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Cosmo Latham, a young Englishman of ivealt/i on a 
tour of Eurofe, in his ra?nbles about Genoa yielils to impulse 
and follozvs a seafaring man to a toiler overlooking the 
harbor of Genoa -j;liere an Elban sliip rides at anchor. Be
fore he leaves his uncout/i and mysterious companion lie 
has become a^\:are that tJie man is enga^^ed i}i secret inter
course ^nih Elba, lu/iere Napoleon is in exile. The scene 
then shifts to England, and to t/ie Jiome of Cosmo's father 
in which some years pre'cioiisly shelter had beoi ^rccn. to 
a fmnily of Frenc/i refugees. It is to i-isit this faniil\\ noiu 
resident in Italy, that the son lias cojue to Genoa, .liter a 
visit ivith the Countess of Montevesso, in ^-jshich he chains 
a glimpse of the conditions of her life and the political 
backgromid of her circle, and is startled h\ the queer half 
savage niece of her husband, who is sheltered under his 
roof, Cosmo meets the Countess's father. Later at a recep
tion at the home of the Countess he is introduced to some 
of the members of her circle, and, at the end of the e-cenimr 
makes the acquaintance of her husband. .-Iftcr his ir.ter-cie-cc 
with Count Helion he has a long talk ivitli the Countess 
during which she recounts to him the experiences 'if her 
metrried life. 

I < < T W O N D E R whether the Count is still with 
my father," she said. "Ring that bell on 
the table at )-our hand, Cosmo." 

Cosmo did so and they waited, looking at each 
other. Presently the door swung open, and at the 
same time the cartel above it began to strike the 
hour. Cosmo counted eleven and then Madame de 
Montevesso spoke to Bernard, who waited in silence. 

"Is M. le Comte still with my fa ther?" 
" I haven't seen him come out yet, Madame la 

Comtesse." 
" T e l l your wife not to wait for me, Bernard." 
"Yes, Madame la Comtesse." Bernard backed 

out respectfully through the door. 
"How fat he is, and what sleek hair," mar

velled Cosmo. "And what a solemn manner. No 
wonder I did not recognize him at once. Ele 
showed me into your father's room, you know. He 
looks a Special Envoy's confidential man all over. 
And to think that he is your household spy! I 
wonder at your patience." 

"Perhaps if I had anything to conceal I would 
have had less patience with the spy," she said, 
equably. " I believe that when we lived in Paris 
he wrote every week to M. de Montevesso, because, 
you know, he can write quite well. I wonder what 
he found to write about. Lists of names, I sup
pose. O r perhaps his own views of the people 
who called with bits of overheard conversations." 

"I t ' s incredible," murmured Cosmo. "It 's fan
tastic. Wha t contempt he must have for your hus
band." 

" T h e most remarkable thing," said Madame de 
Montevesso, "is that I am convinced that he doesn't 
write any lies." 

"Yes," said Cosmo, " I assume that. And do you 
mean that the Count is paying him every week for 
that sort of thing. It 's an ugly farce." 

"Don ' t you think," said the Countess, "that some
thing serious may come of it some day.?" Cosmo 
made a hopeless gesture. 

" T h e man you married is mad," he said with in
tense conviction. 

"There have been times when I felt as if I were 
mad myself," murmured Madame de Montevesso. 
"Take up )'our hat," she added quickly. 

She had heard footsteps outside the door. A mo
ment after. Count Helion came in and fixed his 
black glance on his wife and Cosmo. He did not 
open his lips and remained ominously bv the door 
for a time. T h e strain of the silence was made 
sinister by the stiff bearing of the man, the immobil
ity of the carven brown face, crossed ĥ • the inky-
black moustache in harsh contrast with the pow
dered head. He might have been a sergeant come 
at the stroke of the hour to tell those two people 
that the firing squad was waiting for them out
side the door. Madame de Montevesso br<ike the 
dumb spell. 

" I did my best to entertain Mr . Latham, but we 
had given you up. He was just going." 

She glanced serenely at Cosmo, whom the sweet
ness of her tone, her easy self-possession before that 
barrack-room figure, stung to the heart. .\t that 
moment no words could have expressed the intensity 
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of his hatred for the Count of Montevesso, at whom 
he was looking with a smile of the utmost banality. 
The latter moved forward stiffly. 

"Your father hopes you will see him for a mo
ment presently," he said to his wife. "He has not 
gone to bed yet." 

" T h e n I will go to him at once." 
Madame de Montevesso extended her hand to 

Cosmo, who raised the tips of her fingers to his 
lips ceremoniously. 

" I will see Mr . Latham out," said the Count, 
bowing to his wife, who went out of the room 
without looking at him. Cosmo, following her 
v\"ith his eyes, forgot Count Hclion's existence. He 
forgot it so thoroughly that it was with a perceptible 
start that he perceived the Count's eyes fixed on 
him in an odd way. " H e will never look at ease 
an\'where," thought Cosmo scornfully. A great 
part of his hatred had evaporated. " I suppose he 
means to be pilot. I wonder how he looked on 
the back of an elephant." 

" I t was very good of you to wait so long for 
my return," said Count Helion. " I have been de
tained by an absurd discussion arising out of prob
ably false reports." 

" T h e time passed quickly," said truthful Cosmo; 
but, before the black weary glance of the other, 
hastened to add with assumed care, " W e talked 
of old times." 

" O l d times," repeated Count Helion without 
any particular accent. " M y wife is very young 
yet, though she must be older than you are. Isn't 
she o lder?" 

Cosmo said curtly that he really did not know. 
When they were running about as children to
gether she was the tallest of the three. 

"And now," took up the inexpressive voice of 
Count de Montevesso, "without her high heels she 
would be a little shorter than you. As you stood 
together you looked to me exactly the same height. 
And so you renewed the memories of your youth. 
They must have been delightful." 

