PART IV
CHAPTER XXVIII

Tony had come back. The Play turned very red.

The gtudion a trois thenceforward became, for Tom, an acutely dfflicting one. He found no
permanent resting-place for heart or mind. He andysed, asked himsdf questions without end, but
a find decisve judgment evaded him. He wrote letters and tore them up again. He hid himsdf in
Assouan with belief for a companion, he came back and found that companion had been but a
masquerader—disbdief.  Suspicion grew  confirmed into  conviction. Vanity persuaded him
agang the weight of evidence, then left him naked with his facts. He wanted to kill, first others,
then himsdf. He laughed, but the same minute he could have cried. Such complicated tangles of
emotion were beyond his solving—it amazed him; such prolonged and incessant torture, SO
delicady agpplied—he marvelled that a human heart could bear it without bresking. For the
affection and sympathy he fdt for his cousn refused to die, while his worship and passon
towards an unresponsive woman incressingly consumed him.

He no longer recognised himsdf his cousin, Lettice al three, indeed, were sngularly changed.
Each duplicated into a double role. Towards their former selves he kept his former attitude—of
affection, love, bdidf; towards the usurping sdves he fdt—he knew not what. Therefore he
drifted. . . . Strange, myderious, tender, unfathomable Woman! Vain, primitive, sdf-sufficing,
confident Man! In him the masculine tried to reason and andyse to the very end; in her the
feminine interpreted intuitively: the mae and femde dtitudes, tha is, hed true throughout. The
Wave swept him forward irresgibly, his very soul, it seemed, went shuffling to find solid
ground. . . .

Meanwhile, however, no one broke the rules—rules that gpparently had made themsdves
subtle and delicate, it took place mostly out of sight, as it were, insde the heart. Below the mask
of ordinary surface—conduct al agreed to wear, the deeper, inevitable intercourse proceeded, a
Pay within a Play, a tragedy conceded thinly by genera consent under the most commonplace
comedy imaginable. All acted out their parts, rehearsed, it seemed, of long ago. For, more and
more, it came to Tom that the one thing he must never lose, whatever happened, was his trust in
her. He mugt ding to that though it cost him al—trust in her love and truth and congtancy. This
sngular burden seemed lad upon his soul. If he logt that trust and that belief, the Wave could
never break, she could never judtify that trust and that belief.

This ‘enchantment’ that tortured him, draining his whole being, was somehow a test indeed of
his final worthiness to win her. Somehow, somewhence, he owed her this . . . He dared not fall.
For if he faled the Wave that should sweep her back nto the ‘seal with him would not bresk—
he would merdy go on shuffling with his feet to the end of life. Tony and Lettice conquered him
till he lay bleeding in the sand; Tom played the réle of loss—aobediently dmog; the feding that
they were set in power over him perssted srangely. It dominated, a any rate, the resistance he
would otherwise have offered. He must learn to do without her in order that she might in the end
be added to him. Thus, and thus done, could he find himsdf, and reach the levd where she
lived. He took his fate from her gentle, merciless hands, well knowing that it had to be. In some
marvellous, sweet way the sacrifice would bring her back again a last, but bring her back
completed—and to a Tom worthy of her love. The sdf-centred, confident man in him that
deemed itsdlf indigpensable must crumble. To find regeneration he must risk destruction.



Events—yet dways inner events—moved with such rgpidity then that he lost count of time.
The barrier never lowered again. He played his ghedly part in slence—aways inner slence. Out
of dght, below the surface, the deep wordless Play continued. With Tony’s return the drama
hurried. The actor al had been waiting for came on, and took the centre of the stage, and Stayed
until the curtain fdl—a few weeks, dl told, of their short Egyptian winter.

In the crowded rush of action Tom felt the Wave—bend, bresk, and smash him. At its highest
moment he saw the das, a its lowest the crunch of shifting grave filled his ears, the mud
blinded sght, the rubbish choked his breath. Yet he had seen those digant stars. . . . Into the
mothering sea, as he sank back, the memory of the light went with him. It was a kind of
incredible performance, hdf on eath and hdf in the ar: it rushed with such impetuous
momentum.

Amid the intengty of his human emations, meanwhile, he logt sght of any subtler hints, if
indeed they offered: he saw no velled esstern visons any more, divined no psychic warnings.
His agony of blinding pain, dternaing with briefest intervals of shining hope when he recovered
belief in her and cdled himsdf the word names he could think of—this seething warfare of
cruder fedings left no part of him sengtive to the ddicate promptings of finer forces, leest of dl
to the tracery of fancied memories. He only gasped for bresth—sufficient to kegp himsdf afloat
and cry, as he had promised he would cry, even to the bitter end: ‘I'll faceit . .. I'll stick it out . .
Al trugt, L P

The seting of the Play was perfect; in Egypt done was its production possble. The brilliant
lighting, the fathomless, soft shadows, deep covering of blue by day, cear sars by night, the
solemn hills, and the dow, eternd rive—al these, againgt the huge background of the Desart,
dlent, golden, londy, formed the adequate and true environment. In no other country, in England
leest of dl, could the presentation have been red. Tony, himsdf, and Lettice belonged, one and
al, it seemed, to Egypt—yet, somehow, not wholly to the Egypt of the tourist hordes and
dragoman, and big hoteds. The Onlooker in him, who stood aoof and held a waiching brief,
looked down upon an ancient land unvexed by rallways, gracioudy clothed and coloured
gorgeoudy, mapped burningly mid fiercer passons, eager for life, contemptuous of death. He
did not understand, but that it was thus, not otherwise, he knew. . . .

Her beauty, too, both physcad and spiritud, became for him drangdy heightened. He shifted
between moods of worship that were dternately physica and spiritud. In the former he pictured
her with darker colouring, hdf barbaric, eastern, her dender figure flitting through a grove of
pams beyond a river too wide for him to cross, gold bands gleamed upon her arms, bare to the
shoulder; he could not reach her; she was with anothe—it was torturing; she and that other
dissppeared into the covering shadows. . . . In the latter, however, there was no unworthy
thought, no faintes desre of the blood; he saw her high among the little sars, gazing with
tender, pitying eyes upon him, cdling softly, praying for him, loving him, yet remote in some
Spiritud isolation where she must wait until he soared to join her.

Both physicdly and spiritudly, that is he idedised her—saw her divindy naked. She did not
move. She hung there like a sar, waiting for him, while he was caried past her, swept dong
helplesdy by a tide, a flood, a wave, though a wave that was somehow rising up to where she
dwelt above him. . . .

It was a marvellous experience. In the physcd moods he fdt the fires of jedousy burn his
flesh away to the bare nerves—resentment, rage, a hitterness that could kill; in the dternate Sate
he fdt the uplifting joy and comfort of ultimate sacrifice, sweet as heaven, the bliss of complete



renunciation—for her happiness. If she loved another who could give her greater joy, he had no
right to interfere.

It was this last that gradudly increased in drength, the fird that dowly, surdy died.
Unsatisfied yearnings hunted his soul across the empty desart that now seemed life. The sdf he
had been s0 pleased with, had admired so proudly with cam complacence, thinking it
indispensable—this was tortured, stabbed and mercilesdy sarved to death by dow degrees,
while something dse gopeared shyly, gently, as yet unaware of itsdf, but dready clearer and
dronger. In the depths of his beng, bdow an immense horizon, shone joy, luring him onward
and brightening asit did so.

Love, he redised, was independent of the will—no one can will to love: she was not anywhere
to blane, a dronger clam had come into life and changed her. She could not live untruth,
pretending otherwise. He, rather, was to blame if he sought to hold her to a smdler love she had
outgrown. She had the indienable right to obey the bigger caim, if such it proved to be. Persond
freedom was the basis of their contract. It would have been easier for him if she could have told
him frankly, shared it with him; but, Snce that seemed beyond her, then it was for him to dip
away. He mugt subtract himsdf from an inharmonious three, leaving a perfect two. He must
make it easier for her.

The days of golden sunshine passed aong their appointed way as before, leaving him ill
without a find decison. Outwardly the little party a trois seemed harmonious, a coherent unit,
while inwardly the accumulation of suppressed emotion crept nearer and nearer to the find
bresking point. They lived upon a craer, playing ther comedy within sght and hearing of
dedtruction: even Mrs. Haughstone, ever waiting in the wings for her cue, came on efectively
and filled her rOle, inggnificant yet necessary. Its meanness was its truth.

‘Mr. Windowe excites my cousin too much; I'm sure it isn't good for her—in England, yes,
but not out herein this strong, dangerous climate.”

Tom understood, but invariably opposed her:

‘If it makes her happy for a little while, | see no harm in it; life has not been too kind to her,
remember.’

Sometimes, however, the hint was barbed as wdl: ‘Your cousn is a ddightful being, but he
can tak nonsense when he wants to. He's actudly been trying to persuade me that you're jedous
of him. He sad you were only waiting a suitable moment to catch him done in the Desart and
shoot him!”’

Tom countered her with an assumption of portentous gravity: ‘Sound travels too eedly in this
dill ar,” he reminded her; ‘the Nile would be the smplet way. After which, confused by
ridicule, she renounced the hint direct, indulging instead in facid expresson, glances, and
innuendo corveyed by gesture.

That there was some truth, however, behind this betrayad of her hostess and her fdlow-guest,
Tom fdt certain; it lied more by exaggeration than by sheer invention: he lisened while he hated
it ashamed of himsdf, he yet invited the ever-reedy warnings, though he invariably defended the
object of them—and himsdlf.

Alterndting thus, he knew no minute of happiness, a single day, a sngle hour contained both
moods, trust ousted suspicion, and suspicion turned out trust. Lettice led him on, then abruptly
turned to ice. In the morning he was fird and Tony nowhere, the same afternoon this was
reversed precisdy—yet the bdance growing deadily in his cousn's favour, the evidence
accumulating againgt himsdf. It was not purposdy contrived, it was in automatic obedience to



deeper impulses than she knew. Tom never log sght of this amazing dudity in her, the struggle
of one sdf agangt another older saif to which cruety was no stranger—or, as he put it, the newly
awakened Woman against the Mother in her.

He could not fail to note the different effects he and his cousn produced in he—the ghaslly
difference. With himsdf she was captious, easly exasperated; her relations with Tony, above al,
a sengtive spot on which she could bear no dightest pressure without annoyance; while behind
this attitude, hid aways the fathful motherly care that could not see him in distress. That touch
of comedy lay in it dreadfully.—wet feet, cold, hungry, tired, and she flew to his consoling! To-
wards Tony this Sde of her remaned unresponsve;, he might drink unfiltered water for al she
cared, tire himsdf to deeth, or St in a draught for hours. It could have been comic dmost but for
its dgnificance: that from Tony she received, indead of gave. The woman in her asked, clamed
even—af the man in him. The pain for Tom lay there.

His cousn amused, simulated her beyond anything Tom could offer; she sought protection
from him, leant upon him. In his presence she blossomed out, her eyes shone the moment he
arived, her voice dtered, her spirits became exuberant. The wholesome physcad was awakened
by him. He could not hope to equad Tony's address, his fascination. He never forgot that she
once danced for happiness.

Helplessness grew upon him—he had no right to fed angry even, he could not jusly blame
hersdf or his cousn. The woman in her was open to capture by ancther; so far it had never
belonged to him. In vain he argued that the mother was the larger part; it was the woman that he
wanted with it. Having separated the two aspects of her in this way, the divison, once made,
remained.

And every day that pased this difference in her towards himsdf and Tony grew more
mercilesdy marked. The woman in her responded to another touch than his. Though nether lust
nor passon, he knew, dwdt in her pure being anywhere, there were yet a thousand ddicate
unconscious ways by which a woman betrayed her atraction to a being of the opposite sex; they
could not be chdlenged, but equaly they could not be misinterpreted. Like the colour and
pefume of a rose, they emanated from her inmost being. . . . In this sense, she was sexudly
indifferent to Tom, and while passon comnsumed his soul, he fet her, dearly mothering, yet cold
as ice. The soft winds of Egypt bent the full-blossomed rose into another’s hand, towards
another’slips. . . . Tony had entered the garden of her secret life.

