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This news of Mrs Grancy’s death came to me with/the shock of an immegse blunder —
one of fate’s most irretrievable acts of vandalism. It was as though all sorts of
L[renovating forces had been checked by the clogging of that one wheel. Not that Mrs

Grancy contributed any perceptible momentum to the social machine: her unique
distinction was that of filling to perfection her special place in the world. So many
people are like badly-composed statues, over-lapping their niches at one point and leaving
them vacant at another. Mrs Grancy’s niche was her husband’s life; and if it be argued
that the space was not large enough for its vacancy to leave a very big gap, I can only
say that, at the last resort, such dimensions must be determined by finer instruments than

. any ready-made standard of uti;ily. Ealp G}'ﬁnc ’s was in short a kind of disembodied .
;;Qé@ usefulness: one of those constrictive 1'nﬂl&c“ar:ce§‘ftﬁaitf 'iéstead of crystallising into definite P ’ﬁ;‘,‘j'

" forms, remain as it were a medium l;”or She deyelopment of clear thinking and fine .
80? fffeeling. He faithfully irrigated his Oﬁm’ and the fruitful moisture stole ‘:’,;2“"6
h“:,"."’1'”ar beyond his boundaries. If, to carry on the metaphor, Grancy’s life was a sedulously-" diligernce
‘m\f cultivated enclosure, his wife was the flower he had planted in its midst - thc;/.
on pegple - CFOOWering tree, rather, wh‘_iclém‘him rest and shade at its foot and the wind of,

lomi Igams in its upper brancheyg nclomt*mmf&&* Wh\";‘w &g:fg‘\ukrho?g'@ 1 oA
0

Sheldeqys  We had all - his small but devoted band of followers —/&pown a moment when At ®5)ect).

uneq '?seemed likely that Grancy would fail us. We had watched him pﬁtee% against one w ”"kéfv
\(Fe sB'/obstacle after another — ill-health, poverty, misunderstanding and, worst of all for a man fy, pain#pg>

,of his texture, his first wife’s{Soft insidioudyegotism. We had seen him sinking under the zgg
~eaden embrach of her affectio -}ﬂ%” a swimmer in-a drowning clutch; but just as we 9% m, i
;\md%paired he had always corn%at‘o thé gﬁﬁggg 'ggain, blinded, panting, but striking out -
fiercely for the shore. When at last her death released him it became a question as to
how much of the man she had carried with her. Left alone, he revealed numb withered
patches, Tike a tree]from which a parasite has been stripped. But gradually he began to
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I(He,(:zg nﬁ*’ wholermi SN tor’s Hudgf;ﬂ(‘,lﬂ-
spal> L,o/ put oft new leaves: and when he met the lady who was to h“cnlm‘ his second wife
RT his one real wife. as his 1r|cnzl(’ reckoned — the whole man burst into flower.
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Juett - Ihe second Mrs Grancy was past thirty when he married her, and it was clear that
mn@ﬂl\t she had "harvested that crop of middle joy which is rooted in young despair. But if she

had lost the surface of cighteen she had Kept its inner lighl:i/f—h?r‘cmﬁﬂfﬂ'ﬂm?ﬁim\w
‘, %\,«L Q?gkﬁﬁgj;%_mﬂﬂ\cr eyes were young with the stored youth of half a life-time., ' s
N ,\ rec)}(Grnnc? had first known her somewhere in the East — I believe she was the sister of pmmvn'
[ dl,j*ml one of our consuls out there — and when he brought her home to New York she came %ftﬂ,
’ - among us as"a stranger. The idea of Grancy's remarriage had been a shock to us T}: "’lb?
| 7x MﬁtmkMg most men would have kept out of the fire? but we agreed tha 022 h

cc

bodiment of his latest mistake. Then Mrs Grancy came — and we understood. She
nlCe  was the most beautiful and the ntost complete of explanations. We shuffled our

ey, e ST e BT F sight”and save 1t ] 2 sl :
‘ g' S L defeated omniscience out of sight™an gave 1t hasty burial under a prodigality of

UQI% %" elcome. For the first time in years we had Grancy offf our minds. ‘He'll do something
crh iShe great now!" the least sanguine)of us Erg&hesied: and ¢ur sentitpentalist emended: ‘He
has done it — in marrying hefT itself - AL F,,ahcdotu pnf‘tw/

{ It was Claydon. the portrait-painter, who risked this hyperbole;sand who soon
afterward. at the happy husband’s request, prepared to defend it in a portrait of Mrs ,,
Grancy. We were all - even Claydon — ready to concede that Mrs Grancy’s unwonted-

. — . : ] entar 91?102
ness was in some degree a matter of environment. Her graces were complementary andz, 3

em it needed the mate’s call to reveal the flash of color beneath her neutral-tinted wings em
[ HOE, ‘LBUI if she needed Grancy to interpret her, how much greater was the service she‘%‘:?g‘g'
fv'ﬁ'r {?:’/'.}chndered him! Claydon professionally described her as the right frame for him{but if she
‘ ‘3)” Forst defined she also enlarged. if she threw the mﬁﬁlﬁ)/cleared new e;./;ic;:'q
[ Wﬁb\;mmm‘,gnened fresh vistas, reclaimed whole areas of activity that had run to waste \J’fM
[ ack under the harsh husbandry of privation. This interaction of sympathies was not withoutl‘ga%’
7 its visible expression. Claydon was not alone in maintaining that Grancy’s presence — or foree
S indeed the mere mention of his name — had a perceptible effect on his wife’s

appearance. It was as though a light were shifted, a curtain drawn back, as though, to
. A - . . o7
borrow another of Claydon’s metaphors, Love the indefatigable artist were perpetually ‘é‘.-\élw“l