"They were no doubt more delightful for me 
than they could have been for Mme. la Comtesse," 
said Cosmo, making a motion towards taking leave. 

"A moment. Let me have the honor to see you 
out." Count Helion walked round the room blow
ing out the candles in three candelabras in succession 
and taking up the fourth in his hand. 

" W h y take this trouble?" protested Cosmo. " I 
know my way." 

"Every light has been extinguished in the recep
tion rooms; or at least ought to have been. I de
test waste of all kinds. I t is perhaps because I have 
made my own fortune, and by God's favor it is so 
considerable in its power for good that it requires 
the most careful management. It is perhaps a pecu
liar point of view, but I have explained it to Mme. 
de Montevesso." 

< < 0 H E must have been interested," muttered Cos-
Ik3 mo between his teeth, following across the 

room and round the screen the possessor of these im
mensely important riches, who, candelabra in hand, 
preceded him by a pace or two and threw open the 
door behind the screen. Cosmo crosed in the wake of 
Count Helion the room of the evening reception, 
saw diml}' the disarranged furniture about the man
telpiece, the armchair in which Lady Will iam had 
sat, the great sofa in which little Countess Bubna 
had been shyly ensconced, the card table with the 
chairs pushed back and all the cards in a heap in 
the middle. The swaying flames of the candles, 
leaping from one long strip of mirror to another, 
preceded him into the next salon where all the furni
ture stood ranged expectantly against the walls. 
The next two salons were exactly alike except for 
the color of the hangings and the size of the pic
tures on the walls. As to their subjects, Cosmo 
could not make them out. 

Not a single lackey was to be seen in the ante
room of white walls and red benches; but Cosmo 
was surprised at the presence of a peasant-like wom
an, who must have been sitting there in the dark 

for some time. The light of the candelabra fell on 
the gnarled hands lying in her lap. The edge of 
a dark shawl shaded her features with the exception 
of her ancient chin. She never stirred. Count 
Helion, disregarding her as though she had been 
invisible, put down the candelabra on a little table 
and wished Cosmo good-night with a formal bow. 
At the same time he expressed harshly the hope of 
seeing Cosmo often during his stay in Genoa. T h e n 
with an unexpected attempt to soften his tone he 
muttered something about his wife—"the friend 
of your childhood." 

T h e allusions exasperated Cosmo. T h e more he 
saw of the grown woman, the less connection she 
seemed to have with the early Adele. T h e contrast 
was too strong. He felt tempted to tell M . de 
Montevesso that he by no means cherished that old 
m,emory. T h e nearest he came to it was the state
ment that he had the privilege to hear much of 
Madame de Montevesso in Paris. M. de Monte
vesso, contemplating now the dark peasant-like fig
ure huddled up on the crimson seat against a white 
wall, hastened to turn towards Cosmo the black 
weariness of his eyes. 

" M m e . de Montevesso has led a very retired life 
during the Empire. Her conduct was marked by 
the greatest circumspection. But she is a person of 
rank. God knows what gossip you may have heard. 
The world is censorious." 

Brusquely Cosmo stepped out into the outer gal
lery. Listening to M . de Montevesso was no pleas
ure. T h e Count accompanied him as far as the 
head of the great staircase and stayed to watch his 
descent with a face that expressed no more than the 
face of a soldier on parade, till, all at once, his 
eyes started to roll about wildly as if looking for 
some object he could snatch up and throw down the 
stairs at Cosmo's head. But this lasted only for 
a moment. He reentered the anteroom quietly and 
busied himSelf in closing and locking the door with 
care. After doing this he approached the figure on 
the bench and stood over it silently. 

VI I 

TH E old woman pushed back her shawl and 
raised her wrinkled soft face without much 
expression to say: 

" T h e child has been calling for you for the last 
hour or more." 

Helion de Montevesso walked all the length of 
the anteroom and back again; then stood over the 
old woman as before. 

"You know what she is," she began directly the 
Count had stopped. "She won't give us any rest. 
When she was little one could always give her a 
beating but now there is no doirig'anything with 
her. You had better come and see for yourself." 

"Very unruly?" asked the Count de Montevesso. 
"She is sixteen," said the old woman crisply, get

ting up and moving towards the stairs leading to 
the upper floor. A stick that had been lying con
cealed in the folds of her dress was now in her 
hand. She ascended the stairs more nimbly than her 
appearance would have led one to expect, and the 
Count of Montevesso followed her down a long 
corridor, where at last the shuflSe of her slippers 
and the tapping of her stick ceased in front of a 
closed door. A profound silence reigned in this 
remote part of the old palace which the enormous 
vanity of the upstart had hired for the entertainment 
of his wife and his father-in-law in the face of 
the restored monarchies of Europe. T h e old peas
ant woman turned to the stiff figure which, holding 
the candelabra and in its laced coat, recalled a 
gorgeous lackey. 

" W e have put her to bed," she said, "but as to 
holding her down in it, that was another matter. 
Maria is strong but she got weary of it at last. W e 
had to send for Father Paul. Shameless as she is 
she would not attempt to get out of her bed in her 
nightdress before a priest. The Father promised to 
stay till we could fetch you to her, so I came down, 
but I dared not go further than the anteroom. A 
valet told me you had still a guest with you, so I 
sent him away and sat down to wait. T h e wretch 
to revenge himself on me put out the lights before 
he went." 

"He shall be flung out to-morrow," said M . de 
Montevesso in a low tone. 

" I hope I have done nothing wrong, Helion." 
" N o , " said M . de Montevesso in the same sub

dued tone. He lent his ear to catch some slight 
sound on the other side of the door. But the still-
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ness behind it was like the stillness of a sick room 
to which people listen with apprehension. T h e old 
woman laid her hand lightly on the sleeve of the 
gorgeous coat. "You are a great man . . . " 

" I am," said Count Helion without exultation. 

