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CHAPTER IX. 

M ISS FOSTER is not getting up? 
How is slie?" 

" I believe Aunt Pattie only 
persuaded her to rest till after bi'eakfast, 
and that was hard work. Aunt Pattie 
thought ]jer rather shaken still." 

The speakers were Manisty and Mrs. 
Burgoyne. Eleanor was sitting in the 
deep shade of the avenue that i-an along 
the outer edge of the garden. Through 
the gnarled trunks to her right shone the 
blazing stretches of the Canipagna, melt
ing into the hot shimmer of the Mediter
ranean. A new volume of French ine-
nioii's, whereof not a page had yet been 
cut, was lying upon her knee. 

Manisty, who had come out to consult 
with her, leant against the tree ijeside 
her. Presently lie broke out impetu
ously: 

' 'Eleanor, we must protect that girl ! 
You know what I mean? You'll help 
me?'' 

" What are you afraid of?'' 
" Good heavens! I hardly know. But 

we must keep Alice away from Miss Fos
ter. She mustn't walk with her, or sit 
with her, or be allowed to worry her in 
any way. I should be beside myself with 
alarm it Alice were to take a fancv to 
her." 

Eleanor hesitated a moment. The 
slightest flush rose to her cheek, unno
ticed in tlie shadow of her hat. 

" Y o u know, if you are in any real 
anxiety, Miss Foster could go to Flor
ence. She told me yestei'day that the 
Porters have friends there whom she 
could join." 

Manisty fidgeted. 
' 'We l l , I hardly think that's necessa

ry. It's a great pily she should miss 
Vallombrosa. I hoped I might settle 
her and Aunt Pattie there by about the 
middle of June. ' ' 

Eleanor made so sudden a niovenient 
that her book fell to tlie ground, 

"You are going to Vallombrosa? I 
thought you wo'e due at home the bo-
ginning of June?" 
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"Tha t was when I thought the book 
was coming out before the end of the 
month. But now—" 

"Now that it isn't coming out at all, 
you feel there's no hurry?" 

Manisty looked annoyed. 
" I don't think that's a fair shot. Of 

course the book's coming out! But if it 
isn't June, it must be October. So there's 
no hurry." 

The little cold laugh with which Elea
nor had spoken her last words subsided. 
But she gave him no sign of assent. He 
pulled a stalk of grass, and nibbled at it 
uncomfortably. 

" Y o u think I'm a person easily dis
couraged?" he said presently. 

"You take advice so oddly," she said, 
smiling; " sometimes so ill, sometimes so 
desperately well." 

' ' I can't help it.* I am made like that. 
When a man begins to criticise my work, 
I first hate him, then I'm all of his opin
ion—only more so." 

" I know," said Eleanor, impatiently. 
" I t ' s this dreadful modern way—the fa
tal power we all have of seeing tlie other 
side. But an author is no good till he has 
thrown his critics out of window." 

" P o o r Neal!" said Manisty, with his 
broad sudden smile; " h e would fall 
hard. Howevoi-, to return to Miss Poster. 
There's no need to drive her away if we 
look after liei-. Y'ou'll help us, won't 
you, Eleanor?" 

He sat down on a stone beucli beside 
her. Tiie momentary cloud had cleared 
away. He was his most charming, most 
handsome self. A shiver ran through 
Eleanor. Her thought flew to yester
day—com[)ared the kind radiance of the 
face beside her, its look of brotherly 
confidence and appeal, with the look of 
yesterday, the hard evasiveness with 
which he had met all her poor woman's 
attempts to renew the old intimacy, re-
knit the old bond. She thought of the 
solitary slee])less misery of the night she 
had just passed through. And here they 
were sitting in cousinly talk, as thougli 
nothing else wore between them but this 

* Ilcjrun in Jnmijify miinbet'. 1900, 
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polite anxiety for Miss Foster's peace of 
mind. Wha t was behind that apparent
ly frank brow, those sparkling gray-blue 
eyes? Manisty could always be a mys
tery when he chose, even to those wlio 
knew him best. 

She drew a long inward breath, feel-
ino" the old inexorable compulsion that 
lies upon the decent woman who can 
only play the game as the man chooses 
to set it. 

" I don't know what I can do.'' she 
said, slowly. " Y o u think Alice is no 
better?'' 

Manisty shook his head. He looked 
at her sharply and doubtfulh', as though 
measuring her, and then said, lowering 
his voice: 

" I believe—I know I can trust you 
with this: I have some reason to suppose 
that there was an attempt at suicide at 
Venice. Her maid prevented it, and 
gave me the hint. I am in communica
tion with the maid, though Alice has no 
idea of it." 

" Ought she to come here at all?" said 
Eleanor, after a pause. 

" I have thought of that—of meeting 
all tlie trains and turning her back. But 
you know her obstinacy. As long as she 
is in Rome and we here, we can't protect 
ourselves and the villa. There are a 
thousand ways of invading us. Betler 
let her come, find out what she wants, 
pacify her if possible, and send her away. 
I am not afraid for ourselves, you in
cluded, Eleanor. She would do us no 
harm. A short annoyance, and it would 
be over. But Miss Foster is the weak 
point." 

Eleanor looked at him inquiringly. 
" It is one of the strongest signs of her 

unsound state," said Manisty, frowning, 
" t h e wild fancies that she takes for girls 
much younger than herself. There have 
been all sorts of difficulties in hotels. 
She will be absolutely silent with older peo
ple—or with you and me, for instance— 
but if she can captivate any quite young 
creature she will pour lierself out to hei', 
follow her, write to her, tease her, till she 
gets the pity and sympathy she craves. 
Poor, poor Alice!" 

Manisty's voice had become almost a 
groan. His look betrayed a true and 
manly feeling. 

" O n e iimst always remember," he I'e-
sumed, " t ha t she has still the power to 
attract a stranger. Her mind is in ruins. 

but they are tlie ruins of what was once 
line and noble. But it is all so wild and 
strange and desperate. A girl is first fas
cinated, and then terrified. Slie begins by 
listening and pitying. Then Alice pursues 
her, swears her to seci'ecy, talks to lier of 
enemies and persecutors, of persons who 
wish her death, who open her letters 
and dog her footsteps, till the girl can't 
sleep at nights, and her own nerve be
gins to fail her. There was a case of 
this at Florence last year. Dalgetty— 
that's the maid—had to carry Alice off 
by main force. The parents of the girl 
threatened to set the doctors in motion, 
to get Alice sent to an asylum." 

" B u t surely, surely," cried Mrs. Bur-
goyne, " t ha t would be the right course!'' 

Manisty shook his head. 
"Impossible!" he said, with energy. 

"Don' t imagine that my lawyers and I 
haven't looked into everything. Unless 
the disease has made much progress since 
I last saw her, Alice will always baffle 
any attempts to put her in restraint. She 
is queer—eccentric — melancholy; she 
envelops tlie people she victimizes with 
a kind of moral i)oison; but you can't 
prove—so far, at least—that she is dan
gerous to herself or others. The evidence 
always falls short." He paused ; then 
added, with cautious emphasis: " I don't 
speak without book. It has been tried." 

" B u t the attempt at Venice?" 
" No good. The maid's letter convinced 

me of two things—first, that she had at
tempted her life, and next, that there is 
no proof of it." 

Eleanor bent forward. 
" A n d the suitor—the man?" she said, 

lowering her voice. 
" A l l ! ' ' said Manisty, " A u n t Pattie 

told you that? Oh! it goes on. I believe 
there have been two interviews lately. 
The first at Venice—probably connected 
with the attempt we know of. The sec
ond some weeks ago at Padua. The man 
by all accounts is a reputable person, 
though no doubt not insensible to the 
fact that Alice has some money. You 
know who he is?—a French artist she 
came across in Venice. l i e is melancholy 
and lonely, like herself. I believe he is 
genuinely attached to her. But after the 
last scene at Padua she told Dalgetty that 
she would never make him miserable by 
marrying him." 

" Wha t do you suppose she is coming 
here for?" 
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" V e r y likely to get me to do something-
for tliis man. She won't be his wife, but 
she likes to be his Providence. I shall 
promise anytliing', in return for her going 
quiclcly back to Venice—or Switzerland— 
where she often spends the summer. So 
long- as she and Miss Foster are under one 
roof, I shall not have a moment free from 
anxiety. She passes very easily from a 
mad liking to a mad hate." 

Eleanor sank back in her chair. She 
was silent, but her eye betrayed the l)it-
ter animation of the thoughts passing be
hind them—thoughts evoked not so much 
by what Manisty had said as by what he 
had not said. All alarm, all consideration 
to be concentrated on one point!—no
thing, and no one else, to matter! 

But again she fought down the rising 
agony, refused to be mastered by it, or to 
believe her own terrors. Another wave 
of feeling rose. I t was so natural to her 
to love and help him ! 

" Tell me what you suggest. Of course 
we must all look after that child." 