2

[| 7 _sceking a happier ‘pose’ for his model. In this interpretative light Mrs Grancy acquired
|| mugdterivahe charm which makes some women'’s faces like a book of which the last page is b;f:to
;U\JL&)/A:\ never turned. There was always something new to read in her eyes” What Claydon read Infinité

e/,b:ﬁ’f/ there — or at least such scattered hints of the ritual as reached him through the eycije.-~

f -, sanctuary doors — his portrait in due course declared to us. When the picture was
Link te 4 craary. p . 1. blaufful (,avtgu -g“’""i] < *§<k M

| ~ exhibited it was at once acc almgd(jx his’mastcrpiece; but the people w new Mrs

¢ Grancy smiled and said it was flatiered. Claydon, however, had not set out to paint their

«/"@;}# Mrs Grancy — or ours even — QHl EE Iph’s; and Ralph knew his own at a glance. At the
DIPW'?U" first confrontation he saw that Claydon had understood. As for Mrs Grancy, when the
finished picture was shown to her she turned to the painter and said simply: ‘Ah, you’ve

o R done me facing the (hst)=7 fAcTeg whare she)y frovrm

(. a The picture, then. Tor all its value, seemed a mere incident in the unfolding of their

v’/‘yﬂ“r«kﬂ%ble destiny, a foot-note to@he) illuminated text of their lives. It was not till afterward
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Znd mamiaghe was predestined to sentimental blunders. and we awaited with resignation the wmn:,ﬁ
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4 that it acquired the significance of last words spoken on a 'hr(ﬁl‘fﬂ‘,',,”}i‘ﬂ,"_’v_h"'
C recrossed. Grancy, a year after his marriage, had given up his town hnq\u and f.'urrlcd
> his bliss an hour’s journcy away, to a little place among the hills. His various duties and

A Nt
[PM::"’th'm when his house had served as the rallying-point of kindred enthusiasms. It seemed 21
(i a pity that such an influence should be withdrawn, but we all felt that his long(arrears

of happiness should be paid in whatever coin he chose. The distance from which the

€2 interests brought him Ircqucnlly to New York but we necessarily saw him less often
g !

debt

i,n\ﬂ‘{‘l i I t too great for friendship to traverse; and
: ‘g ¥Tortunaf@ L~'E_'Il'£,'sl!l!},l,l&,(l -\\.'dln]IW‘. ()',ng%n\?’ﬁl&ﬂi' too great p‘ verse; and
7 our conception of a glorified Ieisure fook the form of Sundays spent in the Grancys

= Q COTNE s . ) o e e .
&Tibrary, with its sedative rur‘zﬁ outlook and the portrait of Mrs Grancy illuminating its

studious walls. The picture was at its best in that setting: and we used to accuse
Claydon of visiting Mrs Grancy in order to see her portrait. He met this by declaring
that the portrait was Mrs Grancy; and there were moments when the statement seemed

am uﬁvm;lhlc.\’()nc of us, indeed — I think it must have been the novelist — said that
m ﬁhgﬁyd()ll had been saved Trom falling in love with Mrs Grancy only by falling in love

h P
paet

ob) with his picture of her; and it was noticeable that he, tro wl}o’{PnPis finished »\"ork was N0 , g, en
more than the shed husk of future effort, showed a’perennial tenderness for this one
achievement. We smiled afterward to think how ofteﬂ‘nvzhen Mrs Grancy was in the pr@clUW)
. . o s o 1 3 o .
room, her presence reflecting itself in our talk like a glean of sky in a hu e-turrent, 0_9%"213

Claydon, averted from the real woman, would sit as it were listening to the picture, His b l[o(u
attitude, at the time, seemed only a part of the unusualness of those picturesque iJ‘f/" \P

-’mg(’aftemoons, when the most familiar combinations of life underwent a magical change. ‘ N
Some human happiness is a landlocked lake: but the Grancys' was an gpen sea, 77/AQ 13 ¢
) stretching a buoyant and illimitable surface to the voyaging interests of life. There wus(\ t ;
room and to spare on those waters for all our separate ventures; and always, beyond the a
shoudt. :unslet. a(mirage\of the fortunate isles toward which ougoprowssggygebgeg'témoﬁw ebn closur
By Tl A ol S
r lf~ce ,T /:M/He,)s

blunt It was'in Rome that, threg/years later, /heard of her death. The notice said ‘suddenly’;

P s [ was glad of tha as glad too —(basely perhaps — to be away from Grant‘z at a
ru'"nrﬂa time when silence must have seemed btus® and speech derisive;‘"’n“"o Svency
i © 1 was still in Rome when, a few months 'fer;‘v.u&q. he suddenly arrived there. He

had been appointed secretary of lega.tiorf at Co’nstamin&) \r{l«%j 5 o0 the way to his/;o«mhcb/
post. He had taken the place, he said frankly, ‘to get away'. Our relations with the (ife ar mom
?'VUMQ}_]:’QE@ held out a prospect of hard work, and that, he cxpl;%)gi‘. ‘{vus wh% he 1 nfcded. He
a1 could never be satisfied to sit down among the ruins”T Saw a?.tme most oP us in

o
f:"a["h'e moments of ext,rﬁmn_m(}%péion, he\w?s &lﬁxﬁ@ 55 Vhaving as he tht?ughl it fm prave
(W&W)' became a man to behz%]e in the eye ot_?ﬁjasmr. The Inclive“posture of griet is a fo
:ame) ShL}fﬂing compromise between defiance and prostration; and pride feels the need of ﬁ;:ﬁz
Laay striking a worthier attitude in face of such a foe. Grancy, by nature musing and
by rw,l retrospective, had chosen the réle of the man of action, who answers blow for blow and Bdmf/"
Opposes a mailed front to the thrusts [of destiny; and the completeness mment
testified to his inner weaknesy/ alked only of what we were not thinking of, and
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parted. after a few days, with a sense of relief that proved the inadequ

to perform. in such cases. the office assigned to it by tradition.”
Soon afterward my own work called me home, but Grancy remained several
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years in
Europe. Intemnational diplomacy kept its promise of giving him work to do. and during the

