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T DANYERS A?TERWARbsi'.l'ikéd." t.o..fan'c:y' that he Had recogmzed Mus.

" Anerton at once: but that, of course, was absurd, since he had seen no

.- portraitof her— she affected 4 strictanotiymity, refusmg even her photo-
' graph to the most privileged —and from Mrs: Memorall, whom he - -
= revered and cultivated: as her friend;. he had: extracted but the one
- imipressionist phrase: “Oh, well; she’s like one Of those old prmts where

'the lines have the value of color :

 He was almost certain; at all events; that he had been thlnkmg of Mis. S
R Aneiton as he sat over his breakfast in the: empty hotel restaurant; and. -
- % that, looking up on the approach of the lady who seated: herself at the-'

iy fable near the window, he had said to himself; “That might be she.” -
. Fversince his Harvard days — he was still young enough to think of :

%hem as immensely remote — Danyers had dreamed of Mrs. Anerton,

= the Silvia of Vincent Rendle’s immortal sonnet cycle, the Mrsi A: of the-'_
"¢ 'Life and Letters. Her name was enshrined in some of the noblest
English verse of. the: nineteenth' century —and of all past-or future
centuries, as Danyers, from the standpoint of a maturer judgment, still -
believed. The first reading of certain. poems— of the Antinous; the Pia-
i1 Tolomei, the Sonnets to Silvia— had been epochs in Danyers™ growth,
.. ‘and the verse seemed to gain in mellowness, in amplitude, in meaning -
... as’one brought to its: interpretation: more experience of life; a finer
-+ emriotional sense: Where, in his boyhood, he had felt only the perfect, -

the almost austere beauty of form, the subtle interplay of vowel sounds;:
the rush and. fullness: of lyric: emotion, he now thrilled to the close-
“packed significance of each line; the: allusiveness of each wordi—his

“imagination lured hither and thither on fresh trails of thought, and -
“perpetually spurred by the sense: that, beyond what he had already.

“discovered, more marvelous regions lay waiting to be explored. Dariyers
had wrltten at college, the prize essay on Rendle s poetry (lt chanced to L
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" be the moment of the great man’s death); he had fashioried the fugitive -
verse of his own Storm and Stress period on the forms which Rendle had .
first given to English meter, and when two years later the Life and:

Letters appeared, and the Silvia of the sonnets took substance as Mrs. A,

he had included in his worship of Rendle the woman who had mspxred_.’ ;
. parted. Anerton; you know, was really much more ridiculous about it:

not only such divine verse but such playful, tender, incomparable prose.

Danyers never forgot the day when Ms. Memorall happened to:
mention that she knew Mrs. Anerton: He had known Mis. Memoiall for
a year or more, and had somewhat contemptuously classified her as the-
kind of woman who runs cheap excursions to celebrities; when oneé .
. afternoon she remarked, as she put a second lump of sugar in his tea: -
“Is it right this tirne? You're almost as particular as Mary Anerton.”’
= Anerton was always telling orré of the great man’s idiosyncrasies: how he

Mary Anerton?”-

= “Yes; I never can remember low she likes her tea: Either it's lernon_
“with sugar, or lemon without sugar; or creaim without either, and which-
ever it is must be put into the cup before the tea is poured in; and if one_
hasn't remembered, one must begin ‘all over again. I'suppose it was
" vetse should bé thrown into the dustbin.”

Vancent Rendle’s way of taking his tea and has become a sacred rite.
- “Do you kntow Mrs. Anerton?” cried banyers cl1sturhed by thls care
less familiarity with the habits of his divinity. -

. ““And did I 'once sée Shelley plain?’ Mercy, yes' She and I were a
“school together < she’s'an American; you know. We were at a pensio
near Tours for nearly a year; then she went back to New. York, and
didn’t see her again till after her marriage. She and Anerton spent
winter in Rome while my huisband was attached to our Legation there
and she used to be with us a great deal Mrs Memorall smlled reminis
ce':ntly ‘It was the winter.” P :

- “The winter they first met?”: - :

- “Precisely<- but unluckily I left Rorne |ust before the meetmg too
place Wasn't it too bad? [ might have been in the Life and Letters: Yo
know he mentions that stupld Madame Vodki, at whose house he firs
sawher” v . .

