
• I .',' ~

......:. ';

/'

TH E COLLECTE D EDITION OF

T HE. W O R K S OF W . S O :!.lE RS BT I A U G H A 1

[HoR/zaiD
I •,

TH E PAINTED V EI L



Th l! Collecu d E dition of tb» 1J'orks of
W, Somerset M augbam
L IZA OF LA ID ETli
MRS. CRA DDOC K
OF lIUMAN BON DAG E
T HE MOO~ AN D SIX P E NCE
nm T REM BLIN G OF A LEAF
ON A CIIIN ES E SCRE E N
TlIE PA l ,orED VE IL
T HE CAS UARI NA TREE
ASII E NDE N
CAKES AN D ALE
nm GElfTLR IAN IN T ilE PARLOUR
FIRST PURSO,' SI ' GU LA R
nm NARROW CORNRR
All KING

Plays
VOL. I LAD Y FRY-DERICK

IR S . DO T
J ACK STIIAW

VOL. II PEN E I.OP E
S urn
THE LA 'I) 0 I •

VOL . In O UR B n il
THE U . AI
HOM E Ao'D II

VOL, IV TIlE IR CLR
niE co. 'STAlfT W I
TH E DR O WIII . ' It

VOL , V C;£SAR' W II'II
E AST 01' S URZ
T Il E SACRED I'LA

VOL. VI TIlE UNJ.: . 'OW,
FOR SERV ICES I III I>
SIIEPPBY

w. SOMERSET ,fMAUGHAM

THE

PAINTED VEIL

L O N D O N
WI L LI A M HE IN E M A N N L T D



First PubliJJxd April. 19 2 ~

Rtprinltd April. M'!Y (Iui (l). July 192 ~

Chtllptr Edition (3/6). Ftbrtlllry 1926
Rtprinltd Stp Umbtr 1926. Ftbroary 19.:.8

Popular Edition (2 /-). Jw:t 1927
RtprillUd At'? 1928

Col/tntd Edition(rUt/ ) 1934

" ... the paillied veilwhich those who livecall U f e."

1',."" ,1in Crrat / frilain
oil H, \ \ 11111 ,j/l l' rtll, I\l1IgJUYXlJ. ,lNrrlJ



PREFACE

THISstory . s suggested by the lines of Dante that run
as follows:

Deb, qaanda 1:1 sarai tomato al II/alida,

E riposatadella Irmga via,
Segllilo ill,TZo spirito al secondo,
Ricorditi di me, (be Jail /a Pia:
Siena //Iiflj diife(eJpi i\JarCl/IIJJtz:

SaM (a/IIi, (be, innanellatapria
Disposanda 1/J'auea (on fa sua gemma.

"Pray, wh n you are returned to the world, and rested
from the long j urn y," followed the thi rd spiri t on the
secon d, "rememb r me, who am Pia. Siena made me,
Maremma unmade me: this he knows who after
betr thal espoused me with his ring ."

I was a student at St. T homas's Hospital and the
Easter vacation gave me six we ks to myself. With
my clothes in a gladstone bag and twenty pounds
in my pocket I set out. I was twenty. I went to Genoa
and Pisa and then to Florence. Here I took a room
in the via Laura, from the window of which I could see
the lovely dome of the Cathedra l, in the apartment
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(I a widow lady, with a daughter, who offe red me

hoard and lodging (after a go od deal o f haggling) for
f0 1l 1' lin: a day. I am afraid that she did not make a very
go. d thin r out of it, since my appetite was eno rmous,
and I .o uk] devour a mountain of macaroni withou t
ill ( nv -nicn . • he had a vineyard on the T uscan hills,
, I II III ' 011 , tion is that the Chiant i she got from it

\\ 1h hcsr I have ever d runk in Italy. Her daughter
}'avc me .111 lrnlinn lesson evcry day. She seemed to me
then (J mature a I ' , hut I do not suppose that she was

mol" 111lI11 I W 11 1 -six. he had had trouble. Her be
I r rh I, an ofJic r, h:1(1he ' 11 illcd in by sinia and she
wns 'on 1:11 ·d 10 vir ,ini ly. It was an understood thing
Ihal on her mother' d .arh (a buxom, g rey-hai red,
juvial lady who lid not mean to die a day before the
dear Lord saw fit) Ersilia wo uld enter relig ion . But
she looked forward to this with cheerfulness . She
loved a good laugh. \XTe were very gay at luncheon and
dinner, but she took her lessons seriously, and when I
was stupid or inatt entive rapped me oye r the knuckles
with a black ruler. I should have been indignant at
being treated like a child if it had not reminded me of
the old-fashioned pedagogues I had read of in books and

so made me laugh.
I lived laborious days . I started each OIlC by trans

laling a few pages ofone of Ibsen's plnys so that I might
quire ma t ' r')' of technique and .asc in writi ng

Iii d(lglll : rh n, with Ruskin in my hand, I ·X. mined the

i, hI 01 III )r 'n . r admir d a cording to inst ructio ns

IXPREFACE

ri l l l"we r of Giotto and the bronze doo rs of Ghiberti.
I , I properly enthusiast ic ove r the Botticellis in the

I III I i and I turned the scorn ful shoulder of extreme
, 1111 II on what the master disapproved of. After

h ll ll II on I had my It alian lesson and then going out

, '111' more I visited the churches and wand ered day
.I, ruing along the Arno. " hen dinner was done I

I III out to loo k for adventure, but suc h was my

II " , I • .nce, or at least my shyness, I always came home
" irt uous as I had go ne out. The Sign ora, thoug h
III lud given me a k y, sighed with relief when she

h. III me come in and bol t the door, f, r she was
; I , I 'S afraid I sho uld forget to do thi s, and I returned to
ru p -rusal f the his to ry of the Guclphs and Ghi
h. 11111 s. I was bitterly conscious tha t not thus behaved
ri ll writers of the romantic era, tho ugh I doubt whether
:111 ,Jf them managed to spend six weeks in Italy on

I I II I Y pounds, and I much en joyed my sober and

indu rrious life.
I 11:1(.1 already read the Inferno (with the help of a

If 11 IH ion , but conscientiously looking out in a
dil rionary the words I did not know), so with E rsilia
lit urt '0 on the Purgatorio . \XThen we came to the
passage] have quoted above she told me that Pia was a
g 111 lcwoman of Siena whose husband, suspecting her
lit ad ultery and afraid on account of her family to put
h r f I) de: th, took her down to his castle in the Iaremma
th Ill . ious w pours of which he was confident would
do I he I ri k; bu t she took so long to die that he grew
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II . ng-K ong . They brought an action, which the
I I prietors of the magazine in which my novel was
,nalised, settled for two hundred and fifty pounds,
lid I d u nged the name to Fane. T hen the Assistant
, Ionia! Secretary, thinking himself libelled, threatened

1" institute proceedings. I was surpris d, since in
I lIgland we can put a Prime Minister on the stage or
II him as the character of a novel , an Archbishop
"I Canterbury or a Lord Chancello r, and the tenants of
I II .se exalted oflic s do not turn a hair. It seemed to
ru e strange that the temporary occupant of :;0 in-
Ignificant a post should think himself aimed at, but in

",der to save trouble I changed Hong-Kong to an
lI J1aginary colony uf Tching-Ycn . The book had
rlrcady been publi shed when the incident aro se and was
.. t .rllcd. A certain number of astu te reviewers who had
l ' uivcd it did not on one pretext and another return
II . ir copies. These have now acquired a bibl io-

, phical value, I thin k there arc about sixty of them in
• I renee, and arc bought by collectors at a high price.

P R E F A C Ex

impatient and had her thrown out of the window .
I do not know where Ersilia learn t all this , the note
in my own Dante was less circumstantial, but the story
for s me reason caught my imagination. I turned it
over in my mind and for many years fro m time to time
would brood over it for two or three days. I used to
repeat to myself the line: Sima //li f e,· di.if(((HJj "N[armJIIJa.
But it was one am ong many sub jects t11.1.t occupied my
fancy and for long periods I forgot it. O f course I saw
it as a mo dern story , and I could not think of a setting
in the world of to -day in which such events might
plausibly happen. It was not till I made a long
jou rney in China that I found this .

I think this is the only novel I have written in
which I started from a story rather than from a
character. I t is difficult to explain the relation between
character and plot. You cannot very well thin k
of a character in the void; th moment you think
of him, you think of him in some situation, doing
something; so that the character and at least his
principle action seem to be the resul t of a simultaneous
act of the imagination. But in this case the characters
were chosen to fit the sto ry I gradually evolved; they
were constructed from persons I had long known in
diff rent circumstances.

I had with this book some of the difficulties that
are apt to befall an author. I had originally called
my hero and heroine Lane, a common enoug h name,
but it appeare d that there were people of that name in
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SIll' gave a start led cry.
" What's the matter?" he asked.

Notwithstanding the darkness of the shuttered
roo m he saw her face o n a sudde n distraugh t with

terro r.
"Some one just tried the doo r:'
"\'Q"cll, pe rha ps it was the amah, o r one of th e

boys."
"They never come at this time. They know I always

sleep after tiffin."
"Who else could it be?"
"Walter," she whispered, her lips trembling.
She pointed to his shoes. He tried to put them on.

but his nervousness. for her alarm was affecting him,
made him clumsy. and besides, they were on the tight
side. With a faint gasp of impatience she gave him a
shoe-hom, She slipped into a kimono and in her bare
feet went over to her dressing-table. Her hair was
shingled and with a comb she had repaired its disorder
before he had laced his second shoe. She handed him
his coat.

"How shall I get out?"
" You'd better wait a bit. I' ll look out and see that it's

. all right."

,
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"It can' t possibly be Walter. He doesn't leave the
laboratory till five."

"Who is it then?"

They spo ke in whispers now. She was quaking. It
occurred to him that in an emergency she would lose her
head and on a sudden he felt angry with her. If it wasn't
safe why the devil had she said it was? She caught her
breath and put her hand on his arm. He followed the
direction of her glance. They stood facing the windows
that Jed out on the verandah. They were shuttered and
the shutt ers were bolted. They saw th e white china
knob of the handle slowly tum. They had heard no one
walk along the verandah. It was terrifying to see that
silent motion . A minute passed and there was no sound.
Then, with the ghastliness of the supernatural. in t.he
same stealthy. noiseless and horrifying manner, they
saw the white china knob of the handle at the other
window turn also. It was so frightening that Kitty, her
nerves failing her, opened her mou th to scream' but
seein~_ what she was goi ng to do, he swiftly put his' hand
ove~ re and her cry was smothered in his fingers.

Silence. She leaned against him , her knees shaking.
and he was afraid she would faint. Frowning. his jaw
set, he carried her to the bed and sat her down upon it.
She was as white as the sheet and no twh hstanding his
tan ~is cheeks were pale too . He stood by her side
l~oking with fascinarcd gaze at the china knob. They
did not speak. Then he saw that she was cryine.

"F Gd' •or 0 s sake don 't do that," he whispered

irritably. " If we're in for it we're in for it. We shall
just have to brazen it out."

She looked for her handkerchief and knowing what
she wanted he gave her her bag.

"Whecc's your topee?"
" I left it downstairs."
-or, my God!"
" I say. you must pull you rself together. It's a hundred

to one it wasn' t \"'altcr. \'V'hy on earth should h~ come
back at this hou r? He never does come home in the
middle of the day, docs he?"

"Never."
" I'Il bct you anything you like it was the amah."
She gave him the shadow of a smile. His rich,

caressing voice reassured her and she took his hand and
affectionately pressed it. He gave her a moment to
collect herself.

" Look here, we can' t stay here for ever." he said
then. " Do you feel up to go ing out on the verandah
and having a look?"

" I don't think I can stand."
" Have you got any brandy in here?"
Sheshook herhead. A frown foraninstantdarkened his

brow, he was growi ng impatient, he did not quite know
what to do . Suddenly she clutched his hand more tightly.

"Suppose he's waiting there?"
He forced his lips to smile and his voice retained the

gentle, persuasive tone the effect of which he was so fully
conscious of.
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" That's not very likely. Have a little pluck, Kitty.
How can it possibly be your husband? If he'd come in
and seen a strange topce in the hall and come upstairs
and fo und you r room locked. surely he would have

made some sort of row. I t m ust have been one of the

servants. Only a Chinese would turn a handl e in that
w ay,"

She did feel more herself o OU· .

" I t's not very pleasant even if it was onJy the
amah ,"

"She can be squared and if necessary I'll put the fear
of God into her. There arc not many advantages in
being a government official, but you may as well get
what you can out of it."

He must be right. She stood up and turning to
him stretched ou t her arms: he took her in his
and kissed her on the lips. It was such rapture
that it was pain. She adored him. He released
her and she went to the window. She slid back
the bolt and opening the shutter a little looked
out. T here was not a soul. She slipped on to
the verandah, looked into her husband's dressing
room and then into her own sitting-room. Both
were empty. She went back to the bedroom and
beckoned to him .

"Nobody."

eel believe the whole thing was an optical de
lusion ."

«Don't laugh. 1 was terrified. Go into my

sitting-room and sit down. I'll put on my stockings

and some shoes. "

HE did as she bade and in five minutes she joined

him. He was smoking a cigarette.
" I say, could 1 have a brandy and soda?"
"Yes, I'll ring ."
"I don't thin k it would hurt .1011 by the look of

things."
They waited in silence for the boy to answer. She

gave the order.
"Ring up the laboratory and ask if \'Valter is there,"

she said then. "Tbey won't know your voice."
He took up the receiver and asked for the numbe r.

He inquired whether Dr. Fane was in. He put down the

receiver.
"He hasn' t been in since tiffin:' he told her. "Ask the

boy whethe r he has been here." . •
" I da ren' t . It 'Il look so funn y if he has and 1 didn t

see him....
The boy brought the drinks and Townsend helped

himself. When he offered her some she shook her head .
"What's to be done if it was Walter?" she asked.

" Perhaps he wouldn't care."
"Walter?"
Her tone was incredulous.
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"It's always struck me he was rather shy. Some men
can' t bear scenes, )'OU know. He's go t sense enough to
know that there's nothing to be gained by making a
scandal. I don' t believe for a minute it was \Valter , but
even if it was my impression is that he' ll do no thing. I
think he'll ignore it ,"

She reflected for a mome nt.
"He's awfully in love with me."
"Well. that's all to the good. You'll ge t round him,"
He gave her that charming smile of his which she had

always foun d so irresistible. I t was a slow smile which
started in his clear blue eyes and travelled by pet.
cepeible degrees to his shapely mouth. He had small
white even teeth . It wa s a very sensual smile and it
made her heart mel t in her body.

" I don't very much care," she said. with a flash of
gaiety. " I t was worth it."

"It was my fault."
"Why did you come? I was amazed to see you."
..Jcouldn't resist it!'
"You dear! '
She leaned a little towards him. her dark and shining

eyes gazing passionately into his. her mouth a little ope n
with desire. and he put his arms round her. She
abandoned herself with a sigh of ecsrsay to their
shelter.

" You know you can always count on me: ' he said.
" I' m so happy with you. I wish I could make you as

happy as you make me."

"You're not frightened any more?"
" I hate Walter," she answere d.
He did not qu ite know what to say to this. so he

kissed her. Her face was very soft against his.
But he took her wrist on which was a little gold

watch and looked at the time.
"Do.you know what I must do now?"
" Bolt?" she smiled.
He nodded . For one instant she clung to him

more closely. but she felt his desire to go . and she

released him.
" It's shameful the way you neglect your wor k. Be

off with you,"
He could neve r resist the temptation to flirt.
"You seem in a devil of a hurry to get rid of me," he

said lightly.
"You know that I ha te to let you go! '
Her answer was low and deep and serious. He gave a

flattered laugh.
" Don ' t worry your pretty little head about our

mysterious visito r. I'm quite sure it was the amah.
And if there's any trouble I guarantee to get you out

of it ,"
" Have you had a lot of experience?"
His smile was amused and complacent.
" No, but I flatter myself that I've got a head screwed

on my shoulders."



SHE went out on to the veranda and watched him
leave the house. He waved his hand to her. It gave
her a little thrill as she looked at him; he was
ferry-one, but he had the lithe figure and the springing
step of a boy.

The veranda was in shadow; and lazily. her heart at
ease with satisfied love, she lingered . Their house stood
in the Pleasant Vale, on the side of the hill. for they
coul~ not afford to live on the more eligible but ex
pe':'lve Mount. But her abstracted gaze scarcely
noticed the blue sea and the crowded shipping in the
harbour. She could think only of her lover.

Of course it was stupid to behave as they had done
that afternoon, but jf he wanted her how could she be
prudent? He had come two or three times after tiffin
when in the heat of the day no one thought of stir ring
out. and not even the boys had seen him come and go.
It was very difficult at T ching-Yen. She hated the
Chinese city and it made her nervous to go into the
filthy.little ho~se off the Victoria Road in which they
were m the habit of meeting. It was a curio dealer's: and
the Chinese who were sitting about stared at he: un
pleasantly; she hated the ingratiating smile of the
old man who took her to the back. of the shop and
then up a dark flight of stairs. The room into
which he led her was fro wsy and the large wooden

bed against the wall made her shudder.
"This is dreadfully sordid, isn't it?" she said to

Charlie the first time she met him there.
"It was till you came in," he answere d.
Of course the moment he took her in his arms she

forgot everything.
Oh, how hateful it was tha t she wasn't free. tha t they

both weren' t freel She didn't like his wife. Kitty's
wandering thoughts dwelt now for a moment on
Dorothy T ownsend. How unfortunate to be called
D orothyl It dared you. She was thirty-eight at least.
But Charlie never spoke of her. Of course he didn't care
for her, she bored him to death. But he was a gentle 
man. Ki tty smiled with affectionate irony : it was just
like him, silly old thing; he might be unfaithful to her,
but he would never allow a word in disparage~nt of
her to cross his lips. She was a tallish woman, taller than
Kitty, neither stout nor thin, with a good deal of pale
brown hair; she could never have been pretty wi th

• anything but the prettiness of youth; her features were
good enough without being remarkable and her blue
eyes were cold. She had a skin that you would neve r
look at twice and no colour in her cheeks. And she
dressed like-well, like what she was, the wife of the
Assistant Colonial Secretary at T ching-Yen . Kitty
smiled and gave her shoulders a faint shrug.

Of cou rse no one could deny that Dorothy Townsend
had a pleasant voice. She was a wonderfu l mother ,
Charlie always said tha t of her, and she was what Kitty'S

9THE PA I N TED V EI L
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mother called a gentlewoman. But Kitty did no t like
her. She did not like her casual manner; and the
poli teness with which she treated you when you went
the re. to tea or dinner, was exasperating because yo u

could no t but feel how lit tle in terest she took in you.

The fact was. Kitty supposed, that she cared for no thing
but her children: there were two boys at school in
England, and ano ther boy ofsix whom she was going to
take home next year. H er face was a mask. She smiled
and in her pleasant. well-mannered u'ay said the
things that were expected of her; bu t for all her
cordiality held you at a distance. She had a few
intimate friends in the Colony and they g reatl y
admired her. Ki tty wondered whether Mrs . Town
send thought her a little common. She Bushed .
After all there was no reason for her to put on airs.
I t was true that her father had been a Colon ial Governor
and of course it was very g rand while it lasted 
every one stood up when }' OU entered a room and
men took off their ha ts to you as you passed in your
car-but wha t could be more ins ignificant than a
Colonial Governor when he had retired? Doro thy
T ownsend 's father lived on a pens ion in a small house
at Earl's Court . Kitty 's mother would think it a
dreadful bore if she asked her to call. Ki tty's father,
Bernard Garstin, was a K .C., and there .."as no reason
why he should not be made a judge one of these days.
Anyhow they lived in South Kensington.

i,

hun, coming to Tching-Yen on her mar riage, had
found it hard to reconcile herself to the fact that
her social position was determi ned by her husban.d's
occupation. Of course every one had been very kind
and for rwo or three months they had gone out to
parties almost every nigh t; when they di ~cd at
Government House the Governor too k her In as a
bride' bu t she had understood quickly that as the wife of
th; Government bacteriologist she was of no particular

consequence. It made her angry.
" It 's too absurd," she to ld her husband. " Why,

there's hardly anyone here that one would bother about
for five minutes at home. Mother wouldn ' t dream of
asking any of them to dll:e at our house:'

" You mustn 't let it worry you," he answered. " It
'11 k"doc sn r rea y matter, you now.

" Of course it doesn't matter, it only shows how
stupid they are, but it is rather funn y when you thi nk of
. 11 the peopl e who used to come to our house at home
that here we should be treated like dirt."

" Prom a social standpoint the man of science docs not

exist," he smiled. .
She knew that now, but she had not known I t when

she married him .
"1 don 't know that it exactly amuses me to be taken

ill to dinner by the agent of the P. and 0 .," she said,



laughing in order that what she said might not seem
snobbish.

Perhaps he saw the reproach behind her lightness of
manner, for he took her hand and shyly pressed it.

" I'm awfully sorry. Kitty dear, but don' t let it vex
you."

"Db, I'm not going to let it do that."

IT couldn't have been \Valler that afternoon. It must
have been one of the servants and after all they
didn't matter. Chinese servants knew everything
anyway. But they held their tongues.

Her heart beat a little faster as she remembered
the way in which that white china knob slowly turned.
They mustn't take risks like that again . It was better
to go to the cu rio shop. No one who saw her go in
would think anythi ng of it. and they were absolutely
safe there. The owner of the shop knew who Charlie
was and he was not such a fool as to put up the back of
the Assistant Colonial Secretary. \Vhat did anythi ng
matter really hut that Charlie loved her?

She turned away from the verandah and went back
into her sitting.room . She threw herself down on the
sofa and stretched out her hand to get a cigarette. Her
eye caught sigh t of a note lying on th e top of a book .
She opened it. It was written in pencil.

V ,H.
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She rang the bell and when the boy came asked him
who had b rought the book and when.

" Master bring it. missy. after tiffin," he answered.,
Then it had been Walter. She rang up the Colonial

S t • Office at once and asked for Charlie. She• cere ary s
told him what she had just learned. There was a pause
be fo re he answered.

" \Vhat shall I do?" she asked.
" I' m in the middle of an important consultation .

I'tn afraid I can' t talk to you now. My advice to you
i ~ ttl sit tight."

She put down the receiver. She understood that M
W,IS not alone and she was impatient with his business.

She sat down again. at a desk, and resting her face in
her hands sought to think out the situation. Of co~e

Walter might merely have thought she was sleeping:
there was no reason why she should not lock herself in,
She tried to remember if they had been talking. Cer
t;llII ly they had not been talking loud. And there ~s
the hat. I t was maddening of Charlie to have left 11
downstai rs, But it was no use blaming him for that. it
was natural enough, and there was~lOth~g to tell that
W.dter had noticed it. He was probably 10 a hur ry and

,
f )' ,Ir Kitty, • "

I fere is the book yr)fl wanted. I WtU just gomg to send "
,,·/lm [ !!ltt Dr, Fane and he said he'd bring it round hiflm Jj
.If Ix was passing the bous e.

TH E P A I N T E D V E I Lr z
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mother; there was one of her father too. but that was
downstairs on the grand piano. It had been done when
he rook silk and it represented him in wig and gown.
I ':VC'1l they could not make him imposing; he was a
li ll ie. wizened man. with tired eyes, a long upper lip.
"nd a thin mou th: a facetious photographer had told him
I" look pleasant, but he had succeeded only in looking
severe. I t was on this account, for as a rule the dow n
I urned corners ofhis mouth and the dejection of his eyes
IC;I \'C him an"air of mild depression. that Mrs. Garsdn,
thinking it made him look judicial. had chosen it
110m among the proofs. But her own photograph
showed her in the dress in which she had gone to

.ou rt when her husband was made a King's Counsel.
. he was very grand in the velvet gown. the long
uuin so disposed as to show to advantage. with feathers
ill her hair and flowers in her hand . She held herself
rrect. She was a woman of fifty. thin and flat-chested.
with prominent cheek-bones and a large. well-shaped
t1n~e. She had a great quantity of very smooth black
h" ir and Kitty had always suspected that, if not dyed,
II WlIS at least touched up. Her fine black eyes were
IIrvcr still and this was the most noticeable thing
"I '''li t her; for when she was talking to you it was
dlu"Ullcerting to see those restless eyes in that im
I..... ive, unlined and yellow face. They moved from
" ".. part of you to another. to other persons in the
IlI" lIl, and then back to you; you felt that she was
IIhldsing you. summing you up. watchful meanwhile

c
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had just left the book and the note on his way to some
appointment connected with his work. The strange
thing was that he should have tried the door and then
the two windows. If he thought she was asleep it was
unlike him to disturb her. What a fool she had been!

She shook herself a little and again she felt that sweet
pain in her heart which she always felt when she thought
of Charlie. It had been worth it. He had said that he
would stand by her, and if the worse came to the worst,
well. . . . Let Walter kick up a row if he chose. She
had Charlie; what did she carc? Perhaps it would be the
best thing for him to kno w. She had never cared for
Walter and since she had loved Charlie Townsend it had
irked and bored her to submit to her husband's caresses.
She wanted to have nothing more to do with him. She
didn 't see how he could prove anything. If he accused
her she would deny, and if it came to pass that she could
deny no longer, well, she would fling the truth in his
teeth, and he could do what he chose.

WITHIN three months of her marriage she knew that
she had made a mistake; but it had been her mother's

fault even more than hers.
There was a photogra ph of her mother in the room

and Kitty 's harassed eyes fell on it. She did not know
why she kept it there. for she was not very fond of her
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of all that went on around her, and that the words she
spoke had no connection with her thoughts.

on

MRS. Garstln was a hard, cruel, managing. ambitious,
parsimonious and stupid woman. She was the
daughter, one of five, of a solicitor in Liverpool
and Bernard Garstin had met her when he was
on the Northern Circui t. He had seemed then a
young man of promise and her father said he would go
far. He hadn't. He was painstaking. indust rious and
capable, but he bad not the will to advance himself.
Mrs. Garstin despised him. But she recognised, though
with bitterness, that she could only achieve success
through him. and she set herself to drive him on the
way she desired to go. She nagged him without mercy.
She d iscovered that if she wanted him to do something
which his sensitiveness revo lted against she had only to
give him no peace and eventually, exhausted, he would
yield. On her side she set herself to cultivate the people
who might be useful. She flattered the solicitors who
would send her husband briefs and was familiar with
their wives. She was obsequious to the judges and their
ladies. She made much of promising politicians.

In twenty-five years Mrs. Garstin never invited any
one to dine at her house because she liked him. She
gave large dinner parties at regular intervals. But

parsimony was as strong in her as ambition. She hated
I n spend money. She flattered herself that she could
make as much show as anyone else at half the pr ice.
Her dinners were long and elaborate, but thrifty, and
. I.e could never persuade herself that people when they
were eating and talking knew what they drank. She
wrapped.sparkling Moselle in a napkin and thought her
~lIests too k it for champagne.

Bernard Garstin had a fair, though not a large
practice. Men who had been called after him had long
outstripped him. Mrs. Garstin made him stand for
Parliament. T he expense of the electio n was borne by
the party, but here again her parsimony balked her
amhition, and she could not bring herself to spend
enough money to nurse the constituency. The sub
scnprions Bernard Garstin made to the innumerable
Iuuds a candidate is expected to contribute to, were
Always just a little less than adequate. He was beaten.
Though it would have pleased Mrs. Garstin to be a
»wrnber's wife she bore her disappointment with
tonitude. The fact of her husband's standing had
I..ought her in con tact with a number of prominent
persons and she appreciated the addition to her social
, " nsc(juence. She knew that Bernard would never make
h j ~ mark in the House. She wanted him to be a member
" Illy that he might have a claim on the gratitude of his
I'A' tYand surely to fight two or three losing scats would
~ j v(' him that.

1I1l t he was still a junior and many younger men
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exasperated contempt. It never occurred to them to ask
themselves wha t were the feelings of the subdued lit tle
man who went out early in the morning and came home
at night only in time to dress for dinner. He was a
II ranger to them, but because he was their father they
wok it for granted that he should lovc and cherish them.
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ltur there was a quality of courage 10 Mrs.
Garstin which in itself was admirable. She let
110 one in her immediate circle, which to her was the
world, see how mortified she was by the frustration of
her hopes. She made no change in her style of living .
By careful management she was able to give as showy
dinners as she had done before, and she met her friends
with the same bright gaiety which she had so long
.uluvatcd. She had a hard and facile fund of chit -chat
which in the society she moved in passed for conver
u tion. She was a useful guest among persons to whom
1111.1.11talk did not come easily. for she was never at a Joss
with a new topic and could be trusted immediately to
break an awkward silence with a suitable observation.

It was unlikely now that Bernard Garstln would ever
he made a judge of the High Court. but he might still
hope for a' County Court judgeship or at the worst an
Appointment in the Colonies. Meanwhile she had the
lIlI israction of seeing him appointed Recorder of a
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than he had already taken silk. It was necessary that he
should too. not only because otherwise he could
scare:ly ho~ to be made a judge, but on her account
also: It mortified her to go in to dinner after women ten
years younger than herself. But here she encountered in
her husband an obstinacy which she had not for years
been accustomed to. He was afraid that as a K.c. he
:would get no work. A bird in the hand was worth two
10 the bush, he told her. to which she retorted that a

proverb was the last refuge of the mentally destitute.
He suggeste d to her the possibility that his income
would ~ halved and he knew that there was no arg u.
menr which could have greater weight with her. She
would not listen . She called him pusillanimo us. She
gave.him no peace and at last. as always. he yid ded. H e
applied for silk and it was promptly a'wardcd him .

His misgivings were justified. He made no headway
as a leader and his briefs were few. But he concealed
any disappointment he may have felt , and if he rc
~roached his wife it was in his heart . He grew perhaps a
lit tle more silent, but hc had always been silent at
home, and no one in his family noticed a change ," hiHi n un.

s daughters had never Jooked upon him as anyrhin
but a source of income; it had always seemed perfectl~
natural that he should lead a dog's life in order to
provide them with board and lodging, clothes, holiday
and money for odds and ends; and now, understanding
~ha~ through his fault money was less plentiful, the
lOdiffereoQ: they had felt for him was tinged with an
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\'Velsh town. But it was on her daughte rs that she set
her hopes. By arranging good marriages for them she
expected to make up for all the disappointments of her
careen There were two, Kitty and Doris. Doris gave
no sign of good looks, her nose was too long and her
figu re was lumpy; so that Mrs. Garsrin could hope no
more for her than that she should marry a )·oung man
who was well off and in a suitable profession .

But Kitty was a beauty. She gave promi se of being so
when she was still a child, for she had large, dark eyes,
liquid and vivacious, brown, curling hair in which there
was a reddish tin t, exquisite teeth and a lovely skin. Her
features would never be very good , for her chin was too
square and her nose, though not so long as Doris's, too
big. Her beauty depended a good deal on her youth, and
Mrs. Garstin realised that she must marry in the first
flush of her maidenhood. \'{Then she came out she was
dazzling: her skin was still her greatest beauty, but her
eyes with their long lashes were so starry and yet so
melting that it gave you a catch at the heart to look into
them. She had a charming gaiety and the desire to
please. Mrs. Garstin bestowed upon her all the affection,
a harsh, competent, calculating affection, of which she
wa s capable; she dreamed ambitious dreams; it was not a
good marriage she aimed at for her daughter, but a
brilliant one.

Ki tty had been brough t up with the knowledge that
she was going to be a beautiful woman and she more
than suspected her mother's ambition . It accorded with
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her own desires. She was h unched upon thc world and
Mrs. Garstin performed prodigies in getting herself
invited to dances where her daughter might meet
eligible men. Kitty was a success. She was amusing as
well as beautiful, and very soon she had a dozen men in
love with her. But none was suitable, and Kitty,
charming and friendly with all, took care to commit
herself with none. The drawing-room in South
Kensington was filled on Sunday afternoons with
amorous youth , but Mrs. G u stin observed, with a grim
smile of approval, that it needed no effort on her part to
keep thcm at a distance from Ki tty. K itty was prepared
I n flirt with them, and it diverted her to play one off
Ill-iainst the other, but when they proposed to her, as
none failed to do, she refused them with tact but

decision.
ll cr first season passed without the perfect suitor

prcsenting himself, and the second also; but she was
young and could afford to wait. Mrs. Garstin told her
friends that she thought it a pity for a girl to marry till
he was twenty-one. But a third year passed and then a

lourth. Two or three of her old admirers proposed
,,~a in , but they were still penniless, one or two boys
younger than herse1f proposed; a retired Indian Civilian,
" K.C.I.E., did the same: he was fifty-three. Ki tty still
danced a great deal, she went to Wimblcdon and
Lord's, to Ascot and Henley; she was thoroughly
f lljoying herself; but still no one whose position and
l urome were satisfactory asked her to marry him. Mrs.
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Garstin began to grow uneasy. She noticed that Kitty
was beginning to attract men of fort y and over. She
reminded her that she would not be any longer so pretty
in a year or two and that young gi rls were coming out all
the time. Mrs. Garstin did not mince her words in the
domestic circle and she warned her daughter tart ly that
she would miss her market .

Ki tty shrugged her shoulders. She thought herself
as pr~tty as ever. pretti er perhaps, for she had learnt ho w
to dress in the last four years, and she had plenty of time .
If she wanted to ma rry just to be married there were a
dozen boys who would jump at the chance. Surely the
right man would come alon g sooner or later . But Mrs.
Garson judged the situation more shrewdly: with anger
in her heart for the beautiful daughter who had missed
her chances she set her standard a little lower. She
turned back to the professional class at which she had
sneered in her pride and looked about for a young
lawyer or a business man whose future inspired her with
confidence.

Kitty reached the age of twenty-five and was still
unmarried. Mrs. Garstin was exasperated and she did
not hesi,tate often to give Kitty a piece of her very
unpleasant mind. She asked her how much longer she
expected her father to suppo rt her. He had spent sums
he could ill afford in order to give her a chance and she
had not taken it. It never struck Mrs. Garstin that
perhaps her own hard afEtbility had frightened the men.
sons of wealthy fathers or heirs to a title. whose visits

ehe had too cordially encouraged . She put down Kitty's
failure to stup idity. Then Doris came out. She had a
long nose still. and a poor figure. and she danced badly.
In her first season she became engaged to Geoffrey
Dennison. He was the only son of a prosperous
surgeon who had been given a baronetcy during the
war. Geoffrey would inherit a tille-it is not very
J:rand to be a medical baronet, but a title, thank Go d, is
still a title-and a very comfortable fortune.

Kitty in a panic married Walter Fane.

ix

SIIE had known him but a little while and had
never taken much notice of him. She had no idea
when or where they had first met till after their engage
ment he told her that it was at a dance to which some
Iricnds had brought him. She cettainly paid no attention
10 him then and if she danced with him it was because
, he was good-natured and was glad to dance with any
" ue who asked her. She didn't know him from Adam
when a day or two later at another dance he came up and
Il'oke to her. T hen she remarked that he was at every
dance she went to .

" You know, I' ve danced with you at least a dozen
umcs now and you must tell me your name," she said to
hun at last in her laughing way.

IIe was obviously taken aback .



"Do d'kyou mean to say you on t "now it? I was
introduced to you."

"Oh, but people always mumble. I shouldn't be at all
surprised if you hadn't the ghost of an idea what mine
was."

He smiled at her. His face was grace and a triBe stern ,
but his smi le was very sweet.

"Ofcourse I know it." He was silent for a moment o r
two. "Have you no curiosity?" he asked then.

"As much as most women,"

"It didn 't occur to you to ask somebody or o ther
what my name was?"

She was faintly am used; she wondered why he tho ugh t

it could in the least interest her; but she liked to please,
so she looked at him with that dazzling smile of hers.
and her beautiful eyes, dewy ponds under forest trees,
held an enchanting kindness .

"Well, wha t is it?"
" Walte r Fane."

She did not know why he came to dances. he did not
dance very well. and he seemed to know few people.
She had a passing thought that he was in love with her;
but she dismissed it with a shrug of the shoulders: she
had known gi rls who tho ught every man they met was
in love with them and had always found them absurd.
But she gave Walter Fane just a little more of her
attention. He certainly did not behave like any of the
other youths who had been in love with her. Mosr of
them told her so frankly and wanted to kiss her: a go od

many did. But Walter Fane never talked of her and very
lillie of himself. He was rather silent; she did not mind
that because she had plenty to say and it pleased her to
see him laugh when she made a facetious remark: but
when he talked it was not stupidly . He was evidently
shy. It appeared that he lived in the East and was home

on leave.
One Sunday afternoo n he appeared at their house

in South Kensington . There were a dozen people
there, and he sat for some time, somewhat ill at ease.
and then went away. Her mother asked her later who he

was.
" I haven't a not ion. Did you ask him to come

ha c?"
"Yes, I met him at the Baddclcys. He said hc'd seen

you at various dances. I said I was always at home on

Sundays."
" His name is Fane and he's got some sort of job in the

East."
"Yes. he's a doctor. Is he in love with you?"
"Upon my word.J don' t know."
"] should have tho ught you knew by now when a

)'oung man was in love with you."
"I wouldn't marry him if he wele," said Kitty

lightly.
Mrs. Garstin did not answer. Her silence was heavy

with displeasure. Kitty flushed: she knew that her
mother did not care now whom she married so long as

somehow she got her offher hands.
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D URING the next week she met him at three dances
and now, his shyness perhaps wearing off a little, he
was somewhat more communicative. He was a doctor,
certainly, but he did not practice; he was a bacteriologist
(Kitty had only a yery vague idea what that meant)
and he had a job at Tching-Ycn. He was going back
in the autumn. He talked a good deal abo ut China.
She made it a practice to appear interested in what
ever people talked to her of. but indeed the life in
Tching-Yen sounded quite jolly; there were clubs and
tennis and racing and polo and go lf.

"Do people dance much there?"
"Oh, yes, I think so."
She wondered whether he told her these things with a

motive. He seemed to like her society, but never by a
pressure of the hand. by a glance or by a word, did he
give the smallest indication that he looked upon her as
anything but a girl whom you met and danced with.
On the following Sunday he came again to their house.
Her father happened to come in, it was raining and he
had not been able to play golf, and he and Walter Fane
had a long chat. She asked her father afterwards what
they had talked of.

"It appears he's stationed in 'I'ching-Yen. The a lief
J ustice is an old friend of mine at the Bar. He seems an
unusually intelligent young man."
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She knew that her father was as a rule bored to death
by the young people whom for her sake and now her
. i ~ t e l 's he had been forced for years to enterta in.

" It's not often you like any of my young men.
(ather: ' she said.

Ilis kind, tired eyes rested upon her.
" Are you going to marry him by any chance?"
"Certainly not."
" Is he in love with you?"
..He shows no sign of it."

"00 you like him>"
" I don't think J do very much. He irritates me a

linle ."
li e was not her type at aU. He was short, but not

thick-set, slight rather and thin ; dark and clean-shaven,
with very regular, clear-cut features. 1lis eyes were
almost black, but not large, they were not very mobile
end they rested on objects with a singular persistence;
they were curious, but not very pleasant eyes. With his
I t reighr, delicate nose, his fine brow and well-shaped
mouth he ought to have been good-looking. But
surprisingly enough he was not. \Vben Kitty began to
think of him at all she was surprised that he should have
such good feat u res .when you took them one by one an.d
)Tt be so far from handsome. His face was cold. HIS
expression was slightly sarcastic and now that Ki tty
~ IlCW him better she realised that she was not quite at
ease with him. He had no gaiety.

lIy the time the season drew to its end they had seen a
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good deal of one another, but he had remained as aloof
and impenetrable as ever. He was not exactly shy with
her, hut embarra ssed; his conversation remained
strangely impersonal. Kitty came to the conclusion that
he was not in the least in love with her. He liked her and
found her easy to talk to, but when he returned to
Tcblng-Yen in November he would not think of her
again. She thought it not impossible that he was en
gaged all the time to some nurse in a hospital at Tching
Yen. the daughter of a clergyman, dull, plain, fiat -fooled
and strenuous; that was the wife that would exactly suit
him.

Then came the announcement ofD oris's engagement
to Geoffrey Dennison. D oris. at eighteen, was making
~uite a good marriage, and she was twenty five and
single. Supposing she did not marry at all? That season
the only person who had proposed to her was a boy of
twen ty who was still at Oxford: she could n' t marry a boy
five years younge r than herself. She had made a hash of
things. Last year she had refused a widowed Kn ight of
the Bath with three children. She almos t wished she
hadn ' t. Mother would be ho rrible now and Doris. "
Don s who had always been sacrificed because she Kitty, ,
was expected to make the brilliant match, would not fail
to crow over her. Ki tty's heart sank.

B UT one afternoon when she was walking hon -e
from Harrod's she chanced to meet \'1alter Fane
in the Brompton Road. He stopped and talked to h. r.
Then, casually, he asked her if she would not take a t......m
with him in the Park. She had no particular wish to go
home: it was not just then a very ag reeable place. They
strolled along, talking as they always talked, of casual
things, and he asked her where she was go ing for the
summer.

"Oh, we always bury ourselves in the count ry. You
K'C, father is exhaus ted after the term's work and W f : just
go to the quietest place we can find."

Kitty spoke with her tongue in her check, fOT she
knew quite well that her father had not nearly eno ugh
work to tire him and even if he had his convenience
would never have been consulted in the choice of a
holiday. But a quiet place was a cheap place.

"Don' t you think those chairs look rather inviting?"
....ill Walte r suddenly.

She followed his eyes and saw two gree n chairs by
themselves under a tree on the grass.

..Let us sit in them." she said.
But when they were seated he seemed to grow

a.u ngely abstracted. He was an odd creature . She
I luucrcd on, however, gaily enough and wondered why
I... had asked her to walk with him in the Park. Perhaps



he was going to confide in her his passion for the flat
footed nurse In Tching-Yen. Suddenly he turned to her,
in terrup ting her in the midd le of a sentence, so tha t she
could not hut see that he had not been listening. and his
face was chalk white.

," I want to say somethi ng to you."
She looked at him quickly and she saw that his eyes

were filled with a painful anxiety. His voice was
strai red , low and not quite steady. But before she could
ask hers elf what this agitation meant he spoke again.

.. I want to ask you ifyou' ll many me."
"You could knock me down with a feather," she

answered so surprised that she looked at him blankly.
"Dido't you know I was awfully in love with you?"
" Yo u never showed it!'
" I' m very awkward and clumsy. I always find it more

difficult to say the things I mean than the things I don't."
H er heart began to beat a little more quickly. She had

been proposed to often befo re, but gaily or .scnti
mentally, and she had answered in the same fashion. No

one had ever asked her to marry him in a manner which
was so abrupt an d yet strangely tragic.

" I t's very kind of you," she said, doubtfully.
" ] fell in love with you the first tim e I saw you. I

wan ted to ask you before, but I could never bri ng
myself to it."

" J'm not sure if that's very well put," she chuckled.
She was glad to have an opportunity to laugh a little,

for on that fine, sunny day the air about them seemed on
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••uddcn heavy with foreboding . H e frowned darkly.
"Ob, you know what I mean. I didn't want to lose

I ~ 'pc. But now you ' re going away and in the autumn I

I ave to go back to China."
" I've never thought of you in that way," she said

~f lpless ly.

l ie said nothing more. He looked down on the g rass
ullenly. He was a very odd creatu re. But now that he

hlill told her she fclt in some mysterious way that his
love was something she had never met before . She was
t little frightened, but she was elated also . His im

loQJsivity was vaguely impressive.
"You must g ive me time to think."
Still he did not say anything. He did not sti r. Did he

mean to keep her there till she had decided? That was
. "~urd . She mus t talk it over with her mother. She
lIu/{h t to have got up when she spoke, she had waited
thinking he wo uld answer, and now, she did not know
wll)', she found it difficult to make a movement. She
,lid not look at him, but she was conscious of his

l'I'O('3rance; she had never seen herself marrying a man
." liule taller than her self. \'(fhen you sat close to him
t Olli saw how good his features were, and how cold his
I 'll ('. It was strange when you couldn' t help being
"'I I ~c i()us of the devastating passion which was in his

I., ,t II .

