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CHAPTER XIX.

EREDITH paunsed at the door inapectiug the
) quiet interior thus thrown open to him—in
which he was not looked for, and where, ac-
cordingly, his arrival remained nnobserved—
the doors being sll open still for the exit of
Dolff. Itstartled him a little to find in how
like its ordinary condition everything wes,
anil how little sign of the absence of a
habitual visitor was about the place. There
were & hundred rigna of Dolit, but even the
place near (iusay usually though tacitly reserved for himself
was filled up, and tiussy sat at the eternal woman's work,
which, in sonse circumataaces, is so exm-peratingrto aman, as
composed asif he had never crosse her horizon. Theywereall
-at it, Mra Harwood with the crewels, Janet with something
<lse. He wondered, half angrily, if they would go for ever
with their heads bowed over thal infernal sewing whatever
might happen, even that quick litsle thing, that creature
born under more variable skies, the governess. She, how-
aver, was the first to find him out. A econsciousness of
soma new element in the warm atmosphere, something that
had not been there a minute before, moved Janet. She
looked up and uttered a faint exclamation.
Ah 1 he had thought there was no difference, but there had
been a diference. {iussy had been sitting like a statue, quite
&till, not the faintest thrill of in her. She did not
-axpect him, or anyune, she was not thinking of him, ot any-
one, quite self-contained, self-absorbed. He was almost
ashamed to think how he had been thinking of her, con:-
placently realising her suap and disappoi t, and
wonder at his non-appearance. The extreme composure of
her aspect gave Maredith a shock which would have done
much to redress the balance between them, She did not
even taise her head at Janst's exclamation. It was Mrs
Harw: who did that, erying out, ‘God bless me!
Charley ¥ with a pleasara of which there could be no doubt.
And a sort of shock over Gusay, electric,
spasmodic, he could not tell what it was, something that
moved her from the crown of light Lair on her head
to the tip of the shoe which was visible under her
gown. It all passed in a minute, nay, in a second
as so many a crisis does. He could see it go over
her; had not his eyes been opened by a semse of guilt,
and by various other convictions, he might have known
Twthing of it ; but he did, and suddenly became aware that
he had something more to deal with than a girl's momentary
annoyauce at the absence of the man whom she was in-
ning to care for. At the end of that moment, when he had
come forward to shake hands with Mis Harwood, (tussy
rose, and gave him her hand with perfect composure. On
her side she was quite sure that she had betrayed nothing,
. not even the mere surprise which would bave been so
natural, )
‘Yon have been & great stranger, Charley,” said Mre
Harwood.
* Yes, indeed,’ he said, ¢ no one can know that so well as

L I have been driven to the end of my patience. I kept
hoping that one of you would take a little interest, and
ask winh I was abogt.”

He kept his eyes on Guesy, but Gussy never moved or
gavae sign of cousciousness, .

*My dear boy,’ eaid Mrs Harwood,  women never like to
interfere—to ask what a young man is about. You are so
much more your own foastera than we are. We know
:rlery well thai if you want to come you will come, and if you

on't——"

*How unjust you me with your general principles! Here
is one poor miserable excepfion then to the rule—who has
tried to come, and *hought he could manage it evening after
-evening. Well, it is al?in the way of business. You have
always been afraid [ was idle. What will you say when I
tell yon that I have been in chambers—sometimes till eight
and nine o'clock every night ¥ X

« I shall hope it means 8 lot of new clients, Charley,’ the
old lady enid. :

+ Well, I thiuk it doen,” He did not wink at Janet—oh,
w101 that would have been valgarity iteeli—the sort: of com-
munication which takes place between the footman in a play
and the chambermaid wﬁo is in his ¢confidence. Mr Charlea
Meredith’s manners were irreproachable, and vulgarity in
that kind of way impossibie to him.  But le did caich
JSanet's attention with a corner of his eye, as it were,
which expressed something o little different from the
open look whiclh was bent on Mrs Harwood—or, rather,
on Guey, at whom he glanced as he spoke. And
then he entered into certain detaile. Mrs Harwood,
though el was disabled and incapable of getting out of
her cliair, was an excellent wowan of buriness, and ehe
entered into the particulars of hia marrative with great in-
terest. She said at the end, with a satisfied nod of her
Tiend :

