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			I

			They were all at Char­ing Cross to see Lilia off—Philip, Har­riet, Irma, Mrs. Her­ri­ton her­self. Even Mrs. Theo­bald, squired by Mr. Kingcroft, had braved the jour­ney from York­shire to bid her only daugh­ter good­bye. Miss Ab­bott was like­wise at­ten­ded by nu­mer­ous re­l­at­ives, and the sight of so many people talk­ing at once and say­ing such dif­fer­ent things caused Lilia to break in­to un­gov­ern­able peals of laughter.

			“Quite an ova­tion,” she cried, sprawl­ing out of her first-class car­riage. “They’ll take us for roy­alty. Oh, Mr. Kingcroft, get us foot warm­ers.”

			The good-natured young man hur­ried away, and Philip, tak­ing his place, flooded her with a fi­nal stream of ad­vice and in­junc­tions—where to stop, how to learn Itali­an, when to use mos­quito nets, what pic­tures to look at. “Re­mem­ber,” he con­cluded, “that it is only by go­ing off the track that you get to know the coun­try. See the little towns—Gub­bio, Pienza, Cor­tona, San Gem­ig­nano, Monteri­ano. And don’t, let me beg you, go with that aw­ful tour­ist idea that Italy’s only a mu­seum of an­tiquit­ies and art. Love and un­der­stand the Itali­ans, for the people are more mar­vel­lous than the land.”

			“How I wish you were com­ing, Philip,” she said, flattered at the un­wonted no­tice her broth­er-in-law was giv­ing her.

			“I wish I were.” He could have man­aged it without great dif­fi­culty, for his ca­reer at the Bar was not so in­tense as to pre­vent oc­ca­sion­al hol­i­days. But his fam­ily dis­liked his con­tinu­al vis­its to the Con­tin­ent, and he him­self of­ten found pleas­ure in the idea that he was too busy to leave town.

			“Good­bye, dear every­one. What a whirl!” She caught sight of her little daugh­ter Irma, and felt that a touch of ma­ter­nal solem­nity was re­quired. “Good­bye, darling. Mind you’re al­ways good, and do what Granny tells you.”

			She re­ferred not to her own moth­er, but to her moth­er-in-law, Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who hated the title of Granny.

			Irma lif­ted a ser­i­ous face to be kissed, and said cau­tiously, “I’ll do my best.”

			“She is sure to be good,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who was stand­ing pens­ively a little out of the hub­bub. But Lilia was already call­ing to Miss Ab­bott, a tall, grave, rather nice-look­ing young lady who was con­duct­ing her adieus in a more dec­or­ous man­ner on the plat­form.

			“Car­oline, my Car­oline! Jump in, or your chap­er­on will go off without you.”

			And Philip, whom the idea of Italy al­ways in­tox­ic­ated, had star­ted again, telling her of the su­preme mo­ments of her com­ing jour­ney—the Cam­pan­ile of Air­olo, which would burst on her when she emerged from the St. Gothard tun­nel, pres­aging the fu­ture; the view of the Ti­cino and Lago Mag­giore as the train climbed the slopes of Monte Cenere; the view of Lugano, the view of Como—Italy gath­er­ing thick around her now—the ar­rival at her first rest­ing place, when, after long driv­ing through dark and dirty streets, she should at last be­hold, amid the roar of trams and the glare of arc lamps, the but­tresses of the cathed­ral of Mil­an.

			“Handker­chiefs and col­lars,” screamed Har­riet, “in my in­laid box! I’ve lent you my in­laid box.”

			“Good old Harry!” She kissed every­one again, and there was a mo­ment’s si­lence. They all smiled stead­ily, ex­cept­ing Philip, who was chok­ing in the fog, and old Mrs. Theo­bald, who had be­gun to cry. Miss Ab­bott got in­to the car­riage. The guard him­self shut the door, and told Lilia that she would be all right. Then the train moved, and they all moved with it a couple of steps, and waved their handker­chiefs, and uttered cheer­ful little cries. At that mo­ment Mr. Kingcroft re­appeared, car­ry­ing a foot warm­er by both ends, as if it was a tea tray. He was sorry that he was too late, and called out in a quiv­er­ing voice, “Good­bye, Mrs. Charles. May you en­joy your­self, and may God bless you.”

			Lilia smiled and nod­ded, and then the ab­surd po­s­i­tion of the foot warm­er over­came her, and she began to laugh again.

			“Oh, I am so sorry,” she cried back, “but you do look so funny. Oh, you all look so funny wav­ing! Oh, pray!” And laugh­ing help­lessly, she was car­ried out in­to the fog.

			“High spir­its to be­gin so long a jour­ney,” said Mrs. Theo­bald, dab­bing her eyes.

			Mr. Kingcroft sol­emnly moved his head in token of agree­ment. “I wish,” said he, “that Mrs. Charles had got­ten the foot warm­er. These Lon­don port­ers won’t take heed to a coun­try chap.”

			“But you did your best,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton. “And I think it simply noble of you to have brought Mrs. Theo­bald all the way here on such a day as this.” Then, rather hast­ily, she shook hands, and left him to take Mrs. Theo­bald all the way back.

			Saw­ston, her own home, was with­in easy reach of Lon­don, and they were not late for tea. Tea was in the din­ing room, with an egg for Irma, to keep up the child’s spir­its. The house seemed strangely quiet after a fort­night’s bustle, and their con­ver­sa­tion was spas­mod­ic and sub­dued. They wondered wheth­er the trav­el­lers had got to Folke­stone, wheth­er it would be at all rough, and if so what would hap­pen to poor Miss Ab­bott.

			“And, Granny, when will the old ship get to Italy?” asked Irma.

			“ ‘Grand­moth­er,’ dear; not ‘Granny,’ ” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, giv­ing her a kiss. “And we say ‘a boat’ or ‘a steam­er,’ not ‘a ship.’ Ships have sails. And moth­er won’t go all the way by sea. You look at the map of Europe, and you’ll see why. Har­riet, take her. Go with Aunt Har­riet, and she’ll show you the map.”

			“Righto!” said the little girl, and dragged the re­luct­ant Har­riet in­to the lib­rary. Mrs. Her­ri­ton and her son were left alone. There was im­me­di­ately con­fid­ence between them.

			“Here be­gin­neth the New Life,” said Philip.

			“Poor child, how vul­gar!” mur­mured Mrs. Her­ri­ton. “It’s sur­pris­ing that she isn’t worse. But she has got a look of poor Charles about her.”

			“And—alas, alas!—a look of old Mrs. Theo­bald. What ap­palling ap­par­i­tion was that! I did think the lady was bedrid­den as well as im­be­cile. Why ever did she come?”

			“Mr. Kingcroft made her. I am cer­tain of it. He wanted to see Lilia again, and this was the only way.”

			“I hope he is sat­is­fied. I did not think my sis­ter-in-law dis­tin­guished her­self in her farewells.”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton shuddered. “I mind noth­ing, so long as she has gone—and gone with Miss Ab­bott. It is mor­ti­fy­ing to think that a wid­ow of thirty-three re­quires a girl ten years young­er to look after her.”

			“I pity Miss Ab­bott. For­tu­nately one ad­mirer is chained to Eng­land. Mr. Kingcroft can­not leave the crops or the cli­mate or some­thing. I don’t think, either, he im­proved his chances today. He, as well as Lilia, has the knack of be­ing ab­surd in pub­lic.”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton replied, “When a man is neither well bred, nor well con­nec­ted, nor hand­some, nor clev­er, nor rich, even Lilia may dis­card him in time.”

			“No. I be­lieve she would take any­one. Right up to the last, when her boxes were packed, she was ‘play­ing’ the chin­less cur­ate. Both the cur­ates are chin­less, but hers had the dampest hands. I came on them in the Park. They were speak­ing of the Pentateuch.”

			“My dear boy! If pos­sible, she has got worse and worse. It was your idea of Itali­an travel that saved us!”

			Philip brightened at the little com­pli­ment. “The odd part is that she was quite eager—al­ways ask­ing me for in­form­a­tion; and of course I was very glad to give it. I ad­mit she is a Phil­istine, ap­pallingly ig­nor­ant, and her taste in art is false. Still, to have any taste at all is some­thing. And I do be­lieve that Italy really pur­i­fies and en­nobles all who vis­it her. She is the school as well as the play­ground of the world. It is really to Lilia’s cred­it that she wants to go there.”

			“She would go any­where,” said his moth­er, who had heard enough of the praises of Italy. “I and Car­oline Ab­bott had the greatest dif­fi­culty in dis­suad­ing her from the Rivi­era.”

			“No, Moth­er; no. She was really keen on Italy. This travel is quite a crisis for her.” He found the situ­ation full of whim­sic­al ro­mance: there was some­thing half-at­tract­ive, half-re­pel­lent in the thought of this vul­gar wo­man jour­ney­ing to places he loved and revered. Why should she not be trans­figured? The same had happened to the Goths.

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton did not be­lieve in ro­mance nor in trans­fig­ur­a­tion, nor in par­al­lels from his­tory, nor in any­thing else that may dis­turb do­mest­ic life. She adroitly changed the sub­ject be­fore Philip got ex­cited. Soon Har­riet re­turned, hav­ing giv­en her les­son in geo­graphy. Irma went to bed early, and was tucked up by her grand­moth­er. Then the two ladies worked and played cards. Philip read a book. And so they all settled down to their quiet, prof­it­able ex­ist­ence, and con­tin­ued it without in­ter­rup­tion through the winter.

			It was now nearly ten years since Charles had fallen in love with Lilia Theo­bald be­cause she was pretty, and dur­ing that time Mrs. Her­ri­ton had hardly known a mo­ment’s rest. For six months she schemed to pre­vent the match, and when it had taken place she turned to an­oth­er task—the su­per­vi­sion of her daugh­ter-in-law. Lilia must be pushed through life without bring­ing dis­cred­it on the fam­ily in­to which she had mar­ried. She was aided by Charles, by her daugh­ter Har­riet, and, as soon as he was old enough, by the clev­er one of the fam­ily, Philip. The birth of Irma made things still more dif­fi­cult. But for­tu­nately old Mrs. Theo­bald, who had at­temp­ted in­ter­fer­ence, began to break up. It was an ef­fort to her to leave Whitby, and Mrs. Her­ri­ton dis­cour­aged the ef­fort as far as pos­sible. That curi­ous duel which is fought over every baby was fought and de­cided early. Irma be­longed to her fath­er’s fam­ily, not to her moth­er’s.

			Charles died, and the struggle re­com­menced. Lilia tried to as­sert her­self, and said that she should go to take care of Mrs. Theo­bald. It re­quired all Mrs. Her­ri­ton’s kind­ness to pre­vent her. A house was fi­nally taken for her at Saw­ston, and there for three years she lived with Irma, con­tinu­ally sub­ject to the re­fin­ing in­flu­ences of her late hus­band’s fam­ily.

			Dur­ing one of her rare York­shire vis­its trouble began again. Lilia con­fided to a friend that she liked a Mr. Kingcroft ex­tremely, but that she was not ex­actly en­gaged to him. The news came round to Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who at once wrote, beg­ging for in­form­a­tion, and point­ing out that Lilia must either be en­gaged or not, since no in­ter­me­di­ate state ex­is­ted. It was a good let­ter, and flur­ried Lilia ex­tremely. She left Mr. Kingcroft without even the pres­sure of a res­cue party. She cried a great deal on her re­turn to Saw­ston, and said she was very sorry. Mrs. Her­ri­ton took the op­por­tun­ity of speak­ing more ser­i­ously about the du­ties of wid­ow­hood and moth­er­hood than she had ever done be­fore. But some­how things nev­er went eas­ily after. Lilia would not settle down in her place among Saw­ston mat­rons. She was a bad house­keep­er, al­ways in the throes of some do­mest­ic crisis, which Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who kept her ser­vants for years, had to step across and ad­just. She let Irma stop away from school for in­suf­fi­cient reas­ons, and she al­lowed her to wear rings. She learnt to bi­cycle, for the pur­pose of wak­ing the place up, and coas­ted down the High Street one Sunday even­ing, fall­ing off at the turn by the church. If she had not been a re­l­at­ive, it would have been en­ter­tain­ing. But even Philip, who in the­ory loved out­ra­ging Eng­lish con­ven­tions, rose to the oc­ca­sion, and gave her a talk­ing which she re­membered to her dy­ing day. It was just then, too, that they dis­covered that she still al­lowed Mr. Kingcroft to write to her “as a gen­tle­man friend,” and to send presents to Irma.

			Philip thought of Italy, and the situ­ation was saved. Car­oline, charm­ing, sober, Car­oline Ab­bott, who lived two turn­ings away, was seek­ing a com­pan­ion for a year’s travel. Lilia gave up her house, sold half her fur­niture, left the oth­er half and Irma with Mrs. Her­ri­ton, and had now de­par­ted, amid uni­ver­sal ap­prov­al, for a change of scene.

			She wrote to them fre­quently dur­ing the winter—more fre­quently than she wrote to her moth­er. Her let­ters were al­ways pros­per­ous. Florence she found per­fectly sweet, Naples a dream, but very whiffy. In Rome one had simply to sit still and feel. Philip, how­ever, de­clared that she was im­prov­ing. He was par­tic­u­larly grat­i­fied when in the early spring she began to vis­it the smal­ler towns that he had re­com­men­ded. “In a place like this,” she wrote, “one really does feel in the heart of things, and off the beaten track. Look­ing out of a Goth­ic win­dow every morn­ing, it seems im­possible that the middle ages have passed away.” The let­ter was from Monteri­ano, and con­cluded with a not un­suc­cess­ful de­scrip­tion of the won­der­ful little town.

			“It is some­thing that she is con­ten­ted,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton. “But no one could live three months with Car­oline Ab­bott and not be the bet­ter for it.”

			Just then Irma came in from school, and she read her moth­er’s let­ter to her, care­fully cor­rect­ing any gram­mat­ic­al er­rors, for she was a loy­al sup­port­er of par­ent­al au­thor­ity—Irma listened po­litely, but soon changed the sub­ject to hockey, in which her whole be­ing was ab­sorbed. They were to vote for col­ours that af­ter­noon—yel­low and white or yel­low and green. What did her grand­moth­er think?

			Of course Mrs. Her­ri­ton had an opin­ion, which she sed­ately ex­pounded, in spite of Har­riet, who said that col­ours were un­ne­ces­sary for chil­dren, and of Philip, who said that they were ugly. She was get­ting proud of Irma, who had cer­tainly greatly im­proved, and could no longer be called that most ap­palling of things—a vul­gar child. She was anxious to form her be­fore her moth­er re­turned. So she had no ob­jec­tion to the leis­urely move­ments of the trav­el­lers, and even sug­ges­ted that they should over­stay their year if it suited them.

			Lilia’s next let­ter was also from Monteri­ano, and Philip grew quite en­thu­si­ast­ic.

			“They’ve stopped there over a week!” he cried. “Why! I shouldn’t have done as much my­self. They must be really keen, for the hotel’s none too com­fort­able.”

			“I can­not un­der­stand people,” said Har­riet. “What can they be do­ing all day? And there is no church there, I sup­pose.”

			“There is Santa Deodata, one of the most beau­ti­ful churches in Italy.”

			“Of course I mean an Eng­lish church,” said Har­riet stiffly. “Lilia prom­ised me that she would al­ways be in a large town on Sundays.”

			“If she goes to a ser­vice at Santa Deodata’s, she will find more beauty and sin­cer­ity than there is in all the Back Kit­chens of Europe.”

			The Back Kit­chen was his nick­name for St. James’s, a small de­press­ing edi­fice much pat­ron­ized by his sis­ter. She al­ways re­sen­ted any slight on it, and Mrs. Her­ri­ton had to in­ter­vene.

			“Now, dears, don’t. Listen to Lilia’s let­ter. ‘We love this place, and I do not know how I shall ever thank Philip for telling me it. It is not only so quaint, but one sees the Itali­ans un­spoiled in all their sim­pli­city and charm here. The fres­coes are won­der­ful. Car­oline, who grows sweeter every day, is very busy sketch­ing.’ ”

			“Every­one to his taste!” said Har­riet, who al­ways de­livered a plat­it­ude as if it was an epi­gram. She was curi­ously vir­u­lent about Italy, which she had nev­er vis­ited, her only ex­per­i­ence of the Con­tin­ent be­ing an oc­ca­sion­al six weeks in the Prot­est­ant parts of Switzer­land.

			“Oh, Har­riet is a bad lot!” said Philip as soon as she left the room. His moth­er laughed, and told him not to be naughty; and the ap­pear­ance of Irma, just off to school, pre­ven­ted fur­ther dis­cus­sion. Not only in Tracts is a child a peace­maker.

			“One mo­ment, Irma,” said her uncle. “I’m go­ing to the sta­tion. I’ll give you the pleas­ure of my com­pany.”

			They star­ted to­geth­er. Irma was grat­i­fied; but con­ver­sa­tion flagged, for Philip had not the art of talk­ing to the young. Mrs. Her­ri­ton sat a little longer at the break­fast table, re­read­ing Lilia’s let­ter. Then she helped the cook to clear, ordered din­ner, and star­ted the house­maid turn­ing out the draw­ing room, Tues­day be­ing its day. The weath­er was lovely, and she thought she would do a little garden­ing, as it was quite early. She called Har­riet, who had re­covered from the in­sult to St. James’s, and to­geth­er they went to the kit­chen garden and began to sow some early ve­get­ables.

			“We will save the peas to the last; they are the greatest fun,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who had the gift of mak­ing work a treat. She and her eld­erly daugh­ter al­ways got on very well, though they had not a great deal in com­mon. Har­riet’s edu­ca­tion had been al­most too suc­cess­ful. As Philip once said, she had “bolted all the car­din­al vir­tues and couldn’t di­gest them.” Though pi­ous and pat­ri­ot­ic, and a great mor­al as­set for the house, she lacked that pli­ancy and tact which her moth­er so much val­ued, and had ex­pec­ted her to pick up for her­self. Har­riet, if she had been al­lowed, would have driv­en Lilia to an open rup­ture, and, what was worse, she would have done the same to Philip two years be­fore, when he re­turned full of pas­sion for Italy, and ri­dicul­ing Saw­ston and its ways.

			“It’s a shame, Moth­er!” she had cried. “Philip laughs at everything—the Book Club, the De­bat­ing So­ci­ety, the Pro­gress­ive Whist, the bazaars. People won’t like it. We have our repu­ta­tion. A house di­vided against it­self can­not stand.”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton replied in the mem­or­able words, “Let Philip say what he likes, and he will let us do what we like.” And Har­riet had ac­qui­esced.

			They sowed the duller ve­get­ables first, and a pleas­ant feel­ing of right­eous fa­tigue stole over them as they ad­dressed them­selves to the peas. Har­riet stretched a string to guide the row straight, and Mrs. Her­ri­ton scratched a fur­row with a poin­ted stick. At the end of it she looked at her watch.

			“It’s twelve! The second post’s in. Run and see if there are any let­ters.”

			Har­riet did not want to go. “Let’s fin­ish the peas. There won’t be any let­ters.”

			“No, dear; please go. I’ll sow the peas, but you shall cov­er them up—and mind the birds don’t see ’em!”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton was very care­ful to let those peas trickle evenly from her hand, and at the end of the row she was con­scious that she had nev­er sown bet­ter. They were ex­pens­ive too.

			“Ac­tu­ally old Mrs. Theo­bald!” said Har­riet, re­turn­ing.

			“Read me the let­ter. My hands are dirty. How in­tol­er­able the cres­ted pa­per is.”

			Har­riet opened the en­vel­ope.

			“I don’t un­der­stand,” she said; “it doesn’t make sense.”

			“Her let­ters nev­er did.”

			“But it must be sil­li­er than usu­al,” said Har­riet, and her voice began to quaver. “Look here, read it, Moth­er; I can’t make head or tail.”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton took the let­ter in­dul­gently. “What is the dif­fi­culty?” she said after a long pause. “What is it that puzzles you in this let­ter?”

			“The mean­ing—” faltered Har­riet. The spar­rows hopped near­er and began to eye the peas.

			“The mean­ing is quite clear—Lilia is en­gaged to be mar­ried. Don’t cry, dear; please me by not cry­ing—don’t talk at all. It’s more than I could bear. She is go­ing to marry someone she has met in a hotel. Take the let­ter and read for your­self.” Sud­denly she broke down over what might seem a small point. “How dare she not tell me dir­ect! How dare she write first to York­shire! Pray, am I to hear through Mrs. Theo­bald—a pat­ron­iz­ing, in­solent let­ter like this? Have I no claim at all? Bear wit­ness, dear”—she choked with pas­sion—“bear wit­ness that for this I’ll nev­er for­give her!”

			“Oh, what is to be done?” moaned Har­riet. “What is to be done?”

			“This first!” She tore the let­ter in­to little pieces and scattered it over the mould. “Next, a tele­gram for Lilia! No! a tele­gram for Miss Car­oline Ab­bott. She, too, has some­thing to ex­plain.”

			“Oh, what is to be done?” re­peated Har­riet, as she fol­lowed her moth­er to the house. She was help­less be­fore such ef­frontery. What aw­ful thing—what aw­ful per­son had come to Lilia? “Someone in the hotel.” The let­ter only said that. What kind of per­son? A gen­tle­man? An Eng­lish­man? The let­ter did not say.

			“Wire reas­on of stay at Monteri­ano. Strange ru­mours,” read Mrs. Her­ri­ton, and ad­dressed the tele­gram to Ab­bott, Stella d’Italia, Monteri­ano, Italy. “If there is an of­fice there,” she ad­ded, “we might get an an­swer this even­ing. Since Philip is back at sev­en, and the eight-fif­teen catches the mid­night boat at Dover—Har­riet, when you go with this, get a hun­dred pounds in five-pound notes at the bank.”

			“Go, dear, at once; do not talk. I see Irma com­ing back; go quickly. … Well, Irma dear, and whose team are you in this af­ter­noon—Miss Edith’s or Miss May’s?”

			But as soon as she had be­haved as usu­al to her grand­daugh­ter, she went to the lib­rary and took out the large at­las, for she wanted to know about Monteri­ano. The name was in the smal­lest print, in the midst of a woolly-brown tangle of hills which were called the “Sub-Apen­nines.” It was not so very far from Si­ena, which she had learnt at school. Past it there wandered a thin black line, notched at in­ter­vals like a saw, and she knew that this was a rail­way. But the map left a good deal to ima­gin­a­tion, and she had not got any. She looked up the place in Childe Har­old, but Byron had not been there. Nor did Mark Twain vis­it it in the Tramp Abroad. The re­sources of lit­er­at­ure were ex­hausted: she must wait till Philip came home. And the thought of Philip made her try Philip’s room, and there she found Cent­ral Italy, by Baedeker, and opened it for the first time in her life and read in it as fol­lows:—

			
				Monteri­ano (pop. 4,800). Ho­tels: Stella d’Italia, mod­er­ate only; Globo, dirty. *Caffè Garibaldi. Post and Tele­graph of­fice in Corso Vit­torio Em­manuele, next to theatre. Pho­to­graphs at Seghena’s (cheap­er in Florence). Di­li­gence (1 lira) meets prin­cip­al trains.

				Chief at­trac­tions (2–3 hours): Santa Deodata, Palazzo Pub­blico, Sant’ Agostino, Santa Ca­ter­ina, Sant’ Am­brogio, Palazzo Ca­poc­chi. Guide (2 lire) un­ne­ces­sary. A walk round the Walls should on no ac­count be omit­ted. The view from the Rocca (small gra­tu­ity) is finest at sun­set.

				His­tory: Monteri­ano, the Mons Ri­anus of An­tiquity, whose Ghi­bel­line tend­en­cies are noted by Dante (Purg. xx.), def­in­itely eman­cip­ated it­self from Pog­gibonsi in 1261. Hence the distich, Pog­gibonizzi, fatti in là, che Monteri­ano si fa cit­tà! till re­cently en­scribed over the Si­ena gate. It re­mained in­de­pend­ent till 1530, when it was sacked by the Pap­al troops and be­came part of the Grand Duchy of Tuscany. It is now of small im­port­ance, and seat of the dis­trict pris­on. The in­hab­it­ants are still noted for their agree­able man­ners.

				

				The trav­el­ler will pro­ceed dir­ect from the Si­ena gate to the Col­legi­ate Church of Santa Deodata, and in­spect (5th chapel on right) the charm­ing *Fres­coes. …

			

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton did not pro­ceed. She was not one to de­tect the hid­den charms of Baedeker. Some of the in­form­a­tion seemed to her un­ne­ces­sary, all of it was dull. Where­as Philip could nev­er read “The view from the Rocca (small gra­tu­ity) is finest at sun­set” without a catch­ing at the heart. Restor­ing the book to its place, she went down­stairs, and looked up and down the as­phalt paths for her daugh­ter. She saw her at last, two turn­ings away, vainly try­ing to shake off Mr. Ab­bott, Miss Car­oline Ab­bott’s fath­er. Har­riet was al­ways un­for­tu­nate. At last she re­turned, hot, agit­ated, crack­ling with bank­notes, and Irma bounced to greet her, and trod heav­ily on her corn.

			“Your feet grow lar­ger every day,” said the ag­on­ized Har­riet, and gave her niece a vi­ol­ent push. Then Irma cried, and Mrs. Her­ri­ton was an­noyed with Har­riet for be­tray­ing ir­rit­a­tion. Lunch was nasty; and dur­ing pud­ding news ar­rived that the cook, by sheer dex­ter­ity, had broken a very vi­tal knob off the kit­chen range. “It is too bad,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton. Irma said it was three bad, and was told not to be rude. After lunch Har­riet would get out Baedeker, and read in in­jured tones about Monteri­ano, the Mons Ri­anus of An­tiquity, till her moth­er stopped her.

			“It’s ri­dicu­lous to read, dear. She’s not try­ing to marry any­one in the place. Some tour­ist, ob­vi­ously, who’s stop­ping in the hotel. The place has noth­ing to do with it at all.”

			“But what a place to go to! What nice per­son, too, do you meet in a hotel?”

			“Nice or nasty, as I have told you sev­er­al times be­fore, is not the point. Lilia has in­sul­ted our fam­ily, and she shall suf­fer for it. And when you speak against ho­tels, I think you for­get that I met your fath­er at Chamounix. You can con­trib­ute noth­ing, dear, at present, and I think you had bet­ter hold your tongue. I am go­ing to the kit­chen, to speak about the range.”

			She spoke just too much, and the cook said that if she could not give sat­is­fac­tion—she had bet­ter leave. A small thing at hand is great­er than a great thing re­mote, and Lilia, mis­con­duct­ing her­self upon a moun­tain in Cent­ral Italy, was im­me­di­ately hid­den. Mrs. Her­ri­ton flew to a re­gistry of­fice, failed; flew to an­oth­er, failed again; came home, was told by the house­maid that things seemed so un­settled that she had bet­ter leave as well; had tea, wrote six let­ters, was in­ter­rup­ted by cook and house­maid, both weep­ing, ask­ing her par­don, and im­plor­ing to be taken back. In the flush of vic­tory the door­bell rang, and there was the tele­gram: “Lilia en­gaged to Itali­an no­bil­ity. Writ­ing. Ab­bott.”

			“No an­swer,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton. “Get down Mr. Philip’s Glad­stone from the at­tic.”

			She would not al­low her­self to be frightened by the un­known. In­deed she knew a little now. The man was not an Itali­an noble, oth­er­wise the tele­gram would have said so. It must have been writ­ten by Lilia. None but she would have been guilty of the fatu­ous vul­gar­ity of “Itali­an no­bil­ity.” She re­called phrases of this morn­ing’s let­ter: “We love this place—Car­oline is sweeter than ever, and busy sketch­ing—Itali­ans full of sim­pli­city and charm.” And the re­mark of Baedeker, “The in­hab­it­ants are still noted for their agree­able man­ners,” had a bale­ful mean­ing now. If Mrs. Her­ri­ton had no ima­gin­a­tion, she had in­tu­ition, a more use­ful qual­ity, and the pic­ture she made to her­self of Lilia’s fiancé did not prove al­to­geth­er wrong.

			So Philip was re­ceived with the news that he must start in half an hour for Monteri­ano. He was in a pain­ful po­s­i­tion. For three years he had sung the praises of the Itali­ans, but he had nev­er con­tem­plated hav­ing one as a re­l­at­ive. He tried to soften the thing down to his moth­er, but in his heart of hearts he agreed with her when she said, “The man may be a duke or he may be an or­gan-grinder. That is not the point. If Lilia mar­ries him she in­sults the memory of Charles, she in­sults Irma, she in­sults us. There­fore I for­bid her, and if she dis­obeys we have done with her forever.”

			“I will do all I can,” said Philip in a low voice. It was the first time he had had any­thing to do. He kissed his moth­er and sis­ter and puzzled Irma. The hall was warm and at­tract­ive as he looked back in­to it from the cold March night, and he de­par­ted for Italy re­luct­antly, as for some­thing com­mon­place and dull.

			Be­fore Mrs. Her­ri­ton went to bed she wrote to Mrs. Theo­bald, us­ing plain lan­guage about Lilia’s con­duct, and hint­ing that it was a ques­tion on which every­one must def­in­itely choose sides. She ad­ded, as if it was an af­ter­thought, that Mrs. Theo­bald’s let­ter had ar­rived that morn­ing.

			Just as she was go­ing up­stairs she re­membered that she nev­er covered up those peas. It up­set her more than any­thing, and again and again she struck the ban­is­ters with vex­a­tion. Late as it was, she got a lan­tern from the toolshed and went down the garden to rake the earth over them. The spar­rows had taken every one. But count­less frag­ments of the let­ter re­mained, dis­fig­ur­ing the tidy ground.

		
	
		
			II

			When the be­wildered tour­ist alights at the sta­tion of Monteri­ano, he finds him­self in the middle of the coun­try. There are a few houses round the rail­way, and many more dot­ted over the plain and the slopes of the hills, but of a town, me­di­ev­al or oth­er­wise, not the slight­est sign. He must take what is suit­ably termed a legno—a piece of wood—and drive up eight miles of ex­cel­lent road in­to the middle ages. For it is im­possible, as well as sac­ri­le­gious, to be as quick as Baedeker.

			It was three in the af­ter­noon when Philip left the realms of com­mon sense. He was so weary with trav­el­ling that he had fallen asleep in the train. His fel­low pas­sen­gers had the usu­al Itali­an gift of divin­a­tion, and when Monteri­ano came they knew he wanted to go there, and dropped him out. His feet sank in­to the hot as­phalt of the plat­form, and in a dream he watched the train de­part, while the port­er who ought to have been car­ry­ing his bag ran up the line play­ing touch-you-last with the guard. Alas! he was in no hu­mour for Italy. Bar­gain­ing for a legno bored him un­ut­ter­ably. The man asked six lire; and though Philip knew that for eight miles it should scarcely be more than four, yet he was about to give what he was asked, and so make the man dis­con­ten­ted and un­happy for the rest of the day. He was saved from this so­cial blun­der by loud shouts, and look­ing up the road saw one crack­ing his whip and wav­ing his reins and driv­ing two horses furi­ously, and be­hind him there ap­peared the sway­ing fig­ure of a wo­man, hold­ing star­fish fash­ion on to any­thing she could touch. It was Miss Ab­bott, who had just re­ceived his let­ter from Mil­an an­noun­cing the time of his ar­rival, and had hur­ried down to meet him.

			He had known Miss Ab­bott for years, and had nev­er had much opin­ion about her one way or the oth­er. She was good, quiet, dull, and ami­able, and young only be­cause she was twenty-three: there was noth­ing in her ap­pear­ance or man­ner to sug­gest the fire of youth. All her life had been spent at Saw­ston with a dull and ami­able fath­er, and her pleas­ant, pal­lid face, bent on some re­spect­able char­ity, was a fa­mil­i­ar ob­ject of the Saw­ston streets. Why she had ever wished to leave them was sur­pris­ing; but as she truly said, “I am John Bull to the back­bone, yet I do want to see Italy, just once. Every­body says it is mar­vel­lous, and that one gets no idea of it from books at all.” The cur­ate sug­ges­ted that a year was a long time; and Miss Ab­bott, with dec­or­ous play­ful­ness, answered him, “Oh, but you must let me have my fling! I prom­ise to have it once, and once only. It will give me things to think about and talk about for the rest of my life.” The cur­ate had con­sen­ted; so had Mr. Ab­bott. And here she was in a legno, sol­it­ary, dusty, frightened, with as much to an­swer and to an­swer for as the most dash­ing ad­ven­turess could de­sire.

			They shook hands without speak­ing. She made room for Philip and his lug­gage amidst the loud in­dig­na­tion of the un­suc­cess­ful driver, whom it re­quired the com­bined elo­quence of the sta­tion­mas­ter and the sta­tion beg­gar to con­fute. The si­lence was pro­longed un­til they star­ted. For three days he had been con­sid­er­ing what he should do, and still more what he should say. He had in­ven­ted a dozen ima­gin­ary con­ver­sa­tions, in all of which his lo­gic and elo­quence pro­cured him cer­tain vic­tory. But how to be­gin? He was in the en­emy’s coun­try, and everything—the hot sun, the cold air be­hind the heat, the end­less rows of olive trees, reg­u­lar yet mys­ter­i­ous—seemed hos­tile to the pla­cid at­mo­sphere of Saw­ston in which his thoughts took birth. At the out­set he made one great con­ces­sion. If the match was really suit­able, and Lilia were bent on it, he would give in, and trust to his in­flu­ence with his moth­er to set things right. He would not have made the con­ces­sion in Eng­land; but here in Italy, Lilia, how­ever wil­ful and silly, was at all events grow­ing to be a hu­man be­ing.

			“Are we to talk it over now?” he asked.

			“Cer­tainly, please,” said Miss Ab­bott, in great agit­a­tion. “If you will be so very kind.”

			“Then how long has she been en­gaged?”

			Her face was that of a per­fect fool—a fool in ter­ror.

			“A short time—quite a short time,” she stammered, as if the short­ness of the time would re­as­sure him.

			“I should like to know how long, if you can re­mem­ber.”

			She entered in­to elab­or­ate cal­cu­la­tions on her fin­gers. “Ex­actly el­ev­en days,” she said at last.

			“How long have you been here?”

			More cal­cu­la­tions, while he tapped ir­rit­ably with his foot. “Close on three weeks.”

			“Did you know him be­fore you came?”

			“No.”

			“Oh! Who is he?”

			“A nat­ive of the place.”

			The second si­lence took place. They had left the plain now and were climb­ing up the out­posts of the hills, the olive trees still ac­com­pa­ny­ing. The driver, a jolly fat man, had got out to ease the horses, and was walk­ing by the side of the car­riage.

			“I un­der­stood they met at the hotel.”

			“It was a mis­take of Mrs. Theo­bald’s.”

			“I also un­der­stand that he is a mem­ber of the Itali­an no­bil­ity.”

			She did not reply.

			“May I be told his name?”

			Miss Ab­bott whispered, “Carella.” But the driver heard her, and a grin split over his face. The en­gage­ment must be known already.

			“Carella? Conte or Marchese, or what?”

			“Si­gnor,” said Miss Ab­bott, and looked help­lessly aside.

			“Per­haps I bore you with these ques­tions. If so, I will stop.”

			“Oh, no, please; not at all. I am here—my own idea—to give all in­form­a­tion which you very nat­ur­ally—and to see if some­how—please ask any­thing you like.”

			“Then how old is he?”

			“Oh, quite young. Twenty-one, I be­lieve.”

			There burst from Philip the ex­clam­a­tion, “Good Lord!”

			“One would nev­er be­lieve it,” said Miss Ab­bott, flush­ing. “He looks much older.”

			“And is he good-look­ing?” he asked, with gath­er­ing sar­casm.

			She be­came de­cis­ive. “Very good-look­ing. All his fea­tures are good, and he is well built—though I dare say Eng­lish stand­ards would find him too short.”

			Philip, whose one phys­ic­al ad­vant­age was his height, felt an­noyed at her im­plied in­dif­fer­ence to it.

