PART Il
CHAPTER XIllII

The weeks that followed seemed both brief and long to Tom. The separation he fet keenly,
though as a bresthing spdl the interva was even welcome in a measure. Since the days a
Montreux he had been living intensdly, swept dong by a movement he could not control: now he
could pause and think a moment. He tried to get the bird's-eye view in which done detalls are
seen in their accurate relations and proportions. There was much that perplexed his plain;
graightforward nature. But the more he thought, the more puzzled he became, and in the end he
resgned himsdf hgppily to the great flow of life that was sweeping him dong. He was digtinctly
conscious of being ‘swept dong’ What was going to happen would happen. He wondered,
watched and waited. The idea of Egypt, meanwhile, thrilled him with a curious anticipation each
time he thought of it. And he thought of it agood dedl.

He recaved letters from Warsaw, but they told nothing of her life there: she referred vaguely
to duties whose dflicting naiure he haf guessed now and the ret was filled with loving
solicitude for his welfare. Even through the post she mothered him absurdly. He fdt his life now
based upon her. Her love was indispensable to him.

The lagt letters—from Vienna and Trieste—were full of a tenderness most comforting, and he
fdt relief that she had ‘finished with Warsaw,” as he put it. His own last letter was timed to caich
her geamer. ‘You have dl my love’ he wrote, ‘but you can give wha you can spare to Tony, as
he's in Egypt by now, and tdl him | shdl be out a month from to-day. Everything goes well here.
I’'m to have full charge of the work a Assouan. The Firm has put everything in my hands, but
there won't be much to do at firgt, and | shal be with you a Luxor a great ded. I'm looking
forward to Egypt too—immensdy. | bdieve dl sorts of wonderful things are going to happen to
usthere’

He was very pleesed with himsdf, and very pleased with her, and very pleased with
everything. The wave of hislife wasrigng ill triumphantly.

He kept her Wasaw letters and reread them frequently. She wrote admirably. Mrs.
Haughstone, it seemed, complained about everything, from the cabin and hote room ‘which, she
declares, are never so good as my own,’ to her position as an invited guest, ‘which she accepts as
though she favoured me by coming, thinking hersdf both chaperone and indispensable
companion. How little some people redise that no one is ever redly indispensable!l” And the first
letter from Egypt told him to come out quickly and ‘help me keep her in her place, as only a man
can do. Tony wonders why you're so long about it.” It pleased him very much, and as the time
approached for leaving, his spirits rose; indeed, he reached Marsailles much in the mood of a
happy, confident boy who has passed dl exams, and is off upon a holiday most thoroughly
deserved.

There had been time for three or four letters from Luxor, and he read them in the train as he
hurried dong from Geneva towards the south, leaving the snowy Jura hills behind him. ‘Those
are the blue mountains we watched from Montreux together in the spring, he sad to himsdf,
looking out of the window. ‘Soon, in Egypt, we shdl waich the Desart and the Nile instead.
And, remembering that dream—Ilike, hgppy time of their earliet acquaintance, his heart best in
delighted anticipation. He could think of nothing €se but her. Those Mortreux days seemed
years ago indead of a brief 9x months. What a lot he had to tdl her, how much they would have
to talk about. Life, indeed, was rich and full. He was a lucky man; yet—he desarved it dl. Bdlief



and confidence in himsdf increesed. He gazed out of the window, thinking happily as the
scenery rushed by. . . . Then he came back to the letters and read them over yet once again; he
amost knew them now by heart; he opened his bag and read the Warsaw letters too. Then,
putting them dl away, he lay back in his corner and tried to deep. The express train seemed o
dow, but the steamer would seem dower ill. . . .Thoughts and memories passed idly through
his brain, grew mingled and confused; his eyes were closed; he fell into a doze: he dmost dept—
when something rose into his drowsy mind and made him suddenly wakeful.

What was it? He didn’t know. It had venished as soon as it appeared. But the drowsy mood had
passed, the desre to deep was gone. There was impatience in him, the keen wish to he in
Egypt—immediately. He cursed the dow means of travel, longed to be out there, on the spot,
with her and Tony. Her lagt letters had been full of descriptions of the place and people, of Tony
and his numerous friends, his kindness in introducing her to the mogt interesting among them,
their picnics together on the Nile and in the Desart, vists to the famous Stes of tomb and temple,
in paticular of an dl-night bivouac somewhere and the sunrise over the Theban hills. . . . Tom,
as he read it dl, fdt this keen impatience to be sharing it with them; he was out of it; oh, how he
would enjoy it dl when he got therel The words ‘Theban hills caled up a vivid and simulating
picturein particular.

But it was not this that chased the drowsy mood and made him wakeful. It was the letters
themsdlves, something he had not noticed hitherto, something that had escgped him as he firg
read them one by one. Indefinable, it hid between the lines. Only on reading the series as a whole
was it noticeable at dl. He wondered. He asked himsdlf vague questions.

Opening his bag again, he went through the letters in the order of ther arivd; then put them
back indde the dadtic ring with a sensation of relief and a happy sgh. He had discovered the
fant, dudve impresson tha had made him wakeful, but in discovering it had stisfied himsdf
that it was imagination—caused by te increesing impatience of his impetuous heart. For it had
seemed to him that he was aware of a change, though so dight as to be scarcely perceptible, and
certainly not tracesble to actua words or sentences. It struck him that the Warsaw |etters felt the
separation more keenly, more poignantly, than the Egyptian letters. This seemed due rather to
omissons in the later than to anything else that he could name, for while the Warsaw |etters
spooke frequently of the separetion, of her longing to see him dose, those from Luxor omitted dl
such phrases. There were pleas in plenty for his hedth, his comfort, his wdfare and success—the
Mother found full scope—but no direct expression of her need for him. This, briefly, was the
nation he had caught faintly from * between the lines’

But, having run it to earth, he easly explained it too. At Warsaw she was unhappy; whereas
now, in Egypt, therr reunion was dmogt within sght: she fet happier, too, her unpleasant duties
over. It was dl naturd enough. ‘What a sentimentd donkey a man is when heé's in love 1' he
exdamed with a sdf-indulgent amile of pleased forgiveness ‘but the fact is—when she's not by
me to explan—I| could imagine anything!” And he fdl a length into the doze his excited fancy
had postponed.

After leaving Marsalles his impatience grew with the downess of the seamer. The voyage of
four days seemed interminable. The sea and sky took on a deeper blue, the air turned softer, the
swveetness of the south became more marked. His exhilaration increased with every hour, the
desre to reach his dedtination increasing with it. There was an intensty about his fedings he
could not entirdy account for. The longing-to see Egypt merged with the longing to see Lettice.
But the two were separate. The kiter was impatient happiness, while the former struck a dower
note—respect and wonder that contained a hint of awe.



Somewhere in this anticipatory excitement, too, hid drama. And his fird glimpse of the
marvellous old land did prove dramatic in a sense. For when a passenger drew his attention to the
white Alexandrian harbour floating on the shining blue, he caught his bresth a moment and his
heart gave a sudden unexpected leap. He saw the low-lying coast, a pdm, a mosque, a minaret;
he saw the sandy lip oF—Africa

That shimmering line of blue and gold was Egypt. . . . He had known it would look exactly
thus, as he now saw it. The same ingtant his heart contracted a little. . . . He leaned motionless
upon the rall and watched the coast-line coming nearer, ever nearer. It rose out of the burning
haze of blue and gold tha hung motionless between the water and the ar. Bahed in the
drenching sunlight, the fringe of the gresat thirsty Desert seemed to drink thesea. . . .

His entry was accompanied by mingled emotions and sensations. That Lettice stood waiting for
him somewhere behind the blaze of light contributed much; yet the thrill owned a more complex
origin, it seemed. To any one not entirely cdlous to the stab of dtrange romance and stranger
beauty, the fird sght of Egypt must dways be an event, and Tom, by no means thus insenstive,
fdt it vividy. He was aware of something not wholly unfamiliar. The invitation was so drong, it
seemed to entice as with an attraction that was dmost summons. As the ship drew nearer, and
thoughts of landing filled his mind, he fet no oppostion, no resdance, no difficulty, as with
other countries. There was no hint of friction anywhere. He seemed indtantly a home. Egypt not
merely enticed—she pulled himin.

‘Here | am at last!” whispered a voice, as he watched the noisy throng of Arabs, Nubians,
Soudanese upon the crowded wharf. He delighted in the colour, the gleaming eyes, bronze skins,
the white caftans with ther red and yelow sashes. The phantasmd amber light that filled the
huge 4ill heavens lit something Smilar in his mind and thoughts Only the train, with its
luxurious restaurant car, its shutters to keep out the dust and heat, appeared incongruous. He lost
the power to think this or that. He could only fed, and fed intensdy. His feet touched Egypt, and
a deep glow of inner happiness possessed him. He was not disgppointed anywhere, though as yet
he had seen nothing but a steamer quay. Then he sent a tdegram to Letticer ‘Arrived safely.
Reach Luxor eight o'clock to-morrow morning’; and, having did through the Deta country with
the flaming sunst, he had his first glimpse of the lordly Pyramids as the tran drew into Caro.
Dim and immense he saw them across the swift-faling dusk, shadowy as forgotten centuries that
canot die. Though too digant to fed ther menace, he yet knew them towering over him,
mysterious, colossd, unintelligible, the sentinels of a gateway he had passed.

Such was the first touch of Egypt on his soul. It was as big and magical as he had known it
would be. The magnificence and the glamour both were there. Europe dready lay forgotten far
behind him, non-exisent. Some one tapped him on the shoulder, whispered a password, he
was—in. . ..

He dined in Caro and took the night train on to Luxor, the white, luxurious wagon lit again
griking an incongruous note. For he had stepped from a platform into space, a space that floated
suns and congdlations. About him was that sense of the illimitable which broods everywhere n
Egypt, in sand and Ky, in sun and gars; it absorbed him easly, smdl human speck in a toy train
with éectric lights and modern comfortd An emotion difficult to seize gripped his heart, as he
did deeper and deeper into the land towards Lettice. . . . For Lettice dso was involved in this.
With happiness, yet somehow, too, with tears, he thought of her waiting for him now, expecting
him, perhgps reading his telegram for the twentieth time. Through a mig of blue and gold she
seemed to beckon to him across the shimmer of the endless ydlow sands. He saw the little finger
he had kissed. The dear face smiled. But there was a change upon it somewhere, though a change



too subtle to be precisdly named. The eydids were hdf closed, and in the smile was power; the
beckoning finger conveyed a gesiure that was new—command. It seemed to point; it had a
motion downwards, about her aspect was some flavour of authority amost roya, borrowed,
doubtless, from the rega gold and purple of the sky’s magnificence.

Oddly, again, his heart contracted as this changed aspect of her, due to heightened imagination,
rose before the inner eye A sensation of uncertainty and question dipped in with it, though
whence he knew not. A hint of insecurity assailed his soul—amost a sense of inferiority in
himsdf. It even flashed across him that he was under orders. It was inexplicable. . . . A
restlessness in his blood prevented deep. . . . He drew the blind up and looked out.

There was no moon. The- night was drowned in stars. The train rushed south towards Thebes
adong the green thread of the Nile; the Lybian desert keeping pace with it, immense and desolate,
degth gnawing eternaly at the narrow grip of life. . . . And again he knew the feding that he had
gepped from a platform into space. Egypt lay spread below him. He fel towards it, plunging,
and as he fdl, looked down—upon something vagudy familiar and hdf known. . . . An
underlying sadness, inexplicable but sgnificant, crept in upon his thoughts.

They rushed past Bedrashein, a draggling Arab village where once great Memphis owned
eighteen miles of frontage on the daey river; he saw the lon-mud huts, the groves of date-
pams tha now maked the vanished splendour. They did by in ther hundreds, the spectrd
desert gleaming like snow between the openings. The huge pyramids of Sakkhé&ra loomed against
the faint western afterglow. He saw the shaft of strange green light they cdll zodiaca.

And the sadness in him deepened inexplicably—that strange Egyptian sadness which ever
underlies the brilliance. . . . The waichful stars looked down with sSxty ligening centuries
between them and a forgotten glory that dreamed now among a thousand sandy tombs. For the
dlent landscape flying past him like a dream woke emotions both sweet and painful that he could
not understand—swest to poignancy, exquisitely painful.

Perhaps it was naturd enough, naturd, too, that he should transfer these in some dim measure
to the woman now waiting for him among the ruins of many-gated Thebes. The ancient city,
dreaming 4ill besde the Soried river, assumed an gppearance hdf fabulous in his thoughts.
Egypt had wakened imagination in his soul. The change he fancied in Lettice was due, doubtless,
to the trandforming magic that mingled an actual present with a haunted past. Possbly this was
some portion of the truth. . . . And yet, while the mood possessed him, some joy, some inner
sheath, as it were, of anticipated happiness dipped off him into the encroaching yelow sand—as
though he surrendered, not so much the actud happiness, as his right to it. A second's
helplessness crept over him; another Sdlf that was inferior peeped up and sighed and whispered. .
. . He was aware of hidden touches that stabbed him into uneasiness, disquiet, dmost @in. . . .
Some outer tissue was dripped from his norma being, leaving him naked to the tang of
extremely delicate shafts, buried so long thet interpretation failed him.

The curious sensation, luckily, did not last; but this hint of a familiarity that seemed both sweet
and dangerous, made it adonishingly convincing & the time. Some aspect of vanity, of
confidence in himself digtinctly weskened. . . .

It passed with the spectrd pam trees as the train sped father south. He findly dismissed it as
the result of fatigue, excitement and anticipation too prolonged. . . . Yes, he dismissed it. At any
rate it passed. It sank out of sight and was forgotten. It had become, perhaps, an integra portion
of hisbeing. Possbly, it had aways been so, and had been merely waiting to emerge. .

But such intangible and eusve emotions were so new to him that he could not pretend to ded
with them. There is a stimulus as of ether about the Egyptian dimate that gets into the mind, it is



sad, and dirs unwonted dreams and fanteses. The dimate becomes mentd. His olid
temperament was, perhaps, pricked thus haf uninteligibly. He could not understand it. He drew
the blind down. But before turning out the light, he read over once again the note of welcome
Lettice had sent to meet him at the seamer. It was brief, but infinitely precious. The thought of
her love sponged al lessr fedings completdly from his mind, and he fell adeep thinking only of
their gpproaching meeting, and of his marvellous deep joy.

CHAPTER XIV

On reeching Luxor a eight o'clock in the morning, to his keen ddight an Arab servant met him
with an unexpected invitation. He had meant to go fird to his hotd, but Lettice willed otherwise,
everything thought out beforehand in her loving way. He drove accordingly to her house on the
outskirts of the town towards Karnak, changed and bathed in a room where he recognised with
supreme joy a hundred familiar touches that seemed transplanted from the Brown Hat a home—
and found her a nine o'clock waiting for him on the verandah. Breskfast was lad in the shady
garden just beyond.

It was ided as a dream. She stood there dressed in white, wearing a big sun-hat with little
roses, gparkling, radiant, a graceful fary figure from the heart of spring. ‘Here's the inevitable
fly-whisk, Tom,” was the firg thing she said, and as naturdly as though they had parted a few
hours before, ‘it's to keep the flies away, and to keep you a your distance too!” And his first
remark, escaping him impulsively in place of a hundred other things he had meant to say, was,
‘You look different; you've changed. Lettice, you're far more lovely than | knew. I've never
seen you look like that beforel” He fdt his entire being go out to her in a consuming flame. *You
look perfectly divine” Sheer admiration took his bresth away. ‘I beieve you're Iss hersdf,; he
laughed in his delight, ‘ come back into her own!’

“Then you must be Odiris, Tom!” her happy voice responded, ‘ new risen from his sandy tomb!’

There was no time for private conversation, for Mrs. Haughstone appeared just then and
enquired politely after his hedth and journey. ‘The flies are awful,’ she mentioned, ‘but Lettice
adways ingsts on having breskfast out of doors. | hope you'll be able to stand it” And she
continued to flutter her horse-har whisk as though she would have liked to sweep Egypt itsdf
from the face of the map. ‘No wonder the Igradites were glad to leave. Therés sand in
everything you eat and flies on everything you see’ Yet she sad it with what passed in her case
for good nature; she, too, was evidently enjoying hersdlf in Egypt.

Tom sad that flies and sand would not trouble him with such gorgeous sunlight to compensate,
and that anyhow they were better than soot and fogsin London.

“You'll be tired of the sun before a week is over,” she replied, ‘and long to see a cloud or fed a
drop of ran. She followed his eyes which seemed unable to leave the face and figure of his
hogess. ‘But it dl agrees wonderfully with my cousn. Don't you find her looking well? She's
quite changed into another person, | think, the tone suggesting that it was not dtogether a
change that she hersdf gpproved of. ‘We're dl different here, a little. Even Mr. Windowe's
improved enormoudy. He's steadier and wiser than he used to be’ And Tom, laughing, said he
hoped he would improve, too, himself.

The comforting hot coffee, the ddlicious rolls, the cool iced fruit, and, above dl, Lettice besde
him a lag in the plessant shade, gave Tom such high spirits that the woman's disagreegble
persondity produced no effect. Through the gate in the stone wall a the end of the garden,
benesth masses of drooping bougainvillea, the Nile dreamed past in a sheet of golden haze; the



Theban hills, dipped in the crystd azure of the sky, rose stern and desolate upon the horizon; the
ar, a this ealy hour, was fresh and keen. He fdt himsdf in some enchanted garden of the
ancient world with a radiant goddess for companion. . . . There was a sound of singing from the
river below—the song of the Nile boatman that has not changed these thousand years, a quaint
piping melody floated in from the street outsde; from the farther shore came the dull beating of a
native tom-tom; and the Hill, burning amosphere held the mystery of wonder in suspenson. Her
beauty, at last, had found its perfect setting.

‘I never saw your eyes s0 wonderful—so soft and brilliant,” he whispered as soon as they were
adone. ‘You're very happy.” He paused, looking a her. ‘That's me, isn't it? Lettice, say it is a
once’ He was very playful in his joy; but he longed eagerly to hear her admit that his coming
meant as much to her asit meant to him.

‘I suppose it must be’ she replied, ‘but it's the climate too. This keen dry air and the sunshine
bring dl ones power out. There's something magicd in it. You forget the years and fed
young—againg the background of this old land a lifetime seems like an afternoon, merely. And
the nights—oh, Tom, the stars are too, too marvellous” She spoke with a kind of exuberance that
seemed new in her.

‘They must be’ he rgoined, as he gazed exultantly, ‘for they're dl in you, sun, ar, and sars.
Y ou're a perfect revelation to me of what awoman—'

‘Am 1?7 she interrupted, fluttering her whisk between her chair and his. ‘But now, dear Tom,
my headstrong boy, tel me how you are and al about yoursdf, your plans and everything dse
in the world besides” He told her what he could, answered dl her questions, declared he and she
were going to have the time of thar lives, and behaved generdly, as she told him, like a boy out
of school. He admitted it. ‘But I'm hungry, Lettice, anvfully hungry. He kept reminding her that
he had been sarving for two long months, surey she was sarving too. He longed to hear her
confess it with a dgh of happy reief. ‘My ams and lips are hungry, he went on incorrigibly,
‘but I'm tired, too, from traveling. | fed like putting my head on your breast and going sound
adeep.” ‘My boy,” she sad tenderly, ‘you shdl.” She responded ingtantly to that. ‘You aways
were a baby and I’'m here to take care of you.” He seized her hand and kissed it before she could
draw it away. ‘You must be careful, Tom. Everything has eyes in Egypt; the Arabs move like
ghogts” She glanced towards the windows. ‘And the gossp is unbdievable’ She was quiet again
now, and very gentle; it struck him how cam and sweet she was towards him, yet that there was
a ddightful happy excitement undernesth that she only just controlled. He was aware of
something wild in her just out of Sght—a kind of menta effervescence, dmogt intoxication she
deliberately suppressed.

‘And s0 are you—unbdievable’ he excdamed impetuoudy; ‘unbdievably beautiful. This is
your country with a vengeance, Lettice. You're like an Egyptian queen—a princess of the sun!’

He gazed criticdly a her till she lowered her eyes. He redised that, actudly, they were not
visble from the house and that the garden trees were thick about them; but he dso recelved a
fant impresson that she did ot want, did not intend, to alow quite the same intimacy as before.
It just flashed across him with a hint of disgppointment, then was gone. His boyish admiration,
perhaps, annoyed her. He had fet for a second that her excuse of the windows and the gossip
was not the entire truth. The merest shadow of a thought it was. He noticed her eyes fixed
intently upon him. The same minute, then, she rose quietly and rustled over to his chair, kissed
him on the cheek quickly, and sat down again. ‘Therel’ she sad playfully as though she had
guesed his thoughts, ‘I've done the awful thing; now you'll be reasonable, perhgps’ And
whether or not she had divined his mood, she ingtantly dispdlled it—for the moment. . . .



They taked about a hundred things, moving ther chars as the blazing sunshine found them
out, till findly they sat with cushions on the steps of stone tha led down to the river beneath the
flaming bougainvillea. He fdt the drange touch of Egypt dl about them, that touch of eternity
that floats in the very ar, a hint of something deathless and sublime tha whispers in the
sunshine. Already he was aware of the long fading stretch of years behind. He thought of Egypt
as two vast hands that held him, one of tawny gold and one of turquoise blue—the desert and the
sky. In the hollow of those great hands, he lay with Lettice—two tiny atoms of sand. . . .

He watched her every movement, every gesture, noted the dightest inflection of her voice, was
aware that five years a least had dropped from her, that her complexion had grown softer, a
shade darker, too, from the sun; but, above dl, that there was a new expresson, a new light
certainly, soft and brilliant, in her eyes. It seemed, briefly put, that she had blossomed somehow
into a fuller expresson of hesdf. An oveflowing vitdity, masked behind her camness,
betrayed itsdf in every word and glance and gesture. There was an exuberance he cdled joy, but
it was, somehow, a new, an unexpected joy. She was, of course, aware of his untiring scrutiny;
and presently, in a lull, keeping her eyes on the river below them, she spoke of it. *You find me a
little changed, Tom, don't you? | warned you that Egypt had a certain effect on me. It enflames
the heart and ‘But a very wonderful effect, he broke in with admiration. ‘You're different in a
way—yes—but you haven't changed—not towards me, | mean. He wanted to say a great ded
more, but could not find the words, he divined that something had happened to her, in Warsaw-
probably, and he longed to question her about the ‘other’ who was her husband, but he could not,
of course, dlow himsdf to do so. My intuitive feding came to him that the dam upon her of this
other was more remote than formerly. His dread had certainly lessened. The clams upon her of
this ‘other’ seemed no longer—dangerous. . . .He wondered. . . . There was a certain confusion in
hismind.

‘You got my letter a Alexandria? she interrupted his reflections. He thanked her with
enthusasm, trying to remember what it sad—but without success. It struck him suddenly that
there was very little in it after dl, and he mentioned this with a reproachful smile. ‘That's my
resraint,’ she replied. ‘You dways liked restraint. Besdes, | wasn't sure it would reach you.’
She laughed and blew a kiss towards him. She made a curious gesture he had never seen her
make before. It seemed unlike her. More and more he registered a difference in her, as if sde by
dde with the increase of spontaneous vitdity there ran another mood, another aspect, dmost
another point of view. It was not towards him, yet it affected him. There seemed a certain new
lightness, even irresponsbility in her; she was more worldly, more human, not more ordinary by
any means, but less ‘impersona.’” He remembered her singular words. 1t enflames the heart.” He
wondered—a little uneedily. There seemed a new touch of wonder about her that made him
aware of something commonplace, dmogt inferior, in himsdf. . . .

At the same time he fdt another thing—a breath of coldness touched him somewhere, though
he could not trace its origin to anything she did or sad. Was it perhgps in what she left unsad,
undone? He longed to hear her confess how she had missed him, how thrilled she was that he
had come: but she did not say these passionately desired things, and when he teased her abot it,
she showed a dight impaience dmog: ‘Tom, you know | never tak like tha. Anything
sentimental | abhor. But | live it. Can't you see? His ungenerous fancies vanished then a once
at aword, asmile, agance of the expressive eyes, he indantly forgot al ese.

‘But | am different in Egypt, she warned him playfully again, hdf dosing her eydids as she
sadit. ‘| wonder if you'll like me—quite aswell.’



‘More’ he replied ardently, ‘a thousand times more. | fed it dready. There's mischief in you,’
he went on watching the hdf-closed eyes, ‘a touch of magic too, but very human magic. | love
it. And then he whispered, ‘1 think you' re more within my reach.’

‘Am 1?7 Shelooked bewitching, abeing of light and arr.

‘Everybody will fdl in love with you a sght’ He laughed happily, aware of an enchantment
that fascinated him more and more, but when he suddenly went over to her chair, she stopped
him with decison. ‘Don’'t, Tom, please don't. Tony'll be here any minute now. It would be
unplessant if he saw you behaving wildly like this He wouldn't understand.’

He drew back. ‘Oh, Tony’'s coming—then | must be carefull’ He laughed, but he was
disappointed and he showed it it was ther firs day together, and eager though he was to see his
cousin, hefdt it might well have been postponed alittle. He said so.

‘One mugt be naturad, Tom,” she told him in reply; ‘it's dways the best way. This isn't London
or Montreux, you see, and—'

‘Lettice, | understand, he interrupted, a trifle ashamed of himsdf. ‘You're quite right” He
tried to look pleased and satisfied, but the truth was he fdt suddenly—stupid. ‘And we've got
lots of time—three months or more ahead of us, haven't we? She gave him an expressve, tender
look with which he had to be contented for the momen.

‘And by the by, how isold Tony, and who is hislates? he enquired cardesdy.

‘Vay excted a your coming, Tom. You'll think him improved, | hope | beieve I'm his
latest, she added, tilting her chin with a ddicious pretence a mischief. And the gesture again
aurprised him. It was new. He thought it foreign to her. There seemed a flavour of impatience, of
audacity, dmogt of chalengeinit.

‘Finding himsdif at last. That's good. Then you' ve been fishing to some purpose’

‘Hshing?

‘Rescuing floating faces’

She pouted & him. ‘I'm not a saint, Tom. You know | never was. Saints are very inspiring to
read about, but you couldn’t live with one—or love one. Could you, now?

He gave an inward dart she did not notice. The same ingant he was aware tha it was her
happy excitement that made her tak in this exaggerated way. That was why it sounded so
unnaturd. He forgot it indantly.

They laughed and chatted as happily as two children—Tom fet a boy agan—until Mrs.
Haughstone appeared, marching down the river bank with an enormous white umbrella over her
head, and the talk became generd. Tom said he would go to his hotd and return for lunch; he
wanted to telephone to Assouan. He asked where Tony was staying. ‘But he knew | was a the
Winter Pdace’ he excamed when she mentioned the Savoy. ‘He found some people there he
wanted to avoid,” she explained, ‘so moved down to the Savoy.’

Tom said he would do the same; it was much nearer to her house, for one thing: *You'll keep
him for lunch, won't you? he said as he went off. ‘I'll try,” she promised, ‘but he's so busy with
his numerous friends as usud that | can't be sure of him. He has more engagements here than in
London, —whereupon Mrs. Haughstone added, ‘Oh, he'll stay, Mr. Kelverdon. I'm sure hell
stay. We lunch at one o' clock, remember.’

And in his room at the hotd Tom found a dozen dgns of tenderness and care that increased his
happiness;, there were touches everywhere of her loving thought for his comfort and wdl-
being—flowers, his favourite sogp, some cigarettes, one of her own deck-chairs, books, and even
a big box of crysalised dates as though he was a baby or a little boy. It al touched him deeply;
no other woman in the world could possbly have thought out such dear reminders, much less



have caried them into effect. There was even a writing-pad and a pen-holder with the specid nib
he liked. He laughed. But her care for him in such trivid things was exquiste because it showed
she clamed theright to do them.

His heart brimmed over as he saw them. It was impossible to give up any room, even a hotd
room, into which she had put her sweet and mothering personaity. He could do without Tony’s
presence and companionship, rather than resgn a room she had thus prepared for him. He
engaged it permanently therefore. Then, telephoning to Assouan, he decided to take the night
tran and see what had to be done there. It dl sounded most satisfactory; he foresaw much free
time ahead of him; occasiond trips to the work would meet the case at present. .

Happier than ever, he returned to a lunch in the open air with her and Tony, and it was the
gayest, merriet meal he had ever known. Mrs. Haughstone retired to deep through the hotter
hours of the afternoon, leaving the trio to amuse themsdves in freedom. And though they never
left the shady garden by the Nile, they amused themsdves so wel that tea was over and it was
time for Tom to get ready for his train before he redised it. Tony and Madame Jaretzka drove
him to his hotd, and afterwards to the dation, gtting in the compartment with him until the train
was actudly moving. He watched them standing on the platform together, waving their hands.
He waved his own. ‘I'll be back to-morrow or the next day, he cried. Emotions and sensations
were somewhat tangled in him, but happiness certainly was uppermost.

‘Don’'t forget,” he heard Tony shout. . . . And her eyes were on his own until the trees on the
platform hid her from his sght behind their long deep shadows.

CHAPTER XV

The firs excitement of arival over, he drew breath, as it were, and looked about him. Egypt
delighted and amazed him, surpassng his expectations. Its effect upon him was instantaneous
and profound. The decisve note sounded a Alexandria continued in his ears. Egypt drew him in
with golden, powerful arms. In every detal it was drange, yet with the Strangeness of a
predetermined welcome. It was not strange to him. The thrill of welcome made him &d a home.
He had come back. . . .

Here, a Assouan, he was aware of Africa, mydtic, half-mongtrous continent, lying with its heat
and wonder just beyond the horizon. He saw the Southern Cross, pitched low above the sandy
rim.

Yet Africa had no cdl for him. It left him without a thrill, an uninviting, undesrable land. It
was Egypt that made the intimate and persona gpped, as of a deeply loved and haf-familiar
place. It seemed to gather him in agang its mighty heart. He lay in some niche of comforting
warm sand againg the ancient mass that clamed him, tucked in by the wonder and the mydery,
protected, even mothered. It was an oddly stimulated imagination that supplied the picture—and
made him smile. He snuggled down deeper and deegper into this fgurative warm bed of sand the
ages had preordained. He fet secure and sheltered—as though the wonder and the mydery
velled something that menaced joy in him, something that conceded a notion of atack. Almost
there seemed a whisper in the wind, a watchful and undosing eye behind the dazzling sunshine
‘Surrender yoursdf to me, and | will care for you. | will protect you agangt yoursdf. . . .
Beware!’

This peculir excitement in his blood was somehow precisdly what he had expected; the
wonder and the thrill were naturd and right. He had known that Egypt would mesmerise his soul
exactly in this way. He had, it seemed, anticipated both the exhilaration and the terror. He



thought much about it dl, and each time Egypt looked him in the face, he saw Lettice too. They
were inseparably connected, as it were. He saw her brilliant eyes peering through the great tawny
visage. Together they bade him pause and ligen. . . . The wind brought up its fant, dusve
whisper: ‘“Wait. . . .We have not done with you. . . . Wait and listen! Watch. . .V’

Before his mind's eye the mighty land lay like a map, a blazing garden of intenser life that the
desolation ill conceded. Europe seemed infinitely remote, the life he had been accusomed to
unred, of tepid interest, while the intimate apped tha Egypt made grew more insgent every
hour of the day. It was Luxor, however, tha cdled him peremptorily—Luxor where dl that was
dearest to him in life now awaited his return. He yearned for Luxor; Thebes drew him like a
living magnet. Lettice was in Thebes, and Thebes dso seemed the heart of ancient Egypt, its
centre and its climax. ‘Come back to us whispered the sweet desert wind; ‘we are waiting. . . .
In Thebes seemed the focus of the strange Egyptian pell.

At dl hours of the day and night, here in Assouan, it caught him, asking forever the great
unanswerable questions. In the pauses of his drenuous work, in the watches of the night, when
he heard the little owls and the weird barking of the prowling jackds, in the noontide hest, and in
the cold glimmer of the quiet stars, he was never uncornscious of its haunting presence, he was
never beyond its influence. He was never quite aone. . . .

What did it mean? And why, did this hint of danger, of pan, of londiness lurk behind the
exhilaration and the peace? Wherein lay the essence of the enchantment this sngular Egyptian
glamour laid upon hisvery soul?

In his laborious way, Tom worked a the disentanglement, but without much success. One
curious thought, however, perssed with a drange enough dgnificance. It rose, in a sensg
unbidden. It was not his brain that discovered it. It just ‘came.’

For he was thinking of other wonderful countries ‘he had known. He remembered Japan and
India, both surpassing Egypt in colour, sunshine, gorgeous pageantry, and certainly equaling it
in higoricd asociaion and the rest. Yet, for him, these old lands had no spdl, no glamour
comparable to what he now experienced. The mind contains them, understands them easily. They
are continuous with thelr past. The travdler drops in and sees them as they dways have been.
They are 4ill, so to spesk, going on comfortably as before. There is no shock of didocation.
They have not died. Whereas Egypt has left the world; Egypt is dead; there is no link with
present things. Both heart and mind are aware of this degp vacuum they vainly grive to fill. That
ancient civilisation, both marvelous and somewhere monsrous, bresking with beauty, burning
with aspiration, myserious and vita—all has vanished as completely as though it had not been.
The prodigious ruins hint, but cannot utter. No recondruction from tomb or temple can recdl a
great dream the world has logt. It is forgotten, swept away, there is no clue. Egypt has left the
world. . ..

