PART III

CHAPTER XXXVIII
SIMS

Sims called that afternoon, the telephone message
having caught him between two rounds of visits.

When he. came down after seeing the patient he
retired in the sitting-soom for a while behind his
beard, asking queftions inftead of answering them.
Had the patient ever suffered from a severe illness
other than pleurisy ? What did the mother die
of ¢ Anthony could satjsfy him on ncltht.r of these
points.

Had she any brothers and. sifters? "To this
queftion also he could furnish no reply, and, taken
off his guard, he said frankly, “I don’t know,”
recognising the moment after that 'such a reply
from a supposed uncle was, to put it mildly, §trange.

Then he had to*tell.

““As a matter of faét, Dolor,” said Anthony,
“ this young girl is no relatlon of mine. bhe is a
girl J.took an intereft in some time ago—a,very
great interet, for she wac sick and friendless and
quite alone in the world. Dr. Gregg of Endell
Stroet recommended this place and I breught her
here. She goes as m)f niece just as a matter of
convention. My wife came to see her to-day. It
was she who saiw the change i in her and alarmed me
so that I'sent for you at once.’
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Sims was aftonished. He had never been quite
hoodwinked over this business— ‘nétin&t had hinted
the truth; the aftonishment zeme from the faét
that the man’s.wife was evidently a party to it.

However, in this modern world of ours Sims had
seen so many ftrange things that he showed nothing
of his aftonishment. He fired another queftion. *

“ Before you—er—met her, can you tell me what
was her business in life ? * .

The cel in Anthony, rising to its nth power,
enabled him to evade this quetion without lying.

“ No,” said he, “ I cannot.”

“I only ask,” said &/ms, “ because it is well to
know as & physician all:that is possible to be known
about a patient. It secras to me that this girl has
suffered perhaps privations—anyhow something
must have sapped the sources of life to account for
this collapse, as it were—this drop in vitality and
resifting power.”

“ It is not consumption {

“ There are no lung symptoms,” replied the other,
“ to indicate phthisis at the moment. What you
would ask is whether she is consumptive. We are
all econsumptive. As a matter of falt, we cre all
and at every moment fighting a legion of diseases ;
we exiét solely by the virtue of our vitality : that
once failing us, we are in a very grave way, ard it
may fail us because it is deficient for hereditary
reasons or because some past disease or privation has
&tricken it a blow from which it is unable tg recover.
There is only one real dotor in the world—Nature ;
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and it is the work of the physician to find out what
Nature is trying t6 do in any given case, and, as far
as he can, to help'hler. Symptoms are valuable, not
only as indications of discase but s indications of
what Nature is trying to do. That is where [ am
aL-.e loss just at present. The syinptoms are so
obscure that I am at a loss to know what Nature is
attempting. Time will tell, but perhaps too late.
I do not hide it,from you that the condition »f our
patient is moft scrious—most serious. You said
that a Dr. Gregg—I believe that is the name—was
attending her during her illness; it might be
advisable for me tp get his opinion, or at leadt his
view of her condition whil§¢ he was attending her.”

The wretched Anthohy jumped at the idea.
Gregg would explain things —tell what he couldn’t.

“ For God’s sake, do,” said he. * See him, go
up and sce him and talk it over. Expense is no
matter. Go to-day, go to-morrow—as soon as
ever possible.”

Sims refleCted for a moment, behind his beard.
He wanted to go up to do some shoppine at: the
§tores and the two things could be fitted in and the
journey made profitable inftead of expensive.

“I’ll go to-morrow,” said he.
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CHAPTER XXkI1X
SELINA

SELINA in the train between Shanklin and Ryde had
a good deal to think about.

All her married life she had trusted Anthony,%nd
her trut had been based on sure and ingtinétive
lmow]edge

She had trusted him to be bf good and respe@able
condu&, juét as she would have trugted the Chip-
pendale couch in the drawing-room to §tay in its
place during her absenca from the house.

Isaac ©Lborne, in giving her his information, had
flated the casc very fairly. It wasn’t Anthony’s
fault so much, but, as 2 matter of fa&, this glrl in
her- illness had somehow or another got a grip of
his sympatlues, and one never. knew what might
happen in a case like this with a girl and a man of
Anthony’s age.

The Chippendale couch had nvt moved from its
placg, it had been ‘moved—by a hussy.

Now ‘that she had seen the hussy and had all the
fa&s in her hand she had material for self-congratu-
lation, had she been a celf-congratulatdry sort of
person. Another woman might have seized on the
reported falls, rushed to her solicitor, made a
scene and a scandal ; but she was a Towers, with
her nervous centres properly under control and with
the fatnily horror of exposés.and beliefin expediency.

