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THOMAS HARDY



AUTHOR'S NOTE

This narrative, written too hastily in
wartime, has been drastically revised.



PART I

AT the door of St. George’s registry office, Charles Clare
Winton strolled forward in the wake of the taxi-cab that
was bearing his daughter away with “the fiddler fellow”
she had married. His sense of decorum forbade hie walk-
ing with Nurse Betty—the only other witness of the wed-
ding. A stout woman in a highly emotional condition
would have companioned incongruously his slim, upright
figure, moving with just that unexaggerated swing and
balance becoming to a lancer of the old school, even if he
has been on the retired list for sixteen years.

Poor Betty! He thought of her with irritated sympathy
—she need not have given way to tears on the door-step.
She might well feel lost now Gyp was gone, but not so
lost as himself! His pale-gloved hand—the one real hand
he had,:’ or his right hand had been amputated at the wrist
—twisted vexedly at the small, grizzling moustache lifting
itself from the corners of his firm lips. On this grey
February day he wore no overcoat; faithful to the absolute,
almost shamefaced quietness of that wedding, he had not
even donned black coat and silk hat, but wore a blue suit
and a hard black felt. The instinct of a soldier and hunt-
ing man to exhibit no sign whatever of emotion did not
desert him this dark day of his life; but his grey-hazel eyes
kept contracting, staring fiercely, contracting again; and,
at moments, as if overpowered by some deep feeling, they
darkened and seemed to draw back in his head. His face
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was narrow and weathered and thin-cheeked, with a clean-
cut jaw, small ears, hair darker than the moustache, but
touched at the side wings with grey—the face of a man of
action, self-reliant, resourceful. ~And his bearing was that
of one who has always been a bit of a dandy, and paid
attention to ‘“‘form,” yet been conscious sometimes that
there were things beyond. A man, who, preserving all the
precision of a type, yet had in him a streak of something
not typical.

Making his way towards the park, he turned into Mount
Street. There was the house still, though the street had
been very different then—the house he had passed, up and
down in the fog, like a ghost, that November afternoon,
like a cast-out dog, in agony of mind, twenty-three years
ago, when Gyp was born. And then to be told at the door
—he, with no right to enter, he, loving as he believed man
never loved woman—to be told at the door that she was
dead—dead in bearing what he and she alone knew was
their child! Up and down in the fog, hour after hour,
knowing her time was upon her; and at last to be told
that! Of all fates that befell men, surely the most awful
was to love too much.

Queer that his route should take him past the very house
to-day, after this new bereavement! Accursed luck—that
gout which had sent him to Wiesbaden last September!
Accursed luck that Gyp had ever set eyes on this fellow
Fiorsen, with his fatal fiddle! Certainly not since Gyp
had come to live with him, fifteen years ago, had he felt so
forlorn and fit for nothing. To-morrow he would get
back to Mildenham and see what hard riding would do.
Without Gyp—to be without Gyp! A fiddler! A chap
who had never been on a horse in his life! And with his
crutch-handled cane he switched viciously at the air, as
though carving a man in two.



BEYOND 9

His club, near Hyde Park Corner, had never seemed to
him so desolate. From sheer force of habit he went into
the card-room. The afternoon had so darkened that
electric light already burned, and the usual dozen of
players were seated among the shaded gleams falling de-
corously on dark-wood tables, on the backs of chairs, on
cards and tumblers, the little gilded coffee-cups, the polished
nails of fingers holding cigars. A crony challenged him to
piquet. He sat down listless. That three-legged whist—
bridge—had always offended his fastidiousness—a mangled
short cut of a game! Poker had something blatant in it
Piquet, though out of fashion, remained for him the only
game worth playing—the only game which still had style.
He held good cards, and rose the winner of five pounds
that he would willingly have paid to escape the boredom of
the bout. Where would they be by now? Past New-
bury; Gyp sitting opposite that Swedish fellow with his
greenish wildcat’s eyes. Something furtive, and so foreign,
about him! A mess—if he were any judge of horse or
man! Thank God he had tied Gyp’s money up—every
farthing! And an emotion that was almost jealousy swept
him at the thought of the fellow’s arms round his soft-haired,
dark-eyed daughter—that pretty, willowy creature, so like in
face and limb to her whom he had loved so desperately.

Eyes followed him when he left the card-room, for he
was one who inspired in other men a kind of admiration—
none could say exactly why. Many quite as noted for
general good sportsmanship attracted no such attention.
Was it the streak of something not quite typical—the brand
left on him by the past?

Abandoning the club, he walked slowly along the rail-
ings of Piccadilly towards home, that house in Bury Street,
St. James’s, which had been his London abode since he
was quite young—one of the few houses in the street left
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untouched by the passion for pulling down and building
up, which had spoiled half London in his opinion.

A silent man, with the soft, quick, dark eyes of a wood-
cock, and a long, greenish, knitted waistcoat, black cut-
away, and tight trousers strapped over his boots, opened
the door.

“l shan't go out again, Markey. Mrs. Markey must
give me some dinner. Anything will do.”

Markey signalled that he had heard, and those eyes
under eyebrows meeting and forming one long, dark line,
took his master in from head to heel. He had already
nodded last night, when his wife had said the guv’nor
would take it hard. Retiring to the back premises, he
jerked his head towards the street and made a motion up-
ward with his hand, by which Mrs. Markey, an astute
woman, understood that she had to go out and shop be-
cause the guvnor was dining in. When she had gone,
Markey sat down opposite Betty, Gyp’s old nurse. The
stout woman was still crying in a quiet way. It gave him
the fair hump, for he felt inclined to howl like a dog him-
self. After watching her broad, rosy, tearful face in silence
for some minutes, he shook his head, and, with a gulp and
a tremor of her comfortable body, Betty desisted. One
paid attention to Markey.

Winton went first into his daughter’'s bedroom, and
gazed at its emptied silken order, its deserted silver mirror,
twisting viciously at his little moustache. Then, in his
sanctum, he sat down before the fire, without turning up
the light. Anyone looking in would have thought he was
asleep; but the drowsy influence of that deep chair and
cosy fire had drawn him back into the long-ago. What
unhappy chance had made him pass her house to-day!

In theory there is no such thing as an affinity, no case
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—of a man, at least—made bankrupt of passion by a single
love. In fact, there are such men—neck-or-nothing men,
quiet and self-contained, the last to expect that nature will
play them such a trick, the last to desire such surrender of
themselves, or know when their fate is on them. Who
could have seemed less likely than Charles Clare Winton
to fall over head and ears in love when he stepped into the
Belvoir Hunt ballroom at Grantham one December even-
ing, twenty-four years ago? A keen soldier, a dandy, a
first-rate man to hounds, already almost a proverb in his
regiment for coolness and for a sort of courteous disregard
of women as among the minor things of life—he had stood
there by the door, in no hurry to dance, taking a survey
with an air that just did not give an impression of “‘side”
because it was not at all put on. And—behold!—she had
walked past him, and his world was changed for ever. Was
it an illusion of light which made her whole spirit seem to
shine through a half-startled glance? Or a little trick of
gait, a swaying, seductive balance of body; was it the way
her hair waved back, or a subtle scent, as of a flower?
What was it? The wife of a squire of those parts, with a
house in London. There was no excuse—not an ill-treated
woman; an ordinary, humdrum marriage, of three years’
standing; no children. An amiable, good fellow of a hus-
band, fifteen years older than herself, inclined already to
be an invalid. No excuse! Yet, in one month from that
night, Winton and she were lovers, not only in thought but
in deed. A thing so beyond “good form” and his sense
of what was honourable and becoming in an officer and
gentleman, that it was never a question of weighing pro
and con, the cons had it so completely. And yet from that
first evening, he was hers, she his. For each of them the
one thought was how to be with the other. If so—why did
they not at least go off together? Not for want of his be-
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seeching. And no doubt, if she had survived Gyp’s birth,
they would have gone. But to face the prospect of ruining
two men, as it looked to her, had till then been too much
for that soft-hearted creature. Death stilled her struggle
before it was decided. She was of those women in whom
utter devotion can still go hand in hand with a doubting
soul. Such are generally the most fascinating; for the
power of hard and prompt decision robs women of mystery,
of the subtle atmosphere of change and chance. Though
she had but one part in four of foreign blood, she was not
at all English. But Winton was English to his backbone,
English in his sense of form, and in that curious streak of
desperation which will break form to smithereens in one
department and leave it untouched in every other of its
owner’s life. To have called Winton a “crank” would
never have occurred to anyone—his hair was always per-
fectly parted; his boots glowed; he was hard and reticent,
accepting and observing every canon of well-bred existence.
Yet, in his one infatuation, he was lost to the world and
its opinion. At any moment during that one year of their
love he would have risked his life and sacrificed his career
for a whole day in her company, yet he never, by word or
look, compromised her. He had carried his punctilious
observance of her “honour” to a point more bitter than
death, consenting, even, to her covering up the tracks of
their child’s coming. Paying that gambler’'s debt was by
far the bravest deed of his life, and even now its memory
festered.

To this very room he had come back after hearing she
was dead; this room refurnished to her taste, so that even
now, with its satinwood chairs, little dainty Jacobean
bureau, shaded old brass candelabra, divan, it still had an
air exotic to bachelordom. There, on the table, had been
a letter recalling him to his regiment, ordered on active
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service. If he had realised what he would go through
before he had the chance of trying to lose his life out there,
he must have taken that life, sitting in this very chair
before the fire. He had not the luck he wished for in that
little war—he secured nothing but distinction. When it
was over, he went on, with a few more lines in his face
and heart, soldiering, shooting tigers, pig-sticking, playing
polo, riding to hounds harder than ever; giving nothing
away to the world; winning steadily the curious, uneasy
admiration felt for those who combine reckless daring with
an ice-cool manner. Less of a talker even than most of
his kind, and never a talker about women, he did not gain
the reputation of a woman-hater, though he so manifestly
avoided them. After six years service in India and Egypt,
he lost his right hand in a charge against dervishes, and had
to retire, with the rank of major, at the age of thirty-four.
For a long time he had hated the very thought of the child
—his child, in giving birth to whom the woman he loved
had died. Then came a curious change of feeling; and for
three years before his return to England, he had been in
the habit of sending home odds and ends picked up in the
bazaars, to serve as toys. In return, he had received, twice
annually at least, a letter from the man who thought him-
self Gyp’s father. These letters he answered. The squire
had been fond of her, and though never once had it seemed
possible to Winton to have acted otherwise than he did, he
had all the time preserved a just and formal sense of the
wrong he had done this man. He did not experience
remorse, but he had always an irksome feeling as of a debt
unpaid, mitigated by knowledge that no one had ever sus-
pected, and discounted by memory of the torture he had
endured to make sure against suspicion.

When he was at last back in England, the squire had
come to see him. The poor man was failing fast from
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Bright’'s disease. =~ Winton entered again that house in
Mount Street with an emotion, to stifle which required more
courage than a cavalry charge. But one whose heart, as
he would have put it, is “‘in the right place,” does not
indulge the quaverings of his nerves, and he faced those
rooms where he had last seen her, faced a lonely little
dinner with her husband, without sign of feeling. He did
not see little Ghita, or Gyp, as she had nicknamed herself,
for she was already in bed; and it was a whole month
before he brought himself to go there at an hour when he
could see the child if he would. He was afraid. What
would the sight of this little creature stir in him? When
Betty, the nurse, brought her in to see the soldier gentle-
man with “the leather hand,” who had sent her those
funny toys, she stood calmly staring with her large, deep-
brown eyes. Being seven, her little brown velvet frock
barely reached the knees of her thin, brown-stockinged
legs planted one just in front of the other, as might be the
legs of a small brown bird; the oval of her gravely wonder-
ing face was a warm cream colour without red in i,
except that of the lips, which were neither full nor thin,
and had a little tuck, the tiniest possible dimple at one
comer. Her hair of warm dark brown had been specially
brushed and tied with a narrow red ribbon back from her
forehead, which was broad and rather low, and this added
to her gravity. Her eyebrows were thin and dark and
perfectly arched; her little nose perfectly straight, her little
chin in perfect balance between round and point. She
stood and stared till Winton smiled. Then the gravity of
her face broke, her lips parted, her eyes seemed to fly a
little. And Winton's heart turned over within him—she
was the very child of her that he had lost! And he said,
In a voice which seemed to him to tremble;
“Well, Gyp?”
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“Thank you for my toys; I like them.”

He held out his hand, and she put her small hand into
it. A sense of solace, as if someone had slipped a finger
in and smoothed his heart, came over Winton. Gently, so
as not to startle her, he raised her hand a little, bent, and
kissed it. Either because of his instant recognition that
here was one as sensitive as child could be, or of some
deeper instinctive sense of ownership between them from
that moment, Gyp conceived for him a rushing admiration,
one of those headlong affections children will sometimes
take for the most unlikely persons.

He used to go there at an hour when he knew the squire
would be asleep, between two and five. After he had been
with Gyp, walking in the park, riding with her in the Row,
or on wet days sitting in her lonely nursery telling stories,
while stout Betty looked on half hypnotised, a rather queer
and doubting look on her comfortable face—after such
hours, he found it difficult to go to the squire’s study and
sit opposite him, smoking. Those interviews reminded him
too much of past days, when he had kept such a desperate
check on himself. The squire welcomed him eagerly, saw
nothing, felt nothing, was grateful for his goodness to the
child. He had died in the following spring. And Winton
found that he had been made Gyp’s guardian and trustee.
Since his wife’s death, the squire had muddled his affairs,
his estate was heavily mortgaged; but Winton accepted the
position with an almost savage satisfaction, and, from that
moment, schemed deeply to get Gyp all to himself. The
Mount Street house was sold; the Lincolnshire place let.
She and Nurse Betty were installed at his own hunting-box,
Mildenham. In this effort to get her away from all the
squire’s relations, he employed to the utmost his power of
making people feel him unapproachable. Never impolite,
he simply froze them out. Well-off himself, his motives
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could not be called in question. In one year he had isolated
her from all except stout Betty. He had no qualms, for
Gyp was no more happy away from him than he from her. He
had at last decided that she should be called by his name,
round Mildenham. It was to Markey he gave the order
that Gyp was to be little Miss Winton for the future. When
he came in from hunting that day, Betty was waiting in
his study. She stood in the emptiest part of that rather
dingy room. Her round, rosy face was confused between
awe and resolution, and she had made a sad mess of her
white apron. Her blue eyes met Winton’s with a sort of
desperation.

“About what Markey told me, sir. My old master
wouldn’t have liked it, sir.”

Touched on the raw, Winton said icily:

“Indeed! You will be good enough to comply with my
wish, all the same.”

The stout woman'’s face grew very red.

“Yes, sir; but I've seen what I've seen. I never said
anything, but I've got eyes. If Miss Gyp’s to take your
name, sir, then tongues 'll wag, and my dear, dead mis-

At the look on his face she stopped.

“You will be kind enough to keep your thoughts to
yourself. If any word or deed of yours gives the slightest
excuse for talk—you go, and you never see Gyp again!
In the meantime you will do what 1T ask. Gyp is my
adopted daughter.”

She had always been a little afraid of him, but she had
never seen that look in his eyes or heard him speak in that
voice. And, bending her full moon of a face, she went,
with her apron crumpled and tears in her eyes. Winton,
at the window, watching the darkness gather, the leaves
flying by on a sou-westerly wind, drank his cup of bitter
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triumph. He had never had the right to that dead, forever-
loved mother of his child. He meant to have the child.
If tongues must wag, let them! This was a defeat of all
his previous precaution, a deep victory of natural instinct.
And his eyes narrowed and stared into the darkness.

n

IN spite of victory over all human rivals in the heart of
Gyp, Winton had a rival whose strength he fully realised
perhaps for the first time now that she was gone, and he,
before the fire, was brooding over her departure and the
past. Not likely that one of his decisive type, whose life
had so long been bound up with swords and horses, would
grasp what music might mean to a little gitl. She required,
he knew, to be taught scales, and “In a Cottage near a
Wood” with other melodies. He took care not to go
within sound of them, and had no conception of the avidity
with which Gyp had mopped up all, and more than all,
her governess could teach her. He was blind to the rapture
with which she listened to any stray music—to carols in
the Christmas dark, to certain hymns, and one special
“Nunc Dimittis” in the village church; to the horn of the
hunter far out in the quivering, dripping coverts; even to
Markey’s whistling, which was strangely sweet.

He could share her love of dogs and horses, take an
anxious interest in her way of catching bumble-bees in the
hollow of her hand and putting them to her small, delicate
ear to hear them buzz, sympathise with her continual
ravages among the flower-beds, in the old-fashioned garden,
full of lilacs and laburnums in spring, pinks, roses, corn-
flowers in summer, dahlias and sunflowers in autumn, and
always a little neglected and overgrown, a little squeezed
in, and elbowed by the more important surrounding pad-

*
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docks. He could sympathise with her attempts to draw
his attention to the song of the birds; but it was simply not
in him to understand how she loved and craved for music.
She was a cloudy little creature, up and down in mood—
rather like a brown lady spaniel that she had, now gay as
a butterfly, now brooding as night. Any touch of harsh-
ness she took to heart fearfully. Pride and self-disparage-
ment seemed mixed in her so deeply that none knew of
which her cloudy fits were the result. Sensitive, she
“fancied” things terribly. What others did to her, and
thought nothing of, often seemed to her conclusive evidence
that she was not loved by anybody, though she wanted to
love everyone—nearly. Then she would feel: “If they
don't love me, I don’t care. I don't want anything of
anybody!” And, presently, all would blow away just
like a cloud, and she would love and be gay, until some-
thing fresh, perhaps not at all meant to hurt her, would
again hurt her horribly. In reality, the whole household
loved and admired her. But she was one of those delicate-
treading beings, bom with a skin too few, who—and
especially in childhood—suffer from themselves in a world
born with a skin too many.

To Winton’s delight, she knew no fear on horseback.
She had the best governess he could get her, the daughter
of an admiral, in distressed circumstances; and later on, a
tutor for her music, who came twice a week all the way
from London—a sardonic man who cherished for her even
more secret admiration than she for him. Unlike most
girls, she never had an epoch of awkward plainness, but
grew like a flower, evenly, steadily. Winton often gazed at
her with a sort of intoxication; the turn of her head, the
way those perfectly shaped, wonderfully clear brown eyes
would “fly,” the set of her straight, round neck, the very
shaping of her limbs, were all such poignant reminders of
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what he had so loved. And yet, for all that likeness to
her mother, there was a difference, both in form and
character. Gyp had, as it were, an extra touch of chisel-
ling in body, more fastidiousness in soul, a little more
poise, a little more sheer grace; in mood more variance, in
mind more clarity, and, mixed with her sweetness, a
distinct spice of scepticism which her mother had lacked.

Though delicate in build, she was not frail, and out
hunting would “go” all day, and come in so tired that
she would drop on to the tiger skin before the fire, rather
than face the stairs. Life at Mildenham was lonely, save
for Winton’s hunting cronies, and they but fewr, for his
spiritual dandyism did not gladly suffer the average country
gentleman, and his frigid courtesy frightened women.

As Betty had foreseen, tongues did wag—those tongues
of the countryside, avid of spice in the tedium of dull lives
and brains. And, though no breath of gossip came to
Winton’s ears, no women visited at Mildenham. Save for
the friendly casual acquaintanceships of churchyard, hunt-
ing-field, and local race-meetings, Gyp grew up knowing
hardly any of her own sex. This dearth developed her
reserve, kept her backward in sex-perception, gave her a
faint, unconscious contempt for men—always at the beck
and call of her smile, and easily disquieted by a little frown
—gave her also a secret yearning for companions of her own
gender, who always took a fancy to her, which made the
transitory nature of these friendships tantalising.

Her moral and spiritual growth was not the sort of
subject to which Winton could pay much attention. It was
pre-eminently a matter one did not talk about. Outward
forms, such as going to church, should be preserved; manners
should be taught her by his own example as much as
possible; beyond this, nature must look after things. His
view had much real wisdom. She was a quick and voracious

2*
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reader, bad at remembering what she read; and though she
had soon devoured all the books in Winton’s meagre library,
including Byron, Whyte-Melville, and Humboldt’s ““Cosmos,”
they had not left much on her mind. The attempts of her
little governess to impart religion were somewhat arid of
result, and the interest of the vicar, Gyp, with her instinctive
spice of scepticism, soon put into the same category as the
interest of all the other males she knew. She felt that he
enjoyed calling her “my dear” and patting her shoulder,
and that this enjoyment was enough reward for his exertions.

Tucked away in that little old dark manor house, whose
stables alone were up to date—three hours from London,
and some thirty miles from The Wash, her upbringing
lacked modernity. About twice a year Winton took her to
town to stay with his unmarried sister Rosamund in Curzon
Street. Those weeks increased her natural taste for charming
clothes, fortified her teeth, and fostered her passion for
music and the theatre. But the two main nourishments of
the modem girl—discussion and games—she lacked utterly.
Those years of her life from fifteen to nineteen were before
the social resurrection of 1906, and the world still crawled
like a winter fly on a window-pane. Winton was a Tory,
Aunt Rosamund a Tory, everybody round her a Tory. The
only spiritual influence on her girlhood was her headlong
love for her father. The sense of form both had in high
degree prevented much demonstration; but to be with him,
do things for him, to admire, and credit him with perfec-
tion; and, since she could not exactly wear the same clothes
or speak in the same clipped, quiet, decisive voice, to dislike
the clothes and voices of other men—all this was precious
to her beyond everything. If she inherited his fastidious
sense of form, she also inherited his capacity for putting
all her eggs in one basket And since her company alone
gave him real happiness, the current of love flowed over her
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heart all the time. Abundant love for somebody was as
necessary to her as water running up the stems of flowers,
abundant love from somebody as needful as sunshine on
their petals. And Winton’s somewhat frequent little runs to
town, to Newmarket, or where not, were always marked in
her by a fall of the barometer, which recovered as his return
grew near.

One part of her education, at all events, was not
neglected—cultivation of an habitual sympathy with her
poorer neighbours. Without concerning himself in the least
with problems of sociology, Winton had by nature an open
hand and heart for cottagers, and abominated interference
with their lives. And so Gyp, who by nature also never
set foot anywhere without invitation, as always hearing the
words: ““Step in, Miss Gyp;” “Step in and sit down,
lovey;” and a good many words besides from even the
boldest and baddest characters, who liked her pretty face
and sympathetic listening.

So passed the eleven years till she was nineteen and
Winton forty-six. Then, under the wing of her little gover-
ness, she went to the hunt-ball. Her dress, perfect in fit,
was not white, but pale maize-colour, as if she had already
been to dances. She had all Winton’s dandyism, and just
so much more as was appropriate to her sex. With her
dark hair, fluffed and coiled, waving across her fore-
head, her neck bare for the first time, her eyes really
“flying,” and a demeanour perfectly cool—as though she
knew that light and movement, covetous looks, soft speeches,
and admiration were her birthright—she was more beau-
tiful than even Winton had thought her. At her breast
she wore a bunch of cyclamen procured by him from town
—a flower of whose scent she was very fond. Swaying
and delicate, warmed by excitement, she reminded him, in
every movement and by every glance of her eyes, of her
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whom he had first met at just such a ball as this. And by
the carriage of his head he conveyed to the world the pride
he was feeling.

That evening held many sensations for Gyp—some
delightful, one confused, one unpleasant. Admiration was
dear to her. She passionately enjoyed dancing, loved
feeling that she was dancing well and giving pleasure. But,
twice over, she sent away her partners, smitten with com-
passion for her little governess sitting against the wall with
no one to take notice of her, because she was elderly, and
roundabout! And, to that loyal person’s horror, she in-
sisted on sitting beside her all through two dances. Nor
would she go in to supper with anyone but Winton.
Returning to the ballroom on his arm, she overheard an
elderly woman say: ““Oh, don’t you know? Of course he
really is her father!” and an elderly man answer: ‘““Ah,
that accounts for it—quite so!” She could see their in-
quisitive, cold slightly malicious glances, and knew they
were speaking of her. And just then her partner came
for her.

“Really is her father!” The words meant too much to
be grasped this evening of full sensations. They left a little
bruise somewhere, but softened and anointed, just a sense
of confusion at the back of her mind. And very soon
came that other sensation, ugly and disillusioning. It was
after a dance with a good-looking man quite twice her age.
They were sitting behind some palms, when suddenly he
bent his flushed face and kissed her bare arm above the
elbow. If he had hit her he could not have astonished
or hurt her more. It seemed to her innocence that he
would never have done such a thing if she had not said
something dreadful to encourage him. She got up, gazed
at him a moment with eyes dark from pain, shivered, and
slipped away. She went straight to Winton. From her face,
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all closed up, her tightened lips, and the familiar little
droop at their corners, he knew something dire had hap-
pened; but she would say nothing except that she was tired
and wanted to go home. And so, with the faithful gover-
ness, who, having been silent perforce nearly all the evening,
was now full of conversation, they drove out into the frosty
night. Winton sat beside the chauffeur, smoking viciously”
his fur collar turned up over his ears, his eyes stabbing
the darkness, under his round, low-drawn fur cap. Who
had dared upset his darling? And, within the car, the
little governess chattered softly, and Gyp in her dark corner
sat silent, seeing nothing but that insult.

She lay awake long hours in the darkness, while coher-
ence was forming in her mind. Those words: “Really is
her father!” and that man’s kissing of her bare arm, were
a sort of revelation of sex-mystery, hardening the con-
sciousness that there was something at the back of her life.
A child so sensitive had not, of course, quite failed to feel
the spiritual draughts around her; but instinctively she had
recoiled from more definite perceptions. The time before
Winton came was all so faint—Betty, toys, short glimpses
of a kind, invalidish man called “Papa.” In that word
there was no depth compared with the word ‘“Dad”
bestowed on Winton. None, except Betty, had ever talked
of her mother. There was nothing sacred in Gyp’s associa-
tions, no faiths to be broken by any knowledge that might
come to her; isolated from other girls, she had little reali-
sation even of the conventions. But she suffered horribly,
lying there in the dark—from bewilderment, from thorns
dragged over her skin, rather than from a stab in the heart.
The knowledge of something about her conspicuous, doubt-
ful, provocative of insult, as she thought, hurt grievously.
Those few wakeful hours made a heavy mark. She fell
asleep at last, still all in confusion, and woke up with a
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passionate desire to knotu. All that morning she sat at her
piano, playing, refusing to go out, frigid to Betty and her
governess, till the former was reduced to tears and the
latter to Wordsworth. After tea she went to Winton’s study,
that dingy little room where he never studied anything,
with leather chairs and books which—except “Mr. Jor-
rocks,” Byron, those on the care of horses, and the novels
of Whyte-Melville—he never read; with prints of super-
equine celebrities, his sword, and photographs of Gyp and
of brother officers on the walls; with only two bright spots
—the fire, and the little bowl that Gyp always kept filled
with flowers.

When she came gliding in, slender and rounded, her
creamy, dark-eyed, oval face all cloudy, she seemed to
Winton to have grown up of a sudden. He had been
cudgelling his brains all day. From the fervour of his love
he felt an anxiety that was almost fear. What could have
happened last night—the first night of her entrance into
meddle-some, gossiping society! She slid down to the floor
against his knee. He could not see her face, could not even
touch her; for she had settled down on his right side. He
mastered his tremors and said:

“Well, Gyp—tired?”

“No.”

“A little bit?”

“No.”

“Was it up to what you thought, last night?”

“Yes.”

The logs hissed and crackled; the long flames ruffled
in the chimney-draught; the wind roared outside—then, so
suddenly that it took his breath away:

“Dad, are you really and truly my father?”

In the few seconds before an answer that could in no
way be evaded, Winton had time for a tumult of reflection.
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A less resolute character would have been caught by mental
blankness, then flung itself in panic on “Yes” or “No.”
But Winton would not answer without having faced the
consequences of his reply. To be her father was the most
warming thing in his life; but if he avowed it, how far
would he injure her love for him? What did a girl know?
How make her understand? What would her feeling be
about her dead mother? How would that dead loved one
feel? What would she have wished?

It was a cruel moment. And the girl, pressed against
his knee, with face hidden, gave him no help. Impossible
to keep it from her, now that her instinct was roused! And,
clenching his hand on the arm of his chair, he said:

“Yes, Gyp; your mother and I loved each other.”

He felt a quiver go through her, would have given much
to see her face. What, even now, did she understand?
Well, it must be gone through with, and he said:

“What made you ask?”

She shook her head and murmured:

“I'm glad.”

Grief, shock, even surprise, would have roused all his
loyalty to the dead, all the old stubborn bitterness, and he
would have frozen up against her. But this acquiescent
murmur made him long to smooth it down.

“Nobody has ever known. She died when you were
born. It was a fearful grief to me. If you've heard any-
thing, it's just gossip, because you go by my name. Your
mother was never talked about. But it’s best you should
know, now you're grown up. People don't often love as she
and I loved. You needn't be ashamed.”

Her face was still turned from him. She said quietly:

“I'm not ashamed. Am I very like her?”

““Yes; more than I could ever have hoped.”

“Then you don't love me for myself?”
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Winton was but dimly conscious of how that question
revealed her nature, its power of piercing instinctively to
the heart of things, its sensitive pride, and demand for
utter and exclusive love. And he simply said:

“What do you think?”

Then, to his dismay, he perceived that she was crying
—struggling against it so that her shoulder actually shook
his knee. He had hardly ever known her cry, not in all
the disasters of unstable youth, and she had received her
full meed of knocks and tumbles. He could only stroke
that shoulder, and say:

“Don't cry, Gyp; don't cry.”

She ceased as suddenly as she had begun, got up, and,
before he too could rise, was gone.

That evening, at dinner, she was just as usual. He
could not detect the slightest difference in her voice or
manner, or in her good-night kiss. A moment that he had
dreaded for years was over, leaving only the faint shame
which follows a breach of reticence on the spirits of those
who worship it. While the old secret had been quite un-
disclosed, it had not troubled him. Disclosed, it hurt him.
But Gyp, in those twenty-four hours, had left childhood
behind for good; her feeling towards men had hardened.
If she did not hurt them a little, they would hurt her! The
sex-instinct had come to life.

LU

THE next two years were much less solitary, passed in
more or less constant gaiety. His confession had spurred
Winton on to the fortification of his daughter’s position.
He would not have her looked on askance. Whether at
Mildenham, or in London under the wing of his sister,
there was no difficulty. Gyp was too pretty, Winton too
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cool, his quietness too formidable. She had every ad-
vantage.

The day that she came of age they were up in town,
and he summoned her to the room, in which he now sat
by the fire recalling all these things, to receive an account
of his stewardship. He had nursed her greatly embarrassed
inheritance very carefully till it amounted to some twenty
thousand pounds. He had never told her of it—the sub-
ject was dangerous, and, since his own means were ample,
she had not wanted for anything. When he had explained
exactly what she owned, shown her how it was invested,
and told her that she must now open her own banking
account, she stood gazing at the sheets of paper, whose
items she had been supposed to understand, and her face
gathered the look which meant that she was troubled. With-
out lifting her eyes she asked:

“Does it all come from—him?”

He had not expected that.

“No; eight thousand of it was your mother’s.”

Gyp looked at him, and said:

“Then I won't take the rest—please, Dad.”

Winton felt a sort of crabbed pleasure. What should
be done with that money if she did not take it, he did not
know. But not to take it was like her, made her more
than ever his daughter—a kind of final victory. He turned
away to the window from which he had so often watched
for her mother. There was the corner she used to turn!
In one minute, surely she would be standing there, colour
glowing in her cheeks, her eyes soft behind her veil, her
breast heaving a little with her haste, waiting for his
embrace. There she would stand, drawing up her veil.
He turned round. Difficult to believe it was not she! And
he said:

“Very well, my love. But you will take the equivalent
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from me instead. The other can be put by; someone will
benefit some day!”

At those unaccustomed words, “My love,” from his un-
demonstrative lips, the colour mounted in her cheeks and
her eyes shone. She threw her arms round his neck.

She had her fill of music in those days, taking piano
lessons from a Monsieur Harmost, a grey-haired native of
Liége, with mahogany cheeks and the touch of an angel,
who kept her hard at work and called her his “little friend.”
There was scarcely a concert of merit that she did not
attend or a musician of mark whose playing she did not
know, and, though fastidiousness saved her from squirming
in adoration round the feet of these prodigious performers,
she perched them all on pedestals, men and women alike,
and now and then met them at her aunt’s house in Curzon
Street.

Aunt Rosamund, also musical, so far as breeding would
allow, stood for a good deal to Gyp, who had built up
about her a romantic story of love wrecked by pride. She
was a tall, handsome woman, a year older than Winton,
with a long, aristocratic face, deep-blue, rather shining eyes,
a gentlemanly manner, warm heart, and a not unmelodious
drawl. Very fond of Gyp, what passed within her mind as
to their real relationship, remained ever discreetly hidden.
She was, too, something of a humanitarian, and the girl had
just that softness which fascinates women who perhaps might
have been happier if they had been born men. A cheery
soul, given to long coats and waistcoats, stocks, and a
crutch-handled stick, she—Iike her brother—had <style,”
but more sense of humour—valuable in musical circles!
And at her house, the girl was practically compelled to see
fun as well as merit in all those prodigies, haloed with hair
and filled to overflowing with music and themselves.

Winton had his first really bad attack of gout when
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Gyp was twenty-two, and, terrified lest he might not be
able to sit a horse in time for the opening meets, he went
off with her and Markey to Wiesbaden. They had rooms
in the Wilhelmstrasse, overlooking the gardens, where leaves
were already turning. The cure was long and obstinate.
Attended by the silent Markey, Gyp rode daily on the
Neroberg, chafing at regulations which reduced her to
specified tracks in that majestic wood; and once or even
twice a day she would go to the concerts in the Kurhaus,
either with her father or alone.

The first time she heard Fiorsen play she was alone.
Unlike most violinists, he was tall and thin, with great
pliancy of body and movement His face was pale, and
went strangely with hair and moustache of a dirt-gold
colour, and his thin cheeks with very broad high cheek-
bones, had little narrow scraps of whisker. He seemed
rather awful to Gyp—but his playing stirred and swept her
in an uncanny way. He had remarkable technique; and
the intense wayward feeling of his playing was chiselled
by it, as if a flame were being frozen in its swaying. She
did not join in the tornado of applause, but sat motionless,
looking up at him. He passed the back ofhis hand across
his hot brow, shoving up a wave or two of that queer-
coloured hair; then, with a rather disagreeable smile, made
a short supple bow. What strange eyes he had—Iike a
great cat’s! Surely they were green; fierce, yet almost
furtive—mesmeric! The strangest man she had ever seen,
and the most frightening. He seemed looking straight at
her; and, dropping her gaze, she clapped. When she
looked again, his face had a kind of wistfulness. He made
another of those little supple bows straight at her, and
jerked his violin up to his shoulder. “He’s going to play
to me,” she thought absurdly. He played without accom-
paniment a little tune which seemed to tweak the heart.
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This time she did not look up, but was conscious that he
gave one impatient bow and walked off.

That evening at dinner she said to Winton:

“I heard a violinist to-day, Dad, the most wonderful
playing—Gustav Fiorsen. Is that Swedish—or what?”

Winton answered:

“Very likely. What, sort to look at? I used to know
a Swede in the Turkish army—nice fellow.”

“Tall and thin and white-faced, with bumpy cheek-
bones, and hollows under them, and queer green eyes.
Oh, and little goldy side-whiskers.”

“By Jove! It sounds the limit.”

Gyp murmured, with a smile:

“Yes; I think perhaps he is.”

She saw him next day in the gardens. They were
sitting close to the Schiller statue, Winton reading The
Times, to whose advent he looked forward more than he
admitted, for he was loath by confessions of boredom to
disturb Gyp’s enjoyment of her stay. Perusing the account
of a Newmarket meeting, he kept stealing sidelong glances
at his daughter.

She had never looked prettier, daintier, shown more
breeding than she did out here among all the cosmopolitan
hairy-heeled crowd in this God-forsaken place! The girl,
unconscious of his stealthy regalement, was letting her
clear eyes rest, in turn, on each figure that passed, on the
movements of birds and dogs, watching the sunlight glisten
on the grass, burnish the copper beeches, the lime-trees,
and those tall poplars down there by the water. The
doctor at Mildenham, once consulted on a bout of head-
ache, had called her eyes ““perfect organs,” and certainly
no eyes could take things in more swiftly or completely.
She was attractive to dogs, and every now and then one
would stop, in two minds whether or no to put his nose
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into this foreign girl's hand. From a flirtation of eyes with
a great Dane, she looked up and saw Fiorsen passing, in
company with a shorter, square man, having very fashion-
able trousers and a corseted waist. The violinist's tall,
thin, loping figure was tightly buttoned into a brownish-
grey frock-coat suit; he wore a rather broad-brimmed,
grey, velvety hat; in his buttonhole was a white flower;
his cloth-topped boots were of patent leather; his tie
bunched out at the ends over a soft white linen shirt—
altogether quite a dandy! His most strange eyes suddenly
swept down on hers, and he made a movement as ifto put
his hand to his hat.

“Why, he remembers me!” she thought. That thin-
waisted figure with head set just a little forward between
rather high shoulders, and its long stride, curiously sug-
gested a leopard or some lithe creature. He touched his
short companion’s arm, muttered something, turned round,
and came back. She could see him staring her way, and
knew he was coming simply to look at her. She knew,
too, that her father was watching. And she felt that those
greenish eyes would waver before his stare—that stare of
the Englishman of a certain class, which never condescends
to be inquisitive. They passed; Gyp saw Fiorsen turn to
his companion, slightly tossing back his head in their
direction, and heard the companion laugh. A little flame
shot up in her.

Winton said:

“Rum-looking Johnnies one sees here!”

“That was the violinist I told you of—Fiorsen.”

“Oh! Ah!” But he had evidently forgotten.

That Fiorsen should have remembered her out of all
that audience subtly flattered her vanity. She lost her
ruffled feeling. Though her father thought his dress awful,
it was really rathei becoming. He would not have looked
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as well in proper English clothes. Once, at least, during
the next two days, she noticed the short, square young
man who had been walking with him, and was conscious
that he followed her with his eyes.

And then a certain Baroness von Maisen, a cosmo-
politan friend of Aunt Rosamund’s, German by marriage,
half-Dutch, half-French, by birth, asked her if she had
heard the Swedish violinist, Fiorsen. He would be the
best violinist of the day, if—and she shook her head.
Finding that expressive shake unquestioned, the baroness
pursued her thoughts:

“Ah, these musicians! He wants saving from himself. If
he does not halt soon, he will be lost. Pity! A great talent!”

Gyp looked at her steadily and asked:

“Does he drink, then?”

“Pas mal! But there are things besides drink, ma chere.”

Instinct and so much life with Winton made the girl
regard it as beneath her to be shocked. She did not seek
knowledge of life, but refused to shy away from it; and the
baroness, to whom innocence was piquant, went on:

““Women, always women! A great pity! It will spoil
his spirit. His sole chance is to find one woman, but I
pity her; sapristi, what a life for her!”

Gyp said calmly:

“Would a man like that ever love?”

The baroness goggled her eyes.

“T have known such a man become a slave. I have
known him running after a woman like a lamb while she
was deceiving him here and there. On ne peut jamais dire.
Ma belle, ily a des choses que vous ne savez pas encore.”
She took Gyp’s hand. “And yet, one thing is certain.
With those eyes, you have a time before you!”

Gyp withdrew her hand and shook her head; she did
not believe in love.
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““Ah, but you will turn some heads! No fear! as you
English say. There is fatality in those pretty brown eyes!”

A girl may be pardoned who takes as a compliment the
saying that her eyes are fatal. The words warmed Gyp,
uncontrollably light-hearted in these days, just as she was
warmed when people turned to stare at her. The soft air,
the mellowness of this gay place, much music, a sense of
being rare among people who, by their heavier type, en-
hanced her own, had produced in her a kind of intoxica-
tion, making her what the baroness called “un peu folle.”
She was always breaking into laughter. Everything to her
iust then was either “funny” or “lovely.” And the baroness,
conscious of the girl’s ckic, genuinely attracted by one so
pretty, took care that she saw all the people, perhaps more
than all, who were desirable.

Curiosity is a vivid emotion. The more a man has
conquered, the more precious field he is for a woman’s
conquest. To attract one who had attracted many, what
was it but a proof that one’s charm was superior to that of
all those others? The words of the baroness deepened in
Gyp the impression that Fiorsen was ‘‘impossible,” but
secretly fortified the faint excitement she felt that he should
have remembered her out of all that audience. Later on,
they bore more fruit than that. But first came that queer
incident of the flowers.

Coming in from a ride, a week after she had sat with
Winton under the Schiller statue, she found on her dressing-
table a bunch of Gloire de Dijon and La France roses.
There was no card. All that the German maid could say
was that a boy had brought them from a flower shop ““for
Fréaulein Vinton; Gyp surmised that they came from the
baroness. In her bodice at dinner, and to the concert after,
she wore one La France and one Gloire de Dijon—a daring
mixture of pink and orange against her oyster-coloured

Beyond 3
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frock. They had bought no programme, all music being
the same to Winton, and Gyp not needing any.

When Fiorsen came forward, her cheeks began to colour
from sheer anticipation. He played first a minuet by
Mozart; then the César Franck sonata; and, coming back
to make his bow, held in his hand a Gloire de Dijon and
a La France rose. Involuntarily Gyp raised her hand to
her own roses. His eyes met hers; he bowed just a little
lower. He put the roses to his lips in walking off the plat-
form, and Gyp dropped her hand, as if it had been stung.
Should she take out those roses and let them fall? Her
father might see, might notice Fiorsen’s—put two and two
together! He would consider she had been insulted. Had
she? She could not bring herself to think so. It was a
compliment, as if he wished to tell her that he was playing
to her alone. The baroness’s words flashed through her
mind: “He wants saving from himself. Pity! A great talent!”
It euas a great talent. There must be something worth
saving in one who could play like that! They left after his
last solo. Gyp put the two roses carefully back among
the others.

Three days later, she went to an afternoon ‘‘at-home”
at the Baroness von Maisen’s. She saw him at once, over
by the piano, with his short, square companion, listening to
a voluble lady, and looking bored and restless. All that
overcast afternoon, still and with queer lights in the sky,
as if rain were coming, she had been feeling out of mood,
a little homesick. Now she felt excited. She saw the short
companion go up to the baroness; a minute later, he was
brought to her and introduced—Count Rosek. Gyp did
not like his face; there were dark rings under the eyes,
and he was too perfectly self-possessed, with a kind of cold
sweetness; but he was agreeable and polite, and spoke
English well. He was—it seemed—a Pole, who lived in
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London, and knew all that was to be known about music.
Miss Winton—he believed—had heard his friend Fiorsen
play; but not in London? No? That was odd; he had
been there some months last season. Faintly annoyed at
her ignorance, Gyp answered:

“Yes; but I was in the country nearly all last summer.”

“He had a great success. I shall take him back; it is
best for his future. What do you think of his playing?”

In spite of herself, for she did not like expanding to
this sphinxlike little man, Gyp murmured:

““Oh, simply wonderful, of course!”

He nodded, and then rather suddenly said, with a
peculiar little smile:

“May I introduce him? Gustav—Miss Winton!”

Gyp turned. He was just behind her, bowing; and his
eyes had a look of humble adoration which he made no
attempt whatever to conceal. Gyp saw another smile slide
over the Pole’s lips; and she was alone in the bay window
with Fiorsen. Close to, he had not so much that look of
an animal behind bars, and he certainly was in his way a
dandy, beautifully groomed, and having some pleasant
essence on his handkerchief or hair, of which she would
have disapproved if he had been English. He wore a
diamond ring also, which did not somehow seem bad form
on that particular little finger. His height, broad cheek-
bones, thick but not long hair, the hungry vitality of his
face, figure, movements, annulled those evidences of fem-
ininity. He was male enough, rather too male. Speaking
with a queer, crisp accent, he said:

“Miss Winton, you are my audience here, I play to you
—only to you.”

Gyp laughed.

“You laugh at me; but you need not. I play for you
because I admire you. I admire you terribly. If I sent
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you those flowers, it was not to be rude. It was my grati-
tude for the pleasure of your face.” His voice actually
trembled. And, looking down, Gyp answered:

“It was very kind of you. I want to thank you, too,
for your playing. It is beautiful—really beautiful!”

He made her another little bow.

“When T go back to London, will you come and hear
me?”

“I should think anyone would go to hear you, if they
had the chance.”

He gave a short laugh.

“I am here for money; I hate this place. It bores me!
Was that your father sitting with you under the statue?”

Gyp nodded. She had not forgotten the slighting turn
of his head.

He passed his hand over his face, as if to wipe off its
expression.

“He is very English. But you—of no country—and
of all!”

Gyp made him an ironical little bow.

“No; I should not know your country—you are neither
of the North nor of the South. I came here hoping to
meet you; I am extremely happy. Miss Winton, I am your
very devoted servant”

He was speaking very fast, very low, with an agitated
earnestness surely not put on. Then suddenly muttering:
“These people!” he made her another of his little bows
and abruptly slipped away. The baroness was bringing up
another man. The thought left by that meeting was: “Is
that how he begins to everyone?” She could not quite
believe it The stammering earnestness of his voice, those
humbly adoring looks!

Too sensitive to confide in anyone, she had no chance
to ventilate the curious sensations of attraction and repulsion
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fermenting in her, feelings defying analysis, mingling and
quarrelling deep down in her heart. It was certainly not
love, not even the beginning of that; but it was the kind
of dangerous interest children feel in things mysterious, out
of reach, yet within reach, if only they dared! And the
tug of music was there, and the tug of those words of the
baroness about salvation—the thought of achieving the im-
possible, reserved only for------ I But all these thoughts and
feelings were as yet in embryo. She might never see him
again! She did not even know whether she wanted to.

v

GYP was in the habit of walking with her father to the
Kochbrunnen, where, with other patient folk, he was re-
quired to drink slowly for twenty minutes every morning.
While he was thus imbibing she would sit in a remote corner
of the garden, and read a novel in the Reclam edition, by
way of a German lesson.

She was sitting there, the morning after the ‘“‘at-home”
at the Baroness von Maisen’s, reading Turgenev’s “Torrents
of Spring,” when she saw Count Rosek sauntering down
the path with a glass of the waters in his hand. Memory
of the smile with which he had introduced Fiorsen sent her
to cover beneath her sunshade. She could see his patent-
leathered feet, and well-turned, pegtop-trousered legs go by
with the gait of a man whose waist is corseted. The con-
viction that he wore those prerogatives of womanhood in-
creased her dislike. How dare men be so effeminate? Yet
someone had told her that he was a good rider, a good
fencer, and very strong. When he was past, for fear he
might turn and come back, she closed her little book and
slipped away. But her figure and her springing step were
more unmistakable than she knew.
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Next morning, on the same bench, she was reading
breathlessly the scene between Gemma and Sanin at the
window, when she heard Fiorsen’s voice, behind her, say:

“Miss Winton!”

He, too, held a glass of the waters in one hand, and
his hat in the other.

“I have just made your father’s acquaintance. May I
sit down a minute?”

Gyp drew to one side on the bench, and he sat down.

“What are you reading?”

“A story called ‘Torrents of Spring.””

“Ah, the finest ever written! Where are you?”

“Gemma and Sanin in the thunderstorm.”

“Wait! You have Madame Polozov to come! What a
creation! How old are you, Miss Winton?”

“Twenty-two.”

“You would be too young to appreciate that story if
you were not you. But you know much—by instinct. What
is your Christian name—forgive me!”

“Ghita.”

“Ghita? Not soft enough.”

“I am always called Gyp.”

“Gyp—ah, Gyp! Yes; Gyp!”

He repeated her name so impersonally that she could
not be angry.

“I told your father I have had the pleasure of meeting
you. He was very polite.”

Gyp said coldly:

“My father is always polite.”

“Like the ice in which they put champagne. 1 sup-
pose they have told you that I am a mauvais sujet.” Gyp
inclined her head. He looked at her steadily, and said:
“It is true. But I could be better—much.”

She wanted to look at him, but could not, seized by a
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queer sort of exultation. This man had power; yet she
had power over him. If she wished she could make him
her slave, her dog, chain him to her. She had but to hold
out her hand, and he would go on his knees to kiss it.
She had but to say, “Come,” and he would come from
wherever he might be. She had but to say “Be good,”
and he would be good. It was her first experience of
power; and it was intoxicating. But Gyp could never be
self-confident for long; over her most victorious moments
brooded the shadow of distrust; and as if he read her
thought, Fiorsen said:

“Tell me to do something—anything; I will do it,
Miss Winton.”

“Then—go back to London at once. You are wasting
yourself here, you know.”

“You have asked me the one thing I can't do, Miss—
Miss Gyp!”

“Please—mnot that; it’s like a servant!”

“I am your servant!”

“Is that why you won’t do what I ask you?”

“You are cruel.”

Gyp laughed.

He said, with sudden fierceness:

“I am not going away from you; do not think it.”
Bending with the utmost swiftness, he took her hand, put
his lips to it, and turned on his heel.

Gyp, uneasy and astonished, stared at her hand, still
tingling from the pressure of his bristly moustache. Then
she laughed again—it was just ““foreign” to have your hand
kissed—and went back to her book, but without taking in
too many of its words.

Was ever courtship more strange than that which fol-
lowed? Gyp never lost the sense of having the whip-hand,
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always felt like one giving alms, or extending favour, yet
had a feeling of being unable to get away. The very strength
of the spell she seemed to lay on him reacted on herself.
Thoroughly sceptical at first, she could not remain so. He
was too morose and unhappy if she did not smile on him,
too alive and excited and grateful if she did. The change
in his eyes from their ordinary restless, fierce, and furtive
expression to humble adoration or wistful hunger when they
looked at her, could never have been simulated. And she
had no lack of chance to see that change. Then, too,
wherever she went, there he was. Ifto a concert, he would be
a few paces from the door, waiting for her entrance. If to
a confectioner’s for tea, as likely as not he would come in.
Every afternoon he walked where she must pass, riding to
the Neroberg.

Except in the gardens of the Kochbrunnen, when he
would come up humbly and ask to sit with her for five
minutes, he never forced his company, or tried in any way
to compromise her. He must have had an instinct that it
was dangerous with one so sensitive. There were other
moths, too, round the candle, and they served to keep his
attentions from being too conspicuous. Did she com-
prehend what was going on, understand how her defences
were being sapped, grasp the danger to retreat that lay in
permitting him to hover? Not really. It all served to
swell the triumphant intoxication of days when she was
ever more and more in love with living, more and more
conscious of being appreciated and admired, and of having
power to do what others could not.

He excited her. Whatever else one might be in his
moody, vivid company, one would not be dull. One mor-
ning, he told her something of his life. His father had
been a small Swedish landowner, a very strong man and a
very hard drinker; his mother, the daughter of a painter.
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She had taught him the violin, but died while he was still
a boy. When he was seventeen he had quarrelled with his
father, and had to play his violin for a living in the streets
of Stockholm. A well-known violinist, hearing him one day,
had taken him in hand. Then his father had drunk him-
self to death, and he had inherited the little estate. He
had sold it at once—*“for follies,” as he put it crudely.
“Ah! Miss Winton; I have committed many follies, but they
are nothing to those I shall commit the day I do not see
you any more!” And, with that disturbing remark, he got up
and left her. She had smiled at his words, from scepticism,
compassion, and some feeling she did not understand at
all. In those days, she understood herself but little.

How far did Winton understand, how far see what was
going on? In truth he had taken alarm. But he was
afraid of showing disquiet by any dramatic change, or he
would have carried her off a fortnight at least before his
cure was over. He knew too well the signs of passion.
That long, loping, wolfish fiddling fellow with the broad
cheekbones and little side-whiskers (Good God!) and
greenish eyes whose looks at Gyp he secretly marked,
roused his complete distrust Perhaps his inbred English
contempt for foreigners and artists kept him from direct
action. He could not take it quite seriously. Gyp, his
fastidious perfect Gyp, succumbing, even a little, to a
fellow like that! Never! Besides, she would surely con-
sult him in any doubt or difficulty. He forgot the sensitive
secrecy of girls, forgot that his love for her had ever
shunned words, her love for him never indulged in con-
fidences. Besides he only saw a little of what there was to
see, and that little was doctored by Fiorsen for his eyes,
shrewd though they were. Nor was there in all so very
much, except one episode the day before they left, of which
he knew nothing.
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That last afternoon was very still, a little mournful. It
had rained the night before, and the soaked tree-trunks, the
soaked fallen leaves, gave off a faint liquorice-like perfume.
Gyp felt as if her spirit had been suddenly emptied of
excitement and delight. And after lunch, when Winton was
settling his accounts, she wandered out through the long
park stretching up the valley. The sky was brooding-grey,
the trees still and melancholy. All was a little melancholy,
and she went on and on, across the stream, round into a
muddy lane through the outskirts of a village, on to higher
ground whence she could return by the main road. Why
must things come to an end? For the first time in her life
she thought of Mildenham and hunting without enthusiasm.
She would rather stay in London. There she would not be
cut off from music, from dancing, from people, and all the
exhilaration of being appreciated. On the air came the
shrilly, hollow droning of a thresher, and the sound seemed
exactly to express her feelings. A pigeon flew over, white
against the leaden sky; some birch-trees, already golden,
shivered and let fall a shower of drops. It was lonely!
And, suddenly, two little boys bolted out of the hedge,
nearly upsetting her, and scurried down the road. Gyp,
putting up her face to see, felt on it soft pin-points of rain.
Her frock would be spoiled, one she was fond of—dove-
coloured, velvety, not meant for weather. She turned for
refuge to the birch-trees. It would be over directly, perhaps.
Muffled in distance, the whining drone of that thresher still
came travelling, deepening her discomfort. Then in the
hedge, whence the boys had bolted down, a man reared
himself above the lane, and came striding along toward her.
Hejumped down the bank, among the birch-trees—Fiorsen—
panting, dishevelled, pale with heat. He must have followed
her, and climbed straight up from the path she had come
along in the bottom, before crossing the stream. His artistic
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dandyism had been harshly treated by that scramble. He
said, breathlessly:

“So you are going to-morrow, and never told me! You
thought you would slip away—not a word for me! Are
you always so cruel? Well, T will not spare you either!”

Crouching suddenly, he took hold of her broad ribbon
sash, and buried his face in it. Gyp stood trembling. He
circled her knees with his arms.

“Oh, Gyp, I love you—I love you—don’t send me
away—Ilet me be with you! I am your dog—your slave.
Oh, Gyp, I love you!”

His voice moved and terrified her. Men had said “I
love you” several times during those last two years, but
never with that lost-soul ring of passion, never with that look
in the eyes, hungry and supplicating, never with that restless,
eager, timid touch of hands. She could only murmur:

“Please get up!”

But he went on:

“Love me a little, only a little—love me! Oh, Gyp!”

The thought flashed through Gyp: “To how many has
he knelt, I wonder?” His face had a kind of beauty in its
abandonment—the beauty which comes from yearning—
and she lost her frightened feeling. He went on, with his
stammering murmur: “I am a prodigal, I know; but if
you love me, I will no longer be. 1 will do great things
for you. Oh, Gyp, if you will some day marry me! Not
now. When I have proved. Gyp—so sweet—so wonderful |”

His arms crept up till he had buried his face against
her waist. Without quite knowing what she did, Gyp touched
his hair, and said again:

“Now, please get up.”

He got up and whispered:

“Have mercy! Speak to me!”

But she could only look into his face with her troubled,
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dark eyes. And suddenly she was seized and crushed to
him. She shrank away, pushing him back with all her
strength. He hung his head, abashed, with eyes shut, lips
trembling. Her heart felt again that quiver of compassion,
and she murmured:

“I don’t know. I will tell you later—Ilater—in England.”

He bowed, folding his arms, as if to make her feel safe
from him. And when, regardless of the rain, she began to
move on, he walked beside her, a yard or so away, humbly,
as though he had never hurt her lips with the violence of
his kiss.

Back in her room, taking off her wet dress, Gyp tried
to remember what he had said and what she had answered.
She had not promised anything. But she had given him
her address, both in London and the country. Unless she
resolutely thought of other things, she still felt the restless
touch of his hands, the grip of his arms, and saw his eyes
as they were when he was kissing her; and once more she
felt frightened and excited.

He was playing at the concert that evening—her last
concert. And surely he had never played like that—with
a despairing beauty, a sort of frenzied rapture. Listening,
there came to her a feeling—a feeling of fatality—that,
whether she would or no, she could not free herself from him.

\Y

Back in England, Gyp lost that feeling, or very nearly.
Fiorsen would soon see someone else who seemed all he
had said she was! Ridiculous to suppose that he would
stop his follies for her, that she had any real power over
him! But, deep down, she did not quite believe this.

Winton, who breathed again, hurried her off to Milden-
ham. He had bought her a new horse. They were in time
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for the last of the cubbing. And, for a week at least, the
passion of riding and the sight of hounds carried all be-
fore it. Then, just as the real business of the season was
beginning, she began to feel dull and restless. Mildenham
was dark; the autumn winds made dreary noises. Her little
brown spaniel, very old, died. She accused herself for hav-
ing left it so long when it was failing. Thinking of all the
days Lass had been watching for her to come home—as
Betty, with that love of woeful recital dear to simple hearts,
took good care to make quite plain—she felt as if she had
been cruel. For events such as these, Gyp was both too
tender-hearted and too hard on herself. She was quite ill
for several days, and the moment she was better, Winton,
in dismay, whisked her back to Aunt Rosamund, in town.
He would lose her company, but if it did her good, took
her out of herself, he would be content. Running up for
the week-end, three days later, he was relieved to find her
decidedly perked up, and left her again with the easier
heart.

On the day after her father went back to Mildenham,
Gyp received a letter from Fiorsen, forwarded from Bury
Street. He was—it said—just returning to London; he had
not forgotten any look she had ever given him, or any word
she had spoken. He should not rest till he could see her
again. “For a long time,” the letter ended, “before I first
saw you, I was like the dead—Iost. 1 kiss your hands, and
am your faithful slave—Gustav Fiorsen.” These words, which
from any other man would have excited her derision, re-
newed in Gyp that fluttered feeling, the pleasurable, fright-
ened sense of not being able to get away from his pursuit.

She wrote, in answer, that her aunt would be glad to
see him if he cared to come in any afternoon between five
and six, and signed herself ““Ghita Winton.” She was long
over that little note, whose curt formality gave her satis-
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faction. Was she really mistress of herself—and him; able
to dispose as she wished? Surely the note showed it.

It was never easy to tell Gyp’s feelings from her face;
even Winton was often baffled. Her preparation of Aunt
Rosamund for the reception of Fiorsen was cleverly casual.
And when he came, he seemed alive to the need for caution,
only gazing at Gyp when he could not be seen doing so.
But, going out, he whispered: “Not like this—not like
this; I must see you alone—I must!” She smiled and
shook her head. But bubbles had come back to the wine
in her glass.

That evening she said quietly to Aunt Rosamund:

“Dad doesn't like Mr. Fiorsen—can’t appreciate his
playing, of course.”

This discreet remark caused Aunt Rosamund, avid—in
a well-bred way—of music, to omit mention of the intruder
when writing to her brother. The next two weeks he
came almost every day, bringing his violin. Gyp played
his accompaniments, and though his hungry stare made her
feel hot, she would have missed it.

But when Winton next came up to Bury Street, she was
in a quandary. To confess that Fiorsen was here, having
omitted to speak of him in her letters? Not to confess, and
leave him to find it out from Aunt Rosamund? Seized with
panic, she did neither, but told her father she was dying
for a gallop. Hailing that as the best of signs, he took her
forthwith back to Mildenham. Her feelings were curious—
light-hearted, yet compunctious, as of one who escapes yet
knows she will soon be seeking to return. The meet was
rather far next day, but she insisted on riding to it, while
old Pettance, the superannuated jockey, employed as extra
stable help at Mildenham, was to bring on her second horse.
There was a good scenting-wind, with rain in the offing,
and outside the covert Winton and she had a corner to them-
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selves. They had slipped there, luckily unseen, for the astute
were given to following the one-handed horseman in faded
pink, who, on his bang-tailed black mare, had a knack of
getting so well away. One of the whips, a little dark fellow
with smouldery eyes and sucked-in weathered cheeks, dashed
out of the covert, rode past, saluting, and dashed in again.
A jay came out with a screech, dived, and doubled back;
a hare made off across the fallow—its light-brown loping
body barely visible against the brownish soil. Pigeons, very
high up, flew over and away to the next wood. The
shrilling voices of the whips rose from the covert-depths,
and just a whimper now and then from the hounds, swiftly
wheeling their noses among the fern and briers.

Gyp, crisping her fingers on the reins, drew in deep
breaths. It smelled sweet and soft and fresh under that
sky of blue and light-grey swift-moving clouds—not half the
wind down here that there was up there, just enough to be
carrying off the beech and oak leaves, loosened by frost two
days before. Ifonly a fox would break this side, and they
could have the first fields to themselves, alone with hounds!
One of these came trotting out, a pretty young creature,
busy and unconcerned, raising its tan-and-white head, its
mild reproachful deep-brown eyes, at Winton's “Loo-in,
Trix!” A burst of music from the covert, and the hound
doubled back among the briers.

Gyp’s new brown horse was pricking its ears. A young
man in a grey cutaway, buff cords, and jack-boots, on a
low chestnut mare, came slipping round the covert. Did
that mean they were all coming? Impatiently she glanced
at this intruder, who raised his hat a little and smiled.
The smile, faintly impudent, was infectious, and Gyp was
melted to a slight response. Who was he? He looked
serene and happy. She did not remember his face at all,
yet there was something familiar about it—a broad face,
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very well cut, and clean-shaved, with dark curly hair, extra-
ordinarily clear eyes, a bold, cool, merry look. Where had
she seen somebody like him?

A tiny sound from Winton made her turn her head. A
fox was stealing out beyond those further bushes! She fixed
her eyes on her father’s face. It was hard as steel. Not
a sound, not a quiver, as if horse and man had turned to
metal. Was he never going to give the view-halloo? Then
his lips writhed, and out it came. Gyp cast a swift smile
of gratitude at the young man for having had the taste and
sense to leave that to her father, and again he smiled at
her. There came the first hounds streaming out—one after
the other—music and feather! Why didn’t Dad go?

Then the black mare slid past her, and, with a bound,
her horse followed. The young man on the chestnut was
away on the left. Only the huntsman and one whip—
besides their three selves! The brown horse went too fast
at the first fence and Winton called back: “Steady, Gyp!
Steady him!” But she couldn’t; and it didn't matter. Grass,
three fields of grass! A lovely fox—going so straight! And
each time the brown horse rose, she thought: “Perfect! Oh,
I am happy!” There was no feeling in the world like this,
with a leader like Dad, hounds moving free, good going,
and the field distanced. Better than dancing; better—yes,
better than listening to music. If one could spend one’s
life galloping, sailing over fences! The new horse was a
darling, though he did pull.

She crossed the next fence level with the young man,
whose low chestnut had a very stealthy action. His hat was
crammed down now, and his face close set, but his lips still
had something of that smile. Gyp thought: “He’s got a
good seat—very strong, only he looks like ‘thrusting.’
Nobody rides like Dad—so beautifully quiet!” Indeed,
Winton’s seat was perfection. The hounds swung round in
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a curve. Now she was with them, really with them! What
a pace! No fox could stand this long!

And suddenly she caught sight of him, barely a field
ahead, scurrying desperately, brush down; and the thought
flashed through her: ““Oh, don’t let's catch you. Go on,
fox; go on! Get away!” Were they really all after that
little hunted red thing—a hundred great creatures, horses
and men and women and dogs, after one little fox! But
then came another fence, and quickly another, and she lost
all feeling of shame and pity in the exultation of flying
over them. A minute later the fox went to earth within a
hundred yards of the leading hound, and she was glad. She
had been in at deaths before—horrid! But it had been a
lovely gallop. And, breathless, smiling rapturously, she
wondered whether she could mop her face before the field
came up, without that young man noticing.

She could see him talking to her father, and when she
rode up, he raised his hat, and looking full at her said:
“How you went!” His voice was rather high-pitched and
pleasant and lazy. Gyp made him a little bow: “My new
horse, you mean.” And she kept thinking: “Where have
I seen someone like him?”

They had two more runs, but nothing like that first
gallop. Nor did she again see the young man, whose
name—it seemed—was Summerhay, son of a certain Lady
Summerhay at Widrington, ten miles from Mildenham.

Silently jogging home with Winton in fading daylight,
she felt very happy—saturated with air and elation. The
trees and fields, the haystacks, gates, and ponds beside the
lanes, grew dim; lights came up in the cottage windows;
the air smelled sweet of wood smoke. And, for the first
time all day, she thought of Fiorsen, thought of him almost
longingly. If he could be there in the cosy old drawing-
room, to play to her while she lay back—drowsing, dream-

Beyond
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ing by the fire in the scent of burning Cedar logs—the
Mozart minuet, or that little heart-catching tune of Poise,
played the first time she heard him, or a dozen other of
the things he played unaccompanied! That would be the
most lovely ending to this lovely day. Just the glow and
warmth wanting, to make all perfect—the glow and warmth
of music and adoration!

And touching the mare with her heel, she sighed. To
indulge fancies about music and Fiorsen was safe here, far
away from him; she even thought she would not mind if
he were to behave again as he had under the birch-trees
in the rain at Wiesbaden. It was so good to be adored.
Her old mare, ridden now six years, began the series of
contented snuffles that signified home. Here was the last
turn, and the loom of the short beech-tree avenue to the
house—the old manor house, comfortable, roomy, rather
dark, with wide shallow stairs. She was tired; and it was
drizzling now. She would be stiff to-morrow. In the light
coming from the open door she saw Markey standing; and
while fishing from her pocket some lumps of sugar, heard
him say: “Mr. Fiorsen, sir—gentleman from Wiesbaden—
to see you.”

Her heart thumped. What did this mean? Why had
he come? How had he dared? How could he have been
so treacherous to her? Ah, but he was ignorant, of course,
that she had not told her father. Judgment was on her!
She ran straight in and up the stairs. The voice of Betty,
“Your bath’s ready, Miss Gyp,” roused her. And crying,
““Oh, Betty darling, bring me up my tea!” she ran into the
bathroom. She was safe there; and in the delicious heat
of her bath could face the situation better.

There could be only one meaning. He had come to
ask for her. And, suddenly, she took comfort. Better so;
there would be no more secrecy from Dad! And he would



BEYOND 51

stand between her and Fiorsen if—if she decided not to
marry him. The thought staggered her. Had she, without
knowing it, got so far as this? Yes, and further. Fiorsen
would never accept refusal, even if she gave it! But, did
she want to refuse?

She loved hot baths, but had never stayed in one so
long. Life was so easy there, and so difficult outside.
Betty’s knock forced her to get out at last, and let her in
with tea and the message: Would Miss Gyp please to go
down when she was ready?

VI

WITH a glance at Gyp’s vanishing figure, Winton had
said curtly to Markey, ‘“Where have you put this gentle-
man?” The use of the word “this” was the only trace he
showed of his emotions. But on the little journey across
the hall he entertained many extravagant thoughts. In the
study, he inclined his head courteously enough, waiting for
Fiorsen to speak. The “fiddler,” still in his fur-lined coat,
was twisting a squash hat in his hands. Why couldn’t he
look you in the face, or, if he did, why did he seem about
to eat you?

“You knew I was returned to London, Major Winton?”

So Gyp had been seeing the fellow without letting him
know! The thought was chill and bitter to Winton. He
must not give her away, however, and he simply bowed.
He felt that his visitor was afraid of his frigid courtesy;
and he did not mean to help him over that fear.

Fiorsen, who had begun to pace the room, stopped, and
said with agitation:

“Major Winton, your daughter is the most beautiful
thing on earth. I love her desperately. I am a man with
a future. I have what future I like in my art if only I can

4%
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marry her. I have a little money, too; but in my violin
there is all the fortune she can want.”

Winton’s face expressed nothing but cold contempt.
That this fellow should take him for one who would
consider money in connection with his daughter, simply
affronted him.

Fiorsen went on:

“You do not like me. I saw it the first moment. You
are an English gentleman”—he pronounced the words with
irony—*T am nothing to you. Yet, in my world, I am some-
thing. I am not an adventurer. Will you permit me to
beg your daughter to be my wife?” He raised his hands
which held the hat till they assumed the attitude of prayer.

For a second, Winton realised that the man was suffer-
ing. But he said frigidly:

“l am obliged to you, sir, for coming to me first. I
don’'t want to be discourteous in my own house, but I
should be glad if you would be good enough to withdraw
and take it that I shall certainly oppose your wish as best
I can.”

The almost childish disappointment and trouble in
Fiorsen’s face changed quickly to an expression fierce,
furtive, mocking; and then shifted to despair.

“Major Winton, you have loved; you must have loved
her mother. 1 suffer!”

Winton, who had turned to the fire, faced round again.

“I don’t control my daughter’s affections, sir; she will
do as she wishes. I merely say it will be against my hopes
and judgement if she marries you. I imagine you've not
altogether waited for my leave. I was not blind to the way
you hung about her at Wiesbaden, Mr. Fiorsen,”

Fiorsen answered with a miserable smile:

“Poor wretches do what they can. May I see her? Let
me just see her.”
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She had been seeing the fellow already without his
knowledge, keeping from him—=kim—all her feelings,
whatever they were. And he said:

“T'll send for her. In the meantime, perhaps you'll have
some tea or whisky?”

Fiorsen shook his head, and there followed half an hour
of the most acute discomfort. Winton, in his mud-stained
clothes before the fire, supported it better than his visitor.
That child of nature, after endeavouring to emulate his
host’s quietude, renounced such efforts with an expressive
gesture, tramped the room, went to the window, drew aside
the curtains and stared out into the dark; came back as if
resolved again to confront Winton; then, baffled by that
figure so motionless before the fire, flung himself down in
an armchair, and turned his face to the wall. Winton was
not cruel by nature, but he enjoyed the writhings of this
fellow who was endangering Gyp’s happiness. Endangering?
Surely she would not accept him! Yet, if not, why had she
not told him? And he, too, suffered.