\J,’,L{( year in \\'hic.h he aclgd as chargé d’affaires he acquitted himself, under (rying

MﬁLedWconﬁpmuﬂls zeal and discretion. A political redistribution of matter

Puthing g7 7 removed him from office Just as he had proved his usefulness to the government: and

faég;\;f l‘he foll@ving summer I'llc:‘m‘d thaf he had come honlc\eajd was down at his place in the
country.  AMERICARANY ‘)Q_O sulfer-

e )C,‘Dwr,) de sy
JoOMmeHd '7—7\%111)' return to town I wr
b AlSwer

of€_him and his reply came by the next post. He an-
l _voice, urging me to spend the following Sunday with
J

ed(as it wer€)in his natural
m‘;‘g“s%, him. and suggesting that I should bring down any of the old set who could be persuaded
rehas

; ot
removed, , 0?

s “‘P’_‘ﬁ}"u“"

from which the encroaching ivy is pe;iodicall
That very evening at the club I ran across Claydon. 1 ‘G’y
sed that

’

§

| eronty: old Sundays were to be renewed I should hav
first alone with him. I said as much to Claydo

met this by a general refusal —) ‘MmOl
a_general refusa

n and_offered to fit my time to his; but he
MML(.'LS = rea

X eft
‘I don’t want to go to Grancy’s.” he said(bluntlyJ 1 waited a moﬁ‘]ejnw&,bﬁt he ap-
pended no qualifying clause. - " S EATIRAKI2: e Y o e g s

WYOU’VC seen him since he came back?’ 1 finally ventured.;
"And is he so awfully bad?" ‘i) hipt at hes =

el % Oh, you'll recognise{ him,)Said Claydon, with alpuzzlin
' m% was beginning to exasperate me, and I fe
|- ThQaknowledge to which I had as good a right as he—= Pssteny Wi:\_w\ .
1 ) b , T e 5 i
\N You've been down there already, 1 suppose? ‘Z)_LOJ)DUQKQJ ogi M,x
1 U:%
A T

) A

[ivorimD

| Smroe . o

Jone with each other
il bW' the review from which my approach had diverted him. ‘Look here.” he said, standing
? efore me, ‘Ralph’s the best fellow going and there’s nothing under heaven I wouldn’t

il do for him — short of going down there again.” And with that he walked out of the®

E %‘g&{;’r(mm, o ( (,UV’J-U.MAB ——)Wd;
|

‘ aydon was incalculable enough for me to read a dozeh different meanings into his
frome]
e WSt

¢

nA

“Yes: I've been down there.’ c

‘And you’ve done with each other — the part

o3

’

1 words; but none ofxTyiﬁlerprelations satisfied me. I determined, at any rate, to seek no
(| farther for a companion; and the next Sunday I travelled down to Grancy’s alone. He
‘ %mlel me at the station and I saw at once that he had changed since our last meeting.
Then he had been in fighting array, but now if he and grief still housed together it was
no longer as enemies| Physically the transformation was as marked but less reassuring.

NS A
iy gaief

j% (A("{'PM,‘?J&.

Y
rship is dissolved?f‘ an %reM ,
‘Done with each other? I wish to God we héd!”)He rose nervously and/tossed aside;v"g:k/

,{Q‘f/\(r

o3t

s . told Aim rancy’s invitation f:::‘;f\
fﬂ-,.,oluhg and propo we should go down together; but he pleaded) an engagement’. 1 wa?"le;&’”
‘ J‘f’u"»va sorry. for I had always felt that he and I stood nearer Ra ph than the others, and if the |-

J
e preferred that we two should spend the ;M.IP""VL“
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If the spirit triumphed lhc\ body showed ilx.\cur\. f)y( fivcfuhd.-fn’l"ly htl‘ t\;vz‘l.\r g:i;:‘?;:
[slunping_ with the tired g;|il\‘nl‘ an old man. His (.\crchny, however, was not the resigne

[ saw that he did not mean to dr_u_[jgg(rvf; : :
Tinterests: not with an effort, as at our former meeting, but
a man whose life has flowed back into its normal

r

of age.
egan to speak of our ol
\\'I\v'w(snnply and naturally, in the tone of

o channels. 1 remembered, with a touch of self-reproach, how [ had d|‘\'tru%[cd his

Fiom reconstructive powers; but my admiration for his reserved force was now tinged by thc
s l i *h happiness as his ave been paid with his last coin.
Ship gense that, after all, such happiness as his ought to have been p 4

The feeling grew as we neared the house and I found how inextricably his wife was
& & : :
NaRT /i anc ace: how the whole scene was but an
arishe S interwoven with my remembrance of thc place

extension of that vivid presence.,, 3¢

gp{‘i \ Hirror in which a moment since her face l_]ad b‘een rcﬂected.’ﬁ q\lg‘n—ae‘
];0‘:‘“% Grancy, under the recovered trang i.l ty %uhvlé_sml]e.
?L nearness, saw perpetually between himSglf and the act