Yet, as he thought about it in his uningpired way, it seemed that some part of him ill beat in
sympathy with the pulse of the forgotten dream. Egypt indeed was dead, yet sometimes—she
came back. . . . She came to revist her soft stars and moon, her great temples and her mighty
tombs. She stole back into the sunshine and the sand; her broken, ruined heart a Thebes received
her. He saw her as a spirit, a persastent, living presence, a stupendous Ghost. . . .

And the idea, having offered itsdf, remained. Both he and Lettice somehow were associated
with it, and with this usive notion of return. They, too, were entangled in the glamour and the
spell. They, too, had olen back as from some immemorid lost dream to revisit the scenes of an
intensr yet forgotten life. And Thebes was its centre the secretive and forbidding Theban Hills,
with their desolate myriad sepulchres, its focus and its climax. .



Assouan detained him only a couple of days He had capable lieutenants, there was delay,
moreover, in the arivd of cetan materid; he could dways be summoned quickly by teephone.
He sent home his report and took the express train back to Luxor and to—her.

He had been too occupied, too tired a night, to do more than write a fond, short letter, then go
to deep; the heat was condderable; he redised that he was in Africa; the scenery fascinated him,
the enormous tawny desert, the cataracts of golden yellow sand, the magica old river. The
wonder of Philag, with its Odrian ghrine and idand sanctuary, caught him as it has caught most
other humans. After the sheer bulk of the pyramids and temples, Philae burds into the heart with
amog lyricd sweetness. But his heat was fast in Thebes and not dl the enchantment of this
desert paradise could seduce him. Moreover, one detall he didiked: the ubiquitous earthenware
tom-tom that sounded day and night . . . he heard its sullen beeting in his dreams.

Yet of one thing he was ever chiefly conscious—that he was impatient to be with Lettice, that
his heart hungered without ceasing, that she meant more to him than ever. Her new beauty
agonished him, there was a subtle charm in her presence he had not fet in London, her fresh
goontaneous gaety filled ‘him with keen ddight. And dl this was his His arivad gave her such
joy that she could not even speak of it; yet he was the cause of it. It made him fed dmost shy.

He received one characteridtic letter from her. ‘Come back as quickly as you can,’ she wrote.
Tony has gone down the river after his brds, and | fed londy. Teegraph, and come to dinner or
breekfast according to your train. I'll meet you if possble You must come here for dl your
medls, as I'm sure the hotd food is poor and the drinking water unsafe. This is open house,
remember, br you both. And there was a ddlicious P.S. ‘Mind you only drink filtered water, and
avoid the hotel sdads because the water hasn't been boiled.” He kissed the letter. He laughed.
Her tender thought for him dmost brought the tears into his eyes. It was the tenderness of his
own mother who was dead.

He reached Luxor in the evening, and to his ddight she was on the platform; long before the
train stopped he recognised her figure, the wide sun-hat with the little roses, the white serge skirt
and jacket of knitted ydlow glk to keep the evening chill avay. They drove draight to her
house, the sun was down behind the rocky hills and the Nile lay in a dream of burnished gold;
the little owls were cdling; there was snging among the native boamen on the water; they saw
the fields of brilliant green with the sands beyond, and the keen air from the desert wafted down
the street of what once was great hundred-gated Thebes. A drangdy deicate perfume hung
about the ancient city. Tom turned to look & the woman besde him in the narrow-seated
cariage, and fdt asif he were driving through a dream.

‘| can stay aweek or ten days at least, he said a last. ‘s old Tony back?

Yes, he had just arived and teephoned to ask if he might come to dinner. ‘And look, Tom,
you can just see the heads of the Coloss risng out of the haze’—she pointed quickly—*I
thought we would go and show them you to-morrow. We might al take our tea and et it in the
clover. You ve seen nothing of Egypt yet. She spoke rapidly, eagerly, full of her little plan.

‘All? he repeated doubtfully.

“Yes, wouldn't you likeit?

‘Oh, rather,’ he said, wondering why he did not say another thing that rose for a moment in his
mind.

“You must see everything, she went on sporntaneoudy, ‘and a dragoman’s a bore. Tony’s a far
better guide. He knows old Egypt as well as he knows his old birds’ She laughed. ‘It's too
ridiculous—his enthusiasm; he's been dying to explain it dl to you as he did to me, and he does



it exactly like a museum guide who is a scholar and a poet too. And he is a poet, you know. I'd
never noticed it before’

‘Splendid,; said Tom. He was thinking severa things a once, among them that the perfumed
ar reminded him of something he could not quite recdl. It seemed far away and yet familiar.
‘I'm arare listener too,” he added.

The King's Vdley you redly must do done together, she went on; ‘I can't face it a second
time—the heet, the gloom of it—it oppressed and frightened me a little. Those terrible grim
hills—they’re full of deeth, those Theban hills’

‘“Tony took you? he asked.

She nodded. ‘We did the whole thing,” she added, ‘every single Tomb. | was exhausted. | think
we al were—except Tony.” The eager look in her face had gone. Her voice betrayed a certan
effort. A darkness floated over it, like the shadow of apassing cloud.

‘All of youl" he exclamed, as though it were important. ‘No bird-man ever feds tired” He
seemed to think a moment. There was a tiny pause. The carriage was close to the house now,
driving-up with a flourish, and Tony and Mrs. Haughstone, an incongruous couple, were vishle
danding agangt the luminous orange sky beside the river. Tom pointed to them with a chuckle.
‘All right; he exclamed, with a gesture as though he came to a decison suddenly, ‘it shdl be
the Coloss tomorrow. There are two of them, aren’t there—only two?

‘Two, yes, the Twin Coloss they cdl them, she replied, joining in his chuckle a the
slhouetted figures in the sunset.

“Two,” he repeated with emphasis, ‘not three’ But either she did not notice or ese she did not
hear. She was leaning forward waving her hand to her other guests upon the bank.

There followed then the happiest week that Tom had ever known, for there was no incident to
mar it, nor a sngle word or act that cast the dightest shadow. His dread of the ‘other’ who was to
come agpparently had left him, the faint uneasness he had fdt so often seemed gone. He even
forgot to think about it. Lettice he had never seen 0 gay, S0 full of enterprise, so radiant. She
gparkled as though she had recovered her girlhood suddenly. With Tony in particular she had
incessant battles, and Tom ligened to ther conversations with amusement, for on no sngle
subject were they able to agree, yet neither seemed to get the best of it. Tom felt unable to keep
pace with- their more nimble minds. . . .

Tony was certainly improved in many ways, more serious than he had showed himsdf before,
and extreordinarily full of entertaining knowledge into the bargain. Birds and the lore of ancient
Egypt, it appeared, were merely two of his pet hobbies and he talked in such amusing fashion
tha he kept Tom in roars of laughter, while dimulating Madame Jaretzka to vehement
contradictions. They were much adone, and profited by it. The numerous engagements Lettice
had mentioned gave no sgn. Tony cetainly was a brilliant companion as wdl as an indructive
cicerone. There was more in him than Tom had divined before. His clever humour was a great
asst in the longer expeditions. ‘Tony, I'm tired and hot; please come and tak to me | want
refreshing was never addressed to Tom, for instance, whose good nature could not teke the
place of wit. Each of the three, as it were, supplied what the other lacked; it was not surprising
they got on wdl together. Tom, however, though aways happy provided Lettice was of the
paty, envied his cousn fluid temperament and facdle gifts—even in the amdlest things. Tony,
for insance, would mimic Mrs. Haughstone's attitude of having done her hogiess a kindness in
coming out to Egypt: ‘I couldn't do it again, dear Lettice, even for you'—the way Tony said and
acted it had atouch of inspiration.



Mrs. Haughstone hersdf, meanwhile, within the limits of her angular persondity, Tom found
aso consderably improved. Egypt had changed her too. He forgave her much because she was
afrad of the sun, 0 left them often done. She showed unsdfishness, too, even kindness, on
more than one occason. Tom was aware of a nicer Sde in her in spite of her jedousy and
citician, she was genuindy caeful of her hostesss reputation amid the scandd-loving
atmosphere of Egyptian hotel life. It amused him to see how she arrogated to hersdlf the place of
chaperone, yet Tom saw true solicitude in it, the dtitude of a woman who knew the world
towards one who was too trustful. He figured her dways holding up a warning finger, and
Lettice dways laughingly disregarding her advice.

Her warnings to Lettice to be more circumspect were, a any rate, by no means dways wrong.
Though not paticulaly observant as a rule he caught more than once the tal-end of
conversations between them in which advice, evidently, had been proffered and laughed asde.
But, snce it did not concern him, he pad little atention, merely aware thet there existed this
difference of view. One such occasion, however, Tom had good cause to remember, because it
gave him a piece of knowledge he had long desred to possess, yet had never fdt within his
rightsto ask for. It merely gave details, however, of something he aready knew.

He entered the room, coming draight from a morning's work a his own hotd, and found them
engaged hammer and tongs upon some dispute regarding ‘conduct.” Tony, who had been rowing
Madame Jaretzka down the river, had made his escape. Madame Jaretzka effected hers as Tom
came in, throwing him a look of comicd reief across her shoulder. He was done with the Irish
cousn. ‘After dl, she is a maried woman, remarked Mrs. Haughstone, gill somewhat indignant
from the little battle.

She addressed the words to him as he was the only person within earshot. It seemed naturd
enough, he thought.

‘Yes’ said Tom politely. ‘| suppose sheis’

And it was then, quite unexpectedly, that the woman spoke to him as though he knew as much
as she did. He ought, perhaps, to have stopped her, but the temptation was too great. He learned
the facts concerning Warsaw and the—husband. That the Prince had ill-treated her consstently
during the firg five years of their married life could certainly not justify her freedom, but thet he
had logt his reason incurably, no longer even recognised her, that her presence was discouraged
by the doctors since it increased the violence of his attacks, and that his maady was hopeess and
could end only in his desth—al this while adding to the wonder of her faithful pilgrimeges, did
asuredly at the same time st her free. . . . The effect upon his mind may be imagined; it
deepened his love, increased his admiration, for it explained the suffering in the face she had
tuned to sweetness, while adso judifying her conduct towards himsdf. With a sngle blow,
moreove, it killed the dread Tom had been haunted by so long—that this was tha ‘other’ who
must one day take her from him, obedient to abigger clam.

This knowledge, as though surreptitioudy obtained, Tom locked within his breast until the day
when she hersdf should choose to share it with him.

He remembered another little conversation too when, smilarly, he disurbed them in discussion
thistime it was Mrs. Haughstone who was cdled awvay.

‘Behaving badly, Lettice, is she? Scolding you agan?

‘Not at al. Only she sees the bad in every one and | see the good. She disapproves of Tony
rather.’

‘Then she will be less often decalved than you, he replied laughingly. The reference to Tony
had escaped him; his dow mind was on the genera propostion.



‘Perhaps. But you can only make people better by believing that they are better,” she went on
with conviction—when Mrs. Haughstone joined them and took up her parable again:

‘My cousin behaves like a child,; she said with amusing severity. ‘She doesn't understand the
world. But the world is hard upon ‘grown-ups who behave like children. Lettice thinks
everybody good. Her innocence gets her migudged. And it'sapity.’

‘I'll keep an eye on her, Tom said solemnly, ‘and we' ll begin this very afternoon.’

‘Do, Mr. Kelverdon, I'm glad to hear it” And as she sad it, he noticed another expresson on
her face as she glanced down the drive where Tony, dressed in grey flannds and snging to
himsdf, was seen sauntering towards them. She wore an enigmdic smile by no means pleasant.
It gave him a moment’s twinge. He turned from her to Lettice by way of relief. She was waving
her white-gloved hand, her eyes were shining, her little face was radiant—and Tom's happiness
came back upon him in a risng flood again as he watched her beauty. . . . He thought that Egypt
was the most marvelous place he had ever known. Even Tony looked enchanted—amost
handsome. But Lettice looked divine. He felt more and more that the woman in her blossomed
into life before his very eyes. His content was absolute.

CHAPTER XVI

With Tony as guide they took their fill of wonder. The principal expeditions were made aone,
introducing Tom to the marvels of ancient Egypt which they dready knew. On the durdiest
donkey Thebes could furnish, he raced his cousin across the burning sands, Madame Jaretzka
fdlowing in a sand-cat, her blue vell sreaming in the cool north wind. They played like
children, defying the tide of mystery that this haunted land pours againg the modern human soul,
while yet the wonder and the mystery added to their enjoyment, deepening their happiness by
contrast.

They ae their al fresco luncheons galy, seeted by hoary tombs that opened into the desolate
hills, kings, priests, princesses, dead Sx thousand years, lisgtening in caverns underground to their
cadess tdk. Yet ther gaety had a hush in it, a sgnificance behind the sentences; for even ther
lighte moments touched ever upon the borders of an awfulness that was sublime, and dl that
they sad or did gained this hint of deeper vadue—that it was set againg a background of the
infinite, the desthless.

It was impossible to forget that this was Egypt, the depost of immemorid secrets, the store-
house of stupendous vanished dreams.

‘There was a mgesty, after dl, about their strange old gods, said Tony one afternoon as they
emerged from the difling darkness of a forgotten kingly tomb into the sunlight. ‘They seem to
thunder dill—below the ground—subconscioudy.” He was ever ready with the latest modern
catchword. He flung himsdf down upon the sand, shaded from the glare by a recumbent column
of granite exquistely carved, then abandoned of the ages. They touch something in one even to-
day—something superb. Human worship has't changed so fundamentally after al.’

‘A sort of ghostly desthlessness” agreed Lettice, making a bed of sand besde him. ‘I think
that’s what onefedls’

Tony looked up. He glanced dertly a her. A question flashed a moment in his eyes, then
passed unspoken.

‘Perhaps’ Tony went on in a more flippant tone, ‘even the dullest has to acknowledge the
sublime in ther conceptions. 19 Why, the very name is a poem in a sngle word. Anubis,



Nepthys, Horus—there's poetry in them dl. They seem to sng themsdves into the heat, as
Petrie might have saild—but didn't.’

‘The names are rather splendid, Tom put in, as he unpacked the kettle and spirit-lamp for tea
‘One can't forget them either.

There was a moment’'s slence, then Tony spoke again. He had logt his flippat tone. He
addressed hisremark to Lettice. Tom was aware that she was somehow waiting for it.

‘Their deathlessness Yes, you're right.” He turned an ingant to look at the colossd dructure
behind them, whence the imposing figures of a broken Pharaoh and his Queen stared to the east
across the shoulder of some granite Deity that had refused to crumble for three thousand years.
‘Their deathlessness,” he repeated, lowering hisvoice, ‘it' sredly sartling.

He looked about him. It was amazing how his little words, his gesture, his very atmosphere
created a spontaneous expectancy—as though Thoth might dride sublimely up across the sand,
or even Rahimsdlf come blazing with extended wings and awful disk of fire.

Tom fdt the touch of the unearthly as he watched and listened. Lettice—he was certain of it—
shivered. He moved nearer and spread arug across her feet.

‘Don’t, Tom, please! I'm hot enough aready.” Her tone had a childish exasperation in it—as
though he interrupted some mood that gave her pleasure. She turned her eyes to Tony, but Tony
was busly opening sandwich packets with hands that—Tom thought—shared one qudlity at least
of the stone effigies they had been discussng—size. And he laughed. The spel was broken.
They fel hungrily upon their desert med. . . .

Yet, it was odd how Tony had expressed precisdy what Tom had himsdf been vaguey
feding, though ungble to find the language for his fancy—odd, too, that gpparently dl three of
them had fdt the same dim thing. No one among them was ‘rdigious’ nor, drictly spesking,
imaginative; poetical leest of dl in the regenerative, cregtive sense. Not one of the trio, that is
could have saized imaginativdy the conception of an dien dety and made it live Yet Tony's
ide mood or idler words had done this very thing—and al three acknowledged it in their various
ways. The flavour of a remote familiarity was manifes in each one of them—callectivdy as
wdll.

Ancther time they sat by night in ruined Kanak, watching the slver moonlight bring out
another world among the mighty pylons. It painted the empty and enormous aides with crowding
processions of lost ages. Speaking in whispers, they saw the stars peep down between the soaring
forest of old stone; the cold desert wind brought with it a sadness, a mournful retrospect too vast
to redise, the tragedy that such splendour left but a lifdess skeleton behind, a gigantic, soulless
ruin. That such great prophecies remaned unfulfilled was somewhere both terrible and
meancholy. The immortd strength of these Egyptian stones conveyed a grandeur dmost sinister.
The huge dumb beauty seemed menacing, even ominous, they sat doser they fdt dwarfed
uncomfortably, their sdves reduced to insignificance, dmost threstened. Even Tony sobered as
they taked in lowered voices, seated in the shadow of the towering columns, their feet resting on
the sand.

‘I'm sure we've sat here before just like this, the three of us’ he said in a lowered voice; ‘it dl
seemslike adream to me’

Madame Jaretzka, who was between them, made no answer, and Tom, leaning forward, caught
his cousin's eye beyond her. . . . The scene in the London thestre flashed across his mind. He fet
very happy, very close to them both, extraordinarily & one with them, the woman he loved best
in dl the world, the man who was his greatest friend. He fdt truth, not foolishness in Tony's



otherwise commonplace remarks that followed: ‘I could swear I'd known you both before—here
in Egypt.’

Madame Jaretzka moved a little, shuffling farther back so that she could lean againgt the great
curved pillar. It brought them closer together till. She said no word, however.

‘Ther€'s certainly a curious sympathy between the three of us’ murmured Tom, who usudly
fdt out of his depth in smilar talks, leaving his companions to cary it further while he ligened
merdly. ‘It's hard to believe that we meet for the first time now.’

He sa dose to her, fingering her gauzy vell that brushed his face. There was a pause, and then
Madame Jaretzka said, turning to Tony: ‘We met here first anyhow, didn't we? Two winters ago,
before | met Tom—

But Tony sad he meant something far older than that, much longer ago. ‘You and Tom knew
each other as children, you told me once. Tom and | were boys together too . . . but . .

His voice died away in Tom's ears, her answers dso were inaudible as she kept her head
turned towards Tony: his thoughts, besides, were caught away a moment to the days in Montreux
and in London. . . . He fdl into a reverie tha lasted—possbly a minute, possbly severd
minutes. The conversation between them left him somehow out of it; he had little to contribute;
they had an underganding, as it were, on cetan subjects tha neglected him. His mind
accordingly left them. He followed his own thoughts dreamily . . . far away . . . past the deep
black shadows and out into the soft blaze of moonlight that showered upon the distant Theban
hills. . . . He remembered the curious emations that had marked his entry into Egypt. He thought
of a change in Lettice, at present ill undefined. He wondered what it was about her now that
lent to her gentle soirit a touch of authority, of worldly authority dmogt, that he dared not fail to
recognise—as though she had the right to it. The flavour of unessiness stole back. It occurred to
him suddenly that he fet no longer quite a home with her alone as of old. Some one watched
him; some one watched them both. . . .

It was as though for the first time he redised disance—a new distance cregping in upon thelr
relationship somewhere. . . .

A dignt shiver brought him back. The wind came moaning down the mongtrous, yawning
ades agang them. The overpowering effect of so much grandeur had become intolerable. *Ugh!
I’m cold,” he exclaimed abruptly. ‘1 vote we move a bit. | think—I’ll move anyhow.’

Madame Jaretzka turned to him with a definite dart; she draightened hersdf againgt the huge
sandstone column. The moonlight touched her; it clothed her in gold and slver, the gold of the
sand, the gdlver of the moon. She looked ethered, ghostly, a figure of ar and disance. She
seemed to belong to her surroundings—another person somehow—faintly Egyptian dmost.

‘I thought you were adeep, Tom,” she said softly. She had been in the middle of an animated,
though whispered, talk with Tony. She peered a him with alittle smile that lifted her lip oddly.

‘I was far avay somewhere’ he returned, peering a her closdy. ‘I forgot dl about you both. |
thought, for amoment, | was quite—aone.’

He saw her dat again. A sgnificance he hardly intended had crept into his tone. Her face
moved back into the shadow quickly beside Tony.

She teased Tom for his want of manners, then fdl b caring for his comfort. ‘It's icy,” she sad,
‘and you're in flannds. The sudden chill of these Egyptian nights is redly treacherous’ and she
took the rug from her lgp and put it round his shoulders. As she did so, the strange appearance he
had noted increased about her.



And Tom got up abruptly. ‘No, Lettice dear, thank you; | think I'll move a bit” He had said—
‘Lettice dear’ without redlisng it, and before his cousin too. ‘I'll take a turn and then come back
for you. You stay herewith Tony,” and he moved off somewhat briskly.

Then, ingantly, the other two rose up like one person, following him to where the cariage
waited. . . .

‘They're frightening rather, don't you think—these ancient places? she said presently, as they
drove dong past pams and the flat-topped houses of the felaheen. ‘Ther€'s something watching
and ligening dl thetime’

Tom made no answer. He fet suddenly unsure of something—amogt unsure of himsdf, it
seemed.

‘Onefedsabit logt,” he said dowly after abit, ‘and londly. It'sthe size, | think.’

‘Perhaps’ she rgoined, peering a him with hdf-lowered eydids, ‘and the slence’ She broke
off then added, * Y ou can hear your thoughts too clearly.’

Tom was dtting back amid a bundle of rugs she had wrapped him in; Tony, beside her, on the
front seet, seemed in a gentle doze. They drove the rest of the way in slence, dropping Tony first
a the Savoy, then going on to Tom's hotd. She ingsted, dthough her own house was in the
opposite direction. *And you're to take a hot whisky when you get into bed, remember, and don't
get up to-morrow if you fed a chill.” She gave him orders for his hedth and comfort as though
he were her son. Tom noticed it, told her she was divindy precious to him, and promised
fathfully to obey.

‘What do you think about Tony? he asked suddenly, when they had driven aone for severd
minutes. ‘1 mean, what impression does he make on you? How do you feel him?

‘He's enjoying himsdf immensdy with his numerous friends’ she replied a once ‘He grows
on one rather. HE's a dear, | think. She looked a him, then turned away again. ‘Don’'t you,
Tom?

‘Oh, rather. I've aways thought so. | told you first long ago, didn't 1?7 He made no reference
to the exaggeration about the friends. ‘And | think it's wonderful how wel we—what a perfect
triowe are’

‘Yes, ign'tit?

They both became thoughtful then. There fdl a pause between them, when Tom broke in
abruptly once again:

‘But—what do you fed? Because | think, he's hdf in love with you, if yu want to know.” He
leaned over and whigpered in her ear. The words tumbled out as though they were in a hurry. ‘It
pleases me immensdly, Lettice; it makes me fed so proud of you and happy. It'll do him a world
of good, too, if he loves a woman like you. You'll teach him something. She smiled shyly and
sad, ‘1 wonder, Tom. Do you redly think s0? He certainly seems fond of me, but | hadn’t
thought quite that. You think everybody mug fdl in love with me’ She pushed him away with a
gentle yet impatient pressure of her arm, indicating the Arab coachman with a nod of her head.
‘Take care of him, Lettice: he'sadear fdlow; don't let him bresk his heart”’

Tom began to flirt outrageoudy; his am crept round her, he leaned over and stole a kiss—and
to his amazement she did not try to stop him. She did not seem to notice it. She st very dill—a
gone statue in the moonlight.

Then, suddenly, he redlised that she had not replied to his question. He promptly repested it
therefore. “You put me off with what he feds, but | want to know what you fed, he sad with
emphasis.



‘But, Tom, I’'m not putting you off, as you cdl it—with anything,’ and there was a touch of
annoyance in her tone and manner.

‘Tl me, Lettice it interests me. You're such a puzzle, d'you know, out here’ His tone
unconscioudly grew more earnest as he spoke.

Madame Jaretzka broke into a little laugh. *You boy!" she exclamed teasingly, ‘you're trying
to heighten his value 0 as to increase your own by contrast. The more people you can find in
love with me, the more you'll be able to flatter yoursef.’

Tom laughed with her, though he did not quite understand. He had never heard her say such a
thing before. He accepted the cleverness she gave him credit for, however. *Of course, and why
shouldn't 1?7 And he was just going to put his origind question in another form—had aready
begun it, in fact—when she interrupted him, putting her hand playfully over his mouth for a
second: ‘I do think Tony's a happy entertaining sort of man,” she told him, ‘even fascinding in a
catan kind of way. HEs very simulaiing to me. And | fed—don't you, Tom?—a dight
change—was it softness?—crept into her tone—"a sort of beauty in him somewhere?

‘Yes, p'raps | do, he assented briefly; ‘but, | say, Lettice darling, you mischievous Egyptian
princess.’

‘Be quiet, Tom, and take your am away. Her€'s the hotd in sght” And yet, somehow, he
fancied that she preferred his action to the talk.

‘Tel me this fird, he went on, obeying her peremptory tone ‘do you think it's true that we
three have been together before like that—as Tony said, | mean? It's a funny thing, but | sweer it
sounded true when he said it.” His tone was earnest again. ‘It gave me the cregps a bit, and,
dyou know, you looked so queer, so wondeful in the moonlight—you looked un-English,
foreign—Iike one of those Egyptian figures come to life. That's what made me cold, | think.” His
laughter died away. He was grave suddenly. He sighed a little and moved closer to her. ‘That's—
what made me get up and leave you,” he added abruptly.

‘Oh, he's dways saying that kind of thing, she answered quickly, moving the rugs for him to
get out as the cariage dowed up before the brilliantly lit hotd. She made no reference to his
other words. There' salot of poetry in Tony too—out here’

‘Sad it before, has he? exclamed Tom with genuine astonishment. ‘All three of us or—or just
you and him? Am | in the business too? He was now bubbling over with laughter again for some
reason; it al seemed comicd, amog. Yet it was a sudden, an emotiona laughter. His emotion—
his excitement surprised him even & the time.

‘All three of us—I think,” she sad, as he held her hand a moment, saying good-bye. ‘Yes, al
three of us, of course. Now good-night, you inquisitive and impertinent boy, and if you have to
gay in bed to-morrow well come over and nurse you dl day long.” He answered that he would
certainly stay in bed in that case—and watched her waving her hand over the back of the carriage
as she drove away into the moonlight like a fading dream of dtars and mystery and beauty. Then
he took his telegrams and letters from the Arab porter with the face of expressonless bronze, and
went up to bed.

‘What a drange and wonderful woman!” he thought as the lift rushed him up: ‘out here she
seems another being, and a thousand times more fascinating.” He fdt dmogt that he would like to
win her dl over agan from the beginning. ‘She's different to what she was in England Tony's
different too. And so am I, | do believel’ he exclamed in his bedroom, looking & his sunburned
face in the glass a moment. ‘Were dl different’” He fdt gngulaly happy, hilarious,
dimulated—a degp and curious excitement was in him. Above dl there was high pride that she



belonged to him so absolutely. But the anadysis he had indulged in England vanished here. He
forgotitdl. ... Hewasin Egypt with her . . . now.

He read his letters and telegrams, only hdf redisng a firsg that they cdled him back to
Assouan. ‘What a bore’ he thought; ‘I smply shan't go. A week’s delay won't matter. | can
telephone.’

He laid them down upon the table besde him and walked out on to his bacony. Responshility
seemed less in him. He fdt a little reckless. His podtion was quite secure. He was his own
master. He meant to enjoy himsdlf. . . . But another, deeper voice was sounding in him too. He
heard it, but at first refused to recogniseit. It whispered. One word it whispered ‘Stay . . .

There was no degp in him; with an overcoat thrown across his shoulders he watched the cam
Egyptian night, the soft army of the stars, the river gleaming in a broad band of slver. Hitherto
Lettice had monopolised his energies, he had neglected Egypt, whose indecipherable meaning
now came floaing in upon him with a drange indstence. Lettice came with it too. The two
beauties were indigtinguishable.

A flock of boats lay motionless, their black masts hanging in mid-air; dl was gill and dlent, no
voices, no footsteps, no movements anywhere. In the distance the desolate rocky hills rolled like
a s0lid wave dong the horizon. Gaunt and myserious, they loomed upon the night. They were
pierced by myriad tombs, those solemn hills the dady dead lay there in hundreds—he
imagined them looking forth a moment like himself across the peace and slence of the moonlit
desert. They focussed upon Thebes, upon the white hotel, upon a modern world they could not
recognise—upon his very windows. It seemed to him for a moment that their ancient eyes met
his own across the sand, across the slvery river, and, as they met, a shadowy gleam of
recognition passed between them and himsdf. At the same time he dso saw the eyes he loved.
They gazed through hdf-closed eyelids the Eastern eyes of his early boyhood's dream. He
remembered again the strange emotion of the day he first arrived in Egypt, weeks ago. . . .

And then he suddenly thought of Tony, and of Tony's cardess remark as they sa in ruined
Karnak together ‘| fed asif we three had al been here before.’

Why it returned to him just now he did not know for some reason unexplained the phrase
revived in him. Perhgps he fdt an indinctive sympathy towards the poet’'s idea that he and she
were lovers of such long ganding, of such ancient lineage. It flattered his pride, while a the
same time it disurbed him. A sense of vague disquiet grew stronger in him. In any case, he did
not dismiss it and forget—his naturd way of tregting fancies. ‘Perhaps’ he murmured, ‘the
bodies she and | once occupied lie there now—Ilie under the very sars their eyes—our own—
once looked upon.

It was drange the fancy took such root in him. He stood a long time gazing at the vadt, loney
necropolis among the mountains. There was an extraordinary dillness over that western bank,
where the deed lay in ther ancient tombs. The slence was oquent, but the whole sky whispered
to his soul. And again he felt that Egypt welcomed him; he was curioudy & home here. 1t moved
the degps in him, brought him out; it changed him; it brought out Lettice too—brought out a
certain power in her. She was more of a woman here, a woman of the world. She was more
wilful, and more human. Vaues had subtly dtered. Tony himsdf was dtered. . . .Egypt affected
them dl three. . ..

The vague uneasiness perdsted. His mood changed a little, the excitement gradudly subsded;
thought shifted to a minor key, subdued by the beauty of the southern night. The world lay in a
mysterious glow, the hush was exquiste. Yet there was expectancy that glow, that hush were



ready to burg into flame and language. They covered secrets. Something was watching him. He
was dimly aware of athousand old forgotten things. . . .

He no longer thought, but felt. The cam, the peace, the slence laid soothing fingers againg the
running of his blood; the turbulent condition settled down. Then, through the quigting surface of
his reverie, stole up a yet deeper mood that seemed evoked partly by the mysterious glamour of
the scene, yet partly by his will to let it come. It had been a long time in him; he now let it up to
breathe. It came, moreover, with ease, and quickly.

For a gentle sadness rose upon him, a sadness deeply hidden that he suddenly laid bare as of
st ddiberation. The recent play and laughter, aove dl his own excitement, had purposey
conceded it—from others possbly, but certainly from himsdf. The excitement had been a mask
assumed by something deeper in him he had wished—and tried—to hide. Gently it came at firg,
this sadness, then with increasing authority and speed. k rose about him like a cloud that hid the
dars and dimmed the sinking moon. It spread a vell between him and the rocky cemetery on
those mournful hills beyond the Nile. In a sense it seemed, indeed, to issue thence. It emanated
from their dlence and their ancient tombs. It sank into him. It was penetrating—it was familiaT—
it was deathless.

But it was no mood of common sadness; there lay no physical tinge in it, but rather a deep, un-
fathomable sadness of the spirit an inner londiness From his inmost soul it issued outwards,
meding haf-way some sense of smilar londiness that bresthed towards him from these tragic
Theban hills... ..

And Tom, not understanding it, tried to shake himsdf free again; he cadled up cheerful things
to baance it; he thought of his firm pogtion in the world, of his proud partnership, of his security
with her he loved, of his zet in life, of the happy prospect immediately in front of him. But, in
spite of dl, the mood crept upwards like a rising wave, swamping his best resistance, drowning
al apped to joy and confidence. He recognised an unwelcome reviva of tha earlier nightmare
dread connected with his boyhood, things he had decided to forget, and had forgotten as he
thought. The mood took him gravely, with the degpest mdancholy he had ever known. It had
begun so delicately; it became in a little while so determined, it threatened to overmagter him. He
turned then and faced it, so to spesk. He looked hard at it and asked of himsdf its meaning.
Thought and emation in him shuffled with their shadowy fest.

And then he redised that, in germ a any rate, the mood had lain actudly a long time in him,
deeply conceded—the surface excitement merely froth. He had hidden it from himsdf. It had
been accumulding, gaining srength and impetus, pausing upon direction only. All the hours just
goent at Karnak it had been there, drawing nearer to the surface; this very night, but a little while
ago, during the drive home as wdl; before that even—during dl the talks and out-door meals and
expeditions, he traced its exisence suddenly, and with tiny darts of piercing, uninteligible pain,
as far back as Alexandria and the day of his arrivd. It seemed to judtify the vivid emotions that
had maked his entry into Egypt. It became shaply clear now—this had been in him
subconscioudy since the moment when he read the little letter of welcome Lettice sent to meet
him at the steamer, a letter he discovered afterwards was curioudy empty. This disappointment,
this underlying sadness he had kept hidden from himsdf: he now lad it bare and recognised it.
He faced it. With a further flash he traced it findly to the journey in the Geneva tran when he
had read over the Warsaw and the Egyptian |etters.