" I don' t kno w yo u, I don' t kn ow you at all," she said

I II mulously.
li e gave her a look and she felt her eyes drawn to his.

D
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tuner longue. Why. all the girl s who had come out with
!If! were married long ago and most of them had
l hildr cn ; she was tired of going to see them and gushing
uver their babies. \Valter Fane offered her a new life.
Slit' turned to him with a smile which she well knew the
rlrCl"t of.

" If I were so rash as to say I'd marry you when wou ld
yuu want to marry me?"

l ie gave a sudden gasp of delight, and his white checks

rtushcd . '"
"Now. At once. As soon as possible. We'd go to

Italy for our honeymoon. August and September: ' .
That wou ld save her from spending the summer in a

w untry vicarage. hired at five guineas a week. with her
'.ther and mother. In a flash she saw in her mind's eye
the announcement in the hfomillg Post that. the bride
groom having to return to the East, the wedding would
take place at once. She knew her motherwellenough, she
could be counted on to make a splash; for the moment at
least Doris would be in the background and when
Doris's much grander wedding too k place she would be
fa raway.

She stretched out her hand .
" I think ] like you very much. You must give me

I ime to get used to you."
"Then it 's yes?" he interrup ted.
" I suppose so."

They had a tenderness which she had never seen in the
before, but there was something beseeching in the
like a dog's that has been whipped, which slightl
exasperated her.

" I think I improve on acquaintance:' he said.
" Of course you're shy, aren't you?"
It was certa inly the oddest proposal she had ever had

And even now it seemed to her that they were saying t

o ne another the last things you would have expected 0

such an occasion. She was not in th e least in love wi

rum. She did not know why she hesitated to refuse him
at once.

" I'm awfully stupid," he said, '1: want to tell you that
I love you mo re than anything in the world, but I find it
so awfully difficul t to say,"

Now that was odd too, for inexplicably enough it

touched her; he wasn't really cold , of course, it was his
manner that was unfortunate: she liked him at tha t

moment better than she had ever liked him before.
Doris was to be married in November. He would be on
his way to China then and if she married him she would
be with him. It wouldn't be very nice to be a bridesmaid
at Doris's wedding. She would be glad to escape that.
And then Doris as a married woman and herself still
single! Every one knew how young Doris was and it
would make her seem older. It would put her on the
shelf. It wouldn't be a very good marriage for her, but
it was a marriage, and the fact that she would live in
China made it easier. She was afraid of her mother's
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SUE knew him very little then, and now, though they
had been ma rried for nearly two years. she knew him
but little more . At first she had been tou ched by
his kindness and flattered, though surprised, by his
passion. He was extremely considerate; he was very
attentive to her comfort; she never expressed the slightest
wish without his hastening to gratify it. He was con
stantly giving her litt le presents. When she happened to

feci ill no one could have been kinder or more thought
ful. She seemed to do him a favour when she gave him
the opportunity of doing something tiresome for her.
And he was always exceedingly polite. He rose to his
feet when she entered a room, he gave her his hand to
hcJp her out of a car, jf he chanced to meet her in the
street he took off his hat, he was solicitous to open the
door for her when she left a mom, he never came into
her bedroom or her boudoir without a kno ck. He
treated her not as K itty had seen most men treat their
wives, but as though she were a fellow-guest in a
country house. It was pleasing and yet a trifle comic.
She would have felt more at home with him if he had
been more casual. Nor did their conjugal relations draw
her closer to him. He was passionate then, fierce, oddly
hysterical too. and sent imental.

It disconcerted her to realise how emotional he really
was. His self-control 'was due to shyness or to long

Ir:lInmg. she did not know which; it seemed to her
l.iintly contemptible that when she lay in his arms, his
desire appeased, he who was so timid of saying absurd
things, who so feared to be ridicu lous, sho uld use baby
talk. She had offended him bitterly once by laughing
and telling him that he was talking the most fearful
slush. She had fd t his arms g row limp about her, he
remained quite silent for a little while, and then without
il word released hcr and went in to his own room. She
didn't want to hurt his feelings and a day or two later
she said to him :

" You silly old thi ng. I don't mind what nonsense you
talk to me,"

He had laughed in a shamefaced way. Shc had
discovered very soon that he had an unhappy disabilit y
10 lose himself. He was self-conscious. \'{Then there was
a part)' and every one sta rted singing \'<;'alter could never
hring himself to join in. He sat there smiling to show
I hat he was pleased and amused. but his smile was
forced ; it was more like a sarcastic smirk, and you could
not help feeling that he thought all those people
l"njo)'ing themselves a pack of fools. He could not
tiling himself to play the round games which Ki tty with
her high spiri ts fou nd such a lark. On their jou rney ou t
In China he had absolutely refused to put on fancy dress
when every one else was wearing it. I t disturbed her
pleasure that he sho uld so obviously think the whole
Ihing a bore.

Kitty wa s livdy; shewas willing to chatter all day long



"It's very dull and technical," he said on another

occasion. "And it's grossly underpaid." .
He was very reserved. AU she knew abou t his

antecedents, his birth. his education, and his ~ i fe. before
he met her. she had elicited by direct questlo~mg. It
wasodd the only thing that seemed to annoy him was a
question; and when. in her natu ral curiosity, she fired a
Siring of them at him, his answers became at.every one
more abrupt. She had the wit to see that he did not care
to reply because he had anything to hide from he~. but
merely from a natura l secretiveness. It bo red him to
talk about himself. It made him shy and uncomfortable
lie did not know how to be open. He was,. .fond of
reading, but he read books which sec~cd .to Kitt~ very
dull. 1£he was not bus)' with some scientific treatise he
would read book s about China or historical works. He
never relaxed. She did not think he could. He was fond

of games: he played tennis and bridge. .
She wondered why he had ever fallen in l~ve with

her. She could not imagine anyone less suited than
herself to this restrained. cold and self-possessed man.
And yet it was quite certain that he loved her madly.
I ll' would do anything in the world to please her. He
was like wax in her hands. When she thought of one
side he showed her, a side which only she had seen, s~c
;l little despised him. She wondered whether Ius
carcssdc manner, with its contemptuous tolerance for
I I ' many persons and things she admired, was merely a
fou;:ade to conceal a profound weakness. She supposed
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and she laughed easily. His silence disconcerted her.
He had a way which exasperated her of returning no
answer to some casual remark of hers. It was true that it
needed no answer, but an answer all the same would
have been pleasant. If it was raining and she said: " It 's
raining cats and dogs," she would have liked him to say:
" Yes, isn' t it?.. He remained silent. Sometimes she
would have liked to shake him.

"I said it was raining cats and dogs," she repeated.
"I heard you," he answered,with his affectionate smile.
It showed that he had not meant to be offensive. He

did not speak because he had nothing to say. But if
nobody spoke unless he had something to say, Kitty
reflected, with a smile, the human race would very soon
lose the use of speech.

XIIt

T un fact was, of cou rse, that he had no charm. That
was why he was not popular, and she had not been
long in Tching-Ycn before she discovered that he was
not. She remained very vague about his work. It
was enoug h for her to realise, and she did this quite
distinctly. that to be the government bacteriologist was
no great fry. He seemed to have no desire to discuss
that part of his life with her. Because she was willing to
be interested in anything at first she had asked him
about it. He put her off with a jest.

,
~I
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" I am to have the privilege of sitting next to you," he
u id.

She immediately felt at ease and the sense of hostility
\ anished from her bosom . Though his eyes were
Imiling she had seen in them a quick look of surprise.
~h(" understood it perfectly and it made her inclined to
I.l. ugh.

" I shan' t be able to cat any dinner," he said, "and ifI
~ J1l1W Dorothy the dinner' s damned good."

" Why not?"
" I ought to have been told. Some one really ought to

lravc warned me,"
"What abo ut?"
"No one said a word. How was I to know tha t I was

going to meet a raging beauty?"
" Now what am I to say to that?"
" Nothing. Leave me to do the talking. And I'll say

II over and over again ,"
Kitty, unmoved. wondered what exactly his wife had

told him about her. He must have asked. And Town
te nd , looking down on her with his laughing eyes,
suddenly remembered.

"What is she like?" he had enquired when his wife
«itd him she had met Dr. Fane's bride,"

"Oh, qui te a nice little thing. Act rcssy.'
"Was she on the stage?"
"Oh, no, I don ' t think so. Her father's a docto r or a

lolwycr or something. I suppose we shall have to ask

1bem to dinner."
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he was clever, every one seemed to think he was, but
except very occasionally when he was wi th two or three
people he liked and was in the mood, she had never
found him entenaining. He did not prec isely bore her,
he Jefr her indifferent.

xiu

THOUGH Ki tty had met his wife at various tea
parties she had been some weeks in Tching-Yen
before she saw Charles Townsend. She was
introduced to him only when wirh her husband she went
to dine at his house. Kitty was on the defensive.
Charles Townsend was Assistant Colonial Secretary and
she had no mind to allow him to use her with the
condescension which. notwithstanding her good man
ners, she discerned in Mrs. Townsend . The room in
which they were received was spacious. It was furnished
as was every other drawing-room she had been in at
Tching-Yen in a comfortable and homely style. It was a
large party. 'They were the last to come and as they
emered Chinese servants in unifonn were handing
round cocktails and olives. Mrs . Townsend greeted
them in her casual fashion and looking at a Jist told
Walter whom he was to take in to dinner.

Ki tty saw a tall and very handsome man bear down on
them.

"This is my husband,"
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interfere with him. H e put on no airs. Kitty did not
know why she had resented hearing him so well spo ken
or, she could not help thinking he must be very con
rritcd: she had been extremely silly; that was the last

lhing you could accuse him of.
She had enjoyed her evening. They had talked of the

theatres in London, and of Ascot and Cowcs, all the
things she knew about, so that really she might have met
him at some nice house in Lennox G ardens; and later,
when the men came into the d rawing-room after dinner,
be had stro lled over and sat beside her again. T hough

he had not said anything very amus ing . he had made her
bugh; it must have been the way he said it : there was a
caressing sound in his deep, rich voice, a delightful ex
pression in his kind, shining blue eyes, which made you
fcd very much at home with him. O f cou rse he had
charm. That was what made him so pleasant.

He was tall, six foot two at least, she thought, and he
had a beautiful figu re; he was evidently in very good
conditio n and he had not a spare o unce of fat o n him.
IIe was well-dressed, the best-dressed man in the room,
YIl I! he wo re his clothes well. She liked a man to be
stuart. H er eyes wandered to \Valter : he really should try
.0he a little better tu rned out. She no ticed Tow nsend 's
t utl-links and waistcoat buttons; she had seen similar
uncs at Cartie r 's. Of course the Townsends had private
means. His face was deeply sunburned , but the sun had
mu takcn the healthy colour from his checks. She liked
the little t rim curly moustache which did not co ncealhis
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" There's no hu rry, is the re?"

When they were sitting side by side at table he told
her that he had known Walter Fane ever since he came
to the Colony.

"We play bridge together. He's far and away the bcs~

bridge player at the Club."
She told Wa lter o n the way home.

"That 's not saying very much, you kn ow."
«How does he play?"

" Not badly. He plays a winning hand very well, but
when he has bad cards he goes all to pieces."

" D oes he play as well as you?"

" I have no illusions about my play. I should dcscri
myself as a very good player in the seco nd class
Townsend th inks he's in the first. H e isn't."

" Do n' t you like him?"

«I neither like him no r dislike him. I believe he's no
bad at his job and every one says he's a good sports man.
He doesn 't very muc h interest me."

I t was no t the first tim e that Walter's moderation had
exasperated her. She asked herself why it was necessary
to be so prudent: you either liked people or you didn't.
She had liked Charl es T ownsend very much. And she

had n.ot expected to . He was probably the most popular
man 10 the Colony. It was supposed that the Colonial
Secretary would retire soon and every one hope d that
Townsend would succeed him. H e played tennis and
polo and golf. He kept racing ponies. H e was always
ready to do anyone a good turn. H e never let red tape



xv

WHO would have thought then that within three
months they would be on such terms? He had
told her since that he was crazy about her on tha t
first evening. She was the most beautiful thing he had
ever seen . He remembered the dress she wore; it was

full red lips. He had black hair. short and bru shed very
sleek. But of course his eyes. under thick, bushy eye
brows, were his best feature: they were so very blue, and
they had a laughing tenderness which persuaded you of
the sweetness ofhis disposition. No man who had those
blue eyes could bear to hurt anyone.

She could not but know that she had made an im
pression on him. If he had not said charming thi ngs to
her his eyes, warm with admiration, would have
betrayed him. His ease was delightful. He had no self.
consciousness. Kitty was at home in th ese circumstances

and she admired the 'way in which amid the bante r which
was the staple of their conversation he insinuated every
now and then a pretty. flattering speech. When she
shook hands with him on leaving he gave her hand a
pressure that she could not mistake.

"1 hope we shall see you again soon," he said casually,
but his eyes gave his words a meaning which she could
not fail to see.

"Tching-Ycn is very small, isn't it?" she said.
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her wedding dress, and he said she looked like a lily of
the valley. She knew that he was in love with her before
be told her, and a little frightened she kept him at a
distance. He was impetuous and it was difficult. She
was afraid to let him kiss her, for the thought ofhis arms
about her made her heart beat so fast. She had never
been in love before. It was wonderful. And now that
she knew what love was she felt a sudden sympathy for
the love that Walter bore her. She teased him, playfully,
and saw that he enjoyed it. She had been perhaps a litt le
I fraid of him, but now she had more confidence. She
chaffed him and it amused her to see the slow smile with
which at first he received her banter. He was surprised
end pleased. O ne of these days, she thought, he would
be come quite human. Now that she had .Iearnt s? me.
thing of passion it diverted her to pIa! hghtly~ like a
harpist running his fingers across the stn ngs of his harp.
on his affections . She laughed when she saw how she

bewildered and confused him.
And when Charlie became her lover the situation

le tween herself and Walter seemed exquisitely absurd .
She could hardly look at him, so grave and self-con
trolled, without laughing . She was too happy to feel
unkindly toward s him. Except for him, after all, she
would never have known Charlie. She had hesitated
ll lme time before the final step, not because she did not
want to yield to Charlie's passion, her own was eq~l to
his, but because her upbringing and all the conventions
IIf her life intimidated her. She was amazed afterwards
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and the final act Was d
had seen the opportllni~e t~ll ~ccidcnt; neither of tllem
them' di Y n n was f. to lScoVec that she il l ' • ace to face with
what she had befoee. Sh ~ t In no way diHerent from
cause some, she Ilardi , 1 e ad expected that it would
her tha } mew what E .

so t she would Fe I Iik • ama SlJC change in
she had a chance to look t c somebody else; and whe n
beWildered to sec the sam a hcrs('1f in the glass she was
before. c woman she had seen the d

"A ay
te yo u angry with mc;.. .. h

«I adore you " h . ' e asked her.
uD ' • s e whispered.

On t you think
much time?" you were very silly to

Waste so
<fA perfect fool."

H ER h 'appl ness sam .
could bear • cumcs almost more ths h

• rrnewed her b na n S e
she married. beginning to I eauty. J ust before
had looked tired 2nd drawn osc her 6ro$r freshness. she
she Was going off. Dut rh '. The Uncharitable said that
O' j crc Js aJIthd 'd

gJr of twCnty-five and a . e luetence between
She Was like a tosebud th ~artled woman of that age

th at Js~" . .
at e edges of the petals a d hgJnnmg to turn yeUow
r~se in fuJI bloom. H ' n t en SUddenly she Was a
SJgni6 er- starry eye "

cant expression' her ki s gaJncd a mate
always been her grea;est s"dn (that feature which had
was d ....1: _ pn C and m

a~g: it could not be ose anxious care)
compared to the peach or
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10 the flower; it was they that demanded comparison
with it. She looked eighteen once more. She was at the
height of her glowing loveliness. It was impossible not
to remark it and her women friends asked her in little
friendly asides if she was going to have a baby. The
indiffe rent who had said she was just a very pretty
woman with a long nose admi tted that they had mis
judged her. She was what Charlie had called her the
first time he saw her, a raging beauty.

They managed their intrigue with skill. He had a

broad back, he told her (" I will not have you swank
about your figu re," she interrupted ligh tly), and it did
not matter about him; but for her sake they mustn't take
the smallest risk. They could not meet oftcn alone, not
half often cnough for him, but he had to think of her
first, sometimes in the curio shop, now and then after
luncheon in her house when no one was about; but she
saw him a good deal here and there. It amused her then
to see thc formal way he spoke to her, jovial, for he was
always that, with the same manne r he used with every
one. Who could imagine when they heard him chaff her
with that charming humour Ofhis that so lately he had
held her in his passionate arms?

She worshipped him. He was splendid, in his smart
top boots and his white breeches, when he played polo.
In tennis clothes he loo ked a mere bar. Of course he
was proud of his figure: it was the best figure she had
ever seen. He took pains to keep it. He never ate bread
or pota toes or butter. And he too k a great deal of



I I I ' course it was not certain yet that Walter knew
til l ' truth and if he didn ' t it was better perhaps to

I, ,I\'C well alone; but if he did, well, in the end it
Wl ll l i d be the best thing for all of them. At first she had
I" r ll if not satisfied, at least resigned to seeing Charlie
" nly'hy stealth; but time had increased her passion and
I", some while now she had been increasingly impatient
,,' the obstacles which prevented them from being
elways together. He had told her so ofte~ that he curs.ed
IIllt position which forced him to be so discreet, the nes
which bound him, and the tics which bound her: how
.uurvcllous it wou ld have been, he said, if they were both
t I {"(,J She saw his point of view; no one wanted a
. , antlal and of course it required a good deal of thinlcing
O Vl't b:fore you changed the course of you r lire; but if

. Iuccdom were thrust upon them, ah, then, how simp c
,v(' rything would bel

II was not as though anyone would suffer very much .
1.(' knew exactly what his relations were with his wife.

'1 he was a cold woman and there had been no love
I 'd ween them for years. It was habit that held them
"" ,"Iher convenience and of course the children. I tr" ,

l'n easier for Charlie than for her: Walter loved her; but
Il ,-r all he was absorbed in his work; and a man always
01 , I his club; he might be upset at first, but he would get
VI r it: there was no reason why he should not marry,

•
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exercise. She liked the care he took of his hands; he
was manicured once a week. He was a wonderful
athlete and the year before he had won the local tcnnis
championship. Certainly he was the best dancer she had
ever danced with; it was a dream to dance with him.
No one would think he was forty. She told him she did
not believe it.

" I believe it's all bluff and you're really twenty-five! '
He laugh ed. lIe was well pleased.

"Oh, my dear. I have a boy of fifteen. I' m a middle
aged gent. In another two or three years I shall just be a
fat old party. "

"You'll be adorable when you're a hundred."
She liked his black, bushy eyebrows. She wondered

whether it was they that gave his blue eyes their disturb
ing expression.

He was full of accomplishments. He could play the
piano quite well, rag -timc, of course, and he could sing
a comic song with a rich voice and good humour. She
did not believe there was an)·thing he could not do. He
was very clever at his work too and she shared his
pleasure when he told her that the Governor had
particularly congratulated him on the way he had done
some difficult job.

"Although it's I as says it," he laughed. his eyes
charming with the love he bore her, " there 's not a fellow
in the Service who could have done it better."
O~ how she wished that she were his wife rather than

\Valter'sl
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somebod y else. Cha rlie had told her that he could no
make ou t how she came to throw herself away 0

Walte r Fane.

She wondered. half smiling, why a Iinle while befor
she had been terrified at the thought that Walter ha
caught them. Of Course it was startling to sec the handl
of the door slowly turn. But after al! they knew tit

wors~ that \'lalter could do, and they were ready for it.
Charlie ~ould feel as great a relief as she tha t what they
both desired more than anything in the world should be
th us forced upon them.

Walter was a gentleman, she would du him the
justice to acknowledge that. and he loved her; he would
do the right thing and allow her to divorce him. Thcy

had made a mistake and the lucky thing was that they
ha,d found it o ut before it was too late. She made u p her

mind exactly what she was going to say to him and how
she would treat him. She would be kind, smiling, and
firm. There was no need for them to quarrel. Later on
she would always be glad to see him. She hoped
honestly that the two years they had spent together
would remain with him as a priceless memory.

" I don' t suppose Dorothy Townsend will mind
divorcing Charlie a bit," she thought. "Now th
youngest boy is going back to England it will be much

nicer, for her to be in England too. There's absolutely
no thing for her to do in Tchlng-Yen . She'll be able to
spend all the holidays with her boys. And then she's got
her father and mother in England."
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It was all very simple and everything could be

managed witho ut scandal or ill-feeling. And then she
and Charlie could ma rry. Ki tty drew a long sigh. They
would be very happy. It was worth going through a

certain amount of bo ther to achieve that. Confu sedly,

uuc picture jostling anothe r, she thought of the life they
would lead together, of the fun they would have and the
little journeys they would take together, the house they
would live in, the positions he wo uld rise to and the help
she would be to him. He would be very proud of her
and she. she adored him.

But through all the se day-dreams ran a current of
apprehension. It was funny: it was as though the wood
I nll the strings of an orc hestra played Arcadian melodies
I Ill] in the bass the drums, softly but with foreboding,
be at a grim ta ttoo. Sooner or later Walter must come
horne and her heart beat fast at the thought of meeting
him. It was strange that he had go ne away that after
noon without saying a word to her. Of course she was
lI" t frightened of him; after all what could he do , she
repe ated to herself; but she could no t quite allay her
uneasiness. Once more she repeated what she would
'~ y to him. What was the good ofmaking a scene? She
""118 very sorry. Heaven knew she didn' t want to cause
lum pain, but she couldn't help it if she didn't love him.
I I W;IS no good pretending and it was always better to tell

Illl' l ruth. She hoped he.wouldn' t be unhappy. but they
Il ~ d made a mistake and the only sensible thing was to

'4knowledge it. She wou ld always think kindlyof him.

- - - - - - - -



'0 TH E P A I N T E D VE I L

TH E P AI N T ED VE I L
But even as she said this to herself a sudden gust of

fear made the sweat start out in the palms of her hands.
And because she was frigh tened she g rew ang ry with
him. Ifhe wanted to make a scene, that was his look-out;
he must not be surprised if he got more than he bar
gained for. She would tell him that she had never cared
two pins for him and that not a day had passed since
their marriage without her regretting it. He was (lull.
Oh , how he'd bored her, bored her, bored her] He
thought himself so much ben et th an anyone else, it was
laughable; he had no sense of humou r; she hated h is
supe rcilious air, his coldness, and his self-contro l. It was
easy to he self-cont rolled when you were interested in
nothing and nobody hut yourself. He was repulsive to

her. She hated to let him kiss her. What had he to be

so conceited about? He danced rottenly, he was a wet
blanket at a party, he couldn't play or sing, he couldn' t
play polo and his tennis was no bette r than anybod y
else's. Bridge? Who cared about bridge?

Kitty worked herself up into a towering passion. Let
him dare to reproach her. All that had happened was
his own fault. She was thankful that he knew the
truth at last . She hated him and wished never to
see him again. Yes, she was thankful tha t it was
all over. Why couldn ' t he leave her alone? He had
pestered her into marrying him and now she was
fed up .

" Fed up." she repeated aloud. trembling with anger.
"Fed upl Fed upl"

t r

She heard .the car draw up to the gate of their ga rden.
li e was cOmIng up the stairs .

xviii

I II' came into the room. Her heart was beating wildly
~ nd her hands were shaking; it was lucky that she
loly on the sofa. She was holding an open boo k as
though she had been reading. He stood for an instant
" 11 the threshold and their eyes met. Her heart sank; she
lclt on a sudden a cold chill pass through her limbs and
Jilc shivered. She had that feeling which you describe
II): saying that someone was walking over your gra ve.
Ills face was deathly pale; she had seen it like that once
before, when they sat together in the Park and he asked
lur to marry him. His dark eyes, immobile and inscrur
~I , r~· , seemed preternaturally large. He knew everything.

" You're back early: ' she remarked.
l Ice lips trembled so that she could hardly frame: the

words. She '.'las terrified. She was afraid she would
LUll r.

" I think it 's abo ut the usual time,"

I lis voice sounded stra nge to her. It was raised on
IIIC" last word in order to give his remark a casual air, but
II was forced. She wonde red if he saw that she was
. 1I ~ k ing in every limb. It was only by an effort that she
,Ill I not scream. He dropped his eyes.

" I'm just going to dress:'



" Yes."
She looked at him now and saw that his eyes were

fixed on his plate. He made another observation, equally
trivial, about a tennis tournament that was about to be
played, and he spoke at length. H is voi ce as a rule was

agreeable, with a variety of tone, but now he spoke on

He left the room. She was shattered. For two or
three minu tes she could not stir. but at last, raising
herself from the sofa with difficulty. as though she had
had an illness and were still weak. she fou nd her feet .
She did not know if her legs wo uld support her. She
felt her way by means of cha irs and tab les to the
veranda and then with o ne hand on th e wall went to
her room. She put on a tea-gown and when she went
back into her boudoir (they only used the drawing-room
when there was a party ) he was standi ng at a table
looking at the pictures of the Sk /&b. She had to force

herself to ente r.
" Shall we go down? Dinner is ready."

"Have I kept you waiting?"
It W'aS dreadful that she could not control the

t rembling of her lips.
When was he go ing to speak?
They sat down and for a moment there was silence

bet ween them. Then he made a remark and because it
was so commonplace it had a siniste r air.

" The Bapress didn ' t come in to-day," he said. " I
wonder if she's been delayed by a sto rm."

" \V'as she due to -day?"

one note. It was strangely unnatural. It gave Kitty the
impression that he was speaking from a long way off.
Anll all the time his eyes were di rected to his plate, o r
the table, or to a picture on the wall. He would not
meet hers . She realised that he could not bear to look

" her.
"Shall we go up stairs?" he said when dinner was

finished.
" If ),ou like:'
She rose and he held open the door foe her. His eyes

we re cast down as she passed him. When they reached
the sittins-roo m he too k up the illustrated paper once

III' .rc,
" Is this a new Skr/fh? 1 don't think I've seen it."

" I don' t know. 1 haven't noticed."
It had been lying about for a fortnigh t and she knew

Ihat he had looked it through and th rough. He took it
l rul sat down. She lay again on the sofa and took her
INNlk. As a rule in the evening, when the}' were alene,
I hey played coo n-can or patience. He was leaning back
tu an arm-chair, in a comfortable attitude, and his atten

" "11 seemed absorbed by the illustration he was looking
_t . lie did not turn the page. She tried to read, but she
, »uld not see the print before her eyes. T he words were
blu rred. Her head began to ache violently.

When wo uld he speak?
T hey sat in silence for an hour. She gave up the

1'll"'(' lIce of reading, and letting he r novel fall on her
I ~I' . gazed into space. She was afraid to make the
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,. T HE. P A I N T ED VE IL THE P A I NTED V E IL "smallest gestu re or the smallest sound . He sat qui te still.
in that same easy att itude. and sta red with those wide,
immobile eyes of his at the picture. His stillness was
strangely menacing. It gave Kitty the feeling of a wild
beast prepared to spring.

\Vhen suddenly he stood up she started. She clenched
her hands and she felt herselfgrow pale. Now l

"I have some work to do," he said in that quiet,
toneless voice, his eyes averted. " If you don' t mind I'll
go into my study. I darcsay you'll have gone to bed by
the time I've finished."

" I IJnI rather tired to-night."
"Well, good night."
" Good night!'
He left the room.

XIX

As soon as she could next morning she rang Townsend
up at his office.

"Yes, what is it?"
" I wan t to see you ."

"My dear, I'm awfully bus}'. I'm a working man ."
" It's very important. Can I come down to the

office?"

"Oh, no, I wouldn't do that if I were you.'
"Well, come here then."

«I can't possibly getaway. \Vhatabout this afternoon?

And don ' t you think it would be bette r if 1 didn't come
10 your house?"

"1 must sec ) 'OU at once."
There was a pause and she was afraid that she had

been cut off.
"Arc YOll the re?" she asked anxiously.
" Yes, I was thinking. Has anything happened?"
"1 can' t tell yOll over the telephone."
There was another silence befo re hc spoke again.
" Well loo k here 1 can manage to see you for ten, ,

minutes at one if that' ll do. You'd better go to Ku -
I "Chou's and I'll come along as soon as can.

"The curio shop?" she asked in dismay.
" \VeIl, we can' t meet in the lounge at the Tching

Yen Hotel very well," he answered .
She noticed a trace of irritation in his voice.

" Very well. "II go to Ku-Chou's.'

....·x

xrn: go t out of her rickshaw 10 the Victoria Road
~ 1I t1 walked up the steep, narrow lane till she came
III the shop. She lingered outside a moment as though
h, r attention were att racted by the brio-a-brae which was
.Ii' played. But a boy who was standing there on the
Wll u-h for customers, recognising her at once, gave her
• l.mad smile of connivance. He said something in
4 luncsc to someone within and the master, a litt le,
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fat-faced man in a black gown, came out and greeted
her. She walked in quickly.

"Mr. Townsend no come yet. You go top-side, yes>"
She went to the back of the shop and walked up the

rickety, dark stairs. The Chinese followed her and un
locked the door that led into the bedroom. It was stuffy
and there was an acrid smell ofopium. She sat down on
a sandalwood chest.

In a moment she heard a heavy step on the creaking
stairs. Townsend came in and shut the door behind
him. His face bore a sullen look, but as he saw her it
vanished, and he smiled in that charming way of his. IIc
took her quickly in his arms and kissed her lips.

"Now what' s the trouble?"

"It makes me fed better just to see you," she smiled.
He sat down on the bed and lit a cigarette.
" You look rathe r \~..ashcd out this mo rning."
" I don 't wonder," she answered. " I don 't think I

d osed my eyes all night."

He gave her a look. He was smiling still, but his
smile was a little set and unnatural. She thought there
was a shade of anxiety in his eyes.

"He knows," she said.

There was an instant's pause before he answered.
"What did he say?"
" He hasn't said anything."

" Whatl" He looked at her sharp ly. "Whar makes
you think he knows then?"

" Eve rything. His look. 'The way he talked at dinner."
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"Was he disagreeable?"
"No on the contrary, he was scrupulously polite.

Por the first time since we married he didn' t kiss me

.'ood night."
, She dropped her eyes. She was not sure if Charlie

understood. As a rule \Valter took her in his arms an.d
pressed his lips to hers and would not let ~hem,go: HIS

hole body g rew tender and passionate with hIS kiss.
w , ?"" Why do )'ou imagine he didn' t say anything

" I don ' t know."
There was a pause. Kitty sat very still on the sandal.

wood box and looked with anxious attention at Town
send. His face once mote was sullen and there w~s a
frown between his brows. His mouth drooped a Iinlc
II the corners. But all at once he looked up and a gleam
•If malicious amusement came into his eyes.

"I wonder if he is going to say anything."
She did not answer. She did not know what he meant.
"After all he wouldn't be the first man who 's shut

his eyes in a' case of this sort. What has he to gain by
._, , If he'd wanted to make a row he wouldl1l:uu ng a row. .. .

have insisted on coming into your room. H IS eyes
twinkled and his lips broke into a broad smile. " We
should have looked a pair of damned fools."

"I wish you could have seen his face last
t1 j~ht."

"1expect he was upset. It was natu rally a shock. It's
• damned humil iating position for any man. He alw~ys

I, ., .ks a fool. Walter doesn't give me the impression



of a fellow who'd care to wash a lot of di rty linen in
public."

"L don'r rhink h "on t rrun c would, she answered reflectively.
"He's very sensitive, I've discovered -that."

" That's all to the good as far as we're concerned.
You know, it's a very good plan to put yourself in
somebody else's shoes and ask yourself how } 'OU would
act in his place. There's only one way in which a man
can save his face when he's in that sort of position and
that i~ to pretend ~e knows nothing. I bet you anything
you like tha t that IS exactly wha t he's going to do,"

The more Townsend talked the more buoyant he
became. H is blue eyes sparkled and he was once more
his gay and jovial self. He irradiated an encouraging
confidence.

" Heaven knows, I don 't want to say anythi ng dis
agreeable about h im, but when you come down to brass
tacks a bacteriologist is no great shakes. The chances
are that I shall be Colonial Secretary when Simmon s
~cs h~me, and it's to Walter's interest to keep on the
righr Side of me. He's got his bread and butter to think
of, like the rest of us: do you think the Colonial Office
are going to do much for a fellow who makes a scandal?
Believe me, he's got everything to gain by holding his
to ngue and everything to lose by kicking up a row."

Kitty moved uneasily. She knew how shy Walter was
and she could believe tha t the fear of a scene, and the
d~d of public atte ntion, might have influence upon
him; but she could not believe tha t he would be affected

10\' the thought of a material advan tage. Perhaps she
.h.ln 't know him ,"cry well, but Charlie didn't know him
.t ~ I I.

" l Ias it occurred to you that he's madly in love
'Il. ilh me?"

li e did not answer, but he smiled at her with roguish
eyes. She knew and loved that charming look of his .

"Well, what is it? I know you ' re going to say
" llllething awful."

"Well, you know, women are often under the im
pression that men are much more madly in love with
111('01 than they really are."

For the first time she laughed. His confidence was
, arching.

"What a monstrous thi ng to sayl"
.. f put it to you that you haven't been bothering much

~ Ioout you r husband lately, Perhaps he isn't quite so
much in love with you as he was."

"At all events 1 shall never delude myself that .1QU

lie madly in love with me," she retorted.
"That's where you ' re wrong."
Ah, how good it was to hear him say that l She knew

It and her belief in his passion warmed her heart. .As
11(" spoke he rose from the bed and came and sat down
be side her on the sandalwood box. He put his arm
,,, ,,nd her waist.

" Don' t worry your silly little head a moment longe r,"
Ilr said. "1 promise you there's nothing to fea~. I'm as
•enai n as I am of anything that he' s going to pretend he
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knows not hing. You know, this sort of thi ng is awfully
difficult to prove. You say he's in love with you;
perhaps he doesn't want to lose you altogether. I swear
I'd accept anything rather than that if you were my
wife,"

She leaned towards him. Her body became limp and
yielding against his arm. The love she fclt for him was
almost torture. His last words had struck her: perhaps

Walter loved her so passionately that he was prepared
to accept any humiliation if sometimes she would let him
love her. She could understand that; for that was how
she felt towards Charlie. A thrill of pride passed through

her. and at the same time a faint sensation of contempt

for a man who could love so slavishly.
She put her arm lovingly round Charlie's neck.
" You' re simply wonderful. I was shaking like a leaf

when I came here and you've made everything all right."
J Ie took her face in his hand and kis sed her lips.

" Da rling ."
" You're such a corofo n to me," she sighed.
" I'm sure you need no t be nervous. And you know

I'll stand by you. I won' t let you down."
She put away her fears, but fo r an instant unreason 

ably she regrette d that her plans for the future were
shattered. Now that all danger was past she almost

wished that Walter were going to insist on a divo rce.
" I knew I could count on you," she said .
" So I should hope."
"Oughtn 't you to go and have your tiffin?"
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"Oh, damn my tiffin."

l it: drew her more closely to him and now she was
held tight in h is anus. His mouth sought hers.

"Oh, Charlie, you must let me go. "
"Never."
She gave a little laugh. a laugh of happy love and of

murnph: his eyes were heavy with desire. He lifted her
10 her fcet and not letting her go but ho lding her close
III his breast he locked the door.

xxi

AII. through the afternoon she thought of what
4 'harlie had said about Walter. They were dining
"ur rhar eve ning and when he came back fro m the Club
. he was d ressing. H e knocked at her door.

"Come in."

li e did not ope n.

" I'm going straight along to dress. How long will

fl ' lI he?"
" Ten min utes ."

li e said nothing more, but went to his own room.
I i i.. voice had that cons trained note which she had
I lI;lTd in it the n ight befo re. She felt fairly sure
,oj herself now. She was read y before h e was and
whe- n he came downstairs she was already seated in
li,t! t-a r,

" I'm afraid I've kep t you waiting," he said.
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" I Ic must be an agreeable companion." tho ught
Kiuy ironically.

The idea of those unfortunate ladies trying to indulge
III small talk with that grim mask not a little diverted
lin.

Of course he knew; there was no doubt about that.
m t! he was furious with her. \Vhy hadn 't he said any
lhing? Was it really because, thoug h angry and hurt, he
loved her as much that he was afraid she would leave
him. The thought made her ever so slightly despise him.
but good-naturcdly : after all. he was her husband and he
provided her with board and lodging; so long as he
,lldo't interfere with her and let her do as she liked she
would be quit e nice to him. On the other hand, perhaps
his silence was due merely to a morb id timidity. Charlie
was right when he said that no one would hate a scandal
more th an \'\Ialter. He never made a speech if he could
help it. He had told her once that when he wa s sub
p- enned as a witness on a case where he was to give
expe rt evidence hc had hardly slept for a week before.
IIis shyness was a disease.

And there was another thing: men were very vain,
ll 11d so long as no one knew what had happened it might
be that Walter would be content to ignore it. Then she
wondered whether by any possibility Charlie was right
.... hen he sugges ted that Walter knew which side his
bread was buttered. Charlie was the most popular man
il l I IIC Colony and soon would be Colonial Secretary. He
• uuld be very useful to Walter: on the other hand he

•

" I shall survive it," she replied, and she was able t
smile as she spoke.

She made an observation or two as they d rove dow
the hill, but he answered curtly. She shrugged he
shoulders; she was growing a tri fle impatient : j f h
wanted to sulk, let him. she didn 't care. They drove j

silence till they reach ed th eir destination. I t was a larg
dinner party. There were too many people and to
many courses. While Kitty chatted gaily with he
neighbours she watched Walter. He was deathly pal
and his face was pinched .

" Your hu sband is looking rather washed out.
thought he didn't mind the heat. Has he been working
very hard?"

" He a1'01.'3.y5 works hard : '
"I Suppose you're going away soon?"

" Oh, yes, I think I shall go to Japan as I did last
year," she said. " The doc tor says I must get out of the
heat if ] don't want to go all to pieces."

\Valter did not as usual when they were dining
out give her a little smiling glance now and then. He
never looked at her. She had noticed that when he
came down to the cat he kept his eyes averted. and
he did the same when. with his usual politeness. he
gave her his hand to alight . Now, talking with the
women on either side of him, he did not smile. but
looked at them with steady and unblinking eyes; and
really his eyes looked enormous and in that pale face
coal black. His face was set and stern.
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could make himself very unpleasant if Walter put his
back up. Her heart exulted as she thought of her lover' s
strength and determination; she felt so defenceless in his
virile arms. Men were strange: it would never have
occurred to her that Walter was capable of such base

ness, and yet you never knew; perhaps his seriousness
was merely a mask for a mean and pettifogging nature.
The more she considered it the more likely it seemed
that Charlie was right; and she turned her glance once
more on her husband. There was no indulgence in it.

It happened that just then the women on either side
of him were talking with their neighbours and he was
left alone. He was staring straigh t in front of him,
forgetful of the pa rty, and his eyes were filled with a
morral sadness. It gaye Kitty a shock.

XXII

N EXT day when she was lying down after luncheon
dozing, she was aroused by a knock. at her door.

" Who is it?" she cried irritably.
At that hour she was unaccustomed to be disturbed.
"I'"
She recognized her husband's voice and she sat up

quick ly.
"Come in ."
"Did I wake you?" he asked as he entered.
" In point of fact you did ," she answered 10 the
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natural tone she had adopted with him for the last
IWO days.

"Will you come into the next room? I want to have
.. little talk with you."

Iler heart gave a sudden beat against her ribs.
.,I'll put on a dressing-gown."
He left her. She slipped her bare feet into mules and

wrapped herself in a kimono. She looked in the glass;
she was very pale and she put on some rouge. She stood
It the doo r for a moment, nerving herself for the
interview, and then with a bold face joined him.

" How did you manage to get away from the Labo ra
lOry at this hour?" she said. "I don' t often see you at
this sort of time,'

"Won't you sit down?"
He did not look at her. He spoke gravely. She was

f: Jad to do as he asked: her knees were a little shaky, and
unable to continue in that jocular tone she kept silent .
li e sat also and lit a cigarette. His eyes wandered rest
I t' ~ s1y about the room. He seemed to have some
.luliculty in start ing.

Suddenly he looked full at her; and because he had
held his eyes so long averted. his direct gaze gave her
such a fright that she smothered a cry.

" Have you ever heard of Mel-rae-fa?" he asked.
"There's been a good deal about it in the papers lately!'

She stared at him in astonishment. She hesitated.
" Is that the place where there's cholera? Mr.

A,huthnot was talking abou t it last night!'



"There's an epidemic. I believe it's the worst they've
had for years. There was a medical missionary there.
He died of cholera three days ago. T here's a French
convent there and of course there's the Customs man.
Everyone else has got out."

His eyes were still fixed on her and she could not
lower hers. She tried to read his expression, but she was
nervous, and she could only discern a stra nge wa tchful
ness. How could he look so steadily? He did not even
blink.

"The French nuns are doing what they can. T hey've
turned the orphanage into a hospital. But the people are
dying like flies. I've offered to go and take charge:'

" You?"
She sraned violently. Her first thought was that if he

went she would be free and without let or hindrance
could see Charlie. But the thought shocked her. She
felt herself go scarlet. Why did he watch her like that?
She looked away in embarrassment .

" Is that necessary?" she faltered .
" The re's not a foreign doctor in the place."
" But you ' re not a doctor, you're a bacteriologi st!'
"I am an M.D.• you know. and before I specialised I

did a good deal of general work in a hospital. The fact
tha t I'm first and foremos t a bacteriologist is all to the
good. It will be an admirable chance for research work."

He spoke almost flippantly and when she glanced at
him she was surprised to see in his eyes a gleam of
mockery. She could not understand.
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"But won ' t it be awfully dangerous?"

"Awfully."
He smiled. It was a derisive grimace. She leaned her

forehead on her hand. Suicide. It was nothing short of
I hat. Dreadful! She had not thought he would take it
like that . She couldn't let him do that. It was cruel. It
was not her fault if she did not love him. She could n't
hear the thought that he should kill himself for her sake.
Tears flowed softly down her cheeks .

" \'(fhat are you crying for?"
His voice was cold.
" You 're not obliged to go , arc you?"
"No, I go of my own free will."
"Please don't. Walter. It would be roo awful if

something happened. Supposing you died?"
Though his face remained impassive the shadow

of a smile once more crossed his eyes. He did not

answer.
"Where is this place?" she asked after a pause.
" Mei-ran-fu? It's on a tributary of the Western River.

We should go up the Western River and then b y

chair.'
"Who is we?"
" You and I."
She looked at him quickly. She thought she had

heard amiss. But now the smile in his eyes had travelled
I n his lips . Hi s dark eyes were fixed on her.

" Are you expecting me to come too?"
" I thought you'd like to."
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I

Her breath began to come very fast. A shudder
passed through her .

"But surely it's no place for a woman. The missionary
sent his wife and children down weeks ago and the
A. P. C. man and his wife came dow n. I met her at a
tea-party. I' ve just remembered that she said they left
some place on account of cholera."

"There arc five French nuns there."
Panic seized her.

" I don 't know what you mean. I t would be madness
for me to go. You know how delica te I am. Dr.
Hayward said I must get out of T ching-Ycn on account
of the heat. I could never stand the heat up there. And
cholera . I should be frightened out of my wi ts. It's
just asking for tro uble. There's no reason [or me to go.
I should die."

He did not answer. She looked at him in her despera
tion and she could hard ly restrain a cry. Hi s face had
a sort of black pallor which suddenly terr ified her.
She saw in it a look of hatred. \'Vas it possible that he
wanted her to die? She answered her own outrageous
thought.

" I t 's absurd. If you think you ought to go it's your
own lookout. But really you can ' t expect me to. I
hate illness. A cholera epidemic. I don' t pretend to be
very brave and I do n't mind telling you that I haven ' t
pluck fo r that. I shall stay here unt il it's time for me to
go to Japan."

" I should have thought that you would want to

~n.:ompany me whe n I am about to set out on a

lt lngcrous expedition."
JIe was openly mocking her now. She was confused.

She did not quite know whether he mean t what he said
o r was merely trying to frighten her .

