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CHAPTER 1
THE WOMAN

¥ 70U may not'care for the pléy," Ellisgn
said, eagerly. “ You are of  the old
world, and Isteinism to you will simply spell
chaos and vulgarity. But thie woman! well,
you will see her! I don't want,to prejudice
yop by praises which you would certainly
think extravagant! I will say nothing.”
Matravers smiled gravely as he took his
seat in the box ard looked out with some
wonder at the ill-lit, half-empty theatre.
“I am !%fraid," he said, “that I am very
much out of place here, yet do- not imagine
that I bring with ‘me any personal bias

whatever. I know nothing of the play, and»
" .
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Isteimsm is mereiy a phrase to me. To.
nlght I have no individuality. I am a crific.”
“So much depends,” Ellison remarked,
“upon. the point of view. I am afraid that
you are the last man in (the world to have
any sympathy with the decadent.”
“I do not properfy understand the use of
" the word ‘decadent,’ ”’ Matravers said. “But
you need not be alarmed as to my attitude.
Whatever my own gods may be, I am no
slave to them. Isteinism has its devotees,
andcwhatever Has had humanity and force
enough in it to attract a following must at
least demang¢ a respectful attention from the
Préss. And to-mght I am the Press!”
« “Jam sorry," Ellison remarked, glancmg
out into the glqdmy well of the theatre thh
an impatient frown, “that there is so bad
a house to-night. It is depressing to play®
seriously to a, handful of people 1'9.
“It will not affect my judgment,” Matravers
«aid.
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“It will affect her acting, thgugh,"
Elhson replied gloomily. ‘There are times
when, even to us who know “her strength,
and are partial to her, she appears to act
with difficulty,—to be encumbered with all
the diffidence of the amateur. For a whole
scene she will be little better than a stick.
The change, when it comes, is like a suddeﬁ.
fire from Heaven! Something flashes_ into
her face, she becomes inspired, she holds us
breathless, hanging upon every word; it is
then one realizes that she’is a genius,”

“Let us hope,”” Matravers sgid, “ that some
such moment may visit her to-night.®* One
needs some compensation for a dinnerless
evening, and such surroundings as these!”*
* He turned from the contemplation of the
dreary, half-empty auditorium with a faint
shudder.' The theatre was an ancient and
unpopular one. The hall-mark of failure and
poverty was ,set'a.like uppn the tawdry and
faded hangings. the dust-eaten decorations
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and the rows of bar& seats. It was a relief
when the feeble overture came to an end, ahd
the curtain was rung up. He settled himself
down at once to a careful appreciation of the
performance.

Matravers was not in atcly sense of the
word a dramatic critic. He was a man of
.-,.létte'rs; amongst the elect he was reckoned
a master in his art. He occupied a singular,
in many respects a unique, position. But in
matters dramatic, he confessed to an ignor-
ance which was étrictly actual and in no
way assumed. His presence at the New
theatf'e on that night, which was to become
for him a very memorable one, was purel;
as matter of chance and good nature. The
greatest of London dailies had decided to
grant a passing notice to the extraordinary
series of plays, which in flightier journals
had provoked something between the o lankest
wonderment and the most blisterous ridicule,
Their critic was ill—Matravers, who had at
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figst laughed at the idea, had consented after

much pressure to take his place. He felt

himself from the first confronted with a

difficult task, yet he entercd upon it with a

certain grave eeriousness, characteristic of

the man, anxioys to arrive at and to com-

prehend the true meaning of what ig its

first crude presentation to his senses seemed*®
wholly devoid of anything pertaining to

art. ¢ .

The first act was almost over before the
heroine of the play, anzl the actress con-
cerning whose merits there was alreadz some
«ifference of opinion, appeared. A little burst
of applalise, half hearted from the house
generally, enthusiastic from a few, greetéd
her entrance. Ellison, wdtching his com-
panion’s face closely, was gratified to find a
distinct gchange there. In Matravers’ altered
expression was '-s_omething more than the
transitory sensation of pleasure, called up by
the unexpected appearance of a very beautiful
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woman. The w,"mole’ impassiveneés of t@hat
calm, almost marble-still face, with its set,
cold lips, and slightly wearied eyes, had
suddenly disappeared, and what Ellison had
hoped for had arrived. Ma‘tgavers was, with-
out doubt, interested. ) )
" Yet the woman, whose appearance had
%aused a certain thrill to quiver through the
house, and whose coming had certainly been
an event tp Matravers, did absolutely nothing
for the remainder of that dreary first act to
redeem the forlori play, or to justify her
own peculiar reputation. She acted languidly,
ber ehunciation was imperfect, her gestures
were forced and inapt. When the curtain
went down upon the first act, Matravers was
looking grave. .Ellison was obviously un¢
easy. '

“ Berenice,” he muttered, “is noc herself
to-night. She will improve. You must sus-
pend'your judgment.” e



‘What I havelseen,’ Matravers said gravely, ‘I ¢o
not lke'"
n
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Matravers fingered flis ‘programmg ner-
von..lsly.

“You are interested in this production,
Ellison,” he said, ‘“and I should be sbrry to
write anything likely to do it harm. I think
it would be bettgr if .I went away now. I
cannot be blamed if I decline to give. an
opin'ion on anything which I have onI}:
partially seen.”

Ellison, shook his head.

“No, I'll chance it,” he said. *“Don’t go.
You haven't seen Berenice at her best yet.
You have not seen her at allp in fact.”
¢ “What I have seen,” Matravers. said
gravely, “I do not like.”

“At least,” Ellison protested, *she is
beautiful.”

“ According to what canons of beauty, I
wonder?'p Matravers remarked. “I hold
myself aovery pogt; judge of woman's looks,
but I can at least recogmise the classical
and Renaissance standards. The beauty
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which, this won'im ‘possesses, if any, is of
the decadent order. I do not recognise it.
I cannot appr'eciate it!”

Ellisobn laughed softly. He had a mar-
vellous belief in this woman and in her
power of attracting. . ‘
. “' You are not a woman’s man, Matravers,
or you would know that he;r beauty is not
a matter of curves and colouring! You
cannot judge her as a piece of  statuary.
All your remarks you would retract if you
talked with her for five minutes. I am not
sure,” he continued, “that I dare not war-
rant cyou to retract them before this evening
is over. At least, I ask you to stay. I will
run my risk of your pulverization.”

The curtain rang up again, the play pro6-
ceeded. But not the same play—at least, so
it seemed to Matravers—not the sime play,
surely not the same woman! Acsitué.tion
improbable enough, but %dramatic, had oc-
~curred at the very beginning of the second
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agt. She had risen  to¥ the oppartunity,
triumphed over it, electrified her audience,
delighted Ellison, moved Mat.ruvers to silent
wonder. Her personality seemed ‘to have
dilated with the flash of genius which Ma-
travers himself shad been amongst the first
to recognise. The strange pallor of her, face
seemed no lopger the legacy of ill-health,’.
her eyes, wonderfully soft and dark, were lit
now with all manner of strang® fires. She
carried herself with supreme grace; there
was not the faintest suspicion of staginess
in any one of her movemeéhts. Ang more
ewonderful than anything to Matravers, him-
self a delighted worshipper of the beautiful ,
in all human sounds, was that marvellous'ly
.sweet voice, so *low and Yet so clear, ex-
pressing with perfect art the highest and
most Hhllowed emotions, with the least
amount* of actyg] sound. She seemed to
pour out the vial of her ‘wrath, her outraged
womanhood in tones r%ised little above a
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Whlsperb and thel m&n who fronted her
seemed turned into the actual semblance of
an ashamed and unclean thing. Matravers
made no-secret now of his interest. He had
drawn his chair to the front of the box, and
the footlights fell full upon h15 pale, studious
face turned with grave and absolute at-
‘tention upon the little drama working itself
out upon the stag'e. Ellison in the midst
of his jubilagion found time to notice what
to him seemed a somewhat singular incident.
In crossing the stage her eyes had for a
moment met Matravers’ earnest gaze, and
Ellison” could almost have declared, that a
faint, welcoming light flashed for a moment
frdm the woman to the man. Yet he was
sure that the two.were strasgers. They had¢
never met—her very name had been un-
known to him. It must have been his
fancy. . '
The curtain fell upon the second and final
act amidst as much applause as the sparsely
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filled theatre could ofi";r; but mingled with
it, almost as the last words of her final
speech had left her lips, came a curious
hoarse ciy from somewhere in the .cheaper
seats near the *back of the house. It was
heard very distinctly in every part; it rang
out upon the deep quivering stillness wdich .
reigns for a second between the end of a°
play which has left the audience spellfound,
and thes burst of applause whicR is its first
reawakening instinct. It was drowned in
less than a moment, yet many people *turned
their startled heads towards the rows of back
seats. Matravers, one of the first to hear
it, was one of the most interested—perhaps
because his sensitive ears had recognised in
i.t that peculiar 'inﬁection, the true ring of
earnestness. For it was essentially a human
cry,a c'y of sorrow, a strange note charged
in its very hoarsgness and spontaneity with
an unutterable pathos. It was as though it
had been actually drawx: from the heart to,
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the lips, and longiafté"r the house had become
deserted, Matravers stood there, his hands
resting upon the edge of the box, and his
dark face turned steadfastly to that far-away
corner, where it seemed to him that he could
see a solitary, human figure, sitting with
bowed head amongst the wilderness of empty
¢ seats. .
Elkson touched him at last upon the
elbow. e ¢
“You must come with me and be pre-
sentedeto Berenice,” he said.
Matravers shook his head.
u Pfease excuse me,” he said; I woulq
really rather not.” C
° Ellison held out a_»crnmpled half-sheet of
notepaper.
“This has just been brought in to me,”
he said.
Matravers read the si&gle lige,s hastily
written, and in pencil :—

“Bring your friend to me.—B.”
'

[



* But nothing in her words ot.'in his alluded to it.”
9
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“If will scarcely take us a momnjent,”’
Ellison continued. “Don’t stop to put on
your coat; we are the last in the theatre
now.”

Matravers, whoge will was usually a very
dominant one, fougd hirpself calmly obeying
his companion. Following Ellison, he was
bustled down a long, narrow passage, across
a bare wilderness of boards and odd pieces of
scenery, to the door of a room immediately
behind the stage. As Ellison raised his fingers
to knock, it was opened from the inside, and
Berenice came out wrapped from head to foot
in a black,satin coat, and with a piec'e of
white lace twisted around her hair. She
stopped when she saw the two men, and held
out her hand to Ellison, who immediately
introduced Matravers.

Again Hllison fancied that in her greeting
of him tkere were some traces of a former
knowledge. But nothing in her words or in
his alluded to it.
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“I am very much ‘honouregi,” Matrayers
said simply. “I am a rare attendant at the
theatre, and your performance gave me great
pleasure." .

“I am very glad,” she anfwered. *“Do you
know that ygu Jmade me wyetchedly nervous?
L was told :':jnst as I was going on that you
had come to smash us all to atoms in that
terrible Day.” -

“I came as a critic,” he answered, “but
I am a very incompetent one. Perhaps you
will <appreciate xﬁy ignorance more when I
tell you that this is my first visit behind the
scenes of a theatre.” . .

She laughed softly, and they looked around
together at the dimly burning gas-lights, the
creaking scenery being dfawn back from the
stage, the woman with a brush and mop
sweeping, and at that dismal pet(épeqtive of ¢
holland-shrouded auditorium be,vond,. now
quite deserted. °
. “At least,” she said, “your imm&ions
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cannot be mixed oness It 1s ‘higeous
here.”

He did not contradigt her; and they both
ignored Ellison’s murmured c0mphme;1t

“It is very drawghty ” he remarked “and
you seem cold; we mugf not keé’p you here
May we—can I,”” he added, gla.ncmg down
the stone passage, “show you to “your car-
riage” . . «

She laughed softly. ’

“You may come with me,” she said, * but
our exit is like a rabbit b:n'row; we «ust
go in single ﬁlé, and almost on hands and
kpees.” *
~ She led the way, and they followed her
into the street. A small brougham was ‘
waiting at the door, and her maid was
standing it. The commissionaire stood

'away,. and Matravers closed the carriage
door upome them, Her white, ungloved hand,
loaded—overloaded it seemed to him—with
rings, stole through the window, and he held _
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it for a moment in his. 'He felt somehow
that he was expected to say something. She
was looking at him very intently. . There
was some powder on her cheeks, which he
noted with an instinctive thrill of aversion.

“Shall I tell him home?" he asked.

“If you please,” she answered

" «Madam!” her maid interposed.

“Home, please," Berenice said calmly.
“Good-bye, Mr. Matravers.”

“Good-night.”

The carriage rolled away. At the corner
of the street Berenice pulled the check-string.
“THe Milan Restaurant," she told the man
briefly. .

Matravers and Ellison lit their cigarettes
and strolled away on fout. At the corfier
of the street Ellison had an inspiration.

“Let us,” he said, “have sdme supper
somewhere.” T

Matravers shook his head.

“] really have ‘a great deal of work to

L
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do,; he said, “and I must write this Jotice
for the Day. I think that I wiil go straight
home. ’

Ellison thrust his arm through his com-
panion’s, and called a hansom.

“It will only take us half an hour,” he

declared, “and we will go to one of t‘l"l_e
fashionable plages. You will be amused!
Come! It all enters, you know, into your
revised scheme of life—the attainment of a
fuller and more catholic knowledge of your
fellow-creatures. We wil.l see our fellow-
creatures en féte.’ .
» Matravers suffered himself to be persﬁaded.
They drove to a restaurant close at hand,
and stood for a moment at the entrance”
laoking for seats.” The rooms was crowded.

“1 will go,” Ellison said, “and find the
director. He knows me well, and he will
find me & table.” '

He elbowed his way up to the further
end of the apartment. Matravers remained
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a sorgewhat conspicuous figure in the dpor-
way looking from one to angther of the
little parties ‘with a smile, half amused, half
interested. Suddenly his face became grave,
—his heart gave an unaccustomed leap!
He stood quite still, ‘his eyes fixed upon the
bent head and white shoulders of a woman
:)xily a few yards away from him. Almost
at the same moment Bereni;:e looked up and
their eyes met. The colour feft her cheeks,
—she was ghastly palel A sentence which
she had just begun died away upon her
lips; her companion, who was intent upon
the Wine list, noticed nothing. She made 8
movement as though to rise. Simultaneously
“ Matravers turned upon his heel and left
the room. . ¢ ¢

Ellison came hurrying back in a few
moments and looked in vain for" his, com-
panion. As he stood there watching the
throng of peoplez Berenice called him to
him,



Her Companion, :ho wa.sn intent'"upon the wine list,
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u“ .Your friend,” she ,said, “has gone
away. He stood for a moment in the door-
way like Banquo’s ghost, and ‘then he dis-
appeared.”

Ellison looked yaguely bewildered.

“Matravers is an odd sort,” he remarked.
“I suppose it is one of the penalties of
genius to be compelled to do eccentric
things. I must have my supper alone.” ,

“Or with us,” she said ‘You know Mr.
Thorndyké, don't you? There is plenty of

room here.” .
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CHAPTER 1I
THE DAWN
‘¥ ATRAVERS stood at an open window,
reading a note by the grey dawn
light. Below l}im stretched the broad
thordughfare of Piccadilly, noiseless, sha-
dowy, desertéd. He had thrown up the
window overcome by a sudden sense of
suffocation, and a chill, damp breeze came
stealing in, cooling his parched forehead
and hot, dry* eyes. For the last two ' or
three hours he had ‘been worki%g with an
unwonted and rare zest; it had happened”
quite by chance, for as a rule he was. a
man of regular, even mechanioal habits.
But to-night he scarcely knew himself,—he
. o
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had,all the sensations of a man whp had
passed through a new and altogether un-
expected experience. At midnfght he had
let himself into his room after that‘swift,
impulsive departare from the Milan, and
bhad dropped by, char‘lce into the chair
before his writing-table. The sight of his
last unfinished ,sentence, abruptly aban-
doned in the centre of a mneatly written
page of manuscript, had fascinated him,
and as he sat there idly with the loose
sheet in his hands, holding it so that the
lamp-light might fall upon ite very legible
cPara.cters,. an idea flashed into his t;rain,
—an idea which had persistently eluded
him for days. With the sudden stimulus
of’a purely mental activity, he had hastily
thrown as%de his outdoor garment, and had
'written for several hours with a readiness
and facility which seemed somehow for
the last few days to have been denied to
him,
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He had become _his old self agam,-—the
events of the evening lay already far be-
hind. Then® had come a soft knocking at
the door, followed by the apologetic en-
trance of his servant begring a note upon
which his name Yvas‘(‘written in hasty
characters with an ‘Immediate” scrawled,
as though by an after thought, upon the left-
hapd corner. He-had torn it open wonder-
ing at the woman's writing, and glﬁnced
at its brief contents carelessly .enough,——
but since then he had done no work. For
the present he was not likely to do any
more.

The cold breeze, acting like a‘ tonic upﬁn
his dazed senses, awoke in him also a
peculiar restlgssness, a <feeling of intoter-
able restraint at the close envn‘onment of
his little room and its assocxations. Its
atmosphere had suddenly become stl.ﬁmg
He oaught up hlS cloak and hat, and walked
out again into the silent street; it seemed
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to him, momentarily forgetful of theehour,
like a city of the dead into wyich he had
wandered.

As he turned, from habit, towards the
Park, the great hduses on his right frowned
down upon him lightless and lifeless. The
broad pavement, pressed a few hours ago,
and so soon to, be pressed again by the
steps of an innumerable multitude, Was
deserted; his own footfall seemed to awaken
a strange and curiously gersistent echo, as
though some one were indeed following’ him
on the opposite side of the way under, the
spadow ofe the drooping lime trees. Once
he stopped and listened. The footsteps
ceased too. There was no one! With a
faint smile at the illusion to Which he had
for a mogent yielded, he continued his
walk. , -

Before him the outline of the .arch stood
out - with gloomy distinctness against a
cold, - lowering background of vapourous ,
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sky. « Like a man who was still half dream-
ing, he crossed the "‘road and entcred the
Park, makiﬁg his way towards the trees.
There was a spot about half-way ‘down,
where, in the afternoond, he usually sat.
Near it he found two chairs, one on top of
the other; he removed the upper one and
sat down, crossing his legs and lighting a
cigarette which he took from his case.
Then in a transitory return of his ordinary
state of mind he laughed softly to himself.
People would n‘say that he was going
mad. €

Through half-closed eyes he. looked out
upon the broad drive. With the aid of an
imagination naturally powerful, he was
passing withe marvellous facility into *an
unreal world of his own creation. The
scene remained the same, but the environ-
inent changed as though by magic. Sun-
shine pierced the grey veil of clouds, gay
voices. and laughter broke the chill silence.
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The horn of a four-in-hhnd sounded from
the corner, the path before him was
thronged with men and women whose
rustiing skirts brushed often against his
knees as they ma¥e their way with diffi-
culty along the promepade. A glittering
show of carriages and coaches swept past
the railings; the gir was full of the sound
of the trampling of horses and the rolling
of wheels. With a mentali restraint of
which he was all the time half-conscious,
he kept back the final efforts of his imhgi-
nation for some time; but it came,at
last. .

A victoria, drawn by a single dark bay
horse, with servants in quiet liveries, drew
up at the paling, and a wohan leaning
back amongst the cushions looked out at
“him acgoss the sea of faces as she had
indeed looked more than once. She was
surrounded by handsomer women in more
elaborate toilettes and more splendid equi-
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pages. Her cheek$ were pale, and she was
undoubtedly thin. Nevertheless, to other
people as well as to him, she was a person-
ality. Even then he seemed to feel the
little stir which always{passed like electri-
city into the air directdy her carriage was
stayed. When she had come, when he was
perfectly sure of her, and indeed under the
spell of her near presence, he drew that
note again from his pocket and read it.

‘ ‘“ 18, LARGE STREET., W.
‘ ¢ 12.30.
"“] told you a lie! and I feel that you will
never forgive me! Yet I want to explain it.
There is something I want you to know!
Will you come and sde me? I shall be at
home until one o'clock to-mor{ow morning,
or, if the afternoon suits you bet.ter, frois

4 t0 6.
“ Bmmcn.”

A lie! Yes. it was that. To him, an
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inveterate lover of truth, the offence, had
seemed wholly unpardonable. He had set
himself to forget the woman and’the incident
as something altogether benecath his recollec-
tion. The night, gwith its host of strange,

half-awakened sensatlons, was a memory to
be lived down, to be crushed altogether. For
him, doubtless, that lie had been a providence.
It put a stop to any further intercougse
between them,—it stamped her at once with
the hall-mark of unworthiness. Yet he knevé‘
that he was disappointed ; dishppointment;’@s,)
perhaps, a mild word. He ,had walked
through the, streets with Ellison, after that
m‘eeting with her at the theatre, conscious
of an unwonted buoyancy of spirits, feeling
that he had drawn ifito his life g new experi-
ence which 'promised to be a very pleasant
"dne. .