He brought his head nearer to hers, his 
brilliant eyes bent upon her intently. 

" Never let her be alone with Miss Fos-
tei'! Watch her. If you see any sign of 
persecution—if you can't check it—let 
me know at once. I shall keep Alice in 
play, of coui'se. One day we can send 
Miss Foster into Rome — perhaps two. 
Ah! hush!—here she comes!" 

Eleanor looked round. Lucy had just 
appeared in the cool darkness of the ave
nue. She walked slowly and with a lan
guid grace, trailing her white skirts. Tlie 
sliy rusticity, tlie frank robustness of her 
earlier aspect were now either gone or 
temporarily merged in something more 
exq\]isite and more appealing. Her youth, 
too, had never been so apparent. Slie had 
been too strong, too self-reliant. The 
touch of pliysical delicacy seemed to have 
broug-ht back the child. 

Then, turning back to her companion, 
Eleanor saw the sudden softness in Man-
isty's face—the alert expectancy of his at
titude. 

" W h a t a wonderful oval of the head 
and cheek!" he said, under his breath, 
half to himself, half to her. " D o you 
know, Eleanor, what she reminds me 
of?" 

Eleanor shook her head. 
" Of that little head—little face, rather 

—til at I gave you at Nemi. Don't you 
see it?" 

Vol,. C'.—No. 600.—107 

" I always said she was like your Greek 
bust," said Eleanor, slowly. 

" Ah, that was in her first archaic stage! 
But now tliat she's more at ease with us 
—you see?—there's the purity of line just 
the same—but subtilized—humanized— 
somehow! It's the change from marble 
to terra-cotta, isn't it?" 

His fancy pleased him, and liis smile 
turned to hers for sympatliy. Then, 
springing up, he went to meet Lucy. 

"Oh , there can be nothing on his mind. 
He could not speak—look—smile—like 
that to me,'" thought Eleanor, with pas
sionate i-elief. 

Then as they approached she rose, and 
with kind solicitude forced Lucy to take 
her chair, on the plea that she herself 
was going back to the villa. 

Lucy touched her hand gratefully. " I 
don't know what's happened to me," she 
said, half wistful, half smiling; " I never 
staid in bed to breakfast in ray life before. 
At Greyridge they'd think I had gone out 
of my mind." 

Eleanor inquired if it was an invari
able sign of lunacy in America to take 
your breakfast in bed. Lucy couldn't 
say. All she knew was that nobody ever 
took it so in Greyridge, Vermont, unless 
they were on the point of death. 

" I should never be any good any 
more," she said, with an energy that 
brought the red back to her cheeks, " i f 
they were to spoil me at home as you 
spoil me here." 

Eleanor waved her hand, smiled, and 
went her way. 

As she moved farther and farther away 
from them down the long avenue, she saw 
them all the time, though she never once 
looked back—saw the eager inquiries of 
the man. the modest responsivene.ss of the 
girl. She was leaving them to them
selves—at the bidding of her own pride 
—and they had the May morning before 
them. According- to a telegram just re
ceived, Alice Manisty was not expected 
till after lunch. 

Meanwhile Manisty was talking of his 
sister to Lucy, with coolness, and as much 
frankness as he thought necessary. 

"She is very odd—and very depress
ing. She is now very little with us. 
There is no company she likes as well as 
her own. But in early days she and I 
were great friends. We were brought up 
in an old Yorkshire house together, and 
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a queer pair we were. I was never sent 
to school, and I got the better of most of 
my tutors. Alice was unmanageable too, 
and we spent most of our time rambling 
and reading as we pleased. Both of us 
dreamed awake half our time. I liad 
shooting and fishing to take me out of my
self; bat Alice, after my mother's death, 
lived with her own fancies and got less 
like otlier people every day. Tlieve was 
a sort of garden-house in the park—a 
lonely overgrown kind of place. We 
put our books there, and used practically 
to live there for weeks together. That 
was just after I came into the place, be
fore I went abroad. Alice was sixteen. 
I can see her now sitting in the doorway 
of the little house, hour after hour, staring 
into the woods like a somnambulist, one 
arm behind her head. One day I said to 
her, 'Alice, what are you thinking of?' 
'Myself!' she said. So then I laughed 
at her and teased her. And she answered, 
quite quietly, ' I know it is a pity, but I 
can't help i t . ' " 

Lucy's eyes were wide with wonder. 
" But you ought to have given her some
thing to do—or to learn—right away! 
Couldn't she have gone to school, or 
found some friends?" 

"Oh , I dare say I ought to have done 
a thousand things," said Manisty, impa
tiently. " I was never a model brother, 
or a model anything! I grew up for 
myself and by myself, and I supposed 
Alice would do the same. You disap
prove?" 

He turned his sharp compelling eyes 
upon her, so that Lucy fliiiclied a little. 
" I shouldn't dare," she said, laughing. 
*'I don't know enough. But I'm sorry, 
anyway, for your sister." 

" W h a t did you think about at six
teen ?" 

Her sweet look wavered. 
" I had mother then," she said, simply. 
" Ah ! then—I'm afraid you've no right 

to sit in judgment upon us. Alice and I 
had no mother—no one hut ourselves. 
Of course all our i-elations and friends 
disapproved of us. But that, somehow, 
has never made much difference to either 
of us. Does it make much difference to 
you? Do you mind if people praise or 
blame you? What does it matter what 
anybody thinks? AVho can know any
thing about you but yourself?—eh?" 

He poured out his questions in a hurry, 
one tumbling over the other. And he had 

ali'eady begun to bite the inevitable stalk 
of grass. Lucy, as usual, was conscious 
botli of intimidation and attraction—she 
felt liim at once absurd and magnetic, 

" I ' m sure we're meant to care what 
people think," she said, with spirit. " I t 
helps us. It keep us straight." 

His eyes flashed. 
" Y o u think so? Then we disagree en

tirely, absolutely, and in toto! I don't 
want to be approved. I want to be hap
py. It never enters my head to judge 
other people. W h y should they judge 
me?'' 

"But—but--" Then she laughed out, 
remembering his book and his political 
escapade. "Aren ' t you ahcays judging 
other people?" 

"F igh t ing them—yes! That's another 
mailer. But I don't give mj-self superior 
airs. I don't judge; I just love—and 
hate." 

Her attention followed the bronzed ex
pressive face, so bold in outline, so deli
cate in detail, with a growing fascina
tion. 

" I t seems to me you hate more than 
you love.' ' 

t ie considered it. 
"Quite possible. I t isn't an engaging 

world. But I don't hate readily; I hate 
slowly and by degrees. If anybody of
fends me, for instance, at first I hardly 
feel it—it doesn't seem to matter at all. 
Then it gi-ows in my mind; gi'adually it 
becomes a weight—a burning fire—and 
drives everything else out. I hate the 
men, for instance, that I hated last year, 
in England, much worse now than I did 
then!" 

Her steady' lips, her sparkling eye, show
ed an op])osition that must needs venture 
into the open. 

" W h y did you hate them? I have 
heard—" 

" Yes?" he said, peremptorily, bending 
again towards her. 

She trembled, but went on— 
" T h a t it was a great p i t y - t h a t you 

lost influence—" 
" I shall recover it." he said, briefly. 
"Through your book?" 
"Tha t ' s only one means among many. 

The cause is so strong, the weapons hard
ly matter." 

" Wha t do you mean by ' t he cause'?" 
" Everytliing reactionary, foolish, and 

superstitious," he said, witli malicious 
emphasis. " Everything that confounds 
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the wisdom of the wise—everything that 
your Puri tan ancestors thought anathe
ma— fasting, monkery, saci-amentalism, 
relics, indulgences—everything that a 
snug, prosperous, Protestant England or 
America liates and despises—while all 
the time it is keeping the world going 
for Protestant England or America to 
wax fat in." 

She said nothing, but her face spoke 
for her. 

" You think me mad?" 
She turned aside, dumb, plucking at a 

root of cyclamen beside lier. 
" Insincere?" 
"No . But you like to startle one—to 

make one angry!" 
He shrugged his shoulders carelessly. 
" N o t at all. There is a certain joy 

always in pricking bubbles—in tripping 
people up where they think themselves 
most secure." 

" E v e n when those people are in eai'-
nest—and you—?" 

" A r e not? Charge home. I am pre
pared," lie said, smiling. 

Slie opened her deep puzzled eyes upon 
him, glowing from an inward fire. 

" You talk as though you were a Catli-
olic—-and you are not—you don't be
lieve—" she said, and then stopped, star
tled by her own rashness. 

" Y o u are quite right," he said, with 
emphasis. "No t only do I not believe, 
but I find it impossible to understand 
liow any educated man can possibly, con
ceivably, be a believer." 

Her face expressed her repulsion and 
bewilderment. 