CHAPTER XXIX

And s0 the fires of jedousy burned him. He struggled hard, smothering dl outward expresson of
his pain, with the sole result that the suppresson incressed the fury of the heat within. For every
day the tiniest details fed its fierceness. It was inextinguishable. He logt his gppetite, his deep, he
logt dl sense of what is cdled proportion. There was no rest in him, day and night he lived in the
consuming flame.

His coudn’'s irrespongbility now assumed a sniser form that shocked him. He recognised the
libertine in his cardess play with members of the other sex who had pleased him for moments,
then been tossed asde. He became aware of grossness in his eyes and lips and bearing. He
understood, above al, his—hands.

Agang the fiery screen of his emotions jedousy threw violent pictures which he mistook for
thought . . . . and there burst through this screen, then, scattering dl lesser fedings, the flame of a



vindictive anger that he bdieved was the protective righteous anger of an outraged man. ‘If Tony
did her wrong,’” he told himsdlf, ‘1 would kill him.’

Always, a this extravagant moment, however, he reached a climax, then camed down agan.
A sense of humour rose incongruoudy to check loss of sdf-redraint. The memory of her daly
tenderness swept over him; and shame sent a blush into his cheeks. He fdt mortified,
ungenerous, a foolish figure even. While the reaction lasted he forgave, felt her above reproach,
cursed his wretched thoughts that had tried to soil her, and logst the violent vindictiveness that had
betrayed him. His affection for his cousn, aways red, and the sympathy between them, dways
genuine, returned to complete his own discomfiture. His mood swayed back to the first, happy
days when the three of them had laughed and played together.

And to punish himsdf while this reaction lasted, he would seek her out and see tha she
inflicted the punishment itsdf. He would hear from her own lips how fond she was of Tony,
fighting to convince himsdf, while he ligened, that she was above suspicion, and that his pan
was due s0ldly to unworthy jedousy. He would be specidly nice to Tony, meaking things esser
for him, even urging him, asit were, into her very ams.

These moments of generous reaction, however, seemed to puzzle her. The exdted date of
emotion was confined, perhaps, to himsef. At any rate, he produced results the very reverse of
wha he intended Tony became more cautious, Lettice looked a himsdf with haf-questioning
eyes. . . . There was faseness in his attitude, something unnatural. 1t was not the part he was cast
for in the Play. He could not keep it up. He fel back once more to watching, ligening, playing
his proper role of a dave who was forced to observe the happiness of others set somehow over
him, while suffering in dlence. The inner fires were fed anew thereby. He knew himsdf flung
back, bruised and bleeding, upon his origind fear and jedlousy, convinced more than ever before
that this crudty and torture had to be, and that his pain was judtified. To ress was only to delay
the perfect dawn.

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

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

He changed the pronouns in the last two lines, for dways it was morning when they met, night
when they bade farewell.

Mrs. Haughstone, meanwhile, neglected no opportunity of dotting the vowe for his benefit;
she crossed each t that the writing of the stars dropped fluttering across her path. ‘Mr. Windowe
has emations,’ she mentioned once, ‘but he has no heart. If he ever marries and settles down, his
wifewill find it out.’

‘My cousin is not the kind to marry,” Tom replied. ‘He s too changeable, and he knows it.’

‘He's young,’ she sad, ‘he haan't found the right woman yet. He will improve—a woman
older than himsdf with the mother strong in her might hold him. He needs the mother too. Most
men do, | think; they're dl children redly.’

Tom laughed. ‘ Tony asfather of afamily—I can't imagineit.

‘Once he had children of his own, she suggested, ‘he would steady wonderfully. Those men
often make the best husbands—don’t you think?

‘Perhaps,’ Tom replied briefly. ‘ Provided there' s real heart beneath.’



‘In the woman, yes’ returned the other quietly. ‘Too much heart in the man can so easly cloy.
A red man is dways hdf a savage; that's why the woman likes him. It's the woman who guards
the family.

Tom, knowing that her words veiled other meanings, pretended not to notice He no longer
rose to the bait she offered. He detected the nonsense, the ingncerity as well, but he could not
argue successfully, and generdisations were equally beyond him. Too polite to srike back, he
dways waited till she had taked hersdf out; beddes he often acquired information thus,
information he both longed for yet didiked intensdy. Such information rarely faled: it was,
indeed, the desre to impart it with an ar of naturdness that caused the conversation amost
invariably. It appeared now. It was pregnant information, too. She conveyed it in a lowered tone:
there was news from Warsaw. The end, it seemed, was expected by the doctors; a few morths at
mogt. Lettice had been warned, however, that her gppearance could do no good; the sufferer
mistook her for a relative who came to persecute him. Her presence would only hasten the end.
She had cabled, none the less, to say that she would come. This was a week ago; the answer was
expected in aday or two.

And Tom had not been informed of this.

‘Mr. Windowe thinks she ought to go a once. I'm sure his advice is wise. Even if her presence
can do no good, it might be an unceasing regret if she was not there. . . .

“Your cousin done can judge’ he interrupted coldly. ‘I'd rather not discuss it, if you don't
mind,” he added, noticing her eagerness to continue the conversation.

‘Oh, certainly, Mr. Kelverdon—just as you fed. But in case she asks your alvice as well—I
only thought you'd like to know—to be prepared, | mean.

Only long afterwards did it occur to him that Tony's informant was possbly this jeaous
parasite hersdf, who now deiberately put the matter in another light, hoping to sow discord to
her own eventud benefit. All he redised a the moment was the intolerable pain that Lettice
should tell him nothing. She looked to Tony for help, advice, possibly for consolation too.

There were moments of another kind, however, when it seemed quite easy to tak plainly. His
position was absurd, undignified, unmanly. It was for him to dtae his case and abide by the
result. Hearts rarely bresk in two, for al that poets and women might protest.

These moments, however, he did not use. It was not that he shrank from hearing his sentence
plainly spoken, nor that he decided he must not prevent something that had to be. The reason lay
deeper dill:i—it was impossble. In her presence he became tongue-tied, hdpless. His own
Supidity overwhemed him. Silence took him. He felt & a hopdess disadvantage, ashamed even.
No words of his could reach her through the distance, across the barrier, that lay between them
now. He made no dngle atempt. His aching heart, filled with an immeasurable love, remaned
without the relief of utterance. He had lost her. But he loved now something in her place beyond
the possibility of loss—an indestructible idedl.

Words, therefore, were not only impossible, they were vain. And when the find moment came
they were gill more usdless. He could go, but he could not tell her he was going. Before that
moment came, however, another searching experience was his he saw Tony jedous—jedous of
himsdf! He actudly came to fed sympathy with his cousn who was his rivd! It was his fathful
love that made that possible too.

He redlised this suddenly one day at Assouan.

He had been thinking about the long conversations Tony and Lettice enjoyed together,
wondering what they found to discuss a such interminable length. From that his mind dipped
eadly into another question—how she could be so insensble to the pain she caused him?—



when, dl in a flash, he redised the digance she had travelled from him on the road of love
towards Tony. The moment of perspective made it aboruptly clear. She now taked with Tony as
once, a Montreux and esewhere, she had talked with himsdf. He saw his former place
completely occupied. As an accomplished fact he saw it.

The belief that Tony's influence would wesken deserted him from that instant. It had been but
afase hope created by desire and yearning.

There was a crash. He reached the bottom of despair. That same evening, on returning to his
hote from the Works, he found a teegram. It had been arranged that Lettice, Tony, Miss de
Lorne and her brother should join him in Assouan. The telegram dated briefly that it was not
possible after dl:—she sent an excuse.

The deepless night was no new thing to him, but the acuteness of new suffering was a
revelaion. Jedlousy unmasked her amazing powers of poisonous and devadtating energy. . . . He
visudised in detall. He saw Lettice and his cousn together in the very Stuations he had hitherto
reserved imeginatively for himsdf, both sweets hoped for and ddights experienced, but raised
now a hundredfold in actudity. Like pictures of flame they rose before his inner eye; they seared
and scorched him; his blood turned acid; the dregs of agony were his to drink. The happiness he
had planned for himsdf, down to the smalest minutise of each precious incident, he now saw
trandfered in this gopdling way—to another. Not ddiberatdly summoned, not morbidly
evoked—the pictures rose of their own accord againgt the background of his mind, yet o insinct
with actudity, that it seemed he had surdy lived them, too, himsdf with her, somewhere,
somehow . . . before. There was that same haunting touch of familiarity about them.

In the long hours of this paticdar night he reached, perhaps, the acme of his pan;
imagination, whipped by jealousy, stoked the furnace to a heat he had not known as yet. He had
been clinging to a visonary hope. ‘I've lost her . . . logt her . . . logt her,” he repeated to himsdf,
as though with each repetition the meaning of the phrase grew clearer. Numbness followed upon
misary; there were long intervas when he felt nothing a dl, periods when he thought he hated
her, when pride and anger whispered he could do without her. . . . A dae of negative
insenghility followed. . . . On the heds of it came a red and violent vindictiveness, next—
resgnation, complete acceptance, amost peace. Then acute senstiveness returned again—he felt
the whole series of emotions over and over without one omisson. This numbness and
sengtiveness dternated with a kind of rhythmic successon. . . . He reviewed the entire episode
from beginning to end, recaled every word she had uttered, traced the gradud influence of Tony
on her, from its firg fant origin to its present climax. He saw her struggles and her tears . . . the
mysterious dudity working to possess her soul. It was adl plain as daylight. No judtification for
any further hope was left to him. Hemust go. . . . It was the thunder, surdly, of the faling Wave.

For Tony, he redised a last, had not merely usurped his own place, but had discovered a new
Lettice to hersdf, and setting her thus in a new, a larger world, had taught her a new reationship.
He had achieved—perhaps innocently emough so far as his conscience was concerned?—a new
result, and a bigger one than Tom, with his lesser powers, could possibly have effected.

There was no faseness, no duplicity in her. ‘She gill loves me as before, the mother ill gives
me wha she adways gave’ Tom put it to himsdf, ‘but Tony has ploughed deeper—reached the
woman in her. He loves a Lettice | have never redised. It is this new Lettice that loves him in
return. . . . What right have I, with my smaler dam, to gand in her way a sngle moment? . . . |
must dip out.’

He had logt the dream that Tony but tended a blossom, the fruit of which would come swesetly
to his plucking afterwards. The intense suffering concealed dl prophecy, as the jedousy killed



al hope. He spent that find night of awful pain on his bacony, remembering how weeks before
in Luxor the fird menacing presentiment had come to him. He dared out into the Egyptian
wonder of outer darkness. The Hillness held a find menace as of desth. He recaled a Polish
proverb: ‘In the dill marshes there are devils’ The world spread dark and empty like his life; the
Theban Hills seemed to have crept after him, here to Assouan; the stars, incredibly distant, had
no warmth or comfort in them; the river roared with a dull and lonely sound; he heard the pam
treesrattling in thewind. The pain in him was dmog physicd. . . .

Dawn found him in the same postion—yet with a change. Perhaps the prolonged agony had
killed the ache of ceasdess persona craving, or perhaps the fierceness of the fire had burned it
out. Tom could not say; nor did he ask the questions. A change was there, and that was dl he
knew. He had come at last to a decison, made a fina choice. He had somehow fought his bettle
out with a courage he did not know was courage. Here at Assouan, he turned upon the Wave and
faced it. He saw her happiness only, fixed dl his hope and energy on that. A new and loftier
grength woke in him. There was no shuffling now.

He would give her up. In his heart she would aways reman his dream and his ides—Dbut out-
wardly he would no longer need her. He would do without her. He forgave—if there was
anything to forgive—forgave them both. . . .

Something in him had broken.

He could not explain it, though he fdt it. Yet it was not her that he had given up—it was
himsdif.

The firg effect of this, however, was to think that life lay in ruins round him, that, literdly, the
life in him was smothered by the bregking wave. . . .