- There were things about the woman whiche
had not pleased him, but they were, on the
whole, meiely’ superficial inc.idents, accidents
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Jhe chose a’&ghink,. of her envifonment, He
“had even permitted himself to look forward to
their "next meeting, to a definite continuance
of their acquaintance. Standing in-the dogr-
way of the brilliantly lit Milan, he had looked
in at the vivid litgle sqene with,a certain
eager tolerance,—there was much, after all,
that was attractive in this side of life, so
nmruch that was worth eult{vating; he blamed
himself that he had stodd aloof from it for so
Iong.

Then their éyes had met, he had seen
her sudden start, had felt his heart sink like
lead. She was a creature of common clay
after alll His eyes rested for a moment ui)on
her companion, a man well known to him,
though of a elass for whom his contempt®was
great, and with whom he had no kinship,
She was like this then! It was a pity.

His cigarette went out,,,?nd. g rain-drop,
which had been hovering upon a leaf above
him, fell with a splash upon the sheet of
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heavy white paper. Hesrose to his feét, stiff
and chilled and disillusioned. Hig little ghost-
world of fancies had faded away. Morning
had come, and eastwards, a single shaft of
cold sunlight had *pierced the grey sky.



CHAPTER 111
AN AFTERNOON CALL

T ten o'clock he breakfasted, after three
hours' sleep and a cold bath. In the
bright yet soft spring daylight, the lines
of hjs face had relaxed, and the pallor of
his cheeks was less unnatural. He was still
a man of remarkable appearance ; his features

were strong and firmly chiselled, his forehead,
was square and almost hard. He wore no
beard, but a slight, black ucloust_ache only ha.lf-
concealed a delicate and sensitive mouth.

His complexion and his soft gre§ eyes were,_
alike possessed of a singular clearness, as
though they were, indeed, the inllices of a
temperate and well-contained life. His dress,
and every movement and detail of his person,

52
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were characterized by an cxtreme délibera-
tion; his whole appearance bespoke a
peculiar and almost feminine fastidiousness.
The few appointments of his simple meal
were the most pe;'fect of their kind. A deli-
cate vase of fresh®y cut flowers stood on the
centre of the spotless table-cloth,—the hang-
ings and colouring of the apartment werc
softly harmonious. The walls were ht;ng
with fine engravings, with here and there a
brilliant little water-colour, of the school of
Corot; a few marble and bronze stat&ettes
were scattered about on the rrlantelpiece- and

on brackets. There was nothing particularly
striking anywhere, yet there was nothing
on which the eye could not rest with
pleasure. ) *

At half-pfst ten he lit a cigarette, and sat
down at his desk. He wrote quite steadily
for an hout; at the end of that time he pinned
together the result of his V\:ork, and wrote a
hasty note.
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(4

e “ 113, PiccADILLY.
“ Dear MR. HasLup,—

' “I went last night to the New
theatre, and I send you my views as to what
I saw there. ‘But I beg that you will remem-
ber my absolute igroranCe on all matters
pertaining to the modern drama, and use your
own discretion entirely as to the disposal of
the enclosed. I do mot feel myself, in any
sense of the word, a competent critic, and I
trust that you will not feel yourself under
the l(east obligation to give to my views the
weight of you(r journal.

“ I remain,

“Yours truly,

u JonN MATRAVERS.”

©
4

His finger was upon the belf; when his
servant entered, bearing a note upon a salver.
Matravers glanced at the handwriting already
becoming familigr to him, recognising, too,
the faint odour of violei:s which seemed to.
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escape into the room as his fingers ®broke
the seal.

“It is half-past eleven, and you have not
come! Does that® mean that you will not
listen to me, thateyou.mean to judge me
unheard? You will not be so unkind! 1
shall remain indqors until one o'clock, and I
shall expect you.

¢ BERENICE."

Matravers laid the note down, and covered
it with a paper-weight. Then he scaleds his
. oyn letter,sand gave it, with the manuscript,
to his servant. The man witI}drew, and
Matravers continued his writing.
He worked steadﬂy until two ®'clock. Then
,a simple luftheon was brought into him, and
upon the tray another note. Matravers took
it with somfie hesitation, and read it thought™
fully.
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c e “Two o'CLocK.

“You have made up your mind, then, not
to come. Very well, I too am determined.
If you will not come to me, I shall come to
you! I shall remain in Gntil four o'clock.
You may expect to. see «éne any time after
then.

« “BErenICE.'

Matravers ate his luncheon and pondered,
finally deciding to abandon a struggle in
which his was obviously the weaker position.
He Jingered for a while over his coffee; at
three o'clock he retired for a few moments
into his dressing-room, and then descending’
the stairs, made his way out into the street.

He had told. himself only a few hours back
that he would be wise-to ignoiz this sum-
mons from a woman, the ways of whose ﬁfeﬂ
must lie very far indeed from his. Yet he
knew that his mgeting with her had affected
him as nothing of the sort had ever affected
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him before—a man unimpressionable where
women «were concerned and ever dgvoted to,
and cultivating a somewhat unnatural ex-
clusiveness. Her first note he had been con-
tent to ignore,—she thight have written it in
a fit of pique—but the secqnd had made him
thoughtful. Her very persistence was char-
acteristic. Perhaps ,after all she was in the
right—he had arrived too hastily at an’
ignoble conclusion. Her attitude towards
him was curiously unconventional; it was
an attitude such as-none of the few women
with whom he had ever been brought info
cog;act woulgd have dreamed of assuming.
“But none the less it had for him a fascination
which he could not measure or define,—it
had Awakened a new” sensation, which, as a
philosopher, he was anxious to probe. The
m).rsticisg: of his early morning wanderings
seemed to him, as he walked leisurely through
the sunlit streets, in a sepse ridiculous.
After all it 'was a little thing that he was
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goifig to do; he was going to make, against
his will, an afternoon call. To other men
it would have seemed less than nothing.
Albeit he knew he was about to draw into
his life a new experienc%.

He rang the bell a Number 18, Large
Street, and gave his card to the trim little
maidservant who opened the door. In a
minute or two she returncd, and invited him
to follow her upstairs; her mistress was in,
and would see him at once. She led the way
up' the broad staircase into a room which
cquid perhaf:s be most aptly described as a
feminine den. The walls, abpve the l&w
bookshelves which bordered the whole apart-
apa:rtment, were hung with a medley of
water-colouss and photographs, water-colours
which a single glance showWed him were
good, and of the school then most in vogue.
The carpet was soft and thicky divans and
easy chairs filled, with cushions were plenti-
ful. By the side of one of these, which bore
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signs of recent occupatiom, was a reafling
stand, and upon it a Shakespearejand a vol-
ume of his own critical essays.

To him, with all his senses quickened by
an intense curiosity, there seemed to hang
about the atmospheroof the room that subtle
odour of femininity which, in the case of a
man, would probahly have been represented
by tobacco smoke. A Sevres jar of Neapoli-
tan violets stood  upon the table near the
divan. Henceforth the perfume of violets
seemed a thing apart from the perfume of "all
other flowers to the man who stood thgre
waiting, himself with a few of the light
"purple blossoms in the buttonhole of his
trock cout.



CHAPTER 1V
AN AWKWARD SITUATION

HE came to him so noiselessly, that for.a
moment or two he was unaware of her
entrance. Thetc'e was neither the rustle of
skirts or the sound of any movement to
apprise him of it, yet he became suddenly
conscious that he was not along. He turned
around at once and saw her standing wit?hin‘
a few feet of him. She held out her hand
frankly. ¢ ¢
“So you have come,” she sad; “I thought
that you would. But then you had very
little choice, had you?” she added mth a
little laugh. =~ =~ . ¢
She passed lum, and deliberately seated
62
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herself amongst a pile of cushions on the
divan nearest her reading, sta'nd,. For the
moment he 'neglected . her gestured invi-
fation, and remaigled standing, looking at
her.

“I was very glad fo come,” he said
simply. . h

She shook her Head. -

“You were afraid of my threat. You
were afraid that I might come to you. Well,
it is probable, almost certain that I should
have come. You have saved ypurself from
that, at any rate.”

Although ‘the situation was a novel one to
him, he was not in the least embarrassed.
He was altogether too sincere to be possessed
of any self:c?.nsciousness. He 'found him-
se}f at last actually in the presence of the
woman » who, since first he had seen her,
months ago, Yriving in the Park, had been
constantly in his. thoughts,*and he began to
wonder with perfect clearness of judgment
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whcre.in lay her peculiar fascination! That
she was h?mdsome, of her type, went for
nothing. The world was full of more beauti-
ful women whom he saw 'day by day with-
out the faintest thrill of interest. Besides,
her face was too pale and her form too thin
for exceptional beauty. There must be some-
thing else,—something about her personality
which refused to lend itself to any absolute
analysis. She was perfectly dressed,—he
realized that, because he was never after-
wards able tp recall exactly what she wore.
Her eyes werc soft and dark and luminous,
—soft with a light the power ¢f which he
was not slow to recognise.

But none of these things were of any §m—
portant account in reckoning with the woman.
He became convinced, in thos; few momengs
of deliberate observation, that there was
rnothiﬂg in her “personnel” fwhich could
justify her reputation. On the whole he was
glad of it. Any other form of attraction was



AN AWKWARD SITUATION 67

more welcome to him than a purely p’hysical
one !

“First of all,” she began, leaning forward
and looking' at . him over her interlaced
fingers; “I want you to tell me this! You
will answer me faithfully, I know. What
did you think of my writing to you, of my
persistence? Tell me exactly what you
thought.”

“] was surprised,” he answered; ‘“how
could I help it? I was surprised, too,” he
added, “to find that I wanted very much
to come.” *
o “The women whom you know,” she said
quietly,—“I suppose you do know some,—
would not have done such a thing. Some
people say that I am mad! ‘One may as
well try to live up to one's reputation; I
have taken a little of the license of mad-
ness.” ) . '

“It was unusual, pertraps,”” he admitted;
“but who is not weary of usual things? I
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gather‘ed from your, note that you had some-
thing to explain. I was anxious to hear
what that explanation could be.”

She was silent for a moment, her eyes
fixed upon vacancy, a faint smile at the
corners of her lips. * *

“First,” she said, “let me tell you this.
I want to have you understand why I was
anxious that you should not think worse of
me than I deserved. I am rather a spoilt
woman. I have grown used to having my
own way; I ,wanted to know you, I have
wanted to for some time. We have passed
one another day after day; I knew*quite well
all the time who you were, and it seemed so
stupidl Do you know once or twice I have
had an insané desire to come_right up to
your chair and break in upon your medita.
}ions,-hold out my hand and make you
falk to me. That would have fbeen worse
than this, would it not? But I firmly
believe that I should have dome it some
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day. So you see I wrotee my little note in
self-defence.”

“I do not know that I should have been
so completely surprised after all,” he said.
“], too, have felt something of what you
have expressed. I have® been interested in
your comings and your goings. But then
you knew that, dr you would never have
written to me.”

“One sacrifices so much,” she murmured,
“on the altars of the modern Goddess. We
live in such a tiny compass,—unothing ever
happens. It is only psychologically that one’s
emptions caf be reached at all. Events are
quite out of date. I am speaking from a
woman'’s point of view.”

“You should have lived,” he said, smiling,
“in the days of Joan of Arc.”

“No doubt,” she answered, “I should have
found that e\uaily dull. What I was en-
deavouring to do was, first of all to plead
some justification for wanting to know you.
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For a woman there is nothing left but the

study of personalities.”

“Mine,” he answered with a faint gleafm
in his eyes, “is very much at your ser-
vice.”

“] am goifig to take ‘you at your word,”
she warned him.

. “You will be very muc¢h disappointed. I
am perfectly willing to be dissected, but
the result will be inadequate.”

She leaned bBack amongst the cushions
and looked at him thoughtfully.

hListen," she said; “I can tell you some-
thing of your history, as yoﬁ ewill see.. I
want you to fill in the blanks.”

“Mine,” he murmured, * will be the greater
task. My life is a record of blank places.
The history is to come.” . s

“ This,” she said, “is the extent.of my
knowledge. You were th(g sécond son of
Sir Lionel Matravers, and you have been an
orphan since you were very young. You
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were méant to take Holy QOrders, but ;vhen
the time came you declined. At Oxford you
did very well indeed. You established a
brilliant reputation. as a classical scholar,
and you became a fellow of St. John's.

“It was whilst y8u were there that you
wrote Studies imn Character. Two years
ago, I do not know why, you gave up your
fellowship and came to London. You took
up the editorship of a Review—the Bi-
Weekly, 1 think—but you resigned it on a
matter of principle. You have a somewhat
curious reputation. The Scrutineer invariaBly
allydes to you as the Apostle of Astheticism.
You are reported to have fixed views as to
the conduct of life, .down even to its most
trifling details.' That sounds unpleasant, but
it , probably isn't altogether true. . .
Don't igterrupt, please!l You have no in-
timate friends, but you go sometimes into
society, You ar:e apparently a mixture of
poet, philosopher, and man of fashion. I
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have “heard you spoken of more than once
as a disciple of Epicurus. You also, in the
course of your literary work, review novels—
unfortunately for me—and six months ago
you were the cause of m}f nearly crying my
eyes out. It was«perhaps silly of me to
attempt, without any literary experience, to
write a modern story, but my own life
srupplied the motive, and at least I was faith-
ful to what I felt and knew. No one else
has ever said such cruel things about my
work.
¢ Woman-like, you see, I repay my injuries
by becoming interested in you. . If you lgad
praised my book, I daresay I should ne\;er
have thought of you at all. Then there is
one thing more. Every‘ day you sit in the
Park close to where I stop, and—you look gt
me. It seems as though we had often spoken.
t there. Shall I tell you whbat,] have been
vain enough to think sometimes?
“I have watched you from a distance, often
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before you have seen me., You always sit
in the same attitude, your eyebrows are a
little contracted, there is generally the ghost
of a smile upon your lips. You are like an
outsider who has co.me to look upon a brilliant
show. I could fancé that you have clothed
yourself in the personality of that young
Roman noble whose name you have mad‘e
so famous, and from another age were gaz-
ing tolerantly and even kindly upon the
folly and the pageantry which have survived
for two thousand years. And then I have
taken my little place in the procession, #nd
I have fancied that a subtle change has
stolen into your face. You have looked at
me as gravely as ever, but no longer as an
impersonal spectato;. »

T UItis as thdl.J.gh, I have seemed a live per-
son to you, and the others, mummies. Once
the change ¢ame so swiftly that I smiled
at you,—I could ‘not help it,—and you looked
away.”
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«1° remember it_distinctly,” he interrupted.
“T thought the smile was for some one behind
me.”’

She shook her head. (

“It was for you. Now I have finished.
Fill in the blanks, plead.”

He was content to answer her in the same
strain. The effect of her .complete natural-
nress was already upon him. |

“So far as my personal history is con-
cerned,” he told her, ‘“you are wonderfully
correct. There is nothing more to be said
absut it. I gave up my fellowship at Ox-
ford because I have always been convinced
of the increasing narrowness and limitations
of purely Academic culture and Scholarship.
I was afraidcof what I should become as an
old man, of what I was already growing
into. I wanted to have a closer grip upon

chuman things, to be in more ,sympathetic
relations with the great world of my fellow-
men. Can you understand me, I wonder?
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The influences of a University town are® too
purely scholarly to produce literary work
of wide human interest. London had always
fascinated me—though as yet I have met
with many disappoi’ntments. As to the Bi-
Weekly, it was my first *idea to undertake
no fixed literary work, and it was only
after great pressuse that I took it for a
time. As you know, my editorship was a
failure.”

He paused for a moment or two, and
looked steadily at her. He was anxious
to watch the effect of what he was going
to say. .

“You have mentioned my Review upon
your novel in the Bi-Weekly. I cannot say
that I am sorry I w;ote it. I newer attacked
a,book with so much pleasure. But I am
very sprry indeed that you should have
written it. With your gifts you could have
given .to .the world something better than a
mere psychological debauch!”
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She 1aughed softly, but genuinely.

“1 adore sincerity,” she exclaimed, “and
it is so many years since I was actually
scolded. A fpsychological debauch’ is
delightful. But I canrfot help my views,
can I? My experience; were made for me!
I became the creature of circumstances.
No one is morally responsible for their
Bpinions."

“There are things,” he said, * which
find their way into our thoughts and
consciousness, but of which it would be
considered flagrantly bad taste to speak.
And there are things in the world whijch
exist, which have existed from time im-
memorial, the evil legacy of countless
generationsp of which it seems to me to
be equally bad taste to .wnte. Art has
a limitless choice of subjects. I . would
not have you sully your fine gifts by
writing of anytlung save’ of the beautic
f ’l
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“This is rank hedonism,” she laugﬁed.
“[t is a survival of your Academic
days."

“Some day,” he answered, ‘“we will talk
more fully of this. It is a little early
for us to discuss a® subject upon which
we hold such opposite views.”

“You are afraide that we might quar-
rell” 4

He shook his head.

“No, not that! Only as I am something
of an idealist, and you, I suppose, have
placed yourself amongst the ranks of the
realists, we should scarcely meet upon a
common basis. But will you forgive me
if I say so—I am very sure that some
day you will be a de;erter? "

“And why?"'

“I dg not know anything of your
history,” he continued gently, “nor am I
asking for your ‘confidence, Only in your
story there was a personal note, which
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sefmed to me to somehow explain the
bitterness and directness with which you
wrote—of certain subjects. I think that
you yourself have had trouble—or perhaps
a dear friend has suﬁ'ered, and her grief
has become yours. ¢ There was a little
poison in your pen, I think. Never mind!
We shall be friends, and I shall watch it
pass away !”

“Friends,” she repeated with a certain
wistfulness in her tone “But have you
forgotten—what you came for?”

« “I do not think,” he said slowly, “that
it is of much consequence.” .

“But it is,” she insisted. “You asked me
distinctly where I wished to be driven to
from thee theatre, and I told you--—home!
All the time I knew that I was ‘going
to have supper with Mr. Thon}dyke at
the Milan! Morally I lied to you!”

“Why?” he gsked. * ‘ ‘

“] cannot tell you,” she answered; *i¢
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was an impulse. I thought nothing oE ac-
cepting the man’s invitation. You know
him, I daresay. He is a millionaire, and
it is his money which supports the theatre.
He has asked me several times, and
although personally »I dislike him, he has,
of course, a certain claim upon my ac-
quaintance. I have made excuses once or
twice. Last night was the first time I
have ever been out anywhere with him.
I do not of course pretend to be in the
least conventional — I have always per-
mitted myself the utmost liberty of actidn.
Yet—I hade wanted so much to know you
—I was afraid of prejudicing you. ...
After all, you see, I have no explanation.
It was just an impulse. I have hated
myself for it; but it is donel”
LS (5 yvas," he said, “a trifle of no ime
portance. We will forget it.”

A gleam of * gratitude shone in her
dark eyes. Her head drooped a little.
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He fancied that her voice was not quite
so steady.

“It is' good,” she said, “to hear you say
that.”

He looked around the room, and back
into her face. Some dim foreknowledge
of what was to come between them seemed
to flash before his eyes. It was like a
sudden glimpse into that unseen world
so close at hand, in which he—that
Roman noble—had at any rate implicitly
believed. There was a faint smile upon
his face as his eyes met hers.

“At least,” he said, “I shall. be :a.blec to
come and talk with you now at the rail-
ing, instead of watching you from my
chair. For.you were <fuite right in what
you said just now. I pm;e watched for
you every day—for many days.”

“You will be able to come,” she said
gravely, “if you, care to. You mix so
little with the men who love to talk
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scandal of a woman, that you may never
have heard them—talk of me. But they
do, I know! I hear all about it—it used
to amuse me! You have the reputation
of ultra exclusiveness! If you and I are
known to be friengs, "you may have to
risk losing it.”

His brows were slightly contracted, and
he had half closed his eyes—a habit o}
his when anything was said which
offended his taste.

“I wonder whether you would mind
not talking like that,” he said. i

“Why nog? I would not have you hear
the;e things from other people. It is best
to be truthful, is it not? To run no risk
of any misundersta;ldings.” >

“There is no fear of anything of that
sort,” he said calmly. “I do not pretend
to be a magician or a diviner, yet I
think I know ’you for, what you are,
and it is sufficient. Some day——"
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He broke off in the middle of a
sentence., The 'door had opened. A man
stood upon the threshold. The servant an-
nounced him—Mr. Thorndyke.

Matravers rose at orce to his feet. He
had a habit — the outcome, doubtless, of
his epicurean tenets, of leaving at once,
and at any costs, sqciety not wholly
‘agreeable to him. He bowed coldly to
the man who was already greeting
Berenice, and who was carrying a great
bunch of Parma violets.

« Mr. Thorndyke was evidently astonished
at his presence—and not agreegbly.

“Have you come, Mr, Matravers,”c‘ he
asked coldly, “to make your peace?"”

“I am pot aware,” ‘Matravers answered
calmly, “of any reason why I should do
so.” ) :

Mr. Thorndyke raised his eyé“ brows,'
and drew an afternoon®paper from his
pocket. .
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“This 1s your writing, is it not?"” he
asked.

Matravers glanced at the paragraph.

“ Certainly 1"

Mr. Thorndyke threw the paper upon the
table. .

“Well,” he said, “I have no doubt it is
an excellent piece of literary work —a
satire I suppose you would call it—and I’
must congratulate you upon its complete
success. I don’'t mind running the theatre
at a financial loss, but I have a distinct
objection to being made a laughing stock of.
I suppose this paper appeared about two
hours ago, and already I can't move a
yard without having to suffer the con-
dolences of some’ sympathising ass. I
sha.ll close the theatre next week.”