Then she came. Her smiling face had in it a kind of
warning closeness. She went up to Fiorsen, and holding
out her hand, said calmly:

“How nice of you to come!”

Winton had the bitter feeling that he—he—was the out-
sider. Well, he would speak plainly; there had been too
much underhand doing.

“Mr. Fiorsen has done us the honour to wish to marry
you. I've told him that you decide such things for yourself.
If you accept him, it will be against my wish, naturally.”

While he was speaking the glow deepened in her cheeks;
she looked neither at him nor at Fiorsen. Winton noted the
rise and fall of the lace on her breast. She gave the tiniest
shrug of her shoulders. And, suddenly smitten to the heart,
he walked stiffly to the door. It was evident that she had
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no use for his guidance. If her love for him was not worth
to her more than this fellow! But he knew he could not
afford wounded feelings; could not get on without her. Married
to the greatest rascal on earth, he would still be standing
by her, wanting her companionship and love. She represented
too much in the present and—the past. With sore heart,
indeed, he went to his room.

Fiorsen was gone when he came down to dinner. What
the fellow had said, or she had answered, he would not for
the world have asked. Gulfs between the proud are not
lightly bridged. And, when she came up to say good-night,
both their faces were as though coated with wax.

In the days that followed she gave no sign, uttered no
word in any way suggesting that she meant to go against
his wishes. Fiorsen might not have existed, for any mention
made of him. But Winton knew well that she was moping,
and cherishing some feeling against himself. One evening,
after dinner, he said quietly:

“Tell me frankly, Gyp; do you care for the chap?”

She answered as quietly:

“In a way—yes.”

“Is that enough?”

“I don’t know, Dad.”

Her lips had quivered; and Winton’s heart softened, as
it always did when he saw her moved. He put his hand
out, covered one of hers, and said:

“I shall never stand in the way of your happiness, Gyp.
But it must be happiness. Can it possibly be that? I
don’'t think so. You know what they said of him out
there?”

“Yes.”

He had not thought she knew. And his heart sank.

“That’s pretty bad, you know. And he’s not of our
world at all?”.
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Gyp looked up.

“Do you think Z belong to ‘our world/ Dad?”

Winton turned away. She followed, slipping her hand
under his arm.

“l didn’'t mean to hurt. But it’s true, isn’t it? I don’t
belong among society people. Ever since you told me I've
felt I don't belong to them. I'm nearer him. Music means
more to me than anything!”

Winton gave her hand a convulsive grip.

“If your happiness went wrong, Gyp, I should be most
awfully cut up.”

“But why shouldn’t I be happy, Dad?”

“If you were, I could put up with anyone. But I can't
believe you would be. I beg you, my dear—for God’s
sake, make sure. I'll put a bullet into the man who treats
you badly.”

At bedtime he said:

“We'll go up to town to-morrow.”

Whether from a feeling of the inevitable, or from the
forlorn hope that seeing more of the fellow might be the
only chance of curing her—he put no more obstacles in
the way. !

And the queer courtship began again. By Christmas
she had consented, still under the impression that she was
the mistress, not the slave—the cat, not the bird. Once
or twice, when Fiorsen let passion out of hand and his
overbold caresses affronted her, she recoiled almost with
dread from what she was going towards. But, in general,
she lived elated, intoxicated by music and his adoration,
yet remorseful that she was making her father sad. She was
but little at Mildenham, and he, in his unhappiness, was
there nearly all the time, riding extra hard, and leaving
Gyp with his sister. Aunt Rosamund, though under the
spell of Fiorsen’s music, had agreed with her brother that
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Fiorsen was ““impossible.” But nothing she said made any
effect on Gyp. It was new and startling to discover in the
soft, sensitive girl such a vein of stubbornness. Opposition
seemed to harden her resolution. And the good lady’s
natural optimism began to persuade her that Gyp would
make a silk purse out of that sow’s ear yet. After all, the
man was a celebrity in his way!

It was settled for February. A house with a garden was
taken in St. John’s Wood. The last month went, as all
such last months go, in those intoxicating pastimes, the
buying of furniture and clothes. Ifit were not for that, who
knows how many engagement knots would slip!

And to-day they had been married. To the last Winton
had hardly believed it would come to that. He had shaken
the hand of her husband and kept pain and disappoint-
ment out of his face, knowing well that he deceived no one.
Thank heaven, there had been no church, no wedding-cake,
invitations, congratulations, fal-lals of any kind—he could
never have stood them. Not even Rosamund—who had
influenza—to put up with!

Lying back in the recesses of that old chair, he stared
into the fire.

They would be just about at Torquay by now—just
about. Music! Who would have thought noises made out
of string and wood could have stolen her away from him?
Yes, they would be at Torquay by now, at their hotel.
And the first prayer Winton had uttered for years escaped
his lips:

“Let her be happy! Let her be happy!”

Then, hearing Markey open the door, he closed his eyes
and feigned sleep.



PART 1I

GYP thought of lier frock, a mushroom-coloured velvet
cord. Not many girls in her class are married without
“ fal-lals,” as Winton had called them. Not many girls sit
in the corner of their reserved first-class compartments with-
out the excitement of having been supreme centre of the
world for some flattering hours to buoy them up on that
train journey, with no memories of friends’ behaviour,
speech, appearance, to chat of with her husband, so as to
keep thought away. For Gyp, her dress, first worn that
day, Betty’s breakdown, the faces, blank as hats, of the
registrar and clerk, were all she had to distract her. She
stole a look at him, clothed in blue serge, just opposite.
Her husband! Mrs. Gustav Fiorsen! People might call her
that; but to herself, she was Ghita Winton. The other
would never seem right. And, not confessing that she was
afraid to meet his eyes, yet afraid, she looked out of the
window. A bleak, dismal day; no warmth, no sun, no music
—the Thames grey as lead, the willows on its banks forlorn.

Suddenly she felt his hand on hers. She had not seen
his face like that before—save once or twice when he was
playing—a spirit shining through. She felt suddenly secure.
If it stayed like that, then!------ His hand rested on her
knee; his face changed just a little; the spirit seemed to
waver, to be fading; his lips grew fuller. He crossed over
and sat beside her. She was'tremulously glad of the
corridor outside, and instantly began to talk about their
house. In the hours they had spent together, up to now,
he had been like a starved man snatching hasty meals; now
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that he had her to himself for good, he was another creature
—a boy out of school.

He got down his practice violin, and putting on the
mute, played. And when his face was turned away, she
looked at him. He was much better-looking now than when
he had his little whiskers. One day she had touched one
and said: “If only these wings could fly!” Next morning
they had flown. But she was not used to his face even yet,
any more than to his touch.

At Torquay the sky was clear and starry; the wind
brought whiffs of sea-scent into their cab; lights winked far
out on a headland; and in the little harbour, all bluish
dark, many small boats floated like tame birds. When the
cab stopped and they entered the hall of the hotel, she
whispered:

“Don't let them see!”

He answered with a laugh:

“They shan’'t see—my Gyp. Oh, they shan't see! We
are old married people, tired of each other—very!”

At dinner it amused him at first—her too, a little—to
keep up this farce of indifference. But every now and then
he turned and stared at some inoffensive visitor who was
taking interest in them, with such fierce and genuine con-
tempt, that Gyp took alarm. When she had drunk a little
wine and he had drunk a good deal, the farce of in-
difference came to its end. He talked at a great rate, nick-
naming the waiters, mimicking the people around—thrusts
which made her smile but shiver, lest they should be heard
or seen. Their heads were close together across the little
table. They went out into the lounge. He wanted her to
smoke with him. She had never smoked in a public room.
But it seemed stiff and ““missish” to refuse—she must do
now as his world did. She drew back a window-curtain,
and they stood there side by side. The sea was deep blue
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beneath bright stars, and the moon shone through a ragged
pine-tree on a little headland. Though she stood five feet
six in her shoes, she was only up to his mouth. He sighed
and said: “Beautiful night, my Gyp!” And suddenly it
struck her that she knew nothing of what was in him, and
yet he was her husband! ‘“Husband”—funny word, not
pretty! She felt as a child opening the door of a dark
room, and, clutching his arm, said:

“Look! There’s a sailing-boat. What's it doing out
there at night?”

Up in their sitting-room was a piano, but—not possible;
to-morrow they would have to get another. To-morrow!
The fire was hot, and he took off his coat to play. In one
of his shirt-sleeves was a rent. She thought, with a sort of
triumph: ““I shall mend that!” It was something definite,
actual. There were lilies in the room which gave a strong,
sweet scent. For a whole hour he played, and Gyp, in her
cream-coloured frock, lay back, listening. She was tired,
not sleepy. It would have been nice to have been sleepy.
Her mouth had its little sad tuck or dimple at the corner;
her eyes were deep and dark—a cloudy child; and his
gaze never left her face. At last he put away the violin.

“Go to bed, Gyp; you're tired.”

Obediently she got up and went into the bedroom.
With a sick feeling in her heart, and as near the fire as
she could get, she undressed with desperate haste, and got
to bed. She lay there shivering in her flimsy lawn against
the cold sheets, her eyes not quite closed, watching the
flicker of the firelight. She did not think—just lay still.
The door creaked. She shut her eyes. Had she a heart
at all? It did not seem to beat. She lay with eyes shut,
till she could bear it no longer. By the firelight she saw
him crouching at the foot of the bed; could just see his
face—Ilike a face—a face—where seen? Ah yes!—a pic-
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ture—of a wild man crouching at the feet of Iphigenia—so
humble, so hungry—so lost in gazing. She gave a little
smothered sob and held out her hand.

GYP was too proud to give by halves. And in those
early days she gave Fiorsen everything except—her heart.
She earnestly desired to give that too; but hearts only give
themselves. Perhaps if the wild man in him, maddened by
beauty in its power, had not so ousted the spirit man, her
heart might have gone with her lips. He knew he was not
getting her heart, and it made him, in the wildness of his
nature and the perversity of a man, go just the wrong way
to work, trying to conquer her by the senses, not the soul.

Yet she was not unhappy, except for a sort of lost feel-
ing sometimes, as if she were trying to grasp something
that kept slipping away. When he was playing, with the
spirit-look on his face, she would feel: ““Now, now, surely
I shall get close to him!” But the look would go; how to
keep it there she did not know, and when it went, her
feeling went too.

Their little suite of rooms was at the very end of the
hotel, so that he might play as much as he wished. While
he practised in the mornings she would go into the garden,
which sloped in rock-terraces down to the sea. Wrapped
in fur, she would sit there with a book. She soon knew
each evergreen, or flower—aubretia, and laurustinus, a little
white flower whose name was uncertain, and one star-
periwinkle. The air was often soft; the birds sang already
and were busy with their weddings, and twice, at least,
spring came in her heart—that feeling when first the being
scents new life preparing in the earth and the wind—the
feeling which only comes when spring is not yet. Seagulls
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often came over her, craning down their greedy bills and
uttering cries like a Kkitten’s mewing.

She did not realise how she had grown up in these
few days, how the ground bass had already come into the
light music of her life. Living with Fiorsen was opening
her eyes to much besides knowledge of ‘““man’s nature”;
her, perhaps fatal, receptivity was already soaking up the
atmosphere of his philosophy. He was always in revolt
against accepting things because he was expected to; but
like most executant artists, he was no reasoner, just a mere
instinctive kicker against the pricks. He would lose him-
self in a sunset, a scent, a tune, a new caress, in a rush of
pity for a beggar or a blind man, a rush of aversion from
a man with large feet or a long nose, of hatred for a woman
with a flat chest or an expression of sanctimony. He would
swing along when he was walking, or dawdle, dawdle; he
would sing and laugh, and make her laugh too till she
ached, and half an hour later would sit staring into some
pit of darkness in a sort of powerful brooding of his whole
being. Insensibly she shared in this deep drinking of
sensation, but always gracefully, fastidiously, never losing
sense of other people’s feelings.

In his love-raptures he just avoided setting her nerves
on edge, because he never failed to make her feel his
adoration of her beauty; that perpetual consciousness, too,
of not belonging to the proper and respectable, which she
had tried to explain to her father, set her against feeling
shocked. But in other ways he did shock her. She could
not get used to his oblivion of people’s feelings, to the
ferocious contempt with which he would look at those who
got on his nerves, and make half-audible comments, just
as he had commented on her own father when he and
Count Rosek passed them, by the Schiller statue. She
would visibly shrink at those remarks, though they were
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sometimes so funny that she had to laugh. She saw that
he resented her shrinking; but it seemed to excite him to
run amuck the more. Once she got up and walked away.
He followed, sat on the floor beside her knees, and, like a
great cat, thrust his head under her hand.

“Forgive me, my Gyp; but they are such brutes. Who
could help it? Now tell me—who could, except my Gyp?”
And she had to forgive him. But, one evening, when he
had been really outrageous during dinner, she answered:

“No; I can’'t. It’s you that are the brute.”

He leaped up with a face of furious gloom and went
out of the room. It was the first time he had given way
to anger with her. Gyp sat by the fire, very disturbed;
chiefly because she was not really upset at having hurt him.
Surely she ought to be feeling miserable at that!

But when, at ten o’clock, he had not come back, she
began to flutter. She had said a dreadful thing! Though,
in her heart, she did not take back her judgment. This
was the first time she had given free rein to her feeling
against what Winton would have called his “bounderism.”
If he had been English, she would never have been
attracted by one who could trample so on other people’s
feelings. What, then, had attracted her? His strangeness,
wildness, the mesmeric pull of his passion for her, his
music! Nothing could spoil that in him. The sweep, the
surge, and sigh in his playing was like the sea out there,
dark, and surf-edged, beating on the rocks; or the sea
deep-coloured in daylight, with white gulls over it; or the
sea with those sinuous paths made by the wandering cur-
rents, the subtle, smiling, silent sea, holding in suspense an
unfathomable restlessness, waiting to surge and spring again.
That was what she wanted from him—mnot his embraces,
not even his adoration, his wit, or his queer, lithe come-
liness touched with felinity; no, only that in his soul which
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escaped through his fingers into the air and dragged at her
soul. If, when he came in, she were to run to him, throw
her arms round his neck, make herself feel close, lose her-
self in him! Why not? It was her duty; why not her
delight, too? But she shivered. Some instinct too deep for
analysis, something in the very heart of her nerves, made
her recoil, as if she were afraid, literally scared of letting
herself go, of loving—the subtlest instinct of self-preservation
against something fatal; against being led on beyond—a
curious, instinctive sinking, such as some feel at the sight
of a precipice, a dread of going near, lest they be drawn
on and over by resistless attraction.

She passed into their bedroom. To go to bed without
knowing where he was, what doing, thinking, seemed already
a little odd; and she sat brushing her hair slowly with the
silver-backed brushes, staring at her own pale face, whose
eyes looked so very large and dark. At last there came to
her the feeling: “I can’t help it! I don’t care!” And
getting into bed, she turned out the light. It seemed queer
and lonely; there was no fire. And then, without more ado,
she slept.

She had a dream of being between Fiorsen and her
father in a railway-carriage out at sea, with the water rising
higher and higher, swashing and sighing. Awakening always,
like a dog, to perfect presence of mind, she knew that he
was playing in the sitting-room, playing—at what time of
night? She lay listening to the quivering, gibbering tune.
Twice she half slipped out of bed, but both times, as if
fate meant her not to move, he chose that moment to swell
out the sound, and each time she thought: “No, I can't.
It's just the same now; he doesn't care how many people
he wakes up. He does just what he likes, and cares nothing
for anyone.” And covering her ears with her hands, she
continued to lie motionless.
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When she withdrew her hands at last, he had stopped.
Then she heard him coming, and feigned sleep. Next
morning he seemed to have forgotten it all. But Gyp had
not. She wanted badly to know what he had felt, where
he had gone, but was too proud to ask.

She wrote twice to her father in the first week, but not
afterwards, except for a postcard now and then. Why tell
him what she was doing, in the company of one whom he
could not bear to think of? Had he been right? To con-
fess that would hurt her pride too much. But she began
to long for London. Her new house was a green spot to
dwell on. When they were settled in, and could do what
they liked without anxiety about people’s feelings, it would
be all right perhaps. He would start again really working,
she helping him, and all would be different. Her new house,
her new garden, the fruit-trees coming into blossom! She
would have dogs and cats, would ride when Dad was in
Town. Aunt Rosamund would come, friends, evenings of
music, dances still, perhaps—he danced beautifully. And
his concerts—the elation of being identified with his success!
Above all, the excitement of making her home as dainty
as she could, with daring experiments in form and colour.
And yet, at heart she knew that to be already looking for-
ward was a bad sign.

One thing, at all events, she enjoyed—sailing. They
had blue days when even the March sun was warm, and
there was just breeze enough. He got on excellently well
with the ““old salt” whose boat they used, for he was at
his best with simple folk.

In those hours Gyp had some real sensations of romance.
The sea was blue, the rocks and wooded spurs of that
Southern coast dreamy in the bright land-haze. Oblivious
of the “old salt,” he would put his arm round her; and she
would be grateful for feeling nearer to him in spirit. She
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made loyal efforts to understand him in these weeks that
were bringing a certain disillusionment. The elemental part
of marriage was not the trouble; if she did not herself feel
passion, she did not resent his. The trouble lay deeper—
the sense of an insuperable barrier; and always that in-
stinctive recoil from letting herself go. She could not let
herself be known, and she could not get to know him.
Why did his eyes often fix her with a stare that did
not seem to see her? What made him, in the midst of
serious playing, break into some furious or desolate little
tune, or drop his violin? What gave him those long hours
of dejection, following the maddest gaiety? Above all,
what dreams had he in those rare moments when music
transformed his strange pale face? Or was it a mere
physical illusion—had he any dreams? ““The heart of an-
other is a dark forest”—to all but the one who loves.

One morning he held up a letter.

“Ah, ha! Paul Rosek went to see our house. ‘A pretty
dove’s nesti’ he calls it”

The memory of his friend’s sphinxlike, sweetish face,
and eyes which seemed to know so many secrets, always
affected Gyp unpleasantly. She said quietly:

“Why do you like him, Gustav?”

“Oh, he is useful. A good judge of music, and—many
things.”

“I think he is hateful.”

Fiorsen laughed.

“Why hateful, my Gyp? He is a good friend. And he
admires you—oh, he admires you very much! 77 dit qu'il
a une technique merveilleuse with women.”

Gyp laughed.

“He’s like a toad, I think.”

““Ah, I shall tell him that! He will be flattered.”

“If you do, I------ ?

Beyond 5
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He jumped up and caught her in his arms; his face
was so comically compunctious that she calmed down at
once. She. thought over her words afterwards and regretted
them. All the same, Rosek was a sneak and a cold sen-
sualist, she was sure. And the thought that he had been
spying at their little house tarnished her thoughts of it.

They went to Town three days later. While the taxi
was skirting Lord’s Cricket Ground, Gyp slipped her hand
into Fiorsen’s. She was brimful of excitement. The trees
were budding in the gardens, the almond-blossom coming!
Now they were in the road. Five, seven, nine—thirteen!
Two more! There it was, nineteen, in white figures on the
leaf-green railings, under the small green lilac buds; and
their almond-blossom was out, too! She Could just see,
over those tall railings, the low white house with its green
outside shutters. She jumped out almost into the arms of
Betty, who stood smiling all over her broad, flushed face,
while from under each arm peered forth a little black head,
with pricked ears and eyes as bright as diamonds.

“Betty! What darlings!”

“Major Winton'’s present, my dear—ma’am!”

Giving the stout shoulders a hug, Gyp seized the Scotch
terriers and ran up the path under the trellis, while the
pups, squeezed against her breast, made confused small
noises and licked her nose and ears. Through the square
hall she ran into the drawing-room, which opened out on to
the lawn; and there, in the French window, stood, spying
back at the spick-and-span room, where everything was
placed just wrong. The colouring, white, ebony, and satin-
wood, looked nicer even than she had hoped. Out in the
garden—her own garden—the pear-trees Were thickening,
but not in blossom yet; a few daffodils were in bloom along
the walls, and a magnolia had one bud opened. And all
the time she kept squeezing the puppies to her, enjoying
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their young, warm, fluffy savour. She ran out of the
drawing-room, up the stairs. Oh, it was nice to be in your
own place, to be------ Suddenly she felt herself lifted off
the ground from behind, and in that undignified position,
her eyes flying, she turned her face till he could reach
her lips.

I

THAT first morning in her new house, Gyp woke with
the sparrow, or whatever the bird which utters the first
cheeps and twitters, soon eclipsed by so much that was
more important in bird-song. All the feathered creatures
in London seemed assembled in her garden; and the old
verse came into her head:

“All dear Nature’s children sweet
Lie at bride and bridegroom’s feet,
Blessing their sense.

Not a creature of the air,
Bird melodious or birdfair,
Be absent hence!”

She turned and looked at Fiorsen. He lay with his
head snoozled down into the pillow, so that she could only
see his thick, rumpled hair. And a shiver went through her,
exactly as if a strange man were lying there. Did he really
belong to her, she to him—for good? Was this their house
—together? It all seemed different, more serious and
troubling, in this strange permanent bed, of this strange
permanent room. Careful not to wake him, she slipped out
and stood between the curtains and the window. Light
was in confusion yet; away low down behind the trees,
the rose of dawn still clung. One might almost have been
in the country, but for the faint, rumorous noises of the
town beginning to wake, and that film of ground-mist which

5*
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veils the feet of London mornings. She was mistress in
this house, had to direct it all—see to everything! And
her pups! What did they eat?

That was the first of many hours of conscientious
anxiety. Her fastidiousness desired perfection, but her
sensitiveness refused to demand it of others—especially
servants. Why should she harry them?

Fiorsen had not the faintest notion of regularity. He
could not even begin to appreciate her struggles in house-
keeping. And she was too proud to ask his help, or per-
haps too wise, since he was obviously unfit to give it. To
live like the birds of the air was his motto. Gyp would
have liked nothing better; but it was difficult in a house
with three servants, several meals, two puppy-dogs, and no
great experience of how to deal with any of them.

She spoke of her difficulties to no one. With Betty—
who, bone-conservative, admitted Fiorsen as hardly as she
had once admitted Winton—she had to be very careful.
But her great trouble was with her father. She longed to
see him, and literally dreaded the meeting. He first came
—as he had been wont to come when she was a tiny girl—
at the hour when he thought the fellow to whom she now
belonged would most probably be out. She opened the
door herself, and hung about him so that his shrewd eyes
should not see her face. And she began at once to talk of
the puppies, whom she had named Don and Doff. They
were perfect darlings; nothing was safe from them; her
slippers were completely done for; they had already got into
her china cabinet and gone to sleep there! He must come
and see all over.

Talking all the time, she took him upstairs and down,
out into the garden, to the studio, or music-room, at the
end, which had an entrance to itself on to a back lane.
This room had been the great attraction. Fiorsen could
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practise there in peace. Winton went with her very quietly,
making a shrewd comment now and then. At the far end
of the garden, looking over the wall, down into that narrow
passage which lay between it and the back of another
garden, he squeezed her arm suddenly,

“Well, Gyp, what sort of a time?”

“Oh, rather lovely—in some ways.” But she did not
look at him, nor he at her. “See, Dad! The cats have
made quite a path there!”

Winton bit his lips and turned from the wall. The
thought of that fellow was bitter within him. She meant
to tell him nothing, meant to keep up that light-hearted
look—which didn’t deceive him!

“Look at my crocuses! It's really spring to-day

Even a bee or two had come. The tiny leaves had a
transparent look, too thin as yet to keep the sunlight from
passing through them. The purple, delicate-veined crocuses,
with little flames of orange blowing from their centres,
seemed to hold the light as in cups. A wind, without
harshness, swung the boughs; a dry leaf or two still rustled
round here and there. And on the grass, and in the blue
sky, and on the almond-blossom was the first spring
brilliance. Gyp clasped her hands.

“Lovely—to feel the spring!”

And Winton thought: “She’s changed!” She had softened,
quickened—more depth of colour in her, more gravity,
more sway in her body, more sweetness in her smile. But
—was she happy?

A voice said:

“Ah, what a pleasure!”

The fellow had slunk up like the great cat he was. And
it seemed to Winton that Gyp had winced.

“Dad thinks we ought to have dark curtains in the
music-room, Gustav.”

17
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Fiorsen made a bow.

“Yes-—yes—Ilike a London club.”

Winton, watching, was sure of supplication in her face.
And, forcing a smile, he said:

“You seem very snug here. Glad to see you again.
Gyp looks splendid.”

Another of those bows he so detested! Mountebank!
Never, never, would he be able to stand the fellow! But
he must not, would not, show it. And, as soon as he de-
cently could, he went, picking his way back through this
region, of which his knowledge was almost limited to Lord’s
Cricket Ground, in doubt and desolation, with the resolve
to be always at hand if the child wanted him.

He had not been gone ten minutes before Aunt Rosa-
mund appeared, with a crutch-handled stick and a gentle-
manly limp, for she, too, suffered from gout. The good lady
had not known how fond she was of her niece till the girl
had slipped off into this marriage. She wanted her back,
to go about with and make much of, as before. And her
drawl did not quite disguise this feeling.

Gyp could detect Fiorsen subtly mimicking that drawl;
and her ears began to bum. The puppies, their points,
noses, boldness, and food, held the danger in abeyance for
some minutes. Then the mimicry began again. When
Aunt Rosamund had taken a somewhat sudden leave, Gyp
stood at the window of her drawing-room with the mask
off her face. Fiorsen came up, put his arm round her, and
said with a fierce sigh:

“Are they coming often—these excellent people?”

Gyp drew back.

“If you love me, why do you try to hurt the people
who love me too?”

“Because I am jealous. I am jealous even of those

puppies.”
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“And shall you try to hurt them?”

“If T see them too much near you.”

“Do you think I can be happy if you hurt things be-
cause they love me?”

The first time—the very first friend to come into her
new home! It was too much!

Fiorsen said hoarsely:

“You do not love me. If you loved me, I should feel
it through your lips. I should see it in your eyes. Oh,
love me, Gyp! You shall!”

But to say to Love: ““Stand and deliver!” seemed to
her mere ill-bred stupidity. She froze against him in soul.
When a woman refuses nothing to one whom she does not
really love, shadows are already falling on the bride-house.
And Fiorsen knew it; but his self-control scarcely equalled
that of the two puppies.

Yet, on the whole, these first weeks in her new home
were too busy to allow much room for doubting or regret.
Several important concerts were fixed for May. She looked
forward to these with intense eagerness, and pushed every-
thing that interfered with preparation into the background.
As though to make up for that instinctive recoil from
giving him her heart, of which she was always subconscious,
she gave him all her activities, without calculation or re-
serve. She was ready to play for him all day and every
day. But she had some free hours in the morning, for he
lay in bed till eleven, and was never ready for practice be-
fore twelve. In those early hours she got through her
orders and her shopping—to so many women the only real
“sport”—a chase of the ideal; a pitting of taste and know-
ledge against that of the world at large; a secret passion
for making themselves more beautiful. Gyp never went shop-
ping without a faint thrill running up and down her nerves.
She hated to be touched by strange fingers, but not even that
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stopped her pleasure in turning and turning before long mir-
rors, while the saleswoman ran the tips of fingers over her,
smoothing and pinning, and uttering the word “moddam.”

On other mornings, she rode with her father. One day,
after riding in Richmond Park, they had late breakfast on
the verandah of an hotel. Some fruit-trees were still in
blossom just below them, and the sunlight brightened to
silver the windings of the river, and to gold the budding
leaves of the oak-trees. Winton, smoking his after-breakfast
cigar, stared down across the tops of those trees towards
the river; and stealing a glance at him, Gyp said softly:

“Did you ever ride with my mother, Dad?”

“Once—the very ride we've been to-day. She was on
a black mare; I had a chestnut------ ” In that grove on the
little hill through which they had ridden that morning, he
had dismounted and stood beside her!

Gyp stretched her hand across the table.

“Tell me about her. Was she beautiful?”

“Yes.”

“Dark? Tall?”

“Very like you, Gyp. A little—a little”—he did not
know how to describe that difference—a little more
foreign-looking, perhaps. One of her grandmothers was
Italian, you know.”

“How did you come to love her? Suddenly?”

“As suddenly as”—he drew his hand away and laid it
on the verandah rail—“that sun came on my hand.”

Gyp said, as if to herself:

“Yes; I don’t think I understand that—yet. Did she
love you at first sight, too?”

“One easily believes what one wants to—but she used
to say so.”

“And how long?”

“Only a year.”
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“Oh, Dad! 1 can’t bear to think I killed her—I can’t
bear it!”

Winton got up, and a startled blackbird ceased his
song. Gyp went on in a hard voice:

“I don’'t want to have any children. And I don't—I
don’t want to love like that. I should be afraid.”

Winton looked at her, frowning over his past.

“Love,” he said, “it catches you, and you're gone. When
it comes, you welcome it, whether it's to kill you or not.”

When she got home it was not quite noon. She hurried
over her bath and dressing, and ran out to the music-room.
Its walls had been hung with Willesden scrim and gilded,;
the curtains were silver-grey; there was a divan covered
with silver-and-gold stuff, and a beaten brass fireplace. It
was a study in silver and gold, save for two touches of
fantasy—a screen round the piano-head, covered with bril-
liantly painted peacocks’ tails, and a blue Persian vase, in
which were flowers of various hues of red.

Fiorsen was standing at the window, smoking. He did
not turn. Gyp put her hand within his arm.

“So sorry. But it’s only just half-past twelve.”

His face was as if the whole world had injured him.

“Pity you came back! Very nice, riding, Pm sure!”

Could she not go riding with her own father? What
insensate jealousy and egomania! And, without a word, she
sat down at the piano. She was not good at standing in-
fustice—and he smelled of brandy! Drink in the morning
was ugly—horrid! She sat at the piano, waiting. He would
be like this till he had played away the fumes of his ill
mood, and then he would come and paw her shoulders
and put his lips to her neck. It was not the way to behave,
not the way to make her love him. And she said suddenly:

“Gustav; what exactly have I done that you dislike?”

“You have had a father.”
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Gyp began to laugh. He looked so like a sulky child,
standing there. He turned swiftly on her and clapped his
hand over her mouth. She looked up over that hand.
Her heart was doing the grand, écart within her, this way
in compunction, that way in resentment. His eyes fell
before hers; he removed his hand.

“Well, shall we begin?” she said.

He answered roughly: “No,” and went out into the
garden.

Was it possible that she could have taken part in such
a horrid little scene? She remained sitting at the piano,
playing over and over a single passage, without heeding
what it was.

v

So far, they had seen nothing of Rosek. She wondered
if Fiorsen had passed on to him her remark, but did not
ask; having learned that her husband spoke the truth when
convenient, not when it caused him pain. About music,
or art, however, he could be implicitly relied on; and his
frankness was appalling when his nerves were ruffled.

At the first concert she saw Rosek’s unwelcome figure
on the other side of the gangway, two rows back. He was
talking to a young girl, whose face, short and beautifully
formed, had the opaque transparency of alabaster. With
her round blue eyes fixed on him, and her lips just parted,
she had a slightly vacant look. Her laugh, too, was just a
little vacant. And yet her features were so beautiful, her
hair so smooth and fair, her colouring so pale and fine, her
neck so white and round, the poise of her body so perfect,
that Gyp found it difficult to take her glance away. She
was sitting alone, wanting so much to feel again the sensa-
tions of Wiesbaden. There would be a kind of solemn
pleasure in knowing that she had helped to fashion sounds
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which moved so many listeners. She had looked forward
to this concert eagerly. And she sat, abstracted from con-
sciousness of those about her, soft and still.

Fiorsen looked his worst, as ever, when first coming
before an audience——cold, furtive, defensive, defiant, half
turned away, with those long fingers tightening the screws,
touching the strings. Wiesbaden! No; this was not like
Wiesbaden! And when he played, she had not the same
emotions. She had heard him now too often, knew too
exactly how he produced those sounds; knew that their
fire and sweetness and nobility sprang from fingers, ear,
brain—not from his soul. Nor was it possible any longer
to drift off on those currents of sound into new worlds, to
hear bells at dawn, and the dews of evening as they fell,
to feel the freshness of wind and the fire of sunlight.
Romance and ecstasy came no more. She was watching
for the weak spots, the passages with which he had struggled
and she had struggled; she was distracted by memories of
petulance, black moods, and sudden caresses. And then
she caught his eye. The look was like, yet now unlike, those
looks at Wiesbaden. It had lost the adoration. And she
thought: “Is it my fault, or is it only because he has me
now to do what he likes with?” It was all another dis-
illusionment, perhaps the greatest yet But she kindled at
the applause, and lost herself in the pleasure of his success.
At the interval, she went round to the artists’ room. He
was coming down from his last recall; his look of bored
contempt vanished, and, lifting her hand, he kissed it. She
whispered:

“Beautiful!”

And he whispered back:

“Do you love me, Gyp?”

She nodded. And at that moment she thought she did.

Then people began to come; amongst them her old
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music-master, Monsieur Harmost, who, after a “Merveil-
leux, tres fort” to Fiorsen, turned his back on him to talk
to Gyp.

So she had married Fiorsen. That was extraordinary,
but extraordinary! And what was it like—a little funny
—mnot so? Her music would be spoiled now—what a pity!
No? She must come to him, then; yes, come again. All
the time he patted her arm, as if playing the piano, and
his fingers felt the firmness of her flesh, as though debating
whether she were letting it deteriorate. He seemed really
to have missed his old pupil, to be glad at seeing her
again; and Gyp never could withstand appreciation. More
people came. She saw Rosek talking to her husband, and
the alabaster girl standing silent, her lips still parted, gazing
at Fiorsen. A perfect figure, rather short; a dovelike face,
whose exquisitely shaped, just opened lips seemed to be
demanding sugar-plums. Not more than nineteen—who
was she?

A voice said:

“How do you do, Mrs. Fiorsen? I am fortunate to see
you again at last.”

If Gustav had given her away, one would never know
it from this masked creature, Rosek, with his suave watchful
composure, who talked so smoothly. What did she so dis-
like in him? Gyp had acute instincts, the natural intelli-
gence of a nature not over-intellectual, whose ‘‘feelers”
were too delicate to be deceived.

Following his glance, she saw her husband talking to
the girl, whose lips seemed more than ever asking for sugar-
plums.

“Do you admire her, Madame—that young dancer,
Daphne Wing—she will make a name. A dove flying!”

“She’s very pretty—I can imagine her dancing beauti-
fully.”
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“Come one day and see her? She has still to make
her début.”

Gyp answered:

“Thank you.”

But she thought: ““I don’t want to have anything to do
with you! Why didn’t I say I hate dancing?”

A bell sounded; people began hurrying away. The girl
came up.

“Miss Daphne Wing—Mrs. Fiorsen.”

Gyp put out her hand with a smile. Miss Daphne
Wing smiled, too, and said, with the intonation of those
whose accents have been carefully corrected:

“Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, how beautifully your husband plays
—doesn’t he?”

Not merely at the careful speech, but at something
lacking when the mouth moved, Gyp felt sorry, as at blight
on a perfect flower. With a nod, she turned to Fiorsen,
now waiting to go on to the platform. Was it at her or at
the girl he had been looking? In the corridor, Rosek said:

“Come with Gustav to my rooms to-day. She shall
dance for us. She admires you, Madame.”

Gyp longed for the simple brutality to say: T don't
want to come.” But all she could manage was:

“Thank you. TI'll ask Gustav.”

Once back in her seat, she rubbed the cheek his breath
had touched. A girl was singing now—one of those faces
Gyp always admired, reddish-gold hair, blue eyes—the
antithesis of herself—and the song was “The Bens of
Jura,” that strange outpouring from a heart broken by
love:

“And my heart reft of its own sun------

The shiver of some very deep response passed through
her. Dad had said: “Love catches you, and you're gone!*
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No! she, who was the result of love like that, did not
want to love!

The girl finished. There was little applause. She had
sung beautifully one of the most wonderful songs in the
world—was it too tragic, too painful, too strange—not
“pretty” enough? Gyp felt sorry for her. She would have
liked to slip away. But she had not the needful rudeness.
She would have to wait, and go through with this evening
at Rosek’s. She had entered of her own free will on a life
which would not give her a feeling of anchorage or home.
Of her own accord she had stepped into the cage!

On the way to Rosek’s, she disguised from Fiorsen her
headache and depression. He was in one of his boy-out-of-
school moods, elated by applause, mimicking her old
master, the idolatries of his worshippers, Rosek, the girl
dancer’s upturned lips. And he slipped his arm round
Gyp in the cab, crushing her against him and sniffing at
her cheek as if she had been a flower.

Rosek had the first floor of an old mansion in Russell
Square. Incense, or some kindred perfume, was at once
about one; and, on the walls of the dark hall, electric light
burned, in jars of alabaster picked up in the East. The
place was a sanctum of the collector’s spirit. Its owner
had a passion for black—the walls, divans, picture-frames,
even some of the tilings were black, with glimmerings of
gold, ivory, and moonlight. On a round black table was a
golden bowl filled with moonlight-coloured ‘honesty’; on
a black wall gleamed the ivory mask of a faun’s face; from
a dark niche the little silver figure of a dancing girl. It
was beautiful, but deathly. And Gyp, though she was
always excited by anything new, alive to all beauty, longed
for air and sunlight. It was a relief, close to one of the
black-curtained windows, to watch the westering sun shower
light on the trees of the Square gardens. She was in-



BEYOND 79

troduced to a Mr. and Mrs. Gallant, a dark-faced, cynical-
looking man with clever, malicious eyes, and a cornucopia
of a woman with an avid blue stare. The little dancer had
“gone to put on nothing,” Rosek informed them.

He took Gyp the round of his treasures, scarabs, Rops
drawings, death-masks, Chinese pictures, and queer old flutes,
with an air ot displaying them for the first time to one who
could truly appreciate. Her instinct apprehended the re-
fined viciousness of this place, where nothing, save taste,
would be sacred. It was her first glimpse into gilt-edged
Bohemia, whence the generosities, elans, struggles of
Bohemia proper, are excluded as from the spheres where
bishops move. But no one could have told that her nerves
were crisping as at contact with a corpse. While showing
her those alabaster jars, Rosek laid his hand softly on her
wrist, and in taking it away, let his fingers, softer than a
kitten’s paw, ripple over the skin, then put them to his
lips. Technique! A desperate desire to laugh seized her.
And he saw it. He gave her one look, passed his hand
over his face, and—behold!—it showed as before, un-
mortified, unconscious. A deadly little man!

When they returned to the salon, as it was called, Miss
Daphne Wing, in a black kimono, whence her face and
arms emerged more like alabaster than ever, was sitting on
a divan beside Fiorsen. She rose at once and came across
to Gyp.

“Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen”—why did everything she said begin
with “Oh!”—*“isn’'t this room lovely? It's perfect for
dancing. I only brought cream, and flame-colour; they go
so beautifully with black.”

She threw back her kimono for Gyp to inspect her dress
—a girdled cream-coloured shift; and her mouth opened,
as if for a sugar-plum of praise. She murmured:

“I'm rather afraid of Count Rosek.”
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“Why?”

““Oh, he’s so critical, and smooth, and he comes up so
quietly. 1 do think your husband plays wonderfully. Oh,
Mrs. Fiorsen, you are beautiful, aren't you? What would
you like me to dance first? A waltz of Chopin’s?”

“I love Chopin.”

“Then I shall. T shall dance exactly what you like,
because I do admire you, and I'm sure you're awfully sweet.
Oh, yes; I can see it. And your husband’s awfully in love
with you. You know, I've been studying five years, and I
haven't come out yet. But now Count Rosek’s going to
back me, I expect it'll be very soon. Will you come to
my first night? Mother says I've got to be awfully careful.
She only let me come this evening because you were going
to be here. Would you like me to begin?”

She slid across to Rosek:

““Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen wants me to begin; a Chopin waltz,
please. The one that goes like this.”

Gyp sat down beside Fiorsen, and Rosek began playing,
his eyes fixed on the girl, and his mouth loosened from
compression in a sweetish smile. Miss Daphne Wing was
standing with her finger-tips joined at her breast—a statue
of ebony and pale wax. She flung away the black kimono
and a thrill swept through Gyp. She could dance—that
common little girl! Every movement of her round, sinuous
limbs had the ecstasy of natural genius, controlled by the
quivering balance of a fine training. “A dove flying!” Her
face had lost its vacancy, or rather its vacancy had become
divine, having that look—mnot lost but gone before—which
dance demands. Tears came up in Gyp’s eyes. It was
lovely—as when a dove flings itselfup in the wind, breasting
on with wings bent back, and poised.

When, after the dance, the girl came and sat down
beside her, Gyp squeezed her hot little hand, but the caress
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was for her art, not for this moist little person with the
lips avid of sugar-plums.

“Oh, did you like it? I'm so glad. Shall T go and put
on my flame-colour, now?”

The moment she was gone, comment broke out. The
dark and cynical Gallant thought her dancing like a certain
Napierkowska’s seen in Moscow, but it had no fire—the
touch of passion would have to be supplied. She wanted
love! Love! And suddenly Gyp was back in the concert-
hall, listening to that other girl singing the song of a
broken heart.

“Thy kiss, dear love—
Like watercress gatheredfresh from cool streams.”

Love! in this abode—of faun’s heads, deep cushions,
silver dancing girls! Love! She had a sudden sense of deep
abasement. What was she, herself, but just a feast for a
man’s senses? Her home, what but a place like this?
Daphne Wing was back again. Gyp looked at her hus-
band’s face while she was dancing. It------ ! How was it
that she could see that disturbance in him, and not care?
If she had really loved him, to see his lips like that would
have hurt her, but she might have understood, perhaps,
and forgiven. Now she neither quite understood nor quite
forgave.

And that night she murmured:

“Would you rather I were that girl—not me?”

“That girl! T could swallow her at a draught But
you, my Gyp—I want to drink for ever!”

Was that true? Zf'she had loved him—how good to
hear!

Beyond 6
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v

AFTER this, Gyp was daily more and more in contact
with high Bohemia, that curious composite section of society
which embraces the neck of music, poetry, and the drama.
She felt that she did not belong to it, nor, in truth, did
Fiorsen, who was much too genuine a Bohemian, and
mocked at the Gallants and even the Roseks of this life,
as he mocked at Winton, Aunt Rosamund, and their world.
Life with him made Gyp, too, feel less and less a part of
that old orthodox, well-bred world which she had known
before she married him; but to which she had never felt
that she belonged, since she knew the secret of her birth.
She was, in truth, much too impressionable and naturally
critical to accept the dictates of fact-and-form-governed
routine; though, of her own accord, she would never have
had initiative enough to step out of its circle. Loosened
from those roots, unable to attach herself to this new soil,
and not spiritually leagued with her husband, she was
more and more lonely. Her only truly happy hours were
those spent with Winton or at her piano. She was always
wondering at what she had done, longing to find the deep,
the sufficient reason for ever having done it. But the more
she sought and longed, the deeper grew her bewildered
feeling of being in a cage. Of late, too, another and more
definite uneasiness had come to her.

She spent much time in her garden, where the blossoms
had all dropped, the lilac was over, acacias coming into
bloom, and blackbirds silent.

Winton, who, by careful experiment, had found that
from half-past three to six there was little chance of stum-
bling across his son-in-law, came nearly every day for tea
and a quiet cigar on the lawn. He was sitting there with
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Gyp, when Betty brought out a card on which were printed
the words “Miss Daphne Wing.”

“Bring her out, please, Betty, and some fresh tea, and
plenty of buttered toast; and the chocolates, and any other
sweets—Betty darling.”

Betty, with the expression which always came over her
when called ““darling,” withdrew across the grass, and Gyp
said to her father:

“It’s the little dancer I told you of, Dad. Now you'll see
something perfect. Only, she’ll be dressed. What a pity!”

She was. In warm ivory, shrouded by leaf-green chiffon,
with a girdle of tiny artificial leaves, and a head encircled
by other green leaves, she was like a nymph peering from
a bower. If rather too arresting, it was charming, and no
frock could disguise the beauty of her figure. She was
evidently nervous.

“Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, I thought you wouldn't mind my
coming. I did so want to see you again. Count Rosek
said he thought I might. It’s all fixed for my coming-out.
Oh, how do you do?” With lips and eyes opening, she sat
down in the chair Winton placed for her. Gyp, watching
his expression, felt inclined to laugh. Dad and Daphne Wing!

“Have you been dancing at Count Rosek’s again
lately?”

“Oh, yes, haven't you—didn't you—I------ Oh! yes!”

The thought flashed through Gyp, ““So Gustav’s been
seeing her, and hasn’t told me!” But she said at once:

“Of course; I forgot. When is your ‘coming-out’?”

“Next Friday week. At the Octagon. Isn't it splen-
did? They've given me such a good engagement. [ do so
want you and Mr. Fiorsen to come, though!”

“Of course we will. My father loves dancing, too;
don’t you, Dad?”

“When it's good,” said Winton urbanely.

6*
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“Oh, mine is good; isn't it, Mrs. Fiorsen? 1 mean, |
Have worked—ever since I was thirteen, you know. I
simply love it. I think yoei would dance beautifully, Mrs.
Fiorsen. You've got such a perfect figure. I simply love
to see you walk.”

Gyp flushed.

“Do have one of these, Miss Wing—they’'ve got whole
raspberries inside.”

The little dancer put one in her mouth.

“Oh, but please don't call me Miss Wing! Do call me
Daphne. Mr. Fior—everybody does.”

Conscious of her father’s face, Gyp murmured:

“It's a lovely name. Won't you have another? These
are apricot.”

“They’re perfect. You know, my first dress is to be all
orange-blossom; Mr. Fiorsen suggested that. But I expect
he told you. Perhaps you suggested it really; did you?”
Gyp shook her head. ““Count Rosek says the world is wait-
ing for me------ ” She paused with a sugar-plum halfway
to her lips, and added: “Do you think it is?”

“I hope so.”

“He says I'm something new. It would be nice to think
that. He has great taste; so has Mr. Fiorsen, hasn’'t he?”

Conscious of compression behind the smoke of her
father’s cigar, Gyp nodded.

The little dancer placed the sweet in her mouth.

“You see, he married you.”

Then, conscious of Winton’s eyes fixed on her, she
became confused, and said:

“Oh, and isn’t it lovely here—like the country! I'm
afraid I must go; it's my practice time. It's so important
for me not to miss any now, isn't it?” She rose, and
Winton got up too. Gyp saw her eyes, lighting on his rigid
hand, grow rounder; her careful voice floated back:
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“Oh, I do hope------ ”  But what, could not be heard.
Gyp sat motionless. Bees were murmurous among her
flowers, pigeons among the trees; the sunlight warmed her
knees, and her stretched-out feet through the openwork of
her stockings. The maid’s laughter, the growling of the
puppies at play in the kitchen, came drifting down the
garden, with the distant cry of a milkman up the road. All
was very peaceful. But in her heart were curious emotions,
strange, tangled feelings. This enlightenment regarding the
measure of her husband’s frankness came on the heels of
another revelation. She had said to Winton that she did
not want to have a child. In her whose birth had caused
her mother’s death there was this more or less unconscious
aversion. And now she was sure one was coming. She had
not reached, knew she could not reach, that spiritual union
which might have made the thought of motherhood a joy.
She was fairly caught in the web of her foolish and pre-
sumptuous mistake! In a few months of marriage she was
sure it was a failure, and hopeless for the future! A hard,
natural fact is needed to bring to a yearning and bewildered
spirit knowledge of the truth. Disillusionment is not wel-
come, especially when it is disillusionment with self, as well as
with another. She had been going to—what?—save Fiorsen
from himself! It was laughable. She had only lost herself.
Already she felt in prison, and by a child would be all the
more bound. To some women the knowledge that a thing
must be assuages the nerves. Gyp was the opposite of those.
To force her was the way to stir up every contrary emotion.
And so, while the pigeons cooed and the sunlight
warmed her feet, she spent the bitterest moments of her
life—so far. Pride came to her help. No one must know
—certainly not her father, who had warned her so des-
perately! She had made her bed, and would have to lie on it.
When Winton came back, he said:
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“I don’t see the fascination, Gyp.”

“Don't you think her face really rather perfect?”

“Common.”

““Yes; but that drops off when she’s dancing.”

Winton looked at her from under half-closed eyelids

“What does Fiorsen think of her?”

“Does he think of her? I don't know.”

She could feel the watchful tightening of his face.

“Daphne Wing! By George!”

The words were resentment and distrust incarnate.
His daughter in peril from—such as that!

After he was gone Gyp sat on till the sun had gone,
and the dew was stealing through her thin frock. To make
others happy was the way to be happy—they said. She
would try. Betty—so stout, and with that rheumatism in
her leg—did she ever think of herself? Of Aunt Rosa-
mund, with her perpetual rescuings of lost dogs, lame
horses, and penniless musicians? And Dad, for all his
man-of-the-world ways, was he not always doing little things
for the men of his old regiment, always thinking of her,
too, and what he could do to give her pleasure? To love
people, and bring them happiness! Was it possible? People
were hard to love, different from birds, beasts and flowers,
to love which seemed natural and easy.

She went up and began to dress for dinner. Which oi
her frocks did he like best? The pale, low-cut amber, or
that white, soft one, with the coffee-dipped lace? She
decided on the latter. Scrutinising her image in the glass,
she shuddered. That would all go; she would become like
those women, who made her wonder at their hardihood in
showing themselves. Why must one become unsightly in
order to bring life into the world? Some women seemed
proud to be like that. But she would never dare to show
herself in the days coming.
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She finished dressing and went downstairs. Fiorsen had
not come in. She turned from the window with a sigh of
relief, and went into dinner. She ate with the two pups
beside her, sent them off, and sat down at her piano. And
Betty, who had a weakness for Chopin, sat by the door
which partitioned off the back premises, imagining her
“pretty” in her white frock, with the candle-flames on each
side, and those lovely lilies in the vase close by, smelling
beautiful. And one of the maids coming too near, she
shooed her away. 4

It grew late. The maids had gone to bed. Gyp had
long stopped playing, and, by the French window, stood
gazing out into the dark. How warm it was—warm enough
to draw forth the scent of the jessamine along the garden
wall! Not a star. There always seemed so few stars in
London. A sound made her swing round. Something tall
was over there in the dark room, by the open door. She
called out, frightened:

“Is that you, Gustav?”

He spoke some words that she could not understand.
Shutting the window quickly, she went toward him. The
hall light fell on one side of his face. He was pale; his
eyes shone strangely; his sleeve was whitened. He mut-
tered thickly:

“Little ghost!” It was the first time Gyp had ever
come to close quarters with drunkenness. How awful if
anybody were to see—how awful! She made a rush to
get into the hall and lock the door leading to the back
regions, but he clutched her shoulder. She stopped dead,
fearing to make a noise or pull him over, and his other
hand clutched her other shoulder, so that he stood steady-
ing himself by her. She was not shocked. She only felt:
“What am I to do? How to get him upstairs without any-
one knowing?” And she looked up into his face—which
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seemed to her pathetic with its shining eyes and its staring
whiteness. She said gently:

“It’s all right. Lean on me; we'll go up.”

More than disgust, she felt a horrid pity. Putting her
arm round his waist, she moved with him towards the stairs.
If only no one heard; if only she could get him quietly up!
And she murmured:

“Don’t talk; lean on me!”

He seemed to make an effort; puffing out his lips with
an expressiori that would have been comic if not so tragic.

Holding him with all her strength, she began to mount
It was easier than she had thought. Across the landing,
into the bedroom, and the danger would be over! Done!
He was lying across the bed, and the door shut. Then she
gave way to a fit of shivering so violent that she could hear
her teeth chattering. She caught sight of herselfin the big
mirror. Her pretty lace was torn; her shoulders red where
his hands had gripped her, holding himself up. She put
on a wrapper and went up to him. He was in a sort of
stupor, and with difficulty she got him to sit up and lean
against the bed-rail, racking her brains for what to give
him. Sal volatile! Surely that must be right. When at
last he was in bed, she stood looking at him. His eyes
were closed; he would not see if she gave way now. But
she would not cry. There was nothing to be done but get
into bed too. She undressed, and turned out the light.
He was in a stertorous sleep. And, staring into the dark,
Gyp smiled. She was thinking of all those young wives, in
novels, who, blushing, trembling, murmur into the ears of
their young husbands that they ‘have something—some-
thing to tell them!”
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Vi

LOOKING at Fiorsen, next morning, still sunk in heavy
sleep, her first thought was: “He looks exactly the same.”
And, suddenly, it seemed queer to her that she had not
been, and still was not, disgusted. It was too deep for
disgust, and somehow, too natural. She took this new
revelation of his unbridled ways without resentment. Be-
sides, she had long known of this taste of his—one cannot
drink brandy and not betray it.

She stole from bed, gathered up his boots and clothes
all tumbled on to a chair, and took them forth to the dressing-
room. There she held the garments up to the early light
and brushed them, then, noiseless, stole back to bed, with
needle and thread and her lace. No one must know; not
even he must know. For the moment she had forgotten
that other thing so terrifically important. It came back to
her, very sudden, very sickening. So long as she could
keep it secret, no one should know that either—he Ileast
of all.

The morning passed as usual; but when she came to
the music-room at noon, she found that he had gone out.
She was just sitting down to lunch when her maid an-
nounced:

“Count Rosek.”

Gyp got up, startled.

“Say that Mr. Fiorsen is not in. But—but ask if he
will have some lunch, and get a bottle of hock.”

In the few seconds before he appeared, she experienced
the excitement one has entering a field where a bull is
grazing.

Not even his severest critics could accuse Rosek of want
of tact. He had hoped to see Gustav, it was charming of
her to give him lunch.
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He seemed to have renounced his corsets, and some of
his offending looks. His face was slightly browned, as if
he had been taking his due of air and sun. He talked
without cynical sub-meanings, was appreciative of her
“charming house,” showed warmth in his sayings about art
and music. Gyp had never disliked him less. After lunch,
they went across the garden to the music-room, and he sat
down at the piano. He had the deep, caressing touch that
lies in fingers of steel worked by a real passion for tone.
Gyp sat on the divan. She was out of his sight there; and
she looked at him, wondering. He was playing Schumann’s
Child Music. How could one who produced such idyllic
sounds have sinister intentions? And presently she said:

“Count Rosek!”

“Madame?”

“Will you tell me why you sent Daphne Wing here
yesterday?”

o

“Yes.”

He swung round on the music-stool and looked full
at her.

“Since you ask me, I thought you should know that
Gustav is seeing a good deal of her.”

He had given the exact answer she had divined.

“Why should I mind that?”

He got up and said quietly:

“I am glad that you do not.”

“Why glad?”

She, too, had risen. Though he was hardly taller than
herself, she was conscious of how thick and steely he was
beneath his dapper garments, and of a kind of snaky will-
power in his face. Her heart beat fast.

He came toward her.

“l am glad you understand that it is over with Gustav
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—finished----- ” He stopped, seeing that he had gone
wrong, and not knowing quite where. Gyp had simply
smiled. A flush coloured his cheeks.

“He is a volcano soon extinguished. You see, I know
him. Better you should know him, too.”

“Why?”

He said between his teeth:

“That you may not waste your time; there is love wait-
ing for you.”

Gyp smiled.

“Was it from love of me that you made him drunk
last night?”

“Gyp!” Gyp turned. But he was between her and
the door. ““You never loved him. That is my excuse.
You have given him too much already—more than he is
worth. Ah! God! T am tortured by you; I am possessed.”

He had gone suddenly quite white, save for his smoulder-
ing eyes. She was afraid, and, because she was afraid, she
stood her ground. Should she make a dash for the door
that opened into the little lane? She could feel that he
was trying to break through her defences by sheer intensity
of gaze—by a kind of mesmerism, knowing that he had
frightened her.

Whether or no he really moved his feet, he seemed
coming closer inch by inch. She had a horrible feeling—
as if his arms were already round her.

She wrenched her gaze from his, and suddenly his
crisp hair caught her eyes. Surely—surely it was curled
with tongs! Almost inaudibly, the words escaped her lips:
“Une technique merveilleuse!” His eyes wavered; his lips
fell apart. Gyp walked across the room and put her hand
on the bell. She had lost all fear. And without a word,
he turned, and went out into the garden. She watched
him cross the lawn. She had beaten him by the one
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thing not even violent passions can withstand—ridicule.
Was it possible that she had really been frightened, nearly
failing in that encounter, nearly dominated by that man—
in her own house, with her own maids down there at hand?

In the garden was the first real warmth of summer.
Mid-June of a fine year—the air drowsy with hum and
scent.

And, sitting in the shade, while the puppies rolled and
snapped, Gyp searched her little world for sense of safety;
as if all round her were a hot, heavy fog in which things
lurked, and she held them away only by pride and the will
not to cry out that she was struggling and afraid.

Fiorsen, leaving his house that morning, had walked till
he saw a taxi-cab. Leaning back therein, with hat thrown
off, he caused himself to be driven rapidly, at random.
This was one of his habits when his mind was not at ease.
The motion was sedative. And he needed sedatives this
morning. To wake in his own bed without remembering
how he had got there, was no more new to him than to
many another man of twenty-eight, but it was new since
his marriage. If he had remembered even less, he would
have been more at ease. But he could just recollect stand-
ing in the dark drawing-room, seeing a ghostly Gyp quite
close to him. Somehow, he was afraid; and, when afraid
—like most people—was at his worst.

If she had resembled other women in whose company
he had eaten passion-fruit, he would not have felt this cark-
ing humiliation. If she had been like them, he would al-
ready have ““finished,” as Rosek had said. But he knew
well enough that he had not ““finished.” He might get
drunk, might be loose in every way, but Gyp was hooked
into his senses. Her passivity was her strength, the secret
of her magnetism. In her, he felt that mysterious sentiency
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of nature, which, even in yielding to man’s fevers, lies apart
with a faint smile—the uncapturable smile of the woods
and fields by day or night, the unfathomable, soft, vibrating
indifference of the flowers and trees and streams, of the
rocks, of bird-songs, and the eternal hum, under sunshine
or starshine. Her dark, half-smiling eyes enticed him, in-
spired an unquenchable thirst. And his was one of those
natures which, encountering spiritual difficulty, at once jib
off, seek anodynes, try to bandage wounded egoism with
excess—a spoiled child, with the desperations and the in-
herent pathos, the something repulsive and the something
lovable which belong to all such. Having wished for this
moon, and got her, he now did not know what to do with
her, kept grasping at her, with a feeling all the time of
getting further and further away. His failure to get near
her spiritually drove him toward folly. Only work kept
him in control at all. For he did work hard; though, even
there, something was lacking. He had all the qualities of
making good, except the moral backbone, which alone
could give him his rightful—as he thought—pre-eminence.
It often surprised and vexed him to find that some con-
temporary held higher rank than himself.

In his cab, he mused:

“Did I do anything that really shocked her last night?
Why didn’t T wait for her this morning and find out
the worst?” And he smiled wryly—to find out the w'orst
was not his forte. Meditation, seeking as usual a scape-
goat, lighted on Rosek. Like most egoists addicted to
women, he had not many friends. Rosek was the most
constant. But even for him, Fiorsen had at once the con-
tempt and fear that a man naturally uncontrolled and yet
of greater scope has for one of less talent but stronger will-
power. He treated him as a wayward child treats its nurse;
and needed him as a patron with well-lined pockets.
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““Curse Paul!” he thought. ‘“He must know—he does
know—that brandy of his goes down like water. He saw
I was getting silly! He had some game on. Where did I
go after? How did I get home? Did I hurt Gyp?” If the
servants had seen—it would upset her fearfully! He had
a fresh access of fear. He didn't know her, never knew
what she was thinking or feeling, never knew anything about
her. It was not fair! He didn’t hide himself from her.
He was as free as nature; he let her see everything. What
had he done? The maid had looked very queerly at him
that morning! And suddenly he said to the driver: “Bury
Street, St. James’s.” He could find out, at all events,
whether Gyp had been to her father’s. He changed his
mind several times before the cab reached that little street;
and a light sweat broke out on his forehead while he was
waiting for the door to be opened.

“Mrs. Fiorsen here?”

“No, sir.”

“Not been this morning?”

“No, sir.”

He shrugged away the thought that he ought to give
some explanation of his question, and got Into the cab
again, telling the man to drive to Curzon Street. If she
had not been to ‘“‘that Aunt Rosamund” either, it would be
all right—there was no one else she would go to. She had
not. And, with a sigh of relief, he began to want breakfast.
He would go to Rosek’s, borrow the money to pay his cab,
and lunch there. Rosek was not in. He would have to
go home to get the cab paid. The driver seemed to eye
him queerly now, as though conceiving doubts about the fare.

Under the trellis, Fiorsen passed a man with a long
envelope in his hand.

Gyp was sitting at her bureau adding up the counter-
foils in her cheque-book. She did not turn round.
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“Is there any lunch?” he said.

She reached out and rang the bell. He felt sorry for
himself. He had been quite ready to take her in his arms
and say: “Forgive me, little Gyp; I'm sorry!”

Betty answered the bell.

“Please bring up some lunch for Mr. Fiorsen.”

He heard the stout woman sniff as she went out. She
was a part of his ostracism. And he said irritably:

“Do you want a husband who would die if he missed
the luncheon hour?”

Gyp held out her cheque-book. He read on the
counterfoil :

“Messrs. Travers & Sanborn, Tailors, Account rendered:
£54 as. yd.”

Fiorsen turned the peculiar colour which denoted injury
to his self-esteem.

“Did you pay it? You have no business to pay my bills.”

“The man said if it wasn't paid this time, he’d sue you.
I think owing money is undignified. Are there many others?”

“I shall not tell you.”

“I have to keep this house and pay the maids, and I
want to know how I stand. I am not going to make debts.”

Her face had a hardness that he did not know. She
was different from the Gyp of this hour yesterday—when,
last in possession of his faculties, he had seen or spoken to
her. This novel revolt stirred him in strange ways, wounded
his self-conceit, inspired a curious fear, yet excited his
senses. He said softly:

“Money! Curse money! Kiss me!”

“It’s childish to curse money. I will spend all the in-
come I have; but not more, and I will not ask Dad.”

He flung himself down in a chair.

“Ho! Ho! Virtue!”

“No—rpride.”
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He said gloomily:

““So you don’t believe in me. You don't believe I can
earn as much as I want—more than you have—any time?
You never have believed in me.”

“I think you earn now as much as you are ever likely
to earn.”

“Oh! you think that! Well! I don’t want your money!”

“Hssh!”

He looked round. The maid stood in the doorway.

“Please, sir, the driver says can he have his fare, or do
you want him again? Twelve shillings.”

Fiorsen stared at her in the way that—as the maid
often said—made you ““feel a silly.”

“No. Pay him.”

The girl glanced at Gyp, answered: ““Yes, sir,” and
went out.

Fiorsen laughed. It was droll coming on the top of his
assertion.

“That was good, wasn't it, Gyp?”

But her face was unmoved; and, knowing that she was
even more easily tickled by the incongruous than himself,
he felt again that catch of fear. Something was different
Yes; something was really different

“Did I hurt you last night?”

She shrugged her shoulders and went to the window.
He looked at her darkly, and swung out past her into the
garden. And, almost at once, the sound ofhis violin, furi-
ously played in the music-room, came across the lawn.

Gyp listened with a bitter smile. Money, too! But
what did it matter? She could not get out of what she had
done. She could never get out. To-night he would kiss
her; and she would pretend it was all right. And so it
would go on and on! Well, it was her own fault Taking
twelve shillings from her purse, she put them aside on the
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bureau to give the maid. And suddenly she thought: “Per-
haps he'll get tired of me. If only he would get tired!” It
was a long way, the furthest she had yet gone.

Vil

THOSE who know how, in the doldrums, the sails of the
listless ship droop, and the hope of escape dies day by day,
may understand something of the life she began living now.
Even the doldrums come to an end. But a young woman
of twenty-three, who, having made a mistake in her mar-
riage, has only herself to blame, looks forward to no end,
unless she be the new woman, which Gyp was not. Hav-
ing settled that she would not admit failure, and clenched
her teeth on the knowledge that she was going to have a
child, she went on keeping things sealed up even from Win-
ton. To Fiorsen, she managed to behave as usual, making
material life easy and pleasant—playing for him, feeding
him well, indulging his amorousness. To count herself a
martyr would be silly! Her malaise, successfully concealed,
was deeper—of the spirit; the subtle discouragement of one
who has clipped her own wings.

As for Rosek, she treated him as if that little scene had
never taken place. The idea of appealing to her husband
in a difficulty was gone for ever since the night he came
home drunk. And she did not dare to tell her father. But
she was always on her guard, knowing that Rosek would
not forgive her for that dart of ridicule. His insinuations
about Daphne Wing she put out of mind, as she never could
have if she had loved Fiorsen. She set up for herself the
idol of pride, and became its faithful worshipper. Only
Winton, and perhaps Betty, could tell she was not happy.
Fiorsen'’s irresponsibility about money did not worry her
overmuch, for she paid everything in the house—rent,

Beyond 7
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wages, food, and her own dress—and had so far made ends
meet; what he did outside the house she could not help.

The summer wore on till concerts were over, and it was
supposed to be impossible to stay in London. But she
dreaded going away. She wanted to stay on quietly in her
little house. It was this which made her tell Fiorsen her
secret one night. His cheeks, white and hollow from too
much London, went a curious dull red; he got up and
stared at her. Gyp made an involuntary movement.

“You needn’t look at me. It's true.”

He clasped his forehead and broke out:

“But I don’t want it; I won't have it—spoiling my
Gyp.” Then quickly going up to her with a scared face:
“] don’t want it; I'm afraid of it. Don’t have it”

In Gyp’s heart came the same feeling as when he had
stood there drunk, against the wall—compassion, rather
than contempt of his childishness. And taking his hand,
she said:

“All right, Gustav. It shan’t bother you. When I
begin to get ugly, I'll go away with Betty till it’s over.”

He went down on his knees.

“Oh, no! Oh, no! Oh, no! My beautiful Gyp!”

And Gyp sat like a sphinx, for fear that she too might
let slip those words: ““Oh, no!”

The windows w'ere open, and moths had come in. One
had-settled on the hydrangea plant that filled the hearth.
Gyp looked at the soft, white, downy thing, whose head
was like a tiny owl’s against the bluish petals; looked at the
purple-grey tiles down there, and the stuff of her own frock,
in the shaded gleam of the lamps. And all her love of
beauty rebelled, called up by his: ““Oh, no!” She would
be unsightly soon, and suffer pain, and perhaps die of i,
as her own mother had died.

It interested her this night and the next day to watch
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his treatment of the disconcerting piece of knowledge. For
when at last he realised that he had to acquiesce in nature,
he began to jib away from all reminder of it. She was
careful not to suggest that he should go for a holiday
without her. But when he was gone—to Ostend with Rosek
—peace fell on Gyp. To be without that strange, disorderly
presence in the house! And awakening in the sultry silence
of the next morning, she utterly failed to persuade herself
that she was missing him. Her heart was devoid of any
emptiness or ache; she only felt how pleasant and cool and
tranquil it was to lie there alone. She stayed quite late in
bed. It was delicious, with window and door wide open
and the puppies running in and out, to lie and doze off,
or listen to the pigeon’s cooing, and the distant sounds of
traffic, and feel in command of herself once more, body
and soul. Now that she had told Fiorsen, she had no
longer any desire to keep her condition secret. She tele-
phoned to her father that she was alone.

Winton had gone away. Between Goodwood and Don-
caster there was no racing he cared for; one could not
ride at this time of year, so might just as well be in London.
August was to him the pleasantest of all months in Town;
the club was empty, and he could sit there without some
old bore buttonholing him. Little Boncarte, the fencing-
master, was always free for a bout—Winton had long
learned to make his left hand what his right hand used to
be; the Turkish baths in Jermyn Street were nearly void of
their fat clients; he could saunter over to Covent Garden,
buy a melon, and carry it home without meeting any but
the most inferior duchesses in Piccadilly; on warm nights
he could stroll the streets or the parks, smoking his cigar,
thinking vague thoughts, recalling vague memories. The
news that his daughter was alone and free from that fellow

was delightful. Where should he dine her? Mrs. Markey
7*
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was on her holiday. Why not Blafard's? Quiet—small
rooms—not too respectable—quite fairly cool. Blafard’s!

When she drove up to Bury Street he was ready, feeling
like a schoolboy off for an exeat. How pretty she was
looking—though pale—her dark eyes, her smile! And
stepping quickly to the cab, he said:

“No; I'm getting in—dining at Blafard’s, Gyp—a
night out!”

To walk into that little restaurant behind her; and pass-
ing through its low red rooms to mark the diners turn and
stare with envy, was so pleasant. He settled her into a far
corner by a window, where she could see and be seen. He
wanted her to be seen; while he himself turned to the world
the back wings of his greyish hair. He had no notion of
being disturbed by the sight of Hivites and Amorites, lapping
champagne and shining in the heat. For, secretly, he was
living not only in this evening, but in an evening of the past,
when, in this very comer, he had dined with her mother.
His face then had borne the brunt; hers had been turned
away from inquisition. But of this he did not speak to Gyp.

He took her news with the expression she knew so well
—tightening his lips and staring a little upward.

“When?” he said.

“November.”

The very monili! Stretching his hand across the table,
he took hers and pressed it tightly.

“It'll be all right, child; I'm glad.”

Clinging to his hand, Gyp murmured:

“I'm not; but I won’t be frightened—I promise.”

Neither was deceived. But both were good at putting
a calm face on things. Besides, this was “‘a night out™—
the first since her marriage of freedom. After his: ““So he’s
gone to Ostend?” and his thought: ““He would!” they never
alluded to Fiorsen, but talked of horses, of Mildenham—it
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seemed to Gyp years since she had been there—of her
childish escapades. And, looking at him quizzically, she
asked:

“What were you like as a boy, Dad? Aunt Rosamund
says that you used to get into white rages, when nobody
could go near you. She says you were always climbing
trees, or shooting with a catapult, or stalking things, and
that you never told anybody what you didn't want to tell
them. And weren't you desperately in love with your
nursery-governess ?”

Winton smiled. Miss Huntley! with crinkly brown hair,
and blue eyes, and fascinating frocks!

“Yes, yes. By Jove, what a time ago! And my father’s
going off to India. He never came back; killed in that first
Afghan business. When I was fond, I toas fond. But I
didn't feel things like you—mnot half so sensitive; not a bit
like you, Gyp.”