And he fdt dartled: something at the roots of his life was trembling. He tried to think. But
Tom was dow; he could fed, but he could not dissect and anadlyse. Introspection with him in-
vaiably darkened vison, led to digortion and bewilderment. The effort to examine closdy



confused him. Ingead of disspeting the emotion he intendfied it. The sense of londiness grew
inexplicably—a great, deep loneliness, a londiness of the spirit, a loneliness, moreover, that it
seemed to him he had experienced before, though when, under what conditions, he could not
anywhere remember.

His former hagppiness was gone, the fadse excitement with it. This freezing londiness gole in
and took their places. Its explanation lay hopeesdy beyond him, though he fdt sure it had to do
with this haunted and myderious land where he now found himsdf, and in a measure with her,
even with Tony too. . . .

The hint Egypt dropped into him upon his arival was a true one—he had dipped over an edge,
dipped into something undernesth, below him—something past. But dipped with her. She had
come back to fetch him. They had come back to fetch—each other . . . through pain. .

And a shadow from those sombre Theban mountains crept, as it were, upon his life. He knew a
gnking of the heart, a solemn, dark presentiment that murmured in his blood the syllables of
‘tragedy.” To his complete amazement—at firsd he refused to beieve it indeed—there came a
lump into his throat, as though tears must follow to relieve the drain; and a moment later there
was moisture, a perceptible moisure, in his eyes The sadness had so swiftly passed into
foreboding, with a sense of menacing tragedy that oppressed him without cause or explandtion.
Joy and confidence collapsed before it like a paper platform beneath the pressure of a wind. His
feet and hands were cold. He shivered. . . .

Then gradudly, as he stood there watching the cdm processon of the dars, he fet the ominous
emotion draw down again, retreat. Degp down indde him whence it came, it retired into a kind of
interior remoteness that lay beyond his reach. It was incredible and strange. The intengty hed
mede it seem s0 red. . . . For, while it lasted, he had fdt himsdf bereft, londy beyond dl tdling,
outcast, logt, forgotten, wrapped in a cold and desolate misery that frightened him past dl belief.
The hand that lit his pipe gtill trembled. But the mood had passed as mydterioudy as it came. It
left him curioudy sheken in his heart. ‘Perhgps this too'—thought murmured from some depth in
him he could neither control nor understand—* perhaps thistoo is—Egypt.’

He went to bed, emotion al smoothed out again, yet wondering a good ded a himsdf. For the
odd upheava was a new experience. Such an atack had never come to him before; he laughed at
it, cdled it hygseria, and decided that its cause was physica he persuaded himsdf that it had a
very band cause—a chill, even a violent chill, incipient fever and over-fatigue at the back of it.
He gmiled a himsdf, while obeying the loving orders he had recelved, and brewing the
comforting hot mixture with his spirit-lamp.

Then drinking it, he looked round the room with saisfaction a the various evidences of
precious motherly care. This mother—Ilove restored his happiness by degrees. His more normal,
galid, unimaginative sdf climbed back into its place agan—yet with a touch of awkwardness
and difficulty. Something in him was changed, or changing; he had surprised it in the act.

The nature of the change escaped him, however. It seemed, perhgps—this was the nearest he
could get to it—that something in him had weekened, some sense of security, of confidence, of
sdf-complacency given way a little. Only it was not his certainty of the mother-love in her: that
remained safe from dl possble atack. A tinge of uneasness ill lay like a shadow on his
mind—until the fiery spirit chased it away, and a heavy degp came over him that lasted without
abreak until he woke two hours after sunrise.

CHAPTER XVII



He sprang from his bed, went to the open window and thrust his head out into the crysd
amosphere. It was impossble to credit the dfflicting nigntmare of a few hours ago. Gold lay
upon the world, and the face of Egypt wore her great Osirian |ook.

In the ar was that tang of mountain-tops that stimulated like wine. Everything sparkled, the
river blazed, the desert was a sheet of burnished bronze. Light, heat, and radiance pervaded the
whole glad morning, bathing even his bare feet on the warm, soft carpet. It was good to be dive.
How could he not fed happy and unafraid?

The change, perhaps, was sudden; it certainly was complete. . . . These vivid dternations
seemed characteridic of his whole Egyptian winter. Another sdf thrust up, sank out of sSght,
then rose again. The confuson seemed amost due to a pair of competing selves, each gaining the
upper hand in turn—sometimes he lived both a once. . . . The uneasy mood, a any rate, had
vanished with the darkness for nothing sad or heavy-footed could endure amid this dancing
exhilaration of the morning. Born of the brooding night and mournful hills, his recent pan was
forgotten.

He dressed in flannds, and went his way to the house upon the Nile soon after nine o'clock; he
catanly had no chill, there was only singing in his heat. The curious change in Lettice it
seemed, no longer troubled him. And, finding Tony dready in the garden, they sa in the shade
and smoked together while waiting for ther hogtess. Lighthearted as himsdf, Tony outlined
various projects, to which the other readily assented. He persuaded himsdf eesly, if reckledy;
the work could wait. ‘“We smply must see it dl together, Tony urged. ‘You can go back to
Asouan next week. You'll find everything dl right. Why hurry off? . . . . How his cousn had
improved, Tom was thinking; his tact was perfect; he asked no awkward questions, showed no
inquisitiveness. He just assumed that his companions had a right to be fond of each other, while
taking his own inclusion in the collective friendship for granted as naturd too.

And when Lettice came ou to join them, radiant in white, with her broad sun-hat and long blue
vell and pretty gauntlet gloves, Tony explained with enthusasm a the beauty of the picture
‘She's come into her own out here with a vengeance’ he declared. ‘She ought to live in Egypt
dways. It suits her down to the ground” Whereupon Tom, pleased by the spontaneous
admiration, whispered proudly to himsdlf, ‘And she is mine—al ming” Tony's praise seemed to
double her value in his eyes a once. So Tony, too, was aware that she had danged; had noted
the subtle dteration, the enhancement of her beatty, the soft Egyptian transformation!

“You' d hardly take her for European, | swear—at a distance—now, would you?

‘N-no, Tom agreed, ‘perhaps you wouldn't—'" a which moment precisely he subject of their
remarks came up and threw her long blue veil across them both with the command that it was
time to Sart.

The following days were one long dream of hgppiness and wonder spent between the sunlight
and the stars. They were never weary of the beauty, the marvel, and the mystery of dl they saw.
The gpped of temple, tomb, and desert was s0 intimate—it seemed indinctive. The burning sun,
the scented winds, great sunsets and great dawns, these with the palms, the river, and the sand
seemed a perfect frame about a perfect picture. They knew a kind of secret pleasure that was
satidying. Egypt harmonised dl three of them. And if Tom did not notice the change increasing
upon one of them, it was doubtless because he was too much involved in the generd happiness to
See it separate.

There came a temporary interruption, however, in due course—his conscience pricked him. ‘I
redly must take a run up to Assouan,” he decided. ‘I've been rather neglecting things perhaps. A
week at mogt will do it—and then for another ten days holiday again!’



The rhythm broke, as it were, with a certain suddenness. A rift came in the collective dream.
He saw detalls agan—saw them separate. And the day before he left a trifling thing occurred
that forced him to notice the growth of the change in Lettice He focussed it. It sartled him a
little.

The others had not sought to change his judgment. But they planned an al-night bivouec in the
desert for his return; they would deep with blankets on the sand, cook their sipper upon an open
fire, and see the dawn. ‘It's an exquisite experience,’ said Tony. ‘The dars fade quickly, thereé's a
puff of warmer wind, and the sun comes up with a rush. It's marvellous. I'll get de Lorne and his
gder to join us he can tel dories round the fire, and perhaps she will get inspiration at last for
her awful pictures’ Madame Jaretzka laughed. ‘Then we must have Lady Sybil too, she added;
‘de Lorne may find courage to propose to her fortune at last” Tom looked up a her with a
momentary surprise. ‘| declare, Lettice, you' ve grown quite worldly; that's a very cynicd remark
and point of view.’

He sad it teasngly, but it was this innocent remark that served to focus the change in her he
had been aware of vagudy for a long time. She was more worldly here, the ordinary ‘woman’ in
her was more in evidence and while he rather liked it—it brought her more within his reech, as
it were, yet without lowering her—he felt dso puzzled. Severd times of late he had surprised
this wholesome sgn of sex in things she sad and did, as though the woman—side, as he called
it, was touched into activity at last. It added to her charm; a the same time it increased his
burning desire to possess her absolutely for himsdf. What he fdt as the impersonal—amost
soiritudly dusve—aspect of her he had firs known, was certainly less in evidence. Another part
of her was risng into view, if not aready in the ascendant. The burning sun, the sensuous colour
and beauty of the Egyptian climate, he had heard, could have this physologicd effect. He
wondered.

‘Sybil has been waiting for him to ask her ever snce | came out, he heard her saying with a
gesture dmogt of impatience. ‘Only he thinks he oughtn't to speak because he's poor. The result
is she' s getting bolder in proportion as he gets more shy.’

They dl laughingly agreed to hep matters to a climax when Tom, looking up suddenly, saw
Madame Jaretzka smiling & his cousn with her eydids hdf closed in the way he once didiked
but now adored. He wondered suddenly how much Tony liked her; the improvement in him was
assuredly due to her, he fdt; Tony had less and less time now for his other friends. It occurred to
him for a second that the change in her was greater than he quite knew, perhaps. He watched
them together for some moments. It gave him a proud sense of pleasure to fed that her influence
was making a man out of the medley of tdent and irresponghility that was Tony. Tony was
learning a last to ‘find himsdf.” It must be quite a new experience for him to know and like a
woman of her sort, dmost a discovery. But with a flash—too swift and flegting to be a definite
thought—Tom was conscious of another thing as well—and for the firg time ‘How she would
put him in his place if he attempted any libertieswith her!’

The same second he was ashamed that such a notion could ever have occurred to him: it was
mean towards Tony, ungenerous towards her; and yet—he was aware of a digtinct emotion, a
touch of persond triumph in it somewhere. .

His thoughts were interrupted by a sudden tumult. There was a scurry; Tony flung a stone;
Madame Jaretzka legped upon a boulder, gathering her skirts together hurriedly, with a little
scream. “Kill it, Tony! Quick!” he heard her cry. And he saw then a very large and hairy spider
crawling swiftly across the white paper that had wrapped ther fruit and sandwiches, an ugly and
digressng gght. ‘It's a tarantula’ she screamed, hdf laughing, haf darmed, showing neat



ankles as she baanced precarioudy upon her boulder, ‘and it's coming a& me. Quick, Tony,
another sone,’ as he missad it for the second time, ‘it's making for me! Oh, kill it, kill it"" Tony,
dill aming badly, assured her it was not a tarantula, nor poisonous even; he knew the species
well. ‘It's quite harmless’ he cried, ‘thereé's no need to kill it. I1t's not in a house—" And he flung
another usdless sone ét it.

What followed happened very quickly, in a second or two a most. Tom saw it with sharp
urprise, a curious distaste, dmost with a shudder. It certainly astonished him, and in another
sense it shocked him. He had done nothing himsdf because Lettice, he thought, was hdf in fun,
meking a diverson out of nothing. Only much later did it occur to him that she had turned
indinctively to Tony for protection, rather than to himsdf. What caused him the unpleasant
sensation, however, was that she ddiberately stepped down from her perch of safety and kicked
a the advancing horror. Probably her intention was merdly to drive it avay—she was certanly
excited—nbut the result was that she set her foot upon the creature and crushed its life out with an
ingant’s pressure of her dainty boot. ‘Therel” she cried. ‘Oh, but | didn’'t mean to kill it! How
frightful of me!’

He heard Tony say, ‘Bravo, you are a brave woman! Such creatures have no right to livel’ as
he hid the disfigured piece of paper beneath some stones . . . and, after a few minutes chatter,
the donkey-boys had packed up the luncheon things and they were dl on their way towards the
next object of their expedition, as though nothing had happened. The entire incident hed
occupied a moment and a haf a most. Madame Jaretzka was laughing and taking as before, gay
asachild and pretty as adream.

In Tom's mind, however, it went on happening—over and over again. He could not a once
clean his mind of a disagreeable impresson that remained. Another woman, any womean for that
matter, might have done wha she did without leaving a trace in him of anything but a certain
admiration. It was a perfectly naturd thing. The creature probably was poisonous as well as
hideous, Tony merely said the contrary to cadm her; moreover, he gave no help, and the insect
was cetainly making hurriedly towards he—she had to save and protect hersdf. There was
nothing in the incident beyond an ugliness, a passng second of didress, and yet—this was what
remaned with him—it was not a naural thing for ‘Lettice to have done. Her intention, no
doubt, was otherwise, there was miscaculaion as well. She had only meant to frighten the
scurrying cregture. Yet a the same time the indinctive act issued, he fet, from another aspect,
another part of her, a part tha in London, in Montreux, lay unexpressed and unawakened. And it
issued deliberately too. The exquisite enderness that could not have put a fly to desth was less in
her. Egypt had changed her oddly. He was aware of something that made him ghrink, though he
did not use the phrase even to himsdf in thought; of something hard and dmost crud, though
both adjectiveslay far from dothing the faint sensation in his mind with definite words.

Tom waitched her indinctivdly from tha moment, unconscioudy, tha is, less with his eyes
than with a little pair of glasses in his heart. There was certanly a change in her that he could not
quite account for; the notion came to him once or twice that some influence was upon her, some
power that was outsde hersdf, modifying the sharp outlines of her firsd peculiar tenderness.
These dear outlines blurred a trifle in the fierce sunlight of this desert ar. He knew not how to
expressit even to himsdlf, for it was too tenuous to seize in actua words.

He arived a this partid concluson anyhow: that he was aware of what he cdled the ‘woman
in her, but a very human woman—a certain wilfulness that was hadf wildness in it. There was a
hint of the earthly, too, as opposed to spiritua, though in a sense that was wholesome, good,
entirdly right. Yet it was rather, perhgps, primitive than earthly in any vulgar meaning. . . . k had



been absent or dormant hitherto. She needed it; something—was it Egypt? was it sex?—had
dirred it into life. And its firsg expresson—surprisng hersdf as much as it surprised him—had
an aspect of exaggeration amogt.

The way she raced their donkeys in Rr sand-cart on the way home, by no means sparing the
whip, was extremely human, but unless he had witnessed it he could never have pictured it as
possble—so utterly unlike the gentle, gracious, dmogs fadtidious being he had known fird.
There was a hint of a darker, stronger colour in the pattern of her being now, partly of cardess
and abundant spirits, partly of this new primitive savagery. He noticed it more and more, it was
both repdlant and curioudy attractive; yet, while he adored it in her, he also shrank. He detected
a touch even of barbaric vanity, and this singular touch of the barbaric veiled the tenderness. He
amog fet in her the power to inflict pain without flinching—upon another. .

The following day ther time of gaety was to end, awaiting only his return later from Assouan.
Tony was going down to Caro with some other friends. Tom would be away at least a week, and
tried hard to persuade his cousn to come with him ingtead; but Tony had given his word, and
could not change. Moreover, he was dining with his friends that very night, and must hurry off a
once. He said his good- byes and went.

‘We're very rardly done now, ae we, Lettice? Tom began abruptly the ingant they were
together. At the back of his mind rose something he did not understand that forced more
ggnificance into his tone then he intended. He fdt very full—an accumulaion that must have
expresson. He blurted it out without reflection. ‘Hardly once since | arrived two weeks ago, now
| come to think of it” He looked a her hdf playfully, haf reproachfully. ‘Were aways three’
he added with the frank pathos of a boy. And while one part of him fdt ashamed, another part
urged him onward and was glad.

But the way she answered sartled him.

‘“Tom dear, don't scold me now. | am so tired.” It was the tone that took his breath away. For
the firs time in their acquaintance he noticed something like exasperation. ‘I’ve been doing too
much,” she went on more gently, smiling up into his face ‘I fed it. And tha deadful thing—that
insect’'—she shuddered a little—*1 never meant to hurt it. It's upset me. All this daly excitement,
and the sun, and the jolting of that rickety sand-cart—There, Tom, come and St beside me a
moment and let’'s tak before you go. I'm redly too done up to drive you to the dtation to-night.
You'll understand and forgive me, won't you? Her voice was very soft. She was excited, too,
talking at random rather. Her being seemed confused.

He took his place on a durdy cushion at her feet, full of an exaggerated remorse. She looked
pae, though her eyes were very sparkling. His heart condemned him. He said nothing about the
‘dreadful incident.’

‘Lettice, dearest girl, 1 didn't mean anything. You have been doing far too much, and it's my
fault; you've done it dl for me—to give me pleasure. It's been too wonderful.” He took her hand,
while her other stroked his head. ‘Y ou must rest while I'm away.

‘Yes she murmured, ‘so as to be quite fresh when you come back. You won't be very long,
will you? He said he would risk his whole career to get back within the week. ‘But, you know, |
have neglected things rathe—up there’ He amiled fondly as he sad ‘up there’ She looked
down tenderly into his eyes. ‘And | have neglected you—down here; she said. ‘That's what you
mean, boy, isn't it? And for the first time he did not like the old mode of address he once
thought perfect. There seemed a flavour of pity in it. ‘It would be nice to be done sometimes,
wouldn't it, Lettice? Quite done, | mean,” he said with meaning.



‘We shdl be, we will be—later, Tom,” she whispered; ‘quite aone together. She paused, then
added louder: ‘The truth is, Egypt—the ar and dimate—gimulates me too much; it makes me
restless. It excites me in a way | can’'t quite understand. | can’'t Sit ill and talk and be idle as one
does in deepy, solemn England.’

He was explaining with laborious logic that it was the dryness of the arr that exhausted the
nerves a hit, when she sraightened hersdf up and took her hand away. ‘Oh yes, Tom, | know, |
know. That's perfectly true, and everybody says that—I mean, everybody feds it, don't they?
She sad it quickly, dmost impatiently.

The old uneassness flashed through him a that moment: it occurred to him, ‘I'm dull, I'm
boring her” She was over-tired, he remembered then, her nerves on edge a trifle it was naurd
enough; he would just kiss her and leave her to rest quietly. Yet a tiny sense of resentment, even
of chill, crept over him. This impatience in her was new to him. He wondered an ingant, then
crushed back the words that tried to rise. He said goodbye, teking her in his arms for a moment
with an overmagtering impulse he could not check. Deep love and tenderness were in his heart
and eyes. He yearned to protect and guide her—Kkeep her safe from harm. He fet his older years,
his geaedier drength; he was a man, she but a little gentle woman. And the dementd powers of
life were very grong. With a sudden impulsive gesture, then, that surprised him, she returned the
embrace with a kind of vehemence, pressng him closdy to her heart and kissng him repeatedly
on the cheeks and eyes.

Tom had expected her to resst and chide him. He was bewildered and ddighted; he was dso
puzzled—for the fird second only. ‘You daling woman,’ he cried, forgetting utterly the
suspicion, the uneasiness, the passng cold of a moment before. He marveled that his heart could
have let such fancies come to birth. Surdly he had changed for such a thing to be possble a al! .
. . Vaious impulses and emotions that clamoured in him he kept back with an effort. He was
aware of cashing contradictions. Confidence was less in him. He fdt curioudy unsure of
himsdf—aso, in a crud, subtle way—of her. There was a new thing in her—risng. Was it
agang himsdf somewhere? The tangle in his heart and mind seemed inextricable he wanted to
size her and cary her away, struggling but captured, and a the same time—sangular
contradiction—to entreat her humbly, though passonately, to love him more, and to show more
that she loved him. Surely there were two sdvesin him.

He moved over to the door. ‘Cataract Hotdl, remember, finds me.” He stood ill, looking back
a her.

She smiled, repeating the words after him. ‘And Lettice, you will write? She blew a kiss to
him by way of answer. Then, charged to the brim with a thousand things he ached to say, yet
would not, dmost dared not say, he added playfully—a child must have noticed that his voice
was too deep for banter and his bresth came oddly:

‘And mind you don't let Tony lose his head too much. He's pretty far gone, you know,
aready.’

The same indant he could have hitten his tongue off to recdl the words. Somewhere he had
been untrue to himsdlf, dmost betrayed himsdlf.

She rose suddenly from her sofa and came quickly towards him across the floor; he fdt his
heat snk a moment, then sat hammering irregularly againg his ribs Something frightened
him. For he caught in her face an expresson he could not undersand—the druggle of many
drong emotions—anxiety and passon, fear and love the eyes were shining, though the lids
remaned hdf closed, she made a curious gesture: she moved swiftly. He braced himsdf as
againg attack. He shrank. Her power over him was grester than he knew.



For he saw her in that ingant as another person, another woman, foreign—amost Eastern; the
barbaric primitive thing flamed out of her, but with something regd, queenly, added to it; she
looked Egyptian; the Princess, as he caled her sometimes, had come to life. And the same
moment in himsdf this curious sense of hdplessness gppeared—he raged agang it inwardly—as
though he were in her power somehow, as though her little foot could crush him—too—into the
yelow sand. . ..

A spasm of acute and aching pain shot through him; he winced; he wanted to turn and fly, yet
was held rooted to the floor. He could not escape. It had to be. For oddly, mysterioudy, he felt
pan in her quick gpproach: she was coming to do him injury and hurt. The incident of the
afternoon flashed again upon his mind—with the idea of crudty in it somewhere, but a deep
aurge of drange emotion that flung wild sentences into his mind a the same indant. He tightly
shut his lips, lest a hundred thoughts that hed lain in him of late might burs into words he would
later regret intensdly. He must not avoid, dday, an inevitable thing. To resst was somehow to be
untrue to the degpest in him—to something painful he deserved, and, paradoxically, desired too.
What could it dl mean?. . . He shivered as he waited—watching her come nearer.

She reached his sde and her arms were dretched towards him. To his amazement she folded
him in dosdy agang her breest and held him as though she never could let him go again’ He
sood there helpless, the revulson of feding took his strength away. He heard her breathless,
yearning whigper as she kissed him: ‘My Tom, my precious boy, | couldn't see a har of your
dear head injured—I couldn’'t see you hurt | Take care of yoursdf and come back quickly—do,
do take are of yoursdf. | shdl count the days—' she broke off, held his face between her hands,
gazed into his astonished eyes, and kissed him with the utmost tenderness again, the tenderness
of amother who isforced to he separated from the boy she loves better than hersdlf.

Tom gtood there trembling before her, and no speech came to hep him. The thing passed like a
dream; the dread, the emotion left him; the nightmare touch was gone. Her sdf-betrayd his
ample nature did not a once discern. He felt only her divine tenderness pour over him. A spring
of joy rose bubbling in him that no words could tell. Also he fdt afrad. But the fear was no
longer for himsdlf. In some perplexing, Sngular way, he fet afraid for her.

Then, as a sentence came sruggling to his lips, a step was heard upon the landing. There was
time to resume conventiond attitudes of good-bye when Mrs. Haughstone appeared on the
daircase leading to the hdl. Tom sad his farewdls hurriedly to both of them, making his escagpe
asnaurdly as possible. ‘I’ vejust time to pack and catch the train,” he shouted, and was gone.

And wha remained with him afteewards of the curious little scene was the absolute joy and
confidence those last tender embraces had restored to him, sde by side with another thing that he
was equally sure about, yet refused to dwell upon because he dared not—yet. For, as she came
across the floor of the sunny room towards him, he redised two things in her, two persons
amog. Another influence, he was convinced, worked in her strangely—some older, long-buried
presentment of her interpenetrating, even piercing through, the modern sdf. She was divided
agang herdf in some extraordinary fashion, one hdf struggling fiercedly, yet struggling bravely,
honestly, againg the other. And the reationship between himsdf and her, though the evidence
was 0 hegligibly dight as yet, he knew had definitely changed. . . .

It came to him as the Mother and the Woman in her. The Mother belonged unchangesbly to
him: the Womean, hefelt, was troubled, tempted, and afraid.

CHAPTER XVIII



Afterwards, months, years afterwards, looking back upon these strange weeks of his brief
Egyptian winter, Tom marveled a himsdf; he looked back, as it were, upon the thoughts and
emotions of another man he could not recognise. This illuson involved his two companions aso,
Madame Jaretzka supremely, Tony dightly less, dl three, however, together affected, dl three
changed.

As regards himsdf, however, there was dways a pat, it seemed, that remained unaffected. It
looked on, it compared, it judged. He called it the Onlooker. . . .

Explanation lay beyond his reach; he temed it enchantment: and there he left it. Ingght
seemed only to operate with regard to himsdf: of their fedings thoughts, or point of view he
was uninformed. They offered no explanations, and he sought none.

The man honest with himsdf is more rare than a January swalow. He done is honest who can
date a case without that bias of exaggeration favourable to himsdf which is dmog lying. Try as
he may, his statement leans one way or the other. The spirit-level of absolute honesty is hard to
find, and, of course, Tom was no exception. . . . Occasondly he recdled the ‘spird theory,
which once, a least, had been in the minds of dl three—the notion tha ther three souls lived
over a former episode together, but from a higher point, and with the bird's-eye view which
brought in underganding. But if this offered a hint of that winter's inner spiritua Structure, Tom
certainly did not clam it as a true solution. The whole thing began so dedthily, and progressed
so dowly yet so surely. . ..

He could only maved a himsdf: he was so sngulaly changed—imagination so active,
judgment dternatdy so postive and so faltering, every emotion so amazingly intensfied. All the
weskest and least admirable in him, the very dregs, seemed dragged up sde by sde with what
was noblest, highest, and flung together in the rush and smother of the bresking Wave.

Events, in the dramatic meaning of the word, and outwardly, there were few perhaps, and those
few meagre and unsensationa. No one was shot or drowned, no one was hanged and quartered;
the police were not called in; to outsders there seemed no air or attitude of drama anywhere; but
in three human hearts, thrown together as by chance currents of norma life, there came to pass
changes of a gsoiritua kind, conflict between essentid, primitive forces of the soul, battlings,
temptings, aspirdions, sacrifice, that are the truest drama adways, because the inmost being,
whether glorified or degraded, is thereby—changed.

In this fierce intendfication of his own being, and in the events experienced, Tom recognised
the risng of his childhood Wave towards the bresking point. The early premonition that had
seemed causdess to his learned father, that stirred in his mother the deep ingtinct to protect, and
that ever, more or less, hung poised above the horizon of his passng years, had its origin in the
bed-rock of his nature. It was associated with memory and indinct; the native tendencies and
forces of his beng had dramatised ther inevitable fulfilment in a dream. He recognised
intuitively what was coming—and he welcomed it. The body shrank from pain; the soul held out
her handstolit. . . .

Thus, looking back, he saw it mapped below him from a higher curve in lifeé's ascending spird.
In the glare of a drenching sunshine that seemed hauntingly familiar, in the stupendous blaze of
Egypt that knew and favoured it, the action lay read out: but in darkness, too, an oppressive,
suffocating darkness as of the grave, as of the bottom of the sea. The map was stresked with this
dternate light and gloom of dementd kind. It passed swiftly, he went swiftly with it. A few
short crowded weeks of the intensest pain and happiness he had ever known,—and the Wave, its
crest reflected in its origin, fell with a drowning crash. He merged into his background, yet he
did not drown: in due course he again—emerged.



The sense of rushing that accompanied it dl was in himsdf agpparently: heightened by the
contrast of the divine dillness which is Egypt—the golden, hanging days, the nights of cool, soft
moonlight, the sghing winds with pefume in ther bregth, the mournful pams that fringed the
peaceful river, the cam of multitudinous sars. The grim Theban hills looked on; the ruined
Temples watched and knew; there were ligening ears within a thousand tombs. . . . And there
was the Desert—the endless emptiness where everything had aready happened, the place where,
therefore, everything could hgppen again without affronting time and space—the Desert seemed
the infinite background whence the Wave tossed up three little specks of passonate human
action and reaction. It was the ‘seq’ a sea of dust. Yet out of the dust wild roses blossomed
eventualy with a sweetness of beauty unknown to any cultivated gardens. . . .

And while he and his two companions made their moves upon this ancient chessboard of half-
forgotten, haf-remembered life, dl natura things as well seemed raised to ther most sgnificant
expression, sharing the joy and sadness, the beauty and the terror of his own experience. For the
very scenery borrowed of his intendty, the familiar details urged a fraction beyond the normd,
as though any moment they must bresk down into their demental and essentid nakedness. The
pungent odour of the universd sand, the dudt, the minute golden particles suspended in the
flaming ar, the marvelous dawns and sunsats, the mighty, awful pylons and the heat—al these
contributed their quota of wonder and mysery to what happened. Egypt inspired it, and was
stisfied.

The sediment of his nature was drawvn up, the rubbish floated before his eyes, he saw himsdf
through the curtains of suspended dust—until the flood, retiring, left him high upon the shore, no
longer shuffling with his earthly, physicd fedt.

In the train to Assouan, Tom dill fdt the clinging arms about his neck, gill heard the loving
voice, eager with tenderness for his welfare and his quick return. She needed him: he was
everything to her. He knew it, oh he was sure of it. He thought of his work, and knew some dight
axiety that he had neglected it. He would devote dl his energies to the interests of his firm:
there should be no shirking anywhere, his ten days holiday was over. His mind fixed itsdf
deliberately, though not too easily, on thisaone.

He knew his own capacity, however, and that by concentration he could accomplish in a short
time what other men might ask weeks to complete. Provided al was going wel, he saw no
reason why he could not be free again in a week a most. He knew quite well his vaue to the
firm, but he knew aso that he must continue to judtify it. He was complacent, but, he hoped, not
cardesdy complacent. Tom felt very sure of himsdlf again.

To his great rdief he found things running smoothly. He examined every detail, interviewed dl
and sundry, supervised, decided, gave indructions. There was a letter from the London office
conveying the formd satisfaction of the Board with results so far, prasng especidly certan
reductions in cost he had judicioudy effected; another private letter from the older partner
referred confidently to greater profits than they had dared to anticipate; dso there was a brief
note from Sir William, the Chairman, now a Sdonica, saying he might run over a little later and
see for him sdf how the work was getting dong.

Tom was supremely hgppy with it al. There was redly very or him to do; his engineers were
highly competent; they could summon him a a day’s notice from Luxor if anything went wrong.
‘But therés no sgn of difficulty, sr,” was ther verdict; ‘everything's going like clockwork; the
men working splendidly; it's only a matter of time.’



It was the evening of the second day that Tom decided to go back to Luxor. He was eager for
the promised bivouac they had arranged together. He had written once to say that al was well,
but no word had yet come from her; she was resting, he was glad to think: Tony was avay at
Cairo with his friends, there might be a letter for him in the morning, but that could be sent after
him. Joy and impatience urged him. He chuckled hgppily over his boyish plan; he would not
announce himsdf; he would surprise her. He caught atrain that would get him in for dinner.

And during his journey of sx hours he rehearsed this pleasure of surprisng her. She was
londy without him. He visudised her delight and hgppiness. He would creep up to the window,
to the edge of the verandah where $e sat reading, Mrs. Haughstone knitting in a chair opposte.
He would cdl her name ‘Lettice. . . . Her eyes would lighten, her manner change. That new
spontaneous joy would show itsdlf. . . .

The sun was sting when the train got in, but by the time he had changed into flannels a his
hotel the short dusk was fdling. The entire western sky was gold and crimson, the air was sharp,
the light dry desert wind blew shrewdly down the dSreet. Behind the eagtern hills rose a huge full
moon, dill pae with daylight, peering wisdy over the enormous spread of luminous desert. . . .
He drove to her house, leaving the arabyieh a the gates. He walked quickly up the drive. The
heavy foliage covered him with shadows, and he easlly reached the verandah unobserved; ro one
seemed about; there was no sound of voices; the thick creepers up the wooden pillars screened
him admirably. There was a movement of a chair, his heat began to thump, he cimbed up
softly, and a the other end of the verandah saw—Mrs. Haughstone knitting. But there was no
ggn of Lettice—and the blood rushed from his heart.

He had not been noticed, but his game was spoilt. He came round to the front steps and wished
her politdy a good-evening. Her surprise once over and explanaions made, she asked him,
cordidly enough, to stay to dinner. ‘Lettice, | know, would like it. You must be tired out. She did
not expect you back so soon; but she would never forgive meif | et you go after them.

Tom heard the words as in a dream, and answered aso in a dream—a dream of astonishment,
vexdaion, disgppointment, none of them conceded. His uneasiness returned in an acute,
intengfied form. For he learned that they were bivouacking on the Nile to see the sunrise. Tony
had, after al, not gone to Cairo; de Lorne and Lady Sybil accompanied them. It was the picnic
they had planned together againg his return. ‘Lettice wrote! Mrs. Haughstone mentioned, ‘but
the letter must have missed you. | warned her you'’ d be disappointed—if you knew.’

‘So Tony didn't go to Caro after dl? Tom asked again. His voice sounded thin, less volume
init than usud. That ‘if you knew’ dropped something of sudden anguish in his heart.

‘His friends put him off a the las moment—illness, he said, or something.” Mrs. Haughstone
repeated the invitation to dine and make himsdf a home ‘I'm postive my cousn would like
you to,” she added with a certain emphasis.

Tom thanked her. He had the impresson there was something on her mind. ‘I think I'll go after
them, he repeated, ‘if you'll tdl me exactly where they’'ve gone’ He sammered a little. ‘It
would be rather alark, I thought, to surprise them.” What foolish, what inadequate words!