@maf~ He spoke of her once or twice, in an incidcmb’glj My y./%zf_'_hcr name seeme

0
—_— . Uspicarry ~ e
”‘5"‘4 angIn the air after he had uttered it, like a chord that continues”to vibrate.-If he felt
Niﬂ%‘;ﬁ"l’/lt-‘]er presence it was evidently as an enveloping medium, the moral atmosphere mj which
9 3 -~
3c¢f“> he breathed. I had never before known how completely the dead may survive:
i o > After luncheon we went for a long walk through the autumnal fields and woods, and

rvesvl.CL ) ,
dusk was falling when we re-entered the house. Grancy led the way to the library,
where, at this hour, his wife had always welcomed us back to a bright fire and a cup ot

5
e i Felt that

O‘S;nn‘jthe windows. Of all the rooms the library was most peculiarly hers{ and he

| éD\ L 2 dov! ea. The room faced the west, and held_a clear light "éti{c)wn after the rest of the
: . " ; . g v . o
‘MD"Mdu“‘E" Bad?. No: he’s all nghg bwldl o qw‘w‘ Y ;—eap'&; ipren house had grown dark. I remembered hoﬁxgﬁsrfé‘ﬁe had “loo egﬂu"] thL
‘All right? How can he be, Ajless he’s Thange| beyond 33\ recognition‘a/l‘ g ; & which irradiated her eyes and hair, or silhouetted hey girlish{ dttline;as she_passed before
‘ eflection W‘““w
t myself shut out from some = Ter nearness might take visible shape. Then, all in moment, < &1 ney o engd, the door,
e the feeli g vanished and a kind of resistance etPaI'ne on ﬁhre&old.ﬁelooked about

n

133"‘:3

~” A P
e %ﬁ 0, e ¢ jng was, undisturbed. My feet sank into the same deep- ,,ﬁ:é“'m
o i dae, fled Daghestalﬁctﬁépbookx‘hel%g toog tﬁekjﬁrelioE ht on the same rows of rich subdued m
&C""’QZ’A}Q} dings; her arm-chair stood inci#'s old place neeu;ﬁghe tea-table; and from the opposite Joo¥~<p ,
m&yy 1 her face confronted me. A71“Cy %@W e WEIGHTR EMPHASIS - §
b Her face = but was it he 7[ T el :

21 moved nearer and stood looking up at the portrait.
rancy’s glance had followed mine_and I heard him move to my side.

) ?M:/‘f n?‘v* .

YW:J‘:_‘?’ he said. olowks, nor
‘What does it mean? asked.

‘It means — that five years have passed.’ pock

‘Over herT=y GV ; pu-)' nasredors

‘Why not? — Look at me!” He pointed to his gray hair and furrowed temples. “What
lfhiq; in you think kepy'her ko young? It was happiness! But now—" he looked up at her with
real 7 infinite tenderness:YT like her better so,” he said. ‘It’s what she would have wished.
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¢ came. Almost immediately he (\yvm Brondy

J
e

Within doors nothing was,(hanged. and my hand would have dropped without A

ﬁ]e SANe, sense ot‘W%
ual her brigﬂ(l‘*’unappeasubl ghost. macabr,
9J%:2€,q.l ;

5old light—"a (2,

o . . e o il
ad some desecrating hand effaced the traces of her/.
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‘ ' |10 join me. I thought this a good sign, and yet — shall T own it? — [ was vaguely wai; surprise into her welcoming clasp. It was luncheon-time, and Grancy led me at once to fkwwr\ci
‘ rorm:h{j- ,dlsappolntedwperlﬂ{}?psﬂovrve are aphto feel that our friends’ sorrows should be kept likes . j the dining-room, where the walls, the furniture, the very plate and porcelain, seemed g}w oetia
q upset "Qhose historic monument$ i j Ly e
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‘Have wished”” - ‘?[ *ﬂf\c f
/" “That we should grow old together. Do you think she would have wanted to be lef
Lbehind”  SHOCK
1 stood speechless. my gaze travelling from his worn grief-beaten features to the
\‘wnl,q—- painted face above. It was not furrowed like his: but a veil of years seemed to have
descended on it. The bright hair had lost its elasticity, the cheek its clearness. the brow
its light: the whole woman had waned. %/R@M‘fﬂ‘w’s deao/
~ Grancy lajd his hand on my arm. ‘You don’t likeit?" he said sadly.
"".\n‘ ¢ — q o = TPy R _'./“ o -
RS i«s]jmlf_lﬁ\elosf her!” T burst oupeaetel v se (P
. /A_nnL\‘e(km her.” he answered. > 7 IRO=R, ¢ (P [)O - #ﬂ/ﬂ e
% B) e - ; X > 7 ,\e
In rlzm.w ith a_reproag! fu}?iesture. ) 7{
me almost d ./‘The other had become a

<

to know. oughtn’t he?
“Yes. I sent for him after I'd been back a week—£." He turned away and gave a

Farms
C ‘w'\'c’s: in that.” He swung round o
/k, — does Jook, I mean. Claydon ought
I turned suddenly. ‘Did Claydgn do this for you?’
Grancy nodded.
thrust to the smouldering fire. I followed. glad to leave the picture behind me. Grancy
threw himself into a chair near the hearth, so that the light fell on his sensitive variable

Al
sham. a lie! This is the way she would have looke
‘ ) : \
MP‘UIA%‘E/\M sha dﬁw@
‘Since your return?’
face. He leaned his head back, shading his eyes with his hand, and began to speak.