* “And did you see much of her after that?" R '

“Not during Rendle’s life. You know she has lived in Europe almos
* entirely, and though 1 used to see her off and on when I wentabroad, sh'
was: always so- engrossed; so- preoccupied, that one felt one wasn’
wanted, The fact is, she cared only about his friends— she separatec
herself gradually from all her own people. Now, of course, it’s different
she’s desperately loniely; she’s taken to writing to me now and then; an
last year, when she heard I was going abroad, she asked me to meet he
in Venice, and 1 spent a week wath her there IR

“AndRendle?" s e

Mrs Memorall smiled and shook her head: “Oh, I never was allowed: .'

a pecp at him; none of her old friends met himy, except by accident: Ill- ~ -

‘natured people say that was the reason she kept him so long; If one:

“ happened in while he was there, he was hustled into Anerton’s study,

and 'the husband mounted guard till the inopportune visitor. had: de-

than his wife. Mary was too clever to lose her head, or at least to show.

shie’d lost it— but Anerton couldn’t conceal his pride in the conquest..” - ..
T've'seen Mary shiver when he spoke of Rendle as our poet. Rendle -

‘always had to have a certain seat at the dinner fable, away from the draft
and riot too near the fire, and a box of cigars that no one else was allowed
to touch; and a writing table of his own in Mary'’s sitting room—and--

never would-cut the ends of his cigars, though- Anerton himself had
giveni him @ gold-cutter set with a star sapphire, and how untidy his
-writing table was, and how the housemaid had orders always to bring the'
wastépaper basket to her mistress before emptymg it, lest some lmmortal

““The Anertons never separated; did they?” o

“Separated? Bless you, no. He never would have left Rendle' And. '
besides, he was very fond of his wvfe SR o
--_“Oh she saw he was the kmd of man who was fated to make hlmself
diciilous; and she never interfered with his natural tendencies.”

whase husband had died some years before her poet, now divided her
lifé' between Rome, where she had a small-apartment; and England, -
whete she’ oocasmnally went to stay with-those of her friends who had . -
been Rendle’s. She had been engaged, for some time after his death, in
‘editing some juvenilia which he had bequeathed to her care; but that -

task being accomplished; she had been left without definite occupation;,
‘and Mrs. Memorall; on the occasion of thezr last meetmg, had found her. :
Nlistless:and out of spirits: * = .
- “She misses him too much her hfe is too empty I tolci her so—I-' .
told her she ought to’ marry i = : Ao

. -'..“Oh"’ Ll B : H : :

“Why not pray? She’s a young woman stllla—what many people :-
would: call young," Mrs: Memorall interjected; with a parenthetic '~
glance at the mirror. “Why not accept the inevitable and begin over'
again? All the King's hotsesand all the King's men won’t bring Rendle to. '

life— and besides, she didn’t marry him when she had the chance.” .~
Danyers wmced shghtly at this rude ﬁngermg of hls 1dol Was it

‘From Mrs. Memorall; Danyers further learned that Mrs: Anerton, . .



. . marriage would have been? Fancy Rendle. “making an honest woman’
- of Silvig; fot so society would have viewed it! How such a reparatlo

o through which he patiently plodded in the hope of finding embedde
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- ‘possible that Mrs, Memorall: did not see what an! anticlimax such’ a;i; "Thie rirsh of Anglo-Saxon travel had not set toward the lakes, and with

would have vulgarized their past— it would have been like “restoring”
 masterpiece; and how exquisite must have been the perceptions of th
woman who, in defiance of appearances, and perhaps of her own secr
inclination, chose to go down to postenty as Sl]Vla rather than as Mr
Vincent Rendle! o0
"+ Mrs. Memorall; from this day forth acqunred an mterest in Danyer
" eyes. She was like a volume of unindexed and discursive’ memoir

" When he returned from his mommg rambfe among the hills he saw
Ter sitting at one of the little tables at the edge of the lake. She was
writing, and a heap of books and newspapers lay on the table at herside: - -
‘Thatevening they fnet again in the garden. He had strolled out to smoke - -
alast cigarette before dinner; and under the black vaulting of ilexes; near. -
the steps leading down to the boat landing, he found her leaning on the. -
parapet above the lake. At the sound of his approach she turned and. .
looked at hith. She had thrown a black lace scarf over her head, and in
this somber setting her face seemed thin and unhappy. He remembered
afterwards that her eyes; as they met hls expressed not so much sorrow as
profound discontent; . A
To his surprise she stepped toward hlm w:th a detammg gesture
“Mr. Lewis Danyers I belleve?” SISO : :