"Then why?—wliy?" 
" It's quite simple. Because the world 

can't get on without morals, and Catliol-
icism—Anglicanism too—the religious of 
authority, in short—are the great guar
dians of morals. They are the binding 
forces—the forces making for solidarity 
and continuity. Your cocksure, peering 
Pj'otestant is the dissolvent — the force 
making for ruin. What ' s his private 
judgment to me, or mine to him? But 
for the sake of it he'll malfe everything 
mud and puddle! Of course you may 
say to me—it is perfectly open to you to 
say "—he looked away from her, half for
getting her, addressing with animation 
and pugnacity an imaginary opponent— 
" w h a t do morals matter?—how do you 
know tliat tlie present moral judgments 
of the world represent any ultimate truth? 

Ah, well!"—he shrugged his shoulders— 
" I can't follow j-ou there. Black maj" 
be really white, and white black; but I'm 
not going to admit it. It would make 
me too much of a dupe. I take my stand 
on morals. And if you give me morals, 
you must give me the only force that can 
guarantee them — Catholicism—more or 
less; and dogma, and ritual, and super
stition, and all the foolish ineffable things 
that bind mankind together, and send 
them to 'face the music' in this world 
and the next!" 

She sat silent, with twitching lips, ex
cited, yet passionately scornful and an
tagonistic. Thoughts of her home; of the 
sturdj' Methodist farmers she knew; of 
the hymns at meetings, and the deep in
wardness of the faith and penitence ex
pressed in them—the only utterance of a 
dour and silent race; of her uncle's sim
ple and personal piety—flashed thick and 
fast through her mind. Suddenly she 
covered her face with her hands, to hide 
a fit of laughter that had overtaken her. 

" A l l that amuses you?" said Manisty, 
breathing a little faster. 

"No—oh no! But—I was thinking of 
our friends—and my uncle. Wha t you 
said of Pi'otestants seemed all at once so 
odd—so—ridiculous!" 

"Did it?" said Manisty. "Take care! 
I have seen you a Catholic once—for 
three minutes!' ' 

" W h e n ? " 
" I n St. Peter's." 
His smiling imperious eyes followed up 

their advantage. 
"Forg ive me! But I saw you over

thrown. The great tradition swept upon 
you; you knelt like the rest of us." 

She was silent. Far within she was 
conscious of a kind of tremor. She threw 
herself on another subject. 

" I hope you will finish the book," she 
said, hastily, " for Mrs. Burgoyne's sake." 

His expression changed. Throwing 
himself on liis elbow, he lay full length 
on the marble bench beside her. His 
strong curls of black hair overhung a 
slightly frowning brow. But his frown 
was only a nervous trick. When he spoke 
it was with a smile. 

" You think Mrs. Burgoyne cares about 
it so much?" 

" But she worked so hard for it!" cried 
Lucj', indignant with something in his 
manner, though she could not have de
fined what. Her mind, indeed, was full 
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of vague and generous misgivings on the 
subject of Jtrs. Bui'goyne. First slie had 
been angry witli Mr. Manisty for what 
liad seemed to lier neglect and ingrati
tude. Now slie was somehow dissatisfied 
with herself too. 

" S h e worked too hard," said Manisty, 
gravely. " I t is a good thing the pressure 
has been tak'on off. Have you found out 
yet, Miss Foster, what a remarkable wo
man my cousin is?" 

l ie turned to her with a sharp look of 
inquiry. 

" I admire her all day long," cried 
Lucy, warmly. 

"That ' s right," said Manisty, slowly— 
" tha t ' s right. Do you know her his
tory?" 

"Mr . Brooklyn told me—" 
" H e doesn't know very much. Shall 

I tell it you?'' 
"If you ought — if Mrs. Burgoyne 

would like it," said Lucy, eager and yet 
hesitating, the color coming and going. 
There was a chivalrous feeling in tiie 
girl's mind that she was too new an ac
quaintance—that she had no right to the 
secrets of this friendship, and Manisty 
no right to speak of them. 

But Manisty took no notice. With half-
shut eyes, like a man looking into the 
past, he began to describe his cousin— 
first as a girl in her father's home; then 
in her married life, silent, unhappy, .gen
tle; afterwards in the dumb years of her 
irreparable grief; and finally in this last 
phase of intellectual and spiritual energy, 
which had been such an amazement to 
himself—which had first revealed to him, 
indeed, the true Eleanor. 

He spoke slowly, with a singular and 
scrupulous choice of words, building up 
the image of Mi-s. Burgoyne's life and 
mind with an insight and a delicacy 
which presently held his listener spell
bound. Several things emerged and 
stamped themselves on the girl's aston
ished and vibrating sense—his affection 
for his cousin, and his detachment from 
her; the extraordinary closeness and 
penetration, moreover, of his moral judg
ment of women. Several times Lucy felt 
herself flooded with hot color. 

" Does he guess so much about—about 
us all?" slie asked herself with a secret 
excitement. 

Suddenly Manisty said, with an entire 
change of tone, springing to his feet as 
he did so, 

" I n short. Miss Foster, my cousin 
Eleanor is one of the ablest and dearest 
of women, and she and I have been com
pletely wasting each other's time this 
winter!" 

Lucy stared at him in astonishment. 
" Shall I tell you why? We have been 

too kind to each other!" 
He waited, studying his companion's 

face with a hard, whitnsical look. 
" Eleanor gave my book too much sym

pathy, It wanted brutality. I have 
worn her out, and my book is in a mess. 
The best thing I could do for us both was 
to cut it short. It's too bad, isn't it, to 
complain of indulgence?" 

Lucy was uncomfortably silent. Her 
thoughts went back to her first evening 
—to the criticism on the Nemi piece im
plied in Mrs. Burgoyne's gentle refrain
ing from good words, and the evident 
annoyance of the writer. Manisty watch
ed her closely, and probably divined 
her. 

"There 's no use in talking about it," 
he said, impatiently, with a shake of his 
great shoulders. " I am not meant to 
work in partnership. A word of blame 
depresses me, and I am led astray by 
praise. It was all a mistake. If only 
Eleanor could understand that it's my 
own fault—and I kr.ow it's my own fault 
—and not think me unjust and unkind. 
Miss Foster—" 

Lucy looked up. In the glance she 
encountered, the vigorous and wilful per
sonality beside her seemed to bring all its 
force to bear upon herself. 

" —if Eleanor talks to you—'' 
" S h e never does!" cried Lucy. 
" S h e might," said Manisty, coolly— 

" s h e might. If she does, ))eisuade her 
of my admiration—my gi'atitude. Tell 
her that I know very well that I am not 
woi'th her help. Her inspiration would 
have led any other man to success. It 
only failed because I was I. I liale to 
seem to discourage and disavow what I 
once accepted so eagerly. But a man 
must find out his own mistakes and 
thrash his own blunders. She was too 
kind to thrash them, so I have appoint
ed Neal to the office. Do you uiidor-
stand?" 

She rose, full of wavering approvals 
and disapprovals, seized by him, and feel
ing with Mrs. Burgoyne. 

" I understand only a very little," she 
said, lifting her candid, charming eyes to 
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liis, " except that I never saw any one I 
—I cared for so much, in so short a time, 
as Mrs. Burgoyne." 

" Ah ! care for her 1" lie said, in anotlier 
voice, with another aspect—''go on car
ing for lier! Slie needs it." 

Tiiey wallced on togetlier towards the 
villa, for Alfredo was on the balcony sig
nalling to them that tlie twolve-o'clocls: 
brealvfast was ready. 

On the way Mauisty turned upon her, 
" N o w you are to be obedient! You 

are not to pay any attention to my sister. 
She is not a happy person; but you are 
not to be sorry for lier. You can't un
derstand her, and I beg you will not try. 
You are, please, to leave her alone. Can 
I trust you?" 

" H a d n ' t you better send me into 
Rome?" said Lucy, laughiug and embar
rassed. 

" I always intended to," said Manisty, 
shortly. 

Towards five o'clock Alice Manisty ar
rived, accompanied by an elderly maid. 
Lucy—before she escaped into tlie garden 
—was aware of a very tall woman, pos
sessing a harshly expressive face, black 
eyes, and a thin, long-limbed frame. 
Tliese black eyes — uneasily bright — 
searched tlie salon as she entered it, 
only to fasten, with a kind of grip in 
winch there was no joy, upon her bro
ther. Lucy saw her kiss him, witli a 
cold perfunctoriness, bowed herself as 
her name was nervously pronounced by 
Miss Manisty, and tlien withdrew. Mrs. 
Burgoyne was in Rome for the after
noon. 

But at dinner they all met, and Lucy 
could satisfy some of tlie natural curios
ity tliat possessed liei'. Alice Manisty 
was dressed in black lace and satin, and 
carried herself with distinction. Her hair, 
raven - black like lier brother's, though 
with a fine line of gray liere and tliere, 
was of enormous abundance, and she wore 
it lieavily coiled round her liead in a mode 
which gave particular relief to the fire 
and restlessness of the eyes which flashed 
beneath it. Beside her, Eleanor Burgoyne, 
though she too was rather tall than 
short, suffered a cui'ious eclipse. The 
plaintive distinction that made the charm 
of Eleanor's expression and movements 
seemed for the moment to mean and say 
nothing beside the tragic splendor of 
Alice Manisty. 