" I don't think anyone could reasonably blame me for
refusing to go to a dangero us place where I had no

business o r where I could be of no use."
" You could be of the greatest use; you could cheer

and comfort me: '
She grew even a little paler.
" I don't understand what you're talking about."
" I shouldn' t have thought it needed more than

a\'erage intelligence."
" I'm no t go ing, Walter. It's monstrous to ask me."
"Then 1 shall not go either. I shall immediately file

Ill y petition." -

XXIII

S Il E looked at him blankly. What he said was so
unexpected that at the first morpent she coul d

h.mlly gather its sense.
" What on earth are you talking abo ut?" she

Iuhcrcd.
Rvcn to hersel f her reply rang false, and she saw

I IL(' look of disdain whic h it called for th o n Walter's

1!I' rn face.



"I'm afraid you 've thought me a bigger fool tha n
I am,"

She did no t q uite kn ow what to say. She was un 
decided whether indignantly to assert her innocence or
to break out in to angry reproaches. He seemed to read
her though ts.

" I've got all the proof necessary."

She began to cry. The tears flowed from her eyes
without any particular anguish ami she did no t d ry
them: to weep gave her a lit tle time to collect herself.
Bu t her mind was blan k. H e watched her wi thout
concern. and his calmness frightened her. He gee'v
impatient.

" You're not goi ng to do much good by crying, you
know."

His voice. so cold and hard, had the effect of exciting
in her a certain indignat ion. She was recovering her
nerve.

"1 don't ca re. I suppose you have no objection to
my divorcing you. Ir means nothing to a man,"

" Will you allow me to ask why ] should put myself
to the smallest inconvenience on your account?"

«It can't make any difference to you. It's not much
to ask you to behave like a gentleman."

"I have much too great a regard for your welfare."
She sat up now and dried her eyes.
" What do ),O U mean?" she asked him.
" Townsend will marry you only if he is co

respondent and the case is so shameless that his

wife is forced to divorce him,"
"You don' t know what you're talking about," she

cried .
" You stupid fool,"
His tone was so contemptuous that she flushed with

:lngcr. And perhaps her ange r was grea tcr because she
had never before heard him say to her any but sweet,
uatrering and delightful things. She had been accus
tomed to find him subservient to all her whims.

"]f you want the truth you can have it. He's only to o
anxious to marry me. Dorothy Townsend is perfectly
willing to divorce him and we shall be married the
moment we're free,"

"Did he tell you that in so many words or is tha t the
impression you have gained from his manner?"

Walter's eyes shone with bitter mockery. They made
Kiny a tri fle uneasy. She was not quite sure thar Charlie
had cver said exactly that in so many words.

" He's said it over and ove r again ."
"That's a lie and you know it's a lie,"
" He loves me with all his heart and soul. He loves

IIl C as passiona tely as I love him. You've found out.
l ' lll not going to deny anyt hing. Wh Y' should I? We've
1'('('1l lovers for a year and I'm proud of it. He means
«vcryrhing in the world to me and I'm glad tha t you
~1l"W at last. We're sick to death of secrecy and com
I'r, .mise and all the rest of it. It was a mistake that ] ever
marrjcd you, I never should have done it, I was a fool.
I never cared for you. We never had anything in
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common. I do n' t like the people you like and I'm bored
by the thi ngs that interest you. I 'm thankful it's
finished."

He watched her without a gestu re and without a
movement of his face. He listened attent ively and no
change in his expression showed tha t what she said
affected him .

" Do you know why I ma rried you?"
"Because you wanted to be married before your sister

Doris."
It was true, bu t it gave her a funny lit tle turn to realise

that he knew it. Oddly enough, even in that moment of
fear and anger , it excited her compassion. He faintly

smiled.
" I had no illusions about you ," he said. "I knew ),ou

were silly and frivolous and empty-headed. But I loved
you. I knew that you r aims and ideals were vulgar and
common place. But I loved you. I knew that you were
second-rate. But I loved you. I t's comic whe n I think
how hard I tr ied to be amused by the things that amused
you and how anxious I was to hide from you that I
wasn't ignorant and vulgar and scandal-mongering and
stupid. I knew how frightened you were of intelligence
and I did everything I could to make you think me as
big a fool as the rest of the men you knew. I knew tha t
you'd only married me for convenience . I loved you so
much. I didn't care. Mos t people, as far as I can see,
when the y're in love with some one and the love isn't
returned feel that they have a grievance. They grow

II l1grr and bitte r. I wasn't like that . I never expected
)'0 11 to love me, I didn' t see any reason that you should,
I never thought myself very lovable. I was thankful to
he allowed to love you and I was enraptu red when now
, 1Il1then I thought you were pleased with me or when I
noriced in you r eyes a gleam of good-humoured affec
linn. I tri ed no t to bore you with my love; I knew T
couldn' t affo rd to do that and I was always on the look
out for the first sign that you were impatient with my
affection. \ 'qhat most husbands expect as a right I was

prepared to receive as a favour."
Kitty, accustomed to flattery all her life, had never

heard such thi ngs said to her before. Blind wrat h,
IIriving out fear, arose in her heart : it seemed to choke
her and she felt th e blood-vessels in her temples swell•
II ml throb. \ \founded vanity can make a woman more
vindictive than a lioness robbed of her cubs. Kitty's

\,I W, always a litt le too square, protruded with an apish
hideousness and her beautiful eyes were black with

malice. But she kept her tempe r in check.
" If a man hasn' t what's necessary to make a woman

love him, it's his fault, no t hers." ,

" Evidently."
Ili s derisive tone increased her irritation. She felt that

, he- could wound him more by maintaining her calm.
" I'm not very well educated and I'm not very clever.

1' 111 just a perfectly ordinary young woman. I like the
.!lings that the people like among whom I've lived all
lily life. I like daocing and tennis and theatres and I like



the men who play games. I t's quite true that I've always
been bored by you and by the things you like. They
mean nothing to me and I don't want them to . You
dragged me round those interminable galleries in
Venice: I should have en joyed myself much more
playing golf at Sandwich."

"I know."
" I'm sorry if I haven't been all that you expected me

to be. Unfortunately I always found you ph ysically
repulsive. You can hardly blame me for that,"

" I don 't."

Kitty could more easily have coped with the situa tion
if he had raved and stormed. She could have met
violence with violence. His self-con trol was inhuman
and she hated him now as she had neve r hated him
before.

" I don' t think you're a man at all. Why did n' t you
break into the room when you knew I was there wi th
Charl ie? You might at least have tried to thrash him.
Were you afraid ?"

But the moment she had said this she flushed, for she
was ashamed. He did not answer, but in his eyes she
read an icy disdain . The shadow of a smile flickered on
his lips .

"It may be that, like a historical character, I am to o
proud to fight."

Ki tty, unable to think ofanything to answer, shrugged
her shoulders . For a moment longer he held her in his
immobile gaze.

" I beg your pardon. I daresay my sense of humou r
l ~ peculiar." -

She looked at him, frowning. •She would have liked
1( , say something bitte r and wounding, but no rejoinder
»rcurred to her. He looked at his watch.

" You had better loo k sharp if you want to catch
Townsend at his office. If you decide to come with me ,
t" Mei-tan-fu it would be necessary to start the day
. Iler to-morro w."

" Do you want me to tell him to-day?"
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" I think I've said all I had to say: if you refuse to
1 (lI 11e to Mei-tan-fu I shall file my petition."

"Why wo n't you consent to let me divorce you?"
He took his eyes off her at last. He leaned back in his

I hair and lit a cigarette . He smo ked it to the end without

•.lying a word. Then, throwing away the butt, he gave
II little smile. He looked at her once more.

" If Mrs. T ownsend will give me her assurance that
~hc will divorce her husband and if he will give me his
written promise to marry you within a week of the two
decrees being made absolute, I will do that."

There was something in the way he spoke which
disconcerted her. But her self-respect obliged her to
IIITept his offer in the gra nd manner.

"That is very generous of you, Walter."
'1'0 her astonishment he burst suddenly into a shout

of laughter. She flushed angrily.

" What arc you laughing at? I see nothing to laugh
ilL"
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I I II' door, left them alone he dropped the affable form ality
" I his manner.

" I say, my dear, you really mustn 't come here in
working hours. I've got an awful lo t to do and we
,1" II 't want to give peop le a chance to gossip."

She gave him a long look with those beautiful eyes
" f hers and tried to smile, but her lips were stiff and
Illc could not.

" 1 wouldn' t have come unless it was necessary:'
l it: smiled and took her arm.
"Well, since you're here come and sit down."
It was a long bare room, narrow. with a high ceiling;

III walls were painted in two shades of terra cotta . The
"nly furniture cons isted of a large desk. a revolving
,hair for T ownsend to sit in and a leather arm-chair for
vuiro rs, It intimidated Ki tty to sit in th is. He sat at
l hl" desk. She had never seen him in spectacles before;
I ll: {lid not know that he used them. When he not iced

11... 1 her eyes were on them he took them off.
'" only use them for reading: ' he said.
Her tears came easily and now, she hardly knew why,

.1,1' be gan to cry. She had no deliberate intent ion of
,I, wiving, but rather an instinctive desire to excite his
t illpathy. He looked at her blankl y.

" Is anything the matter? Db, my dear. don't cry: '
~hc took out her handkerchief and tr ied to check her

." hR. He rang the bell and when the boy came to the
,I.... r went to it.

" If anyone asks for me say I'm out."

I
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" They say there is no time like the present."
H er heart began to beat a little faster. I t was not

uneasiness that she felt, it was. she didn' t quite know
what it was. She wished she could have had a littl e
longer; she would have liked to prepare Charlie. But
she had the fullest confidence in him, he loved her as
much as she loved him, and it wa s treacherous even to
let the th ought cross her mind that he would not
welcome the necessity that was forced upon them. She

turned to Walter gravely.
" I don 't think you know wha t love is. You can have

no conception how desperately in love Charl ie and I are
with one another. It really is the only thing that matters
and every sacrifice that ou r love calls for will be as easy

as falling off a log:'
He gave a little bow, but said nothing, and his eyes

followed her as she walked with measured step fro m
the room.

X ;"7V

SHE sent in a little note to Charlie on which she had
written : "Please see flit. II is IIrgml." A Chinese
boy asked her to wait and bro ught the answer that
Mr. Townsend would sec her in five minutes. She
was unaccountably nervous. \Vhen at last she was
ushered into his room Charlie came forward to shake
hands with her, but the moment the boy, having closed
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te ceuse it seemed the nat ural thing to do.
"This is a bloody mess wc've got into," he said at

length. " But it's no good losing our heads. Crying isn't
~lling to do us any good, you know."

She noti ced the irritation in his voice and dried her
l )' CS.

" It's not my fault. Charlie. I couldn' t help it."
"Of course you couldn' t. It was just damned bad

lurk. I was just as much to blame as you were. The
l!ling to do now is to see how we' re going to get ou t
" f it. I don' t suppose you want to be divorced any more
rhan I do."

She smothered a gasp. She gave him a searching look.
l ie was not thinking of her at all .

" I wonder what his proofs really are. I don't know
ho w he can actually prove that we were together in that
loo m . On the whole we've been about as careful as
~ n )'one could be. I'm sure that old fellow at the curio
~hop wouldn't have given us away. Even if he'd seen
li S go in there's no reason why we shouldn' t hunt curios

1"J.:"ethcr."
I lc was talking to himself rather than to her.
" It's easy enough to bring charges. but it 's damned

dnlic ul r to prove them; any lawyer will tell you that.
I sur line is to deny everything, and if he threatens to
"ring an action we'll tell him to go to bell and we'll
h~ ht it."

" I couldn' t go into court, Charlie."
" ' \l hy on earth not? I'm afraid you'll have to. God

G
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" Very good, sir."
The boy closed the door, Charlie sat on the arm of

the chair and put his arm round Kitty's shoulders.
"Now, Kitty dear, tcll me all about i t,"
" \Valter wants a divorce," she said.
She felt the pressure of his arm on her shoulder cease.

His body sti ffened, There was a moment 's silence, then
Townsend rose from her chair and sat down once ma rc
in his.

"Whee exactly do you mean?" he said,
She looked at him quickly, for his vo ice was hoarse,

and she saw that his face was dully red,
" I've had a talk with him. I've come straight from the

house now, He says he has all the proof he wants."
"You didn't commit yourself, did you? You didn't

acknowledge anything?"
Her heart sank.
«No," she answered ,
"Are you qui re sure?" he asked. loo king at her

sharply.
"Quite sure," she lied again.
He leaned back in his chai r and stared vacantly at the

map of China which was hangi ng on the wall in front 01

him . She watched him anxiously. She was somewhat
disconcerted at the manne r in which he had received the
news, She had expected him to take hcr in his arms and

tell her he was thankful, for now they could be together
always; but of course men were funn y. She wa

crying softly, not now to arouse sympathy, but
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knows, I don't want a row, but we can ' t take it lying
down."

" Why need we dcfand it?"
"\'V'hat a question to askl After all, it's not only you

t hat are concerned, I'm concerned too. But as a ma tter
of fact I don't think you need be afraid of that. \Ve shall
be able to square your husband somehow. The only
thing that worries me is the best way to set about it."

It looked as though an idea occurred to him, for he
turned towards her with his charming smile and his
tone. a moment before abrupt and business-like, became
ingratiating.

"I'm afraid you've been awfully upset, poor little
woman. It 's too bad." He stretched out his hand and
rook hers. " It's a scrape we've got into , but we shall
ge t out of it. It's not . . : ' He stopped and Ki tt y had
a suspicio n that he had been about to say that it was not

the first he had got ou t of. " The great thing is to keep
our heads. You know ] shall never let you down."

" I'm not frightened, ] don't care what he does."
He smiled still, but perhaps his smile was a tr ifle

forced.
" If the worst comes to the worst I shall have to tell

the Governor. He'll curse me like hell. but he's a good
fellow and a man of the world. He'll fix it up some
how. It wouldn 't do him any good jf there was a
scandal."

" What can he do?" asked Ki tty.
"He can bring pressure to bear on \Valter. If he can't I

. t at him through his amb ition he' ll get at him through

Il l, sense of duty."
Kilty was a little chi lled . She did not seem able to

Il l!l..e Charlie see how desperately grave the situation
• •. His airiness made her impatient. She was sorry

llull she had come to see him in his office. T he sur
rouudiugs intimidated her. It wou ld have been much
'4 , i('r to say what she wanted if she could have been
It, h is arms with hers round his neck.

" You don't know \Valter," she said.
'" know that every man has his price."
She loved Charlie with all her heart, hut his reply

dlM'o(Jcerrcd her; for such a clever man it was a st upid

I l lIng to say.
" I don ' t thi nk you realise how angry Walter is. You

lu vcn' r seen his face and the look of his eyes."
He did not reply for a moment, but looked at her with

II . Iight smile. She knew what he was thinking. Waltcr
WIIS the bacteriologist and occupied a subordina te pos i
Ih .11; he would hardly have the impudence to make
l.ulIsd f a nuisance to the upper officials of the Colony.

" It's no good deceiving yourself, Charlie," she said
' "Incstly. " If W~tcr has made up his mind to bring an
., uu n nothing that you or anybody else can say will have

the' slightest influence."
His face once more grew heavy and sulky.
" Is it his idea to make me co-respondent?"
" At first it was. At last I managed to get him to

, »nsent to let me divorce him."
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"Oh, well, that's not so terrible." His manner relaxed
again and she saw the relief in his eyes. " That seems to
me a very good way out. After all, it' s the least a man
can do, it' s the only decent th ing ."

" But he makes a condition."

He gave her an inquiring g lance and he seemed to
reflect.

" Of course I'm not a very rich man , but I' ll do
anything in my power:'

Kitty was silent. Charlie was saying things which she
would never have expected him to say. A nd they made

it difficult for her to speak. She had expected to blur t
it out in one breath, held in his loving arms. with her
burning face hid on his brea st.

"He agrees to my divo rcing him if your wife will give
him the assurance tha t she will divo rce you: '

"Anything c1se?"
Kitty could hardly find her voice.
"And- it's awfully hard to say. Charlie, it sounds

dreadful-if you'll promise to marry me withi n a week
of the decrees being made abso lute."

F OR a moment he was silent. Then he took her hand
again and pressed it gently.

" You know. da rling:' he said, " whatever happens
we mus t keep D o rothy o ut of this,"

She looked at him blankly.
" But I don' t understand . How can we?"
" Well, we can't only think ofo urselves in this world.

You know, other th ings being equal, there 's nothing in
the world I'd love mo re than to marry you . But it ' s
quite out of the q uestion. I kn ow D oro th y: nothing
would induce her to d ivorce me."

Kitty was becoming horribly frightened. She began
III cry aga in. He got up and sat down beside her with
his arm round her waist.

"Try not to up set yourself, darling. \Ve /IIttst keep
our heads."

" I thoug ht you loved me . . ."

" Of course I love you," he said te nde rly. " You surely
can' t have any doubt of tha t now."

" If she won' t divorce you W alter will make you
co-responden t."

He took an appreciable time to answer. Hi s tone
was dry.

"Of co urse that would ruin my career, but I'm afraid
it wouldn't do you much good. If the worst came to the
worst I should make a d ean brea st of it to D oro thy:
she'd be dreadfully hurt and wretched, but she'd forgive
me." H e had an idea. " I'm no t sure if the best plan
wouldn' t be to make a clean breast of i t anyhow. If she
went to your husband I daresay she could persuade him
to hold his tong ue."