And yet he did not break—he did not drown.

For, as though to show that his decison was the right, inevitable one, smdl outward detalls
came to his assstance. Fate evidently approved. For Fate just then furnished rdief by providing
ancther outlet for his energies. the Works went serioudy wrong: Tom could think of nothing dse
but how he could put things right again. Reflection, introspection, brooding over menta and
spiritua pain became impossible.

The lieutenants he trusted had played him fdse sub-contracts of an outrageous kind, flavoured
by bribery, had been entered into; the cost of certain necessaries had been raised absurdly, with
the result that the profits of the entire undertaking to the Firm must be lowered correspondingly.
And the blame, the respongbility was his own; he had unwisdy ddegated his powers to
underlings whose ambitions for money exceeded their sense of honour. But Tom's honour was
involved as wel. He had dedegated his powers in writing. He now had to pay the price of his
prolonged neglect of duty.

The podgtion was irremedidble Tom's neglect and inefficiency were established beyond
question. He had faled in a pogtion of high trus. And to make the Stuation ill less plessant,
Sr William, the Charman of the Company—Tom's chief, the man to whom he owed his
partnership and post of trust—telegraphed that he was on the way at last from Sdonika. One way
adone offered—to breask the disastrous contracts by payments made down without delay. Tom
made these payments out of his own pocket; they were large; his private resources disappeared in
asngle day. . . . But, even so, the delay and bungling a the Works were not to be conceded. Sir
William, shrewd, experienced man of business, stern of heart as wel as hard of head, could not
be deceived. Within haf an hour of his arivd, Tom Keverdon's glaring incompetency—worse,



his unrdiability, to use no harsher word—were dl lad bare. His postion in the Firm, even his
partnership, perhaps, became untenable. Resgnation stared him in the face.

He saw his life go down in ruins before his very eyes; the roof had falen long ago. The pillars
now collapsed. The Wave, indeed, had turned him upsde down; its smothering crash left no
corner of his being above water; heart, mind, and character were fung in a broken tangle againg
the crud bottom asiit fell to earth.

But, a any rae, the new outlet for his immediate energies was offered. He seized it vigoroudy.
He gave up his room a Luxor, and sent a man down to bring his luggage up. He did not write to
Lettice. He faced the practical Stuation with a courage and thoroughness which, though too late,
were admirable. Moreover, he found a curious rdief in the new disagter, a certain comfort even.
There was compensdtion in it somewhere. Everything was going to smash—the sooner, then, the
better! This recklessness was in him. He had lost Lettice, so what else mattered? His attitude was
somewhat devil-may-care, his grip on life itself seemed dipping.

This mood could not last, however, with a character like his. It ssized him, but retained no
hold. It was the last cry of despar when he touched bottom, the moment when weaker
temperaments think of the emergency exit, redise ther find worthlessness—proving themsdves
worthless, indeed, thereby.

Tom met the blow in other fashion. He saw himsdf unworthy, but by no means worthless.
Suicide, whether of death or of find collgpse, did not enter his mind even. He faced the Wave, he
did not shuffle now. He sent a telegram to Lettice to say he was detained; he wrote to Tony that
he had given up his room in the Luxor hotel, an affectionate, generous note, telling him to take
good care of Lettice. It was only right and fair that Tony should think the path for himsdf was
clear. Since he had decided to ‘dip out’ this attitude towards his cousn was necessarily involved.
It must not appear that he had retired, beasten and unhagppy. He must do no single thing that might
offer resgance to the inevitable fate, leest of al leave Tony with the sense of having injured
him. True sacrifice forbade renunciation, if red, was dso slent—the smiling face, the chearful,
netura manner!

Tom, therefore, fixed his heart more firmly than ever upon one sngle point: her hgppiness. He
fought to think of that done. If he knew her happy, he could live. He found life in her joy. He
lived in that. By ‘dipping out, no word of reproach, complaint, or censure uttered, he would
actudly contribute to her happiness. Thus, vicarioudy, he dmos hdped to cause it. In this faint,
self-excluding bliss, he could live—even live on—until the end. That seemed true forgiveness.

Meanwhile, not eadly nor immediaidy, did he defy the anguish thet, day and night, kept
gnawing a his heart. His one desre was to hide it, and—if the huge achievement might lie
within his powers—to change it sweetly into a source of drength that should redeem him. The
‘sum of loss’ indeed, he had not ‘reckoned yet, but he was beginning to add the figures up. Full
measurement lay in the long, long awful years ahead. He had this strange comfort, however—
that he now loved something he could never lose because it could not change. He loved an idedl.
In that sense, he and Lettice were in the ‘sea together. His belief and trust in her were not log,
but heightened. And a hint of mothering contentment dole sweetly over him behind this
shadowy yet genuine consolation.

The childhood nightmare was both presentiment and memory. The crest of the fdling Wave
was reflected in its base.

CHAPTER XXX



Tom took his passage home he dso told Sr William that his resgnaion, whether the Board
accepted it or not, was fina. His reputation, so far as the Firm was concerned, he knew was lost.
His own sdf-respect had dwindled dangeroudy too. He had the feding that he wanted D begin
dl over again from the very bottom. It seemed the only way. The prospect, a his age, was
daunting. He faced it.

At the very moment in life when he had fancied himsdf most secure, most sisfied mentdly,
spirituely, materidly—the entire structure on which sdf—confidence rested had given way.
Even the means of materid support had vanished too. The crash was absolute. This brief
Egyptian winter had, indeed, proved the winter of hisloss. The Wave hed falen at last.

During the intervd a Assouan—ten days that seemed a month!—he heard occasiondly from
Lettice. ‘To-day | miss you, one letter opened. Another said: ‘“We wonder when you will return.
We all miss you very much: it's not the same here without you, Tom.” And dl were sgned
‘“Your ever loving Lettice’ But if hope for some strange reason refused to die completely, he did
not dlow himsdf to be deceived. His task—no easy one—was to transmute emotion into the
higher, sdf-less, ided love tha was now—oh, he knew it wel enough—his only hope and
safety. In the desolate emptiness of desart that yawned ahead, he saw this sngle tree that
blossomed, and offered shade. Beauty and comfort both were there. He believed in her truth and
somehow in her faithfulness as well.

Tom sent his heavy luggage to Port Said, and took the train to Luxor. He had decided to keep his
saling secret. He could mention honestly that he was going to Cairo. He would write a line from
there or, better ill, from the steamer itsdlf.

And the indinct that led to this decison was sound and wise. The act was not as boyish as it
seemed. For he feared a reaction on her part that yet could be momentary only. His leaving so
suddenly would be a shock, it might summon the earlier Lettice to the surface, there might be a
painful scene for both of them. She would redise to some extent a any rate, the immediate sense
of loss, for she would surdly divine that he was going, not to England merdly, but out of her life.
And she would suffer; she might even try to kegp him—the only result being a reviva of pan
aready amost conquered, and of distress for her.

For such reaction, he divined, could not be permanent. The Play was over; it must not, could
not be prolonged. He must go out. There must be no lingering when the curtain fdl. A curtain
that haltsin its descent upon the actors endangers the effect of the entire Play.

He wired to Cairo for a room. He wired to her too: *Arrive to-morrow, en route Cairo. Leave
same night” He braced himsdf The dran would be crudly exacting, but the worst had been
lived out dready; the jedlousy was dead; the new love was edtablished beyond al reach of
change. Thesxe last few hours should be naiurd, cardess gay, no hint betraying him, flying no
sgnas of distress. He could just hold ait. The strength was in him. And there was time before he
caught the evening train for a reply to come ‘All deighted, expect you breskfast. Arranging
picnic expedition—LETTICE.

And that one word ‘dl’ heped him unexpectedly to grester deadiness. It diminated the
persond touch even in atelegram.

In the train he dept but little; the heat was suffocating; there was a Khamsin blowing and the fine
sand crept in everywhere. At Luxor, however, the wind remained so high up that the lower
regions of the ky were cdm and ill. The sand hung in foglike cdouds shrouding the sun,
dimming the usud brilliance. But the heat was intense, and the occasond dray puffs of ar that



touched the creeping Nile or passed dong the swetering street, seemed to issue from the mouth
of some vast furnace in the heavens. They dropped, then ceased abruptly; there was no relief in
them. The natives sa lidglesdy in their doorways, the tourists kept their rooms or idled
complainingly in the hotd hals and corridors. The ominous touch was everywhere. He fet it in
his heart as well—the heart he thought broken beyond repair.

Tom bathed and changed his clothes, then drove down to the shady garden beside the river as
of old. He fdt the gritty sand between his teeth, it was in his mouth and eyes, it was on his
tongue. . . . He met Lettice without a tremor, astonished at his own coolness and self-control; he
watched her beauty as the beauty of a picture, something that was no longer his, yet watched it
without envy and, in an odd sense, dmogt without pain. He loved the fairness of it for itsdf, for
her, and for another who was not himsdf. Almost he loved their happiness to come—for her
sake. Her eyes, too, followed him, he fancied, like a picture's eyes. She looked young and fresh,
yet something mysterious in the following eyes. The usud excited happiness was less obvious,
he thought, than usud, the mercurid gaety whally absent. He fancied a cloud upon her pirit
somewhere. He imagined tiny, uncertan dgns of questioning distress. He wondered. . . . This
torture of alast uncertainty was aso his.

Yet, obvioudy, she was glad to see him; her welcome was genuine; she came down the drive
to meet him, both hands extended. Apparently, too, she was done, Mrs. Haughstone ill adeep,
and Tony not yet arrived. It was till early morning.

‘Well, and how did you get on without me—al of you? he asked, adding the last three words
with emphasis.

‘I thought you were never coming back, Tom; | had the feding you were bored here a Luxor
and meant to leave us’ She looked him up and down with a curious look—of admiration dmog,
an admiration he believed he had now learned to do without. ‘How lean and brown and well you
look!” she went on, ‘but thin, Tom. You've grown thinner. She shook her finger a him. Her
voice was periloudy soft and kind, a sweet tenderness in her manner, too. ‘You've been over-
working and not egting enough. Y ou've not had me to look after you.’

He flushed. ‘I'm awfully fit’ he sad, amiling a little shyly. ‘I may be thinner. That's the hedt, |
suppose. Assouan' s ablazing place—you fed you'rein Africa” He said the band thing as usud.

‘But was there no one there to look after you? She gave him aquick glance. ‘No oneat dl?

Tom noticed the repeated question, wondering a little. But there was no play in him; in place of
it was something stern, unyielding as iron, though not tested yet.

‘The Chairman of my Company, nine hundred noisy tourists, and about a thousand Arabs a
the Works,” hetold her. ‘There was hardly asoul | knew besides’

She sad no more; she gave a scarcely audible sgh; she seemed unsatisfied somewhere. To his
surprise, then, he noticed that the familiar little table was only laid for two.

‘Where's Tony? he asked. * And, by the by, how ishe?

He thought she hedtated a moment. ‘Tony’s not coming till later, she told him. ‘He guessed
we should have alot to talk about together, so he stayed away. Nice of him, wasn't it?

Behind the commonplace sentences, the hidden wordless Play aso drew on towards its
Curtain.

‘Well, it is my turn rather for a chat, perhaps’ he returned presently with a laugh, taking his
cup of geaming coffee from her hand. ‘I can see him laer in the day. Youve aranged
something, I'm sure. Y our wire spoke of a picnic, but perhaps this heat—this beastly Khamsin-



‘It's passng,” she mentioned. ‘They say it blows for three days, for six days, or for nine, but as
a matter of fact, it does nothing of the sort. It's going to clear. | thought we might take our tea
into the Desert.’

She went on taking rapidly, dmost nervoudy, it seemed to Tom. Her mind was upon
something else. Thoughts of another kind lay unexpressed behind her speech. His own mind was
busy too—Tony, Warsaw, the long long intervd he had been away, what had happened during
his absence, and so forth? Had no cable come? What would she fed this time to-morrow when
she knew?—these and a hundred others seethed below his quiet manner and cardess talk. He
noticed then that she was exquistdy dressed; she wore, in fact, the very things he most
admired—and wore them purposdy: the orange-coloured jacket, the violet vell, the hat with the
little roses on the brim. It was histurn to look her up and down.