Well, Charley, I hope wa may now feel that you are
beginning to catch the rising tide.’ 3

¥ hope =0, teo,’ raid the young man. And then it seemed
to dawn upon him that thess arreeable augnries niight lead
him too far. ' A little time will tell,” he eaid, * whether it's
a real beginning or only & flash in the pan. Iam afraid to
calenlate upon snyshing too soon. In three months or so,
if all goea on well—' . i .

Janet asked herself, with & keennes of inquiry which
took her by aurprise, what, oh, what did he mean by three
monthat Was that aald for tipray ? Was it aaid for any-
oneelset TDld he, by any possibility, think that she cared
—~that it plensed her to know that he was deceiving Mm
Harwood nnd her danghter? She felt very angry at the
whola roatter, which she thought she saw through se com-

pletely, bot which, after all, she did pot in the Jeast ses
through. Janet thought that for sonis reason or other this

turning rond opom Janel with & Isugh. He faced her this
time, looking at har frankly, not trying to caich any eorner
of her eye. Hin look had n gleam of merriment and sane;

young man was ‘ amusing himself,' sccording to the ordinary
Jargon, with Miss Harwood's too-little lod d. ion,
that he aecretly made fun of the woman who loved, and was
preparing, when the tiine eame, a disenchantment for her
revelation of his own sentiments, which would probahly
bLreak Giusay's heart. It ean wcarcely be said that Janet
felt those sentiments of moral indignation which such a
deliberate treachery ought tv have called forth. She was
still wo far in the kitten stage that it balf amused her to ses
Mr Meredith * taking in’ Miss Harwood.
think that probably he bad been having some wild party of
his young men friends (& party of youny men always seems
will, rivtous, full of inconceivable frolic and enjoywent to a
girl’s fancy) in hisfchamlburs, on some of those evenings
which he a¢ demure!ly repiesented to the old lady as full of
business. She could not help an inclination to laugh at
that. It is the kind of deceit that has always been laughed
al since the beginning of time, But she fe{t angry alout
the three months. What did he mean by thres months?
Wae it for (iussy to lull her wuspicions? VWas it for—any-
one else ! Janet felt as if she were being made a party to
some unkind scheme which had not merely fun for its pur-
ﬁosa.. Why should he look at her in that comic way when
e said anything particularly grave? Janet turned round
her little shoulder to Mr Mevedith, and became more and
more engrossed in her needlework, But yet it was strange
that whatever rhe did he succeeded in catching Ler eye,
_ "HSomeune bas been singing,’ he said, presently, with a
little start of surprise.  * I brought romething with me I
thought Guessy would like —but yon have been singing
without me »'

He turned round upon her suddenly ot this point, Guoeay
had been very quiet ; ehe bad said scarcely anything, She
had allowed him to go throngh all thoss explanations with
her mother. At firet she had -¢losed her heart, as she
thunght, against them ; but it is not ec easy to close a
heart when 1t is saddenly melted by a touch_of thaw after
& froat. Gussy had been frozen up hard as December—or
even February—ceonld do i, But what is frost when there
comes that indescribable, that subtle, invisible breath which
in & moment undoes what it has taken nights and daye of
black frost to do? What a gond thing it is to think thag
the frost which works underhand and throws its ribs across
the streams, and its icicles from the roois by decrees, takes
days to make ice that will * bear,” and thaf the aweeter in-
fluence ean biing all that bondage te ruin in an hour or
two ! (iusay's heart bad frozen up, pubting on an additional
layer of ice every dav; but in & moment it was all gone,
sliding away in blocke, in shapeless masses, upon the irre.
sistible flood. The flood, of conrse, is all the stronger from
that mass of melted ateff that sweeps info it, giving &n im-

etus to every swollen current. tinssy made an effort to
eel ag if all that melting and softening had not been, as if
she were as she had been an hour before : but wliat attempt
eould be more ineffectual ¥ Froat may counterfeit a thaw
on the surface when the sun shines; but whab thaw can
counterfeit froet ¥ It was not among the things that are
possible.