. [ ncemp
“You fellows knew enough of my early hisfory to guess what my second marriage

meant to me. | say guess, because ng_one could understand — really. I've always had a

feminine streak in me, I suppose: the need of a pair of eyes that should see with me, of

\ a pulse that should keep time with mine. Life is a big thing, of course; a magnificent
ﬁ/;’f‘ spectacle; but 1 got so tired of looking at it alone! Still, it’s always good to live, and I
\ 5o/ had plenty of happiness — of the evolved kind. What I'd never h7ad a taste of wajaljfﬁ

<—simple inconscient sort that one breathes in like the/{ii}-, 7%

“Well'=+-mef her. It was like finding the climate”Tn_which I was meant to live. You
indefinitely she multiplied one’s points of contact with life,

L sl (
C@%M\at she was = [
"‘\g‘ ; how she lit_up the caverns an bridged the abxsses! Well, I swear to you (though I

% ) ﬁ suppose the sense of all that was latent in me) that what I used to think of on my way

vers home at the gl]d of the day, was simply that when I opened this door she’d be sitting

&Pz);h%\over there, with the lamp-light falling in a particular way on one little curl in her neck

1_3:\2.1.{;(1;{ /;}?]:thn ?.la)‘don ]()jaimjd her he caught just the look she used to lift to mine when I s
< . camen - I've wondered, sometimes, at his kpowing how she looked when she and I

gffm‘ were alone. — How Iirejoiceg)mh 1atb;§%lfu '"T used %"sg‘%‘[&e}& “You're my prisoncr%ﬁ

efg, podres now — I shall never lose you. If you grew tired of me and left me you'd leave your ‘rgj%

Jhip
l-

“Th as live
ree years of it — and then sh€ died. It was so

no diminution. It was as if she had suddenly becom

(rRpncY
N AR RATE{

tunsted, unstuck,
sudden that there was noqgﬂange,
e fixed, immovable, like her own

LPAINT ‘I\[fj/)/ "P&é&&ﬁn%ffkﬂf Fﬂd&ﬁ, 6t Mored.

[ e real self there on the wall!™ It was always one of our jokes she was goi
raJ“ifﬂS tired of me—  SPATARAL o )’m r_jokes that she was going to gr’(zx
7 " preasadly A

nm-

Ilﬂ/,‘{ry 1o G
cotVIMC2 W reiechion sf
ne, s |
% mal, rafiy, It okL, U
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ideallsec B RS ;
/fno/ﬂ(’fplf(( . 1«
portrait: as if Time had ccased at ifs happiest hour., just as Claydon had thrown down his arawrmm’
brush one day and said, “I L'i‘lll:l?(lﬂ better than that.” P (x‘m‘ﬂf’,
‘I went away. as you know, and stayed over there five years. | worked as hard a N
I knew how. and after the first black months a little light stole in on me. From thipKing O;n&mag
: : . - —r e
that she would have been interested in what I was doing I came to feel that e was, 398 fo
interested — that she was there and that she knew. I'm not talking any Jjargon _ evani re
_ I'm simply trying to express the sense I had that an influence so full.so abounding as d& ’n A |
armd hers couldn’t pass like a spring shower. We had so lived into each other’s hearts and dc"‘ f%'
nen 2y inds that the consciousness of what she would have thought and felt illuminated fall} I +bm‘n d
i/ - ~ . . ) 4
cl;i\na‘m did. At first she used to come back shyly, tentatively, as though not sure of finding re; 1R
frogeé{then she stayed longer and longer, till at last she became again the very air | breathed <y ack +o
i ' o ; - . i b omni
vgre, bad moments. of course, when her nearness mocked me)with the losg heZ 2790,
- and the\y

WIWW‘YC
ne o of the real woman: but gradually the distinction between the two was ¢
ol unoamte wid

Ve | ere thought of her grew warm as flesh and blood, Nean@ in e ais 1INRD Wm

dwdve “The I(jﬁme p)o.'@e. slcslr ded in the morning and came straight do@n here. The- £a(,m 0
& r ) ] ¢ A N } A

vt thought'of seeﬁag helPSoricrun(posscssed me) and my heart beat llws as 1 rafional

i 5 e maoann
v- | . opened the library door. It was in the afternoon and the room was full of light. It

' 0. IX moo-

her picture — the picture of a(young and radiant woman) She smiled at me "g,eamﬁq
—— 2 ’ - n

the distance that divided us. [ had the feeling tha{ she didn’t even recognise me. And ynae

PQL&j/h nwm

then I caught sight of m&slf in the mirror over lh‘s e — & gray-haired broken manjwhom
- . i a . = o .
she had chatse in fie cepal ) :/ AJx “real coenian A Sfm"gm

neyer known/! X 3
Wt . J elogTnsnip 7 ° diston
3 léf)rlg'\\iegé/\'fé two n‘ﬁtOgﬂh&r — the’strange woman and the frangedman. [

used to sit night after night and quw -z smiling face; but no answer ever came. Shp-
What did she know of me, after all? We weresepagi)l(%% Xﬁ:‘he five years 5o/ i on
S ——— 3
of life that lay between us. At times, as I sat here. I almost grew to hate her for her CSh“A{'u l/,\"
presence had driven away my gentle ghosthtiaglgg‘a“w;egt\# Jadept, aged, Strugglegg o (JQ
or?