			“May I con­clude that you like him?”

			She replied de­cis­ively again, “As far as I have seen him, I do.”

			At that mo­ment the car­riage entered a little wood, which lay brown and sombre across the cul­tiv­ated hill. The trees of the wood were small and leaf­less, but no­tice­able for this—that their stems stood in vi­ol­ets as rocks stand in the sum­mer sea. There are such vi­ol­ets in Eng­land, but not so many. Nor are there so many in Art, for no paint­er has the cour­age. The cart ruts were chan­nels, the hol­low la­goons; even the dry white mar­gin of the road was splashed, like a cause­way soon to be sub­merged un­der the ad­van­cing tide of spring. Philip paid no at­ten­tion at the time: he was think­ing what to say next. But his eyes had re­gistered the beauty, and next March he did not for­get that the road to Monteri­ano must tra­verse in­nu­mer­able flowers.

			“As far as I have seen him, I do like him,” re­peated Miss Ab­bott, after a pause.

			He thought she soun­ded a little de­fi­ant, and crushed her at once.

			“What is he, please? You haven’t told me that. What’s his po­s­i­tion?”

			She opened her mouth to speak, and no sound came from it. Philip waited pa­tiently. She tried to be au­da­cious, and failed pi­ti­ably.

			“No po­s­i­tion at all. He is kick­ing his heels, as my fath­er would say. You see, he has only just fin­ished his mil­it­ary ser­vice.”

			“As a private?”

			“I sup­pose so. There is gen­er­al con­scrip­tion. He was in the Ber­saglieri, I think. Isn’t that the crack re­gi­ment?”

			“The men in it must be short and broad. They must also be able to walk six miles an hour.”

			She looked at him wildly, not un­der­stand­ing all that he said, but feel­ing that he was very clev­er. Then she con­tin­ued her de­fence of Si­gnor Carella.

			“And now, like most young men, he is look­ing out for some­thing to do.”

			“Mean­while?”

			“Mean­while, like most young men, he lives with his people—fath­er, moth­er, two sis­ters, and a tiny tot of a broth­er.”

			There was a grat­ing spright­li­ness about her that drove him nearly mad. He de­term­ined to si­lence her at last.

			“One more ques­tion, and only one more. What is his fath­er?”

			“His fath­er,” said Miss Ab­bott. “Well, I don’t sup­pose you’ll think it a good match. But that’s not the point. I mean the point is not—I mean that so­cial dif­fer­ences—love, after all—not but what—I—”

			Philip ground his teeth to­geth­er and said noth­ing.

			“Gen­tle­men some­times judge hardly. But I feel that you, and at all events your moth­er—so really good in every sense, so really un­worldly—after all, love mar­riages are made in heav­en.”

			“Yes, Miss Ab­bott, I know. But I am anxious to hear heav­en’s choice. You arouse my curi­os­ity. Is my sis­ter-in-law to marry an an­gel?”

			“Mr. Her­ri­ton, don’t—please, Mr. Her­ri­ton—a dent­ist. His fath­er’s a dent­ist.”

			Philip gave a cry of per­son­al dis­gust and pain. He shuddered all over, and edged away from his com­pan­ion. A dent­ist! A dent­ist at Monteri­ano. A dent­ist in fairy­land! False teeth and laugh­ing gas and the tilt­ing chair at a place which knew the Etruscan League, and the Pax Ro­mana, and Alar­ic him­self, and the Count­ess Mat­ilda, and the Middle Ages, all fight­ing and holi­ness, and the Renais­sance, all fight­ing and beauty! He thought of Lilia no longer. He was anxious for him­self: he feared that Ro­mance might die.

			Ro­mance only dies with life. No pair of pin­cers will ever pull it out of us. But there is a spuri­ous sen­ti­ment which can­not res­ist the un­ex­pec­ted and the in­con­gru­ous and the grot­esque. A touch will loosen it, and the soon­er it goes from us the bet­ter. It was go­ing from Philip now, and there­fore he gave the cry of pain.

			“I can­not think what is in the air,” he began. “If Lilia was de­term­ined to dis­grace us, she might have found a less re­puls­ive way. A boy of me­di­um height with a pretty face, the son of a dent­ist at Monteri­ano. Have I put it cor­rectly? May I sur­mise that he has not got one penny? May I also sur­mise that his so­cial po­s­i­tion is nil? Fur­ther­more—”

			“Stop! I’ll tell you no more.”

			“Really, Miss Ab­bott, it is a little late for reti­cence. You have equipped me ad­mir­ably!”

			“I’ll tell you not an­oth­er word!” she cried, with a spasm of ter­ror. Then she got out her handker­chief, and seemed as if she would shed tears. After a si­lence, which he in­ten­ded to sym­bol­ize to her the drop­ping of a cur­tain on the scene, he began to talk of oth­er sub­jects.

			They were among olives again, and the wood with its beauty and wild­ness had passed away. But as they climbed high­er the coun­try opened out, and there ap­peared, high on a hill to the right, Monteri­ano. The hazy green of the olives rose up to its walls, and it seemed to float in isol­a­tion between trees and sky, like some fant­ast­ic ship city of a dream. Its col­our was brown, and it re­vealed not a single house—noth­ing but the nar­row circle of the walls, and be­hind them sev­en­teen towers—all that was left of the fifty-two that had filled the city in her prime. Some were only stumps, some were in­clin­ing stiffly to their fall, some were still erect, pier­cing like masts in­to the blue. It was im­possible to praise it as beau­ti­ful, but it was also im­possible to damn it as quaint.

			Mean­while Philip talked con­tinu­ally, think­ing this to be great evid­ence of re­source and tact. It showed Miss Ab­bott that he had probed her to the bot­tom, but was able to con­quer his dis­gust, and by sheer force of in­tel­lect con­tin­ue to be as agree­able and amus­ing as ever. He did not know that he talked a good deal of non­sense, and that the sheer force of his in­tel­lect was weakened by the sight of Monteri­ano, and by the thought of dentistry with­in those walls.

			The town above them swung to the left, to the right, to the left again, as the road wound up­ward through the trees, and the towers began to glow in the des­cend­ing sun. As they drew near, Philip saw the heads of people gath­er­ing black upon the walls, and he knew well what was hap­pen­ing—how the news was spread­ing that a stranger was in sight, and the beg­gars were aroused from their con­tent and bid to ad­just their de­form­it­ies; how the ala­baster man was run­ning for his wares, and the Au­thor­ized Guide run­ning for his peaked cap and his two cards of re­com­mend­a­tion—one from Miss M’Gee, Maida Vale, the oth­er, less valu­able, from an Equerry to the Queen of Peru; how someone else was run­ning to tell the land­lady of the Stella d’Italia to put on her pearl neck­lace and brown boots and empty the slops from the spare bed­room; and how the land­lady was run­ning to tell Lilia and her boy that their fate was at hand.

			Per­haps it was a pity Philip had talked so pro­fusely. He had driv­en Miss Ab­bott half-de­men­ted, but he had giv­en him­self no time to con­cert a plan. The end came so sud­denly. They emerged from the trees onto the ter­race be­fore the walk, with the vis­ion of half Tuscany ra­di­ant in the sun be­hind them, and then they turned in through the Si­ena gate, and their jour­ney was over. The Dogana men ad­mit­ted them with an air of gra­cious wel­come, and they clattered up the nar­row dark street, greeted by that mix­ture of curi­os­ity and kind­ness which makes each Itali­an ar­rival so won­der­ful.

			He was stunned and knew not what to do. At the hotel he re­ceived no or­din­ary re­cep­tion. The land­lady wrung him by the hand; one per­son snatched his um­brella, an­oth­er his bag; people pushed each oth­er out of his way. The en­trance seemed blocked with a crowd. Dogs were bark­ing, blad­der whistles be­ing blown, wo­men wav­ing their handker­chiefs, ex­cited chil­dren scream­ing on the stairs, and at the top of the stairs was Lilia her­self, very ra­di­ant, with her best blouse on.

			“Wel­come!” she cried. “Wel­come to Monteri­ano!” He greeted her, for he did not know what else to do, and a sym­path­et­ic mur­mur rose from the crowd be­low.

			“You told me to come here,” she con­tin­ued, “and I don’t for­get it. Let me in­tro­duce Si­gnor Carella!”

			Philip dis­cerned in the corner be­hind her a young man who might even­tu­ally prove hand­some and well made, but cer­tainly did not seem so then. He was half-en­vel­oped in the drapery of a cold dirty cur­tain, and nervously stuck out a hand, which Philip took and found thick and damp. There were more mur­murs of ap­prov­al from the stairs.

			“Well, din-din’s nearly ready,” said Lilia. “Your room’s down the pas­sage, Philip. You needn’t go chan­ging.”

			He stumbled away to wash his hands, ut­terly crushed by her ef­frontery.

			“Dear Car­oline!” whispered Lilia as soon as he had gone. “What an an­gel you’ve been to tell him! He takes it so well. But you must have had a mauvais quart d’heure.”

			Miss Ab­bott’s long ter­ror sud­denly turned in­to acid­ity. “I’ve told noth­ing,” she snapped. “It’s all for you—and if it only takes a quarter of an hour you’ll be lucky!”

			Din­ner was a night­mare. They had the smelly din­ing room to them­selves. Lilia, very smart and vo­ci­fer­ous, was at the head of the table; Miss Ab­bott, also in her best, sat by Philip, look­ing, to his ir­rit­ated nerves, more like the tragedy con­fid­ante every mo­ment. That scion of the Itali­an no­bil­ity, Si­gnor Carella, sat op­pos­ite. Be­hind him loomed a bowl of gold­fish, who swam round and round, gap­ing at the guests.

			The face of Si­gnor Carella was twitch­ing too much for Philip to study it. But he could see the hands, which were not par­tic­u­larly clean, and did not get clean­er by fid­get­ing amongst the shin­ing slabs of hair. His starched cuffs were not clean either, and as for his suit, it had ob­vi­ously been bought for the oc­ca­sion as some­thing really Eng­lish—a gi­gant­ic check, which did not even fit. His handker­chief he had for­got­ten, but nev­er missed it. Al­to­geth­er, he was quite un­present­able, and very lucky to have a fath­er who was a dent­ist in Monteri­ano. And why, even Lilia—But as soon as the meal began it fur­nished Philip with an ex­plan­a­tion.

			For the youth was hungry, and his lady filled his plate with spa­ghetti, and when those de­li­cious slip­pery worms were fly­ing down his throat, his face re­laxed and be­came for a mo­ment un­con­scious and calm. And Philip had seen that face be­fore in Italy a hun­dred times—seen it and loved it, for it was not merely beau­ti­ful, but had the charm which is the right­ful her­it­age of all who are born on that soil. But he did not want to see it op­pos­ite him at din­ner. It was not the face of a gen­tle­man.

			Con­ver­sa­tion, to give it that name, was car­ried on in a mix­ture of Eng­lish and Itali­an. Lilia had picked up hardly any of the lat­ter lan­guage, and Si­gnor Carella had not yet learnt any of the former. Oc­ca­sion­ally Miss Ab­bott had to act as in­ter­pret­er between the lov­ers, and the situ­ation be­came un­couth and re­volt­ing in the ex­treme. Yet Philip was too cow­ardly to break forth and de­nounce the en­gage­ment. He thought he should be more ef­fect­ive with Lilia if he had her alone, and pre­ten­ded to him­self that he must hear her de­fence be­fore giv­ing judg­ment.

			Si­gnor Carella, heartened by the spa­ghetti and the throat-rasp­ing wine, at­temp­ted to talk, and, look­ing po­litely to­wards Philip, said, “Eng­land is a great coun­try. The Itali­ans love Eng­land and the Eng­lish.”

			Philip, in no mood for in­ter­na­tion­al amen­it­ies, merely bowed.

			“Italy too,” the oth­er con­tin­ued a little re­sent­fully, “is a great coun­try. She has pro­duced many fam­ous men—for ex­ample Garibaldi and Dante. The lat­ter wrote the In­ferno, the Pur­gatorio, the Para­diso. The In­ferno is the most beau­ti­ful.” And with the com­pla­cent tone of one who has re­ceived a sol­id edu­ca­tion, he quoted the open­ing lines—

			
				
					Nel mezzo del cam­min di nos­tra vita
					

					Mi rit­ro­vai per una selva os­cura
					

					Che la di­ritta via era smar­rita
				

			

			—a quo­ta­tion which was more apt than he sup­posed.

			Lilia glanced at Philip to see wheth­er he no­ticed that she was mar­ry­ing no ig­nora­mus. Anxious to ex­hib­it all the good qual­it­ies of her be­trothed, she ab­ruptly in­tro­duced the sub­ject of pal­lone, in which, it ap­peared, he was a pro­fi­cient play­er. He sud­denly be­came shy and de­veloped a con­ceited grin—the grin of the vil­lage yokel whose crick­et score is men­tioned be­fore a stranger. Philip him­self had loved to watch pal­lone, that en­tran­cing com­bin­a­tion of lawn-ten­nis and fives. But he did not ex­pect to love it quite so much again.

			“Oh, look!” ex­claimed Lilia, “the poor wee fish!”

			A starved cat had been wor­ry­ing them all for pieces of the purple quiv­er­ing beef they were try­ing to swal­low. Si­gnor Carella, with the bru­tal­ity so com­mon in Itali­ans, had caught her by the paw and flung her away from him. Now she had climbed up to the bowl and was try­ing to hook out the fish. He got up, drove her off, and find­ing a large glass stop­per by the bowl, en­tirely plugged up the aper­ture with it.

			“But may not the fish die?” said Miss Ab­bott. “They have no air.”

			“Fish live on wa­ter, not on air,” he replied in a know­ing voice, and sat down. Ap­par­ently he was at his ease again, for he took to spit­ting on the floor. Philip glanced at Lilia but did not de­tect her win­cing. She talked bravely till the end of the dis­gust­ing meal, and then got up say­ing, “Well, Philip, I am sure you are ready for by-bye. We shall meet at twelve o’clock lunch to­mor­row, if we don’t meet be­fore. They give us caffè later in our rooms.”

			It was a little too im­pudent. Philip replied, “I should like to see you now, please, in my room, as I have come all the way on busi­ness.” He heard Miss Ab­bott gasp. Si­gnor Carella, who was light­ing a rank ci­gar, had not un­der­stood.

			It was as he ex­pec­ted. When he was alone with Lilia he lost all nervous­ness. The re­mem­brance of his long in­tel­lec­tu­al su­prem­acy strengthened him, and he began vol­ubly—

			“My dear Lilia, don’t let’s have a scene. Be­fore I ar­rived I thought I might have to ques­tion you. It is un­ne­ces­sary. I know everything. Miss Ab­bott has told me a cer­tain amount, and the rest I see for my­self.”

			“See for your­self?” she ex­claimed, and he re­membered af­ter­wards that she had flushed crim­son.

			“That he is prob­ably a ruf­fi­an and cer­tainly a cad.”

			“There are no cads in Italy,” she said quickly.

			He was taken aback. It was one of his own re­marks. And she fur­ther up­set him by adding, “He is the son of a dent­ist. Why not?”

			“Thank you for the in­form­a­tion. I know everything, as I told you be­fore. I am also aware of the so­cial po­s­i­tion of an Itali­an who pulls teeth in a minute pro­vin­cial town.”

			He was not aware of it, but he ven­tured to con­clude that it was pretty low. Nor did Lilia con­tra­dict him. But she was sharp enough to say, “In­deed, Philip, you sur­prise me. I un­der­stood you went in for equal­ity and so on.”

			“And I un­der­stood that Si­gnor Carella was a mem­ber of the Itali­an no­bil­ity.”

			“Well, we put it like that in the tele­gram so as not to shock dear Mrs. Her­ri­ton. But it is true. He is a young­er branch. Of course fam­il­ies rami­fy—just as in yours there is your cous­in Joseph.” She adroitly picked out the only un­desir­able mem­ber of the Her­ri­ton clan. “Gino’s fath­er is cour­tesy it­self, and rising rap­idly in his pro­fes­sion. This very month he leaves Monteri­ano, and sets up at Pog­gibonsi. And for my own poor part, I think what people are is what mat­ters, but I don’t sup­pose you’ll agree. And I should like you to know that Gino’s uncle is a priest—the same as a cler­gy­man at home.”

			Philip was aware of the so­cial po­s­i­tion of an Itali­an priest, and said so much about it that Lilia in­ter­rup­ted him with, “Well, his cous­in’s a law­yer at Rome.”

			“What kind of ‘law­yer’?”

			“Why, a law­yer just like you are—ex­cept that he has lots to do and can nev­er get away.”

			The re­mark hurt more than he cared to show. He changed his meth­od, and in a gentle, con­cili­at­ing tone de­livered the fol­low­ing speech:—

			“The whole thing is like a bad dream—so bad that it can­not go on. If there was one re­deem­ing fea­ture about the man I might be un­easy. As it is I can trust to time. For the mo­ment, Lilia, he has taken you in, but you will find him out soon. It is not pos­sible that you, a lady, ac­cus­tomed to ladies and gen­tle­men, will tol­er­ate a man whose po­s­i­tion is—well, not equal to the son of the ser­vants’ dent­ist in Coron­a­tion Place. I am not blam­ing you now. But I blame the glam­our of Italy—I have felt it my­self, you know—and I greatly blame Miss Ab­bott.”

			“Car­oline! Why blame her? What’s all this to do with Car­oline?”

			“Be­cause we ex­pec­ted her to—” He saw that the an­swer would in­volve him in dif­fi­culties, and, wav­ing his hand, con­tin­ued, “So I am con­fid­ent, and you in your heart agree, that this en­gage­ment will not last. Think of your life at home—think of Irma! And I’ll also say think of us; for you know, Lilia, that we count you more than a re­la­tion. I should feel I was los­ing my own sis­ter if you did this, and my moth­er would lose a daugh­ter.”

			She seemed touched at last, for she turned away her face and said, “I can’t break it off now!”

			“Poor Lilia,” said he, genu­inely moved. “I know it may be pain­ful. But I have come to res­cue you, and, book­worm though I may be, I am not frightened to stand up to a bully. He’s merely an in­solent boy. He thinks he can keep you to your word by threats. He will be dif­fer­ent when he sees he has a man to deal with.”

			What fol­lows should be pre­faced with some simile—the simile of a powder mine, a thun­der­bolt, an earth­quake—for it blew Philip up in the air and flattened him on the ground and swal­lowed him up in the depths. Lilia turned on her gal­lant de­fend­er and said—

			“For once in my life I’ll thank you to leave me alone. I’ll thank your moth­er too. For twelve years you’ve trained me and tor­tured me, and I’ll stand it no more. Do you think I’m a fool? Do you think I nev­er felt? Ah! when I came to your house a poor young bride, how you all looked me over—nev­er a kind word—and dis­cussed me, and thought I might just do; and your moth­er cor­rec­ted me, and your sis­ter snubbed me, and you said funny things about me to show how clev­er you were! And when Charles died I was still to run in strings for the hon­our of your beastly fam­ily, and I was to be cooped up at Saw­ston and learn to keep house, and all my chances spoilt of mar­ry­ing again. No, thank you! No, thank you! ‘Bully?’ ‘In­solent boy?’ Who’s that, pray, but you? But, thank good­ness, I can stand up against the world now, for I’ve found Gino, and this time I marry for love!”

			The coarse­ness and truth of her at­tack alike over­whelmed him. But her su­preme in­solence found him words, and he too burst forth.

			“Yes! and I for­bid you to do it! You des­pise me, per­haps, and think I’m feeble. But you’re mis­taken. You are un­grate­ful and im­per­tin­ent and con­tempt­ible, but I will save you in or­der to save Irma and our name. There is go­ing to be such a row in this town that you and he’ll be sorry you came to it. I shall shrink from noth­ing, for my blood is up. It is un­wise of you to laugh. I for­bid you to marry Carella, and I shall tell him so now.”

			“Do,” she cried. “Tell him so now. Have it out with him. Gino! Gino! Come in! Av­anti! Fra Fil­ippo for­bids the banns!”

			Gino ap­peared so quickly that he must have been listen­ing out­side the door.

			“Fra Fil­ippo’s blood’s up. He shrinks from noth­ing. Oh, take care he doesn’t hurt you!” She swayed about in vul­gar im­it­a­tion of Philip’s walk, and then, with a proud glance at the square shoulders of her be­trothed, flounced out of the room.

			Did she in­tend them to fight? Philip had no in­ten­tion of do­ing so; and no more, it seemed, had Gino, who stood nervously in the middle of the room with twitch­ing lips and eyes.

			“Please sit down, Si­gnor Carella,” said Philip in Itali­an. “Mrs. Her­ri­ton is rather agit­ated, but there is no reas­on we should not be calm. Might I of­fer you a ci­gar­ette? Please sit down.”

			He re­fused the ci­gar­ette and the chair, and re­mained stand­ing in the full glare of the lamp. Philip, not averse to such as­sist­ance, got his own face in­to shad­ow.

			For a long time he was si­lent. It might im­press Gino, and it also gave him time to col­lect him­self. He would not this time fall in­to the er­ror of blus­ter­ing, which he had caught so un­ac­count­ably from Lilia. He would make his power felt by re­straint.

			Why, when he looked up to be­gin, was Gino con­vulsed with si­lent laughter? It van­ished im­me­di­ately; but he be­came nervous, and was even more pom­pous than he in­ten­ded.

			“Si­gnor Carella, I will be frank with you. I have come to pre­vent you mar­ry­ing Mrs. Her­ri­ton, be­cause I see you will both be un­happy to­geth­er. She is Eng­lish, you are Itali­an; she is ac­cus­tomed to one thing, you to an­oth­er. And—par­don me if I say it—she is rich and you are poor.”

			“I am not mar­ry­ing her be­cause she is rich,” was the sulky reply.

			“I nev­er sug­ges­ted that for a mo­ment,” said Philip cour­teously. “You are hon­our­able, I am sure; but are you wise? And let me re­mind you that we want her with us at home. Her little daugh­ter will be moth­er­less, our home will be broken up. If you grant my re­quest you will earn our thanks—and you will not be without a re­ward for your dis­ap­point­ment.”

			“Re­ward—what re­ward?” He bent over the back of a chair and looked earn­estly at Philip. They were com­ing to terms pretty quickly. Poor Lilia!

			Philip said slowly, “What about a thou­sand lire?”

			His soul went forth in­to one ex­clam­a­tion, and then he was si­lent, with gap­ing lips. Philip would have giv­en double: he had ex­pec­ted a bar­gain.

			“You can have them to­night.”

			He found words, and said, “It is too late.”

			“But why?”

			“Be­cause—” His voice broke. Philip watched his face—a face without re­fine­ment per­haps, but not without ex­pres­sion—watched it quiver and re-form and dis­solve from emo­tion in­to emo­tion. There was av­arice at one mo­ment, and in­solence, and po­lite­ness, and stu­pid­ity, and cun­ning—and let us hope that some­times there was love. But gradu­ally one emo­tion dom­in­ated, the most un­ex­pec­ted of all; for his chest began to heave and his eyes to wink and his mouth to twitch, and sud­denly he stood erect and roared forth his whole be­ing in one tre­mend­ous laugh.

			Philip sprang up, and Gino, who had flung wide his arms to let the glor­i­ous creature go, took him by the shoulders and shook him, and said, “Be­cause we are mar­ried—mar­ried—mar­ried as soon as I knew you were com­ing. There was no time to tell you. Oh, oh! You have come all the way for noth­ing. Oh! And oh, your gen­er­os­ity!” Sud­denly he be­came grave, and said, “Please par­don me; I am rude. I am no bet­ter than a peas­ant, and I—” Here he saw Philip’s face, and it was too much for him. He gasped and ex­ploded and crammed his hands in­to his mouth and spat them out in an­oth­er ex­plo­sion, and gave Philip an aim­less push, which toppled him onto the bed. He uttered a hor­ri­fied Oh! and then gave up, and bolted away down the pas­sage, shriek­ing like a child, to tell the joke to his wife.

			For a time Philip lay on the bed, pre­tend­ing to him­self that he was hurt griev­ously. He could scarcely see for tem­per, and in the pas­sage he ran against Miss Ab­bott, who promptly burst in­to tears.

			“I sleep at the Globo,” he told her, “and start for Saw­ston to­mor­row morn­ing early. He has as­saul­ted me. I could pro­sec­ute him. But shall not.”

			“I can’t stop here,” she sobbed. “I dar­en’t stop here. You will have to take me with you!”

		
	
		
			III

			Op­pos­ite the Vol­terra gate of Monteri­ano, out­side the city, is a very re­spect­able white­washed mud wall, with a cop­ing of red crinkled tiles to keep it from dis­sol­u­tion. It would sug­gest a gen­tle­man’s garden if there was not in its middle a large hole, which grows lar­ger with every rain­storm. Through the hole is vis­ible, firstly, the iron gate that is in­ten­ded to close it; secondly, a square piece of ground which, though not quite mud, is at the same time not ex­actly grass; and fi­nally, an­oth­er wall, stone this time, which has a wooden door in the middle and two wooden-shuttered win­dows each side, and ap­par­ently forms the façade of a one-storey house.

			This house is big­ger than it looks, for it slides for two storeys down the hill be­hind, and the wooden door, which is al­ways locked, really leads in­to the at­tic. The know­ing per­son prefers to fol­low the pre­cip­it­ous mule-track round the turn of the mud wall till he can take the edi­fice in the rear. Then—be­ing now on a level with the cel­lars—he lifts up his head and shouts. If his voice sounds like some­thing light—a let­ter, for ex­ample, or some ve­get­ables, or a bunch of flowers—a bas­ket is let out of the first-floor win­dows by a string, in­to which he puts his bur­dens and de­parts. But if he sounds like some­thing heavy, such as a log of wood, or a piece of meat, or a vis­it­or, he is in­ter­rog­ated, and then bid­den or for­bid­den to as­cend. The ground floor and the up­per floor of that battered house are alike deser­ted, and the in­mates keep the cent­ral por­tion, just as in a dy­ing body all life re­tires to the heart. There is a door at the top of the first flight of stairs, and if the vis­it­or is ad­mit­ted he will find a wel­come which is not ne­ces­sar­ily cold. There are sev­er­al rooms, some dark and mostly stuffy—a re­cep­tion room ad­orned with horse­hair chairs, wool-work stools, and a stove that is nev­er lit—Ger­man bad taste without Ger­man do­mest­icity broods over that room; also a liv­ing room, which in­sens­ibly glides in­to a bed­room when the re­fin­ing in­flu­ence of hos­pit­al­ity is ab­sent, and real bed­rooms; and last, but not least, the log­gia, where you can live day and night if you feel in­clined, drink­ing ver­mouth and smoking ci­gar­ettes, with leagues of olive trees and vine­yards and blue-green hills to watch you.

			It was in this house that the brief and in­ev­it­able tragedy of Lilia’s mar­ried life took place. She made Gino buy it for her, be­cause it was there she had first seen him sit­ting on the mud wall that faced the Vol­terra gate. She re­membered how the even­ing sun had struck his hair, and how he had smiled down at her, and be­ing both sen­ti­ment­al and un­re­fined, was de­term­ined to have the man and the place to­geth­er. Things in Italy are cheap for an Itali­an, and, though he would have pre­ferred a house in the piazza, or bet­ter still a house at Si­ena, or, bliss above bliss, a house at Leg­horn, he did as she asked, think­ing that per­haps she showed her good taste in pre­fer­ring so re­tired an abode.

			The house was far too big for them, and there was a gen­er­al con­course of his re­l­at­ives to fill it up. His fath­er wished to make it a pat­ri­arch­al con­cern, where all the fam­ily should have their rooms and meet to­geth­er for meals, and was per­fectly will­ing to give up the new prac­tice at Pog­gibonsi and preside. Gino was quite will­ing too, for he was an af­fec­tion­ate youth who liked a large home circle, and he told it as a pleas­ant bit of news to Lilia, who did not at­tempt to con­ceal her hor­ror.

			At once he was hor­ri­fied too; saw that the idea was mon­strous; ab­used him­self to her for hav­ing sug­ges­ted it; rushed off to tell his fath­er that it was im­possible. His fath­er com­plained that prosper­ity was already cor­rupt­ing him and mak­ing him un­sym­path­et­ic and hard; his moth­er cried; his sis­ters ac­cused him of block­ing their so­cial ad­vance. He was apo­lo­get­ic, and even cringing, un­til they turned on Lilia. Then he turned on them, say­ing that they could not un­der­stand, much less as­so­ci­ate with, the Eng­lish lady who was his wife; that there should be one mas­ter in that house—him­self.

			Lilia praised and pet­ted him on his re­turn, call­ing him brave and a hero and oth­er en­dear­ing epi­thets. But he was rather blue when his clan left Monteri­ano in much dig­nity—a dig­nity which was not at all im­paired by the ac­cept­ance of a cheque. They took the cheque not to Pog­gibonsi, after all, but to Em­poli—a lively, dusty town some twenty miles off. There they settled down in com­fort, and the sis­ters said they had been driv­en to it by Gino.

			The cheque was, of course, Lilia’s, who was ex­tremely gen­er­ous, and was quite will­ing to know any­body so long as she had not to live with them, re­la­tions-in-law be­ing on her nerves. She liked noth­ing bet­ter than find­ing out some ob­scure and dis­tant con­nec­tion—there were sev­er­al of them—and act­ing the lady boun­ti­ful, leav­ing be­hind her be­wil­der­ment, and too of­ten dis­con­tent. Gino wondered how it was that all his people, who had formerly seemed so pleas­ant, had sud­denly be­come plaint­ive and dis­agree­able. He put it down to his lady wife’s mag­ni­fi­cence, in com­par­is­on with which all seemed com­mon. Her money flew apace, in spite of the cheap liv­ing. She was even rich­er than he ex­pec­ted; and he re­membered with shame how he had once re­gret­ted his in­ab­il­ity to ac­cept the thou­sand lire that Philip Her­ri­ton offered him in ex­change for her. It would have been a short­sighted bar­gain.

			Lilia en­joyed set­tling in­to the house, with noth­ing to do ex­cept give or­ders to smil­ing work­people, and a de­voted hus­band as in­ter­pret­er. She wrote a jaunty ac­count of her hap­pi­ness to Mrs. Her­ri­ton, and Har­riet answered the let­ter, say­ing (1) that all fu­ture com­mu­nic­a­tions should be ad­dressed to the so­li­cit­ors; (2) would Lilia re­turn an in­laid box which Har­riet had lent her—but not giv­en—to keep handker­chiefs and col­lars in?

			“Look what I am giv­ing up to live with you!” she said to Gino, nev­er omit­ting to lay stress on her con­des­cen­sion. He took her to mean the in­laid box, and said that she need not give it up at all.

			“Silly fel­low, no! I mean the life. Those Her­ri­tons are very well con­nec­ted. They lead Saw­ston so­ci­ety. But what do I care, so long as I have my silly fel­low!” She al­ways treated him as a boy, which he was, and as a fool, which he was not, think­ing her­self so im­meas­ur­ably su­per­i­or to him that she neg­lected op­por­tun­ity after op­por­tun­ity of es­tab­lish­ing her rule. He was good-look­ing and in­dol­ent; there­fore he must be stu­pid. He was poor; there­fore he would nev­er dare to cri­ti­cize his be­ne­fact­ress. He was pas­sion­ately in love with her; there­fore she could do ex­actly as she liked.

			“It mayn’t be heav­en be­low,” she thought, “but it’s bet­ter than Charles.”

			And all the time the boy was watch­ing her, and grow­ing up.

			She was re­minded of Charles by a dis­agree­able let­ter from the so­li­cit­ors, bid­ding her dis­gorge a large sum of money for Irma, in ac­cord­ance with her late hus­band’s will. It was just like Charles’s sus­pi­cious nature to have provided against a second mar­riage. Gino was equally in­dig­nant, and between them they com­posed a sting­ing reply, which had no ef­fect. He then said that Irma had bet­ter come out and live with them. “The air is good, so is the food; she will be happy here, and we shall not have to part with the money.” But Lilia had not the cour­age even to sug­gest this to the Her­ri­tons, and an un­ex­pec­ted ter­ror seized her at the thought of Irma or any Eng­lish child be­ing edu­cated at Monteri­ano.

			Gino be­came ter­ribly de­pressed over the so­li­cit­ors’ let­ter, more de­pressed than she thought ne­ces­sary. There was no more to do in the house, and he spent whole days in the log­gia lean­ing over the para­pet or sit­ting astride it dis­con­sol­ately.

			“Oh, you idle boy!” she cried, pinch­ing his muscles. “Go and play pal­lone.”

			“I am a mar­ried man,” he answered, without rais­ing his head. “I do not play games any more.”

			“Go and see your friends then.”

			“I have no friends now.”

			“Silly, silly, silly! You can’t stop in­doors all day!”

			“I want to see no one but you.” He spat onto an olive tree.

			“Now, Gino, don’t be silly. Go and see your friends, and bring them to see me. We both of us like so­ci­ety.”

			He looked puzzled, but al­lowed him­self to be per­suaded, went out, found that he was not as friend­less as he sup­posed, and re­turned after sev­er­al hours in altered spir­its. Lilia con­grat­u­lated her­self on her good man­age­ment.

			“I’m ready, too, for people now,” she said. “I mean to wake you all up, just as I woke up Saw­ston. Let’s have plenty of men—and make them bring their wo­men­kind. I mean to have real Eng­lish tea parties.”

			“There is my aunt and her hus­band; but I thought you did not want to re­ceive my re­l­at­ives.”

			“I nev­er said such a—”

			“But you would be right,” he said earn­estly. “They are not for you. Many of them are in trade, and even we are little more; you should have gen­tle­folk and no­bil­ity for your friends.”

			“Poor fel­low,” thought Lilia. “It is sad for him to dis­cov­er that his people are vul­gar.” She began to tell him that she loved him just for his silly self, and he flushed and began tug­ging at his mous­tache.

			“But be­sides your re­l­at­ives I must have oth­er people here. Your friends have wives and sis­ters, haven’t they?”

			“Oh, yes; but of course I scarcely know them.”

			“Not know your friends’ people?”

			“Why, no. If they are poor and have to work for their liv­ing I may see them—but not oth­er­wise. Ex­cept—” He stopped. The chief ex­cep­tion was a young lady, to whom he had once been in­tro­duced for mat­ri­mo­ni­al pur­poses. But the dowry had proved in­ad­equate, and the ac­quaint­ance ter­min­ated.

			“How funny! But I mean to change all that. Bring your friends to see me, and I will make them bring their people.”

			He looked at her rather hope­lessly.

			“Well, who are the prin­cip­al people here? Who leads so­ci­ety?”

			The gov­ernor of the pris­on, he sup­posed, and the of­ficers who as­sisted him.

			“Well, are they mar­ried?”

			“Yes.”

			“There we are. Do you know them?”

			“Yes—in a way.”

			“I see,” she ex­claimed an­grily. “They look down on you, do they, poor boy? Wait!” He as­sen­ted. “Wait! I’ll soon stop that. Now, who else is there?”

			“The marchese, some­times, and the can­ons of the Col­legi­ate Church.”

			“Mar­ried?”

			“The can­ons—” he began with twink­ling eyes.

			“Oh, I for­got your hor­rid cel­ib­acy. In Eng­land they would be the centre of everything. But why shouldn’t I know them? Would it make it easi­er if I called all round? Isn’t that your for­eign way?”

			He did not think it would make it easi­er.

			“But I must know someone! Who were the men you were talk­ing to this af­ter­noon?”

			Low-class men. He could scarcely re­col­lect their names.

			“But, Gino dear, if they’re low class, why did you talk to them? Don’t you care about your po­s­i­tion?”

			All Gino cared about at present was idle­ness and pock­et money, and his way of ex­press­ing it was to ex­claim, “Ouf—pouf! How hot it is in here. No air; I sweat all over. I ex­pire. I must cool my­self, or I shall nev­er get to sleep.” In his funny ab­rupt way he ran out onto the log­gia, where he lay full length on the para­pet, and began to smoke and spit un­der the si­lence of the stars.