TH E old woman, dragged out at the age of 
seventy from the depths of her native valley by 

the irresistible will of the great man, tried to find 
utterance for a few simple thoughts. Old age 
with its blunted feelings had alone preserved her 
from utter bewilderment at the sudden change; but 
she was overpowered by its greatness. She lived 
inside that palace as if enchanted into a state of 
resignation. Ever since she had arrived in Genoa, 
which was just five weeks ago, she had kept to the 
upper floor. Only the extreme necessity of the case 
had induced her to come so far downstairs as the 
white anteroom. She was conscious of not having 
neglected her duty. 

" I did beat her faithfully," she declared with 
the calmness of old age and conscious rectitude. 
T h e lips of M . de Montevesso twitched slightly. 
" I did really, though often feeling too weary to 
raise my arm. Then I would throw a shawl over 
my head and go in the rain to speak to Father Paul. 
He had taught her to read and write. He is full of 
charity. H e would shrug his shoulders and tell 
me to put my trust in God. I t was all very well 
for him to talk like that. T r u e that on your ac
count I was the greatest person for miles around. 
I had the first place everywhere. But now that you 
made us comfe out here just because of your fancy 
to turn the child into a Contessa, all my poor senses 
leave my old body. For, you know, if I did beat 
her, being entrusted with your authority, every
body else in the village waited on a turn of her 
finger. She was full of pride and wilfulness then. 
Now since you have introduced her amongst all 
these grandissimi signori of whom she had only 
heard as one hears of angels in heaven, she seems 
to have lost her head with the excess of pride and 
obstinacy. Wha t is one to do? T h e other day on 
account of something I said she fastened her ten 
fingers into my gray hair. . . . " She threw her 
shawl ofir and raised her creased eyelids. . . . 
"Th i s gray hair, on the oldest head of your family, 
Helion. I f it hadn't been for Maria she would 
have left me a corpse on the floor." T h e mild bear
ing of the old woman had a dignity of its own, but 
at this point it broke down and she became agitated. 

"Many a time I sat up in my bed thinking half 
the night. I am an old woman. I can read the 
signs. This is a matter for priests. When I was 
a big girl in our village they had to exorcise a comely 
youth, a herdsman. I am not fit to talk of such 
matters. But you, Helion, could say a word or 
two to Father Paul. He would know what to do 
. . . or get the Bishop . . . " 

"Amazing superstition," Count Helion exclaimed 
in a rasping growl. " T h e days of priests and devils 
are gone," he went on angrily, but paused as if 
struck with a sudden doubt or a new idea. T h e old 
woman shook her head slightly. In the depths of 
her native valley all the days were alike in their 
hopes and fears as far back as she could remember. 
She did not know how she had offended her brother 
and emitted a sigh of resignation. 

"Wha t ' s the trouble n o w ? " Count Helion asked 
brusquely. 

T h e old woman shrugged her shoulders expres
sively. Count Helion insisted. "The re must be 
some cause." 

" T h e cause, as I am a sinner, can be no other 
but that young signore that came out with you and 
to whom you bowed so low. I didn't know you 
had to bow to anybody unless perhaps to the King 
who has come back lately. But then a king is 
anointed with holy oils! I couldn't believe my eyes. 
W h a t kind of prince was t h a t ? " She waited, 
screvn'ng her eyes up at Count Helion, who looked 
down at her inscrutably and at last condescended to 
say: 

" T h a t was an Englishman." 
She moaned with astonishment and alarm. A 

heretic! She thought no heretic could be good-
looking. Didn ' t they have their wickedness written 
on their faces? 

" N o , " said Count Helion. " N o man has that, 
and no woman, either." 

Again he paused to think. "Let us go in now," 
he added. 

The big room (all the rooms in that Palazzo 
were big unless they happened to be mere dark and 
airless cupboards), which they entered as quietly 
as if a sick person had been lying in there at the 
point of death, contained amongst its gilt furniture 
also a few wooden stools and a dark walnut table 
brought down from the farmhouse for the con
venience of its rustic occupants. A priest sitting in 
a gorgeous armchair held to the light of a common 
brass oil lamp an open book, the shadow of which 
darkened a whole corner of the vast space between 
the high walls decorated with rare marbles, long 
mirrors, and heavy hangings. A few small pieces 
of washing were hung out to dry on a string 
stretched from a window latch to the back of a 
chair. A common brazier stood in the fireplace 
and, near it, a gaunt, bony woman dressed in black 
with a white handkerchief on her head was stirring 
something in a little earthen pot. Ranged at the 
foot of a dais bearing a magnificent but dismantled 
couch of state were two small wooden bedsteads, 
on one of which lay the girl whom Cosmo knew 
only as "Clelia, my husband's niece," with a hand 
under her cheek. T h e other cheek was much 
flushed; a tangle of loose black hair covered the 
pillow. Whether from respect for the priest or 
from mere exhaustion she was keeping perfectly 
still under her bedclothes pulled up to her very neck 
so that only her head remained uncovered. 

At the entrance of the Count the priest closed his 
book and stood up, but the woman by the mantel
piece went on stirring her pot. Count Helion re
turned a "Bonsoir, Abbe" to the priest's silent bow, 
put down the candelabra on a console, and walked 
straight to the bedstead. T h e other three people, 
the gaunt woman still with her pot in her hand, ap
proached it too but kept their distance. 

T h e girl Clelia remained perfectly still under the 
downward thoughtful gaze of Count Helion. In 
that face half buried in the pillow one eye glittered 
full of tears. She refused to make the slightest 
sound in reply to Count Helion's questions, orders, 
and remonstrances. Even his coaxings, addressed 
to her in the same low, harsh tone, were received 
in obstinate silence. Whenever he paused he could 
hear at his back the old woman whispering to the 
priest. At last even that stopped. Count Helion 
resisted the temptation to grab all that hair on the 
pillow and pull the child out of bed by it. He 
waited a little longer and then said in his harsh 
tone: 

" I thought you loved me . " 

FO R the first time there was a movement under 
the blanket. But that was all. Count Helion 

turned his back on the bed and met three pairs of 
eyes fixed on him with diflferent expressions. He 
avoided meeting any of them. "Perhaps if you 
were to leave us alone," he said. 