with me during those awful years . . . It was the yneliness 1've ever known. i

L 4

ins Then, gradually, I began to notice a look of sadness 1[1%13%%5 eyes: a look that A Ve
Lh:;ﬂeﬂe seemed to say: “Don't you see that / im ioneﬁa'?&)"?)“xn all at onte it came over me ~ b Grangt
1+ 984w she would have hated to be left behind! I remembered her comparing life 0 a 4 inksbefox
(eavy)book that could not be read with ease unless two people held it together; ar}d I qu a
thought how impatiently her hand would have turned the pages that divided usT — So the “Solution
idea came to me: “It’s the picture that stands betweeW dead, and Te:;ahu\

not my wife. To sit in this room is to keep \ggéc'g‘l'tggﬁgg{a corpse.] As this feeling grew
on me the portrait became like a beautiful mausoleum in which she had been buried
alive: i could Ticar her beatinp>against the painted walls and crying to me faintly for
h’}? R vt A 14 'qwmp painhag’y deata more mpattart -

! .
¢ day I found I couldn’t stand 1t any longer and I sent for Claydon. He came )
P saﬂaﬁ

UHpo &~
.
”nkéa/ el
et
3

wn ‘and 1 told him what 1'd been through and what I wanted him to do. At first he
év(o 7 refused point-blank to touch the picture. The next morning [ went off for a long [@p,‘
Pnodig. and when I came home 1 found him sitting here alone. He looked at me sharply for a

moment and then he said: “I've changed my mind: I'll do it.” I arranged one of the

north rooms as a studio and he shut himself there fof a day; then he sent for me.
The picture stood there as you see it[now — it was as ough she’d met me on the

hiding ,
%"Qﬂ* rich»4exical fie/oh, Ju%ksaf
obliga+t

meeusAQS
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shame  jense (ﬁ —Sor eccentnc
o k—jhame(lufgm Q o
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l night. 1 shall just have time to make 2
s 5/5#(‘ Lafter me.” T haven't s.ccn him‘ since. /7(1”\943 <'U’T€"‘M F’U‘Mg bDLg,S One cvening. on returning [r') tAown after a visit which had confirmed my sense of
[ \uv?n@\ y ,/ ‘I can guess what it cost him to lay hands on his masterpiece; but, utlc.vnlll. to him reassurance, [ found Claydon dining ;1} the club._ He asked me to join him and
j ;ch & ot was only a picture !:QSI. to_me it was my wife tegained!’—q"'ﬁaﬁ ot Trre over the coffee our talk turned to his work. quvhhou,;, omindws, Jecrenive, f\Arﬂvf
| % J_% pELUSION SEC'(“W‘ WEY 5 we ! g \»‘/ A NS ‘If you're not too busy,” I said at length, “you ()ugh%,m make time to go down to
AYQ UNNERVING oF GRAARY Y MaoweSs. v Q"‘ Mo %D« e SpiGiO0, oMFUli;ﬂrfd uiAtiEn . £
A o IMAEDIASY immateral phantasmagon Grancy’s again. SUSPREo&Er® ane — W oy im Jumpy
ﬁ:«‘f'/‘g After that. for ten years or.moge. I watched the strqf\?e spectacle of a life of hopeful He Io(wi\'l)’.‘;\ﬂh‘\/j‘_ he asked. n
Stitte andorod st feed on the structure of a dream. There could be no doubt to ‘Because he’s quite '»?Eii'iié_z\\in.’ I returned with a touch of cruelty. ‘His wife’s
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y 97{5{1 ot
ion- ,qﬂ
! el
;o%‘?’?..wlﬁ»'“ /
threshold and taken me in_her arms! I tried to thank him. to tell him wh.
in_her
me. but he cut me short.

munaae “There's an up train at five. isn’

at it meant (o

{ there?” he asked. “TI'm booked for a dinner to-
a bolt for the station and you can send my traps

( L‘Llﬁli( 1000
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The next time T went down to see him he looked much better. It was a Sunday and
he received me in the library, so that I did not see the portrait again. He continued to
improve and toward spring we began to feel that, as he had said. he might yet travel a

