SUMVER

by Edith Wharton

A girl came out of |awyer Royall's house, at the end of
the one street of North Dorner, and stood on the

door st ep.

It was the beginning of a June afternoon. The
springlike transparent sky shed a rain of silver
sunshine on the roofs of the village, and on the
pastures and | archwoods surrounding it. Alittle wind
moved anong the round white clouds on the shoul ders of
the hills, driving their shadows across the fields and
down the grassy road that takes the nane of street when
it passes through North Dormer. The place lies high
and in the open, and |l acks the | avish shade of the nore
protected New England villages. The clunp of weeping-
wi | | ows about the duck pond, and the Norway spruces in
front of the Hatchard gate, cast alnobst the only

r oadsi de shadow between | awyer Royall's house and the
poi nt where, at the other end of the village, the road
ri ses above the church and skirts the black hem ock

wal I encl osing the cenetery.

The little June wind, frisking dowmn the street, shook
the dol eful fringes of the Hatchard spruces, caught the

straw hat of a young nman just passing under them and



spun it clean across the road into the duck-pond.

As he ran to fish it out the girl on | awer Royall's
doorstep noticed that he was a stranger, that he wore
city clothes, and that he was |aughing with all his

teeth, as the young and carel ess |augh at such m shaps.

Her heart contracted a little, and the shrinking that
someti nes cane over her when she saw people with
hol i day faces nmade her draw back into the house and
pretend to | ook for the key that she knew she had

al ready put into her pocket. A narrow greenish mrror
with a gilt eagle over it hung on the passage wall, and
she | ooked critically at her reflection, w shed for the
thousandth tine that she had bl ue eyes |ike Annabe

Bal ch, the girl who sonetines canme from Springfield to
spend a week with old Mss Hatchard, straightened the
sunburnt hat over her small swarthy face, and turned

out again into the sunshine.

"How | hate everything!" she nurnured

The young man had passed through the Hatchard gate, and
she had the street to herself. North Dormer is at al
times an enpty place, and at three o' clock on a June
afternoon its few abl e-bodied nen are off in the fields
or woods, and the wonen indoors, engaged in |anguid

househol d drudgery.

The girl wal ked al ong, swi nging her key on a finger
and | ooki ng about her with the heightened attention
produced by the presence of a stranger in a famliar

pl ace. Wsat, she wondered, did North Dorner |ook like



to people fromother parts of the world? She herself
had lived there since the age of five, and had | ong
supposed it to be a place of some inportance. But
about a year before, M. Mles, the new Epi scopa

cl ergyman at Hepburn, who drove over every other
Sunday- - when the roads were not ploughed up by hauling--
to hold a service in the North Dormer church, had
proposed, in a fit of missionary zeal, to take the
young people down to Nettleton to hear an illustrated
| ecture on the Holy Land; and the dozen girls and boys
who represented the future of North Dormer had been
piled into a farmwaggon, driven over the hills to

Hepburn, put into a way-train and carried to Nettleton

In the course of that incredible day Charity Royal

had, for the first and only tine, experienced railway-
travel, | ooked into shops with plate-glass fronts,
tasted cocoanut pie, sat in a theatre, and listened to
a gentl eman saying unintelligible things before

pi ctures that she woul d have enjoyed |l ooking at if his
expl anations had not prevented her from understandi ng
them This initiation had shown her that North Dormer
was a small place, and developed in her a thirst for

i nformati on that her position as custodian of the
village library had previously failed to excite. For a
month or two she di pped feverishly and di sconnectedly
into the dusty volunes of the Hatchard Menori al

Li brary; then the inpression of Nettleton began to
fade, and she found it easier to take North Dorner as

the normof the universe than to go on reading.

The sight of the stranger once nore revived nenories of

Nettl eton, and North Dorner shrank to its real size. As



she | ooked up and down it, fromlawer Royall's faded
red house at one end to the white church at the other
she pitilessly took its nmeasure. There it lay, a

weat her - beat en sunburnt village of the hills, abandoned
of men, left apart by railway, trolley, telegraph, and
all the forces that link life to life in nodern
communities. It had no shops, no theatres, no

| ectures, no "business block"; only a church that was
opened every other Sunday if the state of the roads
permitted, and a library for which no new books had
been bought for twenty years, and where the old ones
moul dered undi sturbed on the danp shelves. Yet Charity
Royal | had al ways been told that she ought to consider
it a privilege that her ot had been cast in North
Dormer. She knew that, conpared to the place she had
come from North Dormer represented all the bl essings
of the nost refined civilization. Everyone in the
village had told her so ever since she had been brought
there as a child. Even old Mss Hatchard had said to
her, on a terrible occasion in her life: "M child, you
must never cease to renenber that it was M. Royall who

brought you down fromthe Mountain."

She had been "brought down fromthe Muntain"; fromthe
scarred cliff that lifted its sullen wall above the

| esser sl opes of Eagl e Range, making a perpetua
background of gloomto the lonely valley. The Muntain
was a good fifteen niles away, but it rose so abruptly
fromthe lower hills that it seenmed alnbst to cast its
shadow over North Dorner. And it was |ike a great
magnet drawi ng the clouds and scattering themin storm
across the valley. |If ever, in the purest sunmmer sky,

there trailed a thread of vapour over North Dormer, it



drifted to the Mountain as a ship drifts to a
whi rl pool, and was caught anong the rocks, torn up and
multiplied, to sweep back over the village in rain and

dar kness.

Charity was not very clear about the Muntain; but she
knew it was a bad place, and a shame to have conme from
and that, whatever befell her in North Dorner, she
ought, as M ss Hatchard had once reni nded her, to
renenber that she had been brought down fromthere, and
hol d her tongue and be thankful. She | ooked up at the
Mount ai n, thinking of these things, and tried as usua
to be thankful. But the sight of the young nan turning
in at Mss Hatchard' s gate had brought back the vision
of the glittering streets of Nettleton, and she felt
ashamed of her old sun-hat, and sick of North Dorner,
and jeal ously aware of Annabel Balch of Springfield,
openi ng her blue eyes sonmewhere far off on glories

greater than the glories of Nettleton

"How | hate everything!" she said again.

Hal f way down the street she stopped at a weak- hi nged
gate. Passing through it, she wal ked down a brick path
to a queer little brick tenple with white wooden

col umms supporting a pedi nrent on which was inscribed in
tarni shed gold letters: "The Honorius Hatchard Menori al

Li brary, 1832."

Honori us Hatchard had been old M ss Hatchard's great-
uncl e; though she woul d undoubtedly have reversed the
phrase, and put forward, as her only claimto
distinction, the fact that she was his great-niece.

For Honorius Hatchard, in the early years of the



ni neteenth century, had enjoyed a nodest celebrity. As
the marble tablet in the interior of the library
informed its infrequent visitors, he had possessed
marked literary gifts, witten a series of papers
called "The Recluse of Eagle Range," enjoyed the
acquai nt ance of Washington Irving and Fitz-G eene
Hal | eck, and been cut off in his flower by a fever
contracted in Italy. Such had been the sole |ink
between North Dormer and literature, a link piously
commenor ated by the erection of the nonunent where
Charity Royall, every Tuesday and Thursday afternoon
sat at her desk under a freckled steel engraving of the
deceased author, and wondered if he felt any deader in

his grave than she did in his library.

Entering her prison-house with a listless step she took
off her hat, hung it on a plaster bust of M nerva,
opened the shutters, |leaned out to see if there were
any eggs in the swallow s nest above one of the

wi ndows, and finally, seating herself behind the desk,
drew out a roll of cotton |lace and a steel crochet

hook. She was not an expert workworman, and it had taken
her many weeks to make the half-yard of narrow | ace

whi ch she kept wound about the buckram back of a

di sintegrated copy of "The Lanplighter." But there was
no other way of getting any lace to trim her summer

bl ouse, and since Ally Hawes, the poorest girl in the
village, had shown herself in church with enviable
transpar enci es about the shoul ders, Charity's hook had
travell ed faster. She unrolled the |lace, dug the hook

into a loop, and bent to the task with furrowed brows.

Suddenly the door opened, and before she had rai sed her



eyes she knew that the young man she had seen going in

at the Hatchard gate had entered the library.

W thout taking any notice of her he began to nove
slowy about the long vault-like room his hands behind
hi s back, his short-sighted eyes peering up and down
the rows of rusty bindings. At length he reached the

desk and stood before her.

"Have you a card-catal ogue?" he asked in a pl easant
abrupt voice; and the oddness of the question caused

her to drop her work.

"A WHAT?"

"Why, you know---" He broke off, and she becane
consci ous that he was | ooking at her for the first
time, having apparently, on his entrance, included her
in his general short-sighted survey as part of the

furniture of the library

The fact that, in discovering her, he | ost the thread
of his remark, did not escape her attention, and she

| ooked down and sm | ed. He sml ed al so.

"No, | don't suppose you do know," he corrected

hinself. "In fact, it would be alnost a pity----"

She thought she detected a slight condescension in his

tone, and asked sharply: "Wy?"

"Because it's so nuch pleasanter, in a small library

like this, to poke about by one's self--with the help



of the librarian."

He added the | ast phrase so respectfully that she was
mol lified, and rejoined with a sigh: "I'mafraid

can't help you nuch."

"Why?" he questioned in his turn; and she replied that
there weren't nmany books anyhow, and that she'd hardly
read any of them "The worms are getting at them" she

added gl oomily.

"Are they? That's a pity, for | see there are some good
ones." He seened to have lost interest in their
conversation, and strolled away again, apparently
forgetting her. H's indifference nettled her, and she
pi cked up her work, resolved not to offer himthe | east
assi stance. Apparently he did not need it, for he

spent a long time with his back to her, lifting down,
one after another, the tall cob-webby volunes froma

di stant shel f.

"Ch, | say!" he exclained; and | ooking up she saw t hat
he had drawn out his handkerchi ef and was carefully

wi ping the edges of the book in his hand. The action
struck her as an unwarranted critici smon her care of
the books, and she said irritably: "It's not nmy fault

if they're dirty."

He turned around and | ooked at her with reviving

interest. "Ah--then you're not the librarian?”

"Of course | am but | can't dust all these books.
Besi des, nobody ever |ooks at them now M ss Hatchard's

too lane to cone round. "



"No, | suppose not." He laid down the book he had been
wi pi ng, and stood considering her in silence. She
wondered if M ss Hatchard had sent himround to pry
into the way the library was | ooked after, and the
suspi ci on increased her resentnent. "I saw you going
into her house just now, didn't |1?" she asked, with the
New Engl and avoi dance of the proper name. She was
determined to find out why he was poki ng about anong

her books.

"M ss Hatchard's house? Yes--she's nmy cousin and |'m

staying there," the young nman answered; adding, as if
to disarma visible distrust: "M nane is Harney--

Luci us Harney. She may have spoken of ne."

"No, she hasn't," said Charity, w shing she could have

said: "Yes, she has."

"Oh, well----" said Mss Hatchard's cousin with a

| augh; and after another pause, during which it
occurred to Charity that her answer had not been
encouragi ng, he remarked: "You don't seem strong on

architecture. "

Her bew | derment was conplete: the nore she wished to
appear to understand himthe nore unintelligible his
remarks becane. He remi nded her of the gentleman who
had "expl ai ned" the pictures at Nettleton, and the

wei ght of her ignorance settled down on her again |ike

a pall.

"I mean, | can't see that you have any books on the old



houses about here. | suppose, for that matter, this
part of the country hasn't been much explored. They
all go on doing Plynouth and Salem So stupid. M
cousin's house, now, is remarkable. This place nust
have had a past--it nust have been nore of a place
once." He stopped short, with the blush of a shy man
who overhears hinself, and fears he has been vol ubl e.
"I"'man architect, you see, and |I'mhunting up old

houses in these parts.”

She stared. "dd houses? Everything's old in North

Dormer, isn't it? The folks are, anyhow "

He | aughed, and wandered away agai n.

"Haven't you any kind of a history of the place?
I think there was one witten about 1840: a book or

panphl et about its first settlenment,” he presently said

fromthe farther end of the room

She pressed her crochet hook against her |ip and
pondered. There was such a work, she knew. "North
Dormer and the Early Townshi ps of Eagle County." She
had a special grudge against it because it was a linp
weakly book that was always either falling off the
shel f or slipping back and di sappearing if one squeezed
it in between sustaining volunes. She renenbered, the
| ast tine she had picked it up, wondering how anyone
coul d have taken the trouble to wite a book about
North Dornmer and its nei ghbours: Dorner, Hanblin,
Creston and Creston River. She knew themall, nere |ost
clusters of houses in the folds of the desolate ridges:
Dormer, where North Dorner went for its apples; Creston

Ri ver, where there used to be a paper-mill, and its



grey walls stood decaying by the stream and Hanblin,
where the first snow always fell. Such were their

titles to fane.

She got up and began to nove about vaguely before the
shel ves. But she had no idea where she had | ast put

t he book, and sonething told her that it was going to
play her its usual trick and remain invisible. It was

not one of her |ucky days.

"I guess it's sonmewhere," she said, to prove her zeal
but she spoke without conviction, and felt that her

wor ds conveyed none.

"Ch, well----" he said again. She knew he was goi ng,

and wi shed nore than ever to find the book

"I't will be for next tinme," he added; and picking up
the volune he had laid on the desk he handed it to her
"By the way, a little air and sun would do this good,

it's rather valuable.”

He gave her a nod and smle, and passed out.

The hours of the Hatchard Menorial librarian were from
three to five; and Charity Royall's sense of duty
usual Iy kept her at her desk until nearly half-past

four.



But she had never perceived that any practica

advant age thereby accrued either to North Dormer or to
hersel f; and she had no scruple in decreeing, when it
suited her, that the library should close an hour
earlier. A few mnutes after M. Harney's departure
she formed this decision, put away her |ace, fastened
the shutters, and turned the key in the door of the

tenpl e of know edge.

The street upon which she energed was still enpty: and
after glancing up and down it she began to wal k toward
her house. But instead of entering she passed on
turned into a field-path and nounted to a pasture on
the hillside. She et down the bars of the gate,
followed a trail along the crunbling wall of the
pasture, and wal ked on till she reached a knoll where a
clump of larches shook out their fresh tassels to the
wind. There she lay down on the slope, tossed off her

hat and hid her face in the grass.

She was blind and insensible to many things, and dimy
knew it; but to all that was light and air, perfune and
col our, every drop of blood in her responded. She

| oved the roughness of the dry nmountain grass under her
pal ns, the snell of the thynme into which she crushed
her face, the fingering of the wind in her hair and

t hrough her cotton bl ouse, and the creak of the | arches

as they swayed to it.

She often clinbed up the hill and lay there al one for
the mere pleasure of feeling the wind and of rubbing
her cheeks in the grass. Generally at such tines she

did not think of anything, but lay imersed in an



inarticul ate well-being. Today the sense of well-being
was intensified by her joy at escaping fromthe

library. She liked well enough to have a friend drop in
and talk to her when she was on duty, but she hated to
be bot hered about books. How could she renmenber where
they were, when they were so sel dom asked for? Onma Fry
occasionally took out a novel, and her brother Ben was
fond of what he called "jography,"” and of books

relating to trade and bookkeepi ng; but no one el se

asked for anything except, at intervals, "Uncle Tom s
Cabin,"” or "Opening of a Chestnut Burr," or Longfell ow.
She had these under her hand, and could have found them
in the dark; but unexpected demands cane so rarely that

they exasperated her like an injustice...

She had |liked the young man's | ooks, and his short-
sighted eyes, and his odd way of speaking, that was
abrupt yet soft, just as his hands were sun-burnt and
sinewy, yet with smooth nails like a woman's. His hair
was sunburnt -1l ooking too, or rather the col our of
bracken after frost; his eyes grey, with the appealing
| ook of the shortsighted, his snmile shy yet confident,
as if he knew |ots of things she had never dreaned of,
and yet wouldn't for the world have had her feel his
superiority. But she did feel it, and liked the
feeling; for it was new to her. Poor and ignorant as
she was, and knew herself to be--hunbl est of the hunble
even in North Dormer, where to conme fromthe Muntain
was the worst disgrace--yet in her narrow world she had
always ruled. It was partly, of course, owing to the
fact that |awer Royall was "the biggest man in North
Dormer"; so much too big for it, in fact, that

outsiders, who didn't know, always wondered how it held



him |In spite of everything--and in spite even of Mss
Hat chard--1 awer Royall ruled in North Dorner; and
Charity ruled in |l awer Royall's house. She had never
put it to herself in those terns; but she knew her
power, knew what it was nmade of, and hated it.
Confusedly, the young man in the library had nade her
feel for the first tinme what m ght be the sweetness of

dependence.

She sat up, brushed the bits of grass fromher hair,
and | ooked down on the house where she held sway. It
stood just below her, cheerless and untended, its faded
red front divided fromthe road by a "yard" with a path
bordered by gooseberry bushes, a stone well overgrown
with traveller's joy, and a sickly Crinmson Ranbler tied
to a fan-shaped support, which M. Royall had once
brought up from Hepburn to please her. Behind the
house a bit of uneven ground with clothes-lines strung
across it stretched up to a dry wall, and beyond the
wal | a patch of corn and a few rows of potatoes strayed

vaguely into the adjoining wlderness of rock and fern

Charity could not recall her first sight of the house.
She had been told that she was ill of a fever when she
was brought down fromthe Muntain; and she could only
renenber waking one day in a cot at the foot of Ms
Royal | ' s bed, and opening her eyes on the cold neatness

of the roomthat was afterward to be hers.

Ms. Royall died seven or eight years later; and by
that time Charity had taken the measure of nost things
about her. She knew that Ms. Royall was sad and timd

and weak; she knew that |awer Royall was harsh and



violent, and still weaker. She knew that she had been
christened Charity (in the white church at the other
end of the village) to commenorate M. Royall's

di sinterestedness in "bringing her down," and to keep
alive in her a becom ng sense of her dependence; she
knew that M. Royall was her guardi an, but that he had
not |egally adopted her, though everybody spoke of her
as Charity Royall; and she knew why he had conme back to
live at North Dorner, instead of practising at

Nettl| et on, where he had begun his |egal career

After Ms. Royall's death there was some tal k of
sendi ng her to a boarding-school. M ss Hatchard
suggested it, and had a long conference with M.

Royal | , who, in pursuance of her plan, departed one day
for Starkfield to visit the institution she
recomended. He cane back the next night with a bl ack
face; worse, Charity observed, than she had ever seen

him and by that tinme she had had sone experience.

Wien she asked hi m how soon she was to start he

answered shortly, "You ain't going," and shut hinself
up in the roomhe called his office; and the next day
the | ady who kept the school at Starkfield wote that
"under the circunmstances" she was afraid she could not

make room just then for another pupil.

Charity was di sappoi nted; but she understood. It
wasn't the tenptations of Starkfield that had been M.
Royal | 's undoing; it was the thought of |osing her. He
was a dreadfully "lonesone" man; she had made that out
because she was so "l onesone" herself. He and she,

face to face in that sad house, had sounded the depths



of isolation; and though she felt no particul ar
affection for him and not the slightest gratitude, she
pitied himbecause she was consci ous that he was
superior to the people about him and that she was the
only being between him and solitude. Therefore, when
M ss Hatchard sent for her a day or two later, to talk
of a school at Nettleton, and to say that this tinme a
friend of hers would "make the necessary arrangenents,”
Charity cut her short with the announcenent that she

had deci ded not to | eave North Dorner.

M ss Hatchard reasoned with her kindly, but to no
pur pose; she sinply repeated: "l guess M. Royall's too

| onesone. "

M ss Hatchard blinked perpl exedly behind her eye-

gl asses. Her long frail face was full of puzzled
wrinkl es, and she leant forward, resting her hands on
the arns of her nahogany arnthair, with the evident

desire to say sonething that ought to be said.

"The feeling does you credit, ny dear."

She | ooked about the pale walls of her sitting-room
seeki ng counsel of ancestral daguerreotypes and
di dactic sanplers; but they seened to nake utterance

nore difficult.

"The fact is, it's not only--not only because of the
advantages. There are other reasons. You're too young

to understand----"

"Ch, no, | ain't," said Charity harshly; and M ss



Hat chard bl ushed to the roots of her blonde cap. But
she nust have felt a vague relief at having her

expl anation cut short, for she concluded, again

i nvoki ng the daguerreotypes: "O course | shall always
do what | can for you; and in case....in case....you

know you can always cone to ne....'

Lawyer Royall was waiting for Charity in the porch when
she returned fromthis visit. He had shaved, and
brushed his black coat, and | ooked a magnificent

monunent of a man; at such nonments she really admred

him
"Well," he said, "is it settled?"
"Yes, it's settled. | ain't going."

"Not to the Nettleton school ?"

"Not anywhere."

He cleared his throat and asked sternly: "Wy?"

"I'd rather not," she said, sw nging past himon her
way to her room It was the follow ng week that he
brought her up the Crinmson Ranbler and its fan from

Hepburn. He had never given her anything before.

The next outstanding incident of her |ife had happened
two years later, when she was seventeen. Lawyer
Royal |, who hated to go to Nettleton, had been called
there in connection with a case. He still exercised
his profession, though litigation |anguished in North

Dormer and its outlying hamlets; and for once he had



had an opportunity that he could not afford to refuse.
He spent three days in Nettleton, won his case, and
came back in high good-hunour. It was a rare nood with
him and manifested itself on this occasion by his

tal king inpressively at the supper-table of the
"rousi ng wel cone" his old friends had given him He
wound up confidentially: "I was a damm fool ever to

| eave Nettleton. 1t was Ms. Royall that made nme do

it."

Charity i medi ately perceived that sonething bitter had
happened to him and that he was trying to talk down
the recollection. She went up to bed early, |eaving

hi m seated in nmoody thought, his el bows propped on the
worn oilcloth of the supper table. On the way up she
had extracted from his overcoat pocket the key of the

cupboard where the bottle of whi skey was kept.

She was awakened by a rattling at her door and junped
out of bed. She heard M. Royall's voice, |ow and
perenptory, and opened the door, fearing an accident.
No ot her thought had occurred to her; but when she saw
himin the doorway, a ray fromthe autumm noon falling

on his di sconposed face, she under st ood.

For a monent they | ooked at each other in silence;
then, as he put his foot across the threshold, she

stretched out her arm and stopped him

"You go right back fromhere," she said, in a shril
voice that startled her; "you ain't going to have that

key tonight."



"Charity, let nein. | don't want the key. I'ma

| onesone man," he began, in the deep voice that

soneti nes noved her.

Her heart gave a startled plunge, but she continued to
hol d hi m back contenptuously. "Well, | guess you nade
a mstake, then. This ain't your wife's room any

| onger. ™

She was not frightened, she sinply felt a deep disgust;
and perhaps he divined it or read it in her face, for
after staring at her a noment he drew back and turned
slowly away fromthe door. Wth her ear to her keyhole
she heard himfeel his way down the dark stairs, and
toward the kitchen; and she listened for the crash of
the cupboard panel, but instead she heard him after an
interval, unlock the door of the house, and his heavy
steps canme to her through the silence as he wal ked down
the path. She crept to the wi ndow and saw his bent
figure striding up the road in the noonlight. Then a
bel ated sense of fear came to her with the

consci ousness of victory, and she slipped into bed,

cold to the bone.

A day or two |ater poor Eudora Skeff, who for twenty
years had been the custodian of the Hatchard l|ibrary,

di ed suddenly of pneunonia; and the day after the
funeral Charity went to see Mss Hatchard, and asked to
be appointed librarian. The request seenmed to surprise
M ss Hatchard: she evidently questioned the new

candi date's qualifications.

"Why, | don't know, ny dear. Aren't you rather too



young?" she hesitated.

"I want to earn some noney," Charity merely answered

"Doesn't M. Royall give you all you require? No one is

rich in North Dorner."

"I want to earn noney enough to get away."

"To get away?" M ss Hatchard's puzzled wi nkles
deepened, and there was a distressful pause. "You want

to |l eave M. Royall?"

"Yes: or | want another woman in the house with ne,"

said Charity resolutely.

M ss Hatchard cl asped her nervous hands about the arns

of her chair. Her eyes invoked the faded count enances

on the wall, and after a faint cough of indecision she
brought out: "The...the housework's too hard for you,
suppose?”

Charity's heart grew cold. She understood that M ss
Hat chard had no help to give her and that she woul d
have to fight her way out of her difficulty alone. A
deeper sense of isolation overcane her; she felt
incalculably old. "She's got to be talked to like a
baby, " she thought, with a feeling of conpassion for

M ss Hatchard's long immaturity. "Yes, that's it," she
said al oud. "The housework's too hard for ne: |'ve

been coughing a good deal this fall."

She noted the inmedi ate effect of this suggestion. Mss



Hat chard pal ed at the nenory of poor Eudora's taking-
of f, and pronised to do what she could. But of course
there were people she nust consult: the clergyman, the
sel ectnen of North Dorner, and a distant Hatchard
relative at Springfield. "If you'd only gone to
school " she sighed. She followed Charity to the door
and there, in the security of the threshold, said with
a gl ance of evasive appeal: "I know M. Royal
is...trying at tines; but his wife bore with him and
you must always renenber, Charity, that it was M.
Royal I who brought you down fromthe Muntain." Charity
went honme and opened the door of M. Royall's "office."
He was sitting there by the stove readi ng Dani el
Webster's speeches. They had nmet at neals during the
five days that had el apsed since he had cone to her
door, and she had wal ked at his side at Eudora's

funeral; but they had not spoken a word to each other

He glanced up in surprise as she entered, and she
noticed that he was unshaved, and that he | ooked
unusual |y old; but as she had al ways thought of him as
an old man the change in his appearance did not nove
her. She told himshe had been to see Mss Hatchard,
and with what object. She saw that he was astonished;

but he nade no comment.

"I told her the housework was too hard for ne, and
wanted to earn the noney to pay for a hired girl. But
| ain't going to pay for her: you've got to. | want to

have sone noney of nmy own."

M. Royall's bushy bl ack eyebrows were drawn together

in a frowm, and he sat drumming with ink-stained nails



on the edge of his desk

"What do you want to earn noney for?" he asked.

"So's to get away when | want to."

"Wy do you want to get away?"

Her contenpt flashed out. "Do you suppose anybody'd
stay at North Dormer if they could help it? You

woul dn't, folks say!"

Wth | owered head he asked: "Wuere' d you go to?"

"Anywhere where | can earn ny living. 1'Il try here
first, and if | can't do it here I'll go sonewhere
else. 1'lIl go up the Mountain if | have to." She

paused on this threat, and saw that it had taken
effect. "I want you should get Mss Hatchard and the
selectnen to take ne at the library: and | want a wonan

here in the house with ne," she repeated.

M. Royall had grown exceedingly pale. Wen she ended
he stood up ponderously, |eaning against the desk; and

for a second or two they | ooked at each other.

"See here," he said at | ength as though utterance were
difficult, "there's sonething |'ve been wanting to say
to you; I'd ought to have said it before. | want you

to marry me."

The girl still stared at himw thout noving. "I want

you to marry ne," he repeated, clearing his throat.

"The minister'|ll be up here next Sunday and we can fix



it up then. O 1'Il drive you down to Hepburn to the
Justice, and get it done there. 1'lIl do whatever you
say." His eyes fell under the nerciless stare she
continued to fix on him and he shifted his weight
uneasily fromone foot to the other. As he stood there
bef ore her, unwi el dy, shabby, disordered, the purple
veins distorting the hands he pressed agai nst the desk
and his long orator's jaw trenbling with the effort of

his avowal , he seened |ike a hideous parody of the

fatherly ol d man she had al ways known.

"Marry you? Me?" she burst out with a scornful |augh
"Was that what you cane to ask nme the other night?
What's cone over you, | wonder? How long is it since
you' ve | ooked at yourself in the glass?" She

strai ghtened herself, insolently conscious of her youth
and strength. "l suppose you think it would be cheaper
to marry ne than to keep a hired girl. Everybody knows
you're the closest man in Eagle County; but | guess
you're not going to get your nending done for you that

way twice."

M. Royall did not nove while she spoke. His face was
ash-col oured and his bl ack eyebrows quivered as though
the bl aze of her scorn had blinded him Wen she

ceased he held up his hand.

"That' Il do--that'll about do," he said. He turned to
the door and took his hat fromthe hat-peg. On the
threshol d he paused. "People ain't been fair to ne--

fromthe first they ain't been fair to nme," he said.

Then he went out.



A few days later North Dorner | earned with surprise
that Charity had been appointed librarian of the
Hatchard Menorial at a salary of eight dollars a nonth
and that old Verena Marsh, fromthe Creston Al nshouse,
was coning to live at lawer Royall's and do the

cooki ng.

It was not in the roomknown at the red house as M.
Royal | 's "office" that he received his infrequent
clients. Professional dignity and nasculine

i ndependence made it necessary that he should have a
real office, under a different roof; and his standing
as the only Iawer of North Dormer required that the
roof should be the sane as that which sheltered the

Town Hall and the post-office.

It was his habit to walk to this office twice a day,
norni ng and afternoon. It was on the ground floor of
the building, with a separate entrance, and a weat hered
nane-plate on the door. Before going in he stepped in
to the post-office for his mail--usually an enpty
cerenony--said a word or two to the town-clerk, who sat
across the passage in idle state, and then went over to
the store on the opposite corner, where Carrick Fry,
the storekeeper, always kept a chair for him and where
he was sure to find one or two selectnen | eaning on the
I ong counter, in an atnmosphere of rope, |leather, tar
and cof fee-beans. M. Royall, though nonosyl | abic at

hone, was not averse, in certain noods, to inparting



his views to his fell owtownsnen; perhaps, also, he was
unwilling that his rare clients should surprise him
sitting, clerkless and unoccupied, in his dusty office.
At any rate, his hours there were not nuch | onger or
nmore regular than Charity's at the library; the rest of
the tine he spent either at the store or in driving
about the country on business connected with the

i nsurance conpani es that he represented, or in sitting
at hone reading Bancroft's History of the United States

and the speeches of Daniel Wbster.

Since the day when Charity had told himthat she w shed
to succeed to Eudora Skeff's post their rel ations had
undefinably but definitely changed. Lawer Royall had
kept his word. He had obtained the place for her at
the cost of considerabl e maneuvering, as she guessed
fromthe nunber of rival candidates, and fromthe
acerbity with which two of them O ma Fry and the

el dest Targatt girl, treated her for nearly a year
afterward. And he had engaged Verena Marsh to conme up
from Creston and do the cooking. Verena was a poor old
wi dow, doddering and shiftless: Charity suspected that
she cane for her keep. M. Royall was too close a nman
to give a dollar a day to a snmart girl when he could
get a deaf pauper for nothing. But at any rate, Verena
was there, in the attic just over Charity, and the fact

that she was deaf did not greatly trouble the young

girl.

Charity knew that what had happened on that hateful
ni ght woul d not happen again. She understood that,
prof oundly as she had despised M. Royall ever since,

he despised hinmself still nmore profoundly. If she had



asked for a wonman in the house it was far less for her
own defense than for his humliation. She needed no
one to defend her: his hunbled pride was her surest
protection. He had never spoken a word of excuse or
extenuation; the incident was as if it had never been
Yet its consequences were latent in every word that he
and she exchanged, in every glance they instinctively
turned fromeach other. Nothing now would ever shake

her rule in the red house.

On the night of her meeting with Mss Hatchard's cousin
Charity lay in bed, her bare arns cl asped under her
rough head, and continued to think of him She
supposed that he neant to spend sone tine in North
Dornmer. He had said he was | ooking up the old houses in
t he nei ghbour hood; and though she was not very clear as
to his purpose, or as to why anyone should | ook for old
houses, when they lay in wait for one on every
roadsi de, she understood that he needed the hel p of
books, and resolved to hunt up the next day the vol unme
she had failed to find, and any others that seened

related to the subject.

Never had her ignorance of life and literature so

wei ghed on her as in reliving the short scene of her

di sconfiture. "It's no use trying to be anything in
this place,” she muttered to her pillow and she
shrivelled at the vision of vague netropolises, shining
super-Nettl etons, where girls in better clothes than
Belle Balch's talked fluently of architecture to young
men with hands |ike Lucius Harney's. Then she
renenbered his sudden pause when he had conme close to

the desk and had his first ook at her. The sight had



made him forget what he was going to say; she recalled
the change in his face, and junping up she ran over the
bare boards to her washstand, found the matches, lit a
candle, and lifted it to the square of |ooking-glass on
the white-washed wall. Her small face, usually so
darkly pale, glowed Ilike a rose in the faint orb of
Iight, and under her runpled hair her eyes seened

deeper and larger than by day. Perhaps after all it

was a nistake to wish they were blue. A clunmsy band

and button fastened her unbl eached ni ght-gown about the
throat. She undid it, freed her thin shoul ders, and saw
herself a bride in | ow necked satin, wal king down an
aisle with Lucius Harney. He would kiss her as they
left the church....She put down the candl e and covered
her face with her hands as if to inprison the kiss. At
that nmonment she heard M. Royall's step as he cane up
the stairs to bed, and a fierce revulsion of feeling
swept over her. Until then she had nerely despised

him now deep hatred of himfilled her heart. He becane

to her a horrible old man. ..

The next day, when M. Royall cane back to dinner, they
faced each other in silence as usual. Verena's
presence at the table was an excuse for their not
tal ki ng, though her deafness would have pernitted the
freest interchange of confidences. But when the neal
was over, and M. Royall rose fromthe table, he | ooked
back at Charity, who had stayed to help the old woman

cl ear away the dishes.

"I want to speak to you a mnute,"” he said; and she

foll owed himacross the passage, wonderi ng.



He seated hinmself in his black horse-hair arnchair, and
she | eaned agai nst the window, indifferently. She was
impatient to be gone to the library, to hunt for the

book on North Dor ner.

"See here," he said, "why ain't you at the library the

days you're supposed to be there?"

The question, breaking in on her mood of blissfu
abstraction, deprived her of speech, and she stared at

himfor a nonent wi thout answering.

"Who says | ain't?"

"There's been sone conplaints nade, it appears. M ss

Hat chard sent for ne this norning----'

Charity's snoul dering resentnent broke into a blaze. "I
know Orma Fry, and that toad of a Targatt girl and Ben
Fry, like as not. He's going round with her. The |ow
down sneaks--1 always knew they'd try to have ne out!

As if anybody ever cane to the library, anyhow "

"Sonmebody did yesterday, and you weren't there."

"Yesterday?" she | aughed at her happy recollection. "At

what tinme wasn't | there yesterday, |'d like to know?"