And watching her unconscious eyes following the move-
ments of the waiters, never staring, but taking in all that
was going on, he thought: “Prettiest creature in the world!”

“Well,” he said, “what would you like to do now—
drop into a theatre or music-hall?”

Gyp shook her head. It was too hot. Could they just
drive, and then perhaps sit in the park? It had gone dark,
and the air was not quite so exhausted—a little freshness
of scent from the trees in the squares and parks mingled
with the fumes of dung and petrol. Winton gave the same
order he had given that long past evening: “Knightsbridge
Gate.” It had been a hansom then, and the night air had
blown in their faces, instead of, as now in these taxis, down
the back of one’s neck. They left the cab and crossed the
Row; passed the end of the Long Water, up among the trees.
There, on two chairs covered by Winton’s coat, they sat
side by side. No dew was falling yet; the leaves hung un-
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stirring in the warm, sweet-smelling air. Blotted against
trees or on the grass were other couples darker than the
darkness, very silent. From Winton’s lips cigar smoke
wreathed and curled. He was dreaming. A long ash fell.
He raised his hand to brush it off. Her voice said softly in
his ear:

“Isn’t it delicious, and warm, and bloomy dark?”

Winton shivered.

“Very jolly! But my cigar's out and I haven't a
match.”

Gyp’s hand slipped through his arm.

“All these people in love, and so dark and whispery-
it makes a sort of strangeness in the air. Don’t you feel it?”

A puff of wind ruffled the leaves; the night, for a mo-
ment, seemed full of whispering; then the sound of a giggle
jarred out.

Gyp rose.

“I feel the dew now, Dad. Can we walk on?”

The spell was over; the night again only a common
London night; the park a space of parching grass and
gravel; the people just clerks and shop-girls walking out.

Vili

FIORSEN’S letters were documents. He missed her hor-
ribly; but he seemed to be enjoying himself uncommonly.
He wanted money, but failed to tell her how he spent it.
Out of a balance running low, she sent him remittances;
this was her holiday, too, and she could afford to pay for
it. She sought out a shop where she could sell jewellery,
and forwarded him the proceeds. It would give her an-
other week.

One night she went with Winton to the Octagon, where
Daphne Wing was still performing. Remembering the girl’s
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rapture in her garden, she wrote next day, asking her to
lunch and spend a lazy afternoon.

Miss Daphne came with avidity; pale, and droopy from
the heat, in Liberty silk, with a plain turned down straw
hat. After lunch they settled in the deepest shade of the
garden, Gyp in a wicker chair, Daphne Wing on cushions
and the grass. Once past the exclamatory stage, she laid
bare her little soul with liberality. And Gyp—excellent
listener—enjoyed the revelation of an existence so different
from her own.

“Of course I don’t mean to stay at home any longer
than I can help; only it’s no good going out into life”—
this phrase she often used—*till you know where you are.
In my profession one has to be so careful. Of course
people think it's worse than it is; Father gets fits sometimes.
But you know, Mrs. Fiorsen, home’s awful. We have mutton
—you know what mutton is—it’s really awful in your bed-
room in hot weather. And there’'s nowhere to practise.
What I should like would be a studio. It would be lovely,
somewhere down by the river, or up here near you. That
-would be lovely. You know, I'm putting by. As soon as
ever I have two hundred pounds, I shall skip. What I
think would be perfectly lovely would be to inspire painters
and musicians. [ don’t want to be just a common ‘turn’
—ballet business year after year, and that; I want to be
something rather special. But Mother’s so silly about me;
she thinks I oughtn't to take any risks at all. I shall never
get on that way. It is so nice to talk to you, Mrs. Fiorsen,
because you're young enough to know what I feel; and I'm
sure you'd never be shocked at anything. You see, about
men: Ought one to marry, or ought one to take a lover?
They say you can't be a perfect artist till you've felt passion.
But, then, if you marry, that means mutton over again, and
perhaps babies, and perhaps the wrong man after all. Ugh!
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But then, on the other hand, I don’'t want to be raffish.
I hate raffish people—I simply hate them. What do you
think? It’s awfully difficult, isn’'t it?”

Gyp, perfectly grave, answered:

“That sort of thing settles itself. I shouldn't bother
beforehand.”

Daphne Wing buried her chin deeper in her hands.

“Yes; I rather thought that, too; of course I could do
either now. But, you see, I really don’t care for men who
are not distinguished. I'm sure I shall only fall in love
with a really distinguished man. That’s what you did—
isn't it?—so you must understand. I think Mr. Fiorsen is
wonderfully distinguished.”

Sunlight, piercing the shade, suddenly fell warm on
Gyp’s neck where her blouse ceased. She continued to look
gravely at Daphne Wing.

“Of course, Mother would have fits if I asked her such
a question, and I don’t know what Father would do. Only
it is important, isn’t it? One may go all wrong from the
start; and I do really want to get on. I simply adore my
work. I don’t mean to let love stand in its way; I want
to make it help, you know. Count Rosek says my dancing
lacks passion. I wish you'd tell me if you think it does. I
should believe you.”

Gyp shook her head.

“I'm not a judge.”

Daphne Wing looked up reproachfully.

“Oh, I'm sure you are! IfI were a man, I should be
passionately in love with you. I've got a new dance where
I'm supposed to be a nymph pursued by a faun; it’s so
difficult to feel like a nymph when you know it’s only
the ballet-master. Do you think I ought to put passion
into that? You see, I'm supposed to be flying all the time;
but it would be much more subtle, wouldn't it, if I could
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give the impression that I wanted to be caught? Don't you
think so?”

Gyp said suddenly:

“Yes, I think it would do you good to be in love.”

Miss Daphne’s mouth fell a little open; her eyes grew
round. She said:

“You frightened me when you said that. You looked
so—so—intense.”

A flame, indeed, had leaped up in Gyp. This flufly,
flabby talk of love set her instincts in revolt. She did not
want to love; she had failed to fall in love. But, whatever
love was like, it did not bear talking about. How was it
that this suburban miss, when she once got on her toes,
could twirl one’s emotions as she did?

“D’you know what I should simply revel in?” Daphne
Wing went on: “To dance to you here in the garden some
night. It must be wonderful to dance out of doors; and
the grass is nice and hard now. Only, I suppose it would
shock the servants. Do they look out this way?” Gyp
shook her head. T could dance over there in front of
the drawing-room window. Only it would have to be moon-
light. I could come any Sunday. I've got a dance where
I'm supposed to be a lotus flower—that would do splen-
didly. And there’'s my real moonlight dance that goes to
Chopin. I could bring my dresses, and change in the
music-room, couldn’'t I?” She sat up cross-legged, gazing
at Gyp, and clasping her hands. ““‘Oh, may I?”

A desire to give pleasure, the queerness of the notion,
and her real love of seeing this girl dance, made Gyp say:

“All right; next Sunday.”

Daphne Wing got up, made a rush, and kissed her.
Her mouth was soft, and she smelled of orange blossom;
but Gyp recoiled a little—she hated promiscuous kisses.
Abashed, Miss Daphne hung her head, and said:
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“You looked so lovely; I couldn’t help it, really.”

Gyp gave her hand a compunctious squeeze.

They went indoors, to try over the music for the two
dances; and soon after Daphne Wing departed, full of
sugar-plums and hope.

She arrived punctually at eight o’clock next Sunday,
carrying a small green linen bag which contained her dresses.
She was evidently a little scared. Lobster salad, hock, and
peaches restored her courage. She ate heartily. It did not
apparently matter to her whether she danced full or empty;
but she would not smoke.

“It’s bad for the—don’t you know,” she said.

After supper, Gyp shut the dogs into the back premises;
having visions of their rending Miss Wing’s draperies, or
calves. Then they went into the drawing-room, not light-
ing up, so as to tell when the moonlight was strong enough
outside. This last night of August the heat was as great as
ever—a deep, unstirring warmth; the climbing moon shot
as yet but a thin shaft here and there through the heavy
leafage. They talked in low voices, unconsciously playing
up to the nature of the escapade. When the moon was
high enough they stole out across the garden to the music-
room. Gyp lighted the candles.

“Can you manage?”

Miss Daphne had already shed half her garments.

“Oh, I'm so excited, Mrs. Fiorsen! 1 do hope I shall
dance well.”

Gyp went back to the house and sat down at the piano,
turning her eyes towards the garden. A blurred white shape
flitted suddenly across the darkness at the far end and be-
came motionless—Ilike a white-flowering bush under the trees
waiting for the moon. Gyp began to play. She played a
little Sicilian pastorale that the herdsmen play on their pipes
coming down from the hills, from very far, rising, swelling
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to full cadence, and falling away again to nothing. The
moon rose over the trees; its light flooded the face of the
house, down on to the grass, and spread slowly, till it caught
the border of sunflowers along the garden wall with a stroke
of magical, unearthly colour—gold that was not gold.

Gyp began to play the dance. The pale blur in the
darkness stirred. The moonlight fell on the girl now, stand-
ing with arms spread, holding out her drapery—a white,
winged statue. Then, like a gigantic moth she fluttered forth,
blanched and noiseless, flew over the grass, spun and hovered.
The moonlight etched out the shape of her head, painted
her hair a pallid gold. In the silence, with that unearthly
gleam of colour along the sunflowers and on the girl’s head,
it was as if a spirit had dropped into the garden and was
fluttering to and fro, unable to get out.

A voice behind Gyp said: “My God! What's this? An
angel?”

Fiorsen was standing halfway in the darkened room,
staring out into the garden. The girl stopped, her eyes
round as saucers, her mouth open, her limbs rigid with
interest and affright. Suddenly she turned, and, gathering
her garment, fled, her limbs gleaming in the moonlight.

Gyp sat looking up at the apparition of her husband.
She could just see his eyes straining after that flying nymph.
Miss Daphne’s faun! Why, even his ears were pointed! Had
she never noticed before how like a faun he was? Yes—on
her wedding night! And she said quietly:

“Daphne Wing was rehearsing her new dance. So you're
back! Why didn’t you let me know? Are you all right—
you look splendid!”

Fiorsen bent and kissed her.

But even while his lips were pressed on hers, she felt
rather than saw his eyes straying to the garden, and thought,
“He would like to be kissing that girl!”
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While he went to get his things from the cab, she slipped
out to the music-room.

Miss Daphne, fully dressed, was stuffing her garments
into the green linen bag. She looked up.

“Oh! Does he mind? It’s awful, isn't it?”

Gyp strangled her desire to laugh.

“It’s for you to mind.”

“Oh, / don't, ifyou don’'t! How did you like the dance?”

“Lovely! When youre ready—come along!”

“Oh, I think I'd rather go home, please! It must seem
so funny!”

“Would you like to go by this back way into the lane?
You turn to the right, into the road.”

“Oh, yes; please. It would have been better if he could
have seen the dance properly, wouldn't it? What will he
think?”

Gyp smiled, and opened the door into the lane.

When she returned, Fiorsen was at the window, gazing
out. Was it for her or for the flying nymph?

IX

SEPTEMBER and October passed. There were more con-
certs, not very well attended. Fiorsen’s novelty had worn
off, nor had his playing enough sweetness and sentiment
for the big Public. A financial crisis had developed, but it
seemed remote and unreal in the shadow of her coming
time. She made no garments, no preparations of any kind.
Why make what might never be needed? She played for
Fiorsen a great deal, for herself not at all, read many
books—poetry, novels, biographies—taking them in at the
moment and forgetting them at once. Winton and Aunt
Rosamund, by tacit agreement, came on alternate after-
noons. And Winton would take the evening train after
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leaving her, to go racing or cub-hunting, returning the
morning of the day after to pay his next visit. He had no
dread just then like that of an unoccupied day face to face
with anxiety.

Betty, who had been present at Gyp’s birth, was in a
queer state. The obvious desirability of such events to one
of a motherly type, defrauded by fate of children, was
terribly impinged on by that old memory, and a solicitude
for her “pretty” far exceeding what she would have had
for a daughter of her own. What a peony regards as a
natural happening to a peony, she watches with awe when
it happens to the lily. That other single lady of a certain
age, Aunt Rosamund, the very antithesis to Betty—a long,
thin nose and a mere button, a sense of divine rights and
no sense of rights at all, a drawl and a comforting wheeze,
length and circumference, decision and the curtsey to provi-
dence, humour and none, dyspepsia, and the digestion of
an ostrich, with other appositions—Aunt Rosamund was also
uneasy, as only one could be who disapproved of uneasiness,
and habitually joked it into retirement.

But of all those around Gyp, Fiorsen gave the most
interesting display. He had not even an elementary notion
of disguising his state of mind. And his state of mind was
primitive. He wanted Gyp as she had been. The thought
that she might never become herself again forced him to
drink brandy, and come home only a little less far gone
than that first time. Gyp had often to help him go to bed. On
two or three occasions, he suffered so that he was out all
night. To account for this, she devised the formula of a
room at Count Rosek’s, where he slept when music kept
him late, so as not to disturb her. Whether the servants
believed her or not, she never knew. Nor did she ever ask
him where he went—too proud, and not feeling that she
had the right.
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Conscious of the unesthetic nature of her condition,
she felt she could no longer be attractive to one so easily
upset in his nerves, so intolerant of ugliness. As to deeper
feelings about her—had he any? He certainly never gave
anything up, or sacrificed himself in any way. If she had
loved, she herself would want to give up everything to the
loved one; but then—she would never love! And yet he
seemed frightened about her. It was puzzling! But perhaps
she would not be puzzled much longer about that or any-
thing; for she often had the feeling that she would die;
and, at times, felt that she would be glad to die. Life had
defrauded her, or, rather, she had defrauded herself of life.
Was it really only a year since that glorious day’s hunting
when Dad and she, and the young man with the irrepressible
smile, had slipped away ahead of all the field—the fatal day
Fiorsen descended from the clouds and asked for her? A
longing for Mildenham came on her, to get away there
with her father and Betty.

She went at the beginning of November.

Over her departure Fiorsen behaved like a tired child
that will not go to bed. He could not bear to be away
from her; but when she had gone, he spent a furious
Bohemian evening. At about five, he woke with ““an awful
cold feeling in my heart,” as he wrote to Gyp next day—
“an awful feeling, my Gyp; I walked up and down for
hours” (in reality, half an hour at most). “How shall I
bear to be away from you at this time? I feel lost.” Next
day he found himself in Paris with Rosek. I could not
stand,” he wrote, “the sight of the streets, of the garden,
of our room. When I come back I shall stay with Rosek.
Nearer to the day I wall come; I must come to see you.”
But Gyp, when she read the letter, said to Winton: ““Dad,
when it comes, don’t send for him. I don’t want him here.”

Those letters of his destroyed the last remnant of her



BEYOND 111

feeling that somewhere in him must be something fine and
beautiful like the sounds he made with his violin. And yet
she felt those letters genuine in a way, pathetic, and with
real feeling of a sort.

At Mildenham she began to lose hopelessness about
herself; had the sensation of wanting to live in the new life
within her. She first felt it going into her old nursery,
where everything was as it had been when she was a child
of eight; her old red doll’s house, the side of which opened
to display the various floors; the worn Venetian blinds, the
rattle of whose fall had sounded in her ears so many hun-
dred times; the high fender, near which she had lain so
often on the floor, chin on hands, reading Grimm, or “Alice
in Wonderland,” or histories of England. Here, too, this
new child would live among the old familiars. And the
whim seized her to face her hour in the old nursery, not
the room where she had slept as a girl. In the nursery—
there was safety, comfort! And when she had been at
Mildenham a week, she made Betty change her over.

No one in that house was half so calm as Gyp. Betty
was not guiltless of crying at odd moments. Mrs. Markey
had never made such bad soups. Markey forgot himself
in talk. Winton was like an unquiet spirit. His voice, so
measured and dry, too plainly disclosed the anxiety in his
heart. Gyp felt it wonderful that they should all care so
much! She would sit staring into the fire with her wide,
dark eyes, unblinking as an owl’s at night—wondering how
she could make up to her father, whom already she had
nearly killed by coming into life at all.

X

FrROM the day of the nurse’s arrival, Winton gave up
hunting. He was never away from the house for more
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than half an hour at a time. Distrust of doctors did not
prevent him having ten minutes every morning with the old
practitioner who had treated Gyp for mumps, measles, and
the other ills of childhood. Old Rivershaw was a peculiar
survival. He smelled of mackintosh, had purplish cheeks,
a rim of dyed hair, and bulging grey bloodshot eyes. He
was short in body and wind, drank port wine, took snuff,
read Tke Times, spoke in a husky voice, and used a very
small brougham with a very old black horse. But he had
a certain low cunning, which had defeated many ailments,
and his reputation for assisting people into the world stood
high. Every morning punctually at twelve, the crunch of
his brougham’s wheels would be heard. Winton would get
up, and take out a decanter of port, a biscuit canister, and
a glass. When the doctor appeared, he would say:

“Well, doctor? How is she?”

“Nicely; quite nicely.”

“Nothing to make one anxious?”

With eyes straying to the decanter, the doctor would
murmur:

“Cardiac condition, capital—a little—um—not to
matter. Taking its course. These things!”

“Glass of port, doctor?”

An expression of surprise would pass over the doctor’s
face.

“Cold day—ah, perhaps------ ” And he would blow
his nose on his purple-and-red bandanna.

Watching him drink his port, Winton would remark:

“We can get you at any time, can't we?”

“Never fear, my dear sir! Little Miss Gyp—old friend
of mine. At her service day and night. Never fear!”

A sensation of comfort would pass through Winton,
which would last quite twenty minutes after the crunching
of the wheels and the mingled perfumes had died away.
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By Gyp’s request, they kept from him knowledge of
when her pains began. After the first bout, when she was
lying half-asleep in the old nursery, he happened to go up.
The nurse—a bonny creature—met him in the sitting-
room. Accustomed to the ““fuss and botheration of men”
at such times, she was prepared to deliver a lecture. But
affected by the look on his face, she simply whispered:

“It’s beginning; don't be anxious—she’s not suffering
just now. We shall send for the doctor soon. She’s very
plucky;” and with an unaccustomed sensation of respect
and pity, she repeated: “Don’t be anxious, sir.”

“It she wants to see me at any time, I shall be in my
study. Save her all you can, nurse.”

The nurse returned pensive to Gyp, who said:

“Was that my father? I didn't want him to know.”

“That’s all right, my dear.”

“How long do you think before it'll begin again, nurse?
I'd like to see him.”

The nurse stroked her hair.

“Soon enough when it’s all over and comfy. Men are
always fidgety.”

Gyp looked at her, and said quietly:

“You see, my mother died when I was bom.”

The nurse smoothed the bedclothes.

“That’s nothing—that is, I mean—it has no connection
whatever.”

And seeing Gyp smile, she thought: “Well, I am a fool.”

“If by any chance I don’t get through, I want to be
cremated. Will you remember, nurse? 1 can’t tell my
father that just now; it might upset him.”

And the nurse thought: “That can’t be done without
a will or something, but I'd better promise. It's a morbid
fancy, and yet she’s not a moibid subject, either.” And she
said:

Beyond 8
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“Very well, my dear; only, you're not going to do any-
thing of the sort.”

“I'm awfully ashamed, wanting all this attention, and
making people miserable.”

The nurse, still busy with the bedclothes, murmured:

“Don’t you fancy you're half the trouble most of them
are. Youre going to get on splendidly.” And she
thought: ““Odd! She’s never once spoken of her husband.
I don't like it for this sort—too sensitive; her face touches
you.”

Gyp murmured:

“TI'd like to see my father, please; and rather quick.”

The nurse, after a swift look, went out.

Gyp had clenched her hands under the bedclothes.
November! Acorns and the leaves—a nice, damp, earthy
smell!l Acorns all over the grass. She used to drive the
old retriever in harness on the lawn covered with acorns
and the dead leaves, and the wind still blowing them off
the trees—in her brown velvet dress! Who was it had
called her once ““a wise little owl,” in that dress! And her
heart sank—the pain was coming again. Winton's voice
from the door said:

“Well, my pet?”

“It was only to see how you are. I'm all right.”

Her forehead was wet to his lips.

Outside, in the passage, her smile, like something actual
on the air, preceded him—the smile that had just lasted
out. But when he was back in the study, he suffered. Why
could he not have that pain to bear instead?

The crunch of the brougham brought his march over
the carpet to an end. He went out into the hall and looked
into the doctor’s face—he had forgotten that this old fellow
knew nothing of his special reason for deadly fear. Then
he turned back into his study. A wild south-west wind was
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whirling wet drift-leaves against the panes. It was here
that he had stood looking out into the dark, when Fiorsen
came down to ask for Gyp a year ago. Why had he not
bundled the fellow out neck and crop, and taken her away?
—India, Japan—anywhere! She had not loved that fiddler,
never really loved him. Monstrous! Full bitterness swept
over Winton, and he groaned aloud. He went over to the
bookcase; there were the few books he ever read, and he
took one out. “Life of General Lee.” He put it back and
took another, a novel of Whyte-Melville’s: ““Good for No-
thing.” Sad book—sad ending! It dropped from his hand
with a flump on to the floor. In icy discovery, he had seen
his life as it would be if for a second time he had to bear
such loss. She must not die! If' she did—then, for him------ !
In old times they buried a man with his horse and his dog,
as if at the end of a good run. There was always that!
The extremity of this thought brought relief. He sat down,
and, for a long time, stayed staring into the fire in a sort
of coma. Then his feverish fears began again. Why the
devil didn’t they come and tell him something, anything—
rather than this silence, this deadly waiting? The front
door shutting? Wheels? At the door stood Markey, hold-
ing in his hand some cards.

“Lady Summerhay; Mr. Bryan Summerhay. 1 said
‘Not at home,’ sir.”

Winton nodded.

“You have had no lunch, sir.”

“What time is it?”

“Four o’clock.”

“Bring in my fur coat and the port, and make the fire
up. I want any news there is.”

Markey nodded.

Odd to sit in a fur coat before a fire, and the day not
cold! They said you lived on after death. He had never

a*
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been able to feel that she was living on. She lived in Gyp.
And now if Gyp----- | He got up and drew the cur-
tains.

It was seven o’clock when the doctor came down.
Winton was still sitting before the fire, motionless, shrunk
into his fur coat. He raised himself a little and looked
round.

The doctor puckered his face, drooping his eyelids half-
way across his bulging eyes; it was his way of smiling.
“Nicely,” he said; “‘nicely—a girl. No complications.”

Winton’s lips opened, he raised his hand. Then, the
habit of a lifetime inhibiting, he stayed motionless.

“Glass of port, doctor?”

Above the glass the doctor seemed to muse: “H'm! ‘the
fifty-two.” Give me ‘the sixty-eight—more body.”

After a time, Winton went up. In the outer room he
had a return of his cold dread. “Perfectly successful—
the patient died from exhaustion!” A tiny squawking
noise failed to reassure him. He cared nothing for that
new being. Suddenly he found Betty just behind him.

“What is it, woman? Don’t!”

She was sobbing, and gurgling:

“She looks so lovely—oh dear, she looks so lovely!”

Pushing her abruptly aside, Winton peered in through
the just-opened door. Gyp was lying still and white; her
eyes, very dark, were fastened on her baby. Her face wore
a kind of wonder. She did not see Winton, who stood stone-
quiet, watching, while the nurse moved about her business
behind a screen. This was the first time in his life that he
had seen a mother with her just-born baby. The look on
her face—gone right away—amazed him. She had never
seemed to like children, had said she did not want a child.
He went in. She made a faint motion toward the baby,
and her eyes smiled. Winton looked at that swaddled
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speckled mite; then, bending down, kissed her hand and
tiptoed away.

At dinner he drank champagne, benevolent towards all
the world. Watching the smoke of his cigar, he thought:
“Must send that chap a wire.” After all, he was a fellow-
being—might be suffering, as he himself had suffered only
two hours ago. To keep him in ignorance------ I And, writing:

“All well, a daughter—WINTON,”

sent it out with the order that a groom should take it in
that night.
Gyp was sleeping when he stole up at ten o’clock.

Xl

RETURNING the next afternoon from the first ride for
several days, Winton passed the station fly rolling away
from the drive-gate with the light-hearted disillusionment
of a quite empty vehicle.

The sight of a fur coat and broad-brimmed hat in the
hall warned him of what had happened.

“Mr. Fiorsen, sir; gone up to Mrs. Fiorsen.”

“Did he bring things?”

“A bag, sir.”

“Get a room ready, then.”

To dine téte-a-téte with that fellow!

Gyp had passed the strangest morning in her life, so far.
The tug of her baby’s lips gave her the queerest sensation;
a sort of meltedness, an infinite warmth, a desire to grip the
little creature right into her. Yet, neither her sense of
humour nor her sense of beauty were deceived. It was a
queer little creature, with a tuft of black hair, and in grace
greatly inferior to a kitten. Its tiny, pink, crisped fingers
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with infinitesimal nails, its microscopic curly toes, and solemn
black eyes—when they showed, its inimitable stillness when
it slept, its incredible vigour when it fed, were all, as it
were, miraculous. Withal, she had a feeling of gratitude
to one who had not killed nor even hurt her so very des-
perately—gratitude because she had succeeded, performed
her part of mother perfectly—the nurse had said so—she,
so distrustful of herself! Instinctively she knew, too, that this
was her baby, not his, going “to take after her,” as they
called it. How it succeeded in giving that impression she
could not tell, unless by its passivity, and dark eyes. From
one till three they had slept together with perfect soundness
and unanimity. She awoke to find the nurse standing by
the bed, looking as if she wanted to tell her something.

“Someone to see you, my dear.”

Gyp thought: “He! I don't know—I don’t know.” Her
face expresed this, for the nurse said at once:

“Are you quite up to it?”

“Yes. Only, not for five minutes, please.”

Her spirit had been very far away, she wanted time
before she saw him—to know in some sort what she felt
now; what this mite lying beside her had done for her and
him. It was his, too—this tiny, helpless being. No, it was
not his! He had not wanted it, and now that she had
been through the torture, it was hers, not his—never his.
Then came the old accusing thought: “But I married him
—I chose to marry him. I can’'t get out of that!” And
she felt as if she must cry out to the nurse: “Keep him
away; | don’t want to see him.” She forced the words
back, and said:

“Now, I'm ready.”

She noticed his clothes first—a dark grey suit, with
little lighter lines—she had chosen it herself; his tie was in
a bow, not a sailor’s knot, his hair brighter than usual—
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as always just after being cut; and surely the hair was
growing down again in front of his ears. Then, almost
with emotion, she realised that his whole face was quiver-
ing. He came in on tiptoe, crossed very swiftly to the
bed, very swiftly knelt down, and, taking her hand, turned
it over and put his face to it. The bristles of his moustache
tickled her palm; his nose flattened itself against her fingers,
and his lips kept murmuring words into the hand, with the
moist warm touch of his lips. Gyp knew he was burying
there all his remorse, the excesses, perhaps, he had com-
mitted while she had been away from him, burying the
fears he had felt, and the emotion at seeing her so white
and still. In a minute he would raise a quite different
face. “Why don't I love him?” she thought. “There’s
something lovable. Why don't 1?”

His eyes lighted on the baby; he was grinning.

“Oh, my Gyp, what a funny one! Oh, oh, oh!” His
face slowly puckered into comic disgust. Gyp too had
seen the humours of her baby, its little reddish pudge of
a face, its twenty-seven black hairs, the dribble at its almost
invisible mouth; but she had also seen it as a miracle; and
there surged up in her all the old revolt against his lack
of consideration. It was not funny—her baby—not ugly!
Or, if so, she was not fit to be told of it. Fiorsen put his
finger out and touched its cheek.

“It is real—so it is. Mademoiselle Fiorsen. Tk, tk!”

The baby stirred. And Gyp thought: “If I loved him,
I wouldn't mind his laughing at my baby. It would be
different.”

“Don’t wake her!” she whispered, felt his eyes on her,
and knew that his interest in the baby had ceased and he
was thinking, ‘“How long before I have you in my arms
again?” And, suddenly, she had a sinking sensation that
she had never yet known. When she opened her eyes again,
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the nurse was holding something beneath her nose and
muttering: “Well, I am a d------ d fool!” Fiorsen was gone.

Seeing Gyp's eyes once more open, the nurse withdrew
the ammonia, replaced the baby, and saying: “Now go to
sleep!” withdrew behind the screen. Like all robust per-
sonalities, she visited on others her vexations with herself.
But Gyp did not sleep; she gazed at her sleeping baby,
and at the pattern of the wall-paper, trying mechanically
to find the bird caught at intervals amongst its brown-and-
green foliage—one bird in each alternate square of the
pattern, so that there was always a bird in the centre of
four other birds. And the bird was of green and yellow
with a red beak.

On being turned out of the nursery with the assurance
that it was “only a little faint,” Fiorsen went downstairs
disconsolate. This dark house where he was an unwelcome
stranger was insupportable. He wanted nothing in it but
Gyp, and Gyp had fainted at his touch. He opened a
door. A piano! The drawing-room. Ugh! No fire—what
misery! He recoiled to the doorway and stood listening.
Not a sound. Grey light in the cheerless room; dark
already in the hall behind him. What a life these English
lived—worse than the winter in his old country home in
Sweden, where, at all events, they kept good fires. And,
suddenly, he revolted. Stay here and face that father!
Stay here for a night of this! Gyp was not his Gyp, lying
there with that baby beside her, in this hostile house.
Smothering his footsteps, he made for the outer hall. There
were his coat and hat. He put them on. His bag? He
could not see it. No matter! They could send it after
him. He would write—say that her fainting had upset
him—that he could not risk making her faint again, nor
stay in the house so near her, yet so far. She would under-
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stand. And there came over him a sudden wave of longing.
Gyp! He wanted her. To look at her and kiss her, and
feel her his own again! And, opening the door, he passed
out on to the drive and strode away, very miserable and
sick at heart. All the way to the station through the
darkening lanes, and in the railway carriage going up, he
felt that aching wretchedness. Only in the lighted street,
driving back to Rosek’s, did he shake it off a little. At
dinner and after, he nearly lost it; but it came back again,
till sleep relieved him with its darkness and dreams.

XII

GYP’S recovery proceeded at first with a sure rapidity
which delighted Winton. As the nurse said: She was beau-
tifully made, and that had a lot to do with it!

Before Christmas Day, she was already out, and on
Christmas morning the old doctor, by way of present, pro-
nounced her fit to go home when she liked. That after-
noon, she was not so well, and next day back again up-
stairs. Nothing seemed definitely wrong with her save a
desperate lassitude; as if the knowledge that to go back
only needed her decision, had been too much for her. And,
since no one knew her inward feelings, all were puzzled
except Winton. The nursing of her child was promptly
stopped.

Not till the middle of January did she say to him:

“I must go home, Dad.”

The word “home” hurt, and he only answered

“Very well, Gyp; when?”

“The house is quite ready. I think I had better go to-
morrow. He’s still at Rosek’s. I won'’t let him know. Two
or three days there by myself first would be better for
settling baby in.”
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“Very well; I take you up.”

He made no effort to ascertain her feelings towards
Fiorsen. He knew them too well.

They travelled next day, reaching London at half-past
two. The installation of Betty and the baby in the spare
room that was now to be the nursery, absorbed all her first
energies. Light was just beginning to fail when, still in her
fur, she took a key of the music-room and crossed the
garden, to see how all had fared during her ten weeks'
absence. What a wintry garden! How different from that
languorous, warm, moonlit night when Daphne Wing had
come dancing out of the shadow of the dark trees. Bare
and sharp the boughs against the grey, darkening sky—not
a song of any bird, not a flower! She glanced back at the
house. It looked cold and white, but there were lights in
her room and in the nursery, and someone just drawing
the curtains. The leaves were off, she could see the other
houses of the road, each different in shape and colour, as
is the habit of London houses. It was cold, frosty; she
hurried down the path. For little icicles had formed beneath
the window of the music-room, and she broke one off. There
must be a fire in there, she could see the flicker through
the curtains not quite drawn. Thoughtful Ellen had been
airing it! And, suddenly, she stood still. Through the chink
in the drawn curtains she had seen two figures seated on
the divan. Something spun round in her head. Then, with
a kind of deadly coolness, she deliberately looked in. He
and Daphne Wing! His arm was round the girl’s neck,
her face turned back and up, gazing at him, the lips parted,
the eyes hypnotised, adoring.

Gyp raised her hand. For a second it hovered close to
the glass. With a sick feeling, she dropped it and turned
away.

Never would she show him or that girl that they could
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hurt her! They were safe from any scene she would make
—safe in their nest! And, across the frosty grass, through
the unlighted drawing-room, she went upstairs, locked her
door, and sat down before the fire. Pride raged within
her. She stuffed her handkerchief between her teeth and
lips, unconsciously. Her eyes felt scorched from the fire-
flames, but she did not trouble to hold her hand before
them.

Suppose she had loved him! The handkerchief dropped;
she looked at it with wonder—bloodstained. Away from
the scorching of the fire, she sat quite still, a smile on her
lips. That girl’s eyes, like a little adoring dog’s—that girl,
who had fawned on her so! She had got her “distinguished
man’! She sprang up and looked at herself in the glass.
In her own house! Why not here—in this room? Why
not before her eyes? Not yet a year married! It was
almost funny—almost funny! And she had her first calm
thought: “I am free.”

But it did not seem to mean anything to a spirit so
stricken in its pride. She moved closer to the fire again.
Why had she not tapped on the window? To have seen
that girl's face ashy with fright! To have seen him—caught
—in the room she had made beautiful for him, where she
had played for him so many hours! How long had they
used it for their meetings—sneaking in by that door from
the back lane? Perhaps even before she went away—to
bear his child! And there began in her a struggle between
mother instinct and the sense of outrage—a dumb tug-of-
war—would she feel her baby all hers now, or would it
have slipped away from her heart, and be a thing almost
abhorrent?

She huddled nearer the fire, cold and physically sick,
with the thought: “If I don’t let the servants know I'm here,
they might go out and see what I saw!” Had she shut the
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drawing-room window when she returned? She rang the
bell and unlocked the door. The maid came up.

“Please shut the drawing-room window, Ellen; and tell
Betty Pm afraid 1 got a little chill travelling. Pm going to
bed. Ask her if she can manage with baby.” The girl’s
face wore an expression of concern, even of commiseration,
but not that fluttered look which must have been there if
she had known.

“Yes, m'm; PII get you a hot-water bottle, m'm. Would
you like a hot bath and a cup of hot tea at once?”

Gyp nodded. Anything! And when the maid was
gone, she thought: “A cup of hot tea! What should it be
but hot?”

The maid came back with the tea; she was an affec-
tionate girl, who admired Gyp, and was her partisan in a
household which lacked unity. The mistress was much too
good for him—a foreigner—and such ’abits! Manners—he
hadn’t any! And no good would come of it. Not if you
took her opinion!

“Pve turned the water in, m'm. Will you have a little
mustard in it?”

And, going downstairs for the mustard, she told cook:
“There’s that about the mistress that makes you quite
pathetic.” The cook, fingering her concertina, for which
she had a passion, answered:

““She ’ides up her feelin’s. Thank ’'eaven she haven't
got that drawl that 'er old aunt 'as—always makes me
feel to want to say, ‘Buck up, old dear, you ain’t ’alf that
precious.’”

And, drawing out her concertina to its full length, with
cautionary softness she began to practise “Home, Sweet
Home!”

To Gyp, lying in her hot bath, those muffled strains
mounted, like the far-away humming of large flies. The
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heat of the water, the pungent smell of the mustard, and
that droning hum slowly soothed and drowsed away the
vehemence of feeling. Some day she, too, would love!
Strange that she should feel that at such a moment! Yes;
some day love would come to her. And there floated
before her the adoring look on Daphne Wing’s face, the
shiver that had passed along her arm. Pity crept into her
heart—half-bitter, half-admiring. Why should she grudge
—she who did not love? The sound, like the humming of
large flies, grew deeper, more vibrating. Cook in her pas-
sion was swelling out her music on the phrase,

“Be it ne-e-ver so humble,
There’s no-o place like home!”

X111

THAT night Gyp slept as though nothing had happened
and there were no future at all before her. She woke into
misery. Her pride would force her to keep an unmoved
face and live an unmoved life; but the struggle between
mother instinct and revolt was still going on. She was
afraid to see her baby.

She got up at noon and stole downstairs. She had not
realised quite how violent was her struggle over his child
till she was passing the door of the room where it was
lying. If she had not been ordered to give up nursing,
that struggle would never have come. Her heart ached,
but a demon drove her past the door. Downstairs she
pottered round, dusting her china, putting in order the
books which, after house-cleaning, the maid had arranged
almost too carefully, so that the first volumes of Dickens
and Thackeray followed each other on the top shelf, and
the second volumes followed each other on the bottom
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shelf. And all the time she thought: “What do I care
how the place looks? It is not my home. It can never be
my home!”

For lunch she drank beef tea, keeping up the fiction of
indisposition. After that, she sat down to write. Some-
thing must be decided! But nothing came—not one word
—not even the way to address him. The maid brought
a note from Aunt Rosamund, and the dogs, who fell
frantically on their mistress and began to fight for her
possession. She went on her knees to separate them, and
their avid tongues furiously licked her cheeks. At those
kisses the band round her heart gave way; she was over-
whelmed with longing for her baby. And, followed by the
dogs, she went upstairs.

Gyp wrote a postcard that evening:

“We are back.”

He would not get it till he woke about eleven; and with
the instinct to take all the respite she could, she wandered
about all day shopping and trying not to think. Returning
at tea-time, she went straight up to her baby. He had
come, and gone out with his violin in the music-room.

Gyp needed all her self-control. Soon the girl would
come fluttering down that dark, narrow lane; perhaps at
this very minute her fingers were tapping at the door, and
he was opening it to murmur: ‘“No; she’s back!” Ah,
then the girl would shrink! The rapid whispering—some
other meeting-place! Lips to lips, and that look on the
girl’s face; till she hurried away from the shut door, in the
darkness, disappointed! And he, on that silver-and-gold
divan, gnawing his moustache, his eyes—catlike—staring
at the fire! And then, perhaps, from his violin would come
one of those swaying bursts of sound, with tears in them,
and the wind in them, that had of old bewitched her!

“Open the window just a little, Betty dear—it’s hot.”
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Music—rising, falling! Why did it so move one even
when it was the voice of insult! And she thought: “He
will expect me to go out there again and play for him.
But I will not, never!”

She went into her bedroom, changed hastily into a tea-
gown, and went down. A little china shepherdess on the
mantelshelf attracted her attention. She had bought it
three and more years ago, when she first came to London
and life seemed, just a long cotillon, with herself for leader.
It seemed now the cool and dainty symbol of another
world, without depths or shadows—not a happy world!

She had not long to wait before he tapped on the
drawing-room window. Why did faces gazing in through
glass from darkness always look hungry—searching, ap-
pealing for what you had and they had not? And while
undoing the latch she thought: “What am I going to
say?” The ardour of his gaze, voice, hands, seemed to her
comic; even more comically false his look of disappoint-
ment when she said:

“Please take care; I'm still brittle. Have you had a
good time at Count Rosek’s?” And, without her will, the
words slipped out: “I'm afraid you've missed the music-
room!”

His stare wavered; he began to walk up and down.

“Missed! Missed everything! I have been very miser-
able, Gyp. You've no idea how miserable. Yes, miserable,
miserable!” With each repetition of the word his voice
grew gayer. And kneeling down, he stretched his long
arms round her: ““Ah, my Gyp! I shall be a different
being, now.”

Gyp went on smiling. Between that, and stabbing
these false raptures to the heart, there seemed nothing she
could do. The moment his hands relaxed, she got up
and said:
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“You know there’s a baby in the house?”

“Ah, the baby! TI'd forgotten. Let's go up and
see it.”

Gyp answered:

“You go.”

She could feel him thinking: ‘Perhaps it will make her
nice to me!” He turned suddenly and went.

She stood with eyes shut, seeing the divan in the music-
room and the girl’'s arm shivering. Then, going to the
piano, she began to play a polonaise.

That evening they dined out, and went to “The Tales
of Hoffmann.” By such devices it was possible to put off a
little longer what she was going to do. During the drive
home in the dark cab, she shrank away into her corner,
pretending that his arm would hurt her dress. Twice she
was on the point of crying out: “I am not Daphne Wing!”
But each time pride strangled the words. And yet what
other reason could she find to keep him from her room?

But when in her mirror she saw him standing behind
her—he had crept into the bedroom like a cat—the blood
rushed up in her face, and she said:

' “No, Gustav, go out to the music-room if you want a
companion.”

He recoiled against the foot of the bed and stared at
her; and Gyp, before her mirror, went on quietly taking
the pins out of her hair. She could see him moving his
head and hands as though in pain. Then, to her surprise,
he went. And a vague compunction confused her sense of
deliverance. She lay awake a long time, watching the fire-
glow brighten and darken on the ceiling, while tunes from
“The Tales of Hoffmann” ran in her head, and thoughts
and fancies criss-crossed in her excited brain. Falling
asleep at last, she dreamed she was feeding doves, and
one of them was Daphne Wing. She woke with a start.
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By the firelight she saw him crouching at the foot of the
bed, as on their wedding night—the same hungry yearning
in his face, and an arm outstretched. Before she could
speak, he began:

“Oh, Gyp, you don’t understand! All that is nothing
—it is only you I want. I am a fool who cannot control
himself. Think! It's a long time since you went away
from me.”

Gyp said, in a hard voice:

“I didn't want to have a child.”

“No; but now you have it, you are glad. Don’t be un-
merciful, my Gyp! It is like you to be merciful. That
girl—it is all over—I swear—I promise.”

Gyp thought: ““Why does he come and whine to me
like this? He has no dignity—none!”

“How can you promise? You have made the girl love
you. I saw her face.”

“You saw her?”

“Yes.”

“She is a little fool. I do not care for the whole of
her as much as I care for your one finger. What does it
matter if one does not care? The soul, not the body, is
faithful.”

Gyp said:

“It matters when it makes others miserable."

““‘Has it made you miserable, my Gyp?”

His voice had a ring of hope. She answered, startled:

“I? No—her.”

““Her? It is experience—it is life. It will do her no
harm.”

“No; nothing will do anybody harm if it gives you
pleasure.”

At that bitter retort, he kept silence a long time, now
and then heaving a long sigh. “The soul, not the body,

Beyond 9
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is faithful!” Was he, after all, more faithful to her than
she had ever been, could ever be—who did not love, had
never loved him? What right had she to talk, who had
married him out of vanity, out of—what?

And suddenly he said:

“Gyp! Forgive!”

She sighed, and turned away her face.

He bent down against the eiderdown. She could hear
him drawing long, sobbing breaths, and in the midst of
her lassitude and hopelessness, a sort of pity stirred her.
What did it matter? She said, in a choked voice:

“Very well, I forgive.”

XI1v

GYP never really believed that Daphne Wing was of
the past. Her sceptical instinct told her that what Fiorsen
might honestly mean to do was very different from what
he would do under stress of opportunity carefully put
within his reach.

Since her return, Rosek had begun to come again,
careful not to repeat his mistake, but not deceiving her at
all. Though his self-control was as great as Fiorsen's was
small, she felt he had not given up his pursuit of her, and
would take very good care that Daphne Wing was afforded
every chance of being with her husband. But pride never
let her allude to the girl. Besides, what good to speak of
her? They would both lie—Rosek, because he obviously
saw the mistaken line of his first attack; Fiorsen, because
his temperament did not permit him to suffer by speaking
the truth.

Having set herself to endure, she lived in the moment,
never thinking of the future, never thinking much of any-
thing. She gave herself up to her baby. In watching, and
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feeling it warm against her, she succeeded in reaching the
hypnotic state of mothers. But the baby slept a great
deal, and much of its time was claimed by Betty. Those
hours were difficult. If she read, she began at once to
brood. She was cut off from the music-room, had not
crossed its threshold since her discovery. Aunt Rosa-
mund’s efforts to take her into society were fruitless, and,
though her father came, he never stayed long for fear of
meeting Fiorsen. In this condition of affairs, she turned
more and more to her own music, and one morning, hav-
ing unearthed some compositions of her girlhood, she made
a resolution. That afternoon she sallied forth into the
February frost.

Monsieur Edouard Harmost inhabited the ground floor
of a house in the Marylebone Road. He received his
pupils in a large back room overlooking a little sooty
garden. A Walloon by extraction, and of great vitality,
he grew old with difficulty, preserving a soft corner in his
heart for women, and a passion for novelty, even for new
music.

When Gyp was shown into this well-remembered room,
he was seated, with his yellow fingers buried in his stiff
grey hair. He stared at Gyp.

“Aha!” he said, “my little friend! She has come
back!” And, making for the mantelpiece, he took there-
from a bunch of Parma violets, brought by his last pupil,
and thrust them under her nose. ““Take them, take them.
How much have you forgotten? Come!” And, seizing her
by the elbow, he almost forced her to the piano. “Take off
your furs. Sit down!”

And while Gyp was taking off her coat, he fixed on her
his prominent brown eyes from under their squared eyelids
and cliffs of brow. She had on what Fiorsen called her
“humming-bird” blouse—dark blue, shot with peacock and

9*
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old rose, and looked very warm and soft  Monsieur
Harmost’s stare seemed to drink her in, with the rather
sad yearning of old men who love beauty and know that
their time for seeing it is getting short.

“Play me the ‘Carnival/” he said. “We shall soon
see!”

Gyp played. He nodded; tapped his fingers on his
teeth, showed the whites of his eyes—which meant: “That
will have to be very different!” And once he grunted.
When she had finished, he sat down beside her, took her
hand in his, and, examining the fingers, began:

“Yes, yes! Spoiling yourself, playing for that fiddler!
Trop sympathique! The backbone, the backbone—we shall
improve that. Four hours a day for six weeks—and we
shall have something again.”

“I have a baby, Monsieur Harmost.”

“What! That is a tragedy!” Gyp shook her head.
“You like it? A baby! Does it not squall?”

“Very little.”

“Mon Dieu! Well, you are still beautiful. That is
something. Now, what can you do with this baby? Could
you get rid of it a little? This is a talent in danger. A
fiddler, and a baby! Cest beaucoup! Cest trop!”

Gyp smiled. And Monsieur Harmost, whose exterior
covered much sensibility, stroked her hand.

“You have grown up, my little friend,” he said gravely.
“Never mind; nothing is wasted. But a baby! Well;
courage! We shall do things yet!”

Gyp turned her head away to hide the quivering of her
lips. The scent of latakia tobacco which had soaked into
things, of old books and music, a dark smell, like Mon-
sieur Harmost’s complexion; the old brown curtains, the
sooty little back garden beyond, with its cat-runs, and its
one stunted sumach-tree; the dark-brown stare of Monsieur
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Harmost’s rolling eyes—all brought back that time of hap-
piness, when she used to come week after week, full of
gaiety and importance, and chatter away, basking in his
brusque admiration and in music, with the glamourous feel-
ing that she was making him happy, and herself happy,
and going to play finely some day.

The voice of Monsieur Harmost boomed on, soft and
gruff.

“Come, come! The only thing we cannot cure is age.
You were right to come, my child. If things are not all
they ought to be, you shall soon forget. In music—in
music, we can get away. After all, my little friend, they
cannot take our dreams from us—not even a wife, not even
a husband can do that. We shall have good times yet!”

From those who serve art devoutly radiates a kind of
glamour. She left Monsieur Harmost that afternoon in-
fected by his passion for music. Poetic justice—on which
all homeopathy is founded—would try and cure her life by
a dose of what had spoiled it. To music she now gave all
the hours she could spare. She went to him twice a week,
though uneasy at the expense, for monetary conditions were
ever more embarrassed. At home, she practised steadily
and worked hard at composition. She finished several
songs and studies during the spring and summer, and left
still more unfinished. Monsieur Harmost was tolerant, seem-
ing to know that harsh criticism would cut her impulse
down, as frost cuts the life of flowers. Besides, there was
something fresh and individual in her compositions.

“What does your husband think of these?” he asked
one day.

“I don’'t show them to him.”

She never had; she dreaded his ruthlessness when any-
thing grated on his nerves—a breath of mockery would
wither her belief in herself, frail enough plant already. The
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only person, besides her master, to whom she confided her
efforts was—strangely enough—Rosek. He had surprised
her one day copying out some music. The warmth with
which he praised that little “‘caprice” was surely genuine;
and she gratefully played him others, and then a song for
him to sing. From that day she began to have for him a
certain friendliness, to be a little sorry, watching him, pale,
trim, and sphinxlike, in her drawing-room or garden,
getting no nearer to the fulfilment of his desire. He had
never again made love to her, though she knew that at the
least sign he would. His face and his invincible patience
were pathetic. She could not actively dislike one who
admired her so much. She consulted him about Fiorsen’s
debts. There were hundreds of pounds owing, besides much
to Rosek himself. Hoeu did he get into debt like this?
What became of the money he earned? His fees, this
summer, were good. Was it on that girl, on other women,
that he spent it?

Watching Fiorsen closely, she was conscious of a change,
a sort of loosening, something in him had given way—as
when, in winding a watch, the key turns on and on, the
ratchet being broken. Yet he was working harder than
ever. She would hear him, across the garden, going over
and over a passage, as if he never would be satisfied. But
his playing had lost its fire and sweep; was stale, and as
if disillusioned; as though he had said to himself: ‘“What’s
the use?” In his face, too, there was a change. She
knew—she was certain that he was drinking secretly. Was
it his failure with her? Was it the girl? Or simply heredity
from a hard-drinking ancestry?

Gyp never faced these questions. To face them would
mean useless discussion, useless admission that she could
not love him, useless asseverations about the girl, useless
denials of all sorts. Hopeless!
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He was very irritable, and seemed to resent her music
lessons, alluding to them with a sneering impatience. She
felt that he despised them as amateurish. He was often
impatient, too, of the time she gave to the baby. His own
conduct with the little creature was characteristic. He
would go to the nursery, much to Betty’s alarm, and be
charming to the baby for about ten minutes, then dump it
back into its cradle, stare at it gloomily, or utter a laugh,
and go out. Sometimes he would come up when Gyp was
there, and after watching her a little in silence, would drag
her away.

Suffering always from the consciousness of having no
love for him, and ever more from her sense that, instead
of saving him, she was pushing him down-hill—ironical
nemesis for vanity!—Gyp was more and more compliant to
his demands on her. But this compliance, when all the
time she felt further and further away, was straining her
to breaking-point Hers was a nature that passively endures
till something snaps; after that—no more.

That spring and summer were like a long drought, with
moisture gathering far away, coming nearer, nearer, till, at
last, the deluge bursts and sweeps the garden.

XV

THE tenth of July that year was as the first day of
summer. There had been much fine weather, always
easterly or northerly; but now, after a broken, rainy fort-
night, the sun had come in full summer warmth with a
gentle breeze, drifting here and there scent of opening
lime-blossom. Under the trees at the far end of the garden,
Betty was sewing a garment, and the baby was in her
seventh morning sleep. Gyp stood before a bed of sweet
peas—bright, frail growing things, whose little green tridents,
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branching out from the flat stems, resembled the antenna
of insects.

The sound of footsteps on the gravel made her turn to
see Rosek coming from the drawing-room. He bowed, and
said:

“Gustav is not up yet. I thought I would speak to you
first. Can we talk?”

Hesitating just a second, Gyp drew off' her gardening-
gloves.

“Here? Or in the drawing-room?”

“In the drawing-room, please.”

With a faint tremor she led the way, seating herself
where she could see Betty and the baby. Rosek stood
very -still—the sweetish gravity of his well-cut lips and
spotless dandyism, stirred in her a kind of unwilling ad-
miration.

“What is it?”

“A bad business, I'm afraid. Something must be done
at once. I have been trying to arrange things, but they
will not wait. They are even threatening to sell up this
house.”

With a sense of outrage, Gyp cried: X

“Nearly everything here is mine.”

Rosek shook his head.

“The lease is in his name—you are his wife. They
can do it, I assure you. And I cannot help him any more
—just now.”

“No—of course! You ought not to have helped him
at all. I can’'t bear------ How much does he owe al-
together?”

“About thirteen hundred pounds. It isn't much, of
course. But there is something else------ ?

“Worse?”

Rosek nodded.
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“You will think again that I am trying to make capital
out of it. I cannot afford that you should think that, this
time.”

Gyp shook her head.

“No; tell me, please.”

“There is a man called Wagge, an undertaker—the
father of someone you know------

“Daphne Wing?”

“Yes. A child is coming. They have made her tell.
It means the cancelling of her engagements, of course—
and other things.”

Gyp said slowly:

“Can you tell me, please, what this Mr—Wagge can
do?”

“He is rabid—a rabid man of his class is dangerous.
A lot of money will be wanted—some blood, perhaps.”

He moved swiftly to her, and said very low:

“Gyp, it is a year since I told you of this. You did
not believe me then. I told you, too, that I loved you. I
love you more, now, a hundred times! Don’t move! I am
going up to Gustav.”

He turned, and Gyp thought he was really going; but
he stopped and came back past the line of the window.
The expression of his face was so hungiy, that, for a
moment, she felt pity. It must have shown in her face, for
he suddenly caught at her, and tried to kiss her lips; she
wrenched back, and he could only reach her throat. Let-
ting her go as suddenly, he bent his head and went out.

Gyp wiped his kisses off her throat with the back of
her hand, dumbly, thinking: “What have I done to be
treated like this? What have I done?” And rage against
all men flared up in her. Going to her bureau, she took
out her address book and looked for the name: Wing—
Frankland Street, Fulham. Unhooking her little bag from
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off the back of the chair, she put her cheque-book into it
Then, taking care to make no sound, she passed into the
hall, caught up her sunshade, and went out.

She walked quickly towards Baker Street. She had
come out without gloves, and went into the first shop to
buy a pair. In choosing them she forgot her emotions for
a minute. Out in the street again, they came back bitterly.
And the day was so beautiful—the sun bright, the sky
blue, the clouds dazzling white; from the top of her bus
she could see all its brilliance. She remembered the man
who had kissed her arm at her first ball. And now—this!
Mixed with her rage was a sort of unwilling compassion
and fellow-feeling for that girl, that silly, sugar-plum girl,
brought to such a pass by—her husband. In Fulham, she
got down at the nearest corner, walked up a widish street
of narrow grey houses till she came to the number. On
that newly-scrubbed step, she very nearly turned and fled.
What exactly had she come to do?

The door was opened by a servant in an untidy frock.
Mutton! The smell of mutton—just as the girl had said!

“Is Miss—Miss Daphne Wing at home?”

“Yes; Miss Disey’s in. D’you want to see ’er? What
nyme?”

Then, opening the first of two brown doors, she said:

“Tyke a seat; I'll fetch her.”

In the middle of that dining-room, Gyp tried to subdue
the sense of nausea. The table against which her hand
rested was covered with red baize, to keep the stains of
mutton from penetrating to the wood. On a mahogany
sideboard reposed a cruet-stand and a green dish of very
red apples. A bamboo-framed talc screen painted with
white and yellow marguerites stood before a fireplace filled
with pampas-grass dyed red. The chairs were of red
morocco, the curtains a brownish-red, the walls green, and
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on them hung a set of Landseer prints. This red and
green in juxtaposition added to her distress. And, suddenly,
her eyes lighted on a little deep-blue china bowl. It stood
on a black stand on the mantelpiece, with nothing in it.
In this room, with the smell of mutton creeping in, that
bowl was from another world. Daphne Wing—not Daisy
Wagge—had surely put it there! And it touched her—
emblem of stifled beauty, of all that the girl had tried to
pour out in her garden nearly a year ago. Thin Eastern
china, good and beautifull A wonder they allowed it to
pollute this room!

A sigh made her turn. Back to the door, with a white,
scared face, the girl was standing. Gyp thought: ““She has
suffered horribly”; and held out her hand.

Daphne Wing sighed out: “Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen!” and
kissed it. Gyp saw that her new glove was wet. Then the
girl relapsed against the door. Gyp was swept again by
rage against men, and fellow-feeling for one about to go
through what she herself had just endured.

“It's all right,” she said, gently; ‘“‘only, what's to be
done?”

Daphne Wing put her hands up over her white face
and sobbed—so quietly but so terribly that Gyp herself
had the utmost difficulty not to cry. This was the real
despair of a creature bereft of hope and strength, above
all, of love—such weeping as is drawn from suffering souls
only by the touch of fellow-feeling. It filled her with rage
against Fiorsen, who had taken this girl for his pleasure
and then thrown her away. She seemed to see him dis-
carding her for cloying his senses and getting on his nerves,
discarding her with caustic words, to abide alone the con-
sequences of infatuation. She timidly stroked that shaking
shoulder. The girl said brokenly:

““Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, I do love him so!” A painful wish
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to laugh seized Gyp, making her shiver from head to foot.
Daphne Wing saw it, and went on: “I know—it's awful;
but I do—and now he------ ” Her quiet but really dreadful
sobbing broke out again. And again Gyp began stroking
her shoulder. “And I have been so awful to you! Oh,
Mrs. Fiorsen, do forgive me, please!”

“Yes, yes; that’s nothing! Don't cry!”

Very slowly the sobbing died away, but still the girl
held her hands over her face and her face down. The red
and green room, the smell of mutton—creeping!

At last, a little of that white face showed; the lips, no
longer craving for sugar-plums, murmured:

“It’s you he—he—really loves all the time. And you
don’'t love him—that’s so funny. Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, if I
could just see him! He told me never to come again; and
I haven't dared. I haven't seen him for three weeks—not
since I told him about iz. Oh! What shall I do?”

Gyp felt pity and yet violent revolt that any girl should
want to crawl back to a man who had spurned her.
Daphne Wing said piteously:

“I don’t seem to have any pride. I don't mind what
he does to me, or what he says, if only I can see him.”

Gyp’s revolt yielded to her pity.

“How long before------ 7

“Three months.”

Three months—in this state of misery!

“l shall do something desperate. Now that I can'’t
dance, and they know, it's too awful!l If I could see him,
I wouldn't mind anything. But I know he'll never want
me again. Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, I wish I was dead! I do!”

A heavy sigh escaped Gyp, and, bending suddenly, she
kissed the girl’s forehead. Still that scent of orange-blossom
about her skin or hair, as when she asked whether she
ought to have a lover or not; as when she came, mothlike,
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from the tree-shade into the moonlight, spun, and fluttered,
with her shadow fluttering before her. To relieve the strain,
she pointed to the bowl and said:

“You put that there, I'm sure.”

The girl answered, with piteous eagerness:

“Oh, would you like it? Do take it. Count Rosek gave
it me. Oh, that’s papa. He'll be coming in!”

Gyp heard a man clearing his throat, and the rattle of
an umbrella falling into a stand; the girl wilted and shrank
against the sideboard. The door opened; Mr. Wagge
entered, short, thick, in a black frock-coat and trousers,
and a greyish beard. He looked exactly what he was, an
English chapel-goer, nourished on sherry and mutton, who
could and did make his own way in the world.- His
features, coloured by a deep liverishness, were thick, like
his body, and not ill-natured, except for the anger in his
small, piggy grey eyes. In a voice permanently gruff, but
impregnated with professional ingratiation, he said:

“Ye-es? Whom ’ave I------ ?”

“Mrs. Fiorsen.”

The sound of his breathing could be heard distinctly;
he twisted a chair round.

“Take a seat, won't you?”

Gyp shook her head.

In Mr. Wagge’s face deference struggled with some
more primitive emotion. Taking out a large, black-edged
handkerchief, he blew his nose, passed it freely over his
visage, and turning to his daughter, muttered:

“Go upstairs.”

The girl turned quickly and went out. Mr. Wagge
cleared his throat with a sound suggestive of enormously
thick linings.

“May I ask what ’as given us the honour?”

“I came to see your daughter.”
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His little eyes travelled from her face to her feet, to his
own watch-chain, to his hands rubbing themselves together,
to her breast, higher than which they dared not mount.
Their infinite embarrassment struck Gyp. She could almost
hear him thinking: “Now, how can I discuss this with that
attractive young female, wife of the scoundrel who’s ruined
my daughter? Delicate—that’s what it is!” The words
burst hoarsely from him.

“It's an unpleasant business, ma’am. I don’t know
what to say. Reelly I don't. It's awkward; very awk-
ward.”

Gyp said quietly:

“Your daughter is desperately unhappy; that can't be
good for her just now.”

Mr. Wagge’s thick figure seemed to swell.

“Pardon me, ma’am,” he spluttered, “but I must call
your 'usband a scoundrel. I'm sorry to be impolite, but
I must do it If I had ’im ’ere, I don’t know that I should
be able to control myself—I don't indeed.” Apparently
interpreting a movement of her hand as sympathy, he went
on in a stream of husky utterance: “It’s delicate before a
lady, and she the injured party; but one has feelings. From
the first I said this dancin’ was in the face of Providence;
but women have no more sense than an egg. Her mother,
she would have it. Career, indeed! Pretty career! I tell
you, ma'am, I'm angry; if that scoundrel comes within
reach of me, I shall mark 'im—I'm not a young man, but
I shall mark ’'im. An’ what to say to you, I don’t know.
That my daughter should be’ave like that! Well, it's urt
me. An now I suppose her name °ll be dragged in the
mud. T tell you frankly, I 'oped you wouldn't hear of it,
because after all the girl's got her punishment. And this
divorce court—it’s not nice—it’s an 'orrible thing for re-
spectable people. And, mind you, I won't see my girl
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married to that scoundrel, not if you do divorce 'im. No;
she’ll have her disgrace for nothing.”

Gyp raised her head, and said:

“There’ll be no public disgrace, Mr. Wagge, unless you
make it yourself. If you send Daphne—Daisy—quietly
away somewhere till her trouble’s over, no one need know
anything.”

Mr. Wagge’s mouth opened slightly, his breathing could
have been heard in the street.

“Do I understand you to say that you're not goin’' to
take proceedings, ma’am?”

Gyp inclined her head.

Mr. Wagge stood silent, slightly moving his pug face.

“Well,” he said, at length, ““it’s more than she deserves;
but I don’t disguise it’s a relief to me. And I must say,
in a young lady like you, and handsome, it shows a Christian
spirit.” Again Gyp shook her head. “Ah! but it do. As
a man old enough to be your father—and a regular at-
tendant.”

He held out his hand. Gyp put her gloved hand
into it.

“I'm very, very sorry. Please be nice to her.”

Mr. Wagge stood for some seconds ruefully rubbing his
hands together.

“I'm a domestic man,” he said suddenly. “A domestic
man in a serious line of life; and I never thought to have
anything like this in my family—never! It’s been—well, I
can't tell you what it’s been!”

Gyp took up her sunshade. She felt that she must get
away; at any moment he might say something she could
not bear—and the smell of mutton rising fast!

“I am sorry,” she said again; “‘good-bye;” and moved
past him to the door. She heard him breathing hard as he
followed her to open it; he passed her and put his hand on
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the latch of the front door. His piggy eyes scanned her
almost timidly.

“Well,” he said, “I'm very glad to have the privilege of
your acquaintance; and, ifI may say so, you 'ave my ’earty
sympathy. Good-day.”

Gyp took a long breath. Her cheeks were burning;
and, with a craving for protection, she put up her sunshade.
But the girl's white face came up again before her, and the
sound of her words:

““Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, I wish I was dead! 1 do!”

XVI

SHE walked on beneath her sunshade, making uncon-
sciously for the peace of trees. Her mind was a whirl—
Daphne Wing against the door, Mr. Wagge’s puggy coun-
tenance, the red pampas-grass, the blue bowl, Rosek swoop-
ing at her, her baby asleep under the trees!

She reached Kensington Gardens, and sat down. It was
near the luncheon hour; nursemaids, dogs, perambulators, old
gentlemen—all were hurrying toward their food. They
glanced at this pretty young woman, leisured and lonely at
such an hour, trying to find out what was wrong with her
beauty—bow legs, or something, to balance a face like that!
Gyp noticed none of them, except now and again a dog
which sniffed her knees in passing. For so long she had
cultivated insensibility, refused to face reality; but the barrier
was forced now, and the flood had swept her away. “Pro-
ceedings!” To those who shrink from letting their affairs
be known even by their nearest friends, the notion ofa public
exhibition of troubles simply never comes; it had certainly
never come to Gyp. With a bitter smile she thought: “Pm
better off than she is, after all! Suppose I loved him, too?
No, I never—never—want to love. Women who love suffer
too much.”
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She sat a long time before remembering that she was
due at Monsieur Harmost’s at three o’clock. It was well
past two already; and she set out across the grass. The
day was full of murmurings of bees and flies, cooings of
pigeons, soft swish and stir of leaves, the scent of lime-blossom
under a sky blue, with a few white clouds slow and calm
and full. Why be unhappy? And one ofthose spotted spaniel
dogs which have broad heads, with frizzy topknots, and are
always rascals, circled her, hoping she would throw her sun-
shade on the water for him to fetch, in his view the only
reason why anything was carried in the hand.

Monsieur Harmost was fidgeting about his room, whose
opened windows could not rid it of the scent of latakia.

“I thought you were not coming!” he said. ““You look
pale. Is it the heat? Or”—he looked hard into her face—
“has someone hurt you, my little friend?” Gyp shook her
head. “Ah! yes, you tell me nothing; you tell nobody
nothing! You close up your pretty face like a flower at
night. At your age, my child, one should make confidences;
a secret grief is to music as the east wind to the stomach.
Come, tell me your troubles. For a long time I have been
meaning to ask. We are only once young; I want to see
you happy.”

Would it be a relief to pour her soul out? His brown
eyes questioned her like an old dog’s. She did not want
to hurt one so kind. And yet—impossible!

Monsieur Harmost sat down at the piano. Resting his
hands on the keys, he looked round at her.

“I am in love with you, you know. Old men can be
very much in love, but they know it is no good—that
makes them endurable. Still, wre like to feel of use to
youth and beauty; it gives us a little warmth. Tell me
your grief!” He waited a moment, then said irritably:
“Well, well, we go to music then!”

Beyond 10
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It was his habit to sit by her at the piano, but to-day
he stood as if prepared to be exceptionally severe. And
Gyp played, whether from over-excited nerves or from not
having had any lunch, better than she had ever played—
the Chopin polonaise in A flat, that song of revolution,
which had always seemed so unattainable. When she had
finished, Monsieur Harmost lifted one of her hands and
put his lips to it. She felt the scrub of his little bristly
beard, and raised her face with a sigh of satisfaction. A
voice behind them said mockingly:

“Bravo!”

Fiorsen stood in the doorway.

““Congratulations, madame! 1 have long wanted to see
you under the inspiration of your—master!”

Gyp’s heart began to beat. Monsieur Harmost had not
moved. His eyes were startled.

Fiorsen kissed the back of his own hand.

“This old Pantaloon! Pho—what a lover!”

Gyp saw the old man quiver; she sprang up, crying:
“You brute!”

Monsieur Harmost’s voice behind her said:

“Before you go, monsieur, give me some explanation
of this imbecility!”

Fiorsen shook his fist, and went out muttering. They
heard the front door slam. Gyp turned abruptly to the
window, and stood looking into the back yard. Even there
summer had crept in. The leaves of the sumach-tree were
glistening; in the patch of sunlight, a black cat with a blue
ribbon round its neck was basking. The voice of one
hawking strawberries drifted from a side street. She knew
that Monsieur Harmost was standing with a hand pressed
to his mouth, and she felt a passion of compunction and
anger. Kind and harmless old man—to be so insulted!
It was the culmination of all her husband’s outrages! She
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would never forgive him this! He had insulted her as well,
beyond what could be endured! She turned, and put both
her hands into Monsieur Harmost's.

“I'm so awfully sorry. Good-bye, dear, dear Monsieur
Harmost; I shall come on Friday!” And, before he could
stop her, she was gone.

Just as she reached the pavement on the other side, she
felt her dress plucked and saw Fiorsen behind her. She
shook herself free and walked swiftly on. Was he going to
make a scene in the street? Again he caught her arm. She
faced round on him, and said, in an icy voice:

“Please don’t make scenes in the street, and don’t follow
me like this. If you want to talk to me, you can—at
home.”

Then, very calmly, she walked on. But he still fol-
lowed her, some paces off. To the first cab that passed
she made a sign.

“Bury Street—quick!” She saw Fiorsen rush forward,
too late to stop her. He stood still, deadly pale under
his broad-brimmed hat. She was far too angry and upset
to care.

She had determined to go to her father. She would
not go back to Fiorsen; but how to get Betty and her baby?
Winton was almost sure to be at his club. And leaning
out, she said: ‘“No; Hyde Park Corner, please.”

The hall porter, who knew her, after calling to a page-
boy: “Major Winton—sharp, now!” came out of his box
to offer her a seat and The Tinies.

Gyp sat with the journal on her knee, vaguely con-
scious of a thin old gentleman anxiously weighing himself
in a corner, of a white-calved footman crossing with a tea-
tray; a number of hats on pegs; the green-baize board with
its white rows of tapelike paper, and three members stand-

ing before it. One, tall, stout, good-humoured, in pince-nex
10*
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and a white waistcoat, removed his straw hat and took up
a position whence, without staring, he could gaze at one
whom he seemed to find to his liking. Then her father’s
unhurried figure passed that little group; and eager to get
out of this sanctum of masculinity, she met him at the top
of the low steps.

“T want to talk to you, Dad.”

He gave her a quick look, selected his hat, and fol-
lowed to the door. In the cab, he put his hand on hers.

“Now, my dear?”

“I want to come back to you. I can’t go on there.
It's—it's—I've come to an end.”

His hand pressed hers tightly, as if trying to save her
the need for saying more. Gyp went on:

“But I must get baby; I'm terrified hell try to keep
her, to get me back.”

“Is he at home?”

“T don’t know. I haven't told him that Tm going to
leave him.”

Winton looked at his watch.

“Does the baby ever go out as late as this?”

“Yes; after tea. It's cooler.”

“T'll take this cab on, then. You stay and get the
room ready for her. Don’t worry, and don’t go out till I
return.”

How wonderful of him not to have asked a single
question|

The cab stopped at the Bury Street door. He said
quietly:

“Do you want the dogs?”

““Yes—oh, yes! He doesn’t care for them.”