‘dust as you like, of course. But I'm sure she's quite safe” was the bland reply. ‘Mr. Windowe
will look after her.’

‘Oh, rather,” replied Tom; ‘but it would be good fun—rather a joke, you know—to creep upon
them unawares, —and then was surprised and sorry that he said it. ‘Have they gone very fa? he
asked, fumbling for his cigarettes.



He learned that they had left after luncheon, teking with them al necessary pargpherndia for
the night. There were fedings in him that he could not understand quite as he heard it. But only
one thing was cdear to him—he wished to be quickly, indantly, where Lettice was. It was
comprehensible. Mrs. Haughstone understood and helped him. I'll send Mohammed to get you a
boatman, as you seem quite determined,” she sad, ringing the bell ‘you can get there in an hour's
ride. | couldn't go, she added, ‘I redlly fdt o tired. Mr. Windowe was here for lunch, and he
exhaugted us dl with laughing so thet | felt I'd had enough. Besides, the sun—’

‘They dl lunched here too? asked Tom.

‘Mr. Windowe only,” she mentioned, ‘but he was a host in himsdlf. It quite exhausted me—'

‘Tony can be frightfully amusng, can't he, when he likes? sad Tom. Her repetition of
‘exhaugted’ annoyed him furioudy for some reason.

He saw her hedtate then she began to spesk, but stopped hersdf; there was a curious
expresson in her face, dmost of anxiety, he fancied. He felt the kindness in her. She was
distressed. And an impulse, whence he knew not, rose in him to make her tak, but before he
could find a suitable way of beginning, she sad with a kind of rdief in her tone and manner:
‘I'm glad you're back again, Mr. Keverdon.” She looked sgnificantly a him. “Your influence is
0 deadying, if you don't mind my saying s0! She gave an awkward little laugh, haf of
goology, hdf of shyness, or of wha passed with her for shyness. ‘This dimate—upsets some of
us. It does something to the blood, I'm sure—’

‘“You fed anxious about—anything in paticular? Tom asked, with a snking heat. At any
other time he would have laughed.

Mrs. Haughstone shrugged her shoulders and sighed. She spoke with an effort gpparently, as
though doubtful how much she ought to say. ‘My coudn, after dl, is—in a sense, a least—a
married woman, was the reply, while Tom remembered that she had said the same thing once
before. ‘And al men are not as careful for her reputation, perhaps, as you are’ She mentioned
the names of various people in Luxor, and left the impression that there was consderable gossp
in the ar. Tom didiked exceedingly the things she sad and the way she sad them, but fdt
unable to prevent her. He was angry with himsdf for ligening, yet fet it beyond him to change
the conversation. He both longed to hear every word, and a the same time dreaded it
ungpeskably. If only the boat would give him quickly an excuse. . . . He therefore teard her to
the end concerning the unwisdom of Madame Jaretzka in her careless refusal to be more circum-
spect, even—Mrs. Haughstone feared—to the point of compromisang hersdf. With whom? Why,
with Mr. Windowe, of course. Hadn't he noticed it? No! Well, of course there was no harm in it,
but it was a mistake, she fdt, to be seen about dways with the same man. He cdled, too, a such
unusud hours. . ..

And each word she uttered seemed to Tom exactly what he had expected her to utter, entering
his mind as a keenly poisoned shaft. Something dready prepared in him legped swiftly to under-
danding; only too wedl he gragped her meaning. The excitement in him passed into a
feverishness that was painful.

For a long time he merdy stood and listened, gazing across the river but seeing nothing. He
said no word. His impatience was difficult to conced, yet he conceded it.

‘Couldn't you give her a hint perhgps? cortinued the other, as they wated on the steps
together, watching the preparaions for the boat below. She spoke with an assumed carelessness
that was redly a disguised emphasis. ‘She would take it from you, I'm sure. She means no harm,
thereisno harm. We dl know that. She told me hersdlf it was only aboy and girl affair. Still—'



‘She sad that? asked Tom. His tone was cdm, even to indifference, but his eyes, had she
looked round, must certainly have betrayed him. Luckily she kept her gaze upon the moontlit
river. She drew her knitted shawl more closely round her. The cold ar from the desert touched
them both. Tom shivered.

‘Oh, before you came out, that was,’ she mentioned; and each word was a separate stab in the
centre of his heart. After a pause she went on *So you might say a little word to be more careful,
if you saw your way. Mr. Windowe, you see, is a poor guide just now: he has so completely lost
his head. HE s very impressionable—and very sdfish—I think.’

Tom was aware that he braced himsdf. Various emotions clashed within him. He knew a
dozen different pains, dl equdly piercing. It angered him, besides, to hear Lettice spoken of in
this dighting manner, for the inference was unavoidable. But there hid bdow his anger a deep,
dull bitterness that tried angrily to raise its head. Something very ugly, very fierce moved with it.
He crushed it back. . . . A feding ot hot shame flamed to his cheeks.

‘I should fed it an impertinence, Mrs. Haughstone,’ he stammered a length, yet confident that
he conceded his inner turmoil. ‘Your cousn—I| mean, dl that she does is quite beyond
reproach.’

Her answer staggered him like a blow between the eyes.

‘Mr. Kelverdon—on the contrary. My cousin doesn't redise quite, I'm sure—that she may
cause him suffering. She won't listen to me, but you could do it. You touch the mother in her.’

It was a merciless, keen shaft—these last 9x words. The sudden truth of them turned him into
ice. He touched only the mother in her: the woman—but the thought plunged out of sight,
smothered ingantly as by a granite dab he set upon it. The actud thought was smothered, yes,
but the feding struggled horribly for breeth; and another inference, more deadly than the fird,
gole with a freezing touch upon his soul.

He turned round quietly and looked a his companion. ‘By Jove’ he sad, with a laugh he
believed was admirably naturd, ‘I believe you're right. I'll give her a little hint—for Tony's
sake” He moved down the steps. ‘Tony is so—I mean he 0 eadly loses his head. It's quite
absurd.’

But Mrs. Haughgone did not laugh. ‘Think it over, she rgoined. ‘You have excdlent
judgment. You may prevent a little disaster.” She smiled and shook a warning finger. And Tom,
fagning amusament as best he might, murmured something in agreement and raised his hdmet
with aplayful flourish.

Mohammed, soft of voice and moving like a shadow, cdled that the boat was ready, and Tom
prepared to go. Mrs. Haughstone accompanied him haf-way down the steps.

You won't gartle them, will you, Mr. Kelverdon? she sad. ‘Lettice, you know, is rather easly
frightened.” And she laughed alittle. * It's Egypt—the dry ar—one' s nerves—'

Tom was dready in the boat, where the Arab stood waiting in the moonlight like a ghost.

‘Of course not,’ he cdled up to her through the ill air. But, none the less, he meant to surprise
her if he could. Only in his thought the pronoun ingsted, somehow, on the plurd form.

CHAPTER XIX
The boa swung out into mid-sream. Behind him the figure of Mrs. Haughstone faded away

agang the bouganvillea on the wadl; in front, Mohanmed's head and $oulders merged with the
opposite bank; beyond, the spectra pams and the shadowy fields of clover dipped into the great



body of the moon-fed desert. The desart itsdf sank down into a hollow that seemed to fling those
dark Theban hills upwards—towards the stars.

Everything, as it were, went into its background. Everything, animate and inanimate, rose out
of a common ultimate—the Sea. Yet for a moment only. There was this sense of preiminary
withdrawal backwards, asfor aleap that wasto come. . . .

He, too, fdt merged with his own background. In his soul he knew the trouble and tumult of
the Wave—qgathering for asurging riseto follow. . . .

For some minutes the sense of his own identity passed from him, and he wondered who he
was. ‘Who am 17 would have been a quite naturdl question. ‘Let me see; I'm Keverdon, Tom
Keverdon. Of course! Yet he fet that he was another person too. He lost his grip upon his
norma modern sdf a moment, lost hold of the steady, confident persondity that was familiar. . .
. The voice of Mohammed broke the singular spell. ‘Shicago, var good donkey. Yis, bes
donkey in Luxor—' and Tom remembered that he had a ride of an hour or so before he could
reach the Temple of Deir El-Bahri where his friends were bivouacking. He tipped Mohammed as
he landed, mounted ‘Chicago, and dated off impatiently, then ran agang litle Mohammed
coming back for a forgotten—kettlel He laughed. Every third Arab seemed caled Mohammed.
But he learned exactly where the paty was. He sent his own donkey-boy home, and rode on
alone across the moontlit plan.

The wonder of the exquidte night took hold of him, searching his heart beyond dl power of
language—the strange Egyptian beauty. The ancient wilderness, so cadm benegth the dtars; the
mournful hills that legped to touch the smoking moon; the perfumed ar, the deep old river—
each, and dl together, exhded their innermost, essentiad magic. Over every separate boulder spilt
the flood of dlver. There were troops of shadows. Among these shadows, beyond the boulders,
ISs hersdf, it seemed, went by with audible footfdl on the sand, secretly guiding his advance;
Horus, dignified and solemn, with hawk-wings hovering, and fierce, deathless eyes—Horus, too,
watched him lest he sumble. . . .

On dl ddes he seemed aware of the powerful Egyptian gods, their protective help, ther
familiar guidance. The degps within him opened. He had done this thing before. . . . Even the
little details brought the same lost message back to him, as the hoofs of his donkey shuffled
through the sand or druck a loose stone asde with metdlic claitter. He heard the lizards
whidling. . . .

There were other vaster emblems too, quite close. To the south, a little, the shoulders of the
Coloss domed awfully above the flat expanse, and soon he passed the Ramesseum, the moon
just entering the stupendous aides. He saw the sivery shafts beneath the huge square pylons. On
al ddes lay the welter of prodigious ruins, steeped in a power and beauty that seemed borrowed
from the scde of the immeasurable heavens. Egypt laid a grest hand upon him, her cold wind
brushed his cheeks. He was aware of awfulness, of splendour, of dl the immengties. He was in
Eternity; life was continuous throughout the ages, there was no deeth. . . .

He fet huge wings, and a hawk, disturbed by his passing, flapped slently away to another
broken pillar just beyond. He seemed swept forward, the plaything of grester forces than he
knew. There was no question of direction, of resstance: the Wave ushed on and he rushed with
it. His norma smplicity disappeared in a complexity that bewildered him. Very clear, however,
was one thing—courage, that courage due to abandonment of sdf. He would face whatever
camne. He needed it. It was inevitable. Yes—this time he would face it without shuffling or
disaster. . . . For he recognised disaster—and was aware of blood. .



Quedtions asked themselves in long, long whispers, but found no answers. They emerged from
that mothering background and returned into it again. . . . Sometimes he rode aone, but
sometimes Lettice rode beside him: Tony joined them. . . . He fdt them driven forward, al three
together, obedient to the lift of the same risng wave, urged onwards towards a climax tha was
logt to 9ght, and yet familiar. He knew both joy and shrinking, a ddicious wecome that it was
going to happen, yet a dread of searing pain involved. A great fact lay everywhere about him in
the night, but a fact he could not seize completdy. All his faculties settled on it, but in van—
they settled on a fragment, while the rest lay free, beyond his reach. Pain, which was a pan a
nothing, filled his heart; joy, which was joy without a reason, sang in him. The Wave rose
higher, higher . . . the breath came with difficulty .. . the wind was icy . . . there was choking in
histhroat. . . .

He noticed the same high excitement in him he had experienced a few nights ago beneath the
Karnak pylons—it ended later, he remembered, in the menace of an unutterable loneliness. This
excitement was wild with an irresponsble hilarity that had no judification. He fdt exalté. The
wave, he swinging in the crest of it, was going to bresk, and he knew the awful thrill upon him
before the dizzy, smothering plunge.

The complex of emotions made clear thought impossible. To put two and two together was
beyond him. He fet the power that bore him adong immensdy grester than himsdf. And one of
the smaler, sdf-asking questions issued from it: ‘Was this what she fdt? Was Tony dso feding
this? Were dl three of them being swept aong towards an inevitable climax? . . . This sngular
notion that none of them could help themsdves passed into him. . . .

And then he redised from the dower pace of the animd beneath him that the path was going
uphill. He collected his thoughts and looked about him. The forbidding dliffs that guard the grim
Vdley of the Kings, the haunted Theban hills, sood up pde ydlow agang the stars. The big
moon, no longer smoking in the earthbound haze, had risen into the clear dominion of the upper
sky. And he saw the terraces and columns of the Deir El-Bahri Temple facing him & the leve of
his eyes.

Nothing bore clearer tesimony to the half-unconscious method by which the drama developed
itsdf, to the ddiberate yet uncdculated attitude of the actors towards some inevitable fulfilment,
than the little scene which Tom's surprise arriva then discovered. According to the mood of the
beholder it could mean much or little, everything or nothing. It was so nicely contrived between
concealment and disclosure, and, like much ese that happened, seemed baanced exquistdy, if
panfully, between guilt and innocence. The point of view of the onlooker could aone decide. At
the same time it provided a perfect frame for another picture that later took. the stage. The stage
seemed st for it exactly. The later picture broke in and used it too. That is to say, two separate
pictures, digtinct yet interfused, occupied the stage at once.

For Tom, dismounting, and leaving his anmd with the donkey-boys some hundred yards
away, approached stedthily over the sand and came upon the picnic group before he knew it. He
watched them a moment before he announced himself. The scene was some feet bdow him. He
looked down.

Two minutes sooner, he might conceivably have found the paty quite differently grouped.
Instead, however, his moment of arivd was exactly timed as though to witness a scene set
cleverly by the invisble Stage Manager to frame two Smilar and yet different incidents.

Tom leaned againgt a broken column, staring.



Young de Lorne and Lady Syhil, he saw, were carefully admiring the moonlight on the ydlow
cliffs. Miss de Lorne stooped busily over rugs and basket packages. Her back was turned to Tony
and Madame Jaretzka, who were intimately engeged, their faces very close together, in the haf-
prosaic, haf-poetic act of blowing up a gipsy fire of scanty sticks and crumpled paper. The entire
picture seemed arranged as though intended to convey a ‘stuation.” And to Tom a stuation most
certainly was conveyed successtully, though a Stuation of which the two chief actors—who shdl
say otherwise?>—were possbly unconscious. For in tha fird moment as he leaned againgt the
column, gazing fixedly, the amoking dicks between them burg into a flare of sudden flame,
setting the two faces in a frame of bright red light, and Tom, gazing upon them from a distance
of perhaps some twenty yards saw them clearly, yet somehow did not—recognise them. Another
picture thrugt itsdf between: he watched a scene that lay degp below him. Through the soft blaze
of that Egyptian moonlight, across the dlence of that pale Egyptian desert, benesth those old
Egyptian dars, there sole upon him some magic which is deathless, though its outer covenants
have vanished from the world. . . . Down, down he sank into the forgotten scenes whence it
arose. Smothered in sand, it seemed, he heard the centuriesroar past him. . . .

He saw two other persons kneding above that fire on the desert floor, two persons familiar to
him, yet whom he could not whally recognise. In that amazing second, while his heart stopped
besting, it seemed as if thought in anguish cried doud: ‘So, there you are! | have the proof!’
whileyet dl verification of thetragic ‘you’ remained just out of reach and undisclosed.

He did not recognise two persons whom he knew, while yet some portion of him keenly,
fiercely searching, dived back into the limbo of unremembered time. . . . A thin blue smoke rose
before his face, and to his nodrils stole a ddicate perfume as of ambra. It was a picnic fire no
longer. It was an Eastern woman he saw lean forward across the gleam of a golden brazier and
yidd a kiss to the lips of a man who damed it passonady. He saw her smdl hands folded and
clinging about his neck. The face of the man he could not see, the head and shoulders being
turned away, but hers he saw clearly—the dark, lustrous eyes that shone between hadf-closed
eydids. They were highly placed in life, these two, for their aspect as her garments told it; the
man, indeed, had gold about him somewhere and the woman, in her mien, wore roydty. Yet,
though he but saw their hands and heads aone, he knew indtinctively that, if not regd, they were
sami-regd, and set beyond his teach in power natura to them both. They were high-born, the
favoured of the world. Inferiority was his who watched them, the hdpless inferiority of
subordinate pogtion. That, too, he knew . . . for a gasp of terror, though quickly smothered
terror, rose vividly behind an anger that could gladly—Kkill.

There was aflash of fiery and intolerable pain within him. . . .

The next second he saw merdy—L etticel—blowing the smoke from her face and eyes, with an
impatient little gesture of both hands, while in front of her kndt Tony—fanning a reluctant fire
of sticks and paper with his old felt hat.

He had been gazing a a coloured bubble, the bubble had burst into ar and vanished, the entire
mood and picture vanished with it—so swiftly, so indantaneoudy, moreover, that Tom was
ready to deny the entire experience.

Indeed, he did deny it. He refused to credit it. It had been, surdy, a feding rather than a sight.
But the feding having utterly vanished, he discredited the sght as wdl. The fiery pan had
vanished too. He found himsdf watching the semi-comical picture of de Lorne and Lady Sybil
fliting in dumb action, and Tony and Lettice trying to make a fire without the indinct or ability
to succeed. And, incontinently, he burst out laughing audibly.



Yet, apparently, his laughter was not heard; he had made no actud sound. There was, ingeed, a
little scream, a sudden movement, a scurrying of feet among the sand and stones, and Lettice and
Tony rose upon one single impulse, as once before he had seen them rise in Karnak weeks ago.
They stood up like one person. They looked about them into the surrounding shadows, disturbed,
afflicted, yet as though they were not certain they had heard. . . .and then, abruptly, the figure of
Tony went out. . . . it disappeared. How, precisdly, was not clear, but it was gone into the
darkness. . . .

And another picture—or another aspect of the firs—dropped into place. There was an outline
of a shadowy tent. The flap was dirring lightly, as though behind it some one hid—and watched.
He could not tell. A deep confusion, as of two pictures interfused, was in him. For somehow he
trandferred his own sdf—was it physicd dedre? was it spiritud yearning? Was it love?—
projected his own <df into the figure that had kissed her, taking her own passonate kiss in
return. He actudly experienced it. He did this thing. He had done it—once before! Knowing
himsdf beside her, he both did it and saw himsdf doing it. He was both actor and onlooker. . . .

There poured back upon him then, sweet and poignant, his love of an Egyptian woman, the
fragrance of remembered tresses, the perfume of fair limbs that clung and of ams that lingered
round his neck—yet that in the lat moment dipped from his full possesson. He was on his
knees before her; he gazed up into her ardent eyes, st in a glowing face above his own; the face
bent lower; he raised two dender hands, the fingers henna-stained, and pressed them to his lips.
He fdt ther dlken texture, the fragile pressure, her breath upon his face—yet dl sharply
withdrawvn again before he captured them completdy. There was the odour of long-forgotten
unguents, sweet with a tang that sharpened them towards dedre in days that knew a fiercer
sunlight. . . . His brain went rediing. The effort to kegp one picture separate from the other broke
them both. He could not disentangle, could not distinguish. They intermingled. He was both the
figure hidden behind the tent and the figure who held the woman in his ams What his heart
desired became, it seemed, that which happened. . . .

And then the flgp of the tent flung open, and out rushed a violent, legping outline—the figure
of a man. Another—it seemed himsdf—rushed to meet him. There was a gleam, a long deep cry.
. .. A woman, with arms outdiretched, knelt close beside the struggling figures on the sand. He
saw two huge, dark, muscular hands about a bent and yielding neck, blood oozing thickly
between the gripping fingers, staining them . . . then sudden darkness that blacked out the entire
scene, and a choking effort to find breath. . . . But it was his own breath that failed, choked as by
blood and fire that broke into his own throat. . . . Smothered in sand, the centuries roared past
him, died away into the distance, sank back into the interminable desert. . . . He found his voice
thistime. He shouted.

He saw agan—Lettice, blowing the smoke from her face and eyes with an impatient little
gedure of both hands, while Tony kndt in front of her and fanned a reluctant fire with his old
fdt hat. The pictre—the second picture—had been instantaneous. It had not lasted a fraction of
asecond even.

He shouted. And this time his voice was audible. Lettice and Tony stood up, as though a single
person rose. Both turned in the direction of the sound. Then Tony moved off quickly. Tom's
vison had interpenetrated this very action even while it was actudly taking place—the firg time.

‘Why—I do declare—if it is"t+—Tom!’ he heard in astartled woman svoice.

He came down towards her dowly. Something of the ‘pictures dill swam in between what
was next sad and done. It seemed in the amosphere, pervading the three of them. But it was



weakening, passng away quickly. For one moment, however, before it passed, it became
overpowering again.

‘But, Tom—is this a joke, or what? You frightened me—she gave a horrid gasp—'nearly to
degth! Y ou’ ve come back—!’

‘I's a surprise’ he cried, trying to laugh, though his lips were dry and refused the effort. ‘I
have surprised you. I’ ve come back!’

He heard the gasp prolonged. Breathing seemed difficult. Some deep distress was in her. Y,
in place of pity, exultation caught him oddly. The next indant he fdt suddenly afrad. There was
confuson in his soul. For it was he and she, it seemed, who had been ‘surprised and caught.’
And her voice caled ghilly:

“Tony! Tony. ..l

There was amazement in the sound of it—terror, reief, and passon too. The thin note of fear
and anguish broke through the natura cal. Then, as Tony came running up, a few gicks in his
big hands—she screamed, yet with falling breath:

‘Oh, oh...! Who areyou. . .?

For the man she summoned came, but came too swiftly. Moving with uncertain gait, he yet
came rapidly—terribly, somehow, and with violence. Ingantaneoudy, it seemed, he covered the
intervening space. In the cadm,, sweet moonlight, beneath the blaze of the deady dars he
suddenly was—there, upon that patch of ancient desert sand. He looked hdf unearthly. The big
hands he held outsoread before him glisgened a little in the shimmer of the moon. Yet they were
dark, and they seemed menacing. They threatened—as with some power he meant to use
because it was his right. But the gleam upon them was not of swarthy skin done. The gleam, the
darkness, were of blood. . . . There was a cry again—a sound of anguish dmogt intolerable. . . .

And the same ingant Tom fdt the clasp of his cousin's hand upon his own, and heard his jolly
voice with easy, naurd laughter in it: ‘But, Tom, old chap, how ripping! You're redly back!
Thisisagrand surprise! It's splendid!’

There was nothing that caled upon either his courage or control. They were overjoyed to see
him, the surprise he provided proved indeed the success of the evening.

‘I thought a firg you were Mohammed with the kettle] exclamed Madame Jaretzka, coming
close to make quite sure, and murmuring quickly—nervoudy as wel, he thought—Oh, Tom, |
am so glad,” beneath her breath. * Y ou're just in time—we all wanted you so.’

Explanations followed; Tony's friends had postponed the Cairo trip a the last moment; the
picnic had been planned as a rehearsd for the red one that was to follow later. Tom's adroitness
in finding them was praised; he became the unwilling hero of the piece, and as such had to make
the fire a success and prove himsdlf generdly the clou of the party that hitherto was missng. He
became a once the life and centre of the little group, gay and in the highest spirits, the emotion
accumulated in him discharging itsdf in the entirdy unexpected direction of hilarious f-un and
gaely.

The sense of tragedy he had gathered on his journey, if it muttered at dl, muttered out of sight.
He looked back upon his fedings of an hour before with amazement, dismay, distress—then
utterly forgot them. The picture itsef—the vison—was as though it had not been a dl. What, in
the name of common sense, had possessed him that he could ever have admitted such
preposterous uneasiness? He thought of Mrs. Haughstone's absurd warnings with a sharp
contempt, and fet his spirits only rise higher than before. She was meanly suspicious about
nothing. Of course he would give Lettice a hint: why not, indeed? He would give it then and



there before them dl and hear them laugh about it till they cried. And he would have done so,
doubtless, but that he redised the woman s jealousy was a sordid topic to introduce into o gay a
party.

‘“You arived in the nick of time, Tom, Lettice told him. ‘We were beginning to fed the
solemnity of these surroundings, the awful Tombs of the Kings and Priests and people. Those
cliffs are too oppressve for apicnic.’

‘A fact; cried Tony. ‘It feds like sacrilege. They resent us being here’ He glanced a Madame
Jaetzka as he sad it. ‘If you hadn’'t come, Tom, I'm sure thered have been a disaster
somewhere. Anyhow, one must fed superditious to enjoy a place like this. It's the proper
atmosphere!’

Lettice looked up a Tom, and added, ‘You've redly saved us. The least we can do is to
worship the sun the moment he gets up. We Il adore old AmonRa. It’s obvious. We must!’

They made themsdves mery over a rather sandy med. She aranged a place for him close
beside her, and her genuine pleasure a his unexpected return filled him with a joy that crowded
out even the memory of other emotions. The mixture cdled Tom Keverdon assarted itsdf: he
fet ashamed; he heartily despised his moods, wondering whence they came so drangdy. Tony
himsdf was quiet and affectionate. If anything was lacking, Tom's high spirits carried him too
boigeroudy to notice it. Otherwise he might possibly have thought that she spoke a little sharply
once or twice to Tony, neglecting him in a way that was not quite her norma way, and that to
himsdf, even before the others she was unusuadly—amost too emphaticaly—dear and tender.
Indeed, she seemed so pleased he had come that a cynica observer, cursed with an acute,
experienced mind, might dmost have thought she showed something not far from pogtive reief.
But Tom, too happy to be sendtive to shades of feminine conduct, was aware chidfly, if not
soldy, of hisown joy and welcome.

‘“You didn't get my letter, then, before you left? she asked him once; and he replied, ‘The
answer, as in Parliament, is in the negative. But it will be forwarded dl right” He would get it
the falowing night. ‘Ah, but you musn't read it now,” she sad. ‘You must tear it up unread,
and made him promise fathfully he would obey. ‘I wrote to you too, mentioned Tony, as
though determined to be left out of nothing. ‘You'll get it & the same time. But you musin't tear
mine up, remember. It's full of advice and wisdom you badly need” And Tom promised that
fathfully aswdl. The reply was in the affirmative.

The bivouac was a complete success, dl looked back upon it as an unforgettable experience.
They declared, of course, they had not dept a wink, yet dl had snored quite audibly benesth the
wheding dars. They were fresh and livdy enough, certainly, when the sun poured his ddicious
warmth across the cloudless sky, while Tom and Tony made the fire and set the coffee on for
breakfast.

Of the marvellous beauty that preceded the actuad sunrise no one spoke; it left them breathless
rather; they watched the sky beyond the hills change colour; great shafts of gold trandfixed the
violet heavens, the Nile $ione faintly; then, with a sudden drive, the gtars rushed backwards in a
shower, and the amazing sun came up as with a shout. Perfumes that have no name rose from the
desert and the fidds dong the distant river banks. The slence deepened, for no birds sng. Light
took the world—and it was morning.

And when the donkey-boys arrived at eight o'clock, the party were dow in darting: it was 0
pleasant to lie and bask in the sumptuous bath of heat and light that drenched them. The night
had been chilly enough. They were a tired party. Once home again, dl retired with one accord to



deep, remaining invisble, until the sun was danting over Parsa and the Indian Ocean, gilding
the horizon probably above the starry skies of far Cathay.

But as Tom dozed off behind the shuttered windows in the hote towards deven o'clock,
having bathed and breskfasted a second time, he thought vaguely of what Mrs. Haughstone had
sad to him a few hours before. It seemed days ago dready. He was too drowsy to hold the
thought more than a moment in his mind, much less to reflect upon it. ‘It may be just as wel to
give a hint; occurred to him. ‘Tony is a bit too fond of he—too fond for his happiness,
perhaps’ Nothing had happened a the picnic to revive the notion; it just struck him as he fdl
adeep, then vanished; it was a moment's ingtinct. The vison—it had been an ingtantaneous flash
after dl and nothing more—had left his mind completely for the time.

But Tom looked back afterwards upon the dl-night bivouac as an occasion marked specidly in
memory’s cdendar, yet for a reason tha was unlike the reasons his companions knew. He
remembered it with mingled joy and pain, aso with a wonder that he could have been 0 blind—
the lagt night of happinessin his brief Egyptian winter.

CHAPTER XX

He dept through the hot hours of the afternoon. In the cool of the evening, as he strolled dong
the river bank, he read the few lines Lettice had written to him at Assouan. For the porter had
handed him haf-a-dozen letters as he Ieft the hotel. Tony's he put for the moment asde; the one
from Lettice was dl he cared about, quite forgetting he had promised to tear it up unread. It was
ghort but tender—anxious about his comfort and well-being in a srange hotd ‘when | am not
there to take care of you.” It ended on a complaint that she was tired rather and spending my time
a full length on a deck-chair in the garden She promised to write ‘a greater length to—
morrow.’

‘Ingdead of which, thought Tom with a boy’s ddight, ‘I surprised her and we taked face to
face’ But for the Arab touts who ran besde him, offering glass beads made in Birmingham, he
could have kissed the letter there and then.

The resplendent gold on the river blinded him, he was glad to enter the darker sireet and shake
off the children who pestered him for bakshish. Passing the Savoy Hotdl, he hestated a moment,
then went on. ‘No, | won't cdl in for Tony; I'll find her done, and well have a cosy little tak
together before the others come’ He quickened his pace, entered the shady garden, discovered
her ingantly, and threw himsdf down upon the cushions besde her deck-char. ‘Just what |
hoped, he sad, with pleasure and admiration in his eyes, ‘done a last. That is good luck—ig't
it, Lettice?

‘Of course’ she agreed, and gamiled lazily, though some might have thought indifferently, as
she watched him arranging the cushions.

He flung himsdf back and gazed a her. She wore a dress of paest ydlow, and the broad-
brimmed hat with the little roses. She seemed part of the flaming sunset and the tawny desert.

‘Well,” he grumbled playfully, ‘it is true, is7't it? Our not being done often, | mean? He
watched her without knowing that he did 0.

‘In a way—yes, she sad. ‘But we can't have everything a once, can we, Tom? Her voice
was colourless perhaps. A tiny frown settled for an instant between her eyes, then vanished. Tom
did not notice it. She Sighed. * Y ou baby, Torn. | spail you dreadfully, and you know | do.’

He liked her in this quiet, teesng mood; it was often the prdude to more deightful spoiling.
He was in high spirits. *You look as fresh as a girl of Sxteen, Lettice’ he declared. ‘I believe



you're only this ingtant out of your bath and bed. D’you know, | dept like a baby too—the whole
afternoon—'

He interrupted himsdf, for a that moment a cigarette-case on the sand beside him caught his
eye. He picked it up—he recognised it. ‘Yes—I| wish you'd smoke’ she sad the same ingant,
brushing afly quickly from her cheek.

‘Tony's” he exclaimed, examining the case.

He noticed at the same time severa burnt matches between his cushions and her chair.

But hed love you to smoke them: I'll take the respongbility. She laughed quietly. ‘I'm sure
they’re good—Dbetter than yours, he's wickedly extravagant.” She watched him as he took one
out, examining the labd criticaly, then lighting it dowly and inhding the smoke to tede it.
There was afaint perffume that clung to the case and its contents.

‘Ambra,’ sad Lettice, akind of watchful amusement in her eyes. *You don't likeit!’

Tom looked up sharply.

‘Isthat it? 1 didn’t know.’

She nodded. ‘It's Tony’s smel; haven't you noticed it? He dways has it about him. No, no,
she laughed, noticing his expresson of disgpprova, ‘he doesn't use it. It's just in his amosphere,
| mean.’

‘Oh, isit? sad Tom.

‘| rather like it; she went on idly, ‘but | never can make out where it comes from. We cal it
ambra—the fragrance that hangs about the bazaars. | believe they used it for the mummies, but
the desert perfume is in it too. It's rather wonderful—it suits him—don’'t you think? Penetrating,
and so delicate.’

What alot she had to say about it! He made no reply. He was looking down to see what caused
him tha sudden, inexplicable pan—and discovered that the lighted match had burned his
fingers. The next minute he looked up agan—straight into her eyes.

But, somehow, he did not say exactly what he meant to say. He sad, in fact, something that
occurred to him on the spur of the moment. His mind was smple, posshbly, yet imps
occasondly made use of it. An imp just then reminded him: ‘Her letter made no mention of the
picnic, of Tony’'s sudden change of plan, yet it was written yesterday morning when both were
being arranged.’

So Tom did not refer to the ambra perfume, nor to the fact that Tony had spent the afternoon
with her. He sad quite another thing—sad it rather bluntly too: ‘I've just got your letter from
Assouan, Lettice, and | clean forgot my promise that | wouldn’'t read it He paused a second.
“Y ou said nothing about the picnicin it

‘I thought you'd be disgppointed if you knew,” she replied a once. ‘That's why | didn't want
you to read it And she fel to scolding him in the way he usudly loved—Dbut a the moment
found less dimulating for some reason. He smoked his dolen cigarette with energy for a
measurable period.

“You're the spailt child, not I, he said at length, sill looking & her. ‘You said you were tired
and meant to rest, and then you go for an exhausting expedition instead.’

The tiny frown regppeared between her eyes, lingered a trifle longer than before, and vanished.
She made a quick gesture. ‘You're in a very nagging mood, Tom; bivouacs don't agree with you.
She spoke lightly, easly, in excelent good temper redly. ‘It was Tony persuaded me, if you
want to know the truth. He found himsdf free unexpectedly; he was so peragtent; it's impossble
to resst him when he' s like that—the only thing isto give in and go.’