‘I have pot been singing,’ sh: said softly, her eyes
wandering in spite of her to ihe little roll in his hand,

* You forget we have had something else to amuse us all -

these evenings. It is Dolif whe has been singing.”

‘ And a very nice veice hie has got, now that it has been
trained a little, poor boy,’ said his mother, * though I am
not very sure that I like his taste in songs.”

* And Miss Summerhayes plays for him,’ said Meredith,

It amused her to -

which made Janet glow with anger. Didn't
tell yon so? he seemed to say with hisraised eyebrows. He
laughed nnt with a genial roar of smusement. *I knew Miss
Summerhayes would play for him,’ he cried.

Houw did he know anything of the kind? How dared he
laugh in that meaning way * How dared he look at Janet
as if he had found her out, ma if she, t00, had & acheme like
himeelf* Janet gave him mlook in return which might
have tuarped a more sensitive man to sinne, and she said,
with great dignity, wrapping henelf op in the humility of
her guverneas state as in & mantle, ¢ I am hers {0 play for
anyune who wishes for my servicen, Mr Meredith, as I think
you ought to know.”

“Liood heavens,’ said Mrs Harwood, ‘my dear child. 1
hope you don’s take it in shat serious way. 1f it is so dis-
agreeable to Br;u. my dear, you shall never be asked to
hamour poor Dolff again.’

* h, Mra Harwood, that is not what I meant ] Iam ve
glad to do it for anyone, but I don't Jike to hear people t.n.lri
—to hear people laugh——*

3 The littlo thing is in a temper,’ said Maredith aside to
Gueuy, *have I said anything so dreadful ¥ Come and try
whet{er the;r have thumped the pianc all to pieces, and then
we can talk.

*I don't know that you have said anything dreadfnl
And we can talk very well here,’ said Gussy in the same
andertone.

+Bhe iy like a little torkey-cock,’ said Meredith. * What
has heen going on? To think that something should always
turn up, & farce or a tragedy when one ie out of the way for
a few days.'

Guassy asked herself, with a eatching-of her breath, ii it
were & farce or & tragedyt How true that wasl No, it
wonld not be a ¢ ¥ now—now that he had come back.
¢ Nothing has been going on—except rotne silly sungs,” she
said, It did not oceur to her that her own songs were silly,
or that there might be two meanings to the word, bat
Meredith waa more ready in his comprehension.

£ Al, some silly songa I" he aaid.

Upon which Guassy, feeling more and more the soft well-
ing up from nnder the erackling frost of the warm watera,
felt a compunetion. * Poor Dolff,’she said, * is not altogether
exnlted in his tastes, you know. And he had taken a musie-
biall craze. I snppose’it is from the mnsie-ball they come, all
those wonderful parformances. Bog he likes them, it appears
a8 well—ag well —*

" As we like ours,’ aaid Meredith.

* Well, ours—," she coloured a little as she said the word :
but why should she not say it, seeing ha had thua given her
the cmet *OCurs are better worth liking. At the same
time,” said Guesy, returning to her own self, ‘we ate
always so silly in this family that we can’t do anything
withoot doing & great deal toomuch of it. We can’t, I fear,
take anything moderately. We do it with all our hears,”

* Thai is why you do itse well,” said Meredith. His voice
had aslight quaver in it, which mighthave been taken inmorve
senses than one, It might have weant emotion, and again it
might have meant & suppressed laugh, for to imagine that
Dolff sang his mnsic—halrsongsexcept.ionall well becanse he
sang them with all his heart was a little trying to the
gravity. But now that he had set np & conversation soffe
wvoce, and now that Gnssy had been brought bhack to talking

of what waa habitually done ‘in the family,” Mr Meredith
felt that be had got back wpon the old ground.
Ax for Janet, she packed up her sewing things in her
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‘YOU MAY TAKE MY WORD FOR IT, MI33 PEEP AND PHY.