«Does tha t mean yo u don't want her to divorce
you?"

~~~~~~----"''' _. - - - - -
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"Well, I have got my boys to thin k of, haven 't I?
And naturally I don't want to make her unhappy. We've
always got on very well together. She's been an awfully
good wife to me, you know."

"Why did you tell me that she meant nothing to
you?"

"I never did . I said I wasn' t in love with her. We
haven't slept together for years except now and then,
on Christmas Day for instance, or the day before she was
going home or the day she came back. She isn't a
woman who cares for that sort of thing . Bur we've
always been excellent friends. I don't mind telling you
that I depend on her more than anyone has any idea of."

"Don' t you thin k it would have been better to leave
me alone then?"

She found it strange that with terror catching her
breath she could speak so calmly.

"You were the loveliest little thing I' d seen for years.
J just fell madly in love with you. You can' t blame me
for that:'

"After all, you said you'd never let me down."
" But, good God , I'm not going to let you down.

We've go t in an awful scrape and I'm going to do
everything that's humanly possible to get you out of it ."

"Except the one obvious and natural thing:'
He stood up and retu rned to his own chair.
" My dear, you must be reasonable. \Ve'd much better

face the situation frankly. J don't want to hurt your
feelings, but really I must tell you th e truth. I'm very
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k-en on my career. T here's no reason why I shouldn ' t
he a Governor one of these days, and it's a damned soft
It ,ll to be a Colonial Governor. Unless we can hush this
up I don' t stand a dog's chance. I may not have to leave
rhc service, but there'll always be a black mark against
me. If I do have to leave the service then I must go into
business in China , where I know people. In either case
Illy only chance is for Dorothy to stick to me."

" \,\'a5 it necessary to tell me that you wanted nothing

ill the world but me?"
The corners of his mouth drooped peevishly.
"Oh, my dear, it's rather hard to take quite literally

lhe things a man says when he's in love with you: '
" Didn' t you mean them?"
"At the moment: '
..And what's to happen to me if \'ifaltcr divorces me?"
" If we really haven' t a leg to stand on of course we

wnn' t defend. T here shouldn' t be any publicity and

1M:'1'pic are pretty broad-minded nowadays."
(lor the first time Kitty thought of her mot her. She:"

_hivered. Sh~ looked again at Townsend. Her pain
IU ,W was tinged 'wi th resentment.

" I'm sure you'd have no difficulty in bearing any
luo .nvcnlence that I had to suffer," she said.

"We're not going to get much further by saying
, 1l ~ " I: reeablc th ings to one another," he answered.

She gave a cry of despair. It was dreadful that
. he- ~hould love him so devotedly and yet feel such
hiuemcss towards him. It was no t possible that he



understood how much he meant to her.

"Oh, Charlie, don't you kno w how I love you?"
«But, my dear, J love you . Only we' re not Jiving in

a desert island and we've got to make the best we can
o ut of the circumstances that arc fo rced upon us. You
really must be reasonable."

"How can I be reasonab le? T o me our love was
everything and you were my whole life. It is no t very
pleasant to realise that to yo u it was only an episode ."

" Of course it wasn' t an episode. But you know, when
you ask me to get my wife, to whom I'm very much
attached, to divorce me, and ruin my caree r by marrying
you, you're asking a good deal."

"No more than I'm willing to do for you."
"The circumstances are rather differen t."
" The on ly difference is that you don't love me.'
HOne can be very much in love with a woman without

wishing to spend thc rest ofone's life with her."
She gave him a quick look and despair seized her.

Heavy tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Oh, how cruel! How can you be so heartless?"
She began to sob hysterically. He gave an anxious

glancc at the door.

" My dear, do try and control yourself."
" You don 't know how I love you," she gasped. " I

can't live without you. Have you no pity for me?"
She could not speak any more. She wept without

restraint.

" I don' t want to be unkind and, Heaven knows, I
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.k.n'r want to hurt your feelings, but I must tcll you the

truth."
"It's the ruin of my whole life. Why could n' t )·ou

leave me alone? \Vhat harm had I ever done you?"
" Of course if it docs you any good to put all the

Marne on me you may."
Kitty blazed with sudden anger.
" I suppose I threw myself at your head. I suppose 1

J.:ave you no peace till you yielded to my entreaties."
" I don' t say that. But I certainly should never have

I hought of making love to you if you hadn't made it
perfectly clear that you were read y to be made love to ,"

Oh, the shame of itl She knew that what he said was
true. His face now was sullen and worried and his hands
moved uneasily. Every now and then he gave her a
lillie glance of exasperation.

"Won' t you r husband forgive you?" he said after a

while.
"I never asked him."
Instinctively he clenched his hands. She saw him

. uppress the' exclamation of annoyance which came to

IIis lips.
"Why don' t you go to him and throw yourself on

his mercy? If he's as much in love with you as you say
he's bound to forgive you."

" How little you know himl"
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SHE wiped her eyes. She tried to pull herself
together.

"Charlie, if )' OU desert me I shall die."
She was driven now to appeal to his compa ssion. She

ough t to have told him at once. When he knew the
horrible alterna tive that was placed before her his
generosity, his sense of justice, his manliness, wo uld be
so vehemently aroused that he wou ld think of nothing
but her danger. Oh, how passionately she desired to
feel his dear, protecting arms around herl

"Walter wants me to go to Mei-tan-Fu.'
"Oh, but tha t's the place where the cholera is.

They've got the worst epidemic that they've had for
fifry years. It's no place for a woman. You can' t
possibly go there."

"If you let me down I sha ll have to,"
" Wha t do you mean? I don ' t understand."
" Walte r is taking the place of the missionary doctor

who died. He want s me to go with him ."
"When?"
"Now. At once,"

T ownsend pushed back his chair and looked at her
with puzzled eyes.

" I may be very stupid, bu t 1 can' t make head or tail
out of what you're saying. If he wants you to go to
this place with him, what about a divorce?"
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"He's given me my choice. I must eithe r go to
Mci-tan-fu or else he' ll bring an action."

"Oh, I see." Townsend's tone changed ever so
slighdy. «I think that's rathe r decent of him, don't

you?"
"Decent?"
"Well, it's a damned spo rting thing of him to go

there. It's not a thing I'd fancy. Of course hc'll get a
C M.G. for it when he comes back."

" But me. Charlie?" she cried, with anguish in her

voice.
"Well, I think if he wants you to go, under the

circumstances I don 't sec how you can very well refuse."
" It means death. Absolutely certain death."
"Oh, damn it all, that's rather an exagge ration. lie

would hardly take you if he thought tha t. I t's no more
risk for you than for him. In point of fact there's no
J: rcat risk if you're careful. I've been here when there' s
been cholera and I haven't turned a hair. The great
thing is not to eat anything uncooked, no raw fruit or
salads, or anything like that, and see that you r drinking
water is boiled." He was gaining confidence as he pro·
reeded, and his speech was fluent; he was even becoming
less sullen and more alert; he was almost breezy. "After
I II, it's his job, isn't it? He's interested in bugs. It 's

rather a chance for him if you come to think of it."
" But me, Charlie?" she repea ted. not with an~uilih

!lOW, but with consternation.
"Well, the best way to understand a man is I II p ilI



from sheer fright in an epidemic as because they get

infected,"
" But I'm frightened now. When Walter spoke of it

I almost fainted."
" At the first moment I can quite believe it was a

shock hut when you come to look at it calmly you'll
he all' right. I t'll be the sort of experience tha t not

everyone has had,"
" I thought, I thought . . ." .
She rockcd to and fro in an agony. He did not speak,

lind once more his face wore that sullen look which till
laely she had never known. Kitty was not crying now.
She was dry-eyed, calm, and though her voice was low

II was steady.
t

, ..
" Do you want me a go.
" It' s Hobson's choice, isn' t it?"

" Is it?"
" It's only fair to you to tell you that if your husband

brought an action for divorce and won it I should not
. . ..

he in a postuon to marry you.
lt must have seemed an age to him before she

answered. She rose slowly to her feet,
" I don' t think that my husband ever thought of

" ringing an action."
" Then why in God's name have you been frightening

me nut of my wits?" he asked.
She looked at him coolly.
" I lc knew that you'd let me down,"
She was silent. Vaguely, as when you are studying a
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yourself in his shoes. From his point of view you've
been rather a naughty little thing and he wants to get
you out of harm's way. I always thought he never
wanted to divorce you, he doesn' t strike me as that sort
of chap; but he made what he thought was a very
generous offer and you p ut his hack up by tu rning it
down. I don' t want to blame you, but really for all our
sakes I think you ought to have given it a little
consideration."

" But don' t you see it' ll kill me? D on' t you know that
he's taking me there because he knows it' ll kill me,"

"Oh, my dear, don't talk like that. \Ve're in a damned
awkward position and really it 's no time to be
melod ramatic."

" You've made up your mind not to understand," Oh,
the pain in her heart, and the fear! She could have
screamed. «You can't send me to certain death. If you
have no love or pity for me you must have just ordinary
human feeling."

" I think it' s rather hard on me to put it like that.
As far as I can make out your husband is behaving
very generously. He's willing to forgive you if you'll
let him. He wants to get you away and thi s oppo r·
tunity has presented itself to take ) 'OU to some place
where for a few months you'll be out of harm's way.
I don' t pretend that Mei-tan-fu is a health resort, I
never knew a Chinese d ty that was, but there's no
reason to get th~wind up about it. In fact that's the
worst thing you can do. I believe as many people die

...,CL, I. , J' l ,i.~,. I' •
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"And now I know all that he knew. I know that
you' re callous and heartless. I know that you're selfish,
selfish beyon d words, and I know that you haven 't the
nerve of a rabbit. I know you're a liar and a humbug.
I know that you 're utterly contemptible. And the tragic
part is"- her face was on a sudden distraught with
pnin-c-t'rhc tragic parr is that notwithstanding I love
you wit h all my heart."

" Kitty."
She gave a bitter laugh. He had spoke n her name

in that melting. rich tone of his which came to him so
naturally and meant so little.

"You fool." she said.
He drew back quickly. flushing and offended; he•could not make her out. She gave him a look in which

I here was a glint of amusement.
"You're beginning to dislike me. aren' t you? Well,

dislike me. It doesn' t make any difference to me now,"
She began to put on her gloves.
" What are you going to do?" he asked.
" Oh, don' t be afraid, you'll come to no harm. You'll

he quite safe,"
"Par God's sake. don' t talk like that, Ki tty:' he

answered and his deep voice rang with anxiety. "You
must know tha t everything that concerns you concerns
11 rc. I shall be frigh tfully anxious to know what happens.
What are you going to say to your husband?')

" I'm going to tell him that I'm prepared to go to
Mci-tan-fu with him,"
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foreign language and read a page which at first you can
make nothing of. till a word or a sentence gives you a

clue; and on a sudden a suspicion. as it were,of the sense
flashes across your troubled wits. vaguely she gained an
inkling into the workings of Walter's mind . It was like
a dark and omi nous landscape seen by a flash ofl ightning
and in a moment hidden again by the night. She
shuddered at what she saw.

"He made that threat only because he knew that you'd
crumple up at it. Charlie. It's strange that he should
have judged you so accurately. It was just like him to
expose me to such a cruel disillusion ."

Charlie looked down at the sheet of blotting paper in
fron t of him. He wa s frowning a littl e and his mouth
was sulky. But he did not reply.

"He knew that you were vain. cowardly and self
seeking. He wanted me to sec it with my own eyes. He
knew that you'd run like a hare at the approach of
danger. He knew how grossly deceived I was in think
ing that you were in love with me, because he knew that
you were incapable of loving anyone but yourself. He
knew you'd sacrifice me witho ut a pang to save your
own skin."

"If it really gives you any satisfaction to say beastly
things to me I suppose I've got no right to complain.
Women always are unfair and they generally managC'
to put a man in the wrong. But there is something to
be said on the other side."

She took no notice of his interru ption.
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WALTE R was in when she got home . She would
have liked to go straight to her room, but he was
downstairs, in the hall, giving instruction s to one of the

"Perhaps when you consen t he won ' t insist ,"

He could not have known wh y. when he said this,
she looked at him so strangely.

"You' re no t really frightened?" he asked her.
"No: ' she said. " You've inspired me with courage.

To go into the midst of a cholera epidemic will be a
unique experience and if I die of it- well, I die."

" I was trying to be as kind to you as I could,'

She looked at him again. Tears sprang into her eyes
once more an d her heart was very full . T he impulse was
almost irresistible to fling herself on his breast and crush
her lips against his. It was no use.

" If you want to know0" she said, trying to keep her
voice steady, " I go with death in my heart and fear.
I do not know what Walter has in that dark. twisted
mind of his, bu t I'm shaking with terror. I think it may
be that death will be really a release."

She fell that she could not hold on to her self-control
for another moment. She walked swiftly to the door
and let herself out before he had time to move from his
chair. Townsend gave a long sigh of relief. He badly
wanted a brandy and soda.
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'1'111'.Y were reaching their destination at last. They
were borne in chairs, day after day. along a narrow
I euscway between in terminable rice-fields. They set out
II dawn and travelled till the heat of the day forced them
'n take shelter in a wayside inn and then went on agai n
till they reached the town where they had arranged to
l't"l ul the night. Kitty's chair headed the procession and

W,.d tcr followed her; then in a straggling line came the..

xxviii

toys. She was so wre tched that she welcomed the
humiliation to which she must expose herself. She
ucpped and faced him.

" I'm coming with you to that place," she said.
"Oh, good."
"When do you want me to be ready?"
"To-morrow night."
She did not know what spirit of bravado entered into

lire. His indifference was like the prick of a spear. She
~ iJ a thing that surprised herself.

" I suppose I needn ' t take more than a few summer
things and a shroud, need I?"

She was watching his face and knew that her flippancy
. ngcred him.

"I've already told you r amah what you'll want."
She nodded and went up to her room. She was very

pelc.
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but she had done everything she knew to make him fond
of her. T hey had always got on so well. they laughedall
the time they were together, they were not only lovers
hut good friends. She could not understand; she was
broken. She told herself that she hated and despised
him; but she had no idea how she was going to live if
she was never to sec him again. IfWalter was taking her
10 Mei-ran-fu as a puni shment he was making a fool of
himself, for what did she care now what became of her?
She had nothing to live for any more. It was rather hard )
to be finished with life at twenty-seven.
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ON the steamer that took them up the \'Q'estern River
Walter read incessantly, bu t at meal-times he en
dcavourcd to make some kind of conve rsation. lie
talked to her as though she were a stranger with whom
he happened to be making the journey, of indifferent
things, from politeness, Kitty imagined, or because so he
could render mo re marked the gulf that separated them.

In a flash of insight she had told Charlie that Walter
had sent her to him with the threat of divorce as the
alternat ive to her accompanying him to the stricken city
III order that she might see for herself how indifferen t,
coward ly and selfish he was. It was true . It was a trick
which accorded very well with his sardonic humour. 11("
knew exactly what would happen and he had given her

coolies that bo re their bedding. stores and equipment .
Kitty passed through the country with unseeing eyes.
All through the long hours. th e silence broken only by
an occasional remark from one of the bearers or a snatch
of uncouth song, shc turned over in her tortured mind
the details of that heart-rending scene in Charlie's office.
Recalling what he had said to her and what she had said
to him, she was dismayed to see what an arid and
business-like turn their conversation had taken. Shc had
not said what she wanted to say and she had not spoken
in the tone she intended. Had she been able to make him
see her boundless love. the passion in her heart, and her
helplessness. he could never have been so inhuman as to
leave her to her fate. She had been taken unawares. She
·could hardly believe her ears when he told her. more
clearly than with words. that he cared nothing for her.
T hat was why she had not even cried very much, she had
been so dazed. She had wept since, wept miserably.

At night in the inns. sharing the principal guest
chamber with her husband and conscious that Walter,
lying on his camp bed, a few feet away from her, lay
awake. she dug her teeth in the pillow so that no sound
might escape her. But in the daytime. protected by the
curtains of her chair. she allowed herself to give way.
Her pain was so great that she could have screamed at
the top of her vo ice; she had never known that one could
suffer so much; and she asked herself desperately what
she had done to deserve it. She could not make out why
Charlie did not love her: it was her fault, she supposed,
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amah necessary instructions before her return. She had
caught in his eyes a disdain which seemed to include her
lover as well as herself. He said to himself, perhaps,
that if he had been in 'Townsend 's place nothing in the
world would have hindered him from making any
sacrifice to gratify her smallest whim. She knew that
was true also. But then, when her eyes were opened,
how could he make her do something which was so
dangerous, and which he must know ftightened her so
terribly? At first she though t he was only playing with
her and till they actually started, no, later, till they left
the river and took to the chairs for the journey across
country, she though t he would give that little laugh of
his and tell her that she need not come. She had no
inkling what was in his mind. He could not really desire
her death. He had loved her so desperately. She knew
what love was now and she remembered a thousand
signs of his adoration. For him really. in the Fren ch
phrase. she did make fine weather and foul. It was
impossible that he did not love her still. Did you cease
to love a person because you had been treated cruelly?
She had not made him suffer as Charlie had made her
suffer and yet, if Charlie made a sign, notwi thstanding
everything, even though she knew him now, she would
abandon all the world had to offer and fly to his arms.
Even though he had sacrj6ced her and cared nothing for
her. even though he was caUous and unkind, she loved
him.

At first she though t that she had only to bide her
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, soo ner or later Walter would forgive h~r.
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t ha t hIS ave , h d rh? It was absur .
II designed er ea '

I hat he rea Y d It was odd,
th ct of a rna man.

That would be e a I.- h her as the thought
. hi that ran tlllOUg ,

Ihe little S lyer h W Iter was not qUIte
occurred to her that per aps a
IOlIl C.



SUD DE....LY her bearers. loog silent . began to speak
and one of them, turning round, with words she could
not understand and with a gesture, sought to attract
her attention . She looked in the direction he pointed
and there, on the top of a hill, saw an archwa)"; she
knew by now that it was a memorial in compliment
of a fortunate scholar or a virtuous widow, she had

passed many of them since they left the river; but this
one, silhouetted against the wesrering sun, was more
fantastic and beautiful than any she had seen. Yet, she
knew not why, it made her uneasy; it had a significance
which she fclt but could not put inro words: Was it a
menace that she vag uely discerned or was it derision?
She was passing a grove of bamboos and they leaned
over the causcu....ay strangely as if they would detain her;
though the summer c\'Cning was windless their narrow
green leaves shivered a little. It gave her the sensation
that someone hidden among them was Watclling her as
she passed. Now they came to the foo t of the hill and
the rice-fields ceased. The bearers took it with a swing _
ing stride. The hill was covered d ose with little 'green
mounds, close, d ose to one another. so that the g round
was ribbed like the sea-sand when the tide has gone out;
and this she knew too, for she had passed just such a
Spot as they approached each populous city and left it.
It was the graveyard. Now she knew why the bearers

ret
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h ay that stood on thehad called her attention to the arc he.d the end of their
crest of the hill: they had reac e

journey. h the archway and the chair-
They passed throchu

g
the pole from shoulder to

I paused to ange ith
'carers 0 f them wiped his sweating face W I a

shoulder. ne a d down There were
dirty rag. The causeway wo.~n Now ~e night was
be draggled houses on each SI de.den bro ke into excited
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falling. ut c h h k he- ranged themselvesd ith [ump r at s 0 0 •
talk an W I a J II I a moment she knew1 ld to rhc wall. n
as ncar as t ICy cou d there chatter.
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jog to one ano ct , a u iored nd its fresh
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51 e • chin darkness tty
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" aga inst er rr s.
felt her heart beat In terror d illr it seemed as though
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passed, ut t ic ea ill ill t go on But there

onup e W I 0 •
•hey could not summ d They did not
was a shout from behind and they starte .

~ I~e;::i ked for a few minutes longc~ and then, 'du: : : d
, The chair was sc .sharply into an open gatcv. ay.

She had arrived.
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nd she entered the sitting-room.
I .' was a bungalow a li gling in one by

d hile the coo es, strag
She sab~ouOg:~ i: their loads. Walter in the courtyardl,ne, •



" I've just been breaking it to your missus that I'm
dming with you. Since Watson died I haven't had
anybody much to talk to but the nuns, and I ~n never
,10 myself justice in French. Besides, there IS only a
limited number of subjects you can talk to them about."

" I've just told the boy to bring in some drinks," said
Walter.

'[b e servant brough t whisky and soda and K itty
noticed that Waddington helped himself generously.
His manner of speaking and his easy chuckle had
5uggestcd to her when he came in that he was not quite
sober.

" Here 's luck," he said. Then, tu rning to \\7alter:
" You've go t your work cut out fat you h~rc. They' re
dying like flies. The magistrate' s lost his he~d and
Colonel Yii the officer commanding the troops, IS hav
ing a devil 'of a job to prevent them from loot ing. If
something doesn' t hap pen soon we shall all be murdered
in our beds . I tried to get the nuns to go, but of course
they wouldn' t. They all want to be marty rs, damn
them:' _

He spoke lightly and there was in his voice a sort 01

1:hostly laughter so that you could not listen to him
.....ithout smiling.

"Why haven't you gone?" asked Walter.
" Well I've lost half my staff and the others are ready, ,

10 lie down and die at any minute. Somebody s got to

stay and keep things together."
"Have you been inoculated?"
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gave directions where this or tha t was to be placed. She
wa.s very tired. She was startled to hear an unkn own
V01ce.

" ]o,[ay I come in?"

She flushed and g rew pale. She was overwrought and
it made her nervous to meet a strange r. A man came
OUt of the darkness, for the long low room was lit on ly

by a shaded lamp. and held out his hand.

."My name is \'Q'addington . I am the Deputy Com
nussl0ner."

"Oh, the Customs. I know. I heard that you were
here."

In that dim light she could see only that he was a
little thin man, no taller than she, with a bald head and a
small, bare face.

."1 live just at the bottom of the hill, bu t coming in
this way you wouldn ' t have seen my house. I thought
you'd be too fagged to come and dine with me, so I've
ordered your dinner here and I've invited myself."

"I'm delighted to hear it:'

"You 'H find the cook's not bad. I kept on \'(farson's
boys for you."

"Warson was the missionary who was here?"
"Yes. Very nice fellow. I'll show you his g rave

to-morrow if you like."

"How kind you arc," said Kitty. with a smile.

At that moment Walter came in . Waddington had
introduced himself to him before coming in to see Kitty
and now he said:
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T HE dining-room was small and the greater part of it
was filled by an immense table. On the walls were
engravings of scenes fromthe Bible and illuminated texts.

"Mis sionaries always have large dining-tables..'
Waddington explained. "They get so much a year
more for eveC)' child they have and they buy their tables

The boy came in to ask if they would have dinner.
"You won ' t dress to-night. will you?" asked Wad

dington. "My boy died last week and the boy I have
now is a fool, so I haven't been d ressing in the evening."

" I'll go and take off my hat," said Kitty.
Her room was next door to that in which they sat. It

was barely furnished. An amah was kneeling on the
floor. the lamp beside her, unpacking Kitty's things.
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when they marry so that there shall be plenty of room
(or little strangers."

From the ceiling hung a large paraffin lamp. so that
Kitty was able to see better what sort of a man Wad
dington was. I lis baldness had deceived her into
rhlnkiog him no longer young. but she saw now that he
must be well under forty. His face, small under a high,
rounded forehead, was unlined and fresh-coloured; it
was ugly like a monkey's. bu t with an ugliness that was
not without charm; it was an amusing face. His
features, his nose and his mouth. were hardly larger
than a child's. and he had small. very bright blue e}'es.
Ilis eyebrows were fair and scanty. He looked like a
funny little old boy. He helped himself constantly to
liquor and as dinner proceeded it became evident that he
was far from sober. But if he was dr unk it was without
offensiveness, gaily, as a satyr might be who had stolen a
wine-skin from a sleeping shepherd.

He talked of Tching-Yen; he had many friends there
and he wanted to know about them. H e had been down
for the races a year before and he talked of ponies and
I heir owners.

"By the way, what about Townsend?" he asked
suddenly. " Is he going to become Colonial Secretary?"

Kitty felt herself flush, but her husband did not look
<It her.

"I shouldn' t wonder," he answered.
" He 's the sort that gets on."
"Do you know him?" asked Walter.
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"Yes. Watson did me. But he did himself too, and it
didn't do him much good, poo r blighter." He turned to
Kitty and his funny little face was gaily puckered. " I
don' t thin k there's any great risk if you take proper
precautions. Have your milk and water boiled and don't
eat fresh frui t or uncooked vegetables. Have you
brough t any gramophone record s with you?"

"No, I don' t think so," said Kitt y.

" I'm sor ry for that. I was hoping you would. I
haven't had any for a long time and I' m sick of my oid
ones."



"Yes, I know him pretty well. We travelled out fro m
home togethe r once."

From the othe r side of the river they heard the beating
of gongs and the clatter of fire-crackers. Then.'. so short
a way from them, the great city lay in terror; and death,
sudden and ruthless, hurried through its tortuous
streets. But Waddington began to speak of London.
He talked of the theatres. H e knew every thing that was
being played at the moment and he told them what

pieces he had seen when he was last home o n leave . He
laughed as he recollected the humour of this low
comedian and sighed as he reflected on the beauty of
that star of musical comedy. He was pleased to be able
to boast that a cousin of his had married one of the most
~Iebrated . He had lunched with her and she had given
him her photograph. He would show it to them when
they came and dined with him at the Customs.

Walter looked at hi s guest with a cold and ironic gaze,
but he was evidently not a litt le amused by him. and he
made an effort to show a civil interest in topics of which

Ki tty was well aware he knew nothing. A faint smile
lingered on his lips. But Ki tty. she knew not why. was
filled wit h awe. In the house of that dead missio nary,
over against the stricken city, they seemed immeasura bly
apart from all the world. Three so litary creatu res and
strangers to each other.

Dinn er was finished and she rose from the table.
"Do you mind if I say good-night to you? I'm going

to bed."
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" I' ll take myself off, I expect the doctor wa nts to go to
bed, too," ans were d Wadding ton. "\Y/e mu st be out

I "ear y to- mo rrow. .
He shook hands with Kitt y. He was quite steady o n

his feet but hi s eyes were sh ining mo re than ever.
, .. d k

" I'll come and fetch you," he to ld Walter, an ta e
you to see the Magistrate and Colonel Ya, and then
we' ll go along to the Convent. Yo u've got your work

cut out, I can tell you."
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IfER night was tortured with strange dreams . She
seemed to be carried in her chair and she fele the

swaying motio n as the bearers marched with ~heir long,
uneven stride. She entered cities, vas t and dim , where
the multitude thronged about her with curious eyes.
The streets were narrow and tortuous and in the open
shops, with their st range wares, all traffic stopped as she
went by and those who bought and those who sold.
paused. Then she came to the memori~l arch and its
fantast ic outline seemed on a sudden to gama monstrous

life' it s capri cious conto urs were like the waving arms
IIf a Hindu god. and. as she passed under it, s.he heard

the echo of mocking laughter. But then Charlie T~,:n

send came towards her and took her in his arms. lifd ng
her out of the chair, and said it was all a mistake, he had
never meant to treat her as he had, fo r he loved her and
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he couldn' t live without her. She felt his kisses on her
mouth and she wept with icy, asking him why he had
been so cruel, hut though she asked she knew it did nor

matte r. And then there was a hoarse. abrupt cry and
they were separated and between, hurrying silently,
coo lies passed in their ragged blue and they bore a
coffin .

She aw oke with a stan.

The bungalow stood half way down a steep hill and
from her window she saw the narrow river below her
and opposite, the city. The dawn had just broken and
from the river rose a whi te mis t shrouding the junks thae
lay moored close to one another like peas in a pod.

The re were hund reds of them. and they were silent.
mysterious in that ghostly light, and you had a feeling
tha t their crews Jay under an enchantment. for it seemed

that it was not sleep, but something strange and terrible.
that held them so still and mu te.

The mOrning drew on and the sun touched the mist so
that it shone whitely Jike the ghost of snow on a dying
star. Though on the river it was light so that you could
discern palely the lines of the crowded junks and the
thick forest of their masts. in front it was a shining waU
the eye could not pierce. But suddenly from that white
cloud a tal], gri m and massive bastion emerged. It
seemed not merely to be made visible by the all
discovering sun but rather to rise out of nothing at the
touch of a magic wand. It towered. the stronghold of a
cruel and barbaric race. over the rrver, But the magician
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, d a fragment ofwho built worked swiftly an now of
II crowned the bastion; in a momen t, out
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f H gc they seeme A
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dream. d Ki tty's face and she gazed, herThe tears ran o wn h
her breast and her mouth, for s e was

hands clasped to littl She had never felt so light of
breathles s, open a .e. h h her body were a

d ir seemed ro her as thougheart an It scerne .. Here was
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• c Sh took it as the believer takes In his moutIx-auty. e
the wafer which is God.
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I . th morning came
S INCE Walter went out ear y hlO e nd did n~t then

tiffin nly for half an our, a
lu ck at a . d Kitty found herselftill dinner was Just rea Y.
return d she did not stir from the
much alone. For someho:~:d for the most part she lay

hungal, OW~l- ~:r:ays;:~pen window, trying to read. TheIII a ong cna



hard ligh t of midday had robbed the mag ic palace of its
mystery and now it was no more than a temple on the

ci ty wall, garish and shabby, but because she had seen it
once in such an ecstasy it was never ag ain quite common

place; and often at dawn or at d usk, and again at night,
she foun d herself able to recaptu re something of that
beauty. \Vhat had seemed to her a mighty bastion wa s
but the city wall and on th is, massive and dark , her C}'C S

rested continually. Behind its crenellations lay the d ry
in the dread g rip of the pes tilence.

Vaguely she knew tha t terrible thi ngs were happening

there, not from W'a!ter who when she q uestioned him
(for otherwise he rarely spoke to her) answere d with a

humorous nonchalance which sen t a shiver down her
spi ne; but from Waddington and from the amah. The
people were dying at the rate of a hundred a day, and
hard ly any of those who were attacked by the disease
recovered from it; the gods had been bro ug ht out from
the abandon ed temples and placed in the streets;
offerings were laid before them and sacrifices made, but
they d id not stay the plague. The people died so fast that
it was hardly possible to bury them. In some ho uses the
whole family had been swep t aw ay and there was none
to perform the funeral rights. T he officer commanding
the troops was a masterful man and if the city was not
g iven over to riot and arson it was due to his deter
mination. H e fo rced hi s soldiers to bury such as there

was no one else to bury and he had shot with hi s ow n hand
an officer who demurred at entering a stricken house.
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. . was so frightened that her heart sank
Kitty sometJmes "I' b I t was
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reasonable p rccautJo ' ·

d
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she go? N ot to her mother; er mo e. d her off she
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Tne first time h .s c was alone with W d ' "sh b h a cnngt on
sue ro ug t the convcrsati
\X' ddi on rou nd to Cha rlie

~ ,Ing too had spoken of rum on the evening o f thei;
arrrva r. She pretended that h. c was no mo re tha n an
acquarnrano, of her husband.

" I never much cared for him" id" I ' > sal \'('add ing ton,
YC always thought him a be "• reo

th
'Yb ouhmust be very hard to please," returned K itty in

e rig t, chaffing w "sh ld ':t)' s C cou assume so easily " I
suppose he's far and away the m t 1 .
T

" 0 ' popu at ma n in
chmg-Yen."

"1 know That ' his k ". f . IS stoe - 10 trade. He's made a
science 0 popularity H h h. c as r c gift of rnakin C\'C

one he meets feel tha t he is the one pc . hg ry
he wants to sec He's I rson In l c world
' . , . a ways ready to <10 a serv ice tha t
IS~ t any trouble to himself, and even if he doesn't do

tha
w ta~ ~'ounlwanbet he manages to g ive you the impression

n's o y cause if h.. . s not umanly possible! '
" That IS surely an attractive trait ."

Charm and nothing b h. ut c arm at last grows a little
tiresome, I think. It's a relief then t d 1 . h-h " . a ea Wit a man
\\ a rsn t quae so delightful but a lit tle "
I've k Cha Ii more sincere.

ncwn r ie Townsend for a good many yeats

' nd once or twice I've caught him with the mask off
you see, I never mattered, just a subordinate official in
the Customs-and I know that he doesn' t in his heart
give a damn for any one in the world but himself:'

Kitty, lounging easily in her chair, looked at him with
~ rn il ing eyes. She turned her wedding-ring round and

round her finger.
" Of cou rse he'll get on. He knows all the official

ropes. Before I die I have e\-ery belief that I shall
«ldress him as Your Excellency and stand up when he

ente rs the room!'
" Most people think he deserves to get on. He's

I{cnerally supposed to have a grea t deal of ability."
"Ability? \Vhat nonsense! He's a very stupid man.

l ie gives you the impression that he dashes offhis work
and gets it th rough from sheer brilliancy . Nothing of
the kind. He's as industrious as a Eurasian clerk! '

"How has he got the reputation of being so clever?"
"There are many foolish people in theworld and when

II man in a rather high position puts on no frills, slaps
Ihemon the back, and tells them he' ll do anything in the
world for them, they are very likely to think him clever.
And then of course, there's his wife. There's an able
woman if you like. She has a good sound head and her
«lvice is always worth taking. As long as Charlie
't'ownsend's got her to depend on he's pretty safe never
1' 1 (\0 a foolish thing, and that's the first thing necessary
lor a man to get on in Government service. T hey don' t
want clever men; clever men have ideas. and ideas cause

, r z

to her

them.
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made her blush with shame when she recalled

X X XI '
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X X XVI

the women who fall in love with her husband are so

uncommonly second-rate."

WilEN Waddington left her Kitty thought over what
11(' had so carelessly said. It hadn' t been very pleasant
I " hear and she had had to make something of an
dfort not to show how much it touched her. It was
bitter to th ink that all he said was true. She knew that
Charlie was stupid and vain, hu ngry for flattery, and she
t('membered the complacency with which he had told
her little sto ries to prove his cleverness. He was pro~d
ofa low cunning. How worthless must she be if she-had
jl; ivcn her heart so passionately to such a man beca~se

because he had nice eyes and a good figure! She wished
III despise him, because so long as she only hated him
die knew that she was very ncar loving him. The way
he had treated her should have opened her eyes.
Walter had always held him in contempt. Oh, if she
could only get him out of her mind altogether! And had
Ids wife chaffed him about her obvious infatuation for
him? Do rothy would have liked to make a friend of her,
hut that she found her second-rate. Kitty smiled a little:
how indignant her mot her would. be to know that her

daughter was considered that!
Hut at night she dreamt of him again. She felt his

anus pressing her close and the hot passion of his kisses
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trouble; they want men who have charm and tact and
who can be counted on never to make a blunder. Oh ,
yes, Charlie Townsend will get to the top of th e tree all
right."

"I won der why you dislike him?"
" I don' t dislike him."
" But you like his wife better?" smiled Kitty.
"I'm an old-fashioned little man and I like a well-bred

woman."
"I wish she were well-dressed as well as well-bred."
"Doesn't she dress well? I never noticed."
" I've always heard that they were a devoted couple,"

said Kitty, watching him through her eyelashes.
"He's very fond of her: I will give him that credit.

think that is the most decent thing about him."
"Cold praise:'
" He has his little flirtations, but they' re not serious.

He's much too cunning to let them go to such lengths as
might cause him inconvenience. And of course he isn't
a passionate man; he's only a vain one. He likes
admiration. He's fat and forty now, he docs himself too
well, but he was very good-looking when he first came
to the Colony. I' ve often heard his wife chaff him about
his conquests."

" She doesn' t take his flirtations very seriously?"
"Oh, no , she knows they don't go very far. She says

she'd like to be able to make friends of the poor little
things who fall to Charlie; but they're always so com
man . She says it's really not very flattering to her that

b
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on her lips. What did it matter if he was fat and fort}'?
She laughed with soft affection because he minded so
mu ch; she loved him all the mo re for hi s childli ke
vanity and she could be sorry for him and comfo rt him.
When she awoke tears were streaming from her eyes.

She did not know why it seemed to her so t ragic to
cry in her sleep.

xxxsii

SHE saw Wadding ton every day, for he strolled up
the hill to the Fanes' bungalow when his day's wo rk
was donc; and so afte r a week they had arri ved at an
intimacy wh ich under other circumstances th ey could
scarcely have achieved in a year. O nce when Kitty told
him she didn't know what she would do there witho ut
him he an swered,laughing:

" You sec. you and I are the only people here who
walk quite quietly and peaceably on solid ground. The
nuns walk in heaven and you r husband-in da rkness ."

T hough she gave a careless laugh she wondered what
he meant. She felt that his merry little blue eyes were
scann ing her face with an amiable, but disconcerting
attention. She had discovered already that he was
shrewd and she had a feeling that the relations between
herself and Walter excited his cynical cu riosity, She
found a certain amusement in baffling him . She liked
him and she knew tha t he was kindly disposed towa rds

her. He was not witty nor bri lliant, but he had a dry and
incisive way of putting things which vvas diverting, and
his funny, boyish face under that bald skuU, all screwed
up with laughter, made his remarks sometimes ex
tremely droll. He had lived for many years in outports,
often wit h no man of his own colou r to talk to, and his
pe rso nalit y had developed in eccentric freedo m. He ,
was full offeds and odd ities. His frankness was refresh.
ing. He seemed to look upon life in a spi rit of banter,
and his ridicule of the Colony at Tching-Yen was acid;
hut he laughed also at the Chinese officia ls in Mel-tan
fu and at the cholera which decimated the city. He could
not tell a trag ic story or one of heroism without making
it, faintly absurd. He had many anecdotes of his ad

ventures during twe nty years in China, and you con
rluded from them that the earth was a very grotesque,
bizarre and ludicrous place.

Though he denied that he was a Chinese scholar (he
swore that the Sinologues were as mad as march hares)
he spo ke the language with case. He read little and
what he knew he had learned from conversation. But
he often to ld Ki tty sto ries from the Chinese novels and
from Chinese history and though he told them with that
airy badinage which was natural to him it was good
humoured and even tender. I t seemed to her that,
perhaps unconsciously he had adopted the Chinese view
I hat the Europeans were barbarians and their life a fall)' :

III China alone was it so led that a sensible man might
discern in it a so rt of reality. Here was food for re-



flection: K irry had never heard the Chinese spoken of as

anything but decadent, dirty and unspeakable. I t wa s as
though the corne r of a curtain were lifted for a moment,
and she caught a glimpse of a world rich with a colour
and signi ficance she had no t dreamt of.

He sat there. talking, laughing and drinking.
«D on ' t you th ink you drink too mu ch," said Kitty to

him boldly.

«It' s my great pleasure in life," he answered. " Be.
sides , it keeps the cholera out."

When he left her he was generally dru nk. hut he
carried his liquor well . I t made him hila rio us, but not
disagreeable.

O ne evening Walter, coming back earlier than usua l,
asked him to stay to dinner. A cu rious incident hap

pcncd. They had their soup and their fish and then with
the chicken a fresh green salad was handed to Ki tty by
the boy.

" Good God, you're not go ing to cat that," cried
Waddingt on, as he saw Kitty take some.

" Yes, we have it every night:'
"11 y wife likes it:' said Walter.
The dish was handed to Waddington . but he shook

his head.

"Thank you very much. but I'm not thinking of
committing suicide just yet."

Walter smiled gr imly and helped himself. Wadding.
ton said nothing more. in fact he became strangely
taciturn. and soon after di nner he left them.
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It was true that they ate salad every night. Two days
after their arriva l the cook. with the unconcern of the
Chinese, had sent it in and Kitty, without thinking, took
~"mc. Walter leaned forward quickly.

"You oughtn't to eat that. The boy's crazy to serve
. ..
H.

"Why not?" asked Kitty, looking at him full in the

Iacc.
"It's always dangerou s. it's madness now. You'll kill

yourself."
" I thought that was the idea," said Kitty.
She began to cat it coolly. She was seized with she

knew not what spirit of bravado, She watched Walter
with mocking eyes. She th ought that he grew a trifle
pale, but when the salad was handed to him he helped
himself. The cook, finding they did not refuse it, sent
them some in every day and every day, courting death .
I hey ate it. It was grotesque to take such a risk. Kitty.
in terro r of the disease, took it with the feeling not only
that she was thus maliciously avenging herself 011

Walter, but that she was flouting her own desperate

fears.

XXXVIII

I r was the day aftcr this that Waddington , coming to
the bungalow in thc afternoon, when he had sat a
lill ie asked Kitty if she would not go for a stroll with



They walked up the hill till they came to the arch way.
It was richly carved. Fantastic and ironical it stood like a
landmark in the surro unding country. They sat down
" 0 the pedestal and faced the wide plain. The hill was
sown dose with the litt le green mounds of the dead, not
ill lines hut disorderly, so that you felt that beneath the
surface they must strangely jostle one another. T he
narrow causeway meandered sinuously among the
green rice fields. A small boy seated on the neck of a
water-buffa lo drove it slowly home, and three peasants
in wide straw hats lollopcd with sidelong gait under
their heavy loads. Afte r the heat of the day it was
pleasant in that spot to catch the faint breeze of the
evening and the wide expanse of count ry brought a
sense of restful melancholy to the tortured heart. But
Kitty could not rid her mind of the dead beggar.

"How can you talk and laugh and drink whisky when
people are dying all around you?" she asked suddenly.

Waddington did not answer. He turned round and
looked at her, then he put his hand on her arm .

" You know, this. is no place for a woma n," he said
gravely. " Why don' t you go?"

She gave him a sidelong glance from beneath her long
lashes and there was the shadow of a smile on her lips.

" I sho uld have thought und er the circumstances a
wife's place was by her hu sband's side."

"When they telegraphed to me that you were corning
with Fane I was astonished. But then it occurred to me
that perhaps you'd been a nurse and all this sort of thing
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him . She had not been out of the compound since her
arrival. She was glad enough.

" There arc not many walks, I'm afraid:' he said.
" But we'll go to the top of the hill."

"Oh, yes. where the archway is. I' ve seen it often
from the terrace."

One of the boys opened the heavy doorway for them
and they stepped out into the dusty lane. T hey walked a
few yards and then Ki tty seizing Wadding ton 's a rm in
fright, gave a startled cry.

" Look'"
"What's the matte r?"

At the foot of the wall tha t surrounded the compound
a man lay on his back with his legs stretched out and his
arms thrown over his head. He wore the patched blue
rags and the wild mop of hair of the Chinese begga r.

"He looks as ifhe were dead," Kitty gasped .
"He is dead. Come along; you 'd better look the other

way. I'll have him moved when we come back."
But Kitty was trembling so violently that she could

not stir.

" I've never seen anyone dead before."

" You 'd bett er hurry up and get used to it then,
because you 'll see a good many before you 've done with
this cheerful spot!'

He took her hand and drew it in his arm. They
walked for a little in silence.

" Did he die ofcholera?" she said at last.
" 1 suppose so."

T H E PA IN T ED V E I L ,"



She waited for him to go on, fearful of what he was
about to say, for she had a pretty good idea of his
shrewdness and was awa re that he never hesitated to

speak his mind, but unable to resist the desire to hear

him talk about herself.
" I don't think fo r a moment that you're in love with

plll r husband. I think you dislike him, I sho uldn' t be
..urprised if yo u hated him . But I'm quite sure you're
afraid of him."

For a moment she looked away. She did not mean to
let Waddington see tha t anyth ing he said affected her.

"I have a suspicion that you don't very much like my

husband." she said with coo l irony.
"I respect him. He has brains and character ; and that,

I may tell you, is a very unu sual combination. 1 don't
suppose you know what he is doing here, because 1
don't think he's very expansive with you. If any man
~ inglc·handcd can pu t a stop to this frightful epidemic
he's go ing to do it. He's doctoring the sick, cleaning the
l·jty up, trying to get the drinking water puce. He
doesn 't mind where he goes no r what he does. He's
risking his life twenty times a day. He's go t Colone l Yii
in his pocket and he's induced him to put the troops at
his disposal He's even pu t a little pluck into the
magistra te and the old man is really trying to do some
th ing. And the nuns at the convent swear by him. T hey
think he's a hero."

"Doo't you?"
"After ali this isn't his job, is it? He's a bacteriologist.
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was in the day 's work. 1 expected you to be one of those
grim-vi saged females wh o lead you a dog's life when
you ' re ill in hospital. You could have knocked me
down with a feather wh en 1 came into the bungalow and
saw you sitting down and rest ing . You looked very
frail and wh ite and tired."

" You coul dn' t expect me to look my best afte r nine
days on the road."

"You look frail and white and tired now, and if you'll
allow me to say so, desperately unhappy."

Kitty flushed because she could not help it, but she
was able to give a laugh that sounded merry eno ugh.

" I'm sorry you don't like my expression. 'The only
reason 1 have for looking unhappy is that since 1 was
twelve I've known that my nose was a little too long.
But to cherish a secret sorrow is :1 most effective pose:
you can' t think how man y sweet young men have
wanted to co nsole me.'

Wadding ton's blue and shining eyes rested on her
and she knew that he did not believe a word she said.
Shc did not care so long as he pretended to.

" I knew that you hadn't been married very long and I
came to the conclusion that you and your husband were
madly in love with each othe r. 1 couldn' t believe that he
had wished you to come, but perhaps you had absolutely
refused to stay behind."

" That's a very reasonable explanation," she said
lightly.

"Yes, but it isn't the righ t one."
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They pas sed und er the flamb oyant archway and

walked down the hill. When they came to the com

pound they saw th e body of the dead beggar. He took

her arm, bu t she released herself. She stood still.
" It' s dr eadful, isn't it?"

" \\7hat? D eath ."

" Yes. I t makes eve ryt hing else seem so horribly

II ivial. H e d oesn't look human. When you look at him

yO ll can hardly persuade yourself th at he's ever been

Kitty had seen the startled g lan ce and then the
.rrutinising look Waddington gave them when the

im-idcnt of the salad took place.

" I think you're attaching too much importance to a

few let tuce leaves," she said flippantly. She ros e. "Shall

IIo'C go home? I'm sure you want a whis ky and soda."

" You' re not a heroine at all events. You' re frightened

rn death . Are you sure you don 't want to go awa y?

" What has it got to do with you?"
" I'll help you."

" Arc.101l going to fall to my look of secre t sorrow?

Look at my profile and tell me if my nos e isn' t a trifle too
IOJlg."

He gazed at her reflectively, that ma licious, ironical

I.10k in his bright eyes, but m ingled with it , a shadow,
l ike a tree standing at a river's edge and its reflection in

the water, was an expression of singular kindliness. It

brought sudden tears to Kitty's eyes.
"Must you stay?"
" Yes."
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There was no call for him to come here. H e doesn' t give

me the impression that he's moved by compassion for

all these dying Chinamen. Watson was different. H e

loved the human race. Thoug h he was a missionary it

didn ' t make any difference to him if the y were Christian,

Buddhist or Confucian; they were just human beings.
Your husband isn't here because he cares a dam n if a

hu ndred thousand Chinese die of cholera; he isn't here

ei ther in the interests of science. Why is he he re?"
" You'd better ask him."

" It interests me to see yo u togethe r. I sometimes

wonder how you behave when you're alone. W hen I'm

there you 're acting, both of you, and acting damned

badly, by G eorge. You'd neither of you get thirty bob a

week in a touring company if that's the bes t you can do ."

" I don' t know what you mean," smiled Kitty, keeping

up a p reten ce of frivo lit y which she knew did not
deceive.

"You' re a very pretty woman. It's funny that your

hu sband should never look at you. When he speaks to

you it sounds as though it were not his voice but
somebod y's elsc's ."

"Do you think he doesn 't love me?" asked Kitty in a

low voice, hoarsely, putt ing aside suddenly her lightness.

"I do n't know. I don' t know if you fill him with such

a repulsion that it gives him goose-fleshto be near yOll

or if he's b urni ng with a love that for some reason he

will not allo w himself to show. I've asked myself j f
you 're both he re to commit suicide."
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alive. It 's hard to think that not so very many years ago
he was just a little boy tearing down the hill and flying a
kite."

She could not hold back the sob that choked her.

A FEW days later Waddington, SItung with Kitty, a
long glass of whisky and soda in his hand, began to
speak to her of the convent.

"The Mother Superior is a very remarkable woman,"
he said. "The Sisters tell me that she belongs to one of

the greatest families in France. but they wo n' t teU me
which; the Mother Superior , they say. doesn't wish it to
be talked of."

"\\lhy don't you ask her if it interests you>" smiled
Ki tty.

"If yo u knew her you'd know it was impossib le 10