- amid layers of dusty twaddle some precious allusion to the subject ofh
thought. When; some months later, he brought out his first slim vo
ume, in which the remodeled coilege essay on Rendle figured among
- dozen somewhat overstudied * “appreciations,” he offered a copy to Mr
~ Memorall; who surprised him, the next time they met, w:th the a
" nouncement that she had sent the book to Mrs: Anerton; - :
.. Mrs. Anerton in die time wrote to thank her friend.: Dzmyers wias - He bowed.- SR
prmleged to read the few lines in Which; in terms. that suggested the * “Iam Mrs. Anerton Isaw your name on the visitors” hst arld w:she& to
habit. of ¢ acknowledgmg snmtlar tnbutes she spoke of the author’sthank you for an essay on Mr. Rendle’s poetry — or rather to tell you hiow. -~
“feeling and insight,” and was “so glad of the opportunity,” etc. He wenimuch: I apprecxated it. ’T'he book was sent to me Iast winter by Mrs L
away disappointed, without clearly knowing what else he had expected. Memorall.”- ST o
-2 The following spring; when he went abroad, Mrs: Memorall offered. - She spoke in'even meiancho]y tones ‘as though the hab:t of perfunc-.

: him letters to everybody; from the Archbishop of Canterbury to Louisetory utterance had robbed her voice of more spontaneous accents; but.

. Michel: She did not include Mrs: Anerton, however, and Danyers kriew, Her smile was charming. . :

from-a" prevsous conversatiorn;. that S;Iwa ob}ected to: people” wha . They sat down on a storie bench under the ﬂexes and she toId hlm-_ -

- “brought letters:” He knew also that she traveled during the summer, how much pleasure his essay had given her. She thought it the best in .
- and was unlikely to return to Roime before the term of his holiday shouldthe book — she was sure he had put more of himself into it than intoany
be reached; and the hope of meetmg her was not mcluded among hlssother was she not right'in conjecturing that he had been very deeply
- anhczpatlons g - dnfluenced by Mr, Rendle’s poetry? Pour comprendre il faut aimer,! and

- The lady whose éntrance broke upon i soiltary repast in the resta it seemed to her that, in some ways, he had penetrated the poet’s inner .

| _ rant of the Hotel Villa &’Este had seated herself in such a way that hermeaning more completely than any other critic. There were certain -~

profile was detached against the window, and thus viewed, her dome
forehead, small arched nose, and fastidious lip suggested a silhouette of  many-sided mind that he had perhaps failed to seize—

Marie Antoinette. In the Iady s dress and movements — i the very turii +“But then you are young,” she concluded gently, “and one cou]d not
of her wrist as she poured out her coffee — Danyers thought he detéctedwish: you ‘as yet; the: experlence that a fuller understanding would .
. the same fastidiousness; the same air of tacitly excluding the obvious an mpiy et : Sl o SR b
- unexceptional. Here was a' woman who had béen much: bored an i
-+ keenly interested. The waiter brought her a Secolo, and as she be
above it Danyets noticed that the hair rolled back from her forehead w
turning gray; but her figure was stralght and slender 3nd she had th
mvaluable ngt ofa glriish baclc : o

1.: Pour almer] To understand itis necessary to iove

d problems, of course, that he had left untouched; certain aspects of that i




- more grain of frankincense on the altar of her insatiable: divinity; but

~ " in her pose. She spoke often of Rendle’s books, but seldom of himsel

+-._because they thought alike, not because he had thought for her. Posterit

- forcing his way into- a: life already' crowded: What room was there

o suddenly, after this, he discovered that Mrs. Memorall knew better h
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.~ he was, not to have seen that she had not had enough! That she was:-
LT oung still -~ do years count?utender human a womarn; that the llvmg
: II - _. LI '_ 3 '. ; .. . - 0 have need Ofthe ]lVll’lg .

' ' - After that, when they climbed the alleys of the hangmg park resting

She stayed a month at Villa cl Este and Danyers was with her dally in ‘one of the litle ruined temples, or watching, through a ripple of -

N She showed an unaffected pleasure in his society; a pleasure so. obvi. foliage, the remote blue flash of the lake; they did not always talk of' .

ously founded on their common veneration of Rendle, that the young Rendle or of literature. She encouraged Danyers to speak of himself; to- .

man could enjoy it without fear of fatuity. At first he was merely ‘one confide his ambitions to her; she asked him the questlons whtch are the. )

ise woman’s substitute for advice. . - T

“You miist write,” she said, admlmsterlng the most exqu:snte ﬂattery"_ '

that human lips could give. -

‘Of couirse he meant to write — why notdo somethlng great in his turn?-

is best, at least; with the resolve, at the outset, that his best should be the

best. Nothing less seemed possible with: that mandate in- his ears. How .