They obeyed in silence, but at the last moment 
he called the priest back and took him aside to a dis
tant part of the room where the brass oil lamp stood 
on the walnut-wood table. T h e full physiognomy 
of Father Paul Carpi with its thin eyebrows and 
pouting m!outh was overspread by a self-conscious 
professional placidity that seemed ready to see or 
hear anything without surprise. Count de Monte
vesso was always impressed by it. "Abbe, ' he said 
brusquely, "you know that my sister thinks that the 
child is possessed. I suppose she means by a devil." 

He looked with impatience at the priest, who re
mained silent, and burst out in a subdued voice: 

" I believe you people are hoping now to bring 
him back into the world again, that old friend of 
yours." He waited for a moment. "Sit down. 
Abbe." 

Father Carpi sank into the armchair with some 
dignity while Count Helion snatched a three-legged 
stool and planted himself on it on the other side of 
the table. "Now, wouldn' t you?" 

Something not bitter, not mocking, but as if dis
illusioned seemed to touch the lips of Father Carpi 
at the very moment he opened them to say quietly: 

"On ly as a witness to the reign of God." 
"Which of course would be your reign. Never 

mind, a man like me can be master under any 
reign." He jerked his head slightly towards the 
bed. "Now what sort of devil would it be in that 
child?" 

T h e deprecatory gesture of Father Carpi did not 
detract from his dignity. " I should call it dumb 
myself," continued Count Helion. " W e will leave 
it alone for a time. W h a t hurts mc often is the 

difficulty of getting at your thoughts, Abbe. 
Haven't I been a good enough friend to you?" T o 
this, too, Father Carpi answered by a deferential 
gesture and deprecatory murmur. Count Helion 
had restored the church, rebuilt the presbytery, and 
had behaved generally with great munificence. 
Father Carpi, sprung from shopkeeping stock in the 
town of Novi, had lived through times diflScult for 
the clergy. He had been contented to exist. Now, 
at the age of forty or more, the downfall of the 
Empire, which seemed to carry with it the ruin of 
the impious forces of the Revolution, had awakened 
in him the first stirrings of ambition. Its immediate 
object was the chaplaincy to the Count of Monte-
vesso's various charitable foundations. 

There was a man, one of the great of this world, 
whom, without understanding him in any deeper 
sense or ever trying to judge his nature, he could 
see plainly enough to be unhappy. And that was a 
great point. For the unhappy are more amenable 
to obscure influences, religious and others. But 
Father Carpi was too intelligent to intrude upon the 
griefs of that man with the mysterious past either 
religious consolation or secular advice. For a long 
time now he had watched and waited, keeping his 
thoughts so secret that they seemed even hidden 
from himself. T o the outbreaks of that rough, 
arrogant, contemptuous, and oppressive temper, he 
could oppose only the gravity of his sacerdotal 
character as Adele did her lofty serenity, that de
tachment, both scornful and inaccessible, which 
seemed to place her on another plane. 

FA T H E R C A R P I had never been before con
fronted so directly by the difficulties of his posi

tion as at that very moment and on the occasion of 
that intolerable and hopeless girl. T o gain time he 
smiled, a slight, non-committal smile. 

" W e priests, M. le Comte, are recommended 
not to enter into discussion of theological matters 
with people who, whatever their accomplishments 
and wisdom, are not properly instructed in them. 
As to anything else I am always at Monseigneur's 
service." 

He gave this qualification to Count Helion be
cause it was not beyond the bounds of respect due 
from a poor parish priest to a titled great man of 
his province. 

"Have you been much about amongst the town 
people?" asked Count Helion. 

" I go out every morning about seven to say mass 
in that church you may have noticed near by. I have 
visited also once or twice an old friend from my 
seminary days, a priest of a poor parish here. W e 
rejoice together at the return of the Holy Father to 
Rome. For the rest I had an idea, Monseigneur, 
that you did not wish me to make myself prominent 
in any way in this town." 

"Perhaps I didn't. I t may be convenient, though, 
to know what are the rumours current amongst the 
populace. T h a t class has its own thoughts. I sup
pose your friend would know something of that ." 

" N o doubt. But I can tell you, Monseigneur, 
what the people think. They think that if they 
can't be Genoese as before, they would rather be 
French than Piedmontese. Tha t , Monseigneur, is 
a general feeling even amongst the better class of 
citizens." 

"Much would they gain by i t ," mumbled Count 
de Montevesso. "Unless the Other were to come 
back. Abbe," he added sharply, "is there any talk 
of him coming back?" 

" T h a t indeed would be a misfortune." Father 
Carpi's tone betrayed a certain emotion which Count 
Helion noticed, faint as it was. 

"Whatever happens you will have always a friend 
in me , " he said, and Father Carpi acknowledged 
the assurance by a slight inclination of his body. 

"Surely God would not allow it ," he murmured 
uneasily. But the stare of his interlocutor aug
mented his alarm. He was still more startled when 
he heard Count de Montevesso make the remark that 
the only thing which seemed to put a limit to the 
power of God was the folly of men. He had too-
poor an opinion of Count de Montevesso to be-
shocked by the blasphemy. T o him it was only the 
proof that the Count had been very much upset by 
something, some fact or some news. 

"And people are very foolish just now both in Paris 
and in Vienna," added Count de Montevesso after a. 
long pause. 