“That is naturs;.lly," Matravers said, “a
matter “of complete indifference to me.
In the cause of art I should say that
you will do well, unless you can select a
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play' from a very different source. What
I wrote of the performance last night, I
wrote according to my convictions. You,”
he added, turning to Berenice, “will at
least believe that, I am sure!”

“Most certainly <I do,” she assured him,
holding out her hand. “Must you really
go? You will come and see me again—
'very soon?"’

He bowed over her fingers, and then
their eyes met for a moment. She was
very pale, but she looked at him bravely.
He realized suddenly that Mr. Thorndyke's
threat was a serious blow to hey.

“I am very sorry,” he said. “You ;vill
not bear me any ill will?” )

“ None!”, she answex‘:éd; “you may be
sure of that!l” ) .

She walked with him to the open door,
outside which the servant was walting to
show him downstairs.
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“You will come and see me again—
very soon?" she repeated.

“Yes,” he answered simply, “if I may
1 shall come again.! I will come as soon
as you care to have me!l"”



CHAPTER V
THE CONSEQUENCES

' ATRAVERS passed out into the street
with a curious admixture of sensations

-

in a mind usually so free from any con-
fusion of sentiments or ideas. The few words
vwhich he had been compelled to exchange
with Thorndyke had grated. very much
against his sense of what was seemly; he
was on the whole both repelled and fasci-
nated by the incidents (of Ehis visit of his.
Yet as he walked leisurely homewards
through the bright crowded streets, he
recognised the existence of that c,strgnge
personal charm Jn Berenice of which so
many people had wri(:ten and spoken..( He
88 :
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himself had become subjeqt to it in some
slight degree, not enough,indeed, to engross
his mind, yet enough to prevent any feeling
of disappointment at the result of his
visit.

She was not an,ordinary woman—she
was not an ordinarily clever woman. She
did not belong to*any type with which hf:
was acquainted. She must for ever occupy
a place of her own in his thoughts and in
his estimation. It was a place very well
defined, he told himself, and by no means
within that inner circle of his brain dnd
hegrt wherein lay the few things in life
sweet and precious to him. The vague ex-
citement of the early morning seemed to
him now, as e moved calmly along the
crowded, fashionable thoroughfare, a thing
altog'et.her unreal and unnatural. He had
been in an emotional frame of mind, he told
himself with a quiet smile, when the sight
of those few lines in a handwriting then
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unknown had so ¢uriously stirred him. Now
that he had seen and spoken to her, her
personality would recede to its proper pro-
portions, the old philostophic calm which
hung around him in his studious life like a
mantle would have ‘no further disturbance.

And then he suffered a rude shock! As
he passed the corner of a street, the perfume
o'f ‘Neapolitan violets came floating out from
a florist's shop upon the warm sunlit air.
Every fibre of his being quivered with a
sudden emotion! The interior of that little
roém was before him, and a woman’s eyes
looked into his. He clenched his hands and
walked swiftly on, with pale face and rigid
lips, like a man oppress(ed by some acute
physical paia.

There must be nothing of this for him!
It was part of a world which was not his
world—of which he must never even be a
temporary denizen. , The thmg passed away!
With studious care he fixed his mind upon
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trifles. There was a Crease in his silk hat,
clearly visible as he glanced at his reflec-
tion in a plate-glass window. He turned
into Scott’s,and waited whilst it was ironed.
Then he walked homewards and spent the
remainder of the da‘y carefully revising a
bundle of proofs which he found on his table
fresh from the prigter.
* * * * * '
On the following morning he lunched at
his club. Somehow, although he was in no
sense of the word an unpopular man, it
was a rare thing for any one to seek s
company uninvited. The scholarly exclu-
siveness of his Oxford days had not been
altogether brushed off in this contact with
a larger and more® spontaneous  social life,
and he figured® in a world which would
gla:lly thve known more of him, as a man
of courfeous but severe reserve.
To-day he occupied his usual round table
set in an alcove before a tall window. For
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a recluse, he always found a singular plea-
sure in watching the faces of the people
in that broad living stream, little units in
the wheeling cycle of humanity of which
he too felt himself to be a part; but to-day
his eyes were idles anrd his sympathies ob-
structed. Although a pronounced epicure
in both food and drink, he passed a new
and delicate emtrée, and not only ordered
the wrong claret, but drank it without a
grimace. The world of his sensations had
been rudely disturbed. For the moment his
sense of proportions was at fault, and
before luncheon was over it received a
further shock. A handsomely appoihted
drag rattled past the club on its way into
Piccadilly. The woman who occupied the
front seat turned to look at the winglow
as they passed, with some evident uriosity
—and their eyes met. Matravers down
the glass, which he had béen in theact of
raising to his lips, untasted.
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“ Berenice and her Father Confessor|”
he heard some one remark lightly from the
next table. ‘ Pity some one can't teach
Thorndyke how to drivel He's a disgrace
to the Four-in-hand l»"

It was Berenicel The’ sight of her in
such intimate association with a man utterly
distasteful to him -was one before which
he winced and suffered. He was aware of
a new and altogether undesired experience.
To rid himself of it with all possible
speed, he finished his lunch abruptly, and
lighting a cigarette, started back to his
rooms. .

On the way he came face to face with
Ellison, and the two men stood together
upon the pavement for a mgment or
two., .

“I am not quite sure,” Ellison remarked
with a Tlittle grimace, “whether I want to
speak to you or not | What on earth has
kindled the destructive spirit in you to such



96 BERENICE

an extent? Every one is talking of your
attack upon the New Theatre!”

“J was sent,”” Matravers answered, ‘“ with
a free hand to write an honest criticism—
and I did it. Istein’'s work may have some
merit, but it is unclean work. It is not fit
for the English stage.”

“Jt is exceedingly unlikely,” Ellison re-
marked, “that the English stage will know
him any more! No play could survive
such an onslaught as yours. I hear
that Thorndyke is going to close the
‘theatre.”

“If it was opened,” Matravers said, “for
the purpose of presenting such work as this
latest production, the sooner it is closed the
better.” « .

Ellison shrugged his shoulders. .

“It is a large subject,” he said, “and 4
am not sure that we are_ of one mind. We
will not discuss.it. At any rate, I am very
sorry for Berenicel”
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“I do not think,” Matravers said in
measured tones, “that you need be sorry
for her. With her gifts she will scarcely
remain long without an engagement 1T trust
that she may secure one which will not
involve the prostitutios of her talent.”

Ellison laughed shortly. He had an im-
mense admiration *for Matravers, but just
at present he was a little out of temper with
him.

“You admit her talent, then?” he re-
marked. “I am glad of that!”

“I am not sure,” Matravers said, ‘that
talept is the® proper word to use. One might
almost call it genius.”

Ellison was consiglerably mollified.

“I am glad tg hear you say %0,” he de-
clared. “At the spme time I am afraid her
position. will be rather an awkward one.
She will lose some money by the closing of
the theatre, and I don’t exactly see what

London heuse is open for her just at pre-
G
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sent. These actor-managers are all so
clannish, and they have their own wo-
men.”

“I am sorry,” Matrf:.vers_. said thought-
fully; “at the same time I cannot believe
that she will remaifi vgry long undiscovered !
Good afternoon! I am forgetting that I
'have some writing to do.”

Matravers walked slowly back to his rooms,
filled with a new and fascinating idea which
Ellison's words had suddenly suggested to
him.. If it was true that his pen had done
hér this ill turn, did he not owe her Some
reparation. It would be a very pleasant
way to pay his debt and a very simple
one. By the time he had reached his des-
tination the idea had taken definite hold of
him. . .

For several hours he worked at the re-
vision of a certain manuscript, polishfng and
remodelling with , infinite “care and pains.
Not even content with the correct and taste-



“ At halfpast four his servant brought in a small tea-
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ful arrangement of his septences, he read
them over to himself aloud, lest by any
chance there should have crept into them
some trick of alliteration, or juxtaposition
of words not entirel.y musical. In his work
he gained, or seemed‘ to* gain, a complete
absorption. The cloudy disquiet of the last
few hours appeared to have passed away,—
to have been, indeed, only a fugitive and.
transitory thing.

At half-past four his servant brought in
a small tea-equipage—a silver tray, with an
old blue Worcester teapot and cup, and &
quaintly cutzglass cream-jug. He made his
tea, and drank it with his pen still in his
hand. He had sca;cely turned back to his
work, before the’ same servant Je-entered
carrying a frockcoat, an immaculately
brushed silk hat, and a fresh bunch of
Neapolithn violets. For a moment Matravers
hesitated ; then he faia down his pen, changed
his coat, and once more passed out into the
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streets, more brilliant than ever now with
the afternoon sunshine. He joined the throng
of people leisurely making their way towards
.he Park!



CHAPTER *VI
A DISCUSSION

OR nearly half*an hour he sat in his
usual place under the trees, watching

with indifferent eyes the constant stream of
carriages passing along the drive. It seemed
to him only a few hours since he had sat
there before, almost in the same spot, a soli-
tary figure im the cold, grey twilight, yet
watching then, even as he was watching
now, for that small §victoria with its single
occupant whose sbjt dark eyes hads met his
so often with a frank curiosity which she
had never troubled to conceal. Something
of that same perturl.)ation of spirit which had
driven him then out into the.dawn-lit streets,
was upon him once more, only with a very

103
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real and tangible difference. The grey half-
lights, the ghostly shadows, and the faint
wind sounding in the tree-tops like the rising
and falling of a midnight sea upon some
lonely shore, had given to his early morning
dreams an indeﬁﬁiteness which they could
scarcely hope to possess now. He himself
was a living unit of this gay and brilliant
world, whose conversation and light laughter
filled the sunlit air around him, whose skirts
were brushing against his knees, and whose
jargon fell upon his ears with a familiar and
‘a kindly sound. There was no possibility
nere for such a wave of passion,—he_could
call it nothing else,—as had swept through
him, when he had fil'st read that brief
message < from the woman:who had already
become something of a {isturbing element in
nis seemly life. Yet under a calm exterior
he was conscious of a distinct tremor of ex-
citement when her carriage drew up within
a few feet of him, and obeying her mute
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but smiling command, he rose and offered his
hand as she stepped out on to the path.

“This,” she remarked, resting her daintily
gloved fingers for a moment in his, “is the be-
ginning of a new order of things. Do you
realize that only the day before yesterday we
passed one another here‘with a polite stare?”

“] remember it,” Jhe answered, * perfectly.
Long may the new order last.”

“But it is not going to last long—with
me at any rate,” she said, laughing. “Don't
you know that I am almost ruined?
Mr. Thorndyke 1is going to close the
theatre. He jsays that we have been losing
mone'y every week. I shall have to sell my
horses, and go and (live in the suburbs.”

“I hope,” he ’sg.id fervently, ‘ that you
will jnot find it so bad as that.”

“Of course,” she remarked, ‘“you know
that yolirs is the hand which has given us
our death-blow. I’have just read your notice.
It is a brilliant piece of satirical writing, ot
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course, but need you have been quite so
severe? Don't you regret your handiwork
a little?”

“I cannot,” he answered deliberately.
‘“On the contrary, I feel that I have done
you a service. If you do not agree with me
to-day, the time will certainly come when
you will do so. You haye a gift which de-
‘lighted me : you are really an actress; you
are one of very few.”

“That is a kind speech,” she answered ;
“but even if there is truth in it, I am as
yet quite unrecognised. There is no other
theatre open to me; you and [ look upon
Istein and his work from a different poi‘nt of
view; but even if you age right, the part of
Herdrine suited me. I wai beginning to get
some excellent notices. If we could have
kept the thing going for¢only a few weeks
longer, I think that I might havé estab-
lished some sort of & reputation.”

He sighed,
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“ A reputation, perhaps,” he admitted ; * but
not of the best order. You do not wisd to
be known only as the portrayer of unnatural
passions, the interpreter of diseased desires.
It would be an ephemeral reputation. It
might lead you into many strange byeways,
but it would never help you to rise. Art is
above all things catholic, and universal. You
may be a perfect Herdrine; but Herdrine
herself is but a night weed—a thing of no
account. Even you cannot make her natural.
She is the puppet of a man's fantasy. She
is never a woman.” .

“I suppose,” she said sorrowfully, that
your judgment is the true one. Yet—but we
will talk of something else. How strange to
be walking here svith you!" .

Beremce was always a much-observed
woman, but to-day she seemed to attract
more even than ordinary attention. Her per-
sonality, her toilett®, which was superb, and
her companion, were all alike interesting to
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the slowly moving throng of men and women
amongst whom they were threading their
way. The attitude of her sex towards
Berenice was in a certain sense a paradox.
She was distinctly the thost talented and the
most original of all the * petticoat apostles,”
as the very man whHo was now walking by
her side had scornfully, described the little
" band of women-writers who were accused of
trying to launch upon society a new type of
their own sex. Her last novel was flooding
all the bookstalls; and if not of the day, was
‘tertainly the book of the hour. She herself,
known before only as a brillignt journalist
writing under a curious nom de plume, had
suddenly become one qof the most marked
figures ip London life. Yet' she had not gone
so far as other writers who had dealt with
the same subject. Marnage, she had dared
to write, had become the whitewashing of
the impure, the sanctifying of the vicious!
But she had not added the almost natural
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corollary,—therefore let there be no marriage.
On the contrary, marriage in the ideal she
had written of as the most wonderful and
the most beautiful .thing in life, — only
marriage in the ideal did not exist.

She had never posed, 4s a woman with
a mission| She formulated nowhere any
scheme for the re-organization of those social
conditions whose bases she had very elo-
quently and very trenchantly held to be
rotten and impure. She had written as a
prophet of woe! She had preached only de-
struction, and from the first she had left her”
reader§ curious as to what sexual system
could possibly replace the old. The thing
which happened was inevitable. The amaz-
ing demand for her book.was exactly in
inverse proportion tQ its popularity amongst
her sex. The crusade against men was well |
Admittedly they were a bad lot, and needed
to be told of it. A little self-assertion on
behalf of his superior was a thing to be
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encouraged and applauded. But a crusade
against marriage! Berenice must be a most
abandoned, as well as a most immoral,
woman! No one who even hinted at the
doctrine of love without marriage could
be altogether respéc;able. Not that Berenice
had ever done that. Still, she had written
of marriage,—the usual Yun of marriages,—
from a woman's point of view, as a very
hateful thing. What did she require, then,
of her sex? To live and die old maids,
whllst _men became regenerated. It was
“too absurd There were a good many
curious things said, and- it was certainly
true, that since she had gone upon the stage
her toilette and equipage were unrivalled.
Berenice looked into the eg'es of the women
whom she met day by, day, and she read
their verdict. But if she suﬁ"ered, she said
nothing.

They passed out from the glancing shadows
of the trees towards the Piccadilly entrance.
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Here they paused for a moment and stood
together looking down the drive. The sun-
light seemed to touch with quivering fire
the brilliant phantasmagoria. Berenice was
serious. Her dark. eyes swept down the
broad path and her uxit.ie!'-lip quivered.

“Jt is this,’ she exclaimed, with a slight
forward movement. of her parasol, ‘ which
makes me long for an earthquake. Can one.
do anything for women like that? They are
not the creations of a God; they are the
parasitical images of type. Only it is a very
small type and a very large reprodpctionf
Why do I say these things to you, I wonder?
You are against me, too! But then you are
not a woman!"

“] am not agdinst you in your dgtestation
of type,”’ he answered. *The whole world
of our sex as well as yours is full of worn-
out and‘effete reproductions of an unworthy
model. It is this Entolerable sameness which

suffocates all thought. One meets it every-
H
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where; the decp melancholy of our days is
its fruit. But the children of this generation
will never feel it. The taste of life between
their teeth will be neither like ashes or green
figs. They are numbed.” ]

She flashed a look, almost of anger upon
him.

“Yet you have ranged *yourself upon their
side. When my story first appeared, its fate
hung for days in the balance. Women had
not made up their minds how to take it. It.
came into your hands for review. Welll
Srou did not si)are it, did you? It was you
who turned the scale. Your <denunciation
became the keynote of popular opinion con-
cerning me. The women for whose sake I
had written it, thas they might at least strike
one blow for freedom, took it with a virtuous
shudder from the hands of their daughters. I
was pronounced unwholesome and depraved ;
even my personal character was torn into
shreds. How odd -it all seems!" she added,
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with a light, mirthless laugh. “It was you
who put into their hands the weapon with
which to scourge me. Their trim, self-satis-
fied little sentences of condemnation are emas-
culated versions of yBur judgment. It is you
whom I have to thank fdr the closing of the
theatre and the failure (:)f Herdine,—you who
are responsible for ¢he fact that these women
look at me with insolence and the men as
though I were a courtesan. How strange it
must seem to them to sce us together—the
wolf and the lamb! Well, never mind. Take
me somewhere and give me ‘some tea; you
owe me thas, at any rate.”

They turned and left the park. For a few
minutes conversation was impossible, but as
soon as they hid emerged from the crowd
he answered her.

“If I have ever helped any one to believe
ill of you,” he sald slowly, “I am only too
happy that they should haye the opportumty
of seeing us together. You are rather severe
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on me. I thought then, as I think now, that
it is—to put it mildly—impolitic to enter upon
a passionate denunciation of such an institu-
tion as marriage when any substitute for it
must necessarily be angther step upon the
downward grade. ‘ The decadence of self-
respect amongst youn(g men, any contrast be-
tween their lives and the.lives of the women
‘Who are brought up to be their wives, is too
terribly painful a subject for us to discuss
here. Forgive me if I think now, as I have
always thought, that it is not a fitting sub-
ject for a novelist—certainly not for a woman.
I may be prejudiced ; yet it wasemy duty to
write as I thought. You must not forget
that! So far as your story went, I had
nothing put praise for it." There were
many chapters which only an artist could
have written.”

She raised her éyebrows They had turned
into Bond Street now, ‘and were close to their
destination.
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“You men of letters are so odd,” she ex-
claimed. “What is Art but Truth? and if
my book be not true, how can it know any-
thing of art? But never mind! We are
talking shop, and I am a little tired of taking
life seriously. Here we in’e! Order me some
tea, please, and a chocolate éclair.”

He followed her to a tiny round table, and
sat d6wn by her side upon the cushioned seat.
As he gave his order and looked around the
little room, he smiled gravely to himself. It
was the first time in his life—at any rate
since his boyhood,—that he had taken a
woman into@ public room. Decidedly it was
a new era for him



CHAFTIER VII
AN AVOWAL

N incident, which Matravers had found

once or twice uppermost in his mind
during the last few days, was recalled to him
with sudden vividness as he took his seat
in an ill-lit, shabbily upholstered box in the
second tier of the New Theatre. He seemed
almost to hear again the echoes of that de-
spairing cry which had rung out so plain-
tively agross the.desert of empty benches
from somewhere ainongst the shadows of the
auditorium. Several times during the per-
formance he had glanced up in the same
direction; once he had ;lmost fancied he

could see a solitary, bent figure sitting rigid
’ 120
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and motionless in the first row of the amphi-
theatre. No man was possessed of a Pmaller
share of curiosity in the ordinary sense of
the word than Mat{avers; but the thought
that this might be the same man come again
to witness a play whi¢h had appealed to
him before with such peculiar potency, inter-
ested him curiously. At the close of the
second act he left his seat, and, after severai
times losing his way, found himself in the
little narrow space behind the amphitheatre.
Leaning over the partition, and looking down-
wards, he had a good view of the man who
sat there quite alone, his head resting upon
his hand, his eyes fixed steadily upon a soiled
and crumpled programme, which was spread
out carefully before him, Matraygrs won-
dered whether thgre was not in the clumsy
figure and awkward pose somecthing vaguely
familiar to him.

An attendant o.f the pla}ce standing by his
side addressed him respectfully.
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*“Not much of a house for the last night,
sir,” h? remarked.

Matravers agreed, and moved his head
downwards towards the (solitary figure.

“ There is one man, at least,” he said, “ who
finds the play interésting.”

The attendant smiled.

“I am afraid that the gentleman is a
little bit ‘hoff; sir. He seems half silly
to talk to. He's a queer sort, any way.
Comes here every blessed night, and in
the same place. " Never mifses. Once he
tame sixpence ‘short, and there was a rare
fuss. They wouldn’t let him (in, and he
wouldn't go away. I lent it him at
last.”

“Did_ he pay,you back?” Matravers
asked. .

“ The very next night; never had to ask
him, either. There goes the bell, si. Cur-
tain up in two mmuﬁes ”

The subject of their conveérsation ha,d not
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once turned his hcad or moved towards them.
Matravers, conscious that he was not ‘ikely
to do so, returned to his seat just as the cur-
tain rose upon the las.t act. The play, grim,
pessimistic, yet lifted every now and then to
a higher level by strang@ flashes of genius
on the part of the womau;l, dragged wearily
along to an end. .The echoes of her last
speech died away; she looked at him across
the footlights, her dark eyes soft with many
regrets, which, consciously or not, spoke to
him also of reproach. The curtain descended,
and her hands fell to her side.® It was the
end, and it was failure!