"Round about four o'clock."

Charity was silent. She had been so steeped in the
dreany renenbrance of young Harney's visit that she had

forgotten having deserted her post as soon as he had



left the library.

"Who cane at four o'clock?"

"M ss Hatchard did."

"M ss Hatchard? Wy, she ain't ever been near the place
since she's been lane. She couldn't get up the steps

if she tried."

"She can be hel ped up, | guess. She was yesterday,
anyhow, by the young fellow that's staying with her. He
found you there, | understand, earlier in the

afternoon; and he went back and told Mss Hatchard the
books were in bad shape and needed attending to. She
got excited, and had herself wheel ed straight round;

and when she got there the place was | ocked. So she
sent for ne, and told ne about that, and about the

other conplaints. She clains you' ve negl ected things,

and that she's going to get a trained librarian.”

Charity had not noved while he spoke. She stood with
her head thrown back agai nst the wi ndowframe, her arns
hangi ng agai nst her sides, and her hands so tightly

cl enched that she felt, wi thout knowi ng what hurt her

the sharp edge of her nails against her pal ns.

O all M. Royall had said she had retained only the
phrase: "He told M ss Hatchard the books were in bad
shape.” What did she care for the other charges agai nst
her? Malice or truth, she despised them as she despised
her detractors. But that the stranger to whom she had

felt herself so nysteriously drawn shoul d have betrayed



her! That at the very nonent when she had fled up the
hillside to think of himnore deliciously he should
have been hasteni ng home to denounce her short-coni ngs!
She renenbered how, in the darkness of her room she
had covered her face to press his inagined kiss closer
and her heart raged against himfor the |liberty he had

not taken

"Well, 1'll go," she said suddenly. "I'll go right

of f."

"Co where?" She heard the startled note in M. Royall's

voi ce.

"Why, out of their old library: straight out, and never
set foot in it again. They needn't think I'mgoing to

wait round and let them say they've discharged ne!"

"Charity--Charity Royall, you listen----" he began
getting heavily out of his chair; but she waved him

asi de, and wal ked out of the room

Upstairs she took the library key fromthe place where
she always hid it under her pincushion--who said she
wasn't careful ?--put on her hat, and swept down again
and out into the street. |If M. Royall heard her go he
made no notion to detain her: his sudden rages probably
made hi m understand the usel essness of reasoning with

hers.

She reached the brick tenple, unlocked the door and
entered into the glacial twilight. "I'mglad I'l
never have to sit in this old vault again when ot her

folks are out in the sun!" she said aloud as the



famliar chill took her. She | ooked with abhorrence at
the I ong dingy rows of books, the sheep-nosed M nerva
on her black pedestal, and the nild-faced young nan in
a high stock whose effigy pined above her desk. She
meant to take out of the drawer her roll of |ace and
the library register, and go straight to Mss Hatchard
to announce her resignation. But suddenly a great
desol ati on overcane her, and she sat down and laid her
face against the desk. Her heart was ravaged by life's
cruel est discovery: the first creature who had cone
toward her out of the wilderness had brought her
angui sh instead of joy. She did not cry; tears cane
hard to her, and the storns of her heart spent
thenselves inwardly. But as she sat there in her dunb
woe she felt her life to be too desolate, too ugly and

i nt ol erabl e.

"What have | ever done to it, that it should hurt ne
so?" she groaned, and pressed her fists against her

lids, which were beginning to swell w th weeping.

"I won't--1 won't go there looking like a horror!" she
muttered, springing up and pushing back her hair as if
it stifled her. She opened the drawer, dragged out the
register, and turned toward the door. As she did so it
opened, and the young nman from M ss Hatchard's cane in

whi st i ng.



He stopped and lifted his hat with a shy snile. "I beg

your pardon," he said. "I thought there was no one
here. ™
Charity stood before him barring his way. "You can't

come in. The library ain't open to the public

Wednesdays. "

"I know it's not; but ny cousin gave ne her key."

"M ss Hatchard's got no right to give her key to other
folks, any nore'n | have. |'mthe librarian and | know

the by-laws. This is ny library."

The young man | ooked profoundly surprised.

"Way, | know it is; I'mso sorry if you mnd ny

com ng. "

"l suppose you cane to see what nore you could say to
set her against me? But you needn't trouble: it's ny
library today, but it won't be this tine tonorrow. |'m
on the way now to take her back the key and the

register.”

Young Harney's face grew grave, but w thout betraying

the consci ousness of guilt she had | ooked for

"I don't understand," he said. "There nust be sone
m stake. Wiy should | say things against you to Mss

Hat chard--or to anyone?”

The apparent evasiveness of the reply caused Charity's

i ndignation to overflow. "I don't know why you shoul d.



I could understand Ona Fry's doing it, because she's
al ways wanted to get nme out of here ever since the
first day. | can't see why, when she's got her own
hone, and her father to work for her; nor lda Targatt,
neither, when she got a | egacy from her step-brother
on'y last year. But anyway we all live in the sane

pl ace, and when it's a place like North Dorner it's
enough to make peopl e hate each other just to have to
wal k down the sane street every day. But you don't
live here, and you don't know anythi ng about any of us,
so what did you have to neddle for? Do you suppose the
other girls'd have kept the books any better'n | did?
Wiy, Oma Fry don't hardly know a book froma flat-
iron! And what if | don't always sit round here doing
nothing till it strikes five up at the church? Wo
cares if the library's open or shut? Do you suppose

anybody ever comes here for books? What they'd like to

come for is to neet the fellows they're going with if

I"dlet "em But | wouldn't let Bill Sollas fromover
the hill hang round here waiting for the youngest
Targatt girl, because | know him..that's all...even if
I don't know about books all | ought to...."

She stopped with a choking in her throat. Trenors of
rage were runni ng through her, and she steadied herself
agai nst the edge of the desk | est he should see her

weakness.

What he saw seened to affect himdeeply, for he grew
red under his sunburn, and stammered out: "But, Mss

Royal |, | assure you...| assure you..."

Hi s distress inflaned her anger, and she regai ned her



voice to fling back: "If | was you I'd have the nerve

to stick to what | said!"

The taunt seened to restore his presence of mnd. "I
hope | should if | knew, but | don't. Apparently
somet hi ng di sagr eeabl e has happened, for which you
think I"'mto blame. But | don't know what it is,
because |'ve been up on Eagle Ridge ever since the

early norning."

"I don't know where you've been this norning, but I
know you were here in this library yesterday; and it
was you that went hone and told your cousin the books
were in bad shape, and brought her round to see howl'd

negl ected them™

Young Harney | ooked sincerely concerned. "Was that
what you were told? | don't wonder you're angry. The
books are in bad shape, and as sonme are interesting
it's apity. | told Mss Hatchard they were suffering
from danpness and lack of air; and | brought her here
to show her how easily the place could be ventil ated.

al so told her you ought to have sonme one to hel p you do
the dusting and airing. |f you were given a wong
version of what | said |'msorry; but I'mso fond of
ol d books that |1'd rather see themmade into a bonfire

than left to noul der away |ike these."

Charity felt her sobs rising and tried to stifle them
in wrds. "I don't care what you say you told her. Al
I know is she thinks it's all ny fault, and I'm going
to lose ny job, and | wanted it nore'n anyone in the

vill age, because | haven't got anybody bel onging to ne,



the way other folks have. Al | wanted was to put
asi de noney enough to get away from here soneti ne.
D you suppose if it hadn't been for that |I'd have kept

on sitting day after day in this old vault?"

O this appeal her hearer took up only the | ast
question. "It is an old vault; but need it be? That's
the point. And it's ny putting the question to ny
cousin that seens to have been the cause of the
trouble.” H's glance explored the nel ancholy penunbra
of the Iong narrow room resting on the bl otched walls,
the discol oured rows of books, and the stern rosewood
desk surmounted by the portrait of the young Honori us.
"OfF course it's a bad job to do anything with a

buil ding jamed against a hill like this ridiculous
mausol eum  you couldn't get a good draught through it
wi thout blowing a hole in the mountain. But it can be
ventilated after a fashion, and the sun can be let in:

I"1l show you how if you like.... The architect's
passion for inprovenent had al ready nade hi mlose sight
of her grievance, and he lifted his stick instructively
toward the cornice. But her silence seened to tell him
that she took no interest in the ventilation of the
library, and turning back to her abruptly he held out

both hands. "Look here--you don't nean what you sai d?

You don't really think 1'd do anything to hurt you?"

A new note in his voice disarned her: no one had ever

spoken to her in that tone.

"Ch, what DID you do it for then?" she wailed. He
had her hands in his, and she was feeling the snooth

touch that she had i magi ned the day before on the



hi 'l si de.

He pressed her hands lightly and let themgo. "Wy, to
make things pleasanter for you here; and better for the
books. I'msorry if my cousin tw sted around what |
said. She's excitable, and she lives on trifles:

ought to have renmenbered that. Don't punish ne by

letting her think you take her seriously."

It was wonderful to hear him speak of M ss Hatchard as
if she were a querul ous baby: in spite of his shyness
he had the air of power that the experience of cities
probably gave. It was the fact of having lived in
Nettleton that nade | awer Royall, in spite of his
infirmties, the strongest man in North Dorner; and
Charity was sure that this young man had lived in

bi gger pl aces than Nettl eton.

She felt that if she kept up her denunciatory tone he
woul d secretly class her with M ss Hatchard; and the

t hought made her suddenly sinple.

"It don't matter to M ss Hatchard how | take her. M.
Royal | says she's going to get a trained librarian; and
I'd sooner resign than have the village say she sent ne

away. "

"Naturally you would. But |I'msure she doesn't nean to
send you away. At any rate, won't you give ne the
chance to find out first and let you know? It will be

time enough to resign if |I'mm staken."”

Her pride flaned into her cheeks at the suggestion of

his intervening. "I don't want anybody shoul d coax her



to keep ne if | don't suit."

He coloured too. "I give you ny word | won't do that.
Only wait till tonmorrow, will you?" He | ooked straight
into her eyes with his shy grey glance. "You can trust

me, you know-you really can."

Al the old frozen woes seened to nelt in her, and she
mur mur ed awkwardly, |ooking away fromhim "Ch, 1'1lI

wai t."

There had never been such a June in Eagle County.
Usually it was a nonth of npods, with abrupt
alternations of belated frost and m d-sunmer heat; this
year, day followed day in a sequence of tenperate
beauty. Every norning a breeze blew steadily fromthe
hills. Toward noon it built up great canopies of

white cloud that threw a cool shadow over fields and
woods; then before sunset the clouds dissolved again,
and the western light rained its unobstructed

bri ght ness on the vall ey.

On such an afternoon Charity Royall lay on a ridge
above a sunlit hollow, her face pressed to the earth
and the warmcurrents of the grass running through her.
Directly in her line of vision a blackberry branch laid
its frail white flowers and bl ue-green | eaves agai nst

the sky. Just beyond, a tuft of sweet-fern uncurled



bet ween the beaded shoots of the grass, and a snall
yellow butterfly vibrated over themlike a fleck of
sunshine. This was all she saw, but she felt, above
her and about her, the strong growth of the beeches
clothing the ridge, the rounding of pale green cones on
count |l ess spruce-branches, the push of nyriads of
sweet-fern fronds in the cracks of the stony sl ope
bel ow t he wood, and the crowdi ng shoots of neadowsweet
and yellow flags in the pasture beyond. Al this
bubbl i ng of sap and slipping of sheaths and bursting of
cal yxes was carried to her on mngled currents of
fragrance. Every |eaf and bud and bl ade seened to
contribute its exhalation to the pervadi ng sweetness in
whi ch the pungency of pine-sap prevail ed over the spice
of thyne and the subtle perfunme of fern, and all were
merged in a noist earth-snell that was |ike the breath

of some huge sun-warned ani nal

Charity had lain there a long tinme, passive and sun-
war nmed as the slope on which she lay, when there came
bet ween her eyes and the dancing butterfly the sight of

a man's foot in a large worn boot covered with red nud.

"Ch, don't!" she exclainmed, raising herself on her

el bow and stretching out a warni ng hand.

"Don't what?" a hoarse voice asked above her head.

"Don't stamp on those branble flowers, you dolt!" she
retorted, springing to her knees. The foot paused and
then descended clunsily on the frail branch, and

rai sing her eyes she saw above her the bew | dered face
of a slouching man with a thin sunburnt beard, and

white arns show ng through his ragged shirt.



"Don't you ever SEE anything, Liff Hyatt?" she
assailed him as he stood before her with the | ook of a

man who has stirred up a wasp's nest.

He grinned. "I seen you! That's what | cone down for."

"Down from where?" she questioned, stooping to gather

up the petals his foot had scattered.

He jerked his thunb toward the heights. "Been cutting

down trees for Dan Targatt."

Charity sank back on her heels and | ooked at him

musi ngly. She was not in the least afraid of poor Liff
Hyatt, though he "canme fromthe Muntain," and sone of
the girls ran when they saw him Anong the nore
reasonabl e he passed for a harm ess creature, a sort of
link between the nmountain and civilized folk, who
occasionally came down and did a little wood cutting
for a farner when hands were short. Besides, she knew
the Mountain people would never hurt her: Liff hinself
had told her so once when she was a little girl, and

had nmet hi mone day at the edge of |awyer Royall's

pasture. "They won't any of 'emtouch you up there,
f'ever you was to cone up....But | don't s'pose you
will," he had added phil osophically, |ooking at her new

shoes, and at the red ribbon that Ms. Royall had tied

in her hair.

Charity had, in truth, never felt any desire to visit
her birthplace. She did not care to have it known that

she was of the Muntain, and was shy of being seen in



talk with Liff Hyatt. But today she was not sorry to
have hi m appear. A great many things had happened to
her since the day when young Lucius Harney had entered
the doors of the Hatchard Menorial, but none, perhaps,
so unforeseen as the fact of her suddenly finding it a
conveni ence to be on good terns with Liff Hyatt. She
continued to look up curiously at his freckled weat her-
beaten face, with feverish hollows bel ow the cheekbones
and the pale yellow eyes of a harmess animal. "I
wonder if he's related to ne?" she thought, with a

shi ver of disdain.

"I's there any folks living in the brown house by the
swanp, up under Porcupine?" she presently asked in an

i ndi fferent tone.

Liff Hyatt, for a while, considered her with surprise;
then he scratched his head and shifted his weight from

one tattered sole to the other

"There's always the sane folks in the brown house,” he

said with his vague grin.

"They're fromup your way, ain't they?"

"Their nane's the sanme as nmine," he rejoined

uncertainly.

Charity still held himw th resolute eyes. "See here,
I want to go there sone day and take a gentleman with
me that's boarding with us. He's up in these parts

drawi ng pictures.”

She did not offer to explain this statement. It was



too far beyond Liff Hyatt's limtations for the attenpt
to be worth making. "He wants to see the brown house,

and go all over it," she pursued.

Liff was still running his fingers perplexedly through
his shock of strawcolored hair. "Is it a fellow from

the city?" he asked.

"Yes. He draws pictures of things. He's down there
now drawi ng the Bonner house." She pointed to a chi mey
just visible over the dip of the pasture bel ow the

wood.

"The Bonner house?" Liff echoed incredul ously.

"Yes. You won't understand--and it don't matter. Al

| say is: he's going to the Hyatts' in a day or two."

Liff | ooked nore and nore perplexed. "Bash is ugly

sonetinmes in the afternoons.”

She threw her head back, her eyes full on Hyatt's. "I'm

comng too: vyou tell him"

"They won't none of themtrouble you, the Hyatts won't.

What d'you want a take a stranger with you though?"

I'"ve told you, haven't I? You've got to tell Bash

Hyatt."

He | ooked away at the blue nountains on the horizon
then his gaze dropped to the chi mey-top bel ow the

past ure.



"He's down there now?"

" Yes "

He shifted his weight again, crossed his arnms, and
continued to survey the distant |andscape. "Well, so

long," he said at last, inconclusively; and turning
away he shanbled up the hillside. Fromthe | edge above
her, he paused to call down: "I wouldn't go there a
Sunday"; then he clanbered on till the trees closed in

on him Presently, from high overhead, Charity heard

the ring of his axe.

She lay on the warmridge, thinking of many things that
t he woodsman's appearance had stirred up in her. She
knew nothing of her early life, and had never felt any
curiosity about it: only a sullen reluctance to explore
the corner of her nmenory where certain blurred i nages
lingered. But all that had happened to her within the

| ast few weeks had stirred her to the sl eeping depths.
She had becone absorbingly interesting to herself, and
everything that had to do with her past was illuninated

by this sudden curiosity.

She hated nore than ever the fact of coming fromthe
Mountain; but it was no |onger indifferent to her

Everything that in any way affected her was alive and
vivid: even the hateful things had grown interesting

because they were a part of herself.

"I wonder if Liff Hyatt knows who ny nother was?" she
mused; and it filled her with a trenor of surprise to

think that some woman who was once young and slight,



with quick notions of the blood |ike hers, had carried
her in her breast, and watched her sleeping. She had
al ways t hought of her nother as so | ong dead as to be
no nore than a nanel ess pinch of earth; but now it

occurred to her that the once-young wonman m ght be

alive, and winkled and el f-1ocked |Iike the woman she
had sonetimes seen in the door of the brown house that

Luci us Harney wanted to draw.

The thought brought himback to the central point in
her m nd, and she strayed away fromthe conjectures
roused by Liff Hyatt's presence. Specul ations
concerning the past could not hold her [ong when the
present was so rich, the future so rosy, and when

Luci us Harney, a stone's throw away, was bendi ng over
hi s sketch-book, frowning, calculating, measuring, and
then throwing his head back with the sudden smle that

had shed its brightness over everything.

She scranmbled to her feet, but as she did so she saw
hi m coming up the pasture and dropped down on the grass
to wait. When he was draw ng and neasuring one of "his

houses," as she called them she often strayed away by
herself into the woods or up the hillside. It was
partly from shyness that she did so: froma sense of

i nadequacy that came to her nobst painfully when her
conpani on, absorbed in his job, forgot her ignorance
and her inability to follow his |east allusion, and

pl unged into a nonol ogue on art and life. To avoid the
awkwar dness of listening with a blank face, and also to
escape the surprised stare of the inhabitants of the

houses before which he would abruptly pull up their

horse and open his sketch-book, she slipped away to



some spot from which, w thout being seen, she could

wat ch himat work, or at |east |ook down on the house
he was drawi ng. She had not been displ eased, at first,
to have it known to North Dorner and the nei ghborhood
that she was driving Mss Hatchard's cousin about the
country in the buggy he had hired of |awer Royall

She had al ways kept to herself, contenptuously al oof
fromvillage | ove-making, w thout exactly know ng

whet her her fierce pride was due to the sense of her
tainted origin, or whether she was reserving herself
for a nore brilliant fate. Sonmetinmes she envied the
other girls their sentimental preoccupations, their

| ong hours of inarticulate philandering with one of the
few youths who still lingered in the village; but when
she pictured herself curling her hair or putting a new
ri bbon on her hat for Ben Fry or one of the Sollas boys

the fever dropped and she rel apsed into indifference.

Now she knew t he neani ng of her disdains and
reluctances. She had | earned what she was worth when
Luci us Harney, looking at her for the first tinme, had

| ost the thread of his speech, and | eaned reddeni ng on
the edge of her desk. But another kind of shyness had
been born in her: a terror of exposing to vulgar perils
the sacred treasure of her happi ness. She was not
sorry to have the nei ghbors suspect her of "going wth"
a young man fromthe city; but she did not want it
known to all the countryside how nmany hours of the |ong
June days she spent with him \What she nost feared was
that the inevitable comments should reach M. Royall.
Charity was instinctively aware that few things
concer ni ng her escaped the eyes of the silent man under

whose roof she lived; and in spite of the |atitude



whi ch North Dorner accorded to courting couples she had
al ways felt that, on the day when she showed too open a
preference, M. Royall mght, as she phrased it, nake
her "pay for it." How, she did not know, and her fear
was the greater because it was undefinable. If she had
been accepting the attentions of one of the village
yout hs she woul d have been | ess apprehensive: M.
Royal I could not prevent her marrying when she chose
to. But everybody knew that "going with a city fell ow'
was a different and |less straightforward affair: al nost
every village could show a victimof the perilous
venture. And her dread of M. Royall's intervention
gave a sharpened joy to the hours she spent with young
Harney, and nade her, at the same tine, shy of being

too generally seen with him

As he approached she rose to her knees, stretching her
arns above her head with the indolent gesture that was

her way of expressing a profound well -being.

"I'mgoing to take you to that house up under

Por cupi ne, " she announced.

"What house? OCh, yes; that ranshackl e place near the
swanp, with the gipsy-looking people hangi ng about.
It's curious that a house with traces of rea
architecture should have been built in such a place.

But the people were a sul ky-1ooking |ot--do you suppose

they'Il let us in?"

"They' |l do whatever | tell them" she said with

assur ance.

He threw hinsel f down beside her. "WII| they?" he



rejoined with a snmile. "Well, | should like to see
what's left inside the house. And | should like to
have a talk with the people. W0 was it who was
telling ne the other day that they had come down from

t he Mount ai n?"

Charity shot a sideward look at him It was the first

time he had spoken of the Mountain except as a feature

of the landscape. What else did he know about it, and

about her relation to it? Her heart began to beat wth
the fierce inpulse of resistance which she

instinctively opposed to every inmagi ned slight.

"The Mountain? | ain't afraid of the Mountain!"

Her tone of defiance seened to escape him He |ay
breast-down on the grass, breaking off sprigs of thyme
and pressing themagainst his lips. Far off, above the
folds of the nearer hills, the Muntain thrust itself

up menaci ngly against a yell ow sunset.

"I must go up there sone day: | want to see it,"” he

conti nued.

Her heart-beats slackened and she turned again to
exanmine his profile. It was innocent of all unfriendly

i ntention.

"What'd you want to go up the Muntain for?"

"Why, it nust be rather a curious place. There's a
queer colony up there, you know. sort of out-laws, a

little independent kingdom O course you've heard



t hem spoken of ; but I'mtold they have nothing to do
with the people in the valleys--rather | ook down on
them in fact. | suppose they're rough custoners; but

they nust have a good deal of character."

She did not quite know what he nmeant by having a good
deal of character; but his tone was expressive of

adm ration, and deepened her dawning curiosity. It
struck her now as strange that she knew so little about
the Mountain. She had never asked, and no one had ever
offered to enlighten her. North Dormer took the
Mountain for granted, and inplied its disparagenent by

an intonation rather than by explicit criticism

"I't's queer, you know," he continued, "that, just over
there, on top of that hill, there should be a handfu

of people who don't give a dam for anybody."

The words thrilled her. They seened the clue to her
own revolts and defiances, and she |onged to have him

tell her nore

"I don't know nuch about them Have they al ways been

t her e?"

"Nobody seens to know exactly how | ong. Down at
Creston they told nme that the first colonists are
supposed to have been nen who worked on the railway
that was built forty or fifty years ago between
Springfield and Nettleton. Sone of themtook to drink
or got into trouble with the police, and went off--

di sappeared into the woods. A year or two |later there
was a report that they were living up on the Muntain.

Then | suppose others joined them-and children were



born. Now they say there are over a hundred people up
there. They seemto be quite outside the jurisdiction
of the valleys. No school, no church--and no sheriff
ever goes up to see what they're about. But don't

peopl e ever talk of themat North Dornmer?"

"I don't know. They say they're bad.”

He | aughed. "Do they? W'Il go and see, shall we?"

She flushed at the suggestion, and turned her face to
his. "You never heard, | suppose--I come fromthere.

They brought ne down when | was little."

"You?" He raised hinself on his el bow, |ooking at her
with sudden interest. "You're fromthe Muntain? How

curious! | suppose that's why you're so different....'

Her happy bl ood bathed her to the forehead. He was
prai sing her--and praising her because she canme from

t he Mbunt ai n!

"Am | ...different?" she triunphed, with affected

wonder .

"Ch, awfully!" He picked up her hand and laid a kiss on

t he sunburnt knuckl es.

"Come," he said, "let's be off." He stood up and shook
the grass fromhis | oose grey clothes. "Wat a good

day! Wiere are you going to take ne tonorrow?"



\l

That evening after supper Charity sat alone in the
kitchen and listened to M. Royall and young Har ney

tal king in the porch.

She had renmi ned indoors after the table had been

cl eared and ol d Verena had hobbled up to bed. The

ki tchen wi ndow was open, and Charity seated herself
near it, her idle hands on her knee. The evening was
cool and still. Beyond the black hills an anber west
passed into pale green, and then to a deep blue in

whi ch a great star hung. The soft hoot of a little ow
came through the dusk, and between its calls the men's

voi ces rose and fell.

M. Royall's was full of a sonorous satisfaction. It
was a long tine since he had had anyone of Lucius
Harney's quality to talk to: Charity divined that the
young nan synbolized all his ruined and unforgotten
past. Wen M ss Hatchard had been called to
Springfield by the illness of a wi dowed sister, and
young Harney, by that tine seriously enbarked on his
task of drawi ng and neasuring all the old houses

bet ween Nettl eton and the New Hanpshire border, had
suggested the possibility of boarding at the red house
in his cousin's absence, Charity had trenbled | est M.
Royal | should refuse. There had been no question of

| odgi ng the young man: there was no roomfor him But
it appeared that he could still live at Mss Hatchard's
if M. Royall would let himtake his neals at the red
house; and after a day's deliberation M. Royal

consent ed.



Charity suspected himof being glad of the chance to
make a little noney. He had the reputation of being an
avaricious man; but she was beginning to think he was
probably poorer than people knew. Hi s practice had
becone little nore than a vague | egend, revived only at
| engt hening intervals by a sumtmons to Hepburn or

Nettl eton; and he appeared to depend for his living

mai nly on the scant produce of his farm and on the
commi ssions received fromthe few i nsurance agencies
that he represented in the nei ghbourhood. At any rate,
he had been pronpt in accepting Harney's offer to hire
the buggy at a dollar and a half a day; and his
satisfaction with the bargain had manifested itself,
unexpect edly enough, at the end of the first week, by
his tossing a ten-dollar bill into Charity's lap as she

sat one day retrinmng her old hat.

"Here--go get yourself a Sunday bonnet that'll mnake al
the other girls nmad," he said, |ooking at her with a
sheepi sh twinkle in his deep-set eyes; and she

i medi atel y guessed that the unwonted present--the only
gi ft of noney she had ever received fromhim-

represented Harney's first paynent.

But the young man's coning had brought M. Royall other
than pecuniary benefit. It gave him for the first
time in years, a man's conpani onship. Charity had only
a di munderstandi ng of her guardi an's needs; but she
knew he felt hinself above the people anbong whom he
Iived, and she saw that Lucius Harney thought him so.
She was surprised to find how well he seened to talk

now that he had a |istener who understood him and she



was equal ly struck by young Harney's friendly

def erence

Their conversation was nostly about politics, and
beyond her range; but tonight it had a peculiar
interest for her, for they had begun to speak of the
Mountain. She drew back a little, lest they should see

she was in hearing.

"The Mountain? The Muntai n?" she heard M. Royall say.
"Why, the Mountain's a blot--that's what it is, sir, a
blot. That scumup there ought to have been run in

| ong ago--and woul d have, if the people down here

hadn't been clean scared of them The Muntain bel ongs
to this township, and it's North Dornmer's fault if
there's a gang of thieves and outlaws |iving over

there, in sight of us, defying the laws of their
country. Wy, there ain't a sheriff or a tax-collector
or a coroner'd durst go up there. Wen they hear of

trouble on the Mountain the sel ectnen | ook the other

way, and pass an appropriation to beautify the town
punp. The only man that ever goes up is the minister
and he goes because they send down and get hi m whenever
there's any of themdies. They think a |ot of
Christian burial on the Muntain--but | never heard of
their having the mnister up to marry them And they
never trouble the Justice of the Peace either. They

just herd together like the heathen."

He went on, explaining in sonewhat technical |anguage
how the little colony of squatters had contrived to
keep the law at bay, and Charity, w th burning

eagerness, awaited young Harney's comment; but the



young nan seened nore concerned to hear M. Royall's

views than to express his own.

"l suppose you've never been up there yoursel f?" he

presently asked.

"Yes, | have," said M. Royall with a contenptuous

| augh. "The wi seacres down here told ne |I'd be done
for before | got back; but nobody lifted a finger to
hurt me. And |I'd just had one of their gang sent up

for seven years too."

"You went up after that?"

"Yes, sir: right after it. The fell ow cane down to
Nettleton and ran amuck, the way they sonmetines do
After they' ve done a wood-cutting job they cone down
and bl ow the noney in; and this man ended up with

mansl aughter. | got himconvicted, though they were
scared of the Mountain even at Nettleton; and then a
queer thing happened. The fellow sent for ne to go and
see himin gaol. | went, and this is what he says:
"The fool that defended me is a chicken-livered son of
a--and all the rest of it,' he says. 'Il've got a job
to be done for nme up on the Mountain, and you're the
only man | seen in court that |ooks as if he'd do it.
He told ne he had a child up there--or thought he had--
alittle girl; and he wanted her brought down and
reared like a Christian. | was sorry for the fell ow,
so | went up and got the child." He paused, and Charity
listened with a throbbing heart. "That's the only tinme

| ever went up the Muntain," he concl uded.



There was a nonent's silence; then Harney spoke. "And

the chil d--had she no not her?"

"Ch, yes: there was a nother. But she was gl ad enough
to have her go. She'd have given her to anybody. They
ain't half human up there. | guess the nother's dead
by now, with the life she was | eading. Anyhow, 1've

never heard of her fromthat day to this."

"My God, how ghastly,"” Harney nurnured; and Charity,
choking with hum liation, sprang to her feet and ran
upstairs. She knew at last: knew that she was the
child of a drunken convict and of a nother who wasn't
"hal f human," and was glad to have her go; and she had
heard this history of her origin related to the one
bei ng i n whose eyes she |onged to appear superior to

t he peopl e about her! She had noticed that M. Royal
had not naned her, had even avoi ded any allusion that
m ght identify her with the child he had brought down
fromthe Muntain; and she knew it was out of regard
for her that he had kept silent. But of what use was
his discretion, since only that afternoon, msled by
Harney's interest in the out-law col ony, she had
boasted to himof conming fromthe Muntain? Now every
word that had been spoken showed her how such an origin

nmust wi den the di stance between them

During his ten days' sojourn at North Dorner Lucius
Har ney had not spoken a word of love to her. He had
intervened in her behalf with his cousin, and had
convinced Mss Hatchard of her merits as a librarian
but that was a sinple act of justice, since it was by

his own fault that those nerits had been questioned. He



had asked her to drive himabout the country when he
hired |l awyer Royall's buggy to go on his sketching
expedi tions; but that too was natural enough, since he
was unfamliar with the region. Lastly, when his
cousin was called to Springfield, he had begged M.
Royall to receive himas a boarder; but where else in
North Dorner could he have boarded? Not with Carrick
Fry, whose wife was paral ysed, and whose large famly
crowded his table to over-flowi ng; not with the
Targatts, who lived a mle up the road, nor with poor
old Ms. Hawes, who, since her eldest daughter had
deserted her, barely had the strength to cook her own
meals while Ally picked up her living as a seanstress.
M. Royall's was the only house where the young man
coul d have been offered a decent hospitality. There
had been nothing, therefore, in the outward course of
events to raise in Charity's breast the hopes with
which it trenbled. But beneath the visible incidents
resulting fromLucius Harney's arrival there ran an
undercurrent as nysterious and potent as the influence
that nmakes the forest break into | eaf before the ice is

of f the pools.

The busi ness on which Harney had cone was authentic;
Charity had seen the letter froma New York publisher
commi ssioning himto nmake a study of the eighteenth
century houses in the less famliar districts of New
Engl and. But inconprehensible as the whole affair was
to her, and hard as she found it to understand why he
paused enchanted before certain neglected and paintless
houses, while others, refurbished and "inproved" by the
| ocal builder, did not arrest a gl ance, she could not

but suspect that Eagle County was less rich in



architecture than he averred, and that the duration of
his stay (which he had fixed at a nmonth) was not
unconnected with the ook in his eyes when he had first
paused before her in the library. Everything that had
foll owed seenmed to have grown out of that |ook: his way
of speaking to her, his quickness in catching her

meani ng, his evident eagerness to prolong their
excursions and to seize on every chance of being with

her.

The signs of his liking were manifest enough; but it
was hard to guess how nmuch they neant, because his
manner was so different from anything North Dorner had
ever shown her. He was at once sinpler and nore
deferential than any one she had known; and soneti nes
it was just when he was sinplest that she nost felt the
di stance between them Education and opportunity had
divided themby a width that no effort of hers could
bri dge, and even when his youth and his admiration
brought hi m nearest, sone chance word, sone unconsci ous

al l usi on, seened to thrust her back across the gulf.

Never had it yawned so wi de as when she fled up to her
roomcarrying with her the echo of M. Royall's tale.
Her first confused thought was the prayer that she

m ght never see young Harney again. |t was too

bitter to picture himas the detached inpartia

listener to such a story. "I wish he'd go away: |

wi sh he'd go tonorrow, and never cone back!" she npaned
to her pillow, and far into the night she lay there, in
the di sordered dress she had forgotten to take off, her
whol e soul a tossing msery on which her hopes and

dreans spun about |ike drowning straws.



O all this tunmult only a vague heart-soreness was |eft
when she opened her eyes the next norning. Her first

t hought was of the weather, for Harney had asked her to
take himto the brown house under Porcupine, and then
around by Hanblin; and as the trip was a | ong one they
were to start at nine. The sun rose w thout a cloud,
and earlier than usual she was in the kitchen, naking
cheese sandwi ches, decanting butternmilk into a bottle,
wrappi ng up slices of apple pie, and accusing Verena of
havi ng gi ven away a basket she needed, which had al ways
hung on a hook in the passage. Wen she cane out into
the porch, in her pink calico, which had run a little
in the washing, but was still bright enough to set off
her dark tints, she had such a triunphant sense of
being a part of the sunlight and the norning that

the last trace of her misery vanished. Wat did it
matter where she cane from or whose child she was,
when | ove was dancing in her veins, and down the road

she saw young Harney com ng toward her?

M. Royall was in the porch too. He had said nothing
at breakfast, but when she came out in her pink dress,
the basket in her hand, he | ooked at her with surprise.

"Where you going to?" he asked.

"Way--M. Harney's starting earlier than usual today,"

she answer ed.

"M. Harney, M. Harney? Ain't M. Harney |earned how

to drive a horse yet?"