‘Of course” Tom's face was like a mask. He thought o, at leadt, as he laughed and agreed with
her, saying Tony was an unscrupulous rascd a the best of times. Apparently there was a struggle
in him; he seemed in two minds. ‘Was he here this afternoon? he asked. He learned that Tony
had come a four o'clock and had tea with her done. We didn’t telephone because he sad it
would only spoil your deep, and that a man who works as wdl as plays must degp—longer than
ayounger man. Then, as Tom said nothing, she added, ‘ Tony is such aboy, isn't he?

There were severa emotions in Tom just then. He hardly knew which was the true, or a lesdt,
the dominant one. He was thinking of severad things a once too:. of her letter, of tha fant
peculiar odour, of Tony’'s coming to tea, but chiefly, perhaps, of the fact that Lettice had not
mentioned it,—Dbut that he had found it out. . . .

His heat sank. It struck him suddenly that the mother in her sought to protect him from the
pain the woman gave.

‘Ishe—yes’ he said absent-mindedly. And she repested quietly, ‘Oh, | think so.’

The brief eagtern twilight had meanwhile fdlen, and the rapidly cooling air sighed through the
foliage. It grew darker in their shady corner. The western sky was 4ill a blaze of riotous colour,
however, that filtered through the trees and shed a luminous glow upon ther faces It was a
bewitching light—there was something bewitching about Lettice as she lay there. Tom himsdf
fdt a touch of that degp Egyptian enchantment. It dole in among his thoughts and fedings,
colouring moatives, lifting into view, as from far avay, moods that he hardly understood and yet
obeyed because they were familiar.

This evasve sense of familiarity, both welcome and unwelcome, swept in, dropped a fleeting
whisper, and was gone again. He fdt himsdf for an ingant—some one dse one Tom fet and
spoke, while another Tom looked on and watched, a cam, outside spectator. And upon his heart
came atouch of that strange, rich pain that was never very far awvay in Egypt.

‘| say, Lettice” he began suddenly, & though he came to an aorupt decison. ‘This is an awful
place for talk—these Luxor hotds—' He stuck. ‘lsn't it? You know what | mean.” His laborious
manner betrayed intendgty, yet he meant to spesk lightly, easly, and thought his voice was
merdy naturd. He stared hard at the glowing tip of his cigarette.

Lettice looked across at him without spesking for a moment. Her eyelids were hdf closed. He
felt her gaze and raised his own. He saw the smile sted down towards her lips.

‘Tom, why are you glaring & me?

He gstarted. He tried to amile, but there was no smilein him.

‘Was |, Lettice? Forgive me’ The tak that was coming would hurt him, yet somehow he
desred it. He would give his little warning and take the consequences. ‘| was devouring your
beauty, as the Family Herald says’ He heard himsdf utter a dry and unconvincing laugh.
Something was risng through him; it was beyond control; it had to come He fdt supid,
awkward, and was angry with himsdf for being so. For, somehow, a the same time he fdt
powerless too.

She came to the point with a directness that disconcerted him. ‘Who has been taking about
me? she enquired, her voice hardening alittle; ‘and what does it matter if they have?

Tom swalowed. There was something about her beauty in that moment that set him on fire
from head to foot. He knew a fierce desire to seize her in his ams, hold her for ever and ever—
lest she should escgpe him.

But he was unable to give expresson in any way to what was in him. All he did was to shift hs
cushions dightly farther from her sde.



‘Its dways wiss—safer—not to be seen about too much with the same man—done’ he
fumbled, recdling Mrs. Haughstone's words, ‘in a place like this, | mean, he qudified it. It
sounded foolish, but he could evolve no cleverer way of phrasing it. He went on quicker, a touch
of nervousness in his voice he tried to smother: ‘No one can midake our reationship, or think
there's anything wrong in it” He stopped a second, as she gazed a him in dlence, waiting for
him to finish. ‘But Tony,” he concluded, with a gulp he prayed she did not notice, ‘Tony is a
litle—

‘WdI? she helped him, ‘alittle what?

‘A little different, isn't he?

Tom redised that he was producing the reverse of what he intended. Somehow the choice of
words seemed forced upon him. He was aware of his own helplessness, he felt dmogt like a boy
scolding his own wise, affectionate mother. The thought sung him into pain, and with the pan
rose, too, a firg digant hint of anger. The turmoil of feding corfused him. He was awvare—by
her dlence chiefly—of the new digance between them, a disance the mention of Tony had
emphasised. Ingtinctively he tried to hide both pan and ange—it could only incresse this
distance that was dready there. At the same time he saw red. . . . Her answer, then, so gently
given, baffled him absurdly. He felt out of his depth.

‘I'll be more careful, Tom, dear—Yyou wise, experienced chaperone.’

The words, the manner, sung him. Another emotion, wounded vanity, came into play. To
laugh a himsdf was naturd and right, but to be laughed a by a woman, a woman whom he
loved, whom he regarded as exclusvdy his own, agang whom, moreover, he had an
accumulating grievance—it hurt him acutdy, dthough he seemed powerless to prevent it. He fet
his own stupidity incresse.

‘I's just as wdl, | think, Lettice’ It was the wrong, the hopeless thing to say, but the words
seemed, in a sense, pushed quickly out of his mouth lest he should find better ones. He
anticipated, too, her exasperation before her answer proved it: ‘But, redly, Tom, you know, | can
look after mysdf rather well as arule—don’t you think?

He interrupted her then, a mixture of severd fedings in him—shame, the pain of frudtrate
yearning, perversty too. For, in spite of himsdf, he wanted to hear how she would spesk of
Tony. He meant to punish himsdf by hearing her praise him. He, too, meant to spesk well of his
cousin.

‘Hes a bhit cardess, though, he blurted, ‘irresponsble, in a way—where women are
concerned. I'm sure he means no harm, of course, but—' He paused in confuson, he was no
longer afrad that harm might come to Tony; he was afraid for her, but now aso for himsdf as
wdll.

‘Tom, | do believe you're jedous’

He laughed boisteroudy when he heard it. It was redly comica, absurdly comicd, of course. It
sounded, too, the way she said it—ugly, mean, contemptible. The touch of shame came back.

‘Letticel But what an ideal” He gasped, turning round upon his other elbow, closer to her. But
the snking of his heart increased; he felt an inner cold. And a moment of deep slence followed
the empty laughter. The rustle of the foliage done was audible.

Lettice looked down ddeways a him through haf-closed eyelids, propped on his cushions
besde her, this was naturd: yet he fdt it mentd as wel as physcd. There was pity in her
attitude, a conceded exasperation, dmost contempt. At the same time he redised that she had
never seemed S0 adorably lovely, so exquidte, so out of his reach. He had never fdt her so
seductively desirable. He made an impetuous gesture towards her before he knew it.



‘Don’'t, Tom; you'll upsst my papes and everything,’ she sad cadmly, yet with the merest
suspicion of annoyance in her tone. She was very gentle, she was dso very cold—cold as ice, he
felt her, while he was burning as with fire. He was aware of this unbridgesble distance between
his passon and her indifference and a dreadful thought legped up in him with stabbing pain:
‘Her answer to Tony would have been quite otherwise!’

‘I'm sorry, Lettice—s0 sorry, he sad brusquely, to hide his mortification. ‘I'm awfully
cumsy. She was putting her papers tidy again with cadm fingers, while his own were amost
cramped with the energy of suppressed desire. ‘But, serioudy,” he went on, refusing the rebuff
by pretending it was play on his part, ‘it isn't very wise to be seen about so much aone with
Tony. Believe me, it ign't’ For the fird time, he noticed, it was difficult to use the familiar and
affectionate name. But for a sense of humour he could have said * Anthony.’

‘| do believe you, Tom. I'll be more careful’

Her eyes were very oft, her manner quiet, her gentle tone untinged with any emotion. Yet
Tom detected, he felt sure, a certain eagerness behind the show of apparent indifference. She
liked to tak—to go on taking—about Tony. ‘Do you really think so, redly mean it? he heard
her asking, and thus knew his thought confirmed. She invited more. And, with open eyes, with a
curious welcome even to the pain involved, Tom ddiberately stepped into the crud little trap.
But he dmog fdt that something pushed him in. He tadked exactly like a boy: ‘He—he's got a
peculiar power with women, he sad. ‘I can't make it out quite He's not good-looking—
exactly—ishe? 1t wasimpossible to concedl his eagerness to know exactly what she did fed.

‘There€'s a touch of genius in him,” she answered. ‘I don't think looks matter so much—I mean,
with women.” She spoke with a certain redtraint, not deiberately saying less than she thought,
but yet keeping back the entire truth. He suddenly redised a relaionship between her and Tony
into which he was not admitted. The distance between them increased visbly before his very
eyes.

And again, out of a hundred things he wanted to say, he sad—as though compeled to—
ancother thing.

‘Rather!” he burgt out honestly. ‘I should hate it if—you hadn't liked him. But a week ago he
would have phrased this differently—* If he had not liked you.’

There were perceptible pauses between their sentences now, pauses that for him seemed
breaking with a suspense that was painful, amost crud. He knew worse was coming. He both
longed for it yet dreaded it. He felt at her mercy, in her power somehow.

‘It's odd, she went on dowly, ‘but in England | thought him stupid rather, whereas out here
he' s changed into another person.

‘I think we've dl changed—somehow, Tom filled the pause, and was going to say more when
she interrupted. She kept the conversation upon Tony.

‘I shdl never forget the day he waked in here fird. It was the week | arrived. You'll laugh,
Tom, when | tell you—" She hesitated—amost it seemed on purpose.

‘How wasit? How did helook? The forced indifference of the tone betrayed his anxiety.

‘Well, he's not impressve exactly—is he?—as a rule. That little soop—and so on. But | saw
his figure coming up the path before | recognised who it was, and | thought suddenly of an
Egyptian, amost an old Pharaoh, walking.’

She broke off with that little dgnificant laugh Tom knew so wel. But, comicd though the
picture might have been—Tony waking like a king—Tom did not laugh. It was not ludicrous,
for it was somewhere true. He remembered the singular inner mentd picture he had seen above
the desert fire, and the pain within him seemed the forerunner of some tragedy that watched too



close upon his life. But, for another and more obvious reason, he could not laugh; for he heard
the admiration in her voice, and it was upon that his mind fastened indantly. His observation was
0 mercilessy sharp. He hated it. Where was his usud downess gone? Why was his blood so
quickly apprenensive?

She kept her eyes fixed deadily on his, saying what followed gently, camly, yet as though
another woman spoke the words. She stabbed him, noting the effect upon him with a detached
interest that seemed indifferent to his pain. Something remote and ancient girred in  her,
something that was not of hersdlf to-day, something haf primitive, haf barbaric.

‘It may have been the blazing light; she went on, ‘the hdf-savage effect of these amazing
sunsets—I| cannot say,—but | saw him in a sheet of gold. There was gold about him, | mean, as
though he wore it—and when he came close there was that odd, faint perfume, hdf of the open
desert and hdf of ambra, as we cdl it—' Agan she broke off and hedtated, leaving the
impresson there was more to tel, but that she could not say it. She kept back much. Into the
distance now established between them Tom felt a creeping sense of cold, as of the chill desert
wind that follows hard upon the sunset. Her eyes ill hdd him geadily. He seemed more and
more aware of something mercilessin her.

He sat and gazed at he—at a woman he loved, a woman who loved him, but a woman who
now caused him pan ddiberately because something beyond hersdf compelled. Her tenderness
lay inactive, though surdly not forgotten. She, too, fet the pain. Yet with her it was in some odd
way—impersond. . . . Tom, hopdesdy out of his depth, swept onward by this mighty wave
behind dl three of them, sa ill and watched he—fascinated, even terrified. Her eyeids were
haf closed again. Another look stole up into her face, driving away the modern beauty, replacing
its softness, tenderness with another expresson he could not fathom. Yet this new expresson
was somehow, too, haf recognisable. It was difficult to describe—a little sterner, a little wilder,
a fant emphass of the barbaric peering through it. It was darker. She looked eastern. Almost, he
sav her vidbly change—here in the twilight of the little Luxor garden by his dde. Digance
increased remorselesdy between them. She was far away, yet ever close a the same time. He
could not tdl whether she was going away from him or coming nearer. The shadow of tragedy
fell on him from the empty ky. . . .

In his bewilderment he tried to hold steady and watch, but the soul in him rushed backwards.
He fdt, but could not think. The wave surged under him. Various impulses urged him into a
pouring flood of words, yet he gave expresson to none of them. He laughed a little dry, short
laugh. He heard himsdf saying lightly, though with apparent lack of interest: ‘“How curious,
Lettice, how very odd! What made him look like that?

But he knew her answer would mean pain. It came just as he expected

‘He is wondeful—out here—quite different—." Another minute and she would have added
‘I'm different, too.” But Tom interrupted hurriedly:

‘Do you dways see him—Ilike that—now? In a sheet of gold—with beauty? His tongue was
so hot and dry againg hislipsthat he dmost ssammered.

She nodded, her eydids 4ill hdf closed. She lay very quiet, peering down a him. ‘It lasts? he
ingged, turning the knife himsdif.

‘“You'll laugh when | tdl you something more, she went on, making a dight gesture of assent,
‘but | fdt such joy in mysdf—so wild and reckless—that when | got to my room that night |
danced—danced done with al my clothes off.’

‘Letticel’



‘The spontaneous happiness was like a childs—a sort of freedom feding. | had to shake my
clothes off amply. | wanted to sheke off the wals and ceiling too, and get out into the open
desert. Tom—I fdt out of mysdf in a way—as though I'd escaped—into—into quite different
conditions—"’

She gave deals of the angular mood thet had come upon her with the ariva of Tony, but
Tom hardly heard her. Only too well he knew the explanation. The touch of ecstasy was no new
thing, dthough its manifestaion may have been peculiar. He had known it himsdf in his own
lesser love affars. But that she could camly tell him about it, that she could deliberately describe
this effect upon her of another man—! It baffled him beyond al thoughts or words. . . . Was the
sdf-revdaion an unconscious one? Did she redise the meaning of wha she told him? The
Lettice he had known could surdly not say this thing. In her he fdt again, more didinctly than
before, another person—divison, conflict. Her hegtaions, her face, her gestures, her very
language proved it. He dhrank, as from some one who inflicted pain as a child, unwittingly, to
see what the effect would be. . . . He remembered the incident of theinsect inthe sand. . . .

‘And | fee—even now—I could do it again, her voice pierced in across his moment of hidden
anguish. The knife she had thrust again into his breast was twisted then.

It was time that he said something, and a sentence offered itsdf in time to save him. The desre
to hide his pain from her was too strong to be disobeyed. He wanted to know) yet not, somehow,
to prevent. He saized upon the sentence, keeping his voice steedy with an effort that cut his very
flesh: ‘Theré's nothing impersond exactly in that, Letticel’ he exclamed with an exaggerated
lightness.

‘Oh no,” she agreed. ‘But it's only in England, perhaps, thet I'm impersond, as you cdl it. |
suppose, out here, I've changed. The beauty, the mystery,—this fierce sunshine or something—
dir—" She hesitated for afraction of a second.

‘The woman in you, he put in, turning the knife this time with his own fingers deliberately.
The words seemed driven out by their own impetus, he did not choose them. A faint ghastly hope
was in him—that she would shake her head and contradict him.

She waited a moment, then turned her eyes asde. ‘ Perhaps, Tom. | wonder. . . .I’

And as she sad it, Tom knew suddenly another thing as well. It stood out clearly, as with big
printed letters that violent advertisements use upon the hoardings. Her new joy and excitement,
her gaety and zest for life—al had been caused, not by himsdf, but by another. Heavens! how
blind he had been | He understood at last, and a flood of freezing water drenched him. His heart
stopped beating for a moment. He gasped. He could not get his breath. His accumulating doubts
hitherto unexpressed, dmost unacknowledged even, were now confirmed.

He got up iffly, awkwardly, from his cushions, and moved a few seps towards the house, for
there stole upon her dtered face just then the very expresson of excitement, of radiant and
spontaneous joy, he had believed until this moment were caused by himsdf. Tony was coming
up the darkened drive. He was exactly in her line of sght. And a severe, embittered struggle then
took place in a heart that seemed drangely divided againg itsdf. He fdt as though a second
Tom, yet dill himsdf, batled agang the fird, exchanging thrusts of indescribable torture. The
complexity of emations in his heart was devadtating beyond anything he had ever known in his
thirty-five years of sidfied, sdf-centred life. Two voices spoke in clear, sharp sentences, one
agang the other:

‘“Your suspicions are unworthy, shameful. Trugt her. She's as loyd and true and faithful as
yoursdlf!’ cried thefirdt.

And the second:



‘Blind! Can’t you see what's going on between them? It has happened to other men, why not to
you? She is playing with you; she has outgrown your love’ It was the older voice that used the
words.

‘Impossible, ridiculoud’ the firg voice cried. ‘Therés something wrong with me that | can
have such wretched thoughts. It's merely innocence and joy of life. No one can take my place.’

To which, again, the second Tom made hitter answer. ‘You are too old for her, too dull, too
ordinary! You hold the loving mother ill, but a younger man has waked the woman in her. And
you must let it come. Y ou dare not blame. Nor have you the right to interfere’

So acute, 0 violent was the perplexity in him that he knew not what to say or do at firs.
Unable to come to a decison, he stood there, waving his hand to Tony with a cry of welcome.
His firg vehement desire to be done, to make an excuse, to get to his room and think, had
passed: a second, a maturer attitude, conquered it: to take whatever came, to face it, in a word to
know the wors. . . . And the extraordinary pain he hid by an exuberance of high spirits that
aurprised himsdf. It was, of course, the suppressed emotiond energy finding another outlet. A
gmilar date had occurred that ‘Kanak night' of a long ten days ago, though he had not
understood it then. Behind it lay the misery of londiness tha he knew in his very bones was
coming.

‘Tony! Soitis | was afrad he' d change his mind and leave usin the lurch.’

Tom heard the laugh of happiness as she sad it; he heard the voice distinctly—the change of
tone in it, the softness, the haf-caressng tenderness that crept unconscioudy in, the faint thrill of
womanly passon. Unconscioudy, yes! he was sure, at least, of that. She did not know quite yet,
she did not redise what had happened. Honest to the core, he fet her. His love surged up
tumultuoudy. He could face pan, loss, desth—or, as he put it, ‘amog anything,” if it meant
happiness to her. The thought, at any rate, cameto himthus. . . . And Tom believed it.

At the same moment he heard her voice, close behind him this time. She had left her chair,
meaning to go indoors and prepare for supper before Tony actudly arrived. ‘Tom, dear boy,” her
hand upon his shoulder a moment as she passed, ‘you're tired or something. | can see it. | believe
you're worrying. Therés something you haven't told me—isn't there now? She gave him a
loving glance that was of purest gold. *You shdl tel me al about it when we're done. You must
tel me everything.

The pain and joy in him were equa then. He was a boy of eghteen, aching over his firg love
affar;, and she was divindy mothering him. It was extreordinary; it was past beief; another
minute, had they been aone, he could dmost have laid his head upon her breaest, complaining in
anguish to the mother in her that the woman he loved was gone: ‘I fed you're dipping from me!
I'mlosngyou. ..V

Instead he stammered some commonplace unredlity about his work a Assouan and heard her
agree with him that he ceatanly must not neglect it—and she was gone into the house. The
swinging curtains of dried grasses hid her a few feet beyond, but between them, he fdt, Stretched
five thousand years and haf a dozen continents as well.

“Tom, old chap, did you get my letter? You promised to read it. Is it dl right, | mean? | wouldn’t
for dl the world let anything—'’

Tom stopped him abruptly. He wished to read the letter for himsdf without foreknowledge of
its contents.

‘Eh? No—that is, | got it; he sad confusedly, ‘but | haven't read it yet. | dept dl the
afternoon.’



An expresson of anxiety in Tony's face came and vanished. ‘You can tdl me to-morrow—
frank as you like, mind,” he replied, to which Tom sad quite eagerly, ‘Rather, Tony: of course.
I’ll read your old letter the moment | get back tonight” And Tony, merry as a sandboy, changed
the subject, declaring that he had only one desirein life just then, and that was—food.

CHAPTER XXI

The conflict in Tom's puzzled heat sharpened tha evening into dreadful edges tha cut him
mercilesdy whichever way he turned. One minute he fet sure of Lettice, the next the opposte
was clear. Between these two certainties he baanced in secret torture, one factor aone
congtant—that his sense of security was shaken to the foundations.

Bdigf in his own vdue had never been thus assaled before that he was indispensable had
been an ultimate assurance. His vanity and sdf-esteem now toppled ominoudy. A sense of
inferiority crept over him, as on the fird day of his arivd a Alexandria There seemed the
flavour of some drange authority in her that baffled al gpproach to the former intimacy. He
hardly recognissd himsdf, for, the foundations being shaken, dl that was built upon them
trembled too.

The insecurity showed in the andlest trifles—he expressed himsdf hestaingly; he fdt
awkward, cumsy, ineffective; his conversation became supid for al the fase high spirits that
inflated it, his very manners gauche, he said and did the wrong things, he was boring. Being ill a
ease and out of harmony with himsdlf, he found it impossble to play his part in the trio as of old;
the trio, indeed, had now divided itsdf—one against two.

That is, keenly, and in spite of himsdf, he watched the other two; he waiched them as a
detective does, for evidence. He became uncannily observant. And since Tony was especidly
amusng that evening, Lettice, moreover, gpoparently absorbed in his simulating tak, Tom's
dternate gaucheries and dlence passed unnoticed, certainly uncommented. In  schoolboy
phraseology, Tom fdt out of it. His presence was tolerated—as by favour. The two enjoyed a
mutua underganding from which he was excluded, a privae intimecy that was oiritud,
mental,—physicd.

He even found it in him for the firs time to marvel that Lettice had ever cared for him a dl.
Beside Tony's brilliance he fdt himsdf chegper, dmog indgnificant. He fdt old. . . . His pan,
moreover, was twofold: his own sdfish sense of persond loss produced one kind of anguish, but
the posshility that she was playing fase produced another. The first was managesble: the second
beyond words gppaling.

Agang this background of emotiona disturbance he watched the evening pass. It developed as
the hours moved. Tony, he noticed, though so full of life, betrayed a certain madaise towards
himsdf and avoided that direct meeting of the eye that was his characteristic. More and more,
especidly when Mrs. Haughstone had betaken herself to bed, and the trio sat in the cooler garden
adone, Tom became aware of a subtle intimacy between his companions that resented al his
efforts to include him too. It was, moreover—his heart warned him now,—an &ffectionate, a
natura intimacy, built upon many an hour of intercourse while he was yet in England, and, worst
of dl, that it was secret. But more—he redised that the missng pat of her was now adlir,
touched into life by another, and a younger, man. It was ardent and untamed. It had awakened
from its dumber. He even fancied that something of chdlenge flashed from her, though without
definite words or gesture.



With a degree of acute perception wholly new to him, he watched the evidence of inner
proximity, yet watched it automaticdly and certainly not meanly nor with dyness. The evidence
that was sheer anguish thrugt itself upon him. His eyes had opened; he could not help himsdif.

But he watched himsdf as wdl. Only a moments was he aware of this—a kind of higher Sdif
detached from shifting moods, looked on camly and took note. This Sdlf, placed high above the
stage, looked down. It was a Sdf that never acted, never wept or suffered, never changed. It was
secure, superb, it was divine. Its very exigence in him hitherto had been unknown. He was now
vividly aware of it. It was the Onlooker.

The explanation of his myderious earlier moods offered itsdf with a clarity that was ghaedlly.
Watching the happiness of these two, he recdled a hundred subconscious hints he had
disgegarded: the empty letter a Alexandria, her didike of being done with him, the increasing
admiration for his cousin, a thousand things she had left unsaid, above dl, the exuberance and
radiant joy that Tony's presence woke in her. The gradua but sgnificant change, the singular
vison in the desert, his own foretaste of misery as he watched the Theban Hills from the bacony
of his bedroom—al, dl returned upon him, arranged in a phaanx of neglected proofs that the
new Tom offered crudly to the old. But it was her dight exasperation, her evason when he
questioned her, that capped the damning list. And her silence was the culminating proof.

Then, inexplicably, he shifted to the other dde tha the old, the norma Tom presented
generoudy to the new. While this reaction lasted he laughed away the evidence, and honestly
believed he was exaggerating trifles. The new zest that Egypt woke in he—God bless her
swveetness and smplicity!—was only naturd; if Tony dimulated the intdlectuad Sde of her, he
could fed only pleasure that her happiness was thus increased. She was innocent. He could not
possibly doubt or question, and shame flooded him till he fdt himsdf the meanes man dive
Suspicion was no norma part of him. He crushed it out of sght, scotched as he thought to desath.
To lose bdief in her would mean to lose bdief in everybody. It was inconceivable. Every ingtinct
in him repdlled the vile suggestion. And while this reaction lasted his security returned.

Only it did not lagt; it merged invariably into its opposite again; and the dternaing confidence
and doubt produced a date of confused emotion that contained the nightmare touch in its most
essentid form. The Wave hung, poised above him—but would not fall—quite yet.

It was later in the evening that the Sngular intendty introduced itsdf into dl they said and did,
hanging above them like a cloud. It came curioudy, was suddenly there—without hint or
warning. Tom had the feding that they moved amid invisble dangers, dmost as though
explosves lay hidden near them, reedy any moment to bring destruction with a sudden crash—
find dedruction of the happy preexising conditions. The menace of a thunder-cloud approached
as in his childhood's dream; disaster lurked behind the quiet outer show. The Wave was risng
amog audibly.

For upon their earlier mood of lighter kind that had preceded Mrs. Haughstone's exit, and then
upon the more serious talk that followed in the garden, there descended abruptly this uncanny
quiet that one and al obeyed. The contrast was most marked. Tom remembered how their voices
hushed upon a given moment, how they looked about them during the brief slence following,
peering into the luminous darkness as though some one waiched them—and how Madame
Jaretzka, remarking on the chilly ar, then rose suddenly and led the way into the house. Both she
and Tony, he remembered, had been restless for ome little time. ‘It's chilly. We shdl be coser
indoors,” she said lightly, and moved away, followed by his cousin.



Tom lingered a few minutes, watching them pass dong the verandah to the room beyond. He
did not like the change. In the open air, the intimacy he dreaded was less suggested than in the
friendly familiarity of a room, her room; out of doors it was more diffused; he preferred the
remoteness that the garden lent. At the same time he was glad of a moment by himsef—though a
moment only. He warted to collect his thoughts and face things as they were. There should be no
‘shuffling’ if he possibly could prevent it.

He lingered with his cigarette behind the others. A red moon hung above the mournful hills,
and the dars shone in their myriads. Both lay reflected in the quiet river. The night was very
peaceful. No wind dirred. . . . And he strove to force the exquisite Egyptian slence upon the
turmoil that was in his sou—to gain that inner dlence through which the voice of truth might
whisper clearly to him. The poise he craved lay al @out him in the solemn dillness, in sars and
moon and desart; the temple columns had it, the steadfast, huge Coloss waiting for the sun, the
blesk sone hills, the very Nile hersdf. Something of their immemorid resolution and resstance
he might even borrow for his little tortured sdlf. . . before he followed his companions. For it
came to him tha within the four wals of her room dl that he dreaded mugt reved itsdf in such
concentrated, visble form that he no longer would be able to deny it: the established intimacy,
the sweetness, the desire, and—the love.

He made this effort, be it recorded in his favour, and made it bravely; while every minute that
he left his companions undisurbed was a long-drawn torment in his heart. For he planly
recognised now a danger he knew not how he might adequately meet. Here was the strangeness
of it: that he did not distrust Lettice, nor fet resentment againgt Tony. Why this was so, or what
the meaning was, he could not fathom. He fdt vagudy tha Lettice, like himsdf, was the
plaything of grester forces than she knew, and that her perplexing conduct was based upon
disharmony in hersdf beyond her possible control. Some part of her, long hidden, had emerged
in Egypt, brought out by the deep mysery and passion of the climate, by its burning, sensuous
splendour: its magic drove her dong unconscioudy. There were two personsin her.

It may have been absurd to divide the woman and the mother as he did; probably it was Hse
psychology as well; where love is, mother and woman blend divindy into one. He did not know:
it seemed, as ye, they had not blended. He was postive only that while part of her was going
from him, if not dready gone the rest, and the mgor pat, was true and loyd, loving and
marveloudy tender. The conflict of these certainties left hopeess disorder in every corner of his
being.

Tossng away his cigarette, he moved dowly up the verandah steps. The Wave was never more
sensbly behind, beneath him, than in that moment. He rase upon it, it was under him, he fdt its
lift and irreagtible momentum; amos it bore him up the steps. For he meant to face whatever
came ddiberaiely he welcomed the hurt; it had to come beyond the suffering beckoned some
marvellous joy, pure as the dawn beyond the cruel desert. There was in him that rich, sweet pain
he knew of old. It beckoned and dlured him even while he shrank. Alone the supreme SAf in
him looked calmly on, seeming to lessen the part that trembled and knew fesr.

Then, as he neared the room, a sound of music floated out to meet him—Tony was Snging to
his own accompaniment. Lettice, upon a sofa in the corner, looked up and placed a finger on her
lips, then closed her eyes again, ligening to the song. And Tom was glad she closed her eyes,
glad aso that Tony's back was towards him, for as he crossed the threshold a singular impulse
took possession of his legs and he was only just able to stop a ridiculous movement of shuffling
with his feet upon the matting. Quickly he gained a sofa by the window and dropped down upon
it, watching, lisening. Tony was Snging softly, yet with degp expresson haf suppressed



We were young, we wWere merry, We Were very very wise,
And the door stood open at our feast,

When there passed us awoman with the West in her eyes,
And aman with his back to the East.

O, still grew the hearts that were beating so fast,
The loudest voice was still.

Thejest died away on our lips as they passed,
And the rays of July struck chill.

He sang the words with an odd, emphatic downess, turning to look at Lettice between the
phrases. He was not yet aware that Tom had entered. The tune held dl the pathos and tragedy of
the world in it. ‘Both going the same way together, he sad in a suggestive undertone, his hands
playing a soft running chord; ‘the man and the woman. He again leaned in her direction. ‘It's a
pregnant opening, don't you think? The musc | found in the very depths of me somewhere.
Lettice, | believe you're adeep!” he whispered tenderly after a second’ s pause.

She opened her eyes then and looked meaningly a him. Tom made no sound, no movemen.
He saw only her eyes fixed steadily on Tony, whose last sentence, using the Chrigian name o0
softly, rang on indde him like the clanging of a prison bell.

‘Sing another verse fird, said Madame Jaretzka quietly, ‘and we'll pass judgment afterwards.
But | wasn't adeep, was I, Tom? And, following the direction of her eyes, Tony Sarted, and
turned round. | shut my eyes to listen better,” she added, dmost impatiently. ‘Now, please go on;
we want to hear therest.’

‘Of course,” said Tom, in as naturd atone as possible. * Of course we do. What isit? he asked.

‘May Coleridge—the words’ replied Tony, turning to the piano again. ‘In a moment of
abaration | thought | could write the music for it—' The softness and passon had left his voice
completely.

‘Oh, the tune is yours?

His cousn nodded. There was a little frown between the watching eyes upon the sofa ‘Tom,
you mugin't interrupt; it spoils the mood—the rhythm,” and she again asked Tony to go on. The
difference in the two tones she used was too obvious to be missed by any man who heard them—
the velled exasperation and—the tenderness.

Tony obeyed at once. Striking a preliminary chord as the stool swung round, he said for Tom's
benefit, ‘To me ther€'s tragedy in the words, red tragedy, so | tried to make the musgc fit it.
Madame Jaretzka doesn’t agree” He glanced towards her; her eyes were closed again; her face,
Tom thought, was like amask. Tony did not this time use the little name.

The next verse began, then suddenly broke off. The voice seemed to fail the singer. ‘I don't
like this one’ he exclamed, a suspicion of trembling in his tone. ‘It's rather too awful. Death
comes in, the bread a the feast turns black, the hound fals down—and s0 on. There's generd
dissgter. It' stoo tragic, rather. I'll Sng the last verse instead.’

‘I want to hear it, Tony. | ingst,” came the command from the sofa. ‘| want the tragic part.’

To Tom it seemed precisdy as though the voice had said, ‘I want to see Tom suffer. He knows
the meaning of it. It'sright, it’ sgood, it's necessary for him.”

Tony obeyed. He sang both verses:

The cups of red wine turned pale on the board,
The white bread black as soot.



The hound forgot the hand of hislord,
Shefell down at hisfoot.

Low let melie, where the dead dog lies,
Erel sit medown again at afeast,

When there passes awoman with the West in her eyes,
And aman with his back to the East.

The song stopped abruptly, the music died away, there was an interva of slence no one broke.
Tom had ligened spdlbound, haunted. He was no judge of poetry or music; he did not
understand the meaning of the words exactly; he knew only that both words and music expressed
the shadow of tragedy in the ar as though they focussed it into a tangible presence. A woman
and a man were going in the same direction; there was an onlooker. . . . A spontaneous qudity in
the words, moreover, proved that they came burning from the writer's heart, and in Tony's
music, whether good or bad, there was this same proof of genuine feding. Judge or no judge,
Tom was pogtive of that. He felt himself the looker-on, an intruder, dmost a trespasser.