Matravers, making his way more hurriedly
than usual from the house, hoped to gain
another glimpse of the man who had remained
the solitary tenant.of the round of empty
seats. But he was too late. The man and
the audience had melted away in a thin little
Stream. Matravers.stood on the kerb stone
hesitating: He had not meant to go behind



126 BERENICE

to-night. He ha(i a feeling that she must be
regaxiding him at that moment as the exe-
cutioner of her ambitions. Besides, she was
going on to a receptio{n; she would only be
in a hurry. Nevertheless, he made his way
round to the stagé door. He would at least
have a glimpse of her. But as he turned the
corner, she was already stepping into her
carriage. He paused, and simultaneously
with her disappearance he realized that he
was not the only one who had found his way
to the narrow street to see the last of Bere-
nice. A man“was standing upon the opposite
pavement a little way from the carriage, yet
at such an angle that a faint, yellow light
shone upon what was visible of his pale face.
He had watched her corhe out, and was
gazing now fixedly at the window of her
brougham. Matravers knew in a moment
that this was the man whom he had seen’
sitting alone in the amphfmeam; and almost :
without any definite idea as to his purpose,
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he crossed thé stree‘ﬁ towards h1m The mag,
hearing his fpotstep, looked upwith a gudden
start; thén, ‘without a’ second’s hesﬁatlon, .
he turned’ and hurtied off. Matravers still
followed hin:g.,"l‘he man heard his footsteps,
and turned round, then,,with a little moan,
he started running, his shoulders bent, his
head forward. Mdtravers halted: at once..
The man plunged into the shadows, and was
lost amongst the stream of people pouring
forth from the doors of the Strand theatres.

At her door an hour later 4‘Bt:renice SAW |
the outline of a figure now become very
familiar to “her, and Matravers, who had
been leaving a box of roses, whose creamy
pink-and-white blossoms, mingled together in
a neighbouring flower-shop; had pleased his
fancy, heard his mame called softly across
the pavement. He turned, and saw Berenice
stepping .from her ycarriage. With an old-
fashioned courtesy, which always sat well
.upoix him, he offered her his arm.
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“I thought that you were to be late,” he
said, flooking down at her with a shade of
anxiety in his clear, grave face. “Was not
this Lady Truton's night?”

She nodded.

“Yes; don't taf]; to me—just yet. I am
upset! Come in and sit with me!"”

He hesitated. With & scrupulous delicacy,
which sometimes almost irritated her, he had
invariably refrained from paying her visits
so late as this. But to-night was differ-
ent! Her fingers were clasping his arm,—
and she was in trouble. He suffered him-
self to be led up the stairs into her little
room.

“ Some coffee for two,” she told her woman.
“ Youscan go to bed then I' I shall not want
you again!” .

She threw herself into an empty chair,
and loosened the silk rjbbons of her opera
cloak. ¢ .

“ Do you mind opening the window?” she
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asked. It is stifling in here. I can scarccly
breathe ! ” .

He threw it wide oi)en, and wheeled her
chair up to it. The glare from the West End
lit up the dark sky. The silence of the little
room and the empty sg}eet below, seemed
deepened by that faint far-away roar from the
pandemonium of pleasure. A light from the,
opposite side of the way,—or was it the rising
moon behind the dark houses?—gleamed upon
her white throat,sand in her soft, dim es'res
She lay quite still, looking into vacancy.
Her hand hung over the side of the chalr
nearest to Iim. Half unconsciously he took
it up and stroked it soothingly. The
tears gushed from her eyes. At his kindly
touch her over-wrought feelings. gave
way. Her fingers closed spasmodically upon
his. .
He sdid nothing. The time had passed
when words were necessagy between them.
They were near enough to one another now to



132 BERENICE

understand the value of silence. But those
few mtoments seemed to him for ever like a
landmark in his life. A new relation was
born between them in thg passionate intensity
of that deep quietness.

He watched her ﬁgsom cease to heave, and
the dimness pass from her eyes. Then he took
Jup the box which he had-been carrying, and
emptied the pink-and-white blossoms into her
lap. She stooped down and buried her face in
them. Their faint, delicate perfume seemed to
fill the room.

“You are 1;ery good,” she said abruptly.
“Thank God that there is some“one who is
good to me!l”

The coffee was in the room, and Berenice
threw off her cloak and brought it to him. A
fit of restlessness seemed, to have followed
upon her moment of weakness. She began
walking with quick, uneyen steps up and
down the room. Matravers forgot to drink his
coffee, He was watching her with a curfous
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sense of emotional excitement. The little
chamber was full of half lights and shadows,
and there seemed to him something almbst un-
earthly about this weman with her soft grey
gown and marble face. He was stirred by her
presence in a new way® The rustle of her
silken skirts as she swept in and out of the
dim light, the delicate whiteness of her arms
and throat, the flashing of a single diamond in
her dark coiled hair,—these seemed trivial
things enough, yet they were yielding hirth a
new and mysterious pleasure. For the first
time his sense of her beauty was fully aroused.
Every now gnd then he caught faint glimpses
of her face. It was like the face of a new
woman to him. There was some tender and
wonderful change there, which he could not
understand, and yet which seemed to strike
some respgnsive chord in his own emotions.
Instinctively he felt that she was passing into
a new phase of ffe. Surely, he, too, was
walking hand and hand with her through the
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shadows! The touch of her interlaced fingers
had burned his flesh.

Pres'ently she came and sat down beside
him., ]

“Forgive me!” she murmured. “ It does
me so much good ‘to have you here. I am
very foolish1”

“Tell me about it!"” .

She frowned very slightly, and looked away
at a star.

“1t is nothing! It is heginning to seem
less than nothing! I have written a book for
women, for the sake of women, because my
heart ached for their sufferings, and because I
too have felt the fire. I wonder whether it
was really an evil book,” she added, still
looking away from him at that single star in
the dark sky. ¢People say so! The news-
papers say so! Yet it was a true book! I
wrote it from my soul,—I wrote itewith my
own blood. I have not I:een a good woman,
but I have bOEI; a pure woman! When I
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wrote it, I was lonely ; I have always been
lonely. But I thought, now I shall know
what it is like to have friends. Many women
will understand thaj I have suffered in doing
this thing for their sakes! For it was my
own life which I lay bare, my own life, my
own sufferings, my ow.n agony! I thought,
they will come to gne and they will thank me
for it! Ishall have sympathy and I shall
.have friends. . . . And now my book is
written, and I am wiser. I know now that
woman does not want her freedlom! Though
they drag her down into hell, the chains of her
slavery hawe grown around her heart and
have become precious to her! Tell me, are
those pure women who willingly give their
souls and their Bodies in marriage to men who_
have sinned and .who will sin again? They
do it without disguise, without shame, for
positiors, or for freedom, or for money! yet
there are other 'women whom they call
courtesans, and from whose. touch they snatch
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away the hem of fheir skirts in horror! Oh,
it is terrible! There can be no corruption
worse than this in helll”

“Yours has been the ,common disappoint-
ment of all reformers,” he said gravely.
¢ Gratitude is the rarest tribute the world ever
offers to those who have laboured to cleanse it.
When you are a little glder you will have
learnt your lesson. But it is always very
hard to learn. . . Tell me about to-
night!”

She raised her head a 11ttle A Ffaint spot
of colour staintd her cheek.

“There was one woman who ¢praised me
who came to see me, and sent me cards to
go to her house. To-night I went. Foolishly
I had hoped a good deal from it! I did not
like L;dy Truton i'terself, but I hoped that I
should meet other women tilere who would be
different! It was a new experienee to me to
be going amongst my own'sex. I was likea
child going tocher first party. I was quite ex-
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cited, almost nervous. I had a little dream,—
there would be some women there—one,would
be enough—with whom I might be friends, and
it would make life vePy different to me to have
even one woman friend., But they were all
horrid. They were vulgar, and one woman,
she took me on one side and praised my book.
She agreed, she said, with every word in it!-
She had found out that her husband had a
mistress,—some chorus-girl,—and she was
repaying him in His own coin. She too had a
lover—and for every infidclity of his she was
repaying him in this manner. She dared
to assume that I—I should approve of her
conduct; she asked me' to go and see her!
My God! it was_hideous.”

Matravers laid his hand upon hesp-amd
leaned forward in 4is chair.

“Lady Truton’s was the very worst
house y.ou could‘daave gone to,” he said
gently. “You must not ba too discouraged
all at once. The women of her set, thank
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God, are not in the least typical English-
\vome{l. They are fast and silly,—a few, I
am afraid, worse. They make use of the
free discussions in thefe days of the rela-
tions between our sexes, to excuse grotesque
extravagances in tg.ress and habits which
society ought never to pardon. Do not let
their judgments or the#r misinterpretations
trouble you! You are as far above them,
Berenice, as that little star is from us.”

"‘I do not pretend to be anything but a
woman,” she said, bending her head, “and
to stand alone always is very hard.”

“It is very hard for a manl’ It must be
very much harder for a woman. But, Bere-
nice, you would not call yourself absolutely
friendjess 1 )

She raised her head fqr a moment. Her
dark eyes were wonderfully soft.

“Who is there that gares?” she mur-
mured. '

He touched the tips of her fingers. Her
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soft, warm hand yielded itself readily, and
slid into his.

“Do I count for no one?” he whisp'ered.

There was a silece in the litfle room.
The yellow glare had faded from the sky,
and a night wind was :blowing softly in.
A clock in the distance struck one. Together
they sat and gazed out upon the darkness.,
Looking more than once into her pale face,
Matravers realized again that wonderful
change, His owa emotions were curiouély
disturbed. He, himself, so remarkable
through all his life for a changeless serenity
of purpose,*and a fixed masterly control
over his whole environment, felt himsclf
suddenly like a rudderless ship at the mercy
of a great unknown sea. A sense of drift-
ing was upon him. A They were both drifting.
Surely this little room, with its dim light
and shadows and .its faint odour of roses,
had become a hotbed of tragedy. He had
imagined that death itself was something
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like this,—a dissolution of all fixed purposes.
And with it all, this remnant of life, if it
were imt a remnant, seemed suddenly to be
flowing fhrough his velns with all the rich,
surpassing sweetness of some exquisite sym-
phony ! :

“You count for a great deal,” she said
~softly. “If you had mot come to me, 1

think that I must have died. . . . If ¥
were to lose you . . . I think that I
should die.” N

She threw herself back in her chair with
a gesture of complete abandonment. Her
arms hung loosely down over it§ sides. The
moonlight, which had been gradually gather-
ing strength, shone softly upon her pale

_face and on the soft, lustrous pearls at Her
throat. Her dark, wet eyes seemed touched
with smouldering fire. She looked at him.
He sprang to his feet and walked restlessly
up and down the room. His forehead was
hot and dry, and his hands were trembling,
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“There is not.any reason,” he said, halt-
ing suddenly in front of her, “why we
should -lose one another. I was comi;lg to-
morrow morning to *make a proposition to
you. If you accept it, we shall be forced to
see a'great deal of one a.;mther.”

“Yes?"”

“You perhaps did not know that I had.
any ambitions as a dramatic author. Yet
my first serious work after I left Oxford
was a play. I htve never done anythi;lg
with it until yesterday.”

“You have reall.y written a play,” she
murmured, ‘*and you never told me.”

*# At least I am telling you now,” he re-
minded her; “I am telling you before any
‘one, because I want your help.”

“You want what )"

“] want you to help me by taking the
part of thy heroine, I read it yesterday by
appointment to Fergusson. He accepted it at

once on the most liberal terms. I told him
K
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there was one condition—that the part of
my heroine must be offered to you, if you
would accept it. There was a little diffi-
culty, as, of course, (Miss Robinson is a
fixture at the Pall Mall. However, Fergusson
saw you last night from the back of the
dress circle, and‘ this morning he has
agreed. It only remains for you to read, or
allow me to read to you the play.”

“Do you mean to say that you are
offering me the principal part in a play
of yours—at the Pall Mall—with Fergus-
son?"” ¢

“Well, I think that is about what it
comes to,” he assented.

She rose to her feet and took his hands
i_x_l_Pers. . .

“You are too good—much too good to
me,” she said softly. “I dare not take it; I
am not strong enough.” ¢

“It will be yom, or mo one,” he said
decidedly. “But first I am going to read
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you the play. If I may, I shall bring it to
you to-morrow.” . )

“] want to ask you something,” sHe said
abruptly. “You must answer me faith-
fully. You are doing this, you are making
me this offer because y.;)u think that you
owe me something. It is a sort of repara-
tion for your attackeupon Herdrine. I want,
to know if it is that.”

“1 can assure you,” he said earnestly,
“that T am not nearly so conscientious. I
wrote the play solely as a literary work. I
had no thought of having it produced, of
offering it fo anyb:)dy. Then I saw you at
the New Theatre; I think that you inspired
me with a sort of dramatic excitement. I
went home and read my, play. Bathilde
seemed to me then to speak with your
tongue, to look at me with your eyes, to be
clothed from her §oul outwards with your
personality. In the morning I wrote to Fer-
gusson,”
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“I want to believe you,” she said softly;
“but it seems so strange. I am no actress
like Afelaide Robinson; I am afraid that if 1
accept your offer, I may hurt the play. She
is popular, and I am unknown.”

“She has talent,” he said, “and experi-
ence; you have génius, which is far above
either. I am not leaving you any choice at
all. To-morrow I shall bring the play.” )

“You may at least do that,’”’ she answered
“Tt will be a pleasurecto hear it read.
Come to luncheon, and we will ‘have a long
afternoon.”

Matravers took his leave with a sense of
relief. Their farewell had been cordial
enough, but unemotional. Yet even he,
ignorant of women and thtir ways as he
was, was conscious thatc they had entered
together upon a new phase of their know-
ledge of each other. The touch «of their
fingers, the few conventoional words which
passed between chem, as she leaned over
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the staircase watching him descend, seemed
to him to savour somehow of ) mockery.
He passed out from her presence into the
cool, soft night, dazed, not a little bewildered
at this new strong sense of living, which
had set his pulses beafing to music and
sent his blood rushing through his body
with a new sweetness. Yet with it all he,
was distressed and unhappy. He was con-
Jfronted with the one great influence of life
against which he had deliberately set his
face.



CHAPTER VIII
JEALOUSY
ATRAVERS began to find himscif, for
the first time in his life, seriously
attracted by a woman. «He realized it in
some measure as he walked homeward in
the early mofning, after this last interview
with Berenice; he knew - it for« an .absolute
fact on the following evening as he walked
through the crowded streets back to his
rooms with the ganuscript of the glay which
he had been reading to 'her in his pocket.
He felt himself moving in what was to some:
extent an unreal atmosphere. His sénses
were tingling with the excitement .of the last
few hours—for - the first time he knew. the
i 150



JEALOUSY 151

full fascination of a woman's intellectual
sympathy. He had gone to his task wholly
devoid of any pleasurable anticipation. It
spoke much for the woman’s tact that before
he had read half a dozen pages he was not
only completely at his ee:,'se, but was experi-
encing a new and very pleasurable sensation.
The memory of it «was with him now—he,
had no mind "to disturb it by any vague
alarm as to the future of their relationship.

In Piccadilly he'met Fergusson, who turned
and walked with him.

“] have been to your rooms, Matravers,”
the actor s#id. “I want to know whether
you have arranged with your friend?”

“I have just left her,” Matravers replied.
% She appears to" like the glay, and has con-
sented to play Bathilde.”

- The actor smiled. Was Matravers really
s0 s?mple, or did hf imagine that an actress
whose name was as yet unknown would
liesitaté to play with him at the “Pall Mall
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Theatre.” Yet he himself had been hoping
that there might be some difficulty,—he had
a “Bathilde” of his_own who would take
a great deal of pacifyihg. The thing was
settled now however.

“I should like,"l he said, “to make her
acquaintance at once.”

“I have thought of that,’ Matravers said.
“ Will you lunch with me at my rooms on
Sunday and meet her? that is, of course, if
she is able to come.” °

“ 1 shall be delighted,” Fergusson answered.
“ About two, 1 suppose ? "’

Matravers assented, a;ld the’ two men
parted. The actor, with a little shrug of
his shoulders and the air of a man who has
an unpleasant tagk before him, turned south-
wards to interview the lady who certainly
had the first claim to play “Bathilde.” He
found her at home and anxiously expecting
him. :

“If you had not come to-day,” she Tee
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marked, “I should have sent for you. 1
want you to contradict that rubbish.”

She threw the the?trical paper fcross at
him, and watched® him, whilst he read the
paragraph to which she had pointed. He
laid the paper down. :

“I cannot altogether contradict it,” he
said. “There is®some truth in what thke
man writes.”

The lady was getting angry. She came
over to Fergussbn and stood by his side.

“You mean to tell me,” she exclaimed,
‘““that you have a.ccepted a pla.my for immediate
production which I have not even seen, and
in which the principal part is to be given to
one of those crackpots down at the New
Theatre, an aﬁlateur, amputsider—a woman
no one never hegrd of before.”

“You can't exactly say that”” he inter-
posed ‘calmly. “JI see you have her novel
on your table there, and she is a woman
who has been talked about a good deal
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lately. But the facts of the case are these.
Matravers brought me a play a few days
ago whi¢h almost took my breath away. It
is by far the best thiné Of the sort I ever
read. It is bound to be a great success. I
can't tell you any }nore now,—you shall
read it yourself in a day or two. He was
very easy to deal with as -to terms, but he
made one condition: that a certain part in
it,—the principal one, I admit,—should be
offered to this woman. I tried all I could to
talk him out of it, but absolutely without
effect. I was forced to comsent. There is
not a manager in London who would not
jump at the play on any conditions. You
know our position. ‘Her Majesty’ is &
failure, and I haveg_ws a single’ decent thing
to put on. I simply dared.not let such a
chance as this go by.”

“T never heard anythingcso ridiculous in
my life,” the lady gxclaimed. “No, I'm not
blaming you, Reggie! I don’t suppose you
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could have done anything else. But this
woman, what a nerve she must have to
imagine that she can do it! I &see her
horrid Norwegian play has come to utter
grief at the ‘ New Theatre."”

“She is a clever won}'an," Fergusson re-
marked. “One can only hope for the best.”

She flashed a quiet glance at him. .

“You know her, then,—you have been to
see her.”

“Not yet,” Fesgusson answered. “I ‘am
going to meet her to-morrow. Matravers has
asked me to lunch.” *

“Tell me about "Matravers,” she said.

“I am afraid I do not know much. He
is a very distinguished literary man, but his
work has generally beeq critical or philoso-
phical,—every one will be 'surprised to hear
that he has writt.en a play. You will find
that there will be quite a stir about it. The
reason why we have no plays now-a-days

which can possibly be classed as literature,
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is because the wrong class of man is writing
for the stage. Smith and Francis and all
these mfen have fine Slramatic instincts, but
they are mnot scholars” Their dialogue is
mostly beneath contempt there is a dash of
conventlonalxty in J:heir best work. Now,
Matravers is a writer of an altogether differ-
ent type.” e

“ Thanks,” she interrupted, “but I don’t
want a homily. I am only curious about
the man himself.” ‘

Fergusson pulled himself up a little an-
noyed. He had begun to Ealk about a sub-
ject of peculiar interest to him, °

“Oh, the man himself is rather an inter-
esting personality,’ he declared. “He is a
recluse, a dﬂettante, and a’ very bnlhant
man of letters.” .

“I want to know,” the lady said impa-
tiently, * whether he is married.” *

“Married! certginly not,” Fergusson as-
sured her.
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“Very well, then, I am going there to
luncheon with you to-morrow.” )

Fergusson looked blank.

“ But, my dear girl,"' he protested, *how
on earth——"

“ Don't be foolish, Reggie,” she said calmly.
“It is perfectly natural for me to go! I
have been your principal actress for several
seasons. I suppose if there is a second woman’s
part in the piece, it will be mine, if I choose
to take it. You must write and ask Matra-
vers for permission to bring me. You can
mention my desire to meet the mew actress
if you like!
~ Fergusson took up his hat.

“Matravers is not the sort of man one
feels like takiflg a libenty‘ with,” he said.
“But I'll try him.”

“You can let me know to-night at the
Theatrey” she d1regted.



CHAPTER IX
A WHITE STONE

. OTHING short of a’miracle could have

made Matravers’ luncheon party a
complete success; yet, so far as Berenice
was concerned, it could §carcely be looked
upon in any other light. Her demeanour
towards Adelaide Robinsgn and Fergusson
was such as to givé absolutely no nopportunity
for anything disagreeable! She frankly ad-
mitted both her inexperience and her ignor-
ance. Yet, before“they left,a both Fergusson
and his companion began to understand
Matravers' confidlence in her. There was
something almost magnetically attractive
about her personality. '

The luncheon was very much what one’
160



A WHITE STONE 161

who knew him would have expected from
Matravers—simple, yet served with e.xceeding
elegance. The fruit, the flowers, and the
wine had been his ow‘n.care; and the table
had very much the appearance of having
been bodily transported frq.m the palace of a
noble of some southern land. After the meal
was over, they sat out upon the shaded bal-
cony and sipped their coffee and liqueurs,—
Fergusson and Berenice wrapt in the dis-
cussion of many dettails of the work which
lay before them, whilst Matravers, with an
effort -which he carefully conc.ealed, talked
continually %ith Adelaide Robinson.