She made no answer, and he sat tilted back in his
chair, drumming on the rail of the porch. It was the
first tine he had ever spoken of the young nan in that
tone, and Charity felt a faint chill of apprehension
After a nonment he stood up and wal ked away toward the
bit of ground behind the house, where the hired man was

hoei ng.

The air was cool and clear, with the autummal sparkle
that a north wind brings to the hills in early sumer,
and the night had been so still that the dew hung on
everything, not as a lingering noisture, but in
separate beads that glittered |ike di anonds on the
ferns and grasses. It was a long drive to the foot of
Porcupine: first across the valley, with blue hills
boundi ng the open sl opes; then down into the beech-
woods, follow ng the course of the Creston, a brown
brook | eapi ng over velvet |edges; then out again onto
the farmlands about Creston Lake, and gradually up the
ridges of the Eagle Range. At last they reached the
yoke of the hills, and before them opened anot her
val l ey, green and wild, and beyond it nore blue heights
eddyi ng away to the sky like the waves of a receding

tide.

Harney tied the horse to a tree-stunp, and they
unpacked their basket under an aged walnut with a riven
trunk out of which bunbl ebees darted. The sun had
grown hot, and behind them was the noonday nurnur of
the forest. Summer insects danced on the air, and a
flock of white butterflies fanned the nobile tips of
the crinmson fireweed. |In the valley bel ow not a house

was visible; it seened as if Charity Royall and young



Harney were the only living beings in the great holl ow

of earth and sky.

Charity's spirits flagged and disquieting thoughts
stol e back on her. Young Harney had grown silent,

and as he lay beside her, his arns under his head, his
eyes on the network of |eaves above him she wondered
if he were nusing on what M. Royall had told him and
if it had really debased her in his thoughts. She

wi shed he had not asked her to take himthat day to the
brown house; she did not want himto see the people she
came fromwhile the story of her birth was fresh in his
m nd. Mre than once she had been on the point of
suggesting that they should follow the ridge and drive
straight to Hanblin, where there was a little deserted
house he wanted to see; but shyness and pride held her
back. "He'd better know what kind of folks | bel ong
to," she said to herself, with a somewhat forced
defiance; for inreality it was shane that kept her

sil ent.

Suddenly she lifted her hand and pointed to the sky.

"There's a storm com ng up."

He foll owed her glance and smiled. "lIs it that scrap

of cloud anmong the pines that frightens you?"

"It's over the Mouuntain; and a cl oud over the Muntain

al ways neans trouble."

"Ch, | don't believe half the bad things you all
say of the Mountain! But anyhow, we'll get down to

the brown house before the rain cones."



He was not far wong, for only a few isol ated drops had
fallen when they turned into the road under the shaggy
flank of Porcupine, and came upon the brown house. It
stood al one beside a swanp bordered with al der thickets
and tall bulrushes. Not another dwelling was in sight,
and it was hard to guess what notive could have
actuated the early settler who had nade his hone in so

unfriendly a spot.

Charity had picked up enough of her conpanion's
erudition to understand what had attracted himto the
house. She noticed the fan-shaped tracery of the
broken |i ght above the door, the flutings of the

pai ntl ess pilasters at the corners, and the round

wi ndow set in the gable; and she knew that, for reasons
that still escaped her, these were things to be adnmired
and recorded. Still, they had seen other houses far
more "typical" (the word was Harney's); and as he threw
the reins on the horse's neck he said with a slight

shiver of repugnance: "W won't stay |long."

Against the restless alders turning their white lining
to the stormthe house | ooked singularly desol ate.

The paint was al nbst gone fromthe clap-boards, the

wi ndow panes were broken and patched with rags, and the
garden was a poi sonous tangle of nettles, burdocks and

tall swanp-weeds over which big blue-bottles humed.

At the sound of wheels a child with a tow head and pal e
eyes like Liff Hyatt's peered over the fence and then
sl i pped away behi nd an out-house. Harney junped down
and hel ped Charity out; and as he did so the rain broke

on them It came slant-wi se, on a furious gale, |aying



shrubs and young trees flat, tearing off their |eaves
like an autum storm turning the road into a river

and maki ng hi ssing pools of every hollow Thunder
rolled incessantly through the roar of the rain, and a
strange glitter of light ran along the ground under the

i ncreasi ng bl ackness.

"Lucky we're here after all,"” Harney |aughed. He
fastened the horse under a half-roofless shed, and
wrapping Charity in his coat ran with her to the house.
The boy had not reappeared, and as there was no

response to their knocks Harney turned the door-handl e

and they went in.

There were three people in the kitchen to which the
door adnmitted them An old woman with a

handker chi ef over her head was sitting by the

wi ndow. She held a sickly-1ooking kitten on her knees,
and whenever it junped down and tried to |inp away she
stooped and lifted it back wi thout any change of her
aged, unnoticing face. Another woman, the unkenpt
creature that Charity had once noticed in driving by,
stood | eani ng agai nst the w ndow frame and stared at
them and near the stove an unshaved nman in a tattered

shirt sat on a barrel asleep

The pl ace was bare and mi serable and the air heavy with
the snell of dirt and stale tobacco. Charity's heart
sank. O d derided tales of the Muntain people cane
back to her, and the woman's stare was so

di sconcerting, and the face of the sl eeping man so
sodden and bestial, that her disgust was tinged with a

vague dread. She was not afraid for herself; she knew



the Hyatts would not be likely to trouble her; but she

was not sure how they would treat a "city fellow "

Luci us Harney would certainly have | aughed at her
fears. He glanced about the room uttered a genera
"How are you?" to which no one responded, and then
asked the younger woman if they mght take shelter till

the stormwas over.

She turned her eyes away from himand | ooked at

Charity.

"You're the girl fromRoyall's, ain't you?"

The colour rose in Charity's face. "I'mCharity

Royal | ," she said, as if asserting her right to the
nane in the very place where it m ght have been nost

open to question.

The woman did not seemto notice. "You kin stay," she
merely said; then she turned away and stooped over a

dish in which she was stirring sonething.

Harney and Charity sat down on a bench nade of a board
resting on two starch boxes. They faced a door hangi ng
on a broken hinge, and through the crack they saw the
eyes of the tow headed boy and of a pale little girl
with a scar across her cheek. Charity snmiled, and
signed to the children to come in; but as soon as they
saw t hey were discovered they slipped away on bare
feet. It occurred to her that they were afraid of
rousi ng the sleeping man; and probably the worman shared

their fear, for she noved about as noisel essly and



avoi ded goi ng near the stove.

The rain continued to beat against the house, and in
one or two places it sent a streamthrough the

pat ched panes and ran into pools on the floor

Every now and then the kitten newed and struggl ed down,
and the old woman stooped and caught it, holding it
tight in her bony hands; and once or twi ce the man on
the barrel half woke, changed his position and dozed
again, his head falling forward on his hairy breast. As
the m nutes passed, and the rain still streaned agai nst
the wi ndows, a loathing of the place and the people
came over Charity. The sight of the weak-nmninded old
worran, of the cowed children, and the ragged nan

sl eeping off his liquor, nade the setting of her own
life seema vision of peace and plenty. She thought of
the kitchen at M. Royall's, with its scrubbed fl oor
and dresser full of china, and the peculiar snell of
yeast and coffee and soft-soap that she had al ways

hat ed, but that now seened the very synbol of househol d
order. She saw M. Royall's room w th the high-backed
horsehair chair, the faded rag carpet, the row of books
on a shelf, the engraving of "The Surrender of

Bur goyne" over the stove, and the nat with a brown and
white spaniel on a nobss-green border. And then her
mnd travelled to Mss Hatchard' s house, where all was
freshness, purity and fragrance, and conpared to which

the red house had al ways seemed so poor and plain.

"This is where | belong--this is where | belong," she
kept repeating to herself; but the words had no meaning
for her. Every instinct and habit nade her a stranger

anong these poor swanp-people living like vermn in



their lair. Wth all her soul she w shed she had not

yiel ded to Harney's curiosity, and brought himthere.

The rain had drenched her, and she began to shiver
under the thin folds of her dress. The younger woman
nust have noticed it, for she went out of the room and
came back with a broken tea-cup which she offered to
Charity. 1t was half full of whiskey, and Charity
shook her head; but Harney took the cup and put his
lips toit. Wen he had set it down Charity saw him
feel in his pocket and draw out a dollar; he hesitated
a nmonent, and then put it back, and she guessed that he
did not wish her to see himoffering noney to people

she had spoken of as being her kin.

The sl eeping man stirred, lifted his head and opened
his eyes. They rested vacantly for a nonent on Charity
and Harney, and then closed again, and his head
drooped; but a | ook of anxiety came into the woman's
face. She glanced out of the w ndow and then cane

up to Harney. "l guess you better go along now," she
said. The young nman understood and got to his feet.

"Thank you," he said, holding out his hand. She seened
not to notice the gesture, and turned away as they

opened t he door.

The rain was still com ng down, but they hardly noticed
it: the pure air was like balmin their faces. The

cl ouds were rising and breaking, and between their
edges the light streanmed down fromrenote blue holl ows.
Harney untied the horse, and they drove off through the
di m ni shing rain, which was already beaded with

sunl i ght.



For a while Charity was silent, and her conpanion did
not speak. She looked timdly at his profile: it was
graver than usual, as though he too were oppressed by
what they had seen. Then she broke out abruptly:
"Those peopl e back there are the kind of folks | cone
from They may be ny relations, for all | know" She
did not want himto think that she regretted having

told himher story.

"Poor creatures," he rejoined. "I wonder why they cane

down to that fever-hole."

She laughed ironically. "To better thenselves! It's
worse up on the Muuntain. Bash Hyatt married the
daughter of the farner that used to own the brown

house. That was himby the stove, | suppose.”

Harney seened to find nothing to say and she went on
"I saw you take out a dollar to give to that poor

worman. Wiy did you put it back?"

He reddened, and |l eaned forward to flick a swanp-fly

fromthe horse's neck. "I wasn't sure----'

"Was it because you knew they were ny fol ks, and

thought I'd be ashaned to see you give them noney?"

He turned to her with eyes full of reproach. "Oh,
Charity----" It was the first tinme he had ever called

her by her nanme. Her misery welled over.

"I ain't--1 ain't ashaned. They're my people, and

ain't ashaned of them" she sobbed.



"My dear..." he nurnured, putting his arm about her

and she | eaned agai nst hi mand wept out her pain.

It was too late to go around to Hanblin, and all the
stars were out in a clear sky when they reached the

North Dorner valley and drove up to the red house.

VI |

SI NCE her reinstatenent in Mss Hatchard' s favour
Charity had not dared to curtail by a nonment her hours
of attendance at the library. She even nade a point of
arriving before the tine, and showed a | audabl e

i ndi gnati on when the youngest Targatt girl, who had
been engaged to help in the cleaning and rearrangi ng of
t he books, cane trailing in |ate and negl ected her task
to peer through the wi ndow at the Soll as boy.
Neverthel ess, "library days" seenmed nore than ever
irksome to Charity after her vivid hours of |iberty;
and she would have found it hard to set a good exanple
to her subordinate if Lucius Harney had not been
commi ssi oned, before Mss Hatchard's departure, to
examine with the |ocal carpenter the best neans of

ventilating the "Menorial."

He was careful to prosecute this inquiry on the days
when the library was open to the public; and Charity
was therefore sure of spending part of the afternoon in
his conpany. The Targatt girl's presence, and the

risk of being interrupted by sonme passer-by suddenly



smitten with a thirst for letters, restricted their
i ntercourse to the exchange of conmonpl aces; but there
was a fascination to Charity in the contrast between

these public civilities and their secret intinacy.

The day after their drive to the brown house was
"library day," and she sat at her desk working at the
revi sed catal ogue, while the Targatt girl, one eye on
the wi ndow, chanted out the titles of a pile of books.
Charity's thoughts were far away, in the dismal house
by the swanp, and under the tw light sky during the

| ong drive home, when Lucius Harney had consol ed her
with endearing words. That day, for the first tine
since he had been boarding with them he had failed to
appear as usual at the mdday neal. No nessage had
come to explain his absence, and M. Royall, who was
nmore than usually taciturn, had betrayed no surprise,
and nade no comment. In itself this indifference was
not particularly significant, for M. Royall, in common
with nmost of his fellowcitizens, had a way of
accepting events passively, as if he had | ong since
cone to the conclusion that no one who lived in North
Dormer could hope to nodify them But to Charity,

in the reaction fromher nood of passionate exaltation
there was sonmething disquieting in his silence. It was
al most as if Lucius Harney had never had a part in
their lives: M. Royall's inperturbable indifference

seened to relegate himto the domain of unreality.

As she sat at work, she tried to shake off her
di sappoi ntment at Harney's non-appearing. Somne
trifling incident had probably kept himfromjoining

them at m dday; but she was sure he nust be eager to



see her again, and that he would not want to wait till
they met at supper, between M. Royall and Verena. She
was wondering what his first words would be, and trying
to devise a way of getting rid of the Targatt girl

bef ore he cane, when she heard steps outside, and he

wal ked up the path with M. Ml es.

The cl ergyman from Hepburn sel dom cane to North Dormer
except when he drove over to officiate at the old white
church which, by an unusual chance, happened to bel ong
to the Epi scopal conmunion. He was a brisk affable
man, eager to nmake the nost of the fact that a little
nucl eus of "church-people" had survived in the
sectarian w |l derness, and resolved to underm ne the

i nfluence of the ginger-bread-col oured Bapti st

chapel at the other end of the village; but he was kept
busy by parochial work at Hepburn, where there were
paper-mlls and saloons, and it was not often that he

could spare tine for North Dorner.

Charity, who went to the white church (like all the
best people in North Dornmer), admired M. Mles, and
had even, during the nmenorable trip to Nettleton

i magi ned herself married to a man who had such a

strai ght nose and such a beautiful way of speaking, and
who lived in a brown-stone rectory covered with
Virginia creeper. |t had been a shock to discover that
the privilege was already enjoyed by a lady with
crinped hair and a | arge baby; but the arrival of

Luci us Harney had | ong since banished M. Mles from
Charity's dreans, and as he wal ked up the path at
Harney's side she saw himas he really was: a fat

ni ddl e-aged man with a bal dness showi ng under his



clerical hat, and spectacles on his Gecian nose. She
wonder ed what had called himto North Dormer on a
weekday, and felt a little hurt that Harney should have

brought himto the library.

It presently appeared that his presence there was due
to Mss Hatchard. He had been spending a few days

at Springfield, to fill a friend s pulpit, and had been
consulted by Mss Hatchard as to young Harney's plan
for ventilating the "Menorial." To lay hands on the
Hatchard ark was a grave matter, and M ss Hatchard,

al ways full of scruples about her scruples (it was
Harney's phrase), wi shed to have M. Ml es's opinion

bef ore deci di ng.

"I couldn't,”™ M. MIles explained, "quite make out from
your cousin what changes you wanted to make, and as the
ot her trustees did not understand either | thought I

had better drive over and take a | ook--though I'm
sure,"” he added, turning his friendly spectacles on the

young nman, "that no one could be nore conpetent--but of

course this spot has its peculiar sanctity!"

"I hope a little fresh air won't desecrate it," Harney
| aughi ngly rejoined; and they wal ked to the other end
of the library while he set forth his idea to the

Rect or.

M. Mles had greeted the two girls with his usua
friendliness, but Charity saw that he was occupied wth
other things, and she presently became aware, by the
scraps of conversation drifting over to her, that he
was still under the charmof his visit to

Springfield, which appeared to have been full of



agreeabl e i ncidents.

"Ah, the Coopersons...yes, you know them of course,"”
she heard. "That's a fine old house! And Ned Cooperson
has col |l ected some really remarkabl e i npressioni st
pictures...." The nanmes he cited were unknown to
Charity. "Yes; yes; the Schaefer quartette played at
Lyric Hall on Saturday evening; and on Mnday | had the
privilege of hearing themagain at the Towers.
Beautifully done...Bach and Beethoven...a | awn-party
first...l saw M ss Bal ch several times, by the

way. ..l ooki ng extrenely handsone...."

Charity dropped her pencil and forgot to listen to the
Targatt girl's sing-song. Wy had M. Ml es suddenly

brought up Annabel Bal ch's name?

"Ch, really?" she heard Harney rejoin; and, raising his
stick, he pursued: "You see, ny plan is to nove these
shel ves away, and open a round window in this wall, on

the axis of the one under the pedinent.”

"l suppose she'll be comng up here later to stay with
M ss Hatchard?" M. Mles went on, following on his
train of thought; then, spinning about and tilting his
head back: "Yes, yes, | see--l understand: that

will give a draught without nmaterially altering the

| ook of things. | can see no objection."”

The di scussion went on for sone minutes, and gradually
the two nen noved back toward the desk. M. Mles
stopped agai n and | ooked t houghtfully at Charity.

"Aren't you a little pale, ny dear? Not overworking?



M. Harney tells nme you and Manie are giving the
library a thorough overhauling." He was always carefu
to remenber his parishioners' Christian nanes, and at
the right nonent he bent his benignant spectacles on

the Targatt girl.

Then he turned to Charity. "Don't take things hard, ny
dear; don't take things hard. Come down and see Ms

M1l es and ne sone day at Hepburn," he said, pressing
her hand and waving a farewell to Mamie Targatt. He

went out of the library, and Harney foll owed him

Charity thought she detected a | ook of constraint in
Harney's eyes. She fancied he did not want to be al one
with her; and with a sudden pang she wondered if he
repented the tender things he had said to her the night
before. His words had been nore fraternal than |over-
like; but she had |ost their exact sense in the
caressing warnth of his voice. He had nade her fee
that the fact of her being a waif fromthe Mountain was
only anot her reason for hol ding her close and soot hi ng
her with consolatory murnurs; and when the drive was
over, and she got out of the buggy, tired, cold, and
aching with enotion, she stepped as if the ground were

a sunlit wave and she the spray on its crest.

Why, then, had his manner suddenly changed, and why did
he leave the library with M. Mles? Her restless

i magi nati on fastened on the nane of Annabel Balch: from
the monent it had been nentioned she fancied that

Har ney' s expression had altered. Annabel Balch at a
garden-party at Springfield, |ooking "extrenely

handsone". .. perhaps M. MIles had seen her there at the



very nmonent when Charity and Harney were sitting in the
Hyatts' hovel, between a drunkard and a half-witted old
worman! Charity did not know exactly what a garden-party
was, but her glinpse of the flower-edged | awmns of

Nettl eton hel ped her to visualize the scene, and

envi ous recollections of the "old things" which Mss
Bal ch avowedly "wore out" when she came to North Dorner
made it only too easy to picture her in her splendour
Charity understood what associations the name nust

have called up, and felt the usel essness of struggling

agai nst the unseen influences in Harney's life.

When she cane down from her room for supper he was not
there; and while she waited in the porch she recall ed
the tone in which M. Royall had comented the day
before on their early start. M. Royall sat at her
side, his chair tilted back, his broad black boots with
side-el astics resting against the | ower bar of the
railings. His runpled grey hair stood up above his
forehead Iike the crest of an angry bird, and the

| eat her-brown of his veined cheeks was blotched with
red. Charity knew that those red spots were the signs

of a com ng expl osion

Suddenly he said: "Wlere's supper? Has Verena Marsh

sl i pped up again on her soda-biscuits?"

Charity threw a startled glance at him "I presune

she's waiting for M. Harney."

"M. Harney, is she? She'd better dish up, then. He
ain't comng." He stood up, wal ked to the door, and
called out, in the pitch necessary to penetrate the old

worman' s tynmpanum "Get along with the supper, Verena."



Charity was trenbling with apprehension. Sonething

had happened--she was sure of it now-and M. Royal
knew what it was. But not for the world woul d she have
gratified himby showi ng her anxiety. She took her
usual place, and he seated hinself opposite, and poured
out a strong cup of tea before passing her the tea-pot.
Ver ena brought some scranbl ed eggs, and he piled his
plate with them "Ain't you going to take any?" he

asked. Charity roused herself and began to eat.

The tone with which M. Royall had said "He's not

com ng" seened to her full of an om nous satisfaction
She saw that he had suddenly begun to hate Lucius

Har ney, and guessed herself to be the cause of this
change of feeling. But she had no neans of finding out
whet her sonme act of hostility on his part had nade the
young nman stay away, or whether he sinply wi shed to
avoi d seeing her again after their drive back fromthe
brown house. She ate her supper with a studied show of
i ndi fference, but she knew that M. Royall was watching

her and that her agitation did not escape him

After supper she went up to her room She heard M.
Royal | cross the passage, and presently the sounds
bel ow her wi ndow showed that he had returned to the
porch. She seated herself on her bed and began to
struggl e agai nst the desire to go down and ask hi m what
had happened. "l1'd rather die than do it," she
muttered to herself. Wth a word he coul d have
relieved her uncertainty: but never would she gratify

himby saying it.



She rose and | eaned out of the window. The twlight
had deepened into night, and she watched the frai

curve of the young noon dropping to the edge of the
hills. Through the darkness she saw one or two figures
movi ng down the road; but the evening was too cold for
loitering, and presently the strollers disappeared.
Lanps were beginning to show here and there in the

wi ndows. A bar of |ight brought out the whiteness of a
clump of lilies in the Hawes's yard: and farther down
the street Carrick Fry's Rochester |lanp cast its bold
illumnation on the rustic flower-tub in the mddle of

his grass-plot.

For a long tine she continued to lean in the w ndow

But a fever of unrest consumed her, and finally she
went downstairs, took her hat fromits hook, and swung
out of the house. M. Royall sat in the porch, Verena
beside him her old hands crossed on her patched skirt.
As Charity went down the steps M. Royall called after
her: "Were you goi ng?" She could easily have
answered: "To O nma's," or "Down to the Targatts'"; and
ei ther answer m ght have been true, for she had no

purpose. But she swept on in silence, determnined not

to recognize his right to question her

At the gate she paused and | ooked up and down the road.
The dar kness drew her, and she thought of clinbing the
hill and plunging into the depths of the |arch-wood
above the pasture. Then she glanced irresolutely al ong
the street, and as she did so a gl eam appeared t hrough
the spruces at Mss Hatchard's gate. Lucius Harney was
there, then--he had not gone down to Hepburn with M.

Ml es, as she had at first imagined. But where had he



taken his evening nmeal, and what had caused himto stay
away from M. Royall's? The light was positive proof of
his presence, for Mss Hatchard's servants were away on
a holiday, and her farner's wife came only in the
nmor ni ngs, to make the young man's bed and prepare his
coffee. Beside that |anp he was doubtless sitting at
this moment. To know the truth Charity had only to
wal k half the Iength of the village, and knock at the
Iighted wi ndow. She hesitated a mnute or two | onger

and then turned toward M ss Hatchard's

She wal ked qui ckly, straining her eyes to detect

anyone who m ght be comi ng along the street; and before
reaching the Frys' she crossed over to avoid the |ight
fromtheir wi ndow \Wenever she was unhappy she felt
herself at bay against a pitiless world, and a kind of
ani mal secretiveness possessed her. But the street was
enpty, and she passed unnoticed through the gate and up
the path to the house. |Its white front glimered
indistinctly through the trees, show ng only one obl ong
of light on the lower floor. She had supposed that the
lanp was in Mss Hatchard's sitting-room but she now
saw that it shone through a window at the farther
corner of the house. She did not know the roomto

whi ch this wi ndow bel onged, and she paused under the
trees, checked by a sense of strangeness. Then she
moved on, treading softly on the short grass, and
keeping so close to the house that whoever was in the
room even if roused by her approach, would not be able

to see her.

The wi ndow opened on a narrow verandah with a trellised

arch. She leaned close to the trellis, and parting the



sprays of clematis that covered it | ooked into a corner
of the room She saw the foot of a mahogany bed, an
engraving on the wall, a wash-stand on which a

towel had been tossed, and one end of the green-covered
tabl e which held the lanp. Half of the | anpshade
projected into her field of vision, and just under it
two snooth sunburnt hands, one holding a pencil and the
other a ruler, were noving to and fro over a draw ng-

board

Her heart junped and then stood still. He was there, a
few feet away; and while her soul was tossing on seas
of woe he had been quietly sitting at his draw ng-
board. The sight of those two hands, noving with their
usual skill and precision, woke her out of her dream
Her eyes were opened to the disproportion between what
she had felt and the cause of her agitation; and she
was turning away fromthe wi ndow when one hand abruptly
pushed asi de the draw ng-board and the other flung down

the pencil.

Charity had often noticed Harney's loving care of his
drawi ngs, and the neatness and nmethod w th which he
carried on and concl uded each task. The inpatient
sweepi ng asi de of the draw ng-board seened to reveal a
new nood. The gesture suggested sudden di scouragenent,
or distaste for his work and she wondered if he too
were agitated by secret perplexities. Her inpulse of
flight was checked; she stepped up on the verandah

and | ooked into the room

Harney had put his el bows on the table and was resting

his chin on his | ocked hands. He had taken off his



coat and wai stcoat, and unbuttoned the |ow collar of
his flannel shirt; she saw the vigorous lines of his
young throat, and the root of the nuscles where they
joined the chest. He sat staring straight ahead of
him a | ook of weariness and sel f-di sgust on his face:
it was alnost as if he had been gazing at a distorted
reflection of his own features. For a nmonent Charity
| ooked at himw th a kind of terror, as if he had been
a stranger under famliar lineanents; then she gl anced
past himand saw on the floor an open portmanteau half
full of clothes. She understood that he was preparing
to | eave, and that he had probably decided to go

wi t hout seeing her. She saw that the decision, from
what ever cause it was taken, had di sturbed hi m deeply;
and she immedi ately concl uded that his change of plan
was due to sone surreptitious interference of M.
Royall's. Al her old resentnents and rebellions flamed
up, confusedly mngled with the yearni ng roused by
Harney's nearness. Only a few hours earlier she had
felt secure in his conprehending pity; now she was
flung back on herself, doubly alone after that nonent

of conmuni on.

Harney was still unaware of her presence. He sat

wi t hout noving, noodily staring before himat the sane
spot in the wall-paper. He had not even had the energy
to finish his packing, and his clothes and papers | ay
on the floor about the portmanteau. Presently he

unl ocked his clasped hands and stood up; and Charity,
drawi ng back hastily, sank down on the step of the
verandah. The night was so dark that there was not
much chance of his seeing her unless he opened the

wi ndow and before that she would have tine to slip away



and be lost in the shadow of the trees. He stood for a
m nute or two | ooking around the roomw th the sane
expression of self-disgust, as if he hated hinself and
everyt hing about him then he sat down again at the
table, drew a few nore strokes, and threw his penci
aside. Finally he wal ked across the floor, kicking the
port mant eau out of his way, and |lay down on the bed,
folding his arns under his head, and staring up
norosely at the ceiling. Just so, Charity had seen him
at her side on the grass or the pine-needles, his eyes
fixed on the sky, and pleasure flashing over his face
like the flickers of sun the branches shed on it.

But now the face was so changed that she hardly knew
it; and grief at his grief gathered in her throat, rose

to her eyes and ran over.

She continued to crouch on the steps, holding her
breath and stiffening herself into conplete imobility.
One notion of her hand, one tap on the pane, and she
could picture the sudden change in his face. |In every
pul se of her rigid body she was aware of the wel cone
his eyes and |ips would give her; but sonething kept
her fromnoving. It was not the fear of any sanction
human or heavenly; she had never in her life been
afraid. It was sinply that she had suddenly understood
what woul d happen if she went in. It was the thing
that did happen between young nmen and girls, and that
North Dormer ignored in public and snickered over on
the sly. It was what Mss Hatchard was still ignorant
of, but every girl of Charity's class knew about before
she left school. It was what had happened to Ally
Hawes's sister Julia, and had ended in her going to

Nettl eton, and in people's never nmentioning her nane.



It did not, of course, always end so sensationally;

nor, perhaps, on the whole, so untragically. Charity
had al ways suspected that the shunned Julia's fate

m ght have its conpensations. There were others, worse
endi ngs that the village knew of, nean, mniserable,
unconfessed; other lives that went on drearily, wthout
vi si bl e change, in the same cranped setting of
hypocrisy. But these were not the reasons that held
her back. Since the day before, she had known exactly
what she would feel if Harney should take her in his
arns: the nmelting of palminto palmand nmouth on nouth
and the long flame burning her fromhead to foot. But
m xed with this feeling was another: the wondering
pride in his liking for her, the startled softness that
his synpathy had put into her heart. Sonetinmes, when
her youth flushed up in her, she had inagined yielding
like other girls to furtive caresses in the twlight;
but she could not so cheapen herself to Harney. She
did not know why he was goi ng; but since he was going
she felt she nust do nothing to deface the inmage of her
that he carried away. |If he wanted her he nust seek
her: he nmust not be surprised into taking her as girls

like Julia Hawes were taken...

No sound canme fromthe sleeping village, and in the
deep darkness of the garden she heard now and then

a secret rustle of branches, as though sonme night-bird
brushed them Once a footfall passed the gate, and she
shrank back into her corner; but the steps died away
and | eft a profounder quiet. Her eyes were still on
Harney's tornented face: she felt she could not nove

till he noved. But she was beginning to grow nunb from



her constrained position, and at tines her thoughts
were so indistinct that she seened to be held there

only by a vague wei ght of weariness.

Along time passed in this strange vigil. Harney stil
lay on the bed, nmotionless and with fixed eyes, as
though following his vision to its bitter end. At |ast
he stirred and changed his attitude slightly, and
Charity's heart began to tremble. But he only flung
out his arms and sank back into his former position
Wth a deep sigh he tossed the hair fromhis forehead;
then his whol e body rel axed, his head turned sideways
on the pillow, and she saw that he had fallen asleep
The sweet expression came back to his lips, and the
haggar dness faded fromhis face, leaving it as fresh as

a boy's.

She rose and crept away.

VI

SHE had | ost the sense of tinme, and did not know how
late it was till she cane out into the street and saw
that all the wi ndows were dark between M ss Hatchard's

and the Royall house.

As she passed fromunder the black pall of the Norway
spruces she fancied she saw two figures in the shade

about the duck-pond. She drew back and wat ched; but

not hi ng noved, and she had stared so long into the

lanp-lit roomthat the darkness confused her, and she



t hought she nust have been mi st aken

She wal ked on, wondering whether M. Royall was stil

in the porch. In her exalted nood she did not greatly
care whether he was waiting for her or not: she seened
to be floating high over life, on a great cloud of

m sery beneath which every-day realities had dw ndl ed
to nere specks in space. But the porch was enpty, M.
Royall's hat hung on its peg in the passage, and the
kitchen |l anp had been left to light her to bed. She

took it and went up.

The norning hours of the next day dragged by

wi thout incident. Charity had inagined that, in some
way or other, she would | earn whet her Harney had

al ready left; but Verena's deaf ness prevented her being
a source of news, and no one came to the house who

could bring enlightennent.

M. Royall went out early, and did not return till
Verena had set the table for the nmidday neal. When he
came in he went straight to the kitchen and shouted to

the old woman: "Ready for dinner----" then he turned
into the dining-room where Charity was al ready seated
Harney's plate was in its usual place, but M. Royal

of fered no expl anation of his absence, and Charity
asked none. The feverish exaltation of the night

bef ore had dropped, and she said to herself that he had
gone away, indifferently, alnost callously, and that
now her life would | apse again into the narrow rut out
of which he had lifted it. For a nonent she was

inclined to sneer at herself for not having used the

arts that might have kept him



She sat at table till the meal was over, lest M.
Royal I should remark on her [|eaving; but when he stood
up she rose also, without waiting to hel p Verena.

She had her foot on the stairs when he called to her to

cone back.
"I've got a headache. 1'mgoing up to lie down."
"I want you should come in here first; |'ve got

something to say to you."

She was sure fromhis tone that in a nonent she woul d
| earn what every nerve in her ached to know, but as she

turned back she made a | ast effort of indifference.

M. Royall stood in the niddle of the office, his thick
eyebrows beetling, his lower jawtrenbling a little.

At first she thought he had been drinking; then she saw
that he was sober, but stirred by a deep and stern
enotion totally unlike his usual transient angers. And
suddenly she understood that, until then, she had never
really noticed himor thought about him Except on the
occasi on of his one offense he had been to her nerely
the person who is always there, the unquestioned
central fact of life, as inevitable but as
uninteresting as North Dormer itself, or any of the
other conditions fate had laid on her. Even then she
had regarded himonly in relation to herself, and had
never speculated as to his own feelings, beyond
instinctively concluding that he would not trouble

her again in the same way. But now she began to wonder

what he was really I|ike.



He had grasped the back of his chair with both hands,
and stood | ooking hard at her. At |length he said:
"Charity, for once let's you and ne tal k together like

friends."

Instantly she felt that sonething had happened, and

that he held her in his hand.

"Where is M. Harney? Wy hasn't he cone back? Have you
sent himaway?" she broke out, w thout know ng what she

was sayi ng.

The change in M. Royall frightened her. Al the blood
seened to | eave his veins and against his swarthy

pal l or the deep lines in his face | ooked bl ack

"Didn't he have tinme to answer sone of those questions

| ast night? You was with himlong enough!" he said.

Charity stood speechless. The taunt was so unrel ated
to what had been happening in her soul that she hardly
understood it. But the instinct of self-defense awke

in her.

"Who says | was with himlast night?"

"The whol e place is saying it by now "

"Then it was you that put the lie into their

nmout hs. --Ch, how |'ve always hated you!" she cried.

She had expected a retort in kind, and it startled her

to hear her exclamation sounding on through silence.



"Yes, | know," M. Royall said slowy. "But that ain't

going to help us nuch now. "

"It helps nme not to care a straw what |ies you tel

about ne!"

"If they're lies, they're not ny lies: ny Bible oath on
that, Charity. | didn't know where you were: | wasn't

out of this house last night."

She made no answer and he went on: "lIs it a lie that
you were seen com ng out of Mss Hatchard' s nigh onto

m dni ght ?"

She straightened herself with a laugh, all her reckless
i nsol ence recovered. "I didn't ook to see what tine

it was."

"You lost girl...you...you...Ch, ny God, why did you
tell me?" he broke out, dropping into his chair, his

head bowed down |ike an old nman's.

Charity's sel f-possession had returned with the sense
of her danger. "Do you suppose |'d take the
trouble to lie to YOQU? Wo are you, anyhow, to

ask ne where | go to when | go out at night?"

M. Royall lifted his head and | ooked at her. His face
had grown qui et and al nost gentle, as she remenbered
seeing it sonetinmes when she was a little girl, before

Ms. Royall died.