¢ had divined him; lifted and disentangled his groping ambitions; laid-

the awakening touch on his spirit with her creative Let there be hght’ s

- there was no posthumous conjugality, no use of the possessive tense, in - [t was: hls last day w:th her and he was feehng very hope]ess and' :

her abounding reminiscences. Of the master’s intellectual life, of hl@happy 0 B

- habits of thought and work, she nevér wearied of talking: She knew the “You ought t6 write 4 book about h:m she went on gent]y .

. history: of each poern; by what seené or episode each image had been  Danyers started; he was begmmng to dlshke Rend]e s way of wa]kmg“
‘evoked; how many times the words in a certain line had been trans. iy inannounced.

- posed; how long a certain adjective had been sought, and what had'at - “You ought to do i, she insisted. “A complete mterpretatlon-——a.
last suggested it; she could even explain that one impenetrable line; th summing up of his style, his purpose hlS theory of hfe and art. No one
torment of critics; the j joy of detractors, the last line of The Old Odysseu else'could do-itas well.”: -

Danyers felt that in talking of these things she was no mere echo otﬂ He sat looking at her perplexed}y Suddenly dared he guess?
Rendle’ s thought. If her identity had appeared to be merged in his it w s I couldn’t do it without you,” he faltered:: :

“I'could help you--I'would help-you, of course.”

They sat silent, both looking at the lake. - S ' _

It was agreed, when they parted, that he should rejoin her svc weeks '

later in Vemce There they were to ta]k about the book e

gradually a2 more personal note crept into their intercourse. If she st
- liked him only because he appreciated Rendle; she at least perceptlb
L dlstmgunshed him from the herd of Réndle’s appreciators. .
- Her attitude toward the great man’s memory strack Darnyers as pe
fect: She neither proclaimed nor disavowed her identity. She was frank
- Silvia to those who knew and cared; but there was no trace of the Eger

. is apt to regard the women whom poets have sung as chance pegs o
which they hung their garlands; but Mrs, Anerton’s mind was like sorn
~ fertile garden wherein, inevitably, Rendle’s imagination had rooted itse
.~ and flowered. Danyers begar to see how many threads of his comple
- mental tissue the poet had owed to the blending of her temperamient wit
his; inr a: certain sénse Silvia had herself created the Sonnets to Silvie
To be the ¢ustodian of Rendle’s inner self, the door, as it were, toth
sanctuary, had at first seemed to Danyers so comprehenswe a prw:]eg
that he had thie sesise, as his friendship with-Mrs. Anerton advanced; o

o o Lago d Iseo August ch |
fortunate friend was bored as well as lonely. When.:I.sald good bye to you yesterday I promlsed to come back to

C “You have had more than any other woman!” he had exc]almed to he nice ini a week: I was to give you your answer then. I was not honest in -
- ‘one day and her srm}e flashed a derisive light on his blunder Foo] tha Say:ng that I dadn t mean to go back to Venice or to see you agam Iwas

" among such towering memories, for so small an actuality as his? Quit




. didn’t love me that there is no hope for you. I never had what I wante:
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: 33y%npéthy between us was almost complete; my mind rhust have -

running away from you = and [ mean to keep on running! If you won't : ] _
en.fo him (I fancy) like some perfectly tuned instrument on which he

must, Somebody must save, you frony marrying a disappointed woma
of —well, you say years don’t count, and why shou]d they, after a]l sin
you are not to marry me?. .. . - :
~That is what I dare not go back to say You are not to marry me. W
have had our month together in Venice (such a good mionth, was it not
and now you are to' go home and write a book—any book but the on
- we—didn't talk oft—and I'am to stay here; attitudinizing among m
mernories like a soit of fema]e T1thonus The drearmess of thls enforce
immortalityl ... L
But you shall know the truth I care for you orat ieast for your lov
'enough to owe you that: o
Yo thought it was because Vmcent Rendfe had ]oved me that the'
“was 5o little %ope for you. I had had what I wanted to the full; wasn’t th
what you said? It is just when a man begins to think he understands
“woman that he may be sure he doesn’t! It is becauisé Vincent Rend