“All right. There'll be time to get you in some things
for the night after I come back. I shan't run any risks to-
day. Make Mrs. Markey give you tea.”
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Gyp watched the cab gather way again, saw him wave
his hand; and, with a deep sigh, half anxiety, half relief,
she rang the bell.

Xvia

IN St James’s Street, Winton gave the order: ““Quick as
you can!” A little red had come into his brown cheeks;
his eyes under their half-drawn lids were keener; his lips
tightly closed; he looked as he did when a fox was break-
ing cover. He was going to take no risks—make no frontal
attack. Time for that later, if need were. He had better
nerves than most men, and that steely determination and
resource which makes many Englishmen of his class for-
midable in small operations. At Fiorsen’s he kept his cab,
rang, and asked for Gyp, with a kind of pleasure in his
ruse.

“She’s not in yet, sir. Mr. Fiorsen’s in.”

“Ah! And baby?”

“Yes, sir.”

“T'll come in and see her. In the garden?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Dogs there, too?”

“Yes, sir. And will you have tea, please, sir?”

“No, thanks.” How to effect this withdrawal without
causing gossip, and suspicion of collusion with Gyp? And
he added: “Unless Mrs. Fiorsen comes in.”

Passing out into the garden, he became aware that
Fiorsen was at the dining-room window watching him.
The baby was under the trees at the far end, and the dogs
came rushing with a fury which lasted till they came within
scent of him. Winton went up to the perambulator, and,
saluting Betty, looked down at his grandchild. She lay
under an awning of muslin, for fear of flies, and was awake.
Her solemn, large, brown eyes, already like Gyp’s, regarded
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him with gravity. Clucking to her, he moved so as to face
the house and have Betty with her back to it.

“I'm here with a message from your mistress, Betty.
Keep your head; don’t look round, but listen to me. She’s
at Bury Street and going to stay there; she wants you and
baby and the dogs.” The stout woman’s eyes and mouth
opened. Winton put his hand on the perambulator.
“Steadyl Go out as usual with this thing. It’s about your
time; and wait for me at the turning to Regent’s Park. TI’ll
come on in my cab and pick you all up. Don't get flurried;
don’'t take anything; do exactly as you usually would.
Understand ?”

It is not in the nature of stout women with babies in
their charge to receive such an order without question.
Her colour, and the heaving of that billowy bosom, made
him add quickly:

“Now, Betty, pull yourself together; Gyp wants you.
I'll tell you all about it in the cab.”

“Yes, sir. Poor little thing! What about its night-
things? And Miss Gyp’s?”

Conscious of that figure still at the window, Winton
made some passes at the baby.

“Never mind them. As soon as you see me at the
drawing-room window, get ready and go. Eyes front,
Betty; don’t look round; I'll cover your retreat! Don't fail
Gyp, now. Pull yourself together.”

With a vast sigh, Betty murmured: “Very well, sir; oh,
dear!” and adjusted the strings of her bonnet. Winton
saluted, and began his march again towards the house.
He kept his eyes to this side and that, as if examining the
flowers, but noted that Fiorsen had receded from the
window, and, entering by the drawing-room window, he
went quickly into the hall. He listened a second before
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opening the dining-room door. Fiorsen was pacing up and
down. He stared haggardly at Winton, who said:

“How are you? Gyp not in?”

“No.”

That “No” touched Winton with a vague compunction.
To be left by Gyp! But his heart hardened again. The
fellow was such a rotter.

“Baby looks well,” he said.

Fiorsen began to pace up and down again.

“Where is Gyp? 1 want her.”

Winton took out his watch.

“It's not late.” And suddenly he felt aversion for the
part he was playing. To get the baby; to make Gyp safe
—yes! But not this pretence that he knew nothing about
it. He turned on his heel and walked out. He could not
stay prevaricating like this. Had that woman got clear?
He went back into the drawing-room. They were just
passing the side of the house. In five minutes they would
be down at the turning. He stood waiting. If only that
fellow did not come in! Through the partition wall he
could hear him still tramping up and down the dining-room.
What a long time a minute was! Only three had gone
when he heard the dining-room door opened, and Fiorsen
crossing the hall to the front door. What was he after,
standing there as if listening? And suddenly Winton heard
him sigh—just such a sound as many times, in the long-
past days, had escaped himself, waiting, listening for foot-
steps, in parched and sickening anxiety. Did this fellow
then really love? And in revolt at spying on him, he
advanced and said:

“Well, I won't wait any longer. Good-bye!” The
words: “Give my love to Gyp,” perished on their way up
to his lips.

“Good-bye!” Fiorsen echoed. Winton went out under
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the trellis, conscious of that forlorn figure still standing at
the half-opened door. Betty was nowhere in sight; she must
have reached the turning. His mission had succeeded, but
he felt no elation. Round the corner, he picked up his con-
voy, and, with the perambulator hoisted on to the taxi,
journeyed on at speed. He had meant to explain in the
cab, but all he said was:

“You'll all go down to Mildenham to-morrow.”

And Betty, who had feared him ever since their en-
counter so many years ago, eyed his profile, without daring
to ask questions. Winton stopped at a post-office on the
way, and sent this telegram:

“Gyp and the baby are with me—Iletter follows.—
WINTON.”

It salved his conscience; besides, it was necessary, lest
Fiorsen should go to the police. The rest must wait till
he had talked with Gyp.

It was late before they could begin their talk.

Close to the open windows where Markey had placed
two hydrangea plants—bought on his own responsibility,
in token of silent satisfaction—Gyp began. She kept nothing
back, recounting the whole miserable fiasco of her marriage.
When she came to Daphne Wing and her discovery in the
music-room, she could see the glowing end of her father's
cigar move convulsively. In her own house—her own house!
And—after that, she had gone on with him! He did not
interrupt, but his stillness almost frightened her.

Coming to the incidents of the day, she hesitated. Must
she tell him, too, of Rosek ? Candour prevailed, and Winton
made no sign. When she had finished, he got up and
slowly extinguished the end of his cigar against the
window-sill; then looking at her lying back in her chair
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as if exhausted, he said: “By God!” and turned to the
window.

At that hour before the theatres rose, a lull brooded in
the London streets, broken by the clack of a half-drunken
woman bickering at her man as they lurched along home,
and the strains of a street musician’s fiddle, trying to make
up for a blank day. The sound vaguely irritated Winton,
reminding him of those two damnable foreigners by whom
she had been so treated. To have them at the point of a
sword or pistol—to teach them a lesson! He heard her say:

“Dad, I should like to pay his debts. Then things
would be as they were when I married him.”

He emitted an exasperated sound. He did not believe
in heaping coals of fire.

“I want to make sure, too, that the girl is all right till
she’s over her trouble. Perhaps I could use some of that
—that other money, if mine is all tied up?”

Anger, not disapproval of her impulse, made him
hesitate; money and revenge would never be associated in
his mind.

“T want to feel as if I'd never let him marry me. Per-
haps his debts are all part of that—who knows?”

How like—her figure sunk back in the old chair, and
the face lifted in shadow! And exultation came to Winton.
He had got her back!

XV

FIORSEN’S bedroom was—as the maid would remark—
““a proper pigsty”—until he was out of it and it could be
renovated each day. He had a talent for disorder, so that
the room looked as if three men instead of one had gone
to bed in it. Clothes and shoes, brushes, water, tumblers,
newspapers, French novels, and cigarette-ends—none were
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ever where they should have been; and the stale fumes
from cigarettes incommoded anyone whose duty it was to
take him tea and shaving-water. When, on the morning of
that day, the maid had brought Rosek up to him, he had
been lying a long time on his back, dreamily watching the
smoke from his cigarette and four flies waltzing in the sun-
light that filtered through the green sun-blinds. This hour,
before he rose, was his creative moment, when he could
best see the form of music and feel inspiration for its
rendering. Of late, he had been stale and dull; but this
morning he felt again the stir of fancy, that vibrating, half-
dreamy state when emotion finds shape and the mind
pierces through to new expression. Hearing the maid’s
knock, and her murmured: ‘““Count Rosek to see you, sir,”
he thought: “What the devil does he want?” A larger
nature, drifting without control, in contact with a smaller
which knows its own mind exactly, will instinctively be
irritable.

It would be money he had come about, or—that girl!
That girl—he wished she were dead! Soft, clinging creature!
A baby! God! What a fool he had been—ah, what a
fool! First Gyp—then her! He had tried to shake the
girl off. As well try to shake off a burr! How she clung!
He had been patient—patient and kind, but how go on
when one was tired! He wanted only Gyp, only his own
wife. And now, when, for an hour or two, he had shaken
off worry, been feeling happy—this fellow must come, and
stand there with his face of a sphinx!

“Well, Paul! sit down. What troubles have you brought?”

Rosek lit a cigarette. He struck even Fiorsen by his
unsmiling pallor.

“You had better look out for Mr. Wagge, Gustav; he
came to me yesterday. He has no music in his soul.”

Fiorsen sat up.
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“Satan take Mr. Wagge! What can he do?”

“I am not a lawyer, but I imagine he can be unpleasant
—the girl is young.”

Fiorsen glared at him, and said:

“Why did you throw me that cursed girl?”

“I did not, my friend.”

“You did. What was your game? You never do any-
thing without a game. You know you did. Come; what
was your game?”

“You like pleasure, I believe.”

Fiorsen said violently:

“Look here: I have done with your friendship—I
have never really known you. It is finished. Leave me in
peace.”

Rosek smiled.

“My dear, friendships are not finished like that. You
owe me a thousand pounds.”

“Well, T will pay it My wife will lend it to me.”

“Oh! Is she so fond of you? I thought she only loved
her music-lessons.”

Crouching forward with his knees drawn up, Fiorsen
hissed out:

“Get out of this! I will pay you your thousand pounds."

Rosek, still smiling, answered:

“Don’t be a fool, Gustav! With a violin to your shoulder,
you are a man. Without—you are a child. Lie quiet, my
friend, and think of Mr. Wagge. But you had better come
and talk it over with me. Good-bye for the moment.
Calm yourself.” And, flipping the ash off his cigarette on
to the tray by Fiorsen’s elbow, he went.

Fiorsen put his hand to his head. Cursed be everyone
of them—the father and the girl, Rosek and all the other
sharks! He went out on to the landing. The house was
quite still below. Rosek had gone—good riddance! He
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called to Gyp. No answer. He went into her room, super-
latively dainty, with a scent of cyclamen! He looked out
into the garden. There was the baby at the end, and that
fat woman. No Gyp! Never in when she was wanted.
Wagge! He shivered; and, going back into his bedroom,
took a brandy-bottle from a locked cupboard and drank
some. It steadied him; he locked up the cupboard again,
and dressed.

Going out to the music-room, he stopped under the
trees to make passes with his fingers at the baby. Some-
times he felt that it was an adorable little creature, with
its big, dark eyes so like Gyp’s. Sometimes it excited his
disgust—a discoloured brat. This morning, while looking
at it, he thought suddenly of the other that was coming—
and grimaced. Catching Betty’s stare of horrified amaze-
ment at the face he was making at her darling, he burst
into a laugh and turned away into the music-room.

While he was keying his violin, Gyp’s conduct in never
having come there for so long, struck him as bitterly un-
just. As if that wretched girl made any real difference!
Gyp had never loved him, never given him what he wanted,
never quenched his thirst of her! That was the heart of it.
No other woman had ever been like that—kept his thirst
unquenched. He had always tired of them before they
tired of him. She gave him nothing! Had she no heart or
did she give it elsewhere? What had Paul said about her
music-lessons? And suddenly it struck him that he knew
nothing, absolutely nothing, of where she went or what she
did. Music-lessons? Every day, nearly, she went out, was
away for hours. Where? To the arms of another man?
He put down his violin in actual sickness. Why not? That
whipping of the sexual instinct which makes the ache of
jealousy so terrible, was at its full in such a nature as
Fiorsen’s. He shuddered. But the remembrance of her
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fastidious pride, her candour, above all her passivity, cut in
across his fear. No, not Gyp!

He went to a little table whereon stood a tantalus, and
pouring out some brandy, drank. It steadied him. And he
began to practise. He took a passage from Brahms’s violin
concerto and played it over and over. He found he was
repeating the same flaws each time; he was not attending.
The fingering of that thing was ghastly! Music-lessons!
Why did she take them? Waste of time and money—she
would never be anything but an amateur! Had she gone
there to-day? It was past lunch-time. Perhaps she had
come in.

He went back to the house. No sign ofher! The maid
came to ask if he would lunch. No! Was the mistress to
be in? She had not said. He went into the dining-room,
ate a biscuit, and drank a brandy and soda. It steadied
him. He came back to the drawing-room and sat down at
Gyp’s bureau. How tidy! On the little calendar, a pencil-
cross was set against to-day—Wednesday, another against
Friday. What for? Music-lessons! He reached to a pigeon-
hole, and took out her address book. “H—Harmost, 3054,
Marylebone Road,” and against it the words in pencil,
“3 p.m.”

Three o’clock. That was her hour! His eyes rested on
a little old coloured print of a Bacchante, with flowing
green scarf, shaking a tambourine at a naked Cupid, who
with a baby bow and arrow in his hands, was gazing up
at her. He turned it over: on the back was written in a
pointed, scriggly hand, ““To my little friend —E. H.”

Fiorsen went to the piano. He opened it and began to
play, staring vacantly before him, scarcely knowing what
he played. A great artist? Often, nowadays, he did not
care if he never touched a violin again. Tired of standing
up before a sea of dull faces, seeing the blockheads knock
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their silly hands one against the other! Sick of the same-
ness of it all!

He got up, went into the dining-room, and drank some
brandy. Gyp could not bear his drinking. Well, she
shouldn't be out so much—taking music-lessons. Music-
lessons! Nearly three o'clock. He would go and see what
she really did—go and offer her his escort home! An
attention. It might please her. Better than waiting here
till she chose to come in with her face closed up. He
drank a little more brandy, took his hat and went. He
walked in the hot sun, and reached the house feeling dizzy.
A maid-servant opened the door.

“I am Mr. Fiorsen. Mrs. Fiorsen here?”

“Yes, sir; will you wait?”

Why did she look at him like that? Ugly girl! How
hateful ugly people were! When she was gone, he reopened
the door of the waiting-room, and listened.

Chopin! The polonaise in A flat. Good! Could that
be Gyp? Very good! He moved out, down the passage,
drawn on by her playing, and softly turned the handle.
The music stopped. He went in.

When Winton had left him, an hour and a half later
that afternoon, Fiorsen continued to stand at tire front door.
The brandy-nurtured burst of jealousy which had made
him insult his wife and old Monsieur Harmost, had died
suddenly when Gyp turned on him in the street and spoke
in that icy voice; since then he had felt fear, increasing
every minute. Would she forgive? To one who always
acted on the impulse of the moment, so that he rarely
knew afterward exactly what he had done, or whom hurt,
Gyp’s self-control had ever been mysterious and a little
frightening. Where had she gone? Why did she not come
in? His anxiety, like a ball rolling down-hill, gathered
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momentum. Suppose she did not come back! But she
must—there was the baby—their baby!

For the first time, the thought of it gave him unalloyed
satisfaction. He left the door, and, after drinking a glass
to steady him, flung himself down on the sofa in the draw-
ing-room. And while he lay there, the brandy warm within
him, he thought: “I will turn over a new leaf; give up
drink, give up everything, send the baby into the country,
take Gyp to Paris, Berlin, Vienna, Rome—anywhere out
of England, away from that father of hers and all these
stiff', dull folk! She loves travelling!” Yes, they would be
happy! Delicious nights—delicious days—air that did not
weigh you down and make you feel that you must drink—
real inspiration—real music! The woodsmoke scent of
Paris streets, the glistening of the Thiergarten, a serenading
song in a Florence back street, fireflies in Italian summer
dusk—he had intoxicating memories of them all! The
warmth of the brandy died away, he felt chill and shud-
dery. He shut his eyes, thinking to sleep till she came in.
But very soon he opened them, because—a thing usual
with him of late—he saw such ugly things—faces, vivid,
changing as he looked, growing ugly and uglier, becoming
all holes—holes—holes------ Corruption—matted, twisted,
human tree-root faces! Horrible! He opened his eyes,
for when he did that they went. It was very silent. No
sound from above. No sound of the dogs. He would go
up and see the baby.

While he was crossing the hall, there came a ring. A
telegram! He tore the envelope.

“Gyp and the baby are with me—Iletter follows.—
WINTON.”

With a laugh he shut the door in the boy’s face, and
ran upstairs; why------ ! There was nobody there now!
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Did it mean that she had really left him? He stopped by
Gyp’s bed, and flinging himself forward, lay across it, bury-
ing his face. And he sobbed, unmanned by drink. Had
he lost her? Never to see her eyes closing and press his
lips against them! Never to soak his senses in her loveli-
ness! He leaped up. Lost her? Absurd! That calm,
prim, devilish Englishman, her father—he had worked it
all—stealing the baby!

He went downstairs and drank some brandy. It steadied
him a little. What should he do? “Letter follows.” Go to
Bury Street? No. Drink! Enjoy himself!

Catching up his hat, he went out, walking furiously,
till his head began to whirl; then, taking a cab, was driven
to a Soho restaurant. He had eaten nothing but a biscuit
since breakfast, always a small matter, and he ordered
soup and a flask of their best Chianti—solids he could not
face. More than two hours he sat, white and silent, per-
spiration on his forehead, now and then grinning and
flourishing his fingers, to the amusement and sometimes
the alarm of those sitting near. But for being known there,
he would have been regarded with suspicion. About half]
past nine, having finished his wine, he got up, put a piece
of gold on the table, and went out without waiting for his
change.

The lamps were lighted, but daylight not quite gone.
He walked unsteadily, toward Piccadilly. A girl of the
town passed and looked up at him. Staring hard, he
hooked his arm in hers; it steadied him, and they walked
on together. Suddenly the girl stopped and tried to dis-
engage her arm; a frightened look had come into her dark-
eyed powdered face. Fiorsen held it firm, and laughed.
“Come on!” he said. “You are like my wife. Will you
have a drink?”

The girl shook her head, and, with a sudden movement,
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slipped her arm out and dived away like a swallow through
the pavement traffic. Fiorsen stood still and laughed. The
second time to-day She had slipped from his grasp. Passers
looked at him, amazed. Ugly devils! With a grimace, he
turned out of Piccadilly, past St. James’s Church, and made
for Bury Street. They wouldn’t let him in, of course! But
he would look at the windows; they had flower-boxes! And,
suddenly, he groaned aloud—thinking of Gyp among the
flowers at home. He came in at the bottom of the street,
where a fiddler in the gutter was scraping on an old violin.
Fiorsen stopped to listen. Poor devil! Pagliacci! He put
his hand on the man’s shoulder.

“Friend,” he said, “lend me your fiddle. I am a great
violinist. PII make some money for you.”

“Vraiment, monsieur!”

“Ah!  Vraiment! Voyons! Donnez—un instant—Iijous
verrez.”

The fiddler, doubting but hypnotised, handed him the
fiddle; his dark face changed when he saw the stranger
fling it up to his shoulder and the ways of his fingers with
bow and strings. Fiorsen had begun to walk up the street,
searching for the flower-boxes. He saw them, stopped, and
began playing ““Chefaro?” He played it wonderfully on
that poor fiddle; and the fiddler, who had followed at his
elbow, stood watching, uneasy, envious, a little entranced.
This tall, pale monsieur with the strange face and the
drunken eyes and hollow chest, played like an angel! All,
but it was not so easy as all that to make money in the
streets of this sacred town! You might play like forty
angels and not a copper! He had begun another tune now
—like little pluckings at your heart—itres joli—tout a fait
écceurant! But there it was—a monsieur as usual closing
the window, drawing the curtains! Always same thing!
The violin and the bow were thrust back into his hands

Beyond 11
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with some silver; and the tall strange monsieur was off as
if devils were after him—not badly drunk, that one! And
with an uneasy feeling that he had been involved in some-
thing that he did not understand, the lame, dark fiddler
limped his way round the nearest corner, and for two streets
at least did not stop. Then, counting the silver Fiorsen
had put into his hand and carefully examining his fiddle,
he uttered the word, “Bigre!” and started for home.

XIX

GYP hardly slept at all. Three times she rose, stole to
the door, and looked in at her sleeping baby. The after-
noon had shaken her nerves. It was so hot, and the sound
of the violin was still in her ears. By that little air of
Poise, she had known for certain it was Fiorsen; and her
father’s abrupt drawing of the curtains had clinched that
certainty. If she had seen him, she would not have been
half so disturbed as by that echo of an old emotion. It
had reforged the link which yesterday she had thought
broken for good. The sobbing of that old fiddle had been
his way of saying, “Forgive me; forgive!” To leave him
would have been so much easier if she had really hated
him. Difficult to live with, he was quite as difficult to hate.
He was so flexible—only the rigid can be hated. She
hated the things he did, and him when he was doing them;
but afterward again could hate him no more than she
could love him, and that was—not at all. Resolution and
a sense of the practical came back with daylight. It was
better to recognise that things were hopeless and harden
one’s heart.

Winton, whose night had been as sleepless—to play
like a beggar in the street, under his windows, had seemed
to him the limit!'—announced at breakfast that he must see
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his lawyer, and find out what could be done to secure
Gyp against persecution. Some deed was probably ne-
cessary; he was vague on all such matters. In the
meantime, neither Gyp nor the baby must go out. Gyp
spent the morning writing to Monsieur Harmost, trying
to express her chagrin, without saying that she had left
Fiorsen.

Her father came back from Westminster quiet and
angry. He had with difficulty been made to understand
that the baby was Fiorsen’s property, so that, if the fellow
claimed it, in law they would be unable to resist. The
point opened the old wound, forced him to remember that
his own daughter had once belonged to another—father.
He had told the lawyer that he would see the fellow
damned first, and had directed him to draw a deed of
separation, providing for the payment of Fiorsen’s existing
debts on condition that he left Gyp and the baby in peace.
After telling Gyp this, he went into the extempore nursery.
Until then, the little creature had only been of interest as
part of Gyp; now it had for him an existence of its own—
this tiny dark-eyed creature, watching him so gravely,
clutching his finger. Suddenly the baby smiled—not a
beautiful smile, but one that made on Winton an indelible
impression.

Wishing first to settle this matter of the deed, he put
off going down to Mildenham; but “not trusting those two
scoundrels a yard,” he insisted that the baby should not
go out without two attendants, and that Gyp should not
go out alone. He carried precaution to the point of
accompanying her to Monsieur Harmost’s on the Friday
afternoon, and expressed a wish to go in and shake hands
with the old fellow. It was a queer meeting. Those two
had as great difficulty in finding anything to say as though
they had been denizens of different planets. l\}\}/khen, after

i
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a minute or so of friendly embarrassment, he retired to
wait for her, Gyp sat down to her lesson.

Monsieur Harmost said quietly:

“Your letter was very kind, my little friend—and your
father is very kind. But, after all, it was a compliment
your husband paid me.” And his smile seemed to sum up
many resignations. ““So you stay again with your father!
When will you find your fate, I wonder?”

“Never!”

“Ah, you think! No, that is impossible! Well, we must
not waste your father’s time. To work.”

Winton’s comment in the cab was:

““Quite a nice old chap!”

At Bury Street, they found Gyp’s agitated parlour-maid.
Going to do the music-room that morning, she had ““found
the master sitting on the sofa, holding his head, and groan-
ing awful. He’s not been at home, ma’am, since you—
you went on your visit, so I didn't know what to do. I
ran for cook and we got him up to bed, and not knowing
where you'd be, ma’am, I telephoned to Count Rosek, and
he came—I hope I didn't do wrong—and he sent me
down to see you. The doctor says his brain’s on the touch
and go, and he keeps askin' for you, ma’am. So I didn’t
know what to do.”

Gyp, pale to the lips, said:

“Wait here a minute, Ellen,” and went into the dining-
room. Winton followed.

“Oh, Dad, what am I to do? His brain! It would be
too awful to feel I'd brought that about. I must go and
see. If it's really that, I couldn't bear it. I'm afraid I
must go, Dad.”

Winton nodded.

“T'll come too,” he said. ““The girl can go back in the
cab and say we're on the way.”
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Taking a parting look at her baby, Gyp thought bitterly:
“This is my fate, and no getting out of it!” On the journey,
she and Winton were silent—but she held his hand tight.
While the cook was taking up to Rosek the news of their
arrival, Gyp stood looking out at her garden. Two days
and six hours only since she had stood there above her
pansies; since, at this very spot, Rosek had kissed her
throat! And slipping her hand through Winton’s arm, she
said:

“Dad, please don’t make anything of that kiss. What
does it matter?”

A moment later Rosek entered. Before she could speak,
Winton said:

“Now that my daughter is here, there will be no
further need for your kind services. Good-day!”

Gyp gave the tiniest start forward. She had seen the
curt words go through Rosek’s armour as a sword through
brown paper. With a sickly smile, he bowed, and went
out. Winton followed—precisely as if he did not trust him
with the hats in the hall. When the outer door was shut,
he said:

“I don’t think he’ll trouble you again.”

Gyp’s gratitude was qualified by queer compassion.
His offence had only been that of wanting her.

Fiorsen had been taken to her room, which was larger
and cooler than his own. He opened his eyes pre-
sently:

“Gyp! Is it you? The awful things I see—don’t go
away again! Oh, Gyp!” He raised himself and rested
his forehead against her. And Gyp felt—as on the first
night he came home drunk—a merging of other emotions
in the desire to protect.

“It’s all right,” she murmured. “Pm going to stay.
Keep quite quiet, and you’'ll soon be well.”
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In a quarter of an hour he was asleep. The expression
of terror which had been coming and going on his face
until he fell asleep went to her heart. Anything to do
with the brain was so horrible! She must stay—his re-
covery depended on her. She was still sitting there, motion-
less, when the doctor came and beckoned her out. He
looked a kindly man, with two waistcoats; and while he
talked, he winked at Gyp, and, with each wink, she felt
that he ripped the veil off one more domestic secret. Sleep
was the ticket! Had something on his mind—yes! And
—er—a little given to—brandy? All that must stop!
Stomach as well as nerves affected. Seeing things—nasty
things—sure sign. Not a very careful life before marriage.
And married—how long? His kindly eyes swept Gyp from
top to toe. Year and a half! Quite so! Hard worker
at his violin? No doubt! Musicians always a little inclined
to be immoderate—too much sense of beauty—burn the
candle at both ends! She must see to that. She had been
away, had she not—staying with her father? Yes. No one
like a wife for nursing. Treatment? Welll One would
shove in a dash of what he would prescribe, night and mor-
ning. Perfect quiet. No stimulant. A little cup of strong
coffee without milk, if he seemed low. In bed at present.
No worry; no excitement. Young man still. Plenty of
vitality. No undue anxiety. To-morrow they would see
whether a night nurse would be necessary. No violin for a
month, no alcohol—in every way the strictest moderation!
And with a last wink, leaning heavily on the word “modera-
tion,” he took out a stylographic pen, scratched on a leaf
of his notebook, shook Gyp’s hand, smiled, buttoned his
upper waistcoat, and was gone.

Gyp went back to her seat by the bed. Irony! She
whose only desire was to be free, was mainly responsible
for his breakdown! But for her, there would be nothing
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on his mind—he would not be married! His drinking,
debts, even the girl—had she caused them, too? And when
she tried to free him and herself—this was the result!
Was there something fatal in her that destroyed the men
she had to do with? She had made her father unhappy,
Monsieur Harmost—Rosek, and her husband! Even before
she married, how many had tried for her love, and gone
away unhappy! And, going up to a mirror, she looked at
herself long and sadly.

XX

THREE days after her abortive attempt to break away,
Gyp wrote to Daphne Wing, telling her of Fiorsen’s illness,
and mentioning a cottage near Mildenham, where—if she
liked to go—she would be comfortable and safe from
curiosity, and finally begging to be allowed to make good
the losses from broken dance contracts.

Next morning she found Mr. Wagge with a tall, crape-
banded hat in his black-gloved hands, standing in the very
centre of her drawing-room. He was staring into the gar-
den, as if vouchsafed a vision of that warm night when
the moonlight shed ghostly glamour on the sunflowers, and
his daughter had glanced out there. She had a perfect
view of his thick red neck in a turndown collar, crossed by
a black bow over a shiny white shirt. And, holding out
her hand, she said:

“How do you do, Mr. Wagge? It was kind of you to
come.”

Mr. Wagge turned. His pug face wore a downcast ex-
pression.

“I hope I see you well, ma’am. Pretty place you ’ave
‘ere. I'm fond of flowers myself. They've always been
my ’obby.”
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“They're a great comfort in London.”

“Ye-es; I should think you might grow the dahlia ’ere.”
Having obeyed the obscure instincts of savoirfaire, satis-
fied some obscure desire to flatter, he went on: “My girl
showed me your letter. I didn't like to write; in such a
delicate matter I'd rather be vivey vocey. Very kind, in
your position, I'm sure. [ always try to do the Christian
thing myself. Flesh passes; you never know when you may
have to take your turn. I said to my girl I'd come and
see you.”

“Pm very glad. I hoped perhaps you would.”

Mr. Wagge cleared his throat, and went on.

“I don’'t want to say anything harsh about a certain
party in your presence, especially as I read he’s indisposed,
but really I hardly know how to bear the situation. I can’t
bring myself to think of money in relation to that matter;
all the same, it's a serious loss to my daughter, very serious
loss. I've got my family pride to think of. My daughter’s
name, well—it's my own; and, though I say it, I'm re-
spected—a regular attendant—I think I told you. Some-
times, I assure you, I feel I can’t control myself, and it’s
only that—and you, if I may say so, that keeps me in
check.”

His black-gloved hands were clenching and unclench-
ing, and he shifted his broad, shining boots. Gyp gazed at
them, not daring to look up at his eyes thus turning from
Christianity to shekels, from his honour to the world, from
his anger to herself.

“Please let me do what I ask, Mr. Wagge. | should be
so unhappy if I mightn’'t do that little something.”

Mr. Wagge blew his nose.

“It’s a delicate matter,” he said. I don’t know where
my duty lays. I don't reelly.”

Gyp looked up.
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“The gréai thing is to save Daisy suffering, isn't it?”

Mr. Wagge’s face wore for a moment an expression as
if from the thought: “Sufferin’ You must leave that to
her father!” Then it wavered; the furtive warmth of the
attracted male came for a moment into his little eyes; he
averted them, and coughed. Gyp said softly:

“To please me.”

Mr. Wagge’s readjusted glance stopped in confusion
at her waist. He answered, in a voice that he strove to
soften:

“If you put it that way, I don’t reelly know 'ow to re-
fuse; but quite between you and me—I can’t withdraw my
attitude.”

“Of course. Thank you so much; you'll let me know
later. 1 mustn’t take up your time now.” And she held
out her hand.

Mr. Wagge took it in a lingering manner.

“Well, I have an appointment,” he said; ““a gentleman
on Campden Hill. He starts at twelve. I'm never late.
GooiZ-morning.”

When she had watched him, square and black, pass
through the outer gate, busily rebuttoning those shiny gloves,
she went upstairs and washed her face and hands.

For several days Fiorsen wavered; but his collapse had
come just in time, and with every hour the danger lessened.
At the end of a fortnight of a perfectly white life, there
remained nothing to do, in the words of the doctor, but
“to shove in sea air, and avoid recurrence of the predis-
posing causes.” Gyp had locked them all up, including
herself; she could control him so long as he was tamed by
his own weakness. But she passed some very bitter hours
before she sent for her baby, Betty, and the dogs, and
definitely took up life in her own house again. His debts
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had been paid, including the thousand pounds to Rosek,
and the losses of Daphne Wing. The girl had gone down
to that cottage where no one had ever heard of her, to
pass her time in lonely terror, with the aid of the black
dress and a gold band on her third finger.

August and the first half of September were spent near
Bude. Fiorsen’s passion for the sea kept him singularly
moderate and free from restiveness. He had been thoroughly
frightened, and such terror is not easily forgotten. They
stayed in a farmhouse, where he was at his best with the
simple folk, and his best could be charming. He was al-
ways trying to get his ‘““mermaid” away from the baby,
away to himself, along the grassy cliffs and among the
rocks and yellow sands. His delight was to find every day
some new nook where they could bathe, and dry them-
selves by sitting in the sun. And very like a mermaid she
was, on a seaweedy rock, with her feet close together in a
little pool her fingers combing her drowned hair. If she
had loved him! But though, close to nature like this, he
was much more easy to bear, her heart never opened to
him, never fluttered at his voice, or beat more quickly
under his kisses. Her eyes when they looked at her baby,
and when they looked at him, were so different that not
even an egoist could help seeing; he began to hate that
tiny rival, and she began to notice that he did.

When the weather broke, he grew restless, craving his
violin, and they went back to town, in robust health. Gyp
had never been free of the feeling that it was just a lull,
and the moment they were back, the feeling gathered
density, as rain gathers in the sky after a fine spell. She
had often thought of Daphne Wing, and had written, getting
in return this answer:
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““DEAR MRS. FIORSEN,

“Oh, it is kind of you to write, because I know what
you must be feeling about me; and it was so kind of you
to let me come here. I try not to think about things, but
of course I can't help it; and I don't seem to care what
happens now. Mother is coming down here later on.
Sometimes I lie awake all night, listening to the wind.
Don’t you think the wind is the most melancholy thing in
the world? I wonder if I shall die? I hope I shall. Oh,
I do, really. Good-bye, dear Mrs. Fiorsen. 1 shall never
forgive myself about you.

“Your grateful,

“DAPHNE WING.”

The girl had never once been mentioned between her
and Fiorsen; she did not know whether he ever gave the
little dancer a thought, or even knew what had become of
her. But now that the time was getting near, Gyp felt
more every day as if she must go down and see her. She
wrote to her father, who, after a dose of Harrogate with
Aunt Rosamund, was back at Mildenham. Winton an-
swered that the nurse was there, and that there seemed to
be a woman, presumably the mother, staying with her, but
that he had not of course made direct inquiry. Could not
Gyp come down? He was alone, and cubbing had begun.
It was like him to veil his longings under such dry state-
ments. But the thought of giving him pleasure, and of a
gallop with hounds fortified her feeling that she ought to
go. Baby was well, Fiorsen not drinking, she might surely
snatch this little holiday and satisfy her conscience about
the girl. Since Cornwall, she had played for him in the
music-room as of old, and she chose the finish of a mor-
ning practice to say:
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“I want to go to Mildenham this afternoon for a week.
Father’s lonely.”

She saw his neck grow red.

“To him? No. He will steal you as he stole the baby.
Let him have the baby if he likes. Not you. No.”

At this unexpected outburst, revolt blazed up in her.
She never asked him anything; he should not refuse this.
He came up behind and put his arms round her.

“My Gyp, I want you here—I am lonely, too. Don’t
go away.”

She tried to force his arms apart, but could not, and
her anger grew. She said coldly:

“There’s another reason.”

“No good reason—to take you from me.”

“The girl who is going to have your child is staying
near Mildenham; I want to see how she is.”

He let go of her then, and recoiling against the divan,
sat down. And Gyp thought: “I'm sorry—but it serves
him right.”

“She may die. I must go; but you needn’t be afraid
that I shan't come back. I shall be back to-day week; I
promise.”

He looked at her fixedly.

“Yes. You don't break your promises; you will not
break it.” But, suddenly, he said again: “Gyp, don’t go!”

“I must.”

He caught her in his arms.

“Say you love me, then!”

But she could not. It was one thing to put up with
embraces, quite another to pretend that. When at last he
was gone, she sat smoothing her hair, staring before her
with hard eyes, thinking: “Here—where I saw him with
that girl!”
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Late that afternoon, she reached Mildenham. Winton
met her at the station. On the drive up, they passed the
cottage where Daphne Wing was staying. It stood in front
of a small coppice, a creepered, plain-fronted, little brick
house, with a garden still full of sunflowers, tenanted by
the old jockey, Pettance, his widowed daughter, and her
three small children. ““That talkative old scoundrel,” as
Winton called him, was still employed in the Mildenham
stables, and his daughter was laundress to the establish-
ment. Gyp had secured for Daphne Wing the nurse who
had watched over her own event; the same old doctor, too,
was to be the presiding deity. There were no signs of life
about the cottage, and she would not stop, too eager to be
at home again, see the old rooms, smell the old savour of
the house, get to her old mare, and feel its nose nuzzling
her for sugar. It was so good to be back once more, feel-
ing strong and well and able to ride. The smile of Markey
at the front door was a joy to her, even the darkness of
the hall, where a gleam of last sunlight fell across the skin
of Winton’s first tiger, on which she had so often sunk
down dead tired after hunting.

In her mare’s box, old Pettance was putting a last
touch to cleanliness. His shaven, skin-tight old face smiled
deeply.

““Good-evenin’, miss; beautiful evenin’, ma’am!” And
his little burning brown eyes, just touched by age, regarded
her lovingly.

“Well, Pettance, how are you? And how’s Annie, and
how aré the children? And how’s this old darling?”

“Wonderful, miss; artful as a kitten. Carry you like a
bird to-morrow, if you're goin' out.”

“How are her legs?”

And Gyp passed her hand down those iron legs.

“They ’aven’t filled not once since she come in—she
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was out all July and August; but I've kept ’er well at it
since, in 'opes you might be cornin’.”

“They feel splendid.” Still bending, Gyp asked: “And
how is your lodger—the young lady I sent you?”

“Well, ma’am, she’s very young, and these very young
ladies they get a bit excited, you know, at such times; I
should say she've never been------ ” With obvious difficulty
he checked the words, ““to an ‘orse before!” “Well, you
must expect it. And her mother, she’s a dreadful funny
one. She does needle me! Oh, she puts my back up
properly ! No class, of course—that’s where it is. But this
‘ere nurse—well, you know, miss, she won't ’ave no non-
sense; so there we are. And, of course, she’s bound to 'ave
'ighsteria, a bit—TIosin’ her 'usband as young as that.”

Gyp could feel his wicked old smile even before she
raised herself. What did it matter if he did guess? He
would keep a stable secret.

“Oh, we've ’ad some pretty flirts-up and cryin’, dear
me! I sleeps in the next room—oh, yes, at night-time—
when you're a widder at that age, you can't expect nothin’
else. I remember when I was ridin’ in Ireland for Captain
O'Neill, there was a young woman------ ?

Gyp thought: “I mustn't let him get off—or I shall be
late for dinner,” and she said:

“Oh, Pettance, who bought the young brown horse?”

“Mr. Bryn Summer’ay, ma'am, over at Widrington, for
an 'unter, and ’ack in town, miss.”

“Summerhay? Ah!” Gyp recalled the young man with
the clear eyes and teasing smile, on the chestnut mare, the
bold young man who reminded her of somebody.

“That'll be a good home for him, I should think.”

“Oh, yes, miss; good 'ome—nice gentleman, too. He
come over here to see it, and asked after you. I told 'im
you was a married lady now, miss. ‘Ah,’ he said; ‘she
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rode beautiful!’ And he remembered the 'orse well. The
major, he wasn't ’ere just then, so I let him try the young
un; he popped 'im over a fence or two, and when he come
back he says, ‘Well, I'm goin’ to have 'im.” Speaks very
pleasant, an’ don't waste no time—'orse was away before
the end of the week. Carry 'im well; ’'e’s a strong rider,
too, and a good plucked one, but bad ’'ands, I should
say.”

“Yes, Pettance; I must go in now. Will you tell Annie
I shall be round to-morrow, to see her?”

“Very good, miss. ’Ounds meet at Filly Cross, seven-
thirty. So you'll be goin’ out?”

“Rather. Good-night.”

Flying back across the yard, Gyp thought: ““‘She rode
beautiful!” How jolly. Pm glad he’s got my horse.”

XXI

GLOWING from her morning in the saddle, she started
out next day at noon on her visit to the cottage. It was
one of those lingering mellow mornings of late September,
when the air, just warmed through, lifts off the stubbles,
and the hedgerows are not yet dried of dew. The short
cut led across two fields, a narrow strip of village common,
where linen was drying on gorse bushes coming into bloom,
and one field beyond; she met no one. Crossing the road,
she passed into the cottage garden. Sunflowers and Michael-
mas daisies in great profusion were tangled along the low
red-brick garden walls, under some poplar-trees yellow-
flecked already. A single empty chair, with a book turned
face downward, stood outside an open window. Smoke
wreathing from one chimney was the only sign of life.
Standing undecided before the half-open door, Gyp was
conscious of too much stillness, of something unnatural in
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the silence. She was just raising her hand to knock, when
she heard the sound of smothered sobbing. Peeping through
the window, she saw a woman dressed in green, evidently
Mrs. Wagge, seated at a table, crying into her handker-
chief. And at that moment a low moaning came from the
room above. Gyp went in and knocked on the door of the
room where the woman in green was sitting. It was
opened, and Mrs. Wagge stood there. The nose and eyes
and cheeks of her thin, acid face were red, and in her green
dress, and with her greenish hair (for it was going grey and
she put on it a yellow lotion smelling of cantharides), she
seemed to Gyp just like one of those green apples that turn
reddish so unnaturally in the sun. Her face shone in streaks,
and her handkerchief was still crumpled in her hand. It
was horrible to come, fresh and glowing, into the presence
of this poor woman, evidently in bitter sorrow. And a
desire came over Gyp to fly. It seemed dreadful for anyone
connected with Aim to be coming here at all. She said
softly:

“Mrs. Wagge? Please forgive me—but is there any
news? It was I who got Daphne down here.”

The woman before her, evidently torn this way and
that, at last answered, with a sniff:

“It—it—was born this morning—dead.”

Gyp gasped. To have gone through it all for that!
Mother-feeling rebelled and sorrowed; but reason said:
Better so! Much better!

“How is she?”

“Bad—very bad. I don't know, Pm sure, what to say
—my feelings are all anyhow, and that’s the truth. It’s so
dreadfully upsetting altogether.”

“Is my nurse with her?”

“Yes. She’s a very headstrong woman, but capable,
I don’t deny. Daisy’s very weak. Oh, it is upsetting!
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And now I suppose there’ll have to be a burial. There
really seems no end to it. And all because of—of that
man.” Mrs. Wagge turned away again to cry into her
handkerchief.

Gyp stole out. She hesitated whether to go up or no,
but at last she mounted softly. It would be in the front
room that the bereaved girl was lying—the girl who, but
a year ago, had debated with such naive self-importance
whether it was her duty to take a lover. The nurse
opened the door an inch, and seeing who it was, slipped
through into the corridor.

“You, my dear! That’s nice!”

“How is she?”

“Fairly well—considering. You know about it?”

“Yes; can I see her?”

“I hardly think so. I can’t make her out. She’s got
no spirit, not an ounce. She doesn't want to get well, I
believe. It’s the man, I expect.” And, looking at Gyp, she
asked: “Is that it? Is he tired of her?”

“Yes, nurse.”

The nurse swept her up and down.

“It's a pleasure to look at you. You've got quite a
colour, for you. After all, I believe it migns do her good
to see you. Come in!”

Gyp passed in behind her. With eyes closed, fair hair
still damp on the forehead, one white hand lying on the
sheet above her heart—a very frail madonna of the sugar-
plums! On all that bed the only colour seemed the gold
hoop round the wedding finger.

“Look, my dear; I've brought you a nice visitor.”

Daphne Wing’s eyes and lips opened, and closed again.
And the thought went through Gyp: “Poor thing! She
thought it was going to be him, and it’s only me!” The
white lips said:

Beyond 12
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““Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, it's you—it is kind of you!” Again
the eyes opened, but very little, differently.

The nurse had slipped away. Gyp sat down, and
timidly touched the hand.

Two tears slowly ran down the girl’s cheeks.

“It’s over,” she said just audibly, “and there’s nothing
now—it was dead, you know. I don't want to live. Oh,
Mrs. Fiorsen, why can’t they let me die, too?”

Gyp bent over, stroking the hand, unable to bear the
sight of those two slowly rolling tears. Daphne Wing mur-
mured on:

“You are good to me. I wish my poor little baby were
alive.”

Gyp raised herself and managed to get out the words:

“Bear up! Think of your work!”

“Dancing!” She gave the least little laugh. ‘It seems
so long ago!”

“Yes; but now it'll all come back to you again.”

Daphne Wing answered by a feeble sigh.

With eyes and mouth closed, and all alabaster white,
the face was perfect, purged of its little commonnesses.
Strange freak that this white flower of a face could ever
have been produced by Mr. and Mrs. Wagge!

Daphne Wing opened her eyes.

“Oh! Mrs. Fiorsen, I feel so weak, and lonely—there’s
nothing anywhere.”

Gyp got up, carried into the mood of the girl’s heart,
and afraid it would be seen.

“When nurse said she’d brought a visitor, I thought
it was him; but I'm glad now. If he had looked at me
like he did—1I'd have .died straight off.”

Gyp put her lips to the damp forehead, where, very
faint, was still the scent of orange-blossom.
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Back in the garden, she hurried away; but, instead of
crossing the fields, turned past the side of the cottage into
the coppice behind. And, sitting down on a log, her hands
pressed to her cheeks and her elbows to her breast, she
stared at the sunlit bracken and the flies chasing over it.
Love! Was it always hateful and tragic? Darting and
taking, and darting away! Or darting one on the other,
then breaking away too soon. Did never two dart, seize,
and cling, and ever after be one? Love! It had spoiled
her father's life, and Daphne Wing’s; never came when
wanted; always when not. Malevolent wanderer, tiring of
the spirit before the body; or the body before the spirit.
Better have nothing to do with it—far better! Who that
was free would become a slave like Daphne Wing; or like
her own husband in his want of a wife who did not love
him; or like her father tied—to a memory! And watching
the sunlight on the bracken, Gyp thought: “Love! Keep
far from me!”

Every morning she made her way to the cottage, every
morning passed through the hands of Mrs. Wagge. The
good lady had taken a fancy to her, confiding to the nurse,
who confided it to Gyp, that she was “very distangey—and
such pretty eyes, quite Italian.” She was one of those many
whose passion for distinction was a little too much for their
dispassionate propriety. Worship of distinction had caused
her to foster her young daughter’s talent for dancing. Who
knew to what it might lead in thése days? She explained
to Gyp how she had always ““brought Daisy up like a lady
—and now this is the result.” And she would look pierc-
ingly at Gyp’s hair or ears, hands, or instep. The burial
worried her dreadfully. “I'm using the name of Daisy
Wing; she was christened ‘Daisy’ and the Wing's pro-
fessional, so that takes them both in, and is quite the truth.

But I don’t think anyone would connect it, would they?
12%
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About the father’s name, do you think I might say the late
Mr. Joseph Wing? You see, it never was alive, and I must
put something. I couldn’t bear they should guess the truth;
Mr. Wagge would be so distressed. It's in his own line,
you see. Oh, it is upsetting!”

Gyp murmured: “I don’'t believe you need put any-
thing!”

Though deathly white and spiritless, it soon became
clear that Daphne Wing was going to pull through. With
each day, more colour and commonness came back. She
would, in the end, return to Fulham purged of her infatua-
tion, a little harder, perhaps a little deeper.

On the last day, Gyp wandered again into the coppice,
and sat down on the same log. The light shone level on
the yellowing leaves all round her; a startled rabbit pelted
out of the bracken and back, and, from the far edge of
the little wood, a jay cackled harshly, shifting its perch.
Now that she was so near having to go back to Fiorsen,
she knew that she had not been wise to come. Contact
with the girl had made the thought of life with him less
tolerable even than before. Only the longing to see her
baby made return seem possible. She was very near to
loathing at that moment. He, the father of her baby! The
thought was ridiculous. That little creature seemed to
bind him to her no more than if it were the offspring of
some chance encounter, some pursuit of nymph by faun.
No! It was hers alone. But a sudden feverish longing to
get back to it overpowered all other thought.

Next morning Winton took her back to London. Put-
ting her into the cab, he asked:

“Have you still got your key of Bury Street? Good!
Remember, Gyp—any time day or night—there it is for

2

you.
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She had wired to Fiorsen, and reached home soon after
three. He was not in, and her telegram lay unopened in
the hall. She ran up to the nursery. The pathetic sound
of some small creature that cannot tell what is hurting it,
met her ears. She went in with the half-triumphant thought:
“Perhaps that’s for me!”

Betty, very flushed, was rocking the cradle, and examin-
ing the baby’s face with a perplexed frown. Seeing Gyp,
she gasped:

“Oh, be joyful! Oh, my dear! I am glad. I can’t do
anything with baby since the morning. Whenever she wakes,
she cries like that. And till to-day she’s been a little model.
There, there!”

Gyp took up the baby, whose black eyes fixed them-
selves on her mother in momentary contentment; but, at
the first movement, she began again her fretful plaint.
Betty went on:

“She’s been like that ever since this morning, when
Mr. Fiorsen came in. The fact is, baby don't like it. He
stares at her so. This morning I thought—well—I thought:
‘You're her father. It's time she was getting used to you.
So I let them be a minute; and when I came back—I was
only just across to the bathroom—he was cornin’ out look-
in' quite fierce, and baby—screamin’l And except for
sleepin’, she’s hardly stopped cryin’ since.”

Pressing the baby to her breast, Gyp sat very still.

“How has he been, Betty?”

Betty plaited her apron; her moon-face troubled.

“Well,” she said, “I think he’s been drinkin’. Oh,
I'm sure he has—1I've smelt it about him. The third day
it began. And night before last he came in dreadfully late
—1I could hear him abusing the stairs as he was cornin’ up.
Oh dear—it is a pity.”

The baby, who had been still since she lay in her
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mother’s lap, suddenly raised her voice again. Gyp
said:

“Betty, 1 believe something hurts her arm. She cries
the moment she’s touched there. Is there a pin or any-
thing? Just see. Take her things off. Oh—Ilook!”

Both the tiny arms above the elbow were circled with
dark marks, as if they had been squeezed by ruthless
fingers. The two women looked at each other in horror.

“He!”

Gyp had flushed crimson; her eyes filled but dried at
once. At sight of her face, now gone very pale, with lips
tightened to a line, Betty stopped her outburst of ejacula-
tion. When they had wrapped the baby’s arms in remedies
and cotton-wool, Gyp went into her bedroom, and, throw-
ing herself down on her bed, burst into a passion of weep-
ing, smothering it in her pillow.

It was the crying of sheer rage. The brute! To dig
his claws into that precious mite! Just because the poor
little thing cried at that cat’s stare of his! The brute!
The devill And he would come to her and whine about
it, and say: ‘“My Gyp, I never meant—how should I
know I was hurting? Her crying was so------ Why should
she cry at me? I was upset! I wasn’t thinking!” She
could hear him pleading and sighing to her to forgive him.
But she would not—this time! Her fit of crying ceased.
She lay listening to the tick of the clock, marshalling a
hundred little evidences of his malevolence toward her
baby—his own baby. How could he? Was he really
going mad? And such chilly shuddering seized her that
she crept under the eiderdown. She retained just enough
sense of proportion to understand that this, like his insults
to Monsieur Harmost, her father and others, were un-
governable accesses of nerve-irritation. But this did not
lessen her feeling. Her baby! That tiny tiling! She hated
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him at last; and lay thinking out the coldest, cruellest,
most cutting things to say. She had been too long-suf-
fering.

He did not come in that evening; and she went up to
bed at ten o’clock. She had a longing to have the baby
with her—a feeling that to leave her was not safe. She
carried her off, still sleeping, and, locking her doors, got
into bed. For a long time she lay awake, expecting every
minute to hear him return. She fell asleep at last, and
woke with a start. There were vague noises down below.
It must be he! She had left the light on in her room,
and leaned over to look at the baby’s face. It was still
sleeping, drawing its tiny breaths peacefully. Gyp sat up
by its side.

Yes; he was coming up, and, by the sounds, not
sober:—a loud creak, a thud, as if he had clutched at the
banisters and fallen; then a muttering, and the noise of
boots dropped. She thought: “If he were quite drunk, he
would not have taken them off at all ;,—nor if he were quite
sober. Does he know I'm back?” Another creak, as if he
were raising himself by the banisters, a creeping and breath-
ing behind the door—then he fumbled at the door and
turned the handle. He must know that she was back, had
noticed her travelling-coat or seen the telegram. The
handle was tried again, then, after a pause, the handle of
the door between his room and hers was fiercely shaken.
She could hear his voice, flown with drink, thick, a little
drawling.

“Gyp—Ilet me in—Gyp!”

After that, sounds were more confused, as if he were
now at one door, now at the other; then creakings, as if on
the stairs again; after that, no sound at all.

Fully half an hour Gyp continued to sit up, straining
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her ears. Where was he? What doing? On her over-
excited nerves possibilities came crowding. He must
have gone downstairs again. In that half-drunken state,
where would his baffled frenzies lead him? And, sud-
denly, she thought that she smelled burning. It went,
and came again; she crept to the door, noiselessly
turned the key, and pulling it open a few inches,
sniffed.

All was dark on the landing. There was no smell
of burning out there. Suddenly, a hand clutched her
ankle. All the blood rushed from her heart; she stifled a
scream, and tried to pull the door to. But his arm and
her leg were caught between, and she saw the black mass
of his figure lying full-length on its face. Like a vice his
hand held her; he drew himself up on to his knees, on
to his feet, and forced his way through. Panting, and
in silence, Gyp struggled to drive him out. His drunken
strength seemed to come and go in gusts, but hers
was continuous, greater than she had ever thought, and
she panted:

“Go! go out of my room—you—you—wretch!”

Then her heart stood still with horror; he had slewed
round to the bed and was stretching his hands out above
the baby.

She flung herself on him from behind, dragging his
arms down, and, clasping her hands together, held him
fast. He twisted round in her arms and sat down on the
bed. In that moment of his collapse, Gyp snatched up her
baby and fled out, down the dark stairs, hearing him
stumbling, groping in pursuit. She fled into the dining-
room and locked the door, heard him run against it and
fall down. Snuggling her baby, who was crying now, inside
her nightgown for warmth, she stood rocking and hushing
it, trying to listen. There was no sound. By the hearth,
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whence a little heat still came forth, she cowered down.
With cushions and the thick white felt from the dining-
table, she made the baby snug, and wrapping her shiver-
ing self in the tablecloth, sat staring wide-eyed before her
—always listening. There were sounds at first, then none.
A long, long time she stayed like that, before she stole to
the door. She did not mean to make a second mistake.
She could hear the sound of heavy breathing, and listened
to it, till she was certain it was the breathing of sleep.
Then stealthily she opened, and looked. He was lying
against the bottom stair in heavy, drunken slumber. She
knew that sleep so well; he would not wake from it.

It gave her a sort of evil pleasure that they would find
him like that in the morning when she was gone. Taking
the baby, with infinite precaution, she stole past him.
Once more in her locked room, she went to the window
and looked out. Just before dawn; her garden grey and
ghostly—the last time she would see it!

She did her hair and dressed in furs—she was very
cold and shivery. She took a few little things she was
fondest of and slipped them into her wrist-bag with her
purse. She did everything very swiftly, wondering at her
own power of knowing what to take. When she was ready,
she scribbled a note to Betty to follow with the dogs to
Bury Street, and pushed it under the nursery door. Then,
wrapping the baby in jerseys and a shawl, she went down-
stairs. The dawn had broken, grey light was striking into
the hall. She passed Fiorsen’s sleeping figure safely, and,
for one moment, stopped for breath. He was lying with
his back against the wall, his head in the hollow of an arm
raised against the stair, his face turned a little upward.
That face which, hundreds of times, had been so close to
her own, and something about this crumpled body, about
his tumbled hair, those cheekbones, and the hollows beneath,
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about the lips just parted under the dirt-gold of his
moustache—something of lost divinity in all that inert figure
——clutched for a second at Gyp’s heart. Just for a second.
It was over, this time! Never again! And, turning stealthily,
she slipped her shoes on, opened the front door, took up
her burden, closed the door softly behind her, and walked
away.



PART I

GYP was going up to town. All the winter and spring
she had been at Mildenham, riding, and pursuing her music,
seeing hardly anyone except her father; and this departure
for London brought her the feeling that comes on an April
day, when the sky is blue, with white clouds, and in the
fields the grass is warm for the first time. At Widrington
a porter entered her carriage, with a kit-bag, an overcoat,
and some golf-clubs; and round the door a little group
clustered. Gyp noted a tall woman whose blonde hair was
going grey, a young girl with a fox-terrier on a lead, a
young man with a Scotch terrier under his arm and his
back to the carriage. The girl was kissing the Scotch
terrier’s head.

“Good-bye, old Ossy! Was he nice! Tumbo, keep
down! You're not going!”

“Good-bye, dear boy! Don’t work too hard!”

The young man’s answer was not audible, but it was
followed by irrepressible gurgles and a smothered:

“Oh, Bryan, you are------ Good-bye, dear Ossy!”
“Good-bye!” “Good-bye!” The young man got in. Then
the train moved. Gyp caught a side view of him, waving
his hat from the carriage window. It was her acquaint-
ance of the hunting-field—the “Mr. Bryn Summer’ay,” as
old Pettance called him, who had bought her horse last
year. Seeing him pull down his overcoat, to bank up the
old Scotch terrier against the jolting of the journey, she
thought: I like men who think first of their dogs.” His
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round head, with curly hair, broad brow, clean-cut lips,
gave her again the wonder: “Where have 1 seen someone
like him?” He raised the window, and said:

“How would you like------ Oh, how d’'you do! We met
out hunting. You don't remember me, I expect.”

“Yes; perfectly. And you bought my horse last summer.
How is he?”

“In great form. I forgot to ask what you called him;
I've named him Hotspur—he'll never be steady at his
fences. I remember how he pulled with you that day.”

They were silent, smiling.

Looking at the dog, Gyp said:

“He looks rather a darling. How old?”

“Twelve. Beastly when dogs get old!”

There was another little silence while he contemplated
her with his clear eyes.

“I came over to call once—with my mother; November
the year before last. Somebody was ill.”

“Yes—I.”

“Badly?”

Gyp shook her head.

“I heard you were married------ ” The little drawl in
his voice had increased, as though covering the abruptness
of that remark. Gyp looked up.

“Yes; but my little daughter and I live with my father
again.”

“Ah! What a run that was!”

“Perfect. Was that your mother on the platform?”

“Yes—and my sister Edith. Extraordinary dead-
alive place, Widrington; I expect Mildenham isn’'t much
better?”

“It's very quiet, but I like it.”

“By the way, I don't know your name now?”

“Fiorsen.”
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“Oh, yes! The violinist. Life’s a bit of a gamble,
isn't it?”

Gyp did not answer that odd remark. He took from
his pocket a little red book.

“Do you know these? 1 always take them travelling.
Finest things ever written!”

The book wras open at these lines:

“Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediment. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove------

Gyp read on:

“Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come.

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom---"

The sun, far down in the west, shone almost level over
wide, whitish-green space, and the spotted cattle browsed
or stood by the ditches, lazily flicking their tufted tails. A
shaft of sunlight flowed into the carriage, filled with dust
motes; and, handing the little book back through that
streak of radiance, she said softly:

“Do you read much poetry?”

“More law, Pm afraid. But it is about the finest thing
in the world, isn’t it?”

“No; I think music.”

“Are you a musician? You look as if you might be. I
should think you had it badly.”

“Thank you. And you haven't it at all?”

““I like opera.”
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“The hybrid form—and the lowest!”

“That’s why it suits me. Don’t you like it, though?"

“Yes; that's why I'm going up to London.”

“Really? Are you a subscriber?”

“This season.”

“So am 1. Good—I shall see you.”

Gyp smiled. It was long since she had talked to a
man of her own age, long since she had seen a face that
roused her curiosity and admiration, long since she had
been admired. The sun-shaft, shifted by a westward trend
of the train, bathed her from the knees up; its warmth in-
creased her light-hearted sense of being in luck.

Much can be talked of in two or three hours of a rail-
way journey! And round them a friendly after-warmth will
cling. The difficulty of making themselves heard pro-
voked confidential utterance. The isolation carried their
friendship faster and further than any spasmodic acquaint-
anceship of weeks. In that long talk he was far the more
voluble. There was too much of which she could not
speak. She liked listening to his slightly drawling voice—
his audacious wit, the irrepressible bubble of laughter that
kept breaking from him. He disclosed his past freely—
public-school and college life, efforts at the Bar, his am-
bitions, tastes, even his scrapes. And in this spontaneous
unfolding there was perpetual flattery; Gyp felt through it
all a sort of subtle admiration. He asked her, presently, if
she played piquet.

“I play with my father nearly eveiy evening.”

““Shall we have a game?”

She knew he only wanted to play because he could sit
nearer, joined by the evening paper over their knees, hand
her the cards after dealing, touch her hand by accident,
look in her face. And this was not unpleasant; for she, in
turn, liked looking at his face, which had ‘‘charm”—that
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something light and unepiscopal, lacking to so many solid,
handsome faces.

When he gripped her hand to say good-bye, she gave
his an involuntary little squeeze. Standing by her cab, with
a look of frank, rather wistful, admiration on his face, he
said:

“I shall see you at the opera, then, and in the Row
perhaps; and I may come along to Bury Street, some time,
mayn't 1?”

Nodding, Gyp drove off through the sultry London
evening. Her father was not in, and she went straight to
her room. After so long in the country, it seemed very
close. Putting on a wrapper, she sat down to brush the
train-smoke out of her hair.

For months after leaving Fiorsen, she had felt nothing
but relief. Only of late had she begun to see her new
position—that of a woman married yet not married; dis-
illusioned, yet in secret seeking a real mate, with every hour
that ripens her heart and beauty. Gazing at her face, re-
flected, intent and mournful, in the mirror, she saw her arid
position more clearly than she had ever seen it. What was
the use of being pretty? No longer use to anyone! Not
yet twenty-six, and in a nunnery! With a shiver, though
not of cold, she drew her wrapper close. This time last
year she had at least been in the main current of life.
And yet—better far to be derelict like this than go back
to him whom memory painted always standing over her
sleeping baby, with his arms stretched out and his fingers
crooked like claws.

After that early-morning escape, Fiorsen had lurked
after her for weeks, in town, at Mildenham, and even in
Scotland, when Winton carried her off there. But she
had not weakened in her resolution a second time, and
he had given up pursuit, and gone abroad. Since then
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—nothing had come from him, save a few wild or maudlin
letters, written evidently during drinking-bouts. Even they
had ceased, and for four months she had heard no word.
He had ““got over” her, it seemed, wherever he was.

She stopped brushing, and thought of that walk with
her baby through the empty, silent streets, in the early
misty morning last October, of waiting dead-tired, on the
pavement, ringing till they let her in. Often, since, she
had wondered how fear could have worked her up to that
weird departure. Her father and Aunt Rosamund had
wanted her to try for a divorce. But her instincts refused
to let everyone know her secrets and sufferings—refused
the hollow pretence involved, that she had loved him when
she never had. It had been her fault for marrying him
without love------

“Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds!”

What irony—if her fellow-traveller had only known!

She got up from before the mirror, looking round her
room, the same she had always slept in as a girl. So he
had remembered her all this time! It had not seemed like
meeting a stranger. They were not strangers now, anyway.
And, suddenly, on the wall before her, she saw his face.
Of course! How stupid of her not to have known at once!
There, in a brown frame, hung a photograph of the cele-
brated Botticelli or Masaccio ‘““Head of a Young Man” in
the National Gallery. She had fallen in love with it years
ago, and on the wall of her room it had been ever since.
That broad face, the clear eyes, the bold, clean-cut mouth,
the audacity—only, the live face was English, not Italian,
had more humour, more breeding,” less poetry—some-
thing ““old Georgian” about it. How he would laugh if
she told him he was like that peasant-acolyte with fluffed-
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out hair, and a little niching round his neck! Smiling, she
plaited her own hair and got into bed.

She could not sleep; she heard her father come in and
go up to his room, heard the clocks strike midnight, then
one, then two, and always the dull roar of Piccadilly. She
had nothing over her but a sheet, and still it was too hot.
There was a scent in the room, as of flowers. Where could
it come from? She got up at last, and went to the window.
There, behind the curtains, was a bowl of cyclamen. Her
father’s thought—how sweet of him!

And, burying her nose in those blossoms, she remem-
bered her first ball. Perhaps Bryan Summerhay had been
there! If he had been introduced to her then, if she had
happened to dance with him instead of with that man who
had kissed her arm, might she not have felt different to-
wards all men? And if he had admired her—and had not
everyone, that night—might she not have liked, perhaps
more than liked, him in return? Or would she have looked
on him as on all her swains before she met Fiorsen, so
many moths fluttering round a candle, foolish to singe them-
selves! Perhaps she had been bound to have her lesson, to
be humbled and brought low!

With a cyclamen blossom to her nose, she went up to
that picture. She could just see the outline of the face and
the eyes gazing at her: in her heart, something faintly
stirred, as a leaf turns over, as a wing flutters. And,
blossom and all, she clasped her hands over her breast,
where again her heart quivered with that faint, shy tremor.

It was late, no—early, when she fell asleep and had a
strange dream. She was riding her old mare through a
field of flowers. She had on a black dress, and round her
head a crown of bright, pointed crystals; she sat without
saddle, her knee curled up, perched so lightly that she
hardly felt the mare’s back, and the reins she held were

Beyond 13
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long twisted stems of honeysuckle. Singing as she rode,
her eyes flying here and there, over the field, up to the
sky, she felt lighter than thistledown; and while they raced
along, the old mare kept turning her head and biting at
the honeysuckle flowers. Then, suddenly, that chestnut face
became the face of Summerhay, looking back at her with
his smile. She awoke. Sunlight, through the curtains
where she had opened them to find the flowers, was shin-
ing on her.

LAIT that same night, Summerhay came out of'the little
Chelsea house, which he inhabited, and walked towards the
river. In certain moods men turn insensibly towards any
open space—downs, woods, waters—where the sky is free to
the eye. A man is alone when he loves, alone when he dies;
nobody cares for one so absorbed, and he cares for nobody,
no—not he! Summerhay stood by the river-wall and looked
up at the stars through the plane-tree branches. Every now
and then he drew a long breath of the warm, unstirring air.
And he thought of little, of nothing; but a sweetish sensation
beset his heart, a kind of quivering lightness his limbs. He
sat down on a bench and shut his eyes. He saw a face
—only a face. The lights went out one by one in the houses
opposite; no cabs passed now, and scarce a passenger was
afoot, but Summerhay sat like a man in a trance, the smile
coming and going on his lips; and the air above stirred with
the tide flowing up.

It was just coming dawn, when he went in, and, instead
of going to bed, sat down to a case in which he was junior
on the morrow, and worked right on till it was time to ride
before his bath and breakfast. He had one of those con-
stitutions—not uncommon among barristers—that thrive on
long spurts. With capacity and a liking for his work, he was on
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his way to make his name; though, at times, no one could
drift more imperturbably on the tides of the moment. He
was something of a paradox. He chose to live in that little
Chelsea house rather than in the Temple or St. James’s, for
the sake of'solitude; yet he was an excellent companion, whose
many friends felt for him an affectionate distrust. To women,
he was almost universally attractive, but he had kept heart-
free on the whole. He was a gambler, the sort who gets in
deep, and then, by a plucky, lucky plunge, gets out again,
until some day perhaps—he stays there. His father, a diplo-
matist, had been dead fifteen years; his mother was well
known in the semi-intellectual circles of society. He had
no brothers, two sisters, and an income of his own. Such
was Bryan Summerhay at the age of twenty-six, with his
wisdom-teeth to cut.

When he started that morning for the Temple, he had
still a feeling of extraordinary lightness, still saw that face
—its perfect regularity, warm pallor, dark smiling eyes rather
wide apart, its fine, small, close-set ears, and the sweep of the
black-brown hair across the low brow. Or was it something
much less definite he saw—an emanation, a trick, a turn, an
indwelling grace, a something that appealed and touched him?
It would not let him be, and he did not desire that it should.
For this was in his character; if he saw a horse that he
liked, he put his money on it whenever it ran; if charmed
by an opera, he went to it over and over again; if by a poem,
he learned it by heart. And while he walked along the
river—his usual route—he had queer sensations, and felt
happy.

He was rather late, and went at once into court. In
wig and gown, he was notably “old Georgian.” A beauty-
spot or two, a full-skirted coat, a sword and snuff-box, with
that grey wig or its equivalent, and there would have been
the eighteenth century—the strong, light build, the breadth

13*
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of face, brown pallor, clean and unpinched cut of lips, the
slight insolence and devil-may-caredom, the clear glance, the
bubble of vitality. Almost a pity to have been born so late!
When at last in chambers, he had washed off that special
reek of clothes, and parchment, far-away herrings, and dis-
temper, which clings about the Law, dipping his whole
curly head in water, and towelling vigorously, he set forth
along Embankment, smoking a cigar. It was nearly seven.
Just this time yesterday he had got into the train and seen
the face which had refused to leave him since. Fever re-
curs at certain hours. One could not call at seven o’clock!
But he could go up Bury Street on the way to his club!
He passed his boot shop, where, for some time, he had
been meaning to give an order, and went by thinking: I
wonder where she goes for things.” Her figure came to
him so vividly—sitting in her corner, or standing by the
cab, her hand in his. She had been scented like flowers,
and—and a rainy wind! He stood still before a plate-
glass window, not taking in at all the reflected image of
his frowning, rueful face, and the cigar extinct between his
lips. He walked on faster. He came to Bury Street, with
a queer, weak sensation down the back of his legs. No
flower-boxes this year broke the plain front of Winton’s
house; nothing whatever but its number and the beating of
his heart marked it out for Summerhay from any other
dwelling. Turning into Jermyn Street, he felt suddenly
morose. His club was at the top of St. James’s Street, and
he passed at once into the least frequented room. This
was the library; and going to the French section, he took
down “The Three Musketeers,” seating himself with his
back to anyone who might come in. His favourite romance
might give him warmth and companionship; but he did not
read. From where he sat he could throw a stone to where
she was sitting perhaps; except for walls he could almost
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reach her with his voice, certainly see her. This was im-
becile! A woman he had only met twice. Imbecile! . . .

“Point of five! Three queens—three knaves! Do you
know that thing of Dowson’s: ‘I have been faithful to thee,
Cynara, in my fashion’? Better than any Verlaine, except
‘Les sanglots longs? What have you got?”

“Only quart to the queen. Do you like the name
‘Cynara’?”

“Yes; don’t you?”