"Don't let's go on like this, Charity. It can't do any



good to either of us. You were seen going into that
fellow s house...you were seen coming out of it....Il"ve
wat ched this thing comng, and |'ve tried to stop it.

As God sees ne, | have...."

"Ah, it WAS you, then? | knew it was you that sent

hi m away!"

He | ooked at her in surprise. "Didn't he tell you so?
| thought he understood." He spoke slowy, with
difficult pauses, "I didn't nane you to him 1'd have
cut ny hand off sooner. | just told himl couldn't
spare the horse any | onger; and that the cooking was
getting too heavy for Verena. | guess he's the kind
that's heard the sane thing before. Anyhow, he took it
qui etly enough. He said his job here was about done,
anyhow, and there didn't another word pass between

us....If he told you otherwi se he told you an untruth."

Charity listened in a cold trance of anger. It
was nothing to her what the village said...but all this

fingering of her dreans!

"I"'ve told you he didn't tell ne anything. | didn't

speak with himlast night."

"You didn't speak wth hinP"

"No....It's not that | care what any of you say...but
you may as well know. Things ain't between us the way
you think...and the other people in this place. He was
kind to me; he was ny friend; and all of a sudden he

stopped conming, and | knew it was you that done it--



YOU'" Al'l her unreconciled nenory of the past flanmed
out at him "So | went there last night to find out

what you'd said to him that's all."

M. Royall drew a heavy breath. "But, then--if he
wasn't there, what were you doing there all that tine?--
Charity, for pity's sake, tell ne. |1've got to know,

to stop their talking."

This pathetic abdication of all authority over her did
not nove her: she could feel only the outrage of his

i nterference.

"Can't you see that | don't care what anybody says?
It's true | went there to see him and he was in his
room and | stood outside for ever so | ong and wat ched
him but | dursn't go in for fear he'd think I'd

come after him... She felt her voice breaking, and
gathered it up in a last defiance. "As long as | live

I"1'l never forgive you!" she cried.

M. Royall made no answer. He sat and pondered with
sunken head, his veined hands cl asped about the arns of
his chair. Age seened to have cone down on him as

wi nter conmes on the hills after a storm At length he

| ooked up.

"Charity, you say you don't care; but you're the
proudest girl | know, and the last to want people to
tal k agai nst you. You know there's always eyes

wat chi ng you: vyou're handsoner and smarter than the
rest, and that's enough. But till lately you've never
given them a chance. Now they've got it, and they're

going to use it. | believe what you say, but they



won't....It was Ms. Tom Fry seen you going in...and
two or three of themwatched for you to cone out
again....You ve been with the fellow all day |ong every
day since he come here...and I'ma |lawer, and | know
how hard sl ander dies.”" He paused, but she stood
nmoti onl ess, wi thout giving himany sign of acqui escence
or even of attention. "He's a pleasant fellowto talk
to--1 liked having himhere nyself. The young nen up
here ain't had his chances. But there's one thing

as old as the hills and as plain as daylight: if he'd

wanted you the right way he'd have said so."

Charity did not speak. It seened to her that nothing

coul d exceed the bitterness of hearing such words from

such 1i ps.

M. Royall rose fromhis seat. "See here, Charity
Royall: | had a shameful thought once, and you've nade
me pay for it. Isn't that score pretty near w ped

out?...There's a streak in me | ain't always master of;
but I've always acted straight to you but that once.
And you' ve known | woul d--you've trusted ne. For al
your sneers and your nockery you've always known |

| oved you the way a nman | oves a decent wonan. |'ma
good nmany years ol der than you, but |I'm head and

shoul ders above this place and everybody in it, and you

know that too. | slipped up once, but that's no reason
for not starting again. |If you'll cone with ne 1'll do
it. If youll marry me we'll |eave here and settle in

some big town, where there's nen, and business, and
things doing. It's not too late for ne to find an
opening....l can see it by the way fol ks treat me when

I go down to Hepburn or Nettleton...."



Charity nmade no novenent. Nothing in his appea

reached her heart, and she thought only of words to
wound and wither. But a grow ng |assitude restrained
her. What did anything natter that he was saying? She
saw the old life closing in on her, and hardly heeded

his fanciful picture of renewal.

"Charity--Charity--say you'll do it," she heard him
urge, all his lost years and wasted passion in his

voi ce.

"Ch, what's the use of all this? Wwen | |eave here it

won't be with you."

She noved toward the door as she spoke, and he stood up
and placed hinsel f between her and the threshold. He
seenmed suddenly tall and strong, as though the

extremty of his humliation had given hi mnew vi gour

"That's all, is it? 1It's not nuch.” He |eaned agai nst
the door, so towering and powerful that he seened to
fill the narrowroom "Well, then |ook here....You're
right: 1've no claimon you--why should you | ook at a
broken man like ne? You want the other fellow...and
don't blane you. You picked out the best when you seen
it...well, that was always ny way." He fixed his stern
eyes on her, and she had the sense that the

struggle within himwas at its highest. "Do you want

himto marry you?" he asked.

They stood and | ooked at each other for a | ong nonent,

eye to eye, with the terrible equality of courage that



soneti nes nmade her feel as if she had his blood in her

veins.
"Do you want himto--say? 1'Il have himhere in an hour
if you do. | ain't beenin the lawthirty years for

nothing. He's hired Carrick Fry's teamto take himto
Hepburn, but he ain't going to start for another hour

And | can put things to himso he won't be | ong

deciding....He's soft: | could see that. | don't say
you won't be sorry afterward--but, by God, 1'll give

you the chance to be, if you say so."

She heard himout in silence, too renmote fromall he
was feeling and saying for any sally of scorn to
relieve her. As she listened, there flitted through
her mind the vision of Liff Hyatt's nuddy boot coning
down on the white branble-flowers. The sane thing had
happened now, something transient and exquisite had
flowered in her, and she had stood by and seen it
tranpled to earth. While the thought passed through
her she was aware of M. Royall, still |eaning

agai nst the door, but crestfallen, dimnished, as

t hough her silence were the answer he nost dreaded.

"I don't want any chance you can give ne: |I'mglad he's

goi ng away, " she said.

He kept his place a nmonment |onger, his hand on the
door-knob. "Charity!" he pleaded. She nade no answer,
and he turned the knob and went out. She heard him
funmble with the latch of the front door, and saw him
wal k down the steps. He passed out of the gate, and

his figure, stooping and heavy, receded slowy up the



street.

For a while she remained where he had left her. She
was still trenbling with the huniliation of his |ast
words, which rang so loud in her ears that it seenmed as
t hough they nust echo through the village, proclaimng
her a creature to lend herself to such vile
suggestions. Her shanme wei ghed on her |ike a physica
oppression: the roof and walls seened to be closing in
on her, and she was seized by the inpulse to get away,
under the open sky, where there would be roomto
breathe. She went to the front door, and as she did so

Luci us Harney opened it.

He | ooked graver and | ess confident than usual
and for a monent or two neither of them spoke.
Then he held out his hand. "Are you going out?" he

asked. "May | cone in?"

Her heart was beating so violently that she was afraid
to speak, and stood |l ooking at himw th tear-dilated
eyes; then she becane aware of what her silence nust

betray, and said quickly: "Yes: cone in."

She led the way into the dining-room and they sat down
on opposite sides of the table, the cruet-stand and

j apanned bread- basket between them Harney had laid
his straw hat on the table, and as he sat there, in his
easy-1 ooki ng sumrer clothes, a brown tie knotted under
his flannel collar, and his snmooth brown hair brushed
back from his forehead, she pictured him as she had
seen himthe night before, lying on his bed, with the
tossed locks falling into his eyes, and his bare throat

rising out of his unbuttoned shirt. He had never



seened so renpte as at the nonent when that vision

flashed through her mi nd.

"I'"'mso sorry it's good-bye: | suppose you know I'm

| eavi ng, " he began, abruptly and awkwardly; she guessed
that he was wonderi ng how nuch she knew of his reasons

for going.

"I presunme you found your work was over quicker

than what you expected,"” she said.

"Well, yes--that is, no: there are plenty of things
shoul d have liked to do. But ny holiday's limted; and
now that M. Royall needs the horse for hinmself it's

rather difficult to find neans of getting about.”

"There ain't any too many teans for hire around here,”

she acqui esced; and there was anot her silence.

"These days here have been--awfully pleasant: | wanted

to thank you for making them so," he continued, his

col our rising.

She could not think of any reply, and he went on

"You' ve been wonderfully kind to nme, and | wanted to

tell you....l wish | could think of you as happier
|l ess lonely....Things are sure to change for you by and
by...."

"Things don't change at North Dormer: people just get

used to them"

The answer seened to break up the order of his



prearranged consol ati ons, and he sat |ooking at her
uncertainly. Then he said, with his sweet snile:

"That's not true of you. It can't be."

The smile was |ike a knife-thrust through her
heart: everything in her began to trenble and

break | oose. She felt her tears run over, and stood

up.

"Wl |, good-bye," she said.

She was aware of his taking her hand, and of feeling

that his touch was |ifeless.

"Good-bye." He turned away, and stopped on the

threshold. "You'll say good-bye for ne to Verena?"

She heard the closing of the outer door and the sound
of his quick tread along the path. The |latch of the

gate clicked after him

The next norning when she arose in the cold dawn and
opened her shutters she saw a freckl ed boy standing on
the other side of the road and | ooking up at her. He
was a boy froma farmthree or four mles down the
Creston road, and she wondered what he was doing there
at that hour, and why he | ooked so hard at her w ndow.
When he saw her he crossed over and | eaned agai nst the
gate unconcernedly. There was no one stirring in the
house, and she threw a shawl over her ni ght-gown and
ran down and | et herself out. By the tinme she reached
the gate the boy was sauntering down the road,

whi stling carelessly; but she saw that a letter had

been thrust between the slats and the crossbar of



the gate. She took it out and hastened back to her

room

The envel ope bore her nane, and inside was a | eaf torn

froma pocket-diary.

DEAR CHARI TY:

I can't go away like this. | amstaying for a few days
at Creston River. WII| you cone down and neet ne at

Creston pool? | will wait for you till evening.

CHARI TY sat before the mirror trying on a hat which
Ally Hawes, with much secrecy, had trimed for her. It
was of white straw, with a drooping brimand cherry-
coloured lining that made her face glow like the inside

of the shell on the parlour mantel piece.

She propped the square of |ooking-glass against M.
Royal | 's bl ack | eather Bible, steadying it in front
with a white stone on which a view of the Brooklyn

Bri dge was painted; and she sat before her reflection,
bending the brimthis way and that, while Ally Hawes's
pal e face | ooked over her shoulder |ike the ghost of

wast ed opportunities.

"I look awful, don't 1?" she said at last with a happy

si gh.



Ally sniled and took back the hat. "I'll stitch the

roses on right here, so's you can put it away at once."

Charity | aughed, and ran her fingers through her rough
dark hair. She knew that Harney liked to see its
reddi sh edges ruffled about her forehead and breaking
into little rings at the nape. She sat down on her bed
and watched Ally stoop over the hat with a careful

f rown.

"Don't you ever feel like going down to Nettleton for a

day?" she asked.

Al'ly shook her head w thout |ooking up. "No, | always
renmenber that awful time | went down with Julia--to

that doctor's."

“Ch, Ally----"

"I can't help it. The house is on the corner of Wng
Street and Lake Avenue. The trolley fromthe station
goes right by it, and the day the minister took us down
to see those pictures | recognized it right off, and
couldn't seemto see anything else. There's a big
black sign with gold letters all across the front--
"Private Consultations.' She came as near as anything

to dying...."

"Poor Julial" Charity sighed fromthe height of her
purity and her security. She had a friend whom she
trusted and who respected her. She was going with him

to spend the next day--the Fourth of July--at



Nettleton. Whose business was it but hers, and what
was the harn? The pity of it was that girls like Julia
did not know how to choose, and to keep bad

fellows at a distance....Charity slipped down fromthe

bed, and stretched out her hands.

"Is it sewed? Let ne try it on again." She put the hat
on, and smled at her image. The thought of Julia had

vani shed. ..

The next norning she was up before dawn, and saw the
yel |l ow sunri se broaden behind the hills, and the
silvery luster preceding a hot day trenble across the

sl eeping fields.

Her plans had been made with great care. She had
announced that she was going down to the Band of Hope
picnic at Hepburn, and as no one el se from North Dorner
intended to venture so far it was not likely that her
absence fromthe festivity would be reported. Besides,
if it were she would not greatly care. She was
determined to assert her independence, and if she
stooped to fib about the Hepburn picnic it was chiefly
fromthe secretive instinct that made her dread the
prof anati on of her happiness. Wenever she was with
Luci us Harney she would have |iked some inpenetrable

mountain m st to hide her

It was arranged that she should walk to a point of
the Creston road where Harney was to pick her up and
drive her across the hills to Hepburn in tine for the

nine-thirty train to Nettleton. Harney at first had



been rather | ukewarm about the trip. He declared
hinsel f ready to take her to Nettleton, but urged her
not to go on the Fourth of July, on account of the
crowds, the probable | ateness of the trains, the
difficulty of her getting back before night; but her

evi dent di sappoi ntnent caused himto give way, and even
to affect a faint enthusiasmfor the adventure. She
under st ood why he was not nore eager: he nmust have seen
si ghts beside which even a Fourth of July at Nettleton
woul d seemtane. But she had never seen anything; and
a great |onging possessed her to walk the streets of a
big town on a holiday, clinging to his armand jostled
by idle crowds in their best clothes. The only cloud
on the prospect was the fact that the shops would be

cl osed; but she hoped he woul d take her back another

day, when they were open.

She started out unnoticed in the early sunlight,
slipping through the kitchen while Verena bent above
the stove. To avoid attracting notice, she carried her
new hat carefully wapped up, and had thrown a | ong
grey veil of Ms. Royall's over the new white

muslin dress which Ally's clever fingers had nade for
her. Al of the ten dollars M. Royall had given her,
and a part of her own savings as well, had been spent
on renewi ng her wardrobe; and when Harney junped out of

the buggy to neet her she read her reward in his eyes.

The freckl ed boy who had brought her the note two weeks
earlier was to wait with the buggy at Hepburn till
their return. He perched at Charity's feet, his |egs
dangl i ng between the wheels, and they could not say

much because of his presence. But it did not greatly



matter, for their past was now rich enough to have
given thema private | anguage; and with the | ong day
stretching before themlike the blue distance beyond
the hills there was a delicate pleasure in

post ponenent .

When Charity, in response to Harney's message, had gone
to neet himat the Creston pool her heart had been so
full of nortification and anger that his first words

m ght easily have estranged her. But it happened that
he had found the right word, which was one of sinple
friendship. H s tone had instantly justified her, and
put her guardian in the wong. He had nmade no all usion
to what had passed between M. Royall and hinsel f, but
had sinply let it appear that he had |left because

means of conveyance were hard to find at North Dorner,
and because Creston River was a nore conveni ent centre.
He told her that he had hired by the week the buggy of
the freckled boy's father, who served as livery-stable
keeper to one or two nel ancholy summer boardi ng- houses
on Creston Lake, and had discovered, within driving

di stance, a nunber of houses worthy of his pencil; and
he said that he could not, while he was in the

nei ghbour hood, give up the pleasure of seeing her as

often as possible.

When they took | eave of each other she promised to
continue to be his guide; and during the fortnight
which foll owed they roaned the hills in happy
conradeship. In nost of the village friendships

bet ween yout hs and nmi dens | ack of conversation was
made up for by tentative fondling; but Harney, except

when he had tried to confort her in her trouble on



their way back fromthe Hyatts', had never put his arm
about her, or sought to betray her into any sudden
caress. It seenmed to be enough for himto breathe her
nearness like a flower's; and since his pleasure at
being with her, and his sense of her youth and her
grace, perpetually shone in his eyes and softened

the inflection of his voice, his reserve did not
suggest col dness, but the deference due to a girl of

his own cl ass.

The buggy was drawn by an old trotter who whirled them
along so briskly that the pace created a little breeze
but when they reached Hepburn the full heat of the

airl ess norning descended on them At the railway
station the platformwas packed with a sweltering
throng, and they took refuge in the waiting-room where
there was another throng, already dejected by the heat
and the long waiting for retarded trains. Pale nothers
were struggling with fretful babies, or trying to keep
their older offspring fromthe fascination of the
track; girls and their "fell ows" were giggling and
shovi ng, and passing about candy in sticky bags, and

ol der nen, collarless and perspiring, were shifting
heavy children fromone armto the other, and keeping a

haggard eye on the scattered menbers of their famlies.

At last the train runbled in, and engulfed the waiting
mul titude. Harney swept Charity up on to the first car
and they captured a bench for two, and sat in happy
isolation while the train swayed and roared al ong
through rich fields and | anguid tree-clunps. The

haze of the norning had becone a sort of clear trenor

over everything, like the colourless vibration about a



flanme; and the opul ent | andscape seened to droop under
it. But to Charity the heat was a stinulant: it

envel oped the whole world in the sane gl ow t hat burned
at her heart. Now and then a lurch of the train flung
her agai nst Harney, and through her thin nuslin she
felt the touch of his sleeve. She steadied herself,
their eyes net, and the flanmi ng breath of the day

seened to encl ose them

The train roared into the Nettleton station, the
descendi ng nob caught themon its tide, and they were
swept out into a vague dusty square thronged with seedy
"hacks" and | ong curtained omi buses drawn by horses
with tasselled fly-nets over their wthers, who stood
swi ngi ng their depressed heads drearily fromside to

si de.

A nmob of 'bus and hack drivers were shouting "To the

Eagl e House," "To the Washi ngton House," "This way to
the Lake," "Just starting for Geytop;" and through
their yells came the popping of fire-crackers, the
expl osi on of torpedoes, the bangi ng of toy-guns, and
the crash of a firenmen's band trying to play the Merry

W dow whil e they were being packed into a

waggonette stream ng with bunting.

The ranshackl e wooden hotel s about the square were al
hung with flags and paper | anterns, and as Harney and
Charity turned into the main street, with its brick and
granite business bl ocks crowding out the old | ow
storied shops, and its towering poles strung with

i nnunerable wires that seemed to trenble and buzz in

the heat, they saw the double Iine of flags and



lanterns tapering away gaily to the park at the other
end of the perspective. The noise and col our of this
hol i day vision seenmed to transform Nettleton into a
metropolis. Charity could not believe that Springfield
or even Boston had anything grander to show, and she
wondered if, at this very nonent, Annabel Balch, on the
armof as brilliant a young man, were threadi ng her way

t hrough scenes as respl endent.

"Where shall we go first?" Harney asked; but as she
turned her happy eyes on himhe guessed the answer and

said: "We'll take a | ook round, shall we?"

The street swarnmed with their fellowtravellers, with
ot her excursionists arriving fromother directions,
with Nettleton's own population, and with the
nmll-hands trooping in fromthe factories on the
Creston. The shops were cl osed, but one would scarcely
have noticed it, so nunmerous were the glass doors

sw ngi ng open on sal oons, on restaurants, on drug-
stores gushing fromevery soda-water tap, on fruit and
confectionery shops stacked with strawberry-cake,
cocoanut drops, trays of glistening nolasses candy,
boxes of caramels and chew ng-gum baskets of sodden
strawberries, and dangling branches of bananas. Qutside
of sonme of the doors were trestles with banked-up
oranges and appl es, spotted pears and dusty
raspberries; and the air reeked with the snmell of fruit
and stale coffee, beer and sarsaparilla and fried

pot at oes.

Even the shops that were closed offered, through w de

expanses of plate-glass, hints of hidden riches. In



sone, waves of silk and ribbon broke over shores of
imtation noss fromwhich ravishing hats rose |ike
tropical orchids. 1In others, the pink throats of

gr anophones opened their giant convolutions in a
soundl ess chorus; or bicycles shining in neat ranks
seenmed to await the signal of an invisible starter; or
tiers of fancy-goods in |leatherette and paste and
cellul oid dangl ed their insidious graces; and, in one
vast bay that seenmed to project theminto exciting
contact with the public, wax ladies in daring

dresses chatted elegantly, or, with gestures intimate
yet bl anel ess, pointed to their pink corsets and

transparent hosiery.

Presently Harney found that his watch had stopped, and
turned in at a small jeweller's shop which chanced to
still be open. While the watch was bei ng exam ned
Charity | eaned over the glass counter where, on a
background of dark blue velvet, pins, rings, and
brooches glittered like the noon and stars. She had
never seen jewellry so near by, and she longed to lift
the glass lid and plunge her hand anong the shining
treasures. But already Harney's watch was repaired,
and he laid his hand on her arm and drew her from her

dream

"Which do you |ike best?" he asked | eaning over the

counter at her side.

"I don't know.... She pointed to a gold lily-of-the-

valley with white flowers

"Don't you think the blue pin's better?" he suggested,



and i medi ately she saw that the lily of the valley was
mere trunpery conpared to the small round stone, blue
as a nountain lake, with little sparks of |ight al

round it. She coloured at her want of discrimnation

"It's so lovely | guess | was afraid to | ook at

it," she said.

He | aughed, and they went out of the shop; but a few
steps away he exclainmed: "Ch, by Jove, | forgot

somet hing," and turned back and | eft her in the crowd.
She stood staring down a row of pink granophone throats

till he rejoined her and slipped his armthrough hers.

"You nmustn't be afraid of |ooking at the blue pin any

| onger, because it belongs to you," he said; and she
felt alittle box being pressed into her hand. Her
heart gave a leap of joy, but it reached her lips only
in a shy stamrer. She renenbered other girls whom she
had heard planning to extract presents fromtheir

fell ows, and was seized with a sudden dread | est Harney
shoul d have i nmagi ned that she had | eaned over the
pretty things in the glass case in the hope of having

one given to her....

Alittle farther down the street they turned in at a
gl ass doorway opening on a shining hall wi th a rmahogany
staircase, and brass cages in its corners. "W nust

have sonething to eat," Harney said; and the next
monent Charity found herself in a dressing-room al

| ooki ng-gl ass and | ustrous surfaces, where a party of
showy- | ooki ng girls were dabbing on powder and

strai ghtening i mense pluned hats. Wen they had gone

she took courage to bathe her hot face in one of the



mar bl e basins, and to straighten her own hat-brim

whi ch the parasols of the crowd had indented. The
dresses in the shops had so inpressed her that she
scarcely dared | ook at her reflection; but when she did
so, the glow of her face under her cherry-col oured hat,
and the curve of her young shoul ders through the
transparent nuslin, restored her courage; and when she
had taken the blue brooch fromits box and pinned it on
her bosom she wal ked toward the restaurant wi th her
head high, as if she had always strolled through

tessellated halls beside young nen in flannels.

Her spirit sank a little at the sight of the slim
wai sted waitresses in black, with bew tching nob-caps
on their haughty heads, who were noving disdainfully

between the tables. "Not f'r another hour," one of them
dropped to Harney in passing; and he stood doubtfully

gl anci ng about him

"Ch, well, we can't stay sweltering here," he decided;

"let's try somewhere else--" and with a sense of relief
Charity followed himfromthat scene of inhospitable

spl endour.

That "somewhere el se" turned out--after nore hot
tranping, and several failures--to be, of all things, a
little open-air place in a back street that called
itself a French restaurant, and consisted in two or
three rickety tables under a scarlet-runner, between a
patch of zinnias and petunias and a bi g el m bendi ng
over fromthe next yard. Here they lunched on queerly
flavoured things, while Harney, |eaning back in a

crippl ed rocking-chair, snoked cigarettes between the



courses and poured into Charity's glass a pale yell ow
wi ne which he said was the very sanme one drank in just

such jolly places in France.

Charity did not think the wine as good as sarsaparilla,
but she sipped a mouthful for the pleasure of doing
what he did, and of fancying herself alone with himin
foreign countries. The illusion was increased by their
bei ng served by a deep-bosonmed wonman with smooth hair
and a pleasant |augh, who talked to Harney in
unintelligible words, and seened anmazed and overj oyed
at his answering her in kind. At the other tables

ot her people sat, mll-hands probably, homely but

pl easant | ooki ng, who spoke the same shrill jargon, and
| ooked at Harney and Charity with friendly eyes; and
between the table-legs a poodle with bald patches

and pi nk eyes nosed about for scraps, and sat up on his

hi nd | egs absurdly.

Har ney showed no inclination to nmove, for hot as their
corner was, it was at |east shaded and quiet; and, from
the main thoroughfares came the clanging of trolleys,
the i ncessant poppi ng of torpedoes, the jingle of
street-organs, the baw ing of negaphone nen and the

| oud murmur of increasing cromds. He |eaned back
snoking his cigar, patting the dog, and stirring the
coffee that steanmed in their chipped cups. "It's the
real thing, you know," he explained; and Charity
hastily revised her previous conception of the

bever age.

They had made no plans for the rest of the day, and

when Harney asked her what she wanted to do next she



was too bewi |l dered by rich possibilities to find an
answer. Finally she confessed that she longed to go to
the Lake, where she had not been taken on her forner
visit, and when he answered, "Oh, there's tine for

that--it will be pleasanter later,” she suggested
seeing sone pictures like the ones M. Ml es had taken
her to. She thought Harney | ooked a little

di sconcerted; but he passed his fine handkerchief over

his warm brow, said gaily, "Cone along, then," and

rose with a last pat for the pink-eyed dog.

M. Mles's pictures had been shown in an austere

Y.MC A hall, with white walls and an organ; but
Harney led Charity to a glittering place--everything
she saw seened to glitter--where they passed, between
i nense pictures of yellow haired beauties stabbing
villains in evening dress, into a velvet-curtained
audi tori um packed with spectators to the last lint of
compression. After that, for a while, everything was
merged in her brain in swinmring circles of heat and
blinding alternations of |ight and darkness. Al the
worl d has to show seened to pass before her in a chaos
of palns and minarets, charging cavalry reginents,
roaring lions, comc policenmen and scow i ng nurderers
and the crowd around her, the hundreds of hot sall ow
candy- nunchi ng faces, young, old, mddle-aged, but al
kindled with the same contagi ous excitenent, becane
part of the spectacle, and danced on the screen with

the rest.

Presently the thought of the cool trolley-run to the
Lake grew irresistible, and they struggled out of the

theatre. As they stood on the pavenent, Harney pale



with the heat, and even Charity a little confused

by it, a young man drove by in an electric run-about
with a calico band bearing the words: "Ten dollars to
take you round the Lake." Before Charity knew what was
happeni ng, Harney had waved a hand, and they were
climbing in. "Say, for twenny-five I'll run you out to
see the ball-game and back," the driver proposed with
an insinuating grin; but Charity said quickly: "Cnh, I'd
rather go rowing on the Lake." The street was so

t hronged that progress was slow, but the glory of
sitting inthe little carriage while it wiggled its
way between | aden ommi buses and trolleys nade the
nmoments seemtoo short. "Next turn is Lake Avenue,"
the young man call ed out over his shoulder; and as they
paused in the wake of a big ommi bus groaning with

Kni ghts of Pythias in cocked hats and swords, Charity

| ooked up and saw on the corner a brick house with a
conspi cuous black and gold sign across its front. "Dr.
Merkle; Private Consultations at all hours. Lady
Attendants,"” she read; and suddenly she renenbered Ally
Hawes's words: "The house was at the corner of Wng
Street and Lake Avenue...there's a big black sign
across the front...." Through all the heat and the

rapture a shiver of cold ran over her.

THE Lake at | ast--a sheet of shining netal brooded over
by drooping trees. Charity and Harney had secured a

boat and, getting away fromthe wharves and the



ref reshnent -boot hs, they drifted idly al ong, hugging

t he shadow of the shore. Were the sun struck the
water its shafts flamed back blindingly at the heat-
vei |l ed sky; and the | east shade was bl ack by contrast.
The Lake was so snooth that the reflection of the trees
on its edge seened enanelled on a solid surface; but
gradual ly, as the sun declined, the water grew
transparent, and Charity, |eaning over, plunged her
fasci nated gaze into depths so clear that she saw the
inverted tree-tops interwoven with the green growt hs of

t he bottom

They rounded a point at the farther end of the Lake,
and entering an inlet pushed their bow against a
protruding tree-trunk. A green veil of wllows
overhung them Beyond the trees, wheat-fields sparkled
in the sun; and all along the horizon the clear

hills throbbed with light. Charity |eaned back in the
stern, and Harney unshipped the oars and lay in the

bottom of the boat w thout speaking.

Ever since their neeting at the Creston pool he had
been subject to these brooding silences, which were as
different as possible fromthe pauses when they ceased
to speak because words were needl ess. At such tines
his face wore the expression she had seen on it when
she had | ooked in at himfromthe darkness and again
there cane over her a sense of the nysterious distance
between them but usually his fits of abstraction were
foll owed by bursts of gaiety that chased away the

shadow before it chilled her.

She was still thinking of the ten dollars he had handed



to the driver of the run-about. It had given them
twenty minutes of pleasure, and it seemed uni nagi nabl e
that anyone shoul d be able to buy anmusenent at that
rate. Wth ten dollars he nmight have bought her an
engagenent ring; she knew that Ms. Tom Fry's, which
came from Springfield, and had a dianmond in it, had
cost only eight seventy-five. But she did not know why
t he thought had occurred to her. Harney woul d never
buy her an engagenent ring: they were friends and
conrades, but no nore. He had been perfectly fair to
her: he had never said a word to mislead her. She
wondered what the girl was |ike whose hand was waiting

for his ring...

Boats were beginning to thicken on the Lake and the
clang of incessantly arriving trolleys announced the
return of the cromds fromthe ball-field. The shadows
| engt hened across the pearl-grey water and two white
cl ouds near the sun were turning golden. On the
opposite shore men were hamering hastily at a wooden

scaffolding in a field. Charity asked what it was for

"Way, the fireworks. | suppose there'll be a big
show." Harney | ooked at her and a snmile crept into his
moody eyes. "Have you never seen any good fireworks?"

"M ss Hatchard al ways sends up | ovely rockets on the

Fourth," she answered doubtfully.

"Ch----" his contenpt was unbounded. "I nean a big
performance like this, illum nated boats, and all the
rest.”

She flushed at the picture. "Do they send themup from



the Lake, too?"

"Rather. Didn't you notice that big raft we

passed? It's wonderful to see the rockets
completing their orbits down under one's feet." She
sai d nothing, and he put the oars into the row ocks.
"If we stay we'd better go and pick up sonmething to

eat .

"But how can we get back afterwards?" she ventured

feeling it would break her heart if she missed it.

He consulted a tine-table, found a ten o' clock train
and reassured her. "The npon rises so late that it
will be dark by eight, and we'll have over an hour of

it."

Twilight fell, and lights began to show al ong the
shore. The trolleys roaring out from Nettl eton became
great |um nous serpents coiling in and out anong the
trees. The wooden eating-houses at the Lake's edge
danced with lanterns, and the dusk echoed w th |aughter

and shouts and the clunsy spl ashing of oars.

Harney and Charity had found a table in the corner of a
bal cony built over the Lake, and were patiently

awai ting an unattai nabl e chowder. C ose under themthe
wat er | apped the piles, agitated by the evolutions of a
little white steanboat trellised with col oured gl obes
whi ch was to run passengers up and down the Lake.

It was already black with themas it sheered off on its

first trip.



Suddenly Charity heard a worman's | augh behind her. The
sound was familiar, and she turned to | ook. A band of
showi |y dressed girls and dapper young nen wearing
badges of secret societies, with new straw hats tilted
far back on their square-clipped hair, had invaded the
bal cony and were loudly clanouring for a table. The
girl in the | ead was the one who had | aughed. She wore
a large hat with a long white feather, and from under
its brimher painted eyes | ooked at Charity w th anused

recognition.

"Say! if this ain't like Add Home Wek," she renarked
to the girl at her elbow, and giggles and gl ances
passed between them Charity knew at once that the
girl with the white feather was Julia Hawes. She had

| ost her freshness, and the paint under her eyes nade
her face seemthinner; but her lips had the sane |ovely
curve, and the sane cold nocking snmile, as if there
were some secret absurdity in the person she was

| ooking at, and she had instantly detected it.

Charity flushed to the forehead and | ooked away.

She felt herself huniliated by Julia's sneer, and

vexed that the nockery of such a creature should affect
her. She trenbled | est Harney should notice that the
noi sy troop had recogni zed her; but they found no table

free, and passed on tunul tuously.

Presently there was a soft rush through the air and a
shower of silver fell fromthe blue evening sky. In
anot her direction, pale Roman candl es shot up singly
through the trees, and a fire-haired rocket swept the

horizon like a portent. Between these intermttent



flashes the velvet curtains of the darkness were
descending, and in the intervals of eclipse the voices

of the crowds seened to sink to snothered nmurnurs

Charity and Harney, dispossessed by newconers, were at
Il ength obliged to give up their table and struggle
through the throng about the boat-I|andings. For a
whil e there seenmed no escape fromthe tide of late
arrivals; but finally Harney secured the |last two

pl aces on the stand from which the nore privileged were
to see the fireworks. The seats were at the end of a
row, one above the other. Charity had taken off her
hat to have an uninterrupted view, and whenever she

| eaned back to follow the curve of sone

di shevel | ed rocket she could feel Harney's knees

agai nst her head.

After a while the scattered firewrks ceased. A |onger
i nterval of darkness followed, and then the whol e night
broke into flower. Fromevery point of the horizon
gol d and silver arches sprang up and crossed each

ot her, sky-orchards broke into bl ossom shed their
flam ng petals and hung their branches with gol den
fruit; and all the while the air was filled with a soft
supernatural hum as though great birds were building

their nests in those invisible tree-tops.

Now and then there cane a lull, and a wave of noonli ght
swept the Lake. In a flash it reveal ed hundreds of
boats, steel-dark against lustrous ripples; then it
withdrew as if with a furling of vast translucent
wings. Charity's heart throbbed with delight. It was

as if all the latent beauty of things had been unveiled



to her. She could not inagine that the world held
anyt hi ng nore wonderful; but near her she heard soneone
say, "You wait till you see the set piece," and
instantly her hopes took a fresh flight. At last, just
as it was beginning to seem as though the whole arch of
the sky were one great |id pressed agai nst her dazzled
eye-balls, and striking out of them continuous

jets of jewelled light, the velvet darkness settled
down again, and a murnur of expectation ran through the

crowd.

"Now-now " the sane voice said excitedly; and Charity,
grasping the hat on her knee, crushed it tight in the

effort to restrain her rapture.

For a monent the night seened to grow nore inpenetrably
bl ack; then a great picture stood out against it like a
constellation. It was surnounted by a gol den scrol
bearing the inscription, "Washington crossing the

Del aware," and across a flood of notionless gol den
ripples the National Hero passed, erect, solemm and
gigantic, standing with folded arnms in the stern of a

sl ow y novi ng gol den boat.

