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IT was his fault, wholly and solely his fault, thaiey had missed the train. What if
idiotic hotel people had refused to produce thi Wasn't that simply because he ha
impressed upon the waiter at lunch that they masgélt by two o'clock? Any other me
would have sat there and refused to move until Handed it over. But no! His exquis
belief in human nature had allowed him to get ug expect one of those idiots to bri
it to their room. . . . And then, when tivoiture did arrive, while they were still (Ol
Heavens!) waiting for change, why hadn't he sedhdarrangement of the boxes so-
they could, at least, have started the moment theesnhad come? Had he expected
to go outside, to stand under thening in the heat, and point with her parasol? \
amusing picture of English domestic life. Even wihiea driver had been told how fast
had to drive he had paid no attention whatsjust smiled. "Oh," she groaned, "if sh
been a driver she couldiiave stopped smiling herself at the absurd, uidics way he
was urged to hurry." And she sat back and imitdtisdvoice: ‘Allez, vite, vit "—and
begged the driver's pardon for troubling him.

And then the stationunforgettabl—with the sight othe jaunty little train shuffling awa
and those hideous children waving from the windd@h, why am | made to bear the
things? Why am | exposed to them? . . ." The glére flies, while they waited, and
and the stationmaster put their headsther over the timeable, trying to find this othe
train, which, of course, they wouldn't catch. Treople who'd gathered round, and
woman who'd held up that baby with that awful, dWiead. . . . "Oh, to care as | c—to
feel as | feel, and nevén be saved anythirnever to know for one momt what it was
to...to..."

Her voice had changed. It was shaking —crying now. She fumbled with her bag,
produced from its little maw a scented handkercltséfe put up her veil and, as thot
she were doing it for somebody else, pitifully, asugh she were saying to someb
else: "I know, my darling," she pressed the handkef to her eyes

The little bag, with its shiny, silvery jaws opéay on her lap. He could see her pov-
puff, herrouge stick, a bundle of letters, a phial of tidgdk pills like seeds, a broke
cigarette, a mirror, white ivory tablets with liste them that had been heavily sco
through. He thought: "In Egypt she would be burieth those things.

They had lefthe last of the houses, those small stragglingsés with bits of broken p
flung among the flowebeds and hanaked hens scratching round the doorsteps.
they were mounting a long steep road that woundddbe hill and over into the ne
bay. The horses stumbled, pulling hard. Every five miaugery two minutes the driv
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trailed the whip across them. His stout back wdsl & wood; there were boils on |
reddish neck, and he wore a new, a shining newdted. . . .

There was a little wd, just enough wind to blow to satin the new E=wn the frui
trees, to stroke the fine grass, to turn to sithersmoky oliveqjust enough wind to sta
in front of the carriage a whirling, twirling snatof dust that settled on their clothes
the finest ash. When she took out her po-puff the powder came flying over the
both.

"Oh, the dust," she breathed, "the disgusting, Itexgpdust.” And she put down her v
and lay back as if overcorr

"Why don't you put up your parasol?” he sisted. It was on the front seat, and
leaned forward to hand it to her. At that she satidsat upright and blazed aga

"Please leave my parasol alone! | don't want mag@t And anyone who was not utte
insensitive would know that I'm far, faro exhausted to hold up a parasol. And wi
wind like this tugging at it. . . . Put it down atice,” she flashed, and then snatchec
parasol from him, tossed it into the crumpled hbetind, and subsided, panti

Another bend of the road, and dovthe hill there came a troop of little childre
shrieking and giggling, little girls with s-bleached hair, little boys in faded soldie
caps. In their hands they carried flon—any kind of flowersgrabbed by the head, a
these they offered, runningeside the carriage. Lilac, faded lilac, gre-white
snowballs, one arum lily, a handful of hyacintheey thrust the flowers and their impi
faces into the carriage; one even threw into healdunch of marigolds. Poor little mic
He had his hand ihis trouser pocket before her. "For Heaven's saket dive themnr
anything. Oh, how typical of you! Horrid little mkays! Now they'll follow us all th
way. Don't encourage them; ywouldencourage beggars"; and she hurled the bunc
of the carriage wh "Well, do it when I'm not there, pleas

He saw the queer shock on the children's facesy Stopped running, lagged behind, ¢
then they began to shout something, and went oatisigountil the carriage had round
yet another bend.

"Oh, how manymore are there before the top of the hill is red@h€&he horses havel
trotted once. Surely it isn't necessary for thewatk the whole way.