“Is it true,” she asked him, ‘“that you did
not intend your play for the stage—that you
wrote it from a literary point.of view only "

“In a sense, that is quite true,” he ad-
mitted. “I wrote it without any definite idea
of s offerintg it to any London manager. My
doing so was really only anlimpulse.“

“If Mr, Fergusson is right—and he is a
L
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pretty good judge—you won't regret having
done so,’ she remarked. “He thinks it is
going to have a big run.”

“He may be right,” Matravers answered.
“For all our sakgs, I hope so!”

“It will be a ragnificent opportunity for
your friend.”

.Matravers looked over towards Berenice.
She was talking eagerly to Fergusson, whose
dark, handsome head was very close ‘to hers,
and in whose eyes was ‘already evident his
growing adngiration. Matravers was suddenly
conscious of an odd sense of disturbance.
He was grateful to Adelaide Robinson for
her intervention. She had risen to her feet,
and glanced downwards at the little brougham
drawn up below.c > o |

“] am so sorry..to go,” she said; “but I
positively must make some calls this after-
noon.”

Fergusson roge also, with obvious regret,
and they left together,



. Ma.tra was suddenly conscious of an odd sense of
disturbance.”
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“Don’t forget,” he called back from the
door; ‘‘we read our parts to-morrow, and re-
hearsals begin on Thurgday.” ‘

“] have it all dow;," Berenice answered.
“I will do my best to be ready for Thursday.”

Berenice remained standidg, looking thought-
fully after the little brougham, which was
being driven down lsiccadilly.

Matravers came back to her, and laid his
hand gently upon her arm. .

“You must not ’think of going yet,” he
said. “I want you to stay and have tea with
me.” .

“I should .like to,” she answered. “I seem
to have so much to say to you.”

He piled her cl.lair with cushions and drew
it back into the shade. Then, he lit a cigar-
ette, and sat down by her side.

“I suppose you must think that I am very
-ungratéfu’l,” she said. “I have scarcely said
‘thank you’ yet, have I?” ,

“You will please me best by never saying
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it,” he answered. ‘I only hope that it will
be a step you will never regret.”

“How could I?” ,

He looked at her st:eadily, a certain grave
concentration of thought manifest in his dark
eyes. Berenice was looking her best that
afternoon. She was certainly a very beau-
titul and a very distingu'ished-looking woman.
Her eyes met his frankly; her lips were
cyrved in a faintly tender smile.

“Well, I hardly know,” he said. “You
are going tq be a popular actress. Hence-
forth the stage will have claims upon youl
It will become your career.” t

“You have plenty of confidence.”

“]I have absolute conﬁdgnce in you,” he
declared, “and Fergusson is equally confident
about the play; chance has given you this
opportunity—the result is beyond question!
Yet I confess that I havea present?ment. *If.
the manuscript of ‘The Heart of the People’
were in my hands at this moment, I think that
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I would tear it into little pieces, and watch

them flutter down on to the pavement there.”
“I do not understand you,” she said softly.

“You say that you ﬂa.ve no doubt——"

“It is because I have. no doubt—it is be-
cause I know that it willsmake you a popular
and a famous actress. You will gain this.
I wonder what you* will lose.”

She moved restlessly on her chair.

“Why should I lose anything?”

“It is only a presentiment,” he reminded
her. “]I pray that you may not lose any-
thing. Yet you are coming under a very
fascinating' influence. It is your personality
I am afraid of. You are going to belong
definitely to a profession which is at once
the most catholic and the'most narrowing
in the world. I Lelieve that you are strong
enough to stand alone, to remain yourself.
I pray that it may be so, and yet, there is
just the shadow of the presentiment.  Per-
haps it is foolish.” ’
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Their chairs were close together; he sud-
denly felt the perfume of her hair and the
touch of her fingers upon his hand. Her
face was quite close to®his.

“At least,” she murmured, “I pray that
I may never lose yeur friendship.”

“If only I could ensure you as confidently
¢he fulfilment of all your desires,” he an-
swered, ‘‘you would be a very happy woman.
I am too lonely a man, Berenice, to part
with any of my few joys. Whether you
change or no, you must never change to-
wards me."” :

She was silent. There were né signs left
of the brilliant levity which had made their
little luncheon party pass off so successfully.
She sat with her head resting upon her
elbow, gazing steadily up at the little white
clouds which floated over the”IE housetops. A
tea equipage was brought out and deftly
arranged between' them. :

“To-day,” Matravers said, “I am going. to



'*1 can do it,’ she assured him. ‘I believe you doubt
my ability, but you need not.””
0
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have the luxury of having my tea made for
me. Please come back from dreamland and
realize the Englishman's idyll &f domes-
ticity.”

She turned in her chair, and smiled upon
him. '

“I can do it,” she assured him. “I believe
you doubt my ability, but you need not.” °

They talked lightly for some time—an
art which Matl;avers found himself to be
acquiring with wonderful facility. Then
there was a pause. When ghe spoke again,
it was irg‘ an altpgether different tone.

“] want you to answer me,” she said, “it
is not too late. Shall I give up Bathilde—
and the stage? Listen! You do not know
anything of my circums%ances. I am not
dependent upon either thestage or my writ-
ing fc:{r a living. I ask you for your honest

‘advice. Shall Igive it up?”

“You are placing a very heavy responsi-

bility upon my shoulders,” he answered her
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thoughtfully. “Yet I will try to answer you
honestly. I should be happier if I could ad-
vise you fo give it up! But I cannot! You
have the gift—you must use it. The obliga-
tion of self-development is heaviest upon the
shoulders of those wHose foreheads Nature's
twin-sister has touched with firel I would
it'were any other gift, Berenice; but that is
only a personal feeling. No! you must follow
out your destiny. You have an opportunity
of occupying a unique and ;narvellous posi-
tion. You can greate a new ideal. Only be
true always to yourself. Be very jealous
indeed of absorbing any of the modes of
thought and {ife which will spring up every-
where around you in the new world. Re-
member it is the (old ideals w;hich are the
sweetest and the. truest. ¢ . . Forgive
me, please! I am talking like a pedago%ue."
“You are talking as I like to be talked
to,” she answered. _“ Yet you need not fear
that my head will be turned, even if the
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success should come. You forget that I am
almost an old woman. The religion of my
life has long been con}eived and fasifioned.”

He looked at her with a curious smile. If
thirty seemed old to her, what must she
think of him?”

“I wonder,” he said simply, “if you would
think me impertinent if I were to ask you to°
tell me more about yourself. How is it that
you are altogether alone in the world?” |

The words had scarcely left his lips before
he would have given much to have recalled
them. He. saw Qer start, flinch back as
though she had been struck, and a grey
pallor spread itself over her face; almost to
the lips. She. looked at him fixedly for
several moments without spe‘aking.

“One day,” she*said, “I will tell you all
that. You shall know everything. But not

*néw; not yet.”

“Whenever you will,” he, answered, ignor-

ing her evident agitation. *“Come! what do
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you say tp a walk down through the Park?
To-day is a holiday for me—a day to be
marked¢with a whlte' stone. I have regis-
tered an oath that I will not even look at a
pen. Will you not, help e to keep it?"

“By all means,” she answered blithely. “I
will take you home with me, and keep you
‘there till the hour of teniptation has passed.
To-day is to be my last day of idleness! I
too have need of a white stone.”

“We will place them,” he said “side by
side ”



CHAPTER X
NEARLY CONFESSED

ATRAVERS'S luncheon party marked

the termination for some time of any
confidential intercourse between Berenice ‘and
himself. Every moment of her time was
claimed by Fergusson, who, in’ his anxiety to
produce a ‘play from which he hoped so much
before the wane of the season, gave no one
any rest, and worked himself almost into a
fever. There ‘were two full rehearsals a
day, and many private onts at her rooms.
Matravers calling there now and then found
Fergusdon always in possession, and by
degrees gave it up in despan' He had a
horror of interfering in any way, even of

175
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being asked for his advice concerning the
practical ‘reproduction of his work. Fers
gusson's invitations to the rehearsals at the
theatre he rejected abSolutely. As the time
grew shorter, Berenice became pale and
almost haggard with the unceasing work
which Fergusson's anxiety imposed upon
Jer. One night she sent for Matravers, and
hastening to her rooms, he found her for the
first time alone.

““I have sent Mr. Fergusson home,” she
exclaimed, welcoming him with outstretched
hands, but making no effort to rise from' her
easy chair. “Do you khow thtt man ijs
driving me slowly mad? 1 want you to
interfere.”

“What can I do?” he said

“ Anything toc bring him to reason! He
is over rehears}ng! Evercy line, every sen-
tence, every gesture, he makes the spbject of
the most exhaustive deliberation. He will
have nothing spdntaneous; it is positively
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Do you know-that man is driving me slowly mad ?

I.wint you to interfere.’ ”,
’ m ar
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stifling. A few more days of it and my
r;ason will go! He is a great actt;r, but he
does not seem to understand that tQ reduce
everything to mathematical proportions is to
court failure.” .

“] will go and see him,” Matravers
said. *.You wish for no more rehearsals,
then?” ’

4T do not want to see his face again before
the t;ight of the performance,” she declared
vehemently. “I am perfect in my part.’ I
have ﬁlought about it—dreamed about it. I
have lived more as ‘Bathilde" than as my-
self for tht last three weeks. Perhaps,” she
continued more slowly, “you will not be

' satisfied. T scarcely dare to hope that you
will be. Yet I"have reached my limitations.
The more I am made to re}hearse now, the
less natural I shall become.”

«“I will speak - {o Fergusson,” Matravers

Jpromised: '“I will go and see him to-night.
But 5o far as you are concerned, I have no
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fear, you will be the ¢ Bathilde’ of my heart
and my ‘brain. You cannot faill”

She gose to her feet “It is,” she said, * the
desire of my life to make your ‘ Bathilde’ a
creature of flesh and blood. If I fail, I will
never act again.”

“If you fail,” he said, *“ the fault will be in
my conception, not in your execution, But
indeed we will not consider anything so im-
probable. Let us put the play behind us for
a time and talk of something else! You
must be weary of it.”

She shook her head. “Not that! never
that! Just now it is my life, oniy it is the
details which weary me, the eternal harping
upon the mechanical side of it. Will you
read to me for a little? and I will make
you some coﬁ’e‘. You are not in a hurry,
are you?"”

“I have come,” he said, “to stay with yan
until you send me away! I wifl read to
you with pleasuré. What will you have?”
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She handed him a little volume of poems;
he glanced at the title and made a faint
grimace. They were his own.

Nevertheless, he réad for an hour, till the
streets below grew silent, and his own voice,
unaccustomed to such.exercise, lost some-
thing of its usual clearness. Then he laid
the volume down, and there was silence
between them.

“I have been thinking,” he said at last,
“of a singular incident in connection ‘with
your performance at the ‘New Theatre’;
something brought it into ‘my mind just
“then. I meant to have mentioned it before.”

She looked up with only a slight show of
interest. Those days at the theatre seemed
to her now td be very far behind. There
was nothing in connection with them which
she cared to remember. °

.o "It Was the night of my first visit there,”
he continued. “There is a terrible scene at
the end of the second act between Herdrine
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and her husband—you recollect it, of course.
Just as you finished your denunciation, I
distinctly heard a curious cry from the back
of the house. It was a greater tribute to
your acting than the applause, for it was
genuine.” ‘

“The piece was gloomy enough,” she re-
rearked, “to have dissolved the house in
tears.”

“At least,” he said, “it wrung the heart
of ofie man. For I have hot told you all.
I was interested enough to climb up into
the amphitheatfe. The man sat there alone
amongst a wilderness of empty scats. He
was the picture of abject misery. I cwuld
scarcely see his face, but his attitude was
convincing. It was not a thing of chance
either. I made spme remark about him to
an attendant, anl he told me that night
after night that man had occupied the’ spme,
seat, always followmg ev@ line of the play
with the same mournful concentration, never
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speaking to any one, never mo.ving from
his seat from the beginning of the play to
the end.” o

“He must have been,” she declared, “a
person of singularly morbid taste. When I
think of it now I shiver. I would not play
Herdrine again for worlds.”

“] am very glai to hear you say so,” hé
said, smiling. “Do you know that to me
the most 1nteresting feature of the play
was its obvious effect upon this man.
Its extreme pessimism is too ‘much paraded,
.is laid on altogether with too thick a hand
to ring %rue. “The thing is an invelved
nightmare., One feecls that as a work of
art it is never convincing, yet underneath
it all there must be something human, for
it found its way into h\e heart of one
man.”

- "It “is possible,y she remarked, “that he
was mad. The m?.n‘ who found it sufficiently
amusing to come to the theatre night after
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night could scarcely have been in full pos-
session of his senses.”

“That_is possible,” he admitted; “but I
do not believe it. The man's face was sad
enough, but it was not the face of a mad-
man.”

“You did see his face, then?"”

« “On the last night of the play,” he con-
tinued. “You remember you were going
on to Lady Truton’s, so I did not come behind.
But'I had a fancy to see you for a moment,
and I came round into Pitt Street just as
you were drivi‘ng ‘off. On the other side of,
the «way this man was sftanding'watching
youl”

She looked at him with a suddenly kindled
interest—or was it fear ?—~in her dark eyes
The colour had¢ left her .cheeks; she was
white to the lips)

“ Watching me?”

“Yes. As your carriage drove off he stood
watching it. I don't know what prompted
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me, but I crossed the street to speak to him.
He seemed such a lone, mournfhl figure
standing there half dazed, shabby, muttering
softly to himself. But when he .saw me
coming, he gave one half-frightened look at
me and ran, literally ran down the street
on to the Strand. I could not follow,—the
police would have stoppcd him. So he dis-
appear .

“You saw his face. What was he like?”

Berenice had lehned right back amongst
the yielding cushions of her divan, and he
could scarcely see her face. Vet her voice
sounded to him Strange and forced. He
looked at her in some surprise.
e “I had a glimpse qf it. It was an ordi-
nary face enough; in fact, it disappointed
me a little. But the odd parf of it was that
it seemed vaguely familiar to me. I have
seen it* pefore, often. Yet, try as I will, I
eannot recollect where, or under what cir-
cumstances.” *
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“At Oxford,” she suggested. By the bye,
what was your college ?"

“St. John’s. No, I do not think,—I hope
that it was not at Oxford. Some day I
shall think of it quite suddenly.”

Berenice rose from her chair with a sud-
den, tempestuous movement and stood before

¢« him.

“Listen]” she exclaimed. *“ Supposing I
were to tell you that I knew or could guess
who that man was—why he came! Oh, if I
were to tell you that I were a fraud,
that—"

Matravers stopped her.

“I beg,” he said, ‘“that you will tell me
nothing | "

There was a short silence.’ ‘Berenice seemed
on the point ¢f breaking down. She was
nervously lacinf and interlacing her fingers,
"Her breath was coming §pasmodieavir. “o

“Berenice,” he said softly, “you are over-
wrought ; you ar; not quite yourself to-night.
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Do not tell me anything. Ihdeed, there is
no need for me to know; just as yo.u are I
am content with you, and proud to be your
friend.”

“Ahl”

She sat down again. He could not sce
her face, but he fancied that she was weep-
ing. He himself found his customary se-
renity seriously disturbed. Perhaps for the
first time in his life he found himself not
wholly the master of his emotions. The
atmosphere of the little room, the perfume
of the flowers, the soft beauty of the woman
herself, whde breath fell almost upon his
cheek, affected him as nothing of the sort
Rad ever done before. *He rose abruptly to
his feet. *

“You will be so, much better alone,” he
said, taking her fingers and sthoothing them
safly in'shis for a qmoment. “I am going
away npw.” )

“Yes, Good-byel”
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At the threshold he paused. She had not
looked up at him. She was still sitting there
with powed head and hidden face, He closed’
the door softly, and went out.



She was still sitting
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CHAPTER- XI

AN INVITATION
HE enthusiasm with which Matravers’
play had been received on the night
of its first appearance was, if anything, ex-
ceeded on the night before the temporary
closing of the theatre for the usual summer
vacation. The success of the play itself had
never been for a, moment doubtful. For
once the critics, the general press, and the
gublic, were in entire .and happy agreement.
The first night had witnessed an extra-
ordinary scene. An audience as brilliant as
any which could hdve been b1;ought together
in the first city in the world, had flatly
‘tefused to leave the theatre until Matravers
himself; reluctant and ill-pleased, had joined

191



19

102 BERENICE

Fergusson and Berenice before the fuotlights;
and now on the eve of its temporary with-
drawal something of the same sort was
threatened again, and Matravers only escaped
by standing up in the front of his box,
and bowing his acknowledgments to the
delighted audience.

It was a well-deserved success, for
certainly as a play it was a brilliant exs
ception to anything which had lately been
preduced upon the English stage. The
worn-out methods and motives of most living
playwrights were rigorously avoided; every-
thing about it was fresh and spontaneous.
Its sentiment was relieved by the most
delicate vein of humouf. It was everywhere,
_tender and human. %e dialogue, to which
Matravers had devoted his usual fastidious
care, was polished and spnghtly, there was
-npt anywhere a single dull or unmuslcp.l
hne. 1'1‘ was a classic, the critics declar

'--tl‘lgn ﬁrst_ literaty play by a living author
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which London had witnessed for many
years. The bookings for months ahead were
altogether phenomenal. Fergusson saw a
certain fortune within his hands, and Matra-
vers, sharing also in sthe golden harvest,
found another and a still greater cause for
satisfaction.

For Berenice had justified his selection..
The same night, as the graatest of critics,
speaking through, the columns of the prin-
cipal daily paper, had said, which had
presented to them a new wri;:er for the
stage, had given them also a new actress.
She had surpnsed Matravers, she had amazed
Fergusson, who found himself compelled to
look closely to his #wn laurels. In short,
she was a s;mcess, descended, if not from
the clouds, at least from the mists of Isteinism,
but accorded, without dem\;r or hesitation,
d forenlost place amongst the few -accepted
actresses. Her future and.his position wfere

absolutely secured, and her ,feputaﬁmn, ‘as
N
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Matravers was happy to think, was made,
not as the portrayer of a sickly and un-
natural ¢ype of diseased womanhood, but as
the woman of his own creation, a very
sweet and pure English lady.

The house emptied at last, and Matravers

made his way behind, where many ot Fergus-
" son’s friends had gathefred together, and
where congratulations were the order of the
day. A species of inforpal reception was
going on, champagne cup and sandwiches
were being handed around and a general air
of extreme good humour pervaded the place.
Berenice was the centre of a group of men
amongst whom Matravers was annoyed to
see Thorndyke. If he &ould have withdrawn
unseen, he would have done éo; but already
he was surrounded. A -little stir at the
entrance attracted his attention. He turned
round and found Fergusson presenting him.
to a royal personage, who was graciously
pleased, however, to remember. & former meet-



AN INVITAFION 195

ing, and waved away the words of introduc-
tion.

It chanced, without any design on his
part, that Berenice and he left almost at
the same time, and et near the stage
door. She dropped Fergusson's arm—he had
left his guests to see her to her carnage—
and motioned to Matravers.

“Won't you see me home?” she asked
quietly “I have sent my maid on, she
was so tired, and I am all alone.” .

“I shall be very pleased,” Matravers
'answered “May I come in with you?”
Fergusson lingered for a moment or two at
the carriage door, and then they drove off.

'Berenice, with a fittle sigh, leaned back
amongst the c:ushions.

“You are very tired, I am afraid,” he
said gently. “The last few weeks must
fiave teen a terrible strain upon you.”

“Phey bave been in many ways,”’ she
said, “the happiest of my life.”



196 _ RERENICE

“] am glad of that; yet it is quite time
that you had a rost.”

She did not answer him,—she did not
speak again until the carriage drew up
before her house. He handed her out, and
opened the door with the latch-key which
she passed over to him.
fu -night,” he said, holding out his
hand.

“You must please comg¢ in for a little
time:” she begged. “I have seen you
scarcely at all Jlately. You have not even
told me about your travels.:’ .

He hesitated for a moment, then seeing
the shade upon her face, he stepped forward
briskly. ¢

“Y should like to come vetfy much,” he
said, “only you must be sure to send me
away if I stay ‘too long. You are tired
already.” ° . v

“I am tired,” she admitted, leading the
way upstairs, “only it will rest me much
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' Found himself wondering at this new and very natural
nots of domesticity in her,® .

m







AN INVITAT?ON 199

more to have you talk to me than o go to
bed. Mine is scarcely a physical fatigue.
My nerves are all quivering. I cquld not
sleep! Tell me where you have been.”
Matravers took the seat to which she
motioned him, and obeyed her, watching,
whilst she stooped down over the fire and
poured water into'a brazen coffee-pot, and
took another cup and saucer from a quaint
little cupboard. She made the coffee care-
fully and well, and Matravers, as .he lit
his cigarette, found himself wondering at
this new and very natural note of domesti-
city in hef. ) .
All the time he was talking, telling her
Tn a few chosen sentences of the little tour
for which she really was responsible—of the
pink-and-white apple-blossoms of Brittany,
of the peasants in their qualnt and pictur-
e garb, and of the old time-worn churches,
the exploration of which had constituted his
chief interest. She listened eagerly; every
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word of_ his description, so vivid and pictur-
esque, was interesting. When he had finished,
he looked at her thoughtfully.