long way without being towed. 5 pick xp pronow, DA, &

prognosliczuimlsw/'cr—c mistaken.’ ;’)’D("h Cc

Jw‘;ﬁ’*‘f “"(those who saw Grancy during this period that he drew his strength and courage from
! ‘qufﬂ . the sense of his wife’s mystic participation in his task. When I went back to see him a Claydon stared at me a moment. *Oh,"She knows,’ h? affirmed with a smile that
i 0 * few months later I found the portrait had been removed from the library and placed in chilled me. 2Clogon; e fgure %d&wﬁm‘-"ﬂ . Ao ;
{?DS& £ a small study up-stairs. to which he had transferred his desk and a few books. He told “You mean to l¢ave the é)rtrail as it is then?" I persisted. Wf’«f&% b rsahd” -
?’ngfe me he always sat there when he was alone, keeping the library for his Sunday visitors. He shrugged his shoulders. ‘He hasn’t sent for me yet” il »&O'Uecouﬂ
T MACT Those who missed the portrait of course made no comment on its absence, and the few A waitechame up with the cigars and Claydon rose and joined another group.
who were in his secret respected it. Gradually all his old friends had gathered about him ey A ¢ o
kel and our Sunday afternoons regained something of their former character; but Claydon It was just a fortnight later that Grancy’s housekeepyr/telegraphed for me. She met me
ey B4 “never reappeared among US‘\CTFPZ%T/W lerg Ce’r‘la;ajelb at the station with the news that he had been ‘taken bad’ and that the doctors were
mirgle (éa(rrﬂB;As I look back now I see that Sranc_v must have/been failing from the time of his with him. I had to wait for some time in tl}%?%?&ft?g library bg{?;e, the medical men
o/‘fgs * return home. His invincible/Spirit belied and disguised the signs of weakness that appe'ﬁlrpw. Theyhag, the baffled manner of empirics who avebeet superseded by the
afterward asserted themselvés in my remembrance of him. He seemed to have 4n great Healer: and I lingered only long enough to hear that Grancy was not suffering and
inexhaustible fund of !;’Icto draw on, and more than one of us was a pensioner on his that my presence could do him no harm.
superfluity. 7 €xce Uy, innuble, bm‘-{w bgzibtuM'M . I found him seated in his arm-chair in the little study. He held out his hand with a
: Nevertheless, when I came back one summer from my European holiday and heard Sml.lel : , :
| that he had been at the point of death, I understood at once that we had believed him ey e SiE AR mEnn fitex 2.1“' e el
| well only because he wished us to. - (i ‘She? .I\repeated. perplexed for the moment.
I hastened down to the country and found him midway in a slow convalescence. | - My wife He s thevpicn.lre. ‘Qf‘coul‘se 1 kngw: she gl 10 o aom th‘e
felt then that he was lost to us and he read my thought at a glance. mhim¢paiptily LA 111's.t. . saw bt - h;_l%wered hls, voice — ‘after Claydon had been here. But I wouldnt
‘Ah,” he said, ‘I'm an old man now and no mistake. I su # i , oA believe it at firs” ik Clospston® frreachee AR 1
. ppose we shall have to go I caueht his hands i 5 “For God’s sake don’t beli : 1’ 1 adjured hi ?OUJKR
- . ght his hands in mine. ‘For God’s sake don’t believe it now:" I adjured him. g ML

He shook his head gently. he said. ‘I might have known that she % as R
Knew.'— byt cshau- didl she RaOTT F5upern al, A poomive cHANGEY
km't"?w . Zoniret pran
"But, Grancy, listen’to me,” I began: and the stop%gd. What could 1 say that
would convince him? There was no common ground of argument on which we could

half-speed after this; but we shan’t need towing just yet!” mamn

. The plural pronoun struck me, and involuntarily I looked up at Mrs Grancy’s portruw i
Line by line I saw my fear reflected in it. It was the face of a woman who kmﬁ%
that her husband is dying. My heart stood still at the thought of what Claydon had

done. AMACHPRE
Grancy had followed I O e ) hereto meet: and after all it would be easier for him to die feeling that she had known.
me@'\’ou Bl s i dazs b 1y glance. Yewer,’ he said quietly. ‘For months, cav4 Strangely enough, I saw that Claydon had missed his_mark.
[ ; as touch and go with me — we had a long fight of it, and it was worse ’ =5 - Wr_k
\7 et

myrieg Lfor her than for me.” After a pause he added: ‘Claydon has been very kind; he’s so

| cOUple - busy nowada
) vadays that I seldom i for hi
. “p",yJa(s o et G L) iee him, but when I sent for him the other day he came
m’}n, | o = a‘;,d&v because Rolpy _amendody .

’3( was silent dng/(\\‘ spukc no more of Grancy’s illn€ss; but when I took leave it
him in alone with his death-warrant.

Grancy’s will named me as one of his executors; and my associate, having other duties
on his hands, begged me to assume the task of carrying out our friend’s wishes. This
placed me under the necessity of informing Claydon that the portrait of Mrs Grancy had
been bequeathed to him; and he replied by the next post that he would send for the

o
SR gl Clolon olh 130 5%
oing ity “euil s

‘ J seemed like shutting
L nor realising
whnot C <
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S doiro:
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picture at once. 1 was staying in the desert¢d house when the portrait was taken away:
and as the door closed on it 1 felt that Gr: ney’s presence had vanished t0o. Was it his
turn to follow her now. and could one ghost haunt another? o lack of [rerd

After that. for a year or two. 1 heard nothin
Claydon from time to time we had
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i
g more of He picture, and though I met
little to say to each other. I had no definable %,

¢
grievance against the man and 1 tried to remember that he had

>

done a fine thing in = %

sacrificing his best picture to a friend: but my resentment had all the tenacity of %
unreason. olrowmn §
One day. however. a lady whose

portrait he had just finished begged me to 20 wi(h\W
her to see it. To refuse was impossible. and 1 went with the less reluctance that I knew )

I was not the only friend she had invited. The others were all grouped around the easel lirrke o
when 1 entered, and after contributing my share to the chorus of approval I turned awzlyc-v )
and began to stroll about the studio. Claydon was something of a collector and his lhingsC-r.,:{,'ﬁ
were generally worth looking at. The studio was a long tapestried room with a curtained o4
archway at one end. The Cuﬂ%$\;/{e/l?) ope %l\ showing a smaller apartment, with
books and flowers and a few fine ‘Dits of bronze and porcelain. The tea-table standing

os-k/\*aﬁ(ﬂ’\"fn this inner room proclaimed that it was open to inspection, and I waidéfed in. A bleu
“ 2 R ; s o 7 -
poudré vase first attracted me; then I tupned to examine a slende Ganymede?
¥ Bl o vﬁac%r%iskwﬁ.. %‘)&1’1 Alatroval LY TELE; beaver
‘2" and 1n so domg,t:gp’l'qd myself face to face wuce ISogyrancy s portrait. T stared up at her of
€

insight into

Clm#do/w -

(23 [ .
'e e blankly and she smiled Back at me in all the TECO era/ fz'iﬁl%akncefw youth. The artist had Tuplle