at I “alivays understood”; it is the only praise 1 ever heard of his giving
I'don't even know if he thought me pretty, though [ hardly think my: - -
pearance could have beeri disagreeable to him, for he hated to be with -
gly people. Atall events he fell into the way of spending more and more. -
is time with me: He liked our hotse; our ways suited him: He was -

ok sanctuary w1th s, When we traveled he went with us; in the winter
‘took rooms near us$ in Rome. In England or on the continent he was :
ways with us for a good part of the year, In small ways I was able to help

e to me Contmuaily he liked to have me share in all he was doinig

rested himn; T was a part of his intellectual life. The pity of it wasthat I
anted to be sornethmg more. [ was a young woman and I was in love:
" and never, never, never will I stoop to wanting anything else.. - him'—riot because he was Vmcent Rendle but |ust because he was -
- Do you begin to understand? It was all a shamthen, you say? No, ithimselft: G :
- was all real as far as it went: You are young — you haven't learned, as yo Peopfe began to taik of courseml was Vlncent Rendle s Mrs Aner-
- will later, the thousand imperceptible signs by which onie gropes one’s tors; when the Sonrtets to Silvia appeared, it was whispered that I was.
. way through the- labynnth of-human nature; but didn't it strike you_Silvia: Wherever he went, I was invited; people made up to mie in the
. “sometimes, that I never told you any foolish little anecdotes about hirn hope of | getting to know himn; when I was in London my doorbell never
. His trick; for instance, of twirling' a- paper knife: round: and ro
between his thumb and forefinger while he talked; his mania for savin
- the backs of notes; his greediness for wild strawberries; the little punge
Alpine onies; his childish delight in acrobats and. jugglers; his: way
always calhng me you — dear you, every letter began — Iniever told youa ! _
word of all that, did I? Do you suppose I could have heIped telling you, ife Lexcuses’a woman will invent for & man’s not telling her that he Joves
- he had loved me? These litthe things would have been mine; then, a part! _;Pltlable arguments that she would see through at'a glance if any
of my life — of our life — they would have slipped out in spite of me (1t other.woman used them! But all the while, deep down, I knew he had
'on]y your unhappy womgn who 1s a]ways reticent and d]gnlﬁed) e r'cared I should have known it if he had made love to mie every day )
there néver vas any “our life”; it was always. “our lives” to the end. . of his. life. I could never guess whether he knew what people said about - -
_ If you knew what a relief it is to tell someone at last; you would bear Us—he listened so little to what people said; and cared still less, when he - -
*- . with me, you would let me hurt you! I shall never be qulte 50 }one heard. He'was always quite honest and stralghtforward with me; he -
.- again, now that someorie knows. : reated né as orie man treats another; and yet at times | felt he must see:.
- Letme begin at the beginning, When I ﬁrst friet Vincent Rendle Twas that with me it was different, If be did see, he made no sign. Perhaps he
not twenty-five. That was twenty years ago. From that time until h T notlced-—l am sure he never meant to be cruel. He had never
o dea{h five years ago we were fast friends:. He gave me fifteen yea; ad ove to "16 it 'was no f‘ElLl]f of his lfI wanted mor¢ than he could
. perhaps the best fifteens years; of his life. The world, as you know, thin e. The Sorinets to Silvia, you say? But what are they? A cosmic
that his greatest poems were written during those years; I am supposed ta Philosophy; not a love poem; addressed to Woman, not to a woman!
have “inspired” them; and in'a sense 1 did: From the first, the mtelle

uggling authors overwhelmed me with their assiduities. 1 hugged my -
ess,; for I knew what it méant — they thought that Rendle was in love
et Do you know, at times, they almost made me think so.too? Oh,

never tired of playmg Someone told me of his once saying of me

ous, irritable; people bored him and yet.he: disliked solitude. He

m in his work; he grew dependent on me. When we were: apart he -

or thinking; He was impatient for my criticism of every new book that.

stopped ringing. Elderly peeresses, aspiring hostesses, lovesick gitls'and - -

¢ was no phase of folly I didn’t g0 through You can’t imagine the. o

But then, the letters? Ah, the letters! Well, i make a clean breast of -~ |
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" it. You have noticed the breaks in the lettets here and. there, just-as
they seem to be on the point of growing a little — wariner? The critics;