A long "OCh-h-h" burst fromthe spectators: the stand
creaked and shook with their blissful trepidations.
"Ch-h-h," Charity gasped: she had forgotten where she
was, had at | ast forgotten even Harney's nearness. She

seermed to have been caught up into the stars...

The picture vani shed and darkness came down. |n the
obscurity she felt her head clasped by two hands: her
face was drawn backward, and Harney's |ips were

pressed on hers. Wth sudden vehenmence he wound his



arnms about her, hol ding her head agai nst his breast
whi | e she gave hi m back his kisses. An unknown Harney
had reveal ed hinsel f, a Harney who dom nated her and
yet over whom she felt herself possessed of a new

nysteri ous power.

But the crowd was beginning to nove, and he had to

rel ease her. "Cone," he said in a confused voice. He
scranbl ed over the side of the stand, and hol ding up
his arm caught her as she sprang to the ground. He
passed his arm about her waist, steadying her against
t he descendi ng rush of people; and she clung to him
speechl ess, exultant, as if all the crowding and
confusi on about themwere a nere vain stirring of the

air.

"Come," he repeated, "we nust try to nmake the trolley."
He drew her along, and she followed, still in her
dream They wal ked as if they were one, so isolated in
ecstasy that the people jostling themon every side
seened i npal pabl e. But when they reached the term nus
the illumnnated trolley was already clanging on its
way, its platforns black with passengers. The cars

wai ting behind it were as thickly packed; and the
throng about the term nus was so dense that it

seenmed hopel ess to struggle for a place.

"Last trip up the Lake," a negaphone bellowed fromthe
wharf; and the lights of the little steam boat cane

danci ng out of the darkness.

"No use waiting here; shall we run up the Lake?" Harney

suggest ed.



They pushed their way back to the edge of the water
just as the gang-plank Iowered fromthe white side of
the boat. The electric light at the end of the wharf
flashed full on the descendi ng passengers, and anong
them Charity caught sight of Julia Hawes, her white
feather askew, and the face under it flushed with
coarse laughter. As she stepped fromthe gang-pl ank

she stopped short, her dark-ringed eyes darting nalice.

"Hull o, Charity Royall!" she called out; and then
| ooki ng back over her shoulder: "Didn't I tell you it
was a famly party? Here's grandpa's little daughter

cone to take him hone!"

A snigger ran through the group; and then, towering
above them and steadying hinself by the hand-rail in a
desperate effort at erectness, M. Royall stepped
stiffly ashore. Like the young nen of the party, he
wore a secret society enblemin the buttonhol e of

his black frock-coat. His head was covered by a new
Panama hat, and his narrow black tie, half undone,
dangl ed down on his runpled shirt-front. Hs face, a
livid brown, with red blotches of anger and |ips sunken
inlike an old man's, was a lamentable ruin in the

searching gl are.

He was just behind Julia Hawes, and had one hand on her
arm but as he left the gang-plank he freed hinself,
and noved a step or two away from his conpani ons. He
had seen Charity at once, and his gl ance passed slowy
fromher to Harney, whose armwas still about her. He

stood staring at them and trying to master the senile



qui ver of his lips; then he drew hinself up with the
tremul ous maj esty of drunkenness, and stretched out his

arm

"You whore--you damm- - bar e- headed whore, you!" he

enunci ated sl owy.

There was a scream of tipsy laughter fromthe party,

and Charity involuntarily put her hands to her head.

She renenbered that her hat had fallen fromher |ap
when she junped up to | eave the stand; and suddenly she
had a vision of herself, hatless, dishevelled, with a
man' s arm about her, confronting that drunken

crew, headed by her guardian's pitiable figure. The
picture filled her with shane. She had known since
chi |l dhood about M. Royall's "habits": had seen him as
she went up to bed, sitting norosely in his office, a
bottle at his el bow, or coming home, heavy and

quarrel sone, from his business expeditions to Hepburn
or Springfield; but the idea of his associating hinself
publicly with a band of disreputable girls and bar-room

| oaf ers was new and dreadful to her

"Ch----" she said in a gasp of msery; and rel easing
herself from Harney's arm she went straight up to M.

Royal I .

"You conme hone with nme--you cone right home with me,"
she said in a |low stern voice, as if she had not heard
hi s apostrophe; and one of the girls called out: "Say,

how many fellers does she want ?"

There was anot her |augh, followed by a pause of

curiosity, during which M. Royall continued to glare



at Charity. At length his twitching lips parted. "I
sai d, 'You--dam--whore!'" he repeated with precision

steadying hinself on Julia' s shoul der

Laughs and jeers were beginning to spring up fromthe
circle of people beyond their group; and a voice called
out fromthe gangway: "Now, then, step lively
there--all ABOARD!" The pressure of approachi ng and
departing passengers forced the actors in the rapid
scene apart, and pushed them back into the throng.
Charity found herself clinging to Harney's arm and
sobbi ng desperately. M. Royall had disappeared, and
in the distance she heard the receding sound of Julia's

| augh.

The boat, laden to the taffrail, was puffing away on

her last trinp.

Xl

AT two o'clock in the norning the freckled boy from
Creston stopped his sl eepy horse at the door of the red
house, and Charity got out. Harney had taken | eave of
her at Creston River, charging the boy to drive her
hone. Her nmind was still in a fog of misery, and she
did not remenber very clearly what had happened, or
what they said to each other, during the interninable
interval since their departure from Nettleton; but the
secretive instinct of the animal in pain was so strong
in her that she had a sense of relief when Harney got

out and she drove on al one.



The full noon hung over North Dorner, whitening the
nmst that filled the hollows between the hills and
floated transparently above the fields. Charity stood
a nonent at the gate, |ooking out into the waning
night. She watched the boy drive off, his horse's head
waggi ng heavily to and fro; then she went around to the
ki tchen door and felt under the mat for the key. She
found it, unlocked the door and went in. The

ki tchen was dark, but she discovered a box of matches,
lit a candle and went upstairs. M. Royall's door
opposite hers, stood open on his unlit room evidently
he had not cone back. She went into her room bolted
her door and began slowly to untie the ribbon about her
wai st, and to take off her dress. Under the bed she
saw t he paper bag in which she had hi dden her new hat

frominquisitive eyes...

She lay for a long tinme sl eepless on her bed, staring
up at the noonlight on the low ceiling; daw was in the
sky when she fell asleep, and when she woke the sun was

on her face.

She dressed and went down to the kitchen. Verena was
there alone: she glanced at Charity tranquilly, wth
her ol d deaf-I| ooking eyes. There was no sign of M.
Royal | about the house and the hours passed wi thout his
reappearing. Charity had gone up to her room and sat
there listlessly, her hands on her lap. Puffs of
sultry air fanned her dinmty w ndow curtains and flies

buzzed stiflingly against the bluish panes.



At one o' clock Verena hobbled up to see if she were not
com ng down to dinner; but she shook her head, and

the old woman went away, saying: "I'll cover up, then."

The sun turned and left her room and Charity seated
herself in the wi ndow, gazing down the village street
through the hal f-opened shutters. Not a thought was in
her mind; it was just a dark whirlpool of crowding

i mages; and she wat ched the peopl e passing along the
street, Dan Targatt's team hauling a | oad of pine-
trunks down to Hepburn, the sexton's old white horse
grazing on the bank across the way, as if she | ooked at

these fam liar sights fromthe other side of the grave.

She was roused from her apathy by seeing Ally Hawes

come out of the Frys' gate and walk slowmy toward the
red house with her uneven linping step. At the sight
Charity recovered her severed contact with reality. She
divined that Ally was coming to hear about her day: no
one else was in the secret of the trip to Nettleton

and it had flattered Ally profoundly to be allowed to

know of it.

At the thought of having to see her, of having to neet
her eyes and answer or evade her questions, the whole
horror of the previous night's adventure rushed back
upon Charity. What had been a feverish nightrmare
becane a cold and unescapable fact. Poor Ally, at that
monent, represented North Dormer, with all its nmean
curiosities, its furtive malice, its sham

unconsci ousness of evil. Charity knew that, although
all relations with Julia were supposed to be severed,

the tender-hearted Ally still secretly comunicated



with her; and no doubt Julia would exult in the chance
of retailing the scandal of the wharf. The story,
exaggerated and distorted, was probably already on its

way to North Dorner.

Al'ly's draggi ng pace had not carried her far fromthe
Frys' gate when she was stopped by old Ms. Sollas, who
was a great tal ker, and spoke very slowy because she
had never been able to get used to her new teeth from
Hepburn. Still, even this respite would not |ast |ong;
in another ten mnutes Ally would be at the door, and
Charity would hear her greeting Verena in the kitchen

and then calling up fromthe foot of the stairs.

Suddenly it became clear that flight, and instant
flight, was the only thing conceivable. The longing to
escape, to get away fromfanmliar faces, from places
where she was known, had al ways been strong in her in
nmoments of distress. She had a childish belief in

the mracul ous power of strange scenes and new faces to
transformher life and wipe out bitter nmenories. But
such inpul ses were nere fleeting whins conpared to the
cold resol ve whi ch now possessed her. She felt she
could not remain an hour |onger under the roof of the
man who had publicly di shonoured her, and face to face
with the people who would presently be gl oating over

all the details of her humliation

Her passing pity for M. Royall had been swall owed up
in loathing: everything in her recoiled fromthe

di sgraceful spectacle of the drunken old nman

apost rophi zing her in the presence of a band of |oafers

and street-wal kers. Suddenly, vividly, she relived



again the horrible noment when he had tried to force
hi nself into her room and what she had before supposed
to be a nad aberration now appeared to her as a vul gar

i ncident in a debauched and degraded life.

Whi | e these thoughts were hurrying through her she had
dragged out her old canvas school - bag, and was
thrusting into it a few articles of clothing and the
little packet of letters she had received from Harney.
From under her pincushion she took the library key, and
laid it in full view, then she felt at the back of

a drawer for the blue brooch that Harney had given her
She woul d not have dared to wear it openly at North
Dormer, but now she fastened it on her bosomas if it
were a talisman to protect her in her flight. These
preparati ons had taken but a few m nutes, and when they
were finished Ally Hawes was still at the Frys' corner

talking to old Ms. Sollas...

She had said to herself, as she always said in nonents
of revolt: "I'Il go to the Mountain--1'lIl go back to ny
own folks." She had never really nmeant it before; but
now, as she consi dered her case, no other course seened
open. She had never |earned any trade that woul d have
gi ven her independence in a strange place, and she knew
no one in the big towns of the valley, where she night
have hoped to find enploynent. M ss Hatchard was stil
away; but even had she been at North Dornmer she was the
| ast person to whom Charity woul d have turned, since
one of the notives urging her to flight was the wi sh

not to see Lucius Harney. Travelling back from



Nettleton, in the crowded brightly-lit train, all
exchange of confidence between them had been

i mpossi bl e; but during their drive from Hepburn to
Creston River she had gathered from Harney's snatches
of consol atory tal k--agai n hanpered by the freckl ed
boy's presence--that he intended to see her the next
day. At the nonent she had found a vague confort in
the assurance; but in the desolate lucidity of the
hours that followed she had cone to see the

i mpossibility of neeting himagain. Her dream of

conr adeshi p was over; and the scene on the wharf--vile
and disgraceful as it had been--had after all shed the
light of truth on her minute of nmadness. It was as if
her guardi an's words had stripped her bare in the face
of the grinning crowd and proclained to the world the

secret adnonitions of her conscience.

She did not think these things out clearly; she sinply
foll owed the blind propul sion of her wetchedness. She
did not want, ever again, to see anyone she had known;

above all, she did not want to see Harney...

She clinbed the hill-path behind the house and struck

t hrough the woods by a short-cut leading to the Creston
road. A |ead-coloured sky hung heavily over the
fields, and in the forest the notionless air was
stifling; but she pushed on, inpatient to reach

the road which was the shortest way to the Mountain.

To do so, she had to followthe Creston road for a mle
or two, and go within half a mle of the village; and
she wal ked quickly, fearing to nmeet Harney. But there

was no sign of him and she had al nost reached the



branch road when she saw the flanks of a large white
tent projecting through the trees by the roadsi de. She
supposed that it sheltered a travelling circus which
had cone there for the Fourth; but as she drew nearer
she saw, over the fol ded-back flap, a large sign
bearing the inscription, "Gospel Tent." The interior
seened to be enpty; but a young man in a black al paca
coat, his lank hair parted over a round white face,
stepped fromunder the flap and advanced toward her

with a smle.

"Sister, your Saviour knows everything. Wn't you cone
in and lay your guilt before H nP" he asked

i nsinuatingly, putting his hand on her arm

Charity started back and flushed. For a nonment she
t hought the evangelist nust have heard a report of the
scene at Nettleton; then she saw the absurdity of the

supposi tion.

"I ony wish't | had any to lay!" she retorted,
with one of her fierce flashes of self-derision;
and the young man nurnured, aghast: "OCh, Sister, don't

speak bl aspheny...."

But she had jerked her armout of his hold, and was
running up the branch road, trenbling with the fear of
nmeeting a fanmiliar face. Presently she was out of
sight of the village, and clinbing into the heart of
the forest. She could not hope to do the fifteen niles
to the Mouwuntain that afternoon; but she knew of a place
hal f-way to Hanblin where she could sleep, and where no
one would think of looking for her. It was a little

deserted house on a slope in one of the lonely rifts of



the hills. She had seen it once, years before, when
she had gone on a nutting expedition to the grove of
wal nuts below it. The party had taken refuge in the
house from a sudden nmountain storm and she renenbered
that Ben Sollas, who liked frightening girls, had told

themthat it was said to be haunted

She was growing faint and tired, for she had eaten
not hi ng since norning, and was not used to wal ki ng so
far. Her head felt light and she sat down for a nmonent
by the roadside. As she sat there she heard the click
of a bicycle-bell, and started up to plunge back into
the forest; but before she could nmove the bicycle

had swept around the curve of the road, and Harney,
junping of f, was approaching her with outstretched

arns.

"Charity! What on earth are you doi ng here?"

She stared as if he were a vision, so startled by the
unexpect edness of his being there that no words cane to

her.

"Where were you going? Had you forgotten that | was
com ng?" he continued, trying to draw her to him but

she shrank from his enbrace

"I was going away--I don't want to see you--1 want you

shoul d | eave ne al one," she broke out wildly.

He | ooked at her and his face grew grave, as though the

shadow of a premonition brushed it.



"Goi ng away--fromne, Charity?"

"From everybody. | want you should | eave ne."

He stood gl anci ng doubtfully up and down the |onely
forest road that stretched away into sun-fl ecked

di st ances.

"Where were you goi ng?

"Hone. "

"Home--this way?"

She threw her head back defiantly. "To ny home--up

yonder: to the Muntain."

As she spoke she becane aware of a change in his

face. He was no longer listening to her, he was only

| ooki ng at her, with the passi onate absorbed expression
she had seen in his eyes after they had kissed on the
stand at Nettleton. He was the new Harney again, the
Harney abruptly revealed in that enbrace, who seened so
penetrated with the joy of her presence that he was

utterly carel ess of what she was thinking or feeling.

He caught her hands with a laugh. "How do you suppose
I found you?" he said gaily. He drew out the little
packet of his letters and flourished them before her

bewi | dered eyes.

"You dropped them you inprudent young person--dropped
themin the mddle of the road, not far fromhere; and

the young man who is running the Gospel tent picked



themup just as | was riding by." He drew back, holding
her at arm s length, and scrutinizing her troubled face
with the m nute searching gaze of his short-sighted

eyes.

"Did you really think you could run away fromne? You

see you weren't nmeant to," he said; and before she
could answer he had ki ssed her again, not vehenently,
but tenderly, alnost fraternally, as if he had
guessed her confused pain, and wanted her to know he

understood it. He wound his fingers through hers.

"Conme let's walk a little. | want to talk to you

There's so nuch to say."

He spoke with a boy's gaiety, carelessly and
confidently, as if nothing had happened that could
shame or enbarrass themy and for a nmonent, in the
sudden relief of her release fromlonely pain, she felt
herself yielding to his nood. But he had turned, and
was draw ng her back along the road by which she had

cone. She stiffened herself and stopped short.

"I won't go back," she said.

They | ooked at each other a nonment in silence; then he
answered gently: "Very well: let's go the other way,

then. "

She renmi ned notionless, gazing silently at the ground,
and he went on: "lIsn't there a house up here sonewhere--
alittle abandoned house--you neant to show me some

day?" Still she made no answer, and he continued, in



the sane tone of tender reassurance: "Let us go there
now and sit down and talk quietly." He took one of the
hands that hung by her side and pressed his lips to the
palm "Do you suppose |'mgoing to let you send

me away? Do you suppose | don't understand?"

The little old house--its wooden walls sun-bl eached to
a ghostly gray--stood in an orchard above the road.

The garden palings had fallen, but the broken gate
dangl ed between its posts, and the path to the house
was mar ked by rose-bushes run wild and hangi ng their
smal | pal e bl ossons above the crowdi ng grasses.

Sl ender pilasters and an intricate fan-light franmed the
openi ng where the door had hung; and the door itself
lay rotting in the grass, with an old apple-tree fallen

across it.

I nside, also, wind and weat her had bl anched everything
to the same wan silvery tint; the house was as dry and
pure as the interior of a long-enpty shell. But it
must have been exceptionally well built, for the little
roons had kept sonething of their hunman aspect: the
wooden mantels with their neat classic ornanents were
in place, and the corners of one ceiling retained a

light filmof plaster tracery.

Harney had found an old bench at the back door and
dragged it into the house. Charity sat onit,

| eani ng her head against the wall in a state of
drowsy | assitude. He had guessed that she was hungry
and thirsty, and had brought her some tablets of

chocol ate fromhis bicycle-bag, and filled his



drinking-cup froma spring in the orchard; and now he
sat at her feet, snoking a cigarette, and | ooking up at
her without speaking. Qutside, the afternoon shadows
wer e | engt hening across the grass, and through the
enpty wi ndowfranme that faced her she saw the Muntain
thrusting its dark nass against a sultry sunset. It

was tinme to go.

She stood up, and he sprang to his feet al so, and
passed his armthrough hers with an air of authority.

"Now, Charity, you're com ng back with ne."

She | ooked at himand shook her head. "I ain't ever

goi ng back. You don't know. "

"What don't | know?" She was silent, and he continued:
"What happened on the wharf was horrible--it's natura
you should feel as you do. But it doesn't make any

real difference: you can't be hurt by such things. You
must try to forget. And you must try to understand

that nen...nen sonetines..."

"I know about nen. That's why."

He coloured a little at the retort, as though it

had touched himin a way she did not suspect.

"Well, then...you nmust know one has to make
al | owances....He'd been drinking...."
"I know all that, too. |[|'ve seen himso before. But

he woul dn't have dared speak to ne that way if he

hadn't..."



"Hadn't what? Wat do you nean?”

"Hadn't wanted me to be |like those other girls...." She
| owered her voice and | ooked away fromhim "So's 't

he woul dn't have to go out....'

Harney stared at her. For a nonment he did not seemto
sei ze her meaning; then his face grew dark. "The
damed hound! The villainous |ow hound!" H's wath

bl azed up, crimsoning himto the tenples. "I never
dreaned--good God, it's too vile,"” he broke off, as if

his thoughts recoiled fromthe di scovery.

"I won't never go back there," she repeated doggedly.

"No----" he assented.

There was a long interval of silence, during which she
i magi ned that he was searching her face for nore
I'ight on what she had revealed to him and a flush of

shanme swept over her.

"I know the way you nust feel about ne," she broke out,

"...telling you such things...."

But once nore, as she spoke, she becanme aware that he

was no longer listening. He cane close and caught her
to himas if he were snatching her from sone inm nent

peril: his inpetuous eyes were in hers, and she could
feel the hard beat of his heart as he held her against
it.

"Kiss ne again--like last night," he said, pushing her



hair back as if to draw her whole face up into his

ki ss.

Xl

ONE afternoon toward the end of August a group of girls
sat in aroomat Mss Hatchard's in a gay confusion of
flags, turkey-red, blue and white paper nuslin, harvest

sheaves and illum nated scrolls.

North Dormer was preparing for its Od Home Wek. That
formof sentinental decentralization was still inits
early stages, and, precedents being few, and the desire
to set an exanple contagious, the matter had becone a
subj ect of prol onged and passionate di scussion under

M ss Hatchard's roof. The incentive to the celebration
had conme rather fromthose who had I eft North Dormer
than fromthose who had been obliged to stay there, and
there was sone difficulty in rousing the village to the
proper state of enthusiasm But Mss Hatchard' s pale
pri mdraw ng-room was the centre of constant com ngs
and goi ngs from Hepburn, Nettleton, Springfield and
even nore distant cities; and whenever a visitor
arrived he was | ed across the hall, and treated to

a glinpse of the group of girls deep in their pretty

preparati ons.

"All the old nanes...all the old nanes...." Mss

Hat chard woul d be heard, tapping across the hall on her



crutches. "Targatt...Sollas...Fry: thisis Mss Ona
Fry sewing the stars on the drapery for the organ-loft.
Don't move, girls....and this is Mss Ally Hawes, our

cl everest needl e-wonman...and Mss Charity Royall naking
our garlands of evergreen....| like the idea of its all
bei ng homemade, don't you? W haven't had to call in

any foreign talent: ny young cousin Lucius Harney, the
architect--you know he's up here preparing a book on

Col oni al houses--he's taken the whole thing in hand so
cleverly; but you nust cone and see his sketch for the

stage we're going to put up in the Town Hall."

One of the first results of the Od Hone Wek agitation
had, in fact, been the reappearance of Lucius Harney in
the village street. He had been vaguely spoken of as
being not far off, but for some weeks past no one had
seen himat North Dormer, and there was a recent report
of his having left Creston River, where he was said to
have been staying, and gone away from the nei ghbourhood
for good. Soon after Mss Hatchard's return

however, he canme back to his old quarters in her house,
and began to take a leading part in the planning of the
festivities. He threw hinself into the idea with
extraordi nary good-hunour, and was so prodi gal of

sket ches, and so inexhaustible in devices, that he gave
an inmedi ate inpetus to the rather |anguid novenent,

and infected the whole village with his enthusiasm

"Lucius has such a feeling for the past that he has
roused us all to a sense of our privileges," Mss

Hat chard woul d say, lingering on the | ast word, which
was a favourite one. And before |eading her visitor

back to the draw ng-room she woul d repeat, for the



hundredth tine, that she supposed he thought it very
bold of little North Dormer to start up and have a Homne
Week of its own, when so many bigger places hadn't
thought of it yet; but that, after all, Associations
counted nore than the size of the population, didn't
they? And of course North Dormer was so full of

Associ ations...historic, literary (here a filial sigh
for Honorius) and ecclesiastical...he knew about the
ol d pewter comunion service inported fromEngland in
1769, she supposed? And it was so inportant, in a

weal thy materialistic age, to set the exanple of
reverting to the old ideals, the famly and the

honest ead, and so on. This peroration usually carried
her hal f-way back across the hall, leaving the girls to

return to their interrupted activities.

The day on which Charity Royall was weavi ng hem ock
garlands for the procession was the | ast before the
celebration. When Mss Hatchard called upon the North
Dor mer mai denhood to col | aborate in the festa
preparations Charity had at first held aloof; but it
had been made clear to her that her non-appearance

m ght excite conjecture, and, reluctantly, she had
joined the other workers. The girls, at first shy and
enbarrassed, and puzzled as to the exact nature of the
proj ected conmenoration, had soon becone interested in
the anusing details of their task, and excited by the
notice they received. They would not for the world
have mnissed their afternoons at Mss Hatchard' s, and,
whil e they cut out and sewed and draped and pasted,
their tongues kept up such an acconpani nent to the
sewi ng-machi ne that Charity's silence sheltered itself

unpercei ved under their chatter



In spirit she was still al nbst unconscious of the

pl easant stir about her. Since her return to the

red house, on the evening of the day when Harney had
overtaken her on her way to the Muntain, she had |ived
at North Dorner as if she were suspended in the void.
She had conme back there because Harney, after appearing
to agree to the inmpossibility of her doing so, had
ended by persuadi ng her that any other course would be
madness. She had nothing further to fear from M.
Royall. O this she had decl ared hersel f sure, though
she had failed to add, in his exoneration, that he had
twice offered to nake her his wife. Her hatred of him
made it inpossible, at the noment, for her to say

anything that m ght partly excuse himin Harney's eyes.

Har ney, however, once satisfied of her security, had
found plenty of reasons for urging her to return. The
first, and the nost unanswerable, was that she had
nowhere else to go. But the one on which he laid the
greatest stress was that flight would be equivalent to
avowal . If--as was al nost inevitable--rumours of the
scandal ous scene at Nettleton should reach North
Dormer, how el se woul d her di sappearance be
interpreted? Her guardian had publicly taken away her
character, and she i medi ately vani shed fromhis

house. Seekers after notives could hardly fail to
draw an unkind conclusion. But if she came back at
once, and was seen | eading her usual life, the incident
was reduced to its true proportions, as the outbreak of
a drunken old man furious at being surprised in

di sreput abl e conpany. People would say that M. Royal

had insulted his ward to justify hinmself, and the



sordid tale would fall into its place in the chronicle

of his obscure debaucheri es.

Charity saw the force of the argunent; but if she

acqui esced it was not so nuch because of that as
because it was Harney's wish. Since that evening in
the deserted house she could i magi ne no reason for
doi ng or not doing anything except the fact that Harney
wi shed or did not wish it. Al her tossing
contradictory inpulses were nerged in a fatalistic
acceptance of his will. It was not that she felt in
hi m any ascendancy of character--there were nonents

al ready when she knew she was the stronger--but that
all the rest of life had becone a nere cl oudy rim about
the central glory of their passion. Wenever she
stopped thi nking about that for a nmonment she felt as
she sonetimes did after lying on the grass and staring
up too long at the sky; her eyes were so full of

light that everything about her was a blur.

Each time that M ss Hatchard, in the course of her
periodi cal incursions into the work-room dropped an
allusion to her young cousin, the architect, the effect
was the same on Charity. The hem ock garland she was
wearing fell to her knees and she sat in a kind of
trance. It was so nanifestly absurd that Mss Hatchard
should talk of Harney in that fam liar possessive way,
as if she had any claimon him or knew anythi ng about
him She, Charity Royall, was the only being on earth
who really knew him knew himfromthe soles of his
feet to the runpled crest of his hair, knew the
shifting lights in his eyes, and the inflexions of his

voi ce, and the things he |liked and disliked, and



everything there was to know about him as ninutely and
yet unconsciously as a child knows the walls of the
roomit wakes up in every nmorning. It was this fact,
whi ch nobody about her guessed, or woul d have

under stood, that made her life something apart and
inviolable, as if nothing had any power to hurt or

di sturb her as long as her secret was safe.

The roomin which the girls sat was the one whi ch had
been Harney's bedroom He had been sent upstairs,

to make room for the Home Week workers; but the
furniture had not been noved, and as Charity sat there
she had perpetually before her the vision she had

| ooked in on fromthe mdnight garden. The table at
whi ch Harney had sat was the one about which the girls
wer e gathered; and her own seat was near the bed on
whi ch she had seen himlying. Sonetines, when the
others were not | ooking, she bent over as if to pick up
sonething, and laid her cheek for a nonent against the

pillow

Toward sunset the girls disbanded. Their work was
done, and the next norning at daylight the draperies
and garlands were to be nailed up, and the illuninated
scrolls put in place in the Town Hall. The first
guests were to drive over from Hepburn in time for the
ni dday banquet under a tent in Mss Hatchard's field;
and after that the cerempnies were to begin. Mss
Hatchard, pale with fatigue and excitenent, thanked her
young assi stants, and stood in the porch, |eaning on
her crutches and waving a farewell as she watched them

troop away down the street.



Charity had slipped off anong the first; but at the
gate she heard Ally Hawes calling after her, and

reluctantly turned.

"WIIl you cone over now and try on your dress?"
Al'ly asked, |ooking at her with wistful admration. "I
want to be sure the sleeves don't ruck up the sane as

they did yesterday."

Charity gazed at her with dazzled eyes. "Oh, it's

| ovely," she said, and hastened away w thout |i stening
to Ally's protest. She wanted her dress to be as
pretty as the other girls'--wanted it, in fact, to
outshine the rest, since she was to take part in the
"exercises"--but she had no tine just then to fix her

m nd on such matters...

She sped up the street to the library, of which she had
the key about her neck. Fromthe passage at the back
she dragged forth a bicycle, and guided it to the edge
of the street. She |ooked about to see if any of the
girls were approaching; but they had drifted away

toget her toward the Town Hall, and she sprang into the
saddl e and turned toward the Creston road. There was
an al nost continual descent to Creston, and with her
feet against the pedals she floated through the stil
evening air |like one of the hawks she had often watched
sl anting downward on notionl ess wings. Twenty mnutes
fromthe time when she had left Mss Hatchard' s door
she was turning up the wood-road on which Harney

had overtaken her on the day of her flight; and a few
m nutes afterward she had junped from her bicycle at

the gate of the deserted house.



In the gol d- powdered sunset it | ooked nore than ever
like sone frail shell dried and washed by nmany seasons;
but at the back, whither Charity advanced, draw ng her
bi cycle after her, there were signs of recent
habitation. A rough door nmade of boards hung in the

ki tchen doorway, and pushing it open she entered a room
furnished in primtive canmping fashion. |In the w ndow
was a table, also made of boards, with an earthenware
jar holding a big bunch of wild asters, two canvas
chairs stood near by, and in one corner was a mattress

with a Mexi can bl anket over it.

The room was enpty, and | eaning her bicycle against the
house Charity clanbered up the slope and sat down on a
rock under an old apple-tree. The air was perfectly
still, and fromwhere she sat she would be able to hear
the tinkle of a bicycle-bell a long way down the

road. . .

She was al ways gl ad when she got to the little house
before Harney. She liked to have tine to take in every
detail of its secret sweetness--the shadows of the

appl e-trees swaying on the grass, the old wal nuts
roundi ng their dones bel ow the road, the neadows

sl oping westward in the afternoon light--before his
first kiss blotted it all out. Everything unrelated to
the hours spent in that tranquil place was as faint as
the renenbrance of a dream The only reality was the
wondr ous unfol ding of her new self, the reaching out to
the light of all her contracted tendrils. She had
lived all her life anbng peopl e whose sensibilities

seened to have withered for |ack of use; and nore



wonderful, at first, than Harney's endearnents were the
words that were a part of them She had al ways thought
of love as sonething confused and furtive, and he nade

it as bright and open as the sunmmer air.

On the norrow of the day when she had shown himthe way
to the deserted house he had packed up and left Creston
Ri ver for Boston; but at the first station he had
junped on the train with a hand-bag and scranbl ed up
into the hills. For two golden rainless August weeks
he had canped in the house, getting eggs and mlk from
the solitary farmin the valley, where no one knew hi m
and doing his cooking over a spirit-lanp. He got up
every day with the sun, took a plunge in a brown poo

he knew of, and spent long hours lying in the

scent ed henl ock-woods above the house, or wandering

al ong the yoke of the Eagle Ri dge, far above the m sty
bl ue vall eys that swept away east and west between the
endless hills. And in the afternoon Charity cane to

hi m

Wth part of what was left of her savings she had hired
a bicycle for a nonth, and every day after dinner, as
soon as her guardian started to his office, she hurried
to the library, got out her bicycle, and flew down the
Creston road. She knew that M. Royall, |ike everyone
else in North Dormer, was perfectly aware of her
acquisition: possibly he, as well as the rest of the
vill age, knew what use she nade of it. She did not
care: she felt himto be so powerless that if he had
questioned her she woul d probably have told himthe
truth. But they had never spoken to each other since

the night on the wharf at Nettleton. He had returned



to North Dornmer only on the third day after that
encounter, arriving just as Charity and Verena were
sitting down to supper. He had drawn up his chair,
taken his napkin fromthe side-board drawer, pulled it
out of its ring, and seated hinself as unconcernedly as
if he had come in fromhis usual afternoon session

at Carrick Fry's; and the long habit of the household
made it seem al nost natural that Charity should not so
much as raise her eyes when he entered. She had sinply
I et hi munderstand that her silence was not accidenta
by leaving the table while he was still eating, and
going up without a word to shut herself into her room
After that he formed the habit of talking l|oudly and
genially to Verena whenever Charity was in the room

but ot herwi se there was no apparent change in their

rel ati ons.

She did not think connectedly of these things while she
sat waiting for Harney, but they remained in her nind
as a sullen background agai nst whi ch her short hours
with himflanmed out like forest fires. Nothing else
mattered, neither the good nor the bad, or what night
have seemed so before she knew him He had caught her
up and carried her away into a new world, from which,

at stated hours, the ghost of her cane back to perform
certain customary acts, but all so thinly and

i nsubstantially that she soneti nes wondered that the

peopl e she went about anobng coul d see her....

Behi nd the swarthy Muntain the sun had gone down in
wavel ess gold. Froma pasture up the slope a
tinkl e of cow bells sounded; a puff of snoke hung over

the farmin the valley, trailed on the pure air and was



gone. For a fewninutes, in the clear light that is
all shadow, fields and woods were outlined with an
unreal precision; then the twilight blotted them out,
and the little house turned gray and spectral under its

wi zened appl e- branches.

Charity's heart contracted. The first fall of night
after a day of radiance often gave her a sense of

hi dden nenace: it was |ike |ooking out over the world
as it would be when | ove had gone fromit. She
wondered if sonme day she would sit in that sane place

and watch in vain for her |over....

Hi s bicycle-bell sounded down the lane, and in a mnute
she was at the gate and his eyes were |aughing in hers.
They wal ked back through the |ong grass, and pushed
open the door behind the house. The roomat first
seenmed quite dark and they had to grope their way in
hand in hand. Through the w ndowfranme the sky | ooked
Iight by contrast, and above the bl ack nmass of asters
in the earthen jar one white star glimered like a

not h.

"There was such a lot to do at the last mnute,” Harney
was explaining, "and | had to drive down to
Creston to neet sonmeone who has conme to stay with ny

cousin for the show."

He had his arns about her, and his kisses were in her
hair and on her lips. Under his touch things deep down
in her struggled to the light and sprang up |ike
flowers in sunshine. She twi sted her fingers into his,
and they sat down side by side on the inprovised couch

She hardly heard his excuses for being late: in his



absence a thousand doubts tornented her, but as soon as
he appeared she ceased to wonder where he had cone
from what had del ayed him who had kept him from her
It seenmed as if the places he had been in, and the
peopl e he had been with, nust cease to exist when he
left them just as her own life was suspended in his

absence.