“Cynara! Cynara! Ye-es
whirling, dead-leaf sound.”

“Good! Pipped. Shut up, Ossy—don'’t snore!”

“Ah, poor old dog! Let him. Shuffle for me,
please. Oh! there goes another card!” Her knee touched
his------ Lo

The book had dropped—Summerhay started.

Dash it! Hopeless! And, turning round in his huge
armchair, he snoozed down into its depths. In a few
minutes he was asleep. He slept without a dream.

Two hours later a friend, seeking distraction, came on
him, and stood grinning down at that curly head and face
which just then had the sleepy abandonment of a small
boy’s. Maliciously he gave the chair a little kick.

Summerhay stirred, and thought: “What! ‘Where am 1?”

In front of the grinning face, above him floated another,
filmy, charming. He shook himself. ““Oh, damn you!”

“Sorry, old chap!”

“What time is it?”

“Ten o'clock.”

Summerhay uttered an unintelligible sound, and turned
over on the other arm. But he slept no more. Instead,
he saw her face, heard her voice, and felt again the touch
of her warm, gloved hand.

an autumn, rose-petal,



1QS BEYOND

111

At tlie opera, on Friday evening, they were playing
“Cavalleria” and “‘Pagliacci,” which, with “Faust” and
“Carmen,” were the only operas Winton could not sleep
through.

Women’s eyes, which must not stare, cover more space
than the eyes of men. Gyp had seen Summerhay before
he saw her; seen him come in and fold his opera hat against
his white waistcoat, looking round, as if for—someone. He
looked well in evening clothes. When he sat down, she
zould still see his profile; and, vaguely watching the San-
tuzza and the stout Turiddu, she wondered whether, by
fixing her eyes on him, she could make him turn. Just then
he saw her. It was rather startling to find, after that ex-
change of looks, that' she at once began to want another.
Would he like her dress? Was her hair nice? She wished
she had not had it washed that morning. But at the in-
terval she did not look round, till his voice said:

“How d'you do, Major Winton?”

Winton had been told of the meeting in the train. He
was pining for a cigarette, but had not liked to desert his
daughter. After a few remarks, he got up.

“Take my seat a minute, Summerhay, Pm going to
have a smoke.”

Summerhay sat down. To Gyp it was, queerly, as if
house and people vanished, and they two were back again
in the railway carriage—alone. Ten minutes to make the
most of it! To enjoy the look in his eyes, the sound of his
voice and laugh. To laugh, and be nice to him. They
were friends.

“There’s a picture in the National Gallery I want you
to look at,” she said, as he was leaving her.
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“Will you take me? To-morrow? What time? Three?”

She knew she was flushing, and, with that warmth in
her cheeks and a smile in her eyes, had the sensation, so
rare and pleasant, of feeling beautiful. Then he was gone!
Her father was slipping back into his stall; and, afraid of
her face, she touched his arm:

“Dad, do look at that headdress in the next row but
one; did you ever see anything so delicious?”

And while Winton was gazing, the orchestra struck up
the overture to ‘“‘Pagliacci.” Watching the progress of that
heart-breaking little plot, she felt as if for the first time she
understood it with other than her aesthetic sense. Poor
Nedda! Poor Canio! Poor Silvio! Her eyes filled with
tears. Within those doubled figures of the tragicomedy she
seemed to feel that passionate love—too swift, too strong,
too violent, sweet and fearful.

“Thou hast my heart, and I am thine for ever—
To-night andfor ever I am thine!
What is there left to me? What have I but a heart that
is broten ?”

La comedia éfinita!

While putting on her cloak, her eyes sought Summer-
hay’s. She tried to smile—could not, slowly forced her gaze
away, and turned to follow Winton.

She was not late next day from coquetry, she was afraid
of letting him think her eager. She saw him at once under
the colonnade, and marked the change in his face when he
caught sight of her. She led him straight up to the picture.
Its likeness to him was not improved by a top hat and
modern collar, but it was there still.

“Well!”



200 BEYOND

“What are you smiling at?”

“I've had a photograph of that ever since I was fifteen;
so you see I've known you a long time.”

He stared.

“Great Scott! Am I like that? I shall try and find
you now.”

Gyp shook her head.

“There’s my most favourite picture, ‘The Death of
Procris.” The wonder in the faun’s face, Procris’s closed
eyes; the dog, and the swans, and the pity for what might
have been!”

“For what might have been! Did you enjoy ‘Pagliacci’?”

“I think I felt it too much.”

“I thought so. I watched you.”

“Destruction by—Ilove—seems so terrible! Show me
your favourites. I can tell you what they are, though.”

“Well?”

“The ‘Admiral,” for one.”

“Yes. What others?”

“The two Bellinis.”

“By Jove, you are uncanny!”

Gyp laughed.

“You want decision, clarity, colour, and fine texture.
Is that right? Here’s another of my pets.”

It was a tiny ‘“Crucifixion” by da Messina—a thin
high cross, a thin, humble, suffering Christ, lonely, and
actual in the clear, darkened landscape.

“That touches me more than the big, idealised sort.
One feels it coas like that. Oh! And the Francescas!
Aren't they lovely?”

He nodded, but his eyes said: “And so are you.”

They spent two hours among those endless pictures,
almost as alone as in the railway carriage. And when she
had refused to let him walk back with her, he stood stock-
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still beneath the colonnade. The sun streamed in under;
the pigeons preened their feathers; people passed in the
square, black and tiny against the lions and the great
column. He took in nothing of all that. She was like no
one he had ever known! Different from girls and women
in society! Still more different from anything in the half-
world! Not the new sort—college, suffrage! Like no one!
And he knew so little of her! Not even whether she had
ever really been in love. Her husband—where was he;
what was he to her? “The rare, the mute, the inexpressive
She!” When she smiled; when her eyes—but her eyes
were too quick for him to see right into them! How
beautiful she had looked gazing at the pictures, her lips
just smiling! If he could kiss them! With a sigh,
he moved down the grey steps into the sunlight. And
London, throbbing with the season’s life, seemed to him
quite empty. To-morrow—ah, to-morrow he could call!

v

AFTER that Sunday call, Gyp sat by a bowl of helio-
trope, thinking over a passage of words. . . .

“Mrs. Fiorsen, tell me about yourself.”

“What do you want to know?”

“Your marriage?”

“lI made a fearful mistake—against my father’s wish.
I haven't seen my husband for months; I shall never see
him again if I can help it. Is that enough?”

“You don’t love him?”

“NO"’

“Can’t you get free?”

““The Divorce Court! Ugh! T couldn’t!”

“Yes, I know—it’s hellish!”

He had gripped her hand so hard! . . .
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She buried her face in the heliotrope; then, going to
the piano, began to play. She was still playing when her
father came in. During these past nine months of his
daughter’s society, Winton had regained a measure of youth-
fulness, an extra touch of dandyism in his clothes, and in
the gloss of his short hair.

“Mr. Summerhay’s been here, Dad. He was sorry to
miss you.”

An appreciable pause.

“My dear, I doubt it.”

She could never again be friends with a man without
that pause! And, conscious that her father was gazing at
her, she said:

“Was it nice in the Park?”

“Thirty years ago they were all nobs and snobs; now
God himself doesn’'t know what they are!”

“But the flowers?”

“Oh! Ah! and the birds—but, by Jove, the humans,
Gyp! Tell me, what sort of fellow is young Summerhay?”

“ Oh! very nice.”

She could always read her father’'s thoughts quicker
than he could read hers, and knew that he was struggling
between the wish that she should have a good time and
the desire to convey some kind of warning. With a sigh,
he said:

“What does a young man’s fancy turn to in summer,
Gyp?”

Women, subtle and experienced, can impose restraint
on would-be lovers. Gyp knew that a word from her
would change everything; but she did not speak it. And
yet she saw Summerhay most days—in the Row, at the
opera, or at Bury Street. She had a habit of going to
St. James’s Park in the late afternoon and sitting by the



BEYOND 203

water. One day he passed on his way home from cham-
bers, and, after, they sat there together constantly. Why
make her father uneasy by letting him come too often to
Bury Street? It was pleasant, out there, talking calmly,
while in front of them small ragged children fished and
put the fishes into glass bottles, to eat, or watch on rainy
days, as is the custom of man with the minor works of God.

When the seasons are about to change, the days pass,
tranquil, waiting for the wind that brings in the new. Was
it not natural to sit under the trees, by the flowers and the
water, the pigeons and the ducks?

v

SUMMERHAY did not wear his heart on his sleeve, and
when, on the closing day of term, he left his chambers to
walk to that last meeting, his face was much as usual. But,
in truth, he had come to a pretty pass. He had his own
code. It was perhaps a trifle “Old Georgian,” but it for-
bade his distressing a woman. So far he had kept himself
in hand; it had cost him more than he cared to reflect on.
The only witness of his struggles was his old Scotch terrier,
whose dreams he had disturbed night after night, tramping
the long sitting-room of his little house. She must know
what he was feeling, and, if she wanted his love, had but
to raise her finger; and she had not raised it. When he
touched her, when her dress disengaged its perfume or his
eyes traced the slow, soft movement of her breathing, his
head would go round, and to keep calm and friendly had
been torture.

While he could see her almost every day, control had
been just possible; now that he was about to lose her—
for weeks—his heart felt sick within him. He had been
hard put to it, too, before the world. A man passionately
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in love craves for solitude, oscillating between fierce exer-
cise and that trance-like stillness when he is busy conjur-
ing up her face. He had managed to get through his work,
had been grateful for it; but to his friends he had not
given attention enough to prevent them saying: “What's up
with Bryan Summerhay?” Always rather elusive in his
movements, he was now too elusive altogether for those
who had been accustomed to lunch, dine, dance, and sport
with him. And yet he shunned his own company—going
wherever anything distracted him, without demanding real
attention. He had come unwillingly to discovery of his
passion, which meant giving up so much. And yet he had
never asked himself whether Gyp was worth loving. He
wanted her exactly as she was; he did not weigh her in
any sort of balance.

About her past he dismissed speculation. He had heard
that she was Winton’s natural daughter; it had only made
him long to punch the head of the scandalmonger. Even
her wretched marriage did not matter—nothing mattered
except to be with her as much as she would let him. And
now she was going to the sea, and he himself to Perthshire
to shoot grouse. A month!

Dared he speak? At times, her face was like a child’s
when it expects some harsh or frightening word. One
could not hurt her! But once or twice he had caught a
slow soft glance—gone as soon as seen.

Leaning on the river parapet, he watched the tide run
down. The sun brightened its yellowish swirl and black
eddies—water that had flowed under the willows past
Eynsham, past Oxford, below the church at Clifton, past
Moulsford, past Sonning. To have her to himself one day
on the river—one whole long day! Why had he been so
pusillanimous all this time? He passed his hand over his
face, and it felt thin to him. If she only knew how he was
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longing, how he suffered! He turned away, toward White-
hall. He passed two men he knew, one of them just mar-
ried. They, too, were off to Scotland for the twelfth. How
stale and flat seemed that which till then had been the
acme of the whole year to him! Ah, but if he had been
going to Scotland with her!

He entered St. James's Park and passed along the
water, making for their usual seat. And suddenly he saw
that she was sitting there already. No more craning—he
would speak!

She was w'earing a maize-coloured muslin, and sat
leaning back, her knees crossed, one hand resting on the
knob of her furled sunshade, her face half hidden by a
shady hat. Summerhay went straight up to her.

“Gyp! This can't go on. You know I worship you!
If you can’t love me, I've got to break away. Gyp, do you
want me to go?”

She made a little movement, as if in protest, and
answered very low:

“Of course I don't want you to go. How could I?”

“Then you do love me?”

“Wait, please. Wait a little longer. When we come
back TI'll tell you!”

“So long?”

“A month. It's not easy for me.” She lifted her eyes
to his. “Please not any more now.”

That evening at his club, through the smoke of cigarette
after cigarette, he saw her face as she had lifted it for that
one second; and now he was in heaven, now in hell.

Vi

THE verandahed bungalow on the South Coast, built for
an artist friend of Aunt Rosamund’s, had a garden with
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one pine-tree which had strayed in advance of the wood
behind. The house stood in solitude, above a low cliff
whence the beach shelved in sandy ridges.

Looking from her bedroom at night, Gyp would get
a feeling of being the only creature in the world. The
crinkled, silvery sea, that lonely pine-tree, the cold moon,
the sky dark cornflower blue, the hiss and sucking rustle
of the surf over the beach pebbles, even the salt, chill air,
seemed lonely. By day, too—in the hazy heat when the
coarse sea-grass hardly quivered, and sea-birds passed close
above the water with chuckle and cry—it all often seemed
part of a dream. She bathed, and grew as tanned as her
little daughter; but she would feel a kind of resentment
against all the happy life around her these summer days—
the sea-birds, the sunlight, and the waves; the white sails
far out; the calm sun-steeped pine-trees; her baby, tumbling
and smiling and softly twittering; and Betty and the other
servants—all this life that seemed so simple and untortured.

To the one post each day she looked forward terribly.
And yet his letters, which began like hers: “My dear friend,”
might have been read by anyone—almost Now that he
was away from her, would he not feel that it was best to
break, and forget her? He had everything before him;
could he possibly go on wanting one who had nothing be-
fore her? Some blue-eyed girl with auburn hair—that type
so superior to her own—would sweep him from her! What
then? No worse than it used to be? Ah, so much worse
that she dared not think of it!

Then, for five days, no letter came. And she felt a
growing ache of longing and jealousy, utterly unlike the
mere outraged pride with which she had caught sight of
Fiorsen and Daphne Wing in the music-room—so long, it
seemed, ago. When on the fifth day the postman Ileft
nothing but a bill for little Gyp’s shoes, and a note from-
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Aunt Rosamund at Harrogate, where she had gone with
Winton for the annual cure, Gyp’s heart sank to the depths.
Was this the end ? With a blind, numb feeling she wandered
out into the wood.

She went along till she could see no outer world for
the grey-brown tree-stems streaked with gum-resin; and,
throwing herself down on her face, dug her elbows deep
into the pine-dust. Tears, rare with her, forced their way
up. But crying only made her ill. She turned over on her
back and lay motionless. Silent here, even at noon! The
sough of the calm sea could not reach so far; the flies
were few; no bird sang. The tall bare pine-stems rose like
columns in a temple roofed with dark boughs and sky.
Cloud-fleeces drifted over the blue. There should be peace
—but in her heart was none!

A dusky shape came padding through the trees, another
—two donkeys loose from somewhere; they stood licking
each other’s necks and noses. Humble beasts, friendly,
they made her feel ashamed. Why should she be sorry
for herself, who had everything in life she wanted—
except the love she had thought she would never want?
Ah, but she wanted it now, wanted it at last with all her
being!

With a shudder she sprang up; the ants had got to her,
and she had to pick them off her neck and dress. She
wandered back towards the beach. If he had truly found
someone to fill his thoughts, and drive her out, =he would
never, by word or sign, show him that she missed and
wanted him—mnever! She would sooner die!

She came out into the sunshine. It was low tide; and
the wet foreshore gleamed with opal tints; there were
wandering tracks on the sea, as of serpents writhing be-
neath the surface; and away to the west the archwayed,
tawny rock which cut the line of coast was like a dream-



208 BEYOND

shape. All was dreamy. And, suddenly her heart began
beating to suffocation. On the edge of the low cliff, by the
side of the path, Summerhay was sitting!

He got up and came towards her. She said calmly:

“Yes; it's . Did you ever see such a gipsified object?
I thought you were still in Scotland. How’s Ossy?” Then
her self-possession failed.

“It’s no good, Gyp. I must know.”

It seemed that her heart had given up beating; but she
said quietly: “Let’s sit down a minute,” moving down
under the cliff bank where they could not be seen from
the house. Drawing the coarse grass-blades through her
fingers, she said:

“I didn’t try to make you. I never tried.”

“No; never.”

“It’'s wrong.”

“Who cares? No one could care who loves as I do.
Oh, Gyp, can’'t you love me? I know I'm nothing much.
But it’s eleven weeks to-day since we met in the train, and
I don’t think I've had one minute’s let-up since.”

Gyp sighed.

“Then what is to be done? Look over there—that bit
of blue in the grass is my baby daughter. There’s her:
and my father—and—I'm afraid—afraid of love, Bryan!”

At that first use of his name, Summerhay seized her
hand.

“ Afraid—how—afraid ?”

Gyp said very low:

“I might love too much. Don’t say any more now.
No; don’'t! Let's go in and have lunch.” And she got up.

He stayed till tea-time, and not a word more of love
did he speak. But when he was gone, she sat under the
pine-tree with little Gyp on her lap. Love! If her mother
had checked love, she herself would never have been born.
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The midges were biting before she went in. After watching
Betty give little Gyp her bath, she crossed the passage to
her bedroom and leaned out of the window. Could it have
been to-day she had lain on the ground with tears of
despair running down her cheeks? Away to the left of the
pine-tree, the moon had floated up, barely visible in the
paling sky. A new world, an enchanted garden!

That evening she sat with a book on her lap, not read-
ing; and in her went on the strange revolution of first love
—the sinking of “I” into “Thou,” the passionate subjection,
the intense, unconscious giving-up of will, in preparation
for completer union.

She slept without dreaming, awoke heavy and oppressed.
Too languid to bathe, she sat listless on the beach with
little Gyp all the morning. Had she energy or spirit to
meet him in the afternoon by the rock archway, as she
had promised? For the first time since she was a small
and naughty child, she avoided the eyes of Betty, afraid
of her knowing too much. After early tea, she started out;
if she did not, he would come, and she did not want the
servants to see him two days running.

This last day of August had a warm and still bene-
ficence—the corn all gathered in, the apples mellowing,
robins singing already, a few slumberous, soft clouds, a
pale blue sky, a smiling sea. She went inland, across the
stream. No pines grew on that side, where the soil was
richer—of a ruddy brown. In the second crops of clover,
already high, humble-bees were hard at work; and the
white-throated swallows dipped and soared. Gyp gathered
a bunch of chicory flowers. She was close above the shore
before she saw him standing in the rock archway below,
looking for her across the beach. Away from the hum of
bees and flies, it was very quiet here—only the faint hiss
of tiny waves. He had not yet heard her coming, and the

Beyond 14
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thought flashed through her: “If I take another step, it is
for ever!” She stood, scarcely breathing, the chicory flowers
held before her lips. Then she heard him sigh, and mov-
ing quickly forward, said:

“Here I am.”

He seized her hand, and, without a word, they passed
through the archway. They walked on the hard sand, side
by side, scrambled up the low cliff and went along the
grassy top to a gate into a stubble-field. He held it open
for her, but, as she passed, caught her in his arms and
kissed her lips. To her, who had been kissed a thousand
times, it was the first kiss. Deadly pale, she fell back
from him against the gate; then, her lips still quivering,
with eyes very dark, she looked at him distraught. And
suddenly turning round to the gate, she buried her face on
her arms. A sob came up in her throat which seemed to
tear her to bits; she cried as if her heart would break.
His timid despairing touches, his voice close to her ear,
imploring, were not of the least avail, she could not stop.
That kiss had broken down a barrier in her soul, swept
away her life up to that moment, done something terrible
and wonderful. At last, she struggled out:

“I'm sorry—so sorry! Don’'t look at me! Go away a
little, and T'll—TI'll be all right.”

He obeyed without a word, and, passing through the
gate, sat down on the cliff with his back to her, looking
out over the sea.

Gripping the wood of the old grey gate till it hurt her
hands, Gyp gazed at the butterflies chasing in the sunlight
towards the crinkly foam edging to the quiet sea till they
were but white specks out in the blue.

But she was no nearer to feeling that she could trust
herself. What had happened in her was too violent, too
sweet, too terrifying. And she said:
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“Let me go home now by myself. To-morrow!”

“Whatever you wish, Gyp—always!”

He pressed her hand against his cheek, then, folding
his arms tight, resumed his stare at the sea. Gyp did not
go in for a long time, sitting in the pine-wood till even-
ing gathered and stars crept out in a sky of that mauve-
blue which the psychic say is the soul-garment colour of
the good.

Late that night, when she had finished brushing her
hair, she opened her window and stepped out on to the
verandah. Not a sound from the sleeping house—not a
breath of wind! Her face, her hands, her body, felt as
if on fire. The moon was filling every cranny of her
brain with wakefulness. The shiver of the surfless sea on
a rising tide, rose, fell, rose, fell. The sand cliff shone
like a bank of snow. All was inhabited, as a moonlit
night is wont to be. A big moth went past her face.
A little night beast somewhere was scrattling in the sand.
Suddenly the shadow of the pine-trunk moved—moved—
ever so little! There, joined to the trunk, Summerhay
was standing, his face just visible against the stem, the
moonlight on one cheek, a hand shading his eyes. He
held it out in supplication. Gyp did not stir, looking
straight at that beseeching figure. Then, with a feeling
she had never known, she saw him coming. He stood
looking up at her. She could see all the workings of his
face—passion, reverence, amazement; heard his awed
whisper:

“Is it you, Gyp? Really you? You look so young!”

VI

FrROM the moment of surrender, Gyp passed into a state
the more enchanted because she had never believed in it,
4%
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never thought she could love as she now loved. Days and
nights went by in a sort of dream. Just as she had never
felt it possible to admit the world into the secrets of her
married life, so now she did not consider the world at all.
But the thought of her father weighed on her conscience.
He was back in town. And she felt that she must tell him.

Two days before her month at the bungalow was up,
she went, leaving Betty and little Gyp to follow on the last
day. Winton, pale from his cure, found her when he came
in from the club. She had put on evening dress, and above
the pallor of her shoulders, her sun-warmed face and throat
had almost the colour of a nectarine. He had never seen
her look like that, nor her eyes so full of light. And he
uttered a quiet grunt of satisfaction. It was as if a flower,
which he had last seen in close and elegant shape, had
bloomed in full perfection. She did not meet his gaze quite
steadily and all that evening kept putting her confession
off. It was not easy—far from easy. At last, when he was
smoking his ‘“‘go-to-bed” cigarette, she sank down beside
his chair, leaning against his knee, where her face was
hidden, as on that day after her first ball, when she had
listened to his confession.

“Dad, do you remember my saying once that I didn’t
understand what you and my mother felt for each other?”
Winton did not speak. Gyp went on: I know now how
one would rather die than give someone up.”

“Whom? Summerhay?”

“Yes; I used to think I should never be in love, but you
knew better.”

Better!

In disconsolate silence, he thought rapidly: “What'’s to
be done? What can I do? Get her a divorce?”

Because of the ring in her voice, or the sheer serious-
ness of the position, he did not resent it, as when he lost
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her to Fiorsen. Love! A passion such as had overtaken
her mother and himself! For this young man? A decent
fellow, a good rider—comprehensible! If the course had
only been clear! He put his hand on her shoulder
and said:

“Well, Gyp, we must go for the divorce, then, after all.”

“It’s too late. Let him divorce me, if he only will!”

Too late? Already! Sudden recollection, that he had
not the right, alone kept him silent. Gyp went on:

“I love him, with every bit of me. I don't care
what comes—open or secret. [ don't care what anybody
thinks.”

She had turned round to him. This was a Gyp he had
never seen! Glowing, soft, quick-breathing, with just that
lithe watchful look of the mother cat or lioness whose
whelps are threatened. He remembered how, as a child,
with face very tense, she would ride at fences that were
too big. At last he said:

“I am sorry you didn't tell me sooner.”

“I couldn’t. I didn’t know. Oh, Dad, I'm always hurt-
ing you! Forgive me!”

She was pressing his hand to her cheek that felt burning
hot. And he thought: “Forgive! Of course I forgive. That’s
not the point; the point is------ ?

A vision beset him of his loved one talked about, ban-
died from mouth to mouth, or else—for her what there
had been for him, a hole-and-corner life, an underground
existence of stealthy meetings kept dark, above all from
her own little daughter. Ah, not that! And yet—was not
even that better than tongues wagging, eyes winking or
uplifted in righteousness? Summerhay’s world was more or
less his world; and scandal, which—Ilike all parasitic growths
—flourishes in enclosed spaces, would have every chance.
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His brain began to search, steely and quick, for some way
out; and the expression as when a fox broke covert come
on his face.

“Nobody knows, Gyp?”

“Nobody.”

That was something! With an irritation that rose from
his very soul, he muttered:

“I can’t stand it that you should suffer, and that fellow
Fiorsen go scot-free. Can you give up seeing Summerhay
while we get you a divorce? We might do it, if no one
knows. I think you owe it to me, Gyp.”

Gyp got up and stood by the window a long time
without answering. Winton watched her face. At last
she said:

“I couldn't. We might stop seeing each other; it isn't
that. It's what I should feel. I shouldn’t respect myself
after. Oh, Dad, don't you see? He really loved me in
his way. And to pretend! To make out a case for myself,
tell about Daphne Wing, about his drinking, and baby;
pretend that I wanted him to love me, when I got to
hate it and didn’t care really whether he was faithful or
not—and knowing all the while that I've been everything
to someone else! I'd much rather let him know, and ask
him to divorce me.”

Winton replied:

“And suppose he won't?”

“Then my mind would be clear, anyway; and we would
take what we could.”

“And little Gyp?”

Staring before her as if trying to see into the future,
she said slowly:

“Some day she’ll understand. Or perhaps it will be all
over before she knows. Does happiness ever last?”

She bent over, kissed his forehead, and went out. The
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warmth from her lips, and the scent of her, remained with
Winton as if wafted from the past.

Was there then nothing to be done? Men of his stamp
do not, as a rule, see very deep even into those who are
nearest to them; but to-night he saw his daughter’s nature
more fully than ever before. No use to importune her to
act against her instincts! And yet—to sit and watch it
all—watch his own passion with its ecstasy and its heart-
burnings re-enacted in her—perhaps for many years? The
old vulgar saying passed through his mind: “What's bred
in the bone will come out in the meat.” Now she had
given, she would give with both hands—beyond measure
—beyond!—as he himself, as her mother had given! Ah,
well, she was better off than his own loved one had been.
One must not go ahead of trouble, or cry over spilled
milk!

Vi

Gyp lay wakeful. The question of telling Fiorsen kept
her thoughts in turmoil. Was he likely to divorce her if
she did? His contempt for what he called “‘these bourgeois
morals,” his instability, the very unpleasantness and offence
to his vanity—all would prevent him. No; he would not
divorce her, she was sure, unless by chance he wanted
legal freedom, which was so unlikely. What then would be
gained? Had she any right to ease her conscience if it
brought harm to her lover—conscience, too, in regard to
one who, within a year of marriage, had taken to himself
a mistress, and not even spared the home paid for and
supported by his wife? No; if she told Fiorsen, it would
only be to salve her pride, wounded by doing what she did
not avow.

She came down to breakfast, no whit advanced towards
decision. Neither of them mentioned their last night’s talk,
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and Gyp went back to her room to busy herself with dress,
after those weeks away. It was past noon when, at a
muffled knock, she found Markey outside her door.

“Excuse me, m'm.”

Gyp beckoned him in. Markey closed the door.

“Mr. Fiorsen—in the hall, m'm—slipped in when I
answered the bell; short of shoving, I couldn’t keep him out.”

“Is my father in?”

“No, m'm; the major’s gone to the fencin'-club.”

“What did you say?”

“Said I would see. So far as I was aware, nobody
was in. Shall I have a try to shift him, m'm?”

Gyp shook her head.

““Say no one can see him.”

Markey’s woodcock eyes, under their thin, dark, twisting
brows, fastened on her dolefully; he opened the door to go.
Fiorsen was standing there, and, with a quick movement,
came in. She saw Markey raise his arms as if to catch
him round the waist, and said quietly:

“Markey—wait outside, please.”

When the door was shut, she retreated against her
dressing table and stood gazing at her husband; her heart
throbbed as if it would leap through its coverings.

He had grown a short beard, his cheeks seemed a little
fatter, and his eyes surely more green; otherwise, he looked
much as she remembered him. And her first thought was:
“Why did I ever pity him? He'll never fret or drink him-
self to death—he’s got enough vitality for twenty men.”

The fixed nervous smile on his face passed; his eyes
roved round the room in the old half-fierce, half-furtive way.

“Well, Gyp,” he said, and his voice shook a little: ““At
last! Won't you kiss me?”

How idiotic! Suddenly she felt quite cool.

“If you want to speak to my father—he’s out.”
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Morsen gave one of his fierce shrugs.

“Look, Gyp! I returned from Russia yesterday. I made
a lot of money out there. Come back to me! I will be
good—I swear it. Ah, Gyp, come back to me, and see
how good I will be! T will take you abroad, you and the
bambina. We will go to Rome—anywhere you like. Only
come back to me!”

Gyp answered stonily:

“You are talking nonsense.”

“Gyp, I swear I have not seen a woman fit to put be-
side you. Be good to me once more. This time I will not
fail. Try me! Try me!”

At his tragic tones, which seemed to her both false and
childish, Gyp realised the strength of the new feeling in
her heart. And the more that feeling throbbed within her,
the harder her face and her voice grew.

“If that is all you came to say—please go. I will
never come back to you. Once for all, understand, please.”

His silence impressed her far more than his appeal;
with one of his stealthy movements he came quite close,
and putting his face forward till it almost touched her,
said:

“You are my wife. I want you back. I must have you.
If you don't come, T will kill myself, or you.”

And suddenly his arms, knotted behind her back,
crushed her to him. She stifled a scream; then, very
swiftly, took a resolve, and, rigid in his arms, said:

“Let go; you hurt me. Sit down quietly. I will tell
you something.”

The tone of her voice made him loosen his grasp and
crane back to see her face. Gyp detached his arms, sat
down on an old oak chest, and motioned him to the
window-seat. Her heart thumped pitifully; waves of almost
physical sickness passed through and through her. She
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had smelt brandy in his breath when he was close to her.
It was like being in the cage of a wild beast; it was like
being with a madman! The remembrance of his fingers
stretched out like claws above her baby was so vivid at
that moment, that she could scarcely see him, sitting there,
waiting for what she was going to say. Fixing her eyes on
him, she said softly:

“You say you love me, Gustav. I tried to love you,
too, but I never could—never from the first. 1 tried very
hard. Surely you care what a woman feels, even if she
happens to be your wife.”

She saw his face quiver, and went on:

“When I found I couldn’t love you, I felt I had no
right over you. I didn’t stand on my rights, did I?”

Again his face quivered, and again she hurried on:

“But you wouldn’t expect me to go all through my life
without ever feeling love—you who've felt it so many
times?” Then, clasping her hands tight, with wonder at
herself, she murmured: “I am in love. 1 have given
myself.”

He made a queer, whining sound, covering his face.
The beggar’s tag: ““Ave a feelin’ ’eart, gentleman—’ave a
feelin’ ’eart!” passed through Gyp’s mind. Would he get
up and strangle her? Should she dash to the door—call
out? For a long, miserable moment she watched him
swaying on the window-seat, with his face covered. Then,
without looking at her, he crammed a clenched hand up
against his mouth, and rushed from the room.

Through the open door Gyp had a glimpse of Markey’s
motionless figure, coming to life as Fiorsen passed. She
locked the door, and lay down on her bed. Her heart
beat dreadfully. If on this shock he began to drink, what
might not happen? He had said something wild. But
what right had he to feel jealous rage against her? What
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right? She went to the glass, trembling, and mechanically
tidied her hair. Miraculous that she had come through
unscathed!

Summerhay was to meet her at three o'clock by the
seat in St. James’s Park. But all was different, now; dif-
ficult and dangerous! She must wait, take counsel with
her father. Yet, if she did not keep that tryst, he would
be anxious—thinking of what had happened to her; think-
ing, perhaps—oh, foolish!—that she had forgotten, or even
repented of her love. What would she herself think, if he
were to fail her at their first tryst after those days of bliss?
That he had changed his mind, seen she was not worth it,
seen that to a woman who could give herself so soon, so
easily, he could not sacrifice his life.

In this cruel uncertainty she spent the next two hours,
till it was nearly three. If she did not go, he would
come on to Bury Street, which would be still more
dangerous. She put on her hat and walked swiftly
towards St. James’s Palace. Once sure that she was not
being followed, her courage rose. She was ten minutes
late, and saw him walking up and down, turning his head
every few seconds so as not to lose sight of the bench.
When they had greeted with that pathetic casualness of
lovers which deceives so few, they walked on together
into the Green Park, beneath the trees. She told him
about her father; but only when his hand was holding
hers under cover of the sunshade that lay across her knee,
did she speak of Fiorsen.

He dropped her hand, and said:

“Did he touch you, Gyp?”

Gyp heard that question with a shock. Touch her!
Yes!

He made a shuddering sound. His hands and teeth
were clenched. She said softly:
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“Bryan! Don't! I wouldn't let him kiss me.”

He seemed to have to force his eyes to look at her.

“It’s all right.”

She sat motionless, cut to the heart. She was soiled,
and spoiled for him! Of course! But her heart had never
been touched; it was his utterly. Not enough for a man
—he wanted an untouched body, too. That she could not
give; he should have thought of that sooner, instead of
only now. And, miserably, she stared before her.

A little boy came and stood still in front of them, with
round, unmoving eyes. He had a slice of bread and jam
in his hand, and his mouth and cheeks were smeared with
red. A woman called: “Jacky! Come on, now!” He was
hauled away, still looking back, holding out his bread and
jam as though offering her a bite. ~Summerhay’s arm
slipped round her.

“It’s over, darling. Never again—I promise you!”

Ah, he might promise—might even keep that promise.
But he would suffer—always suffer, thinking of that other.
And she said:

“You can only have me as I am, Bryan. I can't
make myself new for you; I wish I could—oh, I wish
I could!”

“Don’t think of it! Come home to me and have tea
—there’s no one there. Come!”

He took her hands. And all else left Gyp but the joy
of being close to him.

1X

PASSING Markey like a blind man, Fiorsen made his
way into the street: he had not gone a hundred yards
before he was hurrying back. He had left his hat. The
servant, still standing there, handed him that wide-brimmed
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object and closed the door in his face. He went towards
Piccadilly. But for the expression on Gyp’s face, what
might he not have done? Mixed with sickening jealousy,
he felt relief, as if he had been saved from something
horrible. So she had never loved him! Never at all?
Impossible that a woman on whom he had lavished such
passion should never have felt any in return! Images of
her passed before him—surrendering, surrendering. It
could not all have been pretence! He was not a common
man—he had charm—or, other women thought so! She
had lied; she must have lied!

He went into a café and asked for apine champagne.
They brought him a carafe, with the measures marked.
He sat there a long time. When he rose, he had drunk
nine, and felt a kind of ferocity pleasant in his veins, a
kind of nobility pleasant in his soul. Let her love! But
let him get his fingers on her lover’s throat! He stopped
in his tracks. There on a sandwich-board in front of him
were the words: “Daphne Wing. Pantheon. Daphne Wing.
Plastic Danseuse. Poetry of Motion. To-day at three
o'clock. Pantheon. Daphne Wing.”

She had loved him—Ilittle Daphne! It was past three.
Going in, he took his place in the stalls, close to the stage,
with a bitter amusement. This was irony indeed! Here
she came! A Pierrette—in short, diaphanous muslin, her
face whitened to match it; a Pierrette who stood slowly
spinning on her toes, with arms raised and hands joined
in an arch above her glistening hair.

An idiotic pose! But there was the old expression on
her face, limpid, dovelike. And that something divine
about her dancing smote Fiorsen through all the imbecility
of her posturings. Across and across she flitted, pirouet-
ting, and caught up at intervals by a Pierrot in black
tights with a face whitened as her own, held upside
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down, or right end up with one knee bent sideways, and
the toe of a foot pressed against the ankle of the other,
and arms arched above her. Then, with Pierrot’s hands
grasping her waist, she would stand upon one toe and
slowly twiddle, lifting her other leg toward the roof, while
the trembling of her form manifested to all how hard it
was; then, off the toe, she capered out to the wings, and
capered back, wearing on her face that lost, dovelike look,
while her perfect legs gleamed white. On the stage she
was adorable! Raising his hands high, Fiorsen clapped
and called out: “Brava!/” He marked the sudden round-
ness of her eyes, a tiny start—no more. She had seen
him. “Some don't forget me!” he thought.

She came on for her second dance, assisted this time by
her own image reflected in a little weedy pool about the
middle of the stage. “Ophelia’s last dance.” Fiorsen
grinned. In a clinging sea-green gown, cut here and there to
show her inevitable legs, with marguerites and cornflowers
in her unbound hair, she circled her own reflection, languid,
pale, desolate; then slowly gaining the abandon needful to
full display, danced with frenzy till, in a gleam of limelight,
she sank into the apparent water and floated among paper
water-lilies on her back. Lovely she looked there, with her
eyes still open, her lips parted, her hair trailing behind.
Again Fiorsen raised his hands high to clap, again called
out: “Brava!” The curtain fell, and Ophelia did not take
her call. Was it the sight of him, or was she preserving
the illusion that she was drowned? That ““arty” touch
would be just like her.

With an audible ““Pish!” at the two comedians in calico,
beating each other about the body, he rose, and made his
way out He scribbled on a card, “Will you see me?—
G.F.” and took it round to the stage-door. The answer
came back:
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“Miss Wing will see you in a minute, sir.”

Leaning against the distempered wall of the draughty
corridor, Fiorsen wondered why the devil he was there,
what the devil she would say.

She was standing with her hat on, while her “‘dresser”
buttoned her patent-leather shoes. Holding out her hand
above the woman’s back, she said:

“Oh, Mr. Fiorsen, how do you do?”

Fiorsen took the little moist hand; his eyes passed over
her, avoiding a direct meeting with her eyes. Her face
was the same, yet not the same—harder, more self-possessed;
only her perfect, supple little body was as it had been.
The dresser murmured: ‘“Good-afternoon, miss,” and went.

Daphne Wing smiled faintly.

“I haven't seen you for a long time, have I?”

“No; I've been abroad. You dance as beautifully as
ever.”

“Oh, yes; it hasn't hurt my dancing.”

With an effort he looked her in the face. Was this
really the same girl who had clung to him, cloyed him
with her kisses, her tears, her appeals for love—just a little
love? Ah, but she was more desirable, much more desir-
able than he had remembered! And he said:

“Give me a kiss, little Daphne!”

Daphne Wing did not stir; her white teeth rested on
her lower lip; she said:

“Oh, no, thank you! How is Mrs. Fiorsen?”

Fiorsen turned abruptly:

“There is none.”

““Oh, has she divorced you?”

“No. Stop talking of her; stop talking, I say!”

Daphne Wing, still motionless in the centre of her little
crowded dressing-room, said, in a matter-of-fact voice:

“You are polite, aren't you? It's funny; I can’t tell
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whether I'm glad to see you. I had a bad time, you know;
and Mrs. Fiorsen was an angel. Why do you come to see
me now?”

Exactly! Why had he come? The thought flashed
through him: “She’ll help me to forget.” And he said:

“I was a great brute to you, Daphne. I came to
make up.”

“Oh, no; you can’'t make up—thank you!” She began
drawing on her gloves. “You taught me a lot, you know.
I ought to be quite grateful. Oh, you've grown a little
beard! D'you think that improves you? It makes you look
rather like Mephistopheles, I think.”

Fiorsen stared fixedly at that perfectly shaped face,
where a faint, underdone pink mingled with the fairness
of the skin. Was she mocking him? She—so matter-
of-fact!

“Where do you live now?” he said.

“I'm on my own, in a studio. You can come and see
it, if you like. Only you'd better understand. I've had
enough of love.”

Fiorsen grinned.

“Even for another?” he said.

Daphne Wing answered calmly:

“I wish you would treat me like a lady.”

Fiorsen bit his lip.

“May I have the pleasure of giving you some tea?”

“Yes, thank you; Pm very hungry. I don’t eat lunch
on matinée days; [ find it better not Do you like my
Ophelia dance?”

““Artificial.”

“Yes—it's done with mirrors and wire netting, you
know. But do I give you the illusion of being mad?”
Fiorsen nodded. “Pm so glad. Shall we go? 1 do want
my tea.”
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She turned round, scrutinised herself in the glass,
touched her hat with both hands, revealing, for a second,
all the poised beauty of her figure, took a little bag from
the back of a chair, and said:

“T think, if you don’'t mind going on, it’s less con-
spicuous. I'll meet you at Ruffel's—they have lovely things
there. Au revoir.”

Bewildered, irritated, queerly meek, Fiorsen passed
down Coventry Street, and entering the empty Ruffel’s,
took a table near the window. A sudden vision of Gyp
sitting on that oaken chest, at the foot of her bed, blotted
the girl clean out, till, looking up, he saw Daphne Wing
outside, gazing at the cakes in the window. She came in.

“Oh, here you are! I should like iced coffee and
walnut cake, and some of those marzipan sweets—oh, and
some whipped cream with my cake. Do you mind?” And,
sitting down, she fixed her eyes on his face.

“Where have you been abroad?”

“Stockholm, Budapest, Moscow, other places.”

“How perfect! Oh! Do you think I'm very English?”

“Utterly. Your kind of------ ” He wras not quite capable
of adding—*your kind of vulgarity could not be produced
anywhere else.”

“My kind of beauty?”

Fiorsen grinned and nodded.

“Oh, I think that’s the nicest thing you ever said to
me! Only, of course, I should like to think I'm more of
the Greek type—pagan, you know.”

Her profile at that moment, against the light, was very
pure and soft in line. And he said:

“I suppose you hate me, little Daphne? You ought to
hate me?”

Daphne Wing’s round, blue-grey eyes passed over him
much as they had been passing over the marzipan.

Beyond 15
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“No; I don't hate you—now. Of course, if I had any
love left for you, I should. Oh, isn't that Irish? But
one can think anybody a rotter without hating them, can'’t
one?”

“So you think me a ‘rotter’?”

“But aren't you? You couldn't be anything else—
could you?—with the sort of things you did.”

“And yet you don’t mind having tea with me?”

Daphne Wing, who had begun to eat, said with her
mouth full:

“You see, I'm independent now, and I know life. That
makes you harmless.”

Fiorsen stretched out his hand and seized hers just
where her little warm pulse was beating very steadily. She
looked at it, changed her fork over, and went on eating
with the other hand. Fiorsen drew his away as if he had
been stung.

“You have changed—that is certain!”

“Yes; you wouldn't expect anything else, would you?
You see, one doesn't go through that for nothing. I think
I was a dreadful little fool------ ” She stopped, with her
spoon on its way to her mouth—"“and yet------ ?

“I love you still, little Daphne.”

A faint sigh escaped her.

“Once I would have given a lot to hear that.”

And, turning her head away, she picked a large walnut
out of her cake and put it into her mouth.

“Are you coming to see my studio? I've got it rather
nice and new. I'm making twenty-five a week; my next
engagement, I'm going to get thirty. I should like Mrs.
Fiorsen to know------ Oh, I forgot; you don’t like me to
speak of her! Why not? I wish you'd tell me!” Gazing
at his furious face, she went on: “I'm not a bit afraid of
you now. I used to be. Oh, how is Count Rosek? Is he
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as pale as ever? Aren't you going to have anything more?
You've had hardly anything. D'you know what I should
like—a chocolate éclair and a raspberry ice-cream soda
with a slice of tangerine in it.”

When she had slowly sucked up that beverage, prod-
ding the slice of tangerine with her straws, they went out
and took a cab. On that journey to her studio, Fiorsen
tried to possess himself of her hand, but, folding her arms
across her chest, she said quietly:

“It’s very bad manners to take advantage of cabs.”
Withdrawing sullenly, he watched her askance. Was she
playing with him? Or had she really ceased to care the
snap of a finger? It seemed incredible. The cab, which
had been threading the maze of Soho streets, stopped.
Daphne Wing alighted, proceeded down a narrow passage
to a green door on the right, and, opening it with a latch-
key, paused to say:

“T like it's being in a little sordid street—it takes
away all amateurishness. It wasn't a studio, of course; it
was the back part of a paper-maker’s. Any space con-
quered for art is something, isn't it?” She led the way up
a few green-carpeted stairs, into a large room with a sky-
light, whose walls were covered in Japanese silk the colour
of yellow azaleas. Here she stood for a minute without
speaking, as though lost in the beauty of her home; then,
pointing to the walls, she said:

“It took me ages, I did it all myself. And look at
my little Japaneses trees; aren’t they dickies?” Six little
dark abortions of trees were arranged scrupulously on a
lofty window-sill, whence the skylight sloped. She added
suddenly: “I think Count Rosek would like this room.
There’s something bizarre about it, isn't there? I wanted
to surround myself with that, you know—to get the

bizarre note into my work. It's so important nowadays.
15*
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But through there I've got a bedroom and a bathroom
and a little kitchen with everything to hand, all quite
domestic; and hot water always on. My people are so
funny about this room. They come sometimes, and stand
about. But they can’t get used to the neighbourhood; of
course it is sordid, but I think an artist ought to be
superior to that.”

Suddenly touched, Fiorsen answered:

“Yes, little Daphne.”

She looked at him, and another tiny sigh escaped her.

“Why did you treat me like you did?” she said. “It’s
such a pity, because now I can't feel anything at all.” And
she suddenly passed the back of her hand across her eyes.
Really moved, Fiorsen went toward her, but she put out
her hand to keep him off, with half a tear glistening on
her eyelashes.

“Please sit down on the divan. Will you smoke?
These are Russians.” And she took a white box of pink-
coloured cigarettes from a little golden birchwood table.
“l have everything Russian and Japanese; 1 think they
help more than anything with atmosphere. I've got a
balalaika; you can’t play on it, can you? What a pity! If
only I had a violin! T should, have liked to hear you play
again.” She clasped her hands: “Do you remember when
I danced to you before the fire?”

Fiorsen remembered very well. The pink cigarette
trembled in his fingers, and he said rather hoarsely:

“Dance to me now, Daphne!”

She shook her head.

“I don’t trust you a yard. Nobody would—would
they?”

Fiorsen started up.

“Then why did you ask me here? What are you play-
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ing at, you little------ ?”  With round unmoving eyes, she
said calmly:

“I thought you'd like to see that I'd got over it—
that’s all. But, of course, if you don’t, you needn’t stop.”

Fiorsen sank back on the divan. A conviction that
everything she said was literal had begun slowly to sink
into him. He puffed smoke out with a laugh.

“What are you laughing at?”

“I was only thinking that you are as great an egoist
as 1.”

“I want to be. It's the only thing, isn't it?”

Fiorsen laughed again.

“You needn’'t worry. You always were.”

She had seated herself on a stool, and answered
gravely:

“l wasn't, while I loved you. But it didn't pay,
did it?”

“It has made a woman of you, Daphne. Your face
is different. Your mouth is prettier. All over, you are
prettier.” Pink came up in Daphne Wing’s cheeks. En-
couraged by that flush, he went on warmly: “If you loved
me now, I should not tire of you. Oh, you can believe me!

She shook her head.

“We won't talk about love, will we? Did you have a
big triumph in Moscow and St. Petersburg? It must be
wonderful to have really great triumphs!”

Fiorsen answered gloomily:

“I made a lot of money.”

“Oh, I expect you're very happy.”

Did she mean to be ironic?

“Pm miserable.”

He got up and went towards her. She looked up in
his face.
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“I'T sorry if youre miserable. 1 know what it feels
like.”

“You can help me not to be. Little Daphne, you can
help me to forget.” He had stopped, and put his hands
on her shoulders. Without moving, she answered:

“T suppose it's Mrs. Fiorsen you want to forget?”

“As if she were dead. Let it all be as it wras,
Daphne! You have grown up; you are a woman now, an
artist.”

Daphne Wing had turned her head towards the stairs.

“That was the bell. Suppose it's my people? It’s just
their time! Oh, isn't that awkward?”

Fiorsen recoiled against the wall. With his head
touching one of the little Japanese trees, he stood biting
his fingers.

“My mother’s got a key, and it's no good putting you
anywhere, because she always has a good look round. But
perhaps it isn’t them. Besides, I'm not afraid now; it makes
a wonderful difference being on one’s own.”

She disappeared. Fiorsen could hear a woman’s acid
voice, a man’s, rather hoarse and greasy, the sound of a
smacking kiss. He stood at bay." Trapped! The little
dovelike devill He saw a lady in a green silk dress, shot
with beetroot colour, a short, thick gentleman with a round,
greyish beard, in a grey suit, having a small dahlia in his
buttonhole, and, behind them, Daphne Wing, flushed, and
round-eyed. He took a step, intending to escape without
more ado. The gentleman said:

“Introduce us, Daisy. 1 didn’t catch—Mr. Dawson?
How do you do, sir? One of my daughter’s impresarios, I
think. ’Appy to meet you, I'm sure.”

Fiorsen bowed. Mr. Wagge’s small piggy eyes fixed
themselves on the dwarf trees.

““She’s got a nice little place here for her work—
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quiet and unconventional. I hope you think well of her
talent, sir? You might go further and fare worse, I
believe.”

Again Fiorsen bowed.

“You may be proud of her,” he said; “she is the
rising star.”

Mr. Wagge cleared his throat.

“Ow,” he said; “ye-es! From a little thing we thought
she had stuff in her. T've come to take a great interest in
her work. Not in my line, but she’s a sticker, and I like
to see perseverance. Where you've that, you've ’alf the
battle of success. So many of these young people seem to
think life’s all play. You must see a lot of that in your
profession, sir.”

“Robert! The name was not Dawson.”

A long moment. On the one side was that vinegary
woman poking her head forward like an angry hen; on
the other, Daphne, her eyes rpund, her cheeks red, her
hands clasped to her perfect breast; in the centre, a broad,
grey-bearded figure, with reddening face, angry eyes, and
hoarsening voice:

“You scoundrel! You infernal scoundrel!” It lurched,
raising a pudgy fist. Fiorsen sprang down the stairs,
wrenched open the door, and sped away.

X

THAT same evening, from the corner of Bury Street,
Summerhay watched Gyp going swiftly to her father’s
house. Gone! The longing to have her always with him
was growing fast. Since her husband knew—why wait?
There would be no rest for either of them, with the menace
of that fellow. She must come away with him abroad—till
things had declared themselves; and then he would find a
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place where they could live and she feel safe and happy.
For this he must set his affairs in order. And he thought:
“No good doing things by halves. Mother must know.
The sooner the better!” With a grimace, he set out for
his aunt’s house in Cadogan Gardens, where his mother
always stayed when in town.

Lady Summerhay was waiting for dinner and reading
a book on dreams. A red-shaded lamp cast a mellow
tinge over her grey frock, one reddish cheek and one white
shoulder. Important, with blonde hair just turning grey,
she had married young and been a widow fifteen years—
a naturally free spirit netted by association with people of
public position. Bubbles were still rising from her sub-
merged soul that would not again set eyes on the horizon.
Neither narrow nor illiberal, as people in society go, she
judged everything now as those of public position must—
discussion, of course, but no alteration in one’s way of
living. The countless movements in which she and her
friends were interested for the emancipation and the benefit
of others, were, in fact, only conduit-pipes for letting off
superfluous goodwill and the directing spirit bred in her.
She acted in terms of the public good, regulated by what
people of position said at lunch and dinner. It was not
her fault that such people lunched and dined. When her
son kissed her, she held up the book, and said:

“I think this man’s book disgraceful; he runs his sex-
idea to death. We aren't all so obsessed as that. He
ought to be put in his own lunatic asylum.”

Summerhay answered:

“I've got bad news for you, Mother.”

Lady Summerhay searched his face apprehensively. She
knew that expression, that poise of his head, as if butting.
He looked like that when he came to her in gambling
scrapes.
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“The people at Mildenham, Major Winton and his
daughter—Pm in love with her—Pm her lover.”

Lady Summerhay gasped.

“Bryan!”

“That fellow she married drinks. She had to leave him
a year ago, with her baby—other reasons, too. Look here,
Mother: this is hateful, but you'd got to know. There’s no
chance of a divorce.” His voice grew higher. “Don’t try
to persuade me out of it. It's no good.”

Lady Summerhay, from whose comely face the frock,
as it were, had slipped, clasped her hands.

The swift descent of “life” on one to whom it had
ever been a series of “cases” was cruel, and her son
felt this without quite realising why. An abominably
desolate piece of news! Taking her hand, he put it to
his lips.

“Cheer up, Mother! She’s happy, and so am [.”

Lady Summerhay could only murmur:

“Is there—is there going to be a scandal?”

“I hope not; but, anyway, /ie knows about it.”

“Society doesn't forgive.”

“Awfully sorry for you, Mother.”

“Oh, Bryan!”

The repetition jarred his nerves.

“You needn’t tell anybody. We don’t know whatll
happen yet.”

In Lady Summerhay all was sore and blank. A woman
she had never seen, whose origin was doubtful, whose
marriage must have soiled her, some kind of a siren, no
doubt! Too hard! She believed in her son, had dreamed
of public position for him, felt he would attain it as a
matter of course. She said feebly:

“This Major Winton is a man of breeding, isn't he?”

“Rather! She’s good enough for anyone. And the
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proudest woman Pve ever met. If you're bothering as
to what to do about her—don’t! She won't want any-
thing of anybody—I can tell you. She won’t accept
crumbs.”

“That’s lucky!” But, gazing at her son, Lady Summer-
hay became aware that she stood on the brink of a down-
fall in his heart. She said coldly:

“Are you going to live together openly?”

“If she will.”

“You don’t know yet?”

“I shall—soon.”

The book on dreams slipped off her lap. She went to
the fireplace and stood looking at her son. His merry
look wras gone; his face was strange to her. She remem-
bered it like that once in the park at Widrington, when
he lost his temper with a pony and came galloping past
her, his curly hair stivered up like a little demon’s. She
said sadly:

“You can hardly expect me to like it for you, Bryan,
even if she is what you say. And isn't there some story?”

“The more there is against her, the more I love her.”

Lady Summerhay sighed.

“What is this man going to do? I heard him play
once.”

“Morally and legally, he’s out of court. I only wish to
God he would bring a case, and I could marry her; but
Gyp says he won't.”

“Gyp? Is that her name?” A sudden longing, not
friendly, to see this woman seized her. “Will you bring
her to see me? I'm alone here till Wednesday.”

“I don’t think she’ll come. Mother, she’s wonderful!”

A smile twisted his mother’s lips. No doubt! Aphro-
dite! And—afterwards?

“Does Major Winton know?”
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“Yes.”

“What does he say to it?”

“From your point of view, or his, it's rotten. But in
her position, everything’s rotten.”

The flood-gates gave way in Lady Summerhay; she
poured forth a stream of words.

“Oh, my dear, can't you pull up? I've seen so many
of these affairs go wrong. It really is not for nothing that
law and conventions are what they are. The pressure’s too
great. It’'s only once in a way—very exceptional people,
very exceptional circumstances. You mayn’t think now that
it'll hamper you, but it will—most fearfully. If you were a
writer or an artist, who could take his work where he likes,
live in a desert if he wants; but you've got to do yours
here in London. Do think, before you go butting up against
society! It's all very well to say it's no affair of anyone’s,
but youll find it is, Bryan. Can you possibly make her
happy in the long run?”

She stopped at the expression on his face.

“Mother, you don't seem to understand. I'm devoted
so that there’s nothing else for me.”

“You mean bewitched.”

“T mean what I say. Good-night!”

“Won’t you stay to dinner, dear?”

But he was gone, and vexation, anxiety, wretchedness,
came on Lady Summerhay. She went to her dinner desolate
and sore.

Summerhay made straight for home. The lamps were
brightening in the early-autumn dusk; a draughty, ruffling
wind flicked a yellow leaf here and there from off the plane-
trees. Evening blue stained the colour of the town—the
hour of fusion when day’s hard and staring shapes are
softening, growing dark, mysterious, and all that broods
behind the lives of men and trees and houses comes down
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on the wings of illusion, and the poetry in a man wells up.
But Summerhay still heard his mother’s voice, and knew
that his hand was against everyone’s. There was a dif-
ference, it seemed to him, in the expression of each passer-
by. Nothing any more would be a matter of course; and
so far everything had been a matter of course. He did
not realise this clearly yet; but had begun to take what
nurses call “notice,” forced on to the defensive against
society.

Putting his latch-key into the lock, he recalled his sen-
sation that afternoon, opening to Gyp for the first time,
furtive, defiant. It would all be defiance now. Lighting
a fire in his sitting-room, he began pulling out drawers,
sorting and destroying, burning, making lists, packing
papers. Finishing, he sat down to smoke. The room was
quiet, and Gyp seemed to fill it with her presence. By
closing his eyes he could see her there by the hearth, as
she stood before they left, turning her face up to him. The
more she loved him, the more he would love her! And he
said aloud: “By God!” The old Scotch terrier, Ossian,
came from his corner and shoved his long black nose into
his master’s hand.

“Come along up, Ossy! Good dog, Oss!” And com-
forted by the warmth of that black body beside him in the
chair, Summerhay fell asleep in front of the fire smoulder-
ing with his past.

Xl

THOUGH Gyp had never seemed to look round, she had
been quite conscious of Summerhay standing where they
had parted, watching her into the house in Bury Street.
The strength of her own feeling surprised her, as a bather
in the sea is surprised, finding her feet will not touch
bottom, carried away by the tide.
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For the second night running, she hardly slept, hearing
Big Ben boom, hour after hour. At breakfast, she told her
father of Fiorsen’s reappearance. He received the news
with a shrewd glance

“Well, Gyp?”

“I told him.”

Curiosity, disapproval, to which he was not entitled,
admiration of her pluck, fears for the consequences, dis-
turbance at knowing her at last launched into the deep
waters of love—it was the least of these feelings that found
expression.

“How did he take it?”

“Rushed away. I feel sure he won’t divorce me.”

“No, I don’'t suppose even he would have that impu-
dence!” And Winton was silent. “Well,” he said sud-
denly, “it's on the knees of the gods then. But be care-
ful, Gyp.”

About noon, Betty returned from the sea, with a
solemn, dark-eyed, cooing little Gyp, brown as a roasted
coffee-berry. When she had been given all that she could
wisely eat after the journey, Gyp carried her off to her
own room, cuddled her up in a shawl and lay down with
her on the bed. A few sleepy cooes and strokings, and
little Gyp left for the land of Nod. Her mother lay gazing
at her black lashes with a kind of passion. She was not
a great child-lover, but this child of hers, with her dark
softness, plump delicacy, giving disposition, cooing voice,
constant adjurations to ‘“‘dear mum,” was adorable, in-
sidiously seductive. She had developed quickly, with the
graceful roundness of a little animal, the perfection of a
flower. The Italian blood of her great-great-grandmother
was prepotent in her as yet; and her hair, which had lost
its baby darkness, was already curving round her neck
and waving on her forehead. One of her tiny brown
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hands had escaped the shawl and grasped its edge with
determined softness. Gyp gazed at the pinkish nails and
their absurdly wee half-moons, at the sleeping tranquillity
stirred by breathing no more than a rose-leaf on a wind-
less day, and her lips grew fuller, trembled, reached to-
ward the dark lashes, till she had to rein her neck back
to stop her self-indulgence.

That evening, at dinner, Winton said calmly:

“I've been to see Fiorsen, and warned him off. Found
him at that fellow Rosek’s. And I met that girl, the
dancer, coming out of the house as I was going in—
made it plain I'd seen her, so I don’t think he’ll trouble
you.”

“How was she looking, Dad?”

Winton smiled. How to convey his impression of
the figure he had seen coming down the steps—of those
eyes growing round at sight of him, of that mouth
opening?

“Much the same. Rather flabbergasted. A white hat
—very smart. Attractive in her way, but common, of
course. Those two were playing the piano and fiddle
when I went up. They tried not to let me in. Queer
place, that!”

Gyp could see it all so well. The black walls, silver
statuettes, Rops drawings, dead rose-leaves and cigarettes
—those two by the piano—her father so cool and dry!

“One can’t stand on ceremony with fellows like that.
I hadn't forgotten that Polish chap’s behaviour to you, my
dear.”

Through Gyp passed a quiver of dread.

“Pm almost sorry you went, Dad. Did you say any-
thing very------ ”

“No; I think I was quite polite. I won’t swear I didn’t
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call one of them a ruffian. They said something about
my presuming on being a cripple.”

“Oh, darling!”

“That Polish chap------ 7

Again she felt that dread. Rosek’s pale, suave face,
with eyes behind which were such hidden things, and lips
sweetish, restrained, sensual—he would never forgive! But
Winton was smiling. He was pleased with an encounter
which had relieved his feelings.

Gyp spent all that evening writing her first real love-
letter. But when, next afternoon at six, in fulfilment of its
wording, she came to Summerhay’s little house, the blinds
were down and it had a deserted look. He should have
been at the window, waiting. Had he, then, not got her
letter, not been home since yesterday? The chill fear
which besets lovers’ hearts at failure of a tryst smote her
for the first time. In the three-cornered garden stood a
decayed Eros with a broken bow—a sparrow on its
greenish shoulder; sooty lilac-leaves round its head, and
at its legs the old Scotch terrier sniffing. “Ossy!” The
old dog came, wagging its tail feebly.

“Master! Where is master?”

Ossian poked his long nose into her calf. She passed
from the deserted house with all manner of frightened
thoughts. Where had he gone? Why had he not let
her know? Her scepticism ran riot. What did she know
of him, except that he said he loved her? The jealous
feelings that had so besieged her at the bungalow when
his letters ceased, came again with redoubled force. There
must be some woman who had claim on him, some girl
whom he admired. She was amazed by her capacity for
jealousy. She had always thought she would be too proud
to feel that sensation, so dark and wretched and undigni-
fied—so horribly real and clinging.
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Winton had gone to his club, and she partook of a
little trumped-up meal; then put on her things again and
slipped out. She went past St. James’s Church into Picca-
dilly, to the farther, crowded side, and began to walk
toward the park. To do a foolish thing was some relief,
and she went along with a faint smile. Women of the
town came rounding out of side streets, with their skilled,
rapid-seeming slowness. And at the discomfited, half-
hostile stares on their rouged and powdered faces, Gyp
felt a wicked glee. She was disturbing, hurting them—and
she wanted to hurt.

A man, in evening dress, with overcoat thrown open,
ranged up beside her. She walked straight on, with her
half-smile, knowing him puzzled and fearfully attracted.
Then at the expression on her face, he wilted away, and
again she felt that wicked glee.

She crossed out into the traffic, to the park side, and
turned back toward St. James’s, possessed now by a pro-
found, black sadness. If only her lover were beside her
among the lights and shadows of the trees, in the warm
air! Why was he not among these passers-by? She could
bring any casual man to her side by a smile, but could
not conjure up the only one she wanted from this great
desert of a town! At the corner of St. James’s Street she
stopped. That was his club. Perhaps he was there, play-
ing cards or billiards, a few yards away, and yet as in an-
other world. Presently he would come out, go to some
music-hall, or stroll home thinking of her—perhaps not even
thinking of her! And, close under the windows of the club,
she hurried home.

Next morning brought a letter. Summerhay wrote from
an inn on the river, asking her to come down by the eleven
o'clock train. He would meet her at the station. He wanted
to show her a house he had seen; they could have the after-
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noon on the river! She received this letter with an ecstasy
she could not quite conceal. And Winton, who had watched
her face, said:

““I think I shall go to Newmarket, Gyp. Home to-morrow
evening.”

In the train on the way down, she sat in a sort of
trance. If her lover had been there, he could not have
seemed nearer.

She saw him as the train ran in; they met without a
handclasp, without word, just looking at each other.

A little victoria ““dug up”—as Summerhay said—
“horse, driver and all,” carried them off, with hands clasped
under cover of the rug.

The day was of early September when the sun is hot,
yet not too hot, and its light falls silken on trees just losing
the opulence of summer, on silvery-gold reaped fields, silvery-
green uplands, golden mustard; when shots ring out in the
distance, and, as one gazes, a leaf falls, without seeming
reason. By a lane, past a clump of beeches, they reached
a lonely house, of very old red brick, covered by Virginia
creeper just turning; with an ingle-nook and low, broad
chimneys. Before it was a walled, neglected lawn, with
poplars and a large walnut-tree. The sunlight seemed to
have collected in that garden, and there was a great hum-
ming of bees. Above the trees, the downs could be seen
where racehorses, they said, were trained. Summerhay had
the keys, and they went in. It was like a child’s “pretend-
ing”—to imagine they were going to live there together, to
sort out the rooms and consecrate each. She would not
spoil it by argument or admission of the need for a decision.
And when he asked:

“Well, darling, what do you think of it?” she only an-

wered:
Beyond 16
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“Oh, lovely, in a way; but let’'s go back to the river and
make the most of it”

They took boat at the inn where he was staying. To
Summerhay, a rowing man at Oxford, the river was known
from Lechlade to Richmond; but Gyp had never in her
life been on it, and its placid magic almost overwhelmed
her. On this glistening, windless day, to drift along past
the bright, flat water-lily leaves over the greenish depths;
to listen to the pigeons cooing, watch the dragon-flies
flitting past, the fish leaping lazily, letting her hand dabble
in the water, cooling her sun-warmed cheek with it, gazing
at her lover, was a voyage down the river of dreams, the
fulfilment of felicity. Had she really had a life with another
man only a year ago!

But when, in the last backwater, he tied the boat up
and came to sit with her once more, it was already late,
and the vague melancholy of the shadowy river came steal-
ing into her. With a sinking at her heart, she heard him
begin to plead.

“Gyp, we must go away together. We can never stand
it apart, just snatching hours like this.”

“Why not, darling? Hasn't this been perfect? What
mcould we ever have more perfect? It's been paradise it-
self!”

“Yes; but to be thrown out every day! To be whole
days and nights without you! Gyp, you must! Don’t you
love me enough?”

“Too much. It's tempting Providence to change. Let’s
go on as we are, Bryan.”

“Why are you afraid?”

“Oh! Let it be like this. Don't let’s change or risk
anything.”

“Is it people—society—you're afraid of? I thought vou
wouldn’t care.”
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Gyp smiled.

“Society? No; I'm not afraid of that.”

“What, then? Of me?”

“l don’t know. Men soon get tired. I'm a doubter;
I can't help it.”

“As if anyone could tire of you? Are you afraid of
yourself?”

Again Gyp smiled.

““Not of loving too little.”

“How can one love too much?”

She drew his face down to her lips.

“No, Bryan; let's go on as we are. I'll make up to
you when I'm with you. If you were to tire of me, I
couldn’t bear it.”

For a long time more he pleaded—with anger, with
kisses, with reasonings; but, to all, she opposed that
same tender, half-mournful “No.” It was dusk when
they left the boat, and dew was falling. Just before
they reached the station, she caught his hand to her
breast

“Darling, don’'t be angry with me! Perhaps I will—
some day.”

And, in the train, she tried to think herself once more
in the boat, among the shadows and the whispering reeds
and all the quiet wonder of the river.

XI1

SHE let herself in stealthily, and went up at once to her
room. She was taking off her blouse when Betty entered,
with tears rolling down her cheeks.

“Betty! What is it?”

“Oh, my dear, where have you been? They've stolen

her! That wicked man—your husband—he took her right
16*
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out of her pram—and went off with her in a great car—
he and that other one! I've been half out of my mind!”
Gyp stared aghast. “The major away and all—what was
I to do? I'd just turned round to shut the gate of the
square gardens, and I never saw him till he’d put his great
long arm over the pram and snatched her out.” And, sit-
ting on the bed, she gave way utterly.

Gyp stood motionless, in terror. That vengeful wretch,
Rosek!

“Oh, Betty, she must be crying!”

A fresh outburst of moans was the only answer. And
she remembered suddenly what the lawyer had said a
year ago—in law, Fiorsen could claim her child. She
could have got her back, then, by bringing a horrible case
against him, but now—perhaps she could not. Was
it her return to Fiorsen that they aimed at—or the
giving up of her lover? She went over to her mirror,
saying:

“We'll go at once, Betty, and get her back somehow.
Wash your face.”

While she made ready, she fought down those two
horrible fears—of losing her child, of losing her lover; the
less she feared, the better she could act, the more subtly
swiftly. Somewhere she had a little stiletto, given her a
long time ago. She hunted it out, slipped off its red-leather
sheath, and, stabbing the point into a tiny cork, slipped it
beneath her blouse. Ifthey could steal her baby they were
capable of anything. She wrote a note to her father, telling
him what had happened, and where she had gone. Then,
in a taxi, they set forth. Cold water and the calmness of
her mistress had removed from Betty the main traces of
emotion; but she clasped Gyp’s hand, and gave vent to
heavy sighs.

Gyp would not think. If she thought of her little one
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crying, she knew she would cry too. But her hatred for
those who had dealt this cowardly blow grew within her.
She took a resolution and said quietly:

“Mr. Summerhay, Betty. That's why they've stolen our
darling. I suppose you know he and I care for each other.
They've stolen her so as to make me do anything they
like.”

A wheeze answered her.

That moon-face seemed all in conflict between morality
and belief in Gyp, fears for her and wishes for her happi-
ness, the loyal retainer and the old nurse.

“Oh dear! He’s a nice gentleman, too! I never did
hold you was rightly married to that foreigner in that hor-
rible registry place—no music, no flowers, no blessin’
asked, nor nothing. I cried me eyes out at the time.”

“No; Betty, I only thought 1 was in love.” A con-
vulsive squeeze and creaking heralded a fresh outburst.
“Don’t cry; we're just there. Think of our darling!”

The cab stopped. Feeling for her little weapon, she
got out, and with her hand slipped firmly under Betty’s arm,
led the way upstairs, haunted by memories of Daphne Wing
and Rosek, of that large woman—what was her name?—
of other faces and unholy hours; memories of late return-
ings down these wide stairs out to their cab, of Fiorsen
beside her in the darkness, his face moody in the corner
or pressed close to hers. Once they had walked a long
way homeward in the dawn, Rosek with them. Dim, unreal
memories! Grasping Betty’s arm more firmly, she rang
the bell.

““Is Mr. Fiorsen in, Ford?”

“No, ma’am; Mr. Fiorsen and Count Rosek went into
the country this afternoon. I haven't their address at present.”
She must have turned white, for she heard the man say:
“Anything I can get you, ma’am?”
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“When did they start, please?”

“One o'clock, ma’am—by car. Count Rosek was
driving. I should say they won’t be away long—they just
had their bags with them. 1 could let you know the
moment they return, ma’am, if you'll kindly leave me your
address.”