“You too,” he said, “need a change! You
have worked very.hard, and you will need
all your strength for the autumn season.”

“] am going away,” she said, “very
soon. Perhaps to-morrow.”

He looked at her surprised.-

.“So soon!"” .

“Why not? What is there to keep me?
The theatre js closed. London is positively
stifling. I am longing for some fresh air.)

He was silent for a moment br two. It
was so natural that she should go, and yet
in a sense it was so ®unexpected. Lookin}
steadily across at her as she leaned back
amongst the cushions of ker chair, her dark
eyes watching his face, her attitude ‘and
expression alike conviecing him.in sdme
subtle way of ber satisfaction at Ris pre-
sence, he became suddenly conscious that
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the time which he had dimly anticipated
with mingled fear and pleasure was now
close at hand. His heart was beating with
a quickened throb! He was aghast as he
realized with quick, unerring truth the full
effect of her words upon him. He drew a
sharp little breath and walked to the open
window, taking ih a long draught of the
fresh night air, sweetly scented with the
perfume of the flowers in her boxes. .Her
voice came to him low and sweet from the
interior of the room. .

. “There is a little farmhouse in Devon-
shire whith belongs to me. It is nothing
but a tumbledown, grey stone place; but
®there are hills, and® meadows, and country
lanes, and the sea. 1 want to go there.”

“ Away from me!” he cried hoarsely.

% Will you come too?” sh® murmured.
/He turned backeinto the room and looked
at her, She was standing yp, coming towards
him; a faint tinge of pink eolour had stained
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her cheek—her bosom was heaving —~ her
eyes were challenging his with a light
which needed no borrowed brilliancy. Go
with her! The man's birthright, his pas
sion, which througl the long days of his
austere life had lain dormant and undreamt
of swept up from his heart. He held out
‘his arms, and she came &cross the room to
him with a sweet effort of self-yielding
which yet waited for wh‘ile it invited his
embrace.

“You mean'it?”‘ he murmured, “you are
sure?"” o

Ske did not answer him.’ But intleed there
was no need.









CHAPTER XII
CONFESSION

ATRAVERS rever altogether forgot

the sensations with which he awoke

on the following mgrning. Notwithstanding
a sleepless night, he rose and made a deliber-
ate toilet with a wonderful b.uoyanc'y of
spigits. The change which had come into his
life was a thing so wonderful that he couid
scarcely realize it. Yet it was true! He
h4d found the one experience in life which
had hitherto been denied him, and he was
amazed at the full extent of its power and
sweefness. He felt himself to Be many years
younger [« Old dreams and enthusiasms were
suddenly.revived. Once more his foot seemed

to be poised upon the threshold of life! After
205
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all, he had not yet reached middle age! He
was surprised to find himself so young. Mar-
riage, although so far as regarded himself he
had never imagined it a possible part of his
life, was a condition against which he held
no vows. Instinctively he felt that with
Berenice, existence must inevitably become a
fuller and a richer thiﬁg. The old days of
philosophic quietude, of self-contained and
cultured ease, had beencin themselves very
pleasant, but his was altogether too large a
nature to kecome in any way the slave of
habit. He looked forward to then' abandon-
ment without regret,—what was' to come
would be a continuation of the best part of
them set to the sweetest music. He was
conscious of holding himself differently as he
entered his breakfast-room! Was it his
fancy, or wa$ the perfume of his little(bowl
of roses indeed more sweet this morning, the
sunshine mellower and warmer, the flavour
of his grapes nfore delicate. At any rate, he
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ate with a rare appetite, an& ther whilst he
smoked a cigarette afterwards, an id:ea came
to him! The colour rose in his cheeks,—he
felt like a boy. In a few minutes he was
walking through the streets, smiling softly to
himself as he thought of his strange errand.

He found his way to a jeweller's shop in
Bond Street, and asked for pearls! They
were the only jewels she cared for, and he
made a deliberate and careful choice, won-
dering more than once, with a curious sort of
shyness, whether the man who served him
so. gravely had any idea for what purpose
he was buying the ring which had been the
object of his first inquiry. He walked home
with a little square box in his band, and a
much smaller one in his waistcoat pocket.
On the pavement,he had hesitated for a
morgent, but a glance at his watch had
decided "him. It was too early to go and
see her ;yet. He walked back to his rooms!
There was a little work which he must finish
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during the day.( He had better attempt it* at
once. ’ '

On 1."lis desk a letter was waiting for him.
With a little tremor of f)leasu\:c; he recognised
her handwriting. .He took it over to the tall
sunny window, with a smile of anticipation
upon his lips. He broke the seal and read:

y

My love, the daylight has come, and I am
here where you left me, a, very happy and yet
a very unhappy woman! Is it indeed only a
few hours since we parted? It all seems so
different. The starlight and the night wind
and the deep, sweet silence have génel There
is a great shaft of yellow light in the sky,
and a bank of purpletclouds where the su'n
has risen. Only the perfumé of your roses
lying crushed in my lap.remains to prove
to me that it kas not all been a very steet
dream. Dearest, I have assecret to teli you,—
the sorrow of my life. The time has come
when you must,.alas! know it. Last night
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it was enough for me to hea!r you tgll me of
your love! Nothing else in' the world seemed
worthy of a moment’s thought. Bug as you
were leaving, you whispered something about
our marriage. How sweetly it sounded,—and
yet how bitterly! For, dear, I can never
marry you. I am already married! I can
see you start when'you read this. You will
blame me for having kept this secret from
you. Very likely syou will be angry with
me. Only for the love of God pity ,me a
little! .

“My story is so commonplace. I can tell
it you in a few sentences. I married when
I was seventeen at my father's command, to
save him from ruin. ®My husband, like my
father, was a cfty merchant. I did not love
him, but then I did*not know what love was.
My ¥irlhood was a miserable ohe. My father
belongeci'to the secteof Calvinists. Our home
was hideous, and we were poor. Any release
from it was welcome. John‘'Drage, the man
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whom I ;narried,( had one good quality. He
was generous.” He bought me pictures, and
books—things which I always craved. When
my father’s command came, it did notvseem a
hardship. I married him. He was not so
much a bad man, perhaps as a weak one.
We lived together for four years. J had one
child, a little boy. Then I made a horrible
discovery. My husband, whom I knew to
be a drunkard, was hideously, debasingly
false to me. The bald facts are these. 1
myself, saw him drunk and helped into his
carriage by one of those women whose trade
it is to prey upon such creatures. This was
not an exceptional occurrence. It was a
habit. e ‘
_“There, I have told you. ‘It would have
hurt me less to have cut.off my right hand.
But there shall be no misunderstandingy nor
any concealment between us. I left John
Drage’s house that night. I took little Freddy
with me; but when I refused to return, he
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stole the child away from t'ne. Then I drew
a sharp line at that point in my life. I had
neither friend nor relation, but there was
some money which had been left me soon
after my marriage. Iolived alone, and I
began to write. That is my story. That is
why I cannot marry you. '
“Dear, I want yc.)u, now that you know my

very ugly history, to consider this. Whilst I
was married, I was faithful to my husbax}d;
since then I have been faithful to my self-
respect. ButI have told myself always that
if* ever the.time came when I should love, I
would give myself to that man without Mesi-
tation and without shame. And that time
fas come, dear. Yo® know that I love you!
Your coming has been the great awakening
joy of my life. Nothing that has gone before,
nothing that the future may hold, can ever
arouble me if we aze together—you and I. I
have stuffered more than mpst women. But
you will help me to forget it.
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“I sit here witfx my face to the morning,
and I seem to see a new life stretching out
before me. Is not love a beautiful thing!
I am not ambitious any more. I do not
want any other object in life than to make
you happy, and to be made happy by you.
I began this letter with a heavy heart and
with trembling fingers. But now I am quite
calm and quite happy. I know that you
will come to me. You see, I have great faith
in 'you; love. Thank God for it!

. “ BERENICE.”

The letter fluttered from Matravers’ fingefs
on fo the floor. For several minutes he stood
quite still, with his hand pressed to his
heart. Then he calmly seated himself in a
little easy chair which stood b} his side, with
its back to the window. ‘e had a curious
sense of being‘ suddenly removed from chis
own personality,—his own self. He was
another man gazing for the last time‘upon a
very familiar scehe.
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fle sat there with his fead resting upon
the palm of his hand, looking with lingering
eyes around his little room, even tl}e simplest
objects of which were in a sense typical of
the life which he was abandoning. He knew
that that life, if even its influence had not
been wide, had been a studiously well-ordered
and a scemly thir'xg. A touch of that ultra
eestheticism, which had given to all his
writings a peculiar tone and individuality,
had permeated also his ideas as_ to “the
simplest events of living. All,that was com-
Mon-place and ugly and vicious had ever
repelled Rim. H€ had lived not only a ¢lean
hfe but a sweet one. His intense love for
pure beauty, combin&i with a strong dash of
epicureanism, had given a certain colour to
its outward form as well as to its inward
workings. Even the simplest objects by
*which he was susrounded were the best of
their kind,—carefully and ,faithfully chosen.
The smallest details of his daily life had
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always been govex‘ned by a love of comely
and kindly order. Both in his conversation
and in his writings he had studiously avoided
all excess, all shadow of evil or unkindness.
His opinions, well .chosen and deliberate
though they were, were flavoured with a
.delicate temperateness so distinctive of the
man and of his habits. And now, it was all
to come to an end! He was about to sever
the cords, to cut himself adrift from all that
had seemed precious, and dear, and beautiful
to him. He, to whom even the women of
the streets had been as sacred things, was
about to become the establithed and the open
lover of a woman whom he could never marry.
To a certain extent it was like moral ship-‘
wreck to him. Yet he loved her! He was sure
of that. He had called himself in the past, as
indeed he had every right to, something of a
philosopher; but he had newer tried tocharden
within himself the human leaven which had
kept him, in sympathy and kindliness, always
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in close touch with his fdllows. And this
was its fruit! To him of all men .there had
come this.

Soon he found himself in the str:aet, on his
way to her. Such a letfer as this called for
no delay. It was barely twelve o’clock when
he rang the bell at her house. The girl who
answered it handell him a note. He asked
quickly for her mistress.

She left an houg ago by the early train, he
was told. She has gone into the country.
She had made up her mind quite sﬁddenly,
ard had not even taken her maid. The
address would probably be in the letter.e

Still standing on the doorstep, he tore open
the note and read dt. There were only a
few lines. *

¢ Dearest, can you take a short holiday? I

.have a.fancy to hgve you come to me at my
little house in Devonshire. .London is stifling
me, and I want to taste the full sweetness
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of my happiness.t You see I do not doubt
you! I know that you will come. Shall you
mind a tiresome railway journey? The
address ‘i Bossington Old Manor House,
Devonshire, and the station is Minehead.
Wire what train you are coming by, and 1
will send something to meet you.
' Y“BerenIcB."



CHAPTER XIII
JOHN DRAGE

ATRAVERS swalked back to his rooms *

and ordered his portmanteau to be
packed. Then he went out, and after thaking
all his arrangements for an absence from
town, bought a Bradshaw. There were two
tiains, he found, by which he could travel,
one at three, the, other at half-past fQur.
He arranged to catch the earlier ome, and
drove to his club fpr tunch. Afterwards
he strolled towards the smoking-room, but
finding it unusually full, was on the point
of ,withdrawing. As he lingered on the
threshold, a woman’s name fell upon his
ears. The speaker was Mr Thorndyke. He
became rigid.

219
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“Why, yes, I gave her the victoria,” he
was saying. “We called it a birthday
present, or something of that sort. 1 sup-
posed every ome knew about that. Those
little arrangements , generally are known
somehow | ”

The innuendo was unmistakable. Matra-

‘vers advanced with his usual leisurely walk
to the little group of men.

“I beg your pardon,” he said quietly. “I
undlerstood Mr. Thorndyke to say, I believe,
that he had given a carriage to a certain
lady. Am I éorrect?" »

Thorndyke turned upon him. sharply.
There was a sudden silence in the crowded
room. Matravers' clear, cold voice, although
scarcely raised above the piteh of ordinary
conversation, had penetrat?d to its furthest
corner, .

“And if I did, sir! What—-" .

“These gentlemen will bear me Witness
that you did say‘.so?" Matravers interrupted

«



‘I am compelled to tell you, and these gentlemen, that
your statement is a le." "’
"
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calmly. “I regrct to have th use unplcasant
language, Mr. Thorndyke, but I am com-
pelled to tell you, and these gentlemen, that
your statement is a liel”

Thorndyke was a florid? and a puffy man.
The veins upon his temples stood out like
whipcord. He was not a pleasant sight to
look upon.

“What do you mean, sir?"” he spluttered.
“The carriage wa$ mine before she had it.
Everybody recognises it.” . .

‘“Exactly. The carriage waseyours. You
intended every one to recognise it. But
you have omitted to state, both here and’in
other places, that the lady bought that
carriage from you Yor two hundred and
sixty guineas—a good deal more than its
worth, I should fmagine. You heard her
say that she was thinking ®* of buying a
ﬁctoria,;and you offered her yours—pressed
her to buy it. It was toossmall for your
horses, you said, and you’were hard up.
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You even had {t sent round to her stables
without( her consent. Iyhave heard this
story before, sir, and 1 have furnished my-
self with proofs of its falsehood. This,
gentlemen,” he added, drawing some papers
from his pocket, “is Mr. Thorndyke's receipt
for the two hundred and sixty guineas for
a victoria, signed, as you will see, in his
own handwriting, and here is the lady’s
cheque with Mr. Thorndyke’s endorsement,
cancelled and paid.”

The papers were handed round. Thorn-
dyke picked up his hat, but Matrave!'s
barred his egress. ¢

“With regard to the insinuation which
you coupled with"your falsehood,” he con-
tinued, “both are equally ‘and absolutely
false. I know her to be a pure and upright
woman. A short time ago you took ad-
vantage of your position to make: certaine
cowardly and disgraceful proposition¢ to her,
since when her doors have been closed upon
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you! I would have you kpow, sir,“'ia.nd re-
member, that theihonour of that lady, whom
last night I asked to be my wife, is as dear
to me as my own, and if you dare now,
or at any future time, to slander her, I
shall treat you as you deserve. You can
go.”

“And be very® careful, sir,”” thundered
the old‘ Earl of Ellesmere, veteran member
of the club, ‘that you never show your
face inside these doors again, or, egad I'm
an old man, but I'll kick 'you out my-
sdif.”

Thorndyke left the room amidst a chilkng
and unsympathetic silence. As soon as he
duld get away, Matravers followed him.
There was a $trange pain at his heart, a
sense of intoleraple depression had settled
down upon him. After all, what good had he
done? Only a few Juore days and her name,
which fér the moment he hi.ld cleared, would
be besmirched in earnest. His impeachment
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of Thorndyke woyld sound to these men then
like mock heroics. There would be no one
to defend her any more. There would be no
defence. ' For ever in the eyes of all these
people she was doomed to beeome one of the
Magdalens of the world.

It seemed a very unreal London through
which’Mau('ayers was whirled on his way
from the club to Paddington. But before‘a
third of the distance was accompliShed, there
was a sudden check. A little boy, who had
wandered from his nurse in crossing the
road, narrowly escaped being run over by
a carriage and pair, only to find himself
knocked down, by the shaft of Matravers’
hansom. There was a ¢ry, and the driver,
pulled his hors¢ on to her haunches, but
apparently just .o second too late. With
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a sickening sense of Rorror, Matravers
saw the little fellow literally under the
horse’s feet, and heard his shrill cry of
terror. ¢

He leaped out, and was the first to pick
the child up, immeasurably relieved to find
that after all he was not seriously hurt.
His clothes were torn, and his hands were
scratched, and there, apparently, the mischief
ended. Matravers, lifted him into the cab,
and turned to the frightened nurse-girl for
the address. . ’ |
* % Nine, Greenficld Gardens, West Kensing-
ton, sir,"’ *she toldehim; “and please tellethe
master it wasn't my fault. He is so ven
turesome, I can't cantrof him nohow. His
name is Drage—Freddy Drage, sir.”

And then once, more Matravers felt that
strange dizziness which haq come to him
«carlier »in the dgy. Again he had that
curious” sense of moving in a dream, as
though he had, indeed, become part of an
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unreal and shadowy world. The renewed
motion of the cab as they drove back again
along Pall Mall, recalled him to himself.
He leanéd back and looked at the boy
steadily. ‘

Yes, they were her eyes. There was no
doubt about it. The little fellow, not in the
least shy, and, in fact, now become rather
proud of his adventure, commenced to prattle
very soon. Matravers interrupted him with
a-quest,:ion,-‘—

“Won't your mother be frightened to see
you like this?” The child stared at h1m
with wide-open eyes. ‘

“Why, mammy am’t there,” he exclalmed
“Mammy went away dver so long ago. I
don't think she's dead, though, '‘cos daddy
wouldn't let me talk about her, only just
lately, since he,was ill. You see,” he went
on with an explanatory wave of the hand,:
“ daddy's been a very bad man. He’§ better
now—leastways, he ain't so bad as he was;
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but I 'spect that's why mammy went away.
Don't you?"” '

“] daresay, Freddy,” Matravers answered
softly.

“We're getting very near now,” Freddy
remarked, looking over t.he apron of the cab.
*My! won't dada be surprised to see me
irive up in a cabswith you!l I hope he's at
the window!”

“Will your father be at home now?”
Matravers asked. -

Freddy stared at him.

* “Why, of course! Dad's alw‘nays at home!
Is my face very buggy? Don’t rub it any
more] please. That's Jack Mason over
there! I play with, hime. I want him to
see me. Hullo! Jack,” he shouted, leaning
out of the cab, .“ I've been run over, right
oyer, face all buggy. Look at it! Hands

' gpreading t}lem out. '“He’s a nice
boy,” Preddy continued as the cab turned a
corper, “but he can't xf.\n near so fast
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as me, and l%e’s lots older. Hullo!
here we “arel” kicking vigorously at the
apron.

Matravei's looked up in surprise. They had
stopped short before a long row of shabby-
genteel houses in the outskirts of Kensing-
ton. He took the boy’s outstretched hand
“and pushed open the gate. The door was
open, and Freddy dragged bhim into a room
on the ground floor. .

*A man was lying on a sofa before the
window, wrapped in an untidy dressing-
gown, and with the lower part of his body
covered up with a rug. His face,fair and
florid, with more than a suggestion. of
coarseness in the heavy, jaw and thick lips,®
was drawn and wrinkled as- though with
pain, His lips wore an habitually peevish
exprssnon He did not offer to rise when
they a.dxe in. Matravers was thadlkful that
Freddy spared him the necessity oft imme-
diate speech. He h‘{a.d recognised in a moment
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the man who had sat  alone night after
night in the back seats of the New Theatre,
whose slow drawn-out cry of agony had so
curiously affected him on that last night of
her performance. He, recognised, too, the
undergraduate of his college sent down for
flagrant misbehaviour, the leader of a set
whom he himself had denounced as a disgrace
to the University. And this man was her
husband | .

“Daddy,’ the boy cried, dropping Mat-
ravers' hand and running over *to th.e couch,
%I've been run over by a hansom cab, and
I'm all buggy, but I ain't hurt, and. this
geﬂtﬂaman brought me home. Daddy can't
‘get up, you know,’s Fré&ddy explained; “ his
legs is bad.” *

“Run over, eh!” exclaimed the man on
the couch. “It's like that girl's damned care-

. lessness.” R

He fatted the boy’s head, not unkindly,

and Matravers found worgs.
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“My cab unfortunately knocked your little
boy dowd near _T;-afalgar Square, but I am
thankful to say that he was not hurt. I
thought that I had better bring him straight
home, though, as he‘ has had a roll in the
dust.”

At the sound of Matravers’ voice, the man
‘started and looked at him <arnestly. A dull
red flush stained his cheeks. He looked
away. .
It was very good of you, Mr. Matravers,”
he said.” “I ‘can’t think what the girl could
have been abm’lt.” y

“I did not see her until after she acci-
dent. I am glad that it was no wor.e,”
Matravers answerek ‘ You have not for-®
gotten me, then?” .

John Drage shook his head.

“No, sir,” he said. “I have not forgottep
you. I should have known your voicg any- |
where. Besides, I knew ;hat you vere in
London. I saw y&;:l at the New Theatre.”



" At the sound of Mutrav-;l'
looked at him earnestly.”
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There was a short silc:,nce. Matravers
glanced around the room with an’ inward
shiver. The usual horrors of a suburban
parlour were augmented by a generhl sloven-
liness, and an obvious disregard for any
sort of order.

“] am afraid, Drage,” he said gently,
“that things have not gone well with
you.”

“You are quite,right,”” the man answered
bitterly. “ They have not! They have gone’
very wrong indeed; and I haye' no ‘one to
blame but myself.”

“I am sorry,” Matravers said. “ You.are
an ilélid, too, are you not?"”
®*“I am worse thag an®invalid,” the man
on the couch ‘groaned. “I am a prisoner
on my back, most likely for ever; curse it!
I have had a paralytic stroke. I can't think
.why I,couldn't dje! I's hard lines!—
damned “hard lines! I wish I were dead
twenty times a day! I am alone here from
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morning( to night‘. and not a soul to speak
to. If it wasn’'t for Freddy I should jolly
soon end it!"