			Lilia gathered some­how from this con­ver­sa­tion that Con­tin­ent­al so­ci­ety was not the go-as-you-please thing she had ex­pec­ted. In­deed she could not see where Con­tin­ent­al so­ci­ety was. Italy is such a de­light­ful place to live in if you hap­pen to be a man. There one may en­joy that ex­quis­ite lux­ury of So­cial­ism—that true So­cial­ism which is based not on equal­ity of in­come or char­ac­ter, but on the equal­ity of man­ners. In the demo­cracy of the caffè or the street the great ques­tion of our life has been solved, and the broth­er­hood of man is a real­ity. But is ac­com­plished at the ex­pense of the sis­ter­hood of wo­men. Why should you not make friends with your neigh­bour at the theatre or in the train, when you know and he knows that fem­in­ine cri­ti­cism and fem­in­ine in­sight and fem­in­ine pre­ju­dice will nev­er come between you? Though you be­come as Dav­id and Jonath­an, you need nev­er enter his home, nor he yours. All your lives you will meet un­der the open air, the only rooftree of the South, un­der which he will spit and swear, and you will drop your h’s, and nobody will think the worse of either.

			Mean­while the wo­men—they have, of course, their house and their church, with its ad­mir­able and fre­quent ser­vices, to which they are es­cor­ted by the maid. Oth­er­wise they do not go out much, for it is not gen­teel to walk, and you are too poor to keep a car­riage. Oc­ca­sion­ally you will take them to the caffè or theatre, and im­me­di­ately all your wonted ac­quaint­ance there desert you, ex­cept those few who are ex­pect­ing and ex­pec­ted to marry in­to your fam­ily. It is all very sad. But one con­sol­a­tion emerges—life is very pleas­ant in Italy if you are a man.

			Hitherto Gino had not in­terfered with Lilia. She was so much older than he was, and so much rich­er, that he re­garded her as a su­per­i­or be­ing who answered to oth­er laws. He was not wholly sur­prised, for strange ru­mours were al­ways blow­ing over the Alps of lands where men and wo­men had the same amuse­ments and in­terests, and he had of­ten met that priv­ileged ma­ni­ac, the lady tour­ist, on her sol­it­ary walks. Lilia took sol­it­ary walks too, and only that week a tramp had grabbed at her watch—an epis­ode which is sup­posed to be in­di­gen­ous in Italy, though really less fre­quent there than in Bond Street. Now that he knew her bet­ter, he was in­ev­it­ably los­ing his awe: no one could live with her and keep it, es­pe­cially when she had been so silly as to lose a gold watch and chain. As he lay thought­ful along the para­pet, he real­ized for the first time the re­spons­ib­il­it­ies of monied life. He must save her from dangers, phys­ic­al and so­cial, for after all she was a wo­man. “And I,” he re­flec­ted, “though I am young, am at all events a man, and know what is right.”

			He found her still in the liv­ing room, comb­ing her hair, for she had some­thing of the slat­tern in her nature, and there was no need to keep up ap­pear­ances.

			“You must not go out alone,” he said gently. “It is not safe. If you want to walk, Per­fetta shall ac­com­pany you.” Per­fetta was a wid­owed cous­in, too humble for so­cial as­pir­a­tions, who was liv­ing with them as factot­um.

			“Very well,” smiled Lilia, “very well”—as if she were ad­dress­ing a so­li­cit­ous kit­ten. But for all that she nev­er took a sol­it­ary walk again, with one ex­cep­tion, till the day of her death.

			Days passed, and no one called ex­cept poor re­l­at­ives. She began to feel dull. Didn’t he know the Sin­daco or the bank man­ager? Even the land­lady of the Stella d’Italia would be bet­ter than no one. She, when she went in­to the town, was pleas­antly re­ceived; but people nat­ur­ally found a dif­fi­culty in get­ting on with a lady who could not learn their lan­guage. And the tea party, un­der Gino’s adroit man­age­ment, re­ceded ever and ever be­fore her.

			He had a good deal of anxi­ety over her wel­fare, for she did not settle down in the house at all. But he was com­for­ted by a wel­come and un­ex­pec­ted vis­it­or. As he was go­ing one af­ter­noon for the let­ters—they were de­livered at the door, but it took longer to get them at the of­fice—someone hu­mor­ously threw a cloak over his head, and when he dis­en­gaged him­self he saw his very dear friend Spiridi­one Tesi of the cus­tom­house at Chi­asso, whom he had not met for two years. What joy! what sa­luta­tions! so that all the pass­ersby smiled with ap­prov­al on the ami­able scene. Spiridi­one’s broth­er was now sta­tion­mas­ter at Bo­logna, and thus he him­self could spend his hol­i­day trav­el­ling over Italy at the pub­lic ex­pense. Hear­ing of Gino’s mar­riage, he had come to see him on his way to Si­ena, where lived his own uncle, lately monied too.

			“They all do it,” he ex­claimed, “my­self ex­cep­ted.” He was not quite twenty-three. “But tell me more. She is Eng­lish. That is good, very good. An Eng­lish wife is very good in­deed. And she is rich?”

			“Im­mensely rich.”

			“Blonde or dark?”

			“Blonde.”

			“Is it pos­sible!”

			“It pleases me very much,” said Gino simply. “If you re­mem­ber, I al­ways de­sired a blonde.” Three or four men had col­lec­ted, and were listen­ing.

			“We all de­sire one,” said Spiridi­one. “But you, Gino, de­serve your good for­tune, for you are a good son, a brave man, and a true friend, and from the very first mo­ment I saw you I wished you well.”

			“No com­pli­ments, I beg,” said Gino, stand­ing with his hands crossed on his chest and a smile of pleas­ure on his face.

			Spiridi­one ad­dressed the oth­er men, none of whom he had ever seen be­fore. “Is it not true? Does not he de­serve this wealthy blonde?”

			“He does de­serve her,” said all the men.

			It is a mar­vel­lous land, where you love it or hate it.

			There were no let­ters, and of course they sat down at the Caffè Garibaldi, by the Col­legi­ate Church—quite a good caffè that for so small a city. There were marble-topped tables, and pil­lars terra-cotta be­low and gold above, and on the ceil­ing was a fresco of the battle of Solferino. One could not have de­sired a pret­ti­er room. They had ver­mouth and little cakes with sug­ar on the top, which they chose gravely at the counter, pinch­ing them first to be sure they were fresh. And though ver­mouth is barely al­co­hol­ic, Spiridi­one drenched his with soda-wa­ter to be sure that it should not get in­to his head.

			They were in high spir­its, and elab­or­ate com­pli­ments al­tern­ated curi­ously with gentle horse­play. But soon they put up their legs on a pair of chairs and began to smoke.

			“Tell me,” said Spiridi­one—“I for­got to ask—is she young?”

			“Thirty-three.”

			“Ah, well, we can­not have everything.”

			“But you would be sur­prised. Had she told me twenty-eight, I should not have dis­be­lieved her.”

			“Is she sim­pat­ica?” (Noth­ing will trans­late that word.)

			Gino dabbed at the sug­ar and said after a si­lence, “Suf­fi­ciently so.”

			“It is a most im­port­ant thing.”

			“She is rich, she is gen­er­ous, she is af­fable, she ad­dresses her in­feri­ors without haught­i­ness.”

			There was an­oth­er si­lence. “It is not suf­fi­cient,” said the oth­er. “One does not define it thus.” He lowered his voice to a whis­per. “Last month a Ger­man was smug­gling ci­gars. The cus­tom­house was dark. Yet I re­fused be­cause I did not like him. The gifts of such men do not bring hap­pi­ness. Non era sim­patico. He paid for every­one, and the fine for de­cep­tion be­sides.”

			“Do you gain much bey­ond your pay?” asked Gino, di­ver­ted for an in­stant.

			“I do not ac­cept small sums now. It is not worth the risk. But the Ger­man was an­oth­er mat­ter. But listen, my Gino, for I am older than you and more full of ex­per­i­ence. The per­son who un­der­stands us at first sight, who nev­er ir­rit­ates us, who nev­er bores, to whom we can pour forth every thought and wish, not only in speech but in si­lence—that is what I mean by sim­patico.”

			“There are such men, I know,” said Gino. “And I have heard it said of chil­dren. But where will you find such a wo­man?”

			“That is true. Here you are wiser than I. Sono poco sim­patiche le donne. And the time we waste over them is much.” He sighed dole­fully, as if he found the no­bil­ity of his sex a bur­den.

			“One I have seen who may be so. She spoke very little, but she was a young lady—dif­fer­ent to most. She, too, was Eng­lish, the com­pan­ion of my wife here. But Fra Fil­ippo, the broth­er-in-law, took her back with him. I saw them start. He was very angry.”

			Then he spoke of his ex­cit­ing and secret mar­riage, and they made fun of the un­for­tu­nate Philip, who had trav­elled over Europe to stop it.

			“I re­gret though,” said Gino, when they had fin­ished laugh­ing, “that I toppled him onto the bed. A great tall man! And when I am really amused I am of­ten im­pol­ite.”

			“You will nev­er see him again,” said Spiridi­one, who car­ried plenty of philo­sophy about him. “And by now the scene will have passed from his mind.”

			“It some­times hap­pens that such things are re­col­lec­ted longest. I shall nev­er see him again, of course; but it is no be­ne­fit to me that he should wish me ill. And even if he has for­got­ten, I am still sorry that I toppled him onto the bed.”

			So their talk con­tin­ued, at one mo­ment full of child­ish­ness and tender wis­dom, the next mo­ment scan­dal­ously gross. The shad­ows of the terra-cotta pil­lars lengthened, and tour­ists, fly­ing through the Palazzo Pub­blico op­pos­ite, could ob­serve how the Itali­ans wasted time.

			The sight of tour­ists re­minded Gino of some­thing he might say. “I want to con­sult you since you are so kind as to take an in­terest in my af­fairs. My wife wishes to take sol­it­ary walks.”

			Spiridi­one was shocked.

			“But I have for­bid­den her.”

			“Nat­ur­ally.”

			“She does not yet un­der­stand. She asked me to ac­com­pany her some­times—to walk without ob­ject! You know, she would like me to be with her all day.”

			“I see. I see.” He knit­ted his brows and tried to think how he could help his friend. “She needs em­ploy­ment. Is she a Cath­ol­ic?”

			“No.”

			“That is a pity. She must be per­suaded. It will be a great solace to her when she is alone.”

			“I am a Cath­ol­ic, but of course I nev­er go to church.”

			“Of course not. Still, you might take her at first. That is what my broth­er has done with his wife at Bo­logna and he has joined the Free Thinkers. He took her once or twice him­self, and now she has ac­quired the habit and con­tin­ues to go without him.”

			“Most ex­cel­lent ad­vice, and I thank you for it. But she wishes to give tea parties—men and wo­men to­geth­er whom she has nev­er seen.”

			“Oh, the Eng­lish! they are al­ways think­ing of tea. They carry it by the kilo­gramme in their trunks, and they are so clumsy that they al­ways pack it at the top. But it is ab­surd!”

			“What am I to do about it?”

			“Do noth­ing. Or ask me!”

			“Come!” cried Gino, spring­ing up. “She will be quite pleased.”

			The dash­ing young fel­low col­oured crim­son. “Of course I was only jok­ing.”

			“I know. But she wants me to take my friends. Come now! Waiter!”

			“If I do come,” cried the oth­er, “and take tea with you, this bill must be my af­fair.”

			“Cer­tainly not; you are in my coun­try!”

			A long ar­gu­ment en­sued, in which the waiter took part, sug­gest­ing vari­ous solu­tions. At last Gino tri­umphed. The bill came to eight­pence-half­penny, and a half­penny for the waiter brought it up to nine­pence. Then there was a shower of grat­it­ude on one side and of de­prec­a­tion on the oth­er, and when cour­tes­ies were at their height they sud­denly linked arms and swung down the street, tick­ling each oth­er with lem­on­ade straws as they went.

			Lilia was de­lighted to see them, and be­came more an­im­ated than Gino had known her for a long time. The tea tasted of chopped hay, and they asked to be al­lowed to drink it out of a wine­glass, and re­fused milk; but, as she re­peatedly ob­served, this was some­thing like. Spiridi­one’s man­ners were very agree­able. He kissed her hand on in­tro­duc­tion, and as his pro­fes­sion had taught him a little Eng­lish, con­ver­sa­tion did not flag.

			“Do you like mu­sic?” she asked.

			“Pas­sion­ately,” he replied. “I have not stud­ied sci­entif­ic mu­sic, but the mu­sic of the heart, yes.”

			So she played on the hum­ming pi­ano very badly, and he sang, not so badly. Gino got out a gui­tar and sang too, sit­ting out on the log­gia. It was a most agree­able vis­it.

			Gino said he would just walk his friend back to his lodgings. As they went he said, without the least trace of malice or satire in his voice, “I think you are quite right. I shall not bring people to the house any more. I do not see why an Eng­lish wife should be treated dif­fer­ently. This is Italy.”

			“You are very wise,” ex­claimed the oth­er; “very wise in­deed. The more pre­cious a pos­ses­sion the more care­fully it should be guarded.”

			They had reached the lodging, but went on as far as the Caffè Garibaldi, where they spent a long and most de­light­ful even­ing.

		
	
		
			IV

			The ad­vance of re­gret can be so gradu­al that it is im­possible to say “yes­ter­day I was happy, today I am not.” At no one mo­ment did Lilia real­ize that her mar­riage was a fail­ure; yet dur­ing the sum­mer and au­tumn she be­came as un­happy as it was pos­sible for her nature to be. She had no un­kind treat­ment, and few un­kind words, from her hus­band. He simply left her alone. In the morn­ing he went out to do “busi­ness,” which, as far as she could dis­cov­er, meant sit­ting in the Far­ma­cia. He usu­ally re­turned to lunch, after which he re­tired to an­oth­er room and slept. In the even­ing he grew vig­or­ous again, and took the air on the ram­parts, of­ten hav­ing his din­ner out, and sel­dom re­turn­ing till mid­night or later. There were, of course, the times when he was away al­to­geth­er—at Em­poli, Si­ena, Florence, Bo­logna—for he de­lighted in travel, and seemed to pick up friends all over the coun­try. Lilia of­ten heard what a fa­vor­ite he was.

			She began to see that she must as­sert her­self, but she could not see how. Her self-con­fid­ence, which had over­thrown Philip, had gradu­ally oozed away. If she left the strange house there was the strange little town. If she were to dis­obey her hus­band and walk in the coun­try, that would be stranger still—vast slopes of olives and vine­yards, with chalk-white farms, and in the dis­tance oth­er slopes, with more olives and more farms, and more little towns out­lined against the cloud­less sky. “I don’t call this coun­try,” she would say. “Why, it’s not as wild as Saw­ston Park!” And, in­deed, there was scarcely a touch of wild­ness in it—some of those slopes had been un­der cul­tiv­a­tion for two thou­sand years. But it was ter­rible and mys­ter­i­ous all the same, and its con­tin­ued pres­ence made Lilia so un­com­fort­able that she for­got her nature and began to re­flect.

			She re­flec­ted chiefly about her mar­riage. The ce­re­mony had been hasty and ex­pens­ive, and the rites, whatever they were, were not those of the Church of Eng­land. Lilia had no re­li­gion in her; but for hours at a time she would be seized with a vul­gar fear that she was not “mar­ried prop­erly,” and that her so­cial po­s­i­tion in the next world might be as ob­scure as it was in this. It might be safer to do the thing thor­oughly, and one day she took the ad­vice of Spiridi­one and joined the Ro­man Cath­ol­ic Church, or as she called it, “Santa Deodata’s.” Gino ap­proved; he, too, thought it safer, and it was fun con­fess­ing, though the priest was a stu­pid old man, and the whole thing was a good slap in the face for the people at home.

			The people at home took the slap very soberly; in­deed, there were few left for her to give it to. The Her­ri­tons were out of the ques­tion; they would not even let her write to Irma, though Irma was oc­ca­sion­ally al­lowed to write to her. Mrs. Theo­bald was rap­idly sub­sid­ing in­to dot­age, and, as far as she could be def­in­ite about any­thing, had def­in­itely sided with the Her­ri­tons. And Miss Ab­bott did like­wise. Night after night did Lilia curse this false friend, who had agreed with her that the mar­riage would “do,” and that the Her­ri­tons would come round to it, and then, at the first hint of op­pos­i­tion, had fled back to Eng­land shriek­ing and dis­traught. Miss Ab­bott headed the long list of those who should nev­er be writ­ten to, and who should nev­er be for­giv­en. Al­most the only per­son who was not on that list was Mr. Kingcroft, who had un­ex­pec­tedly sent an af­fec­tion­ate and in­quir­ing let­ter. He was quite sure nev­er to cross the Chan­nel, and Lilia drew freely on her fancy in the reply.

			At first she had seen a few Eng­lish people, for Monteri­ano was not the end of the earth. One or two in­quis­it­ive ladies, who had heard at home of her quar­rel with the Her­ri­tons, came to call. She was very sprightly, and they thought her quite un­con­ven­tion­al, and Gino a charm­ing boy, so all that was to the good. But by May the sea­son, such as it was, had fin­ished, and there would be no one till next spring. As Mrs. Her­ri­ton had of­ten ob­served, Lilia had no re­sources. She did not like mu­sic, or read­ing, or work. Her one qual­i­fic­a­tion for life was rather blowsy high spir­its, which turned quer­ulous or bois­ter­ous ac­cord­ing to cir­cum­stances. She was not obed­i­ent, but she was cow­ardly, and in the most gentle way, which Mrs. Her­ri­ton might have en­vied, Gino made her do what he wanted. At first it had been rather fun to let him get the up­per hand. But it was galling to dis­cov­er that he could not do oth­er­wise. He had a good strong will when he chose to use it, and would not have had the least scruple in us­ing bolts and locks to put it in­to ef­fect. There was plenty of bru­tal­ity deep down in him, and one day Lilia nearly touched it.

			It was the old ques­tion of go­ing out alone.

			“I al­ways do it in Eng­land.”

			“This is Italy.”

			“Yes, but I’m older than you, and I’ll settle.”

			“I am your hus­band,” he said, smil­ing. They had fin­ished their mid­day meal, and he wanted to go and sleep. Noth­ing would rouse him up, un­til at last Lilia, get­ting more and more angry, said, “And I’ve got the money.”

			He looked hor­ri­fied.

			Now was the mo­ment to as­sert her­self. She made the state­ment again. He got up from his chair.

			“And you’d bet­ter mend your man­ners,” she con­tin­ued, “for you’d find it awk­ward if I stopped draw­ing cheques.”

			She was no read­er of char­ac­ter, but she quickly be­came alarmed. As she said to Per­fetta af­ter­wards, “None of his clothes seemed to fit—too big in one place, too small in an­oth­er.” His fig­ure rather than his face altered, the shoulders fall­ing for­ward till his coat wrinkled across the back and pulled away from his wrists. He seemed all arms. He edged round the table to where she was sit­ting, and she sprang away and held the chair between them, too frightened to speak or to move. He looked at her with round, ex­pres­sion­less eyes, and slowly stretched out his left hand.

			Per­fetta was heard com­ing up from the kit­chen. It seemed to wake him up, and he turned away and went to his room without a word.

			“What has happened?” cried Lilia, nearly faint­ing. “He is ill—ill.”

			Per­fetta looked sus­pi­cious when she heard the ac­count. “What did you say to him?” She crossed her­self.

			“Hardly any­thing,” said Lilia and crossed her­self also. Thus did the two wo­men pay homage to their out­raged male.

			It was clear to Lilia at last that Gino had mar­ried her for money. But he had frightened her too much to leave any place for con­tempt. His re­turn was ter­ri­fy­ing, for he was frightened too, im­plor­ing her par­don, ly­ing at her feet, em­bra­cing her, mur­mur­ing “It was not I,” striv­ing to define things which he did not un­der­stand. He stopped in the house for three days, pos­it­ively ill with phys­ic­al col­lapse. But for all his suf­fer­ing he had tamed her, and she nev­er threatened to cut off sup­plies again.

			Per­haps he kept her even closer than con­ven­tion de­man­ded. But he was very young, and he could not bear it to be said of him that he did not know how to treat a lady—or to man­age a wife. And his own so­cial po­s­i­tion was un­cer­tain. Even in Eng­land a dent­ist is a trouble­some creature, whom care­ful people find dif­fi­cult to class. He hov­ers between the pro­fes­sions and the trades; he may be only a little lower than the doc­tors, or he may be down among the chem­ists, or even be­neath them. The son of the Itali­an dent­ist felt this too. For him­self noth­ing mattered; he made friends with the people he liked, for he was that glor­i­ous in­vari­able creature, a man. But his wife should vis­it nowhere rather than vis­it wrongly: se­clu­sion was both de­cent and safe. The so­cial ideals of North and South had had their brief con­ten­tion, and this time the South had won.

			It would have been well if he had been as strict over his own be­ha­viour as he was over hers. But the in­con­gru­ity nev­er oc­curred to him for a mo­ment. His mor­al­ity was that of the av­er­age Lat­in, and as he was sud­denly placed in the po­s­i­tion of a gen­tle­man, he did not see why he should not be­have as such. Of course, had Lilia been dif­fer­ent—had she as­ser­ted her­self and got a grip on his char­ac­ter—he might pos­sibly—though not prob­ably—have been made a bet­ter hus­band as well as a bet­ter man, and at all events he could have ad­op­ted the at­ti­tude of the Eng­lish­man, whose stand­ard is high­er even when his prac­tice is the same. But had Lilia been dif­fer­ent she might not have mar­ried him.

			The dis­cov­ery of his in­fi­del­ity—which she made by ac­ci­dent—des­troyed such rem­nants of self-sat­is­fac­tion as her life might yet pos­sess. She broke down ut­terly and sobbed and cried in Per­fetta’s arms. Per­fetta was kind and even sym­path­et­ic, but cau­tioned her on no ac­count to speak to Gino, who would be furi­ous if he was sus­pec­ted. And Lilia agreed, partly be­cause she was afraid of him, partly be­cause it was, after all, the best and most dig­ni­fied thing to do. She had giv­en up everything for him—her daugh­ter, her re­l­at­ives, her friends, all the little com­forts and lux­ur­ies of a civ­il­ized life—and even if she had the cour­age to break away, there was no one who would re­ceive her now. The Her­ri­tons had been al­most ma­lig­nant in their ef­forts against her, and all her friends had one by one fallen off. So it was bet­ter to live on humbly, try­ing not to feel, en­deav­our­ing by a cheer­ful de­mean­our to put things right. “Per­haps,” she thought, “if I have a child he will be dif­fer­ent. I know he wants a son.”

			Lilia had achieved pathos des­pite her­self, for there are some situ­ations in which vul­gar­ity counts no longer. Not Cor­delia nor Imo­gen more de­serves our tears.

			She her­self cried fre­quently, mak­ing her­self look plain and old, which dis­tressed her hus­band. He was par­tic­u­larly kind to her when he hardly ever saw her, and she ac­cep­ted his kind­ness without re­sent­ment, even with grat­it­ude, so do­cile had she be­come. She did not hate him, even as she had nev­er loved him; with her it was only when she was ex­cited that the semb­lance of either pas­sion arose. People said she was head­strong, but really her weak brain left her cold.

			Suf­fer­ing, how­ever, is more in­de­pend­ent of tem­pera­ment, and the wisest of wo­men could hardly have suffered more.

			As for Gino, he was quite as boy­ish as ever, and car­ried his iniquit­ies like a feath­er. A fa­vour­ite speech of his was, “Ah, one ought to marry! Spiridi­one is wrong; I must per­suade him. Not till mar­riage does one real­ize the pleas­ures and the pos­sib­il­it­ies of life.” So say­ing, he would take down his felt hat, strike it in the right place as in­fal­libly as a Ger­man strikes his in the wrong place, and leave her.

			One even­ing, when he had gone out thus, Lilia could stand it no longer. It was Septem­ber. Saw­ston would be just filling up after the sum­mer hol­i­days. People would be run­ning in and out of each oth­er’s houses all along the road. There were bi­cycle gymkhanas, and on the 30th Mrs. Her­ri­ton would be hold­ing the an­nu­al bazaar in her garden for the C.M.S. It seemed im­possible that such a free, happy life could ex­ist. She walked out onto the log­gia. Moon­light and stars in a soft purple sky. The walls of Monteri­ano should be glor­i­ous on such a night as this. But the house faced away from them.

			Per­fetta was banging in the kit­chen, and the stairs down led past the kit­chen door. But the stairs up to the at­tic—the stairs no one ever used—opened out of the liv­ing room, and by un­lock­ing the door at the top one might slip out to the square ter­race above the house, and thus for ten minutes walk in free­dom and peace.

			The key was in the pock­et of Gino’s best suit—the Eng­lish check—which he nev­er wore. The stairs creaked and the key­hole screamed; but Per­fetta was grow­ing deaf. The walls were beau­ti­ful, but as they faced west they were in shad­ow. To see the light upon them she must walk round the town a little, till they were caught by the beams of the rising moon. She looked anxiously at the house, and star­ted.

			It was easy walk­ing, for a little path ran all out­side the ram­parts. The few people she met wished her a civil good night, tak­ing her, in her hat­less con­di­tion, for a peas­ant. The walls trended round to­wards the moon; and presently she came in­to its light, and saw all the rough towers turn in­to pil­lars of sil­ver and black, and the ram­parts in­to cliffs of pearl. She had no great sense of beauty, but she was sen­ti­ment­al, and she began to cry; for here, where a great cypress in­ter­rup­ted the mono­tony of the girdle of olives, she had sat with Gino one af­ter­noon in March, her head upon his shoulder, while Car­oline was look­ing at the view and sketch­ing. Round the corner was the Si­ena gate, from which the road to Eng­land star­ted, and she could hear the rumble of the di­li­gence which was go­ing down to catch the night train to Em­poli. The next mo­ment it was upon her, for the high road came to­wards her a little be­fore it began its long zig­zag down the hill.

			The driver slackened, and called to her to get in. He did not know who she was. He hoped she might be com­ing to the sta­tion.

			“Non vengo!” she cried.

			He wished her good night, and turned his horses down the corner. As the di­li­gence came round she saw that it was empty.

			“Vengo …”

			Her voice was trem­u­lous, and did not carry. The horses swung off.

			“Vengo! Vengo!”

			He had be­gun to sing, and heard noth­ing. She ran down the road scream­ing to him to stop—that she was com­ing; while the dis­tance grew great­er and the noise of the di­li­gence in­creased. The man’s back was black and square against the moon, and if he would but turn for an in­stant she would be saved. She tried to cut off the corner of the zig­zag, stum­bling over the great clods of earth, large and hard as rocks, which lay between the etern­al olives. She was too late; for, just be­fore she re­gained the road, the thing swept past her, thun­der­ous, plough­ing up chok­ing clouds of moon­lit dust.

			She did not call any more, for she felt very ill, and fain­ted; and when she re­vived she was ly­ing in the road, with dust in her eyes, and dust in her mouth, and dust down her ears. There is some­thing very ter­rible in dust at night­time.

			“What shall I do?” she moaned. “He will be so angry.”

			And without fur­ther ef­fort she slowly climbed back to cap­tiv­ity, shak­ing her gar­ments as she went.

			Ill luck pur­sued her to the end. It was one of the nights when Gino happened to come in. He was in the kit­chen, swear­ing and smash­ing plates, while Per­fetta, her ap­ron over her head, was weep­ing vi­ol­ently. At the sight of Lilia he turned upon her and poured forth a flood of mis­cel­laneous ab­use. He was far more angry but much less alarm­ing than he had been that day when he edged after her round the table. And Lilia gained more cour­age from her bad con­science than she ever had from her good one, for as he spoke she was seized with in­dig­na­tion and feared him no longer, and saw him for a cruel, worth­less, hy­po­crit­ic­al, dis­sol­ute up­start, and spoke in re­turn.

			Per­fetta screamed for she told him everything—all she knew and all she thought. He stood with open mouth, all the an­ger gone out of him, feel­ing ashamed, and an ut­ter fool. He was fairly and right­fully cornered. When had a hus­band so giv­en him­self away be­fore? She fin­ished; and he was dumb, for she had spoken truly. Then, alas! the ab­surdity of his own po­s­i­tion grew upon him, and he laughed—as he would have laughed at the same situ­ation on the stage.

			“You laugh?” stammered Lilia.

			“Ah!” he cried, “who could help it? I, who thought you knew and saw noth­ing—I am tricked—I am conquered. I give in. Let us talk of it no more.”

			He touched her on the shoulder like a good com­rade, half-amused and half-pen­it­ent, and then, mur­mur­ing and smil­ing to him­self, ran quietly out of the room.

			Per­fetta burst in­to con­grat­u­la­tions. “What cour­age you have!” she cried; “and what good for­tune! He is angry no longer! He has for­giv­en you!”

			Neither Per­fetta, nor Gino, nor Lilia her­self knew the true reas­on of all the misery that fol­lowed. To the end he thought that kind­ness and a little at­ten­tion would be enough to set things straight. His wife was a very or­din­ary wo­man, and why should her ideas dif­fer from his own? No one real­ized that more than per­son­al­it­ies were en­gaged; that the struggle was na­tion­al; that gen­er­a­tions of an­cest­ors, good, bad, or in­dif­fer­ent, for­bad the Lat­in man to be chiv­al­rous to the north­ern wo­man, the north­ern wo­man to for­give the Lat­in man. All this might have been fore­seen: Mrs. Her­ri­ton foresaw it from the first.

			Mean­while Lilia prided her­self on her high per­son­al stand­ard, and Gino simply wondered why she did not come round. He hated dis­com­fort and yearned for sym­pathy, but shrank from men­tion­ing his dif­fi­culties in the town in case they were put down to his own in­com­pet­ence. Spiridi­one was told, and replied in a philo­soph­ic­al but not very help­ful let­ter. His oth­er great friend, whom he trus­ted more, was still serving in Er­it­rea or some oth­er des­ol­ate out­post. And, be­sides, what was the good of let­ters? Friends can­not travel through the post.

			Lilia, so sim­il­ar to her hus­band in many ways, yearned for com­fort and sym­pathy too. The night he laughed at her she wildly took up pa­per and pen and wrote page after page, ana­lys­ing his char­ac­ter, enu­mer­at­ing his iniquit­ies, re­port­ing whole con­ver­sa­tions, tra­cing all the causes and the growth of her misery. She was be­side her­self with pas­sion, and though she could hardly think or see, she sud­denly at­tained to mag­ni­fi­cence and pathos which a prac­tised styl­ist might have en­vied. It was writ­ten like a di­ary, and not till its con­clu­sion did she real­ize for whom it was meant.

			“Irma, darling Irma, this let­ter is for you. I al­most for­got I have a daugh­ter. It will make you un­happy, but I want you to know everything, and you can­not learn things too soon. God bless you, my dearest, and save you. God bless your miser­able moth­er.”

			For­tu­nately Mrs. Her­ri­ton was in when the let­ter ar­rived. She seized it and opened it in her bed­room. An­oth­er mo­ment, and Irma’s pla­cid child­hood would have been des­troyed forever.

			Lilia re­ceived a brief note from Har­riet, again for­bid­ding dir­ect com­mu­nic­a­tion between moth­er and daugh­ter, and con­clud­ing with form­al con­dol­ences. It nearly drove her mad.

			“Gently! gently!” said her hus­band. They were sit­ting to­geth­er on the log­gia when the let­ter ar­rived. He of­ten sat with her now, watch­ing her for hours, puzzled and anxious, but not con­trite.

			“It’s noth­ing.” She went in and tore it up, and then began to write—a very short let­ter, whose gist was “Come and save me.”

			It is not good to see your wife cry­ing when she writes—es­pe­cially if you are con­scious that, on the whole, your treat­ment of her has been reas­on­able and kind. It is not good, when you ac­ci­dent­ally look over her shoulder, to see that she is writ­ing to a man. Nor should she shake her fist at you when she leaves the room, un­der the im­pres­sion that you are en­gaged in light­ing a ci­gar and can­not see her.

			Lilia went to the post her­self. But in Italy so many things can be ar­ranged. The post­man was a friend of Gino’s, and Mr. Kingcroft nev­er got his let­ter.

			So she gave up hope, be­came ill, and all through the au­tumn lay in bed. Gino was dis­trac­ted. She knew why; he wanted a son. He could talk and think of noth­ing else. His one de­sire was to be­come the fath­er of a man like him­self, and it held him with a grip he only par­tially un­der­stood, for it was the first great de­sire, the first great pas­sion of his life. Fall­ing in love was a mere phys­ic­al tri­vi­al­ity, like warm sun or cool wa­ter, be­side this di­vine hope of im­mor­tal­ity: “I con­tin­ue.” He gave candles to Santa Deodata, for he was al­ways re­li­gious at a crisis, and some­times he went to her him­self and prayed the crude un­couth de­mands of the simple. Im­petu­ously he summoned all his re­l­at­ives back to bear him com­pany in his time of need, and Lilia saw strange faces flit­ting past her in the darkened room.

			“My love!” he would say, “my dearest Lilia! Be calm. I have nev­er loved any­one but you.”

			She, know­ing everything, would only smile gently, too broken by suf­fer­ing to make sar­cast­ic re­partees.

			Be­fore the child was born he gave her a kiss, and said, “I have prayed all night for a boy.”

			Some strangely tender im­pulse moved her, and she said faintly, “You are a boy your­self, Gino.”

			He answered, “Then we shall be broth­ers.”

			He lay out­side the room with his head against the door like a dog. When they came to tell him the glad news they found him half-un­con­scious, and his face was wet with tears.

			As for Lilia, someone said to her, “It is a beau­ti­ful boy!” But she had died in giv­ing birth to him.

		
	
		
			V

			At the time of Lilia’s death Philip Her­ri­ton was just twenty-four years of age—in­deed the news reached Saw­ston on his birth­day. He was a tall, weakly built young man, whose clothes had to be ju­di­ciously pad­ded on the shoulders in or­der to make him pass muster. His face was plain rather than not, and there was a curi­ous mix­ture in it of good and bad. He had a fine fore­head and a good large nose, and both ob­ser­va­tion and sym­pathy were in his eyes. But be­low the nose and eyes all was con­fu­sion, and those people who be­lieve that des­tiny resides in the mouth and chin shook their heads when they looked at him.

			Philip him­self, as a boy, had been keenly con­scious of these de­fects. Some­times when he had been bul­lied or hustled about at school he would re­tire to his cu­bicle and ex­am­ine his fea­tures in a look­ing glass, and he would sigh and say, “It is a weak face. I shall nev­er carve a place for my­self in the world.” But as years went on he be­came either less self-con­scious or more self-sat­is­fied. The world, he found, made a niche for him as it did for every­one. De­cision of char­ac­ter might come later—or he might have it without know­ing. At all events he had got a sense of beauty and a sense of hu­mour, two most de­sir­able gifts. The sense of beauty de­veloped first. It caused him at the age of twenty to wear parti-col­oured ties and a squashy hat, to be late for din­ner on ac­count of the sun­set, and to catch art from Burne-Jones to Prax­iteles. At twenty-two he went to Italy with some cous­ins, and there he ab­sorbed in­to one aes­thet­ic whole olive trees, blue sky, fres­coes, coun­try inns, saints, peas­ants, mo­sa­ics, statues, beg­gars. He came back with the air of a proph­et who would either re­mod­el Saw­ston or re­ject it. All the en­er­gies and en­thu­si­asms of a rather friend­less life had passed in­to the cham­pi­on­ship of beauty.

			In a short time it was over. Noth­ing had happened either in Saw­ston or with­in him­self. He had shocked half a dozen people, squabbled with his sis­ter, and bickered with his moth­er. He con­cluded that noth­ing could hap­pen, not know­ing that hu­man love and love of truth some­times con­quer where love of beauty fails.