This sense of excluson grew upon him as he ligened; it passed without warning into the con
sciousness of a mournful, freezing isolation. These two, Stting in the room, and separated from
him by a few feet of coloured Persan rug, were actudly separated from him by unbridgesble
digance, wrapped in an intimacy that kept him inexorably outsde—because he did not
understand. He amost knew an objective hdlucination—that the sofa and the piano drew dightly
nearer to one another, whereas his own chair remained fixed to the floor, immovable—outside,

The intengty of his sensations seemed inexplicable, unless some redity, some truth, lay behind
them. The bread a the feast turned black before his very eyes. But another line rang on with a
sound of aminous and poignant defeet in his heart, now lonely and bereft: ‘Low let me lie, where
the dead dog lies. . .” To the onlooker the passing of the pair meant deeth. . . .

Then, through his confuson, flashed cdearly this bitter certitude Tom suddenly redised that
after dl he knew nothing of her red, her inner life he knew her only through himsdf and in
himsdf—knew himsdf in her. Tony, less sdf-centred, less rigidly contained, had penetrated her
by an understanding sympathy greater than his own. She was unintdligible to him, but not to
Tony. Tony had the key. . . . He had touched in her what hitherto had dept.

As the music walled its dying cadences into this fateful Slence, Tom met her eyes across the
room. They were strong, and dark with beauty. He met them with no outer quailing, though with
a snse of drenching tears within. They seemed to him the eyes of the angel gazing through the
gate. Hewas outside. .

He was the fird to break a silence that had grown unnatural, oppressive.

‘What was it? he asked again aboruptly. ‘Has it got a name, | mean? His voice had the cry of a
wounded cregtureiin it.

Tony druck an idle chord from the piano as he turned on his stool, ‘Oh, yes, it's got a name.
It's cdled “Unwelcome.”” And Tom, aware that he wnced, was dso aware that something in his
life congedled and stopped its normd flow.

‘Tony, you are a genius,’ broke in quickly the voice from the other side of the room; ‘I aways
sad s0. Do you know, that's the most perfect accompaniment | ever heard” She spoke with
feding, her tone full of admiration.

Tony made no reply. He strummed softly, swaying to the rhythm of what he played.

‘I meant the setting,” explained Lettice, ‘the music. It expresses the emotion of the words too,
too exactly. It'swonderful?’



‘I didn't know you composed,’ put in Tom supidly. He had to say something. He saw them
exchange aglance. She smiled. ‘When did you do it?

‘Oh, the other day in a sudden fit; said Tony, without turning. ‘While you were a Assouan, |
think.’

‘And the words, Tom; don't you think they're wonderful, too, and strange? asked Lettice. ‘I
find them redly haunting.’

‘Y-es,; he agreed, without looking at her. He redlised that the lyric, though new to him, was not
new to them; they had discussed it together dready; they fdt the same emotion about it; it had
moved and gtirred them before, moved Tony so deeply that he had found the music for it in the
depths of himsdf. It was an enigmatical poem, it now became symbolic. It embodied the present
gtuation somehow for him. Tom did not understand its meaning as they did; to him it was a
foreign language. But they knew the language eedlly. It betrayed their degp emotiona intimecy.

“You didn’t hear thefirst part? said Tony.

‘Not quite. You had just started—when | came in, Tom eesly read the meaning in the
quesion. And in his heart the name of the poem repeated itsdf with dgnificant insstence:
Unwelcome! It had come like a blow in the face when Tony mentioned it, bruisng him
interndly. He was bleeding. . . . He watched the big, dark hands upon the keys as they moved up
and down. It suddenly seemed they moved towards himsdf. There was power, menace in them—
there was degth. He fdlt asif they seized—choked him. . . . They grew stained. . . .

The voices of his companions came to him across great distance; there was a gulf between
them, they on that Sde, he on this he was aware of antagonism between himsdf and Tony, and
between himsdf and Lettice. It was very dreadful; his feet and hands were cold; he shivered. But
he gave no outer sgn that he was suffering, and a desperate pride—though he knew it was but a
sham, a temporary pride—came to his assstance. Yet a the same time—he saw red. He fdt like
aboy a school again.

In imagination, then, he visualised swiftly a definite scene:

‘Tony,” he heard himsdf say, ‘you're coming between us. It means dl the world to me, to you
it means only a passng game. If it means more, it's time for you to say s0 planly—and let her
decide’

The dtuation seemed dl clered up; the clouds of tragedy disspated, the dreadful
accumulation of emoation, suspense, and hidden pain, too long suppressed, too intense to be borne
ancther minute, discharged itsdf in an immense rdief. Lettice a last spoke fredy and explained:
Tony expressed regret, laughing it dl away with his accustomed brilliance and irresponghility.

Then, horribly, he heard Tony give a different answer that was far more possble and likdly: -

‘I knew you were great friends, but | did not guess there was anything more between you. You
never told me. I'm afrad I am desperately fond of her, and she of me. We must leave it—yes,
to her. Thereis no other way.’

He was lounging on his sofa by the window, his eyes closed, while these thoughts flashed
through him. He had never known such insecurity before he fdt sure of nothing; the foundations
of his being seemed diding into space. . . . For it came to him suddenly that he was a dave and
that she was set upon athrone far, far beyond hisreach. . . .

Across the room, lit only by a single lamp upon the piano, the voices of his companions floated
to him, low pitched, a ceasdess murmuring stream. He had been ligening even while busy with
his own reflections intently ligening. They were dill taking of the poem and the musc,
exchanging intimate thoughts in the language he could not understand. They had passed on to
music and poetry a large—dangerous subjects by whose means innocent words, donning an easy



mask, may reved passionate states of mentd and physicd kind—and so to persona reveations
and confessions the apparently innocent words interpreted. He heard and understood, yet could
not wholly follow because the key was missng. He could not take part, much less object. It was
al too subtle for hismind. He listened. .

The moonlight fdl upon his stretched-out figure, but left his face in shadow; opening his eyes,
he could see the others clearly; the intent expresson upon her face fascinated him as he watched.
Yet before his eyes had opened, the feding again came to him that they had changed their
postions somehow, and the veification of this feding was the fird detal he then noticed.
Tony’s sool was nearer to the bass keys of the piano, while the sofa Lettice lay upon had
certainly been drawn up towards him. And Tony leaned over as he taked, bringing ther lips
within whispering distance. It was dl done with that open innocence which increased the cruety
of it. Tom saw and heard and fdt dl over his body. He lay very ill. He hdf closed his eyes
agan.

‘I do believe Tom's dropped adeep,’ sad Lettice presently. ‘No, don't wake him,” as Tony
half turned round, ‘he stired, poor boy!’

But Tom could not willingly listen to a private conversation.

‘I'm not adeep,” he exclamed, ‘not a bit of it and noticed that they both were startled by the
suddenness and volume of his voice. ‘But | am tired rather, and he got up, lit a cigarette,
wandered about the room a minute, and then leaned out of the open window. ‘I think | shdl dip
off to bed soon—if you'll forgive me, Lettice”

He sad it on impulse; he did not readly mean to go; to leave them adone together was beyond
his gsrength. She merdy nodded. The woman he had fdt so proudly would put Tony in his
place—nodded consent!

‘I must be going too in a moment,” Tony murmured. He meant it even less than Tom did. He
shifted his stool towards the middle of the piano and began to strum again.

*Sing something more firgt, Tony; | love your ridiculous voice’

Tom heard it behind his back; it was said hdf in banter, haf in earnest; yet the tone pierced
him. She used the private language she and Tony understood. The little sentence was a
paraphrase that, being interpreted, said plainly: ‘“Hell go off presently; then we can tak again of
the things we love together—the things he doesn’t understand.’

With his face thrust into the cold night ar Tom fet the blood go throbbing in his temples. He
watched the moonlight on the sandy garden paths. The leaves were motionless, the river crept
past without a murmur, the dark hills rose out of the disant desert like a wave. There was faint
fragrance as of wild flowers, very tiny, very soft. But he kept his eyes upon the gliding river
rather than on those dark hills crowded with ther ancient dead. For he fdt as if some one
watched him from their dim recesses. It dmost seemed that from those blesk, lonely uplands,
dlent amid the sream of hurrying life to-day, came his pain, his agony. He could not understand
it; the drange, sniter mood he had known aready once before stole- out from the desolate
Theban hills and magtered him again. Any moment, if he looked up, he would meet eyes—eyes
that gazed with dim yet definite recognition into his own across the night. They would gaze up a
him, for somehow he was placed above them. . . . He had known dl this before, this very
gtuation, these very actors—he now looked down upon it al, a scene mapped out below him.
There were two pictures that yet were one.

‘What shdl it be? the voice of Tony floated past him through the open window.

‘The gold and ambra one—I like best of dl,” her voice followed like a Sgh across the air. ‘But
only once—it makesme cry.’



To Tom, as he heard it, came the shattering conviction that the words were not in English, and
that it was neither Lettice nor his cousn who had used them. Redity mdted; he fdt himsdf—
brain, heart, and body—dropping down through empty space as though towards the speskers.
This was another language that they spoke together. He had forgotten it. . . . They were
themsdves, yet different. Amazement ssized him. A familiaity, intense with bresking pain,
came with it. Where, O where. . . .

He heard the music stedl past him towards these Theban hills.

His heart was no longer beeting; it was 4ill. Life paused, as it were, to let the voice insart itsdf
into another setting, out of due place, yet a the same time true and naturd. An intolerable
sweetness in the music swept him. But there was anguish too. The pain and pleasure were but
one sensdtion. . . . All the mdancholy blue and gold of Egypt's beauty passed in tha singing
before his soul, and something of transcendant vaue he had lost, something ancient it seemed as
those mournful Theban hills, rose with it. It was offered to him again. He saw it rise within his
reach—once more. Upon this tide of blue and of gold it floated to his hand, could he but seize it.
. . . Emotion then blocked itsdf through sheer excess, the tide receded, the vison dimmed, the
gold turned dull and faded, the music and the singing ceased. Yet an ingant, above the pain, Tom
had caught a flush of inexplicable hgppiness. Beyond the anguish he fdt joy bresking upon him
likethedawn. . ..

‘Joy cometh in the morning, he remembered, with a feding as of some modern sdf and sanity
returning. He had been some one ese; he now was Tom again. The pain belonged to that ‘some
onedse’ It must be faced, for the fina outcome would bejoy. . . .

He turned round into the room now filled with tense Slence only.

‘Tony,” he asked, ‘what on eath was it? His voice was low but did not tremble. The
atmosphere seemed drawn taut before him as though it must any ingant split open upon a sound
of cying. He saw Lettice on her sofa the lamplight in her wide-open eyes that shone with
moisture. She looked a Tony, not a him. There was no decipherable expresson on her face.
That dusive Eastern touch hung mysterioudy about her. It was dl haf fabulous.

Without turning Tony answered shortly: ‘Oh, judt a little native Egyptian song—very old—adug
up somewhere, | believe] and he strummed softly to himsdlf as though he did not wish to tak
more about it.

Lettice watched him for severd minutes, then fixed her eyes on Tom; they stared a each other
across the room; her expresson was enigmatical, yet he read resolution into it, a dedre and a
purpose. He returned her gaze with a baffled yearning, thinking how myserioudy beautiful she
looked, frail, dusve, infinitdy desrable, yet hopelesdy beyond his reach. . . . And then e saw
the eyelids lower dightly, and a shadowy darkness like a vel fdl over her. A smile sole down
towards the lips. Terror and fascination caught him; he turned away lest she should reach his
secret and communicate her own. She looked right through him. Words, too, were spoken,
ordinary modern words, though he did not hear them properly: “You're tired out . . . you know.
There's no need to be forma where I'm concerned . . . or something smilar. He listened, but he
did not hear; they were remote, unred, not audible quite; they were far away in space. He was
only aware that the voice was tender and the tone was very soft. .

He made no answer. The pain in her legped forth to clasp his own, it seemed. For in that instant
he knew that the joy divined a little while before was her, but dso that he must wade through
intolerable pain to reach it.



The spell was broken. The badance of the evening, a short haf-hour a the most, was uninspired,
even awkward. There was drain in the atmosphere, cross-purposes, these purposes unfulfilled,
each word and action charged with emotion that was unable to express itsdf. A desultory talk
between Tony and his hostess seemed to struggle through clipped sentences that hung in the air
as though afrad to complete themsdves. The unfinished phrases floated, but dared not come to
earth; they gathered but remained unddivered. Tom had divined the deep, essentid intimacy at
last, and his companions knew it.

He lay dlent on his sofa by the window, or nearly dlent. The moonlight hed Ieft him, he lay in
shadow. Occasondly he threw in words, asked a question, ventured upon a criticism; but Lettice
ether did not hear or did not fed sufficient interest to respond. She ignored his very presence,
though readily, eagerly forthcoming to the smdlest sgn from Tony. She hid hersdf with Tony
behind the shadowy screen of words and phrases.

Tony himsdf was different too, however. There was acute disharmony in the room, where a
little time before there had been a leest an outward show of harmony. A heaviness as of
unguessed tragedy lay upon dl three, not only upon Tom. Spontaneous gaiety was gone out of
his cousn, whose atempts to be his norma sdf became forced and unsuccessful. He sought
reief by hiding himsdf behind his music, and his choice, though naturd enough, seemed haf
audacious and hdf chdlenging—the choice of a devious soul that shirked fair open fight and fet
a home in subterfuge From Grieg's Ich liebe Dich he passed to other tender, passionate
fragments Tom did not recognise by name yet understood too well, redising that sense of ghastly
comedy, and amost of the ludicrous, which ever mocksthe tragic.

For Tony certanly acknowledged by his attitude the same threatening sense of doom that lay
0 heavy upon his cousn's heart. There was presentiment and menace in every minute of thet
brief haf-hour. Never had Tom seen his gay and cardess cousin in such guise: he was restless,
dlent, intense and inarticulate. ‘He gives her wha | cannot give’ Tom faced the Stuation. ‘They
understand one another. . . . Its not her fault. . . . I'm old, I'm dull. She's found a stronger
interest. . . .

The bigger dam a last has come

They brewed their cocoa on the spirit-lamp, they munched therr biscuits they sad good-night
a length, and Tom walked on a few paces ahead, impatient to be gone. He did not want to go
home with Tony, while yet he could not leave him there He longed to be done and think.
Tony's hotd was but a hundred yards away. He turned and cdled to him. He saw them saying
goodnight at the foot of the verandah steps. Lettice was looking up into his cousin’'sface. . . .

They went off together. ‘Night, night, cried Tony, as he presently turned up the path to his
own hotel. * See you in the morning.’

And Tom waked down the gdlent dreet done. On his skin he 4ill felt her fingers he had
clasped two minutes before. But his eyes saw only—her face and figure as she stood beside his
cousin on the steps. For he saw her looking up into his eyes as once before on the lawvn of her
English bungaow four months ago. And Tony’stwo great hands were laid upon her am.

‘Lettice, poor child . . .I" he murmured strangdly to himsdf. For he knew that her suffering and
her deep perplexity were somewhere, somehow dmost equd to his own.

CHAPTER XXII

He waked down the slent dtreet done. . . . How like a theatre scene it was! Supers dressed as
Arabs pased him without a word or sgn; the Nile was a painted back-cloth; the columns of the



Luxor Temple hung on @nvas. The memory of a London theetre flitted through his mind. . . . He
was playing a part upon the stage, but for the second time, and this second performance was
better than the fire, different too, a finer interpretation as it were. He could not manage it quite,
but he mugt play it out in order to know joy and triumph at the other end.

This sense of the thestre was over everything. How 4ill and cam the night was, the very dars
were painted on the sky, the lights were low, there lay a hush upon the audience. In his heart, like
a weight of metd, there was sadness, deep misgiving, sense of loss. His life was fading vighbly; it
threastened to go out in darkness. Yet, like Ra great deity of this ancient land, it would suffer
only atemporary eclipse, then rise again triumphant and rjuvenated as Osiris. . . .

He waked up the sweep of sandy drive to the hotel and went through the big glass doors. The
huge brilliant building swalowed him. Crowds of people moved to and fro, chattering and
laughing, the women gally, fashionably dressed; the band played with that extravagant abandon
hotels demanded. The contrast between the dark, quiet street and this busy modern scene made
him fed it was early in the evening, ingtead of close on midnight.

He was whirled up to his lofty room above the world. He flung himsdf upon his bed; no
definite thought was in him; he was utterly exhausted. There was a vicious aching in his nerves,
his muscles were flaccid and ungtrung; a numbness was in his brain as wdl. But in the heart
there was vitd energy. For his heart seemed dternately full and empty; dl the life he had was
centred there.

And, lying on his bed in the darkened room, he dghed, as though he struggled for breeth. The
recent srain had been even more tense than he had guessed—the suppressed emction, the
prolonged and difficult effort a sdf-control, the passonate yearning that was denied reief in
words and action. His entire being now relaxed itsdlf; and his physcd sysem found rdief in
long, deep sighs.

For a long time he lay motionless, trying vanly not to fed. He would have wecomed
ingdantaneous deep—ten hours of refreshing, dreamless deep. If only he could prevent himsdlf
thinking, he might drop into blissful unconsciousness. It was chiefly forgetfulness he craved. A
few minutes, and he would perhaps have dipped across the border—when something dartled
him into sudden life agan. He became acutedy weakeful. His nerves tingled, the blood rushed
back into the brain. He remembered Tony's letter—returned from Assouan. A moment later he
had turned the light on and was reading it. It was, of course, severa days old dready.—

Savoy Hotel,
Luxor.

DEAR OLD TOM—What | am going to say may annoy you, but | think it best that it should be
said, and if | an all wrong you must tell me. | have seldom liked any one as much as | like you,
and | want to preserve our affection to the end.

The trouble is this—I can’'t help feeling—I felt it at the Bungalow, in London too, and even
heard it said by some one—whom, possibly, you may guess—that you were very fond of her, and
that she was of you. Various little things said, and various small signs, have strengthened this
feeling. Now, instinctively, | have afeeling also that she and | have certain things in common, and
| think it quite possible that | might have abad effect on her.

I do not suppose for one moment that she would ever care for me, but, from one or two signsin
her, | do see possibilities of a sort of playing with fire between us. One feels these things without
apparent cause; and all | can say is that, absurd as it may sound, | scent danger. To put it quite
frankly, | can imagine myself becoming sufficiently excited by her to lose my head a little, and to
introduce an element of sex into our friendship which might have some slight effect on us both. |
don’t mean anything serious, but, given the circumstances, | can imagine myself playing the fool;



and the only serious thing isthat | can picture myself growing so fond of her that | would not think
it playing the fool at the time.

Now, if | am right in thinking that you love her, it is obvious that | must put the matter before
you, Tom, as | am here doing. | would rather have your friendship than her possible excitement—
and | repeat that, absurd as it may seem, | do scent the danger of my getting worked up, and, to
some extent, infecting her. You see, | know myself and know the wildness of my nature. | don’t
fool about with women at all, but | have had affairs in my life and can judge of the utter madness
of which | am capable, madness which, to my mind, must affect and stimulate the person towards
whom it isdirected.

On my word of honour, Tom, | am not in love with her now at all, and it will not be a bit hard
for me to clear out if you want me to. So tell me quite straight: shall | make an excuse, as, for
example, that | want to avoid her for fear of growing too fond of her, and go? Or can we meet as
friends? What | want you to do is to be with us if we are together, so that we may try to make a
real trinity of our friendship. | enjoy talking to her; and | prefer you to be with me when | am with
her—really, believe me, | do.

Words make things sound so absurd, but | am writing like this because | feel the presence of
clouds, almost of tragedy, and 1 can't for the life of me think why. | want her friendship and C
motherly’ care badly. | want your affection and friendship exceedingly. But | feel as though | were
unconsciously about to trouble your life and hers; and | can only suppose it is that hard-working
subconsciousness of mine which sees the possibility of my suddenly becoming attracted to her,
suddenly losing control, and suddenly being afalse friend to you both.

Now, Tom, old chap, you must prevent that—either by asking me to keep away, or else by
making yourself a definite part of my friendship with her.

| want you to say no word to her about this letter, and to keep it absolutely between ourselves;
and | am very hopeful—I fedl sure, in fact—that we shall make the jolliest trio in the world—
Yours ever,

TONY.

Tom, having read it through without a sngle stop, lad it down upon his table and waked
round the room. In doing S0, he passed the door. He locked it, then paused for a moment,
ligening. ‘Why did | lock it? What am | ligening for? he asked himsdf. He hesitated. ‘Oh, |
know, he went on, ‘I don't want to be disturbed. Tony knows | shall read this letter to-night. He
might possbly come up—He walked back to the table again dowly. ‘I couldn't see him, he
redised; ‘it would be impossble!’ If any one knocked, he would pretend to be adeep. His face,
had he seen it in the glass, was white and s, but there was a curious shining in his eyes, and a
smile was on the lips, though a smile his solid features had never known before. ‘I knew i, said
the Smile, ‘I knew it long ago.’

His hand dretched out and picked the letter up again. But a firs he did not look & it; he
looked round the room instead, as though he felt that he was being watched, as though somebody
were hiding. And then he said doud, but very quietly:

‘Light-blue eyes, by God! The light-blue eyed!’

The sound dartled him a little. He repesated the sentence in a whisper, varying the words. The
voice sounded like a phonograph.

‘Tony’s got light-blue eyes’

He sat down, then got up again.

‘1 never, never thought of it! | never noticed. God! I'm as blind as a bat!’

For some minutes he sood motionless, then turned and read the letter through a second time,
lingering on certain phrases, and making curious unregulated gestures as he did so. He clenched
his figs, he bit his lower lip. The feding that he was acting on a stage had Ieft him now. This was
redlity.



He waked over to the bacony and drew the cold night ar into his lungs He remembered
danding once before on this very spot, that foreboding of coming londiness so drangely in his
heat. ‘It's come’ he sad dully to himsdf. ‘It's judified. | undersand a last” And then he
repeated with a deep, deep sigh: ‘God—how blind I've been! He's taken her from me! It's dl
confirmed. He' s wakened the woman in her!”

It seemed, then, he sought a mitigation, an excuse—for the man who wrote it, his pd, his
cousin, Tony. He wanted to exonerate, if it were posshle. But the generous impulse remained
frustrate. The plea escaped him—because it was not there. The falseness and insncerity were too
obvious to admit of any explanation in the world but one. He dropped into a chair, shocked into
temporary numbness.

Gradudly, then, isolated phrases blazed into prominence in his mind, clearest of al—that what
Tony pretended might happen in the future had aready happened long ago. ‘I can picture mysalf
growing too fond of her, meant ‘| am dready too fond of her. Tha he might lose his head and
‘introduce an dement of sex’ was conscience confessing that it had been dready introduced. He
‘scented danger . . . tragedy’ because both were in the present—now.

Tony hedged like any other coward. He had aready gone too far, he felt shamed and awkward,
he had to put himsdf right, as far as might be, with his trusting, supid cousin, so he warned him
that what had aready taken place in the past might take place—he was careful to mention that he
had no sdf-control—in the future. He begged the man he had injured to asss him; and the
method he proposed was that old, well-proved one of assuring the love of a hestating woman—'
I’ll tell her I’'m too fond of her, and go!’

The letter was a sham and a pretence. Its assurance, too, was unmistakable: Tony fdt certain of
his own pogtion. ‘I'm sorry, old chap, but we love each other. Though I've sometimes
wondered, you never definitdy told me that you did.’

He read once agan the crudlest phrase of dl: ‘From one or two dSgns in her, | do see
posshilities of a sort of playing with fire between us’ It was cleverly put, yet dso vildy; he lad
haf the burden of his treachery on her. The ‘introduction of sex was gently mentioned three lines
lower down. Tony dready had an underganding with her—which meant that she had encouraged
him. The thought rubbed like a jagged file againg his heart. Yet Tom neather thought this nor
definitely said it to himsdlf. He fet it; but it was only later that he knew he fdt it.

And his mind, so heavily bruised, limped badly. The same thoughts rose again and again. He
had no notion what he meant to do. There was an odd, haf-boyish astonishment in him that the
accumulated warnings of these recent days had not shown him the truth before. How could he
have known the Eyes of his Dream for months, have lived with them daily for three weeks—the
light-blue eyes—yet have falled to recognise them? It passed understanding. Even the wavy
feding that had accompanied Tony's ariva in the Carpathians—the Sound heard in his bedroom
the same night—had left him unseeng and unaware. It seemed as if the recognition had been
hidden purposdy; for, had he recognised it, he would have been prepared, he might even have
prevented. It now dawned upon him dowly tha the inevitable may not be prevented. And the
cunning of it baffled him afresh: it was al planned consummately.

Tom sat for a long time before the open window in a sate of haf stupor, saring at the pictures
his mind offered automaticaly. A deep, vicious aching gnawed without ceesing a his heart: each
timeanew picture rose afiery pang rose with it, as though a nerve were bared. . . .

He drew his chair doser into the comforting darkness of the night. All was slent as the grave.
The stars wheded overhead with therr accustomed magesty; he could just digtinguish the dim
river in its ancient bed; the desert lay watchful for the sun, the ar was shap with perfume.



Countless human emotions had these witnessed in the vanished ages, countless pains and
innumerable aching terrors, the emotions had passed away, yet the withesses remained, steadfast,
unchanged, indifferent. Moreover, his particular emotion now seemed known to them—known to
these very dars, this desart, this immemorid river; they witnessed now its sngular repetition. He
was to experience it unto te bitter end agan—yet somehow otherwise. He mugt face it dl. Only
in this way could the joy a the end of it be reached. . . . He must somehow accept and
understand. . . . This confused, unjustifiable assurance strengthened in him.

Yet this lagt feding was s0 ddicate that he scarcely recognised its intense vitdity. The cruder
sensations blinded him as with thick, bitter smoke. He was certain of one thing only—that the
fire of jedousy burned him with its arocious anguish . . . an anguish he had somewhere known
before.

Then presently there was a change. This change had begun soon after he drew his chair to the
bacony, but he had not noticed it. The effect upon him, neverthdess, had been gradudly in-
creasng.

The psychologicd effects of sound, it would seem, are dngula. Even when heard
unconscioudy, the result continues, and Tom, hearing this sound unconscioudy, did not redise
a firg tha another mood was deding ever him. Then hearing became conscious hearing—
ligening. The sound rose to his ears from just below his bacony. He listened. He rose, leaned
over the ral, and dared. The crests of three tdl pams immediately below him waved dightly in
the risng wind. But the fronds of a pam-tree in the wind produce a noise thet is unlike the rustle
of any other foliage in the world. It was a curious, sharp rattling that he heard. It was the Sound.

His entire being was a lagt involved—the Sdf that used the separate senses. His thoughts
swooped in another direction—he suddenly fixed his atention upon Lettice. But it was an inner
atention of a wholesde kind, not of the separate mind done. And this entire Sdf included
regions he did not understand. Mind was the least pat of it. The ‘whol€ of him that now dedt
with Lettice was far above adl minor and partiad means of knowing. For it did not judge, it only
saw. It was, perhaps, the soul.

For it seemed the pain bore him upwards to an unaccustomed height. He stood for a moment
upon that level where she dwelt, even as now he stood on this balcony looking down upon the
dim Egyptian scene. She was beside him; he gazed into her eyes, even as now he gazed across to
the dark necropolis among the Theban hills. But dso, in some odd way, he sood outsde himsdlf.
He swam with her upon the summit of the bresking Wave, lifted upon its crest, swept onward
irresdibly.

No hdt was posshle . . . the inevitable crash must come. Yet she was with him. They were
involved together. . . . Theseal . ..

The firg bitterness passed a little, the sullen aching with it. He was aware of high excitement,
of a new reckless courage; a touch of the impersond came with it dl, one Tom playing the part
of a spectator to another Tom—an onlooker a his own discomfiture, a his own suffering, a his
own defeet.

This new exdted dae was very mavelous, for while it lased he welcomed dl that was to
come. ‘It's right and necessary for me’ he recognised; ‘I need it, and I'll face it. If | refuse it |
prove mysdf afalure—again. Besdes. . . she needsit too!’

For the entire matter then turned over in his mind, so that he saw it from a new angle suddenly.
He looked at it through a keyhole, as it were—the extent was large yet detaled, the picture
digant yet very cealy focussed. It lay framed within his thoughts, isolated from the rest of life,



isolated somehow even from the immediate present. There was perspective in it. This keyhole
was, perhaps, his deep, undterable love, but cleansed and purified. . . .

It came to him that she, and even Tony, too, in lesser fashion, were, like himsdf, the playthings
of great soiritua forces that made aone for good. The Wave swept dl three dong. The attitude
of his youth returned; the pain was necessary, yet would bring inevitable joy as its result. There
had been crud misunderdanding on his pat somewhere tha misunderstanding must be burned
away. He saw Lettice and his cousn heping towards this exquisite ddiverance somehow. It was
like amoment of clear vison from a pinnacle. He looked down uponit. . . .

Lettice gmiled into his eyes through hdf-closed eydids Her smile was drangdy didant,
drangdly precious she was love and tenderness incarnate; her little hands-held both of his. . . .
Through these very eyes, this amile, these little hands, his pain would come she would hersdf
inflict it—because she could not hep hersdf; she played her inevitable role as he did. Yet he
kissed the eyes, the hands, with an absolute sdf-surrender he did not understand, willing and
glad that they should do their worst. He had somewhere dreadfully migudged her; he must, he
would aone. This passon burned within him, a passon of sacrifice, of resgnation, of free, big
acceptance. He fdt joy at the end of it al—the joy of perfect understanding . . . and forgiveness .
..onbothsides. ...

And the moment of clear vison left its vishle traces in him even after it had passed. If he fdt
contempt for his cousn, he fdt for Lettice a degp and searching pity—she was divided aganst
hersdf she was playing a pat she had to play. The usud human emotions were used, of course,
to convey the gtuation, yet in some way he was unable to explan she was—being driven. In
gpite of hersdlf she must inflict thispain. . . . It was amystery he could not solve. . . .

His exdtation, naturaly, was of brief duratiion. The inevitable reaction followed it. He saw the
gtuation again as an ordinary man of the world mugt see it. . . . The fires of jedousy were dight
and spreading. Already they were edting away the foundations of every generous feding he had
ever known. . . . It was not, he argued, that he did not trust her. He did. But he feared the
inddious power of infatuaion, he feared the burning glamour of this land of passonae mirages,
he feared the deluding forces of sex which his cousn had deliberatdly awakened in her blood—
and other namdless things he feared as wdl, though he knew not exactly what they were. For it
seemed to him that they were old as dreams, old as the river and the menace of these solemn
hills . . . From childhood up, his own trugt in her truth and loyadty had remained undterably
fixed, ingrained in the very essence of his being. It was more than his rdations with a woman he
loved that were in danger: it was his bdief and trus in Woman, focussed in her <Hf
symbalicaly, that were thregtened. . . . It was his bdlief in Life,

With Lettice, however, he fdt himsdf in some way powerless to ded; he could watch her, but
he could not judge . . . least of dl, did he dare prevent. . . . Her attitude he could not know nor
understand.

There was a pink glow upon the desert before he redlised that a reply to Tony's letter was
necessary; and that pink was a burning gold when he knew his answer must be of such a kind
that Tony fdt free to pursue his course unchecked. Tom held to his srange belief to ‘Let it dl
come,’ he would not try to prevent; he would neither shirk nor dodge. He doubted whether it lay
in his power now to hinder anything, but in any case he would not seek to do so. Rather than
block coming events, he must encourage their swift development. It was the best, the only way;
it was the right way too. He belonged to his destination. He went into his own background.



The sky was dight from zenith to horizon, the Nile aflame with sunrise, by the time the letter
was written. He read it over, then hurriedly undressed and plunged into bed. A long, dreamless
deep took instant charge of him, for he was exhausted to a tate of utter depletion.

Dear Tony—I have read your letter with the greatest sympathy—it was forwarded from
Assouan. It cost you a good deal, | know, to say what you did, and I’m sure you mean it for the
best. | feel it like that too—for the best.

But it is easier for you to write than for me to answer. Her position, of course, is an awfully
delicate one; and | feel—no doubt you feel too—that her standard of conduct is higher than that of
ordinary women, and that any issue between us—if there is an issue at all!'—should be | eft to her
to decide.

Nothing can touch my friendship with her; you needn’t worry about that. But if you can bring
any added happiness into her life, it can only be welcomed by all three of us. So go ahead, Tony,
and make her as happy as you can. The important things are not in our hands to decide in any case;
and, whatever happens, we both agree on one thing—that her happinessis the important thing—
Yoursever,

TOM.

CHAPTER XXIII

He was wakened by the white-robed Arab housemaid with his breskfast. He fdt hungry, but il
tired; deep had not rested him. On the tray an envelope caught his eye—sent by hand evidently,
gnce it bore no samp. The familiar writing made the blood race in his veins, and the ingant the
man was gone he tore it open. There was burning in his eyes as he read the pencilled words. He
devoured it whole with a kind of visud gulp—a flash; the entire meaning fird, then lines, then
Separate words.