Tlie dinner was not agreeable. Manis
ty was clearly ill at ease, and seething 
with inward annoyance; Miss Manisty 
liad tlie air of a frightened mouse; Alice 
Manisty talked not at all, and ate no
thing except some poached eggs that she 
had apparently ordered for herself before 
dinner; and Eleanor—chattering of her 
afternoon in Rome—had to carry through 
the business as best she could, with occa
sional help from Lucy. 

From the first it was unpleasantly evi
dent to Manisty tliat his sister took notice 
of Miss Foster. Almost her only words 
at table were addressed to tlie girl sitting 
opposite to her; and her roving eyes re
turned again and again to Lucy's fresh 
young face and quiet brow. 

After dinner Manisty followed the la
dies into the salon, and asked his aunt 's 
leave to smoke his cigarette with them. 

Lucy wondered what had passed be
tween him and his sister before dinner. 
He was polite to her; and yet she fan
cied that their relations were already 
strained. 

Presently, as liUcy was busy with some 
embroidery on one of the settees against 
the wall of the salon, she was conscious 
of Alice Manisty's approach. Tlie new
comer sat down beside her, bent over her 
work, asked lier a few lo^t, deep-voiced 
questions, Those strange eyes fastened 
upon her—stared at her, indeed. 

But instantly Manisty was there, ciga
rette in hand, standing between them. 
He distracted his sister's attention, and 
at the same moment Eleanor called to 
Lucy from the piano: 

" W o n ' t you turn over for me? I 
can't play them by heart." 

Lucy wondered at the scantiness of 
Mrs. Burgoyne's musical memory that 
night. She, who could play by the hour 
witliout note on most occasions, showed 
herself, on this, tied and bound to the 
printed page ; and that page must be 
turned for her by Lucy, and Lucy only. 

Meanwhile Manisty sat beside liis sis
ter smoking, throwing first the left leg 
over the right, tlien the right leg over 
the left, and making attempts at conver
sation with her, that Eleanor positively 
must not see, lest music and decorum 
both break down in a wrecli of nervous 
laughter. 

Alice Manisty scarcely responded; she 
sat motionless, her wild black head bent 
like that of a Maenad at watch, her gaze 
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fixed, bei' long tbiii hands gi'aspiiig tlie 
arm of her chair with unconscious force. 

" W l i a t is she tliinking- of.'" tliought 
Lucy once, with a momentary sliiver. 
"Herself?" 

Wlien bedtime came, Manisty gave tlie 
ladies tlieir candles. As he bade good
night to Lucy, lie said in her ear: ' 'You 
said you wislied to see the Lateran Mu
seum. My aunt will send Benson with 
you to-morrow." 

His tone did not ask whether she wish
ed for the arrangement, but simply im
posed it. 

Then, as Eleanor approached him, be 
raised his shoulders with a gesture that 
only she saw, and led her a few steps 
apart in the dimly lighted anteroom, 
where the candles were jilaced. 

" She wants the most impossible things, 
my dear lady," be said in low-voiced de
spair— " th ings I can no more do than fly 
over the moon I" 

" Edward 1" said his sister from the 
open door of the salon, " I should like 
some further conversation with you be
fore I go to bed." 

Manisty, with the worst grace in the 
world, saw his aunt and Eleanor to their 
rooms, and then went back to suri'ender 
himself to Alice. He was a man who 
took family relations hardly, impatient 
of the slightest bond that was not of his 
own choosing. Yet it was Eleanor's 
judgment that, considei'ing his tempera
ment, he bad not been a bad brother to 
this wild sister. He had spent both heart 
and thought upon her case; and at the 
root of bis relation to her a deep and 
painful pity was easily to be divined. 

Vast as the vil la-apartment was, the 
rooms were all on one floor, and the doors 
fitted badly. Lucy's sleep was haunted 
for long by a distant sound of voices, 
generally low and restrained, but at mo
ments rising and sharpening as though 
their owners forgot the hour and the 
night. In the morning it seemed to her 
that she had been last conscious of a 
burst of weeping, far distant—then of a 
sudden silence. 

The following day, Lucy, in Benson's 
charge, paid her duty to the Sophocles of 
the Latei'an Museum, and, armed with 
certain books lent her by Manisty, went 
wandering among the art and inscrip
tions of Christian Rome. She came home 
—inexplicably tired—through a glorious 

Campagna splashed with poppies, em
broidered with marigold and vetch ; she 
climbed the Alban slopes from the beat 
below, and rejoiced in the keener air of 
the hills, and the ponente. as she drove 
from the station to the villa. 

Mrs. Burgoyne was leaning over the 
balcony looking out for her. Lucy i-an 
up to her, astonished at her own eager
ness of foot, at the breath of home which 
seemed to issue from the great sun-beaten 
house. 

Eleanor looked pale and tired, but she 
took the girl's hand kindly. 

"Oh, you must keep all your gossip 
for dinner!" said Eleanor as they greet
ed. " I t will help us through. It has 
been rather a hard daj ' ." 

Lucy's face showed her s^'mpathy, and 
the question she did not like to put into 
words. 

" O h , it has been a wrestle all day!" 
said Eleanor, wearily. " S h e wants Mr. 
Manistj' to do certain things with lier 
property that as her guardian he cannot 
do. She has the maddest ideas—she is 
mad. And when she is crossed she is 
terrible." 

At dinner Lucy did her best to lighten 
the atmos])liere, being indeed most trulj-
sorry for her poor friends and their di
lemma. But her pleasant girlish talk 
seemed to float above an abyss of trouble 
and discomfort, which tlireatened con
stantly to swallow it up. 

Alice Manisty indeed responded. She 
threw off her silence and talked of 
Rome, exclusively to Lucy and with 
Lucy, showing- in her talk a great deal 
of knowledge and a good deal of fine 
taste, mingled with occasional violence 
and extravagance. Her eyes, indeed, were 
wilder than ever. They shone with a 
miserable intensity tiiat became a posi
tive glare once or twice when Manisty ad
dressed her. Her whole aspect breathed 
a tragic determination, crossed with an 
anger she was hardly able to restrain. 
Lucy noticed that she never spoke to or 
answered her brother if she could help it. 

After dinner Lucy found herself the 
object of various embarrassing overtures 
on the part of the new-comer. But on 
each occasion Manisty interposed, at first 
adroitly, then roughl.y. On the last oc
casion Alice Manisty sprang to her feet, 
went to the side table where the candles 
were placed, disappeared, and did not re
turn. Manistv, his aunt, and Mrs. Bur-
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goyne drew together in a corner of tlie still not without some noise. Then hnr-
salon discussing tlie events of the day in rying to her bed, she tlirew herself upon 
low, anxious voices. Lucy thought lier- it, panting—in a terror slie could neither 
self in the way, and went to bed. explain nor compose. 

After some hours of sleep, Lncy awoke, 
conscious of movement somcwliere near 
her. With the advent of tlie hot weather 
she had heen moved to a room on the 
eastern side of the villa, in one of two 
small wings jutting out from the facade. 
She had locked her door, but the side 
•window of her room, which overloolced 
the balcony towards the lake, was open, 
and slight sounds came from the balcony. 
Springing up, she crept softly towards the 
window. The wooden shutters had been 
drawn forward, but both tliey and the 
casements were ajar. 

Through the cliiuk she saw a strange 
sight. Oil the step leading from the 
house to the terrace of the balcony sat 
Alice Manisty. Her head was thrown 
back against the wall of the villa, and her 
hands were clasped upon her knee. Her 
marvellous hair fell round her shoulders, 
and a strange illumination, in which a 
first gleam of dawn mingled with the 
moonlight, searched the haggard white
ness of the face and struck upon the long 
emaciated hands emerging from the dark
ness of her loose black dress. 

Was she asleep? Lucy, holding back 
so as not to be seen, peered with hold 
breath. No!—the large eyes were wide 
open, though it seemed to Lucy that they 
saw nothing. 

Minute after minute passed. Tlie flg-
'jre on the terrace sat motionless. There 
were t\vo statues on either side of her, a 
pair of battered round-limbed nymphs, 
glorified by the moonlight into a grace of 
poetry not theirs by day. They seemed 
to be looking down upon the woman at 
their feet in a soft bewilderment—won
dering at a creature so little like them
selves; while frorifi the terrace came up 
the scent of the garden, heavy with roses 
and bedrenched with dew. 

Suddenly it seemed to Lucy as though 
that stricken face, those intolei'able eyes, 
awoke—tui'iied towards herself, penetra
ted her room, pursued her. The figure 
moved, and there was a low sound of 
words. Her window was in truth inac-
aessible from the terrace; but in a panic 
fear Lucy threw herself on the casement 
and the shutters, closed them, and drew 
the bolts—as noiselessly as she could— 

C H A P T E R X. 

" M Y dear lady, there's nothing to be 
done with her whatever. She will not 
yield one inch—and I cannot. But one 
thing at last is clear to me. The mis
chief has made progress—I fear, great 
progress." 

Manisty had drawn his cousin into the 
garden, and they were pacing the avenue. 
With his last words he turned upon her 
a grave, significant look. 

The cause of Alice Manisty's visit, in
deed, had turned out to be precisely what 
Manisty supposed. The sister had come 
to Marinata in order to persuade her bro
ther, as one of the trustees of her prop
erty, to CO operate with her in bestowing 
some of her money on the French artist, 
Monsieur Octave A^acherot, to whom, as 
she calmly avowed, her affections were 
indi.ssolublj^ attached, though she did not 
ever intend to marry him, nor indeed to 
see much of him in the future. " I shall 
never do him the disservice of becoming 
his wife," she announced, with her mel
ancholy eyes full upon her brother. 
" B u t money is of no use to tne. Ho is 
young and can employ it." Manisty in
quired whether the gentleman in ques
tion was aware of what she proposed. 
Alice replied that if money were finally 
settled upon him, he would accept it, 
whereas liis pride did not allow him to 
receive perpetual small sums at her hands. 
" B u t if I settle a definite sum upon him, 
he will take it as an endowment of his 
genius. It would be giving to the pub
lic, not to him. His great ideas would 
get their chance." 

Manisty, in his way as excitable as she, 
had evidently found it difficult to restrain 
himself when M. Octavo Vacherot's views 
as to his own value were thus explained 
to him. Nevertheless, he seemed to have 
shown on the whole a creditable patience, 
to have argued with his sister, to have 
even offered her money of his own, for 
the temporary sup]dy of M. Vacherot's 
nece.ssities. But all to no avail; and in 
the end it had come, of course, to his 
flatly refusing any help of his to such a 
scheme, and without it the scheme fell. 
For their father had been perfectly well 
aware of his daughter's eccentricities, and 
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had placed her portion, by his will, in the 
hands of two trustees, of whom her bro
ther was one, without wliose consent she 
could not toucli the capital. 

'• It always seemed to lier a monstrous 
arrangement," said Manisty, " a n d 1 can 
see now it galls lier to the quick to have 
to apply to me in this way. I don't won
der—but I can't lielp it. The duty's there 
—worse luck !—and I've got to face it, for 
my fatlier's sake. Besides, if I were to 
consent, tlie oilier fellow—an old cousin 
of ours—would never dream of doing it. 
So what's the good? All the same, it 
makes me desperately anxious, to see the 
effect that this opposition of mine pro
duces upon her." 

" I saw yesterday that she must have 
been crying in the night," said Eleanor. 

Her words evoked some emotion in 
Manistj-. 

" S h e cried in my presence, and I be
lieve she cried most of tlie night after
wards," he said, in hasty pain. ' 'Tha t 
beast Vacherot!" 

" W h y doesn't she marry liim?'' 
" F o r tlie noblest of reasons! She 

knows that her brain is clouded, and she 
won't let him run the risk." 

Their eyes met in a quick sympathy. 
She saw that his poetic susceptibility, the 
romantic and dramatic elements in him, 
were all alive to liis sister's case. How 
critically, sliarply perceptive he was—or 
could be—with regai'd apparently to ev
erybody in tlie world—save one! Often 
—as lliey tallied—her heart stirred in this 
way, far out of sight, like a fluttering and 
wounded thing, 

" I t is the strangest madness," said 
Manisty, presently. " Many people would 
say it was only extravagance of imagina
tion, unless they knew—what I know. She 
told me last night that she was not one 
person, but two, and the other self was a 
brother!—not the least like me—who con
stantly told her what to do and what not 
to do. She calls him quite calmly ' m y 
brother John , ' ' m y heavenly brother. ' 
She says that he often does strange things 
—tilings that she does not understand— 
but that he tells her the most wonderful 
secrets, and that he is a greater poet than 
any now living. She says that the first 
time she perceived him as separate from 
herself was one day in Venice, when a 
friend came for her to the hotel. She 
went out with the friend, or seemed to go 
out with her, and then suddenly she per

ceived that she was lying on her bed, and 
that the other Alice liad been J o h n ! He 
looks just herself—but for the eyes. The 
weirdness of her look as she tells these 
things! But she expresses herself often 
with an extraordinary poetry. I envy 
her the words and tlie phrases! It seem
ed to me, once or twice, that she had all 
sorts of things I wished to have. If one 
could only be a little mad, one might 
write good books!" 

He turned upon his companion, with a 
wild brilliance in his own blue eyes, that, 
taken together with the subject of their 
conversation and his many points of 
physical likeness to his sister, sent an un
comfortable thrill through Eleanor. Nev
ertheless, as she knew well, at the very 
bottom of Manisty's being there lay a 
remarkable fund of ordinary capacity 
•—an invincible sanity, in short—which 
had always so far rescued him in the 
long-run from that element which was 
extravagance in him and madness in his 
sister. 

And certainly nothing could liave been 
more reasonable, strong, and kind than 
his further talk about his sister. He con
fided to his cousin that his whole opinion 
of Alice's state had changed; that certain 
symptoms for which he had been warned 
to be on the watch had, in his judgment, 
appeared; that he had accordingly writ
ten to a specialist in Rome, asking him to 
come and see Alice, without warning, on 
the following day; and that he hoped to 
be able to persuade lier,without too much 
conflict, to accept medical watching and 
treatment for a time. 

' ' I feel that it is plotting against her," 
he said, not without emotion, " but it has 
gone too far; she is not safe for herself or 
others. One of the most anxious things 
is this night wandering which has taken 
possession of her. Did you hear her last 
night?'' 

"Las t night?' ' said Eleanor, startled. 
" I had been warned by Dalgetty," said 

Manisty. " A n d between three and four 
I thought I heard sounds somewhere in 
the direction of the Albano balcony. So 
I crept out through the salon into the 
library. And there, sitting on the step of 
the glass passage, was Alice, looking as 
though she were turned to marble, and 
staring at Miss Poster's room! To my 
infinite relief, I saw that Miss Foster's 
shutters and windows were fast closed. 
But I felt I could not leave Alice there. 
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I made a little noise in tlie l ibrar j to 
warn her, and then I came out upon lier. 
Slio sliowed no surprise, nor did I. I 
asked her to come and loolc at the sunrise 
strilcing over the Campagna. She made 
]io objection, and I took her tliroiig-ii my 
room and the salon to the sah)n balcony. 
The siglit was marvellous; and fii'sl it 
gave her pleasure—she said a few thinjjs 
about it witli her old grace and power. 
Then, in a minute, a veil seemed to fall 
over her eyes. The possessed, miserable 
look came back. She remembered that 
she hated me—that I had thwarted her. 
Yet I was able to persuade her to go back 
to her room. I promised that we would 
have more talk to-day. And when she 
liad safely shut her own door—you know 
that tiled anteroom that leads to her 
room?—I found the key of it, and locked 
it safely from outside. That's one access 
to her. The other is through the room 
in which Dalgetty was sleeping. I'd 
have given a good deal to warn Dalgetty, 
but I dared not risk it. She had not 
heard Alice go out by the anteroom, but 
.she told me the other day the sn]allest 
sound in her own room woke her. So 
I felt tolerably safe, and I went to bed. 
Eleanor! do you think that child saw or 
knew anything of it?'' 

"Lucy Fo.ster? I noticed nothing." 
The name, even on her own lips, struck 

Eleanor's aching sense like a sound of 
fate. It seemed now as if through every 
conversation she foresaw it—that all talk 
led up to it. 

' ' She looks unlike herself still, this 
morning, don't you thinkT' said Manisty, 
in disquiet. 

" Ver3^ possibly she got some chill at 
Nemi — some slight poison—which will 
pass off." 

• 'Well, now," he said, after a pause, 
"how shall we get through the day? I 
shall have another scene with Alice, I 
suppo.se. I don't see how it is to be 
avoided. Meanwhile, will you Ireep Mi.ss 
Foster here"—he pointed to the garden 
— " o u t of the way?" 

" I must think of Aunt Pattie, re
member," said Eleanor, quickly. 

" A h ! dear Aunt Pattie!—but bring 
her too. I see perfectly well that 
Alice has already marked Miss Foster. 
She has asked me many questions about 
her. She feels her innocence and fresh
ness like a magnet—drawing out her own 
sorrows and grievances. My poor Alice! 
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What a wreck! Could I have done 
more?—could I?" 

He walked on absently, his hands be
hind his back, his face working pain-
fully. 

Eleanor was touclied. She did her 
best to help him tlir<jw off his misgiv
ings; she defended him from himself; 
she promised him her help, not with the 
old effusion, but still with a cousinly 
kindness. And his mercurial nature soon 
passed into another mood—a mood of 
hopefulness that the doctor would .set 
everything right, that Alice would con
sent to place herself under proper care, 
tliat the crisis would end well—and in 
twenty-four hours. 

"Meanwhile, for this aftei-noon?"' said 
Eleanor. 

" (Jli. we must be guided by circum
stances. W e understand each other. 
Eleanor!—what a ])rop, what a help you 
are!" 

She shrank into herself. It was true, 
indeed, that she had passed through a 
good many disagreeable hours since Alice 
Manisty arrived, on her own account; for 
she had been left in charge several times, 
and she had a secret terror of madness. 
Manisty had not given her much thanks 
till now. His facile gratitude seemed to 
her a little tardy. She smiled and put it 
aside. 

Manisty wrestled with his sister again 
that morning, while the other three la
dies, all of them silent and pertui'bed, 
worked and read in the garden. Lucy 
debated with hei'self whether she .should 
describe what she had seen the night be-
foi'c. But her instinct was always lo 
make no unnecessary fuss. What harm 
was there in sitting out-of-doors on an 
Italian night in May? She would not 
add to the others' anxieties. Moreover, 
she felt a curious slackness and shrinking 
from exertion—even the exertion of talk
ing. As Eleanor had divined, she had 
caught a slight chill at Nemi. and the 
effects of it were malarious, in the Italian 
way. She was conscious of a little shiv-
erincss and languor, and of a wish to lie 
or sit quite still. But Aunt Pattie was 
administering quinine, and keeping a 
motherly eye upon hei-. There was no
thing, according to her, to be alarmed 
about. 

At the end of a couple of hours Manisty 
came out from his studv much discom-
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posed. Alice Manisly slmt liei'self up in 
her room, and Mani.st}' .summoned Elea-
noi' to walk up and down a distant patli 
witli him. 

When luncheon came, Alice Manisty 
did not appear. Dalgetty brought a mes
sage excusing her, to which Manisty lis
tened in silence. 

Aunt Pattie slip[>ed out to see that the 
vlsitoi' had everylliiiig .she i-equired. But 
she returned almost instantly, her little 
parchment face quivering with nervous
ness. 

"Alice would not see ine,'' she said to 
Manisty. 

" W e must leave her alone," he said, 
quicldy. "" Dalgelty will look after her.' ' 

The meal passed under a cloud of 
anxiety. For once Manisty exerted him
self to make talk, but not with much 
success. 

As the ladies left the dining-room he 
detained Lucy, 

" W o u l d it be too hot for you in the 
garden now? Would you mind return
ing there?'' 

Lucy fetched her hat. There was only 
one short stretch of sun-beaten path to 
cross, and then, beyond, one entered upon 
the deep shade of the ilexes, already pene
trated, at the turn of the day, by the first 
breaths of the sea-wind from the west. 
Manisty carried her books, and arranged 
a chair for her. Then he looked I'ound 
to see if any one was near. Yes. Two 
gardeners were cutting tiie grass in the 
central zone of the garden—well witliin 
call. 

" M y aunt or Mrs. Burgoyne will fol
low you very shoi'lly," he said. " Y o u 
do not mind being alone?'' 

"Please, don't tliinit of me!" cried 
Lucv. " I am afraid I am in your 
way." 

" I t will be all right to-morrow," he 
said, follov.'ing his own thoughts. "May 
I ask that you will stay here for the pres
ent?'' 

He bent over her with a most courte
ous, a most winning kindness. Lucy 
promised, and he went. 

She was left to tliink first, to think 
many times, of these new mannei's of 
lier host, which had now wholly driven 
from her mind the memory of her first 
experiences; then to (londer,with a grow
ing fascination which her own state of 
slight fever and the sultry heat of the 
day seemed to make it impossible for her 

to throw off, on Alice Manisty, on the 
incident of the night before, and on the 
meaning of the poor lady's state and be
havior. She had taken Mrs. Burgoyne's 
word of " m a d " in a general sense, as 
meaning eccentricity ajul temper. But 
surely they were gravely anxious, and 
everything was most strange and mys
terious. The memory of the staring face 
under the moonlight appalled her. She 
tried not to think of it; but it haunted 
her. 

Her nerves were not in their noi'mal 
state, and, as she sat there in the cool 
darii, vague paralyzing fears swept across 
her, of which she Avas ashamed. One 
minute she longed to go back to them 
and help them. The next she recognized 
that the best help she could give was to 
stay where she was. She saw very well 
that she was a responsibility and a care 
to them, 

" I f it lasts, I must go away," she said 
to hei'self, fii'mly. " Certainly I must 
go," 

])Ut at the thought of going the tears 
came into hei' eyes. At most there was 
little more than a fortnight befoi'c the 
party broke up and she went with Aunt 
Patlie to Vallombrosa. 

She took up the book upon her knee. 
It was a fine poem in Roman dialect on 
the immortal retreat of Garibaldi after 
'49. But after a few lines she let it drop 
again, listlessly-. One of the motives 
which had entered into her i-eading' of 
these things—a constant heat of antago
nism and of protest—seemed to liave gone 
out of her. 

Meanwhile Aunt Pattie, Eleanor, and 
Manisty held conclave in Aunt Pattie's 
sitting-i'oom, which was a little room at 
the southwestern corner of the apartment. 
I t o]iened out of tlie salon and overlooked 
the Campagna. 

On the northeastern side,Dalgetty. Alice 
Manisty's maid, sat sev.-ing in a passage-
room which connnanded the entrance to 
the glass passage — her own door—the 
door of the anteroojn that Manisty had 
spoken of to Eleanor, and close beside 
her a third door, Avliich was half ojien, 
communicating with Manisty's libi-ary. 
The glass ])assago, or conservatory, led 
directly to the staircase and the garden, 
past the French windows of the libi'ary. 

Dalgetty was a person of middle age, 
a stronglv made Scotch woman, with a 
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liigli forehead and fashionable rolls of 
sandy hair. Her face was thin and 
freclcled, and one mig-ht liave questioned 
whether its expression was shrewd or 
self - important. She was clearly tliinlv-
ing of otlier matters than needle-work. 
Her eyes travelled constantly to one or 
other of the dooi's in sight, and her lips 
liad the pinched tension that shows pre
occupation. 

Her mind, indeed, harljored a good 
many disagreeable tliouglits. In the first 
place, she was pondering tlie qualities of 
a certain drug lately recommended as a 
sedative to her mistress. It seemed to 
Dalgetty that its eff'ect had not been 
good, but evil; or rather tliat it acted ca
priciously—exciting as often as it soothed. 
Yet Miss Alice would take it. On coming 
to her room after her interview witti her 
brotlier, slie had fallen first into a long 
fit of weeping, and tlion, after much rest
less pacing to and fro, slie had put lier 
hands to her head in a kind of despair, 
and had bade Dalgetty give her the new 
medicine. " I must lie down and sleep 
—sleep .'" she had said, " or—" 

And tlieu she had y)aused, looking at 
Dalgetty with an aspect so ])iteous and 
wild tliat the maid's heart liad quaked 
within lier. Nevert]iele.ss, she liad tried 
to keep the new medicine away from lier 
niistress. But Miss Alice had sliown such 
unconti'ollable anger on being cro.ssed 
that there was nothing I'or it but to 
yield. And as all was quiet in her room, 
Dalgetty hoped that this time the medi
cine would prove to be a friend, and not 
a foe, and that the poor lady would wake 
up calmer and less distrauglit. 

She was certainly worse—much worse. 
The maid guessed at Mr. Manisty's opin
ion; she divined the apiiroach of some 
important step. Very likely she would 
soon Ije separated from her misti'ess, and 
the thought depressed lier. Not only be
cause she had an affection for lier poor 
charge, hut also because she was a rather 
lazy and self-indulgent woman. Miss 
Alice had been very trying, certainly, but 
slie was not exacting in the way of late 
liours and needle-work; she liad plenty 
of money, and she liked moving about. 
All these qualities suited the tastes of the 
maid, who knew that she would not easi
ly obtain- another post so much to her 
mind, 

Tlie electric bell on the outer landing 
i-ang. Alfredo admitted the caller, and 

Dalgett,y presently perceived a tall priest 
standing in tlie library. He was an old 
man, with beautiful blue eyes, and lie 
seemed to Dalgetty to have a nervous, 
timid air. 

Alfredo had gone to ask Mr. Manisty 
whether lie could receive this gentleman, 
and nieanwliiie tlie strangei' stood there 
twisting his long bony hands and glan
cing about him with the sbvness of a 
bird. 

Presently Alfredo came back and con
ducted the priest to the salon. 

He had not been gone five minutes be
fore Mr. Manisty appeai'ed. He came 
through the library, and stood in the door-
w-ay of the passage-room whei'e she sat. 

" All right, Dalgetty?" he said, stoop
ing to her, and speaking in a whisper. 