She caught his eye. Uncannily, she caught his thought aswell. Tom steded himsdlf.

‘I put these on especidly for you, you truant boy, she said ddicioudy across the table a him.
‘1 hope you're sensible of the honour done you.’

‘Rather, Lettice! | should think | am, indeed!’

‘I got up haf an hour earlier on purpose too. Think what that means to a woman like me” She
handed him a grape-fruit she had opened and prepared herself.

‘My favourite hat, and my favourite fruit! | wish | were worthy of them!” He stammered
dightly as he said the stupid thing: the blood rushed up to his very forehead, but she gave no sgn
of noticing ether words or blush. The srong sunburn hid the latter doubtless. There was a
desperate shyness in him that he could not manage quite. He wished to heaven the tak woud
shift into another key. He could not keep this up for long; it was too dangerous. Her attitude, it
seemed, had gone back to that of weeks ago; there was more than the mother in it, he fdt: it was
damog the earlier Lettice—and yet not quite. Something was added, but something too was
missing. He wondered more and more . . . he asked himsdlf odd questions. . . . It seemed to him
suddenly that her mood was assumed, not wholly naiurd. The flash came to him that
disappointment lay behind it, yet that the disgppointment was not with—himsdf.

‘You're wearing a new tie, Tom,” her voice broke in upon his moment’s reverie. ‘That's not
the one | gave you.

It was S0 unexpected, s0 absurd. It dartled him. He laughed with genuine amusement,
explaining that he had bought it in Assouan in a moment of extravagance—'the nearest shade |
could find to the blue you gave me. How observant you are!’ Lettice laughed with him. ‘1 dways
notice little things like that, she sad. ‘It's what you cal the mother in me, | suppose’ She
examined the tie across the table, while they smoked their cigarettes. He looked aside. ‘1 hope it
was admired. It suitsyou.” She fingered it. Her hand touched his chin.

‘Does it? It' s your taste, you know.’

‘But was it admired? she ingsted amogt sharply.

‘That's redly more than | can say, Lettice. You see, | didn't ask Sir William what he thought,
and the natives are poor judges because they don't wear ties” He was about to say more, taking
the fird nonsense that came into his head, when she did a thing that took his breath away, and
made him tremble where he sat. Regardless of lurking Arab servants, cardess of Mrs.
Haughgstone's windows not far behind them, she rose suddenly, tripped round the little table,
kissed him on his cheek—and was back again in her chair, smoking innocently as before. It was
arepetition of an earlier act, yet with a difference somewhere.

The world seemed unred just then; things like this did not happen in red life, a least not quite
like this, nor did two persons in their repective podtions tak exactly thus, usng such band



language, such inggnificant phrases hdf of banter, hdf of surface foolishness. The kiss amazed
hm—for a moment. Tom felt in a dream. And yet this very sense of dream, this idle exchange of
trivid conversation cloaked something that was a crud, an indubitable redity. It was not a dream
shot through with redity, it was a redity shot through with dream. But the dream itsdf, though
old as the desart, dim as those grim Theban Hills now draped with flying sand, was dso true and
actud.

The hidden Play had broken through, merging for an indant with the upper surface-life. He
was dmost persuaded that this lagt, strange action had not happened, that Lettice had never redly
left her chair. So 4till and slent she sat there now. She had not stirred from her place. It was the
burning wind that touched his cheek, a waft of heated atmosphere, lightly moving, that left the
disquieting tral of perfume in the ar. The glowing heavens, luminous athwart the clouds of fine,
suspended sand, laid this ominous hint of dream upon the entire day. . . . The recent act became a
mere picture in the mind.

Yet some little cell of innermost memory, irring out of deep, had surdy given up its dead. . .
. For a second it seemed to him this heavy, darkened air was in the recesses of the earth, benesath
the burden of massve dliffs the centuries had piled. It was underground. In some cavern of those
mournful Theban Hills, some one—had kissed him! For over his head shone painted stars against
apanted blue, and in his nogtrils hung afaint sveetnessas of ambra. . . .

He recovered his balance quickly. They resumed their curious masquerade, the screen of idle
talk between significance and emptiness, like sounds of redlity between dream and waking.

And the rest of that long day of difling hest was smilaly a dreem shot through with
incongruous touches of redity, yet dso a redity shot through with the glamour of some
incredibly ancient dream. Not till he stood later upon the steamer deck, the sea-wind in his face
and the st spray on his lips, did he awake fully and digtinguish the dream from the redity—or
the redity from the dream. Nor even then was the deep, strange confusion wholly disspated. To
the end of life indeed, it remaned an unsolved mysery, labdled a Premonition Fulfilled,
without adequate explanation. . . .

The time passed listlesdy enough, to the accompaniment of smilar idle talk, cardess, it seemed
to Tom, with the ghadly sense of the find minutes dipping remorsdesdy away, 0 swiftly, so
poignantly unused. For eech moment was gigantic, brimmed full with the didilled essence, as it
were, of intensest value, vaue that yet was not his to seize. He never logt the point of view that
he watched a picture that belonged to some one ese. His own position was clear; he had aready
legped from a height; he counted, as he fell, the blades of grass, the pebbles far below; dipping
over Niagard's awful edge, he noted the bubbles in the whirlpools undernesth. They taked of the
weather . ... !

‘Is clearing, sad Lettice. ‘Ther€ll be sand in our tea and thin bread and butter. But
anything's better than Stting and gifling here”’

Tom readily agreed. *You and | and Tony, then?

‘| thought so. We don’t want too many, do we?

‘Not for our la—nat for a day like this’ He corrected himsdf just in time. ‘“Tony will be here
for lunch? he asked.

She nodded. ‘He said 0, a any rate, only one never quite knows with Tony.” And though Tom
plainly heard, he made no comment. He was puzzled.

Most of the morning they remained done together. Tom had never fet so close to her before; it
seemed to him their spirits touched; there was no barrier now. But there was distance. He could



not explain the paradox. A vague sweet feding was in him that the disance was not of height, as
formerly. He had risen somehow; he felt higher than before he saw over the barrier that had
been there. Pain and sacrifice, perhaps, had lifted him, raised him to the bvel where she dwdlt;
and in that way he was doser. A new drength was in him. At the same time, behind her outer
quietness and her cdm, he divined druggle 4ill. In her amosphere was a hint of dran,
disharmony. He was pogtive of this. From time to time he caught trouble in her eyes. Could she,
perhaps, discern—foreknow—the shadow of the dropping Curtain? He wondered. . . . He
detected something in her that was new.

If any weekening of resolve were in himsdf, it disgppeared long before Tony's arivd on the
scene. A few private words from Mrs. Haughstone later banished it effectudly. ‘Your telegram,
Mr. Kelverdon, came as a great surprise. We had planned a three-day trip to the Sphinx and
Pyramids. Mr. Windowe had written to you; he hoped to persuade you to join us. Again you left
Assouan before the letter arrived. It's a habit with you!”

‘Apparently.’

The poison no longer fevered him; he was immune.

‘Mr. Windowe—I had better warn you before he comes—was disappointed.’

‘I'm sorry | spailt the trip. It was most inconsderate of me. But you can make it later when I'm
gone—to Cairo, can't you?

Mrs. Haughstone watched him somewhat keenly. Did she discover anything, he wondered?
Was she aware that he was no longer within reach of her little shafts?

‘It's dl for the bedt, | think, she went on in a casua tone. ‘Lettice was too easly persuaded—
she didn't redly want to go without you. She sad so. And Mr. Windowe soon gets over his
ulks—’

Tom interrupted her, turning sharply round. ‘Oh,” he laughed, ‘was that why he wouldn't come
to breskfast, then? And whether it was pain or pleasure that he felt, he did not know. The
moment's anguish—he verily bedieved it—was for Letticee And for Tony? Something &kin to
sympathy perhapd If Tony should ever suffer pain like his—even temporarily . . . . !

The other shrugged her angular shoulders a little. ‘It's dl passed now,” she observed;, ‘he's
forgotten it, I'm sure. You needn’'t notice anything, by the way, she added, ‘if—if he seems
ungracious.’

‘Not for worlds,” replied Tom, throwing stones into the sullen river below. ‘I’ m far too tactful .’

Mrs. Haughstone looked away. There was a moment’s expresson of admiration on her face.
‘You're big, Mr. Kelverdon, very big. | wish al men were as generous’ She spoke hurriedly
below her breath. ‘I saw this coming before you arrived. | wish | could have saved you. You've
got the hero in you.’

Tom changed the subject, and presently moved away: it was time for lunch for one thing, and
for another he wanted to hide his face from her too peering eyes. He was not quite sure of
himsdf jud. then; his lips trembled a little, he could not atogether control his facid muscles.
Tony jedous Lettice piqued! Was this the explanation of her new sweetness towards himsdf!
The pogtion tried him sordy, testing his new drength from such amazing and  unexpected
angles. It was dl beyond him somehow, the reversd of réles so aflicting, tears and laughter so
oddly mingled. Yet the sheet-anchor—his sdf-less love—hdd fast and true. There was no
dragging, no shuffling where he stood.

Nor was there any weskening of resolution in him, any dimming of the new dawn within his
heart. He fdt sure of something that he did not understand, aware of a radiant promise some one
whispered marveloudy in his ear. He was done, yet not aone, outcast yet companioned



swedtly, bereft of al the world holds valuable, yet possessor of riches that the world passed by.
He felt a conqueror. The pain was somehow turning into joy. He seemed above the earth. Only
one thing maitered—that hisided love should have no stain upon it.

The lunch he dreaded passed smoothly and without darm. Tony was gay, light-hearted as
usud, beying Mrs Haughston€s ominous prediction. They smoked together afterwards,
waking up and down the garden amrinarm, Tony eagerly discussing expeditions, picnics,
birds, anything and everything that offered, with keen interest as of old; he even once suggested
coming back to Assouan with his cousn—adone . . . Tom made no comment on the adverb. Nor
was his sympahy mere acting; he genuindy fdt it; the affection for Tony somehow was not
dead. . . . The joy in him grew, meanwhile, brighter, clearer, higher. It was dive. Some courage
of the sun was in him. There seemed a great understanding with it, and a greater forgiveness.

Of one thing only did he fed uncertain. He caught himsdf sharply wondering more than once.
For he had the impresson—the conviction amos—that something had happened during his
absence at Assouan—that there was a change in her attitude to Tony. It was a subtle change; it
was beginning merdly; but it was there. Her behaviour at breskfast was not due to pique, not
solely due to pique, a any rate. It had a deeper origin. Almost he detected signs of friction
between hersdf and Tony. Vey dight they were indeed, if not imagined dtogether. His
perception was Hill exceptiondly dert, its acuteness left over, gpparently, from the earlier days
of pain and jedlousy. Y et the result upon him was confusing chiefly.

In very trivid ways the change betrayed itsdf. The tak between the three of them remaned
incongruoudy upon the surface dways. The play and chatter went on independently of the Play
beneath, dmost ignoring it. In that Wordless Play, however, the change was registered.

‘Tom, you've got the draightest back of any man | ever saw,” Lettice exclamed once, eyeing
them criticdly with an amused smile as they came back towards her chair. ‘I've just been
watching you both.’

They laughed, while Tony turned it wittily into fun. ‘It's dways safer to look a person in the
face’ he observed. If he fdt the comparison was made to his disadvantage he did not show it.
Tom, wondering what she meant and why she sad it, fet tha the remark annoyed him. For tere
was disparagement of Tony init.

‘1 can read your soul from your back aone,” she added.

‘And mine’ cried Tony, laughing: ‘what about my back too? Or have | got no soul misplaced
between my shoulder-blades?

Tom laid his hand between those dightly-rounded shoulders then—and rather suddenly.