~ you may remermber; praised the editor for his commendable delicacy -
and good taste (so rare in these days!) in omitting from the correspon-

- dence all personal allusions, all those détails intimes which should be:
- kept sacred from' the public' gaze.: They referred, of course; to the

. asterisks in' the letters to:Mrs.'A. Those letters T myself prep;r_ed__' for . |

publication; that is to'say, I copied them out for the*edx.tor',:-and- every -

- now and then F'put in"a liné of asterisks to make it appear tha_t.j 1
- sornething had been left out. You understand? The a;terlsks_ were'a

shain = there was nothing to leave out: = -

- No one but'a woman could understand what I went through during: - | -

" those years —the moments of revolt; when I felt I must break away f;om__ N
it all; fling the truth in his face and never seée him again; the _;_r_xev.r.ta_ble .

- feaction; when not to see hirn s¢erned the one unendurable ’th‘mg, and I._ b
treinbled lest a look or word of mine should disturb the poise of our .
friendship; the silly days when | hugged the delusion that hg myst_.lqy.re..._ e
me; since: evérybody thought he: did; the long periods of nurr_n_bneg_sf,__. i

* when I didn't seem to care whiether he loved rhe or not. Between t_hese_- =
.. wretched days came othiers when our intellectual accord was so perfeq ok
that I forgot everything else in the joy of feeling myself lifted up on the

wings of his thought. Sometimes, then, the:heavens se.e_.m(.e.d.-.t(;) .bév:
operied, 1 .

© - All this time he was $o dear a friend! He had the genius of friendship; . .
and he spent it all on me. Yes, you were right when you said that I have -
had more than any other woman. II faut de l'adresse pour airmer,% Pascal b
says; and I'was so quiet; so cheerful, so ffa'nkly'affe'ctlor}ate w;th him; that b
in-all those years I am almost sure I never bored him. C_ould I have i

hoped as much if he had loved me? 70 e
L g’ou‘ mustti’t think of him, though, as having been tied to miy skirts: He

came and went as he pleased, and so did his fancies: There was a glﬂ; -

‘once (Iam telling you everythirig), 4 lovely being who called his poetry - _:

“deep” and gave hirn Luzile on his birthday: He followed her to Switzer- .:

land one summer, and all the time that he was darigling after her (a little |

too conspicuously, I always thotght, for a Great Man), he was writing to -
. me about his theoty of vowel combinations — o was it his experiments.

. in English hexameter? The letters were dated from' the very places

- where I'knew they went and sat by waterfalls together and he thoughf L
* out” adjectives for her hair. He talkgd-'tq‘rf_lq'abput: it quite frggk}y

M faut s aimer| T takes skill fo love, ©
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. afterwards. She was perfectly beautiful and it had been a pure delight to

- watch her; but she would talk, and her mind; he said;, was “all elbows.”
. And yet; the next year, when her marriage was announced, he went
. away alone; quite suddenly ... and it was just afterwards that he pub-:

lished Love’s Viaticum: Men: are queert - .-

-~ After my husband died — 'am putting things crudely, you see — I had.
.. areturn of hope. It was because he loved me, | argued, that he had never =
- spoken; because he had always hoped some day to-make me his wife; .
- because he wanted to spare me the “reproach.” Rubbish! I knew well . -
- enough, in my heart of hearts; that my one chance lay in the force of
.- habit. He had grown used to ime; he was no longer young; he dreaded * -

new people and new ways; il avait pris son pli.3 Would it not be easier to
marry me?. . B o AR

-+ Idon’t believe he ever flidught:df it. He'Wroté-'me.what'people call “é_

‘beautiful letter”; he was kind, - considerate; decently: commiserating; -

. then, after a few weeks, he slipped into his old way of coming in every

afternoon, and our interminable talks began again just where they had

. leftoff. I hieard later that people thought I had shown “such good taste”

in not marrying him:. - o L L
~ So we jogged on for five years longer. Perhaps they were the best years,:

for | had given up hoping. Then he died: -

- After his death —this is curious ~there came to me a kind of mifage'"

. of love. Al the books and articles wiitten about him; all the reviews of -
'L the Life; were full of discreet allusions to Silvia. I becarie again the Mrs.:
- Anerton of the glorious ddys. Sentimental girls and dear lads like you:
. turned pink when somebody whispered,: “That was Silvia you were

talking to.” Idiots begged for my autograph = publishers urged me to
write my reminiscences of him —critics consulted me about the reading