Giving her card and murmuring:

“Thank you, Ford; thank you very much,” she grasped
Betty’s arm again and leaned heavily on her going down
the stairs.

It was real, black fear now. To lose helpless things—
children—dogs—and know for certain that one cannot
get to them, no matter what they may be suffering! To
be pinned down to ignorance and have in her ears the
crying of her child—this horror Gyp suffered now. And
nothing to be done! Nothing but to go to bed and wait!
Mercifully—thanks to her long day in the open—she fell
at last into a dreamless sleep. When she was called, there
was a letter from Fiorsen on the tray with her tea.

“GYP

“I am not a baby-stealer like your father. The law
gives me the right to my own child. But swear to give
up your lover, and the baby shall come back to you
at once. If you do not give him up, I will take her away
out of England. Send me an answer to this post-office,
and do not let your father try any tricks upon me.

“GUSTAV FIORSEN.”

Beneath was written the address of a West End post-
office.

After a moment of mental anguish, her wits and
wariness came back. Had he been drinking when he
wrote that letter? She could fancy she smelled brandy,
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but it was easy to fancy what one wanted to. She read it
through again. If he had composed the wording himself,
he would never have resisted a gibe at the law, or a gibe
at himself for thus safeguarding her virtue. It was Rosek’s
dictation. Her anger flamed up anew. Why need she her-
self be scrupulous? She sprang out of bed and wrote:

“How could you do such a brutal thing? At all events,
let the darling have her nurse. It’s not like you to let a
little child suffer. Betty will be ready to come the minute
you send for her. As for myself, you must give me time
to decide. I will let you know within two days.
“Gyp.”

When she had sent this off, and a telegram to her
father at Newmarket, she read Fiorsen’s letter once more,
and was more than ever certain it was Rosek’s wording.
And, suddenly, she thought of Daphne Wing. Through her
there might be a chance. She seemed to see again the
girl lying white and void of hope, robbed by death of her
own babe. Surely it was worth trying.

An hour later, her cab stopped before the Wagges’
door. She was ringing the bell when a voice from behind
her said:

“Allow me; I have a key. Ow, it’'s you!” Mr. Wagge,
in professional habiliments, was standing there. ““Come in;
come in,” he said. I was wondering whether perhaps we
shouldn’t be seeing you after what’s transpired.”

Hanging up his tall black hat, craped nearly to the
crown, he said huskily:

“I did think we’d seen the last of that,” and opened
the dining-room door.

In that too well remembered room the table was laid
with a stained white cloth and a bottle of Worcester sauce.
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The little blue bowl was gone; nothing now marred the
harmony of red and green. Gyp said quickly:

“Doesn’t Daph—Daisy live at home, then, now?”

On Mr. Wagge’s face suspicion, relief, and craftiness
were blended with that furtive admiration which Gyp seemed
always to excite in him.

“Do I understand that you—er-----

“I came to ask if Daisy would do something for me.”

Mr. Wagge blew his nose.

“You didn’t know------ 7

“Yes; 1 dare say she sees my husband; but I don't
mind—he’s nothing to me now.”

Mr. Wagge's face became further complicated by the
expression of a husband.

“Well, it's not to be wondered at, perhaps, in the cir-
cumstances. I'm sure I always thought------ 7

Gyp interrupted swiftly.

“Please, Mr. Wagge—please! Will you give me Daisy’s
address?”

Mr. Wagge remained a moment in deep thought, then
said, in a gruff, jerky voice:

“Seventy-three Comrade Street, So'o. Up to seeing
him there on Tuesday, I must say I cherished every
hope. Now I'm only sorry I didn’t strike him—he was
too quick for me------ ” He had raised one of his gloved
hands and was sawing it up and down. <It’s her blasted
independence—I beg pardon—but who wouldn't?” he ended
suddenly.

Gyp passed him.

“Who wouldn't?” she heard his voice behind her. I
did think she’d have run straight this time------ ”  And
while she was fumbling at the outer door, his pudgy face,
with its round grey beard, protruded over her shoulder.
“If you're going to see her, I hope you'll------ 7
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In her cab Gyp shivered. Once she had lunched with
her father at a restaurant in the Strand. It had been full
of Mr. Wagges.

X1

SEVENTY-THREE Comrade Street, Soho, was difficult to
find; but, with the aid of a milk-boy, Gyp discovered the
right door. A plump white hand and wrist emerging took
the can, and Daphne Wing’s voice said:

“Oh, where’s the cream?”

“Ain’t got none.”

“Oh! T told you always—two pennyworth at twelve
o'clock.”

“Two penn’orth.” The boy’s eyes goggled.

“Didn’'t you want to speak to her, miss?” He beat
the closing door. “Lidy wants to speak to you! Good-
mornin’, miss.”

The figure of Daphne Wing in a blue kimono was re-
vealed. Her eyes peered round at Gyp.

“Oh!” she said.

“May I come in?”

“Oh, yes! Oh, do! TI've been practising. Oh, I am
glad to see you!”

In the middle of the studio, a little table was laid for
two. Daphne Wing went up to it, holding in one hand
the milk-can and in the other a short knife, with which
she had evidently been opening oysters. She turned round
to Gyp. Her face was deep pink, and so was her neck,
which ran V-shaped down into the folds of her kimono.
Her eyes, round as saucers, met Gyp’s.

“Oh, Mrs. Fiorsen, I am glad! 1 really am. 1 wanted
you so much to see my room—do you like it? How did
you know where I was?” She looked down and added:
“I think I'd better tell you. Mr. Fiorsen came here,
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and, since then, I've seen him at Count Rosek’s—and—

“Yes; but don't trouble to tell me, please.”

Daphne Wing hurried on.

“Of course, I'm quite mistress of myself now.” Then,
all at once, the uneasy woman-of-the-world mask dropped
from her face, and she seized Gyp’s hand. ““Oh, Mrs.
Fiorsen, I shall never be like you!”

“l hope not” How could she ask this girl any-
thing? She choked back that feeling, and said stonily:
“Do you remember my baby? No, of course; you never
saw her. He and Count Rosek have just taken her away
from me.”

Daplme Wing convulsively squeezed the hand.

“Oh, what a wicked thing! When?”

“Yesterday afternoon.”

“Oh, I am glad 1 haven't seen him since! Oh, I
do think that was wicked! Aren’t you dreadfully dis-
tressed?” The least of smiles played on Gyp’s mouth.
Daphne Wing burst forth: “D’you know—I think—I think
your self-control is something awful. It frightens me. If
my baby had lived and been stolen like that, I should have
been half dead by now.”

Gyp answered stonily:

“Yes; I want her back, and I wondered------

Daphne Wing clasped her hands.

“Oh, I expect I can make him------ > She stopped,
confused, then added hastily: “Are you sure you don't
mind?”

“I shouldn’t mind if he had fifty loves. Perhaps he
has.”

Daphne Wing's teeth came down rather viciously on
her lower lip.

“l mean him to do what Z want now, not what he
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wants me. That's the only way when you love. Oh,
don’t smile like that, please; you do make me feel so—
uncertain.”

“When are you going to see him next?”

Daphne Wing grew very pink.

“He might be coming in to lunch. It's not as if he
were a stranger, is it?” Casting up her eyes a little,
she added: “He won't even let me speak your name;
it makes him mad. That's why I'm sure he still loves
you; only, his love is so funny.” And, seizing Gyp's
hand: “T shall never forget how good you were to me.
I do hope you—you love somebody else.” Gyp pressed
those damp, clinging fingers, and Miss Wing hurried on:
“I'm sure your baby’s a darling. How you must be suffer-
ing! You look quite pale. But it isn't any good suffering.
I learned that.”

Gyp bent forward and put her lips to the girl’s fore-
head.

“Good-bye. My baby would thank you if she knew.”

And she turned to go. She heard a sob. But before
she could speak, Daphne Wing struck herself on the throat,
and said, in a strangled voice:

“Tha—that’s idiotic! I—I haven’t cried since—since,
you know. I—I'm perfect mistress of myself; only, I—only
—1I suppose you reminded me—I never cry!”

Those words and the sound of a hiccough accompanied
Gyp down the alley to her cab.

Back in Bury Street, she found Betty sitting in the
hall with her bonnet on. She had not been sent for, nor
had any reply come from Newmarket. Gyp could not
eat, could settle to nothing. She went up to her bed-
room to get away from the servants’ eyes. Every other
minute she stopped to listen to sounds that meant nothing,
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went a hundred times to the window. Betty was in the
nursery opposite; Gyp could hear her moving about
among her household gods. Presently those sounds ceased,
and, peering into the room, she saw the stout woman
sitting on a trunk, with her back turned, uttering heavy
sighs. Gyp stole back into her own room, trembling. If
—if her baby really could not be recovered except by that
sacrifice! If that cruel letter were the last word, and she
forced to decide between them! Which would she give up?
Which follow—her lover or her child?

She went to the window for air—the pain about her
heart was dreadful. She felt dizzy from the violence of a
struggle that refused coherent thought or feeling, was just
a dumb pull of instincts, both so strong—how terribly
strong she had not till then realised.

Her eyes fell on the picture that reminded her of
Bryan; it seemed now to have no resemblance—none. He
was much too real, and loved, and wanted. Less than
twenty-four hours ago, she had turned a deaf ear to his
pleading that she should go to him for ever. How funny!
She would rush to him now—go when and where he
liked! If only she were back in his arms! Never could
she give him up! But then in her ears sounded the cooing
words, “Dear mum!” Her baby—that tiny thing—how
could she give her up, never again hold close and kiss
that round, perfect little body, that grave little dark-eyed
face?

The roar of London came in through the open window.
So much life, so many people—and not a soul could help!
She left the window and went to the cottage-piano she had
there, out of Winton’s way. And she sat with arms folded,
looking at the keys. The song that girl had sung at
Fiorsen’s concert—song of the broken heart—came back
to her.
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No, no; she couldn't—couldn’t! It was to her lover
she would cling. And tears ran down her cheeks.

A cab had stopped below, but not till Betty came rush-
ing in did she look up.

X1V

WHEN, trembling violently, she entered the dining-room,
Fiorsen was standing by the sideboard, holding the child.
He came straight up and put her into Gyp’s arms.

“Take her,” he said, “and do what you will. Be
happy.”

Hugging her baby, Gyp answered nothing. She could
not have spoken a word to save her life; grateful, be-
wildered, abashed, yet instinctively aware of something
evanescent and unreal in his altruism. Daphne Wing! What
bargain did this represent?

Fiorsen must have felt the chill ofthis instinctive vision,
for he cried out:

“You never believed in me; you never thought me cap-
able of good!”

Gyp bent to hide the quivering of her lips.

“lI am sorry—very sorry.”

Fiorsen looked into her face.

“By God, I am afraid I shall never forget you—never!”

Tears had come into his eyes, and Gyp watched them,
moved, troubled, but still deeply mistrustful.

He brushed his hand across his face. “He means me
to see them!” she thought.

Fiorsen saw, and muttering suddenly:

“Good-bye, Gyp! I am not all bad!” was gone.

That passionate “I am not!” saved Gyp from break-
down. Even at his highest pitch of abnegation, he could
not forget himself.
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Overwhelming relief is slowly realised; but presently it
seemed as if she must cry out, and tell the whole world
of her intoxicating happiness. And the moment little
Gyp was in Betty’'s arms, she sat down and wrote to
Summerhay:

“DARLING,

“I've had a fearful time. My baby was stolen by him
while I was with you. He wrote saying he would give her
back if I gave you up. But I found I couldn’t give you
up, not even for my baby. And then, a few minutes ago,
he brought her—none the worse. To-morrow we shall all
go down to Mildenham; but very soon, if you still want
me, I'll come with you wherever you like. My father and
Betty will take care of my treasure till we come back; and
then, perhaps, the old red house we saw—after all. Only
—mnow is the time for you to draw back. Don't let any
foolish pity—or honour—weigh with you; be utterly sure,
I beseech you. I can just bear it now if it’s for your good.
The worst misery of all would be to make you unhappy.
Oh, make sure—make sure! I shall understand. I mean
this with every bit of me. And now, good-night, and per-
haps—good-bye.

“Your
“GYP.”

She read it over. Did she really mean that she could
bear it if he drew back—if, looking into the far future, he
decided that she was not worth the candle?

She closed and sealed the letter. Why had one a heart
so much too soft?

Ten days later, at Mildenham station, holding her
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father’s hand, Gyp could scarcely see him for the mist be-
fore her eyes.

“Good-bye, my love! Take care of yourself; wire from
London, and again from Paris. He has luck; I had none.”

The mist became tears, rolled down, fell on his glove.

“Not too long out there, Gyp!”

She pressed her wet cheek to his. The train moved,
but, so long as she could see, she watched him waving his
grey hat; then sat down, blinded with tears behind her veil.
She had not cried when she left him the day of her fatal
marriage; she cried now that she was leaving him to go to
happiness.

But her heart had grown since then.



PART IV

LITTLE Gyp, aged nearly four and a half that first of
May, stood at the edge of the tulip border, bowing to two
hen turkeys who were poking their heads among the flowers.
She was very like her mother, with the same oval-shaped
face, dark arched brows, large and clear brown eyes; but
she had the modern child’s open-air look; her hair, curling
over at the ends, was not allowed to be long, and her
polished brown legs were bare to the knees.

“Turkeys! You aren’t good, are you? Come on/“
And, stretching out her hands with the palms held up, she
backed away from the tulip bed. The turkeys, trailing
delicately their long-toed feet and uttering liquid inter-
rogations, moved after her in hopes of what she was not
holding in her little brown hands. The slanting sun painted
that small procession—the deep blue frock of little Gyp,
the glint of gold in the chestnut of her hair; the daisy-
starred grass; the dark birds with translucent red dewlaps
and checkered tails; the tulips, puce, red and yellow.
Having lured them to the open gate, little Gyp raised her-
self, and said:

“Aren’t you duffies, dears? Shoo!” And on the tails
of the turkeys she shut the gate. Then she went to where,
under the walnut-tree—the one large tree of that walled
garden—a very old Scotch terrier was lying. Sitting
down beside him, she began stroking his white muzzle,
saying:

“Ossy, Ossy, do you love me?”
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Then, seeing her mother in the porch, she jumped up,
and crying out: “Ossy—Ossy! Walk!” rushed to Gyp
and embraced her legs, while the old Scotch terrier slowly
followed.

Nearly three years had changed Gyp a little. Her face
was softer, rather more grave, her form a little fuller, her
hair darker, and, instead of waving in wings, smoothly
gathered round in a lustrous helmet, better revealing the
shape of her head.

“Darling, go and ask Pettance to put a fresh piece of
sulphur in Ossy’s water-bowl, and to cut up his meat finer.
You can give Hotspur and Brownie two lumps of sugar
each; and then we'll go out.” Going on her knees, she
parted the old dog’s hair, and examined his eczema, think-
ing: ““Oh, ducky, you're not smelling your best! Yes; only
—mnot my face!”

A telegraph-boy was coming from the gate. She opened
the missive with the faint tremor she always felt when Sum-
merhay was not with her.

“Detained; shall be down by last train; need not come
up to-morrow.—BRYAN.”

When the boy was gone, she stooped and stroked the
old dog’s head.

“Master home all day to-morrow, Ossy—master home!”

A voice from the path said, “Beautiful evenin’, ma’am.”

The ““old scoundrel,” Pettance, stiffer in the anklejoints,
with more lines in his gargoyle’s face, fewer stumps in his
gargoyle’s mouth, more film over his dark, burning little
eyes, was standing before her, and, behind him, little Gyp,
one foot rather before the other, as Gyp had been wont to
stand, waited gravely.

“Oh, Pettance, Mr. Summerhay will be at home all to-

Bevond 1?
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morrow, and we'll go a long ride; and when you exercise,
will you call at the inn, in case I don't go that way, and
tell Major Winton I expect him to dinner to-night?”

“Yes, ma’am; and I've seen the pony for little Miss
Gyp this morning, ma’am. It’s a mouse pony, five year
old, sound, good temper, pretty little paces. 1 says to the
man: ‘Don’t you come it over me, I says; ‘I was born on
an 'orse. Talk of twenty pound for that pony! Ten, and
lucky to get it!” ‘Well, he says, ‘Pettance, it's no good
to talk round an’' round with you. Fifteen!" he says. ‘Tl
throw you one in,” I says, ‘Eleven! Take it or leave it
‘Ah!" he says, ‘Pettance, you know 'ow to buy an ’orse.
All right! he says; ‘twelve!’ She’s worth all of fifteen,
ma’am, and the major’s passed her. So ifyou likes to have
‘er, there she is!”

Gyp looked at her little daughter, who had given one
excited hop, but now stood still, her eyes flying up at her
mother and her lips parted; and she thought: “The darling!
She never begs for anything!”

“Very well, Pettance; buy her.”

“Yes, ma’am—very good, ma’am. Beautiful evenin’,
ma’am.” And, withdrawing at his gait of one whose feet
are at permanent right angles to the legs, he mused: ““And
that'll be two in my pocket.”

Ten minutes later Gyp, with her child and dog, set
out for their evening walk. They went, not as usual, up
to the downs, but towards the river, making for what they
called “the wild”—two sedgy meadows, hedged by banks
on which grew oaks and ashes. An old stone linhay,
covered to its broken thatch by a huge ivy bush, stood
at the angle where the meadows met. The spot, strange
in that kempt countryside of cornfields, grass, and beech-
clumps, was favoured by beasts and birds, and little Gyp
had recently seen two baby hares. From an oak-tree,
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where the crinkled leaves were not yet large enough to
hide him, a cuckoo was calling, and they stopped to look
till he flew off. The singing and serenity, the green and
golden oaks and ashes, the flowers—marsh-orchis, ladies’
smocks, and cuckoo-buds, starring the rushy grass—all
brought to Gyp that feeling of the uncapturable spirit
which lies behind the forms of nature, the shadowy, hover-
ing smile of life ever vanishing and springing again out
of death. Close to the linhay a bird came flying in wide
circles, uttering shrill cries. It had a long beak, long,
pointed wings, and seemed distressed. Little Gyp squeezed
her mother’s hand.

“Isn’t it a poor bird, Mum?”

“It’s a curlew. Perhaps its mate is hurt.”

“What is its mate?”

“The bird it lives with.”

“It’s afraid of us.”

“Shall we go and see if we can find out what’s the
matter?”

The curlew continued to circle, always uttering those
shrill cries. Little Gyp said:

“Mum, could we speak to it? Because we're not going
to hurt nothing, are we?”

“Of course not, darling! But I'm afraid the poor bird’s
too wild. Try, if you like.”

Little Gyp’s piping joined the curlew’s cries in the quiet
of the evening.

“Oh, look; its dipping close to the ground, over there
—it's got a nestt We won’t go near, wall we?”

Little Gyp echoed in a hushed voice:

“It's got a nest.”

They stole back out of the gate close to the linhay, the
curlew still flighting and crying behind them.

“Aren’t we glad the mate isn't hurt, Mum?”

17
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Gyp answered with a shiver:

“Yes, darling, fearfully glad. Shall we go down and
ask Grandy to come up to dinner?”

Little Gyp hopped. And [they went towards the
river.

At the river inn Winton had for two years had rooms.
He had refused to make his home with Gyp, desiring to
be on hand only when she wanted him. He led a simple
life in those simple quarters, riding with her when Summer-
hay was in town, laying plans for the defence of her posi-
tion, visiting the cottagers, devoting himself to the whims
of little Gyp. This moment, when his grandchild was to
begin to ride, was in a manner sacred to one for whom
life had scant meaning apart from horses. Looking at them,
hand in hand, Gyp thought: ““Dad loves her as much as
he loves me now.”

Lonely dinner at the inn was an affliction studiously
concealed; he accepted their invitation without alacrity.

The Red House contained nothing that had been in
Gyp’s married home except the piano. It had white walls,
furniture of old oak, and reproductions of her favourite
pictures. Winton got on well enough with Summerhay,
but enjoyed himself rpuch more when alone with his
daughter. This evening he was especially glad to have her
to himself, she had seemed of late rather grave and ab-
sent-minded.

“I wish you saw more people,” he said.

“Oh no, Dad.”
Watching her smile, he thought: “That’s not ‘sour
grapes’------ What is the trouble, then?”

“T suppose you've not heard anything of Fiorsen
lately?”

“Not a word. But he’s playing again in London this
season, I see.”
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“Ah! that’ll cheer them.” It was not that, then. But
there was something!

“I hear that Bryan’s going ahead. I met a man in
town last week who spoke of him as the most promising
junior at the bar.”

“Yes; he’s doing awfully well.” A faint sigh caught
his ears. “Would you say he’s changed much since you
knew him, Dad?”

“A little less jokey.”

“Yes; he’s lost his laugh.”

Evenly and softly said, it affected Winton.

“Can’t expect him to keep that,” he answered, “‘turn-
ing people inside out, day after day—and most of them
rotten.”

Strolling back in the moonlight, he wished he had said
directly: “Are you worrying about him—or have people
been making themselves unpleasant?”

In these last three years he had become unconsciously
inimical to his own class, more than ever friendly to the
poor—visiting the labourers, small farmers, small tradesmen,
doing them little turns, giving their children sixpences.
That they could not afford to put on airs of virtue escaped
him; he perceived only that they were respectful and
friendly to Gyp. His heart warmed to them in proportion
as he grew exasperated with the two or three landed
families, and that parvenu lot in the riverside villas.

When he first came down, the chief landowner—a man
he had known for years—had invited him to lunch. He
had accepted with the deliberate intention of finding out
where he was, and had taken the first natural opportunity
of mentioning his daughter. She was, he said, devoted to
her flowers; the Red House had quite a good garden. His
friend’s wife had answered with a nervous smile: “Oh!
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yes; of course—yes.” And silence had fallen. Since then,
Winton had saluted his friend and his friend’s wife with
frigid politeness. He had not gone there fishing for Gyp
to be called on, but to show these people that his daughter
could not be slighted with impunity. And yet, man of the
world to his finger-tips, he knew perfectly well that, living
with a man to whom she was not married, she could not
be recognised by people with any pretensions to goodness;
Gyp was beyond even the debatable ground on which stood
those who have been divorced and are married again. But
even a man of the world is not proof against the warping
of devotion, and Winton was ready to charge any windmill
at any moment on her behalf.

Exhaling the last puffs of his good-night cigarette, he
thought: ““What wouldn't I give for the old days, and a
chance to wing some of these moral upstarts!”

II

THE last train was not due till eleven-thirty, and Gyp
went to Summerhay’s study, over which was their bed-
room. She would have been horrified if she had known
of her father’s sentiments. She had certainly no wish to
see more people. The conditions of her life often seemed
to her ideal. She was free of people she did not care
about, and of all empty social functions. Everything
she had now was real—love, and nature, riding, music,
animals, and poor people. What else was worth having?
It often seemed to her that books and plays about un-
happy women in her position were false. If one loved,
what could one want better? Such women could have no
pride; or else could not really love! She had recently
been reading ‘““Anna Karenina,” and had often said to
herself: ““There’s something not true about it—as if
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Tolstoi wanted to make us believe that Anna was secretly
feeling remorse. If one loves, one doesn't feel remorse.”

She derived positive joy from the feeling that her love
imposed isolation; she liked to be apart—for him. Be-
sides, by her birth she was outside the fold of society,
her love beyond the love of those within it—as her
father’s love had been before her. And her pride greater
than theirs, too. How could women mope and moan
because they were cast out, and try to scratch their way
back where they were not welcome? Even if Fiorsen
died, would she marry her lover? What difference would
it make? She could not love him more. For herself,
she would rather go on as she was. But for him, she
was not certain. He was not bound now, could leave
her when he tired! And yet—did he not perhaps feel
himself more bound than if they were married—unfairly
bound? It was this thought—this shadow of a thought—
which had given her, of late, the extra gravity noticed
by her father.

In that unlighted room with the moonbeams drifting
in, she sat down at Summerhay’s bureau, where he often
worked too late at his cases, depriving her of himself.
Resting her bare elbows on the wood, she gazed out into
the moonlight, drifting on a stream of memories beginning
from the year when he came into her life.

So many memories, nearly all happy! Adroit of the
jeweller who put the human soul together to give it
power to forget the dark and remember sunshine! The
year and a half of her life with Fiorsen, the empty
months that followed it were as mist dispersed by the
radiance of the last three years. The only cloud had
been the doubt whether Summerhay really loved her as
much as she loved him. Her mind was ever at stretch
on that point, comparing past days and nights with the
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days and nights of the present. Her prevision that, when
she loved, it would be desperately, had been fulfilled.
He had become her life. And since her besetting
strength and weakness alike was pride—no wonder that
she doubted.

For their Odyssey they had gone to Spain—that
brown un-European land of “lyrio” flowrers, and cries of
“Agua!” in the streets, where the men seem cleft to the
waist when astride of horses, under their wide black hats,
and black-clothed women with wonderful eyes still look
as if they missed Eastern veils. They had spent a month
of gaiety and glamour, last days of September, early
days of October, a revel of enchanted wanderings in the
streets of Seville, of embraces and laughter, of strange
scents, strange sounds, of orange light and velvety
shadows, and all the warmth and deep gravity of Spain.
The Alcazar, the cigarette-girls, the Gipsy dancers of
Triana, the old brown ruins to which they rode, the
streets, and the square with its grave talkers sitting on
benches in the sun, the water-sellers and the melons;
the mules, and the dark ragged man out of a dream,
picking up the ends of cigarettes, the wine of Malaga,
the grapes of Alicante! They had come back across
the burnt uplands of Castile to Madrid and Goya and
Velasquez, till it was time for Paris, before the law-term
began. There, in a queer little French hotel they had
spent a week with many pleasant memories, and one
disconcerting. On the last night they were having supper
after the theatre, when in a mirror she saw three people
come in and take seats at a table behind—Fiorsen,
Rosek, and Daphne Wing! While they were ordering,
she was safe, for Rosek was a gourmet, and the girl
would certainly be hungry; but, after that, nothing could
save her being seen! Should she pretend to feel faint
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and slip out? Or let Bryan know? Or sit there talking,
eating, as if nothing were behind her?

Her face in the mirror had a flush, her eyes were
bright. They would see that she was happy in her love.
Her foot sought Summerhay’s beneath the table. Splendidly
brown and fit he looked, compared with those pale, towny
creatures! And he was gazing at her as though just
discovering her beauty. How could she ever have endured
that man with his little beard, his white face, those eyes!
Then, in the mirror, she saw Rosek’s dark-circled eyes
betray recognition by a sudden gleam, saw his lips
compressed, and a faint red come up in his cheeks.
What would he do? The girl's back was turned—she
was eating. And Fiorsen was staring straight before him
in that moody way she knew so well. All depended on
that deadly little man, who had once kissed her throat.
She felt quite sick. If her lover knew that within five
yards of him were those two men! Rosek had seen that
she was conscious. She saw him whisper to the girl.
Daphne Wing turned to look, her mouth opened in a
smothered ““Oh!” and Gyp saw her uneasy glance at
Fiorsen. Surely she would want to get away before he
saw! Yes; very soon she rose. What little airs—quite
mistress of the situation! The wrap must be placed
exactly on her shoulders; and how she walked, with one
startled look back from the door. Gone! Gyp said:

“Let’s go, darling.”

She felt as if they had both escaped a deadly peril—
not from anything those two could do to him or her, but
from the ache and jealousy which the sight of that man
would have brought him.

All through the first weeks of life together, there was
a kind of wise watchfulness in Gyp. He was only a boy
in knowledge, though his character was so much more
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decided, active, and insistent than her own; it lay with her
to shape the course, avoid the shallows and sunken rocks.
While the house under the Berkshire downs was being got
ready, they lived at a London hotel. She let him tell no
one of their life together. She wanted to be firmly settled
in first, with little Gyp and Betty and the horses, as much
like respectable married life as possible. But in the first
week after their return a card was brought up to her:
“Lady Summerhay.” When the page-boy was gone, she
looked at herself doubtfully in the glass. She seemed to
know exactly what that tall woman whom she had seen on
the platform would think of her—soft, not capable, not
right for him!—not even if legally his wife. And touching
her hair, laying a dab of scent on her eyebrows, she went
downstairs fluttering, outwardly calm.

In the low-roofed lounge, ‘entirely renovated,” her
visitor was rapidly turning the pages of a magazine, as
people will at a dentist’s when their minds are set on a
coming operation. And she thought: “I believe she’s more
frightened than I am!”

Lady Summerhay held out a gloved hand.

“How do you do? 1 hope you'll forgive my com-
ing.”

s “It was very good of you. I'm sorry Bryan isn't in.
Will you have some tea?”

“I've had tea; but do let’s sit down. How do you find
the hotel?”

“Very nice.”

On a velvet lounge that had survived renovation, they
sat side by side, screwed round towards each other.

“Bryan’s told me what a pleasant time you had abroad.
He’s looking very well, I think. I'm devoted to him, you
know.”

Gyp answered softly:
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“Yes, you must be.” Her heart felt suddenly hard as
flint.

Lady Summerhay gave her a quick look.

“I—I hope you won’t mind my being frank—1I've been
so w'orried. It's an unhappy position, isn’t it. If there’s
anything I can do to help, I should be so glad—it must
be horrid for you.”

Gyp said very quietly:

“Oh! no. I couldn’t be happier.”

Lady Summerhay was looking at her fixedly.

“One doesn't realise these things at first—neither of
you will, till you see how dreadfully society can cold-
shoulder.”

Gyp smiled.

“One can only be cold-shouldered if one puts oneself
in the way of it. I should never wish to see anyone who
couldn't take me just for what I am. And I don't really
see what difference it will make to Bryan; most men of
his age have someone, somewhere.” She hated this society
woman, who—disguise it as she would—was at heart her
enemy, regarded her as an enslaver, a despoiler of her
son’s worldly chances, a Delilah dragging him down. And
still more quietly she said: “He need tell no one of my
existence; and you can be quite sure that if ever he feels
he’s had enough of me, he'll never be troubled by the sight
of me again.”

She got up. Lady Summerhay also rose.

“T hope you don’t think—I really am only too anxious

“I think it's better to be frank. You will never like
me, or forgive me for ensnaring Bryan. And so it had
better be, please, as if I were his common mistress.
That will be perfectly all right for both of us. It was
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very good of you to come, though. Thank you—and
good-bye.”

Lady Summerhay literally faltered away among the
little tables and elaborate chairs, till her tall figure had
disappeared behind a column. Gyp sat down again on the
lounge, pressing her hands to her burning ears. The
strength of the pride-demon within her; at the moment,
it was almost stronger than her love! She was still
sitting there when the page-boy brought her another visitor
—Winton, elated at sight of her after this long absence.
Having given her the news of Mildenham and little Gyp,
he had looked at her steadily, and said:

“The coast 'll be clear for you both down there, and
at Bury Street, whenever you like to come. 1 shall regard
this as your real marriage, Gyp. I shall have the servants
in and make that plain.”

A row as at family prayers—and Dad standing very
straight: “You will be so good in future as to remem-
ber------ ” T shall be obliged if you will,” and so on;
Betty’s round face pouting at being brought in with all the
others; Markey’s soft, inscrutable; Mrs. Markey’s demure
and goggling; the maids’ rabbit-faces; old Pettance’s carved
grin: “Ho! Mr. Bryn Summer’ay; he bought her 'orse, and
so she’s gone to 'im!” And she said:

“Darling, I don’t know! It's awfully sweet of you.
We'll see later.”

Winton patted her hand. ““We must stand up to them
you know, Gyp.”

Gyp laughed.

That same night, across the strip of blackness between
their beds, she said:

“Bryan, promise me something!”

“It depends. I know you too well.”

“No; it’s quite reasonable, and possible. Promise!”
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“All right; if it is.”

“I want you to let me take the lease of the Red House
—let it be mine, the whole thing—Iet me pay for every-
thing there.”

“What’s the point?”

“Only that I shall have a proper home of my own. I
can't explain, but your mother’s coming to-day made me
feel I must.”

“My child, how could I possibly live on you there? It’s
absurd !”

“You can pay for everything else; London—travelling
—clothes, if you like. We can make it square. It's not
the money, of course. I only want to feel that if, at any
moment, you don’'t need me any more, you can simply stop
coming.”

“That’s brutal, Gyp.”

“No; so many women lose men because they claim
things of them. I don't want to lose you that way—
that’s all.”

“That’s silly, darling!”

“It’s not. Men—and women, too—tug at chains. And
when there is no chain------ 7

“Well then; let me take the house, and you can go
away when youre tired of me.” His voice sounded
smothered, resentful; she could hear him turning and turn-
ing, as if angry with his pillows.

“No; I can’t explain. But | really mean it.”

“We're just beginning life together, and you talk as if
you want to split it up. It hurts, Gyp, and that’s all
about it.”

A dead silence followed, both lying quiet in the dark-
ness, trying to get the better of each other by sheer listen-
ing. An hour passed before he sighed, and, feeling his lips
on hers, she knew that she had won.
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IN the study the moonlight had reached her face; and
still more memories came—of first days in this old house
together.

Summerhay had damaged himself out hunting that
first winter. The memory of nursing him was strangely
pleasant, now that it was two years old. For convalescence
they had gone to the Pyrenees—Argelés in March, all
almond-blossom against the blue—a wonderful fortnight.
In London on the way back they had their first awkward
encounter, coming out of a theatre one evening. A woman'’s
voice: “Why, Bryan! What ages!” His answer defensively
drawled:

“Hallo! Diana!”

“Where are you nowadays? Why don't you come and
see us?”

“Down in the country. I will, some time. Good-
bye.”

A tall girl—red-haired, with a wonderful white skin,
and brown—yes, brown eyes; Gyp could see those eyes
sweeping her up and down with a sort of burning-live
curiosity. Then his hand was thrust under her arm.

“Come on, let's walk and get a cab.”

Clear of the crowd, she pressed his hand, and said:

“Who was it?”

“A second cousin. Diana Leyton.”

“Do you know her very well?”

“Oh yes—used to.”

“And do you like her very much?”

“Rather!”

He looked round into her face, laughter bubbling
behind his gravity. But to this day that tall girl with
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burning-white skin, burning-brown eyes, burning-red hair,
was not quite a pleasant memory. After that night they
did not hide their union, going wherever they wished,
whether likely to meet people or not Nothing was so
easily ignored as Society when the heart was set on other
things. And they were seldom in London. But she never
lost the feeling that the ideal for her was not ideal for him.
He ought to go into the world and meet people; ought not
to be cut off from social pleasures and duties, and then
some day feel that he owed his starvation to her. To go
up to London every day was too tiring, and she persuaded
him to take a set of chambers in the Temple, and sleep
there three nights a week. In spite of all his entreaties,
she never went to those chambers, staying always at Bury
Street when she came up. She would not risk making him
feel that she was hanging round his neck. She wanted to
keep herself so little a matter of course that he would
hanker after her when he was away. And she never asked
where he went or whom he saw. But, sometimes, she won-
dered whether he could still love her as he used to. Love
such as hers—passionate, adoring, protective, longing to
sacrifice itself, to give all that it had to him, yet secretly
demanding all his love in return—for how could a proud
woman love one who did not love her?—such love was
always longing for a union more complete than was pos-
sible in a world where all things move and change. But
against its grip she never dreamed of fighting. She made
no reservations; all her eggs were in one basket, as her
father’s had been before her.

The moonlight shone full on the old bureau and a
vase of tulips, giving the flowers colour that was not colour,
as if they came from a world beyond human conscious-
ness. It glinted on a bronze of old Voltaire, till he seemed
to be smiling from the hollows of his eyes. Gyp turned
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the bust a little, to catch the light on its far cheek; a
letter was disclosed between it and the oak. She drew
it out.

“DEAR BRYAN,
“But 7 say—you are wasting yourself------

”

She pushed it back under the bust, and got up, tempted
to read the rest of that letter and see from whom it came.
No! One did not read letters. But the full import of
those few words struck into her: “Dear Bryan. But /7 say
—you are wasting yourself.” A woman’s hand; but not
his mother’s, nor his sisters’—she knew their writings. Who
had dared to say he was wasting himself? A letter in a
chain of letters! An intimate correspondent, whose name
she did not know, because—he had not told her! Wasting
himself—on what?—on his life with her down here? Was
he? She began searching her memory. Last Christmas
vacation—that clear, cold, wonderful fortnight in Florence,
he had been full of fun. May now! No memory since—
of his old infectious gaiety! ““But Z say—you are wasting
yourself.” Hatred flared up in her against the unknown
woman who had said that thing—her ears burned. She
longed to tear the letter; but the guarding bust seemed
mocking her; and she turned with the thought: “I'll go and
meet him; I can’t wait here.”

She walked out into the moonlit garden, and slowly
down the whitened road towards the station. A magical,
dewless night! She took a short cut through a beech clump.
The moonbeams had stolen in, frosting the boles and
boughs, casting a ghostly grey over the shadow-patterned
beechmast. Not a leaf moved in there, no living thing
stirred. “T1l bring him back through here,” she thought.
And she waited at the far corner, where he must pass.
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The train came in; a car went whizzing by, a cyclist, the
first foot-passenger, breaking into a run. It was he, and,
calling out, she ran back into the shadow of the trees. He
came rushing after her.

They sat down on a great root, and leaning against
him, she said:

““Have you had a hard day?”

“Yes; got hung up by a late consultation; and old
Leyton asked me to come and dine.”

Under Gyp the ground seemed to give a little.

“The Leytons—Eaton Square? A big dinner?”

“No. Only the old people, and Bertie and Diana.”

“Diana? The girl we met coming out of the theatre?”

“When? Oh—ah! What a memory, Gyp!”

“Yes; it's good for things that interest me.”

“Why? Did she interest you?”

Gyp looked up.

“Yes. Is she clever?”

“I suppose you might call her so.”

“And in love with you ?”

“Great Scott! Why?”

“Is it very unlikely? I am.”

He began kissing her. And, closing her eyes, Gyp
thought: ““If only that’s not because he doesn't want to
answer!” Then, for some minutes, they were silent.

“Answer me truly, Bryan. Do you never feel as if you
were wasting yourself on me?”

She was certain of a quiver in his grip of her; but his
face was open and serene, his voice teasing.

“Well, hardly ever! Aren't you funny, dear?”

“Promise to let me know when you've had enough ofme.”

“All right! But don’t look for fulfilment in this life.”

“I'm not so sure.”

“I am.”

Beyond 18
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v

COMING down next morning, Summerhay went straight
to his bureau; his mind was not at ease. ‘“Wasting your-
self!” What had he done with that letter of Diana’s? He
remembered Gyp’s coming in just as he finished reading
it. Searching the pigeonholes and drawers, moving every-
thing that lay about, he twitched the bust—and the letter
lay disclosed. He took it up with a sigh of relief:

“DEAR BRYAN,

“But Z say—you are wasting yourself. Why, my dear,
of course! ‘II faut se faire valoir!” You have only one
foot to put forward; the other is planted in I don’t know
what mysterious hole. One foot in the grave—at thirty!
Really, Bryan! Pull it out. There’s such a lot waiting
for you. It's no good your telling me to mind my business.
I'm speaking for everyone who knows you. We all feel
the blight on the rose. Besides, you always were my
favourite cousin, ever since I was five and you a horrid
little bully of ten; and I simply hate to think of you
going slowly down instead of quickly up. Oh! I know
‘Damn the world!” But—are you? I should have thought
it was ‘damning’ you! Enough! When are you coming
to see us? I've read that book. The man seems to think
love is nothing but passion, and passion always fatal. I
wonder! Perhaps you know.

“Don’'t be angry with me for being such a grand-
mother.

“Au revoir.

“Your very good cousin,
“DIANA LEYTON.”
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He crammed the letter into his pocket. It must have
lain two days under that bust! Had Gyp seen it? He
looked at the bronze face; and the philosopher looked
back from his hollow eyes, as if saying: “What do you
know of the human heart, my boy—your own, your
mistress’s, that girl’s, or anyone’s? A pretty dance the
heart will lead you yet! Wrap it round, seal it, drop it
in a drawer, and lock the drawer! To-morrow it will be
out and skipping on its wrappings. Ho! Ho!” And
Summerhay thought: “Old goat! You never had one!”
In the room above, Gyp would still be standing as he had
left her, putting the last touch to her hair—a man would
be a scoundrel who, even in thought------ I “Hallo!” the
eyes of the bust seemed saying: “Pity! That’s queer!
Why not pity that red-haired girl, with the skin so white,
and the eyes so burning brown!” Satan! Gyp had his
heart; no one in the world could take it from her!

How he had loved her, did love her! She would
always be what she had been to him. And the sage’s
mouth seemed to twist! “‘Quite so, my dear! But the
heart is very funny—very—-capacious!” A sound made
him turn.

Little Gyp was standing in the doorway.

“Hallo, Baryn!” She came flying to him, and stood
on his knees with the sunlight shining on her flufied-
out hair.

“Well, Gipsy! Who'’s getting a tall girl?”

“Pm goin’ to ride.”

“Ho, ho!”

“Baryn, let’s do Humpty-Dumpty!”

“All right!”

Gyp was still doing one of those hundred things which
occupy women for a quarter of an hour after they are
“quite ready,” when those two came in, and a‘igl’gttle Gyp’s
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shout of, “Humpty!” she suspended her needle to watch
the sacred rite.

Summerhay had seated himself on the foot-rail of the
bed, rounding his arms, sinking his neck, blowing out his
cheeks to simulate an egg, till with an unexpectedness that
little Gyp could always see through, he rolled backward
on to the bed.

Simulating “‘all the king’s horses,” she tried in vain to
put him up again. This immemorial game, watched by
Gyp a hundred times, had to-day a special preciousness.
If he could be so ridiculously young, what became of her
doubts? Looking at his face pulled this way and that, im-
perturbable under the pommelling of small fingers, she
thought: “And that girl dared to say he was wasting him-
self!” The tall girl with the white skin, the girl of the
theatre—the Diana of his last night's dinner—it was she
who had written those words! She was sure of it!

That afternoon, at the end of a long gallop on the
downs, she turned her head away and said suddenly:

“Is she a huntress?”

“Who?”

“Your cousin—Diana."

“In his laziest voice, he answered:

“I suppose you mean—does she hunt me?”

She knew that tone, that expression on his face, knew
he was angry; but could not stop herself.

“T did.”

“So you're going to become jealous, Gyp?”

At that cold, naked saying his heart sank, and hers
quivered. She cantered on. When she reined in again, he
glanced at her face and was afraid. It was closed up
against him. He said softly:

“I didn’t mean that, Gyp.”
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But she shook her head. He %ad meant to hurt her!
And she said:

“Look at that long white cloud, and the apple-green in
the sky—rain to-morrow. One ought to enjoy any fine day
as if it were the last.”

Uneasy, ashamed, yet still a little angry, Summerhay
rode on beside her.

That night she cried in her sleep; and, when he
awakened her, clung to him and sobbed out:

“Oh! T thought you'd left off loving me!”

For a long time he held and soothed her. Never! He
would never leave off loving her!

But a cloud no broader than your hand can spread
and cover the whole day.

\%

THE summer passed, with always a little patch of
silence in her heart, and in his. The tall, bright days
grew taller, slowly passed their zenith, slowly shortened.
On Saturdays and Sundays, sometimes with Winton and
little Gyp, but more often alone, they went on the river,
which for Gyp had never lost the magic of their first after-
noon upon it. All the week she looked forward to these
hours with him, as if the surrounding water secured her
against a world that would take him from her, if it could,
and against that side ofhis nature which so long ago she had
named “‘old Georgian.” She had once adventured to the
law courts, to see him in his wig and gown. Under that
stiff grey crescent on his broad forehead, he seemed so
hard and clever—so of a world to which she never could
belong, a brilliant, bullying world. She only possessed and
knew one side of him! On the river, she had him utterly
to herself—lovable, lazy, impudently loving, lying with his
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head in her lap, plunging in for a swim, splashing round
her; or plying his slow sculls down-stream, singing, ““Away,
my rolling river.” It was blessed to lose for a few hours
each week the growing consciousness that she could never
have the whole of him. But all the time the patch of
silence grew.

When the long vacation came, she heroically resolved
that he must have a month away from her. While Betty
was at the sea with little Gyp, she would take her father
for his cure. She held inflexibly to this resolve, and, after
many protests, he said with a shrug:

“Very well—if you're so keen to get rid of me.”

Keen to get rid! She forced her feeling back, and
said, smiling:

“At last! There's a good boy!” If only it would bring
him back to her exactly as he had been. She asked no
questions as to where, or to whom, he would go.

Tunbridge Wells, that charming purgatory where the
retired prepare their souls for more permanent retirement,
was dreaming on its hills in long rows of adequate villas.
Its commons and woods had remained unscorched, so that
the retired had not to any extent deserted it for the sea.
They still shopped in the Pantiles, strolled the uplands, or
flourished their golf-clubs in the grassy parks; still drank
tea in each other's houses and frequented the many
churches. From every kind of life they had retired, and,
waiting now for a more perfect day, were doing their
utmost to postpone it.

Winton had rooms in a hotel where he could bathe
and drink waters without having to climb hills. It was
the first cure Gyp had attended since Wiesbaden, six
years ago. She felt so utterly, so strangely different!
Then life had been sparkling sips of every drink; now
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it was one long still draught, to quench a thirst unquench-
able.

She lived for the post, and if, by any chance, she did
not get her daily letter, her heart sank to the depths.
She wrote every day, sometimes twice, then tore up the
second letter, remembering why she had set herself to
undergo this separation. During the first week, his letters
had a certain equanimity; in the second, they became
ardent; in the third, they were fitful—beginning to look
fonvard, or moody and dejected; and they were shorter.
During this third week Aunt Rosamund joined them. She
was a staunch supporter of Gyp’s new life, which, in her
view, served Fiorsen right. She had a definitely low
opinion of men, and a lower of the existing marriage-laws;
any woman who struck a blow at them was something of
a heroine, though in fact Gyp was quite guiltless of the
desire to strike a blow. Aunt Rosamund’s aristocratic and
rebellious blood boiled with hatred of what she called the
“stuffy people” who still held that women were men'’s
property. It had made her specially careful never to put
herself in that position.

She brought a piece of news.

“I was walking down Bond Street past that tea-and-
tart shop, my dear—you know, where they have those
special coffee creams, and who should come out of it but
Miss Daphne Wing and our friend Fiorsen; and pretty
hang-dog he looked. He came up to me, with his little
lady watching him like a lynx. Really, my dear, I was
rather sorry for him; he’d got that hungry look of his;
she’d been doing all the eating, I'm sure. He asked me
how you were.

“““When you see her,” he said, ‘tell her I haven't for-
gotten her, and never shall. But she was quite right; this
is the sort of lady that I'm fit for’ And the way he
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looked at that girl made me feel quite uncomfortable. Then
he gave me one of his little bows; and off they went, she
as pleased as Punch. 1 really was half sorry for him.”

Gyp said quietly:

“You needn't have been, Auntie; he’ll always be able
to be sorry for himself.”

Aunt Rosamund was silent, a little shocked. The poor
lady had not lived with Fiorsen!

That same afternoon Gyp was sitting in a shelter on
the common, thinking her one long thought: “To-day is
Thursday! Eleven days—still!”—when three figures came
toward her, a man, a woman, and what should have been
a dog. Love of beauty and the rights of man had forced
its nose back, deprived it of half its ears, and all but
three inches of tail. It had asthma—and waddled. A
voice said:

“This 'l do, Maria. We can take the sun ’ere.”

In that voice was the permanent cold hoarseness caught
beside innumerable graves. Gyp recognised Mr. Wagge.
He had taken off his beard, leaving side-whiskers, and
Mrs. Wagge had filled out wonderfully. They settled down
beside her.

“You sit here, Maria; you won’'t get the sun in youi
eyes.”

“No, Robert; I'll sit here. You sit there.”

“No, you sit there.”

“No, / will. Come, Duckie!”

The dog, stock still on the pathway, was gazing at
Gyp. Mr. Wagge followed the direction of its glance.

“Oh!” he said, “this is a surprise!” And fumbling at
his straw hat, he passed his other hand over his sleeve and
held it out. While she was shaking it, the dog moved for-
ward and sat down on her feet. Mrs. Wagge also extended
a shiny glove.
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“This is a pleasure,” she murmured. “Who would have
thought of meeting you! Oh, don’t let Duckie sit against
your pretty frock! Come, Duckie!”

Duckie rested his back against Gyp’s shin-bones. Mr.
Wagge said abruptly:

“You ’aven't come to live here, ’ave you?”

“Oh no! I'm only with my father for the baths.”

“Ah! T thought not, never havin' seen you. We've
been retired here ourselves a matter of twelve months. A
pretty spot.”

“Yes; lovely, isn’t it?”

“We wanted nature. The air suits us, though a bit—
er—too irony, as you might say. But it's a long-lived
place. We were quite a time lookin’ round.”

Mrs. Wagge added: v

“We'd thought of Wimbledon, but Mr. Wagge liked this
better; he can get his walk, here; and it's more—select,
perhaps. We have several friends. The church is very nice.”

Mr. Wagge said bluffly:

“I was always chapel; but there’s something in a place
like this makes church seem more suitable; my wife always
had a leaning that way. I never conceal my actions.”

“It's a question of atmosphere, isn’t it?”

Mr. Wagge shook his head.

“No; I don't hold with incense—we're not 'Igh Church.
And how are you, ma'am? We often speak of you. You're
looking well.”

His face had become a dusky orange, Mrs. Wagge's the
colour of a doubtful beetroot. The dog stirred, snuffled,
and fell heavily against her legs again. She said quietly:

“T was hearing of Daisy to-day. She’s quite a star
now, isn't she?”

Mrs. Wagge sighed. Mr. Wagge looked away and an-
swered
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“It’s a sore subject. Making her forty and fifty pound
a week, and run after in all the papers. A success—no
doubt about it. Saving a matter of fifteen 'undred a year,
I shouldn’t be surprised. Why, at my best, the years the
influenza was so bad, I never cleared a thousand nett.
She’s a success.”

Mrs. Wagge added:

“Have you seen her last photograph—the one where
she’s standing between two hydrangea tubs? It was her
own idea.”

Mr. Wagge mumbled suddenly:

“I'm always glad to see her when she takes a run
down in a car. But I've come here for quiet after the life
I've led, and I don’t want to think about it, especially be-
fore you, ma’am. I don't—and that's a fact.”

A silence followed, during which Mr. and Mrs. Wagge
looked at their feet, and Gyp looked at the dog.

“Ah!—here you are!” Winton had come up from
behind the shelter. Gyp could not help a smile. Her
father’s weathered, narrow face, half-veiled eyes, thin nose,
little crisp, grey moustache which did not hide his firm
lips, his lean, erect figure; the very way he stood; his thin,
dry, clipped voice, were the absolute antithesis of Mr.
Wagge’s thickset, stoutly-planted form, thick-skinned, thick-
featured face, thick, rather hoarse yet oily voice. It was
as if Providence had arranged a demonstration of the ex-
tremes of social type.

“Mr. and Mrs. Wagge—my father.”

Winton raised his hat. Gyp remained seated, the dog
Duckie still on her feet.

‘““Appy to meet you, sir. I hope you have benefit
from the waters. They're supposed to be most powerful, I
believe.”
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“Thank you—not more deadly than most. Are you
drinking them?”

Mr. Wagge smiled.

“Nao!” he said; “we live here.”

“Indeed! Do you find anything to do?”

“Well, as a fact, I've come here for rest. But I take
a Turkish bath once a fortnight to keep the pores of the
skin acting.”

Mrs. Wagge added gently:

“It seems to suit my husband wonderfully.”

Winton murmured:

“Yes. Is this your dog? Bit of a philosopher, isn't
he?”

Mrs. Wagge answered:

“Oh, he’s a naughty dog, aren't you, Duckie?”

The dog Duckie, cynosure of every eye, rose and stood
panting into Gyp’s face. She took the occasion to get up.

“We must go, I'm afraid. Good-bye. It's been very
nice to meet you again. When you see Daisy, please give
her my love.”

Mrs. Wagge unexpectedly took a handkerchief from
her reticule. Mr. Wagge cleared his throat heavily. Gyp
was conscious of the dog Duckie waddling after her, and
of Mrs. Wagge calling, “Duckie! Duckie!” from behind
her handkerchief.

Winton said softly:

“So those two got that pretty fillyl Well, she didn’t
show much quality, when you come to think of it. She’s
still with our friend, according to your aunt.”

Gyp nodded.

“Yes; I do hope she’s happy.”

“He isn't, apparently. Serve him right!”

Gyp shook her head.

“Oh no, Dad!”
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“Well, one oughtn’t to wish any man worse than he’s
likely to get. But when people dare to look down their
noses at you, [------

“Darling, what does that matter?”

“It matters very much to me!” His mouth relaxed
into a grim little smile: ““Ah, well—there’s not much
to choose between us so far as condemning our neigh-
bours goes.”

They opened out to each other more in those few days
at Tunbridge Wells than they had for years. Whether the
process of bathing softened his crust, or the air that Mr.
Wagge found ““a bit—er—too irony” had on Winton the
opposite effect, he certainly relaxed that first duty of man,
the concealment of his spirit.

On the last afternoon of their stay, she strolled out
with him through one of the long woods. Moved by the
beauty among those sunlit trees, she found it difficult to
talk. But Winton, about to lose her, was loquacious.
Starting from the sinister change in the racing-world—
so plutocratic now, with the American seat, the increase
of bookmaking owners, and other tragic occurrences—he
launched forth into a jeremiad on the condition of things
in general. Parliament, now that members were paid, had
lost its self-respect; the towns had eaten up the country;
hunting was threatened; the power and vulgarity of the
press were appalling; women had lost their heads; and
everybody seemed afraid of “breeding.” By the time little
Gyp was Gyp’s age, they would all be under the thumb
of Watch Committees, live in Garden Cities, and have to
account for every half-crown they spent, and every half-
hour of their time; the horse, too, would be an extinct
animal, brought out once a year at the lord mayor’s show.
He hoped he might not be alive to see it. And suddenly he
added: “What do you think happens after death, Gyp?”
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“Nothing, Dad. I think we just go back.”

“Ah------ My idea, too!”

Neither of them had ever known what the other thought
about it before!

Gyp murmured:

“La vie est vaine—
Un peu d'amour,
Un peu de haine,
Et puis bonjourl”

Not quite a laugh issued from Winton'’s lips.

“And what they call ‘God,”” he said, “‘after all, what
is it? Just the very best you can get out of yourself—so
far as I can see. You can’'t imagine anything more than
you can imagine. But there’s one thing always puzzled
me, Gyp. All my life I've had a single heart. Death
comes, and out I go! Then why did I love, if there’s to
be no meeting after?”

“Perhaps loving somebody or something with all your
heart is all in itself.”

Winton stared.

“Ye-es,” he said at last. ““The religious Johnnies are
saving their money to put on a horse that'll never run after
all. Those Yogi chaps in India—there they used to sit,
the world might rot for all they cared—they were going
to be all right themselves, in Kingdom Come. But suppose
it doesn't come?”

Slipping her hand through his arm, she pressed close
up to him.

“Dad; you and I will go off into the wind and the
sun, and the trees and the waters, like Procris in my
picture.”
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VI

BRYAN SUMMERHAY got into the midnight express from
Edinburgh with two distinct emotions in his heart—regret
for the girl he was leaving behind, and longing for the
woman he was going to rejoin. How could he feel both
at once? And yet he found it perfectly easy, lying in his
bunk, to dwell on memories of Diana handing him tea,
or glancing up while he turned the pages of her songs,
with enticement in her eyes; and the next moment to be
swept by longing for Gyp’s arms around him, for her
voice, her eyes, and her lips on his. He was returning to
feelings and companionship which he knew were the most
deeply satisfying he would ever have. Yet he could ache
a little for that red-haired girl!

From that queer seesaw of feeling he fell asleep,
dreamed as men only can in a train, was awakened by the
hollow silence in some station, slept again, for hours it
seemed, woke still at the same station, fell into a sound
sleep at last that ended at Willesden in broad daylight.
He had but one emotion now, one longing—to get to Gyp.
And in his cab he smiled, enjoying the smell of the Lon-
don morning.

She was standing in her bedroom, at the hotel, deadly
pale, quivering from head to foot; and when he flung his
arms round her, she closed her eyes. With his lips on
hers, he could feel her almost fainting; and he too had
no consciousness of anything but that long kiss.

Next day they went to a little place near Fécamp. In
that Normandy countryside all things were large—people,
beasts, the unhedged fields, the courtyards of the farms
squared by tall trees, the skies, the sea, even the black-
berries large. Gyp was at first supremely happy. But
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twice there came letters, in a too well remembered writing,
with a Scottish postmark. A phantom increases in dark-
ness, solidifies when seen in mist. Jealousy is rooted not
in reason, but in the nature that loves desperately, feels
proudly. And jealousy flourishes on scepticism. Even if
pride would have let her ask, she would not have believed
his answers. He would say—if only out of pity—that he
never let his thoughts rest on another woman. But, as yet,
it was only a phantom. There were many hours in those
three weeks when she felt he really loved her, and so—
was happy.

They went back at the end of the first week in Octo-
ber. Little Gyp was now an accomplished horsewoman.
Under the tutelage of old Pettance, she had been riding
round “the wild,” her firm brown legs astride of her
mouse-coloured pony, her little brown face, with excited,
dark eyes, erect, her auburn curls flopping on her little
straight back. She wanted to ““go out riding” with Grandy
and Mum and Baryn. The first days were spent by them
all in fulfilling her new desires. Then term began, and
Gyp sat down again to the long sharing of Summerhay
with his other life.

VI

THE old Scotch terrier, Ossian, lay on the path in the
pale, November sunshine. He had lain there since his
master went up by the early train. Sixteen years old, he
was deaf now and disillusioned, and every time his eyes
seemed to say: “You will leave me once too often!” The
other nice people about the house were becoming daily
less a substitute for what he had not much time left to
enjoy; nor could he any longer bear a stranger within the
gate. From her window, Gyp saw him get up and stand
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with ridged back, growling at the postman. Fearing for the
man’s calves, she hastened out.

A letter in that dreaded handwriting marked “Imme-
diate,” and forwarded from his chambers. She put it to
her nose. A scent—of what? Her thumb-nails sought the
flap. She laid the letter down—she wanted to open it
too much. And instantly the thought went through her:
“If I read it, and there was nothing!” All her jealous
misgivings of months past would be at rest! But if there
were something! She would lose at one stroke her faith
in him, her faith in herself—his love, and her own self-
respect. Could she not take it up to him herself? By the
three o’clock slow train, she could get to him soon after
five. Just time to walk to the station. She ran upstairs.
Little Gyp was sitting on the top stair, looking at a picture-
book.

“I'm going up to London, darling. Tell Betty I may
be back to-night, or perhaps not. Give me a good kiss.”

Little Gyp gave the good Kkiss.

“Let me see you put your hat on, Mum.”

While she was putting on her hat and furs, she thought:
“I shan't take a bag; I can always make shift.” She ran
down, caught up the letter, and hastened away to the
station. In the train she took the letter out. How she
hated that writing for the fears it had given her these past
months! If that girl knew what anxiety and suffering she
caused, would she stop writing? And she tried to conjure
up that face seen only for a minute, the sound of the
voice—but once heard—of one accustomed to have her
own way. No! It would only make her persevere. Fair
game, against a woman with no claim—but that of love.
Thank heaven she had not taken him away from any
woman—unless—that girl! In all these years she had
never got to know his secrets. She stood at the window
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of her empty carriage. There was the river—and there
the backwater where he had begged her to come to
him for good. It looked so different, bare and shorn,
under the light grey sky; the willows all polled, the reeds
cut down.

The train was late; it was already growing dark when
she reached Paddington and took a cab to the Temple.
Strange to be going there for the first time! At Temple
Lane she stopped the cab and walked down that narrow,
ill-lighted, busy channel into the heart of the Great Law.

“Up those stone steps, miss; along the railin’, second
doorway.” In the doubtful light she scrutinised the names.
“Summerhay—second floor.” Her heart beat fast. What
would he say? How greet her? Was it not absurd,
dangerous, to have come? He would be having a con-
sultation, perhaps. There would be a clerk or someone
to beard, and what name could she give? On the first
floor she paused, took out a blank card, and pencilled
on it:

“Can I see you a minute?—G.”

Then, taking a long breath to quiet her heart, she went
on up. There was the name, and there the door. She
rang—no one came; listened—could hear no sound. All
looked massive and bleak and dim—the iron railings, stone
stairs, bare walls, oak door. She rang again. What should
she do? Leave the letter? Not see him after all—her
little romance all come to naught—just a chilly visit to
Bury Street, where perhaps there would be no one but
Mrs. Markey, for her father, she knew, was at Mildenham,
hunting, and would not be up till Sunday! And she
thought: “T’ll leave the letter, go back to the Strand, have
some tea, and try again.”
Beyond 19
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She took out the letter, pushed it through the slit of
the door, heard it fall into the wire cage; then went slowly
down into Temple Lane. It was thronged with men and
boys, at the end of the day’s work. She had nearly reached
the Strand, when a woman’s figure caught her eye. She
was walking with a man on the far side; their faces were
turned towards each other. Gyp heard their voices and
stood looking back after them. They passed under a lamp;
the light glinted on the woman’s hair, on a trick of
Summerhay’s, the lift of his shoulder, when he was denying
something; she heard his voice, high-pitched. She watched
them cross, mount the stone steps she had just come down,
pass along the railed stone passage, enter the doonvay, dis-
appear. And such horror seized on her that she could
hardly walk away.

““Oh no! Oh no! Oh no!” So it went in her mind
—moaning, like a cold, rainy wind through dripping trees.
What did it mean? In this miserable tumult she never
once thought of going back to his chambers. She had no
notion what she was doing, where going, and crossed the
streets without the least attention to traffic. She came to
Trafalgar Square, and leaned against its parapet in front of
the National Gallery. Here she had her first coherent
thought: So that was why his chambers had been empty!
No clerk—no one! That they might be alone. Only that
morning he had kissed her! A dreadful little laugh got
caught in her throat, confused with a sob. Why had she a
heart? Against the plinth of one of the lions, a young man
leaned, with his arms round a girl, pressing her to him.
Gyp turned from the sight and resumed her wandering.
She went up Bury Street. No light! It did not matter; she
could not have gone in.

The trees of the Green Park, under which she passed,
had still a few leaves, gleaming copper-coloured like that
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girl's hair. Torturing visions came to her. Those empty
chambers! And he would lie to her. He had acted a lie
already! She had not deserved that. Sense of the injustice
done her was the first relief she felt—definite emotion in a
mind clouded by sheer misery. She had not had one
thought or look for any man but him since that night down
by the sea, when he came to her across the garden in the
moonlight—mnot one thought! Poor relief enough! In Hyde
Park, wandering along a pathway diagonally across the
grass, she began searching her memory for signs of when
he had changed to her. She could not find them. He had
not changed to her. Could one act love then? Act passion,
or—when he kissed her nowadays, was he thinking of that
irl?

£ Love! Why had it such possession of her, that a little
thing—only the sight of him with another—should make her
suffer so? What should she do? Crawl home, creep into
her hole! At Paddington she found a train just starting, and
got in. There were other people in the carriage, business
men from the city, lawyers, from that—place where she
had been. She was glad of the crackling evening papers
and stolid faces giving her looks of stolid interest from be-
hind them, glad to have to keep her mask on, afraid of the
violence of her emotion. One by one they got out, to their
cars or their constitutionals, and she was left alone to gaze
at the deserted river in the light of a moon smothered be-
hind the sou’-westerly sky. For one wild moment she
thought: ““Shall I open the door and step out—one step—
peace!”

She hurried away from the station. It was raining, and
she was glad of the freshness on her hot face. Through
the beech clump the wind was sighing, soughing, driving
the dark boughs, tearing off the leaves, little black wet

shapes whirling at her face. Wild melancholy in that
19*
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swaying wood. She ran through the deep rustling drifts
not yet quite drenched. They clung all wet round her thin
stockings. At the edge, she paused for breath, peering
back; then, bending her head to the rain, ran on in the
open.

She reached her room, without being seen. Huddling
before the freshly-lighted fire, she listened to the wind
driving through the poplars; and there came back to her
the words of that Scottish song:

“And. my heart reft of'its own sun,
Deep lies in death-torpor cold and grey.”

Presently she crept into bed, and at last fell asleep.

She woke next morning with the joyful thought: “It’s
Saturday; he’ll be down soon after lunch!” And then she
remembered. It was as if a devil entered into her—of
stubborn pride, blacker with every hour of that morning.
That she might not be in when he came, she ordered her
mare, and rode up on the downs alone. The rain had
ceased, but the wind still blew strong from the sou’-west,
and the sky was torn and driven in swathes of white and
grey—opuffs of what looked like smoke scurrying across the
cloud-banks and glacier-blue rifts between. One could see
far—over to Wittenham Clumps across the Valley, to the
high woods above the river in the east—away, in the south
and west, under that strange, torn sky, to a whole autumn
land, of whitish grass, bare field, woods of grey and gold
and brown, fast being pillaged. But all that sweep of wind,
and sky, freshness of rain, and distant colour, could not
drive out of her heart the hopeless aching, the devil be-
gotten of it.
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Vili

SOME men are born gamblers. They cannot repulse
fate when it tantalises them with a risk.

Summerhay loved Gyp, was not tired of her either
physically or mentally, even felt sure he would never tire,
yet he had dallied for months with the risk which yester-
day had come to a head. And now, in the train, returning
to her, he felt unquiet. Looking back, it was difficult to
tell when the sapping of his defences had begun. The girl
was herself a gambler. He did not respect her as he re-
spected Gyp; she did not touch him as Gyp touched him,
was not—not half—so deeply attractive; but she had the
power of turning his head at moments, a queer, burning,
skin-deep fascination, the lure of an imperious vitality. In
love with life, she had made him feel that he was letting
things slip by. And to drink deep of life was his nature,
too. Their far-off cousinhood had bred familiarity not
great enough to breed contempt, just sufficient to remove
those outer defences to intimacy, the conquest of which,
as a rule, demands conscious effort.

He had not realised the extent of the danger; certainly
not foretold the crisis of yesterday evening. He had re-
ceived a telegram from her at lunch-time, exacting the
fulfilment of a jesting promise, made in Scotland, that she
should have tea with him and see his chambers—a small
and harmless matter. He had not reckoned that she
would look so pretty, lying back in his big Oxford chair,
with furs thrown open so that her white throat showed.
Not reckoned that, when he bent to take her cup, she
would put out her hands, draw his head down, press her
lips to his, and say: ‘“Now you know!” His head had
gone round, still went round, thinking of it! That was
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all. A little matter. And yet—poison was in his blood;
a kiss cut short—Ieaving him gazing at her, inhaling that
scent of hers—like a pinewood’s scent, while she gathered
up her gloves, fastened her furs, as if it had been he, not
she, who had snatched that kiss. And her hand had
pressed his arm against her as they went down the stairs.
At the Temple Station, she had looked back at him with
a little half-mocking smile of challenge, comradeship, pro-
mise. Back in his chambers, he had found the Ietter,
readdressed by Gyp from the Red House. And a faint
uneasiness at its having gone down there passed through
him. He spent a restless evening at the club, playing
cards and losing; sat up late in his chambers over a case;
had a hard morning’s work, and only now that he was
nearing Gyp, realised that he had lost utterly the straight-
forward simplicity of things.

Finding that she had gone out riding alone, his uneasi-
ness increased. Usually she waited for him to ride with
her. Had she not expected him by the usual train? He
changed and went to the stables. Old Pettance was sitting
on a corn-bin, poring over an old Ruffs Guide, containing
records of his long-past glory, scored under by a pencil:
“June Stakes: Agility. E. Pettance 3rd.” “Tidport Selling
H’Cap: Dorothea, E. Pettance, o0.” “Salisbury Cup: Also
ran Plum Pudding, E. Pettance,” with other triumphs.

“Good-afternoon, sir; windy afternoon, sir. The mis-
tress ’as been gone over two hours, sir. She wouldn't take
me with ’er.”

“Hurry up, then, and saddle Hotspur.”

“Yes, sir; very good, sir.”

Over two hours! He went up on to the downs, by
the way they generally came home, and for an hour he
rode, keeping a sharp lookout, before turning home, hot
and uneasy. On the hall table were her riding-whip and
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gloves. His heart cleared, and he ran upstairs. She was
doing her hair and turned her head sharply when he
entered. Hurrying across, he had the absurd feeling that
she was standing at bay. She drew back, and said:

“No! Don't pretend! Anything’s better than pre-
tence!”

He had never seen her look or speak like that—her
face so hard, her eyes so stabbing! And he recoiled.

“What’s the matter, Gyp?”

“Nothing. Only—don't pretend!” And, turning to the
glass, she went on coiling up her hair.

She looked lovely, flushed from her ride in the wind;
he had a longing to seize her in his arms. With fear and
a sort of anger, he said:

“You might explain, I think.”

“You can do that. I am in the dark.”

“I don't in the least understand.”

“Don't you?” There was something deadly in her dis-
regard of him, while her fingers moved swiftly about her
dark, shining hair—something appallingly sudden in this
hostility. Summerhay sat down on the bed. Was it that
letter? But how? It had not been opened.

“What on earth has happened, Gyp, since I went up
yesterday? Speak out; don't keep me like this!”

She turned and looked at him.

“Don’t pretend that you're upset because you can't kiss
me! Don’t be false, Bryan! You know it’s been pretence
for months.”

Summerhay’s voice grew high.

“T think you've gone mad. I don't know what you
mean.”

“Oh, yes, you do. Did you get a letter yesterday
marked ‘Immediate’?”

So it uuas that! He hardened, and said stubbornly:
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“Yes; from Diana Leyton. Do you object?”

“No; only, how do you think it got back to you from
here so quickly?”

He said dully:

“I don’'t know. By post, I suppose.”

“No; I put it in your letter-box myself—at half-past
five.”

Summerhay’s mind was trained to quickness; the full
meaning of those words came home to him at once.

“I suppose you saw us, then.”

“Yes.”

He got up, made a helpless movement, and said:

“Oh, Gyp, don't! Don’t be so hard! I swear by------ 7

Gyp gave a little laugh, turned her back, and went on
coiling at her hair. And a horrid feeling that he must
knock his head against something rose in Summerhay. He
said helplessly:

“T only gave her tea. Why not? She’s my cousin. It’s
nothing! Why should you think the worst of me? She
asked to see my chambers. I couldn't refuse.”