In the early ’eighties Sclina’s Aunt Stella—they
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ran to heaverily titles in the Towers family’—married
to Sir Bernard Placcbo, the fashionable physician of
Harley Strect, caxie home one day to find that
Sir B. had gone mad and run off with the governess.
Sir Bernard had amassed a big fortune at his
business ; he was evidently tired of it and of Stella
and ‘the house in Harley Street, and the governess
was extraordinarily pretty. That he had three
children did not matter—possibly he intended to
have three more.

Not only had he run off, but he had left his wife
the name of the hotel in Paris where he intended
ftaying, possibly with the ilea that the fa& would
be uscful in case of divorce proceedings if* it were
seasaned with the necessiry imaginary ¢ cruelty.”

Stella neither wept nor fainted. She had her
children to think of and their reputation—also her
position.

She sent round messages to the more important
patients that Sir Bernard was called abroad, left
for Paris, found him at breakfadt with the girl and
brought him back

Two days and two nights had cooled his temporary
insanity; he returned to work, as a horse might
return to its collar after a irisk in a field, and there
was no sgandal. Now that is a true §tory of what a
‘woman did to combat a disatrous situation, and it
was not unlike the §tory of Anthony.

+ Selina was not bringing him back, it is true, but
she had made no scene—-not even with Anthony—
there would be no scandal ; the whole thing would
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fade and die with the girl, and it did not want the
confirmation of Mrs. Mackett to assure her that the
end would be soon.

And then there was no reason why things should
not go on as they were before—the Chippendale
scttee in its original place and no sign of disorder
in the drawing-room.

A level-headed and cold-hearted view of things,

you will"say. Give Selita her due. .To possess
comtﬁon sense and a level*head "does not imply
heartlessness.  Selina was not heartless ; ; as a matter
of fa&, the girl had touched her; as a matter of
fa€t, her “ coldness” qand level-headedness had
enabled fr to take an extraordinarily clear view oi
the whole position. That death would clear every-
thing up was a faét which she recognised with
rclief—nothing more.

That Anthony had always been to her as an obje&t
of furniture, part of her §tate and comfort, did not
imply heartlessness. You can love an old chair.

She had loved her settec and had always been a
good housewife to it, keeping it, free, like herself,
from du$t and moth, getting the be&t people to sit
on it, An accident to it would have been a matter
for grief and tears; its deftruion wouli have left
a void in her life impossible to fill. :

The trouble was that during all the years. no-
accident had ever happened ‘to it to make her value
it at its true worth to her; the orderly succession
of days had always found it.there ready to be dugted
and used—sat on.
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The devil of the thing in life, and married llfc,
is the fadt that undifturbed possession deétroys one’s
appreciation of the worth of things, of their value
to us, almdét of their qualities, whilét, at the same
time, allowing the things to take quict hold on us
by a thousand little hands and arms and tentacles,
everyday §trands woven of everyday §tuff. :

Selina bought The Lady at the Portsmouth book-
§tall and the Woman’s World, but she did not even
open them on the jovrney to Waterloo. She had
so many thoughts to engage her.

Macketts’, shyly hiding behind the hill sur-
mounted by the church, guarded by the leafless
woods. Mrs. Mackett. and the interior of the
quaint house. The gitl: sitting up on the couch
with the shawl about her. .

The artless way the girl had shown her affetion
for Anthony told of his: goodness to her, disarmed
antagon:sm, and shown her Anthony refleéted in
the mirror of love—the love of a human creature
for its protector.

And it all fitted in so well with what Isaac Coborne
had said. The §tatement of the man of the world
confirmed the §tatement of the girl ; between the
two, what 4 difference !

Arrived at home Selina sat down and wrote a
letter to Isaac.

“1I have seen Anthony,” said she, “and there
is not;hmg at all in the business. He has oBtained ’
a place in the island for this unfortunate child
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who is dy'ing, and secured 2 good doctor for her,
I wish Anthony had told me'3ll about it at first,
as you said he intended to do; but he is one of
those men who are always doing good' and hiding
it. All the same, I need not ask you to say
nothing of this to anyone, as you know how Pfjg'P
embroider on things. I hope to go down tfthe
island again soon and see how the poor child is
gettmg on, though I am afr:ud; it s only the
matter of a few days or, weeks.”

Next day she saw Mandelberg, gave him the same
story and made sure of his silence.

The \ymtched little g'ﬁair was sealed and Deathl
would sdon put the envelope away in his pigeon-
hole for i0ft love-letters and minor indiscretions.

She wrote to Anthony and Anthony wrote a line
every day or two telling her of the condition of the
patient, which was hopeless. Quite level-headed
notes they were, even mentioning the condition of
the weather. In one of them he asked her to ask
Matilda to send him some warmer, under-things and
socks—a cold snap had come to the island.

She parcellcd the things up herself and pRsted
them, and in one of her notes she said that if she was
needed she would come down. !

Two things were moving in her mind abreat—
the feeling that there would: be no split between
herself and Anthony, no alienation, and a comples
mentaty feeling without which the firt would not
have been viable: a feeling: quite new to her and
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ftrange, as though she were sharing this business
with Anthony, as though the dymg girl had put a
tentacle round her'too ; maybe it was those words
of Anthony about never having had children that,
cat like a seed in her mind, had flowered in ghostly
fashion, or perhaps it was ]u& the girl herself that
had “awakened in her the intin& that draws a
woman to a child, assifted by Death, the creator of

pity.
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CHAPTER XV
THE CONSULTA'I'iON

Sims, the morning after his promise to Anthony,
ftarted off by the early train for London. He
arrived before noon, drove to the §tores, did. his
business there and then had luncheon, reaching
Endell Sticet at two o’clock, thc hour he had
arrangtd for by wire, ‘

He was shown up to the sitting-room on the firft
floor, the same room that Anthony knew so well.
Dr. Gregg was not in, but he was expeted every
minute. Would Sims s down } '

He sat down and looked at his watch ; he was, in
fa&t, two ur three minutes before his time ; then with
~the door shut upon him he looked round, taking
in. the room and furniture. 3

He had noted the shop window below, the knob
of the eleftric night bell with the enamel nearly
worn off it by use, the place where a speaking-tube
had been evidently discarded on”account of jokers
and chitdren. Coming up the §tairs he had noted
absence of carpet, and now looking round, he took in
the furniture, pi€tures and books.

Sims was artiftic and he had a pratice that
brought him.in a full two thousand a year, exclusive
of bad debts. He had a parm;er who did the cheap
midwifery, the panel patients and the books; he
- had a house near Keats’ Green, and lis only worry
in life’ was the summer crowd of trippers. They
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got in the'way of his motor-car and they, cheapened
the place. ya

Gregg’s house and room, his shop window and all
it implied; gave him the shivers. , What a place !
What a life! What a praftice! Night and day
tramping mean ftreets to see tuppenny people,
thi.ty-shilling midwifery fees—better be dead.
Here, but for the grace of God, might have exifted
Archibald Sims.

He rose up and mspc&ed the pictures, tlien the
books on the shelf—Marx, Paine’s *“ Age of Reason *’
and the rest.

“ Why, good God,” said he, “the chap’s a
‘Socialist ! ”  He dropped .iis glasses and was turning
back to the chair when, tne door opened and in
came Gregg.

The two men shook hands, and Sims, drawing
back a bit, made a sound as though he were laughing
in his beard. He knew Gregg. Gregg had not
altered much in all the years, whereas Sims had
completely changed. They had been fellow-
ftudents at Bart’s, and Gregg had been far the
cleverer and more induftrious of the two. Sims
had haunted billiard-rooms, music-halls had known
him, and he had ‘once taken a journey in Black Maria
to Vine Street.

ks S1ms, Sims,” said the other, the pifture of
Podgy Sims flashing up from memory-land. “ Good
heavens, yes—but T’d never have known you with
that bedrd.” *

They were at once en rapport; the old hospital
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had taken them to herself again, and ‘that inex-
hauftible subjeét, their fellow-ftudents and their
fates, had to be thrashed out, to say nothing of the
hospital surgeons and physicians who had vanished,
- moétly dead. Ratcliffe after taking his degree had
gone to pieces, marricd a barmaid and died of
drink. Holmes had made a pot of money in Ha-ley
Street.  Jones was praftising in Wales, and so forth
and so or; the dulle§t conversation to a liftener,
but of-intense intereét to tue talker,. _

Then Sims came to the oojet of his_visit—the
girl—a far less interefting subjeét. She had be-
come for Gregg a case in the paét tense, one of the
thousand sad cases that his ledger contained. She
was writ.ien off.

“ Betw=cn you and me,” said Sims, ¢ I don’t know
what the devil is the matter with her. It’s a kind
of gencral break-up, as if the foundations were gone.
A kind of acute phthisis without lung symptoms.
There’s no history of phthisis ? *

“ Not that I know of,” said Gregg, “ unless it’s
herceditary. Beforc she came-to me for dizziness
and wezimess she’d been to Hennessy of Hunter
Strect. I told him I'd bagged one of his patients,
and when I gave the name he said he wih:.2°T’d
bagged the mother as well—the mother had been
his patient, I believe. If you'd like I’ll walk round
with you there, if he’s in ; it’s on your way to the
$tation.”

He ,.went out and ’phoned to tennessy, -who
was in, _
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“It’s 'only a few minutes’ walk,” 'said Gregg as
they left the house.

Hennessy’s surgery, situated near what is left of
Drury Lane, was a replica of Gregg’s, with an added
something in the way of sordidness hard to define.
Over and amongét nearly the whole old-time
ax~hite€ture of London hangs or twines a-some-
thing that has nothing to do primarily with design
or bricks or mortar—somethmg psychic, suggestive
of evil chngu.g to uguness or ugliness to evil. It
has nothing primariiy perhaps to do with wealth or
poverty, since it overhangs Belgrave Square no less
than the Euston Road, but in the poverty-ftricken
ditrilts it is more perec; atible to the cutward cye.

Drury Lane, before i it was in most part uemolished,
had this evil cast of countenance—Huntc- Street and
* Sardinia Street, where was situated the old Spanish
Ambassador’s house, converted into a warren for
poverty to breed in ; the houses adjacent to Sardinia
Strect, the whole ditrict in fadt, possessed the sordid
aura, the visible §tink from the past which makes a
nightmare of }ashion Street’and the Cut, a bad
dream of Pimlico. Here one smelt neither Lord
Steyne nor Fagan, but Hogarth hiding to observe
and feaft. on ‘the discases of humanity, and here
you found in their own element the people that he
loved' to draw.’

Hennessy’s prallice at one time had run right
down to the Strand. It was more broken up now,
but &ill viable, and his patients had not.changed
much in morals, manners or appearance. He did a
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lot of work.amongst the ladies of the diftriét, and

his experience in the arts and crafts of femininity
was fabulous.

He was a tall, sandy man of sixty, Irish and cling-
ing to the traditional dress of his class—the tall hat
and frock-coat. ,

They found him in and waiting in his ro'm
behind the surgery, and Gregg having introduced
Sims.the consultation began. :

Hennessy remembered the girl. He 'went to a
ledger and refreshed his memory and then to a
notebook for extra faéts.

* Sure, of course I remember her, and her mother,
and be damaed to her. A mcc little slip of a glrl
she was, and her mother going about, over thirty,
with her dJress to her knees and silk $tockings—a
perfe&t lady. I think the mother’s dead—ought to’
be—and you say the girl’s going under. No, I
had no hiftory of anything ; she was sound when I
knew her. Ob, it’s just they haven’t the spirit of
living in them. These modern women can’t give
their babies lecithin—that’s to say, they can’t give
them milk—the child grows up, looking, maybe, all
right, but its foundations are wrong ; it hasn’t been
built properly, the woman-has scamped her work—
not her fault maybe, but there it is. Cow’s milk
or patent food isn’t the $tuff to make men and
women of. Then the baby grows up same as this
one has grown and finds itself with a mother who
‘teaches it cigarette smol{mg before she teaches 1t
manners. Doesn’t feed it properly, ten to oncj;
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keeps' it*waiting up for her whilét 'she’s out. It
can’t §ftand the racket. Then it takes to earning
its own hvmg the same way as the mother, and there
you are.’

“You told me the mother of this gxrl came from
Canada,” said Gregg. “ Was she a really bad ’un,
o~ was it juét not her fault ? ?

““ She was a bad mother,” replied chnessy,

I remember her ; not cruel to the child, maybe, but
a bad nfothm«-—a bau woman, that’s the same
thing.”

“ Well,” said Sims, ** we haven’t got very much
further in the business as far as I am concerned.
Frankly, I didn’t expect:much and wouldn’t have
come to town only forv the gul’s—er—-—guardmn
who wished me to see my friend Gregg.”

They left Hennessy’s and Gregg walked a bit with
Sims in the direction of the Strand. After .the
fashion of do&ors who have finished a consultation
on cven the moft intcrefting case, they plunged
into other subjeéls.

“ So you’ve turned Sociali§t,” said Sims, referring
to the books he had seen in Gregg’s room.

“ And what have you turned ? ” asked Gregg.

c.nis laugheu.

“ Well, as a matter of faé& I have never had any
pohtxcs,” ‘said he, “ but I suppose I am a Conserva-
tive. You see, 1 hnvc no time for politics, and,
running a big praftice in a place like the island, it
doesn’t do for a do&or to mix himself up in that
sort of thing.”
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“I suppoge not,” said Gregg ; “ your people are
~ all holiday folk and well-to-do townsmen, and you
can live content without bothering about the social
ftate. It’s different in Goblin Market.” :

“ Where’s that 1 ” asked Sims.

“It’s the place where they sell young girls and
where you can buy anything clse in a fancy w.y
from a politician to a title ; it’s the market where
everything, éven the best of the goods, is tainted, as
that podr devil Harrop has found to his coft, for
he was a quiet-living man’ tili-he picked up that
piece of goods to unscttle his life and wear out his
heart. It’s London, Sims, the part of it where
money is eaty; and it’s dorc than that, amongét
people who ought to be made do honest work, it’s
lax living. Lord kmows I’'m no preacher, and the
God that made Gower Street and with the same
hands made roscs is beyond my comprehension ; but
I’'ve had my nosé rubbed into the fatt that you can’t
buy happiness—it must come to you, and it only
comes to a man through quiet living and work and
fticking to one woman, if you must have women.
Mixing wémen is like mixing drinks.”

“ Suppose she won’t §tick 1 ”” said Sims.

“If a man has enough gum on him she’li stck,
nine out of ten of them. If she doesn’t it’s the
man’s fault nine times out of ten. I’m talking from
experience got amongst the workers, who are the
rich without money—the real people from whom
one alonc can judge Humanity.”
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CHAPTER XLI
THE INEVITABLE

Oxne morning Selina, going over her household
accounts after breakfast, reccived a telegram from
Ai.thony :

I WOULD LIKE YOU TO COME.

The message was prepaid and the boy was waiting
for an answer.

She put the accounts away and, consulting an
A B C Railway Guide, wrote the reply :

COMINGC BY THE 12.45 SELINA.

Then she gave Matilda intructions to pack what
things she wanted.

At Shanklin Station she found Anthony, who had
come to meet her. He got her luggage together
and a porter to.carry it to the waiting taxi, and
getting in beside her, shut the door.

Anthony though tired- loolung, seemed quite
normal and natural, and in tipping the porter, rather
than give him a shilling'he had hunted in several
pockets to find an extra penny to make up sixpence.

+* How is she 2 ” asked Selina.

“ It’s only a quegtion of a few hours,” he replicd.
u Very bad. Sims saw her juét before I left.”

“ Yot have a nurse, of course  ”’
“ Yes, the same one she had before. Sims thinks
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it’s something to do with the spleen, but I don’t
believe he knows anything about it—they muét say
something.” :

Sclina sat silént, looking out at the shadowy
country. There was something about™ this land
through which they were passing vaguely fateful
and secretive. London seemed to belong to anotner
age. These old meadows and hills hinting of them-
sclves through the gathering dark, these cottages
with heavy thatch and hedg-s that were hedges
when Charles was king, all were like part of a
pitured curtain cutting her and Anthony off from
prying eyes. It was like going to visit the dying
in the lan 3 of the dead.

And the §trangest feeling came to her, perhaps
‘irom the calm and scemingly almot indifferent
manner of Anthony, that she was the person to
whom all this was of mot’ concern, that she had
been sent for as a sort of nearest relative, the person
reckoned essential and upon whom the most painful
“duties would devolve.

The ca- turned in through the gate and drew up
at the door.

Selina, ﬁcppmg from it into the calm eald
winter’s evening, found Mrs. Mackett waiting for
her in the lamplit passage.

Anthony followed, and as Jle two women $tood
talking together in a low voice'he &epped aside for

moment into the sitting-room. Ke put his hat’
on the table and &ood liftening to the “hlspﬂrers

It was dreadful. All that day, going in and out
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of the sick-room, where the girl lay unconscious of
him, he had suftered agonies of trepidation. He
feared Death lik21a child. He had never seen any-
one dic ;1 he had heard of pcople dying in other
people’s arms; he could not imagine it—the
thought shocked him. He dreaded her awakening
only to die; he dreaded the agony of holding her
(in his arms whilst the terrible thing happened.

The nurse, to get him out of the way, peisuaded
him to go to t!:hf: §t=tion to meet Sclina,’ assuring
him that all would be right and that the end would
not be for a considerable time. He had gone
dreading that anything might have prevented
Sclina from coming apd he had returned ‘mentally
clinging to Seclina. '

Poor Anthony, he who, had always evaded un-.
pleasant things, whose good heart whil& going out
to the suffering.of athers rebelled againét the
thought of suffering in himself, had, during the laét
few days, paid fully to the Incxorable for all his
cvasions.

He was not cqual to the la& terrible ,moment.
She was . alrcady all but gone from him; nothing
conld call her back, yet she was there.

Silence came in the pas‘age ; the women had gone
upstairs, and leaving the room he followed them.

.Outside the door of the bedroom he paused ;
then he came in on tiptoe.

The nurse was §tanding at the foot of the bed and
by the bedside sat Selina, who had removed Mer hat,
which ‘she had placed on the little table near the
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window. The girl had changed her pdsi'tion and
was lying on her side. He could: sce her face in
profile ; it scemed smaller and mo:e childlike even
than when he had seen it lagt, and the pallor around
the half-closed mouth added §trangely to its feeble-
ness.

It was this that {truck him now like a dagger
through his heart.

He'drew closer, and Seliza, sceing his'agitation,
whispered to him to go belot* and that she would
call him if there was any change.

He left the room, and the nurse taking the chair
by the fire-place, the two women sat whil§t the
wind, which had risen r¥ith thé: night, could be
heard in the trees.

The breathing of the sl2eper would die away now
and then, recommence, rise in rapidity to a certain
point and then die away.. Presently she moved
reftlessly, her eyes opened, and, like a creature all
aftray, she §truggled feebly to raise herself. Selina
put her arm around her neck and-at the touch she
sank back, soothed, like a child on the shoulder of its
mother—with the lips of a mother upon its lorehead.



CGHAPTER XLII
IN SURE AND CERTAIN HOPE

Tne pity of Death is so wonderful that it embraces
all things, even the least—even thae sparrow.

Ohe was nothing and of no worth as the world
accounts worth, with no mind as the world accounts
mind, with.no eftate, <n outcaét and 2 w:uf yet,
dymg, she left gricf 'thind her and sadness in the
hearts of more than one.

In the graveyard on the hill, as Anthony ftood by
the six-foot pit into which the coffin had been
lowered by slings, and as:he listened to the lat
words of the Service for the Dead, the feeling that
he had been here before,came to him with the»
recolle€tion of his dream on the firét night he had
spent at Macketts’, the dream of the churchyard
high above a §till, grey country under a sky of grey.
There had been daffodils all about in the dream—
there were nonc to-day.

“Man that is born of a woman hath but
a short ‘tme. to live and is full of misery. He
ccmerh up, and:is cut down, like a flower ; he fleeth
as it were' a shadow, anl never continueth in one
gta bH

The west wind moving the clouds above carried
the words away and a few lo§t drops of rain

fell.

“ W¢' therefore commit her body to the ground ;
earth to earth, ashes to ashes, duét to duft; in sure
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and certars hope of the Resurretion’ to eternal
life.”

Anthony felt Selina’s hand upca his arm. The
voice went on : .it ccased. '

There was nothing more. Only the ‘few- v1llage
folk dispersing and the pit ready to be filled ‘in.
He looked down at the coffin, on which a ‘few
shovelfuls of earth were lying, then, taking the arm
of his w:fc, they left the chnrchyard.

It was not yet eleven o'cle k.

Selina had prepared to leave py the midday train ;
he would follow her back to town in a few
days. Her things were packed and the car to
take her to the $tation would arrive at half-paét
eleven.

On the way back to Macketts’ they spoke scarcely
at all, and in the sitting-room, as they sat waiting
for the moment of departure, their talk was all
of immediate and trivial matters. Anthony had
enough money to pay for everything, including the
funeral expenses. More than eaough. He had
asked for and reccived another advance of 2 hundred
pounds from Mandelberg in the lat few Jays, but
he had not mentioned this faét to Selina—perhaps
from negligence, perhaps hecause; despite the new
underétanding between them and the fact that this
business had drawn them closer to one another than
they had ever been before, thére was at the back of
his mind some concealed plan or ides

He rose up as the sound of the car coming up the
drive made itself heard ; she rose also.
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“1 want to th nk you,” said Anthowy, “ for all
you have done, and for coming. You have been
more than gooa. It’s not as if—well, no matter
?  He kissed her.

They ¢ume out into the passage, where Mrs.
Mackett was waiting, the luggage, was put on the
cag and Selina got in.

You’ll come back soon ? ” said she.

“Yes,” said he, ¢“ I’ll come back soon.”

He watched 'the cas dve away and rettuned to
the sitting-room.

Only for Selina what would he have done ! She
had saved him from all the terrible details, she had
arranged everything, comx between him and Death
at that ladt terrible moment, shown real sympathy ;
it was that which had made everything possible, the,
sympathy of a woman, wnd she had always been cold
and"a thought hard-—I¢vel-headed.

Sometimes at fireworks one sces a rather mean-
looking rocket climbing the skies to burét into a
spray of moft bgautiful §tars—stars more beautiful
than any of its secmmgly rich-natured and certainly
gushing and rushmg sisters give birth to. So mlght

“Sglina have been compared with her sisters. Selina
was level-headed, but she had a heart. It was the
level head that had.saved her from making a scene
at the beginning’of things; it was the good heart
that at the end of tHings had shown itself in words
and little alty each beautiful as unexpected.

He knew'it. He knew that not a .wife in a
thousand wculd have taken all this business as she
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had done, . €ted to him as she ha. acted,- -supported
him at the lal* as she had support.ed hlm

Fear of scand.)! may have becn ier chief motive
at fir§t; no matter, few other wives would have
ated as she had acted all through.

He recognised this—and then the figure of
Selina: bcgan to fade from his mind and her doings
to lose grip upon his thoughts.

He rose and went upétairs to the room that hada
been tenznted so §trangely al.d so recently.

The window was open dnd *he west wind that
had brought warmth and a threat of rain §tirred the
small curtains. The bed with its figured coverlet
and snow-white pillows $tsod beneath the coloured
print of our Saviour witi a Tamb. Strangcly, he
had neve. noticed this prmt till now, or, noticing
it, it had left no impression on his conscious
mind.

By the wardiobe $tood several pairs of shoes.
None of her things had been packed ; they were
all in the wardrobe and che§t of drawers, her
brushes and combs ou the plain little toilet-table.
Had she Lome back suddenly from up there on
the hill she would have found everything to
hand.

He opened the wardrobe where her dresses were
hangmg, and on the floor of it was the vanity bag
into which he had put the hive-pound note that
da

{Ie took it and opened it, and there among& the
other things was the note. She had never spent it,
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nor even changed it. Illness had: come, and
then
He put it back, and placing the bag in the ward-
robe closqd the door ; then he sat down on the chair
near the {vindow. !
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CHAPTER XLITI
SHE 1S STILL HERE

THE movements of the window-curtains 3 12ight have
been produced by some difturbing hand, and now
on a slant of the wind the sound of Godshill Chv-ch
clock étriking noon came across the tree-tops a. 1
the orchardi The sweet, far sound of the clock had
something in it of a voice.

The house was silent, Nooi. and midnight were
the silent times at Macketts’—at midnight, before
cockcrow, and at noon when the duties of the house
contra*=d 1o the back premises and kitchen ; and
in the silence of noon and.midnight the old house
spoke in its own way—the last and never-to-be-
exterrainated rat on the .~fters above, the mice
that no farmer’s wife could curtail, the beam or
the board that talked of the weather,

A change of weather made things warp and groan
and crack.

Sitting relaxed and half litening, Anthony heard
sounds from the passage outside that mght have
been caused by a footé'tep, a light tep, tmmrous—
gone. Nothing.

He rose, and lcavmg the room, carefully closed the
door, and coming down took his hat and went out,
walking towards the palings bordering Puck’s Piece.

As he leaned on the fence a voice:came back to
him from that firf morning when ke had, §ood
here with her.
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“I won’t ever %o away from here—r, :ver.’

She -had spoken the truth. As “dr as he was
concerned she 1/as here §ill ; it .vas as though i in
some curipus way she had become part of the house,
of its fuls]mture and sounds, of the trees of the
orchard and the trees of Gallows Wood, the grey
skv and the distant glimpse of Trenchards, beyond
w ich lay Cheekes Road and Wacklands, that
wilderness of thorns and nut trees.

. She would always ar. d cver be here for Liim. To
leave all this would be to leave her. When a man
lives beyond middle age in a colourless world with
all his emotions unused, when Love, from a name,
becomes a spirit,, leaclmg him into a paradise of a
few weeks as he had been led, the result must always
be more or less disadtrous.

A young man recove.s. Youth is, in faét, Life,
and' the morning is fuu of all sorts of things that tend
to make us forget, but towards the cnd of the day
there is no looking forward. To leave all this would
be to leave what remained to him.

He passed through the gate in the pahngs and
crossed the meadow to Trenchards, paused for a
moment to look at the ruined cottage where they
had sheltered 'that day. and then, turning 'to the
right, came along that’ myé'tenous hlghw‘ay that no
cne uses, Cheekes Road, with the withered ferns on
either side of it and the view of Wacklands suddenly
disclosed, with its leafless nut trees and the thorn
trees old ‘beyond ‘memory, gnasled and twifted like
the dried bodies of witches.
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Here he .urnied. She was not 1 =re, she had never
come here wi h him ; it was outside the mysterious
pentagram encle ‘ng him and her,-N'acketts’ and the
church on the hill.

Returning home, he found dmner awa.tmg hun,
and he sat down mechanically, Mrs. Mackett serving
him' herself, pleased to sce him eat and pleased that
he was taking things so. well.

She knew the whole position ; she had absorbed it
from Selina and from him ac:1 from the incidents of
the business. She realized, pertiops more than Selina,
how hardly he had been hit, and, unlike Selina,
she speculated as to what he would now do.
Sclina had ro doubt on *his point; he would, of
course, cowne home ; havmg settled up things, thcre
was no r-ason for hls remaining in the island.

Selina neither recogniseu the extent of the injury'
that had been done to him no: *he bitter antagczism
towards London that lay just bencath the surface
of his thoughts.

London, where the tall house §tood that had been
the tomb of his sotl; London, where she had
suffered ;¢ London, where he had met her, this
Goblin Market girl, an innocent trapped amidét the
Goblitts and condemned to sell their wares, poison--
ous, gay-coloured fruit condemning the ecater to
eternal thirét for more. _

But for London he would rnever have met her as
she was, never have loved her as he did, never have
been copsumed by a desire that her death kad not
deftroyed, a desire that fed onthe energy of passion
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conservéd durin? his life of quiet 7ud colourless
living; on the, encrgy of romans never before
tapped, on the ‘passion to exi{. in and through
another which had been wajting, balked, so many
years,

But for London, and had hie met her and re~cued
I]ﬂr in her mnocencevand without her trade, he

.ould have loved her as a child.

As things were, it was h.n'd to imagine what he
would do. Dne thing was sure, he would not
return to London.! a‘

In getting that extra hundred pounds from
Mandelberg he was perhaps urged by this already
half-formed decision, yet he had told Seliz.a that he
would be back in a few days.

But that was Anthonv, the evader of immediate
difficulties, the putter off of unpleasantness and aéts
that might give pain to himself or others

Yet there was one thing he could not put ott, one
pain he could not escape from, like Laura who

With sunken eyes and faded mouth
Dreamed of melons ; as a traveller sees
alse waves in desert drouth;
With shade of leaf-crowned trees

And burns the thirfier in the sandful breeze.



SHAPTER XLIV
VANITAS VANITATUM

OxE morning a week or to later Sims, comtng down
to breakfadt, received a message from Macketts’
asking him to come at once as the gentleman
ftaying there had been taken ill.

He .left hi; meal untafted and came. Sims,
calling a few days before at (e farm in ‘a friendly
way, had found Anthony out,but Mrs. Mackett
was in, and she had confided to him certain things
about Anthony that had £tirred her mind.

‘Mr. .Harrop wasn’t eating properly and had fallen
away from himseu. There were several letters from
Mrs. Har.op that had diSturbed him ; she had been
asking when he was coming “ack. He had written
to her that he was coming bac. in a few dayz, and
he had given Mrs. Mackett notice that he was
leaving, “‘But, said he, ‘if anything should
happen to me here or later,’ said he, ¢ I’d look to
you to see one thing done for me,” he said ; ‘I wish
to be laid ‘peside her in the churchyard’; and it's
not onl{y that, sir, but he’s always out and about,
not in sometimes till after .the doors ought to be
shut, and he don’t sleep as he ought, let alone eat.”

“ He’s taking nothing to make him sleep 2
asked Sims.

“ Not that I know of, sir,’ rephcd the woman.

““ Well,”, said Sims, * keep an cye on him aad let
me know if anything turns up.”
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And ‘now had:'come this rhessage.

Arrived at t}w farm, he folind th woman waiting
for 'him at the’ evcr-open door.

“ Come up, please, sir,” said she. :

Sims followed up the &j rd.

Anthony was lying in his bed,.his head halfsunk
in the pillows, his hard on the coverlet the shegts
_early to his chin.

Sims took the hand, held it for a moment by the
wriét and let'it fall.

“ Oh, he muét fhave died 'at leaét half an hour
ago,” said he,

“ He was breathing §trange when I sent for you,
sir,” said she, “ ther he seemed to ctttle wlecp:

“ Yes,” said Sims, “he did. [here’s pa bottle
about here anywhere " He looked around, bat
saw nothing,

You don’t think he’s taken anything, sir ?

“ Taken anything—nonsense, nonsensc ! Heart
failure, that’s all. I examined him some time ago.
Now go down like a good soul and get me—get me
my bag I left in the car.

She vent and the wise physician made a rapid
search of the room. When she returned with the
bag he opened it, and ‘raving to take somethmg out
for form’s sake, he produced a notebogk, in which
he scribbled someth;ng

“ And now there’s nothing to be done,” said he,
“ but to telegraph for the wife., It will be hard on
her. ' I’ll see her when she comes and the ¢ertificate,
will be all right. I'll see to that. He wished to be
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. buried here, )u said 1#&: other day- —well, it’s better
s0, perhdps.”

“Yes,” said Mus. Mackett, “ they’d better lay
together ; it was her go'ng that killed him, heart or
no heart—he’s near wore away.”

Slfe pulied the sheet down to show the cheét, and
Sims saw something held by the concealed hard
agam& the heart that had broken.

It was a vanity bag.
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It was buried with him unopered, apd the

powder-puff and’ the hait-pin anc the few artless
treasures that were hers arc his for time e werladting

as he lies beside her, a §*.ange pair of lovers mdecd
withnut epitaph or stJne to mark their graves.