“The fittle boy's mother?” Matravers
ventured, with bowed head.

#“She left me—years ago. I don't know
that I blame her, particularly. Sit down,
if ybu will, for a bit. I néver have a visitor,
and it does me good to talk.”

Matravers took the only.unoccupied chair,
“and drew it back a little into the darker
part of the 'rqom.

“You remember me then, Drage,” he ré-
marked. “Yet it is a long time since our
college days.” . .

“I knew you difectly I heard your voice)
sir,” the man answered. ‘It ‘'secemed to take
me back to a night many years ago—I want
you to let me remind you of it. I should
like you to km;w that I never forgot it. We,
were at St. John's then; you were right above
me-—in a differgnt world a‘ltogether. You
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were a leader amongst the best ot them,
and | was a hanger-on amc‘mgst the’ worst.
You were in with the gentlemen set and
the reading set. Neither of them would have
anything to do with me—and they were
quite right. I was what they thought me—
a cad. I'd no head for work, and no taste
for anything worth doing, and I wasn'& a
gentleman, and hadn’t the sense to behave
like one. I'd no right to have been at the
University at all, but my poor old dad would
have me go. He had an idea Ehé.t he’ could
mhke a gentleman of me. It was a mis-
take!” o . .

Ma&:gvers moved slightly in his chair,—he
Was suffering tortureg,  °

“Is it worth while recalling all these
things ?” he asked quietly. “Life cannot be
a success for all of us; yet it is the future,
and not,the past.” R )

“I have no future,” the man interrupted
doggedly; “mno ‘future here, or in any other
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place. I have got my deserts. I wanted
to reniind you of that night when you came
to see me in my rooms, after I'd been sent
down foi being drunk. I suppose you were
the first gentlema;n who had ever crossed
my threshold, and I remember wondering
what on earth you'd come for! You didn't
lecture me, and you didn’t preach! You
came and sat down and smoked one of my
cigars, and talked just gs though we were
friends, and tried to make me see what a
fool 1 wad. It didn't do much good in the
end—but I never forgot it. You shook hands
with me when you left, and for ¢nce in my
life I was ashamed of myself” .

“I am sorry,™ Magravers said with 4&n
effort, “that I did not go u{_"see you
oftener.” .

Drage shook his head. .

“It was too late thenl I was done for,
—done for as far as Oxford was concerned.
But that was only the beginning. 1 might
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easily have picked up if I’d had the pluck!
The dad forgave me, and made me a partner
in the business before he died. I was a rich
man, and I might have been a miMionaire;
instead of that I was a damned fooll I
can't help swearing! you mustn't mind, sir!
Remember what I am! I don’t swear when
Freddy's in the room} if I can help it. I went
the pace, drank, kept women, and all the rest
of it. My wife found me out and went away.
I ain’t saying a word against her. She was
a good woman, and I was a b:.a.d’ man, and
she left mel She was right emough! I
wasn’t gt *or a decent woman to live wijh.
All the same, I missed her; and it was an-
other kick down Hellgvard® for me when she
went. I got delperate then; I took to drink
worse than ever, and I began to let my
budiness go and speculate. You wouldn't
know anythmg of jthe city, s1r but I can
tell you thJs, when a cool chap with all his
wits about him starts spgculating outside
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his business, it's touch' and go with him;
when & chap jn( the state I was in goes for
it, you can spell the result in four letters!
I's RUIN, ruin! That's what it meant
for me. I lost two hundred thousand pounds
in three years, and my business went to
pot too. Then I had this cursed stroke, and
here I am! I may stick on for years, but
I shall never be able to earn a penny again.
Where Freddy's schooling is to come from,
or how we are to live, I don't know!"

“I am v‘er‘v sorry,” Matravers said gently
“Have you no friends then, or felatlons who
will help you?” . o

“Not a damned one,’ growled t'fle' man
on the couch. “F hadg plenty of pals onc®,
only too glad to count themselves John
Drage’s friends; but whege they are now I
don’'t know. They seem to have meked
away. There’s never a ope comes pear me,
I could do withol.lt their money or their help,
somehow, but it's damned hard to lie here
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for ever and have not one of 'em drop in
just now and then for a blt of a talk and

a cheering word. That's what gives me
the blues! I always was fond of company ;
I hated being alone, and, it's like hell to lie
here day after day and see no one but a
cross landlady and a miserable servant girl.
Lately, I can't bear®to be alone with Freddy.
He’s so damned like his mother, you know.
It brings a lump in my throat. I wouldn’t
mind so much if it were only myself I've
had my ca.kel But it's rgugh on the
boy !”

“It ig rough on,.the boy, and it is rough
on y'm.l," Matravers said kindly. “I wonder
you have never thought of sending him to
his mother! She would surely dike to have
him!”

+ The man's face grew black.

. “Not 4ill I'm deag,” he said doggedly. “I
don't want him set against me! He's all
I've got! I'm going to kesp him for a bit.
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It ought not to be so difficult for us to live.
If only I could get down to the city for a
few hours!”

“ Couldt not a friend there do some good
for you?" Matravers asked.

“Of course he could,” Mr. Drage answered
eagerly; “but I haven't got a friend. See
herel” '

He took a little account book from under
his pillow, and with trembling fingers thrust
it befare his visitor. '

“You see ‘all these amounts. They age
all owing to me from those people—money
lent, and one thing and‘ another.’ There is
an envelope thh bills and 10 U's, They
belong to me, you ﬁnderstand," he said
with a sudden touch of digmty “I never
failgd! My business had to be stopped
when I was taken ill, but there was enoflgh
to pay everybody. Now some, ‘of these
amounts have never been collected. If I
could see these* people myself, they would



*¢You mean this!’ he cried thickly. ‘Say'it again—
quick !’ .
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pay, or if I could get a friend whom I
could trustl But there fsn’t a mdn comes
near mel”

“J—am not a business man,”’ sMatravers
said slowly; “but if you cared to explain
things to me, I would go into the city and
see what I could do.”

The man raised shimself on his elbow and
gazed at his visitor open-mouthed.

“You mean thig!” he cried thickly. “Say
it again,—quick! You mean it!”

“Certainly,” Matravers answeted. “T will
do what I can.”

John Brage did not doubt his good ,for-
tung for a moment. No ome ever looked
into Matravers' facg and failed to believe
him. .

“I—I'll thank you some day,” he mur-
mured. “You've done me up! Will you—

.shake Jands?" '

He held out a thin white hand. Matravers

took it between his own, .
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In a few moments they were absorbed in
figures dnd explahations. Finally the little
book was passed over to Matravers’ keep-
ing. ¢

“I will see what I can do,” he said
quietly. ‘“Some of ‘ these accounts should
certainly be recovered. I will come down
and let you know how I kave got on.”

“If you would! If you don't mind! And,
I wonder,—do you take a_morning paper?
If so, will you bring it when you've done
with if, or‘an old one will do? I can't
read anything‘ but newspapers; and lately
I haven’t dared to spend a penny,—because
of Freddy, you know! ‘ It's so cursed
lonely!” <.

“I will come, and I will bring you some-
thing to read,” Matravers promised. “I
must go now!” ‘

John Drage keld eut hi§ hand wistfully.

“Good-bye,” he said. “Youre a good
man! I wish I'd been like you. It's an odd
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thing for me to say, but:-God blgss you,
sir—."'

Matravers stood on the doorstep with his
watch in his hand. It was half-past three.
There was just time to catch the four-thirty
from Waterloo! For a moment the little
street faded away from before his eyes! He
saw himself at hi¢ journey’'s end! Berenice
was there to mcet him! A breath of the

country came to him on the breeze—a breath
of sweet-smelling flowers, and fresh moor-

land air, and the low murmyr of the blue
Sea. Yes, there was Berenice, with her
dark harr blowing in the wind, and sthat
look of passionate peace in her pale, tired
face! Her arms were® open, wide open!
She had been ‘weary so long! The struggle
had been so hard! and he, too, was
weary—

- He started! He, was still on the doorstep!
Freddy was drumming om the pane, and
behind, there was a man lying on the couch,
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with his face buried in his hands. He
waved his hand”and descended the steps
firmly.

“Back (0 my rooms, 147, Piccadilly,” he
told the cabman. “I shall not be going
away to-day.’



\"APTER XIV
" A LETTER

MAN wrote it, from his little room in’

the heart of London, whilst night faded
into morning. Hg wrote it with leaden heart
and unwilling mechanical effort—wrote it as
a man might write his own ddom. * Every
fresh sentence, which stared up at him
from the closely-written sheets seemed, like
andther landmark in his sad descent from
*the pinnacles of hjs lak wonderful happi-
ness down into the black waters of despair.
When he had ﬁgished, and the pen slipped
from his stiff, nerveless fingers, there were
lines and marks_in his face which had
never been there before, and which could

never altogether pass away. . . . A
249
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woman read it, seated on a shelving slant
of moorland with the blue sky overhead,
and the soft murmur of the sea in her ears,
and the S$unlight streaming around her.
When she had finished, and the letter had
fallen to her side, crushed into a shapeless
mass, the light had died out of the sky and
* the air, and the song f the birds had
changed into a ‘wail. And this was what
the man had said to the weman:—

“ Beremce, I have had a dream! I
dreamed that [ was coming to you, that you
and I were together somewhere in a new
world, where the men were gods ‘and the
women were saints, where the sun always
shone, and nothing “thatcwas not pure and’
beautiful had any place! And now I am
awake, and I know that there is no such
world. *

“You and I are standing on opposite sides
of a deep, dark precipice. I may not come
to you! You must not come to me.
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“] have thought over this matter with all
the seriousness which befifs it. You will
never know how great and how fierce the
struggle has been. 1 am feeling® an older
and a tired man. But npw that is all over!
I have crossed the Rubicon! The mists
have rolled away, and the truth is very
clear indeed to me!l* I shudder when I think
to what misery I might have brought you,
if I had yielded $o that sweetest and most
fascinating impulse of my life, which bade
me accept yqQur sacrifice and co;ne to you.
ﬁerenice, you are very young yet, and you
have yoven some ,new and very beautiful
fancies which you have put into a book,
and which the world ha% found amusing |
To you alone they have become the essence
of your life: they have become by constant
contemplation a part of yourself. Out of
‘the greatness of yqur heart ybu do not fear
to put them into practicel, But, dear, you
must find a new world to, fit your fancies,
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for the one in which we are forced to dwell,
the world which, in theory, finds them de-
lightful, would find another and an uglier
word if we should venture upon their em-
bodiment! After gll we are creatures of
this world, and by this world's laws we
shall be judged. The things which are
right are right, and the things which are
pure are pure. * Love is the greatest power
in the world, but it camnot alter things
which are unalterable.

“ Ot;ce w'hqn I was climbing with a friend
of mine in the Engadine, we saw a white
flower growing virtually, out of & cleft in
the rocks, high above our heads. My friend
was a botanist, &nd &e would have thal
flower! I lay on my back and watched him
struggle to reach it, watched him often
slipping backwards, but gradually crawlihg
nearer and néarer, untik at last, Px;eathlass,..
with torn clothes and bleeding hamls, he
grasped the tiny,blossom, and held it out to
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me in triumph! Together we admired it
ceaselessly as we retraced qur stefs. But
as we left the high altitudes and descended
into the valley, a change took place in the
flower. Its petals drooped, its leaves shrank
and faded. White became grey, the fresh-
ness which had been its chief beauty faded
away with every stcp we took. My friend
kept it, but he kept it with sorrow! It was
no longer a beautiful flower.

“Berenice, you are that flower! You are
beautiful, and pure, and strong 1” You think
that you are strong enough to live in the
lowlands; but you are not! No lovg of
mme, changeless and whole as it must ever
‘Ye, could keep youg, souP from withering in
the nether ladd of sin! For it would be
sin] In these days when you are young,
when the fires of your enthusiasm are newly

» kindled, and the yings of ydur imagination
havq not. been shorn, you pay say to your-
self that it is not sin! You may say that
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love is the only true and sweet shrir;e be-
fore which we n¢ed keep our lives holy and
pure, and that the time for regrets would
never come |

“Ilusion! I, too, have tried to feason
with myself in this manner! I have tried
passionately, earnestly, feverishly. I have
failed! I cannot! No .one¢ can! I know
that to you I-seem to be writing liké a
Philistine, like a man of g generation gone
by! You have filled your little world with
new ideals, you have lit it with the lamp of
love, and it all seems very real and beauti-
ful o you! But some day, though. the lamp
may burn still as brightly as ever, a great
white daylight will break in through th&
walls. You will see things that you have
never seen before, and tlle light of that
lamp will seem cold and dim and ghostly.
Nothing, nothiag can eyer alter the fact,
that your husband lives, and that your little
boy is growing up with a great void in his
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heart. Some day he will ask for his mother;
even nocw he may be asking for her! Bere
nice, would he ever look with large, indul-
gent eyes upon that little world of yours!
Alas! *

“] have read my letter over to myself,
Berenice, and 1 fe?r that it must sound to
you very commonplace, even perhaps cold!
Yet, believe me when I tell you that I'have
passed througll a very fire of suffering, and
if I am calm now it is with the calm of an
ineffalle despair! In my life at Oxford, and
lager, here in Londor:, woinen have never
borne any shar¢. Part of my scheme of
living has been to regard them as some-
thing outside my little cycle, an influence
gfeat indeed, but one-3 which hagd passed me
by. S .

“Yet I am now one of the world’s great
sufferers, one of thdse who "have found at

R
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once their greatgst joy linked with an un-
utterable despair. For I love you, Berenice!
Never dogbt it! Though‘I should never look
upon ypur face again—which God in His
mercy forbil—my fove for you must be for
ever a part.and the greatest part of my life!
Always remember that, I pray you!

“It seems strange to c‘t:za.lk of one's plans
with such a great, black cloud of sorrow
filling the air! But the outward form of
life does not change, even when the light
has gone out and one's heart<is broken! .I
have some work before me which I must
ﬁn(ish; when it is over'I shall éo nhroad !
But that can wait! When you are back jn
London, send for me!® I am schooling my-
self to meet a new Berenice—my friend!®
And I have something still more to say to
youl )

“ MATRAVERS.” *



CHAPTER XV
BENEFICENCE
HE week that followed the sending of
his letter Was, to Matravers, with his
love for equable times and emotions, like a
week in hell! He had set kimself a task
not easy even to an ordinary man of busi-
ness, but’ to him trebly difficult and havrass-
ing. Day after day he spent in the city—
.a somewhat strange® visitor there, with his
grave, digniﬁe;l manner and studied fastidi-
ousness of dresseand deportment. He was
unversed in the ways of the men with
'whom ke had to deal, and he had no com-
mercial aptitude whatever.* But in a quiet

way he was wonderfully persistent, and he
. 259
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succeeded better, perhaps, than any other
emissary whom John Drage could have em-
ployed. The sum of money which he even-
tually collected amounted to nearly fifteen
hundred pounds, and: late one evening he
started for Kensington with a bundle of
papers under his arm and a cheque-book
in his pocket.

It was his last’ visit,—at any rate, for the
present,—he told himself Wwith a sense of
wonderful relief, as he walked through the
Park in the gathering twilight. [For of late,,
something in connection with his day's
effort§ had taken him every evening to, the
shabby little house at Kensington, where his
coming was eagerly; wel€omed by the tired,c
sick man and the lonely b:)y. He had
esteemed himself a man well schooled in all
manner of self-control, and little to be in-
fluenced in a matter of duvy by his personal -
likes and dislikes: But these visits were a
torture to him! Fo sit and talk for hours
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with a man, grateful enough, but peevish
and commonplace, and with a curious lack
of virility or self-reliance in his untoward
circumstances, was trial enough’to Matra-
vers, who had been used to select his as-
sociates and associations with delicate and
close care. But to remember that this man
had been, and infleed was, the husband of
Berenice, was madness! If was this man,
whom at the best he could only regard with
a kindly and gentle contempt, who stood
between hirg and such surprising happiness.
this man and the boy with his pale, serious
face and dark eygs. And the bitterness of
fate—for he never realized that it would
“have been possible ofor him to have acted
otherwise—had made him their benefactor !

Just as he was,leaving the Park he glanced
ui: at the sound of a carriage passing him
* rapidly, gnd as heelooked up’he stood stilll
It seemed to him that life «itself was stand-
ing still in his veins. Berenice had been
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silent. There had come no word from her!
But notl‘xing SO - ti'agic, so horrible as this,
had ever occurred to him! His heart had
been full of black despair, and his days had
been days of misery; but even the possi-
bility of seeking for himself solace, by means
not altogether worthy, had never dawned
upon him. Nor had he dreamed it of her!
Yet the man who waved his hand from the
box-seat of the phaeton “with a courtesy
seemingly real, but, under the circum-
stances, brutally ironical, was Thorndyke,
and the woman who sat by his side was
Berénice | . .
The carriage passed on down the broad
drive, and Matravefrs stoéod looking after it.
Was it his fancy, or was ;hat, indeed, a
faint cry which came travelling through
the dim light to his ears as he stood there
under the trees—a figure turned e stonme.®
A faint cry, or the wailing of a lost spirit!
A sudden dizziness came over him, and he



* With his pocket-book in his hand he successfully under-
went a searching cross-examination.” 3
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sat down on one of the seats cloée. at hand.
There was a singing in his ears, and a pain
at his heart. He sat there with half-closed
eyes, battling with his weakness.

Presently he got up, and continued his
journey. He found himself on the doorstep
of the shabby little house, and mechanically,
he passed in and’ told the story of his day’s
efforts to the man who welcomed him so
eagerly. With *his pocket-book in his hand
he successfully underwent a searching cross-
sexaminatioft, faithfully recording what one
man had said and what another, their ex-
cuses a.nd their protestations. He madde no
, mistakes, and his memogy served him amply.
But when hg had® come to the end of the
list, and had placed the cheque-book in John
Drage’s fingers; he felt that he must get
away. Even his stoical endurance had a
measutable depth® But it was hard to escape
from the man's most unwelcome gratitude.
John Drage had not the tact to recognise in
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his benefactor the man to whom thanks are
hateful. )

“And I had no claim upon you whatever!"”
the sick mah wound up, half-breathless. *If
you had cut me dead, after my Oxford dis-
grace, it would only have been exactly what
‘I deserved. That's what makes it so odd,
your doing all this for me! I can't under-
stand it, I'm damned if I can!”

Matravers stood over him; a silent, unre-
sponsive, ﬁgu're, seeking only to make his
escape. With «difficulty he broke in wupon
the torrent of words.

“ Will you do me the favour, Mr. Drage,”
he begged earnestly, “of saying no more
about it. Any man‘ of leisure would have
done for you what I have done. If you
really wish to afford me .a considerable
happiness, you can do so.” *

“ Anything in° this worM!” John Drage
declared vehemently.

Matravers thought for a moment. The
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proposition which he was about to make had
been in his mind from the very ﬁrst The
time had come now to put it into words.

“You must not be offended at ‘what I am
going to say,” hc began gently. “I am a
rich man, and I have taken a great fancy
to your boy. I have no children of my .
own; in fact, I am quite alone in the world.
If you will allow me, I shouid like to under-
take Freddy's edfication.”

A light broke across the man's,coarse
face, momensarily transfiguring®it. He raised
himself on his elbow, and gazed at his
visitar with eagersscrutiny. Then he Yrew
a deep sigh, and there’ were tears in his
eyes. He did not ®ay a word. Matravers
continued.

“It will be a great pleasure for me,”’ he
s;id quietly. “ What I propose is to invest a
? thousand pounds fd that purpose in Freddy's
name. In fact, I have takbn the liberty of
already doing it. The papers are here.”
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Matravérs laid an envelope on the little
table between them. Then he rose up.

“Will you forgive me now,” he said, “if
I hurry away. I will come and see you
again, and we will talk this over more
thoroughly.”

And still John Drage said nothing, but he
held out his hand. Matfavers pressed the
thin fingers between his own.

“You must see Freddy,’™ he said eagerly.
“I promised him®that he should come in
before you weamt.” o .

But Matravers shook his head. There was
a pain at his heart like, the cuttihg of a
knife.

“] cannot stay ‘another instant,” he de-
clared. “Send Freddy over to my rooms
any time. Let him come aad have tea with
mel"

Then they parted, and*Matravers ;walked ®
through a world of strange shadows to
Berenice’'s house.c Her maid, recognising
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him, took him up to her rogm withczfu cere-
mony. The door was softly opened and
shut. He stood upon the threshczld. For
a moment everything scemed dark before
him.



CHAPTER XVI
A PARTING

ERENICE seemed to dwell always in the

twilight. <At first Matravers thought
that the room. was empty, and .he advanced
slowly towards the window. And then he
stopped shor;, Berenice was_ lying_in a
crumpled heap on the low couch almost
withjn touch of his hands. She was lying
on her side, her supple figure all doubled up,
and the folds of “her Joose gown flowing
around her in wild disorder. © Her face was
half hidden in her clasped hands.

“Berenice,” he cried softly.