			A little dis­en­chanted, a little tired, but aes­thet­ic­ally in­tact, he re­sumed his pla­cid life, re­ly­ing more and more on his second gift, the gift of hu­mour. If he could not re­form the world, he could at all events laugh at it, thus at­tain­ing at least an in­tel­lec­tu­al su­peri­or­ity. Laughter, he read and be­lieved, was a sign of good mor­al health, and he laughed on con­ten­tedly, till Lilia’s mar­riage toppled con­tent­ment down forever. Italy, the land of beauty, was ruined for him. She had no power to change men and things who dwelt in her. She, too, could pro­duce av­arice, bru­tal­ity, stu­pid­ity—and, what was worse, vul­gar­ity. It was on her soil and through her in­flu­ence that a silly wo­man had mar­ried a cad. He hated Gino, the be­tray­er of his life’s ideal, and now that the sor­did tragedy had come, it filled him with pangs, not of sym­pathy, but of fi­nal dis­il­lu­sion.

			The dis­il­lu­sion was con­veni­ent for Mrs. Her­ri­ton, who saw a try­ing little peri­od ahead of her, and was glad to have her fam­ily united.

			“Are we to go in­to mourn­ing, do you think?” She al­ways asked her chil­dren’s ad­vice where pos­sible.

			Har­riet thought that they should. She had been de­test­able to Lilia while she lived, but she al­ways felt that the dead de­serve at­ten­tion and sym­pathy. “After all she has suffered. That let­ter kept me awake for nights. The whole thing is like one of those hor­rible mod­ern plays where no one is in ‘the right.’ But if we have mourn­ing, it will mean telling Irma.”

			“Of course we must tell Irma!” said Philip.

			“Of course,” said his moth­er. “But I think we can still not tell her about Lilia’s mar­riage.”

			“I don’t think that. And she must have sus­pec­ted some­thing by now.”

			“So one would have sup­posed. But she nev­er cared for her moth­er, and little girls of nine don’t reas­on clearly. She looks on it as a long vis­it. And it is im­port­ant, most im­port­ant, that she should not re­ceive a shock. All a child’s life de­pends on the ideal it has of its par­ents. Des­troy that and everything goes—mor­als, be­ha­viour, everything. Ab­so­lute trust in someone else is the es­sence of edu­ca­tion. That is why I have been so care­ful about talk­ing of poor Lilia be­fore her.”

			“But you for­get this wretched baby. Wa­ters and Adam­son write that there is a baby.”

			“Mrs. Theo­bald must be told. But she doesn’t count. She is break­ing up very quickly. She doesn’t even see Mr. Kingcroft now. He, thank good­ness, I hear, has at last con­soled him­self with someone else.”

			“The child must know some time,” per­sisted Philip, who felt a little dis­pleased, though he could not tell with what.

			“The later the bet­ter. Every mo­ment she is de­vel­op­ing.”

			“I must say it seems rather hard luck, doesn’t it?”

			“On Irma? Why?”

			“On us, per­haps. We have mor­als and be­ha­viour also, and I don’t think this con­tinu­al secrecy im­proves them.”

			“There’s no need to twist the thing round to that,” said Har­riet, rather dis­turbed.

			“Of course there isn’t,” said her moth­er. “Let’s keep to the main is­sue. This baby’s quite be­side the point. Mrs. Theo­bald will do noth­ing, and it’s no con­cern of ours.”

			“It will make a dif­fer­ence in the money, surely,” said he.

			“No, dear; very little. Poor Charles provided for every kind of con­tin­gency in his will. The money will come to you and Har­riet, as Irma’s guard­i­ans.”

			“Good. Does the Itali­an get any­thing?”

			“He will get all hers. But you know what that is.”

			“Good. So those are our tac­tics—to tell no one about the baby, not even Miss Ab­bott.”

			“Most cer­tainly this is the prop­er course,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, pre­fer­ring “course” to “tac­tics” for Har­riet’s sake. “And why ever should we tell Car­oline?”

			“She was so mixed up in the af­fair.”

			“Poor silly creature. The less she hears about it the bet­ter she will be pleased. I have come to be very sorry for Car­oline. She, if any­one, has suffered and been pen­it­ent. She burst in­to tears when I told her a little, only a little, of that ter­rible let­ter. I nev­er saw such genu­ine re­morse. We must for­give her and for­get. Let the dead bury their dead. We will not trouble her with them.”

			Philip saw that his moth­er was scarcely lo­gic­al. But there was no ad­vant­age in say­ing so. “Here be­gin­neth the New Life, then. Do you re­mem­ber, moth­er, that was what we said when we saw Lilia off?”

			“Yes, dear; but now it is really a New Life, be­cause we are all at ac­cord. Then you were still in­fatu­ated with Italy. It may be full of beau­ti­ful pic­tures and churches, but we can­not judge a coun­try by any­thing but its men.”

			“That is quite true,” he said sadly. And as the tac­tics were now settled, he went out and took an aim­less and sol­it­ary walk.

			By the time he came back two im­port­ant things had happened. Irma had been told of her moth­er’s death, and Miss Ab­bott, who had called for a sub­scrip­tion, had been told also.

			Irma had wept loudly, had asked a few sens­ible ques­tions and a good many silly ones, and had been con­tent with evas­ive an­swers. For­tu­nately the school prize-giv­ing was at hand, and that, to­geth­er with the pro­spect of new black clothes, kept her from med­it­at­ing on the fact that Lilia, who had been ab­sent so long, would now be ab­sent forever.

			“As for Car­oline,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, “I was al­most frightened. She broke down ut­terly. She cried even when she left the house. I com­for­ted her as best I could, and I kissed her. It is some­thing that the breach between her and ourselves is now en­tirely healed.”

			“Did she ask no ques­tions—as to the nature of Lilia’s death, I mean?”

			“She did. But she has a mind of ex­traordin­ary del­ic­acy. She saw that I was reti­cent, and she did not press me. You see, Philip, I can say to you what I could not say be­fore Har­riet. Her ideas are so crude. Really we do not want it known in Saw­ston that there is a baby. All peace and com­fort would be lost if people came in­quir­ing after it.”

			His moth­er knew how to man­age him. He agreed en­thu­si­ast­ic­ally. And a few days later, when he chanced to travel up to Lon­don with Miss Ab­bott, he had all the time the pleas­ant thrill of one who is bet­ter in­formed. Their last jour­ney to­geth­er had been from Monteri­ano back across Europe. It had been a ghastly jour­ney, and Philip, from the force of as­so­ci­ation, rather ex­pec­ted some­thing ghastly now.

			He was sur­prised. Miss Ab­bott, between Saw­ston and Char­ing Cross, re­vealed qual­it­ies which he had nev­er guessed her to pos­sess. Without be­ing ex­actly ori­gin­al, she did show a com­mend­able in­tel­li­gence, and though at times she was gauche and even un­courtly, he felt that here was a per­son whom it might be well to cul­tiv­ate.

			At first she an­noyed him. They were talk­ing, of course, about Lilia, when she broke the thread of vague com­mis­er­a­tion and said ab­ruptly, “It is all so strange as well as so tra­gic. And what I did was as strange as any­thing.”

			It was the first ref­er­ence she had ever made to her con­tempt­ible be­ha­viour. “Nev­er mind,” he said. “It’s all over now. Let the dead bury their dead. It’s fallen out of our lives.”

			“But that’s why I can talk about it and tell you everything I have al­ways wanted to. You thought me stu­pid and sen­ti­ment­al and wicked and mad, but you nev­er really knew how much I was to blame.”

			“In­deed I nev­er think about it now,” said Philip gently. He knew that her nature was in the main gen­er­ous and up­right: it was un­ne­ces­sary for her to re­veal her thoughts.

			“The first even­ing we got to Monteri­ano,” she per­sisted, “Lilia went out for a walk alone, saw that Itali­an in a pic­tur­esque po­s­i­tion on a wall, and fell in love. He was shab­bily dressed, and she did not even know he was the son of a dent­ist. I must tell you I was used to this sort of thing. Once or twice be­fore I had had to send people about their busi­ness.”

			“Yes; we coun­ted on you,” said Philip, with sud­den sharp­ness. After all, if she would re­veal her thoughts, she must take the con­sequences.

			“I know you did,” she re­tor­ted with equal sharp­ness. “Lilia saw him sev­er­al times again, and I knew I ought to in­ter­fere. I called her to my bed­room one night. She was very frightened, for she knew what it was about and how severe I could be. ‘Do you love this man?’ I asked. ‘Yes or no?’ She said ‘Yes.’ And I said, ‘Why don’t you marry him if you think you’ll be happy?’ ”

			“Really—really,” ex­ploded Philip, as ex­as­per­ated as if the thing had happened yes­ter­day. “You knew Lilia all your life. Apart from everything else—as if she could choose what could make her happy!”

			“Had you ever let her choose?” she flashed out. “I’m afraid that’s rude,” she ad­ded, try­ing to calm her­self.

			“Let us rather say un­hap­pily ex­pressed,” said Philip, who al­ways ad­op­ted a dry satir­ic­al man­ner when he was puzzled.

			“I want to fin­ish. Next morn­ing I found Si­gnor Carella and said the same to him. He—well, he was will­ing. That’s all.”

			“And the tele­gram?” He looked scorn­fully out of the win­dow.

			Hitherto her voice had been hard, pos­sibly in self-ac­cus­a­tion, pos­sibly in de­fi­ance. Now it be­came un­mis­tak­ably sad. “Ah, the tele­gram! That was wrong. Lilia there was more cow­ardly than I was. We should have told the truth. It lost me my nerve, at all events. I came to the sta­tion mean­ing to tell you everything then. But we had star­ted with a lie, and I got frightened. And at the end, when you left, I got frightened again and came with you.”

			“Did you really mean to stop?”

			“For a time, at all events.”

			“Would that have suited a newly mar­ried pair?”

			“It would have suited them. Lilia needed me. And as for him—I can’t help feel­ing I might have got in­flu­ence over him.”

			“I am ig­nor­ant of these mat­ters,” said Philip; “but I should have thought that would have in­creased the dif­fi­culty of the situ­ation.”

			The crisp re­mark was wasted on her. She looked hope­lessly at the raw over-built coun­try, and said, “Well, I have ex­plained.”

			“But par­don me, Miss Ab­bott; of most of your con­duct you have giv­en a de­scrip­tion rather than an ex­plan­a­tion.”

			He had fairly caught her, and ex­pec­ted that she would gape and col­lapse. To his sur­prise she answered with some spir­it, “An ex­plan­a­tion may bore you, Mr. Her­ri­ton: it drags in oth­er top­ics.”

			“Oh, nev­er mind.”

			“I hated Saw­ston, you see.”

			He was de­lighted. “So did and do I. That’s splen­did. Go on.”

			“I hated the idle­ness, the stu­pid­ity, the re­spect­ab­il­ity, the petty un­selfish­ness.”

			“Petty selfish­ness,” he cor­rec­ted. Saw­ston psy­cho­logy had long been his spe­cialty.

			“Petty un­selfish­ness,” she re­peated. “I had got an idea that every­one here spent their lives in mak­ing little sac­ri­fices for ob­jects they didn’t care for, to please people they didn’t love; that they nev­er learnt to be sin­cere—and, what’s as bad, nev­er learnt how to en­joy them­selves. That’s what I thought—what I thought at Monteri­ano.”

			“Why, Miss Ab­bott,” he cried, “you should have told me this be­fore! Think it still! I agree with lots of it. Mag­ni­fi­cent!”

			“Now Lilia,” she went on, “though there were things about her I didn’t like, had some­how kept the power of en­joy­ing her­self with sin­cer­ity. And Gino, I thought, was splen­did, and young, and strong not only in body, and sin­cere as the day. If they wanted to marry, why shouldn’t they do so? Why shouldn’t she break with the dead­en­ing life where she had got in­to a groove, and would go on in it, get­ting more and more—worse than un­happy—apathet­ic till she died? Of course I was wrong. She only changed one groove for an­oth­er—a worse groove. And as for him—well, you know more about him than I do. I can nev­er trust my­self to judge char­ac­ters again. But I still feel he can­not have been quite bad when we first met him. Lilia—that I should dare to say it!—must have been cow­ardly. He was only a boy—just go­ing to turn in­to some­thing fine, I thought—and she must have mis­man­aged him. So that is the one time I have gone against what is prop­er, and there are the res­ults. You have an ex­plan­a­tion now.”

			“And much of it has been most in­ter­est­ing, though I don’t un­der­stand everything. Did you nev­er think of the dis­par­ity of their so­cial po­s­i­tion?”

			“We were mad—drunk with re­bel­lion. We had no com­mon sense. As soon as you came, you saw and foresaw everything.”

			“Oh, I don’t think that.” He was vaguely dis­pleased at be­ing cred­ited with com­mon sense. For a mo­ment Miss Ab­bott had seemed to him more un­con­ven­tion­al than him­self.

			“I hope you see,” she con­cluded, “why I have troubled you with this long story. Wo­men—I heard you say the oth­er day—are nev­er at ease till they tell their faults out loud. Lilia is dead and her hus­band gone to the bad—all through me. You see, Mr. Her­ri­ton, it makes me spe­cially un­happy; it’s the only time I’ve ever gone in­to what my fath­er calls ‘real life’—and look what I’ve made of it! All that winter I seemed to be wak­ing up to beauty and splend­our and I don’t know what; and when the spring came, I wanted to fight against the things I hated—me­diocrity and dull­ness and spite­ful­ness and so­ci­ety. I ac­tu­ally hated so­ci­ety for a day or two at Monteri­ano. I didn’t see that all these things are in­vin­cible, and that if we go against them they will break us to pieces. Thank you for listen­ing to so much non­sense.”

			“Oh, I quite sym­path­ize with what you say,” said Philip en­cour­agingly; “it isn’t non­sense, and a year or two ago I should have been say­ing it too. But I feel dif­fer­ently now, and I hope that you also will change. So­ci­ety is in­vin­cible—to a cer­tain de­gree. But your real life is your own, and noth­ing can touch it. There is no power on earth that can pre­vent your cri­ti­ciz­ing and des­pising me­diocrity—noth­ing that can stop you re­treat­ing in­to splend­our and beauty—in­to the thoughts and be­liefs that make the real life—the real you.”

			“I have nev­er had that ex­per­i­ence yet. Surely I and my life must be where I live.”

			Evid­ently she had the usu­al fem­in­ine in­ca­pa­city for grasp­ing philo­sophy. But she had de­veloped quite a per­son­al­ity, and he must see more of her. “There is an­oth­er great con­sol­a­tion against in­vin­cible me­diocrity,” he said—“the meet­ing a fel­low vic­tim. I hope that this is only the first of many dis­cus­sions that we shall have to­geth­er.”

			She made a suit­able reply. The train reached Char­ing Cross, and they par­ted—he to go to a mat­in­ee, she to buy pet­ti­coats for the cor­pu­lent poor. Her thoughts wandered as she bought them: the gulf between her­self and Mr. Her­ri­ton, which she had al­ways known to be great, now seemed to her im­meas­ur­able.

			These events and con­ver­sa­tions took place at Christ­mas­time. The New Life ini­ti­ated by them las­ted some sev­en months. Then a little in­cid­ent—a mere little vex­a­tious in­cid­ent—brought it to its close.

			Irma col­lec­ted pic­ture post­cards, and Mrs. Her­ri­ton or Har­riet al­ways glanced first at all that came, lest the child should get hold of some­thing vul­gar. On this oc­ca­sion the sub­ject seemed per­fectly in­of­fens­ive—a lot of ruined fact­ory chim­neys—and Har­riet was about to hand it to her niece when her eye was caught by the words on the mar­gin. She gave a shriek and flung the card in­to the grate. Of course no fire was alight in Ju­ly, and Irma only had to run and pick it out again.

			“How dare you!” screamed her aunt. “You wicked girl! Give it here!”

			Un­for­tu­nately Mrs. Her­ri­ton was out of the room. Irma, who was not in awe of Har­riet, danced round the table, read­ing as she did so, “View of the su­perb city of Monteri­ano—from your lit­al broth­er.”

			Stu­pid Har­riet caught her, boxed her ears, and tore the post­card in­to frag­ments. Irma howled with pain, and began shout­ing in­dig­nantly, “Who is my little broth­er? Why have I nev­er heard of him be­fore? Grandmamma! Grandmamma! Who is my little broth­er? Who is my—”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton swept in­to the room, say­ing, “Come with me, dear, and I will tell you. Now it is time for you to know.”

			Irma re­turned from the in­ter­view sob­bing, though, as a mat­ter of fact, she had learnt very little. But that little took hold of her ima­gin­a­tion. She had prom­ised secrecy—she knew not why. But what harm in talk­ing of the little broth­er to those who had heard of him already?

			“Aunt Har­riet!” she would say. “Uncle Phil! Grandmamma! What do you sup­pose my little broth­er is do­ing now? Has he be­gun to play? Do Itali­an ba­bies talk soon­er than us, or would he be an Eng­lish baby born abroad? Oh, I do long to see him, and be the first to teach him the Ten Com­mand­ments and the Cat­ech­ism.”

			The last re­mark al­ways made Har­riet look grave.

			“Really,” ex­claimed Mrs. Her­ri­ton, “Irma is get­ting too tire­some. She for­got poor Lilia soon enough.”

			“A liv­ing broth­er is more to her than a dead moth­er,” said Philip dream­ily. “She can knit him socks.”

			“I stopped that. She is bring­ing him in every­where. It is most vex­a­tious. The oth­er night she asked if she might in­clude him in the people she men­tions spe­cially in her pray­ers.”

			“What did you say?”

			“Of course I al­lowed her,” she replied coldly. “She has a right to men­tion any­one she chooses. But I was an­noyed with her this morn­ing, and I fear that I showed it.”

			“And what happened this morn­ing?”

			“She asked if she could pray for her ‘new fath­er’—for the Itali­an!”

			“Did you let her?”

			“I got up without say­ing any­thing.”

			“You must have felt just as you did when I wanted to pray for the dev­il.”

			“He is the dev­il,” cried Har­riet.

			“No, Har­riet; he is too vul­gar.”

			“I will thank you not to scoff against re­li­gion!” was Har­riet’s re­tort. “Think of that poor baby. Irma is right to pray for him. What an en­trance in­to life for an Eng­lish child!”

			“My dear sis­ter, I can re­as­sure you. Firstly, the beastly baby is Itali­an. Secondly, it was promptly christened at Santa Deodata’s, and a power­ful com­bin­a­tion of saints watch over—”

			“Don’t, dear. And, Har­riet, don’t be so ser­i­ous—I mean not so ser­i­ous when you are with Irma. She will be worse than ever if she thinks we have some­thing to hide.”

			Har­riet’s con­science could be quite as tire­some as Philip’s un­con­ven­tion­al­ity. Mrs. Her­ri­ton soon made it easy for her daugh­ter to go for six weeks to the Tir­ol. Then she and Philip began to grapple with Irma alone.

			Just as they had got things a little quiet the beastly baby sent an­oth­er pic­ture post­card—a com­ic one, not par­tic­u­larly prop­er. Irma re­ceived it while they were out, and all the trouble began again.

			“I can­not think,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, “what his motive is in send­ing them.”

			Two years be­fore, Philip would have said that the motive was to give pleas­ure. Now he, like his moth­er, tried to think of some­thing sin­is­ter and subtle.

			“Do you sup­pose that he guesses the situ­ation—how anxious we are to hush the scan­dal up?”

			“That is quite pos­sible. He knows that Irma will worry us about the baby. Per­haps he hopes that we shall ad­opt it to quiet her.”

			“Hope­ful in­deed.”

			“At the same time he has the chance of cor­rupt­ing the child’s mor­als.” She un­locked a draw­er, took out the post­card, and re­garded it gravely. “He en­treats her to send the baby one,” was her next re­mark.

			“She might do it too!”

			“I told her not to; but we must watch her care­fully, without, of course, ap­pear­ing to be sus­pi­cious.”

			Philip was get­ting to en­joy his moth­er’s dip­lomacy. He did not think of his own mor­als and be­ha­viour any more.

			“Who’s to watch her at school, though? She may bubble out any mo­ment.”

			“We can but trust to our in­flu­ence,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton.

			Irma did bubble out, that very day. She was proof against a single post­card, not against two. A new little broth­er is a valu­able sen­ti­ment­al as­set to a school­girl, and her school was then passing through an acute phase of baby wor­ship. Happy the girl who had her quiver full of them, who kissed them when she left home in the morn­ing, who had the right to ex­tric­ate them from mail carts in the in­ter­val, who dangled them at tea ere they re­tired to rest! That one might sing the un­writ­ten song of Miri­am, blessed above all school­girls, who was al­lowed to hide her baby broth­er in a squashy place, where none but her­self could find him!

			How could Irma keep si­lent when pre­ten­tious girls spoke of baby cous­ins and baby vis­it­ors—she who had a baby broth­er, who wrote her post­cards through his dear papa? She had prom­ised not to tell about him—she knew not why—and she told. And one girl told an­oth­er, and one girl told her moth­er, and the thing was out.

			“Yes, it is all very sad,” Mrs. Her­ri­ton kept say­ing. “My daugh­ter-in-law made a very un­happy mar­riage, as I dare say you know. I sup­pose that the child will be edu­cated in Italy. Pos­sibly his grand­moth­er may be do­ing some­thing, but I have not heard of it. I do not ex­pect that she will have him over. She dis­ap­proves of the fath­er. It is al­to­geth­er a pain­ful busi­ness for her.”

			She was care­ful only to scold Irma for dis­obedi­ence—that eighth deadly sin, so con­veni­ent to par­ents and guard­i­ans. Har­riet would have plunged in­to need­less ex­plan­a­tions and ab­use. The child was ashamed, and talked about the baby less. The end of the school year was at hand, and she hoped to get an­oth­er prize. But she also had put her hand to the wheel.

			It was sev­er­al days be­fore they saw Miss Ab­bott. Mrs. Her­ri­ton had not come across her much since the kiss of re­con­cili­ation, nor Philip since the jour­ney to Lon­don. She had, in­deed, been rather a dis­ap­point­ment to him. Her cred­it­able dis­play of ori­gin­al­ity had nev­er been re­peated: he feared she was slip­ping back. Now she came about the Cot­tage Hos­pit­al—her life was de­voted to dull acts of char­ity—and though she got money out of him and out of his moth­er, she still sat tight in her chair, look­ing graver and more wooden than ever.

			“I dare say you have heard,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, well know­ing what the mat­ter was.

			“Yes, I have. I came to ask you; have any steps been taken?”

			Philip was as­ton­ished. The ques­tion was im­per­tin­ent in the ex­treme. He had a re­gard for Miss Ab­bott, and re­gret­ted that she had been guilty of it.

			“About the baby?” asked Mrs. Her­ri­ton pleas­antly.

			“Yes.”

			“As far as I know, no steps. Mrs. Theo­bald may have de­cided on some­thing, but I have not heard of it.”

			“I was mean­ing, had you de­cided on any­thing?”

			“The child is no re­la­tion of ours,” said Philip. “It is there­fore scarcely for us to in­ter­fere.”

			His moth­er glanced at him nervously. “Poor Lilia was al­most a daugh­ter to me once. I know what Miss Ab­bott means. But now things have altered. Any ini­ti­at­ive would nat­ur­ally come from Mrs. Theo­bald.”

			“But does not Mrs. Theo­bald al­ways take any ini­ti­at­ive from you?” asked Miss Ab­bott.

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton could not help col­our­ing. “I some­times have giv­en her ad­vice in the past. I should not pre­sume to do so now.”

			“Then is noth­ing to be done for the child at all?”

			“It is ex­traordin­ar­ily good of you to take this un­ex­pec­ted in­terest,” said Philip.

			“The child came in­to the world through my neg­li­gence,” replied Miss Ab­bott. “It is nat­ur­al I should take an in­terest in it.”

			“My dear Car­oline,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton, “you must not brood over the thing. Let by­gones be by­gones. The child should worry you even less than it wor­ries us. We nev­er even men­tion it. It be­longs to an­oth­er world.”

			Miss Ab­bott got up without reply­ing and turned to go. Her ex­treme grav­ity made Mrs. Her­ri­ton un­easy. “Of course,” she ad­ded, “if Mrs. Theo­bald de­cides on any plan that seems at all prac­tic­able—I must say I don’t see any such—I shall ask if I may join her in it, for Irma’s sake, and share in any pos­sible ex­penses.”

			“Please would you let me know if she de­cides on any­thing. I should like to join as well.”

			“My dear, how you throw about your money! We would nev­er al­low it.”

			“And if she de­cides on noth­ing, please also let me know. Let me know in any case.”

			Mrs. Her­ri­ton made a point of kiss­ing her.

			“Is the young per­son mad?” burst out Philip as soon as she had de­par­ted. “Nev­er in my life have I seen such co­lossal im­per­tin­ence. She ought to be well smacked, and sent back to Sunday school.”

			His moth­er said noth­ing.

			“But don’t you see—she is prac­tic­ally threat­en­ing us? You can’t put her off with Mrs. Theo­bald; she knows as well as we do that she is a non­entity. If we don’t do any­thing she’s go­ing to raise a scan­dal—that we neg­lect our re­l­at­ives, etc., which is, of course, a lie. Still she’ll say it. Oh, dear, sweet, sober Car­oline Ab­bott has a screw loose! We knew it at Monteri­ano. I had my sus­pi­cions last year one day in the train; and here it is again. The young per­son is mad.”

			She still said noth­ing.

			“Shall I go round at once and give it her well? I’d really en­joy it.”

			In a low, ser­i­ous voice—such a voice as she had not used to him for months—Mrs. Her­ri­ton said, “Car­oline has been ex­tremely im­per­tin­ent. Yet there may be some­thing in what she says after all. Ought the child to grow up in that place—and with that fath­er?”

			Philip star­ted and shuddered. He saw that his moth­er was not sin­cere. Her in­sin­cer­ity to oth­ers had amused him, but it was dis­heart­en­ing when used against him­self.

			“Let us ad­mit frankly,” she con­tin­ued, “that after all we may have re­spons­ib­il­it­ies.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand you, Moth­er. You are turn­ing ab­so­lutely round. What are you up to?”

			In one mo­ment an im­pen­et­rable bar­ri­er had been erec­ted between them. They were no longer in smil­ing con­fid­ence. Mrs. Her­ri­ton was off on tac­tics of her own—tac­tics which might be bey­ond or be­neath him.

			His re­mark of­fen­ded her. “Up to? I am won­der­ing wheth­er I ought not to ad­opt the child. Is that suf­fi­ciently plain?”

			“And this is the res­ult of half a dozen idiocies of Miss Ab­bott?”

			“It is. I re­peat, she has been ex­tremely im­per­tin­ent. None the less she is show­ing me my duty. If I can res­cue poor Lilia’s baby from that hor­rible man, who will bring it up either as Pap­ist or in­fi­del—who will cer­tainly bring it up to be vi­cious—I shall do it.”

			“You talk like Har­riet.”

			“And why not?” said she, flush­ing at what she knew to be an in­sult. “Say, if you choose, that I talk like Irma. That child has seen the thing more clearly than any of us. She longs for her little broth­er. She shall have him. I don’t care if I am im­puls­ive.”

			He was sure that she was not im­puls­ive, but did not dare to say so. Her abil­ity frightened him. All his life he had been her pup­pet. She let him wor­ship Italy, and re­form Saw­ston—just as she had let Har­riet be Low Church. She had let him talk as much as he liked. But when she wanted a thing she al­ways got it.

			And though she was fright­en­ing him, she did not in­spire him with rev­er­ence. Her life, he saw, was without mean­ing. To what pur­pose was her dip­lomacy, her in­sin­cer­ity, her con­tin­ued re­pres­sion of vigour? Did they make any­one bet­ter or hap­pi­er? Did they even bring hap­pi­ness to her­self? Har­riet with her gloomy peev­ish creed, Lilia with her clutches after pleas­ure, were after all more di­vine than this well-ordered, act­ive, use­less ma­chine.

			Now that his moth­er had wounded his van­ity he could cri­ti­cize her thus. But he could not rebel. To the end of his days he could prob­ably go on do­ing what she wanted. He watched with a cold in­terest the duel between her and Miss Ab­bott. Mrs. Her­ri­ton’s policy only ap­peared gradu­ally. It was to pre­vent Miss Ab­bott in­ter­fer­ing with the child at all costs, and if pos­sible to pre­vent her at a small cost. Pride was the only sol­id ele­ment in her dis­pos­i­tion. She could not bear to seem less char­it­able than oth­ers.

			“I am plan­ning what can be done,” she would tell people, “and that kind Car­oline Ab­bott is help­ing me. It is no busi­ness of either of us, but we are get­ting to feel that the baby must not be left en­tirely to that hor­rible man. It would be un­fair to little Irma; after all, he is her half broth­er. No, we have come to noth­ing def­in­ite.”

			Miss Ab­bott was equally civil, but not to be ap­peased by good in­ten­tions. The child’s wel­fare was a sac­red duty to her, not a mat­ter of pride or even of sen­ti­ment. By it alone, she felt, could she undo a little of the evil that she had per­mit­ted to come in­to the world. To her ima­gin­a­tion Monteri­ano had be­come a ma­gic city of vice, be­neath whose towers no per­son could grow up happy or pure. Saw­ston, with its semi­de­tached houses and snobby schools, its book teas and bazaars, was cer­tainly petty and dull; at times she found it even con­tempt­ible. But it was not a place of sin, and at Saw­ston, either with the Her­ri­tons or with her­self, the baby should grow up.

			As soon as it was in­ev­it­able, Mrs. Her­ri­ton wrote a let­ter for Wa­ters and Adam­son to send to Gino—the oddest let­ter; Philip saw a copy of it af­ter­wards. Its os­tens­ible pur­pose was to com­plain of the pic­ture post­cards. Right at the end, in a few non­chal­ant sen­tences, she offered to ad­opt the child, provided that Gino would un­der­take nev­er to come near it, and would sur­render some of Lilia’s money for its edu­ca­tion.

			“What do you think of it?” she asked her son. “It would not do to let him know that we are anxious for it.”

			“Cer­tainly he will nev­er sup­pose that.”

			“But what ef­fect will the let­ter have on him?”

			“When he gets it he will do a sum. If it is less ex­pens­ive in the long run to part with a little money and to be clear of the baby, he will part with it. If he would lose, he will ad­opt the tone of the lov­ing fath­er.”

			“Dear, you’re shock­ingly cyn­ic­al.” After a pause she ad­ded, “How would the sum work out?”

			“I don’t know, I’m sure. But if you wanted to en­sure the baby be­ing pos­ted by re­turn, you should have sent a little sum to him. Oh, I’m not cyn­ic­al—at least I only go by what I know of him. But I am weary of the whole show. Weary of Italy. Weary, weary, weary. Saw­ston’s a kind, pi­ti­ful place, isn’t it? I will go walk in it and seek com­fort.”

			He smiled as he spoke, for the sake of not ap­pear­ing ser­i­ous. When he had left her she began to smile also.

			It was to the Ab­botts’ that he walked. Mr. Ab­bott offered him tea, and Car­oline, who was keep­ing up her Itali­an in the next room, came in to pour it out. He told them that his moth­er had writ­ten to Si­gnor Carella, and they both uttered fer­vent wishes for her suc­cess.

			“Very fine of Mrs. Her­ri­ton, very fine in­deed,” said Mr. Ab­bott, who, like every­one else, knew noth­ing of his daugh­ter’s ex­as­per­at­ing be­ha­viour. “I’m afraid it will mean a lot of ex­pense. She will get noth­ing out of Italy without pay­ing.”

			“There are sure to be in­cid­ent­al ex­penses,” said Philip cau­tiously. Then he turned to Miss Ab­bott and said, “Do you sup­pose we shall have dif­fi­culty with the man?”

			“It de­pends,” she replied, with equal cau­tion.

			“From what you saw of him, should you con­clude that he would make an af­fec­tion­ate par­ent?”

			“I don’t go by what I saw of him, but by what I know of him.”

			“Well, what do you con­clude from that?”

			“That he is a thor­oughly wicked man.”

			“Yet thor­oughly wicked men have loved their chil­dren. Look at Rodrigo Bor­gia, for ex­ample.”

			“I have also seen ex­amples of that in my dis­trict.”

			With this re­mark the ad­mir­able young wo­man rose, and re­turned to keep up her Itali­an. She puzzled Philip ex­tremely. He could un­der­stand en­thu­si­asm, but she did not seem the least en­thu­si­ast­ic. He could un­der­stand pure cussed­ness, but it did not seem to be that either. Ap­par­ently she was de­riv­ing neither amuse­ment nor profit from the struggle. Why, then, had she un­der­taken it? Per­haps she was not sin­cere. Per­haps, on the whole, that was most likely. She must be pro­fess­ing one thing and aim­ing at an­oth­er. What the oth­er thing could be he did not stop to con­sider. In­sin­cer­ity was be­com­ing his stock ex­plan­a­tion for any­thing un­fa­mil­i­ar, wheth­er that thing was a kindly ac­tion or a high ideal.

			“She fences well,” he said to his moth­er af­ter­wards.

			“What had you to fence about?” she said suavely. Her son might know her tac­tics, but she re­fused to ad­mit that he knew. She still pre­ten­ded to him that the baby was the one thing she wanted, and had al­ways wanted, and that Miss Ab­bott was her val­ued ally.

			And when, next week, the reply came from Italy, she showed him no face of tri­umph. “Read the let­ters,” she said. “We have failed.”

			Gino wrote in his own lan­guage, but the so­li­cit­ors had sent a la­bor­i­ous Eng­lish trans­la­tion, where “Preghi­a­tis­sima Si­gnora” was rendered as “Most Praise­worthy Madam,” and every del­ic­ate com­pli­ment and su­per­lat­ive—su­per­lat­ives are del­ic­ate in Itali­an—would have felled an ox. For a mo­ment Philip for­got the mat­ter in the man­ner; this grot­esque me­mori­al of the land he had loved moved him al­most to tears. He knew the ori­gin­als of these lum­ber­ing phrases; he also had sent “sin­cere au­gur­ies”; he also had ad­dressed let­ters—who writes at home?—from the Caffè Garibaldi. “I didn’t know I was still such an ass,” he thought. “Why can’t I real­ize that it’s merely tricks of ex­pres­sion? A bounder’s a bounder, wheth­er he lives in Saw­ston or Monteri­ano.”

			“Isn’t it dis­heart­en­ing?” said his moth­er.

			He then read that Gino could not ac­cept the gen­er­ous of­fer. His pa­ternal heart would not per­mit him to aban­don this sym­bol of his de­plored spouse. As for the pic­ture post­cards, it dis­pleased him greatly that they had been ob­nox­ious. He would send no more. Would Mrs. Her­ri­ton, with her no­tori­ous kind­ness, ex­plain this to Irma, and thank her for those which Irma (cour­teous Miss!) had sent to him?

			“The sum works out against us,” said Philip. “Or per­haps he is put­ting up the price.”

			“No,” said Mrs. Her­ri­ton de­cidedly. “It is not that. For some per­verse reas­on he will not part with the child. I must go and tell poor Car­oline. She will be equally dis­tressed.”

			She re­turned from the vis­it in the most ex­traordin­ary con­di­tion. Her face was red, she panted for breath, there were dark circles round her eyes.

			“The im­pudence!” she shouted. “The cursed im­pudence! Oh, I’m swear­ing. I don’t care. That beastly wo­man—how dare she in­ter­fere—I’ll—Philip, dear, I’m sorry. It’s no good. You must go.”

			“Go where? Do sit down. What’s happened?” This out­burst of vi­ol­ence from his el­eg­ant lady­like moth­er pained him dread­fully. He had not known that it was in her.

			“She won’t ac­cept—won’t ac­cept the let­ter as fi­nal. You must go to Monteri­ano!”

			“I won’t!” he shouted back. “I’ve been and I’ve failed. I’ll nev­er see the place again. I hate Italy.”

			“If you don’t go, she will.”

			“Ab­bott?”

			“Yes. Go­ing alone; would start this even­ing. I offered to write; she said it was ‘too late!’ Too late! The child, if you please—Irma’s broth­er—to live with her, to be brought up by her and her fath­er at our very gates, to go to school like a gen­tle­man, she pay­ing. Oh, you’re a man! It doesn’t mat­ter for you. You can laugh. But I know what people say; and that wo­man goes to Italy this even­ing.”

			He seemed to be in­spired. “Then let her go! Let her mess with Italy by her­self. She’ll come to grief some­how. Italy’s too dan­ger­ous, too—”

			“Stop that non­sense, Philip. I will not be dis­graced by her. I will have the child. Pay all we’ve got for it. I will have it.”

			“Let her go to Italy!” he cried. “Let her meddle with what she doesn’t un­der­stand! Look at this let­ter! The man who wrote it will marry her, or murder her, or do for her some­how. He’s a bounder, but he’s not an Eng­lish bounder. He’s mys­ter­i­ous and ter­rible. He’s got a coun­try be­hind him that’s up­set people from the be­gin­ning of the world.”

			“Har­riet!” ex­claimed his moth­er. “Har­riet shall go too. Har­riet, now, will be in­valu­able!” And be­fore Philip had stopped talk­ing non­sense, she had planned the whole thing and was look­ing out the trains.

		
	
		
			VI

			Italy, Philip had al­ways main­tained, is only her true self in the height of the sum­mer, when the tour­ists have left her, and her soul awakes un­der the beams of a ver­tic­al sun. He now had every op­por­tun­ity of see­ing her at her best, for it was nearly the middle of Au­gust be­fore he went out to meet Har­riet in the Tir­ol.

			He found his sis­ter in a dense cloud five thou­sand feet above the sea, chilled to the bone, overfed, bored, and not at all un­will­ing to be fetched away.

			“It up­sets one’s plans ter­ribly,” she re­marked, as she squeezed out her sponges, “but ob­vi­ously it is my duty.”

			“Did moth­er ex­plain it all to you?” asked Philip.

			“Yes, in­deed! Moth­er has writ­ten me a really beau­ti­ful let­ter. She de­scribes how it was that she gradu­ally got to feel that we must res­cue the poor baby from its ter­rible sur­round­ings, how she has tried by let­ter, and it is no good—noth­ing but in­sin­cere com­pli­ments and hy­po­crisy came back. Then she says, ‘There is noth­ing like per­son­al in­flu­ence; you and Philip will suc­ceed where I have failed.’ She says, too, that Car­oline Ab­bott has been won­der­ful.”

			Philip as­sen­ted.

			“Car­oline feels it as keenly al­most as us. That is be­cause she knows the man. Oh, he must be loath­some! Good­ness me! I’ve for­got­ten to pack the am­mo­nia! … It has been a ter­rible les­son for Car­oline, but I fancy it is her turn­ing point. I can’t help lik­ing to think that out of all this evil good will come.”

			Philip saw no pro­spect of good, nor of beauty either. But the ex­ped­i­tion prom­ised to be highly com­ic. He was not averse to it any longer; he was simply in­dif­fer­ent to all in it ex­cept the hu­mours. These would be won­der­ful. Har­riet, worked by her moth­er; Mrs. Her­ri­ton, worked by Miss Ab­bott; Gino, worked by a cheque—what bet­ter en­ter­tain­ment could he de­sire? There was noth­ing to dis­tract him this time; his sen­ti­ment­al­ity had died, so had his anxi­ety for the fam­ily hon­our. He might be a pup­pet’s pup­pet, but he knew ex­actly the dis­pos­i­tion of the strings.

			They trav­elled for thir­teen hours down­hill, whilst the streams broadened and the moun­tains shrank, and the ve­get­a­tion changed, and the people ceased be­ing ugly and drink­ing beer, and began in­stead to drink wine and to be beau­ti­ful. And the train which had picked them at sun­rise out of a waste of gla­ciers and ho­tels was waltz­ing at sun­set round the walls of Ver­ona.

			“Ab­surd non­sense they talk about the heat,” said Philip, as they drove from the sta­tion. “Sup­pos­ing we were here for pleas­ure, what could be more pleas­ur­able than this?”

			“Did you hear, though, they are re­mark­ing on the cold?” said Har­riet nervously. “I should nev­er have thought it cold.”

			And on the second day the heat struck them, like a hand laid over the mouth, just as they were walk­ing to see the tomb of Ju­liet. From that mo­ment everything went wrong. They fled from Ver­ona. Har­riet’s sketch­book was stolen, and the bottle of am­mo­nia in her trunk burst over her pray­er­book, so that purple patches ap­peared on all her clothes. Then, as she was go­ing through Man­tua at four in the morn­ing, Philip made her look out of the win­dow be­cause it was Vir­gil’s birth­place, and a smut flew in her eye, and Har­riet with a smut in her eye was no­tori­ous. At Bo­logna they stopped twenty-four hours to rest. It was a festa, and chil­dren blew blad­der whistles night and day. “What a re­li­gion!” said Har­riet. The hotel smelt, two pup­pies were asleep on her bed, and her bed­room win­dow looked in­to a bel­fry, which sa­luted her slum­ber­ing form every quarter of an hour. Philip left his walk­ing stick, his socks, and the Baedeker at Bo­logna; she only left her sponge bag. Next day they crossed the Apen­nines with a train-sick child and a hot lady, who told them that nev­er, nev­er be­fore had she sweated so pro­fusely. “For­eign­ers are a filthy na­tion,” said Har­riet. “I don’t care if there are tun­nels; open the win­dows.” He obeyed, and she got an­oth­er smut in her eye. Nor did Florence im­prove mat­ters. Eat­ing, walk­ing, even a cross word would bathe them both in boil­ing wa­ter. Philip, who was slight­er of build, and less con­scien­tious, suffered less. But Har­riet had nev­er been to Florence, and between the hours of eight and el­ev­en she crawled like a wounded creature through the streets, and swooned be­fore vari­ous mas­ter­pieces of art. It was an ir­rit­able couple who took tick­ets to Monteri­ano.

			“Singles or re­turns?” said he.

			“A single for me,” said Har­riet peev­ishly; “I shall nev­er get back alive.”

			“Sweet creature!” said her broth­er, sud­denly break­ing down. “How help­ful you will be when we come to Si­gnor Carella!”

			“Do you sup­pose,” said Har­riet, stand­ing still among a whirl of port­ers—“do you sup­pose I am go­ing to enter that man’s house?”

			“Then what have you come for, pray? For or­na­ment?”

			“To see that you do your duty.”

			“Oh, thanks!”

			“So moth­er told me. For good­ness’ sake get the tick­ets; here comes that hot wo­man again! She has the im­pudence to bow.”

			“Moth­er told you, did she?” said Philip wrath­fully, as he went to struggle for tick­ets at a slit so nar­row that they were handed to him edge­ways. Italy was beastly, and Florence sta­tion is the centre of beastly Italy. But he had a strange feel­ing that he was to blame for it all; that a little in­flux in­to him of vir­tue would make the whole land not beastly but amus­ing. For there was en­chant­ment, he was sure of that; sol­id en­chant­ment, which lay be­hind the port­ers and the scream­ing and the dust. He could see it in the ter­rif­ic blue sky be­neath which they trav­elled, in the whitened plain which gripped life tight­er than a frost, in the ex­hausted reaches of the Arno, in the ru­ins of brown castles which stood quiv­er­ing upon the hills. He could see it, though his head ached and his skin was twitch­ing, though he was here as a pup­pet, and though his sis­ter knew how he was here. There was noth­ing pleas­ant in that jour­ney to Monteri­ano sta­tion. But noth­ing—not even the dis­com­fort—was com­mon­place.

			“But do people live in­side?” asked Har­riet. They had ex­changed rail­way-car­riage for the legno, and the legno had emerged from the withered trees, and had re­vealed to them their des­tin­a­tion. Philip, to be an­noy­ing, answered “No.”

			“What do they do there?” con­tin­ued Har­riet, with a frown.

			“There is a caffè. A pris­on. A theatre. A church. Walls. A view.”

			“Not for me, thank you,” said Har­riet, after a weighty pause.

			“Nobody asked you, Miss, you see. Now Lilia was asked by such a nice young gen­tle­man, with curls all over his fore­head, and teeth just as white as fath­er makes them.” Then his man­ner changed. “But, Har­riet, do you see noth­ing won­der­ful or at­tract­ive in that place—noth­ing at all?”

			“Noth­ing at all. It’s fright­ful.”

			“I know it is. But it’s old—aw­fully old.”

			“Beauty is the only test,” said Har­riet. “At least so you told me when I sketched old build­ings—for the sake, I sup­pose, of mak­ing your­self un­pleas­ant.”

			“Oh, I’m per­fectly right. But at the same time—I don’t know—so many things have happened here—people have lived so hard and so splen­didly—I can’t ex­plain.”

			“I shouldn’t think you could. It doesn’t seem the best mo­ment to be­gin your Italy mania. I thought you were cured of it by now. In­stead, will you kindly tell me what you are go­ing to do when you ar­rive. I do beg you will not be taken un­awares this time.”

			“First, Har­riet, I shall settle you at the Stella d’Italia, in the com­fort that be­fits your sex and dis­pos­i­tion. Then I shall make my­self some tea. After tea I shall take a book in­to Santa Deodata’s, and read there. It is al­ways fresh and cool.”

			The mar­tyred Har­riet ex­claimed, “I’m not clev­er, Philip. I don’t go in for it, as you know. But I know what’s rude. And I know what’s wrong.”

			“Mean­ing—?”

			“You!” she shouted, boun­cing on the cush­ions of the legno and start­ling all the fleas. “What’s the good of clev­erness if a man’s murdered a wo­man?”

			“Har­riet, I am hot. To whom do you refer?”

			“He. Her. If you don’t look out he’ll murder you. I wish he would.”

			“Tut tut, tut­let! You’d find a corpse ex­traordin­ar­ily in­con­veni­ent.” Then he tried to be less ag­grav­at­ing. “I heart­ily dis­like the fel­low, but we know he didn’t murder her. In that let­ter, though she said a lot, she nev­er said he was phys­ic­ally cruel.”

			“He has murdered her. The things he did—things one can’t even men­tion—”

			“Things which one must men­tion if one’s to talk at all. And things which one must keep in their prop­er place. Be­cause he was un­faith­ful to his wife, it doesn’t fol­low that in every way he’s ab­so­lutely vile.” He looked at the city. It seemed to ap­prove his re­mark.

			“It’s the su­preme test. The man who is un­chiv­al­rous to a wo­man—”

			“Oh, stow it! Take it to the Back Kit­chen. It’s no more a su­preme test than any­thing else. The Itali­ans nev­er were chiv­al­rous from the first. If you con­demn him for that, you’ll con­demn the whole lot.”

			“I con­demn the whole lot.”

			“And the French as well?”

			“And the French as well.”

			“Things aren’t so jolly easy,” said Philip, more to him­self than to her.

			But for Har­riet things were easy, though not jolly, and she turned upon her broth­er yet again. “What about the baby, pray? You’ve said a lot of smart things and whittled away mor­al­ity and re­li­gion and I don’t know what; but what about the baby? You think me a fool, but I’ve been no­ti­cing you all today, and you haven’t men­tioned the baby once. You haven’t thought about it, even. You don’t care. Philip! I shall not speak to you. You are in­tol­er­able.”

			She kept her prom­ise, and nev­er opened her lips all the rest of the way. But her eyes glowed with an­ger and res­ol­u­tion. For she was a straight, brave wo­man, as well as a peev­ish one.

			Philip ac­know­ledged her re­proof to be true. He did not care about the baby one straw. Nev­er­the­less, he meant to do his duty, and he was fairly con­fid­ent of suc­cess. If Gino would have sold his wife for a thou­sand lire, for how much less would he not sell his child? It was just a com­mer­cial trans­ac­tion. Why should it in­ter­fere with oth­er things? His eyes were fixed on the towers again, just as they had been fixed when he drove with Miss Ab­bott. But this time his thoughts were pleas­anter, for he had no such grave busi­ness on his mind. It was in the spir­it of the cul­tiv­ated tour­ist that he ap­proached his des­tin­a­tion.

			One of the towers, rough as any oth­er, was topped by a cross—the tower of the Col­legi­ate Church of Santa Deodata. She was a holy maid­en of the Dark Ages, the city’s pat­ron saint, and sweet­ness and bar­bar­ity mingle strangely in her story. So holy was she that all her life she lay upon her back in the house of her moth­er, re­fus­ing to eat, re­fus­ing to play, re­fus­ing to work. The dev­il, en­vi­ous of such sanc­tity, temp­ted her in vari­ous ways. He dangled grapes above her, he showed her fas­cin­at­ing toys, he pushed soft pil­lows be­neath her aching head. When all proved vain he tripped up the moth­er and flung her down­stairs be­fore her very eyes. But so holy was the saint that she nev­er picked her moth­er up, but lay upon her back through all, and thus as­sured her throne in Para­dise. She was only fif­teen when she died, which shows how much is with­in the reach of any school­girl. Those who think her life was un­prac­tic­al need only think of the vic­tor­ies upon Pog­gibonsi, San Gem­ig­nano, Vol­terra, Si­ena it­self—all gained through the in­voc­a­tion of her name; they need only look at the church which rose over her grave. The grand schemes for a marble façade were nev­er car­ried out, and it is brown un­fin­ished stone un­til this day. But for the in­side Giotto was summoned to dec­or­ate the walls of the nave. Giotto came—that is to say, he did not come, Ger­man re­search hav­ing de­cis­ively proved—but at all events the nave is covered with fres­coes, and so are two chapels in the left tran­sept, and the arch in­to the choir, and there are scraps in the choir it­self. There the dec­or­a­tion stopped, till in the full spring of the Renais­sance a great paint­er came to pay a few weeks’ vis­it to his friend the Lord of Monteri­ano. In the in­ter­vals between the ban­quets and the dis­cus­sions on Lat­in ety­mo­logy and the dan­cing, he would stroll over to the church, and there in the fifth chapel to the right he has painted two fres­coes of the death and buri­al of Santa Deodata. That is why Baedeker gives the place a star.

			Santa Deodata was bet­ter com­pany than Har­riet, and she kept Philip in a pleas­ant dream un­til the legno drew up at the hotel. Every­one there was asleep, for it was still the hour when only idi­ots were mov­ing. There were not even any beg­gars about. The cab­man put their bags down in the pas­sage—they had left heavy lug­gage at the sta­tion—and strolled about till he came on the land­lady’s room and woke her, and sent her to them.

			Then Har­riet pro­nounced the mono­syl­lable “Go!”

			“Go where?” asked Philip, bow­ing to the land­lady, who was swim­ming down the stairs.

			“To the Itali­an. Go.”

			“Buona sera, si­gnora padrona. Si ritor­na volon­tieri a Monteri­ano!” (Don’t be a goose. I’m not go­ing now. You’re in the way, too.) “Vor­rei due camere—”

			“Go. This in­stant. Now. I’ll stand it no longer. Go!”

			“I’m damned if I’ll go. I want my tea.”

			“Swear if you like!” she cried. “Blas­pheme! Ab­use me! But un­der­stand, I’m in earn­est.”

			“Har­riet, don’t act. Or act bet­ter.”

			“We’ve come here to get the baby back, and for noth­ing else. I’ll not have this lev­ity and slack­ness, and talk about pic­tures and churches. Think of moth­er; did she send you out for them?”

			“Think of moth­er and don’t straddle across the stairs. Let the cab­man and the land­lady come down, and let me go up and choose rooms.”

			“I shan’t.”

			“Har­riet, are you mad?”

			“If you like. But you will not come up till you have seen the Itali­an.”

			“La si­gnor­ina si sente male,” said Philip, “C’ e il sole.”

			“Pover­etta!” cried the land­lady and the cab­man.

			“Leave me alone!” said Har­riet, snarling round at them. “I don’t care for the lot of you. I’m Eng­lish, and neither you’ll come down nor he up till he goes for the baby.”

			“La prego-pi­ano-pi­ano-c e un’ al­tra si­gnor­ina che dorme—”

			“We shall prob­ably be ar­res­ted for brawl­ing, Har­riet. Have you the very slight­est sense of the ludicrous?”

			Har­riet had not; that was why she could be so power­ful. She had con­cocted this scene in the car­riage, and noth­ing should baulk her of it. To the ab­use in front and the coax­ing be­hind she was equally in­dif­fer­ent. How long she would have stood like a glor­i­fied Hora­ti­us, keep­ing the stair­case at both ends, was nev­er to be known. For the young lady, whose sleep they were dis­turb­ing, awoke and opened her bed­room door, and came out onto the land­ing. She was Miss Ab­bott.

			Philip’s first co­her­ent feel­ing was one of in­dig­na­tion. To be run by his moth­er and hectored by his sis­ter was as much as he could stand. The in­ter­ven­tion of a third fe­male drove him sud­denly bey­ond po­lite­ness. He was about to say ex­actly what he thought about the thing from be­gin­ning to end. But be­fore he could do so Har­riet also had seen Miss Ab­bott. She uttered a shrill cry of joy.

			“You, Car­oline, here of all people!” And in spite of the heat she dar­ted up the stairs and im­prin­ted an af­fec­tion­ate kiss upon her friend.

			Philip had an in­spir­a­tion. “You will have a lot to tell Miss Ab­bott, Har­riet, and she may have as much to tell you. So I’ll pay my call on Si­gnor Carella, as you sug­ges­ted, and see how things stand.”

			Miss Ab­bott uttered some noise of greet­ing or alarm. He did not reply to it or ap­proach near­er to her. Without even pay­ing the cab­man, he es­caped in­to the street.

			“Tear each oth­er’s eyes out!” he cried, ges­tic­u­lat­ing at the façade of the hotel. “Give it to her, Har­riet! Teach her to leave us alone. Give it to her, Car­oline! Teach her to be grate­ful to you. Go it, ladies; go it!”

			Such people as ob­served him were in­ter­ested, but did not con­clude that he was mad. This af­ter­math of con­ver­sa­tion is not un­known in Italy.

			He tried to think how amus­ing it was; but it would not do—Miss Ab­bott’s pres­ence af­fected him too per­son­ally. Either she sus­pec­ted him of dis­hon­esty, or else she was be­ing dis­hon­est her­self. He pre­ferred to sup­pose the lat­ter. Per­haps she had seen Gino, and they had pre­pared some elab­or­ate mor­ti­fic­a­tion for the Her­ri­tons. Per­haps Gino had sold the baby cheap to her for a joke: it was just the kind of joke that would ap­peal to him. Philip still re­membered the laughter that had greeted his fruit­less jour­ney, and the un­couth push that had toppled him onto the bed. And whatever it might mean, Miss Ab­bott’s pres­ence spoilt the com­edy: she would do noth­ing funny.

			Dur­ing this short med­it­a­tion he had walked through the city, and was out on the oth­er side. “Where does Si­gnor Carella live?” he asked the men at the Dogana.

			“I’ll show you,” said a little girl, spring­ing out of the ground as Itali­an chil­dren will.

			“She will show you,” said the Dogana men, nod­ding re­as­sur­ingly. “Fol­low her al­ways, al­ways, and you will come to no harm. She is a trust­worthy guide. She is my{daugh­ter.”cous­in.”sis­ter.”

			Philip knew these re­l­at­ives well: they rami­fy, if need be, all over the pen­in­sula.

			“Do you chance to know wheth­er Si­gnor Carella is in?” he asked her.

			She had just seen him go in. Philip nod­ded. He was look­ing for­ward to the in­ter­view this time: it would be an in­tel­lec­tu­al duet with a man of no great in­tel­lect. What was Miss Ab­bott up to? That was one of the things he was go­ing to dis­cov­er. While she had it out with Har­riet, he would have it out with Gino. He fol­lowed the Dogana’s re­l­at­ive softly, like a dip­lo­mat­ist.

			He did not fol­low her long, for this was the Vol­terra gate, and the house was ex­actly op­pos­ite to it. In half a minute they had scrambled down the mule-track and reached the only prac­tic­able en­trance. Philip laughed, partly at the thought of Lilia in such a build­ing, partly in the con­fid­ence of vic­tory. Mean­while the Dogana’s re­l­at­ive lif­ted up her voice and gave a shout.

			For an im­press­ive in­ter­val there was no reply. Then the fig­ure of a wo­man ap­peared high up on the log­gia.

			“That is Per­fetta,” said the girl.

			“I want to see Si­gnor Carella,” cried Philip.

			“Out!”

			“Out,” echoed the girl com­pla­cently.

			“Why on earth did you say he was in?” He could have strangled her for tem­per. He had been just ripe for an in­ter­view—just the right com­bin­a­tion of in­dig­na­tion and acute­ness: blood hot, brain cool. But noth­ing ever did go right in Monteri­ano. “When will he be back?” he called to Per­fetta. It really was too bad.

			She did not know. He was away on busi­ness. He might be back this even­ing, he might not. He had gone to Pog­gibonsi.

			At the sound of this word the little girl put her fin­gers to her nose and swept them at the plain. She sang as she did so, even as her fore­moth­ers had sung sev­en hun­dred years back—

			
				
					Pog­gibonizzi, fatti in là
					

					Che Monteri­ano si fa cit­tà!
				

			

			Then she asked Philip for a half­penny. A Ger­man lady, friendly to the Past, had giv­en her one that very spring.

			“I shall have to leave a mes­sage,” he called.

			“Now Per­fetta has gone for her bas­ket,” said the little girl. “When she re­turns she will lower it—so. Then you will put your card in­to it. Then she will raise it—thus. By this means—”

			When Per­fetta re­turned, Philip re­membered to ask after the baby. It took longer to find than the bas­ket, and he stood per­spir­ing in the even­ing sun, try­ing to avoid the smell of the drains and to pre­vent the little girl from singing against Pog­gibonsi. The olive trees be­side him were draped with the weekly—or more prob­ably the monthly—wash. What a fright­ful spotty blouse! He could not think where he had seen it. Then he re­membered that it was Lilia’s. She had brought it “to hack about in” at Saw­ston, and had taken it to Italy be­cause “in Italy any­thing does.” He had re­buked her for the sen­ti­ment.

			“Beau­ti­ful as an an­gel!” bel­lowed Per­fetta, hold­ing out some­thing which must be Lilia’s baby. “But who am I ad­dress­ing?”

			“Thank you—here is my card.” He had writ­ten on it a civil re­quest to Gino for an in­ter­view next morn­ing. But be­fore he placed it in the bas­ket and re­vealed his iden­tity, he wished to find some­thing out. “Has a young lady happened to call here lately—a young Eng­lish lady?”

			Per­fetta begged his par­don: she was a little deaf.

			“A young lady—pale, large, tall.”

			She did not quite catch.

			“A young lady!”

			“Per­fetta is deaf when she chooses,” said the Dogana’s re­l­at­ive. At last Philip ad­mit­ted the pe­cu­li­ar­ity and strode away. He paid off the de­test­able child at the Vol­terra gate. She got two nick­el pieces and was not pleased, partly be­cause it was too much, partly be­cause he did not look pleased when he gave it to her. He caught her fath­ers and cous­ins wink­ing at each oth­er as he walked past them. Monteri­ano seemed in one con­spir­acy to make him look a fool. He felt tired and anxious and muddled, and not sure of any­thing ex­cept that his tem­per was lost. In this mood he re­turned to the Stella d’Italia, and there, as he was as­cend­ing the stairs, Miss Ab­bott popped out of the din­ing room on the first floor and beckoned to him mys­ter­i­ously.

			“I was go­ing to make my­self some tea,” he said, with his hand still on the ban­is­ters.

			“I should be grate­ful—”

			So he fol­lowed her in­to the din­ing room and shut the door.

			“You see,” she began, “Har­riet knows noth­ing.”

			“No more do I. He was out.”

			“But what’s that to do with it?”

			He presen­ted her with an un­pleas­ant smile. She fenced well, as he had no­ticed be­fore. “He was out. You find me as ig­nor­ant as you have left Har­riet.”

			“What do you mean? Please, please Mr. Her­ri­ton, don’t be mys­ter­i­ous: there isn’t the time. Any mo­ment Har­riet may be down, and we shan’t have de­cided how to be­have to her. Saw­ston was dif­fer­ent: we had to keep up ap­pear­ances. But here we must speak out, and I think I can trust you to do it. Oth­er­wise we’ll nev­er start clear.”

			“Pray let us start clear,” said Philip, pa­cing up and down the room. “Per­mit me to be­gin by ask­ing you a ques­tion. In which ca­pa­city have you come to Monteri­ano—spy or trait­or?”

			“Spy!” she answered, without a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion. She was stand­ing by the little Goth­ic win­dow as she spoke—the hotel had been a palace once—and with her fin­ger she was fol­low­ing the curves of the mould­ing as if they might feel beau­ti­ful and strange. “Spy,” she re­peated, for Philip was be­wildered at learn­ing her guilt so eas­ily, and could not an­swer a word. “Your moth­er has be­haved dis­hon­our­ably all through. She nev­er wanted the child; no harm in that; but she is too proud to let it come to me. She has done all she could to wreck things; she did not tell you everything; she has told Har­riet noth­ing at all; she has lied or ac­ted lies every­where. I can­not trust your moth­er. So I have come here alone—all across Europe; no one knows it; my fath­er thinks I am in Nor­mandy—to spy on Mrs. Her­ri­ton. Don’t let’s ar­gue!” for he had be­gun, al­most mech­an­ic­ally, to re­buke her for im­per­tin­ence. “If you are here to get the child, I will help you; if you are here to fail, I shall get it in­stead of you.”

			“It is hope­less to ex­pect you to be­lieve me,” he stammered. “But I can as­sert that we are here to get the child, even if it costs us all we’ve got. My moth­er has fixed no money lim­it whatever. I am here to carry out her in­struc­tions. I think that you will ap­prove of them, as you have prac­tic­ally dic­tated them. I do not ap­prove of them. They are ab­surd.”

			She nod­ded care­lessly. She did not mind what he said. All she wanted was to get the baby out of Monteri­ano.

			“Har­riet also car­ries out your in­struc­tions,” he con­tin­ued. “She, how­ever, ap­proves of them, and does not know that they pro­ceed from you. I think, Miss Ab­bott, you had bet­ter take en­tire charge of the res­cue party. I have asked for an in­ter­view with Si­gnor Carella to­mor­row morn­ing. Do you ac­qui­esce?”

			She nod­ded again.

			“Might I ask for de­tails of your in­ter­view with him? They might be help­ful to me.”

			He had spoken at ran­dom. To his de­light she sud­denly col­lapsed. Her hand fell from the win­dow. Her face was red with more than the re­flec­tion of even­ing.

			“My in­ter­view—how do you know of it?”

			“From Per­fetta, if it in­terests you.”

			“Who ever is Per­fetta?”

			“The wo­man who must have let you in.”

			“In where?”

			“In­to Si­gnor Carella’s house.”

			“Mr. Her­ri­ton!” she ex­claimed. “How could you be­lieve her? Do you sup­pose that I would have entered that man’s house, know­ing about him all that I do? I think you have very odd ideas of what is pos­sible for a lady. I hear you wanted Har­riet to go. Very prop­erly she re­fused. Eight­een months ago I might have done such a thing. But I trust I have learnt how to be­have by now.”

			Philip began to see that there were two Miss Ab­botts—the Miss Ab­bott who could travel alone to Monteri­ano, and the Miss Ab­bott who could not enter Gino’s house when she got there. It was an amus­ing dis­cov­ery. Which of them would re­spond to his next move?

			“I sup­pose I mis­un­der­stood Per­fetta. Where did you have your in­ter­view, then?”

			“Not an in­ter­view—an ac­ci­dent—I am very sorry—I meant you to have the chance of see­ing him first. Though it is your fault. You are a day late. You were due here yes­ter­day. So I came yes­ter­day, and, not find­ing you, went up to the Rocca—you know that kit­chen garden where they let you in, and there is a lad­der up to a broken tower, where you can stand and see all the oth­er towers be­low you and the plain and all the oth­er hills?”

			“Yes, yes. I know the Rocca; I told you of it.”

			“So I went up in the even­ing for the sun­set: I had noth­ing to do. He was in the garden: it be­longs to a friend of his.”

			“And you talked.”

			“It was very awk­ward for me. But I had to talk: he seemed to make me. You see he thought I was here as a tour­ist; he thinks so still. He in­ten­ded to be civil, and I judged it bet­ter to be civil also.”

			“And of what did you talk?”

			“The weath­er—there will be rain, he says, by to­mor­row even­ing—the oth­er towns, Eng­land, my­self, about you a little, and he ac­tu­ally men­tioned Lilia. He was per­fectly dis­gust­ing; he pre­ten­ded he loved her; he offered to show me her grave—the grave of the wo­man he has murdered!”

			“My dear Miss Ab­bott, he is not a mur­der­er. I have just been driv­ing that in­to Har­riet. And when you know the Itali­ans as well as I do, you will real­ize that in all that he said to you he was per­fectly sin­cere. The Itali­ans are es­sen­tially dra­mat­ic; they look on death and love as spec­tacles. I don’t doubt that he per­suaded him­self, for the mo­ment, that he had be­haved ad­mir­ably, both as hus­band and wid­ower.”

			“You may be right,” said Miss Ab­bott, im­pressed for the first time. “When I tried to pave the way, so to speak—to hint that he had not be­haved as he ought—well, it was no good at all. He couldn’t or wouldn’t un­der­stand.”

			There was some­thing very hu­mor­ous in the idea of Miss Ab­bott ap­proach­ing Gino, on the Rocca, in the spir­it of a dis­trict vis­it­or. Philip, whose tem­per was re­turn­ing, laughed.

			“Har­riet would say he has no sense of sin.”

			“Har­riet may be right, I am afraid.”

			“If so, per­haps he isn’t sin­ful!”

			Miss Ab­bott was not one to en­cour­age lev­ity. “I know what he has done,” she said. “What he says and what he thinks is of very little im­port­ance.”

			Philip smiled at her crudity. “I should like to hear, though, what he said about me. Is he pre­par­ing a warm re­cep­tion?”

			“Oh, no, not that. I nev­er told him that you and Har­riet were com­ing. You could have taken him by sur­prise if you liked. He only asked for you, and wished he hadn’t been so rude to you eight­een months ago.”

			“What a memory the fel­low has for little things!” He turned away as he spoke, for he did not want her to see his face. It was suf­fused with pleas­ure. For an apo­logy, which would have been in­tol­er­able eight­een months ago, was gra­cious and agree­able now.

			She would not let this pass. “You did not think it a little thing at the time. You told me he had as­saul­ted you.”

			“I lost my tem­per,” said Philip lightly. His van­ity had been ap­peased, and he knew it. This tiny piece of ci­vil­ity had changed his mood. “Did he really—what ex­actly did he say?”

			“He said he was sorry—pleas­antly, as Itali­ans do say such things. But he nev­er men­tioned the baby once.”

			What did the baby mat­ter when the world was sud­denly right way up? Philip smiled, and was shocked at him­self for smil­ing, and smiled again. For ro­mance had come back to Italy; there were no cads in her; she was beau­ti­ful, cour­teous, lov­able, as of old. And Miss Ab­bott—she, too, was beau­ti­ful in her way, for all her gauche­ness and con­ven­tion­al­ity. She really cared about life, and tried to live it prop­erly. And Har­riet—even Har­riet tried.

			This ad­mir­able change in Philip pro­ceeds from noth­ing ad­mir­able, and may there­fore pro­voke the gibes of the cyn­ic­al. But an­gels and oth­er prac­tic­al people will ac­cept it rev­er­ently, and write it down as good.

			“The view from the Rocca (small gra­tu­ity) is finest at sun­set,” he mur­mured, more to him­self than to her.

			“And he nev­er men­tioned the baby once,” Miss Ab­bott re­peated. But she had re­turned to the win­dow, and again her fin­ger pur­sued the del­ic­ate curves. He watched her in si­lence, and was more at­trac­ted to her than he had ever been be­fore. She really was the strangest mix­ture.

			“The view from the Rocca—wasn’t it fine?”

			“What isn’t fine here?” she answered gently, and then ad­ded, “I wish I was Har­riet,” throw­ing an ex­traordin­ary mean­ing in­to the words.

			“Be­cause Har­riet—?”

			She would not go fur­ther, but he be­lieved that she had paid homage to the com­plex­ity of life. For her, at all events, the ex­ped­i­tion was neither easy nor jolly. Beauty, evil, charm, vul­gar­ity, mys­tery—she also ac­know­ledged this tangle, in spite of her­self. And her voice thrilled him when she broke si­lence with “Mr. Her­ri­ton—come here—look at this!”

			She re­moved a pile of plates from the Goth­ic win­dow, and they leant out of it. Close op­pos­ite, wedged between mean houses, there rose up one of the great towers. It is your tower: you stretch a bar­ri­cade between it and the hotel, and the traffic is blocked in a mo­ment. Farther up, where the street emp­ties out by the church, your con­nec­tions, the Merli and the Ca­poc­chi, do like­wise. They com­mand the Piazza, you the Si­ena gate. No one can move in either but he shall be in­stantly slain, either by bows or by cross­bows, or by Greek fire. Be­ware, how­ever, of the back bed­room win­dows. For they are men­aced by the tower of the Al­do­bran­des­chi, and be­fore now ar­rows have stuck quiv­er­ing over the wash­stand. Guard these win­dows well, lest there be a re­pe­ti­tion of the events of Feb­ru­ary 1338, when the hotel was sur­prised from the rear, and your dearest friend—you could just make out that it was he—was thrown at you over the stairs.

			“It reaches up to heav­en,” said Philip, “and down to the oth­er place.” The sum­mit of the tower was ra­di­ant in the sun, while its base was in shad­ow and pas­ted over with ad­vert­ise­ments. “Is it to be a sym­bol of the town?”

			She gave no hint that she un­der­stood him. But they re­mained to­geth­er at the win­dow be­cause it was a little cool­er and so pleas­ant. Philip found a cer­tain grace and light­ness in his com­pan­ion which he had nev­er no­ticed in Eng­land. She was ap­pallingly nar­row, but her con­scious­ness of wider things gave to her nar­row­ness a pathet­ic charm. He did not sus­pect that he was more grace­ful too. For our van­ity is such that we hold our own char­ac­ters im­mut­able, and we are slow to ac­know­ledge that they have changed, even for the bet­ter.

			Cit­izens came out for a little stroll be­fore din­ner. Some of them stood and gazed at the ad­vert­ise­ments on the tower.

			“Surely that isn’t an op­era-bill?” said Miss Ab­bott.

			Philip put on his pince-nez. “ ‘Lu­cia di Lam­mer­moor. By the Mas­ter Don­iz­etti. Unique rep­res­ent­a­tion. This even­ing.’ ”

			“But is there an op­era? Right up here?”

			“Why, yes. These people know how to live. They would soon­er have a thing bad than not have it at all. That is why they have got to have so much that is good. How­ever bad the per­form­ance is to­night, it will be alive. Itali­ans don’t love mu­sic si­lently, like the beastly Ger­mans. The audi­ence takes its share—some­times more.”

			“Can’t we go?”

			He turned on her, but not un­kindly. “But we’re here to res­cue a child!”

			He cursed him­self for the re­mark. All the pleas­ure and the light went out of her face, and she be­came again Miss Ab­bott of Saw­ston—good, oh, most un­doubtedly good, but most ap­pallingly dull. Dull and re­morse­ful: it is a deadly com­bin­a­tion, and he strove against it in vain till he was in­ter­rup­ted by the open­ing of the din­ing room door.

			They star­ted as guiltily as if they had been flirt­ing. Their in­ter­view had taken such an un­ex­pec­ted course. An­ger, cyn­icism, stub­born mor­al­ity—all had ended in a feel­ing of good­will to­wards each oth­er and to­wards the city which had re­ceived them. And now Har­riet was here—ac­rid, in­dis­sol­uble, large; the same in Italy as in Eng­land—chan­ging her dis­pos­i­tion nev­er, and her at­mo­sphere un­der protest.

			Yet even Har­riet was hu­man, and the bet­ter for a little tea. She did not scold Philip for find­ing Gino out, as she might reas­on­ably have done. She showered ci­vil­it­ies on Miss Ab­bott, ex­claim­ing again and again that Car­oline’s vis­it was one of the most for­tu­nate co­in­cid­ences in the world. Car­oline did not con­tra­dict her.

			“You see him to­mor­row at ten, Philip. Well, don’t for­get the blank cheque. Say an hour for the busi­ness. No, Itali­ans are so slow; say two. Twelve o’clock. Lunch. Well—then it’s no good go­ing till the even­ing train. I can man­age the baby as far as Florence—”

			“My dear sis­ter, you can’t run on like that. You don’t buy a pair of gloves in two hours, much less a baby.”

			“Three hours, then, or four; or make him learn Eng­lish ways. At Florence we get a nurse—”

			“But, Har­riet,” said Miss Ab­bott, “what if at first he was to re­fuse?”

			“I don’t know the mean­ing of the word,” said Har­riet im­press­ively. “I’ve told the land­lady that Philip and I only want our rooms one night, and we shall keep to it.”

			“I dare say it will be all right. But, as I told you, I thought the man I met on the Rocca a strange, dif­fi­cult man.”

			“He’s in­solent to ladies, we know. But my broth­er can be trus­ted to bring him to his senses. That wo­man, Philip, whom you saw will carry the baby to the hotel. Of course you must tip her for it. And try, if you can, to get poor Lilia’s sil­ver bangles. They were nice quiet things, and will do for Irma. And there is an in­laid box I lent her—lent, not gave—to keep her handker­chiefs in. It’s of no real value; but this is our only chance. Don’t ask for it; but if you see it ly­ing about, just say—”

			“No, Har­riet; I’ll try for the baby, but for noth­ing else. I prom­ise to do that to­mor­row, and to do it in the way you wish. But to­night, as we’re all tired, we want a change of top­ic. We want re­lax­a­tion. We want to go to the theatre.”

			“Theatres here? And at such a mo­ment?”

			“We should hardly en­joy it, with the great in­ter­view im­pend­ing,” said Miss Ab­bott, with an anxious glance at Philip.

			He did not be­tray her, but said, “Don’t you think it’s bet­ter than sit­ting in all the even­ing and get­ting nervous?”

			His sis­ter shook her head. “Moth­er wouldn’t like it. It would be most un­suit­able—al­most ir­rev­er­ent. Be­sides all that, for­eign theatres are no­tori­ous. Don’t you re­mem­ber those let­ters in the Church Fam­ily News­pa­per?”

			“But this is an op­era—Lu­cia di Lam­mer­moor—Sir Wal­ter Scott—clas­sic­al, you know.”

			Har­riet’s face grew resigned. “Cer­tainly one has so few op­por­tun­it­ies of hear­ing mu­sic. It is sure to be very bad. But it might be bet­ter than sit­ting idle all the even­ing. We have no book, and I lost my crochet at Florence.”

			“Good. Miss Ab­bott, you are com­ing too?”

			“It is very kind of you, Mr. Her­ri­ton. In some ways I should en­joy it; but—ex­cuse the sug­ges­tion—I don’t think we ought to go to cheap seats.”

			“Good gra­cious me!” cried Har­riet, “I should nev­er have thought of that. As likely as not, we should have tried to save money and sat among the most aw­ful people. One keeps on for­get­ting this is Italy.”

			“Un­for­tu­nately I have no even­ing dress; and if the seats—”

			“Oh, that’ll be all right,” said Philip, smil­ing at his timor­ous, scru­pu­lous wo­men­kind. “We’ll go as we are, and buy the best we can get. Monteri­ano is not form­al.”

			So this strenu­ous day of res­ol­u­tions, plans, alarms, battles, vic­tor­ies, de­feats, truces, ended at the op­era. Miss Ab­bott and Har­riet were both a little shame­faced. They thought of their friends at Saw­ston, who were sup­pos­ing them to be now tilt­ing against the powers of evil. What would Mrs. Her­ri­ton, or Irma, or the cur­ates at the Back Kit­chen say if they could see the res­cue party at a place of amuse­ment on the very first day of its mis­sion? Philip, too, mar­velled at his wish to go. He began to see that he was en­joy­ing his time in Monteri­ano, in spite of the tire­some­ness of his com­pan­ions and the oc­ca­sion­al con­trar­i­ness of him­self.

			He had been to this theatre many years be­fore, on the oc­ca­sion of a per­form­ance of La Zia di Carlo. Since then it had been thor­oughly done up, in the tints of the beet­root and the to­mato, and was in many oth­er ways a cred­it to the little town. The or­ches­tra had been en­larged, some of the boxes had terra-cotta draper­ies, and over each box was now sus­pen­ded an enorm­ous tab­let, neatly framed, bear­ing upon it the num­ber of that box. There was also a drop-scene, rep­res­ent­ing a pink and purple land­scape, wherein spor­ted many a lady lightly clad, and two more ladies lay along the top of the pro­scen­i­um to steady a large and pal­lid clock. So rich and so ap­palling was the ef­fect, that Philip could scarcely sup­press a cry. There is some­thing majest­ic in the bad taste of Italy; it is not the bad taste of a coun­try which knows no bet­ter; it has not the nervous vul­gar­ity of Eng­land, or the blinded vul­gar­ity of Ger­many. It ob­serves beauty, and chooses to pass it by. But it at­tains to beauty’s con­fid­ence. This tiny theatre of Monteri­ano spra­ddled and swaggered with the best of them, and these ladies with their clock would have nod­ded to the young men on the ceil­ing of the Sis­tine.

			Philip had tried for a box, but all the best were taken: it was rather a grand per­form­ance, and he had to be con­tent with stalls. Har­riet was fret­ful and in­su­lar. Miss Ab­bott was pleas­ant, and in­sisted on prais­ing everything: her only re­gret was that she had no pretty clothes with her.

			“We do all right,” said Philip, amused at her un­wonted van­ity.

			“Yes, I know; but pretty things pack as eas­ily as ugly ones. We had no need to come to Italy like guys.”

			This time he did not reply, “But we’re here to res­cue a baby.” For he saw a charm­ing pic­ture, as charm­ing a pic­ture as he had seen for years—the hot red theatre; out­side the theatre, towers and dark gates and me­di­ev­al walls; bey­ond the walls olive trees in the star­light and white wind­ing roads and fire­flies and un­troubled dust; and here in the middle of it all, Miss Ab­bott, wish­ing she had not come look­ing like a guy. She had made the right re­mark. Most un­doubtedly she had made the right re­mark. This stiff sub­urb­an wo­man was un­bend­ing be­fore the shrine.

			“Don’t you like it at all?” he asked her.

			“Most aw­fully.” And by this bald in­ter­change they con­vinced each oth­er that Ro­mance was here.

			Har­riet, mean­while, had been cough­ing omin­ously at the drop-scene, which presently rose on the grounds of Ravens­wood, and the chor­us of Scotch re­tain­ers burst in­to cry. The audi­ence ac­com­pan­ied with tap­pings and drum­mings, sway­ing in the melody like corn in the wind. Har­riet, though she did not care for mu­sic, knew how to listen to it. She uttered an acid “Shish!”

			“Shut it,” whispered her broth­er.

			“We must make a stand from the be­gin­ning. They’re talk­ing.”

			“It is tire­some,” mur­mured Miss Ab­bott; “but per­haps it isn’t for us to in­ter­fere.”

			Har­riet shook her head and shished again. The people were quiet, not be­cause it is wrong to talk dur­ing a chor­us, but be­cause it is nat­ur­al to be civil to a vis­it­or. For a little time she kept the whole house in or­der, and could smile at her broth­er com­pla­cently.

			Her suc­cess an­noyed him. He had grasped the prin­ciple of op­era in Italy—it aims not at il­lu­sion but at en­ter­tain­ment—and he did not want this great even­ing party to turn in­to a pray­er meet­ing. But soon the boxes began to fill, and Har­riet’s power was over. Fam­il­ies greeted each oth­er across the aud­it­or­i­um. People in the pit hailed their broth­ers and sons in the chor­us, and told them how well they were singing. When Lu­cia ap­peared by the foun­tain there was loud ap­plause, and cries of “Wel­come to Monteri­ano!”

			“Ri­dicu­lous ba­bies!” said Har­riet, set­tling down in her stall.

			“Why, it is the fam­ous hot lady of the Apen­nines,” cried Philip; “the one who had nev­er, nev­er be­fore—”

			“Ugh! Don’t. She will be very vul­gar. And I’m sure it’s even worse here than in the tun­nel. I wish we’d nev­er—”

			Lu­cia began to sing, and there was a mo­ment’s si­lence. She was stout and ugly; but her voice was still beau­ti­ful, and as she sang the theatre mur­mured like a hive of happy bees. All through the col­oratura she was ac­com­pan­ied by sighs, and its top note was drowned in a shout of uni­ver­sal joy.

			So the op­era pro­ceeded. The sing­ers drew in­spir­a­tion from the audi­ence, and the two great sex­tettes were rendered not un­wor­thily. Miss Ab­bott fell in­to the spir­it of the thing. She, too, chat­ted and laughed and ap­plauded and en­cored, and re­joiced in the ex­ist­ence of beauty. As for Philip, he for­got him­self as well as his mis­sion. He was not even an en­thu­si­ast­ic vis­it­or. For he had been in this place al­ways. It was his home.

			Har­riet, like M. Bo­vary on a more fam­ous oc­ca­sion, was try­ing to fol­low the plot. Oc­ca­sion­ally she nudged her com­pan­ions, and asked them what had be­come of Wal­ter Scott. She looked round grimly. The audi­ence soun­ded drunk, and even Car­oline, who nev­er took a drop, was sway­ing oddly. Vi­ol­ent waves of ex­cite­ment, all arising from very little, went sweep­ing round the theatre. The cli­max was reached in the mad scene. Lu­cia, clad in white, as be­fit­ted her mal­ady, sud­denly gathered up her stream­ing hair and bowed her ac­know­ledg­ment to the audi­ence. Then from the back of the stage—she feigned not to see it—there ad­vanced a kind of bam­boo clotheshorse, stuck all over with bou­quets. It was very ugly, and most of the flowers in it were false. Lu­cia knew this, and so did the audi­ence; and they all knew that the clotheshorse was a piece of stage prop­erty, brought in to make the per­form­ance go year after year. None the less did it un­loose the great deeps. With a scream of amazement and joy she em­braced the an­im­al, pulled out one or two prac­tic­able blos­soms, pressed them to her lips, and flung them in­to her ad­mirers. They flung them back, with loud me­lodi­ous cries, and a little boy in one of the stage­boxes snatched up his sis­ter’s carna­tions and offered them. “Che carino!” ex­claimed the sing­er. She dar­ted at the little boy and kissed him. Now the noise be­came tre­mend­ous. “Si­lence! si­lence!” shouted many old gen­tle­men be­hind. “Let the di­vine creature con­tin­ue!” But the young men in the ad­ja­cent box were im­plor­ing Lu­cia to ex­tend her ci­vil­ity to them. She re­fused, with a hu­mor­ous, ex­press­ive ges­ture. One of them hurled a bou­quet at her. She spurned it with her foot. Then, en­cour­aged by the roars of the audi­ence, she picked it up and tossed it to them. Har­riet was al­ways un­for­tu­nate. The bou­quet struck her full in the chest, and a little bil­let-doux fell out of it in­to her lap.

			“Call this clas­sic­al!” she cried, rising from her seat. “It’s not even re­spect­able! Philip! take me out at once.”

			“Whose is it?” shouted her broth­er, hold­ing up the bou­quet in one hand and the bil­let-doux in the oth­er. “Whose is it?”

			The house ex­ploded, and one of the boxes was vi­ol­ently agit­ated, as if someone was be­ing hauled to the front. Har­riet moved down the gang­way, and com­pelled Miss Ab­bott to fol­low her. Philip, still laugh­ing and call­ing “Whose is it?” brought up the rear. He was drunk with ex­cite­ment. The heat, the fa­tigue, and the en­joy­ment had moun­ted in­to his head.

			“To the left!” the people cried. “The in­nam­or­ato is to the left.”

			He deser­ted his ladies and plunged to­wards the box. A young man was flung stom­ach down­wards across the bal­us­trade. Philip handed him up the bou­quet and the note. Then his own hands were seized af­fec­tion­ately. It all seemed quite nat­ur­al.

			“Why have you not writ­ten?” cried the young man. “Why do you take me by sur­prise?”

			“Oh, I’ve writ­ten,” said Philip hil­ari­ously. “I left a note this af­ter­noon.”

			“Si­lence! si­lence!” cried the audi­ence, who were be­gin­ning to have enough. “Let the di­vine creature con­tin­ue.” Miss Ab­bott and Har­riet had dis­ap­peared.

			“No! no!” cried the young man. “You don’t es­cape me now.” For Philip was try­ing feebly to dis­en­gage his hands. Ami­able youths bent out of the box and in­vited him to enter it.

			“Gino’s friends are ours—”

			“Friends?” cried Gino. “A re­l­at­ive! A broth­er! Fra Fil­ippo, who has come all the way from Eng­land and nev­er writ­ten.”

			“I left a mes­sage.”

			The audi­ence began to hiss.

			“Come in to us.”

			“Thank you—ladies—there is not time—”

			The next mo­ment he was swinging by his arms. The mo­ment after he shot over the bal­us­trade in­to the box. Then the con­duct­or, see­ing that the in­cid­ent was over, raised his bat­on. The house was hushed, and Lu­cia di Lam­mer­moor re­sumed her song of mad­ness and death.

			Philip had whispered in­tro­duc­tions to the pleas­ant people who had pulled him in—trades­men’s sons per­haps they were, or med­ic­al stu­dents, or so­li­cit­ors’ clerks, or sons of oth­er dent­ists. There is no know­ing who is who in Italy. The guest of the even­ing was a private sol­dier. He shared the hon­our now with Philip. The two had to stand side by side in the front, and ex­change com­pli­ments, whilst Gino presided, cour­teous, but de­light­fully fa­mil­i­ar. Philip would have a spasm of hor­ror at the muddle he had made. But the spasm would pass, and again he would be en­chanted by the kind, cheer­ful voices, the laughter that was nev­er vap­id, and the light caress of the arm across his back.

			He could not get away till the play was nearly fin­ished, and Edgardo was singing amongst the tombs of an­cest­ors. His new friends hoped to see him at the Garibaldi to­mor­row even­ing. He prom­ised; then he re­membered that if they kept to Har­riet’s plan he would have left Monteri­ano. “At ten o’clock, then,” he said to Gino. “I want to speak to you alone. At ten.”

			“Cer­tainly!” laughed the oth­er.

			Miss Ab­bott was sit­ting up for him when he got back. Har­riet, it seemed, had gone straight to bed.

			“That was he, wasn’t it?” she asked.

			“Yes, rather.”

			“I sup­pose you didn’t settle any­thing?”

			“Why, no; how could I? The fact is—well, I got taken by sur­prise, but after all, what does it mat­ter? There’s no earthly reas­on why we shouldn’t do the busi­ness pleas­antly. He’s a per­fectly charm­ing per­son, and so are his friends. I’m his friend now—his long-lost broth­er. What’s the harm? I tell you, Miss Ab­bott, it’s one thing for Eng­land and an­oth­er for Italy. There we plan and get on high mor­al horses. Here we find what asses we are, for things go off quite eas­ily, all by them­selves. My hat, what a night! Did you ever see a really purple sky and really sil­ver stars be­fore? Well, as I was say­ing, it’s ab­surd to worry; he’s not a porky fath­er. He wants that baby as little as I do. He’s been rag­ging my dear moth­er—just as he ragged me eight­een months ago, and I’ve for­giv­en him. Oh, but he has a sense of hu­mour!”

			Miss Ab­bott, too, had a won­der­ful even­ing, nor did she ever re­mem­ber such stars or such a sky. Her head, too, was full of mu­sic, and that night when she opened the win­dow her room was filled with warm, sweet air. She was bathed in beauty with­in and without; she could not go to bed for hap­pi­ness. Had she ever been so happy be­fore? Yes, once be­fore, and here, a night in March, the night Gino and Lilia had told her of their love—the night whose evil she had come now to undo.

			She gave a sud­den cry of shame. “This time—the same place—the same thing”—and she began to beat down her hap­pi­ness, know­ing it to be sin­ful. She was here to fight against this place, to res­cue a little soul—who was in­no­cent as yet. She was here to cham­pi­on mor­al­ity and pur­ity, and the holy life of an Eng­lish home. In the spring she had sinned through ig­nor­ance; she was not ig­nor­ant now. “Help me!” she cried, and shut the win­dow as if there was ma­gic in the en­circ­ling air. But the tunes would not go out of her head, and all night long she was troubled by tor­rents of mu­sic, and by ap­plause and laughter, and angry young men who shouted the distich out of Baedeker:—

			
				
					Pog­gibonizzi, fatti in là
					

					Che Monteri­ano si fa cit­tà!
				

			

			Pog­gibonsi was re­vealed to her as they sang—a joy­less, strag­gling place, full of people who pre­ten­ded. When she woke up she knew that it had been Saw­ston.

		
	
		
			VII

			At about nine o’clock next morn­ing Per­fetta went out onto the log­gia, not to look at the view, but to throw some dirty wa­ter at it. “Scusi tanto!” she wailed, for the wa­ter spattered a tall young lady who had for some time been tap­ping at the lower door.

			“Is Si­gnor Carella in?” the young lady asked. It was no busi­ness of Per­fetta’s to be shocked, and the style of the vis­it­or seemed to de­mand the re­cep­tion room. Ac­cord­ingly she opened its shut­ters, dus­ted a round patch on one of the horse­hair chairs, and bade the lady do her­self the in­con­veni­ence of sit­ting down. Then she ran in­to Monteri­ano and shouted up and down its streets un­til such time as her young mas­ter should hear her.

			The re­cep­tion room was sac­red to the dead wife. Her shiny por­trait hung upon the wall—sim­il­ar, doubt­less, in all re­spects to the one which would be pas­ted on her tomb­stone. A little piece of black drapery had been tacked above the frame to lend a dig­nity to woe. But two of the tacks had fallen out, and the ef­fect was now rak­ish, as of a drunk­ard’s bon­net. A coon song lay open on the pi­ano, and of the two tables one sup­por­ted Baedeker’s Cent­ral Italy, the oth­er Har­riet’s in­laid box. And over everything there lay a de­pos­it of heavy white dust, which was only blown off one mo­ment to thick­en on an­oth­er. It is well to be re­membered with love. It is not so very dread­ful to be for­got­ten en­tirely. But if we shall re­sent any­thing on earth at all, we shall re­sent the con­sec­ra­tion of a deser­ted room.

			Miss Ab­bott did not sit down, partly be­cause the an­ti­macas­sars might har­bour fleas, partly be­cause she had sud­denly felt faint, and was glad to cling onto the fun­nel of the stove. She struggled with her­self, for she had need to be very calm; only if she was very calm might her be­ha­viour be jus­ti­fied. She had broken faith with Philip and Har­riet: she was go­ing to try for the baby be­fore they did. If she failed she could scarcely look them in the face again.

			“Har­riet and her broth­er,” she reasoned, “don’t real­ize what is be­fore them. She would bluster and be rude; he would be pleas­ant and take it as a joke. Both of them—even if they offered money—would fail. But I be­gin to un­der­stand the man’s nature; he does not love the child, but he will be touchy about it—and that is quite as bad for us. He’s charm­ing, but he’s no fool; he conquered me last year; he conquered Mr. Her­ri­ton yes­ter­day, and if I am not care­ful he will con­quer us all today, and the baby will grow up in Monteri­ano. He is ter­ribly strong; Lilia found that out, but only I re­mem­ber it now.”

			This at­tempt, and this jus­ti­fic­a­tion of it, were the res­ults of the long and rest­less night. Miss Ab­bott had come to be­lieve that she alone could do battle with Gino, be­cause she alone un­der­stood him; and she had put this, as nicely as she could, in a note which she had left for Philip. It dis­tressed her to write such a note, partly be­cause her edu­ca­tion in­clined her to rev­er­ence the male, partly be­cause she had got to like Philip a good deal after their last strange in­ter­view. His pet­ti­ness would be dis­persed, and as for his “un­con­ven­tion­al­ity,” which was so much gos­siped about at Saw­ston, she began to see that it did not dif­fer greatly from cer­tain fa­mil­i­ar no­tions of her own. If only he would for­give her for what she was do­ing now, there might per­haps be be­fore them a long and prof­it­able friend­ship. But she must suc­ceed. No one would for­give her if she did not suc­ceed. She pre­pared to do battle with the powers of evil.

			The voice of her ad­versary was heard at last, singing fear­lessly from his ex­pan­ded lungs, like a pro­fes­sion­al. Herein he differed from Eng­lish­men, who al­ways have a little feel­ing against mu­sic, and sing only from the throat, apo­lo­get­ic­ally. He pad­ded up­stairs, and looked in at the open door of the re­cep­tion room without see­ing her. Her heart leapt and her throat was dry when he turned away and passed, still singing, in­to the room op­pos­ite. It is alarm­ing not to be seen.

			He had left the door of this room open, and she could see in­to it, right across the land­ing. It was in a shock­ing mess. Food, bed­clothes, pat­ent-leath­er boots, dirty plates, and knives lay strewn over a large table and on the floor. But it was the mess that comes of life, not of des­ol­a­tion. It was prefer­able to the char­nel cham­ber in which she was stand­ing now, and the light in it was soft and large, as from some gra­cious, noble open­ing.

			He stopped singing, and cried “Where is Per­fetta?”

			His back was turned, and he was light­ing a ci­gar. He was not speak­ing to Miss Ab­bott. He could not even be ex­pect­ing her. The vista of the land­ing and the two open doors made him both re­mote and sig­ni­fic­ant, like an act­or on the stage, in­tim­ate and un­ap­proach­able at the same time. She could no more call out to him than if he was Ham­let.

			“You know!” he con­tin­ued, “but you will not tell me. Ex­actly like you.” He re­clined on the table and blew a fat smoke ring. “And why won’t you tell me the num­bers? I have dreamt of a red hen—that is two hun­dred and five, and a friend un­ex­pec­ted—he means eighty-two. But I try for the Ter­no this week. So tell me an­oth­er num­ber.”

			Miss Ab­bott did not know of the Tombola. His speech ter­ri­fied her. She felt those subtle re­stric­tions which come upon us in fa­tigue. Had she slept well she would have greeted him as soon as she saw him. Now it was im­possible. He had got in­to an­oth­er world.

			She watched his smoke ring. The air had car­ried it slowly away from him, and brought it out in­tact upon the land­ing.

			“Two hun­dred and five—eighty-two. In any case I shall put them on Bari, not on Florence. I can­not tell you why; I have a feel­ing this week for Bari.” Again she tried to speak. But the ring mes­mer­ized her. It had be­come vast and el­lipt­ic­al, and floated in at the re­cep­tion room door.

			“Ah! you don’t care if you get the profits. You won’t even say ‘Thank you, Gino.’ Say it, or I’ll drop hot, red-hot ashes on you. ‘Thank you, Gino—’ ”

			The ring had ex­ten­ded its pale blue coils to­wards her. She lost self-con­trol. It en­vel­oped her. As if it was a breath from the pit, she screamed.

			There he was, want­ing to know what had frightened her, how she had got here, why she had nev­er spoken. He made her sit down. He brought her wine, which she re­fused. She had not one word to say to him.

			“What is it?” he re­peated. “What has frightened you?”

			He, too, was frightened, and per­spir­a­tion came start­ing through the tan. For it is a ser­i­ous thing to have been watched. We all ra­di­ate some­thing curi­ously in­tim­ate when we be­lieve ourselves to be alone.

			“Busi­ness—” she said at last.

			“Busi­ness with me?”

			“Most im­port­ant busi­ness.” She was ly­ing, white and limp, in the dusty chair.

			“Be­fore busi­ness you must get well; this is the best wine.”

			She re­fused it feebly. He poured out a glass. She drank it. As she did so she be­came self-con­scious. How­ever im­port­ant the busi­ness, it was not prop­er of her to have called on him, or to ac­cept his hos­pit­al­ity.

			“Per­haps you are en­gaged,” she said. “And as I am not very well—”

			“You are not well enough to go back. And I am not en­gaged.”

			She looked nervously at the oth­er room.

			“Ah, now I un­der­stand,” he ex­claimed. “Now I see what frightened you. But why did you nev­er speak?” And tak­ing her in­to the room where he lived, he poin­ted to—the baby.

			She had thought so much about this baby, of its wel­fare, its soul, its mor­als, its prob­able de­fects. But, like most un­mar­ried people, she had only thought of it as a word—just as the healthy man only thinks of the word death, not of death it­self. The real thing, ly­ing asleep on a dirty rug, dis­con­cer­ted her. It did not stand for a prin­ciple any longer. It was so much flesh and blood, so many inches and ounces of life—a glor­i­ous, un­ques­tion­able fact, which a man and an­oth­er wo­man had giv­en to the world. You could talk to it; in time it would an­swer you; in time it would not an­swer you un­less it chose, but would secrete, with­in the com­pass of its body, thoughts and won­der­ful pas­sions of its own. And this was the ma­chine on which she and Mrs. Her­ri­ton and Philip and Har­riet had for the last month been ex­er­cising their vari­ous ideals—had de­term­ined that in time it should move this way or that way, should ac­com­plish this and not that. It was to be Low Church, it was to be high-prin­cipled, it was to be tact­ful, gen­tle­manly, artist­ic—ex­cel­lent things all. Yet now that she saw this baby, ly­ing asleep on a dirty rug, she had a great dis­pos­i­tion not to dic­tate one of them, and to ex­ert no more in­flu­ence than there may be in a kiss or in the vaguest of the heart­felt pray­ers.

			But she had prac­tised self-dis­cip­line, and her thoughts and ac­tions were not yet to cor­res­pond. To re­cov­er her self-es­teem she tried to ima­gine that she was in her dis­trict, and to be­have ac­cord­ingly.

			“What a fine child, Si­gnor Carella. And how nice of you to talk to it. Though I see that the un­grate­ful little fel­low is asleep! Sev­en months? No, eight; of course eight. Still, he is a re­mark­ably fine child for his age.”

			Itali­an is a bad me­di­um for con­des­cen­sion. The pat­ron­iz­ing words came out gra­cious and sin­cere, and he smiled with pleas­ure.

			“You must not stand. Let us sit on the log­gia, where it is cool. I am afraid the room is very un­tidy,” he ad­ded, with the air of a host­ess who apo­lo­gizes for a stray thread on the draw­ing room car­pet. Miss Ab­bott picked her way to the chair. He sat near her, astride the para­pet, with one foot in the log­gia and the oth­er dangling in­to the view. His face was in pro­file, and its beau­ti­ful con­tours drove art­fully against the misty green of the op­pos­ing hills. “Pos­ing!” said Miss Ab­bott to her­self. “A born artist’s mod­el.”

			“Mr. Her­ri­ton called yes­ter­day,” she began, “but you were out.”

			He star­ted an elab­or­ate and grace­ful ex­plan­a­tion. He had gone for the day to Pog­gibonsi. Why had the Her­ri­tons not writ­ten to him, so that he could have re­ceived them prop­erly? Pog­gibonsi would have done any day; not but what his busi­ness there was fairly im­port­ant. What did she sup­pose that it was?

			Nat­ur­ally she was not greatly in­ter­ested. She had not come from Saw­ston to guess why he had been to Pog­gibonsi. She answered po­litely that she had no idea, and re­turned to her mis­sion.

			“But guess!” he per­sisted, clap­ping the bal­us­trade between his hands.

			She sug­ges­ted, with gentle sar­casm, that per­haps he had gone to Pog­gibonsi to find some­thing to do.

			He in­tim­ated that it was not as im­port­ant as all that. Some­thing to do—an al­most hope­less quest! “E manca questo!” He rubbed his thumb and fore­finger to­geth­er, to in­dic­ate that he had no money. Then he sighed, and blew an­oth­er smoke ring. Miss Ab­bott took heart and turned dip­lo­mat­ic.

			“This house,” she said, “is a large house.”

			“Ex­actly,” was his gloomy reply. “And when my poor wife died—” He got up, went in, and walked across the land­ing to the re­cep­tion room door, which he closed rev­er­ently. Then he shut the door of the liv­ing room with his foot, re­turned briskly to his seat, and con­tin­ued his sen­tence. “When my poor wife died I thought of hav­ing my re­l­at­ives to live here. My fath­er wished to give up his prac­tice at Em­poli; my moth­er and sis­ters and two aunts were also will­ing. But it was im­possible. They have their ways of do­ing things, and when I was young­er I was con­tent with them. But now I am a man. I have my own ways. Do you un­der­stand?”

			“Yes, I do,” said Miss Ab­bott, think­ing of her own dear fath­er, whose tricks and habits, after twenty-five years spent in their com­pany, were be­gin­ning to get on her nerves. She re­membered, though, that she was not here to sym­path­ize with Gino—at all events, not to show that she sym­path­ized. She also re­minded her­self that he was not worthy of sym­pathy. “It is a large house,” she re­peated.

			“Im­mense; and the taxes! But it will be bet­ter when—Ah! but you have nev­er guessed why I went to Pog­gibonsi—why it was that I was out when he called.”

			“I can­not guess, Si­gnor Carella. I am here on busi­ness.”

			“But try.”

			“I can­not; I hardly know you.”

			“But we are old friends,” he said, “and your ap­prov­al will be grate­ful to me. You gave it me once be­fore. Will you give it now?”

			“I have not come as a friend this time,” she answered stiffly. “I am not likely, Si­gnor Carella, to ap­prove of any­thing you do.”

			“Oh, Si­gnor­ina!” He laughed, as if he found her pi­quant and amus­ing. “Surely you ap­prove of mar­riage?”

			“Where there is love,” said Miss Ab­bott, look­ing at him hard. His face had altered in the last year, but not for the worse, which was baff­ling.

			“Where there is love,” said he, po­litely echo­ing the Eng­lish view. Then he smiled on her, ex­pect­ing con­grat­u­la­tions.

			“Do I un­der­stand that you are pro­pos­ing to marry again?”

			He nod­ded.

			“I for­bid you, then!”

			He looked puzzled, but took it for some for­eign banter, and laughed.

			“I for­bid you!” re­peated Miss Ab­bott, and all the in­dig­na­tion of her sex and her na­tion­al­ity went thrill­ing through the words.

			“But why?” He jumped up, frown­ing. His voice was squeaky and petu­lant, like that of a child who is sud­denly for­bid­den a toy.

			“You have ruined one wo­man; I for­bid you to ru­in an­oth­er. It is not a year since Lilia died. You pre­ten­ded to me the oth­er day that you loved her. It is a lie. You wanted her money. Has this wo­man money too?”

			“Why, yes!” he said ir­rit­ably. “A little.”

			“And I sup­pose you will say that you love her.”

			“I shall not say it. It will be un­true. Now my poor wife—” He stopped, see­ing that the com­par­is­on would in­volve him in dif­fi­culties. And in­deed he had of­ten found Lilia as agree­able as any­one else.

			Miss Ab­bott was furi­ous at this fi­nal in­sult to her dead ac­quaint­ance. She was glad that after all she could be so angry with the boy. She glowed and throbbed; her tongue moved nimbly. At the fin­ish, if the real busi­ness of the day had been com­pleted, she could have swept majestic­ally from the house. But the baby still re­mained, asleep on a dirty rug.

			Gino was thought­ful, and stood scratch­ing his head. He re­spec­ted Miss Ab­bott. He wished that she would re­spect him. “So you do not ad­vise me?” he said dole­fully. “But why should it be a fail­ure?”

			Miss Ab­bott tried to re­mem­ber that he was really a child still—a child with the strength and the pas­sions of a dis­rep­ut­able man. “How can it suc­ceed,” she said sol­emnly, “where there is no love?”

			“But she does love me! I for­got to tell you that.”

			“In­deed.”

			“Pas­sion­ately.” He laid his hand upon his own heart.

			“Then God help her!”

			He stamped im­pa­tiently. “Whatever I say dis­pleases you, Si­gnor­ina. God help you, for you are most un­fair. You say that I ill-treated my dear wife. It is not so. I have nev­er ill-treated any­one. You com­plain that there is no love in this mar­riage. I prove that there is, and you be­come still more angry. What do you want? Do you sup­pose she will not be con­ten­ted? Glad enough she is to get me, and she will do her duty well.”

			“Her duty!” cried Miss Ab­bott, with all the bit­ter­ness of which she was cap­able.

			“Why, of course. She knows why I am mar­ry­ing her.”

			“To suc­ceed where Lilia failed! To be your house­keep­er, your slave, you—” The words she would like to have said were too vi­ol­ent for her.

			“To look after the baby, cer­tainly,” said he.

			“The baby—?” She had for­got­ten it.

			“It is an Eng­lish mar­riage,” he said proudly. “I do not care about the money. I am hav­ing her for my son. Did you not un­der­stand that?”

			“No,” said Miss Ab­bott, ut­terly be­wildered. Then, for a mo­ment, she saw light. “It is not ne­ces­sary, Si­gnor Carella. Since you are tired of the baby—”

			Ever after she re­membered it to her cred­it that she saw her mis­take at once. “I don’t mean that,” she ad­ded quickly.

			“I know,” was his cour­teous re­sponse. “Ah, in a for­eign lan­guage (and how per­fectly you speak Itali­an) one is cer­tain to make slips.”

			She looked at his face. It was ap­par­ently in­no­cent of satire.

			“You meant that we could not al­ways be to­geth­er yet, he and I. You are right. What is to be done? I can­not af­ford a nurse, and Per­fetta is too rough. When he was ill I dare not let her touch him. When he has to be washed, which hap­pens now and then, who does it? I. I feed him, or settle what he shall have. I sleep with him and com­fort him when he is un­happy in the night. No one talks, no one may sing to him but I. Do not be un­fair this time; I like to do these things. But nev­er­the­less (his voice be­came pathet­ic) they take up a great deal of time, and are not all suit­able for a young man.”

			“Not at all suit­able,” said Miss Ab­bott, and closed her eyes wear­ily. Each mo­ment her dif­fi­culties were in­creas­ing. She wished that she was not so tired, so open to con­tra­dict­ory im­pres­sions. She longed for Har­riet’s burly ob­tuse­ness or for the soul­less dip­lomacy of Mrs. Her­ri­ton.

			“A little more wine?” asked Gino kindly.

			“Oh, no, thank you! But mar­riage, Si­gnor Carella, is a very ser­i­ous step. Could you not man­age more simply? Your re­l­at­ive, for ex­ample—”

			“Em­poli! I would as soon have him in Eng­land!”

			“Eng­land, then—”

			He laughed.

			“He has a grand­moth­er there, you know—Mrs. Theo­bald.”

			“He has a grand­moth­er here. No, he is trouble­some, but I must have him with me. I will not even have my fath­er and moth­er too. For they would sep­ar­ate us,” he ad­ded.

			“How?”

			“They would sep­ar­ate our thoughts.”

			She was si­lent. This cruel, vi­cious fel­low knew of strange re­fine­ments. The hor­rible truth, that wicked people are cap­able of love, stood na­ked be­fore her, and her mor­al be­ing was abashed. It was her duty to res­cue the baby, to save it from con­ta­gion, and she still meant to do her duty. But the com­fort­able sense of vir­tue left her. She was in the pres­ence of some­thing great­er than right or wrong.

			For­get­ting that this was an in­ter­view, he had strolled back in­to the room, driv­en by the in­stinct she had aroused in him. “Wake up!” he cried to his baby, as if it was some grown-up friend. Then he lif­ted his foot and trod lightly on its stom­ach.

			Miss Ab­bott cried, “Oh, take care!” She was un­ac­cus­tomed to this meth­od of awaken­ing the young.

			“He is not much longer than my boot, is he? Can you be­lieve that in time his own boots will be as large? And that he also—”

			“But ought you to treat him like that?”