He continued, now, to talk to her volubly and gaily,
deploring his | ateness, grunbling at the denands on his
time, and good-humouredly m mcking Mss Hatchard's
benevol ent agitation. "She hurried off Mles to ask

M. Royall to speak at the Town Hall tormorrow. | didn't
know till it was done.” Charity was silent, and he
added: "After all, perhaps it's just as well. No one

el se could have done it."

Charity made no answer: She did not care what part

her guardi an played in the norrow s cerenoni es. Like
all the other figures peopling her neagre world he had
grown non-existent to her. She had even put off hating

hi m

"Tomorrow | shall only see you fromfar off," Harney
continued. "But in the evening there'll be the dance
in the Town Hall. Do you want ne to promise not to

dance with any other girl?"

Any other girl? Wre there any others? She had
forgotten even that peril, so enclosed did he and she
seemin their secret world. Her heart gave a

frightened jerk.



"Yes, promse."

He | aughed and took her in his arms. "You goose--not

even if they're hideous?"

He pushed the hair from her forehead, bending her face
back, as his way was, and |eaning over so that his head
| ooned bl ack between her eyes and the pal eness of the

sky, in which the white star floated..

Si de by side they sped back along the dark wood-road to
the village. A late noon was rising, full orbed and
fiery, turning the nountain ranges fromfluid gray

to a massive bl ackness, and maki ng the upper sky so
light that the stars | ooked as faint as their own
reflections in water. At the edge of the wood, half a
mle fromMNorth Dormer, Harney junped fromhis bicycle
took Charity in his arns for a last kiss, and then

wai ted while she went on al one.

They were later than usual, and instead of taking the
bicycle to the library she propped it against the back
of the wood-shed and entered the kitchen of the red
house. Verena sat there alone; when Charity cane in
she | ooked at her with mld inpenetrable eyes and then
took a plate and a glass of nmilk fromthe shelf and set
themsilently on the table. Charity nodded her thanks,
and sitting down, fell hungrily upon her piece of pie
and enptied the glass. Her face burned with her quick
flight through the night, and her eyes were dazzl ed by
the twinkle of the kitchen lanp. She felt like a

ni ght - bird suddenly caught and caged.



"He ain't cone back since supper,"” Verena said. "He's

down to the Hall."

Charity took no notice. Her soul was still w nging
through the forest. She washed her plate and tunbler
and then felt her way up the dark stairs. Wen she
opened her door a wonder arrested her. Before going
out she had cl osed her shutters against the afternoon
heat, but they had swung partly open, and a bar of
nmoonl i ght, crossing the room rested on her bed and
showed a dress of China silk laid out on it in virgin
whiteness. Charity had spent nore than she could
afford on the dress, which was to surpass those of all
the other girls; she had wanted to | et North Dorner see
that she was worthy of Harney's admiration. Above the
dress, folded on the pillow, was the white veil which
the young women who took part in the exercises were to
wear under a wreath of asters; and beside the veil a
pair of slimwhite satin shoes that Aly had produced
froman old trunk in which she stored mnysterious

treasures.

Charity stood gazing at all the outspread whiteness. It
recalled a vision that had conme to her in the night
after her first nmeeting with Harney. She no | onger had
such visions...warner splendours had displaced
them..but it was stupid of Ally to have paraded al
those white things on her bed, exactly as Hattie
Targatt's wedding dress from Springfield had been
spread out for the neighbours to see when she narried

Tom Fry. ...



Charity took up the satin shoes and | ooked at them
curiously. By day, no doubt, they would appear a
little worn, but in the noonlight they seemed carved of
ivory. She sat down on the floor to try themon, and
they fitted her perfectly, though when she stood up she
lurched a little on the high heels. She | ooked down at
her feet, which the graceful nould of the slippers had
marvel | ously arched and narrowed. She had never seen
such shoes before, even in the shop-w ndows at
Nettleton...never, except...yes, once, she had noticed

a pair of the same shape on Annabel Bal ch

A blush of nortification swept over her. Ally
sonetines sewed for Mss Balch when that brilliant
bei ng descended on North Dorner, and no doubt she

pi cked up presents of cast-off clothing: the treasures
in the nysterious trunk all came fromthe people she
wor ked for; there could be no doubt that the white

sli ppers were Annabel Balch's...

As she stood there, staring down noodily at her feet,
she heard the triple click-click-click of a bicycle-
bell under her window. It was Harney's secret signa
as he passed on his way honme. She stunbled to the

wi ndow on her high heels, flung open the shutters and
| eaned out. He waved to her and sped by, his

bl ack shadow dancing nerrily ahead of himdown the
enpty noonlit road; and she | eaned there watching him

till he vani shed under the Hatchard spruces.

Xl



THE Town Hall was crowded and exceedingly hot. As
Charity marched into it third in the white nuslin file
headed by O ma Fry, she was conscious mainly of the
brilliant effect of the weathed colums franing the
green-carpeted stage toward whi ch she was novi ng; and
of the unfamiliar faces turning fromthe front rows to

wat ch t he advance of the procession

But it was all a bew ldering blur of eyes and col ours
till she found herself standing at the back of the
stage, her great bunch of asters and gol denrod held
well in front of her, and answering the nervous gl ance
of Lanbert Sollas, the organist fromM. Mles's
church, who had conme up fromNettleton to play the

har noni um and sat behind it, his conductor's eye

runni ng over the fluttered girls.

A nmoment later M. Mles, pink and tw nkling, energed
fromthe background, as if buoyed up on his broad white
gown, and briskly dom nated the bowed heads in the
front rows. He prayed energetically and briefly

and then retired, and a fierce nod from Lanbert Soll as
warned the girls that they were to follow at once with
"Home, Sweet Home." It was a joy to Charity to sing: it
seened as though, for the first time, her secret
rapture mght burst fromher and flash its defiance at
the world. Al the glowin her blood, the breath of
the summer earth, the rustle of the forest, the fresh
call of birds at sunrise, and the broodi ng ni dday

| anguors, seened to pass into her untrained voice,

lifted and |l ed by the sustaining chorus.



And then suddenly the song was over, and after an
uncertain pause, during which Mss Hatchard's pearl -
grey gloves started a furtive signalling down the hall
M. Royall, energing in turn, ascended the steps of the
stage and appeared behind the fl ower-weat hed desk. He
passed close to Charity, and she noticed that his
gravely set face wore the | ook of nmmjesty that used to
awe and fascinate her childhood. His frock-coat had
been carefully brushed and ironed, and the ends of his
narrow bl ack tie were so nearly even that the tying
nmust have cost hima protracted struggle. His
appearance struck her all the nore because it was the
first time she had | ooked himfull in the face since
the night at Nettleton, and nothing in his grave

and i npressi ve deneanour reveal ed a trace of the

| anentabl e figure on the wharf.

He stood a nonent behind the desk, resting his finger-
tips against it, and bending slightly toward his

audi ence; then he straightened hinself and began.

At first she paid no heed to what he was saying: only
fragments of sentences, sonorous quotations, allusions
to illustrious nmen, including the obligatory tribute to
Honorius Hatchard, drifted past her inattentive ears.
She was trying to di scover Harney anong the notabl e
people in the front row, but he was nowhere near M ss
Hat chard, who, crowned by a pearl-grey hat that matched
her gl oves, sat just below the desk, supported by Ms
M1l es and an inportant-|ooki ng unknown | ady. Charity
was near one end of the stage, and from where she sat
the other end of the first row of seats was cut off by

the screen of foliage masking the harnonium The



effort to see Harney around the corner of the screen
or through its interstices, made her unconsci ous of
everything else; but the effort was unsuccessful, and
gradual Iy she found her attention arrested by her

guardi an' s di scourse

She had never heard himspeak in public before,

but she was famliar with the rolling nmusic of his

voi ce when he read aloud, or held forth to the

sel ectnen about the stove at Carrick Fry's. Today his
inflections were richer and graver than she had ever
known them he spoke slowy, with pauses that seened to
invite his hearers to silent participation in his

t hought; and Charity perceived a |light of response in

their faces.

He was nearing the end of his address..."Mst of you,"
he said, "nobst of you who have returned here today, to
take contact with this little place for a brief hour
have cone only on a pious pilgrinmge, and will go back
presently to busy cities and lives full of |arger
duties. But that is not the only way of com ng back to
North Dorner. Sone of us, who went out fromhere in
our youth...went out, like you, to busy cities and

| arger duties...have cone back in another way--cone
back for good. | amone of those, as nmany of you

know. . .. He paused, and there was a sense of suspense
inthe listening hall. "M history is wthout

interest, but it has its lesson: not so nuch for those
of you who have al ready made your lives in other

pl aces, as for the young nen who are perhaps

pl anni ng even now to | eave these quiet hills and go

down into the struggle. Things they cannot foresee may



send sone of those young nen back sone day to the
little township and the old honestead: they may cone

back for good.... He | ooked about him and repeated
gravely: "For GOOD. There's the point | want to
make...North Dormer is a poor little place, alnost |ost
in a mghty | andscape: perhaps, by this tinme, it mght
have been a bigger place, and nore in scale with the

| andscape, if those who had to cone back had come with
that feeling in their mnds--that they wanted to come

back for GOOD...and not for bad...or just for

i ndi fference...

"Gentlenmen, let us look at things as they are. Sone of
us have cone back to our native town because we'd
failed to get on el sewhere. One way or other, things
had gone wong with us...what we'd dreaned of hadn't
cone true. But the fact that we had failed el sewhere
is no reason why we should fail here. Qur very
experinents in larger places, even if they were
unsuccessful, ought to have hel ped us to nake North
Dornmer a larger place...and you young nen who are
preparing even now to follow the call of anmbition, and
turn your back on the old hones--well, let me say

this to you, that if ever you do cone back to themit's
worth while to cone back to themfor their good....And
to do that, you nust keep on |loving themwhile you're
away fromthem and even if you cone back agai nst your
will--and thinking it's all a bitter nistake of Fate or
Provi dence--you nust try to make the best of it, and to
make the best of your old town; and after a while--
well, ladies and gentlenmen, | give you ny recipe for
what it's worth; after a while, | believe you'll be

able to say, as | can say today: 'I'mglad |I'm here.



Believe ne, all of you, the best way to help the places

we live inis to be glad we live there."

He stopped, and a nurnur of enotion and surprise ran
through the audience. It was not in the |east what
they had expected, but it noved them nore than what
they had expected would have noved them "Hear, hear!"
a voice cried out in the nmddle of the hall. An

out burst of cheers caught up the cry, and as they
subsided Charity heard M. Mles saying to soneone near
him "That was a MAN tal king----" He wi ped his

spect acl es.

M. Royall had stepped back fromthe desk, and

taken his seat in the row of chairs in front of

the harnmonium A dapper white-haired gentl eman--a

di stant Hat chard--succeeded hi m behind the gol denrod,
and began to say beautiful things about the old oaken
bucket, patient white-haired nothers, and where the
boys used to go nutting...and Charity began again to

search for Harney. ..

Suddenly M. Royall pushed back his seat, and one of
the mapl e branches in front of the harnonium col | apsed
with a crash. |t uncovered the end of the first row
and in one of the seats Charity saw Harney, and in the
next a | ady whose face was turned toward him and

al rost hidden by the brimof her drooping hat. Charity
did not need to see the face. She knew at a gl ance the
slimfigure, the fair hair heaped up under the hat-
brim the long pale winkled gloves with bracelets
slipping over them At the fall of the branch Mss

Bal ch turned her head toward the stage, and in her



pretty thin-lipped snmle there lingered the reflection
of somet hi ng her nei ghbour had been whi spering to

her. ...

Soneone cane forward to replace the fallen branch, and
M ss Bal ch and Harney were once nore hidden. But to
Charity the vision of their two faces had blotted

out everything. In a flash they had shown her the bare
reality of her situation. Behind the frail screen of
her lover's caresses was the whole inscrutable mystery
of his life: his relations with other people--with

ot her wornen--his opinions, his prejudices, his
principles, the net of influences and interests and
anbitions in which every man's life is entangled. O
all these she knew nothing, except what he had told her
of his architectural aspirations. She had always dinmy
guessed himto be in touch with inportant people,

i nvol ved in conplicated relations--but she felt it all
to be so far beyond her understandi ng that the whol e
subject hung like a lum nous m st on the farthest verge
of her thoughts. |In the foreground, hiding all else,
there was the glow of his presence, the Iight and
shadow of his face, the way his short-sighted eyes, at
her approach, wi dened and deepened as if to draw her
down into them and, above all, the flush of youth and

tenderness in which his words encl osed her

Now she saw hi m detached from her, drawn back into the
unknown, and whi spering to another girl things that
provoked the sane snile of m schievous conplicity he
had so often called to her own Iips. The feeling
possessi ng her was not one of jealousy: she was too

sure of his love. It was rather a terror of the



unknown, of all the nysterious attractions that nust
even now be draggi ng himaway from her, and of her own

power | essness to contend with them

She had given himall she had--but what was it conpared
to the other gifts life held for hin? She understood
now the case of girls like herself to whomthis kind of
thi ng happened. They gave all they had, but their al
was not enough: it could not buy nore than a few

nmonents. . ..

The heat had grown suffocating--she felt it descend on
her in snothering waves, and the faces in the crowded
hal | began to dance |like the pictures flashed on the
screen at Nettleton. For an instant M. Royall's
count enance detached itself fromthe general blur. He
had resuned his place in front of the harnonium and
sat close to her, his eyes on her face; and his | ook
seened to pierce to the very centre of her confused
sensations....A feeling of physical sickness rushed
over her--and then deadly apprehension. The |ight of
the fiery hours in the little house swept back on her

in a glare of fear....

She forced herself to | ook away from her guardi an

and becane aware that the oratory of the Hatchard
cousin had ceased, and that M. MIles was again
flapping his wings. Fragnments of his peroration
floated through her bewildered brain...."A rich harvest
of hall owed nenories....A sanctified hour to which, in
monents of trial, your thoughts will prayerfully
return....And now, O Lord, let us hunbly and fervently

gi ve thanks for this bl essed day of reunion, here in



the old hone to which we have cone back fromso far
Preserve it to us, O Lord, in tines to come, in all its
honel y sweetness--in the kindliness and wi sdomof its
ol d people, in the courage and industry of its young
men, in the piety and purity of this group of innocent

girls----" He flapped a white wing in their direction
and at the sane nonent Lanbert Sollas, with his fierce
nod, struck the opening bars of "Auld Lang
Syne."...Charity stared straight ahead of her and then

dropping her flowers, fell face dowward at M.

Royal | 's feet.

XV

NORTH DORMER S cel ebration naturally included the
villages attached to its township, and the festivities
were to radiate over the whole group, from Dormer and
the two Crestons to Hanblin, the lonely ham et on the
north slope of the Muuntain where the first snow al ways
fell. On the third day there were speeches and
cerenopnies at Creston and Creston River; on the fourth
the principal performers were to be driven in buck-

boards to Dorner and Hanblin.

It was on the fourth day that Charity returned for the
first time to the little house. She had not seen
Harney al one since they had parted at the wood' s edge
the night before the cel ebrations began. 1In the

i nterval she had passed through many noods, but for the
nmoment the terror which had seized her in the Town Hal

had faded to the edge of consciousness. She had



fainted because the hall was stiflingly hot, and
because the speakers had gone on and on.... Severa

ot her people had been affected by the heat, and

had had to | eave before the exercises were over. There
had been thunder in the air all the afternoon, and
everyone said afterward that something ought to have

been done to ventilate the hall....

At the dance that eveni ng--where she had gone
reluctantly, and only because she feared to stay away,
she had sprung back into instant reassurance. As soon
as she entered she had seen Harney waiting for her, and
he had come up with kind gay eyes, and swept her off in
a waltz. Her feet were full of nusic, and though her
only training had been with the village youths she had
no difficulty in tuning her steps to his. As they
circled about the floor all her vain fears dropped from
her, and she even forgot that she was probably dancing

i n Annabel Bal ch's slippers.

When the waltz was over Harney, with a |l ast hand-cl asp
left her to meet M ss Hatchard and M ss Bal ch, who were
just entering. Charity had a nonent of anguish as M ss
Bal ch appeared; but it did not last. The triunphant
fact of her own greater beauty, and of Harney's sense
of it, swept her apprehensions aside. Mss Balch, in
an unbecoming dress, |ooked sall ow and pinched, and
Charity fancied there was a worried expression in

her pal e-l1ashed eyes. She took a seat near Mss
Hatchard and it was presently apparent that she did not
mean to dance. Charity did not dance often either

Har ney explained to her that Mss Hatchard had begged

himto give each of the other girls a turn; but he went



through the formof asking Charity's pernission each
time he |l ed one out, and that gave her a sense of
secret triunph even conpl eter than when she was

whirling about the roomw th him

She was thinking of all this as she waited for himin
the deserted house. The late afternoon was sultry, and
she had tossed aside her hat and stretched herself at
full length on the Mexican bl anket because it was
cool er indoors than under the trees. She lay with her
arnms fol ded beneath her head, gazing out at the shaggy
shoul der of the Mountain. The sky behind it was ful

of the splintered glories of the descending sun, and
before | ong she expected to hear Harney's bicycl e-bel
in the lane. He had bicycled to Hanblin, instead of
driving there with his cousin and her friends, so that
he m ght be able to nake his escape earlier and stop on
the way back at the deserted house, which was on

the road to Hanmblin. They had smiled together at the

j oke of hearing the crowded buck-boards roll by on the
return, while they lay close in their hiding above the
road. Such childish triunphs still gave her a sense of

reckl ess security.

Nevert hel ess she had not wholly forgotten the vision of
fear that had opened before her in the Town Hall. The
sense of |astingness was gone from her and every nonent

wi th Harney woul d now be ringed with doubt.

The Mountain was turning purple against a fiery sunset
fromwhich it seenmed to be divided by a knife-edge of
quivering light; and above this wall of flame the whole

sky was a pure pale green, like some cold nountain | ake



in shadow. Charity lay gazing up at it, and watching

for the first white star. ..

Her eyes were still fixed on the upper reaches of the
sky when she becane aware that a shadow had flitted
across the glory-flooded room it nust have been Harney
passi ng the wi ndow agai nst the sunset....She half

rai sed herself, and then dropped back on her fol ded
arnms. The conbs had slipped fromher hair, and it
trailed in a rough dark rope across her breast. She
lay quite still, a sleepy smle on her lips, her
indolent lids half shut. There was a funbling at the
padl ock and she called out: "Have you slipped the

chai n?" The door opened, and M. Royall walked into the

room

She started up, sitting back agai nst the cushions, and
they | ooked at each other wi thout speaking. Then M.

Royal | closed the door-|atch and advanced a few steps.

Charity junped to her feet. "What have you cone for?"

she stammer ed.

The | ast glare of the sunset was on her guardian's

face, which | ooked ash-coloured in the yellow radi ance.

"Because | knew you were here," he answered sinply.

She had becone conscious of the hair hanging | oose
across her breast, and it seenmed as though she could

not speak to himtill she had set herself in order. She
groped for her conb, and tried to fasten up the coil

M. Royall silently watched her



"Charity," he said, "he'll be here in a mnute. Let ne

talk to you first."

"You've got no right to talk to me. | can do what |

pl ease. "

"Yes. What is it you nean to do?"

"I needn't answer that, or anything else."

He had gl anced away, and stood | ooki ng curiously about
the illum nated room Purple asters and red napl e-

|l eaves filled the jar on the table; on a shelf against
the wall stood a | anp, the kettle, a little pile of
cups and saucers. The canvas chairs were grouped

about the table.

"So this is where you neet,"” he said.

H s tone was quiet and controlled, and the fact
di sconcerted her. She had been ready to give him
vi ol ence for violence, but this cal macceptance of

things as they were left her wi thout a weapon.

"See here, Charity--you're always telling nme |I've got
no rights over you. There might be two ways of | ooking
at that--but | ain't going to argue it. Al | knowis
| raised you as good as | could, and neant fairly by
you al ways except once, for a bad half-hour. There's
no justice in weighing that half-hour against the rest,
and you know it. If you hadn't, you wouldn't have gone
on living under nmy roof. Seens to ne the fact of your

doing that gives nme sone sort of a right; the right to



try and keep you out of trouble. [|'mnot asking you to

consi der any other."

She listened in silence, and then gave a slight
| augh. "Better wait till I'"'min trouble,” she
said. He paused a nonent, as if weighing her words.

"I's that all your answer?"

"Yes, that's all."

"Vell--1"11 wait."

He turned away slowy, but as he did so the thing she
had been waiting for happened; the door opened again

and Harney entered.

He stopped short with a face of astonishnment, and then
qui ckly controlling hinself, went up to M. Royall with

a frank | ook.

"Have you cone to see ne, sir?" he said coolly,
throwing his cap on the table with an air of

propri etorship.

M. Royall again | ooked slowy about the roont then his

eyes turned to the young man.

"I's this your house?" he inquired.

Harney | aughed: "Well--as much as it's anybody's. |

come here to sketch occasionally."

"And to receive Mss Royall's visits?"



"When she does ne the honour----"

"I's this the home you propose to bring her to when you

get married?"

There was an i nmense and oppressive silence. Charity,
quivering with anger, started forward, and then

stood silent, too hunbled for speech. Harney's eyes
had dropped under the old man's gaze; but he raised
them presently, and |ooking steadily at M. Royall,
said: "Mss Royall is not a child. Isn't it rather
absurd to talk of her as if she were? | believe she
considers herself free to come and go as she pl eases,
wi t hout any questions from anyone." He paused and

added: "I'mready to answer any she wi shes to ask ne."

M. Royall turned to her. "Ask himwhen he's going to
marry you, then----" There was another silence, and he
| aughed in his turn--a broken | augh, with a scraping
sound in it. "You darsn't!" he shouted out w th sudden
passion. He went close up to Charity, his right arm

lifted, not in nenace but in tragic exhortation.

"You darsn't, and you know it--and you know why!" He
swung back again upon the young man. "And you know why

you ain't asked her to marry you, and why you don't

mean to. It's because you hadn't need to; nor any
other man either. |I'mthe only one that was fool
enough not to know that; and | guess nobody'll repeat

my mistake--not in Eagle County, anyhow. They all know
what she is, and what she came from They all know her
not her was a wonman of the town from Nettl eton,

that followed one of those Mountain fellows up to his

place and lived there with himlike a heathen. | saw



her there sixteen years ago, when | went to bring this
child dowmn. | went to save her fromthe kind of life
her nother was |eading--but I'd better have left her in
the kennel she came from..." He paused and stared
darkly at the two young people, and out beyond them at
the menacing Mountain with its rimof fire; then he sat
down beside the table on which they had so often spread
their rustic supper, and covered his face with his
hands. Harney leaned in the window, a frown on his
face: he was twirling between his fingers a snall
package that dangled froma loop of string....Charity
heard M. Royall draw a hard breath or two, and his
shoul ders shook a little. Presently he stood up and
wal ked across the room He did not |ook again at the
young people: they saw himfeel his way to the door and
funble for the latch; and then he went out into the

dar kness.

After he had gone there was a long silence. Charity
wai ted for Harney to speak; but he seenmed at first not
to find anything to say. At |length he broke out

irrelevantly: "I wonder how he found out?"

She made no answer and he tossed down the package he

had been hol di ng, and went up to her

"I"'mso sorry, dear...that this should have

happened. .. ."

She threw her head back proudly. "I ain't ever been

sorry--not a minute!"

" ’\b "



She waited to be caught into his arns, but he turned
away fromher irresolutely. The last gl ow was gone
from behind the Mountain. Everything in the room had
turned grey and indistinct, and an autumal danpness
crept up fromthe hollow below the orchard, laying its
cold touch on their flushed faces. Harney wal ked the
I ength of the room and then turned back and sat down

at the table.

"Cone," he said inperiously.

She sat down beside him and he untied the string about

t he package and spread out a pile of sandw ches.

"l stole themfromthe |ove-feast at Hanblin," he said
with a laugh, pushing themover to her. She |aughed

too, and took one, and began to eat

"Didn't you nake the tea?"

"No," she said. "I forgot----'

"Oh, well--it's too late to boil the water now " He
said nothing nore, and sitting opposite to each other
they went on silently eating the sandwi ches. Darkness
had descended in the little room and Harney's face was
a dimblur to Charity. Suddenly he | eaned across the

table and laid his hand on hers.

"I shall have to go off for a while--a nmonth or two,
per haps--to arrange sone things; and then I'Il cone

back...and we'll get married."



Hi s voice seened like a stranger's: nothing was left in
it of the vibrations she knew. Her hand lay inertly
under his, and she left it there, and raised her head,
trying to answer him But the words died in her

throat. They sat notionless, in their attitude of
confident endearnent, as if sone strange death had
surprised them At length Harney sprang to his feet
with a slight shiver. "God! it's danp--we couldn't

have cone here nuch longer." He went to the shelf, took
down a tin candle-stick and lit the candle; then he
propped an unhi nged shutter against the enpty wi ndow
frane and put the candle on the table. It threw a

queer shadow on his frowning forehead, and nade the

smle on his lips a grimace.

"But it's been good, though, hasn't it,
Charity?...Wiat's the matter--why do you stand there
staring at me? Haven't the days here been good?" He
went up to her and caught her to his breast. "And
there'll be others--lots of others...jollier...even

jollier...won't there, darling?"

He turned her head back, feeling for the curve of her
throat bel ow the ear, and kissing here there, and on
the hair and eyes and lips. She clung to him
desperately, and as he drew her to his knees on the
couch she felt as if they were being sucked down

together into sone bottonl ess abyss.



That night, as usual, they said good-bye at the wood's

edge.

Harney was to | eave the next norning early. He asked
Charity to say nothing of their plans till his return
and, strangely even to herself, she was glad of the
post ponenent. A | eaden wei ght of shane hung on her
benunbi ng every other sensation, and she bade hi m good-
bye with hardly a sign of enotion. His reiterated
promises to return seened al nost woundi ng. She had no
doubt that he intended to come back; her doubts were

far deeper and | ess definable.

Since the fanciful vision of the future that had
flitted through her imagination at their first neeting
she had hardly ever thought of his marrying her. She
had not had to put the thought fromher mnd; it had
not been there. |f ever she | ooked ahead she felt
instinctively that the gulf between themwas too deep
and that the bridge their passion had flung across it
was as insubstantial as a rainbow. But she sel dom

| ooked ahead; each day was so rich that it absorbed
her....Now her first feeling was that everything would
be different, and that she herself would be a different
being to Harney. Instead of renuaining separate and
absol ute, she would be conpared with other people, and
unknown things would be expected of her. She was too
proud to be afraid, but the freedom of her spirit

dr ooped. . ..

Harney had not fixed any date for his return; he had
said he woul d have to | ook about first, and settle

things. He had pronmised to wite as soon as there was



anything definite to say, and had |l eft her his address,
and asked her to wite also. But the address
frightened her. It was in New York, at a club with a
long nane in Fifth Avenue: it seenmed to raise an

i nsurmount abl e barrier between them Once or twice, in
the first days, she got out a sheet of paper, and sat

| ooking at it, and trying to think what to say; but she
had the feeling that her letter would never reach its
destination. She had never witten to anyone farther

away than Hepburn.

Harney's first letter canme after he had been gone about
ten days. It was tender but grave, and bore no

resenbl ance to the gay little notes he had sent her by
the freckled boy from Creston River. He spoke
positively of his intention of com ng back, but naned
no date, and rem nded Charity of their agreement that
their plans should not be divulged till he had had tine
to "settle things." Wen that would be he could not yet
foresee; but she could count on his returning as soon

as the way was cl ear.

She read the letter with a strange sense of its coning
frominmeasurabl e di stances and having | ost nost of its
meani ng on the way; and in reply she sent hima

col oured postcard of Creston Falls, on which she wote:
"Wth love fromCharity." She felt the pitifu

i nadequacy of this, and understood, with a sense of
despair, that in her inability to express herself she
must give himan inpression of col dness and rel uctance;
but she could not help it. She could not forget that
he had never spoken to her of marriage till M. Royal

had forced the word fromhis lips; though she had not



had the strength to shake off the spell that bound her
to himshe had lost all spontaneity of feeling, and
seened to herself to be passively awaiting a fate she

coul d not avert.

She had not seen M. Royall on her return to the

red house. The norning after her parting from Harney,
when she cane down from her room Verena told her that
her guardi an had gone off to Wrcester and Portl and.

It was the tine of year when he usually reported to the
i nsurance agenci es he represented, and there was
not hi ng unusual in his departure except its suddenness.
She thought little about him except to be glad he was

not there...

She kept to herself for the first days, while North
Dormer was recovering fromits brief plunge into
publicity, and the subsiding agitation left her
unnoticed. But the faithful Ally could not be Iong
avoi ded. For the first few days after the close of the
A d Hone Week festivities Charity escaped her by
roaming the hills all day when she was not at her post
inthe library; but after that a period of rain set in,
and one pouring afternoon, Ally, sure that she woul d
find her friend indoors, cane around to the red house

with her sew ng.

The two girls sat upstairs in Charity's room Charity,
her idle hands in her lap, was sunk in a kind of |eaden
dream through which she was only hal f-consci ous of
Al'ly, who sat opposite her in a | ow rush-bottoned
chair, her work pinned to her knee, and her thin lips

pursed up as she bent above it.



"I't was ny idea running a ribbon through the gauging,"”
she said proudly, drawi ng back to contenplate the

bl ouse she was trinmming. "It's for Mss Balch: she was
awful ly pleased." She paused and then added, with a
queer trenor in her piping voice: "I darsn't have told

her I got the idea fromone | saw on Julia.”

Charity raised her eyes listlessly. "Do you still see

Julia sonetines?"

Ally reddened, as if the allusion had escaped her
unintentionally. "Ch, it was a long tinme ago | seen

her with those gaugings...."

Silence fell again, and Ally presently continued: "Mss
Balch left me a whole lot of things to do over this

tinme. "

"Why- - has she gone?" Charity inquired with an inner

start of apprehension.

"Didn't you know? She went off the norning after they
had the celebration at Hanblin. | seen her drive by

early with M. Harney."

There was anot her silence, neasured by the steady tick
of the rain against the window, and, at intervals, by

t he sni pping sound of Ally's scissors.

Ally gave a neditative laugh. "Do you know what
she told ne before she went away? She told nme she was

going to send for me to conme over to Springfield and



make sone things for her wedding."

Charity again lifted her heavy lids and stared at
Ally's pale pointed face, which noved to and fro above

her noving fingers.

"I's she going to get married?”

Ally let the blouse sink to her knee, and sat gazing at
it. Her lips seened suddenly dry, and she noi stened

thema little with her tongue

"Wy, | presume so...fromwhat she said....Didn't you

know?"

"Why should I know?"

Ally did not answer. She bent above the bl ouse, and
began picking out a basting thread with the point of

t he scissors.

"Why should | know?" Charity repeated harshly.

"I didn't know but what...fol ks here say she's engaged

to M. Harney."

Charity stood up with a laugh, and stretched her arns

| azily above her head.

"If all the people got nmarried that fol ks say are

going to you'd have your tine full naking weddi ng-

dresses,"” she said ironically.

"Why--don't you believe it?" Aly ventured.



"I't would not nake it true if | did--nor prevent it if

| didn't."

"That's so....l only know | seen her crying the night
of the party because her dress didn't set right. That

was why she woul dn't dance any...."

Charity stood absently gazing down at the |acy garnent

on Ally's knee. Abruptly she stooped and snatched it

up.

"Well, | guess she won't dance in this either," she
said with sudden viol ence; and grasping the blouse in
her strong young hands she tore it in two and flung the

tattered bits to the floor.

"Ch, Charity----" Ally cried, springing up. For a long
interval the two girls faced each other across the

ruined garnent. Ally burst into tears.

"Ch, what'll | say to her? Wat'll | do? It was rea

| ace!" she wail ed between her piping sobs.

Charity glared at her unrelentingly. "You' d oughtn't
to have brought it here,” she said, breathing quickly.

"I hate other people's clothes--it's just as if they

was there thenselves.” The two stared at each other
again over this avowal, till Charity brought out,

in a gasp of anguish: "Oh, go--go--go--or |'Il hate you
too...."

When Ally left her, she fell sobbing across her bed.



The I ong stormwas foll owed by a north-west gale, and
when it was over, the hills took on their first unber
tints, the sky grew nore densely blue, and the big
white clouds |ay against the hills |ike snow banks. The
first crisp mapl e-1eaves began to spin across M ss
Hatchard's | awn, and the Virginia creeper on the
Menori al splashed the white porch with scarlet. It was
a golden triunphant Septenber. Day by day the flane of
the Virginia creeper spread to the hillsides in wder
waves of carmine and crimson, the larches glowed Iike
the thin yellow halo about a fire, the maples bl azed
and snoul dered, and the black hem ocks turned to indigo

agai nst the incandescence of the forest.

The nights were cold, with a dry glitter of stars so
hi gh up that they seemed smaller and nore vivid.
Sonetines, as Charity lay sleepless on her bed through
the long hours, she felt as though she were bound to
those wheeling fires and swinging with them around the
great black vault. At night she planned nany
things...it was then she wote to Harney. But the
letters were never put on paper, for she did not know
how to express what she wanted to tell him So she
waited. Since her talk with Ally she had felt sure
that Harney was engaged to Annabel Bal ch, and that the
process of "settling things" would involve the breaking
of this tie. Her first rage of jeal ousy over, she felt
no fear on this score. She was still sure that Harney
woul d cone back, and she was equally sure that, for the
nmoment at |east, it was she whom he | oved and not M ss
Bal ch. Yet the girl, no less, remained a rival, since
she represented all the things that Charity felt

hersel f nost incapabl e of understandi ng or achieving.



Annabel Balch was, if not the girl Harney ought to
marry, at least the kind of girl it would be natura
for himto marry. Charity had never been able to
picture herself as his wife; had never been able to
arrest the vision and follow it out inits daily
consequences; but she could perfectly inmagi ne Annabe

Balch in that relation to him

The nmore she thought of these things the nore the sense
of fatality weighed on her: she felt the usel essness of
struggling against the circunstances. She had never
known how to adapt herself; she could only break

and tear and destroy. The scene with Ally had left her
stricken with shane at her own childi sh savagery. What
woul d Harney have thought if he had witnessed it? But
when she turned the incident over in her puzzled mnd
she could not inmagi ne what a civilized person woul d
have done in her place. She felt herself too unequally

pitted agai nst unknown forces...