“Your empty chambers? Don’t, Bryan—it's pitiful! 1
can't bear to hear you.”

At that lash of the whip, Summerhay turned on her.

“It pleases you to think the worst, then?”

Gyp stopped the movement of her fingers.

“T've always told you that you were perfectly free. Do
you think I haven't felt it going on for months? There
comes a moment when pride revolts—that’s all. Don't lie
to me, please!”

“I am not in the habit of lying.” An awful feeling of
a net round him, through which he could not break—a
net woven by that cursed intimacy, kept from her all to no
purpose—beset him. How to make her see the truth, that
it was only her he really loved?
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“Gyp, I swear to you there’s nothing but one kiss, and
that was not my------ 7

She cried out:

“Oh, go away!”

He put his hands on her shoulders.

“It's only you I really love. I swear it! You must
believe me. It's foolish—foolish! Think of our love—think
of all------ ” Her face was frozen; he loosened his grasp,
and muttered: ““Oh, your pride is awful!”

“Yes, it’'s all I've got. You can go to her when you
like.”

“Go to her! If you wish, I'll never see her again.”

“Oh, don’'t! What is the use?”

At that moment, Summerhay meant absolutely what
he said. And he could not make Gyp believe it! How
truly terrible! How unjust and unreasonable of her!
What had he done that she should be so unbelieving—
should think him such a shallow scoundrel? Could he
help the girl’s kissing him? Help her being fond of him?
Help having a man’s nature? Unreasonable, unjust, un-
generous! And giving her a furious look, he went out.

He went down to his study, flung himself on the sofa
and turned his face to the wall. He had not been there
five minutes before his anger evaporated into the chill of
deadly and insistent fear. He was up against her nature
—its pride and scepticism—yes—and the very depth and
singleness of her love! She wanted nothing but him, he
wanted and took so much else. He perceived this but
dimly, part of the feeling that he could not break through,
of the irritable longing to put his head down and butt his
way out, no matter what the obstacles. How long was this
state of things to last? He got up and began to pace the
room, his head thrown back; and every now and then
he shook that head, trying to free it from this deadly
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“Chancery.” Diana! He had said he would not see her
again. After that kiss—after her last look back at him!
How break so suddenly? He shivered. Ah! how wretched
it all was! There must be some way out—some way!
Surely some way! But how?

In the wood of life, fatality had halted, turned her dim
dark form among the trees, shown him her pale cheek and
those black eyes of hers, shown with awful swiftness her
strange reality!

1X

GYP stayed in her room doing little things—as a woman
will when particularly wretched—sewing ribbons into her
garments, polishing her rings. The devil that had entered
into her when she awoke that morning, having had his
fling, slunk away, leaving the old bewildered misery. She
had stabbed her lover, felt pleasure in stabbing, and now
was bitterly sad. What use—what satisfaction? How by
vengeful prickings cure this deep wound, disperse the
canker in her life? How heal herself by hurting him she
loved? If he came up again and made a sign she would
throw herself into his arms. But he did not come, and
she did not go down—too miserable. It grew dark, but
she did not draw the curtains; sight of the windy moonlit
garden and the leaves driving across brought a melancholy
distraction. Little Gyp came in. There was a tree blown
down, and she had climbed on it; they had picked two
baskets of acorns, and the pigs had been so greedy; she
had been blown away, Betty had run after her. Baryn
was walking in the study; he was so busy he had only
given her one Kkiss.

The wind! If only it would blow out of her heart this
sickening sense that all was over, no matter how he might
pretend to love her out of pity! In her nature, so sceptical
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and self-distrustful, confidence, shaken to the roots, could
never be restored. Her proud nature, that went all lengths,
could never be content with a half-love. She—who had
been afraid of love, and when it came had fought till it
swept her away; who, since then, had lived for love and
nothing else, who gave all, and wanted all—knew for certain
and for ever that she could not have that all.

For months he had been thinking at least a little of
another woman. Even if she believed that there had been
no more than a kiss—was it nothing that they had reached
that kiss? This girl—this cousin—held all the cards,—
the world, family influence, security of life; and more,
terribly much more—a man’s longing for the young and
unawakened. This girl he could marry! It was this
thought which haunted her. A mere momentary out-
break of man’s natural wildness she could forget—oh,
yes! But this girl, his own cousin, besieging, dragging
him away. How in decent pride, keep him from her,
fetter him?

She heard him come up to his dressing-room, and
while he was there, stole out and down. Life must go
on, the servants be hoodwinked. She went to the piano
and played. He came in presently and stood by the fire, silent.

Dinner, with the needful talk, was almost unendur-
able, and directly it was over, they went, he to his study,
she back to the piano. There she sat, ready to strike the
notes if anyone came in; and tears fell on the hands in
her lap. She longed to go and clasp him in her arms and
cry: “I don't care—I don’t care! Do what you like—
go to her—if only you'll love me a little!” And yet to love
or be loved—a little! Was it possible? Not to her!

In sheer misery she went to bed, heard him come up
and go into his dressing-room—and, at last, in the fire-
light saw him kneeling by her.
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“Gyp!”

She raised herself and threw her arms round him.
Such an embrace a drowning woman might have given.
Pride was abandoned in her effort to feel him close once
more, to recover the irrecoverable past. For a long time
she listened to his justifications, his protestations of undying
love—strange to her and painful, boyish and pathetic.
And she soothed him. In that hour she rose to a
height above herself. What happened to her own heart
did not matter if he was happy, had all that he wanted with
her and away from her—if need be, always away from her.

But, when he had gone to sleep, a terrible time began;
for in the small hours, when things are at their worst,
she could not keep back her weeping. It woke him, and
all began again; the burden of her cry: “It’s gonel”
the burden of his: “It's not!” As in all human trage-
dies, both were right according to their natures. She gave
him all herself, wanted all in return, and could not have
it. He wanted her, the rest besides, and no complaining,
and could not have it. He did not admit impossibility;
she did.

At last came another of those pitying lulls. Long she
lay awake, staring at the darkness, admitting despair,
trying to find how to bear it, not succeeding. Impossible
to cut his other life away from him—impossible that, while
he lived it, this girl should not be tugging him away from
her. Impossible to watch and question him. Impossible
to live dumb and blind, accepting the crumbs left over,
showing nothing. He was not single-hearted and she was.
In spite of all his protestations, she knew he didn’t really
want to give up that girl. Even if the girl would let him
go! And slowly there formed within her a gruesome little
plan to test him. Gently withdrawing her arms, she turned
over and slept, exhausted.
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Next morning, remorselessly carrying out her plan, she
forced herself to smile and talk as if nothing had hap-
pened, watching the relief in his face, his obvious delight at
the change, with a fearful aching in her heart. She waited
till he was ready to go down, and then, still smiling,
said:

“Forget all about yesterday, darling. Promise me you
won't let it make any difference. You must keep up your
friendship; you mustn’t lose anything. I shan’t mind; I
shall be quite happy.” He knelt down with his forehead
against her waist. And, stroking his hair, she repeated: I
shall only be happy if you take everything that comes your
way. [ shan’t mind a bit.” And she watched his face that
had lost its trouble.

“Do you really mean that?”

“Yes, really!”

“Then you do see that it's nothing, never has been any-
thing—compared with you—never!”

He had accepted her crucifixion.

“It would be so awkward for you to give up that in-
timacy. It would hurt your cousin so.”

She saw the relief in his face deepen, and suddenly
laughed. He got up from his knees and stared at her.

“Oh, Gyp, for God’s sake don’t begin again!”

With a sob she turned away and buried her face in her
hands. To all his prayers and kisses she answered nothing,
and, breaking away from him, rushed towards the door.
A wild thought possessed her. If she were dead, it would
be all right for him, quiet—peaceful, quiet—for them all!
But he had thrown himself in the way.

“Gyp, for heaven’s sake! Tl give her up—of course
I'll give her up. Do—do—be reasonable! 1 don’t care a
finger-snap for her compared with you!”

And presently there came another of those lulls that
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both were beginning to know were mere pauses of ex-
haustion.

The church bells were ringing, there was a lull, too,
in the sou-westerly gale—one of those calms that fall in
the night and last twelve or fifteen hours, and the garden
was all strewn with leaves, from green spotted with yellow
to deep copper.

Summerhay kept with her all the morning, making all
sorts of little things to do. And gradually he lost his
fear, she seemed so calm now, and his was a nature that
bore trouble badly, ever impatient to shake it off. But,
after lunch, the spirit-storm beat up again, with a swift-
ness which showed once more how fearfully deep and
lasting was the wound. He had simply asked her whether
he should try to match something for her when he went up
to-morrow. She was silent a moment, then answered:

“Oh no, thanks; you'll have other things to do; people
to see!”

Her voice, her face, showed him, with fresh force of
revelation, what paralysis had fallen on his life. If he
could not reconvince her of his love, he would be in
perpetual fear—that he might come back and find
her gone, that she might even do something terrible to
herself. He looked at her with a sort of horror, and went
out of the room. The feeling that he must hit his
head against something was on him again, and again he
sought to get rid of it by tramping up and down. Such
a little thing, such fearful consequences! All her balance,
her sanity almost, destroyed. Was what he had done so
very dreadful? He could not help this girl loving him!

In the night Gyp had said: “You are cruel. Is there
any man in the world I wouldn’t hate the sight of if I
knew that to see him gave you a moment’s pain?” It was
true—he felt it true. But he couldn’t hate this girl simply
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because she loved him—mnot even to save Gyp pain. It
was not reasonable, not possible. Why could not women
see things in proportion? See that a man might want other
friendships, passing moments of passion, and yet love her
just the same? She thought him cruel—what for? Because
he had kissed a girl who had kissed him; because he liked
talking to her, and—yes, might: even lose his head with
her. But cruel! He was not! Gyp would always be first
with him. He must make her see it. How? give up every-
thing? Give up—Diana? Well, he could! His feeling was
not deep—that was God’s truth! But it would be difficult,
awkward, brutal, to give her up completely! It could be
done, though, sooner than that Gyp should think him cruel
to her. It could be—should be done!

Only, would it be any use! Would she believe? Would
she not always now suspect him when he was away from
her, whatever he did? Must he then sit down here in in-
activity? A gust of anger swept him. Why should she
treat him as if he were unreliable? Or—was he? He
stood still. When Diana had put her arms round his neck,
he could no more have resisted answering her kiss than he
could now fly over those poplar-trees. But he was not a
blackguard, not cruel, not a liar! How could he have
helped it all? He need never have answered the girl’s
first letter, nearly a year ago. But how could he foresee?
Since then, all so gradual; nothing, really, almost nothing!
Again anger surged in his heart. She must have read the
letter under that cursed bust all those months ago. The
poison had been working ever since! And in sudden fury
at that miserable mischance, he drove his fist into the
bronze face. The bust fell over; Summerhay looked
stupidly at his bruised hand. A silly thing to do! But it
had quenched his anger. What could he do? If only
she would believe! But again he had the sickening con-
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viction that nothing would avail. He was only at the be-
ginning of a trouble that had no end. Like a rat in a
cage, his mind tried to rush out of this entanglement now
at one end, now at the other. Ah, welll If it was hope-
less—Ilet it" go! And, shrugging his shoulders, he went out
to the stables, and told old Pettance to saddle Hotspur.
While waiting, he thought: ““Shall T ask her to come?”
But he could not stand another bout of misery; and,
mounting, he rode up towards the downs.

Hotspur, the sixteen-hand brown horse, with not a
speck of white, that Gyp had ridden hunting the day she
first saw Summerhay, was nine years old. His master’s
two faults as a horseman—a habit of thrusting, and not
too light hands—had hardened his rather hard mouth,
and something had happened in the stables to put him
into a queer temper; or perhaps he felt—as horses will—
the disturbance raging within his rider. He gave an exhibi-
tion of his worst qualities, and Summerhay derived a per-
verse pleasure from his waywardness. He rode a good
hour up there; then, hot, with aching arms, he made his
way back towards home and entered what little Gyp called
“the wild,” those two rough sedgy fields with the linhay
in the corner where they joined. There was a gap in the
hedge-growth of the bank between them, and at this he
put Hotspur at speed. The horse went over like a bird;
and Summerhay felt a moment’s joy. He turned him round
and sent him at it again, and again Hotspur cleared it
beautifully. But the animal’s blood was up. Summerhay
could hardly hold him. With an: “Oh, you brute, don't
pull!” he jagged the horse’s mouth. Into his mind darted
Gyp’s word: ““Cruel!” And, in one of those queer nerve-
crises that beset us all, he struck the pulling horse.

They were cantering towards the corner where the fields
joined, and suddenly he was aware that he could no more
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hold the beast than a steam-engine if it had been under
him. Straight at the linhay Hotspur dashed, and Summer-
hay thought: “My God! He'll kill himself!” Straight at
the old stone linhay, covered by the great ivy bush. Right
at it—into it! Summerhay ducked his head. Not low
enough—the ivy concealed a beam! A sickening crash!
Tom backward out of the saddle, he fell on his back in a
pool of leaves and mud. And the horse, slithering round
the linhay walls, checked in his own length, unhurt, snort-
ing, frightened, came out, turning his wild eyes on his
master, who never stirred, then trotted back into the field,
throwing up his head.

X

WHEN, at her words, Summerhay went out of the room,
Gyp’s heart sank. All the morning she had tried so hard
to keep back her despairing jealousy, and now at the first
reminder had broken down again. It was beyond her
strength! To live day after day knowing that he, up in
London, was either seeing that girl or painfully abstaining
from seeing her! And, when he returned, to be to him
just what she had been, to show nothing—would it ever be
possible? If he really loved her, how could he hesitate one
second? The very thought of the girl would be abhorrent
to him. He would have shown that, not merely said it
wildly. Words were no use when they contradicted action.
She, who loved with every bit of her, could not grasp that
a man can really love and want one woman, yet, at the
same time, be attracted by another.

Would life be less miserable if she withdrew from him
and went back to Mildenham? Life without him? Im-
possible! Life with him? Just as impossible, it seemed!
She had reached a point of mental anguish when her mind
did not really work at all, but rushed helplessly from one

Beyond 20
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fate to the other, no longer trying to decide. And she
went on doing little things—mending a hole in one of his
gloves, brushing and applying ointment to old Ossy, sorting
bills and letters.

At five o’clock, knowing little Gyp must soon be back
from her walk, and feeling unable to take part in gaiety,
she slipped out and went down towards the river. The
lull was over; a south-west wind had begun sighing
through the trees again, and gorgeous clouds were piled
up from the horizon into the pale blue. She stood watch-
ing the grey flood, edged by a scum of torn-off twigs and
floating leaves, with the wind shivering above it through
the spoiled plume-branches of the willows. She had a sud-
den longing for her father; he alone could help her—just a
little—by his quietness, and his love, by his mere presence.

She turned away and went up the lane again, walking
slowly, thinking hard. Could they not travel—go round
the world? Would he give up his work for that? Dare
she propose it? But would even that be anything more
than a putting-off? She was not enough for him now,
she would be still less if his work were cut away. And
yet it seemed a gleam in the blackness. She came in at
the far end of the fields they called “‘the wild.” Red
already tinged the white cloud-banks, towered up in the
east beyond the river; and peeping over that mountain-
top was the moon, fleecy and unsubstantial in the flax-
blue sky. All was wild colour. The oak-trees above the
hedgerows had not lost their leaves, and in the rain-
washed light had a sheen of old gold with heart of ivy-
green; the half-stripped beeches flamed with copper; the
russet tufts of the ash-trees glowed. And past Gyp, a single
leaf blown off, went soaring, turning over, going up on the
rising wind, up—up till it was lost—away.

The rain had drenched the grass, and she turned back.
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At the gate beside the linhay, a horse was standing. It
whinnied to her. Hotspur, saddled, bridled, with no rider.
Why? Where? Then she undid the latch, ran through,
and saw Summerhay lying in the mud—on his back, with
eyes wide open, forehead and hair all blood. Some leaves
had dropped on him. God! O God! His eyes had no
sight, his lips no breath; his heart did not beat; the leaves
had dropped even on his face—in the blood on his poor
head. Gyp raised him—stiffened, cold as ice! She gave
one cry, and fell, embracing his stiffened body with all her
strength, kissing his lips, his eyes, his broken forehead;
clasping, warming him, trying to pass life into him; till, at
last, she too lay still, her lips on his cold lips, her body on
his cold body in the mud and the fallen leaves, while the
wind crept and rustled in the ivy, and went over with the
scent of rain. Close by, the horse, uneasy, put his head
down and sniffed at her, then, backing away, neighed, and
broke into a wild gallop round the field. . . .

Old Pettance, waiting for Summerhay’s return to stable
up for the night, heard that distant neigh and went to the
garden gate, screwing up his little eyes against the sunset.
He could see a loose horse galloping down there in “‘the
wild,” where no horse should be, and thinking: “There
now; that artful devil’s broke away from the guv’nor! Now
T'll have to ketch 'im!” he went back, got some oats, and
set forth at the best gait of his stiff-jointed feet. The old
horseman characteristically did not think of accidents. The
guv'nor had got off, no doubt, to unhitch that heavy gate
—the one you had to lift. That 'orse—he was a master-
piece of mischief! His difference with the animal still
rankled in a mind that did not easily forgive.

Half an hour later, he entered the lighted kitchen,
shaking and gasping, tears rolling down his furrowed cheeks

into the corners of his gargoyle’s mouth.
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“O my Gord! Fetch the fanner—fetch an ’urdle! O
my Gord! Betty, you and cook—I can’t get ’er off him.
She don't speak. I felt her—all cold. Come on, you sluts
quick! O my Gord! The poor guv'nor! That 'orse must
‘a’ galloped into the linhay and killed him. I've seed the
marks on the devil’s shoulder where he rubbed it scrapin’
round the wall. Come on—come on! Fetch an ’urdle or
she’ll die there on him in the mud. Put the child to bed
and get the doctor, and send a wire to London, to the
major, to come sharp. Oh, blarst you all—keep your ’eads!
What'’s the good o’ howlin’ and blubberin’!”

In the whispering comer of those fields, light from a
lantern and the moon fell on the old stone linhay, on the
ivy, and the broken gate, on the mud, the golden leaves,
and the two quiet bodies clasped together. Gyp’s con-
sciousness had flown; there seemed no difference between
them. And presently, over the rushy grass, a procession
moved back in the wind and the moonlight—two hurdles,
two men carrying one, two women and a man the other,
and, behind, old Pettance and the horse.

Xl

GYP recovered consciousness in her bed, and her first
drowsy movement was towards her mate. With eyes still
closed, she turned, and put out her hand to touch him be-
fore she dozed off again. No warmth, no substance;
through her mind, still in the mists of morphia, thoughts
passed vague and lonely: “Ah, yes, in London!” She
turned on her back. London! Something up there! She
opened her eyes. So the fire had kept in all night! Some-
one in a chair, or—was she dreaming? And, suddenly,
without knowing why, she began to gasp. The figure
moved, turned her face in the firelight. Betty! Gyp closed
her eyes. Icy sweat had broken out all over her.
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“Betty!”

“Yes, my darlin’.”

“What is it?”

“Don’t ’ee think—don’t 'ee think! Your Daddy ’ll be
here directly, my sweetie!”

Gyp’s eyes passed from the firelight and that rocking
figure to the chink of light, hardly light as yet, at one
corner of the curtain. Her tongue stole out and passed
over her lips; beneath the bedclothes she folded both
hands tight across her heart Then she was not dead with
him—mnot dead! Not gone back with him into the ground
—not------ And suddenly there flickered up in her a flame.
They were keeping her alive! Curse them!

“Betty, I'm so thirsty. Get me a cup of tea.”

“Yes, my lovey, at once. Itll do you good. That’s a
brave girl.”

The moment the door clicked to, Gyp sprang up. Her
whole soul was alive with cunning. She ran to the ward-
robe, seized her long fur coat, thrust her bare feet into her
slippers, wound a piece of lace round her head, and opened
the door. All dark, all quiet! Stifling the sound of her
feet, she glided down the stairs, slipped back the chain of
the front door, opened it, and fled. Like a shadow she
passed across the grass, out of the garden gate, down the
road under the black dripping trees. The beginning of
light was mixing its grey hue into the darkness; she could
just see her feet among the puddles on the road. She
heard the whirring of a car on its top gear grinding up
the hill, and covered away against the hedge. Its light
came searching along, picking out with a mysterious mo-
mentary brightness the bushes and tree-trunks, making the
wet road gleam. Gyp saw the chauffeur turn his head
back at her, then the car’s body passed up into darkness,
and its tail-light vanished. A car going to the Red House
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with her father, or the doctor, helping to keep her alive!
She flew on. A man with a dog came out of a gate, and
called ““Hallo!” She had lost her slippers, and ran with bare
feet, unconscious of stones, or the torn-off branches strew-
ing the road, making for the lane that ran down to the
river, to the left of the inn, where the bank was free.

She turned into it; a hundred or more yards away, she
could see the willows, the width of lighter grey that was
the river. The river—and the happiest hours of all her
life! If he were anywhere, she would find him there, where
he had lain with his head on her breast; where she had
dreamed, and seen beauty, and loved him so! She reached
the bank. Cold, grey, silent, swifter than yesterday, the
stream was flowing down, the shores brightening slowly in
the dawn. Gyp stood motionless, gasping after her long
run. Her knees gave way; she sank down on the wet grass,
clasping her arms round her drawn-up legs, rocking to and
fro, with her hair loosened over her face. Her heart felt
suffocated. She sat, waiting for breath—breath and strength
to let life go, to slip down into the grey water. And that
queer apartness from self, which is the property of fever,
came on her, so that she seemed to see herself sitting
there, waiting; and she thought: T shall see myself dead,
floating among the reeds. 1 shall see the birds wondering
about me!” And, suddenly, she broke into a storm of
sobbing. Her boy—her boy—and his poor hair! And
swaying over, she lay face down, clasping at the wet grass
and the earth.

The sun laid a pale streak along the water; a robin
twittered; a leaf fell on her bare ankle.

Winton, who had been hunting a Saturday, had re-
turned to town on Sunday by the evening train, and gone
straight to his club for supper. Falling asleep over his
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cigar, he had to be awakened when they desired to close
the club for the night. It was past two when he reached
Bury Street and found the telegram.

“Something dreadful happened to Mr. Summerhay.
Come quick.—BETTY.”

Never had he so cursed the loss of his hand as during
the time that followed, when Markey had to dress, help his
master, pack bags, and fetch a taxi equipped for so long
a journey. At half-past three they started. Winton wrapped
in his fur coat, sat a little forward on his seat, ready to
put his head through the window and direct the driver. It
was a wild night; he would not let Markey, whose chest
was not strong, go outside to act as guide. Twice that
silent one had spoken.

“That’ll be bad for Miss Gyp, sir.”

“Bad, yes—terrible.”

And later:

“D’you think it means he’s dead, sir?”

“God knows, Markey! We must hope for the best.”

Could Fate be cruel enough to deal one so soft and
loving such a blow?

Betty and a maid were standing at the open garden
gate, in the breaking darkness, wringing their hands. Leap-
ing out, he cried:

“What is it, woman? Quick!”

“Oh, sir! My dear’s gone. I left her a moment to get
her a cup oftea. And she’s run out in the cold!”

Winton stood for two seconds as if turned to stone.
Then, taking Betty by the shoulder, he asked quietly:

“What happened to him?”

Betty could not answer, but the maid said:

“The horse killed him at that linhay, sir, down in ‘the
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wild.” And the mistress was unconscious till quarter of an
hour ago.”

“Which way did she go?”

“Out here, sir; the door and the gate was open—can’t
tell which way.”

The river!

“Turn the cab round! Stay in, Markey! Betty and
you, girl, go down to °‘the wild, and search there at once.
Yes? What is it?"

“As we came up the hill, sir, I see a lady or some-
thing in a long dark coat with white on her head, against
the hedge.”

“Right! Drive down again sharp, and use your eyes.”

At such moments, thought is impossible. But of
thought there was no need, for the gardens of villas and
the inn blocked the river at all but one spot. Winton
stopped the car where the narrow lane branched down to
the bank, and ran. He ran silently on the grass edge, and
Markey, imitating, ran behind. When he came in sight of
a black shape lying on the bank, he suffered a moment
of intense agony, for he thought it was just a dark
garment thrown away. Then he saw it move, and, holding
up his hand for Markey to stand still, walked on, tiptoeing
in the grass. Between that prostrate figure and the water
he knelt down and said:

“My darling!”

Gyp raised her head and stared at him. Her white
face, with eyes unnaturally dark and large, and hair falling
all over it, was strange to him—the face of grief itself.
And he knew not how to help, or comfort, or save. In her
eyes was the look of a wild animal at the moment of its
capture, and instinct made him say:

“T lost her just as cruelly, Gyp."

He saw the words reach her brain, and that wild look
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waver. Stretching out his arm, he drew her close to him
till her cheek was against his, her shaking body against
him, and kept murmuring:

“For my sake, Gyp; for my sake!”

When, with Markey’s aid, he had got her to the cab,
they took her, not back to the house, but to the inn. She
was in high fever, and soon delirious. By noon, Aunt
Rosamund and Mrs. Markey, summoned by telegram, had
arrived; and the whole inn taken lest any noise should
disturb her.

At five o’clock Winton was summoned to the little so-
called reading-room. A tall woman was standing at the
window, shading her eyes with the back of a gloved hand.
Though they had lived so long within ten miles of each
other, he only knew Lady Summerhay by sight, and he
waited for her to speak first.

“There is nothing to say; only, I thought I must see
you. How is she?”

“Delirious.”

“My poor boy! Did you see him—his forehead? I
will take him back home.” Tears rolled one after the
other slowly down her face under her veil. She had turned
to the window, passing her handkerchief up under the veil.
Staring at the little strip of darkening lawn, Winton said:

“I will send you all his things, except anything that
might help my poor girl.”

She turned.

“And so it's ended like this! Major Winton, is there
anything behind—were they really happy?” .

Winton looked straight at her and answered:

“Too happy!”

Without a quiver, he met those tear-darkened eyes
straining at his; with a heavy sigh she once more turned
away, drew down her veil, and hastened away.
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It was not true—he knew from the mutterings of Gyp’s
fever—but no one, not even Summerhay’s mother, should
hear a whisper if he could help it.

In the days that followed, Gyp, robbed of memory,
hung between life and death. Winton hardly left her
room, that low room with creepered windows whence the
river could be seen, gliding down under the pale No-
vember sunshine or black beneath the stars. He watched
it, fascinated. He had snatched her from it as by a miracle.

He had refused to have a nurse. Aunt Rosamund and
Mrs. Markey were skilled in sickness, and he could not
bear that a strange person should listen to those delirious
mutterings. His own part of the nursing was to sit and
keep her secrets from the others—if he could. He would
stay for hours, with eyes fixed on her face. No one could
supply so well as he the thread of the familiar, by which
the fevered, without knowing, perhaps find their way a
little in the mazes where they wander.

He was astonished by the number of inquiries, even
people whom he had considered enemies left cards or sent
their servants. But the small folk touched him most by
their genuine concern for one whose grace and softness had
won their hearts. One morning he received a letter
forwarded from Bury Street.

“DEAR MAJOR WINTON,

“lI have read a paragraph in the paper about poor
Mr. Summerhay’s death. And, oh, T feel so sorry for herl
She was so good to me; I do feel it most dreadfully.
If you think she would like to know how we all feel
for her, you would tell her, wouldn't you? [ do think
it’s cruel.

“Very faithfully yours,
“DAPHNE WING.”
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So they knew Summerhay’s name—he had not some-
how expected that. He did not answer, not knowing what
to say.

Sometimes he would cover his ears, to avoid hearing
of that long stress of mind at which he had now and then
glimpsed. Of the actual tragedy, her wandering spirit did
not seem conscious; her lips were always telling her love,
repeating the dread of losing his; except when they would
give a whispering laugh, uncanny and enchanting, as at
some gleam of perfect happiness. Those little laughs were
worst of all to hear. He drew a gruesome comfort from
the conclusion slowly forced on him. Summerhay’s tragic
death had cut short a situation which might have had an
even more tragic issue. One night in the big chair at
the side of her bed, he woke to see her eyes fixed on
him. They saw, were her own eyes again. Her lips
moved.

“Dad.”

“Yes, my pet.”

“I remember everything.”

At that dreadful little saying, Winton leaned forward
and put his lips to her hand, that lay outside the clothes.

“Where is he buried?”

“At Widrington.”

“Yes.”

It was rather a sigh than a word, and, raising his head,
Winton saw her eyes closed again. The white transparency
of her cheeks and forehead against the dark lashes and
hair was too startling. Was it a living face, or was its
beauty that of death?

He bent over. She was breathing—asleep.
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Xl

THE return to Mildenham was made by easy stages on
New Year’s day—Mildenham, dark, smelling the same, full
of the ghosts of old days. For little Gyp, more than five
years old now, and beginning to live, this was the
pleasantest home yet. In watching her become the spirit
of the place, as she herself had once been, Gyp found
rest at times. She had not picked up much strength, and
if her face was taken unawares, it was the saddest face.
Her chief preoccupation was not being taken unawares.
To Winton, her smile was almost as sad. He was at his
wits' end about her that winter and spring. She made the
utmost effort to keep up, and there was nothing to do but
watch and wait. No use to force the pace. Time alone
could heal—perhaps.

Spring came and passed, and physically she grew
strong again; but she had never once gone outside the
garden, never once spoken of the Red House, never once
of Summerhay. Not that she cherished her grief; she
appeared, rather, to do all in her power to forget and
mask it. She only had what used to be called a broken
heart. Little Gyp, who had been told that “Baryn” had
gone away for ever, and that she must “never speak of
him for fear of making Mum sad,” would stand and watch
her mother with puzzled gravity. She once remarked to
Winton:

“Mum doesn’t live with us, Grandy; she lives away
somewhere, I think. Is it with Baryn?”

“Perhaps it is, sweetheart; but don’t say that to any-
body but me. Don’t ever talk of Baryn to anyone else.”

“Yes, I know; but where is he, Grandy?”

What could Winton answer?
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He rode a great deal with the child, who, like her
mother before her, was never so happy as in the saddle;
but to Gyp he did not dare suggest it. She never spoke
of horses, never went to the stables, passed all the days
doing little things about the house, gardening, and sitting
at her piano, sometimes playing a little, or merely looking
at the keys, her hands clasped in her lap. This was early
in the fateful summer, before any as yet felt the world-
tremors, or saw the darkness beginning to gather. He
often thought: “If only she had something to take her out
of herself!”

In June he proposed a visit to London. To his sur-
prise, she acquiesced at once. They went up in Whitweek.
Passing Widrington, he forced himself to a spurt of talk;
but later, glancing stealthily round his paper, he saw her
face turned to the fields and tears rolling down it. She
made no sound, no movement; only, those tears kept
rolling down. And, behind his paper, Winton’s eyes nar-
rowed and retreated; his face hardened till the skin seemed
tight drawn over the bones.

From the station to Bury Street the cab went by nar-
row by-streets, where the misery of the world was on show
ill-looking men, draggled, over-driven women, jaunty
ghosts of little children in gutters and on doorsteps pro-
claiming by their clay-coloured faces and underfed bodies,
the post-datement of the millennium. The lean and
smutted houses had a look of dissolution indefinitely put
off; there was no more trace of beauty than in a sewer.
Gyp sat leaning forward, and Winton felt her hand slip
into his.

That evening after dinner—in the room he had fur-
nished for her mother, where the satinwood chairs, the
little Jacobean bureau, the old brass candelabra were still
as they had been nearly thirty years ago—she said:
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“Dad, would you mind ifI could make a sort of home
at Mildenham for poor children to come and get good air
and food?”

Strangely moved by the first wish he had heard her
express since the tragedy, Winton said:

“My dear, are you strong enough?”

“Quite. There’s nothing wrong with me now except
here.” She touched her heart. ““What's given, one can'’t
get back. I would if I could. It’'s been so dreadful for
you. But if I had them to see after, I shouldn’t be able
to think so much; the more I had to do, the better. I
should like to begin it at once.”

Winton nodded. Anything that could do her good—
anything!

“Rosamund Il help you find 'em,” he muttered. ““She’s
first-rate at all that sort of thing.” Then, looking at her
fixedly, he added: ““Courage, my soul; it'll all come back
some day.”

Gyp forced herself to smile.

“And yet,” she said, very quietly, “I wouldn’t have
been without it.”

Her hands were clasped in her lap, her eyes shone
strangely, the faint smile still hovered on her lips. Winton
thought: “Love! Beyond measure—beyond death!”

HIE END
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of Tarzan | v.—Jungle Tales of Tarzan 1 v.
— The Beasts of Tarzan | v. — Tarzan
and the Golden Lion | v. — The Son of
Tarzan I v.

Bury, Baroness de: vide ““All for Greed."

Butler, A. J.
Bismarck. His Reflections and Re-
miniscences. Translated from the great
German edition, under the supervision of
A.J. Butler. With two Portraits. 3 v.

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., t 1881.
Jennie of ““The Prince’s,” 2 v. — Won!
2 v. — Great Grenfell Gardens 2 v. —
Nell—on and offthe Stage 2 v. — Frot*
the Wings 2 V.

Byron, Lord, t 1824.
Poetical Works 5 v.
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CafTyn, Mrs. Mannington (lota).
A Yellow Aster IV. — Children of Cir-
cumstance r v. — Anne Mauleverer 2 v.

Caine, Sir Hall.
The Bondman 2 v. — The Manxman
2 v. — The Christian 2 v. — The Eternal
City 3 v. — The Prodigal Son 2 v. — The
White Prophet 2 v. — The Woman thou
gavest me 3 v.— The Master of Man,2 v.

Caine, William, f 1925.
The Strangeness of Noel Carton 1 v.
Mendoza and a Little Lady | v. — The
Author of ““ Trixie” Iv. — Lady Sheba’s
Last Stunt i v.

Cameron, Verney Lovett
Across Africa 2 v.

Cannan, Gilbert.
Annette and Bennett | v.

Campbell Praed : vide Praed.

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, 11909.
““But Men must Work™ | v. — Sir God-
frey’s Granddaughters 2 v. — Herb of
Grace 2 v. — The Highway of Fate 2 v.
— A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At the Moor-

Carlyle, Thomas, f 1881.
The French Revolution 3 V. — Essays
on Goethe iv.—On Heroes, Hero-worship,
and the Heroic in History | v. — Historical
and Political Essays | v. — Essays on Ger-
man Literature i v.

Carnegie, Andrew (Am.), f 1919.
Problems of To-Day 1| v.

Carr, Alaric.
Treherne’s Temptation 2 v.

Castle, Agnes & Egerton.
The Star Dreamer 2 v. — Incomparable
Bellairs tv. — French Nan | v. “If
Youth butknew [ i v.— My Merry Rock-
hurst XV. — Flower o' the Orange | v. —
Wroth 2 v. — Diamond Cut Paste x v. —
The Grip of Life 2 v.

Castle, Egerton.
Consequences 2 v. — ““La Bella,”
Others i v.
e*Cather. Willa (Am.).

The Professor’s House | v. — My Mortal
Enemy tv. — A Lost Lady | v. — Death
Comes fpr the Archbishop | v.

and

Complete List.

Charles, Mrs. Elizabeth Rundle, t 1896:
vide ““Chronicles of the Schonberg-
Cotta Family."

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, t 1880.
Oliver of the Mill x v. Wide p. 27.)

Chesterfield, Earl of.
Letters to his Son | v.

Chesterton, G. K.

The Man who was Thursday | v. — What'’s
Wrong with the World x v. — The Inno-
cence of Father Brown x v. — The Flying
Inn IV. — Tales of the Long Bow | v. —
The Incredulity of Father Brown | v. —
The Wisdom of Father Brown | v. — The
Outline of Sanity IV. — The Return of
Don Quixote tv, — The Secret of Father
Brown i V.

Cholmondeley, Mary.
Moth and Rust | v. — The Lowest Rung

Christian, Princess: vide Alice, Grand-
Duchess of Hesse.

“ Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Family,” Author of (Mrs. E. Rundle
Charles), f 1896.

Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta Fa-
mily 2 v. — On Both Sides of the Sea 2 v.
— Winifred Bertram | v. — Diary of Mrs.
Kitty Trevylyan | v. — The Victory of the
Vanquished | v. — The Cottage by the
Cathedral and other Parables | v.
Against the Stream 2 v. — The Bertram
Family 2 v. — Conquering and to Conquer
IV. — Lapsed, but not Lost | v.

Clemens, Samuel L: vide Twain.

Clifford, Mrs. W. K.
The Last Touches, and other Stories | v.
— Mrs. Keith’s Crime | v. — A Flash of
Summer IV. — A Woman Alone | v. —
Woodside Farm | v. — The Modern Way
1V. — Mere Stories 1V. — Eve's Lover,

and Other Stoiies | v. — Sir Georges
Objection IV. — Miss Fingal | v.
Clive, Mrs. Caroline, t 1873: vide

Author of ““Paul Ferroll."
Gobbe, Frances Power, f 1904.
Re-Echoes i v.
Coleridge, C. R.
An English Squire 2 v.

Coleridge, M. E, €1907.
The King with two Faces 2 y.
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Collins, Charles Allston, t 1873.
A Cruise upon Wheels 2 v.

Collins, Mortimer, t 1876.
Sweet and Twenty 2 v. — A Fight with
Fortune 2 v.

Collins, Wilkie, t 1889.
Hide and Seek 2 v. — No Name 3 V. —
Armadale 3 V. — Poor Miss Finch 2 v. —
The New Magdalen 2 v. — The Frozen
Deep tv. — My Lady’s Money, and Percy
and the Prophet | v. — Heart and Science
2v. — ““I say No,” 2 v.

““Cometh up as a Flower’: vide Rhoda

Broughton.

Conrad,Joseph t 1924
An Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales
of Unrest IV. —The Secret Agent | v. —
A SetofSix IV. — UnderWestern Eyes | v
— Twixt Land and Sea Tales | v.—Chance
2 v. — Almayer’s Folly | v.— The Rover
IV. — Tales of Hearsay | v. — Suspense
tv. — Lord Jim IV. — Youth, and Two
Other Stories IV. — The Nigger of the
“Narcissus” IV. — The Shadow Line | v.
— Typhoon, and Other Stories 1 v.

Conway, Hugh (F.J. Fargus), t 1885.
Called Back | v. — Bound Together
2 v. — A Family Affair 2 v. — Living or
Dead 2 v.

Cooper, Mrs.: vide Katharine Saunders.
Corelli, Marie, t 1924.
Thelma 2 v. — The Mighty Atom iv. —
Ziska iv. — Boy. A Sketch. 2 v.—The
Master-Christian 2 v. — Love—and the
Philosopher i v.

Cotes, Mrs. Everard.
Set in Authority iv. — Cousin Cinderella

“County, the," Author of.
The County i v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Dinah M. Mulock),

t 1887.

A Life for a Life 2 v. — Romantic Tales
iv. — Domestic Stories x v. — The
Ogilvies iv. — Lord Erlistoun | v. —
Christian’s Mistake 1 v. — Olive 2 v. —
Studies from Life | v. —Poems | v.—The
Unkind Word, and other Stories 2 v. —
A Brave Lady 2 v. — Hannah 2 v. —
Sermons out of Church | v. — The
Laurel-Bush; Two little Tinkers | v. —
A Legacy 2 y. — Young Mrs. Jardine

Complete List.

2 v. — His Little Mother, and otherTales
and Sketches | v. — Plain Speaking | v. —
Miss Tommy | v. — King Arthur | v.

Craik, Georgiana M. (Mrs. A. W. May).
Lost and Won | v. — Faith Unwin’s
Ordeal i V.— Leslie Tyrrell | v. —Wini-
fred’s Wooing, etc. iv. — Mildred i v. —
Hero Trevelyan | v. — Without Kith or
Kin 2V. — Only a Butterfly | v. — Sylvia’s
Choice; Theresa 2 v. — Anne Warwick
iv. — Dorcas 2 v.

Craik, Georgiana M., £ M. C. Stirling.
Two Tales of Married Life (Hard to
Bear, by Miss Craik ; A True Man, by M.
C. Stirling) 2 v.

Craven, Mrs. Augustus:
lerton.

Crawford, F. Marion (Am.), 11909.

Mr. Isaacs | v. — To Leeward | v. —
A Roman Singer | v. — A Tale of a
Lonely Parish 2v.— Saracinesca 2 v. —
Paul Patoff 2 v.— With the Immortals | v.
— The Three Fates 2 V.— Marion Darche
iv. — Adam Johnstone’s Son | v. — Th
the Palace of the King 2 v. — Marietta,
a Maid of Venice 2 v. — The Primadonna
2v. — The White Sister i V.

Crockett, S. R., * 860, 11914.
The Raiders 2 v. — The Dark 0 the
Moon 2 V.

Croker, B. M., 11920.
The Serpent’s Tooth | v. — In Old Madras
iv. — Lismoyle iv. — The Chaperon | v.
— The Pagoda Tree | v.

Cudlip, Mrs. Pender: vide A. Thomas.

Cummins, Miss (Am.), t 1866.
Haunted Hearts | v.

Cushing, Paul.
The Blacksmith of Voe 2 v.

“ Dally News."

War Correspondence, 1877, by Archi-
bald Forbes and others 3 v.

Danby, Frank.
An Incompleat Etonian2 v. — Let the Roof
fallin XV.

vide Lady Ful-

Dane, Clemence.
A Bill of Divorcement ; Legend | v.

“ Dark," Author of.
Dark i v.
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Davis, Richard Harding (Am.).
Van Bibber and Others I'T. — Ranson’s
Folly i V.

De Foe, Daniel, t 1731-
Robinson Crusoe 2 v.

Delafield, E. M.
Mrs. Harter 1T. — The Chip and the
Block IV. — Jill i T. — The Suburban
Young Man i v.

Deland, Margaret (Am.).
John Ward, Preacher | v.

Dell, Floyd (Am.).
This Mad Ideal | v. — Runaway IT. —
Love in Greenwich Village 1 v.

““Democracy,” Author of (Am.),
Democracy | v.

De Morgan, William.
Joseph Vance 2 v.

De Quincey, Thomas.
Confessions of an English Opium-Eater | v

““Diary and Notes’”: vide Author of
““Horace Templeton."

Dickens, Charles, 11870.

The Pickwick Club 2 v. — Oliver Twist
2 v, Nicholas Nickleby 2 v. —
Sketches 2 v. — Martin Chuzzlewit 2 v.
— A Christmas Carol; The Chimes; The
Cricket on the Hearth | v. — Master
Humphrey’s Clock (Old Curiosity Shop ;
Barnaby Rudge, etc.) 3 v.— Dombey and
Son 3 v. — David Copperfield 3 V. —
Bleak House 4 V. — Little Dorrit (with
Illustrations) 4 v. — A Tale of two
Cities 2 v. — Christmas Stories, etc. | v.
— Our Mutual Friend (with Illustrations)
4 v. Vide also Household Words,
Novels and Tales, and John Forster.

Extra volumes at specialprices :

A Christmas Carol . Ji —70
The Chimes . . .. Ji —70
The Cricket on the Hearth Ji —70
The Battle of Life . . . Ji i.—
The Haunted Man L Ji 1—

A Child’s History of Eng-
land. 2 VOIS Ji 3.60
Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Beaconsfield,
t 1881.
Lothair 2 T.

Dixon, Ella Hepworth.

The Story ofa Modern Woman 1T. — One
Doubtful Hour i T.

Complete List.

Dixon, W. Hepworth, t 1879.
The Holy Land 2 v — Spiritual Wives
2 v. — Her Majesty’s Tower 4 v. — Free
Russia 2 v. — History of two Queens 6 v.
— White Conquest 2 v. — Diana, Lady
Lyle 2 v,

Dixon, Jr., Thomas (Am.).
The Leopard’s Spots 2 v.

Dougall, L. (Am.).
Beggars All 2 v.

Dowie, Ménie Muriel.
A Girl in the Karpathians | v.

Doyle, Sir A. Conan.
The Sign of Four IV. — Micah Clarke
2 v.— The Captain of the Pole-Star, and
other Tales IV. — The White Company
2 v. —A Study in Scarlet | v. — The
Great Shadow, and Beyond the City | v. —
The Adventures of Sherlock Holmes 2 v.
— The Refugees 2 v. — The Memoirs of
Sherlock Holmes 2 v. — Round the Red
Lamd | v. — The Exploits of Brigadier
Gerard IV, — Uncle Bemac |1 v. — The
Tragedy ofthe Korosko | v. — A Duet
tv. —The Green Flag | v. — The Hound
of the Baskervilles | v. — Adventures of
Gerard IV. — The Return of Sherlock
Holmes 2 v. —Through the Magic Doori v.
— Round the Fire Stories | v.—The Mys-
tery of Cloomber IV. — The Last Galley
i. v.—The Lost World | v.— The Poison
Belt Iv. — The Land of Mist | v. — The
Case-Book of Sherlock Holmes | v.

Drinkwater, John
Poems i v.

Dufferin, the Earl of, f 1902.
Letters from High Latitudes | v.
vide Mrs.

Duncan, Sara Jeannette:

Cotes.
Dunton : vide Th. Watts-Dunton.
Earl, the, and the Doctor.
South Sea Bubbles | v.
Eastwick, Edward B., t 1883.
Autobiography of Lutfullah 1 v.
Eooles: vide O’Conor Ecoles, page 19.

Edwardes, Mrs. Annie,
Steven Lawrence, Yeoman 2 v. — A
Vagabond Heroine | v. — Leah: A
Woman of Fashion 2 v. — A Blue-
Stocking tv. — Jet: Her Face or Her
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Fortune? i v. — Vivian the Beauty i v.
— A Ballroom Repentance 2 v. — AGirton
Girl 2 v. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and
Bertie Griffiths IV. — Pearl-Powder I v.

Edwards, Amelia B., t 1892.
Barbara’s History 2 v. — Hand and
Glove 1V. — Half a Million of Money
2 v. — Debenham’s Vow 2 v.— In the
Days of my Youth 2 v. — Monsieur
Maurice IV. — A Night on the Borders
of the Black Forest | v. — A Thousand
Miles up the Nile 2 v. — Lord Bracken-
bury 2 v.

Edwards, M. Betham- : vide Betham.

Eggleston, Edward (Am.), f 1902.
The Faith Doctor 2 v.

Elbon, Barbara (Am.).
Bethesda 2 V.

Eliot, George (Miss Evans—MTrs. Cross),

t 1880.

Adam Bede 2 v. —The Mill on the Floss

2 V. — Silas Marner | v. — Romola 2 v.
— Felix Holt 2 v. — Impressions of
Theophrastus Such 1 v.

““Elizabeth  vide Elinor Glyn and ““Let-

ters of her Mother to Elizabeth.”
““Elizabeth and her German Garden,”

Author of.
Elizabeth and her German Garden | v. —
The Solitary Summer | v. — Princess

Priscilla’s Fortnight | v. — The Adven-
tures of Elizabeth in Riigen | v. — Frau-
lein Schmidt and Mr. Anstruther | v. —
Vera IV. — The Enchanted April | v. —
Love IV. — Introduction to Sally | v. —
Expiation i v.
Elliot, Mrs. Frances, t 1898.

Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2 v.—
Old Court Life in France 2 v. — The
Italians 2 v. — The Diary of an Idle
Woman in Sicily | v. — Pictures of Old
Rome IV. — The Story of Sophia | v. —
Diary of an Idle Woman in Constan-
tinopie Iv. — OId Court Life in Spain

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am.), t 1882.
Representative Men 1 v. — Essays | v. —
Nature and Thought | v.— English Traits
i v. — Conduct of Life i v.

““English Fairy Tales.” 1 v.
Erroll, Henry.

An Ugly Duckling tv.

Complete List.

Esler, E. Rentoul.
The Way they loved at Grimpat I v
,,» Estelle Russell,” Author of.
Estelle Russell 2 v.

Esterre-Keeling, Elsa D'.
Three Sisters IV.— A Laughing Philo-
sopher IV.— The Professor’s Wooing | v.
— In Thoughtland and in Dreamland
tv. — Orchardscroft | v. — Appassionata
IV. — Old Maidsand Young 2 v. — The
Queen’s Serfiv.

““Euthanasia,” Author of.
Euthanasia | v.

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, t 1885.
A Flat Iron for a Farthing | v. — The
Brownies, and other Tales | v.
“ Expiated,” Author of.
Expiated 2 v.
Fargus, F.J.: vide Hugh Conway.
Farrar, F. W. (Dean), f 1903.
Darkness and Dawn 3 v.
““Fate of.Fenella, the," Authors of.
The Fate of Fenella, by 24 Authors 1 v.

Felkin, Alfred Laurence: vide E. T.

Fowler.
Felkin, Mrs.: vide E.T. Fowler.

Fendali, Percy: vide F. C. Philips.

Fenn, George Manville.

The Parson O Dumford 2 v. — The
Clerk of Portwick 2 v.

Ferber, Edna (Am.).
Show Boat IV. — So Big | v.

Findlater, Mary L Jane (Am.): vide

Kate Douglas Wiggin.

Fitzgerald, Edward.
Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam | v.
Fleming, George (Am.).
Andromeda 2 v.
Forbes, Archibald, 11900.

My Experiences of the War between
France and Germany 2 v. — Vide also
““Daily News,” War Correspondence.

Forrest, R. E,
Eight Days 2 v.
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Forrester, Mrs.
Viva 2 v. — Rhona 2 v. — My Lord and
My Lady 2 V. — I have Lived and Loved
2v.—June 2 v. —Although he was a Lord,
and otherTalesi v. — Corisande,and other
Tales IV.—OnceAgainzv.—Ofthe World,
Worldly tv. — Dearest 2 v. — The Light
of other Days | v. — Too Late Repented

Forster, John, t 1876.
The Life of Charles Dickens (with Illus-
trations and Portraits) 6 v. — Life and
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v.
Fothergill, Jessie.
Probation 2 v. — Made or Marred, and
““One of Three” IV. — Peril r v. —
Borderland 2 v.
““Found Dead,” Author of: vide James
Payn.
Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs. Alfred
Laurence Felkin).
A Double Thread 2 v. — Place and
Power 2 v. — In Subjection 2 v. — Miss
Fallowtield’s Fortune 1 v.
Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (JMrs. A. L.
Felkin), L Alfred Laurence Felkin.

Kate of Kate Hall 2 v.

Fox, Caroline, t 1871.
Memories of Old Friends from her Jour-
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N.
Pym 2 v.

Francis, M. E.
The Duenna of a Genius | v.

Frederic, Harold (Am.), 11898.
Illumination 2 v.

Freeman, Edward A., t 1892.

The Growth of the English Constitution
IV. — Sketches from French Travel | v.

Froude, James Anthony, t 1894.

Oceana I'V,— The Spanish Story of the
Armada, and other Essays | v.

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, t 1885.
Ellen Middleton IV. — Lady Bird 2 v.
— Too Strange not to be True 2 v.
— Constance Sherwood 2 v. — Mrs.
Geralds’ Niece 2 V. — The Notary’s
Daughter i v. — The Lilies ofthe Valley,
and The House of Penarvan | v. —
The Life of Luisa de Carvajal | v. — A

Tauchnitx Edition.

Complete List.

Will and a Way, and The Handkerchief
at the Window 2 v. — Eliane 2 v. (by Mrs.
Augustus Craven, translated by Lady Ful-
lerton). — Laurentia | v.

Galsworthy, John, * 1867.

The Country House | v.— Fraternity | v.—
Villa Rubein IV. — A Man of Devon,
tec. IV. — A Motley i v.—The Patrician
i v. —Justice, and Other Plays | v. —The
Silver Box, and Other Plays | v. — The
Inn of Tranquillity | v.—The Island Pha-
risees tv. — The Dark Flower | v. — A
Bit 0° Love, and Other Plays | v. — A
Family Man, and Other Flays | v.— Cap-
tures Iv. — The White Monkey | v. — The
Forsyte Saga 3 v. — The Silver Spoon | v.
— Beyond IV. — Castles in Spain, and
Other Screeds tv. — Two Forsyte Inter-
ludes tv. — The Forest, and Six Short
Plays 1 v.

Gardiner: vide Lady Blessington.

Gaskell, Mrs., t 1865.
Ruth 2 v. — Lizzie Leigh, and other
Tales IV. — The Life ofCharlotte Bronte
2 v. — Lois the Witch etc. | v. — Sylvia’s
Lovers 2 v. — Wives and Daughters 3 v.
— Cranford i v.

““Geraldine Hawthorne," Author of:
vide Author of “ Miss Molly."

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Longard de
Longgarde).

Lady Baby 2 v. — Recha | v. — Ortho-
dox 1 v.— TheWrong Man | v. — A Spot-
less Reputation IV. — One Year | v. —The
Supreme Crime | v. — The Blood-Tax | v.
— The Eternal Woman | v. — Made of
Money IV. — The Bridge of Life 1 v. —
The Three Essentials | v. — The Improb-
able Idyl tv. — The Compromise 2 v. —
Itinerant Daughters | v. — Restitution | v.
— Pomp andCircumstancei v. —TheGrass
Widow IV. — A Glorious Lie | v. — The
Unworthy Pact i v.

Gerard, E. (Emily de Laszowska).
A Secret Mission 1V.— A Foreigner 2 v.
— The Extermination of Love 2 v.

Giberne, Agnes.
The Curate’s Home | v.

Gladstone, W. E., t 1898.
Rome and the Newest Fashions in Re-
ligion IV ,— Bulgarian Horrors, and
Russia in Tirkistan, with other Tracts
i v.— The Hellenic Factor in the Eastern
Problem, with other Tracts 1 v.
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Glyn, Elinor.
The Visits of Elizabeth i v. — The Re-
flections of Ambrosine tv. — The Vicissi-
tudes of Evangeline IV. — Beyond the
Rocks IV. — Three Weeks I v. — Eliza-
beth Visits America i v. — His Hour iv.
— The ReasonWhy i v.— Halcyone i v.—
The Contrast i v.— Guinevere’s Loveri v.
— Man and Maid i v.— Six Days i v. —
The Great Moment I v. — Love’s Blind-
ness i v. — ““It,” and Other Stories i v.

Godfrey, Hal: vide Charlotte O'Conor
Eccles.
Goldring, Douglas.
Nobody Knows IV. — Cuckoo i v. — The
Merchant of Souls i v. — The Facade i v
Goldsmith, Oliver, t 1774.
Select Works 2 v.

Goodman, Edward J.
Too Curious i v.

Gordon, Julien (Am.).
A Diplomat’s Diary | v

Gore, Mrs., t 1861.
Castles in the Air | v. — The Dean’s
Daughter 2 v. — Progress and Prejudice
2 v. — Mammon 2 v. — A Life’s Lessons
2v. —The Two Aristocracies 2 v. — Heck-
ington 2 V.

Grand, Sarah.
Our Manifold Nature | v. — Babs the
Impossible 2 v.— Emotional Moments | v.

Grant, Miss.
Victor Lesear 2 v. — The Sun-Maid 2 v.
— My Heart’s in the Highlands 2 v. —
Artiste 2 v. — Prince Hugo 2 v.

Gray, Maxwell.
The Reproach of Annesley 2 v.

Grenville: Murray, E. C. (Trois-Etoiles),
t 1881.

The Member for Paris 2 v. — Young
Brown 2 v. — The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. —
French Pictures in English Chalk (Second
Series) 2 v. — Strange Tales | v. —
That Artful Vicar 2 v. — Six Months in
the Ranks 1 v. R

Grey, Zane (Am.).
Tappan’s Burro, and Other Stories | v. —

The Call of the Canyon | v.— The Thun-
dering Herd 1 v

Complete List. i
Grimwood, Ethel St.Clair.
My Three Years in Manipur | v.

Grohman, W. A. Baillie.
Tyrol and the Tyrolese 1 v.

Guthrie, F. Anstey: vide Anstey.

““Guy Livingstone,” Author of (George
Alfred Laurence), t 1876.
Guy Livingstone Iv. — Sword and
Gown IV. — Border and Bastille! v. —
Maurice Dering | v. — Sans Merci 2 v.
— Breaking a Butterfly 2 v. — Anteros
2 v. — Hagarene 2 v.

Habberton, John (Am.).
Helen’s Babies & Other People’s Chil-
dren iV

Haggard, Sir H. Rider, t 1925.
King Solomon’s Mines | v. — She 2v.—
Jess 2 v. — Allan Quatermain 2 v. —
Cleopatra 2 v. — The Wizard | v. —
Ayesha. The Return of [She’ 2 v.
The Lady of Blossholme | v. — Morning
Star IV. — Queen Sheba’s Ring | v. —
Child of Storm i v. — The Wanderer’s
Necklace iv. — Wisdom’s Daughter iv.
— Heu-Heu, or The Monster | v.—Queen
of the Dawn iv. — The Treasure of the
Lake iv. — Allan and the Ice-Gods | v.

Hall, Mrs. S. C., t 1881.
Can Wrong be Right? | v.— Marian 2 v.

Hamerton, P. G, t 1894,
Marmorne | v. — French and English 2 v.

Hardy, Rev. E. J.
How to be Happy though Married | v.—
Stilt Happy though Married | v.

Hardy, Miss Iza: vide Author of ““Not
Easily Jealous."

Hardy, Thomas, t 1928.

Far from the Madding Crowd 2 v. — The
Return of the Native 2 v. — A Pair of
Blue Eyes 2 v. — A Group of Noble
Dames | v. — Tess of the D’Urbervilles
2v. — Life’s Little Ironies | v. —Jude
the Obscure 2 V.— A Changed Man | v.
— The Romantic Adventures of a Milk-
maid i V.

Harraden, Beatrice.
Ships that pass in the Night | v. — The

Fowler 2 v. — Youth Calling | v.— Rachel
iv. — Search Will Find It Out | v.
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Harrison, Agnes.
Martin’s Vineyard i v.

Harrison, Mrs.: vide Lucas Malet.

Harte, Bret (Am.), t 1902.
Prose and Poetry vol. | — Jeff Briggs’s
Love Story, and other Tales | v. — blip,
and other Stories | v. — Snow-bound
at Eagle’s, and Devil's Ford | v. —
The Crusade of the “Excelsior” 1 v.
— The Heritage of Dedlow Marsh, and
other Tales IV. — A First Family of Tasa-
jara i V. — Sally Dows, etc. | v. — The
Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, etc. | v.
The Ancestors ofPeter Atherly, etc. | v.—
— Mr. Jack Hamlin’s Mediation, and
other Stories i v.

Sir Henri Havelock: vide Rev.W B ork

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am.), t 1864.
The Scarlet Letter | v. — Passages from
his English Note-Books 2 v.

Hay, John (Am.), t 1905: vide ““The

Bread-Winners,” Author of.

Hay, Marie.

Mas’aniello | v. — The Evil Vineyard | v.

Hearn, Lafcadio, 11904.
Kokoro IV. — Kwaidan | v. — Glimpses
of Unfamiliar Japan (First Series) | v.
— Glimpses of Unfamiliar Japan (Second
Series) IV.— Gleanings in Buddha-Fields
IV.— Out of the East IV. — The Romance
of the Milky Way, etc. | v.

Hector, Mrs.: vide Mrs. Alexander.

““Heir of Redclyffe, the,” Author of:
vide Charlotte M. Yonge.

Helps, Sir Arthur, t 1875.
Friends in Council 2 v.— Ivan de Biron 2 v.

Hernans, Mrs. Felicia, 11835.
Select Poetical Works | v.

Henry, 0 (Am.), t 1910.
Cabbages and Kings | v.

Herbert, A. P.
The Trials of Topsy | v. — The Old
Flame iv.

Hergeshelmer, Joseph (Am.).
Java Head | v. — Cytherea | v. — Moun-
tain Blood IV. — The Three Black Pennys
IV. — Linda Condon | v. — The Bright
Shawl i v. —Balisand | v. — Tampico | v.
— Quiet Cities i v.

Complete List.

Hewlett, Maurice.
Li(tle Novels of Italy | v. — The Queen’s
Quair; or, The Six Years' Tragedy 2 v. —
The Fool Errant 2 v. — The Stooping
Lady IV. — Halfway House 2 v. — Rest
Harrow IV. — Lore of Proserpine | v.

Hichens, Robert.

Flames 2 v. — The Woman with the Fan
2 v. — The Garden of Allah 2 v. — The
Black Spaniel, and Other Stories | v. —
The Call of the Blood 2 v. — A Spirit in
Prison 2 V. — Barbary Sheep |v. — Bella
Donna 2 v. — The Spell of Egypt | v. —
The Dweller on the Threshold | v. — The
Londoners IV. — An Imaginative Man | v.
— The Way of Ambition 2 v. — The Holy
Land IV. — The Last Time, and Other
Stories IV.— After the Verdict 2 v. — The
God Within Him 2 v.

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, t 1886.
Sketches from my Life | v.

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs. Craigie)
(Am.), t 1906.
The Gods, Some Mortals and Lord

Wickenham | v. — The Serious Wooing
IV. — The Dream and the Business 2 v.

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel.
A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2v.

Holdsworth, Annie E.
The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
1IV. — The Gods Arrive | v. — The Val-
ley of the Great Shadow | v. — Great Low-
lands tv. — A Garden of Spinsters | v.

Helme Lee: vide Harriet Parr.

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am.), t 1894.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table
IV. — The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table IV. — The Poet at the Breakfast-
Table i V.

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins).
Simon Dale 2 v. — The King’s Mirror
2 v. — Quisanté i v. —The Intrusions of
Peggy 2 v. — Double Harness 2 v. —
Sophy of Kravonia 2 v. — Little Tiger | v.

Hopkins, Tighe, 11919-
An Idlerin Old France | v. — The Silent
Gate i v.

““Horace Templeton," Author of.
Diary and Notes 1 v.
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Hornung, Ernest William,
A Bride from the Bush i v. — Under
Two Skies i v.— Some Persons Unknown
i v. — The Rogue’s March i v. — Peccavi
i v. — Denis Dent tv. — Fathers of Men
2 v. — The Thousandth Woman r v. —
The Crime Doctor i v.

““Household Words."
Conducted by Charles Dickens. 1851-56.
36 v.—NOVELS and TALES reprinted from
Household Words by Charles Dickens.
1856-59. IIV.

Houstoun, Urs.: vide “Recommended to
Mercy."

““How to be Happy though Married”
vide Rev. E. J. Hardy.
Howard, Blanche Willis (Am.), t 1898.
Aunt Serena tv. — Guenn 2 v. — Tony,
the Maid, etc. I v.

Howard, Blanche Willis, 11898, L. Wil-
liam Sharp (Am.), 11905-
A Fellowe and His Wife | v.

Howells, William Dean (Am.).

A Foregone Conclusion | v. — The
Lady of the Aroostook | v. — A Modern
Instance 2v. — The Undiscovered Country
tv. — Venetian Life |1 v. — Italian
Journeys IV. — A Chance Acquaintance
1V, — Their Wedding Journey | v. — A
Fearful Responsibility, and Tonelli’s
Marriage | v. — A Woman’s Reason 2v.
— Dr. Breen’s Practice I v. — Miss
Bellard’s Inspiration | v.

Hughes, Thomas, t 1898.
Tom Brown’s School-Days | v.

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs. Argles), t 1897.
Mrs. Geoffrey 2 v. — Faith and Unfaith
2 v. — Loys, Lord Berresford, and other
Tales IV. — Rossmoyne 2 v. — A Maiden
all Forlorn, etc. IV. — A Pasives Crime,
and other Stories | v.— A Mental Struggle
2 v. — Her Week’s Amusement, and
Ugly Barrington tv. — Lady Valworth’s
Diamonds | v. — A Modern Circe 2 v. —
Marvel 2 v.— Under-Currents 2 v. — In
Durance Vile, etc..tv. — A Troublesome
Girl, and other Stories 1 v. — A Life’s
Remorse 2 v. —A Born Coquette 2 v. —
Lady Verner’s Flight | v. — Nora Creina
2 v. — A Mad Prank, and other Stories
IV. — The Hoyden 2 v. — A Tug of
War IV. — The Professor’s Experiment

Complete List. 3
2 v. — A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A
Lonely Girl Iv. — Lovice | v. — The

Coming of Chloe i v.

Hunt, Mrs.: vide Beaumont.

Hunt, Violet.
The Human Interest | v. — White Rose
of Weary Leaf 2 v.— The Wife of Alta-
mont i V.

Hutten, Baroness von (Am.).
Julia tv. — Candy, and Other Stories |
— Flies tv. — Eddy and Edouard 1 v.

Huxley, Aldous.
Two or Three Graces, etc. | v. — Those
Barren Leaves i_ Point Counter
Point 2 V.

Ingelow, Jean, f 1897.
Off the Skelligs 3 v. — Poems 2 v.
Fated to be Free 2 v. — Sarah de
Berenger 2 v. — Don John 2 v.

Inglis, the Hon. Lady.
The Siege of Lucknow | v.

V.

Ingram, John H.: vide Poe.
lota: vide Mrs. Caffyn.

Irving, Washington (Am.), 11859.
The Sketch Book 2 v. — The Life of
Mahomet | v. — Life of George Washing-
ton 5 V.

Jackson, Mrs. Helen (H. H.) (Am.), 11885.
Ramona 2 v.

Jacobs, W. W.

Many Cargoes | v. — The Skipper’s
Wooing, and The Brown Man’s Servant
IV. — Sea Urchins | v. — A Master of
Craft IV. — Light Freights | v. — AtSun-
wich Port IV. — The Lady ofthe Barge | v.
— 0Odd Craft IV. — Dialstone Lane v.
— Captains All 1 v. — Short Cruises 1 v.
— Salthaven | v. — Sailors’ Knots | v. —
Ship’s Company | v. — Sea Whispers | v.
— The Castaways | v

James, Charles T. C.
Holy Wedlock i v.

James, Q. P. R., t i860.
Forest Days | v.—The False Heir | v. —
Arabella Stuart | v. — Rose d’Albret
i v.—Arrah Neil | v.— Agincourt | v. —
The Smuggler IV. — The Step-Mother
2 v. — Beauchamp 1 v. — Heidelberg
IV. — The Gipsy IV. — Darnley | v. —
Russell 2 v. — Sir Theodore Broughton 2v.
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James, Henry (Am.).
Daisy Miller; An International Episode;
Four Meetings IV. — Roderick Hudson
2 v. — Washington Square, etc. 2v. —
Foreign Parts IV. — Portraits of Places
IV. —A Little Tour in France | v.

Jeaffreson, J. Cordy, t 1901
A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A
‘Woman in spite of Herself 1 v. — The
Real Lord Byron 3 v.

Jenkin, Mrs. Charles, t 1885.
““Who Breaks—Pays" | v. — Skir-
mishing tv. — Once and Again 2 v. —
Two French Marriages 2 v. — Jupiter’s
Daughters i v.

Jenkins, Edward.

Ginx’s Baby, his Birth and other Mis-
fortunes; Lord Bantam 2 V.

““Jennie of ‘The Prince’s,'"" Author of:
vide B. H. Buxton.

Jerome, Jerome K., t 1927.

The Idle Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
IV.— Diary of a Pilgrimage, and Six
Essays IV. —Novel Notes | v. — Sketches
in Lavender, Blue and Green | v. —
The Second Thoughts of an Idle Fellow
IV. — Three Men on the Bummel | v. —
Tea-Table Talk | v. — Tommy and Co.
IV. —IdleIdeasin 1905 | v.— The Passing
of the Third Floor Back | v. — The Angel
and the Author—and Others | v. — They
and I, i v. — All Roads Lead to Calvary
i v.— Anthony John 1 v.

Jerrold, Douglas, 11857.
History of St. Giles and St. James 2 v.

““John Halifax, Gentleman," Author of:
vide Mrs. Craik.

Johnny Ludlow: vide Mrs. Henry Wood.

Jolly, Emily.
Colonel Dacre 2 v.

““Joshua Davidson," Author of: vide
Mrs. E. Lynn Linton.

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, 11877.
Nathalie 2 v. — Daisy Burns 2 v. —
Rachel Gray | v. — Adéle 3 v. — A
Summer and Winter in the Two Sicilies
2v. — Seven Years, and other Tales 2 v.
— French Women of Letters | v. —
English Women of Letters xv. — Queen

Complete List.

Mab 2 v. — Beatrice 2v. — Dora 2 v. —

Silvia 2 v. — Bessie 2 v. —John Dorrien
3 v. — Two Lilies 2v. — Forget-me-
nots 2 v. (Pide p. 27.)

Kaye-Smith, Sheila
The End ofthe House of Alard | v. - Iron
and Smoke | v.

Keary, Annie, 11879.
Oldbury 2 v. — Castle Daly 2 v.

Keary, C. F.
The Mount I v.

Keeling, D'Esterre- : vide Esterre.

Kennedy, Margaret.
The Constant Nymph | v.

Kimball, Richard B. (Am.), t 1892.
Saint Leger IV. — Romance of Student
Life Abroad |1 v. — Was be Successful?

Kingsley, Charles, t 1875.
TwoYearsago 2 v.— Hereward the Wake
2v.— AtLast2v.

Kingsley, Henry, t 1876.

Austin Elliot IV. — Geoffry Hamlyn 2 v.
— The Hillyars and the Burtons 2 v. —
Leighton Court IT. — Reginald Hethe-
rege 2 v. — The Grange Garden 2 T.

Kinross, Albert.

An Opera and Lady Grasmere | v.

Kipling, Rudyard.

Plain Tales from the Hills | v. — The
Second Jungle Book | v. — The Seven
Seas ir. — ““Captains Courageous”
Iv. — The Day’s Work | v. — A Fleet
in Being i v. — Stalky & Co. | v. — From
Sea to Sea 2 v. — The City of Dreadful
Night IV. — Kim i v.—Just So Stories | v.
— The Five Nations | v. — Traffics and
Discoveries Iv. — Puck of Pook’s Hill | v.
— Actions and Reactions | v. — Rewards
and Fairies | v. — Land and Sea Tales | v.
— Debits and Credits | v.

Laffan, May.

Flitters, Tatters, and the Counsellor | v.

Langdon, Mary (Am.).