"We shall be there in a minute now," he said, auk tout his cigaret-case. At that she
turned round towas him. She clasped her hands and held them adendreast; he
dark eyes looked immense, imploring, behind hek, yair nostrils quivered, she bit
lip, and her head shook with a little nervous spaBaot when she spoke, her voice v
quite weakand very, very calr

"l want to ask you something. | want to beg sommggtof you," she said. "lI've asked y
hundreds and hundreds of times before, but yoargoften. It's such a little thing, but
you knew what it meant to me. . . . " She presser hands together. "But you ca
know. No human creature could know and be so ¢réeld then, slowly, deliberatel’
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gazing at him with those huge, sombre eyes: "ldrejimplore you for the last time tt
when we are driving together you won't smol you could imagine," she said, "tl
anguish | suffer when that smoke comes floatingssmy face. . . .

"Very well," he said. "l won't. | forgot." And heupthe case bac

"Oh, no," said she, and almost began to laugh,patdhe back of her haracross her
eyes. "You couldn't have forgotten. Not thi

The wind came, blowing stronger. They were at the df the hill. "Ho-yip-yip-yip,"
cried the driver. They swung down the road thdtifgb a small valley, skirted the s
coast at the bottonf @, and then coiled over a gentle ridge on theeotside. Now ther
were houses again, bhkshuttered against the heat, with bright burningdegas, witr
geranium carpets flung over the pinkish walls. €oastline was dark; on the edge of
sea a whe silky fringe just stirred. The carriage swungvdothe hill, bumped, shoo
"Yi-ip," shouted the driver. She clutched the sidehefseat, she closed her eyes, an
knew she felt this was happening on purpose; thiagng and bumping, this was
done-and he was responsible for it, some-to spite her because she had asked if
couldn't go a little faster. But just as they reatlthe bottom of the valley there was «
tremendous lurch. The carriage nearly overturned,ree saw her eyes bl at him, and
she positively hissetl| suppose you are enjoying this

They went on. They reached the bottom of the valddenly she stood ugCocher!
Cocher! Arrétez-vous!She turned round and looked into the crumpleddhioehind. "I
knew it," sheexclaimed. "l knew it. | heard it fall, and so didu, at that last bump

"What? Where?"
"My parasol. It's gone. The parasol that belongethy mother. The parasol thaprize
more thanmore than . . ." She was sim beside herself. The driver tud round, his

gay, broad face smiling.

"l, too, heard something," said he, simply andygaiBut | thought as Monsieur ar
Madame said nothing ." .

"There. You hear that. Then you must have hearthat Sothal accounts for the
extraordinary smile ogour face. . . .’

"Look here," he said, "it can't be gone. If it felit it will be there still. Stay where y«
are. I'll fetch it."

But she saw through that. Oh, how she saw throthigN®o, thank you." And she bent h
spiteful, smiling eyes upon h, regardless of the driver. "I'll go myself. I'llafk back
and find it, and trust you not to follow. F—knowing the driver did not understand, ¢
spoke softly, gently4# | don't escape from you for a minute | shall gpad."

She stepped out of the dage. "My bag." He handed it to h
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"Madame prefers ... "

But the driver had already swung down from his ,seatl was seated on the pare
reading a small newspaper. The horses stood withihg heads. It was still. The man
the carriage streteldl himself out, folded his arms. He felt the suathon his knees. H
head was sunk on his breast. "Hish, hish," soufided the sea. The wind sighed in 1
valley and was quiet. He felt himself, lying theeehollow man, a parched, wither
man, as itvere, of ashes. And the sea sounded, "Hish,

It was then that he saw the tree, that he was amnsof its presence just inside a gar
gate. It was an immense tree with a round, thibkesistem and a great arc of cop
leaves that gave backe light and yet were sombre. There was somethaygrd the
tree-a whiteness, a softness, an opaque masshidden-with delicate pillars. As h
looked at the tree he felt his breathing die awag he became part of the silence
seemed to grow, iteemed to expand in the quivering heat until thexitgcarved leave
hid the sky, and yet it was motionless. Then froitiiw its depths or from beyond the
came the sound of a woman's voice. A woman wasmngindhe warm untroubled voic
floated upon thair, and it was all part of the silence as he was @f it. Suddenly, as tt
voice rose, soft, dreaming, gentle, he knew thatotild come floating to him from tt
hidden leaves and his peace was shattered. Whatha@gsening to him? Somethi
stirred n his breast. Something dark, something unbeamatdedreadful pushed in t
bosom, and like a great weed it floated, rocked it.was warm, stifling. He tried 1
struggle to tear at it, and at the same mo-all was over. Deep, deep, he sank intc
silence, staring at the tree and waiting for theeerdhat came floating, falling, until
felt himself enfolded.

In the shaking corridor of the train. It was nighhe train rushed and roared through
dark. He held on with both hands to the krail. The door of their carriage was op

"Do not disturb yourself, Monsieur. He will comeand sit down when he wants He
likes—he likesit is his habit. . . Oui, Madame, je suis un peu souffrante. Mes nerfs.
Oh, but my husband is never happy as when he is travelling. He likes roughing i .
My husband. . .. My husband. . .

The voices murmured, murmured. They were nevdr Bliit SO great was his heavel
happiness as he stood there he wished he mighblivaeer.
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