ask her an ind iscreet questio n."
" She must certainly be very remarkable if she can

impress you with awe: '

" I am the bearer of a message from her to you. She
has asked me to say that, though of course you may m 'I

wish to adventure into the very cent re of the epidemic,
if you do not mind tha t it will g ive her great pleasure to )

show )'OU the convent ,"
" It's very kind of her, I shouldn't have thought . 11

was awa re of my existence,"
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Kitty shivered a little.
" Arc you cold?"
" No , it was only some one walking over my grave,"
" When they leave France they leave it for ever,

"Oh, no, more have taken their places, There arc six
' jf them now. W'hen one of them died of cholera at the
lcgiuning of the epidemic two others came up from
ranton,"

-"UII""':'

" I've spoken about you; I go there two or three times
a week just now to see if there's anything I can do; and I
darcsay your husband has told them about you. You
must be prepared to find rhat they have an unbounded

admiration for him,"
"Are you a CathoHc?"
His malicious eyes twinkled and his funny little face

was puckered with laughter ,
"Why are you grinning at me?" asked Kitty ,
"Can any good come out of Galilee? No, I'm not a

Catholic. I describe myself as a member of the Chu rch
(If England , which, I suppose, is an inoffensive way of
saying that you don't believe in anything very much.
, , , \Vh en the Mother Superior came here ten )'ears
ago she brought seven nuns with her and of those all
hut three are dead. You sec, at the best of times, Mel
ran-fu is not a health resor t. They live in the very
middle of the city, in the poorest district, they work very

hard and they never have a holiday."
" But are there only three and the Mother Superior
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Thoy'" ,1·] hno 1 {c t e Pro tcs "ant . . .
yea r' J ' m ISSIOnarI es who have;l

• s eave every now d th
must be the ha d hi an en. I always thin k thar
ve ' rest t mg of all. We English have nu

ry st rong attachment to the soil W k
oursel ves at ho . ' c can rna ('
French I thinkm~ In any part of the world, but the

. : • ave an attachment to thei r c
which 1$ aJmost a physical bon d Th • oun trp
case when tJ. ' . ' cy rc never really at
moving th ','Yh

ce
out of H. I t always seems to me very

a r ese women h Id
sacrific . S o u make just that
very na:~r:1 St~PPOS~ If I 1Ptrc a Catholic it would seem

me.
K itty looked at him c 11 Sh

sta nd the emotion withOO!" e co.uld not quite under,
she asked herself wheth w.hich the lIttl e man spoke and
good deal ofwill k :r It was a pose. H e had drunk a

"Co s y an perhaps he was not quire sober
me and see for yourself" he id . . .

bantering 'I ' , sal , with hIS
nc 1 ~mJ e, qwckly reading her thought. " l es nor

~,r y so r1sky as eating a tomato."
If you're not frightened there's

should be." no reason why I

" I th ink iell am J ' .
usc you . t s 11ke a little bit of France."

xl

T H EY crossed the river in a sam .
waiting fo Ki pan. A chair was

r tty at the Iandin s
carried u th hill g. rage and she wa s
that the P ~ to the water-ga te. It was through this

coo cs came to fetch water from the rive r and
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tbcyhurr ied to and fro with huge buckets hanging from
the yoke on their shoulder, splashing the causeway so
tI,.lt it was as wet as tho ugh it had heavily rained .

Kitty's bearers gave sho rt, sharp cries to urge them to
make way .

"Of course all business is at a standstill," said
\'\t'"ddington, walking by her side . " Under normal
I ircumstanccs you have to fight your 'Way through the
l !llllies carrying loads up and down to the junks ."

The street was narrow and winding so that K itt y lost
.lJ sense of the direction in which she was going. Many
"f the shops were d osed . She had grown used on the
jf.urncy up to the untidiness of a Chinese st reet, but here
was the litter of weeks, ga rbage and refuse; and the
stench was so ho rrible that she had to put her handkcr 
I hicf to her face. Passing through Chinese cities she had
be en incommoded by the staring of the crowd, but now
~ Ile noticed that no more than an indifferent g lance was
thrown at her. T he passers- by, scattered rat her than as
usual th ronging, seemed intent on their own affairs.
They were cowed and listl ess. Now and then as they
wcut by a ho use they heard the beating of gongs and
the shrill, sustained lament of un known instruments.
IX-hind those closed doors one was lying dead.

" Here we are," said Waddington at last.
The cha ir was set down at a small doorway, sur 

mounted by a cross, in a long white wall, and Ki tty
kll'pped ou t. He rang the bell.

" You mustn't expect anything very g rand, you
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T H E door opened, to Kitty 's fancy no t quite naturally,
but as though it swung back of itself on its hinges,
and the Mother Superior entered the little room.
She stood for an instant on the threshold and a grave
smile hovered upon her lips as she looked at the
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"I II CIS.

I yes.
"Oh, come, fila m~n, you speak as ifI were a confirmed

.hunk ard;"
" I wish you eouId say that you never drink, Mr.

WoI,ldington.
" I can at all events say that I never d rink except to

IUI~hing Sister and W addington's puckered, clownish
Iarc.Then shecamcforward and held out her hand to Ki tty.

"Mrs. Fane?" She spoke in English with a good deal
I,f accent, bu t with a correct pronu nciat ion, and she
"AVe the shadow of a bow. " It is a g reat pleasure to me
In make the acquainta nce of the wife of ou r good and

t.rave docto r."
Kitty felt that the Superior's eyes held her in a long

end unembarrassed look of appraisal. I t was so frank
Illar it was no t uncivil; you felt that here was a woman
whose business it was to form an opinio n of others and
10 whom it never occurred that subterfuge was ncccs
IIlr ),. W ith a dignified affability she motioned to her
WI irors to take chairs and herself sat down . Sister St .

loscph, smiling still but silent, stood at the side but a

lillie behind the Supe rior.
'O r know you English like tea," said the Mother

upcrior, «and I have ordered some. But] must make
Illyexcuses if it is served in the Chinese fash ion. ] know

Ih.1t Mr. Wadding ton prefers whisky. but that 1 am

. h ll id I cann ot offer him!'
She smiled and there was a hint of malice in her g rave
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know. They' re miserably poor."

The door was opened by a Chinese girl, and after 04

Word or two from Wadding ton she led th em into a litt le
room on the side of the corridor. I t contained a lache
tab le covered with a chcqucrcd oilclot h and round the
walls was a set of sLiff chairs. At one end of the room
was-a statue, in plaster, of the Blessed Virgin. In a
moment a nun came in. short and plump, with a homely
face, red cheeks and merry eyes. \'V'addington. in tro
d ucing K itty to her. called her Sa.OUt St. J oseph .

" C'uJ ia dame du dN/eud" she asked, lx:aming, and
then added that the Mother Superior would join them
dire ctly.

Sister St. J oseph could speak no English and Ki tty's
French wa s halting; but Wadding ton. Huenr, vo luble
and inaccurate, mai ntained a st ream of facetious
comment. which convulsed the good-humoured nun.
Her cheerful. easy laughtcr not a little astonished Ki tty.
She had an idea that the religious were always g rave and
this sweet and childlike mcrrimcnt touched her.



1o( I.I ,·e lady who asked her these amiable question s. She
\I;.IS dressed in whi te and the only colour on her habit
w.IS the red heart that burned on her breast. She was a
w'unan of middle age. she migh t have been forty or
hfly, it was impossible to say. for there were few
wrinkles on her smooth, pale face, and you received the
impression that she was far from young chiefly from the
dign ity of her bearing , her assurance, and the emaciation
III' her strong and beautiful hands. The face wa s long
with a large mouth and large, even teeth; the nose
though not small, was delicat e and sensitive : but it was
the eyes, under their thin black brows, which gave her
(,ICe its intense and tragic character. They were very
large. black. and though not exactly cold. by their calm
steadiness stran gely compelling . Your first thought
when you looked at the Mother Superior was tha t as a
J.: irl she must have been beautiful. bu t in a moment you
realised tha t this was a woman whose beauty, depending
on character. had grown with advancing yeatS. Her
voice was deep, low and contr olled, and whether she
spoke in English or in French she spoke slowly. But the
ruost striking thing about her was the air she had of
authority tempered by Christian charity; you felt in her
the habi t of command. To be obeyed was nat ural to her,
hut she accepted obedience with humi lity. You could
not fail to see that she was deeply conscious of the
authority of the church which upheld her. But Ki tty
had a surmise that notwithstanding her austere de
meanour she had for human frailty a human tolerance

r n e P A I NT ED V E. I L

The Mother Superior laughed and translated imu
French for Sister St. J oseph the flippant remark. SIll'
looked at him with lingering, friendly eyes.

" \'(Ie must make allowances for Mr. Waddington
bccau.se two or three times when we had no money at at!
and did not know how we were to feed our orphans Mr.
Waddington came to ou r rescue."

The convert who had opened the door for them now
came in with a tray on which were Chinese cups, a tea.
pot and a little plate of the French cakes called Madellina.

"You must eat the Made/dna ," said the Mother
Superior, " because Sister St. Joseph made them for you
herself this morning ."

They talked of canunonplace things. TI le Mother
Superior asked Kitty how long she had been in China
and if the journey from Tching.Ycn had greatly tired
her. She asked her if she had been in France and if she
did not find the climate of Tching-Yen trying . It was a
conv~rsation, rr ivial hut friendly, which gained a
peculiar sa~our from the circumstances. T he parlour
was v~ry qUle~, so that you could ha rdly believe that you
were rn the mldsr ofa populous city. Peace dwelt there.
And yet all ~ound about the epidemic was raging and the
people, tetrlfi.ed and restless. were kept in check but by
th~ strong will of a soldier who was more than half a
brIh>and. \Vithin the convent walls the in6rmary was
crowded with sick and dying soldiers, and of the
orphans in the nuns' charge a quar ter were dead.

Ki tty, impressed she hardly knew why, observed the
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and it was impossible to look at her grave smile when
she listened to \Vaddington. unabashed, talking non
sense, without being sure that she had a lively sense of
the ridicu lous.

But there was someother quality in her which Kitty

vagu ely felt , but could no t put a name to. I t 'was some
thing tha t notwithstanding the Mother Superior's
cordiality and the exquisite manners which made Kitty
feci like an awkward school-girl, held her at a distance.

uAfOJl,:SIEUR ne mange r im," said Sister St. Joseph.
"Monsieur's pa late is ruined by Manchu cooking: '

replied the Mother Superior.

Th e smile left Sister St. Joseph 's race and she assumed
an expression of some primness. \Vadding ron, _

roguish glance in his eyes, took another cake. Kitty dill
not understa nd the incident .

" To prove to you ho w unjust you arc. nJa mtn , ] will
ru in the excellen t dinner tha t aw aits me."

" I f Mrs. Fane would like to see over the convent I
shall be g lad to show her." The Mo ther Superior turned
to K itty with a deprecating smile. " I am so rry yOll
should see it jus t now when everything is in disorder
'X'c have so much work and not eno ug h Sisters to do il
Colonel Yu has insis ted on our putt ing our infirmary II I
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the disposal of sick soldiers and we have had to make
the rlff(/oire into an infirmary for o ur o rphans ."

She stood at the doo r to allow K itty to pass and
logether, followed by Sister St . J oseph and Wadding~

I' HI, they walked alo ng cool whi te corridors . They went
tirst into a large. bare room where a number of Chin ese
J: irls were wo rking at elaborate em broideries, T hey
Mood up when the visitors entered and the Mother
Superior showed K itty specimens of the wo rk.

" \\"e go on with it notwithstand ing the epidemic
be cause it takes their minds off the danger."

They went to a second room in which younger girls
were doi ng plain sewing. hemmi ng and stitch ing , and
then into a thi rd where there were o nly tiny child ren
under the charge of a Chinese conve rt, They were
pt l)-ing noisily and when the Mother Superior came in
they crowded round her. mites of two and three, with
their black Chinese eyes and their black hai r; and they
seized her hands and hid themselves in he r great skirts.
An enchanting smile lit up her g rave face. and she
fondled them; she spoke li ttle chaffing words which
Kitty, ig norant thoug h she was of Chinese. could tell
were like caresses. She shuddered a litt le. fo r in their
unifo rm dress, sallow-skinned. stunted , with thei r flat
1I0 :;CS , they looked to her hard ly human. They were
repulsive. n ut the Mother Superior stood among them
like Charity itself. \~'hen she wished to leave the room
II)(;y would not let her go. but d ung to her, so that, with
&llliJing expostulations , she had to use a gentle for ce to
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TI ll'. chape l was no more than a long low room wi th
..... hir cwasbcd walls and rows of deal benches; at

'!ll' end was the altar on which stood the image; it
.....as in plaster of Pari s painted in crude colours; it
'us very bright and new and garish. Behind it was a
I'lt"lUre in oils of the Crucifixion with the two Maries at
Illl"' foot of the Cross in ext ravaga nt attitudes of grief.
'I'hcdra wing was bad and the da rk pigments were pu t on
wu h an eye that knew nothing of the beauty of colour.
!",," nd the walls were the Stations of the Cross painted
loy the same unfortunate hand . T he chapel was hideous

11,11 .1 vulgar.
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The Mother Supe rior crossed herself and her

lips moved in a sho rt and silent prayer.
They passed by a courtyard and Kitty's eyes fell upon

two long shapes that lay side by side on the g round
•overed with a piece of blue cotton. The Supe rio r

rumcd to Waddington.
"We are so sho rt of beds that we have to put two

1'.11 ients in one and the moment a sick man dies he must
10{' bundled out in order to make room for another.'
Burshe gave Kitty a smile. " Now we will show you our
I hapel. W e arc very proud of it. One of our friends in
France sent us a lit tle while ago a life-size statue of the

ltlcsscd Virg in."
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free herself The' II
in this grea; lady.} at a events found nothing terrifyinJ,:"

"You know of cou .. h .

"'

along another corridor.rs.~;hatS t~Cl~a~~ :~l~h~~~alk~t1
c sen tha h ' rpnans In

th ~ . r t err paren rs have wished to be rid of

b
em. e gtve them a few cash for every child that'

rought in orh . h "
d

" erwrse t cy will not take the troubl b
o away wah th "v Sh c, Ul

em. e turned to the Siste r "Ha
any come to-day>" she asked . . ve

" Four."

",Now. with the cholera, they arc more than ever
atlXlou s no t to be bu rdened with useless g irls."

She showe d Ki tty th d . .
passed d . C orrmton cs and then they

a oor on which was p'tintcd h .
ftrmcrie Kin h d , t C word m
as thou ' h b.Y ear groans and loud cries and sounds

g cmgs no t human were in pain
" I ·11'.

S ':"1 .n ot show you th e infirmary," said the Mother
upcnor m her placid tones " It i . h

would wish to » . s not a Slg t that om'
, sec. A thought struck her " I d
If D r. Fane is there?" . won et

Shcl kcd i00 C Imerrogathrcly at the Si t d h .
her men il s er an s c, with

bra
y smt e, opened the door and slipped in. Ki n v

s nk back as the ope d II )
ho rri bly th I ~ ~r a owed her to hear more
back. e tumu r withi n. Siste r St. Joseph came

«No, he has been and will
later ." no t be back again till

"\Vhat about n umber six?"
"Pallt're garron, he's dead ."



The two nuns on entering knel t down to say a prayer
and then, rising , the Mother Superior bega n once more
to chat with Kitty .

" Everything that can be broken is broken when it
comes here, but the statue p resented to us by our

benefacto r came from Paris without so much as the

smallest chip. There is no doubt that it \1.<lS a miracl e."
Wadding ton's ma licious eyes g leamed , but he held his

tongue.

" The alta rpiece and the Stat ions of the Cross were
painted by one of our Siste rs, Scent St. Anselmo." The
Mother Superior crossed herself. "She was a real artist.
Unfortunately, she fell a victim to the epidemic. Do y O ll

no t think that they are very beauti ful?"

K itty faltered an affirmative. On the altar were
bu nches of paper flowers and the candlesticks wen:
disrmctlngly ornare.

" We have the p rivilege of keeping here the Blessed
Sacrament."

" Yes?" said Kitty, nor understanding.

" It has been a great comfort to us du ring this time HI'
so terrible troub le: '

They left the chape l and retraced their steps to the
parlour in wh ich they had first sat.

"Would you like to see the babies tha t came in thi.
mo rning before you go?"

" Very much," said Kitty.

'The Mother Superior led them into a tiny room 011

the o ther side of the passage. O n a table. und er a d olh.

there was a singular wriggling . The Sister drew back
the d oth and displayed four tiny, naked infants. They
were very red and they made fun ny restless movements
... ilh their arms and legs; their quaint little Chinese faces
"" ( rc screwed up in to strange grimaces. T hey looked
l"lUlly human; queer animals of an unknown species,
end yet there was something sing ularly moving in the
. ight. The Mother Superior looked at them with an

amused smile.
"They seem very lively. Someti mes they arc brought

ill only to die. Of course we baptize them the moment

they come ."
"The lady's hu sband will be pleased with them," said

Sister St . Jos eph. "1 think he could play by the hour
with the babies. When they cry he has on ly to take them
"I'. and he makes them comfortable in the crook of his
1 1111, so that they laugh with delight: '

Then K itty and Wadding ton found themselves at the
.1' lor. Kitty gravely thanked the Mother Superior for
the trouble she had taken. The nun bowed with a con
.lesce nsion that was at once dignified and affable.

"It has been a great pleasure . You do not know how
li nd and helpful you r husband has been to us. He has
le -en sent to us b)' Heaven. I am glad tha t you came with
1'" 11. W hen he goes home it must be a great comfort to
him to have you there with your love and you r- your
tweet face. You must take care of him and not let him

work too hard. You must loo k after him for all our
.kl·s."
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ALONE once more in the sordid parlour of the de:.. l
missionary, lying on the long chair that faced Ill!'

,:indow, her abstracted eyes on the tcmple across thr
rtvcr (now again at the approach of evening aerial au.!

lovely), Ki tty tried to set in order the feelings in hr.
heart . She would never have believed that this visit 10

the conv:nt. could so have moved her. She had g Ull

from cunosn y. She had nothing else to do and aftc I

looking for so many days at the walled city aero

Kitty flushed. She did not kn ow what to say. T il
Mother Superio r held ou t her hand and while she held II

Ki~ was conscious of those cool, thoughtful C} C'

w~ch rested on her with detachment and yet with 80m .

thin~ that looked like a profound understanding .

SIster St. Joseph closed the door behind them aur]

Ki tty got j~to. her chair. They went back through lhe
narrow, winding streets. \Vaddi ngton made a casual
rema rk; Ki tt y did no t answer. He looked round bill
the side curtains of th e chair were drawn and he could
not sec her. .He walked on in silence. But when tht y

reached the river and she stepped o ut to his su rp rise h,
saw that her eyes were streaming with tears.

"What is the matter?" he asked, his face p uckered inn ,
an exp ression of dismay.

"Nothing." She tried to smile. "Only foollsbncss."
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the water she was not unwilling to have at least a
glimpse of its mysterious streets.

But once within the convent it had seemed to her that

she was transported into another world situated
vtrangcly neither in space nor time. Those bare rooms
«nd the white corr idors, austere and simple, seemed to
possess the spirit of something remote and mystical.
The little chapel, so ugly and vulgar, in its very crude
ness was pathetic; it had something which was wanting
10 the greatness of a cathedral, with its stained glass and
us pictures it was very humble; and the faith which had
adorned it, the affection which cherished it, had endued
it with a delicate beauty of the soul. The methodical
way in which the convent's work was car ried on in the
midst of the pestilence showed a coolness in the face of
lJanger and a practical sense, almost ironical it was so
matter of fact, which were deeply impressive. In Kitty's
ears rang still the ghastly sounds she heard when for a
moment Sister St. Joseph opened the infirmary door.

lr was unexpected the way they had spoken of Walter.
First the Sister and then the Mother Superior herself,
Mlt l the tone of her voice had been very gentle when she
praised him. Oddly enough it gave her a little thrill of
pride to know that they thought so well of him. Wad~

.hngton also had told something of what Walter was
d"i ng; but it was not only his competence that the nuns
praised (in 'Tching-Yen she had known that he was
dlOUght clever), they spoke of his tho ughtfulness and
his tenderness. Of course he could be very tender. He
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was at his best when you were ill; he was too intelligent

to exasperate, and his touch was pleasant. cool and
soo thing. By some magic he seemed able by his mere
presence to relieve your suffering. She knew that she

would never sec again in his eyes the look of affection
which she had once been so used to that she found it
merely exasperating. She knew now how immense was
his capacity for lov ing; in some od d way he was pouring
it out on these wretched sick who had only him to loo k
to. She did not feel jealousy, but a sense of emptiness;
it was as though a support that she had grown so
accustomed to as not to realise its p resence were sud
deniy withdrawn from her so that she swayed this way
and that like a th ing that was top-heavy.

She had only contempt for herself because once she
had felt contemp t for Walter. He must have kno wn how
she regarded him and he had accepted her estimate whb
out bi tterness. She was a fool and he knew it and
because he loved her it had made no difference to him.
She did no t hate him now, nor feel resentment of him,
but fear rather and perplexity. Shc could not but adm it
that he had remarkable qualities, sometimes she tho ught
that there was even in him a strange and unatt ractive
greatness; it was curious then that she could not low
him, but loved still a man whose worthlessness was now
so d ear to her . After thin king, thinking, aU through
those long days she rated accurately Cha rles Town
send's value ; he was a common fellow and his quali ri,

were second-ra te. If she could only tear from her

'4' 'rHF. P A I N T ED VE IL T HE PA IN TE D VEIL

I, rt the love tha t still lingered there! She tried

lI1lt to th ink of him .
Waddington too thought highly of\'qalter. She alone

llall been blind to his merit . W hy? Because he loved her
aml she did not love him. What was it in the huma n
hrurt that made you despise a man because he ,loved
~ Ilu? But Waddington had confessed that he <lid not
hkc \Valter. Men didn't. It was casy to see that those
two nuns had for him a feeling which wa s vcry like
. t{l'ction. He was different with women; noteviths tand

lng his shyness you felt in him an exquisite kindliness.

xlv

IIIJT after all it was the nuns that had most deeply
touched her . Siste r St. Joseph, with her merry face
"ml apple red checks; she had been one of the littl.e band
rhat came out to China with the Mother Superior ten

years before and she had seen one after anothe: of her
,"mpanions die: of disease, privation and homeslcknes: ;
~n l l yet she remained cheerful and happy. What was It
thnr gave her that naive and charming humour?, A~d the
Mother Supe rio r. Kitty in fancy stood again 10 her
1'lcsence and once more she felt humble and ashamed.
Though she was so simple and unaffected she had a
native dignity wh ich inspired awe, and you could not
utlllgine tha t anyone could treat her without respect.

~ i ~ lcr St. J oseph by the v.-ay she stood, by every small
t,



gesture and the intona tion of her answers, had shown

the deep submission in which she held herself; and
Wadding ton, frivolous and impertinent, had shown by
his tone that he was not quite at his case. Kit ty thought

it unnecessary to have to ld her th at the Mother Superio r

be longed to one o f the g reat fam ilies of Pra nce; th ere

was that in her bearing which suggested ancient race;
and she had the aut hority of one who has never known

that it is possible to be disobeyed. She had the can.
desccnsion of a great lady and the h umility of a saint .

There was in her strong . handsome and ravaged face an
austerity that was passionate; and at the same time she

had a solicitude and a gentleness which permit ted those
littl e child ren to cluster, noi sy and unafraid, in the

assurance of her deep affection . When she had looked al
the four new-born babies she had worn a smile that was
sweet and yet profound it was like a ray of sunshine on
a wild and desolate heath. W hat Sister St. Joseph had
said so carelessly of \Valter moved Ki tty strangely; she
knew that he had desperately wanted her to bear a child,
but she had never suspected from his reticence that he
was capable with a baby ofshowing withou t embarrass
ment a charming and playful tenderness. Most men WClI

silly and awkward with babies. How strange he wasl
But to all that moving experience there had been ~

shadow (a dark lining to the silver cloud), insistent anti
plain, which disconcerted her. In the sober gaiety (I I

Sister St. Joseph, and much more in the beautiful
courtesy of the Mother Superior, she had felt an alm,j

xlvi

TlI.\T evening Walter came back to the bungalow a
lillie earlie r tha n usual. Kitty was lying on the long
. bair by the open window. It was nearly dark .

"Don't you want a lamp?" he asked.
" They' ll bring it when dinner is ready!'
lie talked to her always quite casually, of trifling

dtings, as though they were friendly acquaintances, and
1here was never anything in his manner to suggest tha t
he harboured mali ce in his heart. He never met
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ness which oppressed her. They were friendly and even
t, .rdial, but at the same time they held something back,
ahe knew net what , so that she was conscious that she
\\;IS nothing but a casual stranger. There was a barr ier
between her and them. T hey spoke a different language
nut only of the tongue but of the heart . And when the
door was d osed upon her she felt that they had put her
tout of their minds so completely, go ing about their
neglected work again without delay, that for them she
might never have existed. She felt shut out not on ly
trom that poor little convent, but from some mysterious
warden of the spiri t after which with all her soul she
lunkercd. She felt on a sudden alone as she had never
Ielt alone before. That was why she had wept .

And now, throwing back her head wearily, she
ugbed: " Oh, I'm so worthless."

THE PAI N 1"E D VE I L144

!



woman when it's over. I think women have never quite
understood the attitude that men take up." She spoke
ebrupdy, in a voice she would hardly have recognised as
her own. "You know what Charlie was and you knew
what he'd do. Well, you were quite right. He's a
worthless creature. I suppose I shouldn' t have been
taken in by him if I hadn' t been as worthless as he. I
\l' ln' t ask you to forgive me. I don' t ask you to love me
I S rou used to love me. But couldn' t we be friends?
Wi"th all these people dying in thousands round us, and
wnh those nuns in their convent . . ..'

"What have they got to do with it?" he interrupted.
"I can't quite explain. I had such a singular feeling

when I went there to-day. It all seems to mean so much.
II 's all so terrible and their self-sacrifice is so wonderful;
I can't help feeling it' s absurd and disproportionate, if
)'ou understand what I mean. to distress yourself
because a foolish woman has been unfaithful to you.
I'ru much too worthless and insignificant for you to give

IHe a thought."
He did not answer, but he did not move away; he

~rt'med to be waiting for her to continue.
" look Waddington and the nuns have told me such

wonderful things about you . I' m vcry proud of you,

\Valter."
"You used not to be; you used to feel contempt for

me, D on't you still?"
"Don' t you know that I' m afraid of you?"

Again he was silent.
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her eyes and he never smiled. He was scrupulously
polite.

"Walter, what do you propose we should do if we get
through the epidemic?" she asked.

He waited for a moment before answering. She could
not see his face.

"I haven't thought."

In the old days she said carelessly whatever came into
her head; it never occurred to her to dunk before she
spoke; but now she was afraid of him; she felt her lips
tremble and her heart beat painfully.

"I went to the convent this afternoon."
"So I heard."

She forced herself to speak though she could hardly
frame the word s.

"Did you really want me to die when you brought me
here?"

" If I were you I'd leave well alone, Kitty. I dan',
think any good will come of talking about what w('

should do much bener to forget."
" But you don' t forget; neither do I. I've been think

ing a great deal since I came here. Won't you listen to

what I have to say?"
"Ce rtainly."
"I treated you very badly. I was unfaithful to you."
He stood stock still. His immobility was sttangd,

terrifying.

"I don 't know whether you'll understand W1U l I
mean. That sort of thing doesn' t mean very much t' l A
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II mvcrsation had led to no thing. She knew him so lit tle

that she could no t be sure if he was speaking the truth
Of not. \Vas it possible that. whereas he now existed so
ominously for her , she had entirely ceased to exist for
Ilim? Her conversation whi ch had ente rtained him once

because he loved her, now that he loved her no longer
might be merely tedious to him. It mo rtified her .

She looked at him. T he light of the lamp displayed
his profile as though it were a cameo . With his reg ular
and finely-cut features it was very distingui shed, but it
was more than severe, it was grim: that immo bility of
his, only his eyes moving as he perused each page. was
vaguely terrifying. Who would have thought that this
hard face could be melted by passion to sueh a tende rness
of expression? She knew and it excited in her a litt le
shiver of distaste. It was strange that though he was
good- looking as well as honest, reliable and talente d, it
had bee n so impossible fo r: her to love him. It was a
relief that she need never again submit to his caresses.

He would no t answer wh en she had asked him
whether in fo rd ng her to come here he had really wished
to kill her. The mystery of th is fascinated and horrified
her. He was so extrao rdinarily kind; it was incredible
that he could have had such a devilish intention. He
must have suggested it only to frighten her and to get
back on Charlie (that would be like his sardonic humour)
and then from obst inacy or from feat of looking foolish
insisted on her going through with it.

Yes. he said he despised himself. Wha t did he mean
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"I don' t understand you," he said at last. " I don' t
know what it is you want."

«Nothing for myself. r only want you to be a little
less unhappy."

She felr him stiffen and his voice was very cold when
he answered.

"You' re mistaken in thinking l'm unh appy. I have a

gr~:t deal too much to do to think of you very often."
I have wondered if the nuns would allow me to go

and :,",o rk at the conven t. They arc very sho rt handed
and 1£ I could be of aoy help I "should be g rateful to
them,"

" I t is no t easy Wo rk or pleasan t work. I do ubt if it
wou ld amuse yo u long."

"Do )'OU absolutely despise me, Wal ter?"

..~o.' · He hesitated and his voice was strange. "1
despise myself."

IT was after din ner. As usual \V'aJrcr sat by the lamp
and read. I Ie read every evening till K itty went to
bed.and thcn went into a laboratory wh ich he had fitted
up In one ~f the bungalow's empty rooms. Here he
~orke~ late i n to the night. He slept little. He was occu
plcd .wlth she knew not what experiments. He told her
nothmg .of his work; but even in the old days he had
been ren ccm on this: he was not by nature p ... ex ansrve,
She thought deeply of wha t he had just said to her: the



by that? Once again Kitty looked at his calm cool face.
She m ight not even be in the room , he was so uncon
scious of her .

"Why do you despise yourself?" she asked, hardly
knowing that she spoke. as though she were continuing
without a break th e earlier conversation .

He put down his book and observed her reflectively.
He seemed to gat her his thoughts from a remote
distance.

"Because I loved you."
She flushed and looked away. She could not bear his

cold. steady and appraising gaze. She understood wha t
he meant. It was a little whil e before she answered.

" I think you do me an injustice: ' she said. " It's not
fair to blame me because I was silly and frivolous and
vulgar. I was brought up like that. All the gi rls I know
are like that.. . . It's like reproach ing someone who

has no ear for music because he' s bored at a symphony
concert . Is it fair to blame me because you ascribed to
me qualities I had n't got? I never tried to deceive you
by pretending I was anything I wasn't . I was just prett y
and gay . You don' t ask [or a pearl necklace or a sable
coat at a booth in a fair; you ask for a tin tr umpet and a
toy balloon."

" I don't blame you."
H is voice was weary. She was beg inning to feci I

trifle impatient with him . Why could he not realise,
what suddenly had become so clear to her, tha t beside
all the ter ror of death und er whose shadow they lay and

xlviii

ALL the next day Kitty thought of the convent; and
the morning after. early. soon after \Valter had
gonc, taki ng the amah with her to get chairs, she crossed
the river. It was barely day and the Chinese crowding
the fcrry boat. some in the blue cotton of the peasant ,
others in the black robes of respectability, had a stra nge
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beside the awe of the beauty which she had caught a
glimpse of that day, their own affai rs were trivial? What
did it really matter if a silly woman had committed
adultery and why should her husband, face to face with
the sublime, give it a thought? It was strange that
Walter with all his cleverness should have so little sense
of proportion. Because he had dressed a doll in gorgeous
robes and set her in a sanctuary to worship her, and then
discovered that the do ll was filled with sawd ust he cou ld
neither forgive himself nor her. His sou l was lacerated.
It was all make-believe that he had lived on, and when
the truth shattered it he thought reality itself was shat
tered. It was true enough, he wou ld not forgive her
because he could not forgive himself.

She thought that she heard him give a faint sigh and
she shot a rapid glance at him. A sudden thought struck
her and it too k her breath away. She on ly just refrained
from giving a cry.

Was it what they called-s-a broken heart-that he
suffered from?
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loo k of the dead being borne o ver the water to the Iand
of shadow . And when they stepped ashore they stooll
for a little at the Jandjng~pJacc uncertain ly as thoug h the}'

did not quite know where to go. before desultorily, in
twos and threes, they wandered up the hill.

A t tha t hour the streets of the city were very empty
so that more than ever it seemed a ci ty of the dead. The
passe rs-by had an abs tr ac ted air so that yo u mi ght almosr

have thought them gh osts. The sky was unclouded and
the early sun shed a heavenly m ildness on the scene; it

was difficu lt to im.1ginc, on th at bli the, fresh and smiling

morn, that the ci ty lay gasping, like a man whose life is
being th rottled out of him by a maniac's hands. in the
dark d utch of the pestilence. It was incredible thai

nature (the blue of the sky was d ear like a chi ld 's heart)
should be so indifferent when men were writhing in
agon y and going to their death in fear. When the chairs
were set dow n at the conven t door:l beggar arose from
the groun d and asked K itty for alms. He was clad in
faded and shapeless rags that looked as thoug h he ha d

raked them ou t of a m uck-heap, and throug h their rent s
you saw his skin hard and roug h and tanned like the hide
of a goat; his bare legs were emaciated, and h is head,
with it s shock of coarse g rey hair (the checks hollo w,
the eyes wild), was the head of a madman. Kitty rumt,c1
f rom him in frightened horro r, and the chair-bearers in

gruff tones bade him begone, but he was import unate,
and to be rid of him, shuddering, Ki tty gave him II

few cash.

' ll
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d the amah explained that
The door was op~n~oat~er Superio r. She was taken

Kiuy wished to see t e, I . hich it seemed a
. h tiff par ou r In w

once more Into t C s d d here she sat so long
h d er been opene • an

windo w a nev had not been
she bega n to think her message .

lilac he Mother Superior carne In.
.k-livcred . At last t fo r keeping you

k to excuse me"I mu st as you d I was
. . .. h .d " I did not expect you anllI,;utmg. s e sal .

occup ied." . I am afraid I have
" Forgive me fo r troubling you...

. v .n icnt moment.
rome at an mcon C I sm ile austere but

h S pcrior gave icr a ,
The Mot er u . B Kitty saw tha t

I be d her to sit down. ur .
sweet, ant gge She had been weeping . Kitty
her eyes we re swolle n. . d from the Mother

d f he had receive
was star tle • o r s . h was a woman whom
Superio r the Impression that s e

bl Id not g reatly move.
earthly trou cs cou , ha d .. she faltered.

" I am afra id something has ;~:; corne another
" Would you like me to go aw ay.

nmc." h I do for j'Ou. I t is o nly-N T ·ll me w at can .
.. 0, no. c . 1 . ht." Her vorce

f our Sisters died ast mg . .
" llly that one a fill d with tears. " I t IS

. t ne and her eyes e
I ' l ~l Its even o . kn that her good and

f n eve for I ow
wicked a me to g • . h H aven' she was a

ul ha flow n srraig t to e ,
. 1I1Iple so s J one's weakness .

" " difficult always to contraU lll t ; but lt IS 1 hi "
, alwa ys very rcasona e.I :1111afraid I am not .. id Kitty.

I' m so dreadfully sorry. sa
"I'm so sorry. b i t her voice.
li ce ready sympathy brought a so 10 a



"She was one of the Sisters who came out from
France with me ten years ago. There arc only three of
us left now. I remember, we stood in a Iittle g roup at
the end of the boat (what do you call it, the bow?) and
as we steamed out of the harbou r at Marseilles and we
saw the golden figure of Saint-Marie Ia G race, we said
a prayer together. It had been my greatest wish since I
ente red relig ion to be allowed to come to China. but

when I saw the land grow distant I could not prevent
myself from weeping. I was their Superior; it was not

a very good example I was g iving my daughters . And
then Sister St. Francis Xavicr-that is the name of the

Sister who died last nigh t-took my hand and to ld me
not to grieve; fo r wherever we were, she said, there was
France and there was God: '

That severe and handsome face was distorted by the
grief which human nature wrung from her and by the
effort to restrain the tears which her reason and her faith
refused. Kitty looked away. She fclt that it was indecent
to peer into that struggle.

"I have been writing to her father. She, like me, was
her mother's only daughter. They were fisher folk in
Brittany, and it will be hard for them. Oh, when will

this terr ible epidemic cease? T wo of our girls have been
attacked this morning and nothing but a miracle can
save them. These Chinese have no resistance. The 10s5
of Sister St. Francis is very severe. T here is so much to
do and now fewer than ever to do it. \Vle have Sisters
at ou r other houses in China who arc eager to come, all

our Order. I think. would give anything in the wor ld
(only they have nothing) to come here; but it is almost
certain death; and so long as we can manage with the
Sisters we have I am unwilling that others should be
sacrificed."

"That encourages me, ma mere." said Kitty. " I have
been feeling that I had come at a very unfortunate
moment. You said the other day that there was more
work than th e Sisters could do. and I was wondering if
you would allow me to come and help them. I do not
mind what I do if I can only be useful. I should be

thankful if you just set me to scrub the floors."
The Mother Superior gave an amused smile and Kitty

was astonished at the mobile temperament which could
so easily pass from mood to mood.

" There is no need to scrub the floors. That is do ne
after a fashion by the orphans:' She paused and looked
kindly at Kitty. "My dear child, do you not think that
)'ou have done enough in coming with your husband
here? That is more than many wives would have had
the courage to do, and for the rest how can you be better
occupied than in giving him peace and comfort when he
comes home to you after the day's work? Believe me, he
needs then all your love and all your consideration."

Kitty. could not easily meet the eycs which rested
on her with a detached scrutiny and with an ironical
kindliness.

" I have nothing whatever to do from morning till
night," said Kitty. "I fed that there is so much to be
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done that I cannot bear to think that I am idle. I don' t
want to make a nuisance of myself, and I know that I
have no claim either on your kindness or on your time,
but I mean what I say and it would be a chan ty that you
were doing me j f you wo uld let me be of some help
to you."

"You do not look very strong. When you did us the
pleasure of coming to see us the day befo re yesterday it
seemed to me that you we re very pale. Sister St. J oseph
thought that perhaps you were going to have a baby."

"No, no," cried Kitty, flushing to the roo ts of her
hair.

The Mother Superior gave a little, silvery laugh.
"It is nothing to be ashamed of, my dear chi ld. nor is

there anything improbable in the supposit ion. H ow long
have you been married?"

" I am pale because I am naturally pale, but I am very
strong . and I promise you I am not afraid of work.'

Now the Superior was complete mistress of herself
She assumed unconsciously the air of autho rity which
was habitual to her and she held Kitty in an appraising
scrutiny. Kitty felt unaccountably nervous.

" Can you speak Chinese?"
"I'm afraid not," answered Ki tty.
<CAb, that is a pity. I could have put you in charge (If

the elder girls . It is very difficult just now, and I am
afraid they will get-what do you call? Out of hand?"
she concluded with a tentative sound.

"Could I not be of help to the Sisters in nursing? 1

"Yes."
"It doesn' t matter. Dr. w arsoo, the missionary who

died, wasaProtestant and it made no difference. He was
Al l that was most channing to us. We owe him a deep

dcbt of gratitude!'
Now the flicker of a smile passed over K itty's face,
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~II\ not at all afraid of the cholera. I could nurse the

Kids or the soldiers."
The Mother Superior, unsmiling now, a reflective

look on her face>shook her head.
" You do not know what the cholera is. It is a dreadful

thing to see. The work in the infirma ry is done by
soldiers and we need a Sister only to supervise. And so
fa r as the girls arc concerned • . . no, no, 1 am sure

your husband would not wish it; it is a terrible and

lrightening sight."
"I should grow used to it."
"No, it is out of the question . It is our business and

l fur privilege to do such things, but there is no call for

you to do so."
"You make me feel very useless and very helpless.

It seems incredible that there should be nothing that I
can do,"

"Have you spoken to your husband of your wish?"
"Yes: >
The Mother Superior looked at her as though she

were delving into the secrets of her heart, but when she
u w Kitty's anxious and appealing look she gave a smile.

"Of course you are a Protestant?" she asked.
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bu t she did not say anything. The Mother Superior
seemed to reflect. She rose to her feet.

" I t is very good of you. I think I can find something
for you to do. It is true that now Sister St. Francis has
been taken from us, it is impossible fo r us to cope with
the work. W·hen will you be ready to star t?"

"./1 la bonne brUTe. I am content to hear you say that."
" I promise you I will do my best . 1 am very grateful

to you for the opportunity that yOll arc g iving me."
T he Mother Superior opened the par lour doo r, but

as she was go ing out she hesitated. Once more she gave
Ki tty a long, searching and sagacious look. T hen she
laid her hand gently on her ann.

" You know, my dear child, that nne cannot find peace
in wo rk or in pleasure, in the worl d or in a convent, but
onl y in one's soul."

Kitty gave a little stan . but the Mother Super ior
passed swiftly out.

x lix

KITrY found the work a refreshment to her spirit
She went to the convent every mo rning soon aflrl
sunrise and did not return to the bungalow till I II
wcstering sun flooded the narrow river and its crowd. .l

junks with gold. The Mother Superior gave into I" I

care the smaller children. Kitty's mother had brou~1 1I
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to London from her native Liverpool a prccrical sense
of housewifery and Kitty, notwi thstanding her air of
frivolity. had always had certain g ifts to which she
referre d only in bantering tones. Thus she could cook
quite well and she sewed beautifully. When she dis.
dosed this talent she was set to supe rvise the sti tching
and hemming of the younger girl s. They knew a little
French and every day she picked up a few wo rds of
Chinese so that it was not difficult for her to manage.
At o ther rimes she had to sec that the smallest child ren
did not get into mischief; she had to dress and undress
them and take care that they rested when rest was
reeded. 'There were a good man)"babies and these were
In charge of amahs, bu t she was bidden to keep an eye
on them. None of the work was very important and she
would have liked to do something which was more
arduous; but the Mother Superior paid no attention to
her ent reaties and Ki tty stood sufficiently in awe of her
nllt to be import unate.

For the first few days she had to make something of
Ul effort to overcome the faint distaste she felt fo r these
linle girls. in their ugly uniforms. with their stiff black
hair, their rou nd yellow faces, and thei r staring, sloe
black eyes. But she rememben.d the soft look which had
1,.lIls6gurcd so beautifully the countenance of the

Mother Superior when on Kitty's first visit to the con.
vrut she had stood surrounded by those ugly Iill l("
Ihings, and she would not allow hcrsc1fto surrl'lIdl r 10

Il, -r instinct. And presently, taking in her lI fll l l n il. ".



other of the tiny creatures, crying because of a fall o r •

cutting tooth, when K itty found that a few so ft wo rds

though in a language th e child co uld not understand , the

pressure of her arms and the softness of her cheek
aga ins t the weeping yellow face, co uld comfo rt and con

sole. she bega n to lose all her feeling ofs trangeness . The

small child ren, without an y fear of her, came to her in
their childish troubles and it gave her a peculiar happi
ness to d iscern th eir confidence. It was th e same with

the olde r g irls, th ose to whom she taught sewing ; their

bright, clever smiles and the pleasure she could give
them by a word of praise. touched her. She fclt that
they liked he r and, flattered and p roud, she liked th em
10 return.

But the re was one child th at she could not grow used
to. It was a little girl of six, an idiot with a huge hydro-
cephalic head that swayed top-heavily on a small, squat
body. large vacant eyes and a drooling mouth; the
creatu re spoke hoarsely a few mumbled words; it was
revolting and horrible; and for some reason it conceived
an idiot attachment for Kitty so that it followed hCI
abou t as she changed her place from one part of the
large room to another. It clung to her skirt and rubbed
its face against her knees. It sought to fondle her hands.
She _shivered with disgust. She knew it yearned fut
caresses and she could not bring herself to touch it.

On ce. speaking of it to Sister St. Joseph, she said
that it was a pity it lived . Sister St. Joseph sm iled
and stretched out her hand to the misformed th in~ .
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It came and rubbed its bulging forehead against it.
"Poor little mite," said the nun. " She was brought

here positively dying. By the mercy of Providence I was
at the door just as she came. I thought there was not a
moment to lose. so I baptized her at once. You wou ld
not believe what trouble we have had to keep her with
us. Three or four times we thought that her little soul
would escape to Heaven."

Kitty was silent. Sister St. Joseph in her loquacious
way began to gossip of other things. And next day when
the idiot child came to her and touched her hand Kitty
nerved herself to place it in a caress on the great bare
skull. She forced her lips into a smile. But suddenly the
child. with an idiot perversity, left her; it seemed to lose
interest in her. and that day and the following days paid
her no attention. Kitty did not know what she had done
and tried to lure it to her with smiles and gestures, but
it turned away and pretended not to sec her.

I

S I!\'CE the nu ns were busy from morning till night
with a hundred duties Kitty saw little of them but
at the services in the bare, humble chapel. On her first
day the Mother Superior. catching sight of her seated
ar the back behind the girls on the benches according
10 their ages, stopp ed and spoke to her.

" You must not think it necessary for you to come
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to the chapel when we do," she said. " You arc a
Protestant and you have you r ow n convictions: '

" But I like to come• .Mother. I find that it rests me: '
The Mother Superior gave her a moment's glance and

sligh tly inclined her grave head .
"Of course you will do exactly as you choose. J

merely wanted you to und erstand tha t you are under
no obligation."

But with Sister St. Joseph Kitty soo n became on
terms not of intimacy perhaps but of familiarity. The
economy of the convent was in her charge and to look
afte r the material well-being of that big family kept the
Sister on her feet all day. She said that the on ly time she
had to rest was that which she devoted to prayer. BUI

it pleased her towards evening when Ki tty was with the
girls at their work to come in anti. vowing that she W:IB

tired o ut and had not a moment to spare. sit down for a

few minutes and goss ip. \Vhen she was not in the
presence of the Mother Superior she was a talkative,
merry creatu re, fond of a joke. and she did not dislike ~

hit of scandal. Kitty stood in no fear of her, her habit
did not prevent Sister St. Josep h from being a good
natu red . homely woman. and she chattered with her
gaily. She did not mind wi th her showing how badly
she talked French and they laughed with one another
over Ki tty's mistakes. The Sister taught her every day •
few useful wo rds of Chinese. She was a farme r's
daughter and at heart she was still a peasant.

" 1 used to keep the cows when I was little;' she said,
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"like St. Joan of Arc. But I was too wicked 10 have
visions. It was fortunate. I think. for my father wo uld
certainly have whipped mc if I had . He used ofren to
whip me. the good old man, for I was a very .naughty
little girl. I am ashamed sometimes when I think now

of the pranks I used to play."
Kitty laughed at the thought that this corpulent.

middle-aged nun could ever have been a ...wayward child.
And yct there was someth ing childlike in her still so that
your heart went out to her: she seemed to ha...-e about
her an aroma of the countryside in autumn when the
apple trees are laden with fruit and the crops are in anti
safely hou sed. She had not the tragic and aust ere

saintliness o f the Mother Superior, but a gaiety that was

simple and happy. . ' "
" Do you never wish to go horne again. tJJa Ja?lfr?

asked Kitty.
"Db, no. I t would he too hard to come back. I love

10 be here and I am never so happy as when I am among
the orphans. They' re so good, they' re so grateful. But
it is aUvery well to be a nun (ona /Mall lire religirll.u ) still
'Inc has a mother and one cannot forget that one drank
rhe milk of her: breasts. She is old. my mother, and it
is hard never to see her again; hut then she is fond of
her daughter-in-law. and my brother is good to her.
Ilis son is growing up now. I should think they will be
I-:: lad of an extra pair of strong arms on the f~rm; he was
only a child when I left France, hut he promised to have

a fist that you could fell an ox with."
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It was almost impossible in that quiet room, listening
to the nun, to realise that on the other side of these four
walls cholera was raging. Sister St. Joseph had an
unconcern which conveyed itself to Kitty.

She had a naive curiosity about the world and its
inhabitants. She asked Kitty all kinds of questions about
London and England, a count ry, she tho ught , where so
thick was rho fug that you could no t sec your hand at
midday, and she wanted to know if K itty went to balls
and whether she lived in a gra nd house and how many
brothers and sisters she had. She spoke often of \Valter.
The Mother Superior said he was wonderful and every
day they prayed for him. How lucky Kitty was to
have a husband who was so good and so brave and
so clever.

Ii

B UT sooner or later Sister St. Joseph returne d to
the subject of the Mother Superior. Kitty had been
conscious from the begin ning that the personality of
this woman dominated the convent. She was regarded
by all that dwelt there with love certainly and with
admiration, but also with awe and not a little dread.
Notwithstanding her kindliness Kitty herself felt like 1I

schoolgirl in her presence. She was never quite at 1)( r
ease with her, for she was filled with a sentiment which
was so strange that it embarrassed her: reverence. Sis« r
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St. Joseph with an ingenious desire to impress, to ld
Kitty how great the family was to which the Mother
Superior belonged; she had among her ancestors persons
of historic importance and she was UI1 /Mil COMil1t with
half the kings in Europe: Alphonso of Spain had hunted
at her father' s, and they had chateaux aU over France.
It must have been hard to leave so much grandeur.
Kitty listened smilingly, but not a littl e impressed.

" D« resn , you have only to look at her," said the
Sister, "to see that, romme faN/illt, c'est k .da s»s du

pa"itr."
"She has the most beautiful hands that I have ever

seen," said Kitty.
..Ah, but if you only knew how she had used them.

She is not afraid of wor k, 110lrt bonnt mtrt : '

When they had come ro this city there had been
nothing. They had built the convent. The Mother
Superior had made the plans and supervised the work.
The moment they arrived they began to save the poo r
little unwanted girl s from the baby-tower and the crud
hands ofthe midwife. At first they had had no beds to

sleep in and no glass to keep out the night air ("and
there is nothing," said Sister St. Joseph, " which is more
unwholesome"); and often they had no monel' left, not
only to pay the builders, but even to buy their simple
l".l re; they lived like peasants, what was she saying? the
peasants in France, ItIltz, the men who worked for her
father, would have thrown to the pigs the food the)' ate.