effaced every trace of his later touches an

n e on;ina] pictlﬂ(r’g'ﬁ:}d reappeared. | Mgmlf ) ‘ 1t ridi but
M?ﬁa]one on the panelled wall, asserting o 1ant supremacy”over its carefully- focuth had a message for him and she made me dellver.l.t. e e dowm"ie ;oa?%iw
what %chosen surroundings. I felt in an instant that the whole room was(Tributary)fo 1t: t atapeyty o _e— He rose abruptly and walked toward the pomalt,f en he sat dow ’ ;_[ o fo: o ;
C liRs, Claydon had heaped his treasures at the feet of the woman he loved. Yes — it was the Ww m\lewnb]Cruel‘? Yes, it §eemed so to me at first; and this ‘é‘B‘EfﬁRJJE?‘ﬁf% ;ﬁ'“duau Sh.e revers e
il woman he had loved and not the picture: aM\my instinctive resentment was explained. ':3,, "”’i@’ike and not for mine. But all the while I fglt her eyes drawing me, an .:gra ’ y : oleN ,
,S“dd(".‘ ™ Suddenly I felt a hand on my shoulder. fs‘s\u!c@ wivship Wg,ﬂa. atioq . Rinhng, made me understand. If she’d been there in the flesh (she seemed to say) wouldn ty hefpa, .
“:%ac'gg;" *Ah. how could you?" T cried, turning on him. ~* #5551 /7 posewave ! }W g she have seen before any of us that he was dying? Wouldn't he have read the news | )”//h-
wel - fimed, ‘Ho;)» could I?” he ré[orled :How could I not? Doesn’t she belong to me now?’ first in her face? And wouldn’t it be horrible if now he should discover it instead in m 7|
imme’dia(’?l away i i ' ‘MT uphhi — 2inay ‘”"f' strange eyes? — Well — that was what she wanted of me and I did it — [ kept them FooM
emphous, . m(.)wd AN 1mpalnently. . . e ¢ a1 Wi her to the last!” He looked up at the|picture again. ‘But now she belongs to me,’ os an
ene- yepienty 'Wait a moment,” he said with a detaining gesture. ‘The others have gone and I’y together to the ! p g

iy
/é say a w - ) f me can guess!
pafagmpn.“ ant to say a word to yox@j know what yoy’ve thoughto\_{;r_j
You think I killed Grancy, suppose?\7@"'q"ua‘3 3'“1 !gﬁ%“c"“_ 150 am. m?lwvlwa
omstionad ‘I was startled by his sudden vehemence, ‘I think you tried’;:), d? a grutzl”l’tllfr%g, I
lpas of  said, URSIALHIC m uns > jeve heis s for
eclon Q\ﬂh what a little way you others see into life!""he murmured. ‘Sit down a moment
MONOS: _ Rers W

here we can Jook at her — and I'll tell you.” Afnatign . o
He threw hirman beside me and satal the picture, with h §$J
hands clasped about his knee. zoeus atention on he,. WIMEH .
o ‘Pygmalion,” he began slowly, ‘turned his statue into a real woman; / turried my rea
in fev€ woman into a picture. Small compensation, you think — but you don’t know how rpuch
Jﬁ?[?,{:’é of @ woman belongs to you after you've painted her! — Well, 1 made the best of it, at
e rocal 20y rate — I gave her the best I had in me; and she gave me in return what .such a
naﬁjm of Wwoman gives by merely being. %aﬂer all she rewarded me enough by making me

redatgn -~ paint as | shall never paint ag@.! here was one side of her, though, that was mine
dhip ,eﬁccj; N <

Ir G XC|1Gmatiom
ﬁ{m{?:;ﬂri mark Showd i,

mrr,u.ig L K3 epuotion -

duul

! S i jrancy even it was
and that was her beyuty: for no one c]xwo(l it. fo Grancy even a

alone. . ‘ 85 e g Tl
‘essl 'riell — what language is to thought. Even when he sd
the mere expression of herdelf — what language L i e i
picture he didn’t guess my jsecret — he was so sure she was a is! N dc
i wie T scause it was reflected in the pool at his door—
should think he owned(Thc moombecause it was reflec p e [
‘Well — when hwlc I}(«Fuc :W;Fn or. me to change the picture 1t was e
2 < ake - i P C . »
asking me to C‘{wlﬁﬁlil muréc ¢ KB santed #ne to make an old woman of her — of her
who had been so divinely
woman would ask her 4 ' , . '
I couldn’t do it — but afterward, when he left me alone with the picture, something queer
happened. I suppose it was because I was always so confoundedly fond of Grancy that

it we ains -efuse what he asked. Anyhow, as I sat lopkin t her, she
PR | 7 Jﬁ‘?‘?&%& o LN
seemed (o say, . spand .

And so 1 did it. T could have cut m)‘/tfzfdn@‘ og‘% eﬁ%e work was done — I daresay he

o - _
told you I never would go_back and look at it. He thought I was too busy — he never

Jubsynenh i ainh A, '

‘Wellr— d gnﬁ%eﬁ?l@?ﬁf%ﬁ%x{n%;;e%:ﬁ%mﬂ It was after his
illness, and he told me he’d grown twenty years older and that he wanted her to grow
older too — he didn’t want her to be left behind. The doctors all thought he was going
to get well at that time, and he thought so too: and so did I when I first looked at him.

i 't as iev but I swear
But when I turned to the pigture — ah, fiow I don't a ’%:yé)%ey be;lle%\e me ‘
it was her face that told &géfgw S iiymgna'gm{gs e wanted ‘mm to|know it! She

he repeated/” .
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nchangeabl f(ﬁung! As if any man who really loveq a g::;ﬂﬂs;
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