" I think and hope she's asleep, sir," 
said the maid, in his ear. " I have heard 
notliing this half-hour." 

Manisty looked relieved, repeated his 
injunctions to lie watchful, and went 
back to the salon. Dalgetty presently 
heard his voice in the distance, mingling 
with those of the priest and Mrs. Bur-
goyne. 

A little while afterwards there was an
other ring. Tills time it proved to be a 
lady from Rome, an old friend and con
nection of Aunt Pattie's. 

Aunt Pattie, very pale and incoherent, 
came bustling out to receive her. 

After greeting her guest. Miss Manisty 
shut the door upon the landing where 
Dalgetty sat working, and the sound of 
the ladies' talking presently filled Dal-
getty's ear and effaced the voices from 
the salon. 

Now she had nothing left to amuse her 
but the view through the glass passage to 
the balcony and the lake. It was hot, 
and she was tired of her sewing. Tlie 
balcony, however, was in deep shade, and 
a breath of cool air came up from the 
lake. Dalgetty could not resist it. She 
glanced at her mistress's door and listen
ed a moment. All was silence. 

She put down her work and slipped 
through the glass passage on to the broad 
stone balcony. 

There her ears were suddenly greeted 
with a sound of riotous shouting and 
singing on the I'oad, and Alfredo ran out 
from the dining-room to join her. 

" Festa!" he said, nodding to her in 
a kindl.y patronage, and speaking as he 
might have spoken to a child—" i^esfa/" 
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And Dalgetty began to see a number 
of carts adorned with green bouglis and 
filled with singing people coming along 
the road. Each cart had a band of girls 
dressed alike—rod, white, orange, blue, 
and so forth. 

Alfredo endeavored to explain that these 
wei'e Romans, who, after visiting the 
church of the "Madonna del Divino 
Aujore"in the plain, wei'e now bound to 
an evening of merriment at Albano. Ac
cording to him, it was not so much a case 
of " divino amore " as of " amoi'e di vino," 
and he was very anxious that the Eng
lish maid should understand his pun. 
She laughed—i)retended—showed otl' her 
few words of Italian. She thought Al
fredo a funny, handsome little man, a 
sort of toy wound up, of which she could 
not understand the works. But, after 
all, lie was a man—and the time slipped 
by. 

After ten minutes she I'emembered her 
duties with a start, and hastily ci'ossing 
the glass passage, she returned to her 
post. All was just as she had left it. 
She listened at M îss Alice's door. Not a 
sound was to be heard, and she I'esumed 
lier sewing. 

Meanwhile Manisty and Eleanor were 
busy with Eather Benecke. The poor 
priest had come full of a painful emotion, 
which broke its bounds as soon as he had 
Manist.v's hand in his. 

" Y o u got my letter?" he said, eagerlj-. 
" T h a t told you I was condemned. Well, 
1 submitted—two days ago. They got 
me to write a letter, on condition that no
thing more should be published than just 
the fact of my submission. Otherwise— 
I refused. They promised me the letter 
should be private. Only they would 
write nothing. So I wrote the letter they 
demanded. I placed myself, like a son, 
in the hands of the Holy Father. Now 
this morning there is my letter—the whole 
of it—in the Osservatore Romano! To
morrow—I came to tell you—I withdraw 
it. I recant my recantation !" 

He drew himself up, his blue eyes shin
ing. Yet they were swollen with fatigue 
and sleeplessness, and over the whole 
man a blighting breath of age and pain 
had passed since the day in St. Peter's. 

Manisty looked at him in silence a 
momen t ; then he said, " I ' m sorry— 
heartily, heartily sorry!'' 

At this, Eleanor, thinking that the two 

men would prefer to be alone, turned to 
leave the I'ooiri. The priest perceived it. 

"Don ' t leave us, madame, on my ac
count. I have no secrets, and I know 
that you are acquainted with some at 
least of my poor history. But pei'haps I 
am intruding—I am in your w a y ? ' 

He looked round him in bewilderment. 
It was evident to Eleanor that he had 
come to Manisty in a condition almost as 
unconscious of outward sui'roundings as 
that of the sleep-walker. And she and 
Manisty, on their side, as they stood look
ing at him, lost the impression of the 
bodily man in the overwhelming im
pression of a wounded spii'it struggling 
with moi'tal hurt. 

" Come and sit down," she said to him, 
gently, and she led him to a chair. Then 
she went into the next room, poured out 
arid brought him a cup of coffee. He 
look it with an unsteady hand and put it 
down beside him untouched. Then he 
looked at Manisty, and began in detail 
the story of all that liad happened to him 
since the letter in which he had commu
nicated to his English friend the certain
ty of his cojidemnation. 

Nothing could have been more toucli-
ing than his absorption in his own case, 
his entire uncoiisciousness of anything in 
Manisty's mind that could conflict with 
it. Eleanor, turning from his tragic sim
plicity to Manisty's ill-concealed wori'y 
and impatience, pitied both. That poor 
Father Benecke should have bi'ought his 
grief to Manisty on this afternoon of all 
afternoons! 

It had been impossible to refuse to see 
him. He had come on a pilgrimage from 
Rome, and could not be turned away. 
But she knew well that Manisty's ear was 
listening all the time for every sound in 
the direction of his sister's room; his anx
ieties, indeed, betrayed themselves in ev
ery restless movement as he sat with 
averted head listening. 

Presently he got up, and with a hurried 
"Excuse me an instant," he left the 
room. 

Father Benecke ceased to speak, his 
lips trembling. To find himself alone 
with Mrs. Burgoyne embarrassed him. 
He sat, folding his soutane upon his 
knee, answering in monosyllables to the 
questions that she put him. But her 
sympathy pei'ha])S did more to help him 
unpack his heart than he la iew; for when 
Manisty I'oturned he began to talk rapidly 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED



ELEANOR. 927 

and well, a uatui'al eloquence return
ing to liim. He -was a South German, 
but he sijoke a fine litei'ai'y Eng-lish, of 
which the very stumbles and occasional 
naivetes liad a peculiar charm—like the 
faults which reveal a pure spirit even 
more plainly than its vii't.ues. 

He reached his climax in a Hash of 
emotion. " My submission, you see—the 
bare fact of it—left my cause intact. It 
was the soldier falling by the wall. But 
my letter must necessarily' be misunder
stood—my letter betrays the cause. And 
for that I have no right. You under
stand? I thought of the P o p e - t h e old 
man; they told me he was distressed— 
that the Holy Father had sutt'erod—Jjad 
lost sleep—through me 1 So I wrote out 
of my heart—lilce a son. And the paper 
this morning! See—I have brought it 
you—the Osservaiore Jiomano. It is in
solent—brutal—but not to me—no; it is 
all honey to me—but to the truth—to our 
ideas. No! I cannot suffer it! I take it 
back! I bear the consequences!" 

And with trembling' fingers lie foolc a 
draft letter from his pocket, and handed 
it, with the newspaper, to Manist\'. 

Manisty read the letter, and returned 
it, fi'owning. 

" Yes, you have been abominabh' treat
ed—no doubt of that. But have you count
ed tlie cost? You know my point of view. 
It's a great game to me, and I the onlook
er. Intellectually I am all with you; 
strategically, all witli them. They can't 
give way; the smallest breach lets in the 
Hood. And then cliaos." 

' 'But the flood is truth," said the old 
man, gazing at Manisty. There was a 
delicate spot of I'ed on each wasted cheek. 
A fierce flame spoke in the eyes. 

Manisty shrugged his shoulders, then 
di'opped his eyes upon the ground, and 
sat pondering awhile in a moody silence. 
Eleanor looked at him in some astonish
ment. It was as tliough for the first time 
his habitual paradox hurt him in the 
wielding, or rather as though he shrank 
from using what was a conception of the 
intellect upon the flesh and blood before 
him. She had never yet seen him visit
ed by a like compunction. 

It was curious indeed to see that Fa
ther Benecke himself was not afi'ected by 
Manisty's attitude. From the beginning 
he had always instinctively appealed from 
the pamphleteer to the man. Manisty 
had been fi-auk, brutal even. But not

withstanding, the sensitive yet strong in
telligence of the priest, had gone straight 
for some core of thought in the English
man that it seemed only he divined. And 
it was clear that his own utter selflessness, 
his ])oetic and passionate detachment from 
all the o'DJects of sense and ambition, 
made him a marvel to Manisty's more 
turbid and ambiguous nature. Tliere had 
been a mystical attraction between them 
from the first; so that Manisty, even 
when he was most ]>ugnacious, had yet 
a filial air and way towards the old man. 

Eleanor too had often felt the spell. 
Yet to-day there were botli in herself and 
Manisty hidden forces of fever and un
rest which made the pure idealism, the 
intellectual tragedy of the priest almost 
unbearable. Neither—for different and 
hidden reasons — could respond; and it 
was an infinite relief to both when the 
old man at last rose to take his leave. 

They accompanied him through the 
library to the glass passage. 

