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I

WHEN Margarita came ocut of the little rail-
station and turned to the left where a
lpngnh n of 7 road climbed the hill the

n pasaenger g‘ut h&mlf had alighted from tha
London train: no other living thmqa were in sigh
but Bob, ge carrier from E-lmsoe, slowly gathermg
together the m the guards’ van,
and his old p;ebald lmiai imperturbable serv-
itor, very close kin to B{:b himself, When she
came bauk,ifahemmabauk,ﬁ‘umthisraﬂmrmﬂd
aﬂlllventure to Brazﬂ, she would find them haedr: 3:]151;

& same, jo the moorland ro e
gaid to herae%%e ﬂaﬁ her at the botiom
ofthehﬂl,hntuhemmlﬂdandahmkherhendwhen
Bob offered her a lift; she wanted to think, to have
g little time to get her story ready, to render her
fantastic proposition clear-out, before she lannched
it into the middle of her family. Casusl as they
were, you couldn’t expect them to swallow the
Amazon, as it were, without a gulp. The matter
would need a {rifle of tact.

Surmounting the rise with the easy swing of
the country-bred, she kept her eyes upon the
haunted wood just below the crest, not consciously
seeing it, but soothed h]' its dark, withdrawn
geenneaﬂ The ﬁIIun'El tang of October fought with

of a brilliant day: the acid-
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sweet scent of heather and bracken hung in the
air. When she reached the top of the hill, abreast
of the wood’s last frees, she checked her steps for
a moment, looking down upon the little gorge be-
low with its stream a rosy thread eanght np into
the itself an opal mirror, and the pale road
that Sansoe below, and rose to twist away to
Tregarwith,

Beyond the bridge over the little river, a few
hundred yards after the road began to run up-
wards again sharply, a path diverged from it
almosat at right angles, skirting the rise and seek-
ing the sea. Following this line, the girl’s eyes
enconnfered a big square hﬂmfiﬁ; I;m;d to but-
treﬂ‘smi granite, set in a nest of sheltersd trees,
but with a hardy face turned to wind and weather.
As ghe looked, lighta began to appear in the win.
dows and streamed from the porch; the door was
open for her,

8he still stood without moving, looking at the
house and walley and sea and moors, as if they
suddenly presented themselves from some new
viewpoint; the long lines of dipping heather-elad
moorland were -purple in the dying light, a
haze already creepin% 113 from the sea to their
margi The whole bold outline of the country
Was toﬂma]ryandtheeternalwinda,tha
granite frame only hghtly ecovered with the elose
mantle of grass and heather, ling and gorse; wooda
there were, but these crouched in hollows in the
mass of purple heights and shoulders, aheltenﬁ
from salt air and haating attﬁmhaﬁ L?at shrg lmt];
at straggling Sansoe, a double line of sturdy stone

set along the banks of the river in their
glip of a haven. But Margarita saw the village not
as a haven but as a starting point for geat ad-
ventures. In the deep and narrow inlet lay three
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or four fishing boats, rocking gently, their slim
masts high above the cot roofs, frail impudent
craft waiting their chance for sea harvests.

She walked on presently, but saw no road. Be-
fore her eyes was the dark, stuffily npholstered
waiting room in the station in London, its coal fire
blazing, a fat woman knitting silently in the cor-
ner, and Francina standing in front of the mirror,
staring at her own ﬂ})retty face, and talking about
Brazil, Wherever there was an accessible looking-
glass, Francina was always sure to be in front of
it; Francina with her powder puff, her borrowed
furs, the hole in her stocking, her gay langh and
lovely eyes, waving her little hands and insisting
upon far lands and diamonds. Outside, the chilly
mist of London, entering now and again when
somebody opened the door, had seemed like a
eaustic intrusion upon Francina—that bewitching
sister with such a reserve of rocky common sense
behind all her carelessmess and frivolities, and
with such deep erevasses of irresponsibility scored
in that same rock.

In what other way could you account for Fran-
cina’s romantic error of marrying at eighteen,
and marrying, of all EE le, Salvatore, with
nothing in all the world but his handsome Italian
face, his nearly first-class tenor voice, and his
world-wide experience of second-rate, hand-to-
mouth opera companies? It had been Francina’s
major departure from the gereme bee line of per-
gonal advantage that she had followed since child-
hood; she had always been completely absorbed in
her own personality, a vain little peacock accns-
tomed to perennial spoiling, and accepting tributes
to her fal;, i¢ beanty with unstiEref nalm.ﬁh

Margarita, thres years younger and of a mu
less sensational beauty, ga.d never dreamed of