Ida May | v.
““Last of the Cavaliers, the," Author of
(Miss Piddington).
The Last of the Cavaliers 2 1. — The
Gain ofa Loss 2 v.

taszowska, Mme de: vide E. Berard.
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Laurence, George Alfred:
Livingstone.”

Lawless, the Hon. Emily, 11913.
Hurrish 1 v.

"vide ““Guy

Lawrence, D. H
England, My England | v.—The Woman
Who Rode Away | v.

Mrs. Lean: vide Florence Marryat.

“ Leaves from the Journal of our Life In
the Highlands®”: vide Victoria R. L.

Lee, Holme: vide Harriet Parr.

Lee, Vernon. .
Pope Jacynth, etc. | v. — Hortus Vitae,
and Limbo | v. — Vanitas | v. — Louis
Norbert tv. — The Tower ofthe Mirrors
IV. — The Golden Keys | v.

Le Fanu, J. S., t 1873.
Uncle Silas 2 v. — Guy Deverell 2 v.

Lemon, Mark, t 1870.
‘Wait for the End 2 v. — Loved at Last
2 v.— Falkner Lyle 2 v. — Leyton Hall,
and other Tales 2 v. — Golden Fetters2 v.

Author of “Letters from a Self-Made
Merchant to his Son’”: vide George
Horace Lorimer.

Author of “ The Letters of Her Mother to
Elizabeth"; vide Trowbridge.

Lever, Charles, t 1872.

The O’Donoghue | v. — The Knight of
Gwynne 3 V. — Arthur O’Leary 2 v. —
Harry Lorrequer 2 v. — Charles O’Mal-
ley 3 V. — Tom Burke of “ Ours” 3V. —
Jack Hinton 2 V. — The Daltons 4 V. —
The Dodd Family Abroad 3 V. — The
Martins of Cro' Martin 3 V. — The For-
tunes of Glencore 2 v. — Davenport
Dunn 3 V. — Confessions of Con Cregan
2 v. — One of Them 2 V. — Maurice
Tiernay 2 V. — Barrington 2 v. — A Day's
Ride r v. — Luttrell of Arran 2 v. — Tony
Butler 2 v. — Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v.
— The Bramleighs of Bishop’s Folly 2 v.
— A Rent in a Cloud | v. — That Boy
ofNorcott’s tv. — St. Patrick’s Eve ; Paul
Gosslett’s Confessions 1 v. — Lord Kil-
gobbin 2 v.

Levett-Yeats, S.
The Honour of Savelli | v. — The
Chevalier d’Auriac | v. — The Traitor’s
Way tv. — The Lord Protector | v. —
Orrain i V.

Complete List. I

Lewes, G. H.,, t 1878.
Ranthorpe IV. — The Physiology of
Common Life 2 v.

Lewis, Sinclair. (Am.)

Babbitt IV. — Our Mr. Wrenn
Arrowsmith 1 v.

v

Linton, Mrs. E. Lynn, t 1898.
The true History of Joshua Davidson
IV. — Patricia Kemball 2 v. — The
Atonement of Leam Dundas 2 v. — The
World well Lost 2 v. — Under which
Lord? 2 V. —Todhunters’at Loanin’Head,
and other Stories | v. — lone 2 v.

Lockhart, L. W. M., t 1882.
Mine is Thine 2 v.

Loftus, Lord Augustus.
Diplomatic Reminiscences 1837 -1862 2 v.

London, Jack (Am.), t 1916.
Burning Dayllght | v. — The Call of the
Wild i v. — When God Laughs | v.— The
Sea-Wolf 2 v. — South Sea Tales | v. —
Martin Eden 2 v. — A Son of the Sun 1v.
—The Son of the Wolf'| v. —The Valley
of the Moon 2 v.

Longard, Mme de: vide D. Gerard.

Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth (Am.),
t 1882.

Poetical Works 3 V. — The New-
England Tragedies IV. — The Divine
Tragedy tv. — Flower-de-Luce, and

Three Books of Song | v. — The Masque
of Pandora, and other Poems 1 v.

Lonsdale, Margaret
Sister Dora i v.

Loos, Anita (Am.).
““Gentlemen Prefer Blondes™” 1 v.

Lorimer, George Horace (Am.).
Letters from a Self-Made Merchant to his
Son IV. — OIld Gorgon Graham | v. —
Jack Spurlock, Prodigal | v.

““Lost Battle, A” 2 v.

Lowndes, Mrs. Belloc.
Studies in Wives IV. — The Lodger | v.
— The End ofher Honeymoon | v.— Why
They Married | v. — The Terriford Mys-
tery IV. — Some Men and Women | v.
— Bread of Deceit | v. — What Really
Happened IV. — “ Thou Shalt Not Kill
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tv. — The Story of Ivy tv. — Cressida:
No Mystery i v.
Lubbock, Sir John
* 1834, tIQI3-
The Beauties of Nature (with Illustrations)
i v.—Essays andAddresses 1900-1903 1| v.
““Lutfullah": vide Eastwick.

Lyall, Edna, f 1903.
We Two 2 v. — Donovan 2 v. —
Knight-Errant 2 v. — Wayfaring Men
2 v. — Hope the Hermit 2 v. — In Spite
of All 2 v. — The Hinderers 1 v.

Lytton, Lord : vide E. Bulwer.
Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen Meredith),
t 1891.

(Lord Avebury),

Poems 2 v. — Fables in Song 2 v.

Maartens, Maarten, t 1915
The Sin of Joost Avelingh | v. — An
Old Maid’s Love 2 v. — God’s Fool 2 v.
— The Greater Glory 2v. — My Lady
Nobody 2 v.—HerMemoryi v.—MyPoor
Relations 2 v. — Dorothea 2 v. — The
Healers 2 v. — The Woman’s Victory, and
Other Stories 2 v. — The New Religion 2 v.
— Brothers All i v.—The Price of Lis Doris
2 v.—Harmen Pols : Peasant | v.—Eve 2 v.

McAulay, Allan (Am.): vide Kate

Douglas Wiggin.

Macaulay, Lord, 11859.
History of England 10 v. — Critical and
Historical Essays 5 V. — Lays of Ancient
Rome IV. — Speeches r v. — Bio-
graphical Essays IV. — (See also Trevel-
yan).

Macaulay, Rose.
Told by an Idiot | v.— Orphan Island 1 v.
— A Casual Commentary | v. — Crewe
Train IV. — Keeping up Appearances | v.

McCarthy, Justin.
The Waterdale Neighbours 2 v. —
Dear Lady Disdain 2 v. — Miss Misan-
thrope 2 v. — Donna Quixote 2 v. — A
Short History of our Own Times. 2 v. —
A Short History of our Own Times.
Vol. 3 (supplemental).

MacDonald, George, t 1905.
Alec Forbes of Howglen 2 v. — David
Elgmbrod 2 v. — The Vicar’s Daughter
v. — Malcolm a v. — St. George and

Complete List.

St, Michael 2 v. — The Marqui
Lossie 2 v. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. —3
Marston 2 v. — The Gifts of the (
Christ, and other Tales | v. — The |
cess and Curdie 1 v.

Mackarness, Mrs., 11881.
Sunbeam Stories | v. — A Pee
Wife 2 v. — A Mingled Yarn 2 v.

Mackay, Eric, 11898.
Love Letters of a Violinist, and otner
Poems 1V

Mackenzie, Compton.
The Old Men of the Sea | v.

McKnight, Charles (Am.), t 1881.
Old Fort Duquesne 2 v.

Maclaren, Ian, f 1907.
Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush 1 v. —
The Days of Auld Langsyne | v.

Macleod, Norman, t 1872.
The Old Lieutenant and his Son 1 v.
Macquoid, Mrs.
Patty 2 v. — Miriam’s Marriage 2 v. — Pic-
tures across the Channel 2 v. — My Story
2v.— Diane 2 v. — Beside the River2v.—
A Faithful Lover 2 v.

““Mademoiselle Mori,” Author of (Miss
Roberts).
Mademoiselle Mori 2 v. — Denise | v.
— Madame Fontenoy | v. — On the
Edge of the Storm | v. — The Atelier du
Lys 2 v. — In the Olden Time 2 v.

Mahon, Lord: vide Stanhope.

Maine, E. 8.
Scarscliff Rocks 2 v.
Malet, Lucas (Mrs. Mary St. Leger
Harrison).
Colonel Enderby’s Wife 2 v. — The

History of Sir Richard Calmady 3 v. — The
Far Horizon 2 v. — The Score | v. —
Adrian Savage 2 v.

Malmesbury, the Earl of.
Memoirs of an Ex-Minister 3 v.

Mann, Mary E.
A Winter's Tale | v. — The Cedar
Star iv.

Mansfield, Robert Blachford.
The Log of the Water Lily | v.
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Mark Twain: vide Twain.

Marlowe, Christopher, f 1593.
Doctor Faustus; Edward the Second ; The
Jew of Malta | v.

““Marmorne," Author of: vide P. G.

Hamerton.

““Marriage,” the Authors of (Am.).
Marriage. Short Stories of Married Life
by American Writers | v.

Marryat, Capt., t 1848.
The Privateer’s-Man | v. — The Children
ot the New-Forest tv. — Valerie | v. —
Mr. Midshipman Easy 2 v. — ( Videp. 27.)

Marryat, Florence, t 1899.

Love’s Conflict 2 v. — The Confessions
of Gerald Estcourt2 v. — Nelly Brooke 2v.
— Véronique 2v. — Petronel 2 v. — Her
Lord and Master 2 v. — The Prey of the
Gods TV. — Life and Letters of Captain
Marryat | v. — Mad Dumaresq 2 v. —
No Intentions 2 v. — Fighting the Air
2 v.—The Poison ofAsps, andotherStories
IV. — “ My own Child ”” 2 v. — A Harvest
of Wild Oats 2 v. — A Little Stepson | v.
—Written in Fire 2 v.—Her World against
a Lie 2 v. — The Root of all Evil 2 v. —
The Fair-haired Alda 2 v. — With Cupid’s
Eyes 2 v. — My Sister the Actress2 v. —
Phyllida 2 v.—Facing the Footlights 2 v.—
A Moment of Madness, and other Stories
IV. — The Ghost of Charlotte Cray, and
other Stories i v.— Peeressand Player2v.
— Under the Lilies and Roses 2 v. — The
Heart of Jane Warner 2 v. — The Heir
Presumptive 2 V. — The Master Passion
2 v. — Spiders of Society 2 v. — Driven
to Bay 2 v. — A Daughter of the Tropics
2 v. — Mount Eden. A Romance 2 v.
— Blindfold 2 v. — A Bankrupt Heart
2 v. — The Beautiful Soul | v. — At
Heart a Rake 2 v. — The Strange
Transfiguration of Hannah Stubbs [ v.
— The Dream that Stayed 2 v. — A
Passing Madness | v. — The Blood of
the Vampire | v. — A Soul on Fire | v.
— Iris the Avenger i v.

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, t 1874.
Ravenscliffe 2 v. — Emilia Wyndham
2 v. — Aubrey 2v. — The Heiress of
Haughton 2 v. — The Rose of Ashurst 2 v.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, 11899.
Mrs. Mainwaring’s Journal | v. —
Benvenuta IV. — Lady Alice | v. —

Complete List. 12
Dayspring tv. — Life’s Aftermath | v. —
In theEastCountry | v.—No.XIII;or,The
Story of the Lost Vestal | v. — In Four
Reigns IV. — On the Banks of the Ouse
IV. — Alma IV. — Under Salisbury Spire
i v. — Winchester Meads | v. — Eventide
Light IV. — Winifrede’s Journal | v. —
Bristol Bells Iv. — A Lily among Thorns
IV. — Penshurst Castle IV. — Kensington
Palace IV. — The Master of the Music-
ians IV. — An Escape from the Tower
IV. — A Haunt of Ancient Peace | v. —
Castle Meadow | v. — In the Choir of
Westminster Abbey | v. — The Young
Queen of Hearts | v. — Under the Dome
of St. Paul’s IV. — "Vide p. 27.)

Mason. A. E. W.
The Broken Road | v. — Atthe Villa Rose
1V. — The House of the Arrow | v. —
The Winding Stair | v. — No Other Tiger

Mathers, Helen (Mrs. Henry Reeves).
"Cherry Ripe!" 2v. — ““Land 0’ the
Leal” IV.— My Lady Green Sleeves 2 v.
— As he conies up the Stair, etc. | v. —
Sam’s Sweetheart2 v. — Eyre’s Acquittal
2V.— Found Out i v.—The Fashion ofthis
‘World (80 Pf.)—Blind Justice, and ““Who,
being dead, yet Speaketh ” 1 v. — What
the Glass Told, and A Study ofa Woman
IV. — Bam Wildfire 2 v. —Becky 2 v. —
— ““Honey" i v.—The New Lady Teazle,
and Other Stories and Essays | v.— Tally
Hol 2 v. — Pigskin and Petticoat 2 v. —
Gay Lawless | v.

Maugham, W. Somerset.
The Trembling of a Leaf | v. — The
Painted Veil i v.— Ashenden or the British
Agent IV. — The Casuarina Tree | v.

Maurice, Colonel.
The Balance of Military Power in
Europe i v.

Maurier, George du, 11896.
Trilby 2 V. — The Martian 2 v.

Maxwell, Mrs.: vide Miss Braddon.

Maxwell, W. B.
The Ragged Messenger 2 v. — In Cotton
Wool 2 v. — The Day’s Journey | v. —
Children of the Night | v. — Fernande
IV.— Spinster of thls Parish | v. — The
Case of Bevan Yorke | v. — Gabrielle | v.
— We Forget Because We Must | v.

“Mehalah” ; vide Baring-Gould.



Tauchniti Edition.

Melville, George J. Whyte, 11878.

Kate Coventry IV. — Digby Grand | v.
— Good for Nothing 2 v. — The Queen’s
Maries 2 v. — The Gladiators 2 v. — The
Brookes of Bridlemere 2 v. — Cerise 2 v.
— The Interpreter 2 v. — The White Rose
2v.— M. orN.iV. — Contraband | v.
— Sarchedon 2 v. — Uncle John 2 v. —
Katerfelto IV. — Sister Louise 1 v. —
Rosine IV. — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black
but Comely 2v.

Mencken, H. L. (Am.).
In Defence of Women 1 v.

Meredith, George, t 1909.
The Ordeal of Richard Feverel 2 v. —
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — The Tragic
Comedians | v. — The Egoist 2 v. —
Rhoda Fleming [ v.

Meredith, Owen : vide Robert Lord Lytton.

Merrick, Hope.
Mary-Girl i v.

Merrick, Leonard.
Cynthia IV. — One Man’s View | v. —
The Worldlings IV. — When Love flies
out 0' the Window IV. — Whispers
about Women | v. —The Man who Under-
stood Women, etc. i v.

Merriman, Henry Seton, 11903.

Prisoners and Captives 2 v. — From
One Generation to Another | v.—Flotsam
tv. — Roden’s Corner |v.

Mill, John Stuart, * 1806, 11873.
On Liberty and The Subjection of Women

Milne, James.
The Epistles of Atkins 1 v.

Milton, John, t 1674.
Poetical Works 1 v.-
““Miss Molly,” Author of.
Geraldine Hawthorne | v.
““Molly Sawn,” Author of: vide Mrs.
Hungerford.
Mon'ague, C. E.
Rough Justice IV. — Right oft the Map

Montgomery, Florence.
Misunderstood 1 . Thrown To-
gether 2 v. — Wild Mike IV. — Colonel
Norton 2 v.

Complete Li$t.

Moore, Frank Frankfort.

““I Forbid the Banns” 2 v. — One Fair
Daughter 2 v. — Nell Gwyn — Come-
dian IV. — A Damsel or Two | v. — Castle
Omeragh 2 v. — Shipmates in Sunshine
2 v. — The Original Woman | v. — The
White Causeway | v. — The Artful Miss
Dill IV. — The Marriage Lease | v.— An
Amateur Adventuress | v. — Priscilla and
Charybdis 2 v. — The Food of Love | v.—
The Laird of Craig Athol | v.

Moore, George.
The Untilled Field | v. — Confessions of a
Young Man IV. — The Lake | v. — Muslin
2 v. — The Coming of Gabrielle 1 v. —
Celibate Lives | v.

Morgan, Lady, t 1859.
Memoirs 3 v.

Morrison, Arthur.
A Child of the Jago 1 v. — To London

Town tv. — Cunning Murrell 1 v. —
The Hole in the Wall | v. — The Green
Eye of Goona | v. — Divers Vanities | v.

— Green Ginger i v.
Mulock, Miss: vide Mrs. Craik.
Murray, David Christie.
Rainbow Gold 2 v.
Murray, Grenville: vide Grenville.
““My Little Lady," Author of: vide E.
Frances Poynter.
New Testament, the.

The Authorised English Version, with
Introduction and Various Readings from
the three most celebrated Manuscripts of
the Original Text, by Constantine Tischen-
dorf (vol. 1000, published 1869) i v.

Newby, Mrs. C. J.
Common Sense 2 v.
Nicholls, Mrs.: vide Currer Bell.
““Nina Balatka,” Author of: vide An-
thony Trollope.
““No Church,” Author of (F. Robinson).
No Church 2 v. — Owen :—a Waif2 v.
Noel, Lady Augusta.
Hitbersea Mere 2 v.
Norris, W. E.
A Bachelor’s Blunder 2 v. — The Rogue

| 2v. — Miss Shafto 2 v. — Mrs. Fenton | v.
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— Misadventure 2 v. — Saint Ann’s | v.
— A Victim of Good Luck | v. — Clarissa
Furiosa 2 v. — Marietta’s Marriage 2 v.
— The Fight for the Crown | v. — The
Widower IV, — Giles Ingilby | v. — The
Flowerofthe Flock | v. — His Own Father
IV. — The Credit of the County | v. —
Lord Leonard the Luckless | v. — Nature’s
Comedian | v. — Nigel’s Vocation | v. —
Barham of Beltanaiv. — Harryand Ursula
IV. — The Square Peg | v. — The Perjurer
IV. — Not Guilty tv. — Paul’s Paragon
IV. — The Triumphs of Sara | v.— Tony
the Exceptional 1 v.

Norton, Hon. Mrs., 11877.
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v. — Old Sir Douglas

““Not Easily Jealous,” Author of (Miss

1za Hardy).
Not Easily Jealous 2 v.

““Novels and Tales™”: vide ““Household
Words.”

““Nursery Rhymes."
O'Conor Eccles, Charlotte (Hal God-

1.

frey).. .
The Matrimonial Lottery | v.

Oldmeadow, Ernest.
Susan i V.

Oliphant, Laurence, 11888.
Altiora Peto 2 v. — Masollam 2 v.

Oliphant, Mrs., 11897.
The Last of the Mortimers 2 v. — Mrs.
Margaret Maitland | v. — Agnes 2 v. —
Madonna Mary 2 v. — The Minister’s
Wife 2 v. — The Rector and the Doctor's
Family IV. — Salem Chapel 2 v. — The
Perpetual Curate 2 v. — Miss Marjori-
banks 2 v. — Ombra 2 v. — Memoir of
Count de Montalembert2v. —May2v. —
Innocent 2 v.— For Love and Ufe 2v. —
The Story of Valentine and his Brother
2 v. — Whiteladies 2 v. — The Curate in
Charge IV. — Phoebe, Junior 2 v. — Mrs.
Arthur 2 v. — Carita 2 v. — Young Mus-
grave 2 v. — The Primrose Path 2 v. —
Within the Precincts 3 v. — The Greatest
Heiress in England 2 v. — He that will not
when he may 2 v. — HarryJoscelyn 2 v. —
In Trust 2 v. — It was a Lover and his
Lass 3 v. — The Ladies Lindores 3 V. —
Hester3 V. — The Wizard’sSon 3 V. — A
Country Gentleman and his Family2 v. —

Complete List. 19
Neighbours on the Green | v. — The
Duke’s Daughter | v. — The Fugitives | v.
—Kirsteeh 2 v.— Life of Laurence Oliphant
and of Alice Oliphant, his Wife 2 v. — The
Little Pilgrim in theUnseeniv.—TheHeir
Presumptive and the Heir Apparent 2 v. —
The Sorceress 2 v. — Sir Robert’s Fortune
2 v. — The Ways of Life | v. — Old Mr.
Tredgold 2 v.

“One who has kept a Diary":
George W. E. Russell.

Oppenheim, E. Phillips
Prodigals of Monte Carlo | v.

vide

Orczy, Baroness.

The Scarlet Pimpernel | v. — I will Repay
IV. — The Elusive Pimpernel | v. — Eldo-
rado 2 v. — Nicolette IV. — The Ho-
nourable Jim IV. —Pimpernel and Rose-
mary tv. — Unravelled Knots | v.—The
Celestial City IV. — Sir Percy Hits Back
IV. — “ Skin 0° My Tooth ™ i v.

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am.).
Baby Bullet IV. — Harm’s Way | v. —
The Kingdoms of'the World | v.

Ouida, 11908.
Idalia 2 v. — Puck 2 v. — Folle-Farine
2 v. — Cecil Castlemaine's Gage, and
other Novelettes i v. — Madame la Mar-
quise, and other Novelettes | v. — Pas-
carel 2 v. — Two little Wooden Shoes | v.
— Signa 3 v. — Ariadng& 2 v. — Friends-
hip 2 v. — Moths 3 v. — A Village Com-
mune 2 v.—In Maremma 3 v. — Wanda
3 v. — Frescoes and other Stories | v. —
Othmar 3 V. — A Rainy June (60 Pf).
Don Gesualdo (60 Pf.). — A House Party
V. — Guilderoy 2 v. — Syrlin 3 v. —
Santa Barbara, etc. | v. — Two Offenders
IV. — The Silver Christ, etc. 1 v. — I-e
Selve, andTonia | v. — An Altruist, and
Four Essays | v. —Tlelianthus2 v.

““Outcasts, the,” Author of: vide “ Roy
Tellet."

Parker, Sir Gilbert.
The Battle ofthe Strong 2 v. — The Seats
of the Mighty 2 v.— The Judgment House

Parr, Harriet (Holme Lee), t 1900.
Basil Godfrey’s Caprice 2 v. — For Richer,
for Poorer 2 v. — The Beautiful Miss Bar-
rington 2 v. — Her Title of Honour IV. —
Echoes of a Famous Year | v. — Kathe-
rine’s Trial IV. — The Vicissitudes of
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Bessie Fairfax 2 v.— Ben Milner’sWooing
I v.— Straightforward 2 v. — Mrs. Denys
of Cote 2 v. — A Poor Squire | v.

Parr, Mrs.
Dorothy Fox IV. — The Prescotts of
Pamphillon 2 v. —The Gosau Smithy, etc.
IV. — Robin 2 v. — Loyalty George 2 v.

Paston, George.
A Study in Prejudices | v. — A Fair
Deceiver i v.

Pasture,Mrs. Henry de la.
Master Christopher 2 v.

Paul, Mrs.: vide <“Still Waters."

““Paul Ferrell," Author of (Mrs.Caroline
Clive), t 1873.

Paul Fenoli IV. — Year after Year | v.
— Why Paul Ferroll killed his Wife | v.

Payn, James, f 1898.

Found Dead | v. — Gwendoline's Har-
vest IV. — Like Father, like Son z v. —
Not Wooed, but Won 2 v. — Cecil’s Tryst
i v. — A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v. —
Murphy’s Master | v. — In the Heart of
a Hill, and other Stories | v. — At Her
Mercy 2 v. — The Best of Husbands 2 v. —
Walter's Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v. —
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her
2 v.— By Proxy 2 V. — Less Black than
we're Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof
2 V. — High Spirits IV. — High Spirits
(Second Series) 1V. — A Confidential
Agent?2v. — From Exile 2v. — A Grape
from a Thorn 2 v. — Some Private Views
IV. — For Cash Only 2v. — Kit: A Me-
mory 2 v. — The Canon’s Ward (with
Portrait) 2 V. — Some Literary Re-
collections IV. — The Talk of the Town
IV. — The Luck of the Darrells 2 v. —
The Heir ofthe Ages2 v.— HolidayTasks
IV. — Glow-Worm.Tales (First Series)
IV. — A Prince of the Blood 2 v. — The
Mystery of Mirbridge 2 v. — The Burnt
Million 2 v. — The Word and the Will
2 . A Modern Dick Whittington
2V. — A Stumble on the Threshold
2 v. — A Trying Patient | v. — Gleams
of Memory, and The Eavesdropper | v
In Market Overt [V. — Another’s Burden
etc. [IV.—The BackwaterofLife, or Essays
of a Literary Veteran | v.

Peard, Frances Mary.

One Year2v.—The Rose-Garden | v. —
Thorpe Regis IV. — A Winter Story | v.
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— A Madrigal, and other Stories | v. —
Cartouche IV. — Mother Molly | v. —
Schloss and Town 2 v. — Contradictions
2 v. — Near Neighbours | v. — Alicia
Tennant IV, — Madame’sGranddaughter
i V. —Number One and Number Two | v.
— The Ring from Jaipur | v. — The
Flying Months i v.

Pemberton, Max.

A Woman ofKronstadt | v. —The Garden
of Swords IV. — The Footsteps of a Throne
IV. — The Giant’s Gate 2 v. — I crown
thee King i v. —Red Morn | v. — Mid
the Thick Arrows 2 v. — My Sword for
Lafayette | v. — The Lodestar | v. —
Love the Harvester | v.

Percy, Bishop Thomas, t 1811.
Reliques of Ancient English Poetry jv.

Perrin, Alice.
Government House | v. — Rough Passa-
ges i V.

Philips, F. C.
The Dean and his Daughter | v. — Lucy
Smith Iv.— A Lucky Young Woman | v.
— Jack and Three Jills | v. — Young
Mr. Ainslie’s Courtship 1 v. — Exten-
uating Circumstances, and A French
Marriage | v. — More Social Vicissitudes
IV. — Constance 2 v. — That Wicked
Mad’'moiselle, etc. I v. — A Doctor in
Difficulties, etc. IV. ““One Never
Knows” 2 v. — Of Course tv. — Miss
Ormerod’s Protégé | v. — My little Hus-
band IV. — Mrs. Bouverie IV. — A
Question of Colour, and otherStories | v.—
A Devil in Nun’s Veiling | v. — A Full
Confession, and other Stories | v. — The
Luckiest of Three | v. — Poor Little Bella
IV. — Eliza Clarke, Governess, and Other
Stories IV. — Schoolgirls of To-day, etc.
i v.—IfOnly, etc. IV. — An Unfortunate
Blend IV. — A Barrister’s Courtship | v.

Philips, F. C., & Percy Fendali.
Margaret Byng 1 v. — Disciples of Plato

Philips, F. C., £ C.J. Wills.
The Fatal Phryne iv.—The Scudamores
IV. — A Maiden Fairto See | v. — Sybil
Ross’s Marriage | v.

Philipetts, Eden.
Lying Prophets 2 v. — The Human Boy
iv. — Sons of the Moming tv. — The
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Good Red Earth i v.— The Striking Hours
tv. — The Farm of the Dagger I v. —
The Whirlwind 2 v. — The Human Boy
Again IV. — From the Angle of Seventeen
i v. —The Bronze Venus 1 v. — The Grey
Room IV. — The Red Redmaynesiv. —
A Human Boy’s Diary i v. — Cheat-
the-Boys IV. — A Voice from the Dark
IV.— The Marylebone Miser i v. — The

Phillpotts, E., £ Arnold Bennett.
The Sinews of War i v. — The Statue i v.

Piddington, Miss: vide Author of ““The
Last of the Cavaliers."

Poe, Edgar Allan (Am.), ¢ 1849.
Poems and Essays, edited with a new
Memoir by John H. Ingram I v. —Tales,
edited byJohn H. Ingram 1V.— Fantastic
Tales iv.

Pope, Alexander, 11744.
Select Poetical Works 1 v.

Poynter, Miss E. Frances.
My Little Lady 2 V.—Ersilia 2 v.—Among
the Hills i v.

Praed, Mrs. Campbell.
Affinities IV. — The Head Station 2 v.

Prentiss, Mrs. E. (Am.), t 1878.
Stepping Heavenward | v.

Prince Consort, the, 11861.
Speeches and Addresses | v.

Pryce, Richard.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections | v. — The
Quiet Mrs. Fleming | v. — Time and the
Woman i v.

Pym, H. N.: vide Caroline Fox.

Quiller-Couch. Sir A. T. (“°Q”).

1 Saw Three Snips | v. — Dead Man’s
Rock IV. — Ia and other Tales | v. —
The Ship of Stars | v. — Fort Amity | v.
— Shakespeare’s Christmas, and Other
Stories I'V,— The Mayor of Troy | v. —
Merry-Garden, and Other Stories | v. —
Brother Copas | v.

Quincey: vide De Quincey.

Rae, W. Fraser, 11905.
Westward by Rail | v. — Miss Bayle's
Romance 2 v. — The Business of Travel 1 v.

Complete List. 21
Raimond, C. E.: vide Elizabeth Robins
(Am.).

““Rajah's Heir, the." 2v.

Reade, Charles, t 1884.
Hard Cash 3 v. — Put Yourself in his
Place 2 v. — A Terrible Temptation 2 v.
— Christie Johnstone | v. —A Simpleton
2 v. — The Wandering Heir | v.
Readiana 1 v.

““Recommended to Mercy,"
(Mrs. Houstoun).
Zoe’s “Brand” 2 v.

vide Helen Mathers.

Author of

Reeves, Mrs.:

Rhys, Grace.
Mary Dominic 1 v. — The Wooing of
Sheila IV. — About many Things t v.

Rice, James: vide Walter Besant

Richards, Alfred Bate, 11876.
So very Human 3 v.

Richardson, S., 11761.
Clarissa Hariowe 4 v.

Riddell, Mrs. (F. G. Trafford).
George Geith of Fen Court 2 v. — Max-
well Drewitt 2 v. — The Race for Wealth
2 v. — The Earl’s Promise 2 v. — Mor-
tomley’s Estate 2 v.

Ridge, W. Peti.
Name of Garland | v. — Thanks to Sander-
son IV. — Miss Mannering | v. — The
Lunch Basket | v. — Just like Aunt Bertha

“Rita."
Souls IV. — The Jesters IV. — The Mas-
queraders 2 V. — Queer Lady judas 2 v. —
Prince Channing | v. — Tne Pointing
Finger IV. — A Man ofno Importance | v.
Calvary 2 v. — That is to say— 1 v.

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray:
Miss Thackeray.

Roberts, Miss: vide Author of ““Made-
moiselle Morl."

Elizabeth Robins (C. E. Raimond) (Am.).
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic
North 2 v. — A Dark Lantern 2 v. — The
Convert 2 v. — The Florentine Frame | v.
— Way Stations | v. — The Secret That
Was Kept | v

Robinson, F.: vid« <“No Church."

vide
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Ross, Charles H.
The Pretty Widow XT. — A London
Romance 2 v.
Ross, Martin: vide Somerville.
“Roy Toilet."
The Outcasts I'T. — A Draught of
Lethe tv. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v.

Ruck, Berta.

Sir or Madam? | v. — The Dancing Star
IV.— Lucky in Love | v.— The Clouded
Pearl IV. — The Immortal Girl | v. —
Kneel to the Prettiest tv. — The Pearl
Thief IV. — Her Pirate Partner | v. —
Money for One i v. — The Youngest Venus |
IV. — One of the Chorus | v.

Ruffini, J., t 1881.
Lavinia 2 v. — Doctor Antonio | v. —
Vincenzo 2 v. — A Quiet Nook in the Jura

Ruskin, John, * 1819,11900.
Sesame and Lilies | v. — The Stones of
Venice (with Illustrations) 2 v.— Unto this
Lastand Munera Pulveris i v.— The Seven
Lamps of Architecture (with 14 Illustra-
tions) IV. — Mornings in Florence | v.—
St. Mark’s Rest | v.

Russell, W. Clark, t 1911.
A Sailor’s Sweetheart 2 v. — The " Lady
Maud” 2 V. — A Sea Queen 2 v.

Russell, George W. E.
Collections and Recollections. By One
who haskepta Diary 2 v.— A Londoner’s
Log-Book i v.

““Ruth and her Friends®”: vide p. 27.

Sala, George Augustus, 11895.
The Seven Sons of Mammon 2 v.

Saunders, John.
Israel Mort, Overman 2 v. — The Ship-
owner’s Daughter 2 v.— A Noble Wife 2v.

Saunders, Katherine (Mrs. Cooper).
Joan Merryweather, and other Tales
IV. — Gideon’s Rock, and other Tales
iv. —TheHigh Mills 2 v. — Sebastian | v.

Savage, Richard Henry (Am.), t 1903.
My Official Wife IV. — The Little Lady
of Lagunitas 2 v. — Prince Schamyl’s
Wooing IV. — The Masked Venus
2 v Delilah of Harlem 2. v.
A Daughter of Judas 1 v. — Miss
Devereux of the Mariquita 2 v.—Checked
Through 2v. — A Modern Corsair 2 v.
— In the Swim 2T. — In the House of

Complete List.

His Friends 2 V. — The Mystery of a
Shipyard 2 v.

Scott, Sir Walter, 11832.
Waverley 2 v. — Ivanhoe 2 v. — Kenil-
worth 2 V. — Quentin Durward 2 v.

Seeley, Prof. J. R., t 1895.
Life and Tinies of Stein 4 V. — The Ex-
pansion of England i v.

Sewell, Elizabeth, 11906.
Amy Herbertr v. — Ursula 2 v. — A
Glimpse of the World 2 v. — The Journal
of a Home Life 2 v. — After Life r v. —
The Experience of Life 2 v.

Shakespeare, William, t 1616.
Plays and Poems (Second Edition) 1 v.

Shakespeare's Plays may also be had in
37 numbers, each number sold separately.

Sharp, William, t 1905: vide Miss Ho-
ward, Fiona Macleod and Swinburne.

Shaw, Bernard.
Man and Superman | v. — The Perfect
Wagnerite IV. — Cashel Byron’s Pro-
fession IV. — Plays Pleasant and Un-
pleasant (The Three Unpleasant Plays 1 v.
— The Four Pleasant Plays | v.). — Get-
ting Married & The Shewing-up of Blanco
Posnet IV. — The Doctor’s Dilemma &
The Dark Lady of the Sonnets | v.— Three
Plays for Puritans | v.—John Bull’s Other
Island etc. IV. — Androcles and the Lion ;
Pygmalion IV. — Misalliance | v. — Fan-
ny’s First Play, etc. IV. — Heartbreak
House, etc. IV. — Back to Methuselah | v.
— SaintJoan i v.

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, t 1822.
A Selection from his Poems 1 v.

Sheppard, Nathan (Am.), 11888.
Shut up in Paris | v.

Sheridan, R. B., t 1816.
The Dramatic Works 1 v.

Shorthouse, J. Henry, t 1905.
John Inglesant 2 V. — Blanche
Falaise | v.

Sidgwick, Mrs. Alfred.
The Lantern Bearers | v.— Anthea’s Guest

Lady

May S'nclair.
Anne Severn and the Fieldings | v. — Un-
canny Stories IV. — A Cure of Souls | v.
— Armold Waterlow: a Life | v. — The
Rector of Wyck IV. — Far End | v. —
The Allinghams | v. — History of Anthony
Waring i T.
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Snaith, J. C.

An Affair of State | v.— Time and Tide
IV. — Thus Far iv.

““Society in London,” Author of.
Society in London. By a Foreign
Resident i v.

Somerville, E. E., & NI. Ross.

Naboth’s Vineyard | v. — Dan Russel
the Fox iv.
“ Spanish Brothers, the.” 2v.

Stanhope, Earl (Lord Mahon), f 1875.
Reign of Queen Anne 2 v.

Steel, Flora Annie.
The Hosts of the Lord 2 v.

Sterne, Laurence, t 1768.
Tristram Shandy 2v. — A Sentimental
Journey i V.

Stevenson, Robert Louis, t 1894,
Treasure Island | v. — Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde, and An Inland Voyage | v. —
Kidnapped Iv. — The Black Arrow | v. —
The Master ofBallantrae | v.—The Merry
Men, etc. IV. — Across the Plains, etc. | v.
— Island Nights' Entertainments | v. —
Catriona | v. — In the South Seas 2 v. —
Tales and Fantasies | v.

<“Still Waters,” Author of (Mrs. Paul).
Still Waters IV. — Dorothy | v. — De
Cressy i v.— Uncle Ralph | v.— Maiden
Sisters IV. — Martha Brown iv.—Vanessa

Stirling, M. C.: vide G. M. Craik.

Stockton, Frank R. (Am.), 11902.
The House of Martha | v.

““Story of a Penitent Soul, the.”
““Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author of:
suide Miss Thackeray.

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher (Am.),

t 1896.
UncleTom’s Cabin 2 v. — A Key to Uncle
Tom’s Cabin 2 v. — Oldtown Folks 2 v.

““Sunbeam Stories,” Author of:
Mrs. Mackarness.
Swift, Jonathan (Dean Swift), f 1745.
Gulliver’s Travels | v.

Swinburne, Algernon Charles, f 1909.
Atalanta in Calydon: and Lyrical Poems
selected, with an Introduction, by William

I v.

uide

Complete List. 23
Sharp) iv. — Love’s Cross-Currents | v.
— Chastelard and Mary Stuart | v.

Swinnerton, Frank.

The Three Lovers iv. —The Elder Sister
iv. — Summer Storm | v. — Tokefield
Papers i v.

Symonds, John Addington, t 1893.
Sketches in Italy | v. — New Italian
Sketches i v.

Synge, John M, t 1909.

Plays iv. — The Aran Islands 1 v.

Tagore, Rabindranath.

The Home and the World | v. — The
Gardener | v. — Séddhand | v. — The
Wreck iv. — Gitanjali ; Fruit-Gathering

Tallentyre, S. G.: vide H. S. Merriman.

Tarkington, Booth (Am.).
Women i v. —The Plutocrat | v. — Claire
Ambler i v. —The World Does Movei v.

Tasma.
Uncle Piper of Piper’s Hill 2 V.

Tautphoeus, Ba.roncss 11893.
Cyrilla 2 v. — Quits 2 v.
Taylor, Col. Meadows 11876.

Tara; a Mahratta Tale 3 v.
Tellet: vide ““Roy Tellet."

Templeton: vide Author of ““Horace
Templeton.”

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), t 1892.
Poetical Works vol. 5, 8. — LocksleyHall,
sixty Yearsafter; The Promise of May;
Tiresias and other Poems iv.— A Memoir.
By His Son 4 v.

Testament the New: vide New.

Thackeray, William Makepeace, t 1863.
Vanity Fair 3 V. — Miscellanies Vol. 2,
3, 5. — The Newcome$4V. — The Vir-
ginians vol. 1,2. — The Adventures ot
Philip 2 v. — Roundabout Papers r v.
— The Paris Sketch Book 2 v.

Thackeray, Miss (Lady Ritchie).

Old Kensington 2 v. — Bluebeard’s Keys,
and other Stories | v. — Five Old Friends
iv. — Miss Angel iv. — Fulham Lawn,
and other Tales | v. — From an Island. A
Story and some Essays iv. — Da Capo, and
other Tales iv. — Madame de Sevign¢;
From a Stage Box; Miss Williamson’s
Divagations | v. — A Book of Sibyls | v.
— Mrs. Dymond 2 v. — Chapters from
some Memoirs | v.



24
Thomas, A. (Mrs. Pender Cudlip).
Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2v. —

Walter Goring 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. —
Called to Account2 v. — Only herself
2 V. — A Narrow Escape 2 v.

Thomson; James, t 1748.
Poetical Works | v.

““Thoth,” Author of.
Thoth 1 v.

Thurston, E. Temple.

The Greatest Wish in the World | v. —
Mirage tv. — The City of Beautiful Non-
sense i V.—The Garden of Resurrection | v.
— The Apple of Eden | v. — The Antago-
nists Iv. — The Open Window | v. —
Richard Furlong | v.—The Eye ofthe Wift
IV. — Achievement | v. — May Eve 1v.
— The Green Bough | v.— Charmeuse | v.
— Mr. Bottleby Does Something | v. —
Jane Carroll | v.

Tischendorf Constantine: v. New Testa-
ment.
Tomlinson, H. M.
Gallions Reach 1 v.

Trafford, F. Q.: vide Mrs. Riddell.
Trols-Etoiles : vide Grenville.

Trollope, Anthony, 11882.
Doctor Thorne 2 v. — The Bertrams
2 v. — The Warden | v. — Barchester
Towers 2 v. — Castle Richmond 2 v. —
Framley Parsonage 2 v. — North America
3 v. — Orley Farm Jv. — The Belton
Estate 2 v. — Nina Balatka | v. — The
Last Chronicle of Barset 3 v. — Phineas
Finn 3 V. — Ralph the Heir 2 v. —
Australia and New Zealand 3 v.
Lady Anna 2 v. — Harry Heathcote
of Gangoil IV. — The Way we live
now 4 V. — The Prime Minister 4 V. —
South Africa2v. — An Eye foran Eye | v.
— John Caldigate 3 v. — The Duke’s
Children 3V. — Dr.Wortle’s School 1 v. —
The Fixed Period | v. — Marion Fayav. —
Alice Dugdale, and other Stories | v. —
La Meére Bauche, and other Stories | v.
— The Mistletoe Bough, and other Stories
IV. — An Autobiography | v. — An Old
Man's Love i v.

Trollope, T. Adolphus, t 1892.
The Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v.
— A Siren 2 v.

Trowbridge, W. R. H.
The Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth
IV. — That Little Marquis of Branden-
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burg IV. — A Dazzling Reprobate | v.
— The White Hope i v.

Twain, Mark (Samuel
(Am.), t 1910.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer | v. —
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New
Pilgrims’ Progress 2 v.—A Tramp Abroad
2 V. — “‘Roughing it” i v. — The In-
nocents at Home IV. — The Prince and
the Pauper 2 V. — The Stolen White
Elephant, etc. IV. — Life on the Mis-
sissippi 2 v. — Sketches IV. — Huckle-
berry Finn 2 v. — Selections from /Ameri-
can Humour IV. The American
Claimant i V. —The f 1000000 Bank-
Note and other new Stories | v. — Tom
Sawyer Abroad | v. — Pudd’nhead Wil-
son Iv. — Tom Sawyer, Detective, and
other Tales tv. — More Tramps Abroad
2 v. — A Double-Barrelled Detective
Story, etc. IV. — The $ 30,000 Bequest,
and Other Stories | v. — Christian Science
IVv. Captain Stormfield’s Visit to
Heaven & Is Shakespeare Dead? 1 v.

““Two Cosmos, the." 1 v.

Vachell, Horace Annesley.
Teh Hill IV. — AnImpending Sword | v.
— Quinneys’ IV. — Change Partners | v.
— The Yard | v. — Quinney’s Adventures
IV. — Watling’s for Worth | v. —
Woman in Exile |v. — Dew of'the Sea,
and Other Stories | v. — Miss Torrobin’s
Experiment i v.

Vechten, Carl van (Am.).
Nigger Heaven | v. — Spider Boy | v.

““Venus and Cupid." 1| v.

““Véra," Author of.
Véra ir. — The Hotel du Petit St.
Jean i v. — Blue Roses 2 v. — Within
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — Ninette | v.

Victoria R. [ t 1901.
Leaves from the Journal of our Life in
the Highlands from 1848 to 1861 | v. —
More Leaves, etc. from 1862 to 1882 1 v.

““Virginia.” | v.

Vizetelly, Ernest Alfred.
With Zola in England | v.

Walford, L. B.
Mr. Smith 2 v. —Pauline 2v. — Cousins
2 v.— Troublesome Daughters 2 v. —
Leddy Marget | v.

Wallace, Ed.ar.
The Book of All-Power | v. —The Valley
of Ghosts IV. — Chick | v. — Captains of

L. Clemens)
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Souls tv. — The Missing Million i v. —
The Face in the Night i v. — The Door
with Seven Locks Iv.— The Avenger iv.
— Terror Keep IV, — The Traitor’s Gate
IV. — The Feahered Serptnt I v. — The
Ringer IV. — The Squeaker i v.
Wallace, Lew. (Am.), f 1905.
Ben-Hur 2 v.
Walpole, Hugh.
Jeremy and Hamlet | v. — The Old Ladies
IV.— Portrait of a Man with Red Hair | v.
— Harmerjohn | v.—Jeremy atCrale | v.
— Wintersmoon 2 V. — The Silver Thorn

Warburton, Eliot, t 1852. Darien 2 v.
Ward, Mrs. Humphry, t 1920.
Miss Bretherton IV. — Marcella 3 v. —
Bessie Costrell IV. — Fenwick’s Career
2 v.— DianaMallory 2 v. —Daphne; or,
““Marriage a la Mode” | v—The Case of
Richard Meynell 2 v.
Warner, Susan: vide Wetherell.
Warren, Samuel, t 1877.
Diary of a late Physician 2 v. — Ten
Thousand a-Year 3 v. — Now and Then
tv. — The Lily and the Bee | v.

““Waterdale Neighbours, the," Author
of: vide Justin McCarthy.

Watson, H. B. Marriott.
The Excelsior i v.

Watts-Dunton, Theodore, 11914.
Aylwin 2 v.

Wells, H. G.
The Stolen Bacillus, etc. | v.—The War

ofthe Worlds i v.— The Invisible Man | v.
— The Time Machine, and The Island of
Doctor Moreau | v. — When the Sleeper
Wakes IV. — TalesofSpace andTime | v.
— The Plattner Story, and Others | v. —
Love and Mr. Lewisham | v.—TheWheels
of Chance IV. — Anticipations | v.—The
First Men in the Moon | v.— The Sea Lady
tv. — Twelve Stories and a Dream | v. —
The Food of the Gods | v. — A Modern
Utopia i v.—Kipps2 v.—In theDaysofthe
Comet IV.— The Future in America | v. —
NewWorlds for Old | v.— The Warin the
Air IV. — Tono-Bungay 2 v. — First and
Last Things | v..—TheNewMachiavelli2 v.
— Marriage 2 v. — The Passionate Friends
2 v.— An Englishman looks at the World
i v. —The World Set Free | v.— A Short
History of the World (with twelve Maps)
iv.—Men Like Gods | v.—TheDream | v.
— Bealby tv. — The Secret Place» of

Complete List.
the Heart IV. — The Country of the
Blind, and Other Stories | v. — Christina
Alberta’s Father | v. — The Undying Fire
IV. — Meanwhile i v. —The Wuild of
William Clissold 2 v. — Mr. Bleitsworthy
on Rampole Island | v.

Westbury, Hugh. Acte 2 v.

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susan Warner)

(Am.), t 1885.

Queechy 2 v.—The Hills ofthe Shatemuc
2V.— Say and Seal 2 v.— The Old Hel-

Weyman, Stanley J.
The Story of Francis Cludde 2 v. — The
Man in Black | v. — From the Memoirs
of a Minister of France | v. — The Red
Cockade 2 v. — Shrewsbury 2 v. — Sophia
2 v.—In Kings’ Byways i V. —The Abbess
of Vlaye 2 v. — Chippinge 2 v. — Laid up
in Lavender | v.

"Whim, a.” tv.

Whitby, Beatrice.
The Awakening of Mary Fenwick 2 v.—
In the Suntime ofher Youth 2 v.

White, Percy.
Mr. Bailey-Martin 1v.-The WestEnd 2v.
—The New Christians | v.— Park Lane 2 v.
— The Triumph of Mrs. St. George 2 v.—
A Millionaire’s Daughter | v. — A Pas-
sionate Pilgrim IV. — The System 2 v. —
The Patient Man | v. — Mr. John Strood
tv.— The Eight Guests 2 v.— Mr. Strudge
IV. — Love and the Poor Suitor | v. —
An Averted Marriage | v.

Whiteing, Richard.
The Island ; or, An Adventure of a Per-
son of Quality IV. — The Life of Paris | v.
The Yellow Van | v. — Ring in the New
IV. — All Moonshine IV. — Little People

‘Whitman, Sidney, f 1925.
Imperial Germany | v.— The Realm ofthe
Habsburgs IV. — Teuton Studies | v. —
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania
IV, — Conversations with Prince Bismarck
tv. — Life of the Emperor Frederick 2 v.
— German Memories | v.

Il Who Breaks—Pays," Author of: vide

Mrs. Jenkin.
Whyte Melville, George J.: vide Melville
gln Kate Douglas (Am.).

Pene ope’s Irish Experiences | wv.
Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm | v. — Rose
0’ the River i V.— The Old Peabody Pew,
and Susanna and Sue | v.



26 Tauchnitr Edition.
Wiggin K. D., M. & J. Eindlater, £ Allan
McAulay
The Affair at the Inn r v. — Robinettai v.
Wilde, Oscar, t 1900.
The Picture of Dorian Gray | v. — De Pro-
fundis and The Ballad of Reading Gaol
IV. — A House of Pomegranates | v. —
Lord Arthur Savile’s Crime, and Other
Prose Pieces i v.—Lady Windermere’s Fan
| v.— AnIdeal Husband | v.— Salome | v.
— The Happy Prince, and Other Tales | v.
— A Woman ofNo Importance | v.— The
Importance of Being Earnest | v.— Poems

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am.).
Pembroke tv. — Madelon | v. — Jerome
2 v. — Silence, and other Stories 1 v.

Williamson, C. N. & A. M.
The Lightning Conductor IV.—Lady Betty
across theWater i v.—The Motor Maid | v.
— Lord Loveland discovers America | v.
— It Happened in Egypt 2 v. —The Wed-
ding Day i v. — The Lion’s Mouse | v. —
The Lady from the Air | v.

Williamson, Alice M.

Cancelled Love | v. — Told at Monte

Carlo IV. — Sheikh Bill 1 v. — Black
Sleeves I V.
Wills, C.J.: mvide F. C. Philips.

Wodehouse, P. G.
Ukridge 1V. — Bdl the Conqueror | v. —
Carry on,Jeeves! 1v. — Sam the Sudden
IV. — Love among the Chickens | v. —
The Heart of a Goof | v.— Psmith, Jour-
nalist IV. — Leave it to Psmith | v. — The
Small Bachelor | v. — A Damsel in
Distress IV. — The Adventures of Sally | v.
— Meet Mr. Mulliner i v.

Wood, C.: vide “Buried Alone.”

Wood, H. F.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard 1 v.

Wood, Mrs. Henry (Johnny Ludlow),

t 1887.
East Lynne 3 v. — The Channings 2 v. —
Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles 2 v. —

Verner’s Pride 3 v.—The Shadow of Ash-
lydyat 3 V. — Trevlyn Hold 2 v. — Oswald
Cray 2 v. — Mildred Arkell 2 v. — St.
Martin’s Eve 2 v.— Lady Adelaide’s Oath
2 v. — Roland Yorke 2 v. — George
Canterbury’s Will 2 v. — Bessy Rane
2 v. — The Foggy Night at Offord;
Martyn Ware’s Temptation; The Night -
Walk over the Mill Stream | v.

Johnny Ludlow 2 v. — Told in the Tw1]|ght
2 v. — Adam Grainger! v.— Edinas v.—

Complete List.

Pomeroy Abbey 2 v. — Court Netherleigh
2 v. — (The foilwing by Johnny Ludlow) :
Lost in the Post, and Other Tales | v. —
ATale of Sin, and Other Taies | v. —
Anne, and Other Tales | v. —The Mystery
of Jessy Page, etc. IV. 1 leien
Whitney’s Wedding, etc. | v.— The Story
of Dorothy Grape, etc. | v.
Woodroffe, Daniel.
TangledTrinities iv.-The Beauty-Shop | v
Woods, Margaret L.
A Village Tragedy | v. — The Vaga-
bonds iv. — Sons of the Sword 2 v. — The
Invader i v.

Woolf, Virginia.
Orlando iv. — Mrs. Dalloway | v

Wraxall, Lascelles, t 1865.
Wild Oats i v.

Yates, Edmund, t 1894.
Land at Last2 v. — The Forlorn Hope 2 v.
— Black Sheep 2 v. — The Rock Ahead
2 v. — Wreckedin Port 2 v. — Dr. Wain-
wright’s Patient 2 v. — A Waiting Race
2 v. — The yellow Flag 2 v. — The
Impending Sword 2 v. — Two, by Tricks
iv. — A Silent Witness 2 v. — Recollec-
tions and Experiences 2 ».

Yeats: vide Levett-Yeats.

Yeats, W. B.
A Selection from his Poetry | v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., t 1901.
Heartsease 2 v. — The Daisy Chain 2 v. —
Hopesand Fears 2 v. — The Young Step-
Mother 2 v. — The Trial 2 V. — The Clever
Woman of the Family 2 v. — The Dove
in the Eagle’s Nest 2 v. — The Danvers
Papers; The Prince and the Page | v. —
The Chaplet of Pearls 2 v. — The two
Guardians | v. — The Caged Lion 2 v. —
The Pillars of the House 5 v. — Lady
Hester iv. — My Young Alcides 2 v. —
Womankind 2 v. — Love and Life 1 v. —
Stray Pearls 2 v. — The Armourer’s
Prentices 2 v. — Nuttie’s Father 2 v. —
Beechcroft at Rockstone 2 v. — A Re-
puted Changeling 2 v. — Two Penniless
Princesses iv. — That Stick | v. — Grisly
Oriseli iv. — The Long Vacation 2 v. —
Modern Broods i v. tyide p. 27.
Zangwlll, I, * 1864, 11926.

Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v. — Ghetto
Comedies 2 v. — Ghetto Tragedies 2 v.

Al
The World and a Man 2 v.



Series for the Young.
Published with Continental Copyright as the Collection of English

and American Authors.

Charlesworth, Maria Louisa, 11880: Min-
istering Children i v.

Craik, Mrs. (Miss Mulock), t 1887 : Our

Kavanagh, Bridget £ Julia: The Pearl
Fountain, and other FairyrTales | v.

Lamb, Charles £ Mary, f 1834 and 1847:
Tales from Shakspeare | v.

Marryat, Captain, t 1848: Masterman

Ready iv.

Vide page 2.

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, t 1899: Rex and
Regina iv.

“Ruth and her Friends," Author of: Ruth
and her Friends. A Story for Girls | v.

Yonge, Charlotte M., 11901 : Kenneth; or,
the Rear-Guard of the Grand Army | v.

— The Stokesley Secret 1 v. — Hen-
rietta’s Wish ir. — The Lances of
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie tv. — P’s

and Q’s i v. —Aunt Charlotte’s Stories
of English History tv. — Bye-Words

Collection of German Authors.

Translationsfrom the German, published with universal copyright.
These volumes may be imported into any country.

Auerbach, Berthold: On the Heights 3 v.
— Brigitta i v.

Ebers 0 : An EgyptianPrincess 2v. - Uarda
2 v. — Homo Sum 2 v. — The Sisters
2 v. — Joshua 2 v. — Per Aspera 2 v.

Fouqué, De la Motte : Undine, Sintram | v.
GOrlachjW.: PrinceBismarck (w.Portr.) iv.
Goethe, W. V., t 1832: Faust i V
Gutzkow, K. : Through Night toLight | v.
Hacklander, F. W., t 1877: Behind the
Counter [Handel und Wandel] i v.
HeySO, Paul: L’Arrabiata | v. — Bar-
barossa 1 V.
Hillern, W. V. : TheVulture Maiden [Geier-
Wally] iv. — The Hour will come 2 V.

Kellner,
Dickens bis Shaw.

,Englischen Literatur im Zeitalter der Ko6nigin Viktoria”,
Gebunden in Leinen J7 9.—

Schiicking, Levin L., Die Charakterprobleme bei Shakespeare,
1927. Gebunden in Leinen Ji 8.—

1921.

Zweite, verbesserte Auflage.

Chaucer-Handbuch fiir Studierende.

Dr. Leon, Die englische Literatur der neuesten Zeit.
Zweite, wesentlich verdnderte Auflage der

Kohn, Salomon: Gabriel 1 v

Lewaid, Fanny, t 1889: Stella 2 v.

Marlltt, E., t 1887 : The Princess of the
Moor [Das Haideprinzesschen] 2 v.

Nathuslus, Maria : Joachim v. Kamern, and
Diary of a Poor Young Lady | v.

Reuter, Fritz, t 1874 : In the Year ’13 1 v.
— An old Story of my Farming Days
[Ut mine Stromtid] 3 v.

Richter, J. P. Friedrich (Jean Paul), f1825:
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces 2 v

Scheffel, Victor von: Ekkehard 2 v.

Taylor, George: Klytia 2 v.

Zschokke, Heinrich: The Princess of Bruns-
wick-Wolfenbiittel, etc. i V.

Von
gr. 8°.

gr. 8°.

Ausgewihlte Texte mit Einlei-

tungen, einem Abri3 von Chaucers Versbau und Sprache und einem
Worterverzeichnis. Herausgegeben von MAX KALUZA, Professor a d.

Universitat Konigsberg. z.Aufl. 248 S. gr. 8°.

1927. Geb. ~3.50
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Students’ Series / Neue Folge
Herausgegeben von DR. KARL WILDHAGEN

o. Professor der englischen Philologie an der Universitit Kiel
Bisher sind erschienen:

John Galsworthy : Justice. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch, bear-
beitet von Studienrat Dr. A. Koch, Magdeburg . . . J( 1.80

H. G. Wells: A Short History of Modern Times. Being the Last
Eleven Chapters of “A Short History of the World.” Mit Anmer-
kungen und Wérterbuch, bearbeitet von Oberstudienrat Dr. G. Schad,
HOchst a. IMLaIN...c.ciiiiiiiiciecceeeeee e Ji 1.80

John Galsworthy : Strife. Mit Anmerkungen, bearbeitet von Studien-
rat Dr. Fr. Oeckel, Stettin........c..ccccooviiviiiiiiiiececeeeeee 1.50

A Thomas Hardy Reader. Eine Auswahl aus Thomas Hardys Prosa
und Dichtung. Zusammengestellt und herausgegeben von Prof. Dr. Ph.
Aronstein, Berlin. Mit Anmerkungen und Woérterbuch . J4 1.80

H. G. Wells: The Dream. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch,
bearb. von Dr. H. T. Price, Lektor a. d. Universitit Kiel. .zf 1.80

H. G. Wells: The Country of the Blind. Mit Anmerkungen und
Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Studiendirektor Dr. Miiller, Lage
(LIPPC) ettt sttt ~1.20

John Masefield: Reynard the Fox. Mit Worterbuch, bearbeitet von
Dr. Albert Eichler, o.Professor an der Universitit Graz. .~2.—

G. K. Chesterton: The Innocence of Father Brown. Mit Anmer-
kungen und Woérterbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. H. T. Price, Lektor am
Institut fiir Weltwirtschaft u.Seeverkehr an der Universitét Kiel. ,/;, 1.80

Armold Bennett: Elsie and the Child. Mit Anmerkungen und
Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. Helmut KiB3ling,
L@IPZIZ..veneveiiiieieieieiei sttt i 80

Oscar Wilde: The Happy Prince and Other Tales. Mit Anmer-
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. Alfred Hein-
rich, Berlin-Tempelhof...........cccccooeinineciiiieieens ~1.80

Hugh Walpole: Jeremy and Hamlet. Mit Anmerkungen und Wor-
terbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. W. F. Schmidt, Studiendirektor in
Lemgo (LIPPE@).ecuiciirieiiiriiieiirierieeeiesieee et ti 1.80
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H. A. Vachell: The Hill. Mit Anmerkungen und Wérterbuch, be-
arbeitet vonDr. Rasmussen, Studiendirektorin Eckernforde. JZ 1.80

John Galsworthy: Selected Tales. Mit Anmerkungen und Worter-

buch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. Liening, Bocholt . ~1.80
Joseph Conrad: The Tale. Mit Anmerkungen und Woérterbuch,
bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. Fr. Oeekel, Stettin . . . ~1.20

Sheila Kaye-Smith: The End ofthe House of Alard. Mit Anmer-
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. K. Arns,
Bochum.......ccoccoviiiiiiiiceceeeee ... JI 1.80

John Galsworthy: The Silver Box. Mit Anmerkungen und Worter-
buch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. G. Kirchner, Jena . JZ 1.80
Soeben sind erschienen:
Oscar Wilde: The Young King, and The Star-Child. Mit An-
merkungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Studienrat Dr. Max
Isebarth, Kiel Jt 1.80

John Galsworthy: The Skin Game. Mit Anmerkungen und
Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Professor Dr. Ferdinand Gutheim,
Freiburg i B I i.80
John Galsworthy: Two Forsyte Interludes: The Silent Wooing
— Passers By. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von

Studienrat Ludwig Meyn, Hamburg............cccee... JI 1.80
Thomas Hardy: A Selection. Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch,
bearbeitet von Professor Dr. Ph. Aronstein, Berlin . . JZ 1.80

Rudyard Kipling: Prose and Verse. Herausgegeben von I. B.
Aikin-Sneath, B.A., Oxford. Mit Anmerkungen und Worter-
DUCH et ~1.80

Die Sammlung wird in regelméBiger Folge fortgesetzt

Shakespeare-Jahrbuch

Wolfgang Keller
0. 0. Professor an der Universitit Miinster i. W.
Band 64 / Neue Folge / V. Band
gr. 8°. 1928. Geh. JZ 8.—, in Ganzleinen geb. J7 10.—

Die fritheren Jahrginge des Shakespeare-Jahrbuches (Bd. 1—63,

1865—1927} sind ebenfalls einzeln — soweit vorritig — durch
den Verlag von Bernhard Tauchnitz in Leipzig zu beziehen.



3° Shakespeare Plays
Each number sold, separately at the price of Ji —,60
No. I. Measure for Measure. NO.19. Third Part ofKing Henry VI.
,» 2. The Comedy of Errors. ,, 20. King Richard III.
,» 3. Much Ado about Nothing. ,» 21. King Henry VIII.
,, 4. Love’s Labour’s lost. ,» 22. Troilus and Cressida.
» 5. Midsummer-Night's Dream. ,, 23. Titus Andronicus.
,» 0. Merchant of Venice. ,, 24. Coriolanus.
,, 7. As you like it. ,» 25. Romeo and Juliet.
,» 8. Taming of the Shrew. ,, 26. Timon of Athens.
., 9. All's WeH that ends Well. ,, 27. Julius Cesar.
,» 10. Twelfth-Night: or, What you ,, 28. Macbeth.
will. ,, 29. Hamlet.
,.H1. The Winter’s Tale. ,» 30. King Lear.
,,12. King John. ,» 31 Othello.
,»13. The Life and Death of King ,, 32. Antony and Cleopatra.
Richard II. ,» 33- Cymbeline.
,» 14. First Part of King Henry IV. | 34. Pericles, Prince of Tyre
,»15. Second PartofKing HenryIV. | 35. The Tempest.
, 16. King Henry V. ,,» 36. The two Gentlemen of Ve-
,,17. First Part of King Henry VI. rona.
,» 18. Second PartofKing Henry VI. | 37. Merry Wives of Windsor.

Separate editions of ““Sonnets” -.60) and ““Poems" (includ. Sonnets)

1)

Englische Bibliothek

Herausgeg. von Dr. Max Forster, Geh. Hofrat u. 0. 6. Prof. a. d. Univ. Miinchen

i.Band. Englisch-deutsches Shakespeare-Worterbuch. Von Dr.
LEON KELLNER, ehemals Professor a. d. Universitit Czernowitz. Geb. . N8 .—

2. Band. Protestantismus und Literatur. Neue Wege zur engl.
Literatur des 18. Jahrhunderts. Von Dr. HERBERT SCHOFFLER,
Professor an der Universitit Koln. Geheftet /7 4.—

3. Band. Shakespeare der Mensch. Von Dr. HELENE RICHTER.
Geheftet Jr 3.50

4. Band. Restoring Shakespeare. Von Dr. LEON KELLNER, chem.
Geheftet  6.— Gebunden in

Professor an der Universitit Czernowitz.

Leinen  8.50
5. Band. John Davidson und sein geistiges Werden unter

dem Einflufl Nietzsches. Von Dr. GERTRUD VON PETZOLD.
Geheftet  %—



Beitrage zur englischen Philologie 3

Herau«geg. von Dr. Max Forster, Geh. Hofrat u. o. 3. Prof. a. d. Univ. Miinchen
i. Heft. Studien zu Shelleys Lyrik von Professor Dr. HERBERT
HUSCHER. 1919. Vergriffen.

2. Heft. Thackeray als historischer Romanschriftsteller von
Dr. GUDRUN VOGEL. 1920. Vergriffen.

3. Heft. Die Hamletfrage. Von Professor Dr. JOSEF WIHAN.
1921. Geheftet Ji 2.50

4. Heft. Gotik und Ruine in der engl. Dichtung des 18. Jahrh.
von Dr. REINHARD HAFERKORN. 1924. Geheftet Ji 3.—

5. Heft. Die englischen Kalenderstébe v. Prof. Dr. E. SCHNIPPEL,
Berlin. 1926. Geheftet Ji 5.—

6. Heft. The Court of Sapience. Spéat-mittelenglisches allego-
risch-didaktisches Visionsgedicht. Von Dr. ROBERT SPINDLER.
1927. Geheftet Jz 10—

7. Heft. Raleghs staatstheoretische Schriften. Die Einfiihrung
des Machiavellismus in England. Von Dr. NADJA KEMPNER.
1928. Geheftet Ji 9.—

8. Heft. Darstellerzahl und Rollenverteilung bei Shake-
speare. Von Dr. MARIA SACK. 1928. Geheftet Ji 4.—

9. Heft. Die lateinische Vorlage der westséchsischen Evan-
gelienversion. Von Dr. HANS GLUNZ. 1928. Geheftet JI 6.—

Kolner Anglistische Arbeiten

Herausgeg. von Dr. Herbert Schéffler, o. 6. Professor an der Universitit Kéln

i. Band. John Page’s Siege of Rouen v. Professor Dr. HERBERT
HUSCHER. 1926. Geheftet J7 lo.—

r. Band. Der steigende Ruhm Miltons. VonDr. ALFRED GERTSCH.
1927. Geheftet Ji 4—

3. Band. William Morris’ Sozialismus und anarchistischer Kom-
munismus. Von Dr. phil. GUSTAV FRITZSCHE. Geheftet Ji 6,—



BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG

Tauchnitz Dictionaries
For sale and for use in all countries
Crown 8vo
English-German and German-English. (JAMES.) Fifty-first Edition
Bound in cloth JZ 8.—; also to be had in two volumes, /Z 4.50 each
English-French and French-English. (JAMES ¢t MOLE.) Twenty-fourt,
Edition. Bound in cloth /7 8.—
English-Italian and Italian-English. (JAMES at GRASSL) Seventeenth
Edition, by ALBERT DE BEAUX. Bound in cloth /7 8.—
Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Comple*
in three part*. Each part with a new large Supplement including all mode
term* and expressions in Electricity, Telegraphy and Telephony. Bound in cl<
Vol. 1. Francaia-Allemand-Anglais. 9th Edition.

Vol. II. Enghsh-German - French. 9th Edition.
VolIIl. Deutsch - Engliich - Franx0sisch. 9th Edition.

Each volume is sold separately. Price .A 10.— each.

Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition)
Bound in cloth
These Dictionaries are constantly revised and keft carefully u> to dat.

English-German and German-English. Fortieth. Edition.
Franz.-Deutsch und Deutsch-Franz. Zweiundzwanzigste Aufl.
Ttalienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. ZwdélfteAuflage.
English-French and French-English. Forty-third Edition. JI 4.5
English-Italian and Italian-English.  Thirtieth Edition, each
English-Spanish and Spanish-English. Thirty-eighth Edition.
Latin-English and English-Latin. Twenty-first Edition.
Espagnol-Frangais et Francais-Espagnol. Neuviéme Edition.

#Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch
* Also to be had in two volumes, vA 2.75 each.

J 5.—

Imperial 4°
Italienisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. (RIQUTINI & BULLE
2 Biande. Bd. I: 7. Auflage. Bd. II: 7. Auflage. In Leinen ge'

je JI 12.50
Spanisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Spanisch. (TOLHAUSEN.) 2 Bir

Bd. I: 10. Auflage. Bd. I1: 10. Auflage. In Leinen geb. je JI 12.

Etymologisches Worterbuch der englischen Sprache von F. HoJs
HAUSEN, Professor der englischen Philologie an der Universitit Kb
Zweite, vermehrte und verbesserte Auflage, gr. 8°. 1927. ]

Leinen geb. /7 8,—

rX'NTXD »V IIIHHARD TAUCHNITZ, LXIPZi6

W IIOTbIIi






Tauchnitz Edition
Latest Volumes

4 to 6 new volumes are published regularly every month

April 1929

4878. Black Sleeves. By Mrs. C. N. Williamson.

4877. The Woman Who Rode Away. By D. H.
Lawrence.

4876. One of the Chorus. By Berta Ruck.

4875. Expiation. By the Author of “Elizabeth and
her German Garden."

4874. Meet Mr. Mulliner. By P. G. Wodehouse.

4872.73. Point Counter Point. By Aldous Huxley.

4871. The World Does Move. By Booth Tarkington.

4870. Accident. By Arnold Bennett

4869. “Skin o' My Tooth." By Baroness Orczy.

4868. Spook Stories. By E. F. Benson.

4867. Mrs. Dalloway. By Virginia Woolf.

4866. Orlando. By Virginia Woollf.

4865. The Squeaker. By Edgar Wallace.

4864. What is Love? By E. M. Delafield.

4863. The Haunted House. By Hilaire Belloc.

4862. Mr. Blettsworthy on Rampole Island. By
H. G. Wells.

4861. The Silver Thorn. By Hugh Walpole.

4860. The Forest, and Six Short Plays. By John
Galsworthy.

4859. Two Forsyte Interludes. ByJohn Galsworthy.

4858. Spider Boy. By Carl van Vechten.

4857. Nigger Heaven. By Carl van Vechten.

4856. The Ringer. By Edgar Wallace.

4855. The Feathered Serpent By Edgar Wallace.

4854. Quiet Cities. By Joseph Hergesheimer.

4853. Poems. By John Drinkwater.

4852. The Adventures of Sally. By P.G. Wodehouse.

4351. Comfortless Memory. By Maurice Baring.

4849.50. Wintersmoon. By Hugh Walpole.