			He stood with one foot rest­ing on the little body, sud­denly mus­ing, filled with the de­sire that his son should be like him, and should have sons like him, to people the earth. It is the strongest de­sire that can come to a man—if it comes to him at all—stronger even than love or the de­sire for per­son­al im­mor­tal­ity. All men vaunt it, and de­clare that it is theirs; but the hearts of most are set else­where. It is the ex­cep­tion who com­pre­hends that phys­ic­al and spir­itu­al life may stream out of him forever. Miss Ab­bott, for all her good­ness, could not com­pre­hend it, though such a thing is more with­in the com­pre­hen­sion of wo­men. And when Gino poin­ted first to him­self and then to his baby and said “fath­er–son,” she still took it as a piece of nurs­ery prattle, and smiled mech­an­ic­ally.

			The child, the first fruits, woke up and glared at her. Gino did not greet it, but con­tin­ued the ex­pos­i­tion of his policy.

			“This wo­man will do ex­actly what I tell her. She is fond of chil­dren. She is clean; she has a pleas­ant voice. She is not beau­ti­ful; I can­not pre­tend that to you for a mo­ment. But she is what I re­quire.”

			The baby gave a pier­cing yell.

			“Oh, do take care!” begged Miss Ab­bott. “You are squeez­ing it.”

			“It is noth­ing. If he cries si­lently then you may be frightened. He thinks I am go­ing to wash him, and he is quite right.”

			“Wash him!” she cried. “You? Here?” The homely piece of news seemed to shat­ter all her plans. She had spent a long half hour in elab­or­ate ap­proaches, in high mor­al at­tacks; she had neither frightened her en­emy nor made him angry, nor in­terfered with the least de­tail of his do­mest­ic life.

			“I had gone to the Far­ma­cia,” he con­tin­ued, “and was sit­ting there com­fort­ably, when sud­denly I re­membered that Per­fetta had heated wa­ter an hour ago—over there, look, covered with a cush­ion. I came away at once, for really he must be washed. You must ex­cuse me. I can put it off no longer.”

			“I have wasted your time,” she said feebly.

			He walked sternly to the log­gia and drew from it a large earth­en­ware bowl. It was dirty in­side; he dus­ted it with a table­cloth. Then he fetched the hot wa­ter, which was in a cop­per pot. He poured it out. He ad­ded cold. He felt in his pock­et and brought out a piece of soap. Then he took up the baby, and, hold­ing his ci­gar between his teeth, began to un­wrap it. Miss Ab­bott turned to go.

			“But why are you go­ing? Ex­cuse me if I wash him while we talk.”

			“I have noth­ing more to say,” said Miss Ab­bott. All she could do now was to find Philip, con­fess her miser­able de­feat, and bid him go in her stead and prosper bet­ter. She cursed her feeble­ness; she longed to ex­pose it, without apo­lo­gies or tears.

			“Oh, but stop a mo­ment!” he cried. “You have not seen him yet.”

			“I have seen as much as I want, thank you.”

			The last wrap­ping slid off. He held out to her in his two hands a little kick­ing im­age of bronze.

			“Take him!”

			She would not touch the child.

			“I must go at once,” she cried; for the tears—the wrong tears—were hur­ry­ing to her eyes.

			“Who would have be­lieved his moth­er was blonde? For he is brown all over—brown every inch of him. Ah, but how beau­ti­ful he is! And he is mine; mine forever. Even if he hates me he will be mine. He can­not help it; he is made out of me; I am his fath­er.”

			It was too late to go. She could not tell why, but it was too late. She turned away her head when Gino lif­ted his son to his lips. This was some­thing too re­mote from the pret­ti­ness of the nurs­ery. The man was majest­ic; he was a part of Nature; in no or­din­ary love scene could he ever be so great. For a won­der­ful phys­ic­al tie binds the par­ents to the chil­dren; and—by some sad, strange irony—it does not bind us chil­dren to our par­ents. For if it did, if we could an­swer their love not with grat­it­ude but with equal love, life would lose much of its pathos and much of its squal­or, and we might be won­der­fully happy. Gino pas­sion­ately em­bra­cing, Miss Ab­bott rev­er­ently avert­ing her eyes—both of them had par­ents whom they did not love so very much.

			“May I help you to wash him?” she asked humbly.

			He gave her his son without speak­ing, and they knelt side by side, tuck­ing up their sleeves. The child had stopped cry­ing, and his arms and legs were agit­ated by some over­power­ing joy. Miss Ab­bott had a wo­man’s pleas­ure in clean­ing any­thing—more es­pe­cially when the thing was hu­man. She un­der­stood little ba­bies from long ex­per­i­ence in a dis­trict, and Gino soon ceased to give her dir­ec­tions, and only gave her thanks.

			“It is very kind of you,” he mur­mured, “es­pe­cially in your beau­ti­ful dress. He is nearly clean already. Why, I take the whole morn­ing! There is so much more of a baby than one ex­pects. And Per­fetta washes him just as she washes clothes. Then he screams for hours. My wife is to have a light hand. Ah, how he kicks! Has he splashed you? I am very sorry.”

			“I am ready for a soft tow­el now,” said Miss Ab­bott, who was strangely ex­al­ted by the ser­vice.

			“Cer­tainly! cer­tainly!” He strode in a know­ing way to a cup­board. But he had no idea where the soft tow­el was. Gen­er­ally he dabbed the baby on the first dry thing he found.

			“And if you had any powder.”

			He struck his fore­head des­pair­ingly. Ap­par­ently the stock of powder was just ex­hausted.

			She sac­ri­ficed her own clean handker­chief. He put a chair for her on the log­gia, which faced west­ward, and was still pleas­ant and cool. There she sat, with twenty miles of view be­hind her, and he placed the drip­ping baby on her knee. It shone now with health and beauty: it seemed to re­flect light, like a cop­per ves­sel. Just such a baby Bellini sets lan­guid on his moth­er’s lap, or Si­gnorelli flings wrig­gling on pave­ments of marble, or Lorenzo di Credi, more rev­er­ent but less di­vine, lays care­fully among flowers, with his head upon a wisp of golden straw. For a time Gino con­tem­plated them stand­ing. Then, to get a bet­ter view, he knelt by the side of the chair, with his hands clasped be­fore him.

			So they were when Philip entered, and saw, to all in­tents and pur­poses, the Vir­gin and Child, with Donor.

			“Hullo!” he ex­claimed; for he was glad to find things in such cheer­ful trim.

			She did not greet him, but rose up un­stead­ily and handed the baby to his fath­er.

			“No, do stop!” whispered Philip. “I got your note. I’m not of­fen­ded; you’re quite right. I really want you; I could nev­er have done it alone.”

			No words came from her, but she raised her hands to her mouth, like one who is in sud­den agony.

			“Si­gnor­ina, do stop a little—after all your kind­ness.”

			She burst in­to tears.

			“What is it?” said Philip kindly.

			She tried to speak, and then went away weep­ing bit­terly.

			The two men stared at each oth­er. By a com­mon im­pulse they ran onto the log­gia. They were just in time to see Miss Ab­bott dis­ap­pear among the trees.

			“What is it?” asked Philip again. There was no an­swer, and some­how he did not want an an­swer. Some strange thing had happened which he could not pre­sume to un­der­stand. He would find out from Miss Ab­bott, if ever he found out at all.

			“Well, your busi­ness,” said Gino, after a puzzled sigh.

			“Our busi­ness—Miss Ab­bott has told you of that.”

			“No.”

			“But surely—”

			“She came for busi­ness. But she for­got about it; so did I.”

			Per­fetta, who had a geni­us for miss­ing people, now re­turned, loudly com­plain­ing of the size of Monteri­ano and the in­tric­a­cies of its streets. Gino told her to watch the baby. Then he offered Philip a ci­gar, and they pro­ceeded to the busi­ness.

		
	
		
			VIII

			“Mad!” screamed Har­riet—“ab­so­lutely stark, star­ing, rav­ing mad!”

			Philip judged it bet­ter not to con­tra­dict her.

			“What’s she here for? An­swer me that. What’s she do­ing in Monteri­ano in Au­gust? Why isn’t she in Nor­mandy? An­swer that. She won’t. I can: she’s come to thwart us; she’s be­trayed us—got hold of moth­er’s plans. Oh, good­ness, my head!”

			He was un­wise enough to reply, “You mustn’t ac­cuse her of that. Though she is ex­as­per­at­ing, she hasn’t come here to be­tray us.”

			“Then why has she come here? An­swer me that.”

			He made no an­swer. But for­tu­nately his sis­ter was too much agit­ated to wait for one. “Burst­ing in on me—cry­ing and look­ing a dis­gust­ing sight—and says she has been to see the Itali­an. Couldn’t even talk prop­erly; pre­ten­ded she had changed her opin­ions. What are her opin­ions to us? I was very calm. I said: ‘Miss Ab­bott, I think there is a little mis­ap­pre­hen­sion in this mat­ter. My moth­er, Mrs. Her­ri­ton—’ Oh, good­ness, my head! Of course you’ve failed—don’t trouble to an­swer—I know you’ve failed. Where’s the baby, pray? Of course you haven’t got it. Dear sweet Car­oline won’t let you. Oh, yes, and we’re to go away at once and trouble the fath­er no more. Those are her com­mands. Com­mands! Com­mands!” And Har­riet also burst in­to tears.

			Philip gov­erned his tem­per. His sis­ter was an­noy­ing, but quite reas­on­able in her in­dig­na­tion. Moreover, Miss Ab­bott had be­haved even worse than she sup­posed.

			“I’ve not got the baby, Har­riet, but at the same time I haven’t ex­actly failed. I and Si­gnor Carella are to have an­oth­er in­ter­view this af­ter­noon, at the Caffè Garibaldi. He is per­fectly reas­on­able and pleas­ant. Should you be dis­posed to come with me, you would find him quite will­ing to dis­cuss things. He is des­per­ately in want of money, and has no pro­spect of get­ting any. I dis­covered that. At the same time, he has a cer­tain af­fec­tion for the child.” For Philip’s in­sight, or per­haps his op­por­tun­it­ies, had not been equal to Miss Ab­bott’s.

			Har­riet would only sob, and ac­cuse her broth­er of in­sult­ing her; how could a lady speak to such a hor­rible man? That, and noth­ing else, was enough to stamp Car­oline. Oh, poor Lilia!

			Philip drummed on the bed­room win­dowsill. He saw no es­cape from the dead­lock. For though he spoke cheer­fully about his second in­ter­view with Gino, he felt at the bot­tom of his heart that it would fail. Gino was too cour­teous: he would not break off ne­go­ti­ations by sharp deni­al; he loved this civil, half-hu­mor­ous bar­gain­ing. And he loved fool­ing his op­pon­ent, and did it so nicely that his op­pon­ent did not mind be­ing fooled.

			“Miss Ab­bott has be­haved ex­traordin­ar­ily,” he said at last; “but at the same time—”

			His sis­ter would not hear him. She burst forth again on the mad­ness, the in­ter­fer­ence, the in­tol­er­able du­pli­city of Car­oline.

			“Har­riet, you must listen. My dear, you must stop cry­ing. I have some­thing quite im­port­ant to say.”

			“I shall not stop cry­ing,” said she. But in time, find­ing that he would not speak to her, she did stop.

			“Re­mem­ber that Miss Ab­bott has done us no harm. She said noth­ing to him about the mat­ter. He as­sumes that she is work­ing with us: I gathered that.”

			“Well, she isn’t.”

			“Yes; but if you’re care­ful she may be. I in­ter­pret her be­ha­viour thus: She went to see him, hon­estly in­tend­ing to get the child away. In the note she left me she says so, and I don’t be­lieve she’d lie.”

			“I do.”

			“When she got there, there was some pretty do­mest­ic scene between him and the baby, and she has got swept off in a gush of sen­ti­ment­al­ism. Be­fore very long, if I know any­thing about psy­cho­logy, there will be a re­ac­tion. She’ll be swept back.”

			“I don’t un­der­stand your long words. Say plainly—”

			“When she’s swept back, she’ll be in­valu­able. For she has made quite an im­pres­sion on him. He thinks her so nice with the baby. You know, she washed it for him.”

			“Dis­gust­ing!”

			Har­riet’s ejac­u­la­tions were more ag­grav­at­ing than the rest of her. But Philip was averse to los­ing his tem­per. The ac­cess of joy that had come to him yes­ter­day in the theatre prom­ised to be per­man­ent. He was more anxious than here­to­fore to be char­it­able to­wards the world.

			“If you want to carry off the baby, keep your peace with Miss Ab­bott. For if she chooses, she can help you bet­ter than I can.”

			“There can be no peace between me and her,” said Har­riet gloomily.

			“Did you—”

			“Oh, not all I wanted. She went away be­fore I had fin­ished speak­ing—just like those cow­ardly people!—in­to the church.”

			“In­to Santa Deodata’s?”

			“Yes; I’m sure she needs it. Any­thing more un­chris­ti­an—”

			In time Philip went to the church also, leav­ing his sis­ter a little calmer and a little dis­posed to think over his ad­vice. What had come over Miss Ab­bott? He had al­ways thought her both stable and sin­cere. That con­ver­sa­tion he had had with her last Christ­mas in the train to Char­ing Cross—that alone fur­nished him with a par­al­lel. For the second time, Monteri­ano must have turned her head. He was not angry with her, for he was quite in­dif­fer­ent to the out­come of their ex­ped­i­tion. He was only ex­tremely in­ter­ested.

			It was now nearly mid­day, and the streets were clear­ing. But the in­tense heat had broken, and there was a pleas­ant sug­ges­tion of rain. The Piazza, with its three great at­trac­tions—the Palazzo Pub­blico, the Col­legi­ate Church, and the Caffè Garibaldi: the in­tel­lect, the soul, and the body—had nev­er looked more charm­ing. For a mo­ment Philip stood in its centre, much in­clined to be dreamy, and think­ing how won­der­ful it must feel to be­long to a city, how­ever mean. He was here, how­ever, as an emis­sary of civil­iz­a­tion and as a stu­dent of char­ac­ter, and, after a sigh, he entered Santa Deodata’s to con­tin­ue his mis­sion.

			There had been a festa two days be­fore, and the church still smelt of in­cense and of gar­lic. The little son of the sac­ristan was sweep­ing the nave, more for amuse­ment than for clean­li­ness, send­ing great clouds of dust over the fres­coes and the scattered wor­ship­pers. The sac­ristan him­self had propped a lad­der in the centre of the De­luge—which fills one of the nave span­drels—and was free­ing a column from its wealth of scar­let calico. Much scar­let calico also lay upon the floor—for the church can look as fine as any theatre—and the sac­ristan’s little daugh­ter was try­ing to fold it up. She was wear­ing a tin­sel crown. The crown really be­longed to St. Au­gustine. But it had been cut too big: it fell down over his cheeks like a col­lar: you nev­er saw any­thing so ab­surd. One of the can­ons had un­hooked it just be­fore the festa began, and had giv­en it to the sac­ristan’s daugh­ter.

			“Please,” cried Philip, “is there an Eng­lish lady here?”

			The man’s mouth was full of tin tacks, but he nod­ded cheer­fully to­wards a kneel­ing fig­ure. In the midst of this con­fu­sion Miss Ab­bott was pray­ing.

			He was not much sur­prised: a spir­itu­al break­down was quite to be ex­pec­ted. For though he was grow­ing more char­it­able to­wards man­kind, he was still a little jaunty, and too apt to stake out be­fore­hand the course that will be pur­sued by the wounded soul. It did not sur­prise him, how­ever, that she should greet him nat­ur­ally, with none of the sour self-con­scious­ness of a per­son who had just ris­en from her knees. This was in­deed the spir­it of Santa Deodata’s, where a pray­er to God is thought none the worse of be­cause it comes next to a pleas­ant word to a neigh­bour. “I am sure that I need it,” said she; and he, who had ex­pec­ted her to be ashamed, be­came con­fused, and knew not what to reply.

			“I’ve noth­ing to tell you,” she con­tin­ued. “I have simply changed straight round. If I had planned the whole thing out, I could not have treated you worse. I can talk it over now; but please be­lieve that I have been cry­ing.”

			“And please be­lieve that I have not come to scold you,” said Philip. “I know what has happened.”

			“What?” asked Miss Ab­bott. In­stinct­ively she led the way to the fam­ous chapel, the fifth chapel on the right, wherein Gio­vanni da Em­poli has painted the death and buri­al of the saint. Here they could sit out of the dust and the noise, and pro­ceed with a dis­cus­sion which prom­ised to be im­port­ant.

			“What might have happened to me—he had made you be­lieve that he loved the child.”

			“Oh, yes; he has. He will nev­er give it up.”

			“At present it is still un­settled.”

			“It will nev­er be settled.”

			“Per­haps not. Well, as I said, I know what has happened, and I am not here to scold you. But I must ask you to with­draw from the thing for the present. Har­riet is furi­ous. But she will calm down when she real­izes that you have done us no harm, and will do none.”

			“I can do no more,” she said. “But I tell you plainly I have changed sides.”

			“If you do no more, that is all we want. You prom­ise not to pre­ju­dice our cause by speak­ing to Si­gnor Carella?”

			“Oh, cer­tainly. I don’t want to speak to him again; I shan’t ever see him again.”

			“Quite nice, wasn’t he?”

			“Quite.”

			“Well, that’s all I wanted to know. I’ll go and tell Har­riet of your prom­ise, and I think things’ll quiet down now.”

			But he did not move, for it was an in­creas­ing pleas­ure to him to be near her, and her charm was at its strongest today. He thought less of psy­cho­logy and fem­in­ine re­ac­tion. The gush of sen­ti­ment­al­ism which had car­ried her away had only made her more al­lur­ing. He was con­tent to ob­serve her beauty and to profit by the ten­der­ness and the wis­dom that dwelt with­in her.

			“Why aren’t you angry with me?” she asked, after a pause.

			“Be­cause I un­der­stand you—all sides, I think—Har­riet, Si­gnor Carella, even my moth­er.”

			“You do un­der­stand won­der­fully. You are the only one of us who has a gen­er­al view of the muddle.”

			He smiled with pleas­ure. It was the first time she had ever praised him. His eyes res­ted agree­ably on Santa Deodata, who was dy­ing in full sanc­tity, upon her back. There was a win­dow open be­hind her, re­veal­ing just such a view as he had seen that morn­ing, and on her wid­owed moth­er’s dress­er there stood just such an­oth­er cop­per pot. The saint looked neither at the view nor at the pot, and at her wid­owed moth­er still less. For lo! she had a vis­ion: the head and shoulders of St. Au­gustine were slid­ing like some mi­ra­cu­lous enamel along the rough­cast wall. It is a gentle saint who is con­tent with half an­oth­er saint to see her die. In her death, as in her life, Santa Deodata did not ac­com­plish much.

			“So what are you go­ing to do?” said Miss Ab­bott.

			Philip star­ted, not so much at the words as at the sud­den change in the voice. “Do?” he echoed, rather dis­mayed. “This af­ter­noon I have an­oth­er in­ter­view.”

			“It will come to noth­ing. Well?”

			“Then an­oth­er. If that fails I shall wire home for in­struc­tions. I dare say we may fail al­to­geth­er, but we shall fail hon­our­ably.”

			She had of­ten been de­cided. But now be­hind her de­cision there was a note of pas­sion. She struck him not as dif­fer­ent, but as more im­port­ant, and he minded it very much when she said—

			“That’s not do­ing any­thing! You would be do­ing some­thing if you kid­napped the baby, or if you went straight away. But that! To fail hon­our­ably! To come out of the thing as well as you can! Is that all you are after?”

			“Why, yes,” he stammered. “Since we talk openly, that is all I am after just now. What else is there? If I can per­suade Si­gnor Carella to give in, so much the bet­ter. If he won’t, I must re­port the fail­ure to my moth­er and then go home. Why, Miss Ab­bott, you can’t ex­pect me to fol­low you through all these turns—”

			“I don’t! But I do ex­pect you to settle what is right and to fol­low that. Do you want the child to stop with his fath­er, who loves him and will bring him up badly, or do you want him to come to Saw­ston, where no one loves him, but where he will be brought up well? There is the ques­tion put dis­pas­sion­ately enough even for you. Settle it. Settle which side you’ll fight on. But don’t go talk­ing about an ‘hon­our­able fail­ure,’ which means simply not think­ing and not act­ing at all.”

			“Be­cause I un­der­stand the po­s­i­tion of Si­gnor Carella and of you, it’s no reas­on that—”

			“None at all. Fight as if you think us wrong. Oh, what’s the use of your fair-minded­ness if you nev­er de­cide for your­self? Any­one gets hold of you and makes you do what they want. And you see through them and laugh at them—and do it. It’s not enough to see clearly; I’m muddle­headed and stu­pid, and not worth a quarter of you, but I have tried to do what seemed right at the time. And you—your brain and your in­sight are splen­did. But when you see what’s right you’re too idle to do it. You told me once that we shall be judged by our in­ten­tions, not by our ac­com­plish­ments. I thought it a grand re­mark. But we must in­tend to ac­com­plish—not sit in­tend­ing on a chair.”

			“You are won­der­ful!” he said gravely.

			“Oh, you ap­pre­ci­ate me!” she burst out again. “I wish you didn’t. You ap­pre­ci­ate us all—see good in all of us. And all the time you are dead—dead—dead. Look, why aren’t you angry?” She came up to him, and then her mood sud­denly changed, and she took hold of both his hands. “You are so splen­did, Mr. Her­ri­ton, that I can’t bear to see you wasted. I can’t bear—she has not been good to you—your moth­er.”

			“Miss Ab­bott, don’t worry over me. Some people are born not to do things. I’m one of them; I nev­er did any­thing at school or at the Bar. I came out to stop Lilia’s mar­riage, and it was too late. I came out in­tend­ing to get the baby, and I shall re­turn an ‘hon­our­able fail­ure.’ I nev­er ex­pect any­thing to hap­pen now, and so I am nev­er dis­ap­poin­ted. You would be sur­prised to know what my great events are. Go­ing to the theatre yes­ter­day, talk­ing to you now—I don’t sup­pose I shall ever meet any­thing great­er. I seem fated to pass through the world without col­lid­ing with it or mov­ing it—and I’m sure I can’t tell you wheth­er the fate’s good or evil. I don’t die—I don’t fall in love. And if oth­er people die or fall in love they al­ways do it when I’m just not there. You are quite right; life to me is just a spec­tacle, which—thank God, and thank Italy, and thank you—is now more beau­ti­ful and heart­en­ing than it has ever been be­fore.”

			She said sol­emnly, “I wish some­thing would hap­pen to you, my dear friend; I wish some­thing would hap­pen to you.”

			“But why?” he asked, smil­ing. “Prove to me why I don’t do as I am.”

			She also smiled, very gravely. She could not prove it. No ar­gu­ment ex­is­ted. Their dis­course, splen­did as it had been, res­ul­ted in noth­ing, and their re­spect­ive opin­ions and policies were ex­actly the same when they left the church as when they had entered it.

			Har­riet was rude at lunch. She called Miss Ab­bott a turn­coat and a cow­ard to her face. Miss Ab­bott re­sen­ted neither epi­thet, feel­ing that one was jus­ti­fied and the oth­er not un­reas­on­able. She tried to avoid even the sus­pi­cion of satire in her replies. But Har­riet was sure that she was satir­ic­al be­cause she was so calm. She got more and more vi­ol­ent, and Philip at one time feared that she would come to blows.

			“Look here!” he cried, with some­thing of the old man­ner, “it’s too hot for this. We’ve been talk­ing and in­ter­view­ing each oth­er all the morn­ing, and I have an­oth­er in­ter­view this af­ter­noon. I do stip­u­late for si­lence. Let each lady re­tire to her bed­room with a book.”

			“I re­tire to pack,” said Har­riet. “Please re­mind Si­gnor Carella, Philip, that the baby is to be here by half past eight this even­ing.”

			“Oh, cer­tainly, Har­riet. I shall make a point of re­mind­ing him.”

			“And or­der a car­riage to take us to the even­ing train.”

			“And please,” said Miss Ab­bott, “would you or­der a car­riage for me too?”

			“You go­ing?” he ex­claimed.

			“Of course,” she replied, sud­denly flush­ing. “Why not?”

			“Why, of course you would be go­ing. Two car­riages, then. Two car­riages for the even­ing train.” He looked at his sis­ter hope­lessly. “Har­riet, whatever are you up to? We shall nev­er be ready.”

			“Or­der my car­riage for the even­ing train,” said Har­riet, and de­par­ted.

			“Well, I sup­pose I shall. And I shall also have my in­ter­view with Si­gnor Carella.”

			Miss Ab­bott gave a little sigh.

			“But why should you mind? Do you sup­pose that I shall have the slight­est in­flu­ence over him?”

			“No. But—I can’t re­peat all that I said in the church. You ought nev­er to see him again. You ought to bundle Har­riet in­to a car­riage, not this even­ing, but now, and drive her straight away.”

			“Per­haps I ought. But it isn’t a very big ‘ought.’ Whatever Har­riet and I do the is­sue is the same. Why, I can see the splend­our of it—even the hu­mour. Gino sit­ting up here on the moun­tain­top with his cub. We come and ask for it. He wel­comes us. We ask for it again. He is equally pleas­ant. I’m agree­able to spend the whole week bar­gain­ing with him. But I know that at the end of it I shall des­cend empty-handed to the plains. It might be finer of me to make up my mind. But I’m not a fine char­ac­ter. And noth­ing hangs on it.”

			“Per­haps I am ex­treme,” she said humbly. “I’ve been try­ing to run you, just like your moth­er. I feel you ought to fight it out with Har­riet. Every little trifle, for some reas­on, does seem in­cal­cul­ably im­port­ant today, and when you say of a thing that ‘noth­ing hangs on it,’ it sounds like blas­phemy. There’s nev­er any know­ing—(how am I to put it?)—which of our ac­tions, which of our idle­nesses won’t have things hanging on it forever.”

			He as­sen­ted, but her re­mark had only an aes­thet­ic value. He was not pre­pared to take it to his heart. All the af­ter­noon he res­ted—wor­ried, but not ex­actly des­pond­ent. The thing would jog out some­how. Prob­ably Miss Ab­bott was right. The baby had bet­ter stop where it was loved. And that, prob­ably, was what the fates had de­creed. He felt little in­terest in the mat­ter, and he was sure that he had no in­flu­ence.

			It was not sur­pris­ing, there­fore, that the in­ter­view at the Caffè Garibaldi came to noth­ing. Neither of them took it very ser­i­ously. And be­fore long Gino had dis­covered how things lay, and was rag­ging his com­pan­ion hope­lessly. Philip tried to look of­fen­ded, but in the end he had to laugh. “Well, you are right,” he said. “This af­fair is be­ing man­aged by the ladies.”

			“Ah, the ladies—the ladies!” cried the oth­er, and then he roared like a mil­lion­aire for two cups of black cof­fee, and in­sisted on treat­ing his friend, as a sign that their strife was over.

			“Well, I have done my best,” said Philip, dip­ping a long slice of sug­ar in­to his cup, and watch­ing the brown li­quid as­cend in­to it. “I shall face my moth­er with a good con­science. Will you bear me wit­ness that I’ve done my best?”

			“My poor fel­low, I will!” He laid a sym­path­et­ic hand on Philip’s knee.

			“And that I have—” The sug­ar was now im­preg­nated with cof­fee, and he bent for­ward to swal­low it. As he did so his eyes swept the op­pos­ite of the Piazza, and he saw there, watch­ing them, Har­riet. “Mia sorella!” he ex­claimed. Gino, much amused, laid his hand upon the little table, and beat the marble hu­mor­ously with his fists. Har­riet turned away and began gloomily to in­spect the Palazzo Pub­blico.

			“Poor Har­riet!” said Philip, swal­low­ing the sug­ar. “One more wrench and it will all be over for her; we are leav­ing this even­ing.”

			Gino was sorry for this. “Then you will not be here this even­ing as you prom­ised us. All three leav­ing?”

			“All three,” said Philip, who had not re­vealed the se­ces­sion of Miss Ab­bott; “by the night train; at least, that is my sis­ter’s plan. So I’m afraid I shan’t be here.”

			They watched the de­part­ing fig­ure of Har­riet, and then entered upon the fi­nal ci­vil­it­ies. They shook each oth­er warmly by both hands. Philip was to come again next year, and to write be­fore­hand. He was to be in­tro­duced to Gino’s wife, for he was told of the mar­riage now. He was to be god­fath­er to his next baby. As for Gino, he would re­mem­ber some time that Philip liked ver­mouth. He begged him to give his love to Irma. Mrs. Her­ri­ton—should he send her his sym­path­et­ic re­gards? No; per­haps that would hardly do.

			So the two young men par­ted with a good deal of genu­ine af­fec­tion. For the bar­ri­er of lan­guage is some­times a blessed bar­ri­er, which only lets pass what is good. Or—to put the thing less cyn­ic­ally—we may be bet­ter in new clean words, which have nev­er been tain­ted by our pet­ti­ness or vice. Philip, at all events, lived more gra­ciously in Itali­an, the very phrases of which en­tice one to be happy and kind. It was hor­rible to think of the Eng­lish of Har­riet, whose every word would be as hard, as dis­tinct, and as un­fin­ished as a lump of coal.

			Har­riet, how­ever, talked little. She had seen enough to know that her broth­er had failed again, and with un­wonted dig­nity she ac­cep­ted the situ­ation. She did her pack­ing, she wrote up her di­ary, she made a brown pa­per cov­er for the new Baedeker. Philip, find­ing her so amen­able, tried to dis­cuss their fu­ture plans. But she only said that they would sleep in Florence, and told him to tele­graph for rooms. They had sup­per alone. Miss Ab­bott did not come down. The land­lady told them that Si­gnor Carella had called on Miss Ab­bott to say good­bye, but she, though in, had not been able to see him. She also told them that it had be­gun to rain. Har­riet sighed, but in­dic­ated to her broth­er that he was not re­spons­ible.

			The car­riages came round at a quarter past eight. It was not rain­ing much, but the night was ex­traordin­ar­ily dark, and one of the drivers wanted to go slowly to the sta­tion. Miss Ab­bott came down and said that she was ready, and would start at once.

			“Yes, do,” said Philip, who was stand­ing in the hall. “Now that we have quar­relled we scarcely want to travel in pro­ces­sion all the way down the hill. Well, good­bye; it’s all over at last; an­oth­er scene in my pa­geant has shif­ted.”

			“Good­bye; it’s been a great pleas­ure to see you. I hope that won’t shift, at all events.” She gripped his hand.

			“You sound des­pond­ent,” he said, laugh­ing. “Don’t for­get that you re­turn vic­tori­ous.”

			“I sup­pose I do,” she replied, more des­pond­ently than ever, and got in­to the car­riage. He con­cluded that she was think­ing of her re­cep­tion at Saw­ston, whith­er her fame would doubt­less pre­cede her. Whatever would Mrs. Her­ri­ton do? She could make things quite un­pleas­ant when she thought it right. She might think it right to be si­lent, but then there was Har­riet. Who would bridle Har­riet’s tongue? Between the two of them Miss Ab­bott was bound to have a bad time. Her repu­ta­tion, both for con­sist­ency and for mor­al en­thu­si­asm, would be lost forever.

			“It’s hard luck on her,” he thought. “She is a good per­son. I must do for her any­thing I can.” Their in­tim­acy had been very rap­id, but he too hoped that it would not shift. He be­lieved that he un­der­stood her, and that she, by now, had seen the worst of him. What if after a long time—if after all—he flushed like a boy as he looked after her car­riage.

			He went in­to the din­ing room to look for Har­riet. Har­riet was not to be found. Her bed­room, too, was empty. All that was left of her was the purple pray­er­book which lay open on the bed. Philip took it up aim­lessly, and saw—“Blessed be the Lord my God who teacheth my hands to war and my fin­gers to fight.” He put the book in his pock­et, and began to brood over more prof­it­able themes.

			Santa Deodata gave out half past eight. All the lug­gage was on, and still Har­riet had not ap­peared. “De­pend upon it,” said the land­lady, “she has gone to Si­gnor Carella’s to say good­bye to her little neph­ew.” Philip did not think it likely. They shouted all over the house and still there was no Har­riet. He began to be un­easy. He was help­less without Miss Ab­bott; her grave, kind face had cheered him won­der­fully, even when it looked dis­pleased. Monteri­ano was sad without her; the rain was thick­en­ing; the scraps of Don­iz­etti floated tune­lessly out of the wine­shops, and of the great tower op­pos­ite he could only see the base, fresh papered with the ad­vert­ise­ments of quacks.

			A man came up the street with a note. Philip read, “Start at once. Pick me up out­side the gate. Pay the bear­er. H. H.”

			“Did the lady give you this note?” he cried.

			The man was un­in­tel­li­gible.

			“Speak up!” ex­claimed Philip. “Who gave it you—and where?”

			Noth­ing but hor­rible sigh­ings and bub­blings came out of the man.

			“Be pa­tient with him,” said the driver, turn­ing round on the box. “It is the poor idi­ot.” And the land­lady came out of the hotel and echoed “The poor idi­ot. He can­not speak. He takes mes­sages for us all.”

			Philip then saw that the mes­sen­ger was a ghastly creature, quite bald, with trick­ling eyes and grey twitch­ing nose. In an­oth­er coun­try he would have been shut up; here he was ac­cep­ted as a pub­lic in­sti­tu­tion, and part of Nature’s scheme.

			“Ugh!” shuddered the Eng­lish­man. “Si­gnora padrona, find out from him; this note is from my sis­ter. What does it mean? Where did he see her?”

			“It is no good,” said the land­lady. “He un­der­stands everything but he can ex­plain noth­ing.”

			“He has vis­ions of the saints,” said the man who drove the cab.

			“But my sis­ter—where has she gone? How has she met him?”

			“She has gone for a walk,” as­ser­ted the land­lady. It was a nasty even­ing, but she was be­gin­ning to un­der­stand the Eng­lish. “She has gone for a walk—per­haps to wish good­bye to her little neph­ew. Pre­fer­ring to come back an­oth­er way, she has sent you this note by the poor idi­ot and is wait­ing for you out­side the Si­ena gate. Many of my guests do this.”

			There was noth­ing to do but to obey the mes­sage. He shook hands with the land­lady, gave the mes­sen­ger a nick­el piece, and drove away. After a dozen yards the car­riage stopped. The poor idi­ot was run­ning and whim­per­ing be­hind.

			“Go on,” cried Philip. “I have paid him plenty.”

			A hor­rible hand pushed three soldi in­to his lap. It was part of the idi­ot’s mal­ady only to re­ceive what was just for his ser­vices. This was the change out of the nick­el piece.

			“Go on!” shouted Philip, and flung the money in­to the road. He was frightened at the epis­ode; the whole of life had be­come un­real. It was a re­lief to be out of the Si­ena gate. They drew up for a mo­ment on the ter­race. But there was no sign of Har­riet. The driver called to the Dogana men. But they had seen no Eng­lish lady pass.

			“What am I to do?” he cried; “it is not like the lady to be late. We shall miss the train.”

			“Let us drive slowly,” said the driver, “and you shall call her by name as we go.”

			So they star­ted down in­to the night, Philip call­ing “Har­riet! Har­riet! Har­riet!” And there she was, wait­ing for them in the wet, at the first turn of the zig­zag.

			“Har­riet, why don’t you an­swer?”

			“I heard you com­ing,” said she, and got quickly in. Not till then did he see that she car­ried a bundle.

			“What’s that?”

			“Hush—”

			“Whatever is that?”

			“Hush—sleep­ing.”

			Har­riet had suc­ceeded where Miss Ab­bott and Philip had failed. It was the baby.

			She would not let him talk. The baby, she re­peated, was asleep, and she put up an um­brella to shield it and her from the rain. He should hear all later, so he had to con­jec­ture the course of the won­der­ful in­ter­view—an in­ter­view between the South Pole and the North. It was quite easy to con­jec­ture: Gino crump­ling up sud­denly be­fore the in­tense con­vic­tion of Har­riet; be­ing told, per­haps, to his face that he was a vil­lain; yield­ing his only son per­haps for money, per­haps for noth­ing. “Poor Gino,” he thought. “He’s no great­er than I am, after all.”

			Then he thought of Miss Ab­bott, whose car­riage must be des­cend­ing the dark­ness some mile or two be­low them, and his easy self-ac­cus­a­tion failed. She, too, had con­vic­tion; he had felt its force; he would feel it again when she knew this day’s sombre and un­ex­pec­ted close.