I t was news then. Father Ci^pi Wtr*yed nothing; 
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of his anxious curiosity. T h e inward uiii li : 
pervaded the whole basin of the Western '̂ it 1 
ranean was strongest in Italy perhaps and • > v 1' 
strong in the heart of Father Carpi, \v!i,- •. - bi t 
an Italian and a priest. Perhaps he woid- •• trl-
something! He almost held his breatli, h .; i. 01.;! 
de Montevesso took his head between his b c i aiu 
said only: 

"One is pestered by folly of all s(irts. v ' ' , SL; 
whether you can bring that child to reason." 

However low in the scale of humanit. !-athei 
Carpi placed the Count de Montevesso, ru ne\er 
questioned his social position. Father Carpi was 
made furious by the request, but he obe\eil He 
approached the rustic bedstead and looked at the 
occupant with sombre disgust. Nothing was ob
scure to him in the situation. If he couldn't tell 
exactly what devil possessed that creature he re
membered perfectly her mother, a rash sort of girl 
who was found drowned years ago in a remarkably 
shallow pond amongst some rocks not quite a mile 
away from the presbytery. I t might have been an 
accident. He had consented to bury her in con
secrated ground not from any compassion, but be
cause of the revolutionary spirit which had pene
trated even the thick skulls of his parishioners and 
probably would have caused a riot and shaken the 
precarious power of the Church in his obscure 
valley. He stood erect by the head of the couch, 
looking down at the girl's uncovered eye whose 
sombre iris swam on the glistening white. He 
could have laughed with contempt and fury. He 
regulated his deep voice so that it reached Count de 
Montevesso at the other side of the room only as a 
solemn admonishing murmur. 

"You miserable little wretch," he said, "can' t 
you behave yourself? You have been a torment to 
me for years." 

T h e sense of his own powerlessness overcame him 
so completely that he felt tempted for a moment to 
throw everything up, walk out of the room, seek 
refuge amongst sinners that would believe either in 
God or in the devil. 

"You are a scourge to us a l l ," he continued in 
the same equable murmur. " I f you don't speak 
out, you little beast, and put an end to this scene 
soon I will exorcise you." 

T h e only effect of that threat was the sudden 
immobility of the rolling eye. Father Carpi turned 
towards the Count. 

" I t is probably some sort of malady," he said 
coldly. "Perhaps a doctor could prescribe some 
remedy." 

Count Helion came out of his listless attitude. A 
moment ago a doctor was in the house in conference 
with M . le Marquis. Perhaps he was still there. 
Count Helion got up impetuously and asked the 
Abbe to go along to the other side and find out. 

"Take a light with you. All the lights are out 
down there. Knock at the Marquis's door and in
quire from Bernard, and if the doctor is still there 
bring him along." 

FA T H E R C A R P I went out hastily and Count 
de Montevesso, keeping the women outside, 

paced the whole length of the room. T h e fellow 
called himself a doctor whatever else he might have 
been. Whether he did any good to the child or not— 
Count de Montevesso stopped and looked fixedly at 
the bed—this was an extremely favourable oppor
tunity to get in touch with him personally. W h o 
could tell what use could be made of him in his 
other capacities, apart from the fact that he prob
ably could really prescribe some remedy? Count 
de Montevesso's heart was softened paternally. His 
progress from European barrack-rooms to an East
ern palace left on his mind a sort of bewilderment. 
He even thought the girl attractive. There she was, 
a prey of some sort of illness. He bent over her 
face and instantly a pair of thin bare arms darted 
from under the blankets and clasped him around 
the neck with a force that really surprised him. 
" T h a t one loves me," he thought. He did not know 
that she would have hung round anybody's neck in 
the passion of obtaining what she wanted. He 
thought with a sort of dull insight that everybody 
was a little bit against her. He abandoned his neck 
to the passionate clasp for a little time, then dis
engaged himself gently. 

" W h a t makes you behave like this?" he asked. 
" D o you feel a pain anywhere?" 

No emotion could change the harshness of his 
voice, but it was very low and there was an accent 
in it which the girl could not mistake. She sat up 

juJ J • iy 'with her li'iig wilii hair covering her 
,-:i'ii-.i rs, WTth her round eyes, the predatoiy 
,•11 tr c'l.-r of her face, the ruffled fury of her aspect, 
•':)'• n kei! like an anprv bird; and there was some-
lii ri;; >ird-Iike in the screech of her voice. 

••)'a n,' No. But if I didn't hate them so I 
'A'lHiiil like to die. I would . . ." 

C a m t de Montevesso put one hand at the back 
of iier head and clapped the other broad palm over 
Iter mduth. This action surprised her so much that 
she didn't even struggle. When the Count took liis 
hands away she remained silent without looking at 
him. 

' 'Don ' t scream like this," he murmured harshly 
but with obvious indulgence. "Your aunts are out
side and they will tell the priest all about it ." 

Clelia drew up he- knees, clasped her hands 
round them outside the blanket, and stared. 

" I t is just your temper!" suggested Count Helion 
reproachfully. 

"Al l those dressed-up witches despise me. I am 
not frightened. And the worst of them is that 
yellow-haired witch, your wife. I f I had gone in 
there in my bare feet they could not have stared 
more down on me. . . . I shall fly at their faces. 
I can read their thoughts as they put their glasses 
to their eyes. 'Wha t animal is this?' they seem to 
ask themselves. I am a brute beast to them." 

A shadow seemed to fall on Count de Monte
vesso's face for the moment. Clelia unclasped her 
fingers, shook her fists at the empty space, then 
clasped her legs again. These movements, full of 
sombre energ)', were observed silently by the Count 
of Montevesso. He uttered the word "Patienza," 
which in its humility is the word of the ambitious, 
of the unforgiving who keep a strict account with 
the world; a word of indomitable hope. "You 
wait till you are a little older. You will have plenty 
of people at your feet; and then you will be able 
to spurn anybody you like." 