Come for lunch, or earlier. My cousin is invited out, and Tony has suddenly left for Cairo with
his friends. | shall be lonely. How beautiful and precious you were last night. | long for you to
comfort me. But don’'t efface yourself again—it gave me a horrid, strange presentiment—as if |
were losing you—almost as if you no longer trusted me. And don’t forget that | love you with all
my heart and soul. | had such queer, long dreams last night—terrible rather. | must tell you. Do
come—Yours, L.

P.S. Telephoneif you can't.

Swedtness and pain rose in him, then numbness. For his mind flung itsdf with violence upon
two sentences he was ‘beautiful and precious; she longed for him to ‘comfort’ her. Why, he
asked himsdf was his conduct beautiful and precious? And why did she need his comfort? The
words were like vitriol in the eyes.

Long before reason found the answer, inginct—aswift, merciless interpreter—told him planly.
While the brain fumbled, the heart dready understood. He was stabbed before he knew what
stabbed him.

And hope sank extinguished. The last faint doubt was taken from him. It was not possble to
decave himsdf an ingtant longer, for the naked truth lay Staring into his eyes.

He swdlowed his breskfast without appetite . . . and went downdars. He sSghed, but
something wept inaudibly. A wal blocked every step he took. The devastating commonplace
was upon him—it was so ordinary. Other men . . . oh, how often he had heard the familiar tae!

Hetried to grip himsdlf. *Others.. . . of course. . . but me!” It seemed impossible.
In a dreeam he crossed the crowded hdl, avoiding various acquaintances with unconscious
cunning. He found the letter-box and—posted his letter to Tony. ‘That's gone, a any rate!’ he



redised. He told the porter to telephone that he would come to lunch. ‘That's settled too!” Then,
hardly knowing what blind ingtinct prompted, he ordered a carriage . . . and presently found
himsdf driving down the hot, familiar road to—Karnak. For some faultless impulse guided him.
He tuned to the gigantic temple, with its towering, immense proportions—as though its
grandeur might somehow protect and mother him.

In those dim aides and mighty hals brooded a Presence that he knew could soothe and
comfort. The immengties hung ill about the fabulous ruin. He would lose his tortured sdf in
something bigge—that beauty and mgesty which are Karnak. Before he faced Lettice, he must
forget a moment—forget his fears, his hopes, his ceasdess torment of belief and doubt. It was, in
the last resort, religious—a cry for help, a prayer. But dso it was an inarticulate yearning to find
that state of safety where he and she dwelt secure from separation—in the ‘sea’ For Karnak is a
Spiritual experience, or it is nothing. There, amid the deep slence of the ligening centuries, he
would find peace; forgetting himsdalf amoment, he might find—sirength.

Then reason parsed the sentences that ingtinct aready understood complete. For Lettice—the
tender woman of his firs acquaintance—had obvioudy experienced a moment of reaction. She
redised he was wounded a her hands. She felt shame and pity. She craved comfort and forgive-
ness—his comfort, his forgiveness. Conscience whispered. As againg the pain she inflicted, he
had been generous, long-suffering—therefore his conduct was ‘beautiful and precious’ Tony,
moreover, had hidden himsdf until his letter should be answered—and she was ‘londly.’

With difficulty Tom suppressed the risng bitterness of contempt and anger in him. His
cousin's obliquity was a sordid touch. He forgot a moment the loftier point of view; but for a
dot time only. The contempt meged agan in something infinitely greater. The anger
disappeared. Her attitude occupied him exclusvely. The two phrases rang on with indstent
meaning in his heart, as with the dlang of afateful sentence of exile, execution—deseth:

‘“How beautiful you were last night, and precious. . . | long for you to comfort me. . . .’

While the cariage crawled dong the sun-baked sand, he watched the Arab children with ther
blue-black hair, who ran besde it, screaming for bakshish. The little faces shone like polished
bronze, they held thar hands out, their bare feet pattered in the sand. He tossed smal coins
among them. And therr cries and movements fel into the rhythm of the song, whose haunting
refrain pulsed ever in hisblood: *We were young, we were merry, we were very very wise. . . .

They were soon out-distanced, the pam-trees fdl away, the soaring temple loomed againg the
blazing ky. He left the arabyieh at the western entrance and went on foot down the avenue of
headless rams. The huge Khonsu gateway dropped its shadow over him. Passng through the
Court with its graceful colonnades, and the Chapel, flanked by cool, dark chambers, where the
Sacred Boat floated on its tide-less sea beyond the world, he moved on across the sandy waste of
broken stone again, and reached in a few minutes the towering grey and reddish sandstone that
was Amon’'s Temple.

This was the god of his little pilgrimage. Sublimity cdosed round him. The gigantic pylon, its
shoulders bresking the sky four-sguare far overhead, seemed the prodigious portal of another
world. Sowly he passed within, crossed the Great Court where the figures of ancient Theban
deties peered & him between the forest of broken monoliths and lovely Osdiris pillars, then,
moving oftly benegth the second enormous pylon, found himsdf on the threshold of the Great
Hypostyle Hdll itsdlf.

He caught his breath, he paused, then stepped within on tiptoe, and the hush of four thousand
years closed after him. Awe stole upon him; he fdt himsdf induded in the great ided of this
older day. The dupendous aides lent him their vast shelter; the fierce sunlight could not burn his



flesh; the air was cool and sweet in these dim recesses of unremembered time. He passed his
hand with reverence over the drum-shaped blocks that built up the mgestic columns, as they
reared towards the massve, threatening roof. The countless inscriptions and reliefs showered
upon his sight bewilderingly.

And he forgot his lessr sdf in this crowded amosphere of ancient divinities and old-world
splendour. He was aware of kings and queens, of princes and princesses, of dately priests, of
hosts and conquests, forgotten gods and goddesses trooped past his listening soul; his heart
remembered olden wars, and the roydty of golden days came back to him. He stegped himsdf in
the long, long dlence in which an earlier day lay lisening with ears of sone. There was colour;
there was spendthrift grandeur, hdf savage, hdf divine His imagination, wakened by Egypt,
plunged backwards with a sense of drange familiarity. Tom eesly found the mightier scde his
aching heat s0 hungrily dedred. It soothed his persond anguish with a sense of individud
inggnificance which was comfort. . . .

The peace was marvelous, an unearthly peace the drength unwearied, inexhaudtible. The
power that was Amon lingered ill behind the tossed and fabulous ruin. Those soaring columns
held up the very sy, and ther foundations made the earth itsdf swing true. The dlence,
profound, unaterable, was the dlence in the soul that lies behind al passon and distress. And
these steadifast qualities Tom absorbed unconscioudy through hisvery skin. . ..

The Wave might fal indeed, but it would fal into the mothering sea where levds must be
restored again, secure upon unshakable foundations. . . . And as he paced these solemn aides, his
soul drank in their peace and Hillness, their drength of cadm resstance. Though built upon the
sand, they till endured, and would continue to endure. They pointed to the stars.

And the effect produced upon him, though the adjective was not his, seemed spiritud. There
was a power in the mighty ruin that lifted him to an unaccustomed leve from which he looked
down upon the inner drama being played. He reached a height; the bird' s-eye view was his he
saw and redised, yet he did not judge The vast dructure, by its harmony, its power, its
overmastering beauty, made him fed ashamed and mortified. A sense of humiliaion crept into
him, mdting certan dubborn dements of sdf tha, grown out of proportion, blocked his soul’s
cler vison. That he must sand asde had never occurred to him before with such stern
authority; it occurred to him now. The idea of sacrifice sole over him with a sweetness that was
deep and marvellous. It seemed that Isis touched him. He looked into the eyes of great Odiris, . . .
and that part of him that ever watched—the great Onlooker—amiled.

His being, as a whole, remained inarticulate as usua; no words came to his assistance. It was
rather that he attained—as once before, in another moment of deeper insght—that attitude
towards himsdlf which is best described as impersond. Who was he, indeed, that he should clam
the right to thwart another’s happiness, hinder another's best sdf-redisation? By what right, in
virtue of what exceptiona persona vaue, could he, Tom Keverdon, lay down the law to this
other, and say, ‘Me only shdl you love. . . because | happentoloveyou. .. ?

And, as though to test what of drength and honesty might lie in this sudden exdtation of
resolve, he recognised just then the very pylon againg whose vast bulk they had rested together
that moonlit night a few short weeks before . . . when he saw two rise up like one person . . . as
he left them and stole away into the shadows.

‘So | knew t even then—subconscioudy,” he redised. ‘The truth was in me even then, a few
days after my arrivd. . . . And they knew it too. She was dready going from me, if not aready
gone..."V



He leaned againg that same stone column, thinking, searching in his mind, feding acutdy. Re-
actions caught a him in quick successon. Doubt, suspicion, anger clouded vison; pan routed
the impersonal conception. Londiness came over him with the cool wind that dirred the sand
between the columns, the patches of glaring sunshine took on a ghastly whiteness, he shivered. .
.. But it was not that he lost bdief in his moment of clear vison, nor that the impersond attitude
became untrue. It was another thing he redlised: that the power of attainment was not yet in him .
.. quite. He could renounce, but not with complete acceptance. . . .

As he drove back dong the sandy lanes of blazing heat a little later, it seemed to him tha he
had been through some srenuous battle that had taxed his fina source of strength If his podtion
was somewhat vague, this was due to his inability to analyse such deep interior turmoil. He was
aure, a leadt, of one thing—that, before he could know this find joy awaiting him, he mugt firg
find in himsdf the srength for what seemed just then an impossble, an ultimate sacrifice He
must forget himsdf—if such forgetfulness involved the happiness of another. He must dip out.
The drength to do it would come presently. And his heart was full of this indeterminate, haf-
formed resolve as he entered the shady garden and saw Lettice lying in her deck-chair benegth
the trees, awaiting him.

CHAPTER XXIV

Events, however dight, which involve the soul are drama; for once the soul takes a hand in them
their effects are permanent and reproductive. Not aone the reationship between individuds are
determined this way or that, but the rdationships of these individuds towards the universe are
changed upon a scae of geometrical progresson. The results are of the eterna order. Since that
which perssts—the soul—is radically affected, they are of ultimate importance.

Had the drange tie between Tom and Lettice been due to physicd causes only, to mentd
affinity, or to mere sympathetic admiration of each other's outward srength and beauty, a
rupture between them could have been of a passing character merely. A pang, a bitterness that
lasted for a day or for a year—and the ggp would be filled again by some one ese. They had
idedlised; they would get over it they were not indispensable to one another; there were other fish
in the sea, and so forth.

But with Tom, a any rate, there was something transcendentd in their intimate union. Loss,
where she was concerned, involved a permanent and irremediable bereavement—no subgtitute
was concavable. With him, this relationship seemed foreordained, amost prenata—it had come
to him a the very dawn of life it had lasted through years of londy waiting; no other woman
had ever threatened its fixed security, and the sudden meeting in Switzerland had seemed to him
reunion rather than discovery. Moreover, he had transferred his own sense of security to her; had
adways credited her with smilar fedings, and the suspicion now that he had deceived himsdf in
this made life tremble to the foundations. It was a terrible thought that robbed him of every aom
of sdf-confidence. It affected his attitude to the entire universe.

The intengty of this drama, however, being interior, caused little outward disturbance tha
casua onlookers need have noticed. He waved his hat as he walked towards the corner where she
lay, greeting her with a smile and cardess word, as though no shadow stood between them. A
barrier, nevertheless, was there he knew. He felt it dmos sengbly. Also—it had grown higher.
And a once he was aware that the Lettice who returned his smile with a colourless *Good
morning, Tom, I'm 0 glad you could come’ was not the Lettice who had known a moment’'s
reection a little while before. He told by her very atitude that now there was lasstude, even



weariness in her. Her eyes betrayed none of the excitement and ddight that another could wake
in her. His own presence certainly no longer brought the thrill, the interest that once it did. She
was both bored and londly.

And, while an exquidte pan ran through him, he made a prodigious effort to draw upon the
drength he had fet in Karnak a short haf-hour ago. He druggled bravely to forget himsdlf. ‘So
Tony's gone!” he sad lightly, ‘run off and left us without so much as a word of warning or good-
bye. A rascdly proceeding, | cdl it! Rather sudden, too, wasn't it?

He sat down beside her and began to smoke. She need not answer unless she wanted to. She
did answer, however, and a once. She did not look at him; her eyes were on the golden distance.
It had to be said; she sad it. ‘He's only gone for two or three days. His friends suddenly changed
their minds, and he couldn’t get out of it. He said he didn’t want to go—a bit.’

How did she know it, Tom wondered, glancing up over his cigarette? And how had she read
hismind 0 easly?

‘He just popped in to tell me’ she added, ‘and to say good-bye. *Je asked me to tell you.” She
gpoke without atremor, as if Tom had no right to disapprove.

‘Pretty early, wasn't it? It was not the firs time either. ‘He comes a such unusua hours—he
remembered Mrs. Haughstone' s words.

‘| wasonly just up. But there was time to give him coffee before the train.’

She offered no further comment; Tom made none; he st smoking there beside her, outwardly
cadm and peaceful as though no feding of any kind was in him. He fdt numb perhaps. In his
mind he saw the picture of the breakfast-table beneath the trees. The plan had been arranged, of
course, beforehand.

‘Miss de Lorne's coming to lunch,” she mentioned presertly. ‘She's to bring her pictures—the
Der-el-Bahri ones. Y ou must hep me criticise them.’

So they were not to be done even, was Tom's ingtant thought. Aloud he said merdly, ‘I hope
they're good.” She flicked the flies away with her horse-har whisk, and sghed. He caught the
sgh. The day fdt empty, uninspired, the boredom of crud dislluson in it somewhere. But it
was the sgh that made him redise it. Avoiding the subject of Tony's abrupt departure, he asked
what she would like to do that afternoon. He made various proposds, she listened without
interest. ‘D’you know, Tom, | don't fed inclined to do anything much, but just lie and rest.’

There was no energy in her, no zest for life expeditions had logt their interest; she was listless,
tired. He fet impatience in him, sharp disgppointment too; but there was an dert receptiveness in
his mind that noted trifles done or left undone. She made no reference, for instance, to the fact
that they might be frequently aone together now. A faint hope that had been in him vanished
quickly. . ..

He wondered when she was going to spesk of her letter, of his conduct the night before that
was ‘beautiful and precious,’ of the ‘comfort’ she had needed, or even of the dreams that she had
mentioned. But, though he waited, giving various openings, nothing was forthcoming. That Sde
of her, once intimately precious and familiar, seemed buried, hidden away, perhaps forgotten.
Thiswas not Lettice—it was some one else.

“You had dreams that frightened you? he enquired a length. ‘You said you'd tell them to me’
He moved nearer so that he could watch her face.

She looked puzzled for a second. ‘Did 1?7 she replied. She thought a moment. ‘Oh yes, of
course | did. But they weren't much redly. I'd forgotten. It was about water or something. Ah, |
remember now—we were drowning, and you saved us’ She gave a little unmeaning laugh as she
sdit.



“Who were drowning?

‘All of us—me and you, | think it was—and Tony—"’

‘Oh, of course’

She looked up. ‘ Tom, why do you say “of course’ like that?

‘It was your old idea of the river and the floating faces, | meant, he answered. ‘I had the
feding.’

“You sadit so sharply.’

‘Did 1" He dhrugged his shoulders dightly. ‘I didn't mean to. He noticed the beauty of her
ear, the ddicate line of the nodrils, the long eyelashes The graceful neck, with the firm, dim
line of the breest below, were exquiste. The fairy curve of her ankle was just vishle. He could
have kndt and covered it with kisses. Her coolness, the touch d contempt in her voice made him
wild. . . . But he understood hisrole; and—he remembered Karnak.

A litle pause followed. Lettice made one of her curious gestures, hdf impatience, hdf
weariness. She dretched; the other ankle appeared. Tom, as he saw it, fdt something in him burst
into flane. He came periloudy near to saying impetuoudy a hundred things he had determined
that he must notsay. He fdt the indifference in her, the coolness, dmog the crudty. Her negdtive
attitude towards him goaded, tantalised. He was full of burning love, from head to foot, while she
lay there within two feet of him, cdm, lidless unresponsve, passonless The bitter pan of
promises unfulfilled assalled him acutdy, poignantly. Yet in ordinary life the Stuation was so
commonplace. The ‘srong man would face her with it, have it out planly; he would be
magterful, forcing a climax of one kind or ancther, behaving as men do in novels or on the stage.

Yet Tom remained tongue-tied and restrained; he seemed unable to take the lead;, an inner
voice cried gernly No to dl such naturd promptings. It would be a gross mistake. He must let
things take their course. He must not force a premature disclosure. With a tremendous effort, he
controlled himsdf and smothered the risng fires that struggled towards speech and action. He
would not even ask a single question. Somehow, in any case, it wasimpossible,

The subject dropped; L ettice made no further reference to the letter.

‘When you fed like going anywhere, or doing awthing, you'll let me know, he suggested
presently. ‘We've been too energetic lately. It's best for you to rest. You're tired” The words
hurt and sung him as though he were telling lies. He fdt untrue to himsdf. The blood boiled in
hisvens

She answered him with a touch of impatience again, dmost of exasperation. He noticed the
emphasis she used S0 needlesdy.

‘Tom, I’'m not tired—not in the way you mean. It's just that | fed like being quiet for a bit.
Really it's not so remarkable! Can't you understand?

‘Perfectly, he rgoined camly, lighting ancther cigarette. ‘W€l have a programme ready for
later—when Tony gets back.” The blood rushed from his heart ashe sad it.

Her face brightened ingantly, as he had expected—dreaded; there was no attempt at
concedment anywhere; she showed interest as frankly as a child. ‘It was stupid of him to go, just
when we were enjoying everything so, she said again. ‘| wonder how long hel'll stay—

‘I'll write and tell him to hurry up,” suggested Tom. He twirled his fly-whisk energeticaly.

‘Tdl him we can't get on without our dragoman,” she added eagerly with her first attempt at
gaety and then went on to mention other things he was to say, till her pleasure in taking about
Tony was S0 obvious that Tom yielded to temptation suddenly. It was more than he could bear. ‘I
strongly suspect a pretty girl in the party somewhere,’ he observed cardlesdy.



‘There is’ came the puzzling reply, ‘but he doesn't care for her a bit. He told me al about her.
It's curious, iVt it, how he fascinaes them dl? Thereés something very remarkable about
Tony—I can’t quite make it out.’

Tom leaned forward, bringing his face in front of her own, and closer to it. He looked hard into
her eyes a moment. In the depths of her steady gaze he saw shadows, far away, behind the open
expresson. There was trouble in her, but it was deep, deegp down and out of sight. The eyes of
some one else, it seemed, looked through her into his. An older world came whispering across
the sunlight and the sand.

‘Lettice’ he sad quietly, ‘thereé's something new come into your life these last few weeks—
ig't there? His voice grated—Ilike machinery dated with violent effort agangt resgtance.
‘Some new, big force, | mean? You seem s0 changed, so different.’ He had not meant to speak
likethis. It was forced out. He expressed himsdlf badly too. He raged inwardly.

She gmiled, but only with her lips. The shadows from behind her eyes drew nearer to the
asurface. But the eyes themsdves held steady. That other look peered out of them. He was aware
of power, of something strangely bewitching, yet a the same time fierce, inflexible in her . . .
and a kind of helplessness came over him, as though he was suddenly out of his depth, without
sure footing. The Wave roared in his ears and blood.

‘Egypt probably—old Egypt, she sad gently, making a dow gesture with one hand towards
the river and the sky. ‘It must be that” The gesture, it seemed to him, had royaty in it some-
where. There was datdiness and dignity—an ar of authority about her. It was magnificent. He
fdt worship in him. The dave that lies in worship dirred. He could yidd his life, suffer torture
for days to give her amoment’ s happiness.

‘1 meant something persond, rather,” he prevaricated.

“You meant Tony. | know it. Didn’t you, Tom?

His breath caught inwardly. In spite of himsdf and in spite of his decison, she drew his secret
out. Enchantment touched him delicioudy, an actud torturein it.

‘Yes' he said honedtly, ‘perhaps | did.” He sad it shamefacedly rather, to his keen vexation.
‘For it has to do with Tony somehow.’

He got up abruptly, tossed his cigarette over the wadl into the river, then sat down again.
‘Theré's something about it—strange and big. | can't make it out a bit.” He faltered, sammered
over the words. ‘It's a long way off—then dl a once it's cdlose’ He had the feding that he had
put a match to something. ‘I've done it now,” he sad to himsdf like a boy, as though he expected
that something dramatic must hgppen indantly.

But nothing happened. The river flowed on slently, the heat blazed down, the leaves hung
motionless as before, and far away the lime-gtone hills lay swdtering in the glare. But those hills
had glided nearer. He was aware of them,—the Vdley of the Kings—the desolate Theban Hills
with their myriad secrets and their deathless tombs.

Lettice gave her low, ggnificat little laugh. ‘It's odd you should say that, Tom—very odd.
Because I’ ve fdt it too. It'sawfully remote and quite near a the sametime—"’

‘And Tony’s brought it he interrupted eagerly, hdf passonatey. ‘It's got to do with him, |
mean.’

It seemed to him that the barrier between them had lowered a little. The Lettice he knew first
peered over it a him.

‘No,” she corrected, ‘I don't fed that he's brought it. HE's in it somehow, | admit, but he has
not brought it exactly. She hedtated a moment. ‘I think the truth is he can't hdp himsdf—any
more than we—you or |—can.’



There was a caressing tenderness in her voice as she sad it, but whether for himsdf or for
another he could not tell. In his heart rose a frantic impulse just then to ask—to blurt it out:

‘Do you love Tony? Has he taken you from me? Tell me the truth and | can bear it. Only, for
heaven's sake, don't hide it But, indead of saying this absurd, theatrica thing, he looked at her
through the drifting cigarette smoke a moment without spesking, trying to read the expresson in
her face. ‘Last night, for ingtance, he exclamed abruptly; ‘in the music room, | mean. Did you
fed that?—the intendty—akind of ominous feding?

Her expresson was enigmdicd; there were sgns of druggle in it, he thought. It was as if two
persons fought within her which should answer. Apparently the dear Lettice of his first
acquai ntance won—for the moment.

“You noticed it too!” she exclaimed with astonishment. ‘|1 thought | was the only one’

‘We dl—dl three of us—fdt it; he said in alower tone. ‘ Tony certainly did—'

Lettice rased hersdf suddenly on her ebow and looked down a him with earnesiness.
Something of the old eagerness was in her. The barier between them lowered perceptibly again,
and Tom fet a momentary return of the confidence he had logt. His heart beat quickly. He made
a hdf-impetuous gesture towards he—' What is it? What does it dl meen, Lettice? he
exclamed. ‘D'you fed what | fed in it—danger somewhere—danger for us? There was a
yearning, dmog acry for mercy in hisvoice.

She drew back again. ‘You amaze me, Tom, she sad, as she lay among her cushions. ‘I had
no idea you were so observant.” She paused, putting her hand across her eyes a moment. ‘N-no—
| don't fed danger exactly, she went on in a lower tone, spesking haf to hersdf and haf to him;
‘| fed—" She broke off with a little sigh; her hand ill covered her eyes ‘I fed,” she went on
dowly, with pauses between the words, ‘a deep, deegp something—from very far away—tha
comes over me a times—only a times, yes. It's remote, enormoudy remote—but it has to be.
I’ve never given you dl that | ought to give. We have to go through with it—'

“You and 17 hewhispered. He was listening intently. The bests of his heart were most audible,

She dghed. ‘All three of us—somehow,” she replied equaly low, and speaking again more to
hersdf than to him. ‘Ah! Now my dream comes back a little. It was the river—my river with the
floating faces. And the thing | fed comes—from its source, far, far awvay—its tiny source anong
the hills— She sighed again, more deeply than before. Her breast heaved dightly. ‘We must go
through it—yes. It's necessary for us—necessary for you—and me—'

‘Lettice, my precious, my wondefull’” Tom whispered as though the breath choked and
drangled him. ‘But we Stay together through it? We day together afterwards? You love me
dill? He leaned across and took her other hand. It lay unresgtingly in his. It was very cold—
without asign of response.

Her faint reply haf staggered him: ‘We are adways, dways together, you and |I. Even if you
married, | should still be yours. He will go out—'

Fear clashed with hope in his heart as he heard these words he could not understand. He groped
and plunged after their meaning. He was bewildered by the reference to marriage—his marriage!
Was she, then, dready aware that she might bse him? . . . But there was confesson in them too,
the confesson that she had been away from him. That he fdt cdealy. Now tha the dividing
influence was removed, she was coming back perhaps If Tony stayed away she would come
back entirdy; only then the thing that had to happen would be prevented—which was not to be
thought of for a moment. . . . ‘Poor Lettice. . . . He fdt pity, love, protection that he burned to
give he felt a savage pain and anger as well. In the depths of him love and murder st side by
Sde.



‘Oh, Lettice, tedl me everything. Do share with me—share it and we'll meet it together. He
drew her cold hand towards him, putting it ingde his coa. ‘Don't hide it from me. You're my
whole world. My love can never change. . . . Only don't hide anything!” The words poured out of
him with passonate entreaty. The barier had mdted, vanished. He had found her again, the
Lettice of his childhood, of his dream, the true and fathful woman he had known firs. His
inexpressble love rose like a wave upon him. Regardless of where they were he bent over to take
her in his ams—when she suddenly withdrew her hand from his. She removed the other from
her eyes. He saw her face. And he redised in an ingant that his words had been al wrong. He
had said precisaly again what he ought not to have said. The moment in her had passed.

The sudden change had a freezing effect upon him.

Tom, | don't understand quite,’ she said coldly, her eyes fixed on his dmost with resentment in
them. ‘I'm not hiding anything from you. Why do you say such things? I'm true—true to
mysf’

The barrier was up again in an indant, of granite this time, with jagged edges of cut glass upon
it, so that he could not approach it even. It was not Lettice that spoke then:

‘l don't know what's come over you out here’ she went on, each word she uttered increasing
the digance between them; ‘you misunderstand everything | say and criticise dl | do. You
suspect my tenderest ingtincts. Even a friendship that brings me happiness you object to and—
and exaggerate.’

He listened till she ceased; it was as if he had received a blow in the face; he felt disconcerted,
keenly aware of his own dupidity, hdpless Something froze in him. He had seen her for a
second, then lost her utterly.

‘No, no, Lettice’ he stammered, ‘you read dl that into me—redly, you do. | only want your
happiness.’

Her eyes softened alittle. She Sighed wearily and turned her face away.

‘We were only talking of this curious, big feding thet's come—' he went on.

“You were spesking of Tony—that's what you redly meant, Tom, she interrupted. ‘You know
it perfectly wdll. It only makes it harder—for me.’

He fdt suddenly she was masquerading, playing with him again, playing with his very heat
and soul. The devil tempted him. All the things he had decided he would not say rose to the tip of
his tongue. The worgt of them—those that hurt him most—he managed to force down. But even
the one he did suffer to escape gave him atrocious pan:

‘Well, Lettice, to tdl the truth, |1 do think Tony has a bad—a curious influence on you. | do fed
he has come between us rather. And | do think that if you would only share with me—'

The sudden way she turned upon him, risng from her char and sanding over him, was 0
dartling that he got up too. They faced each other, he in the blazing sunshine, she in the shade.
She looked so different that he was utterly taken aback. She wore that sngular Eastern
gopearance he now knew so well. Expresson, attitude, gesture, al betrayed it. Tha inflexible,
crud thing shonein her eyes.

‘Tom, dear, she said, but with a touch of frigid exasperation that for a moment paraysed
thought and utterance in him, ‘whatever hgppens, you mug redise this—that | am mysdf and
that 1 can never dlow my freedom to be taken from me. If you're determined to migudge, the
fault is yours, and if our love, our friendship, cannot understand that, thereé's something wrong
with it

The word ‘friendship’ was like a sword thrust. It went right through him. ‘I trust you,’ he
faltered, ‘I trust you wholly. | know you're true’ But the words, it seemed, gave expression to an



intense dedire, a fading hope. He did not say it with corviction. She gazed a him for a moment
through half-closed eydids.

‘Do you, Tom? she whispered.

‘Lettice...V

‘Then bdieve a lee— her voice wavered suddenly, there came a little bresk in it—'that | am
true to you, Tom, as | an to mysdf. Bdieve in that. . . and—Oh! for the love of heaven—hep
mel’

Before he could respond, before he could act upon the hope and passion her last unexpected
words set loose in him—she turned away to go into the house. Voices were audible behind them,
and Miss de Lorne was coming up the sandy drive with Mrs. Haughstone. Tom watched her go.
She moved with a certan gliding, swvaying wak as she passed dong the verandah and
dissppeared behind the curtains of dried grass. It dmost seemed—though this must certanly
have been a trick of light and shadow—that she was swathed from head to foot in a clinging
garment not of modern kind, and that he caught the gleam of gold upon the flesh of dusky arms
that were bare above the ebow. Two persons were vishle in her very physcal appearance, as
two persons had just been audible in her words. Thence came the conflict and the contradictions.

CHAPTER XXV

A few minutes later Lettice was presding over her luncheon table as though life were smple as
the sunlight in the street outsde, and no clouds could ever fleck the processon of the years. She
was quiet and yet betrayed excitement. Tom, at the opposite end of the table, watched her girlish
figure, her graceful gestures. Her eyes were very bright, no shadows in their depths, she returned
his gaze with untroubled frankness. Yet the st of her litle mouth had sdf-magtery in it
somewhere; there was no wavering or uncertainty; her sdf-possesson was complete. But above
his head the sword of Damocles hung. He saw the thread, taut and gleaming in the glare of the
Egyptian sunlight. . . . He waited upon his cousin's return as men once waited for the sgn
thumbs up, thumbs down. . . .

‘Molly has sent me her abum,; mentioned Mrs. Haughstone when the four of them were
lounging in the garden chairs ‘she wonders if you would write your name in it. It's her
passion—to fill it with diginguished names’ And when the page was found, she pointed to the
quotation againg his birthday date with the remark, in a lowered voice ‘It's quite gppropriate,
ig't it? For a man, | mean, she added, ‘because when a man's unhappy he€'s more essly
tempted to suspicion than awoman is’

‘What is the quotation? asked Lettice, glancing up from her deck chair.

Tom was caefully insribing his ‘diginguished name in the childs dbum, a Mrs
Haughstone read the words aoud over his shoulder:

“ “Whatever the circumstances, there is no man so miserable that he need not be true” It's
anonymous,” she added, ‘but it's by some one very wise!’

‘A woman, probably,” Miss de Lorne put in with alaugh.

They discussed it, while Tom laboriously wrote his name agang it with a fountain pen. His
writing was alittle shaky, for his sght was blurred and ice was in his veins,

‘There’'s no need for you to hurry, is there? said Lettice presently. ‘“Won't you stay and read to
me a bit? Or would you rather look in—after dinner—and smoke? The two salves spoke in that.
It was as if the earlier, loving Lettice tried to assart itsdf, but was ingantly driven back again.



How differently she would have said it a few months ago. . . . He made excuses, saying he would
drop in after dinner if he might. She did not press him further.

‘I amtired alittle, she said gently. ‘I’ll degp and rest and write |etters too, then.’

She was invariably tired now, Tom soon discovered—until Tony returned from Cairo. .

And that evening he escgped the invitations to play bridge, and made his way back, as in a
dream, to the little house upon the Nile. He found her bending over the table so that the lamp
shone on her abundant coils of hair, and as he entered softly he saw the address on the envelope
besde her writing pad, severd pages of which were dready covered with her smdl, fine writing.
He read the name before he could turn his eyes away.

‘I was writing to Tony, she said, looking up with an untroubled smile, ‘but | can finish later.
And you've comejust in time to take my part. Ettie's been scolding me severdly again!’

She blotted the lines and put the paper on one dde, then turned with a chalenging expresson
a her cousn who was knitting by the open window. The little name sounded so incongruous, it
did not suit the big gaunt woman who had amogt a touch of the mongrous in her. Tom dared a
moment without spesking. The playful chalenge had redity in it. Lettice intended to define her
position openly. She meant that Tom should support her too.

He smiled as he watched them. But no words came to him. Then, remembering dl a once that
he had not kept his promise, he said quietly: ‘| must send aline aswdl. | quite forgot.’

“You can write it now,” suggested Lettice, ‘and I'll enclose it in mine’ And she pointed to the
envelopes and paper before him on the table.

There was a moment of acute and painful struggle in him; pride and love fought the old pitched
battle, but on a field of her own bold choosng! Tom knew murder in his heart, but he knew aso
that drange rich pain of sacrifice It was thedtricd: he sood upon the stage, an audience
watching him with intent expectancy, wondering upon his decison. Mrs. Haughgtone, Lettice
and another part of himsdf that was Onlooker were the audience; Mrs. Haughstone had ceased
knitting, Lettice leaned back in her char, a smile in the eyes, but the lips st very firmly together.
The man in him, with scorn and anger, seemed to cdench his figts, while that other sdf—as with a
Soirit’s voice from very far avay—whispered behind his pain: ‘Obey. You mudt. It has to be, s0
why not help it forward!’

To play the game, but to play it better than before, flashed through him. . . . Haf amazed at
himsdf, yet hdf contented, he sa down mechanicdly and scribbled a few lines of urgent
entreaty to his cousin to come back soon. . . . ‘We want you here, it's dull, we can't get on
without you . . . knowing that he traced the sentences of his own desth-warrant. He folded it and
passed it across to Lettice, who dipped it unread into her envelope. ‘ That ought to bring him, you
think? she observed, a hgppy light in her eyes, yet with a fant sgh haf suppressed, as though
she did athing which hurt her too.