' ' Keep me informed." said Manisty, 
wringing him by the hand, ' ' and tell me 
if tliere is anything I can do." 

Eleanor said some parting words of 
sympathy. The priest bowed to her with 
a grave courtesy in I'epl}'. 

" It will be as God wills," he said, gen
tly, and then went his way in a sad ab
straction. 

Eleanor was left a moment alone. She 
put her hands over her heart, and pressed 
them tliei'e. " He suffers from such high 
things," she said to herself in a sudden 
passion of misery; " and I?" 

Mani.sly came huri'ving l)aek from the 
staircase, and crossed the library to the 
])assago-room beyond. When he saw 
Dalgetty there, still peacefully sewing, his 
look of anxiety cleared again. 

"Al l right?'' he said to her. 
' 'She hasn't moved, sir. It's the best 

sleep Miss Alice has had tlijs many a day. 
After all, that stuff do seem to have done 
her good." 

"Wel l , Eleanor, shall we go and look 
after Miss Foster?" he said, returning to 
lier. 

They entered the garden with clieei'ed 
countenances. The seci'ct teri'or of im
mediate and violent outbreak which had 
possessed Manist,y since the morning sub
sided, and he breathed in the po)iente 
with delight. 

Suddenly, however, as tliey turned into 
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tlie avenue adonied by the battered bust 
of Doriiitian, Manisty's liaud went up to 
bis eyes. He stopped; he gave a cvy, 

"Good God I" he said; ' ' she is thei-el" 
And lialf-way down the shadowy space 

Eleanor saw two figures—one white, tiie 
other dark—close together. 

She cauglit Manisty by the arm. 
" Don't liurry 1 Don't excite her!" 
Tliey walked up quietly. 
As they came nearer they saw that 

Lucy was still in the same low chair 
where Manisty liad left her. Her head 
was thrown back against the cushions, 
and lier face shone deathly white from 
the rich sun-warmed darkness shed by 
tlie overarching ti-ees. And kneeling be
side her, holding both her helpless wrists, 
bending over her in a kind of passionate 
tr iumphant posses.sion. was Alice Man
isty. 

At the sound of the steps on the gravel 
she looked round, and at the sight of her 
brother .she slowly let fall the hands she 
held—she slowly I'ose to her feet. Her 
tall emaciated form held itself defiantly 
ei'ect; her eyes Hashed hatred. 

" Alice," said Manisty, approaching 
her, '"I have something important to say 
to you. I have reconsidered our conver
sation of this morning, and I came to tell 
you so. Come back with me to the li
brary, and let us go into matters again." 

He spoke with gentleness, controlling 
her with a kind look. She shivered and 
hesitated, her eyes wavered. Then she 
began to say a number of rapid, inco-
iierent things in an under-voice. Manis
ty drew her liand within his arm. 

"Come," he said, and turned to the 
house. 

She pulled herself angrily away. 
" You are deceiving me," she said. " I 

won't go with you," 
But Manisty captured her again. 
" Yes, we must have our talk," he said, 

with firm cheerfulness; " the re will be no 
time to-night." 

She broke into some passionate re
proach, speaking in a thick low voice al
most inaudible. 

He answered it, and she replied. It 
was a quiet dialogue, soothing on his 
side, wild on liers. Lucy, who had 
dragged liei'self from her attitude of mor
tal languor, sat with both hands grasp
ing her chair, staring at the brother and 

sister. Eleanor liad eyes for none but 
Manisty. Never had she seen him so 
adequate, so finely master of himself. 

Ho conquered. Alice dropped her head 
sullenly, and let herself be led away. 
Then Eleanor turned to Lucy, and the 
girl, with a great sob leant against her 
dress; and burst into uncontrollable 
tears. 

" H a s she beei> long here?'' said Elea
nor, caressing the black hair. 

" V e r y nearly an hour, I think. It 
seemed interminable. She has been tell
ing me of her enemies, her unhappiness, 
how all her letters are opened, how ev
erybody hates her, especiallj- Mr. Manis
ty. She was followed at Venice by peo
ple who wished to kill her. One night, 
.she says, she got into her gondola in a 
dark canal, and found there a man with 
a dagger, who attacked her. She only 
just escaped. There were many other 
things — so — so — horrible." said Lucy, 
covering her eyes. But the next mo
ment she raised them. " Surely,"' she said, 
imploringly—"surely she is insane?" 

Eleanor looked down upon her, mutely 
nodding. 

" There is a doctor coming to-morrow," 
she said, almost in a whisper. 

Lucy shuddered. 
" B u t we have to get through the 

night," said Eleanor. 
" O h , at night," said Lucy, " i f one 

found lier there beside one, one would 
die of it! I tried to shake her off just 
now several times, but it was impossible." 

She tried to control herself, to com
plain no more, but she trembled from 
head to foot. It was evident that she 
was under some overmastering impres
sion, some overthrow of her own will
power which had unnerved and disorgan
ized her. Eleanor comforted her as best 
she could. 

" Dalgetty and Manisty will take care 
of her to-night," she .said. " And to-mor
row she will be sent to some special care. 
How she escaped from her room this af
ternoon I cannot imagine. 'We were all 
three on the watch." 

Luc3' said nothing. She clung to 
Eleanor's hand, while long shuddering 
breaths, gradually subsiding, passed 
through lier like the slow departure of 
some invading force. 

[ T O UK CONTINUED. 1 
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THE PROBLEM OF ASIA 
III. 

BY CAPTAIN A. T. MAHAN, U.S.N. 

TH E accentualin.a' rivalry between the 
states of GUI' civilization arisiug- from 
the unstable conditions of China, 

long uneasily felt, but not formally avow
ed, is now approaching a moment resem
bling that fixed for the unveiling of a 
statue. The ])resence of tlie statue is 
no secret, the voi-y folds of the drapery 
betray its outlines, yet it is as it were 
ignored, until the date fixed for display. 
From yesterday to to-niori'ow things con
tinue essentially as they have been; yet 
we all know by expei'ience how profound 
the change, tlie increased sense of im
minence and of responsibility, when the 
curtain falls, and facts long dissembled 
are looked straight in the face. Without 
moving, we liave traversed years of event. 
Action that seemed susceptible of indef
inite procrastination appears now to have 
been too long deferred. Opportunities 
whicli might have been seized are seen 
to have •i)assed irretrievably, because in 
iieedlessness or indolence we noted not 
the day of visitation. But. as has been 
remarljed, it is not China alone that lies 
witliin the dobatal)le zone. With but 
slight modification of phrase, what has 
been said of bei' may be airirmed of Af
ghanistan, of Persia, and of Asiatic Tur
key, on the other Hank of the line. 

In contemplating the possibilities of ac
tion, it must be I'epeated that considera
tion for the populations involved should 
have pi'ecedence of the intei'csts of exter
nal nations—even of the one, or ones, tak
ing action. Tliis is not said as a oovei' or 
an apology for measures the originating 
motive of which niay be national self-
interest. Self-interest is not only a legit
imate, but a fundamental, cause for na
tional policy; one which needs no cloak 
of hypocrisy. As a principle it does not 
require justification in general statement, 
although the propi'iety of its application 
to a particular instance may call for dem
onstration. But as a matter of prepa
ration, for dealing' wiselj' ;ind righteous
ly with this great question, against the 

chance of occasion arising,—a mental 
preparation which no govei'ument can 
afford to postpone, — the very first element 
of a just and far-seeing decision must be 
the determination to bear in mind, and 
to give due precedence to, the natural 
rights and the futui'e development of the 
peoples most directly affected. Tlie phrase 
"natura l r ights" is chosen expressly', to 
indicate those that result from the simple 
fact of being born ; in this distinct froni 
political or legal rights, which depend 
upon other fitnesses than that of merely 
being a man. Thus the claim of an in
digenous population to retain indefinitely 
control of territory depends not upon a 
natural right, but upon political fitness, 
.shown in the political work of governing, 
administering, and developing, in such 
manner as to insure the natural right of 
the world at large that resources should 
not be left idle, but be utilized for the 
general good. Failure to do this justifies, 
in principle, compulsion from outside; 
the i)osition to be demonstrated, in the 
particular instance, is that the necessary 
time and the fitting opportunity have 
arrived. 

The interests of the ])opulations in these 
countries is by no means necessarily iden
tical with those of the present govern
ments, nor with the continuance of the 
latter in either form or person. These 
are not representative, in the sense that 
they either embody the wishes or pro
mote the best welfare of the subject. 
They represent at most the incapacity 
of the i)eople to govern theniselves, and 
in their defects are the results of genei'a-
tions of evolution from a false system, 
unmodified by healthy opposition. Being 
what they are, should necessity demand 
their discontinuance, there need be no 
tenderness in dealing with them as insti
tutions, whatever consideration may be 
shown to the incumbents of the mo
ment. 

It is, in fact, the inefficiency of the 
governments that chiefly gives rise to the 
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