"You mean when I am married," said Clelia in 
a faraway voice and staring straight over her knees. 

"Yes ," said the Count de Montevesso, "but you 
will first have to learn to be gentle." 

T HIS recommendation apparently missed the ear 
for which it was destined. For a whole minute 

Clelia seemed to contemplate some sort of vision 
with her predatory and pathetic stare. One side of 
her nightgown had slipped off her shoulder. Sud
denly she pushed her scattered hair back, and extend
ing her arm towards Count Helion patted him 
caressingly on the cheek. 

When she had done patting him he asked, un
moved: "Now, what is it you w a n t ? " 

She was careful not to turn her face his way 
while she whispered: " I want that young signer 
that came today to make eyes at my aunt ." 

"Impossible." 
" W h y impossible? I was with them in the morn

ing. They did nothing but look at each other. But 
I went for him myself." 

" T h a t Englishman! You can't have an Eng
lishman like this. I am thinking of something bet
ter for you, a marquis or a count." 

This was the exact truth, not a sudden idea to 
meet a hopeless case. 

"You have hardly had time to have a good look 
at him," added Count Helion. 

" I looked at him this evening with all my eyes, 
with all my soul. I would have sat up all night 
to look at him. But he got up and turned his back 
on me. He has no eyes for anybody but my aunt." 

"Did you speak together, you t w o ? " 
"Yes ," she said, "he sat down by me and all those 

witches stared as if he had been making up to a 
monster. Am I a monster? He too looked at me 
as if I had been one." 

"Was he rude to you?" asked the Count de 
Montevesso. 

"H e was as insolent as all the people I have seen 
since we came to this town. His heart was black 
as of all the rest of them. He was gentle to me 
as one is gentle to an old beggar for the sake of 
charity. Oh , how I hated him." 

"Wel l , then," said Count de Montevesso in a 
harsh unsympathetic tone, "you may safely despise 
him." 

Clelia threw herself half out of bed on the neck 
of Count Helion, who preserved an unsympathetic 
rigidity though he did not actually repulse her wild 
and vehement caress. 

"Oh , dearest uncle of mine," she whispered 
ardently into his ear, "he is handsome! I must have 
him for myself." 

There was a knocking at the door. Count Helion 
tore the bare arms from his neck and pushed the 
girl back into bed. 

"Cover yourself up," he commanded hurriedly. 
He arranged the blanket at her back. "Lie still and 
say nothing of all this, and then you need have no 
fear. But if you breathe a word of this to any
body, then . . . Come in," he shouted to the re
newed knocking and had just time to shake his 
finger at Clelia menacingly before the Abbe and 
the doctor entered the room. 

I l l 

C O S M O walked away with no more than one 
look back, just before turning the corner, 
at the tensely alert griffins guarding the 

portals of the Palazzo. At the entrance of his inn 
a small knot of men on the pavement paused in their 
low conversation to look at him. After he had 
passed he heard a voice say, "Th i s is the English 
milord." He found the dimly lit hall empty and 
he went up the empty staircase into the upper regions 
of silence. His face, which to the men on the 
pavement had appeared passionless and pale as 
marble, looked at him suddenly out of the mirror 
over the fireplace, and he was startled as though he 
had seen a ghost. 

Spire had been told not to wait for his return. His 
empty room had welcomed him with a bright flame 
on the hearth and with lighted candles. He turned 
away from his own image and stood with his back 
to the fire looking downwards and vaguely op
pressed by the profound as if expectant silence 
around him. T h e strength and novelty of the im
pressions received during that day, the intimacy of 
their appeal, had affected his fortitude. He felt 
mortally weary and began to undress; but after he 
got into bed he remained for a time in a sitting 
posture. For the first time in his life he tasted of 
loneliness. His father was at least thirty-five years 
his senior. An age! His sister was just a young 
girl. Clever, of course. He was very fond of her, 
but the mere fact of her being a girl raised a wall 
between them. He had never made any real 
friends. He had nothing to do; and he did not 
seem to know what to think of anything in -^-
world. Now, for instance there was that \ 
quished fat figure in a little cocked hat. . 
still an emperor. 

Cosmo came with a start out of a deep sleep that 
seemed to have lasted only a moment. But he 
knew at once where he was, though at first he had 
to argue himself out of the conviction of having 
parted from Count Helion at the top of a staircase 
less than five minutes ago. Meantime he watched 
Spire flooding the room with brilliant sunshine, for 
the three windows of the room faced east. 

"Very fine morning, sir," said Spire over his 
shoulder. "Quite a spring day." 

A delicious freshness flowed over Cosmo. I t did 
not bring joy to him, but dismay. Daylight al
ready! I t had come too soon. He had had no time 
yet to decide what to do. He had gone to sleep. 
A most extraordinary thing! His distress was ap
peased by the simple thought that there was no need 
for him to do anything. After drinking his choco
late, which Spire received on a tray from some 
woman on the other side of the door, he informed 
him that he intended to devote the whole day to his 
correspondence. A table having been arranged to 
that end close to an open window, he started writing 
at once. O n retiring without a sound Spire left 
the goose-quill flying over the paper. I t was past 
noon before Cosmo, hearing him come in again on 
some pretence or other, raised his head for the first 
time and dropped the pen to say: "Give me my 
coat, I will go down to the dining room." 