- of doubtful liries: And I kriew that, to all these people; I was the woman®
2 Vincent Rendle had loved T e e bt e
. Aftera-while that fire went out too and [ was left alorie with'my past:
+ . Alone = quite alone; for he had never really been with me. The intellec- "
" tual union counted for nothing now. It hiad been soul to soul, but never:
“hand in hand; and there were no little things to remember him by. .
- Then there set ina kind of Arctic winter. [ crawled into myself as into
~ d'snow hut. [ hated my solitude and yet dreaded anyone who disturbed- -
- it That phase, of course, passed like the others. I took up life again; and
| beganto read the papers and consider the cut of my gowns. But here was
. one question that I could not be rid of, that haunted me night and day.

Why had he never loved me? Why had I been so much to him, and no. -

3 ilavait. . ph) he had formed the Rabit,
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. more? Was 1 so ugly, so essentially unlovable, that thoﬁgh' a'_'rr'aan. might -
cherish e as his- mind’s comrade, he could not care for.me-as a.-
- woman? [ can’t tell you how that question tortured me: It became an -

OBSESSIOTI: 1o i S o il e
My poor friend, do you begir to see? I had to find out what some other
mnan thought of me. Don’t be too hard on’ met Listen first'— consider.
When I first met Vinicent Rendle 1 was a young woman, who had
married early and led the quietest kind of life; I. had had no “experi-
" ences.” From the hour of our first meeting to the day of his death I never

" Tooked at any other man;, and never noticed whether any other man .
tooked at me. When he died, five years ago, [ knew the extent of my:.

"+ powers no tnore than a baby. Was it too late to find out? Should I 'never
know why?: o s
. Forgive me — forgive me.- You are so young; it will be an episode; a
mere “document,” to you so soon! And, besides, it wasn’t as deliberate;
as cold-blooded as these disjointed lines have made it appear. I didn’t
plan it, like a wonan int a book. Life is so much more complex than any

rendering of it can be. I liked you from the first— [-was drawn to you

* . (you must have seen that) —I wanted you to like me; it was not'a.mere-

psychological experiment. And yet in a sense it was that, too— I must be
honest. 1 had to have an answer to that question; it wasa ghost that had to

~obelaids

- At first I was afraid — oh, so much afraid — that you cared for me only
because Fwas Silvia, that you loved me because you thought Rendle had
loved mie. I began to think there was no escaping my destiny, - - .

- -How happy I'was when I discovered that you were growing jealous of

my past; that you actually hated Rendlel My heart beat like a girl'swhen ¢ =

you told me you meant to follow me to Venice. . . oo s
© 7 After our parting at Villa d'Este my old doubts reasserted themselves.
What did I know of your feeling for me; after all? Were you capable of
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object in being with me. Then [ knew you cared for me! yes, at that.

moment really cared! We never mentioned the book once, did we
during that month in Venice? ’ "
_ 1 have read my letter over; and now I wish that I had said this to you' .
instead of writing it. I could have felt my way then, watching your face . -
and seeing if you understood. But, no, I could not go back to Venice; and

I could not tell you (though I tried) while we were there together. I °

_ couldn’t spoil that month — iy one month. It was so good, for once in.

my life, to get away from literature. = _ .

You will be angry with me at first — but, alas! not for long. What I have
done jwould hgve been cruel if L had been a younger woman; as it is, the - -
experiment will hurt no one but myself. And it will hurt me horribly (as -

much as, in your first anger, you may perhaps wish), because it has =
shown me, for the first time, all that I have missed. . : '

analyzing it yoursel? Was it not. likely to be two-thirds vanity'and .~

curiosity; and one-third literary sentimentality? You might easily fancy -

that you cared for Mary Anierton when you were really in love with.

- Silvia<the heart is such a-hypocrite! Ot you might be more calculating. |
 than I had supposed. Perhaps it was you who had been flattering my
* vanity in the hope (the pardonable hope!) of turning me, after a decent.

" interval, intoa pretty little essay with a margin.- o e
- When you arrived in Venice and we' met again— do you remember

- the music on the tagoon; that evenirig, from: my. balcony? ~1 was so
- afraid you would begin to talk about the book —the book; you' remermi-

ber, was your ostensible reason for coming. You never spoke of it, and I

soon saw your one fear was I might do so— might remind you of your:




