faded and in the distance he heard the faint, drum-like mutter
of a paddle-geamer, reminding him that he was in a tourist centre after dl, and that this was
busy, little, organised Switzerland.

But sometimes it was the beeting strokes of the invisble paddie-steamer that woke him, for it
seemed somehow a continuation of deams he could never properly remember. That he had been
dreaming busly every night of late he knew as surdly as tha he ingantly forgot these dreams.
That muffled, drumlike thud, coming nearer and nearer towards him out of the quiet distance,
had some connection—undecipherable as yet—with the curious, dry, rattling sound belonging to
the Wave. The two were so dissmilar, however, that he was unable to discover any theory that
could harmonise them. Nor, for that matter did he seek it. He merely registered a menta note, as
it were, in passing. The beating and the rattling were associated.

He chose a smdl and quiet hotel, as his liking was, and made himsdf comfortable, for he
might have sx weeks to wait for Sr William's tdegram, or even longer, if, as seemed likdy, the
summons came by post. And Montreux was a pleasant place in early spring, before the heat and
glare of summer scorched the people out of it towards the heights. He took long waks towards
the snow-line beyond Les Avants and Les Pl@ades, where presently the carpets of narcissus
would smother the fidds with white as though winter had returned to fling, indead of crysd
flakes, a hundred showers of white feathers upon the ground. He discovered paths that led into
the whispering woods of pine and chestnut. The young larches wore feathery green upon ther
crests, primroses shone on dopes where the grass was still pae and dead, snowdrops peeped out
besde the wooden fences, and here and there, shining out of the brown decay of last year's
leaves and thick ground-ivy, he found hepaticas. He had never fdt the spring so marvellous
before; it rose in awave of colour out of the sweet brown earth.



Though outwardly nothing of moment seemed to fill his days inwardy he was aware of big
events—maturing. There was this sense of gpproach, of preparation, of gathering. How inspid
externd events were dter dl, compared to the mass, the importance of interior changes A
change of heart, an dtered point of view, adecision taken—these were the big events of life.

Yet it was a pleasant thing to be a senior partner. Here by the quiet lake, stroking himsalf com:
placently, he fdt that life was very active, very dgnificant, as he wondered what the choice
would be. He rather hoped for Egypt, on the whole. He could look up Tony and the birds. They
could go after duck and snipe together adong the Nile He would, moreover, be quite an
important man out there. Pride and vanity rose in him, but unobserved. For the Wave was in this
too.

One dfternoon, late, he returned from a long scramble among icy rocks about the Dent de
Jaman, changed his clothes, and sat with a cigarette besde the open window, watching the
throng of people undernesth. In a steady sream they moved dong the front of the lake, ther
voices risng through the air, their feet producing a dull murmur as of weater. The lake was dill as
glass, gulls adeep on it in patches, and here and there a swan, looking like a bundle of dry white
paper, floated idly. Off-shore lay severd fishing-boats, becamed; and far beyond them, a
rowing-skiff broke the surface into two lines of widening ripples. They seemed floating in midair
agang the evening glow. The Savoy Alps formed a deep blue rampart, and the serrated battle-
ments of the Dent du Midi, full in the blaze of sunset, blocked the Rhone Valey far awvay with
its formidable barricade.

He watched the glow of approaching sunset with keen enjoyment; he sat back, lisgening to the
people's voices, the gentle lgp of the little waves, and the pleasant lasstude that follows upon
hard physicad exertion combined with the even pleasanter simulus of the tea to produce a dtate of
absolute contentment with the world.

Through the murmur of feet and voices, then, and from far across the water, stole out another
sound that introduced into his peaceful mood an eement of vague disquiet. He moved nearer to
the window and looked out. The steamer, however, was invisble the sea of shining haze
towards Geneva hid it dill; he could not see its outline. But he heard he echoless mutter of the
paddle—wheds, and he knew that it was coming nearer. Yet a firg it did not disurb him so
much as that, for a moment, he heard no other sound: the voices, the tread of feet, the screaming
of the gulls dl died away, leaving this single, distant beeting audible done—as though the entire
scenery combined to utter it. And, though no ordinary echo answered it, there seemed—or did he
fancy it?—a fant, interior response within himsdf. The blood in his veins went pulsng in
rhythmic unison with this remote hammering upon the water.

He leaned forward in his char, waching the people, ligening intently, amos as though he
expected something to happen, when immediately below him chance left a temporary gep in the
sream of pedestrians, and in this ggg—for a second merdly—a figure stood sharply defined, cut
off from the throng, set by itsdf, done. His eyes fixed ingantly upon its gppearance, movements,
attitude. Before he could think or reason he heard himsdlf exclam aoud:

‘Why—it s—

He stopped. The rest of the sentence remained unspoken. The words rushed down again. He
swalowed, and with a gulp he ended—as though the other pedestrians dl were men—

‘—awoman!’

The next thing he knew was that the cigarette was burning his fngers—had been burning them
for several seconds. The figure melted back into the crowd. The throng closed round her. His
eyes searched usdesdy; no space, no gap was visble the stream of people was continuous once



more. Almogt, it seemed, he had not redly seen hee—had merdly thought he—up againg the
background of his mind.

For ten minutes, longer perhaps, he sat by that open window with eyes fastened on the moving
crowd. His heart was beating oddly; his breath came rapidly. ‘She'll pass by presently again, he
thought; ‘she'll come back!” He looked dternately to the right and to the left, until, findly, the
gnking sun blazed too directly in his eyes for him to see a dl. The glare blurred everybody into
a snudged line of golden colour, and the faces became a series of atificid suns that mocked
him.

He did, then, an unusud thing—out of rhythm with his normd sdf,—he acted on impulse.
Kicking his dippers off he quickly put on a par of boots took his hat and tick, and went
downgtairs. There was no reflection in him; he did not pause and ak himsdf a sngle question;
he ran to join the throng of people, moved up and down with them, in and out, passing and re-
passng the same groups over and over again, but seeing no sgn of the particular figure he
sought so eagerly. She was dressed in black, he knew, with a black fur boa round her neck; she
was dim and rather tdl; more than that he could not say. But the poise and attitude, the way the
head sat on the shoulders, the tilt upwards of the chin—he was as postive of recognisng these as
if he had seen her close instead of a hundred yards away.

The sun was down behind the Jura Mountains before he gave up the search. Sunset dipped in-
sengbly into dusk. The throng thinned out quickly at the firs sign of chill. A dozen times he ex-
perienced the thrill—his heart suddenly arreted—of seeing her, but on each occason it proved
to be some one ese. Every second woman seemed to be dressed in black that afternoon, a loose
black boa round the neck. His eyes ached with the drain, the change of focus, the question that
burned behind and in them, the joy—the strange rich pain.

But haf, a least, of these dull people, he remembered, were birds of passage only; to-morrow
or the next day they would take the train. He said to himsdf a dozen times, ‘Once more to the
end and back again!’ For she, too, might be a bird of passage, leaving to-morrow or the next day,
leaving that very night, perhaps. The thought afflicted, goaded him. And on getting back to the
hotel he searched the Liste des Etrangers as eagerly as he had searched the crowded front—and
as usdlesdy, since he did not even know what name he hoped to find.

But later that evening a change came over him. He surprised some sense of humour: catching it
in the act, he dso surprised himsdf a litle—amiling & himsdf. The laughter, however, was
ggnificant. For it was just that restless intervd after dinner when he knew not what to do with
the hours until bedtime whether to St in his room and think and read, or to vist the principa
hotels in the hope of chance discovery. He was even consdering this wild-goose chase to
himself, when suddenly he redised that his course of procedure was entirely the wrong one.

This thing was going to hgppen anyhow, it was inevitable, but—it would happen in its own
time and way, and nothing he might do could hurry it. To hunt in this violent manner was to
ddlay its coming. To behave as usud was the proper way. It was then he smiled.

He crossed the hdl instead, and put his head in & the door of the little Lounge. Some Polish
people, with whom he had a bowing acquaintance, were in there smoking. He had seen them
enter, and the Lounge was 0 smdl that he could hardly st in their presence without some effort
at conversation. And, feding in no mood for this, he put his head past the edge of the glass door,
glanced round cardesdy as though looking for some one—then drew sharply back. For his heart
stopped dead an ingant, then beat furioudy, like a pison suddenly released. On the sofa, taking
camly to the Polish people, was—the figure. He recognised her ingtantly.



Her back was turned; he did not see her face. There was a vast excitement in him that seemed
beyond control. He seemed unable to make up his mind. He waked round and round the little
hadl examining intently the notices upon the wadls The excitement grew into tumult, as though
the meeting involved something of immense importance to his inmost sdf—his soul. It was
difficult to account for. Then a voice behind him sad, ‘There is a concert to-night. Radwan is
playing Chopin. There are tickets in the Bureau ill—if Monseur cares to go. He thanked the
gpesker without turning to show his face while another voice said passonady within him, ‘I
was wrong;, she is dim, but she is not o0 tdl as | thought’ And a minute later, without
remembering how he got there, he was in his room updairs, the door shut safely after him,
ganding before the mirror and gtaring into his own eyes. Apparently the indinct to see what he
looked like operated automaticaly. For he now remembered—redised—another thing. Facing
the door of the Lounge was a mirror, and their eyes had met. He had gazed for an ingant straight
into the kind and beautiful Eyes he had first seen twenty years ago—in the Wave.

His behaviour then became more normd. He did the little, obvious things that any man would
do. He took a clothes-brush and brushed his coat; he pulled his waistcoat down, straightened his
black tie, and smoothed his hair, poked his hanging wetch-chain back into its pocket. Then,
drawing a deep breath and compressing his lips, he opened the door and went downgairs. He
even remembered to turn off the dectric light according to hotd ingructions. ‘It's perfectly dl
right, he thought, as he reached the top of the gairs. “Why shouldn’t 1? There's nothing unusud
about it” He did not take the lift, he preferred action. Reaching the salon floor, he heard voices
in the hal bdow. She was dready leaving therefore, the brief vidt over. He quickened his pace.
There was not the dightest notion in him what he meant to say. It merdy struck him that—
idiotically—he had stayed longer in his bedroom than he redised;, too long; he might have
missed his chance. The thought urged him forward more rapidly again.

In the hdl—he seemed to be there without any intervd of time—he saw her going out; the
swinging doors were closng just behind her. The Polish friends, having sad good-bye, were
dready rigng pag him in the lift. A minute later he was in the street. He realised that, because he
felt the cool night air upon his cheeks. He was beside her—Ilooking down into her face.

‘May | see you back—home—to your hotd? he heard himsdf saying. And then the queer
voice—it must have been his own—added abruptly, as though it was dl he redly had to say:
Y ou haven't forgotten me redly. I'm Tommy—Tom Keverdon.’

Her reply, her gesture, what she did and showed of hersdf in a word, was as queer as in a
dream, yet s0 naurd tha it Smply could not have been otherwise: ‘Tom Keverdon! So it id
Fancy—you being herel’” Then: ‘Thank you very much. And suppose we wak; it's only a few
minutes—and quite dry.’

How trivial and commonplace, yet how wonderful!

He remembers that she said something to a coachman who immediaidy drove off that she
moved besde him on this Montreux pavement, that they went up-hill a little, and that, very soon,
a brilliant door of glass blazed in front of them, that she had said, ‘How gstrange that we should
meet agan like this. Do come and see me—any day—jud telephone. I'm daying some weeks
probably, —and he found himsdf ganding in the middle of the road, then waking wildly a a
rapid pace downhill, he knew not whither, that he was hot and breathless, that stars were shining,
and swans, like bundles of white newspaper, were adeep on the lake, and—that he had found
her.

He had walked and talked with Lettice. He bumped into more than one irate pedestrian before
he redisad it; they knew it better than he did, apparently. ‘It was Lettice Aylmer, Lettice. . .’ he



kept saying to himsdf. ‘I’ve found her. She shook hands with me. That was her voice, her touch,
her perfume. She's here—here in little Montreux—for several weeks. After adl these years Can
it be true—redly true a lag? She said | might telephone—might go and see her. She's glad to
see me—agan.’

How often he paced the entire length of the deserted front beside the lake he did not count: it
must have been many times, for the hotd door, which closed & midnight, was locked and the
night-porter let him in. He went to bed—if there was rose in the eastern sky and upon the
summits of the Dent du Midi, he did not notice it. He dropped into a haf-deep in which thought
continued but not wearingly. The excitement of his nerves relaxed, soothed and mothered by
something far grester than his senses, sronger than his rushing blood. This greaster Rhythm took
charge of him mogt comfortably. He fdl back into the mighty arms of something that was risng
irressibly—something inevitéble and hdf-familiar. 1t had long been gathering;, there was no
need to ask a thousand questions, no need to fight it anywhere. From the moment when he
glanced idly into the Lounge he had been aware of it. It had driven him downdairs without
reflection, as it had driven him dso uphill till the blazing door was reached. He amdt it, heard it,
saw it, touched it. It was the Wave.

Time cetainly proved its unredity that night; the hours seemed both endless and absurdly
brief. His mind flew round and round in a circle, lingering over every detal of the short
interview with a tumultuous pleasure that hid pain very thinly. He fet afrad, fdt himsdf on the
brink of plunging headlong into a gigantic whirlpool. Yet he wanted to plunge. . . . He would. . . .
Hehadto....Itwasirresstible.

He reviewed the scene, holding each detail forcibly ill, until the last ddlight had been sucked
out of it. At first he remembered next to nothing—a blur, a haze, the houses flying past him, no
feding of pavement under his feet, but only her voice saying nothing in particular, her touch, as
he sometimes drew involuntarily aganst her am, her eyes shining up a him. For her eyes
remained the chief impresson perhgps—so kind, so true, so very sweet and frank—soft Irish
eyes with something myserious and semi-eastern in them. The conversation seemed to have
entirely escaped recovery.

Then, one by one, he remembered things that she had said. Sentences offered themsdves of
their own accord. He flung himsdf upon them, trying to keep tight hold of their firs meaning—
before he filled them with dgnificance of his own. It was a desperate busness dtogether;
emotion digtorted her smple words so quickly. ‘1 was thinking of you only to-day. | had the
feding you were here. Curious, waan't it? He digtinctly remembered her saying this. And then
another sentence: * | should have known you anywhere; though, of course, you ye changed a lot.
But | knew your eyes. Eyes don't change much, do they? The meanings he read into these
ample phrases filled an hour a leest; he log entirdy their smple firg dgnificance. But this last
remark brought up another in its train. As the tram went past them she had raised her voice a
little and looked up into his face—it was just then they had cannonaded. People who like one
another dways cannonade, he reflected. And her remark—‘Ah, it comes back to me. You're so
very like your sster Mary. I've seen her severd times dince the days in Cavendish Square.
Theré sa grong family likeness.’

He didiked the last part of the sentence. Mary, besdes, had mentioned nothing; her rare letters
made no reference to it. The schooldays friendship had evaporated perhgps. This sent his
thoughts back upon the early trall of those distant months when Lettice was a a Finishing School
in France and he had kept that tragic Caendar. . . .



Ancther sentence interrupted them: ‘I had, oddly enough, been thinking of you this very
afternoon. |1 knew you the moment you put your head in a the door, but, tr the life of me, |
couldn’t get the name. All 1 got was “Tommy”!"” And only his sense of humour prevented the
obvious rgoinder, ‘1 wish you would aways cdl me that.’ It struck him sharply. Such tak could
have no pat in a meeting of this kind; the idea of flirtation was impossible, not even thought of.
Y et twice she had said, ‘1 was thinking of you only to-day!’

But other things came back as well. It was strange how much they had redly said to each other
in those few brief minutes. Next day he retraced the way and discovered that, even waking
quickly, it took him a good hdf hour; yet they had walked dowly, even leisurdy. But, try as he
would, he was unable to force deeper meanings into these other remarks that he recaled. She
was evidently pleased to see him, that at least was certain, for she had asked him to come and see
her, and she meant it. He remembered his reply, ‘I'll come to-morrom—may 17 and then
abruptly redised for the firg time that the plunge was taken. He fdt himsdf committed, sink or
swim. The Wave dready hed lifted him off hisfeet.

And it was on this his whirling thoughts came down to rest a last, and deep crept over him—
just as dawn was bresking. He fet himsdf in the ‘sea with Lettice, there was nothing he could
do, no course to choose, no decison to be made. Though married, she was somehow free—he
fdt it in her dtitude. That sense of fatdism known in boyhood took charge of him. The Wave
was rigng towards the moment when it must invariably bresk and fdl, and every impulse in him
risng in it without a shade of denid or resstance. It would hurt—the fal and bresk would cause
atrocious pain. But it was somewhere necessary to him. No atom of him held back or hestated.
For there was joy beyond it somehow—an intense and lasting joy, like the joy that belongs to
growth and development after accepted suffering.

Vagudy—not put into definite words—it was this he fdt, when a length deep took him. Yet
just before he dept he remembered two other little detalls, and amiled to himsdf as they rose
before his degpy mind, yet not undersanding exactly why he smiled: for he did not yet know her
name—and there was, of course, a husband.

CHAPTER IX

This resumption of a childhood's acquaintance that, by one a least, had been imaginaivey
coaxed into a relationship of ided character, a once took on a standing of its own. It Started as
from anew beginning.

Tom Keverdon did not forget the childhood part, but he neglected it at fird. It was as if he met
now for the fird time—a woman who charmed him beyond anything known before; he longed
for her; that he had longed for her subconscioudy these twenty years dipped somehow or other
out of memory. With it dipped dso those drange corroborative details that imaginaion had
clung to s tenacioudy during the intervd. The Whiff the Sound, the other par of Eyes, the
shuffling feet, the joy that cloaked the sngular prophecy of pain—dl these if not entirdy
forgotten, ceased to intrude themsdves. Even when looking into her clear, dark eyes, he no
longer quite redised them as the ‘eastern eyes of his dim, dim dream; they belonged to a
woman, and a married woman, whom he desred with body, heart and soul. Cam introspection
was impossble, he could only fed, and fed intensdy. He could not fuse this girl and woman into
one continuous picture each was a fragment of some much older, larger picture. But this larger
canvas he could never visudise successfully. It was coloured, radiant, gorgeous, it blazed as with



gold, a gold of sun and gars. But the grain of effort caused rupture ingtantly. The vaster memory
escaped him. He was conscious of reserve.

The comedy of tdephoning to a name he did not know was obviaied next morning by the
ariva of a note ‘Dear Tom Keverdon, it began, and was signed ‘Yours, Lettice Jaretzka.' It
invited him to come up for déeuner in her hotd. He went. The luncheon led naturdly to a wak
together afterwards, and then to other luncheons and other walks, to evening rows upon the lake,
and to excursgons into the surrounding country. . . . They had tea together in the lower mountain
inns, picked flowers, photographed one another, laughed, talked and sat Side by side a concerts
or in the litle Montreux cinema thegtre. It was al as easy and naturd as any innocent
companionship well could be—because it was so deep. The foundations were of such solid
grength that nothing on the surface trembled. . . . Madame de Jaretzka was well known in the
hotel—she came annudly, it seemed, about this time and made a lengthy stay,—but no breath of
anything untoward could ever be connected with her. He, too, was accepted by one and dl, no
glances came their way. He was her friend: that was gpparently enough. And though he desired
her, body, heart and soul, he was quick to redise that the firs named in the trio had no rdle to
play. Something in her, something of attitude and amosphere, rendered it inconceivable. The
reserve he was conscious of lay very deep in him; it lay in her too. There was a fence, a barrier
he must not, could not pass—both recognised it. Being a man, romance for him drew some
tendril doubtless from the credtive physcd, but the shade of passng disgppointment, if it
exiged, was renounced as indantly as recognised. Yet he was not aware a firg of any
incompleteness in her. He fdt only a bigger thing. There seemed something in this smple
woman tha bore him to the sars For smple she undoubtedly was not in the way of
shalowness, but because her nature seemed a harmony with itsdf: uncomplex, naturd, frank
and open, and with an unconventiona cardessness that did no evil for the reason that she
thought and meant none. She could do things that must have made an ordinary worldly woman
the centre of incessant talk and scandal. There was, indeed, an extraordinary innocence about her
that perturbed the judgment, somewhat baffling it. Whereas with many women it might have
roused the suspicion of being a pose, an dfectaion, with her, Tom fdt, it was a genuine
innocence, beyond words ddightful and refreshing. And it arose, he soon discovered, from the
fact that, being good and true hersdf, she thought everybody else was adso good and true. This he
redised before two days intercourse had made it seem as if they had been bgether dways and
were made for one another. Something bigger and higher than he had ever felt before dirred in
him for this woman, whom he thought of now invariably as Madame de Jaretzka, rather than as
Lettice of his younger dream. If she woke something nobler in him that had dept, he did not
labd it as such: nor, if a portion of his younger dream was fulfilling itsdf before his eyes, in a
finer sat of terms, did he think it out and set it down in definite words. There was this intense and
intimate familiarity between them both, but somehow he did not cal it by these names. He just
thought her wonderful—and longed for her. The reserve began to trouble him. . . .

‘It s sweet,” she said, ‘when rea people come together—find each other.’

‘Agan, headded. ‘Y ou left that out. For I’ ve never forgotten—all these years.

She laughed. ‘Wel, I'll tdl you the truth, she confessed frankly. ‘I hadn't forgotten ether; |
often thought of you and wondered—’

‘What | was like now?

‘What you were doing, where you were, she said. ‘I aways knew what you were like. But |
often wondered how far on you had got.’

“You had no news of me?



‘None. But | aways bdieved you' d do something big in the world.’

Something in her voice or manner made it wholly naturd for him to tell her of his boyhood
love. He mentioned the Wave and wavy feding, the nightmare too, but when he tried to go
beyond that, something checked him; he fdt a sudden shyness. It ‘sounds s0 slly, was his
thought. ‘But | aways know a red person,’ he said doud, ‘anybody who's going to be red in my
life, they dways arive on a wave, as it were My wavy feding announces them.” And the
interest with which she responded prevented his regretting having made his confesson.

‘Its an indinct, | think, she agreed, ‘and indincts are meant to be listened to. I've had
something smilar, though with me it's not a wave’ Her voice grew dower, she made a pause;
when he looked up—her eyes were gazing across the lake as though in a moment of sudden
absent-mindedness. . . . ‘And what's yours? he asked, wondering why his heart was bedting as
though something painful was to be disclosed.

‘| see a dream,” she went on dowly, Hill gazing away from him across the expanse of shining
water, ‘a flowing stream—with faces on it. They float down with the current. And when | see
one | know it's somebody rea—red to me. The unred faces are dways on the bank. | pass them
by.

“You've seen mine? he asked, unable to hide the eagerness. ‘ My face?

‘Often, yes,” shetold him amply. ‘I dream it usudly, | think: but it's quite vivid.’

‘And isthat al?You just see the faces floating down with the current?

‘Ther€ s one other thing,” she answered, ‘if you'll promise not to laugh.’

‘Oh, | won't laugh,’ he assured her. ‘I'm awfully interested. It's no funnier than my Wave,
anyhow.’

‘They’'re faces | have to save’ she said. ‘Somehow I'm meant to rescue them.” In what way
she did not know. ‘Just keep them above water, | suppose!’” And the smile in her face gave place
to a graver look. The stream of faces was red to her in the way his Wave was red. There was
meaning in it. ‘Only three weeks ago,” she added, ‘I saw you like that.” He asked where it was,
and she told him Warsaw. They compared notes, they had been in the town together, it turned
out. Their outer paths had been converging for some time, then.

‘Why—did you leave? he asked suddenly. He wanted to ask why she was there a al, but
something stopped him.

‘I usudly come here) she sad quidly, ‘about this time. It's restful. Ther€'s peace in these
quiet hills above the town, and the lake is soothing. | get strength and courage here!’

He glanced a her with asonishment a moment. Behind the smple language another meaning
flashed. There was a look in the g/es, a hint in the voice that betrayed her. . . . He waited, but she
sad no more. Not that she wished to conced, but that she did not wish to spesk of something.
Warsaw meant pain for her, she came here to rest, to recuperate after a time of sress and
struggle, he fdt. And looking a the face he recognised for the firs time that behind its quiet
grength there lay degp pain and sadness, yet accepted pain and sadness conquered, a suffering
she had turned to sweetness. Without a particle of proof, he yet fdt sure of this. And an immense
repect woke in him. He saw her saving, rescuing others, regardless of hersdf: he fdt the
floating faces red; the sream was life—her life. . . . And, sde by side with the deep respect, the
bigger, higher impulse dirred in him again. Name it he could not: it just came it dole into him
like some rare and exquisite new fragrance, and it came from her. . . . He saw her far above him,
sooping down from a higher level to reach him with her little hand. . . . He knew a yearning to
climb up to he—a sudden and searching yearning in his soul. ‘She's come back to fetch me’ ran
across his mind before he redised it; and suddenly his heart became so light that he thought he



had never fdt such happiness before. Then, before he redised it, he heard himsdf saying
adoud—from his heart:

“You do me an awful lot of good—redly you do. | fed better and happier when I'm with you. |
fed—' He broke off, aware that he was taking rather foolishly. Yet the boyish utterance was
honest she did not think it foolish gpparently. For she replied a once, and without a sgn of
lightness

‘Do 1? Then | mustin't leave you, Tom!’

‘Never!” he exclamed impetuoudly.

‘Until I’'ve saved you.” And thistime she did not laugh.

She was dill looking away from him across the water, and the tone was quiet and unaccented.
But the words rang like a cdlarion in his mind. He turned; she turned too: their eyes met in a brief
but penetrating gaze. And for an ingant he caught an expresson that frightened him, though he
could not understand its meaning. Her beauty struck him like a sheet of fire—al over. He saw
gold about her like the soft fire of the southern stars. With any other woman, a any other time,
he would—but the thought utterly denied itsdf before it was haf completed even. It sank back as
though ashamed. There was something in her that made it ugly, out of rhythm, undesirable, and
undesired. She would not respond—she would not understand.

In its place another blazed up with that drange, big yearning at the back of it, and though he
gazed at her as a man gazes & a woman he needs and asks for, her quiet eyes did not lower or
turn asde. The chegper feding ‘I'm not worthy of you,” took in his case a stronger form: ‘I'll be
better, bigger, for you. And then, so gently it might have been a mother's action, she put her
hand on his with firm pressure, and left it lying there a moment before she withdrew it again. Her
long white glove, ill fastened about the wridt, was flung back so that it left he pam and fingers
bare, and the touch of the soft skin upon his own was marvelous, yet he did not attempt to seize
it, he made no movement in return. He kept control of himsdf in a way he did not understand.
He just sat and looked into her face. There was an entire absence of response from her—in one
sense. Something poured from her eyes into his very soul, but something beautiful, uplifting.
This new yearning emation rose through him like a wave, bearing him upwards. . . . At the same
time he was vaguely aware of alack aswdll . . . of something incomplete and unawakened. . . .

Thank you—for saying tha,’ he was murmuring; ‘I shdl never forget it'; and though the
suppressed passon changed the tone and made it tremble even, he held himsdf as rigid as a
datue. It was she who moved. She leaned nearer to him. Like a flower the wind bends on its
graceful Ak, her face floated very softly againg his own. She kissed him. It was dl very swift
and sudden. But, though exquiste, it was not a woman's kiss. . . . The same ingant she was
gtting sraight again, gazing across the blue lake beow her.

“You'redill aboy,” she sad, with alittle innocent laugh, ‘ till awonderful, big boy.’

“Your boy,” hereturned. ‘| dways have been.’

There was deep, deep joy in his heat, it lifted him above the world—with her. Yet with the joy
there was this faint touch of disgppointment too.

‘But, | say—ign't it awfully srange? he went on, words faling him absurdly. ‘It's very
wonderful, thisfriendship. It's so natural.” Then he began to flush and sammer.

In an even tone of voice she answered: ‘It's wonderful, Tom, but it's not strange’ And agan
he was vagudy aware tha something which might have made her words yet more convincing
was not there.

‘But I've gt that curious feding—I could swear it's al happened before’ He moved closer as
he spoke; her dress was actudly againgt his coat, but he could not touch her. Something made it



impossible, wrong, a fase, even a petty thing. It would have taken away the kiss. ‘Have you?' he
asked aoruptly, with an intengty that seemed to datle her, ‘have you got that feding of
familiarity too?

And for amoment in the middle of their talk they both, for some reason, grew very thoughtful.

‘It had to be—perhaps,’ $e answered smply a little later. “We are both red, so | suppose—
yes, it hasto be’

There was the definite feding that both spoke of a bigger thing that neither quite understood.
Their eyes searched, but their hearts searched too. There was a gap in her that somehow must be
filled, Tom fdt. . . . They sared long a one another. He was close upon the missng thing—
when suddenly she withdrew her eyes. And with that, as though a wave had swept them together
and passed on, the conversation abruptly changed its key. They fdl to taking of other things.
The man in him was again aware of disgppointmen.

The change was quite natura, nothing forced or awkward about it. The sgnificance had gone
its way, but the results remained. They were in the ‘seal together. It ‘had to be’ As from the
beginning of the world they belonged to one another, each for the other—red. There was nothing
about it of a text-book ‘love &ffar,” absolutdy nothing. Deeper far than a passond reationship,
guiltless of any fruit of mere propinquity, the foundations of the sudden intimacy were as ancient
as immovable. The inevitable touch lay in it. And Tom knew this partly confirmed, a any rate,
by the emotion in him when she sad ‘my boy, for the term woke no annoyance, conveyed 1o
lightness. Yet there was a flavour of disgppointment in it somewhere—something of necessary
vaue tha he missed in her. . . . To a man in love it must have sounded superior, contemptuous:
wheress to him it sounded merely true. He was her boy. This mother-touch was in her. To care,
to cherish, somehow even to rescue, she had come to find him out—again. She had come back. .
.. It was thus, at firg, he fdt it. From somewhere above, beyond the place where he now stood in
life, she had ‘come back, come down, to fetch him.” She was further on than he was. He longed
to stand beside her. Until he did so . . . this gap in her must prevent absolute union. On both sides
it was not entirdy naturd asyet. . . . Thought grew confused in him.

And, though he could not understand, he accepted it as inevitable. The joy, moreover, was so
urgent and uprising, that it smothered a delicate whisper that yet came with it—that the process
involved aso—pain. Though aware, from time to time, of this vague uneasiness, he easly
brushed it asde It was the merest gossamer-thread of warning that with each recurrent
gppearance became more tenuous, until findly it ceased to make its presencefdt a dl. .

In the entire affar of this sudden intercourse he fdt the Wave, yet the Wave, though steadily
risng, ceased to make its presence too conscioudy known; the Whiff, the Sound, the Eyes
seemed equdly forgotten: that is, he did not redise them. He was living now, and introspection
was a wade of time, living too intensdy to reflect or analyse. He felt swept onwards upon a tide
that was greater than he could manage, for indead of swimming conscioudy, he was borne and
caried with it. There was certainly no atempt to sem. Life was rigng. It rushed him forwards
too delicioudy to think. . . .

He began asking himsdf the old eterna question ‘Do | love? Am | in love—at last, then? . . .
Some time passed, however, before he redlised that he loved, and it was in a sudden, curious way
that this redisation came. Two little words conveyed the truth—some days later, as they were at
tea on the verandah of her hotd, watching the sunset behind the blue line of the Jura Mountains.
He had been taking about himsdf, his engineering prospects—rather proudly—nhis partnership
and the letter he expected daly from Sr William. ‘I hope it will be Assouan, he sad, ‘I've
never been in Egypt. I'm awfully keen to see it” She said she hoped s0 too. She knew Egypt



well: it enchanted, even enthrdled her: ‘familiar as though I'd lived there dl my life A change
comes over me, | become a different person—and a much older one not physcdly, she
explained with a curious dhy gaze a him, ‘but in the sense that | fed a longer pedigree behind
me.’ She gave the little laugh that so often accompanied her significant remarks. ‘I dways think
of the Nile asthe “stream” where | see the floating faces’

They went on chaiting for some minutes about it. Tom asked if she had met his cousn out
there; yes, she remembered vagudy a Mr. Windowe coming to tea on her dahabieh once, but it
was only when he described Tony more closdy that she recdled him postively. ‘He interested
me,’ she sad then: ‘he taked wildly, but rather picturesquely, about what he cdled the “spird
movement of life” or something” ‘He goes after birds’ Tom mentioned. ‘Of course’ she
replied, ‘1 remember digtinctly now. It was something about the flight of birds that introduced the
spird part of it. He had a good ded in him, that man,” she added, ‘but he hid it behind a lot of
nonsense—amost purposdly, | felt.

‘That's Tony dl over, Tom assented, ‘but he's a rare good sort and I'm awfully fond of him.
He's“red” in our sensetoo, | think.’

She sad then very dowly, as though her thoughts were far away in Egypt a the moment: ‘Yes,
| think heis. I’ ve seen hisface too.’

‘Hoating down, you mean—or on the bank?

‘Hoating,” she answered. ‘I'm sure | have’

Tom laughed happily. ‘Then you've got him to rescue too, he sad. ‘But, remember, if we're
both drowning, | come firgt.’

She looked into his face and smiled her answer, touching his fingers with her hand. And again
it was not awoman' s touch.

‘He was in Warsaw, too, a few weeks ago, Tom went on, ‘so we were al three there together.
Rather odd, you know. He was ski-ing with me in the Carpathians; and he described thelr
meeting a Zakopané after the long interva since boyhood. ‘He told me about you in Egypt, too,
now | come to think of it. He mentioned the dahabieh, but cdled you a Russan—yes, |
remember now,—and a Russan Princess into the bargain. Evidently you made less impression
on Tony than—'

It was then he stopped as though he had been struck. The idle conversation changed. He heard
her interrupting words from a curious distance. They fdl like particles of ice upon his heart.

‘Polish, of course, not Russan, she mentioned casudly, ‘but the rest is right, though | never
usethetide. My husband, in his own country, isa Prince, you see.

Something reded in him, then indantly righted itsdf. For a moment he fdt as though the
freedom of their intercourse had received a shock that blighted it. The words, ‘my husband,
gruck chill and ominous into his heart. The recovery, however—amost smultaneous—showed
him that both the freedom and the intercourse were right and unashamed. She gave him nothing
that belonged to any other: she was loyad and true to that other as she was loyd and true to
himsdf. Ther reationship was high aove mere passond intrigue it could exis—in the way
she knew it, fdt it—side by side with that other one, before that other one s very eyes, if need be.
. . . He saw it true he saw it innocent as daylight. . . . For what he felt was somehow this the
woman in her was not his, but more than that—it was not any one's. It till lay dormant. . . .

If there was a momentary confusion in his own mind, there was none, he fdt pogtive, in hers.
The two words that struck him such a blow, she uttered as lightly, innocently, as the rest of the
talk between them. Indeed, had that other—even in thought Tom preferred the paraphrase—been
present, she would have introduced them to each other then and there. He heard her saying the



little phrases even ‘My husband, and, ‘This is Tom Kedverdon whom I've loved since
childhood.’

Nothing brought more home to him the high innocence, the purity and sweetness of this
woman than the reflections that flung after one another in his mind as he redised tha his hope of
her being a widow was not judified, and a the same moment that he dedred exclusve
possession of her—that he was definitely in love.

Tha she was unaware of any discovery, even if she divined the sorm in him a dl, was clear
from the way she went on spesking. For, while dl this flashed through his mind, she added
quigly: ‘He is in Warsaw now. He—lives there. | go to him for pat of every year” To which
Tom heard his voice reply something as natural and commonplace as‘Yes—I see’

Of the hundred pregnant questions that presented themsdves, he did not ask a single one not
that he lacked the courage so much as tha he fdt the right was—not yet—his. Moreover, behind
her quiet words he divined a tragedy. The suffering that had become sweetness in her face was
haf explained, but the full reveaion of it belonged to ‘that other’ and to hersdf done. It had
been their secret, he remembered, for at least fifteen years.



CHAPTER X

Yet, knowing himsdf in love, he was able to set his house in order. Confuson disgppeared. With
the method and thoroughness of his character he looked things in the face and put them where
they belonged. Even to wake up to an untidy room was an afliction. He might arrive in a hotd at
midnight, but he could not deep until his trunks were empty and everything in its place. In such
outer detalls the intendity of his nature showed itsdf: it was the intengity, indeed, that compelled
the orderliness.

And the morning after this conversation, he woke up to an ordered mind—thoughts and
emotions in their proper places where he could see and lay his hand upon them. The strength and
weekness of his temperament betrayed themsdves plainly here, for the security that pedantic
order brought precluded the perspective of a larger vison. This careful labeling enclosed him
within somewhét rigid fences.

To ingg upon this precise ticketing had its perilous corollary; the entire view—perspective,
proportion, vison—was lost Sght of.

‘I'm in love she's beautiful, body, mind and soul. She's high above me, but I'll climb up to
where she is” This was his morning thought, and the thought that accompanied him al day long
and every day until the moment came to separate again. . . . She's a married woman, but her
husband has no clam on her’ Somehow he was postive of that; the husband had forfeited dl
clam to her; details he did not know; but she was free; she did no wrong.

In imagination he furmnished plausble detals from sensaiona experiences life had shown him.
These may have been right or wrong; possbly the husband had ill-treated, then deserted her; they
were separated possbly, though—she had told him this—there were no children to complicate
the dtuation. He made his guesses. . . . There was a duty, however, that she would not, did not
neglect: in fulfilment of its dam she went to Warsaw every year. Wha it was, of course, he did
not know; but this thought and the emotions caused by it, he put away into their proper places, he
asked no questions of her; the matter did not concern him redly. The shock experienced the day
before was the shock of redisang tha—he loved. Those two sgnificant words had suddenly
shown it to him. The order of his life was changed. ‘She is essentid to me; | am essentid to her’
But ‘She's dl the world to me; involved equdly ‘I'm dl the world to her.” The sense of his own
importance was enormoudly increased. The Wave surged upwards with a sudden leap. .

There was one thing lacking in this love, perhaps, though he hardly noticed it—the eement of
aurprise. Ever since childhood he had suspected this would happen. The love was predestined,
and in 0 far seemed a ddiberate affar, pedestrian, dmost cam. This sense of the inevitable
robbed it of that amazing unearthly glamour which seds upon those who love for the firg time,
taking them ddicioudy by surprise He saw her beautiful, and probably she was, but her beauty
was familiar to him. He had come up with the childhood dream, and in coming up with it he
recognised it. It seemed thus somewhat. . . . But her mind and soul were beautiful too, only these
were more beautiful than he had dreamed. In that lay surprise and wonder too. There was
genuine magic here, discovery and exhilarating novelty. He had not caught up with that. The
love as a whole, however, was expected, naurd. It was inevitable The familiarity done
remained strange, a flavour of the uncanny about it dmost—yet certainly red.

And these things aso he tried to face and label, though with less success. To bring order into
them was beyond his powers. She had outstripped him somehow in her soul, but had come back
to fetch him—aso to get something for hersdf she lacked. The rest was oddly familiar: it had
happened before. It was about to happen now again, but on a higher leve; only before it could



happen completely he must overteke her. The spird idea lay in it somewhere. But the Wave
contained and drove it. . . . His mind was not supple; andogy, that spiritua solvent, did not help
him. Yet the fact remained that he somehow visudised the thing in picture form; a risng wave
bore them charging up the spird curve to a point whence they both looked down upon a passage
they had made before. She was dways a little in front of him, beyond him. But when the Wave
findly broke they would rush together—become one . . . there would be pain, but joy would
follow.

And during dl ther subsequent happy days of companionship this one thing done marred his
supreme contentment—this sense of dusiveness, that while he hed her she yet dipped between
his fingers and escgped. He loved; but whereas to most men love brings a feding of findity and
rest, as of a search divindy ended, to Tom came the feding that his seerch was merdly resumed,
or, indeed, had only Just begun. He had not come into full possesson of this woman: he had only
found her. . . . She was deep; her deceptive smplicity hid surprises from him much—and it was
the greater part—he could not understand. Only when he came up with that would possesson be
complete. Not that she sad or did a single thing that suggested this, she was not udve of set
purpose; she was entirely guiltless of any desre to hold back a fraction of hersdf, and to concedl
was as foreign to her nature as to play with him but that some pat of her hung high above his
reach, and that he, knowing this, admitted a subtle pain behind the joy. ‘I can't get a her—quite,’
he put it to himsdf. * Some part of her is not mine yet—doesn't belong to me.

He thought chiefly, that is, of his own possible disabilities rather than of hers.

‘I often wonder why we ve come together like this’ he sad once, as they lay in the shade of a
larch wood above Corvaux and looked towards the snowy summits of Savoy. ‘What brought us
together, | mean? There's something mysterious about it to me

‘God, she sad quietly. ‘You needed me. You've been lonely. But you'll never be londy
agan.’

Her introduction of the Deity into a conversation did not displesse. Fate, or any smilar word,
could have teken its place; she merdly conveyed her sense that their coming together was right
and inevitable. Moreover, now that she sad it, he recognised the fact of londiness—that he
adways had been lonely, but that it was no longer possble. He fdt like a boy and spoke like a
boy. She had come to look after, care for him. She asked nothing for hersdf. The thought gave
him a sharp and sudden pang.

‘But my love means alot to you, doesn't it? he asked tenderly. ‘1 mean, you need me too?

‘Everything, Tom, she told him softly. He was conscious of the mother in her, as though the
mother overshadowed the woman. But while he loved it, the tinge of resentment gtill remained.

‘“You couldn’t do without me, could you? He took the hand she placed upon his knee and
looked up into her quiet eyes. *You'd be londy too if—I went?

For a moment she gazed down a him and did not answer; he was aware of both the pain and
sweetness in her face; an intervd of thoughtfulness again descended on them both: then a great
tenderness came welling up into her eyes as she answered dowly: “You couldn't go, Tom. You
couldn’'t leave me ever.

Her hand was on his shoulder, dmost about his neck as she sad it, and he came in closer, and
before he knew what he was doing his face was buried in her lgp. Her hand stroked his hair.
Twenty-five years dropped from him—he was a child again, a little boy, and she, in some divine,
hdf-impersond sense he could not understand, was mothering him. No foolish feding of shame
came with it; the mood was too sudden for andysis, it passed away swiftly too; but he knew, for
a brief second, al the sensations of a restless and dissatisfied boy who needed above al ese—



comfort: the comfort that only an inexhaugtible mother-love could give. . . . And this love poured
from her in a flood. Till now he had never known it, nor known the need of it. And because it
had been curioudy lacking he suddenly wondered how he had done without it. A srange sense
of tears rose in his heart. He fet pain and tragedy somewhere. For there was another thing he
wanted from her too. . . . Through the sparkle of his joy peeped out that familiar, strange, rich
pain, but so swiftly he hardly recognised it. It withdrew again. It vanished.

‘But you couldn’t leave me ether, could you? he asked, gStting erect agan. He made a
movement as though to draw her head down upon his shoulder in the protective way of a man
who loves, but—he could not do it. It was curious. She did nothing to prevent, only somehow the
position would be a fase one. She did not need him in that way. He was not yet big enough to
protect. It was she who protected him. And when she answered the same second, the familiar
sentence flashed across his mind again: * She has come back to fetch me’

‘I shdl never, never leave you, Tom. We're together for aways. | know it absolutely.” The girl
of seventeen, the unawakened woman who was desred, the mother who thought not of
hersdf,—adl three spoke in those quiet words, but with them, too, he was aware of this dusive
other thing he could not name. Perhaps her eyes conveyed it, perhgps the pain and sweetness in
the little face so close above his own. She was bending over him. He looked up. And over his
heart rushed agan that intolerable yearning—the yearning to stand where she sood, far, far
beyond him, yet with it the certainty that pain must attend the effort. Until that pain, that effort
were accomplished, she could not entirdly belong to him. He had to win her yet. Yet dso he had
to teach her something. . . . Meanwhile, in the act of protecting, mothering him she must use
pain, asto alearning child. Ther love would gain completeness only thus

Y et in words he could not approach it; he knew not how to.

‘I's a drange relationship, he stammered, conceding, as he thought, the deep emoctions that
perplexed him. ‘The world would misundersand it utterly.” She smiled, nodding her heed. ‘I
wish—' he added, ‘I mean it comes to me sometimes—that you don't need me quite as | need
you. You're my whole life, you know—now.’

‘You're growing imagindive, Tom, she teased him amilingly. Then, catching the earnest
expression in his face, she added: ‘My life has been very full, you see, and I've dways had to
gtand aone. There' s been so much for me to do that I’ ve had no time to fedl loneliness perhaps.’

‘Rescuing the other floating faces!’

A dight tinge of a new emotion dipped through his mind, something he had never felt before,
yet so faint he could not even recgpture it, much less wonder whether it were jedousy or envy. It
rose from the depths, it vanished into him again. . . . Besdes, he saw that she was amiling; the
teasng mood that so often baffled him was upon her; he heard her give that passng laugh that
amost ‘kept guessing,” asthe Americans say, whether shewasin play or earnest.

‘I's worth doing, anyhow—rescuing the floaing faces’ she sad: ‘worth living for” And she
half closed her eyes s0 that he saw her as a girl again. He saw her as she had been even before he
knew her, as he used to see her in his dream. It was the dream-eyes that peered a him through
long, thick lashes. They looked down a him. He fet caught away to some remote, strange place
and time. He was aware of gold, of colour, of a hotter blood, afiercer sunlight. .

And the sense of familiarity became suddenly very red; he knew what she was going to say,
how he would answer, why they had come together. It dl flashed near, yet ill just beyond his
reach. He amogt understood. They had been sde by sde like this before, not in this actud place,
but somewhere—somewhere that he knew intimately. Her eyes had looked down into his own
precisely 0, long, long ago, yet a the same time strangely near. There was a perfume, a little



ghodly perfume—it was the Whiff. It was gone ingantly, but he had tagted it. . . . A veil drew
up. . . . He saw, he knew, he remembered—almost. . . . Another second and he would capture the
meaning of it dl. Another moment and it would reved itsdf—then, suddenly, the whole
sensation vanished. He had missed it by the minutest fraction in the world, yet missed it utterly.
It left him confused and baffled.

The vel was down again, and he was taking with Madame Jaretzka, the Lettice Aylmer of his
boyhood days. Such moments of the déja-vu leave bewilderment behind them, like the effect of
sudden change of focusin the eye; and with the bewilderment a sense of insecurity aswell.

‘Yes, he sad haf dreamily, ‘and you've rescued a lot dready, haven't you? as though he il
followed in speech the direction of the vanished emotion.

“You know that, Tom? she enquired, raising her eydids, thusfinaly restoring the normd.

He stammered raher: ‘I have the feding—that you're dways doing good to some one
somewhere. Thereé's something ‘—he searched for a word—'impersona about you—amost.’
And he knew the word was nearly right, though found by chance. It included ‘un-physcd, the
word he did not like to use. He did not want an angd’s love; the spiritud, to him, rose from the
physical, and was not gpart from it. He was not in heaven yet, and had no wish to be. He was on
eath; and everything of vdue—love, above dl—mugt sporing from eath, or dse reman
incomplete, insecure, ineffective even.

And again a tiny dart of pain shot through him. Yet he was glad he sad it, for it was true. He
liked to face what hurt him. To face it wasto get it over. . . .

But she was laughing again gently to hersdf, though certainly not & him. ‘Wha were you
thinking aout so long? she asked. ‘You've been dlent for severd minutes and your thoughts
were fir away.” And as he did not reply immediately, she went on: ‘If you go to Assouan you
musin't fal into reveries like that or you'll leave holes in the dam, or whaever your engineering
work is—Tom!’

She spoke the name with a sudden emphasis that startled him. It was acall.

‘Yes hesad, looking up at her. He was emerging from a dream.

‘Come back to me. | don't like your going away in that strange way—rforgetting me.

‘Ah, | likethat. Say it again, he returned, a degper notein hisvoice.

“Y ou were away—weren't you?

‘Perhaps,’ he said dowly. ‘I can't say quite. | was thinking of you, wherever | was” He went
on, holding her eyes with a deady gaze “A curious feding came over me like—like heat and
light. You seemed so familiar to me dl of a sudden that | fdt | had known you ages and ages. |
was trying to make out where—it was—She dropped her eyelids again and peered a him, but no
longer smiling. There was a serner expresson in her face. The lips curved a moment in a new
drange way. The ar seemed to waver an indant between them. She peered down a him as
throughamid. . ..

‘There—like that!” he exclamed passonatdy. ‘Only | wish you wouldn't. Theré's something |
don't like about it. It hurts—and the same minute felt ashamed, as though he had said a foolish
thing. It had come out in spite of himsaf.

‘Then | won't, Tom—if youll promise not to go away again. | was thinking of Egypt for a
second—I don't know why.’

But he did not laugh with her; his face kept the graver expression 4ill.

It changes you—rather oddly,” he sad quietly, ‘that lowering of the eydids. | can't say why
exactly, but it makes you look—Eagtern” Agan he had sad a foolish thing. A kind of sodl
seemed over him.



‘Irish eyed’ he heard her saying. ‘They sometimes look like that, I’'m told. But you promise,
don’'t you?

‘Of course | promise” he answered bluntly enough, because he meant it. ‘I can never go away
from you because—he turned and looked very hard & her a moment—' because there's
something in you | need in my very soul, he went on earneslly, ‘yet that dways escgpes me. |
can't get hold of—all of you.’

And though she refused his very earnest mood, she answered with obvious sincerity a once.
‘That's as it should be, Tom. A man tires of a woman the moment he gets to the end of her.” She
gave her little laugh and touched his hand. ‘Perhgps that's what I'm meant to teach you. When
you know dl of me—’

‘1 shdl never know dl of you, said Tom.

‘“You never will,; she replied with meaning, ‘for | don't even know it al mysdf’ And as she
sad it, he thought he had never seen anything so beautiful in dl the world before, for the breeze
caught her long gauzy veil of blue and tossed it across her face so that the eyes seemed gazing at
him from a digance, but a digance that had height in it. He fet her above him, beyond him, on
this height, a height he must climb before he could know complete possession.

‘By Jove!” hethought, ‘isn'tit risng just!” For the Wave was under them tremendoudy.

April meanwhile had dipped into May, and their dally companionship had become the most
naurd thing in the world, when the tedegram arrived that threatened to interrupt the ddightful
intercourse. But it was not the tedegram Tom expected. Neither Greece nor Egypt clamed his
talents yet, for the contracts both a Assouan and Salonica were postponed until the autumn, and
the routine of a senior partner’s life in London was to be his immediate fate. He brought her the
news a once they discussed it together in dl its details and as intimady as though it affected
ther joint lives amilaly. His firg thought was to run and tak it over with her; hers, how the
change might influence their intercourse, their present and their future. Ther redionship was
now established in this solid, naturd way. He told her everything as a son might tell his mother:
ghe asked questions, counselled, made suggestions as a woman whose loving care consdered his
welfare and his happiness before dl ese.

However, it brought no threatened interruption after al—involved, indeed, less of separation
than if he had been cadled away as they expected: for though he must go to London that same
week, she would shortly follow him. *‘And if you go to Egypt in the autumn, Tom'—she smiled
a the way they influenced the future nearer to the heart's desre—'I may go with you. | could
make my arrangements accordingly—take my holiday out there earlier instead of here as usud in
the spring.’

The days passed quickly. Her first duty was to return to Warsaw; she would then follow him to
London and hep him with his fla. No man could choose furniture and carpets and curtains
properly. They discussed the details with the enthusasm of children: she would come up severd
times a wesk from her bungdow in Kent and make sure that his wall-papers did not clash with
the generd scheme. Brown was his colour, he told her, and dways had been. It was the dominant
shade of her eyes as wdl. He made her promise to stand-in the rooms with her eyes opened very
wide 0 that there could be no mistake, and they laughed over the picture happily.

She came to the train, and dthough he declared vehemently that he didiked ‘being seen off’ he
was secretly ddighted. ‘One says such dglly things merdy because one feds one must say
something. And those slly things remain in the memory out of dl proportion to their vdue’ But
she indsted. ‘Good-byes are dways serious to me, Tom. One never knows. | want to see you to



the vary lag minute’ She had this way of making him fed little things sgnificant with Fate. But
another little thing dso was in dore for him. As the tran moved dowly out he noticed some
letters in her hand; and one of them was addressed to Warsaw. The name legped up and stung
him—Jaretzka. A spasm of pain shot through him. She was leaving in the morning, he knew. . . .

‘Write to me from Warsaw,” he said. * Take care! We' re moving!’

‘I'll write every day, my dearet Tom, my boy. You won't forget me. | shdl see you in a
fortnight.”

He let go the little hand he held till the last possble minute. The bells drowned her find words.
She stood there waving her hand with the unpoded letters in them, till the dation pillars
intervened and hid her from him.

And this time no ‘slly lagt things had been sad that could ‘say in the memory out of al
proportion to their vaue.’ It was something he had noticed on the envelope that stayed—not the
husband’'s name, but a word in the address, a peculiar Polish word he happened to know:—
“Tworki’ —the name of the principa maison de sauté that stood just outside the city of Warsaw.

Haf an hour, perhgps an hour, he sat smoking in his narow deeping compartment, thinking
with a kind of intense confuson out of which no order came. . . . At Pontarlier he had to get out
for the Customs formadlities. It was midnight. The dars were bright. The keen spring air from the
wooded Jura Mountains had a curious effect, for he returned to his carriage feding deepy, the
throng of pictures drowned into camness by one master-thought that reduced ther confusion
into order. He looked back over the past weeks and redlised ther intendty. He had lived. There
was a change in him, the change of growth, development. He loved. There was now a woman
who was his entire world, essentid to him. He was essentid to her too. And the importance of
this ousted dl lesser things, even the senior partnership. This was the magter-thought—that he
now lived for her. He was ‘read’ even as she was ‘red, each to the other real. The Wave had
lifted him to aleve never reached before. And it wasriang dill. . . .

He fdl adegp on this to dream of a mighty dream tha swept them together irresistibly
towards some climax that he never could quite see. She floated near to save him. She floated
down. Her little hands were dretched. It was a gorgeous and stupendous dream—a dream of
nang life itsdf—risng till it would curve and bresk and fdl, and the inevitable thing would
happen that would bring her findly into his hungry ams, complete, mother and woman, a
spiritud love securely founded on the sweet and wholesome earth. . . .

CHAPTER XI

During the brief separdtion of a fortnight Tom was too busy in London to dlow himsdf much
reflection. Absence, once the first keen sense of loss is over, is apt to bring reactions The sdf
makes an automdic effort to regain the normd life it led before the new emotion didocated the
long-accustomed routine. It tries to run back again dong the line of least resistance that habit has
made smooth and essy. If the reaction continues to assert its claim, the new emotion is proved
thereby addlusion. Thetest liesthere.

In Tom's case, however, the reaction was a feeble reminder merely that he had once lived—
without her. It took the form of regret for dl the best years of his life he had endured—how, he
could not think—without this tender, loving woman a his sde. That is, he recognised that his
love was red and had changed his outlook fundamentaly. He could never do without her from
this moment orwards. She equaly needed him. He would never leave her. . . . Further than that,
for the present, he did not dlow himsdf to think. Having divined something of her tragedy, he



accepted the definite limitations. Speculations concerning another he looked on as besde the
point. As far as possble he denied himsdf the indulgence in them. But another thing he fdt as
well—the right to claim her, whether he exercised that right or not.

Concerning his relationship with her, however, he did not deny speculation, though somehow
this time the perspective was too vast for him to manage quite. There was a strange disgtance in it:
he log himsdf in remoteness In ether direction it ran into mids that were intermingble, as
though vells and curtains lifted endlesdy, mdting into shadowy reaches beyond that baffled al
enquiry. The horizons of his life had grown s0 huge. This woman had introduced him to a scde
of living that he could only gaze a with wondering amazement and ddlight, too large as yet to
conform to the order that his nature sought. He could not properly find himsdf.

‘It feds dmog as if I've loved her before like this—yet somehow not enough. That's whet I've
got to learn, was the kind of thought that came to him, a odd moments only. The Stuation
seemed 0 curioudy familiar, yet only haf familiar. They were certanly made for one another,
and the tie between them had this deep touch of the inevitable about it that refused to go. That
notion of the soul’s advance in a spird cropped up in his mind again. He saw her both coming
nearer and retreating—as a moving figure agang high light leaves the spectator uncertain
whether it is advancing or retiring. He would have liked to tak to Tony al about it, for Tony
would be sympathetic. He wanted a confidant and turned indinctively to his cousn. . . . She
dready understood more than he did, though perhaps not conscioudy, and therein lay the secret
of her odd dusveness. Ye, in another sense, his possesson was incomplete because a part of
her ill lay unawakened. ‘I must love her more and more and more’ he told himsdf. But, a the
sametime, hetook it for granted that he was indispensable to her, as she wasto him.

Thee flashes of perception, deeper than anything had experienced in life hitherto, came
occasiondly while he waited in London for her return; and though puzzled—his draightforward
nature didiked dl mysery—he noted them with uncommon interest. Nothing, however, could
prevent the rise upwards of the Wave tha bore the Stuation on its breast. The affair swept him
onwards; it was not to be checked or hindered. He resigned directionto its eementad tide.

The faint uneasiness, aso, recurred from time to time, especidly now that he was adone again.
He attributed it to the unsatisfied desre in his heart, the knowledge that as yet he had no
exclusve posesson, and did not redly own her; the sense of insecurity unsettled him, the
feding that she was open to capture by any one—'who understands and appreciates her better
than | do,” was the way he phrased it sometimes. He was troubled and uneasy because so much
of her lay unresponsive to his touch—not needing him. While he was climbing up to resch her,
another, with agronger dlaim, might step in—step back—and seize her.

It made him amile a little even while he thought of it, for her truth and constancy were beyond
al quesion. And then, suddenly, he traced the uneasiness to its source. There was ‘another’ who
had firg dam upon hee—who had it once, a any rate. Though a present some cloud obscured
and negatived that dam, the coud might lift, the Stuation change, the dam become paramount
agan, as once it surely had been paramount. And, disquieting though the posshility was, Tom
was pleased with himsdf—he was s0 naive and smple towards life—for having discerned it
clearly. He recognised the risk and thus fdt haf prepared in advance. . . . In another way it
satisfied him too. With this dream-like suggestion that it dl had happened before, he had dways
fdt that a further detall was lacking to complete the scene he haf remembered. Something, as
yet, was wanting. And this item needed to make the drange repetition of the scene fulfil itsdf
seemed, precisely, the presence of another.’



Their intercourse, meanwhile, proved beyond words ddightful during the following weeks,
when, after her return from Warsaw, she kept her word and helped him in the prosaic business of
furnishing his flat and settling down, as in a hundred other detalls of his daly life as wdl. All
that they did and sad together confirmed their dear reaionship and edtablished it beyond
reproach. There was no question of anything fase, illicit, requiring conceament: nothing to hide
and no one to evade. In their own minds their innocence was S0 sure, indeed, that it was not once
dluded to between them. It was impossible to look a her and doubt: nor could the most cynicd
sugpect Tom Keverdon of an undedrable intrigue with the wife of another man. His
acquaintance, moreover, were not of the kind that harboured the usud ‘worldly’ thoughts, he
went little into society, whereas the compardively few Londoners she knew were amost
entirdy—he discovered it by degrees—people whose welfare in one way or another she had
eanedly & heat. It was a marve to him, indeed, how she never wearied of helping ungrateful
folk, for the wish to be of service seemed ingrained in her. Her firg thought on making new
acquaintances was adways what she could do for them, not with money necessarily, but by *
seeing them in ther proper milieu and planning to bring about the conditions they needed in
order to redise themsdves fully. Falure, discontent, unhappiness were due to wrong conditions
more than to radica fault in the people themsdves, once they ‘found themsdves,’ the rest would
follow. It amounted to ageniusin her.

It seemed the artist indinct that sought this unsdlfish end rather than any reigious tendency.
She fdt it ugly to see people a issue with ther surroundings. Her reigion was humanity, and
had no dogmas. Even Tony Windowe, now in England again, came in for his share of this sweet
fashioning energy in her; much to his own bewilderment and to Tom’'s amusement. .

The summer passed towards early autumn and London emptied, but it made no difference to
them. Tom. had urgent work to do and was absorbed in it, never forgetting for a moment that he
was now a Patner in the Firm. He spent frequent week-ends a8 Madame Jaretzkas Kentish
bungalow, where she had for companion a the moment an Irish cousn who, as Tom essly
guesed, was aso a dependant. This cousn had been invited with her child, Molly, for the
summer holidays, and these summer holidays had run on into three months a leest.

A tdl, thin, angular woman, of uncertan mannes and capricious temperament, Mrs.
Haughstone had perhaps lived so long upon another’s bounty that she had come to take her good
fortune for granted, and permitted hersdf fredy two cardind indulgences—grumbling and
jedousy. Having maried unwisdly, in order to better hersdf rather than because she loved, her
shifttess husband had disgraced himsdf with an adventuress governess, leaving her with three
children and something below £150 a year. Madame Jaretzka had stepped in to bring them
together again: she provided schooling abroad, holidays, doctors, clothes, and al she could
devie by way of hdping them ‘find themsdves again, and o turning their broken lives to good
account. With the husband, dy, lazy, devoid of both pride and honesty, she could do little, and
she was quite aware that he and his wife put ther heads together to increase the flow of
‘necessaries she generoudy supplied.

It was a sordid, commonplace story, sordidly treated by the soured and vindictive wife, whose
eventual aims upon her saviour's purse were too obvious to be mistaken. Even Tom perceived
the fact without delay. He dso percelved, behind the flattering tongue, an acid and suspicious
jedousy that regarded new friends with ill-disguised darm. Mrs. Haughstone thought of herself
and her children before dl dse. She mistook the impersond attitude of her benefactress for
credulous wesknesss A new friend was hodile to her shameess ambitions and disliked
accordingly. . . . Tom scented an enemy the firsg time he met her. To him she expressed her



disapprova of Tony, and vice versa, while to her hostess she professed she liked them both—'
but the ‘but’ implying tha men were sdfish and ambitious crestures who thought only of their
own advantage.

His country vidts, therefore, were not made happier by the presence in the cottage of this
woman and her child, but the manner in which the benefectress met the Studion judified the
respect he had fet firs months before. It increased his love and admiration. Madame Jaretzka
behaved unusudly. That she grasped the postion there could be no doubt, but her manner of
deding with it was unique. For when Mrs. Haughstone grumbled, Madame Jaretzka gave her
more, and when Mrs. Haughstone yielded to jealousy, Madame Jaretzka smiled and sad no
word. She won her victories with further generosity.

‘Another face that has to be rescued? Tom permitted himsdlf to say once, after an unfortunate
scene in which his hostess had been subtly accused of favouritism to another child in the house.
He could hardly suppress the annoyance and impatience that he felt.

‘Oh, | never thought about it in that way,” she answered with her little laugh, quite unruffled by
what had happened. ‘The best way is to help them to—see themsdves. Then they try to cure
themsdlves’ She laughed again, as though she had sad a childish thing indead of something
diginctly wise. ‘I can’'t cure them,” she added. ‘| can only help.’

Tom looked at her. ‘Help others to see themsdves—as they are’ he repeated dowly. ‘So that's
how you do it, is it? He reflected a moment. ‘That's being impersonad. You rouse no opposition
that way. It'sgood.’

‘Isit? shereplied, as though guiltless of any conscious plan. ‘It seems the naturd thing to do.’

Then, as he was evidently preparing for discusson in his honest and laborious way, she
dopped him with a look, smiling, sghing, and holding up her little finger warningly. He
understood. Andyss and argument she avoided aways, they obscured the essentid thing; here
was the intuitive method of grasping the solution the ingant the problem was dated. Detailed
examination exhausted her merdy. And Tom obeyed that look, that threatening finger. In little
things he invaridbly yidded, while in big things he remaned firm, even obdinae though
without redisng it.

Her head inclined gracefully, acknowledging her victory. ‘That's one reason | love you, Tom,
shetold him asreward; ‘you're aboy on the surface and aman insgde.’

Tom saw beauty flash about her as she sad it; emotion rose through him in a sudden tumult; he
would have ssized her, kissed her, crumpled her little sdf against his heart and held her there, but
for the tantaisng truth that the thing he wanted would have escaped him in the very act. The
loveliness he yearned for, craved, was not open to physicd attack; it was a loveliness of the
goirit, a bird, a sar, a wild flower on some high pinnacle near the snow: to obtain it he must
climb to where it soared above the earth—rise up to her.

He laughed and took her little finger in both hands. He fdt awkward, big and clumsy, a giant
trying to catch an dudve buttefly. “You turn us dl round that!” he declared. ‘You turn her,
nodding towards the door, ‘and me,’ kissng the tip quickly, ‘and Tony too. Only she and Tony
don’t know you twiddle them—and | do.’

She let him kiss her hand, but when he drew nearer, trying to set his lips upon the am her
summer dress left bare, she put up her face ingead and kissed him lightly on the cheek. Her free
hand made a caressing gesture across his neck and shoulder, as she stood on tiptoe to reach him.
The mother in her, not the woman, caressed him dearly. It was wonderful; but the surge of
mingled emotions clouded something in his brain, and a dring of words came tumbling out in a
fire of joy and pain.



‘“You're a queen and a conqueror,’ he said, longing to seize her, yet hoding himsdf back
grongly. ‘Somewhere I'm your helpless dave, but somewhere I'm your master.” The protective
sense came up in him. ‘It's too delicioud I'm in a dream Lettice’ he whispered, ‘it's my Wavel
The Waveisbehind it! 1t's behind us both!’

For an instant she hdf closed her eydids in the way she knew both pleased and frightened him.
In-varidbly this gave her the advantage. He fet her above him when she looked like this he
kneding with hands outdtretched, yearning to be raised to where she sood. ‘You're a baby, a
poet, and a man rolled into a dear big boy, she sad quickly, moving towards the door away
from him. *And now | must go and get my garden hat, for it's time to meet Tony and Moyra at
the train, and as you have so much surplus energy to-day we'll wak through the woods insteed
of going in the motor.” She waved her hand and vanished behind the door. He heard the patter of
her feet as she ran updtairs.

He went to the open window, lit his pipe, leaned out with his head among the climbing roses,
and thought of many things. Great joy was in him, but behind it, far down where he could not
reach it quite, hid a gnawing pan that was obscure uneasiness. Pictures came floating across his
mind, rigng and faling, sometimes rushing hurriedly; he saw things and faces mixed, his own
and hers chief among them. Her little finger pointed to a dar. He sighed, he wondered, he half
prayed. Would he ever understand, rise to her level, possess her for his very own? She seemed so0
far beyond him. It was only part of her he touched.

The faces fluttered and looked into his own, one among them an imagined face—the
husband’'s. It was a face with light blue eyes, moreover. He saw Tony's too, frank, laughing,
irrespongble, and the face of the Irish girl who was Tony's latest passon. Tony could settle
down to no one for long. Tom remembered suddenly his remark at Zakopané months ago, that
the bee never sipped the last drop of honey from the flower. . . . His thoughts tumbled and flew
in many directions, yet dl & once. Life seemed very full and marvelous, it had never seemed 0
intense before; it bore him onwards, upwards, forwards, with a rush beyond dl possble control
and guidance. He acknowledged a rather ddicious sense of helplessness. The Wave was
everywhere behind and under him. It was sweeping him dong.

Then thought returned to Tony and the Irish girl who were coming down for the Sunday, and
he smiled to himsdf as he recdled his cousn's ardent admiration a a theatre party a few nights
ago in town. Torny had something that naturdly attracted women, dominating them too eedly.
Was he heartless a little in the busness? Would he never, like Tom, settle down with one? His
thought passed to the latest capture: there were signs, indeed, that here Tony was caught at last.

For Tom, Tony, and Madame Jaretzka formed an understanding trio, and there were few
expeditions, town or country, of which the lively bird-enthusast did not form an active member.
Tony took it dl very lightly, unaware of any srious intention behind the pleasant invitations.
Tom was amused by it. He looked forward to his cousin’s visit now. He was feding the need of a
confidant, and Tony might so admirably fill the réle. It was curious, a little Tom often fdt that
he wanted to confide in Tony, yet somehow or other the corfidences were never actudly made.
There was something in Tony that invited that free, purging confidence which is a need of every
human being. It was 0 easy to tel things, difficult things, to this cardess, sympathdtic being; yet
Tom never passed the frontier into definite reveation. At the last moment he invariadly held
back.

Thought passed to his hogtess, dready mancauvring to hep Tony ‘find himsdf. It amused
Tom, even while he gave his willing assstance; br Tony was of evasve, dippery maerid, like a
fluid that, pressed in one given direction, ressts and runs away into several others. ‘He scatters



himsdf too much, she remarked, ‘and it's a pity; thereé's waste’ Tom laughed, thinking of his
episodic bve dfars. ‘I didn't mean tha,’ she added, smiling with him; ‘I meant generdly. He's
full of tdent and knowledge. His power over women is naturad, but it comes of mere brilliance. If
dl that were concentrated instead, he would do something red; he might be extreordinarily
effective in life. Yes, Tom, | mean it” But Tom, though he smiled, agreed with her, feding rather
flattered that she liked his cousin.

‘But he bresks too many hearts’ he sad lightly, thinking of his last conquest, and then added,
hardly knowing why he sad it, ‘ By the by, did you ever natice his hands?

The way she quickly looked up a him proved that she divined his meaning. But the glance had
aflash of something that escgped him.

‘You're very observant, Tommy, she sad evasvey. It seemed imposshble for her to say a
disparaging thing of anybody. She invariably picked out and emphasised the best. ‘You don't
admire them?

‘Do you, Lettice?

She paused for an imperceptible second, then smiled. ‘I rather like big rough hands in a man—
perhaps’ she sad without any paticular interest, ‘though—in a way—they frighten me
sometimes. Tony’s are ugly, but theré's power in them.” And she placed her own smdl gloved
hand upon his am. ‘He's rather irresponsble, | know, she added gently, ‘but he'll grow out of
thet in time. He's beginning to improve aready.’

Y ou see, he's got no mother,” Tom observed.

‘No wife either—yet,” she added with alaugh.

‘Or work, put in Tom, with a touch of sdf-praise, and thinking of his own postion in the
world. Her interest in Tony had the effect of making himsdf seem worthier, more important.
This fine woman, who judged people from s0 high a standpoint, had picked out—himsdf! He
had an absurd yet ddightful feding as though Tony was ther child, and the perfectly naturd way
she took him under her mothering wing stirred an admiring pity in him.

Then as they waked together through the fragrant pine-woods to the dation, an incident a a
recent theatre party rose before his memory. Tony and his Amanda had been with them. The in-
cident in quedion had left a sngular impresson on his mind, though why it emerged now, as
they wandered through the quiet wood, he could not tell. It had occurred a week or two ago. He
now saw it again—in atenth of the time it tekesto tell.

The scene was lad in ancient Egypt, and while the play was commonplace, the eaborate
production—scenery, dresses, atmosphere—was good. But Tom, ungble to fed interest in the
trivid and badly acted gtory, had fet interest in another thing he could not name. There was a
subtle charm, a ddicate glamour about it as of immensdy old romance, but some lost romance of
very far avay. Yet, whether this charm was due to the stage effects or to themsdves, stting there
in the ddls together, escaped him. For in some sngular way the party, his hostess certainly,
seemed to interpenetrate the play itsdf. She, aove dl, and Tony vaguely, seemed inseparable
from what he gazed at, heard, and fdlt.

Continudly he caught himsdf thinking how delightful it was to know himsdf next to Madame
Jaretzka, s0 close that he shared her amosphere, her perfume, touched her even; that their minds
were engaged intimately together waiching the same scene; and aso, that on her other Sde, sat
Tony, dfectionate, whimscd, fascinating Tony, whom they were trying to hdp ‘find himsdf’;
and tha he agan, was next to a girl he liked. The hamonious feding of the four was
pleesurable to Tom. He fdt himsdf, moreover, an important and indispensable item in its



compoasition. It was vague; he did not attempt to andyse it as sdf—flattery, as vanity, as pride—
he was avare, merely, that he felt very pleased with himsdf and so with everybody dse. It was
gratifying to St a the head of the group everybody muld see how beautiful she was, the dream
of excusve ownership stole over him more definitely than ever before. ‘She's chosen mel She
needs me—awoman like that!’

The audience, the lights, the colour, the musc influenced him. It seemed he caught something
from the crude human passion that was being ranted on the stage and transferred it unconscioudy
into his relations with the party he belonged to, but, above dl, into his rdationship with her—and
with ancther. But he refused to let his mind dwell upon that other. He found himsdf thinking
indead of the divine tenderness that was in her, yet a the same time of her dusiveness and the
curious pain it caused him. Whence came, he wondered, the sweet and crue flavour? It seemed
like a memory of something suffered long ago, the sweetness in it true and exquisite, the crudty
an eror on his own pat somehow. The old hint of uneasness, the drange, rich pain he had
known in boyhood, stole faintly over him; its firda and immediate effect heightening the sense of
dim, old-world romance aready present. .

And he had turned cautioudy to look at her. She was leaning forward a little as though the play
absorbed her, and the dtitude gtartled him. It caused him dmost a definite shock. The face had
paninit.

She was not aware that he stared; her attention was fastened upon the stage; but the eyes were
fixed, the little mouth was fixed as well, the lips compressed; and dl her features wore this
expression of curious pain. There was gernness in them, something amost hard. He watched her
for some minutes, surprised and fascinated. It came over him that he dmost knew what tha was
in her mind. Another moment and he would discover it—when, past her profile, he caught his
cousin's eyes peering across a him. Tony had fdt the direction of his glance and had looked
round: and Tony—mischievoudy—winked!

The spdl was broken. In that ingtant, however, through the hested air of the crowded ddls
dready weghted with sckly atificd perfumes, there reached him fantly, as from very far
away, ancother and a subtler perfume, something of dusive fragrance in it. It was very poignan,
indinct as with forgotten associdtions. It was the Whiff. It came it went; but it was
unmistekable. And he connected it, as by some indantaneous certitude, with the play—with
Egypt.

“What do you think of it, Lettice? he had whispered, nodding towards the stage.

She turned with a start. She came back. The expression of pain flashed ingtantly away. She had
evidently not been thinking of the performance. ‘It's not much, Tom, is it? But | like the scenery.
It makes me fed drange somewhere—the change that comes over me in Egypt. WEll be there
together—some day.” She leaned over with her lipsagaingt his ear.

And there was sgnificance in the commonplace words, he thought—a significance her whisper
did not redise, and certainly did not intend.

‘All three of us’ he rejoined before he knew what he meant exactly.

And she nodded hurriedly. Either she agreed, or else she had not heard him. He did not insg,
he did hot repeat, he sat there wondering why on earth he said the thing. A touch of pain pricked
him like an insect’s sting, but a pain he could not account for. His blood, at the same time, leaped
as she bent her face so near to his own. He fdt his heart swel as he looked into her eyes. Her
beauty astonished him; in this twilight of the theatre it glowed and burned like a veled dar. He
fancied—it was the trick of the hdf-light, of course—she had grown darker and that a dusky
flush lay on her cheeks.



‘What were you thinking about? he whispered lower again, changing the sentence dightly.
And, as he asked it, he saw Tony ill watching him, two seats away. It annoyed him; he drew his
head back alittle so that her face concealed him.

‘I don't know, she whispered back; ‘nothing in particular. She put her gloved hand sedthily
towards him and touched his knee. The gesture, he fdt, was intended to supplement the words.
For the fird time in his life he did not quite believe her. The thought was odious, but not to be
denied. It merely flashed across him, however. He forgot it instantly.

‘Seems oddly familiar somehow,” he said, ‘doesn't it?

Agan she nodded, smiling, as she gazed for a moment first into one eye, then into the dher,
then turned away to watch the stage. And abruptly, as she did so, the entire fedling vanished, the
mood evaporated, her expresson was norma once more, and he fixed his attention on the stupid
play.

He turned his interest into other channdls, he would take his party on to supper. He did so. Yet
an impresson remained—the impresson that the Wave had come nearer, higher, that it was
risng and ganing impetus, accumulating mass, momentum, power. The gay supper could not
disspate that, nor could the happy ten minutes in a taxi, when he drove her to her door, decrease
or wesken it. She was very tired. They spoke little, he remembered she gave him a gentle touch
as the cab drew up, and the few things she said had entirdy to do with his comfort in his fat. He
fdt in that touch and in those tender questions the mother only. The woman, it suddenly occurred
to him, had gone esewhere. He had never had it, never even clamed it. A deep sense of
londliness touched him for a moment. His heart begt rapidly. He dreamed. . . .

Why the scene came back to him now as they walked dowly through the summery pine-wood he
knew not. He caught himsdf thinking vividly of Egypt suddenly, of being in Egypt with her—
and with another. But on that other he refused to let thought linger. Of set purpose he chose Tony
in that other's place. He saw it in a picture he and she together helping Tony, she and Tony
equdly heping him. It passed before him merely, a gloning coloured picture set in high light
agang the heavy background of these English fir-woods and the Kentish sky. Whether it came
towards him or retreated, he could not say. It was very brief, ingtantaneous amost. The memory
of the play, with its numerous attendant correlations, rose up, then vanished.

‘Give me your am, Tom, you mighty giant: these pine-needles are so dippery.’ He fet her
hand creep in and rest upon his muscles, and a glow of boyish pride came with it. In her summer
dress of white, her big garden hat and flowing violet veil, she looked adorable. He liked the long
white gauntlet gloves. The shadows of the trees became her well: againgt the thick dark trunks
she seemed dim and dainty as a flower that the breeze bent over towards him. ‘You're so
horribly big and drong, she sad, and her eyes full of expresson, glanced up & him. He
watched her little feet in the neat white shoes peep out in turn as they waked dong; her fingers
pressed his am. He tried to take her parasol, but she prevented him, saying it was her only
wegpon of defence againgt a giant, ‘and there is a giant in this forest, though only a baby one
perhapsl’ He fdt the mother in her pour over him in a flood of tenderness that blessed and
soothed and comforted. It was asif adivine and hedling power streamed from her into him.

‘And what were you thinking about, Tom? she enquired teasingly. ‘You haven't sad a word
for awhole five minuted’

‘1 was thinking of Egypt,” he answered with truth.

She looked up quickly.



‘I'm to go out in December,” he went on. ‘I told you. It was decided a our las Board
Mesting.’

She said she remembered. ‘But it's funny, she added, ‘because | was thinking of Egypt too
just then—thinking of the Nile, my river with the floating faces.

The week-end vist was typicd of many others, Mrs. Haughdone, seeing safety in numbers
possbly, was plessant on the surface, Molly deflecting most of her poisoned darts towards
hersdf; while Tom and Tony shaed the society of ther unconventional hostess with boyish
enjoyment. Tom modified the ar of ownership he indulged when adone with her, and no one
need have noticed that there was anything more between them than a hearty, understanding
friendship. Tony, for ingance, may have guessed the true Studion, or, again, he may not; for he
said no word, nor showed he smdlest hint by word, by gesture, or by slence—mog sgnificant
betrayd of dl—that he was aware of any specia tie. Though a keen observer, he gave no sign.
‘She's an interesting woman, Tom, he remarked lightly yet with enthusasm once, ‘and a rare
good hostess—a woman in a thousand, | declare. We make a famous trio. As you've got that
Assouan job wée Il have some fun next winter in Egypt, en?

And Tom, pleased and secretly flattered by the admiration, tried to make his confidences.
Unless Tony had liked her this would have been impossble. But they formed such a naturd,
happy trio together, giving the lie to the hoary proverb, that Tom felt it was permissible to spesk
of her to his sympathetic cousn. Alreedy they had laughingly discussed the hdf-forgotten
acquaintanceship begun in the dahabieh on the Nile, Tony making a neat gpology by dedaring to
her, ‘Beautiful women blind me so, Madame Jaretzka, that | invarigbly forget al lesser detals.
And that'swhy | told Tom you were a Russan.’

On this paticular occason, too, it was made easier because Tony had asked his cousin’'s
opinion about the Irish girl, invited for his specid bendfit. ‘| was never so disgppointed in my
life’ he sad in his convincing yet ary way. ‘She looked so wonderful the other night. It was the
evening dress, | suppose. You should dways see a girl fird in the daytime; the daylight sdf is the
red sdf.’ And Tom, amused by the irreponsible attitude towards the sex, replied that the right
woman looked hersdf in any dress because it was as much a part of her as her own skin. ‘Yes;’
sad Tony, ‘it's the thing indde the skin that counts, of course; you're right; the rest is only a
passing glamour. But friendship with a woman is the best of dl, for friendship grows insenghbly
into the best kind of love It's a ddightful feding,’ he added sympatheticdly, ‘tha kind of
friendship. Independent of what they wear!’

He enjoyed his pun and laughed. ‘I say, Tom,’ he went on suddenly with a certan
inconsequence, ‘have you ever met the Prince—Madame Jaretzka's husband—by the way? |
wonder what he'slike.” He looked up cardlesdy and raised his eyebrows.

‘No, replied Tom in aquiet tone, ‘ but I—exp—nhope to some day.’

‘I think he ran away and left her, or something,” continued the other. ‘He's dead, anyhow, to al
intents and purposes. But I've been wondering lately. I'll be bound there was ill-treatment. She
looks s0 sad sometimes. The other night at the theetre | was watching her—

‘That Egyptian play? brokein Tom.

‘Yes, it was bad enough to make any one look sad, was't it? But it was curious dl the
same—’

‘1 didn’t mean the badness.’

‘Nor did I. It was odd. There was atmosphere in spite of everything.’

‘| thought you were too occupied to notice the performance,” Tom hinted.



Tony laughed good-naturedly. ‘I was a bit taken up, | admit, he sad. ‘But there was some-
thing curious dl the same. | kept seeing you and our hostess on the sage——'

‘In Egypt!”

‘Inaway, yes.' He hedtated.

‘Odd, said hiscousin briefly.

‘Very. It seemed—there was some one else who ought to have been there as well as you two.
Only he never cameon.’

Tom made no comment. Was this thought-transference, he wondered?

The natural sympathy between them furnished the requisite conditions certainly.

‘He never came on,” continued Tony, ‘and | had the queer feding that he was being kept off on
purpose, that he was busy with something dse, but that the moment he came on the play would
get good and interesting—rea. Something would happen. And it was then | noticed Madame
Jaretzka—

‘And me, too, | suppose’ Tom put in, haf amused, haf serious. There was an excited yet
unessy feding in him.

‘Chiefly her, 1 think. And she looked so sad,—it struck me suddenly. D’you know, Tom, he
went on more earnedtly, ‘it was redly quite curious. | got the feding that we three were watching
that play together from above it somewhere, looking down on it—sort of from a height above—"’

‘Above exclamed his cousn. There was surprise in him—surprise & himsdf. Tha fant
uneasinessincreased. He redised that to confide in Tony was impossible. But why?

‘H'm, Tony went on in a reflective way as if hdf to himsdf. ‘I may have seen it before and
forgotten it” Then he looked up a his cousin. ‘And what's more—that we three, as we watched
it, knew the same thing together—knew that we were waiting for another chap to come on, and
that when he came the slly piece would turn suddenly interesting, dramatic in a true sense, only
tragedy instead of comedy. Did you, Tom? he asked abruptly, screwing up his eyes and looking
quite serious a momern.

Tom had no answer reedy, but his cousin left no time for answering.

‘And the fact is’ he continued, lowering his voice, ‘I had the feding the other chap we were
waiting for was him.’

Tom was too interested to smile a the grammar. ‘You mean—her husband? he sad quietly.
He did not like the turn the talk had taken; it pleased him to tak of her, but he didiked to bring
the absent husband in. There was trouble in him as he listened.

‘Possbly it was, he added a trifle giffly. Then, ashamed of his feding towards his imagindive
cousin, he changed his manner quickly. He went up and stood behind him by the open window.
‘Tony, old boy, we're together somehow in this thing’ he began impulsvey; ‘I'm sure of it’
Then the words stuck. ‘if ever | want your hdp—

‘Rather, Tom,” said the other with enthusasm, yet puzzled, turning with an earnest expresson
in his frank blue eyes. In another moment, like two boys swearing eternd friendship, they would
have shaken hands. Tom again felt the impulse to make the corfidences that desire for sympathy
prompted, and again redised that it was difficult, yet that he would acconplish it. Indeed, he was
on the point of doing so, reieving his mind of the childhood dory, the accumulated detals of
Wave and Whiff and Sound and Eyes, the sngular Montreux mesting, the drange medley of joy
and uneasness as wdl, dl in fact without reserve—when a voice from the lavn came floaing
into the room and broke the spell. It lifted him sharply to another plane. He fdt glad suddenly
that he had not spoken—afterwards, he fdt very glad. It was not right in regard to her, he
redised.



‘“You're never ready, you boys’ ther hostess was saying, ‘and Miss Monnigan declares that
men aways wait to be fetched. The lunch-baskets are dl in, and the motor’ s waiting.’

‘We didn't want to be in the way, cried Tony galy, ever ready with an answer firs. ‘“We're
both so big and clumsy. But we'll make the fire in the woods and do the work that requires mere
drength without kill dl right” He legped out of the window to join them, while Tom went by
the door to fetch his cap and overcoat. Turning an ingtant he saw the three figures on the lawn
standing n the sunlight, Madame Jaretzka with a loose, rough motor-coat over her white dress, a
rose a her throat and the long blue veil he loved wound round her hair and face. He saw her eyes
look up @ Tony and heard her chiding him. “You've been talking mischief in there together, she
was saying laughingly, giving him a searching glance in play, though the tone had meening in it.
‘We were taking of you,’ swore Tony, ‘and you, he added, turning by way of polite after-
thought to the girl. And one of hishig hands he laid for a moment upon Madame Jaretzka s arm.

Tom turned sharply and hurried on into the hdl. The firg thought in his mind was how tender
and gentle Madame Jaretzka looked standing in the sunshine, her eyes turned up a Tony. His
second thought was vaguer: he fdt glad that Tony admired and liked her so. The third was
vaguer dill: Tony didn't redly care for the girl a bit and was only amusng himsdf with her, but
Madame Jaretzka would protect her and see that no harm came of it. She could protect the whole
world. That was her genius.

In a moment these three thoughts flashed through him, but while the last two vanished as
quickly as they came, the fird lingered like sunlight in him. It remained and grew and filled his
heart, and dl that day it kept close by him—nher love, her comfort, her mothering compassion.

And Tom fdt glad for some reason that his confidences to Tony after al had been interrupted
and prevented. They remaned thus interrupted and prevented until the end, even when the
‘other’ came upon the scene, and above dl while that ‘other’ sayed. It al seemed curioudy
inevitable,

CHAPTER XII

The last few weeks of September they were much done together, for Mrs. Haughstone had gone
back to her husband's tiny house a Kew, Molly to the Dresden school, and Tony somewhere
into space—northern Russa, he said, to watch the birds beginning to leave.

Meanwhile, with degpening of friendship, and experiences whose ordinariness was raised into
dgnificance because this woman shared them with him, Tom saw the summer fade in England
and usher in the longer evenings. Light and heat waned from the sghing year; winds, charged
with the memory of roses, took the paling skies, the swallows whispered together of the southern
tour. New stars swam into therr autumnd places, and the Milky Way came mgedicdly to its
own. He watched the curve of it on moonless nights, pouring its grand river across the heavens.
And in the heat of its soft brilliance he saw Cygnus, cruciform and shining, immersed in the
white foam of the arching wave.