‘1 hope so,” replied Tom. ‘I think so.’

He knew not what she had written to Tony; but whatever it was, his own note would gppear to
endorse it. He had perhaps placed in her hand the weapon that should hasten his own defest,
gretch him bleeding on the sand. And yet he trusted her; she was loya and true throughout. The
quicker the climax came, the sooner would he know the marvellous joy that lay beyond the pain.
In some way, moreover, she knew this too. Actudly they were working together, hand in hand,
to hagen its inevitable arivd. They merdy used such indruments as fate offered, however
trivid, however dumsy. They were being driven. They could neither choose nor resist. He found
a germ of subtle comfort in the thought. The Wave was under them. Upon its tumultuous volume
they swept forward, Sde by sde. . . striking out wildly.



‘And will you dso pogt it for me when you go? he heard. ‘I'll just add a line to finish up
with.” Tom waiched her open the writing-block again and trace a hurried sentence or two; she
did it openly; he saw the neat, smdl words flow from the nib; he saw the Sgnature: ‘ Lettice’

‘Fagten it down for me, Tom, will you? It's such an ugly thing for a woman to do. It's absurd
that science can't invent a better way of closng an envelope, isn't it? He was oddly hepless,
she forced him to obey out of some greater knowledge. And while he did the ungraceful act, their
eyes met across the table. It was the other person in her—the remote, barbaric, eastern woman,
st somehow in power over him—who watched him sed his own discomfiture, and smiled to
know his obedience had to be. It was, indeed, as though she tortured him deliberately, yet for
some reason undivined.

For a passng second Tom fet this—then the drange exaggeration vanished. They played a
game together. All this had been before. They looked back upon it, looked down from a point
aboveit. . .. Tom could not read her heart, but he could read his own.

In a few minutes at mogt dl this happened. He put the letter in his pocket, and Lettice turned to
her cousn, chdlenge in her manner, an ar of victory as wel. And Tom fdt he shared that
victory somehow too. It was a curious moment, charged with a subtle perplexity of emotions
none of them quite understood. It held such singular contradictions.

‘There, Ettie’ she exclaimed, as much as to say ‘Now you can't scold me any more. You see
how little Mr. Kelverdon minds!’

While she flitted into the next room to fetch a stamp, Mrs. Haughstone, her needles arrested in
mid-air, looked steadily at Tom. Her face was white. She had watched the little scene intently.

‘The only thing | cannot understand, Mr. Kelverdon, she sad in a low tone, her voice both
indignant and sympathetic, ‘is how my cousn can give pain to a men like you. It's the most
heartless thing I’ ve ever seen.’

‘Mel” gasped Tom. ‘But | don't understand you!’

‘And for a creature like that!” she went on quickly, as Lettice was heard in the passage; ‘a
libertine—she dmogt hissed the word out—'who thinks every pretty woman is made for his
amusement—and fdse into the bargan—'

Tom put the samp on. A few minutes later he was again waking dong the narrow little Luxor
dreet, the sentences jus heard ill filling the dlent ar about him, emotions charging wildly,
each detail of the familiar little journey associated dready with present pain and with prophecies
of pan to come. The bewilderment and confuson in him were beyond dl quieting. One moment
he saw the picture of a dender foot that ddiberatdy crushed life into the dugt, the next he gazed
into gentle, loving eyes that would brim with teersif asingle hair of his head were injured.

A cold and mournful wind blew down the dreet, ruffling the darkened river. The black line of
hills he could not see. Mydery, enchantment hung in the very ar. The long dry fingers of the
pam trees rattled overhead, and looking up, he saw the divine light of the starry heavens. . . .
Surdy among those comforting stars he saw her radiant eyesaswall. . . .

A voice, asking in ridiculous English the direction to a certain house, broke his reverie, and,
turning round, he saw the shegted figure of an Arab boy, the bright eyes gleaming in the
mischievous little face of bronze. He pointed out the gateway, and the boy dipped off into the
darkness, his bare feet soundless and mysterious on the sand. He disappeared up the driveway to
the house—her house. Tom knew quite wdl from whom the tdegram came Tony had
telegraphed to let her know of his safe arivd. So even that was necessary! ‘And to-morrow
morning, he thought, ‘he’ll get my letter too. HE Il come pogting back again the very next day.’



He clenched his teeth a moment; he shuddered.. Then he added: ‘So much the better”” and
walked on quickly up the street. He posted her letter at the corner.

He went up to his bedroom. His deepless nights had begun now. . . .

What was the use of thinking, he asked himsdlf as the hours passed? What good did it do to put
the same questions over and over again, to pass from doubt to certainty, only to be fung back
again from certainty to doubt? Was there no discoverable centre where the pendulum ceased
from swinging? How could she be a the same time both crud and tender, both true and fase,
frank and secretive, spiritud and sensud? Each of these pairs, he redised, was redly a dngle
date of which the adjectives represented the extremes at either end. They were ripples. The
central persondity travelled in one or other direction according to circumstances, according to
the pull or push of forces—the main momentum of the parent wave. But there was a point where
the heart fdt neither one nor other, neither crud nor tender, fse nor true. Where, on the
thermometer, did heat begin and cold come to an end? Love and hate, smilarly, were extremes
of one and the same emation. Love, he well knew, could turn to virulent hatred—if something
checked and forced it back upon the line of naturd advance. Could, then, her tenderness be thus
reversed, turning into cruelty. . . . Or wasthis crudty but the awakening in her of another thing? .

Possbly. Yet a the centre, that undiscovered centre at present beyond his reach, Lettice, he
knew, remaned undterably deadfast. There he fet the absolute assurance she was his
exclusvey. His centre, moreover, coincided with her own. They were in the ‘sea together. But
to get back into the seq, the Wave now rolling under them must first bregk and fall. . . .

The sooner, then, the better! They would swing back with it together eventualy.

He chose, that is—without knowing it—a higher way of moulding destiny. It was the spiritud
way, whose method and secret lie in that subtle paradox: Yield to conquer.

CHAPTER XXVI

Yes, she was aways ‘tired now, though the ‘aways meant but three days a most. It was the
daving sense of londiness, the aching sense of loss, the yearning and the vain desire tha made
it se.em <0 long. Lettice evaded him with laughter in her eyes or with a tired smile But the
laughter was for another. It was merciless and terrible—so dightly, fantly indicated, yet so
overwhdmingly convincing.

The tak between them rardly touched redity, as though a barrier deadened their very voices.
Even her mothering became exasperding; it was so unforced and naturd; it seemed ill so right
that she should show solicitude for his physcd wefare. And therein lay the anguish and the
poignancy. Yet, while he resented fiercdy, knowing this was dl she had to offer now, he
struggled at the same time to accept. One moment he resisted, the next accepted. One lour he
believed in her, the next he disbelieved. Hope and fear dternately made tragic sport of him,

Two persondities fought for possesson of his soul, and he could not dways keep back the
lower of the two. They interpenetrated—as, a Der-é-Bahri, two scenes had interpenetrated,
something very, very old projected upon a modern screen.

Lettice too—he was convinced of it—was undergoing a Smilar experience in hersdf. Only in
her case just now it was the lower, the primitive, the physical aspect that was uppermost. She
clung to Tony, yet sruggled to keep Tom. She could not hep hersdf. And he himsdlf, knowing
he mugt shortly go, gtill dung and hestated, hoping againgt hope. More and more now, until the
end, he was aware that he stood outside his present-day self, and above it. He looked back—



looked down—upon former emotions and activities; and hence the confusng dternaing of
jedlousy and forgiveness.

There were reveding little incidents from time to time. On the following afternoon he found
her, for ingance, radiant with that exuberant happiness he had learned now to distrust. And for a
moment he hdf beieved again that the menace had lifted and the hgppiness was for him. She
held out both hands towards him, while she described a plan for going to Edfu and Abou Smbd.
His heart beat wildly for a second.

‘But Tony? he asked, dmost before he knew it. “We can't leave him out!”’

‘Oh, but I've had a letter.” And as she said it his eye caught sght of a bulky envelope lying in
the sand beside her chair.

‘Good, he sad quietly, ‘and when is he coming back? | haven't heard from him.” The solid
ground moved beneath hisfeet. He shivered, even in the blazing hest.

‘To-morrow. He sends you dl sorts of messages and says that something you wrote made him
very happy. | wonder what it was, Tom?

Behind her voice he heard the north wind raitling in the padms, he heard the soft rustle of the
acacia leaves as well; there was the crashing of little waves upon the river; but a deep, deep
shadow fdl upon the sky and blotted out the sunshine. The glory vanished from the day, leaving
inits place apanful glare that hurt the eyes. The soul in him was darkened.

‘Ahl’ he excdamed with assumed playfulness, ‘but that's my secret” Men do smile he
remembered, asthey are led to execution.

She laughed excitedly. ‘1 shdl find it out—'

“Youwill,; he burst out sgnificantly, ‘in theend.’

Then, as she passed him to go into the house, he logt control a moment. He whispered
suddenly:

‘Love has no secrets, Lettice, anywhere. We're in the Sea together. | shall never let you go.
Theintengty in his manner betrayed him; he adored her; he could not hide it.

She turned an ingant, standing two steps above him; the sdeong downward glance lent to her
face a touch of roydty, hdf pitying, hdf imperious Her exquidte, fral beauty hdd a drength
that mocked the worship in his eyes and voice. Almost—she chalenged him:

‘Soothsayer!” she whispered back contemptuoudy. ‘Do your worst!’—and was gone into the
house.

Desre surged wildly in him a that moment; impatience, scorn, fury even, raised ther heads,
he fet a savage impulse to seize her with violence, force her to confess, to have it out and end it
one way or the other. He loathed himsdf for submitting to her crudty, for it was intentiona
cruelty—she made him writhe and suffer of sat purpose. And something barbaric in his blood
leaped up in answer to the savagery in her own . . . when a that ingant he heard her cdling very
Softly:

“Tom! Come indoors to me amoment; | want to show you something!’

But with it another sentence sprang across him and was gone. Like a meteor it Stresked the
screen of memory. Seize it he could not. It had to do with desth—his death. There was a thought
of blood. Outwardly what he heard, however, was the playful little sentence of to-day. ‘Come, |
want to show you something.’

At the sound of her voice so softly caling dl violence was forgotten; love poured back in a
flood upon him; he would go through fire and water to possess her in the end. In this srange
drama she played her inevitable part, even as he did; there must be no loss of sdf-control that



might frugtrate the coming dimax. There mugt be no thwarting. If he fdt jedousy, he must hide
it; anger, scorn, desire must veil thelr faces.

He crossed the passage and stood before her in the darkened room, afraid and humble, full of a
burning love that the centuries had not lessened, and that no conceivable cruety of pain could
ever change. Almost he knelt before her. Evenif terrible, she was utterly adorable.

For he bdieved she was about to make a disclosure that would lay him bleeding in the dugt;
gngularly a her mercy he fet, his heart lad bare to receive the find thrugt that should make him
outcast. Her little foot would crush him. . . .

The long green blinds kept out the glare of the sunshing and at firs he saw the room but
dimly. Then, dowly, the white form emerged, the broad-brimmed hat, the hanging violet vell, the
ydlow jacket of oft, clinging slk, the long white gauntlet gloves. He saw her dear face peering
through the dimness a him, the eyes burning like two dark precious stones. A table stood
between them. There was a square white object on it. A moment’s bewilderment stole over him.
Why had she called him in? What was she going to say? Why did she choose this moment? Was
it the threst of Tony's near ariva that made her confesson—and his digmissd—at last
inevitable?

Then, suddenly, tha night in the London theetre flashed back across his mind—her strange
absorption in the play, the look of pan in her face the little conversation, the sense of familiarity
that hung about it al. He remembered Tony’s words later that another actor was expected with
whose entry the piece would turn more real—turntragic.

He waited. The dimness of the room was like the dimness of that theetre. The lights were
lowered. They played therr little parts. The audience watched and listened.

‘Tom, dear, her voice came floating tenderly across the air. ‘I didn't like to give it you before
the others. They wouldn’'t understand—they’ d laugh at us’

He did not undersand. Surdy he had heard indistinctly. He waited, saying nothing. The
tenderness in her voice amazed him. He had expected very different words. Yet this was surdy
Lettice spesking, the Lettice of his gpring-time in the mountains beside the cam blue lake. He
sared hard. For the voice was Lettice, but the eyes and figure were another’s. He was again
awae of two persons there—of perplexing and bewildering druggle But Lettice, for the
moment, dominated as it seemed.

‘So | put it here) she went on in a low gentle tone, ‘here, Tommy, on the table for you. And dl
my love is in it—my firgt, deep, fond love—our childhood love’ She leaned down and forward,
her face in her hands, her elbows on the dark cloth she pushed the square, white packet across to
him. ‘God blessyou,” floated to him with her breath.

The struggle in her seemed very patent then.

Y et in spite of that other, older salf within her, it was Hill the voice of Lettice. . . .

There was a moment’s silence while her whisper hung, as it were, upon the ar. His entire body
seemed a sngle heart. Exactly wha he fdt he hardly knew. There was a smultaneous collapse of
severd huge emotions in him. . . . But he trusted her. . . . He clung to that beloved voice. For she
cdled him ‘Tommy’; she was his mother; love, tenderness, and pity emanated from her like a
cloud of perfume. He heard the faint rustle of her dress as she bent forward, but outsde he heard
the dry, harsh rattle of the padm trees in the northern wind. And in that—was terror.

‘What—what is it, Lettice? The voice sounded like a boy's. It was outrageous. He
swallowed—with an effort.

‘“Tommy, you—don't mind? You will take it, won t you? And it was as if he heard her saying
‘Helpme. ..onceagan, ‘Trus meas| trust you. . . .’



Mechanicaly he put his hand out and drew the object towards him. He knew then what it was
and what was in it. He was glad of the darkness, for there was a ridicudous moidure in his eyes
now. A lump was in his throat!

‘I've been neglecting you. You haven't had a thing for ages. You'll teke it, Tommy, won't
you—dear?

The little foolish words, so sweetlly commonplace, fdl like bam upon an open wound. He
dready held the smal white packet in his hand. He looked up at her. God aone knows the drain
upon his will in tha moment. Somehow he mastered himsdf. It seemed as if he swdlowed
blood. For behind the mothering words lurked, he knew, the other sdf that any minute would
return,

‘Thank you, Lettice, very much,’ he sad with a drange camness, and his voice was firm.
Whatever happened he must not prevent the delivery of what had to be. Above dl, that was clear.
The pain must come in full before the promised joy.

Weas it, perhaps, this drength in him that drew her? Was it his moment of iron sdf—magtery
that brought her with outdretched, clinging ams towards him? Was it the unshakable love in
him that threstened the temporary ascendancy of that other in her who gladly tortured him that
joy might come in amorning yet to bresk?

For she sood besde him, though he had not seen her move. She was close agang his
shoulder, nedtling as of old. It was surdy a stage effect. A trgp-door had opened in the floor of
his consciousness, his fird, early love shdtered in his aching heart again. The entire dtructure of
the dramathey played together threatened to collapse.

‘Tom. .. youlove meless?

He held her to him, but he did not kiss the face she turned up to his. Nor did he spegk.

“Y ou’ ve changed somewhere? she whispered. ‘Y ou, too, have changed?

There was a pause before he found words that he could utter. He dared not yield. To do so
would bevainin any case,

‘N—no, Lettice. But | can't say what it 6 There is pain. . . . It has turned some part of me
numb . . . killed something, brought something dse to life. You will come back to me . . . but not
quite yet.’

In spite of the darkness, he saw her face clearly then. For a moment—it seemed so easy—he
could have caught her in his aams, kissed her, known the end of his present agony of heart and
mind. She would have come back to him, Tony's clam obliterated from her life. The driving
power that forced an older self upon her had weakened before the steadfast love he bore her. She
was ready to capitulate. The little, childish present in his hands was offered as of old. . . . Tears
rose behind his eyes.

How he resisted he never understood. Some thoroughness in him triumphed. If he shirked the
pain to-day, it would have to be faced to-morrow—that done was clear in his bresking heart. To
be worthy of the greater love, the completer joy to follow, they must accept the present pain and
see it through—experience it—exhaust it once for dl. To refuse it now was only to postpone it.
She must go her way, while hewent his. . . .

Gently he pushed her from him, released his hold; the little face dipped from his shoulder as
though it sank into the sea. He fet that she understood. He heard himsdf spesking, though how
he chose the words he never knew. Out of new depths in himself the phrases rose—a regenerated
Tom uprisng, though not yet sure of himsdf:

“You are not wholly mine. | must firs—oh, Letticel—learn to do without you. It is you who
Sy it



Her voice, as she answered, seemed dready changed, a shade of something harder and less
yiddinginit:

“That which you can do without is added to you.’

‘A new thing . . . beginning, he whispered, feding it both belief and prophecy. His whisper
broke in spite d himsdf. He saw her across the room, the table between them again. Already she
looked different, *Lettice’ fading from her eyes and mouth.

She said amarvellous, sweet thing before that other salf usurped her then:

‘One day, Tom, we shall find each other inacrowd. . . .’

There was a yearning cry in him he did not utter. It seemed she faded from the amosphere as
the dimness closed about her. He saw a darker figure with burning eyes upon a darker face; there
was a gleam of gold; a faint perfume as of ambra hung about the air, and outside the pdm leaves
rattled in the northern wind. He had heard awful words, it seemed, that sealed his fate. He was
forsaken, londly, outcadt. It was a sentence of death, for she was set in power over him. . . .

A flood of dazzling sunshine poured into the room from a lifted blind, as the others looked in
from the verandah to say that they were going and wanted to say good-bye. A moment later al
were discussng plans in the garden, Tom as loudly and esgerly as any of them He hdd his
sguare white packet. But he did not open it till he reached his room a little later, and then
aranged the different articles in a row upon his table: the favourite cigarettes, the soap, the pair
of white tennis socks with his initid neatly sewn on, the tie in the shade of blue that suited him
best . . . the writing-pad and the dates!

A letter from Tony next caught his eye and he opened it, dowly, camly, amost without
interest, knowing exactly whet it would say:

‘... | was delighted, old chap, to get your note,’ he read. ‘I felt sure it would be al right, for |
felt somehow that | had exaggerated your feeling towards her. As you say, what one has to think
of with awoman in so delicate a position is her happiness more than one’s own. But | wouldn’t do
anything to offend you or cause you pain for worlds, and I’'m awfully glad to know the way is
clear. To tell you the truth, | went away on purpose, for | felt uneasy. | wanted to be quite sure first
that | was not trespassing. She made me feel | was doing you no wrong, but | wanted your
assurancetoo. . ..’

There was a good ded more in smilar vein—he laid the burden upon he—ending with a word
to say he was coming back to Luxor immediately. He would arrive the following day.

As a matter of fact Tony was dready then in the train that left Caro that evening and reached
Luxor a eght o'clock next morning. Tom, who had counted upon another twenty-four hours
respite, did not know this, nor did he know till later that another telegram lad been carried by a
ghodlly little Arab boy, with the result that Tony and Lettice enjoyed ther hot rolls and coffee
aone together in the shady garden where the cool northern wind ratled among the pam trees.
Mrs. Haughstone mentioned it in due course, however, having watched the téte-a-téte from her
bedroom window, unobserved.

CHAPTER XXVII

And next day there was one more reveding incident that helped, yet adso hindered him, as he
moved dong his via dolorosa. For every step he took away from her gemed aso to bring him
nearer. They followed opposing curves of a circle They separated ever more widdy, back to
back, yet were approaching each other a the same time. They would meet face to face. . . .



He found her a the piano, practisng the song that now ran ever in his blood; the score, he
noticed, was in Tony’ swriting.

‘“Unwelcome!” he exclaimed, reading out the title over her shoulder.

‘“Tom! How you dartled me! | was trying to learn it.” She turned to him; her eyes were shining.
He was aware of a angular impresson—struggle, effort barely managesble. Her beauty seemed
fresh made; he thought of awild rose washed by the dew and sparkling in the sunlight.

‘1 thought you knew it dready,” he observed.

She laughed ggnificantly, looking up into his face so close he could have kissed her lips by
merdly bending his head a few inches. ‘Not quite—yet, she answered. ‘Will you give me a
lesson, Tom?

‘Unpaid? he asked.

She looked reproachfully at him. ‘The best services are unpaid dways.’

‘I'm afraid | have neither the patience nor the knowledge,’ he replied.

Her next words girred hgppiness in him for a moment; the divine trust he fought to keep stole
from his heart into his eyes ‘But you would never, never give up, Tom, no matter how difficut
and obstinate the pupil. Y ou would dways understand. That | know.’

He moved away. Such double-edged tak, even in play, was dangerous. A deep weariness was
in him, weskening sdf-control. Sendtive to the dightest touch just then, he dared not let her
torture him too much. He fdt in her a strength far, far beyond his own; he was powerless before
her. Had Tony been present he could not have played his pat a al. Somehow he had a curious
feding, moreover, that his cousin was not very far awvay.

‘Tony will be here later, 1 think, she sad, as she followed him outsde. ‘But, if not, he's sure
to cometo dinner.’

‘Good,” he replied, thinking that the train arrived in time to dress, and in no way surprised that
ghe divined his thoughts. ‘We can decide our plans then” He added that he might be obliged to
go back to Assouan, but she made no comment. Speech died away between them, as they sat
down in the old familiar corner above the Nile. Tom, for the life of him, could think of nothing to
say. Lettice, on the other hand, wanted to say nothing. He fdt that she had nothing to say.
Behind, below the numbness in him, meanwhile, her slence stabbed him without ceasng. The
intense yearning in his heart threatened any minute to burst forth in vehement speech, dmog in
action. It lay accumulaing in him dangeroudy, ready to legp out a the leest Sgn—the pin-prick
of a look, a word, a gesture on her part, and he would smash the barrier down between them
and—ruin dl. The sght of Tony, for ingance, just then must have been asared rag to abull.

He traced figures in the sand with his hed, he listened to the wind above them, he never ceased
to watch her motionless, indifferent figure dretched aove him on the long deck-chair. A book
peeped out from behind the cushion where her head rested. Tom put his hand across and took it
suddenly, partly for something to do, partly from curiosity as well. She made a quick, restraining
gesture, then changed her mind. And again he was conscious of batle in her, as if two beings
fought.

‘The Mary Coleridge Poems’ she sad cadesdy. ‘Tony gave it me. You'll find the song he
put to music.

Tom vigoroudy turned the leaves. He had dready glanced a the title-page with the smdl
inscription in one corner: ‘To L. J, from A. W.” There was a pencil mark againg a poem haf-
way through.

‘He's going to write music for some of the others too, she added, watching him; ‘the ones he
has marked.” Her voice, he fancied, wavered dightly.



Tom nodded his head. ‘I see’ he murmured, noticing a cross in pencil. A sullen defiance rose
in his blood, but he forced it out of sght. He read the words in a low voice to himsdf. It was
agonishing how the powers behind the scenes forced a contribution from the commonest
incidents:

The sum of loss | have not reckoned yet,
| cannot tell.

For ever it was morning when we met,
Night when we bade farewell.

Perhaps the words let loose the emotion, though of different kinds, pent up behind their silence.
The drain, a any rate, between tem tightened first, then seemed to split. He kept his eyes upon
the page before him; Lettice, too, remained gtill as before only her lips moved as she spoke:

‘Tom. . .." Thevoice plunged into his heart likeiron.

‘Yes he sad quietly, without looking up.

“Tom,” she repeated, ‘what are you thinking about so hard?

He found no answer.

‘And dl to yoursdf?

The blood rushed to his face; her voice was so soft.

He met her eyes and smiled. ‘ The same as usud, | suppose,’ he said.

For a moment she made no reply, then, glancing a the book lying in his hand, she sad in a
lower voice ‘That woman had suffered deeply. Ther€'s truth and passon in every word she
writes, theré's a marvelous redrant as well. Tom, she added, gazing hard a him, ‘you fed it,
don't you? You understand her? For an indant she knit her brows as if in perplexity or
misgiving.

‘Thetruth, yes, hereplied after amoment’s hestation; ‘the restraint as well.’

*And the passon?

He nodded curtly by way of agreement. He turned the pages over very rapidly. His fingers
were asthick and clumsy asrigid bits of wood. He fumbled.

‘Will you read it once agan? she asked. He did so . . . in a low voice. With difficulty he
reached the end. There was a mist before his eyes and his voice seemed confused. He dared not
look up.

‘There€'s a deep spiritua beauty,” he went on dowly, making an enormous effort, ‘that’s what |
fed stronged, | think. There s renunciation, sacrifice—’

He was going to say more, for he fdt the words surge up in his throat. This tak, he knew, was
a mere safety vave to both of them; they used words as people attacked by laughter out of due
Season s|ize upon anything, however far-fetched, that may furnish excuse for it. The flood of
language and emotion, too long suppressed, again rose to his very lips—when a dight sound
dopped his utterance. He turned. Amazement caught him. Her frozen immobility, her dead
indifference, her boredom possbly—al these, passng suddenly, had melted in a flood of tears.
Her face was covered by her hands. She lay there sobbing within a foot of his hungry arms,
sobbing as though her heart must break. He saw the drops between her little fingers, trickling.

It was s0 sudden, so unexpected, that Tom felt unable to speak or act at first. Numbness seized
him. His faculties were arrested. He watched her, saw the little body heave down its entire
length, noted the smdl convulsve movements of it. He saw dl this yet he could not do the
naturd thing. It was very ghadtly. . . . He could not move a muscle, he could not say a sngle



word, he could not comfort her—because he knew those tears were the tears of pity only. It was
for himsdf she sobbed. The tenderness in her—in ‘Lettice —broke down before his weight of
pan, the weight of pain she hersdf laid upon him. Nothing that he might do or say could comfort
her. Divining what the immediate future hed in dore for him, she wept these burning tears of
pity. In that poignant moment of sdf-revdaion Tom's cumbersome machinery of intuition did
not fail him. He understood. It was a confesson—the last perhaps. He saw ahead with vivid and
merciless clarity of vison. Only another could comfort her. . . . Yet he could hep. Yes—he
could hep—Dby going. There was no other way. He must dip ou.

And, as if propheticadly just then, she murmured between her tight-pressed fingers: ‘Leave me,
Tom, for amoment . . . please go away . . . . I'm 0 mortified . . . thisidiotic scene. . . . Leave me
alittle, then come back. | shal be mysdf again presently. . . . It's Egypt—this awful Egypt. . . .

Tom obeyed. He got up and left her, moving without feding in his legs, as though he waked in
his deep, as though he dreamed, as though he were—dead. He did not notice the direction. He
waked mechanicdly. It fdt to him that he smply waked draight out of her life into a world of
emptiness and ice and shadows. . . .

The river lay bdow him in a flood of light He saw the Theban Hills rolling their dark,
menacing wave aong the far horizon. In the blistering heat the desert lay sun-drenched, basking,
dlent. Its faint sweet perfume reached him in the northern wind, that pungent odour of the sand,
which is the odour of this sun-baked land etherealised.

A fiery intengty of light lay over it, as though any moment it must burs into sheets of flame.
So intense was the light that it seemed to let Sght through to—to what? To a more digtant vision,
infinitely remote. It was not a mirror, but a transparency. The eyes dipped through it
marveloudy.

He stood on the steps of worn-out sandstone, listening, staring, feding nothing . . . and then a
little song came floating across the ar towards him, sung by a boaman in mid-stream. It was a
native melody, but it had the strange, monotonous lilt of Tony's old-Egyptian melody. . . . And
feding stole back upon him, dternaidy burning and freezing the currents of his blood. The
childhood nightmare touch crept into him: he saw the wavelike outline of the gloomy hills he
heard the wind raitling in the leaves behind him, to his nogrils came the drange, penetrating
perfume of the tawny desert that encircles ancient Thebes, and in the ar before him hung two
pars of eyes, dark, faithful eyes, crud and a the same time tender, true yet merciless, and the
others—treacherous, fase, light blue in colour. . . . He began to shuffle furioudy with his feet. . .
The soul in him went under. . . .

He turned to face the menace coming up behind . . . thefdling Wave. . . .

‘Tom!” he heard—and turned back towards her. And when he reached her sde, she had so
entirely regained composure that he could hardly believe it was the same person. Fresh and
radiant she looked once more, no dgn of tears, no traces of her recent emotion anywhere.
Perhaps the intervd had been longer than he guessed, but, in any case, the change was swift and
haf unaccountable. In himsdf, equdly, was a cdmness that seemed unnaturd. He heard himsdlf
gpesking in an even tone about the view, the river, the gold of the coming sunset. He wished to
gpare her, he taked as though nothing had happened, he mentioned the deep purple colour of the
hills—when she broke out with sudden vehemence.

‘Oh, don't spesk of those hills, those awful hills’ she cried. ‘I dread the sight of them. Last
night | dreamed again—they crushed me down into the sand. | felt buried beneath them, deep,
deep down—Dburied.” She whispered the last word as though to hersaf. She hid her face.

The words amazed him. He caught the passing shiver in her voice.



“ “Again”? he asked. ‘You've dreamed of them before? He stood close, looking down at her.
The sense of his own identity returned dowly, yet he il felt two personsin him.

‘Often and often,” she said in a lowered tone, ‘since Tony came. | dream that we al three lie
buried somewhere in that forbidding valley. It terrifies me more and more eech time.

‘Strange,” he said. ‘For they draw me too. | fed them somehow known—familiar.” He paused.
‘1 believe Tony was right, you know, when he said that we three—'’

How she stopped him he never quite understood. At first he thought the curious movement on
her face portended tears again, but the next second he saw that instead of tears a dow Strange
gmile was geding upon her—upwards from the mouth. It lay upon her features for a second
only, but long enough to dter them. A thin, digphanous mask, transparent, swiftly fleeting,
passed over her, and through it another woman, yet hersdf peered up a him with a penetrating
yet somehow disant gaze. A shudder ran down his spine; there was a sensation of inner cold
agang his heart; he trembled, but he could not look away. . . . He saw in that brief ingant the
face of the woman who tortured him. The same second, so swiftly was it gone again, he saw
Lettice waching him through hdf-closed eydids He heard her saying something. She was
completing the sentence that had interrupted him:

‘We're too imaginative, Tom. Bedieve me, Egypt is no place to let imagination loose, and |
don't like it” She sghed: there was exhaudtion in her. ‘It's stimulaing enough without our help.
Besides—' she used a curious adjective—'it’ s dangerous too.’

Tom willingly let the subject drop; his own desire was to appear naturd, to protect her, to save
her pain. He thought no longer of himsdf. Drawing upon dl his srength, forcing himsdf dmost
to bresking-point, he taked quietly of obvious things, while longing secretly to get away to his
own room where he could be done. He craved to hide himsdf; like a dricken animd his inginct
was to withdraw from observation.

The arrivd of the tea-tray helped him, and, while they drank, the sky let down the emblazoned
curtain of a hundred colours lest Night should bring her diamonds unnoticed, unannounced.
There is no dusk in Egypt; the sun draws on his opa hood; there is a rush of soft white gars. the
desart cools, and the wind turns icy. Night, high on her spangled throne, watches the sun dip
down behind the Libyan sands.

Tom fet this coming of Night as he sa there, s0 close to Lettice that he could touch her
fingers, fed her breath, catch the lightest rustle of her thin white dress. He fet night cregping in
upon his heart. Swiftly the shadows piled. His soul seemed draped in blackness, drained of its
shining gold, hidden below the horizon of the years. It sank out of sght, cold, logt, forgotten. His
day was past and over. . . .

They had been dtting slent for some minutes when a voice became audible, snging in the
distance. It came nearer. Tom recognised the tune—‘We were young, we were merry, we were
very, very wise; and Lettice sat up suddenly to ligen. But Tom then thought of one thing only—
that it was beyond his power just now to meet his cousn. He knew his control was not equa to
the task; he would betray himsdlf; the role was too exacting. He rase abruptly.

‘That must be Tony coming, Lettice said. ‘His tea will be al cold” Each word was a caress,
eech gyllable dive with interest, sympathy, excited anticipation. She had become suddenly aive.
Tom saw her eyes shining as she gazed past him down the darkening drive. He made his absurd
excuse. ‘I'm going home to rest a hit, Lettice. | played tennis too hard. The sun’s given me a
headache. WEll meet later. You'll keep Tony for dinner? His mind had begun to work, too; the
evening tran from Caro, he remembered, was not due for an hour or more yet. A hideous
suspicion rushed like fire through him.



But he asked no question. He knew they wished to be aone together. Yet dso he had a wild,
secret hope that she would be disappointed. He was speedily undeceived.

‘All right, Tom, she answered, hardly looking & him. ‘And mind you're not lae Eight
o' clock sharp. I’ll make Tony stay.’

He was gone. He chose the path along the river bank instead of going by the drive. He did not
look back once. It was when he entered the road a little later that he met Mrs. Haughstone
coming home from avigit to somefriendsin his hotd. It wasthen shetold him. . ..

‘What a surprise you must have had, Tom beieves he sad in reply. He said something, a any
rate, that he hoped sounded natural and right.

‘Oh, no,” Mrs. Haughstone explained. ‘We were quite prepared. Lettice had a telegram, you
see, to let her know.’

Shetold him other thingsaswall. . . .