At length this feeling noved her to sudden action. She
took a sheet of letter paper fromM. Royall's office,
and sitting by the kitchen | anp, one night after Verena
had gone to bed, began her first letter to Harney. It

was very short:

I want you should marry Annabel Balch if you prom sed
to. | think maybe you were afraid I'd feel too bad
about it. | feel 1'd rather you acted right.

Your | oving

CHARI TY.



She posted the letter early the next norning, and for a
few days her heart felt strangely light. Then she

began to wonder why she received no answer.

One day as she sat alone in the library pondering these
things the walls of books began to spin around her, and
the rosewood desk to rock under her el bows. The

di zzi ness was foll owed by a wave of nausea |ike that
she had felt on the day of the exercises in the Town
Hall. But the Town Hall had been crowded and
stiflingly hot, and the library was enpty, and so
chilly that she had kept on her jacket. Five mnutes
before she had felt perfectly well; and now it seened
as if she were going to die. The bit of |lace at which
she still languidly worked dropped from her fingers,
and the steel crochet hook clattered to the floor. She
pressed her tenples hard between her danp hands,

st eadyi ng hersel f against the desk while the wave of

si ckness swept over her. Little by little it subsided,
and after a few nminutes she stood up, shaken and
terrified, groped for her hat, and stunmbled out into
the air. But the whole sunlit autumm whirled, reeled
and roared around her as she dragged herself along the

interm nable I ength of the road hone.

As she approached the red house she saw a buggy
standing at the door, and her heart gave a leap. But
it was only M. Royall who got out, his travelling-bag
in hand. He saw her coming, and waited in the porch
She was conscious that he was | ooking at her intently,
as if there was sonething strange in her appearance,

and she threw back her head with a desperate



effort at ease. Their eyes net, and she said: "You
back?" as if nothing had happened, and he answered:
"Yes, |I'm back,"” and wal ked in ahead of her, pushing
open the door of his office. She clinbed to her room
every step of the stairs holding her fast as if her

feet were lined with gl ue.

Two days |l ater, she descended fromthe train at

Nettl eton, and wal ked out of the station into the dusty
square. The brief interval of cold weather was over
and the day was as soft, and al nost as hot, as when she
and Harney had energed on the sane scene on the Fourth
of July. In the square the sane broken-down hacks and
carry-alls stood drawn up in a despondent line, and the
| ank horses with fly-nets over their wthers swayed
their heads drearily to and fro. She recognized the
staring signs over the eating-houses and billiard

sal oons, and the long lines of wires on |ofty poles
tapering down the main street to the park at its other
end. Taking the way the wires pointed, she went on
hastily, with bent head, till she reached a w de
transverse street with a brick building at the corner
She crossed this street and glanced furtively up at the
front of the brick building; then she returned,

and entered a door opening on a flight of steep
brass-rimed stairs. On the second | anding she rang a
bell, and a nulatto girl with a bushy head and a
frilled apron let her into a hall where a stuffed fox
on his hind legs proffered a brass card-tray to
visitors. At the back of the hall was a gl azed door
marked: "Office." After waiting a fewninutes in a
handsonel y furnished room wth plush sofas surmounted

by | arge gol d-franed phot ographs of showy young wonen,



Charity was shown into the office...

When she cane out of the glazed door Dr. Merkle

foll owed, and | ed her into another room smaller, and
still nore crowded with plush and gold franes. Dr.
Merkle was a plunp woman with small bright eyes, an

i nmense mass of black hair com ng down | ow on her
forehead, and unnaturally white and even teeth. She
wore a rich black dress, with gold chains and charns
hangi ng from her bosom Her hands were | arge and
snooth, and quick in all their novenents; and she snelt

of nmusk and carbolic acid.

She snmiled on Charity with all her faultless teeth.
"Sit down, ny dear. Wuldn't you like alittle

drop of sonething to pick you up?...No....Wll

just lay back a minute then....There's nothing to be
done just yet; but in about a nonth, if you'll step
round again...|l could take you right into nmy own house

for two or three days, and there wouldn't be a mite of
trouble. Mercy ne! The next tinme you'll know better'n

to fret like this...."

Charity gazed at her with w dening eyes. This wonan
with the false hair, the false teeth, the false

mur derous snil e--what was she offering her but imunity
from sone unthinkable crime? Charity, till then, had
been conscious only of a vague sel f-di sgust and a
frightening physical distress; now, of a sudden, there
came to her the grave surprise of notherhood. She had
come to this dreadful place because she knew of no

other way of making sure that she was not m staken



about her state; and the wonman had taken her for a
m serabl e creature like Julia....The thought was so
horrible that she sprang up, white and shaki ng, one of

her great rushes of anger sweeping over her.

Dr. Merkle, still smling, also rose. "Wy do you run

off in such a hurry? You can stretch out right here on

my sofa...." She paused, and her smile grew nore
nmotherly. "Afterwards--if there's been any talk at
hone, and you want to get away for a while...l have a

lady friend in Boston who's |ooking for a
conpanion...you' re the very one to suit her, ny

dear....'

Charity had reached the door. "I don't want to stay. |
don't want to cone back here," she stammered, her hand
on the knob; but with a swift novenent, Dr. Merkle

edged her fromthe threshold.

"Ch, very well. Five dollars, please."

Charity | ooked hel plessly at the doctor's tight lips
and rigid face. Her last savings had gone in repaying
Ally for the cost of Mss Balch's ruined bl ouse, and
she had had to borrow four dollars fromher friend to
pay for her railway ticket and cover the doctor's fee.
It had never occurred to her that medical advice could

cost nore than two dol | ars.

"I didn"t know. ..l haven't got that much..." she

faltered, bursting into tears.

Dr. Merkle gave a short |augh which did not show her



teeth, and inquired with concision if Charity supposed
she ran the establishrment for her own anmusenent? She

| eaned her firm shoul ders agai nst the door as she

spoke, like a grimgaoler naking terns with her
capti ve.
"You say you'll cone round and settle later? 1've heard

that pretty often too. Gve ne your address, and if

you can't pay ne I'll send the bill to your
folks....What? | can't understand what you say.... That
don't suit you either? M, you' re pretty particular for
agirl that ain't got enough to settle her own
bills...." She paused, and fixed her eyes on the brooch
with a blue stone that Charity had pinned to her

bl ouse.

"Ain't you ashamed to talk that way to a lady that's
got to earn her living, when you go about with

jewel lery like that on you?...It ain't in nmy line, and
| doit only as a favour...but if you're a nmind to

| eave that brooch as a pledge, | don't say no....Yes,
of course, you can get it back when you bring ne ny

nmoney. ..."

On the way honme, she felt an inmense and unexpected

qui etude. It had been horrible to have to | eave
Harney's gift in the wonman's hands, but even at that
price the news she brought away had not been too dearly
bought. She sat with half-cl osed eyes as the train
rushed through the famliar |andscape; and now the
menori es of her forner journey, instead of flying

before her l|ike dead | eaves, seened to be ripening in



her blood Iike sleeping grain. She would never again
know what it was to feel herself alone. Everything
seenmed to have grown suddenly clear and sinple. She no
| onger had any difficulty in picturing herself as
Harney's wi fe now that she was the nmother of his child;
and conpared to her sovereign right Annabel Balch's

claimseenmed no nore than a girl's sentinental fancy.

That evening, at the gate of the red house, she found
Ally waiting in the dusk. "I was down at the post-
office just as they were closing up, and WIIl Targatt

said there was a letter for you, so | brought it."

Ally held out the letter, looking at Charity with
pi ercing synpathy. Since the scene of the torn bl ouse
there had been a new and fearful admiration in the eyes

she bent on her friend.

Charity snatched the letter with a laugh. "Oh, thank

you- - good-ni ght," she call ed out over her shoul der as
she ran up the path. |If she had lingered a nonent she

knew she woul d have had Ally at her heels.

She hurried upstairs and felt her way into her

dark room Her hands trenbl ed as she groped for the
mat ches and Iit her candle, and the flap of the

envel ope was so closely stuck that she had to find her

scissors and slit it open. At length she read:

DEAR CHARI TY:



| have your letter, and it touches nme nore than | can
say. Whn't you trust ne, in return, to do ny best?
There are things it is hard to explain, much less to
justify; but your generosity makes everything easier
All 1 can do nowis to thank you frommy soul for
understanding. Your telling me that you wanted nme to
do right has hel ped me beyond expression. If ever
there is a hope of realizing what we dreaned of you
will see me back on the instant; and | haven't yet |ost

t hat hope.

She read the letter with a rush; then she went over and
over it, each time nore slowy and painstakingly. It
was so beautifully expressed that she found it al nost
as difficult to understand as the gentleman's

expl anation of the Bible pictures at Nettleton; but
gradual |y she becane aware that the gist of its neaning
lay in the last few words. "If ever there is a hope of

realizing what we dreaned of..."

But then he wasn't even sure of that? She

under stood now that every word and every reticence was
an avowal of Annabel Balch's prior claim It was true
that he was engaged to her, and that he had not yet

found a way of breaking his engagenent.

As she read the letter over Charity understood what it
must have cost himto wite it. He was not trying to
evade an inportunate claim he was honestly and
contritely struggling between opposing duties. She did
not even reproach himin her thoughts for having

conceal ed from her that he was not free: she could not



see anything nore reprehensible in his conduct than in
her omm. Fromthe first she had needed hi mnore than
he had wanted her, and the power that had swept them
toget her had been as far beyond resistance as a great
gal e 1 oosening the | eaves of the forest....Only, there
stood between them fixed and upright in the genera
upheaval , the indestructible figure of Annabe

Bal ch. ..

Face to face with his adm ssion of the fact, she sat
staring at the letter. A cold trenor ran over her, and
the hard sobs struggled up into her throat and shook
her fromhead to foot. For a while she was caught

and tossed on great waves of anguish that |eft her
hardly conscious of anything but the blind struggle
against their assaults. Then, little by little, she
began to relive, with a dreadful poignancy, each
separate stage of her poor romance. Foolish things she
had said came back to her, gay answers Harney had made,
his first kiss in the darkness between the fireworks,
their choosing the blue brooch together, the way he had
teased her about the letters she had dropped in her
flight fromthe evangelist. Al these nenories, and a
t housand ot hers, hummed through her brain till his
nearness grew so vivid that she felt his fingers in her
hair, and his warm breath on her cheek as he bent her
head back like a flower. These things were hers; they
had passed into her bl ood, and becone a part of her
they were building the child in her wonb; it was

i npossi ble to tear asunder strands of life so

i nt erwoven.

The conviction gradually strengthened her, and she



began to formin her mind the first words of the letter
she neant to wite to Harney. She wanted to wite it
at once, and with feverish hands she began to rummage
in her drawer for a sheet of letter paper. But there
was none left; she nust go downstairs to get it.

She had a superstitious feeling that the letter nust be
witten on the instant, that setting down her secret in
words woul d bring her reassurance and safety; and
taking up her candl e she went down to M. Royall's

of fice.

At that hour she was not likely to find himthere: he
had probably had his supper and wal ked over to Carrick
Fry's. She pushed open the door of the unlit room and
the light of her lifted candle fell on his figure,
seated in the darkness in his high-backed chair. His
arnms lay along the arnms of the chair, and his head was
bent a little; but he lifted it quickly as Charity
entered. She started back as their eyes net,
renenbering that her own were red with weeping, and
that her face was livid with the fatigue and enotion of
her journey. But it was too |late to escape, and she

stood and | ooked at himin sil ence.

He had risen fromhis chair, and cane toward her with
outstretched hands. The gesture was so unexpected that
she et himtake her hands in his and they stood thus,
wi t hout speaking, till M. Royall said gravely:

"Charity--was you | ooking for ne?"

She freed herself abruptly and fell back. "Me? No----"
She set down the candle on his desk. "I wanted

some letter-paper, that's all." His face contracted



and the bushy brows jutted forward over his eyes.
Wt hout answering he opened the drawer of the desk
took out a sheet of paper and an envel ope, and pushed

themtoward her. "Do you want a stanp too?" he asked.

She nodded, and he gave her the stanp. As he did so
she felt that he was | ooking at her intently, and she
knew that the candle light flickering up on her white
face must be distorting her swollen features and
exaggerating the dark rings about her eyes. She

snat ched up t he paper, her reassurance dissol ving under
his pitiless gaze, in which she seenmed to read the grim
perception of her state, and the ironic recollection of
the day when, in that very room he had offered to
compel Harney to marry her. His |ook seened to say
that he knew she had taken the paper to wite to her

| over, who had left her as he had warned her she woul d
be left. She remenbered the scorn with which she had
turned fromhimthat day, and knew, if he guessed the
truth, what a list of old scores it nust settle. She
turned and fled upstairs; but when she got back to her
roomall the words that had been waiting had

vani shed. ..

If she could have gone to Harney it woul d have

been different; she would only have had to show herself
to let his nenories speak for her. But she had no
money | eft, and there was no one from whom she coul d
have borrowed enough for such a journey. There was
nothing to do but to wite, and await his reply. For a
long tine she sat bent above the bl ank page; but she
found nothing to say that really expressed what she was

feeling....



Harney had witten that she had nmade it easier for him
and she was glad it was so; she did not want to nake
things hard. She knew she had it in her power to do
that; she held his fate in her hands. All she had to
do was to tell himthe truth; but that was the very
fact that held her back....Her five mnutes face to
face with M. Royall had stripped her of her |ast
illusion, and brought her back to North Dorner's point
of view Distinctly and pitilessly there rose before
her the fate of the girl who was nmarried "to nake
things right." She had seen too nany village |ove-
stories end in that way. Poor Rose Coles's mserable
marri age was of the nunber; and what good had cone of
it for her or for Hal ston Skeff? They had hated each
other fromthe day the mnister married them and
whenever old Ms. Skeff had a fancy to huniliate her
daughter-in-law she had only to say: "Wo'd ever think
the baby's only two? And for a seven nmonths' child--
ain't it a wonder what a size he is?" North Dorner had
treasures of indul gence for brands in the burning, but
only derision for those who succeeded in getting
snatched fromit; and Charity had al ways under st ood

Julia Hawes's refusal to be snatched...

Only--was there no alternative but Julia' s? Her sou
recoiled fromthe vision of the white-faced wonan anong
the plush sofas and gilt franmes. |In the established
order of things as she knew them she saw no pl ace for

her individual adventure...

She sat in her chair wthout undressing till faint grey

streaks began to divide the black slats of the



shutters. Then she stood up and pushed them open
letting in the light. The com ng of a new day brought
a sharper consci ousness of ineluctable reality, and
with it a sense of the need of action. She |ooked at
herself in the glass, and saw her face, white in the
autunm dawn, with pinched cheeks and dark-ringed eyes,
and all the marks of her state that she herself would
never have noticed, but that Dr. Merkle's diagnosis had
made plain to her. She could not hope that those
signs woul d escape the watchful village; even before
her figure lost its shape she knew her face woul d

betray her.

Leani ng from her w ndow she | ooked out on the dark and
enpty scene; the ashen houses with shuttered w ndows,
the grey road clinbing the slope to the henl ock belt
above the cenetery, and the heavy mass of the Mountain
bl ack against a rainy sky. To the east a space of

I ight was broadeni ng above the forest; but over that

al so the clouds hung. Slowy her gaze travelled across
the fields to the rugged curve of the hills. She had

| ooked out so often on that lifeless circle, and
wondered i f anything could ever happen to anyone who

was enclosed init....

Al nrost wi t hout consci ous thought her decision had been
reached; as her eyes had followed the circle of the
hills her mind had also travelled the old round. She
supposed it was sonmething in her blood that nmade the
Mountain the only answer to her questioning, the

i nevitabl e escape fromall that hemmred her in and beset
her. At any rate it began to | oom agai nst the rainy

dawn; and the | onger she | ooked at it the nore clearly



she understood that now at |ast she was really going

t here.

THE rain held off, and an hour | ater, when she started,

wild gleans of sunlight were bl owing across the fields.

After Harney's departure she had returned her bicycle
to its owner at Creston, and she was not sure of being
able to walk all the way to the Mountain. The deserted
house was on the road; but the idea of spending the

ni ght there was unendurabl e, and she nmeant to try to
push on to Hanmblin, where she could sleep under a wood-
shed if her strength should fail her. Her preparations
had been made with qui et forethought. Before starting
she had forced herself to swallow a glass of mlk and
eat a piece of bread; and she had put in her canvas
satchel a little packet of the chocol ate that Harney

al ways carried in his bicycle bag. She wanted above
all to keep up her strength, and reach her destination

wi thout attracting notice...

Mle by nmle she retraced the road over which she had
so often flown to her lover. When she reached the
turn where the wood-road branched off fromthe Creston
hi ghway she remenbered the Gospel tent--1ong since

fol ded up and transpl anted--and her start of

i nvoluntary terror when the fat evangelist had said:

"Your Saviour knows everything. Cone and confess your



guilt."” There was no sense of guilt in her now, but
only a desperate desire to defend her secret from
irreverent eyes, and begin |life again anong people to
whom t he harsh code of the village was unknown. The

i mpul se did not shape itself in thought: she only knew
she nust save her baby, and hide herself with it

sonewhere where no one woul d ever cone to trouble them

She wal ked on and on, growi ng nore heavy-footed as the
day advanced. It seenmed a cruel chance that conpelled
her to retrace every step of the way to the deserted
house; and when she cane in sight of the orchard, and
the silver-gray roof slanting crookedly through the

| aden branches, her strength failed her and she sat
down by the road-side. She sat there a long tineg,
trying to gather the courage to start again, and wal k
past the broken gate and the untrinmred rose-bushes
strung with scarlet hips. A few drops of rain were
falling, and she thought of the warm evenings when

she and Harney had sat enbraced in the shadowy room
and the noise of sumer showers on the roof had rustled
through their kisses. At length she understood that if
she stayed any | onger the rain mght conmpel her to take
shelter in the house overnight, and she got up and

wal ked on, averting her eyes as she came abreast of the

white gate and the tangl ed garden

The hours wore on, and she wal ked nore and nore sl owy,
pausi ng now and then to rest, and to eat a little bread
and an apple picked up fromthe roadside. Her body
seenmed to grow heavier with every yard of the way, and
she wondered how she would be able to carry her child

later, if already he laid such a burden on her....A



fresh wind had sprung up, scattering the rain and

bl owi ng down keenly fromthe nmountain. Presently the
cl ouds | owered again, and a few white darts struck her
inthe face: it was the first snow falling over
Hanmblin. The roofs of the lonely village were only
half a m|e ahead, and she was resolved to push beyond
it, and try to reach the Muuntain that night. She had
no clear plan of action, except that, once in the
settlenent, she nmeant to look for Liff Hyatt, and get
himto take her to her nother. She herself had

been born as her own baby was going to be born; and
what ever her nother's subsequent |ife had been, she
could hardly help renmenbering the past, and receiving a

daught er who was facing the trouble she had known.

Suddenly the deadly faintness canme over her once nore
and she sat down on the bank and | eaned her head
against a tree-trunk. The long road and the cl oudy

| andscape vani shed from her eyes, and for a tine she
seenmed to be circling about in sone terrible wheeling

darkness. Then that too faded.

She opened her eyes, and saw a buggy drawn up beside
her, and a man who had junped down fromit and was
gazing at her with a puzzled face. Slowy

consci ousness came back, and she saw that the nman was

Liff Hyatt.

She was dimy aware that he was asking her sonething
and she | ooked at himin silence, trying to find
strength to speak. At length her voice stirred in her
throat, and she said in a whisper: "I'mgoing up the

Mount ai n. "



"Up the Mountain?" he repeated, drawing aside a little;
and as he noved she saw behind him in the buggy, a
heavily coated figure with a fam liar pink face

and gol d spectacles on the bridge of a Gecian nose

"Charity! What on earth are you doing here?" M. Mles
exclainmed, throwing the reins on the horse's back and

scranbl i ng down fromthe buggy.

She lifted her heavy eyes to his. "lI'mgoing to see ny

not her. "

The two nen gl anced at each other, and for a nonent

nei t her of them spoke.

Then M. Mles said: "You look ill, ny dear, and it's

long way. Do you think it's w se?"

Charity stood up. "I've got to go to her."

A vague mirthless grin contracted Liff Hyatt's face,
and M. Ml es again spoke uncertainly. "You know,

t hen--you' d been tol d?"

She stared at him "I don't know what you nean. |

want to go to her."

M. MIles was examni ning her thoughtfully. She fancied
she saw a change in his expression, and the bl ood
rushed to her forehead. "I just want to go to her,"

she repeat ed.

He laid his hand on her arm "M child, your nother is



dying. Liff Hyatt came down to fetch ne....Get in and

cone with us."”

He hel ped her up to the seat at his side, Liff

Hyatt clanbered in at the back, and they drove off
toward Hanmblin. At first Charity had hardly grasped
what M. Mles was saying; the physical relief of
finding herself seated in the buggy, and securely on
her road to the Mountain, effaced the inpression of his
words. But as her head cleared she began to
understand. She knew the Muntain had but the nost

i nfrequent intercourse with the valleys; she had often
enough heard it said that no one ever went up there
except the mnister, when someone was dying. And now
it was her nother who was dying...and she would find
hersel f as much al one on the Muntain as anywhere el se
in the world. The sense of unescapable isolation was
all she could feel for the nonment; then she began to
wonder at the strangeness of its being M. MIles who
had undertaken to performthis grimerrand. He did not
seemin the least |like the kind of man who woul d care
to go up the Mountain. But here he was at her side,
guiding the horse with a firm hand, and bendi ng on her
the kindly gl eamof his spectacles, as if there were
not hi ng unusual in their being together in such

ci rcunst ances

For a while she found it inpossible to speak, and he
seened to understand this, and nade no attenpt to

question her. But presently she felt her tears rise
and fl ow down over her drawn cheeks; and he nust have
seen themtoo, for he laid his hand on hers, and said

inalowvoice: "Wn't you tell ne what is troubling



you?"

She shook her head, and he did not insist: but after a
while he said, in the sane | ow tone, so that they
shoul d not be overheard: "Charity, what do you know of

your chil dhood, before you cane down to North Dorner?"

She controlled herself, and answered: "Nothing only
what | heard M. Royall say one day. He said he

brought me down because ny father went to prison."

"And you' ve never been up there since?"

"Never."

M. Mles was silent again, then he said: "I'mglad
you're coming with ne now Perhaps we may find your

not her alive, and she may know that you have cone.”

They had reached Hanblin, where the snowflurry had
left white patches in the rough grass on the roadside,
and in the angles of the roofs facing north. It was a
poor bleak village under the granite flank of the
Mountai n, and as soon as they left it they began

to clinb. The road was steep and full of ruts, and

the horse settled down to a wal k while they nounted and
mount ed, the world dropping away bel ow themin great
nmottl ed stretches of forest and field, and stormy dark

bl ue di st ances.

Charity had often had visions of this ascent of the
Mountai n but she had not known it would reveal so w de
a country, and the sight of those strange | ands

reaching away on every side gave her a new sense of



Harney's renoteness. She knew he nust be niles and
m | es beyond the | ast range of hills that seened to be
t he out nost verge of things, and she wondered how she

had ever dreamed of going to New York to find him...

As the road mounted the country grew bl eaker, and they
drove across fields of faded nmountain grass bl eached by
| ong nonths beneath the snow. 1In the hollows a few
white birches trenbled, or a nountain ash it its
scarlet clusters; but only a scant growth of pines
darkened the granite | edges. The wi nd was bl ow ng
fiercely across the open slopes; the horse faced it
with bent head and straining flanks, and now and then

t he buggy swayed so that Charity had to clutch its

si de.

M. MIles had not spoken again; he seened to

under stand that she wanted to be left alone.

After a while the track they were follow ng forked, and
he pulled up the horse, as if uncertain of the way.

Liff Hyatt craned his head around fromthe back, and
shouted against the wind: "Left----" and they turned
into a stunted pi ne-wood and began to drive down the

ot her side of the Muntain.

A mle or two farther on they cane out on a clearing
where two or three | ow houses lay in stony fields,
crouching anong the rocks as if to brace thensel ves
against the wind. They were hardly nore than sheds,
built of logs and rough boards, with tin stove-pipes
sticking out of their roofs. The sun was setting, and
dusk had already fallen on the | ower world, but a

yellow glare still lay on the lonely hillside and the



crouchi ng houses. The next nonent it faded and |eft

the | andscape in dark autum twlight.

"Over there," Liff called out, stretching his long arm
over M. Mles's shoulder. The clergynman turned to the
left, across a bit of bare ground overgrown w th docks
and nettles, and stopped before the nost ruinous of the
sheds. A stove-pipe reached its crooked arm out of one
wi ndow, and the broken panes of the other were stuffed

with rags and paper.

In contrast to such a dwelling the brown house in

the swanp m ght have stood for the hone of plenty.

As the buggy drew up two or three nongrel dogs junped
out of the twilight with a great barking, and a young
man sl ouched to the door and stood there staring. In
the twilight Charity saw that his face had the sane

sodden | ook as Bash Hyatt's, the day she had seen him
sl eeping by the stove. He nmade no effort to silence

the dogs, but leaned in the door, as if roused froma

drunken lethargy, while M. Mles got out of the buggy.

"I's it here?" the clergyman asked Liff in a | ow voice;

and Liff nodded.

M. Mles turned to Charity. "Just hold the horse a

mnute, my dear: 1'll goin first," he said, putting
the reins in her hands. She took them passively, and
sat staring straight ahead of her at the darkening
scene while M. Mles and Liff Hyatt went up to the

house. They stood a few nminutes talking with the man

in the door, and then M. MIles cane back. As he cane



close, Charity saw that his snooth pink face wore a

frightened sol erm | ook.

"Your nother is dead, Charity; you'd better cone with

me," he said.

She got down and followed himwhile Liff led the

horse away. As she approached the door she said

to herself: "This is where | was born...this is where

bel ong. . .. She had said it to herself often enough as
she | ooked across the sunlit valleys at the Muntain;
but it had nmeant nothing then, and now it had becone a
reality. M. Mles took her gently by the arm and
they entered what appeared to be the only roomin the
house. It was so dark that she could just discern a
group of a dozen people sitting or spraw ing about a
tabl e nade of boards laid across two barrels. They

| ooked up listlessly as M. Mles and Charity cane in,

and a worman's thick voice said: "Here's the preacher.™

But no one noved.

M. Ml es paused and | ooked about him then he turned

to the young man who had net them at the door

"I's the body here?" he asked.

The young man, instead of answering, turned his head
toward the group. "Wiere's the candle? | tole yer to

bring a candle," he said with sudden harshness to a
girl who was lolling against the table. She did not
answer, but another man got up and took from sone

corner a candle stuck into a bottle.

"How Il | light it? The stove's out," the girl



grunbl ed.

M. Mles funbl ed under his heavy wrappings and drew
out a match-box. He held a match to the candle, and in
a nmonent or two a faint circle of light fell on the
pal e agui sh heads that started out of the shadow |ike

t he heads of nocturnal aninals.

"Mary's over there,"” someone said; and M. Mles

taking the bottle in his hand, passed behind the table.
Charity followed him and they stood before a mattress
on the floor in a corner of the room A wonan |lay on
it, but she did not |ook |ike a dead woman; she seened
to have fallen across her squalid bed in a drunken

sl eep, and to have been left |ying where she fell, in
her ragged di sordered clothes. One armwas flung above
her head, one leg drawn up under a torn skirt that |eft
the other bare to the knee: a swollen glistening |eg
with a ragged stocking rolled down about the ankle. The
woman | ay on her back, her eyes staring up unblinkingly

at the candle that trenbled in M. M1l es's hand

"She jus' dropped off,” a woman said, over the shoul der

of the others; and the young man added: "I jus' cone in
and found her."

An elderly man with lank hair and a feeble grin

pushed between them "It was like this: | says to her

on'y the night before: if you don't take and quit, |

says to her..."

Soneone pulled himback and sent himreeling against a

bench along the wall, where he dropped down nuttering



hi s unheeded narrati ve.

There was a silence; then the young woman who had been
lolling against the table suddenly parted the group
and stood in front of Charity. She was healthier and
robuster |ooking than the others, and her weat her-

beaten face had a certain sullen beauty.

"Who's the girl? Who brought her here?" she said,
fixing her eyes mstrustfully on the young man who had

rebuked her for not having a candl e ready.

M. MIles spoke. "I brought her; she is Mary Hyatt's

daughter.™

"What ? Her too?" the girl sneered; and the young man
turned on her with an oath. "Shut your nouth, damm

you, or get out of here," he said; then he rel apsed
into his forner apathy, and dropped down on the bench

| eani ng his head against the wall.

M. Mles had set the candle on the floor and taken off
his heavy coat. He turned to Charity. "Cone and help

me, " he said.

He knelt down by the mattress, and pressed the

lids over the dead woman's eyes. Charity, trenbling
and sick, knelt beside him and tried to conpose her
not her's body. She drew the stocking over the dreadfu
glistening leg, and pulled the skirt down to the
battered upturned boots. As she did so, she | ooked at
her nother's face, thin yet swollen, with lips parted
in a frozen gasp above the broken teeth. There was no

sign in it of anything hunman: she lay there like a



dead dog in a ditch Charity's hands grew cold as they

t ouched her.

M. Mles drew the woman's arns across her breast and
laid his coat over her. Then he covered her face with
hi s handkerchi ef, and placed the bottle with the candle

init at her head. Having done this he stood up

"I's there no coffin?" he asked, turning to the group

behi nd him

There was a nonent of bew | dered silence; then the
fierce girl spoke up. "You' d oughter brought it with

you. \Where'd we get one here, 1'd like ter know?"

M. Mles, |ooking at the others, repeated: "Is it

possi bl e you have no coffin ready?"

"That's what | say: themthat has it sleeps
better," an old woman nurnured. "But then she

never had no bed...."

"And the stove warn't hers," said the | ank-haired man,

on the defensive.

M. Mles turned away fromthem and noved a few steps
apart. He had drawn a book from his pocket, and after
a pause he opened it and began to read, holding the
book at arms length and | ow down, so that the pages
caught the feeble light. Charity had renmai ned on her
knees by the mattress: now that her nother's face was
covered it was easier to stay near her, and avoid the

sight of the living faces which too horribly showed by



what stages hers had | apsed into death.

"I amthe Resurrection and the Life," M. MIles began
"he that believeth in ne, though he were dead, yet
shall he live....Though after ny skin wormnms destroy ny

body, yet in nmy flesh shall | see God...."

IN MY FLESH SHALL | SEE GOD! Charity thought of the
gapi ng nmouth and stony eyes under the handkerchief, and
of the glistening | eg over which she had drawn the

st ocki ng. ..

"W brought nothing into this world and we shall take

not hing out of it----"

There was a sudden nuttering and a scuffle at the

back of the group. "I brought the stove," said the
elderly man with | ank hair, pushing his way between the
others. "I wen' down to Creston'n bought it...n" | got
aright to take it outer here...n" I'Il lick any feller

says | ain't...."

"Sit down, damm you!" shouted the tall youth who had

been drowsi ng on the bench against the wall.

"For man wal keth in a vain shadow, and disquieteth
hinsel f in vain; he heapeth up riches and cannot tel

who shall gather them..."

"Well, it ARE his," a worman in the background

interjected in a frightened whine.

The tall youth staggered to his feet. "If you don't

hold your nouths I'Il turn you all out o' here, the



whol e ot of you," he cried with many oaths. "G wan,

mnister...don't let 'emfaze you...."

"Now is Christ risen fromthe dead and becone the
first-fruits of themthat slept....Behold, | show you a
mystery. W shall not all sleep, but we shall all be
changed, in a nonent, in the tw nkling of an eye, at
the last trunp....For this corruptible nust put on

i ncorruption and this nortal nmust put on imortality.
So when this corruption shall have put on

i ncorruption, and when this nortal shall have put on
imortality, then shall be brought to pass the saying

that is witten, Death is swallowed up in Victory...."

One by one the mghty words fell on Charity's bowed
head, soothing the horror, subduing the tunult,
mastering her as they mastered the drink-dazed
creatures at her back. M. Mles read to the |ast

word, and then closed the book.

"I's the grave ready?" he asked.

Liff Hyatt, who had cone in while he was reading,

nodded a "Yes," and pushed forward to the side of the
mattress. The young man on the bench who seened to
assert sone sort of right of kinship with the dead
worman, got to his feet again, and the proprietor of the
stove joined him Between themthey raised up the
mattress; but their novenents were unsteady, and the
coat slipped to the floor, revealing the poor body in
its helpless msery. Charity, picking up the coat,

covered her nother once nore. Liff had brought a

lantern, and the old wonman who had al ready spoken t ook



it up, and opened the door to let the little procession
pass out. The wi nd had dropped, and the ni ght was very
dark and bitterly cold. The old wonman wal ked

ahead, the lantern shaking in her hand and

spreadi ng out before her a pale patch of dead grass and
coarse-|l eaved weeds enclosed in an i mensity of

bl ackness.

M. Mles took Charity by the arm and side by side

t hey wal ked behind the mattress. At length the old
worman with the lantern stopped, and Charity saw the
light fall on the stooping shoul ders of the bearers and
on a ridge of upheaved earth over which they were
bending. M. Mles rel eased her arm and approached the
hol I ow on the other side of the ridge; and while the
men st ooped down, lowering the mattress into the grave,

he began to speak agai n.

"Man that is born of woman hath but a short tine to
live and is full of msery....He coneth up and is cut
down...he fleeth as it were a shadow....Yet, O Lord CGod
nmost holy, O Lord nost mighty, O holy and mercifu

Savi our, deliver us not into the bitter pains of

eternal death...."

"Easy there...is she down?" piped the claimant to the
stove; and the young man called over his shoul der

"Lift the light there, can't you?"

There was a pause, during which the light floated
uncertainly over the open grave. Soneone bent
over and pulled out M. Mles's coat----("No, no--

| eave the handkerchief," he interposed)--and then Liff

Hyatt, coming forward with a spade, began to shovel in



the earth.

"Forasnmuch as it hath pleased Al mghty God of His great
mercy to take unto Hinself the soul of our dear sister
here departed, we therefore comrt her body to the
ground; earth to earth, ashes to ashes, dust to
dust..." Liff's gaunt shoul ders rose and bent in the
lantern light as he dashed the clods of earth into the

grave. "God--it's froze a'ready," he nuttered,
spitting into his pal mand passing his ragged shirt-

sl eeve across his perspiring face.