‘It's bent from too much creeping after birds’ he exclamed. ‘In your next life you'll be on al
foursif you're not careful .’

The Arab appeared to say the donkeys and sand-cart were waiting in the road, and Tony went
indoors to get cameras and other pargpherndia essential to a Desert picnic. Lettice continued
talking idly to Tom, who stood beside her, smoking. . . . The feding of dream and redity were
very grong in him a the moment. He hardly redlised what the nonsense was he had said to his
cousn. There was a dight sense of discomfort in him. The little, playful conversation just over
had meaning in it. He missed tha meaning. Somehow the comparison in his favour was
disagreesble—he preferred to hear his cousin praised, but certainly not belittled. Perhgps vanity
was wounded there—that his successful rival woke contempt in her was unendurgble. . . . And he
thought of histrain for the firg time with avague reief.

‘Birds, she was saying, hdf to hersdf, the eyes beneath the big sun-hat looking beyond him, C
that reminds me, Tom—a dream | had. A little bird left its nest and hopped about to try dl the



other branches, because it thought it ought to explore them—had to, in a way. And it got into all
sorts of danger, and ran fearful risks, and couldn’t fly or use its wings properly,—till findly—"

She stopped, and her eyes turned full upon his own. The love in his face was plain to read,
though he was not conscious of it. He waited in sllence:

“Till findly it crept back up into its own nest again, she went on, ‘and found its wings lying
there dl the time. It had forgotten them! And it got in, fet wam and safe and cosy—and fell
adeep.’

‘“Whereupon you woke and found it was dl a dream, sad Tom. His tone, though metter-of-
fact, was lower than usud, but it was firm. No sgn of emotion now was vigble in his face. The
eyes were deady, the lips betrayed no hint. Her little dream, the way of tdling it rather,
perplexed him.

‘Yes,' shesaid, ‘but | found somehow that the bird was me.” She sighed alittle.

It flashed upon him suddenly that she was exhausted, wearied out; that her heart was beating
with some interior dress and druggle. She seemed on the point of giving up, some long long
battle in her ended. There was something she wished to say to him—he got this impresson too—
something she could not bring hersdf to say, unless he helped her, unless he asked for it. The
dudity was ending, perhaps fused into unity again? . . . The intense and burning desire to help
her rose upon him, the desire to protect. And the word ‘Warsaw’ fled across his mind . . . as
though it fell through the heated ar into hismind . . . from hers.

‘Tony declares] she was saying, ‘that our memories are packed away under pressure like
geam in a bailer, and the dream is their safety-vave . . . | wonder. . . . He read it somewhere. It's
not his own, of course. But Tony never explans—because he doesn't redly know. He's flashy—
not the depth we thought—the truth . . . Tom’

She cdled his name with emphass, as if annoyed that he showed <0 little interest. There was
an ingant’s cloud upon her face, the eyes wavered, then looked away; he felt again there was
disgppointment somewhere in her—with himsdf or with Tony, he did not know. . . . He kept
dlent. He could think of nothing by way of answer—nothing appropriate, nothing safe.

She waited, keeping slent too. The Curtain was lowering, its shadow growing on the air.

‘I dream <0 little’ he stammered a length. ‘I can't say.’ It enraged him tha he fdtered. He
turned away. . . . Tony at that moment arrived. The cart and animas were ready, everything was
collected. He announced it loudly, urging them with a certain impatience, as though they caused
the delay. He stared keenly at them amoment. . . . They started.

CHAPTER XXXI

How trivid, yet how ggnificant of the tendon of interior forces—the cardless words, the foolish
little dream, the playful aluson to one man's stoop and to another’s upright carriage, how esy
to read, how obvioust Yet Tom, too intensdy preoccupied, perhaps, with keeping his own
baance, was unaware of revelation. His mind perceived the ddicate change, yet attached a
wrong direction to it. Perplexity and discomfort in him deepened. He was relieved when Tony
interrupted; he fet glad. The shifting of vaues was digurbing to him. It was as though the faling
Curtain hated. . . .

The hours left to him were few; they both rushed and lingered. The afternoon seemed gone so
quickly, while yet the moments dragged, each separate ingant too intense with feding to yied
up its being willingly. The minutes lingered; it was the hours that rushed.



Subconscioudy, it seemed, Tom counted them in his heart. . . . Subconscioudy, too, he Sated
the postion, as though to do so steadied him: Three persons, three friends, were off upon a
picnic. At a certan moment they would turn back; a a certain moment two of them would say
good-bye; a a certain moment a find train would start—his eyes would no longer see her. . . . It
seemed impossible, unred; it could not happen. . . . He could so easlly prevent it. No question
had been asked about his going to Cairo; it was taken for granted that he went on business and
would return. He could cance his steamer-berth, no explanation necessary, nor any asked.

But having weighed the sacrifice againg the joy, he was not wanting.

They mounted their lusty donkeys, Lettice climbed into her sand-cart; the boys came clattering
after them down the dreet of Thebes with the teathings and the bundies of clover for the
animds. Across the bdt of brilliant emerdd green, past clover-fidds and groves of padms, they
followed the ancient track towards the desert. They were on the eastern bank, the Theban Hills
far behind them on the horizon. Towards the Red Sea they headed, though Tom had no notion of
ther direction, avare only that while they went further and further from those hills the hills
themsedlves somehow came ever nearer. The gaunt outline followed them; each time he looked
back the shadow cast was closer than before, amost upon their heds. But for the assurance of his
senses he could have believed they headed towards these yellow dliffs instead of the reverse. He
could not shake off the gngular impresson tha ther weght was on his back; he fdt the
oppression of those ancient tombs, those crowded corridors, that hidden subterranean world. No
mummy, he remembered, but believed it would one day unwind again when the soul, cleansed
and judified, came back to claim it. Regeneration was ineviteble. A glorious faith secure in
ultimate joy!

They hurried vanly; the digance between them, ingtead of increasing, lessened. The hills
would not |et them go.

The burning atmosphere, the motionless air caused doubtless the opticd illuson. The glare was
blinding. Tom did not draw atention to it. He tugged his obdinate donkey into line with the
dower sand-cart, riding for several minutes in dlence, close besde Lettice, aware of her
perfume, her flying vell dmost across his eyes from time to time. Tony was some way ahead.

“Tom,” he heard suddenly, ‘must you redlly go to Cairo to-night?

‘I'm afraid so. It's important.” But after a pause he added ‘Why? He sad it because his
sentence sounded otherwise suspicioudy incomplete. Above dl, he must seem naturd. ‘Why do
you ask?

The answer made him regret that extraword:

‘Ther€' s something | want to tell you.’

‘Very important? He asked it laughingly, busy with the reins gpparently.

‘Far more important than your going to Cairo. | want your advice and help.’

‘I mug,; he sad dowly. ‘Won't it keep? He tugged violently at the reins, though the donkey
was behaving admirably.

“How long will you stay? she asked.

‘One night only, Lettice. Not longer.’

They were on soft and ydlow sand by now; the desert shone with a luminous glow; Tom could
not hear the sound of his donkey's hoofs, nor the crunching of the sand-cart. He heard nothing
but a voice snging besde him in the burning ar. But the ar had grown radiant. He realised that
he was besting the donkey without the dightest reason.

“When you come back, then—I’1l tell you when you come back,” he heard.



And a sudden inspiration came to his assstance. ‘Couldn’t you write it? he asked camly. ‘The
Semiramis Hote will find me—in case anything happened. | should have time to think it over—I
like that best—if it'sredly so important. My mind, you know, works dowly.’

Her reply had a curious effect upon him. She needed help—his help. ‘Perhaps, Tom. But one
can depend so upon your judgment.’

He knew that she was watching his face. With an effort he turned to meet her gaze. He saw her
agang the background of the hills, whose following mass towered menacingly above her little
outline. And as he looked he was suddenly transfixed, he dropped his reins, he stared without a
word. Two pars of eyes two smiles two human physognomies once agan met his arested
gaze. He knew them, of course, well enough by now, but never before had he caught the two
expressons 0 vividly reveded, so diginctly marked; clear as a composte picture, one face
painted in upon another that lay benegth it. There was the darker face—and there was Lettice and
each druggled for complete possession of her features. There was conflict, sharp and dreedful;
one second, the gleam of cruety flashed out, a yelow of amber in it, as though gold shone
reflected fantly—the next, an anguish of tenderness, as though love brimmed her eyes with the
moisure of divine compasson. The conflict was desperate, amazing, panful beyond words.
Then the darker aspect dowly waned, withdrawing backwards, melting away into the shadows of
the hills benind—as though it firg had issued thence—as though dmogt it belonged there. Alive
and true, yet vanquished, it faded out. . . . He saw at last the dear, innocent eyes of—Lettice only.
It was this Lettice who had spoken.

His donkey stumbled—it was naturd enough, seeing that the reins hung loose and his feet had
somehow |eft the dirrups. Tom pitched forward heavily, saving himsdf and his animd from an
ignominious accident just in the nick of time. There were cries and laughter. The sand-cart
swerved asde a the same moment, and Tony, from a distance, came gdloping back towards
them.

Tom recovered his baance and told his donkey in honest English what he thought of it. ‘But it
was your fault, you careless boy,” cried Lettice; ‘you let go the reins and whacked it a the same
time. Y our eyes were popping out of your head. | thought you' d seen aghost.’

Tom glanced a her. ‘I was nearly off’ he said. ‘Another second and it would have been a case
of “Low let melie where the dead dog—"’

She interrupted him with surprising vehemence:

‘Don’'t, don't, Tom. | hateit! | hate the words and the tune and everything. | won't hear it . .. I’

Tony came clattering up and the incident was over, ended as abruptly as begun. But, as Tom
well redised, another hitch had occurred in the lowering of the Curtain. The actors, for a
moment, had sood there in ther norma fashion, betrayed, caught in the act, a little foolish even.
It was the hand of awoman thistime that delayed it.

‘Did you hurt yoursdf anywhere, Tom? Her question rang in his head like music for the next
mile or two. He kept besde the sand-cart until they reached their destination. It was absurd—yet
he could not ride in front with Tony lest some one driving behind them should notice—yes, that
was the hdf-comicd truth—notice that Tony was round-shouldered—oh, very, very dightly
so—whereas his own back was draight! It was ridiculoudy foolish, yet pathetic. At the same
time, it was poignantly dramdtic. . . .

And therr degtination was a deep bay of ydlow sand, soft and tawny, ribbed with a series of
lesser troughs the wind had scooped out to look like a shore some withdrawing ocean had Ieft
exposed below the westering sun. A solitary pam tree stood behind upon a dune.



The afternoon, the beating hotness of the air, the clouds of high, suspended sand, the
supendous sunset—as if the world caught fire and burned adong the whole horizon—it was Al
unforgettable. The yedlow sand about them blazed and shone, scorching their bare hands, the
Desart was empty, slent, longly. Only the western heavens, where the sun sank in a red mass of
ominous splendour, was dive with erergy. Coloured shafts mapped the vault from horizon to
zenith like the spokes of a prodigious whed of fire. Any minute the air and the sand it pressed
upon might burg into a sea of flame. The furnace where the Khamsin brewed in disant Nubia
sent its warnings in advance; it was dowly traveling northward. And hence, possbly, arose the
disquieting sensation that something was gathering, something that might teke them unawares
The sand lay ligening, waiting, watching. There was whispering among the very grains. . . .

It was hdf way through tea when the firg stray puffs of wind came dropping abruptly, sSghing
away in tiny eddies of dust beyond the circle. Three human aoms upon the huge yelow carpet,
that ere long would sheke itsdf across five hundred miles and rise, whirling, driving, suffocating
dl life within its fods—three human beings noted the puffs of heated air and reacted varioudy to
the little change. Each fdlt, it seemed, a dight uneasiness, as though of trouble coming that was
yet not entirdy amospherical. Nerves tingled. They looked into each other’s faces. They looked
back.