She did net answer., She was asleepa
He stood looking down upon her, h:s heart
full of ‘an infinite tenderness. She, too, had

370
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“ She, too, had suffered, then.”
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suﬂ'ered then. Her hair was in 4vild con-
fusion, and there were marks of rer&nt tears
upon her pale cheeks. A little lace hand-
kerchief had slipped from her fiagers down
on to the floor. He picked it up. It was
wet! The glow of the heavily-shaded lamp
was upon her clasped white fingers and her
bowed head. He» watched the rising and
falling of her bosom as she‘slept. To him,
so great a stramger to women and their
ways, there was a curious fascmatlon in
all the tnﬂmg details of her, foilette and
person, the mnate daintiness of which ap-
pealed ta him w1th a very potent anq in-
sidious sweetness. Whﬂst she slept, he felt
as one far removedgfrom® her. It was like
_a beautiful pictfire upon which he was gazing.
"The passion which had been raging within
him like an autumn storm was suddenly
stilled. Only the purely aesthetic pleasure
of her presence and his congemplation of it
remained. It seemed to him then ?hat he
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would hgve had her stay thus for ever!
Before fixed eyes there floated a sort of
mystic dream. There was another world
—was it the world of sleep or of death ?—
where they might join hands and dwell to-
gether in beautiful places, and there was no
one, not even their consciences, to say them
fnay. The dust of earthly passion and sin
and all the cofnmonplace miseries of life,
had faded for ever from stheir knowledge.
It was theu' souls which had come together
. . and there was a wonderful peace. |
Then she opened her eyes and looked up
at him. There was no more dreammgl
The old miserable passmn flooded his heart
and senses. His feet were upon the eartl
again! The whole world of ‘those strange,
poignant sensations, stronger because of their
late coming, welled up within him. .
¢ Berenice | ¢ .
She was only. half awake, anci she held
up her! soft, white arms to him, gleaming
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like marble through the lace of ,her wide
sleeves. She looked up.at him With the
faint smile of a child.

“My lovel”

He stoopcd down, and her arms closed
around him like a soft yoke. But he kissed
her forehead so lightly that she scarcely
realized that this yas almost his first caress.?

“Berenice, you have been angry with me!”

She sat up, and the lamplight fell upon his
face.

. “You hax.re been ill,” she cried'in a’shocked
tone,

“. It i§ nothing. I am well. But to-night
—I'had a shock; I saw you with—Mr

*Thorndyke ! ” . » )

Her eyes met his. The hideous phantom
which had been dogging his steps was slain.
Me was ashamed of that awful but name-
less fear. o .

“It *is true. Mr. Thorndyke has offercd
me an apology, which I am forced %o belicve
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sincere. He has asked me to be his wifel
I was so/ ry for him.”

“He is a bad man! He has spoken ill of
you! He has already a wife!"”

“I am glad of it. I can obey my in-
stincts now, and see him no mt;re. Per-
sonally he is distasteful to me! I had an
‘idea he was honest! It i§ nothing !

She dismissed «the subject with a wave of
the hand. To her it was altogether a minor
matter. Then she looked at him.

“Well 1" )

“ You never answered my letter.”
u Ng, there was no answer. J came
back.” ’ -

“ You did not letcme know.”

“ You will find a message at your rooms
when you get back.”

He walked up and down the room. He
knew at once that all he had done hitherto
had been in vain, The battle was still be-
fore hih. She sat and watched him with

-
e
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an inscrutable smile. Once as ‘he passed
her, she laid her hand upon his .grm. He
stopped at once.

“ Your white flower was borm to die and
to wither,” she said. “ A night's frost would
have killed it as surely as the lowland air.
It is like these violets.” She took a bunch
from her bosom. «“ This morning they were'
fresh and beautiful. Now <they are crushed
and faded! *Yetethey have lived their life.”

She threw them down upon the floor.

. “Do you think a woman i§ "like that ? "
she said sonly. “You are very, very ignor-
ant! She has a soul.” .

He held out his hand,

“ A soul to keepgwhit® and pure. " A soul
to give back—=to God | "

Again she smiled at him slowly, and
shook her dark head. * You are like a
'child in some things! Yowu have lived so
long a;no.ngst the dry bongs of scholarship,
that you have lost your touch upon®human-
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ity. And:of us women, you know—so véry
little. ou haves tried to understand us
from books. How foolish! You must be
my disciplerand I will teach you.”

“It is not teaching,” he cried; *“it is
temptation.” ‘

She turned upon him with a gleam of
°passion in her eyes. .

“ Temptation | ¥ she cried. * There spoke
the whole selfishness of «the <philosopher,
the dilettante in morals! What is it that
you fear? 'I (Will tell you. It is the be-
smirchment of your own 1deals, your own
little code framed and moulded with your
own hands. What do you know of sin or
of purify, you, whoe have, held yourself aloofe
from the world with a sort of* delicate care,
as though you, forsooth, were too precious a
thing to be soile@ with the dust of human
passi(m and buman love! That is where.
you are all wrong. That is where you
make yéur great mistake. You have judged
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wi;hout experience. You speak ‘of a soul
which may be stained with sin ;you have
no more knowledge than .the Pharisees of
old what constitutes sin. Love can never
stain anything! Loye that is constant
and true and pure is above the marriage
faws of men; it is above your little self-
constructed ideals; it is a thing of Heaven
and of God! You wrot2 to me like a
child,—and *yous are a child, for until you
have learnt what love is, you are 'without
Andarstanding.” R .

Suddenly. her outstretched hands dropped
to _hereside. Her voice became soft and
low® her dark ey'es were dimmed.

* “Come to mc, gnd You shall know. I
will show ydu in what narrow paths you
have been war.ldering'. I will show you
kow beautiful a woman's love can make
your life | " ° .

wif w'g can love and bpe pure,” he said
hoarsely, “ what is sin? What is that? "
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He was® standing by the window, and he
pointed westwards with shaking finger. The
roar of Piccadilfy and Regent Street came
faintly into the little room. She understood
him. .

“You have a great deal to learn, dear,”
she whispered softly. “ Remember this first,
and before all, Love can sanctify every-
thing.” ‘

“ But they too loved in the beginning !’

She shook her head.

“ That they pever could have done Love
is eternal. If it fades or dies, then 1t never
was lqve. Then it was sin.” -

“But those poor creatures! How are
they to “tell betweent the.true love and the

false? ” ¢
She stamped her foot, al}d a quiver of
passion shook her srame. .

“ We are not talking about them. We
are talking about ourselves! Do you'doubt
your lové or mine} ”
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‘.‘I cannot,” he answered. ‘ BeYenice!"

“Yes!” )

“Did you ever tell—your husband that
you loved him ? "

“ Never 1" .

“ Did he love you?”

* «1 believe, so far as he knew how to
love anything,—he did.” '

“ And now?"”

She wavetl *her hand impatiently.

“ He has forgotten. He was shallow, and
he was fond of life. He hag found conso-
lation long.ago Do not talk of him. Do
not dare to speak of him again! OR, why
do you make me humble myself so?”

“He may not Rave forgotten. He may
have repented. He may be longing for
you now,—and suffering. Should we be
sinless then ?"

She swept from her placey and stood be-
fore h.im'with flashing eyes.

“I forbid you to remind me of m'y shame.
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1 forbid ybu to remind me that I, too, like
those poot women con the street, have been
bought and sold for money! I have worked
out my owneemancipation. I am free. It
was while I was iiv;ng with him as his
wife that I sinned,—for I hated him!
Speak to me no more of that time! If yoli
cannot forget it, you had better go!”

He stretched ot his hands and held hers
tightly. ¢ s

u Berenice, if you were alone in the world,
and there was some great barrler to. our,
marriage, I would not hesitate any longer
I would take you to myself Don. thmk
too hardly of me. I am like a man who
is denyifng himself hLeaven. But your hus-'
band lives. You belong to him. You do
not know whether he is 113 prosperity, or
whether he has “orgotten. You do not
know whether (he has repented, or whether
his life is still such as to justify ym‘n' éaking
the law into your pwn hands, and forsaking
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him for ever. Listen to me, dear | If you
will find out these thingsy if you can say to
yourself and to me, and to your conscience,
‘he has found happiness without me, he has
ignored and forgotten the-tie between us, he
does not need my sym'pathy, or my care, or
My companionship, then I will have no
more scruples. ©Only let us be sure that
you are morally free from that man.”

She wrenehedsher hands away from his.
There was a bright, red spot of colour
gariqg on her cheeks. Her. e'yes ;vere on
fire, *

‘: Yoy are mad 1 ” she cried; “ you do not
lov.e'mel No man can know what love is

ewho talks about goubt$ and scruples like
youdo! You are too cold and too selfish
to realize what love can be! And to think
that I have stopped to ®rcason, to reason

» with you! Oh! gny God! ,What have I
done to be humbled like thjs ? "

“Berenice "
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“Leave me! Don't come near me any
more ! Icshall thrust you out of my life |
You never loved me! I could not have
loved youl. Go away! It has becn a
hideous mistake!”

 Berenice ! ”

“My God! Will you leave me?” sh®
moaned. “ You are driving me mad! I
hate you!l"” o

Her white hand flashed out into the dark-
ness, as though she would have struck him!
He bowed his head and went .

< e



o Her white hand flashed out intp the darkness, as though
she would have struck him1”







CHAPTER XVII
THE REAL SACRIFICE

ATRAVERS knew after that night that

his was a broken life. Any future

such as he had planned for himself of active,
intellectual toil had now, he felt, become im-
possible, His ideals were all broken down.
A woman had found her way in between the
Jomts of an armour which he had groywn to
beheve 1mp<.nctrable, and henceforth life was
a Wreck The oldgquiet *stoicism, which had
been the innet stimulus of his career, was a
thing altogether, overthrown and impotent.
He was too old to reconstrfict life anew; the
’ fragmsnts. were tom many, and the wreck too
complete. Only his philosaphy showed him

very plainly what the end must be. * Across
. 287
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the sky of his wision it seemed to be written
in letters of ﬁre. C
Early T the morning, having made his
toilette as usual with a care akmost fastidious,
he went out into the sunlit streets, moving
hkeamaninadeepdmamamongstscenas
whichhadbecome famxhartohimdayby
dny. At lis lawyer's he made his will, and
signed it, thankful for once for his great
loneliness, insomuch as there'was$ no one who
could call the disposal of his property to a
strangeranmjustice—-forhehadleftantq
.little Freddy, left it to him because of his
mother’s eyes, as he thought with u qunt
smile. Then he called at his pubtisher’s gnd
at the office of a lefling review to which he®
was a regular contributor, telling them to
expect no more work from him for a while;
he was going abfbad to take a long-earned
holiday. He lunched at %is clubf speaking’
ina mare than upually friendly manner to
the few men with whom st Hmés he NAK
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found it a pleasure to associate, and finally,
with that sense of unrealit} growing Stronger
and stronger, he found himself once more in
the Park, in his wsual chair, looking out with
the same keen symputhy: upon the intensely
joyous, beautiful phase of life which floated
ardind him. The afternoon breeze rustled
pleasantly among the cool green leaves above
his head, and the sunlight slahted full across
the shaded wabks *On every hand were genial
voices, cordial greetmgs, and hght farewells.
With e sense almost of awe, he thought of
the days when he had sat there waiting for
her carréage, that he might look for a.few
monients upon that “pale-faced woman, whose
influence over him eseemed already to have
,commenced befdre even any words had passed
between them. He sat there, gravely ac-
- knbwledging the salutes of those with whom
‘e was .acqt‘lainted, wearing always the same
faint and impenetrable smile — wonderful
mask of a broken heart. Angd still the ;nemo-
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ries came surging into his brain. He th(;ught
of that ‘grey morning when he had sat there
alone, oppressed by some dim premonitions
of the tragedy amongst whose shadows he
was already passing, so that even the wind
which had followed the dawn, and shaken
the raindrops down upon him, had seemed to
carry upon its bosom wailing cries and sad
human voices.” As the slow moments passed
along, he found himself watchifig for her car-
riage,with' some remnant of‘ the old wistful-
ness. But it never came, anfl for that he
was thankful.

At last he rose, and walked leisutely back
to his rooms. He gave 6rders to his se;vant
to pack all his tﬁings for a journey; thén,
for the last time, he stood up in the midst of,
his possessions, looking around him with a
vague sorrowfulness at the little familiar ob-
jects which Mad become*dear to him, both by
associgtion and*by reason of a certain sense
of companionship which he had always been
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able to feel for beautiful things, however in-
animate. It was here,that he had come
when he had first left Oxford, full of certain
definite ambitiqns, and with a mind fixed at
least upon living a serene and well-ordered
life. He had woven many dreams within
these four walls. How far away those days
now seemed to be from him! He would
never dream any more; fors him the world's
great dream, yas very close at hand.

He poured himself out a glass of wine from
.2 qu.amtly cut decanter, and sef it down on
hls wntmg“ desk, emptymg into it with
scrupu,]ous care the contents of a little packet
wnlch he had been carrying all day in his
.wzustcoat pocket. , He paused for a moment
before takingeup his pen, to move a little on
one side the deep blue china bowl of flowers
svhich, summer and winter alike, stood al-
ways fresh upon his writing-table. To-day
it chincea, by some irony of fate, that they
were roses, and a swift flood of memories
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rushed inte his tingling senses as the per-
fume of the creamy blossoms floated up to
him.

He set his teeth, and, taking out some
paper began to write.

“Berenice, farewell] To-night I am going
on a very long journey, to a very far lamd.
*You and I may never mc:.et again, and so,
farewelll Farewyell to you, Berenice, whom
I have loved, and whom I dearly love. You
are the only woman who has ever wandered
into my little life to teach me the great dgpths
of human pas‘sion—and you catne too late.'
But that was not your fault. .

u Far what I am doingy do you, at lea:st,
not blame me. If there were a single per'éor\
in the world dependent upon me, or to whom
my death would be a real loss, I would re-
main. But there is no one. And, whereas
alive I can dq you no good, dead I may!
Berenice, your husband lives —in" suffering
and in poverty; your husband and your little



THE IsEAL SACRIFICE 203

boy." Freddy has looked at me out of your
dark cyes, my love, and whilst I live I can
never forget it. I hold his little hands, and
I look into his ure, childish face, and the
great love which I bear for his mother scems
like an unholy thing. i,eave your husband
out® of the question — put every other con-
sideration on one gide, Freddy’s eyes must
have kept us apart for ever. *

“ And, dearp, ¥*is your boy's future, and
the care of your stricken husband, which
must bring you into closer and more inl;imate
touch with th& vast world of human sorrows.
Love is @ sacrifice, and life is a sacrificg. 1
know, and that kndwledge is the comfort of
my last sad nightgon earth, that )ou will
find your rightful place amongst her toiling
'daughters. And it is because there is no fit-
ting place for me l;y your side® that I am very
*well content to die. oFor myself, I have well
counted the cost. Death is gn infinite com-
pulsion. Our little lives arg but the veriest
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trifle in the scale of ecternity. Whether we
go into everlasting sleep, or into some other
mystic state, a few short years here more or
less are no great matter, Berenice.”

Again there came that curious pain at his
heartstrings, and the singing in his ears.
The pen slipped from his fingers; his htad
drooped.

“Berenice!” ¢he whlspered “ Berenice 1"

L} » L J LJ ®

. .
L] [}

And as tl:ough by a miradle she heard
him, for she was close at hand. Whilst he
had been writing, the ddor had been softly
opened and closedta tall, grey-mantled ﬁguse
stood upon the threshold. It*was Berenice!

“May I come in?” she'cried softly. Her
face was flushetl, and her cheeks were wet,
but a smile was quivering upon her hps

He did not gonswer. She came mto the
room, .close to his side. Her fingers clasped
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the hand which was hanging over the side
of his chair. The lamp had burnt very low,
she could scarcely see his face.

“Dear, I have come to youy' she mur-
mured. “I am sorry. I want you to for-
give me. I do love yoftl you know that I
love you!”

The pressure of her fingers upon his hand
was surely returned. She stébd up, and her

cloak slipped “froln her shoulders on to the
flcor. .

. * Why don't you speak to me? 'Don't you
hear? Don't 'you understand? I have come
to you!le I will not be sent away! It ig too
late] My carriage brought me here. I
have told my people that“I shall not be re-
turning! Corle away with me to-night!
Let us start now! Listen! it is too late to
dfaw back! Every one kndws that I have

* come to you! We shall be soshappy! Tell
me that you are glad!” »

?
There was no answer. He did not move.
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She came close to him, so that her cheek
almost touched hise

“Tell me that you are glad,” she begged.
“Don’'t argwe with me any more. If you
do, I shall stop your mouth with kisses. I
am not like you, dear! I must have love!l
I cannot live alone any longer! I hfve
touched the utmost limitg of my endurance!
I will stay with you! You skall love mel
Listen! If you do not, P swear—but no!
You w111 save me from that! Oh, I know
that you w1ul But don’t argue with me]
Words are so cold, and I ami a woman—
and ] must love and be loved, or I shall die
. e e ‘Ahl ” * :

She started round with a little scream.
Her eyes, frightened and dilated, were fixed
upon the door. On the threshold a little boy
was standing i his night-shirt, looking at
her with dark, inquiringeeyes.

“I want Mr. Matravers, if you .plea'se," he
said deliberately., “Will you tell him? He
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don't know that I'm here yet! He will be
so surprised! Charlie Punlop—that's where
I live—has the fever, and dad sent me here
with a letter, sbut Mr. Matravers was out
when we camc, and nurse put me to bed.
Now she’s gone away:, and I'm so lonely.
IS he asleep? Please wake him, and tell
him."” ‘

She turned up the lamp®without moving
her eyes frem®the little white-clad figure.
A great tr embhng was upon her! It was
. like *a voice from the shado;vs of another
world. And Matravers, why did he not
spgak 3
_ Stowly the lamp burned up  She leaned
forward. He wag sitting® with his l;ead rest-
ing upon his‘*hand, and the old, faint smile
parting his lips.. But he did not look up!
He did not speak to her!® He was sitting
like a car.ved image !

“For God’'s sake speak tq mel” she cried.

Then a certain rigidity in his posture
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struck her %or the first time, and she thl:ew
herself onfthe ground beside him with a cry
of fear. She préssed her lips to his, chafed
his cold hand,and whispered frantically in
his ear! But there was no answer—there
never could be any answer. Matravers was
dead, and the wine-glass at his side was un-
tasted. .

Berenice did ;not faint! She did not éven
lose consciousness for a moment. Moaning
softly .to herself, but dry-eyed, she kaned
over his shoulder and read the words whi.:h,
he had written to hér, of which, indeed, the*
ink was scarcely dry. When she had
finished, she took up the wine-glass in her
own fingers, holding it so steadily that not
a drop was spilt. ¢ . .

Here at last was the panacea she craved!
The problem of her troubled life was so
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, But there was no answer—-there never could be any
answer.’
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easily to be solved. Rest with the man she
loved ! . N

Iler arms would fold around him as she
sank to the groupd. Perhaps hg was already
waiting for her somewhere—in one of those
mystic worlds where the soul might shake
itself free from this weary burden of human
passions and SOTTows. Her lips parted in
a wonderful smile.. She raiscd the glass!

There was g .s:ft patter across the carpet,
and a gentle tug at her dress.

“I am very told,” Freddy cned piteously,
holdmg out & little blue foot from under-
ncath hjs night-shirt. “If you don't want
to \mke Mr. Matravers, will you take me up
Q de please ?"

Through a fhist of sudden tears, she looked
"down into her boy’s face. She drew deep,
. quick breath— her fingers »swere suddenly
snerveless. There was a great dull stain on

the front of her dress, the wine-glass, shat-
. tered into many pieces, lay at her feet. She
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fell on hér knees, and with a little buist of
passiongte sobs topk him into her arms.

There were grey hairs in the woman's
head, although she’was still quite young.
A few yards ahead, the bath chair, wheeled
by an attendant, was disappearing in the
shroud of wkhkite mist, whi¢ch had suddenly
rolled in from the sea. : But the woman
lingered for a moment with her eyes fixed
upon ‘that d1m, distant line, where the twi-
light fell softly upon the giey ocean. it
was the single hour in the long day which
she claimed always for her own—-fOr it
seemed to her in that r‘nystenous stlllness,
when the shadows were gathering and the
winds' had dropped, that she could some-"
times hear his voice. Perhaps, somewhese, .
he too longed for that hour—a dweller, ite
might be, in that wonderful spirit world of
the uhknown, of which he had spoken some-,



THE REAL SACRIFICE 303
]

times with a curiously grave soleninity. Her
hands clasped the iron rgjiling, a light shone
for a moment in the pale, lihed face turned
so wistfully seawards! .

Was it the low, sweet music of the sea,
or was it indeed his’ voice in her ears,
lafiguorous and soft, long-travelled yet very
clear. Somewhere at least he must know '
that hers had b.ecome at hisebidding the real
sacrifice] A 9mile transfigured _ her face!
It was for this she had lived!

. Then there ame her summons’ A queru-
“lous little cfy reached her f;om the bath
ch.air, Jdrawn up on the promenade. . She
v.va'xed her hand cheerfully.
e “ITam coming,"’she criad ; “wait for me!”

But her ffCe was turned towards that dim,
grey line of silvery light, and ®ke wind
caught hold of her words and carried them
awa]c over the bosgm of the sea—upwards!

. .
— e o s
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