And then the Mother Superior would collect her



daughters round her and they would kneel and pray;
and the Blessed Virgin would send mon ey. A thousand
francs would arrive by post next day. o r a stranger, an

Englishman (a Protestant. if you please) or even a
Chinaman would knock at the door whi le they were
ac tually on their kn ees and bring them a presen t. O nce
they we re in such straits that they all made a vow to the

Blessed Virgin tha t they would recite a IJeltt'a;ne in her
honour if she succoured them, and, would you believe
it? that funny Mr. Waddington came to see us
next day and saying that we loo ked as though we all
wan ted a good plate of roost beef gave us a hundred
dollars.

What a comic little man he was. with his bald head
and his little shrewd eyes (.leI peli ts ) 'IUX molinJ) and his
jokes. .Man Dint_ how he murdered the French language.
and yet you could not help laughing at him. He was
always in a good humour. All through this terrible
ep idemic he carried himself as if he were enjoying a
holiday. He had a heart quite French and a wit so that
you would hardly believe he was English. Except for
his acccnr. But sometimes Sister St. Joseph tho ught he
spoke badly on purpose to make you laugh. Of course
his morals were not all one could wish; but still that was
his business (wit h a sigh, a shrug and a shake of tilt"
bead) and he was a bachelor and a young man.

"What is wro ng with his morals, II;a Strtlr?" asked
Kitty smiling.

" Is it possible tha t you do not know? It is a sin rOl
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me to tell you. I have no business to say such I h il18~ '

l ie lives with a Chinese wo man, that is to say, 1101 II

Chinese woman, hut a Manchu. A princess, it appc:ar!l,

and she loves him h) distraction."
"That sounds qu ite impossible," cried Kitty.
"No, no, I promise you, it is everything that is m ost

true. It is very wicked of him. Those things are not
done. Did y Oll not hear, whe n- yo u first came to the
convent and he would not cat the Il/ade/tiNts that I had
made expressly, that notre bonne mere said his stomach
was deranged by Manchu cooking? That was wha t she
meant and you sho uld have seen the head that he
made. I t is a sto ry altogether curious. I t appears that
he was stationed at Hankow during the revolution wh en
they were massacring the Manchus and th is good little
Waddington saved the lives of one of their greal
families. They are related to the Imperial Family . The
~jrl fell violently in love with him and-well, the rest
)"ou can imagine. And then when he left Hankow she
ran away and followed him and now she follows him
everywhere, and he has had to resign himself to keep her,
puor fellow. and I daresay he is very fond of her; the)"
are quite charming sometimes, these Manchu women.
But what am I thinking of? I have a thousand th ings
to do and I sit here. I am a bad religious. I am ashamed

of myself. "



KITTY had a queer feeling that she was growing .
The constant occupation distracted her mind and
the glimpses she had of other lives and other outlooks
awakened her imagination. She began to regain her
spirits; she felt better and stronger. I t had seemed to
her that she could do nothing now but weep; but to her
surprise, and not a little to her con fusion, she caught
herself laughing at this and that. It bega n to seem qui te
natural to live in the midst of a terrible epidemic. She
knew that peop le were dying to the right and left of her,
but she ceased very much to think of it. T he Mother
Superior had forbidden her to go into the infirma ries
and the closed doors excited her curiosit y. She would
have liked to peep in, but could not do so without being
seen, and she did not know what punishment the Mother
Superior would inflict upon her. It would be dreadful
ro be sent away. She was devoted to thc children now
and rhey would miss her if she went; in fact she did not
know what they would do without her .

And one day it occurred to her that she had neither
though t of Charles Townsend nor dreamt of him for a
week . Her heart gave a sudden thud against her ribs:
she was cured. She could think of him now with ill
difference. She loved him no longer. Oh, the relief and
the sense of libera tion! It was sm nge to look back and
remember how passionately she had yearned for him:
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she thought she would die when he failed her; she
thought life thenceforward had nothing to offer but
misery. And now already she was laughing. A worth .
less creature. What a fool she had made of herself! And
now, considering him calmly. she wondered what on
earth she had seen in him. It was lucky that Wadding ton
knew nothing, she could never have endure d his
malicious eyeing and his ironical innuendoes. She was
free. free at last, Freel She could hardly prevent herself
from laughing aloud.

The children were playing some romping game and
it was her habit to look on with an indulgent smile,
restraining them when they made too much noise and
laking care that in their boisterou sness none was hurt;
but now in her high spirits . feeling as young as any of
them, she joined in the game. The little girls received
her with delight. They chased up and down the room,
shouting at the top of their shrill voices. with fantastic
and almost ba rbarous glee. T hey grew so excited that
they leaped into the air with joy. The noise was terrific.

Suddenly the door opened and the Mother Superior
stood on the threshold. Kitty, abashed, extricated her
self from the clutches of a dozen li ttle girls who with
wild shrieks had seized her.

" Is this how you keep these child ren good and quiet?"
asked the Mother Superior, a smile on her lips.

" We were having a game, Mother. They go t excited.
Ir is my fault, I led them on."

The Mother Superior came forwa rd and as usual the



drink a whisky and soda, but he would seldom stay to

dinner. One Sunday, however, he suggested that they
should take their luncheon with them and go in chairs
to a Buddhist monastery. It was situated ten miles from
the dty and had some reputation as a place of pil
grimage. The Mother Superior, insisting that Kitty
must have a day's rest, would not let her work on
Sundays and \'qalter ofcourse was as busy then as usual.

They started early in order to arrive before the heat
of the day and were carried along a narrow causeway
between the rice fields. Now and then they passed
comforta ble farm-houses nestling with friendly intimacy
in a grove of bamboos . Kitty enjoyed the idleness; it
was pleasant after being cooped up in the city to see
about her the wide country. They came to the monas
tery. straggling low buildings by the side of the river,
agreeably shaded by trees, and were led by smiling
monks through courtyards, empt}'with a solemn empti
ness, and shown temples with grimacing gods. In the
sanctuary sat the Buddha, remote and sad. wistful,
abstracted and faintly smiling. There was about every
thing a sense of dejection; the magnificence was shoddy
and ruined; the gods were dusty and the faith that had
made them was dying. The monks seemed to stay on
sufference, as though they awaited a notice to quit; and
in the smile of the abbot, with his beautiful politeness.
was the irony of resignation. One of these days the
monks would wander away from the shady, pleasant
wood, and the buildings, crumbling and neglected,
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children clustered about her. She put her hands round
their narrow shoulders and playfully pu lled their little
yellow ears. She looked at Ki tty with a long, soft look.
Kitty was flushed and she was breathing qu ickly. Her
liquid q es were shining and her lovely hair. disarranged
in all the struggling and the laughter, was in adorable
confusion.

"QIIe " OIU tits bellt , nra chire tIt/anI," said rhe Mother
Superior . " It does the heart good to look at you. No
wonder these children adore YOu."

Kitty blushed deeply and, she knew not why, tears
suddenly filled her eyes. She covered her face with her
hands.

"Oh, Mother, you make me ashamed."
"Come. do not be silly. Beauty is also a gift of God.

one of the most rare and precious, and we should be
thankful if we are happy enough to possess it and
thankful. if we arc not, tha t others possess it for our
plea su re."

She smiled again and as though Kitty were a child too
gently patted her soft cheek.

liii

S INCE. she had been working at the convent Kin y
had seen less of Waddington. Two or three times h.
had come down to the river bank to meet her and
they had walked up the hill together. He came in 111
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" Nothing; only it's a loog way from here. It's where

my people live."
"Are you thinking of going home?"
" No."
" I suppose you' ll be leaving here in a coup ic of

months. The epidemic seems to be abating and the cool
weather should sec the end of it,"

" I almost think 1 shall be sorry to go."
For a moment she thought of the futu re. She did not

know what plans Walter had in mind. He told her
nothing. He was cool. polite, silent and inscrutable. I

Two littl e drops in that river that flowed silently towards
the unknown; two little drop s that to themselves had so
much individuality and to the onlooker were but an
undistinguishable part of the water.

"Take care the nuns don' t start converting you," said
Waddington, with his malicious little smile.

"They're much too busy. Nor do they care. They're
wonderful and so kind ; and yet- I hardly know how to
explain it-there is a wall between them and me. I don' t
know what it is. It is as tho ugh they possessed a secret
which made all the difference in their lives and which I
was unwor thy to share. I t is not faith; it is something
deeper and more-more significant: they walk in a
different world from ours and we shall always be
lrangers to them. Each day when the convent door

closes behind me I feel that for them I have ceased to
exist,"

" I can un derstand that it is something of a blow
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would be battered by fierce storms and besieged by the
surrounding nature. Wild creepers would twine them

selves a?o ut the dead images and trees would g row in
th e courtyards. Then the gods woul d dwell there no
longer, but evil spirits of darkness.

IiI)

THEY sat on the steps of a little building (four
lacquered columns and a high. tiled roof under
which stood a great bronze bell) and watched the river
flow sluggish and with many a bend towards the stricken
city. 'They could see its crenellated walls. T he heat hung
over it like a palL But the river. though it flowed so

slowly. had still a sense of movement and it gave one :I

melancholy feeling of the rransltorincss of things.
Everything passed, and what trace of its passage
remained? It seemed to Kitty that they were all, the

human race. like the drops of water in that river anti
they flowed on. each so d ose to the other and yet so fa l
apart, a nameless flood, to the sea. When all things

lasted so short a time and nothing mattered very m uch,
it seemed pitiful that men, attaching an absurd Import
ance to trivial objects. should make themselves and 0l1C'

another so unhappy.
. "Do you know Harrington Gardens?" she asked

Waddington, with a smile in her beautiful eyes.
UNo. Wh)'?"
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to your vanity," he returned mocking ly.
" My va nity,"

Ki tty shrugged her shoulders. Then. smiling once
more, she turned to him lazily.

" \V'hy did YOll never tell me that you lived with a
Manchu princess?"

"\'Vhat have those gossiping old women been telling
you? J am sure that it is a sin for nu ns to dis cuss the
private affairs of the Customs officials.'

" Why should you be so sensitive?"

Wadding ton glanced down, sideways , so tha t it gave
him an air of shyness. He faintl y shrugged his sho ulders.

"I r's not a th ing to advertise. I do no t kn ow that it

would grea tly add to my chance s of promotion in the
service."

"Arc you very fond of hl..' r?"

He looked up now and his ug ly litt le face had the
look of a naughty schoolboy's.

"She's abandoned everything for my sake, home,

fam ily, security and self-respect. It 's a good many years
now since she threw everything to the winds to be with
me. I've sent her away two or three times, but she'

always come back; I'Ye run away fro m her myself, but
she's always followed me. And now I've given it up

as a bad job; I think I've got to put up with her for the
rest of my life."

" She must really love you to distraction,"
" It's a rather funny sensat ion, you know," II<

answered, wrinkling a perplexed forehead. "I haven't

She looked at him curiously. It ",'as strange that th is
little bald-headed man with his monkey face should have
aroused in the alien woman so devastating a passion .
She could not rell why the way he spoke of her, notwith
standing his casual manner and his flippant phrases, gave

the smallest doubt tha t if] really left her. definitely, she
would commit suicide. Not with any ill-feeling towards
me, bu t qui te naturally, because she was unwilling tn
live without me. It is a curious feeling it gives one to
know that. I t can't help meaning something to you ."

"But it's loving that' s the important thing, not being
loved. O ne's not even grateful to the people who love
one; if one doesn' t love them, they only bore one,"

" I have no experience of the plu ral," he replied.
"Mine is only in the singular,"

" Is she really an Imperial Princess?"
" No, that is a romant ic exaggerat ion of the nuns. She

belongs to one of the g reat families of the Manchus, hut
they have, of course, been ruined by the revo lution. She
is al! the same a very great lady."

He said it in a tone of pride, so that a smile flickered

in Kitty's eyes.
" Arc you going to stay here for the rest of your life

then?" •
" In China? Yes. What would she do elsewhere?

When I retire I shall take a little Chinese ho use in Peking

and spend the rest of my days there."
" Have you any childre n?"
"No." -
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her the impression so strongly of the woman's intense
and uniq ue devotion. It troubled her a little.

"It docs seem a long way to Harrington Gardens,"
she smiled.

" Why do you say that?"
"I don't understand anything. Life is so st range. I

fed like someone who's lived all his life by a duck-pond
and suddenly is shown the sea. It makes me a little
breathless, and yet it fills me with dation. I don't want
to die, I want to live. I'm beginning to feci a new
courage. I feci like one of those old sailors who set sail
for undiscovered seas and I think my soul hankers for
the unknown."

Waddington looked at her reflectively. Her ab
stracted gaze rested on the smoo thness of the river.
Two little drops that flowed silently. silently towards
the dark, eternal sea.

"May I come and see the Manchu lady?" asked Kitty,
suddenly raising her head,

" She can' t speak a word of English."
«You've been very kind to me, you've done a grear

deal for me. perhaps I could show her by my manner
that I had a friendly feeling towards her."

Waddington gave a thi n, mocking little smile, bur
he answered with good humour.

"I will come and fetch you one day and she shall gi\'r
you a cup of jasmine tea."

She would not tell him that this story of an alien Jow
had from the first moment strangely intrigued her [ar uy.
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and the Manchu Princess stood now as the symbol of
something that vaguely. but inslstendy, beckoned to her.
She pointed enigmatically to a mystic land of the spirit.

Iv

BUT a day or two later Ki tty made an unforeseen
discove ry.

She went to the convent as usual and set about her
fi rst work of seeing that the children were washed and
dressed. Since the nuns held firmly that the night air was
harmful. the atmosphere in the dormitory was close and
fetid. M tcr the freshness of the morni ng it always made
Kitty a little uncomfortable and she hastened to open
such windows as would. But to-day she felt on a sudden
desperately sick and with her head swimming she stood
It a window trying to compose herself. I t had never
been ns bad as this before. Then nausea overwhelmed
her and she vomited. She gave a cry so that the children
were frightened, and the older girl who was helping her
ran up and, seeing Kitty white and trembling, stopped
. Iu)rt with an exclamation. Choleral The thought
rushed through Kitty's mind and then a deathlike feeling
I arneover her; she was seized with terror. she struggled
I , ,r a moment agains t the night that seemed agonisingly
I " run through her veins; she fdt horribly ill; and then
dark ness.

When she opened her eyes she did not at first know
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where she was. She seemed to be lying on the floo r
and , moving her head slightly. she thought that there
was a pillow under it. She could not remember. T he
Mother Superior was kneeling by her side, holding
smelling salts to her nose, and Sister St. Joseph stood
looking at her. Then it came back. Cholera ! She saw
the consternation on the nuns' faces. Sister St. Joseph
looked huge and her outl ine was blurred. Once more
terro r overwhelmed her.

"Oh, Mother. Mother," she sobbed. " Am I going
to die? I don' t want to die."

"Of course you're not going to die," said the Mother
Superior.

She was quite composed and there was even amuse
ment in her eyes.

"But it's cholera. W here 's Walter? Has he been sent
fo r? O h, Mot her, Mother ."

She burst into a flood of tears. The Mother Superior

hrave her hand and Ki tty seized it as though it were a
hold upon the life she feared to lose.

"Come, come. my dear child, you mustn 't be so sill)'.
It's not cho lera o r anything of the kind."

"Wherc's Wal ter;:."
" Your husband is much roo busy to be troubl ed. In

five minutes you 'll be perfectly wel l."

Ki tty looked at her with staring, harassed eyes. W h)'
d id she take it so calmly? It was cruel.

" K eep perfectly quiet for a minute," said the Moth er
Superior. " There is nothing to alarm yourself abo ut ."
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Kitty fclt her heart beat madly. She had HfOW ll '"

used to the thought of cholera that it had CC3Sl·t1 10 11(' ("111

possible that she could catch it . Oh, the foo l she had
been! She knew she was going to die. She was fri f:lll
cned. T he g irls brought in a long rattan chair and (llae('(1

it by the wi ndow.
"Come, let us lift you," said the Mother Superio r,

" You will be more comfortable on the chaise I OfJgllt . I)"

)"ou think you can stand?"
She pUl her hands un der Kitty'S arms and Sister St.

Joseph helped her to her feet. She sank exhausted inn

the chair.
" I had bette r shu t the window," said Sister St. J oseph.

"The early morning air cannot be go od for her."
" No no " said Ki tty. " Please leave it open: '
It ; ve her confidence to see the blue sky. She was

shaken, but certainly she began to feel better . T he t W II

nuns looked at her fo r a moment in silence, and Sister
St. J oseph said something to the Mother Superio r which
she could no t understand . Then the Mother Superior

sat on the side of the chair and took her hand.

" Listen, Hla ,/;ere wj ant • . ."
She asked her one or two questions. K itty answered

them without kn owing what they meant . Iler lips were
trembli ng so that she cou ld ha rdly frame the words.

" There is no doubt about it," said Sister St. J oseph .
" I am not one to be deceived in such a matter."

She gave a little laugh in which Kitty seemed 10

discern a certa in excitement and not a little affectio n.



The Mother Superior, still holding Kitty 's hand, smiled
with soft ten derness.

" Sister St. Joseph has more experience of these things
than 1 have. dear child, and she said at on ce what was

the matter WIth you. She was evidently quite righ t."
" \X1hat do you mean?" asked Kitty anxiously.
" I t is quite evident. D id the possibility of such a th ing

never occur to you? You arc wit h chi ld, my dear."

The start that Ki tty ga ve shook her from head to

foot, and she put her fee t to the ground as though to
spring up.

" Lie st ill, He still," said the Mother Superior.

Kitty felt herself blush furiously and she put her hands
to he r breas ts.

" It's impossible. It isn' t true,"

"QI/rst fe (p/dle dill" asked Sister St. Joseph.

The ~rothcr Superior translated. Sister St. j oseph 's
broad simple face, with its red cheeks, was beaming .

"No mistake is possible. I g ive you my word of
honour."

"How long have you been ma rried, my child?" asked
the Mot her Superio r. "Why, when my sister-in-law
had been ma rried as long as you she had already two
babies."

Kitty sank back into the chair. There was death in
her heart.

"]' L _ d" hm so asnamcc, s e whispered.

"Because you are go ing to have a baby? Why. W h ;& l

can be more natural?"

Ivi

KIlTY was lying on her bed and the shutters were
d osed. It was after luncheon and the servants
slept. W hat she had learnt that morning (and now she
was certain that it was true) filled her with consrernatiou .

.8,TilE PA IS TE D VE I L

''Qutllt joit pour I, dtxlell1': ' said Siste r St. j osepn.
" Yes, th ink what a happiness for your husband. He

will be overwhelmed with joy. You have only to see
him wit h babies, and the look on his face when he plays
with them, to sec how enchanted he wlk be to have one
of his own."

Por a little while Kitty was silen t. The two nuns
looked at her with tender interest and the Mother
Superior stroked her hand.

" I t was silly of me not to have suspected it before,"
said Kitty. " At all events I'm glad it's no t cholera. I
f..:d very much boner. I will get back to my wo rk."

"Not to-day, my dear ch ild. You have had a shock,

you had much better go ho me and rest yourself."
"No, no, 1 would much ra ther stay and work."
" I insist. W hat would our good doctor say jf I let

you be imprudent? Come to-morrow. if you like, o r the
day after, hu t to-day you mus t be qui et. ] will send for a
chair. Would you like me to let one of our young gi rls.

go with you?"
"Oh, no, I shall be all right alone."
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" Yes;:'''

" .May I come in?"

Kitty rose from her bed and slipped into a d ressing.
gown.

"Yes,"

Ever since she came home she had been try ing to thi nk;
hut her mind was a blank, and she could not collect her
thoughts. Sud denly she heard a step. the feet were
boo ted so that it cou ld not be one of the boys; with a
gasp of apprehension she real ised tha t it could only be

her husband. He W'~" in the si tting-room and she heard
herself called. She did not rep ly. T here was a moment's

silence and then a knock on her doo r.
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through he r shingled hair. She wa nted to gain tlmc.
Then, sit ting down, she lit a cigaret te.

" I wasn't very well th is morning and the Mo ther

Superior thought I'd better come back here. But l 'm
perfectly all rig ht again. I shall go to the conven t :I !\

usual to-morrow."
"\'X"hat was the matter with you?"
" Di dn't they tell you?"

"No. The Mother Supe rio r said that you must tell
me yourself."

H e did now what he did seldo m; he looked her full
in the face; his professional instincts were st ronger tha n

his personal. She hesitated . Then she forced herself to
meet his eyes.

"I'm going to have a baby," she said.
She was accustomed to h is habit o f meeting with

silence a statement whi ch you woul d natu rally expect
to evoke an exclamation, but never had it seemed
to her more devastating . He said nothing; he made
no gesture; no movement on his face nor change
of expression in his da rk eyes indicated that he had
heard . She felt sudde nly inclined to cry. If a

man loved his wife and his wife loved him, at such
.l moment they were d rawn toge ther by a poig nant
emotion. " The silence was in tolerable and she
broke it.

" I don 't know why it never occurred to me befo re.
If was stup id of me, but . . . what with one thing and
another . • ."
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He entered. She was glad that the closed shutters
shadowed her face.

" I hope I didn't wake you. I knocked very. very
ge ntly ...

" I have n't been asleep."
IIc went to one of the wind ows and th rew open the

shutt er. A flood of warm light streamed into the room.
"What is it?" she asked . " Why arc yo u back so

ea rly?"

" T he Sisters said tha t you were n't very well. I though'
I had better come and see what was the matter."

A flash of ange r passed thro ug h her.
" What wo uld you have said if it had been cholera?"
"If it had been you certainly couldn' t have made yom

way home this morning."

She went to the dressing-table and passed the collll,



and he would forgive com pletely. She could count on
him never to throw the past in her teeth. Cruel he
might be. cold and morbid. hut he was neither mean nor
petty. It would alte r everything if she said r es.

And she had an urgent need for sympathy. The
unexpected knowledge that she was with child had
overwhelmed her wi th strange hopes and unforeseen
desires. She felt weak, frig hte ned a litt le, alone and very
far fcom any friends. That morning, though she cared
lit tle for her mother, she had had a sudden craving to be
with her. She needed help and consolation. She did not
love \X!altcr, she knew that she never could, bu t at this
moment she longed with all her heart for him to take
her in his arm s so that she could lay her head on his
breast; clinging to him she could have cried hap pily; she
wanted him to kiss her and she wanted to twine her
arms around his neck.

She began to weep. She had lied so much and she
could lie so easily. What cou ld a lie matter when it
could only do good? A lie. a lie, what was a lie? It was
so cas)' to say res. She saw Walter's e)'cs melt and his
arms outstretched towards her. She couldn' t say it; she
didn ' t know why. she just couldn' t. All she had gone
through during these bitter weeks, Charlie and his

unkindness, the cholera and all these people dying. the
nuns, oddly enough even that funny. drunken little
Wadding ton. it all seemed to have changed her so that
she did not know herself; though she was so deeply
moved, some bystander in her soul seemed to watch her
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" How long have you . .. when do you expect to
be confined?"

The words seemed to issue from his lips with diffi
culty. She felt that his throat was as dry as hers. It was

a nu isance that her lips tr embled so when she spoke; if
he was not of stone it must excite his pity.

" I suppose I'\' C been like this between two and three
months: '

" Am I the fathcr?"

She gave a little gasp. There was just a shadow of a

tremor in his voice; it was dreadfu l that cold self-control
of his which made the smallest token of emotion so
shattering. She did not know why she though t suddenly
of an instrument she had been show n in Tching-Yen
upon which a needle oscillated a littlc and she had been
told that this represen ted an earthquake a thousand miles
away in which perhaps a thousand persons had lost their
lives. She looked at him. He was ghastly pale. She had
seen that pallor on him once, twice before. He was
looking down, a little sideways.

" \'(lell?"

She clasped her hands. She knew that if she could say
yes it would mean everything in the world to him. JI~

would believe her, of course he woul d believe hCI.
because he wanted to; and then he would forgive. She
knew how deep was his tenderness and how ready ht
was. for all his shyness, to expend it. She knew that h
was not vindictive; he would forgive her i f she could I lU l

give him an excuse to. an excuse that touched his hean ,
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with terror and surprise. She bad to tell the truth. I t did

not seem wo rth wh ile to lie. H er thoughts wandered

s trangely: on a su dde n she saw that dead begg a r at the
foot of th e com pound wall. Why should she th ink or

him? She did not sob; the tears streamed down her fact.
quite easily, from wide eyes. At last she answered th ~:

question. He had asked her if he was the child's father.
" I don' t know," she said .

He gave the ghost of a chuckle. Jr made Kitt y
shudder.

" I t's a bit awkward , isn' t it?"

Hi s answer was characteristic, it was exact ly wh at she

would have expected him to say. but it made her heart
sink. She wondered if he realised how hard it had been
for her to tell the truth (at the same moment she
recognised tha t it had not been in the least hard, but

inevitable) and ifhe ga ve her credit for it. Her answer J
don', kJlfJ1l', I doll" kNOW. hammered away in her head . 'It
was impossible now to take it back. She got her hand.
kerchief from her bag and dried her eyes. They did nor
speak. There was a syphon on the tab le by her bed and
he got her a glass of water. H e brough t it to her and
held the glass while she drank. She noticed how thin his
hand was. it was a fine hand. slender. with long fingers,
but now it was nothing but skin and bone; it trcmbled,
litt le: hecou ld control his face, but his hand betra yed him.

"Don' t mind my crying," she said. " It's noth.in~
really; it's only that I can't help the water runnin~
out of my eyes."
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She drank the water and he put the glass back. He sat
down on a chair and lit a ciga rette. He gave a litt le sigh .
t incc or twice before she had heard him sigh like that
and it always gave her a catch at the heart. Looking at
him now. for he was staring with abstracted gaze out of
the window, she was surprised that she had not noticed
before how terribly thin he had grown during the last
weeks. His temples were sunken and the bones of his
face showed through the skin. His clothes hung on
him loosely as though they had been made for a larger
man. Through his sunburn his face had a g reenish

pallor. He looked exhau sted. He was working too
hard. sleeping little and eat ing noth ing. In her own
grief and perturbation she found room to pity him.
It was cruel to think that she could do nothing for
him.

He put his hand over his forehead. as though his head
were aching. and she had a feeling that in his brain too
those words hammered madly: I don', h ,OW, I don',
MOtl'. It was st.range thar this moody. cold and shy man
should have such a nat ural affection for very little babies;
most men didn' t care much even for their own, but the
nuns, touched and a little amused, had more than once
spoken of it. Ifhe felt like that about those funny little
Chinese babies what would he have felt about his own?
Kitty bit her lips in o rde r to prcvcnt herself from crying
,lgam .

He looked at his wat ch.
" I'm afraid I must go back to the city. I have a great
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T HE night was sultry and Ki tty sat at the windo w
looking at the fantastic roofs. dark aga inst the star

lig ht , of the Chinese temple, when at last \Valter came

in. Her eyes were heavy with weeping, but she WJ. I

composed. Notwithstanding all there was to hara ss lu I

she felt, perhaps onlyfrom exhaustion, strangclya t pence,
" I thought you'd be already in bed," said Wal l! I

as he came in ,

deal to do to-day. . . . Shall you be all right?"
"Oh, yes. D on' t bother about me."

" I think you'd better not wai t for me this evening. I
may be very late and I'll get something to cat from
Colonel Yu."

" Very well."
'f ie rose.

" If I were you, I wouldn 't try to do anything to-day.
Yo u' d better take it easy. Is there anythi ng you want

before I go?"
"No. thanks. I shall be quite all right."
H e paused for an instant. as th ough he were un

decided, and then, abruptly and without looking at her,
took his hat and walked ou t of the room. She heard him
go th rough the compound. She fclt terri bly alone.
There was no need for self-restrain t now and she gave
herself up to a passion of tears .
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" I wasn' t sleepy. I tho ught it cooler to sit up . Have
you had any dinner?"

" All I want."
He walked up and do wn the long room and she saw

rhat he had something to say to her. She knew that he
was embarrassed. W itho ut concern she waited fo r him
to sumrnon up his reso lution. He began abruptly.

" I've been thinking about what you told me this
afternoon. It seems to me tha t it would be better if you
went away, I have spoken to Colonel Yu and he will

give you an escort . You could take the amah with you.
You will be quite safe."

"Where is there fo r me to go?"
"You can go to your mother's."
" Do you think she would bepleased to SL'C me?"

He paused for a moment, hesitat ing , as tho ugh for
reflection.

"Then you can go to Tching-Yen."
"What should I do there?"
"You will need a good deal of care and attention. I

.loo't thin k it's fair to ask you to stay here."
She could not prevent the smile, no t only of bitterness

but of frank amusement, that crossed her face. She gave
him a glance and very nearly laughed.

"I don't know why you should be so anxio us about
m}' health."

He came ove r to the wi ndow and stood looking
Ullt at the night. There had never been so many
stars in the unclouded sky.
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" This isn't the place for a woman in your con dition."
She looked at him, white in his thin clothes against

the dark ness; there was something sinister in his nne
profile, and yet oddly enough at this moment it excited
in her no fear.

"When you insisted on my coming here did you want
it to kill me?" she asked suddenly .

He was so long answering that she thought he had
refused to hear.

"At first:'
She gave a little shudder, for it was the first time he

had admitted his in tention. But she bore him no ill will

for it. Her feeling surp rised herself; there was a certai n
admiration in it and a faint amusement . She did net

quite know why. but suddenly thinking uf Charlie
Townsend he seemed to her an abject foo l.

" It was a terrible risk you were taking," she
answered. " \Vith your sensitive conscience I won der
if you could ever have forgiven yourself if I had
died."

"WeD. you haven't. You've thrived on it o"
" J've never felt better in my life: '
She had an instinct to throw herself on the mercy II I

his humour. After all they had gone through , when they
were living amid these scenes of horror and desolariou.
it seemed inept to attach importance to the ridiculous
act of fornication. When death stood round the COWl'!,

caking lives like a gardener digging up potatoes, it wu
foolishness to care what di rty things this person O ( rh ~ 1
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did with his body. If she could only make him realise
how little Charlie meant to her, so that now already she
had difficulty in calling up his featu res to her imagina
I ion, and how entirely the love of him had passed out of
her heart ! Because she had no feeling for Townsend the
various acts she had committed with him had lost their
significa nce. She had regained her heart and what she
had given of her body seemed not to matte r a rap. She
was inclined to say to \Valter: "Look here, don' t you
think we've been silly long enough? We've sulked with
line anothe r like children. \Vhy can't we kiss and be
friends. There's no reason why we shouldn' t be friends
just because we're not lovers."

He stood very still and the lamplight made the pallor
of his impassive face startling. She did not trust him; if
she said the wrong thing he would turn upon her with
such an icy stern ness. She knew by now his extreme
sensitiveness, for which his acid irony was a protection,
and how quickly he could close his heart if his feeling s
were hurt . She had a moment's irrita tion at his stupidi ty.
Surely what troubled him most was the wound to his
va nity: she vaguely realised that this is the hardest of all
wounds to heal. It was singular that men attached so '
much importance to their wives' faithfulness; when first
she had gone with Charlie she had expected to feci quite
different, a changed woman; but she had seemed to
herself exactly the same, she had exper ienced only well.

' being and a greater vitality. She wished now that she
had been able to tell Walter that the child was his; the lie

"



would have mean t so littl e to her, and the assurance
wou ld have been so great a comfort to rum. And after

all it might no t be a lie; it was funny, that something in
her heart which had pre vented her from giving herself
the benefit of the doubt. H ow silly men were! Their
part in p rocreatio n was so unimport:lnt ; it was the
woman who carried the chi ld thro ugh long mo nths of
un easiness and bore it with pa in, an d yet a man because

of his momentary connecti on made such preposterous
claims. Why should tha t make any difference to him in
his feeling towards the child? Then Ki tty's thoughts
wandered to the child which she herself would lx-ari she
thought of it not with emotion nor with a passion of
maternity, but 'wi th an idle curiosity.

" I da resay you'd like to think it over a little," said
Walter, breaking the long silence.

" Think what ?"

He tu rned a little as if he were surp rised.
"A bout when you want to go?"
" But 1 don't wan t to go."
"Why not?"

" I like my work at the convent. I think I'm makinR
myself useful. 1 should prefer to stay as long as you do.'

" I think I should tell you that in you r present
. condition you are probably more liable to catch any
infection that happens to be about.'

" I like the discreet way you put it," she smiled
iron ically.

" You're not staying for my sake?"

She hesitated . He little knew that now the strongest

emotion he excited in her, and the most unexp ected, was

pity.
"No. You don' t love me. I often think I rather bo re

you.'
" 1shouldn' t have though t you were the sort of person

III put yourself out for a few stuffy nuns and a parcel of

Chinese brats."
Her lips outlined a smile.
" I think it's rather unfair to despise me so much

because you made such a mistak e in your judgment of
ch ..me. It's not my fault that you were su an ass.

" If you're determined to stay you are of course at

liberty to do so." .,
"I'm sorry I can't g ive you the opportu nity of being

magnanimo us." She found it stra ngely hard to, be q~te
serious with him. "As a matter of fact ) 'OU re qUite
right, it's not only for the orphans that I'm staying: )'OU

sec. I'm in the peculiar position that I haven't got a soul
in the world that I can go to. I know no one who
wouldn' t thin k me a nuisance. I know no one who cares
a row of pins if I 'm alive or dead ."

He frowned. But he did not frown in anger.
"We have made a dreadful hash of things, haven't

Wl: ?" he said.
" Do you still wan t to divorce me? I don't think I care..II ny more.

. "You must know that by bringing you here I've

condoned the offence."
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"I didn't kno w. You sec, I haven' t madc a study of
infidelity. W hat are we going to do then when we leave
here? Arc we going on living together?"

"Oh, don't you think we can let the future take care of
itself?"

There was the weariness of death in his voice.

T wo or three days later W adding ton fetched Ki tty
from the convent (for her restlessness had ind uced
her immediately to resume her work) and took her
to drink the promised cup of rca with his mistress.
Ki tty had on morc than one occasion dined at Wadding
ton's house. I t was a square, wh ite and pretentious
building, such as the Customs build fo r their officials all
over China; and the dining-room in which they ate, tlu
d rawing-room in which they sat, wcre furnished with

prim and solid furnitu re. They had the appe arance o!
being partly offices and partly hotel; there was nothing
homelike in them and you understood that these houses
were merely places of haphazard sojourn to their
successive occupants. It would never have occurred I n

you that on an upper Hoot mystery and perhaps romano
dwelt shrouded. They ascended a flight of stairs 311.1

Waddington opened a door. Ki tty went into a larj;f ,
bare room with whitewashed walls on which hU1l1'
scrolls in various calligraphies. At a square table, on ~
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stiffarmchair, both of blackwood and heavily G I IV(' I I, Sil l

the Manchu. She rose as K itty and \X'addinl-: lo ll
entered. but made no step forward .

" He re she is." said \V'addingto n, and added some 
thing in Chinese.

Ki tty shoo k hands with her. She was slim in her long
embroidered gown and somewhat taller than Ki n y,
used to the Southern people, had expected. She wore a
jacket ofpale green silk with tight sleeves that came over
her wrists and on her black hair, elaborately dressed.
was the head-dress of the Manchu women. Her face was
coated with powde r and her checks from the eyes to the
mouth heavily rouged ; her plucked eyebrows were a
thin da rk line and her mouth was scarlet. From this
mask her black. slightly slant ing , large eyes burned like
lakes of liqu id jet. She seemed more like an idol tha n a
woman. Her movemen ts were slow and assured. Kitty
had the impression that she was slightly shy but very
curious. She nodded her head two or three times,
looking at Kitty, whi le Waddington spoke ofher. Ki tty
not iced her hands; they were preternatu rally long, vcry
slender, of the colour of ivory; and [he exquisite nails
were painted. Kitty thought she had never seen an y
thing so lovely as those languid and elegant hands. They
suggested the breeding of uncounted centuries.

She spoke a little. in a high voice, like the twitte ring
lOr birds in an orchard , and Waddington, translating,
rold Ki tty that she was glad to sec her; how old was slu
lind how many children had she got? The)' sat do wn 011
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three straight chairs at the square table and a boy
brought in bowls of tea, pale and scented with jasmine.
'The Manchu lady handed Kitty a green lin of T hree
Castles cigare ttes. Beside the table and the chairs the
roo m contained lit tle [u rniturr-; there was a wide pallet

bed on which \ \ "3.S an embroidered head rest and two
sandalwood chests.

"What docs she do with herself all day long?" asked
Ki uy.

"She paints a little and sometimes she writes a poem.
Hut she mostly sits. She smokes. but only in modera
tion. which is fortunate, since one of my dunes is to
prevent the traffic in opium."

"Do you smoke?" asked Kitty.

"Seldom. To tell you the truth J much prefer
whisky."

There was in the room a faintly acrid smell; it was not
unpleasant, hut peculiar and exotic.

" Tell her that I am sorry I cannot talk to her. I am
sure we have many things to say to one another."

When th is was translated to the Manchu she gave
Kiny a quick g lance in which there was the hint 01 001

smile. She was impressive as she sat. without em
barrassment, in her beauti ful clothes; and from tilt'
painted face the eyes looked out wary, self-possessed anti
unfathomable. She was unreal. like a picture, and p I
had an elegance which made Ki tty feel all thumbs. Kitty
had never paid anything but passing and somcwluu
contemptuous attention to the China in which fate b.d

th rown her. It was not done in her set. Now she seemed
on a sudden to have an inkling of something remote and
mysterious. Here was the East, immemorial. dark and
inscrutable. The beliefs and the ideals of the West
seemed crude beside ideals and beliefs of which in this
exquisite creature she seemed to catch a fugitive glimpse.
Here was a different life. lived on a differen t plane. Kitty

fd t strangely that the sight of this idol, with her painted
face and slanting. wary eyes, made the efforts and th e
pains of the everyday world she knew slightly absurd.
Tha t colou red mask seemed to hide the secret of an
abundant, profound and significant experience: those
long. delicate hands with their tapering fingers held the
key of riddles undivined .

" What does she think about all day long?" asked
Kitty.

"Nothing,' smiled \'Q'addlngton.
" She's wonderful. Tell her I' ve never seen such

beautiful hands. I wonder what she sees inyou: '
Waddington. smiling. translated the question.
"She says I'm good."
«As jf a woman ever loved a man for his virtue,"

Kitty mocked.
T he Manchu laughed hut once. T his was when Kitty,

for something to say. exPressed admiration of a jade
bracelet "she wore. She took it off and Kitty, trying to
put it on, found. though her hands were small enough.
that it would not pass over her knuckles. T hen the
Manchu hurst into childlike laughter. She said some-



fix

Krrrv feU agai n into the comfortable routine of her

work and though in the early mo rning feeling far
from well she had spirit enough no t to let it discompose
her. She was astonished at the in terest the nuns took in
her: sisters who, when she saw them in a corridor, had
<lone no more than bid her good morning now on 101

lIimsy pretext came into the room in which she was
occupied and looked at her, cha tting a little. with a
sweet and childlike excitement. Sister St. Joseph told
her with a repetition which was sometimes tedious how
"he had been saying to herself for days past: " Now, I
wonder," or : "I shouldn' t be surprised" ; and 1111':11,

Perhaps the nuns kno w it; when I'm with them I [('(.]

rhat they hold a secret which they will not share will .
me. 1don' t know why it came in to my head thai if I saw

this Manchu woman 1sho uld have an inkling of wha t I
am looking fo r. Perhaps she would tell me if she could ."

"\Vhat makes )'ou think she knows it?"
Kitty gave him a sidelong glance, but did not answer.

Instead she asked him a question .
"Do you know it?"
He smiled and shrugged his shoulders.
"Tao. Some of us look for the \V'a)" in opium and

some in God , some of us in wh isky and some in love.

It is all the same Way and it leads nowhither."
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th ing to Waddington and called for an amah. She gave
her an instruction and the amah in a moment brought in
a pair of very beautiful Manchu shoes .

"She wan ts to give you these if you can wear them:'
said Waddington. " You'll find they make quite good
bedroom slippe rs."

" They 6 t me perfectly," said Kitty, not without
satisfaction.

But she no ticed a roguish smile o n Waddington's face.
" A rc they too big for her?" she asked quickly.
" J\ lilcs."

Kitty laughed and when Wadding ton translated, the
Manchu and the amah laughed also.

Wh en Kitty and Wadding ton, a littl e later, were
walking up the hill together, she turned to him with a
friend ly smile.

"You did nut tell me that you had a great affection for
her."

"Whar makes you think 1 have?"

" I saw it in your eyes. It 's st range, it must be like
loving a phantom or a dre am. Men are incalculable; J
thought you were like everybody else and now 1 feci
that 1don't know the first thing about you."

As they reached the bungalow he asked her abruptly
" \'('hy did you want to see her?"
Ki tty hesitated for a moment before answering .

" I'm looking for something and 1 don't quite know
what it is. But 1 know that it's very important for me tIl
kno w it , and if I did it wo uld make all the didcrcnc-



told her that they all prayed for her , and Sister St.
Mar tin had said what a pity it was she was not a Catholic;
but the Mother Superior had rep roved her; she said tha t
it was possible to be a good woman-e-sse brave ftllJ1J1e.

she put it-s-even tho ugh one was Pro testant and It Bo"
Dim would in some way or o ther ar range all that.

Ki tty was bo th touched and diver ted by the interest
she aroused, but surprised beyond measure wh en she
found that even the Mother Superior. so austere in her
saintliness. treated her with a new complaisance. She

had always been kind to Ki tty. but in a remote fashion;
now she used he r with a tendernes s in which there was
something maternal. Her voice had in it a new and
gen tle note and in her eyes was a sudden playfulness as

though Kitty were a child who had done a clever and
amus ing thing. I t was oddly mo ving. Her sou l was like

a calm. g rey sea rolling majestically. awe-inspiring in its
sombre greatness. and then suddenly a ray of sunshine
made it alen t friend ly and gay. Often now in the
evening she would come and sit with Ki tty.

" I must take care tha t you do not tire you rself. "/0"

m!tml." she said. making a transparent excuse to herself,
" or D r. Pane will never forg ive me. Oh, this British
self-eontroll T here he is delighted beyond measure
and when you speak to him of it he becomes qu ite
pale."

She took Ki tty 's hand and patted it affectionately.
. "D r. Fane to ld me tha t he wished )'ou to go away. but

p HI would no t because )'ou could not bear to leave us.
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when Kitty fainted : " There can be no d oubt. it jumps

to the eyes." She told Kitty long stories of her sister-in
law's confineme nts, which bu t for Kitty's quick sense of
humour would have been not a litt le alarming. Sister
St. Joseph combined in a pleasant fashion the realistic
outlook of her upbringing (a river wound through the
meadows of her fath er's farm an d the poplars tha t stood
on its bank trem bled in th e faint est breeze) with a

charming intimacy with relig ious things . One day.

firmly convinced that a heretic could know nothing of
such matters, she told Kitty of the Annunciatiun.

« I can never read th ose lines in the Iioly \Vt it

without weeping: ' she said. " I do not know why. bu t it
gives me such a funny feeling:'

And then in French, in wo rds that to Ki tty sounded
unfamiliar and in their precision a trifle cold. she
quoted:

"A"d the angt! famt ;" JUlIo her. and said, Hail f NII of
graft. lhe Lord is with lhet: blu.ftd art tboNa1nO"g 1JI()"'m."

T he mystery of birth blew through the convent like a
little fitful wind playing among the white blossoms of an
orchard. The thought tha t Ki tty was with child
disturbed and excited those sterile women . She frigh t
ened them a little no w and fascinated them. TIll'Y
looked upon the physical side of her condition with
robust cofWnon sense, fat they were the daughters I I I

peasants and fishermen; bu t in thei r childlike hearts was
awe. They were trou bled by the thought of her burde n
and yet happy and stra ngely exalted. Sister St. ] ()s('j,h

•
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TnOUGH the Mother Superior talked with Kitty not
more than three or four times and once or twice hut
ten min utes the impression she made upon Kitty
was profound. Her character was like a country
which on first acquain tance seems gra nd. but in.
hospitable; but in which presently you discover smiling
little villages among frui t trees in the folds of the
majestic mountains. and pleasant ambling rivers that
Row kindly through lush meadows. But these com
fortable scenes. though they surprise and even reassure
you, are not enough to make you feci at ho me in the
land of tawny heights and windswept spaces. It would
have been impossible to become intimate with the
Mother Superior; she had that something impersonal
abou t her which Kitty had felt with rhc other nuns, even
with the good-humoured, chatty Sister St. Joseph, but
with her it was a barrier which was almost palpable. It
gave you quite a curious sensation, chilling but awe
inspiring. that she could walk on the same earth as you,
attend to mundane affairs, and yet live so obviously
upon a plane you could not reach. She once said to

Kitty:
" It is not enough that a religious should be continually

,in prayer with Jesus; she should be herself a prayer."
Though her conversation was interwoven with her

religion, Ki tty fclt that this was natural to her and that

'.
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Tha t was kind of you, my dear child. and I want you to
know that we appreciate the help you have been to us.
But I think that you did no t want to leave him either,
and that is better, for your place is by his side, and he
needs you. Ah, I do not know what we should have
done without that admirable man."

"I am glad to think that he has been able to do some
thing for you," said Kitty.

" You must love him with all your heart. my dear.
He is a saint."

Kitty smiled and in her heart sighed. Th ere was only
one thing she could do for \Valter now and that she
could not think how to. She wanted him to forgive her,
not for her sake any more, but for his own; for she felt
that this alone could give him peace of mind. It was use
less to ask him for his forgiveness, and if he had a
suspicion that she desired it for his good rather than hers
his stubborn vanity would make him refuse at all costs
(it was curious that his va nity now did not irritate her,
it seemed natura l and only made her sorrier for him);
and the only chance was that some unexpected oc
currence might throw him off his gua rd. She had an
idea that he would welcome an uprush of emotion
which would liberate him from this nig htmare 01
resentment. but that, in his pathetic folly, he would Jiglll
when it came with all his migh t against it .

\'V'as it not pitiful that men. tarrying so short a Sp:lll

in a world where there was so much pain, should tim
torture themselves?

TH E l'A I ~TE D VEI L
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the right to do as she chose. One of my cousins had
gone to bid farewell to the dear fug itive and did not
come back till the evening. She was much moved. I
had not spoken to my mother, I trem bled at the thought
of telling her what I had in mind, and r et I wished to
keep the resolution I had made at Holy Communion. I
asked my cousin all manner of questions. My mother,
who appeared to be absorbed in her tapestry, lost no
word. While I talked I said to myself: If] want to
speak to-day I have not a minute to lose.

" It is strange how vividly I remember the scene. We
were sitting round the table, a round table covered with
.L red cloth, and we; worked by the ligh t of a lamp with a
green shade. My two cousins were staying with us and
we were all working at tapestries to re-cover the chairs
;0 the drawing-room. Imagine, they had not been rc
covered since the days of Louis XIV, when they were
bo ught, and they were so shabby and faded, my mother
raid it was a disgra ce.

" I tried to form the words, but my lips would not
move; and then, suddenly, after a few minutes ofsilence
my mother said to me: ' I really cannot understand the
conduct of your friend . I do not like this leaving with
.ut a word all those to whom she is so dear. The
csture is theatrical and offends my taste. A well-bred

voman does nothing which shall make people talk of
II C ~. I hope that if ever you caused us the great sorrow
of leaving us you would not take flight as though you
\l ere committing a crime."
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no effort was made to influence the heretic. It seemed
strange to her that the Mother Superior, with her deep
sense of charity, should be conten t to leave Kitty in a
condition of what must seem to her sinful ignorance.

One evening the rwo of them were sitting together.
The days were shortening now and the mellow light of
the evening was agreeable and a little melancholy. The
Mother Superior looked very tired. Her tragic face was
drawn and white; her fine dark eyes had lost their fire.
Her fatigue perhaps urged her to a rare mood of
confidence.

"This is a memorable day for me, my child," she said,
breaking from a long reverie, " for this is the anniversary
of the day on which I finally determined to ente r
religion. For two years I had been thinking of it, but I
had suffe red as it were a fear of this calling, for I dreaded
that I migh t be recaptured by the spirit of the world.
But that morning when I comm unicated I made the vow
that I would before nightfall announce my wish to my
dear mother. After I had received the Holy Communio n
I asked Our Lord to give me peace of mind : Thou shalt
have it only, the answe r seemed to come to me, when
thou hast ceased to desire it."

The Mother Superior seemed to lose herself in
thoughts of the past.

«That day, one of our friends, Madame de Viem ot,
had left for the Carmel without telling any of her
relatives. She knew that th ey were opposed to her step,
but she was a widow and thought that as such she had
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" It was the moment to speak. but such was m}
weakness that I could only say: 'Ah, set you r mind a
rest, Illolllan, I should not have the strength.'

"My mother made no answer and I repented becaus
I had not dared to explain myself I seemed to hea r th
word of Our Lord to St. Peter: 'Peter, lovesr thou me?'
Oh, what weakness, what ingratitude was mine! I love
my com fort, the manner of my life, my family and my
diversions. I was lost in these bi tter thoughts when a
little later, as though the conve rsation had not been
interrupted. my mother said to me: 'S till, my Odette, (
do not think that you will d ie withou t having done
something that will endure.'

" I was still lost in my anxiety and my reflections,
while my cousins, never knowing the beating of my
heart, worked quietly. when suddenly my mother,
lett ing her tapestry fall and looking at me attentively,
said: 'Ah, my dear child. I am very sure that you will end
by becoming a religious.'

.. 'Are you speaking seriously. my good mother: I
answered. 'You are laying bare the innermost thought
and desire ofmy heart.'

.. 'MaiJ olli: cried my cousins without giving me time
to finish. 'For two years Odette has thought of nothing
else. But you will no t give you r permission, mo tan" .
you must not give you r permission.'

.. 'By what right. my dear children. should we refuse
it: said my mother. 'if it is the Will of God?'

"My cousins then, wishing to make a jest of 1111
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conversation, asked me what I intended to do with the
trifles that belonged to me and quarrelled gaily about
which should take possession of this and which of tha t.
But these first moments of gaiety lasted a ve ry litt le
while and we began to weep. T hen we heard my father
come up the stai rs."

The Mother Superior paused for a moment and
sighed.

" It was very hard for my father. I was his only
daughter and men often have a deeper feeling for thei r
daugh ters than they eve r have for their sons."

" It is a great misfortune to have a heart," said Kitt y,
with a smile.

" It is a great good fortune to consecrate that heart to
the love of Jesus Christ."

At that moment a little girl came up to the Mother
Superior and confident in her interest showed her a
fantastic toy that she had somehow got hold of. T he
Mother Superior put her beautiful , delicate hand round
the child 's shoulder and the child nestled up to her. It
intrigued Kitty to obse rve how sweet her smile was and
yet how impersonal.

"It is wonderful to see the ado ration that all your
orphans have for you. Mother," she said. "I think
I should be very proud if I could excite so great a
devotion."

The Mother Superior gave once more her aloof and
yet beautiful smile.

" T here is on ly one way to win hearts and that
,
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is to make oneself like unto those of whom one would
be loved ."

Ix i

W ALTE R did not come hack to dinner that
evening. Ki tty waited for him a little, for when
he was detained in the city he always managed to send
her word, but at last she sat down. She made no more
than a pretence of eating the many courses which the
Chinese coo k, with his rega rd for propriety notwith
standing pestilence and the diffi culty of p rovisioning.
invariably set before her; and then, sinking into the long
rattan chai r by the open window, surrendered herself to

the beauty of the starry nigh t. The silence rested her.
She did not try to read. J Icr though ts floated upon

the surface of her mind like litt le white clouds reflected
on a st ill lake. She was too tired to seize upon om',
follow it up and absorb herself in its attenda nt train .
She wondered vaguely what there was fo r her in the
various impressions which her conversations with 1I lr'
nuns had left upon her. It was singular that, though
their way of life so profoundly moved her, the faiT h
which occasioned it left her untouched. She could II< ' I

envisage the possibility tha t she might at any time 1M
captured by the a rdour of belief. She gave a little siH h
perhaps it would make everything easier if that ,c: rc ~ t

white light should illuminate her soul. Once or tw i, ,

she had had the desire to tell the Mother Superior of her
unhappiness and its cause; but she dared not : she could
not bear that this austere woman should think ill of her.
To her what she had done would naturally seem a
grievous sin. The odd thing was that she herself could
not regard it as wicked so much as stupid and ugly.

Perhaps it was due to an ob tuseness in herself that she
looked upon her connection with Townsend as regret
table and shocking even, but to be forgotten rather than
to be repented of. It was like making a blunder at a
party; there was nothing to do about it. it was dreadfully
mortifying. but it showed a lack of sense to ascribe too
much importance to it. She shuddered as she thought of
Charlie with his large frame too well covered. the
\'agueness of his jaw and the war he had ofstanding with
his chest thrown out so that he might not seem to have a
paunch. I lis sanguine temperament showed itself in the
little red veins which soon would form a netwo rk on
his rud dy checks. She had liked his bushy eyebrows :
there was to her in them now something animal and
repulsive.

And the future? It was curious how indifferent it left
her; she could not see into it at all. Perhaps she wo uld
Ilie when her baby was born . Her sister Doris had
always been much stronge r than she. and Doris had
nearly died . (She had done her du ty and produced an
hd.r to the new baronetcy; Kitty smiled as she thought
of her mother's satis fact ion.) If the future was so ' "ague

it meant perhaps that she was destined never to see it.
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Walter would probably ask her mother to take care of
the child-if the child survived; and she knew him well

enough to be su re that. however uncertain of his
paternity, he would treat it with kindness. Walter could
he trus ted under any circumstances to behave admira bly.
It was a pity that with his great qualities. his unselfish
ness and honour , his intellig ence and sensibili ty, he

shou ld be so unlovable. She was not in the least fright
ened ofhim now, but sorry for him, and at the same time
she could not help thinking him slig htly absurd. The
depth of his emotion made him vulnerable and she had a
feeling that somehow and at some time she so could

work upon it as to induce him to forgive her. The
thought haunted her now tha t in thus giving him peace
of mind she would make the only possible amends for
the anguish she had caused him. It was a pity he had so
little sense of humour: she could see them both, some
day, laughing together at the way they had tormented
themselves.

She was tired . She took the lamp in to her room and
undressed. She went to bed and presently fell asleep.

Ixii

BUT she was awakened by a loud knocking. At nn r,
since it was interwoven with the dream from whil 11
she was rous ed, she could not attach the sound In

reality. The knocking went on and she was consciou

that it must be at the gateway of the compound. It was
quite dark. She had a watch with phosphatised hands
and saw that it was half-past two. It must be \'Valter
coming back- how late he was-and he could not
awa ke the boy. The knocking went on, louder and
louder, and in the silence of the night it 'was really no t a
little alarming. The knocking stopped af\d she heard the
withdrawing of the heavy bolt . Walter had never come

back so late. Poo r thing, he must be tired outl She
hoped he wo uld have the sense ro go straight to bed
instead ofworking as usual in that labo ratory of his.

T here was a sound of voices. and people came into
the compound. That was strange, for Walter coming
home late, in order not to disturb her , took pains to be

quiet. Two or three person s ran swiftly up the wooden
steps and came into the roo m next doo r. Kitty was a
little frightened . At the back of her mind was always
the fear of an anti-foreign rio t. Had something hap 
pened? Her heart began to beat qu ickly. But before she
bad time to put her vague apprehension into shape some
one walked across the room and k nocked at her door.

"~1 rs . Fane."
She recognised Waddington's voice.
··Yes. W hat is it?"
"Will you get up at once . I have something to say to

you."
She rose and put on a dressing-gown, She unlocked

the door and opened it. Her glance took in Waddington
in a pair of Chinese trousers and a pongee coat, the



huuse-boy holding a hu rricane lamp, and a little lill '"
back th ree Chinese soldiers rn khaki. She started 'l ~ . 1.

saw the consternation on \"'addington's face; his h~~d
w~~ t~uslc.J as though he had just jumped o ut of bn l.

What IS the ma tter?" she gasped.

" You must keep calm. There's no t a moment to II. ,
Put o n you r clothes at once and come wi th me! '

. " n ut what is it? H as something happened in II
cay?"

The sigh t of the soldiers suggested to her at once III I

th ere had been an o utbrea k and th ey were come I "

p ro tect her.

"Your husband 's been taken ill, We wan,
yo u /1'

come at once. "
"'Valter?" she cried.

" You mustn't be upset. I don 't exactly know whar'

the matter. Colonel Yu sent this officer to me and askn l
me to bring you to the Yam en at once."

K itty stared at him for a mcmene, she fclr a sudd, II

co ld in her heart. and then she rum cd.
"1 shall be ready in tw o mimllcs."

. " 1came just as 1 was," he answered. " 1was asleep, I
Just put on a coat and some shoes."

. She did not hea r what he said . She d ressed by rh,
Iight of the stars , taking the firs t th ings that came III

hand; her fingers on a sudden were so clumsy that II

seemed to take her an age to find the Iirrle clasps thar
closed her dre ss. She put roun d her shoulders tb.
Cantonese sha wl she had w~rn in the evening.
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, d. Js rh ' "" I haven' t put a hat on. There s no nee ,IS t ere: '

"No."
The boy held the lantern in front of them and they

hurried down the steps and out of the com po und gate.
"Take care you don' t fall," said \'qadding ton.

"Yo u'd better hang on to my arm."
'111e soldiers followed immediately behind them.
"Colonel Yo. has sent chairs. T hey're waiting on the

othe r side of the river : '
They walked q uickly down the hill. Ki tty co uld not

lori ng herself to utter the q uestion that t rembled so
hor ribly on her lips. She was mortally afraid of the
answer. They came to the bank and there. with a thread

l,flight at the bow, a sampan was waiting fo r them .
'· Is it cho lera?" she said then.

" I'm afraid so."
She gave a little cry and sto pped short .
" 1 think you ought to come as q uickly as you can: '
He gave her his hand to help her into the boa t. T he

passage was sho rt and the river almost stag~ant; ~ey

hl oo d in a bunch at the bow, while a 'woman with a child
,it'd on her hip with one oar impelled the sampan across.

" He was taken ill th is afternoon, the afternoon of

yesterday that is," said Wadd ington .
"\Vhy wasn 't I sent for at once?"
Althoug h there was no reason fo r it they spoke in

whispers. In the darkness K itty could only feel how
intense wa s her companion's anxiety.

"Colonel Yu wanted to, but he wo uldn' t let him.
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c<:~~nel Yii has been with him all the time ..
c o ugh t to have sent for m II "

heartless." c a the same. It' s

"Your husband knew tha
with cholera It's a obIt you had never seen anyone
. 1 " -I • • tern e and re,'olting ich H
c nun t want you to sc it." Slg t. ee l.

"After all he is my husband" h "
voice. • s e said In a choking

Waddington made n I
U Deep '"" Wh r -

yam I allowed to come now~"

Waddington pu t his hand h "" M on er arm
y dear. you must be ve . b .

prepared for the worst." ry rave. You must be

She gave a wail of anguish and tu rn d . .
she saw that the thr Chin c a\\ay a lm lc. for
her. She had a suddee esc so.Jdices were looking at

en strange gl impse f h hi
their eyes. 0 t c w ires of

" Is he dying ?"

"1 o nly know the messa e Co lo n ..
officer who came and fi r h ~ cl Yu ga ve to this

II
ere eo me As far as I . d

co apse has se t in ." . can JU ge

" Is there no hope at all>"

"I'm dreadfully sorry I'm af id ha '
there quickly we shan' t find hi ra j . t t if we don't g CI

~ U 1m alJve "
She shuddered. The tears be ' ,

checks. . gao to stream down her

"Ya u see, he's been ave ki
resistance." rwor mg, he has no powers I II

She wlrhdre f hw rom t e pressure of hi ". IS arm with .1
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gestu re of irritation. It exasperated her that he should
talk in that low , angui shed voice.

The}" reached the side and two men, Chinese coolies,
standing on the bank helped her to step on shore. The
chairs were waiting. As she got into hers Waddington

said to her:
"T ry and keep a tight hold on your nerves. You' ll

want all your self-control."
"Tell the bearers to make haste: '
" The}'have orders to go as fast as they can."
The officer. already in his chair, passed by and as he

passed called out to Kitty's bearers. They raised the
chair smartly, arranged the poles on their shoulders. and
at a swift pace set off. Waddington followed close
behind. They took th e hill at a run. a man with a
lantern going before each chair. and at the water-gate
the gate-keeper was standing with a torch. The office r
shouted to him as they approached and he flung open
one side of the gate to let them through . He uttered
some sort of interjection as they passed and the bearers
called back. In the dead of the night those guttural
sounds in a strange language were mysterious and
alarming, They slithered up the wet and slippery cobbles
of the alley and one of the officer 's bearers stumbled.
Kitty heard the officer's voice raised in anger. the shrill
retort of the bearer, and then the chair in front hurried
on again. The streets were narrow and tortuous. Here
in the city was deep nig ht. It was a city of the dead.
They hastened along a narrow lane. turned a corner. and
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then at a run took a flight of steps; the bearers were
beginning to blow hard; they walked with long, rapid
strides, in silence; one took out a ragged handkerchief
and as he walked wiped from his forehead the sweat that
ran down into his eyes; they wound this way and that so
that it might have been a maze through which they sped;
in the shadow of the shuttered shops sometimes a form
seemed to be lying, but you did not know whether it was
a man who slept to awake at dawn or a man who slept to
awake never; the narrow streets were ghostly in their
silent emptiness and when on a sudden a dog barked
loudly it sent a shock of terror through Kitty's tortured
nerves. She did not know where they went. Th e v,-a )"

seemed endless. Could they not go faster? Faster.
Faster. The time was going and any moment it might be
too late.

b:iii

SUDDE.'1LY, walking along a blank long wall they came
to a gateway flanked by sentry boxes, and the bearers
set do wn the chairs. \X'addington hurried up to Kitty.
She had already jumped out. The officer knocked
loudly on the door and shouted. A postern was opened
and they passed into a courtyard, It was large and
square. Huddled against the walls, under the caves of
the overhanging roof", soldiers wrapped in their
blankets were lying in huddl ed groups. They stopped
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for a moment while the officer spoke to a man who
might have been a sergeant on gua rd. He turned and

said something to Waddington.
"He's still alive," said Waddington in a low voice.

"Take care how you walk."
Still preceded by the men with lanterns they made

their W:lY across the yard, up some steps, th rough a great
doorway and th en down into another wi~e co~r t: On
one side of th is was a long chamber with lights 10 it; the
lights with in shining through the rice paper silhouetted
the elaborate pattern of the lattice. T he lantern·bcarers
led them across the yard towards this room and at the
door the ofliccr knocked. It was opened immediately
and the officer with a glancc at K itt y stepped back.

"Will rou walk in," said Wadding ton. .
It was a long, low room and the smoky lamps that .ht

it made the gloom ominous. Three or four o~erhes

stood about. On a paller against the wall oppos ite the
dour a man was lying huddled under a blanket. An
officer was standing motionless at the foot.

Kilty hurried up and leaned over the pa~let . ~a1ter

lay with his eyes closed and in that sombre hght his face
had the greyness of death. He was horribly still.

" \'Valter, Walter, " she zaspcd, in a low, terr ified tone.
There was a slight movement in the body, or the

shadow of a movement; it was so slight it was like a
hrcath of air which you cannot feel and yet for an

instant ruffles the surface of still water.
" Walter, Walter, speak to me:'



The eyes were opened slowl .
in finite ca . y. as tho ugh i t were an

or t to nuse those heavy Iids b t h di
loo k, he sta red at the wall fi . be U C d no t

H
a cw me cs from hi r-

c spo ke' his voice I d IS lace.
smile in it: . ow an weak. had the him of a

" This is a pretty kettle of fish .. b idK I ' c sam .
m y {aced not breathe II d

no bcg innin f . e rna e no fu rther so und
g o a gesture b I ' '.t:. ur us C}TS th d k

eyes of his (seeing no I • osc arx, cold
W W tar mysteries? d

white-washed wall Ki . es. sta re at the
With haggard gaze 'she :a

c:
dra~cd herself to her feet.

" Surely thi e t c man who stood there
some tng can be done Y > . '

stand there and do nothi :>" • ou rc not gOIng to
Dg.

She clasped her hands WI dd i
officer who stood at rh " f ah mgton spoke to the

.. •. c cnc () r c bed.
I m~fnuJ they've dune evcryrhin r rh .

The regimen tal surgeon h be g .at was possible.
husband has trained h' " d -cn treating him. Your

l.""U rrn an hc 's d II h
husband could do himself," one a t at your

" Is that the surgeon?"
"N0, that is Colonel Yr ' I '

I
b l ' ' U . r e s never I r.

tu s a m S Side ." Cit your

Distracted, Kitty gave him a -lan
man, but stockily built d g , ceo He was a tallish

" 1 ,an he seemed ill "
khaki uniform. He was lookin at case 10 his
that his eyes were ith g at Walter and she saw

wet WI tears It I '
Why should that man with hi gave icr a,pang.
tears in his eyes;' I t IS yellow. flat face have

.. , . exasperated her.
It s awful to be able to do nothing."
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"At least he' s not in pain any marc," said \Vaddington.
She leaned once marc over her husband. T hose

ghastly eyes of his still stared vacantly in front of him.
She could not tell if he saw with them. She did not
know whether he had heard what was said. She put her

lips dose to his cars.
" \'(falter, isn' t there something we can do?"
She thought tha t there must be some drug the)' could

give him which would stay the dreadful ebbing of his
life. Now that her eyes were more accustomed to the
dimness she saw with horror that his face had fallen .
She would hardly have recognised him. It wa s unthlnk

able that in a few short .hours he should look like
an(lther man; he hardly looked like a man at all; he

looked like death.
She thought that he was making an effort to speak.

She put her ear close.
" Don't fuss. I've had a rough passage, but I'm all

right now ."
Kitty waited for a moment , but he was silent. His

immobility rent her heart with anguish; it was terrifying
that he should lie so still. He seemed preparcd already
for the stillness of the grave. Some one. the surgeon or
a dresser, carne forward and with a gesture motioned her
aside; he leaned over the dying man and with a dirty rag
wet his lips. Ki tty stood up once more and turned to

Waddington despairingly.
" Is there no hope at a1l?" she whispered.

He shook his head.

I
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"H

OW m uch longe r can he live>"
"No one can tell A h ',.. . n Our perhaps."
Ki ny looked round th b

rested for aninstanton the s: b ~re ~hambcr and her eyes
"Ca I be I . stan tlalformofColonel Y "

n eft alone with hi r . u,
asked "Onl r . rm ror a little wh ile?" she

. y lor a minute."
"Ce .-ctam ly, if you wish it."
Waddington stepped OVer to t

to him. The Col I . he Colonel and spoke
one ga ve a JUde bo d h '

tone an o rder. w an t en 10 a low

"We shall wait on the sr . " .
they trooped o ut " ¥ h cps, said Waddington as

N . au ave only to call."
o~ that the incredible had 0 .

conscJOusness like d . vcrwhelmcd he r
• a rug coursrn th h

and she realised that W ~ roug her veins,
on e thought d h alte r was gOJllg to die she had but

• an t at was to make his end' .
by d ragg ing fmm hi , I caster for him

IS sou th e ran hi
it. I f he could die at pca ith h c~ur w Ich poisoncd

cc wn er rr s I h
he would die at peace wid hi cemccr ro cr thar
no t o f herself at aU but O~l 1 ;mhjsc1f. She thought now

" \'V' I Ya m.
a tcr, I beseech you I r. '. a lnrgJvc me" h idJng over him F 17 • S e sat , lean.

. or lear that he c Id
prcssun, she took a u no t bear the

care not to tou ch hi " I'
desperately sorry for th . rm. m so

e wrong I did you I biregret It." . so ltt erly

H e said nothing H did
bli . c not seem to hea Sh

a igcd to insist It ' d r. e wat. secrnc to her sr 1
was a fluttering m th d i . range y that his SOli I

o an us wJngs h 'hatred. were cavy Wil li
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" Darling ."
A shadow passed over his wan and sunken face. I t

was less than a mo vement, and yet it gave all the effect of
a terrifying co nvulsion. She had never used that word
to him before. Perhaps in his dying brain there passed
the tho ught, confused and difficulty g rasped , tha t he had
only heard her use it, a commonplace of her vocabulary,

to dogs and babies and motor-cars. Then something
horrible occurred. She clenched he r hands, trying with
all her might to control herself, for she saw two tears

run slowly down his wasted checks.
" Oh, my precio us, my dear, if yo u ever loved me- l

know you loved me and I was hatefu l- l beg you to for 
give me. I've no chance now to sho w my repen tance.

Have mercy on me. I beseech you to forgive,"
She stopped. She looked at him , all breathless,

waiting passionately for a reply. She saw that he tried to
speak . Her heart gave a great bound. I t seemed to her
that it would be in a manner a reparati o n for the
suffering she had caused him if at this last moment she
could effect his deliverance from that load of bitterness.
His lips moved. He did no t look at her. H is eyes stared
unseeing at thc white-washed wall. She leaned over him
so that she might hea r. But he spoke quite clearly.

" The dog it 'was that died. "
She stayed as st ill as though she were turned to stone.

She could no t un derstand and gazed at him in terrified
perplexity. It was meaningless. D elirium. H e had not

understood a word she said.



I t was impossible to be so still and yet to live. She

smr: d and stared . His eyes were open. She could not

te~. If he br:;thed. ~hc began to grow frightened.
Walter, she whIspered. "Walter."

At last, suddenly, she raised herself A s dd C. . u cn lear
seized her. She turned and went to the docsr.

" \Vill you com e, pkasc. JIe doesn ' t seem to . . ."
They stepped in. The littl e Olincsc surgeon went

up t~ ~hc bed. He had an elect ric to rch in his hand and
he Itt Jt and looked at Walter's eyes Th 1 I d' .... . en Ie c osc
them. He said something in Chinese W/add,· t

. . W ~ ~ put

h IS arm ro und Kitty.

" I'm afraid he' s dead."

K itty gave a deep sigh. A few tears fell from her
eyes. She felt dazed rather than overcome. TIle Chinese
s~ood abo~t, round the bed, helplessly, as though they
did not qurre know what to do next '"'ad I"

. • • W l rngton was
silen t. In a minu te the Chinese began to speak in a low
tone among themselves.

."You'd ~! tcr let me take you back to the bungalow,"
said .\'Vaddlngton. "He'JI be brought there;"

K itty passed her hand wearily across her forc
~ead . Sh~ went up to the pallet bed and leaned over
It. She kissed Walter gently on the lips Sh. . e was no!
cryIng now.

"I'm sorry to give you so much trouble." •

The officers saluted as she passed and she gravely
bowed" . T hey .walked back across the courrynr.!

and got mto then chairs. She saw Waddington light ..

ixio
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rigarette. A little smoke lost in the air, that was the life

of man.

DAW N was breaking now, and here and there a

Chinaman was taking down the shutters of his
shop. In its dark recesses. by the light of a taper. a
woman was washing her hands and face. In a tea-house
at a corner a g roup of men were eating an early meal.
The grey, cold light of the rising day sidled along the
narrow lanes like a thief. There was a pale mist on the
river and the masts of the crowded junks loomed
thro ugh it like the lances of a phantom army. It was
chilly as they crossed and Kitt y huddled herself up in her
gay and coloured shawl. They walked up the hill and
they were above the mist. T he sun shone from an
unclouded sky. It shone as though this were a day like
another and noth ing had happened to distingu ish it

from its fellows.
" Wouldn' t you like to lie down?" said Waddington

when they entered the bungalow.
" No . I'll sit at the window."
She had sat at the window so often and so long

during the weeks that had passed and her eyes now were
so familiar with the fantastic. ga rish, beautiful and
mysterious temple on its great bastion that it rested her
spirit. It was so unreal. even in the crude light of mid-

Q
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TnEY sauntered along the causeway till they came
In the top of the hill ~Il which stood that archway, the
memorial to a virtuous widow, which had occupied

Sf) large a part of Ki tty 's imp ression of the place. It was
;1 symbol, but of w hat she scarcely knew; she could not '

fell why it bore a no te of so sardonic irony.
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victim to the pestilence there would be no one now to
u y them ove r him. The coffin was lowered into the
f:rave and the gravc-diggers began to throw in the earth.

Colonel Yu, who had stood with bared head by the
grave-side, put on his hat, saluted Ki tty gravely, said a
word or two to Waddington and followed by his A.D.C.
walked away. The coolies, curious to watch a Christian
burial, had lingered and now in a straggling group, their
yokes trailing in their hands , sauntered off. Kitty and
\,(raddington waited till the grave was filled and then
placed on the mound, smelling of fresh earth, the nuns'
prim dahlias. She had no t wept, but when the first
shovelful of earth rattled Oil the coffin she felt a dreadfu l

pang at her heart .
She saw that Waddington was waiting for her to come

away.
"Arc you in a hurry?" she asked. "1 do n' t want to go

back to the bungalow just yet ."
" I have nothing to do. I am entirely in you r hands."
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day, that i t withdrew h f
"I'l l er rom the reality of JiC

ge t the boy r k <c.
'II 0 rna ze yo u some t I '

WI be necessa ry to bu I' hi ea. m afra id it
ry um t s mom' I '

arrangements." mg . 11 make all

" Thank you."

T mw buried hlm h
t rec hours I

horrible to Kitty th h are r. I t seemed
Ch" at e must b . .

rncsc coffin as tho u h . e put Into a
, g 10 so stmng bed h

rest uneasily but th < a bcd be m us
I . • ere Was no help r. . •
earning of Walt 's d h or Jr. I he nuns

crs eat as the J '
that happened in th . yearned cvcrythinJ{
d

c CHy,scm by a m
ahlias, stiff and form I I esscnge r a cross 0

a . nn tn'lde h
accustomed hands of R' ' as t ough by the
C

. a ons r; and the I
hinese coffin look d cross, a one on the

When aJj was 'ready ~h ghatotdcsguc a.od out of place,
·h h cy to watt for Col Iw o ad sent to W d I" one Yi,

a ( mgton to say tl I
attend the funeral 11 'lac ie des ired 10

. e came accom . d
They walked up the hill th paille by an A.D.C

. , e coffin born b h If
coolies. to a litt le plor fI e y a a doze ll

. • 0 and where Ia b . d
uussronary whose pI wr 1 y unc 1Ilr
h

ace wa tcr had rak w ,
ad found among th " en. waddingllOll

c nussJonacy' flj
prayer~book and in a 1 . 5 e eels an Englh h
h OW VOIce. with an b

t at was unusual, hi em arrassmcm
a m read th b ial

haps, reciting tho I' e un service. 1\ ·,
se so emu but ibl

though t hovered in his ind . terri e words, rlu
rnrn that 1f he in his turn fell ..
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"Shall we sit down a little? \\le haven'r sat here for
ages ." The plain was sp read before her widel y; it was
tranqui l and serene in the morning lig ht . " I t 's o nly a
few weeks that I've been here and it seems a lifetime."

He did not answer and fo r a while she allo wed her
thoughts to wander. She gave a sigh.

" 00 you think tha t the soul is immortal?" she asked.
fIe did not seem surprised at the q uestion.
" How should I know? "

" Just now, when they'd washed \Valrer, before they
put him in to the coffin I looked at him . He looked very
young. Too young 'to die. D o you remember that
beggar that we saw the first time you took me for a
walk? I was frightened no t because he was dead. but
because he looked as though he'd never been a human
being . H e was just a dead an imal. Anu no w ag.lin, with
\'\!al tcr, i t looked so like a machine tha t has run down.
That's what is so frightening . And jfit is only a machine
how futile is all this suffering and the heart pains and the
misery,"

He did no t answer, but his eyes tra velled o ver the'
landscape at their feet. The wide expanse on that ga}'

and sunny morning filled the heart with exul tation . The
trim little rice fields stretched as far as the eye could SCI'

and in many of them the blue-dad peasants with thd,
buffaloes were working industriously. I t was a peaceful
and a happy scene. K itty broke the silence.

«I can' t tell you how deeply moved I've been by all

I've seen at the convenr. Thc}"re wonderful , those nune,
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k feel utterly worthless. T hey give up
they ~ c me " their country. love. children,
e\'erythmg, their hom~, I hlngs which 1 sometimes
Freedom; and all the Itt c t , flowers and gre o.:n
think must he harder still to give up. books and
fields going for a walk on an autu~n day. -rhi

' hin they gIve up. every ng.
music, comfort. cvcryr g devote themselves to a
And they do it so that they obedi killing work and
Jife o f sacrifice and poverty, a e en~e, 11 nd t rulv a

II f them this world I S rea y a •
I, rayer. T o a °illin' I hear

. J '~ ' cross which they w g y ,
Place of ex ile. .1 c IS a . desi I it' s so

. II he ti me IS the es rrc-co 1,but in their hearts a te 1 ' . '
dcsi it' s a longing, an eage r,I rro ngcr than csirc ,

mue 1 S rt . tl hi h hall lead them
passionate longing for the dca 1 w ic s

to life everlasting." d I k d at him with
K itty clasped her hand s an 0 0 e

ang uish.
"W 0)" 1._

e . . I ') T hink WIla t"5 sin there is no hfe eyer asungr ,

it mc~~~f de:th is really the end of all thing~ ~7y~:
given up all for no thing. T hey've been chcate .

d ..
upes. h"t

Wadding ton reflected fo r a little w 1 e. have
" I wond er . I wo nder if it matters that ~hat t~ey 1 .

. Thei lives are 111 rhcmsc vcs
aimed at is illusion. err nlv thing which
be if I I have an idea that the 0 ~ . "

auu u . . Id e live 111 WIthout
makes it possible to rcS":rd rhis wor t~n men create out
d isgust is the beauty which no~ and. t the music they

f the chaos 'fhe pictures t ey pam, h' I d
o tho books they write . and the lives t e)' ea .compose. e
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,,'
out of the window you may see it . Desire no t to desire,
it teaches, and leave all th ings to take the ir course. H e
that humbles himself shall be preserved entire. I-Ie that
bends shall be made straight. Failure is the foundation
of success and success is the lu rking-place of failure; but
who can tell when the turning point will come? He who
strives after tenderness can become even as a little chi ld .
Gentleness brings victory to him who attacks and safety
to him who defends. Mighty is he who conquers

himself."
" Docs it mean anything?"
" Sometim es, when I've had half a dozen whiskies and

look at the stars, I think perhaps it docs."
Silence fell upon them and when it was broken it was

again by Ki tty .
" Tell me, is:.-the dog it was that died, a quotation?"
Waddingt t.>n' s lips outlined a smile and he was ready

with his answer. But perhaps at that moment his
sensibilities were abnormally acute. Kitty was not look
ing at h im, but there was something about her expression

which made him change his mind.
" If it is 1don't know it," he answered warily. " Why?"
" Nothing. It crossed my mind. I t had a familiae

ring." ...
There was anothe r silence.
"\'<1hcn you were alone with your husband," said

Waddington presen tly, " 1 had a talk wi th the regimental

surgeon. I thought we oug ht to have some details."

" \'<1ell? "
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Of all these the richest i b .
Th:~ is the perfect work ;ra;.~.ty IS the beautiful life.

Ki rry sighed. \'(!hat he .
wanted more. S31d seemed hard . She

" J,fave you ever been to a
conunued , symphony concen?" he

IC y "cs, she smiled " I kI ' . now norhin f '
m rather fond of it." g o music, but

" Each member of th . hc o re csna 1,1a I '
msrrumcn r and L_ .r )'S llS own lit tle

• lJ WHat uo yo u J' k
complicated harmon] hi r lin . he kn ows (If the
. flies W ich unr 1I th
Jndiffcrent ai r> 1-1 i 0 cmseJves o n the

. c s concerned onl . ) '
share. But he kn th y wrt 11m own small

ows at the sym J .
though there's n h " P tony IS lovely and

one to car n it i J •
content to p lay his par t." • IS ovcly scm, and he is

"Yau spoke of Tao the ot her I ." . I ..
pause. "Tell me wha t it is .. ( 3). san Knry, after a

. Waddi ngton gave her' a littlc J .
Instant , and the n with r' ook, hesnatcd an

I a ramt smiJ hi
answered: e on 1S comic face

" It is the Way and the Wa .
along which walk II bel ygoer. I t JS the eternal road
, If ' a elOgs, but no be' .
Jtse J5 being. I t is eve ,1. , mg made a , for

hin
ry LllDg and nothin F

t gs spring a1J ~L:_ _ r g. 'rom it all• UIIIJgs contc rm t .
things return It ' 0 rr, and to it at last all

hich . IS a squa re without I
W 1 ears cannot hear .1 ' ang es, a sound
. , and an un ag ith
JS a vast net and th h . c W1 o ut fo rm. It
. oug rrs meshes .
rt lets no thing thro I I ' arc as wJde as the sea
hi ugn. t 1S the

r mgs find refuge. I t is nowh sanet~ary where all
ere, bu t wuhout looking



" H e was in a very hysterical sta te. I could n' t really
quire understand what he meant . So far as I can make

out your husband got infected dudog the course of
experiments he was making:'

"He was always experimenting. He wasn't really
a doctor, he was a bacteriologist; that is why he was so
anxiou s to come here."

"But I can 't quite make out from the surgeon 's
stateme nts whether he was infected accidentally or
whether he was actually experime nting on him.
self."

Kitty grew very pale. The suggesrlon made her
shudder. Waddington took her hand.

"Fo rgive me for talking about this again ," he said
gently. "but I thought it migh t comfort you-c-I know
how frightfully difficult it is on these occasions to say
anythi ng that is of the least usc-I th~ught it might
mean something to you that Wal rcr died a martyr to
science and to his duty."

Kitty shrugged her shoulders with a suspicion of
impat ience.

" Walter died of a broken hea rt," she said.

Waddington did not answer. She turned and looked
at him slowly. Her face was white and set.

"What did he mean by sar ing : the dog it was rhar
died? What is it?"

" It's the last line of Goldsmith's Elegy."
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NEXT morning Kitty went to the convent. The
girl who opened the door seemed surpris~d to
see her and wh en Kitty had been for a few rrunures
about her work the Mother Superior came in. She went

up to Kitty and took her hand.
" I am glad to see you, my dear child. You show a

fine courage in coming back here so soon after your
great sorrow; and wisdom, for ] am sure that a little
work will keep you from brooding."

Kitty cast down her eyes. reddening a little; she did
not want the Mother Superior to sec into her heart .

eel need not rcll rou how sincerely all of us here
sympathise with you. "

" You are very kind," whispered K itty.
" We all pray for you constantly and for the soul of

him you have lost."
Kiny made no reply. The Mother Superior released

her hand and in her cool, authoritative tone imposed
various tasks upon her. She patted two or three
children on the head, gave th em her aloof, but winning
smile and went about her marc pressing affairs.•



Kitty was silent fo r a moment. She looked down.
" I was under the impression that I was of some use

here. It has been a great pleasure to me to think that I
was. 1 hoped that you would allow me to go on with

my work till the epidemic had come to an end."
" We arc all very grateful for what you have done for

us," answered the Superio r, with a slight smile, " but
now that the epidemic is waning the risk ofcoming here
is not so great and I am expecting two sisters from
Canton. T hey should be here very sho rtly and when
they arrive 1 do not thin k that 1shall be able to make any

. ..
use of your services . . ,

K itty's hear t sank. The Mother Superio r s tone
admitted of no reply; she knew her well enough to
know that she would be insensible to entreaty. That she
found it necessary to reason with Kitty had brought into
her voice a note, if hardly of irri tation. at least of the

perempto riness which mig ht lead to it.
d h to ask O1}'" Mr. Wad din gton was goo enoug

advice."
"I wish he could have minded his own business,"

inte rrupted Kitty. .
" If he hadn ' t I should all the same have felt obliged to

g ive it him," said the Mother Superio r gently" ."At the
present moment your place is no t here, bu~ with your
mother. 11r. Waddington has arranged with Colonel
Yii t~ g ive you a strong escort so tha t you will be pcr
fectly safe on the journey, and he has ar ranged for
bearers and coolies. The amah will go with you and
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A WEEK went by. Ki tty was sewing. The Mother
Superior entered the room and sat down beside her.
She gave Kitry's work a shrewd g lance.

" You sew very well. my dear. It is a rare accomplish.
menr for young women of your world nowadays!'

" l owe it to my mot her:'

" I am sure that your mother will be very glad to see
you aga in."

Ki tty loo ked up. There was that in the Mother
Superior's manner which prevented the remark from
being taken as a casual politeness. She went on.

"1 allowed you to come here after the death of your
dear husband because 1 thought occ upation would
dist ract your mi nd. 1 did no t thin k you were fit at that

moment to take the long journey to Tc hing.Yen by
yourself, no r did I wish you to sit alone in your house
with nothing to do but to remember your loss. But now
eigh t days have passed. I t is time for you to go."

" I don' t want to go , Mother. 1 wan t to stay here."
" There is nothing for you to stay for. You came to be

wirh your husband. You husband is dead. You are in a
condit ion in which you will shortly need a care and
attent ion which ieis Impossible for you to get here. I t is
your duty, my dear child, to do everything in your
po wer for the welfare of the being that G od has e ll

trusted to your care:'



arrangements will be made at the citi
lC~ you pass

through. In fact, everything possible for your comfort
has been done."

Kitty's lips tightened. She thought that the)' mig ht at
least have consulted her in a matter which onl)' can.
cerned herself. She had to exercise some self-cont ro l in
o rder not to answer sharp ly.

"And when am r to start>"

The Mother Supe rior remained qu ite placid.
" The sooner } "OU can get back to Teh ing -Yen and

then sail to England the better, my dear child. We
thought you would like to start at dawn the day after
to-morrow."

" So soon."

K itty felt a li ttle inclined to cry. But it was true
enough; she had no place there.

"Yo u all seem in a great hu rry to be r id f .. h. o rne,S c
said ruefull y.

Kitty was co nscio us of a relaxation in the Supe rior's

dClIleam~ur. She saw tha t Kitty was prepared to yield and

unco nsciouslyshe assum~ a more gracious tone. K itty '.
sense of humour was acute and her eyes twinkled as she
reflected that even the saints liked to ha veth ... ". err own way.

Don t th ink that I fad to appreciate the goodness 1,1

yo~r hear t, my dear child, and the admirable charit y
~hlch ma kes you unwilling to abando n your self
Imposed d uties."

K itty stared straight in front of her. She faint ly

sh rugged he r shoulde rs. She knew that she could ascri!..

to herself no such exalted virtues . She wanted to slay

because she had nowhere else to g o. It was a curious

sensat ion this, that nobody in the world cared two

straws whether she was alive o r dead .
" I canno t understand that you should be relucta nt to

go home," pursu ed the Supe rio r amiably. "There .rc

many foreigners in th is country who would give a g reat

deal to have yo ur chancel" •

" But not you, Mother?"
"Ob, with us it is different, my dear child. W h en we

come here we know tha t we have left our homes fo r

ever:'
Out o f her own wounded feelings emerged the desire

in K itty ' s mind, ma licious perhaps, to seck the joint in

the armour o f faith which rendered the nuns so aloofly

immune to all the natural feelings. She wanted to sec

whethe r there was left in the Supe rior any o f the

weakness of humanity.
" 1 sho uld have tho ught that sometimes it was hard

never to see again those that are dear to yo u and the

scenes amid which you were b ro ught up."
The Mother Superior hesita ted for a m oment, but

Kitty wa tching her could see no change in the sereni ty o f

her beau tiful and austere face.
" It is hard fo r my mother who is old now, for I am her

only daughter an d she wou ld dearly like to see me once

more before she dies. I wish I could give her that joy.

But it cannot be an d we shall wait till we can meet in

paradise."
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she would pray constantly for her and the dear little
baby and-for the soul of the poor, brave doctor. She was
voluble, kindly and affectionate; and yet Ki tty was
deeply conscious that for Sister St. Joseph (her gaze
intent on eternity) she was but a wraith without body or
substance. She had a wild impulse to seize the stout.
good-natured nun by the shoulders and shake her,
crying: " Don' t you know that I'm a human being,
unhappy and alone , and I want com fort and sympathy
ami encouragement; oh, can't you tu rn a minute away
from God and give me a little compassion; not the
Christian compassion that you have for all suffering
things, but just human compassion for me?" T he
thuught brought a smile to Kitty's lips: how very ~ur..
priscd Slsrcr St. Joseph would bel She would certainly
be convinced of what now she only suspecte d, that all
English people were mad.

"Fortunately I am a very good sailor," Kitty
answered. " I've never been sea..sick yet."

The Mother Superior returned with a small, neat
parcel.

"T hey' re handkerchiefs that I've had made for the
name-day of my mother," she said. " The ini tials have
been embroidered by our young girls."

Sister St. Joseph suggested that Kitty would like to
see how beautifully the work was done and the Mother
Superior with an indulgent, dep recating smile untied the
parcel. T he handkerchiefs were of very fine lawn and
the initials embroidered in a complicated cypher were

T HE P AI N T E D Y E l L

"All the same, when one thinks of those to whom
one is so dear, it must be difficult not to ask oneself if
one was right in cutt ing oneself off from them."

"Arc you asking me if r have ever regretted the step
Ttook?" On a sudden the 1\fo ther Superior's f lee grew
radiant. «Never, never. I have exchanged a life tha t was
trivial and worthless for one of sacrifice and prayer.'

There was a brief silence and then the Mother
Superior, assuming a lighter manner, smiled.

"I am going to ask you to take a little parcel and post
it for me when you ge t to l\larscilJes. I do not wish to
ent rust it to the Chinese post-office. I will felch it at
once,"

" You can give it to me to-morrow, " said Ki tty.

"You will be too busy to come here to..morrow, my
dear. It will be more conve nient for ) 'OU to bid us
farewell to-night. "

She rose and with the casy dignity which her volu
minous habit could not conceal left the room. In a
mome nt SiSler St. Joseph came in. She was come to say
good-bye. She hoped that Kitty would have a pleasant
journey; she would be quite safe, for Colonel Yu was
sending a strong escort with her; and the sisters con
stanrly did the journey alone and no harm came to them,
And did she like the sea? Mon Die», how ill she was when
there was a storm in the Indian ocean, Madd!1Jt her
mother would be pleased to see her daughter, and slit'
must take care of herself; after all she had another littlt'
soul in her care now, and they would all pray for h<- r;
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su rmounted by a cro wn of strawberry leav es. W'hen

Kitty had properly admired the workmanship the hand
kerchiefs were wrapped up again and the parcel handed
to her. Sister St. J oseph , with an " eh him, Jo.,fndanle, j e
tJ()IISqlfi lle" and a repetition of her polite and impersonal
salutations, went away. Kitty realised that this was the

moment to take her leave of the Superior. She thanked

her foe her kindness to her. They walked together along
the bare, white-washed corridors.

" Would it be asking too much of you to register the
parcel when you arriv e at Marseilles?" said the Superior.

" Of course I'll do that," said Kitty.

She glanced at the address. T he name seemed very
grand, but the place mentioned attracted her attention.

"But that is one of the .IJdftd ltx I've seen. I was
motoring with friends in France:'

" It is very possible," said the Mother Superior.
" Strangers are permitted to view it on two days a week."

" I think if I had ever lived in such a beautiful place
I should never have had the courage to leave it."

" It is of course a historical monument, It is scarcely
intimate. If I regretted anything it wo uld riot- be that ,
but the litt le eMleoll that we lived in when I was a child,
It was in the Pyrenees. I was born within sound of the
sea. I do not deny that someu ures I should like to hear
the waves beating against the rocks."

Kitty had an idea that the Mother Superior, divining
her thought and the reason for her remarks, was slyly
making fun of her. But they reached the little, uopa-·

,
, I
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\'IIADDINGTO S walked with Kitty up the hill and
they turned aside for a moment to look at \'I7alter's
grave; at the memorial arch he said good-bye to
her, and loo king at it for the last t ime she felt that she
could reply to the enigmatic irony of its appearance with
an equal irony of her own. She stepped into her chair.

One day passed after the other . T he sights of the
wayside served as a background to her thoughts. She
saw th~m as it were in duplicate, rounded as though in a.

stereoscope, with an added significance because to everyM
thing she saw was added the recollection of what she had

R

rcnrious door of the convent, To Ki tty's surprise the
Mother Supe rior too k her in her arms and kissed her.

The pressure ofher pale lips on Kitty's cheeks. she kissed
her first on one side and then on the other, was so
unexpected that it made her flush and inclined to cr}'.

" Good-bye, God bless you , my dear child." She held
her for a moment in her arms . "Remember that it is

nothing to do you r duty. that is demanded of you and
is no rnorc meritorious than to wash your hands when
they arc dirty; the only thing that counts is the love of
dut y; when love and duty arc one, then grace is in you
and you will enjoy a happiness which passes all

understa nding."
The convent door closed for the last time behind her,

lxix
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seen when but a few short weeks before she had taken
the same journey in the contrary direction. The coolies
with their loads straggled disorderly, two or three
together, and then a hundred yards behind one by
himself, and then two or three more; the sold iers of the
escort shuffled along with a clumsy walk that cove red
five and twenty miles a day; the amah was carried by two
bearers and Kitty, not becam e she was heavier, but for
face's sake, by four. Now and then they met a string of
coolies lolloping by in linewith their heavy burdens, now
and then a Chinese official in a sedan who looked at the
white woman with inquisitive eyes; now they came
acros s peasants in faded blue and huge hats on their way
to market and now a woman, old or youn g, to ttering
along on her bound feet. T hey passed up and down littk
hills laid out with trim rice fields and farm-house s

nestling cosily in a grove of bamboos; they passed
through ragged villages ami populous cities walled like
the cities in a missal. The sun of the early autumn was
pleasant, and ifat daybreak, when the shimmering dawn
lent the neat fields the enchantment of a fairy talc, it w:u
cold, the warmth later was very gra teful. Kiny w,,_
filled by it with a sense of beatitude which she made n. I

effort to resist.
The viv id scenes with their elegant colour, their I lf l

expected distinction. and their strangeness, were like ,Il l

arras before which, like mysterious, shadowy sha!,!_,

played the phantoms of Ki tty's fancy. They sew lo ,I

wholly unreal. Mei-tan-fu with its crenellated walls \lo.
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like the painted canvas placed on the stage in an old play
to represent a city. The nuns, Waddin gton and the
Manchu woman who loved him. were fantastic charac
ters in a masque; and the rest, the people sidling along
the tortuous streets and those who died, were nameless
supers. Of course it had, they all had , a sign ificance of
some sort, but what was it? It was as though they per
formed a ritual dance, elaborate and ancient, and you
knew that those complicated measures had a meaning
which it was important for you to know; and )'et you

could see no clue. no clue.
It seemed incre dible to Kitty (an old woman was

passing along the causeway, in blue, and the blue in the
sunshine was like lapis lazuli; her face with its thousand
little wrinkles was like a mask of old Ivory: and she
leaned, as she walked on her tiny feet, on a long black
staff), it seemed incredible to Kitty that she and Walter
had taken part in that strange and unreal dance. T he)'
had played important parts too. She might easily have
lost her life: he had. Was it a joke? Perhaps it was no
thing but a dream from which she wo uld suddenly awake
with a sigh of relief. It seemed to have taken place a long
time ago and in a far-off place. It was singular how
shadowy the persons of that play seemed against the
sunny background of real life. And now it seemed to
Ki tty like a story that she was reading; it was a lit tle
startling that it seemed to concern her so little. She
found already that she could not recall with distinctness
Wadt:.\ington's face which had been so familiar to her.



t ragic manner. but she was sorry with a purely human
sorrow such as she might have felt if it had been an
acquaintance. She would acknowledge that ''('alter had
admirable qualities; it just happened that she did not like
him; he had always bored her. She would not admit that
his death was a relief to her, she could say honestly tha t
if by a word of hers she could bring him back to life sh~

would say it, but she could not resist the feeling that his
death made her way ro some extent a trifle easier. T hey
would never have been happy together and ret to part
would have been terribly difficult. She was start led at
herself for feeling as she did; she supposed that people
would think her heartless and cruel if they knew. Well,
they shouldn' t know. She wondered if all her fellows
had in their heart s shameful secrets which they spent
their time guarding from curious glances.

She looked very little into the futur e and she made
no plans. The only thing she knew was OOt she wanted
to stay in Tching-Yen as short a while as might be. She
looked forwa rd to arriving the re with horror. It seemed
to her that she would like to wander for ever through
that smiling and friendly country in her rattan chair, and,
an indifferent spectator for eve r of the phan tasmagoria
of life. pass each nigh t under a different roof. But of
course the immediate future must be faced: she would go
to the hotel when she reached Tch ing-Yen, she would
arrange about gett ing rid of the house and selling the
furn iture; there wou ld be no need to see Townsend. He
would have the grace to keep out ofher way. She would
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This evening they should reach the city on the
Western River fro m which she was to take the steamer.
T hence it was but a night's run to Tching-Yen.

Ixx

AT first because she had not wept when Walter died
she was ashamed. It seemed dreadfully callous . Why.
the eyes of the Chinese officer, Colonel Yii, had
been wet with tears. She was dazed by her husband's
death. It was difficult to understand that he would not
come into the bungalow again and tha t when he got up
in the morning she would not hear him take his bath in
the Suchow tub. He was alive and now he was dead.
The sisters wondered at her Christian resignation and
admired the courage with which she bo re her loss. But
Waddington was shrewd; for all his g rave sympathy she
had a feeling that- how should she put it?- that he had
his tongue in his check. Of cou rse, Walter's death had
been a shock to her. She didn' t want him to die. But
after all she didn't love him, she had never loved him;
it was decent to bear herself with becoming sorrow; it
would be ugly and vulga r even to let anyone sec into her
heart; but she had gone through too much to make
pretences to herself. It seemed to her that this at least
the last few weeks had taught her, that if it is necessary
sometimes to lie to others it is always despicable to Ill'
to oneself. She was sor ry that Walter had died in tluu
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like, all the same , to see him once more in order to tell
him what a despicable creature she thought him.

But what did Charles Townsend matter?

Like a rich melody on a harp tha t rang in exultant
arpeggios through the complicated harmon ies of a
symphony, one thought beat in her heart insistentl y. It
was thi s thought which gave their exotic beauty to the
rice fields, which made a little smile break on her pale
lips as a smooth-faced lad swu ng pas t her o n his way
to the market town with exultation in h is carriage and

audacity in his eyes, and which gave the magic of a
tu multu ous life to the cities she passed thro ugh. T he

city of the pestilence was a prison from which she was
escaped, and she had never known before how exquisite
was the blueness of the sky and what a joy there was in
the bamboo copses that leaned with such an adorable
g race across the causeway. Freedom! T hat was the
thought that sung in her heart so that even though the
futu re was so dim , it was iridescent like the mist over the
river where the morning sun fell upon it. Prcedoml
Not only freedom from a bond that irked. and a com
panionship which depressed her; freedom. no t onl y fmm
the death which had threatened, but freedom from tht
love that had deg raded her; freedom from all spiritual
ties, the freedom of a disemb odied spirit; and Will!
freedom, courage and a valian t unconcern for wha teve r
was to come.

WilEN the boat docked at Tching-Yen K itty. who

had bee n standing o n deck to look at the coloured ,
gay and vivacious traffic of the river, went into
her cabin to see that the ama h had left no thing
behind. She gave herself a look in the glass. She wore
black. the nuns had d yed a d ress for her, but not
mourning ; and the thought crossed her mind that the
first thing she must do was to see to .this . The hab ili
ments of woe could not but serve as an effective d isguise
to her unexpected feelings. T here was a knock on her
cabin door . The ama h ope ned it.

"hIes. Fane."

Kitty tu rned round and saw a face which at the first
moment she did not recognise. Then her heart gave a
sudden quic k beat and she flushed. It was D orothy
Townsend . K itty so little expected to see her that she
knew nei ther w hat to do nor what to say. But Mrs.
Townsend came into the cabin and with an impulsive
gestu re took Ki tty in her arms .

"Oh, my dear. my dear, I'm so dreadfull y so rry fo r
you."

Ki n y allowed hersel f to be kissed. She was a little
su rprised at this effusiveness in a woman whom she had

always thought cold and distant.
" I t's very kind of }' OU," murmured Ki tty.
"Come on deck. The amah will look after your

I
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things and my boys are here."

She took Kitty's hand and Kitty, aUowing herself to
be led, not iced that her good-natured, weather-beaten
face bore an expression of real concern.

"Your boat's early, I very nearly didn ' t get down in
time," said M rs. Townsend. " I couldn't have home it if