‘We mustin't day too late) said Tony, filling a basket for the donkey-boys in their dune two
hundred yards away. ‘We've a long way to go.” He examined the portentous sky. ‘It won't come
till night,” he added, * still—they’ re a bit awkward, these sandstorms, and one never knows.’

‘And I've got a train to catch,’ Tom mentioned, ‘absurd as it sounds in a place like this’ He
was scraping his lips with a handkerchief. ‘I've eaten enough bread-and-sand to lagt me till
dinner, anyhow. He helped his cousn with the Arabs food. ‘They probably don't mind it,
they're used to it” He draightened up from his stooping posture. Lettice, he saw, was lying with
a cigarette agang the bank of doping sand that curved above them. She was intently watching
them. She had not spoken for some time; she looked amost drowsy; the eyelids were haf closed;
the cigarette smoke rose in a steady little thread that did not waver. . . . There was perhaps ten
yards between them, but he caught the direction of her gaze, and throwing his own eyes into the
same line of sght, he saw what she saw. Indinctively, he took a quick step forward—hiding
Tony from her immediae view.

It was certainly curious, this desre to screen his cousin, to prevent his gopearing a a
disadvantage. He was impdlled, a al costs and in the smalest detals to hdp the man she
admired, to increase his vaue, to minimise his disabilities, however trivid. It paned him to see
Tony even a a physcd disadvantage, Tony must show dways a his very best; and a this
moment, bending over the baskets, the attitude of the shoulders was disagreeably emphasised.

Tom did not laugh, he did not even smile. Gravely, as though it were of importance, he moved
forward so that Lettice should not see the detail of the rounded shoulders which, he knew,
compared unfavourably with his own draghter cariage. Yet dmogt the next minute, when he
looked back again, he saw that the cigarette had fdlen from her fingers, the eyes were closed, her
body had dipped into a more recumbent angle, she seemed actually adeep.

‘Give a shout, Tom, and the boys will come to fetch it} sad Tony, when a length the basket
was ready. He put his hands to his own mouth to coo-ee across the dunes. Tom stopped him at
once. ‘Hush! Lettice has dropped off,” he explained, ‘you'll wake her. It's the heat. I'll carry the
things over to them. He noticed Tony’s hands as he held them to his lips. And again he fdt a
touch of sympathy, dmost pity. Had she, so observant, so discerning in her fastidious taste—had
ghe failed to notice the small detall too?



‘No, let me take it} Tony was saying, seizing the hamper from his cousn. Tom suggested
carying it between them. They tried it, laughing and sruggling together with the awkward
burden, but keeping their voices low. They logt the direction too; for al the sand-dunes were
dike, and the boys were hidden in a hollow. It ended in Tony going off in triumph with the
basket under one arm, guided at length by the faint neighing of a donkey in the distance.

Some little time had passed, perhaps five minutes, perhaps longer, when Tom went back to the
tea-place across the soft sand, stepping cautioudy so as not to disturb the deeper. And another
five minutes, perhgps another ten, had dipped by before Tony's head regppeared above a
neighbouring dune. A boy had come to meet him, shortening hisjourney.

But Fate cdculated to a nicety, wasting no seconds one way or the other. There had been
time—just time before Tony's return—for Tom to have dretched himsdf a her feet, to have lit a
cigarette, and to have smoked sufficient of it for the first ash to fal. He was very careful to make
no sound, even lighting the match softly insde his hat. But his hand was trembling. For Lettice
dept, and in her degp made little sounds of pain.

He watched her. There was a tiny frown between the eyebrows, the lips twitched from time to
time, she moved uneadly upon the bank of diding sand; and, as she made these little broken
sounds of pain, from beneath the closed eydids two smal tears crept out upon her cheeks.

Tom gared, making no sound or movement. The tears rolled down and fdl into the sand. The
auffering in the face made his heart beat irregularly. Something transfixed him. She wore the
expresson he had seen in the London theatre. For a moment he fet terro—a terror of something
coming, something going to happen. He dared, trembling, holding his bresth. She was dreaming,
as a person even in a threeeminute degp can dream—deeply, vividly. He waited. He had the
amazing sensation that he knew what she was dreaming—that he took part in it with her amogt. .
.. Unable, findly, to restrain himsdf another ingtant, he moved—and the noise wakened her. She
sghed. The eyes opened of their own accord. She sared a him in a dazed way for a moment.
Then she looked over his shoulder across the desert.

“You've been adeep, Lettice, he whispered, ‘and actualy dreaming—al in five minutes’

She rubbed her eyes dowly, as though sand was in them. She dared into his face a moment
before she spoke.

‘Yes, | dreamed,” she answered with a little frightened sgh. ‘I dreamed of you—There was a
tent—the flap lifted suddenly—oh, it was so vivid! Then there was a crowd and awful drums
were beating—and my river with the floating faces was there and | plunged in to save one—it
was yours, Tom, yours—'’

She paused for a fraction of a second, while his heart went thumping againg his ribs. He did
not speak. He waited.

‘Then somehow you were taken from me’ she went on; ‘you left me, Tom. Her voice sank.
‘And it broke my heart in two.’

‘Lettice...V

He made a sudden movement in the sand—at which moment, precisdy, Tony's head appeared
above the neighbouring dune, the rest of his body following it immediately.

And it seemed to Tom that his cousn came upon them out of the heart of a dream, out of the
eath, out of a sandy tomb. His very exisence, for those minutes, had been utterly forgotten,
obliterated. He rose from the dead and came towards them over the hot, yellow desert. The
digant hills—the Theban Hills above the Vadley of the Kings—disgorged him. And, as once
before, he looked dreadful, threatening, his grest hands held out in front of him. He came gliding
down the yielding dope. He caught them!



In that second—it was but the fraction of a second actualy—the impression upon Tom’'s mind
was acute and terrible. Speech and movement were not in him anywhere; he could only st and
stare, both terrified and fascinated. Between himsdf and Lettice dretched an interval of Sx feet
certainly, and into this very gap, the figure of his cousin, followed and preceded by hegps of
moving sand, descended now. It was towards Lettice that Tony came so swiftly gliding.

It was hiscousn surdly . . . ?

He saw the big hands outspread, he saw the dightly stooping shoulders, he saw the face and
eyes, the light blue eyes. But dso he saw strange, unaccustomed raiment, he saw a sheet of gold,
he andt the soft breath of ambra. . . . And the fact was dark and menacing. There were words,
too, cardess, playful words, uttered undoubtedly by Tony's familiar voice ‘Caught you both
adeep! Wdll, | declare! You are a couple . . .I" followed by something else about its being ‘time
to pack up and go because the sand was coming. . . .* Tom heard the words distinctly, but far
away, tiny with curious distance; they were haf smothered, haf submerged, it seemed, behind an
acute inner hearing that caught another set of words he could not understand—in a language he
both remembered and forgot. And the deep sense of dread passed swiftly then into a blinding
jedlous rage; he saw red; a fury of wrath that could kill and stab and strangle rushed over him in
aflood of passionate emotion. He lost control. He rushed headlong.

Seconds dragged out incredibly into minutes, as though time hdted. . . . An intense, murderous
hatred blazed in his heart.

From where he sat, both figures were above him, sheltered haf way up the long diding dope.
At the base of the ydlow dune he crouched; he looked up at them. His eyes perhaps were blinded
by the red tempest in his heat; or perhgps the tiny particles of flying sand drove agang his
eyebdls. He saw, at any rate, the figures close together, as if the man came gliding draight into
her arms. He rose—At the same moment a draught of sudden, violent wind broke with a pouring
rush across the desert, and the entire crest of the undulating dune behind them rose to meset it in a
angle whirling eddy. As a gust of sea-wind tosses the spray into the air, this burst of scorching
desert-wind drew the ridge up after it, then flung it in ablinding swirl againgt his face and skin.

The dune rose in a Wave of dlittering yelow sand, drowning them fom head to foot. He saw
the glint and shimmer of the myriad particles in the sunset; he saw them drifting by the thousand,
by the million through the whirling mass of it; he saw the two figures Sde by sde above him,
caught beneath the toppling crest of this bending billow that curved and broke againg the fiery
ky; he smdt the fant perfume of the desert underneath the hollow arch; he heard the thin,
metdlic grating of the countless grains in friction; he heard the pam leaves rdtling; he saw two
pairs of eyes. . . hisfeet went shuffling. It was The Wave—of sand. . . .

And the nightmare dutch laid hold upon his heart with giant pincers. The fiery red of insensae
anger burg into flames, filled his throat to choking, set his pardysed muscles free with
uncontrollable energy. This savage lugt of murder caught him. The shuffling went fagter, fadter. .
. . He turned and faced the eyes. He would kill—rather than see her touched by those great
hands. It seemed he made the legp of awild animd uponitsprey. . . .

Fire flashed . . . then passed, before he knew it, from red to shining amber, from sullen crimson
into purest gold, from gold to the sheen of dazzling whiteness. The change was ingtantaneous.
His legp was arested in mid-air. The red wrath passed amazingly, forgotten or transmuted. With
a miraculous swiftness he was aware of understanding, of sympathy, of forgiveness. . . . The red
light mdted into white—the white of glory. The murder faded from his heart, replaced by a deep,
deep glow of peace of love of infinite trust, of complete comprehenson. . . . He accepted
something marveloudly. . . . He forgot—himsdf. . . .



The eyes faded, the gold, the rament, the perfume vanished, the sound died away. He no
longer shuffled upon yidding sand. There was solid ground beneath his feet. . . . He was standing
det and upright, his ams outstretched to save—Tony from collgpse upon the diding dune. And
the sandy wind drove blindingly againgt his face and skin.

The three of them stood sde by sSde, holding to each other, laughing, choking, spluttering,
heads bent and eyes closed tightly. Tom found his cousn's hand in his own, dutching it firmly
to keegp his baance, while behind himsdf—againgt his ‘sraight back,” he redised, even while he
choked and laughed—Lettice clung for shdter. Tom, therefore, actudly had leaped forward—
but to protect and not to kill. He protected both of them. This time, however, it was to himsdf
that Lettice clung, instead of to another.

The violent gust passed on its way, the flying coud of sand subsided, settling down on
everything. For a moment they stood there rubbing therr eyes, sheking their clothing free then
rasng ther heads cautioudy, they looked about them. The ar was gill and cdm again, but in
the digance, dready a mile avay and swiftly travelling across the luminous wagte, they saw the
miniature whirlwind driving furioudy, legping from ridge to ridge. It swept over the innumeradle
dunes, lifting the series, one crest after another, into upright waves upon a ydlow shimmering
seq, then scattering them in a cloud that shone and glinted againg the fiery sunsat. Its track was
easly marked. They watched it. . . .

Tony was thefirst to recover breath.

‘Whew!" he cried, 4ill spluttering, ‘but that was sudden! It took me clean off my feet for a
moment. | got your hand, Tom, only just in time to save mysdf!” He shook himsdf the sand was
down his back and in his hair, his shoes were full of it. ‘Theréll be another any minute now—
another whirlwind—we' d better be starting.” He began packing up busly, shouting as he did so
to the donkey-boys. ‘By Jove!’ he cried the next second, ‘look what’s happened to our dune!’

Tom, who was on his knees, helping Lettice shake her skirts free, rose to look. The high,
curving bank of sand where they had sheltered had indeed changed its shape; the entire ridge had
been flattened by the wind; the crest had been lifted and carried away, scattered in dl directions.
The wave-outline of two minutes before no longer existed, it had broken, fdlen over, mdted
back into the surrounding sea of desert whence it rose.

‘It' s disappeared!’” exclamed Tom and L ettice in the same breath.

The boys arived with the animds and sand-cat the baskets were quickly arranged, Tony
mounted, Tom helped Lettice in. She leaned heavily on his am and shoulder. It was in this
moment s pause before the actud Sart that Lettice turned her head suddenly as though listening.
The ar, motionless again, extreordinarily heated, hung in a dull and yet trangparent curtain
between them and the sinking sun. The entire heavens seemed to form a sounding-board, the
least vibration resonant benegth its stretch.