He noticed these things now, as once long ago in early boyhood, because a time of separation
was a hand. His yearning now was akin to his yearning then—it left a chasm in his soul that
beauty done could hdp to fill. At fifteen he was thirty-five, as now at thirty-five he was fifteen
agan.

Lettice was not, indeed, a a Finishing School across the Channd, but she was shortly going to
Warsaw to spend October with her husband, and in November she was to sal for Egypt from
Trieste. Tom was to follow in December, so a separation of three months was close a hand. ‘But



a necessary separation,’” she said one evening as they motored home beneeth the stars, ‘is aways
bearable and strengthening; we shdl both be occupied with things that mus—I mean, things we
ought to do. It's the needless separations that are hard to bear.” He replied that it would be
wonderful meeting again and pretending they were drangers. He tried to share her mood, her
point of view with honety. ‘Yes’ she answered, ‘only that wouldn’'t be quite true, because you
and | can never be separated—redly. The curve of the earth may hide us from each other’s Sght
like that'—and she pointed to the sinking moon—*but we fed the pull just the same’

They leaned back among the cushions, sharing the myderious beauty of the night-sky in thar
hearts. They lowered therr voices as though the hush upon the world demanded it. The little
things they said seemed suddenly to possess a sgnificance they could not account for quite and
yet admitted.

He told her that the Milky Way was a its best these coming months, and that Cygnus would be
adways vighle on clear nights ‘W€ Il look a that and remember, he sad haf playfully. ‘The
agronomers say the Milky Way is the very ground-plan of the Universe. So we al come out of
it. And you're Cygnus’ She caled him sentimental, and he admitted that perhaps he was. ‘I
don't like this separation, he said bluntly. In his mind he was thinking that the Milky Way had
his wave in it, and that its wondrous arch, like his life and hers, rose out of the ‘sea’ below the
world. In that sea no separation was possible.

‘But it’s not that that makes you suddenly poetic, Tom. It's something ese’

‘Is it? he answered. A whisper of pan went past him across the night. He fdt something
coming; he was convinced she felt it too. But he could not nameit.

‘The Milky Way is a sream as wdl as a wave. You say it rises in the autumn? She leaned
nearer to him alittle.

‘But it sseen a itsbest alittle later—in the winter, | believe’

‘We shdl be in Egypt then,’ she mentioned. He could have sworn she would say those very
words.

‘Egypt,’ he repeated dowly. ‘Y es—in Egypt.’

And a little shiver came over him, so dight, so quickly gone aain, that he hoped it was imper-
ceptible. Y et she had noticed it.

“Why, Tom, don't you like the idea?

‘I wonder—' he began, then changed the sentence—‘lI wonder what it will be like. | have a
curious desire to see it—I know that.’

He heard her laugh under her bregth a little. What came over them both in that moment he
couldn’t say. There was a sense of tumult in him somewhere, a hint of pain, of menace too. Her
laughter, dight as it was, jared upon him. She was not feding quite what he fdt—this flashed,
then vanished.

“You don't sound enthusiadtic,’ she said camly.

‘1 am, though. Only—I hed afeding—"’

He broke off. The truth was he couldn’t describe that fedling even to himsdif.

‘“Tom, dear, my dear one—' she began, then stopped. She aso stopped an impulsve movement
towards him. She drew back her sentence and her aams. And Tom, aware of a risng passion in
him he might be unable to contral, turned his face avay a moment. Something clutched a his
heart as with crud pincers.

A chill followed close upon the shiver. He fdt a moment of keen shame, yet knew not exactly
why hefdt it.



‘I am a sentimenta asd’ he exclamed abruptly with a naturd laugh. His voice was tender. He
turned again to her. ‘I believe I've never properly grown up.” And before he could restrain
himsdf he drew her towards him, seized her hand and kissed it like a boy. It was that kiss,
combined with her blocked sentence and uncompleted gesture, rather than any more passionate
expresson of their love for one another, that he remembered throughout the empty months to
follow.

But there was another reason, too, why he remembered it. For she wore a slk dress, and the
am agang his ear produced a momentary rustling that brought back the noise in the Zakopané
bedroom when the frozen branch had scraped the outsde wall. And with the Sound, absent now
s0 long, the old drange uneasiness revived acutdy. For that caressing gesture, that kiss, that
phrase of love that blocked its own fina utterance brought back the strange rich pan.

In the act of giving them, even while he fdt her touch and held her within his ams—she
evaded him and went far away into another place where he could not follow her. And he knew
for the firg time a sngular emotion that seemed like a faint, distant jedlousy that girred in him,
yet agpiritud jedlousy . . . as of some one he had never even seen.

They lingered a moment in the garden to enjoy the quiet stars and see the moon go down below
the pine-wood. The tense mood of hdf an hour ago in the motor-car had evaporated of its own
accord apparently.

A conversdion that followed emphassed this dusive emaotion in him, because it somehow in-
creased the remoteness of the part of her he could not clam. She mentioned that she was taking
Mrs. Haughgstone with her to Egypt in November; it agan exasperated him; such unsdfishness
he could not understand. The invitation came, moreover, upon what Tom fet was a climax of
shamdess behaviour. For Madame Jaretzka had helped the family with money that, to save ther
pride, was to be consdered lent. The husband had written gushing letters of thanks and promises
that—Tom had seen these letters—could hardly have decelved a schoolgirl. Yet a recent legecy,
which rendered a part repayment possible, had been purposaly conceded, with the result that yet
more money had been ‘lent’ to tide them over non-existent or invented difficulties.

And now, on the top of thiss Madame Jaretzka not only refused to divulge that the legacy was
known to her, but even proposed an expensve two months holiday to the woman who was
tricking her.

Tom objected strongly for two reasons; he thought it foolish kindness, and he did not want her.

“You're too good to the woman, far too good, he said. But his annoyance was only increased
by the firmness of the aititude that met him. ‘No, Tom; you're wrong. They'll find out in time
that | know, and see themsalves asthey are.’

“You forgive everything to everybody,” he observed criticdly. ‘It' s too much.’

She turned round upon him. Her dtitude was a rebuke, and fedling rebuked he did not like it.
For though she did not quote ‘ until seventy times seven,” shelived it.

When she sees hersdf dy and treacherous like that, she'll understand, came the answer,
‘shé ll get her own forgiveness’

‘Her own forgiveness!’

‘The only red kind. If | forgive, it doesn't dter her. But if she understands and fedls shame and
makes up her mind not to repest—that’ sforgiving hersdlf. Sheredlly changesthen.’

Tom gasped inwardly. This was a level of behaviour where he found the air somewhat rarified.
He saw the truth of it, but had no answer ready.

‘Remorse and regret,’ she went on, ‘only make one ineffective in the present. It's looking
backwards, instead of looking forwards.’



He fdt something very big in her as she sad it, holding his eyes firmly with her own. To have
the love of such a woman was, indeed, a joy and wonder. It was a keen happiness to fed that he,
Tom Keverdon, had obtained it. His admiration for himsdf, and his degp, admiring love for her
rose Sde by sde. He did not recognise the flattery of sdf in this attitude. The smplicity in her
beffled him.

‘1 could forgive you anything, Letticel’ he cried.

‘Could you? she said gently. ‘If so, you redly love me’

It was not the doubt in her voice tha overwhdmed him then; she never indulged in hints It
was a doubt in himsdlf, not that he loved her, but that his love was not yet big enough, unsdfish
enough, sufficiently large and deep to be worthy of this exquisite soul besde him. Perhaps it was
redisng he could not yet possess her spirit that made him seize the precious little body that
contained it. Nothing could sop him. He took her in his ams and held her till she became
breathless. The passonate moment expressed red spiritual yearning. And she knew it. She did
not struggle, yet neither did she respond. They stood upon different levels somehow.

‘Theréll be nothing left to love’ she gasped, ‘if you do that oftenl’ She released hersdf
quiglly, tidying her har and putting her hat sraight while she amiled & him. Her dark veil had
caught in his tie-pin. She disentangled it, her hands touching his mouth as she did so. He kissed
them gently, bending his head down with an air of repentance.

‘My God, Lettice—you're preciousto me!’ he ssammered.

But even as he sad it, even while he dill fet her soft cheeks agang his lips, her frail
unresging figure within his arms, there came this pang of sudden pain that was so acute it
frightened him. There was something impersond in her attitude that darmed him. What was it?
He was hdpless to understand it. The excitement in his blood obscured inner perception. . . .
Such tempestuous moments were rare enough between them, and when they came he fdt that she
endured them rather than responded. He was aware of a touch of shame in himsdf. But this
pan—? Even while he held her it seemed again that she escaped him because of the heights she
lived on, yet partly, too, because of the innocence which had not yet esten of the tree of
knowledge. . . . Was that, then, the lack in her? Had she yet to learn that the spiritual dare not be
divorced wholly from the physical and that the divine blending of the two in purity of heart done
brings safety?

She dipped from his encirding ams and—rose. He struggled after her. But that air he could
not breathe. She was too far above him. She had to stoop to meet the passonate man in him that
sought to seize and hold her. She had—the earlier phrase returned—come back to fetch him. He
did not redly love yet as he ought to love. He loved himsdf—in her; sdfishly somehow,
somewhere. But this thought he did not capture whoally. It cast a shadow merely and was gone.

Somewhere, too, there was jedous resentment in him He could not fed himsdlf indispensable
to awoman who occupied a pinnacle.

His cocksureness wavered a little before the sharp attack. Pang after pang sung him shrewdly,
dung his pride, his confidence, his vanity, sheking the platform on which he sood till each
separate plank trembled and the sense of security grew less.

But the confuson in his heat and mind bewildered him. It was dl so drange and
incomprehensible; he could not understand it. He knew she was true and loyd, her purity beyond
reproach, her elusiveness not caculated or intended, yet that somewhere, somehow she could do
without him, and that if he left her she—amost—would have neither remorse nor regret. She
would just accept it and—forgive. . . .



And he thought suddenly with an intense bitterness that amazed him—of the husband. The
thought of that ‘other’ who had yet to come afflicted him desperaidy. When he met those light-
blue eyes of the Wave he would surdly know them . . .! He felt again the desire to seek counsdl
and advice from another, some one of his own sex, a sympathetic and understanding soul like
Tony.

The turmoil in him was beyond eucidation: thoughts and emotions of nameess kind combined
to produce a fluid sate of insecurity he could not explain. As usud, however, there emerged
findly the solid fact which seemed now the keynote of his character; a leest, he invariably fel
back upon it for support agang these occasond storms. ‘She has singled me out; she can't
redly do without me, we're necessary to each other; I'm safe’ The rest he dismissed as hdf
redised only and therefore not quite red. His postion with her was unique, of course, something
the world could not possbly understand, and, while resenting what he caled the ‘impersona’
atitude in her, he yet knew that it was precisgly this impersond attitude that judtified their love.
Their love, in fine, was proved spiritud thereby. They were in the ‘sed together. Invarigdly in
the end he blamed himsdf.

The risng Wave, it seemed, was bringing up from day to day new, unexpected qudities from
the depths within him, just as it brings up mud and gravel from the ground-bed of the shore. He
fdt it driving him forward with increesng speed and power. With an irresistible momentum that
left him hepless, it was hurrying him adong towards the moment when it would lower its crest
again towards the earth—and break.

He knew now where the smothering crash would come, where he would findly meet the
angular detalls of his boyhood's premonition face to face—the Sound, the Whiff, the other pair
of Byes They awated him—in Egypt. In Egypt, a last, he would find the entire series, recognise
each item. He would also discover the nature of the wave that was neither of water nor of snow. .

Yet, drange to say, when he actudly met the par of light-blue eyes, he did not recognise them.
He encountered the face to which they bedonged, but was not waned. While fulfilling its
prophecy, the premonition failed, of course, to operate.

For premonitions are a delicate matter, loang their power in the act of judifying themsdves.
To prevent their fulfilment were to dultify thelr existence. Between a spiritud warning and its
materia consummeation there is but a friable and gossamer dliance. Had he recognised, he might
possibly have prevented; whereas the degper part of him unconscioudy invited and said, Come.

And 0, not recognising the arriva of the other pair of eyes, Tom, when he met them,
knew himsdif attracted instead of repelled. Far from being warned, he knew himsdlf drawn
towards their owner by netura sympathy, as towards some one whose deep intrusion into his
inner life was necessaxy to its fuller redlisation—the tumultuous bresking of the rapidly
accumulating Wave.