I'd o d ..nussc you.

" But you didn't come to rncct me?" exclaimed Kittv.
"Of cou rse I did." .

"But how did you know I was coming?"
" Mr. \X'addington sent me a teleg ram."
Kitty turned away. She had a lump in her throat. It

was funny that a little unexpected kind ness sho uld so
affect her. She did not want to cry; she wished Do rothy
Townsend would go awa)'. But Dorothy too k the hand
that was hanging by Kitty's side and pressed it. It
embarrassed Ki tty that this shy woman should be so
demonstrative.

" I want you to do me a great favour. Charlie and I
wae t you to come and stay with us whi le you're in
Tching-Ycn."

Kitty snatched her hand away.

" It's awfully kind of you . I couldn't possibly."
"But you must. You can't go and live all by yourself

in your own house. It would be dreadful for rOll . I've
prepared everything . You shall have your own sitting.
room. You can have your meals there if you don't care
to have them with us. We both want you to come."

"I wasn't thinking of going to the house. I W al
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going to get myself a room at the Telling-Yen Hotel. I
couldn't possibly put you to so much trouble."

The sugges tio n had taken her by surprise. She wa s
confused and vexed. If Charlie had had any sense of
decency he would never have allowed his wife to make
the invitation. She did not wish to be under an obl iga
tion to either of them.

" Oh, but I couldn't bear the idea of your living at a
hotel. And you'd hate the 'I'ching-Yen Hotel just now .
With all those people abo ut and the band playing jazz
all the time. Please say you' ll come to us, I promise
you that Charlie and I won't bother you,"

" I don't know why you should be so kind to me,"
Ki tty was getting a little sho rt of excuses; she could nol
bring herself to utter a blunt and definite no. " I'm
afraid I'm not very good company among strange rs just..now.

" But need we be strange rs to you? Oh, I do so want
not to be, 1 so want you to allow me to be your friend ,"
Dorothy clasped her hands and her voice, her cool,
deliberate and distinguished voice, was tremulous with
tears. " I so awfully want you to come. You see, I want
to make amends to you."

Ki tty did not understand. She did not know what
amends Charlie's wife owed her.

" I'm afraid I didn't very much like you at first. I
thought you rather fast. You sec, I'm old-fashioned and
I suppose I'm intolerant."

K itty gave her a passing glance. \'(-'hat she meant

II
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T HE T ownsends lived on the Mount in a house wit h
a wide view ove r the sea, and Charlie did not as a
rule come up to luncheon, but on the day of Ki tty' s
arrival Dorothy (they were Ki tty and Dorothy to
o ne another by now) to ld her that if she felt up to
seeing him he would like to come and bid her welcome.
Kitty reflected that since she must see him she might
just as well sec him at once and she looked forward with
grim amusement to the embarrassment she must cause
him. She saw very well that the invita tion to stay had

arisen in his wife's fancy and no twithstanding his own
feelings he had immediately approved . Kitty knew how
great his desire was always to do the right th ing and La

offer her a gracious hospitality was obviously very much
the right thing. But he could har dly remember that last
interview of theirs without mortification: to a man so

vain as Townsend it must be galling like an ulce r that
would no t heal. She hoped that she had hurt him as
much as he had hu rt her. He must hate her now. She
was glad to think that she did not hate, but only
despised him. It gave her a sardo nic satisfaction to

reflect that whatever his feelings he would be obliged to

make much of her. When she left his office that aft er
noon he mus t have hoped with all his heart that he

would never set eyes on her aga in.
And now, sitting wit h Dorothy, she waited fo r him to

__ -; --r- _
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was that at first she had thought K itty vulga r. Tho ugh
Ki tty allowed no shadow of it to show on her face
in her heart she laugh ed. Much she cared for wha t any
one thought of her now l

"And when I heard that you 'd go ne with your
husband into the jaws of death, wit hout a moment 's
hesitation , I felt such a frigh tful cad. I feb so
humiliated. You've been so wonderful. you've been

so brave, you make all the restof us look so dread
fully cheap and second-rate." Now the tears were
pouring down her kind, home ly face. " I can' t tcll
you how much 1 admire you and what a respect I
have for you. I know I can do nothing to make up
for your terrible loss, bu t I want you to know how
deeply, how sincerely I feel for you. And if you'll
only allow me to do a little something fo r you it

will be a privilege. Don't bear me a grudge because
I misjudged you. You' re heroic and I'm just a silly fool
of a woman."

Ki tty loo ked down at the deck. She wa s very
pale. She wished that Dorothy wo uld not sho w
such uncontrollable emotion. She was tou ched, it
was true. but she could not help a sligh t feeling of
impatience that this simple creature should believe
such lies.

" If you really mean that you'd like to have me, of
cou rse I shall be glad to come ," she sighed.
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come in. She was conscious of her delight in the sober
luxury of the drawing-room. She sat in an armchair.
there were lovely flowers here and there, on the walls
were pleasing pictures; the room was shaded and cool it•
was friendly and homelike. She remembered with a
fain r shudder the bare and empty pa rlou r of th e rnis

elonary' s bu ngalow; the rattan chairs and th e kitchen
table with its cotton cloth. the stained shelves with all
those cheap editions of novels, and the litt le skimpy red
curtains th at had such a d usty look. Oh, it had been so

uncomfortable! She supposed that Dorothy had neve r
thought of th at.

They heard a motor drive up. and Charlie strode into
the room.

"Am I late? I hope I haven't kept you waiting. I had
to see the Governor and I simply couldn't get away."

He went up to Kitt y, and took bo th her hands.

" I'm so very, very glad you've come here. I know
Dorothy has to ld you that we want you to stay as long
as ever you like and that we want you to look upon our
house as you r home. But I want to tell you so myself as
well. If there's anything in the world I can do for you I
shall only be too happy." His eyes wore a channing
expression of sincerity; she wondered if he saw the irony
in hers. " I'm awfully stupid at saying some things and I
don't want to seem a clumsy fool, but I do want you to
know how deeply I sympathise with you in you r
husband's death. He was a thundering good chap, anti
he'll be missed here more than I'c an say,"

ixxiii
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T H EY went in to luncheon. Charlie, sitt ing at the
head of his table, easily took charge of the con
versation. After those first few words of sympathy

he treated Kitty, not as though she had just suffered a
devastating experience, but rather as though she had
come in from Shanghai fo r a change after an operation

fo r appendicitis. She needed cheering and he was
prepa red to cheer her. The best way of makin g her feel
at home was to treat her as one of the family. He was a

tactful man. He began talking of the autumn race

"Don't, Charlie," said his wife. " I'm sure Kitty

understands. .. . Here are the cocktails."
Following the luxurious custom of the foreigners in

China two boys in uniform came into the room with

savouries and cocktails. K itty refused.
"O h, you must have one:' insisted Townsend in his

breezy, cordial way. " It'll do you good and I'm sure
you haven't had such a thing as a cocktail since you left
Tchlng-Ycn. Unless I' m very much mistaken you
couldn' t gct ice at Mei-ren-fu.'

" You' re not mistaken," said Kl rry.
For a moment she had a picture before her mind's eye

of that beggar with the tou sled head in the blue rags
th rough which you saw the emaciated limbs, who had
lain dead against the compound wall.
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meeting, and the polo-by Jove, he would have to give
up playing polo if he couldn' t get his weight down
and a chat he had had that morn ing with the Governor .
He spoke of a party they had been to on the Admiral's
flag-ship, the state ofaffairs in Canton, and of the links at
Lushan. In a few minutes Kit ty felt that she might have
been away for no longer than a week-end . It was
incredible that over there, up-country, six hundred miles
away only (the distance from London to Edinburgh,
wasn' t it?) men, women and children had been dying
like flies. Soon she found herself asking about so and so
who had broken a collar-bone at polo and if Mrs. This
had gone home or Mrs. That was playing in the tennis
tournament. Charlie made his little jokes and she smiled
at them. Dorothy with her fain t air of super iorit y
(which now included Kitty and so was no longer
slightly offensive, hut a bond ofunion rather) was gently
iron ic about various persons in the colony. Kitty began
to feel more alert.

" Why, she's looking better already," said Charlie to
his wife. " She was so pale before tiffin that I was quite
startled; she's reallygot some colour in her cheeks now."

But while she took her part in the conversation, if not
with gaiety (for she felt that neither Dorothy nor
Charlie with his admirable sense of decorum would
approve of that) at least with cheerfulness, Kitty
observed her host. In all those weeks during which her
fancy had been revengefully occupied with him she had
built up in her mind a very vivid impression of rum.
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His thick curling hair was a little too long and too
carefully brushed in order to hide the fact that it was
g reying there was too much oil on it; his face was too
red, with its network of mauve veins on the checks, and
his jowl was too massive: when he did not hold his head
up to hide it you saw that he had a double chin; and
there was something apelikc in those bushy grizzled
eyebrows of his that vaguely disgusted her. He was
heavy in his movements, and all the care he took in his
diet and all his exercise did not prevent him from being
fal; his bones were much too well covered and his joints
had a middle-aged stiffness. His smart clothes were a
little tight for him and a Iittlc too young.

But when he came into the drawing-room before
luncheon Kitty received quite a shock (this perhaps was
why her pallor had been so marked), for she discovered
that her imagination had played an odd trick on her: he
did not in thc least look as she had pictured him. She
could hardly help laughing at herself. His hair was not
grey at all, oh, there were a few white hairs on the temple
but they were becoming; and his face was not red, but
sunburned; his head was very well placed on his neck;
and he wasn' t stout and he wasn' t old: in fact he was
almost slim and his figure was admirable-c-could you
blame him if he was a trifle vain of it?-he might have
been a young man. And of course he did know how to
wear his clothes; it wa s absurd to deny that: he looked
neat and clean and trim. Whatever could have pos
sessed her to think him this and that? He was a very
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to talk to H . E.about it and see ifby making representa
tions in the proper qua rte r we can't ge t something
extra fo r you. You put yourself in my hands. But don' t
bother about anything just yet . All we want you to do
now is to gct fit and weU: isn 't that right, Do rot hy?"

"Ofcou rse."
He gave Kitty a little no d and then passing by his

wife's chai r took her hand and kissed it. Most English
men look a little foolish whe n they kiss a woman's

hand; he did it with a g raceful ease.
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IT was not till Kitty was fairly settled at thc Town
sends' that she discovered that she was weary. The
com fo rt and the una ccustomed ameni ty of this life
broke up the strain under which she had been living .
She bad forgotten ho w pleasant it was to take one's
case, how lull ing to be surro un ded by pretty things, and
how ag reeable it was to receive attention. She sank back
with a sig h of relief into the facile existence of the
luxurious East. I t was not displeasing to feel that in a
d iscreet and well -bred fashion she was an object o f
sympathetic interest. H er bereavement was so recent
that it was impossible for entertainments to be given for
her, but ladies of consequence in the Colony (His
Excellency's wife, the wives of the Admiral and of the
Chief J ustice) came to drink a quiet cup of tea with her .

s

hand some man. It was lucky that she kn ew how worth

less he was. Of course she had always admitted that his
voice had a winning quali ty, and his vo ice was exactly as
she remem bered it : it made the falseness of every word

he said more exasperating ; its richness of tone and its
warmth rang now in her cars wit h insincerity and she
wondere d how she could ever have been take n in by it.
His eyes were beautiful : tha t was where his charm Jay,
they had such a soft , blue brilliance and even when he
was talking balderdash an expression which was so
delightful; it was almost impossible not to be moved by
them .

At last the coffee was brough t in and Charlie lit h is
cheroot. He looked at his watch and rose from the
table.

"Well, I mu st leave you two young women to your
own devices. It 's time for me to get back to the office."
He paused and then with his friend ly, cha rming eyes on
Ki tty said to her : "I'm not going to bother you for a
day or two till you're rested, bu t then I wa nt to have a
little business talk with you ."

" \Vith me?"

"\X'e m ust make arrangements about your house, you
know, and then there's the furniture,"

"Oh, but I can go to a lawyer. There's no reason why
I should bother you about tha t."

"Don't think foramorncnr I'm going to letyou waste
your money on legal expenses. I'm golng to sec toevery
thing. You know you're entitled to a pension: I'm going
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" What is that you're reading?" he asked.
"A book."
She looked at him with irony. He smiled.
" Dorothy's gone to a garden-party at Government

House."
" I know. Why haven' t you go ne too?"
" I didn't feel 1 could face it and 1 thought I'd come

hack and keep you company. The car's outs ide, would
you like to corne for a drive round the island?"

"No, thank you."
IIc sat down on the foo t of the sofa on which she lay.
" \X!e haven't had the chance of a talk by ourselves

since you got here."
She looked straight into his eyes with coo l insolence.
"Do you think we have anything to say to one

another?"
" Volumes."
She shifted her feet a little so that she shou ld not

touch him.
"Arc you still angry with me?" he asked, the shadow

of a smile on his lips and his eyes melting.
"Not a bit," she laughed.
" I don't think you'd laugh if you weren't.'
"You're mistaken; 1 despise you much too much to

be angry with you."
He was unruffled.
" I think you' re rather ha rd on me. Looking back

calmly, don't you honestly think 1 was right?"
"From your standpo int."
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His Excellency's wife said that His Excellency was most
anxious to sec her and if she would come very quietly to
luncheon at Government House ("not a party, of
cou rse, only ourselves and the A.D .C.'sl" ), it would be
very nice. These ladies used Kitty as though she were a
piece of porcelain which was as fragile as it was precious.
She could not fail to see that they looked upon her as a
little heroine, and she had suflicicnr humour tu play the
part with modes ty and discret ion . She wished some
times that Waddington were there; with his malicious
shrewdness he would have seen the fun of the situation;
and when alone they might have had a good laugh over
it together. Dorothy had had a lcn cr from him, and he
had said all manner of things abo ut her devoted work at
the convent, abou t her courage and her self-control. Of
course he was skilfully pulling their legs: the dirty
dog.

IX XI>
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K ITTY did not know whether it was by chance or by
design that she never found herself for a moment
alone with Charlie. His tact was exquisite. He re
mained kindly, sympathetic, pleasant and amiable. No
one could have guessed that they had ever been more
than acquaintances, But one afternoon when she was
lying on a sofa outside her room reading he passed
along the verandah and stopped.
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"Now that )'ou know Dorothy, you must admit
she's rather nice?"

" Of course, I shall always be grateful for her grcat
kindness to me.'

"She's one in a thousand. I should never have had a
moment's peace if we'd bolted. It would have been a
rotten trick to play on her. And after all I had to
think of my children; it would have been an awful
handicap for them."

For a minute she held him in her reflective gaze. She
felt completely mistress of the situation.

" I'\'C watched you very carefully during the week
r ye been here. I' ve comc to the conclusion that you
really are fond of Dorothy. I should never have
thought you capable of it."

" I told you I was fond of her. I wou ldn't do any
thing to cause her a moment's uneasiness. She's the best
wife a man ever had."

"H ave you never thought that you owed her any
loyalty?"

"What the eye doesn't see the heart doesn't grieve
for," he smiled.

She shrugged her shoulders.
"You're despicable."
" I'm human. I don 't know why you should think me

such a cad because I fell head over ears in Jove with you.
1 didn' t particularly want to, you know."

It gave her a little twist of the heart-strings to hear
him sa}' that.
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" I was fair game," she answered bitterly.
"Naturally 1 couldn't foresee that we were going to

get into such a devil of a scrape."
" And in any case you had a prett), shrewd idea that if

anyone suffered it wouldn't be you."
"1 think that's a bit thick. After all, now it' s all over,

you must see I acted for the best for both of us. You
lost you r head and you ought to be jolly glad that I kept
mine. Do you think it would have been a success if I' d
do ne what you wanted me to? We were dashed un- 'J

comfortable in the frying-pan, but wc should have been
a damned sight worse off in the fire. And you haven' t
come to any harm. \'Uhy can' t we kiss ami make

friends?"
She almost laughed.
"You can hardly expect me to forget that you sent me

to almost certain death without a shadow of com

punction?"
"Oh, what nonsense! I told you there was no risk jf

you took reasonable precautions. Do you think I'd
have let you go for a moment if I hadn't been perfectly

convinced of that?"
"You were convinced because you wanted to be.

You' re one of those cowards who only think what it's

profitable for them to think."
" Well, the proof of the pudding is in the eating. You

have come back, and if you don't mind my saying any
thing so objectionable you've come back prettier than

ever,"



"And Walter?"
He could no t resist the facetious answer whic h came

to his mind. Charlie smiled.
"Nothing suits you so well as black."
She stared at him for a moment. Tears filled her eyes

and she began to cry. Her beautiful face was distorted
with g rief. She did not seek to hide it, but lay on her
back with her hands along her sides .

" For God's sake don' t cry like tha t. I didn't mean to
say anything unkind. It was only a joke. You know
how sincerely I feel for you in your bereavement! '

"Oh, hold your stupid tongue."
"I'd give anything to have Walter back again: '
"He died because of you and me."
He took her hand, but she snatched it away from him.
"Please go away," she sobbed. "That's the only

thing you can do for me now. I hate and despise you.
Walter was worth ten of you and I was too big a fool to
see it. Go away . Go away."

She saw he was going to speak again and she sprang
to her feet and went into her room. He followed her
and as he entered, wit h instinctive prudence, drew the
shurte r so that they were almost in darkness.

" I can' t leave you like this," he said, pu tting his arms
round her . " You know I didn 't mean to hurt you."

"Don' t touch me. Pa r God's sake go . Go away."
She tried to tear herself from him, bu t he would not

let her . She was crying hysterically no w.
"Darling, don't you know that I've always loved
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you," he said in his deep, charming voice. " I love

you more than ever ."
"How can you tell such lies! Let me go. Damn you,

let me go ."
"Don' t be unkind to me, Kitty. I know I've been a

brute to you, but forgive me."
She was shaking and sobbing, struggling to get away

from him, but the pressure of his arms was strangely
comforting. She had so longed to feel them round her
once more, just once, and aU her body tremb led. She
felt dreadfully weak. I t seemed as though her bones
were md ting, and the sorrow she felt fo r Walter shifted

into pity for herself.
" Oh, how could )'Ou be so unkind to me?" she

sobbed. "Don't you know that I loved you with all my
heart. No one has ever loved you as I loved you."

"Darling."
He began to kiss her.
" No, no," she cried.
He sought her face, but she turned it away; he soug ht

her lips; she did not know what he was saying, broken,
passion ate words of love; and his arms held her so
firmly that she felt like a child that has been lost and
.now at last is safe at home. She moaned faint ly. Her
eyes were closed and her face was wet with tears. And
then he found her lips and the pressure of his upon
them sho t through her body like the flame of God. It
was an ecstasy and she was burnt to a cinder and she

glowed as though she were tran sfigured. In her dreams,
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in her dreams she had known this raptur e. What was he
doing with her now? She did nut know. She was not a
woman, her personality was dissolved, she was nothing
but desire. He lifted her off her feet, she was very light
in his arms, he carried her and she d ung to him,
desperate and adoring; her head sank on the pillow and
his lips d ung to hers.

SHE sat on the edge of the bed hiding her face with
her hands.

"Would you like a drop of water?"
She shook her head. He went over to the washing

stand, filled the tooth-glass and brought it to her.
"Come along, have a little drink and you 'll feel

better: '
He pu t the glass to her lips and she sipped the water.

T hen, with horrifi ed eyes, she stared at him. He was
standing over her, looking down, and in his eyes was a
twinkle of self-satisfaction.

"Well, do you think I'm such a dirty dog as you
did?" he asked.

She looked down.
"Yes. But I know that I'm not a bit better than you.

Oh, I'm so ashamed."
" Well, I think you're very ungrateful."
"Will you go now?"

I
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"To tell you the truth I think it's about time. I'll just
gu and tidy myself up before Dorothy comes in ,"

He went out of the room with a jaunty step.
Kitty sat for a while, still on the edge of the bed ,

hun ched up like an imbecile. Her mind was vacant . A
shudder passed through her. She staggered to her feet
and , going to the dressing-table, sank into a chair. She
stared at herself in the glass. Her eyes were swollen
with tears; her face U'aS stained and there was a red
mark on one cheek where his had rested. She looked at
herself with horror. It was the same face. She had
expected in it she knew not what change ofdegradation.

" Swine," she flung at her reflection. "Swine,"
Then, letting her face fall on her arms, she wept

bitterly. Shame, shamel She did not know what had
come oyer her. It was horrible. She hated him and she
hated herself. It had been ecstasy. Oh, hatefull She
co uld never look him in the face again. He was so
justified. He had been right not to marry her, for she
was worthless: she was no better than a harlot. Oh,
worse, for those poor women gave themselves for
bread. And in this house too into which Dorothy had
taken her in her sor row and cruel desolation! Her
shou lders shoo k with her sobs. Everything was gonc
now . She had thought herself changed, she had
though t herself strong, she thought she had returned to
Tching-Ycn a woman who possessed herself; new ideas
flitted abo ut her heart like little yellow butterflies in the
sunshine and she had hoped to be so much better in the
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future; freedom like a spirit of ligh t had beckoned her
on, and the world was like a spacious plain through
which she could walk light of foot and with head erect.
She had thought herself free from lust and vile passions.
free to live the clean and healthy life of the spirit; she
had likened herself to the white egrets tha t fly with
leisurely fligh t across the rice fields at dusk and they are
like the soaring thoughts of a mind at rest with itself;
and she was a slave. \Veak, weakl It was hopeless, it
was no good to try, she was a slut.

She would not go in to dinner. She sent the boy to
tell Dorothy that she had a headache and preferred to
remain in her roo m. Dorothy came in and, seeing her
red, swollen eyes. talked for a little in her gentle.
commiserating way of trivial things. Kitty knew that
Dorothy thought she had been crying on account of
Walter and . sympathising like the good and loving wife
she was, respected the natural sorro w.

«I know it 's very hard , dear." she said as she left
Kitty. " But you must tr y to have courage. I'm sure
your dear husband wouldn' t wish you to grieve for
him."

Ixxvii

BUT next morning Kitty rose early and leaving a
note for Dorothy to say that she was gone out on
business took a tram down thc hill. She made her way
through the crowded streets with thei r motor cars.

I
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rickshaws and chairs, and the motley throng of Euro
peans and Chinese, to the offices of the P. & O . Com
pany. A ship was sailing in two days. the first ship out
of the po rt. and she had made up her mind tha t at all
costs she must go on it. When the clerk told her that
every berth was booked she asked to see the chiefagent.
She sent in her name and the agen t, whom she had met
before. came out to fetch her into his office. He knew
her circumstances and when she told him what she
wished he sent for the passenger list. He looked at it
with perplexity.

"I beseech you to do what you can for me," she
urged him.

"I don ' t think: there's anyone in the Colony who
wouldn't do anything in the world for you, Mrs.
Fane," he answered.

lie sent for a clerk and made enqui ries. Then he
nodded.

"I'm going to shift one or two people. I know you
want to get home and I think we ought to do our best
for you. ] can give you a littl e cabin to you rself. ]
expect you'd prefer that ."

She thanked him. She left him with an elated heart .
Pligh t: that was her only thought. Flightl She sent a
cable to her father to announce her immediate retu rn;
she had already cabled to him to say that Waltcr was
dead; and thcn went back again to the Townscnds to tell
Dorothy what she had done.

" We shall be dreadfully sor ry to lose you," the
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kind creatu re said, "but of course I understand that
you want to be with your mother and father: '

Since her return to Tching-Ycn Kitty had hesitated
from day to day to go to her house. She dreaded
entering it again and meeting face to face the recollec
tions with which it was peopled. But now she had no
alternative. Townsend had arranged for the sale of the
furniture and he had found some one eager to take on
the lease. but there were all her clo thes and \Valtcr's, for
they had taken next to nothing to Mei-tan-fu, and there
were books, photographs, and various odds and ends.
K itty. indifferent to everything and anxious to cut
herself off completely fro m the past, realised that it
would ou trage the susceptibilities of the Colony if she
allowed these things to go with the rest to an auction
room. They must be packed and sent to her. So after
tiffin she prepared to go to the hou se. Do rothy, eage r
to give her help, offered to accompany her, but Kitty
begged to be allowed to go alone. She agreed tha t
two of Dorothy's boys should come and assist in the
packing.

The house had been left in charge of the head boy
and he opened the door for Kitty. It was curious to go
into her own house as though she were a stranger. It
was neat and clean. Everything was in its place, ready
for her use, but although the day was warm and sunny
there was about the silent roo ms a chill and desolate air.
The furniture was stiffly arranged, exactly where it
should be. and the vases which should have held flowers
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were in their places; the book which K itty had laid face
downwards she did not remember when still lay face
downwards. It was as though the house had been left
empty but a minute before and yet that minute was
fraught with eternity so that you cou ld not imagine tha t
eyer again that house would echo with talk and resound
with laugh ter. On the piano the open music ofa foxtrot
seemed to wait to be played, but you had a feeling that if
you struck the keys no sound would come. \'\'alter's
roo m was as tidy as when he was there. On the chest of
drawers were two large photographs ofK itty, one in her
presentation dress and one in her wedding-gown.

But the boys fetched up the trunks from the box
roo m and she stood over them watching them pack.
They packed neatly and quickly. Kitty reflected that in
the two days she had it would be easy to get every
thing done. She mu st not let herself think: she had no
time for that. Suddenly she heard a step behind her
and turning round saw Charles Townsend . She felt a
sudden chill at her heart.

"Whar do you want?" she said.
" WiII you come into your sitting-room? I have

something to say to you:'
"I'm very busy."
" I shall only keep you five minutes."
She said no more, but with a word to the boys to go

on with what they were doing, preceded Charles into
the next room. She did not sit down, in order to show
him that she expected him not to detain her. She knew



that she was very pale and her heart was beating fast,
but she faced him coolly. with hostile eyes.

" \'Q'hat is it yo u want?"
" I' ve just hea rd from Doro thy that you' re going the

day afte r to- mo rro w. She told me that you'd come here
to do your pack ing and she asked me to ring up and find

out jf there was anythi ng I could do fo r you."
" I'm g rateful to you, but I can manage quite well by

mysel f."
"So I imagined . I didn' t com e here to ask you tha t.

I came to ask if your sudden departure is due to what

happened yesterday."
" You and D oro thy have been very good to me. I

didn't wish you to think I was taking advantage of your

good nature."
" T hat' s not a very straigh t answer ."
" What docs it matter to you?"
" It matters a grea t deal. I shouldn't like to think tha t

anything I'd done had driven you away."
She was standing at the table. She looked down. Her

eyes fell on the Sh Ieh. It was months old now. It wa s
that paper which \'l;'alter had stared at all through the
terrible evening when-and \Valter now was. . .. She

raised her eyes.
" I feel absolutely degraded. You can't possibly

despise me as much as I despise myself."
" But 1 don't despise you. 1 meant every word that I

said yesterday. What's the good of running away like
this? I don't know why we can' t be good friend s. I
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hate the idea ofyour thinking I've treate d you badly."
" \Vhy couldn't you leave me alone?"
" Hang it all, I'm not a stick or a stone. It's so

unreasonable, the war you look at it; it's so morbid. 1
thought after yesterday you'd feel a little more kindly to
me. After all, we're only human."

" I don't feel huma n. I feel l ike an animal. .A pig or a
rabbit or a dog. Oh, I don't blame you, I was just as
bad. I yielded to you because I wanted you. But it
wasn' t me. it wasn't the real me. I'm no t that hateful.
beastly, lustfu l woman. I disown her. It wasn't me that
lay on that bed panting for you when my husband was
hardly cold in his grave and your wife had been so kind
to me, so indescribably kind. It was only the animal in
me, da rk and fcerful Iikc an evil spirit, and I disown, and
hate, and despise it. And ever since, when I've thought
of it, my gorge rises and I feel that ] must vomit."

l ie frowned a lit tle and gave a short, uneasy snigger.
"Well, I'm fairly broadminded, but sometimes you

say things that pos itively shock me."
"1 should be sorry to do that. You'd better go now.

You're a very unimportant little man and I'm silly to
talk to you seriously."

He did not answer for a whi le and she saw by the
shadow in his blue eyes that he was angry with her. He
would heave a sigh of relief when. tactful and courteous
as ever, he had finally seen her off. It amused her to

think of the politeness with which, while they shook
hands and he wished her a pleasant journey, she would
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As the ship steamed into Marseilles Kitty. looking at
the rugged and beautiful outline of the coast glowing
in the sunlight , on a sudden caught sight of the
golden statue of the Blessed Virgin which stands upon
the church of Sainte Marie de la Grace as a symbol of
safety to the mariner at sea. She remembered how the
Sisters of the convent at Mei-tan-fu, leaving their own
land forever, had knelt as the 6gure faded in the distance
so that it was no more than a little golden flame in the
blue sky and sought in prayer to allay the pang of
separation. She clasped her hands in supplication to
what power she knew not.

D uring the long, quiet journey she had thought
incessantly of the horr ible thing that had happened to
her. She could not understand herself. It was so un
expected. What was it that had seized her, so that.
despising him. despising him with all her heart , she had
yielded passionately to Charlie's foul embrace? Rage
filled her and disgust of herself obsessed her. She felt
that she could never forget her hu miliation. She wept.
But as the distance from Tching-Yen increased she

still, obscurely but definitely. influence every day of
her life.

"You really arc the most vain and fatuous ass
that it's ever been my bad luck to run across," she
said.

He had regained his good humour and she knew
why. If the child was his. though she might never
see him again. she could never entirely escape him.
His power over her would reach out and he would
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"Am I by any chance the father?"
"No, no . It's \Vaher's child."
She spoke with an emphasis which she could not

prevent, but even as she spoke she knew that it was not
the tone with which to catry conviction.

"Arc you quite sure?" He was now roguishly
smiling. "After all, you were married to \'«alter
a couple of years and nothing happened. The dates
seem to fit all right. I think it's much more likely to be

mine than \Valter's! '
" I wou ld rather kill myself than have a child of

yours."
"Oh, come now. that' s nonsense. I should be

awfully pleased and proud. I'd like it to be a girl ,
you know. I' ve only had boys with Dorothy. You
won't be able to be in doubt very long. you know:
my three kidd ies are absolutely the living image of
me."

thank him for his hospitality. But she saw his expression

change.
" Dorothy tells me you' re going to have a baby,"

he said.
She felt herself colour. but she allowed no gesture to

escape her.
" I am."



found that she was insensibly losing the vividness ofher
resentment. What had happened seeme d to have
happened in another world. She was like a person who
has been stricken with sudden madness and recovering
is d ist ressed and ashamed at the grotesque things he
vag uely remembers to have done when he was not
himsel f. Bu t because he knows he was no t himself he
feels tha t in his own eyes at least he can claim in
dulgence. Kitty thought that perhaps a generous 'heart
might pity rather th an condemn her. Bu~ she sighed as
she thought how woefully her self-confiden ce had been
shattered. The way had seemed to stretch hcforc her
straight and casy and now she saw that it was a tortuous

way and that pitfalls awa ited her. The vast spaces and
the tragic and beautiful sunsets of the Indian O cean
rested her. She seemed borne then to som e country
whe re she might in freedom possess her soul. I f she
could only regain her self-respect at the cost of a bi tter
conflict. well. she must find the courage to affront ir.

T he future was lonely and difficul t. A t Port Said she
had received a let ter from her mother in answer to her
cable. I t was a long letter written in the large and
fanciful writing which was taught to young ladies in her
mother's youth. I ts ornateness was so neat that it gave
you an .impression of insincerity. Mrs. G arstin ex
pressed her regret at \Valter 's death and sympathised
p roperly with her daughter 's grief. She feared that
K itty was left inadequately provided for, but naturally
the Colonial Office would give her a pension. She was
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glad to know that Kitty was coming back to Eng land
and of course she must come and stay with her father
and mother till her child was born. Then followe d
certain instructions that Kitty mus t be sure to follow
and 'various details of her sister Doris 's confinement.
T he little boy weighed so and so much and his paternal
grandfather said he had nev er seen a finer child. Doris
was expecting again and th ey hoped for anoth er hoy in
order to make the succes sion to th e baronetcy quite su re.

Kitty saw that th e point of the letter lay in th e defin ite
da te set fo r the invita t ion. Mrs. Garstin had no in
tent ion of being saddled with a widowed daughter in
modest circumstances. It was singular, whe n she
reflected how her mother had idolised her, that now.
d isappointed in her, she found her merely a nuisance.
How strange was the relation between parents and
children! When they were small the parents do ted on
them, passed through agonies of apprehension at each
childish ailment , and the children clung to thei r parents

with love and adoration; a few years passed. the children
grew up. and persons not o f their kin were more
important to their happiness than father or mother.
Indifference displaced the blind and instinctive love of
the past. Their meetings were a source of boredom and
irritation. D ist racted once at th e thought of a month's
separation they were able now to look forward with
equanimity to being parted for years. H er mo ther need
not wbrry: as soon as she could she would make herself
a home of her own. But she must have a little t ime; at
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Killy darling,
I exptfl Fatber has 'IJ'rilltn loyolt. Molher hasgol 10 hallt

an operation, II appears that she has btm rollin for the la.ll
J ear, buly on kn()JlJ she halts doctors and .rhe'.r bun lakiug all
sorts ofpalmI II/edicinu . I dOlll quile know what's thematter
wilh her as she insists 011 lIIaking a .rtfrel of the whole Ihiug
audjliu iuto a paJJion ifyOlt ask her qaestions, Shehas bUll
looking .rimply awful and if I werey ou I Ibink I'd gel off 01
Mar.I1illu and cOllie back as quick asyon can. Bul don'llet
on that I told )'011 to COfm es she pretends Ibere's notbing
mUfb the f"aller with ber and she doesn't want you to get

present every thing was vague and she could not form
any picture of the futu re: perhaps she would die at
childbi rth; t ha t would be a solut ion of many difficulties.

But when they docked two let ters were handed to her.
She was surprised to recognise her father's writing : she
did not remember that he had ever written to her. He
was not effusive. and began : dear Kitty . He told her
that he was writing instead of he r mother who had not
been well and was obliged to go into a nursing home to
have an ope ration . Kit ty was not to be frightened ami

was to keep to her intention of going round by sea; it
was much more expensive to come across by land and
with her mother away it would be inconvenient for
Ki tty to stay at the house in Harrington Gardens. The
other was fro m Doris.it started:Kitty darling. not because
Doris had any particular affection for her, but because
it was her way thus to address every one she knew.

Ix x ix

Doris ,
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!Mre lill she's blUkal bollle. She's made lhe doctors proff/i!e
lhal sbe shall be moved in a u'eek. Best kne.

Deep!J regret 10 inform ) 'OU that ) 'our 1IJ0/her died this
nlorning, Father.

Kitty lost in reflection, stood for a little whi le on the
deck. She could not imagin e her mother ill. She never
remembered to have seen her othe r than active and
resolute; she had always been impatient ofot her people's
ailments . Then a steward came up to her with a telegram.

1',,/ aufit/!J ,forryaboul Waller. YOIt IIIl1sl hm:ehad a hell
of a li ffu , poor darling. r m ,fimp!J tfying 10 see ) '011. II's
ratberfll1111.1 our both haz'ing babits logelher. We .rholl he able
10 bold one allother's bands.

h lTTY rang the bell at the house in Harrington
Gardens. She was told that her father was in his
study and going to the door she opened it softly: he was
sitting by the fire reading the last edition of the evening
paper, He looked up as she entered, put down the
paper, and sprang nervously to his feet.

" Oh, Kitty, I didn't expect you till the later train,"
~[ tho ught you wouldn't want the bother of com ing
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from her; he did not want her to catch his eye. K itty
had acquired of late a singular proficiency at reading
the thoughts of o thers. After all. day after day she had
applied all her sensibilities to divine fro m a casual wo rd
or an unguarded gesture the hidden though ts of her

husband. She g uessed at once what her father was
try ing to hide from her. It was relief he felt, an infinite
relief, and he was frightened of himself. For hard o n
th irty years he had been a good and faith ful husband ,
he had never uttered a single word in dispraise of his
wife , and now he should grieve fo r her. He had always

done the things that were expected of him. It would
have been shocking to him by the flicker of an eyelid or

by the smallest hint to betray that he did no t feci what
under the circumstances a bereaved husband should

fecI.
" No, I would rather go by myself," said Kitty.
She went upstairs and into the large, cold and pre

rentious bedroom in which her mother for so many years
had slep t. She remembered so well those massive pieces
of mahogany and the engravings after Marcu s Stone
which ado rned the walls. The th ings o n the dressing
table were arra nged with the stiff precision which Mrs.
Garstin had all her life insisted upon. The flowers
looked out ofplace; Mrs. G arstin wo uld have thought it
silly, affected and unhealthy to han flowers in her bed
room. Their perfume d id not cover that acrid. musty
smell. as of freshly washed lin en, which K itty remem
bered as characteristic of her mother's room.
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to meet me SO I d idn't wire the time I expected to arrive."
He gave her his cheek to kiss in the manner she so

well remembered .

" I was just having a look at the paper." he said. "I
haven't read the paper for the last two days."

She saw that he thought it needed some explan ation if
he occup ied himself with the ordina ry affairs of life.

"Of course," she said . "You must be ti red out. I'm
afraid mot her's dea th has been a g reat shock to you."

He was older, and thinner tha n when she had last
seen him. A litt le. lined, dried-up man , with a precise
manner.

" The surgeon said there had never been any hope.
She hadn't been herself for more than a year, bu t she
refused to see a doctor. The surgeon to ld me that she
must have been in con stant pain. he said it was a miracle
that she h~d been able to endure it ."

"Did she never complain?"

"She said she wasn't very well. But she never
complained of pain." He paused and looked at Kitty.
" Are you very tired after your journey?"

"Not very."

"Wo uld you like to go up and see her?"
" Is she here?"

"Yes. she was brought here from the nu rsing home."
" Yes. I'll go no w."

"Would you like me to come with you?"
There was something in her father's to ne that made

her look at him quickly. His face was slightly turned
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T IlEY dined . Mr. Garstin gave Ki tty the details of
his wife's illness and death, and he told her the kind
ness of the friends who had written (there were piles

of sympathetic letters on his table and he sighed

Ixxx

neglected Doris in favo ur of her and how harsh she had
been with her because she was plain and dull. She

wondered whether Doris really fclt the extravaga nt grief
she showed . But Doris had always been emot ional. She

wished she could cry: Doris would think her dreadfully
ha rd. Kitty felt tha t she had been through too much to

feign a distress she did not feel.
"Would you like to come and see fathe r?" she asked

her when the strength of the outburst had somewhat

subsided.
Doris wiped her eres. Kitty noticed that her sister's

pregnancy had blunted her features and in her black
dress she looked gross and blousy.

"No, I don't think I will. I shall only cry again. Poor
oldthing , he's bearing it wonderfully,"

Ki tty showed her sister out of the house and then
went back to her father . He was standing in from of
the fire and the newspaper was neatly folded. He wa nted
her to see tha t he had not been reading it again .

" I haven't dressed for dinner," he said. " 1 didn't
think it was necessary."

Mrs. Garstin lay on the bed, her hands folded across
her breast with a meekness which in life she would have
had no pat ience with. \X1ith her strong sharp features,
the checks hollow with suffering and the temples sunken,
she looked handsome and even imposing. D eath had
robbed her face of its meanness and left only an im
pression of character. She might have been a Roman
empress. It was strange to Ki tty that of the dead persons
she had seen this was the only one who in death seemed
to preserve a look as though that d ay had been once a
habitation of the spirit. G rief she could not feel, for
there had been too much bitterness between her mother
and herself to leave in her heart any deep feeling of
affection; and looking back on the girl she had been she
knew that it was her mother who had made her what
she was. But when she looked at that hard , domineering
and amb itious woman who lay there so still and silent
with all her petty aims frustrated by dea th, she was
aware ofa vague pathos. She had schemed and int rigued
all her life and never had she desired anything bu t wha t
was base and unworthy. Ki tty wondered whether

perhaps in some other sphere she looked upo n her
earthly cou rse with con sternation.

Doris came in.
" I thought you'd come by this train. 1 felt 1 must

look in for a moment. Isn' t it dreadful? Poor darl ing
mother!'

Bursting into tears, she flung herselfinto Kitty 's arms .
Kitty kissed her. She knew how her mother had
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when he considered the bu rden of answering them) and
the arra ngements he had made for the fun eral. Then
they went back into his study. This was the only roo m
in the house which had a fire. He mechanically took
from the chimney-piece his pipe and began to fill it. but
he gave his daughter a doubtful look and put it down.

" A ren ' t you going to smoke?" she asked.
"Your mother didn't very much like the smell of a

pipe after di nner and since the wa r I' ve g iven up cigars."
H is answer gave Kitty a litt le pang. I t seemed

dreadful that a man of sixty should hesitate to smoke
what he wanted in his own study .

" I like the smell of a pipe," she smiled .
A faint look of relief cro ssed his face and taking his

pipe once mor e he lit it. They sat opposite one ano ther
»n each side of the fire. I Ie fcl t tha t he m ust talk to
Ki tty of her o wn troubles.

"You received the letter yo ur mother wrote to you
to Po rt Said , I suppose. T he news of poor Walter 's
death was a gr~t shock to both of us. I thought him
a very nice fellow."

Kitty d id not know what to say.
" Your mother to ld me that you were going to have

a baby."
" Yes."

" \'('hen do you expect it?"
" In about four months,"

"It will be a g reat consolation to yo u. You mu st go
and see D ori s's bo y. H e's a nn e lit tle fellow."
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T hey were talking more distantly than if they were
strangers who had just met, for if they had been he
would have been interested in her just because of that,
and curi ous, but their common past was a wall of

indifference between them. Ki tty kn ew too well that
she had done nothing to beget her father's affection. he
had never counted in the house and had been taken for
granted, the bread-winner who was a little despised
because he could provide no mo re luxu riously for his
family; but she had taken for g ranted tha t he loved her
just because he was her fath er, and it was a shock to
discover that his heart was empty of feeling for her.
She had known that they were all bored by him, but it
had never occurred to her that he was equally bored by
them. H e was as ever kind and subdued , but the sad
perspicacity which she had learn t in suffering suggested
to her that, though he had probably never acknowledged
it to himself and never would, in his heart he disliked

her.
His pipe was not drawing and he rose to find some

thing to poke it with. Perhaps it was an excuse to hide

his nervousness.
" Your mother wished you to stay here till your baby

was born and she was going to have you r old room got

ready for you."
" I know. I promise you I won't be a bothe r.'
"Oh, it's not that. Und er the circumstances it was

evident that the only place for you to come to was your
father's hou se. But the fact is that I've just been offered
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the post of Chief J ustice of the Bahamas and I have
acce pted it."

" Oh, father, I'm so glad. I congratu late you with
all my heart."

" The offer arrived too late for me to tell your poo r
mother. It would have given her a g reat satisfaction."

The bitter irony of Iatcl After all her efforts, intrigues
and hu mil iations, Mrs. Ga rstin had died without know
ing that her ambition, however modified by past
d isappointments, was at last achieved.

" I am sailing early next month . Of course this house
will be put in the agent's hands and my intention was to
sell the furniture. I'm sorry that I shan' t be able to have

you to stay here, but if you'd like any of the fu rn itu re to

furnish a flat I shall be extremely pleased to give it you."
K itt y looked into the fire. H er heart beat qui ckly; it

was curious that on a sudden she should be so nervous.
But at last she forced herself to speak. In her voice was
a lit tle tremor.

"Couldn't I come with you, father?"
"You? Oh, my dear Ki tty." His face fell. She had

often heard the expression, but thought it only a ph rase,
and now [or the first time in her lifc she saw the movc•
ment that it described. It -W-a5 so marked that it startled
her. "But all your friends arc here and D oris is here.
I should have thought you 'd be much happier if pm
took a flat in Lo ndon. I don't exactly know what your
circumstances arc, but 1 shall be very glad to pay the
rent of it."

,8,
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"I have enough money to live on."
" I'm going to a strange place. I know nothing of

the conditions."
" I'm used to strange places. London means nothing

to me any more. I couldn't breathe here."
He closed his eyes for a moment and she thought he

was going to cry. His face bo re an expression of utter
misery. It wrung her heart. She had been right; the
death of his wife had filled him with relief and now this
chance to break entirely with the past had offered him
Freedom. He had seen a new life spread before him and
at last after all these years rest and the mirage of happi
ness. She saw dimly all the suffering that had preyed on
his heart for thirty years. At last he opened his eyes.
l ie could not prevent the sigh th at escaped him.

"Of course if you wish to come I shall be very

pleased."
It was pitiful. The struggle had been short and he had

surrendered to his sense of du ty. With those few words
he abandoned all his hopes. She rose from her chair and
going over to him knelt down and seized his hands.

"No, father , I won' t come unless you want me.
You've sacrificed yourself enough . If you want to go
alone, go . Don' t think of me for a minute."

He released one of his hands and stroked her pretty

hair .
" Of course I want you, my dear . After all I'm you r

father and you're a widow and alone. If you want to be
with me it would be very unkind of me not to want you. "
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" But that' s just it. I make no claims on you because
I'm your daughter, )'ou owe me nothing:'

" Oh, my dear child."
" Nothing," she repeated vehemently. "My hear t

sinks when I think how we've battened on you all our
lives and have given you nothin g in retu rn. Not even a
little affection. I' m afraid you've not had a very happy
life. Won' t yo u let me try to make up a little for all
I've failed to do in the past?"

He frowned -a litt le. Her emo tion embarrassed him.
" I don' t know what you mean . I've never had any

complaint to make of you ."
"Oh, father, I 've been throug h so much, I 've been so

unhapp y. I' m not th e K itty I was when I went away.
I'm terribly weak, but I don' t think I' m the filth y cad I
was then. Won't you give me a chance? I have nobody

but you in the wo rld now. Won' t you let me try to
make you love mc? Oh, father, I'm so lonely and so
miserable; I want your love so badly."

She buried her face in his lap and cried as though her
heart were breaking.

"Oh, my Ki tty, my little Kitty," he murmured.
She looked up and put her arms round his neck.
"Oh, father, be kind to me. Let us be kind to one

another."
He kissed her, on the lips as a lover might, and his

cheeks were wet with her tears.
"Of course you shall come with me."
"Do you want me to? Do you really want me to? "

I
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" Yes."
" I' m so grateful to you."
" Oh, my dear, don't say things like that to me. It

makes me feel quite awkward."
He took out his handkerchief and dried her eyes. I Ie

smiled in a way that she had never seen him smile before.
Once more she threw her arrns round his neck.

"We'll have such a lark, father dear. You do n' t know
what fun we're goi ng to have together."

" You haven ' t forgonen that you're going to have a

Lob)'."
" I' m glad sbc'Il be bo rn out there within sound of

the sea and unde r a wide blue sky."
" Have you already madc up your mind about the

sex?" he murmured, with his thin, dry smile.
" I want a girl because I want to bring her up so that

she shan' t make the mistakes I' ve made. When I look
back upo n the girl I was I hate myself. But I never had
a chance. I' m going to bring up my daughter so that
she's free and can stand on her own feet. I' m not going
to bring a child into the world, and love her, and bring
her up, just so that some man may want to sleep with
her so much that he's willing to provide her with boa rd
and lodging for the rest of her life."

She felt her father stiffen. He had never spoken of
such things and it shocked him to hear these words in

his daughter' s mouth.
"Let me be frank just thi s once, father. I've been

foolish and wicked and hateful. I've been terribly
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punished. I' m determined to save my daughter from
all that. I want her to be fearless and frank. I want her
to be a person , independent of others because she is
possessed of herself, and I want her to take life like a
free man and make a better job of it than I have."

"Why. my love, you talk as though you were fifty.
You've gor all your lifc before you. You mustn't be
downhearted."

Kitty shoo k her head and slowly smiled.
"I 'm not . I have hope and courage. The past IS

finished; let the dead bury their dead. It 's all uncertain,
life and whatever is to come to me, but I enter upon it
with a light and buoyant heart. It 's all confused, but
vaguely I discern a pattern. and I see before me an
inexhaustible richness. the mystery and the st rangeness
of everything, compassion and charity. the Way and
the Wayfarer. and perhaps in the end-s-God."

TilE END

I
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