‘Ligen!” she exclamed. She had uttered no word till now. She looked down a Tom, then
looked away again.

They turned their heads in the direction where she pointed, and Tom caught a faint, distant
sound as of little strokes that fdl thudding on the heavy ar. Tony declared he heard nothing. The
sound repeeted itsdf rgpidly, but a rhythmic intervals, it was unpleasant somewhere, a hint of
darm and menace in the throbbing note—ominous as though it warned. In the pulse of the blood
it seemed, like the beating of the heart, Tom thought. It came to him dmost through the pressure
of her hand upon his shoulder, dthough his ear told him it came from the horizon where the
Theban Hills loomed through the coming dusk, just visble but shadowy. The muttering died



away, then ceased, but not before he suddenly recaled an early morning hour besde a mountain
lake, when months ago the thud of invisble paddle-wheds had stolen upon him through the quiet
ar. ...

‘A drum, he heard Lettice murmur. ‘It's a naive drum in Thebes. My little dream! How the
sound travels too! And how it multiplies’ She peered a Tom through hdf-closed eydids ‘It
must be at least a dozen milesaway . . .!I" She amiled faintly, then dropped her eyes quickly.

‘Or a dozen centuries, he replied, not knowing quite why he sad it. ‘And more like a thousand
drums than only onel’ He amiled too. For another part of him, beyond capture somehow, knew
what he meant, knew aso why he smiled—knew aso that she knew.

‘It frightens me! It's horrible. It sounds like death!” And though she whispered the words, more
to hersdf than to the others, Tom heard each syllable.

The sound died away into the distance, and then ceased.

Then Tony, waching them both, but, unable to hear anything himsdf cdled out agan
impatiently that it was time to dart, that Tom had a train to catch, that any minute the red, big
wind might be upon them. The hand dowly, hdf lingeringly, left Tom's shoulder. They Sarted
rgpidy with a kind of flourish. In a thin, black line the smdl processon crept across the
immense darkening desert, like a gtrip of life that drifted upon a shoreless ocean. . . .

The sun sank down below the Libyan sands. But no awful wind descended. They reached
home safely, exhausted and rather sllent. The two hours seemed to Tom to have passed with a
dream-like swiftness. The dars were shining as they clattered down the little Luxor dtret. In a
dream, too, he went to the hoted to change, and fetch his bag; in a dream he stood upon the
platform, held Tony's hand, held the soft hand of Lettice, said good-bye. . . and watched the
dation lights glide past as he left them standing there together, Sde by sde.

CHAPTER XXXII

One incident, however,—trivid, yet pregnant with dgnificant reveaion,—remaned vividly
outsde the dream. The Play behind broke through, as it were; an actor forgot his réle, and
involved another actor for an ingant the masquerade tripped up, and merged with the
commonplace redity of daily life. Explicit disclosure lay in the trifling matter.

They supplied a touch of comedy, but of rather ghastly comedy, ludicrous and at the same time
panfu—those smart, new yelow gloves that Tony put on when he climbed into the sand-cart
and took the reins. His donkey had gone lame, he abandoned it to the boys behind, he climbed in
to drive with Lettice. Tom, riding besde the cart, withessed the entire incident; he laughed as
heartily as ether of the others he fet it, however, as she fdt it—a new sudden spiritud
proximity to her proved this to him. Both shrank—from something disagreesble and &fflicting.
The hands looked somehow dreadful.

For the firg time Tom redised the physognomy of hands—that hands, rather than faces,
should be photographed; not merely that they seemed now so large, SO spread, so ugly, but that
somehow the glaring canary ydlow subtly emphassed another aspect that was distasteful and
unpleasant—an undesirable aspect in their owner. The cotton was atrocious. So obvious was it to
Tom that he fdt pity before he fdt disgust. The obnoxious revelation was so papable. He was
aware that he fdt ashamed—for Lettice. He stared for a moment, unable to move his eyes away.
The next second, lifting his glance, he saw that she, too, had noticed it. With a flash of keen
rdief, he was awae that dhe like himsdf, srank vigbly from the disressng hdf-sniger
revelation that was betrayal.



The hands, cased in their ridiculous yellow cotton, had physiognomy. Upon the par of them,
just then, was an expresson not to be denied: of furtiveness, of something dy and unrdiable, a
qudity not to be depended on through thick and thin, able to grasp for themselves but not to
hod—for others, esger to take, yet incompetent to give. The hands were sdfish, mean and
unprotective. It was a remakable disclosure of innate dudity hitheto conceded. Thelr
physiognomy dropped a mask the face gill wore. The hands looked draight at Lettice; they
assumed a sensud leer; they grinned.

‘One second,” Tony cried, ‘the reins hurt my fingers’—and had drawn from his pocket the
gloves and quickly dipped them on—canary yellow—cotton!

‘Oh, oh!” exclamed Lettice, ‘but how can you! It's ghastly . . . for aman . . .’ She dared a
moment, as though fascinated, then turned her eyes away, flicking the whip in the ar and
laughing—atrifle nervoudly.

Why the innocent, if vulgar, scrgps of clothing should have been so reveding was hard to say.
That they were incongruous and out of place in the Desart was surdy an inconsiderable thing,
that they were possbly in bad taste was of even less account. It was something more than that. It
came in a second of vivid intuition—so, at least, it seemed to Tom, and therefore perhaps to
Lettice too—that he saw his cousn's soul behind the foolish detal. Tony had put his soul upon
his hands—and the hands were somewhere chegp and worthless.

So difficult was it to catch the eusive thought in language, that Tom certainly used none of the
adjectives that flashed unbidden across his mind; he assuredly thought neither of ‘coarse’
‘untrustworthy,” nor of ‘fasg or ‘nasty’—yet the la named came probably nearest to
expressing the disquieting sensation that laid its ingdant pressure upon his nerves, then went its
way agan. It was disurbing in a very searching way; he fdt uneasy for her sake. How could he
leave her with the owner of those hands, the wearer of those gppaling yelow cotton gloves! The
laughter in him was subtle mockery. For, of course, he laughed a& himsdf for such an absurd
concluson. . . . Ye, somehow, those gloves reveded the man, betrayed him mercilessly! The
hands were naked—they were stained.

It was just then that her exclamation of disgpprova interrupted Tom's curious sensations. It
came with welcome. ‘ Thank Heavend’ avoice cried ingde him. . . . *Shefedsit too!’

‘But my dster sent them to me’ Tony defended himsdf ‘sent them from London. They're the
laest thing & home’ He was laughing a& himsdf. At the same time he was ghifting the
respongbility as usud.

Lettice laughed with him then, though her Laughter held another note that was not merriment.
He fdt disgudt, resentment in her. There was no pity there. Tony had missed a cue—the entire
Play was blocked. The ‘hero’ tirred contempt in place of admiration. But more—the incident
confirmed, it seemed, much else that had preceded it. Her eyes were opened.

The conflict of pain and joy in Tom was mog acute. His entire sacrifice—for an indant—
trembled in ahair-like baance. For the capital réle stood gravely endangered in her eyes.

‘Take them off Tony! Put them away! Hide them! | couldn’'t trust you to drive me with such
things on your hands. A man in ydlow canary cotton!’

All three laughed together, and Tom, watching the trivid incident, as he rode besde them, saw
her seize one hand and pull the glove off by the fingers. It seemed she tore a mask from one sde
of his face—the face benesth was disfigured. The glove fel into the bottom of the cat, then
caught the loose rein and was jerked out upon the sand. The next second, something of covert
fury in the gesture, Tony had taken off the other and tossed it to keep company with the fird.
Both hands showed naked: the entire face was bare. Tom looked away.



‘They are hideous rather, | admit, exclamed Tony. ‘The donkey boys can pick them up and
wear them.” And there was mortification in his tone and manner; dmost—he was found out.

It was the memory of this pregnant little incident that held persagtently before Tom's mind now,
as the tran bore him the long night through between the desart and the river that were Egypt.
The bigger crowding pictures, scenes and sentences, thronged panorama of the recent weeks, lay
in hiding underneeth; but it was the incident of those ydlow gloves tha memory tossed up for
ever before his eyes He cung to it in spite of himsdf. Imagination played its impish pranks.
What did it portend? Removing gloves was the firg act in undressng, it sruck him. Tony had
dressed up for the Play, the Play was over, he must put off piece by piece, the glamour he had
worn s0 successfully for his passonate réle. Once off the stage, the enchantment of te limdight,
the scenery, the rament of gold that left a perfume of ambra in the ar—adl the assumed
dlurements he had borrowed must be discarded. The Tony of the Play withdrew, the real Tony
stood discovered, undressed—by no means admirable. No longer on the boards, waking like a
king, with the regd fascination of an older day, he would pass dong the busy street unnoticed,
unadorned, bereft of the high distinction that imegination, so drangdy dirred, had lad upon him
for a little space. . . . The ydlow gloves lay now upon the desert sand; perhgps the whirling
tempest tossed them to and fro, perhaps it buried them; perhaps the Arab boys, proud of the
tinsd they mistook for gold, now wore them in their deep, lying on beds of rushes beneath the
flat-roofed houses of sun-baked clay. . . .

This vivid detail kept the heavier memories back a first; somehow the long review of his brief
Egyptian winter blocked each time agangt a par of sooping shoulders and a par of yelow
cotton gloves.

Duing the voyage of four days, however, followed then the inevitable crud aftermath of
doubt, suspicion, jedousy he had fancied long since overthrown. A hundred incidents and details
forced themsdves upon him from the past—glances, gestures, phrases, such little things and yet
0 pregnant with delayed or unddivered meaning. The meanings rose remorsdessy to the
surface now.

All belonged to the first days in Egypt before he noticed anything; the mind worked backwards
to their gleaning. They had escaped his atention a the time, yet the mind had registered them
none the less. He did not seek ther recovery, but the series offered itsdf compeling him to
examine one and dl, demanding that he should pass judgment. He forced them back, they lesped
up again on springs the reslience was due to their life, their truth; they were not to be denied.
There was no escape. . . .

All pointed to the same concluson: the month spent aone with Tony had worked the mischief
before his own ariva—by the time he came upon the scene the new rdationship was in full
swing beyond her power to stop it. Heavens, he had been blind! Ceasdesdy, endlesdy, he made
the circle of dternate pain and joy, of hope and despair, of doubt and confidences—yet the ided
in him safe beyond assault. He believed in her, he trusted, and he—hoped.

The most poignant test, however, came when port was reached and the scented land-wind met
his nodrils with the—Spring. He saw the harbour with its white houses shining in the early April
sunshing, the blue sea recdled a wide-shored lake among the mountains he saw the sea-gulls
heard the lapping of the waves againg the shipping. . . .

He took the train to a little town aong the coast, meaning to day there a day or two before
facing London, where the dismantling of the Brown Ha and the search for work awated him.
And there the full-blooded spring of this southern climate took him by the throat. The haze, the



swveet moig air, the luscious fidds, the woods and flowery roads, above al the singing birds—
this biting contrast with the dry, blazing desert skies of tawvny Egypt was didocating. The fierce
glare of perpetud summer seemed a nightmare he had left behind; he came back to the sweet
companionship of friendly lifein field and tree and flower.

The fird soft shower of rain, the firs long twilight, the singing of the thrushes &fter dark, the
light in the little homesteed windows—he fdt such intimate kindness in it dl that the tears rose
to his eyes. He longed to share it with her . . . there was no joy in life without her. . . . Egypt lay
behind him with its awful londiness its stern, forbidding emptiness, its nightmare sunsets, its
crud desart, its gppdling vastness in which everything had dready happened. Thebes was a
sngle, enormous tomb; his past lay buried there from the solemn, mournful, desolate hills he
had escaped.

He emeged into a amiling land of running streams and flowers. His new life was beginning
like the Spring. It gushed everywhere, reminding him of another Spring he fad known among the
mountains. . . . The ‘sum of loss he counted minute by minute, hour by hour, day by day. He
began the long, long reckoning. . . .