"Through our Lord Jesus Christ, who shall change our
vile body that it may be like unto His glorious body,
according to the m ghty working, whereby He is able to
subdue all things unto Hnself..." The |ast spadeful of
earth fell on the vile body of Mary Hyatt, and Liff
rested on his spade, his shoul der blades still heaving

with the effort.

"Lord, have nercy upon us, Christ have mercy upon us,

Lord have nercy upon us..."

M. Mles took the lantern fromthe old woman's

hand and swept its light across the circle of

bl eared faces. "Now kneel down, all of you," he
commanded, in a voice of authority that Charity had
never heard. She knelt down at the edge of the grave,
and the others, stiffly and hesitatingly, got to their
knees beside her. M. Mles knelt, too. "And now pray
with me--you know this prayer," he said, and he began:
"Qur Father which art in Heaven..." One or two of the

wonen falteringly took the words up, and when he ended,



the |l ank-haired man flung hinmself on the neck of the

tall youth. "It was this way," he said. "I tole her
the night before, | says to her..." The rem ni scence

ended in a sob.

M. MIles had been getting into his coat again. He
came up to Charity, who had remai ned passively kneeling

by the rough nound of earth.

"My child, you nmust cone. |It's very late."

She lifted her eyes to his face: he seened to speak out

of anot her worl d.

"I ain't coming: I'mgoing to stay here.”

"Here? Where? What do you nean?"

"These are ny folks. I'mgoing to stay with them"

M. Mles lowered his voice. "But it's not
possi bl e--you don't know what you are doing. You

can't stay anong these people: you nust cone with ne."

She shook her head and rose from her knees. The group
about the grave had scattered in the darkness, but the
old woman with the |lantern stood waiting. Her nmournfu
wi thered face was not unkind, and Charity went up to

her.

"Have you got a place where | can lie down for the
ni ght ?" she asked. Liff canme up, |eading the buggy out
of the night. He |looked fromone to the other with his

feeble smle. "She's my nother. She'll take you



hone," he said; and he added, raising his voice to
speak to the old woman: "It's the girl from | awer

Royal | ' s--Mary's girl...you renenber...."'

The woman nodded and rai sed her sad old eyes to
Charity's. Wwen M. Mles and Liff clanbered into the
buggy she went ahead with the lantern to show themthe
track they were to follow, then she turned back, and in
silence she and Charity wal ked away toget her through

t he night.

CHARITY lay on the floor on a mattress, as her dead

nmot her's body had lain. The roomin which she | ay was
cold and dark and | owceilinged, and even poorer and
barer than the scene of Mary Hyatt's earthly
pilgrimage. On the other side of the firel ess stove
Liff Hyatt's nother slept on a blanket, with two

chil dren--her grandchildren, she said--rolled up

agai nst her |ike sleeping puppies. They had their thin
cl ot hes spread over them having given the only other

bl anket to their guest.

Through the small square of glass in the opposite wall
Charity saw a deep funnel of sky, so black, so renvote,
so palpitating with frosty stars that her very sou
seenmed to be sucked into it. Up there sonmewhere, she
supposed, the God whom M. Ml es had i nvoked was

waiting for Mary Hyatt to appear. Wat a long flight



it was! And what woul d she have to say when she reached

Hi n®?

Charity's bewildered brain | aboured with the attenpt to
pi cture her nother's past, and to relate it in any

way to the designs of a just but nmerciful God; but it
was i npossible to inmagine any |ink between them  She
herself felt as remote fromthe poor creature she had
seen lowered into her hastily dug grave as if the

hei ght of the heavens divided them She had seen
poverty and m sfortune in her life; but in a comunity
where poor thrifty Ms. Hawes and the industrious Ally
represented the nearest approach to destitution there
was not hing to suggest the savage m sery of the

Mount ai n farners.

As she lay there, half-stunned by her tragic
initiation, Charity vainly tried to think herself into
the |ife about her. But she could not even nake out
what relationship these people bore to each other, or
to her dead nother; they seenmed to be herded together
in a sort of passive promiscuity in which their comon
m sery was the strongest link. She tried to picture to
hersel f what her |life would have been if she had grown
up on the Mountain, running wild in rags, sleeping on
the floor curled up against her nother, |ike the pale-
faced children huddl ed against old Ms. Hyatt, and
turning into a fierce bewildered creature like the girl
who had apostrophi zed her in such strange words. She
was frightened by the secret affinity she had felt
with this girl, and by the light it threw on her own
begi nnings. Then she renenbered what M. Royall had

said in telling her story to Lucius Harney: "Yes, there



was a nother; but she was glad to have the child go

She' d have given her to anybody...."

Vel l! after all, was her nother so nuch to bl ame?
Charity, since that day, had al ways thought of her as
destitute of all human feeling; now she seened nerely
pitiful. What nother would not want to save her child
fromsuch a life? Charity thought of the future of her
own child, and tears welled into her aching eyes, and
ran down over her face. |f she had been |ess
exhausted, |ess burdened with his weight, she would

have sprung up then and there and fled away....

The grimhours of the night dragged thensel ves slowy
by, and at last the sky paled and dawn threw a cold

bl ue beaminto the room She lay in her corner staring
at the dirty floor, the clothes-line hung with decaying
rags, the old woman huddl ed agai nst the cold stove, and
the light gradually spreading across the wintry world,
and bringing with it a new day in which she woul d have
to live, to choose, to act, to make herself a

pl ace anong these people--or to go back to the life she
had left. A nortal |assitude weighed on her. There
were nmonments when she felt that all she asked was to go
on lying there unnoticed; then her mnd revolted at the
t hought of becomi ng one of the miserable herd from

whi ch she sprang, and it seenmed as though, to save her
child fromsuch a fate, she would find strength to
travel any distance, and bear any burden life might put

on her.

Vague t houghts of Nettleton flitted through her nind.

She said to herself that she would find some quiet



pl ace where she could bear her child, and give it to
decent people to keep; and then she would go out I|ike
Julia Hawes and earn its living and hers. She knew
that girls of that kind sonetimes nade enough to have
their children nicely cared for; and every other

consi derati on di sappeared in the vision of her baby,

cl eaned and conbed and rosy, and hi dden away sonewhere
where she could run in and kiss it, and bring it pretty
things to wear. Anything, anything was better than to
add another life to the nest of misery on the

Mount ai n. . .

The old woman and the children were still sleeping

when Charity rose fromher mattress. Her body was
stiff with cold and fatigue, and she noved slowy | est
her heavy steps should rouse them She was faint with
hunger, and had nothing left in her satchel; but on the
table she saw the half of a stale |oaf. No doubt it
was to serve as the breakfast of old Ms. Hyatt and the
children; but Charity did not care; she had her own
baby to think of. She broke off a piece of the bread
and ate it greedily; then her glance fell on the thin
faces of the sleeping children, and filled with
compunction she runmaged in her satchel for sonething
with which to pay for what she had taken. She found
one of the pretty chem ses that Ally had nmade for her
with a blue ribbon run through its edging. It was one
of the dainty things on which she had squandered her
savings, and as she looked at it the blood rushed to
her forehead. She laid the chenise on the table, and
stealing across the floor lifted the latch and went

out....



The nmorning was icy cold and a pale sun was just rising
above the eastern shoul der of the Muntain. The houses
scattered on the hillside lay cold and snokel ess under
the sun-fl ecked cl ouds, and not a hurman being was in
sight. Charity paused on the threshold and tried

to di scover the road by which she had cone the night
before. Across the field surrounding Ms. Hyatt's
shanty she saw the tunbl e-down house in which she
supposed the funeral service had taken place. The
trail ran across the ground between the two houses and
di sappeared in the pine-wod on the flank of the
Mountain; and a little way to the right, under a w nd-
beaten thorn, a nound of fresh earth nade a dark spot
on the fawn-col oured stubble. Charity wal ked across
the field to the ground. As she approached it she
heard a bird's note in the still air, and | ooking up
she saw a brown song-sparrow perched in an upper branch
of the thorn above the grave. She stood a nminute
listening to his small solitary song; then she rejoined

the trail and began to nount the hill to the pine-wood.

Thus far she had been inpelled by the blind instinct of
flight; but each step seemed to bring her nearer to the
realities of which her feverish vigil had given only a
shadowy image. Now that she wal ked again in a daylight
worl d, on the way back to famliar things, her

i magi nati on noved nore soberly. On one point she was
still decided: she could not remain at North Dorner,
and the sooner she got away fromit the better

But everything beyond was darkness.

As she continued to clinb the air grew keener, and when

she passed fromthe shelter of the pines to the open



grassy roof of the Mountain the cold wind of the night
bef ore sprang out on her. She bent her shoul ders and
struggl ed on against it for a while; but presently her
breath failed, and she sat down under a | edge of rock
over hung by shivering birches. Fromwhere she sat she
saw the trail wandering across the bl eached grass in
the direction of Hanblin, and the granite wall of the
Mountain falling away to infinite distances. On that
side of the ridge the valleys still lay in wintry
shadow, but in the plain beyond the sun was touching
vill age roofs and steeples, and gilding the haze of

snmoke over far-off invisible towns

Charity felt herself a nmere speck in the lonely circle
of the sky. The events of the |ast two days seened to
have di vided her forever from her short dream of bliss.
Even Harney's i mge had been blurred by that crushing
experience: she thought of himas so renote from her
that he seenmed hardly nore than a menory. |In her
fagged and floating mnd only one sensation had the
weight of reality; it was the bodily burden of her
child. But for it she would have felt as rootless as
the whiffs of thistledown the wind blew past her. Her
child was like a |oad that held her down, and yet like
a hand that pulled her to her feet. She said to

hersel f that she nust get up and struggle on...

Her eyes turned back to the trail across the top of the
Mountain, and in the distance she saw a buggy agai nst
the sky. She knew its antique outline, and the gaunt
build of the old horse pressing forward with | owered
head; and after a nonent she recogni zed the heavy bul k

of the man who held the reins. The buggy was follow ng



the trail and naking straight for the pine-wood through
whi ch she had clinbed; and she knew at once that the
driver was in search of her. Her first inpulse was to
crouch down under the ledge till he had passed; but the
i nstinct of conceal ment was overruled by the relief of
feeling that someone was near her in the awful

enptiness. She stood up and wal ked toward the buggy.

M. Royall saw her, and touched the horse with the
whip. A nmnute or two |later he was abreast of Charity;
their eyes net, and w t hout speaking he | eaned over and

hel ped her up into the buggy.

She tried to speak, to stammer out sone
expl anation, but no words came to her; and as he drew
the cover over her knees he sinply said: "The mnister

told me he'd left you up here, so | cone up for you."

He turned the horse's head, and they began to jog back
toward Hanmblin. Charity sat speechless, staring

strai ght ahead of her, and M. Royall occasionally
uttered a word of encouragenent to the horse: "Get
along there, Dan....l gave hima rest at Hanblin; but I
brought himalong pretty quick, and it's a stiff pul

up here against the wind."

As he spoke it occurred to her for the first tinme that
to reach the top of the Muwuntain so early he nust have
left North Dormer at the col dest hour of the night, and
have travelled steadily but for the halt at Hanblin;
and she felt a softness at her heart which no act of
hi s had ever produced since he had brought her the
Crimson Ranbl er because she had gi ven up boardi ng-

school to stay with him



After an interval he began again: "It was a day just

like this, only spitting snow, when | cone up here for
you the first time." Then, as if fearing that she

m ght take his remark as a rem nder of past benefits,

he added quickly: "I dunno's you think it was such a

good job, either."

"Yes, | do," she nurnured, |ooking straight ahead of
her.
"Vell," he said, "I tried----"

He did not finish the sentence, and she could think of

not hing nore to say.

"Ho, there, Dan, step out," he nuttered, jerking the
bridle. "W ain't home yet.--You cold?" he asked

abruptly.

She shook her head, but he drew the cover higher up

and stooped to tuck it in about the ankles. She
continued to | ook straight ahead. Tears of weariness
and weakness were di mmng her eyes and beginning to run
over, but she dared not wi pe them away | est he should

observe the gesture.

They drove in silence, following the |ong | oops of the
descent upon Hamblin, and M. Royall did not speak
again till they reached the outskirts of the village.
Then he let the reins droop on the dashboard and drew

out his watch.



"Charity," he said, "you look fair done up, and North
Dornmer's a goodi sh way off. 1've figured out that we'd
do better to stop here | ong enough for you to get

a nmout hful of breakfast and then drive down to Creston

and take the train."

She roused herself from her apathetic nusing. "The

trai n--what train?"

M. Royall, without answering, |let the horse jog on
till they reached the door of the first house in the

village. "This is old Ms. Hobart's place," he said.

"She'll give us sonmething hot to drink."

Charity, half unconsciously, found herself getting out
of the buggy and following himin at the open door

They entered a decent kitchen with a fire crackling in
the stove. An old woman with a kindly face was setting
out cups and saucers on the table. She |ooked up and
nodded as they cane in, and M. Royall advanced to the

stove, clapping his nunb hands together

"Well, Ms. Hobart, you got any breakfast for this

young lady? You can see she's cold and hungry."

Ms. Hobart smiled on Charity and took a tin coffee-pot
fromthe fire. "M, you do |ook pretty nean," she said

compassi onatel y.

Charity reddened, and sat down at the table. A feeling
of conpl ete passiveness had once nore cone over
her, and she was conscious only of the pleasant anim

sensations of warnth and rest.



Ms. Hobart put bread and nmilk on the table, and then
went out of the house: Charity saw her |eading the
horse away to the barn across the yard. She did not
come back, and M. Royall and Charity sat alone at the
table with the snoking coffee between them He poured
out a cup for her, and put a piece of bread in the

saucer, and she began to eat.

As the warnth of the coffee flowed through her veins
her thoughts cleared and she began to feel like a
living being again; but the return to life was so

pai nful that the food choked in her throat and she sat

staring down at the table in silent anguish

After a while M. Royall pushed back his chair. "Now,

then," he said, "if you're a mnd to go along----" She
did not nove, and he continued: "W can pick up the

noon train for Nettleton if you say so."

The words sent the blood rushing to her face, and she
rai sed her startled eyes to his. He was standing on
the other side of the table |ooking at her kindly and
gravely; and suddenly she understood what he was
going to say. She continued to sit notionless, a

| eaden wei ght upon her |ips.

"You and ne have spoke sone hard things to each other
inour time, Charity; and there's no good that | can
see in any nore talking now. But |I'lIl never feel any
way but one about you; and if you say so we'll drive
down in time to catch that train, and go straight to
the mnister's house; and when you cone back hone

you'll cone as Ms. Royall."



H s voice had the grave persuasive accent that had
noved his hearers at the Home Wek festival; she had a
sense of depths of mournful tol erance under that easy
tone. Her whol e body began to trenble with the dread

of her own weakness.

"Ch, | can't----" she burst out desperately.

"Can't what?"

She herself did not know. she was not sure if she was

rejecting what he offered, or already struggling

agai nst the tenptation of taking what she no | onger had
a right to. She stood up, shaking and bew | dered, and

began to speak:

"I know | ain't been fair to you always; but | want to
be now....l want you to know...l want..." Her voice

fail ed her and she stopped.

M. Royall |eaned against the wall. He was paler
than usual, but his face was conposed and kindly

and her agitation did not appear to perturb him

"What's all this about wanting?" he said as she paused.
"Do you know what you really want? 1'Il tell you. You
want to be took home and took care of. And | guess

that's all there is to say."

"No...it"'s not all...."

"Ain't it?" He | ooked at his watch. "Well, "Il tell

you another thing. Al | want is to knowif you'l



marry me. |f there was anything else, 1'd tell you so;
but there ain't. Cone to ny age, a man knows the
things that matter and the things that don't; that's

about the only good turn life does us."

H s tone was so strong and resolute that it was like a
supporting arm about her. She felt her resistance
mel ting, her strength slipping away from her as he

spoke.

"Don't cry, Charity," he exclaimed in a shaken voi ce.
She | ooked up, startled at his enotion, and their eyes

net .

"See here," he said gently, "old Dan's conme a | ong
di stance, and we've got to let himtake it easy the

rest of the way...."

He picked up the cloak that had slipped to her

chair and laid it about her shoul ders. She

foll owed himout of the house, and then wal ked across
the yard to the shed, where the horse was tied. M.
Royal | unbl anketed himand |l ed himout into the road.
Charity got into the buggy and he drew t he cover about
her and shook out the reins with a cluck. Wen they
reached the end of the village he turned the horse's

head toward Creston.

XV

They began to jog down the winding road to the valley



at old Dan's languid pace. Charity felt herself
sinking into deeper depths of weariness, and as they
descended through the bare woods there were nonents
when she | ost the exact sense of things, and seened to
be sitting beside her lover with the leafy arch of
sunmmer bendi ng over them But this illusion was faint
and transitory. For the nost part she had only a
confused sensation of slipping down a snooth
irresistible current; and she abandoned herself to the

feeling as a refuge fromthe tornent of thought.

M. Royall seldom spoke, but his silent presence gave
her, for the first time, a sense of peace and security.
She knew that where he was there would be warnth, rest,
silence; and for the noment they were all she wanted.
She shut her eyes, and even these things grewdimto

her....

In the train, during the short run fromCreston to
Nettl eton, the warnth aroused her, and the

consci ousness of being under strange eyes gave her

a nonentary energy. She sat upright, facing M.
Royal I, and stared out of the w ndow at the denuded
country. Forty-eight hours earlier, when she had | ast
traversed it, nmany of the trees still held their

| eaves; but the high wind of the last two nights had
stripped them and the lines of the | andscape' were as
finely pencilled as in Decenber. A few days of autumm
cold had wi ped out all trace of the rich fields and

| angui d groves through which she had passed on the
Fourth of July; and with the fading of the | andscape
those fervid hours had faded, too. She could no |onger

bel i eve that she was the being who had lived them she



was sonmeone to whom sonet hi ng irreparable and
overwhel mi ng had happened, but the traces of the steps

|l eading up to it had al nbst vani shed.

When the train reached Nettleton and she wal ked out
into the square at M. Royall's side the sense of
unreality grew nore overpowering. The physical strain
of the night and day had left no roomin her mnd for
new sensations and she followed M. Royall as passively
as a tired child. As in a confused dream she presently
found herself sitting with himin a pleasant room at a
table with a red and white table-cloth on which

hot food and tea were placed. He filled her cup and

pl ate and whenever she lifted her eyes fromthem she
found his resting on her with the sane steady tranqui
gaze that had reassured and strengthened her when they
had faced each other in old Ms. Hobart's kitchen. As
everything else in her consciousness grew nore and nore
confused and i mmaterial, becane nore and nore |ike the
uni versal shimrer that dissolves the world to failing
eyes, M. Royall's presence began to detach itself wth
rocky firmess fromthis elusive background. She had
al ways t hought of hi m-when she thought of himat all--
as of soneone hateful and obstructive, but whom she
could outwit and domi nate when she chose to nmake the
effort. Only once, on the day of the A d Honme Wek

cel ebration, while the stray fragnments of his address
drifted across her troubled mnd, had she caught a

gli npse of another being, a being so different fromthe
dull-witted enenmy with whom she had supposed herself to
be living that even through the burning m st of her own
dreans he had stood out with startling distinctness.

For a nmonent, then, what he said--and sonething in his



way of saying it--had nmade her see why he had al ways
struck her as such a lonely man. But the m st of
her dreans had hi dden hi m agai n, and she had forgotten

that fugitive inpression

It cane back to her now, as they sat at the table, and
gave her, through her own inmeasurabl e desolation, a
sudden sense of their nearness to each other. But all
these feelings were only brief streaks of light in the
grey blur of her physical weakness. Through it she was
aware that M. Royall presently left her sitting by the
table in the warmroom and canme back after an interva
with a carriage fromthe station--a closed "hack™ with
sun-burnt blue silk blinds--in which they drove
together to a house covered with creepers and standing
next to a church with a carpet of turf before it. They
got out at this house, and the carriage waited while
they wal ked up the path and entered a wai nscoted hal
and then a roomfull of books. In this rooma

cl ergyman whom Charity had never seen received them

pl easantly, and asked themto be seated for a few

m nutes while w tnesses were being summoned.

Charity sat down obediently, and M. Royall, his hands
behi nd his back, paced slowy up and down the room As
he turned and faced Charity, she noticed that his

lips were twitching a little; but the look in his eyes
was grave and calm Once he paused before her and said
timdly: "Your hair's got kinder |oose with the wind,"
and she lifted her hands and tried to snooth back the

| ocks that had escaped fromher braid. There was a

| ooki ng-glass in a carved frame on the wall, but she

was ashamed to ook at herself in it, and she sat with



her hands fol ded on her knee till the clergyman
returned. Then they went out again, along a sort of
arcaded passage, and into a low vaulted roomwith a
cross on an altar, and rows of benches. The clergyman,
who had |l eft them at the door, presently reappeared
before the altar in a surplice, and a | ady who was
probably his wife, and a man in a blue shirt who had
been raking dead | eaves on the lawn, canme in and sat on

one of the benches.

The cl ergyman opened a book and signed to Charity and
M. Royall to approach. M. Royall advanced a few
steps, and Charity followed himas she had foll owed him
to the buggy when they went out of Ms. Hobart's
kitchen; she had the feeling that if she ceased to keep
close to him and do what he told her to do, the world

woul d slip away from beneath her feet.

The cl ergyman began to read, and on her dazed nind
there rose the menory of M. Mles, standing the night
before in the desol ate house of the Muntain, and
readi ng out of the same book words that had the sane

dread sound of finality:

"I require and charge you both, as ye will answer at
the dreadful day of judgnent when the secrets of al
hearts shall be disclosed, that if either of you know
any i npedi ment whereby ye may not be lawfully joined

together..."

Charity raised her eyes and net M. Royall's. They
were still looking at her kindly and steadily. "I

will!" she heard himsay a nonent |ater, after another



interval of words that she had failed to catch. She
was so busy trying to understand the gestures that the
clergyman was signalling to her to nake that she no

| onger heard what was being said. After another
interval the I ady on the bench stood up, and taking her
hand put it in M. Royall's. It lay enclosed in his
strong pal mand she felt a ring that was too big for
her being slipped on her thin finger. She understood

then that she was narried. ..

Late that afternoon Charity sat alone in a bedroom of

t he fashi onabl e hotel where she and Harney had

vai nly sought a table on the Fourth of July. She had
never before been in so handsonely furnished a room
The mirror above the dressing-table reflected the high
head- board and fluted pillowslips of the doubl e bed,
and a bedspread so spotlessly white that she had
hesitated to |l ay her hat and jacket on it. The humm ng
radi ator diffused an atnosphere of drowsy warnth, and
through a hal f-open door she saw the glitter of the

ni ckel taps above tw n narbl e basins.

For a while the long turnmoil of the night and day had
slipped away from her and she sat with cl osed eyes,
surrendering herself to the spell of warnth and
silence. But presently this merciful apathy was
succeeded by the sudden acuteness of vision with which
si ck people sonetinmes wake out of a heavy sleep. As
she opened her eyes they rested on the picture that
hung above the bed. It was a large engraving with a
dazzling white margin enclosed in a wide frame of

bird s-eye maple with an inner scroll of gold. The

engraving represented a young nan in a boat on a | ake



over-hung with trees. He was |eaning over to gather
water-lilies for the girl in a light dress who |ay
anong the cushions in the stern. The scene was

full of a drowsy m dsunmer radi ance, and Charity
averted her eyes fromit and, rising fromher chair,

began to wander restlessly about the room

It was on the fifth floor, and its broad w ndow of

pl ate gl ass | ooked over the roofs of the town. Beyond
them stretched a wooded | andscape in which the |ast
fires of sunset were picking out a steely gl eam
Charity gazed at the gleamwith startled eyes. Even

t hrough the gathering tw light she recognized the
contour of the soft hills encircling it, and the way
the nmeadows sloped to its edge. It was Nettleton Lake

that she was | ooking at.

She stood a long tine in the wi ndow staring out at the
fading water. The sight of it had roused her for the
first time to a realization of what she had done. Even
the feeling of the ring on her hand had not brought her
this sharp sense of the irretrievable. For an instant
the old inpulse of flight swept through her; but it was
only the lift of a broken wing. She heard the door

open behind her, and M. Royall cane in.

He had gone to the barber's to be shaved, and his
shaggy grey hair had been tri med and snoothed. He
nmoved strongly and qui ckly, squaring his shoul ders
and carrying his head high, as if he did not want to

pass unnoti ced.

"What are you doing in the dark?" he called out in a

cheerful voice. Charity nade no answer. He went up to



the window to draw the blind, and putting his finger on
the wall flooded the roomwith a blaze of Iight from
the central chandelier. In this unfamliar

illum nation husband and wi fe faced each other
awkwardly for a nmonent; then M. Royall said: "We'l

step down and have sone supper, if you say so."

The thought of food filled her with repugnance; but not
daring to confess it she snoothed her hair and foll owed

himto the lift.

An hour |ater, com ng out of the glare of the dining-
room she waited in the nmarbl e-panelled hall while M.
Royal I, before the brass lattice of one of the corner
counters, selected a cigar and bought an eveni ng paper
Men were |ounging in rocking chairs under the blazing
chandeliers, travellers com ng and going, bells
ringing, porters shuffling by with luggage. Over M.
Royal | ' s shoul der, as he | eaned agai nst the counter, a
girl with her hair puffed high smrked and nodded at a
dapper drummrer who was getting his key at the desk

across the hall.

Charity stood anobng these cross-currents of life as
notionless and inert as if she had been one of the
tables screwed to the marble floor. Al her soul was
gathered up into one sick sense of coming doom and she
wat ched M. Royall in fascinated terror while he

pi nched the cigars in successive boxes and unfolded his

eveni ng paper with a steady hand.



Presently he turned and joined her. "You go right
along up to bed--1"mgoing to sit down here and have ny

snoke,” he said. He spoke as easily and naturally as
if they had been an old couple, long used to each
other's ways, and her contracted heart gave a flutter
of relief. She followed himto the Iift, and he put

her in and enjoined the buttoned and brai ded boy to

show her to her room

She groped her way in through the darkness, forgetting
where the electric button was, and not knowi ng how to
mani pulate it. But a white autum noon had risen, and
the illum nated sky put a pale light in the room By
it she undressed, and after folding up the ruffled
pillowslips crept timdly under the spotless

count erpane. She had never felt such snooth sheets or
such light warm bl ankets; but the softness of the bed
did not soothe her. She lay there trenbling with a
fear that ran through her veins like ice. "What have
done? Oh, what have | done?" she whispered, shuddering
to her pillow, and pressing her face against it to shut
out the pale | andscape beyond the w ndow she lay in the
darkness straining her ears, and shaking at every

footstep that approached. ..

Suddenly she sat up and pressed her hands agai nst her
frightened heart. A faint sound had told her that
someone was in the room but she nust have slept in the
interval, for she had heard no one enter. The noon was
setting beyond the opposite roofs, and in the darkness
outlined against the grey square of the w ndow, she saw
a figure seated in the rocking-chair. The figure did

not nove: it was sunk deep in the chair, with bowed



head and fol ded arms, and she saw that it was M.

Royal I who sat there. He had not undressed, but had
taken the blanket fromthe foot of the bed and laid it
across his knees. Trenbling and hol ding her breath she
wat ched him fearing that he had been roused by her
novenent; but he did not stir, and she concl uded

that he wi shed her to think he was asl eep

As she continued to watch himineffable relief stole
slowy over her, relaxing her strained nerves and
exhausted body. He knew, then...he knew...it was
because he knew that he had married her, and that he
sat there in the darkness to show her she was safe with
him A stir of something deeper than she had ever

felt in thinking of himflitted through her tired
brain, and cautiously, noiselessly, she let her head

sink on the pillow...

When she woke the roomwas full of norning Iight, and
her first glance showed her that she was alone in it.
She got up and dressed, and as she was fastening her
dress the door opened, and M. Royall cane in. He

| ooked old and tired in the bright daylight, but his
face wore the sane expression of grave friendliness
that had reassured her on the Mountain. It was as if

all the dark spirits had gone out of him

They went downstairs to the dining-roomfor breakfast,
and after breakfast he told her he had some insurance
business to attend to. "I guess while I'"'mdoing it
you' d better step out and buy yoursel f whatever you
need." He sniled, and added with an enbarrassed

| augh: "You know | always wanted you to beat all the



other girls." He drew sonething fromhis pocket, and
pushed it across the table to her; and she saw that he
had given her two twenty-dollar bills. "If it ain't
enough there's nore where that cone from-1 want you to

beat 'emall hollow " he repeated.

She flushed and tried to stamer out her thanks, but he
had pushed back his chair and was | eading the way out
of the dining-room |In the hall he paused a minute to
say that if it suited her they would take the three

o' clock train back to North Dormer; then he took his

hat and coat fromthe rack and went out.

A few ninutes later Charity went out, too. She had
wat ched to see in what direction he was goi ng, and she
took the opposite way and wal ked qui ckly down the main
street to the brick building on the corner of Lake
Avenue. There she paused to | ook cautiously up and
down the thoroughfare, and then clinbed the brass-bound
stairs to Dr. Merkle's door. The same bushy-headed
mulatto girl adnmitted her, and after the sane interva
of waiting in the red plush parlor she was once nore
summoned to Dr. Merkle's office. The doctor

recei ved her without surprise, and led her into the

i nner plush sanctuary.

"I thought you'd be back, but you' ve cone a mite too
soon: | told you to be patient and not fret," she

observed, after a pause of penetrating scrutiny.

Charity drew the noney from her breast. "I've conme to

get ny blue brooch,” she said, flushing.

"Your brooch?" Dr. Merkle appeared not to renenber



"My, yes--1 get so many things of that kind. Well, ny
dear, you'll have to wait while | get it out of the
safe. | don't |eave valuables like that |aying round

i ke the noospaper."

She di sappeared for a monment, and returned with a bit
of twisted-up tissue paper fromwhich she unw apped the

br ooch.

Charity, as she looked at it, felt a stir of warmh at

her heart. She held out an eager hand.

"Have you got the change?" she asked a little
breathl essly, laying one of the twenty-dollar bills on

the table.

"Change? Wiat'd | want to have change for? | only see

two twenties there," Dr. Merkle answered brightly.

Charity paused, disconcerted. "I thought...you said it

was five dollars a visit....'

"For YOQU, as a favour--1 did. But how about

the responsibility and the insurance? | don't s'pose
you ever thought of that? This pin's worth a hundred
dollars easy. |If it had got lost or stole, where'd

been when you cone to claimit?"

Charity renmained silent, puzzled and hal f-convinced by
the argument, and Dr. Merkle pronptly followed up her

advantage. "I didn't ask you for your brooch, ny dear
I'd a good deal ruther folks paid ne nmy regul ar charge

than have "emput me to all this trouble.”



She paused, and Charity, seized with a desperate
I onging to escape, rose to her feet and hel d out one of

the bills.

"WIIl you take that?" she asked.

"No, | won't take that, ny dear; but I'Il take it with
its mate, and hand you over a signed receipt if you

don't trust ne."

"Ch, but | can't--it's all I've got," Charity

excl ai ned.

Dr. Merkle | ooked up at her pleasantly fromthe plush

sofa. "It seens you got married yesterday, up to the
"Piscopal church; | heard all about the wedding from
the mnister's chore-man. It would be a pity, wouldn't

it, tolet M. Royall know you had an account
running here? | just put it to you as your own nother

nm ght."

Anger flaned up in Charity, and for an instant she

t hought of abandoning the brooch and letting Dr. Merkle
do her worst. But how could she | eave her only
treasure with that evil woman? She wanted it for her
baby: she neant it, in some nmysterious way, to be a
Iink between Harney's child and its unknown father
Trenbling and hating herself while she did it, she laid
M. Royall's noney on the table, and catching up the

brooch fled out of the room and the house. ..

In the street she stood still, dazed by this |ast

adventure. But the brooch lay in her bosomlike a



talisman, and she felt a secret lightness of heart. It
gave her strength, after a nonment, to walk on slowy in
the direction of the post office, and go in through the
swi ngi ng doors. At one of the wi ndows she bought a
sheet of |etter-paper, an envel ope and a stanp; then
she sat down at a table and di pped the rusty post
office pen in ink. She had cone there possessed with a
fear which had haunted her ever since she had felt M.
Royall's ring on her finger: the fear that Harney
nmght, after all, free hinmself and come back to her. It
was a possibility which had never occurred to her
during the dreadful hours after she had received his
letter; only when the decisive step she had taken made
I onging turn to apprehension did such a contingency
seem concei vabl e. She addressed t he envel ope, and on

the sheet of paper she wote:

I"'mnmarried to M. Royall. [I'Il always renmenber you

CHARI TY.

The | ast words were not in the | east what she had neant
to wite; they had flowed fromher pen irresistibly.
She had not had the strength to conmplete her sacrifice;
but, after all, what did it matter? Now that there was
no chance of ever seeing Harney again, why should she

not tell himthe truth?

When she had put the letter in the box she went out
into the busy sunlit street and began to walk to the
hotel. Behind the pl ateglass wi ndows of the departnent

stores she noticed the tenpting display of dresses and



dress-materials that had fired her inmagi nation on the
day when she and Harney had | ooked in at them together
They rem nded her of M. Royall's injunction to go out
and buy all she needed. She |ooked down at her shabby
dress, and wondered what she should say when he

saw her com ng back enpty-handed. As she drew near
the hotel she saw himwaiting on the doorstep, and her

heart began to beat with apprehension

He nodded and waved his hand at her approach, and they
wal ked through the hall and went upstairs to collect
their possessions, so that M. Royall mght give up the
key of the room when they went down again for their

m dday dinner. |In the bedroom while she was thrusting
back into the satchel the few things she had brought
away with her, she suddenly felt that his eyes were on
her and that he was going to speak. She stood still,
her hal f-fol ded ni ght-gown in her hand, while the bl ood

rushed up to her drawn cheeks.

"Well, did you rig yourself out handsonely? | haven't

seen any bundles round,"” he said jocosely.

"Ch, I'd rather let Ally Hawes make the few things

want, " she answered.

"That so?" He | ooked at her thoughtfully for a nonent
and his eye-brows projected in a scowm. Then his face
grew friendly again. "Well, | wanted you to go back
| ooki ng stylisher than any of them but | guess you're

right. You're a good girl, Charity."

Their eyes net, and something rose in his that she

had never seen there: a |ook that nade her feel ashaned



and yet secure.

"l guess you're good, too," she said, shyly and
quickly. He smled w thout answering, and they went
out of the roomtogether and dropped down to the hal

inthe glittering lift.

Late that evening, in the cold autum noonlight, they

drove up to the door of the red house.

End