			“You have been pretty secret,” he said; “you might tell me a little now. What do we pay for him? All we’ve got?”

			“Hush!” answered Har­riet, and dandled the bundle la­bor­i­ously, like some bony proph­et­ess—Ju­dith, or De­borah, or Jael. He had last seen the baby sprawl­ing on the knees of Miss Ab­bott, shin­ing and na­ked, with twenty miles of view be­hind him, and his fath­er kneel­ing by his feet. And that re­mem­brance, to­geth­er with Har­riet, and the dark­ness, and the poor idi­ot, and the si­lent rain, filled him with sor­row and with the ex­pect­a­tion of sor­row to come.

			Monteri­ano had long dis­ap­peared, and he could see noth­ing but the oc­ca­sion­al wet stem of an olive, which their lamp il­lumined as they passed it. They trav­elled quickly, for this driver did not care how fast he went to the sta­tion, and would dash down each in­cline and scuttle per­il­ously round the curves.

			“Look here, Har­riet,” he said at last, “I feel bad; I want to see the baby.”

			“Hush!”

			“I don’t mind if I do wake him up. I want to see him. I’ve as much right in him as you.”

			Har­riet gave in. But it was too dark for him to see the child’s face. “Wait a minute,” he whispered, and be­fore she could stop him he had lit a match un­der the shel­ter of her um­brella. “But he’s awake!” he ex­claimed. The match went out.

			“Good ickle quiet boy­sey, then.”

			Philip winced. “His face, do you know, struck me as all wrong.”

			“All wrong?”

			“All puckered queerly.”

			“Of course—with the shad­ows—you couldn’t see him.”

			“Well, hold him up again.” She did so. He lit an­oth­er match. It went out quickly, but not be­fore he had seen that the baby was cry­ing.

			“Non­sense,” said Har­riet sharply. “We should hear him if he cried.”

			“No, he’s cry­ing hard; I thought so be­fore, and I’m cer­tain now.”

			Har­riet touched the child’s face. It was bathed in tears. “Oh, the night air, I sup­pose,” she said, “or per­haps the wet of the rain.”

			“I say, you haven’t hurt it, or held it the wrong way, or any­thing; it is too un­canny—cry­ing and no noise. Why didn’t you get Per­fetta to carry it to the hotel in­stead of mud­dling with the mes­sen­ger? It’s a mar­vel he un­der­stood about the note.”

			“Oh, he un­der­stands.” And he could feel her shud­der. “He tried to carry the baby—”

			“But why not Gino or Per­fetta?”

			“Philip, don’t talk. Must I say it again? Don’t talk. The baby wants to sleep.” She crooned harshly as they des­cen­ded, and now and then she wiped up the tears which welled in­ex­haust­ibly from the little eyes. Philip looked away, wink­ing at times him­self. It was as if they were trav­el­ling with the whole world’s sor­row, as if all the mys­tery, all the per­sist­ency of woe were gathered to a single fount. The roads were now coated with mud, and the car­riage went more quietly but not less swiftly, slid­ing by long zig­zags in­to the night. He knew the land­marks pretty well: here was the cross­road to Pog­gibonsi; and the last view of Monteri­ano, if they had light, would be from here. Soon they ought to come to that little wood where vi­ol­ets were so plen­ti­ful in spring. He wished the weath­er had not changed; it was not cold, but the air was ex­traordin­ar­ily damp. It could not be good for the child.

			“I sup­pose he breathes, and all that sort of thing?” he said.

			“Of course,” said Har­riet, in an angry whis­per. “You’ve star­ted him again. I’m cer­tain he was asleep. I do wish you wouldn’t talk; it makes me so nervous.”

			“I’m nervous too. I wish he’d scream. It’s too un­canny. Poor Gino! I’m ter­ribly sorry for Gino.”

			“Are you?”

			“Be­cause he’s weak—like most of us. He doesn’t know what he wants. He doesn’t grip on to life. But I like that man, and I’m sorry for him.”

			Nat­ur­ally enough she made no an­swer.

			“You des­pise him, Har­riet, and you des­pise me. But you do us no good by it. We fools want someone to set us on our feet. Sup­pose a really de­cent wo­man had set up Gino—I be­lieve Car­oline Ab­bott might have done it—mightn’t he have been an­oth­er man?”

			“Philip,” she in­ter­rup­ted, with an at­tempt at non­chal­ance, “do you hap­pen to have those matches handy? We might as well look at the baby again if you have.”

			The first match blew out im­me­di­ately. So did the second. He sug­ges­ted that they should stop the car­riage and bor­row the lamp from the driver.

			“Oh, I don’t want all that both­er. Try again.”

			They entered the little wood as he tried to strike the third match. At last it caught. Har­riet poised the um­brella rightly, and for a full quarter minute they con­tem­plated the face that trembled in the light of the trem­bling flame. Then there was a shout and a crash. They were ly­ing in the mud in dark­ness. The car­riage had over­turned.

			Philip was a good deal hurt. He sat up and rocked him­self to and fro, hold­ing his arm. He could just make out the out­line of the car­riage above him, and the out­lines of the car­riage cush­ions and of their lug­gage upon the grey road. The ac­ci­dent had taken place in the wood, where it was even dark­er than in the open.

			“Are you all right?” he man­aged to say. Har­riet was scream­ing, the horse was kick­ing, the driver was curs­ing some oth­er man.

			Har­riet’s screams be­came co­her­ent. “The baby—the baby—it slipped—it’s gone from my arms—I stole it!”

			“God help me!” said Philip. A cold circle came round his mouth, and he fain­ted.

			When he re­covered it was still the same con­fu­sion. The horse was kick­ing, the baby had not been found, and Har­riet still screamed like a ma­ni­ac, “I stole it! I stole it! I stole it! It slipped out of my arms!”

			“Keep still!” he com­manded the driver. “Let no one move. We may tread on it. Keep still.”

			For a mo­ment they all obeyed him. He began to crawl through the mud, touch­ing first this, then that, grasp­ing the cush­ions by mis­take, listen­ing for the faintest whis­per that might guide him. He tried to light a match, hold­ing the box in his teeth and strik­ing at it with the un­injured hand. At last he suc­ceeded, and the light fell upon the bundle which he was seek­ing.

			It had rolled off the road in­to the wood a little way, and had fallen across a great rut. So tiny it was that had it fallen length­ways it would have dis­ap­peared, and he might nev­er have found it.

			“I stole it! I and the idi­ot—no one was there.” She burst out laugh­ing.

			He sat down and laid it on his knee. Then he tried to cleanse the face from the mud and the rain and the tears. His arm, he sup­posed, was broken, but he could still move it a little, and for the mo­ment he for­got all pain. He was listen­ing—not for a cry, but for the tick of a heart or the slight­est tremor of breath.

			“Where are you?” called a voice. It was Miss Ab­bott, against whose car­riage they had col­lided. She had relit one of the lamps, and was pick­ing her way to­wards him.

			“Si­lence!” he called again, and again they obeyed. He shook the bundle; he breathed in­to it; he opened his coat and pressed it against him. Then he listened, and heard noth­ing but the rain and the pant­ing horses, and Har­riet, who was some­where chuck­ling to her­self in the dark.

			Miss Ab­bott ap­proached, and took it gently from him. The face was already chilly, but thanks to Philip it was no longer wet. Nor would it again be wet­ted by any tear.

		
	
		
			IX

			The de­tails of Har­riet’s crime were nev­er known. In her ill­ness she spoke more of the in­laid box that she lent to Lilia—lent, not giv­en—than of re­cent troubles. It was clear that she had gone pre­pared for an in­ter­view with Gino, and find­ing him out, she had yiel­ded to a grot­esque tempta­tion. But how far this was the res­ult of ill-tem­per, to what ex­tent she had been for­ti­fied by her re­li­gion, when and how she had met the poor idi­ot—these ques­tions were nev­er answered, nor did they in­terest Philip greatly. De­tec­tion was cer­tain: they would have been ar­res­ted by the po­lice of Florence or Mil­an, or at the fron­ti­er. As it was, they had been stopped in a sim­pler man­ner a few miles out of the town.

			As yet he could scarcely sur­vey the thing. It was too great. Round the Itali­an baby who had died in the mud there centred deep pas­sions and high hopes. People had been wicked or wrong in the mat­ter; no one save him­self had been trivi­al. Now the baby had gone, but there re­mained this vast ap­par­at­us of pride and pity and love. For the dead, who seemed to take away so much, really take with them noth­ing that is ours. The pas­sion they have aroused lives after them, easy to trans­mute or to trans­fer, but well-nigh im­possible to des­troy. And Philip knew that he was still voy­aging on the same mag­ni­fi­cent, per­il­ous sea, with the sun or the clouds above him, and the tides be­low.

			The course of the mo­ment—that, at all events, was cer­tain. He and no one else must take the news to Gino. It was easy to talk of Har­riet’s crime—easy also to blame the neg­li­gent Per­fetta or Mrs. Her­ri­ton at home. Every­one had con­trib­uted—even Miss Ab­bott and Irma. If one chose, one might con­sider the cata­strophe com­pos­ite or the work of fate. But Philip did not so choose. It was his own fault, due to ac­know­ledged weak­ness in his own char­ac­ter. There­fore he, and no one else, must take the news of it to Gino.

			Noth­ing pre­ven­ted him. Miss Ab­bott was en­gaged with Har­riet, and people had sprung out of the dark­ness and were con­duct­ing them to­wards some cot­tage. Philip had only to get in­to the un­injured car­riage and or­der the driver to re­turn. He was back at Monteri­ano after a two hours’ ab­sence. Per­fetta was in the house now, and greeted him cheer­fully. Pain, phys­ic­al and men­tal, had made him stu­pid. It was some time be­fore he real­ized that she had nev­er missed the child.

			Gino was still out. The wo­man took him to the re­cep­tion room, just as she had taken Miss Ab­bott in the morn­ing, and dus­ted a circle for him on one of the horse­hair chairs. But it was dark now, so she left the guest a little lamp.

			“I will be as quick as I can,” she told him. “But there are many streets in Monteri­ano; he is some­times dif­fi­cult to find. I could not find him this morn­ing.”

			“Go first to the Caffè Garibaldi,” said Philip, re­mem­ber­ing that this was the hour ap­poin­ted by his friends of yes­ter­day.

			He oc­cu­pied the time he was left alone not in think­ing—there was noth­ing to think about; he simply had to tell a few facts—but in try­ing to make a sling for his broken arm. The trouble was in the el­bow joint, and as long as he kept this mo­tion­less he could go on as usu­al. But in­flam­ma­tion was be­gin­ning, and the slight­est jar gave him agony. The sling was not fit­ted be­fore Gino leapt up the stairs, cry­ing—

			“So you are back! How glad I am! We are all wait­ing—”

			Philip had seen too much to be nervous. In low, even tones he told what had happened; and the oth­er, also per­fectly calm, heard him to the end. In the si­lence Per­fetta called up that she had for­got­ten the baby’s even­ing milk; she must fetch it. When she had gone Gino took up the lamp without a word, and they went in­to the oth­er room.

			“My sis­ter is ill,” said Philip, “and Miss Ab­bott is guilt­less. I should be glad if you did not have to trouble them.”

			Gino had stooped down by the way, and was feel­ing the place where his son had lain. Now and then he frowned a little and glanced at Philip.

			“It is through me,” he con­tin­ued. “It happened be­cause I was cow­ardly and idle. I have come to know what you will do.”

			Gino had left the rug, and began to pat the table from the end, as if he was blind. The ac­tion was so un­canny that Philip was driv­en to in­ter­vene.

			“Gently, man, gently; he is not here.”

			He went up and touched him on the shoulder.

			He twitched away, and began to pass his hands over things more rap­idly—over the table, the chairs, the en­tire floor, the walls as high as he could reach them. Philip had not pre­sumed to com­fort him. But now the ten­sion was too great—he tried.

			“Break down, Gino; you must break down. Scream and curse and give in for a little; you must break down.”

			There was no reply, and no ces­sa­tion of the sweep­ing hands.

			“It is time to be un­happy. Break down or you will be ill like my sis­ter. You will go—”

			The tour of the room was over. He had touched everything in it ex­cept Philip. Now he ap­proached him. He face was that of a man who has lost his old reas­on for life and seeks a new one.

			“Gino!”

			He stopped for a mo­ment; then he came near­er. Philip stood his ground.

			“You are to do what you like with me, Gino. Your son is dead, Gino. He died in my arms, re­mem­ber. It does not ex­cuse me; but he did die in my arms.”

			The left hand came for­ward, slowly this time. It hovered be­fore Philip like an in­sect. Then it des­cen­ded and gripped him by his broken el­bow.

			Philip struck out with all the strength of his oth­er arm. Gino fell to the blow without a cry or a word.

			“You brute!” ex­claimed the Eng­lish­man. “Kill me if you like! But just you leave my broken arm alone.”

			Then he was seized with re­morse, and knelt be­side his ad­versary and tried to re­vive him. He man­aged to raise him up, and propped his body against his own. He passed his arm round him. Again he was filled with pity and ten­der­ness. He awaited the re­viv­al without fear, sure that both of them were safe at last.

			Gino re­covered sud­denly. His lips moved. For one blessed mo­ment it seemed that he was go­ing to speak. But he scrambled up in si­lence, re­mem­ber­ing everything, and he made not to­wards Philip, but to­wards the lamp.

			“Do what you like; but think first—”

			The lamp was tossed across the room, out through the log­gia. It broke against one of the trees be­low. Philip began to cry out in the dark.

			Gino ap­proached from be­hind and gave him a sharp pinch. Philip spun round with a yell. He had only been pinched on the back, but he knew what was in store for him. He struck out, ex­hort­ing the dev­il to fight him, to kill him, to do any­thing but this. Then he stumbled to the door. It was open. He lost his head, and, in­stead of turn­ing down the stairs, he ran across the land­ing in­to the room op­pos­ite. There he lay down on the floor between the stove and the skirt­ing board.

			His senses grew sharp­er. He could hear Gino com­ing in on tip­toe. He even knew what was passing in his mind, how now he was at fault, now he was hope­ful, now he was won­der­ing wheth­er after all the vic­tim had not es­caped down the stairs. There was a quick swoop above him, and then a low growl like a dog’s. Gino had broken his fin­ger­nails against the stove.

			Phys­ic­al pain is al­most too ter­rible to bear. We can just bear it when it comes by ac­ci­dent or for our good—as it gen­er­ally does in mod­ern life—ex­cept at school. But when it is caused by the ma­lig­nity of a man, full grown, fash­ioned like ourselves, all our con­trol dis­ap­pears. Philip’s one thought was to get away from that room at whatever sac­ri­fice of no­bil­ity or pride.

			Gino was now at the fur­ther end of the room, grop­ing by the little tables. Sud­denly the in­stinct came to him. He crawled quickly to where Philip lay and had him clean by the el­bow.

			The whole arm seemed red-hot, and the broken bone grated in the joint, send­ing out shoots of the es­sence of pain. His oth­er arm was pin­ioned against the wall, and Gino had trampled in be­hind the stove and was kneel­ing on his legs. For the space of a minute he yelled and yelled with all the force of his lungs. Then this solace was denied him. The oth­er hand, moist and strong, began to close round his throat.

			At first he was glad, for here, he thought, was death at last. But it was only a new tor­ture; per­haps Gino in­her­ited the skill of his an­cest­ors—and child­like ruf­fi­ans who flung each oth­er from the towers. Just as the wind­pipe closed, the hand fell off, and Philip was re­vived by the mo­tion of his arm. And just as he was about to faint and gain at last one mo­ment of ob­li­vi­on, the mo­tion stopped, and he would struggle in­stead against the pres­sure on his throat.

			Vivid pic­tures were dan­cing through the pain—Lilia dy­ing some months back in this very house, Miss Ab­bott bend­ing over the baby, his moth­er at home, now read­ing even­ing pray­ers to the ser­vants. He felt that he was grow­ing weak­er; his brain wandered; the agony did not seem so great. Not all Gino’s care could in­def­in­itely post­pone the end. His yells and gurgles be­came mech­an­ic­al—func­tions of the tor­tured flesh rather than true notes of in­dig­na­tion and des­pair. He was con­scious of a hor­rid tum­bling. Then his arm was pulled a little too roughly, and everything was quiet at last.

			“But your son is dead, Gino. Your son is dead, dear Gino. Your son is dead.”

			The room was full of light, and Miss Ab­bott had Gino by the shoulders, hold­ing him down in a chair. She was ex­hausted with the struggle, and her arms were trem­bling.

			“What is the good of an­oth­er death? What is the good of more pain?”

			He too began to tremble. Then he turned and looked curi­ously at Philip, whose face, covered with dust and foam, was vis­ible by the stove. Miss Ab­bott al­lowed him to get up, though she still held him firmly. He gave a loud and curi­ous cry—a cry of in­ter­rog­a­tion it might be called. Be­low there was the noise of Per­fetta re­turn­ing with the baby’s milk.

			“Go to him,” said Miss Ab­bott, in­dic­at­ing Philip. “Pick him up. Treat him kindly.”

			She re­leased him, and he ap­proached Philip slowly. His eyes were filling with trouble. He bent down, as if he would gently raise him up.

			“Help! help!” moaned Philip. His body had suffered too much from Gino. It could not bear to be touched by him.

			Gino seemed to un­der­stand. He stopped, crouched above him. Miss Ab­bott her­self came for­ward and lif­ted her friend in her arms.

			“Oh, the foul dev­il!” he mur­mured. “Kill him! Kill him for me.”

			Miss Ab­bott laid him ten­derly on the couch and wiped his face. Then she said gravely to them both, “This thing stops here.”

			“Latte! latte!” cried Per­fetta, hil­ari­ously as­cend­ing the stairs.

			“Re­mem­ber,” she con­tin­ued, “there is to be no re­venge. I will have no more in­ten­tion­al evil. We are not to fight with each oth­er any more.”

			“I shall nev­er for­give him,” sighed Philip.

			“Latte! latte freschis­sima! bi­anca come neve!” Per­fetta came in with an­oth­er lamp and a little jug.

			Gino spoke for the first time. “Put the milk on the table,” he said. “It will not be wanted in the oth­er room.” The per­il was over at last. A great sob shook the whole body, an­oth­er fol­lowed, and then he gave a pier­cing cry of woe, and stumbled to­wards Miss Ab­bott like a child and clung to her.

			All through the day Miss Ab­bott had seemed to Philip like a god­dess, and more than ever did she seem so now. Many people look young­er and more in­tim­ate dur­ing great emo­tion. But some there are who look older, and re­mote, and he could not think that there was little dif­fer­ence in years, and none in com­pos­i­tion, between her and the man whose head was laid upon her breast. Her eyes were open, full of in­fin­ite pity and full of majesty, as if they dis­cerned the bound­ar­ies of sor­row, and saw un­ima­gin­able tracts bey­ond. Such eyes he had seen in great pic­tures but nev­er in a mor­tal. Her hands were fol­ded round the suf­fer­er, strok­ing him lightly, for even a god­dess can do no more than that. And it seemed fit­ting, too, that she should bend her head and touch his fore­head with her lips.

			Philip looked away, as he some­times looked away from the great pic­tures where vis­ible forms sud­denly be­come in­ad­equate for the things they have shown to us. He was happy; he was as­sured that there was great­ness in the world. There came to him an earn­est de­sire to be good through the ex­ample of this good wo­man. He would try hence­for­ward to be worthy of the things she had re­vealed. Quietly, without hys­ter­ic­al pray­ers or banging of drums, he un­der­went con­ver­sion. He was saved.

			“That milk,” said she, “need not be wasted. Take it, Si­gnor Carella, and per­suade Mr. Her­ri­ton to drink.”

			Gino obeyed her, and car­ried the child’s milk to Philip. And Philip obeyed also and drank.

			“Is there any left?”

			“A little,” answered Gino.

			“Then fin­ish it.” For she was de­term­ined to use such rem­nants as lie about the world.

			“Will you not have some?”

			“I do not care for milk; fin­ish it all.”

			“Philip, have you had enough milk?”

			“Yes, thank you, Gino; fin­ish it all.”

			He drank the milk, and then, either by ac­ci­dent or in some spasm of pain, broke the jug to pieces. Per­fetta ex­claimed in be­wil­der­ment. “It does not mat­ter,” he told her. “It does not mat­ter. It will nev­er be wanted any more.”

		
	
		
			X

			“He will have to marry her,” said Philip. “I heard from him this morn­ing, just as we left Mil­an. He finds he has gone too far to back out. It would be ex­pens­ive. I don’t know how much he minds—not as much as we sup­pose, I think. At all events there’s not a word of blame in the let­ter. I don’t be­lieve he even feels angry. I nev­er was so com­pletely for­giv­en. Ever since you stopped him killing me, it has been a vis­ion of per­fect friend­ship. He nursed me, he lied for me at the in­quest, and at the fu­ner­al, though he was cry­ing, you would have thought it was my son who had died. Cer­tainly I was the only per­son he had to be kind to; he was so dis­tressed not to make Har­riet’s ac­quaint­ance, and that he scarcely saw any­thing of you. In his let­ter he says so again.”

			“Thank him, please, when you write,” said Miss Ab­bott, “and give him my kind­est re­gards.”

			“In­deed I will.” He was sur­prised that she could slide away from the man so eas­ily. For his own part, he was bound by ties of al­most alarm­ing in­tim­acy. Gino had the south­ern knack of friend­ship. In the in­ter­vals of busi­ness he would pull out Philip’s life, turn it in­side out, re­mod­el it, and ad­vise him how to use it for the best. The sen­sa­tion was pleas­ant, for he was a kind as well as a skil­ful op­er­at­or. But Philip came away feel­ing that he had not a secret corner left. In that very let­ter Gino had again im­plored him, as a refuge from do­mest­ic dif­fi­culties, “to marry Miss Ab­bott, even if her dowry is small.” And how Miss Ab­bott her­self, after such tra­gic in­ter­course, could re­sume the con­ven­tions and send calm mes­sages of es­teem, was more than he could un­der­stand.

			“When will you see him again?” she asked. They were stand­ing to­geth­er in the cor­ridor of the train, slowly as­cend­ing out of Italy to­wards the San Gothard tun­nel.

			“I hope next spring. Per­haps we shall paint Si­ena red for a day or two with some of the new wife’s money. It was one of the ar­gu­ments for mar­ry­ing her.”

			“He has no heart,” she said severely. “He does not really mind about the child at all.”

			“No; you’re wrong. He does. He is un­happy, like the rest of us. But he doesn’t try to keep up ap­pear­ances as we do. He knows that the things that have made him happy once will prob­ably make him happy again—”

			“He said he would nev­er be happy again.”

			“In his pas­sion. Not when he was calm. We Eng­lish say it when we are calm—when we do not really be­lieve it any longer. Gino is not ashamed of in­con­sist­ency. It is one of the many things I like him for.”

			“Yes; I was wrong. That is so.”

			“He’s much more hon­est with him­self than I am,” con­tin­ued Philip, “and he is hon­est without an ef­fort and without pride. But you, Miss Ab­bott, what about you? Will you be in Italy next spring?”

			“No.”

			“I’m sorry. When will you come back, do you think?”

			“I think nev­er.”

			“For whatever reas­on?” He stared at her as if she were some mon­stros­ity.

			“Be­cause I un­der­stand the place. There is no need.”

			“Un­der­stand Italy!” he ex­claimed.

			“Per­fectly.”

			“Well, I don’t. And I don’t un­der­stand you,” he mur­mured to him­self, as he paced away from her up the cor­ridor. By this time he loved her very much, and he could not bear to be puzzled. He had reached love by the spir­itu­al path: her thoughts and her good­ness and her no­bil­ity had moved him first, and now her whole body and all its ges­tures had be­come trans­figured by them. The beau­ties that are called ob­vi­ous—the beau­ties of her hair and her voice and her limbs—he had no­ticed these last; Gino, who nev­er tra­versed any path at all, had com­men­ded them dis­pas­sion­ately to his friend.

			Why was he so puzz­ling? He had known so much about her once—what she thought, how she felt, the reas­ons for her ac­tions. And now he only knew that he loved her, and all the oth­er know­ledge seemed passing from him just as he needed it most. Why would she nev­er come to Italy again? Why had she avoided him­self and Gino ever since the even­ing that she had saved their lives? The train was nearly empty. Har­riet slumbered in a com­part­ment by her­self. He must ask her these ques­tions now, and he re­turned quickly to her down the cor­ridor.

			She greeted him with a ques­tion of her own. “Are your plans de­cided?”

			“Yes. I can’t live at Saw­ston.”

			“Have you told Mrs. Her­ri­ton?”

			“I wrote from Monteri­ano. I tried to ex­plain things; but she will nev­er un­der­stand me. Her view will be that the af­fair is settled—sadly settled since the baby is dead. Still it’s over; our fam­ily circle need be vexed no more. She won’t even be angry with you. You see, you have done us no harm in the long run. Un­less, of course, you talk about Har­riet and make a scan­dal. So that is my plan—Lon­don and work. What is yours?”

			“Poor Har­riet!” said Miss Ab­bott. “As if I dare judge Har­riet! Or any­body.” And without reply­ing to Philip’s ques­tion she left him to vis­it the oth­er in­val­id.

			Philip gazed after her mourn­fully, and then he looked mourn­fully out of the win­dow at the de­creas­ing streams. All the ex­cite­ment was over—the in­quest, Har­riet’s short ill­ness, his own vis­it to the sur­geon. He was con­vales­cent, both in body and spir­it, but con­vales­cence brought no joy. In the look­ing glass at the end of the cor­ridor he saw his face hag­gard, and his shoulders pulled for­ward by the weight of the sling. Life was great­er than he had sup­posed, but it was even less com­plete. He had seen the need for strenu­ous work and for right­eous­ness. And now he saw what a very little way those things would go.

			“Is Har­riet go­ing to be all right?” he asked. Miss Ab­bott had come back to him.

			“She will soon be her old self,” was the reply. For Har­riet, after a short par­oxysm of ill­ness and re­morse, was quickly re­turn­ing to her nor­mal state. She had been “thor­oughly up­set” as she phrased it, but she soon ceased to real­ize that any­thing was wrong bey­ond the death of a poor little child. Already she spoke of “this un­lucky ac­ci­dent,” and “the mys­ter­i­ous frus­tra­tion of one’s at­tempts to make things bet­ter.” Miss Ab­bott had seen that she was com­fort­able, and had giv­en her a kind kiss. But she re­turned feel­ing that Har­riet, like her moth­er, con­sidered the af­fair as settled.

			“I’m clear enough about Har­riet’s fu­ture, and about parts of my own. But I ask again, What about yours?”

			“Saw­ston and work,” said Miss Ab­bott.

			“No.”

			“Why not?” she asked, smil­ing.

			“You’ve seen too much. You’ve seen as much and done more than I have.”

			“But it’s so dif­fer­ent. Of course I shall go to Saw­ston. You for­get my fath­er; and even if he wasn’t there, I’ve a hun­dred ties: my dis­trict—I’m neg­lect­ing it shame­fully—my even­ing classes, the St. James’—”

			“Silly non­sense!” he ex­ploded, sud­denly moved to have the whole thing out with her. “You’re too good—about a thou­sand times bet­ter than I am. You can’t live in that hole; you must go among people who can hope to un­der­stand you. I mind for my­self. I want to see you of­ten—again and again.”

			“Of course we shall meet whenev­er you come down; and I hope that it will mean of­ten.”

			“It’s not enough; it’ll only be in the old hor­rible way, each with a dozen re­l­at­ives round us. No, Miss Ab­bott; it’s not good enough.”

			“We can write at all events.”

			“You will write?” he cried, with a flush of pleas­ure. At times his hopes seemed so sol­id.

			“I will in­deed.”

			“But I say it’s not enough—you can’t go back to the old life if you wanted to. Too much has happened.”

			“I know that,” she said sadly.

			“Not only pain and sor­row, but won­der­ful things: that tower in the sun­light—do you re­mem­ber it, and all you said to me? The theatre, even. And the next day—in the church; and our times with Gino.”

			“All the won­der­ful things are over,” she said. “That is just where it is.”

			“I don’t be­lieve it. At all events not for me. The most won­der­ful things may be to come—”

			“The won­der­ful things are over,” she re­peated, and looked at him so mourn­fully that he dare not con­tra­dict her. The train was crawl­ing up the last as­cent to­wards the Cam­pan­ile of Air­olo and the en­trance of the tun­nel.

			“Miss Ab­bott,” he mur­mured, speak­ing quickly, as if their free in­ter­course might soon be ended, “what is the mat­ter with you? I thought I un­der­stood you, and I don’t. All those two great first days at Monteri­ano I read you as clearly as you read me still. I saw why you had come, and why you changed sides, and af­ter­wards I saw your won­der­ful cour­age and pity. And now you’re frank with me one mo­ment, as you used to be, and the next mo­ment you shut me up. You see I owe too much to you—my life, and I don’t know what be­sides. I won’t stand it. You’ve gone too far to turn mys­ter­i­ous. I’ll quote what you said to me: ‘Don’t be mys­ter­i­ous; there isn’t the time.’ I’ll quote some­thing else: ‘I and my life must be where I live.’ You can’t live at Saw­ston.”

			He had moved her at last. She whispered to her­self hur­riedly. “It is tempt­ing—” And those three words threw him in­to a tu­mult of joy. What was tempt­ing to her? After all was the greatest of things pos­sible? Per­haps, after long es­trange­ment, after much tragedy, the South had brought them to­geth­er in the end. That laughter in the theatre, those sil­ver stars in the purple sky, even the vi­ol­ets of a de­par­ted spring, all had helped, and sor­row had helped also, and so had ten­der­ness to oth­ers.

			“It is tempt­ing,” she re­peated, “not to be mys­ter­i­ous. I’ve wanted of­ten to tell you, and then been afraid. I could nev­er tell any­one else, cer­tainly no wo­man, and I think you’re the one man who might un­der­stand and not be dis­gus­ted.”

			“Are you lonely?” he whispered. “Is it any­thing like that?”

			“Yes.” The train seemed to shake him to­wards her. He was re­solved that though a dozen people were look­ing, he would yet take her in his arms. “I’m ter­ribly lonely, or I wouldn’t speak. I think you must know already.” Their faces were crim­son, as if the same thought was sur­ging through them both.

			“Per­haps I do.” He came close to her. “Per­haps I could speak in­stead. But if you will say the word plainly you’ll nev­er be sorry; I will thank you for it all my life.”

			She said plainly, “That I love him.” Then she broke down. Her body was shaken with sobs, and lest there should be any doubt she cried between the sobs for Gino! Gino! Gino!

			He heard him­self re­mark “Rather! I love him too! When I can for­get how he hurt me that even­ing. Though whenev­er we shake hands—” One of them must have moved a step or two, for when she spoke again she was already a little way apart.

			“You’ve up­set me.” She stifled some­thing that was per­il­ously near hys­ter­ics. “I thought I was past all this. You’re tak­ing it wrongly. I’m in love with Gino—don’t pass it off—I mean it crudely—you know what I mean. So laugh at me.”

			“Laugh at love?” asked Philip.

			“Yes. Pull it to pieces. Tell me I’m a fool or worse—that he’s a cad. Say all you said when Lilia fell in love with him. That’s the help I want. I dare tell you this be­cause I like you—and be­cause you’re without pas­sion; you look on life as a spec­tacle; you don’t enter it; you only find it funny or beau­ti­ful. So I can trust you to cure me. Mr. Her­ri­ton, isn’t it funny?” She tried to laugh her­self, but be­came frightened and had to stop. “He’s not a gen­tle­man, nor a Chris­ti­an, nor good in any way. He’s nev­er flattered me nor hon­oured me. But be­cause he’s hand­some, that’s been enough. The son of an Itali­an dent­ist, with a pretty face.” She re­peated the phrase as if it was a charm against pas­sion. “Oh, Mr. Her­ri­ton, isn’t it funny!” Then, to his re­lief, she began to cry. “I love him, and I’m not ashamed of it. I love him, and I’m go­ing to Saw­ston, and if I mayn’t speak about him to you some­times, I shall die.”

			In that ter­rible dis­cov­ery Philip man­aged to think not of him­self but of her. He did not lament. He did not even speak to her kindly, for he saw that she could not stand it. A flip­pant reply was what she asked and needed—some­thing flip­pant and a little cyn­ic­al. And in­deed it was the only reply he could trust him­self to make.

			“Per­haps it is what the books call ‘a passing fancy’?”

			She shook her head. Even this ques­tion was too pathet­ic. For as far as she knew any­thing about her­self, she knew that her pas­sions, once aroused, were sure. “If I saw him of­ten,” she said, “I might re­mem­ber what he is like. Or he might grow old. But I dare not risk it, so noth­ing can al­ter me now.”

			“Well, if the fancy does pass, let me know.” After all, he could say what he wanted.

			“Oh, you shall know quick enough—”

			“But be­fore you re­tire to Saw­ston—are you so mighty sure?”

			“What of?” She had stopped cry­ing. He was treat­ing her ex­actly as she had hoped.

			“That you and he—” He smiled bit­terly at the thought of them to­geth­er. Here was the cruel an­tique malice of the gods, such as they once sent forth against Pa­siphaë. Cen­tur­ies of as­pir­a­tion and cul­ture—and the world could not es­cape it. “I was go­ing to say—whatever have you got in com­mon?”

			“Noth­ing ex­cept the times we have seen each oth­er.” Again her face was crim­son. He turned his own face away.

			“Which—which times?”

			“The time I thought you weak and heed­less, and went in­stead of you to get the baby. That began it, as far as I know the be­gin­ning. Or it may have be­gun when you took us to the theatre, and I saw him mixed up with mu­sic and light. But didn’t un­der­stand till the morn­ing. Then you opened the door—and I knew why I had been so happy. Af­ter­wards, in the church, I prayed for us all; not for any­thing new, but that we might just be as we were—he with the child he loved, you and I and Har­riet safe out of the place—and that I might nev­er see him or speak to him again. I could have pulled through then—the thing was only com­ing near, like a wreath of smoke; it hadn’t wrapped me round.”

			“But through my fault,” said Philip sol­emnly, “he is par­ted from the child he loves. And be­cause my life was in danger you came and saw him and spoke to him again.” For the thing was even great­er than she ima­gined. Nobody but him­self would ever see round it now. And to see round it he was stand­ing at an im­mense dis­tance. He could even be glad that she had once held the be­loved in her arms.

			“Don’t talk of ‘faults.’ You’re my friend forever, Mr. Her­ri­ton, I think. Only don’t be char­it­able and shift or take the blame. Get over sup­pos­ing I’m re­fined. That’s what puzzles you. Get over that.”

			As he spoke she seemed to be trans­figured, and to have in­deed no part with re­fine­ment or un­re­fine­ment any longer. Out of this wreck there was re­vealed to him some­thing in­des­truct­ible—some­thing which she, who had giv­en it, could nev­er take away.

			“I say again, don’t be char­it­able. If he had asked me, I might have giv­en my­self body and soul. That would have been the end of my res­cue party. But all through he took me for a su­per­i­or be­ing—a god­dess. I who was wor­ship­ping every inch of him, and every word he spoke. And that saved me.”

			Philip’s eyes were fixed on the Cam­pan­ile of Air­olo. But he saw in­stead the fair myth of En­dymi­on. This wo­man was a god­dess to the end. For her no love could be de­grad­ing: she stood out­side all de­grad­a­tion. This epis­ode, which she thought so sor­did, and which was so tra­gic for him, re­mained su­premely beau­ti­ful. To such a height was he lif­ted, that without re­gret he could now have told her that he was her wor­ship­per too. But what was the use of telling her? For all the won­der­ful things had happened.

			“Thank you,” was all that he per­mit­ted him­self. “Thank you for everything.”

			She looked at him with great friend­li­ness, for he had made her life en­dur­able. At that mo­ment the train entered the San Gothard tun­nel. They hur­ried back to the car­riage to close the win­dows lest the smuts should get in­to Har­riet’s eyes.
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