(To be continued in next Issue') 

" A secret was let out at the annual meeting of 
the London Library the other afternoon by Sir Ed
mund Gosse," says the Manchester Guardicm. " I t 
may even have been disturbing to the many authors 
in the audience to learn from this distinguished 
critic what it is that the great Library does with 
books that have ceased to interest anybody. T h e 
Library, it seems, keeps what Sir Edmund Gosse 
called a Lethe chamber—from his account it would 
be described more accurately as a purgatory—in 
which obsolete books are kept for a time to see 
whether their sleep will be succeeded by a forget
ting. Sometimes it is embarrassingly followeei by 
an awakening." 
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Harcourt, 
Brace 

and Company < 
I 383 Madison Ave., New York i 

How much—or how little— 
do you knoiv about the 
geography of your own 

country? 
Rediscover America by reading 

J. Russell Smith's 

NORTH AMERICA 
Isaiah Bowman said it is as in
teresting as a novel. Here are 
the opening sentences: "Hell is 
hot. Did you ever wonder why?" 
mth over 400 illus. $6.00 

Arrowsmith 
By 

Sinclair Lewis 

$2.00 

Mrs. 
I>alloway 

By 
Virginia Woolf 

$2.50 

The Common 
Reader 

By 
Virginia Woolf 

$3.50 

Books of Special Interest 

Brigham 
Young 

By 
M. R. Werner 

$5.00 

The Travel 
Diary 

of a Philosopher 
By 

Count Hermann Keyserling 
2 vols., $10.00 

One of the most fascinating of 
recent books on the ape. 

THE MENTALITY 
OF APES 

By 
Wolfgang Kohler 

Professor Kohler spent several 
years studying the chimpanzee 
colony at Teneriffe, Africa, and 
his observations agree with the 
scientific theory of evolution. 

Illustrated, $4.50 

Greek and Iberian 
T H E GREEKS L \ SPAIN. By RHYS 

CARPENTER. New York: Lon<jmans,, 
Green & Co. 19:5. 

Reviewed by GEORGLANA GODDARD KING 

Byrn Mawr Colleg-e 

T N this, the second volume which Dr. 
-*- Carpenter has published in the Eryn 
Mawr Notes and Monograph series, adven
ture takes the place of theory. The earl
ier one dealt with a problem of esthetics, 
profound and far-reaching-; this is occu
pied with archaeology. 

He has, as he believes, identified the site 
of the earliest Greek settlement in Spain, 
picked out from among the early Iberian 
bronzes, three which reveal the Ionian in
fluence, vindicated the claim that a Grecian 
chisel carved the Lady of Elche, and ad
vanced one even more daring, viz., that of 
the Aesculapius from Ampurias to be right 
Athenian work of the fifth century; lastlv, 
recognized a broken vase in Barcelona to 
be painted by the artist Makron. The 
learning is sound, the argument is well rea
soned throughout. 

It is a pleasure to see a trained scholar 
go through his ritual: the selection and 
definition of forms, the citation of parallels, 
the scrutiny of counter-assertions, the final 
proof; with everywhere a serene and happy 
manner. Wherein Dr. Carpenter differs 
from the average scholar is in going and 
looking at the places under consideration. 
Thereby he was able to recognize the rock 
which the earliest Phocaan sailors had 
named Hemeroskopeion, the Watcher of the 
Dawn; to photograph the huge promontory 
in many lights and from every angle. It 
is just this present and vivid relation to 
things that gives to the book its special 
touch of romance. If the note is struck 
in the title, and throughout the whole dis
cussion of "The Voyage to Tartessos" is 
sustained, and resumed in the chapter upon 
"The Massiliot Sailing-Book," it is no 
more than might have been expected of one 
who had not many years ago written "A 
Plainsman to the Hills," or described "The 
Land Beyond Mexico." The freshness is 
no less delightful because it is expected, 
and profits by the style, neither colloquial 
nor quaint, but deliberately detached and 
easy-going, as in a discussion after dinner, 
among people who know each other's 
knowledge and are more afraid of being 
pedantic than of seeming off-hand. This 
is heightened by the device of relegating the 
closer technical discussion to the Appendices 
and the expanded Notes, which are classi
fied and treated as "Commentary." All 
this which looks perhaps just happy and 
fortuitous, is of course the outcome of the 
nicest skill and an admirable understanding 
of style. Mannered the work is, but in a 
very good manner. 

The discussion of the early sites and of 
Avienus (who is translated into English 
verse a trifle better than his own late 
Latin) need not detain the critic; the former 
will have to be proved by excavation and 
in the latter there is little to dispute. 
Among the bronze figurines from S. Elena 
in Madrid Museum Dr. Carpenter has 
selected three which reveal, as he is able 
to show, direct Ionian influence of the sixth 
century. By costume and modelling alike, 
in two, he has recognized the Greek quality, 
and in the third the Greek strain is mixed 
with an alien one, and "as always, loses in 
beauty but gains in interest." He might 
have added that in this case where "the 
profile outline sways and runs wild," as 
Plate vi shows clearly, there the ascetic 
straight contour of the maidenly-stepping 
Ionian girl is replaced by the Iberian 
"saddle-back" figure that one can watch 
any day on the street, with all its troubling 
grace of movement, in Seville or Barcelona. 

Coming to the too-famous statutes of 
Cerro de Los Santos, he is greatly daring, 
as in the location of the early cities; he is 
willing to ignore the scandal and take them 
as for the most part genuine, dismissing the 
charge of spuriousness as too ready a way 
of accounting for their extraordinary style. 
But, then, he does not have altogether to 
account for it. Iberian art, he holds, alike 
in sculpture and in vase-painting, was 
stirred to life by Greek influence and there
after worked out its own style: the formula 
has a modern and scientific flavor. 

That the bust in Paris known as the Lady 
of Elche is "Greek, pure Greek by style" 
he would prove by analysis both quantitative 
and qualitative. The scale of proportion 
is all but identical with that of the "Chats-
worth" Apollo, and so is the precise stage 
of development in the statuary's art, pass

ing, It abouc B. C. 460-450 from the 
archaic to tie momi'iit of perfection; and 
on the other hand, tin; bust is more beauti
ful than anythiig wliich is not Greek. The 
reniaincer i:f the argument is careful, 
fairly forcible, but it is that personal evalu
ation \\hicli will carry tiie reader over or 
leave him iinconvinccd. The analysis of 
the Asklepios occupies just as many pages 
and. is ivorked out with equal care; if the 
reader concedes everything with a touch of 
indifference, we mu^t admit that the writer 
himself is equally indifferent over-leaf 
when he comes to the fourth-century marble 
head of a girl, also in Barcelona now. In 
truth, like the rest of us. Dr. Carpenter 
cares little or nothing for the ripest ma
turity of classical or any other art, while 
the archaic and the primitive or the little-
knoAvn, like the delicate beauty of the vase-
fragment, or indeed the vase-painter him
self, identified as Hieron's workman Mak
ron, draw him on and out. So the mere 
presence of the Lady of Elche, and the 
situation of the rock that is still a Watcher 
of the Dawn, have turned the essay from 
a scholar's task accomplished to the pro
jection of imagees like those of a poet's 
imaginings. 

A Notable Album 
DORA WORDSWORTH: HER BOOK. 

By F. V. MoRLEY. Boston: Houghton 
Mifflin Co. 1925. $1. 

Reviewed by ARNOLD WHITRIDGE 

THE Victorian Age was notoriously fond 
of albums. Today we ask our friends 

to sign their names in a guestbook, but the 
older generation was not content with a 
mere signature. They wanted a sentiment, 
something that would suggest the personal
ity of the visitor besides recording his name 
and the date of his arrival and departure. 
The word keepsake has nearly dropped out 
of our vocabulary, but in the days when 
love-letters were hidden in the lilac-bushes, 
keepsakes and albums were in universal de
mand. Mr. F. V. Morley has resuscitated 
the album of Dora Wordsworth which con
tains entries, mostly in verse, by the hand 
of every distinguished man of letters who 
came to pay homage to her father. It is 
remarkable how much of themselves the 
authors managed to infuse into these 
snatches of poetry. Coleridge contributes 
a philosophical inscription on a time-piece, 
Elia some whimsical verses in which he 
signs himself "a jealous, meek, contributory 
Lamb." Landor is coldly classical and 
Leigh Hunt delicately sentimental. The 
verses as a whole do not show the authors 
at their best, but they are remarkably ade
quate, and Dora Wordsworth may well 
have prided herself on having gathered so 
many celebrated names betweens the covers 
of one book. 

Mr. Morley has provided a running com
mentary which is particularly interesting 
for the light it throws upon the owner of 
the album. Dora Wordsworth possessed one 
invaluable quality which was entirely lack
ing in her father. She had a very pretty 
sense of humor. After years of waiting 
Wordsworth finally consented to her mar
riage with Mr. Edward Quillinan, and her 
account of the honeymoon in Portugal, with 
its innumerable touches of liveliness and 
wit, is worth more than many of the 
verses in the album. Wordsworth himself 
does not emerge to any great advantage. 
Off his own ground he was, as Emerson 
pointed out, a man of surprising limitations. 
The dalesmen of his own country, whom 
he might have been expected to understand, 
never made friends with him. Except in 
his poetry he seemed to be unconscious of 
their existence. They were much more at 
home with the brilliant, erratic, Hartley 
Coleridge. Wordsworth might write about 
the Lake Country but it was Hartley Cole
ridge who won the hearts of the West
morland farmers. According to one of his 
rustic admirers, "he was in and out of every 
cottage, in and out of every pub, ever will
ing to share a pipe, a discussion, an opin
ion, or a game." In the "Prelude" Words
worth gives us a much more attractive pic
ture of himself but that was written in the 
earlier days when he exulted in sheer living, 
before he had adopted his "I and my 
brother the dean" manner. Perhaps the 
most likable figures in Dora Wordsworth's 
gallery are Charles and Mary Lamb. No 
one who likes Charles Lamb can help writ
ing well about him and Mr. Morley be
longs to a family of natural born Lamb 
lovers. 

Notable Novels 

Wild Marriage 
By B. H. Lehman 

"One of the most important of 
the year's first novel crop," is 
what the Nczi' York Evening 
Post called this subtle and bril
liant story of Harvard and Cam
bridge life. $^.00 

Faith of 
Our Fathers 
By Dorothy Walworth Carman 

The intensely interesting story of 
two ministers and their struggle 
against the worldliness of the 
church. "With rare ease and 
charm iMrs. Carman has been 
able to keep her men and women 
smiling, and at the same time the 
reader is kept keenly aware of 
the tragedy of their lives," wrote 
Ruth Snyder in the New York 
Evening World. $3.00 

Mrs» Harter 
By E. M. Delafield 

"The Delafield gallery is enriched 
by this character study," wrote 
the New York Herald-Tribune of 
this distinguished novel, and con
tinued, "Miss Delafield's char
acters are drawn with exactness 
and a seeing eye; her effects are 
wisely and wittily contrived." 

$3.00 

Stimulating Discussion 

A Small 
Town Man 
By Mary Austin 

Of this remarkable life of Christ, 
Stuart P . Sherman in the New 
York Herald-Tribune writes: 
"iMrs. Austin's insight appears to 
me remarkable, and her treat
ment of the problem illuminating, 
consistent and persuasive. Her 
book deserves wide reading." 

$3.00 

The Bible and 
Common Sense 
By Basil King 

"One of the most reasonable, 
considered and withal stimulating 
and fortifying books dealing with 
the absorbing topic of present-
day interpretation of the Bible to 
appear so far from any writer." 
—Hartford Courant. $2.00 

The Creative 
Spirit 
By Rollo Walter Brown 

"Not since the publication of 
James Harvey Robinson's 'The 
Mhid in the Making' has there 
been such an appeal to those in
terested in American psychology," 
writes the Washington Post of 
this provocative inquiry into 
American life. $2-50 

HARPER & BROTHERS 
Publishers Since 1817 

See Harper's Magazine for An
nouncements of the Better 
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