He fdt intolerably adone. The hunger and yearning in his heart ssemed more than he could
bear. This beauty . . . without her besde him, without her to share the sweet companionship of
the earth . . . was too much to bear. For one minute with her beside him in the meadows, picking
flowers ligening to the birds her blue vel flying in the wet mountan wind—he would have

given dl his life, his padt, his future, everything that mind and heart held precious. . . . In the
middle of which and a its darkest moment came the certain knowledge with a joy tha broke in
light and rapture on his soul—that she was beside him because she was within him. . . . He

gpproached the impersond, sdfless dtitude to which the attainment of an ided done is possble.
She had been added to him. . . .

CHAPTER XXXIII

The dlence, meanwhile, was like the slence that deeth brings. He clung tenacioudy to his ided,
yet he thought of her daly, nightly, hourly. She was redly never absent from his thoughts He
darved, yet perhaps he did not know he starved. . . . The days grew into weeks with a grinding,
dreadful downess. He had written from the steamer, explaining briefly that he was cdled to
England. He had written asmilar line to Tony too. No answers came.

Yet the glence was full of quesions. The mysery of her Egyptian infauaion remained the
biggest one of al perhaps. But there were others, equdly insstent. Did he redly possess her in a
way that made earthly companionship unnecessary? Had he lasting joy in this ided possesson?
Wes it true that an ided once attained, its prototype becomes unsatisfying? Did he deceive
himsdf? And had not her srange experience after al but ripened and completed her nature,
provided something she had lacked before, and blended the Mother and the Woman into the
perfect mate his dream foretold and his heart’s deep instinct prophesied?

He heard many answers to these questions; his heart made one, his reason made another. It was
the soft and urgent Spring, however, with its perffumed winds its snging birds, its happy
message  bresking with  tumultuous life—it was the Spring on those wooded Mediterranean
shores that whispered the compdlling truth. He needed her, he yearned. An idedl, on this earth, to
retan its upwad lure, must remain—an ided. Attanment in the literd sense dedtroys it. His
ams were hungry and his heat was desolate. Then one day he knew the happy yet unhappy
fedling that she suffered too. He fdt her thoughts about him like soft birds. . . .



And he wrote to her: ‘1 should just like to know that you are well—and happy.” He addressed it
to the Bungdow. The same day, chance had it, he received word from her, forwarded from the
Semiramis Hotd in Caro. She wrote two lines only: ‘Tom, the thing | had to tell you about
was—Warsaw. It isover. Asyou said, it is better written, perhaps, than told. Yours, L.’

Egypt came flooding through the open window as he lad the letter down; the dlence, the
desert spaces, the perfume and the spell. He saw one thing clearly in that second, for he saw it in
a flash. The secret of her trouble that last day in Luxor was laid bare—the knowledge that within
a few hours she would be free. To Tom she could not easly tel it; ddicacy, modesty, pride
forbade. Her long, painful duty, fathfully fulfilled these many years, was over. Her world had
atered, opened out. Vaues, of course, had ingantly atered too; she saw what was red and what
ephemerd; she looked a Tony and she looked at—himsdf. She could spesk to Tony—it was
eader, it did not matter—but she could not so easily spesk to Tom.

Theyellow gloves of cotton! . . . His heart legped within him.

He stared out of the window across the blue Mediterranean with its dancing, white-capped
waves he saw the white houses by the harbour; he watched the whirling sea-gulls and tasted the
fresh, st ar. How familiar it dl wad Of her whereabouts at that moment he had no knowledge;
she might be on the Seamer, gazing a the same dancing waves, she might be in Warsaw or in
London even; she might pass by the windows of the Brown Fat. .

He turned asde, closng the window. Egypt withdrew, the glamour waned, the ancient spell
seemed lifted. He thought of those Theban Hills without emotion. Yet something in him
trembled; he yearned, he ached, he longed with dl the longing of the Spring. He wavered—oh,
ddicioudy . . . . He was glad, radiantly glad, that she had written. Only—he dared not, he could
not answer. . . .

Yet big issues ae decided sometimes by pdtry and ignoble influences when <urdier
congderations produce no effect. It is the contrast that furnishes the magic. It was contrast,
doubtless, that swayed Tom’'s judgment in the very direction he had decided was prohibited. His
surroundings a the moment supplied the contrast, for these surroundings were petty and
ignoble—they drove him by the didress of sheer disgust into the world of larger vaues he had
known with her. Probably, he did not discover this conscioudy for himsdf: the result, in any
case, was logicd and obvious. Vdues changed suddenly for him, too, both in his outlook and his
judgment.

For he was spending a few days with his widowed sister, she who had been playmate to Lettice
years ago; and the conditions of her life and mind distressed him. He had seen her name in a
hotd lig of Mentone, he surprised her with a vidt; he was received with inexplicable coldness.
His tie with her was dight, her husband, a clergyman, little to his liking; he had not been iiear
them for severd years. The frigid reception, however, had a deeper cause, he fdt; his curiogty
was piqued.

His sster’s chart of existence, indeed, was bo remote from his own for true sympathy to be
possble, and her married life had not improved her. They had drifted apart without openly
acknowledging it. There was no quarrdl, but there was a certain bitterness between them. She had
a marked faiblesse, strange in one securely born, for those nomindly in high places that, while
disngenuous enough, jarred panfully dways on her brother. God was unknown to her, dthough
her husband preached most familiarly concerning Him. She had never seen the daty, but an Earl
was a living redity, and often very useful. This bana weskness, he now found, had increased in
widowhood. Tom hid his extreme distaste—and learned the astonishing reason for her coldness.
It was Mrs. Haughstone. It took his breath away. He was too amazed to speak.



How clearly he understood her conduct now in Egypt! For Mrs. Haughstone had spread stories
of the Bungdow, pernicious dories of an incredible kind, yet with just sufficent bads of
goparent truth to render them plausble—plausble, that is, to any who were glad of an excuse to
believe them agang himsdf. These dories by a round-about way, gathering in circumstantia
detall as they traveled, had reached his Sgter. She wished to believe them, and she did. Certain
relaives, moreover, of meagre inteligence but highly placed in the socid world, and
consequently of great importance in her life, were remotely affected by the lurid tales. A report
in full is unnecessary, but Mary hed tha the family honour was dained. It was an incredible
imbroglio. Tom was so overwhemed by this revelation of the jedous woman's guile, and the
light it threw upon her rdle in Egypt, tha he did not even trouble to defend himsdf. He merdy
fdt sorry that his sster could bdieve such tdes—and forgave her without a single word. He saw
in it dl another scrgp of evidence that the Wave had indeed falen, that his life everywhere, and
from the most unlikely directions, was threstened, that dl the most solid in the Structure he had
hitherto built up and leaned upon, was crumbling—and mugt crumble utterly—in order that it
might rise secure upon fresh foundations.

He faced it, but faced it slently. He washed his hands of dl concerned; he had learned ther
vaues too; he now looked forward ingtead of behind; that is, he forgot, and a the same time
utterly—forgave.

But the effect upon him was curious. The stagnant ditch his sgter lived in had the result of
flinging him headlong back into the larger stream he had jud left behind him; in that larger world
things happened indeed, things unpleasant, crud, myserious, amazing—but yet not little things
The scde was vadter, horizons wider, beauty and wonder waked hand in hand with love and
desth. The contrast shook him; the trivid blow had this immense effect, that he yearned with
redoubled passon for the region in which bigger ideds with their prototypes, however broken,
existed Sde by sde.

This yearning, and the change involved, remained subtly concedled, however. He was not
properly conscious of it. Other very practicd condderations, it seemed, influenced him; his
money was getting low; he had luckily sublet the flat, but the question of work was becoming
ingstent. There was much to be faced. . . . A month had dipped by, it was five weeks since he
had left Egypt. He decided to go to London. He telegraphed to the Club for his letters—he
expected important ones—to be sent to Paris, and it was in a smadl high room on the top floor of
a second-rate hotd across the Seine that he found them waiting for him. It was here, in this dingy
room, that he read the wondrous words. The letter had lain a his Club three days, it was dated
Switzerland and the postmark was Montreux. It was in pencil, without beginning and without
end; his name, the Sgnature did not appear

Your little letter has come—yes, | am well, but happy | am not. | went to the Semiramis and found
that you had sailed, sailed without even a good-bye. | have come here, here to familiar little Montreux
by the blue lake, where we first knew the Spring together. | can’t say anything, | can t explain
anything. You must never ask me to explain; Egypt changed me—brought out something in me | was
helpless to resist. It was something perhaps | needed. | struggled—perhaps you can guess how |
struggled, perhaps you can’'t. | have suffered these past weeks, | believe that | have expiated
something. The power that drove me is exhausted, and that is all | know. | have worked it out. | have
come back. There is no blame for others—for any one; | can’'t explain. Your little |etter has come, and
so | write. Help me, oh, help me in years to find my respect again, and try to love the woman you once
knew—knew here in Montreux beside the lake, long ago in our childhood days, further back still,
perhaps, though where | do not know. And, Tom—tell me how you are. | must know that. Please write
and tell me that. | can bear it no longer. If anything happened to you | should just turn over and die.
Y ou have been true and very big, oh, so true and big. | seeit now. . . .



Tom did not answer. He took the night train. He was just in time to catch the Smplon Express
from the Gare de Lyon. He reached Montreux at seven o'clock, when the June sun was aready
high above the Dent du Midi and the lake a sheet of sparkling blue. He went to his old hotd. He
saw the swans floating like bundles of dry paper, he saw the whirling sea-gulls, he obtained his
foomer room. And sxing was jus mdting into full-blovn summer upon the encrding
mountains.

It was 4ill early when he had bathed and breakfasted, too early for visitors to be abroad, too
early to search He could stle to nothing; he filled the time as best he could; he smoked and read
an English newspaper that was severd days old at least. His eyes took in the lines, but his mind
did not take in the sense—until a familiar name caught his atention and made him keenly dert.
The name was Anthony Windowe. He remembered suddenly that Tony had never replied to his
letter. . . . The paragraph concerning his cousin, however, dedt with another matter that sent the
blood flaming to his cheeks. He was defendant in the breach of promise suit brought by a
notorious London actress, then playing in a popular revue. The case had opened; the letters were
dready produced in court—and read. The print danced before his eyes. The letters were dated
last October and November, just before Tony had come out to Egypt, and with crimson face Tom
reed them. It was more than digressng, it was dfflicting—the letters tore an established
reputetion into a thousand pieces. He could not finish the report; he only prayed that another had
not seen it. . . .

It was deven o' clock when he went out and joined the throng of people sunning themselves on
the walk besde the lake. The air was sweet and fresh, there were sdling-boats upon the water,
the blue mountains lifted their dazzling show far, far into the summer ky. He leaned over the
rall and watched the myriads of tiny fishes, he watched the swans, he saw the dim line of the Jura
hills in the hazy digance, he heard the muffled beat of a steamer’s paddle-wheds a long way off.
And then, dbruptly, he was aware that some one touched him a hand in a long white glove was
on his am; there was a subtle perfume two dark eyes looked into his, and he heard a low
familiar voice

‘One day we shdl find each other in acrowd.’

Tom was amazingly inarticulate. He just turned and looked down a her, moving a few inches
closer as he did so. She wore a black boa; the fur touched his cheek.

“You have come back,” he said.

There was a new wonder in her face, a soft new beauty. The woman in her glowed. . . . He saw
the suffering plainly too.

“We have both found out,” she said very low, ‘found out what we are to one ancther.’

Tom's supply of words failed completely then. He looked at her—Ilooked dl the language in
the world. And she understood. She lowered her eyes. ‘I fed shy,” he thought he heard. It was
murmured only. The next minute she rased her eyes agan to his He saw them dark and
beautiful, tender as his mother's, true and fathful, as in his boyhood's dream of years ago. But
they were now awoman's eyes.

‘I never redly left you, Tom . . . she said with absolute conviction. ‘I never could. | went aside
. . . to fetch something—to give to you. That was adl!’



